THE SHADOW OF THE PAST!
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“ogusty: ‘wind,

" Dogged i the Dark !
WEFUSE to huwwy !

" Fourth Form of St. Jim's, spoke
with decided emphasis. '

And his eompanions, Blake and Herries
‘and ) Dighy,: replied with equal emphasis
i chorus: -7

“Pathead! Buck up!

“Weally, yon fellows—

“’Shmh"’ mmmured Blake.
it is again!

He held 1 up his* h'md

The four juniors listened. Through the}
which - whirled lght snow-

2

fiakes yound them,
* soundsfrom the darlk road behind.-

It was the sound of a footfall.

But it was' enly for a.moement. The
sound died away, and only the wintiy
“wind could be heard sweeping over the

wet fields < and rustling the leafless
~hranches,

* Bai Joxe"’ murmured  Arthur

Augusitus, “We are weally bein’ fol-

lewed, deah boys!’

4 Didn’t T tell you so 1" grunted Blale:
** Yaas, but e
“*Bry up' Listen !’

-~ The St. Jim's juniors stood guite efill’
in the road, their ears strained to listen.
The cmlv winter evening had set im,

“and 3 had brought a fall of snow with

“it. Black darkness lay around them; the
snowflakes glimmering faintly ﬁhroug’h it

Blake & Co. had beén to Wayland
Cimema that afterncon, and they Iad
bta;. ed- a little late. Tt was darlk when
they started to return to the school, and
then the snow had come em.

They had taken short cuts through th
woods and’ the fields. And, more thaf
onice, as they tramped on .with theiy
‘heads bent down to the wind, and their |
_esllars turned up against the snow, they
" had caught the sound of faint footfalls
behind them on the lonely paths.

Tt was so dark that they could see one
another only dimly, and they could not. |
soe three yards before them. Only the
gaunt,-leafless trees loomcd up half-seen
in the gloom.

Ever' since they * had kft Rylcombe
Wood behind these faint footfalls had
dogged their steps, and the sound was
wetting on their nerves.

Twice they had stopped teo allow the |
pedestrian to come up, but he had not
come.  Always the footfalls ceased a
moment - after their own,

It gave them an eerie feeling to be
dozged like this through the darkness

‘..on a lonely path, and they could scarcely

suppose that the unknown was dogging

" fhem with any good intentions.

The thought of a footpad naturally
came into_thieir minds. And the thought
of some lurking ruffian, waiting for a
favourable opportunity to pounce upon |

~them, was extremely disconcerting under

' the eirenmstances.

This time they had heard the footfalls §

unmistakably just after coming .out into

the high read, but again the Sowid had

cca»ed as Lhev: Hster ml

Arthur Augustus D" Avey, of tlie |

there ‘came a faint |

B
| Biute follow us al

“There}.

i
e

e

o Oh come: on 17 said Drgby “Tet the
the way to St.. Jim’s
if lie likes ! Tt's than a mile naw !
~ “Better hurry -a bit!” said Herries.
“It’s a footpad, right enough, and he

toesd

may. be going to-sigwal to his pals to}
| stop us 17

“Bai Jove!”

*Oh, Gussy won’t hurry I’ said Blake
sarcastically. A mere ganug of footpads
nustu’t be allowed to dlstmb the serenity
of the one and only.”

*“Weally, Blake
“Eook here, if thele a gang of them
| somewhere on the road, we don’'t want to,

P2

walk into them, aaul\Heumi + “Fet’s
cut acress the fields from heve.’

“The fields are fwightfully wet,
Hewwies !

‘““ Better get your teotsies wet than get
a_knock on your silly napper, fathead |

“T wefuse to - be t,a.ﬂed a fathead,
Hewwies !

Blslke st his teeth:

alarmed, but he was still more ex-
aspﬂi‘a’b’edi

“Look:. - lieve, we’ll interview that
chap!” he sgid. “ Whether there’s a-

gany of them- or not, He's alone at pre-
‘:eht Four of us can taeld e any footpad
thatl ever footpwd,dec i

“Yaas;. atha.h I wegard that as a
much moy §mﬁed pwoceedm than
wunnin’ away !

““Who's tall
demanded Ferri 1es grufily.

“Youw \\ ere, dealy boy 7

© Yam Hjous: ]mbbemock
gested humymg, that’s all !’
YT wwegard it as vewy much the
thing, Hewwies.”

“Will you regard 16 as the same rnm*
if T biff yow over into the ditch #” in-
quned Hevries, in sulphmouxs tones,

*“ Weally, Hewwies—?

“Oly,. cheese it!” grunted . Blake.
“ Don’ ﬁ begin to rag now I’ He Iowued
his voice. . “Loolk here we'll eut across
Pepper’s: field, by the barn where tlu
St Jim’s Parliament meets for chin-
wagging. If that jehnny follows us we’ll
make a sudden rush bncl\ and - cellar
hiny before he can dodge.”

“Good owg"’ said ])1g’, with a deep
breath. ‘‘We can handle him all 11(7ht
whoevm he is 7

“ And we'll jolly well bump bim in the
. mud, whoever he is, for bothering us
like this ! said Herries vengefully,

**Vaas, wathah I ¥ \\emud that as
‘bein’ the pwopah capaly, It Is vewy in:
considewate - of * the person to make
Hewwies nervous like thi =

“Whoe's nérvous?” shrieked, THerrios.

‘“You are, deah boy!” -\

“Here, hold on ! el e\cl.umod Blake,
dxaggmg, Herries back just in time.

“Temme get at him !” voaved Herries,
Tl show him whether P'm nervous !”

“ Pway, do not let your angwy passions
wise, Hetwywies. I was snnplv statin® a
fact, you know !’ §2

STl

‘“Howevah, if -you say -you are mnot
Nervous, Hewwies, I withdwaw the
wemfuk ” said Arthur Augustus grace-
qu]y . “But si[ muct firmly -wefuse to

I sug-

same

\ CRREe Se

s s s e

and hurried on.
-left. the road, crossing a stile into the

ng about runnmg away ¥ |

 him before:he can dodge !
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huwwy, as you suggested. I am gettm
“enough mud npldsh(—‘d on my twousahs

W 1bhouﬁ hwwayyin’ and malin’ mattah=
WG se
“You—you—you—-">

£ dry up!” growled Blﬂ.l\(‘

L“Never mind, Gussy. YQu know he’s a -

born idiet! Come on !”

“I objeet; to bein’ lh:.l“ u:ctewued as a
born idiet, Blake

“Come on, ass!”

Blake: gtaaped Avthur Augustus’ mm,
The chums of St.” Jim's

black, wet field.
The followed the well wotn footpath

'thmugh hhe reeking grass in thc direc-
| tion: of the barn

That building had been the -scene ot
lively pmceedm@s on ether occasions.
But new: iti was dark, silent; and deserted.

Dimly, like a blacl shadow, it loomed

| up in the night.
H‘e was a little | {
| halted in- the lee of it.

The four juniors passed the barn, and
] ; s . - TFhey listened
teenly as they stopped.

Footfalls ! x .

Clear threugh the wind came the sound
of the footsteps from the blackness of
the night.

The unknown was following "them
deross the fields, and it seemed to them
that the footfalls. were ncarer now.

Blake set his teeth. :

“Come on'!” he said savagely. “ We've
got. him now, the shn]anr cad! Rash

19

Without  waiting to sce whether his
comrades followed, Jack Blake dashed
back at full speedralong the path. Herries
and Digby dashed after him.  Arthur
Augustus started to follow, caught his

foot in a root, and stumbled over: His
voice was he(ud on the wind :

. “Yawooeo Bai Jove, I've dwopped
my e)pglu» I Pway -wait - till = Pye

wecovahed my monoecle, deah boys !
But Blake & Co. did not heed. They
rushed o ﬁerce‘ly to try conclusions
with the mysterious unknown who had
so long and se strangely dogged their

foot¢t01)-
‘H
ceased; as before.

But  the unknown pursuer
had evidently not ex pected the sudden
rush back of the juniers he had heen
dogging.

They eame on him suddenly.

In the darkuess and sleet ail they gaw
was a dim figure standing inthe wet
grass of the footpath-—a figure, they could
see, no taller than: themselves.

CHAPTER 2.
No Luck !
ERE he is 7 panted Blake.
The footfalls behind - had

The. next -instant their grasp  was
upon it. - >
Blake & Co. were angry. If it wa:

some practical joker trying to work er
their nerves, he “deserved pumshment for
his folly.  If it was ~a foptpad,' he
deseryed handling still more. In any
case, they meant “ta punish him for the
{uck he was playing. 3 .

A




Next' Wednesday.

Three pairs of hands landed on the
dim figure at once, and it was borne
over bY the rush of the excited juniors,

“QGot him!” pant(d Blake.

“Bump him !’

“Squash him !

The half-scen form rolled in the grass,
m the grip of Blake & Co. They swept
him up, and dashed him down again.

But - the mext second there came a
change.

In spite of the strong grasp of three
sturdy *Fourth-Formers, the unknown
wrenched himself up. Herries went
staggeving from a shove on the chest,
and Blake and Dngby, to their amags-
ment and comsternation, were grasped
and thrown togother, and pitched bodily
mto the grass. =

¢ strength displayed by
known was astounding, and they had
not been prepared for it. He had
handled them as if thby were infants.

The three juniors, breathless and
almost Q’f'l}‘ipﬁel‘ rolled in the grass,
gasping. 'There was a patter of feet as
Arthur Augustus came running up. He
had found his eyeglass.

“Got him, deah boy-—- ©Oh, my
hat!” He stumbled over Blake, and
fell, and instantly his grasp closed on

the un-

Jack. “I've got him! Now, then, you
wottah !

“Yarooh!”

“I've got him, deah boys!? yelled
Arthur Augustus, in great i 1
o 1 m punchm him llke ‘anythin'—"

“Yarooop ! Gerroff I’

“Take that, you feahful wottah —and
that—— 2

“Oh, my hat! Ii—2"

“Gweat Scott! Is that you, Blake?”

gasped Arthur Augustus, recoguising the
muffled voice of his \i(‘tlm. N

“You inabmus idiot !” shrieked Blake,

“Bai Jove! ‘' I'm sowwy, deah boy!
Where is that wottah ¢’

The juniors scrambled to their feet.

Blake was nursing his nose, where
Arthur Augustus’ excited fhumpq had
fallen with onls too much vigour. And
Blake's remarks were almost blood-
curdling.

“Where 1is the wottah?” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. “Have you let him
get away.!”

Certainly. “the “rotter,” wheever he

was, had got away. The 'dark figure had
vanished as Blake & Co. went »pxaviu
in the grass.

“He’s gone !” growled Herries. “Oh,
dear! I'm aching all over ! !t~ The rotter
was as strong as a horse.”

“Bai Jove ! It was wathah wemiss of
you fellows to let him get away befoah I
could come up. I am su’pwised at you,

Blake !’
“You —you—you jabberwock !”? howled
Blake. “How couhl I prevent it, when

a danrremus maniac was crawling over
me?

“Gweat Scott! Were you cwawlin’
ovah Blake, Herries 7"

“Why, yor—you

“Were you, Dig?"”

“PBr-r-rrr!

“If you were alludin’ to me, with that
extwemely oppwobwious expwession,
Blake, 1 can only say—~— Yawoooaoh !”

Arthur Augustus did not mean to finish
his remarks thus. He did so because he
suddenly found his head in chancery.
Jack Blake had lost his temper,

Pommel, pommel, porumel !

“Yawooh !” shrlcked Arthur Augustus,
struggling wildly m the grasp of his
indignant chum. “Have you gone
pottay. Blake? Welease me! Oh,
crumbs ! I shall g,n' vou & feahful--
Oahwooh ! —thwashin’ { Oh, deah! Yah!

“There panted Blake. “Now per-
haps you ll think twice before you sit-on
‘chap’s neek and punch hiz nose——'
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Qussy on the Defensive!

! (See Chapter 7.)
|

{

“Gwooh ! You uttah wofian! Hold
my eyeglass, Dig!”

“T'll hold your neck if you don't shut
up !’ growled Dig.

“I am goin' to thwash Blake ! roared
Arthur Augustus, quite frrwetrmg the
calm reposc which ouulu to stamp the
caste of Vere de Vere. I insist upon
yeur puttin’ up your hands, Blake I

““Oh, 2o and eat ccke!” growled
Blake. © You fellows coming on? That
sneaking rotter, whoever “he iz, has
cleared off. Let's get 1. " I'm wet all
over.”

““Blake, you howwid boundah

Jack Blake snorted, and tmmpod on
up the path. His chums followed him.
They were wet and dy from gheir rpll
in the grass, and > them W"l@ in
decidedly morose tempers.

The St. Jim's fellows prided them-
selves upon being tough, and it was not
gratifying to have been handled so

asxly by the strangev. And
realised too, that a fellow who conld
handle three juniors so easily was a
fellow it was better to avoid on a lenely
path.

They traraped on rather hastily, and
came out into the road to the school.
There they poused for a morment to
listen,

But only the sough of the wind came to
their ears now.

There was no sound of footfalls.

1%

“Well, we've shifted him, at any
vate " said Dig.
“Hang him, whoever he wa

Urow!ed Blake, caressing his nose, |
fhat he would have mattered, if
lmdn t had a howling lunatic with wvs.
“1f you are alludin’ to me, Blake—-"
“Look at my nose F’ how]cd Blake.
"‘I cannot see your nose in the dark,

1V e

Blake, so it would be wuseless lookin’
at ik,

“It's double size, I believe!” grunted
Blaks.

It was a wathah unfortunate mistake,
o A :
owin' to the dark, Blake, but it would §

they I

not have hapened if you had not allowed
that wottah to get away.”

*Oh, come on!” said Blake. T shall
splﬂuafe Gussy if he runs on much
longer I’

“I should uttahly wefuse to be spifii-

cated—

“Brr-r-r! Come on!”

The chums of the Fourth tramped on
to the school.

Inglorious as ~the result of their
(\ncountox with the unkno“n had been,
they had at least got rid of the fellow
who was dogging their steps. Herries!
idea of a gang of footpads in the vicinity
was endonth off side. Yet what motive
the fellow could have had for dogging
them was a strange mystery.

But Blake and D’Arcy were thinking
more about their damaged features than
about the uvhmmn, and all féur were
tthmn of their wet and muddy clothes.
They were not enjoying that wallk home.

It never rains but it pours, and when
they reached the school they found that
Taggles had locked the gates.

The old porter came down grunting to
let them in.

“Which you're late!” he Suapped

“Weally, Taggles, that is \nhml) a
supahﬂumh piece of mfounatwn ’ ore-
marked D'Arcy.

“Report to Mr, Railton!” g'runh)d
Taggles. % -

“Thank you, deah boy 1’

Taggles grunted again, and went back

to his lodfre. shaking off the snowflakes
that had settled on him.

The chums of Study No. 6 tramped on
across the quad to the School Tlouse.-

There were a good many fellows in the
lighted hall when they ontmed, and tha
muady state of the four juniors drew
attention at once.

“You're late !"

aici Tom Mezrry.

“Taggles has just told wus that!”
FLOW led Blake.
“Peon taking - the new mud-hath

Tur. Gy LIBRARY.—No,
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cure?”’ asked Monty Lowthel humor-
ously.
SO vats 17

£
“Did you roll home do“n Rylcombe

- Bill?”? ‘Manners wanted to know.

- muddy juniors.

a

‘ they came in.

- quartette.

“Weally, Mannahs—-— i

“Oh, come off ! Let’s get a change !’
glowled Blake. “Don’t waste time talk-
ing to those silly Shell-fish I’ ¢

“But  what’s happened?” asked
Levison ,of the Fourth. “You seem to
have had bad luck.”

‘“A rotten rotter was following us all
the rotten way !’ said Blake forcibly
“VVcdwcnt for the rotten beast, and——fand
—and— "

“And what?” asked Tom ’VIouy

““And-—and got rolled over!” grunted
Blake.

“All- of you?” exclaimed Levison,
raising his eyebrows. “One rvoiter
volled over the lot of you! My word!”

“Three of us, anyway; and then Gussy
had to fall on me and punch me in mis-
take for the other rotter—I mean, in
mistake for the rotter !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, don’t cackle !”” said Blake crossly.
“ Nothing to cackle at that I can see.”

“So that’'s how you picked up that
nose ?” grinned Cardew of the Fourth.

““Oh, bother my nose ¥’

«And where did Gussy pick up his?’
asked Sidney Clive, laughing. “He
Jooks as if he'd cauﬂht it in a gate.”

“Phat uttah ass Blake got my head in
chancewy, you know, becnuse I punched
his nose : by mistake!” said Arthur
Augustus, with thrilling indignation.
“ Any fellah might punch anothah fellah’s
nose by mistake in the dark.”

¢Ha, ha, ha!?

“Hallo!” Kildare of the Sixth came
along the passage, and stared at the
“Mr. Railton wants you
four. What on earth have you brought
all that mud into the house for?”

“ Weally, ‘Kildare,; it was not of our
own choice—"

“Well, go to My, Railton now,” said
the captain of St. Jim’s, laughing.

“ After that, you'd bmim take a bath
W 1th your clothes on!”
“Bai Jove!”

Kildare walked away, and the uuhapm
four started for the Housemaster’s study.
There .was a loud cackle from Baggy
Trimble of the Fourth Form.

“He, he, he! Fan(’y letting one chap
handle them like that! He, he, he! Pity
I wasn’t with you, Blake! Jeyver see
such funks?”

It was the last straw. Jack Blake’s
temper had already been sorely tried.
But for the fat funk of the Fourth to
lift up the heel against him, as it were,
was too much.

Blake spun round and rushed at Baggy

Trimble. He smote him hip and thigh,
and the fat junior collapaed on the floor
with a terrific whoop.

“Yah! Oh! Help! Murder! Res
Yaroooooh !”

Somewhat solaced, Blake went on to
the Housemaster’s study, leaving Trimble
roarin

Mr.

cue !

qullton looked very severe when
But hLis expression re-
laxed as he ga7ed at the tired and muddy
Blake explained why they
were late, and though the Housemaster
uused his eyebrows a little at the story
of the unknown pursuer who had dogged
Lheu steps_across - the dark fields, "he

accepted the sfatement as an excuse.

ne chums of the Fourth were dismissed
with a caution, much to their satisfac-
tion. They did not mind the caution.
And they procceded to the Fourth-Form
doxmlt()ly for a much-needed wash and
a_cnange before they came to Study
No. 6 for a very late tea. ;

Tae GeM Lisrany.—No: 510.

- CHAPRTER 3.
Not in Demand !

e

6 AL ha ha!? y

: 0‘1ty Lowtuel the distin-
i gux shed humorist: of the Shell,
i gave vent to that sudden burst

f merriment.

. It was mnot an hour for merriment,
really. The Terrible Three were in their
study, and the hour was that supposed
to be devoted to evening preparation.

Tom Merry and Manners We’e working

at their prep, but Monty Lowther had
allowed his evening task to slide. More
important business claimed. Lowther’s
attention.
. For the Christmas number of *Tom
Merry’s Weekly ” was in hand, and was
taxing - the efforts of . the nUmerous
editorial and sub-editorial staff. = Low-
ther’s comlc column was generally a
feature of the ‘Weekly.” In the
Christmas number he was going to have
a whole page, and that was a chance of
spreading himself -which was not te be
neglected. So prep had to go.

Apparently Monty Lowther was very
pleased with his humorous efforts. He
left off scribbling, and burst into a loud
laugh. - Monty could always see the in:
tense humour in his own compositions,
perhaps because he was such a keen
humorist. Many fellows couldn’t see it.

Probably Towther expected his study-
mates to look up, with great interest and
expectation in their looks. But they
didn't. Tom Merry and Manners kept
steadily on with their work.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” repeated Lowther,
little less enthusiastically.

But deafness seemed to have descended
on No. 10 in the Shell. There was no
response.

Monty Lowther glared at his insen-
sible chums. Like all great ‘ntl%t., Low-
ther liked an audience.

“You fellows very busy?”’
with deep sarcasm.

“Awfully !” said Manners,
looking up. :

“I'm doing my comic pdgc for the
Christmas number.’

“Do it quletly then, old clmp

“Yes; don’t make a row,” said Tom
Merry. ; ;

“Of all .the thumping idiots, I think
this study- has about the best selection
at St Jim’s !’ said Lowther witheringly.
“Tve just written _a jolly good thing
for the Christmas’_thmber

“Oh, good ! "*

«pi 1‘cad it to-you, if you like,”
Lowﬂrer, unbending a little.

‘That would spoil the effect when we
1ead it in the Christmas number;” said
“Manners blandly.

“Look here, .\Iannms——
i ““Besides, we're doing our prep.’

‘“ Bother your pxep’ Bless your plCT"
Blow . your prep !’

“Well, you're bothering enough,” said
Wlo.nnels i W’hy don’t you do your own?
I suppose you're not going to read your
comic page to Linton in the morning
in the Form-room, and tell him you did
that instead of prep?”’

‘“Look here,” said 1 '\Io-ny TLowther, in
measured tones. “I’ve done a rather
good thing, and 1f you’d like to heav it
T’ll read 1t out.’

a

he asked,

’ said

?

i)

said Tom

‘“ After prep, 'old chap,”
Merry.

“Fathead !”

“Pear  man, we're wresiling @ with
merry 01(1 Vngxl' Leave us to the
struggle.”

S ¥ahl?

though Rardly

With that oxpnsque :
ose from

classic, vemark Monty Lowthes

the table ‘his paper in his Innd
* “Go and read it to Study No. 6,7

sue
sug

without |
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gested Muimers. “I dare say thoy’ll
like it.”

“Ha, ha! Study No. 6 mightn’t see
the humour ‘of this!” grinned Lowther.

“Well, fellows usually don’t see the
humour of your: jokes

“Fathead ! T'll take it along to No. 91"
grunted Lowther.

“Do!” said Tom Meiry and Manners
together, with great heartiness.

Lowther marched out of the study, and
closed the door after him with quite un-
necessary force. Tom and Manners
chuckled. They liked Monty Lowther 1o
end, and genérally bore with his humor-
ous proclivities nobly; but sometimes
they pulled his leg gently. And somehow
or other Lowther’s great sense of humour
often failed him when he was the victim.

Lowther went along to the Hourth-
Form passage, and lool ed into 1\’o 9
there.

Levison and Cardew and Clive were at
prep.

At all events, they were supposed to
be at prep. Slduey Clive was working
away industriously. The South African
Junior was a hard worker. Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew was yawnmg over his books.
He was a good deal of a slacker, though
he could work when he Ilked and always
kept a good place mn the chss Ernest
Levison was leaning back in his chair,
with a deep wrinkle in his brow, as if
in somewhat troubled thought. Lowther
coughed emphatically in the doorway,
and Study- No. 9 all looked at him.

“You fellows like to hear this?”’ asked
Lowther.

““Anythin’ that stops work!” said
Cardew. ‘“You're a boon and a blessin’,
Lowther. Go ahedd A

“What is it?”

“Ahem !
the Christmas number,’
modestly.

“Merey |

“ What?”’

“I—I mean; go ahead, old fellow !”

“Yes, let’s have it,” caxd Levison, with
a smile. “Hallo, Flank' * “He beckoned
to the fag who looked in at the doorway
behind Lowther, “Trotin! You're just
in time.”

Levison minor came in.

The fag had a hook in his hand, a
smear of ink on his chin, and a worried
frown on his brow. HEvidently he had -
come to his major for help in some
knotty problem which had taxed him
movre than usual.

+“] say, you've not finished prep, have

asked Clive,
A little thmg I've done ful
said Lowther

you?” ‘said Frank. “I’ll come along
later.’

’“That’s all right—we’re glad of an
interruption,” said Cardew. * Can I help
you, Franky?”

“1It’s the ablative absolute

“Oh, my hat! Take it next door!”

“All serene, Franky—TI'll help,” said
Levison, laughing. “ But first Lowther is .
going to reduce us to a proper state of
seriousness. Go it, Lowther!”

“Look here, Levison L

“Go  it!  Got your
Frank?” )

“¥Yes,” said Frank, in surprise

“You'll need it. Towther is going to
read us one of his best jokes. We all cry
together.” -

“Ha, ha; ha!”

Monty Lowther gave Study No. 9 a
glare. Instead of reading out the splen-
did joke which was to grace the columns
‘of the Chustmaa number of the
“Weekly,” he stepped out into the pas-
1 sage, and closed fhc door with a slam.
here was a burst of merriment from the
chums of No. 9. )

“Poor old Lowther!” grinned Clive.
“He never can.take a little joke against
himself 1?

handkerchief,
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“ Lots of humorists like that!” grinned
Cardew.

“TIt's too bad,” said Trank Levison,
laughing. #Some of Lowther's jokes
ain’t bad. \\ ally says he gets them from
back numbers of ¢ Chuckles.’

‘Wal‘v is & youth of gxcat perspica-

city,” ald Cardew gravely. ‘“Are you
chaps going to worry the ablative
absolute now ! o

Yes, ass,” said Levison.

“Walw me up when you've finished,”

aid Cardew, sinking into the armchair.

“Look at the dashed thing, Ernie!”
said Frank Levison. “Old cSelloy s put
me on the ablative absolute, you know,
and he oughtn’t, really. He wants to
catch me out I believe.  This rot is
Horace——"’

Levison chuckled.  Frank's opinion of
the great Q. Horatius Flaccus was evi-
dently not a favourable one.

“Mr. Selby isn’t putting you
Horace surely 7 exclaimed Clive,

“He’s told me to pick out an example
of the ablative absolute,” said Frank
ruefully.
Third, of course; but it's just like Selby.
He likes catching a fellow. I asked
Talbot, and he said this pifile about a
cmp named Teucer would fill the ln‘l Is

all right, Ernie? Teucro duce et
mwplce Teucro—->"

“Dear old Teucer!” murmured Car-
dew. “On the whole, I think I'll go after
LO\\thCl I almost prefer h1~ comic
column to the ablative absolute.”

And Cardew strolled out of the study,
leaving Levison major and his minor with
their heads beut over Q. Ho 15 Flac-
cus, and Clive grinding away on the other
side of the table,

on

CHAPTER 4.
The Woes of 2 Humorist!

ONTY LOWTHER was wrathful.
M There was often a plentiful
lack of appreciation for his best
~ jokes. But he felt that there
ought to be a limit. In the affairs of the
St. Jim’s Parliament, Lowther's humoz-
ous observations were generally howled
~down. In the junior debatmg society
fellows would actually rise on a point of
order and demand that feeble humorists
should be either gagged or-ejected. And
now here he was, with the best joke of
tho season—he had no doubt that it was
the best joke of the season—and fellows,
instead of listening to it and roaring with
mirth, persisted in making foeble jokes

at Lowther himself,

Really, it was hardly worth while to
cultivate his great gift of humour, at th1s
rate.

But Lowther was not to be b(\atcn.
He walked along to the study in the Shell
passage tenanted by Grundy and Wilkins
and Gunn. He was prepared to let
Grundy & Co. have the first benelit of
his latest effort.

He found Grundy laying down the law
in the study, instead of doing his prep.
Wilkins and Gunn were listening. They
had no choice about that.

“What I want to know is,” said
Grundy, “what's the good of having a
school 'parliament at all, if thf\ most
sensible chap i the school isn't made
Premier? Answer that!”

“That!” said Lowther,

Grundy stared at him.

looking in.

“Eh? What do you mecan by butting
in and bleating thftt"’ ’ he Inquired
politely.

“You id answer that,” e}:pl:lh‘.C"l
Lowther riously. That was the worst

of being an unappreciated humo vk
Ll to so many laborious cxr;hmuom
“So I answered ‘that —see 7.7
“No, I don’t see!”
“Oh, ecrumbs! Y
“Don’t say-ik all over again,”

aaid

“We don’t do Horace in the.
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jokes %’

“Y\;S you ass !

“That'll do! For mercy’s sake don’t
explain it, if it's a joke! What I want to
know is, why shouldn’t I be Premier?
There’s a strong resem )la,nce betw een
Lloyd George and me—"

“Oh, my hat!” ejaeulated Wilkins,

“Nothmg to be surprised at in that,
Wilkins,” said Grundy. “I've been
struck several times by ‘the resemblance,
in many ways between the Prime
Minister and myself.”

¢ Better not say that in public!” said
Lowther warningly.

“Eh? /Why shouldut I
public ?’

Tt might come under the Defence of
the Realm Act.’

“You silly ass!” roared Grundy, while
Wilkins and Gunn chuckled.

Monty Lowther brightenod up. Those
chuckles from Wilkins and Gunn were
like music to his o'xr';—thongh not par-
ticularly musical in themselves After
all, his glfr of humour was not (]d‘((} un-
appreciated ; his voice was not like unto
a voice (‘nlu!: in the wilderness.

“T've got a little thing here to read to
your fellows,” said Lowtl)mv encouraged.

“Rats!” said Grundy. “Is it a speech
for the St. Jim's Parliament?”

“T suppose it wax one of your

You said

say it in

“No, it isn’t! Blow the 8t. Jim's
Parliament !”
“Well, that’s what we're discussing. I

want to lmow why I shouldn’t be Premier
of St. Jim’s!” snorted Grundy. “I’d
make things hum, I tell you. If you've

go* anv‘fhu\w to say against it, Lowther

“T haven't,” said Lowther pacifically.
He was quite willing to concede all
George Alfred L‘:rundy s extensive claims
at that moment. “ You'd make a rxpmng

Premier, Grundy! In fact, - you're
wasted hmu I’'m sure that if xoa'd been
Premier Britain the w var would be over

by now.”

“Well, T'm glad you can see it,” said
Grundy, mollified. * What's that you've
got there, Lowther? You can rvead it out
if you like.”

Properly speaking, Grundy & Co. aught
to have begged Lowther to read it out,
and hung upon  his words.” But half a
loaf was better than nobread; and,atall
f-vents,.Lmvther was able to read it out at
ast.

“TIt’s about Study No. §,”

“Those Fourth Form
Grundy disdainfully.

“You know how thev wers bowled ¢ over
by some chap coming home this evening

“l\o, Fdoen't.”?

“ Well, they were.
comic verses about it

Cardew looked in at the door.

“You here, Lowther? Am I in time?
Thank goodness! I was afraid I had
missed it!” And Cardew gasped with
velief.

Lowther gave him a very su:pxcmus
look. But the dandy of the Fourth was
(_(l’iu9 grave.

*Well, shut up, and T'll read it out,’
said Lowther. “It's about Study "No 6
bemg bowled cver by that chap in the
fields.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Cardew.

“Eh? What are you laughing at?”

“The jcme 12

eI lnn en't read ovt t
idiot !’

“Oh! My mistake!’
commw grave again.
scout !

Monty Lowther frowned, and Grundy

& Co. grinned. Really, it seeraed as if
C‘ardew were the humorist, and not
Lowther at all.

“I¢'s in the form ‘of a limerick,

he smfl

kids !”. said

I've made up some
)

the joke yet, you

” gaid C:’llf]LW be-
#“Read it out, old

»

gaid

One Penny. 5

preliminary courrh

$Tf 3t’s in the form of a limerick, it is a
limerick, isn’t it "’ asked Gunn, who was
sometimes a rather precise vouth

“ Well, yes. 2!

“Then it's a limerick,” said Gunn.
“No need to say itls in the form of a
limerick if 1t. 1\ a limerick,” :

“Quite so0,” said Grundy. “ Gunn’s
right. You dont express yourself very
clcauy Lowther.”

Montv Lowther very nearly boiled over.
It was rather too much to be called to
order the thickest-headed fellow in
the Shel{ But he restrained his feclings.

“Well, it is a limerick, then, if you like
that better I” he '=na'>pec‘. :

<1 don’t think much of limericks,” said
qundy with a shake of the head.
¢ Jolly ea@% to do. Still, T dare say it's
the best you can do, Lowther. Chap
can't get abovo his own brain level, of

tLowther clearing his threat \uth a little

course, Go on! :

“You howling dummy!’ roared
Lowther.

STh2

“J—=1 mean, dey up a minute, and I'll
read it out,” said the unhappy Lowther,
realising that he was 1“ danger again of
losing his audience. ‘ Here goes!”

“Hush!” murmured Cardew- breath-

Lowther, with an expression that was
not in the least humorous, read it out: ~

.. Herries, and Digby and Gussy,
re Ie(hng so nervy and fussy,

That they tackled a lout,
Who pmhml them abott,
And they bolted, all howling for mussy !

Monty Towther, like Brutus, paused for
a reply, expecting that reply in the shape
of a burst of Homeric laughter.

But 1t did not come.

Grundy and W xlkxm Lmd Grann looked
surprised and perplexed.  Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew took out a delicate cambric
handkerchief, and wiped away a tear.

There was silence in Grundy’s study—a
silence that could be felt. Monty
Lowther broke it.

“Understand ¢ he asked, with intense
sarcasm, ®

“I can’t quite

say I do,” said Gunn

thoughtfully. “I didn’t quite catch on
to the last word. Is it an English
word 77

“German, I  should think,” said

Grundy. I don’t think you oucvht to
introduce a CGerman word into a British

school mwgaz!ne, Lowther. It’'s un-
patnotm

“It isn’t a German word!” shrieked
Lowther.

“Well, it's not French,” said Grunds.

“Of course it isn't, you—you jabber-
wock.” 3

“Ttalian 2" asked Cardew blandly.

“No!” roared Lowther.

“TIt’s not Latin,” said Grundy posi-
tively, “*And I don't believe it’s Greek.
Is it Greek?”

“Greck to you, perhaps,”  said
Lowther, unable to resist the opportunity
for another joke,

But- Grundy’'s great mind rose far
above a mere play upon words. He did
not see the point, and did not want to.

“How could it be Greck to me unless
it's really Greek?” he inquired. “¥on
scem to be wandering in your mind,
Lowther.’

“What language is it, anyhow 2"
Gunn.

“ English,
“It's a comie
W urd merey.”’

“ A comic way 2?

“ lu-« ass!

‘Sure h s comic'?”
“Ves!” héwled the unhappy humorist,
Tag Grym LisRaRyY,—No. 510,

asked

vou ass!” yelled Lowther.
way of pronouncing the

asked Cardew.
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“Oh, all right! You ought to know,

~ being a humorist. . Gentlemen; this is|
& Ha, ]

where ‘we laugh,” said Cardew. -
Biha e e Ee

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy & Co. -

It was the burst of Homeric laughter
at last; but somehow it did not seem to
gratify Lowther, now he had got it.

He glared at the hilarious juniors.

“You frabjous asses!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You burbling,
wockyg——"

“Ha, ha, hal?

“You—you—you

“Have we laughed in .the
place?” - asked Cardew  anxiously.
“Sorry ! But you said yourself that it was
comic, and we took your word for-it.
Look here, read it out over again, and
hold up your hand' when it’s time to
laugh. Then there can’t be a mistake.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy & Co.,
without waiting for Lowther to hold up
his hand. S

Monty Lowther did not read out his
composition again. Instead of doing
that, he rushed at Cardew, caught him
ryound the neck, and waltzed out into the
passage with him.

They left Grundy & Co. roaring.

“Bai Jove! What's the trouble?”
Arthur © Augustus D’Arcy hurried up.
“Pway don’t let your angwy passions
wise, deah boys—— Yahooooop !”

The kind-hearted Gussy essayed to
scparate ‘the combatants, with the unfor-
tunate result that he received Lowther’s
left on the nose, and Cardew’s right in
his neck. It was a case in which the
peacemaker was not blessed.

Arthur Augustus sat on the floor and
velled.

Lowther and. Cardew glared at ote
another and separated. Monty Lowther
stamped back to his own study without
seeking an audience further. Tom
Meiry and Manners smiled as he came
in. They had finished prep, and were
prepared to hear the humorous effort.

*“Out with it, Monty !”’ said Tom en-
couragingly.

Lowther snorted.

* What’s the matter with yonr noge?”
asked Manners, 3 ;

“Rats !V ’

And Monty Lowther sat down to his
belated prep, and refused to say another
word. -

Vchor‘{ling . jabber-

(1

CHAPTER 5.
A Late Repentance !

NARDEW - was grinning as he
- strolled back into No. 9. He was |\

also dabbing his nose with his
handkerchief,

Frank Levison was gone, and prep was |

over. - Sidney Clive was working at the

table, but he was now engaged upon
r N <

a story of the veldt and kairroo for “Tom

Merry’s Weekly.” Levison was in the

armchair, staring thoughtfully at the
remnant of fire in the grate. = -
“Been rowing ?” asked Clive, looking

up.
“Only pullin’- Lowther’s leg,” said
Cardew cheerfully.
sense of humour
isn’t it 77 :

Clive laughed. .

“Penny for ’em, Levison,” said Car-
dew, with a . curious look .at his
study-mate’s thoughtful face. - “ What
deep problem are you thinkin’ out? Not
goin’ to try for Prime Minister in the
St. Jim’s Parliament ?”

“Rot ! said Levison. -

“Well, we ought to be able to dig up
a lot of fun as general opposition to
everythin',” remarked Cardew..
you thinkin’ that out?”

Tue GEM LiBRARY.—No. 510,

fails him at times,

wrong |
- pain.

“Queer how his |

. Are |

“QOh, no!” ;
“Dear me, surely. you haven’t been
.revertin’ to your old naughty ways; an’
puttin’ money on geegees? Are you
‘ wrestlin’ with the problem of how to deal
with a bad bookie who insists upon bein’
paid 2’ :

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” grunted Levi-

- son. :
“Certainly  not,” said Cardew
urbanely. “ Any more polite an’ cheery

remarks to make?”

“I've been thinking,”
with a knitted brow.
“¥es; I could see it was givin’ you a

Hence my friendly inguiries.”

“Oh, don’t rot! I’'m worried.”

Clive laid down his pen. He had seen
some time ago that there was something
up with Ernest Levison; but he had left
it to Levison to explain if he liked.
Cardew looked a little more serious,
though it. was seldom that he could be
forced into a serious mood.

“Don’t mind my’ rottin’,” said Car-
dew. <““If there’s any trouble, old-chap,
get it off your chest, and rely on us.”

“Go ahead,” said Clive -eoncisely.
““There’s three of us to stand it together;,
Levison.” :

Levison smiled.

said Levison,

“I'm not exactly in any trouble,” he |

“ But—but—but
“ Another

» He frowned
chap  is—awful

said.
again.
trouble.”
“¥riend of yours?” asked Cardew.
g N0~ ”
“8t. Jim’s chap ?”
“ Not now.”
‘fS;)mg fellow who’s left 77

““And not a friend of yours?” :

“No. I—I was his enemy while he
was here,” said Levison, colouring.

“My hat!” said Cardew, in wonder.
“You're worrying because an enemy of
yours is in trouble? You used to be a

:hard case, Levison, but I'm dashed if

you can’t give points to Good Little
Georgie now! Beware of the downward
path, my infant. If you keep on like this
voull ‘wind wup as a _ conscientious
objector,”

“Oh, don’t rot, I tell you!” said Levi-
son. “The fellow’s in trouble.”

“What does it matter to you if he is,
then ?” .

“Well, it doesn’t, T supposc.”

“Then let the rotter vip!”

“He’s not a rotter”

“Didn’t you say you were his cnemy
while he was here?”

Levison’s flush deepened.

. “It }\‘asu’t because he was a rotter,”
he d..

‘:"rgifllen why was it ?”

“Because I was rather a votter, I'm
afraid.”

[ O}] !5}

There was a silence in Study No. 9.

Levison’s confession had startled both his
‘study-mates. -
" They knew what Levison had been in
the past. Ife had beén—and had prided
himself upon being—a hard case in the
:Schoel House at St. Jim’s.

That was before Clive and Cardew had
come to the school. But Levison’s old
reputation was by no means forgotten.
Fellows like Racke and Crooke and

Tellish affected to believe that his re-
form was all spoof. Tom Merry & Co.
fully believed in him, and were his
friends. But natyrally the reputation of
a specially hard case took.time to live
down. Clive and Cardew had heard all

1 about it from many quarters.

Levison broke the silence, his face
‘crimson. : 3 : S

“I—T looked at things a bit differently
-then,” he said: “I wasn’t wholly in the
wrong, either.. But—but I ywas rough on

-

NOW 0
SME.H

that pczor'chap, and no mistake. IMe had
Yo go. 2 o

“Through you?” asked Clive “very
quietly. . 7

“Partly through me.”

“ Levison, you can’t mean

“Don’t think it’s worse than it is. .T
mean it was partly through me that it
came ‘out that he was what he was. ‘He
had to go because he was—what he was,”
'said Levison, in a low voice. “He
wasn’t turned- out. He simply left -the
school all of a sudden, without a word of
| explanation being given. .I never knew
all the facts. I fancy Tom Merry does,
and the chaps in Study No. 6. He was
very friendly with D’Arcy.”

- ““He can’t have been a rotter if he was
friendly with Gussy,” said Clive.

“He wasn’t a rotter. He was decent
enough while he was here.  But he had
been——"" Levison paused. :

“Well, what had he been?”’ asked
Cardew curiously.

“In a reformatory!”

“Phew !”

“ A reformatory 2” exclaimed Clive..

i YOS. .

“What for?” i

“For badly injuring a man in a fight.”

“Hold on!” said Cardew. “He was a
junior here, I understand?”

“Yes; in the Fourth Form.”

“I don’t guite see how a chap in the
Fourth Form could, injure a man in a
fight so seriously as all that. Sure you've
got it right? Was he some merry infant

9

prgdigy?" ; . -
He was extraordinary in  his
strength,” said =~ Levison. “It was

amazing—the kind of thing that doesn’t
occur once in ten thousand times. He
was in the Fourth, and not remarkable
to look at; only when he:stripped you
could see that his muscular development
was a bit out of the common. He could
have knocked out Kildare or Darrei of
the Sixth with one hand.”

“Great Scott! Not the kind of chap to
make an enemy of!” grinned Cardew.
“Yon were rather reckless, old scout.”

“But how the merry thump could a
reformatory kid get into this school?? ex-
claimed Clive, in astonishment.

“'ghat’s what beat me at first. But

“By gad! T've heard him spoken of,
now I come to think of it. A kid in the
Fourth who stood up to a gang of hooli-
gans - who had gone for D’Arcy, and
knocked them out. I thought it was a
bit of a fairy-tale. Was that chap’s name
Outram?” .

“That’s it—Valentine Qutram.”

“I've heard of him. Some of the
- fellows spoke of him once,” said Cardew,
with a nod. “He left suddenly, before I
came here.”

“Yes, I’ve heard the name, now I
think of it,” said Clive. - “I heard D’Arcy
refer to him once—he spoke of him as a
friend.”

“D’Arcy was very friendly with him.
I—I wasn't!? said Levison. “It’s a
 queer yarn, and I’d rather have forgotten
it.. It’s been brought back to my mind.
He’s in trouble.”

“Suppese you spin us the yarn?” said
Cardew. ‘It sounds interestin’.”

“It’s not much to tell. Tve got an
uncle who’s governor of a Juvenile
Prison. I stayed a vac with him, and saw
some of the kid prisopers, and one of
them was a chap of tremendous strength,
named George Purkiss. I happened to
notice him . particularly, because his
strength was spoken of. He'd knocked a
warder about—a grown man. I'd for-
‘gotten all about him, though, when sud-
denly I saw that new fellow—Qutram. I
:recognised him as Purkiss.”

“My word! Then he came here under

an assumed name?” exclaimed Cardew.
“What a nerve!”. : e
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“No; it seems that Outram was his
real name. I denounced him——"

“Well, that was the right thing t6 do
if. you thought he was an impostor,” said
Clive.

“That’s so; but—but when he proved
that !e was Outram, I—I got spiteful.”
Levison flushed again deeply. “I—I was
vather a beast, and I'm not denying it.
It was proved that he was Valentine

Outram, son of Major Outram, and
nephew of Sir Robert Outram, whe
brought him to St. Jim’s. His father was

at the Front. I—I was jeered at for say-
ing he was Purkiss, and it put my back
up. The chap’s character didn't bear it
out, either. He was a Pacifist 7

““Oh, gad!” said Cardew.

¢ Nothing would make him fight—mnot
even punching hismnose.”

“ Must have been a gueer fish.”

¢ thought it was all humbug, to make
out a clear distinction between him and
Purkiss, who was a quarrelsome character,
you see. But—but I've thought over it
since. When D’Arcy was set on by a
gang of roughs, Outram dropped all his
pacifism, and saved him. That fairly
gave him away, of course. It was imme-
diately after that that he left. The fellow
who had such wonderful strength was
Purkiss, plain enough, and the fact that
he had hidden it so long showed that he
had good reason for hiding it.  Still,
nothing came out—he iust left, without
a word, though I think there was an ex-
planation in Study No. 6 before he went.
I—I understand him better now. I
believe his pacifism was genuine enough.
Heo was afraid of losing his temper, and
hurting somebody if he gave way to it—
as he had done before. And I think he
had some queer idea of atonement for
having been brutal once, by submitting
to ragging that he could have stopped by
lifting one hand if he liked.”

“But you're sure that
really that chap Purkiss?”
doubtfully. “You say it
proved.”

“No, the matter dropped when he left;
but I knew very well that that was why
he left. After the splendid way he stood
‘up for Gussy, all the fellows liked him,
and they were determined to think the
best of him, especially as he had gone.™

“But if his name was Outram: 2

¢T suspected first that he was spoofing
about that. But it was proved right
enough. I thought it out afterwards. He
was sentenced to the reformatory in a
town a long way from his home. He must
have given a false name there, He was
sentenced under the name of Purkiss—
trying to save the disgrace, I suppose, by
keeping his real name dark. That didn’t
occur to me at first, but it was pretty
clear afterwards.”

Levison paused.

“I was rotten hard on him,” he said,
in a low voice. ‘It’s clear to me now
that he had repented—more than re-
pented—and that if that old chapter in
his life could have been closed, he would
never have been guilty again of anything
rotten. I dragged it all up. I thought
T was acting from a sense of duty, and
so I was, too, in a way; but if T'd been a
bit kinder—more considerate—I should
have looked at the matter differently, and
given him a chance. I was sorry after-
wards—not that it was much good then.
I—I've never spoken about 1t to any-
body, but Frank. = Frank heard some-
thing about it in the Third, and asked
me, and T told him. I—I shouldn’t have
mentioned it to you chaps, only ”—Levi-
son rose restlessly—‘he’s in trouble.”

“Outram is?”

“Yes; bad trouble.”

“The same thing over again?”’ asked
Cardew comprehensively.

* “It looks like it. [Look His
picture’s there.”
Levison passed a newspaper over to his

Qutram was
said Clive
was never

here.
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Tom Mewwy, deah

mentary meeting in the Common-room,
T

There was an awkward pause
that seemed beyond his yearvs.

tus D’Arcy’s eveglass gleamed in.  “We
George, you know—the uttah duffah!
sewious about?”

“Yes, it's Outram,” said Levigon.
Tom Merry hastily. What on earth is
“You can’t mean

back down your throat!”

“Oh!” said Arvthur Augustus, taken
“PBut what's this about Outram?”
it out,

boy!

a-half, height five feet five-and-a-half

chums. There was a tap at the door, and
Tom Merry came in, with'a cheerful face.
“You fellows busy?” he asked, with a
smile. “Grundy 1s calling a Parlia-
and I think he’s going to get the frog’s-
march. My hat!” ‘Tom started as he
caught sight of a photograph printed
in the newspaper, in Cardew’s hand.
“Qutram, by gum!”

CHAPTER 6.

The Fugitive !

OM MERRY stared at the pictured
face in the paper in astonish-
ment.

in Study- No. 9.

(ardew and Clive were looking at the
photograph with interest.
of a handsome, quiet-looking lad, fresh
and healthy, but with a grave expression

“QOutram !’ repeated Tom Merry, in
wonder. “That's a photograph of
Outram, who used to be in the School
House here.”

“You fellows comin’?”  Arthur Augus-
are goin’ to give Gwunday the fwog’s-
march for his feahful cheelk, you know.
The uttah ass has the awful nerve to
claim to be Pwemiah, because he has a
wemarkable wesemblance to Lloyd
There is no wesemblance at all. They
are quite diffewent kind of duffahs—I
mean, Gwunday is a diffewent kind of
duffah—that is to say-——— Bai Jove,
what are you fellows lookin’ so feahfully

Arthur Augustus looked from one to
another in surprise.

Then his eve caught the photograph,
and he started.

“Qutwam, bai Jove!”

“My old pal!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus. He looked sternly at Levi-
son. ““The splendid chap you were down
on, Levison, you—ahem!”

“That's ancient history now,” said
Outram’s phetograph doing in the paper,
Levison?”

“He's wanted,” said Levison.

“Wanted ?”

“Yes.”

“ Are you goin’ to say anythin’ against
Valentine Outram, in your old style,
Levison?” asked Arthur Augustus, his
voice trembling with anger. “If you
are, I warn you that I shall knock it

Levison looked at him quietly, without
anger. i 2y

“T’'m not saying anything against him,
D'Arcy. He's in trouble, and I'd help
him if I could.”
aback. “I—I withdwaw my wemark,
Levison. I—I thought 2

“You shouldn't!” snapped Cardew.
“You know your brain won't stand it!”

“Weally, Cardew 2
asked Tom Merry anxiously.  “Why
should the old chap be in trouble?”

“Read what it says.”

“Wead

N

Tom Merry, with knitted brows, read
out the parvagravh printed under the
pictured face in the paper.

¢ MISSING !

¢ Valentine Outram, age fiftecn-and-
inches, very sturdy build. Eyes blue,
complexion fair. Unusually strong for
his age. May be passing under assumed
name. Communicate with Headmaster,
High Coombe School, Devon, or Sit

It was that|

One Peanvy. 7 "

Robert Outram,
Liberal reward.’
There was a tense silence in the study
when Tom Merry finished reading. L&
was broken by Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“Poor old Outwam! He'’s wun away
fwom schoel, the ass!”

““So he went to another achool, after
leaving here,” said Tom Merry. © His
uncle sent himn to Devonshire—a good
distance. I suppose that was only wise.
But what has he bolted for?”

“He must have—have done some-
thin” ”  Arthur Augustus hesitated.
““I—I mean, he must have wun away for
some weason.”

“Go hon1” murmured Cardew.

Tom Merry's face was troubled.

Outram had evidently run away frora
school, and had not gone home. ‘Whas
trouble had fallen upon him at his new
school 7

It. could not simply be. that his old
adventure under the name of Purkiss
had come to light at High Coombe, s
it had at St. Jim's. For in that case
surely he would have gone home to his
uncle, 3 :

Sir Robert Outram had known nothin s
of that strange episode in his nephew’s
past when he-sent the boy to St Jim's.

But Outram must have explained st
For he must have given some reason for
leaving St. Jim’s so suddenly.

If that miserable episode had cropned
up again, haunting him with the shadow
of the past, doubtless he would leave his
new school ; but surely he would go home.
There was more in it than that.

What had Outram done?

His headmaster and his uncle were 3
concerned in advertising for the mis
junior. Did his headmaster, then, waui
him to return to High Coombe?

For what?

For punishment. That was the oul;
possible answer. It was not the ok
shadow on Outram’s life that
cropped up again. - It was a new offence.

It seemned certain to Tom Meiry's
mind.

He remembered what Outram had told
him before he went—how his terper ha
broken out, and he had used his strength
in a fight with a man who had picked u
quarrel with him, and hurt the man. e
had never dared to trust his temper aiter
that, to trust himself in a fight. He hadl
gone to the length of being called a funi
at St. Jim’s by his strange policy of turn-
ing the other cheek.

But now! !

Tom Merry felt utterly miserable.
spite of that one black episode in Gt
ram’s life, he had liked the junior—!
had respected him for the brave struggie
he had made to atone.

Levison took the paper and folded it
up, with the photograph of Outram
side. Levison's face was very grave.
discovery that poor Outram was U
trouble again had awakened keen re-
morse in his breast, y

Levison was changed now—greatly
changed. But he could not forget how -
bitterly, how ungenerously, he had pu:-
sied the unfortunate lad during his brial
career at &t. Jim’s.

“Ha must have done something,”
Sidney Clive at last.  “Something
would be punished for, and he dare not
go home.”

“By gad!” said Cardew.: “T'll find
that qut!”

The juniors looked at him.

¢ How can you find it out?” said Tom
Merry shortly.

Cardew smiled.

“Y know a man at High Coombe. DMy
old tutor got a post there as master when
I came to St. Jim’s. He's written to ma
once or twice, an’ I've neglected ta
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answer—awfully busy doin’ nothm you
know. Tl answer his letter now, and
ask about Outram.”

“I am quite suah that«t will turn out
to be nothin’ to Outwam’s discwedit, if
“we knew the facts,” said Arthur Aurrus-
tus loyally.  “Some wotten beast may

rave got up somethin’ against him, the
same as happened here. ~Ahem!”
checked himself abruptly.

“Rub it in!” said Levison bitterly.

“I beg "your pardon, Levison. I did
not mean—-"
“Qh, you can pile‘it en! T treated

Outram rottenly, and I know it,” said
Tevison, with downecast eyes. “I’d do
anything to make it even, but I can’t
do anything. T feel -t bad enough.”

“T—I'm sowwy——

“I’d kae to know what Outram’s
trouble is,”’ said Tom Merry. ‘It may
be posmb'e for us to speak up for him,
as’ we Lne\v«hlm, and knew he was
straight as a die.”

‘“Yaas, wathah!” exclaimed Arthur
’\ugustus, brightening up. “I'd walk
all the way to Devonshue to say a word
for poor old Outwam.”

“ And—and the less said about -this
here. the better,” said Tom Merry hesi-
tatingly. “This may blow over for
Outram, and—and we don’t want his
name made the talk of the school, do
we?”’

1 intended to keep it to this study,”
said Levison. “I showed it to you and
D’Arcy because you were Outram’s
friends. -No need for it to go further.”

¢“Yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augus-
tus. ‘‘Better keep it dark. Of course, I
must tell Blake and Hewwies and Dig,
but they will not jaw.”

“ And Manners and>Lowther, if you
like, Tom Merry. But keep it at that 2

“Right!” said Tom.

D’Arcy and the captain of the Shell
left No. 9 with thoughtful faces. They
were not thinking of the rag on George
Alfred Grundy now.

The great Grundy was already getting
the frog’s march in the junior Common-
room, to the -accompaniment of a great
deal of noise,-but the rag proceeded with-
out Tom Merry’s or D’Arcy’s assistance.
- Levison of the Fourth slipped the
paper into his pocket.

“I came on this by chance,” he said.
1 kept the paper—it’s a good many
days old. I—I’Ve been thinking about it
ever since.”’

¢ The ¢hap must have donc ~omdhmo‘
at ngh Coombe,” said Clive.
- Levison nodded.

“I—I'm afraid it’s something like the

last,” he said. “His temper may have

broken out again, and he’s hit out, and—-

and somebody’s got hurt, But I'd help
him if I could.”

“We shall know soon what he’s accused
of, anyway,” said Cardew. “I’ll write
to old Trotman at once.”
“And Cardew sat-down to

ter to High Coombe. without delay.
( dive left rhe study, and Levison sat in
the "armchair agam, a wrinkle
brow. He could not help thinking ot
Outram~——’z fugitive now, in the bitter
winter weather.. What sort of ‘Christmas-
tide was coming for Valentine Outram?

What had he done at his new school?

write his

Levison did not know, but he knew that

-at St. Jim’s, at least, Outram had been
more sinned against than sinning. J'rom
the bottom of his heart Levison repented
of his hard dealing with the unhappy lad,
and wished that an opportunity would
come to set that wrong right.

The shadow of the past lay black over

Tirnest Levison, as  over Valentine
Jutram. Could TLevison do anything to |’
atorie ? 45
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CHAPTER .. l
A Sore Subject !
UMP! ;
B Vel I
Those lively sounds pxoceeded
from Study No. 6 in the Fourth-
Form passage in the School House. :

It was a couple of days after Blake &
Co.’s unfortunate adventure with the
unknown near Pepper’s barn. -« But
during those two days the mcldeu‘c had
not been forgotten.

Study No. 6 were willing to forget it.
But it did not rest with them. The fact
that three of them had been handled
like infants by a tramp seemed to tickle
the fancy of the School House juniors.

The fellows would not let it rest.

Baggy Trimble made the most of it.
Trimble was a funk of the first water, s0
he found a certain amount of pleasure in
attributing funk to Study No. 6. It was
not quite safe to do so in the presence
of those warlike juniors, however, as
Baggy was finding to his cost.

Trimble had just looked in at No. 6,
in the hope of being asked in to tea.
He had had tea in Hall, and another tea
in his own study—both frugal meals,
owing to the food regulations and short-
ness. of cash. He was prepared for
another tea if he could get it. But
instead of an invitation to tea Baggy
only received a cushion on the waistcoat,
hurled by Jack Blake’s unefring hand.
Whereupon Baggy yelled “Yah!
Funks!” and Study No. 6 collared him,
and bumped him on the study carpet;
and Baggy yelled still more loudly.

Blake and Herries and Digby were
bumping Trimble, causing clouds of
dust to rise and a series of fiendish yells.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked on with
calm a.pproval

‘“Wag him, deah boys!” said D’Arcy.
“Wag the wottah! = Anybody who ac-
cuses this studay of funk is a wottah, and
must be wagged. But, bai Jove, mind
you don’t burst lnm' It would wuin the
carpet !”’ {

Bump, bump!

“Yaroooh !”

“You must weally learn bettah man-
nahs, Twimble. Blake and Hewwies and
Dig were not funkay in dealin’ with that
twamp Lh“p' Pewwaps a’ little ner-
vous:

“What?” yelled Blake.

“Peww%pu a- little nervous, deah boys,
owin’ to' my not bein’ with you to buck
you up Yawooh! Wharrer you at?”

Blake & Co. suddenly released Trimble,
and collared Arthur Augustus instead.
The next bump was apportioned to the
noble Gussy.

“There, you chump!” panted Blake.
“That’ll show you whether we were
nervous.” J

“Yawoooh !’

k4

Tnmble sat up, gasping. ;
“Oh, * crumbs! You votters ! Yow-
ow-ow |7

“Welease me, you uttah wuffians!”
shrieked ~ Arthur Augustus, struggling
in the grasp of his incensed chums. It
is ‘not my fault if you were wathah
nervous—yoooooop !”’

Bump, ﬁump hump!

“Oh cwumbs! Oh, cwikey!”

. Trimble staggered up.

“He, he, he!”

Ho backed to the door, while Blake &
Co. were busy with th«, swell “of the
Fourth.

“He, he, he! Yah! Funks!”

Blake and Herries and Dig released
Arthur Augustus at that fresh insult,
and spun round towards Baggy Trimble,

Baggy bolted through the door\\ ay.

Then there was a roar.

Trimble had bolted fairly into Levison

NOW 01
SALE.

and Cardew and Clive, who were coming
along the passage.

The three juniors went staggering; and

aggy sat on the floor and roared.

The next minute Study- No. 6 were
upon him. Three pairs of boots hel ed

agey along the passage. He
\vﬂdlv with Blake and Herries and Dlg
in hot pursuit, dribbling lum down to
the stairs,

Grundy of the Shell was coming up,
and  he viewed the scene with a stern
frown.

““Now, then, stop that bullying ! said
Grundy authontatwely

“ What?” velled Blake.

“Stop that bullying!”

Baggy Trimble was allowed to run.

Blake & Co. seized upon the great
George Alfred, bumped him on the floor,

and rolled him down the stairs., By the
time he . reached the mnext landing,
Grundy of the Shell had reason to repent
him that he ha.d chlpped in.

The three juniors, * wﬁh
brows, returned to Study

“Wuats the name- oF tlmt game?”
asked Cardew.

“Oh; ratsl?

G\\oogh"’ came a \01ce from within
the study. “Gwoogh! It was wotten
of Twimble to hint © a'( you fellows were
funkay the othah night, but I wepeau
that you were wathah nervous—

Arthur  Augustus had no time to
finish. His study-mates rushed in to
deal with him, and there was a terrific
uproar in the study as Levison & Co.
went on their way grinning.

“Hallo, this sounds like a merry dog-
fight | remarked Monty Lowther, as the
Terrible Three came along from the
stairs.

The chums of the Shell locked in. -

Arthur Augutus was in a corner of the'
study, very dusty and dishevelled, bran-
dxshmg the poker

‘Keep off, you feahful wottahs! I
shall bwain you, you know. I wefuse to
be wagged! I wegard you as wuffians!”

“What’s the row?” grinned Manners.

Blake snorted.

“Guesv is too fuxmv, that’s alll”

“I wepeat

“Shut up!” roared Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies i

“Rmrr off, you burbling jabberwocl !*
hm\ led Blake,

“I wefuse to be woared at, Blake.
It thwows me into a ﬂuttah when a fellow
woars at me like a wagin® bull!”,

“Hush, .mvsh"’ said Menty Lowther
sco\‘hmqu Let me read vou a little.
comic thing I've composed in honour of
this study, and it will soothe you.’

wrathful

Oh, travel 17
‘Lx,stmn' Lend me your ears, dear
boys !

I'm sure this will en*ertam you,’
And Lowther recited : ;

“Blake, Herri ies, and Digby and Gussy,
Were feeling so nervy and fussy,
That they tackled a lout, . §
Who pitched them about,
And  they bolted; all howling
mussy.”

for

Study No. 6 listened to that beautiful
composition, They glared as they list-
eéned. Then, with one accord, the four
oii them rushed at the humorist of the

Le!

“HOle, I
Lowther.

The humorist went flying through the
doorway, and landed in the passage.
Tom T\lerry and Manners were shoved
after him, and the dOOl of Study” No.: 6
slammed.

Liowther scrambled up.

“I—I—T'1l -ecalp them!”
“Come on!”

“Yes, come on—to tea!l” smlled Tom

say—hold onj—;l yelled

he ro‘zn-ed
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Merry, collaring him. ¢ Take his other
arm, Manners,"

“T'm going to smash them—!

“ My deal chap, you’ve punished them
. already——

“Eh” How have I punished them?”

58 Well you'ye recited your poetry to
them

“You Sllly owl!”

*Come on,” said Tom Metry, laughing,
and the wrathful humorist was walked
away to the Shell passage.

Lowther’s humorous limerick had had
the effect of uniting Study No. 6. They
had acted as one man against the enemy.

= 3he cheel\y wottah!” said Arthur
Augustus. “Fancy hintin’ that this
studay was pitched about, and howled for
mercy ! The cheeky ass! It was only
you fellows who were pitched about—-—""

“What?”

b

“Because you were wathah nerv-
ous—--""
Arthur Augustus did not finish. Once

ar'am there were sounds of strife in

uudy No.

CHAPTER 8.
What Outram Did at High Coombe !

¢4+ WS that from High Coombe?”
I Levison asked the question, as
o« Cardew came into Study No. 9
with a letter in his hand.

Cardew nodded.

“It’s from my old tutor,
“He’s told me about Outram.”

Clive set down his tea-cup.

“Well, what's the news?” he asked

“T'll read out the bit about Outram.’

(;ardew looked over the letter.

“Hove you are progressing—h’m—
remember that work is necesary as well
as play—-oh, my hat! Ob, here it is.
The boy you name, Valentine Outram,
was here until 1ecenﬂy He was a very
quiet lad, to all seeming, and did not
attract much attention® in the school.
His sudden outbreak came as a surprise
to all. He was guilty of a most un-
Leard-of outxarre—nothmfr lese than an
attack upon a master-

“Oh!” ejaculated Levison,

Clive looked very grave.

Cardew proceeded :

“He appears to have had very bitter
animus against Herr Gompers, the Ger-
man master. Herr Gompers, naturally,
was not popular among the boys, owing
to his nationality. Outram, with unex-
ampled audacity, interfered between him
and a boy he was punishing, and struck
him. The master proceeded to chastise
him, and was knocked senseless to the
floor of the class-room. This was the
first discovery of Outram’s extraordinary
physical strength. Herr Gompers is now
il in bed, as a result of the assault,
and Outram has disappeared. He w ould
of course, have been expelled from the
echool, but his punishment could hardly
have stoppod there, as Herr Gompers 1s
determined to invoke the law. For
certain reasons connected with Outram’s
past, it is probable that his punishment
will be severe, and will be administered
by the law. I am not surprised that
you say he has many friends at his for-
mer school, as he was quite liked here,
and was appzuently a very quiet and in-
offensive boy until the occasion of this
dmazmn outbreak. It must be said for
him that he had never taken advantage
of his extraordinary strength; he was
seldom or never engaged in a quarrel,
and certainly never appearcd to be over-
bearing in any way. In fact, he had
rather given -the impression of being a
timid boy, which makes his outbreak
all the more surprising.”

C'udew looked up from his letter.

¢ That’s all about Outram,” he smd
*“Serious enough!” said Clive. “I-I

”

he said.

!

THE GEM LIBRARY,

U

Ore Penny, 9
a8
/ //
[

g

The Fugitive in Pepper’s Cottage.
(See Chapter 8.)

suppose it was a bit thick, krocking a
man senseless. He couldn’t be expected
to like Huns though his father’s at the

Front killing Huns.”

“The Hun may have ragged him,”
said Levison.

Cardew coughed.

“Old Schneider rags us in class,” he
said. “I don’t think any St. Jim’s chap
would thmk of knocking him senseless,
though.’

“Qutram may have hit harder than
he intended. He was like a young San-
dow,” said Levison. “I—I don’t know
that I blame a chap much for hitting a
Hun.”

£ \Vell there's such a thing as law and
order,” vemarked Cardew. *Of course,
it would be a distinct pleasure to hit
any masteér in the eye, if you come to
that.”

“I daresay he had reason for what he
did,” said Levison doggedly. ‘I'd
stand by him, if I had a chance.”

Cardew laughed.

“You mean yvou were down on him
too much once, and you want to make
ulp for it by backing him up against

1hyme and reason, " he said.

’Vell there may be something in
that,” admitted Levison. * Anvwav I'd
like to show him that—that I’'m sorry for
what l.appen(-d while he was at St.
Jim’s.”

‘“Not likely to have a chance,” said
Clive. ‘““You're not likely to meet him.”’

Levison knitted his brows.

“1 don’t know,”” he said.

“You don’t think he’s likely to come
anywhere near St. Jim’s!” grinned Car-
dew. “Too jolly well known in this
nmg:hboul hood !

Yes, I—1 SUppOSe so.’

“Hallo! Here’s the Honomabh Mem-
ber for the Third!” said Cardew, as
Frank Levison came into the study.
“ Wherefore that grin, my young

fxi(‘nd 2
“Just seen old Pepper!” gaid Frank

cheerfly. “There were three of us—
Wally and Reggie and me—and old
Pepper and three snowballs! It was
ripping ! §2

There may be difficulties about the
St. Jim’s House f Parliament if you
snowball old Peppet!” said Clive, laugh-

m

Wi ell, he is a rotter!” said Frank.
“We were only looking round the barn,
and he came down on us. It’s our barn
now, isn’t it, so long as the rent’s paid
for it? The cheeky old beggar said we'd
been playing tricks in his cottage !

“And you hadn’t?” chuckled Cardew.

“No—honest Injun! As if we'd want
to sneak his mouldy old bread and
cheese ! said Frank disdainfully.

“Somebody enealked his bread and
cheese ! exclaimed Leviscn, in astonish-
ment.

*“So old Pepper said. e says some-
body sneaked into his (ort'mo in the
mist—it was pretty thick to-day in Ryl-
combe—and bagged his bread and cheese,

and left sixpence on the table. He says
the .bre-ad and cheese was worth a
shilling.”

# Ha Jha, ha !l
- %S0 he was actuallv going to lay his

stick round us!” said Frank swarmly.
“Us, you know! Us!”
“Awful ! said C‘alde“ gravely., “Lese

majeste, by gad!”

“Y don’t know what lazy majesty is.
but I know we weren L gomg to - stand
it,” said Levison minor. * We snowballed
him, and fairly bowled him over. We
left him. sorting himself out of a snow-
drift. We thought we wouldn’t stay for
any further comebanon with him. Jle
had & big stick.”

et SO ha, ha !”’

“And I haven't done my exercise for
Smby and I've got to e-how it up at
prep,” said Frank, “If you're not busy,
Ernie——"

“Who wouldn’t have a minor in the
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Third ?”’ said Cardew, as Levison signed
to his brother to sit down at the table.
“Keeps you from growing fat an’ lazy,
at all events, Come along and chip Study
No. 6, Clive, while Lévison’s doin’ the
kind-brother bizney. Study No. 6 like
hearin’ about that tramp they met the
other night.”

Clive laughed, and followed him from
the study, and soon afterwards there were
‘gounds of wrath in the passage. Blake
& Co. were growing fed-up with re-
minders of their unlucky adventure.

Levison and his minor finished the
exercise, and Frank rose.

“Heard anything from the chap Car-
dew wrote to, Ernie ?” he asked.

Levison told what Mr. Trotman had
explained in his letter.

Frank opened his eyes wide.

“My hat! Biffed the German
master !” he ejaculated. “ Are they
go‘i‘ng to punish him for that, Ernie?”

Yes, you young ass!”

“Well, I don’t see why we shouldn’t
biff Germans in England, considering the-|
amount of biffing they're getting in
Flanders. I say, wouldn’t it be ripping
if he had biffed old Schneider like that
while he was at St. Jim’s!” Frank’s
eyes glistened. “My hat! We’d shoulder
him round the quad!” -

Levison laughed as the minor left the
study. Frank evidently did not take a
serious view of Outram’s offence.

The elder brother remained in deep
thought for some time after his minor
bad left him. £

He rose at last, and made his way
along to Study No. 6.

There was a sound of raised voices
within as Levison tapped at the door. An
argument was proceeding in that cele-
brated apartment.

*“Oh, come in !” growled Blake, “What
idiot is it now ?”

Levison entered.

CHAPTER 9.

Levison Wants to Know !
TUDY No. 6 did not appear to be
enjoying its old-time harmony.
Blake and Herries and Dig were
sore about their unhappy adven-
ture on that snowy night; and Arthur
Augustus, though he prided himself upon
being a fellow of tact and judgment, did

not pour oil upon the troubled waters |

by his observations. The four juniors
looked grimly at Levison. They antici-
" pated that he had come there to chip, as
Cardew and Clive had come a short time
before

Blake dropped his hand on the study
inkpot, evidently in readiness.

‘““Well 2” he snapped.

“Pax |” sajd Levison, with a grin. “I
haven’t come to chip you. I only wanted
to ask you something about your little
adventure the other night!”

‘“Fed up!”

“Buzz off I

“Yaas, wathah!
son [’

Levison did not travel off.
come there for information.

“It was rather an odd thing, wasn’t
it 7’ ‘he said cheerfully. “From what
P've heard, that chap, whoever he was,
dogged you a long way——"’

“From the wood to Pepper’s field, at
least,” said Blake. “T’d like to give him
something for his trouble, the rotter !”

“A tramp, I suppose?” asked Levison
carelessly.

“I suppose so.”

* Bat you saw him?”

“Only just a glimpse of him in the
dark.” 5

“ He must have been a big chap, I sup-

" pose, from the way he handled you—
ahem !—I mean, you fellows aren’t
Tie Geu LiBraRY.—No. 510, )

Twavel off, Levi-

He had

bebies, and only a regular Hercules could
have handled the three of you at once!”

“Well,” said Blake, somewhat molli-
fied by Levison’s tactful way of putting
it, “we had bad luck. No, he wasn't
@ big chap; so far as I could see in the
dark, he wasn’t any taller than ourselves
—either a boy or quite a short man.
But he was as strong as a horse—no mis-
take abeut that!” =

“If I had been on the spot, deah
boys——"

“Qh, dvy up, Gussy }”’

“ And ke cleared off after you tackled
him 2

“Yes. We saw nothing more of him.”

“Then you never -found out why he
was dogging you?”

“No. I suppose he was & tramp look-
ing for a chance to rob us.”

“But if that was his object jhe could
have tried it when you tackl@é him, if
he wanted to try. it at alk”

““I suppose so. But we reckoned there
might be a gang of them about, and he
was waiting to give them a signal.”

“But you never saw any gang, and
you got back to the school without see-
ing any of them ?”

““Yes, that’s so.” g

“Tt is simply inexplicable, deah boy !”
said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘There wasn’t
any gang; and the fellow couldn’t have
been intendin’ to attack us, because he
had his chance and nevah took it. He
seems to have followed us all that feahful
way without any object at all!”

“Jolly queer proceeding on a snowy
and windy night !’ said Levison,

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, I can’t account for it; unless he
was some lunatic,” said Blake, with a
grunt. ‘“Can you?”

“Well, Pve been thinking about it a

bit,” said Levison. “Ts it possible that
he only wanted to speak to you 2
_ “He could have come up and spoken
to us if he liked, couldn’t he?” asked
Dig.
‘“He might have wanted to speak to
only one’ of you,” suggested Levison.
“If that was the case, he might dog you
a long way, hoping to catch one of you
alone. If you had taken separate ways,
or one had dropped behind—or perhaps
he might have been looking for a chance
of making a signal to the one chap he
wanted to speak to. That would account
for it all.”

Jack Blake stared at him.

““Why should he want to speak to one
of us specially ?”” he exclaimed. “Do you
mean he may be a 'chap one of us
knows 77

‘“Well, that would account for it,
wouldn’t it? Suppose it was some friend

| of Gussy’s, for instance, who wanted to

see Gussy, and didn’t want to see you

chaps 7 :
‘“What rot!”
“Yaas, wathah!

gestion as wot, Levison
Levison laughed.
“Well, it’s only a suggestion,” he said.

I 'ﬁe’gard that sug-

‘“But that theory would fit in with all

the faets, wouldn’t it ?”

“I suppose it would,” said Herries.
“Butb it’s rot!”

“Yaas, wathah! But, as a mattah of
fact, we should soon have found out who
the wottah was if I had not had to
wemain behind and look for my monocle.
As it was, these chaps let him get
away——""

“You silly ass!” roared Blake and
Herries and Dig in wrathful chorus,

Levison strolled out of the study,
leaving the chums of No. 6 engaged in
a heated discussion.

He came on Talbot of the Shell in the
passage, just going into his study.

“Hold on a minute, Talbot!”
Levison. * :

The Shell fellow stopped.

“Not in a hurry?” asked Levison.

said

“No. Gore and Skimmy are having
tea, but that can wait,” said Talbot.
* Anything wanted ?” “

“Only a word of advice.”

Talbot smiled.

“You're welcome to that, if T can give

you "any,” he said. ‘“What’s the
trouble 77 h
“Suppose——> Levison paused.

P

“Well, suppose said Talbot.

“Suppose you had been down on a
chap, who didn’t  really deserve it,
though you partly thought he did!”

“1 don’t suppose I.should be down on
a chap, if I only partly thought he de-
served it,” said Talbot.

“Quite 'so!  You wouldn’t! But I
might,” said Levison calmly. ‘Suppose
—to put a case—that yow'd been down on
a chap, partly because you thought he
deserved it and partly because you were
a suspicious, worrying kind of a fellow
who couldn’t let things rest. Suppose
you were sorry afterivards, when it wag
too late, and saw a chance of helping the
chap when he was down on his luck,
though possibly he had done— wrong.
What would you do?”

“Well, that’s rather a problem,” said
Talbot, in :surprise. “Do you really
want my advice on a queer question like
that, Levison?”

“Yes; that’s how the matter stands.”

Talbot reflected.

“Well, I’d help him, in that case, if T
could,” he said. “I should look on it as
a sort of debt I owed him.”

“You think so?” !

“Yes, I’'m pretty sure I should look
at it like that,” said Talbot. ¢

“Good!” Levison nodded. “I thought
I’d get a tip from you, Talbet. And
your view agrees with mine. That’s the
programme for me,”’

And Levison went on down the pas-
sage, leaving Talbot of the Shell looking
considerably astonished.

CHAPTER 10.

‘ The Haunted Barn !
6 OU fellows ready?” ,

i D’Arcy minor—Wally of the

Third—asked that question.
He addressed Frank Levison,

Reggie Manners, and Joe Krayne, three
of his comrades of that important Form,
the Third.

And his comrades auswered
voice :

‘“What-ha "

“Then come on !’

“Got  the
Manners. 2

Wally glared at him.

“Am-I likely to forget it?” he de-
manded.

“Very likely, I think,” said Manners
minor. “You know what you are.”

“If you want a thick ear before we
gtart, young Manners 2

Young Manners sniffed.

“1 want all the thick ears you can give
me !’ he replied.

“Then I'll jolly well—"

Frank Levison interposed.

“Order! Order! There’s no time for
ragging now, or we sha’n’t get the barn
ready for Grundy.”

“I'm not going to have any cheek
from Manners minor ! °

“I’m not going to have any cheek
from D’Arcy minor !”

‘“Oh, dry up!” urged Joe Frayne.
“Let’s get off.”

Wally and Maunners minor exchanged
a mutual glare, and the fags got off.
They crossed the quadrangle in the
winter dusk.

There was a dim mist hanging over
St. Jim’s, and it was thicker in the road
outside the school gates. But the hardy

with one

3

said Wally.
bag?” . asked Reggie

1 fags did not care for a mist or a keen
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wind. They turned up their coat-collars
and tramped down the lanc.

Wally was carrying & bag. The black
stains on his fingers and frousers hinted
that the bag contained soot. :

Evidently the preparations the fags
were going to make for Grundy of the
Shell were not of a friendly nature.

They turned into Pepper’s field, and
approached the barn, which loomed up
dimly in the mist.

The barn was a somewhat solid struec-|

ture. The door was flush with the
ground, but the ground sleped under it,
and ab the back the floor was several feet
above ground level. The space below
was bricked in, with a door, and was
used as a storehouse. In that somewhat
dismal recess under the barn, the great
Grundy had, on a celebrated occasion,
spotted Mr. Pepper counting his miser’s
hoard. But the half-subterranean store-
house was unused now; the barn was
wholly devoted to the uses of the St.
Jim’s Parliament. The building was
tenanted by the dog Binks, but the fags
did not mind Binks. They were quite
friendly with Binks. Wally & Co.
approached the door, and Wally fumbled
for the handle.

“Is it locked?” asked Reggie.

“No; it’s not kept locked now, fat-
head! Grundy busted the lock last time
he found it locked, and it’s not mended
yet.  Like to eee anybody keeping it
locked against us!” said Wally warmly.
“It’s as much ours as anybody’s isn’t
it 7”2

“Course it is,” said Frayne.

“It’s like Grundy’s thumping cheek to
call a meeting here,” went on Wally.
“Who’s Grundy ? Calling a meeting to
point out his claims to the position of

PRremier in St. Jim’s Parliament! My
17 ;

’

)

““The fellows won’t come,” said Levison
minor.

“Well, Grundy will come, and the
booby-trap will be ready for him,” said
Wally, with a chuckle. * “That*s all we
want! Hallo! Somebody’s there!”

D’Arcy minor broke off suddenly, as
there was the sound of a movement in
the barn.

“Only the dorg!” said Frayne.

“It didn’t -sound like a dog. What's
the matter with this dashed door?”
Erumbled Wally. “It’s fastened some-

ow.”

‘“Shove it 1”7 !

“TI’'m shoving it, fathead!”

“Well, get out of the way and let me
shove it 1” said Manners minor. “I can
open it all right!”

“T’ll sheve you, young Manners, if yon
shove yourself forward! Something’s
in the way, I suppose. All of you shove
together !”

The four fags braced themselves
against the door, and shoved.

The door slowly yielded.

“Hark !” exclaimed Frayne.

“My only Aunt Jane!” exclaimed
Wally, exasperated. ¢ There’s somebody
in there, and he’s fastened the door with
a wedge or something. DI’ll spifiicate him
when I get in.”

“Binks would bark if there was any-
body there,” said Frank.

~“T tell you there’s somebody there!
Shove away 1”

“Hark!”

“Oh, my hat!”

The four fags ceased shoving suddenly.
For from within the barn came a deep,
blood-curdling groan.

. They started back, their hearts beat-
ing.
“Great ip!” muttered Manners
minor. “Wha-a-at’s that?”
roan ! /
“Oh, crumbs!” said Joe Frayne,
through his ‘chattering teeth. “It’s a

- g-g-ghost |
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“Rats!” growled Wally.

“I—1 say, they say in the village that
this place 1s haunted at Christmastime,”
muttered * Frayne. “I've ‘heard 1t.
There was a man hanged himself here
one Christmas, and——"

“You cheerful idiot, don’t spin a yarn
like that now!” howled Wally. “It’s
somebody playing a trick on us. We'll
scalp him! Shove the door open!”

“I-—1 say, Wally- e

“Shove away!”

The Third Formers - shoved all to-
gether, and the door flew open. A chip
of wood wedged under it had been forced
away.

Wally & Co. tumbled headlong into
the barn as the door yielded.

It was intensely dark within.

The fags serambled up in hot haste.
They were getting in rather a state of
nerves, and the blackness within was full
of unknown terrors.

Wally fumbled in his pocket.

“Tll get a match!”

“Hark1”

A deep groan resounded through the
barn. It echoed strangely, eerily, un-
cannily, in the mist.

“I—1 say, let’s get out!” Vi

“Come on, Wally!” faltered Manners
minor. ‘““‘I—I don’t like this!”

“It’s somebody playing a trick!” ex-
claimed Wally ferociously. “I’'m going
to see who it is, and scalp him !”

Scratch !

The match flickered out, glimmering
in the dense gloom.

The next moment there was a gasp of
affright from the startled fags. From
the shadows a face looked at them—a
fearful face, white as chalk—white as no
living face could be!

For an instant the light flickered on
that terrible vision, and then the match
dropped from Wally’s fingers, and the
four fags bolted out of the barn.

The bag of soot dropped in the door-
way, forgotten mow. The fags raced
away from the barn with gasps of horror.

There was a sudden crash in the mist,
and a yell. -

* What—who—which—yarcoooh !”

“Leggo!” shrieked Joe Frayne, as a
hand closed on his collar. “¥Yah! Oh!
Help! Ghosts! Mercy!”

“You young idiot !”

“Tt—it’s only Grundy !” panted Wally.

The four fags, shaking in every limb,
stopped, and Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn
stared at them in the mist.

CHAPTER 11.
Grundy’s Meeting !

RUNDY eyed the fags suspiciously.
‘““What have you been up to?”
he demanded.
my barn.”

“’Tain’t your barn!” said Wally snap-
pily. The scamp of the Third was re-
covering himself now, at a safe distance
from the haunted barn.

“None of your cheek, D’Arcy minor !”

“But what’s the row?” demanded
Wilkins. “ What were you bolting for?
Is old Pepper after you, or Binks?”

“It—it—it’s a ghost!” gasped Joe
Frayne.

*What?” roared Grundy.

“A—a—a ghost !

“You young ass!”

“You've seen a ghost in the barn?”
yelled Gunn. :

“You've been in

“We—we saw something,” faltered
Reggie Manners. “ An awful white face,
groaning——"
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“How could a face groan?

“ Well, we saw it !”

“Billy young goats!” said Grundy con-
temptuously. “Frightened of the
dark!”

“We're not frightened of the dark!”
shouted Wally furiously.’ “There was

meeting !

One Penny, - 11
something there—a fearful, pale face, and
groans!” i 3

“Well, we’ll soon have him out!”:

chuckled Grundy. “If the ghost wants

“to walk, he can do it some time when

we're not holding an election meeting.
Come on, you fellows!” >

The three Shell fellows tramped en
grinning, to the barn. They had not the
slightest doubt that the fags had been

- scared by some shadow in the dark.

Wally & Co. looked at one another
dubiously.

“ Let’s go back !”” said D’ Arcy minor.

“I—TId rather not!”

“ Tt must be a trick,” said Wally reso-
lutely. “ After all, there ain’t such
things-as ghosts. It’s all rot!”

“There’s ghosts at Christmas

“ You’re a silly young ass, Frayne

“Let’s go back,” said Levison minor.
“We—we oughtn’t to have scooted
really. Might be only a New House chap
practical joking. Figgins & Co., per-

e
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S,
“They couldn’t have known we were

coming——"

“Well, let’s go back, anyway
growled Wally. “I suppose the Third
ain’t afraid to go where the Shell go?”

That argument was convineing. The
fags hurried after Grundy & Co.

Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn wera
already in the barn. Grundy had lighted
a lantern that was kept there, and was
flashing the light about the building.

Binks, the dog, crept up to him. Binks
did not seem alarmed. And certainly
there was no trace of anyone in the barn.

Grundy tramped to and fro over the
bare planks, which rang to his heavy
footsteps, casting the light into every
corner. -

He looked round, with lofty scorn, at
the fags, who were peering in at the door-
way. g

“Nobody here!” he growled. “What
was it you funky young idicts took for a
ghost 2”7

“Tt—it was an awful face,” faltered Joe
Frayne.

S Bahil?.

“Look here, Grundy o

“What were you fags doing here at
all?” demanded Grundy suspiciously.
“What’s in this bag? Scot, by gosh !”

“You’d have got that on your napper
if it hadn’t been for the ghost !” grunted
D’Arcy minor. “Go and eat coke!”

“My hat!  I—T1——

Grundy grabbed up the bag of soot, and
made a rush at the fags. Wally & Co.
scudded. Like the gentlemen in Mac-
beth, they stood not upon the order of
their going, but went at once.

George Alfred Grundy snorted as the
nimble herces of the Third vanished in
the mist. :

“Cheeky young villains !”” he growled.
‘“Setting a booby-trap for me—me, vou
know! Tucky they got frightened by a
shadow !

“I—I suppose that’s all it was,” said
Gunn, with a rather uneasy glance round
the barn.

“Of course it was, ass!
lieve in ghosts?”

“Nunno! But—but a man hanged
himself here once.”

“One Christmas,” said Wilkins, with a

12
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Do you be-

nod. “The village folk say he haunts the
place when the anniversary comes
round.”

“Well, the anniversary hasn’t come
round yet,” said Grundy, “and when it
does, the ghost won’t come round. I'd
like to see a dashed ghost butting in
when T'm holding a Parliamentary
I'd ghost him !” =

“Somebody playing a trick, I expect,”
said Wilkins, after some thought. * Any-
body -could get.in here now the lock's
busted. He cleared off before we came,
1 suppose.”

Tar GgM LiBRARY.—No. 510.
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“Rot! Binks would have barked!”

“Not if it was a St. Jim’s fellow—a
New House chap, perhaps—Figgins or
Redfern very hikely.”

“My hat! Let me catch New House
fellows playing tricks in my barn !’ said
Grundy wrathfully. ““As the fellows
haven’t come yet, we may as well have a
look round. The cads may be hanging
about to interrupt the meeting.”

Grundy took the lantern out, his chums
following him. Though they did not be-
lieve in ghosts they showed a remarkable
disposition to keep all together,

They went round the building, looking
for possible practical jokers, but there was
no trace of them. Grundy tried the door
of the storehouse under the barn. But
it was locked, and there was no key.

“Couldn’t hLave got in there,” said
Gunn.

“Of course not! Tet's get in,” said
Wilkins, shivering. “It's jolly cold
here !”

They returned to the barn.

Grundy set the lantern down, and Binks
frisked round them, evidently. pleased to
have visitors.

“The fellows are late!” growled
Grundy.
Wilkins and Gunn exchanged a wink.

“They do seem late!” agreed Wilkins.

“T put six o’clock on my notice on the
hoard,” said Grundy. “It’s jolly nearly
half-past six now. Queer.”

* Awfully queer !” said Gunn solemnly.
“* Now, I wonder what can be keeping the
fellows gvhen youw've called them to a
meeting, Grundy ?”’

“Yes, I wonder,” said Grundy unsus-
piciously. “‘I said on the notice that it
was a very important meeting. There
couldn’t have been any misunderstand-
ing.”

Grundy weut to the door, and blinked
ont into the mist.

But there was no sign of the expected
crowd of St. Jim’s juniors. It was really
very puzzling—to Grundy, at least,
~ Wilkins and Gunn did not scem puzzled.
They smiled. :

Grundy came in again, looking angry
and perplexed.

“It’s jolly cold here!” hinted Wilkins,

“Did you expect it to be warm in
winter 77 inquired Grundy sarcastically.

“ Well, suppose we get back.”

“ITow can we get back before the
meeting, fathead? Do yeu want the
fellows to find us gone when they come 77

*“When !” murmured Gunn.

Grundy stamped his feet on the floor to
warm himself. He was feeling the cold,
too, though he disdained to heed it.

“Don’t go through into the cellar.”
suggested Wilkins, ““Old Pepper would
want you to pay for the floor. Is it
elevens or twelves you take, Grundy ?”

* Fifteens, isn’t 15?7 said Gunn.

“Don’t you start being funny, you
chaps !’ said Grundy darkly. ‘‘ You can
leave all that to Lowther. Why the
thumping dickens don’t the fellows come ?
T said six o’clock on the notice, and I
stuck it up on the board where cverybody
could see! TIt’s extraordinary !”

“Perhaps the fellows don’t intend to
come out in the mist to hear you jaw,
Grundy,” suggested Gunn.

“Don’t be a silly idiot, Gunn !’

10 ()h 14‘)

“T said distinetly it was a very im-
portant meeting, for me to explain my
views at length,” said Grundy, in per-
plexity. “Yet nobody’s come {”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“What are you
dummies 77’

“Look here. T’'m not gomg to hang
about in the cold here,” said Wilkins.
&P m off 1

“l,L’Iold on! I

~ Tuz G

cackling at, you

']
tell you the meeting
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““There isn’t going to be any meeting,
you chump !’ roared Gunn. “We knew
that all along! VYah!?

And Wilkins and Gunn, quite out of

patience, tramped out of the barn, and]

vanished into the mist,
Grundy’s wrathful shouts.

‘ The silly chumps! That’s how a chap
with brains gets backed up by the com-
mon herd!” exclaimed Grundy bitterly.
“It’s enough to make a chap chuck it
up, it really is. Silly asses! But a
chap’s got to be patient. It's a born
leader’s duty to lead, after all. But why
on earth don’t the fellows arrive?”
~That was really inexplicable—to
Grundy. He had stated quite plainly in
his notice on the board that the meeting
was at six, and that it was very im-

unheeding

portant.  Surely nothing more was
wanted.
Yet nobody had come!

It was really perplexing.

Grundy stamped about the barn for
another half-hour. Then even Grundy
realised that something must have gone
wrong, and that there was not going to
be any meeting.

With feelings almost too deep for
words, Grundy blew out the lantern, and
left the barn. With knitted brows he
tramped back to St. Jim’s, through a
light fall of snow.

As he tramped across the quadrangle
three forms looked up in the gloom—
Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn of the
New House. Three snowballs flew with
deadly aim, and Grundy caught them
with his nose and ears.

The great Grundy stumbled, and sat
down in the snow. There was a chortle
from the mist.

You rotters! Yow-ow!

Grundy leaped to his feet, at boiling-
point. But Figgins & Co. had vanished
in the mist, and vengeance had to be
postponed. . Grundy tramped furiously
on to the School House, and tramped in.

A loud chuckle greeted him.

“Had a good meetin’?”
Cardew. ;

“I twust it was a vewy successful
meetin’, deah boy!” chortled Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I can’t understand
came!” growled Grundy.

“Ha . ha, hatl”

“Did you really expect anybody?”
asked Monty Lowther, with an air of
mild surprise.

“Eh? Of course I did!
notice on the board 32

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I’S; was a very important meeting

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Too important for us,” observed
Cardew, shaking his head. “ We couldn’t
think of buttin’ in an’ disturbin’ you, old

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy glared at the hilarious juniors,
and tramped up the staircase. Even
upon the mighty brain of George Alfred
Grundy it had dawned at last that it
took two to make a bargain—and that
he could call as many meetings as he
liked, and the other fellows could please
themselves about attending them.

Wilkins and Gunn greeted him with
smiles as he stamped into the study.

“Buccessful meeting—what?”’ smiled
Gunn.

“Did you bring down the house, old

grinned

it — nobody

192

I put my

fellow, with your epoch-making elo-
quence?” inguired Wilkins.
Grundy’s reply was surprising. It took

the form of a furious charge at his study-
mates, with Grundy’s leg-of-mutton fists
thumping out, and Wilkins and Gunn
dodged out of the study, and fled for
their lives.

|

CHAPTER 12.
Levison Thinks it Out !
66 RANKY }”

F “Hallo, Ernie!®?
Levison major was standing
in the doorway of the Third
Form-room. Frank was there with the
vest of the Form.

There was an excited discussion going
on. The adventures of Wally & Co. at
the haunted barn caused much excite-
ment.

Certainly, nobody believed in the
ghost, and Wally & Co. had been con-
siderably chipped, and there had been
punchings of noses as a result.

Frank left the excited group, and came
over to the door inquiringly.

“T've heard about your little game,”
said Levison. ‘It seems that you woke
up a ghost in the barn.”

“There was something,” said Frank.

“Tell me what you saw.”

Frank duly described the unearthly
groans and the white, deathly face that
had looked at the fags from the shadows
of the barn.

Levison listened with keen Interest.
His expression showed pretty plainly
that it was not merely the ghost-story he
was interested in. There was something
else in his mind.

“ And that was all, Frank?”

“Yes; we—we bolted!” Frank
coloured. ““We were—were startled, you
know.”

“I suppose you were, kid,” said Levi-
son, with a smile.  “What’s the matter
with your nose, Franky?”

“Hobbs said I was funky,” was Frank’s
reply.

That ‘answer seemed explicit enough.
Hobbs’ face was adorned with signs of
combat, also.

“It was somebody playing ghost, I
suppose,” said Levison. 5

“T—I suppose so. I've asked some of
the New House chaps; but Figgins & Co.
don’t know anything about it—or Red-
fern, either. I don’t think it could have
been a St. Jim’s chap.”

Levison nodded, and turned away.

The Fourth-Former made his way to
Grundy’s study, in the Shell passage. He
found the great George Alfred alone, and
in a very bad temper.

“Well?” growled Grundy.

“Did you see anything of the ghost
at the barn?” asked Levison.

“Of course I didn’t!” snapned Grundy.
“There wasn’t any ghost—only those silly
fags frightened by a shadow.”

“But did you look?”

“T searched the place. Nobody there.
The silly funks thought they saw somnie-
thing.”

“They might have been frightened in
anticipation,” said Levison calmly. “It
seems that your face was coming along,
Grundy! That’s enough to frighten any-
body when fairly brought to bear on
them !’

And Levison retired from the study
before George Alfred Grundy could reply
to that observation.

Levison went to No. 9, with a thought-
ful frown upon his brow. He sat down,
and the frown grew deeper and deeper in
an effort of thought. Levison was deal-
ing with a problem.

“Tt all fits together!” he murmured.
He ticked off the noints of his argument
on his knee, as he spoke aloud. First
of all, a fellow dogs D’Arcy and his
friends in the dark, for no reason except
to catch -one of them alone to speak to—
so far as can be seen. He turnsout to be
a fellow of tremendous physical strength.
Outram was a fellow of tremendous
physical strength. And he was very
friendly with D’Arcy here. D’ Axcy
stood up for him against the whole House
at one time. Tt was through saving



D’Arcy from the roughs that he gaue
himself away. . Query—Was that un-
known tramp really Outram, trying to get:
a chance to speak to DAlcy without,
giving himself away to the.others?”

Leyison drew a deep breath.

“Second, old Pepper misses bread and

“scheese from his cottage, and a sixpence;
is left to pay for them, Somebody in the
vmmty wanted food, and didn’t -want.to
go into a shop to spend his sixpence on:
it. Evidently a chap who's under some:
necessity of keeping out of sight.

“Third, the fags find somebody in the
barn, Who plays: ghost to scare them off,
so as not to be spotted there. Tt doesn’t
seem to be a St. Jim’s chap. What could:
anybody want in the barn—excepting
shelter 7”

Levison rose,
about the study.

“Outram’s a fugitive, bound to keep
himself dark, with prison hanging over
- him—a reformatoxy, at least—for damag-
ing a master at High Coombe. He
dared not go home.
much resources, and he dared not show
himself where he was known. Query—
Did he head for St. Jim’s, in the hope of
getting into communication with D’Arcy,
~and getting help frcwm him? That
accounts for all the facts.”

Cardew and Clive came into the study.
Levison had stopped at the window, and
was staring out, unseeingly, into the
winter dusk, buried in deep_thought. His
study-mates looked at him in surprise.

“Hallo! A merry mathematical
problem?” asked Cardew. “Or are you
wrestling with the cheery old ablative
absolute ?”

Levison started, and spun round.

“Oh, I didn’t hear you come in!” he
exclcumed

¢ Anything up?
curious look at him.

“Oh, no ¥’

“Goin’ to do any prep?”’ yawned Car-
dew, as Levison moved for the door.

“Not now! 'm going out.”

and moved restlcssly;

? asked Clive, with a

“QGoing out!” e\(’Lumed Clive. - “H’s
close on locking up.’ :

“All serene!” :

“It’s beginning to snow again,” re-

mirked Cardew.

“Bother the snow!” Levison went out
of the study, but he paused to look back.
“Nothing going on at the House of
Commons to-night, is there? 1 mean the
St. Jim’s House—Pevper’s barn.”

“Vo—smce Grundy’s meeting was a
flost' laughed Clive. “A bit too cold
for thamentaw proceedings in the
barn this evening. Are you going there?”

“T11 be back a bit later,” said Levison,
without replying directly }o the question.

He went down the passage before his
study-mates could question him further.
" A few minutes later, with his coat-collar
turned up, and his cap pulled down, he
was crossing the snow-covered quadr:mgle
to the gates. e slipped out at the gates
just before Taggles came. down to lock
them.

The gates clanged shut after Levison.

Unheeding, the plucky Fourth-Former
tramped on, and his footsteps took him
in the direction of the haunted barn. '

CHAPTER 13.

Levison’s Discovery !

ARK and gloomy the:barn looked
D as Levison approached it across
the .wet, snowy field.

The grass was half hidden
under snow, and Levison’s footsteps made
no sound as he drew near the barn. He
Was  mov, mg cau(:xoasl" too, as if to
avoid giving warning of his approach.

He reached the barn, and stood for
sore moments outside the door, listening,
intently.

There was no sound within.

He couldn’t have.

Lev150n kne\" that Bmks must be them
but the dog was doubtless asleep. Save
for the sough of the winter wind, all was’
still and silent.  ILevison shuddered

him.
i He pushed open the creakmv door at
ast.

Then there was a sound—the sound,
of a sudden movement, and Levison’s!
heart beat faster. 3

Levison’s nerves were of iron, but the
story of the man who had hanged himself
in the barn was fresh in his memory, and’
the deathly face the fags had seen came:
vividly into his mind.

_ He hesitated on the threshold.

“Who's the'e?” he called out, as firmly
as he could.

There was no answer, but-there came,
a low whine. Binks had awakened.

“Is anybody there?”

Creepy stillness

Levison mepped firmly within the balm
and groped in his coat pocket for a box
of matches.

Someone was there, he felt certain of
that, ‘and he intended to kmow who 1t
was.

He extracted a match from the box,
and the sound he made in doing so was
followed by an indefinable movement in
the darkness.

Levison smiled grimly.

The unseen occupant of the barn had
heard him, and knew that he was about
to strike a match.

Seratch !

The light flickered up.

Levison held up the match, and stared
round him uneasily, his nerves thrilling
a little, in spite of himself.

Black shadows met his eyes.

The match went out.

Levison set his lips, and struck ancther
match. Then the blood went pulsing to
his heart as a white, deathly face glim-
mered through the gloom

He caught his breath.

The light flickered on the deathly
features before it expired. Levison made
a spring-back through the open door.

Darkness rushed on the scene again.

The St. Jim’s junior stumbled in a
drift of snow, and fell, crashing into the
vielding snow with a gasp.

The matchbox fell from his hand into
the snow.

“My—my hat!” muttered Levison.

He scrambled up.

In spite of his nerve he was shivering,
and it was not from cold. :

That white, ghastly face looking at him
from the gloom had sent a thrill of
horror to his very heart.

For a moment or two he backed away,
as if deciding to leave the spot. But he
set his teeth, and moved back.

Man or ghost, Levison of the Fourth
had the courage to face him. He did
not intend to go.

He groped savagely for the fallen
matchbox in the snow. But it was hidden
in the darkness, and his groping -fingers
encountered only the soft snow that lay
thickly outside the doorway of the barn.

He rose to his feet at last, muttering

‘| an angry word,

He had no more matches, and he could
not get a light. But his 'determination
was stronger than ever. . He stepped
mto the doorway again.

~ As he groped his way in he heard a
movement,

He made a spring in the direction of
the sound, and stumbled over something,
and uttered a startled cry.

“The dog! Confound it!”

There was a sharp yelp from Binks:

Levison straightened up, his hands out-

stretched in the darkness.
* “Look here, T know youw're here!” he

4
dittle as the snow-flakes. whirled. round;

| struggle.

[

I‘.‘ S

exclaimed.
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“Do you lhmk you can
frighten me by plavmg ghost??.

Silence.,

“T tell you I know. vqu e hele, ‘and 1
suspect that you are Valentine Outram,
of High Coombe School! Answer me!”

He: heard the sound of a catchmv

| breath.

“ Will you answer me? I’\ e come here
to look for you——  Ah!’

Levison broke off with that sharp ex-
clamation.

A sudden, strong grasp had elosed upon
him from the c.alkness—a gxasp thau
seemed to be of iron.

The Fourth-Former stm"rgled

“Let me go' Let me go, I tell you!
Listen to me! I did not come here as an
enemy——"

The terrible grasp that was upon him
closed  harder. Levison -ceased - to
His strength was not equal 0
that contest.

His breath came in panting gasps.

“Outram! T know it’s you—I know
it’s you! Let me go, you fool! I tell
you—I tell you——" His voice died
away in painful panting. . The terriblo
grasp of the Unseen seemed to be crusi:-
ing the very life out of him.

Still there was no word. :

In grim, fearful silence Levison- felt
himself lifted from the floor—lifted as if
he were a child.

Still in grim silence, powerless to help
himself, he felt himself swung through
the chill air—how, whither, he knew
riot.

He crashed upon an earthen floor.

Dazed and bewildered, the Fourth-
Former sprang to his feet ‘with a panting
ery. But the iron grasp was upon him,
and _he was borne to the earth again,
helpless in that grip, which was as the
grip of a giant.

CHAPTER 14.
Missing !
EEN Levison?” .
Cardew and Clive were askinzg
that .question up and down the

School House.

The School House fellows were heading
for the hall, for last call-over, and Levi-
son of the Fourth was not among them.

His chums were anxious.

Levison had told them that he waos
going out, though he had not told them
where. Why he should go out just before
locking-up in the falling snow was a
mystery. They had noticed how troubled
and thoughtful he had looked hefore he
went, and he wondered vaguely whether
any*hmg was wrong with Levison. Cool
and unconcerned as he usually was, they
had noted that Levison had not seemed
the same since he had learned of Valeu
tine Qutram’s misfortune.

Apparently their study-mate had not
yet' come in, for they failed to find him
in the School House."

““Seen Levison?”

Nobody, apparently, had seen him.

“1 believe he went out of ﬂ\e House
some time ago, deah boys,” Arthur
Augustus told them. “Pewwaps he is in
the New House.”

“Well, he knows the time for ecall
over,” said Blake. “*Come on, Gussy !~

“Seen Levison?” repeated .Clive, as
the Terrible Three came along.

“Oh, yes!” said Lowther cheerily.’

“Good! Where is he?”

‘“Blessed if I know!” :

“You said you'd seen him!"” exclaimed

but that was at dinner.’

And l\Tonty Lowther, chuckung over
his little joke, walked on with Tom
Merry and Manners. Clive and Cardew
glared after him. hey were not in a
“ Tar GeM LiBRARY.—No. 510
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humour for Monty Lowther’s little jokes
just then,

“Seen Levison?” called out Sidney
Clive, as Julian came along with Reilly
sand Kerruish and Hammond.

“No. Hasn’t he come in?”

““Seems not,”’ growled Clive.
ity the New Houge, Cardew,
be there.”

‘“Righto I'*

The chums of Study No. 9 were uneasy
—they hardly knew why. They cut across
e quadrangle to the New House, and
found Figging & Co. in the hall, just
going m for their House roll-call.

“‘Is Levison here, Figgins?”
Clive hurriedly.

“Haven't seen him,”’ said Figgins.

T saw him go out just before Taggles
locked up,” said Kerr.

“@one down to Mrs. Murphy’s for a
feed in Rylecombe, perhaps,” suggested
Fatty Wynn. ‘“Chap would naturally
forget about locking wup if he was having

a good feed.”

“Bow-wow |’

The School House juniors cut back to
- their own House. There was no more
time to lose looking for Levicon. They
aomed the Fourth in Hall, just in time
te answer to their names as Mr. Railton
called them.

“Adsum !

“Clive !”

* Adsum !’ -

The roll-call went on, but Levison -of
the Fourth did not answer to his name.
He was not there. The Hcusemaster
marked him down as absent.

* That means lines for Levison,” Racke
of the Shell remarked, as the fellows
came out of the hall. “ You fellows loolk-
ang for him?” ..

“Yes 7 grunted Clive,

“T can give you a tip,”’ smiled Racke.

“If you know where he is——"’

Racke nodded genially.

“T can guess,” he said.

“ Well, where?”

“Tyy the billiard-room at the Green
Man, old scout !” said Racke agreeably.

Racke walked away, chuckling, with
Crooke. (live clenched his hands for a
moment, but he unclenched them again.
It was not much use punching Racke.

““Still missin’ 27 as]ked Arthur Augus-
tus D’ Arcy, joining them.

“Ves. I suppose he’s still out!”

“That is wathah wemarkable! This
weather isn’s weally temptin’, is it?”
<aid the swell of St. Jim’s.  “ It may be
Chwistmass¥, but 1t is wathah disagee-

“Let’s
He may

asked

gasped Cardew breathless

able. Pewwaps Fwank knows where his
majah is. Heah, Fwanky !’
Frank Levison came up. He had

already noted that his major had missed
call-over,
‘“Seen your majah, Fwank 7"’

“No. He’s missed call-over!” said
Frank anxionsly. ‘‘That means lines.
Don’t you fellows know where he’s

gone 17 -

“He said something about the old
barn before he went out,” said Clive.
“T don’t see why he should go there,
though.”

“No reason why he should stop there
i hie did,” remarked Cardew.

‘“Might go and'look |”” suggested Clive.
“YWe could get out gver the wall.”

“Nice and wet and snowy !’ said Car-
dew, with a grimace.

*“Oh, rot!”

/AN serene! T'H come!”

The two juniors went for their coats.
Frank, looking a little worried, went to
his Form-room. He could not jein them,
is evening prep with Mr, Setby de-
manded his presence soon.

Clive and Cardew slipped quietly out
of the house. The mist was thick in the
quadrangle, and it was easy for them
to scud away unnoticed. There was thick
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snow on the school wall, under the frozen
elms, and Cardew made a very expres-
sive grimace as he looked at it.

““Oh, buck up!” said Clive.

The hardy South African junior
plunged up through dripping snow. Car-
dew followed him, and they dropped to
the road outside in a shower of flakes,

They lost no time in getting o Lhe]
barn, running all the way.

- The barn was dark and silent. Cardew )
stopped at the door, and his foot struck Y
against something hard in the snow. He
staoped and picked up a matchbox.

“Found something 7" asked Clive.

“ A matchbox—a metal one. Got a
mateh about you? This seems wet.™
* “Get inside first.”

It was not much use striking a match
in the mind. Clive opened the door and
entered, and Cardew followed humn in and
closed it. Then the Colonial junior
struck a match.,

ECradew held up the metal box he had
picked up. Both the juniors knew it by
sight.

It was Levison’s.

“So he’s been here !’ said Clive.

There was a whine as Binks came
snuflling up to them. Sidney Clive patted
the dog’s head.

“Binks could tell us if he could speak,”
grinned Cardew. ‘‘Binks, old chap, have
you seen Levison 7"

( Binks whined,

“Blessed 1f the little beggar doesn’t
look as if he’s trying to tell us some-
thing ! said Clive, staring at the animal,

He struck another match. Binks was
seratching at the plank floor, and stiil
whining.

“What’s the matter with him?’
Cardew, in wonder.

“Something’s happened here,” said
Clive, in a low voice. ‘‘Binks knows, and
he can’t tell us, poor chap! Levison’s
been here, Cardew. Ie dropped the
matchbox where you found it, right
enough. He’s not here now. Where the
dickens is he ?”’

The juniors scanned the dim interior
of the b&rn, striking match after match.

But, save for themselves and Binks,
it was deserted. They left the barn at
last, leaving Binks still scratching and
whining. In the misty darkness they
locked round the building, peering into
corners, and trying the door of the store-
house under the barn. But there was
no sign of Levison.

‘“He may be back at St. Jim’s now,”
said Cardew at last.

“I--I hope so.” Clive was vaguely
alarmed.  “Tet’s get back. There's
nothing doing here, at any rate.”

Cardew peered at him in the gloom.

* Something’s happened here, Clive!”

““I—I think so0.”

“But what?”

“Goodness knows!”

“You don’t take any stock in that
ghost story, do you?”’

Clive drew a deep breath.

“Not as a ghost story,” he said.
“That’s rot! But the fags saw some-
thing here; and now ILevicon’s been
here, and disappeared. There’s some-
thing more in this than we can catch on
to, Cardew.”

“Let's get back!”
abruptly.

They tramped back through the snow
to the schosl. In a shower of snow they
dropped down inside the school wall.

In the School House they inquired for
Levison at once, - But he had not come
in.

A goed many of the fellows were very
curious on the subject. Levison’s pro-
longed absence was exciting remark.

“What about going to the House-
master about it7” asked Cardew at last.
“ff he doesn’t come in by bedtime A

“JIf he doesn’t, Mr. Railton will know,

* said

3

said  Cardew
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anyway. Levison may have gone off
somewhere, after going to the barn,”
said Clive uneasily. “ Better wait.”

They went to their prep in Study
No. 9 in a troubled mood. A litile later
Frank Levison tapped at the door and
came in, His face fell as he saw Clive
and Cardew by themselves in the study?

““Ernie hasn’t come in?*” he asked.

“No,

“Did you look for him 7

Clive explained.

“He was there, if you found the
matchbox there,” "said Frank, his lip
quivering.  ‘“‘Something’s happened to

Jirnest. That—that Thing we saw
there His voice trembled a little.
“It—it  was  something—and  now

Frnest—" He broke off.

He may be in before bed-time,” said
Cardew.

Frank nodded, and left the study.

Five minutes later Levison minor, in
coat and scarf, was clambering over the
snowy wall under the clms, and dropping
into the road outside,

CHAPTER 15.

Friend or Foe ?
EVISON of the Fourth lay in
black darkness on an earthen
floor, and the grip of the unsecn

was upon him. But there was no

fear of the supernatural in Levison’s

bre That grip was the grip of human
han that strength was exerted by
human muscles of extraordinary power.
As well as if his unseen assailant had told

‘him, Levison knew that he was in the

grasp of Valentine Outram, the boy who
had left St. Jim’s under a cloud, and who
had since bolted from High Coombe

School, in far-off Devonshire. Levison
knew it; and he knew, too, that his
assailant had recognised him in the brief
glimmer of the matchlight in the barn.
He had come there as a friend, but he
had been received as an enemy. He had
not counted on that.

Where was he now ?

The grip upon him relaxed ; the unseen
figure moved from him. Levison sat up
dazedly., His limbs ached with the
terrible compression that had been put
upon them. . ¥

He heard a sound of fumbling in the
darkness—a sound which he knew was
the sound of a plank being put into
place. Then there were footsteps, and a
light gleamed out. A match had been
struck, and a lantern was lighted.

Levison rose to his feet, and leaned,
panting, on the wall. His face was white.
But his nerves were steady as he looked
at his companion in the dim light of the
rusty old lantern.

He saw before him a sturdy figure, a
face he knew. The face was strangely,
hideously white, but he knew the features
now that he scanned them. It was the
face -of the boy he had sought—Valentine
Outram !

And as he looked Tevison could see
in the light that the whiteness of the face
was not natural; it was caused by chalk.
It was by so simple a device that Valen-
tine Outram had played ghost and scared
the fags from the barn.

_Apart from the artificial deathly hue of
the face, there was a great change in
Outram from what he had been when
Levison had last seen him.

His face was thin, there were hollows
under his eyes, and the signs of suffering
were only too plain in his looks.

His clothes were torn and soiled and
ragged, showing traces of rough camping
out in rough weather. His boots werc
worn and leaky. Outram had suffered,
and suffered severely, since his flight
from- High Coombe. Evidently he had
tramped the great distance to St. Jim’s,
and had felt the grim hand of want.
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The look on Outram’s face was not
pleasant, as his eyes glittered at the St.
Jim’s junior:

Levison met his gaze calmly.

He knew where he was now.
‘knew -how Outram had dodged -
searchers for the ghost.

" He was in the locked and disused store-
house under the barn. .

Grundy & Co. had concluded that it
was Impossible for anyone to. have
dodged into the storehouse, as the door
was locked -fast. 3

But Outram had not entered by the
4.001 He had descended by removing a
plank in the flooring above, carefully
replacing it to leave no trace. And now
Levison shared his hidden prison with
him. He wondered what the intentions
of the outcast might be. Not friendly,
that was certain. °

His eyes, as-they glittered at. Levison,
had a threatening loogf And his strength
placed the St. Jlm s junior absolute‘lv at
his merey.

There was- a long, ‘grim silence.
Levison did not care to break it, and he
was still panting for breath.

It was O}xtlam who spoke first.

“So you've found me, Levison?

“You know me?”’ saxd Levisen.

“I recognised your voice at once, and
koew that you were spying again. I
remembered you at St. Jim’s!” said Out-
rvam bitterly. “Hadn’t ‘you m]mcd me
enough When I was here before?’

Levison’s lips quivered.

“I did not come here to 111_1Lue you,’
he said. “I came as a friend.

Outram stared at him, and burst into
a bitter, mocking laugh The blood
flushed into Levison’s face.

After all, it was what he mxght have
expected. ‘Outram took his statement
- for a falsechood, as a matter of course.
As he had qaxd he remembered the
Levison of old. 2

“Still the same fellow ! said Ontram
scornfully. “Couldn’t you think of a
cleverer lie than that, Levison?”’

“It is the truth.”

He
the

“Oh. don’t try to keep that up !’ said
Outram contemptuously “You came
here spying, and you've found me. Now

I want to know how you knew I was
liere, and whether the others kuow.”
“No one knows.”
“Or svspects‘?”
e e

Outram drew a deep breath of relief.

“Then you haven’t babbled about your
Slliplclons yet?”’ he said.

I did not intend to.” i

“You meant to make sure first. Ves,
that was like you; ,you were alwaw
LﬂllthUS and cunning.” The bitter scorn
in the outcast’s voice stung Levison to
the very soul; but it was shame, not
anger, that he “felt. Outram had a rlcrht
to thirk o of him from his old experi-
ence of him. “All the better, Levison.
You have not babbled yet, and vou will
have no chance to babble!”

Levison was silent.

“But how did you suspect that I was
here?” asked Outram. “I know how
cunning you are, but how-——-"

“1 saw your heacmastels advertise-
ment in a newspaper,” said -Levison.

“A friend of mine has had news from
l"hgh Coombe, too, and I khow why you
eft

“And then you guessed——"’

“It was you who dogged Blake and
his fuex ds the other night. T guessed
that.” 3 :

Outram started.

"Dxd they guess?”’

(13

“l\zot even D’ Arcv"”
‘-I

But you dld‘)” said Outram, eyeing
hun

““There were other cucumstances too.

“THE GEM LIBRARY.

T worked it out that you had flied in this
direction, hopmn to get ‘into communica-
tlon vnth > Arcy, w}‘o was_your friend
at Jim’s. Wasn’t I right?” :

“You ought to be a detective,” said
Outram, with a_bitter curl of the lip.
““Yes, you weve . right. I had no.friend,
no help, and I thought.of D’Arcy. i

-arrived in- this neighbourhood freezing

and starving. I could nbt go- home.
thought of D’Arcy. I knew he .woul

stand by me, if he could hear what I had i

to tell him—my defence. I hung about
for days and nights, hoping [ get a
chance of seeing him. Then I saw the
four of them one night, and I followed.
I—I hoped to get a chance of speaking
to D’Arcy apart from the others. 1
could not trust them to know. But I
failed.”

x guesod * said Levisom

“It was like you to guess
you came to spy.!”

Levison winced. ;

I heard the ghost story,” he said. “1
put two and two touethm I came to
see- whethier you were hiding here. I
was startled when I saw you, with your
white face, in the dark. 1f I hadn’t
guessed—"’

“The trick ‘was good: enough for the
others, but not for you,” said Outram,
with a sneer. “You were always too
sharp for me, Levison!— I've been
hiding here for days and nights;  but
when it seemed safe I went up into the
barn. Twice I’ve nearly been spotted
there. But I remembered the ghost
story about this barn, fmm the time I
was at St. Jim’s befme I thought cf
playing ghost to gain time-to get clear.’
He laughed a little. “A few hair-raising
groans and a chalked face did the busi-
ness. I got the chalk from a cottage
where I looked for food.” He sneered
again. “I did not steal the food. I left
my last coin to pay for it.”

“T heard of that,” said Levison.

“You know your vocation now, when
yow're done with school; you must
become a detective,”’ said Outram, “or a
criminal—I don’t know which role would
suit you best, Levison.”

And then

33

“You've had a hard time,” said Levi-
son.

“I have.”

““How have you lived since—"

Outram shivered. .
“I've dug up turnips in the fields with
my bare hands. I've picked up crusts

thrown away by the labourers. TI've
frozen and starved,” he said bitterly.
“Better to die free than to- live in
prison!”

Levison’s face softened.

“You’ve been through it,” he said.
“But now i

“Now I'm sticking it out,” said Out-
ram, with deadly coolness. “I’m safe

here—from everyone who ‘was not born
to be a Spy. I slept in this barn one
night. There was no one but the dog
here, and I was glad of his company.
I’ve made friends with the dog. I could
always make friends with a dog. Then
I thought of making this place my
quarters—it seemed deserted—till T could
get into touch with D’Arcy. I loosened
a plank in the darkest corner to get into
the cellar. I could see that it was dis-
used. Every time I went up inte- the
barn I moved the plank. When I came:
down I-replaced it, and left no trace.
Someone -searched the barn this very
evening i

“Grundy !” said Levison.

“I thought I knew the voice.
found mnothing.
will find the loose plank. T wedge it with
a chip of wood from unde)neath and it
will' not move when trodden on.” Out-
ram smiled grimly.
Levison, and you are safe!”

Levison started.

They

I do not think anyone.

“I am safe ‘here, |
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“You!” said Outram quietly.  “You

have found me.out, Levison, but you are
not going to betlav me. You are going
te remain here with me.” -

“Remain here!” repeated Levlson
staring.

““ Yes. ’”

“A prisoner, do you mean?”’
. *“That is what I mean.”

(. “By gad!” said Levison.

“You can measure your
against mine, if you like,”
with a grlm smile.

strength
said Outram,
“You ate welcoma

to try
“You can’t keep me here,” said
Levison.
“You will see.’
“Are you m"td"” muttered the St.

Jim’s junior. “I shall be missed at call-
ing-over. - I shall be searched for.”

“No doubt; but you will not be
found.”

Levison stared at hlm Outram was
despemte there was no mistake about

hat. In his eyes Levison was still thg
blttel unserupulous enemy of old, and he
did not mean to run risks with hlm and
he cared little if he suffered. Once
more, as had happened many times,
Levi 1aon repentant and reformed, had to
pay the’ price of his old reputatlon

“But—but this is madness,” muttered
Levison at last..

“It is my intention.”

“I came here as a friend——"

“You lie!”

“Hang yon, Outram"’ broke out Levi-

“T {ell you——"

“You will tell me anything to get out
of the trap you ve falfn into through
your spying,” said Outram.
will not be believed.
well.”

“Listen to me!
in some ways si
Jim’s——"

Oatram shrugged his shoulders.

“I was sorry affervsavda for
pursued you as I did,’
a low voice.

“You say so!”

“When T learned that you were in
trouble, my first thought was to help
you if I eould, to malke up for the
past.”

Outram laughed mockingly.

“You do not believe me?”

bOl’l

“But you
I know
I've changed a bit
since you've left Si.

having
> said Levison, in

asked Levi-

son. <

““Not a word!”

“Enough said, then! Do as you
choose.”

““I intend to.’ :

The outcast <ab down wupon a box,
and Levison watched him curiously as he
drew a couple of raw beets from a
recess, and began to eat. It was the un-
happy boy’s evening meal. And as he
watched him all the anger and resent-
ment faded from Levison’s heart.

He felt no.anger now. His desire
was to convince the oubeast of his sin-
cerity, to help him in this terrible ex-

tremity. But that was a problem swhich
even Levison’s keen brain -could not
solve. ?

CHAPTER 16.
Levison a- Prisoner !

UTRAM gave a sudden start.
O There were sounds in the barn
above.
The outcast started suddenly
to his feet, and appxoanhed Levison.
“Silence !
“I did not intend to call out,”
tered Levison:
“You will not have the chance.”
The outcast grasped -his ‘prisoner, and
a hand of iron was plesscd over LE\I-
son’s mouth.
He could not resist the shength of the
fugitive. "He could not have called oub
TrE Gem Lisrarvy.—No. 510,
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to save his life.
lantern.”. ’ i

In grim, deadly silence they stood
there in_ the dark, Levison a helpless
prisoner in the iron grasp of the out-
cast, forced to silence.

Footsteps mioved about above their
heads, and they heard the whining of
Binks and the murmur of voices. = * .

It was not difficult for Ernest Leviso
to guess that it was his chums wha' had
come to look for him. - - 2

In the deep silence he could catch a
few of the words spoken above. He
knew that Cardew had found his match-
box in the snow. The voices died to a

" Quiram blew out the

- murmur, the foofsteps were silent at

last.

But it was not till long after silenc
reigned in the barn that Valentine Out-
ram released his prisoner.

When all was safe he relighted the
lantern. Z

Levison breatlied hard.

“How long do you think you can keep
this up, Outram?” he said. * You must
know that it cannot last long.”

“TIt will last till T am safe away from
liere, and you cannot betray me,” said
Qutram icily. ‘‘ And that cannot be till
I get help, Sooner or later I shall find
a way of speaking to D’Arcy, and I
know that he will be true—he will be-
lieve when I tell him what happéned at
High Coombe, and that I was not to
blame.” He  will help me; I know that.
Until then I stay here—and you stay,
“too! You have only yourself to-thank.
You injured me enough before; you
might have left me in peace now.”’

“I tell you T meant——""

“Enough of that! I don’t believe
you.”’

Levison bit his lip hard.

j:l\\'heu you go out T shall escape.” he
said.

“You will not_escape easily. When I
leave this cellar I shall leave you bound
hand and foot and gagged,” said Outram
coolly. ““You have brought it gn your-
self, Levison.”

suppose you know that you are
breaking the law in doing this?” said
Levison:

Outram laughed contemptuously.

“The law? The law i3 after me
already—because I knocked down a Ger-
man brute who was ill-using a small
boy,” he said. ‘“Never mind the law!
If T am caught, T go back to the:re-
formatory—and I will die first!”’

Levison eyed him very curiously.

“I know what happened at High
Coombe,” he said. ‘“Cardew wrote to
Mr. Trotman there, who used to be his
tutor.”

“He was my Form-master at High
Coombe,”” Outram said. ‘‘Not a bad
sort; rather an old donkey, that is all.”

“His version is that you knocked the
German master senseless in the Form-
room. "’

“That is true! I would do the szme
again.” ;

“Because he was a German, do you
mean?”

“Because he was a cowardly brute!”
said Outram. “But I dom’t expect my
story to be believed. My past is against
me—the past you *succeeded in raking
up at St. Jim’s. But for you nobody
might have ever known that I had served
a sentence in a reformatory under-the
name of Purkiss.”

“The fellows don’t
now.”

“They guess pretty correctly, I think.
I had to own up at the finish, and when
1 left S5 Jim’s I had to tell my uncle
why.” Outram smiled bitterly, **You
ran imagine that it was a surprise for
him. He never knew that while I was
supposed to be spending a long holiday
with a friend in Scotland I had really
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really know it

[ been an inmate of Hillstall Refofmatory.

He had been offended at my not writing
to him while I was away; that was all.
The truth was a blow te him; and I had
‘to tell 1t -to explain why I had left St.
Jin’s,
Levison!”?

Leyison shiverad.

“¥ might have come out, anyway,”

he said. ‘It was not actually I who
gave -you away. You gave yourself
away.”’

“But it would not have been so if
you had not raked up my past. Oh,
malke allowances for you. You had a
certain amount of sense of duty in the
matter; but it was .chiefly because you
were euspicious, and. spying, and 1ll-
natured. . You did not dislike me be-
cause I was a reformatory boy. It was
1f10t”my bad qualities you disliked me
or.*

“1 admit i%,” said Levison, in a low
voice.

“When T went to High Coombe, my
uncle would not deceive them. He told
the headmaster everything, and the Head
agreed to give me a chance there. There
was no trouble then. There was not a
fellow in the school I could not have

handled easily, from the Sixth to the |

Second; but no one ever accused me of
bullying, no one ever knew thaf I was
so strong. Not till the finish. And that
was not my fault. Not much good tell-
ing you that, though.”

“I beheve what you tell me,”
Levison. :

Outram shrugged his shoulders.

“You will not believe that I am your
friend now, and that I want to malke
w]{‘la.tYmHende I can?” said Levison.

¢

said

Levison was silent.

He sat on an old case in the cellar,
shivering a liitle. The storehouse under
the barn contained few things—two or
three old boxes and sacks, fragments of
rope and wood and lumber, a rusty
lantern, and a can of oil.

It was a dismal den.

Levison could see that Outram had
arranged the old sacks on the hoxes to
serye as a bed.

He had lived for long, bitter days
under conditions that had tried his hardy
strength. Even upon his iron constitu-
tion the hardship had told.

“J could help you, if you'd let me,”
Levison said, breaking the silence at
last.

“You would betray me, you mean {”

“You can’t keep this up, Cutram.”

“That is my business.’

Levison “was silent again. There was
nothing he could say in the face of this
grim determination.

Outram blew out the lantern—he had
to be careful with his meagre supply of
oil. Mr. Pepper had unconsciously pro-
vided him with that.

“1 am going up,” he said.

“You will

be silent here, Levison. 1 don’t want
to use you worse than is needed. But
I shall take no risks with you. If yow

make the slightest sound, you will suffer
for it.”

“Qutram, I tell you——"

“That’s enongh

Levison heard him remove the heavy
plank, and draw himself into the barn
above. He heard him muttering  to

Binks, and he realised how much the |

dog’s companionship had meant to Out-
ram in his solitary hiding-place

Ernest Levison moved restlessly about
the dark cellar to keep himself warny,

How was this to end?

His chums had searched the barn for
him, without dreaming that he was
hidden there under their very feet.

How could they suspect it?

They could not. And others would not
suspect. He was a helpless prigoner,
unless he could escape.

I owe you a goodrdeal, my dear |

| one

How was it to

Lend? Ti was an unexpected and terrible

result of hig attempt to atone for the
past. Yet he could not blame Outram
for not trusting him.. How was it to
end ? 4

There was a sudden movement above.
He heard Qutram drop into the cellar,
and close the plank in its place. Some-
wag approaching, and  Levison
wondered whether it was a St. Jim's
fellow looking for him. - He knew that
the time must be getting late now.

“Not a word!” came Outram’s whis-
per in the darkness.

His hand was over Levison’s mouth
again.

Above them, faintly in the silence, foot-
steps sounded in the barn, and the
whine of Binks,

CHAPTER 17.
Seeking his Brother !

RANK LEVISON  trampeéd
F through the wet fields, his head
bent down to the bitter wind. In
the midst of whirling snowflakes

the panting fag came up to the barn.
Fis heart was heavy with a vague fear

for his brother.

It was late in the evening—it wanted
only an hour to bed-time—and Levison

*

‘major had not returned to the school.

Only an accident of some kind could have
kept him out. He had gone to the
haunted barn, and he had not returned.
What could have happened to him therc
was a mnystery; but that something had
happened there seemed no doubt.

With anxiety gnawing at his heart,
Frank had come to search for his major.
Clive and Cardew had searched in vain,
and there seemed little hope of suceeed-
ing where they had failed. But-the fag
could not rest. :

He stepped into the barn and struck a
match. :

His heart was beating in great throbs.

The deathly face he had seen there in
ihe shadows haunted his imagination.
He had no superstition in his nature—
but he had seen it and in that lonely
place, in the darkness, ghost stories did
not seem so absurd as they seemed in the
well-lighted Form-room at St. Jim’s.

But dangers, real or imaginary, would
not have stopped the loyal little fellow
then. Something had happened to his
brother, and he was there to find him, to
help him.

But his face was pale as he peered
about the barn:  Binks whined, and ran
to him, rubbing his nose against the
fag’s trousers, and Frank was glad that
the dog was there. It relieved the ter-
rible loneliness.

He groped for Grundy’s lantern, and
found .it, and lighted it with the match.
The lantérn-light glimmered through the
barn, dimly lighting it.

Frank scanned the place, his heart
beating. He would not have heen sur-
prised if that deathly face had loomed
up again in the shadows. Bui this time
he was determined to stand his ground.
But the barn was empty, save for himself
and the dog.

“Binks, old chap!” murmured Frank,
rubbing the dog’s head. “Binks, old
fellow! What have you seen here,
Binks 77

Binks whined.

He was scratching at the plank floor,
as he had scratched when Clive and
Cardew had been there—and had not
understood. &

Neither did Levison minor nnderstand.

That the dog was excited—that he had
seen something happen in the barn—the
fag could tell easly enough. Ii Binks
could only have spoken! L

But Binks could not speak. He could
only whine and scratch, his dark ecyes
gleaming with-intelligence.

Levison minor scanned the bharn for
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traces of -his byrother’s visit there; but
there was no trace, save for the muddy
marks on the floor.  He left the barn, as
Clive and Cardew had done, and searched
the surroundings, even trying the rusty
lock of the storehouse. But the lock was
fast.

He returned into the building, to get
out of the falling snow, and think.

Where was Ernest?

He had been there, that was certain.
And bhe had not returned. Where. was
? What terrible harm had befallen
a9
Frank shquted the name
in the desperate hope-that his brother
might -be within hearing of his voice,
“Hrnest !”

Only the dull echo of his voice replied.
Little did he dream that his ery reached
the ears of his brother, and that an iron
hand held Ernest Levison’s lips scaled
{from replying.

“Ernest! Ernest!”

The dog whined.

Frank was silent again, his heart
heavy. Where was his brother? What
had happened to him in that lonely
place?

The wind howled round the barn.
Snowflakes blew in at the open doorway,

‘and Frank, shivering, closed the door.

Binks whined and seratched.

“If he could only tell me!” mutfered
the fag.

t came into hisz mind that Binks was
trying to-tell him something. Several
times- the intelligent animal had rubbed
against his leg, always returning to the

same spot to scratch at the floor. A
strange look came over the fag’s face as
he approached the dog at last, and

scanned the floor about him. Was there
some clue to his missing brother to which
the dog was trying to draw his attention ?

Binks wagged his tail as Levison minor
came to bim. Binks knew that Frank
understood at last.

Frank scanned the rough planks.

What secret was there for him to read
if only he knew what Binks knew ?

He turned the lanterndight on the
plank, in the darkest corner of the barn,
where Binks was scratching.

e started as he discerned several
sinears of a whitish colour. It was the
mark of challk—faint, yet discernible.

In spite of his anxiety Frank smiled.
He knew now what had made the deathly
hue of the face he had seen. in the
shadows; with Wally & €o. The face
had been chalked. His quick mind
jumped to that at once. = And the un-
known, who had played ghost, had
touched this plank—not with his chalked
face, that was certain—with his hands
still smeared with chalk., Why should he
have touched that obscure section of the
floor with his hands?

Frank’s heart throbbed.

There -could only be one reason—the
reason that little Binks, in his dumb in-
telligence, was trying to tell him. Be-
cause the plank was not firmly fixed, as
it appeared—becduse it was removable !

The fag rose upright, almost giddy for
a moment with the discovery. Binks
rubbed a cold nose against his hand.

There was a way -into the underneath
storehouse, then, besides the door out-
side. The plank could be raised. Had
Ernest gone that way? What other way
could he have gone?

He had gone, and he had not returned.
Why he should have explored the cellar
under the barn Frank did not know ; but
in_his mind was a picture of his brother,
fallen and hurt, lying helpless, sengeless,
in the dismal den half underground.

“Ernest!” . There was  anguish in
Frank’s voice as He cried out the name.
*Oh, Ernesi !”

He threw. himself on his knees, and
dragged at the plank. Binks, satisfied

. Levison ‘to face this new enemy.
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(See Chapter 10.)

Tho Fags Flee from the Qhastly Face! : ;
“¥You villain!  Have you hurt my
brother 77

now, ceased to scratch, and contented
himself with wagging his tail.

The plank was immovable !

But i1t could be moved, he knew that.
The pretended ghost, with his chalked
face, had escaped that way from dis-
covery. He was sure of it. = Had he
harmed Ernest Levison for discovering
his secret den? Frank tore savagely at
the plank, and as it did not move, he
sprang up and looked wildly round for
some ‘instrument to move it. There was
an iron bar at the window, and the fag
dragged it from its place easily enough.
He drove the end of the bar into the
interstice between the planks, and prised.

Something dropped below.

Frank guessed that it was a wooden
wedge, which ‘had been jammed betweern
the planks to keep the removable ope
wedged tight.

The next instant the plank flew up
under his efforts.

He dropped the bar, scized the plank,
and dragged it away.

Blackness yawned underneath.

Frank Levison. picked up the bar
again. -~ He. knew he might need a
weapon. In his left hand he took the
lantern, and, leaning down, flashed the
light into the cellar. He could see
nothing from above, save the old lumber
there. But the floor was only a few feet
down, and, without a tremor—anxiety for
his brother hand banished fear—Frank
dropped through.

There was a panting exclamation in the
darkness of the cellar,

“Ernest !” shouted Frank.

He held up the lantern, keeping the
bar in his right hand gripped ready for
use. A form loomed up--the deathly
face he knew, but which had no terrors
for him now. There was a panting cry:

“Look out, Frank !”

“Ernest !”

_ Outram; with a desperate face, closed
in on the fag. He had had to release
Frank
faced 'him grimly, the iren bar gripped
and ready.

Levison ran forward, and caught
Outram by the shoulder.

“Outram, hold your hand, you mad-
man! I tell you I am your friend, and
my brother is your friend !”

“Qutram!” shouted Frank, in amaze-
ment.

The iron bar clattered to the foor.

“Outram! My hat! Then it's
right!”

all

CHAPTER 18.
The Outeast’s Story !

UTRAM stood panting.
O His hiding-place was discovered

—and discovered by Levison’s
brother. He had not known that
Levison had a brother. But as hie looked
at Frank’s face he read there what he
would never have expected to read in the
face of a brother of Ernest Levison’s.
The honest, loyal face was a clue to the

honest, loyal heart. And Frank had
thrown down his weapon.

Outram held his hand.

“Outram }” repeated Frank. “You!

And you've here, Ernest! I1—I thought
that—that something had happened to
yout”

“Something had!” said T.evison
grimly. “I found Outram here, and he
took me for an enemy.”

“Oh!” gasped Frank.

“Outram, 1f you can’t trust me, you
can trust my brother,” said Levison
quietly. ‘‘Frank will tell you that I mean
you well.”

“Why doesn’t he believe
Frank.

Levison flushed.

“There was something before you cama
to St. Jim’s, Frank. Outram had reason
not to believe me. I think he understands
now, though.”

“I—I don’t quite understand, -though
I helieve you,” said Outram, at last.

Tue GeM LiBrARY.—No. 510,
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* Whatever you may be, Levison, I can
see that that kid is straight.” -

“Do you mean to say that my brother

" isn’t straight?”’ exclaimed Frank indig-
nantly.

Outram looked at him very curiously.

“So you are Levison’s brother?” he
gaid. “I never knew he had a minor.
You were not at St. Jim’s in my time.”

‘“If he had been, things might have
been a bit different!” muttered Levison.
“They got different—after Frank came.
Frank, o'd kid, I'm jolly glad you found
me here—for my sake and for Outram’s
sake! We can help him now.”

~“You want t6 help me?” exclaimed
Outram. :

In spite of himself, the outeast had to
believe now.

*“I want to make up for some .other
things,” said Levison.

““I—I suppose I must believe you.”

Frank’s eyes flashed.

“If he can’t take your word, Krnie,
let him alone!” he exclaimed hotly.
*“What right has he got to doubt your
word?”

“He has a right—or he had once,” said
Levison dquietly. “But surely you can
trust me now, Outram? Strong as you
are, you couldn’t deal with the two of
us—with that iron bar thrown in! I tell
you we are your friends.”

“1 believe you,”
“1 don’t quite understand, but I believe
you. Keep my secret, then, and go with
your brother.”

Levison smiled.

“Not yet!” he said.
find you and help you.
Outram.”

“But—but you—-"
/“I am going to help you.”

QOutram drew a deep breath.

“Yet you say you know why I left
High Coombe!” he said.

‘I know, but.I haven’t heard all your
side of the story yet,” said Levison.
*“In any case I should help you. I owe
you a debt.”

“I am wanted, now, by the police!
You know that?”

“I—I suppose so,” said Levison, hesi-
tating. ““But I tell you I owe you a
debt, and I'm going to pay it.”

“I'm not to blame for what hap-
pened.” Outram sat down on the case,
shivering. “What I did at High Coombe
‘I’d do again, though I don’t expect to
get fair play. Il tell you.”

“You enly hammered a German,”
Frank.

Outram smiled faintly.

“But that German was a master in the
school. You've heard that I knocked him

“TI came here to
You neéed help,

)

said

senseless in the class-room. It’s true!
I'd do it again!”

“But why-—"

“TlI  tell you. Gompers was a

naturalised man, but he was a Prussian
to the very finger-tips. He was silky and
soapy to the Head and the other masters.
He couldn’t make himself popular, but
he was tolerated. But to the boys—well,
he was a tyrant and a cowardly hound.
He knew how to keep in the Head’s good
graces, with his Prussian cunning. The
fellows hated him like poison, but it was
no good complaining of him. He hated
us all—he hated everything English. He
fawned on the masters, and took it out of
the junior boys. He licked us as much as
he dared, just keeping within the limit
so that there wouldn’t be marks to show.
He would twist a fellow’s arms, and that
hurts. He was specially down on me and
some other fellows.”

“Why?” asked Levison.

“‘ Because our fathers were at the Front,
killing Germans,” said Outram grimly.:
“He made a special mark of every fellow
who had a relation in the fighting-line,
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said Outram frankly.-

and took it out of him, in an underhand,
cowardly way.
saying that to the Head, even if the
fellows had wanted fo take that way of
dealing with him. I stood him quietly
enough—I could stand him. But there
was one fellow—a little chap in my Form,
delicate and not very fit—named Lee, a
good little chap, and his life was fairly
made a burden to him by that brute.
When_the row came at last, we were in
the class-room doing German, and Gom-
pers was in a specially ratty temper.
There’d been news from the Front about
Haig pounding the Huns, and that
always made himn bitter,”

“1 suppose it would,” said Levison.
“Old Schneider at &t Jim’s doesn’t en-
joy it.”

Frank did not speak. His eyes were
fastened on Outram’s face.

“Well, then the row came,” said Out-
ram moodily.  “Gompers was more
savage than usual. He had ragged nearly
every fellow in the class, rapping
knuckles, caning, and sneering and bully-
ing. Then he had young Lee out before
the class, and he caned him until the kid
was nearly in hysterics, and then he
picked on him again, and twisted his
arm——"" Outram gritted his teeth. “I
couldn’t stand it any longer! *I knew I
could handle the Hun brute. I collared
him, and dragged him off.”

‘“Phew !”

“Good for you!”
breathlessly.

Outram grinned a little.

““You should have seen his face, when
a Fourth-Form chap yanked him,” he
said. ‘““He didn’t know I was so strong.
He was simply mad with rage. He picked
up a pointer, and came for me like 2
wild beast. I might have been badly
hurt, too, and he would have had to
answer for it, but he was too wild to
think of that. He came for me, and I—
I didn’t stop to think. I let him have
it. You know how I can punch, when 1
like! X let him have it fair and square,
and he went heels over head, and-—and
didn’t move again.”

“By Jove!” -

“I never really meant to hit so hard,
but I had let myself go. He was knocked
senseless, and—and there was a fearful
row, of course. The Head came down on
me. I was locked in a room. When the
brute came to, he pitched his yarn to the
Head. I don’t know what he said, but
he made it all right for himselfs And he
was so bitter that mere expulsion from
the school wouldn’t satisfy him for me—
ke meant to make a police case of it. if
it hadn’t been for my past, it might have
been hushed up by my leaving the school.
But the Head wouldn’t listen to a word
from me. He had my rotten past in his
mind.” .

“Hard lines!” muttered Levison.

“I don’t know that I can blame him.
It sounds pretty steep, knocking down a
master in his own class-room,”” said Out-
ram moodily. “ Any other chap, it would
have been different; but with me, you
see, the Head knew I'd once been sent
to a reformatory for hurting a chap when
I lj)st my temper in a fight. That did
it g

exclaimed Frank

“I suppose it would.”

“Well, it did. The Head simply took
it that my savage temper had broken out
again, and he wouldn’t hear a word, Gom-
pers insisted that the affair should be
brought before a magistrate, so that I
could be sent back to the reformatory.
And I—T bolted.”

“Best thing to do in the circum-
stances,”” said Levison. “ But didn’t the
other fellows speak up for you?”

Outram smiled bitterly.

“1 dare say they were afraid of that

But it wasn’t any use/

—to start with.

German brute taking it out of them after-
wards. They didn’t; anyway! I don’t
know that it would have done any good.
It was my term at Hilstall that did for
me. If the Head hadn’t known that!
But he did know it. I was done for!
But they haven’t got me yet!”

He looked up quickly.

“You believe me, I suppose?””

“Hvery word,” said Levisan.

“Thanks!”

““ And you're not to blame,” said Frank
hotly. ““The rotter was only a Hun,
anyway. Wouldn't your uncle stand by
you?”’

Outram laughed bitterly.

“My. uncle had had ‘enough’ of my
ruffianism, as he called it. I can’t blame
him, when he knew about Hilstall. But
I wasn’t to blame in this instance. Even
in that old affair I wasn’t wholly to

’

blame, The man I hurt was a brutal
rough, and he attacked me. But this
time—this time I did right. No good

asking anybody to believe that, though.”

“You've got friends at St. Jim’s who
will believe it,” said Levison.

Outram shook his head.

“I’ Arcy, perhaps—I relied on D’Arcy.
But the other fellows—mno! I don’t know
why ‘you _should take my version,
Levison,” he said at last.  “I—I said
some things to you that I'm sorry for.
But never dreame 2

“You thought the leopard couldn’t
change his spots, nor the giddy Ethiopian
his skin,” said Levison coolly. “All
serene! It was a surprise to the other
fellows as well as you.” He looked at his
watch. By gad, we shall have to scoot
now, or we shall get scalped! It's Frank's
bed-time nearly! You don’t want to keep
me a prisoner now, Outram?”

Outram laughed.

“T’m coming back later,” said Levison
“after lights out! I'm going to bring
you some grub, and some coats and rugs
You're going to be a
bit more comfortable here. And I'll give
any message you like to D’Axcy.”

“Tell him what I've told you,” said
Qutram.

“Right!” :

“ And—and I'm sorry, once more, Levi-
son——""

“All serene!” = Levison held out his
hand. “Friends now, at any rate!”

Outram took his hand. The Levison he
had once known ,was not the fellow to
make friends with an unhappy outeast
utterly down on his luck. Levison had
changed—and it was a great change !

A few minutes later the plank was
closed, and the brothers were, framping
back to St. Jim’s through the snow. And
Frank Levison was in the School House
just in time to join the Third as they
marched to their dormitory.

CHAPTER 19.
Gussy Knows Best !
66 AI Jove,, heah’s Levison!”
B “Hallo, here you are!”
“Where on earth have you
been?” exclaimed Clive,

‘“Out, dear boy,” said Levison calmly.
“Frank looked for me and brought me
home. I suppose I've got to report to
Railton?”

“Yaas, wathah! But- what have you
been up to, Levison? I was weally gettin’
quite alarmed, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus.

Levison smiled.

“Drop in at my study presently, and
T'll tell you,” he said.

“Wight-ho!?

Levison repaired to the Housemaster’s
study to report his return. He was a
little doubtful about what to say. Cer-

| tainly he could not explain the facts to

Mr. Railton. - The Housemaster must not
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be allowed to know about Outram.
would not have done at all.

\h Railton looked at him very severely
W uon he presented himself.

‘Ah! You have returned, Levison !

e YesEein 2 :

“It is nearly nine o’clock,” said ‘the
Housemaster sternly. * What excuse have
you to give for staying out till this hour,
Levison?”.

“Tm sorry,

““No doubt.

122

sir 1”
But why did you stay

“T—T never meant to, sir,” said Levi-
son. © “But I couldn’t gct back A—a
mllow’ played a trick on me.’

“Oh!” said Mr. Railton. He Jooked

rather sharply at the junior. “Very well;
you will ta.ke a hundred lines, Levison ! 1

“Yes, sir.

Tevison left. the study, glad to get off
with that, and to escape further inquiry.
Posgibly Mr. Railton thought that it was
some Grammar Scheol fellow who had
played that trick on Levison and kept him
out. At all events, he did not suspect
that it was the fugitive junior from High
Coombe.

Tevison went to his study, and found
Arvthur Augustus D’Arcy there with his
study-mates.

“You haven’t much time left for prep,”
1(‘“‘111\(3(1 Clive.

“ Never mind prep.
with Lathom for once!”
*“What on emth did you stay out for?’
exclaimed Cardew. We jolly near came

to going to Railton about it.”

Levison closed the door. What he had
to say was for no ears outside Study
No9. A

“I went out to find Valentine Outram,”
he said quietly.

“What?”

“Bai Jove!”

“And did you find him?” grinned Car-

T shall chance it

“What?' ’ yelled Cardew.

“I found him!”

Arthur Augustus’ eyes glistened.

“Gweat Scott! Is old Outwam neah
}wah, Levison?” he rexclaimed excitedly.

‘Bai Jove! Where is he?”

‘“ At Pepper’s barn.”

“Wippin’! I'm going’ to see him!” ex-
olaimed thc swell of St. Jim’s, turning to
the door.

“Hold on!” rapped out Levison.

“Wats! I am goin’ to see old Outwam,
.md assuah him that I am backin’ him
up!” exclaimed D’ Arcy warmly.

“T tell you—-"

“I shouldn’t wondah if he came this
way, hopin’ to fall in with me,” said
Arvthur Augustus sagely. “He would
Imow that I should stick to him. I’m not
down on a fellow for biffin’ a Hun! I
wish he would come here and biff old
Schneidah, bai Jove!”

Levison gently pulled the swell of St.
Jim’s away from the door.

“You can’t go now,” he said. “Youd
be missed at bed-time.”

“Yaas, but—="

“It’s got to be kept dark, fathead! Tt
means Hilstall Reformatory for Qutram
again if he’s nailed !”

“Oh, cwumbs!”

Arthur Augustus stopped at that. In
his eagerness to testify his wunshaken
loyalty to his old pal, he had forgotten
Qutram’s danger. Gussy’s noble heart
was unequalled, but Levison’s head was
\Hmted too, in this matter.

bupposp you spin us
drawled Cardew.

“ Yaas, go ahead, deah boy! Tt is vewy
wemarkable that you have found okl
Outwam, when I nev ah thought of any-
thin’ of the sort,” said Arthur Augustus
innocently,  “Weally, Cardew, I see
nothin’ whatevah to gwin at in that
wemark !

“Lend me your ears!”

the yarn,”

said Levison.’

Th:at

-S0On.
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And Levison told the story, interrupted
by a series of surprised ejaculations from
the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy, when Levi-
son had finished. ‘‘And it was old
OQutwam who was followin’ Blake and
Hewwies an’ Dig an’ me the othah night,
and we nevah knew it! The ass should
have spoken to us! I should not have
allowed them to talk about it aftah-
wards!”

“He wasn’t sure that Blake and
Herries and Dig wanted to see him,”

grmned Cardew. ‘I fancy they w ouldn;t ;

either.’

“Wubbish! Of course they will stand
by old Outwam!”

1 Afancy <nob.”

“Weally, Cardew, you are an ass, you
know!” said- Arthur Augustus warmly.
“Qutwam is one of the best, and my
fwiends are quite awaah of it.”’

“ Better not tell them,” said Levison
uneasily.

“Wats 1

“Look here, Outram is wanted—

wanted by the law!” rapped out Levi-
“1 don’t know whether v ¢’ve the
legal right to help him, even.

Oh, cwikey !”

¢ As the police are not officially looking
for }’1,im 1 suppose we can do as we like

“We should, anyway!” yawned
Cardew.
“Well, T should,” said Levison. * But

other fellows mayn’t like to be mixed up
in a thing of this kind.”

“It’s jolly serious!”. said Clive. “I
know what the Head would think, if he
knew.” Z

Levison gave him a quick look.

“Ive told you chaps,” he said
“There’s no secrets in this study. But
you're at liberty to keep out of the
bizney, of course. I don’t need help.”

“Oh, don’t be a goat!? said Clive.
“Of course we're with you. But the less
said outside this study the better, that’s
what T mean. There’s risk in the bizney,
and some fellows mightn’t like it. I'm
taking your word about Ontmm being
straight. I don’t know him.”

“Ontwam is as stwaight as a stwing
Clive!”

The South African junior nodded.

“That’s good enough for me!” he
aaid.  ‘“ But it’s queer, if it happened at
High Coombe, as he told Levison, that
the High Coombe fellows haven’t spoken
up for him, an(‘ against that German
beast Gompeu

“Yaas That does seem wathah
wotten I admitted Arthur Augustus.
“But I am quite suah Outwam told Levi-
son a stwaight yarn.’

“I am sure of it, too!” caid Levigon.
“I'm going to help him. After lights-
out I’'m going to cut dormitory bounds
and take him some things. You fellows
can contribute, if you like.”

“Yaas, wathah >

“By gad! What an adventure !’ said
Ralph Reckness Cardew, his eyes glisten-
ing. “TI back him up all along the line!
Biffing a Hun master in his own class-
room—why, he ought to have a medal
for that! And boltmg from school, and
camping in a cellar under a baln—by

gad ! The chap’s got some nerve ! What’s
he going to do afteuwmds, Levison 7

“I don’t know, and Outram doesn’t
either. He’s got to keep clear; that’s
the first thing. 1le’s not going back to
Hilstall.”

“Wathah not!” said Avthur Augustus
emphatically. “TI'll w’ite to my patah
about it if necessar y, and ask him to get
the House of Lords to pass a new law
banishin’ filthy German masters from the
country.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Aun: zustus turned his cyeglass
stifly upon ‘the hilarious denizens of
Study No. 9.

1 “Fve told you,
1 asked me to.

One Penny, 19

“If you fellows will explain whero the
mewwy joke comes in I shall have the

pleasure of laughin’, too!” he rfemarked’

freezingly.

“Look in the glass, deah boy!” said
Cardew.

“Weally, you uttah ass

“Let’s get to bizney,” said Levison.
“It’s agreed to keep it dark, and not to
say a word outside this study !”

“ Nothin’ of the sort, Levison1”

“What?”

“I am bound to tell my study-mates.
Also Tom Mewwy and Mannahs and
Lowthah, as they are Outram’s friends.”

“Loolk here,” said Levison testily,
D’Arcy, because Outram
Otherwise I shouldw’t have
been ass enough to trust you with a
secret.”

“I wegard that wemark as dispawagin’,
Levison !”

“Outram himself would not try to
speak to vou while you were with Blaks
and the others!”

“The poor chap was very uneasy, of
course,” assented Arthur Augustus. “He
had too much at stake to wisk it, the
poor chap! But it is diffewent with me.
I know that my fwiends are to be twusted
absolutely.  Howevah, I agwee to be
cautious. I will 1ppwoach the mattah
vewy diplomatically, and ascertain their
views befoah I uttah a word. It will be
all wight, Levison !”

And Arthuf Augustus, with a reassur-
ing nod, quitted tne study.

“Well, my hat!” said Clive.

Levison grunted, and Cardew bursé
into a laugh. ?

“The mefry yarn is spreadin
remarked. *‘You were a howlin’ ass to
say a word to D’ Arcy.”

“I had to! Outram asked me to. It
was to get in touch with D’Arcy that
he came this way a$ all. 1 couldn’t
refuse. But—oh, he’s a good ass, but
he’s a silly ass! Those chaps were sorry
for Qutram when he went; but it’s a long
step from that to chummmg with a fellow
who’s trying to dodge the reformatory.”

“The fat's in the fire now !” said Car-
dew, ‘““Can’t be helped! TUse up your
spare energies in makin’ a rippin’ parcel
for Qutram. If he’s been feedin’ on raw
beet-s, it’s about time he had a square
meal.”’

And Study No. 9 were soon busy on
that important matter. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy had to be given his head. There
was certainly no stopping him. He had,
promised to be diplomatic; but at St.
Jim’s there was only one fellow who had
any faith in Gussy’s diplomacy—and that
was Gussy !

EE)

e

CHAPTER 20.
Diplomatie !

OM MERRY & CO. had just
finished prep when the door of
Umxr study was opened, and an
eyeglass gleamed in.

The Terrible Three turned mquumv
glances on the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Trot in, Gussy!” said Lowther
heartily. “I've been making up some
new verscs for the Christmas number.
Something about Fourth-Form ' chaps
who were chucked around by a tramp in
a field 2

“T wefuse to heah a fwiend of mine
alluded to as a twamp, Lowthah !”

‘“Wh-a-at !

“A friend of yours!” ejaculated Tom
Merry.

“VYaas, wathah I”?

“So the tramp who pitched your pals

about 1s a friend of yours?” said
Manners.  ““Well, my hat! How long
since you took to chumming with
tramps 77’

Outwam is not a
No. 510.

“You uttah ass!
Tae CGeMm LIBRARY.—
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twamp!” exclaimed Arﬂmr Auwustus
“hotly.

There was a yeli of astomsh'npn(, fxom

f,he Terrible Three.
f®ntramt?) ool

f‘Ahem’ T am not gom “to ‘d] you
anythin’ - yet,” -said Arthur Augustus
haatkly
into. my studay.. Pway, come along
have a wathah important commumcahon
‘to male.”

“Gussy-———

“D’Arcy, you ass—"’

But Arthur Augustus iwas gone,

The Terrible ‘Three lcoked
another blankly.

. “Is he off his rocker?” asked Menty
Lowther, in wonder.

e go and see!”

“And the Terrible Three, ‘their cuuosxty
greatly excited; repaired to Study Ne. 6
in the Fourth.

Blake . & Co. .were then Blake :and
Hermes and Dlgby had been busy on
their contributions™ for the “Weekly ”
Christmas number,. when Arthur Aungus:
tus ruthlessly mteuurfeu them with the
statement that he had an important com-
munication to malke.

*‘ Go and make it to Tom Merry,”
gested Blake, without 1001\11’1‘7 up.

“Tom Mew wy is comin’ heah to heah
it, deah boy.”

"“Look hele Gussy, you're not holdmg
a meeting in this study while I'm doing
my, ghost story 1”? said Herries w almly

** Wats I’

Then the Terrible Three came in.

Arthur Augustus glanced out into-the
passage, and then closed the door in a
very mystericus manner,

Blake tapped his foreheul significantly.

“ Now,

“All serene! - We know what's
coming !I” said Blake sympathetically.
““hen did you first feel it coming on,
Gussy 27

“Eh? Feel what coming on, Blake?”

“That sad attack of insanity.”

“You uttah ass!”

“Weren’'t you just going to confide to
us that voud gone off your rocker?”
asked Blake, in surprise.

““ Certainly not, you burblin’ ass !”

“QOh! My mistake! What is it,
then ?”’ asked Blake blandly.

“T have a vewy important communi-
cation to make,” said Axthur Augustus
indignantly. “T am goin’ to surpwise
you vewy much!”

““ Are you going to talk sense?”
Digby.

**Yaas, of course !”

“Well, that will surprige us;
mistﬂke! Go ahead, and let's

at one

sug-

asked

and no
see if you

can do it.”
“You feahful ass, Dig——"
“Yes, nothing like trying,” * said

“T don’t sup-
But try. ©1If atj
you

Monty Lowther heartily.
pose it will be a success.

know 17

5 P\\ay don’t be a funnay ass, Low-
thah I’

“If Gussy’s finished,” remarked Low-
ther, “I've got a few verses I'd like
to read to yon, about some Fourth-Form
kids who were chucked about by .a
tramp 2

“Chuck him out!” exclaimed Herries,
jumping up.

*“ Hold on, Hewwies! Dwy up, Low-
thah! I have not made my important
communication yet. Pway, keep the
peace,” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
““Lend me your eeahs, deah boys. Levi-
son thinks thar pewwaps you had bettah
not be told !1”

“ Levizon !”

“Told \\hat‘7”

“That is the secwet, deah boys!” .

“Oh, there’s a secxet is
gruntﬂd Blake.
‘Yaas, wathah ! You see, if fhcre \yele
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“T.looked in to-aslk 30u to ste}I'

TSR

| him,”

_thin’ to-cackle at.

it wounld lead to
chap bein’ nabbed.”
What chap et

“I am not goin’ to tell you yet,” said
Arthur Augustus cautlously “1 wequiah
your soléemn pwomise not to jaw weck-
lessly befoah I say a word about Outwam,
or even mention his name.’

“Outram ! yelled Blake and Herries
and Dig.

“Ahem I That is the secwet. The first
question is, suppose a- chap—any chap;
vou know—knew a chap. was hidin’ away
because he had biffed a filthy Hun—only
suppose, you know ? Well, a chap would
be bound to stand by-a chap, and his
fwiends would be bound to stand by him,
woulda’t they? I wequiah an answah
to thxt befoah I mention Outwam’s
name.’

“H'L, ha, ha.!”

“VVeallv you fellows, T faﬂ to see any-
This is a vewy sewious

any incautious talkin’,

tba £ gcor

maH;ah indeed1”

‘So ‘you do know something about
Outram ?” exclaimed the captam of the
Shell.

“1 have not said so, Tom Mewwy.”
“Is Outram anywhere near
Jxm s?” éxclaimed Blake, in wonder.

“I wequiah an answah to my question,
Blake, befoah I weply to that inquiwy in
the aﬂirmatlve )

ha, ha!”
£ Weullv deah boys——"
2 Hs, ha, ha |7 yelled the six juniors in

St.

chorus.  Arthur Augustus’ dlplnrqa v
tickled them 1mmensely Certainly
Gussy’s -diplomacy couldn’t be stig-

matised as secret diplomacy.

“If you fellows persist in cacklin’, T
shall wefuse to tell you a word about
Outwam !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
hotly.

“So Outram’s here ?”’ said Tom Merry.
“¥You may as well pitch out the whole

yarn now, Gussy. Of course, we shall
keep it dark. I'm standing by Outram,
for one!”

“Same here,” said Herries. “I don’t
know that I liked him much when he was

here ; but he’s biffed a Hun since then.”
““Ha, ha, hal”
Arthur Augustus looked satisfied.
“Vewy well, deah boys. I expected
that gf you. ‘I will welate the whole
cires.’

And he did.

Tom Merry & Co. lhtened in wonder
as DArcy related the whole cires.

“ And 1t was weally poor old Outwam
who was doggin’ us the othah night,”
Arthur Augustus wound up. “Lookin’
for a chance to speak to me, you know.
I suppose he wemembahed that I, at
least, was a fellow with some tact and
Judgment 2

“And it was Outram handled us in
the dark ?” said Blake, with a whistle.

#Yaas, wathah! You surpw ised him,
wushin’ on him, you know, an’ he wanted
to get away. Natnwa]l), he did not w ely
on your tact and judgment as he did on
mine. Oatwam was always a wathah
sensible chap.”

“Fathead ! He was' relying on your
soft head !” grunted Helrles.

2 \Voally Hewwies——"

“Tt was like his cheek to handle us,”
said Herries.  “Still, 'm for backing
bim up. He seems to have given that
Hun beans, and that’s a point in his
favour, at any rate. I wish he’d do. the
same to Schnoider 12

“We're all in the game,” said Tom

Merry. “ We back him up thxough thick
and thin. I believe every word he s told
Levison. He wasn’t to blame.”

¢ Wathah not'” :
“And “ell all jolly well go and see
said Tom Merry. “Nof all at
once, as we don’t want to
=potfed But he’ll bo _glad to know we're
standing by him. We-may be able to
help hun somehow.”

risk bemv?

NOW 0
SALE.N

“I am goin’ to think that out, deah

boy, ”? said Arthur Augustus l‘ea.s=ur1ngl
‘hen it’s as good as dene,” said

Monty Lowther, with a wink .at, the
ceiling.

“Thank you, Lowthah! That is an
unusuallv sens'ble wemark for you.!”

“Ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass, Lowthah ! It you are

twym to pull my leg——""

-said

“Let’s go and: see Le.lson
Blake.
“Pway keep it dark, deah boys,” smd

Arthur Augustus, as the juniors left the

study. “Not a word about Outwam !”
“TTallo1” said Talbot of the Shell, who
was passing the door. “News of
Outram ?” \
“I am. sowwy I cannot answah that
question, Talbot, as I am keepin’ it
stwictly dark about Outwam bein’ .leah

St. Jim’s !’

“Oh, my ha t"’ said Talbot.

“Ha ha, ha !’

“Talbot can know,” said Tom Mfrrv, -
laughing. “But if. all St. ‘Jim’s isn’t
to know, youd better buy a gag for
Gussy, Blake ! 3 ; 3

“}’3’:11 Jove! I wegard that wemark

“Bow-wow ! Dry up

Tom Merry & G procecded to No. 9,
Talbot with them, and until bed-time
there was a keen and interested discus-
sion on the subject of the refugee in the
barn. ~ And after lights-out that night,
half a dozen juniors quitted the &chool
House under cover of the mist, most of
them carrying bundles. And that night
the heart of the outcast was lighter, and

+his face was brighter, than for many long

days past.
CHAPTER 21.
. Bravo, Gussy !
6 OUE\VAM deah boy, this won’t
It was a shange scene in Mr.

Pepper’s underground store-

house. €

A rusty lantern on an old box shed a
dim light through the cellar. Valentine
Outram, his face much happier now, was
seated on the case, eating a good meal—
the first good meal he had had for a long
time. Tom Merry was there and Levi-
son and Cardew "and Clive and Blake and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. It was quite
a representative body that had come tc
visit the outcast in his hidden retreat.

Outram had been startled at first; but
he was glad enough to see them. The
juniors had found him munching a dog-
biscuit borrowed from Binks in the barn.
He had something better than that now.

Arthur Augustus’ D’Arcy had come
very near to blubbing as he saw the
pinched, thin face of his old pal. He
blew his nose very vmlently after he had
shaken hands with Outram half a dozen
times at least.

“ Wotten !” Arthur Augustus mumbled
twenty times at least. * Wotten !”

There was a low buzz of conversation
in the storehouse underthe barn. It was
agreed that Tom Merry & Co. were
going to stand by the fugitive, and see
him through. They fully believed
Qutram’s explanation of what had hap-
pened at High Coombe, and they know
that it was not so much his action there,
as the miscrable shadow of his past, that
had brought about his disgrace and
danger.” And it is much to be feared

that the Jumors did not see anytlﬁ ng

“biffing a Hun ” m any
circumstances. And, as Tom Merry re-
marked, if High Coombe -had only
known OQutram as his St. Jim’s friends
knew him, the headmaster would have
taken a different view.

Arthur Augustus sat on a box, his
noble brow deeply lined with thought
He had been silent for some tune now

very wrong in

i St
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while-the other fellows talked. e broke |
suddenly into speech, with the remark
that it wouldn’t do. 2
Outram glanced at him affectionately.
Tt was Levison to whom he owed most,
and he was grateful. But it was to the
noble Gussy that his heart turned.

“J have been thinkin’——" continued
Arthur Augustus. ;
“Keep it up,” said Blake. *That

will save you the trouble of talking.”

“Pway dwy up, Blake! I have been
thinkin’, Outwam, deah boy, this won’t
do. You can’t wemain heah long. Of
course, we are goin’ to look aftah you
and keep you supplied with gwub an’
things, and keep it awfly dark, I was
vewy - diplomatie, I assuah you, about
lottin’ these fellows into the secwet. But
shortly we shall be bweakin’” up for the
Chwistmas vacation, old chap. Befoah
then, somethin’ has got to be done,”
“If I get clear——"" said Outram,

“That is not suffish!” said Arthur
Augustus firmly. *““You have got to be
westored ‘to your pwopah .place in ali
honour, deah boy.”

Qutram smiled sadly.
up hope of that.

“VYou came in this diwection, Outwam,
to see me, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You knew you could wely on my tact
and judgment to set mattahs wight,
didn’t you, old chap?”

There was a chuckle in the cellar.

Arthur Augustsus tarned his eyeglass
nly on the chucklers.
I—1 knew I could rely on your friend-
ship,  Gussy,” said Outram. = “I—I
oughtn’t to have troubled you. I know
that. But I was down, and when a
chap’s down, he turns, naturally, to a
fellow who’s stood by him before. I
knew you'd help me if you could, though
I know I ought not 2

“Wats! If you had not thought of
comin’ to me, Outwam, to get you out of
the fix, I should have been vewy much
annoyed.”

“You can’t get me out of the fix,
Gussy, old chap!”

“All you can do is to keep your head
shut, and not give the bizney away.,”
remarked Levison. “That will be hard
enough for you, Gussy.”

“Wubbish! I have been thinkin’—
this won’t do! It is weally wathah odd,
Outwam, that I did not find you heah.
Levison found you. Howevah, heah you
are! I am goin’ to get you out of the
You did quite wight to wely on me.
1 have thought of a wheeze.”

“Bow-wow !” murmured Blake.

“Pway don’t uttah widiculous ejacula-
tions, Blake. You disturb the sewenity
of my weflections. I have thought of a
way out.”

“You have?” asked Outram, with a
smile.

‘“Yaas, wathah

“ And what is it?”

“ A wound wobin.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“A  wound
Augustus firmly.

“What in the name of the Kaiser is a
wound wobin 27’ yelled Cardew.

“A wound wobin, deah boy, is a
wound wobin. Fellows sign a papah all
\\'ou{:’d, you know, with their names

He had given

£te

§9

demanded Clive.

wobin !”  said Arthur

“Oh, a vound robin!” said Tom
Merry.

“Yaas, a wound wobin,
ideah !

2 That's the
said Arthur Augustus triumph-

antly. “We are goin’ to wescue old
Outwam ¥

“With a round robin?”" asked Levison
dazedly.

‘‘ Yaas, wathah !”

“Does this run in your family,

D’Arey 77 inquired Cardew.

“I wegard that wemark as asinine,
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Qutram

and the Hun.
(Sec Chapter 18,)

Cardew !
capah.”

“But what on earth is a round robin
going to do?” shrieked Levison.

“You are wathah slow of appwehen-
sion, deah boy. I will explain. Outwam
is judged guilty of a feahful assault and
battewy at his school, because he knocked
ovah the Hun mastah. The Head, know-
in’ an—an unfortunate incident in his
st, jumped to the conclusion that it was
a wuffianly aet. Weasonably speakin’
Outwam cannot blame his headmastah, as
he does not know Outwam as we do.”

“T don’t blame him,” said Outram, in
a low voice.

“Quite wight. The old johnny is only
actin’ accordin’ to his lights,” said Arthu:
Augustus benevolently. ‘I believe in
goin’ easy with headmastahs. They are
not, as a wule, a vewy intelligent class.
Pway don’t cackle, deah boys, you are
intewwuptin’ the thwead of my thoughts.
Now, suppose the Head of High Coombe
knew that Qutwam was one of the best—a
vewy decent chap in evewy way, a pwime
favowite with excellent fellahs like
us_____})

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, do dwy up! If the %ld johnny
knew that, it would be bound to altah
his opinion on the mattah.”

“But he doesn’t know it,”
Blake. ;

“Exactly.
wobin comes in.
him.”

“What?”

“We are goin’ to w’ite a lettah to the
headmastah of Coombe,” said Arthur
Augustus firmly. “ We are goin’ to point
out that Outwam was at St. Jim’s a good
time, and while there he won golden
opinions fwom evewyhbody, as Shakes-
peare wemarks. We are goin’ to point
out that he is a wippin’ chap, an’ vewy
populah, and quite incapable of &
wuffianly act. Evewy fellow in the school

A wound wobin is the pwopah

n

P

grunted

That is where the wound

We are goin’ to tell

who is at all decent will sign the wound
g

wobin. We can get at least a hundwed
signatures. When the headmaster of High
; that lettah, it will make him
wub his eyes—what?”’

“My hat!” said Tom Merry

“By gad!” murmuzed Cardew.

Outram sat up, his eyes sparkling,

*Oh, Gussy!” he said.

Arthur Augustus smiled. He had sue-
ceeded in making an Impression.

“Youn see, the ald johnny will simply
have to sit up an’ think,” he explained,
“when he finds that a whole cwowd of
fellows at St. Jim’s think a gweat deal ot
Outwam, knowin’ his past all the time.
We will give him Outwam’s explanation
of the affaih at High Coombe, an’ state
that we believe it ‘thowoughly, an’ sug-
gest his makin’ inquiwies among his own
boys as to the chawactah of his Germaun
mastah, pwomisin’ to pwotect them fwom
the wevenge of the Hun if they tell the
twuth about him. He may wegard it as
cheek, but it is hound to make an im-
pwession on him. And we shall say
that if Outram is bwought befoah a
magistwate we shall all come up and
speak for him at the twial, and state on
oath that we know him to be incapable
of the wuffianism attwibuted to him. I
wathah think, deah boys, that that would
get a verdict in Outwam’s favah.”

“Out of the mouths of babes and
sucklings murmured Levison.

“T wefuse to be called a babe an’ suck-
Iin’, Levison, you ass! The ideah is
simply wippin’, and it’s bound to see
Cutwam through.”

“By Jove!” said Outram, with a deep
breath. “It would make no end of dif-
ference—no end. If vou fellows cared to
do it! But why should you speak up
for me?”’

“Of course we'll do it!” said Tom
Merry warmly. “Tt’s a simply corking
idea, and how Gussy thought of it beats
me hollow.”

‘“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

THE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 510,
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“T should say it would do the trick,”
said Levison quietly. ‘All that’s needed
is a fair and thorough investigation at
High Coombe, irrespective of Outram’s
past. It’s bound to cause that.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus rose from the box.

“It’s time we got back to St. Jim’s,

deah boys. That lettah is goin’ to be
w'itten in the mornin’. Buck up, Out-
wam, old chap! We're seein’ you
thwough.” 3

“Heaven bless you, Gussy!” said Out-
ram huskily.

“And if all goes well, deah boy, you’ll
come home with me for Chwistmas,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I pwesume you have
not made any othah engagements, undah
the cires?”

Outram smiled.

“No, hardly.”

“"J’.‘hen it’s all wight! Keep your peckah
up!’ .

That night the outcast slept soundly
and peacefgully in the hidden cellar.

CHAPTER 22.
Righted at Last !

OM MERRY & CO. were very busy
I the next day. .
Arthur Augustus’ great scheme
was carried out with thorough-
ness. :

The secret of Quiram’s presence in the'
barn was kept. But that Tom Merry &
Co. had met him was necessarily an open
secret, now. :

The letter to the headmaster of Coombe
was carefully concocted and written out,
and signatures were attached to it in
crowds.

Study No. 6, the Terrible Three, and
Study No. 9 started the signing. Talbdt
came next, and Kangaroo and Dane and
Glyn and Julian & Co. Gore and Skim-
pole and other fellows added their names,
and Frank Levison and Wally & Co. of
the Third. There was great, though sup-
pressed, excitement over the affair. When
a crowd of signatures had been secured in
the School House, Tom Merry carried
the document over to the New House.
Figgins & Co., as soon as they knew what
was on, signed with great promptness,
and Redfern and Owen and Lawrence
followed their example, and two dozen
more New House fellows.

By the time the letter was completed,
it consisted chiefly of signatures. It was
a testimonial to Outram’s good character,
which certainly could not have been neg-
‘lected in a court of law, and was not
likely to be despised by Outram’s new
headmaster.

The letter told of the juniors’ faith in
Qutram, and their friendship for him. It
told how he had saved the life of Levi-
son’s uncle, at the risk of his own, when
the Governor of Hilstall was coming to
St. Jim’s to identify him as a former in-
mate of Hilstall Reformatory. It told
how he had betrayed his secret by de-
fending D’Arcy from a gang of roughs,
and by that self-sacrifice made it neces-
sary to'leave St. Jim’s. It told Qutram’s
own story—that he had struck down the
German master to save a frightened,
small boy from lawless brutality. It re-

- quested a searching investigation at High
Coombe, with a promise of protection to
the boys who should tell the facts. It
binted that if the affair came before the
magistrates, as the spiteful Gompers de-
sired, such an investigation would be
demanded there, and could not be re-
fused. There was, perhaps, a little in the
letter which the headmaster of High
Coombe might regard as cheek, but that
could not be helped. It was certainly a
letter that he was bound to take notice of
and act upon. =
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And when it was finally complete, the
juniors walked down to Rylcombe and
registered it, to make it safe.

As the next two or three days passed,
while they waited, the juniors visited
Outram in his hiding-place, in twos and
threes at a time. The outcast had
plenty of company now, beside that of
Binks.

They had asked for a reply when the
investigation had been made, undertak-
ing to hand the reply to Outram—with-
out a hint, however, as to where he was.
The days passed slowly for the juniors.
But on Saturday- afternoon there was
the sound of a motor-car on the drive,
and a white-whiskered gentleman stepped
out at the School House. And Tom
Merry & Co. gathered round anxiously,
as they recognised the outcast’s uncle,
Sir Robert Outram.

Sir Robert glanced rather curiously at
the breathless juniors as he passed into
the house. He was shown into the
Head’s study.

“That means business!” said Levison.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus, with a smile of satisfaction. “I have
not the slightest doubt that it is all
wight.”

“Wait and see!’” remarked Cardew.

“My dear fellow, it was simply a
question of dealin’ with the mattah with
tact and judgment——"

“For which the one.and only is justly
celebrated!” said Monty  Lowther
gravely.

The juniors waited.

Kildare of the Sixth came out presently,
and told Tom Merry he was wanted in
the Head’s study.

“You are suah the Head does not want
me, Kildare?” asked Arthur Augustus,
in surprise. “Bai Jove, that is vewy
cuwious! Pewwaps you had bettah go,
'].‘orn) Mewwy, as the Head has asked for

Ol

“Perhaps I had!” said Tom, laughing.

And he went.

He found Sir Robert Outram with Dr.
Holmes. A letter lay on the Head’s
desk—the celebrated round robin.

The doctor looked at Tom over his
glasses kindly.

“Your name is written here, Merry,
among the others.”

Yo ugr-t

“You sent this—this somewhat extra-
ordinary letter to the headmaster of High
Coombe School?”

“Yes, sir. We felt bound to speak up
for Outram—a reéal good fellow, down on
his-luck,” said Tom firmly.

Sir Robert gave him a very kind

glance. The Head coughed. .
“You have seen Outram, then,
Merry ?”’

“Yes, sir,” said Tom, with some hesi-
tation.

“You know where he is at this
moment?”’

“ Yooy, i

“Then you will kindly inform Sir

Robert Outram, who has come to fetch
him.”

Tom Merry’s lips set.

“You need have no fear for my
nephew, my dear lad,” said the baronet.
“As his uncle, I thank you from my
heart for the way you and your friends

have stood by him. His name is
cleared.”

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Tom, his face
lighting up.

“] admit that when I first received

that shocking report from High Coombe
I was very angry,” said Sir Robert.
“Neither can his headmaster be blamed
for taking the view he did, considering
my nephew’s unfortunate record. But
this letter made a very deep impression
upon Dr. Tremaine. A very searching
investigation was made among the junior
boys at Hizh Coombe. The headmaster
discovered, to- his surprise and horror,

“justice.

NOW 0N
. SALE.

“that the German master had been gnilty

of consistent cruelty and tyranny, and
had so terrorised the boys that they did
not venture to make any complaint.
Some of the boys had spoken up for my
nephew, after he had fled, to their Form-
master, but they seem to have been pooh-
poohed. A strict and unsparing investi-
gation, however, brought the whole mat-
ter to light. Herr Gompers has been
turned out of High Coombe in
ignominy.”

““Oh, good!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
his eyes dancing.
_ “TIt is known now that he was crueliy
ill-treating a small boy when my nephew
interfered—that he then attacked my
nephew with a pointer, and that Valen-
tine struck him down in self-defence, to
escape serious personal injury. Needless
to say, this put a new complexion on the
whole matter. Valentine’s place is open’
for him at High Coombe~—he will return
there with all honour. Gompers, now
that the truth is known, is only too glad
to let the matter drop—indeed, only to
avoid a scandal at Dr. Tremaine’s school
have I agreed not to prosecute the ruffian.
Now, Merry, you can understand that I
am anxious to see my nephew as soon as

pozssible. You know where he is.”
‘Yes, sir. I'll take you to him at
onge.”’ -~
“Please do so, Merry!” said Dr.
Holmes.

Levison dashed off, ahead of the others,
to the barn. By the time the baronet
arrived there, with an army of joyful
juniors, Outram was out of the cellar
and in the barn—waiting for his uncle.

Outram’s face was happy enough mow.

“Valentine!” exclaimed the baronet,
as he entered. His face contracted as he
saw Outram’s pale, almost haggard face,
happy as it was now. “My poor boy!”

““ Uncle, I-——" " Outram’s voice brole.

The juniors discreetly withdrew, leav-
ing uncle and nephew together.

Valentine Outram left St. Jim’s in his
uncle’s care that afternoon.

A roar of cheering from the St. Jim's
fellows followed the car down the road.

His last grip of the hand was for
D’Arcy, but the look he gave Levison
was very grateful. His old enemy had
served him well, and Outram did not
forget.

“Bai Jove, the clouds have wolled by,
and no mistake!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, as the car disappeared in a
cloud of powdery snow. “ Wasn’t it jolly
lucky that Outwam came heah, wemen-
berin’ that there was a fellow heah whose
tact and judgment he could wely upon?”*

“Wasn’t it?” grinned Levison.

It was an open question as to whom
the honour was due for having rescued
Outram from his sore strait. Study
No. 9 claimed the honour, with some
To Frank Levison, however.
much was due. And it could not be
denied that Arthur Augustus’ great idea
of the round robin had finally done the
trick. It had to be agreed that the
honours were divided. .

Outram was gone—back to his old
school, to be received there with rejoic-
ing. The shadow of the past darkened
his life no longer. But it was not long
ere the chums of .,St. Jim’s met him
once more—under the hospitable roof at
Eastwood, where they met for Christ-
mas, with Arthur Augustus deing the
honours. And that it was a merry
Christmas need not be said.

THE END,
{Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—“RATTY'S LEGACY!” by
Martin Clifford.)
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. Herries’ Orchestra.

(These verses would appear to be by Monty Lowther. Herries, questioned upon the subject, said that he could not help it if the
practice of his orchestra chanced to coincide with the time when the Terrible Three were scratching their heads and racking their hrains
over an issue of “Tom Merry’s Weekly.”—Editor.)

(Herries didn’t say anything about the brains of the Terrible Three. I don’t know that they have any.—George Herries.)

What is it jars upon our ears, There’s one that blares, and one that bangs, They don’t begin to comprehend
With such unearthly din ? And lots are toot-i-tooting. The needfulness of quiet.

There’s the crash of the drum and the trom- One rasps on the flute, I'd like to shoot No chap can pen his best stuff when
And a squeaking violin. [bone’s hum, The lot, or give ’em a booting. There’s all this rotten riot.

They’re at it once again, the oafs ! Their chief’s of understanding void, T'm fed up quite, and Manners growls
Our blessing on him who buries, Though his feet are the size of wherries, Like a dog, and old Tom Merry’s

Alive or dead, that noisy crew, And a wooden-headed set of freaks In a regular bait—and all because
The orchestra of Herries. . Are the orchestra of Herries, Of the orchestra of Herries,

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 510.
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NOTE.
Froa time to time énthusiatic readers write

.

demanding a complete list of the boys and
masters at St. Jim’s. Now, it is quite im-
possible to give this, and it would be ustless
if it cculd be given. No purpose could be

served by a list of the names of people quite

unknown to the stories. But the desire to
fiave a record of those who do figure therein
is quite a reasonable one. Two years ago
an attempt was made to gratify iv; and the
demands for the number containing the
Supplement have gradually changed—since
my readers found it could not be procured—
to requests that I should reprint it. ¢
_ I am not going to do that. Some of the
information given in it is now cut of date;
some seems te me now quite superfluous.
There were omissions from it, and there were
errors in it—for none of us is infaltible. In
compiling the list which follows I have done
my best to be accurate, and I have had the
invaluable help of Mr. Martin Clifford—who
certainly ocught to know all about it; but
I may have made a mistake or two, for all
that. The list is presented in a different
form from that of two years ago—a more
convenient form, I consider; and it has been
enlarged to include characters in the stories
who do not belong to S8t. Jim's. But here
again it is not possible to mention everyone
whose name has occurred. —THE EDITOR.

ST. JAMES’S SCHOOL.

Headmaster : RICHARD HOLMES, M.A.,D.D.
There are two Houses—School House and
New House; the former having very con-
siderably the larger number of occupants.

Housemaster, School House: VICTOR
RAILTON, M.A.
Housemaster, New  House: HORACE

RATCLIFF, M.A.
School colours: Red and white.

SIXTH FORM.

Form-master: VICTOR RAILTON, M.A.

KILDARE, ERIC.—The captain of 8t
Jim’s, one of the best of good fellows; and
a rare all-round athlete. Irish fo the core.

BAKER, STANLEY.—A prefect
right sort, and a chum of Kildare.

DARREL, GEORGE BRUCE.—Also a pre-
fect, and the skipper’s most intimate chum.

DUDLEY, EDWIN BARNET.—Another
prefect, and a good one.

GRAY, ALBERT THEODORE.—One of the
New House prefects.

JONES, HORACE ANSTRUTHER.—A good-
tempered. and good-hearted member of the
Yorm, not specially distinguished.

KNOX, GERALD.—The hlack sheep of the
Sixth. A gambler, a bully, and a wrong 'un
generally; but contrives to hang on to his
office as prefect.

LANGTON., HERBERT OSWALD.—Pre-
{ecs, good fellow, and one usually in the

ead.

MACGREGOR, NIGEL.—From the High-
lands. The right sort.

MONTEITH, JAMES GARSTON.—Head of
the New House, and second to Kildare in the
Form. Was formerly an enemy of Kildare,
but is so no longer. Somewhat cold and
selfish in temperament, but straight-going
1ow. a
MULVANEY, PATRICK.—Mulvaney major
—has "a minor in the Fourth. Irigh, and a
good sort.

NORTH, JOHN.—A prefect. and one of the
right kind.

RUSHDEN, PHILIP.—One
lights of the
value at games.

WEBB, GEORGE GARNER.—A New House
prefect—a sound and reliable fellow.

(The average age of the Sixth Form is
about seventeen. But there is nothing to
prevent a fellow of under that age achieving
promotion, and as some of the seniors are
eighteen or go there would be a range of
fully two years between the oldest and
* Tur Gexr LiBrarRy.—No. 510.
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as to the exact age of individuals are not
wanted, and cannot be answered.)

FIFTH FORM.

Form-master: HORACE RATCLIFF, M.A.
The Fifth does not come much into the
stories; but the following members of it call
for mention: y

CUTTS, GERALD.—Prides himself on his
doggishness, and., with plenty of money at
command, apes the man about town. Not
so utter a blackguard as Knox, however, and
aas been known to show up decently now and
hen.

GILMORE, PHILIP REVEL.—A chum of
Cutts, and cat much to his pattern.
LEFEVRE, PHILIP.—Quite a different
sort, and perhaps the best fellow in the

Form.

PRYE, HERBERT.—Not a nice individual.

SMITH, WILLIAM WADE.—Smith major
—h;fxs a minor in the Fourth. Quite a decent
sort. !

ST. LEGER, ARTHUR UMPHREVILLE.—
A c¢hum of Cutts and Gilmore, snobbish and
unprincipled.

(Here again the range of age is fairly wide.
A ‘stupid fellow, or one who will not work,
may stick in the Fifth till he leaves. A
clever youngster may gain a place in the
Form while no older than many in the
Fourth.)

voungest members of the Form. Questionsl

SHELL.
Form-master: LESLIE M. LINTON, M.A.
In the case of the Shell a complete list is
given as far as the School House is con-

cerned. There are not many Shell fellows
in the New House, and only the four

mentioned have so far
the stories. >
MERRY, TOM.—Must be given a place out
of alphabetical order, as junior captain of
St. Jim's, and the leading character in the
yarns. A fine specimgn of the very best type
of British schoolboy; plucky, straight-
forward, fond of fun, athletic, and clever
enough without any claim to being a genius.
Was formerly at Clavering. (Study No. 10.)
BOULTON, ROBERT FREDERICK.—A
fellow of no particular distinction. (Study

0. 8.)

CLAMPE, LESLIE.—New House. A snob
and a rotter.

CROOKE, GEORGE GERALD.—One of the
worst fellows at St. Jim's. Would be still
more dangerous if he hiad more courage; as
it is, is a bad enemy, an unreliable friend,
and a gay dog in a dingy way. Has a pretty
plentiful supply of pocket-money, but no
longer expects to be the heir of Colonel
Lyndon, his uncle, who is also Talbot's uncle.
Consequently hates Talbot, for supplanting
him. Hates Levison major. for deserting
the rotters’ brigade. Hates Tom Merry and
all ‘his chums because they are not his sort.
Quite a Hun in the hating line, but even
there inferior to his associate Racke. (Study
No. 7.)

DANE, CLIFTON.—A Canadian, and a real
good sort. Has brains and muscles, fond of
a jape, ready for a fight if need be, and can
hold his own with most. (Study No. 11.)

FINN, BUCK.—From the wild and woolly
West. Given to big talky but not to great
deeds. No particular harm in him, but is
certainly not to be taken as a fair repre-

played any part in

sentative of the American boy.  (Study
No. 4.)

FRENCH, LANCELOT.—New fHouse. A
decent sort, with no very outstanding
chiaracteristics. .
FRERE, HARRY.—Not a personage of
special distinction. Nothing black against
him. (Study No. 2.)

GIBBONS, U Another of the rank
and file.  Rather a better fellow than his

study-mate, Scrope. (Study No. 3.)
GLYN, BERNARD.—Has been rather
sight of lately, but has played prominent
parts at times. Quite a gdenius at invention,
with a practical touehr that Skimpole, the
other 8t. Jim's inventor, lacks. yn's home
is close at hand, and notes eoncerning his

lost
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father and sister will
(Study No. 11.) i

GORE, GEORGE.—Used to be an utter
wrong 'un. Of late has shown up much
better, thongh still a trifle inclined to pebty
wullying. Owes a deep debt of gratitude to
Talbot, and will do more for tim than for
anyone else. (Study No. 9.)

GRUNDY, GEORGE ALFRED.—Came to
St. Jim's from Redclyffe, whence he got the
order of the boot for “whopping a prefect.”
A big, burly, robustious fellow, with
altogether too exalted an opinion of his
own brains and capabilities generally. Thinks
himself a heaven-born detective. A duffer
at games, though keen, but can box, and in
a fight would probably whack any of the
Lower School except Tom Merry, Talbot,
and Noble. With all his faults, he has many
good qualities. Brave as the bravest, trans-
parently honest, and a rare sticker. Has a
rich uncle, and is generous with the irequent
tips he receives, (Study No. 3.)

GUNN, WILLIAM CUTHBERT.—One of
Grundy's liegemen, WilRins being the other.
A very decent fellow indeed. Rather more
bookishly inclined then either of his cliums,
but quite a useful 'man in the playing-fields.

JIMSON, FRED.—New House. Nothing
known against his character, so must be
taken as all right until he shows the cloven

hoof !

LOWTHER, MONTAGUE.—One of the
Terrible Three. A fellow -of decided
humorous and literary proclivities, with . the
artistic temperament. Has less backbone
than either Tom Merry or Manners, but does
not lack pluck, and bas a happy knack of
looking on the bright side of things. A loyal
chum and a good sportsman. Has a econstant
flow of speech, and a weakness for bad puns.
Possesses dramatic ability, and has often
turned it to account in the way of imperson-

SOBRRGIBES

He found later om.

ations, . for fun’s sake generally. (Study
No. 10.) 3
LENNOX, JAMES.—Not an important

personage in the stories. Buck Finn’s stable
companion. (Study No. 4.)

LUCAS, MATTHEW.—Has not as yet made
any great mark for good or evil in the little
world of St. Jim's. (Study No. 2.) ¥

MANNERS, HENRY.—0Of the Terrible
Three. Came with Tom Merry and Lowther
from Clavering. A rather more quiet and
studious fellow than either of his chums,
with a temper that lacks something of the
sunniness ot theirs, but with a heart of
gold. Not as good an athlete as “Lowther,
and far behind Tom Merry in that respect.
An ardent and sHlful photographer, a
capable mathematician. and more studiously
inclined generally than the other two.
(Study No. 10.)

NOBLE, HARRY.—Commonly ecalled ®a
garoo. Hails from Victoria,- the Cabb:
Garden State, as its neighbours call it, so
is not properly a Cornstalk, that name
belonging to the men of New South Wales.
But it is pretty often used for Australians
generally. One of the best, a powerful and
plucky fellow, good all round at games, very
hefty with the gloves, and a staunch chum.
(Study No. 11.) -

RACKE, AUBREY.—“Young Moneybags.’
The son of a war-profiteer, purse-proud,
snobbish, cunning, unscrupulous, and dissi-
pated. 1Is the leader of the rotters’ brigade,
and more dangerous - than Crooke, because
more reckless and less cowardly. There is a
yellow streak in him, but he can show fight
on' occasion.

SCROPE, LUKE.—A disciple of Racke’s.
No good to himself or anyone else, but less
positively harmful than Racke or Crocke,
and perhaps not quite such a mean creature
as Clampe or Mellish. (Study No. 5.)

SKIMPOLE, HERBERT.—A brainy, weedy
vowth. Really has ability, but dissipates it
in the pursuit of useless 'isms, and is looked
upon with contempt by most of his school-
fellows for his. absent-mindedness and im-
practicable ways. His inventions will never
work, and all his reading serves-only to fill
his hegd with queer notions. Bubt he is
thoronghty good at heart, and has a keen
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senge of JHStICG and a real desire to do good
Is -happy in sharing a study with Talbot,
who likes and befriends him, but naturaﬂ}
does not get on so well with -Gore, his other
partnel (Study No. 9.)

LBOT, REGINALD.—One who has
learned many, lessons that his Form-fellows
have still to learn, and is naturally some-
what older than his years. He came to St.
Jim’s a cracksman, for the sake of spoil;
but life there wrought a complete. reformatlon

" in him, -and he is now a fellow above sus-
pxcxon—honourable, kindly, and with courage
equal to any trial. His nature is somewhat
reserved, and he hates dragging others into
his own troubles yet he has again and again
steered others through theirs, and “has
sacrificed much for some. who had no claim
upon ' him. Ranks with Tom Merry himself
as a sportsman and in the esteem of the
Form, though he may not be so general -a
favourite as the genial Tom. (Study No. 9.)

THOMPSON, HUBERT.—New -House.” A
deeent fellow of no marked importance.

WALKEEY, PAUL—Not one of the lead-
ing lights, but the right sort on the whole.:
(Stndy No. 8.)

WILKINS, GEORGE.—Henchman to the
great Grundy Quite a good fellow, and a
staunch friend. Useful in the :playing-fields.
(Study No. 3.)

(The age of the fellows in the Shell rangcq
ifrom slxght]y under 15 to 16 or so.)

FOURTH FORWM.
Form-master: PHILIP G. LATHOM, B.A.
This is a complete list of the Form, -New

House as well as School House.

request: of many readers the New “House
studies are shown.

BATES, HAROLD.—Not a conspicuous
pelson)age, ‘but quite a decent fellow. (Study
BLAKE, JOHN.—John, of course; but

equally, of course, “Jack.” May)be re"arded
as the leader of the Fourth in his House.
Yorkshire by birth and breeding, and a fine
example of what the big county can produce.
A - first-rate - all-round athlete,  a rattling
good - fellow, and a very dec1ded individual.
Appeared with his study-mates in St. Jim’s
storiés even before the birth of the GEM, and
beiere ‘Tom Merry was knowh to us. (Study

No. 6.) -

BROOXE, DICK.—The one day-hoy at St.
Jim’s. His people are not well off, and he
bad oppositien-to face at the cutset, but
came through it all righf, and is, now
regarded as one of the best by everyone
whose opinion is worth anything. Has
written verse of some merit, and Ppossesses
a bent to musical composition also. A. good
cricketer and footballel

CARDEW, RALPH RECKNESS.—A com-
paratively iafe'comer  to ‘tRe school. A
spoiled boy, and a very queer mixture.
When the good in him is uppermost he is-as
decent as the best, and very generous; but
he is capable of reckless folly and tricks
that -can only be described as underhand.
Very much of a dandy, with a turn for
sarcasm; fond - of chipping Grundy ‘and
D’ Arcy Might be a good athlete if he were
not so slack. The influence of Levison and
Clive. 'has helped him " to pull
together, and for some time past he Has been
as straight as he is plucky. (Study No. 9.)

CHOWLE, CYRIL.—New House. A black
sheep, who has a study to himself, because
no - one in his Form -cares to share it.
(Study Ne. 6, N.H.)" b

CLARKE, RICHARD.—New House: Decent,

but at present undistinguished. (Study
No: 2, N.H.)
CLIVE SIDNEY.—From South ~Africa.

\»ery capable and hefty, full of fun, and as

“straight -as: a string.” ~Great chum of
Levison and Cardew. A very . useful man in
the- half-back }me, and a good ‘cricketer.
(Study No. ' 9.)

CONTARINI, GI ACOMO.—The son of a
prominent Italian statesman, who -has -been
the object of more than one German plot.
A nice fellow in every- way, with a very
winning mature, and plenty of courage. Is
cherished by all the fellows of the right sort
for his own sake and that of his gallant and
glorious nation. (Study No. 7.)

D’ARCY, THE HON. ARTHUR AUGUSTUS.
—The great Gussy. - His chums sometimes
wonder whether his heart or his head is the

_ softer; but, though he does plenty of siliy
things, he never does a mean omne, and lives
up to the high traditions of a noble:name,
An’ exquisite, wasting too much time and
moncy on dress. Quite as certain that the

M: the

himself
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quahty of hls brams is top-hole as the
magnificent Grundy, is in the ease of those

with which Nature has. endowed him. His|:

chums decry his athletie abilities in jest, but
he is a more than useful man at any game,
and can use his fists. Has a difficulty in
pronouncing the letter “r,”.which is some-
times taken as affectation, but is not so.
We all love Gussy! (Study No. 6.).

DIGBY, ROBERT ARTHUR.—One of the
four staunch chums who, as a Co., rank
second only to the Terrible Three. A good
fellow in every respect, and of a fair level of
attainment both -in work and play, though
not striking in either.. (Study-No. 6.)

DIGGES, ADOLPHUS..—New House. Not a
prominent character. Pretty much of a
‘normal boy. (Study No. 8, N.H.)

FIGGINS, GEORGE —The "cknowledced

chief of the New House juniors, in spite of
the fact that they include fellows of a Form
'senior to his. A good leader, too, though
‘mot remarkable for finesse. Trusts to  Kerr
for that. Long-legged and wiry, an athlete
‘of skill ‘and pluck, and a fcllow beyond
.reproach Cherishes a devout admiration for
D’Arey’s Cousin Ethel. (Study No. 4, N.H.)

HAMMOND, HARRY.—The son of a man
who has made a fortune in the hat trade.
Had not much in the way of schooling as a

:child, and still finds difficulty with the letter

“h.’ A typical little Cockney, with all the
alertness, cheeriness, and pluck of the
species. Is devoted to D’Arcy major, who

championed his cause when he first came to
St. Jim’s. “On the best of terms with the
other three in his study. (Study No. 5).

HERRIES, GEORGE.—The burliest member |-

of .the Study No. 6 quartet. Renowned. for
the size of his pedal extremities. Good at
games. Growls a bit at times, and drops on
to: Gussy hard, but is by no means bad-
tempered. Keen on music. (Study No. 6.)

JULIAN, RICHARD.—A Jew, and a- fine
specimen of a race that has a wonderful
history, Was up against Lowther when he
first came to St. Jim’s; but that was
Lowther’s fault, as he has admitted since.
They are good friends now. Cheery and
light-hearted, but capable of serious thought,
Julian holds his own well alike in the Form-
room andon the good' greensward. Good
stuff all through. (Study No. 5.)

JONES, EDWIN ALFRED.—One of the
rank and file. Is Jones minor—has a brother
in the Sixth. £

KERR, GEORGE FRANCIS.—A Scot from
the Highlands, long-headed and crafty.
Great at 1mper~onatmg, and full of wiles.
Withal a strictly honourable and good
fellow. One of the best. at all sports. United
in the closest” chumship with Figgins and
Wynn. (Study No. 4, N.H.

KERRUISH, ERIC ~_The boy from the Isle
of Man. A real good sort. (Study No. 5.)

LAWRENCE, EDGAR.—One of the three
scholarship boys, who are close chums, Clever
and good at games, ;md absolutely sound.
(Study No. 5,

LEVISON, ERNEST. —Levison major; has a
minor in the Third. Of old a' real black
sheep, but even then a fellow with strong
characteristics and bxa possibilities;:  Now
thoroughly - straight, - Ar«ely through the
infiuence of his young bhrother, Talbot and
D’Arcy "also helping. Shrewd and ecrafty,
with. a knowledge of the world beyond his
years, and a toueh of sarcasm,
of skill and dash, a fine bowler, and a plucky

|'bat.  (Study No. 9)
LORNE, ALAN.-——A Scot. who has not often
played) a Ieadmg palt in the stories. (Study
No. 1

‘LUMLEY-LUMLEY, JERROLD —Not much
to the fore.of late, but was prominent when
he first. came to St. Jim’s s, and earned “the
nickname of the ¢Outsider.” ' Has lived that
down long ago, and is now a fellow of some-
what: qmet and reserved dxspomtxon whose
place is always on the right " side, and who
is generally respected and liked. - '_lhe son of
a millionaire. (Study No. 8.)

MACDONALD, BRUCE.—Another Scot; a

decent) fellow of no very great mark. * (Study
No. '3

MELLISH, ©PERCY.—Toady, spy,~- and
sneak., - A wrong 'un,-but less black than

Racke and Crooke, for he is not so spiteful,
and does, once in a way, have a decent im-

pulse, thouvh it never lasts long. ‘No Hero.
(Study No. 2.)
MULVANEY, MICHAEL.—~“Miek.” Mul-

vaney mmor——haa a brother in the Sixthi. A
broth of an Irish boy.  (Study No. 4.)
OWEN, LESLIE.—A scholarship boy - fmd a
sterling fellow the close chum of ‘Recdfern
and Lawrence. (Study No. 5, N.H)
PRATT, PERCIVAL.—Another New House
fellow of the right sort. Plays for the House

A forward |-

little band.

One P‘ennv. i

ab cricket and footer, and usually =upp0rt2,
‘Figgins & Co. (Study No. 3, N.H.)

RAO, KOUMI.—Jam of Bundelpore. Ar
Indian boy, against whom plots from outsida
the school have had to be met. Of fierz
courage and high, chivalrous nature, he ig
not easily understood by the rest, for there
is in him much of the Orient, hard for the
Western mind to fathom. " But he is known
as a good sort, and can hold his own on the
cricket-field. He greatly admires Figgins,
whom he destines for the post of vizier in
his kingdom in the future. Has a study to
himself. (Study No. 1, N.H.)

REDFELN, RICHARD HENRY. —By way of
‘being. a compevltor for the leadership of the
‘Iew House juniors, though he is ready:
euough to back up Figgins against their
School House rivals. Nailing: good at sports,
and has the makings of a fine journalist. A
fellow of character and marked ability, who
should go far, but no despiser of a jape for
‘all that. (Suudy No, 5, N.H.) 3

REILLY, PATRICK.—One of the four
chums of whose little band Dick Julian may
.be looked upon as leader. From Ulster. Has
.a keen sense of humour and a great love of a
practical joke. Full of spirits (Irish, but not
whisky !) (Study No. 5.)

ROBINSON, WILLIAM THﬁMAS —Robin-
‘son  minor, h'wmg a brother in the Fifth,
and, like him, in the New House. Quite all’
;ght on gl()! whole, but not famous. (Study

0
SMITH FRANK.—Smith minor—his brother
is & member of the Fifth Form. Nothing
wrong with Smith minor! (Study No. 7.)

TOMPKINS, CLARENCE YORK.—Decent
‘enough, .but with queer notions at times. Is
considered by Mulvaney minor, who shares a
study with him, a trifle potty' and considers
Mulvaney a mad irishman. But they are
-good chums in spite of this. (Study No. 4.)

TRIMBLE, BAGLEY.—His like St. Jim's
‘has never Known. At Greyfriars he has a
‘brother in the spirit, one William George
:Bunter. Trimble is a braggart, a liar, a
‘coward, a sneak, and, above all, a glutton,
He opens other fellows’ letters, he borrows
‘or annexes anything that takes lns faney, he
is not too cleanly in his person, and he is
disgustingly la/y But he is always amusing.
(Study No. 2.)

-WYATT, PLRCY —A far better fellow than
the egregious Baggy—quite a decent sort,
indeed—but far less interesting. (Study \ﬁ
8.

)

WYNN, DAVID LLEWELLYN.—One of the "
very best. A big eater, and fond of his grub,
too; but not by any means to be classed with
Tnmble and Bunter. Can practise self-denial,
and is full of generous instincts. A tlpuop
goalkeeper and a splendid bowler. A fellow
of a mmple and confiding nature, with great
faith in Figgins and Kerr, but no fool. Hails
from Wales, and is a credit to the gallant
little Prmmpuhty (Study No. 4, N.H.)

(There is little differemce in aﬂe between
Tourth and Shell, -and no great gulf between
them in scholastic attainment. The average
-age of the Fourth would be a trifie lower, as
clever younger boys must go through it first,
and as duli older ones are usually placed in
the Shell on account of age and size.)

THIRD FORM.
Form-master: HENRY SELBY, M.A,

It is meither possible nor necessary to give
a complete list in the case of the Third., All
the members of the Form who have appeared.
in the stories are included here, however.
BUTT, BERTRAM.—A decent youngster.
: D’AI’(,Y THE HON. WALTER ADGLPHUS.
_D’Arcy miuor, third son of Lord Bastwood
and younger brother of the great Gussy. The
leader of the fag tribe, ful] of pluck, cheek,:
and boisterous fun, but with somethmu of his
brother’s high" 1dea1= for all' that. Wally, as
everyone calls him, may not know that ke
has them ; but he is as straight as Gussy, and,
in his different way, as proud. There is
nothing “of the dandy about Wally. He is
not fond of his second name, and anyone call-’
ing him “ Adolphus ® is apt to get (hsliked.
FTRAYNE, JOE.—Formerly a waif of the
London streets, but a good, honest, loyal kid,
with a great affection for the two D’Arcys
and Tom Merry, who helped to rescue him
and to make things easier for him at St.
Jim’s. Backs Wally up for all he is worth,
and is also very fond of Levison minor,
GIBSON, STANLEY.—Known as “Curly.”
Quite a nicé youngster, but without. greab,
strength of character. "A member of “aus 's

HANKEY, SIDNEY.—New House. Not
mueh known of him—for or against. :
Tuae Geu LiBrARY.—No. 510
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HARVEY, RICHARD.—“Dicky» to the
Tl}\lll‘d A youngster of the right sort on the
whole.

HOBBS, RAYMOND.—One of the Wally
brigade, and a sturdy member thereof.

HOOLLY, PHELIM.—The Third’s wild Irish-

man.

JAMESON, ERNEST.—Of thé New House,
but accepted by Wally & Co. as one of them-
selves, in spite of that drawback!

KENT, LANCELOT.—Not a bad  sort,
t}’wugh he was led astray by Piggott on, a
time.

LEGGETT, GEORGE LUDOVIC.—A harm-
less youngster with right 'instincts; handi-
capped by a stutter, which makes lum some-
thing of a butt, a'ld draws upon him the ire

of Mr. Selby.

LEVISON, FRANK.—Levison minor. As
good a fellow as St. Jim's holds, absolutely
straight and unswervingly loyal, yet without
a touch of priggishmess. Has the firmest faith
in his major and a very strong afiectjon fon
Ernest’s chums, Clive and Cardew, £hd for
his own leader, Wally I%Arcy. A mo<t pro-
mising little foothaller.

MANNERS, REGINALD.—Manners minor.
A spoilt child, wayward and self-willed, but
with little real vice in him. Has been led
astray more tRan once by older fellows, and
has caused his major nro end of trouble. Is
his father's pet. Wally has taken him in
hand, but finds him distinctiy a handful, and
there may be further trouble before long
The least ready to acknowledge Wally's

but still cne of them for weal or woe.

PERKINS, CECIL.—A New House fag of
small note—as yet, anyway.

PIGGOTT, REUBEN.—The one real rotter
in the Third. Rather older than most of his
Torm, and clder in ways than in years. Plays
the blade, toadies to Racke & Co., and is the
sworn enemy of Wally.

WATSON, OLIVER.—Nothing really wrong
with Watwn though he has listened to the
siren voice of Piggott, and made sundry
feeble experiments in the gay dog direction,
Says he won't do it again, and may be
believed—at any rate, till it happens.

(Though most of the members of this Form
are in the neighbourhood of 13, there are
hoys both above and below that age in it.
The extreme variation would be from 12}
to 141)

SECOND FORM.

THE members of this Form, mainly
youngsters of under 12, have never figureds
in - the stories, and no list of them is
necessary.

FIRST FORM.

TaiRg is no First Form. It was abolished
years ago, when preparatory schools became
more plentifnl, and the age of admission to
St. Jim’s was raised to 11.

AMONG the other masbters must be
mentioned :
MORNY, ADOLPH L LE DBLANC.—The

Trench master.

old days as “the Professor.’

SCHNEIDER,
German master.

OTTO GOTTFRIED.—The

MeMBERS of the school staffi who should
be mentioned are:
House Dame (Matron),
MRS. MIMMS. :
House Dame (Matron), New House:
KENWIGG.
Nurse: MISS MARIE RIVERS.
Porter: EPHRAIM TAGGLES.
Keeper and proprietress of the tuckshop:
MARTHA TAGGLES, wife of Ephraim.
Page: TOBY MARSH.

House:

MRS:

School

Oursipe of the school (and of Rylcombe
Grammar School, some particulars of which
are appended later) there are several
characters whlch have often appeared, and
may figure again.

CILVELAI\D MISS EPRITH.—The charm-
ing girl cousin of the D’ Arcys. Is about the
same age as Arthur Augustus.

CONWAY, CAPTAIN LORD.—Elder brother
of Arthur Augustus, and son and heir of
Lord Eastwood.

CRUMP, WILLIAM ZEDEK1AH.—The fat
and slowv.med Rylcombe policeman.

EASTWOGD, THE EARL  OF.—Family
name D’Arcy. Father of Gussy and Wally.

FAWCETT, DMISS PRISCILLA. — Tom
Merry’s old governess and present guardian.
Has a number of queer and -old-fashioned
ideas, and would like to coddle Tom, but is
one of the best in spite of her eccentricities.

GLYN, MISS EDITH.—The elder sister of
Bernard Glyn, of the Shell. Just what an
elder sister should be, and a handsome girl,

00.
GLYN, MR. LYELL BERNARD.—Bernard's

father. A very rich man, and extremely
hospitable.-

JOLIFFE, ABEL.—The® landlord of the
Greenl Man Inn at Rylcombe. A stout
rascal.

LEVISON, MISS DORIS.—The very pretty
and very nice sister of the two Levisons.

LODGEY, JOE.—A hanger-on at the Green
Man. Knew Talbot in his days of crackman-
ship, and has tried to trade on the know-
ledge, but without success. Has been
employed by Racke and Crooke in some of
their rascality: .

LYNDON, COLONEL ARTHUR FRANK
WILMSLOW.—Uncle of both Talbet and
Crooke. Regards Talbot as his heir now,
vice Crooke, cut out for gross misconduct.

MOSS, MR. ISTDORE.—The uncle of Dick
Julian. A retired moneylender, regarded by
many people as a very hard case. Is cer-
tainly a shrewd man of business, but knows
how to be charitable and genercus. Has
more than once helped St. Jim’s boys with
good advice and in other ways.

PEPPER, MR. ERASMUS ZACHARIAH.—
A miser and shyster. Lives at Rylcombe in a
dirty little cottage, though he is, next to
Mr. Glyn, the wealthiest man in. the parish.
Owns the barn in ‘which the St. Jim’s
Pariiament sits.

RIVERS, JOHN.—Known to Talbot in his

A burglar of
Father of Miss

great cunning and resource.
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FIGHTING SPIRIT.

THE

When the eamp begins to rally at the sound
of the reveille,
‘And the stars are still a-shining overhead;
When the prospect’s far from sunny, and
you'd give a mint of money
Just to have another forty winks in bed.
When the game begins to bore you, and the
sergeant tries to floor you,
And the joy of life seers gene for evermore ;
By the manliness that's in you, brace your
heart and nerve and sinew.
And assizt your level best to win the war!

When you shave in icy water, aud no beam-
ing bright- e)od d‘\u"htcr
Brings your “*brekker ” on a dapper little
tray ; :
When yeu're faced with plum and apple, just
before you have to grapple
Wlth thL thousand pressing problems of the

Wh n thc rmd seems long and (lrearv, and
you're sr k and stale and we
And you're sighing for the th
sublime,
Don’t go fiying in a paddy, but be up and
doing, laddie,
And you'll find you're on the target every
time!
Tur Grya LisrArRY.—No. 510.
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When you feel you're growing older, with ‘a
pack upon your shoulder,

As yoi double up and down the dusty
square ;
When the sergeant’s voice is Lawling that

you're really most.appalling,
And he hauls you up to say you're not “all
there ”;
When you feel, whilst Latmg dmner, that you
haven’t backed a winner,
For you cannot tell the coffee [z om the stew ;
Let your heart be tuned te laughter—there’s
a good time coming after,
And you’ll rank with those who love to dare
and do!

When the sunset’'s rays are streaming, and
you're lying down a-drearing
Of that ripping little spot: you call
home,
Where you dwelt in mirth and pleasure, in a
realm of love and leisure
Which you’ll think of wheresoever you may
roam:
Though the glorious past may haunt you, do
not let the present daunt you;
Be a soldier, cool of courage, sure of aim;
Kcep a resolute endeavour. and your name
' will stand for cver
As a Trojan who could always play the game!

your
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Marie. Has now put his old life behind him,
and is serving King and country as Private
Rivers of the Loamshire Regiment.

'RYLCOMBE GRAMMAR

'Stﬂ HE fnendly rivals and near neu,hbouxs of
: Not;hmg like a complete list of the

Grammar School boys is necessary, or can
be given. Very few of the seniors ever come
into the stories. The fellows who do are
chiefly members of the Fourth Form, of abou}
the same ages as ‘the Shell and Pourtn at
St. Jim's. (Rylcombe has no Shell.
Colours, green and black.
Headmaster: THE REV.
GODOLPHIN MONK, D.D., M.A.
SIXTH FORM.
THE only two calling for mention are:
DELAMERE, EDWARD HEREWARD.—
Captain of the school, and a good fellow.
HAKE, ALBERT SIMON.—A wrong
and a bully.

FRANCIS

‘un

FOURTH FORM.

BLANC, GUSTAVE.—From la belle France.
Known as Mont Bilong. Quite one of the
right sort, and dead nuts on a jape. Speaks
rather queer English, but can make himsell
understood.

CARBOY, WALTER WILLIAM. — A
busbtling, robustious fellow of the right
SOrt.

CARKER, CHARLES EZRA.—A sneak and
sometmng of a funk.

GAY, GORDON.—Leader of the juniors.
An Australian. Of the Tom Merry type,
frank, fun-loving, straight, and pluu\ ¢
capable of deadly seriousness when ne
arises, but usually taking life mirthiuliy.
skilful amateur actor.

LACY, ALGERNON.—Was {formerly at
Cardew’s old schocl, Wecedehouse. Is a fine
bowler, but nothing else good can be sgaid of
him. Empty-headed. snobbish, and no hero.
Does not get on well ‘with Gay and bhis
chums.

MONK, FRANCIS.—Son of the Head, and
close chum of Gordon (GGay. Like Gay, a fine
all-{ound sportsman, and in every way a good
sort.

TADPOLE, WALTER.—A very eccentric
junior, who adopts all kinds of weird notions.
Less brainy than Skimpole, but even more
amusing.

WOOTTON, JACK.—Wootton major—the
two brothers are twins, but Jack saw the
light first.  Another. Australian.  Souud,
plucky, and hefty at all games.

WOOTTON, HARRY.— Wootton minor.
Very much the same type of fellow as his
brother, and very like him in appearance.
The two Woottons and Gay are called at

Rylcombe “the Three Wallabies.” For tue
benefit of those who may not know, it may
be mentioned that a wallaby is a species of
kangaroo.

A

Oh, T know it's often cheerless, and we can-
not all be feariess,

And the strife may be severe, the warfare

long;
Yet beyond the far horizon which you keep
your longing eyes on
You will come to peace and rest at even-
song.
When your spirits are at zero, meet reverses
like a hero,
For the winter of your life must turn to
spring ;
And in joyous days to he, lad, you'll be glad
that you were free, lad,
To do honour to your Country and your
King! G. R
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Our Great New Serial Stoi'y.
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THE CHIEF CHARACTERS OF THE STORY.
1 The twins from Tasmania—Philip (Flip) at Highcliffe, Philippa (Flap) at CLff

PHILIP DERWENT .o .
PHILIPPA DERWENT .. .
PONSONBY
(JADSBY
VAVASOUR
MONSON MINOR
MERTON
TUNSTALL e
FRANK COURTENAY
RUPERT DE COUGRCY ..

THE GREYFRIARS FELLOWS
MARJORIE HAZELDENE

CLARA TREVLYN A A
PrYLLIS HOWELL

MOLLY GRAY

e .o

.s .o
e
e .s

b House,
The leader of the Highcliffe nuts.
_ One of the nuts, and Flip’s enemy.

Another of them—an empty-headed swell—hand in glove with Gadsby

.. Yet another—sulky—disposed to the Gadsby faction.

. His chum, known as the Caterphlax

Cliff House girls and friends of Flap.

PSR T 1

For further information see the * Magnet.”

L Two more of the nuts—chums of Flip’s—they share No. 6 Study with him,
Captain of the Fourth at Highcliffe—a fine fellow.

A little red-headed Cliff House junior—knows Merton at home.

Gadsby and i’avasour, with the aid of Hazeldene, of Greyfriars, have stolen Flip’s cockatoo, and the bird has been cel

loose.
Higheliffe and Greyfriars.
late, and the fight begins.

Spectators of the Fray.
N the clifis above, three of the giris
saw the first blows struck.
“0Oh, there are ten of them—five
Higheliffe and five Greyfriars! I
don’t think it can be really a fight,” said
Phyllis Howell. “It’s just a Jboxing-match,
you know. They've all got gloves anl?

“Then they can't hurt each other much,”
‘said Miss Clara.

“Can’t they?” said Flap, who knew more
about boxing-gloves than Clara did. “It
isn’t quite go bad, of course; but you can
hurt all right through gloves. It’s a fight,
Phyllis, I'm sure! Look at the Highclifie
hoys’ faces! They're all very serious, except
Flip’s; and that smile of his means that he’s
in dead earnest, though you might not think
it. Arem’t you going to look, Marjorie?”

“No—at leaste—no, I'd rather not. Not till
I can’t hglp it, anyway.”

“Your brother isn’t there—not even in the
erowd,” Phyllig said.

“Well, he would be in the crowd, if he were
there at all,” said Miss Clara. “It’s the
Famous Five—as the silly creatures call them
—who are fighting Higheliffe. And the High-
cliffe five are the great Flip, the lordly Pon,
lazy Algy, Tunstall—do you know, I rather
like Tunstall?—and that sulky-faced Monson.”

“Flip’s opposite that boy with the jolly

%ace— -but he doesn’t look so jolly now,” said
lap
“That s Bob Cherry,” Marjorie replied.

“He’s ever so mnice. Oh, it’s horrid that he
and your brother should be punching each
other, Flap!”

“And Harry Wharton and Ponsonby are
mateched together,” said Phyliis. “If I were
a—a betting girl T should put my money on
Harry—he’s sure to win!”

“Monson’s against the  Indian boy, and
Merton and that nice-looking fellow with
rather a girlish face—"

“That’s Frank Nugent, TFlap,” said
Marjorie. She added, almost reproachfully:
“You seem to know the Higheliffe boys much
better than those from Greyfriars—but
they’re our real friends!”

“Oh, but T must barrack for Higheliffe!”
said Flap. “Flip’s Highcliffe, and I ean’t
help wanting his side to win.”

She was alone in that. It was but-natural
that the other three should stand firm by the
old friendships, in spite of Flip and Algy and
Tunstall.

The fight began as though the ten were
paired . off, although if they had heen they
would nob have been bunched so closely
together, of course.

“Gol” said Sqmﬂ. e

(Now read-omn.) .

Hurree Singh was the first to get home a
blow that counted. There were few, if any,
quicker hitters among the Greyfriars juniors
than the lithe and active Inky, though Harry
Wharton, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and
several others, were all better than he con-
sidered as all-round boxers.

And Inky was up agamst the softest pro-
position of the five. No one but Gadsby and
Vavasour and himself knew how little heart
Monson had.for the fray; and quite certainly
no one suspected how much Merton
Tunstall and even Pon, for once, had.

Tunstall was worse over-matched than any-
one else on either side at the outset. Johnny
Buli was a hard hitter, and Tunstali’s guard
lacked effectiveness. But he took punishment
well to-day, and his return punches were
sigorous. Jehnny began to feel some respect
for him.

Frank Nugent was a befter boxer than
Merton, and Greyfriars had quite expected

Frank to be all over his opponent. But he
was not. He had but slightly the best of the

exchanges.

Pon was sticking to it hard; and, but for
the yellow streak in him Cecil Ponsonby
might have been a class boxer, as he might
have shown up well in any game he ehose
to take seriously.

And Bob Cherry had his hands full! Bob
had rarely met a fellow of his own age and a
irifle below his own weight who had pressed
him so hard as Derwent did. - Bob began to
ook less grim—which may seem strange.
But Bob always liked an opponent who was
really clever and meant business; and the
hitterness he felt was not against Flip. .

Tunstall was down!

“Hooray !” yelled Greyfriars:

Johnny Bull dropped his hands and waited.

“Now then, slacker!” howled Bulstrode.
“You're wanted somewhere else if you've
finished there!”

Johnny had forgotten for the moment the
terms of. the combat. They were Higheliffe's
ckeosing, and if they worked to Greyfriars’
advantage at the outset Johnny was net to
blame for that.

He gave a grunt, and looked round him.
Neither Bob nor Harry was likely to be
grateful for aid, he saw, Inky certainly did
not need it. But for the moment Krank
Nugent seemed hard pressed.

“Take a rest, Frank!” growled Johnny,
and he guarded a blow from Merton which
would otherwise have taken Frank on -the
ear, and dealt a mighty punch in return.

Exank dropped to the sand, blowing hard.
He felt pretty confident that he could have
proeved himself Merton’s master in the long

and |-

Flip and his chums go to look for Cocky, although thoy are due on the beach for a five versus five conflict between
The girls, up on the cliffs, find the bird, and the searchers find them. They reach the beach

run. But in those last few seconds Merton
had got in“two punches which had made him
feel a trifle sick.

But he was up_again in a moment, for
Tunstall had seranfbled to his feet, and Frank
ran to meet him.

“@o it, Bull!” roared the Bounder. Merten
was catching it hot now. But, out-fought,
overweighted, he stuck to his guns still.

“I don’t understand it!” said Phyllis
Howell above. “They’ve changed!”

“Like musical chairs, my dear—but more
painful,” said Miss Clara.

Marjorie could restrain her curiosity no
longer. She came closer to the edge of the
cliff, and looked.

Flap’s eyes were all for her brother. To
Flap it was as though there was but one
fight going on down there—that hetween the
two wavy-haired, hard-hitting fellows who
looked not unlike at this distance, who ought
to have been the best of chums.

o It was a very equal fight, But Harry

Wharton was getting the upper hand of Pon.

Physical fitness told there. Pon gave ground
till he was far out of line, but still fought
on doggedly, savagely.

But the line scarcely existed now. Johnny
Bull was forcing Merton back even faster
than Wharton forced FPonsonby. And now
Tunstall, to the surprise of all, drove Frank
Nugent in the other direction.

Monson crashed down. Gadsby drew a deep
sigh of relief. Then he groaned, for Monson
was up again. Even in Monson the spiriti of
battle stirred, and he would not go out of
the fray yet.

Close up!” roared the Bounder. He saw
that the .advantage of the general battle
arrangement, which he had believed all atong
to lie with his .own side, would be lost by
such a splitting-up of forces as was now
taking place.

But no one paid-any heed to him. They
were all too intent on the matter in hand.

The sun gl‘isbened on a calm sea, and the
tide came in with no more than a ripple on
the sand as yet. The scene, as the girlsisaw
it from above, themselves unseen and unsus-
pected as thcy lay at full length on the
grassy edge of the cliff, would have made a
rare picture. The ten combatants, bare-
headed one and all, fighting their hardest;
the little group of nuts on one side; the
crowd of Greyfriars fellows on the other,
nearest the sea; Squiff standing alone on; a
small rock, and the Bounder over against him
on .mother—so they saw. it in glimpses now
and then. But for- the most part their
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attention was too centred upon the fray to
take in the whole scene.

“Good Vid Pon! Pon for ever!” yelled
Drury; and even Gadsby joined in the
cheering of the nuts.

For, just when it seemed that Ponsonby
was beaten to the wide, he had got in a
lucky punch with all his weight behind it;
and under the chin it had taken Wharton, and
Harry had measured his length'!

“Oh!” gasped Marjorie.

“He's all right! See!
again!” breathed Phyllis.

But Pon had dashed off. Merton was on
his back, and Johnny Bull turned to meet
the Highclifie leader.

“Bit blown, aren’t you?” grunted Johnny.

Pon’s only reply was a vicious punch.
Johnny guarded it coolly, and got home on
his opponent’s right cheek with good effect.

But now Monson had had enough. He
wished he had been wise enough to go out at
the first fall. He had to go now, anyway—
so he told himself. He lay on his back with
his head swimming and his breath coming in
stabbing gasps.

Inky dropped his hands, and
Harry dropped his, and waited, too.

“0Oh, wade in!” howled Bulstrode.

“Wade in, Wharton!” yelled Temple.

Harry paid no heed. Inky only smiled.

Wade in where? Not for much would
either of them have interfered with the
dogged - battle between Bob Cherry and
Derwént. Johnny Bull was fully a mateh for
Ponsonby, and now Frank Nugent was getting
the upper hand of Tunstall.

“I'm done!” groaned Monson; and Gadsby
came to help him up and away.

“Silly idiot! Why dién’t you cut out when
you were floored the first time?” said Gadsby-
comfortingly.

“One of us goes out, Inky,” said Harry
‘Wharton.

“It is certainfully my opinion that such is
correctfully the gamefulness, my esteemed
chum,” replied Inky quietly.

“Will you? Or——"

“I will retirefully depart from the fray, for
so will my side be at the less losefulness,”
said the Nabob of Bhanipur.

It was a chivalrous move, and one worthy
of Wharton. P

But it did not meet with general approval.

He's getting up

waited.

“What a mug!” said Skinner. “He's sent
Inky out of it! That wasn't in the
conditions.”

“The other side wouldn't do it,” Bulstrode
growled. :

“If he goes out he stays out, Wharton!”
shouted Ponsonby. 5

“That’s the idea!” Harry answered.

“Don't you be idiot enough for that game,
Pon!” cried one of the nuts.

Ponsonby could not reply.
kept too busy.

“There is no great danger of Pon’s being
that kind of idiot,” "said Peter Todd.

“It's magnificent, but I'm not sure that
it’s war,” remarked Delarey.

“It’s Wharton all over, if it isn't war,”
Tom Brown answered quietly. “Let's be
satisfled with the magnificence of it, Piet.”

So felt a few. But the majority were of
opinion that Harry Wharton was throwing
away chances.in a-fashion that could not be
justified. '

“It’s rot!" snapped Temple. -

“It may be rot—I don’t agree with it
myself—but it ain’t yow bizney, Temple!”
returned Ralke. P

“I think it’s the square thing,” said Mark
Linley, who had come up after the rest, but
in time for the start.

“Oh, of course
Skinner.

“Jerusalem crickets! Wharton ought to
he sent to the foolish-house for that!” was
the opinion of Fisher T. Fish, given after a
sufficient pause for consideration. Or it may
have been that Fishy had not spoken sooner
_because Wharton's action had fairly taken
his breath away.

“Not my bizney?” roared Temple.

“0Of course not!” said Rake. “This is the
Remove, you know. Your Form ain’t in it at
all.”
“It's Greyfriars, anyway, «n’ I don't see
chuckin’ away chances,” returned Temple.
“If 1'd been there 7

“You could have come off instead of Inky,
and then we shouldn’t have been let down so
much,” said Wibley.

“Rot! If I'd been there X should naturally
have been in command! Ap’ I'd have seen
to it that things were done differently. Look
at Wharton, standin’ there idle! Why don’t
he wade in an’ help Cherry?”

He was being

you would!” sneered

-mation of the Famous Five.
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“Well, Bob might fturn on him,” said
Delarey, chuckling, “Anyone who interfered
there needn’t expect much gratitude from
either of them. My hat, Browney, that
Tasmanian chap is hot stuft!”

“He's no better than Bob,”
Brown.

“He’s as good—and that's saying a heap.”

“Those two will go on till sunset, unless
one of them gets a knock-out,” said Bul-
strode. “But Pon won't—nor Tunstall.
Hallo! Merton’s up again! That chap’s got
more in him than I thought!”

answered Tom

_ A Hard Tussle!

ERTON was up again; and, with a
head that rang and buzzed, but
a heart that was still high, he
advanced to meet Wharton.

The nuts were putting up 'a far better
fight than anyone among the Greyfriars
crowd had expected of them.

- But then the nuts were scarcely the nuts
they had known of old.

Monson had gone out of it—aggmight have
been anticipated. Pon—well, they‘had always
known Pon had it in him to stick things out
if he chose. And Flip Derwent, without
knowing it, had wrought a change in the
other two, who had never been quite as Pon
and his special chums- were, even at their
worst.

Merton and Tunstall had not made up their
minds beforehand what they were going to
do. It is hardly likely that they had ex-
pected the fight to last as long as this. But
now that they were in it all the courage of
their natures rose to meet the demands made
upon it. Not for very shame’s sake would
they go out while they might yet stagger
up and ficht on. They would last as long
as Pon, anyway!

So Merton came on to meet Wharton, amid
the cheers of the nuts.

: But it was not Wharton whom he had to
ace.

Pon, with a word to Johnny Bull, had
dashed off again to remew his combat with
the Greyfriars leader. He had floored
Wharton once. Perhaps he fancied it would
be easier to floor him again than to beat
down the solid Johnny, who had been playing
the waiting game, seeing that Pon's condition
was telling against him.

So Merton and Bull met.

“Sticking it out well—what?”
Johnny.

Merton saved his breath by saying nothing.
He had less breath to spare than his
opponent. But he was not offended. There
might be surprise in Johnny's tones, but
there was also something very like friendli-
ness.

iven Ponsonby had gone up in the esti-
Highcliffe itself
did not admire more the fine figcht Flip was
putting up than did Greyfriars, while Merton
and Tunstall had opened the eyes of many
there.

“It would have been over long before now

gruntea

if ?‘r:\ddy and Vav had been in it,” remarked
- Rake.
“Can’t complain about that,” replied

Peter Todd. “Give Pon credit for once—he
chose his men well!”

“What about that funk Monson?” de-
manded Skinner.

“He stuck it longer than you would have
done, ‘Skinney!” snapped Bulstrode.

“All the same, I don't agree with Whar-
ton’s chuckin’ a man out to even things up,”

grumbled Temple. “Why did you come,
Singh?”
“Because my _esteemed leader sofully

ordered,” replied Inky calmly.

Johnny Bull was in no desperate hurry.
But his hitting was hard when he did hit,
and Merton bad enough to do to hold on.
Never in his life before had he held on like
this; but it was not so hard as he had thought
it might be. There was something in stick-
in{; it that made a fellow “feel good,” after
all!

Tunstall had found out the same thing. He
had fairly got his second wind now, and he
was stropger of build and heavier than the
lithe and graceful Frank Nugent.

But Frank had stuck it against heavy odds
many times before this!

“Hooray! Cherry’s down!"”

Higheliffe roared applause. Flip had go?
in one which was too heavy even for big-
hearted, sturdy Bob, and Bob had tumbled
backwards.

For a moment the fray held up. Pon and
Harry Wharton dropped their fists. Johnny
Bull stopped himself in the act of punching
at Merton's nose, and Merton stood still with
his guard high to ward off the punch. Tun-

NOW 0
SALE.N

stall and Frank Nugent each took a step or
two to the rear; and both stood gasping.

“Now then, Wharton !” yelled Cecil Reginald
Temple.

“Excuse me, Ponsonby!” said Harry, and
darted across. <

“Now then, Pon!” yelled Drury. “Now’'s
your chance to put one of them out of
action !”

Cecil Ponsonby had no scruples. Just such
a chance as this had he contemplated when
he had fixed up conditions.

If Flip and he went for Wharton together
they should have a very fair chance of knock-
ing him out of action hefore Bob could
rise.

But Flip Derwent saw things otherwise. It
was a fair chance, no doubt; but to him it
seemed anything but fair play.

“Chuck it, Pon!” he snapped, as he met
Wharton's attack.

Biff!

Flip had got through Harry's guard even
as he spoke, and had landed him heavily on
the cheek.

Biff !

Flip staggered. His own guard had proven
defective—Pon’s fault, that, for distracting
his attention—and Barry had got home one
perilously near the solar plexus. And whoso
getteth one on the solar plexus—otherwise,
“the mark "—he is counted out!

Biff! i

Pon had paid no heed. His vicious punch
caught Harry just below the right temple,
and the Greyfriars leader all but fell. Had,
Flip struck again then he must have gone
down.

But the Highelife champion held his hand.
And now Johany Bull rushed up, leaving
Merton to a welcome rest; and Johnny's
gloves played tattoo on Pon to some purpose.

“QOut of the way, Harry!” €aid Bob, getting
to his feet; and he and Flip were hard at it
again. -

*Oh, did you see?” cried Marjorie, her voice
shaking. “Ponsonby is a coward! It was
two to one; Harry would never have had a
chance! But your brother, Flap——"

“I love that brother of yours!” breathed
Phyllis. “But why isn't he Greyfriars?”

The girls did not understand, of course.
Pon had done nothing that the rules of the
fight barred. -But the girls were not angrier
than Flip and Bob Cherry were. If Bob
could have spared a few moments from his
tough opponent, he would have liked nothing
better than to teach Pon a lesson!

“The thing's all wrong,” said Squiff to the
Bounder. “Pon acts according to conditions,
and we feel that he's an outsider. Well, he
is, but not because of that. Wharton won’t
take full advantage of conditions, and most
of us feel that he’s a fool for not doing if.
Oh, bravo, Cherry!”

Bob had got level. Flip was down!

But -he was up again in a second or two,
and seemed none the worse.

“Pon looked too butcherly,” answered the

Bounder, “There are ways and ways of
doing things. Pon’s ain’t quite a nice way—
that’s all. But that Derwent chap takes

things Wharton's way. It’s not mine, you
know—but I can’t help liking the echap
for it!”

“More your way than you think, Smithy,"
said Squiff, who had always liked the one-
time black sheep, and held him better than
he believed himself.

That blow of Pon's had rattled Wharton
badly. He was still quite equal to holding
his. own with Merton, whose hcad was also
buzzing; but there was little vim in their
exchanges for the next few minutes. They
seemed to be sparring for openings, which
Harry did not take when they offered them-
selves, and Merton did not always know when
he saw them.

The combat between Tunstall and F
Nugent had become rather slack, too. E
of them had had pretty nearly enough; but
neither would cry a halt.

But the other four made up for any
deficiency in interest as regards Wharton and
Nugent, Merton and Tunstall.

Johnny Bull was going it hard. His
temper was thoroughly roused, and he
punched fiercely at Pon. And Pon himself,
forgetting all his usual dislike for being hurt,
took the punishment as none had ever seen
him take punishment before, slammed back
for all he was worth, and showed far more
skill than even his chums had suspected himn
of possessing. y

Flip -and Bob held on like bulldogs. o
evenly matched were they that there was
not as yet even the shadow of an indication
as to the likely victor. And in their struggie,
though there was plenty of hard hitting,
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here was no savagery, no bad feeling. With
every moment the fight lasted their respect
and liking for one another grew.

Pon had reckoned ill- when he counted on
bad blood through the meeting of those
two! S
“Oh, I wish they'd stop!” said Marjorie,
with something almost like a sob. “How
can they go on like that? Bob and your
brother must have hurt each other horribly,
Flap i

“I don’t think so. Oh, of course, it hurts;
but. you see, Marjorie, boys don't mind that
—not boys- like those two, anyway. And
they aren’t feeling spiteful—you can see
they're not. They both want to win—that's
all.”

“I've had nearly enough,” confessed Miss
"Clara.. “But I ‘ean’t look away till it’s
over. Do you know, I used to think that the
Roman ladies who gazed at the gladiators

fighting must have been pretty horrid
minxes. I'm not so sure now. Lf they once

got persuaded to go, they simply couldn’t
help looking !” - :

“Poor old Merton!” said Phyllis. “He’s
done 1”

It was so. While Wharton had been
gradually recovering himself, Merton had
taken the opposite road. He was not nearly
as fit as his rival, and that fact told now.

“Can’t go on!” he panted, as he lay where
Harry had put him. i

The Greyfriars leader knelt by his side.

“Hope it didn’t hurt too much, old chap!”
he said.

“Well, it hurt. I'm dashed well one mass

of dashed bruises, by Jupiter!” admitted
Merton. “But I'm not blamin’ you,
Wharton. ' An’ it was really a -jolly sight

more fun than I had fancied it would be.”

Drury had come forward; but it was Harry
‘Wharton who helped Merton to his feet.

The Higheliffe fellow held out his gloved
hand. Wharton’s met it. Merton limped
away, aud the Greyfriars erowd gave him the
cheer that his own side seemed to have
forgotten.

“Four to three now! A hundred to one
on Qreyfriars!” roared Bulstrode.

“Unless Wharton plays the fool
sneered Skinner. - :

“He don't seem disposed to pile in, that's
a fact!” grumblied Temple.

again!”

The End of the Fight.
B ARRY WHARTON looked round him.
To intervene in the combat between
Flip Derwent and Bob was, for him,
out of the question.

If he had been in Bob’s place he would
have hated anyone who had meddled. And,
good chums though they had always been, he
knew that Bob -would hate ‘him -if he
meddled. 2

And Johnny Bull needed no aid. Pon
might do his best. Pon was doing his best.
But Johnny was his master. -He made no
attempt to bring the conflict to a sudden
end. He was just wearing-Pon down—punch-
ing away ab him again and again, taking the
return -blows with a grunt and a toss of the
head, knowing all the while that Pon was
travelling the road to defeat, and glad to
know- it.

fond of Cecil

Johnny had never been

- Ponsonby, aud that blew at Wharton's un-

guarded temple; though it- might have been
within the rules, had made Johnny vengeful

“ and bitter.

- There remained Frank Nugent. -

Frank was near the end of his tether. But
so was Tunstall. :

Only their pluck kept them going.

Basy enough for Harry to order Nugent
aside—not so easy for him to- make up his
mind to pile in to finish off a fellow who was
plainly nearly done.

He could not do it. The very word that
Vernon-Smith had used came to his mind. It
was too butcherly! 3

So he stood and waited. He had at least
the right to do that.

If he went out of the fray, as Inky had
done at his order, he would have to face the
reproaches of the ecrowd. Mark Linley would
understand—a few more, too—Squiff, Tom
Brown, Delarey—but the rest would ecry . out
upon him, would say he was letting them
down, -~ - 3 .

Bo he waited, paying no heed to the cries
that urged him on.

Then something—a floating wisp of cloud
touched with the colours of the sinking sun,
and made glorious—drew his igaze to the top
of the cliff, and'he saw the girls.

His face flushed hotly, but not so hotly as
Marjorie’s.” She. would not for much have

- bad Harry and the rest know that they had
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watched the fight. She had meant to hind
the other three to secrecy about that.

And-now Harry knew, and the rest would
know, of course—at least, ali who mattered.

Marjorie was too sensitive. There was no
real cause for shame. And if there had been
--if it had been wrong to look—it must surely
have been far more wrong to fight. But she
never thought of that.

And Harry, with his head swimming, and
his bruised face and body aching, stood look-
xlilq up almost stupidly, until a cry aroused

im.

*“Oh, look out, Wharton! Are-you asleep?”

Then he saw that he was needed.
Bml'llisfortlme had come to staunch Johnny

ull.

He had Pon all but beaten. Another hard
punch might have clinched the matter. And
then he had gone down all in a heap,
groaning. -

1t was no blow of Ponsonby’s that had sent
him down. He had caught his right foot
between two small outcropping rocks, and
had wrenched his ankle badly.

And in the same moment a roar of triumph
from Higheliffe hailed Tunstall victor over
Frank Nugent!

Luck again there! They had heen hitting
almost blindly, and of the two Tunstall had
been in rather the worse case. But a random
punch had taken Frank under the chin, and
bad sent him flying. He tried to struggle
ixp; fut there was not strength enough left in
him.

Neither Pon nor Tunstall was equal to the
task of tackling Harry Wharton successfully
alone. But the two together might be too
much for him.

Harry looked round. He saw Pon making
in, and he heard him yell to Tunstall as he
made in.

“Oh, come on, Tun! We've got ’em set,
by gad!”

Tunstall He half
like it.

But the rules said that this thing might
be done, and Higheliffe yelled him on. If he
r_egused they would say he bad betrayed his
siae.

86 he, too, made in.

Bob Cherry glanced 'behind him, taking a
nasty one on the ear as reward for his lapse
of attention to his own concerns. But Bob
4id not mind that.

“Draw in to me, Harry!" he shouted.

Good tactics—Wharton saw that. Back to
back, he and Bob might yet uphold the
fight. "

e gave ground before the two. He had
to manceuvre carefully, for one of them was
trying to get inte a position to strike him
where he could not guard. That one was
not Tunstall. Tunstall's attack was manful,
if feeble, face .to face. But Ponsonby
hovered like-a wolf on the trail, waiting his
chance, his face aglow with evil joy.

“Oh, hang it, Pon!” Tunstall gasped.

“Go it! Highcliffe for ever!” yelled the
nuts.

SPile ~in
Vavasour. )

“Stick to it, Wharton! Oh, good man!
That’s the style!” shouted Tom Brown, as
Harry gave Tunstall one in the chest: that
puiled him up short, and got in on Pon-
sonby’s left ear- with telling force next
moment.

Bvery backward step he took -brought Bob
nearer. With Bob at his back he would be
safe from Pon’s tactics. But he would
hamper Bob, whose hands were full already
—he knew that. % -

Now at last both Boh and Flip were show-
ing signs of having had nearly enough. -

But neither showed more signs than the
other. The faces of both were battered, in
spite of the gloves.. Their bodies were
aching.  But they were not done yet, and
they smiled at each other now and then, and
fought on. Thrice more Bob had been down,
and twice Flip; but Flip’s last fall had been
heayvier than any of Bob’s. It was the kind
of knockdown bhlow that had won many a
fight for  Bob Cherry. It could not win this
one for him, because he was up against some-
body tougher by far- tham most of his
‘opponents, semebody with a spirit as high as
his own, and nerves as good, and body as fit
and wiry.

Ah! Derwent was down again! e

A quarter of an hour earlier, and the chanece
thus offered would have enabled Bob to win
the fray for his side in simildr circumstances.
He would have dashed in and dealt with Pon
—one blow might have ‘heen enough—before
Flip ceould rise; and Harry would have had
Tunstall down; and they two would have
stood there vietors! =

hesitated. did not

an’ swipe him, Pon!” shrilled

One Penny. 29

But now Bob turned heavily, slowly—doing
his best, but not doing it quickly enough.
And while he strove to corner the elusive
Pén, and force him to close fighting, a
warning cry came to him.

“’Ware hawk, Bob!” yelled the Bounder. -
Pon dodged. Bob turned. He faced Flip
again, knowing that in that moment Flip
might have got in a blow at him unawares, :

but had been too decent to do it.

And Harry had seen. He knew now that he
must not hamper Bob’s chance by crowding
in upon him.

He pulled himself together for one last
desperate effort. With the corner of an eye
on Pon, he rushed at Tunstall, smote hard,
crashed through his enfeebled guard, and

?nqﬁc'ked him fairly and squarely off his
eet !
Then he swung round. But even as he

did so Ponsonby struck, with all the force
left .in him, and the blow took Harry on the
point of the jaw, and sent him gasping to
the sand. A
But Ponsonby was down; too!
Right across Tunstall he sprawled, from the

force of his own vicious blow. He struggled

hard to get up. If but for a minute he
could rise and keep his feet, the victory was
Highelifie’'s!  For such were the conditions
agreed upon—two up on one side, wnly one
on the other, meant an end.

But no more than Wharton could Ton get
up. Wharton, too, was striving his hardest;
but weakness pinned him to the sand, as
sheer weakness pinned Pon—Pon, who ifor
once in his life had gone all out for victory
and had not spared himself, had not shown
the white feather, even if he had shown the
cloven hoof—Pon - who cursed as he lay,
knowing that it was hopeless!

A long, shrill whistle-call sounded, and the
two champions left dropped their hands.

Squiff had blown the signal, and it meant
that the fray was at an end.

“A drawn game! Well, I don't mind,
Derwent,” said Bob Cherry.

“Can’t say I do, either,” answered Flip
cheerily. “I'll own I've had enough ior one
day. How do you feply? \

“Well, T ache so much everywhere that I
don’t really know where I'm hurt and where
I'm not!” replied Bgb candidly. “I must
be hurt in places—$u’ve slogged me hard
enough—but I ain’t hurt everywhere, and it
all feels alike.” -

Flip’s ringing laugh floated up to the girls
on the cliffs. 5

“Laughing after all that!” said Miss Clara,
almost as if annoyed.

“Why shouldn’t he?” returned = Flap.
“That’s like Flip. You don’t want him to
cry, do you, Clara? Oh, he and Bob Cherry
are shaking hands, Marjorie! Of course, I
knew they would; but Bob Cherry must he
an awfully good sort!” e

“He is!” said Phyllis fervently.

“And he  worships Marjorie most rever-
ently, and regards Phyllis as a pearl and a
wonder, and when he knows you, Flap, he
will look upon you three as the Three Graces,
leaving poor little me out in the cold com-
pletely,” rattled Miss Clara, talking very
fast, for the excitement had told upon her.

But Marjorie was silent; and as Inky and
Mark Linley came forward to help Harry up
she had to wink hard to keep back her tears.
Harry’s face was not so pale as hers. }

But Pon sat up now and began to argue.

“Oh, by gad, Field,” he said, “you blew
that whistle too soon!”

“It was according to the articles of war,

Ponsonby,” said Squiff coolly. “You took
what advantage they gave you. Here there
wasu't any advantage on either side, and

the game’s a draw, which ought to be satis-
factory to all concerned.”

“But Derwent an’ Cherry——"

“There wasn’t any provision for deciding
the issue by single combat. You-barred that !
out when you made it a mix-up—which went
some way to spoil it, I think. Can’t have it~
both ways, you know.”

“But why couldn’t they have gone on an’
settled it?” snarled Pon. “Our man would
have won. He’s lots fresher.”

“Fresh be hanged, Pon!” said Flip, grin-
ning. “I'm about as fresh as a chap would
be after going through a mangle! = And I
really don’t want any more, thanks! I
wouldn’t admit it, perhaps, only Cherry says
the same thing, so it don’t matter.”

“There’s one useful sort of reason why it
can’t’ go on, Pon,”. .said. the Bounder
smilingly. “If we don’t clear out of here
inside - five- minutes, the tide will pen us in
the cove. As it is, 'T've got a jump to do.
if I'm-to get off with dry feet.” 5
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He jumped as he spoke from the rock on
which he had stood all through the fray,
and landed just clear of the waves that were
coming up round it

“By gad, that's true!” said Ponsonby. But
bis face still wore a scowl as he put on his
upper garments hurriedly.

Up above, the girls were moving away, and
they were in a hurry, too, for they did not
particularly - wish to be -spotted by their
iriends below.

“I'm glad it’s over!” said Marjorie, with
a deep sigh of relief. “And I'm glad no harm
has come of it. I didn’t emjoy it one little
bit, but it wasn’t so bad as I had expected,
because the only boy who hehaved like a
brute was just the one we should all- have
picked cut as the likeliest to, so we were
not ' disappointed in him. And Harry and
Bob and your brother, Flap; yes, and
Merton and Tunstall, too, and the rest of

them—somehow, one doesn’'t think any the)

worse of them for fighting, because they
fought so fairly and without a bit of spite!”

“I didn’'t like it much, either,” confessed
Clara. “But I've a higher opinion of Tun-
stall and the languid Algy than I had. Could
anyone have guessed that they had so mwuch
in them?”

“It will be some time bhefore Flip is able
to bring *them to tea at Clilf House,” re-
marked Phyllis.

“Why?” .asked Marjorie innocently.

“Because, my dear, Miss Primrose wouldn't
at all approve of the state of their faces!
She’d be horrified !”

‘After the Battle.

NDOUBTEDLY Miss Primrose would
not. have looked without horror
upon the faces of the combatants.

Mr. Quelech, Mr. Mobbs, Dr. Locke,

and Dr. Voysey were very unlikely to approve
of them, though all of these gentlemen were
better used to seeing the marks of battle
than was the lady who ruled Cliff House.
. As the Greyfriars and Highcliffe fellows
hurried out of the cove, into which the tide
was now swirling, leaving them: but narrow
passage-way, it was easy®to pick out nine of
the ten warriors from the rest.

Monson was the least marked of the High-
cliffe five; but he had a bruised cheek and a
swollen mouth. Pon bore many marks, and
there was hordly a square inch of his face
that was not painful. Merton and Tunstall
had never before looked as they looked now,
for both were distinctly: lop-sided viewed
from the front. Flip told them that the one
thing for them to do was to keep side by
side, each with his. enlarged side outward—
they happened to have got it one on the left
and the other on the right—when they might
hope to. balance one another. For himself,
he s@id, having got it on both sides about
equally, he had no need for any such dodge.
And, indeed, of all the five Flip had taken
most, though his hurts were net so plain to
view as Ponsonby’s.

Flip and Merton and Tunstall were all quite
cheery. So was Monson, for that matter.
He had got out of it with less pain and
more credit than he h-d expected.

But Pon was very morose. He could hardly
have expected a win; but he seecmed very
dissatisfied with a draw as the result of the
battle.

On the Greyfriars side, the one fellow who
bore no marks was Inky. He had gone out
of the fray early: but that had not heen by
his own wish. Inky was satisfied. He had
a way of thinking that what Wharton did
wasg right.

But Bob Cherry was the only one of the
other four who was at all cheerful.

Bob. had enjoyed himself. He had come
out of the battle with honourable wounds,
after meeting an opponent whom he respected
areatly. It was something more than respect
by this time, indeed; the feeling Bob had
was more like affection. It would take a
oreat deal to persuade Bob that Flip Der-
went was anything short of “one of the
best ” after that afternoon! %

But Johnny Bull limped. growling. He
had had the most wretched luck. That Pen
had not gone down before him rankled with
Johnny. It had heen partly his own fault.
He ought to have hurried things more. But
that was no consolation.

And Frank Nugent, with an aching head
and a battered body. was not best pleased
to think that he was the one of all the Grey-
friars five who had really gone down before
2 Higheliffe man.

°

There was no disgrace in Frank's downfall,
but. he could not feel satisfied about it.

As for Wharton, it was not to. be woendered
at that be was not in his customary spirits,

Most of the Greyfriars crowd made no
secret cof the fact that they considered he
had thrown away victory when it was in his
hands. And Harry himself was not sure they
were wrong. All he knew was that he would
have done the same thing again in the same
circumstances.

A loyal few supported him.
rest were quite bitter.

“Beastly rot, 1 call it!» growled Bulstrode,
whe had felt all along that it was hard he
should be cut of the fray.

“Worse than a ecrime—a blunder!”
Peter Todd, not without sarcasm.

“So you agree that Wharton was wrong,
Todd ?” said the lordly Temple.

“Not at all,” replied Peter coolly.

“But you said so!”

“ Nothing of the sort!»

“Then I can't understand what you mean!»

“I'm not responsible for your understand-
ing—if any,” said Peter.

“You mean to say thateyou think Wharton
was right, Todd?” demanded Skinner.

“I haven't said so.”

“You're a silly idiot!” rapped out Bul-
strode. “I don't believe you know what you
do think!»

“ Thanks, Bulstrode!”

Peter slipped his arm inside Wharton's.
That sort of thing was not much in Peter
Todd’s line, and Harry knew it meant some-
thing, but he did not know what.

“What do you really think, Toddy?” he
asked. For he really cared something for
Peter's judgment—in fact, he cared too much
for opinion generally. It was always one of
Wharton’s weak spots. His pride was high,
and he did what he believed right in defiance
of all who might differ from him. But when
he had done it their differing worried him,
He would bave had every decent fellow sce
things his way.

“You were right and you were wrong,” said
Peter oracularly.

“Can't say I'm much forwarder on that.”

“I'1l explain. You did the decent and
sportsmanlike thing. But it’s a fair question
whether one can afford to do that with
Huns.»

“But the Higheliffe chaps aren't all Huns,
Toddy. Derwent isn't: I don’t consider Tun-
stall and Merton are. I'm not going to say
that Ponsonby and Monson are anything else.
But I'm not complaining about anything they
did in the fight.”

“You might complain of Pon. I don’t think
Pon played up to your chivalric notions, old
scout.”

“Well, T didn’'t ask him to, and I didn't
expect him to. But I don’'t see what else 1
could have done. It’s never been our way to
go for a win by fair means or foul, Toddy.
1f it  can’t be had fairly -it’s not worth
having.”

“Right on the wicket, old chap! But
yBu've got to consider our own Huns—Skinner
and his like.”

“Skinner can

Some of the

said

shout himself black in the
face if he like aid Harry disdainfully. “I
don't care what Skinner thinks! But Bul-
strode and Rake and some of the rest aren’t
Huns. Temple's not a Hun. He plays the
game. Yet they all say I was wrong.”

Peter could not deny it. He put it down
to the inevitable difference of opinion in a
case where rules and the unwritten standards
of fair play conflicted. Peter had a legal
mind, and it was easy for him to consider
things dispassionately. But for Harry Whar-
ton, whose love of fair play aud hatred of all
things mean and cunning were intense, logic
and philosophy were little comfort.

Nevertheless Peter's support comforted him,
And so did the backing of staunch Mark
Linley and the the three Colonials and his
own nearest chums, and the few words, half
mocking though they were, by which the
Bounder showed that he was with him.

Meanwhile among the Higheliffians, as they
took their separate ways, there was also
argument.

“That fellow Field was in a dashed hurry
te blow his whistle, by gad!” growled Pon.

«Jt was all according to the rules, as he
said,” answered Flip. “Field's straight
enough; he’s Australian. Besides, we had to
get out of the cove before the tide came in.”

“yYou'd have had that dashed swanker

NOW OR
SALE.

Cherry licked inside another five minutes,”
said Gadsby. g

Gradsby’s trick had failed, and Gadsby did
not want suspicion aroused about it. So he
spoke to Flip quite civilly—almost in a fawn-
ing manner, indeed.

“Not in another five days, without luck!”
answered Tlip, swinging Cocky’s cage, over
which a coat bad been thrown during the
fray, Flip had not considered further ex-
citement good for Cocky.

“You're better than he i
taking his cue from Gaddy.

“I'm not! Not sure that I'm quite so
good. But thal's not very likely to be proved
now. I'm not keen on fighting Cherry
again.”

“Never say die, Flip!” sang out Cocky.

“ What on earth do you mean, Derwent, by
gad?” asked Pon.

“I mean that I don't see the use of this
continual squabbling with Greyfriars,” replied
Flip deliberately. “They seem a decent
crowd, and those five fellows we met to-day
are all right, every man of them.”

“They're the enemy, dash it all!” snapped
Pon.

“Yes, that's the thing! They're the
enemy+'’ echoed -Gadshy.

“ Absolutely !» said Vavasour, with his
rather vacant grin. ®

“That’s the way to look at it,” Monson
said, just as it had begun to appear that he
had nothing to say on the subject.

But Tunstall and Merton were silent, and
so was Drury; and none of the lesser nuts
spoke up.

“What’s the matter with you chaps, by
gad?” said Pon nastily.

_ “Take too long to tell in detail, old boy,”
Merton replied. “I ain't guite sure that
there isn’t a broken rib.or so in my little lot,
An’. if anythin’, Tun caught it worse than
I did.”

“I don't know about that,” said Tunstall,
smiling wryly. It hurt him to smile with the
face he had, “But if you want'fo know what
I think, Pon, T agree with Flippy—all the
blessed way! We've never got any change
out of scrappin’ with Greyfriars; an’ though
I don't propose to take ‘em to my manly
buzzom an’ hug 'em all separately or together,
I’d as soon be on decent terms with them as
not. Courtenay an’ the Caterpillar get along
with them all serene, an” I can't see why we
shouldn’t.”

“ By Jupiter, you're quite eloquent, Tun!™
said Merton. “I'm not goin’ to speechify
myself—not with this dashed mouth—but
them’s my sentiments, gentlemen—take ‘em
or leave ’em!” : ;

“An’ yours, I suppose, Derwent ?” snapped
Pon.

“Yes; 1 agree,” said Flip.

“Then you're a set of dashed renegades,
an’ I'm dashed well fed up with you, by
gad !”

They had not expected that, and Flip
flushed hotly. He had learned that after-
noon that Pon’s standard of honour was nct
as his. But it could not be said that Pon
had transgressed the rules. Squiff would soon
have brought him to account had he done
that. And Flip still liked Pon, who had done
all he knew how to win his liking.

Flip would have spoken, but Tunstall’s grip
on his arm checked him. Pon, with a glance
of anger and contempt, stalked on. Gadshy
and Vavasour and Monson went with him
The rest, in an undecided way, fell a f
yards to the rear, and the three chums were
left alone.

All three felt that a crisis had come, and
not one knew how it should be metf

“ Give him time, an’ he’ll come round,”
Merton., 7

« An' if he don’t, I guess we three can get
along all serene without that crowd,” Tun-
stall added.

Flip did not answer. His eyes followed Pon
with almost a wistful look in them. The day
was to come when he would learn how false
a friend Cecil Ponsonby was. But as yet the
glamour was still upon him, and hé valued
Pon's friendship.

% gald Vavasour,

said

Making ¥ Up

13 HIS is dashed duli!™ said Tunstall,
yawning. %
“You're right, by Jupiter!”?

replied Merton.
Flip Derwent, the third of the three chums
who inhabited Study No. 6 on the Fourth
Form passage at Highcliffe, laughed.
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“«He's a_slack little rotter.

No.5l0.' U S

He looked up from writing to laugh:

Merton Tounged gracefully in the easy-chair.
Tunstall was seated astride a chair, with a
new toothpick between his teeth, after the
fashion of a groom with a straw. Tunstall
came of a family noted for its love of horse-
flesh, and was himself a bold and
rider.

But Flip was seated at 'the table, scrib-
bling away industriously.

Outside rain came down in torrents. The
trees, fast shedding their leaves now, dripped
wet, and there were runnels in the quad. It
was a particularly cheerless day, and Merton
and Tunstall seemed badly under the weather,

“You chaps are so jolly easily hored,” Flip
remarked,

“Well, what is there for 4 fellow to do, by
Jupiter?” demanded Merton.

“¥You can get on with your lines.
mine,” said Flip. %

“What's the giddy ~use? It's wasted
labour, Mobby don’t really expect u$ to show
them up,” replied Merton. “He only gave
us them as a matter of form, y'know.”

“He'll expect me to show up mine, And he
gave me a double. dose,” said Flip.

He seemed quite cheerful about it.
then Flip was usually cheerful.

“A rare old rotter! He ain't worth a
dump!” came a fourth voice, though there
was no fourth person in-the room,

RBut Cocky was thefe—Flip's cockatoo, who
wag on the very best of terms with all three
of the' juniors, s

“ You're right, old topknot !? said Tunstall.
“Strikes me, Flippy, my son, that Mobby
don’t really leve you.” 2

«] know that well enough,” answered Flip.
“And I don’t want him to. Mobby's a rank
outsider. 1 never guessed till I ecame here
that any master at any school could be such
a erawling worm.” <

« Mistake to let him see what you think
of him, though,” said Merton lazily. 2

< Don’t know that I have. If I have, can’t
Le helped, and I don’t care. You chaps
might shut up now and let a fellow get on.
Yeur conversation ain't cheerful, and it cer-
tainty ain't valuable.” ;

Tunstall pulled his chair up to the table.

41}l .do some of your’ whack, Flippy,” he
raid, taking up a pen.

“ Better get on with your own, old scout.”

“Mohby won't want mine. / He will yours.
You're right there. “He’s twigged that you
in’ Pon have fallen out. That’s what’s done
e

I'm doing

But

“f don't want Pon or anyhody else to stand

“between me and Mobhy,” Flip said.

Merton ‘yawned for about the twentieth
time,

By Jupiter, that hurts!” he said.

“ Arma viromque cano,” murmured Tun-
stall.  « Better stick to- the three or four
lines I know. He won't kick at their bein’
1epeated, I s'pose?”

“(Can’t .answer for Mobby about anything,
but T should say he won’t notice,” Flip said:
What hurts,
Algy 2” :

“Yawnin',” replied Merton.

“PDon’t yawn; then, ass!”

“(an’t help it. 1t is so dashed dull. Look
kere,” I'll do some of those lines, too, by
Jupiter !”

And he drew up to the table.

Yawning is not usually painful. But these
tliree were net in their usual condition. The
faces of Tunstall and Merton were still dis-
tinetly unorthodox in outline, one of them
having thrown out a westerly and the other
an easterly wing as an addition to the main
structure, as Flip said, Flip’s own counten-

“ance was not specially swollen, but it was as

hadly bruised as the physiognomies of his
chums,

It hurt them all to yawn and to talk, and
eéven to eat and drink. As for laughing, none
of them felt greatly tempted to that at
present, The world did not seém "a very
funny place.

Of the five Highcliffe fellows who had
fought the great drawn battle on the sea-
<hiore with the Famous Five of Greyfriars,
culy-Monson minor, who had heat an early

etreat, had escaped without a good deal of

sunishment. And Monson had received more
than he had any liking for. . These three and
¢'vcil Ponsonby, the leader of their party,
ull had faces most unbeautifully diversified
in hue. Mr. Mobbs, their Form-master, could
not fail to notice their condition.

e had allotted three hundred lines each
1o Ponsonby, Merton, Tunstall, and Monson ;

hut to Flip, who must have been the' ring-

leader, according to his version, which was

~wholly .imaginative, he had given six hun-

It sounds like a  double dose, but ‘it
!

dred,

*

skilled

S

Mr. Mohbbs did
show up their
entries in his
two, and then

was in reality much more, for
not. expect the other four to
lines. He would leave the
imposition-book for a week or
write them off as bad debts,

e had no intention, however, of applying
this easy method of bookkeeping to Flip
Derwent, and Flip knew that very welL

All three were scribbling away, and Merton,
who had been scribbling nearly five minutes,
was feeling that the time for a rest drew
nigh, when there came a tap at the door.

“Come in!” sang out Merton.

It was Pon who came in.

_Pon had not addressed a word to any of
the thiree since the fight on Wednesday. It
was now past noon on the Friday.

But it was eyident from Pon’s face that his
visit was -a friendly one. He grinned,
although it hurt-bim to grin, and he clapped
Flip on the back.

“Chuck that game, young-feer-my-lad?!”
he said. «You're not such an ass as to do
lmelsv for Mobby—what! Waste of time, by
gad!”

“ He'll expeet "em,” said Flip, smiling up at

on

Flip had not learned yet what an utter
rotter Cecil Ponsonby 'was. Pon's manners
were quite charming when he chose to make
them so; and never until the day of the fight
had Flip seen anything of his worst side.

“Let him whistle for “em, by gad! I'll see
you through any trouble he makes, old top!”
Pon said. %

“0Oh, I shall do them! Suits me.better not
to be owing Mobby anything. Much obliged
for the offer all the same, old chap.”

.The breach was healed. Merton and Tun-
stall looked at one another, and there was
relief in the face of each. They had not
warited to break with Pon, though they knew
he'was no good to them; and they had quite
definitely made up their minds that they
would not break with Flip Derwent.

“ Well, dashed if you two aren’t a pair of
beauties!” Pon said, looking at. them
critically.

“There's a looking-glass over the mantel-
shelf, Pon,” observed Tunstall pointedly.

“0h, by gad, T know! I'm the worst of the
crowd ; an’ I'm not too sure that my features
are ever comin’ straight again. Can’t be
helped. We weren’t litked, anywiy. That's
to the good. I say, Flip, what's this yarn
about the cockatoo ?”?

COocky put . his’ head aside, and <eemed to
be regarding Pon with no great favour.

“ Deep—deep—deep !”” he murmured.

“Some rotter took Lim and let him loose.
Chucked "the "cage over into the garden at
Cliff House. But the girls found him up on
the downs,” answered Flip. 3

“An’ you fellows, bein’ after the girls,
came upon him. Bit of luck. that!”

“We weren't after the girls, ass! Ts it
likely we’'d have kept the Greyfriars chaps
down there waiting while we pottered round
after girls?”? $

“Don’t get on your ear, Flippy! You
wouldn't, ¥ know; but I ain’t so sure about
Merton an’ Tun, by gad! Who on earth

could have played a trick like that?»™

Pon did not really feel much interest in
Cocky, but he was quite in the dark as to
the plot which Gadsby and Vavasour had
plotted against him. Tt would not have
suited those two that Pon should know.

He talked about Cocky because he counted
upon that as being the surest way to Flip’s
heart. Pon was quite unable to comprehend
Flip's affection for the bird: but he kinew it
was there, and he knew it was shared by
Merton and Tunstall,

“1 don’t know. Wish I did!” said Flip.

“Haven’t - you chaps a mnotion—what??
asked Pon. .
“We don't know either,” said Merton.

“How should we?”

But they had a shrewd suspicion, and they
had already given Gadsby a hint that if he
did not leave Cocky alone in future he would
be hard up against three friends of Cocky’s.
later, by gad!” Pon said. “Glad to see the
old boy’s none the worse.”

“Deep, deep—oh, very ‘deep!” murmured
Cocky.

And Merton and Tunstall thought that
Cocky was right when, next moment, Pon
said :

% Shove those rotten lines out of the way,
you three, an’ have a game of nap!”
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' But Pon was cunning.

«Well, it’s sure to be found out sooner or

A False Step. S

ON’S propesal was not turned down cold
at ‘ence, as it might have been at
ancther time. > S
Tenstall —and Merton
shunning the eard-parties of late, and Flip
had never yet joined in one, though he had'
now and then sat by and watched others
play. ) ,
But no one of the three was fised in any
objection to ecards.  Flip’s objection was
mainly that card games did not interest him.
He had seen little of the results to which

cambling led, and had never peen given -

special warning against it. 2
And he was tired of writing lines, and glad
to make it up with Pon. !
were hored and discontented, and ready to
be tempted. e =
Nzvertheless, Tunstall made a hali-hearted

had  beén s

And the other two -

protest.

I don't mind,” he said.” “But FHppY
here rather bars it.” ;

.“Not he, by -gadi” returned Ponsonby.

“You're no mealy-mouthed Puritany are you,
old scout?” s

“I don’t think I am.  But T hknow 5o
precious little about the game that I shall
only spoil it for you fellows if I join im,” Flip
said.  “It never seemed to me very inter-
esting ; there’s so much chance in it.” =ple

“Plenty of room for skill, too, by cad,” Pon R =4

his

replied, taking a pack of  cards -from
LAY

pocket and beginning to shufile them.
room for coolness an’ nerve. ;
make a tip-top player, Flippy; you've got,
nerve an’ judgment enough, dash it! Another

pack to be had, Algy?” B

Merton produced a pack, and next moment -
Flip, without ever having actually comsented-
ltq play, fouud bimself having cards dealt to
1im.

He did not ecare to draw back then; and,
truth to tell,-he felt no shuddering dread of
the false step he was taking: 1t did not seem
to him a thing of importance.
few shillings, it would make 1o
difference; he had plenty of pocket-money.
Pon and the other two wanted a game, and
he knew that they preferred to-have money
on it.

penny nap to start with—till' Flippy had gob
his hand in,” as he said. SRR
It did not take Flip long to do that. He
had watehed the game hefore, and knew
enough to reed few hints. His judgment was

It “he lost a .
~reals =

|

You ought to -

He suggcﬂ.ed lietlf- ; ‘

cool and good, aud from the first he held his.

own.

*“Might have had a plunge =an’ gone, nap

on that little lot, by gad!” growled Pon, as

Flip raked in the coppers on a safe four.
*“No go! It hadn't an earthly for nap, with

a low ecard of an odd suit for: fifth,” said

Flip. “Tun would bhave smashed me. Plung-
ing ain’t showing judgment; is it, Pon?”

“Youll do—daslied if you won't!” replied -
Pon, smiling. i

Tunstall ‘called nap the next hand,
got it.

“Was that worth it, Flippy?’ Pon asked.

Flip shook his head. .

“It doesn’t seem so to me,” he said. “The
first suit was all right. But the hearts were
weak. Anyone might have had an aee to pub

and

on his king, and a seven for s¢eond card in -

a suit ain’t good enough.”

“But I got it, fathead!” said Tunstall.

“That proves nothing.
have got it, and most times you wouidn't
have.” : e

“Qur novice has got a hetter dashed grip
of the game than you haye already, Tun,”
said Merton. 5

Flip did not care much about the flattery ; but
he was getting far more interested in the
game than he had expected to be. It had
its own fascination, he found: and as yet
there was as little of the gambling element
in that faseination as well' might be. The
coppers in front-of them had silver among -
them. now, for the cards had run his way,
and he had not hanked on his luck and called
over the value of his cards, as hoth Merton
and Tunstall were inclined to do.

As for Pon, his luek was out—as far as the
cards wenb.
much about the eards. Any sum he might
lose at halfpenny nap would not -worry him.
And he reckoned his luck in in another sense.
It had taken some time to get Flip Derwent
into a game of this sort; but it was done
at last, and the next time would find him
easier to persuade, Pon was sure.

He tried another step. A handsome silver
cigarette-case came from his pocket.

“Try one, old secout?” he asked. *“They’re
the best Egyptians,” : s

“Not for me, thanks!” said Flip. “Best or

You oughtn’c to .

L

But- Pon was not thinking very -

P



32 : ‘ N‘ézicthednesday. :

wurst, thcy’d have the same effect ; and it's
not worth it

“Dash it, )ou ean’t bell tlll you’ve tned
‘man!”

“I have tried, and I was,” replied Flip,
grinning_at the memory. = “Horribly! Once
was enough, Pon.” e ¢

“Tam?”

“No, thanks,
lately.”

“Algy? :

“Well; on the whoie, no.
shock Cocky y'koow.”

“Well, I suppose you ain't so dashed strait-
laced that you mind my smokin’ here?”

“I don’t—if Flip don’t,” said Tunstall.

Pon!  I'm Tather off it

Don't want to

“An’ . I dont—if Cocky don’t,” added
Merton.
“Never say die!” shrilled Cocky.
5 & Cocky evidently approves,” observed
on.

“ Deep—deep—deep !” crooned the bird. ¢

Flip made no protest when Pon lighted up.
But he didn’t quite like it. It seemed too.
small a thing to trouble about, however. :

Ten minutes or.so later (:adsby put his
head in-at the door, just as a hand had been
played out. .

“Oh, you're here, by gad, Pon!” he said.
“I’ve"been huntm for you evelvwhere 2%

“Well, you've found -me. now, an’- you
needn’t have hunted quite ever vwhcre before
you looked in here, either,” said Pon. “Am
I wanted?”

“Yes! Better come a]ong at once, too; lt s
important !”

Gadsby had not spokcn to the other three
yet. . He sniffed before he did so.

“Thou;zht you saintly bounders had chucked
all that!” he remarked, in a tone that put
Tunstall’ s back up at once.

“Go -an’. do. your- thmkm snmewhem else !”
Tunstall ~ snapped. “It ~ain’t - wholcsomc
cenough for this study, my tulip!”

(xadaby Iooked hard ‘at ’lunstall, and read
somegmnn in his efes.” There had never been
any “close friendship between 'those ‘two,* and
now it was.apparent to: (zadsb) that TunstdIL
counted him an enemy.

Had "hée found out the truth about Covky B
disappearance?.- Had -he told Derwent? \Iore
important still—had he told Pon? - 2

A quarrel ‘with” Pon would have troubled
Gadsby far more than one ‘with Flip. boonex

’euvelope please:

THE GEM LIBRARY; :

or later there were bound to be open hoﬂ-
tilities between Gadsby and the new fellow.
When that time came Gaddy wanted Pon’s
weight on his own side.

No, he did not think Tunstall bad told .my-
thing. Probably he knew nothing—he merely
sucpected

“You chaps don't mind my goin’, 1 take it?”
said Pon, in his most agreeable manner. “I'm
not levantin’ with any of your cash. Matter
of fact, I'm five bob or so down. No need
for you to _stop, v'know; bu* I must cut.”

He threw his cigarette- énd invo the fender,
and lounged .out.

The game stopped at once. The chums of
Study No. 6 had little inclination for it mth-
out Pon.

“I've been winning, it seems,”
plckmg up his cash.

“Yaas—but don’t let it get into your head,
kid,” drawled Merton.

“It isn’t likely to.
game than I thought,” Fllp replied.
will do for pea-nuts for

“Phil-ip! Cocky wants a pea-nut! Poor old
Cocky ! Poor, forlorn, old Cocky !” spoke the
voigce from- the cage. - 5

“It’s rather rot,” Tunstall said.

He might have said more if Merton had
not been there. Somehow, it had not particu-
larly pleased Tunstall to see Flip join in the
game so readily. at Pon’s request. . Tunstall
did not want Flip changed—he liked him-well
as he was. But he cou[d not preach beforé
Merton; even -if- he could -have preached at
all: so he 'said no more.-

There came a time when he wished that ho
had spoken out then. -

But would it have been of any nqn? th,
level headed enough “as he was about most
things, had a good deal nf self-will and faith
in himself.

(To, be contuzued nexb week)
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- “NOTIEES:

x Leagues, Magaznes, etc
al\er, 7, Harborne® Road,” Beech YLanes,
Bnrmmoh m, -wants members - for , GEM and
‘”\Iaguet Tewue btdmped and addressed

said Flip,

But there's more in the
“This

——

One Penny.
Albert E. Thomas, 11, Postern, Brecon, .
would be glad to contribute stories or

sketches to amateur magazine,

Regal Correspondence and Exchange Club
wants mere members. Stamped and addresscd
envelope, please.—J. R. Graham, 37, Cherm-
side Road, Aighurth, Liverpool.

Miss Cora Mayor, 14, Station Parade, Ports-
mouth, ’.[odmorden,’wantb readers for an
amateur magazine to .be circulated "among
girls. © Specimen copy, 1id.

Members wanted for the TUnited Iun"dom
Companion Papers Club, fortnightly “maga-
zine to_ be ‘run.—H. Cooper G.C., 9, Pike
Street, off Wharf Street, Leicester.
~ Club forining for purpose of exchanging
back numbers-of GEM and ‘ Magnet.”
thousand members wanted at once. Write
‘GEM_and ‘‘ Magnet’ Exchange, 5, Stanley
Grove, Blackpool.

Members wanted for a correspondence
club.—S. Mylne, 12, Eldon Street, Sheffield.

Basil G. Cox, Ixemlvsorth Poplar Grove,
Rugby, wants members for (,onﬁdentxal Code
Club in support of GEM and ’* Magnet,” with
other features

S. R. Hoare, 76, Dunlace Road, Clapton,
E.5, wants to start a book club. Stamped
and addressed envelope, please.

8. Mitchell, 48, Crosscliffe Street, Moss
Side, ~ Mdncheﬂter will send a copy of his
amateur magazine for 1id.

G. Oliver, 5, Barry Avenue, Stamford Hill,
INEE would like to hear from’ readers who want
to joina GEM and £ Magnet ~ Club.

- Boys and girls “anted as members of GEM
dnd “ Magnet Club —R. Taylor, 62, Belmont,

“Park l\oad E. 10. -

-Roy.* Bennett, 22 Rodthorpe Road Horfield,
Bristol, would like ‘to.hear from other readers
mterested in “story-writing. ...

Archie McNeill, Union Bank, Greenock will
send -- specimen - copy of prmted amateu;
Joumal for 11d.

Cyril = C. li.unes, 56, Strathcom Road, "
LlaCa!‘d Cheshire, = wanfs  readers to join
Mersey Corre~pondence Exchange. - Readers in
the ~ East ishould. write "to . Wm. 8. Birney,
Ripon “House, 22, Ripon Lane, ~Middlefiat,
Calcutta; * India. "ﬂ'tumped and afdressed
(melope please, :

F.-Steer, "199, Albert Hoad Peckh‘\m S.E.,
wants - readers - for -his , sports “and hobbies
paper ; also stories. Specimen copy, 11d,
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For Next Wednesday- X
“RATTY’S LEGACY!” it
“By Martin Clifford, *~ - -}
Mr.
House, is not* a - popuiar character. 1t is’a
fair question whether he or Mr. Selby is miost
thoroughly disliked. - On “the “whole, I thifik
Ratty has it. His scope.for being \mpleasant
is wider than that of the Third. Form master.
Ratty is not the hero of next week’s enter-
taining story, but he figures largely in it. ' I
am not sure that it has a hero.” Baggy? Noj;
10 one ‘on -earth could take Baggy as a hero!
Grundy? II'm! .Not quite so imps sle~But
- though old - Grundv means well; ‘as _usual, he
can hardly be said to play a’ hero’s part
Levison? . Well, no..” What he does is bold
enough, but 'it' would ‘be a - misnoier to
describe- it _as heroic.
bxmpl\ms, whom you bave not met before, 'is
amusing, it would not- do to (_ld.ks hnn among
the heroes. i
lou will lxke tlus ctors 1 feel sure.

ABOUT THE SAQEM.”

Some of -you may . have wondered why I
cffered yourmy good wishes last week, a long
way -ahead of Christmas, ‘and a week bvforc
our Christmas Number. »

T had a reason. - There was a little space to
spare then, and good wishes are never out of
plaee ; and I- wanted.all the room I could
contrive in this number to tell you something
about the history of your f(nolmtc paper. 1
have not space even now. to ‘go much into

detail, but what I can find room for will, I
know, be read with keen interest by many
thousands of boys and girls.

The GEM is nearly eleven years old. That

does not correspond with the numbering, you
may tell me, as the present issue is only 510.
But 1 am right for all that, as you will see
£001L.

The first volume of our paper lies beside me
as I write, and I can well remember buying
the first numhér—at Shoreham- by-Sea. 1 was
not at the Fleetway House in those days.

N

-would be the Saturday; it was out on the

Ratcliff, the Housemaster of the New |

-Blake and -Herries. and Digby, and Figgy &

-Pete you will he on the, track.

And though Mr. Silas,

< The Editor’s Chat. -

T} e date of \o 1is Mar( h 16th, 1907. That
14th, Thursday being publishing day then.
-There was mo St.” Jim!s story in it. The
St. Jim’s yarns were then appearing at fre-
quent intervals in « l’lucl\ But Tom Merry
wds not in them.” Gussy was, and so were
Co. ..and Kildare, and some old
favourites. =

~The long compl ote story in \o 1 was an
adventure yarn with the title « Scuttled.”? TIts
author -was Mr.- Lewis Bird. . The serial was'a
school story, . “Stormpoint,” by Maurice
Mérriman. who was—I must not divulge
sécrets, but if: you think of Jack, Sam, and

_more

£°0n the.Trail of the Grizzly,” by Nat Bavr,
appmrcd in Ne: 2. -In No. 3 Tom Merry made
his how—but not -at-St. Jim’s. . When Tom
came along in his dark blue velvet suit and
his nicely-tied bow, very polite, and altogether
rather-soft, it was to Clavering that he came.

Mr. Railton was at Clavering.  He was the
school’'s Head.” Herr Schneider was there.
Manners and Lowther.and-Gore were there.

No. 4 had another of Lewis Bird's yarns in
it—% A Secret Quest.”- In No. 5 Tom Merry
reappeared—« Troublesome Tom » .was .the
title. No. 6 contained “ A Britisher's Pluck,”
by Brian Kingston. In No. 7. was € Qur CAp-
tain,” another Tom WIerr, yarn. But No.
was “The Night Rider,” a Buffalo Bill b’t,oq
by Mark Glover. With the next number we
had Tom- \Ierrv again—“Tom Merry on the
War-path.”  No, 10 was « Treasure Trove,” by
Lewis Bird. -But frem- No. 11- onwards there
was no break in the Tom Merry stories. . By
this time it had become plain that they were
what most of the readers wanted; and what
most readers want is just what an editor
tries to discover.

No. 11 was “Tom Merry at St.
Fatty Wynn figured in it prominently.
next story was “The Terrible Three.”

But, though it might be interesting, no
complete list of the hundreds of finé yarns

Jim's.®
The

“the printers,” and the one just before that

can possibly bé given here. I can only note

in pqmnﬂ a few items. Thus: Ferrers Locke

appeared on the seene in No. 16, the title of

which was ©On the Trail.” No. 21 was & The
Triple Alliance,” and in it the Terrible Three,
the chums of No. 8, and Figgins & Co. joined
hands and forces for the first time. In spite
of many a raid and many a bickering that
alliance has held,

No. 26 was “The Smart Set of St. Jim's,”
with Gore as their leader. No. 31 had the °
alluring title of “The Nine Detectives.” No.
33 was “Tom Merry's Weekly.” No. 37 was
the first Lhmtmas Number—* Tom Merry's
Christma No, 42 was that famous stor}.
“Figgins' - Fig-Pudding.” It takes a genius
like Mr. Clifford to weave a great yarn round
a pudding—but he did it, and he could do it
again!

No. 49 VH’{s-\O 1' No. 1, New Series, that
is. The GEM became a penny paper when the .
“ Magnet » started at a halfpenny, and it was
deemed best to bring the numbers into line.
It certainly was a convenient dodge from the
Editor’s point of view; and probably that was
what the Editor was thinking about. - 1 only
have to remember one number for eich week,
instead of two numbers; but it is not re: \Hv
one and two, you, know; it's more like four
and eight. - There is the issue T am sending to
, of
which the proofs are coming along; and the
one after the next, which is-being illustrated ;
and sometimes the one hefore the last, which

may still-need some slight xectxﬁcahon after
the proofs haye been passed.

But. this will - have to become a =erml I
perceive. I havé no room for more now, and
T know you will not be “satisfied with this
fragment. So look out for more next weck!
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