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IN THE DEPTHS OF DESPAIR !

(Levison of the Fourth realises that, through his own action, he is barred by the school!)




EDITORIAL CHAT.

The Editor would like to hear from
his reader chums. Address-all
letters to Editor, ‘ The Qem
Library,” The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

My Dear Chums,—

Great success has attended the won-
derful Levison series of stories now run-
ning in the GEM. | reckoned upon this
being the case, though, maybe, some
newcomers to the GEM have hardly as
yet realised the immense interest attach-
ing to Ernest Levison. These supporters
will, however, soon comprehend why this
is s0. There is something very special
about Ernest Levison. 1t is not merely
for the reason that he has had what is
commonly called a chequered past, and
knocked about in the world more than
many fellows, It is his character—a
strong, self-reliant character, a tempera-
ment a bit uncertain, but. nothing really
bad in it. Mr. Martin Clifford has
drawn him in brilliant style, with the
result that Ernest Levison always leaves
ap impression.

“In Deep Disgrace!” is the title of
next week’s yarn. It carries on the tense
interest all right. One can take that for
granted. Martin Clifford s Ret an
author to let chances slip. He makes
his stories develop along sound lines, and
everything is perfectly natural, though,
as the curtain goes up on some of the
hitherto little-known chapters of Levi-
son’s past, there will be still greater
sympathy for the central figure.

It was a good move to get these new
stories. They explain away a few mys-
teries, besides shedding further light on
the Levison family. 1 think these
character yarns make as good an

i
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impression as any. The GEM is noted for
the lifelike fashion in which the favour-
ites of St. Jim's—and some others who
are not favourites—move through the
stories. Ernest Levison takes his stand
in the chief group. We have Cardew,
Wildrake, Talbot, and, of course, Gussy,
though he more generally supplies the
light comedy, just as he did when he
found sanctuary jn Miss Primrose’s
apple-tree at Cliff House.

But Ernest Levisomr was at St. Jim’s
before most of the fellows whose names
are household words now. He has been
appearing in some of the most dramatic
tales for years past, and still we have
more to learn about him, and his varied
experiences.

The ingenious ** Head 'Em '’ Competi-
tion has gone like hot cakes at the fair.
This week | am giving the fourth and
final set of pictures. . From all 1 hear
some of my chums have found a rare
old difficulty in fixing up certain inter-
esting Identities. 1t is exactly as |
pointed out ‘the other day—we none of
us take much stock of familiar objects,
not in regard to detail. It is largely a
question of cultivating the memory—on
the ages-old Yogi principle, that is
memorising facts, getting things into the
mind, and seeing that they stop there.
That’s why a competition of this kind
is a really useful test. It calls some of
the sleeping partners of the brain Into
action. 1 am a firm believer in rousing
up sleeping partners and making them
do their trick at the wheel, or whatever
job wants attending to.

Mind you all come in for the wind-up.
The competitien will be kept open till
Wednesday, September 6th, but you will
see all necessary particulars by referring
to the special announcement given on
another page. Don't let any of the
fellows who appear in the list suffer by
being fitted up with the wrong head-
pieces. They would not like it a bit.

g

You cannot conceive of any happy
results accruing from a blend of, say,
Cardew and Baggy Trimble. There
would be war. One hardly likes to think

of it.
Every week my. memory is jogged
about future competitions. 1t really

does not need the jogging, for 1 have
already arranged for a splendid feature
in this line to follow on. Full particulars
next week. See the GEM!

Besides all that, we are carrying en
in grand style with the Tuck Hamper
Competition, and 1 will uﬁy this—plenty
of the very smartest storiés pour im |
only wish everybedy could have a
hamper. But, as things stand, the fellow
who Is planning for a picnic, and would
like to add a Tuck Hamper to the bill
of fare, has a chance of winning one
any week.

Of course the rush for the new volume
of the * Holiday Annual "’ has set in with
unparalleled vigour, and it will cerfainly
continue until every copy has gone, It
was just this matter which prompted me
to write this paragraph in Chat. Den't
be one of the few who get left! 1t Is no
good postponing the day; if you do, you
will find that the finest ‘ Holiday
Annual ”’ ever produced is out of print.
| had a few complaints last season, and
1 should be sorry if the same thing
happened this year. Make sure of your
copy. The “ Annual” is the best gift
book on the market, and has an incal
culable effect in chasing away dull care,
the blues, and all the depressing thoughts
in that department. Have a peep into
it, and you will say | am right. You will
find yourself in the splendid land of
schooidays, or else some magnificent
adventure yarn will hold you spellbound.
That is the best of the *‘ Hpliday
Annual.” There is variety in its con-
tents, and it remembers the wants of all,

young and old.
YOUR EDITOR..
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“My Readers’ Own Corner.”

Tuck Hampers and Money Prizes Awarded for Interesting Paragraphs.
(If you do not win a prize this week, you may next!)
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£ This Wins Our Tuck Hamper.

She was sitting out at a little
village dance in the parish hsll,
when & well-meaning but rather
rustic youth saw a_spider running
over her lace collar. “Permit
me,” he murmured, as he bent to
remove it. ‘‘How dare you speak
to me without an introduction,
sir |” the girl blurted out. Here
the spider reached her neck, and
she screamed out: “Oh, take it
off! Oh, please do take it off!”
But the young man shook his
head. “Sorry, miss,” he said,
“but I could not think of doing
so. You see, I haven’t been intro-
duced te the spider.”—A Tuck
Hamper filled with delicious Tuck
has been awarded to Miss Kath-
leen Butlin, 129, Totterdown
Street, Tooting, 8.W. 1T.
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FOOTBALL
SPECIAL 2*

On Sale Every Friday—Buy it NOW !
A T A R .

AMAZING.

A merry party was going on in the
private room of a fashionable hotel,
when the festivities were interrupted b,
the manager. “Gentlemen,” he said,
“I am requested to ask you to make
less noise, as the gentleman in the next
room cannot read.” *Can’t read!”
cried one of the guests. ‘““Well, all I
can say is he ought to be ashamed of
himself. T could read when I was five
years old.” — Half-a-crown has been
awarded to W. G. Adams, 8, Holtham

Road, St. John’s Wood, N. W. 8.

BLONDIN’'S WALK.

The tight rope ncross Niagara, upon
which Blondin made his first crossing in
1859, was four hundred yards long. %he
rope was only three inches thick, but it
cost over a thousand pounds, being made
entirely of hemp, In 1860 Blondin
crossed it on stilts in the presence of the
Prince of Wales, and was photographed
standing still in the middle. o also
walked across in a sack, wheeled a barrow
across, turned somersaults, cooked his
dinner, and carried a man over on his
back.—Half-a-crown has been awarded to
W. Dittmer, 42, Alton Road, Tuebrook,
Liverpool.




Let Mz Know What You Think of These Splendid School Stories! 3

A Crana Long Gomplete Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s, in which fate deals Levison, of the Fourth,
a bitter blow.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Levison’s Game !

“ EVISON!”
I “Good man !”
“ Well hit!1”

“Three !”
Form. “It's going to
it isn't four!”

Levison minor was in great glee as he watched his major,
Levison of the Fourth. And his comrades, Reggie Manners
and Wally of the Third, grinned, and watched, too.

Levison of the Fourth was worth watching just then, Tom
Merry himself, the junior captain of St. Jim's, was watching
him with great satisfaction. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the
Fourth watched him with his eyeglass fairly glued to his eye.
A hundred St. Jim’s fellows gathered round Little Side
watched him, too, and cheered him,

Levison crossed from wicket to wicket like a slreak of
white—well backed up by his partner, Jack Blake,

It was four, as Frank had prophesied. Frank clapped his
hands ecstatically as his major reached home safely, whole
seconds before the ball came whizzing in from Harry Wharton
in_the field,

The 8t. Jim’s crowd roared.

*(zood old Levison!”

**Good man !”

Knocking up fours against a feld like Greyfriars was good
bisiness. In the first innings of that match Levison had not
done very well. In the second St, Jim’s innings he was
making up for it in great style. IIis own handsome individual
score was 50; and even Tom Merry and Figgins and Talbot
had come nowhere near that figure. Levison was playing the
zame of Nis life against the school of which he had once, in
pasi days, been a member.

LIarry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars had not known quite
whal to expect of Levison. They knew now!

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh plied him with his very best
samples of bowling, and plied him in vain. Wharton changed
tha bowling again and again, but Tom DBrown and Vernon-
Smith made no impression on Ernest Levison,

Still he was knocking up runs, while his partners at the
wickets came and went, and he seemed set for the rest of the
innings.

“What price that for hitting ?” asked Levison minor, giving
Toin Merry a dig in the ribs as he stood before the pavilion.

Tom smiled down at the fag.

“Tip-top!” he said.

“Jolly good !’ remarked Monty Lowther,  Never thought

i Y

Levison had so much as that in him.’

“Best game he’s ever played!” remarked Manners.

“Quite the best!” said Tom Merry. “ And against his old
i:r:ho?,l, too! The Greyfriars chaps will be sorry they lost
hiin.

“1I say, vou fellows—"

Billy Bunter, who had honoured the Greyfriars team by
coming over to St. Jim’s with them, rolled up to the group.
But Tom Merry & Co.—though, as a rule, exceedingly polite
to visitors—had no eyes or cars for Bunter. Their eyes were
on the game,

Hurree Singh was bowling {o Levison again, and he sent
down a twister that all but beat the balsman. But not quite !
Tevison stopped it dead on the crease. And he cut away the
next ball for a single. .

Blake took the batling end, and received the next ball from

inned Levison minor of the Third
four! Waltch, you fellows. See if

(Copyright in the United States of America)

Ehe ]dusky Greyfriars junior. The nex{ moment there was a
oWl &

“How’s that?”

" Out !l’

“Bai Jove! Poor old Blake!” remarked Arthur Augustus
D’Arey, as his chum brought home his bat to the pavilion.
“YWathah wotten luck, Blake.”

** Beastly I"” said Blake. “'i'he bowling’s good.”

“ Not too good for my major!” remarked Frank Levison,
not very tactfully.

Blake looked at Levison minor.

“There’s one thing you don’t learn in the Third!” he said.

“ What's that 7

*That little boys should be seen but not heard.”

“Yaas, wathah!” .

Frank Levison grinned, and forbore to make any rejoinder.
Biake was not happy at having been dismissed for seven after
playing second fiddle to Levison at the wickets for a long
time.

“Last man in!” remarked Dighy.

Fatty Wynn of the New House was last man in. Fatty was
rerowned as a bowler; at the wicket he was only average.
Tom Merry spoke a word to him as he went in.

“Back up Levison, old chap, and see him through, ¥You
enE‘ Ie:ve the ﬁsewurks to him.”

atby ned.

" Trustg;g " he said.

And David Llewellyn Wynn rolled out to his wicket, and
proceeded to back up the brilliant batsmarn at the other end
for all he was worth.

The Greyfriars bowlers tempted him. but he did not fall,
He played a cautious game, and was quile content with keep-
ing his sticks perpendicular, That was good enough; Levison
did the rest.

“I say, you fellows,” said Bunter.
badly.”

“Think so, really ?” grinned Lowther. *Well. your opinion
on the game is worth having, Bunter, old top.”

“Of course, he's not quite my style,” said Bunler.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Not quite !” chuckled Frank,

‘““Blessed if I see anything to cackle at. I say. Levison's
p}ilcked" up since he lefi Greyfriars. He wasn’t a cricketer
there.

“8t. Jim's is the place Lo pick up the zame !" ‘said Manners.

“QOh, that’s rot!” said Bunter. ‘*We shall beat you—any-
how, we should beat you if I were in the team. But Levison
was always a dud at games, His gnme was smoking cigareltes
in the study. He, he, he!”

“8hut up!” muttered Tom Merry.
behind you!”

Frank Levison’s ears crimsoned as he listened to Bunter.
But he did not speak, though he would zladly have punched
the fat Greyfriars fellow. What Bunter said was true enough.
and Frank knew it. Levison of the Fourth had not always
been the good sportsman that he was now. He had had to
leave Greyfriars—why, few knew. but obviously it was for
no reason that could possibly be to his credit. And for whele
terts at St. Jim's he had been known as a black sheep.

Frank knew it. and it made him miserable to know it.
Why couldn’t that fat bounder let it rest?

The best fellows in the school liked Levison now. He was
a valued member of the junior eloven—no important malch
Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. 760.

“Tevison isn't playing

“His brother's just
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was safe without him. That was enough to atone for a rather
doubtful past. . 3

Billy Bunter blinked round at Frank through his big
spectacles, and caught an angry frown. He grinned. Bunter
felt quite safe from punching on the St. Jim’s ground; and
nothing short of punching would ever make Bunter considerate
towards others,

“He had to clear out, you know,” continued the Owl of
Glm"‘r'.{rinr% “T remember the day he was up before the
Head—

“Bravo, Levison | roared Tom Merry.

“ A giddy boundary !” exclaimed Frank. “It's a boundary,
you fellows——"
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“Right on the nail!” said Reggie Manners. “Your ciajor
is playing rather decently to-day, Frank.”

“Rather decently !"* snorted Frank.

“ Fairly well I” grinned D’Arcy minor. .

Frank laughed at that. He realised that his chums were
pulling his Teg a little. They liked him for his devoled
admiration of his brother, but they found entertainment in it

also,
“(One hundred up!” said Monty Lowther, with a glance at
the board, *We afe doing all right, Tom.”

“Right as rain!” said Tom Merry joyously.,
shall make Greyfriars sit up and take notice t!

*“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Looks like our game said Blake, taking comfort.
“Let's see—seventy in the first innings, sgainst Greyfriars
sixty. Hundred in the second—so far—against X. If Grey-
friars pull the game out of the fire, they can use my napper
for a cricl:_ebba%l.“ -

“Good old Fatty!” roared Figgins and Kerr of the New

Touse.

““Good man!” assented Tom Merry. . .

Fatty Wynn was not shining. He was helping Levison to
shine. And as that was exactly what was wanted, the St.
Jim's erowd were grateful to Fatty, and signified the same,
So long as Fatty Wynn kept the game alive, Ernest Levison
would go on scoring, that was clear. Bowlers and field
scemed alike, helpless to shift him. y

"vflundred and ten!” grinned Herries.
u

“And down!” said Monty Lowther, as Fatty Wynn's
wicket at last went with a crash,

“Not out!” chuckled Frank Levison. .

“Not !” ejaculated Wally. “Can’t you hear the umpire?
Wynn's out—right out! The innings is over, young ass!”

::I mean my brother——"

“Not out at the finish, you know,” said Frank; “and his
total js—-"
“Sixty-three !” said Tom Merry.

** Hurrah !

And Ernest Levison, as he came back to the pavilion,
flushed, bright, and cheery, received an ovation from the

St. Jim's crowd.
“I
Bunter had come over with the Greyfriars team
ostensibly to see the match. But his interest seemed
centred, first in lunch, and then in tea. At lunch he had
distinguished himself; and since then he had had one tea
with Trimble of the Fourth. But he was prepared to dis.
tinguish himself at the cricketers’ tea. He nourished a faint
hope that there might even be something ‘“handed round ”
after the match. Tunch, tea, and supper would be something
like cricket, in Bunter’s estimation,

“'Pea’s the next item on the programme,” said Tom Merry,
laughing., ‘‘Bear up for another minute or two, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Merry——""

Tom Merry clapped Levison of the Fourth on the shoulder.
Ernest Levison gave him a smile.

“SQatisfied 7 he asked,

“ More 1’ said Tom, laughing. “You've played the game
of your life. I fancy you've given us all the runs we want
to win.”

““Not quite !”” chimed in Bob Cherry of Greyiriars. “Just
one or two short, I hope.”

“One at least,” said Harry Wharlon, with a smile. *“But
l\:m:'\re got a good bat there, Tom Merry, I should never

uve thought that Levison—"  The Greyfriars skipper

Tue GeM LiBrary.—No. 760.

“T fancy we
time.”

“We're going

CHAPTER 2,
Levison’s Win !
SAY, you fellows, what about tea7”
Billy Bunter wanted to know.

checked himself. “I mean, Levison's picked up no end sincs
he’s been with you.” .

“T jolly well wish you were back in the Remove at Greye
friavs, Levison,” said Bob Cherry hearti}l{i. “By George,
you would be a rod in pickle now for Highcliffe, and 8t
Jude's—and St. Jim's!”

‘Ha, ha, ha!” . .

“Now we've got him we're keeping him,”
Merry, with a laugh.

The ericketers erowded off cheerily. Levison looked round
and smiled and nodded to Sidney Clive, who came up to him.

“ Congratulations, old fellow !”* said Clive cordially. “This
is no end of a boost for Study No. 9.”

“ Where’s Cardew 7" asked Levison,

Clive glanced round,

“Cardew! Not here. I think I saw him walking off with
Trimble.”

“Trimble !” exclaimed Levison.

“Yes; now I think of it, I saw them walking off together,”
said Clive. “Jolly queer taste to take L'rimble for a walk!
It's generally trouble enough to keep clear of him.”

Levison did not reply; but he contracted his brows. The
information that his study-mate had gone off with Trimble
seemed to have an anno inﬁ effect upon him.

“Most likely he’ll be back for tea,” said Clive.

But Ralph Reckness Cardew was not back for tea. Nobody
seemed to miss him excepting Levison, however, Neither
was Baggy Trimble back for tea, which was surprising.
Baggy Trimble, certainly, had no right to wedge his fat
person into the cricketers’ tea-party; but he might have been

ected to do so. And he was icuous by his ab

illy Bunter was conspicuous b; his presence, and by his
amazing gastronomic powers, wiieh put even those of
Trimble into the shade. But the tea interval was brief, for
the cricketers were anxious to finish the game., St. Jim's
were ahead on the first innings; but at the finish Greyfriars
hoped to make up the leeway—if they had time. They bad
an uphill fight before them; but they had a cheery con-
fidence that they only needed time to win it.

Harry Wharton opened the second Greyfriars innings
after tea, with Bob Cherry at the other end. Tom Merry
l%a'i his men into the field, and the ball was given to Fatty

ynn.

Great things were heped from Faity; and at the start
David Llewellyn Wynn proceeded to juataf{‘ them, He kaft
down Harry Wharton’s runs to two for the first over. In
the second over Talbot of the Shell gave Bob Cherry plenty
to think about, and Bob rsn only a single at the finish.
That landed him at the batting end to face Fatty, when the
plump New House junior took the ball for the third over.

Bob made two runs off the first ball, and the second lifted
his leg stump from the ground. There was a cheer from
the crowd—Katty Wynn was fulfilling expectations. Bob
Cherry looked rather glum as he carried out his bat, This
really was not the way to make up a heavy leeway.

Johnny Bull came on in Bob's place. The ball came down
from Fatty, and Johnny drove it back. There was a breath-
less buzz round the field; for Johnny Bull had driven the
ball fairly back to the bowler, and it was a catch that hardly
Trimble would have missed. But the force on the ball was
great—it came like a_bullet from_the bat—and some fellows
would have let it go by. Not so Fatty! There was a smack
as his fat hand caught the ball; and he held it up.

“How’s that?”

“ Well caught !

“Caught and bowled Fatty!” roared Figgins. ‘“Bravol!”

Johnny Bull went back to the pavilion rather glumly.
Vernon-Smith came out.

Smithy was very careful for the rest of that over; but
he was rather surprised to find easy bowling. When the
field crossed over Tom Merry gave Fatty Wynn a tap on
the shoulder.

“Good catch, old fat bean!” he said, “Keep that up!”

Fatty Wynn made a grimace. ;

“Not so jolly good,” he said, I rather wish I'd let it
alone.”

“Eh! Why?”

¢ Laok at m{ paw. T sha’n’t be able to bowl again/”

*Qh, my only hat!”

After that, Fatty was in the field. There were good
bowlers left in Toin Merry’s team, but the most dangerous
of them was barred off, and the Greyfriars batsmen took full
advantage of the fact. The innings had started badly
enough, with two wickets down for five; but now it looked
up in great style, and Harry Wharton and Herbert Vernon-
Smith, between them, piled up the runs.

Tea had been taken fairly early, and there was a good deal
of time before the cricketers, as Harry Wharton was nob
catching an early train. There was no danger of the light

said Tom

failing. The Greyfriars hopes rose high as the innings went

on, and the score jumped and jumped. Levison, as a change
bowler, acconnted for two wickets, but the score was by then
at 80, Harry Wharlon was still batting, and going strong.
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—backing again, with his shoulders almost on the fence.

l Levison seemed seavulr to touch the turf as he moved.
a8
l palm.

He was looking up, following the flight of the bail—backing
‘The ball seemed to float down meekly into his outstretched
From the whole crowd there burst a tremendous roar.

(8ee thig page.)

Greylriars totalled 100 by the time he was caught out by
Talbot of the Shell.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy tapped Tom Merry's arm,

“They're lookin’ up!” he remarked. “ Pewwaps you had
bettah put me on to bowl, deah boy.”

“ And perhaps not!” grinned Tom.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“ Bow-wow !"

The St. Jim's crowd were walching more keenly than ever
mow. It was true that the injury to Fatty Wynn's “paw ”
bandicapped the St. Jim’s eleven, but there was no doubt
that Greyfriars were playing a magnificent game.. Peter
Todd was knocking up runs almost in heaps; and Hazeldene,
who came in as last man, played up manfully to back him.
I'eter Todd had the bowling when the figure reached 118.

*Bai Jove!” murmured Erthur Augustus D'Arcy. “'I'wo
wanted to tie, und thwee to win. Weally, I ought to have
the bowlin® 1"

1t was Talbol of the Shell who had the bowling, and he
sent down his very best ball to Peter Todd of Greyfriars.
Peter drove it far,

“Game’s up!” murmured Waily of the Third.
isn't a giddy boundary, I'm a giddy Dulchman!”

Frank Levison gave a ye!l.

“Ernie! FLook! Lsnie!”

All eyes were upon Ernest Levison.

He seomed scarcely to touch the turf as he moved. Now
be was looking up—backing—backing again, with his
shoulder almost on the fence, and the ball seemed to float
down meekly inlo his outstretched palm. Ie held it for a
second, and then sent it up.straight as a die, and caught it
as it came down again. From the whole crowd there burst
a tremendous roar. =

“Well caught!”

“If that

“Oh, well caught, sir'”

“$t. Jim's wing!”

The game was over, and St. Jim's had won by {wo runs.
And a crowd of fellows surged round Levison of the Fourth,
wildly cheering.

CHAPTER 3,
A Little Surprise for Cardew,
. NJOYIN' yoursclf?”

E “Pretty fair, old chap.”

Ralph Reckness Cardew, the dandy of the Fourlh
Form at Sl. Jim's, asked the question, and Baggy
Trimble answered ii.

The two juniors were far from the school.

They were, ns a maller of fact, a good distance out of
school bounds; a fact that did not worry either of Lhem in
the least. Cardew because he was, as usual, reckless of con-
soquences, and Trimble beca.se he was not giving a thought
to that matter, or to any olher maller. excepling the feed
before him,

Cardew was the happy possessor of plenly of Lhat useful
article—cash. 1le had “stood " a car for a motor run that
afternoon; and the iwo juniors were now on the terrace of
the hotel at Seacliff, overlooking Lhe sea, and Baggy, at least,
was enjoying himself. '

Although, according {o Baggy. the garage at Trimble Iall
fairly swarmed with expensive cars, those cars never found
their way to St. Jim's. A motor run was a {reat to Baggy,
and he had (horoughly enjoyed it. It was not every fellow
who could get a run from At. Jim's to the sea on a half-
holiday. Cardew was one of the lucky few, and on this
occasion he had shared his luck with Baggy I'rimble.

. Tug (ieM Lisrarv.—No. 760.
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Why, was a question few St. Jim’s fellows could have
answered. Baggy could not really be considered com-
pany. His manners and customs were not really Eeﬂs&nt.

But Cardew, whatever his reasons, had done the thing in
style. A handsome car had landed them at Seacliff after a
spanking run, and now they were having tea on the terrace
over the bay. They called 1t tea; but, so far as Trimble was
concerned, it was a dinner, and a couple of lunches, and five
or _six teas, all rolled into one. .

Baggy did not mind miauinﬁ the finish of the match at St.
Jim’s for a treat like this. He had forgotten the match, in
fact, and almost forgotten St. Jim’s.

Ralph Reckness Cardew was looking at his watch. He did
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not want to get back to St. Jim’s till the Greyfriars fellows
were gone. But he did not want to be late for call-over if
he could help it. Questions asked by the Housemaster with
regard to that excursion would be difficult to answer. Mr.
Railton certainly would not have approved of the distant
excursion, or of Cardew’s lavish expenditure of money.
“Time we were movin’, old {op,” said Cardew at last.
Bnggy Trimble sighed—a sigh of fat contentment. There
were still eatables on the table. Baggy was a great trencher-
nm%but he was slowing down.
“Well, settle with the giddy waiter while I finish this
cake,” he said. “No goodg wasting time.”
“Right-ho !”

Cardew settled his little bill—which was not very liitle—and
Baggy tore himself away at last. Thoughtfully he slipped
the remainder of the cake into his pocket, a proceeding that
the waiter eyed with a grim_eye.

The two juniors descended the steps to the promenade,
where the car was waiting.

The chauffeur touched his cap to Cardew, and started the
engine. Baggy Trimble rolled in, and the dandy of the
IFourth followed him.

The car ran out of Seacliff, and scudded on by dusty roads
and lmﬁallmes in the red summer sunset, heading for St.
Jim’s, ph Reckness Cardew leaned back in his cushioned
seat, his hands driven daag3 into his pockets. He was not
tireé, but he was bored. oredom was not an infrequent
state with Cardew, but certainly nobody bored him so much
as Baggy Trimble did.

“Think_we shall do it before call-over ?” asked Trimble.

“Just, I think.”

“Good! Railton would kick up a row at our going out of
bounds.”

Cardew nodded.

“The Greyfriars fellows will be gone,” said Baggy Trimble,
with a al{, smiling glance at his companion.

“I'm afraid so,” said Card:w gravely.

“Rather a pity to miss them,” said Trimble,

“I'm afraid it can't be helped now.”

Trimble gave a fat chuckie.

“I sha'n’t be able to have a iittle talk with them about
Levison,” he remarked.

“Levison ?” yawned Cardew.

“Yes. They all know why Levison left Greyfriars,” said
Trimble cheerily. “Levison doesn't want St. Jin's to know.
He, he, he!”

Cardew regarded him thoughtfully. He had burdened
himself with Baggy Trimble for the afternoon to keep that
prying youth from contact with the Greyfriars crowd—to kee
him from pushing his inquisitive inquiries regarding Levison’s
past. He had not suspected for a moment that the obtuse
I'rimble would. “tumble * to his little scheme, But as he
scanned the sly, grinning face he wondered.

. ** Levison was kicked out of Greyfriars, you know,” pursued
rmble,

“You do now I've told you!” grinned Baggy.

“But you don’t know anythin’ about it, my dear old fat
bean,” said Cardew smoothly.

"I-ie., he. he! Don’t I?

_Again Cardew regarded him thoughtfully. Fle was con-
sidering whether, after asking Baggil out for the afternoon,
it would be quite the thing to pull his fat nose on the way
home. He decided, regretfully, that it wouldn’t be quite the

thing.
"gwfultg good of you to stand treat like this, old chap,”
went on Trimbkle. “iy’ve had a good time.”

“So glad_!" drawled Cardew.

“And missed seeing the Greyfriars chaps before they left,
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too!” chuckled Trimble. “Still, I saw them before we tame
out. He, he, he!”

Cardew’s look became alert.

“I noticed you askin’ questions of Wharton and Bob Cherry
and some others,” he drawled. It seemed to me that they
shut you up fast enough, old bean.”

“They'ro keeping it dark,” said Trimble. “Don’t see why.
I know they didn’t like Levison when he was in the Remove
at Greyfriars. But they seem to have a sort of conspiracy to
keep it all dark about him. But I fancy I can get to know
a thing when I want to know it.”

And he chuckled explosively.

_‘““Never thought of mindin’ your own bizney?” inquired
Cardew,

“This is my business,” said Trimble loftily.
taken the whole school in—the Head, too!
duty to learn the facts.”

“And you're gettin’ home too late to learn the factsl”
smiled Cardew. *Your duty won’t be done, Trimble.”

*That’s all you know. He‘ he, he!”

“What do you mean, Trimble?” asked Cardew very
quietly, sitting upright, and fixing his eyes upon the fal
junior, “What are you driving at, you fat young
scoundrel 7"

* Oh, draw it mild!” said Trimble. “If you want to call
g fel!lolw’g names, start on Levison! He’s earned itl He,

e, he!

“What do you know about Levison "

“Lots!" said Baggy cheerily. *Eversthing, in fact.”

“You fat young rotter——'

“Oh, cheese it1” said Baggy.
son, too! Do you think I

“Levison's
It’s a fellow’s

“ Rotter yourself—and Levi
on’t know Wﬁy you stood me ¢
motor-run this afternoon?” Trimble's fat lip curved witl
contempt. “Think I don't know you were trying to keey
me away from the Greyfriars crowd so that they couldn’i
answer my questions? Think I'm a fool?”

Ralph Reckness Cardew nodded.

“Yes—and a rascal, too,” he answered. “ Whether you'r«
more fool than rascal, or more rascal than fool, is too big
a problem for me, and I give it up.”

“I knew your game all the time,” said Trimble coolly
“I let you run on! You thought you were pulling my leg
and I was pulling yours all the time. He, he, he!”

Cardew breathed hard, He rather prided himself upor
his keenness. It was rather disconcerting to learn thas thi
obtuse fellow had seen through his little scheme all the time

“So you saw the liitle trap, old bean?” he said.

“He, he! Yes.” .
h_"And walked into it all the same?” said Cardew, eyein

ml.

Trimble chortled again.

“I'm pretty deep!” he said complacently, *“Look hero
Cardew! You’ve stood me a motor run and a tea. I'll givi
you a tip in return. Keep clear of Levison |”

““Levison’s my pal!” said Cardew, with a glint in his eyes

‘' He won’t be anybody’s pal at St. Jim’s much longer}”

“Why not?”

“Because he'll be turned out!l”

Cardew jumped.

“Levison turned out of St. Jim’s!" he ejaculated.

“Kicked out!” said Trimble, with much satisfaction
“Booted out! Chucked out! Mind, I haven’t done thi
because young Frank pitched into me, or because Leviso
kicked me—the beast! They’ve got a neck, turning up thei
noses at anybody!” Trimble sniffed. “I've done it from :
sense of duty! I've got a sense of duty—not like som
fellows. And I give you the tip to keep clear of Levison
He's a bad lot, and when the Head knows why he lel
Greyfriars, he’ll kick him out of St. Jim’s, just as he wa
kicked out of his old school.”

“And you can tell the Head all that, dear boy?”

“Little me!” said Trimble, with a nod.

“But how——" R

“¥You thought you were awfully cute in bagging me fo
the afternoon—what?” grinned Trimble, “But, you see, I"
alrondly; got it all out of Bunter,”

“What?" roared Cardew.

“I stood Bunter a feed, and screwed it all out of him!
grinned Trimble. *“Lucky he came over with th
cricketers—what? After that you drop&ed on me, an
walked me off—to keep me clear of the Greyfriars fellows
Ha, ha, ha!” And Baggy Trimble fairly roared.

Cardew sat and slared at him, at a loss for words for som
minutes, It was only too evident now that, in: of pullin
Baggy’s fat leg that day, he had been utterly and hopeless]
outwitted by the fat junior. Trimble had learned all that h
wanted to know, from Bunter; and then he had allowe
Cardew to walk him off, coolly bagging the motor run an
the feed at the seaside hotel, which had been intended t
keep him from making his inquiries,

eégrdew’u feelings, as he realised it, were too deep to fin
expression in words for some minutes. To be taken in b
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of the Fourth then appeared

yell. ““Help! Keep him off! Help ! he cried.

Baggy, letting out a terrified yell, rushed into Study No. 10, startiing the Terrible Three, who were at their prep. Levison

in the doorway, panting, and with Wildrake’s whip in his hand.

“(‘gh“ thos)thump 1% exclaimed Tom Merry, springing up.
ee page 9).

Baggy let out another

any other fellow was bad enough, bul 1o be utterly “done ”
by the fut and obtuse Baggy was the very last straw.

“I'm giving you a lip out of good natlure,” said Baggy,
Hinking at him. “All the fellows will leave Levison pretty
severely alone when they know the facts. Like his neck io
(amelto St. Jim’s at all after being expelled from his old

i

Baggy ‘Irimble was suddenly interrnpted.

A grasp of iron descended upon his collar, and he was
_iefkeﬁ off the seal, and went with a bump dnd a yell to
the botlom of the car. .

“Yoop! Wharrer you at?" roared Trimble,

“Keep there!" said Cardew.

“I'm not going to. I—I "

“If you get up I shall knock you down!”

“Look here, Cardew——"

“You worm!” said Cardew, between his leeth. “So you've
been spying and pryin’, afier all! Well, the proper place
for 2 worm is down under one's feel—and that’'s where
sou’re goin’ to slay for the rest of this trip!”

“You checky rolter!” howled Trimble.

He scrambled up.

Cardew smote, and he sat down again with a bump. Then
the dandy of the Fourlh coolly pushed hima aver, and rested
Lis feet on Trimble's waistcoat,

“Lemmaea gerrup!" he purgled.

“Shut up!”

“Do yon think I'm going to siay lite (his?"
Trimble,

“Exactly!”

“Why, you—you—"

“And if you don't dry up,” said Cardew. “I'll tap my
boots on your nose! That's a tip!”

Trimble drvied up. Ile glared ai Cardew like a wild Hun,
but he did mot venture to speak again or to struggle.
Trimble had enjoyed the motor run oul,- He did not enjoy
the run back. It seemed to him ages before the cdax stopped,
a dozen yards from Lhe gates of St. Jim's,

roared

Cardew jumped out, without a word or a look to Trimble.
He paid the chauffeur, aud started for ihe school. Behind
him, dusty and rumpled and breathless, limped Baggy
Trimble.

Taggles had come out to lock the gates when Cardew
walked in. The two breakers of bounds were just in time.
Trimble hurried in after Cardew. But Ralph Reckness
Cardew seemed quile unconscious of his existence as he
walked towards the School House; and Baggy Trimble did
not venture to remind him of it.

CHAPTER 4.
After the Match !
€ OLLY good game!” said Tom Merry, with satisfaction.

J “And jolly decent chups!” remarked manners,

“Yes, rather!”

Tom Merry & Co. had seen the Greyfriars parly
off in their brake for the slalion. The two teams parted
with mutual goodwill. Tt had been a great game; and St.
Jim's were fully satisfied, and Greyfriars almost satisfied,
8t. Jim's had won by a narrow margin—and a defeat by such
a narrow margin wasn't much of a defeal; moreover, the
winning catch had been made by Levison, once of Greyfriars.
It was really an old Grey Friar who had beaten Greyfriars.

Tom Merry & Co. walked back cheerily 1o the School
House, after the visitors had gone, Dunter having waved his
fat hand from the brake, and called back that he would be
giving them a -look in again scon—a cheery remark which
nobody seemed to hear.

The Terrible Three went.to their sludy for prep; even
after a greal game like the Greyfriars match there was prep
to do—thongh certainly prep was done in rather a desultory
fashion in most of the cricketers’ studies that evening.

Levison and Clive waited downslairs for Cardew. He bad
come into Hall juslt in time to answer “ Adsum!" to his
naima when Mr, Railton called the roll, so they knew that he
had returned at last. Bui he did not seek his chums. They
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looked round for him without finding him, and at last went
;.:_) St:\d No. 9 in the Fourth. But Cardew had not gone to

is study. K

“What does it matter?” asked Clive, as Levison frowned
uncasily. ‘‘He will come in for prep.”

“1 want to know——" Levison paused. X

** About his going out with Trimblel” asked Sidney Clive,
with a smile. *Some scheme for keeping the prying bounder
away from the Greyfriars chaps, believe, Cardew was
saying something to that effect to Iyou wasn't he?”

" Yes,” growled Levison; “and I told him to mind his own
bizney |”

Clive laughed. 5

“Then he can't have taken the tip, for he went out with
Trimble,” he said. “What does it matter? Let’s get on
with prep.”

Clive sat down to his work; but Levisor remained standing
b{ the study window, staring out into the dusky quadrangle.
Lfe was feeling a little tired after the ericket, which was not
surprising, considering the vigorous game he had played. He
was worried about Cardew, about I'rimble, about what the
Groyfriars fellows might have told Trimble—though that last
vircumstance he would not have admitted, even to himself.

Ile glanced round quickly, as there was a step in the
russage, and the door opened. Ile expected 1o see Cardew;
bul it was his minor, Frank, who entered.

Levison's clouded face cleared, and he gave his young
brother a nod and a smile,

“Time you were in your Form-room, isn’t it, Frank?” he
wsked. *‘Mr. Selby doesn't like you to be late for prep.”

“Nearly,” said Frank. “I—I say, Ernie, you played a
wanderful game to-day.”

* Not so bad, was 1t?” said Levison, with a smile.

“It was splendid!” exclaimed Frank. ‘“‘The Greyfriars
fcllows know what to think of you now, anyhow.”

Levison regarded him curioue!{. There was {rouble in
Frank’s young face, he could seé that. The fag had not come
tu Study No. 8 to speak only about the ericket.

“Ilave you seen Trimble?” asked Frank.

“Trimble! No. He went out with Cardew, I think.”

“I saw them,” said Frank, “I was going to punch Trimble,
and Cardew stopped me.”

“What the thump were you going to punch Trimble for 7"
said Levison gruflly. *“Can’t you keep out of rows with the
FFourth?"”

*Ile said—-"

Levison made an impatient gesture,

**Something about me 1

*“Yes,” said Frank.

“Well, don't you think that I can fight my own battles,
without help from the Third?” grunted Levison,

Frank coloured painfuifs. Anything like a rebuke from his
clder brother hit him hard. .

“There, never mind!” exclaimed Levison hastily. * But,
roal]{. Frank, you must draw in {our horns, you know. If
a fellow in the Fourth slangs me, I can punch his nose if it's
worth punching.”

“ But—but he said—Emie, I know it's all lies—but he
said—" Fronk choked. ‘‘He’s a slandering rotter, and it’s
all lies! But he said you were expelled from Greyfriars.”

. “TI'll speak to Trimble,” said Levison quietly. *It's about
time he learned not to talk so much. But you can leave him
alone, Frank. Youwll make me lock a silly ass, at this rate.”

“That isn't all,” said Frank.

““Well, I don’t want to hear any more,” said Levison. “I'll
talk to "I‘ri_mbIe. He can’t go around chattering like this,
that's certain. But you can sce that it’s better for you not to
chip in, Frank.” J

“I—] know! But—>"

“Well, it’s all right.”

Frank Levison still lingered.

He ovidently had something more to say, but could not
!mni_hlms_e!f to say it. Ie turned at last to the door. It
was high time for him to turn up in the Third Form room.
tlis face was pale and troubled as he went, and Levison of
the Fourth frowned after him.

“That tattling cad!” he muttered. “I'll jolly well give
‘Trimble something other than my affairs to talk about, if he
nust talk. Bother him! Tle’s been spinning Frank some
varn, I suppose.”

Levison left the study after a few minutes, and went along
o Study No. 2 in the Fourth, which belonged to Trimble,
Mellish, and Kit Wildrake, All three of the juniors were
there. The door was half-open, and the sound of Baggy
Trimble’s fat voice was audible as Levison approached.

“He. he, he! 1 could tell you fellows something if I liked!
I'm not going to; but I could!”

“ About Levison?” asked Maellish.

“Ie, he! Yes, rather!”

“I guess you jaw loo much, Trimble,” said Kit Wildrake.
‘Can’t you give tnttlinﬁ a rest for a bit2”

“1 could jolly well tell you—=
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“Ring off while a galoot’s doing his prep!” eaid the
Canadian junior. “How's & fellow to work while you're
wagging your chin??”

“ff you knew all I could tell Jou about Levison—"

"ghhllﬂow Levison! Dry up”

P ANE)

Levison, with a grim face, kickea the door wide open and
strode into the study.

-

CHAPTER 5,
Levison Loses His Temper I

AGGY TRIMBLE gave a jump at the sight of Levison's
B face. The expression on it seemed to alarm him.
He pushed back his chair and rose, and made a
movement to bring Kit Wildrake between him and the
visitor to the study.

Levison fixed his eyes upon the fat junior,

““Bo you were jawing about me again, Trimble ?” he said.

“¥ou shouldn't listen—"

“I heard iyou as I came along the passage. Anybody in the
Fourth could have heard you. I should think you other
fellows might find something better to do than to listen 1o
Trimble’s sneaking tattle!” added Levison savagely.

Mellish shrqued his shoulders. Wildrake rose to his feet,
and fixed his clear, steady eyes on Levison’s angry face.

“If you heard "Primb) e, uess you heard me,” he said

quietly. “In that case, you know that I was shutting him
up.”’ )

“Well, yes; but—->

“No ‘but’ about it, I guess,” said Wildrake tersely.

e Y?,u're talking out of your hat, Levison, and you'd belter
not.

Levison opened his lips for an angry retort, but he re.
strained it. Ile had not come there to quarrel with Wildrake.

‘*Anyhow, it's preity rotten for a fellow to know that a
cad in this study is always tattling about him behind his
back!" he said bitterly.

“There's the cad! Kick him!” said Wildrake. “I gucss
that's what he wants. Kick him as hard as you like, and save
me Lhe trouble !?

“You jol}y well keep off, Levison,” said Trimble, eyeing
the angry Fourth-Former warily. “I'm not going to fight
you.” o

Levison laughed angrily and scornfully.

% Fgght_— me, you fat fool! If I hit you, you'd burst!”
“II' jolly ‘we!ll give you a licking,” eaid Trimble,
“oply—n

“Only you're a sneaking fat funk, and can’t do anything bué
tatlle slander ! exclaimed Levison contemptuously.

“The truth ain't slander!” said Trimble. “And I'm not
going 1o fight you, because you're not fit for a fellow to
touch 1”

“What ?"’ roared Levison.

“ A fellow who's been sacked from his school——"3

“Who told you I was sacked?”

“Bunter did.”

Levison slarted.

“Bunter! Billy Bunter of the Remove, do you mean ?”’
“That's the only Bunter I know,” grinned Trimble. * He

was at Greyfriars while you were there, and he knows it all.
1 had to stand the fat bounder a feed to get the story out of
him; he was keeping it dark, like Wharten and all the rest.
But I got it al]—ﬁ'om beginning to end.” .
:: %’.{o unter told you I'd been sacked from Greyfriars?”
0s.”

“ Anything more?”

“Lots!” grinned Trimble. “Enough to get you sacked
from 8t. Jim’s, if the Head knew.”

“You lying rascal.” )

““Oh, draw it mild !” exclaimed Trimble disdainfully. *I've
not told about you yet! I'm not sure that I shall. I'm going
to think it out. A chap must consider his duty,”

“But is it true, Levison?” asked Mellish curiously.

“Mind your own business.” ) .

“That’s as good as saying yes!” gripned Mellish., “I
say, the Head couldn’t have ﬁnown when he let you into St.
Jim’s, Levison. Would he let you stay if he knew ?” X

Levison glanced at the wall, where Wildrake’s riding-whip

ung.

“Will you lend me your whip for a few minutes, Wil-
drake ?” he asked, without heeding Mellish.

“For Triwble?” grinned Wildrake.

“Yes. ™

“Take it and welcome.” . . B

“You'd better look out, Levison !” ecxclaimed Trimble, in
alarm. “I could tell the Head if I liked—7"

“Tell him anything you like, you fat rotter. You can tell
him at the same time that 1 gave you the licking of your
life,” said Levison, crossing to the wall and reaching down
the whip.
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“If you Lhink you can brazen it out you're making a
mistake,” said Trimble, “why, even Cardew knows——"

“Cardew 7 exclaimed Levison, taken aback for a moment.

Trimble chuckled. =

“Mean to say you didu’t know Cardew was trying to keep
me away from the Graifrinn chaps to-duy to keep me from
getting at the facts?” he jeered. *Didn’t you put him up
to taking me oul for a motor-run? He, he, he!”

Levison's eyes glittered.

“That's a fact,” said Melhish. “We all know Cardew
took Trimble out for the afterncon in a car. Couldn’t be
because he liked his company. Who could possibly like
Trimble’s company 7"

“Yah!” from Baggy.

Levison bit his lip ﬁand. Cardew’s intervention had bLeen
well meant. But it was obvious that itdguve an air of proba-
bility to whatever yarn Trimble claimed to have heard from
the Greyfriars juniors, If there was nothing to discover,
why should Cardew have taken the trouble? Wildrake was
looiin_:; ver7 curiously at Levison, though he did not speak.
It was no business of his; but he could not help thinking.
Levison caught the expression on_ his sunburnt face, and
tarned an angry stare upon him. Wildrake swmiled.

“Keep it for Trimble, old man,” he said.

“So you think that Trimble's found out something from
the Greyfriars crowd—something I'm afraid to have known?”
exclaimed Levison, his eyes blazing,

“You ought to know best,” said Wildrake.
bizney of mine !

“But you think so*”

“*No nced for me to tell you my thoughts.
own!”

Levison breathed hard.

““If you'ra afraid Lo speak out——"" he said savagely.

Wildrake set his lips.

“It looks to me as if you've come here to hunt for a row
all round, Levison,” he said quietly. ‘““I'm not looking for
trouble with you, but if you want my thoughts on the subject
vou sha'n't say I'm afraid to put them to you. It looks too
me as if you’ve got something kept dark—and if Cardew
ook the trouble to load himself with that ful cad for the
afternoon, to keep him from inquiting of the Creyfriars
chaps, it locks as if Cardew thinks so, too. Thatl's what I
think ; and you can put it in your pipe and smoke it !”

Levicon eyed him savagely. Ile was angry and resentful,
and nol in a very reasonable frame of mind, perhaps. But a
fat grin on Trimble's face recalled him to common sense, and
checked the angry words on his lips.

He fixed his eyes on Bagey and gripped the riding-whip
n his hand almost convulsively.

“Well!” he said. “I'll show you, Trimble, and everybody
eise how miv.ch I fear your tatiling tongue.”

He sirode at the fal junior with uplifted arm.

Trimble made a wild rush for (he door, yelling.
riding-whip came down with a lash across his fat back.

* Yarooooh !*

The whip came down a second time before the ful Baggy
escaped from the study and fled wildly down the passage.
Levison dashed after him. Buﬁgy. letling out a terrified
yell ut every step, carted into the Shell passage and rushed
into Study No. 10, startling Tom Merry and Munners and
Lowther at their prep.

“Hallo! ial’s IFatty Podgy again!” ejaculated J.owther.
“Is some tiny (wopenny-halfpenny fag on your track again,
Trimble 7"

Trimble gasped.

“It's Levison—"

“ Minor?” grinned Manners.

“Ow! No! Keep him off I

Levison of the Fourth appeared in the doorway panting,
the riding-whip in his hand. _Baggy let out a yell of terror.

“Help! Keep him off! Help!?

“What the—"" exclaimed Tom Merry, springing up.

Levison calmed himself with an effort. He realised the
ridiculous side of this chase of the funk of the School House—
a foeman who was cerlainly mot worlthy of anyhody’s steel.

Ile turned away quickly. with a Aushed face. 1le walked
back to Study No. 2 in the Fourth and hung the viding-whip
on its hook.

“Thanks !" he said, briefly.

And with that he returned to ki own sindy  In Tem
Merry's study Bagey Trimble bicuihed iccely wlhen bhis
pursuel’ was gone,

“There's the door, Trimble ! said T

“If you think I was afraid of that roit thegan

“Well, it looked just & trifling little bit like ii, didn’t it 7
asked Monty Lowlher sarcasiically.

“The fact is—""

“Never mind the facis,” saild Wanners, “gai cut.”

“IUs up to me lo tell 1yc.-u fellows why I refuso to fght
Levison,” eaid Baggy loftily. -

“We kaow ! grinned Lowther.

“It's no

They're my
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“You doa’t know! You sece. il would be beneath a chap's
dignity to fight a fellow who’s not honest!”

“What !

“A fellow who was sacked from his school for stealing!”
said Trimble.

“ Levison—sacked—stealing !"" stuttered Tom Merry.

“Now you know 1" [ig:innod Trimble.

“Now we know you're even a roltener slandering cad than
we supposed,” exclaimed Tom. wrathfully. “How dare you
say such a thing about Levison? Why, you awful rolter——"

A here—"

“Outside ! roared Tom.

He grasped Baggy Trimble by the collar and spun him to
the door. Then his foot landed on Trimble.

Baggy fairly flew into the passage.

Tom Merry slammed the door on him as he rolled and
roared, and returned to the table with a black brow.

“The awful rotter !” he said.

“Can’t be anything in it !" said Lowther.

“Of course there can't!”

“Why did Cardew take him out for the afternoon ?” asked
Manners suddenly.

‘“Blessed if I know 1"

“It looks--~"" said Manners slowly,

“It looks as if Cardew is a silly ass.”

““Cardew is Levison's pal. Trimble must have gol this yarn
from—"

“Not from the Greyfriars fellows !" exclaimed Tom.

“Whom else ”” said Mauners.

‘“He's invented it, of course.”

“Husn't brains  enough,” said Manners decidedly.
* Besides, you know how keen he was to get at the Greyfrinrs
fellows to ask them about Levison.”

XTI think I remember something of ihe sort,” said Tom,
with a worried look, *but——""

“Cardew was f{rying to keep him off the grass,” snid
Manners. “That was Curdew's game, because il can’t have
been anything else.”

“But—but—rot " excluimed Tom. “Cardew's an uas,
anyhow, and Trimble’s—well, we know what Trimble is. I'li
never helieve he gol such a yarn from the Greyfriars quarier,
Tt can't be true! That’s not pessible! Dash it all, I wish
T'd kicked him harder now !

The subject was dropped in Study No. 10.

But it left the Terrsble 'Three with very uncomfortable
thoughts in their minds. They cculd not help remoembering
that nobody knew precisely why Levison had left Greyfriurs: -
excepling that it was generally known that ho had left
his old school under a clond of some sort. Yel it was
generally believea that npon or» ocension the Head of Grey-
friurs had teslified his willingness to tuke Levison buck.

(Continued on page 12.)
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Baggy’s Little Wangle.

By Jack Blake,

Al Jove! There's somethin’ the
mattah, deah boys!”
Gussy was right. Something cer-
tainly was the matter. He and
Digby, Herries, the 'Terrible ‘Three, and 1L
were sauntering along a quiet lane at Ryl-
combe one afternoon, leisurely making our
way back towards St. Jim’s.

A little old-fashioned cottage stood back
from the roadway—a pretty little cottage,
covered with lvy and honeysuckle. It had a
pretty little garden in fromt, too. But it
was A scene in that little garden which
caused us to stop and look.

A poor little old lady was sitting in the
garden, surrounded by a pile of furniture.
She looked a frail pathetic figure, sitting
there, with head bowed, amongst her humble
worldly possessions.

“Bal Jove!" said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
again, screwing his monocle tighter into his
vye, and looking in great concern at the old
jady in the garden. *This is weally most
Jistwessin® deah boys. Poor old soull”

The old lady did not look up, but sat with
her eyes cast to the ground, now and then
stirring slightly to draw her threadbare
shawl about her.

“1 say, you chaps, what do you think of
this?” said Bzggy Trimble, rolling up, a
look of deep indignation on his face. “That
poor old lady has been turned out of her
cottage—kicked out, lock, stock, and barrel,
just because she owes a bit of rent, Beastly
shame, I call it!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D"Arcy. “It is
almost imcompwehensible, deah boys, that
any man could be such a callous wottah as
to turn a poor lady fwom her home! Wheah
is the landlord? As a fellah of tact and
judgment, I will wemonstwate with him!”

“The landlord’s gone,” said Baggy. *It's
no use talking to him; he’s unreasonable.
All he wants is his rent. I say, you chaps,
would you like to contribute to the-subserip-
tion I'm raising on the poor lady’s behall?”

Baggy held out a little cigar-box with a
slit in it. Mopey jingled inside it as he
rattled the box.

“You—you're raising a
gasped Tom Merry faintly.

“Yes. Why npot?” demanded Baggy
warmly. “It's for a jolly good cause, too!
There’s the poor old soul, turned out of her
own home, too proud to ask for charity, yet
she deserves it if anybody ever did! I'm
doing this for a good cause.”

“lumph! That's not much in your line,
Baggy, 1s it?” said George llerries bluntly.
Baggy Trimble glowered.
“Qhb, really, you know—"
“1 suppose Baggy's trying to reap some
cheap glory!” eaic Manners. "By collecting
for the old lady, he reckons people will think

him a giddy hero!”

“0h, well, that's no bizney of ours!” said
Tom Merry, with a good-natured laugh.
“ We'll contribute willingly, as it's to do the
old lady a good turo. Won't we, chapsy”

“Yaas, wathah!”

There was nothing half hearted in the
way Tom Merry & Co. “cashed up.” Gussy
contributed fiftcen shillings, and we all gave
willingly according to our means. Quite a
goodly sum must have accrucd in Baggy's
collection box.

“Thanks awfolly, you chaps!” said Baggy,
in great satisfaction. *Nothiug like helping

Tue Gem Liprary.—Mo. 760.
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subseription !”

Edited by TOM MERRY.

%thera, is there? Ah, bere come Figgins &
0.

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, of the New
House, strolled up. We strolled off, still
feeling very concerned about the poor lady
who had been turned out of her cottage.

Baggy Trimble successfully *touched”
Figgins & Co. for contributions, and several
other fellows, tvo, who happened to pass
that way, willingly parted up with all they
could afford to swell the proceeds of Buggy's
subscription.

“I say, deah boys, I am weally vewy
gwieved ovah that poor old laudy!” said
Gussy, as we made our way towards St.
Jim's, “She must feel her posish fwight-
fully, bai Jove! I think it's up to us to
pwovide her with any little comfort we cao.
I’ve a wippin’ ideah. Let’s make up a parcel
of pwovisions fwom the tuckshop, and take
it along to the poor old soul!”

“Good wheeze coat, Gussy!” said Tom
Merry heartily.

When 8t. Jim’s was reached we all went
over to the tuckshop, and Mrs. Taggles
made us up a fine parcel of provisions which
would gladden the heart of the unfortunate
old lady.

Several other fellows who were in the tuck-
shop gladly contributed.

The Shook.

We made our way back along the lane to
the cottage.

Baggy Trimble was gome, but the old
lady wus still sitting in the midst of hLer
furniture in the garden.

She looked up wearily at us as we entered
amtihspproached her along the little garden
al

path.

“Good aftahuoon, madam!” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, raising his topper, aund
muking a graceful bow. “We are vewy
gwieved to see you so unfortunately placed.
It must be fwightfully julwa dig. for you,

bai Jove!”
“Goodness!” said the little old lady,

raising her wrinkled hands in great astonish.
ment.

‘We could not help grinning. Gussy had all
the noblesse oblige which stamps the caste
of Vere de Vere, and it was apt to come as
gther surprising to those who were not used

m.
“We twust, madum,” went on Gussy,
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extending the parcel of provisions we had
brought ‘with us, “we twust that you wiil
do us the favah of acceptin’ this little gift of
pwovisions. We thought that they mighv
come in wathah useful to you, undah—ahem:
—undah the cires!”

“ Deary me!"” said the old lady, opening thre
parcel wonderingly.

Her eyes glistened with surprise and
pleasure when she saw the goodly contents
of the parcel.

“Lordy! It’s very kind of you young
gentlemen to briug me these, I'm sure,” she
said. “Thank you very much, apd—"

“Pway do not bothah to thank us,
madam!” sald Arthur Augustus graciously.
“We considah it our dutay to help wu lady
in distwess. This must be a vewy twyin’
ordeal for you.”

“It is—it is, young gent,” said the old
lady, shaking her head sadly.

“We considah that the man who turned you
out into the garden in t%:is atwocious mannah
is a wotten bully and a bwutel” went om
Gussy, his eyeglass glimmering with indigna-
tion. “If I could lay my hands on him, 1
should considah it my painful dutay to ad-
ministah a feahful thwashin'!"”

* Deary me!” said the old lady, looking at
Gussy over her eyeglasses with an expression
of mild reproof.

“I wepeat, madam, that I should wegahd
it as my dutay to give him a [fearful
thwashin’!” said Gussy warmly. “Whay
weason c¢an a man have for bein’ such a
bwute? Why are you turned out heah in
this dweadful mannah—turned out of youah
own homa by a mang”

“Well, you see, young gent, my old man’'s
whitewashin’——"

“Eh?”

Gussy fell back with a start, and so did
we all. We blinked at the old lady.

“My old man's whitewashin’,” she said
simply, looking bemevolently at us over the
rims of her eyeglasses., “And when my old
man’s whitewashin’, he likes to do the job
properly, and me and the furniture has to
move out into the garden till he's finished.
1 don't see what he's done to deserve a
thrashin’, and——"

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustos
D*Arcy, his monocle futtering from his eye.

“Mum-my only sainted uunt!™ gasped Tom
Merry, in a faint voice.

We all stood Lhere like a lot of sheep.

“Then—then you weren't turned out
cause you owed rent?” I managed to gusp.

“Certainly not, young gent!" replied the
lady. *“ My name is Mrs. Miggle. This cov-
tage belongs to my old man, and no iand-
lord can turn us out!™

“Oh! We—we have been lubouwin' undah
# gwave misappwehension, madam!" <aid
Gussy, groping for Lis monocle, and jamming
it into his eye. “Pway accept our deepest
apologies. Mastah Twimble’s subscwiption
on youah behall must have occasioned you
sonle embawwassmeat——"

“ Subscription?”  echoed Mrs,
“Which subscription?”

“Didn't one of our fellows collect some
money for you, and hand it over?” asked
‘é‘lom Merry, a light beginning to dawn upon

m

Miggle.

Mrs. Miggle shook her head.

“ No, young gent,” she said.

We looked at each other with feelings that
were too deep for words.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Tom Merry.
“Baggy, the lat spoofer!”

“The swindling worm!”

“He's frauded us!”

Feeling a perfect set of asses, we bade
Mrs. Miggle good afternoon, and made a
hurried exit from the gurden, leaving her t0
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wait there amidst the furmiture until Mr.
Miggle had finished his whitewashing inside
tha cottage. e o :

We went, thirsting for Baggy Trimble's

blood.

We told the other subscribers of how we
had heen spoofed by Baggy's fraudulent
collection. Howls of wrath arose.

“Then Daggy knew all the time that Mrs.
Miggle hadn’t been turned out for rent!™
gasped Figgins, “Ile knew her—her old man
was whitewashing!” .

“We'll annihilate him when he comes in!"

Baggy Trimble did not put in an appear-
ance uutil nearly locking-up time. le rolled
in at the gates of St. Jim's looking very
shiny in the face, and particularly jammy
round the mouth. He seemed to walk rather
more slowly than usual, as though he had
just partaken of a huge feed.

Augry subscribers to his fund bore down
upon him out of the shadows,

“I—1I say. you chaps——" began Baggy;
but next minute he was whirled over,

“Turn his pockets out, chaps!” sang out
Tom Merry. “We'll have every blessed
farthing we can find on him, and put it into
the hospital box!”

“Yaroooogh! Yah! Leggo!” howled Baggy,
struggling. “Hands off, you rotters!
Woocgh! Ow-wow-wow!”

There was no escape for Baggy. Nearly
thirty bob was forthcoming from his pockets.
The rest of the procecds of his subscription
he had spent in gorging. Tom Merry appro-

riated the money, and we appropriated

ALLY-

We rolled him over and over in the quad,
bumped him, frogmarched him, and then
burled him head foremost into the fountain
in the Close,

“Yerrrugh!” gurgied Baggy, as he sank,

We left him there to crawl out. Baggy
felt that life was not worth living when he
did get out. He moaned and gasped all the
evening. The rest of his ill-gotten wealth
was put into the hospital box, and during
the rest of the evening, every time that
Baggy met with one of the angry sub-
scribers, he received a kick that sent him
scuttling off, howling most dismally.

Ask Your Old Uncle!
HELP CLUB.

—
Conducted by Monty Lowther.

A. A. D’ARCY.—“I should be vewy much
obliged, deuh boy, if you could tell me how
to cut dcown my tailah’s bills. Things are
weally exjensive, bai Jove!"—Cerlainly,
Gussy! An ordinary pair of seissors will do,
or old safety-razor blades will be found very
eseful for the purpose.

B. TRIMBLE.—No, Baggy, that theory
won't work. When you contract a debt, you
éon't make it smaller. You contracted a
debt with me last week of half-a-crown, and
it’s still hall-a-crown, and not two bob—
savvy! If you try anmy of that old buck on
me, you'll also contract a thick earl

H. SKIMPOLE.—Your oil-painting recefved,

Skimmy, with the request that I should
Elggcstu% title. Why not call the picture
ome

There's no Blslce. like it!

G. A. GRUNDY.—"Do you think I am cut
out for a military carecr?”’—Yes, rather!
You'd go great guns at shelling peas!

R. A. DIGBY.—"You know what a dab
I am at writing poetry. Do you think 1|
shall succeed in writing for money?”"—
Dupno, Dig; it’s all according whom you
write to. You might try writing to ‘my
Uncle Ned—he hasn’t sent me a tip for three
months, although I dun him no end. If you
succeed, 1'Ml treat you to a still lemon at the
tuckshop.

L. SCROPE.—“I have come to the con-
elusion that I am not exactly of the stuff of
which heroes are made. How can I become
full of grit?”—Have a sand bath, or, if you
ean't get sand, try coal-dust.

LLY D'ARCY.—“Do you think I can
train my dog Pongo to kill rats?—I1
couldn't say, but you ecan bet quids to
tiddlywinks he’d give a mouse the dickens
of a fright!

(. HERRIES.—“Have just purchased a
wireless set, but am disgusted to find that
it's fitted with a whole lot of bally wires.
Can you instruct me in the art of listening
in?”"—Ask Bagpgy Trimble; he's more expert
at “listening in*” than apybody at St.
Jim’s—especially at keyholes!

1

THE GREATHEADEM COMPETITION!

Try and Win One Of Our Splendid Money
Prizes in This New and Novel Competition!

No Entrance Fees!

And Quite Simple!

FIRST PRIZE £5.
Five Prizes of £1 each and 10 Prizes of 10s. each,
Picture Set Number Four,

i
|

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

Above you will find the fOgures ol six
well-known characters which appear at in-
tervals in our grand, ions. complete stories
of the chums of 8t. Jim's. Together with
these are six heads, which have been de:
tached from the aforementioned figures.

All ope nas to do to become the happy
recipient of one of our splendid money
prizes is to cut out and affix each of fhe
heads to their correct figures.

These heads are easily recognisable to old
readers of the GeM, and pew readers bhave
only make a careful study of the
illustrations appearing in  the issues of
this splendid rehonl story paper to hecome
cqually well acquainted ~ with the world-
famous Tom Merry & Co.

It is 8 question of putting two and two
together right through the competition.

This week we publish the FOGRTH AND
LAST set of “characters” in our com-
petition. Competitors must wow take their
solutions, sign the coupon which appears on
this page, pin it to their efforts, and post
them {o:

The Great Head 'Em Competition,
“Gem " Cflices, Gough House,
Cough Square, E.C. 4,.

go as to reach that address not later than
WEDNESDAY, September 6th. Any efforts
reccived after that date will be disqualitied.

N Mfrll 'miu

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be awarded
to the reader who succeeds in submitting a
set of pictures which is exactly the same

as, or nearest to, the set in the Editor's
possession, In the cvent of ties the prize
will be divided. The other prizes will be
awarded in order of merit. The Editer
rescrves the right to add tosether und divide
the value of all or any of the prizes, but
the full amount will be awarded. It is a
distinet condition of entry that the Editor's
decision is  final, and entries are only
accepted on this derstanding. You may
send as many complete sets as you please,
but eash sct must he uaccompanied by
conpon. Employees of. the proprietors of
this journal are not eligible to compete.

1 enter ** THE GREAT HEAD 'EM »
Competition, and agree to accept the
Editor’'s decision as final.

Name.......

Address.,,.

Toe Gen Lisrary.--No. 760,



12 Delicious Tuck Hampers and Mone_;: Prizes awarded for—

ps N ETNUUHTT TR T T
HARD LUCK ON LEVISON,
{Continued from page 9.)
T T e e T T T T T T

e

L
TR

There was nothing in Trimbie’s astounding story—ihey
were certain of that. But they felt very uncomfortable.

CHAPTER 6,
Trouble In Study No. 9.

ALPH RECENESS CARDEW was in Siudy No. 9

R in the Fourth when Levison returned thither. Hoe

seemed to be busy with his prep when Ernest Levison

came in—so busy that he did not even look up. It

was extremely unusual for Cardew to be keen on prep.

l.evis&ialn ga!ted by the table, and looked down at Cardew’s
lient head.

ge~ The “Holiday Annual’ —m

(On Sale Friday.)

“Glued to it?” he asked sarcastically.

Cardew looked up at that.

*Ves,” he assented. “‘I'm rather late beginnin’. And I'm
ruthe’r' keen on pleasin’ dear old Lathom in the mornin’, for
once.

““You can chance it with Lathom aguain, as you qenerally
do,” said Levison dryly. *“I've got to speak Lo you.”

“:Wot,\"t after prep do?”

Cardew sighed.

“This isn’t encouragin’—when I'm stickin' loe work,” he
said,  * You're neglectin' your own prep, dear boy.”

“Never mind prep now,” said Levison savagely *“I want
to knc’u'w what silly fool game you've been playing this after-
noon !

“Game ?’ repeated Cardew vaguely.

“¥Yes—you and Trimble. It seems that you {ook that fai
rotter out for the afternoon. after all.”

“Dear old Baggy !”+said Cardew, ‘“No end of an enter-
tainin’ chap. The afternoon passed like a jolly old dream.”

“You hate the sight of the fat bounder.”

“Dear man, T haven’t energy enough to hate anythin'. I
don’t even hate prep. Only dislike it with a mild dislike.”

“You talked some silly rot to me before the cricket about
ke‘ergng I’f{’imb!e awny from the Greyfriars chaps.”

4 i 9

“You know you diil ! shouled Levison.
“Be it so, as they say in the novels'’ yawned Cardew, *“I

did. then. No need to tell all the Fourth. But I'm always
talkin’ rot! I cull Clive to witness. Speak up for your old
pal, Clive. Am I nol always talkin® rot?”

“Generally,” said Clive, with a laugh. “What on earth's
the row. Levison? What have you got your rag out for?”
i ”]The "row'a this,” said Levison passionately. “That silly
00l——

“Little me?” asked Cardew.

“¥Yes, you! That fool, Clive, carted that other fool off
for the afternoon. and all St. Jim’s knows that he did il to
keep him_clear of the Greylriars crowd, so that he couldn’t
find anything out about we when I was at that school.
That's the row! What sort of an impression is that going to
make when it’s jawed up and down the passages?””

Clive looked grave.

“It was rather fatheaded, Curdew,” he said. “Levison
told you not to do anything of the kind.”

“I know,” sighed Cardew. *I did it for the best, dear
Loys. Sorry! I'm always pultin’ my foot in it. I admit
1 was a fool! Fellow must be a fool to take any trouble on
unother fellow’s account, It’s not really my way, either. 1
must be careful to stick to my own ways after this. The
fat's in the fire.”

“I warned vou lo let Trimble alone,” said Levison, white
with anger. “You couldn’t even keep it dark what you were
doing it for. You might as well have shouted out in the
riuad that vou believed thero was some shady secret the
Gireyfriavs fellows could {ell about me.”

“Trimble dished me,” confessed Cardow.
body can pull that fat fool's leg. But he did me this time.
I loaded myself with the greedy brute for the afternoon—
and he had already pumped Bunler of all he knew. Il was
* qualr{ B'Zgl !" k i d Cl

‘ unter knew !” repeate live. “But I su e
Bunter didn’t know anything that matlered.” L
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“Generally. any-

Cardew shrugmed his shoulders.

“Don't you see?” exclaimed Levivon billerly. “Carde
can't believe that I've nothing to be afraid of from Grey
friars, He thinks thal any Greyfriars chap has only io ope
his silly mouth to cover me with disgrace, if he choose:
Goodness knows what he thinks I did at Greyfriars!”

“QOh, draw it mild !’ urged Cardew.

“And now—— I've thrashed Trimble; but that won'
stop his mouth—and won't stop other fellows from believin;
kim, with Cardew’s evidence to support what he says.”

“My evidence?” exclaimed Cardew.

“ Yes—it's as zood as evidence; the fellows knowing wha
you did. Why the thump couldn’i you let Trimble rip?™

Cardew's lips set a little,

“Can’t see there’s much harm done,” he said tartly. I
Bunter has told Trimble lies, there’s nothin’ in it. If yo
weren’t sacked from Greyfriars, you can prove it casil;
enough. What's the good of askin’ fellows to believe that you
had nothin' to keep dark, when it was plain all the time tha
you were keepin' somethin’ or other very dark?”

“What do you think I was keeping dark, then?” askec
Levison, between his teeth,

“I don't know—somethin’. Whatever it was, the Grey
friars fellows could have told Trimble, an’ I heard him tryin
to pump Wharton an’ Cherry an’ Vernon-Smith an’ some
others, They wouldn't tell him anythin’. But if there’s
been nothin’ to tell. they’d have said so.” .

“I must say that seems about right,” remarked Clive, with
a look at Levison.

“If you'd accepted my offer in the first place, Levison, an'
let me get Trimble off ths scene, he couldn’t have found any-
thin' out,” said Cardew. * You refused-——""

“Of course I refused.”

“And when I acted on my own, it seems to have come loo
late. Not my fault.”

Levison clenched his hands.

“Trimble will be spinning yarns up and down the House,
and what vou've done will make the fellows believe there’s
something in them.” he said.

“Let it go at that,” said Cardew. “Don’t pul on my
shoulders the blame for whatever it was you did at Grey-
friars a long time ago!”

Levison's eyes flashed.

“ What do you mean by that?” :

“My meanin’s clear enough.” Cardew was angry himself
now. “If Trirable slanders vou, have him up before the
Housemaster. Any other fellow would. F’rinstance! Tom
Merry was at Clavering ool for a term or so before he
came here, I've heard. If a fellow declared that Tom Merry
had been sacked from Clavering, would Merry let it vest at
that? You know he wouldn't. He’d make the fellow prove
it or eat his words in public.”

“Of course he would,” said Clive, “and it’s up to you to do
the same, Levison. Cardew’s played the goat, very likely;
but it’s up to you to clear the matter up.”

“How *"” almost hissed Levison.

“'I'ake Trimble before Lthe Iousemaster to repeat his slale-
ments.” said Cardew coolly. *Mr. Railton will be bound to
apply to the Head of Greyfriars for definite information, und
will make it known to the whole school.”

Levison gnawed his iips,

“And if T don't choose to do thal?” he said.

“Oh, let it drop!” said Cardew impuliently. “If you don’t
choose to make the truth known in the enly possible way, it's
because you’ve got somethin’ to hide---and you ought to thank
1;15](iQ?lead of slangin' me for tryin’ (o help you lo keep it
dark.

Levison siood looking al him without speaking. He turned
his glance on Clive. and he read in the Sonth African junior’s
face full agreement with Cardew’s view.

The (wo iuniors wailed for him to speak. But he did not
speak. Without another word he sat down at the table and
drew his books towards him.

Cardew and Clive exchanged a glance, and then dropyjied
their eyes to their work. Not another word was spoken in
Study No. 9 while prep lasted; and then the three juniors
left the study—still in silence. But while Cardew and Clive
went one way, Ernest Levison went another,

CHAPTER 7.
Letting Levison Off !

HE next day the most discussed fellow al St, Jim's
—in the Lower School, at leasl ~was Ernest Levison
of the Fourth Form,
Levison’s great game in the Greyfriars maich was
a general theme—and Levison’s “past ” ‘was a theme still
more general.

True, Baggy Trimble had not yot revealed all that he could
have revealed. DBut he had said enough to excite general
interest and greal curiosity.

Not that Baggy’s staiemants, as a rule, atracted much
altenlion or belief. Any accusaiior lhat hed rested upon
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“This won't do, Levigon !** ho sald curtly, * You

hands up.””

Tom Merry glanced at Baggy’s damaged fat nose, and then at the cold, hard, defiant countenance of Ernest Lovison,
ve no right to punch Trimble—a helpless dufiar who oan’t put his
“ I’d punch any fellow who said what he sald,’”” answered Levison.

(See page 14.)

Daggy's bare word would have leaned upon a very rotten
reed.

But there was more in it than that.

Already it had Dbeen known, though almost forgotten,
that Levison had left his old school under a cloud. It
was known—only too well—that for whole terms at St.
Jim's he had been a black sheep, and more than once in
danger of expulsion from the school.

And Cardew’s intervention was, as Levizon himself had
said in Study No. 9, as good as evidence against him.

If Levison's own chum believed that he had something
to fear from investigation, and had taken measures to pre-
vent investigation, the inference was clear enough.

And so, that day, there was much comment on the
subject of Levison of the Fourth, and he received unusual
attention—which did not fail to elicit the fact that he was
not on his usually cordial terms with his own study-mates.

There had been no quarrel in Study No. 9; but un-
dnuhbm]l{ there was a “rift in the lute,” a restraint that
was visible to all eyes,

Frank Levison, in the Third, was worried; and all the
fags knew why he was worried. But he did not venture
to approach Ernest on the thorny subject again, or to
interfere with Trimble. Frank, angry as he was at asper-
sicns upon his major, realised that it was for Ernest to
defend himself; and that for his young brother to take
vp the cudgels was as good as an admission that Ernest
ha:l no defence to make.

Levison was in a moody temper that day.

[Te was angry with his chums for not trusting him more
complelely, especially with Clive. Cardew, whose cynicism
wa- ingrained, trusted nobody—not even himself But
Clive was steady and loyal, not at all given to doubting.
If Clive had been driven to doubt at last, it was Levison's
own doing—he had refused to take the natural step for
clearing himself from Trimble’s hints and innuendoes,

But Leviton, in his present mood, at least, was not inclined

fo admit that it was his own doing. Clive, in his straight-
forward way, would have had Trimble “up™ before the
Housemaster, there to repeat or to withdraw his accusa-
tions. If Levisor did not choose to dd so, why did he
not choose? Cliv2 wanted an answer to that question, and
Levison had, apparently, no answer to make.

The Terrible Three of the Shell had said nothing of the
amazing statcment Trimble had made in their study. If
Trimble repeated it outsicde Study No. 10, it was up to Levi-
son to take action, Apparently Trimble had not repeated
it yet. But Tom Merry was keen enough to sce that this
was not Trimble’s usua{ reckless lying. Ile bad something
to go upon, or he thought that he had.

After lescons that day, when the Fourth came out of
their Form-room, Cardew end Clive waited in the passage
for Levizon, prepared to make advances.

Levison was last out. and the passage was nearly empty
when he appeared.

Certainly ﬁe saw his chums, and must have guesscd
why they were waiting. But he did not choose to sco
them. He walked on as if they were not there.

Sidney Clive frowned. Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

Levison of the Fourth went to his study. He had the
room tc himself—his chur: did nut feel inclined to seek
his company there, after one rebuff. Levison threw himself
into a chair, with a gloomy brow. He was feeling dis-
salisfed and discontented, angry and resentful, and with a
kind of gloomy pleasure in ange:r and resentment. It was
not usual with him to givc way to such an unhealthy
frame of mind, but undoabedly Levison was sullen now, in
fact, sulky.

He looked up bitterly as the door opened. His eyes
glittered at the sight of Bargy Trimble's fat face.

Trimble eyed him from the doer without coming in. He
appeared rather unwilling to trust his podgy person within
Levizon's reach.

Tune Gem Librsrr.—No. T60.
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“Iave you come for another licking, you fat rascal?”
asked Levison. “If not, yon'd belter cleai!™

“I've got something to say to you, old top,” said Trimble.
*Is it pax?®" .

“No!” growled Levison.
put a hoof inside this study !”

“Then I'll say it here,” said Trimble,
out if the fellows hear.”

“Do you think I mind them hearing, you fat dummy "

Trimble grinned.

“¥You would—if you knew what Bunter told me,” he
answered.

Levison eyed him morosely. He remembered Bunter well
cnough—a tattling fellow, much after Trimble's kind. What-
ever Bunter knew, doubtless he had passed on to Trimble.
It did not occur to- Levi-on, yet, that Bunter might also
have passed on what he did not know.

‘“Are you going to make it pax if T come in?” grinned
Trimble.

Levison did not trouble to answer,

“Then I'll go ahead,” said Trimble. *First of all, I
was going to ask you to lend me a pound.”

Levison stared.

“Lend you a pound!" he repealed blankly.

“Just that!”

“You fat idiot!” exclaimed Levison, halflaughing,
“Lend you a pound for meddling in_my affaira?”

“Not exactly,” grinned Trimble. “But one good turn
deserves. another, you know. I haven't told the fellows yet.
Perhaps I dropped a hint to’lyounﬁ Frank yesterday; I may
have said a_word or two to Tom Merry. But that’s nothing
—I'm keeping it dark.”

“Keeping what dark?” yelled Levison.

“What you were sacked from Greyfriars for.”

“I was not sacked from Greyfriars.”

Trimble winked a fat wink,

“Gammon!” he said.

Levison half-rose from his chair, but sat down again.

“You're not worth licking,” he muttered. “I suppose
that other fat fool, Bunter, spun you that yarn,”

“And a good bit more,” gl'inncd Trimble. “I got from
Bunter why you were sacked.”

“So far as I can :emember, Bunter never knew why
1 left.” said Levison sourly.

“Well, I like that!” ejaculuted Trimble. As if the
whole school didn’t know! Robbing your headmaster—"

Levison bounded from the chair as if he had been
eloctrified.

““What!"” he roared.

“Here, keep off !” gasped Trimble.

“T'Il kick you out if you

“I’s your look-

“I'm not going to

tell the fellows; I'm going to let you down lightly,
Tevison.”
Levison, checking his rage, slared at Trimble. He was

more astounded, in fact, than enraged by the unexpected
accusation.

“You—you think—you dare to think——" he stuttcred.

Trimble winked again.

“I dow’t think—I know, old bean.” he said, grinning.
“Bu} I'm going to let you down lightly. I'm letting you
off—see? I hope you’ve repented.”

““Repented{” eaidd Levison dazedly.

“Yes. Even thieves can repent.”

“Thieves I”

“If you've turned over a new leaf. T'm willing to give
vou a chance,” said lhe generous Baggy. “Treat me
dlecently, and I'll treat you decently. I admit you haven't
tlclen anything here.”

“Stolen anylhing here ' murmured Levison, like a fellow
in a dream. It really seemed that he could not quite believe
his ears.

“I've _never missed anything, anyhow,” said Trimble.
“I'm willing to believe that you've given up stealing.”

“CGiven _up stealing?” .

*“¥es. T'll keep it dark and give you a chance. Of course,
olzle g."ood turn deserves another,” said Trimble. *“You see
that 7"

Levison was still staring at him, motionless, as if dazed.
Trimble, encouraged, rattled on cheerily. e thought that
Levison was being rensonable at last.

“Lend me a pound,” he conlinued.
call it moderate.
do you think?”

Levison drew a_deep. deep breath.
Trimble at last.
eves scared Baggy.

Trimble backed into the passage.

“Look here, you know---" he began.

Levison was upon him the next moment. Baggy had
only time to let out one ferrific yell, and then his head
was -in chancery and vison was pounding at his fat
features as if he mistook Baggy's fat face for a punchball.
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“It’s not much—I
One good turn deserves another. What

. He came towards
He was quite calm, but the look in his

CHAPTER 8,
Trimble’s Triumph !

““ AT Jove! Whalt’s the wow?”
“ What the thump—"

“Ievison!”
A dozen fellows crowded into the passage, as
Baggy’s yells of anguish rang and echoed there.

Scrapping ” in Fourth Form passage was not a thing
of rare occurrence. But the fearful yells uttered by Baggy
Trimble were rather unusual. Fellows came dashing out of
their studies in alarm,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy ran up, with Blake and Herries
and Dig behind him. Wildrake and Roylance, Kerruish and
Hammond, came speeding along. A dozen other fellows
gathered from one quarter or another.

“Help! Owl Ooocoop! Help!” Trimble was roaring as
he struggled frantically in Levison's grip.

“ Levison, you uttah ass »

“Let go, Levison!” shouted Blake.

Thump, thump, thump!

?'tgi'y’s head was still in chancery, and Levison was still
using his face for a punch-ball, heedless of the exclamations
round him.

Arthur Augustus D'Avcy caught him by the arm,

“ Weally, Levison—" he began.

“Let go, you fool I

“ What?”

“Tet go, confound you "

Instead of letting go the swell of St. Jim's tightened his
grasp on Levison's arm.

"F\\'egard your unseemly expwessions, Levison, with uttah
contempt !”" said Arthur Augustus, in his most dignified tone.
“I considah it uttahly bad form for a fellah to lose his
tempah in this mannah.”

“You idiot !

“Ow! Help!” roared Baggy.

“T am helpin' you, Twimble. You are a fat wasecal; but
I will not allow you to be knocked about like this,”

“You—you—-" gasped Levison, struggling to rclease his
arm. But Arthur Augnstus held on,

“I am not awah of whal Twimble may have done,
Levison—"

“Then mind your own business, you dummy !”

“But whatevah he has done.” continued Gussy calmly.
“he has had enough. You are bein’ bwutal.”

“Shut up. and—"

1 wefuze to shut up, Levison, or to allow you to punch.
Twimble any more.’

T.evison breathed hard, Trimble wriggled and struggled.
but Levison’s left still held him fast. Jack Dlake took ti\old
of Levison's left and coolly unwound it from Trimble.

“That’s enough, whatever he's done!™ said Blake coolly.

*You cheeky rotter— "

“ Get aside, Trimble.” Baggy was only too glad to get
aside, *“Now, Levison, if you want any more punching, you
can start punching a fellow who can put up his hands—litile
me. for example.”

“ ¥Yaas, wathah!”

TFor a moment Levison looked as if he would spring at
Blake, who was quite ready for him. But he restrained
himself with an effort. p

“You can let go my arm, D’Arcy,” he said quietly, though
his voice was trembling with anger and excitement.

“You are not goin' to punch Twimble any more?”

“No.” Levison gave a short, hard laugh., ‘“*He looks as
if he's had enough.”

“Too much, I should say.” remarked Wildrake dryly. “I
fmhpss I'd heve stopped you if I'd come wp before these
cllows.

Maggy Trimble certainly looked as if he had had too much.
He reeled against the wall, spluttering for breath, and there
was & crimson stream oozing from his fat nose. He gasped
and blinked. and blinked and gasped, in a dazed way. Baggv
had often been kicked. and had often been licked, and
generally had deserved it. But certainly never had he been

pinched like this, 7
“Ow, ow, ow, ow! Wow!"” groancd Baggy. “XKcep him
off, you fellows! Ow, ow! Wow! Groooh! Wooop!”

“Feelin’ awPly bad. deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus
sympathetically.

“Ow! Wow! Ves. Ow!’

The Terrible Three had arrived on the scene now from the
Shell passage. Tom Merry glanced at Baggy's damaged fak
face, and then at the cold, hard, defiant countenance of
Ernest Levison. )

“This won't do, Levison!” he said curtly.  “You've no
right to punch Trimble like that—a helpless duffer, who can’t
put his hands up.” .

“1f he can't put his hands up he should keep his tongue
between his teeth!” said Levison. “I'd punch any fellow
w;}o.anid what he said, if it was Kildare of the Sixth him-
self.’
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“Wats!” said Arthur Augustus. . .

“1 think I can guess what youw're driving at,” said Tom
quietly. “Ii’s bad enough. But there’s a limit. And if a
fellow accuses you, it’s better to squash the accusation than
to punch him, if he’s not a fellow who can fight.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Trimble been accusing Levison?”’ yawned Blake. ‘“He's
zlways spinning some yarn. That’s no reason for smashing
Lis features, though. They were bad enough, anyhow.”

“T’d lick him!” gasped Trimble. “Levison knows why I
won't fight him.” A

“We all know,” grinned Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” . ;

“He's not fit to touch!” roared Trimble, backing behind
Tom Merry. “Yah! You know you're not fit to touch,
Levison! A thief’s not fit for anybody to touch1”

Levison made a bound towards him with a cry of rage.
Tom Merry stood grimly in the way.

“Hands off I he said. . .

“¥You heard what he called me!” panted Levison, white
to the lips.

Tom Merr; nodded.

1 heard,” he answered. ‘‘But Trimble's had enough, for
one thing. And nobody here believes him, for another.
You've no right to punch him as you did.”

“T'll smash him!" panted Levison. “He's called me a
thief 1?

“He was sacked from Greyfriars for stealing!”
Trimble.

“ (Gweat Scott!”

“My only Aunt Sclina

“Chuck it, Trimble!”

“It's true I”” yelled Trimble. “He knows it’s truel That's
why he pitched into me. I got it all out of a Greyfriars
chap yesterday, and Levison knows it.”

“Phew I” .

“Will you let me get at that slandering rotter, Tom
Merry?” said Levison, in tones of concentrated rage.

“No,” said Tom quietly. “¥You're not going to touch
him, Levison!”

“Then put up your hands!” =

Tom Merry kept his hands at his sides. .

“I shall do nothing of the kind,” he said.  “Listen to
reason, Levison, and keep your temper. This is going to be
thrashed out. Trimble, you say that Levison was sacked
from Greyfriars long ago for stealing ?”

*“¥Yes,” howled Trimble.

“You're ready to come before the Housemaster, and say
it in the presence of Mr. Railton?' demanded the captain
of LT}}e S’hell.

“Yeg. "

yelled

!”

“Very well. T suppose you're ready, too, Levison?”

“Ready for what?"” snapped Levison. o

“To have this affair thrashed out in the only ﬁoaslble way !”
said Tom tersely. “No fellow here can possibly know why
sou left Greyfriars. There’s a sort of impression that you
were in some trouble there, but even that isn't known for
certain, Nobody here can prove or disprove what Trimble
says. Mr. Railton can.”

“ And how?"” ;

“By referring to Greyfriars,” said Tom Merry at once.
‘“ After this, if the matter's taken to him, he’s bound to do
it. The Greyfriars headmaster is bound to give him the facts,
if he inquires there—as he certainly will. Trimble will get a
fiogging then, and you will be cleared. It’s the only way
¥ou can be cleared.”

“Then there are fellows here willing to belicve that I'm a
thief on Trimble’s word !” exclaimed Levison passionately.

Tom looked at-him steadily.

“I wouldn’t tuke Trimble’s word against a Hun,” he
answered. * But it's not a question of Trimble’s word. Ile
kuows that he risks a ﬂoggmg by accusing you before the
Housemaster, and he’s ready to do it—"

** Quite ready !” hooted Trimble. ‘‘Keen!”

“You've got nothing to lose by it,” said Tom. * Rvery-
thing lo gain, in fact. The Greyfriars ITead will {ell Mr.
Railton the exact facts, Mr, Railton will make them known
here. We all believe that you are innocent; and in that case
you have nothing to fear.”

“1 do not fear anything!” said Levison, with savage
disdain,

“Very well. Come to the Housemaster—with Trimble.
You can see for yourself, I suppose, what fellows will think
if you don’t let the matter be sifted to the very bottom now
it’s gone so far.”

All eyes were fixed on Levison of the Fourth. The passage
was crowded with fellows now. Cardew and Clive were in the
throng, and they looked anxiously at their study-mate.
Levison stcod silent, white to the lipe—silent as a stone.

The juniors exchanged glances, .

Levison had left Greyfriars under some kind of a cloud.
Nobody had suspected anything so bad as this. But if he

refused to take the only possible step to render his innocence
clear——
The silence was painful.
“Well 2" said Tom Merry at last
Still Levison did not speak. P
:: ﬁtel you going to the Haousemaster, Levison #%
ol

Tom compressed his lips.

“Suit yourself |” he said shortly. “You know your own
business best, 1 dare say. But you'll keep your hands off
Trimble !”

“Yaas, wathah! If you want to deal with Twimble,
Levison, you can do so by dispwovin’ his accusation.””

‘“ Easy enough—if it can be disproved,” said Lowther,

* Levison—"" began Clive nppeaiing]{. i

Levison of the Fourth looked round. ~ His lip curled bitterly,
There was a hunted look in his eyes.

Without another word he turned and walked away.

The juniors made way for him to pass. All eyes followed
him to the door of Study No. 9. Levison went into his stuldy
without looking back, and the door closed on him.

CHAPTER 9.
Abandoned.
A\ HERE wazs a deep-drawn breath in the crowded passage.
‘The juniors looked at one another with startled faces.
“Well!” said Blake at last.
“Bai Jove! 1t's Loo howwid to be twue!”

“I told you fellows——"" began Trimble triumphantly. Tem
Merry interrupted him angrily.

*“You've said_enough!” he snapped. “Whatever may be
the truth about Levison, you’re a mean rotter to go nosing out
things about a fellow that happened long ago!”

“Some fellows have a sense of duty—"

‘“ Oh, shut up !”*

Tom Merry went back to his study. The crowd in the
passage broke up, with a buzz of excited comment.

Trimble went to bathe his nose. It needed it. But Baggy
was quite consoled for the damage to his nasal organ. Levison
had hit him hard, but he had hit Levison harder—both the
Levisons. Daggy was consoled by lhat knowledge as he
bathed his nose.

In all the junior studies there was discussion on the subjoect,
and only one conclusion was drawn. hcre was, in fact, only
one_conclusion that the fellows could draw. ~ Why shoulil
Levison, if innocent, shrink from the inquiry that would have
cleared him?

There was only one arswer {o that question—at all events,
so far as the St. Jim’s juniors could see. They were willing
to hear anything that Levison had to say in his defence. Bu
Levison said nothing.

Cardew and Clive, looking—as they felt—utterly miserable,
went to their study after a time. Ernest Levison met them
with a black look.

‘' Levison——"" both the juniors began together,

Levison interrupted them,

“You want me to go to the ITousemaster 7"

“Yes,” said Cardew. ‘“It’s the only thing 1"

“Why shouldn't ?ou‘!" asked Clive.

“I don’t choose.”

“You know what the fellows will think—""

. "“'What you will think, too?”’ asked Levison, his look grow-
ing blacker and more bitter.

Clive made an angry gesture.

w “What do you expect us to think?” he exclaimed hotly.

You're accused of being a thief—the kind of rotter no decent
fellow would touch if he could help it. You could clear Four-
self if you liked. If you refuse, what the thump do you expect
a fellow to think?” E

Levison shrugged his shoulders,

“Well, T refuse!” he said curtly.

“That's enough for me!” said Clive, and he walked out of
the study.

Ralph Reckness Cardew lingered.

It was plain enough, from his look, that-he believed Levison
guilty. 1In the circumstances, he could scarcely helieve any-
thing else. Vet he lingered. Perhaps that belief did 1.1t
shock him so much as it shocked Clive.

“Well, why don’t you turn your back on me, too?” said
Levison, with a sneer.

“I'm not turnin’ you down, old bean,” said Cardew li%zhuy
—a lightness he was far from fecling. *Let ’em all rip I

o Do you believe what I'm accused of 1"

“What s the good of talkin', Let it rest.”

Do you believe it?"” demanded Levison fiercely.
Sj%:lew shrugged fhii sho&!]ders.
1hen you can follow Clive as soon as you like,” sai
Lez}r%on. "I’mhdor;?’ wiih %)ig:—and with you} l"x es™ il
ou mean that?”” asked Cardew very quietly.
“Every word |” ya euy
(Continued on page 19.
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OUR GRAND SERIAL OF SCHOOL LIFE AND ADVENTURE !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JIM READY, a sturdy lad of fourteen,
haviog seen his last friend laid to rest, Is
left all alone in the great world. He is
leaving the cemetery gates, when he butts
up against .

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln).
1he principal governor of the great school of
kt. Beowulf's, who bhad been watching him
at the funeral.

The two walk along the road together, and
Jim tells his new-found fricnd that he in-
tends starting work at the brickflelds in
Dennington. The stranger smiles, and tells
Jim it is education he wceds first. He then
withdraws a piece of parchment from his
pocket. and, after signing it, hands it to
Jim. It is a free pass into the great school.
Jim §s to take his chance as a Lincoln
scholar at St. Beowulf's. .

Jim gets a warm reception from the
bullies of the school, but the decent fellows
welcome him.

e finds a friend In Wobbygong, a plucky
lad from Australia, and the master of a pet
kangaroo, Kobby.

Nobby bolts one night, but the boys give
chase and capture him. On thelr return to
$t. Beowull's they find that burglars have
hroken into the school. The rufflans are
captured. Wobby commandeers their car,
and hides it in the Hauoted Barn,

Learning of the scoundrels’ intentions of
smuggling their ill-gotten gains out of the
country, Wobby plans to capture the
plunder. At the dead of night he and his
pals steal out of the school. Boarding the
commandeered car, they are soon hot on the
trail. Reaching Goodman's Hanger, they
hear strange noises coming from the house
of Colonel Pepper. Wobby makes investiga-
tions, and ie only just in time to save the
old colonel from the mercies of further
members of the burglarious gang. .

The colonel is thanking the boys for their
timely arrival, when Mr, Travers, from Scot-
land Yard, appears upon the scenc.

Now read on.)
—
A Warning !
I HE police!” gasped Wobby.
“On one of them, Master
Wobby,” replied Mr, Travers, with
an  easy rmile, “Master Jack
Wobby, isn't it?”

“Yes, sir,” stammered Wobhy. .

“I thiok I have a eap of yours,” replied
Mr, Travers, still standing in the great gold
framed space from which the picture had
fallen.

“My cap?’ stammered Wobby, taken
aback. .

“Yes, the cap you left bhehind as you
skated down the slope of the Smugglers’
Punch Bowl, half an hour or so ago,” replied
Mr. Travers. “If I am not mistaken, it has
the following verse sewn in the lining:

*“ This little cap belongs to me,
And fite no head but mine:
8o don’t you sneak my little cap,
Or_there will pe a shine!”
Tuae Gem Lisrary.—No. 760.
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“Ob, chuek it, sir!” pleaded Wobby.
The detective went on reading from the
lining of the cap:

“I'm very fond of punching heads.
If your fat head I see
Stuck in this little cap of mine,
"I'will get 4 punch from me.”
¢ Signed, Jack Wosey."

There is nothing more trying to any poct
than to have his own verses read aloud to
him. Waobby turned the eolour of u bhright
red beetroot as Mr. Travers read his little
effusion aloud.

“I presume that this is your ecap, Mr.
Wobby!”” said Mr. Travers politely.

“I say, Mr, Detective, if you would attend
more closely to your dntics ifistead of picking
up schoolboy’s caps,” growled Sir Peter
Pepper, “I should not huve heen in danger
of having my feet grilled like an infernal
chop and steak, sir—just now, sir! T may
say, sir, that it was only the timely appear.
ance of these young gentlemen that saved
me, sir!»?

“I should bave been here hefore, Sir
Peter,” replied Mr. Travers, * but unfor-
tunately thesc young gentlemen, in their
light-hearted excursion across country, put
me off the trail of the real men—these two
who came along in a motor-cyele and side-
car. We have been chasing owr young
fricnds here over the Downs in a Ford car
that belongs to this Mr. Baker, here.””

Mr. Travers nodded politely to Mr. Baker
who, at this moment, looked as near as pos-.
sible like a devil incarnate rolled up in a
hall. of string.

“ Good job for me the boye got here first,”
replied Sir Peter Pepper, “or T should have
been dancing like a cat on hot bricks. Thcse
scoundrels were after my jewels.”

Mr. Travers climbed down from the hole
in the wall, He stepped across the room
and nodded to Punch Baker, just as if he
were nodding to an old friend.
_“Good-evening, Punch.” he anid. “It's all
right, you need not look at me like that.
You are caught properly this time, by a little
clique of schoolboys, too!™

Punch looked absolutely poisonous.

It was this fact that was rankling worse
than the ten years that was certain. That
he, Punch Baker, wanted, chased, tracked, and
trailed by the police and sleuths of three
continents, should have heen pinched by a
bunch of British schoolboys and a disreput-
able kangaroo—it was too hard!

Even Wobby could see the anger and
despair in Punch’s beady eyes.

“Cheer up, Punch.” he said in consoling
tones. “Even a police.inspector may slip
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up on a banina skin. It's fortune o” war, oi_
cobber!"

“You got my motor-car?” demanded Punch
Baker fiercely. “You've stolen it, you young
Tips!?

We havun't‘stolcn your old car,” replicd
Wobby. “We've borrowed i6, haven't we.
Jim? You shall have it back when you come
out of gaol, It's 2 good old car or it wouldn't
have stood what it's been through to-night.”

Mr., Travers smiled.

“I am not quite certain whether I ought
not to place all you young gentlemen under
arrest, as well as onr friends, Baker and
Dossky, here!” he said. “You appear to be
in possession of a car which really belongs
to the gang of burglars these men are work-
ing with.”

“We are in possession of a car, sir,” ad-
mitted Jim; “but we didu’t sneak it, did
we, Stickjaw?"

“Not a bit!” replied_ S8tickjaw promptly.
“We found it adrift. Tt didn't belong to
anyone. We haven't sneaked it, we are just
taking care of it for whoever it belongs to!”

“I seel!” replied Mr. Travers, smiling. “ ¥ou
are merely acting as bhailees. Very well.
young gentlemen, on hehall of the police, 1
will accept you as such. You shall retain the
car until such time as the police may require
it from you. At the same time, I ought to
point out to you that this ear is mow, in a
sense, the property of the Crown, and as
Crown property you must not drive it full-tilt
down places like the Smugglers’ Punch
Bowl!*? . .

Sir Peter Pcpper, who had been listening
intently, pricked up his ears at this.

“What!” he exclaimed. “Do you mean to
icll me that these young raseals have dared
to drive & Ford car down into the Smugglers
Punch Bowl?"

“Yes, sir!” replied Mr. Travers.

“Where are the picces?” asked Sir Peter.

“There are no pieces, sir. It is still a
good car. It's somewhere in your back gar-
den now, sir,”” replied Wobby.

“Now I want to know a little more,” re-
sumed Mr. Travers. “T am working alone
here, so you may confide in me. I left the
car which pursued you at Hangman's Copse,
and came round here on a motor-bicyele,
picked up your tracks, and followed you intn
the house by the side-door. Now, what 1
want to know is——" .

Wobhy put his finger to his lips and
pointed to Punch Baker and Flash Dossky,
who were limply sitting up and takiog a
little interest in things.

“Not before these lads!” he said. "Little
pitchers have long ears. *Nufl said. Perhaps,
Sir Peter here has got a dungeon?”

“Rather!” replied Sir Peter with alacrity.
“There are some jolly good dungeons in this
place. It was an old monastery, and they
used to shut the monks up in 'em when they
misbehaved 'emselves. They are tighter than
any of your police-cells!”

‘I'ne two rufians were then jerked to their
fect whilst the colonel, lighting a lamp,
limped stiffly in front of the little procession.

Punch Baker and Flash Dossky were so
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tightly hound that they could hardly walk,
They tottered along between the boys, and
were lifted down the steep stairway into a
vast cellarage, dug deep in the chalk.

Sir Peter lifted down a huge key from a
mail. It was an enormous key, the sort of
key that one only sees in a pantomime, and
it opened the heavy iron-studded door of a
dungeon, which was apparently used for the
storage of empty bottles. ]

“There you are, gentlemen!” said Sir Peter
politely to his prisoners. “I'm afraid that
you won't be very comfortable here, but you
will certainly be more comfortable than I
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should have been by now. if you had had your
rascally way with me. It is better to snffer
l.-ot: a little cold than from a great deal of
beat.”

The massive door was locked on the
ruffans, and the party returned to the
dining-room.

“Now, young gentlemen,” said Sir Peter.
=Though it is gettiug on for the small hours,
¥ am sure that you can eat a little supper,
You appear to have been getting plenty of
fresh air, and there is nothing like fresh air
and a little cxcitement for giving one an

appetite,”

Of course the boys cnuld eat supper. They

were quite ready to go on with the game-pie
and the York-ham which the ruffans had
been consuming, and, as they ate, they told
Mr. Travers all their adventures—or meatly

all.

Mr. Travers seemed to have an uncanny
sense that there was more behind than their
story told.

=Look here, boys,” he siid. “You are not
telling me all!”

“They are telling you all they know, sir,”
said Wobby frankly; “but I'm the Ieaderpt
the ‘scurch,” I'm, as it were, the King Pin
of the outfit!”

“80 you know more than your com-
panions ?” suggested Mr. Travers.

Wobby nodded. 5

“Yep,” he answered shortly; “but we've
got a saying in Australia. * Never tell your
troubles to a policeman unless you are look-
ing for more trouble!’» .

Mr. Travers looked a little disconcerted,
and Sir Peter laughed.

“You are not going-to get much out of this
tlade, Travers,” said Sir Peter.

“He knows what I den't know,” replied
Mr. Travers shortly. “He knows where the
proceeds of the burglaries at Tantivy Hall
and Lord Bradbury’s place are hidden.”

Wobby nodded.

« And I know where the Countess of Castle-
wood's jewels are stowed away, more or less,”
be said.

“I don't want to ask more questions than
you want to answer, my boy,” eaid Mr.
Travers. “But what are you after to-night?”

“We are after tie Tantivy and the Brad-
bury stuff,” replied Wobby frankly. “As a
matter of fact we were off to get it with the
car when we blundered on to this place in
the fog!”

“Great minds {hink alike,” replied Mr,
Travers nodding. “Our friends, Flash Dossky
and Punch Baker were on the same track.
They are like a-lot of other chaps, too greedy,
wanted too many irons in the fire. ~ They
thought they would take in Sir- Peter’s place
here and get a pull on his collection of
jewels.” ; .

Sir Peter nodded and twisted up his white
moustaches.

“Irons in the fire!” he exclaimed. “I
should think the rascals did have too many
irons in the fire! They had ome too many
for me! When 1 saw that dashed. red-hot
poker fizzling round my toes, I began to
think that I'd have to tell them where my
jewels were stowed away!”

The detective was thinking hard.

“Look here, boys,” he said at length. “It
is plain that we are working along the same
lines, and you have dome better tham the
professionals up to now, as amateurs often

. But there may come a time when your
luck is out. Then you won't be sorry to sce
the police, I can tell youl”?

“I am sure we sha'n't, sir,” replied Wobby
politely.

"It those two ruffians in the cellar bad not
bitten off a bit more than they could chew,”
pursued Mr. Travers, “you would just about
have blundered into them on the same
ourney of hunting for that stuff. There
may be other chaps of the same sort flying
about the country. This is a big gang work-
ing in these parts—I should say an inter-
national gang!™

“It is an international gang,” replied
Wobby boldly. “And we have blundered into
Baker and Dossky. They got the dirty left—
not us!”?

There was no controverting the truth of this
statement.

Mr. Travers nodded.

“I'm not going to interfere with your fun,
young gentlemen,” he said, “and neither I
nor Sir Peter, here, will give you away at the
school. Go on in your own sweet way and
see what happens. In the meantime, are you
armed 2

“I've got my boomerang!” sald Wobby.

“What's a boomerang?” asked Mr.
Travers rather contemptnously. “What's a
boomerang against a gun?”

“I had the boomerang and Punch bad the
gun,” responded Wobby. “Flash Dossky had
hia gun and Jim Ready only had a silver cup.
Nebody's hurt on our side, but Punch got a
tap on his head that will last him for a
week, whilst Flash Dossky looks as if he
wants a new nosel!”

There was no arguing against this.

“Perhaps it’s better that you keep to your
own weapons,” said Mr, Travers, "I was
thinking of offering to arm you, as you may
come up against armed men who won't
scruple to use weapons even against boys.
These lads don’t play their games by rules
as you hoys do at school. They are merciless.
But perhaps you are safer as you are.”

“8ure,” replied Wolby ecalmly. “Give
young Stickjaw a gun and he'd be safe to
shoot himsclf. We'll be going along, now,
sir, il we may. I suppose you'll take over
our prisoners?*

Mr. Travers nodded,

“I respect cheek wherever T find It!” he

said. “You leave me to take care of your
prisoners whilst you go off after the
treasure!”

“That’s about it,

sir,” eaid Wobby

cheerfully.

“Well, good luck

to you, boys!” said
Mr. Travers., *“Keep
a weather eye open.
Remember that
these chaps are mot
the only pebbles on
the beach. There are
some bad men about
just now!”

He shook hands
with the boys, and
Sir  Peter  shook
h;mds with  them
also,

“Come and see me
again, you
rascals,” said
Peter. “Whenever
you like, you w:ll
always find a knife
and  fork laid for
you at Goodman's
Hanger1™

The detective
came out with the
boys.

“I have got to
find the motor-cycie
and side-car that
these chaps camz
in,” be said.

“I know where onr
bus is, all right.”
said Wobby, taking
a course from the
lighted window.

They found the
Ford car as they had
left her.

“Can we help you

1

was a rattle and a banging behind the
shrubberies, and the sound of a motor-cycle
rapidly running away in the darkness,

Mr. Travers listened.

“That's not my machine!” he said. “It’a
as 1 thought, boys There are more in this
than those two fellows you have caught.
Keep your eyes open! Those fellows must
have taken a peep through the windows and
fouud that the tables are turned on their
accomplices. Therefore they bave seen jou.
Look out for yourselv«s.”

Wobby nodded.

“We'll give them a good start,” he said.
“There won't be any need to wait for them
They are beating it as hard as they ean!”

He stipped into the driver’s seat.

“Shove old Nobby in the car, hoysl” he

said,
Nobby was duly boosted into the car, the
rest took their places and, with a cheery
good-night_to Mr. Travers, they glided off
into the night and on to tte Downs agaio.

Camouflage.

OBBY soon stumbled on the track
he was looking for, which led them
on to a country road, and away
they went at a great speed.

Wobby, having switched on his lights,
felt that he was entitled to run thirty-five
miles an hour on a road that was safe for ten
cn such a night as this.

They were still in the Down country; hut
here and there thick copses of trees and
plantations of young firs bordered the road.

There were very few houscs, only a cot-
tagze here and there.

The boys wondered where they were off to,

but Wobby kept his counsel.
° He seemed to have the country mapped in
his head, for soon he began to take turn
after turn, dodging, as the boys felt by the
wind, towards the sea.

Soon they were running fast down hill, and
Jim Ready, who knew something of the run
of the country, could see that Wobby was
steering for the Hundred Marsh, a wide ex-
panse of flat land through which flowed the
wide estuary koown as the Pegmill River,

he boys and the kangaroo crouched low
in the car as Wobby raced her down the
slopes of the chalky roads. Motoring with

to look for the side-
car,  sir?"  asked
Wobbhy, in bis polite
way

The words
hardl

were
out of his

Punch Baker and Flash Dossky were so tightly bound

that thay could hardly walk.

Petor Pepper as he led them down the steep stairway into
the vast cellarage dug deep in the chalk,

They tottered behind Sir

mouth than -there
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The last bundles of reeds were rushed to the car as the rattle of the

approaching motor-cycle was heard upon the road.
behind their reed shelter,

The boys then slipped

Wobby was worse than tackling any burglars
They felt quite relieved when the car shot
cown the last hill of the slopes and rocked
and lurched on a proper marsh road, with
deep ditches on either side.

Presently Wobby slammed ou his brakes,
nearly throwing the occupants of the car
through the wind-screen. e car came to a
halt in front of a white-painted gate across
thc road.

“That ;:ate was not on the map!" said
Wobby calmly,

“There are lots of gafes on these roads’
said Jim. “They are put there to prevent
the cattle straying.”

“Do you know this country?” asked Wobby

“ A little bit,” said Jim; “ not much.”

“Well, I'm going for WIntchurch Castle.”
said Wobhy.

Jim whistled.

Whitchurch Castle was an old ruin far
away on the shingle flats by the sea.
Hundreds of years ago it had atnod on the
sea itsell, but the coastline had since changed
und now the old ruin stood a conple of miles
inland, surrounded by four miles of stone
and shingle.

Theré were no roads to the old ruin. It

wils a queer place to get to with a motor-car.

“That is where the boodle is stowed
away!” said Wobby.

Stickjaw had jumped down from the ear
and had opened the gates, but Wobby did
uct move ahead.

“ Keep qulet boys!"” he said. "I think I
hear a noise !

Whoop! whoop! whoop! sounded a dis-
tant horn.

“ Motor-horn!" said Wobby.

Jim shook his head. .

“That's not a motor-lorn,” he said,
"That's a bittern boomiug” in the marshes.”

“What's a bittern?” nskcd Wobby.

“ Sort of marsh bird,” replied Jim. “Makes
n noise as mear like a motor-horn as makes
na_difference.” N N

*We should call that a chuffer-bird in
Anstralia,” sald Wobby; “but that’s not the
noise I'm speaking of. Listen!”

ile held us his finger.

Tar away the boys could hear the throbbing
of u distant engine.

“We are chased, lads,” sald Wabby,
“That is the same motor-bike and side-car
that went away from old Pepper's place. I
know the sound.”

He let the car run through the gate. then
he slipped his hand in his pocket and pro-
duced a padlock and chain.

“Chain up the gate, Stickjaw!” he said.
“It's only a small padlock and a light ehain,
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:ut bit will worry those pebs when they come
0 1

Stickjaw quickly secured the gate, and
jumped on the car as it moved on.

Another half-mile and they came to a
second gate, which they passed and pad-
locked in a like manner.

Wobby seemed to be prepared for all emer-
gencles.

“I only want a quarter of an hour’s start
of those tugn " he said. “We must get the
stuff to-night!

Away he wcnt. again for ancther half-mile
along the execrahle marsh road. Some-
times it seemed to the boys that their
wheel was hanging over the dcep dyke at
the roadside, and that the car would turn
over and bury them in mud and water.
But somehow, Wohby always turned his
steering-wheel in the nick of time.

Presently he came to a stop.

There were two long planks laid across the
wide dyke at this peoint, to allow the herds-
men and shepherds to wet in to the marshes,

These were mere foothiridges, which eould
he put together when it was necessary to
drive a few sheep off tle pastures.

Wobhy jumped from hiz seat and laid
these across the dyke so that they fitted
the wheelbuse of the car. Then he shut off

his lights.
hoys,” “We've got to

Introduce the GEM to a C‘hu;n Who is a Non-readzr!

The boys stood about the car wondering
what he was going to do next.

“Shall we get in?" asked Jim. 3

“No, Jim,"” replied Wobby, in a low voice.
“There is a draught of wind coming in from
the sez, and it will clear the mist from this
marsh hefore we get across. We must camou-
flage. Push the car five yards inland from
the ditch.,”

The car was pushed forward about five

yards.

Then Wobby pointed to 2 number of
bundles of reed which the reed-cutters had
left along the banks of the dyke where they
had been cutting.

“Quick, boys!"™ he said. “Tp with that
stufi! Pile it ronnd the car. We'll turn the
old bus into a reed stack!'!™

The boys had seen plenty of these dis-
orderly, ragged little stacks through the
mist as they had spun along the marsh road.

They set to work rapidly, and soon a good
pile of reeds rose about the car, hiding its
shape from the keenest eyes.

“Hurry, boys!"” whispered Wobby. “They've
reached the second gate, now!"

Soon they heard the rattlc of the approach-
ing engine again.

The last few bundles of reeds were rushed
to the car as the fut-fut-fut of the motor-
cycle engine was heard upon the road.

"The boys then slipped behind their reed
shelter, Wobby holding his_hand over the
kangaroo's muzzle to keeu Nobby quiet.

The en%ine of the pursuing machine was
going badly and soon they heard voices raised
in argoment.

The motor-bicycle gave a siek cough and
came to a standstill almost at the poiut
where the car had crossed the diteh.

“That biff into the gates done it, Ted!”
grumbled the driver. “Look at this ‘ere pad-
lock and chain! The young beggars ran that
round the gate. That's not the sort o’ thing
that they fasten farm gates with. Not =2
speck of rust on it! A brass padlock, too!
Don't you tell me. Those young beggars are
just in front of us. They-are making either
for the old llghthouse or the castle ruins,
and I'll lay that it's near one of those that
Frisky's stowed his stuff away.”

The driver was off his machine now. He
had started & light and was examining his:
mount.

?re:ently he lifted his head and listened.

“Can't « hear their engine anywhere.”
he said. “That's queer! You might swear
to it that they'd vanished into thin air.
But listen to that horn going!”

The bittern was booming again on the
marshes. “ Whoo-whoop!” it went.

“That's them!” said the man exultantly.
“They are bearing away for the old light-
house!” exclaimed the ruffian. “If we get
them, we get the stuff!”

Little did he dream as he tinkered his
engine that the quarry he was so eagerly
in chase of was watching him from behind
that innocent reed-stack just ten yards away!

(There will be another splendid leng
instalment of this fine serial next

weelk. Make sure you read iét.)

the open country.”
With a great eflort

“Now. he said.
car
THE BEST

BOOKS ON THE MARKET !

the car was lifted
round and run across
the ditch on to the
marsh where the pee-
wits were calliny
iretfully in the night.

gain Wobhy
listened intently. He
heard the throbbing
of the distant engine.
and mnoted that it

lift the round.
BOYS’

I'm going to take to
No. 830.—THE

No. 632.—~THE
No, 633.—THE
No. 634.—THE

FRIEND

No.631—RAILWAY AND RING.

LIBRARY. 4d. each.

BLACKE BUCCANEERS.

SCHOOLBOY MILLIONAIRE.
IDOL OF ST. FRANK'S.
IMPOSSIBLE CHANCE.

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY. 4d. each.

came to a suddeu
standstill.

“They are at the

first gate!” he an- No. 248.—THE
nounced. “Now we

lift our bridge!”

The planks were

litted, and Wobhy

lashed them one each

No. 251.—~THE
side of the car.

Wo. 252.—THE

No. 249. —-}"EE CASE OF 'rnnn BOGUS LAIRD; or. '.I‘HI:

No. 250.—FINGERPRINTS OF FATE.

GOLDEN GODDESS.

TERY OF BTREATHY

BRIGAND'S SECRET.
MYSTERY OF THE CLOCK.

“We may have
more ditches to
eross.” he said pro-
vidently.

OUT ON FRIDAY!

Htreet, London, E.
el nll)tl. 'per annun; 45 &d.

igamated Bress (1939), Lid,, The Fleetway Houss, Farringdon Street, London, E.0. &
T e e P LS00, 00 e Faghnsy by Canadian Magnzine Popt, Bubsoribtion
d. for six months. BSole agents for
o agents for Australla and Now Zealand: Messrs. Gorden & Gotoh, Ltd ; and for Lanada, The Imperial Ne!rl

4

néral
O i c?ﬁmq.




THE GEM

HARD LUCK ON LEVISON.
(Continaed from page 15.)

“ Enough said !”

Cardew left the study. . P

Levison stood, the black and bitter look on his face still, his
eyes glinting. Only yesterday he had been the hero of the
Lower School—to-day, the finger of scorn was pointed at him
on all sides. Like Lucifer, Son of the Morning, he had fallen
from his high estate, and great was the fall thereof. And in
his present hard and bitter mood he felt a kind of gloomy
satisfaction in knowing that he stood alone—unfriended; but
sufficient unto himself—like Ishmael of old, his hand against
every man, and every man's hand against him !

“Let them go!” he muttered. “Let them go!” He
threw the door shut, sat at the table, and reached for his
books, to work—to force himself to work.

LIBRARY., 19

A bock lay on the table under his eyes—a dog-cared Ceesar.

It was Frank’s. The fag had left it in the study. The sight
In his

of it recalled Frank to his mind, and his face altered.

Frank! His brother would believe him guilty !
excitement and anger he had forgotten Frank. What would
Frank believe? It was not only himself that had to face the
finger of scorn, Frank was his brother, and Frank would
suffer, too—the shame that clothed him, as with a garment,
would clothe Frank also.

His features worked, and his face dropped into his hands.

Cardew, lingering by the study door—half minded to return
—heard a sound within, and started, It was a sob. Pushing
the door softly open, he listened for 2 moment; then, with a
pale troubled face, walked silently away.

THE END.

(Make sure you read the next of this splendid series of
school stories entitled : *‘ In Deep Disgrace! ” by Martin
Clifford. You will vote it as being one of the finest stories
you have ever read. Be sure and order nexf week’s GEM
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Wonderful Laughablo Art. 1,-, pest free. {Dolla m”"m,';l Thought-
Mesmerism, 1/6.—G. & A. WILKES, Stockton, Rugby.

reading, 1/-,

cI“EMA FILMS MACHINES, SPOOLS, SCREENS,
3 SLIDES, ctc. Everything stocked

for the Amateur. 50-foot Sample Film, 1/3, post free. 100-foot,

2/3, post free.  Stanp for Hlustrated Lists.

TYSON & MARSHALL (Dept. A), 89, Castle Boulevard, Nottingham,

st —— 55— r ey s cff

" When Answering Advertisements @
& Please Mention This Paper.
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2 | THE GEM LIBRARY.

See Particulars of
QOur Easy Competi-
tion Inside !

Big Money Prizes §
Offered to Readers !

e S lins Poriiil Galler,
SIDNEY CLIVE, &S5 pie vste

Another Splendid Art Porlruit next week.
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