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Introduce Tom Merry & Co. to Your Chums! 3

Thelulc

Aaslofthe
- Schoaoll

A Long Complete Tale of St. Jim’s, telling
how Ernest Levison is Barred by the School.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
A shindy at the Station,
i ITS a wotten posish 1"

Arthur Augustus the ornament  of the
Fourth Form at St. Jim's, "made that remark for
about the tenth time.

* Go hon!” murmured Blake.

“Weally, Blake, it is vewy wotten !”

“ We almost know it, by this time, Gussy,” remarked Tom
Merry.

£ “ren]]y, Tom Mewwy

“ The train’s szgnalle{l o remmkod Figgins.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy took off his eyeglass, polished it
slowly and carefully, and replaced it in his eye. There was
a deep cloud upon his aristocratic brow.

“For tha first time that T can wemembah,” he said
seriously, I am sowwy to see cousin Ethel's twain comin’
in."

There was quite a little army of St. Jim’s junicrs waiting
on the platform at Rylcombe Station. Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther represented the Shell. = Blake and
Herries, Digby and D’Arcy, represented the Fourth. And
Figgins & Co., of the New House, were there also—the last
thing in the world that George Figgins would have missed
was a chance of seeing cousin Ethel.

Farther along the platform stood Levison of the Fourth,
and his minor, Frank of the Third. They were looking down
the line, carefully ignoring the other St. Jim's party.

Tom Merry & Co. were just as carefully ignoring the two
Levisons,

Indeed, the two parties might have been the completest
atrangers to-each other, judging by their looks.

Only Frank Levison oceasionally stole a glance towards the
other party—a gluncr sad and wistful. And once *\r:hnr
Augustus, catching the fag’s eye, gave him an_encouraging
nod, to assure him that he did not share in the rigid sentence
of exclusion that had been passed on his brother. But that
nod was not received with gratitude by Levison minor. He
understood what it meant, and he flushed, and gave Arthur
Augustus a fierce look in response. Frank Levison did not
want friendliness from fellows who were not prepared to be
fiiendly towards his brother Ernest.

The train from Wayland Junction came in sight, far down
the line. Frank mnpul his brother’s arm.

i » ‘answered Levison of the Fourth moodily.
** They ll hr in the same carriage, Ernie—Doris and
Ethel,” amd Frank, in a low voice.

* Of course they will, as they're coming together.

“For goodness' sake, ie, try not to let Doy 2 what's
up!” whispered Frank. “She—she mayn’t notiee—if you're
careful E

“T'1l do my best.”

“Tf you'd been civil to D'Arcy—'

“Hang rey 1"

Frank Lc-nson sighed, and held his peace, In his brother’s
present obstinate, bitter mood, he knew that it was useless
to reason with him. His heart was heavy. Doris Levison
was _arriving with D’Arcy’s cotfsin Ethel. The Levisons
were to meet Doris, and Tom Merry & Co. were to meet
Ethel. The two girls were friends—and, so far as they knew,
Levison and Tom Merry & Co. were still friends. Instead
of which, as it happened, there wes a breach between
Levison and the Co, that could not possibly have been wider;
and they were not even on speaking terms.

_ The meeting was certain to be a very awkward one. But
it could not be helped,

Indeed, even Figgins, though Ethel's devoubt worshipper,
almost wished that sumﬂlhlng had happened to prevent her
visit—at least, in company with Doris Levison. And Fran
fond as he was of his sister, would have been glad if Do
had been kept away somehow, so ‘that there would be no
danger of her learning ber brother’s disgrace. But the two
girls were coming together; two parties, bitterly divided.
were there to meet them, and it was certain that both girls
would see at a glance that wommhmg was wrong. The visit
could scarcely be a success in the curious circumstances.

The local train from Wayland Junction came rumbling
into the station. All the juniors watched the windows
keenly for a glimpse of cousin Ethel and Daoris Levison.

They did not see either of them; but a girl's hat showed
at the window of one carriage, and- towards that carriage
Frank Levison ran. Figgins ran in the same direction at
the same moment., Both wanted to get the door open as the
train stopped.

“Rylcombe !” sang out the old porter.

The train clattered to a halt. Figgins and Frank Levison
reached the carringe . door together. Figgy, gently but
firmly, pushed Frank aside to open the door.

Lc\:nun of the l"uurlh saw the nctmu. and he made a
spring forward. grasp fell on Figgins' shoulder, and the
New House junior was jerked back from the carriage, so
suddenly and unexpectedly, that he went sprawling on his
back on the platform,

“Bai Jove!” o;acululcd Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

Figgins sat up dazedly.

“Why—what—what—"" he stuttered.

Frank Levison had the carriage: door open. But his face
was disappointed—Doris was not in the carringe. The hat
he had seen belonged to quite anoiher young i\ ly.

He stepped back, and looked along the train. Yiggins
was on his feet again, and he gave Levison of the Fourth a
very expressive look. But a look was all that he gave him
sticuffs were not to be thought of when cousin Ethel was
in the train, probably looking out.

Levison met his look with a sneer.

“Bai Jovel You uttah wottah, Levison!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, in a tond of suppressed wrath. *'Are you
lookin' for a wow when your sistah is on the twain—"

“0Oh, shut up!” snapped Levison.

As a matter of fact, Levison's eyes—the kecnest there—
had seen that neither Doris Levison nor cousin Ethel was
in the train at all. He was puzzled; but he was sure of it.
They were not there, though this undoubludlv was the train
by which they should have arrived. And as his sister was
not, after all, there, Levison saw no reason for controlling
the evil temper that surged up within him—an evil temper
long kept in check, but which his recent experiences had
brought out, more evil than in the worst of Levison's old
bad days.

“Levison,” gasped Arthur Augustus, “I—I will not touch”
you now, Levison, as my cousin is able to see us; but, latah
on, I-will give you a feahful thwashin’.”

“You've tried once, and it wasn’t a success!™ sneered
Levison. *“Try again!”

“I wefuse——  Ooooooh ! roared Arthur Augustus, as
Levison gave him a tap on his aristocratic nose.

It was rafher a hard tnp, and |t made the swell of St. Jim’s
stagger. The next of the gers alighting

’1 e Gea Lisnany.—No. 162.
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from _the train, forgetiul even of cousin Ethel, Arthur

Augustus rushed at his enemy. .

Levison of the Fourth met him half-way.

“Chuck that !’ roared Tom Merry. .

“ Ethel—" panted Figgins. “Gussy— Drag that cad
“away from him, you fellows.”

The juniors Ealhered round, with some
screening the fight from the eyes of the girls as they
alighted-from the train. Buf they did not alight. The train
had disgorged ils passengers, and was moving on again from
O Pheyihey’ve nol 1 exclaimed Figgins hlankl

“The; ey’'ve nol gome!” exclaimed Figgins blankly.

Tom Erryyllre\v a breath of relief. -

“Thank goodness—in the circumstances!” he said.

“Well, yes; but—"" Figgins broke off.

Lven he could not be sorry that cousin Ethel had not
arrived with Doris, to see her cousin fighting on the plat-
form with Doris’ brother,

The porter was hurrying up to the scene; but there was no
need for him to interfere. Tom Merry & Co. laid hauds on
lh‘e‘ two cembatants and dragged them apart by main force.

vague idea of

Weally, you fellahs—"" gasped Arthur Augustus.
“]‘lChu’Yg‘it!" said Blake. ** You can't fight here. Ethel
will—
“Bai Jove! What will Ethel think?' groaned Arthur
Avgustus, *“ Where is Ethel 7
o

he hasn’t come!”
* Gweat Scott!”
* Will you let me go?" aslked Levison, in a low, passionate
voice, trembling with rage. Three or four of the juniors had
hold of him, none too gentl §

“No!” said Figgins curtry; * IF you're ruffian enough to

kick up a shindy under Ethel's eyes—

‘“ ¥ou fool!"” hissed Levison. ‘I saw that they were not in
the train ™

“ Oh!” snid Figgins.

“Bai Jove! suppose even that wottah wouldn't have
kicked up a wow, if the ladies had been pwesent!” said Arthur
Augustus,

“Let him go,” said Tom Merry.
Levison 1"

Levison shrugged his shoulders, and moved away. Frank
rejoined him, with a troubled face. He was passionately loyal
to his brother’s cause. But Levison, even if wronged, as
Frank believed, by the general condemnation of the St. Jim’s
juniors, was putting himself in the ®rong now. It seemed
as if he were taking a delight in malicious unpleasantness for
its own sake.

Arthur Augustus retired to the waiting-room to put himself
to rights after the struggle on the platform. After that, he
carefully kept at a distance from the Levisons. The juniors
had decided to wait for the next train—concluding that Ethel
and Doris had lost the connection at Wayland Junction.
Levison, apparently, had come to the same decision, for he
remained on the pﬂtt[erm with Frank.

Fhere was three-quarters of an hour to wait for the next
train; and when it came in there was another disappointment.
The girls had not arrived by it.

“Can’t be coming!” said Tom Merry.
turned up to stop them.”

i But Ethel would have let us know, deah boy!"

“ May be a telegram for us at the school now.”

* Yaas, wathah—that's poss.”

“ No good waiting for any more trains!” said Blake.
" They can’t be coming. Can’t say Fm sorry, on the whole—
ag Ethel had Doris with her. It would have been horribly
awkward on all sides.”

Figgins nodded, i.hnuqh his rugged face was clouded.

*1 dare say it's best,” he said. * But—but I hope nothing’s
lmug;ned to them :

“Rot! What could have happened " grunted Blake.

* Well, nothing, I suppose!” confessed Figgins.
* It's odd,” said Tom. * But it's no good staying here.
Let’s cut!”

And the army of juniors marched off the platform. Levison
was left there, with Frank, his brow moody and thoughtful.

“ They've gone straight on to Lexham, to Aunt Catherine’s,
Ernest,” said the fag, at last.

“T can’t understand it,” said Levison, wrinkling his brows.
“ Doris said positively she would come by the three train
with Ethel Cleveland—and FEthel must have told D'Arcy
the same, as that crew were here for the train. Something
must have happened.”

Frank caught his breath.

* Ernie—an accident——"

“ No; that’s not likely. But something—I can't catch on
to it.” vison gave an impatient shrug of the shoulders.
“* Well, it's all for the best. I'll manage somehow that Doris
doesn’t come in company with D'Arcy's cousin next time.
We may as well get off.”

And the Levisons, major and minor, left the station, and
walked back to 8t. Jim's in the wake of Tom Merry & Co.

Tre Geu Liprary.—No. 762,

‘“ Keep your distance,

“ Something’s

‘
“

Both parties expected to find a telegram there. But there
was no telegram. And Tom Merry & Co., ‘and the Levisons,
could only wonder what had happened—with a growing
Uneasiness, * -

E CHAPTER 2.
Arthur Augustus is Wrathy.

ALPH RECKNESS CARDEW of the Fourth Form
sauntered across the quadrangle at St. Jim’s towards
the School House, humming a tune. The shadows
of the old ehus were len Eenmg in the quad; the

ates were locked. Sidney Clive, from the steps of the School

ouse, called to his study-mate.

“ Do you want to miss call-over, Cardew 1"

“ Not specially!” yawned Cardew.

“ (et a move on, then, you slacker

Cardew joined his study-mate on the steps, and they went
into the School House together. The dandy of the Fourth
had returned just in time for evening call-over. There was
a general movement of fellows towards Big Hall, where Mr.
Railton was to take the roll. Cardew went with Clive—
glaneing round for his other study-mate, Levison, Up to a
very short time ago, the three chums of Study No. 9 had
been inseparabl: ifferent as-they were in most things. Buf
Levison of the Fourth did not join Clive and Cardew now—he
did not even seem to see them as he went into the hall—quite
alone, though in the midst of a crowd.

Blake & Co. came in together, and they passed close by
Levison without becoming aware of his existence. The
Teretble Three, going to the ranks of the Shell, were con-
scious of a bitter glance from Levison of the Fourth, without
heeding it, or taking note of it in any way whatever, vison
was in the midst of the Fourth, quite zlone there—even Baggy
Trimble did not favour him \Viﬁ'l a sign of recognition. End
a fellow who was beneath Baggy's notice must have been
dawn very deep indeed. Only Irom the Third Form, Frank
glanced across at his brother, pale and troubled. Levison’s
disgrace seemed to hit his minor harder than himself.” Eevi-
son of the Fourth, like Pharach of old, hardened his heart;V
but Frank showed plainly enough in his fuce what he felt.

““ Cheer up, old Emm!" Wnl?y of the Third whispered in
Frauk's ear. ?

Keep a stiff upperlip, you know,” advized Manners
minor. 5

“Eh! What do you mean?'" muttered Frank.

Wally chuckled. =

* My dear old nut, you've got a face as long as a fiddle;
he said. “ Hasn't he, Reggie ! :

* Longer!" said Manners minor. 2

“Never mind your jolly old major,” continued Wally
D'Arcy. * Dash it all, T don’t pull a long face when my
major is up against it! Haven't we got troubles enough of
our own in the Third 7" ~

“ Plenty!” assented Reggie Manners.

Frank Levison did not %l.eed. His eyes-were fixed on his
brother in the distance, and his heart was heavy—too heavy
for his fag chums to be able to give him comfort.

Mr. Railton was calling the roll, and the St. Jim’s fellows
answered to their names one by one. Ralph Reckness
Cardew, as he stood with the Fourth, g‘hnmd lazily about
him, with a. smile lurking on his lips. There was werry to
be read in the noble brow of Arthur Augustus D'Arey;
Cardew knew what he was thinking of. There was no news
from Ithel, and Arthur Augustus was beginning to think
that there must have been some aceident. It wasoot like Ethel
to break an engagement in this way, unless for a very strong
reason indeed. . &

When roll-call was finished, and the St. Jim's fellows
streamed out of hall, Cardew jomed Study No. 6, and tapped
Arthur Augustus on the elbow.

“Tt seems that the young ladics did nob arrive,” he
murmured.

“ Yaas, that is so!” said Arthur Augustus. “ I am gettin’
wathah anxious, Cardew, as there is no telegwam or
anythin’.”

“ Tt all right!” i

“Eh? How do you know it’s all wight, Cardew 2*

“ Miss Cleveland and Misg Doris went right on to Lexham,”
said_Cardew.

“TImposs!” said Arthur Augustus. * My cousin awwanged
ta %411 in at St. Jim’s, and she would not disappoint me for
nothin’.”

“ How do you know, Cardew ?” broke in Jack Blake.

“1 met the ladies in Wayland,” said Cardew,

“ Bai Jovel!”

“ You did 7"’ exclaimed Herries

* Little me!”

“ 0Oh! So that's where you've been!’ said Digby.

“That's!” assented Cardew.

“ Weally, I do not quite catch on. Do you mean that m
cousin told you she was goin’ wight on to Lexham(” atlws
Arthur Augustus.

r
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The swoll of §t. Jim's made a jump at Cardew and

him hould “ No:

wottah ! " he gasped. Cardew sat tight.
su;

Arthur Augustus D" Aray ;zul!nd e hieL, oertinrl BTN bl Stremmtis
ddenly Cardew yielded, and the two went sprawling on the carpet.

w come out of that chair, you
Then

(See page 8.)

“Tll tell you exactly imw it happened, dear man,” said

Cardew, in his easy drawl. ** There was a car—
“ A cah 1"’ repeated D'Arcy.

“ Yes—a car! Buttin' |nlo the affair in my usual tactless
way, T prevailed upon the ladies to come from Wayland by
nnr, instead of takin' the local train.”

Arthur Augustus knitted his brows,

“You were awah that we were waiti
lhr‘m to come by the local train, Cardew?

“Quite.”

“You must have'deceived Miss Cleveland somehow, or
she uau|d nevah have left us waitin' there for nothin’.

't that a rather strong expression?"” murmured Cardew.
"\hss Cleveland may have inferred from my remarks that
the car was a new arrangement in the place of the old. In
that case, nn(nmlly, she would not suppose that you were
“mun at Rylcombe.”

““Bai Jove! You ifterfewin’ wottah——"

“Hold on,” said Blake quietly., Supposing that Cardew
butted in with a car, that's no reason why cousin Ethel
shouldn’t get here. A ear would be quicker than the local
train. Why didn’ arrive, Cardew? What rotten jape
have you been pla

Cardew looked pained.

% Jape" he repeated. Do you really think me capable
of ;;me young ladies, Blake?’

It looks like it!"” grunted Herries.

“Pai Jove! I hardly think Cardew would be
extwemely wepwehensible conduct as that,
pway explain, Cardew- 2

* The chauffeur took the wrong road,” said Cardew gravi ely.

“That wouldn’t account,” said Blake grimly. “Ie woul d
lum found the ﬂght road again.”

““Yaas, wathah !”

‘“ There was a breakdown——""

“The car broke down?" asked

“Yes.”

' at Wylcombe for

uilty of such
deah boys. But

Dig.

“Bai Jove! That was fwightfully unluckay,” said Arthur
Augustus unsuspiciously ; while Blake and Herries and Dig

cion indeed. “So

looked at Cardew with very strong sus)
hat——"

“It was somethin' to do with a magneto or somethin’,
accordin’ to the chauffeur,” drawled Cardew. ‘ Wasted a lot
of time. Left us just time.enough to run straight on to

Lexham, and land cousin Ethel and Doris at Aunt
Catherine’s. They both sent messages of regret; it was a

grpat d!wppmnlmem to them.”

Yaas, T suppose so. Of course, the bweakdown couldn't
be helped,” said Arthur Augustus. “I have been stwanded
like that myself. Howevah, thank goodness there has not
been an atecident, as I had Lm;zun to feah! Nobody was hurt
when the cah bwoke down, ardew 1"

b, no; only a stoppage!”

“Then lhe\r re at Lexham now?!"” asked Blake.

Cardew nodded.

“Under the hospitable wing of Aunt Catherine,” he said.
“I left them safe and sound al Lexham, and scooted back
kere as fast as the car could go, to let you fellows kmow it
was all right.”

hat 3a all vowy well,” said Arthur Augustus wurmly
“But it vmuhl not have happened if you had not butted in,
Cardew?’

“True, O king!”

“You had no wight whatevah to butt in, and lead Ethel to
suppose that a new awwangement had been made—"

T know 1"
=, del have uttahly mucked up the aftahnoon for erewy-

“Alas!” sighed Cardew.

“It was a feahful cheek on your part, Cardew, to interfere
at all!” said D’Arcy hotly.

* Ask any fellow who knows me,” said Cardew, “and he
will tell you that a iendm trait in my character is fearful
cheek. Neck, in fact.”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“* Do you think, Cardew, that you will be allowed to play a
wotten twick like this, without bein' called to account!” he
asKe
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G Have You Won One of Our Delicious Tuck Hampers Yet P—

“Not at all! Here I am,” said Cardew negligently,
“facin’ the musie with, I trust, equanimity an’ fortitude.
Name the fiddy punisfment, and I'll try to bear it. Is it
‘boilin’ in oil?” -

* Weally, Cardew—-"" A

“Or are you goin' to crush me with a glance?” asked
Cardew. *Give 1t a name, dear man, so that I can screw
up my courage to the stickin’ point to face it.”

“Yon cheeky wottah!” shouted Arthur Augustus. I am
goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’ for buttin’ into my
bizney in this wotten way!”

“Hear, hear!” said Herries.

“When will it be convenient to you to meet me in the
gym, Cardew?” demanded Arthur Augustus.

*Never!”

“If you wefuse, you howwid wottah—" .

“Not at all: I only remarked that it wouldn't be con-
venient,” explained Cardew, *“Name the hour of execution,
an’ T'll turn up; I ask only a short interval to make my
will first.”

“If you are not in the gym &l eight o'clock, Cardew, 1
shall come to your studay, and thwash you there!” said
Arthur Augustus,

“Will vou teally tnke all that trouble? What energy!l
This is what comes of stickin' te games and things, in the
strenwous way you do. It's a go!” said Cardew. Andhe
nodded cheerily to the chums of Study No. 6, and walked
away.

| CHAPTER 3,
A Mystery.

EVISON of the Fourth was in his study, with his
minor, when Ralph Reckness Cardew strolled in.
Sidney Clive was not to be seen. Since the trouble
had arisen in Study No, 9, Clive had fallen into a

habit of doing his prep in some other fellow’s study. The
South African junior was popular with all the Fourth, and
he wes welcome in any room along the Fourth Form

ssage. Levison wes standing with a moody scowl on his
{:;&i—?mnk was troubled and unquiet. Cardew could see
that they were discussing tho non-arrival of Doris Levison.
Frank was full of fears that there had been a railway
accident. Ernest Levison did not think so, but he was
worried. He did not look at Cardew as the dandy of the
Fourth strolled in.

“I've got some news for you, Levison!” drawled
Cardew.
“Keep it!" snapped Levison.
But Frank turned his eyes at once on Cardew.
“ About Doris,” he asked.
said Levison of the Fourth. “Is  that it

. I had the honour and pleasure of escortin’ the two
young ladies to Aunt Catherine’s at Lexham.”

“You did!” shouted Frank.

"My unworthy self!” assented Cardew.

Levison of the Fourth gave him a grim look.

“What trick have you been playing now?’ he asked.

“Dear man, don’t get your rag out!” said Cardew. “I'm
booked for a scrap with Gussy alveady, for buttin® in. 1
butted in with a car; led the dear girls to suppose that it
was artanged for them to come across to St. Jim’s by road
instead of rail, an’ bagged them,” explained Cardew. * The
arrangement was a genuine one—I made it myself! But I
didn't explain to them that it was entirely my own brilliant
idea,  They wouldn’t have agreed to leave so many
nﬂ'etsinuala relatives and friends hangin’ up at Rylcombe, if

had.”

““You cheeky sweep!” exclaimed Frank indignantly.

“Can it, dear boy—can it!” implored Cardew. “I've had
all that from the great Gussy! After we left Wayland
Junction, there was a chapter of giddy accidents. Nobody
hurt—that’s all right! First of all the chauffeur took the
yrong road—"

*“On your instructions!” snapped Levison.

“Dear man, you ought to be a lawyer!” said Cardew
admiringly. “‘Gussy never thought of guessin’ that. -~ Then
there was a breakdown, eight miles from anywhere—"

“You squared the chauffeur?”

“Did 17" said Cardew reflectively, “Well, it's barely
pessible that there’s somethin’ in it, e said somethin’
about a magneto: I don’t know what a magneto is, but I
let it go at that. The delay was considerable; car got goin'
again just in time to take the ladies on to Lexham, without
comin’ to St. Jim's at all. They sent no end of regrets. I
did my best to cheer them, but 1 am afraid they were bored,
Waitin’ in the car wasn’t half so excitin’ as what they’d have
seen at St. Jim's; frinstance, say, a ﬁght between Doris®
brother and Ethel’s cousin, or somethin’ of the kind of an
exhilaratin' nature.”

*Oh!” said Frank,
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Levison stared grimly at Cardew. He understood it all
now.. Tom Merry & Co., and Levison and his brother, had
been equally disiressed by the state of afinirs that cousin
Ethel and Doris would find when they reached St. Jims.
Cardew had “‘butted ” in to prevent the visit, and Levison
could not help feeling relieved. He had hardened his heart
to endure his disgrace; but it would have been gall and
wormwood to him for Doris to have seen how matters

stoed.

“It was like your cheek, Cardew!” said Frank, at last.

“I know it, dear youth!™

“You're sure that Doris and Ethel didn't suspect it was
a spoof breakdown, and catch on to something?"

Cardew smiled.

“ Quite.”

“Well it’s just as well,” said Frank, with a deep breath.
“ 1t was like Cardew’s cheek, Ernie, but—buot I'm glad.”

“TPime von got into the Third Form rcom if you don’t
want M. Selby after you, Frank,” said Levison.

“Right-ho " 5

Levison minor quitted the study, his face much more
cheerful now. He understood Cardew’s motives, and he was
glad that that painful meeting had not taken place, after
all, Cardew, the slacker of the Fourth, had put in a whole
afternoon-—-not to mention the expense of a car—to save
Doris Levison from learning that her brother was an outcast
in the school® It was like Cardew; he was always doing
what was most unexpected.

The dandy of the Fourth stretched himself in the arm-
chair, and crossed one elegant leg over the other. Lavison
stood looking at him with a mooedy brow, and Cardew
returned his gaze with a lazy, whimsical smile.

Levison understood as well as his minor did; and he was
glad—deeply relieved—that Doris had not come. But he
was not in a mood to feel grateful to anybody. =

Cardew  wondered wil quite undisturbed tranquillity
whether Ernest Levison was going to cut up rusty. Perhaps
Levison was not_certain for some minutes. But hegurned
away at last, and sat down at the table to work. }“‘i

Cardew watched him idly as he worked.

The black look was still on Levison’s face. It seldom left
him nnw. Nagither was he working with the keenness of
old. Since his reform, Levison of the Fourth had become
one of Mr. Lathom’s best pupils. But during the past
week or so, Mr. Lathom had had very serious faults to
find with Levison—careless and slovenly work, rti-
nence in the Form-room. Since the date of the G¥é§friars
match, when Levison had Elnymi up =o splendidly for
St. Jim’s, the unhappy boy had been on the down-grade,
and every day seemed to make a fresh difference. More
and more Ernest Levison was reverting to his old self—the
“old Levison ” who had been the blackest among the black
sheep of the school. 3

Cardew watched him, and wondered. &

Every fellow in the Lower School, excepting Frank, was
down on Levison of the Fourth. He was an utter
outcast now.

Even Cardew, who would have remained his friend, had
not helieved him- innocent of what was laid to his charge,
and Levison had repelled his friendship with scorn.

To most of the Eﬁluws the evil that Levison was now
showing came as no great surprise. The old Levison was
breaking out again, that was all. g

But Cardew, with all his carcless ways, was a keen
observer.. While Levison's guilt seemed beyond a shadow
of a doubt, Cardew’s doubts were growing stronger and
stronger. .

Levison shut up his books suddenly.

“ Not finished ?* asked Cardew.

“¥ea" .

“That won't satisfy Lathom in the mornin’."
“Hang Lathom!” said Levison briefly.
o ?zren't you goin’ to help me with my prep?”

e

*You used to be quite keen on it. Now you let me slack
about an’ pever urge me to do my giddy duty.”

Levison looked at him.

""!I’ve asked you before not to speak te me, Cardew,” he
said.

“T remember.”

“Well, don’t do it.”

“Dear man, you know how talkative I am,” urged Cardew.
“Must hear the music of my own dulcet tones. I'm not
doin’ any prep. I shall have trouble with the Lathom-bird
to-morrow. We’ll go through it together—what?”

Levison did not answer, He turned to the door.

* Hold on a minute, old bean,” said Cardew lazily.
got somethin’ to say.”

“1 don’t want to hear it."” ’

“Lend me your giddy ears, all tho same. You've never
told me why you had to leave Greyfriars, Levison.”

“And I don't intend to.”

“Tve
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staring at the moody Fourth-Former leaning on the gate.
4 I'm not coming in. Leave

Mr. Joseph Banks was quite glad to see tha three pigeons arrive to be plucked,

““ Come on, Levison,” said Racke,
" Qo and get on with your little game," said Levison,
me alone !' (See page 13.)

“Why not?”

“Because 1 don't choose.™

“Good man! Never satisfy idle curiosity, u<~t‘n€ul
Cardew. *But I don't believe what Trimble got from Bunte
when the Greyiriars fellows were over here.”

Levison turned on him,

“You don't believe it?"” he asked bitterly. “You don't
believe that I was kicked out of Greyfriars for robbing the
headmaster !

“No,"” said Cardew.

“Why not?” sneered Levison.

Bunter told Trlmhln) and
s, both of them.'
Nobody would have faken Bunter's word, or Trimble’s,

“Everybody else believes
they're both such truthful

either,” said Cardew. * You've onoly got yoursell to thank,
Levison.  It's easy enough to get the trulh out if you
like, and you won't do it. If you let the case go by
default, naturally you're considered guilty.’
“I know that.”
“You've got some reason,’
“Has that only just ocrllr:ml to yonu?’ asked Levison
bitierly.
“And you won't say what it "
“No,” said Levison, “I uou
#Not even to your old pal?” ed Cardew lightly. But
timugh hiz manner was light, ln eyes were earnest,
“I've got no pals,” said Lnu,o ﬂnl!\.
“And you could e\plﬂm if you liked?"
Yes. And I won't say a word,” said Levison, between
teeth. “Not a syllable! T had = reason for not putting

nble’s yarn to the test—a good reason. But it wasn’t
a-reason that I could shout all over the school. Tt was my
own business, anyhow. 1 didn't choose to leave St, Jim's,”
“Leave St. Jim's!” echoed Cardew, with a start.
#Tt might have come to that; it would have come to tl:'\!
I thought my friends had faith enongh in me to stand
me, even if T didn't disprove that fat ms cal's yarn.

hadn’t. I don't know that I blame them.” Levison ~1nu,:ged

his shoulders. “Before you came lLere I was a pretty hard
case. I reckoned I had lived it down; but that turns eut
to be a mistake. Give a dog a bad name and hang him.
It hasn't been so jolly easy to keep straight after what [
was. [ dare say it’s not in me to keep it up, anyway.
Perhaps they’re all right, Perhaps I'm a rotter past
praying for, as they all think. Well, T may as well have
the game as the name. Anyhow, I'm not geing to hE I;mnml
out of 8t. Jim's to please anybody. I'm helding on."

“But—but I don’t undcr~tnrui"

“T know you don't.

“You'ro accused of havi ing been sacked from . your old
schaol for theft Dxe.monzw it couldn’t harm you here,”

:* It could, and would.”

“But hr“V

Levison looked at him moc kingly.

*“And you're a keen chap—one of the keenest,” he said,

“and you don't see! Perhaps I'm pulling your leg—lying,
vou know. Any chap here will tell you what a liar Levison
of the Fourth used to be. It's just breaking out again.
Same old Levison, sick of humbugging. That's how 1t is.
Can’t you understand lhal"“

Sl ; said Cardew, “that’s not ‘it
me

i \\'oll, I won't!"

And with that Ernest Levison left the study. Cardew
remained in the armchair, his brows wrinkled in thought,
thinking deeply, lmgalful of prep and of his appointment
with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy in the gym. It was not often
that Ralph Reckness Cardew, who had a keenness far beyond
his years, was puzzled ; but he was puzzed now, But through
all his doubts and ponple one thing was clear now to
his mind. Bunter's story, repested by Trimble, was false;
for whatever reason Levison had left ‘his old school, it was
not for a crime. Cardew was sure of that now; sure that
Levison could prove it if he chose.

But why did he not choose?

Tue Gem Liseany.—No. 762,

But if you'd tell




8 “DOWN AND OQUT!?” is the Title of Next Week’s Splendid—

CHAPTER 4.
A Thrashing for Cardew.
o AVE you slain the jabberwock?”
H Monty Lowther asked that humorous question
as he eame into the gym with Tom Me.ry and
Manners.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was there, with Blake and
Herries and Dig. The swell of St. Jim’s was still wrathful ;
and he was there to give Ralph Reckness Cardew the fearful
thrashing that interfering youth so richly merited. But
although it was long past the time of the appointment,
Cardew had not arrived; so Arthur Augustus had not yet
slain the jabberwock, as wther expressed it.

“Weally, Lowthah-——" said Arthur Augustus.

“Does ic still live?"” asked Manners in astonishment.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Or has Gussy slain him in his wrath, and have you
fellows hidden the body?"” inquired Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy 3

“That's all very well,” said Blake. ‘But Cardew’s got
to toe the line. It’s pretty plain that he played a roiten
trick, and kept cousin Ethel away from 8t. Jim's this after-
noon.,”

“ ¥aas, wathah.”

* “Plain as anything,” said Figgins of the New House.
All the fellows who had waited for cousin Ethel at the
station knew now what bad happened.
check to butt in like that. Looks to me as
meant to diddle us all 1”

“Of course, he couldn’t help a break-down,” remarked
Falty Wynn.

Kerr gave a sniff.

“He fixed that, of course,” said Kerr.

“Why should he, though?” asked Figgins. E

“Well, he did, and it's plain enough,” said the Scottish
qumior. “T dare say Ethel and Miss Levison never suspected
it. But he did. It was a jape to keep them away from
St. Jim's.”

“The checiky wottah!” said Arthur Augustus.

“TIt was a cheek ! admitted Kerr. *DBut Cardew probably
had a good reason. You fellows must all admit that it was
lucky they fiever came. We all wanted to see D'Arcy’s
cousin—and we all like Doris Levizon. But in the giddy
circumstances——"* k

“Tt was lucky 1" said Tom Merry, with a nod.  “I sup-
pose Cardew thought it out, and did it to save an swkward
situation.”

“Well,” said Figgins, “T can't say I'm sorry that Ethel
didn’t arrive to see Gussy fichting Levison at the statio o
“Pai Jove! That would have been wathah howwid!”
“Like Cardew’s cheek to butt in, all the same,” grunted

i “Who's Cardew, to take control?”

* Yaas, wathah,”

“It was a cheek,” admitted Tom. *“But it's all to t_ha
good, really. T think you'd better call off your serap with
Cardew, Gussy."”

“Wats !”

“ Anyhow, he hasn't turned up,” said Talbot of the Shell.
“Let it drop, Gussy. There's nothing to scrap about.”

Arthur Angustus D’Arey assumed his most dignified
manner. 2

“1 wefuse 1o let it dwop, Talbot, Cardew's intentions
may have been good, and certainly it was wathah luckay that
Ethel and Dowis did not awwive at so vewy awkward a
time; but I cannot allow Cardew to butt inte my bizney in
this way. Tt is up fo me to-thwash Cardew.”

*But really, old chap——"" urged the pacific Talbot.

“Wats !

*Oh, chuck it!” said Bluke. “Cardew hasn't come! Let
it drop.” 3

“Wubbish! T told Cardew that if he did not come, 1
should go and thwesh him in his sinday. T am goin'!”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy marched out of the gym,
with his noble nose high in the air. His chums followed

m.

“This way,” ecalled out Monty Lowther.
this, you fellows.”

“What's on?” called out Wildrake of the Fourth

“ Gussy is going to slay the jabberwock.”

“Ha, ha 17

*Weally, Lowthah, yon ass——""

“March on!" said Lowther. “Wae all want to be in at the
death. Clive— This way, Clive! Call yourself a pal, and
not turn up fo hear Cardew’s last sigh !™

"Ha, ha, ha!” | R z

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was frowning, but the rest.of
the army were grinning as they marched into the School

ouse.

With great dignity, and his noble nose elevated, Arthur
Angustus led the way to the Fourth Form passage. The
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if Cardew

“Don’t miss

“It was an awful |

effect was a little spoiled by the playful Lowther, who walked
behind, imitating Gussy's determined stride, with his play-
ful nose still more elevated. In a chortling procession, the
army of juniors marched along the Foprth Form passage to
Study No. 9. S

. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy knocked at the door, and threw
it open.

Ralph Reckness Cardew was revealed, lounging in the arm-
chair. He was looking thoughtful; but he smiled cheerily
at the sight of Arthur Augustus’ wrathful countenance, as if
he found something entertaining in it.

“Trot in, old bean!” he said hospitably.
you fellows! Somebod,
study? If so, you've
Alweyg a pleasore to see you.

“Weally, Cardew——""

“So kind of you to give me a look in, Gussy, and bring
your friends,” said Cardew affably. Ve're only distant
relations, so I take this very kindly indeed.  Sit down.”

“1 have not come heah to sit down, Cardew.”

“Prefer standin'?” asked Cardew, *‘Suit yourself, old
bean—it will leave more chairs for the others, If I'd known
1 was to be honoured like this, 1'd have borrowed some chairs
along the passage. You fellows mind squattin’ on the table
or the coal-locker ?” - =

“Cardew—"

““And now, anythin' special on?" asked Cardew. ‘s this
a testimonial from the School House? If so, and there is to
be a gift, let it take the form of cash, if I may make a
suggestion? I've been rather blowin' my cash this afters
noon, on motor-cars, and bribin® chauffeurs, and things like
that. Any testimonial from an admirin’ House will be
gratefully reccived; but if it takes the form of cash, the
gratitude “will be increased in proportion.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You know vewy well why we are heah, Cardew!”
roared Arthur Augustus, in great wrath. “You have failed
to keep your appointment with me.”

“Have 17 Did I have an appointment with you,desr
old bean? So you've come here to keep it 77 aidonl

“Yaas, wathah.”

“That's awl'ly kind of you, Gussy!
down 7

Arthur Augustus gave the dandy of the Fourth a glare.
He did not believe for a moment that Cardew really had for-
gotten the appointment in the gym.

“Will you put up your hands, Cardew?” he démandéd, ©

“Certainly.” L2

Cardew elevated his hands above his head.

“What's this game?” he asked. “Is Gussy practising a
Wild West stunt? Or is he gettin' into form for holdin® up
a bank, or what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass!” shouted Arthur Augustus. “I mean
that you are to put up your hands—""

“They're up.” X

“I wefuse to believe that you are misunderstandin’ me,
Cardew. Yomu are twyin’ to pull my leg.”

‘“Dear old Gussy!” said Cardew. ‘ It's dawned on him!
What a brain!”

“1 have come heah to give you a feabful
Cardew.”

“Poor little me! And have all you fellows come here to
see it?"” asked Cardew reproachfully. * Are you goin’ to
rejoice in my downfall, or shed tears of sympathy?”

“(iet out of that chair, Cardew.”

“What for?”

8o that T can thwash you, you wottah!”

“Can’t vou thrash me sittn’ down? I'm very comfy
in this chair.” et -

“You uttah sweep! If you do not wise immediately, T
wil! pull you out of that chair!”

“That will save me the trouble of risin”. Go it!"

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. There was a loud
chortle from the fellows crowding the doorway; they did
not. seem to take the affair sa seriously as—in 7's opinion
—it ought to have been taken. The swell of St. Jim’s made
a jump at Cardew, and grasped him by the shoulders.

“Now come out of that chair, you wottah ! he gasped.

Cardew sat tight. Arthur Augustus pulled at him, exert-
ing all his <trength. And then, all of a sudden, Cardew
yilﬁded—so sudﬂena that Arthur Augustus flew backwards,
and sprawled on the carpet, with Cardew sprawling over

“Trot in, all
told you there was a feed in this

n misinformed.  But come in!

Bure you won't sit

thiwashin’,

Cardew was on his feet again in a second. Arthur Augustus
sat up dazedly. gasping for breath. Cardew glanced at him,
“Changed your mind?” he asked genially. “You said
you wouldn't sit down, you know. If you've changed your
mind, why not try the armchair—the carpet’s rather dusty.
*Gwoooogh 1"



—Long Complefe Siory of the Chums of St. Jim’s! 9

“But please yourself, old bean—make yourself at home,
" ;

Good-bye !
“ Btop!” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“ Cardew, you wotten
am goin' to thwash you!

Stop the wottah, deal
boys !I”"

But the dear boys, yelling with laughter, opened for Cardew
to pass through, and closed again in the doorway as Arthur
Augustus staggered up, still intent on vengeance. Tom

* Merry waved his hand at the swell of St. Jim's,

“Ring off now, Gussy. You've done your funny turn,
you know,”

“You silly ass!” roared Arthur Angustus.

“You've said your piece |” urged Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. “Let me pass, you uttah wottahs, T am goin’
Cardew a feahful thwashin’!” 2

And Arthur Augustus, in towering wrath, shoved his way
out of the study through the yelling juniors, and glared
round throuih his eyeglass for Cardew. Dut Ralph Reck-
nesg Cardew had vanished from sight, .

to give

CHAPTER 5.
Levison’s Reply.

OM MERRY knitted his brows, and a troubled look
came over his sunny face. It was Saturday afternoon
and Tom was standing on the steps of the School
House, looking out into the quad. At a little distance,

Racke and Crooke of the Shell were talking to Ernest

VISOIL.

The three scemed quite friendly.

The two outsiders of the Shell had openly rejoiced in
Levison's disgrace when it had happened. They had made
no secret of their satisfaction, and with great joy they had
joined better fellows in turning Levison ﬁ)wn.

Once—it was not so very long ago—Levison had been hand
in glove with Racke and Crooke and Mellish and the other
black sheep. They had bitterly resented his turning his back
on them.. For long—so long, indeed, as Levison was able to
hold up his head in the House—he had kept his distance
frém the shady set. And so his downfall had brought satis-
faction to his one-time associates—they had gone out of their
way to “rub it in.”  Not that Levieon had cared much; it

_was not the opinion of Racke & Co. that was likely to worry
un.

Now there was a change. Levison, apparently, had made
it up with his former friends. Even if he had been expelled
from his old school for stealing, Racke & Co. were willing
to kpow him for their own purposes, and after they
had “rubbed in" his disgrace and the satisfaction it
afforded them. . Levison had more brains than the whole
l of black sheep put together; in his shady days he had
been very useful to them. iTow, apparently, he was gathered
into the fold again. Tom Merry could see that the three
juniors were planning some excursion for the afternoon, and

e did not need telling that it was a questionable one.

It woriied Tom.

He had never chummed with Levison, certainly, but he
had liked him well enough, after his reform. If the fellow
was a thief—and it seemed that he was—Tom certainly
wanted nothing to do with him, but he could not help feeling
that it was hard for the past to rise up like this against a
fellow who, whatever he Esd been, had turned over a new
leaf. Tom did not want to come into contact with him,
but he was sorry to see him going deeper down, There was
good in Levison, whatever he was and whatever he had done,
Tom knew that. At St. Jim's he would never be able to
hold up his head ngnin, but that was no reason why he should
throw in his lot with the black sheep of the school, and sink
lower still.

Levison left the other two juniors and came towards the

steps.

‘Pl‘]l be back in a tick!” he called out as he left them,
and he came up the steps and almost ran into Tom Merry.

He gave the captain of the Shell a look of quick dislike,
and stepped aside to pass him. And Tom, moved by a kind
imPulse, ealled to him. .

“Hold on, Levison, a minute.”

Levison stared round at him as he picked up his cap.

“Hallo! What the thump do you want?

“Ounly a word or two,” said Tom mildly.

“You forget,” said Levison with ironic seriousness. *“You
contaminate yourself by speaking to me !

*“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Tom good-humouredly.
#You're not in a hurry for a few minutes, T suppose?”

I'm going out.”

“Not at all! Are you going to read me a lecture on the
commandment ‘Thou shalt not steal '?" asked Levison
mockmgly.

“No,” said Tom. *“But——" He drew Levison into the
window recess in the hall. “Look here, Levison, you've
come down with a crash, and it can't be helped, I suppose,
But my belief is that you've been doing your best, and
playing the game for a good time past. I fnnw some fellows

" “I'm gomng down as deep as Racke, or deeper.

think that you've been humbugging all the time, bub I'm
certain that it isn't so.”

“Thank you!"”

“T know that you've chucked up your old rotten ways
ever since’ young Frank has been here,” sai 'om, “All
your friends were glad of it. Levison, 1t's no good talking
about being. friends now, for that's impossible, but I'm very
sorry to see you taking up with IhmEu and Crooke agaiu.
I know what that means.”

vison smiled—hiz old evil smile.

“ Pub-haunting, and all that,” said Tom,

s Quite so 1"

“1s it good enough, Levison?" said Tom earnestly.

“Isn’t it good emough for me?” asked Levison, with sar-
castic surprise. “I should have thought it was rather good
of Racke to be willing to speak to a thief! Even Racke
isn’t quite so bad as that, you know. Ile has a moral super-
iority over me, and he waives it and offers to be friendly.
Naturally I jump at the chance.”

Tom Merry set his lips a little.

“H you're only going to mock, it's not much use my
speaking,” he said. ** You've come a mucker, now it's come
out why you had to leave Greyfriars——" - -

““Has it come out?"”

“What's the good of beating about the bush?” said Tom
a little irritably. “When a ful’fow‘s accused of being a thief,
and_doesn't defend himself, that settles the matter for any
straightforward chap.”

o ?auppﬂm so!” said Levison, with a nod. “ Well, as the
matter's settled to your satisfaction, why not let it rest?
After a fellow’s stolen, he can’t fall much farther.”

“I—I suppose that's so, in a way,” said Tom, hesitating.
“But—but you're too good for Racke's kind of game, all
the same, Levison. What's the good of playing the shad
goat, and risking getting the sack? There can't be mud‘:
Ea]casum in it for a fellow of your intelligence. Racke is a
ool as well as a blackgaard, but you're no fool.”

“T see!” said Levison mockingly. “You'd like my com-
pany this afternoon

““Well, no!” said Tom.

“Dear man! You're sorry to see me with Racke going
downhill a little farther than I've got already.” You advise
me to chuck up Racke's friendship, such as it is—"

“Yes,” said Tom.

“Without offering me your own in exchange?”

om was silent.

He felt the force of what Levison said. but there was no

help for it. If Levison had been expelled from Greyfriars
for theft, Tom Merry did not want to have anything to do
with him.
vison burst into a laugh.
“Well, I'm going out with Racke this afternoon,” he said.
I'm going to
have the game as well as the pame. I used to be considered
a hard case—in the merry old days. I'm going to be a
harder case still.  And if the fault rests on anybody's
shoulders, Tom Merry, it's on yours."

“Mine?” exclaimed Tom.

“Yours,"” said Levison. “Ti's too late now, I'm fed up.
But you could have helped me. You see, the yarn that
Bunter spun to Trimble was all lies—lies from beginning to
end. Bunter lies as naturally as he breathes, and Trimble's
the same. I've no doubt he put trimmings on what Bunter
told him. You chose to believe the lies!”

“T didn't choose,” said Tom. “I never believed a word
of it at first. You refused to put the matter™to the test.”

“For reasons of my .own.”

““What reasons?”

Levison's lip curled.

“If you'd asked me that at the time I might have’ fold
you—I don't know. Certainly I don't intend to tell you any-
thingenow. I'm not going to place myself at any fellow's
mercy—after my late experiences.”

Tom stared at him.

“How? What do you mean? At a fellow’s mercy 2"

“You don't vnderstand 1

#“No, I don’t.”

Levison laughed.

“You wouldn't!” he said. “Well, if you've finished I'll
et off. My pals are waiting for me—my dear pals!” Ile
aughed again, a laugh that was not good to hear. “Thanks
no end for your kind advice. So kind of you to try to save me
from going to the merry bow-wows—trying to save me with
one hand, and giving me a chove off with the other, by gad!
T'm going to give you something in return for your kindness.”

“What do you mean ?"”

“That!" said Levison.

Smack!”

Levison's open hand came with a crash across Tom Merry s
face, and the Shell fellow staggered back and fell in the
xinéow-aeal. Levison laughed, and ran lightly out of the

0158,

(Continued on page 12.)
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Next Week’s Grand School Story Will be Better than Ever!

In Aid of Charlty.

SUCCESSFUL GARDEN FETE.
AST week the grcuter part of the
fellows were present at a garden-
party held in the grounds of a house
just  outside Rylecombe, in aid of
local - charities. Masters, seniors, juniors,
and fags were there, and everybody enjoyed
himself to the uttermost. Such of the sisters
and cousins of the fellows who could possibly
attend turned up, including couwsin Ethel,
Joyee Dighy, Phyliis Magdonald, and Edith
Glyn, and, of course, this fact added greatly
to the mitractions of the function.
were all sorts of side-shows, some
were in charge Bt Jim’
fellows, and among which mention must be
made of the St. Jim's Plerrot Troupe, which
gave two entertainments during the after-
noon. It appears that there had been a
profession p’nrty engaged, but they, un-
fortonately, got “hung up” in censequence
of missing a connection, and wen: not able
ta until after tea. VUpon hearing
of ti Monty Lowther at once undertook
to BIl the breach, and, sending up to the
school for mstumes. a party was hastily
gathered from among the jumiors. There
were Monty Lowther, Manners, at the piano,
Guasy, who sang tenor solos, Blake, who did
clog- dances and thereby nearly wrecked the
improvised stage, and Kefr, who recited, and
gave impressions of leading actors.

Later on Manners assisted thes fund by
taking photographs and selling them. Tom
Merry and Herries were In charge of a coco:
nut-shy, at which Fatty Wynn did remark-
ably well, securing four nuts with six balls.
He was therenpon disqualified from again
throwing, as his skill at bowling made him
an unprofitable customer. Grundy, however,
compensated for this success, as the Shell
fellow had some . (fty attempts -to knock

@

down a nut, and oaly succeeded in breaking
a eclay pipe that was set up on a rifle-range
twenby yards away,

He wonld doubtless have continued

his

fortunately without hitting
14 narrowly missed Monteith, however,
the New House prefect at once came up,
and gave orders that Grundy was not to
he allowed to throw another ball for the
rest of the day.

There were two elock-goll tournaments,
senior and junior. The former, which was
also. open  to sters, was won hy Mr.
Railton, while Glyn gained first plice In
the junior event, with Kerr as runner-up.

There was a forbune-telling tent on the
ground, and most of the fellows patronised
it, in spite of the fact that Skimpole spent
a good deal of time earmestly explaining
to all and sundry that fortune-telling has
no seientific authority, and is, in fact,
reverely condemned and its fraudulent
nature exposed - by the great Professor
Balmyerumpet in one of his monumental
works.

Gussy was persuaded to comsult the
oracle, and, upon entering the tent in com-
pany with a erowd of fellows, was confronted
hy a venerable figure with a_ long white

beard, dressad in what appeared to be a

dressing-gown covered with mystic symbols.
- The fortune-teller, amid chuckles, proceeded

to necuse Guisy of being a gay philanderer

for whom wany feminine hearts were sigh-

ing, among whom were those of Mary, the

hml‘sﬁnmld. and a young lady at a certain
Tus Gen Joprary.—No. 762,
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conlectionery establishment mear by. Gussy
blushed a vivi rlet, and there was a
great deal of lau; r from the juniors wio
surronnded him, el increased when the
beard fell off and revealed the well-known

features of .Ralph Reckness Cardew, who had
taken the place of the fortune- teller for the
purpose of pulling Gussy’s le

Of course, Trmabm =peu=. the “mosh -of his
time in the v f the refreshment-tent,
while Wally D’ .\ & Co. resorted there
pmuy Irequently in order to purchase ice-

creamm.

Skimpole entered two competitions—one
for guessing the weight of m cake and the
other for estimating the number of peas
in u bottle. In both cases he entered into
an abstruse ecientific caleulation that was
infallible and gave him tlie correct result;
but, fortunately, there must have been
semething wrong in his calenlations, as he
judged the cake to weigh exactly 2 lbs.
4.00075 ozs., whereas the unmathematical-
minded individual who weighed it insisted
that it was a trifle over II Ibs. Skimpole
undertook to prove that the scales were
faulty, but the owner somewhat impolitely.
refused his kind offer. The boitle of peas
contained 12,485 instead of the 257,973 that
Skimmy's calenlations proved it to contain.

In the evening there was dancing on the
lawn and flreworks, the latter under the
direction of Glyn, whose father had pro-

vided them. There were some pretty and
effective set-picces and - .plenty of showy
rockets. The humorously inclined Lowther
secured . posssssion of a large repeating-
cracker, h he hnoked on to the back
of Gussy's blazer and ignited.

There was n considerable shortage of

pocket-money in the Lower School for the
remainder of the week—and, indeed, it is
n[nnprrﬂ] that the majority of the Fifth
and Sixth were not over flish during that
pennuL-hut- it is gratifying to tecord that
the proceeds of the garden- {mrly were such
as to exceed the most sanguine expectations,
and the charities benefited considerably as
a result.

BUY THIS SPLENDID
BOOK TO-DAY!

GREYFRIARS

1923 ANNUAL 1925
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

A Budget of the best stories. Price 6s.
ORDER YOUR COPY XOW!

“STUDY No: 6.

Blake's La!est Enterprise.

Staff Contribution,

ACK BLAKE, the leader of Study No.
6 in the Fourth Form passage, has
been busily occnpied of late in the
school carpenter’s chop. s ambition

was to make a complete set of furniture

for the study, the chef d’ccuvre of w]urh
was o be » combinstion bookee
bagatelle-table. lelfortnn-lte'y, Ile m rDI-Erf.‘(l
when half-way thiough while

the article in question wns ln usc as a

bagatelle-table, it would wet be capable of

holding beoks, and there was po place in
the study in which to keep them while the
game was being played, quite apart from

(lm fact that the labour of transferring

and from the shelves would

tnke up about as much time as they wnuld
be able to devote to the. game.
reluctantly abandoned the enterprise, e
offered to convert the attempt into’a mew
kennel for Towser. But Herries, who has
had some experience of the “carpente:
—if one may so put ft—of his leader,
declined the offer. He privately co
Tigby that he had no desire to visit his
pet and discover that the roof had fallen in
on him and crushed him to death doring the
night. Needless to say, he did not acquaint
Blake with this reason for refusing the
kindly-meant offer, but contented himself
with explaining that, much as he would like
to accept it, he was afraid that Towser had
hecome so accustomed ‘to his present
habitation that he would in all probability
not take kindly to another, even though it
should be far superior to the old one.

In no wise daunted, Blake bas now com-
menced upon a set of chairs. Iis study-
mates, however, have insisted that before
these are taken into the study they shall
be submitted to a test—that of evidencing
themselves as being capable of supporting
tiie weight of at least one jIII::iL‘r—Jlml those
who know anything concerping Blake's skill
at joinery prophesy that there is little likeli-
hood of auy of his erections satisfying such
eonditions.  Blake himself has no doubts
upon the matter, as he is making certain of
success by employing an eitia quantity of
nails and seréws, driving them in wherever
it is possible to put them -and even where
it would seem impossible s. unnecessary
that they should be put. v the time the
furniture is completed- 1! evcr—i( seems
more than probable that there will be far
more metal than wood sbout it, a cirenm-
stance which might prove unpleassnt to. the
unfortnnate ju who has the task of
testing it should the structure collapse and
deposit him upon the business ends of any
of the ironmongery.

Monty Lowther has ventured the state-
ment that Blake's woodwoerk would be all
right 1f it only would work, and has
earnestly inquired whether the amateur
carpenmr .55 making the chairs “out of his
own head.

ANSWE Rs

EVERY MONDAY..PRICE 27




More Interesting. Items in the *“St. Jim's News " Next Week!

~11

EDITORIAL CHAT.

The Editor would like to hear from |
his reader chumsa. Address all |
to Editor, "“The Gem |
Library,” The Fleetway Houso, |
Farringdon Street, Lundun, E.C.4, l

My Dear Chums,—

Next week’s GEM will carry on with
the thrilling story of Ernest Levison.
The title of the yarn is * Down and
Out!™ and that fairly well explains the
pitch of despondency witich Levison has
reached, 1 know these tales are appreci-
ated, and, with each week, the interest
increases. The whole subject leaves one
something te think about afterwards.
You find yourself putting that useful
question: What would you do in similar
circumstances? It is a sound and useful
guery. Spme people are pretty generous
in their condemnation of a fellow who
seems to have made a hopeless mess of
things, but in all probability they would
be less free with the censure if they
made the business a personal matter.
Are they so jolly sure they would have
acted: differently, or ¢ven made as good
a job of things as the chap whom they
disparage, or treat to what they are
pleased to call sympathy?

There is a special feature in next
Waednesday’s * St. Jim's News' in the
shape of a contribution from Mr.
Ephraim Taggles, the worthy porter at
st. Jim's. Taggles has played many
parts, and he is generally funny, especi-
ally when he is engaged in wordy war-
fare with Gussy. The episode is hilari-
ous, and Taggles shines once more as a
pillar of the old school.

I have not much more to say this week
concerning the yarns, though 1 should
like" to run in a word abeut Duncan
Sterm’s splendid serial, ** All On His
Own!” It is a fine pisce of work, and
brimful of incident and drama.

Qur Competitions are winning mere
and more popularity. Nobody can fail
to be interested in Sithouettes, while the
Tuck Hamper department of the famous
Wednesday weckly is going strong.

Here's a reminder to all and sundry—
the ** Holiday Annual,” is on sale, hut
don’t leave it too long and stand a chance
of missing your copy.

1 am sure you will ali be interested in
the® new feature which will shorily
appear in the ‘* Magnet.”” This is the
Greyfriars Parliament. Our Companicn
Paper is starting a weekly .debate on
sports, pastimss, hobbies, and subjecis
of general interest, and all readers can
take part. There will be special money
prizes given for all ideas used. But you
will see all aboul the matter in a week
er two if you watch ‘“Magnat " Chat.

This very morning | opened a rather
indignant letter from a reader up 'hrtn
who roundly condemncd me beca
he put it. I said nothing of genecea
est in Chat. The answer to tiis om-
plaint is simple: there is no room 2s a
rule for taking over scores of things.

YOUR EDITOR.
HURNNE

OUR COMPANION PAPERS,
“THE BOYS' FRIERD™

Every
Monday
THE MAEGNET" Every Monday
“THE PGPULAR"  Every Tuesday =
CHUCKLES™ Every Thursday =
“THE ROLIDAY ANNUAL™
Fablisked Yoarly
HHHINHHI

‘SILHOUETTES’

FIRST

SECOND

A SIMPLE NEW COMPETITION!

£25

10 Prizes of £1 and
20 Prlzes of 10/-

SET.

PRIZE

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

On this page you will find six il
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. “All the
actions can be described in one or two
words, but pot more than two words.

When you have solved this week’s ple-
ture pugles, keep them by you in some
safe place. There will be six sets in all,
and when the final set appears you \‘1
be told where, and when, to
efforts, ~The first =et appeared last nmk,

You wmay send 8 ma.ny complets gets
of efforts as yon plea:

The FIRST PRIZE 0!‘ 295

will be

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

awarded to the reader who succeeds in
submitting a set 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 h hwded
The other prizes will be awar in
order of merit. No cﬂmprlllm’ vr|ll be
awarded more than cne share of the
prizes.

This competition is run in conjun
with . the * Boy’ 'Frleud " « * Popul
and the * Magnet,” and readers of those
journals are mvited to compete,

Employees of the proprietors of this
jrunut ure not eligihle to compete,

i t be distiucily understocd that
the (lutsmn of the Editor is final and

ng.

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. T€2,
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£ S®THE QUTCAST OF THE SCHOOL.” =

- (Continued jrom page 9.}

SR Ry unne
CHAPTER 6,

Looking For Levison,

OM MERRY staggered up.

| His cheek was burning where Levison of the Fourth
had struck him, and he put his hand dazedly to his

face. He was more surprised than angry, but he was

angry enough.
“By Jove! “Tll
smash him !
He hurried to the door.
But Levison was already

The—the rotten cad!” panted Tom,

one, Racke and Crooke had gone
down to the gates while Levison was getting his hat, and
Leyison joined them there. He came up rulhor breathlessly.

“Let's get ! he said laconically.

“ Any hurr: asked Crook

£ Yee," Levison grinn e just smacked Tom Merry's
face, and I'd rather get uut \vnhuut a fight on my hands. It
will do when we come in."

* You're ﬁahtmg Tom Merry?" exclaimed Racke.

““ Why not
You'll find him rather hefty.”

“Not too hefty for me, I think,” said Levisor
let’s get on! I don't want to handle him now.

And the three young rascals started up the road at a good
pace, and turned into the path through the weod. They were
out of mghl “hcn Tom Merry arrived at the school pggtes
and looked o

“Tt will keep' * said Tom between his teeth, and he turned
baclk into the quad.

“Bai Jove, you look wathah excited, deah boy!" remarked
Authur Augustus D'Arcy, as ho met Tom in the quedrangle.
e Anythm appened !

“Only a row with Levison,” said Tom, calming down, “I'm
going to punch his head when he comes in.

“Punch it hard, desh boy. It will do him good, said
Arthar Augustus cheerily. * Speakin’ of punchin’ heads, l
have not thwashed Cardew for lhat wotten twick he pl {
the othah day. Blake and Hewwics and Dig keep on tellin’
me to let the mattah dwop. I weally think Cardew’s i
tions were good, you km)w, and I have been thin!
I might let glm off. What do you think, deah boy ?"

+ “1 think I should,” said Tom, with a smile. “It was like
his cheek, but I think he did everybody a good turn by butting
in as he did.”

Arthur Augustus nodded. Evidently he had been turning
the matter over in his powerful br:

“ Pewwaps you ara wight, deah boy,” he assented. *I
wnihsh think T will let the checkay boundah off,”

“I breathe again!” said a cheery voice at Arthur
Au"'t:sh.\s elbow, and the swell of 8t. Jim's turned, to seo
Cardew.

Cardew no&ded pleasantly.

“ 8o glad you're gcun to let me off, Gus.ky, old bean,” he

said, “T've n living for days in fear, an’ tremblin'— "

“Weally, Cardew I”

“T know now how those giddy old Greukx felt when Achilles
got- wrathy,” said Cardew gravely. ‘““Not, of course, that I
mean {o compare Achilles’ wrath to yours. Compared with
that, it wos as moonhzhl unto sunlight, as water unto wine.”

“Wem!y. you ass.”

iver since the evenin' you sat on the carpet in my study,”
continued Cardew, *“I've felt like that jolly old classical
johnny under the sword of Damocles. he anxiety has nearly
turned my hair grey. As Joliv old (eothe says somewhere,
* Nur mit Entsetzen wach' ich Morgens ATt

“Pway do not quote beastly German b me, Cardew.”

“T look in the glass every mornin” dreadin’ to see ths
crows' feet comin’,” went on Cardew. “The anxiety has
been fearful I

“I wefuse to listen to your uttah wot, Cardew !” enapped
Arthor Augustus, and he walked away with great dignity.

Cardew chuckled.

“Dear man!™ he said.

coolly. “But

inten-
that

“What should we do without our

Gussy? In t}m most lroublnus time, you can alway= depend
on Gussy for a little comic relief, Seen anythin’ of Levison,
Tommy

“Yes,” grunted Tom.

“1 seem to have missed him,” said Cardew. “I've been
talkin’ to Clive, Never knew before what an obstinate beggar
Clwe cculd be. He won't extend the right hand of fellowship

r pal Levison unIess he clears himsell.”

“I should think not.”

“You would!” a :irecd Cardew, with a nod. “From your
irreproanchable moral plane, that is the jndgment I should
expect. Not bein' an nrrepmnchuhle moral character myself,
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-and get the facts.

I can make allowances for a fellow. Besides, a c}mp s inno-
cence ougnt to connl in_his favour, oughtn't AL?
*1is innocence " said Tom,

“Just that!” Cardew yawned. “I believe it's all lies that
that fat Greyfriars bounder told Trimble, and thst Levison
could prove 1t if he liked. What's your opinion?

Tom gave an angry and im J'\lLenL shrug of the shoulders.

“If he could, why doesn't

“ Ask me nnolher, said (.;Lu‘du" “But I believe it's so.
Of course, T haven’t the powerful intellect of you fellows in

tha Shell.”

“ Oh, don't be an ass!” said Tom crossly. * If it lies about
Lewson, a word from Dr. Locke, the Head of Gre;!nara.
would clear him. Gussy offered to run him across to
friars in his father's car, and see the Head there with hnu.
Levison refused! After that, there doesn't
seem Lo be much more to b said.”

“Things are not always what they ssem,” said Cardew.
“You remember what jolly old IInmIet said to Horatio—
there are more things somewhere-or-other, old top, than aro
dreamt of in your “‘fml do-you-call-it? Anyhow, 1I'm backin’
up Levison.” 2

* More fool you ! said Tom gruffly,

““What a nice way you have of pultm things,” said Cardew
admiringly. “This is whal comes of bein’ g:ought up care-
fully by a nice old lady like Miss Priscilla, But if you've
seen Levison, where was it? I'm lookin® for him, you know."

“T fhink he's gone out with Racke and Crocke. I dare say
you can guess their destination,” said Tom, his lip curling
contemptuously.

Cardew started a little, and his face became grave.

“8o il's come to that!” he muttered. * Poor old Levison!
And—and if he's innocent, after all—"

“He isn't,” said Tom. “‘But if you come across him,
Cardew, you can tell him that I expect to see him as soon as
he oggms 13—-wﬂ,h or wilhout gloves, as he pleases,”

Tom Merry [urned away, to join Manners and Lowther,
who had come out of the Sehool House. Cardew looked at
him very thoughtfully and walked down to the gates, his
hands driven deep into his pockets. He stood looking out
into the road, thinking, with a wrinkled brow. Frank Levison
jnmed him as he stood there.

Dn you know where Ernest is?” the fag asked in a low

vo
"I[:\vcm t seen him,” answered Clardew diplomatically. He
could read the fag’s thoughts in his troubleép

“*I—I believe he's with Racke,” muttered Frnnk miserably.
“He—he's beginning that again| Tt's not his fault! They've
driven him into it!". Frank clenched his hands, * They're
all down on him, even his own chums—you and Clive, who
ouz]lL to stand by hLim! Rotters!”

“ Leave me out, kid,” said Cardew. “I'm not down on
him. I'm stickir' to him like glue, And don't you worry
about your brother. He's not ass enough to let Racke drag
him into his rotten games—too much hoss-sense for that!™

Frank brightened a little.

“You—you think so?” he faltered.

Cardew smiled cheerily.

" Put it nght out of your head, kid!” he said.

“I—1I will,” said Frank huuahngly “But he's changed
50 much lachv It’s because they're all so unjust to him.
Poor old Ernie; one of the best fellowa breathing” His
voice quivered, and he moved away, leaving Cerdew staring
out gloomily into the road with puckered brows.

Cardew moved at last. He sauntered out, and took the
road to the village. He was looking for Levison, and, in
L’:e of his assurances to Frank, it was in shady company

t he expected to find him,

“I—I was afraid—"

CHAPTER 7.
At the Cross-Roads.

% IT of a change for you, old top!”

B Racke grinned as he spoke.

The three young rascals had reached the towing-

path behind the Green Man. and stopped at the

inn gate, Crooke opened the gate, like one familiar with
the surroundings, as indeed he was. Tt was no new thing
for Racke and Crocke to pay surreplitious visits to that dis-
reputable quarter on a half-holiday, strictly under the rose.
But it was a long time since Trnest Levison had siured in
their dm!gy pursuits,

* Yes,” said Levison, “it's a change.”

He abappnd at the gate, and stood leaning upon it.

In the inn garden a fat and loudly-dressed man waved a
cigar at the juniors with a welcoming gesture. Tt was Mr.
Joseph Banks, who was quite glad to see three pigeons
arrive to be plucked

%Come on!” said Crooke, and he went up the garden path.

“Come on, Levison!” said Racke, staring at the moody
Fourth-Former leaning on the gate.

Levison did not answer.
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not unkind. * For some time now, Levison,"

to neglect your work.

Mr. Lathom sat down and turned his spectacles upon Levison, standing quietly before him. His look was severe, but
" he began, * there
There must be some reason for this.

You have chosen to lllck.

a change in you.
(Se2 page 15.)

'has n
Whlt is it 7" Levison did not answer.

He had come out with the two black sheep of the School
House, fully intending to join them in smoking and playing
banker in the back parlour of the Greenm Man, in his old
dingy way. His mind was made up, bitterly, savagely made
up. He ad done his best. He had atoned for the past as
well as it could be atoned for, and it was all useless. The
past was not to be lived down. Tt had risen against him
once more, and this time there was no hope. & Was con-
demned by the school. He was barred by all the fellows he
liked and respecied. Why should he not indemnify himself
as he could, and take, at least, what was going?

That was how he had looked at it in his bitter despondency
and anger. But now, as he stood on the verge of the last
and luv\cst p!unm‘ he knew that he could not do it.

is reform had gone deeper than he had been aware
himself. The old life of dingy blackguardism had lost its
appeal to him.

The recking, smoky atmasphere of the Green Man parlour,
the greedy face of Joe Banks, the greasy cards, the feverish
excitement of gambling, the Lhnugm of it all filled him with
disgust, almost with sickness. There was no solace in that.
He knew it now. As he leaned on the gate he wa: conscious
of nothing but black depressmn It seemed as if there was
no sun in the sky for

Racke stared at l’um He was far from understanding the
thoughts that passed through a mind like Levison's,

"Aren't you coming in1” he asked.

NO."
"Whltl I.hc matter with you?”
* Nothing !" said Levison sullenly.
Aubrey cko sneered.
“Cold feet?” he asked. * What rot!
“I'm not thinking of that.”

It's safe enough.”

“Then what the thump do you mean?” demanded Racke.
L r\rcut we here for a hittle game? I've told Banks you're
comin’, md he's expectin’ you, glad to give you a welcome.
Come m!”

“Go and get your little game,” said Levison.
coming in. Leave me alone!”

“I'll leave you llunc fast encugh!” sncﬂred Recke angrily.
“Nobody's very anxious for your society, if you come te
that. You ought to be jolly grateful for being taken up at
all, if you ask me.”

“Let it go at that,” said Levison qmei!y "1 don’t want
to quurd with you, Racke. Only let me alone.”

I'm not a ?l!ow to be played fast and loose
growled R.nrke *If you back out now I'm done with you!

“You're done with me, anyhow,” said Levison, in the same
quict tone “I've been a fool. I ean sce that. If you'd
take o tip from me, Racke, you'd chuck it up before you
have to suffer for playing the goat. It’s not good enough.”

“Keep your advice till T ask for it,” said Racke savagely.
“ Why, you cheeky cad! To think that you can take me
up and drop me again just as you like; you, a fellow that
nobody will speak to; you, who were kicked out of your last
school for stealing !’

“That's enough!” said Levison, his eyes burning.

“Another word of that, Racke, and you'll be sorry for it.”

“T'll give you more than another word!” exclaimed Racke.
“ All 8t. Jim’s knows now that you were sacked from Grey-
friars for theft. Oh, you rotter!”

Racke reeled from a blow full
collapsed on the garden path.

He rolled there dazedly. - =

Levison stood looking down on him with gleaming eyes,
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in the face, and



14 Big Money Prizes Offered in a Simple Competition—

_ “Do you want any more?” he asked. “I'm ready to-give
;tagmx; just in the humour for it! Come on if you like, you

Aubrey Racke scrambled up. He was not a fighting man,
as a rule. But he was furious now. He rushed at Levison
like a tiger, and the next moment they were fighting
furiously.

“Hallo! What's the row?" shouted Urook.:' coming back
down the garden path. * What the thump—"

“My heye!” ejaculated Mr. Banks.

Crashi !

Racke went down again, gasping. Levison of the Fourth
stood over him, breathing hard.

“Look here——"" exclaimed Crooke.

Levison turned on him savagely.

“Do you want any!"” he snapped.

Gerald Crooke backed away prompily. In Levison's
present savage mood, most certainly Crooke of the Shell
didn’t want any.

“You da.ahetf hooligan—"" he began.

“Oh, shut up!”

Racke was still gasping on the ground. Levison gave him
a look of contempt and swung away.

He strode down the towing-path with his hands driven deep
into his pockets, There was a black satisfaction in his face.

Racke was not likely to forgive him in a hury for that lick-
ing, and Levison was shut off from Racke & Co.’s society
he changed his mind again. Perhaps it had been his inten-
tion to burn his boats behind him. Certainly he had done so
very effectually,
vison strode along® the sunny river-bank, his brows
knitted in gloomy thonght. Never had he felt so “down and
out ™ as he felt that sunny afternoon.

He threw himself into QL thick grass by the river at last
to rest, tired by his tramping and by the emotions in his
breast. He lay in the grass and stared away across the
shining river. e

A boat came into sight.

“Put it on, yon fellows!”

It was Figgins' voice. Figgins was steering. Fatty Wynn,
Kerr, Redfern, and Owen were rowing. he New House

juniors looked ruddy and cheery, enjoying their half-holiday.
Lesisan watched the boat pass, with a gloomy brow. The
juniors did not glance towards the figure stretched in the
grass on the bank® He watched the boat out of sight, his
brow growing blacker and blacker,

But it was only trouble and misery in his face. The evil
was not there.  What had, he done to deserve what had
happened to him? Once, certainly, he had done enough to
deserve heavy punishment, even punishment as heavy as he
was receiving now. But that was long past. He had done
his best to make up for that. He could say, with a clear
' conscience, that he had done his best. And now——

He remembered bitterly how he had looked forward to the
day of the Greyfriars match, whén he was to play in Tom

Merry's eleven against the team from his old school. How
little he had dreamed of what that day had in store for
him then? ow contemptuous khe had been towards
Trimble's spying and prying. He had even refused Cardew's
offer to keep the prying Baggy at a distance from the
Greyfriars fellows. He had not cared; he had not known
that he had anything to fear. Who could have foreseen
this? It was so long since he had left Greyfriars. Harry
Wharton & Co. had visited St. Jim's many times since. He
had never dreamed that that old trouble at Greyfriars could
rise up against him at 8t. Jim's. And Bunter, for no reason
that he could think of, but the love of lying—Bunter had
lied. And he coulc not prove that the lie was a lie because
his tongue was ted, and the lie was belicved. And the
fellows did not even understand why his tongue was tied,
why he could not, dared not, call on the headmaster of
Greyfriars to prove that Bunter and Trimble had lied.

It seemed so easy lo Tom Merry & Cc. for a fellow whose
honour was in question to place the matier before the House-
master and demand inquiry. Easy enough for a fellow like
Tom Merry, or Blake,. or Figgins, or D'Arcy. Not easy for
Ernest Levison, His tongue was tied—and he wondered that
the fellows did not guess why. Yet not even Cardew guessed.

He wondered, as he lay in the grass, whether it would not
be better to risk all—clear himself, at least, of the accuzation
against him, and leave St. Jim's; for he did not doubt that
it would come to that. He would go; but he would leave the
fellows he respected respecting him. He wondered.

There was a step on the towing-path, and he started as he
saw Ralph Reckness Cardew. Cardew saw him at the same
moment, 3

“Found you, old bean!” ha said. He did not say, and his
face did not betray, how glad he was to find Levison there,
and not with Racke & Co. *Been lookin® for you.”

e sat in the grass beside Levisor. 2
_ “Improvin' the shinin' hour by putiin' in zome thinkin'—
what?” he asked lazily.
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He heard a cheery voice calling:

S st

“ Any results?” smiled Cardew.

“Yes. I'm going to stick it out,” said Levison. *I won'f
be driven away from St. Jim's! I'm not doing Frank much
good now, but he would miss me. And Doris—" He broks
off. *I'm sticking it out. But it‘sdgoing to be hard.”

And he did not speak again, an l? in the grass, silent,
thinking—thinking till the gathering dusk_ warned him that
it was time to return to the school. And Cardew, equally
silent, walked back with him to St. Jim's, perplexed, wonder-
ing, scarcely understanding his friend’s umr;g, but realising
that Levison's evil angel had left him at last—that the fellow
who walked silently gy his side was once more the n
he had known,

CHAPTER 8.
To Fight, or not to Fight? =
TOQ{ MERRY & CO. were waiting for Levison lo come

in.
Quite an army of fellows, in fact, were waiting.
It was known that there was to be a fight between
Tom Merry and Levison of the Fourlh—and that was a very
interesling circumstance in itself. Tom Merry was a great
fighting-man; and Levison, though scarcely the match of the
Shell fellow, was hard as nails, and known to have plenty
of pluck and an iron nerve. That little “ mill ” was likely
to Ea worth watching, and all the fellows who had heard
the news booked themselves for front seals, so to speak.
And, needless to say, all the sympathy and good wishes were
on Tom Merry’s side. Tom was popular, and Levison of the
Fourth was at the very nadir of unpopuiarily. Manners and
Lowther knew why the fight was taking place; the other
fellows only knew that it was taking place, but they wers
satisfied that the fault was on Levison's side—as, indeed, it
was. Tom was not a fellow to quarrel without adequate
cause,

So much an outcast now was Ernest Levison that it was
doubtful whether among all the crowd of 8t. Jim's fellows
he would find a second, unless he called on the services of
his minor in the Third Form. Baggy Trimble, who never
could mind his own business, mads it a point to ask Sidney
Clive whether he was seconding Levison, and Clive did not
even trouble to answer fhe inguisitive Baggy. But when
Blake asked him the South African junior replied briefly in
the negative.

Whereupon Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the ornament of the
Fourth, assumed a very thoughtful expression.

“It's a bit wotten!” he said. ‘‘Levison ought to have
somebody to thwow up the sponge for him when he’s licked.™

“There’s Cardew,” remarked Blake.

“Is Cardew stickin’ to him?”

“Blossed if I know!" said+Blake. *Nobody ever knows
what Cardew may or may not do! Tt would be just like
him to stick to Levison because everybody is down on him—
just out of contrary pigheadedness!™

“Cardew is a wathah unweliable fellah for nnybod{ to
depend on,” said Arthus Augustus thoughtfully.” *Ii he
does not back up Levison, I think I will secon
deah boys.”

“What utter rot!” grunted ITerries.

“Woeally, Hewwies—"

“Piffle!” said Dighy. . . i

“If you chawactewise my wemarks as piffle, ﬂi%—n—_ .

"Sigy bosh " said Blake. “This study isn't backing up
a chap who was kicked out of his old school for stealing!
Torget it, Gussy !

“Weally, Blake—""

“You begin seconding Levison and we'll snatch you bald-
headed 1" growled Herries.

“ Wats I

the chap,

“He doesn't seem in a hurry to come in, though,” re-
marked Dig.

Blake chuckled.

“T dare say by this time he's sorry he got Tommy's back
up. Tommy can punch. Not like this study; but he can
punch! Levison's for it as soon as he gels in front of
Tommy."

“Yans, wathah!” 3 7

Nobody expected Levison to come out best in the impend-
ing combat; bul everybody expected him to put up a deter.
mined fight, and that Tom Merry would have to go “all out.”
Tom was aware of that himself, and he was in a determined
mood. Levison's smack on his face still seemed to burn when
ht thought of it. He felt that it would have been wiser

erhaps to leave the black sheep to go on the road to ruin
Eis own way; but his intervention had been well meant, at
least. There was no excuse whatever for Levison's insolent
rejoinder, so far as Tom could see. .

n Study No. 10 after tea Tom had the gloves on with
Monty Lowther for a few rounds, and he was quite satisfied
with the form he was in. 3

The chums of the Shell were pulling away the gloves
after thoss few rounds when the study door cpened, and
Baggy Frimble looked in, with a grin on his fat face.
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“He's coming !” announced Baggy. -

“Who's comgagl" snapped Tom,

“*Levison !’

*Coming here?” asked Mannera. -

“Oh, no! Just coming in at the gates,” said Baggy.
“Cardew’s with him. 1 say, Cardew ought to be sent to
Uoventry for sticking to him! Don’t you fcllows think so?”

“Qh, get out, Trimble!” growled Tom. *All the trouble
was caused b{‘ywr nosing and prying, you fat rotter !”

“1 found him out!” said Baggy loftily. “It's o fellow’s
duty to—"

“Get out!” roared Tom Merrr\:_ “Duty ” from Baggy
Trimble was a little too much for him,

~And Baggy sniffed and departed.

*“Goin, g‘lscwnt” asked Lowther.

“Too late now before call-over,” said Tom. *“I’ll speak
t5 Levison when we come out after roll-call—or, rather, you
can speak to him. as you're my second, Monty."”

“Right-ho!” =

And the Terrible Three remained in their study, loftily
indifferent to the news Baggy had officiously brought them,

But cther fellows were not indifferent. Levison, as lie came
in at the gates with Cardew, was the cynosure of a very ln.rge
number a% eyes. Some of the juniors wondered whether he
had stayed out so long intentionally to avoid the conflict.

vison's face was very grave and his manner very quiet.
He did not seem to observe the intercst he excited. He came
u{n the School House steps with Cardew. and entered the
House. He went up the staircase by himself, Cardew re-
maining downstairs. He, if not Levison, had observed the
general excitement. X
&'(‘:Anythin' on, you fellows?” he asked, addreksing Blake

0.

“Yaas, wathah!” smiled Arthur Augustus.
secondin’ Levison, Cardew?”

“Shut up!” growled Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“Secondin’ him?” repeated Cardew. *I don’t catch on!
Is Levison goin’ on the giddy war-path?”

“¥aas, wathah! Tom Mewwy, you know—"

“0h, I remember now! 'ommy mentioned it,"” said
Cardew, with a nod, * By gad, I believe Levison's forgotten !

“Forgotten !” yelled Study No. 6 with one voice,

* Just that!” said Cardew carelessly.

“He'll get reminded, then!” said Blake grimly.

“T1l remind him,” assented Cardew. * Yes, G

oin’ to second him if there’s goin’ to be a scrap.
ollows needn’t rush in claimin’ the job—it's booked I

“Weally, Cardew—"

“Thanks, all the same, in Levison’s name,” said Cardew
ff&vely." “P1l tell him how keen Study No. 6 are to back
him up.

“You silly ass!” roared Blake. “We wouldn’'t—"

But Cardew was going up the stairs, deaf to any rejoinder.
He looked into Study No. 9 in the Fourth, where he found
Levison. Levison gave him a glance as he ent

“Youw've forgotten somethin’, old bean,”

lightly. ;
T've E.fd a lot to think of” said

“Are you

ussy, I'm
You

said Cardew

¥,

“I shouldn’t wonder.
Levison. “What’s the matter?

“ You're booked for a fight with Tom Merry.”

Levisen started. <. P

As o mafter of fact, the whole thing had slipped from his
mind. That afternoon he had been thinking of other things—
after leaving Racke & Co. He had been through a stress of
mind that left little room for trifles. He had stood at the
cross-roads, as it were, and made his choice between the
downward path and the hard, uphill road, where he would
have to Eg!‘:t every inch of his way. It was the latter that
he had chosen, ard his mood, when he returned to St. Jim’s,
was very different from the mood in which he had left. In
those quiet hours by the river bank he had fou{ht with and
quella& the evil spirit. He was himself again, like a fellow
emerging from an evil dream.

Cardew’s words came as a shock to him.

“A fight with Tom Merry !” he repeated. , yes; i
remember ! 1—I suppose I've got to go through.with it, all
the same.”

He paused, and wrinkled his brows in thought. Cardew
watched him curiously. He could not understand Levison
to-day, but he cettlinlx found him what he would have called
an “interestin’ study.” TLevison shook his head at last.

“I'm not going to fight Tam Merry !” he said quietly.

CHAPTER 9.
A Surprise for Tom Merry.

HE School House fellows came out of Big Hall, after
roll-call, and Tom Merry & . looked round for
Levison. Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, came
out, blinked round through his spectacles, and signed

to Levison of the Fourth, and the junior walked away with
him. The Terrible Three exchanged glances. e

“Unavoidabl; t d!” m ] Monty Lowther.

“It will keep,” said Tom,

“Looks as if Levison is in for a row,” remarked Manners.
T hoar that he has been doing rotten work, and checking
Lathom in the Form-room lately. Seems to be geing to the
bad- altogether.”

The Terrible Three went into the Common-room. Levizon
followed Mr. Lathom to his study. He could see that he was
booked for a lecture, at least. He rather wondered that it
had not come before. Mr. Lathom sat down, and turned his
spectacles upon the junior, standing quiet before him. His
look was severe, but nat unkind.

“Probably you know what I am about to refer to, Levison,”

e sad.

“I think so, sir,” said the junior,

“For some time now, Levison, there has been a change in
you,” said the Fourth Form master. “You, who were one
of my best pupils, have become one of the worst. You are
one of the cleverest boys in my Form, You could do the
Form credit, if you chose. You have chosen to slack, to
negloct your work. = What work you have done has been
;llkq\r?‘n'ly and discreditable. There must be some reason for

i,

Levison was silent.

“It will be my duty to place the matter before the head-
master, if this state of affairs continues,’’ eaid Mr. Lathom.
“But I am loth to take such a step. I wenld rather make an
appoal lo you, Levison, und urge ; 2u to lake yoursel in hand
while there is still time.”

“Yon are very kind, sir,” said Levison, in a low veice.

It was not the answer he would have made the day before.
But since that Levison had fought out the battle with himself
and won it. Mr. Lathom, who had probably expocted a reply
full of half-veiled insolence, looked at him very curiously. .

SOhny Ferkin it 7 Setion: that Jou; atend to fo Yo bat
and to make amends?” he asked.

Levison raised his eyes from the carpet.
“Yes, sir,” he answered, “I'm sorry.
the Form-room the other day. I'm sorry for it! T've beem
slacking; I know that, sir! I[—I've been thinking things over

to-day, sir, and—and 1'm going to do my best.”

“I am glad to hear you say so, Levison,” said the Fourth
Form master kindly. = “I shall trust you! You may go,
Levison.”

And Mr. Lathom did not even glance tewards the cane on
his table, which had spparently been placed there ready for
use.  Levison left the study, and as he canie down the corridor
Jack Blake tapped him on the arm.

“Ready " he asked.

Levison looked at him.

“For what?”

“Tom Merry's in the Common-room, waiting for you,” said
Blake. “You seem to be suffering from lapse of memory, old
bean; I'm reminding you.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Thank you!” said Levison coolly; and he walked away to
the junior Common-room, with a crowd of fellows in his wake.

Tom Merry & Co. had another crowd with them in the
Comimon-room. There was a general movement of interest
as Levison of the Fourth entered, and came up to the Terrible

ree.
“Here he is!” chortled Baggy Trimble.
Tom Merry fixed his eyes cn Levison.

I—1 was cheeky in

Levison met them

S]:i.] ell, are you ready, Levison?” asked the captain of the
ell.

“Wae've been waiting,” hinted Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah!”

Ernest Levison drew a deep breath.

“I'm not going to fight you, Tom Merry,” he said, in a
quiet, calm voice, though the co'our was creeping back into
his cheeks.

Tom stared ‘at him.

“You're not?”

“T'd rather not.” +

“Tt's not a matter of choice now,” said Tom Merry grimly.
“¥ou can’t tell a fellow you're not going to fight gim alter
punching his face, Levison.”

“Wathah not I

“T'm sorry!” =aid Levison.

“Whe-a-at?”

“Y know yon meant kindly enough when you spoke to me
this afterncan,” went on Levison, in a low voice, “I was in
an evil temper, and ['m sorry for what T did. That's all. If
you want to scrap 1'm ready. But I was bound to say that.”

Tom Merry gave him a very puzzled look. There was a
derisive murmur from some of the juniors.

“Cold feet!” remarked Crooke very audibly.

“Funk ! giggled Trimble.

Levison's flush deepened, but his manner was still calm.

(Continued on page 19.)
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A Story of a Lad’s Uphill Fight for Fame

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JIM READY, a sturdy lad ot fourtecn,
having seen his lnst friend Iaid to rest, is
left all alope in the great world, He iz

leaving the cemetery gates, when he butts
up against

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln),
the principal governor of the great school of
St. Beowulf’s, who had been watching him
at the fuperal.

The two walk along the road together, and
the stranger tells Jim it iz education be
needs first. He them withdraws a piece of
parchment from his pocket, and, after sign-
ing it, bands it to Jim. It is a free puss into
the great school. Jim is to take his chance
as & Lincoln scholar at 8t. Beowull’s.

He finds a friend in Wobbygong, a plucky
lad from Auatralm, and the master of a pet
kangaroo, Nobby.

Nobby bolts one night, but the boys give
chase and capture him. On their return to
8t. Beowulf's they find that burglars have
broken into the school. The rufflans are
ecaptured. Wobby commandeers their ear,
and bides it in the Haunted Barn.

Learping of the scoundrels’ intentions of
smugqlln;, their ||| guu.cn gains out of the
country, Wobby ans capture the
plunder. At the dmlﬂ of pight he and his

pals steal out of the school. Boarding the
Lumm:mdcereu car, they are soon hot on the

']'I\ey are only just in time to rescue the
colonel frem further members of the gang,
two of whom they capture. Mr. Travers, of
of Seotland Yard, who is also_after the gang,
appears on the scene. Two of the burglacs
escape in a motorcycle and sidecar to the
marshes, where they are followed by the
0] The latter «Irlve to Whitchurch Castle,
where they find the ploonder hidden in a

well. Suddenly they are attacked by tln!
two burglars. 8o we've caughf ¥
eries one. “On the cootrary,” n.»pher.
Wobby, “ we've caught you!™
(Now read on.)
John Lineoln Again,
HE man 1a
s we‘l catehe

g lws head

w u
up very rnmluliy ‘YD\I nnd your gang are
the ten little niggers, and we've put paid
to five of you up tc now. If you don't beat
it while the golng s good, It will be seven
of you m the old County Gaol!"
Bang
The ru!!l.m fired from his pocket without
rmsmj{ lln arm, xud the bullet whistled close
A l
() M a 0 lh.l
“ Rush Llwm, Ted i :
“Ready, boys?" muttered Wobby,
'em have it as they come up the slope!"
the two pistols almost
ilmultunmunlj as the boys® heads showed
g Gen Lisrary.—No, 762

above the ridge of the bank, and the w
of the old ruin re-echoed to the shots.
Whang, whang, whang!
The catapults answered the fire, and with
a groan, one of the ruffians dropped his
pJﬁLol and clapped bis fist in his mouth.

“Come on, Ted, you fool’” yelled his com-
anion.
“Concentrate fire on Ted!” ordered
Wobby.

The cattics twanged like harpstrings.

Ted, who had stooped to pick up his pistol,
was hit by a stone on the forehead, whilst
nlmter stone hit him in the ribs wit
dead, sounding thud, which betrayed
quality of Wobby's homemade catapults.

He snatched up his revolver, and, despite
the orders of his companion, turned tail, and
ran down the baok, unable #o stand the fire
of stones which whizzed about his ears,

The pistcl” of the othér ruffian cracked
twice, but Ted’s panic, and the stones from
Jim's catty which pelted about him, upset
his alm,

A stinging blow on the funnybone from
nne of Jim's shots finished his atfempt to
y the more faint-hearted Ted, and both
beyond the

a
the

rlm together
catapults.
tood shot,

range of the

Jim!" called Wobby approv-
0 on like this we can keep it
going till dawa. Someone is sure to hear the
shots on the marshes and come to see about
it. There's coastguards cn one side and
keepers on the other.”

Not printed copies,
but the players’
actual signatures.
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A brisk altercation was now
between Ted and his companion.
The boys could not hear much of it, but
it romam a fresh attack.
v.!u:.chwml ‘ound, snirlui
to let be done out
fortune ‘cause yuu re afraid to. sl\ck up
to a parcel o' schoolboys! The young devils
have found the stuff, I tell you, or they'd
never stand up to us like thu They'd have
cub_and run}
“Parcel o' schoolboys!” snarled the d
comfifed Ted. “Parcel o' young demon
'vé got more up there than catupults,
y'd 'op
“It's got to be done
flereely,  * With this firin* we'll stir up the
whole coast. It’s everything or gaol to us,
and |r )-nu don’t show fight—"
was a threatening pause which
m-:-id d the lagging Ted to the attack again.
The dasih was quick and sudden. Up they
eame with a run.
Ib' business this time, hr:ya"‘
Woh * Somebody's got to get hurt!"
l(»hr\lleea of a shot, he rose, boomerang
in hand, and, with that queer twist of his

going on

id his companion

said

arm which no boy in the school could
imitate, he sent the boomerang fiying out
into n:e ni;

not aim directly at his object,
which was not Ted, but his stouter-hearted
companion.

“That's for the king pin of the bunch!®
he muttered as the boomerang soared away
into the gloom

1t was a marvellous shot which “few but
an Australian pative black could have taken,
for the houm.-r,mg was thrown to take the
enemy in_the

An old \nlm.e an disturbed by the firing
from its perch, dodged in the air as some
thing that seemed like a strange and fearful
bird flittered by.

With a shout of menace, Ted's companlon
rushed up the slope.

Wobby had dropped on his hands and
knees. He was waiting for his wooden bird
to_come home.

“Got you!" yelled the ruffian in triumph,
as he raced up the bank to the spot where
Wabby was kneeling.

He was almost on LD{' of Wobby as the
heavy boomerang came home.

Plank !

It hit the ruffian just at the back of the
head, arriving with tremendous force, and
sent him toppling over on hi:. face, so that
he almost fell on \\nhby

He sent a shot whistling close past Ted's

Tp(l -.tnml paralysed.
I., Ted?" called Wobby affably.
or you wou't hear the next

ne

With a yell of dismay, Ted, as he saw his
leader fal! thus mysteriously as though hit
by a thunderbolt. turned and ran, making
o

heé gateway as hard as he col
After bim, boys!" called Wob
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glance at his prostrate foe. “After him!
We've gobt to rope him in, or he'll blow the

gafl to his palsi”
The boys leaped up.
Bub even the greatest of cowards are

eourageous when desperate.
Ted  turned on them, threatening them
‘rith his p}stn] as he rell hack on the arch-
e s hoping to hold them at bay
l.lll hn cuuld ant to the opening in the gate,
and then away to the motor-cycle whh:h bad
been left on the road.
boomerang was useless here, for
the parrowing of the ruins towards the gate-

ts;iv impeded its flight.

@ could have shot the raseal easily, but
the was something In Wobby which
larbada him to risk the chance of taking a
humun life.

WotLy easpal ad Jin By Mecked sna

seemed to fall, and in that second the
burglar’s life hu on a hair trigger.
Jim " led Wobb;

¥
“No,” replied Jim. "It was a close shave,
though.”
“Fire again, Ted, and I'Il shoot you!"
said Wobhy.

But the mbrcatmg burglar had no time to
fire again.

Across the shingle flats ontside the gate of
the old ruin Hlere came the rush and roar
of a powerful igine.

Two lﬂinllm). )ll‘nlflights flared in at the
entrance way, lighting the whole scene with
the white glare of a star-shell,

For a cecond Wobby saw the great bars
of black shadow ecast by the remnants ut
the batten gate lying in Jong lines across'|
the courtyard,

Then there was a crash of timber,.and the
gate flew into splinters as the bonnet of a

lnrgk- Rolls-Royce car, crowded with men,
into the courtyard, sl'lulil!g the
retreating burglar flying as the mudguard

eaught him.

‘wonder-
ment at the sight which showed in the white
glare of the lamplight.

Five schoolboys and a kangaroo, in open
order, were closing on the gate. High up
on the grassy mound of the ruined keep lay

a ﬂgndre prostrate, face downwards on the
grot

“Watch that fellow who's laid out on the
‘keep!” eried an authoritative voice.

“Police " thought Wobby to himself.

But the policemen were dressed in
velveteen and the orthodox pot-hats of the
gamekeeper,

Suddenly a bearded man, dressed in

shabby tweeds, stepped dowp from the great

car. It was he who had given the order
to watch the man laid out by Wabby's
boomerang.

He laughed as he saw the rather scared
group spread fan-wise before the car.

Nobby, dazzled by the lights of the car,
bad stood up on his hind legs, and, proppe
up by his fat tail, was getting ready
defend himself and his chums against tlllﬂ
strange creature with the flery cyes.

“What's all this battle going on here,
young gectlemen?” demanded the bearded
man, his lips parting and showing a row ¢t
white, even tecth.

“Rurglars, sir,” replied Wobby. = “They
Nire Atiackiie - ta the eaxtle Eeepa)
What for?"
“Treasure, sir,” replied Wobhy. ~We were

defending Lord Tantivy's golden dishes and
a barrewload of Lord Bradbury's silver.™

Wobby spoke in a low tone. He did not
want that mmm crowd of gamekeepers to
hear what he h say.

The bearded man haLcd at Jim Ready,
and nodded amiably.

“I see you are some of my family,” he
said pleasantly. re is my Benjamin,
Jim Ready, with you, I notice.”
im’s heart had gone into his beots.
‘our family, sir?” asked Wobby
faltering tones.

“Yes,” replied the stramger; “I see that
!nn :;e all Lincoln scholars. I am John

Wobby tooked np helplessly into that
kindly, bearded face

“Oh_erumbs!™ he ejaculated. “It's
Gold Knob himself e'll be sent to the
pack, sure!”

in

Mr, Lizeoln s Interested.

OR once in his life the resourceful
Wobby was caught out.
He stood staring helplessly at Mr.
John Lincaln, patron and overlord of
all 8t. Beownlf's School.

How was he to explain to this great man
why he and his companions were knocking
about the country with a motor-ear bor-
rowed from a gang of burglars, and con-
ducting a small b:zttle against two armed
men with no better ally than a dissipated
kangaron, and no better weapons than a
boomerang and five catapults?

“First of all,” s=aid Mr. Lincoln, “ we'll
examine the gentleman who lies so quiet
on yonder bank.”

Two gamekeepers were holding the luckless
Ted, who had tried to escape through the
gateway of the ruined castle. Two others
had run to the other burglar, and were
lifting him to his feet,

“He's all right, sir,” said one. “He's only
stunned. Caught a nasty crack on the head
from this thing.”

afohn coln nodded.

“Hold him tight,” he replied. “I'll attend
te him in the magistrate's room when we get
him home.”

',I‘he gamekeeper looked suspiclously at the
merang.
ce sort of thing to have about, with
ph ants in the woods!” he muttered, cast-
ing n suspicious glance at Wobby as, with
his companion, he led the dnzed burglar to
the waiting car.

“Now, boys,” asked John Lincoln, “what's
all this about Lord Tantivy’s and the Brad-
hury plate? And what are you deing out
here at this hour with that car? St
Beowuif's boys don't keep cars, and I sup-
pose Dr. Brackenbury would be rather sur-
prised il he knew that five of his young
gentlemen and a kangaroo were making a
night of it in this lashion.>

The boys were silen!

“Bpeak up, my boys,” said John Lineoln.
@ Rest assured, 1 won't give yon away. It scems
to me that we are all in the same game.
have come out to-night in response to a police
teleplione message asking me to warn my
-mmlmuxcra to keep a good look-out for

with a eycle and side-car. There

|s also a Ford car belonging to a burglar

gang flitting myateriously about the country.”

That's us, sir!” replied Wobby promp!

“We annexed that car from the burglar
John Lincoln looked amazed,

\
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“Where have you kept It hidden?” he
asked.
“In the old Haunted Barn, sir,” replied

Wobby promptly.
John Lincoln laughe
“You young rascals 3

know that the police have been searehing

far and wide for that car? Do you mean
that you are working against the

long and loud,
ke sakl. “Do you

No, &ir!™ replied Wobhy eagerly. *We
are working for the police. But we are
abead of them all the time, that's all.

They could not find out where Lord Tnnhvy s

mau- and the ntm! from Lord Bradbury's was

v; iave run it to earth.

ere Castlewoud’s jewels are

stowed nway as well, and we have helped

the police to lay hands on seven out of the

gang of ten who are working the districk!>
John Lincoln laughed.

“But you dan't want them to lay hands

on the stuff that has already been stolen?*

he said.
“That's the size of it, sir,” answered
Wobby.
“ Look boys,” said Jobn Lincaln
suddenly. “lla all very well, your playing
at little policemen againet one of fhe

smartest hands of Scotland Yard. But it is
a dangerous game, and, from what the police
tell me, this is nn internaticnal gang, who
are getting all the more dnng!rmlu as they
grow fewer in numbers, like the ten little
niggers. I want you to confide the whole
lot to me. In fact, as a county magistrate,
I have the right to be told all about it.”

“Old Pepper s a unty magistrate, too,
sir,” replied Wobb; “hut we found him
to-night tied up in his chair, with a couple
of tugs getting ready to put a red-hot poker
round the soles of his feet. We rescued
him all right, and handed #ic two lads who
wanted to [ry his feet—Flash Dossky and
Punsh Haker—over to a fricndly paliceman
from Scotland rd called Travers, who had
been chasing us with a car full of men in
Llue. We only dodged them by driving our
old Ford down the slnp{- of the Smugglers'
Punchbowl—and it's & good thing we came
down all right, or there m[ght bave been
a row up at Scotland Yard!”

Johin Lineoln stared at the

little gmup

with something like respect in his
“You young rips!” he exclaimed. Dc “you
mean to tell me that you teok a car down
rugglers’  Punchbow! on-a pight like
to, sir!” replied Wobby. “Then

THE GREAT
CRASH !

bonnet Gar, oro

There w=s a crash of timber, and the gate flaw into splinters as the
of the wded with men, broke into the
sending tho retreating hurglu fiying.

courtyard,
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‘we drove across the Downs, and stumbled
into old Pepper’s back garden with it, just
us Punch Baker and Flash Dossky were
getting to work vum lhc red-hot poker on
his corns, trying ke him tell yhere
he lmd got his l':-!!l-clmn of jewels stowed
wa

lII 1 muttered Johm Lincaln.
T !Ie mlghl‘. |l.lIE known that he was inviting
a gang like this, living alone as he does.
Everyone knows that hLe's got the collec-
in the house. I've warned him of it
times. He is a hot-headed man,

was very near being a hot-footed
man to-night, » answered Wobby. *But
M ravers a sport, sir. He knows

our Tark, and e woi't give us away at
the_sehool.”

*Mr. Travers is in a different position to

myself;” replied John Lincoln. “You are
Lineoln scholurs—you  are (}»rnrhmlly hoys
by me. By my deed of gift fo

myself what are
ilities of a parent

practieally  the rn.a].ons
and guardian to all you Lincoln scholars
I shall not be fulfilling my duty by you
or by the school if T allow you to go cutfing
round the country, playing touch with as
dangerous a gang as exists out of gaol”
Wobby thought for a moment. He was
evidently making up his mind if he should
give his whole confidence to John Lincoln.
His cunning introduetion of the sportsman-
ship of the Scotlund Yard detective had gone
down in the light of this new relationship.
“Then, in a sense, you are our old pot,
mr'l“ hc suggested,
pot?™ quer rl John Lincoln, mystified
by \anh) Austra
“ﬂld pot-and-] y‘ln-uur uld man!” explained

Wol

ure!” answered John Lincoln, his eyes
twinkling.

“And you won't give us away up at the
school 1 asked Wohby.

“Of course I won't give away anything
that you give me in confidence,” answered
-lo!m incoln. “I am very much impressed
by what you boys have done already. As
a’ matter of fact, the whole of you deserve
a jolly good hiding for breaking school and
getting into a business that does not con-
cern you. But you have shown courage
and resource, which makes me think that
I ean find you some other work more ex-
citing and more entertainipg than ghasing
eriminals round a guiet count
“That’s the ribuck talk,

Make Sure that All Your Chums Read

Wobby. “Man to man—an' square, an’ all!
When™ we are through with this job yon
can show us up if is your duty, and
Dr. Brackenbury can give ua the whole pro
gramnie with his hickory. Here's the whole
story. We nab a burglar up at the school
I fetch him a cosh on the block Mth my
boomerang. He's my burglar,

“Certainly!”  answered
*“He's captive of your bow and
and_boomerang!”

“Right-ho, sir!” continued Wobby, well
pleased to find that he had made his point.
“The fat-headed police did not notice that
the burglar~had a pockefbook. T did. 1
took the book when the” man of the law
wasn't looking, and discovered that the tug
is the king pin of thiz outfit of yegg-men.
The pocket-book is his ledger, and halds all
the records of his enterprises and where he
had hidden the splosh. Over the breart of
the slope there we have pulled up Lord
Tantivy’s gold plate and Lord Bradbury's
bunch.” Lady Castlewood's jewels are hidden,
away three miles from the old school, and
we were going to get them to-morrow after.
noon. And there are nine other enches of
treasure all within twenty miles of your
place.”

“Well, why don't the other chaps get
the jewels and the stuff?” demanded John
Lineoln.

“Why, sir," replied Wobby, “beeanse the
first two chaps we arrested are the only
ones who know where it is hidden away.
The rest have been playing hide-and-seck,
trring to find out uiure the stuff is before
the ship comes for

“A ship!” ntnl.simul lolm Lineoln.
Int fleeimns'”

“It does, sir,”” said Wobby.
day mght next a big motor fishing-boat,
the Trois Freres, of nd—No. 780 Ostende
is her mark—will EHL llin the Swale, and
will come to anchor just helnv\ the big
clump of oak-trees tha
on the banks of the river.
a private signal, and will send a t ashore
for the treasure, taking the pmplc on board
who are in charge of it. She will sail away,
and will land the stuff on the Duteh copst
at a place called Stickers Gat, where the
gold will be taken and sent to Dort to be
melted down and smuagled into Germany,
and the jewels will be sent off to Amster-
dam be taken out of their settings and
dlaguﬁecl' That's the programme

And what were you going to d
!n!lll Lineoln.
Why, we were going to go on board with

sacks  belonging
to the gang filled up
with ballagt and dun-
nage,” replied Waobby
calmly, “and we were
going to capture the
ship, drive the crew
down below, and sail
her into Barham
Harbour, to hand her
aver to the polic '..:ul
show them whel
had hidden away M;e
jewels and plate.” That
h_:u» Our. programime,
8

<||L:lr—

“The

“On Satur.

asked

Good heavens,
hoy!* exelaimed John
Lincoln. . “What put
this notion into your
bead 2™

“I was rending
something like it in
a nobby bhuL ealled

'I'tlm (& Log,"

tllf:

“But what they do
in books doesn't work

“ Have a look at these sacks, sir,” said

will find the gold and silver.,” John

the sacks, and drew forth a spe:imen of
massive plate.

the same in real life,”

‘Wobby.  You replied John Lincaln.
Lincoln opened “What do you boys
Lord Tantivy’s know about salling a

big fishing craft, off
this coast, too? How

do you know what the

the GEM!
How are you lnmg to capture the nlllp The
chances are that you would al ick.

A nice lot of buccaneerﬁ you nould mnke if
you were seasick!"™

“You have to take a risk on nll tl:at sorl.
of thing, sir,” replied Wobby ¢
have taken a few risks nlread), amd they
have come off, Come and look.

He led the way over the rnmp of the
ruined keep and down into the hollow beyond
w:mre the treasure sacks lay by the well.
silyer.

Have a Jook in those sacks, sir,” he sald.
“You will find the red gold and the white

John Lincoln opened the sacks and drew
forth & specimen of Lord Tantivy's massive
gold plate.

“[ give you hest, young gentlemen!” he
said. “You have dome exceedingly well.
But, all the same, I am beginning to think
that I want you boys for another enterprise,
and I am not going to have you shot or
drowned salving other folks' property for

them in a country where the police are paid
for the duty. is,
will have
and

If you are golug on with &l
to take me into your—er—

my man Stubbs. I will
ets, and I will abide by the
laws of {t gang, and I will vouch for
Stubbs. Stubbs was with me in my march
through Africa. He and I have been in many
a tight place together, and 1 have never
found Stubbs fail me. He has the great
merit of being a silent man, won't
blab the secrets of our—er—gang
The boys thrilled with delight. They saw
that their adventure had captured this man
who had had so many adventures, and they
were stirred by his mysterious allusions to

hls enterprise. .
3y hand on it,” said Joha
d

ere  is .
coln, lmldlng lnrth his ha
We'll take you im, sir,” sald Wobby
cordially. * You and your man Stubbs. As
a matter of fact, sir, 1 was beginning to get
a bit worried as to how we were going to
tackle that fishing-boat, because I knew the
coast outside is dangerous snd the entrance
to Barham Harbour difficult!"
“1 know all that,” said John Lincoln. *1
have sailed on this coast boy and man.
has Stubbs. Stubbs Is a first-class seaman.”
"Tlmn that is settled,” said Wobby com-
a thought struck him. “ How
to meet on Saturday night,

you
gang—me
keep your

B

1 boys manage to get out of
zuhooi?" asked John Lincoln.

Well, we got out of the clnmney this
time, sir,” explained Wobby.

John Lincoln thonght for a moment.

“You will receive an invitation to spend
the week-end at my place,” he said. “There
will be nm.hm;, out of the way in that, for
when I am at home, it is my custom to invite
a few of the L\ru‘nl:l scholars to High March
Castle so that can find out for myself
what progress they are making, what are
their inclinations for their future lives, and,
generally, what sort of boys they are. I
don’t think T shall want to be told what sort
of boys you are, but you will like to see my
collections of weapons and corios, and we
shall be able to have our adventure un-
molested, And to give the whole affair an
official 'lf.mn!p'lmn'. I want to ask one other
griest to join us.”

“Who is that? asked Wobby.

“* Mr. Travers, of Scotland Yard."

Wobby thought for a moment.

“That's all right, sir,” he said. *Mr.
Travers has treated us very well, and; if you
:-mnh he'd enjoy the trip, by all means ask
1

r Lincoln nodded.
w, boys,” he sald, “the Immediate
husiness is to get yon back to the school
before daybreak, and there is not too much
time to sccomplish this. As likely as not
your old car will let you down after the
way you have handled it. Not many cars
would stand the buffeting you have given
it, Have you any more use for it?"

o, sir,” replied Wobby. “I was going
to get the Countess of Castlewood's jewels
on foot, and, as for the other bits of stuff
that are scattered round the country, the
police can get them for all T eare, whm we've
had our lark. The plums are here
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" THE-OU'TCAST OF THE SCHOOL.”
(Continued from page 15)

“Well,” said Tom, afier a pause, “if you're sorry, 1—1
suppose ‘that ends it. Let it drop.™

Levison of the Fourth looked round. There was no trace in
his looks of the evil, the bitterness that had been so strong
marked there of late. But his face was de!ermmed and there
was a gleam in his eyes.

“T've apologised to Tom Merry,” he uud. “But any fellow

here who calls me a funk can put it to the test on the spot.”

T'm ready.”
Crooke backed out of the crowd, and Baggy Trimble made
himueil as small as possible. Grundy of the Shell broke the

sil

“hu pose I call you a funk?” he demanded,

La\'gnn made a stap towards the burly Grundy,

“Do so, if you like,” ]ua said. “I' lE knock it bnnk between
your usolfa 8s Eoon as you've said it

“Will you, by gum‘" said (;rundy warmly. “I'll give you
a chance. Funk!”

The next moment George Alfred Grundy had to put up his
llamia, and only just in time. = Blake hurriedly closed the
Common-room door, and for the next ten minutes the scene
in the room was exciting. At the end of the ten minutes
Grundy of the Shell confessed—from the carpet—that he had
had enough. And Cardew led Levison away to bathe his nose
and his eyes, which were sorely in need of attention.

Tom Merry went fo his study in a thoughtful mood. He
could not understand Levison, and he was doubiful and per-
plexed. Sa long as the Bt, Jim's outcast kept up his attitude
of mocking defiance and insolence, Tom knew how to deal
with him; but this was a new Levison. There was a quiet
dignity in the estracised junior that troubled Tom. The
thought came into his mind, and Imuntml him, that perhaps,
somehow, impossible as it seemed in e had been done—
that, somehosw, Levison of the Fourth ad not had fair play.

“I wonder——"" said Tom, after a long silence. .

He did not finish.

And, oddly énough, in Study No. 6, about the same time,
Arthur Augustus D*Arcy looknd up from the entrancing pages
of Milton, which he was “mugging ” for the morrow, and
r‘.mnrked thnughtiulI\r £

“I wondah—"
And he shook his noble head and returned to Milton.

THE END.

(Will Levison ever be able to prove his innocence and
clear his name, without having to leave St Jim's 2 On
no account must you miss * Down and Owut!’ next
week's grand story!)
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have alf fitted up m iy eycle with electrio light from the

dirEl‘l- iors given in these articles.

P PARKES, Brighton, wr)

“The m:rk is exeallent. 1t is I.lmn'l nw-m,.- for any ama
worker to desire kmllm which l- not to be found within these rnnr
volumes. T am working op. add-jobbing. tnking every thive,
TRoE Guteh ey wlds St iy weare by, bums whluasd 85 Uurs 1 o

Iam ontemplating

trade spare-time occu-

pation, T have already made o roccessful Aclempt At which and clock
repairing by getiing & waich and a olock in going arder that had heen
raturned as-hopeless by threo watehmakers |1 ire informa-
tion on the subject came from ‘ The Amateur Mechanic,' "

To The 'WAV“LEY ‘??‘ ©€0., Ltd.

-t o
“ere ]s 98, Farring on n . London, B.C.4.
Pl:a-— -z-ng "ﬂ’ without eharge, your Frea
all part
i e aeicote Hutaers, ru‘, ur “ THE
t e AMATEUR MECHAWIC,"” also informa-
ton as v your offer ta xend tiis Camplate Work

for a merely nomipal firat payment, o

to be paid by a few small monthly nnyn'e
Gnupo“s." beginning tirty days after delivery of Work.

. NAME
b (Bend " tils” ferin in "uisealed envoiopa” with
ena 1 Deiny Siamp, ‘OF & posteard.]
ADDRESS ...
To-day.

U.1.8.,1922. ...

Tre Gex Lipmany,—No. 762



20 THE GEM LIBRARY.

Would You Like to |
Win £25? See Our
B New Con}peﬁlion
“ SILHOUETTES " §
on page 11! |

NIGEL MACCREGGOR. * he School Houss

{Another Splendid Art Povivait Study Next Weeli[)
Tz Gen Liseiry.—No. 762,



