LEVISON MINOR INTERVIEWS THE HEAD OF GREYFRIARS!

(Frank Levison’s Bold Step to Clear His Major’s Name.)



The Editor would like to hear from
Address all

:nl- reader ch

to Ed
Library,” The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, Loadon, E,04,

My Dear Chums,—

There is no doubt as te the intense
interest the present series of stories of
Ernest Levisen has aroused. My, Martin
Chfford goes right to the heart of the
subject this time, and the happy result is
a real trivmph.

Never lman has the reader lun
shown In such a clear and
style the real reasons which underiie Hu
conduct of a character like Levisen. It
is all very well to be wise after the
event, but there have been plenty of
ocsulom when one was puzzled to the
last degree by the actiens of Levison.
It did net seem reasenabls that he
shauld carry on as he did, or that at a
tima of crisis when a word, as it seemed,
weuld set matters right, he should rese-~
\utely decting fo utter that salving word,

The new story winds up thé drama in
a telling way. There has heen any
amount eof rough geing, and the mis-
understandings have been as Aumerous
as Blackberries in September; but the
goal is reached at long last.

And you will all admit it is just like
life—a theme thick with difficulties, and
side lssues which add te the inevitable
complications. Mr. Martin Clifford has
shewn again his dexterity in- eutlining
a character, though here we have rather
more than an outline.

But it Is this sort of thing that is hag-
pening every day of eur lives. You
cannot seem to get away freme intricate

e
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disputes. Just when the world seems
te effer a fairly easy run, something
occurs to darkun the outlook; as in the
case of Ernest Levison, the beginnings
of the trouble are small, but insensibly
there comes an accumulation of worry,
and we find erroneous impressiens piling
up, with the wusual stock-in-trade of
mischieveus comment, and most unfor-
tunate interference.

To GEM readers, young and old, the

coneluding yarn in the series, * Levison’s
Chance!” will make a big appeal. It
cannot help deing se. It is a human
story, marked by the right mrt of senti-
ment, and sympathy, just the kind of
good feeling, which, when at the final
stage it finds cxlmulon, serves te heal
all the weunds to pride.

There is no intention of Ioulng sight of
the .Levisens, although splondid
series has now drawn tn a clese. |
think we should hear much more of
young Frank Levison and Sister Doris
before the world is much elder.

The wind-up te this set of yarns is
all theroughly in Keeping with Ilni has
gone before. Ernest acts just as ome
knows he would when faced by dang

new “ Annual ” and getting acquainted
with the celebrities of St. lim's, and the
mighty men of Greyfriars and Roek-
wood, and | am glad to see that these
newcomers to our circle are busying
themselves in ordering the Companion
Papers 3o as to learn more of the papu-
lar favourites, for the capital stories in
the * Holiday Annual” have servéd as a
first-rate intreduction te the Companien
Papers.

Most of you will have heard by
this time aR about the forthcoming
attraction in the *‘ Magnet,” namaly,
the Greyfriars Parliament. No, | am
wrong there; net all absut it for there
is heaps mere hehind. It suffices to say
that the Speaker of the Greyfriars
Parliament (ltharvrlu Harry Wharten),
is getting inte Ms stride, and he imparts
a real efficiat teuch te the nary
proceedings. Readers of the Companion
Papers will be urged to do their bit in
discussing sperts and hobbies, and
making brnl‘lllni suggestions. Goed ideas
wlll be paid for handsemely, '!Nich L
e ble, since A
-ther Partinmcnt dawn at Westminstes

atad far their sosvices im

His coelness is never dene, but is the
reat thing.

In Mxt ‘week’s GEM the fourth set of
pictures in the novel and interesting
campetitien will be found waiting for
treatment. This featurs has caught on
with a vengeange.

There is no need for me te enlarge
upon the other geod in the
famous Whednesday paper. he Tuck
Hamper Depariment has last none of its
prestige, and I must say the entries
reach a Mgh standard. T
:'H is that prizes cannol ge te overy-

¥.

The rush for the now velume of the
* Holiday Annual ™ conmtinues unabated.
Myriads of peeple are picking wp the

get
lllnmlnﬂing the path of progress.

Parliaments get now and
again, but mestly b mh whe do net
understand the mal A Parliament
is the finest thing out a leng as it stichn
to the best ideas.

D’Arcy certainly sught te find a seald

in the Groyfriars Parﬁu-nl. Hn
have made arean:

during his recend M Iu INH _give
tone to any

happens, St. ]b‘a @an be lrnhd to toek

e | after itself this astums, as Ueval, and

se ean the GEM.
Juet keep your eye om the mew pre
gramme. it will please yau.

YOUR EDITOR.
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A visitor to town had jost
entered a crowded ommbua when
he was approached b con-
duetor for his fare.
the strap, he fumbled Irmtlosdy
for his pockets as the omnibua
jolted and swerved aver the rough
roadway.
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The grocer was a wise man, and he
always tried to be on the best of terms
with his customers. en he saw a lady
enter his shop looking ruffied he en-
deavoured to be extra courteous and
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abliging, “I think, madam,” he said,
“ there is a slight, a very shght tendency
Tue Gex LiBRARY.--No.

THE No. 248.—TEE
SEXTON

BLAKE o, 230.—FING
LIBRARY. ’"d’:m
"F:umenu o, =

Qorrespondent.

No. 48.—TER GOLDEN GODDESS.
A-nsnu-mm of London and the East, introducing GUNGA RASS.

W TRE
“ﬁu nnstreathy

A story of auxn V. GEORGE MARSDEN PLUMMER.
ERPRINTS OF FATE.
rondertal mr',' of baﬂhls lllystn 6
. The Case of

THE BRIGAND mm
il»tuulnuiln[mshry‘ of EIXTOK B[.A.KE and mxm in Italy and

2. -~THE nm
ry Illa of khﬂi}tn!‘_ll!mlm. mbnrﬂ SEITO‘N ‘nL.l
KEW, OOUNT IVOR OARLAC, ABDRIAR BT

ROGUS LAIRD: or, The

g the author of " The House
itualist.

Sparions

'!H
PROFESSOR
Newspaper

Now On Sale! Order Your Copies TO-DAY!




Introduce Tom Merry & Co. to Your Chums! 3

A Grand, Long, Complete School Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s, telling how Frank
Levison, in an attempt to clear his brother’s name, brought fresh trouble upon him

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Under the Shadew.

[ OOR little beggah!”
P Arthur Augustus D’Arcy murmured the words,
There was deep compassicn in the look of the swell

of St. Jim’s,

He was standing at the window of Study No. 6 in the
Bchool House. Trom the window Arthur Augustus had a
view of part of the quadrangle.

In the quad his_glance had.fallen upon Levison minor of
the Third Form. Levison minor was with Wally of the Third

Reggie Manners, and those two ch'eu& fags were chat-
hn':i away at a great rate, apparently in the best of spirits.
Frank Levison was not listening to them. His eyes had fallen
upon a junior of the Fourth Form, who was walkin, lone—
under the elms. It was his major, Levison of the Fourth.

Arthur Augustus D‘.@\rc{:e at the study window, followed
Frank's gaze, and saw vison major; then his glance
returned to the fag, and he murmured compassionately:

“Poor little beggah !’

vison of the Fourth did not look towards his minor. He
was pacing up and down, his hands driven deep in his ts,
and a thoughtful expression on his face. Blake and Herries
and Digby of the Fourth came along under the trees, They
sighted Levison, and turned in another direction. The out-
cast of 8t. Jim’s_did_not appear to notice it; but Frank
certainly noticed it. D'Arcy, from the window above, saw
his Eoung face quiver and Aush. That ruthless avoidance of
his brother seemed to strike the little fog like a blow.

Arthur Augustuas shifted uncomfortably.

He was sorry for Frank from the bottom of his heart. ¥Yet
if he had been with his chums in the %und at that moment, he
would have avoided Levison of the Fourth just as they had
done. It could not be helped. Leviscn of the Fourth was an
outcast; he was ba ¥ his House. It was hard on his
young brother; all the fellows felt that. Tom Merry & Co.
were all “down ” on Ernest Levison, but they tried to make
the thing as easy as they could to Frank. They were always
cordial to him when they cams acroes him. They wanted him
to understand that his brother’s exclusion did not apply to
him. And Frank, who idolised his brother, did not display
the slightest gratitude for his exemption ; he was only inclined
to “slang * them for what he resolutely persisted in believing
was_their injustice and wrong-headedness. Evidence for or
against did not matter to Frank; he believed in his brother,
and was only angry and indignant that everybody else did
not_do the same.

“Poor little beggah I" murmured D’ Arcy for the third time.

D'Arey’s tendet heart was touched. e would have done
nnybhinﬁ to console the fag—anything but speak in a friendly
‘ﬁy to his brother. That was impossible. And that was ths
only thing that could have consoled the outcast’'s minor.

“Wake up, Frank!” Wally D‘Al’!iy’l voice floated up to
Arthur Augustus at the. window. “Wake up, old bean!
What's the row?”

“Eh? Nothing!” said Frank confusedly.

“I've spoken to you twice, and you haven’t answered,” said
w“l!f severely,

“Have you?”

“Yes, I have, young Levison.
standing up, like a -horse?”

“ No, you ass!" )

“Now, about this afterncon,” continued Wally of the Third,
“As it's 2 half-holiday, we're going to have a run out. Reggie
thinks a boat is o good idea. What do you think?”

“Eh? Yes—no!”

“Jolly lucid, T must say!” remarked Wally, with a snort,
“Look here, we're going to have a boat out. Frayne's
coming and young Hobbs and Jameson. You're coming?”

“No, I can't,” said Frank.

:Y}?u'va'not got detention 7’ asked Manners minor.

no ” :

#Thon why ean't you come? demarded Wally. -

Are you going to sleep

{Copyright in the United States of America)
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“Oh, your blessed major!” said Wally comprehendingly.
““Still worrying? Frank, you're a young ass! I never worry
about my major. I let him go on playing the goat, and get-
tlng into scrapes.”
‘“ Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur A.uguutus]P’Awy. at the

window. “Cheeky young wascal! ¥ai Jove
“I give my major his head,” continued Wally, “So does
Reggie. Do you ever worry rbout Manners of the Shell,
Reggie?”’
ie grinned.
“Not if T know it!” he answered.

“There you are, Frank! Now, look here. Your major's
dR%wn_n?” his luck. I'm sorry! Reggie's sorry, too—ain't you,

“%eta 1* said Reggie Manners.

“You see, we're both sorry,” said Wally, “and there's an
end of it. Now just chuck your major out of your head, and
come out with us. See?”

Wally of the Third appeared to think that the difficult;
was_now disposed of, ther to his exasperation, Fra
Levison’s face remained troubled and glum.

“Don't i;u understand, you young ass?’ demanded Wally.

“Eh—what 1

“What I've just been saying.”

“I—I didn't hear you.”

“Didn’t hgar me?” roared Wally, in great wrath.

“No. I—I was thinking,” stammered Frank.

His troubled eyes were atill on that lonely figure under the
elms, and he answered Wally without looking at him.

* Well, of all the thumping young asses!” growled Wally.
"I'v? a jolly good mind to give your major a dot on the
nosge |

“Are we %ning out in that boat?” yawned Reggie Manners,

Levison of the Fourth left his place under the elma, and
weont towards the School House. Three Shell fellows passed
him on the path—Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther.
They dropped their e]yea as they E::sed him. Ernest Levison
walked straight on, looking neit! to the right nor to the
left. Frank gave a little start.

“Poor little beggah ! murmured Arthur Augustus, at the
study window—the fourth time he had made that compas-
sionate remark.

Frank turned to his comrades of the Third.

“You fellows clear,” he said. “I'm not coming out this

afternoon.”
“What's the good of moping?” demanded Wally.
rank indignantly.

“I'm not moping!” said

* Looks to me jolly well like it! You ain’t very cheerful
company, anyhow,” grumbled Wally. *“Why, if my major
were like your major, I'd boil him in oil! " What you're
bothering about him for beats me.”

“Hollow I” assented Roggie,

“If you're going to say anything against Ernest—" began
Frank Levison, his voice tx'emblit;ﬁ. .

“Wouldn't for worlds!” ¥inn Wally. “I'm not going
to fight you this afternoon, Frank., Dash it all, haven't you
had enough fighting, with Trimble of the Fourth, and Mellish
and young Pi§gott of ours? Do you want to pitch into your
old pals next?”

“Young ass I said Manners minor,

Frank Levison made no rejoinder. He knew what his com-
rades thought of his brother—the same that the whole Lower
School thought of him, They did not say so—they would not
say so—but that was only to spare his feelings. "They were
sorry for him, too; but a half-holiday was a half-holiday, and
n(i'ne 1l-im less so because Frank's brother was barred by the
school.

“I'll see_you when you come in,” said Frank; and he left
his comrades and went into the School House. |

And Wally & Co., in great disgust, made their arrange.
ments for tho afternoon without including Levison minor.
Tue Gew Lisgary.—No. 763,
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CHAPTER 2,
Levison Minor’s Resolve!

“ OME inf* :

‘ Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy was still leoking from
the study window, with a rather saddened and
thoughtful expression upon his noble face, ‘when

a tap came at the door of Study No. 6. He turned from the
window.

It was Frank Levison who entered the study.

“Twot in, deah kid!” said Arthur Augustus, with great
cordialily, us soon as he saw his rather unexpected visitor.
“Awl'ly glad to see youl”

Frank smiled faintly.

Arthur Augustus was among the fellows who believed the
worsl of his brother; and was most anxious of all to let
Frank know that he, Frank, was as highly thought of as
ever. There was no resentment in Frank’s look now; only a
misery that touched D’Arey’s kind heart. The blow that had
fallen upon Levison of the Fourlh had hit his young brother
harder than it had hit Levison himself, to all appearance,

“T want you (o help me, D’Arcy !” said Frank abruptly.

“ Anythin’ 1 can do, deah boy! Sit down|”

Levison minor sat down.

“Wunnin'! out of cash—what?” asked Cussy genially. “I
know whai it is like, deah boy. I've been there, you know!
And I am wathah in funds to-day. That's lucky, isn't it 2"’

“Ii's about my brother,”

“Oh deah!” murmured Arthur Augustus hopelessly,

He would have preferred Frank’s visit to be about financial
matiers. Oun those matlers he could have helped.

“I'm not going to argue about it, D'Arey,” said Frank.
“I've been through all that, and it’s no good. Every fellow
in the Lower School believes that my brother was expelled
from Greyfriars for stealing. It's false, but they all
believe it!"”

“Yaas, wathah! I—I mean——" ’

“TIt's rotten!” said Frank., “It’s wicked! One of the best
fellows that ever breathed——"

His voice {rembled.

“I—I wouldn't say a word, kid, to stop you fwom believin’
in your bwothah,” said Arthur Augustus manfully. “It—it’s
wippin’ of youl”

*“Put you don't believe in him.”

“Hemt"

“I don’t blame you,” said Frank drearily. “I can’t under-
stand myveelf why Ernest doesn't knock the whole silly story
on the head. T suppore all the fellows believe that he would
if he could?”

“ Well, that—that’s walhah weasonable, isn't it?” murmured
Arthur Augustus,

*T suppose you think so.

D’Arcy made a grimace.

“Twy to look at it like anothah chap, Fwank,” he said,
“Keep your belief in your bwothah, of course. But twy——"
“1t’s all rot!” said Frank, “That fat Greyfriars bounder,
Bunter, spun a yarn to Trimble of the Fourth. Trimble's
spread it all over the school. He says that Ernest was
echllud from Greyfriars for robbing
if he would!”

“Well, you sce——"

“Oh, T know!” eaid Frank impatiently. “Ernest’s only
got to ask the Head lo speak to Dr. Locke of Greyfriars. Dr,
Locke would state the facts, whatever they are. That would
clear him. know—I knew. I've had it dinned into my
cars in the Third, Ernest won’t! They all think he dare

not, becanse—becausg———"

Arthur Augustus was silent. To him, as to nesrly every
other fellow, there seemed to be only one reason why Levison
of the Fourth refused to demand invostigalion into Trimble's
story. Why should he shrink from inquiry, and accept the
general verdiet of guilty, if he had nothing to fear from
communication between the two_headmasters? And what
could he have lo fear, excepting Dr. Locke's statemoent that
he was guilly. It was known, it had always been known,
that “something ” had happened to cause Levison to leave
his old school.

“It's not much use talkin’ about it, kid,” said D'Arey, at
last. ““I may mention, deah boy, that I offahed to bowwow
my patah’s eah, and wun your bwother ovah to Gweyfwiahs,
and sce the Head there in his pwesence, and ask for the
twuth. He wefused, and—and punched me, We had a fight.
Aftah that——"

D’Arcy paused.

“Cardow believes in him,” said Frank.

“Cardew is wathah a contwawy sort of boundah. Clive
doesn’t; and Clive’s opinion is wathah more sewicus than
Cardew’s on_any subjeet. But you see, kid, it's not a mattah
of opinion, but of evidence. If Levison can cleah himself,
wl’lrvH doesn’t_he?”

E GeEM LiBRaRY.—No, 763,

It’s rotten unjust!”

¢ headmaster, As

Frank shook his head.

That question bad been hammering in his brain for days
and days. He could not understand.

A word from the Greyfriars headmaster would be enough
if Ernest Levison was innocent of the charge brought against

1.
Why did not Levison ask for that word to be spoken?

Why? Why?

That question tormented Frank. It had almost came near
to shaking his faith in his brother. It was by instinct, not
by reason, that he clung to his belief in Levison of the
Fourth. And he realised miserably that the others had not
that motive; they could not be blamed for condemning a
fellow who refused to take an easy and simple action to
clear his name. It was not as if the accusation was a light
one, not worth troubling about, Levison of the Fourth was
condemned as an_expelled thief—a charge that would have

driven any other fellow to take any possible measures. And
he refused to take any measures!

“He has not told you anythin’i" asked D’Arcy.

“Only that he cannot call in the Greyfriars headmaster.

He thinks he would have to leave St. Jim’s if he did,”

“Not if he iz innocent.”

*“Yes, somehow—I don't understand, but he thinks so.”

D'Arcy did not thly to that. He could only wonder at
the blind faith of the fag, who still believed in the cone
demned junior in face of such evidence.

“But—but I know it's ho good talking,” said Frank.
‘* Ernest won't clear himself. He could, I know! I’m certain
of that, If the Greyfriars headmaster were asked, he would
knock the whole story to pieces at once by his answer,”

“Then he certainly ought to be asked,” said Arthur
Augustus dryly.

::3‘1}1'55" what I'm thinking of.”

“You sce,” said Frank eagerly, “Ernest won’t do it. I
suppose it's pride—obsti , if you like; I don’t know. Bub
it can’y rest at this. I—I've thought it out, and if Ernest
won't act, I'm going to!”

‘*Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy.

“It’s a &ﬁuod way to Greyfriars,” continued Frank.
I'Vep.'llt:okl out the trains. I'm going to Greyfriars!”

“Phew I
. “I—T'm not telling Ernest,” said Frank, his pale face flush.
ing. *“He wouldn't let me gol I—I couldn’t go if Re
asked me not. And—and I’'m determined to clear him! P'm
gomg to see the Head of Greyfriars, and ask him to make
the truth known here. He can’t refuse.”

“Poor little beggah |” murmured Arthur Augustus.

Frank Aushed hotl{.

“You think Dr. Locke will tell me that my brother is
gu.‘i‘lt.y?” 'ye exclaimed.

“RBak

“Well, I'm willing to risk that,” said Frank bitterly. *I
know it isn’t so. I ﬁnow Dr. Locke can clear him, and willl
So ;[’m going to Greyfriars this afternoon. will you help
me?”

"Yaas, wathah!”

#“I—1Y haven't the money.” Frank’s checks burned. “It's
a lot of money on the railway. I can’t ask Ernest; he would
guess. I'll square it later on, D’Arcy, you know that.
You're the only fellow I could ask. You—gou’ve always
Bgen decent. You were kind to me the day I came to Bt

s ——

“W-w-was I
F“Ygu showed me to my brother’s study that day,” said

‘rank.

“D-d-did I? What a memowy you've got, kid! I am vewy
glad if I did anythin',” said Arthur Augustus. “If—if you
weally think of goin' to Gweyfwiahs——"

“I'm going this afternoon.”

“ But—but "  Arthur Angnstus was distressed. He
was fully convinced that the fag was going to Greyfriars
to have his belicf in his brother shattered for ever. “You—
you can't take such a long wailway journey alone, Fwanky."”

Frank Levison laughed.

“I'd take a journey to the North Pole to clear my brother!"”
he answered.  “ It's nothing. I've been over there with the
cricketers. But—" ) e

“T will lend you the money with pleasuah, kid, if you
are bent on goin’l” said Arthur Augunstus. “But don’t you
think it would be wisah——" .

7 shall go, if I have to run my bike over to Wayland and
sell it to raise the railway fare,” said Frank quietly.

“Pai Jove! That settles it, then.” i

Arthur Augustus took out his little Russian-leather purse,
and counted out three pound notes into the fag’s hand. ~

“ That will see you thwough,” he said. .

“It’s more than I want,” said Frank. “But I'll settle this
up. _You know that, D’Arey.” N ’

“Vaas, deah boy, I know it. That's all wight. But I wish
you wouldn't go.’
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Taggles, the porter, waved a horn
Levison——'' Taggles did not finish.
He was left gasping.

* My

hand at the oyolist as he came sweeping down to the gates.
He had Just time to jump out oip
heye !V he etuttered. (Se¢ page 7.)

" Look 'sre, Master
the way as the desperate oyclist swept down.

“I'm going.”

Frank Levison turned to the door.
glanced after him hesitnt.inglg.

“If you're weally goin’, kid, I'll walk down to the station
with you and see you off I” he said. “1ll ste that you get
your weturn ticket all wight.”

“Thanks 1" said Frank, with a faint smile.

He paused a moment.

* After I'm gone, D'Arcy, you'll tell Ernest?” He flushed,
“] know you're not on speaking terms with him now. But
you _can speak to him for once.”

“Yaas—yaas, certainly,” said Arthur Augustus hastily.

* You see, I—I hate to be doing this without his know-.
ledge. I wish he'd let me go, but he wouldn’t. But as soon
as it's too late for him to stop me I want him to know. T'd
like to tell him first, but I can't. Tell him when I've gone.”

“Vewy well, deah boy.” .

“And tell the other fellows, if {ou like,” said Frank
proudly. “I'd like them to know, I'd like them to under-
stand that I've got a witness for my brother, who will make
them believe they’'ve been unjust to Ernest, whether they
like it or not.”

“* Poor little beggah!
station, deah hoy.”

And the fag and the Fourth-Former quilted Study No. 6
and walked out of gates together.

———

CHAPTER 8.
A Blow to Levison !

EVISON of the Fourth entered his study—No. 9—in
the Fourth Form passage. He had passed a dozen
fellows on his way in, and not one of them had
spoken to him. Talbot of the 8hell had-given him a

nod, that was all and Levison had affected not fo see it.

Arthur Augustus

I—I mean let's get off to the

He did not want compassion. Gore had sheerad openly as
Levison dpnas_ad him, Crooke had whispered to Racke, and
both had grinned; Mellish of the Fourth went through the
motion of buttoning up his pockets, Trimble had called out
to nobody in particular, “You fellows missed anything?”
Heedless, with a face as unconscious as if it had been graves
in bronze, Ernest Levison ran that gauntlet of mockery, and
went to his study unmoved.

It was not till he was in Study No. 8, and the door was
closed, that his calm face relaxed.

Then, for & moment, a look of suffering passed across jt.
Hard as nails Levison might seem in public, indifferent to the
finger of scorn, But he was not the “old Levison,” of his
bad days, and he felt every look, every sneer, every derisive
smile. Dutwardl{mlem showed nothing of it. Inwardly he
suffered, but he w how to suffer and be strong. 1t was
only for a minute, or less, that his face was broken and
troubled. Then the calmness returned to it.

He sorted out his books, and sat down to the study table.

He had found at least one recipe for trouble, the best—hard
work. In the midst of his disgrace, with the finger of scorn
pointed at him on all sides, Levison had entered his name for
the Head’s Greck prize, and his spare time was given to
study now. He was out of all games, out of all pursuits of
the juniors. Nobody thought of asking Levison now to join
in & rag on the New House, or a raid on the Grammar
School fellows. Nobody wanted his company on the playing-
fields, or in a seout run in woods, or in a boat on the
river. It was not long since his time had been as full up as
that of any fellow at 8t. Jim's. Now he had plenty of time
on his hands. He put it into work, the best resource he
could have thought of. His Form-master, Mr. Lathom,
pleased with his industry and keenness, had told him that hr
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rfaﬂ a good chance of the prize, and Levison meant to win it
e could.
. He was deep in Greek when Ralph Reckness Cardew came
in. There was a curious expression on Cardew’s face,
Excepting for Frank of _&e Third, Cardew was the only
fellow who believed in Levison, and he had ngt believed at
first. Somehow, he had come round to faith“mn his chum,
willing to dismisa Levison’s refusal to clear himself as a
El;mle he could not solve. Levison’s other study-mate, Clive,
d told him frankly that he could not believe in a fellow
who was willing to rest under the imputation of theft.
Levison did not seem to blame him, but he mever spoke to
Clive now. The. South African junior seldom came to Study
No. 9. The *Study No. 9 Co.” was quite broken up in these

days.

A Deep in it, old man?” yawned Cardew, as he sat on the
corner of the table, and glanced at the sheets covered with
the greg’k characters in Ifevison‘a small, fine writing.

€5,

“ The giddy ten thousend still retreatin’?” grinned Cardew.
‘“How many jolly old parasangs have they covered so far?”

Levison smiled.

“Jt's not Xenophon,” he said.

* What is it, then?”

“Thucydides.”

s only estimable Aunt Gloxianal” ejaculated Cardew.
“ “{%1 re buckin' against Thucydides?”

e8.

“ Rather you than I, old top,” said Cardew. *“I rather
think I wouldn’t for the Head’s prize, with the Head thrown
in. You're a weird fish vison.”

Levison did not answer that. Lonely as he was in his
ostracism, he wanted to get on with his work, and Cardew
was an interruption. Ralph Reckness Cardew was quite
well aware of that, but he did not stir.

“You're weird, old bean,” he said. *Blest if I begin to
understand ﬁu! ‘When all the school got down on you, you
didn't turn the old gidd cheek. You cut up rusty. Fightin®
Gussy, scrappin’ with Tom Merry, punchin’ heads right an’
left, and showin’ off a temper that wurnI ﬁk!e—_n.hem—l won't

mention the person—g g y depicted as elothed
in black *

Levison nodded.

“ And then, as I fully expected, you took up with Racke
& Co, and slid into what I hear was your old game,” con-

ticued Cardew. “I saw that you were on the merry road
to ruin, goin’ to the giddy bow-wows, and T was prepared to
go along with you, paintin’ the jolly old town red, turnin’
night into day, breakin’ bounds, and lookin’ on the wine
wlfen it was red, and the billiard-table when it was green,
and all that. And instead of keepin’ on you backed out.
dropped Racke, makin' that noble youth awf’ly wild, and
took up work! Now, what did you do it for? Excuse my
burnin’ curiosity. 1 hate a riddle without an answer!”

Levison looked up.

“1 pulled np in time, Cardew,” he said quietly. “I came
near—"" He paused. “It seemed to me that there wasn't
nnything left to fight for. I had the name of a rotter, and I
thought T'd have the game. I—I was a fool. But it didn’t
last. I've got lots to fight for. There’s Frank and—and my
sister, and the people at home. And there’s my good name.”
He smiled bitterly as Cardew started. *‘Yes, 1 know that's
gone for good—here. But 8t. Jim's isn't the world. I'm
going to get out of St. Jim’s all that St. Jim’s cau give me.
Aft!e'r that I'm going to have & clean record to look back

“If any othar chap heard you talkin’ in that strain, old
bean, they'd call it—"

“* Humbug 1” said Levison.

“ Well, yes.” : .

“You can call it that, if you like,” said Levizon, and he
dipoed hia pen in the ink.

“Not in the least, old bean,” eaid Cardew amicably. I
fancy, in your place, I should go to the dogs =0 fast it would
make my head swim. I'm glad to see you're different. After
all, this yarn about you will die away in time.”

“It will die away, but I shall never have friends here
again,” said Levison calmly. * Only you, Ralph; and why
you believe in me beats me hollow. It's not sensel”

“Qh! You can see that?”

“Quite clearly, and I don’t blame any of the fellows. I
did at first. I was bitter enough. I don’t mow. I should
believe a chap guilty on the same evidence. I can see that.”

Cardew whistled softly.

“ Lovison, old man,” he said, “I believe in you. The
fellows think it's only my way of settin’ my opinion against
everybody else’s. Perhaps it iz, But—but why don’t you
give_me the reason to ieve in you?! If you were mot
ex‘p'elled from Greyfriars—"

‘1 was not.”

“Tf you didn't pinch the headmaster’s cash——"
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“T did not !”?

“Then Dr. Locke would say so at once, if he were asked,”

“ He would."”

“Then why the merry thump can't you go to Mr, Railton
or the Head, and ask them to get into touch with him?”

“I’ve told you. I should have to leave St. Jim's if I did.”

“Only if you were guilty.”

“In any case,”

“I don’t understand !”" said Cardew.

“I don’t expect you to. Frank doesn’t understand.
Frank's been ﬁin me to get 2 witness from Greyfriars, He
can’t understand why I don’t! DBut I can’t!”

Cardew looked at him hard. His face was very grave.

“Is that the fact, honest Injun, Levison?” he asked. “I1f
Elir. I.!‘ﬁcke were called in as a witness, would you have to
clear

“I should be turned out.”

* Good gad !” muttered Cardew.

Levison gave him a quick look.

“But it won't happen,” he said. “I ean stand all this.
I've got to stand it. Dr. Locke will not be called in. This
yarn is the of the Lower Bchool now, but it will die
away, leaving me barred. But Dr. Holmes will not hear of
it—that’s all I care about, What are you looking at me like
that for, Cardew? What's happened?”

“0Old chap, you're goin’ to have a shock,” said Cardew
softly. * Young Frank—— He’s done it for the best, 1 know.
He believes in you, and thinks that a word from Greyfriars
would clear you—""

Levison started.

“ What has Frank done? What do :

“J—I've just seen D’Arcy, and he’s said-
faltered.

There was a knock at-the door of Study No. 9. It opened,
and the eyeglass of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gleamed in.

Levison looked at him. He was startled, almost scared—
he hardly knew why. Cardew’s words seemed to have roused
some fear in his breast. His eyes were fixed on Arthur
Augustus.

“May I come in?" asked D’Arcy.

“Trat in ! said Cardew.

Arthur Augustus D‘Arcg entered the study. He did nob
liko speaking to Levison, but he did his best to conceal that
fact; even towards the outcast of the school Arthur Augustus'
polished politeness was not wanting. He coughed a litile.

“ Levison—"" he began. . .

Levison caught his breath. He rose from his chair, and
stood like a fellow expecting a blow, .

“] have a message fwom dyout:i Fwank,” said Arthur
Augu,s.tua. “] pwomised to delivah it as soon as he was
gone.

“Where has he gone?” Ernest Levison’s voice was dry
and hueky. * Where has Frank gonet”

“To Gweyfwiahs !”

“@Greyfriara! Why 1"

“To see Dr. Locke, and ask him for the twuth.”

“Oh, heavens!” ) .

Levison of the Fourth sank back in his chair. His face
was white as chalk, Cardew made a quick movement towards

ou mean 1’
»  Cardew

um.
* Levison, old fellow—"" N
Levison burst into & laugh. It was a harsh, jarring laugh—
a laugh that jarred on the ears of, the two jusiors, so bitter
was it, so full of misery and despair. .
“The game's up, then,” said Levison. L Rl%l;g up!
Ruined! And ruined by my own brother! Poor old nk 1"

CHAPTER 4.
Ruin!

dew looked very startled. There was only one
conclusion to be drawn from Levison’s words—that
he was guilty, and that Frank’s visit to Greyfriars
would demonstrate the fact. =
* Ruined !” repeated Cardew mechanically.
Levison of the Fourth laid down his pen and closed the
Greek volume before him. He pushed his papers away.
“That’s done with!” he said. “Poor old Frank! He
means it for the best, and he’s done for me here! Poor old
hid! It’s me for the long jump now. You can tell your
friends, D’Arcy, that I shall be gone from St. Jim’s
to-morrow. They’ll only have to stand me for one more day.”
*“Bai Jovel”
 Levison—~"" muttered Cardew,
Levison looked at him.
“The e’s upl” he said.

3- RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY drew a deep breath.

“Don't you caich on? I can
face it. I'm not going to whine. If it wasn't for my father
and the mater and—and Doris——" His face worked for a
moment. Then he set his li?a hard, and pulled himself
together, grimly. The blow had fallen, Levison of the Fourth
was at tixa end of his tether ; but he was not going to weaken.
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This way, young Levison ! "
ag he saw Harry

** Hallo, hallo, hw:!
sight to the fag, alone in a strange place.

Frank Levison started, and looked round.
on & Co. across the street. Their looks were /] 1] and a || ing
* Run away from school—what? " asked Bob Cherry. (Se¢ page 9.)

His face brightened
face was a pleasant

St. Jim’s should see, at least, that the oulenst of the school
was game to the Iast. Ile laughed. “Thank you for telling
me, 1’Arcy. I know it must have been an efiort to you.”

“You are vewy wolcome, Levison.”

Leovison breathed hard, A glimmer cama into his eyes. It
seemed as if a new hope had Hashed on his tmind.

“He's really gone?"” he asked hastily.

“Yaas, wathah! I saw him into the twain at Wylcombe.”

“Ilow long ago?”

“The thwee twain for Wayland Junction.”

Levison made a rapid mental calculation.

“The local. IHe will have to change at Wayland for the
He looked at his

express. There’s a wait at the junction.”

watch. “Twenty-past three. e's not at Wayland yet. 1f
there's time—if there's time io stop him—"  Ilis eyes
burned,

“Weally, Levison—""

“"here's no time,” said Cardew hastily. “ILevison, vou
can’t stop him now, But why—why, if you've nothing to
fear, Levison——"

“There's o vhance. I'm not going to lose the last chance of
sticking on at St. Jim’s!” Levison was springing to the door
as he spoke. “I'm going to try! There's the ghost of a
chance yet!"”

He was gone.

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augusius.

Cardew ran into the corridor. Levison was already at the
stairs; he was going down them three al a_time. Grundy
of the Shell was coming up. Levison collided with him, and
gent the burly Shell fellow spinning.

He did not pause a sccond, He darted on, while Grundy
sprawled on the stairs and roared.

A fow seconds more and Levison was out of the Scheol
Iounse. There, in the bright sunshine he paused a second.

To make for Wayland to stop Frank before he could take
the express—that was his thought. There was a chance yel—

the ghost of a chance.
bicycle—

Three Shell fellows were on the gravel path wheeling their
machines down to the gates, Tom Merry and Mauners and
Lowther were going for a spin that sunny afternoon. Levison
saw them and instead of making for the bike-shed—a loss of
minutes—he ran towards the Terrible Three.

“Lend me your bike!”

Tom Merry jumped.

He stared blankly at Levison’s white, excited face and
burning eyes. He was not even on speaking terms with
Lovison now, and the request simply astounded him.

“What the thump—"" he ejaculated.

Levison did not speak again.” His grasp wus on the bicycle,
and he drag&ed it away; Tom, in his utter ammazement, letting
go. Levison’s leg was over it in a second; with one foot on
a padal he started, and then he was grinding al the pedals,
and the bike fairly flew, Tom Merry gave a shout thut was
nearly a roar.

“ Levison, you cheeky cad:

“ Well, by only hat!" exclaimed Manuers.
neck—"

“Is he mad?"” ejaculated Lowther.

“Levison!” yelled Tom Merry. By Jove! TI'll mop up
the earth with you! Dring my bike back, you checky rotter !”

Lovison was pedalling as if for his life. If he heard he did
not heod. It was against all rules for juniors to bike in the
guadrangle; but tho outcast seemed to have forgotien all
rules, o was pedalling towards the gates at breakneck
spoed. It was fortunate that no one came in Levison's way
just then, i

Tuggles, the porter, waved a horny hand at him as he
came sweeping down to the gales,

# Look ’ere, Master Levison-- -
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By culting across country on his

”»

“Of all the
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Taggles did not finish, He had just time to jump out
of the way as the desperate cyclist swept down. He was
left gasping.

“My heye!” stuttered Tagﬂes.'

Tom Merry shouted to his chums.

“ After him! Stop him, and hold him till I come up!”

“You bet!”

Manners and Lowther rushed their machines down to the
gates, and mounted and rode in pursuit. They caught a
glimose of Levison in the distance—riding like the wind.
Manners and Lowther were goed riders—in ordinary cir-
cumstances they would have expected to beat the Fourth-
Former on the cycle-track. But on the present occasion,
Levison seemed to leave them standing.

They rode hard. but Levison vanished ahead, and there
was no sign of him when they reached Rylcombe, Prob-
ably he had taken a turning, while ahead and out of sight.
Manners and Lowther looked at one another. Then they
rode back to meet Tom Merry in the lane.

Tom, flushed and angry, was following his chums at a
trot. He halted. as the disappointed cyclists came back.

“Got awav?”’ he asked.

“Couldn’t be helped,” said Monty Lowther. * Blessed if
I thought Levison could me on a_bike, 2

“He was riding like a giddy champion!” said Manners,
“What on earth’s the matter with him?"

“Cheek !” said Lowther,

Manners shook his head. He was convinced that it was
not merelv “cheek ” on the part of the outcest that had
cawsed him to bag Tom Merry’s bicycle in so unceremonious
& manner,

“Something’s up,” he said,

“Something will be up when the cad comes back!”
growled Tom Merry.

“Micht be a case of illness,” said Manners.
to catch a train, I should think. If Doris—"

Tom Merry's exPression changed.

“If it's that—"" he said.

“Must be., I should think.”

“Cardew mav know,” said Lowther, “Let's get back.”

. chums of the Shell walked back to St. Jim's, con-
siderably perplexed. They found Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
the centre of a little crowd in the quadrangle.

* Well, that settles it!’ Blake was saying, as the Terrible
Three came up,

“Yaas, wathah!”

“You fellows know anything about Levison—" began
Tom Merry.

“Ho's gone

“Gusey’a the man that knows " grinned Blake. “Young |

Frank’s gone to Greyfriars to get at the truth—"

“Oh!” exclaimed Tom.

“And Levison’s gone off like a madman to stop him at
the junction. if he can. He'll be too late.”

Tom Merry compressed his lips.

“So that's it!” he said.

* Yaas, wathah!”’

“Tt settles it.”” said ‘Blake.

“It does.” said Tom, *It's as good as a confession.”

“ Quite as_good,” said Monty Lowther, “ What do you
think now, Cardew?” he added, with a glance at the dandy
of the Fourth.

Cardew shrueged his slim shoulders.

“Dear man. I think what I've always thought.”

“ Well, what’s that, then "' grunted %lake.

“That vou're a set of blitherin’ asses, old bean ! yawned
Cardew: and he sauntered away before Tom Merry & Co.
could think of an adequate rejoinder.

CHAPTER 5.
A Race Against Time.

EVISON of the Fourth was riding hard—riding as if
for his life, His face was crimson now—erimson
with heat and exertion. His hair blew out in the
wind. He did not even know that Manners and

Lowther had pursued him—certainly he did not care. His

thoughts were not behind him—they were before; at the

junction where Frank Levison was changing trains—
changing into the express.

If he were only in time!

The bicycle fairly Hew!

He was riding on the footpath through the wood, where
cycling was not allowed by the local bye-laws. In that mad
hour Levison cared as much for the local bye-laws as for
the rules of the school. It was the shortest cut to Wayland,
and he took it without even stopping to think.

The perspiration streamed down his face as he bent over
the_handle-bars and scorched.

Would he be in time? .

There was a sudden shout on the footpath. Talbot of
the Shell was there. with Kangaroo—the two Shell fellows
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hndl_ just time to leap out of the way of the rushing
cyclist,

“Levison!” exclaimed Talbot.

“You cheeky rotter !’ roared Kangaroo, in great wrath.
Levison did not hear them-—it was doubtful even if he
saw them. He rode madly on.

The stile. was in view now, with the white Wayland road
glistening in the sun beyond it. Levison jammed on the
rakes. and even with the brakes on he nearly crashed into
the stile, But he stopped just in time, mg leaped from
the saddle. On the stile sat Clampe of the Shell, smoking
a cigarette at that safe distance from the ool, and_no
doubt thinking himself “no end of a dog.” Clampe had
his back to the footpath, and he was startled by a sudden
crash on his back. Levison, unheeding Clampe, was swing-
ing the bicycle over the stile. There was no time to t
to Clampe. Leslie Clampe gave a fearful yell as he
tumbled into the road, and a frantic shrick as he landed
there, with his cigarette in his mouth. The business end
of the cigaretie was very

Levison clumpned the bicyele down and ran it into the
rond. Clampe sat up, yelling,

The Fourth-Former did not give him s glance. He was

on the machine again, pedalling away up road towards
Wayland town.

“ You rotter!"” roared Clampe. *I'll smash you!”

His shouting voice did not evem reach Levison; the

furious. rider was already out of hearing. With the pedals
going like lightning on the highest gear, Levison drove on
towards Wayland. Almost in a twinkling he was in the
old High Street of the market town, ’t‘.ﬁrendi his way
among the trafic. How he escaped an accident there,
Levison never knew. He knew that voices shouted to him,
that drivers brandished their whips; he knew it, but knew
it only as fellows know the dim happenin, of a dream,
Only one thought was hammering in his brain—to reach
the station in time; in time to prevent Frank from going
to Greyfriars.

The station at last.

Levison jammed on brakes; he j
lnavintf it to u&ﬁn on the kerb.
. Hatle

d from the hi

ss, with tossing hair, and a face crimson and stream-
ing, he ran into the station, with startled and curious
glances turned upon him from all eides. He caught a
porter by the ann.
4 express—" His voice came throaty and husky—
he could hardly ape"‘k':[‘h He shook thg startled man's arm
: " o

in
“Gone”
“Gone?”’
ﬂ‘_'l}five minutes ago,” said the porter. “’Ere, you get

Levison dropped his hand, and stood stock still, He had
not lost & secend in that wild race, but there had been no
chance. The express was gone, with Frank Levison in it.

For a full minute he stood stil.

Then he turned blindly, and almost groped his way out
of the station into the sunlight of the street.

“'Ere’s vour machine, sir.” A staring cabman had
picked up the bicycle, *“‘Lost the express, sir?”

“ Yes,”” muttered Levison dully. ¢ Thank you!"

He wheeled Tom Merry's bicycle away. He did not
mount the machine—he walked with it, wheeling it, hardly
conscious of what he wans doing. He found himself in a
lane that led back to Rylcombe without knowing how he
had got there.

Frank was gone! It was too late to stop Frank! The
game was up—the game was up! He repeated the words
to himself. almost stupidly. The crimson had died out of
his face now, leaving him pale, worn, wan, He walked on
and on, unconscious of fatigue. Curious glances were cast
at him as he wheeled the bicycle through Rﬂcombe.
Grimes, the grocer's boy, at the door of Mr. Bands’ shop,
called to him,

“ Anything wrong, Master Lovison 1"

Levison started, and stared round.

“Hallo, Grimes! Wrong? No!” -

“Vou look ill, sir,” said Grimes, staring at him in wonder.

“DoI? I'm all right.”

But, recalled to himself, Levison mounted the bic{lcle and
rode fowards the school. At the gates of 8t. Jim’s he found
the Terrible Three. He dismounted. Tom Merry stepped
forward.

“Tll take my machine now, if youwe done with it,
Levison.”

There was no anggr in Tom Merry’s look or tone now.
Levison was—whaﬁe was_the whole school knew. But
he was down and out. And it was not like Tom Merry to
give anther shove to_a fellow who was going down. His
manner was alnost fnen;!h‘; as-he took the bicycle,

“Done with it?” he asked.

Levison nodded.

o
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#YVes” Ile iried to collect hig thoughts. “Yes. I'm
sorry, Tom Merry. I—I wasiua hurry-—"

41 know !” : A

“1—1 thought there might be time,"™ stammered Levison.
“There wasn't!” He stared almost stupidly at the Terrible
Three, and passed his hand across his brow. *“There wasn't
time! Y'm sorry I took your bike. I didn’t mean— Elis
voice trailed away. He went in at the ﬁateﬂ, and left the
Perrible Three looking at one another with grave faces.

“It's plain enough now!"” muttered Manners. “ But—but,
poor brate! I—I'm sorry for him!”

CHAPTER 6.
Levison Minor at Greyiriars!

" ALLOQ, hallo, hallo ! B
H It was Bob Cherry of the Remove at Greyfriars

who uttered that exclamation. )

Five fellows belonging to the Groyfriars Remove
had stopped outside the village tuckshop in Yriardale, Harry
Wharton & Co. had spent that half-holiday in a cycle spin,
and on their way back to the school they were stopping for
refreshment in the shape of ginger-beer. And as-they dis:
cussed that cheering beverage under the onk-tree outsida
Uncle Clegg's little shop, Bob Cherry's glance fell upon a
youthful figure coming out of the railway-station across the

road.

[ know that kid !’ said Johnny Bull, following his glance.

And the dusky-skinned member of the party remnarked:

“The knowfulness is terrific!” . .

“Jt’s a St. Jim's kid,” said Frank Nugent, with a nod.
“ He's the young brother of that chap Levison, who used to
be at Greyfriars,”

“Leyison minor!” said Harry Wharton. * What on earth
is he doing over here—on his lonely own?”

“Ca.n’lt,nﬁu\m come all that thundering way to pay us a
visit, can he?” said Bob Cherry. * Let’s ask him.”

Levison minor stood looking about him in the village street.
He was tired, with the long journey in the express, and
changing trains. He was looking for some vehicle to hire to
Greylriars, when Bob Cherry, putting his hands to his mouth
by way of a trumpet, bawled to him: 3

““ Hallo, hllo, hallo! This way, young Levison!”

Frank Levison started, and looked round. His face
brightened as he saw the Famous Five across the street.
Their looks were welcommf, and a weleommi face was o
pleasant sight to the fag, alone in a strange place. He ran
quickly across the street.

* Here we are again!” said Bob Cherry. “Run away from
school—what 7"

“No, no!” gasped Frank. i

" ?vfl‘y my little joke !” grinned Bob, ‘‘Sample this ginger-

“énming to Greyfriars?” asked Harry Wharton, with a
ra!:‘her pguled look at the 8t. Jim's fag.

es.

“We're honoured, old sport!” said Bob.

“I've come to see the Head.”

“My only hat! I didn't know you were on pally terms
with our headmaster !" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Frank Levison grinned faintly.

“I've got to see him,” he said.
hope he’s at home.” X

% Oh, he's at home !"” said Bob. “ He takes his half-holidays
with Q. Horatius Flaccus, or Sophocles, or some of those jolly
old classical johnnies. Have you come over from St. Jim's
alone 1”

“Yes.”

“Long journey for a little kid,” said Bob.

“T'm not a little kid!" said Frank warmly. “I'm in the
Third !”

“] stand corrected,” said Bob Cherry, with great gravity.
* At Greyfriars the Third are little kids; but at St. Jim's
they are potent, grave, and reverend signiors. All serene I”

tank laughed good-humouredly.

“I've got to see Dr. Locke,” he said. *Thanks for the
ginﬁr-pop. Can I get a cab or anc{thmg around here?” .

“Yes; there’s a giddy old back,” said Harry Wharton.
“ But you'd do better to hop on behind one of our bikes, if
time's any object.”

1 is, of course,” said Levison minor. “I—I've got to get
back to St. Jim’s, you know, this evening somehow.”

“You'll be joll: late !” said Nugent.

“Yes, I know,”

“ Well, jump on behind my bike,” said Bob Cherry. * Your
wmght, won't make any difference to me, young shaver. I'll
land you at Greyfriars in two ticks and a quarter.”

“Thank you very much1” said Frank gratefully.

_The juniors paid for their ginger-beer, and wheeled their
bikes out into the street. Frank was feeling greatly cheered
by the kind rece'ﬁntion‘at the hands of the ﬁnmws Five, It
iﬂu cheering to find himself among friendly_faces so far from

ome,

“It—it's important! I—1

They had not asked him the cause of his journey, though he
knew they must be Eoelin{ surprised. e did not refer to it.
Ho could not tell Harry Wharton & Co., his brother’s former
?.hopliellnwg, that his brother was in black disgrace at St

im’s.

It camo into his mind to ask them the truth of the story
Trimble had learned from the Owl of Greyfriars. But he
reflected that possibly they did not know all the circum-
stances, and the subjoct was too miserable and distasteful lo
be mentioned if he could avoid it. If all was cleared up, there
was no need for Greyfriars ever to know in what black dis-
grace Ernest Levison had been for a time.

It was with the Ilead of Greyfriars that he had to deal.
Dr. Locke could tell him ihe facts, and could tell the ITead
of St. Jim's the facls, to be passed on to the school. That
was what Levison minor had come to Kent for—that was the
Ppurpose he was going to carry out now.

Tle mounted behind Bob Cherry on Bob's bicycle, standing
with his feet on the rests, and holding on to Bob’s shoulders,
The Famous Five wheeled out of the villsge street, and in the
lane they put on speed.

*“ Safe there, young 'un?” asked Deb, looking over his
shoulder for a moment at the fay.

* Safe as houses,” answered Frank checerily,

“Going too fast for you?”

“ Not fast enough |” answered Frank.

Bob chuckled.

“Then I'll put it on,” he said.

And Bob Cherry put it on, und came up to the gates of
Greyfriars with a terrific rush, and jammed on his brake.
Levison minor jumped down iighﬂy. The rest of the Uvu.
came wheeling up.

“1 say, you fellows—" -

A fat junior waved a podgy hand to the Famous Five in the
ﬁnteway. Frank Levison’s cyes glitlered, as he recognised

illy Bunter.

It was Buntor's chatter—false, as Frank believed—that had
started the whole miserable affair at St. Jim's. If Bunter had
not gone over with the team on the day of the greut match,
Levison of the Fourth might still be respected by his old
friends. Levison minor would have liked to plant his knucklea
on the fat litile nose of the Owl of Greyfriars, but refrained.
He could not very well signalise his visit to the Head of Grey-
friars by fighting with a Greyfriars junior at the school gatea.

1 say, it's tea-time !" said Bunter, blinking at the Famous
Five. “Toddy’s gone out to tea, and forgotten about me!
If you fellows—"

Harry Wharton & Co. wulked on, seemingly deaf, with
Levison minor. DBunter gave a discontented grunt, and rolled
after them. Ie tapped Levison mincr on the shoulder.

“ Glad to see you, young ’un,” taid Bunter patronisingly.

“Let me alone !"”” muttered Frank savagely.

“Eh! What? I say, I knew your brother when he was
here,” said Bunter. ‘* We were—ahem !—great pals. Liko to
come to tea in my study "

"N !I’

“Hem! TI'll tell you what, young Levison.” Billy Bunter
paused a moment, perhaps reflecling upon the neatest method
of introducing the subject of his celebruted postal-order. I

Ba: e "

i‘rank hurried on and left him.

“1 say, young Levison!” bawled Bunter angrily.

Frank did not heed. e had no civility to waste on the
fellow who had maligned his brother. IHe went into the houss
with Harry Wharton & Co. There Wharion called Trotter,
the page. Trotter looked rather curiously at Levison minor
when he heard that that very youthful young gentleman was
calling on the Head. But he assented to taking in Frank's
name to Dr. Locke.

The 8t. Jim’s fag waited with Harry Wharton & Co. while
Trotter was gone. He moved anxiously and restlessly. He
was near the object of his quest now, and he would not allow
himself to feel doubts or misgivings. But he was uneasy.

“Come up to Study No. 1 to lea after you've seen the
Head, kid,” said Harry Wharton.

Levison minor nodded.

“ Thank you,” he said, *“I will! Oh, here ho comes!”

Trotter came back.

“The 'Ead will see the young gentleman,” said Trotler.
“This way, sir.”

And Levison minor, of St. Jim's followed the page down a
broad corridor, and was shown into the study DF Dr. Locke,
the headmaster of Greyfriars,

CHAPTER 7.
Ernest Levison Explains !
o UINED!”

Levison of the Fourth repeated the word in
muttered tones as he threw himself inlo a chair in
his study at St. Jim's,

He was tired qut after his hard ride and the long walk
(Continued on page 12.)
e Gem LipRARY.—No. T63.
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“My Lucky Day!”

By Ephralm Taggles (Qatekeeper at 8t.
Jim’s),

Note.—This was dictated by Taggles, and
has been recorded by Redfern.—ED.
The Night Bird.

HICH as "ow I'd 'ad a most bup-
settin’ day. I kicked the milk hall
hover to begin with, &8s tl
milkman ‘aq left it slap bang on

the middle of my doorstep. Next I lialls
hover a pail of whitewash, which was just
behind the door of the woodshed. Arter
that I trips hover a suspended cord acrost
the Fourth Form corridor, and Herr
Schneider’s luncheon distributed hitself hall
down the Ea:;fe_. On the whole, I calls
it a most hupseftin’ day. It was not alore
half-past ten that night my 'ead began to
get a bit clear. I was takin’ a final stroll
round when hit ‘appened, just sfore turnin’
hin for the might. Then, hall of a suddin;
like, I discerns a figure climbing the school
wall! Bcholard or bergular? I couldn't tell
which hat the moment, but I wouldn't let
the villian hescape, not me! Hi doubles bup
my fists with true British lpluck, and charges
acrost to that there wall. Ah, the fellow
sees me comin’, and scrambles furiously to
get hover the wall. But his luck was hout.

grabbed his left boot, just as he was lettin’
the rest of his budy slide hover the wall, and
*angs hon tight. In the bright moonlight I
could feel that the night bird was wearin'
patented boots, so I himejetly harrove hat
the Sexton Blake conclusion. that he wasn't a
bergular hat hall, but a young rip from one
of the ‘ouses. I clutches hat ‘is foot with
both my 'ands, and slowly pulls the fellow
back hover the wall. But he was desprit,
that fellow was, and he clung to the ivy
of the old garde: wall like a bloke clings
to a drownin’ straw. I did him to finish
with, and he leaves go, to land plump at my
feet in han ‘eap.

Tpae

D

* Gotcher!" I
* Now, who har yo

The fellow give a startled gasp.

“I_] say,” he mutters thickly, “don't
kick up a dust, Taggy, old chapl I'm
I've got a terrific—er—headache,
and I'm—I'm going for a strolll”

+ A s'nice time to go for a stroll, with yer
paténted boots hou!" I says, stolid. ** That
there toon don't wash!"

“Let me let me pgo!" pleaded the
fellow in a shrill voice. *“T'll give you any-
thing if you'll only let me go!™

T peers hat 'Im closer.

“You ain't Master bloomin' Cardew!™ I
declares. “ Yon're crammin’l You jest step
acrost to my lodge, o that I can have a
Inok at you, nnd see why you're leavin’ the
premises In this candlestick fashion!”

“gh, Taggles—Mr, Taggles, don't!” he
groaned, tugging hat my arm in what one
might deseribe as a touchin' manper. *I'll
give yc;u anythin® you like, if you'll only let

YA

me g .
“No bribin* and corruptin’ me" with
your bobs and 'alf-crowns!™ I says with
admonishin' severity, whatever that means.
The fellow jerked himself to his feet, and
dives the ‘snd I wasn't ‘oldin’ into his
trousers pocket.

The Surprise Packet.

1 waited with patience and curiosity. Then
?a pn‘%s bout summat crispy and rustlin’
rom it.

Tre Gex LiBrary.—No. 763,

triumphant-like.

P L et i R TR e N TOET T

Edited by TOM MERRY,

“Here's a fiver!" he said, breathin’
‘eavily. * Now let me go!"” ' i

Hi stretched forth my horny palm and felt
that there mote, Mind you,-dear reauder, I'm
werry, werry cajeful ‘ow I haccepts money
hat this 'ere college. But, bless your ‘earts,
a fiver is a fiver iz these 'ere 'ard days, and
they aln't as thick as the leaves pf Vallum-
broaser, neither,
* Thanky, sirt” I says, alterin’ my tone
of voice from hinditferent to cordial.
“ Thanky m’"ﬁ much! By this ‘ere I per-
sooms you're Master Racke of the Shell, as
he's the honly gent hi kmows hof what has
five-pun notes to Aling abaht has he likes!”

“] am Racke!” muttered the fellow,
whose arm I had now released. * All I waut
you to do Is to clear off without makin’
a deuce of a moise! I'm goin' for a stroll!
I've got a—er—earache!”

“ Hany hold ache you likes to ‘ave, sir!”
1 sgrees knowingly. * Which way might you
fancy to leave these ‘ere premises, sir?™

“Well, the blessed gate would atiract
attention from a beak who was paradin’ the

rounds!” growled Master Racke. “ You
just clear of. and let me go my own way!l"”

Hi stood Jookin' hat im in the glowming
or the starlight—I aon’t kuow which it was

d Iy for the t, then hi makes

hu? x.u{. mind.
“ Right you har, sit] Just has you fancles,
sir! ' mike bert!':

And I did.

Master Racke made for that there tree
which grows hout hover the road, and ‘e
werry quickly disappeared. I walks hon, aod
soon gets mear to my lodge. I had to pass
the gutes to enter it, aud as I did so I
pulled oyt the five-pound note which Master
Racke 'ad given me, to "ave a decco at the
thing. We Just keeps a tiny light burning
all night at the school gutes, but it's werry
*igh hup, and werry dimn in consequence. But
that there fiver rustied genuine—at least,
genuine.enough‘ for the likes of me—and the
aint black writin' and the scrolly sort of
thing in the cormer was quite wisible. So I
folds hup my fiver—I likes that word—and
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puts it back In my walstcoat. When I got
to my lodge 1 went to "ave another luadﬁ:’
look at i, but my desire was not granted!
Now, don't get alarmed, dear readers. Don’t
‘old your breath and wonder whether I've
lorst it, because I 'aven't.

A 8light Calamity,

That there elusive fiver had _slipped
through a hole in my walstcoat, drat itl
I ‘ado't lorst it, as I've said afore. The
thing was there all right, tor I could 'ear it
rustling, und I didu't want to ’ave to slit
open the linin' of my garment to get it
hout. Bo I just lets the thing go, takin®
good care, all the same, to keep ny waist=
coat hon all night, so that it shouldn't take
 funny fit iuto its ‘ead and walk away, like
currency and bank notes are in the ‘abit
in’. It was still there all right next
morning, and it remained there quite sale
until twelve o'cloek. Them it took a werry
funay fit into its ‘ead. Werry strange, dear
readers, but it attracted me towards the
village, and I had to go. I gathers hup my
hold top-'at, and quits the premises, ook
sweet! That there fiver was a mighty queer
‘un, to be sure. Not content with takin’ me
hout hinto the roadway, it began to guide

Hi il

fairy footsteps. It guided mine, at hany
i‘l‘g)ﬂ, t,lc'-]\’vards thle, Green Man, I was just on
the point ot enterin’, when T spotted an old
friend of mine standin’ at the door. 1t was
Mister Erasmus Zacheriah Pepper!

(To discover what happened to Taggle!
Pepper, and the fiver, see Part 2, which wi
appear next week.—T.

Battle in the High
Street.
THE FAGS ON THE WARPATH,
By An Eye-Witness.

AST Saturday afternoon the warrioré
of the Third Form, under the leader-
ship of Wally D'Arcy, with Frayue
ang Gilison as sble and enthusiastic

lieutenants, having uothing particular to do
with their time and surplus ¢uergy, Went on
the warpath. :

With the Urammar School in the iimediate
vicinity, Wally and his faithful followers
never have any need to look far afield for
trouble, and in this case they were mot dis-
appointed, They had not been in Rylcombe
five minutes before they had managed to
cupture an isolated Grammarian fag in the
High Btreet, und after tying him up in a’
hastily procured sack, they released him
with their full permission to home at
once—if he wus capable of managing the
journey.

}le went, and returned in far less time
than they had expected, in consequence of
a combination of circumstances, the most
important of which were the fact that he
had recently been the winper of the junior
sack race at the Grammar School sports, and
was therefore capable of a decent turn of
speed in spite of his impediment, and that
be met u body of fellow Grammarian [ags
half-way down the lane.

The hewcomers released him, and, thirsting
for revenge, &oured into Rylcombe, looking
for the Saints, Wally & Co. were quite
agreeable to being found. They had just dis-
covered a shop in which fruit_was purchas-
able at a v‘elg ¢-.henygl rate. I‘Nsoe%lith.rt the
greengrocer any hopes ol ng it, as
it wus part of a consignment that had &one
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astray on the railway, and had arrived iu a
most unsatisfactory condition.

However, the BSaints were far from 'Y Y]
grumbling about this. The more over-ripe
its condition the better for their purpose, and
the cheaper it was, the mole they could ob-
tain for their momey. And they wanted as
much as they could get. They had an idea
thut it might be needed.

The Grammarians came round the corner
yelling loudly. That was the greatest mis-
take of their campaign. They might, had

they advanced carefully and quietly, have
caught the Saints unawares, and stood some
little chance in the conflict; but that out- i
burst of noise put the tin roof on thelr

hopes.
‘Waully was forewarned, and forewarning, to

a leader of Wally's calibre, is likely to lead
to thing decidedly 1 50 far
as the other side are concerned.

He had about twenty seconds in which to
make his preparatious before the Gram-
marians came within range, and he used
that time to such a purpose that when the
@Grammarians got there they were met with

a barrage of decomposing fruit and vege-
tubles that squelched and slobbered and

%:.dded and sla}ﬁp:: up a%z!;}st tfhem, mli -
ir eyes, plastering r faces, ai 10 P . f £l d
smearing them from head to foob. rlzes 0 an

The Grammarians wavered, halted, came
on ngtnln lﬁif-heart,ed!;. then turned and fled 20 P -
inecontinently. f 10 -

The Saiuts {ellel[ in triumph, but Wally had rlzes 0 I
an uneasy [feeling about it. This tame THIRD SBET.
surrender did not appeal to him. Nobody
shared his misgivings, but it was not long
before they were justified.

It #o happened that the trucks that had
gne astray had contained merchandise other

an froit, and guite as perishable, if not,
indeed, more so. Oue or two of . the
Grammarians knew of that, and they led the
way to the establishment of Mr. Sands, His
overdue consignment included two cases of
eggs, At least, they were eggs at the time
they were packed. By now they were more
in the nature of stink-bombs,

They clubbed together, obtained the cases,
and returned to the attack. The Saints saw
them coming, and yelled defiance. Wally
alore, perhaps, realised the significance of
the way in which they advanced, with their
hands concealed. They cume on in open
formution, so that the barrage of fruit was
the less effective. Then they halted sud-
denly, as one man, and opened fire on their
own account,

Whiz! Thud! RBiff! Squelch!

“Oow! ! Yarooh!”

There is no doubt that the Saints were
more than surprised. The ammunition of the
QGrammarians was of an even more deadly
type than their own. Those eggs were very
ancient indeed.

But the Saints stood their ﬁound man-
fully. The air was thick with missiles—eggs,
apples, tomatoes, cabbages, vegetable
marrows, and more eggs. The clothes and
faces of the contestants were thick with

em.

The Saints were plastered with eggs, and
the Grammarians with rotten fruit, but when
the ammunition began to rum short, and the
contestunts came to grips, the marks of
battle became less distinctive.

In the middle of the uproar there was a
shout of “Cave!” and the less excited among
them looked up to see Mr. Railton, in com-

any with Mr. Adims of the Grammar

hool, coming down the High Street. That
spelt danger to both parties, and the leaders

hastened to get their respective followers off |
the ficld of action. P ) WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO.

S0 they scurried helter-skelter, Gram- Here is & :‘ulendid opportunity for you ;| You may seud as many complete sets
marlans one way, Saints the other, seeking : to win one of these generous prizes. of efforts as you please.
safety and lelsure to remove some of the On this page you will find six sil-| The FIRST PRIZE OF £25 will be
traces of the conflict, and promising them- houettes, each showing a person doing | awarded to the reader who succeeds in
selves that the issue shonld be fought out to something, and what you have to do is | submitting a set of solutions exactly the
a more definite decision upon another to writé in the space under the picture | sume us, or nearest to, the set of aolu-
occasion. the exact action portrayed, All the | tions in the possession of the Editor. iIn

actions can be described in one or two | the event of ties the prize will be divided.
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OUR COMPANION PAPERS. = ture puzsles, keep them by you in some | awarded more than ome share of the
sale place. There will be six sets in all, | prizes.

“THE 3 ND .and when the final set appears you will This competition is run in conjunction
NEBOTF FRIE Every y be told where, and when, to sedd your | with the “Boys' Friend,” the - Magret,”
efforts, and the “Popular,” and readers of those

“THE MAGNET" Every Monday Sets 1 and 2 agepearcd in the “Gem " | journals are invited to compete.
“THE POPULAR"” Every Tuesday for weeks ending September 9th and 10th. | Employees of the proprietors of this
% B = GoPleg of these issues can still be | journal are not eligible to compete.
CHUCKLES Every Th BL k N‘ ﬁboem ];l‘ha;. A{'ﬁ"ﬁ#ﬁ“ﬂ'ﬁi s{’rea:. t.h" dg:sti be ;Ii:tlinctly axnndeigabgodl {ha;.
£ 8¢ umber Dept., 79, Pilg reet, z] ision of e Editor nal am
“THE ROLIDAY ANNDAL" yearly = |§_ Ludrate Hill, Londan, EC. 4. hinding.
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“DOWN AND OUT.
E] (Continued from page 9.)
i T TR T

home, but_he did not seem to feel it. One thought was
buzzing in his excited brain—he was ruined ! By his brother's
act, intended to clear him, he was ruined at 8t. Jim's, and he
was at the end of his tether.

He did not feel angry with Frank. He knew that the fag
was acting from affectionate devotion, founded upon unshak-
able faith in him. It seemed so obvious to Frank-—believin,
in his brother as he did—that the truth ought to be told,
whu::!ever it was, and his brother cleared. He did not under-
sland.

e door of Study No. 9 opened at last, and Levison looked
weatily round, exl')fctmg to see Cardew. He slarted as he
saw Tom Merry. The captain of the Shell came quietly into
the study, and he was followed by Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
of the Fourth and Figgins of the New House. Levison stared
at them. He could nof imagine what the three juniors wanted
with him. They were not the fellows to triumph over him
when he was down. Racke, or Crooke, or Trimble, perhaps—
but never Tom Merry & Co.

He did not epeak; he looked at them dully. He was too
deep down now to care what th}ﬁl thought, what they said—
wleat anyone thought or said. e game was up for him at
8t." Jim's, and that was all that mattered.

“Pway excuse us buttin’ in like this, Levison,” said D'Arcy
politely.

Levison nodded without speaking. o

“We~we wanted fo speak to you,” said Figgin:. ““We're
sotry yow've come such a mucker. You'll have to leave
now 7"

‘1Y ‘Il .

“That's it,” said Tom Merry. “Look here, Levison,
we've been down on you; but as a reasonable chap you
cm_xlfiqn’$ expect anything else, could you?”

SN

[T

“But now you're going, that’s all over,” said Tom, * After
what you did at Greyfriars, I can’t say I think you ought o
stay at St. Jim's. It's not right. But now it's come to the
finish we'd like you to know that there’s no bad feeling. Weo
wish you well when you leave.”

“You're very kind.” e

“ You'll do better somewhere else,” said Figgins. “ And
I and the other New House chaps, Levison, wish you luck.”

“ And the same from the School House!” said Tom.

*Yaas, wathah.”

“Thank you,” said Levison.

Sidney Clive came into the study, hesitating. He had been
at the door. He coloured as he met Levison's glance.

“T'd like to say the same as these chaps, Levison!” he
said. “We've been chums, and, goodness knows, it wai a
shock to me; but 1 can’t i‘orget wa've been friends, and I
wish you the best of luck. T'm sure I'm right in thinking
that you’ve changed since—since——" He broke off. He did
not want to make any allusion to the story of the theft at
Greyfriars,

Levison smiled faintly.

Cardew was in the doorway of the study, lounging care-
logsly with his hiands in his pockels. His eyes were keenly on
Levison. Tom Merry made a movement to go. He bhad said
what he had come to say, what he had felt bound to say to the
fellow who was so terribly down and out.

“Hold on!” said Levison quietly,

Tom turned back.
he said. “If
Levison—"

“Nothing. But now I'm right at the finish I'd like you to
know—" Levison paused. “T've got to get out of St.
Jim's. That's settled. I'd like you to know before I go that
I never was a thiel.”

Tom compressed his lips a little,
denials at the last moment.

“You see, I can prove it,” said Lovison, “now it will cost
me nothing to prove it—as I've got to go, anyhow. Do you

there’s anything I can do,

What was the use of more

I “If you could have proved it,
Lavison, why didn't you? There's been plenty of time.
Every fellow in your House would have been glad to believe
you innocent, if you'd let them."”

“Yaas, wathah.”

Levison smiled again, a smile that had a touch of his cld
S iy

can explain now, e eaid, “if you care to listen.

“Go on!" said Tom.

‘‘Bunter told Trimble a yarn the day the Greyfriars eleven
was over here,” said Levison. *“Bunter never really knew
oll the circumstances of my leaving Greyfriars, Ie drew on

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 763.

“I—T don't see,” said Tom,

his imagination to satisfy Trimble. I've heard since that
Trimble stood him a spread to get the yarn out of him; and
Bunter seema to have spun him a striking sort of yarn in
return. He's a born liar, like Trimble, and too stupid to know
the harm he might do. dare say he's forgotten the wholo
thing by now. If I had chosen to appeal to the Head of
Groyfriars, Bunter certainly would have been flogged for
telling such a string of lies.””

“ Bui——" .

“Y was not expelled from Greyfriars,” said Levison. “I
was never even suspected of an thing like dishonesty. You
will all know it soon, now Frank's gone over there to bring
the whole story out.”

“You tried to stop him,” said Figgins.

Levison nodded.

“And that made you all think the matter was settled, 1
suppose—that Frank would bring back proom of Trimble's
sto‘r{; if he brought back anything?”

“Yes.”

“J suppose it wa3s natural enough,” said Levison, “Ii
looks like it. Well, when Frank’s told Dr. Locke the story,
Dr. Locke is certain to communicate with Dr. Holmes hers,’

“ Yaas, wathah."

“ Ho will tell the facts," said Levison. “ The facta will clear
me of what I'm accused of. Trimble's yarn will be knocked
in}p u cocked hat. Everybody at St. gim's will know it is
u lie!”

“You—you really say-—" gasped Tom Merry.

“You‘!lyknow it all in a few days, officially,” said Levison.
“No need for me to tell you now, for that matter. If you're
fod up, let it rest where it is.”

“We're not likely to do that,” snid Tom Merry quietly.
“If you're tellins us the truth now, Levison—and I hope you
are—why couldn’t you call on Dr, Locke's evidence before?
Why should you leave 8¢, Jim's? ¥ou're talking in riddles.”

“Can’t say 1 catch on,” said Figgins.

Sidney Clive did not speak, but his eyes were fixed very
earnestly on Levison's face. A

“ Pway, tell us the west, Levison,” said D'Arc{y. .

“Very well. I couldn't call on Greyfriara for evidence,
because it meant getting out of this school. I wasn't a
thief, as that fool Bunter told that other fool Trimble; I waa
not expelled. But—" Levison's voice faltered. *There
was something—something I wanted to keep dark from Dr.
Holmes, something that meant the boot for me here if it came
out. Once the two headmasters begin to compare notea on
the subject of Ernest Levison it will come out.”

“Oh!” spid Tom Merry, with a deep breath,

A glimmering of comprehension dawned on his mind.

“TF won't come out that I am a thief,” said Levison calmly,
“hecause 1 never was one. It won’t come out that I was
expelled from Greyfriars, because I was nob expelled. But
it will come out that—that—"

“(to on, old chap.” said Clive vertv‘:oftly.

“It's a rotten story,” said vison. “You fellows
remember what I used to be like here, when they called
me a ‘hard case.’. before Frank came to St. Jim's? Well,
I was like that at Greyfriars, No need to make any bones
about it. I was at Greyfriars what Racke of the Shell is
here—a dingy sort of blackguard. I was no worse than
1 was here, on my frst term at St. Jim's, Better, in fact;
1 hadn't sunk so low. You've known me 2 worse fellow
than I ever was at Greylriars. But it came to Dr. Locke's
knowledge. And there was. something else. I played a
rotten trick on another fellow. No need to go into details.
T own up it was rotten. But there was no question of
stealing, or anything of that kind--just one of the impish
tricks I used to play on fellows here before—before—
you know."

“1 know,” said Tom. :

“] was had up before the Head, and got the chopper,”
said Levison. “It wasn’t jImt;. one thing, or just another.
I had a bad record, and T'd put the lid on and got the
chopper. The Head spared me an expulsion, but I had
to go—in disgtace. That's the story. That's what will coms
out when Frank sets the two headmasters comparing notes.”

Tom's eyes were keen on Levison's face.

“And that's all that will come out?” he asked.

“That’s all.”

“That’s nothing to make St. Jim’s down on you."”

“I know.”

“Then why——"

“You don’t understand yet,” said Levison. “Can’t you
see? I had to get out of r;:gfnars. T was in disgrace. [
came to St. Jim's, Do you think Dr. Holmes would have
let me come here if he'd known the facts?”

Tom Merry started.

11 suppose not,” he muttered.

“Bai Jove!”

“He never knew the facls,” said Levison quietly.

“ But—your father—"

4 father was furious with me for coming such & mucker
at Greyfriars, naturally enough. I had a rotten time at home.
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chap 7" he ask: kindlg.
he said. ‘“It can’t be helped.

Tom Merry caught Levison by the arm. He read Levison’s expression only too clearly. ' What's the verdiot, nl’d’

began Arthur Augustus.
My luok’s cut !

Levigon emiled wearily. * It’s what | expected,
I’ve got the sack ! " (See page 19.)

Byt Doris was never told, nor Frank. They only knew
I'd left. And—and when the pater got me here he said
nothing of it-let it all slide. I'd never have been admitted
here l? Dr, Holmes had known. Now you catch on, I
suppose? As soon as Dr. Locke and Dr. Holmes fake up
the subject my innocence will be proved—of all that
Trimble’s accused me of! But Dr. Holmes will know then
that I entered this school upon what he will consider false
pretences.”

“I—I see,” muttered Tom.

“ Tt means the boot,” said Levison. *‘ He wouldn’t have
admitted a fellow who had to ghet out of another school
in disgrace. It would have been his duty to refuse. When
he knows he will act, as he’s bound to act. All the more
bocause he will consider that he’s been deceived. I shall
have to go. I've made up my mind to it now. But now
you know why I didn’t call Dr, Locke's evidence to prove
that T never was expelled from Greyfriars for theft.”

“I~I see now.”

“You see, I wanted to stick on,” said Levison. “I could
stand being an Ishmael, and I stood it. Now I've got to
ro. Poor old Frank thinks he is clearing my name, and

e is for that matter, but it's the finish for me here.
That’s all.”

There was silence in Study No. 9,

]Tolm Merry & Co. understood now, understood only too
clearly.

Tt was because Levison had no imaginable motive for
rofusing to clear himself that he had been condemned by
the school. Now the juniors kmew his motive—a powerful
one. For the very act that proved his innocence made it
impossible for him to remain at St. Jim's. .

“Bai Jove!"” said Arthur Augustus, breaking the silence
at last. “I am awf'ly sowwy, Levison. I—I see now. I—I
apologise.”

‘* Same here,"” said George Figgins. * You couldn't expect
us to guess a thing like that, Levisen, could you?”

“No

“Tf yow'd told us—" said Tom Merry, s
Levison laughed slightly.

“If I'd told anybody that a word from Dr. Locke to
Dr, Holmes would get me the sack here, how long do you
think I should have stayed? Telling one or two fellows
would have been telling the lot. It would have been bound
to get out. And even if it didn’t, telling a few woul:i
have done no good. Those who weren’t told wouldn’s
understand.”

*That's so.” ;

“And would you have believed me?” said Levison scorn-
fully. “It eouldn’t be put to the test only by the crash
coming. You've no proof mow that I haven't just told
you -a string of Les, ou won't have the proof until I'm
kicked out of the school.”

“I—1 suppose that's
“Bap*

“You might have told a chum,” said Sidney Clive quietly.
“J should have believed you, Levison.”

“T wonder!” said Levison,

He laughed again.

“Suppose Frank changed his mind, and never saw the
Head at Greyfriars, and nothing came out, and 1 slayed
on here? Would you fellows believe them that I've told
you the truth? Or would you believe that I've spun you
a clever yarn, and fixed it up for Frank to make that journey
to give it colour?”

““Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

Tom Merry and Figgins exchanged a startled look, and
did not speak. .

"“You sce,” said Levison bitterly, but without anger,
““you've alrcady got a doubt in your minds. But you can
be easy. The story’s true that I've told you, and the proof
will come along to-morrow; when I get out of St. Jim’s,
I shall leave a clean name behind me here, but I shall have
to go. And then you'll believe.”

“I believe you now,"” said Tom Merry manfully, crushing
down a faint, lingering doubt. “I believe you, Levison,
and—and I'm sorry I ever was down on you. You couldn’t
expect us to believe in you as the matter stood It was
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s0,” confessed Tom Merry,
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asking too much. But now we know the fruth il's different.
1 hope you won’t have to go.”

“@aua, wathah!” ;

“No chance of that' said Levison. “Dr, Holmes will
think he has been tricked, I dare say he won't expel me,
but I shall have to clear.”

“I am vewy glad you have explained, howevah,™ said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “What you weally neeéd, Levison,
is some good advice fwom a fellow of tact and judgment.
I weally wish you had told me befoah. Now I am goin'
to give you a tip.”

“(io ahead!" said Levison,

“ (o to the Head at once, and make a clean bweast of it
all befoah he hears fwom Gweyfwiahs,” said Arthur Augustus.
“T'ell Dr. Holmes the whole stowy, and appeal to him—-""

Levison's brow set grimly.

“I'm not going to ask for mercy,” he said. *TIt's my own
fault— then, if not now—my own fault, and I'm not going
to whine."”

“You must think of othahs, deah boy,” said D'Arey. “It
will be a feahful shock to Fwank if you have to go. and
to Dowis. Go to the Head and own up, and twy your luck."

Levison shook his head.

“T aygree with Gussy,” said Figgins. “It’s a chance.”

“It's a good chance,” said Tom Merry. ‘“You sce,
T.evison, the Head wouldn't have let you come here if he'd
known. DBut since then you've got a good record. Your
Form-master will speak up for you. Any of the fellows will
speak up, now you've told us how it stands. I think you'd
have a rood chance if you put it to the Head."

“Not likely!”

“Try, old chap!" said Sidney Clive.

“Weigh in an’ talk to him like a Dulch uncle,” said
Cardew. * Levison, old man, you're a fool, You're chuckin’
away your chances. Look here! You're goin' to the Head
if T have to carry you.”

“Yaas, wathah!” grinned Arthur Augustus.

Levison sat in thought for some minutes. He did not
belicve that there was any chance. He could realise only
ton well the doetor's anger at what he would regard—justly—
as o deception. There was no hope,

“T'HIl try,” he said at last. “It's no good, but I'll try.”

*Good man!"” said Tom Merry.

And the juniors left the study together, and Tom Merry
& (lo. went wilth Ernest Levison as far as the Head's door.
And there were muny surprised looks on all sides as the
outeast of the school was seon walking, evidently on friendly
terms, with Tem Merry & Co,

CHAPTER 8,
Not Nice for Bunter !
RANK LEVISON caught his breath as he stocd in
Dr. Locke's study at Greyfriars School.

Now thal he was thore—now Lhat the ol gentleman
was peering at him over his %old-timme{l glusses in
mild surprise—Frank could hardly realise how he had found

the nerve to come at all. .

He stood dumbfounded, his cap in his hands, hiz eyes on
the study carpet.

Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars, peered at him. He
rentembered the name of Levison; he could nol imagine what
the former Removite's young brother wanted to see him
for. Put he was kind and courieous; he had ordered the
3t Jim's fag to bo admitted. Now he smiled kindly to
reassure the fag, obviously overwhelmed with confusion.

“Levison's brother, I think?" said the doctor.

“Yes, sir!" gasped Irank.

“VYou are al St. Jim's with him, I think?" said Dr. Locke.

“Yes, sir!” )

“1 hope your brolher is getting on well at his schonl?"

“ Oh, no—yes—that—that's why I've come, siv!" faltered
Frank. “I—I know it's a cheek, Dr. Locke! T—I--I want
you to help me—to help Ernest!”

He slood with a crimson face when he had spoken. The
surprise deepened in Dr. Locke’s face. He made a sign
for the boy to come nearer to his writing-table. * Quintus
Horatius Flaccus,” with whom the doctor had besn spending
a happy afterncon, lay quite unheeded on the table. I!JGV!‘.SOH
minor's visit had brought back the headmaster with a jump
from the first century B.C. to the twentieth A.D.

“Sit down, my boy,” said the doctor. ‘And now tell me
why you have come, I shall be glad to help either you or
your brother if it is in my power.”

The kindness of his look and tone reassured the trembling
fag. He began to speak, faltering at firsi, but gathering
courage as he went on. The Hoad of Greyiriars listened,
his face growing very grave. )

“I am glad you came to me, my boy,” he said, when
Tragk had fnished. “I cannot understand why your brother
did not appeal to me to make Lhe truth known."

Frank's face lighted up. Had a tormenting doubt found
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a lodging somewhere in his troubled mind? The Head's
words brought back the sunshine o his face, al all events.

“He is innocent, sit?”

¢ Certainly.”

T knew 1t!" said Frank. “0Oh, I knew it! I—I wanted
him to ask our headmasler, sir, 10 communicate with you!
I don’t know why he wouldn't. That's why all the fellows
thmr!ﬁ‘ht him guilly !

“They had every reason to think so when your brolher
refused to take the obvious step to clear his name,” said
Dr. Locke, vather dryly.

Frank hung his head.

“Yes, Bul now—now, sir, you will make it known—you
won’t let Ernest be thought a thief?”

“Most assurédly nol.”

Dr. Locke toucl{ed a bell.

“Trotter,” he said, when the page appeared, “ find Master
Bunter of the Reniove and send him to my study
immediately. i

“ Yessir!"

Dr. Locke made Frank a sign to wait, and turned to
 Horace " again. The fag sat and waited in happy silence.
He looked at the book-lined walls, at the high windows over
th3 sunny quad, the bust of Socrates in the corner, the kind,
scholarly face of the Greyfriars headmaster, bent over the
entrancing pages of *“Q, H. Flaccus.” Frank was happy,
hia heart was light; he could hardly keep still, In spite of

Ernest’s inexplicable refusal to clear himself, he was going
10 be cleared, and all would be well. Once more the S:}] il;'n'l
e best

outcast would be on the old fool:-ir%. respected b
fellows in the school, a member of Tom Merry's eleven—and
Fiank’s action would be the cause of that great change.
The fag was glad—fervently glad—that he had undertaken
that liourney.

Billy Bunter presented himself in the study at last. He
was looking rather uneasy. The Owl of the Remove had
many sins on his fat conscience, and he could only surmise
which of them had come to the doctor’s knowledge. Which-
ever and whatever it was, Bunter was prepared to deny it
all from beginning to end.

“Bunter!” Dr. Locke turned from “Horace,” and fixed
n stern frown ou the fat junior. *“Bunter, you accompanied
the Junior Eleven to St. Jim's, 1 understand, on tha
ocrasion of the last match with that school 2

“VYes, sir!” said Bunter, rather relieved.
wasn't anything to be licked for in that?

“At St. Jim's, on that occasion, you met a boy named
Trimble?"

“Trimble? Yes, sir,” said Bunler. “Not a bad chap.
sir—hoe stond me a fead !”

“You lold Trimble certain circumstances connected with
Levison, who was onee in the Remove at this school?”

“Did I, sir? said Bunter, blinking at the Head, in an
effort to rememher, “Oh, yes! Trimble asked me, and I
teld him."”

* What did you tell him, Bunter?”’

Bunter pavsed, and hlinked at Levison minor, [Ila re-
membered rather vaguely what he had told Baggy Trimbla.
He recalled that Trimble had been véry keen for informalion
—that he had wanted to hear anything and everyihing
against Leviann. He remembered, too, that Trimble's” keen
appreciation had spurred him on to. draw the longhow—a
litlle way he had, in any case. Bunter began to realise that
Levison minor's visit to Greyfriars musl be in connection
with what he had told Trimble. Bunter's fat knees knocked
logether, and he blinked from the Head to the fag, aml
from the fag lo the Head in growing dismay.

% ¥ou heard my nquestion, Bunter?” rapped out tha Jirad

“0Oh, yes, sir!"™ stammered Bunter.  “I—T didn't tell
Trimble anything, sir—not a word!” y

“Whal I" thundered the Head. And Burter, in his terror,
jumned almest clear of the carpet.

“J—I—I mean—"" he stuttered.

“Tell mo the truth at onre, Bunter! If you dare ta
prevarieaie, T will flog you with the greatest severily!” ex-
claimed Dr. Lincke.

¢ [—I—I didn't mean—I wasn't—JI—I[—" Bunter {tried
to collect his fat wits, “I—I was really pulling Trimble's
leg, sir. He was so keen 16 hear anything against Levison,
and—and he stood me a feed, so—so I spun him rather a
yarn, sit. 1—I'd forgotten why Levison left, and—and I—

Surely there

_::—Yolr told him that Levison had robbed his headmaster?"

“ And that he had been expelled from Greyfriars for theft?”

«]_I—1 might have—have—I mean, Trimble might have
—have thought so, sir!” gasped Bunter, * Trimble’s awfully
stupid, sit. Shocking! He—he wouldn't understand a
fellow properfy—" i

“Did you, or did you not, tell Trimble that Levison had
been oxpelled from Greyfriars for robbing his headmaster?™
asked Dr. Locke, in a voice that made Bunter tremble,
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“Yes, sir|” gaspod the hapless Owl.

“Vou knew that that was a false statement, Bunter!”

“ W-w-w-was it, sir?”

“Did you not know that it was?” rapped the headmaster.

“Qw! Yes, sir!”

#VYou have done a great deal of harm by your reckless
falsehood, Bunter.” o

“I—I'm sorry, sirl” gasped Bunter. “I1—I didn't
mean— Yourinow, sir, Levison was always a rotter, and
he really was sacked! It came to tho same thing, anyhow.
And he might have stolen, for all I know!”

“Do you regard that, Bunter, as adequate grounds for
making so terrible an accusation against a boy who was once
your schoolfellow 1"

Possibly Bunter did. If so, he did not venture to say so.

“Nunno, sir!” he gasped. )

“Very good. You will be punished for this wicked con-
duet, Bunter. I shall mention the matter to your Form-
master, nFEI request him to administer a very severe caning.”

“You may now go, Bunter.”
“Oh dear!"” groaned Bunter. And the hapless Owl of tho
Romove rolled dismally from the room.

Dr. Locke turned to Frank Levison. He smiled as he saw
the brightness in the face of the St. Jim's fag.

“My boy, I am glad you came to me, Your brother's
obstinacy is quite inexplicable; but certainly the matter will
now be cleared up. I will give you a letter to take to
Pr. Holmes at your school, stating the exact circumstances
under which your brother feft Greyfriars.”

““Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Frank.

“He never was guilty of theft, and was not actually ex-
Eelled," said Dr, Locke. “You are aware, of course, that

e was compelled to leave?”

Levison minor flushed.

“I—I've always understood that there was some trouble,
and that it was thought best for Ernest to go to another
school, sir.”

Dr. Locke gave him a very keen glince.

*'That is all you knew 1"

“Yes, sir.”

“No doubt your father was the best judge of what to tell
you,” said Dr. Locke, rather dryly. ‘I may say, my boy,
that I have not lost sight-of your brother entirely since he
left this school. I have made 1t a point to learn how ha has
progressed. For a time I was dirappointed. But later I
was very pleased indeed to hear of him. I am satisfied that
he has thrown over the ways that made it impossible for me
to allow him to remain here. T am assured that he would
now be a credit to Greyfriars, if he were still here. 1 have,
indeed, told him that I should now be willing to allow him
to return, if that should be his and his father's wisu.”

*“Oh, sir,” said Frank, his face brightening again, “that is
very kind of youl”

“‘Not at all,” said Dr. Locke. “I have a verv high
opinion of him now. 1 shall tell Dr. Holmes s0. You are
returning—"

“Immediately, sir.”

*“You will need some refreshment——""

“ Wharton has asked me to tes, sir,”” said Frank shyly.

st ean sately the hospitality of

ory . I can eave you to ospitality
the Remove. I will write the letter to Dr. Holmes. and send
it to you in Wharton’s study when it is ready.” a

In faltering tones, Frank Levison thanked the kind-
hearted old gentleman, and took his leave He seenied to
be walking on air as he went down the corridor. Harry
Wharton was waitmgrior him at the corner of the passage.

*“Come on, kid! Tea's ready!” said Wharton cheerily.

“Same here,” said Frank, laughing. He couild lnuﬁ:l now,

It was quite & merry spread in Study No. 1 in the Remove.
After tea, the Famous Five walked down to the station with
Frank—with the Head's letter safcly tucked away in the fag's
inside pocket.

It was a long journey back to St. Jim’s, But it was a
happy one for Levison minor. The summer dusk had deep-
E?J'im night before he stood once more at the gates of

. Jim's.

CHAPTER 9.
The Inevitable.
FJ\OM MERRY cla Levison of the Fourth on the

r shoulder.  Arthur Augustus I’Arcy gave him an

encouraging smile. .
“Go 1n and win!” said Figgins.

¢ Put it straight to the old sport!” murmured Cardew.

Tevison of the Fourth hesitated.

He had arrived at Dr. Holmes’ door; but he hesitated to
tap. The juniors round him were hopeful; and perhaps
Levison, encouraged by their looks and words, felt some
;light glimmering of hope himself. But if so, it was very
aint.

What had he a right to expect? Dr. Holmes was {o know
that he had been deceived. For it amounted to that. He
could not fail to be angry, to feel that his unsuspicious kind-
ness had been imposed upon. Why should he relent?

At the bottom of his heart, Levizon knew that there was
no hope. Had there been hope, he would have “chanced
it * beofore this; it was not willingly that he had rested so
long under the imputation of crime. Tt was to keep on at
St. Jim's that he had allowed Trimble’s accusation to stanil
—that he had refrained from calling in the witnesses who
would have shattered it.

hat witness would speak now, and whether the informa-
tion came from him, or from Levison’s own lips, the Head
of St. Jim’s would know the facts, would know that he had
been deceived into admitting to the school a fellow whom
he never would have admitted had he known the truth. 8t
Jim's was not a refuge for fellows who were turned out of
other schools for bad duct.

* Go it, old man!"" said Tom encouragingly.

“ Powwaps you would like me to come in with you and do
the talkin’, deah boy,” suggested Arthur Augustus.

Levison smiled faintly,

“T'll chance it,” he said. *“Anyhow, the Head's got to
know now; he will hear from Dr. Locke. may as well
chanee it. But the game’s up—1 knew that, anyhow.”

He raised his hand, and tapped at the door.

“Come in!"”

Ernest Levison passed into the study, and the door closed
behind him. Tom Merry & Co. waited in the passago
anxiously. They were joined by & good many more fellows
there—Lowther and Manners, Bfnl:e. and Herries, and Digby,
Wildrake, and Talbot, and some more. All were curious to
know what had happened to cause this revulsion of fecling
towards Levison—and they soon knew. And when they
knew, all the fellews shared Tomn Merry's hope that the Head
would be merciful, and temper the wind to the shorn lamb,
Onco or twice they caught the sound of a murmur of voices
fiom the study. The anxious juniors would have given a
good deal to Enow what was going on bchind that closed
oaken door.

Levison of the Fourth—if they could have seen him—was
standing before DNr. Holmes wi!i downcast face. The Head
was listening to him—in surprise at first, and then with grow-
ing, grim condemnation in his face. Levison knew what
that look meant, and his voice faltered. From the first he
had known that there was no hope.

“ You may continue, Levison!" said Dr. Holmes,

Levison faltered out the rest. Then there was a deep
silence in the room for some minutes.

Dr. Holmes spoke at last.

“It appears, then, Levison, that when you came to this
school, you had been turned out of your previous school in
disgrace.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Your father said no word of this to me.”

“You—you knew I'd been at Greyfriavs, sir,” falterad
Levison,

“] knew that! T understood that Mr. Levison regarded it
a8 judicions to send you to another school, for reasons of his
own, which it was not my business to inquire into. It
certainly did not occur to me that I was taking in a boy
whose conduct had been so bad, that his former headmaster
compelled him to leave.”

Levison stood silent.

“1 will not say that 1 was deceived.” said the Head.
“ Doubtless your father hoped that you would do hetter here,
Levison; doubtless he justified his silence to his own con-
science. I do not judge him. If T had known the facts, you
would never have come here.  If you had confessed the facts
to me of your own accord, I might have found it possible
to take a lenient view, But you have not chosew to do so,
until your brother's visit to your former headmaster left
you no other resource. It is clear to you, 1 suppose, that
after this you cannot remain ?” .

Levison drew a decp breath. It was clear enough to him.
He had not expected anything clse.

“Dr. Locke, sir, told me once that—that he would be
willing to take me back to Greyfriars,” he faltered. ‘“He
told me so when I visited Greyfriars once, as a member of
the eleven.” 2 .

“That, then, may be a solution of the problem.” said Dr.
Holmes dryly. “If your statement is correct, Dr. Locke is
very wolcome to take you hack to Greyfriars. Certainly you
cannot remain at St. Jim's,” .

Levison's hoad drooped a little. He had known it, he had
expected it, but it was a blow to him all the same.

“¥ do not desire to be unduly hard,” said Dr. Holmes.
“There is no question of expulsion. You may remain till
the end of the weck, and then you may go home, without
any public comment on the matter. I shall communicate with

fContinued on page 19.)
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The Finest Story of School Life and Adventure Ever

SEE THAT ALL YOUR CHUMS READ THIS SPLENDID STORY!

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JIM READY, a sturdy lad of fourteen,
having seen his last triend laid to rest, is
left all alone In the great world. He s
leaving the cemetery gates, whem he butts
up against

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln),
the principal governor of the great school of
86, Beowulf’s, who bad been watching him
at_the funeral.

The two walk along the road together, and
the stranger tells Jim it i3 education he
needs first. He then withdraws a_piece of
parchment from his pocket, and, after sign-
ing it, bamds it to Jim. It is & free pass into
the great school. Jim is t6 take his chance
as o Lincoln scholar at 8t. Beowulf's.

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

obby bolts one night, but the hoys give
chase and capture him, On their return to
8t. Beowulf's they find that burglars have
broken into the school. The ruffians are
captured. Wobby commandeers their car,
and hides it In the Haunted Barm.

Learning of tbe scoundrels’ intentions of
smuggling their ill-gotten gains out of the
country, Wobby plans to ecapture the
plunder. At the dead of night
pals steal out of the school Boarding the
comlmandeered car, they are soon hot on the
trail.

They are only just in time to rescue the
colopel from further members of the gang,
two of whom they capture. The boys then
drive to Whitehureh Castle, where they find
some of the stolen plunder hidden in a well.
They are shadowed and attacked by the two
escaped burglars, During the fierce fight
which ensues, a huge car, crowded with men,
with none other than John Lincoln at their
head, arrives. The Founder of St. Beowulf’s
is Interested in the Inds' story, and asks to
join the party. The lads consent, and, after
2 promise from Mr. Lincoln to send for them
later, they arrange to return to the school
in his car.

(Now read on.)

A Bad Blunder.

16~y N that case, my men can use your car,
and it shall go finto mj garage at
Hilgh March Castle,” said John Lincolo.
“They shall take the prisoners along
to my place in it, and I will guarantee to
have you to the school before dawn.”

He gave & whistle.

A blﬁ. broad-shouldered man came climbing
over the ramp of the fallen keep.

He was a huge man with a face like a prize-
fighter, as immovable as the face on a carved
briar pipe. It was the face of a man pot to
be surprised by anything.

“8tubbs,” said John Lincoln.

* Yessirt” replied Stubhs.

“These young gentlemen form a gang,” ex-
plained Stubbs® master.

“Yessir!”
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“You have been elected to the gang,
Stubbs,”

“ Yessir!”

“1 have answered for you, Stubbs.”

" Yeasir!*

“You will obey all the laws aud rules of
the gaug, Stubbs,” added John Limcoln, who
evidently loved to find snmathh;ﬁ that might
surprise” Stubbs, “and you will regard aH
Elll?i% young gentlemén and the kaogarco a3

rothers.”

8rs.

“Yessir!” replicd Stubbs.

Then John Liucoln pointed to the sacks
and boxes of plate.

“Thig is the first plunder of the ganmg,
Stubbs,” he said.

“Yessir!™ replied Stubbs, eyeing the sacks.

“You will get it to the small car, taking
charge of the prisoners, and take the lot to
High March Castle. Lock the treasure ino
the strong-room—here is the key—and lock
the prisoners in the game larder. I will deal
with them in the Justice-room to-morrow
morping at eleven. See that they have a
rood breakfast.”

“That onme that got the kpock over the
head from the boomerang don't look as if
‘e wants any breakfast, sir,” answered Stubbs,

“Never mind. Let him have the chance of
making oue,” replied John Lincoln. *It
strikes me that be won't have a chance of
tasting game-pie and York ham pgaln for &
long time to come. 8o do him well!”

Stubbs nodded.

“As it is necessary to take <
gentlemen back he school awiftly,
Stubbs, 1 am taking them in_the large
éar,” concluded John Lincoln. *“If they are
not in their beds by dawn they might fall
iuto the hands of Mr. Teach, thelr master,
and their chances of getting a good thrash-
ing would be ot remote.” )

“ Yessir!" replied Stubbs, shouldering & sack
of with a tr dous heave that
betrayed its weight

“Tt would never do to start our associa-
tion with the gang by getting best halt of
it thrashed for playing the wag, would it,
Stubha?” pursued John Lincoln.

. “No, sir,” replied Stubbs, and there was
just a flicker of a smile in his steady grey

eyes.

Off he went with the sack, and John Lin-
colo stirred up his pew companions.

“Now, boys!” be said briskly. “There's no
time to lose. Bring that kangarco along!”

Wobby hesitated as they dragged Nobby
to the door of the splendid car.

“Let me wipe his tail, sir,” he begged.
“He’s all muddy!”

“Never mind about that,” replied John
Lincola. *Stow yourselves away!”

NSWERs

EVERY MONDAY_.PRICE 2

these young

By
DUNCAN
STORM.,

The boys climbed
Wobby taking off his coat and laying if

into the great cnré

down on the soft rugs to protect them from
the disreputable and muddy kangaroo.

Away they went, pirring over the rough
roads under the drive of the powerful cnzilllls!.

“My word, nugs!” said Wobby, as he leaned
back on the luxurious cushions, “This
is_class! This ia the real high tone class.
We are doing all right. We started with
a ford, and we came home in a Rols-
Royce. We started all on our little own, and
we come home with a millionaire and a
fghting man Ir the gang. But what doea
Mr. Lincoln mean when he falks about
taking us into a new enterprise?”

None of Wobby's companions could gi
any auswer to his specn]npt.lom. giee

“They say he is going off on his big yacht
round the world soon,” added Wobby, “Oh,
nugs! Suppose he’s thinking of taking us
with him. He's just the sort of chup that
might take it into his head. He said in his
last speech at the school on Prize Day that
travel was the best education that any boy
can get!"”

But to these speculations his companions
could give no answer.

It was plain, by the way that John Lincoln-
brought them to the school, that be was a
worthy member of the gang. He cut off a
large bend in their road by running ab high
speed through his own park, he dodged round
back lanes and turnings, and just- as the
first grey light of dawn was beginning to show
in the sky he brought the gmlt. silent, easy-
running car steaming round the walls of the
school like & shadow.

1t came to a standstill just where the boys
wanted it. Indeed, John Lincoln might bave
been one of his own scholars, so exactly did
he know the lay of the land for getting in and
out of the school upobserved.

“Good-night, boys, or, rather, good-morn-
ing!" he whispered, as they got out of the
ear, hauling & somewhat weary and dis-
gruntled kangarco after them. “No more
night-running . till Saturday! You will geb
your invitation all rightt"

He shook hands with the boys, and they
crept through the laurel hedges into the
school grounds. The coast was cleur. Nobb:
was shoved into his stable, where he sanl
down on his straw, quite exhausted with the
excitements of the night.

“Nobbo's had about emough of usi” said
Wobby, with a grin, as he secured the door of
the loose-box. “He's glad enough to hit the
hay, and he's fed-up with runping with nugs.
Now we'll go and hit the hay ourselves, lads.
It's the frst time I've ever beetr to bed by
way of the chimney!”

Up the fire-escape and on to the roofs the
boys climbed. Wobby was beginning to feel
sleepy now.

He led the way along the leads till he came
to the stack of chimneys, and, climbiog
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lg by the Iron foot-grips, he sat on the
edge of the stack, looking at the first faint
glow of day in the mist.

“We are like Cinderellal” he whispered.
“We've just g;'. home in time!”

He swung his legs over the edge of the
chimney, and began to descend.

“Don’t follow me down too close. boys,”
he said.

He faund the grips inside the chimney all
right with his feet, and down he went, Jim
following atfter him at o respectful distance.

Wobby was very sleepy now, otherwise he
would have noticed that, whereas the chimney
up which they bad climbed from the box-
room was entirely free of soot, this chimney
by which he was descending was filmed with
aob. which increased the farther he got

The etrain of the night's exertions were
telling on Wobbgeuow. He was almost nod-
ding as be climbed down the chimney, and
he did pot notice that he was elimbing down
2 Ennd deal farther thap he had climbed up.
‘When one is very tired, everything in the way
of distances seems to increase.

Wobby was quite unprepared for what
was to come.

He saw a faint light heneath his feet.

“ G !" he muttered to himself.
“Here i3 the hearth at last!”

‘Wobby descended on to the great hearth
of the fireplace.

He was stooping, and about to step cut
from the hearth, when he suddenly paused
with a thrill of horror, for the hearth o

he stood was not the hearth of the
box-room attached to Dormitory No. 4, from
which he and his chums had started on thelr
night’s excursion.

There, . fn the dim light that was filtering
through the blinds, stood a bed. And from
the bed came & snore. And from the pillows
of the bed %roieuted a bushy black beard.

It was Blackbeard Teach, lying on his
back, dreaming. The boys had mistaken their
chimney, and had dropped straight into the
Pirate’s Den!

Wobby was swift to act. He Jumped to the
first iron up the chimney. Jim was coming
down hand over fist. He could hear him
feeling with his foot for the iron cramp

above.

“Cave, Jim!" whispered Wobby, in agitated
tones. “Stop the chaps! We've come down
%u l:rrms chimney! This is the Pirate’s

en

Jim was almost on his head, and Wobby
had to descend again to the hearth.

stooped, and looked at the bearded
figure in the bed. Blackbeard was etill sleep-
ing, but he was very restless.

“0Oh, sleep my baby!” almost gronned
Wobby. *Sleep, my nib, or we are done!”

He could hear & bit of wrangling vp the
chimney, where Lung and Stickjaw, who did
not understand the trouble, were having a
bit of an argument whilst they blocked the
chimuney. Then, to Wohby's horror, there was
a romble and a rush in the great chimney.
and something like a sackload of soot feil
down plump ‘on his k.

Through the clond he saw Blackbeard start
up in bed, rubbing his eyes.. But before
Bfnckbeurd could rub twice, Wobby was up
the chimney and out of sight.

His friends had realised the situation, and
were climbing up again.

‘Wobby hung in the darknéss of the chimney
wondering what was going to happen. Theu
he heard a stamping in the room below.

“A fall of soot!™ growled the voice of
Blackbeard Teach, *“Confound that sweep!
The lazy ruffian said that he hud made a
job of it! The second fall of soot within a
month! I'll haul him over the coals to-
morrow! No good trying fo clear up the
meses; Il leave it to the janitor in the
morning!”

To Wobby'a intense relief, Blackbeard
stamped back to his bed. He could hear the
mattress creak as the master's weight
descended on ib.

He hung in the chimney for another few
minutes, to give Blackbeard & chance
getting to sleep again.

'"Othl erumbs!” he ejaculated. “What a
nij o

here was no stir in the bed. Blackbeard
had settled down again. Slowly and with

infinite care Wobby climbed up after his com-
panions. They had gained the chimney-stack
again, and wera sitting on the top of it, more

or less 3
When Wobby put bis head up they laughed

50 much that they could hardly sit on the
chimney,
“Shut up, ynu"ggro;g'l" sald Wobby fiercely.

“What's the ma

“Oh erumbs! What's the matter? Take a
look at yourself!® spluttered Stickjaw.
“You're ag black as a erow!”

Wobby groaned as he climbed out of the
chimney and locked at his clothes.

“My word!” he exclaimed. “I'll have lo
spend the rest of the time getting myself
clean before anyone's stirring. What silly
asses you chaps are! You might have told
me when you saw that I was going for the
left side of the chimney-stack instead of the
right. It's only our luck that old Black-
beard didn’t get the lot of us, The fat
would have been in the fire then)”

“You seem to have been in the fire by
your boots!” said Stickjaw. “Look at them!™

“My clothes and boots are ruined!” replied
Wohby complacently. “There's nothing to
be dome but to burg them. I've provided for
that. That's just where my forethought
comes in. I've got the double of every suit
stowed away in my box, 30 that if I do get
in a mess like this, nobody can be any the
wiser. Now let us get down the right chimney
this time,”

Wobby was wide awake now. He slipped
this time into the chimney that led to the
box-room of Dormitory No. 4. In the fire-
place he slipped off his seoty clothes before
he made for the bath-reom.

Here his companions fell upon him and
souaped him and scrubbed him. The clothes
were tied up in a parcel to be buried in the
woods at a convenient opportunity.

The whole dormitory remained sound
asleep during these operations, and the five
weary boys crept to their beds feeling that
they had had a most successful and enjoy-
able night, and had cut it about as fine for
time as they possibly could have done.

There was not much time for sleep now-
Wobby dropped off like a stone. His dreams
were restless. He thought that he was driv-
ing a motor-bus down the Smuqdem‘ Punch-
bowl with the whole school sitting and roar-
ing on the top, when he was aroused by a
vigorous shaking.

Wobb}?_ehamu.

E op:md his eyes, and his heart
H sunk.
There was Blackbeard Teach

standing over his bed shaking him
by the shoulder.

“It's all up now!” thought Wobhy.
“Blackbeard knows alll”

“Wake up, you lazy young rascal!” roared
the voice of Blackbeard, with a strange
amiability. “Here you are abce;;ling like a
sluggard after ten hours of the happy sleep
of careless boyhood, whilst I, atter burning
the midnight oil, have heen assailed by evil
dreams and & fall of soot in my room!”

“Dear me, 1 am very sorry to hear that,
sir!™ said Wobby, sitting up in bed and
digging his fists into his eyes.

Then he “thought to
himself, “Fen rmurs og
the happy siecp o
careless boyfiood!  Yes,
I don't think!”

1 have looked in on
you, Mr, Wobby," said
Mr. Teach, tugging at
his black beard, “to
ask you if gou and
Ready will be good
enough to lay the trail
for the harriers this
afternoon. 1 want a
pood stiff  trail
where you like,
long na it takes the
fat off some of these
lazy fellows who prefer
to Iw.ng‘tz?nouh t.h‘e[;e
tuckshop stuffing r
gross  bodies  with
cakes and ples, in-
stead of partaking in
manly, organised

ames. 1 am going to

urn out the whole
school for the rum

1

replied Wobby, and Mr. Teach lett the dor
mitory well satisfied.

" What was' Blackbeard alter?”’ demanded
Stickjaw, coming in from the bath-room with
o rather troubled face.

“It's all right, gentle youth!" replied
easily. "Old Blue Mug haen't smoked
ns. He's after me to lay a trail with Jim
for the harriers this afternpon. He's going
to turn out the whole school, and wants the
trail a stiff one. So we'll want lots of con-
fetti. I'm going to take yom, Stickjaw, for
third hare!”

Stickjaw groaned.

"I ean't run for toffee, after last night,”
he said.  “T feel like a boiled egg.”

“Better run with the hares than run with
the hounds,” replied Wobby. “Qld Black-
beard ‘is on the warpath to sweat some of
Mother Gums' pastry out of the chaps.
He'll follow up on his hike across country as
whipper in to the lmck. You'd have to run
anyhow, and it will probably do you good!™

Wohby did not think it worth while to
mention to Stickjaw that he wanted his bag
for special p not ted with
Lady Castlewood's fewels.

The fBve tumbled into their eold baths.
They felt a bit better afterwards as they
made their way into Hall for breakfast,

“What I want is tea, Jim," said Wobby
pinching his chum's arm. “I want lots o
good strong tea to banish sleep. How do
you feel after our night’s adventures, fair
cousin?”

“Ratten!” replied Jim, drowsily.

They felt better after breakfast, but woree
In the middle of the morning when monsieur
took the Fremch lesson.

‘Wobby, who was having a comforiable sleep
behind the 'id of his desk, was suddenly sur-
prised by Froggy, who caught him and haunled
him out from the class,

“Ha, Monsieur Wobhee!” exclaimed mon-
sleur. “You ¢'ink you learn ze beautiful
French language whiles you are asleep. Ha
my friend, I will wake you op! You witl
write me two ‘undred lines to-night of
Moliere.”

“Lines about Mollys hair, sir?” asked
Wobby, yawning wenril{.

“Hu! Insolent!” retorted monsieur, hia
eyes rolling. “You pretend that yod do not
know the greatest playwright of ze wor-rrid !

“We haven't heard about him in Australia
yet, sir,” replied Wobby nonchalantly, “We
know all about Ned Kelly, Jack mpsey.
Billy Bunter, and Charlie Chaplin—but
Moliere is nix to the pebs!”

“What yon say?” demanded monsieur, who
was always easily mystified by Wobby's defor-
mities of the English language.

“Nix to the pebs, sir—nothing to the popu-
lation, sir!” explained Wobby. “They
haven't got wise to Mn]lere]gret in our parte.
They put their bank on Doug. Fairbanks.
Doug, is the peach in the garden!”

~Zen you shall write t'ree 'undred line, you
and your Ned Kelly an’ your Dempsee!™
retorted monsieur,

this aft Give
them something that
they will remember—a

Tun to talk over all
the rest of their lives of him stood a bed.
—when old 8t. Beowul- from the pillows

Wobby was about to step out from the hearth, when
he suddenty paused with a thrill of horror, for in front

was Blackbeard

From the bed came a enore, and
d a bushy black beard. It

pro|
each who lay in the bed !

fians gather together.
Do you d?
“Rather, sirl” o
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And this is what we Australians fought
the Great War for!” muttered Wobby, in dis-
usted tones. “Three hundred lines for

I? awake ail the night!"
ou 'ave too-sake?” demsnded monsieur,

wil
“Not exactly toothache,

3 monsieur,” replied
‘daringly. “But 1

mb Ing bad a very dis-
ed ni

"Good'ghre ted muns!em' relenting. “You
shall not write ze line, Monsicur Wobbee.

Bince you are so ignorant of the greatmess
or La Belle France, you shall come to me and

I will givu you EP’:"“ instruction in our
glorious tera

ure.

Wobby groi This was worse than the
three hundred linel But luckily mounsieur, at
the end of the class, heard that there was
to be a record turnout of the harriers, and
he became so excited that he forgot all about
Wobby's further education.

“Ha! Weo 'unt ze foxes?’ he asked, rub.
biog his haads, “Ze ‘ole school turn out,
twu ’nndreﬁ an’ Afty strong, an' "e chase ze

'No, sir," explained Wobby, “you don’t

h;ser lhtroxt:h We lay :htmli of paper and
ol e ere ever it goes.”

b 1 seel” p::‘:flrumaﬂ monsieur.  “We
pl:y wt?oh 70U csn ‘Unt ze paper'! But
“It ia a. kidn game, isn't it, monsieur?”
agreed Wobby careleu!y. “Are you going to
run with the hounds'

“0f course!” agreed monsieur. “I shall be
the dorg!”

Wobby chuckled as he packed the haver-

uekl the Imes were to carry with paper.
¥ hengolnghelwy‘klss fn
ting,' " aad Jim. e'll earr;

slx bags. heh'een us, Jim, and mind you stu
‘em good and tight. I want them to last,
md when we've finished with the paper
wa've got to have the stuffing in us to make
e« good run home with a l:ut of weight.”
"Wh:r a bit of welght?” asked Jim
dear, simple o replied Wnbby
“Don't you smoke me? We are goi
with the paper, but we are coming omg
with the Countess ot (}utlewoodu jewels!

La; ﬂu Trail |
EVER had Beownll’s turned out
such & paek of harriers as on the
evant.tnl atternoon when Jim Beldﬁv.
e

W and  Stickjaw ook
neh;.twith thelr Maversacks  stulfed  with

it

Blackbeard Teach had made up his mind
that there was much pastry bei
consumed at St. Beowulf's, and that hal
the school was gmwln% pursy and fat.

Blackbeard had great ideas on organised
sports, and he was of opinion that cross-
country runuing was the very best form of
sport for a large s

There were some rather doleful faces

hanging about the school as the hares |

mamd to start, particularly those of
:r Slurk and his companions,
These had made up their minds for a
qulet afternoon wp at the club.

The club was a lurking place amongst the
thick gorse-bushes on the cl

Here, in an old nbbn.-run, Siurk and his
friends had a cache of fags and light books,
and they loved nothing better than dodging
the playing-fields and loating up here,
smoking and card-playing.

They had invited Manders. & nDew boy,
with more money than sense, to join their
party this afternoon, and Slurk had looked
to making a nice little revenue out of
Manders. DBut - this little scheme was
knocked on the head when the order went
round that the whole achool was to rTun

with the pack, and that the run would
begin and end with “call over.

There was mno chance of dodging the
column, There was not evem a chance of
lhlmmlng sick.

“¥ah!" snarled Slurk, as, with his long,
thin legs sticking like pipe-stems out of lu
running shorts, he approached our three
friends, wishful to get some idea of the line
of country they were going to take. *“You
fellows have got a lot of paper there!”

“Yes,"” replied Jim Ready, grinni “We
are gai’ng to give you a good rum or your
money!*

sl"‘flfieh way are you going?’ demanded
ark.
Tue GeM Llnnuu.—No. 765.

*Don't know, mmy " replied Wobby,
with his engaglng smile, “But, which ever
way we go, we are going to lay the trail
s0 that you lame dogs won't be able to cut
across lots and strike the home trail before
you've been over the outward hound!”

“(Clever, ain't you!" yapped Slurk, finding
that his ruse did not come off. “I believe
it's you smart Alicks have put Blackbeard
up Stgo this nonseusert" i hisa

“Stopped your fags and shove-"a’penn

games for this afternoon, I su ?
rephed ‘Wobby culmly “That's what's gnt.
you snake-headed. You won't be able to
clear Fathead Manders out of his pocket-
money up at the old club—you and your
little cliquet But it you want to know who

ut Blackbeard up to the game of hare and
ounds, here comes Blackbeard himself!
Ask him!"

But Slurk had no desire to meet Black-
beard. He slunk off.

‘Wobby grinned at his chums.

“glurky don’t want to run!" said he.
“He knows that he's perished his wind with
all those tomsil-tearers, lung-scorchers, coffin-
nails, and muck that he's always smoking.
But we'll lay him out someth]ng l.hat will

Next Week's Story Will be Better Than Ever !

"Come on, old cobber!” Fald Wobly.
"Wg are going to make & kangarco hung
1

Nobby sat still whilst the spare havel
sacks were strapped on him, nnd a shout
went up from the uchool as they saw the
hares start off, companied bgo the
kangaroo, Nobbr uickmg
master and sailing over the ﬂnt hedge II
fine style.

Twenty-five minutes’ grace was allowed
fo the hares, and Wobby made straight for
the woods. He laid the trail over a thick
hedge of holly, and made straight for the
marsh by Juicy Brook.

Wobby grinned as they ran down the
slopes of the woods towards the marshland,

“This is where we put a Quarter of an
hour or so on onr start and tnke the steam
out of the field,” said he. “And this 18
where we souse l.? y in the mud!"™

He stopped in his run, and picked up one
of the loog jumping- pofeu thch they had
gsed on a previous occasion to jump the

yke

“Where we go, they've got to followi™
said he, with a laugh. “Come on, Jim!”
The t. hree, whn had halt a lot of prtmr,‘l::

exgsnd his chest. Here comes B
lackbeard bustled up.

“You fellows ready?” he asked.

“Yes, sir!” replied Wobby.

“You'll never be able to get away with
all that paper!” said Bllr.lihaard looking at
the bulging haversacks with a twinkle in his
eye.
“We'll want & lot of paper for the run
we“lare planning out, sir,” replied Jim

Ready.

“TFhat's the ticket!" said Mr. Teach, well
pleased. “I don't care how stiff you make
lt.l It will pull off the gross fatness of a
lot theua heavy Fifth-Formers who are
too fond of the flesh-pota of Egypt. Some
of them drip butter and raspherry-jl.m'
And monsienr is coming with us. is
going to lead ihe pack!”

And again Mr. Teach’s eyes twinkled.

Wobby saw a chance of putting in a

request.

“Please, sir,” snid he, “the bags are a
bit bulky. But I was thinklug that if I
could take Nobby, my kangaroo, he could
c?r'gr the spare bags, and we'd be all
right.’

g
“What about that beast of yours? 1Is he
dangerous?” asked Mr. Teach doubtfully.

. Hot a bit, sir!” replied Wobby prompug
"He'l.l come and eat out of your hand if
got anything to eat in it.”

“What. about: children?” asked Mr. Teach.
“Loves 'em, sir!” replied Wobby. “Where
he was brought up, he used to be taken out
in the pram wi  the baby, and he was
always swigging out of the baby's bottle!”
“All right! Take him!" replied Black-
beard, hughiux “Perhaps he'll make the

pace for you!"

The boys ran off to the stable, where
Nobby was resting from his fatigues of the
revious might, and they found their pet
ively and %\eerhﬂ sitting on his great tail
ing eyes

and looking up to them with ple
that asked for a run.

at
memorablg otter-hunt, easll cleared the
wide dyke of mud and sl . leavin,

good dab of paper on elther side to 8
which way they had g

“Want to delay t.lne ﬂ.eld in every way
Eouib[e. nugs!” puffed Wobby in explana-
ion, as the kangaroe came dylng across the
dyke with a splendid boun “There are
some runners in the school, and we
don't want to get rua down {t’llt when we
are doing the bit of business I've come out
for. We will work in as many of these
gﬂﬁe‘s as possible. And there is the red
ul

“I say! You aren't going to lay the trail
across the marsh where that red bull s,
are you?” asked Stickjuw, with some
apprehension.

“] was reckoning on that bull!” sald
Wobby, as they ran along, trailing their
lons poles. “He's worth over ten minutes

The nipped over a couple more wide
dykes, and Wobby chuckled as they crossed
them. They were only just able to jump
these with the long jumping-poles. 'What
monsieur would look like when he had
crodsed one, Wobby oould not imagine,

“I'd give money to see old Froggy skip-
ping through this muﬂ!“ said he, a3 he dusted
down the trail clearly. “Now for the bulll™

“What have we got to do?” asked Jim.

“¥You stay where you are, between those
bushes snd the river, whilst me and Nobby
go and talk it over with the—bull!” said
Wobby. *“Those bushes are his lurk. The
scoundrel lies in wait there to see who's
who on his marsh! But I'll tickle him up.*

Wobby skirted along the safe side of the
dyke ‘?mspecung for the red bull, who was

hiding amongst a couple of alders and
mllows He drew a catapult from his
jersey and fitted a stone in the sling as he
trotted along, closely followed by the
bounding kangaroo.

Jim and Stickjaw waited for him between
the bushes and the river, keepin g on the
safe side of the dyke, They had zlready
seen enough of the red bull not to want a
closer acquaintance with hi

“I don't like this bull!” nid Stickjaw, as
he waited Wobby's manceuvres. “He is a
nasty, illtempered ill-conditioned bmte--
ought to be eut up into sbeaks and wing
ribs! But what is ul:bg to now?* .
‘Wobby had reached the fringe of bushes,
and had seen the warm red colour of the
bull through the branches.
thHe drew his catapult as an archer draws

2

"Whnng"' went the catty, and an angry
bellow answered the smack of the stone

“It's all right, nuggets!" cried Wobbr.
“0ld S:hemide is at bome. Over you go,
nbbi tease him!"

by made s Sweeping motion with his
arm across the dyke, and the kangaroo, prick-
ing up his ears, bounded nimbly across the
wide dyke, landing with a crash amongst the
bushes.

(Next week's instalment of this grand
serial will be more exciting than ever. Make
""f ;»f reading it by ordering your GEM
early.;
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** DOWN AND OUT!”
(Continued from page 15.)

{our father in the meantime, and explain matters to him.
hope you may do well elsewhere, Levison. In any case,
I recommend that at your next school the headmuier nhnm
be acquainted with the facts. You may go, Levison.”

“ Very well, sir!” said the Fourth-Former quietly.

He left the study.

He camo down tho passage with his head erect; but his
face was pale, and he looked almost worn, Levison’s school-
days had been full of vicissitudes; in his old dnys, u the
black sheep of his House, he had escaped the *
narrowly more than once. His luek had been
That was all over; and now that it was all over, the Blow
had fdlen, and the end had come, and @ WAS NO mMOre

h

o'gmu Merry caught him by the arm. He read Levison's
sxpression only too clearly.

*What's the vudmt, old chay

“T twust——" began Arthur

Levison smiled wearily.

“I..evlm,:wll)‘resthad Clive, "pl—you re not——""

“Ty
“By gad ! '” muttered Cardew.

“Wotten P .

* Not qmte s0 bad as that, though,” said Levison. “I'm
going quietly, without any fuss— out at the end
of the week, It's a bit better, aft-rt ,thm:ﬂmwu -1 left
Gretvfrmrs. I suppose it was only to be expeeted. My hack’s

He walked on quictly, 'The chopper had come down, but
Levison had the nerve to face what had happened to him
without Ainching.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another blankly.

Levison was to go!

He had righted himself in the eyes of his schoolfellows.
His strange silenca was explaincd. There was not a fellow
who was not willing to give him the right hand of fellowship.
But the cost had to be paid! few more |days, and
Levison of the Fourth would be known at St. Jim's no more
—the ntr'uggle was over, and Levison of 8. Jim's was down

THE END.
(What will be the future of Evnest Levison 7 Be surc

'unnudﬁelcsioj’thls plendid series of Levi: silories,
ontitled : ** Levison’s Chance,’’ by Martin Cli , which
will appeor in next week’s issue of the GEM. ¥ou will

wvele this ewe of the finest -stories you have ever read. So

- menite sure and ovder yowr GEM weill in advance.)
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