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CARDEW PLAYS A PART!

(Ralph Reckness Cardew averts the meeting of Doris Levison and her brother Ernest, who
s despised by all at St, Jim’s.)




EDITORIAL CHAT.

The Editor would liko to hear from
his reader chums, Address all
letters to Editor, '“The Gem
Library,” The Fleetway Houso,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

My Dear Chums,—
“ The Outcast of the Schooll” is the
title of next week’s gripping yarn of

Levison, | have no hesitation in saying
that this series of tales has achieved a
recerd success. Mr. Martin Clifford has
invested them all with so much genuine
feeling, We see Ernest Levison plunged
in the depths of despair, though he hides
his real feelings. In the new story he is
on the verge of setting the seal on his
bad fortune, but through the dark hours
of anger and perplexity there is always
the suggestion of something better, shed-
ding a light in the gloom, like the little
candle ‘mentioned by Shakespeare.

1t would be a real pleasure to say a
lot more concerning these stories, but
space forbids. We see Levison crushed
beneath a  well-nigh overwhelming
burden, and we get a glimpse of the
grand spirit of the fellow, of the uphill
fight he sustains against tremendous
odds.

Then, as the stories have been un-
folded, there have been pictures of what
can be possible in the sacred cause of
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friendship—we see that in the car episode
—and there have been sidelights on the
touching loyalty of Doris for her brother,
likewise the grit of Cardew, the chap who
keeps his sarcasm on ice, but who has
hidden fires of sympathy and comrade-
ship, to be guessed at, never fully under-
stood.

Some fellows possess tact, diplomacy,
and good feeling, and they have a way
of performing acts of generosity which
you think about afterwards, and feel the
better for having known. This GEM
series, and the yarn next week go better
than anything yet.

I may teti you that future numbers of
the GEM will be found full of fine stuff.
Mr. Martin Clifford has seme splendid
surprises in store. He shows us week
by week something of what friendship
means; also the loyalty to be found in
the least expected places;
some hilariously spirited stories coming

maker as he is a master of dramatic
effect.

The GEM is scoring as usual with its
competitions. There have been whole
battalions of entries for the ‘' Head
Em " test, and the judges are getting
through their lengthy labours as swiftly
as may be. Results will be published in
due course. Watch the GEM.

Our new competition, ** Silhouettes,”
is a splendid affair with plenty of novelty
about it. As autumn creeps up, there is
a demand for something which will pre-

but he has

tater, for he is just as good a laughter-

vide amusement of an evening, and
prevent one getting the hump becausa
the summer is over. The new feature
is the best possible in this special line,
and it has a strong appeal to all those
fellows who have a sense of humour well
developed. That is only another way of
saying all GEM readers. Nobody cam
get along without a sense of humour. It
is one of the soundest and most helpful
things in life. There has been lots of
fun before over the engaging silhouette
(it is a bit of a handful as a word), but
there will be more yet now that the fresh
competition has taken the place of honour
in the GEM.

“ All On His Own!” continues to draw
—Mr. Duncan Storm has surpassed him.
self in this gripping serial.

Tuck Hampers still reach GEM readers
who have sent in witty paragraphs.
Heaps of bivouac parties have derived
substantial benefit this season from the
presence on the al fresco menu of one of
these admirable hampers. Don’t forget
that the Tuek Hamper feature is still
going as strong as ever.

Remember that the “ Holiday
Annual " is on sale, and that now is the
time to secure a copy. The spiendid
book is a treat, and should not be missed,
Of course, the rush is tremendous, and
that is why | am urging my chums to
hurry up and make sure of the
“ Annual "' before the Publisher turns
round and says that he has sold out.

YOUR EDITOR.
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‘ MY READERS’ OWN CORNER.”

A Splendid Tuck Hamper filled
with delicious Tuck is awarded
to the sender of wchat {he
Editor considers the most
interesting paragraph. Half-
a-crown is awarded for cach
other conitribution accepted.
(If your name Is not here this
weok It may be next.)
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This Wins Our Tuck Hamper,

It was the night of the grand
concert, and approaching the hour
at which it had been advertised lo
begin. Blobbs and Blabbs had en-
gaged a large hall, and expected
to make a profit of many hundreds
of pounds. At seven o'clock the
money - takers, ticket - takers,

ushers. and atlendants were as-
sembled. “Money - takers all
ready?” asked Blabbs. “Yes,

sir.” “Ticket-takers all ready?”
* Yes, sir.” “ Ushers and attend.
ants stand by the door!” “Right,
sir!”  “Now open the doors!™
The iron doors crashed open.
Two small boys entered. “Please,
Mister,” said a tiny voice, * can we
both come in with this free pass?”

A Tuck Ilamper filled with
delicions tuck bas been awarded

to:

= Arthur Stewart, 4, Dorrington
E Street, Ilulme, Manchester.

a

AT
“ EEL FARE.”
The cel is among the mysteries of fresh-
water life, and even now we have much
1o learn concerning it. The common eel
is born somewhere in the depths of the
ovean, and towards the end of winter
the great shoals of young ecls set out
across the seas towards our isle and else-
Tre Gem LiBrarv.— No. 761,
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where. Their numbers pass all belief, as
a single eel mother may have children
to the tune of ten million or more, and
there are millions of eel mothers. In
May or June they reach our coasts and
begin to voyage up our rivers. In some
rivers, such as the Severn, their
numbers are so great that they mount
the shallow waters in a solid mass, the
time of their arrival being known as the
“Fel Fare.” Vast flacks of gulls follow
the cels inland, and the villagers at the
water’s edge scoop out sackfuls of the
tiny “fishes.” The eels return to the
sea in the breeding season.—Half-a-crown
has been awarded to W. Freeman,
1. Clausentum Road, St. Cross, Win-
chester, Hants,

THOUGHTLESSNESS CHECKED.

“Qut after hours again, eh?” said
the angry father. “Only ten minutes
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A magnificent yarn, packed
with excitement and thrills,
both on and off the Footer
field. This is just YOUR

story, Egml !iou' wiiéten'io_s;
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late,” replied the son. *“ Well, go at once
to your room, sir, lock yourself in, and
bring me the key. This thoughtlessness
must be checked.”—Half-a-crown has
been awarded to Miss Eveline Hanvey,
Khanewal . Junction, Multan District,
Punjaub, India.

THE DIsSOBLIGING HORSE.
Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn hired a
horse and trap for a half-holiday’s out-
ing in the country. When they reached
their destination the horse was un-
hitched and allowed peacefully to graze
whilst they enjoyed some excellent fish-
ing. When the time came to go home,
the trio found themselves in a predica-
ment, for none of them knew how to
harness the horse. They made man
efforts, but with the same result eacl
time. Their chief difficully was adjust-
ing the bit, the horse making not the
least response to their overtures.
* Well,” =~ exclaimed George Alfred
Grundy, sitting down with a discouraged
expression, ‘‘ there’s only one thing to
do—wait!” “ Wait for what?”’ asked
Wilkins, ‘ Wait for the silly animal to
yawn !"—Half-acrown has been awarded
to W. D. Reid, 161, Church Street,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada.

THE PROBLEM.

Pat was hard at work digging a post-
hole when the boss strolled up. “Well
Pat,’”” he said, “do you think you will
be able to get all that dirt back into the
hole again?” Pat looked doubtfully at
the heap of earth, then at the hole, and
scratched his head thoughtfully, * No,
sir,” he replied. “Sure, I don’t think
Tve dug the hole deep enough”’—
Half-a-crown has been awarded to John
Macnab, P.0. 672, Orillia, Ontario,
Canada.
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TUCK HAMPER COUPON
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No attempt will be considered un-
less accompanied by one of these
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Introduce Tom Merry & Co. to Your Chums! 3
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A CGrand, Long, Complete, Story o he Bm of St. Jis, telling how Ralph Reckness Car

dew teps

into the breach, and saves Doris Levison the hitter pain of learning of her hrother’s disgrace.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
The Shadow of Shame.

& RANK!”
F “Trot in, kid!”

“Welcome as the flowers in May!"”

Tom Merry and Manners and Monty Lowther
spoke with great heartiness, as Frank Levison of the ‘Lhird
Form appeared in their study doorway.

Their heartiness was so great, in fact, that it even seemed
a little forced, .

The Terrible Three of the Shell evidently wanted Frank
to understand that they were feeling very kind ard cordial
towards him. They wanted to leave no doubt upon that
point. . ;

Levison minor came very slowlg into the study.

His face, usually one of the cheeriest in the Third, was
palo and troubled.

The Terrible Three felt—and loocked—uncomfortable. But
they summoned up their most hospitable smiles. ’

Monty Lowther even tose, and pulled out the armchair for
Frank—an unhcard-of concession from a Shell fellow to a
mere fag.

But Levison minor did not sit down. He stood by the
table, resting one hand on it, and looking at the chums of
the Shell with a troubled vet steady gaze that made them
feel more than ever uncomfortable.

“T want to speak to you fellows,” he said.

“Go it " muwmured Tom Merry.

* About my major.”

Still more uncomfortable looked the Terrible Three.
levison major was about the last sub%'cct they desired to
discuss with Levison minor, l.evison of the Fourth was in
disgrace with his Iousc; and the Shell fellows could not sce
that telking about it would improve ihe matter—especially
with his young brother. y

Dut Frank was obviously determined.

“Arpe you fellows up against Ernest, like all the rest?” he
asked.

“Hem!"”

“QOnly a few days ago you were friendly enough,” said
Frank bitterly, ‘You were saying that Ernie won the
wmnatch agninst Greyfrairs—"

“That’s s0,” said Tom, glad to find one topic, at least,
upon which he could say something in favour of Ernecst
Levison. Heo played a wonderful game, and did more
than any other chap to help us beat Greyfriars.”

“Well, then—"" said Frank.

“« Bub——"

“But what?"

“ Nothing 1"

“Put it plain,” said Frank bitterly. “ You're down on
‘l-l:_rnig. because of a rotten yarn Trimble has spread ubout

im.

“It isn’t that!” said Manners. “Nobedy would take the
word of Trimble of the Fourth. I wouldn’t hang the Kaiser
on his evidence.”

“No fear!” said Lowther.

“Nobody else has anything to say against him, only
Trimble !’ persisted Frank.

Y1t isn’t that,” muttered Tom. *“I’d rather not speak
about it, Frank. Whatever we may think about fmnr major,
it doesn’t epgly to you. Nobody is likely to think you're
tarred with the same brush.”

Frank’s face flamed crimson,

“Then you believe it all?” he burst out passionately.

Tom Merry shifted in his chair with great discomfort. He
was sorry for Frank—sorry from the very bottom of his heart.
He knew what a blow this was to the fag who almost
idolised his elder brother. But it could not bo helped. Iie
could not pretend to think what ho did not think, even for
the unhappy fag's sake. ’ =

*Do you believe it?” demanded Frank.

“What's a fellow to believe?” demanded Tom, in his
turn. “Don’t be a young ass, Frank! Do you know what
‘Trimble’s accusation is?”

“Yes, Lies!”

“Lies or not, he's put it plain,” said Tom. *“If—if you
still believe in Levison of the Fourth——"

“If!” said Frank scornfully.

“Well, you do, I suppose,” said Tom. “I'm glad you do
—if it’s any comfort to you, kid. But if you do, you can't
expect other fellows to do the same simply because he’s your
brother. Be a bit reasonable.”

Manners and Lowther nodded assent to that remark.

‘‘And you're going back on Ernest, because of a slander-
ing cad like Baggy Trimble!” said Frank Levison
contemptuously.

“ Nothing of the kind!" exclaimed Tom, beginning to lose
patience a little, *Trimble’s only repeated what he heard
from a Greyfriars fellow: ”

“Bunter of Greyfriars,” said Frank; “another rotter like
Trimble himself !"

“Well, T don’t think rauch of Billy Bunter, from what I've
seen of him,” admitted Tom Merry. ‘But he was at Grey-
friars when Levison was in the Lower Fourth there, and I
suppoese he knows why your major left. Your major knows
himself, I suppose, anyhow. If Bunter has told lies—"

* He has!”

“Well, then, all your brother has to do is to prove it, and
everybody will be glad to believe him.”

Thero was a short silence.

“You see, kid,” said Manners kindly. ““Nobody was glad
to hear this about your major. Everybody was sorry, and
shovked. Everybody thought it was a rotten yarn that he
would knock on the head at once. But he hasn't knocked it
on the head.”

“How could he?”’ muttered Frank. ‘““He’s denied it.”

“Yes, we know he’s denied that he robbed the headmaster
of Greyfriars, and was expelled for it,” said Manners., “But
a mere denial isn't enough for an accusation like that.
Trimble has offered to repeat his words before the House-
master, All Levison has to do is to go with him to Mr.
Railton, and ask for an inquiry. Any other fellow would dc
it at once. He has a right for the truth to be known, and
a word from the Greyfriars headmaster would be enough.
suppose you know that Dr. ke of Creyfriars would tell
the truth about it, if he were asked.”

“OFf course!” muttered Frank.

“Let him be asked, then,” said Manners. “Why doesn't
Levizon let the matter be referred to him? He knows, and
would tell the truth.”

Frank Levizon stood silent.

“Ernie won't!" he said at last.
suppose.”

Manners shrugged his shoulders.

“T don’t want to shake your faith in your brother, kid,”
began Tom Merty. .

“You couldn't!” said Frank disdainfully.

“All the better,” suid Tom, kindly and patiently  “DBut
other fellows haven't your faith in him. How can they
have? A fellow is nccused of something rotten enough to
make a fellow’s flesh creep—stealing! @ doesn’t choose to
tuke the easy and straightforward method of clearing himself.
Dash it all, kid, what do you expect fellows Lo helieve?”

“Speak to your brother, not us,” said Lowther. *Get him
to do the sensiblo thing. If he's only being an obstinate
ass, gel him to see reason. DBut don’t ask us to believe that
a fellow would let himself be supposed a thief, because he
(Ililtln't choose to knocl the accusation on tho head. That'’s
all rof

“That's all we can say,” said Tom, “I[ Levison clears
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“He doosn’t want to, 1
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himsclf of this, nobody will be more pleased than I should
be. But—"

Frank Levison turned and went to the door. He did not
speak another word.

The chums of the Shell looked at one another in great
discomfort. They knew why Frank had turned away with-
out speaking.

He could not trust himself to speak
break, and he should begin to *blub.”

The door closed behind Levison minor.

* Rotten!” growled Manners.

“Beastly !” said T'om Merry. “Dash it all! I like to sce
the poor kid keep faith in his brother. But—"

“But what a rotter his brother must be to bring this on
him!” said Manners, knitting his brows. “Of course, it's
true about Levison. If he could clear himself he would do
5o for Frank’s sake, at least. He's fond of Frank.”

“0Of course he would.”

“Toor old Frank!”

And with thal, the uncomfortable subject dropped in Study
No. 10 in the Shell.

lest his voice should

CHAPTER 2.
Arthur Augustus Means Well,

6 ¢ OME on, Gussy!”
“1 will wejoin you, deah boys.”
“Come on, 1 tell you, fathead!”
“ Weally, Blake—"

1"You‘re not going to speak to that outsider!” growled

ake.

The four chums of Study No. 6, in the Fourth, were in
the quadrangle after lessons. Levison of the Fourth was
coming up the path towards them, and Blake & Co. made a
movement to avoid him.

Study No. 6 did not want specially to be unpleasant to
Levison of the Fourth. But they wanted to keep out of his
way.

The accusation that hung over Levison like a black’ cloud
of shame had to be cleared off before Study No. 6 wanted
te have anything to do with him.

But Arthur Augustus D'Arcy hesitated and turned back.
Blake and Herries and Digby called to him.

But the swell of St. Jim’s apparently had determined to
speak to the fellow who, so popular a few days ago, was
rapidly becoming an outcast in the school.

“Teave him alone, Gussy !"” snapped Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“ Look here, Gussy—" began Digby hotly.

“No harm in speakin’ civilly to a fellah, deah boy.”

"“T've got no civility to waste on a thief!” growled Blake.
“Thieves ought to be kicked, not spoken to civilly I”

“Yaas, wathah! But—"

“But what, ass?”

“T wefuse to be called an ass.”

‘“Are you coming away?" howled Blake,

“I do not wegard the mattah as pwoved, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus calmly. “I am goin’ to give Levison the
benefit of the doubt. am goin’ to speak to him, and give
him_some advice——""

“Rats 1 .

“It is possible, at least, that he might have somethin’ to
say for himself,” urged Arthur Augustus.

“Then why hasn’t he said it?” "

“I weally do not know, Blake. Pewwaps he is sorely in
need of advice fwom a fellah of tact and judgment.”

“Fathead !” said Blake and Herries and Digby together.
And they walked off, leaving Arthur Angustus to speak to
Levison if he chose. They certainly did not choose to do so.

D’Arey halted in the middle of the path, and met Levison
face to face as the oulecast came up. Levison would have
Hnssgd round him, but the swell of St. Jim’s held up his

and.

“Pway, hold on a minute, deah boy!” he said, jn his
politest tones. -

Ernest Tevison paused, and eyed him rather uncertainly.
It was only a few days since the visit of the Greyfriars
fellows, when Bunter had told Trimble what he knew of
Tevison's past—or perhaps what he did not know. But in
those few days Ernest Levison had got used to being
avoided Ile was quite accustomed, by this time, to sceing
fellows turn away when he approached.

It was like old times to Ernest I.evison, for he had known
once what it was like to meet dislike and scorn on all sides.
Tt was not so very long since he had been the black sheep of
his ITonse. That was all over and done with, The one-time
black sheep had redeemed himself. He had won golden
opinions from the hest fellows in the school. His old
reputation was not easy to¢ live down, but I.evison of the
Fourth had lived it down. He had been a dog with a bad
name ; but the bad name had been almost forgotten. 1ill this
latest occurrence.  Fgllows could not help remembering,
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when they were told that Levison had been sacked from his
old school for theft, that he had come near being expelled
from St. Jim’s more than once before his reform.

Levison looked at Arthur Augustus uncertainly ard sourly.
Whether the accusation against him was true or false, it
was undoubted%y having en evil effect upon his disposition
and temper. The sulky, sullen strain in his nature was
coming to the surface again.

“Not in a huwwy, oid chap?”’ said Arthur Augustus,
deterniined not to notice Levison’s unpleasant look.

“Not specially I"” grunted Levison.

“Vewy good. I want to say a word or two—""

“Your pals don't!” sneered Levison.

“T twust, Levison, that my fwiends are undah a misappwe
hension, which you will be able to cleah away.”

““Not worth the trouble.”

“Eh1”

“Getting deaf?” asked Levison.

“Bai Jove! Weally, Levison—"

‘“Well, is that all?”" inquired Levison of the Fourth.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. He came very near to
]oslng‘;us noble temper, but he contrived to keep his lofty
serenit

“No, deah boy, that is not all,” he said, with resolute
courtesy “I suppose you are awah, Levison, ithat you are
“lut‘;d! belm’dlh a cloud at the pwesent timef”

“Quite.

“It is wathah wotten, isn't it1”

“Very.”

“But if you are innocent——""

“If?" said Levison.

“Yaas. If you are, the soonah this is cleahed up the
bettah. It is wotten for you, and vewy hard on your young
bwothah Fwank.”

vison's hard face twitched for a moment.

“Moreovah,” continued Arthur Augustus,
Dowis.”

“Doris I”" reﬁeated Levison, with a start.

“Your sistah,” said Arthur Augustus. “I have a vewy
gweat wespect for Miss Dowis, Levison. Any hint of this
howwid affaih weachin’ her yahs would suahly give her vewy
gweat pain. For these weasons, Levison, I advise you to
cleah the mattah up, if you can.”

“If again!” repeated Levison.

“Now, let us go into it, as fwiends,” said Arthur
Augustus encouragingly. “ That fat boundah, Buntah, told
that othah fat boundah, Twimble, that you were expelled
fwom Greyfwiahs before you came heah., He declares that
it Jvas for wobbin’ the headmastah. I cannot weally believe
it.

“Thanks I .

“1‘{; is not twue, is it, Levison?”

L0 0-“

“Vewy good! TFor some weason you will not fake the
mattah befoah the Housemastah, as any othah fellah would.
Will you tell me the weason why, Levison?”

“T won't.”

Arthur Augustus coughed.

“You must be awah, Levison, that your wefusal to do so
looks vewy suspicious.”

‘“Have you finished ?” asked Levison.

“H'm! Not quite!”

“Wound up, ?auppoae?" .

“Weally, Levison, that is wathah ungwacious when I am
speakin’ to you as a fwiend, and twyin’ to help you out.”

“] haven't asked you to.” .

“H'm! Now, Levison, lots of the fellows think that you
are guilty, because they wemembah what a wottah you used
to be—"

“ What 1”

“ You wemembah what a feahful wottah you were af one
time, Levison?” asked Arthur Augustus innocently. *You
were a chawactah I would not have touched with a barge-
pole at that time!” .

“You silly ass!” roared Levison.

“Rai Jove! There is nothin’ to get watty about. 1 am
simply statin’ well-known facts,” said Arthur Augustus, in
surprise. * Pway keep your tempah, deah boy. Now, I was
goin’ to wemark that I am convinced that you are not
anythin’ like the wottah you used to be—""

“0h, cheese it!” A .

“ And for that weason,” said Arthur Augustus calmly, “I
am standin’ by you, and I have thought of a dodge for
cleawin’ you.”

“QOh 1" .

“That intewests you—what?” smiled Arthur Augustus,

* What are you driving at?” asked Levison impatiently.
“T am goin’ to bowwow the patah’s cah next half-holiday,
said Arihur Avgustus. “We are goin' ovah to Gweyfwiahs

in it—7"

“What 7" .

“You and I, and a fellow fwom each ITouse as witnessea—

“there in
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D’Arcy halted in the middle of the path and met Levison aa the outcast came up.
“ | do not wegard the mattah as pwoved, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus

* You’re not going to speak to that thief | "’
calmly.

“ 1 am goln’ to give Levison the benefit of the doubt.
(See page 4.)

“ Come on, Qussy ! "’ growled Bilake.

I am goin’ to speak to him and give him some advice.”

say, Tom Mewwy of the School House, and Figgins of tho
New House. \%’e are going to call on the Head of
Gweyfwiahs.”

“Great Scott !”

* And ask him for the facts,” said Arthur Augustus. *“ He
is bound to cleah you—if you can be cleahed, as I hope and
believe. The evidence of Tom Mewwy, Figgins, and mysell
will be good enough for the whole school. Wathah a wippin’
wheeze, old chap—what 2"

And Arthur Augustus beamed on Levison of the Fourth,
evidently expecting an outburst of grateful surprise.

i But Levison did not iook grateful. He only knitted his

TOWS.

“You see, an interview with your old headmaster will cleah
tho mattah wight up,” said Arthur Augustus. “It will
pwovo that Jou are not afwaid to face him and ask for the
twlt‘ltlh. Ssa."

“%hngl:we fix it for Wednesday, {then?"”
«Nol’

“Satahday ?”' asked Arthur Angustus.
“No!”

“Then when, deah boy?”

“Not at all!”

" Eh ?)I

“ Deaf again?"” asked Levison unpleasantly.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his cye,
and surveyed Levison of the Fourth quictly and slezdily.
His noble countenance was growing very stern,

“Do you wefuse my offah, Levison ?” he asked very quietly.

“Yes

“May I ask why?”

“¥ou may ask if you like.”
“Will you tell me why?"
o« No "

“That is enough!” said the swell of St. Jim's;" and there
waa no friendliness in hiy face now Ilis tone was cold and

“I shall know what to think of you now, Levison.

"

cutting.
I am sowwy 1 spoke.

Arthur Augustus turned on his heel. Ile would have
walked away without another word; but Levison spoke, with
a bitter sneer on his {ace.

“You know what to think !” he said.
think 7

“T would wathah not say,” said Arthur Augustua, looking
back at Levison, his eyes gleaming with scorn.

“Do you meun that you are afraid to say?"

“Bai Jove! I will show you whethah I mean anythin' of
the sort. I wegard you as guilty, Levison, and I considuh you
an uttah wascal and wottah for shovin’ yourself into a decent
school, considewin’ what you are! twust that is plain
mmngil for you!”

“Quite " said Levison.
for you?™

Smack !

Arthur Augustus gave a gasp, and reeled back, as Levison's
open hand struck him across the face.

“B-b-b-bai Jove!” he gasped.

For a moment the noble Gussy seemed unable to realise
what had happened. Ile rubbed ﬂis arislocratic cheek, which
reddened and tingled under the blow.

“Bai Jove! You ultah cad! 1 will give you a feahful
thwashin' "' he roared.

And with that, Arthur Augustus dropped his eyeglass. and
rushed upon Levison of the Fourlh, his hands up, and his
eyes glinting with the light of battle.

CHAPTER 3.
Hand to Hand.
% FIGIIT ! yelled Wally of the Third. *Come on!"
I’ Arcy minor-—otherwise, Wally of the Lhird—
caught his two companions by the arm, and started
. with them at a run. One of them, Manners, was 23
interested as Wally. 4'he other, Levison minor, hung back.
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** And what do you

“ And I hope this is plain enough
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“Chuck it!” he snapped. .

“Come on, fathead! My major’s in a scrap!” exclaimed
Wally. .

“I%mv your major [ i . .

“Jp’s your major, too, Frank I" exclaimed Reggie Manners.

“What 7"

“They're going it !"” . .

“Come on!” exclaimed Frank Levison hastily,. He was
as keen as Wally now, if not keener.

And the three minors rushed to the spot. A dozen other
fellows had already gathered. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and
Ernest Levison of the Fourth were fighting fiercely—without
gloves, and with bitter wrath on both sides. .

Blake and Herries and Digby were first on the scene—Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther onéf a few seconds after
them. TFiggins & Co. of the New House rushed up—and
Talbot of the Shell and Kangarco and Cardew and Clive.
From all directions other fellows came speeding to that quiet
spot under the elms where the unexpected fight had started.
The spot was not ﬁu{et now.

“Go it, Gussy !” roared Wally, elbowing his reckless way
through the crowd. * Pile in, Gus!”

“ He—he's fighting with mﬁ brother !’ panted Frank.

“Why not?"” grinned Wally., “I say, Frank, I'll back my
major against your major I” :

‘“My major could lick either of them!” remarked Reggie
Manners.

““Rot, young Manners!”

“Stop ‘it, you duffers!” called out Talbot of the Shell.
“'What ate you up to? Chuck it, Gussy !”

* Chuck it, Levison ! exclaimed Clive.

Neither of the combatants heeded.

Levison was :n a bitter, angry, unreasonable mood. What
he had fone through during the past few days, in trouble and
stress of mind, had told upon him—told upon his nerves and
his temper. Fe seemed to find some solace in the fight. And
Arthur Augustus, who had had his noble face smacked, was
out for vengeance.

“What on earth is it about, Blake?” asked Tom Merry.

Jack Blake shook his head.

“Blessed if I know! Gussy would speak to the cad, though
we wanted to cut him. But he was friendly.”

“Whom are you calling a cad, you rotter?"” panted the
angry voice of Levison minor, at Blake’s elbow.

lake looked round at him.

A hot and scornful answer was on his lips, but he restrained
it The sins of the guilty were not to be visited upon the
innocent. Blake was not as a rule very patient, but he con-
trived to be patient with Levison minor. He turned away
again without answering.

“Let’s separate them,” said Talbot of the Shell, looking
round appealingly at the. other fellows.

“Rot!” roared Wally of the Third. *“ My major’s going to
lick him! Isn't he, Frank?”

“Not in his lifetime !” snapped Frank,

“ Anyhow, it's a jolly good scrap!” said Manners minor.
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“Let ‘em get an! I say, Frank, that was a corlier on your
major's nose!”

*'Go it, Gussy !” roared Wally, in great delight.

Ernest Levison staggered back from a powerful drive that
had teken effoct on his nose. But he came on again like a
tiger, and Arthur Augustus was driven back under a shower
of rapid blows.

But he rallied and attacked in his turn.
on breathlessly.

With the exception of Frank Levison, every fellow there
was in favour of Arthur Augustus, He was popular with the
“gg:]e schoool, 2nd Levison's popularity was at its very lowest
ebb.

And Levison was under a cloud—a cloud of black shame;
Even Cardew and Clive, his study-mates, his chums, could
not wish him luck, for the expression on Levison’s face just
then was wholly evil. It seemed that it was the old Levison—
the black sheep of St. Jim’s—who was there, fighting with
Arthur Augustus-——not the quiet, steady fellow whom Cardew
and Clive had krown.

Even Frank was startled by the look on his major’s face—

The juniors looked

| the change that seemed to have been worked in his brother.

It brought back the memory of what Levison had been when
the fag had first come to St. Jim’s. Frank had found out
very. slowly then what Levison of the Fourth was like; in
what estimation the rest of the Lower School held him.
Ernest had changed ; Talbot’s influence, and that of his young
brother, had helped to change him. But it seemed now that
he was the old Levison again—hard, bitter, cynical, ruthless
—the Ishmael of his school,

He was pushing D'Arcy hard now, with a bitter and deter-
mined attack. Arthur Augustus had mountains of pluck, and
bhe was a good boxer, and a sturdy fellow in spite of his
dandified ways. He was putting up a great fight, and it
never occurred to his noble mind that pergaps he was a little
outclassed, But Levison looked like getting the best of it;
and Blake and Herries and Digby frowned as they saw it,
and their feelings were shared by most of the other fellows
present.

Frank was glad to sce his major winning ; but his heart was
heavy, almost sick.

What was the good of a victory over D’Arcy—one of the
best fellows at St. Jim’s; a fellow no chap would quarrel
with unless there was something wrong about the chap him-

self? Such a victory was worse than a defeat in a better
cause.

“Back up, Gussy!” called out Wally of the Third
anxiously.

“Play up, old man!” said Blake. “Give the rotter some-
thing hard !”

“ Pitch into the rotten outsider, Gussy !

*Give the cad beans!” .

“Don't let that sneaking rotter lick you, D'Arcy! Give
him gip!”

If encouragement could do anything, D’Arcy had plenty
of that. The feeling was all on his side. Frank did not
speak as he heard the expressions that were applied to his
brother. What was the use? Every fellow there thought
the same. The hapless fag could not fight the whole lower
school in defence of a fellow condemned on all sides,

But that general condemnation had a peculiar effect on
Levison of the Fourth. It seemed to “buck ” him. His
look grew harder and more bitter; heedless of the punish-
ment he was receiving, ho pressed harder and harder, seeming
not to feel the blows that landed on his face. All the evil
that was in Levison's nature—and once there had been much
evil—came to the fore again now.

“Do chuck it, you fellows ! appealed Talbot of the Shell.
“You'll have a prefect here in o minute.”

He was not heeded. .

I was a fight to a fnish, without gloves and without
rounds.

Bul there was a sudden warning from Figgins of the
Fourth.

“Cave! Here comes Kildare!” .

Kildare of the Sixth was approaching, with rapid strides,
and an angry face. A dozen warnings were chouted to the
combatants.

“Took ont!?

“Cave!”

“Chuck it!”

But the fight went on fiercely. The crowd of juniors fell
back as Kildare of the Sixth strode u% The captain of
St. Jim’s, with a wrathful glare at the fighting juniors,
gripped them each by a collar, and, with a swing of his
sinewy arms, dragged them apart,

“Tet me alone!” yelled Levison savagely.

“ Bai Jove!”

Kildare stood belween them. His brow was dark.

“Now, you young sweeps!’ he exclaimed. ‘“What's all
this about?”

“Find out!” snapped Levison.

“What 7 roared Kildare.
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Jove ! ’* he gasped
will give you a feahful thwashin’ | »*

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave a gasp and reeled back as Levison’s open hand struck him across the face.

rubbing his aristooratic chesk, which reddened and tingled under the blow.
Arthur Augustu(usdroppm; )hia eyeglass and rushed upon Levison of the Fourth.
e page 5.,

“ B-b-bai
“ You uttah cad ! 1

“Find out!”

There was a buzz among the juniors. Tt was the
“old Levison” again, that was unmistakable. And Kildare,
with o brow of thunder, dropped his hand on Levison’s
shoulder.

“Come!"” he said briefly.

And Levison of the Fourth was marched away to the
School House, and the crowd of St Jim’s juniors broke up
in a buzz of excited discussion.

CHAPTER 4.
Parted Chums,
" HAT a go!” murmured Ralph Reckness Cardew.
Sidney Clive gave him a glum look,
Levison's two study-mates had met in the Sixth
Form passago, _Kildare had taken Krnest
Levison to his study for obvious reasons. He had not had
his ashplant with him in the quad. Levison was to have the
benefit of the ashplant in the study.

*Levison’s for it!” remarked Cardew.

Clivo nodded without speaking.

“What the thump did he cheek Kildare for, Clive?”

“I've heard that that used to be one of his ways, before
we came here—checking the prefects,” said Clive. *He
wasn't always as we've known him, from what I hear.”

“He had a juicy old reputation, I know that,” murmured
Cardew. “I l]mard of it when I came. T expected to go
paintin’ the town red with the dear Loy. An' I found him a
reformed character)” Cardew grinnod.  ““Since then he's
almost reformed me! And now—" .

Clive made a gesture. There was a sound of severe swish-
ing in the captain's study. Kildare's door was half open.

Swish! Swish! N

** That will do, Levison,” said Kildare. “You can cut.”

“Thanks!” came Levison's answer, in lones of cool, ironie
mockery, ‘““Sure you've done?”

“Yes, you young ass! Hold on a minute, though !”
Kildare locked curiously at the fushed, sneering face of the
junior before him. don’t quite catch on to this,
Levison.”

"“No? Is there something even
Kildare? Who'd have thought it?"”

“Don’t be cheeky again, Levison,” said the Sixth-Former
auietly. “I know you used to be a checky young rotter, but
the last term or so I thought you'd changed, rather. I don’t
quite understand. What's the matter with you?”

*“Nothing.”

«*What were you fighting with D'Arcy about?”

“Ask D'Arcy.”

“I'm asking you,” said Kildare. .

“Ho didn’t like my smacking his face,” said Levison coolly.

: You"smucked D’Arey’s face 2"

es

* And why?”

‘‘ Because I chose.”

Cardew and Clive looked at one another. They would
never have dreamed of hearing their chum, Levison, answer
the captain of the school in that way. It was not as if
Kildare had been a bully, like Knox of the Sixth. Kildare
was a first-closs fellow—popular with all the Forms at St.
Jim's, He wielded his authority as head prefect with kind-
ness and consideration ; no decent fellow would have thought
of “cheeking " him. = Levison would not have thought of

¥ Tue GeM Liorary.--No. 761,
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it till now. Tt was not like the Levison they knew. But
it was very like the old Levison of whom they had heard.
. They wondered what Kildare would say—what he would
do. They fully expected him to take Levison by the collar,
and give him the thrashing of his life. Perhaps Levison
oxpected it, too, .

But Kildare of the Sixth only looked at him quietly,
serutinisingly. When he spoke, it was with calmness, even
kindimf' fect, d hink

“Is that a proper way to answer a prefeet, do you think,
Levison?” he asked.

“Near enough,” said Levison.

“T will let it pass,” said the captain of St. Jim’s. “You're
acking for a hiding, and you know it, Levison. But let it
pass. I don’t know what’s the matter with you now, but I'd
like to give you a chance. Cut off |

Levison paused.

In his anger and bitterness, he would have liked to feelRhe
prefects, 2s well as the juniors, “down * upon him, to feel
that he was wronged on all sides. It would have justified
him in the new bitterness that he was feeling; the bitter,
sulky resentment that was growing stronger in him every
day, and which he was hugging to himself as though it were
something to be nourished. . ) .

But the prefect’s kindness disarmed him in spite of him-
self; it made him ashamed. He used, and blurted out:

“I'm sorry, Kildare! I—I uldn’t have said that, I
know. I'm really sorry.”

Kildare smiled. .

“Right-ho, young "un!” he said. *“Never mind! But take
a tip from me, Levison. You've got a rather peculiar
temper, and if you let it rip it won’t be good for you. Sulks
ere not good for anybody. Grievances are about the worst
thing a kid can have, if he wants to keep healthy. That's
all, Cut off 1 ;

Levison left the study, and the door closed after him.

He started a little at the sight of Cardew and Clive in the
passage. e stopped, and looked at them sourly. .

‘“Come and bathe your eye, ol hean,” said Cardew lightly.
*“It needs it, you know.”

Levison’s lip curled.

“What are you fellows waiting here for?’ he asked.

“You!” said Cardew,

Clive did not speak; he coloured uncomfortably,

There was a rift in Study Ne. 9—deeper trouble than had
ever occurred there before. But, deep as the rift was
l:evison’s chums had been anxious when he was marched
into Kildare’s study for punishment. The old friendship had
had a severe shock; but it was not doad.

“I think I've asked you not to speak to me again,” said
Levison coolly. ““You've taken sides against me, and that’s
enough.”

“If you won't clear yourself—" said Clive.

“I won't!” )

“Can you blame a fellow, then, for thinking that it's
because you can’t?’ exclaimed Clive angrily.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“Who’s blanuing you?” he answered. I only want you
Lo let me alone. That's not much to ask, is it?”

Clive compressed his lips. .

“If that’s what you want, you shall have it, without asking
twice,” he said; and he turned his back and walked away,

“Bame to me?” asked Cardew, with a rather curious look
at Levison of the Fourth,

“Just the same.”

Cardew laughed.

“How lucky that I'm not so sensitive as dear old Clivey !"
he remarked. “Come and get your eye bathed, dear boy,
or it will be black. You don't want to show Doris a black
eye, do you?”

Levison started.

“Doris?’ he repeated.

“Isn’t Doris comin’ along soon?” yawned Cardew. “You
told me last week, before all this merry trouble clouded our
happy youthful days—"

“It’s not fixed,” mutter:d Lovison. “I—I hope Doris
won’t come now. She's got a friend staying with her now,
and that may make her put it off. But it's no business of
yours, Cardew.” .

“Quite so; that’s why I'm interested. Come and bathe
your eye.”

Levison walked away, and Cardew followed him. He made
his way to a bath-room, where he bathed his eye, and
washed, as far as he could, the signs of combat from his face.
Cardew handed him a towel with a whimsical smile.

Levison did not speak, When he had finished he went to
his study, No. 9 in the Fourth, Cardew strolled after him,

Levison gave him almost an evil look,

“What (?6 you want?” he muttered.

“Nothin’. "A fellow may stroil into his own study, I sup-
pose?” drawled Cardew.
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“No doubt. But it you re going to he in the study I'll
take my work down to the Forri-room.”

“Why, dear boy?”

“Because I don’t want your company.”

Cardew sighed.

“Do I bore you, old bean? he asked. “Is that it? Every-
body bores e, and I euppose I'm as heavy a bore as every-
body else. What a life!”

“You know quite well what T mean,” said Levison bitterly.
“You've taken Trimble's yarn as true. That's enongh
for me.”

“If it isn’t true, why mnoi disprove it?”

“That's mﬁ business.”

“Do you think that's really good enough, Levicon?” asked
Cardew, more seriously than he had spoken before.

“It will have to be good enough. want no friend who
can’t take my word that I'm not a thief.”

“You haven't sc many friends left. old bean, that you can
aﬂ'ord.to throw ’em away,” said Cardew tartly.

Levison had picked up a couple of books and a bundle of
papers, and turned to the door, He turned back in the door-
way, and fixed his eyes on Raiph Reckness Cardew.

“So you'd stick to me ?”’ he said.,

“Dear man, like glue!”

“And you believe T was kicked out of Greyfriars for
thefu”

Cardew was sileni.

“You believe it, and you’d stick to me, " said Levison. “Well,
that may be your idea of friendship. 1It's not mine, Friend-
ship stops when a chap isn't decent. A fellow who would
stick to a thief isn’t much bett.r than a thiel himself, A
fellow who would chum with a thief isn't the fellow Id
care to chum with personally. So keop your distance !”

He walked cut of the study, leaving Ralph Reckness
Cardow staring after kim. Cardew drew a deep, deep breath.
A fat face grinned in at the doorway after Levison's steps

d died down the passage.

“So that's that !’ chuckled Baggy Trimble.

Cardew looked at Trimble.

“Bo you were listenin’, Baggy, old bean !” he said.

g—

“I was just passin

‘Dear man!” said Cardew. “It was your nosin’ and
spyin’ that started all the trouble, wasn’t it? You couldn’t
let sleepin’ dogs lie, could you? Couldn't mind your own
bizney—what

“It's a fellow’s duty to show up a rotter like Levison,”
said Baggy Trimble virtuously. “You ought to be glad I've
shown him up. He was taking you in as well as the rest.”

“You're such a chap for duty!” said Cardew admiringly.
“You're prepared to suffer for doin’ your duty, ain’t you,
old fat bean?”

“Certainly " said Baggy Trimble loftily.

“How lucky!” said Cardew. “Becaase you're goin’ to
suffer now, my old pippin—suffer rather hard !”

And with that Ralph Reckness Cardew caught up a cricket-
stump and made a jump at Trimble. Trimble made a jump
lo esca too late! Cardew's grip was on his collar, and
the ericket-stump rose and fe!l with terrific swipes on Baggy's
fat person. And by the time Baggy Trimble tore himself
away, and fled for his life, he ha certainly suffered for
doing his duty—suffered severely.

CHAPTER 5,
Very Awkward Indeed,

“ WEAT Scott |”

G Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered that exclama-
tion in tones of dismey.  Ilis noble face—which
bore here and there a mark of his encounter with

Levison of the Fourth—was full of consternation.

He had a letter in his hand, and it was evidently that leiler
which had caused his consternation. Blake and Herries and
Digby, Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther had gathered
round Gussy as he opened :he letter, Tor they had seen the
handwriting on the envelope, and n:(:ognise(.fv the hand of
Ethel Cleveland—Gussy’s cousin Ethel—and any epistle from
cousin Ethel had an unfailing interest for the heroes of the
School House.

" Anything up?’ asked Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Bad news?’ exclaimed Blake

“Twightful I”

“Ethel isn’t ill, is she?” exclaimed Dig

“Not that I am awsh of, Dig,”

“Good! Tsn't she coming, after all?”

“Yaas, she is comin .” .

“Then what on earth’s the row?”” demanded Blake testily,
“What ave you looking like a boiled owl for?”

“I was r.ot awah that I bore the wemotest wesemblance to
a boiled owl, Blake.” .

" Cough it up, Gussy !” said Monty Lowther, “What’s the
trouble?”
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“Tt is weally feahful!” said Arthur Augustus. ““Ethel is
comin’ down to-mowwow aftahnoon—"
“Good 1" .
“Js that what you're grousing about?” demanded Ilerries.
“Yaas, wathah!”
“Well, you're a nice,
think,” commented Blake.
hear this.”
“Weally, Blake—"" . ,
“Don't you worry about Ethel,” said Tom Merry. “We'll
look after Ethel for you, Gussy. I dare say Figgins of the
New House will help.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“Pway don't cackle. deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus,
in great distress. ‘I weally do not know what is to be
done. It’s a fwightfully awkward posish. You see, Ethel
has been stayin’ with a fwiend—" 3
“What about it, ass?” ..
“Her”l’wiEHd is goin' on a visit to her aunt at Lexham,

and—

“Why shouldn’t she?”

“There is no weason why she shouldn’t, Blake, that I am
awah of. In fact, I think it will pwobably be vewy nice for
her aunt. But as she is in' thwough Wayland she is
goin’ to call in at St. Jim's for an hour in the aftahnoon,
and Ethel is comin’ with her.”

“Well?” said the juniors together. 2

“Then they are goin' on to Lexham toiethah by twain,”
F‘i,‘? Arthur Augustus. “You see how feahfully awkward it

is.
“Blest if T do!" said Manners. “I suppose Ethel's friend
doesn't bite, does she?”
“Eh? Of course not.” .
“1f she’s Ethel's friend I suppose she's quite nice?”
“Yaas, wathash! Awf'ly nice! I have a vewy gweat

wespect for her.”

“Well, then, you frabjous jabberwock, what's the
trouble?” demanded Blake. *We're not short of funds.
We can stand a decent tea in the study if they'll come to
it If these Shell bounders want to see Ethel they can
come to tea, and whack out in standing the spread.”

“Hear, hear!” gaid the Terrible Three heartily.

“Yaas; but it's fwightfully awkward,” said the distressed
swell of 8t. Jim’s. “It is simply feahful, you know.”

“How?"” yelled Blake,

“I mean, considewin' the terms we are on with Levison.”

“ Levison!”

“ Yaas, that uttah wottah Levison.” Arthur Augustus
rubbed his noble nose reminisoently. *“The wottah can put
up a good fight, but he is a wottah and a wank outsidah.

ow can we have him to tea?”

“We can’t!” said Blake.

“And we jolly well won't!"” said Herries, with a
“That doesn’t matter. Ethel won't want to see him."

“Well, we were jolly friendly with Levison when Ethel
was here before,” said Tom Merry thoughtfull;. “But
Ethel needn’t be told anything. Everybody can’t come to
tca, anyhow. She won't be surprised not to see Levison.
We weren't so awfully pally as all that.”

“Of course not ! said Blake. “Gussy’s simply talking out
of the back of his reck.”

“But Levison will have to come somehow,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“ What utter rot[” .

“I tell you Ethel won't notice whether he’s there or not!”
roared Jack Blake.

“ Pwobably not, Blake, but his sister is bourd to natice.”

The juniors jumped.

“His sister?”

“Yaas. Dowis, you know.”

“Doris?” said Tom Merry & Co. blankly.

A light dawned upon their minds. Jack Blake took the
swell of 8t. Jim’s by the collar and shook him.

“You crass ass—""

“Gwooogh !"

“You said that Fthel had been stuying with a friend.
Is the friend Doris Levisoni"”
“Ow! Wow! Leggo! You are cwumplin’ my collah !

yelled Arthur Augustus.

“Is it Doris Levison who's coming dewn with Ethel?”
shricked Blake. .

“You are disawwangin’ my necktio!”

“You crass dummy, answer !"

“1 wefuse to say a word while you are artin’ like a
wuffian, Blake! Welease my collah at once!”

Jack Blake released his noble chum’s collar. With
wonderful self-restraint he refrained from planting his
knuckles full upon his chum’s noble nose.

nﬁectiom.lte sort of cousin, I don’t
“Ethel would be pleased to

grunt.

“Is it Doris Levison?” he hissed. -
“Yaas,” gasped Arthur Augustus.
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“My only summer chapeau!” said Tom Merry. *Doris
now!"”

“Of course, Gussy couldn't tell us that at first,” said
Blake. “He had to keep that for the finish.”

“Weally, Blake——"

“What on carth’s going to be donc?” said Monty
Lowther. “If Doris Levison comes here she can't be allowed
to know a word about—about what we've all learned of her
brother. She can't know! I don't suppose she even knows
ho was expelled from Greyfriars, let alone what he was
sacked for. I don't care what her brother is; she's a thump.
ing nice girl—"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I wouldn't let her get a hint of it for worlds,” said Tom
Moerry hastily, * But—--"

“But how’s it to be avoided?” said Blake.

“ Goodness knows!"”

“It is weally a fwightfully awkward posish,” said Arthur
Augustus distressfully. “Dowis would be feahfully hurt.
She might cwy.” Arthur Augustus’ noble face became more
distressed than ever at the bare idea of tears in Doris
Levison’s pretty eyes. “It's weally awful, you know. I
would wathah swullow Levison, stealin' an' all, than make
a gal cwy.”

“I—~1 suppose we can’t make it up with Levison—for one
oceasion only?” murmured Manners.

“We can't touch Levison with a ten-foot pole!” growled
Herries, “1 know I'm not going to be civil to a thief.”

“ Weally, Hewwies—"

*“Goodness knows what’s to be done!” said Tom Merry,
with a worried brow. “Anything i: better than hurting
Doris’ feelings.”

“Yaas, wathah 1”

“But—but——" Tom rubbed his nose thoughtfully, i
suppose it's too late to put off the visit, Gussy?”
“Tt is not exactly a visit, deah boy. They are callin’ in

for an houah or two on the way to Lexham. 1 suppose 1
could not send a telegram, tellin® them not to call in?”
“Great Scott! No.” B
“ But—but if they come together——" stammered Blake.
‘“Oh, that rotter Levison! If he wasn't such a shady rotter
we shouldn't be landed in this. Fancy a chap with a sister
like Doris being such a rascal! He wants a thundering good

hiding 1"
“ We could rszim him a hiding I suggested Herrics,
“'What good would that do. Hewwies?”

“ Well, it would serve him right.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“T don't think we shall improve matters by giving Levison
a black eye to show hjs sister to-morrow,” he said. “We
seem to be fairly landed in a rotten scrape. Confound
Levison !

“Yaas, wathah! Blow him!”

It was a distressful problem for Tom Merry & Co. to solve.
The_trouble was that they simply couldn’t solve it. Doris
Levison was coming—in innocent unsuspiciousncss of what
had happened at St. Jim's. Her last visit had shown her
Ernest Levison on the most cordial terms with Tom Merry
& Co. Now he was cut by all the juniors, barred by every
fellow in the House, excepting, perhaps, Cardew, turncd
down even by rotters like Racke and Crooke. [f Doris had
been coming alone to sce her brother, Tom Merry & Co.
could have arranged engagements elsewhere for the occasion.
But she was coming with cousin Ethel, so engagements
clsewhere were out of the question.

The two girls, naturelly, would be together during the
visit. And it was scarcely feasible for Tom Merry & Co.
to look after Ethel, and Levison to look after his sister,
without speaking to one another. The rift in tho lute
would be upparent at once.

Doris would ask Ernest or Frank whal the trouble was.
She would learn the facts: they could scarcely be hidden.
And then—

Somehow, anyhow, the knowledge of what her brother was
had to be kept dark somehow. But how? That was the
problem to which Tom Merry & Co. could find no answer.

And, with that worry on their minds, the chums of the
School House could not help their feelings towards I.evison
[ivrovymg more and more bitter. Even in the old days, when

«vison of the Fourth had been the black sheep of his
House, he had never been quite so obnoxious to Tom Merry
& . Bomehow Doris was to be spared. But every
member of the Co. felt a deep and almost overpowering
desire to lay violent hands on Tevison of the Fourth, and
give him the hiding of his life.

(Continued on page 12.) .
Tue Gen Lasrary.--No. 761,
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St. Jim’s Parliament,

—

UNPOPULAR BILL.

AN

A

MEETING of the St. Jim's Parlia-
ment was held on” Thursduy evening

were being directed from the same coign of
vantage. It seems that the Third-Formers
bad somehow got wind of Gussy's proposed
pl[l, Innd had turned up in full force to
investigate the matter. Finding the Parlia-
ment assembled, they came to the conclugion
that the Bill was being discussed, probably
in a favourable manner, and decided that
it was time their views upon the matter
were  brought before the notice of the
membera. Their method of doing this was
chi'erCberi!tio—nnd eftective,

in Pepper’s Barn. n quen
of the disturbance at the last

ti special bud been adopted
by the Speaker upon this occasion.

Every member had to submit to being
searched before passing through the doors,
and all or any weapons of offence, euch 23
pea-shooters, water-pistols, catapults, and
the like, together with blotting-paper and
bottles of ink—for the preparation of ink-
balls—overripe fruit, eggs, hags of fiour,
and all articles designed or suitable for use
a8 missiles were confiscated. The Speaker
was taking no chances on this occasion,

By the time the members had satisfied
the searchers and taken their seats there
was a goodly collection of these articles
in a box in charge of the Speaker, and he
took his place with a more tham usunal
ussurance und peace of mind.

In accordance with custom, the cellars of
the barn were aleo searched, a proceeding
which has been instituted since. and by
reason of, Grundy's attempt to disconcert
the assembly by meuns of a pyrotechnic
display last Fifth of November. The Shell
fellow is to the 8t. Jim's Parliament what
Quy Fawkes was to the Mother of Parlia-
ments—a menace!

Gusesy had given notice that he was going
to bring forward a Bill giving power to
junlors of the Fourth and Shell to inflict
Funishmenb upon members of the Third Form
'or any breach of sartorial etiquette, and
compelling them to change their cullars more
frequently. The hon. member had prepared
a speech for this purpose, and he produced
some sixty shects of foolscap covered with
writing, which, he explained, were mercly
the rough notes of his proposed and intended
discourse.

He was allowed to get about thirty
seconds’ worth of it off his chest, and then
hie was stopped, and voting took place, with
the result that the Bill was thrown out.
There was no discussion—at least, if one
excepts that of the mover of the measure,
for Gussy's indignation at this summary
treatment was such that he made a spirited
protest couched in terms that were extremely
derogatory to the rest of the members, and
almost reswlted in his sharing the fate of
his rejected—and ejected—DBill.

Order was, however, eventually restored,
the members of Study No. 6 undertaking to
keep the Hon. Augustus on the lead, and
business was resumed.

The Parliament seems fated to be the
storm centre of a perpetual disturbance,
however, for shortly afterwards the Speaker
was assailed by a volley of well-directed peas.
He rose in wrath, concluding that either the
searchers had been inefficient or that some
of the searched had been unexpectedly cun-
uing, only to discover that the rest of the
assembly were ralsing an outery in conse-
guence of their participating in the outrage.

The marksmen were not within the build-
ing, either, for the sound of chuckles was
heard to come from the direction of the
windows, amd it transpired that the peas
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0 o of the Speaker's pre-
cautionary measures, the nssembly were
unarmed, and there was a wild scramble for
the door, which proved to be secured on the
outside. The members then turned their
attention to the box contuaining their appro-
priated weapons and ammunition; but it was
a case of “more haste, less speed,” for the
eager hands that were dipping info it were
Impeding each other, and all the while the
deadly artillery of the fags was at work.

By the time the imprisoned juniors had
retrieved their armoury the fage had ex-
pended their ammunition, with the maximum
of effect, and they retired in good order,
leaving the Parliament raging furiously, but
impotent.

In fact, it was mot until a member had
negotiated the window—no easy task, bhut
one that they are becoming used to—and
removed the obstruction that the besicgers
had erected against the door that they were
able to get out of the barn at all, and by
that time the attacking party had gained
security in their own Common-room,

Needless to say, roor old Guesy, as the
originator of the Bill that had provoked the
trouble, came in for the blame.

ON SALE NOW!

The Brightest
Book for Boys and Girls!

YOU SHOULD GET
YOUR CCPY TO-DAY!

and Breeziest

Scouts’ Field-Day,

RYLCOMBE GRAMMAR SCHOOL
TROOP DEFEATED,

AST BSaturday the St. Jim’s Scouts
were engaged in a field-day against
the troop attached to Rylcombe
Grammar School.

The Saints were under the command ol
Troop-leader Tom Merry, and the Gram-
marians under Troopvlender QGordon Gay.

The 8t. Jim's troop were numerically
the strouger, six patrols of six turning out
against tour of the Grammarians. The
advantage of superior numbers is not so
great, however, in scouting games as it would
be in military manceuvres, us there is more
scope for individuality and strategy.

Three flags were placed in the ground, in
a clearing of some bushes, about two hun-
dred yards from each other, and the Baints
surrounded this in a wide circle, no &t.
Jim's scout being allowed to approach with.
in four hundred yards of them. The
Grammarians were required to obtain posses-
sion of the flags, by working their way un-
observed through the 8t. Jim's cordon and
back to their own headquarters a mile or so
away.

The capturing of two of the flags would
enstre ‘victory for them, and they had two
bours in which to accomplish the task.

Cardew b~d brought _his motor-cycle and
acted as orderly to the troop, assisted hy
half a dozen more BSaints on ordinary
machines. These fellows carried messages
from ome patrol to the other in addition to
patrolling the open 10ads on the watch for
Grammarians.

The only flaz to be captured was taken
away by Fronk Monk, the lgader of the
Grammarian “Beaver’ patrol, within halrl
an hour of the start of the game, Lut he
was unable to get clear with it, and so the
score did mot count.

When th: “Cease Fire” sounded on a
bugle, the Grammarians bhad not gained
possession c1 une of the trophies, and eleven
of their scouts had been cn{)tured by the St.
Jim's outposts. Seven of the School Troop
had beer. put out of action by the other
side, and the result was therefore a decisive
victory for the Raints.

After the gamne the two troops made camp-
lit fires : nd settled down to a meal. Each
scout boiled the water for his own tea by
means of the small camp kettle or “billy "
that he curried at the Lottom of his haver-
sack, and a few of the more clumsy managed
to upset their water over the fire, causing
clonds ¢f unpleasant black smoke to arise
o the great disgust of the other users of
those particular fires.

After tea the fires were gathered together
nto one big blaze, round which the troops
gathered fo: a sing-song before marching
baek to their respective schools.

The QGrammarian Troop, rather swarling
under their defeat. have Issued a_ further
challenge to the Saints, and Tom Merry is
arranging for another fleld-day to take place
in the near future, when the School Troop
hope to repeat their success.

Jack Blake, the leader of the “Owl” patrol,
Is writing :no account of the game, describ-
ing how Mock’s attempt at capturing the
flag was frustrated at the last moment by
the wooderaft of Wildrake, to whose efforts
the vic i Saints is largely due, and
this article will appear in the “News " later.
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‘SILHOUETTES’

Cricket !

ST. JIM'S v. RYLCOMBE
GRAMMAR SCHOOL.

A NARROW VICTORY.

By the Sporting Editor.

HE match between 8t. Jim's and
I Rylcombe Grammar School provided

some thrills, and was, indeed, one |

of the most closely-contested games
that has taken place on Little Side for a
cousiderable time. .

St. Jim's were within an ace .of being
defeated, and it is safe to say that it was
Tom Merry and Fatty Wynn who pulled
the game out of the fire for the Saints.
Fatty Wyun is entitled to the greater
amount of the credit, perhaps, as, in
addition to a fine performance with the
leather, he put up quite a good show iu
his innings. It was the wagging of the
Saints’ tail that saved the day.

The Grammar School went in first—it was
a single-inpings match—and Gordon Gay
opened with Frank Monk. Wypu and Noble
were bowliug, but the Grammarians were
at the top of their form, and they actually
succeeded in knocking up three boundaries
off the first two overs.

They settled down to play in earpest,
and although both bowlers sent down of
their best, the Grammariaus notched ferty-
four without giving them any chances, The
St. Jim's fellows were beginuing to look
jolly glum when a lightning delivery from
Fatty Wynn whipped Monk's middle stump
out of the ground. In the next over Fatty
disposed of Gay, but the rest of the Gram-
marians put up a stubborn fight, and their
inpings closed for the respectable total of

After a short interval the Saints went
out, Tom Merry ond Blake opening the
innings. Im the first over Tom Merry par-
rowly escaped disaster, being missed by
Lane at cover-point. It was the only chance
he gave, however, and after that he could
do nothing wrong. Tle partnership came to
an early termination, for, with only four
to his credit, Blake was clean bowled by
Frank Monk. Talbot took his place, but at
17 he was run ont, owing to a misunder-
standing. Then came Figgins, Kerr, and
Noble, in a succession that only yielded 26
runs, and when Lowther came to the wicket
the score was 93 for five, of which Tom
Merry had notched a level 50.

Then came disaster. Johony Goggs was
bowling in magnificent style, and wrecked
Lowther's wicket with the first ball. To the
dismay of the Saints, he repeated the per-
formance with D’Arcy, and there were loud
demands from the Grammar School spec-
tators for the “Mat Trick.”

Goggs did not succecd in_ this, but he
came very near to it, for Digby, the next
batsman, only stood up for two balls, the
second of which took his middle stump.
From the first he had gained a two.

Eight wickets for 05. No wonder the
Saints began to look blue. Tom set his
teeth as Redfern came out to join him.
Reddy knew what was cxpected of him, and
he set himself to stonewall, and give Tom
the batting. When he had to face the bowl-
iug, he endeavoured to snick the ball away
for a single, in order to change ends with
Tom, and give the bowling to his skipper.
In this manner he piled up five before he
was finally bowled out, while Tcm had added
another 24.

Nine for 124; 34 wanted to win. Fatty
walked out to the wicket, amid a dead
silence. He had the batting, but he stone-
walled to perfection. Then came Tom's
chance. He hit out at everything almost
recklessly, and finished the over with another
17 runs added to ‘his score. Moreover, by
running a single, for what wae a safe two,
off the last ball of the over, he was again
facing the bowling. But he had no oppor-
tunity for repeating the manceuvre at the
end of that over, which brought him another
ﬂ't ﬁ]d Fatty Wynn had to make the best
o

And Fatty made such & “best” that he
actually got eleven off the bowling, and
thus scored the winning hit. It {s needless
to say that at the tea which followed, Fatty
was given the freedom of the table.

FIRST

PRIZE

£25

10 Prizes of £1 and
20 Prizes of 10/-

Here is a splendid opportunity for you
to win one of these generous prizes.

On this page you will find six sil-
houettes, each showing a person doing
something, and what you have to do is
to write in the space under the picture
the exact action portrayed, Thus, No. 1
is obviously “SAWING.” All the actions
can be described in one or two words,
but not more than two words.

When you have solved this week's pic-
ture puzzles, keep them by you in some
safe place. There will be six sets in all,
and when the final set appears you will
be told where, and when, to send your
efforts.

You may send as many complete scts
of efforts as you please,

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

The FIRST PRIZE OF £25 will be
awarded to the reader who succeeds in
submitting a2 sct of solutions exactly
the same as. or nearest to, the set of solu-
tions in the possession of the Editor. In
the event of ties the prize will he divided.
The other prizes will be awarded in
order of merit. No compectitor will be
awarded more than one share of the
prizes. " ; : s

This competition is run in conjunction
with the “Boys' Friend,” the “Magnet,”
and the “Popular,” and readers of those
journals are invited to compete.

Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible to compete.

It must be distinctly understood that
the decision of the Editor is final and

binding.
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£ “IN DEEP DISGRACE"” :

= (Oontinued from page 0,) s

ST RN E
CHAPTER 6,

“0ld Levison * Again,

EVISON of the Fourth had a thoughtful frown upon
his face when he came into the Form-room the follow-
:nE[ morning. .
e did not exchange a word or a glance with any
other fellow in the Fourth.

Cardew glanced at him, but he was careful not to meet
Cardew’s eyes, and the dandy of the Fourth shrugged his
shoulders.

It was not his ostracism that Levison was thinking about.
He had hardened his henrt on that subject; he seemed,
indeed, to derive some sort of & dark, sulky satisfaction from
his outcast position. But the thought of his sister Doris
touched him more nearly.

He had expected that Dorig would call at St. Jim’s on her
way to Lexham when the date was fixed for her visit to
Aunt Catherine. He had not, of course, foreseen that she
would do so in company with Efhel Cleveland. That was
unexpected, and he had learned of it by the same post that
brought ithel’s letter to Arthur Augustus,

Ho had had plenty of food for thought since then. He
had only mentioned to Frank that Doris wag coming, and
cautioned him to say no word that would enlighten tﬁe girl
as to the new state of affairs. Not that Frank needed the
warning. He was not likely to utter a syllable to let Doris
know that all the school believed her brother to be a thief,
cxﬁel[ed from his old school for a despicable crime.

r. Lathom found serious fault with Levison in class that
meening.

It transpired that he had dore no preparation the previous
evening; and, added to that, he was absent-minded, careless,
and—as soon as he was found fault with—impertinent.

All the Fourth noted that he was the “old Levison ” once
more—cool, cynical, reckl col sec{; Some of them
surmised that his reform had been, after all, a cunning piece
of camouflage, and that Levison had never really changed at
heart; or that he had grown tired of decent ways, and was
glad to drop back into his old manners and customs.

Of late, Mr. Lathom had found Levison an excellent pupil.
Ile had great powers, if he chose to exert them—and of late
hs had chosen. Now he seemed to have dropped back all
ai once into his very worst ways, The little Form-master
ym; pnftient at first, but he lost patience when Levison yawned
in his face.

He blinked at Levison over his glasses and picked up a
cane from his desk,

“}Fou will stand out before the class, Levison!” he said
curtly.

Levison rose and lounged out before the desks, with his
hands in his pockets and a sneer on his lips.

The Fourth-Formers watched him almost breathlessly.

It was the old Levison—at his worst. Mr. Lathom's brows
contracied with anger as he observed the insolence of the
junior's manner.

*“Hold out your hand, Levison{” he said.

*'Oh, certainly!” yawned Levison,

Do not answer me in that manner, Levison.”

“What manner, sir?” .

*“That insolent manner, Levison!” thundered Mr, Lathom.
* Another example of this insolence, and I will take you to
the Head, and request Dr. Holmes to administer a Aogging.”

Swish, swish, swish, swish! .

Levison had four cuts—an almost unexampled severity in
Mr. Lathom’s class. His hard face did not even twitch;
Levison's stoicism was almost that of 2 Red Indian.

* Finished, sir?” he asked, with perfect coolness,

Mr. Lathom almost choked.

“Levison, what does this mean? Go back to, your place,
boy! Any more of this, and you will be detained for the
afternoon.”

Levison started, and he went back to his place quietly
enough. He could endure the canm% and he would not
have shrunk from a Head's ﬂoiging; ut detention for the
afternoon was more serious to him, as his sister was to be
at 8t. Jim's. He did not want Doris to find him under
detention. If he was indifferent to the opinion of St. Jim’s,
he_was not indifferent to Doris’ opinion.

For the remainder of morning lessons, therefore, Ernest
Levison was extremely circumspect. Mr. Lathom was glad
1o see that severe punishment had brought the boy to his
senses. As a matter of fact, the I;j:n_ishment had been totally
without effect, except to harden Levison's heart, if the Form-
master had only known it. X

After clagses Levison left the Form-room with the rest—
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unconscious, apparently, of their existence, without a word
or & glance for any of the Fourth.

Cardew, however, .was not to be ignored. He joined
Levison in the corridor with a cheery, smiling face, and
walked by his side.

"Youdpluyed the goat in the Form-room, old bean!” he
remarked.

No answer.

“What on earth did you want to get Mr. Lathom's rag
out for?”

Levison did not answer or look at him. He walked on,
and Cardew, with a whimsical grin, walked with him. Sidney
Clive made no motion towards his old chum. He was more
than fed up with Levison’s new peculiar mood. But Cardew,
somehow, was displaying a patience that few would have
suspected him of possessing. He was seeing Levison as ba
had never seen him before—he was making acquaintmwe, as
16 were, with the “old Levison,” and he found the “old
Levison ” distinctly interesting. This, he knew, was what
Ernest Levison had been like in the older days, before Cardew
had come to 8t. Jim's. And, strangely enou h, he found
himself more attracted to Levison now than he had ever been
before, though perhaps it was not strange with a fellow of
Cardew’s erratic nature.

Cardew, with all his outward mask of nonchalant indiffer-
ence, was as sensitive as any fellow at St. Jim’s. But he was
taking ruthless rebuffs from Levison with smiling patience.

“I understand that Miss Doris is comin' this afternoon,
old bean,” he said, as they went into the quadrangle.

“‘No business of _yours, that I can see!” eaid Levison,
brenking his grim silence at last.

“That's why I'm_buttin’ in. My little way, you know,”
seid Cardew cheerily. “Won't it be rather awkward—
coesidan,p’?"

:'gan I do anythin’ to help?”

‘No.”

“Dear man!” said Cardew, as Levison, with that curt
regl , turned and walked away from him.

e looked round for Tom Merry & Co. The Shell were
not yet out, but he spotted Blake & Co. in the quad and bore
down on them. They did not regard him very kindly—Blake
and Herries and Dig, at all events. His persistent cordiality
towards the bar junior irritated them, But Cardew
seemed impervious to grim looks,

“There's goin' to be a giddy visitor this afternoon,” ho
remarked casually.

“Yaag, wathah "

“Wou[d you mind keeping all your conversalion for
Levison, Cardew?” asked Jack Blake.

“Do I bore you?”’ sighed Cardew.

“It fyou talk to that fellow you ought to keep clear of
other fellows who don’t care for thieves,”

“Yes, rather!” said Herries.

“Pway hold on, deah boys!" said Arthur Augustus mildly,
“Cardew is Levison’s chum, and gewwnpu he believes in him,
If he does, it is vewy fatheaded ; but, at the same time, vewy
much to his cwedit,”

““Oh, rot!” said Blake crossly. ““One can make allowances
for_;oung Frank, but Cardew knows the facts as well as wa

‘““Better, perhaps,” yawned Cardew.

“Do_you believe that Levison was not sacked from Grey-
friars for theft?” demanded Blake.

“Do I believe anythin'?” said Cardew. “What's the good
of arguin’? But about the gidd; visitor, I suppose you agreo
with me that Miss Levison oughtn’t to hear anythin’ of this
little trouble?”

Blul?t course. She won’t hear anything from us,” grunted
ake.
“Good! If you fellows find it possible to stoop a little

off your high moral perch for one occasion only, you might
try o keep Miss Doris from seein’ that there is anythin’' on,”

““Yaas, certainly; but as Ethel is comin’ with her—"

What?” ejaculated Cardew. i

“Cousin Ethel and Miss Dowis are comin’ tozethah. It
is a fwightfully awkward posish.” i

“Great Scott!” Cardew drew a deep breath. “Thes you
fellr.;\\;u will have to take Levison up for this afterncon, at
east.”

“We can’t!” said Blake.

Cardew’s sleepy eyes woke up with a glitter,

“Are you goin’ to let Doris Levison see her Lrother an
outcastf”

“It’'s his own fault!”

“It's not her fault!”

“I know that,” said Blake savagely; “and we're bothered
enou'fh about it, without you chipping in, Cardew. What
the dickens do you care, sn,yhow? You don't care for any-
thmﬁ.but your precious self.” . .

“Right on the wicket, deax old bean! My best friend js
named Ralph, -and he’s a chap I like immensely,” said
Cardew urbanely.  “Still, there’s such a thing as courtesy.
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Cardew halted in the gateway and looked at the otd school porter.

‘ Dear nlddTauglns," he said. ‘‘iIt's a pleasure
n

fo ses you again. Has Levison come in, old top 2" ‘" Huh! Yesl™ * A Tom Merry 7' ¥ Yog,” answered
Taggles. * Will you step out of the way of the gate, Master Cardew ? ”* * Yes,” said Cardew. ‘ When 1'vo finished
qucltlonin' you !' (See page 19.)

You can’t let Miss Doris see you scowlin’ at her brother.
You can't tell her the facts. If she’s with Ethel, you can't
belp bein’ with her, an’ Levison will be with her. = What a
jolly party!”

*“Oh, dry up!”?

Oardew shrugged his shoulders, and walked away. Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther came out of the Schecol
House, and there was a discussion between tho Terrible
Three and Study No. 6. DBut the problem remained unsolved
when tho juniors went in to dinner.

CHAPTER 17,
Bitter Blood !

“ RNIE!”
E Lev:son of the Fourlh made an isritable gesture.
Heo had gone to his study after dinner—perhaps
to think out the curious problem that was also
worrying Tom Merry & Co. He did not seem pleased to seo
his minor when Frank came timidly into the study.

“Well?” he rapped.

“ About Doris, Ernie,

“Well?2”

““Hadn’t we better mect her there, and make some excuse
for not bringing her to the schooli” faltered Frank.

Levison gave a grunt.

“D’Arcy’s cousin is coming with her,” he said reluctantly.

“Oh,” said Frank, and the troubled look on his young face
decpened, “you—you didn't tell me that!”

“'Well, I've told you now.”

Leovison drummed moodily on the table. Frank watched
his lowering face, his lips quivering. Was this his brother
Ernest—the fellow who had never failed in kindmess to him
since he had been at St. Jim’s? Frank knew—though he

She will be at Rylcombe at three.”

never referred to it—that it was his coming, as much as any-
thing else, that had turned Ernest fromn his old rotten ways.
Now he seemed to have lost all his influence over his
brother.

“It's rotten,” grunted Levison, at last. “If Doris were
coming alone, we could manage. DBut a crowd of those
fellows will be at Rylcombe to meet the train, as Ithel Cleve-
land’s coming. You could be there.” Levison’s lip curled.
“They still honour you with recognition. I can’t be thero
with them."”

He drummed savagely on the table again.

“Doris mustn't know—"" began Frank hastily.

“I know that,” .
“She's bound to see yon, Ernie.  Awud-—and if Ethel is
with her——"  Frank faltered. *“You’ll have to be with the
other fellows.”

“And I can’t!” said Levison, 3

“ Perhaps—perhaps they’d stretch a point—""

Frank’s voice failed him as his brother gave him a fieive,
moody look. There was a tn[) on the open door, and Ievison
looked round with a scowl as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
came in,

The swell of St. Jim's came in with his most stately
manner, ITe was ealm and courteous, but icily distant,

T am sowwy to intwude, Levison " he said.

*“You can soon alter that by getting out.”

“Weally, Levison—" -

*“There’s the door!”

A faint pink came into Gussy’s cheeks.
“his lofty calmness. . .

“ A vewy awkward posish has awisen,” he said. “It appeahs
that your sistah is comin’ to St. Jim’s with my cousin.”

“Ik that,”
now Tue GeM LiBrary,—No, 761.

But he maintained
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“Quite s0. It would be wathah wotten for my cousin
Ethel to heah anythin’ of—of—of our little twoubles heah.
But it would be vewy wotten indeed for Miss Levison to
heah anythin'. For that weason, Levison, I have come heah
to make a suggestion,"”

“You can save yourself the trouble,” said Levison grimly.

‘““Ernie !” whispered Frank.

“Pway heah the suggestion, Levison. I have persuaded
some of my fwiends to play up. There is no need for all of
them to be pwesent, but that will not mattah, Tom Mewwy,
and Blake, and Lowihah, and Figgins of the New House have
agweed to back me up, and to cawwy on this aftahnoon as if
nothin’ had happened, for the sake of the gals,”

Frapk Levison’s face brightened up. But on his brother's
face there was nothing but a sneer.

*It is undahstood, of course, that we wegard you as you
are nlweady awah that we wegard you,” said Arthur
Augustus. “But we are willin' to play up—for this after-
noon—for the sake of savin' your sistah’s feelin’s. She will
find us all on appawently good terms with one anothah. Her
stay will be bwief, and we can stand it.”"

Levison gave him a bitter look.

*You and your precious friends are willing to lake me up
for a couple of hours—"

“ ]

‘“And then drop me again like a hot potato—"

“Natuwally 1"

* And you think I'll take it on?"

“Yaas, vison, I twust so, for your sistah's sake.”

Levison’s lip curled ironically.

“If you can humbug to that extent, D’Arcy, I can't. And
I won’t! If you and your friends choose to apologise for the
way you've treated me——""

* Wha-a-t?"

“Then I'll get back to the old footing. Not otherwise.”

Arthur Augustus gave him a contemptuous look. Cardew
strolled into the study, but he did not join in the talk. He
stretched his eleFant limbs in the armchair, and took up a
book, As he held it upside-down, however, it was probable
that he was not deeply interested in it.

“Wo are not likely to allow you to wesume the old footin',
Levison, now that we know——" Arthur Augustus paused.

Levison of the Fourth pushed back his cuffs, and came
round the table, with a glitter in his eyes.

You know—what?” he said, between his teeth,

* Ernie!” muttered Frank miserably. His brother did not
even glance at him. His eyes were fixed on D’Arcy, with a
threatening challenge in them. It was obvious that he was
prepared for a quarrel and a fight on the spot.

But the swell of St. Jim's declined to be drawn. He
siePped back to the door with lofty dignity.

“1 wefuse to wow with you, Levison, when I am expectin’
lady visitahs in a bwief time,” he said calmly. * Aftah my
cousin_has gone, I shall be at your service as much as you
like. May I inguiah whethah you are willin’ to act on my
8H§’§§Stlon 1o

‘You may get out of my study.” answered Levison.
“Olherwise, I shall throw you out on your necl!”

“Vewy good. I have done my best.”

With that, Arthur Augustus D’Arey retired gracefully.
Levison cast a bitter look-after him, and threw himsell into

his chuir again, Cardew gave him a very curious glance.
Was this Levison—the guiet, steady fellow who had often
restrained him from wild escapades—who had been guide,

philosopher, and friend to his young brother_in the thorny
first term at school—who, only a few days ago, had been
carried shoulder-high by the St. Jim’'s juniors after a glorious
cricket-match?  What was the change that had come over
him? Had this bitterness, this sheer evil, always been hidden
under Levison's quiet exterior, or was it something new?
Could it be caused, if it was a new growth, by anything but a
bitter and oppressive sense of wrong? Was Levison wronged?
Could there be some reason—some powerful reason that
nobody suspected—why Tevison did not choose to take the
cbvious method of clearing his name from dishonour?

Cardew wondered. .

Frank stood waiting for his brother to speak; but Levison
did not speak. The fag broke the silence at last, with a
tremble in his voice that hinted that he was not far from
tears.

“Ernie, what's going to be done?”

“I don’t know.’

“But Doris will be here—"

Levison did not speak; but Clardew’s silky tones came from
the armchair.

““When does ionr sister get here, Frank?”

“Three o’clock, at Rylcombe,” said the fag, without turn-
ing his head, .

“That means changin’ at
twn~|.hitbp1 local?”

“Yes."
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Wayland Junction for the

““There'll be a crowd to meet the young ladies at Rylcombe,
I suppose?” yawned Cardew.

“I suppose s0,” muttered Frank,
thing's got to be domne,” :

Levison knitted his brows savagely.

“We're going to the station to meet Doris,” he said. “We
must do that. We're bringing her on to the school.”

“The other fellows willque there, to meet Ethel, and they
will bring her to the school. Doris and Ethel will keep
bogether, of course. We shall all be in the same parly.”

“ Looks like it."” L.

“I—I wish you'd accepted D'Arcy's offer. Doris will aee
something at once—now."

“It can't be helped.”

Ralph Reckness Cardew rose to his feet, yawned, and set
his tie straight before the glass. Then he looked round at
the brothers with a smile. =

“No good asiin’ you chaps to come for a motor-run this
afternoon?” he inquired.

“No!” growled Levison.

“Can’t,” said Frank. * Thanks, all the same.”

Cardew nodded, and strolled out of the study, 1In the
passage he paused to glance at his watch. Then he strolled
out of the School House. He smiled as he sighted Tom
Merry & Co. in & group, with clouded faces. They did not
hﬁ:ed Ralph Reckness Cardew as he sauntered away towards
the gates.

Itgwas an _hour later that the Terrible Three, Study
No. 6, and Figgins & Co. started, in a body, for the village.
Levison and his minor came out of the gates at the same
time, and followed the same direction. The two parties
entered Rylcombe almost at the samoe moment—without a
glance or a word from one to the other. They walked into
the little railway-station, and made their way to the plat-
form, to wait there for the local train to come in from
Wayland Junction—the train that was to bear cousin Ethel
and sister Doris. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy polished his
eyeglass uneasily as he stood on the platform and looked
down the line.

“Weally, you fellows, it won't do!™ he murmured.
“Both the gals will sce at once that we are at daggahs
dwawn !”

Tom Merry bit his lip. .

“What can we do?” he said. A

“Nothin', I suppose. But—but considewation for the gals
comes befoah everythin’ else,” said Arthur Augustus man-
fully. “I will diswegard my diﬁnit,y, and wequest Levison
as a personal favah to play up. .

Attﬁir Augustus moved along the platform. The train
was signalled. Levison, with his younger brother by his
side, was standing watching the line.

“Levison—"" began D'Arcy. .

Levison of the Tourth gave him one look turned his
back, and walked along the platform. .

For a moment Arthur Augustus stood quite still, Then,
with a crimson flush in his cheeks, he rejoined his friends,

“Ernie, old man, some-

CHAPTER 8.
Cardew Takes Conirol !
“W AYLAND JUNCTION !”

“Qur station, Doris.”

“Yes, Ethel.”

The two girls rose, as the train came to a halt
at W{‘ayland. Cousin Ethel glanced at her little wrist-
watch.

“Half-past two! Plenty of time for the local,” she said.
“Tt doesn’t leave for ten minutes.”

“Tots of time,” said Doris Levison cheerfully. “No
need to see about the luggege—that goes right on to
Lexham.” .

“Why—" began Ethel, in surprise. :

She had glanced out of the carriage window, and was
about to open the door, when it was opened from outside,
and a handsome and very elegant junior, holding the deor
with one hand, raised a shining silk-hat with the other. Tt
was Ralph Reckness Cardew of the Fourth Form at St.
Jim’s.

Ethel knew him well enough—Doris knew him better—as
the very special chum of her brother Ernest—the chum who
had stood by Ernest at a time when he noeded friendship
badly. Doris gave Cardew a very sweet smile. She was
glad to see him.

“ Allow me,” said Cardew. . .

He gracefully assisted the two girls to alight. Ethol
glanced along” the platform, half-expecting to see cousin
Arthur and his friends, as one St. Jim's fellow was there.
But there were no other “Saints” in sight. .

“Pray excuse my buttin’ in like this,” said Cardew
politely.

“ Arthur

was to meet us at Rylcombe,” said Ethel, a
little purzled. “We are taking the local train to there.

"
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“Change in ths programme,” explained Cardew.
“There's a car waitin’ outside for you. You didn’t really
want the local, did you? .*\wf'ly slow train—stoppin’ every-
where and moonin’, you know.’

Cousin Ethel laughed.

“0Of course, a car is ever so mnch nicer than the slow
local train,” she answered. “DBut I wizh Arthur would not
be so extravagant.”

“ Arthur’s not guilty this time,” explained Cardew.
a friend’s car, and lent for the occasion.”

“Oh, I sec!” said Ethel; though, as a matter of fact, she
did not quite sec.

Ralph Reckness Cardew walked the two girls along to the
exit and out of the station,

A handsome car was waiting, with a chauffeur standing
by it. He started the engine as Cardew appearcd. Lthel
cast a perplexed look round. It was kind of Cardew,
perhaps, to come over to Wayland Junction to meet the
travellers, and to save them from the rather slow run in
the local train; but she naturally expected to see her own
friends—at lcast, her cousin. But Cardew was evidently
the only St. Jim’s fellow. on the spot.

He handed the girls into the car, and followed them in.
The car started, the chauffeur apparently having had his
instructions beforehand.

“Now we sha'n’t be long, you know,” remarked Cardew.

“ Arthur did not come to Wayland with you?” asked the
perplexed Ethel.

‘““No—couldn’t. IIe was unable to come,” eaid Cardew.
“8uch things will happen—fellow isn't quite his own master
at school.”

“Oh!” said Ethel.

She concluded that Arthur Augustus had been detained
by his Form-master. Cardew had not exactly said so; but
she could scarcely draw any other conclusion.

“My brothers——" began Doris.

She was surprised that neither Ernest nor Frank had
turned up—Iittle dreaming that both of them were in utter
ignorance of Cardew’s exploit, and were still expecting to
meet her at Rylcombe.

“They’re expectin’ you at the school, Miss Doris,” said
Cardew. “I hope I sha’n’t bore rou too much on the way.
It isn't a very long run, so I have hopes.”

“ What nonsense |” said Doris, laughing. “Do you know,
Ernest hasn't written to tell me the result of the Greyfriars
match, How did it go?”

“How could it go, with Levison playin’ for us?” smiled
Cardew. “We beat the merry visitors, and Levison put in
the winnin’ catch.”

“How good!” exclaimed Doris, in delight.

“And my cousin—" said Fthel.

“Covered himself with glory,” said Cardew, “It was a
great occasion. A very strenuous time for us all.””

“You played, then?” asked Doris.

“Neno; I didn’t play. 1} was watchin',” said Cardew.
“But I was watchin’ no end. And I had a ramble with
Trimble, too—I found that rather more exhaustin’ than
cricket.  But your brother looked as frosh as paint after
practically winnin’ the match for our side, Strenuous chap,
Ernest. By the way, is it a fact that you are goin’ on to
Lexham this afternoon?”

“Why, of course,” said Ethel, in surprise. “We have
to catch the six o’clock train.”

“Aunt Catherine is expecting us,” explained Doris,
“Ethel is going to stay with me till to-morrow.”

“Is it very particular to catch that train?’ asked Cardew.

“Very,” said Doris. *‘Aunt Catherine would be alarmed
if we were late. She doesn't quite like our making a rail-
way_ journey by ourselves, anyway. I shouldn’t dare to be
a minute late. Besides, the trap will be at the station wait-
ing for us at seven precisely.”

“Then you won't have a very long stay at 8+, Jim's."

“ Well, it will be all the longer for saving time, using this
car instead of the local train,” said Doris, smiling. *There
will be time for tea in the study. 1 suppose Ernest is
making preparations.”

“And Arthur,” said Ethel, with a laugh. * Bul which
study is it going to be—Arthur's study or Ernest’s stuldy ?”

“1 believe that point is unsettled as yet,” said Cardew
gravely. ‘““Arthur and Ernest were havin' quite an argn-
ment yesterday—really gettin’® quite excited. Almost
thought - there would be damage done.”

The two girls laughed, little dreaming of the natwe of
that argument to which Cardew alluded,

The car ran on at a good speed. Cousin Fthel glanced
once or twice from the window curiously.

“It's

“Your driver knows the way, I suppo:e?”’ she =aid
presently. .
“FKh! T suppose s0,” said Cardew,

“I don't seem to recognise the road.”
" Takin’ a short cut, perhaps. Or thé read may he up,”
taid Cardew., *“Jeyver calenlate how mueh money the local

councils spend on gettin' the voads np, and leavin' ’em up,
with wice sharp stones lyin' wround for cyelist:? Must Lo
an enormous amount. By gad, though, we're gettin' along,
aren't we?"”

The car was covering the ground in great style. Wayland
was far behind, and Wayland Wood was not to be seen. A
dusty, white country road stretched ahead, with green fields
on either fide. Suddenly there was a heavy, jarving sound,
and the car came to a hait, shaking. Cardew uttered an
exclamation and put his head out of the window.

“What's the matter, Higden?”

' Nothing serious, I hope, sir,” answered ihe chauffeur.
“I’ll tell you better in a minute.”

i “Bﬂck up!” said Cardew. “We're rather pressed for
time.

The chauffeur opened the bonnet and became deeply
engrossed. Cardow walched him with an air of impatience,

“This is simplg rollen!” he said. “This car was supposed
to save time! If we get hung up here—"

“Oh dear!” said Ethel, in dismay.

“How far are we from St. Jint's?” asked Doris,
is going to be much delay we had better walk.”

“Tan't be more than half a mile, surely !’ said Ethel,

Cardew’s eyes glimmered curiously for s moment.

“TI’ll ask the chauffeur!” he said.

He step?ed out of the car. Ile was in talk with the
::]hu“ﬂ'cur or some minules, and then he came back to the

oor.

“I don't know how to apologise,” he said.

“What is the matter?”

“Somethin’ gone wrong. I ean’t catch on Lo what,” said
Cardew. * But we shall be hung up for half an hour.”

“We had better walk the rest !” said cousin Ethel decidedly ;
and Doris Levison nodded assent.

“That isn't the worst,” groaned Cardew. “1 could kick
myself!  You'll never forgive me for bein’ such an ass,
How was I {o guess that a man from the Wayland Garage
would take the wrong road?”

*“I'ne wrong road !” exclaimed Ethel.

“That’s what the champion ass has done!”

“And where are we now?”’ asked Doris, catching her
breath,

“Eight milcs out of Wayland—on the wiong side.”

“Oh dear!”

The two girls looked utterly dismayed. Walking eight
miles to Wayland and then another three to St. Jim's was
not a feasible proposition. Cardew looked remorseful.

“All my fault!” he groaned. ‘It was my idea to have the
car; Ernest and Arthur wouldn’t have thought of it. They
really had to let me have my way; and now I've fairly done
it. ],I, can’t say how sorry I am, I’d like somebody to kick
me

Cardew looked so utterly dismayed that the two girls,
dismayed as they were thoemselves, could not help taking
pity on him.

““Never mind!"” said Doris as brightly as she could. *It
can’t be helped.”

“We shall have to wait,” said Ethel. “We can hardly
walk the distance; indeed, it would be time to calch our
train when we arrived if we did. It cannot be kelped; we
must be patient.”

Al my fanlt ! persisted Cardew.

“No, no! Not at all!”

The two girls and Cardew waited, while the chauffeur, with
the car drawn up to the roadside, busied himsell with mnple-
ments. He seemed (o be working away veiy industriously;
but when half an hour had clapsed and Cardew turtfed to him
he shook his head.

“It's that maguelo, sir,” he said.

“Iow long are you gom’ to be?”

“I'm deing mny imsl_. wir?

Cardew gave a hopuless shrug of the shoulders. e did not
scem 1o mind the waiting hitsell ; his concern was for the
two girls. They were patient, and they were sorry for Cardew
in his dismay, but undoubledly they were feeling very much
put out, Their shorl time at 8t. Jim's was growing shorter
and shorter. Induved, as the long minutes ticked away they
began to wonder whether they would see St. Jim's atl all
that day. Cousin Ethel gave a quick start when she looked
a’ her watch and found that it was five o’clock,

She compressed her lips a litile.

It was another  half-hour  before the chauffeur
annonneed that the car was veady.  Cardew looked at the two
girls doubtfully.

“You've really bonnd to gel to Lexham at seven?” he
mrmured, S

“Yes, yes!”

“Then it’s awfully rotten; but if we go on to $t. Jim's
now, you won't catch your train for Lexham.”

Ethel nodded.  She was already aware of that.

(Continucd on page 18.)
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OUR GRAND SERIAL OF SCHOOL LIFE AND ADVENTURE !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JIM READY, a sturdy lad of fourteen,
having 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 agaiast )

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln),
the principal governor of the great school of
St. Leowult's, who bad been watchipg him
at 4he funeral.

The two walk along the road together, and
the stranger tells Jim it is education he
needs first. FHe then withdraws a piece of
parchment from his pocket, and, after sign-
ing it, hands it to Jim. It is a free pass into
the great school. Jim is 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
welconie him,

He finds a friend in Wobbygong, & plucky
Iad trom Australia, and the master of a pet
kaogaroo, Nobby.

Nobby bolts one night, but the boys give
chase and capture him. On their return to
St. Beowulf's they find that burglars have
broken into the ‘school, The ruffians are
captured. Wobby commandeers their car,
and hides it in the Haunted Barn.

Learning of the scoundrels’ iutentions of
smuggeling their ill-gotten xé:ms out of the
country, Wobby pians capture the
plunder. At the dead of night he and his
pals steal ouv of the school. Boarding the
commandeered car, they are scon hot on the
trail. Reaching Goodmaun’s Hapger, they
hear strange noises coming from the house
of Colonel Pepper.

They are only just in time to rescuc the
colonel from further members of the gang.
two of whom they capture. Mr, Travers, of
Scotland ¥a d, who is also after the gang,
appears on the scene. Two of the burglars
are escaping in a motor-cycle and side-car
when the machine breaks down on the
marshes, The boys follow, and watch them
from behind a stack of reeds.

(Now read on.)

Capturing the Treasure !

HE hearts of the boys beat thick and
fast as they crouched behind their
shelter of reeds, watching their
pursuers as they tinkered at the

motot-cycle.

The words of the ruffians left no doubt
in their minds that they were armed, and
would not scruple to use their arms against
boy or man. And against the automatics
of these two desperadoes they hnd only
Wobls's boomerang, if the slender camou-
flage of the motor-car as a reedstack werc
penetrated.

Jim Ready felt himsell go hot all over, and
Stickjaw felt that his nose was tickling.

“If 1 don't sneeze, I shall die!" he thought
&q l|1.allnse!f. “And if I do sneeze, we shall all
ie!

Ife conquered the sneeze, however.

Lung ran his band down the side of his
Ieg.‘ Lung was not Chinese for nothing.
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Against bhias calf, strapped thcre by a care-
fully-folded puttee, was a lacquer sheath, and
in that lacquer sheath was a short sword,

which the Japaness call the “Sword of
Honour,” a razor-like blade, so sharp that
it would cut through a bit of tissue-paper.
This sword Lung was prepared to whip out
of its sheath if the two ruffans came for
them across the dyke.

Wobby had his left hand on the kangaroo's
muzzle to keep him motionless, and Nobby
understood that he was to remain absolutely
still and nct to give his chums away,

Three minutes passed, which seemed like
three hours. Then the burglars' eycle got on
the move, and off they weut down the rough
marsh road heading for the old lighthouse.

They had not even suspected that the
innocent stack of reeds hid their quarry.

Wobby gave a sigh of relief as the ratile
of the motor died down in the distance.

“Spare me days!” said he. “I thought we
were in for the cold meat stakes that time!
Those are the real bad boys of Badville, and
it they catch us they will shoot, and won't
worry if they hurt us. Did you hear them,
boys? Ten in the gang—five of them pinched,
and five to share the treasure! That will
make ’em red-hot on our trail. We are play-
ing for bjg stakes.”

He threw down the masking of reed from
the car.

“Now we are for Whitchurch Castle—
across the marshes!” he continued. “In you
get, boys. These planks will help us to cross
any dykes that cut up the marsh!”

Away they went again, the car lurching
and rolling over the marshes, making for
the sea.

Hares scuttled away before them, and
curlews piped dismally as they were startled
from their feeding by the strange machine
that rattled and bacged over the rough
marshiand,

‘There was a snorting and a pulling in front
of them, and Wobby switched on his lights
and slowed down, nearly colliding with the
head of a lurge bull, which appeared sur-
trounded by a balo of mist.

The bull swung round and stampeded off,
not without a jolt from the bonnet of the
car to help him on the road.

There wus a thundering and stampeding of
hoofs on the marsh, and they saw the
illmdows of the half-wild steers cireling round

hem.

“Mustn’t hit any of those bcefs, or we
are done!” muttered Wobby, as he drove
more carefully.

He pulled up suddenly as a sudden ehill
and the smell of water in the air told him
that he was at the edge of ouec of the

NSWERS

EVERY MONDAY__pRicE 2°

dykes that was filling the air with the
sheltering fog.

“Planks, pugs!” he ordered.

In a few seconds the planks were in place,
and the car was driven over the dyke into
the next marsh, taking up her bridge after
her.

Iive marshes they crossed in this fashiom.
Then they came upon a rough path into a
country of gates

Here were the sheep-marshes, and six gates
were passed, till, at last, they found them-
selves upon shingle.

They touched the fringe of the great Whit-
church beaches, which stretched for miles to
the sea, and over these Wobby drove reck-
lessly, the wheels skidding as they sent
the stones flying, or ploughed through low-
growing clumps of dwarl sloes.

They were getting mear the sca now, for
they could smell the salt tang in the air.
When Wobby at last stopped the car, almost
touching a great shape of ruin that rose from
the shingle, they could hear the regular beat
and rattle of the waves on the yet distant
shores of the great shingle banka.

Whitchurch Castle!” announced Wobby
as though he were driving a bus.  “Now we've
got to do a bit of ‘be quick,’ boys before
those two pebs get round the old lighthouse
and_come ~n here! Can you all use cutties?”

“Rather!” replied Jim.

“Well, there's plenty of stomes here,” said
Wobby, “so we won't be short of ammuni-
tion. Here you are, boys!”

Diving into the corner of the driving-seat,
he brought forth four catapults, which he
served out to his followers.

“They are some catties, boya!” he announced
“Made ‘em myself, 1 did. The prongs are
of stringy bark, and the rubbers are the best
made in the world! If those tugs turn up
here with their guns we are nearly as good
as they are. A stone from one of thoso
little weps will make a nigger how! at a
hundred and fifty yards.”

These were indeed magnificent specimens
of that primitive weapon the eatapult that
Wobby handed round. The boys tried them.
and four large pebbles whistled away through
the air, in a style that made them feel that
they had never handled a catapult before.

These weapons gave them new confidence in
themselves.

“Now, boys,” said Wobby, “we've got the
weapons, and we've gob the castle. We nre
doing all right. Let us find the way in.”

Fle led them round the wall of the great
edifice.

“There onght to be some sort of a gate,”
he said, looking round.

“I believe it is round here,” said Jim
Ready. “I once came here when [ was a
little chap, but I don't remember much
about it, and it's so thick that I seem to
remember less now the place is before me.
{ am sure though there was a big castle
gate left amongst the ruins and a sort of
wo:gen gate built into it, to keep the cattle
on

"t‘rnmba!“ exclaimed Wobby., “Why do
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they want to keep the catile out of a
fossilised old ruin like this?”

“Why,” replied Jim, “there are all soris
of corners inside the walls, and wells, where
a cow might [all down and break herself
upl?

“Pardon my Iignorance, old cobber,” Tre-
plied Wobby, with great satisfaction. *“We
don't have any castles in Australia. We

haven't been long enough there to build any.
It’s a well that I am looking for, though.
Lead on, my right trusty knight, apd if we
jump the joint, and get a mortgage on the
hidden boodle, despite the maladvised
machinations of these snake-headed tugs who
would queer our pitch, 1 warrant thee, fair
sir, that thou shalt be rewarded right kingly
for thy guidance, and preadventure have
the chance of putting the stoush on one of
these scurvy and recreant kmaves who would
back their barrer into our fair cinprises!”

The boys could not help laughing at
Wobby's mixture of the oldest of the old
and the newest of the new in the English
lapguage.

The mist seemed to lift mow, for a sea-wind
was blowing. Jim guided his party round the
great crumbling walls of the old castle,
racking his broin for a memory of the old

atelrouse—a childish memory, which seemed

o evade him like a drcam.

The great moant of the castle had long
since been filled by the drifting a)}lngle. and
they had to follow a high wall which seemed
blank of all gateways.

“Qee whiz!” muttered Wobby, in sdmira-
tion. “We've got nothing like this in our
country! 1 wonder who had the merve to
build such & erib?” 3

“Jt wa Henry the Third,” answered Jim.

“@Good old Hen!"” said Wobh{vnppmvinsly.
“He was o master builder! e've walked
round the old castle three times already, and
there isn't a gate to the place at all.
Maybe, when he wanted to get into his old
castle, he was hoisted in on a rope!”

Wobby's speculations were c¢ut short by
the loom of a vast archway in the mist.

“Here is the gate!” said Jim.

The boys strode up to the archway over
the shingle. BSure enough, as Jim had re-
membered, here: were gates of light; tarred
hattens, put there to close the castle against
the cat.b?e which sometimes strayed from
the marshes to seek the short, fine grass
which grew amongst the ruins.

Nothing but a button secured these gates,
und Jim opened them readily.

“That's the jolly talk!" exclaimed Wobby
joyfully. *“The old chatean ain’t such a
stif prop as it looked! Wait here, and
bold Nobby whilst I briog the bus round to
this stately portal.”

He darted off over the shingle, and soon
the hoys heard the car tyres grinding over
the_pebbles, .

“In we go, boys!" said Wobhby, steering
the car under the great gateway., ‘‘Any
more gates to this old show?"”

“]1 don't remember,” answered Jim.

“Right-ho! We'll close this one, at any
rate!” replied Wobby, as he brought the car
to a standstill in a vast courtyard, where
rose the great mound which was once the
stately kecf of this ancient fortress. “Now,
Jimmo, rack your head, and try to remember
where you saw a well in this little old ruin
last time you were here.”

Jim could remember only a deep hole down
which he had watched the boys dropping
rtones when he was ever sueh a little chap.
He could remember the childish fear of the
dark depths of the well and of the hollow
splash of the stones as they fell into the
water far below.

His common-scnse told him that, if the
keep were the inner fortress of this aneient
stronghold, it was likely that this well,
which he had scen so many years ago, had
been the main water supply of the castle.

“This way, boys!" he said.

He led his chums up the great ramp
of earth-covered stome which showed where
the massive keep had been razed to the
vround during the wafs of the Roses.

“Crumhs!”  exclaimed the . irrepressible
Wobby, as they climbed the huge maound.
“If this be part of the [fair castlec of
Henry I11., some of his dukes, earls, and
other gentles mast have soured on him and
vot in the dirty left on his property.  It's
more like & coal dump than a eastle!”

The hoys gained the top of the rampart.
which hollowed like a cup or crater, and
dgwn this they slid, coming to a stop at
a well kerh of masonvy, still  furnished
with a small wooden hood and winding drum.

Jim picked up a stone and dropped it into
the well. He heard the splash, not so very
54: below, as it had seemed in his childish
ays.

“This is the well, Wobby!"” he sald.

Wobby drew from his pocket his electric-
torch and the notebook which he had taken
from the pocket of the captured burglar.
In this he carefully studied a detailed plan
and notes.

“*@et across the soft ground to the
stone,"” he read. ™' Mark the hole in the
wrapping of the parcel. Two bundred and
fiftty paces, and Pussy's in the—""

_ “What does that all mean?” asked Stick-

jaw.

“Nothing to you, my gentle boy,” replied
Wobby, with a grin, “but a lot to us who
make our own Nancy Palarni as we go
along, It is disguised words, same as they
use in the agony column of the newspapers.
Let me translate it. To * get across the soft
ground to the stone’ means to cross the
marshes to the shingle bheach. The * hole
in the wrapping of the parcel ' means the
gate in the wall of the castle, if it means
anything. *Two hundred und fifty paces
and Pussy's in the' means two hundred
and fifty paces S.8.E. from the gate and
we come on the spot where the Tantivy
plate and Lord Bradbury’s stuff is hidden,
till there is a chance of shipping it out of
the country. Pussy is in the well!”

“How are we going to get down into the
well?” asked Stickjaw. “There’'s no rope
or bucket.”

“The drum is sound,” replied Wobby, “and
Jim is a feather-weight. Mis name is Ready,
and I suppose he is ready to go down into
the well and get wet!™

“Rather!” replied Jim, eager to take his
part in the adventure.

“I've got the rope,” replied Wobby, “und
we must be quick about it.,”

He ran up the bank of the keep to the car,
which had been bacKed into the deep shadows
of the ruins. Soon he was back with a coil
of strong rope, which he threw over the
rum. He then slipped a bowline into the

rope.

*Now, Jimmo,” he said, “1 have a notion
that you will ind the old well nearly dry.
You have got to ber that th d:
of people have visited this eold castle and
that everyone throws a stone into the well
to sce how deep it is. In the course of years
it doesn't take long to fill a big hole in
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this fashion, and this well is not so very wide.
We'll lower you down, and you can whistle
when you find yourself swimming.”

Jim slipped into the bight of the rope and
swung himself into the narrow mouth of the
well. He had Wobby's eleciric-toreh, and
he switched it on as he swung over the
abyss.

The boys lowered him slowly and carefully,
Jim saw the dripping wasonry of the walls,
covered with thick moss, slowly rising. Now
und then he bumped against the side of the
weil as he swung. Then he gave a whistle as
a signal to his chums to stop lowering.

“What’s up?” called Wobby from ahove.

“Nothing,” replied Jim. “I wanted to
have a look at the wall of the well here,
that's all. Someone has been lowering a
parcel or case down here; there is a big
graze and scraping on the moss of the wall.”

“That's the ticket!” called Wobby en-
couragingly. “Down you go!”

There was not far to travel. Jim was
lowered another six feet, when his feet
touched water. Then they crunched on =z
bed of pebbles, and his knee struck against &
large and bulky parcel.

It was a huge canvas sack, and it lay
against a couple of heavy boxes. Behind
it_lay another canvas sack, which bulged
with the shapes of a very solid contents.

There was not a foot of water in the old
well. As Wobby lad foreteld, it was halt
full of pebbles, thrown into it by countless
wenerations of visitors.

Jim whistled again.

“Hallo!" answered Wobby.

“I'm on the floor of the well!” said Jim in
excited tomes. "I say, Wobby! There are
two canvas sacks and two boxes down nerel”

“Ha, ha!” exclaimed Wobby. “We've
found the caitiffs’ treasure! Can you climb
the rope, Jim, when you have made it fast
to the top bundle?”

“Why do you want me to climb the
rope?” asked Jim.

“Why, gentle youth.,” responded Wobby,
his voice sounding hollow im the narrow
shaft, “those bags and boxes down there
are heavy, and we want your help to hike
‘em out. If the rope broke, and you got old
Tantivy's plate on your head, you wouldn't
hwml‘& your breakfast in the morning, I'll

Ji'm .realised the foresizht of Wobby's
words, though he eould not help laughing
at Wobby's care fuor his neck after that

Jim slipped into tha bight of the rope and swung hirmself into the narrow
He switched on his electric torch as his chums
lowered him carefully.

mouth of the waell.
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desperate breakneck dash into the Smugglers’
Punchbowl. B

He further realised Wobby's common-sense
when he tried to shift the first bag to pet
tho rope under it, for e found the weight
far beyond his strength,

The bag was strapped heavily with leather,
and on each sido were handles of dressed
hemp rope, so Jim contented himself with
running the rope round the bag through these
handles, and making it fast.

Then he climbed up to the drum and
swung himself on to the kerb.

“All fast down below, Jiimmo?" asked
Wobby.

J_"As good as I cam make it!" answered

m

im.

“Heave up, then, boys!” ordered their
leader.

The drum creaked and groaned under the
weight of the bag the boys were hoisting,
and it needed all their strength to recover
the rope and to prevent the bag of treasure
from getting away with them and dumping
to the bottom of the well again.

With a mighty heave, the great, weighty
sack was brouﬁhl. to the well kerb and
toppled on to the ground with soft, metallic
crunching, which told well enough what the
contents were,

“I should say from the weight and the
sound of that packet that it®is old Tantivy's
gold dinner service, the ome that he has
out when Royalty dines with him!” said
Wobby. “Fancy! pold dinner service,
boys! It would serve him right to lose it.
putting on such dorg. Now the rest!”

The operation was repeated, and Jim
went thrice more down the wel!, making the
tope fast, and climbing up again.

The whole of the treasure was soon on the
ground.

Wobby unfastened the neck of the big sack,
:‘-)l;i;h was secured by a strong lashing cf
He took just one peep into it, flashing the
electrie-torech into fold after fold of wash-
leather bags, which, being opencd, showed
the dull rich sheen of gold.
et is the boodle all right, nugs!” he said.
‘Next thing is to split some of it up into
our bags. " We can't heave this big sack
about. ~ It’s beyond our strength.”

Suddenly he lifted his head from the sack,
ané!. listening intently, sniffed the air like

a dog.
“Got to fight for it first, though, I think,”

he added, in a matter of fact tone. “Here

come that brace of tugs who talk so easily

of switching off our lights. They have been

*

-

round the old lighthouse, and now they are
dead on our trail!”

At a distance the boys could hear the
coughing of the motor-cycle and side-car as
it struggled across the lomely shingle beach
towards the castle.

“I don’t like the police!” said Wobby
thoughtfully. “But 1 would give a year's
pocket-money for the sight of a good fat
policeman coming over the top of the bank
now. There's no one to help us out here.
We've got to hold the fort on our own.
Fill your pockets with nice-sized pebrgles.
boys; those catties will throw a good-sized
bullet. Then to the top of the bank!"

T breathlessly for the rattle of the
engine of the motor-cycle.

They caught its rattle along the rough
road which led towards the old lighthouse,
and which ended in a bank of shingle some
three hundred yards from the castle ruins.

Presently the engine stopped. .

“They've hit the pebbles,” whispered
Wobby. “Now they are advancing on foot
to the castle.”

“The mist is clearing,” muttered Jim.

This was true gh The mist-banks
from the sea were dispersing under a fresh
wind that was working its way from the west
up-Channel, And the wind was driving back
the mist from the marshes.

It scemed to draw aside from the castle
ruins like a curtain, and, lying on the top
of the bank, the boys had a clear view
through the dark arch of the old gateway.

Presently they saw two dark figures show
against the bars.

“Here they are!”
crouching low, with his
kangaroo’s peck,

They heard the two men shaking the bat.
ten gate in the archway, which Wobby had
deftly secured with a couple of three-inch
screws.

It was plain that the very fact that the
gate was closed aroused their suspicions,
for they moved round cautiously hehind the
bars of the gate, looking like two caged wild
beasts as they strove to pick up tracks in
the shingle.

These they scon found, for the
Rolls-Ford had dropped a dab o
from the engine on the stones.

In a few seconds the two rascals were at

The Attack!

HE boys scrambled to the top of the
bank of the old keep, listening

whispered Wobby,
arm round the

allant old
spent oil

work upon the gate.

“IN DEEP DISGRACE!”
(Continued from page 15.)

back

“It’s frightfully unfortunate
I can explain to Arthur and Ernest.
foreseen this?”

“*Nobody could,” said Doria bravely.
self, But we shall have to go on to

how it happened.
““Of course! But it's rotten!
suppose.” Cardew looked at his watch.

Lexham in the car and make sure.
IIigden 4

of a grin.

“We can get to Lexham Station, and you can get Aunt
Catherine’s trap there just as if you'd come by train,” said
“We shall do it easily by seven.

Cardew.
best now.”

*“It seems to me the only thing to be done,” said Ethel.
Doris nodded, and Ralph Reckness Cardew stepped back

into the car.

“Lexham Station!" he said to the chauffeur.

And the car buzzed off rapidly, smoothly, guite as'if there
It was a pleasant enough
ardew was entertaining company when he exerted
The two girls were only troubled
by the thought of their Frien{]s' disappointment at St. Jim’s,

were nothin
drive, and
himself—as

at all wrong with it.
he did now.
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" said Cardew.
But who could have

“Don't blame your-
sell Lexham; we'd better
drive back to Waxland now. You will tell Ernest and Frank

Nothing else to be done, I
“By Jove, we shall
hardly catch the train at Wayland either!
Is it quite reliable now,

Perfectly, sir!"” said the chauffeur, with the faintest ghost

r six mon . annum; 4a. 5d.
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“Of course,

N
he, sir?”
etter run on to

“Yes, sir—"

all s
I—1 think that's | “ego]

“Jest in time,

“He did, Higden.
cover our little run?”
“(Certainly, sir!”

“Will there be any chango?”

“Will you oblige me Ly keepin’ it, Higden?
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To two old and practised hands, such a
barrier offered no more resistance than a
sheet of tissue-paper. Out came. fnely-
tempered pocket-saws, and out came x
couple of bars of the gate in a few seconda.

“Wish_we'd left the boodle in the well,”
muttered Wobby. “But it's no good talking
pow. These lads have got us proper!t”

The two men stepped through the hole in
the gate, and turned to examine the
fasteniogs. Those two bright screw-heads,
newly driven and unrusted by the damps of
the night, told their tale.

They turned swiftly in the gateway, look-
ing from side to side as they advanced
towards the keep, gun in hand.

Strange to say, they did mnot secm to
notice the car which Wobby had driven
well into the shadow of a great, buttressed
chamber in the ruins, The ivy hung here
in great masses and shrouded the car.

“Come along, Ted!” they heard one of the
ruffians call to the other. *“Those young
devils are here. How they got here is a
masterpiece. But they are here all right.”

He advanced straight on the bank of the
ruined keep. .

“Game's up, boys!" said Wobby. “No
rood hidinﬁ; We start the fight. In case
anything happens, I'll give them fair
warning.” He put up his head cautiously.
“Hoy !"” he called.

The two sinister figures came to a stand-
still at the bottom of the bunk in the moon-
igh

light.

“Who's that?" demanded the man.

“The Pebs of Pebbly Beach!” replied
Wobby. “Wa know all about you and your
little games. You are the two lads whose
machine broke down by the old reedstack on
the marshes awbile since.”

“And what about that?" demanded the
man.

“Well, we were the reedstack!” replied
Wobby boldly *“And we heard you threaten
to murder us. So you had better stop where
you are, before we jump the joint and start
murdering you!"

There was a dead silence

It was plain that the two rullians were
taken aback by Wobby’s bold annourcement.

The man who had not yet spoken took a
hand in the game.

“So0, my lads, we've caught you!" he eald,
in a harsh, grating voice.

“On the contrary.” replied Wobby coolly,
“we've caught you!"

{There will be another splendid long
instalment of this magnificent Serial
next teeelk!)

b4
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When Lexham Station was reached, at seven o'clock, and
the two girls had been handed into the waiting trap, and
Cardew had said good-bye, the dandy of the Fourth leaned
on the car cushions as Higden started for St. Ji
He smiled, but he was in a thoughtful mood. It was a long
run without a stop, and the car covered the miles in great
style without a hint ¢f a breakdown. i ]
the gates of St. Jim’s, Cardew alighted and smiled pensively
as he met the chauffeur’s eye. .

Do you ever read Shakespeare, Higden?” he asked.

The driver blinked.

“’Ad 'im at school, sir,” he answered.

“Then no doubt you remember some lines from ¢ Hamlet.’
Was it * Hamlet ’? y
johnn;:ri remarked, ‘ I must be cruel, only to be kind.

Jim's.

When it stopped at

The dear old

I think it was ‘ Hamlet.’

Let me see! Will a five-pound note

Good-

“Good-evening, sir!”

Ralph Reckness Cardew sauntered in at the school
He murmured those Shakespearian lines as he saunfered:

* ¢ I must be cruel, only to be kind! i
Thus bad begins, but worse remains behind.’

“Poor little me!” murmured Cardew.
only to be kind, and now I've got to face the worse that
remains behind! What a life!” y .
Master Cardew!” said "Taggles grimly,
rattling his keys as he came down to the gates.

Cardew stopped and looked at the old porter.

ates,

“I've been cruel
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“Dear _old Tagﬁles"’ he said. ‘““It’s a pleasure lo see you
again. “T'm aw aorry to deprive you of the pleasure of
reportin’ me late, Taggles—I know 1t’s hard. But it may
comfort you to know that I'm booked for trouble anyhow,
deﬁrHOIld: o an.’ o
u grunted Taggles,
“Has Levnson ,come in, old top?”?
“Huh! Yes.”
“And Tom Merry?”
“Yes. Youre in the way of the gate, Master Carde\v
“Am I?” said Cardew, without movmg , I see I
am. Did the fellows look at all cross when they came in,
Taggles?”
‘““Never noticed,” said Taggles.
um way, Master Cardew”’
“When I've finished enjoyin' your conversation, Taggles.
Have you ever been cruel ouly to be kind, Taggles?” asked
Cardew, with great gravity.
o Lor, Master Cardew!”

“Will you step out of

LIBRARY. 19

“It’s no end of a worry, Taggles. I'm expectin’ to have
my head punched by at least two or three fellows—Levison,
first; then Gussy, and perhaps young Frank.”

“yill you let me close this ’ere gate? Or shall I 'ave to
bung it ‘into you, Master Cardew?” asked Taggles in a
sulp urous voice.

“On reflection, I will let you close it, T gles.” Cardew
stepped aside and glanced at his watch. aggles, you are
two minutes late in closin’ the gates. That is a serious
dereliction ui duty, Taggles. It will be my painful duty to
report you.”

And Cardew walked on into the quad, leaving Taggles
blinking. He knew that there was trouble to come; but he
had saved Dons from the bitter pain of learning her brother’s
disgrace, and for that purpose Ralph Reckness Cirdew would
have faced much more serious trouble than awaited him
now. THE END.

(What will Levison and Gussy say when they know of
Cardew’s plot 7 Don’t miss next week’s splendid yarn!}
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Improvements, including Acetylens Gas Jot. Supplied
in 3 sizes: s d.
odel 1 .. 7 Post 1/~
n 2 .. 10 s Post 1/-.
3 16 Post 1/-.
Selection of 'Standard Films (50 1) GIVEN FREE
with all models.
BO-ft. Fitms, 1/3; post 4d. 100-ft. Films, 2/-; post 6d.
ILLUSTRATED GATALOGUE FREE on_ application.
Sati or Gash R
QRACE & CO., 81, Wood 8t., Cheapside, London, E.C.2,
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All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4
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Special Plate.

The Last Match
of the Season!
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Te SLiims Porfail Galle]:

Tom Merry Hits One Over The Pavilion!
(Another Splendid Art Portrait Study Next Week.)
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