ASK FOR THE GREATLY ENLARGED “CHUCKLES”!

““STOP! -YOUR HELP IS NEEDED!”

Franl: Levison's call for assistance for his brother, who has Ueen felled by a blow whilst attempling to vescue
Mpr, Selby from the clutches of a rascally ruffian,
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EDITORIAL CHAT.

The Editor would like to hear from
his reader chums, Address all
tatters to Editor, “The Gem
Library,”” The Fieetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

My Dear Chums,—

There is no doubt about it. Baggy
Trimble is an amazing fellow. He
belongs to the honourabie brigade of
borrowers, scorning the sage advice of
Shakespeare on this peint. Baggy will
wear another fellow's waistcoat without
asking leave when he wanis to do the
grand. He likes to be paid for when he
goes to the cinema, and as for his -per-
formances at the tuckshep—well, perhaps
the less said about that part, the better.

Baggy figures in next week’s amusing
story in the GEM, and en Wednesday
next, if an extra loud burst of laughter
is heard coming over the wireless waves,
it will be all on account of ** Tricky
Trimble.”’

It is a great story, dry and whimsical,
ane of the funniest Mr. Martin Clifford
has ever written. Of course, you may
not like Baggy Trimble. You may feel
that he is not the most gallant and
shivalrous fellow, and at the back of the
mind there is possibly lurking the idea
that the_fat fetlow is as stodgy as he is
mean. But he can raise a laugh. Then
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he never intends to do wrong; that is
the impression he tries to convey. You
remember about that wad of banknotes
he discovered in the old tree. If Cardew
had not come to his rescue, Baggy steod
a chance of suffering considerably for his
dishonesty. Yet he was only half aware
that he was being dishonest with the
spurious notes, and he never realised
they were counterfeit, not until Cardew
teld him. Without giving away the story
| may point out that Trimble sees an
advertisement in the paper. This adver-
tisement gives him what he imagines is
a brilliant notion. Talk about brain
waves! .

We can indulge ourseives with the
generous belief that Baggy has a brain.
There are all kinds of brains. Baggy
must have been supplied with a second-
best, shop-soiled set. Anyhow, look oui
for next week’s first-rate tale. It will
make you smile. Some people think that
Mr. Martin Clifford is best when he deals
with very serious matters; then those
¢ritics read a vyarn full of amusing
comedy, with Baggy at his greediest,
inviting himself to study spreads when
he is not wanted (nobody ever really
wants Trimble, unless it is Aubrey Racke
when he is busy on a heroic stunt), and
they alter their opinion, and declare that
Mr, Clifferd is really at the top of his
form when he turns sut a funny story.

Next Wednesday the fifth set of
pictures in the Silhouette Competition
will be found in the GEM. The entries
have been huge. Everybody, really, is a
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silhousitist these days, and | hope you
will all take this chance of getting a
prize,

Any reference to next week’s splendid
number would be incomplete without a
tribute to Duncan Storm’s notable serial,
“ All On His Own!” Many of my friends
know this writer chiefly on account ef
his Bombay Castle yarns in the * Boys’
Friend,” but after reading the story now
running in the GEM, they will think of
him as well in connection with this very
dramatic and appealing story.

Letters reach me from all over the
country and from overseas about the
Portrait Gallery. This feature steadily
gains in popufarity., Next week’s [like-
ness will be that of a very celebrated
member of the famous scheol. | shall
not give his name, but he is much liked.

On Thursday the greatly enlarged
number of *“ Chuckles ’” will be published,
price 2d.

A grand Magic Painting Card will be
presented FREE, and £50 IN PRIZES
offered, to every reader!

Qur famous Tuck Hamper department
remains as usual—a distinctive feature of
the GEM. 1 have several rare sparklers |
sent in by readers for next week’s
number,

The * Heliday Annual” is booming.
It has a special elaim on all GEM
readers, for it contains much informa-
tion regarding 8$t. Jim’s—just those littie
facts which often have to be crowded
out of the stories through lack of space.

YOUR EDITOR.
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My Readers’ Own Corner.”
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Tuck Hampers and Money Prize; Awarded for Interesting Paragraphs.
(If You Do Not Win a Prize This Week You May Next.)
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= | grows—darker yet it grows, and—"
This Wins Qur Toek Kampel‘! g Voice from the gallery: *P'r'aps it
FIVE-FIFTEEN: E | wants another penny in the meter,
‘Tt was the fourth time that day = |[guv'mor |"—Half-acrown has _been
that litile Bill had asked the old = |awarded tc A. Kay, care of Mrs. Jones,
fisherman what time the tide came = | Glan-Avon, Rhiw Road, Colwyn Bay,

in, and for the fourth time the old = North Wales.

man had answered. But when the
fifth time came the fisherman pro-
tested. “I have told you four
times,” he said, *thal the tide
comes in at five-fifteen.
you keep on asking me?”
cause,” said little Bill, “I like to
see your whiskers wobble when you
say ' five-fifteen.’ "—A Tuck Ham-
per filled with delicious tuck has
been awarded to E. Scott, 2, Poly-
gon Street, off Brunswick Street,
Chorlton-on-Medlock, Manchester.
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REALISM.

In a play the actor, having drunk the
poisoned wine, exclaimed: “4h, me!
What is this? The awful darkness is
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NO DANGER.

“This seems a very dangerous place,”
said the tourist, “1 wonder why they
have not put up a warning notice?”
“Ah, yes,” replied the guide, ‘it is
dangerous! They kept a board up for
two years, but as no one fell over, it was
taken down.”—Half-a-crown has been
awarded to C. J. Mayers, 2, Oakfield
Grove, Gorton, Manchester.

THE LOCOMOTIVE WHISTLE.

The locomotive whistle owes ita origin
to the destruction of a load of eggs.
When the country roads were, for the
most part, crossed at grades, the engine-
driver had no way of giving warning of
approach except by blowing a tin horn.
One day, in the year 1833, a farmer was
crassing the railroad-track at one of the
country roads with a great load of eggs
and butter. Just as he came out upon
the track a train approached. The
engineman blew his horn lustily, but the
farmer did not hear it.

Eighty dozen eggs and fifty pounds of
Lutter "were smashed into an indis-
tinguishable mass. The railroad com-
pany had to pay the farmer the value of
the butter, eggs, horse, and wagon. A

director of the eompany, Ashland Baxter
by name, went o Alton (Grange, where
George étephenson lived, to see if he
could invent something that would give a
warping more likely %o be heard.
Stephenson went to work, and the next
day constructed a contrivance whi
when attached to the engine-boiler an
the steam turned on, gave out & shrill,
discordant sound. The railroad directors,
greatly delighted, ordered similar con-
trivances to be attached to all their loco-
motives. From this the locomotive-
whistle, as it is known to-day, has de-
veloped.—Half-a-crown has been awarded
to John Fitzpatrick, 820, Springburn
Road, Glasgow.

RATHER UNCOMMON.

The golf tournament was in progress on
the village links, and most of the villagers
bad come to witness the game. All went
well until a peppery old general took his
place on the tee and prepared for =
migh};iy siroke. He braced himself for
the effort, and let fly. Something hit the
club-house roof, but it wasn't the ball
It was a huge chunk of the common.
“Extraordinary !” grunted the general
“Yes, it did seem a bit out of the
common,” replied his sarcastio rival—
Half-a-crown has been awarded to A.
Sofaer, 54, Radha Bazaar Street, Cal-
cutta, India.
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No attempt will be consldered un-
less accompanied by one of these
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BT R IR U T R

]

)

[HOTIEHIT



Introduce Tom Merry & Co. to Your Chums ! 3
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A Grand Long, Complete School
Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s, telling
of the courage displayed by Ernest
Levison, which leads to his being
reinstated once again in his old place

at the famous school.
CHAPTER 1,
Nothing Doing !
[ HO
¥
“Hold on, I tell you! Selby’s there!”
“Bai Jovel”

Quite a little army of juniors had arrived at the door of
the Head's study at St. Jim’s.

Tom Merty, the captain of the Shell, was in the lead, with
Manners and Lowther. After them came Blake, Herries,
Digby and D’Arcy of the Fourth. Then came Talbot and
Kangaroo of the Shell, Cardew and Clive of the Fourth, and
Figgins & Co. of the New House. Three or four other
fellows brought up the rear.

Tom Merry was about to tap at the Head's door, which
was half-open, when he heard the voice of Mr. Selby in the
study. Mr. Selby, the master of the Third Form, was there,
]u:p??, ing to the Head. And Tom signed to his followers to

alt.

Tom Merry & Co. had important business with the Head;
but Tom considered it judicious to let Mr. Selby get through
first. The somewhat acid and unpleasant voice of the Third
Form master was audible to the juniors in the passage as
they stopped.

“I,evison minor, of my Form, is absent from the_school,
Dr. Holmes. He has mot only missed calling-over, but has
failed to appear for evening preparation,”

“Then the boy has not returned yet?” said the Head.

“No, sir! I considered 1t my duty to acquaint you with
the fact before _takmg m{' class in preparation. It appears
that Levison minof has been absent the whole afternoon;
and he is obviously out of school bounds.” .

“Quite so, Mr. Selby.”

LD on!"”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Oh! You were aware of it, sir?”
“Ves. His brother has informed me that Levison minor
ha‘s‘ one to Greyfriars to-day.”

o—to Greyfriars!™ ejaculated Mr. Selby.
distance ; he has ventured—-"

“Certainly he should .ot have done so, Mr, Selby. A
very foolish and reckless proceeding,” said the Head. “I
think it is unlikely that he will be back in time for prepara-
tion, as the distance is so great. But there is no occasion
for alarm on his account,”

Mr. Selby coughed. He was not fecling alarmed for the
absent fag; he was only feeling very angry and annoyed.

“Very good, sir!” he answered.

And he quitted the study—and nearly ran into the army
of juniors as he emerged into the corridor. Mr. Selby
stopped, and stared at Tom Merry & Co. in great surprise and
disfavour,”

“What does this mean?” he snapped. ‘ What are all you
boys doing here, outside your headmaster’s study?”

“We've come to speak to the Ilead, sir,” said Tom
Merry.

“Nonsense !’

“Weally, Mr. Selby—" began Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“¥ou had better go away at once!” snapped Mr. Selby.

The juniors looked at im—and stood their ground. They
were all of the Fourth and the Shell; and Mr. Selby, the
master of the Third, had no authority over them. Tom
Merry & Co. were not in the least disposed to depart at the
behest of the trritazble Third Form master.

“(Go at once!” said Mr. Selby.

“Exeuse me, sir,” said Tom Merry, quietly but firmly,
“we want to speak tc the Head.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus emphatically.

Mr. Selby’s eyes glittered at Tom Moerry; but he gave up
the point. He made an angry and contemptuous gesture and
walked on past the juniors down the passage. Some of the
juniors grinned as he went. .

“Dear old bird!" murmurcd Monty Lowther. =

“So great a

2 <) Tete: : . ey
BY
1 Cl.ff d
Martin Clirord.
“T wegard Mr. Selby as bein’ impertinent ! said Arthur
Augustus. “He has no wight to intahfere with us.”
“Qet going, Tommy !” eaid Figgins.
“Come oni” said Tom Merry; and he tapped at the
door of the Head's study. .
“Come in!” said the deep voice of Dr. Holmes.
Tom Merry opened the door and marched in, followed
by his army. Dr. Holmes was seated at his writing-table.
Hye looked up and raised his eyebrows as the juniors swarmed

in.

The Terrible Three halted before the table, with their
followers clustered behind them; the procession reaching
from the table to the door, Under the Head's surprised
stare the juniors coloured and looked rather uncomfortable.

“Well 7" said the Head. * What does this invasion of

study imply 7"
om Merry gave a little cough.

“If you please, sir—"

“Yaang, wathah, sir. We—-"' i .

“Ope at a time, please,” said Dr. Holmes, raising his
hand. *You will explain, Merry—if there is anything to
explain. Why have you come here?”

“Jy’s about Levison, sir |” blurted out Tom Merry,

“Levison of the Fourth, sir,” said Talbot.

Dr. Holmes frowned.

“Well?” he said,

“We've heard that Levison's got to leave St

’ Jim's,

“That is the case.”

“ And we—we thought—"" stammered Tom.

“Yaas, wathah, sir! We thought—" .

The Head’s frown grew more stern. He raised his hand
again.

“Is it possible, Merry, that i‘ou have come here to make
an appeal for Levison of the Fourth Form fadd
“Yes, sir,” said Tom, *“I—1 hope you'll let me speak,
sir. It turns out that when Levison lai{ Greyfriars, he had
to go—there was something against him. We know it
oughtn't to have been kept dark when he came to St. Jim's;
but—but since then, sir——"

“We can all answah for Levison now, sir,” said D'Arcy.
“We wegard him as a weally stwaight and decent chap.”

“We think him one of tne best, sir!” said Sidney Clive.

“We don't excise him for not letting you know, sir,
how it was he had to leave Greyfriars,” resumed Tom Merry,
“hut—but since he's been here, sir, he’s turned out a jolly

sir—" said Talbot of the Shell.

“We'd all be ever so much obliged,” said Blake.
think it hard lines on Levison, sir.”

Dr. Holmes looked fixedly at the juniors as they were
speaking. He was no longer frowning. His glance was
kind emough, but there was no sign of wavering on his
face. 'The keener smong the juniors could see that their
appeal had had ro effect whatever on the Head’s decision.

“That will do,” said Dr. Holmes. ‘It appears to be
your opinion, my boys, that a boy who is turned ouf of
another school for Lad conduct may expect to be admitted
to this school.”

“Qh, no, sir,” said Tom Merry, rather taken aback. “We
—wae don’t mean that.”

“ Wathah not!”

“Not at all, sir. We—we mean—"

“If you do not mean that, I fail to see any meaning in
your appeal for Levison,” said_ the Head coldly. “In any
case, my decision is made, and I have no intention what-
ever of changing it. I am certainly sorry, but I have my
duty to do. Yor may go.”

“But, weally, si—"
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“You may go!” said the Head, raising his voice a fittle.

And the deputation of juniors, exchanging hopeless glances,
backed away and Gled dismally out of the Head's study.
Tom Merry closed the door, with a gloomy face.

“Nothing doing!” said Monty Lowther,

“It’s wotten, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arciy
dismally. *“Weally, I am wathah disappointed in the Head.”

And Tom Merry & Co. dispersed. They had done their
best; bub there was no hope for Levison of the Fourth.

CHAPTER 2.
A Blow for Levison Minor.
ING-A-LING-A-LING !
Taggles grunted.
It was long past lock-up when the bell rang in the
porter’s lodge at St. Jim’s,
“That's young Levison!” grunted Taggles, “Drat him!”
Taggles’ movements were leisurely. He did not see any
reason to hurry himself to let in a fag of the Third Form
who had stayed out of gates more than an hour after lock-up.
Ting-a-ling-a-ling |
The fag who was waiting at the gates seemed to be in a
greater hurry than Taggles.

The old porter emerged from his lodge at last, and blinked
through the bars of the gate at the fag who stood without.

“Nice goings hon, Master Levison!” he remarked.

“Let me in, Taggles.”

“In a ‘urry arter staying out late?” asked Taggles
sarcastically, “Fetching a man out of his armchair! Huh!”

“Bow-wow !” said Levison minor cheerfully.

Another grunt from Taggles. He unlocked the gate at
lagt, and the Third Form fag came in. Levison minor was
looking tired, but cheerful.

“Which you're to report to your ’Ousemaster,” said Taggles
surlily. “Mr. Railton says to me you're to report at once,
he says. ‘Send that young rip in to me as soon as he
comes 'ome, Taggles,” Mr. Railton says.”

Levison minor grinned,

“T fancy I can hear Mr. Railton saying that.
think "’ he remarked.

“Huh!”

Leaving the ancient Taggles still
started across the dusky quad. He
over., He knew that, and he expected trouble, But he did
not mind, Lines, or even a licking, did not matter verv
much to Frank Levison now, in the circumstances. His
face was bright as he came into the School House.

‘*Here he is!”

It was Tom Merry’s voiee, in the Hall. The Terrible Three
of the Shell were there, and they gave Levison minor rather
peculiar looks,

“Here I am!” said Frank cheerfully.
Third are at prep?”

“Yes,” said Tom. *“You’ve missed prep, young 'un.”

“T know, Couldn’t be helped. I shall have to explain
to Mr. Selby somehow. I suppose my brother’s in his
study?”

“Yes,” said Tom. *“I—] think s0.”

Frank turned iowards the staircase.

“Haven’t you got to report to Railton, kid?’ asked Monty
Lowther.

“ After I've seen Ernest,” said the fag. And he went up
the stairs.

Tom Merry & Co. glanced after him, and looked at one
another. There was black news waiting for Levison minor,
but the Terrible Three did not feel disposed to impart it

I don't

runting, Levison minor
ad long missed calling-

“T suppose the

im.

“Poor little beggar!” said Manners. “He will know soon
enough!”

“It’s rotten!” muttered Tom.

Levison minor went cheerfully up the stairs. On the
landing he passed Trimble of the Fourth, and Baggy Trimble
gave a fat chuckle.

“He, he, he! ITeard the news, young Levison?”

Frank paused a moment.

‘“News?"” he repeated,

“He, he, he! Then vou haven’t heard that—— Yaroooh!”
yelped Trimble, as a hand fell on his collar. Jack Blake
of the Fourth had come out of his study, and he had
collared Baggy Trimble just in time. Blake proceeded to
shake the fat junior a good deal like a terrier shaking a rat.

“Groogh!” gasped Trimble. *Leggo! Oh! Ow!”

“What's up, Blake?” asked Levison minor, with a rather
startled look, * Anything happened while I've been over at
Greyfriars?”

“Your brother’s in his study,” said Blake, without
answering the question. * Detter cut along.”

Frank looked at him, and looked at Trimble. Trimble was
wriggling and gasping in Blake’s powerful grasp, and not in
a state to impart his news, whatever it was,

The fag hurried on through the Fourth Form passage. At
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the doorway of Study No, 6 an eyeglass glimmered out at
him. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave him a kind and
sympathetic smile,

“Awf’lf sowwy, kid!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

“It's all right,” said Frank. *I shall get into a row with
Mr. Selby. But that doesn’t matter now. I can stand that.”

“Yaas, wathah! But:

“But what?” asked the fag uneasily.

“Oh, nothin’! Your bwothah’s in his studay,” said Arthur
Augustus. And he stepped back rather hastily into No. 6.

Frank Levison went on his way to No. 9 in the Fourth,
He tapped at the door, and entered. Levison, Clive, and
Cardew, the chums of No. 9, were all there at prep. They
were not giving much attention to prep, however. Clive
was working, in a very desultory way, with a gloomy brow.
Ralph Reckness Cardew was stretched in the armchair,
unusually silent and serious. Ernest Levison was sorting
out books from a bookshelf, and stacking them in a little
heap on the cormer of the table. It looked as if Levison
ff I;ia Fourth was making preparations for a move of some
R1nd.

The three Fourth-Formers looked at Frank as he entered.
They had expected him; yet the sight of him seemed to
startle them. Cardew, coughed, and Clive looked greatly
discomfited, and dropped his eyes to his work again.
Levison of the Fourth stood with a book in his hand, and
the colour coming into his rather pale face.

Frank looked from one to another.

‘:ISurprised to see me?” he asked, with a rather tremulous
smile,

*“N-no,” taid Ernest Levison, with a catch in his voice.
“So—so you've got back from Greyfriars?”

“Yes. You knew——"

“D’Arcy told us you had gone.”

“Tt's all right. Ernie.”

“Is it?” said Levison of the Fourth grimly.

“Quite all right,” said Frank eagerly.
Dr. Locke at Greyfriars.
Dr. Holmes here. And—"

Clive and Cardew exchanged a glance, and left the study.
The door closed after them, and the brothers were left alone,

The brightness died out of Frank Levison’s face. He
looked at his brother uneasily.

“Js—is anything wrong, Ernie?”’ he faltered.

“Ye-cs. 1 suppose you've got to know,” said Levison.
“You—yon haven't heard anything since you came in?"

“No. Trimble was going to tell me something, but Blake
stopped him.” The fag was beginning to look alarmed.
“J—I don’t catch on, Ernie. Has there been a row about
mi missing call-over and prep? That’s nothing!”

evison shook his head.

Frank had to know, and Ernest Levison had to tell him.
But he shrank from the task.

“How did you get on at Greyfriars?” he asked.

Frank brightened again a little,

“ First-rate!” he answered. ‘I saw the Head—your old
headmaster, Ernie. I—I told him the whole story—about
what Bunter told Trimble the day the Greyfriars crowd were
over here for the match. He said—as I knew he would—
that it was all false. DBunter was lying when he told Trimble
that you were turned out of Greyfriars for theft. He called
Bunter up, and made him own up, He’s written a letter
for me to give our Head, telling him the exact facta about
your leaving Greyfriars. What—what are you locking at me
like that for, Ernie?”

Levison did not answer,

“You—youw’re not wild with me for going?” pleaded Frank,
“I know you didn’t want me to, but—but, Ernie, old man,
it had to be done. You couldn’t let all the fellows here
go on believing such a thing against you. You couldn’t.
Just a word from your old headmaster was enough to clear
you. You wouldn’t let him be asked—"

“1 had my reasons,” muttered Levison heavily.

“But there was nothing else for it,”” urged Frank. ‘' And
I tell vou it’s all right now. Dr. Locke has knocked that
yarn of Trimble’s right on the head. I've got his letter
saying so. Dr. Holmes will let all the school know the
facts. and you’'ll be cleared. Now it’s done, Ernie, you can
see that it was for the best.” . . .

“1 know you meant it for the best, kid,” said Levison.
“Y don’t blame you. But it's the finish for me here.”

“7 tell you you’re cleared now !”

“T know that. I can guess what's in my old headmaster’s
letter. I wasn’t sacked from Greyfriars. I wasn’t accused
of theft. That’s knocked on the head. But—"

“But what?” ’

“T'm cleared of all that,” said Levison grimly. “But now
the facts are out. and Dr. Holmes knows. Don’t you seg? I
wasn't kicked out of Greyfriars as Bunter teld Trimble. But
1 had to leave. There were a lot of things against me.
had to go. When I came to St. Jim's, all that was kept dark.
You never even knew.at home—you and Doris never knew.

“I've seen
He's given me a letter for
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Whoop 1" reared Trimble.

‘{ Hold the fat little beast ! *’ said Blake, as he wlelded the cricket stump.
There was a sudden step in the passage, then the door opened and a junior In an overcoat,
with a bag in his hand and a cap under his arm, looked in,

’ Trimble 2" he asked.

Whack ! Whack! * Yarooh! Ohorumba!

It was Levison of the Fourth.

* What are you doing to
(See page 7.)

Qnly the pater knew. And—and he didn’t tell Dr. Holmes
when I came here. I never wanted you to know. But
now—"’

Levison broke off wretchedly.

A scared look came over Frank's face.

“Ernie!” he muttered. .

“ As soon as D’Arcy told me.you’d started for Greyfriars,”
said Levison, “1 came after you—to atos ou., I was too
late—you’d taken the express. Then I told the fellows—Tom
Merry and the rest—the facts. They don’t believe Trimble’s
yarn now—they know I never was a thief, or expelled from
my old school. I've seen the Head. I've told him. And can’t
you guess the rest.”

“Ernie !" . .

“I'm cleared of what the fellows believed against me,” said
Levison wearily. “I could have done that any time by call-
ing Dr. Locke in. But as soon as he was called in, the Head
was bound to know that I'd come here on what he considers
false pretences. He ought 1o have been told why I left Grey-
friars. If he'd been told, he would never have let me into
St. Jim’s at all. Now he knows——"

¢ Now—" breathed Frank.

“I've got to go.”

*“To—to go!" panted the fag.

“Yes. It can’t be helped mow. I didn't care what the
fellows thought—at least, I could stand it! DBut as soon as
the Head was called into the matter, the game was up.
That's why I wouldn’t get the proof from Greyfriars—it
meant the sack for me here. You can sce now.”

“But—but—"" stammered Frank.

“You shouldn't have butled in, kid. I can’t be helped
now.’

“I—I never knew ! groaned Frank. “I knew you’d had
some trouble at Groyfriars, and father decided to send you
to another school. I—1I never knew that—that—"

“It wasn't serious—not like Bunter made out. I was a
rotter. The Ilead was right enough to send me home.
I wasn't expelled; but I had to leave for bad conduct.
Nothing that a fellow couldn't live down if he made up his
mind to turn over a new leaf, but cnough to keep him out
of a school like this if it was known. Well, Dr. Holmes never
knew—father never told him. Now he knows! I’ve iold
him, as soon as I knew there was mo stopping you. The
game’s up now." :

Frank’s face was white. -

“You—you're not leaving, Ernie?"”

Levison nodded.

“Leaving 8t. Jim’s!"” said the fag blankly.

“The Head's going to let me leave quietly at the end of the
week. No public fuss—not an expulsion,” said Levison, with
a bitter smile. “I'm just to drop out, that’s all. It’s lettin,
me off easy—considering. After zll, 1 dare say it’s what
deserve.”

“And I've done it!” groaned Frank.

“Don’t worry, kid. It might have come to it, anyhow."”

Frank leaned on the table, his face white, the tears rolling
down his cheeks. He understood it all now; he knew why his
brother had allowed the St. Jim’s fellows to believe Trimble’s
slander, rather than take the only possible step to clear him-
self. Frank had taken that step, and his brother was cleared !
And that step had been his ruin! In clearing his brother's
name he had made it impossible for him to remain at St.
Jim's. He understood now—too late.

“ Frank, old chap, chuck it!” muttered Levison. *It can’t
be helped now. I—I say, I'm not blaming you. You didn't
understand. You thought you were going to set matters
szight. T—I'm not sorry you chipped in. I've got to go, but
I shall leave a good name behind me. It's all right.” .

Frank’s only answer was a sob of utter misery. His brother
was to go, and he was the cause of it. That was the result
of his intervention—the outcome of his high hopes. It was
t?o xl:uach for the fag, and the tears ran down his cheeks un-
checked.

CHAPTER 3.
Levison’s Resolve.

'ARCY minor—Wally of the Third—came along the
D Fourth Form passage, and nodded in his cheeky way
to Cardew and Clive, who were lounging near the
door of Study No. 9. Both the Fourth-Formers
looked glum enough, and Wally’s cheery, cheeky face was a
contrast.
“Hallo, old tulips!"” said the fag. “You're looking merry
and bright. Seen young Levison? I hear he's come back.”
Clive made o gesture towards the door of Study No. 9.
“Good !” said Wally. “I’ve got a message for him from
Selby. The young ass has cut prep, you know—no end of a
shine! Fancy the face of the Selby-bird, when he found tha.
Frank didn't even come in late, but cut the whole show!"
Wally chuckled. “Worth a guinea a box, what? I say, do
- Tuae Gem LiBrRary.—No. 764,
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you fellows know what Franky has been playing the giddy ox
for? He’s going to get the chopper from Selby.”

“¥You'll fird him in the study,” said Clive shortly.

“ Right-hd, my mournful friend !” said Wally, with a grin,
and he walked on to the door of Study No. 9, thumped on it,
and kicked it open, in his cheerful and breezy manner.

He stared at the scene in the study.

“Frank!” he stuttered. ‘' Blubbing!
Jane !

Levison of the Fourth frowned angrily. Frank made a
tremendous effort to control himself, his pale cheeks flaming
crimson. “Blubbing ” was considered, in the Third, the last
thing in ““soppiness.” It was not like Frank to blub. Mr.
Selby’s pointer had never caused it, in Mr. Selby’s most
severe moments; and Wally was astonished. In fact, he could
scarcely believe his eyes.

“ I—{—I’m not blubbing !"” gasped Frank.

‘“‘Dear old bean, you’re a regular giddy Niobe!"” said
Wnlll‘y 'marcileuly. “My only Aunt Jane! Jolly old water-
works I"

“Shut up, you cheeky young ass!” growled Levison.

“ Bow-wow to you !” retorted D’Arcy minor. He became a
little -more serious. “I say, Frank, old man, what’s the
row ?”

*N-n-nothing."”

‘“Yes; you look as if there’s nothing the matter,” said
Wally. “%tht has your blessed major been doing now to
worry you 't

Frank turned his back to his Third Form chum, making
hasty and desperate efforts to remove the signs of tears.
Wnlfy gave Levison major a resentful look None of Frank’s
jutls 1n the Third quite liked his devotion to his major; Wally
and Reggie Manners fully agreed that what Frank could see
in Levison major was a giddy mystery to them. If Levison
of the Fourth was 1n trouble, Frank wus bound to be lookinﬁ
glum; and Levison of the Fourth had been in bitter enoug
trouble of late; and Frank’s friends had found his glumness
rather a trial.

But a new thought came into Wally’s mind as he looked
from one to the other of the brothers.

“I—I say, I heard somcthing from young Trimble,” he
suid. “It isn't true that you're leaving, 1s it, Levison ?”

“Yes,” said Levison shortly.

“Oh, sorry!” said Wally. “Well, it can’t be helped,
Frank. If the Head’s found out about——" He broke off.

Frank’s eyes, very red on the lids, turned on Wally with a
flash in them.

*You dummy, Waliy—you ass—"

“Eh? What?”

“ Ernie’s innocence is proved now——

My only Aunt

»”

“Oh! Isit?” said Wally “Glad to hear it! Then what's
he leaving for?” Frank’s face quivered, and Wally went on
hastily. “Never mind—never mind now. I say, Frank, Mr.

He knows you’ve come back, and

Selby sent me to find you.
You've missed prep, you

he wants to see you in his study.
know,”

Frank tried to pull himself together. His brother was
under sentence to go; but the school life was going on just
the same for ¥Frank. He had missed evening preparation,
which the Third took in their Form-master’s presence in the
t_Thh'd Form room; and that delinquency had to be answered
ar.

“Buck up, kid!" said Levison. “You must go and see
Selby. But you've got a letter for the Head.”

“Yes,” muttered Frank. *“It’s no good now.”

“Deliver it all the same. The Head knows you’ve been to
Gireyfriars. and knows why. I've told him. I’'m sure he will
let you off. in the circs, and if he does, that will sece you
through with Selby. Go to the Head first.”

“Good stunt !"” said Wally approvingly.

“T don’t care!” groaned Frank. “Selby can cut me to
pieces now, if he likes! I don’t care for anything !” )

“That's rot!” said Wally. *You just come along with
me, and I'll take you to the Head. Selby’s got his thickest
cane out, and he wants to give you jip. No end of a lark
to disappoint him. Come on!"”

Frank looked at his brother.

“Better go at once, Frank,” said Levison, in a low voice.

“ 1 suppose so,” said Frank drearily.

He quitted the study with his chum, and Wally piloted
him down the stairs, and along to the Head’s study.

Left alone, Levison of the Fourth stood for some minutes
in silence, a look of misery on his face. He had not blamed
his brother--he had not uttered one word of reproach, Frank
had acted for the best—so far as he could see at the time.
Tt was of the fag, not of himself, that Levison was thinking,
with a heavy heart. Frank would miss him—he knew how
Frank would miss him. The Head had allowed him to remain
Iord the rest of the week, and to leave quietly at the week-
mnd.
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But those few days were no respite to Levison. [Ie
would see Frank every day, and the fag—and Levison him-
self—would feel the parting all the more. It was better to
make a clean cut. The blow had fallen; there was no further
hope; and the sooner he was gone the better. He felt that
he could not bear another interview like that with Frank.
Better go, before he saw his brother again. i

The door opened, and Cardew and Clive came in. Ievison's
face cleared a little, and he glanced at them calmly. Even
to h;i?1 ‘:ta-earest chums he did not want to display how hard he
was hi

**You fellows had better get your prep done,” he remarked.

“ Hang prep!” said Cardew.

“I1—I supgose there’s no hope, Levison ?”’ said Clive.

Levison shook his head.

“It’'s rotten for Frank,” said Clive. * You—you’ll feel it
the next few days, Levison. I wish we could do something.”

“There won’t be any next few days,” said Levison quietly.
“I'm clearing this evening. I've asked the Head. It’s better
to clear at once, now the chopper’s down. I—I don’t want
to see Frank again. It's a bit too much for me.”

For a moment his voice trembled.

“I'm getting the express at Wayland,” he went on. “I've
put a few things together. My box will be sent after me.
If I’ve left anything about, you fellows can see to it.”

“Yes, yes; of course!” said Clive, .

“You're not going to say good-bye to Frank?” asked
Cardew.

“I~I can’t! The poor little beggar thinks it was all his
fault,” said Levison. “I had to tell him how it was. He—
he came back from Greyfriars thinking it was all serene, He
didn’t understand how matters stood. When I'm gone he’ll
get over it, and the sooner the better. No good hanging it
out. The Head thinks so, too. I—I'd rather not see Frank
again before I go. I want to keep a stiff upper lip.”

“1 suppose it’s better so,” said Cardew. “But—but it’s
rotten that you’re goin’, old chap! I can hardly believe it
now. I—I wish I'd been a better pal to you here.”

“I wish I had !"" muttered Clive. “I could kick mysalf for
ever believing a word against you, old fellow. But—bat—~—"

“You've nothing to blame yourself for,” said Levison,
“You couldn’t know why I didn’t clear myself, and I couldn’t
tell you. On the whole, I'm not wholly sorry this has
happened. 1 don’t want to go, of course. But I don’t know
that I could have kept on long with cverybody down on
me—thinking 1 had been sacked from Greyfriars for theft.
Anyhow, that’s knocked on the hcad——"

He broke off.,

“Well, it’s time I made a move. I want to get clear befora
Frank looks for me again. You chaps might tell him I'm
gone, and—and tell him I thought it better to clear at once.”

“1 suppose we can’t come and see you off ?** said Clive.

“You can come down to the gates, if you like, and see
Taggles let me out,” said Levison, with a faint smile.

“We'll do that,” said Cardew. *Oh, it’s rotten!”

Cardew and Clive stood in glum silence while Levison made
his last preparations. He fastened his bag, and put on his
coat, and took his cap, and the three juniors left Study No. 9
together.

CHAPTER 4,
Levison’s Farewell,

¢ RIMBLE!”
““Here he is!”
The door of Study No. 2 in the Fourth was

thrown open, and a crowd of juniors appeared in
the doorway. Kit Wildrake and Mellish and Trimble were
in the study, seated round the table at preparation. Wildrake
nodded to the visitors, Mellish grinned. They guessed why
Tom Merry & Co. had come; but the worthy Baggy seemed
to be in the dark. He rose from the table with alacrity,

“You fellows want me?” he asked.

“Yes!” said Tom grimly.

“Is it a feed 7

“A—afeed! No, it isn't a feed!”

“ Wathah not, you fat boundah!’ said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

Trimble gave a grunt, and sat down again,

“Then don't bot.ﬁer 1" he snapped.

* Weally, Twimble—""

“It’s about Levison,” said Tom Merry quietly. I suppose
you know that Levison of the Fourth has got to get out of
St. Jim’s?”

Baggy grinned.

“Yes, rather ! Jolly good thing, ain't it 7"

“ What 1"

“Tt's all due to me,” said Trimble, blinking at the juniors.
“T got it all out of Bunter, you know! 1 showed the fellow
up! He, he, he! If you've come here to thank me—"

“Thank you!” stuttered Manners.

“Yes. I think there ought to be 2 vote of thanks, or



something of that sort,” said Trimble,
testimonial wouldn't be out of place.”

Wildrake, staring at the fatuous Baggy in wonder.,

~Make Sure of Reading this Splendid Yarn,

It is One of Mr, Martin Clifford’s Best! T

T | 7

when he entered this school,” said the Head. * A boy who
here. That is all | oan say, Levison minor. You may go.”

#* The fact that your brother was compelled to leave QGreyfriars for bad conduct was concealed from my knowledge

turned to the door.

has been turned out of another school cannot find a place
Without another word, but with drooping head, the fag
(See page 8.)

“In fact, I think a

“ Bai Jove !” :
“Y guess that fat galoot does take the whole cake!” said

“If you fellows #re thinking of a testimonial,” said Baggy,
“1 say that I give my consent at once. I should prefer it
to take the form of cash.”

“ C-c-cash !”

“Yes, cash! You see—"

“T _isn’}: ,exacbly a teslimonial,” said Tom Merry.
ragging !"

“ Wha-a-at?”

“Yaas, wathah, you howwid, pwyin’ little beast!” said
Arthur Augustus hotly.  “You are the cause of all the
twouble. You took us all in!”

“Collar him!” growled Herries.

Baggy Trimble jumped up in alarm,

“I—I say—"" he stammered.

“Why eouldn't you mind your own business?” said Tom
Merry savagely. “You got a yarn out of that fool Bunter—
that was all lies from beginning to end. You spread it over
the school. Nobody knew why Levison didn't call a witness
from Greyfriars {o clear him, and we believed the story. But
for your prying and meddling young Levison wouldn’t have
gone over to Greyfriars to-day. Now it’s all up with Levison
major. He's proved innocent, and he's got to go. Why
couldn’t you mind your own business?”

“You—you see, fml »”

“You couldn't help prying and tattling, is that it?” asked
Monty Lowther. “What's bred in the bone—what 1

“Well, you've done for Levison here,” said Digby. * Now
you're going to get what you've asked for.”

“Yaroogh! IKeep off ! roared Trimble.
sorry, you know,

“Its

o

“I—I say, I'm
I—I never really believed Bunter's yarn,
you know ! I—I always liked old Levison. I—I'm sorry he's
going ! Keep off, you beasls!” Trimble dodged round the
study table. "I say, you keep off, and I'll 1icll you what I'll
do. I—T'll go to the {Icad and use my influence with him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass—""

“Collar him!” exclaimed Dlake impaticntly.

“Yow-ow-ow! Lend me a hand, Wildrake!" he yelled.

“I guess not!” grinned Wildrake. “I reckon I'm taking
a hand in the proceedings, my fat tulip.”

“Yarooh! Help!” roared Trimble.

“Three dozen with a stump to begin with,” said Blake.
“Flop him over the table.”

Whack! Whack!

“Yooop! Help! Yow-ow-ow!”

Baggy Trimble wriggled as he was “flopped ” over the
study table. Jack Blake handled the cricket-stump, which
he had thoughtfully provided himself with.

“Hold the fat little beast!” he said.

! Yooop !”

“Yaroooh! Oh crumbs! Whooop!” roared Trimble.

Whack! Whack!

There was a step in the passage, and a junior in an over-
coat, with a bag in his hand and a cap under his arm, looked
in. It was Levison of the Fourth.

“Bai Jove! Levison "

“Levison! Not going?’ exclaimmed DBlake.

Levison nodded.

“Yes. What are you doing to Trimble?”

“Yaroooh !

“Giving him his medicine,” said Tom Merry. “He’s
wanted a lesson about prying and spying for a long time.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I—I say, Levison,” howled Trimble, “Call a prefect,
will you? Yell down the stairs for Kildare and Darrell, old
chap. I say, it’s all a mistake, you know. I never asked
Bunter anything., I never said a word about you, old chap.
I—I give you my word on that.”

Levison laughed.

“Bai Jove!"" said Arthur Augustus., “Of all the feahful
fabwicaiahs—"

“ @ive him some morve!” said Manners.
and see the cxecution, Levison.”

Levison stepped inlo the study.
now.

“I'm going,” he said. “I—I believe you fellows all know
now”that I was innocent of—of what that fut rascal accused
me,

“Yaas. wathah!”

“You can stay

Ilis faco was grave again

A dozen ’juniors crowded into the study. Baggy Trimble
was collared promptly.

Merry. “We've been to the

“Of course!” said Tom )
# Tue Gry. Lisrary.—No, 764



8 Would You Like One of Our Delicious Tuck Hampers ?—

Ilcad, Levison. It was no use. Now we're going to make

Trimble sorry for himself. It's all that we can do.”
“If—if you'd let me ask a last favour Lelore T clear—

said Levison hesitatingly.

* Anythin’, old chap!”

“Give it a name!” said Tom, at once.

“Let Trimble ol I” said Levison.

“Wha-a-a-17”

“Weally, Levison

The juniors stared at Levison of (he Fourth. FEven Daggy
Trimble turned his eyes from the threatening stwnp to blink
at him in astonishment. That was about the last request
anyons  had expected Ernest Levison to make.

“I'm going,” said Levizon guietly., “It won't do any
good. Let the fat brate off. He can't help being a spymg
brate, I suppose, and—and he couldn’t have done me any
harm, if there’d been nothing against me at Greyfriars,
That was my own fault. Let him off. I—I'd rather part
friends even with ‘Frimble.”

“Rot!" grunted Jack Blake. But he lowered the slump.

The juniors released Trimble, and the fat junior rolled oif
the table. lle backed to the door, gasping, and dodged
ronnd Levison and fed. Apparenily Baggy did not con-
sider it judicious to give Tom Merry & Co. a chance to
change their minds again.

“You're an ass, Levison,” sail Tom.
you're right. And you're really going?”

“ At once !” said Levison. “The Head would let me hang
on to lhe end of the week, but—but in the circumstances,
1'd rather clear. So I've asked ledve to take the evening
train. Of course, I've got leave.” Ile smiled a little
Litterly, I dare say the Head's better pleased to see the
last of me at once, I—I couldn’t stand it—with Frank, you
know ; he’s awfully cut up, poor kid. I'd rather drop out at
once. Good-bye, you fellows.”

i, “Nothing we can do?” asked Tom Merry, with a clouded

TOW,

. “Nothing, thanks! TUnless »
moment, and then went on calmly.
anything for my miror after I'm gone.
at first.”

“Yaus, wathah, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus miser-
ably. “I'm aw['ly sowwy you're goin’, Levison,”

“That's all right.”

Cardew and Clive were waiting in the passage. They
were going down as far as the gates with their chum,
Levison of the Fourth shook hauds round with Tom Merry
& Co., and then he was gone.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, with a deep breath.
“JI—1 nevah thought I should miss Levison vewy wmuch if
he went, deah boys, but—but I feel weally wotten you know.
I am sowwy we agweed to let T'wimble off. It would be
some comfort to wag the wottal.”

And with gloomy faces the junjors left the study.
Trimble was safe from punishment, owing Lo Levison’s inter-
venition, but Tom Merry & Co. gave liltle thought to
Trimble. They were thinking of Levison, of his lonely home-
ward journey, of Doris Levison's dismay when she learned
that her brother had had to leave St. Jim’s, and of the little
fag whose well-meant intervention had brought this to pass.
They knew how Frank Levison would feel it, and their
hearts were heavy for him. 'There had been a time when
Ernest Levison’s departure would have been viewed with
indifference, if not with satisfaction, by Tom Merry & Co.,
but that time was past. Now they would have done any-
thing in their power lo keep him at St. Jim’s. But there
was nothing to be done. The gates of the old school were
1o close behind Levison of the Fourth-—for ever.

CHAPTER 5,
Gone !
“ EEP your pecker up, kid!”
K Whally of the Third whispered encouragingly to
T.evison minor as he stopped at the door of the
Head's study. Frank nodded, and passed into the
dread apartment.

Qo you have returned, Levison minor?” said the Head.
But his tone was not severe; he could read the signs of
suffering in the fag's pale face, and he pitied him, though
his compassion for Frank only hardened his anger against
Frank’'s brother.

“Yes, sir,” faltered Frank.

“You have seen your brother, since your return?"”

“Yes, sir. IHe told me that—that—"" Frank’s
trembled.

“[1e is to leave the school,” said the ITead. I am sorry
for this, Levison minor, but there is no other course open to
me. ”l’lease do not speak on the subject, I cannot hear
you.

Frank's lip quivered. ITe had hard work to hold back
his tears.
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“ But—but perhaps

Levison choked a
“Only if you could do
He'll miss me a bit

voice

“Tt seems ihat vou have been to Greylriars this after-
noon,” resutned the Head.  “Under other circumstances,
Levison minor, you would be punished severely for making
such o journey without leave. As I am acquainted with
your motive in this ease, however, I shall pardon you, and
I will speak to Mr. Sciby on the subject.”

“Dr. Locke gave me a letter for you. sir,”™ mutlered Frank.
“It—it clears iy brother of—of what the fellows have been
saying about him.”

“Yon may give it to me.”’

Frank Levison handed over the letter he had bronght from
Greyfriavs; the letter which he had fondly hoped would set
evervihing right for his brother at St. Jim's. ITe watched
Dr. Holntes as he read the letter, with a faint hope that he
might yet relent; for he knew that Levison’s old headmaster
had spoken as much as possible in the hapless junior's favour.
Dr. liolmes read the letter through without a change in his
countenance, and laid it on his table.

“Very good 1" he said.  **You may go, Levison minor.”

“But, sir,” fallered Frank, ‘' After—after what Dr.
Locke has told you it

The Head made an impatient gesture.

“It appears that, owing to some taltle of a Greyfriars boy,
there was a belief here that your brother was expelled fromn
his old school for theft,” he said. *“I heard this for the
first time to-day. This letter disproves it. The boys,
apparently, are already satisfied that it is disproved. I shall
sce that what Dr. Locke states is made generally known.
That does not alter the fact that Levison was compelled to
leave Greyfriars for had conduct, and that this fact was con-
cealed fromn my knowledge when he entered this school.
That Levison has changed since, I am willing to believe.
I have every hope that he may do well elsewhere. But
boy who has been turned out of another school cannot find
a place here. That is all that can be said on the subject,
Levison minor. You may go!” s )

The Head made a gesture towards the door. Without
another word, but with drooping head, the fag turned to the
door.

“One moment,” said the Flead. *You must report to your
Form-masler. 1 will give you a note to take to him, asking
him {o excuse your very serious delinquency to-day, Levison
minor. Wait a moment.”

Frank had turned back with a momentary flush of hope,
But the Head's words dispelled it. Ile did not care for him-
self: it was pardon for his brother that he wanted, He stood
silent while the Ilead wrote a note and handed it to him.
Then he left the study,

Wally was waiting for him in the passage--and Manners
minor was with him now.

“Going to Sclby 7" nsked Reggie Manners.

Frank n]odldcd. i 30

“I’s a licking, old chap.

“Itwouldn‘t f&’l]’(‘ if it F\’v:ua. But I've got a note from the
Ilead; Selby won't pitch into me this time.”

“Oh, good ezas ! said Reguie and Wally together.

And they walked away quite cheerfully, leaving .ank lo
repair to his Form-master’s study. With dragging steus
Frank Levison made his way to Mr, Selby’s quarters. A
liis thoughts were with his brother, though he knew nothing
o far of Levison's iutention to leave the school that evening.
Had he known that, certainly Frank would not have gong to
Mr. Selly just then, . .

Phe Third Form niaster greeted him with a grim brow, and
reached across his table for a eane.

“YLevison minor, you have been out of school bounds

“ Yes, sir. iy .

“You did not answer to your name at calling-over.”

“No, sir.”

“¥ou did not appear at preparation in the Form-room !
said Mr. Selby, his voice growing deeper as he recited this
list of Levison minor’s sins.

“No, sir,” said Frank dully. T »

“You understand, of conrse, that your punishment will ba
very severe,” said Mr. Selby, rising, canc in hand, . .

“*Ihis note is from the Head, sie,” suid Frank, laying it
on the table,

“Indeed 1" B

Mr. Selby glanced at the nole. The frown upon his brow
deepencd into a black scowl The IIead’s note was short—
but not sweet, according to Mr, Selby’s views. Dr. Holmes
stated that in the circumstanges he would request My Selby
to pass over Levison minor's delinquency, and leave him un-
punished. Mr. Selby stared at the note and glared at Levison
winor. Ilis fingers closed almost canvulsively on the cane.

For hours the irritable master had been louking forward ie
the punishment of Levison minor. ITe was a gnspicious man,
and he knew that he was not liked in his Form; and he
attribuied Frank Levison's conduct to  intentional i
pertinence towards himsell.  As a matter of fact, Frank had
whally fargotten his TForm-master’s very exislence that
eventlul day,

1
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Mr. Sclby was feeling al the present moment something like
a tizer baulked of his prey.

Bt a request from the Head was a command; and he laid
down his cane with very bitter feelings indeed. :

“Dr. Holmes asks me to excuse you, Levison minor,” he
said, compressing his lips,

“Yes, air,” sard Frank.

I shall accede 1o the request. I shall not cane you,’
Mr. Selby. “I shall dismiss the matter from my mind.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Levison minor.

‘At the same time,” said Mr. Selby bitterly, “I cannot
allow you to neglect your proper tasks, Levison minor. Dr.
Holmes would certainly not wish that. I shall not punish
you; but you will prepare your lessons for to-morrow. I will
show you what you are to do, and you will take your books
into the Form-room and prepare your lesson. ou under-
stand ?”

“Yes, sir.”

That the boy was tired, and that he looked pale and
miserable, did nqt matter to Mr. Selby, He frowned angrily
when the fag left his study. Dr. Holmes’ kindness to the fag
he regarded as sheer weakness; and Mr. Selby did not intend
to be guilty of any such weakness himself. ﬁe was going to
keep an eye on Levison minor that evening, and see that he
did not neglect his task. Mr. Selby regarded that as a
bounden duty.

Levison minor, however, did not go to the Form-room at
once. He had no intention of disogeying his Form-master,
but he wanted to see Ernest first. He went up to the
Fourth Form passage to Study No. 9. He found Cardew and
Clive there, but there was no sign of Levison of the Fourth.

“ Where is Ernest?"” asked Frank.

Cardew and Clive exchanged uneasy glances. FErnest
Levison was gone; the gates had closed behind him ten
minutes ago. Frank’s glance grew anxious as he noted their
uneasiness.

“Tell me where Ernest is!” he exclaimed. *What—what
has happened now ?”

“He's gone, kid,” said Cardew at last.

rank almost staggered.

“(rone! KErnest gone!”

[ Yes. EL

“But—but he was to slay until lhe end of the week!”
stammered Frank.

‘“He thought it beiter to make a clean cut,” said Clive.
“It was no ﬁood hanging it out, Frank. It was wiser to clear
at once—as he had to clear. He's getting the evening express
at Wayland Junction.”

s “"ﬁ’one " said Frank faintly. ‘“Without even saying good-
ve!

“It was better, kid,” said Clive gently. ‘The poor chap’s
been through enough lately. I think he was pretty nearly at
the end of his tether.”

“He shouldn't have gone without seeing me,” muttered
Frank. “He—he thinks it was all my fault !”

“Ile doesn't blame you,” said Cardew.

“T’ve got to see him!”

“You can't, Frank! He's gone! Ie's on the footpath to
Wayland by this time!”

Frank Levison made no reply. He turned to the door.

“Frank!"” called out Clive anxiously.

But Levison minor was gone,

CHAPTER 6.
Mr, Selby Looks for Trouble !
“C AVE!” murmured Wally of the Third.

? said

Mr. Selby’'s lean figure and acid face appeared at

the door of the Third Form room.

After evening prep the Third had that room to
themselves; they preferred it to the junior Common-room.
Most of the Third were there, and there was a buzz of voices
when Mr. Selby looked in. Wally and Curly Gibson were
playing single-stick with rulers in the middle of the room;
Manners minor, Frayne, and Iobbs were deep in an argu-
ment which echoed from onc end of the Form-room to the
other. But there was silence when Mr. Seloy looked in.

Mr. Selby was making sure that Levison minor did not
neglect his task. He expecled to sec Frank at his desk. His
brow kni{ted as he noted that Frank Levison was not in the
Form-room at all.

“D'Arcy minor !” he rapped oul,

“Yes, sir,” said Wally meekly,

" Where is Levison minor?”

“1 don’t know, sir.”

“Has he not been here?”

¢“T—I haven’t seen him, air, since he went to your study.”

“Very good I” said Mr. Selby, compressing his thin lips in
a tight line.

Ile turned away from the Form-room, his eyes glitlering.
The fag, after his reckless disobedience during the day, had
disobeyed his Form-master afresh, adding defiance to defiance,
and insolence to insolence. That was how Mr. Selby looked

al it—never reulising for a moment thal Frank, in the siress
of his own troubles, had forgoiten his existence, The Ilcad
had pardoned him once; he should net be pardoned again!
Mr. Helby proceeded to look for Levison minor with a most
unpleasant expression on his face.

He looked for him in his major’s study first. But neither
Levison was visible when Mr. Selby put his acid face into
the doorway of Study No. 9 in the Fourth.

Cardew and Clive, forgetful of prep, were talking in low
tones, with gloomy faces. They glanced in surprise at the
Third Form master, and rose to their feet.

*Has Levison minor been here ?” asked Mr. Selby.

“Yes—about ten minutes ago, sir,” said Clive,

** Where is he now ?”

::%)ha;eln’t sheen him ﬁilillce.” "

oubtless he is with his brother,” said Mr. Selby sourly.
“Where is Levison of the Fourth 7 v v

“ Levison's left, sir,” said Cardew,

“Left !” exclaimed the Form-master,

“Yes; he’s gone home.”

* Levison minor has not gone with him, T presume ?"*

““We saw Levison off at the gates, His minor was not with
].'m:r;t theg, sir. It was ten minutes afterwards that he looked
in_here,

Mr. Selby tightened his lips.

“Do you know whether Levison minor has followed his
brother out of gates?”

“We don’t know anything about it, sir,”

“Very good.”
Mr. Sekbf;_left the study, his thin lips tighter than ever. It
looked to him as if Levison minor had gone out of school

bounds again—at that hour, nearly bed-time for the Third

-Form. But Mr. Selby could scarcely believe in such temerity,

and he proceeded to make inquiries for the missing fag.

But no one was able to give him information. TLevison
minor certainly was not in the School House. Mr. Selby was
unable to learn anything of his movements till he came upon
Trimble of the Fourth. Trimble had something to tell him,
He had seen Levison minor slip out of the house, and he had
noticed that the fag had his cap in his hand. Mr, Selby
looked grimmer than ever. With a black brow, he returned
to é}tudy No. 9 in the Fourth, to question Levison’s study-
mates.

Cardew and Clive were not in a happy mood, and they
looked impatient when Mr, Selby came in again. But they
could not refuse to answer the Form-master.

“You stated that Levison of the Fourth has left,” said
Mr. Belby.

“Yes, sir,” grunted Clive.
to go home at once.”

““What train is he taking?”’

“The nine express at Wayland.”

“There was no need for him to start so soon for that
train,” said Mr. Selby, “I presume that he is walking?”

“I believe so, sir.”

“Levison minor appears to have gone out of bounds again,”
said Mr, Selby. ““Do you know whether it was his intention
to accompany his brother to tho station—without leave?”

““He never told us so sir.”

“But you think it probable?” said Mr. Selby, watching the
faces of the two juniors.

Clive’s face set obstinately. Cardew gave a slight shrug of
the shoulders. Mr. Selby waited for an answer, but it did
not_come.

He bit his lip, and turned away from the door.
kicked the door shut after him.

“I suppose Frank's gone after Levison, Cardew!” Clive
muttered,

“Looks like it.”

“It means more trouble for him.”

“Poor little kid ! said Cardew. ““And I suppose Selby is
going after him; he's got his rag out. DBother him! Any-
how, he won't get any information from this study.”

But Mr. Selby had all the information he needed. He had
not the slightest doubt that Frank had gone after his brother,
io see him off at the station—an action of unparalleled inso-
lence, in Mr. Selby's view. Ie had not asked his Form-
master’s leave—knowing, probably, that it would be
refused. The task Mr. Selby had set him was thrown aside—
indeed, if the fag had gone {0 Wayland he could not be back
by bed-time. This was the result of the Head's clemency—
fresh defiance, fresh insolence. Mr. Selby gritted his teeth
with anger. To the fag's personal concerns he gave not a
single thought. In Mr, Selby’s eyes, Frank’s action was a
deliberate act of defiance directed towards his important self.

Mr. Selby put on his hat and coal and left the School
House. He crossed to the masters’ gale and let himself out.
Why Levison had starled so early for the nine train at Way-
land he did nol know, not knowing that the outcast junior
had desired to avoid a painful interview with his minor, DBut

(Continued on puge 12.)
Tnar Gem Linrary.—No. 764,

““He had the Head's permission

Cardew



10

N

|
A%ﬁ%%

Look Out for a Great Favourite in Next Week’s Portrait Gallery!

o
o, e B g ;
" '- "-"

==atallf

TR (@

TGO TOUPL TR SR AL AT TR UL RO LR RO BT LSRN O LR TV RS VLR EREERRTIRR NG

“My Lucky Day.”

By Ephraim Taggles.
(Gatekeeper at St. Jim's.)

o OOD-MORNIN' to you, Mister
Taggles!” wheezed ol Pepper, in
the manner he always adopts when

_he gets a trifte thirsty.

“Mornin'!” I returns—genial. *Will you
step inside and take a little refreshment
with mc?”

Mr. Pepper stepped forward with alacrity,

“Well, bust me!” he ejaculated, in sur-
prise. And then adds hastily: “Yes, yes,
Mess yer kind heart! I'm on!”

We enters together. The scholards up to
the school calls Mr. Pepper a crusty old
mun, and a miser. But twodent his erusti-
ness that impressed me during the next half-
heur—it was his thirst!

“1 likes a glass, you know,” remarked Mr.
Pepper, as he fortified himself with his
third. “What was the hoss, Mr. Taggles?”

“It wasn't a hoss,” I sniffs, contemptuous.
“It was Master Racke.”

“Master Racke—hey?” echoed Pepper,
opening his eyes. “ Well, well, you're no end
lucky these days, Mr. Taggles! I've had
some dealings with Master Ricke before now.
A young spark he is, too. Heaps too much
money for his age, and doesn’t know 'ow to
speud it fast enough. That he don't!"™

At this junction I asks Mr. Jolilfe to per-
doace his best cigars,

“I've a werry special sort,” replied the
latdlord, looking sly. “A kind which I keeps
strictly for the gentry up to the college.
Would you like to see "em?"”

“8how ‘e hup!™ I commands.

Mr. Jolitfe showed 'em bhup. [Te hrought
two boxes of Flor-de-Thingummy's, and
planked ’em down on the codnter for our
inspection.

“These look rather neat,” murmured Mr.
Pepper, runuing his fingers over the top
layer of one box, as if it were a pianer
keyboard.

“You c¢an ‘ang on to that lot, if you're
not above acceptin' ’em,” I says.

“HBless your gencroas ‘eart, moft at all!”
decinred Mr. Depper, lgokin’ pleased, and
pocketin® the cigars meanwhile. *“Which all
I've got to say is, may you never live to
watvt”

Mr. Popper Acts Wiso.

He zives me a lonk of everlastin' gratitood,
and then bade me farewell. Apparently,
ow 1 settled hup for our refreshment
didn’t concern him. He didn't want to be
in evidence when that unpleasant moment
harrived, anyhow.

“Seventecn-and-cightpence, if you please,
Mr. Taggles,” remarked Mr. Joliffe, in tact-
ful, haneyed tones.

“CAIE a4 o'l I osays, amd prepates to
hust open the linin® of my waistcoat, so as
to get at my Hver.

I soon split the eloth, and pulls it hout.

»Take it from that there,” I says, indif-
ferent like, and tosses the folded hup note
hon to the eounter,

[ turns my back on Joliffe, and leans agin
the counter. DBehind me I could ‘ear the
landlord lLopenin' the note. But, strange to
gay, I never 'enrd ’im gasp in astonishment
and then hapen the till, He just seemed to
stand still hehind me and stare, though, of
course, L couldn’t see him staring.

A dread little suspicien started to hammer
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hat my ‘eart. But I shakes it hof, and waits
for Joliffe to speak.

“1 cun take a joke with the best mam on
earth,” chuckles Mr. Joliffe loudly; “but I
should like yeu to settle hup!”

A Bombshell,

I swings round like a teetotum.

“A joke!” 1 repeats, parrot fashion, *“I
don’t quite get you! 1've given you a fiver,
Mr. Joliffe. I don’t know whether you've
hever seen one in your life before! If you
‘aven’t, there's four pun odd change to
come!”

“If this "ere thing were a fiver, there would
be,” corrects Mr. Joliffe.

“Wot?” I cried.

The landlord put my note down om the
counter.

“But you don’t get no four pun odd
change from a bloomin’ watch-guarantee at
this hestablishmeat or hany hother, if
they’ve got eyes in their ‘eads!” roared
Mr. J., with flery emphasis.

“Watch-guarantee!” I stutters, grabbin” at
the note that lay on the counter.

'Orrors of 'orrors, dear reader, so it was!

A watch-warranty for a silver wrist wateh,
pought in Wayland by Master Racke. 1
turned stone cold for a moment at the
thought of the seventecn-and-eightpence
which I had run myself into. Mister Pepper
had hopped a twig, and the cigars were in
his pocket.

“Look ’ere, Mister Joliffe,” I says, turning
to him in an appealing fashion, “you're an
Henglishman, with an Henglishman's
common-sense of fairness. I've becn done
by this young rapscallyon Master Racke,
who give me this blinkin® slip of paper last
night, in the place of wot I reckoned was i
fiver! I caught him fair and square, acd
could have got him the boot as easy as
winkin'—"

HAVE YOU BOUGHT
YOUR COPY YET?

THE GREYFRIARS
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You can only make sure of
this splendid bock by secur-
ing early. SO0 BUY TO-DAY!
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“And, instead of doin’ so, you let him go,
for what you took to be a fiver?” asked the
landlord of the Green Man.

“Yus,"” I replies.

“Well,” grinned Mr. Joliffe, “from what
I can see of it, Master Racke is a cleve:
young card, and he’s fair ’ad you on toast!
A case of the biter bit, il ever there wasl
Haw, haw, haw!”

“ Will y{ou ‘elp a hloke hout hof 'is diffi-
culty?” asks patlietically. “I ain't a-
rollin® in the filthy lucre, like the young
gents are, you knowl"”

Qeneraus Joliffe.

“Yus,” says Mr. Joliffe imejitly. *“As you
said, Hi ham an Henglishman halb through,
and Hi can see you're fairly down the sink.
Hi’ll 'elp you out of it.”

0w 1 asks, eager.

“By takin’ back that box of cigars you
'ave in your pocket!” replied Mr. Jc]ifleci
an
suitin' the action to the word. “That'll
leave you ten shillings and tuppeunce to pay,
please!”

I stares hard at 'im for the moment.

“'Ow kind you are!” I gulps, with a
sareasis which wos hentirely lorst on him.

“Yes, ain't I?” grinned Joliffe, with a
smile, *“Ten-and-tuppence, if you pleasel!”

By rakin’ every pocket, and emptyin' my
purse, I just managed to perdooce the
amount. It was every farthing I had, and
as T ham honly paid by the month, I shall
be on the cruel, rugged rocks for three weeks
and four days now.

1 stuggered out of Mr. Joliffe’s like one
who had the biggest shock in all his natural.
As I walked St. Jim’s-wards, busted to the
wide, I thinks of Master Racke, rollin’ in
luxury, and 'ow I can't say a word about
him, “eos the beaks wouldn’t see the things
quite from my point of view. Master Racke
oughter been drownded at birth, that he
did, I also thinks of Mr. Zedikier Bloomin'
Pepper! There’s a bloke with a fortoon in
the bank, and over half the ’ouses in Ryl
combe to 'is name, now sittin’ in his cottage,
smokin’ them lovely cigars, which I—poor
old nnlucky me—had dunned up for!

My lucky day! I don’t think!

EPHRAIM TAGGLES.

The Feast of the Fags.

UNFORESEEN DEVELOPMENTS
By Reginald Talbot.

HE fags had a heanfeast one day last
week. At least, it was intended that
the affair should be in the nature

of a beanfeast, but unfortunately it
finished up in an unexpected and far from
amicable Tashion,

Pl raison d'ctre of the stunt was Wally
D'Arcy’s remittance.  Windfalls of this
character do not so often come the way of
the yonugest scion of the House of East-
wood as they do to his elder brother, and
what in Gussy's case is a “fiver ” is usually
limited to a couple of Treasury-notes where
Wally is concerncd. Bub, of course, the cost
of living in the Third Form is not so high
us it is in the Feurth, so that in proportion
it works out to ahout the same thing. Any-
way, Wally isn't quarrelling with thc money
when he gets it.  Of conrse, there is never any
guestion of what it is to be spent on. Trusé
the Third for that, Money amd grub are




More Interesting

synonyms in the lexicon of the
They are also decidedly communistic
in such matters. The chicf features about a
fags' feast are numbers and informality. As
to the food, the only thing demanded is
quantity. They are cheerfully indifferent as
regards guality, being anything but epicures
and next door to omnivorous. As for cook-
ing—well, it is very unusual te find it more
than half-wooked, as a rule. _Kippers are
caten in almost a raw state. It is all very
well for Gussy to protest when reports of
such matters come to his earg, and to desig-
‘nate it as "twuly disgustin®.’® The practice
has all the sanctity of tradition, and Gussy’s
influence with his minor is not particularly
usticeable.

This particular spread was fully in keep-
ing with the usual run of such matters.
Doughnuts were there in plenty, fully half
of which had been purchased ctale, having
regard to the fact that this policy effects
a considerable saving in momey, which is thus
enahled to be spent an other delicacies. Then
kipypers. These were bought in hoxes. A
few tins of fruit, bought rather for the sake
of the fun of opening themn than for any
satisfaction that can be obtained from the
consumptior of their contents—tinned fruit
being, for the most part, voted as something
lacking in flavour. Then ginger-beer. Cases
of it, bottled in thick stone bhottles. Jam
puffs and marzipan cakes, apples and toffee.
A qucer mixture, the more so considering
the manner in which it is eaten.

There is no question of precedence in the
courses. The order of cating these things
depends solely upon one's luck in getting

almost
fugs.
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possession of a share of them. Thus one
rmay follow kippers with apples or jam pufts,
sceording to which is within reach; Lut if
the kipper is slow in cooking, one stays the
pangs of hunger and lays a foundation by
cating toffec in the meantime.

Lustly, of course, come candles. Nct for
persenal consumption. Even the gastronomic
capacity of fags falls short of that. The
cundles are for the purpose of cnoking the
kippers, and they are essential in the absence
of a fire in the Common-room. ‘The process
is inclined to be protracted, admittedly, hut
it tends to maintain the amicable relations
of the guests, as they are thus enalled to
provide themselves with individual sourecs
of heat instead of fighting for places at the
grate. In the winter many a well-cooked and
appetising meal is pushed off a fork into the
flames by an over-eagerness on the part of
same other cook to secure the coveted coign
of vantage.

On this particular occasion things would
doubtless have gone well but for the fact
that Manners minor put his foot inte a
plate of jam-tarts that liad been placed in
a corner of the room until they were wanted.
Curly Gibson, who has a particular fondness
for jam-tarts, was tremendously indignant,
and gave the delinquent his opinion of the
accident in a few words that were the reverse
of complimentary to the intelligence of
Manners minor. That youth was not slow in
resenting them—after all, it is not pleasant
to have it suggested that one's time would
he well occupied on the sands of a popular
seaside resorf, carrying trippers about for the

sake of an occasional turnip—and, scorning

Next Week! 11

words as inadeqnate, he grappled with hif
traducer.  Curly was not slow te rispond
in like fashion, and the next instant the
comhytants were reoling abont the Comnmons
reom in o embrace that was certainiy oot
the outeome of fraternal aflection,

Muanuners was the more fortunate at the
first encounter, and, bringing down Lis oppo-
nent, proceeded to rub his fuce in a hox of
kippers.  There is somnthing about kippers
that render tiiem particularly ill-adapted to
the requirements of a complexion-erewm, amd
Curly maturally strugeled to avoid contach
with them.  When he suecevdsd in frecing
himself there was no holding Lim, and the
teekless Muanners minor found hiz head being
pressed into a dish of eclairs. The rest of the
fags hegan Lo consider that the wlfair was
becoming o trifle impersonul—and expensive
—uud emdeavoured to part the comhatants.
The result was that within the next few
moments the conflict had heeome a gencral
one, and the Common-room was in an uproar,
Missiles  filled _the air-—dong"nuts,  tarts,
apples, cakes. The din was terrilic, and the
appearance of the fags, covered with the
abused ingredients of the feast, il possible,
was even worse than the noise, ‘lien order
was finally restored, which was not for some
time, everybody in the reom lhad shared in
the distribution of the grub, but not at ail
in the manmer in which they had originally
intended to do. The wash-basing wcre in
great request for somce time, and it is safe
to say that the whole of the Third Form went
to bed that night in a considerably cleaner
Btﬂtnie than usual, They had simply had to
wash.
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SILHOUETTES'

A Simple
New Competition.

FIRST PRIZE £25,

£1,

10 Prizes of

FOURTH BSET.

N

and 20 Prizes of 10/-.

WHAT YOU HAVE TO
DO.

Here is a splendid opportunity for you
to win one of thesé genmerous prizes.

On this page you will find six sil-
houettes, each showing a person doing
something, and what you have to do is
to write in the spuace under the picture
the exact action portrayed. All the
actions can be described in one or two
words, but not more than two words.

When you have solved this week's pic-
ture puzzles, keep them by you in some
safe place. There will be six sets in all,
and wheu the ftinal set appears you will
be teld where, and when, to seud your
elfforts.

Back Numbers containing the three
preceding sets of pictures in this competi-
tion eun be obtained from the Amal-
pamated Press, Back Number Dept., 7-9,
Pilgrim  Street, Ludgate 1Hill, Londen,
“C. 4

You may send as many complete sets
of etforts ns you please,

The FIRST PRIZE OF 4£25 will be
awarded to the reader who succeeds in
submitting a set of solutions exuctly the
same as, or nearest to, the set of solu-
tions in the possession of the Lditor. lno
the event of ties the prize will be divided.
The other prizes will be awarded in
order of merit. No competitor will he
awarded more than one share of the
rizes.

Thix competicon is tun in eonjunetion
with the » Boys' Friend,” the *Maogpet,”
and the “Popular,” amd readers of those
journals are invited to compete.

Employees of the proprictors of thia
journal are not eligible to compete,

It must be distinetly understond that
the decision of the Kditor is final and
binding,
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it was fortunate, for it gave Mr. Selby plenly of time o
overteke the errant fag. Iven if he had to follow Levison
minor as far as the junction, he would catch him before the
train went. Instead of seeing his brother off, Frank would
be marched back to St. Jim's with a hand on his collar. His
disrespectful and disobedient purpose would be defeated, as
Mr. Selby said to himself with satisfaction.

The master of the Third walked quickly down Rylcombe
Lane, and turned into the footpath through the wood.

It was dark under the trces—dark and lonely. Mr. Selby
walked very quickly on that lonely path. It came into his
mind—rather late— that that lonely path was not quite safe
after dark. Only a few days ago a pedestrian had been
robbed by a tramp there, at an eariier hour than this.

Mr. Selby was not cast in hercic mould. He was, in fact,
rather a nervous gentleman, as well as an ill-tempered one.
He glanced incessantly to right and left under the shadowy
trees as he progressed, and more than once he half-abandoned
his purpose of following the runaway fag to Wayland. But
he would not turn back after having come so far; and perhaps
he was ashamed, too, of his nervousness, and would not
acknowledge to himself that he was fearful.

He hurried on, a little out of breath, his temper growing
sharper and sharper as he hurried. Ievison minor was booked
for the thrashing of his life when Mr. Selby’s hands fell upon
him—indeed, the bitter-tempered master was considering
whether, after all the disrespectful fag had done, Dr. Holmes
might not be induced to send him away from St, Jim's, after
his brother. Levison minor deserved that, arid more, if only
for the state of nerves that Mr. Selby was in at the present
moment,

He hoped every minute to see or hear the juniors on the
path ahead of him. Unless they were hurrying, he was bound
to overtake them before they emerged into the Wayland
road, and they had no oeccasion for hurry. The sound of a
footstep on the path ahead made Mr. Selby’s eyes glint, and
he broke into a run.

“0Oh! You are hera!” he exciaimed breathlessly.

There was & moving shadow on the dark path, and Mr.
Selby clutched at it, to prevent the truant fag from dodging
away. His hand closed on the arm of a rough coat with a
hard grip. The next moment a hand closed on Mr. Selby,
gripping him by the throat.

He panted.

“Levison, you young scoundcel, release me! Oh!”

A hot breath of rum and foul tobacco came on Mr. Selby’s
face. A second hand grasped him. He realised, with a
shock of terror, that it was not a schoolboy he had seized on
the dark footpath under the trees. He was in the grasp of
a man—a man more powerful than himself. He remembered
the story of the tramp, and gave a cry of terror. In his
penic he struck out wildly and savagely, and his bony fists
crashed into a stubbly face.

There was a savage ocath in the darkness.

“Ah, would yer!”

“Help !” shrieked Mr. Selby.

Crash! He went down to the ground helplessly in the
grasp of the footpad, and a brawny knee was planted on his
chest. Through the tree-tops came a silvery glimmer of the
rising maon. Dimly over him Mr. Selby’s starling eyes saw
a rough, brutal face, and a threatening brawny fist, grasping
a cudgel.

“Help !” he shrieked wildly.

CHAPTER 1,
In Danger!
F RANK LEVISON had lost no time after leaving Study

No. 9.
His brother was gone—gone without seeing him,
withoul even a farewell. Frank partly understood his
motives; bui he was passionately eager o see Ernest again
before he left. He felt that he had to see him. It was his
fauli—his fault—thet Ernest was going; it was he that had
driven Levison of the Fourth from &t. Jim's. He had to sce
him again; he could nol bear that the parting should be thus.
His task—Mr. Selby—everything, had quite disappeared from
the fag’s mind. He left the School House al once, and a
minute later was climbing over the school wall. Already that
day he had broken school bounds, and given deep offence, and
he had been forgiven. He would nol be forgiven a second
time. He did not even think of that. Dropping from the
wall, he started down the dusky lane at a brealhless run.

He turned into the foolpath through the wood and ran on.
But in the darkness he stumbled and collided with the trees,
and he had to drop into a wa'k. Sotnewhere on the path
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ahead of him was the junior he sought. Dr. ITolmes, doubt-
less, in giving Levison permission to leave that evening, had
taken it for granted that the junior would take the local train
from Rylcombe to the junction. But Levison had started too
early for that, ‘and he did not want a long wait at the village
station. Trank knew that he had walked through ithe wood,
and the dark shadows had no terrors for the fag as he
followed.

His heart thumped as he heard a sound on the path ahead.
A match flared out in the gloo.u.

“FErnest!” panted Frank.

Then for a second his heart stood still. In the flare of the
match he caught sight of a stubbly, brutal face, with a
cap pulled low down over beetling brows, The tramp or
footpad, or whatever he was, was lighting a pipe as he leaned
against the gnarled trunk of a tree, a rough cudgel under
his arm.

He was waiting on ihe footpath, and Frank did not need
telling that the stubbly ruffian was waiting in that- lonely
spot for no good purpose. His startled exclamation drew
the man's e upon him.

The match went out.

*’Old on!" came a rough voice in the darkness, and the
startled fag heard the man tramping towards him.

For a second he was on the point of turning to flee. He
knew that the man was a ruffian and a footpad; he knew
that his intention was to reb, perhaps with violence., But
his brother was ahead of him on the path. It was possible
that Ernest had encountered this ruffian, that—— Dreadful
possibilities flashed into the fag's excited mind. Instead
of running back the way he had come, he stood quite still,
making no sound, tense, watchful.

In the darkness a black shadow loomed before him; & hand
was groping to collar him.

Frank backed a pace, and dodged round the shadowy form,
with. the quickness of a startled deer. A grasping hand just
missed his collar, and he heard an angry oath as he sped on
up the path. He ran breathlessly, heedless of stumbles.

Another savage oath sounded more faintly in the distance
behind. Frank ran on and on, and not till he was quite
breathless did he drop into a walk again. Whether the man
was following him or not, he did not know; his ears were
on the alert as he tramped on with thumping heart.

In an 0£en space of the wood ahead of Eim, a dim starlight
fell, and he caught sight of a moving figure.

“"Ernest 1"

It was Levison of the Fourth.

Levison was walking slowly, the little bag in his hand,
deep in black thoughts, and heedless of his surroundings.

T?w panting cry behind him startled him out of his deep
reverie, and he swung round.

Frank came panting up.

“Yon!” exclaimed Levison. *Frank!”

“Thank goodness I've found you!” gasped Frank, as he
joined his brother, his breath coming almost in sobs.

“Frank! You young ass! What have you followed me
for?”

Frank Levison leaned against a tree, gasping for breath.
He ?:aa utterly pumped, and for some minutes he could not
speak.

JLevist‘m dropped his bag in the grass, and stood looking at
his minor, in the dim starlight. Behind the fag, the foot-
path under the thick branches was like a black tunnel.

“Frank, you shouldn't have come out!” said Levison, at
last.

“I—I had to see you, Ernie, hefore you went!” muttered
Frank. “ You—you never even said good-bye.”

“What’s the good?” said Tevison. *‘I had to go, and—
You young ass! You'll get into a fearful row for this!"

“1 don't care!”
“Mr., Selby—"

“1 care!” said Levison.
“Hang Mr. Selby!” said Frank. ‘“Do you think I“Eﬁret;’
a

aboui Mr. Selby now? He can lick me if he likes!
does it matter? Oh, Ernie, it's my fault that you've got to
go; I’'m the cause of it all! I never knew; I couldn’t guess!
You know that, Ernie!"

Levison’s face nuivered,

“Of course I know it, you young ass!
you, have 1?7 It can’t be helped.”

“It's my fault!” groaned ihe fag.

“I’s not your fault, kid,” said Levison paliently. *It's
mine, 1f I'd played the game when I was at Greyfriars this
could never have happened. It's long past, but I've got {o
pay for it now, I'm not grumbling. T never dreamed that
that old affair would rise up against me like this: but every-
thing has to be paid for in the long run. If T'd had the
senso to keop straight——" He checked himself. )

““What are you going to say lo the pater and Doris?”’
multtered Frank miserably.

“The pater will have to know,
now; I sha'n’t have o tell her at once, anyhow.
you must got back to the school.”

I haven’t blamed

Doris is away from home
Frank,
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yelled Mir. Selby. ' This way! Help!"
young fool !’ shouted the fooipad.

There was a sound of rapid running feet on the footpath, and the ruffian paused and glared round with an oath. * Help ! "
Levison of thoe Fourth came on the scene with a rush.
And he swung the cudgel.

(See page 14.)

** Stand back, you
Levison did not heed, but rushed at the ruffian.

“T'm coming to lhe station with you, at least, Ernie. I
—I'd like to come home with you.”

“You young ass! One will be enough for the people at
home.  And you can’t come to the station; you'll Le late
back for bed-time!”

“I must, Ermnie—I will! Besides——" Frank remembered
the tramp.  “ There's a footpad on the path. I barely dodged
him, and gol by i

Levison uttered an exclamation.

“(h, you young duffer! You might have—"

“Tt’s all right, Ernic; he nearly had me, but T dodged. 1
—1I was afraid you might have had trouble with him——-"

Lovison shook his head.

“Somebody called from the wood, and I put on a spurt.,”
he said, with a smile. *I suppose it was your giddy tramp.
Well, you'd betler come on to Wayland, Frank, and tale
the last local back to Ryleornbe: you can’t go back through
the wood now. You ought never to have come. You're
Looked for a fearful row at the school.”

“I don’t care!”

“Well, come on,” said Levison, picking np his bag. “I'm
glad of your company, kid, I—"7

Ho broke off.

From the black tunnel of the footputh behind there came
a wild echeing shriek, and then terrified shriek on shrick,

“Help! Help! Help!”

Frank starled.

“That’s Selby’s voice—Mr, Selhy ! He's after me——"

" And hue's dropped on your precious tramp!™ said Tovison
grimly.

“Help '™ came the desperato shriek from the dark path.

Levison of the Fonrth did not hesitate longer. He plunged
inln the blackness of the path under the {rees. and racod
towards the spot. A glimmer of the risine moeon came
throurh the thick branches, but in the dimness he stumbled
again and apgain over trailing roots; Lut picked himself up
and rushed on duesperately.

“FEruie!” gasped Frank.

He ran breathlessly after Levison.  Heedless of the fag,
Levisor of the Fourth dashed furiously en. while from the
shadows ahead came shriek after shriek for help.

CHAPTER 8,
Struck Down !

SENTOW 3t
HHelp ™
“Will you shut up?” growled the ruffian savagely,

and the cudgel circled over Mr. 8elby’s terrified head.

The glimmer of moenlight through the branches overhead
showed Mr, Selby’s face, while and stiff with terror. But
his cries died down, as the threatening cudgel rose and
circled over him,  He trembled in every limb.

The footpad grinmed down at lim.

“Jest the bloke T was looking for!” he remarked. T
was a-thinking there was udthing deing, when you run inta
a cove, and era you are! You'll oblige me by "anding ovet
your watch and your loose change, mister. and if you make a
fuse, look out! Pd crack your ‘vad for you as snon as o
nut, you beliove me!”

The ruffian was under the influence of liquor, though lae
was tot intoxicated. The hapless Form-master was quito at
hix mervey. o consed to strueple.

“I—I will hand you my money '™ he panted.  “T—T—"

T And it over, then, and not so much jaw ! growled Lhe
ruffian, avd he removed hiz kuee from the fallen man, and
allowed him to rise,

AMr. Relby rose to his feel, trembling in every limb, Fa
was alinost too scared to know what he was doing, 1a
hacked away a pace from the foolpad, and instead of handing
over his valuables, he made a sudden spring and raced away,
moved tather by terror of the ruflian, than by a desire e
savo his money.

The footpad uttered an angry eath, and sprang after him.
- Tue Gy Lisrany.—-No. 704,
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Mr. Selby, rushing blindly, caught his foet in a root, and
sprawled headlong. The next moment the ruffian was upon
him, striking with the cudgel. In his haste, he missed the
Form-master’s head, and the cudgel crashed on the ground
an inch from Mr. Selby’s ear.

“Help! Help! Help!”

Shriek after shriek rang out from the terrified Form-master
as the footpad grasped him again.

Another second or two, and the cudgel would have crashed
on Mr. Selby’s head, but there was a sound of rapid running
feet on the foatpath. .

The ruffian paused, and glared round, with an oath,

“Help!"” yelled Mr. Selby. **This way! Help!”

He would have given a year’s salary at that moment to
have seen a policeman’s helmet.

But it was not a constable, it was a breathless schoolbey
who dashed up.

Levison of the Fourth came on the scene with a rush.

“ Stand back, you young fool!” shouted the footpad, and
he swung up the cudgel.

Levison did not heed. . i

Right at the ruffian he dashed, his eyes gleaming, his face
sot. The cudgel swept down, but a rapid swerve saved
Levison from the blow. It grazed-his arm as he sprang upon
the footpad.

With a spring like a tiger, he was on the ruffian, and the
bu(r}ly Ea'scal went staggering backwards under the rush.

rash |

The man was on his back, Levison on top, clutchin
desperately.
sprawled,

i Bgt he caught at Levison, and grasped him in his powerful
ands.

“Help me, Mr. Selby!” panled Levison, as he struggled.

Mr. Selby was reeling against a tree, overcome with terror
and exhaustion. He did not seem to hear the junior’s call.

Frank Lewison came tearing up.

The moonlight, growing slronger every moment, gleamed
through the branches on a desperate scene.

Levison and the footpad, grasping each other desperately,
were rolling over and over in the grass in desperate conflict.

It was boy against man, and the man was burly and
muscular; but the boy was as hard as nails, and desperately
determined. Frank halted, gasping, staring at the terrible
scene with starting eyes. He saw the cudgel in the grass,
and made a spring for it, and caught it in his hand.

“Help! Help!” Mr. Selby was yelling; but it did not
come into his terrified mind to hel imae%-f.

Frank leaped towards the struggling combatants, grasping
the cudgel, his eyes blazing. The footpad released one hand;
his fist was clenched, and he -dashed it with terrible force at
the junior who was grasping him. The blow landed between
Ernest Levison's eyes—a b%ow that was like the kick of a
horse. A faint moan escaped Levison of the Iourth, and his
hold on the ruffian relaxed, and he rolled helplessly in the
grass, stunned by that terrible blow.

The footpad, panting, was staggering up, when Frank's
blow reached him. With all his force the fag struck, and the
cudgel crashed on the ruffian’s head.

There was a yell from the footpad, and he collapsed in the
grass, As hé made a metion to rise, Frank struck again,
exerting all his strength, and the ruffian lay still.

“Ernie !

Frank Levison dropped the cudgel, and fell on his knees
in the grass beside his brother.

“Trnie !” -he panted.

Levison did not speak.

Frank raised his head; it hung like lead in the fag’s hands.
Frnest Levison's eyes were closed; there was blood on his
face, and he was quite insensible.

Mr. Selby tried to pull himself together. The footpad
lay moaning in_ the pgrass, almest unconscious, and quite
incapable of further harm. Mr, Selby realised that the danger

I at hiin
The cudgel went into the grass as the man

was over. He staggered away from the tree, and picked up
the cudgel. . .
“Ernie! Irnie!” the fag was crying, The hqot tears ran

down his face, and dropped on the white, insensible face of

his brother. .
“Is—is that Levison? Is—is he hurt?” panted Mr. Selby
He is killed!”

huskily.

““Oh, heavens!

“Impossible " gasped Mr., Selby.

“Frnie! Ernie! Can’t you speak? Ernie!”

But no sound came from Levison of the Fourth. He lay
in the damp grass like a log.

Mr. Sclby, trying to colleet his scattered wits, bent over
him. His own face was ghastly white.

“He is not dead!” he breathed. ‘‘IHe is stunned!
you must get help, Levison minor !

There was a faint moan from Levison; but his eyes did
not open. Frank dashed away his tears. His brother needed
his help now; there was no time for grief or weakness.
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“We must get him to the school.” Tt was the fag who
gave orders, not the shaking Form-master. “Help me carry
him, Mr. Selby. We've got to get him to a doctor at once.
Quick! Quick!"” )

Mr. Selby gave an uneasy glance towards the footpad.
But the man lay moaning hrgpiesaly; there was nothing
more to be feared from him. Mr. Selby recovered something
like calmness,

He lifted Levison’s shoulders, and Frank took his feet; and
between them the insensible junior was carried up the foot-
path, back towards Rylcombe Lane.

It seemed an age to Levison minor before they reached the
stile, and his brother was lifted over into the lane. Mr.
Selby leaned on the stile and panted for breath. There was
a_gleam of bright head-lights in the shadowy road; the
whir of a car. Frank Levison ran into the middle of the
road, and held up his hand, and shouted.

The motor-car whirred to a hal,

13 Whah___",

“Help !” panted Frank, *“My brother’s hurt—dying per-
haps! Give me a lift with him, for the love of Heaven [”

The motorist jumped down.

CHAPTER 8.
After Darkness, Light,

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY came into the jumior
Common-room in the School House, with a worried
frown on his noble brow., It was getting towards:
bed-time, and most of the School House juniors were

in the Common-room; and the one topic there was the
departure of Levison of the Fourth,

It had cast a gloom over all the fellows. It was, indeed,
hard for Tom Merry & Co. to realise that Levison of the
Fourth was gone, and that they were not to see him again
at St Jim's.

Sidney Clive was sitting silent, with a black brow. Ralph
Reckness Cardew seemed to have lost all his old cool ngn-
chalance; he was unusually silent, though restless and
irritable. When Trimble came into the Common-room,
Cardew’s eyes glittered, and he rose from his chair, took
Baggy by _the collar, apd kicked him forcibly out into the
passage. Baggy Trimble howled, and disappeared; taking
the hint that his presence was not welcome.

“What's the trouble now?” grunted Blake, noting the
worried look on Gussy's brow. :

“It's wotten, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus. * That
ioung ass Levison seems to have gone aftah his majah, and

e's missed bed-time. The Third have gone to their dorm
without him. He will get into a feahful wow. I heah that
Mr. Selby has gone aftah him.”

“Even Selby might go easy on that poor kid, just now!"”
growled Tom Merry.

*“Yaas, wathah,”

“Catch him!” said Blake, with a snort,

“The kid ought to be back by now,” said Clive, breaking
his silence at last. “I—I wish we'd stopped him——"

Baggy Trimble looked in at the doorway of the Common-
room, with a wary eye open for Cardew.

“You fellows ? he began. “Keep off, Cardew, you
rotter! I say, there's something up! They've brought Levi-
son back.”

“What !

It was a shout from everg corner of the room.

“Didn’t you hear the car?” said Trimble.

“I heard a car in the quad,” said Tom Merry. *“But
what—— Are you trying to pull our legs, you fat rotter!”

“I tell you they've brought him back!” shouted Trimble,
in great excitement, “I saw them lift him from the car,
He's been killed, I think—"

“What I

“Qr injured, anyhow—"

‘‘Bai. Jove !” i

“Let's go and see!” exclaimed Blake.

Cardew and Clive had already darted out of the Common-
room. Tom Merry & Co. followed them fast, in a buzz of
excitement.

There was a crowd in the hall of the School House.” A
buzz of voices. The great door was wide open; the tail-light
of a car was disappearing in the darkness without. lﬁlr.
Selby, white and exhausted, was sitting dazedly on the old
oak settee, There was no sign of either of the Levisons.
But the Head was there, standing before Mr. Selby, with a
startled look on his face.

“Kindly tell me what has happened, Mr. Selby.
quite in the dark.”

The juniors listened breathlessly for Mr. Selby’s reply.
He gasped before he spoke.

“I—I was attacked in the wood, sir, by a ruffianly footpad.”
He shuddered. “I—I had followed Levison minor, who had

I am

broken bounds agairl‘io go with his brother to the station—"

“But Levison—
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He was stunned in the

“Levison came to my aid, sir. : r
ope he is not seriously

struggle with the ruffan. I—I h
hurt—"

““Where is Levison minor?”

“ A passing motorist gave us a lift here, sir, and Levison
minor ran into the village to call Dr. Short. The doctor will
Le here immediately.”

“That 15 fortunate,” said Dr. Holmes. “1 am afraid
Levison is seriously hurt. He was guite unconscious—"

Sidney Clive caught at the Head’s gown.

“Dr. Holmes, where is Levison?”

The Head gave him an angry glance, but his brow cleared
as he saw the white anxiety in Clive’s face.

“Levison has been taken into the sanatorium, Clive,” he
answered quietly, “He is unconscious at present.”

“May I—may I see him?”

“No one can see him at present,” said Dr. Holmes, and
he turned away. He stood in the great doorway, looking
out anxiously into the quadrangle, praying for tie speedy
arrival of the doctor. The school gates stood wide open,
ready for the medical gentleman’s car to pass in as soon as
he arrived.

The hoot of a motor-car came through the night—the most
welcome of sounds to the ears of the anxious headmaster.
Two gleaming lights came blazing up the drive.

Dr. Holmes descended the steps as the car halted. The
stout school doctor alighted, followed by Frank Levison.

Dr. Holmes and the medical man hurried away together.
Frank stood in the radius of light from the ool House
doorway, looking white and dazed. Tom Merry ran down the
iteps and caught him by the arm and drew him inte the

ouse.

“Where’s my brother?” panted Frank.

“In sanny, old chap; you can't go to him now,” said Tom
gently. “You'll soon hear from the doctor.”

Frank gave a groan.

“He was stunned !” he said. *That rufian—""1le broke
off, struggling with a sob.

Mr. Selby’s voice broke in:

“You had better go to your dormitory, Levison minor.”

Frank did not even hear him. He was staring out into the
shadows of the quadrangle,

“Buck up, deah boy!” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“Pewwaps it is all wight, you know.”

Frank did not answer.

Mr. Selby staggered up from the settee and limped away
to his room. He left Levison minor to his own devices.
Perhaps even Mr. Selby’s hard heart had been touched by
the happenings of that wild night. Tom Merry & Co.
crowded round Frank Levison in the doorway. Their anxiety
to hear the doctor’s reﬁort almost equalled that of the fag.
Levison of the Fourth had returned—insensible, struck down
in a struggle in defence of another. FHad he returned to
close his eyes for ever in the school from which he had been
driven forth?

The stalwart figure of Mr. Railton loomed up in the gloom
outside. He came up the steps with a grave face.

“Mr. Railton!” Frank panted. “My brother—what does
the doctor say? Can I see him?”

“Courage, my boy!” said the Housemaater. */Levison has
been hurt—seriously hurt—but he will recover. T fear that
he will be ill for some time, but the doctor assures us that
there is no ground for anxiety. You cannot see him now;
he is in the hands of the nurse. Perhaps to-morrow——"

“He will—he will recover?” breathed Frank.

“That is certain,”

“Good!” said Tom Merry, with a deep breath of relief,
as the Housemaster passed on. *'Oh, good!”

“VYaas, wathah!”

“Buck up, Frank, old chap!”

Arthur Augustus dropped his hand on the fag’s shoulder.

“It’s all wight, dech boy,” he said. 'Levison is_goin’ to
be ill; but he is goin’ 1o be ill at St. Jim’s, you know. When
he wecovahs the Head can hardly turn him out—what? The
whole school will wise and kick up a feahful wow if he does
anythin’ of the kind. I wathah think that old Levison is
stickin’ on, affah all.”

Frank’s face brightened.

“Oh! If—if only—" he breathed.

“Sure thing!” said Cardew. *If the Head wants to boot
him after this we’ll lynch the Head. But he won't!”

And as it turned out Cardew was right.

¥ . . . . . s

The following day all 8¢, Jim's was buzzing with the story.

Levison of the Fourth lay in the sanatorium, still uncon-
scious. 'That day Mr. and Mrs. Levison and Doris came to
the school to see him, and he did not know them. When
Levison’s parents departed Doris stayed on, the guest of the
Head's wife, to help Miss Marie with the nursing. There
was whispered talk at first of concussion, of serious complica-
tions; and for some days Frank Levison looked like a host,
and wandered about the school like one; and even Mr. Selby
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was very easy, for once, with an extremely inatlentive pupil.
But there was belter news; it was known at last that Ernest
Levison was on the mend.

In the meantime the police had secured the footpad, and
that gentleman was safely disposed of in_the county gaol
before Levison was able to see visitors, Frank, of course,
was the first admitted to see his brother; and it was a great
day when Tom Merry & Co. were able to visit him.,

They found Levison sitting up in bed, propped with pillows,
his forchead still bandaged, and what could be seen of his
face very pale. But he nodded and smiled cheerily enough
to the visitors as Doris brought them to his bedside.

“Jolly glad to see you fellows!” he said. “My luck held
good, after all, you see.”

“Your luck?’ said Tom Merry.

Levison grinned.

:' Well, I'm still at St. Jim’s!” he said.

* Ande—’

“ And the Head's told me I'm to stay.”

“RBwavo ! ejaculated Arthur Augnstus,

“Qh, good!” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘““That's ripping!”

“You're glad?” asked Levison.

“1 think the whole school will be glad to hear that,” said
Tom, with a smile. “Buck up and get well, old chap! We
want you for the football, you know!”

*Yaas, wathah!”

“ Another week, tho medical johnny says,” said Levison,
“All serene! I've got too hard a nut for it to be cracked
easily! I say, it's simply ripping to be staying cn, after alll
And after this it will be all clear!”

And the following week Levison resumed his place in the
Fourth Form, and received a hearty welcome there from his
Form-fellows—and from all the Lower School for that matter.

There was a tremendous celebration in Tom Merry’s study,
graced by the presence of Doris Levison and cousin Ethel,
and as many juniors as could cram_themselves into the study
—with o numerous overflow meeting in the passage. And
the guest of honour was Levison o the Fourth—once the
outcast of the school, and now one of the most popular fellows
at St. Jim's—and there was hardly a fellow in School House
and New House who did not rejoice at Levison’s Luck!

THE END.
(There will be another splendid long complete story of
the chums of St. Jims, next week, entitled * TRICKY
TRIMBLE ! * by Martin Clifford. Make sure of reading

this ripping yarn by ordering gour * GEM?® well in
adrance.)
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

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

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln),
the principal governor of the great school of
Bt. Beowulf’s, who had been wafching him
at the funeral

The two walk along the road together, and
the stranger tells Jim it is education he
needs first. He then withdraws a piece of

archment from his pocket, and, after sign-
ng it, hands it to Jim, It is a free pass into
the great school, Jim is to take his chance
as_a Lincoln scholar at St. Beowulf's,

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

Nobby bolts one night, but the boys give
chase and capture him. On their return to
8t. Beowulf’s they find that -burglars have
broken into the school. The ruffians are
captured. Wobby commandeers their car,
and hides it in the Haunted Barn.

Learning of the scoundrels’ intentions of
smuggling their ill-gotten gains out of the
country, Wobby plans to capture the
plunder. At the dead of night he and his
pals steal out of the school. Boarding the
commandeered car, they are soon hot on the
trail. They are only just in time to rescue
the colonel from further members of the
gang, two of whom they capture. The boys
then drive to Whitchurch Castle, where they
find some of the stolen plunder hidden in a
well. They are shadowed and attacked by
the two escaped burglars; but, by the timely
arrival of John Lincoln and a party of men,
the two scoundrels are captured. The founder
of St. Beowulf's listens fo the lads’ exciting
adventures, and asks to join their party.
Promising to send for them later, the boys
return to the school. The next day, Mr.
Teach, one of the masters, organises a paper-
chase. Wobby and his chums are detailed off
as the hares. Wobby's interests are centred

upon Lady Castlewood's jewels, so, to suit

his purpose, he lays a stiff trail by entering

the haunt of a fiery bull, in company with

Nobby, to scatter his paper.
(Now read on.)

Squire Hardacres is Annoyed !

HE red bull was made furious by the
crash of this strange animal which
bounded into his lair amongst the
bushes.

There was a roar and a crashing of
branches as he made for Nobby, and Wobby
came running back along the dyke wall.

“It’s all right, boys,” he cried—*it’s all
right! ©ld Nobby will play him whilst we
lay the ¢trail across the marsh. There's
nothing that Nobby likes better than teasing
a bit of beef, We trained him to that in the
stockyards at home!”

Nobby was evidently playing with the big
red bull amongst the cover of the alders and
osier-thickets, The boys could hear crashings
and bellowings.
THE GeM LiBRrARY,—No. T64.

“Make a run for it; we sha'n't want the
poles after this dyke!" said Wobby, and, with
2 runm, he planted his pole in the deep mud
of the dyke, and went flying over into the
buil's. marsh, followed by hig chums.

They dropped their poles, and took to their
heels, laying their trail of paper thick and
fast across this dangerous ground.

Looking over their shoulders, they saw
Nobby burst from the cover with the bull
close at his tail.

It was the first time that the red bull
had ever seen & kangaroo, and it was plain
that he did not like the look of this tres-
passer on his sacred marsh. With his head
lowered and his tail stiff, he chased Nobby
hotly. But Nobby could run any bull or steer
oft his legs, and where the fine-drawn, half-
wild steers of the Australian ranges had
found him their master, this fat, grass-fed
English bull did not stand a chance.

?’obby eased up as he ran to watch his

pet.

“Look at fhe squashy old f{ub!" he ex-
claimed. “Don't stand a chance with
Nobby !"

Nobby would leap ahead of the bull, look-
ing something like a gigantic squirrel as he
squatted, with drooping paws, waiting for
his assailant.

The bull would charge down on him bellow-
ing, and Nobby would stop for the last half-
second of the fun. Then, as the mighty head
went down, Nobby would jump with a bound
like that of a frog. ;

“I wouldn’t like to come through this
marsh after Nobby's got that bull thoroughly
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peevish!™ said Wobby. “But look outf,
nobles, they are coming this way!"

This was true. Nobby had sighted his
master, and was coming acroes the marsh in
% lshtraigbt line, hotly pursued by the red
uld.

“This, nobles, is where we drop it and
run!” said Wobby, doubling his speed, and
making for the far side of the marsh, fol-
lowed hot foot by his chums.

The bull was travelling now.

Thr-r«rump, thr-r-rump, thr-r-rump! They
heard his great hoofs pounding over the
martsh.

Wobby and his chums were running tow
for all they were worth, but Nobby was
bringing the bull up at breakneck speed.

g “(i?.un, boys—run!” gasped Jim, taking the
ead.

Then there was a thump behind him,
Wobby had caught his foot in a tussock of
the coarse marsh grass, and had gone
sprawling.

He was up again in a second, but the bull
was close upon him, whilst Nobby was
circling round in great bounds.

Wobby did not stop to look behind him,
but of a sudden the bull swerved as Nobby
leaped at him sideways, thumping him in the
ribs with & mighty kick of his huge legs.

Wobby flew across the dyke, safe and
sound, and, turning, saw his pet leap right
over the back of the angry brute, which,
trying to turn to pin his agile adversary,
went sprawling.

By the time fthe red bull had picked
himself up again, bellowing like a foghorn,
Nobby came flying across the last dyke, and
squatted by his master, his mild brown eyes
blinking as peacefully as if nothing particular
had bhappened.

“Look at him!” said Wobby proudly. “Cool
as a cucumber on ice! Ain't he a lad? Now,
boys, to cover—quick!”

They raced up the slope beyond the marsh,
and were soon hidden in the trees and under-
growth, and here Wobby squatted down on a
felled log, and watched for the advance of
the pack. They had covered nearly two miles
of marshes, and it was not long before they
saw the head of the pack dotting through
the trees in little white specks. The specks
bunched at the edge of the first dyke.

“That’s all right!"” said Wobby comfort-
ably. “They don't like fifteen feet of mud
and water, Come along!”

Away they went full pelt through the
woods, and soon they found themselves at the
edge of Squire Hardacres' park.

Squire Hardacres had the name of a rusty
old curmudgeon, who hated anyone using the
right-of-way which went close by his house.
Over and over again he had fought to close
this ancient footpath, which led right
through the heart of his property, and oyer
and over again the villagers, who hated the
squire worse than poison, had upheld théir
rights over the path.

“Look out, Wobby!” sald Stickjaw, as
Wobby fetched up at a gate which announced
that trespassers off the path would be prose-
cuted with the utmost rigour of the law.
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“We don't want to go through there; that’s
old Hardaeres' place, and he's an awtul
rotter! The path goes right across his front
garden.”

“What ean he do to us?" asked Wobhy.

“Nothiug, so long as we keep to the foot-
path!” replied Stickjaw; “but he's got some
rotten dogs knocking about his place. If he
hears of a bad-tempered mongrel anywhere in
the country, he buys it, and turms it loose
round his place. He’s got some Egyptian
goats as well, rotten brutes!”

“That’s just where we want to lay our
trail!” said Wobby, with a grin. “The more
bulls and Egyptian goats and mongrel dogs
that we leave behind us, the more trouble
for the pack. I'd like to see an Egyptian
goat chase old Froggy up a tree!”

He popped through the gate, and scampered
on through Squire Hardacres' coverts, throw-
ing a good trail of confetti right and left,
to_encourage the chasing pack.

For a mile or more the three raced on,
Nobby keeping anbreast with them, bounding
through the coverts ahd the bushes at the
side of the narrow footpath.

Suddenly the footpath opened en to wide
lawns surrounding a large house. The house
was surrounded by a terrace, and on the
terrace stood a short, stumpy gentleman,
with o very red face and white whiskers.

“Hi, hi!” yelled Squire Hardacres, mad-
dened by the sight of the three hares scat-
tering their paper right and left. “Hoy, you
infernal boys! What do you mean by throw-
ing paper about on my property?”

“He doesn't like us laying the trail,” whis-
gered ‘Wobby, as they trotted along. *Lock,

e's runmning across the lawns, to cut us off
farther down!”

This was quite true. The old gentleman
had set off at a run, shouting:

“Todgers, Todgers, set the goats loose!
Here are a lot of young ruffians from that
rascally school chucking paper all over my
property! I won't have paper chucked over
my property! Anyone would think that my
house waa a dust-destructor! Todgers, you
scoundrel, where are you just when you are
wanted ?”

But Todgers was within hearing. The boys
saw a mean-looking keeper running towards
a range of buildings by which the footpath
skirted. He was drawing a key from his
pocket as he ran, and Wobby noticed that as
he threw open the door of ome of the out-
bulldings he stayed behind it.

Neither Todgers nor his master had yet
seen Nobby.

Nobby had stayed behind for a moment to
nibble the top off a rhododendron bush.

Wobby was quick to see why Todgers had
stayed behind the door of the outhouse. Tt
was a goatshed, and out of it came pouring
about as evil a looking lot of goats as it
was possible for any man to collect. They
were big goats, with a fine spread of horn,
and dewlaps hanging under their chins.
Thelr eyes were green and their aspeet was
sinister.

They looked round for Todgers. But
Todgers kept behind the door of the shed.
Todgers knew his goats.

There was onme goat more evil-looking than
the rest, and at the sight of the three hoys
running towarda it, laden with their bags
of paper, it lowered its head, squinted, and
gave ?orth a malignant bleat.

“Crumbs!” muttered Stickaw. “He's let
those beastly goats loose for us! They
are worse than the red bull!”

“8top throwing that paper about, you
boys!? yelled Squire Hardacres, as he came
running across a paddock at the full stretch
of his stumpy lege. “Stop throwing that
rubbish on my property, or, by the Lord
Harry, I'll commit you—"

But Wobby was not worrying about Squire
Hardacres, He looked at the big goat which
blncII:d his path, and he looked round for
Nobby.

Nobby was not to be seen. It is not
often that a kangaroo gets a taste of
rhododendron. as this native of the
;iin;lnlayas does not grow in the Australian

ush,

“My hat!” muttered Wohby. “I don't like
the look of that goat! Looks a regular tug!
This is where we want Nobby!”

He put his fingers to his mouth and gave
a shrill whistle.
hM‘l the same time the goat lowered its

ead.

“Maw!” it bleated, and it came charging
down on the boys. .

“Jump, boys!” cried Wobby. -

With a sudden leap he showed the way

by jumping for the braneh of a beech which
overspread the path. His leap was a fine
one, and his weight brought the branch
within the reach of Jim and Stickjaw.

They jumped for dear life as the goat
charged them, swinging up their legs just
over his head.

“Saved!” gasped Wobby. “That beast ia
not the sort of heavy-weigh® to meet! 1
give him a pass!"”

The goat raced on and turned suddenly,
bewildered by the disappearance of the boys
from its path. I{ was evidently not accus-
tomed to see boys disappear into the air.

“Hoy, you young scoundrels!” yelled
8quire Hardacres, purple with rage. “Come
out of that tree!”

“Not me!"” called Wobby. “Not me, old
whiskers! Not with that goat hanging
about! Ard here come all its cobbers!”

The other goats, attracted by their
leader's angry Dbleatings, came trotting
along, and Todgers, sceing the coast clear,
;:gn;e out from behind the door of the goat-

ed.

. “Todgers!” yelled the angry squire, flourish-
ing his stick. “Todgers, pull those boys out
of that tree at once!”

But Todgers showed no desire to go near
the goats, who were mow gathered under
the branch where the three boys hung like
ripe fruit.

“Look at the dirty tugs!” sald Wobby,
peering down upon the evil.eyed goats.
“They think thut this is a boy-tree, and
that we are going to drop off Into their
mouths! My word, old beaver-face ought

prosecuted for keeping such animals
about him!?

"“Todgers!” yelled the squire. “Go and
shake those young rascals out of that tree
at oncel!”

“I wonder where Nobby's got to? ex-
claimed Wobby; and, putting his fingers in
his mouth, he gave a whistle that aroused
all the echoes of Hardacres Hall, as the
place was called,

“If you won't shake those boys down I'll
come and shake them out myself!” roared
the squire,

And, flourishing his stick, be came running
down the footpath,

It was plain that the goats were more
or less used to the squire. They allowed
him to approach without menace, though
Satan, the head-goat, looked at its master
rather doubtfully,
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“Now, then, you young scouundrels!” ex.
claimed the squire. “Come out of that!”

*“Come out of what?” demanded Wobby.

“Come out of that tree!" exclaimed the
squire, turning purple.

“This I8 a right-of-way!" urged Wobby,
eager to gain time fo allow the missing
kangaroo to come up.

“It may be a right-of-way, but that does
not allow you young ruffians to scatter your
beastly sandwich-papers, your confetti, or
spaghetti, or whatever the infernal stuff is
called, all over my property for the gardeners
to sweep up!” roared the squire, proceeding
to shake the end of the branch to which
the boys hung, as though he were trying to
shake them down like apples.

He swung angrily to the branch, and the
boys clung to it like grim death.

“Look here, old fortychunks!” said Wobby
in his most reasonable tones, as the squire
hung on the branch, “I'd like to argue the
point with you. If this fs a right-of-way
amd a pudlic footpath you've no right to
block it up with goats—fierce goats. 1 once
knew a chap who was killed by a goat!”

“Come out of that tree!” yelled the
aquire.

“Don’t be so snake-headed about 1t, old
cobber!” said Wobby peaceably. “We
weren’t doing your old footpath any harm.
We don't want to dig it up and take it
home with us!*

“Come out of that tree,
scoundrel!” yelled the squire.
have you in my treea!”

“You'll have us on your neck if you don't
watch it!” retorted Wobby. And, putting
his fingers again in his mouth, he gave
another shrill whistle.

It was answered by the yelping and baying

you young
"I won't

of dogs.

“Todgers!” roared the squire. ~The dogs
are loose!”

“Then Heaven help wus, &=ir!” called

Todgers, in answer. “If them dorgs and
the goats gets together there will be a
nice old fight!”

“I told you to shut up the dogs!” yelled
the squire.

“You didn't!” retorted Todgers, getting
ready to climb on to the roof of a pigsty.
“You told me to let loose the goats! You
didn't give me no instructions about the
dorgs!”?

The squire gave a shout, for along the
footpath at full speed came Nobby, the
kangaroo, travelling for all he was worth,

& nithl i

“Hi, hi!" yelldd Squire Hardacres, maddened by the sight of the three

hares scattoring their paper right and left.
‘“ He dor't like us laying tho trail,”’ whispered Wobby, as they trotted along.

‘ What do you mean by it 7"
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of his welght on the branch.

As the bulky mongrals charged upon Squire Hardacres, he swung the whole

There was a sudden orac
the branch gave way !

and a rending, and

whilst close at his heels came a pack of
a4 dozen bulky mongrels, snapping and

enarling. '

“Hi! What's this? What's this in my

ark?” stammered the squire, hanging to
he branch of the free. “It's a deer! Ome
of those confounded deer of Lord Bradbury's
straying into my coverts! I'll shoot the
beast! I'll have the law on Bradbury—
Oh, dash my buttons, it’s not a deer! It’s
a—— What the deuce is it?”

The squire did not wait to see what was
coming at him. Nobby, bounding along in
great thirty-feet iu!ﬁps, was keeping ahead
of the pack, and a kangaroo going full pelt
looks like anything you care to make it.

The squire tried to haul himself up on
the branch as the kangarco flashed by,
leading the pack of dogs on to the goats.

“Keep out of if, you old ass!” cried
Wobby in warning tones. “The branch
won't stand your fat corpus! It's over-
weighted already!™

But the squire, in his fear, swung the
whole of his weight on the branch.

There was a crack and a rending and a
rush, and down the boys came with half
a ton of timber,

They leaped to their feet, to find them-
selves in the midst of a furious battle. The
squire's pack of mongrels had come into
collision with his pack of pgoats, and the
leader of the goats had just biffed a large
yellow tripehound over the hedge, into a
cucumber-frame that was on the other side.

The kangaroo had gone through the goats
like a streak of greased lightning. One
black-and-white goaf, nearly as big as a
donkey, who had had the nerve to tackle
Nobby, was laying on its back with its legs
sticking in the air, having taken a knock-
;Jut punch from Nobby's hard-kicking hind
eg,

“Leg it!” called Jim as he scrambled to

his feet. “Anyone hurt?"’

“All quite well, thank you,” chuckled
;Voblﬁr. “This way. The goats are =il
usy.

The goat and dog ficht was in full blast.
The squire's pack of selected lurchers hated
the goats like poison and had always been
kept separated from them. Bo each goat had

a dog hanging to its ear, and when the goat
got Iree, the dog got a boost in the ribs
that rolled him over and over.

But there was a clear road through the
fizht and the hoys dashed on.

Todgers was shouting and dancing and
sl_:al;iug his fist at them on the roof of a
pigsty.

“We'll ha' the law on you, you young
limbs !” yelled Todgers, But this was all he
had time to yell, for, with a sudden crash,
the pigsty roof let him through, amidst a
dismal squealing of pigs.

“Todgers,"” said Wobby as he ran, “is now
in his right place! And crumbs—look at the
squire !”

The squire was running for the house as
fast as his short legs would carry him, hotly
pursued by the leader of the goat herd, which
having demolished the big yellow dog, was
looking for a fresh engagement.

The boys had a fine view of the race as
they followed the path which ran round the
edge of a fine woodland of beeches. The
squire was running for his life, but the big
goat had him outclassed. With a rush, it
overtook its quarry, and boosted the squire
over a bed of roses, butting bim with the
force of a battering-ram.

The squire picked himself up and ran
again, shouting and making for the house.
But the big goat, mothing daunted, chased
him up to and into the front door.

From the interior of the house came shouts
and screams. Then fellowed the report of
a gun, and the goat burst out of a study
window with a crash of glass and raced off,
as pulfs of smoke and a series of rattling re-
ports from the window showed that the squire
was trying to get a bit of his own back.

They saw him leaning out of the broken
window firing wildly as they turned the
corner of the wood.

“What a lark!” panted Wobby. “The
pack will have a lively time when they come
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to Hardacres Hall. And here’s old Nobby
waiting !"

A hundred yards ahead of them the kanm-
saroo was sitting up wailing patieptly for
them. Then away they went, Nobby bound-
ing peaceably by their sides as they laid
the trail up the stiff slopes of Hardacre
Down.

1t was a stiT pull up to the ftop of the
Down, but when they reached the top they
were able to look back a great distance and
even to get a peep into the distant marsh
where they had left the red bull

Wobby thrust his hand into the bottom of
his paper sack and brought out a pair of
powerful prism glasses with +which bhe
examined the landscape. )

He could see the red buil raging on the
marsh and a tiny long drawn out string of
white dots, which showed that the whole pack
had been forced to dodge round a circle that
would put another two miles on to their
course.

“We are doing all right,” said Wobby,
sitting down comfortably on a fallen log.
“And I guess when that gang of two hun-
dred pebs come raging through old Hard-
acres’ shrubberies they'll find him worked
up just about ready for them! Crumbs, old
whiskers will want a new seat to his
trousers!"”

And Wobby threw back his head and
laughed.

“Why are you in such a hurry to keep o
far ahead of the pack, Wobby?” asked Stick-

aw.

“Why, my dear simple boy, my mother’s
darling, my Simple Simon,” replied Wobby.
“Don't you yet catch on to the wheeze that
we are out this afternoon to fish up the
Countess of Castlewood's jewels from the
place where they are hidden, and that we
don’t want the whole of the school gather-
ing round us whilst we discover the shiners.
Think of the talk it would make! Think of
Blackbeard asking his twisty questions, and
think of us being run before the Head to
explain all that has been happening to us in
the recent past! We might get our little trip
with Mr. Lincoln queered. No, my son, we
are going out with paper and we are coming
back with our bags full of shiners, and if
the rempnants of the gang are hanging about
seeking for hidden treasure, as I think they
are, all they will see will be some innocent
boys galloping past them in a paper-chase!"

“Oh!" sqid Stickjaw.

“And where are the jewels hidden?"” asked
Stickjaw.

“You shall see when we come to the
place,” replied Wobby “I am not so certain
of it myself as the burglar's notebook is just
a little bit misty. But we’ll have a little
time to search when he get there.”

“When shall we get there?” asked Stickjaw.

“(Goodness, 8tickjaw,” replied Wobby,
“what a chap you are for asking questions!
Wait and you will see. Now the sooner we
get there, the sooner you will know.”

He picked up the running again, and they
iaid the trail over the crest of the Down,
through & chalk-pit and down into the deep
Sleepy Valley beyond.

“We'll go over Shaky BPridge,” said
Wobby, and he made for a quamﬁ bridge
hung on ropes, over the river.

As soon as they were cn this bridge it
started to swing violently, and Nobby, re-
fusing to follow them, leaped across the
Ginnt's Stride, the great ruined series of
stepping-stones below the bridge.

In a flood some of these had been washed
out, and no human jumper could have leaped
the great gaps between them.

But Nobby bounded across the gaps, land-
ing on stone after stone with the greatest
eage, for it was in this fashion that his
Australian ancestors had always crossed their
TIVETS.

And arrived on the far side he watched
the boys coming across the perilous bridge.

The frail structure of rope and wire and
plaoks got on the swing at once. .

“Look out, Webby, you ass!” cried Stick-
jaw. “We ought not to have got on this all
ut once, Three's too many on it! Crumbs!
There goes old Jim!"

Jim, losing his balance, and his grip on the
tiny bit of wire which had been worked into
the handrail of the bridge, soused into the
river, and swam across to the bank. .

His fall set the bridge more on the swing,
and Wobhy fell through the slats that formed
the footway.
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“My hat,” he cried, “but this 158 a crook
bridge! Hold on, Stickjaw!”

Stickjaw was holding on to the slats with
hands and fect as it swung to and fro, whilst
Wohby, struggling like a hluehottle in a
spider’'s-web, strove to free himself,

“How can 1 hold on while you are shaking
tlie heastly thing?” cried Stickjaw.

“Hold off then, old cobber!” replied Wohhy.

And a loud splash in the water told that
Stickjaw had followed Jim's example. He
struck out for the shore, and reached it,
where Jim was wringing the water out of
his vest; and they watched Wobby as he care-
fully regained his equilibrium and reached
the shore, walking like a tight-rope walker.

“No more high-wire acts for me!" said
Wobby. “But that bridge will worry the
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lads, and it’s near a mile up to the mill.
Run, boys; you will soon dry!”

They aped uphill agaiu, crossing heavy
ploughs where the mud caked on their feet
in huge balls.

“This will put {he crimps in the Lower
School kids and those fat bullies!” said
Wobby, making for a distant belt of wood-
land. “Now, boys, we've left seven miles
behind us, and we are getting warm. You
can empty that wet paper out of your bags;
it's no more use for the trail, and we will
start on Nobby's little bit!”

The change of bags was made. Waobhy
headed towards a gate, and swung over it
into the fringe of woods.

He left the laying of the trail to his
chums, and, plunging into the undergrowth,
cast about like a questing hound.
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This was distinetly Wobby's business. An
expert bush tracker, he was looking Jor u
trail that was a fortnight old, and no hoy
hrought up in Ynzland could have found
that trail. But Wobby had learned the art
of tracking in the greatest school in the
world—with the Wack trackers of the
Australian Police. Keeping in touch with his
companions, who were now moving at a walk,
he found what he was looking for—the con-
verging trails of birds and animals all heading
towards one spot.

Here there wus water. And it was with
water that Wobby's business was concerned.

(Wobby is on the frack of FLady
Castlewood’s jewels. Make sure gou
read next week's exciting instalment
of this splendid serial).
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improvements, Sent packed free
carriade paid with 26 Tunes
and 400 Silver Steel Needles on
10 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Money refunded
it dissatisfied. Exquisitely de-
signed Portable Hornless, Table
Grands and Drawing Room Cabinet
Models at 407, belew shop prices.
Write TO-DAY for the biggest and
most beautifully illustrated grama-
phone catalogue in the world.

Gom ny (Dapt. G108
pany ¥ ( {Dept. O a h
Bir am,

This handsome full-sized Gent's Lever
Watch sent upon receipt of 1-. After
approval send 1= more, the balance may
lhenbeﬁmd by 6 monthl g instalments of

Guaranteed 5 years, Chain
offered Free with every waich. Cath
returned in falf il dissatished. Send 1)-
now lo Simpeon’s Lid. (Dept. 2 )

7 94, Queen Rd., Brizhton, Sussex
HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- Complete
IN 850 DAYS. Course,

No Appliances. No rugs. No Dietin The Melvin 8t
Bysiem NEVER FAILS, ull partlel ful and Tuumonf:ﬁ'
ntamp. —Meivin Btrong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 24, Southwark St., 8.E.

M0v|Es AT HOME —-Pro!oot rs and _llen Cinsma
CINEMA CO., 84, Drayton Avenue, Walt B:}l‘:x':t", rlroa:don?‘;h %‘ DX
FUN FOR ALL [-Jertrioausts

wte. 1/- P.O. (Ventriloquism Treatise included

Volce Instrument. Invisi
stifles. Imitate Birds, s..flz'
).—Ideal Co., Clevedon, Som.

CUT THIS OUT

* The Gem.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Bend 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct {o the Fleet Pen Co
119, Fleet Straeet, London, B.C.4, You will receive by return a Sp!endid
Britlsh Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up to 6. (I'oc! ocket Clip, 44d.) Bn.tlsfmion

uaranteed or cash returned. Special New Offer—Your own nama in gilt
fet.tera on either pen for 1/- extra,

Lever Seif-Filling Model, with Safety cap, 2/- extra.

ON EASY
TERMS.

Ready to wear and made to measure, on Eugvnrml,
7/8 monthly, Write for Patterns {o-da ® hav
all the new shades in Tweeds, Berges f.e. Fit n
wear guaranteed. r Easy Terms uinw on to dr
well by paying a lmla sach month Write for Pltmll
now and see what wonderful value we are giviog.

MASTERRS, LTD.,
24, HOPE STORES. RYE. Estd, 1869.

BE TA LLER_—Kel’ghh willl m%{o you rerpected in buwinees ara:

(N udents of the Girvan Bcien
!l;cau?ent renort frum 2 to & i ncher increase, with far bcturr health. !I.'hau
agv;

AEEB C youre algo If you are under 40. l.en nul un.
biemished reputauon !I?hc lnoneue is quite perml.nonl. P.C. H,
for particulars and our Ismmnm to BNQUIBY DEE‘! P,
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD R DON,

CINEMA F'LMS MACHINES, BPOOLS, SCREENS,

SLIDES, etc. Everything stocked
for the Amateur. 50-foot SAmple Film, 1/3, post free. 100-foot,
2/3, post free. Stamp for lilustrated Lmt
TYS50N & MARSHALL (Dept.A), 89, Castle Boulaurd, Nottingham.

FREE FUN ! Our i'unnr Hoveli.y ocausing roars of laughter,

to all sending 1/- for 70 Cute Conjuring
Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 C atchy Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funnr Readings,
5 Punny Recitations, 21 Monglogues, 73 Toast ta, 52’ Wealth Secrets, Easy
Yentriloquism Secret, and 1,001 Stupendous Attractions. Thousands de-
lighted 1 Great FunI—0. HUGHES, 15, Wood St., Edgbaston, Birmingham.

] —Learn the Wonderful Japaness
nON T BE BI.".I.IED ! Art of Seif-Defence without
Weapcns. For small boys and men (also women). 8end NOW Four
Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/6 for Large Portion of Course —Dept.G.M.. sCHGOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Golden 5q., Regent St., London, W.1. Personal Tuition also given.

“"HERE I AM
AGAIN?”

%JUST TO REMIND YOU OF MY SECRET

" PATN'Sis Where T Buy My Biggest Bargains from,
ko get thelr Now Illustrated Catalngue Post Free, of
Biggest Bnrgamn Td. to 70/-, CASBH OR 1/

. WEEBR, Clocks, Watches, Jewellery, Gramophones,

Ac.oordecnl. Novelties, Cutlery and Plate, Leather and

aney Goods, Toys, Xmae Cards. Bte. For ‘Satisfaction or

_l %nney Back® Write to PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUESE,

28X, HABTINGS."

ept.
4 now TO cnnn Eounsﬂ“ * Book

STANMERING, BTl e, ]

NORTH BOE!(EO.’PKT » 9§d.—

8igued — Father Xmnaos,

—60 stnmm French sumlao Ivory Coast,

Madagascar, B Borneo, etc nting, Ad, Persia, 6d,
12 Russia, 4d. 12 Portugal, 44, —Jimtnez 5 Beotney St Peterborough.

BUILD YOUR owu MOTOR'—EIecLHc or Water Motor

Parts. complete with full
directions, 1/- each, post free. —FRANK, 67, Saltmarket, Glasgow.

BLUSHING —TFamous Doctor's reclps for thias rost dintressing
8 complaint, 6d. (P.0O,). Never fails. Testimonlals
daily.—Mg. P. GEORGE, Fairhaven, Clevedon, ﬂamernet_

- t‘“lm.“lhll“!l*'l‘lm'mi"‘lmlml“l‘f

When Answering Advertisements
o Please  Mention This Paper. *
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-THE GEM LiBRaRY.—NoO. 764,
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£45 in PRIZE

MONEY!

See Our Easy Com-
petition Inside!

YOU Might Win A

Prize !

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Every
Wednesdavw,

7/’1@’731&”0]6/6’]%(

ARTHUR WELLS of the New House Sixth.

(A Splendid Avt Porivail of a Great Favourite Nevt Week. Look
OHut Vor If.)

Taz Guu Tonrary,—No. 764,



