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CHAT AB’@JT ST. JIM’S AND GREYFR]ARS :

‘There will be a great demand for next
week's issue of the GEm LIBRARY, s0
1 feel it is my duty to warn all readers
1o register their onder at the newsagent’s
without further defay. Tt has already
heen made known to you that our magm-
tient wow serial, *"What Have You
Against Me:” starts in ihis feswe. It will

be entively your own fault if you fal
to obtaim a copy, and read the opeming
instahuent of this wonderful new story.
1t it penned by one of the firest authors
of th

day, am} hike atl.bis other magni-
stories, is bound to prove one of
ord-breaking variety. An advance
quite enough to insure for youa
vopy of this bumper namber of the Gex
Linrary.

In addition to ihe above, there is to be
an extra grand loug complete story of
the chums of St. Jim’s. This magnificent
long story of the rousing adventures of
Tom Merry & Co., enlirlod‘
Against 8t, Jim's.” i
thronghont.  In this exciting yarn a
elaim 1s made for the ccnipﬁtmn of the

House, in frustrating the knavish tricks
‘of the clainmnte, leads them both inic

very sirange circumstances. This story.

brings fresh interest in every line, so
make sure of your being a certain reader
of this splendid yarn by "asking your
newsagent to reserve you a copy of next
week’s issue of the GEM LIBRARY.
Many letters of disappointnient reach me
from readers who have left tneir order
until the last minute. arut have had to
leave the newsagent’s zhop with the
words “ Sold ont !” ¢ .ymng m iheir ears.

tally * 4, tally-ho!”  Asthe
- ais hounds, 50 is your
Editor’s ery t+ syuu.  Erpest Levison,
who hes now wen missing for the pnst
few weeks, b .« been sighted in Brighton.,
Can it I+ possible? His trackers are
hastening here at full speed mow with
the ness. You shall know soon!

“Tally-ho,
huntsman's ¢

P.-e. Crump was not among the
hrm kers, althcmgh our worthy * copper ™
boiled over in the excitement.

e

A Free Holiday al the Seaside is being
paid for by ihe “Boys’ Herald 7 in a
new and easy competition. This magni-
ficent offer is within the reach of you all,
-and only requires two or three mifffites
of eareful study. All that has to be done
to provide money to cover all expemses
for a real fine holiday by the sea # to
solve six easy picture-puzzies denoting
well-known railvaysiations. Each of
the stations selected are thoss picked
from a Bradshaw's Railway Guide. It
you are not lucky enough to win the first:
big prize, you may be the lucky recipient
of one of the many other handsome
moncy prizes. In addition to this, there
are a number of Tuck Hampers awarded.
Many letters have been received from
readers who have already won onme of
these delicious hampers of tuck. Well,
the same chances are open to you. All
you have to do is to get a copy of this
week's “Boys' Herald,” end read the
full particulars, and you will at once
start to work to wm’ one for yourself.

old school. The cuteness of Tom Merry, What a relief to know that the popular | You'll regret it if you don’t act “right

together with Fruncis Kerr of the New | Emest iz quile safe, after all! now."”
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2 Jni's ENTHCSIAST 7
(Blackburn).—Yon are quite right in
what vou =ay, my frie Mr. Martin
Clifford is. in adl pm’bnblhty one of the
most rapid writers in existence. He com-
meneed storics in the Gew in 1907, and,
1 her with Backwood siories, has
written well over twenty million words.
1 can recollent one Rugby match being
played ar St. Jim's.  Kildere received
a challenge, and collected together a
tean, frem e&el‘v ¥orm in the school.
When  read lax it ran something
Itke rhis: erry, Gussy, Lefevre,
Ialday l)udlev 'Wnlly D \rry Herries,
Keve, Darrel, Baker, Lowther, Figgins,
\iwum I, Ja-k Blake and Fatty Wynn.
d Jput one of the rotters in

for you.

‘A Lovar St

“A Gimre
(Feicestor),.—Despite

Lover oF Jack BLAxg’
ihe difference in
height, and weight, I should say
Arcy myinor 35 a betier boxer than
terald Crooke. It is mot im-
ble thet Ferrers Locke might come

and solve a’ case. orge
Darrance’s father is still in the Navy. 1
can't toll what ship he is on at present.
No doubt swimming stories, including
your favourite character, will appear
during the summer,

ape,
that D

A Mobeas Toupoy ° {Glasgow).—
Hammond and Frayne are about the
only twa boys at St. Jim's whe speak
Corkney. The others, with the possible
exception of Trimble ancl Grundy, never
drop their *haitches,” and usually spesk
King's Buglish. I think Gussy is Lked
by nearly all my r ers. Your sketch
1= very good of @ Russian anarchist, but
1 sal‘“ no resemblance in it to ﬂubrey
Racke!

Tre Koxkerer ”' (Hastings).—
hali-sister is about eizhieen
No. 696,

“ BiLL,
Racke's
Tue Gem LrBRARY.—

years old. 1 cannot promise to bring a
boy named William Buackingham to St.
Jim's just yet. So you consider the
portrait of Flarry Noble a one.
Others which have been proclaimed as
exceptionally fine are, Jack Blake, Dr.
Holmes. and Cardew. Baggy Trimble
was really very funny. Do you think the
boss ended their barring-out too quickly?
The reason was, becauze it proved
quickly siaceessful, and justice was done
10 Dr. Holmes. Wildrake is a splendid
chavacter. 1 am glad yon like him,

“ A Brackpoor Crcu 7 (Blackpool).—
T will endeavour to pubii&h the plans of

the interior of St. Jim’s as soom as
possible. Chemistry is taught in the
New House. Thanks very much (m

obtaining four new readersi Don’t
get to show them the * Boys’ Herald,” as
well. -

“A Xegw ReEapEr” (Croydon) com-
menced with the Cardew Number, and
the following week took up the * Boys®
Herald.” He has given it his staunch
support ever since, Many thanks, chum!
T welcome you to our ranks, determined
to stick firmly (o our papers.

“A  Srtaxparp Forr SOPPORTER 7
(Reading).—8o you read the serial, “ The
Invisible Hand,” in the GEM, and the
week after it commenced, your local
film manager booked it to appear, thus
enabling you to follow it closely on the
silver screen and iake vour time over
the story when you chose. Lucky chap!

Pre. R. Gunrorp (Hounslow).—
George Herries takes size 9 in boots,
D’Arcy minor has a_shacgy dog named
Pongo. erhups Trimble senior will
blow in one day. [ agree that his coming
niong ought to be guite funny. Blake
is the Fourth’s crack footer man. Glad

A
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to hear your bmther is still interested in
the Gexl and * Boys’ Herald.” Natur-
a'lly, we all know mere about a fellow
cimpole or Trimble than we do
nbnut French or Lorne. They can’t_all
be in the limelight! The reason Mur.
Martin Clifford does not intreduce new
characters more frequently is because be
has aiready so many to deal with.

“BoeeEp -Ham’ {Burnley). — You
want mare mformat!on of Cousin Ethel,
Doris Levison, Marie Rivers, Sglvia
Carr, and Racke’s sister given in the
stories Well _we give a pretty fair
guantity in  Jo¥'s Gossip and other
odd places, don't we? And, you musin’t
forget, boys soon make objections when
they think there is too much. Tom
Merry brought Joe Frayne to St. Jim's.
I am very glad to hear you are formlng
a girl-readers’ GEmM club.  Write and
Icl me know how it progresses.

“A G ofF Grascow 7 writes: “In
this week’s GeEm (which is a gem), I
read what that boy reader said about
gitls, He says we spoil everything with
our _stupid ways. I should like to have
a felv words with that young gentleman,
and I bet you he would slink away with
his tail between his legs! If girls are
stupid, so ave boys, and I can tell you
that maybe I and seme other girls up
our way could knock spots off some of
them, and teach them how to play footer
and cvicket. You were quite right when
wou said he was hard on us. Some girls

didn’t “‘spoil everytbing ¥ during the
war, did they? No; in fact, they helped
to win it. And since then they have

come up to any man's level—ay, and sur-
passed it. I am a girl—from
the same city as the great Blake—and T
am sure Mr, Editor, that you will agree
with me as to one having a right to
stick" up for’ one’s own bex,”
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A Magnificent New, Long Complete Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's,
MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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. CHAPTER 1.

Trouble for Wally !
5 PEN this door at once !

O Mr, Selby, the master of the
Third Form at §t. Jim’s,
thumped at the closed door of

Sundy No. 6. But there was no reply.
Once again Mr. Selby thumped, getting
wore and more annoyed at each thump.

He was not at the best of times a
ant-tempered gamlomn and now
e was enraged his face began to
red.

- Thump, thump !

In the Third Form his red nose was
a known danger-signal, and Wally D’Arcy
& Co. took care to avoid trouble. They
wera not always fortunate. At the
present moment Mr. Selby was in search
of Wally D’Arcy, that young gentleman
being wanted for purposes of chastise

1ant.
i Wally was dissroelly mising.

In search of him Mr. Selby had come
to Hbudy No. 6, habited by Jack Blake,
Herries, Digh}, and Arthor Augustus
D'Arcy, Wally's elder brother, for it
wus not unlikely that Wally should seck
r('f:l:{o in his major's study.

0! What the dickens——"

Jack Blake, as he came strolling alon)
the Fourth Form paseage, whistled witl
amazement. It certainly was peculiar

ple
lh;n

to see a stately Form-master thumping
en the door of a junior study.

Dighy
him, ulso
tions,

and Herries, who were with
gave vent to startled exelama-

and  Arthur Augustus D'Arcy

Atirao md
had opened

1‘1 the noise, several.juniors
eir study deors and come
into the passage. C’nrduw Levison, and
Clive, from tudy 9, blinked in
amazement, and lockcd ‘to the chums of
Study No. 6 for explanation. But Jack
Biake was just as puzzled as they.
Who—swho is in here!”

As he heard the approaching footsteps
the master of the '[%\rd Form Lurned
round and glared questioningly at the
three chums,

Jack Blake shook his curly head.

“Blessed #f I know, sir!” he said.
“Thers shouldn't be anyonc. There are
only the four of us share the study, and
we'ro all here.”

Mr. Selby bestowed on the swell of
B, Jim's a Pmekratmg glar

1 Arcy,” he said stetuly, “whero is
Four brot er2”

Aﬂhm Augustus gave a slight start.

“Wally 2" he exclaimed.  “Bai Jove!
T haven't the faintest ideab, sir, where

the young hnundu'h is!

im 7"
Mr. ScU.v trembled.
“Boy! Fool!" he snapped. “Should
I be mquiring for him if I did not
wiro him?  Don’t bandy words! 1
believe you sre concealing g\m R
Arthur Augustus turned slightly red.
He did nol care o be addressed in that
manner, but he swallowed his self-respect
and held his tongue,
*Turn out your pockeis,’
Cardew in a sibilant
Ihcm was a slight laugh.
“D’Arcy,” snapped the Form-master,
“I command you to oven this door at
once !
The swell of 8t. Jim's, with tight lips,
stepped forward. He would not have
been surprised to find ihat his young

Do you want

whispered
whisper.  And

brother was really concealed in the
study. Wally was a cheerful youth, and
the worry of Mr, Belby’s life. But

Mr. Selby never knew when to stop
in the pumshment department, and more
than once gone too far. Arthur
Augustus |hursfcre felt a slight repug
vance at having to place his younger
brother in the none Mo tender hands
of the master of the

But he had no uption. He rattled
the handle of the door and pushed. The
door did not budge

“Bai Jove!"” he gasped. “The
w! etchvd thing's locked 1™

course !” snapped Mr, Selby

“Do wyou think I would stand here

knockmg if it had not been locked?"
“Bai Jove! You know, I mnew
thoucht of that, sir!”

“Well, unlock it, dolt!”

Jack Blake stepped forward.

“Tt must loc! on the inside, ur.
he said. *None of us have, lncked it.”
He turned to his chums. *Have any
of you chaps locked the dunr”’ he ask

Horries, Digby, and D’Arcy shook
their heads. But George Herries looked
rather concerned. He knew that in
that study was his pet, Towser, a
large bulldog. Towser was not exactly
vopular in  Study No. 6, but for
Herries’ sake he was tolerated. Of
courss, Towser should not have been
in the study. His place was in the
kennel. ~And  Herries trembled lest
Towser should growd, and so reveal his
presence to the Form-master.

““This door must be opened!”
snnpped hln Selby, after a slight
P clieve this is a plot—a

e eracy on the part of you lnds to
keep young D'Arcy from justice !’
His small eyes glittered angriiy

through his spectacles.

“You havo no right (o say tha
retorted Herries rather heatedly,
lef tho ntudy open "

“Silence! If yon do not produce lhe
key T shall order the doer to be broken
down 1"

The chums of Study No. 6 lonked
from one to the other helplestly, and
there were murmurs of excitement
among the crowd of Fourth-Formers in
the passage.

“Better give up the key, Blake”
erad Levison,
as!"” gruoted Blake. *The kep's

on the inside. We haven’t got it. You
can soe if you look through the keyholo.”

For a bricf moment there was a
silence.  Mr. Selby st undecided
what to do. Then he spoke.

“1 shall give the wretched Loy are
last chanco!” he said angrily. *1f ho
does not open the door I shall order ik
to be broken down! 1 am convinced
that he is in there!”

Ho raised his hand and thumped
:mml§ on the dom'

Arcy mmur ' ho said sternly and
peremptorily, “open the door at once!”

There was no reply, and the crowd of
juniors bega“ to smile.

“Now for the giddy circus!” chuckled
Kerruish, And tqwra wvers many grins.

Mr. Belby turned round on the crowd.
i ““Boys,” he said, “help me open this
door 1"

He grasped the handlo and leant all
his weight z\gmmt the panels. Jack
Blake winked at the crowd, and leant
his weight, too. In an instant the whola
crowd followed suit. One on the other
they leant against tho door. Unfor-
tunately for Mr. Selby, he was under-
noaf

“Bc:;.‘a, stand  back!” he
“Ugh! Blake—Dighy !

But the juniors uald nothing ; they
leaned on Mr, Selby, and Mr. Selby
leaned on the door. 1t was not aur-
prising that the look began to give.

“You're nquafbjng mn*’ Mr. Selby
almost shrieked. L off 177

o sir,” said Blake ro-

t's ul rx ht,
aasunngly he door s giving way."
reéalk !

panfed.

The door was certainly giving way. It
creaked ominiously. And, as it did so,
B]nke gave a shout :

eave !

One last heave the whole crowrd gave,
and then—-

Crash !

Mr, Selby and the door flew into the
room, with a he-ﬂg of juniors on ltop.
Hurriedly the juniora jumped to lhelr

Tug Gy Lisrary.—No. 6
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4 Another

feel. None were eager to bo the last
on the floor with the master., Soon
Mr. Sclby was left alone on his knees
in the study, the door open by his side,
and behind him a crowd of juniors
convulsed with mirth.

But their mirth soon gave way to sur-

rise. Mr. Seclby remamed as he had
})nllen, and stared. Jack Blake gave a
thout of amazement.

“The study! My hat!
pened !

* Bai Jove !

““Wrecked 17 ’

There was no doubt at all about it.
Study No. 6 wasz wrecked. Completely
and undoubiedly wrecked. The curiains
lay in torn shreds on the floor; the table-
eloth, a present from Digby's Tucle
James, lay on the floor, tom and uiteily
ruined. The bookcase reclined ungruce:
fully on its side, having shed its learned
contents ull over the carper, oue corner
of which had been ripped up. And in
one corner of the room lay a heap of
hoxes, ripped open, from which protruded
ties and waisteoats. By their side lay o
pair of elegantly cut frousers.

In the midst of this ruin sat a huge
bulldog, gnawing what had at one time
been a well-shaped top-hat.

“Arihur Augustus D'Arey, as he saw
this, gave a shrick, and darted forwa

What's hap-

rey,

“AMy hat!” gasped Blake. with unin-
tentional humour. It was truly not in-
tentional, for Blake at that moment was
feeling anything but humorcus.

As Arthur Augustus darted forward
the bulldog growled, and the swell of St.
Jim's stepped r;nickﬁy backwards.,

AMr. Sclby backed away, too. e was
frightened of bulldegs.

'f'o\\'s.-,‘r looked ab the master and
growled.

“Ow! Keep him off!" gasped 3Mr.

Belby, “Take him away !
Ierries made a movement to go for-
ward, but Towser was in the way. Mr.
Selby stepped round the table to avoid
tha dog. Angd Towser, now thoroughly
suspicious, followed him rvound,

“Take him away !” shrieked Mr, Selby.
“Call him off ! Oh ™

Herries ran into the study, and did his
besi to cateh his favourite: but Towser
had no desire whatever to he caught just
then. He followed Mr. Selby round the
study, growling.

The master sprang on to the table, and
blinked through his speciacles at. the bull-
dog, who placed his fromt paws on the
table-edge. The perspiration stood ont
on the master’s brow.

“Herries, take him away ! he called
fearfully.

eiries placed a large hand on the
dlog’s collar, and almost at once Towser
simmeved down. Herries” face wore o
very worried frown. He could not in
the least understand this new departure
eii the patt of Towser, for the hulldog
was not usually destru

* Lie down, old boy [
doggy 17

Very gingerly the master of the Third
ot down from the table amidst chuckles
from the delighted juniors in the passage.

When at last he was safe on the flaor,
he gave the unforiunate owner of Towser
a perfectly ferocious glare. -

“You will hear more of this, Herries "
Lo snapped.

In the excitement he had completely

forgotten D' Avey minor, which was just
23 well, for Mr, Selby in his present mood
would not have been the embodiment of
Justice, -
* He pushed his wey thrsugh the erowd
of grinning juniors, and, very red in the
face, hurried along to his voom. Leav-
ing behind him a turmeil of ralk and
domestic wproar,

Tree GEM Lisrart.—XNo. 696,
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he said, “Good
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CHAPTER 2.
Selby is Ratty !
“ ERRIES, you ass

H “Herries, you  silly

chump !#

Blake, Dighy, and D'Arcy
glared in righteous indignation at their
chum. _They came into the study, and
Blake shnt the door on the crowd that
was outside, For it was a **family ”
matter.

*What did you want to leave Towser
in here for 7 asked Blake. * You might
have known he’d spoil the place |”*

“How should know demanded
Herries rather uncomfortably. ' You
kunow what a good dog Towser iz as a
rule.”

“ Rats " snapped Dighy.

“Yaas, wathah, wats!* suiffed Avthur
Augustus D’Arey. I eutiahly agwee
with Digbay. Towsah has no wespect
whatevah foah a fellow’s twousahs.”

it snapped Herries.

“T uttahly wefuse to shut up! I have

told you often, Hewwies, what a wotten,
vicious dog Towsah is—-"
‘Towser’s not vicious
clutching his pet. * Naturally, he growls
when you come mear him, Besides,
wouldn’t you growl if veu had a lot of
cackling asses come bargin’ in?"

“I ghould uttahly wefuse to gwowl
under any conditions whatevah, ~ deah
boy,” said the swell of 8t Jim's stifly.

Hervies stroked Towser's ear, and
looked down affectionately at his pet.
In Herrics’ eyes, Towser had never, and
could never have done wrong.

Digby glanced sadly at the ruined
table-cover, Blake eved the curtains with
dismay, and Avthnr Augnstus was on his
knees beside his hat-boxes. Onee those
boxes had contained hats. But Towser
had soon altered that. The once glossy
toppeis, the pride of the elegaut junior,
were now unwearable. And all through
Towser. That is what the juniors felt.

Of course, it was Herries fault!  He
should not have left the dog alone in the
study. He might have known that the
bulldog would become restive. It was
the upraised corner of the cavpet that had
kart tha domr shut,

“Pceor old Towsy I" murmured Herries,

“Poor old curtains!” sniffed Blake.
“Where are we going to get any more
curtains? Gussy's spent his liver, and I
haven't a penny. We can’t expect
Digby's Uncle James to fish out for a
new sel of curtains—-"

“He'd want to know what had hap-
pened to the tablecloth,” grunted Dighy.
T always said Towser was expensiv

“Well, all dogs are frolicsome,” said
Ierries, feeling bound to exense his pet.

“I'll give him frolicsome!” grunted
Blake wrathfully. *“Why, you're not
even lickin® him! [Tow ean o dog learn
to—"

“Lick Towser!” shouted Herges.
“Go and eat coke !

He drew the dog nearer, and glared at
the waslike Blake.” Jack Blake, not with-
out reason, was feeling distinetly an-
noyed. For the curtains and tablecloths
were just new, and to replace them would
absorly all the pocket-money of the Co.
for many weeks to come, If it had been
caused through a House raid there would
at least have been some form of satisfac-
tion. But Towser!

Blake glared at Herries, and Herrjes
glaved back. Towser blinked n%st Blake
wonderingly, He ited trouble.

“You keep off Towser,”
aggressively. *“If you toue
touch you !

Blake stood theve irresolute for a
minute, then he tossed down the ruler
with a laugh.

“Not much good

said Herries
Towser, I'll

crying  over spilt

said Flerries,”

milk.” he said, rather shortly. “Tut I
think you ought to lick that

“Hear, hear!” said Digby. *“But
Arthur Augustus made no sound. Ie
was engrossed in his hats,

“'What do you think, Gussy?” acked
Dighy hotly. "But D’Arcy rewained like
a Sphinx,

“Gussy 17 »

“Eh?"”

The swell of 8t, Jim’s looked round at
his chums. His face wore an exceedingly
troubled expression, and there was an
angry light in his eyes—a light his chums
had never seen there hefore. As a 1ule
Arthur Augustus was the glass of fashion
and the mould of form, and, apart from
being the obseirved of all observers, he
was simply Chesterfieldian in manner-.
But now he looked aungry, worried, and
almost Hunnish,

“It's wouten!™ he said ab last, almost
tearfully,

“Joliy  yotten!
“These curtain-—-"
. “Oh, blow the eurtains!” said D'Arcy
irritably.  “TLook at my twousahs, and
my toppah’s; they've wuined ! Oh deal "

“I say!” exclaimed Dighy, * They
certainly are a mess!” -

“Bai Jove! Towsah ought to be jolly
well killed ¢

The swell of $t. Jim's sprang to his
feet, and glared angrily at Her
George Herries, 1:u15e:1 awd
returned the look. He had never before
seen that angry look in his chum's eye,
and he hardly knew what 10 say.

*“ What's lfw marter, Gussy:"” aked
Blake, greatly surprised,

“Mattah? Oh, nothin® —nothin' at all,
deah boy! Only all my hats have been
wuined, and my best twousahs torn!”

* Well, you shouldu’t keep them in the
study,” said Herries ohstinately, deters
wined to prove Towser in the right.

“Don't be an_ass, Merries!” ex-
claimed Blake. " You know you’re only
talking rot. If Gussy cares to keep his
toppers in the study, he can.”

“Well, I've told him that Towser
might happen to bite them.”

““Towser has no business in the study
at all ! snapped Dighy. “You know
that, Hervies, If the Head heard of it
there’d be trouble. 1 expect there wili ba
now, from Selby.”

“Yes. He won't swallow the scenn
here this eveaing without a row,” said
Blake serious!

“1 don't cave,” said Herries, “Ang-
way, if yau cha hadn't left things
ubout there wouldn’t have been anything
to bite.”?

“Oh!" retorted Blake sarcasticaliy.
“ And what were we to do with the cur-
tains? Hide them?  And where were
we to hide the tablecloth, too?"”

“Blessed if T can see what on earth yeu
wanted the dog heve for at all,” grunted
Dighy. *“He's all right in a kennel,
That's the proper place for a dop.
They're warm aud comfortable,” ’

“How would you like a kennel, if
they're so warm and comfortable?” zeked
Herries warmly.

*“I'm not a dog.”

“ Besides,” struck in 1’ Arey. **that has
nothin’ whatevah to do with the muztah.
Towsah is a wotten animal, and he has
o wespect for a fellow’s twousahs. He'\d
much bettah be kept right outside the
school, where he can’v hurt :m:;-v.hinz,
Hewwies knows that, only he’s oo
obstinate to admiy it.”

“No, I'm not. I don't believe i+,”
answered Herries roughly,  “T'm fed up
with your jaw! DMaking a fuss about
nothug.”

* Nothin'! i
toppahs——"

giunted  Blake.

Look at my twousah
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* And the tablecloth—"

* And the curtains !"

“QOb, rats!”

George Herries slipped off the table,

and, taking his four-footed friend by the
collar, he left the study. The passage
was now deserted, the other juniors
baving lost interest in the affair, now
that the master had vanshed.
% The junior took the bulldog across to
{he school kennels. There, with great
care, he lashed him up, safely out of
‘harm’s way. For some minutes Herries
remained there, patting his favourite’s
great head. Herries was very fond of his
dog, and he had great faith in Towser's
intelligence—a faith that was not in any
way shared by others.

Dut at last he left him, and returned
slowly to the achool. No sooner was he
inside than a small fag of the Third Form
came up to him, It was Jameson.

# (Oh, Herries!” he exclaimed excitedly.

“0id Selby wants you. I say, he's look-
ing awfully ratty!”
i He gazed at Herries questioninfly.
But Herries merely nodded, as though it
were an invitation to tea he had been
expecting.  Without another word, he
made his way to the Third Form-
master’s study.

“Come in?” came an acid veice; and
Heorries opened the door.

Mr, Setby was inside. As Herries
entercd he looked up from the book he
had been reading—or, rather, attempting
to read, for Mr. Selby was too annoyed
16 absorb what he was reading. His eyes
had an angry glint, and he wheeled
roynd upon the Fourth-Former.

. % Herries,” he snapped, “I have called
you io tell you thut I will not tolerate
ihat dog in the House. You have no
right to bring him inside the school, as

“[ want no excuse. It is a rule of the
school that pets shall be kept only in_the
place specially appointed for them, ¥You
have broken this rule, and there is no
excuse whatever,” .

“Bat, sir, listen!” broke in Herries,
rather angrily. I had to have poor old
Towser in the school.”

“Had to! What do you mean?”

“Well, Towser was ill; he had a cold,”
.explained Herries.

“DBak! A cold? What rot! Dogs
are meant to live in the open, not to be

ampered indoors, You are a fool,
glel‘ne!u—a sentimental fool! Give the
dog frash air, and he will get well. As
a matter of fact, he caught cold through
being locked in a warm study.”

“ No, sir.” .

“Don’t contradict me!” thundered the
master. ““You will see. I am going tc
Dr. Holmes in the morning. This sort of
thing cannot be allowed to proceed. You
have a dog's muzzle®"”

* Yes, sir.”

“Very well.  You must muzele that
vile, ferocious dog1”

Herries eyes blazed, and with difficulty
he kept his tongue. But it was no uss at
all arguing with Mr. Selby.

“I shall send Kildare to see that yuu
have done so,” went on the master. “Go.
And never let me see that dog in the
school again!™

The master turned back to his book,
and the incident was closed. Herries,
scowling heavily, turned to the deor. He
dearly longed to throw something at the
master; but with an effort he controlled
himself, and did not even slam the door.

Herries, fecling thoroughly miserable,
walked up to the study to get Towser's
muzzle, His chums were acﬁl there, and
they gave him black looks.  Arthur
Augustus, with an expression of sorrow,
gazed forlornly at his ruined to;:per. Tha
expression he turned on the burly

Herries, however, savoured more of
anger than of sorrow. But he said
not;

in eﬁan(‘e. Herries took the muzze
from the table-drawer and as silently left
the room. He felt there was nothing to
say. It seemed almost as though there
were a rift in the lute in Study No. 6.
In the bottom of his heart Herries had a
somewhat uncomfortable feeling that he
had not been quite fair with his chums,
But, with surly obstinacy, he would not
admit that Towser could do wrong.

And Towser, showing great reluctance
during the process, was duly muzzled.
Herries imprinted a kiss on the dog's
large bead, and patted him aﬁectiunn[u?)‘.

‘““Poor old doggy,” he murmured
softly. “They are cruel to him, aren't

ey? Never mind. Poor old chappy!”

Towser wagged his stumpy tail, and
poked a red tongue through the muazle,
licking Herries' caressing hand. Tow:er
felt guilty, and he wisl to do penar
He was fond of Herries, and felt instinot-
ively that his master was worried, and
that he was the cause of the worry.

When Herries- left his pe and
wandered in to the school house, was
nearing bed-time. He did not wish to
return to the study, so, for the rest of
the evening he sat in the Common-room,
quite by himself in a corner, away from

the others. Somehow he felt that there
was trouble in the air. And he was
not far wrong,

CHAPTER 3.

If Mr. Selby Only Enew.
FURTIVE figure crept along the
Third Form passage, and halted
outside the Form-room door. All
was dark, and Wally D’Arcy
felt safe.
He Lad been hiding all the eveming
from the wrath of Mr. Selby, walting
until the sun should set upon that wrath.

His success so far had given the cheeg
young Third-Formgg fresh heart, a:
now, as supper-time was drawing near,
he retur: it were to hjs nest. He
opened the Form-rpbm door, and a
familiar scent greeted his nostrils. Raized
voices in argument came within,

“I didn’t,” shouted Jameson, and to
impress his point, he shook Curly Gib-
son with a grubby hand that he had
placed heavily upon Curly’s even more
grubby collar.

Curly Gibson, not unnaturally, velled.

*Shut up1” yelled Wally, in a hissing
stage-whisper, ad he closed the door.
“Can’t_you silly asses be quiet for a
bit.  You know old Belby's got the
tantrums.”

“Well, he said I burnt the blessed
kipper,” hooted thé indignant Jameson.

““Well, so you jolly well did,"” returned
his curly-headed companion.

“I chdn'tt

“You did!"”

Wally strode forward and separated
the combatants, eyeing them fercely.

““1f you don't jolly well shut up, you
two,” "l said, “I'll punch your silly
heads.” :

Across their leader’s shoulders Jume-
son and Curly Gibson glared at one
another, while in the open grato of the
Form-rogm, the kipper burnt away with
an increasingly unpleasant odour.

“ Haven't you learned to cook a blessed
kipper without burning it, you funny-
faced eheep,” demanded Wally wither-
ingly., “No sooner do I go out of tha
room and leave you kids, than you st
ng good food, and making the place

s .

Jameson and Gibson quailed under the
fiery glance of their angry leader, and
relapsed into sulky silence. Joe Frayne
picked up the offending kipper, and
ked, with fingers to_nose, to the
window, which Reggie Manners oblig-
ingly threw open,

*I'hat's right, Joe!” said Wally. " *'1

“ There !* said Jameson.

Jameson plunged the brush deep into the can of palat, and amoothed the
crimeon pigment over ths master’s face.
“ How's that 7" Wally chuckied.

Me. Selby did not wake.

(See page 7.}
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should think sou're the only one with
any sense left at afl.”

Al right, 1Y Arey minor,” gruntled
Curly Gibson. “You peedn’t start put-
ting on airs.  You're jolly lucky to have

missed the Sc]bj' bird."”
Wally whistled.
“8o  he's been after .me” he

mured.

Jameson nodded. .
“He jolly well has,” he answered. 2§
don’t wonder, either. Famey calling old
Belby an ass, and then expecting him to
put up with it quiety. You must be
a chump, Wally.”

ST dido’t expect him to,” grunted
Wally. “But I didn't think he’d be in
such @ beastly towering rage as he was.”

Joe Frarne grinned. .

“Never mind.” he said consolingly.
“You've escaped so far.”

The captain of the Third Form tribe
nodded thoughtfully.

“As a matter of fact,
give myself up,” he said. d Sclby
may go to the Head, you know, and if I
give myself up, he’ll let me off lightly.”

I'm going to
"o

i Aytful beggar,” grinned Frank Levi-
pon. ' Still must. say I don't envy
Fou, 1 5 )

“ Nor e Old Selby’s

b

* He has,” grioned Piggott. “ And have
you heard the latest?”

Waily turned to the sneak of the Th
rather impatiently.

“Well?" he asked. “What isit?”

“ AN right,”  said  Piggott, *yeu
peedn’t speak like that. Oply I hap-

ed Wally., “I sup-

pencd to hear
ifF
at a keyhole.

* Happened
Pose you wers lisiening

“Xo, I wasw't, then,” unswered Pig-
gort. 1 got it from Mellish. He told
e that old Selby had been to look for
you in Study No. 6, and Towser was
thee, and went for him.”

~Oh, my auntl” chuckled Wally.
“ Poor vid Selby bird, he hates dogs like
poison.”

“Yes, {hat’s not all,”
gott, *“Towser's wrecked the study.

Wally whistled in anuazement.

“Bai Jove!” he grinned. ‘I bet
Gussy's wild if his toppers have been
ehewed up.”

*They Si’)a\-r- " sniggered Piggolt glee-
fully. ““And his trucks, too. And old
Selby's going to have Towser destroyed,
or something.”

“ What?”

There was a shout of amazement from
the Third-Formers. They could not be-
lieve that Piggott had heard arigh:, Tt
was impossible that Mr. Selby cou Id have
said such a thing.

“Well, I'm blessed,” ejaculated Wally.
“1f that's so, then I'm mwore than ever
kecn on my scheme,”

* Scheme 7

“IWhat scheme?”
euriously.

Wally ID’Arey looked round ar the
door, to make sure thai it was properiy
elosed, then lowered his voice.

*Listen,” he whispered. “To-night
we're going along to old Selby’s room.
with a pot of beautiful red paint,
we'ro going to paint his jolly chivy
You know old Selby takes sleepi
draughts, so he'll be almost unconscious.
Well, I've got the paint, and there's a
Jovely light brush that will do the work
= treal.”

Wally's eyes glistencd, and he looled
round at his chums. But somehow they
did not seem so keen. .

“But he'll wake up.” said Levison
minor doubifully.

“Too risky,” .sail Cwmiy Gibson.

Jameson, who had been going to make
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ird,

chuckled Pig-

asked Jameson

the same rematk, immediately expressed
himself in complete favour with the
whole idea.

“Jolly good,” he said, glaring at
Curly Gibson aggressively.

i I.;‘ut Curly did not appear to notice the
ook,

“Oh, then you're the man. Jammy,”
said Wally, clapping the truculent Jame-
son on the shoulder. “(Cood man!
You're the only cne with a h'pworth of
pluck. Good man !

Jauneson, now that he found himeelf
enlisted for the risky work, was rather
doubtful, but he saw the grin on Curly
Gibson's face, and that settled him.

“QOh, I'm on, all righr.” he said.
“What-ho.”

“Then, don't forgei,” said
“To-night, my lad, we're going
brighten our master's countenance. Al
good little boys brighten their kind
teacher’s countenance. DI've read that
somewhere. And aren’t we good litile

Grics? Good! Then we'll birghten old
Selby's chivvy with red—-"

Wally.
to

“Well, there couldn't be a much
brighter  colour than that,” nagreed
Frayne. “But what will the Head
say o

“The Head won't know,” eaid Wally.

“1 sha'n't tell him.
Frayne relapsed ence. e bad
But he knew

other ideas on the
it was nseless to persuade the reck-
. Third Former that his scheme would
ai

“Now that’
a sigh of reli
Lbird. Cheer

And with 1hat cheering parting, Wally
T’ Arcy left his chums for the lass con-
genial company. of his Form master.
Wally was prepared for squalls, and oot
without reason,

But he was happy about that night's
arrangemcnt.

He would find any amount of delight
in crimsoning the master’s face. A
blush was certainly never scen on the
sour face of the master of the Third,
and there would be a few comments.

But what Wally most devoutedly
lioped was that the redness of his face
would confing the master to his bed,

tiled,” said Wally, with
. “1'm off to the Selby

CHAPTER 4.
Mr, Selby Takes Stern Measures,

LL unconscious of the plot that

was being hatched for his

benefit, AMr. Selby sat reading in

his study. But

his beok ot last with an irritable gesture.

Tt was no good; he eonld not read. The

incident of that ev, had quite upset
hin.

He paced _the room, frawning heavily.

It was not the first time that he had had

ith Towser. Mr. Selby hated

pecially he hated bulldogs; and

species e hated Towser the

he threw down

trouble w

most,

Tn trath, there were few beings Mr.
Selhy really caved for. He was a hard
entirely lacked sympathy. He
a small naiure, and had often
stooped to petty deeds. It was not at all
surpiising, therefore, that his own Form
so thoroughly disliked him. Since they
had the most to do with him, they had
suffered mosf at his unmerciful bands.
But no ove liked him. He had never
in his life at the school troubled to make
himself pleasant to anyone. It was only
his cleverness that made him sociable
with the other masters; for he was
ciever. At time would be less un-
pleasant than , but of late his
attacks of indigestion had become more

and more freguent, and he in conse-
r|nenrc’hml become more and more
aguressive,

Now he was feeling angry with
Towser, and, of course, with Henies.
But purishing Herries would hardly
remedy Towser, He pondered: there
was only one thing for it, Towser must
go. He had thought it over in his mind,
and the decision was decp-rooted.  The
dog had been muzzled; he had asked
Kildave to verify the fact. But he had
now determined that Towser must at
all costs be got rid of.

He moved to the window and locked:
out. The other lights were out, for it
was past bed-time for the school.  Mr.
Selby, with set lips, came to a fixed
determination. He slipped on his heavy
coat, buttoned on a pair of gloves, and
opened the door. i

He crept down the passage softly so a8
not 1o ararm the other masters. And
silently he let himself out of the Schoel
House into the quadrangle.

Diving his hands into his pockets, he
strode on in the direction of the kennels.
1ogs of all sorts were there. not to
mnention other pets in cages. But, save
for the sound of snoring, all was ab

peace.

Stooping slightly to see the occupant
of the kennel, he moved from one to the
other, peering in.

At last he came to Towser. The dog
poked his huge head « out, looking
patheiically at the master through his
muzzle. Towser hated muzzles, though
he had made no resistance when Herries
had fixed it on.

Mr. Selby patted the dog’s head fear-
fully. He was afraid, and Towser knew
it. But Towser was not afraid of Mn
Selby. :

The masler unhooked the leash from
the kemnel, and pulled it. Towser re-
sisted for 2 second. but scenting a chance
of freedom, allowed himself lo be hauled
out.

“(iood dog'” said Mr. Selby, sniffing
with the cold. *Come on!”

He walked briskly to the side-gate, fo
which he as a master had a private
key. Wondering lazily what it was all
aboat, Towser followed him through.
‘At the moment Ar, Selby could not have
told him definitely. At the back of his
mind he had the intention of taking the
dog for the night to Brent's, the dog-
fancier, in Rylcombe, Brent would
look after it, thought Mr, Selby. At
any rate, Towser would be out of mis-
chief: and Herries could be told in the
morning. There was no doubt ac all
that Hervies, when he learned that his
pet had venished, would be exceedingly
surprised. But that did not affect the
mastér in any way. Herries should not
have had Towser at school. Ef Mr
had had his way there would not be
any dogs at all. A

Towser, in reality an exiremely docile
animal, allowed hinself to be led down
the lane.

Outside the gates, all was dark. Therr
were no lamps, the moon was hiddeir
behind a dark cloud. Thus Mr, Selby
was unable to ohserve the small wire-
haired tervier that drvopped behind
Towser, and followed his tracks. ut
Towser noticed him, and he wheeled
round sharply; so sharply, in fact, that
the Third Form master lost his grip on
the leash.

Tn a vain effort lo regain it, he
stamped his foot on the leash as it trailed
behind rhe angry Towser. Towser
walked stifily towards the brown, wire-
haired dog, then made a leap,

It was extremely unfortunate that at
the moment the master had his foot ¢n
the leash, for it was immediately torn
away from him,

With a squelch he alighted ungrace-
fully into a puddle. Unknown to hini-
sclf his heel was still canght in the leashy
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collar  Leing

Towser l-:gged. and,
1 I and muzzle

& e I eash,
attached to the master’s
' The bulldog raced in pursuit of
ry, wha, now that the warlike
as unhampered by human con-
ded that discretion was of
inctly the better part. Accord-

his
coll

left looking extremely
wsavoury puddle by the

he rose slowly to
feet, and gazed to where he knew
ser st have fled. But Towser
not be seen. The dog-leash and
collar, with muzzle attached, still lay by
the puddie, but Mr. Selby did not once
glance at the puddle; for one evenin,
&t least he had had quite enough o
L!udd!c:s.

“As he turned to walk back lo the
Lehool, away up the road came the
Blatant siren of a large, fast-moving car.
Mr. Selby turned round. The enormous
lreadlights came nearer and nearver,
tighting up the road. The master, fear-
#nl for his own personal safety, drew
iato the side of the road and watched the
headlights as they grew bigger.

“Bless my soul-—"

fle gave @ sudden shout. For, lit up
iy the car, re fwo cogs fighting in
e road-—Towser and another.  The car
drew nearver. Mr. Selby closed his eyes.
From the road came a frightened yelp—
& velp of agony. Then, heedless of the
ruction that lay in its wake, the car
blazed by,

When the masier opened his eyes
agiin he was tremblivg. But he could
not view that dead body in the road.
He felt p ically il Flow could he tell
Horries®  He must break it to him
The body wonld be found in
, and the police would inform
ourth-Former. Then he would
But he could not brenk the
news himself. And he most certainly
could not lift the dog from the road and
take him back to the school.

Uneasy in mind, the master returned
to the scheol and to his study. For some
time he wandered up and down the
roors. The noise of the car and of the

ng ang‘ril{,

A

thad and agonised yelp were still in his

After zome iuinules Lie vndressed, but
when he was in bed he could not sleep.
Always he heard that whirr.

Ile got out of bed and poured himself
some water and mixed himself a sleep-
ing-draught.

But although near to the door, he did
not hear the whispering that took place
outside. At last he returned 1o bed aud
fell asleep.

The two_Thi ormers listenad at
the door. From within all sounds had
ceused, but for the unmu snore of
the master of the Third, Mr, Selly was
as a rule a sufferer from insomnia, and
to remedy that ailment he tcok sleeping-
dravghts, Thus it became well known
in the Third that for some hours, when
he was first nsleep, nothing short of an
explosion would awaken him.

Wally and Jameson felt quile safe as
they opened the door and crept in.

@'gh " guuttered Wally,  “You take
, Jimmy.”,

reson took the can of paint and the
brush. Together the 1wo advanced.

“Now dip the brush in and hpiin I
hissed Wally, “Belby’s sure to ask me
if I did it, and now I can deny it. If
vou get collared I'll own up.”

Jameson nodded. e relied on his
leader. He knew that Wally would not
let him down should AMr, Selby ever find
out the real culprit.

1t was obvious, toe, that the master
would question the scapegrace of the
Third before anvone, and now Wally
ccnld deny having done it

Jameson, great joy in his heart.
plunged the brush deep into the can of
paint, and smoothed the crimson pig-
ment over the by
did not awa
two juniors stood there. They were
rather scared, for there was the possi-
bility that the master might awake.
And they did not want that to happen.

“There I’ said Jameson. “How’s

that
Wally chuckled.

the

opping I he nurmured.  “Jimmy.
vou're an artist. Nop one can say we
haven’t enlivened or_ brightened his

countenance now, ean they "
Jameson shook his head and chuckled.
Then the two young rascals crept

silently from the room, closing the door

hind them.

A footstep sounded in the corridor,

end Wally drew ba
Jameson gave a ye

You chump, that was my ice !

tup ™ hissed Wally. " IUs iy

held hLis breath, ¥ would
to be seen in the pas-

Jameson
not do_for

=

sitk pyjames
S came slowly
along the passage. There was a thought-
ful look on his moble brow, and he v

not a little worried. The affair

ef
Towser had completely upset the swell of

8t Jim’s, and had quite shaken his
Tepose that stamped the caste of Vere de

ere.

He had come dewn now {o see if his
best topper, which he kept away from
the others, had been disturbed. Cousin
Tthel was paying him a visit, and he
conld not face her in anything but the
shiniest of top-hats. For that reason he
had come down to-night. If he were nok
sure, sleep would be utterly impossible.

He passed close to the two Third-
Formers, yet had not the slightest idea
of their presence. Aund but for an un-
fortunate action on the part of Jameson
lie would never have known. Jameson
gave a violent snceze which was nob
to be abated even by his leader’s most
fiercesome glare.

The swell of 8t. Jim's
he caught sight of
Formers he gave a of amazement
Bai Jove! Wally, vou young wascal,
whatevah are you doin’ heah

“ghush ! hissed Wally, “Dou't make
a row, Gus.

] should utterly wefuse to make a
wow. But I must have an explanation,
Wally, you waseal !”

He gave h
that should ha
Third-Former
should certa
thei.

But he merely gave a cheery giin,

“Selby!" he =aid laconically.

“You young wascal. you are zoin’ to
wag poor old Belbay 1"

stopped, and as
two  Third-

nor a freezing gla
o withered the cheeky

1f looks could kill, Wally
¥ have perished there and
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Wally nodded.

“Now don't say a word that you've
seen us,” he urged, “Promise, Gus. 1
know what a one you are for jawing——"

“ Weally, Wally—"

“ Well, don’t say anything—-""

[ Weafly, you wottah,” said the
Fourth-Former, in his most stately tones,
“I am not in the habit of sneakin’. But
@9 you are so insistent, I give you my
word of honah that I will not say a word
1{; anyene that I have seen you heah.
b1y

“Oh, cut the cackle!” pgrunted his
minor. “Come on back, Jimmy !*

“Wally I Arthur Auvgustus took his
young brother by the arm. * You must
mot! I order yop—r-"

“Ratg 1’

3

Wally winked at his companion. The
two ’I‘gzirdrFormera placed down their
weapons of facial  destruction, and
E sped the Fourth-Former. Before he

new was happening, Arthur
Augustus found himself on the floor. He
gave a slight gasp.

Wally took a slipper from one of his
brother’s feet, and held it aloft.

“Now go back to bed, Gussy, like a
good little boy,” he said, " before you
get spanked !

“ Bai Jove, you young wepwobate, I'll
give you o feahful thwashin’! Let we

]

ge: up !’ .

" Don't touch him!  Heo'll yell and
wake them all!” hissed Jameson fear-
fully, “Chuck his slipper out of the
window 1”?

A window was open at the top. For it
wa3 an upper passage, and there was
little risk of anyone climbing up to get
i

.

Without a moement’s hesitation or
thought,  Wally  heaved the slipper
theaugh the window,

Arthur Augustus gave a gasp of sheer
disimay.

“You young wottah!
Wally, Wally, como back!
as_your eldah bwethah!’”

My sliEpnh‘.
I ordah you

ut Wally refused to be ordered. He
scuttled off.  And Arthur Augustus
D'Avcy was left on the cold and un-

sympathetic linoleum, He snecezed, and
rose painfully to his feet, his noble face
dark with rightful wrath and indigna.

ticn,

With feelings too deep for words, he re-
tursied to the dormitory. He enternd
aml shut the door behind him. As he
£t into bed, a faint voice sounded across
the dormitory.

“Hallo! Who's that?"”

“Wats!” said the discomfited Fourth-

Former.
Juck Blake chuckled.
“*Good-night, Gussy }” he said.

But Arthur Augustus did not reply.
Fe tarned into , and before long fell
asleep. Little dreaming what was to

he slept the sleep of the just.
CHAPTER 5.
Taking 4he Blame.

"Y AW AW AW

yawned, Rising bell  had

sounded a few moments pre-
sion=ly, and Jack Blake never spent long
in bed after he had hegrd the bell.
some of the fellows were out of bed.
Dighy on his left was sitting up, rubbing
hiz eyes, but Herries and gD‘Ar(-y were
appaiontly still asleep.
* yelled Blake. Then, as he

the outoome of his nocturnal adventure,
Jack Blake sat up in bed and
Hn looked round the dorm.  Alread
“ IMerries I

veeeivad no veply, he sprang out of bed,

and, grasping his pillow, made his way

to where Herries should have heen

der-n.{: " b 5
L5t at!” ke gasped, in sarprise.
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“He’s not here. Dig, Herries has gone.
Where on earth has the ass gone?  And
why didn’t he wake us?"
Blake looked round indignantly.
Robert Arthur Digby shook hia head.
** Blessed if T know where the ass has
ga(ti t!?," he said. *See if Gussy is still in

a

Bluke turned ronnd and glanced at the
elegant form of Arthur Augustus as it
lay envalu(ped in folds of clothing.

“Gussy I roared Blake.

But there was no reply. He crept to-
wards the swell of St. Jim’s bed. and
fellows who were standing near watched
with grinuing faces,

Blake crept very near, then raised his
pillow high above hiz head. With a re-
sounding thwack he brought it down on
the sleeping figure.

“Ow!l Ah! Gewwoff! Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus sat up in bed and
yelled, Wild-eyed with astonishment at
that sudden awakening, he stared rcund.
Blake grinned at him cheerfully.

“Wake up, wake up!” he trilled.
“Halate the smiling morn.”

“You sillay fethea shouted the un-
grateful swell of St. Jim's.

“Well, I like that!” growled Blake.
“Here am I doing you a pally action in
saving you from a master’s mercies, and
all the thanks I get is abuse!”

Arthur Avgustus sniffed, and arose in
silence,

Blake stared at hin:.

“Blessed if I can make you out,
Gussy,” he said, scratching the back of
his head thoughtfully., *“ Where did you
get to last night, anyway " .

* Wats !

“All right! Keep your wool on!”
grunted Blake. “Don’t tell me if youn
don’t want to.’”

Mellish, the cad of the Fourth, turned
round with a sneer, Nothing would have
pleased Mellish more than trouble he-
tween the chums of Study No. 6.

“Been on the tiles, Gussy ?” he asked.
“T heard someone go out last night.
Crept. pretty softly across the quad, who-
ever it was.”

“Don’t be a cad, Mellish ! said Clive.
“Gussy’s not that sort of chap.”

Mellish sneered. =

* He says he isn’t,”” he retorted. “He
was out of the dorm last night; he won't
deny that,”

* Were you, Gussy 7" asked Clive.

“ Yaas, T was, deah boy,” said the
elegant  Fourth-Former, with dignity.
“But I utterly wefuse to discuss my
pwivate affairs in public. I think you
are an inquisitive lot of boundahs 1"

“If 1 didn’t know that you were upset
by that Towser business,” Blake said
darkly, “I'd give you a thick ear!”

The swell of 8t. Jim’s sniffed con-
temptuously. He was feeling out of sorts
that morning. He was annoyed with
Herries, annoyed with Towser, and, last,
but not least, annoyed with his minor.
He was determined to punish Wally for
the escapade of the previous evening,
but he had given his word to say nothing,
and he \vnu%d keep silent,

As D’Arey gave no explanation, Blake
turned away and started dressing. Not
2 word was passed between the chums;
and, indeed, there was little conversa
tion at all in the dormitory. Everyone
felt that there was trouble in  the
family of Study No. 6, and trouble had
a subconscious dampening effect on
everyone,

The swell of St. Jim's was adjusting
his tie, when there came a sudden in
terruption.  An angry junior burst into
the dormitory, holding in his hand some-
thing which Ko waved angrily.

* Herries !

Everyome stopped quitn still.  For
there wwas a peculiar look on Herries'

Gem.*

face—a look half of bafled rage and
half disgust. £

“What s up?” asked Blake quickly.

“Up!” gasped Herries. “Up!” "He
stood still spluttering. “Towser's miss-
ing!” he shouted. at last. * Someone
has let him loose!" #

** Missing 1

It was a general shout.
nodded. -
The juniors looked at him queerly,
They wondered if Horri Wwas over-
excited. But Herries was cbriously in
dead earnest. He waved his hand.

“T found this in the quad!” he ex-
claimed. *“Whase is it 7"

Tie held aloft a slipper, It was a well-
shaped, elegant slipper, ard could belong
to only ene person.  Every eye wis
turned on the swell of St. Jim’s.

_Arthur Augustus I'Arcy went a deep
pink.

“ You wottahs !" he exclaimed. * You
don’t think I'd do a thing like that?
Hewwies—-"

Mellish gave an unpleasant giggle.

“Now why did he leave ihg dorm?'"”
he asked.

Blake started, a lock of suspicien
coming into his eyes. Almost imme-
diately the swell of $t. Jim's was the
recipient of accusing glances.

“0Oh. Gussy! Faith, an’ T mnivver
thought it av ye I said Reilly, the Irish
junior, shaking his head sorrowfully.

“You asses! You fatheads i

“Names won't help you,” said Clive
soberly. “Tell us. Gussy. Where were
you last night? That is your slipper?”

“ Yaas, it is my slippah ! T went down,
if you must know. to see if my best
toppah was all wight|” )

“Ha. ha, ha!" several juniors langhed!
And Mellish sniggered.

Tt certainly sounded rather lame, and

And Herries

the swell of 8t. Jim's realised it directly
the words had_left his mouth. But it
was too late. Ife bit h He conid

not explain  without giving away his
brother. And he had given his brother
a promise not to menlion that he had
boen seen. With D’Arcy promises were
sacred. He would rather have been
burnt alive than break a promise, given
*hough it might be without full realisa-
tion of its purport.

And so he stood in the middle of the
crowded dormitory, a silent figure with
clenched hands and white face, accused
bv his chum of a deed he never
committed, but unable to explain,

*8peak out, Gussv!" said Blake. after
a painful pause. “Say something !

“T did not do it!” said D'Arecy firmly,
and there was finality in his tone.

“Then. why don’t you explain?™
asked Clive persuasively. “How did
vour slipper get there?”

Arthur Augustus did not reply, And
there were several murmurs. gommne
hissed, but whoever it was was quickly
silenced.

“Go on!” sncered Mellish. *“Tell
them that I did it, and that I put tho
slipper there to throw the blame on you!
Go on, good little Evic !

“That’s enough, Mellish !’ snapped
Blake. “You'te dead in this act!
Understand? Any moro from you, and
T’ll pulverise you I

“ Steady, Plake,” murmured Lumley-
Lumley. “That won't help. T'm as
keen aa anyone to hear Gussy cleared.
But unless the slipper was taken out
by Gussy, how did it get in the quad?
He admits being outside.”

Herries, an indignant figure, stood in
the doorway. He said nothing, but he
glared unspeakable things at the fellow
who had once been his closest chum,

“The fellow who did this was 2 cad!”™
said Herries, at last.  “You're not a cad,
Gussy. Tell us what happened.”




Order Your * Gem'' Now.

The swail of $(. Jim’s shook his lead,
aud looked his chum in the face.
-1 cannot tell you, Hewwies,” he said.
T would not harm Tossah, although he
J:as no wespeet whatevah for a fellow’s
twousahs

“Then gou're guilty!™ said Herries.
7T hate to think it. I musi have been
mistaken in vou. You have always
tated Towser, and vou've done th
Lecause he tore your rotten toppers——
:"l‘hp} cere not wotten toppahs—"

Meliish started to hiss, and it was
taken up. Clive tried to silence it. but
it was im ible,

Blake canght Meliish by the neck and
jammed his heac into the pillow. The
hiss died away info a gurgle, and re-
developed into u yeil,

At the sound of rhe vell,
cpened to admit Erie Kildare.
stared in blank amazement at
before him. o

“YWhat does this mean ™ he exclaimed
angrily, and strode forward. .

Blake released the unfortunate Mellish
as though that youth had suddenly
become red hot.

Kildare was the caplain of ihe school
—mot only the captain, but also the idol
of all the sport-loving juniors and seniors.
tut he was just. Now he was angry,
and not without tause.

“Pon't you know il's time for
brekker?” he said. Blake, you'll ta
fifty lines for kicking up this shind;

Mellish opened his mouth to explain.
but Blake gave him a look that chan ed
his mind, He sneered instead, and fol-
Jowed the captain from the dormito
'Lhe other fellows followed, leaving
a5t the unhappy D'Arey.

Breakfast was not by any means a
rleasant meel for the swell of 8t. Jim's.
s own chums did not leok at him.
They could not quite believe kim guilty.
vet here was no other course.  Haow had
ihat stipper got into the quad? Surely
only by walkig into the quad could he
have Isft it there! They could hardly
have rensoned otherwise. And if he had
Been in the gnadrangle for some legiti-
te purpose, why did he not explain ¥
whit was puzling Blake and

the door
Kildare
the scenc

his char B .
There was a zreal deal of whispering
ar the table. aud Mr. Tuthom, the masler

ai the Fourth, could see that something
awas amiss, His Form was usually
o1 all accasions, but this mormng they
passed all bounds,

silence.
- i tha face of the little

& Arthur Aug
ced on his plate.
anyone, but
ed \re:-(i

ins kept his attention
e was not afraid to f
cornful looks that he r
pleazant. e looked ar Blake.
gave him an uncomfortable glance,
g, questioning lo ¢

did you do it
vertheless acousing, and it cat the swell
+. Jim's to the quick.

oy, d of the aceusing glanees,
Third Forn table,

Mr. Selby was

o sat at the he f
table, a Wally D'Aver
Third - Formers were

v had =
Could it be th
1 Arcy wonderad,
breakfast was o
satisfy his euri

chue!

e amongst them.
naster’s absence?
i s not until
that he was able to
Then he went up to

are. i 1
“Rildare, deah bor.” he said, “wheah

There will be a

is Mr. Relb:
did wish tu -
him,

© S Mr, Selby is confined to his room,”
said Kildare.,” *1Te¢ will be unable to see
vone to-day.”’

Bai Jove!" The swell of St Jim's
started visibly, and Kildave gave him a
keen look.

“Mpr. Selby has had a trick played upon
i Sixth-Former, watching

h Jim's face.  “Somecne
painted his face ved in the night.”

“Bai Jove! What a wotten twic
D’ Arcy was staggerad with the realisation
of whai his young brother had done, for
he knew that it nust have been Wally,
It was like Wally io do a thing like that.
And non understood his brother's de-
sirg for silence.

Kildare, satisfied that D’Arey was not
guilty, passed on.  But D’Arcy stood
still.” Even more than ever he vealised
the need to keep silent, if only for his
brother's sake. If it came out who had
maltreated the Form-master, there would

1 wish to see him.”  He
him, bt not to speak to

be anly one punizhmen pulsion, The
swell of St. Jim's shuddered.  The name
of D' Arey must at all costs be saved.  He

would not be expelled, even if it were
proved that he had loosened Towser.
But with Wally it different. He
riust keep silent, even though it would
mean_a break with his friends—even
though it meant his own unhappiness.

CHAPTER 6.
Poor Old Herries !

{IE Fourth Form had just seiiled
down, aud Mr. Lathom, having
arranged his books and papers,

" was on the point of starting the
fesson when there came an interruption
in the form of a tap at the doo
Come in '™ enlled the mast
looking vound
The deor opened. to admit Toby, the

itahly,

Huge Demand ! 9

page. Toby's [ace wore a wide smile that
strelched from ear Lo ear,

“Well, boy, what is it{" asked Me.
Lathom,

“Please, sir, a policeman fo sce Masier
Herries,” Toby sniggered.

* A policeman [ exclaimed the master,
and there were some grins. The juniors
glanced automatically at George Herries,
Herries looked as surprised as ther, but
he rose to his feec.

May I go, sir”” he asked meckly.
Certainly ! said My, Lathom sarcas-
cally,  “Bus I wish you wonld conduct
vour legal affairs in court, and out of
i(‘hﬂ(‘l :ll

The Form dulifvlly laughed, and Her-
ries turned red, and meved to the door.
He followed the grinning pageboy down
the passage. Toby was highly amused,
but  Herries was  worried. = 1t bha
occurred to him that P.-c. Crump—for
there was only one policeman in the little
village of Ryleombe—must have como
about Towser. Ilis. heart beat quicker,
for he wondered vaguely whether arfy-
thing could have happened to hig
favourite.

Ile entered the visiting-room, whera
P.-e. Crump stood, helmet in hand, n
laok of ponderous importance on his fat.

orid fuce. In his hand the policeman
Leld the fated leash, collar, and muzzle of
the missing Towser.

Herries sprang forward and took thern,
N “Where—where did yon find these®"

o

ch as I've brought

as there's been & haccident.
““Accident " Herries gasped.

“Yus. A farmer (‘.ﬁnnp was comin’

along the road from the school ‘ere early

this morning-—coming to work early, "cos,

a3 ‘e explained, "o—" E

L eut that out ! The dog 7

“I'm a-cemin’ to that,” said the police-

his pillow high above his head.
it down on the sleeping figure.

Blake cropt very near to the bed of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, then raised

ith a resounding thwack hs brought
“Owi Ahl
cther feliows standing near were grinning.

Gewwofl! Bai Jovel” The
(See page B.)
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man, not to be hurried. *“ This ‘ere chap
whai I was telling you of, was comin’ to
work early, becos’ as 'e told me—mind,
ihis is in confidence—""

*Oh, get cnt”

“Onl right 1" said the policoman hufily.
* Keep your wool on, young gent! This
chap ;ou:ul a dead dorg i

“Dead |
sheet, and grasped the man’s arm.
me what  happened !”  he exclaimed
thickly,

*1 was just goin’ to. This chap what
T was telling you of found the dorg—
awiul mess he was—""  Herries
shuddered. * So the chap, being a decent
sort. of chap,” went on the policem:
“huried the dorg. 'E found this 'erc
he indicated the collar which Herries
clutched in his hand—*" and brought it e
e us the local authority.”

.-e. Crump, all unconscious of the
eerious nature of the news he had
bronght, stuck his thumbs into his belt
and reratched his head.

A mist swam before the junior’s eyes,
2nd he clutched a chair for support.

“Dead ! he said dully, in a choked
voice, ' Poor—poor old Towser—dead !
His voice broke, and he plumped down on
the chair,

For the first time P.-c. Crump realised
what it meant to the junior.

“I—I think I'd better be goin’.” he
said awhwardly. **’Er—gocd-bye !

Very hurriedty he made . for the doar.
Ile felt that it was not a policeman's
duty to offer words of sympathv—that
was {or women—and P.-e. Crump left the
miserable junior to his own bitter
thoughts,

Herries” shoulders shook, and his ¢
filled with what locked suspiciously
tears,

“Poor old Towsy!” he mummured
again, and clutched the collar tighte,
Some of the dog’s hairs still adhered to
the leather, and Herries picked one off,

Clamsy, thoughtless Herries had a hig
heart, most of which had been devoted to
the dog with which he had spent so much
of his time. He had begun to look upon
‘Fowscr as part of his existenee, a natural
vart of his life, Never had he dreamed
ihat Towser could die. It had never
ocenr: to him. In that he was as a

Herries went as white as
'y

0z

ike

child. Death meant nothing to him, for |

ha had never encountered it.

“Towsy }” he said tearfully.
old doggy !

For gome moments he remained there.
Then, rising shakily to his feet, he stag-
gered to the door. "It had completely un-
perved him.  School meant nothing for
bim. Punishment had no terrors.

2y could do with him as they willed.
He did not care.  What did anything
matter niow that. Towser, his best pel,

“Poor

gone?
“ Why, why had they taken Towseri”
he moa

In his-i_x{aag’ination he could hear the
dog's whimper and bark. Slowly he

trudged to his study, and flung himself
into a chair. Tt had once been Tawser's
shair, he reflected sadly.  Poor old
Towser?

Round the study were still the resnlia
of Towser's last escapade; the bitten
tablecloth, the torn curtain—everything
spoke of Towser. He leant back i his
<hair, and covered his face with his
hands.  How lang he sat thus, he did
not know, hnt when he removed his
hands from his face, Jack Blake was
standing beside him.

*“ What's wrong, old man?” said Blake
softly. * What's the matter?™
_He dmpgd to his knees by his chum’s
nide, and looked up into H{m‘igs’ eyes,
riow strangely moist. Herries tarned his
5.?;6& awzy, hating his chum to see him

B
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“Its all right!” he said hrokenly,
“Den’t you worry !”
““ Has anything happened to Towser?™”

Blake canght eicht of the collar, *He
hasn’t been—

Herries nodded.

“He's dead,” be said softly. * Poor

old dog! They found him in the road.
If I can find the chap who let him loose,
'l emash him 1"

*“ Herries, old man "—Blake placed his
hand on his chum’s shoulder-* don’i
take it to heart so! There are other
doge.”

Herries shook his head.

" Not like Towser!” he muttered.

Blake stood up. Consolation, he saw,
was usele Besides. Mr. Lathom, who
had eent him in search of Herries, would
wonder what had happened o him.

" Come out in ihe quad, old man,” he
said softly. “T'll explain to Lathom.
You'll feel much better in the open nir.
Take a_walk round for a bit.”

Herrics tose obediently.  He rtealised
that his chum was right.” It could do no
good staying there in the study. He
grasped hi:

is cap, and thrust it on his
head. DBlake Jead the way from the
study, and Herries followed.
Come on,” said Blake. linking arms.
“Richt out into the open.”

Blake was worried. He knew how
fond Herries had been of the bulldog,
and althongh Blake had not exactly been
ford of the dog, he could anite under-
stand Herries' {eelings.

A dog is always a friend. Often. when
all had seemed wrong. Herries had found
consolation in Towser, The dog was
always pleased to see him, always a great
friend.  Whether the sun shone, or all
the world was dark, Towser was the
same. g

At times the chums of Study No. 6
had been disgruntled at the preference
Herriea had shown far Towser's com-
pany, but they had said nothing.

And now that the doz had gone, Blake
intended to show that they could foel for
their chum. But he could not help let.
ting his _thoughts turn on  Arthur
Angnstus D'Arev.  What would Herries
do now? He helieved the swell of St,
Jim’s guilly. He wonld even more so
now.  Blake wavered. He hated to
believe it of D’Arcy. Tt was so utterly
unlike the swell of St. Jim’s to do any-
thing that savoured of meanness, and
yet unquiet doubts filled his mind.

He led Herries to a seat under the
elms, and left him, while he returned to
exnlain matters to the master of the
Fourth,

When he returned to the Form-room,
some moments later, many curious eves
weres turned inm his direction, The
curiosity was intensified when he told
the master what had occurred.

Mr. Lathom, in his kindly way, was
very sympathotic, and hed not the
slichtest objection to the grief-stricken
Herries remaining in the fresh air.

Blake returned to his seat amongst a
buzz of whispers, and silence was not
regained until Mr. Lathom tapped on his
desk with a pointer.

*“Now, boys.” he rebuked rather

gently, “no talking, please. You must
wait until after ~ lessons. Levison,
proceed !

‘Levieon commenced to construe, and
ovder was reatored. But when the
master’s back was turned for a moment

whispering restarted.

Lessons that morning were more than
ever an irksome tie, and when at last
tho bell rang for the end of morning
classes there were sighs of relief from
every junior, and even litile Mr, Lathom
looked relieved. For it is no easy task
desling with a restive Form,

" Blake, what has happened

Ernest Levison ? **

M Jack, where's old Herrios!

Half the Form crowded round Jack
Blake a3 he left the Forni-room, and
he was bombarded with eager questions.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy stood ¢n the
edge of the crowd, awkward and silent.
but with his head held ercct. He had
done nothing of which to be ashamed,
but he shifted uncomfortably at the Jook
Jack Blake darted at hir.

“Towser was found killed this mo
ing.” said Blake buiefly. *‘Old Crump
brought his collar, leas muzzle
back to the school. That anzr old
Herries is awfully cut up

Blake turned to go, but sevcral hands
detained him.  Blake shock them off
irritably. He was not in the mocd ta
answer uestions. He felt that ihere
was really nothing more to say. They
all knew as much as be did now. But
they were not to be denied,

“Where is Herries?” asked a long-
legged New Houge junior. {ieorge
Figgins' face’ wore a worried frown.
Although the two Housea were alwaye
at daggers drawn, the fecling of friend-
ship was stronger even than that of
rivalry, and Figgins, having a deg, felo
for Herries.

Blake shook his head.

“Better leave the r chap a
he said. *“You can’t 8o any good

Kerr, Figgins’ bosom chum, nad

“No, Fiegy. You can’t do auy gaod.
Herries knows that we're all eorry. hut
to go and talk to him will be like koep-
ing a wound open.” .

Fatty Wynn, the third and
fattest’ mémber of the New House Cnl,
had a glum look on his far and usunlly
cheery face.

“How about standing him a feed?? ke
asked hopefully.

“Good old Fatty ™ said Kerr, laugh-
ing.  “ Always thinking of feeds A

feed might cheer you up, but it wouldn's
do Herries any goed.”

“I don't kmow," spoke up Faity,
sheking his head. “Grub hag a wender
ful cheering effect on a fellow {7

And while he philosophised on the
soothing effects of food, the crowd broke
up, and~ Blake, followed by Dighy,
wendered dismally off to Study No. .
His feclings were none toe chearful; for
it was a break now in the old companion-
ship that had meant so much to all four
of the chums.  D’Arcy had been cus
adrift; Herries was too downhearted
even to speak, and rhere was o heavy
black cloud in the air. Blake felt it
instinctively. He knew that it could
not be very long before Herries chal
lenged the swell of St. Jim's, If
Herries really believed that Gussy was
the guilty party, what else was there io
be done?

And Figgins & Co.
away, were equally &ispirir.ed. Cardew,
Clive, and Levison were coming along
the passage, and as the New House trio
approached, they stopped.

*“Rotten, isn't it?” said Clive.

“Beagtly I frowned Figgina.

Cg,r(iew gave a thoughtful nod of the

ead,

“What's more,” he said, “there is
worse to come. Herries 15 bound to
meet my noble kinsman in deadly con-
flict. There will be an assanlt-at-arms*

““Why, on earth ?” asked the surprised
Figging  Clive explained and Figgins
whistled,

“My hat!” he said.  “I just can’t
believe it of Gussy. No, he im't the
sort of chap to do a thing like that.”

Clive shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, T tg)n’t want to believe it,” he
said, rather “But the
facta—"

There was a silence. The facts were

awkwardly.

as they wandered

.



What is the Reason for Ernest Levison’s Strange Disappearance ?

certainly de.‘u] DFIIII‘H'; the unforfunate
swell of 8t. Jim's. And no amount of
talking would help, When the iwo trics
parted there was a thoughiful look
the brow of Ralph Reckness Cardew,
and his chums brightened.

Cardew was a peculiar youth, an un-
uiual mixture chood and evil, yet
,rcpular with those who understood Mim.

here were some who would never
nnderstand him, and who could not bear
his scathing, sarcastic wit. Yet, under-
neath that mask of levity and cynical
vontempt there was a great knowledge
of human nature. He had known life
from books and in the bitter schnolhof
when

experience; for time had en
Cardew was rightly dubbed a black
sheep. here was still in him a hunger-

ing after the old days; but his in-
herent wisdom restrained him.

Now he was thinking of Towser, of
Hervies, and of D’Arcy. He knew all
three, and he was unravelling the
tangled skein. That is why Clive and
Levison, realising it, smiled. They had
great faith in their chum’s sagacity; but
would that faith be justified now?

CHAPTER 7.
Not To Be Comforted !
ATTY WYNN tapped on the door
of Study No. 6, and pusbed it

F

open. Under one fat arm be

held a piedish. It was cne of

Mrs. Tagg}us’ renowned steak-and-

kiduey pies, well.cooked and so

lhuraughiy eluo)ed Fatty’s face bore a

serious look, for his was a serious
errand,

Steak-and-kidney pies, although

nothing to the average junior, meant a
great deal to the Falstaff of the New
House, and that pie had made a con-
siderable hole in Fatty's pocket. Heo
had been locking forward to that all the
morning, despite the fact that thers was
to be as usual a good dinner for the
whale school. Ordinary dicners did not
appeal to Fatty; but steak-and-kidney
pies were o godsend.

As the door opened, Jack Blake
looked up with an expression of annoy-
anco on his usually cheery face. There
had been many visitors after lessons
that morning. Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther had paid the unfortunale
Herries a visit, and, of course, there had
been others on the same errand. But
Herries, like Rachel of old, mourned
and would not be comforted. He feft
that there was no comfort. How could
any ordinary two-legged human being
mplnca Towser 7

e What do you want?” asked Blake
rather grufily.

Fatty Wynn smiled. It was as near
to a grin as he could manage under the
circumstances.

“I want to see Herries,”
laid his parcel on the table.

Blake pointed to the figure of his
chum,

Herries was sitting in an armchair,
looking dully into the empty grate. His
elbows rested on his knees, and his chin
was egupported by his left hand; the
other hand nervously stroked his tcmp!a

he said, and

“I—1 say, Herries, old man,” sai
h‘ui Wynn awkwardly, with a little
coug] Pm—I'm aw ully sorry about

old Towser, and Ire brought you a
steak-and-kidney pie.

He finished with a rush, and lifted
the huge pie. Herries tusned round
and locked at it. He said nothing, but
essayed a wan smile.

“This'll buck you up,” said Fatty,
with an attempt at joviality. * Nothing
like a pie to buck & fellow up, esperi-
ally in this weather. I always get jolly

hungry at this time of the year, you
know,”

“Yon usually are hungry,” said Blake
gru

Fatty Wynn coughed. The balm was
not being taken in the right manner.
he felt, and he moved in front of Her-
ries. His fat fingers worked quickly to
aopen the pie, and the pie at last was

he  said

encouragingly.
“Isn’t it just prime?”

Herries shook his head slowly and
sadly.
“It's no good, Falty,” he said. *“It's

really awfully good of you, old man!™
His voice broke a trifle. “But I don't
want it, really. You eat it. It would
make you so much happier. Won't you
have a litile snack?””

 Fatty Wynn, torn between tempta-
tion and sltruism, hesitated.
“Wall, no, I bronght it for wyou.

Herries. Come on; tr Just a piece.”
Herries shook his }
“*No, old man, really.

piece.”

Fatty Wynn looked ai him question-
ingly. Tt was evident that Herries did
not want it.

“Well, just a little snack,” he mur-
mured.

Blake and Dighy grioned. Thev
knew Fatty Wynn's little snacks. Tt
would not be long Lefora he had a few

You try a

more snacks. It was extremecly pro
bable that there would ba little )I(-fl of
that pie by the time the dinner-bell
rang !

Fatty Wynn sat down at the table.
rand Blake handed him a knife and fork

The fat junior gave a grunt of satisfac-
tlon
he

murmured.

This is prime!”
Twinged by conscience he laid down his
knifo and fork and sighed regretfully.

He had had the enack. He eyed Herries

11

doubtfully. Hervies noedded, and TFalty
recommenced.

* Finish it up,’
doesn’t want any
" The Falstafi uf |hn New House
another sigh, waded into the pi

m(l Blake. “Herries

with
and

soon nothing bat the crumbs aud ihe
empty dish were left

“*Thanks,” said He the fat
junior rose. “It was awfu good of
you, and I she'n't forget it!

Fatty Wynn, with a rather guiliy
face, departed. He had meant very
well, and that was all that matiered.

“Good old Fatty!” chuckled Jack
Blake, “He's a jolly good sort, you

know 17

“Jolly good !"* agreed Herries; aud he
resigned himself again to his thoughts.

He could not forget his loss, and the
chums felt awkward and in the

The fat junior had herdly been gmw
more than a few moments than there
came another tap ai the siudy door.
This time a biglimbed, rugged-faced
junior entered. and without preamble
made for the despondent Herries.

It was George Alfred Grundy, of the
Shell. Grundy, though large-handed
and clumsy, and at times inclined to
“throw his weight about,” had a very
tender heart. He sympathised with

Herries, for in George Alfred’s composi-
tion  there
sentiment.

Blake and Dighyr stared at him, but

On

was a large amount of’

Herries did not look
Blake's face was a
amazement, for Gru E
small dog, a wire-haire r uf lll
known breed. The dog had been in hot
water ever since his arrival at the school,
but Grun}dy was proud of it—possibly
because of opposition. Opposition always
strengthened the convictions of the big
Shell fellow,

“I say,

up: Tack

Herries,” he began bluntly,

il

e

J

torri t

d the

Towser.

haocident.” ! Acoident ! *

tha poheamun held tlla fated Imh, oollar,
“ Which as 'ow I've brouqm these 'ere

whers P.-¢. Crump stood. In his hand
nd muzzle of the missing
to say as thero’s been a

gasped Herriea, (See paye 9.)
PHE Gex Lisrary. —No. 636,
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@ 'vo heard about Towser. I'm awfully

sarrr know .vou liked him. IHe
wasn't A v hlﬂ.bln dog, and rather
inclized to bite.” Grunds frowned,

ramembhering an m‘(‘n:mn upon which he
Tad been chased by the zealous Towser.
“Put you liked him. Now, look here,
here’s a jolly good dog! He's a
thoroughbred mengrel, so the chap 1
lmught him of told me.”

Blake and Dighy grinned.  Put
(.morgp Hevries frowned. Grundy had
5.0:1!11::1 been rather tuctless in his offer-

ng.

Tere vou are ! said Grundy gruffly,
"\ruElmg “the dog into Herries’ arms.

Jerrios blinked at the dog, and the
dog struggled to free himself. Ie
barked; but Grundy shook his fist.
Lie down, Gippy!” he said fierce
“You'll be all right. 1 chall zee 3
and I won't let Hm-:m spoil Fou."

He opened the doo:

“1 say,” said the a;tmmded Herries.

Grondy turned back.

“Ji's ol right”” he said magnani-
monsly.  * Don't trouble to thank me. T
thought I'd cheer you up Lhat.s all,
Cippy’s a jolly good dog, and you'll scon
forget Towser.”

“But,  Grundy, old chap,” said
Tlerries, rising to his feet It's awfully
good of you, but—really—F—" Herries

Jdid not know quite what he could say
without hurting the Shell fellow’s {eel-
ings. “Hut Gippy won't like it. It
isn 't fair to him. He'll want you all the
and he won't take to me. It isnt

fuir to & dog to give him away. It's
awfully good of vou—-"
Cirundy came back.
“ Parhaps vou're right. H rries,”” he
in his pundoroua w “It wouldn’t
But if you'd like him.”
" said Herries. * Look,

ho wants you!
‘-mrs enmlg:h the dog, now released,
.ed at the big Shell follow, and, jump-
ing up at him, licked his large h hand.

Grandy picked up the dog, and walked
to the open door, inst as an elegant
junior was on the poini of entering.
Grundy drew back.

“1 shouldn't think you'd care {o come
here, 1)'Arer,” he sniffed.

Arthur Augustus made no reply, bni
brushed past the Shell fellow into ihe
study.

Blake and Dighy looked at him. some-

what embarrassed, and lerries glared.
“What do rou  wanl?” snapped
Herries,
i 03, said  Arthur

i
D" Ar slipping forward sofrly

awfully sowwy about Towsal —"
Le !

_Fou ought growled

lf I were . 1'd pul-
verise \ou Towser muy have been a bit
of a rotter, and bitren things. buc that
;loesu roexcuse you—-—"

1 did not sy to vou, Gw
said the swell of St. Jin Y5 stifffy.
Ut Hewwies !

nda
=1 was

You needn't! aid George Ilerries
surlily.

“Hewwies!” exclaimed the swell of
St. Jim's. “You dunl believe—you
can’t-—Hewwies——"

(Gieorge Herries rose to his fn’i‘t

“T'll believe you,” he said, * when you
explain where you were last night, and
how it was that vour slipper ot into
iha guad.”

Arthur Augustus opened his monih to
npe'\k lhull snapped it shub.
“Well ™ asked Herriea.

I have nothin’ to say.

baen a gwoss misunderstandin’
“Misunderstanding _ be hanged!™

Hertes,  “You're a rotten

There hax

Arthur Aungustus drew a deep breath.
Jack Blake grasped his excited, over-
wrought chum by the arm.

teady, Her . cld man!” he said
or old times’ sake, whatever he has
done now-— —
The swell of i Jim's wheeled npon
Blake.

vou, too. Blake, think ithat I am
a welched cad?’

Dlake shifted unveasily.

“] didn't say that,”” he murmured.
“Don't be a Lasty ass, Gussy I’

“Don't call mo Gussy. 1 am Gussy
to my fwiends * said the swell of SU
Jim's freezingly. *“If you believe thiz

Get a Copy of This Week’s * Boys’ Herald.”” You Will Like it!

uouen accusation, you are no fwiend of
i

sgsn

“Why don’t you explain, a said
by, exasperated at iris chum'’s manner,
“Tar goodness' suke get off the ln;’
horse? This isn't a time for fooling.”

“T am not foolin’, and I wefuze to he
called a cad ! T will give the next fellow
who calls me a cad a severe thwashin®

“Cad ! snapped Ilerries, and th
himself in front of 12"Arey

Jilake watched them with a wortied
fromwn,

“Don't makea of vourself 1" he

plored “

iries rted back, a white w
showing  distincily on his left check.
Arthur Augostns with blazing eyes, Taced

ow wheah

\m\, deal bov, we kr wa
are !
1lerries placed himself in a spavring

|\l|’|llldc‘ and rushed at the swell of 2t

* pleaded Dlake. “Tle

He thrust
Grandy grasped the swel it
with rongh hands, and Dighy held' I.u‘.
ITevries.

“IE you 1o silly chumps must fight.”

himself bLefween the Lwo.

of 8L

said Plake, * for goodness’ sake fizht 1n
the gym! This study has been in hot
water often enough already.”

“1 am weady Tewwies

“F'm ready,” said Ierr: lhrough his
teeth.

“Well, leave it till after dinner,” zaid
Biake “There goes the bell.  Two
o'clock in the gym, both of ym

And they went down to dinver. Bur

nat before the news of the forthcoming
fight had spread through the whole
Torm,

Thus when they took their places at
table, Herries and D'Arcy were the
cipient of many looks, Poor Herries ¢
not feel in the mood for dinner; nor

tell the truth, did Arthar Augn«\ﬁ His
hundsome fuce was wrinkled, and he
avoided glancing at his cliums,  Many
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remarks were passed, but the swell of 8t
Jim’s heeded them not. Cardew looked
at him keenly, and whispered to his chum
Clive,

“ (llive, old bird,” he seid, “our noble
friend has not the guilty look and trem-
bling hand. I fear there has been a mis-
take,”

Clive gave an ambiguous nod of the

ad.

“1 wish you wouldn’t treat everything
co flippantly, Ralph,” he said. **This is
a rotten business.”

Ths whimsical Fourth-Former smiled.

“It is,” he said. “But would il not
be better to devote more time to reason
and less to sentiment? By being angry
with an accused man, we are assuming
that the accusation is justified. 1Is it?
Has anyone troubled to work the matter
out?”

“Well, no,” admitted Clive. “ But it
scems sa obvious.” .

*That is exactly why I am suspicions
of it,” said Cardew, helping himself to
bread. “¥You never read 0. Henry!
No, of course you don’t. Well, that
genius has a wonderful atory wherein a
itice man, well dressed, just like Gussy,
worships trousers and their regal crease,
He only wears his trousers for brief
nerio!da, lest they should become baggy

“But what has this to do with it?”

“ Wait,” admonished Cardew. ‘‘Let
me expound.  This cheery man is sud-
denly missing. Some timo later he is
found in_ a monastery, wearing the
cheery old_sackeioth, simple in line and
straight, Eh? No, he had not turned
religions, He had discovered the ambi-
tion of a lifetime—something that would
not bax at the knees!”

Cardew chuckled, and
chum’s puzzled face.

“ How rid:culaulf 2 gaid Clive.  “ Now,

what has thig—-
Lo

watched his

ts, dear boy! Urusag says that he
best topper

went down to see that hiz
i fechble.

was 0.K. Everyone said it
But no; all was correct.
fellow who would de penance to find
something that would not bag at the
knees. Mo& certainly he would trot
down at midnight to assure himself that
al]“\-.-m correct with his headgear.”
es. :

“Very well. Suppose his story is cor-
rect, o went down for that reasom.
He had slippers, thercfore, we presume,

pyiamas,”

* Possibly.”

“Then someone else released the
uvimble Towser,” resumed Cardew. “But
LGussy eannot speak, He is bound to
silence, vhy?  That remnina to he
geen. Now, Selby is in bed. Why? The
rumour has gone round that in the night
his face was crimsoned artificially %y
pamt and in the moounlight.”

“Yes, I know that, ass! What has it

it

to d.

“ Who did that, do you suppose? You
don’t know. Of course you don’t. You
are too busy sympathising with Herries
and censuring Gussy. Ay dear chap,
since Selby was hunting Wally D’Arey,
why could not Wally have been the awful
culprit?”

“ He might; but—"

“Then again.  Gussy was dowustairs
at midnight, and there, ioo, was his

brother, with painling applisnces. What
more natural that the noble fellow should
remain silent for his dear brother’s
sake?”

“My hat!” gaspad Clive. *Then you
mean that Wally meased up Selby’s face,
and . Gusey is keepingt dark on
aceount?’’ ;

“I do. The former is obvious. Belby
has strong suspicions, must have."”

*But who releazed Tow

Gussy is a.

his

“That is the question. Who has cause
to hate Towser?”

#Well, the chaps in Study
especially Gussy, and M ¥
Clive almost jumped out of his chair,
“Selby ! *

Cardew smiled cynically, and com-
menced his apple-tart.

“Reason is the ruination of apple-
" he mused. *“Cold reazon—cold

No. 6,
hat "

Ugh!”
live drew a deep breath,
he seid, "I do hbolieve

you've hit it!"”
Cardew nodded, .
“Right on the head!™ he smiled

CHAPTER 8.
What is Sauce for the Goose—

L ECONDS out !
Tom Merry, the curly-headed
captain of the Shell, stood in the
ymnasium, wateh in hand. He glanced
rom D'Arcy to Herries then looked at
his watch.

*“Time!" he said curtly.

Manners and Lowther, who were
seconding for the combatants, had left
the ring, and watched eagerly. Digby
and Blake stood by the side. It was
better that they should second neither
than only second one of their chums,
and Manners and Lowther of the Shell
had undertaken the fask willingly
enough.

There was a large crowd present. and
all watched the two combatants with the
keenest mterest. ‘The gereral opinion
the swell of St. Jim's was assured
of ctory, although Herries’ weight
made some difference. Moreover, argued
some, Herries was right, and right was
mostly might when a fight was to be
considered.

But D’Arcy drew first blood.

Herries advanced in a bull-like manner,
his guard rather wide, and a wild look
in his eyes. In his imagination he could
see Towsor lying in the road—Towser!

His left shot out at Arthur Augustus’
head, and the swell of St. Jim's side-
stepped it neatly. He kept & cool head,
and as the gloved fist grazed his ear, he
jarred Herries from neck to heel with a
stinging drive on the bridge of the rose,

Before Herries could recover, the
elevant junior cross-countered with his
right, on his opponent’s ear.

There were gusrg in tho erowd. It
looked as thougzh D’Arcy would have it
all his own w

But Herries vallied, drew back, and
smothered a jab that would have floored
him—a jab at the deadly solar plexus!

Relentlessly, the swell of St. Jim's
pursned with drives, hooks, and jabs;
and at each blow Herries gave hard-
fought ground. It was an onslaught he
could not stay.

“Make him miss!” shouted Blake.
“ Herries, you chump, pull up; don’t let
every one get you!”

Herries hardly heard, but he shifted
his head a fraction of an A hook
that should have lified his jaw - from
beneath his ear passed harmlessly up-
wards, unbalancing the over - cager
D’Arcy. That was Herries’ chance: and
he took it with a half-arm smash that
tore its way through his opponent’s
lowered gnard, and caused the swell of
St. Jim’s to emit a painful gasp.

* Huprvali 1"

“Well played, Hervies!”

The crowd was cbviously for Hervios,
They wanted him to win. But Arthur
Auvgusina D’Arey, with a look of grim
determination on his handsome, well-cut
features, had other ideas,

He stepped back quickly, and brought
up Herries with a jerk "as the burly
Fourth-Former sought to follow up his
advantage, Then it was hammer and
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tongs! But Herries was rapidly losing
ground, and breath.
vhen Tom Merry called “ Time!"” and

the first round finished, Herries’ chest
was heaving in an alarming manner.

Monty owther, serious for once,
waved a towel to and fro as Herries
leant back on his chair.

“A long one and then six short,”

whispered Lowther.  “Pull * yourself
-| together, Herries! Don't let him keep
you moving! Wait for him! Let him

run around, while you play possum!™

Herries was not Iismnf{ag; his head
was ringing, and swimming. And he
felt almost sick. For it iad heen a
gruelling round. Neither of the {wo had
Bpar their  punch, and  Arthar

ugustus, despite his slonder build, was
no mean hitter. Every blow found its
intended billet, and bekind them was all
the force and weight he could muster.

“Time!”

The second round was even faster than
the first, And once again _Arthur
Augustus was scoring rapidly. He was
cool and collected, He waited; while
Herries wasted his breath and blows in
attack.  Often he hit, but Arthur
Augustus was not_quite so ofien there.
And each wasted blow took breath and
energy.

Time and time again, the swell of 8L,
Jim’s got home with & smart blow on
the burly fellow’s nose. Nothing pulls a
man p more than & smart blow on the
nose; 1t stings; it hurts, and, moreover,
it dazes,

Ezch blow that he landed on Herries™
nese, Arthur Augusiu: followed by a
smashing body blow.

And once again the round finished in
favour of D’Arcy.

Blake looked at Dighy, and raised his
eyebrows in expression of utter hope-
lessness.

**No good !” he said. **If only Herries
wwould etendg up, he'd be all vight! But
the ass won’t! He's just hoping that he
can floor Gussy!™

Digby nodded. :

“It's Gussy's fight all along,” he said.
“Gussy’s & good little xer—Herries.
can only fight! He's game enough for
a dozen! But look!”

The round had begun, and Herries had
started the ball rolling by fying nt the
swell of St. Jim’s. srhm time Arthwe
Augustus, whether taken by surprise, or
whether he had tired himself, was not
quick encu_;gl; in slipping away. A wild,
heavy swing caught him on the jaw.
His arma dropped forward and his neck
bent, dropping his head on to his chest,

“No " gaid Blake, with an ine

drawn breath.

The hush could almost be felt. Ceorge
Herries let out a left. It was all that
was needed.  Arthur Augusing spum
round like a top, and fell. :

“One—two—three—" :

Tom Merry counted evenly, and thé
crowd counted with him.  Arthur
Auvgustus lay inert, while Herries, bis
arms by his side, looked down on him.

At eight, the swell of St. Jim's raized
himself on his elbows, and looked dazedly
round. His face was white as n sheet;
his lips were slightly parted, aud in his
eyes was a strange, dazed look.

With an almost superhuman cfort, the
swell of 8t. Jim's rose to Lis knees.

“Time!" shouted Tore Mewry, amongst
a tervific vell,

“Ouat!” yelled Grundy.

Bat Tom Merry raised his hand.

“Time!” he roared again.
timekeeper, Grundy 1™

Manners rushed forward, and dragged
his stunned principal to his corner. %Xa
rubbed the Ear‘k of D’Arey’s ears, and
massaged his heaving stomach.  And all
the while Harry Noble fanned him. °
(Continued on page 18.) 3
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HEARD IN COURT.

A lawyer was ove day pleading before
a Scottish judge who was o friend of his,
His client, a lady of the name of Tickle,
was defendant in_the action, and the
counsel commenced his speech in the fol-

Buy the * Boys’ Herald.”
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eat my hat, if auntie didn't say that her
house was No, 12, and here it says in
plain_ big letters that _ there ain’t
no 12'"—REddie Nelson, 31, Rompart.
Kipdorp, Antwerp.
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s printed on this page.

Price 1id.

D, & )

T pass on to the next section, until af
ladt the fan is used up.”

“ A most extravagant method,” snorted
the other. * This fan of mine was bought
by my great-grandfather, and has been .
in use ever since. 1 open the whole fan,

lowing strain: “ Tickle, my client, the QUEENSLAND'S * DEAD SEA." but never dream of wearing it cut Ly

defendant, my lord——" The public in Take Facham (North Queensland) has waving it. Certainly not! I hold it

court burst out langhing, and there was 4 termed the “Dead Sea ” of under my nose, just so, and wave Iy

still more l\_mur' nent - when the judge and.  This lake is one of the face."—A. L. Jacobs, 25, Llanthewy
Ti : ry !

of Nature. It is surrounded on
by dense scrub.

H

There is not a

Road, .Na-wpc»‘rt, Mon.

! 4
Jack Murray, 38, P . B fish found in its waters, no rivers flow
ford Hill, Durban, Na outh Africa. | into it or ont of it; and althongh rai
! ; gh rain
Mg falls in torrents, the level of the water STRIKES AT SCHOOL.

A TONQUE TWISTER.

A meeting had been called in the
schoolhouse, and the chairman rose to
address those present. My friends”™
ha hegan, beaming on iwem, “the
schoolwark is the bulhcuse of civilisa-
tion, I—-I mean, th h—the bulhouse
is. the school i

never altera, Ueological students say
that thia lake, which has never been
fathomed, is the crater of an extinct
volcano, . The aborigines would never
camp within miles of it, They believe
that a spirit haunts it, and that dead
couls of the tribe are found at the
bottom.—Uordon Glazebrook, The Days,

At many large public schools thero
have been strikes, or barrings out. Al
Eton the greatest outbreak was in 1768, .
when the Ilecad flogged- a boy for an
alleged minor offence. The remainder of
the offenders resigned in a_body, and
were ordered to leave the school, which
they did; about one hundred and sixty

He pauvsed a " . ‘q marched to Maidenhead, where noisy
second, and drew a dosp breath, The Eﬁ"'ﬁﬁ:;ﬁmd' Boude. Sydney, N.8.W. demonstrations and speechmaking took
warkhouse is the bulschool of—-"" The ’ - lllnm-L In ﬂmFtend th-Lr were ;o:inpclicé
audienve, rather heartlessly, began to to return to Eton te be punished, mes
litter. Mo tried again. The school: SOUND ECONOMY. .| of them being fogged. Thirty-one sears
Lu! is the housewark— Ho glared A ‘voung fellow who had never paid| after this Rugby had a strike, The

ferociously at the tit s, “As 1 said,”
he began firmly, & E vsc] e
Te mopped the perspivation from his
brow, gritted his teeth, and made 2
fresh effort.  *‘The schoolhouse, my
friends—" A great sigh of relief went
tp from his audience, At last he had

more than sixpence to see an entertain-
ment was atiracted while passing a
theatre by the posters announcing the
performance of *The Torty Thieves.”
Going up 1o the ticket-office. he put
Jown a shilling and sai

Y Gimme a good seat.”

cause was the punishment of a boy who
bought explosives from a grocer in the
town, The offence was demged. The boy
was flogged, and his school chums
aitacked the grocer's establishment with
such fury that a _magistrate was called in
and the Riot Act read. The disturbanca

% Vs 1y ton ardei. A amile | .. The ticket.seller raked the shilling | ended with punishment for the ring-
fl ”ﬁ:‘:{:‘l:“ num‘:%]“gr:l']his favimad ia;e. juto the drawer, and handed out a ticket. { leaders.—IL. ~ Quaintance, 55, Green
“The schoolhouse, my friends,” he said “\Where's the change?” asked the|Lanes, N.10.
i t to let them see how easy it | YOInK man.
* “The meet- There is no change.

—Miss Olive | @ shillin, was the rer
pl.::,,),e(ml;f The voth stared at the ticket, thew at % i W{lg! OM'TTEE_’-
Australia * | the theatre official.- A simple-minded man ordered a gramo-

—THE HOUSE THAT DID NOT EXIST.

A farmer intended to spend his holi-
Quyvs with his aunt, who lived in Lon-
Jon—No. 12, Oliver Street.  Auriving
at the station, - the farmer inquired
his way to there.  After having been
shown, he wended his way over. At last
he came to the street, and walked along
it. lcoking up at the numbers 1ill he
came to a house marked in large leiters,
“No, 12.” The farmer let out a gasp
of surprise, and exclaimed: *Well, I'll

" he said quietly.
5 and sce the other
t —PB. Braundon. 25,

iace, Hove, 3 N

o

FAN-CY.
Two \'vnpr-.nlxle Japanesc gmt]pmop,
noted for their theift, were one day dis-

said one,
“ has lasted me for fifteen-years. I never
think of opening the whole fan, but open
only a small .section at a time; wsing it
with care, that lasts for a year, and then

phone, and heped to get it for nothmg.
This was his letter to the firm suppl
the instruments : “ Kind Sirs,—Please
ward me a finc gramophone, for wh
1 enclose full amount. Yours truly —=
P.S.—So sorry, have forgotien to enclaze
P.O. Tt is very forgetf’ul of me” A
dar or two later, back came a letter:
“Dear Sir,—We have great pleasure in
gending you one of our gramophones,
and truef it will give every satisfaction.
P.S.—Have forgotten to send gramo-
phone, It must be due to the careless-
ness of our clerk.”—A. Burgess, Lower
Park, Aldington, Hythe, Kent.

q%m%mm@mmﬁmm&mwm&

Contributions are invited from readers of the * GEM " for publication on this page.

Anything will -

do, so long as it is interesting, short, and concise—a good joke, a description of a holiday, a bright idea
) for increasing the popularity of the " GEM," a good anecdote, *Pars'" should not be more than three
5 hundred -words long—the shorter the better. They can be sent in on a postcard. Address all ey
contributions to The Editor, The “ GEM " Library, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London. E.C.4. ¢
) and mark them * Readers’ Own Corner.” - it
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JOHN SHARPE.

New Readers Start Here. .

John Sharpe, the great analytical
detective, i3 engaged by Chief Burnett,
of the Secret Service, to track down the
band of organis and  dangerous
criminals operating under the guidance
of Iron Hand, o fearless, clever man of
donninating personality. Marna Black,
one of the band of crooks, is captured,
and Burnett induces Anne Crawlord, a
woman agent of the Secret Service, to
assume Marna's identity and get into the
confidences of Iron Hand.

She is instructed to keep her real
identity a secret even to Sharpe; but she
often assists him and sends lum informa-
tion concerning the movements of the
gang, and he js puzzled to know just
where it comes from.

Iron Hand has a number of hiding-
places in different parts of the country,
which are referred to as * Nests,” the
most important of which is Eaglc's Nest,
situated on a deserted cliff. The leader's
chief assistants are Potsdam and Black
Flag. John Sharpe has had many big
tussles with the gang, and has foiled
many of their deepest schemes. Iron
Hand has robbed Colonel Bledson, the
Cattle King, of a casket of valuable
jewels, and he takes them to his assistant
in Chinatown, Wong Li, to take care of.

After a great struggle Sharpe succeeds
in getting them bmﬁ«, and he deposits
them in a safe in Colonel Bledson’s room.

Tron Hand makes a determined effort
to secure them again, but he is foiled
vepeatedly by Sharpe. The gang next
turn their attention to a collection of
valuable Russian furs, and they decide
to hire a room in the building i which
they are stored in order to secure them.

(NYow read on.)

I The Visitor.

RESENTLY the motor-lorry
entered the warehouse yard, and
the disguised Potsdam descended
from his seat and instructed the

chauffeur to wait until his return.

The second in command at once madg
his way to the office, where he found the
cavetaker of the building. He inquired
about a room, and was shown a plan of
the entire building.

Potsdam  studied the chart for a
moment, and then, peinting to a certain
room on the ground floor, he szid:

“That one will suit me! I want to
store some eostly electrical equipment
there while we are fitting out our place.”

The caretaker informed his new client
that this would be all right, and, taking
out his note-case, Potsdam handed over
some notes, in_order to pay a deposit.on
the room. He waited a moment until
his receipt was written out, and then
made his departure, saying as he went
that would order his chauffeur to
-drive the lorry containing the goods up
.to the room. The manager, meanwhile,

instructed some of his employees to get
ready to remove the barrels from the
lorry.

When he had given his instructions to
the chauffeur, Potsdam walked along the
pavement in the direction of the fur
store. As he went he gave a sly look
around to make quite sure that his move-
ments were not being watched. Then he
endeavoured to assume a businesslike
manner & he walked towards the
entrance of the shop. When he got
inside he found it laden with costly furs
of all descriptions, and he was quite
impressed Ly their value.

Potsdam at once went over to one of
the shopmen and asked for Mr.
Laroque, whom he had heard was the
proprietor of this establishment. The
man went to the rear of the shop, and a
moment later he came forward again
with the gentleman in  question.
Potsdam introduced himself.

“I represent ths Royal Canada Fur
Company,” he said. “I wish to make
inquiries about your consignment of
Russian sables.”

Mr. Laroque bowed, and it was
obvicus that he was impressed by the
importance of his visitor, He asked
Potsdam to follow him, and took him
through a door in the back of the shop
leading to a middle room.

‘Yhis place was lined with wall
cabinets, Some contained furs, and
some were exapty. In the centre of the
room was one very large cabinet con-
taining a quantity of Russian eables,

Mr. Laroque took his visitor over to if,
and Potsdam at once started to inepect
the furs. He also paid particular atten-
tion to the position of the room,
although, of course, he did his very best
net to let Mr. Laroque see his interest
in_this matter,

Potedam pretended great admiration
for the furs, and he was full of en-
thusiasm as Mr. Larogque handed them
to him for his inspection. After a while

e =ald

“T'Il telegraph your prive to my princi-
pals. In ell probability we shall make a
bid for part of your furs.”

Mr. Laroque was (uite agreeable to
this, and Potsdam wished him good-bye,
and shook his hand vigorously as he
made his departure.

Potsdam walked towards the wave-
house. This adjoined the middle roomn
which he had just left, and it suited his
scheme admirably. He noticed that a

number of the barrels from the motor |

had already been placed in it. The
warehouse ~ employees were at that
moment busy. wheeling other barrels and
placing them in position,
produced a pad and pencil,
and quickly sketched the room, at the
same time adding a rough sketch from
memory of the one ho had just left, in
which his interview with Mr. Lareque
had taken place. When the last of the
ten barrels were brought in, the manager
arrived on the scene, and Potsdam pre-
tended to check them up, while the
manager was giving instructions at the
door to one of his men, Then he slyly
folded ‘the paper containing his sketch so
that it would slip threugh the bunghole
of one of the barrels. When he had done
this, he joined the manager at the door.
Hao was then handed a key, and both
nien left the room, the manager closing
the door behind them,

Vitagraph.

iRON HAND.

The chauffeur was cranking up the
p\nbor-im'rv in the warehouss yard, wait-
ing for G-Bq return of Potsdam. That
worthy arrived a moment later, and,
bidding the manager good-bye, he
mounted the truck, and was driven out
of the yard.

The chanffenr drove ihe vehicle along
a deserted streef, and Potsdam and lis
accomplice chuckled over the success of
their plans, so far. Then the second in
command removed his false beard, and
placing it in his pocket, he alighted from
the lorry, leaving the chanffenr to con-
tinue the journey alone.

Meanwhile, at the bunghole of one of
the barrels in the warehouse, an eye
appeared, Tt glanced slowly around the
room, then gradually tho top of the
barrel lifted up, and the face of one of
the gang came into view.

The man peered around the room, then
he made a signal to the others, and the
next minute three other outlaws
appeared in eimilar manner. They gou
out. of their barrels, and then, lifting the
lid from one of the remaining ones, they
produced food and drink from it.

The first gangster then took ont the
folded paper containing the sketch, which
Potsdam had pushed through the hole of
the batrel. He smoothed: it out, and all
the men looked at it. It was a rough
map showing the room, with the barrels
indicated by crosses, Also the middle
room of the fur store was indicated,
showing the row of cabinets on the wall,
and the large one in the middle. Thig
one was marked * sables.”

An arrow was deawn in ihe skeich,
representing the warehouse room, point-
ing towards the brick wall which divided
the two, and underneath the cabinet in
the fur store appeared the eryptic word :;
“Here.”

The men studied the map for a few
moments and memorised it. and then the
leader tore it up into small pieces, and
put them in one of the barrels.

They next moved the barrels away
from the spol in the brick wall which
had been indicated on their map. One
of the men starioned himself at the deor
to listen, another traced a square on the
wall about two feet by three, and the
two others went to another barrel, a
produced tools, which included a punch,
hammer, erowbar, and so on. In a very
short time they would be able to make
a hole in the wall sufficient for their
purpose.

| The Plot Succeeds. |

HAT night the watchman in the
fur store made his usual round of
inspection, but he did not think
1o look in the bairels in the

warehouse. As soon as he had gone the
THE Gra LiBrary.— No. 686,
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gang commenaed operationa. A number

of flashlights shone through the hole in
the wall, lighting up the scene.
One of the gang set to work with a

chisel to force open the doors of the
cabinet, and ag soon as this was accom-
plished, the other men commenced to
carry the furs back through the wall to
the warehouse. These they deposited in
the barrels. Very soon nlf the valuable
gables had heen transferred {rom the
cabinet to the barrels belonging to the
geang. It was, so far, one of the easiest
jobs they had yot undertaken, and the
men chuckled with glee at their success.
Beforo leaving the room, the gang set
to work to sweep up the traces from the
floor which had been caused by the hole
which they had made in the wall. Then
they carefully replaced the bricks, and
put the cabinet ﬁack into position, in
order to hide their handiwork. The men
in the warehouse then ﬁlasterad the
bri with .o cial quick-drying sub-
stance which they had brought with
them. They left nothing to chance.
“YWhen this stuff sets,” said one of the
gang, it will ba impossible to distin-
guish anything, It was a very fine job

of ours.”

The other men agreed with their
spokesman.

The following morning Detective

Sharpe happened to be in the office of
the Chief of Police chatting over affairs,
svhen suddenly there was a commotion
outside, and Mr. Larcque, the " well-
known fur merchant excitedly entered.

My store has been broken into,” he
shouted, in an agitated manner, **and all
my valuable Russian sables are gone!”

John Sharpe at onee showed his
interest in the man, and he wondered
whether this was another of Iron Hand’s
tricks. i

“It looks very like it to me,” he said
to the police chief. “ We'd better have
Miss Roberts—that girl that we cap-
tured in Nesi 1 here. We may get zome
information from her.”

The chief summened an attendang, and
hurriedly gave him some instructions.

“1 don't want the police to move in
the matter yet,” said Sharpe. “They’ll
spoil my game. You get into plain
clothes, chief, while Mr., Laroque gives
me further detail=.”

The fur dealer, who was still very angry
and excited, gave all the information
he had, and John Sharpe looked at him
intently, paying attention to even the
smallest details.

Anne Crawford, whose real identity
awas still unknown to Detective Sharpe,
was o prisoner in the hospital to which
she Lad been taken after the raid by the
police on Iron Hand’s headquarters. At
the moment she was sitting up in bed
sewing, for she had almost completely
recovered from the effects of the gas
administered to ber by Potsdam.

Presently o nurse entered, and in-
timated that she had orders for the girl
to accompany a police-officer who wes
dawnstaim,

“You are to be removed io the gaol
this morning, Miss Roberts,” said the
nrurse, with sympathy.

She then went to the cupboard to get
‘Anne’s hat and coat. The girl seized
this opportunity to reach under the
maltress and take out a nask, which she
had hidden there, It was a large one,
which completely covered the head. She
hastily concealed it in her blouse.
moment later the nurse returned, and
helped her on with lher coat, at the
same time bidding her good-bye. Then
tho police-officer entered, and escorted her

away.
By this time the chief of police had
already changed into plain elothes, and
THE Gex Lrsrary.—No. 696.

Sharpe, too, had disguised himself by
means of a paiz of dark glasses and a few
other aids.

“Miss Roberts is being brought here
in accordance with your wish. We'll see
her when we return,” the chief said.

Sharpe nodded, and the men left the
room.

As soon as the officer in charge of Anne
left the hospital, he called a taxi,. an
be and the girl got into it.

Anne f)l'eh!ndﬁd great weakness when
she took her seat, and leaned back, closing
her eyes as though exhausted.

The officer was amusing himself by
looking out of the window, and Anne,
watching him stealthily through her half-
closed eves, waited her opportunity, and
then took out her black mask.

As the officer pulled his head back into
the car, Aune, quick as a flash, drew it
over his head.

The surprised officer struggled, and
tried to free himself, but it was 100 close-
fitting, and befors he could do so, the
girl had opened the opposite dcor of the
car and jumped out.

Still covered by the mask, the official
!gropud for her, but just missed clutching
her.

Anpe immediately leaped off from the
running hoard of the taxi, and rushing off
between other cars, quickly disappeared
from view. It was a clever escape from
her guardian.

There was considerable excitement in
the fur siora when Detective Sharpe, the
Chief of Police, and Myr. Laroque entered
the building. Laroque indicated where
the furs had been stored.

Sharpe immediately questioned him
aboui his employees. A number of these
were standing avound, but the manager
spoke confidently about the honesty of
them all.

“I have no reason to suspect anyone,”
lie affirmed.

Sharpe next questioned the watohman.

“71 went through this room every half-
hour, sir,” the man replied.

Sharpe accepted the explanation, and
then ordered everybody out except the
chief and Mr., Larogue. He went over
and inspected the cabinet where the furs
had been stored, and he was quick to
note a number of marks which had
apparently been made by a chisel.

Mr. Laroque then unlocked the cabinet,
and the detective inspected the locks, and
carefully examined the foor of
cabinet. He rubbed his hand slowly
along the floor, and noted that it was
fairly dusty. He wiped his hands, and
then proceeded to move the empty
cebinet away from the wall through
which the outlaws had effected their
entrance.

He stooped down, and rubbed his hands
along the floor. Strangely enough, this
was quite clean, with the exception of
some particles of mortar. He was rather
interested in_ the fact that there was no
dust on his fingers, for he knew t, so
far, the room had not been swept,
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The detective looked more closely at
the floor, and then resched down io pick
up the particles of mortar, but he was
uneble to do this, for they adhered to
the floor.

Shar took out his penknife, and
scraped them up into the palm of his
hand, Looking towards the rear wall, he
saw further chisel marks, and he com-
pared these with the ones that he had
{J!‘e)‘iuuslj’ noted. Quite satisfied that he
iad solved the mystery, he turned back
towards the others.

Al this time the chief and Mr Laroque
had been watching his movements with
interest.

“Have you a plan of this room?" asked
the detective.

Mr. Laroque answered that he had,
and he went over to his desk to get ir.

I Anmne’s Return.

fast when his able lieutenant
Potsdam entered.
The leader was anxious to know
how things had progressed.

“The truck has gone for the furs,"”
Potsdam reported. * They are safe in
the bmvels, Red Sam is on the watol.
This is the necatest job we ever did, but,
of course, we Lad ne Sharpe to buck up
against.”

Iron Hand looked pleased for once.
Then the expression on both men’s faces
changed scmewhat as they heard a
signal.

"o and see who it is,” Iron Hand
told Potsdam.

He went to the door and opened it,
and, to hia great surprise, Anne walked
quietly in, It was some seconds before
Potsdam could get over his startled
astonishment. Ho quita believed that he
had killed Anne when he had left her
in the gns-("hﬁmber!at Nest 1.

The girl locked” at him disdainfully,
and then, in a freezing voice, she said:

“You called me traitor | Tried to kill
mae, and gave me lo the polico. You're
the traitor! I've escaped, and come
back. That should prove me true!”

Potadam tried to speak, but he could
only stammer, so amazed was he to see
the gisl again. -

IRBN HAND was enjoying his break-

Anne interrupted him, and, in a
threatening tone, said:
“If I tell Iron Hand, who is devoted

to me, he'll kill you! Don’t interfere
with me again! Where is he?"”

Potsdam was completely cowed, and
he led her to whers the chiefl was
sitting. %

The leader was quite overjoyed at her
appearance, and he spoke of his admira-
tion of her devotion to the cause,

Anne sat down, and related her ex-
periences to him.

Mr. Laroque took Sharpe and the
Chief of Police to the assistant manager,
and he introduced Sharpe to the man.

The detective's first request was for a
plan of the building, and when this waa
prodiiced, it was handed to Sharpe. e
did not need to look at it very long,
Pointing to the room adjoining the fur
store, the detective asked the manager
who cccupied it. The man considered
for an instant, and then replied:

“That room was recently taken by a
concern calling itself the Taflin Electric
Company. It was only a few days ago,
and they have already moved some of
their goods into the place!” :

“ Ah, as I believed !”” muttered Bharpe.
“Will you be good enough to take me
there at once!”

(Get next week’s Gex for the continua-
tion of this amuzing story.)



* Where is Ernest Levison ?**

Sbarpe’s Clever Scheme.

OHN SHARPE considered for a
J moment as to what his best move
would be, then he asked for a tele-
phone directory. Oue was soon ob-
tained and brought to him, and he turned
over the pages quickly, until he came to
the names beginuing with the letter L.
Sharpe looked carefully through for the
name of LaBlin. = But after a while he
shook hLis head.
“They're not in the telephone diree-
I‘o¥',” he said.
e manager locked puzzled for a
maoment,
“They paid their money in advance,”
he said, *‘so I did not go into their Ins-
tory very closely.”
“Will you take me to their voonii”

John Sharpe asked. i
" ¥es. Come this wa the manager
answered. M1 take you there.”

The detective, accompanied by the
wanager and Chiel of Police, made his
way to the warehouse where the ten
barrels were stored. g

“This is the room hired by the Lafiin
L"ompnni'. and these are some of the
goods which they have deposited here,”
the manager informed ESharpe, as
indicated some of the barrels.

The detective walked round inspeciing
the room, then he noticed something on
the floor which ateracted his attention.
Moving one of the barrels slightly out of

he

rhe way, he picked up a small quantity
of white dust, which he examined very
closely.

Sharpe then walked towards the wall,

and, taking out his magnifying-glass, he
looked cavefully round it, until he came
to the place where the outlaws had plas-
tered up the wall again after ther had
made their hole in order to gain entranca
to the next room.

There was just a faint line in the brick-
work, showing where the new plaster
joined the old. Sharpe turned round to
the others, saying :

“There is nothiug out of ihe way
here; we’ll have to look elsewhere for an
cxplanation of this mysterious affair.”

He did not want anyone at this stage
to know what he had discovered.

The three men left the room, and the
anager closed the door behind them.

At the gang’s hiding-place Tron Hand
listened intently until Anne Crawford
had finished her stovy.

“So that's how I got away,” she con-
claded; “but I am afraid the police sus-
pect something. They were taking me
to headquarters to question me when I
munugez to jump out of the taxi.”

Iron Hand snapped his fingers in order
1o show his contempt for the police.

“We'll get the sables in less than an

hour,” he eaid, “and then we’ll get away
in the Los Angeles steamer to-nmight. Al
will well. ?
Turning to Potsdam, the Chief ordered
him to get some icireshments for the
wirl, and the second in command started
to obey the order. but in a véry sullen
uianner.

Anne commenced to remove her hat,
and was about to place it ou the table,
when she observed that the top was quite
dusty.  Aud she looked very disdainful
at this

Obtaining a newspaper. she spread it
ot upon the table, and then placed her
hat on that. A le later Potsdam
entered with some articles of food.

Potsdam eiill felt very cross towards
ithe girl, and, noticing what she had done,
Ira was about o place the food upon the
duety table, in  owder to annoy her
farther. But she took it from him and
put it into her lap. Anne gave Potsdam
a sévere glance, as though te warn.him

not to try any mare tricks, or she would
inform Iren Hand.

_Some time later the motor-lorry pre-
viouely used hy Potsdam, and driven by
the same chauffeur, arrived outside tha
warehouse again. The chauffeur called
to a clerk who was standing in the door-
way of the office. The man went over to
the lorry, and the chauffeur handed him
an order for the removal of the barrels.

The clerk glanced at the paper, and
then, looking up as the chauffeur rather
curiously, asked him to wait for a
moment.
where Sharpe, the Chief of the police,
and the manager were talking.

Although the Paolice Chief did not put
the matter to the delective, ho rather
suspected that he had found out more
ahout the mystery of the stolen fure than
he cared to tell just then.
look of sarisfaction on Sharpe’'s face,
which seemed to indicate that things were
going pretty well.

Presently the clerk entered. carrying |

the order for the removal of the barrel
which the motor-driver had given him
He handed it to the manager, who raised
his eyebrows in surprise,

The man at once informed Sharpe that

someone from the Laflin Company had |

sent for the barrels, and that a lerry was
outside ready to take them away.

* Shall we let them go?” he asked.

Sharpe nodded, with a quict smile on
his face.

“Why, certainly ! he replied. “Let
them take them away at once if they
desire.”

The Chiel of Police was more puzeled
than ever av this. Surely, he thought, it
would be better to detain this man,

Further thoughts were interrupted by
Sharpe, who looked him and whis-
pered a few words of hurried instruction
And use one of your very hest men,
he concluded,

The elerk went back and informed the
chauffeur that it was quite all right, and
# he might remove his barrels as scon
he wished; and the -operations com-
menced.

When the whole of them had been
placed on the lorry, the man drove it
from the yard. But there was a start-
ling occurrence as socon as he had got a
little way away, which guite surprised
that gentleman.
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A man who was walking al the
1oud suddenly juinped on the t?\t:gk as
though he was desirous of a lift. The
chauffeur shouted angrily to him lo clear
off, but the newcomer responded by
drawing a revolver, and ordered him very
furcibly to drive on where he was told,
and not to argue about the matter.
There was a look in his ere which meant
business.

The chauffetr was certainly intimi-
daled, and did as he was instructed. His
nninvited guest turned out to a plain-
clothes policeman, and at his orders the
vehicle was driven off along a road lead-
ing to the right.

Some distance away Red Sam, a mem-
ber of the gang, who had been instructed
to watch events and render any assist-
ance, if possible, looked rather worried.
+ was quite plain to him that the plans

. of the gang had gone wrong. and, very

alormed and exeited, he rushed off in
order to inform Iron Hand.

Sharpe, Mr. TLaroque, and the Chi
of Police buad now returned to the police-
tation, and the officer, still in doubt as
to the detective’s plans, eudeavoured to
obiain somo-information in a diplomatic
marner; but he failed. Sharpe alwasis
kept things to himeelf until his plans were
completed,

While they were waiting, the door o
the police yard opened suddenly, and the
motor lorry, driven by Tron Hand's
chanffeur, arrived on the scenc. At tha
back was sitting the plain-clothes police-
mai

As soon as ihe {ruck was brought to a
standstill the driver was taken into
custody, and Sharpe instructed some men
who were standing round fo force open
the barrels, They leaped on the truck,
and soon succeeded in their task.

The Chief of Police was astonished to
see that someof them contained members
of the gang. It was a complete capture,
and all those standing round were high!y
amused at the turn of events.

When the other barrels were opened
the valuable collection of Russian f
were disclosed, and Sharpe asked M
Larogue to identify them,

The merchant nodded, and, greaily
pleased at the suceess of his plan, he went
over and congratulated the elever detee-
tive on his splendid work.

Before the prisoners were led away
Sharpe carefully looked them over.

“Only small Try ia this haul,” he mut-
teved, half to himself, ** but beirer luck
next time.  Now I will go and ques-
rion Miss Roberts. No doubt she will
have arrived by this time.”

e detective, followed by the Chicf
of police, walked towards the station.
When they arrived there, however, ther
were met by the officer from whon Apne
had escaped in the taxi,

He looked very cheepish as he faced th
detecrive. Then, showing himi the mask
which Anune had placed over
explained how =he ha

The Police Chief was nat v hig]
indignant when he heard this confess
of failure, bul Sharpe put in a word
the man’s defence,

“That girl has oubwitted wicer men
than you, officer,” he said, ' Never
mind, see if you can make one of those
prisotiers we have just canght give awa
some infermation. T'Il bhe back after
Tanch.”

The Chiel, who was sill anncyed
about the escape of Anne, said that

would certainly do his utmost lo gain
some infarmation out of the prisoners,
Fhe detective then made his depar-

tive, while tha Chief and My, Larcgne
superintended the loading of the furs.
(The 1 af this
story will appear next week.)
TeE GEM LiBrarY.--No. 635.
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BOUND BY A PROMISE!

(Continaed from rage 13)

Suddenly there was a stillness, and
D’Arcy looked round,  He started. The
crowd - yelled.. Something warm and
moist touched Herries’ bare arm. He

‘When “time * came he was able to
stand unsteadily on his feet.

Yrom the other carner, Herries, heed-
less of the many words of advice and
congratulation, had been gazing at him
wit xed, almost glazed, eyes.

D'Avey moved forward as in a dream,
aund Herries stepped forward,

“ Now——" breathed the crowd.

It may have been that half-spoken
word, or the sight of Herries and the
look in his eyes, but Arthur Augustus,
from whatever cause, sprang to life. Ile
slipped away from a loit lead, and, kee.:
ing awey that left with his wrist, drove
his own left glove into his opponent’s
face with the full weight of his agile
body behind it.
=s staggered back.: D'Arcy pur-
sued, and icl?\u\d the ‘left with a night
that caused Herries to fall slightly for-
ward. With every ounce, and the last
ounce of é‘)owcr and energy in him, the
awell of St. Jim's sent up his right in
a terrible upper-cut.

Herries foll on his face. The swell of

St. Jim's drew back. The fight was
his. If Herries were not quite out, he
was indubitably beaten.
Yor one, two, three, and four, Herries
¥ motionless, while the trowd swayed
in deep agitation. On seven, he raised
i‘mnaelr wearily on all fours,

Before him was o picture of Towser—
Towser, for the vengeance of whom he
was fighting. Drunkenly, Herries reeled
1o his feet. And from the crowd came
n ;i:l]eer that could havo been heard for
riles

ell done, Hmue&"‘
Good man'!
“That's the spirit!"

Herries had absolutely the sxmpnthy of
the crowd. He had _rallied when nine
hundred and ninety-nine fellows out of a
thousand wounld have given in,

Lowther would have thrown in the
towel, bnt Herries waved him back.

“I'm a-right!” he mutrered, through
torn and cut lips

His ;la“y eyes elared at the swell of
i, Jim

But ,‘\\khur Augustus did not move.
He could have knocked his opponent
down and completely out then; but he
did not. Mo could not. Never could he
forget that once they had been friends,
Once they had shared their pleasures.
His arms hung by his sides.

Herries ]urﬁ d)inmard tired, miser-
ably tired, without life.

Iha waiting was ghasily. Would
neither of them move? One must,
surely.

Herries gave 2’ gasp—a gasp of defeat.
Something in his throut gurgled, and he
foll 1o his knees.

“Herries!"” pleaded someone.

But Herries was deaf to everything—
dead io the world.

Arthur Augustus could have wept at
having brought his chum to this plight.
He moved %nﬂrd to raise the fallen
Herries, and from the crowd came an
angry roar.

" Stand bauk:
he's downy !

It was unfair. Buv then a erowd is
always unfair. As a mob they were on
the level of the meanest member, and
they hooted. Through his bruises the

Don’t hit a man when

ewell of St. Jim's fushed angrily.
covered

Herries his  face with his
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removed his hands and stared.
“Towser!”  shouted the

“Towser, Towser, Towser!”
The dog, startled at the eriss, growled,

a.zd lhn vell of St. Jim's drew back.

orowd.

ec ! sln-wkell Mellish. ‘“He's
[rlghtcned of Gussy !
*Yah?
* Bssass 1M
Herries, through his cracked and
bruised lips, smiled. Ho cuddled the

and Towser licked 1 his
the tears of joy that were

"Clen Herries broke down, He sobbed
and cried like a child, and the orowd
isoked on in wonder. They did not
speak.

Ralph Reckness Cardew, on the edge
of the crowd, smiled at his chum Clive.

“Clive, old gun,” he said, “is that
not |}:’ fttmg climax? The true end to

a fight.”

. ‘l‘I would
ight, "
them.

Bl.:.ke and Digby raised their fallen
chum to his feet, and Manners helped
D’ Arcy into his ja(‘ker

Surrounded by a huge crowd, the two
were taken back to the school, Herries
smuggling Towser in his

Cardew led the way into the school
with Clive at his side.

“Cardew,” shouted Blake,
you do it?"

Cardew smiled.

“8o simple,” he murmured. “I went
to the police-station, and thouo, as large
as life, was this beauty!”

“But the dog who was killed?"
W clmrus.

“Stray one—a wire-haired terrior.”

The passage buzzed with talk. The
whole ecrowd would have pressed into
Study No. 6. But Blake kept them ou
and locked the door. Clive would hav
entored, but Cardew drngged him aside.
“It isn't finished yet,” he said
“There's the real end to come. Gussy
iz still under & cloud. He hasn’t proves
that he did not loose Towser—nor have

dog to him,
masters fa
streaming

rather _have stopped the
muttered Clive. “Look at

jackel.

“how did

came

“Hou can you do it?”
" going to the Selby bird with
A subscnphun for a wreath for Towser
He may not have heard about the dog's
aceident.”

He wandered off in the direction of
the Third Form-master’s study, while in

Study No. 6 orries  fondled hie
favourite.  His chums said nothing.
Arthur Augustns watched sadly. He

folt that he had not yet redcemed his
name; that by beating Herries he had
not improved his position.

Harmaa looked up st lasf.

“Gussy,” he said,
a man. You haven’t proved you didn't
loose Towser. But—but as the old
cha,[:us back. I'll let bygones be by-
gones,”

Arthur Augustus drew a deep breath.

“TI did not do it,” he said firmly.
“And until you beliove me, we cannol
1[)::] fwiends, Hewwies. 1 am not a
ieh !

Herries shrugged his shoulders.

ieve you,” said Blake, and held
out his hand.

Arthur !\ugualus took it and shook 1t
warmly. Digby, with, a word, but
with eloquence inexpressible in words,
held out his.

There remained only Herries.

As the swell of St. Jim’s, with troubled
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brow, stood looking at his chum and ths
d°§ t ero came & tap on the door,
ho's there!” asked Blake.

“Et is I—Mr. Salby' Open al ongel™

Herrlea gasped

Hide Towser!” Lia breathed. :

Bluke took the dog from his chum's
arms and dived with him under the
table.

Arthur Augustus tuwrned (he key .in
the lock and opened the door.

“The master of the Third Form, slightiy
red in_tho fuce, entered. He looked
vound him somewhat awkwardly., And,

dthough he could not help noticing the
tracea u{ a recent fight, he said nothing!

" he mumbled awkwardly,
I just heard thatyour pet,
Towser, has been ‘killed. Er—er—""
ho paused, and looked round. *“Er—I
thought I had better tell you that last
ulgbt I took your animal out with lhc
intention of handing hxm over 1o B
the local dog-fancier.”

The three juniors stared. Aud from
under the table came a gasp,

“And the wretched animal tore loose!
I presume 1t must have been run over.”

Herries glared.

The master shuffled awkwardi

“I should be greatly nh{ngﬂd’ i you
would lat e matter re;t as it u at
present,” continued Mr. l by, “and
prevent any further inquiries.’

Herries locked from oue to |lu- othar
of his chums., They were all relieved,
especinlly D'Are;

*‘ Certainly, a:r i said Herries.

“Yeory well.” The master made aa
though to turn to the door, but wheeled
zbout. *Thera is yet another matter,”
he eaid angrily, I understand that
you, D Arny. were out of bed last night.”

s

“K:ldam reported the matter to me.
As you will by now have heard, I waa
zrossly  maltreated—disgreeefully  dis-
‘)gured*in the_night by the application
f red paint. I want to know-—did you
see anyone about last night?”

It waa like the master to ask such a
juestion. D’Arcy made no reply.

“1 demand to know the name of the
ulprit!"”

In a flash Herries saw it all—saw why
he swell of St. Jim's had kept silent. A
‘hance had come to the burly Fourth-
Tormer to make recompense to his
“hum for the wrong ho had done him

M. Selby " sald Herries, springing
v his feet, “one good turn deserves
nother. T should be greatly obliged if
yvou would let the matter rest as it is
1t present, and prevent further in-
Juiries.”

“What—what do you mean?” The
master staggered back, white as his com-
nlexion allowed. en, with wvexation,
he bit his lip. He was beaten, and he
knew it. “Very well!” he said, and
slammed the door.

“Hurray!" yelled Herries, forgetiing
his scars.  “Put it there, Gass}' Fo:-
et that I've been a cad! I'm sorry for
being a fool! Shake!”

And Arthur Augustus shook him by
the hand. Once again the chums were

friends.

It was mainly due to Cardew, how-
ever. and when that avening a fenst of
colebration was held, Cardew shared with
Towser the place of honour. . Towser
was alive; Study No. 6 was reunited,
and there were great rejoicings.

THE END.
{There will be another grand loag
story of the chums of St. Jim's next
week, entitied ¢ THE PLOT AGAINST
ST. JIM'S." By Mariin Clifford.
er your copy EARLY.)
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My Dear Chums,
There is a great treat in store for you
all mext week, for in that issue of the
“Gam” our splendid new serial, entitied :
“ What Have You Agaimst Me7?” will
.tﬂtlul]' appear. This story is -ﬂb-ut
a deubt the greatest’ drama of scheofh
Tite which has ever appeared in any hn
paper, yeu must net miss it on any
acesunt. Week by week tive engrossing
stery of Toem Mace's e at Wilterd
Ceollege will be unfelded te you in the
“ Gem,” and | am certain you wifl ali
enjoy it. It is guite walike any ether
yarn you have ever read. Do your best

<

to introduee this stery to your acquaint-
ances so that evervhedy cen . share in this
gaad thing. Don't “Nd * What Have
‘run Against Me1" starts in next week's

* Gem.” Order your copy early se that
there will be no disappointment! This
number will atse contain another splendid
leng complete story of Tom Merry & Ce.,
by Martin  CHiferd, which will alse
delight you.

At last a clue has bren received in con-
nectisn with Ernest Levisen, whe, as you
know, hes been missing from Bt. Jim's
for seme time new. A private investiga-
tor was immediately sent to the district

£ <5

where he is reported to have been seen,
and | hege to have some definite news to
tell you mext week. The strange mystery
af Ernest Levison is deepening! .

TFhe splendid new serial in the “B?:;
Herald,” called ** The Lad from
Lower Deck,” has proved |mmenu<ly
pepular, and all readers #f the ** Gem'
should get a copy of that ripping paper,
swith the glerisus coloured cover, at nme
On sale every Tuesday. Price 1 d.

Mew, dom’t forget to .get nelt week's
“ Gem " early?

YOUR EDITOR.

. . »

Irresistible

HARP'S SUPER-KREEM Toffee is
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TOFFEE is so pure, so wholesome, so
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Maidstone.
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DON'T ‘FORGET |
NEXT WEEK'S

RAND NEW

SERIAL.

’%._g;‘—"é ; ' ,
HARRY MANNERS. (I fonisees)

Another Splcr.\ﬁid Portrait Study next week.




