TOM MERRY “SACKED” ON THE EVE OF BREAKING-UP!

{You must not miss this powerful school story inside!)
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The Unpopular Master is “* Caught ' in an undignified attitude —and trouble resulls §
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Address all letters : The Editor,
Street, London, E.C.4.

- My dear Chums,—This good old season
of Christmas can be celebrated in a score
of different ways, but in all the thousands
of homes up and down the world where
Christmas means so much the one leading
idea stands out before everything else,
namely, that Christmas is the special
time for doing something extra far
others—in fact, doing a rare lot for them
—and then Christmas will be honoured us
it was meant to be.

BUT CNCE A YEAR.

That's just it. Christmas comes but
once a year, but the magnificent spirit
of the season is carried right through
lhe twelve months. Christmas, too, is
the great start for new and better things,
fresh ideas, heaps more good feeling,
Boundless generesity, a grand supply ot
clean slates, with forgetfulness for all oid
grudges and everything else that happens
to e offside.

OUR "“GEM"” CHRISTMAS
NUMBER.

Tthe GEM is out to mark Christmas in
a very special way. | am coming to that
part in a minute, but first of all | should
like to say that my thoughts and wishes
are with my readers all the time. My
chums have stood by me and the GEM
for years and years, and | do not suppose
I can possibly heat the age-old method of
expressing what | feel towards them all
than by wishing them the old wish:

A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A
HAPPY NEW YEAR.

There are countless GEM readers who
will be spending Christmas in the
distant tropics under a blazing sun, with
a cloudless blue sky overhead, and one
can envy them ‘their good fortune,
theugh, as like as net, they do not know
‘their luck. There are others far away in
the grezt North-West, where the beaver
makes his home and the frost king keeps
everything under lock and key ‘or
months on end. But it is the same oid
Christmas in any event, bringing the
same cheery ‘inspirations, making tne
settler dream of the old land. Good luck
to him, likewise to everyhody.

THAT CHRISTMAS BARRING-OUT!

It sounds a bit strange if you come to
think of it, for Christmas is a time before
all othcrs for letting everybody in, giving
the whole werld a good time as far &s
lies in human power to manage it. But
this special Christmas story has plenty of
sound reason behind it. Mr. Martin
Clifford has spread himself to win an
extra success en this celebrated occasion.
You will find St. Jim’s maintaining all
its grand old tradifions, and keeping
Christmas in great style.

What is more, the rest of our pro-
gramme this week is right in accordance
with the splendid reputation of the GEM
for high-class fiction.

Tur Gem Liprary.—No. T76.

YourEditor Chatg

* The Gem Library,
Write me, youa can

Readers.
o o

His

o
r%

" 1he Fleetway House, Farringdon
e sure of an answer in return.

HOW TO SPEND CHRISTMAS!

We know jolly well how Baggy
Trimble spends his. There are as many
styles of spending Christmas as there are
people. 1 never did hold with the idea
that Christmas was only a season for kids.
Young fellows reaching manhood like il
every bit as keenly as in the days when
they were toddlers. And the fun and
spirit of it! The animation in towns and
villages, the lively marketing scenes, with
people cramming their baskets full of
good things, and the Christmas-trees
slanding in jolly rows waiting for pur-
chasers who will deck ihe branches out
with presents galore, and light up red and
yellow candles to show the way. But it
is impossible to touch en the subject in a
shart Chat, for the whole husiness is too
big, and always has been.

JUST THE THING!

That's what people say, of course,
whatever the present may turn out to
be. One is always polite, naturaily, But
don't give a racing motor-bike to your
timid old aunt aged seventy-five, whan
vou know perfectly well she always takes
the air in a bathchair. If you hand a
nice packet of fragrant tobacco te an
uncle who makes a boast of it that he
never smoked, it is ten to one he will
turn huffy.
of these matters and avoid misunder-
standings.

“BARRED OUT!"

5t. Jim’s has risen with a vengeance.
The new bharring-out series of stories
beats anything ever wrilten of a school

‘*“ My Readers' Own Corner” is crowded
out this week. There will be another
list of prizes in our next issue.

THIS WINS OUR TUCK HAMPER :—
NOT THE CULPRIT!
Motor Cyclist: “Do you know -
anything about an ‘aeroplane
which dropped mecar here ?”
Urchin (holding ecatapult and
trembling) : “ No, sir, I've only”
been  shootin®  at  sparvers I"—
A Tuck Hamper filled with
delicions Tuck has been awarded
to J. Johnston, 133, Comely Park
Street, Dennistown, Glasgow.

RO

TUCK HAMPER COUPON
The QGEM LIBRARY,

No attempt will be considered un-

less accompanied by one of thesa

Ccunons. =
SRR G

Another Tuck Hamper will be awarded
next week, also some money prizes.
Send inm your witty paragraph NOW.

It is wise to take thought’

What a Luxury—One of Our Tuck Hampers Filled With Delicious Dainties !

uprising. The coming sensations will
fairly feave you gasping, so mind and get
your next week's copy of the GEM, for
there will be an extra rush. 1 have no
hesitation in saying that Mr. Martin
Clifford has scored a triumph. He shows
in clear and forcible language the why
and wherefore of the rebellion. and the
stout resistance put up against an unén-
durable state of affairs is described in
tronchant fashion. Here we have the
real thing, fierce feeling, a good cause,
all the motive for setting up a state of
siege, and—well, you will be watching
out wilh intense eagerness for the fresh
developments in the stirring narrative.
The good men of St. Jim's don't enter
a stern fight of this kind without jelly
qood reason. They had it here. No
turning back. You are swept off your
feet with the exciting rush of events
and the swift succession of surprises. We
owe hearty congratulations te the author
on the magnificent way in which he nas
handled a grand theme,

ALWAYS IN REQUEST!

Barrings out are always wanted.
Readers go back in memory to past
incidents of this kind. St. Jim's has had
its share of rebellions—all in a yood and
just cause—and Tom Merry has always
contrived to hold his own.

The wonder is there was no upheaval
when the Borneo boy came to the school,
as just recently described in our Cem-
panion Paper, the ** Popular.””

A GRAND DETECTIVE YARN!

There is much to be said of * The
Santa Marcian Stamp!’ This is the titie
of a very exciting detective story. You
get into the thick of a Governmental
intriyue in this tale. Stamps have an
immense fascination for collectors, but
they have a lot more significance some-
times—as in this case. where we get in
touch with mystery and revolution. Look

4 out for a treat next week.

MORE FINE FEATURES!

Our footer yarn next week is called
" Rival Centre-Forwards!' It is a reai-
life drama in addition 1o being as
powerful a story of the great game as |
remember. Also, just take note that the
magnificent serial, * The Wolves ¢f
St. Beowulf's!"” carries the interest on in
brilliant_style. Next week's instalment
reveals Duncan Storm at his best.

OUR COMPANION PAPERS.

Make sure you see our Companion
Papers—the * Magnet,” the - Boys’
Friend,” and the * Popular.” They are
putting out grand programmes, while the
'* Holiday Annual” is winning new
friends every day. WNo home but what
is the better and cheerier for the presence
of a copy of this splendid volume.

TO MY “GEM ™ CHUMS.

Here have 1 heen talking about tie
GEM. |t is time to say something of the
unswerving loyalty te the old paper
shown by my friends all over the globe.
I want to thank them all. 1 want to tell
them that past triumphs will be eclipsed
in the good days coming of 1923. And |
wish, once again, to wish them all the
very jolliest, happiest Christmas that
ever was—a Christmas with good hope
ahead, and with good Juck fellowing
them down the road close as a shadow

YOUR EDITOR.

{ all the way.




Holly-o0, Mistletoe-o and Jolly Good Luck from Tom Merrv & Co.! 1
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The Dawn of Christmas and Denounced as a Thief! Could any
koy ke in a more terrib’e po:ition than Tom Merry? This is
a Real Crand Christmas Story.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

2
oL CHAPTER 1. AR
ﬁ{@' Snapping “ Ratty.” ﬁ}g& W3

" ERE comes Ratty— —"
“ Bother Ratty ' snapped Mannors.

Manners of the Shell was busy.

His comera was arrauged upon a tripod, and Munners waa
focusing. At such a moment Manners was blind and deaf to all other
considerations. And Ratty—otherwise Mr. Horace Ratcliff, Housemaster—
didn’t matter much anyway—to Manners, at least.

It was freezing hard—iron hard. 7The old elms at St. Jim's were leafless
and rimed with frost. Frost glistened on the gravel paths and the window.
pones. 1t was cold—bitterly cold. But the St. Jim’s juniors did not seemn

# to mind the cold. There was a buzz of cheery shouting in the old quadrangle,
and o genial whizzing of snowballs. And thirty juniors at least were rushing
one after another along a slide. . .

1t was against all rules to make a slide'in the quad. But rules sometimes
were broken. On ihis occasion the rule was broken very corsiderably.
Figgins & Co., of the New House, had started the slide—and several otlier
New House fellows had followed on. Then, of course, there had been m
rush of School House fellows to shift them and take possession of the slide.
Schocl House snd New House were always at war, and this was an opportunity
not to be lost.

So there was great excitement reigming ia the quadrangle. ¥t was closo
on the date for breaking up for Christmas, and the spirit of Christmaas frolic
svemed to have descended already upon the St. Jim's juniors.

While the battle raged with snowballs and scuffling and shouting, & erowd
of fellows still whizzed along the slide. The scrapping wus quite good-
humoured on both sides; still, it was serapping, and when Mr. Ratciift's
eye foll upon it from his study window, Mr. Rarclifi sallied forch from the
New House like a lion from his lair, eane in houd.

Mr. Ratclifi’s orderly soul abhorred the breaking of rules. DMr. Radleliff
lived, and moved, and had his being in rules, and 1hoe keeping of them. Mr.
Ratelifi never knew when it was judicious to cluse an eye to the breaking
of rules. He never was known to close an eye when there was a chance of
catching a fcllow out.

And now tho rules were being knocked sky high. Nnt only was there
a slido guing on, but there was a scrap going on-—both forbidden. With u
long thin nose blue with cold, and a pair of sharp eyes glittering with wrath,
Mr. Ratcliffi approached the scens with rapid strides, prepared to act his
usual part of a killjoy.

Most of the juniors were too busy to heed him. But Tom Merry and Lowther, who wero standing by Muanners, spoited tho
New House muster gs he came. Manners did not heed. He wus going to take a series of snapshots of that exciting scene, end
a dozen Ratclifis would not have deterred hitn. Besides, there was no rule, anyway, against teking photographs In the quad,
Even Horace Ratcliff couldn’t have objected to that-

Whiz! Smash ! 5 3 . . _

It was simply unfortunate that a snowball, intended for Figgins, should have passed Figgy's head, and whizzed on till it reached
Mr. Ratchifi’s sharp nose.

It was unfortunate, but it happcned.

** Bai Jove ! - . o

Mr. Ratcliff, as the missilo squashed on his countcnance, uttcred a much more emphutic ejaculation, which fortunately (he
jeniors did not hear. T

“Oh, my hat !’ yelled Blake. ‘ You've done it now, Gussy !’ L .

*“ Poor old Watty 1" said Arthur Augustus. * DBut, weally, you kaow, what does he want to come butiin® in for?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who had hurled the snowball, sjaculuted @

Snap !

There was a click from Manners’ eamera, and Manncrs grinned. Mr. Ratclifl, staggering and clutching at the squashing suow
e his face, came into the picture, and Manners felt that he had scored. 2

“You ess, Manners!” murmured Tom Merry. “ Rutty will be ratty.

{Canyright in he Lmt.d 3 aies o1 Americal) Tur Gra Lisranrv.—No. T76.
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Towther chuckled.
“We'll frame that one for the study !" he remarked.

“Boys!” thundered Mr. Ratcliff.

He came on with a run, gasping for breath, and flourishing
the cane. He wanted to find the fellow who had hurled the
snowball; and he had not the slightest doubt that he had
been snowballed intentionally.

“Look out, sir!” shouted Figgins.

“Oh crumbs1”

‘Mr. Rateliff,_rushing blindly on, did not look out in time.
His rush brought him on the slide,

In an instant his feet were whizzing.

At that moment it seemed to Mr. Rateliff that the whole
universe was turning somersaults.

The firm, solid earth, upon. which he was accustomed to
walk with confidence, suddenly betrayed his trust.

What was happening he hardly realised. But the juniors
realised it, and they stared at him transfixed.

“Great Scott!” gasped Tom Merry.

*“Stop him !”

“Oh crumbs !

Mr. Ratelifi’s feet flew along the elide, and lio very nearly
came down on his back. Rather by luck than intention, he
recovered his balance, but he could not contrel his feet.
They whizzed on, and Mr. Rateliff, naturally, whizzed on
with them.

His gown fluttered wildly round him in the winter wind
his cap flew off, his cane whisked away through the air an
dropped in the snow. His thin arms thrashed wildly around.

And still he flew!

In a crouching attitude, with thrashing arms and staring,
horrified eyes, Mr. Ratchiff whizzed along the slide,

He come to stop the juniors’ sport—not to join in it.
Now he was joining in it with a vengeance.

It was only a matter of seconds, for Mr. Ratcliff’s
was great; but it seemed to him ages
piled-up snow at the end of the slide,
into it. .

“Qoogh! Groooh! Oocooch!

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Blake.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wuff on Watty, bai Jove !” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.
“But it s weally vewy funnay, you know I

* Groooocoogh !

“Got him!” said Manners.

Manners grinned gleefully over his camera, He had
snapped Mr. Ratcliff on the slide, and Manners was happy.
It was really a triumph for an enthusiastic amateur photo-
grapher. at picture, when it camc out, would be really a
corke

Figgins and Kerr and Wynn rushed to help their House-
master from the snow. They were not very sorry for Ratty;
the New House master was not popular with his boys. But
it was a case of noblesse oblige; Figﬁinu & Co felt bound to
help their Housemaster, and they helped him. Mr. Ratcliff
was dragged, puffing and b]uwing, from the snow, and set on
his feet. Wimreupon he immediately displayed his gratitude
for services rendered by boxing Figgy's eare—Figgins being
nearest to him at the moment.

“Qw!” gasped Figgins, staggering back. Ho lost his
footing in the snow and sat down. Kerr and Fatty Wynn
jumped away.

“Manners !” thundered Mr. Ratcliff.

Manners had tucked his camera under his arm to retreat.
He affected not to hear Mr. Rateliff’s call, and started for
the School House.

“Manners |

“Better stop, old chap!” murmured Tom Merry.

Mr. Ratcliff, carefully avoiding the slide this time, rushed
efter Manners. His grip fell on the School House junior’s
shoulder.

“You young rascal! Stop!” he panted.

Manners had to stop, then. He turned round and shook
the New House master’s hand from his shoulder.

“You want to speak to me, sir?” asked Manners civilly.

Mr. Ratcliff glared at him.

“Manners, you insolent young rascal! You have dared—
you have dared to photograph me—"

“T've been taking some photographs of the slide, sir,”
assented Manners.

“Have you photographed me or nol "
P g

“1 suppose you would come into the picture, sir, as you
were on the slide,” said Manners,
“ Give me that camera !’
Tue Gex Lisrarv.—No. 776.

and crashed headlong
Ooooop !

speed
before he reacheﬁho'

l
-

All Worries Cast Aside This Happy Christmastide !

Manners’ face set doggedly. .

That camera was a vawable one, and it had been presented
to Manners on a great occasion. 1t was the apple of Manners’
eye; it was popularly supposed that Manners of the Sheil
Eould have perished in defence of his camera if need had
been.

He held on to it.

Mr. Ratcliff was fairly trembling with rage, and he did
not look as if he was to be trusted with a camera at that
woment.

“Do you hear me, Manners?” roared Mr. Ratcliff.

“Y héar you, sir,” answered Manners quietly, though his
eyes were gleaming.

“Give me the camera at once !”

“T will take the films from it, sir, and give you the rall, if
you like,” said Manners. *If you object to the photographs,
sir, I will hand the films over to you at once.”

“(ive me the camera!”

“It's mine, sir!"”

“J command you, Manners—""

Manners stood dogged. Tom Meriy and Moniy Lowther
stood by him with troubled faces,

Certainly Manners ought not to have taken those snaps of
a Housemaster in an undignified position. He realised that,
and he had offered to hand over the films, The films destroyed.
the photographs would have ceased to exist, and Mr_ Rateliff
could have been satisied with that, But the Housemaster
was in too towering a rage to be so easily satisfied. In his
suspicious mind he was already convinced that he was the
victim of a plot—he had been enticed on the slide in order
to be snapped and made to look ridiculous! He held out a
thin, bony hand for the camera.

The juniors gathered round with rather scared faces, won-
dering how the scene would end.

“Will you give me that camera, Manners?” asked Mr,
Ratcliff in a voice that was husky with rage.

““What are you going to do with it, sirl

*Give it me!”

Manners did not make a move to obey. Mr. Ralcliff made
a move. He strode at the Shell fellow, grasped the camera,
and tore it from his han

The next moment he raised it in the air and dashed it
violently to the ground.

Crash 1

RASH!
*Bai Jove!”
“Shame !” yelled Herries,

The crash of the camera on the hard ground was
followed by a ery from Manners. He stood staring at his
wrecked camera—the crash had fairly smashed it.

There was a deep munnur among the juniors. .

“There!” said Mr. Ratclif bitterly.  “There! That will
teach you, Manners, to show something like respect to masters
in this school I”

Manners did not answer. His face was quite white. In
silence he drop| on his knees beside his wrecked camera
and examined it. Tom Merry turned his eyes, with a blaze
in them, on the New House master, .

“You had no right to do that!” he exclaimed.

“Silence, Merry!”

“It's a rotten shame!” shouted Lowther,

‘' Silence!” i

Manners was still silent. A blow in the face could not
have hurt Manners so much as that damage to his beloved
camera. In silence, but with trembling fingers, Manners
gathered it up. .

Then he looked at Mr. Ratcliff.

“VYou rotter I he said between his teeth.

The Housemaster {Iumped.

*“What? What?” he gasped.

“You rotter!” said Manners.

“Manners! How dare you!”

“ Oh, shut up!” 4

With that Manners stalked away with what was left of
his camera. He left a deep silence behind him. _

Mr. Ratcliff stared after him as if transfixed. Never had
he been addressed in that style since he had been a House-
master at St. Jim's. Never had a junior ventured to tell
him to “shut up "—much as many of them had yearned lo
do so.

It was unheard-of. Only the destruction of his beloved
cumera could have made Manners forget himself to that
extent.

“Upon my soul!” gasped Mr. Ratcliff at last.

s




Jf Yeu Can Crack Crackers, You Can Crack Jokes—See Page 2! B

P A S e S B R A S i L M Ry R B e ey

o ol B e A S e e S <y

o

ks 7
~ 3

S,

S PR, oo g GRSl

The Fifith Form master strode at Manners of the Shell, graspsd the camera, and tors it from his hands.

next moment, he raised It in the air, and dashed it violently to the ground.

A snowball whizzed from somewhere—Cardew of the Fourth
rould have told where—and caught Mr., Ratcliff behind the
car. The New House master sat down suddenly.

I'he juniors cleared off .from the scene while Mr, Ratcliff
was picking himself up and breathing fury.

Manners went into the School House with his damaged
camera under his arm, His face was white and set.

Tom Merry and Lowther looked the sympathy they felt.
Well they knew how their chum prized that cawmera; they
understood his feelinge much better than Horace Rateliff
possibly could have understood them.

““It's a rotten shame, old chap!” said Tom Merry. ‘ Bring
il up to the sLud?r. and we’ll see what can bo done with it.”

*“It's done for!” eaid Manners.

“We'll mend it somehow ! said Lowther encouragingly.

Manners shook his head.

“I may be able to patch it up,” he sald *It will take
tune. I'll take it_into the dark-room; I've got all my things
there. I'll make Ratty sorry for this somehow !”

“I'm afraid there’ll be trouble over your calling him o
roiter, old fellow I'* said Tom.

Manners' oyes burned,

“T'll call him something more if he speaks {o me again
the sneaking cad! Smashing a fellow's cameral 1 offere
him the films! He’s taken it out of me because he came a
I'll make the brute sit up for this

cropper on the slide!
somehow 1"

Manners went into the dark-room, to which he had a key.
Tom and Monty Lowther looked at one annther.,

1y were

Crash ! (Scepege 4.)

rather uneasy; Manners' look and tone werve a little dis-
turbing. Manners was a very quict fellow as o vule, and was
never known to bear malice. But there was more than
nualice in his look now ; there was bitterness and vengeance.

“Poor old chap!” said Tom in a low voica. *I suppose
even Ratty wouldn't have done that if he’d known how muth
it would hurt Manners,”

“ Rotten brute!” growled Lowther.

The chums of the Shell went up rathor dismally to their
study. It was tea-time, and they were hungry, but they
knew that it was no use expecting Manners o tea. He was
nou likely to turn up even for prep. So long as there was

.a hope of patching up that precious camera, Manners was

not likely to leave it.
tea by themselves. .
. They had finished when there was a footstep outside, and
they looked round, expecting to see their chum, But it was
Blake of the Fourth who came into Study No. 10, and he
was followed by ID'Arcy and Tlerries and Dighy.

“Manners not here?" asked Blake.

*“He's in the dark-room.”

“(Camera done for?” asked Herries.

“I'm afraid so.”

“It was wotten of Watty ! suid Arthur Augustus D'Avey.
“ At Chwistmas-time, you know, a chap ought to feel for-
givin', but weally it is vewy difficult to feel kind towards
old Watty!”

“We've got a wheeze,

Tom Merry and Lowther had their

"

went on Rlake. “Ratty ought to
Tue GEM LiBRARY.—No. 775,



G Just Think of it—A Rebellion at St. Jim’s! What Could be More Exciting ?

be anande {o sit vp for this!
unad and snowballing him?”

*Good egg—what 7' said Dig.

Tom Merry smiled faintly.”  Study No. 6 were full of
-winpathy, and their sympathy took a very practical turn.

= Fivst catch your hare!” remarked Lowther.

‘Fasy evough!” saiwd Blake. “Ile’s in the 8chosl ITousa
now, in Railion’s study. Come over to complain, T pose,
We'll cateh him in the quad in the davk as he goes back—"

“*Better not, I think !” sawd a genial voice in the doorway.

Blake spun round. It was Kildare of the Sixth who was
laoking into the study.

“Oh!” gasped Blake, blinking at the prefect.

“Bai Jove! I'm afwaid we shall not be able to snowball
oll Watty now, deah boys.” said Arthur Auvgustus. * DBut
pevwwaps Kildare would keep it dark, like a good chap.”

The juniors grinned. A Sixth Form prefect was not likely
to enter into a scheme for snowballing & Housemaster,

*You young ass!" said the captain of 8t. Jim's, laughing.

“*Weally, Kildare »

*“If anything happens to Mr. Ratcliff in the quad, iliere will
i+ trouble in Siudy Ne. 6 in the Fourth!” said Kildare signi-
ticantly, *I advise you kids not to play the goal.”

*Yaas; but- 3

“That’s enough! T came here for Mannere,” <aid Kilddre,
looking round.  *“Where is het He's wanted.”

“ He’s in the dark-room with his camera,” said Tom Merry.
*“I dare say you've heard that Mr. Ratcliff sinashed it.”

Kildare nodded.

“Well, he’s wanted,” he said,

And the captuin of &t. Jim’s lelt the study in scarch of
Manners.

“Bai Jove! This looks like more twouble for poor old
Mannahs !’ said Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

The juniors left the study, and Tom Merry and Lowther
followed Kildare. They were anxious ahont their chum.
idently Mr. Ralcliff had come over {o luy a complaint;
amd, unpleasant gentleman as he was, it was necessary to
wulk warily in dealing with him. And Manners, in his pre-
sent moodt, was mot likely 1o be wary, He was much
uiare likely to tell Mr, Ratcliff exactly what he thought of
him, and the outcome of that might be extremely serious.
Juniors were not supposed 1o tell Housetnasters what they
thought of them.

The chus of the 8hell overiook Kildare at the door of the
k-room downstaivs, The door was locked, and Kildare was
ping on it.

*Are you there, Manne

*VYes, Go away!”

“You're wanted.”

*Can't come!”

**What ! roared Kildare.

“I'm locking to my camera,” shouisd hack Alannars, in
tones of great exasperation, **IU's been sinashed up by 2 ratten
hooligan i

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Lowther, with a lock of dizmay
al Tom.

Obviously, Manners was not in a sufficiently wary mood for
interviewing Mr. Ratcliff.

Kildare set his lips.

** Manners, you're wanted al once,

“ Hang Ratcliff

*What !” roared Iildare.

“DNon’t I speak plain? Hang Rateliff !”

‘“Is the kid out of his senses?’ exclaimed Kildare, more
astonished than angry. “What's coms over him?”

He tapped at the door again.

¢ Manners, Mr. Ratcliffl has come 1o make a complaint abont
yon. Mr. Railton has sent me to’fetch you to his study.”

“{‘ome out, Manners, old fellow,” said Tom Merry, **You
dan’t want to cheek our own llousemaster.”

There was a brief pause.

“1'll come if it’s Railton,” satd Manners af la<l.

e unlocked the door, turned off the light, and came out.
Tlis face was set and grim.

*“Come with me,” said Kildare curtly.

“I'm comning.”

Kildare strode away, and Manners followed him, and Tom
wl Lowther went with their chum, )

* Don't slang Ratty, old fellow,” whispered Tom. * It wiil
auly make matters worse, you know.”

*He's smashed my camera.”

*¥es; but &

“I told him he was a rotler, I'll tell him so again!”

" Manners, old fellow——" murmured Monty Lowther, in
dixmay.

**He is a rotler, isn’t he?” said Manners, without subduing
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he called out,

Me., Ilateliff —-="

o

What price catching him in the j

his voice in the lvasi.
Ratly is a rotter.
he's a rotter?”
Tom and Lowther were silent. Tn this mood, they hardly
understood  their wsnally quict ard  self-controlled chun.
Talking to Manners seemed to do no good, at ail events.
They followed him m dismayed silence to the door of the
Housemaster's study, and entered with him. Kildare with-
divw wlien the juniors were in the study, giving Manners
a rather curious glines as hbe went., And Tom and Monty,
standing on either sido of their chum, waited for the storm

1o bmrst,
CHAPTER 3. A ?ﬁﬂ%
Licked ! FIr At

_ Y Every fellow at 81, Jim's knows that
What's the harm of telling a rotter that

7]

R. RAILTOXN fixed his eyes on Manners,
M Mr. Railton generally looked gemal i good-
tempered, Lut his handsome face was ~tern now.
Mr. Rateliff stood beside his table. resting oun
hand on it.  Mr. Rawclilf’s look awvas black and hirter,

Fven Ratty, the juniors thouglt, might huve heen satisfied
with smshing Marners” cimera. Bat Ratly was non satistied.
Me. Rrilton's look showed that he bad heard a tale of bitter
complaint.

“Manners,” said the School ITause master quicily, “a very
serious matter has been brought to iy natice by my col-
league, Mr. Ratclitf,”

* Indeed, sir}?

“You applied an epithet to him, in the presence of a large
nnnther o? boys of both Houses -——*

* I called him a rotter, sir:” suid Mamnners, in o+ Loar vaice,

My, Railton started,

“Manners! How dared you

" Because he is @ rotter, sir!" said Manners,

“Maunors I

“You asked me, =i’
is a votter, and I called him one.
&l

.

' said Manaers coolly, M. Raloliff

Is there anyiing else,

anhly.
Ilis eyes glittered

s
* Bless my soul ! said Mr. Railion Ul
Horaco Ratelifi's thin face was crimson.

al Manners of the Shell.

“*You—you hear him, Mr, Railton,” he =said, in a choking
voice—"*his—his unheard-of insclence ™

“This insolence, sir, will be severely dealt with, you need
have no doubt about that,” =uid Mr. Railion grimly.

“Unless vou are out of your senses, Manners, how dare you

use this language in my presence’”

“Let me speak, sir!" excloiined Tom Merry.
cliff—"
“Id

*Mr, Rat-

1 nol send for yon, Merey.  Are you comerned in this
matt e

“We bolh wilnessed what happened,  siv!”  exclaimed
Lowther hotly.  * Mr. Ratcliff sinashed up Manners” camera.”

* Nonsense !

“It’s the truth, sir, Ask him!" evclaimed Tom Moriy.

Mr, Railton turned a puzzled look on his colleague.

Horace Ratcliff was gnawing his thin lip.

“I was tricked into falling on a slide, Mr, Railton,” said
the New House master, ‘‘Manners photographed me in the
act of [alling ; he was in the plot. For that reason I destroyed
the camera, in order to prevent disrespectful and ridiculous
photographs being circulated in the school, to the detriment
of all discipline.”

“¥You did not tell me this, Mr. Ratcliff,”

“I have told you now ! snapp:d the New Iouse master.

“I offered him the films,” said Manners, between his teeth.
“He smashed the camera because he had taken a tumble on
the slide, Just his beastly rotien temper !

“Manners 1

Mr. Railton rose to his feet.

“You should not have taken such photographs, Manners;
you are perfectly well aware of that. Mr. Ratcliff certainly
n{‘pears to have acted very drastically. Certainly, in his
place, I should have been sarisfird with destroyig the films,
and reporting you for punishment.
voked the action.”

Manners did not speak, but his face s2t sullenly,

*“You then applied a disrespectful epithet to My, Ratcliff,
a Housemaster in this school and the senior member of Dr.
ITolmes’ staff.  You have reprated that epithet in my
prosence.  For that, Manners, | have no resource but t
punish you severely. I should prefer to deal with you lightl,
if you will apologise to Mr, Rateliff on the spot.™

“ Apologiso 1o a rotter, sir?” sail Manners, very distinetly,
“1 will be cut in pieces first.”

Mr. Railton’s brow grew like thunder.

“That is enough, Manners, more than enough,
cane you with the utmost severity,”

Nevertheless, you pro-

I shall
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'“So you are here then, Manners ? "' said Mr. Railton, entering the dark-room.
Manners stared. * Out of the

house at-all 7%
NI w00 1S

"You can do as vou like, sir; T can’t prevent you from
being unjust,” said Manners,

“ Manners, old man——" implored Tomm Merry.,

MSilence ! thundered  the Scheol 1llouse mnster.  Ile
picked up his cane.  ** Manners, hold out your hand!"

It was a painful scene that followed; painful to all hut
Mr. Rateliff, who smilad serencly. It was seldom thal Me.
ailton administered a severe punishment; but he let him-
solf go now.

Tom Merry and Monty Lov.ther, as they witnessed it, felt
ivk at heart; yet they could scarcely bLlame Mr. Railton.
Manners had hardly left him iny choice in the matter.

But their feeling towards Horace Rutclif were deep and
hitler,

Cut after cul eameo on Manners' palms, and he urtered no
sound.  Ouly his face grew whiter and whiter, and his eyes
burned.

Swish ! swish ! swish ! swish !

Mpr, Raiiton laid down the cane at laat,

“Go, Mauners.,” he said, quite gently,
this-~more sorry perhapa than sou can understand.
Lim away, Merry."”

Manners' oyes were gliviering ar Me, Rateliff; and he was
hotit Lo speak. Bul Tom and Lowlher grasped hiw by the
wins and fairly hustled him out of the study,

The door closed on the Terribie Throe.

Then Mr. Ruilton fixed a cold glanee on his fellow liouse-
rnaster.

1 have punished Manners zevercly,” he said. “T had no
noice in the maller; discipline most b maintained - —"

“I am sorry for
Take

‘"Have you been out of the
Of course not!' (See page 12.
e s

= S

house, sir |
ey

AR Sl

“I am very glad you seem aware of that very important
fact, Mr. Railton,” said the New ITouse master dryly.

“ 1 have not finished, sir. You exceeded your rights very
seriously in destroying Manners' camera. The films you had
a right to destroy—youn had r right 1o complain of his action.
But the destruction of proparty—especiatly property so highly
prized-—was a very unworthy act, Mr. Ratcliff—utterly -
worthy of a gentleman in your position.”

“8ir!" stammered Mr. Rateliff.

“I think, sir, that your own conscience will tell you the
same, on reflection,” said Mr. Railton coldly. * And I sin-
cerely hope that yon will replace the artivle you have so
wantonly destroyed.”

: New House master burst iite an angry laugh,

“That is likely ! he exclaimed. * You forget vonrself,
Mr. Railton. Iu iny opinion Lhat insolenl boy has been far
from adequately punished."” '

“Our opinions differ on that point, Mr, Ratcliff, as upon
many others,” said Mr. Railton dryly.,

Myr. Ratcliff crossed to the door. Ile left the study and
closed tho door after him with unnecessary force, and sialked
away down the corvidor.  IFrom somewhere in the distancn
came a yell:

" New House roller!™

Mr. Ratelift spun round, his fuce faming.  But there was
no one to boe seen; and the New [Touse master, gritting his
teeth, strads out inte the quadrangle, ad stalked nway to
his own honse,
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CHAPTER 4,
Trouble Ah:ad ! -
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TTAll wottah!?

[
l l Thus Arthur Augustus D'y,
There was a buzz of wlk in the Juuior Common-

room in the School louse 1hat evening, Aund there
was only one topic—Mr. Ralelif, and the sins of that un.
pleasant gentleman.

Lvery fellow in the School House agreed that Mr. Rutcliff
was not only a rotier, bul a rank roiter. DBut they agreed
also that Manners of the Shell was a champion ass 10 have
told him so. ITousemasters really couldu't be toll things
like that.

“Mannahs is a wathah weckless ass!” Arthur Avgusting
temarked. “But Watty is a wottal. There is no wistake
about that.”

**1lear, hear !” said Levison of the Fourth.

Cl".HB ought 1o be made to pay for the camera!” growled
ive. -

ﬂlllllil[lfl!iIIIIIIIIIHHH!IIlllllllIIIlll!lllllllll|i|lll|HFlIll|l!HIIIHIII]IIIIIIIlllll!i!l!lill.‘f
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* Yaas, wathah !”

“The Head might make him shell out, if Manners went
to Dr. Hohnes about it,” remarked Kangaroo of the Shell.

“Mannahs has put himseif in the w'ong,” said Arthur
Augustus sagely, *‘Ile should not have slanged Watly., Of

LTI

e

course, we all know that Watty is o wank wottali. Dul he js
# Housemastah; and wespect should be shown to his posish,
if not to Watty himself.”
LM You talk like a giddy picture-book, old bean,” said
Cardew of the Fourth admiringly. “Keep it up! You
haven't got to seventhly yet,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Weally, Cardew, you ass—"

the Shell

“Gussy's right, thoufh,” observed Talbot of
rhoughtfully. "“It would have been beiter if Manners had
kept his temper, and gone to the Head.”

“Yaas, wathah 1’

¥Poor old Manners was too wild,” said Tom Merry rue-
fully, *That dashed camera was the apple of his eve.”

**Where’s Manners now 7 asked Blake.

“Mending the blessed thing in the dark-room, I think.
He doesn’t want us to help,’ said Monty Lowther,

There was a fat chortle from Baggy Trimble.

*“I1e, he he ! I looked in on him,” he said. * Manners
was rubbing hiz paws, and tinkering with the camera, and
rubbing his paws, by turns. He, he, he!”

“Is that a laughing matter, you fat dumnmy?" growled
Tom Merry. *‘Shut up!”

“*He, he, he !”

*Kick him, somebody !

“ Yarcoooh ! came from Trimble, as {wo or three fellows
obliged at once, And Baggy’s fat chortle was heard no
1nore.

““Ratty ought to be made to
#on of the Fourth, *But—"
T fancy that would be a thirteenth job for jolly old
Hercules,” said Cardew. ““And he would find it & heftier
one than the other twelve.”

Tom Merry knitted his brows,

' He ought to be made to pay,” he said.
afford to buy a new camera. Ratly

*He doesn’t pari with much of it,”

" Yaas, wathah! It is vewy well known that Watly is a
mizah,” said Arthur Augustus, *'I have heard a New House
fellow descwibe secin® himi countin' ovah money ail his desk
i his study.”

“Quids, t00,” said Towther, “I1\e heard it from New
House chaps.  Ratry isn't satisfied with paper money, and he
keeps quids in his desk—all ready in case the Bank of England
goes bw’st, 1 suppose,™

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s a fact,” suid ‘Pom Merry, with a nod.
keeping that dark, bui, of conrse, such things can't really be
kept dark, A fellow had to take in lines, and he went into
the study and found Ratty counting quids, and Ratty caned
him like rhunder.® ’
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pay for the thing,” said Levi-

*“Manners can't
has plenty of money.”
remarked Grundy.

“Raliy was

- Just at present

*“ Tom Merry Must Be Vindicated!’ is the St. Jim'’s Cry.

I wegard him as an unpatwiotic wottuh!” said Arthur
Augustus loftily. **Even if DBwitish papah moncy went the
way of German papah inoney, a chap ought not to hoard up
gold, Sink or swim togelhag, you know.™”

“llear hear!" said Tomn Meiry, laughing. ‘" What price
Lurgling Ratty’s desk, as a warning to him to be patviotic”
we vould stand Manners @ new camera out of the giddy
;_.'u.'l_,!,na:ul Llow the rest on a big spread—uand a-k Ratty
10 it.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

There was & general chuckle in the Common-room al the
idea, Little did Tom Merry dream, at that moment, how his
careless words were to bo_brought back to his mind.

The talic died away as Manuers of the Shell camie into the
Common-room. It was close on bed-time naw. i

Taom looked at his chum rather anxiously, Iarry Manmers
face was pale and harassed,

*low’s the camera, old fellow "' asked Tom.

“Rotten!” was Manuers’ brief reply. .
“We're all sayin’ that it's a beastly shame. Mannahs,
said Arthur Augustes. *“We think Watty ought to be made

to pay for it.”

Manners laughed bitterly. .

“Catch him I he said. “Ie won't pay for it in
But he's jolly well going to pay for it another way.”

“Ilow’s “that, old man*” asked Tom, rather unxiouslv.
Ie did not like the cxpression on Manners™ face, or the luok
in his eses,

Mannei's set his lips. y i

“He's smashed my camera!™ he said savagely. " Even if
it can be repaived, Iean’t atiord it. I'm going o take 11
of Ratty's hide, somehow. 1've been tinkermg at the cainera
for hours nowzand there’s nothing doing. I'll make Rairy
sorry fov it ! .

“Go casy, old man,” said Talbot. “Trouble widi a House-
master may mean a flogging, or the sack.”

I don’t cave!” .

*“ Your pals care, old man.” said Tom Merry guictly.

“I won't drag you into it, or Lowther either.” .

“I dou’t mean that. We're with you in making Ratty sit
up,” said ‘Tom. * But—-—"

“Cave!” murmured Levison, as Kildare of the Sixth loomed

he doorway,
“Bed " said the prefect.

And the juniors moved off to their dormitories. Tom
Merry looked at Manners several times uncasily, as the Shell
went up. <

Maune:s, evidently, was not quite himself. The destruction
of his beloved camera had upset him decply, and the severe
caning in Mr. Railton's study had been the last straw.
Manners was in a statc of *nerves,” and he was showing a
vengeful bitterness that rather surprised his chums. In a day
or two, no doubt, Manners would ge quite himself again; but
| ho was in a mood that might cause serious
trouble, and made it needful for his friends to keep a friendly
eye upon him.

That something was working in his excited mind, Tom
knew, and he wanted to know what it was. In the dormitory
Eassagc he tapped Manners on the arm, and Manners gave

im a raiher surly look.

“What have you got in your head now, Manners?” Tom
asked, in a low voice.

* Nothing !

“ Manners, old chap—"

TR s

= WHO WILL COME OUT ON TOP,
MASTERS OR BOYS?

e T T T T

“ Better for you not to know !” grunted Manners,

“T'd rather {now.” .

* Well, that brute smashed my camera ! muttered Manners.
“If he can destroy my property, 1 can destroy his, I suppose?
How would he like some of his things smashed up?"”

" You awful ass!” exclaimed Tom in alarm, ~ “If you're
thinking of raiding Ratty’s quarters—"

* Tt would serve him right I

“Ie might,” said Tom. “ But you can't do it. You'd be
known at once to have done it, for ono thing; you'd he seen,
for: i

* Perhaps not.”

“Old fellow, den't be an ass!” said Tom, in great distress.
“Leave thinking over it till you're a bit caliner 4

“Oh, ror! There's his giddy desk, where he's jolly well
known to hoard up money,” said Manners sourly. “If a chap

money,
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shoved a clhopper into it, he would understand how a fellow
frels when his property is smashed up.”

“ Now, then, into the dorm!” called out Kildare from the
dormtory doorway. And the two Shell fellows follovied the
rest in.

Tom Merry turned in, in a very troubled mood.

Alunners avoided catching his eyes, and it was inpossible
to speak on the subject again without many ears hearing.
Manners' face was dark and sulky—quite a new cxpression
for the usually ealm, philosophic Shell fellow, Manners had
let the sun go down ou his wrath. Tom Merry knew that it
would pass. Manners was not the fellow to grow hilter, even
over a real injury. Bat just at present he was groatly dis-
rressed and uneasy.  Until this black and bitter mood had
passed, there wus ne telling what Manuners might do. For
Mr. Rateliff, Tom had little concern; but the possibility that
Lis chiun wight do some action that would lead 1o lis expul-
ston from the school, was utterly dismaying.

It was a long time before Tom Meorry slept 1h
when he slept, his sleep was troubled and uneasy.

uight, and

A CHAPTER 5. [Bil it
Vi-ids By olTn the Dead of Night et 2t "brme

Ly OM MERRY awoke.

F e was sure that he had heard some ~ound, thai hLiad

roused him from an uneasy slumber,

IIe had not been erjoying his usnal healthy and
~<ound sleep.  Tlis worry about Manners prevented 1 And
new, when he awoke, his thoughts turned at gnee to chum.,

e sat up in bed.

Round him the Shell fellows were sleeping peacefully ; there
was a  sound of
regular breathing in
the silence of the
vight. Outside, the
winter wind wailed
softly round the old
roofs of the School
fIouse.  From the
high windows came
a faint glimmer of
starlight  and  of
drifting  snowflakes,
The snow was still
falling lightly, aud
the sills were thick
with white.

A ray of starlight
fell  on  Manners
bed, next to Tom's.
Tom Merry lucked,
and started. He
-ould not see clearly
in the dimness, but
he had an impres-
sion  thut the bed
was empty.

His heart Dheat
barder., 5 .

Manners' words came back clearly enough into his mind.
Where was Manners, if he was not in bed. at that hour?
What wild, vengeful scheme Lad taken him from the
Jdormitery 7

Toin slipped out of the sheets, and bent over Mauuers’ hed.
it was empty, and cold to the touch. Manners was gone.

From the wintry night came a chime. It was midnight !

Tom Merry stood for some moments, shivering in ihe cold
o his pyjamas,  Where was Manners?

Slowly, silently, the captain of the Shell dresse:dl himself.
Wherever Manners was, whatever he was doing, he hud to be
‘ound and brought back. Even leaving the dormitory at that
sour of the night was a serious matter. And if he had left it
with some wild scheme of vengeance agninst Mr, Hateliff in
s mind =

It would be uiterly unlike Manners, as his fricids knew
o Bt enly too well Tom knew that Mann was not
wself that night; that he was likely, in his bitter ent-
ut, to he gudty of some reckless act that he would be
-arry for when it was too late.,

It did pot take Tom Merry long lo dress and to sort out
4 padr of robber shoes from his box.  Then he stepped
1etly 1o the dver, opened if, and passed into the passage.

e stood in the darkness there, listening, Ouly tle faint
oan of the winter wind cime to his ears,

Where was Manners ¥

o was some scheme of vengeance tpon dMr, Bat il that

Get it Early! 9

had drawn him forth at that late hour, he was at the New
[louse by this time —long before this, probably,

Tom Merry trod away softly, silent in his rubber shoes, to
the box.room at the end of the dormitory passage. If
Manne:s had left the School House, it was doubtless by that
way that he had gone—the box-room window had been used
before for secret egress trom the House.

Tom groped across the box-room, and felt over the window.
It was tastened on the inside.

He felt relief for a moment,
that way, at all events.

1lut his relief was only momentary. There were half a
do en other ways by which Manners might have left the
House. For some minutes Tom stood thinking it out, and
then he quietly unfastened the window, opened the lower sash,
and stepped out on the leads. A few whirling flakes were sill
caing down, but the snow had alinost ceased. Ile trod deep
i a velvety carpet of snow on the leads.

A minute later he had dropped to the ground, and was
making his way round the building. In the hope of finding
some trace of %Y:is chum, he looked for tracks in the snow;
but in the dim, faint starlight he could discern nothing. Be-
sides. it was somo time, he knew, since Manners had left the
dovimitory, and therc had been a sufficient fall of snow since
then to cover any footmarks,

There was nothing for it Lut to cross over to the New
IHouse and ascertain whether his chum was there,  There
could be little difficulty in ascertaining that, for Manners
could scareely bave entered the New Iowse without leaving
SOINe S, {ndced‘ it was more probable that he could not
enter it at all, and that T'om would find him outside, angry
and defeated. And yet, in Manners' bitter mood, therc was
no guessing what steps he might have taken, Tom Merry's
face was shadowed
with anxiety as he
trod through the
snow towards tihe
New Ilouse. .

He gave a sudden
start as he caught
«ight of traces in the
snow close by the
Honse steps.

_He stopped aud
stared at them, his
heart beating. Boots

Manners had not gone out

had trodden deep
there — the  marks
were unmistakable,
The lightly-falling
flakes drifted over
the indentation-,

but  without

hiding them.
*The awful ass!"

muttered Ton

quite

There was 1o
further doubt in his
mind. nly one
thought came lo

him now—to find Manners, and save him from his own rech-

Jess folly. He burried on closer to the House, and stood under
the window of Mr. Ratcliff’s study, which faced the
quadrangle.

Under that window the snow had been bhanked by the wind.
and the bank of white was deeply trodden and trampled.  On
the window-sill the suow had lodged thickly : und it had been
dizple The sill was a high one, on a level with Totu
Me head; and be could see, sven m the dimness, where
a hnoe had rested in the snow.  And the window was open.

Tom's heart thumped painfully,

So Manners was inside! .

Towr began to think he had been a fo.] nol to have remained
as long as possible thut night.  tie had heard Manners'

reats—he had allowed them io pass unheeded | Now, quite
evidently, Manners was eairying out his threats,

How Manners had succeeded in opening the study window
from oulside was a mystery. 11 was not likely that the
careful and methodical s Rateliff had Iefe it unfastened.
Brit open it was—the lov sush pushed right up—and Ton,
as he stood awd listened, heard & sound in the roomn within,

I'om Merry suppressed a groan.

Such an entrance into Mr. Rulelill's study, where all the
fellows kpew there was a desk with wmoney in il, was an
nel of almost incrodible recklessness and folly,  Manvers had
spoken of dumaging the desk, as a retaliation for the damng:-
to bis camera. I he was found—if he was suspected —Ma,
Ratclift, at least, would have no doubt that ha had con.
there for the money, Manners would adjudged, nol a
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headstrong fellow acting under the influence of resentment,
but a thief!

** Manners !"*

Tom Merry whispered the word at the open window., To
get his chum away was his only thought.

His whisper reached ears within; and there was a sudden
sound of a movement, and then silence.

*“Manners, old man! You're mad to do this!' breathed
Tom hoarsely. * Come out, old fellow! Come out at once!”

There was no answer, Deathly stillness reigned.

“Manners! You know my voice—it's Tom’s. Come out
at_once!”

Dead silence,

om Merry waited. But he waited in vain. There was
no movement, no sound from the black interior of the room.

‘Tom cauwght at the snowy window-sill, and drew himself
up. His knee rested where a knee had rested before, and he
stared inio the room.

“I know you're there!” he whispered. “Are you mad,
old fellow? Come back with me, for heaven's sake!”

Stillness and silence,

Tom set his teeth, and dropped into the reom. By force,
if need were, his chum should go; matters were bhad enough
already, without leaving Manners to make them worse,

Tom stood and looked about him, striving o penetrate the
blackness that surrounded him, He caught a sound of
breathing,

“Manners! Why don’t you anewer! I'm not going back
without you! Why don’t you speak, you awful ass?”’

There was a quick breath, a movement. Then a ofink of
metal rang on the floor, as if a coin had been dropped. Tom
Merry sprang in the direction of the sound.

A _pgrasp closed on him,

“Manners—-""

o choked.

Sudden knowledge flashed on his amazed brain, That iron
grasp was not the grasp of Manners of the Shell! It was a
m?:n s ﬁ?p that had fastened on him, bearing him backwards.

Tas.

Tom Merry went spinning in the darkness. He crashed
against some article of furniture, and rolled dazed on ihe
carpet. A shadow flitted at the open window, and vanizhed.
‘The snow without deadened the footfalls of one who lea
from the window and ran. Tom Merry sat up with spinning
brain. The room still echeed with the crash of & chair he
had knocked over in his fall.

“Good heavens!” gasped Tom Merry. “Good heavens!"

The truth was clear in his dizzy brain now. Tt was not
Manners—his chum was not therel It was a burglar whom
he had surprised, in the very act of burglary, and that
momentary flitting shadow at the window showed that the
man was gone, perhaps with his plunder.

Tom Merry staggered to his feet.

Somewhere in the House he heard a door open—a startling
yoice calling. The crash in the study had rung through the
New House; more than ore had been awakened

“Good heavena!” breathed Tom.

Light glimmered under the study door. The electric light
on the staircase had been switche(]ynn. Two or three voices
shouted—footsteps echoed in the House.

Tom Merry ran to the window.

Where was Manners? Was he in the New House at ull?
That was doubtful now; at all events, Tom could not help
him by being discovered there. There was no need to give
the alarm; that was given already. In a way, what had
happened was all to the good; for certainly Tom Merry's
unexpected visit had interrupted the thief, and the man had
fled, with his robbery unfinished—perhaps not begun. Tom
Moerry dropped from "the window and ran into the darkness ;
and a minute later the door of the room he had left was
thrown open, and light blazed into the room.

S B CHAPTER AT
PPl A Night Alarm 1 nfoolt
TOI\I MERRY halted, panting, in the darkness of the

yuad.
Lights were Mashing from a daren windows of the
New House now, though the other House was still
dark and silent.

Tom stared back. o

The window of Mr. Ratclifi’s study blazed with light. A
tall, thin form showed up. a black sithonoute, st the lizhted
window, and Tom knew that it was the New House masior.

Tom Merry breathed hard.

Where was Manners? Was he in the New House? If he
were found there now, what would ho thought—with all the
signs of a robbery to be scen in Mr. Rateliff'a study?

At least, Tor's evidence would save him from a charge of
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crime. Tom, at least, could prove thal there had licen an
intruder from outside. 1llc had not sgeen the man—only a
flitting shadow at the window as the midnight thief fled;
but tEM. was enough, If Mr. Ratcliff, in his bitterness,
entertained such a suspicion of Manoers., it could be dis
proved. That was something, and it made Tom thankful
that he had sought for hix chum.

Bul where was Manners? 1f he was in the New House, he
was certain to be found now. But was he?

“He went this way !”

Tom heard the voice of Monteith of the Sixth
Ratcliffi’s study windaow,
the whirling snowflakex,
more heavily than before.

Tom Merry backed away farther into the darkness,

It was certain that now the alarm was given there would
be a search for the burglar, anrd Tom did not want to be
caught out of his House. For one thing, he would be ques-
tioned as to why he was out of dormitory bounds, and he
did not want to mention bix chum. 1le heard the big door
of the New House open, and lights flashed out into the
shadowy quadrangle. Ton Merry cut away to the School
House: and he was glad that the snow was falling thickly
now, covering his tracks as he ran.

He could not heip his chum Ly lingering ; yet he was loth
to go without having seen Manners. If Manners was not
in or near the New House. where could he be?

A light gleamed in Mr. Railton's window in the Schenl
Touse. The alarm was spreading now.

There was no further time to be lost, if Tom was lo get
back to his dormiory undiscovered.

He hurried round the building, clambered on the Jeads,
and in at the box-room window. He closed and fastened the
window carefully, and slipped off his rubber shoes, and
dropped them into an empty box.

Then he tiptoed back to the dormitory,

Voices sounded below as he went: the slarm in ithe New
House had extended to the School House, and voices called,
and lights flashed on. Tom Merry heard the deep tones of
Mr. Railton as he reached his dormitory door. lle slipped
into the dormitory,

Three or four fellows in the Shell were awake now. Tom
Merry heard Lowther's voice as he stepped in,

“ What on earth’s the row "

“Can’t be a fire, surely I eaid Tulbot.

“There’s something up.”

*“Burglars I said Racke.

“Thare's somebody coming in!" shouted Crocke. *I
heard the door epen. Laok cut, you fellows "

“Get a light, somebody.™

“It's all right!” exclaimed Tom Merry hastily. “Only

’

i at Mr.
The prefect was staring out into
The enow was coming on again,

little me.!

“You, Tom!"” exclaimed T.owtler.

“Yes; don’t make a row.”

“You've been out of hounds,
Crooke.

“Only out of the House."

“Whbat on carth for?"” asked (iore.

Tom Merry did not answer that question. ITe crossed over
to Manners' bed. He had a [aint hope that Manners might
have returned during his absenea; an utforly unaccountable
ahsenea if Manners had not Leen to the New House.

“What’s the row grine on?” ralled out Kangaroo.,
“There's an alarm of some sort, Tom.”

“Bomething in the New Ilouse,” sail Torn.
right."

“But what is it ¥ demanded Crooke.

“Yau've been raiding Firgins & Co. on your lonely own 1"
asked Gore,

*No, no!"”

“Then what's on?"

Tom Merry did not answer. He was staring at Manners®
bed. Tt was still empty, Where was Mannors ?

There was a scrateh of a mateh, and Racke lighted &
candle-end. The light glimmered in the long, lofty room.

Half a dozen fellows were nut of hed now, and Kangaroo
went to the door and opened it, and looked out and listencd.

*“I can hear Railton,” he said. **He's calling the prefects,
I say, they’re going out info the quad! What the thump
can 1t be? Tt's not fire.”

*“ Where's Manners 17 called out Gore suddenly.

“Manners! He's here, of course,” waid Monty Lowiher.

“He jolly well isn’t.”

Tom Merry’s heart sank. Wherever Manners was, what-
socver his mysterious reason for leaving the dormitory in
the middle of the night. his abrence was mnot likely in
remaiu a seeret now  Three o four candles were glimmer-
ing, and all the Shell fellows staged at Manners' empty bed.
“Was he out with you, Tom 7 asked Lowther.

“No.”
“Where the thump has he gone, theni”

Tom Merry 1" exclaimed

“TIt’s all
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““Goodness knows !

“Here comes Linton!" said Kangaroo at the doorway.
Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, came hurrying up in
his dressing-gown, awitching on the electric light in the corri-
dor as he came. He looked into the excited dormitory.

“You mneed not be alarmed, 1y boys,” he callod in,
“There Las been a burglary in the” New House; but there
i« nothing to be alarined about. Calm yoursclves.”

A burglary "' repeated a dozeu voices,

“‘Great Scott !”

“Yes; Mr, Rateliff's study has been broken inio, and I
fear thut some money has been taken. Litle is known, so
far; but the burglar is cectainly gone, and there is no cause
for alarm.”

3 ¥ hat " murmured Lowther.

boy ia to remain in his dormitsry,” said Mr.
Linton sharply. “Go back to bed at once., 1s anyone out of
this dormitory 7"

No answer.

Mr. Linton stepped inside, and switched en the light.
He glanced up and down tha long room.

“Where is Manners ' he asked.

The question was not answered, Nobody could answer it.
Mr. Linton's eyes fell on Loy Merry, with a troubled look,

“Merry, you have bLeen out of the House!™

Tom breathed bard.  The trouble of that unforiunate
right was evidently not ended vet,

Mr. Linten came ncarer to the junior. scanning him with
sharp und angry cyes.

“You are fully dressed; there is snow on your jackei!™

A e e S BN o S S e e s A O

With dragging steps, and his head bent low, Tom Merry left the Head’s study Monty Lowther caught him
by the arm. “Tom ! Why are you looking like that T '' he asked. (See page 1K)

ML

he exclaimed. “You bave been out of House bounds, at
this hour, Merry!”

It was impossible to deny it, even if Tom Merry had
thought of denying the truth, which certainly e did nor.

“Yes, sir,” he said reluctantly,

“For what reason, Merry? Answer me at once!”

Tom Merry glanced at Manners' empty Led. The absenca
of his chumn was known now; there could be no harm in
giving his rcason for leaving the dormitory.

“1—I woke up, sir ¥

“Weil 7 snapped Mr. Linton.

“I missed Manners, sir, and—and went 1o look for him,”
said Tom., *That's all, sir.”

*You missed Manners from his bed, and went out of the
House 1o look for him at midnight ! exclaimed Mr. Linton,
“You had reason to suppose that Manners wax breaking
bounds at such an hour?”

wl &y

“1id you find Manners?”

“No, sir”

“Do rou know where he is?”

“No, sir”

“This is extraordinary '™ exelaimed Mr, Linton. 1 ian-f
ascertain at_once where Manners is.  Certainly Le is nin a
Loy whom I should suspect of breskimg bounds al nigeht
bat his absenco is most extraordinary., Does any boy pre-cen
know where Manners is 77

There was no anzw
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“You will all remain here,” said Mr. Linten. “T forbid
any boy to leave the dormitory ! X
e hurried out, leaving the electric light burning. Ile

left the Shell dormitery in an excited buzz behind him.

SP03 °3 CHAPTER 7, E}ﬁ‘c"-ﬁ?’
% Fouad at Leost! Fgé}g_i}

& EMARKABLE!™
W That observation was made hy
Augustus D’ Arcy.

The light was on in the Fourth Form dormi-
tory, as in every other occupied room at 8t. Jim's now. The
Fourth were all wide awake and excited. Mr. Lathom,
their Form master, had locked in to command them not ta
Icave the dormitory, and the juniors knew that there had
been a burglary in the New House, and that was all.

“1 should not like to speak diswespectfully of my Form
mastah,” Arthur Augustus continued, sorting out his cele-
brated eyeglass and adjusting it in his noble eye. “Rut I
rmust wemark that I oonsidah his conduct wemarkable. If
there has been a burglawy, suahly it would be a weally good
{dnal} }11'01; us to turn out and lock for the mewwy old
burglah,”

“Topping I” yawned Blake. “Bed for me, though!
Hunting burglars in the snow isn't good enough—"

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Hallo! Here’s old Linton !" murmured Baggy Trimble.

The master of the Shell looked in. His keen eyes scanned
the crowd of excited Fourth-Formers.

“‘Is Manners of the Shell here?" he acked.

“Bai Jove! Mannahs is certainly not heah, sir,”

“Does any boy know where Manners is?"

% No, sir.”

v. Linton turned away, with a troubled and anxions
brow. Manners’' absence was inexplicable, and it was his
Form master’s duty to find him without delay. The muaster
of the Shell hurried downstairs, and met Mr. Railton coming
into the Behool House.

Mr. Railton was looking very grave.

*“We must let the boys ﬁnow there is no cause for alarm,
Mr. Linton,” he said. “I am afraid there is a great deal of
cxciternent. It is a very extraordinary occurrence.”

“The man has not been seen?” asked Mr. Linton.

““No; and Mr. Ratclifi’s statement is really amazing. It
seems that the alarm was given by a loud noise in his study ;
ond a chair was found overturned, and a screen knocked
over. The burglar must have fled immediately after thus
inadvertently giving the alarm; but he had already broken
open Mr. Ratcliffi's desk and stolen a sum of money,"”

“Surely Mr. Ratcliff did not keep a large sum of money
in a desk,” said Mr. Linton. “It would have been safer in
the bank.”

Mr. Railton coughed.

“It scems, from what Mr. Ratcliff says, that a part of
the money was in gold,” he said. *“Mr. Ratcliff, for reasons
best known to himself, was keeping & sum in gold in Ins
own possession. The money is gone, excepting a few sover-
eigns found scattered about the room, apparently dropped
by the burgtar in his hurry.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Linton.

“But that is not all,” said the Housemaster. “The pre-
fects of the New House searched the quadrangle at once for
the escaping thief, and one of them—Baker—makes the state-
ment that he caught sizht of a boy running. It is amazing.
I cannot believe that a burglary ean have been commitied
by a boy—yet Baker is positive in his statement. He states
that the figure he saw was running towards the School
House.”

Mr. Linton became quite pale.

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed.

“What—""

“ Manners is missing from the Shell dormitory, sir!” said
Mr. Linton. “I am even now searching for him.”

My, Raillon started,

“1 have found that Merry has been out of the House, and
has obviously only just returned,” said the master of the
Shell. * He stated that he missed Manners, and went out to
look for him.™

The Housemaster pursed his lips,

*“This must be looked intc,” he said briefly. “In Lhe first
place, Manners must be found, I will speak to the prefects.
lI]i' h? is in the House, it should not take long to discover

m. "

No_iime was lost.

Arthur

Kildare and the rest of the prefects,

coming in from the quad afler the search for the eecaped
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 776.

eracksman, set to work at once {o search the House for
Mauners. It scemed improbable enough that the missing
Jjunior was in the House, yet it was inexplicable that he
should be out of his House at such an hour of the night, and
in & snowstorm. The studies and the Form-room were locked
into, and it was almost by chance that Manners was dis-
covered at last. Darrell of the Sixth was passing the door
of the dark-room downstairs, when he heard a sound within.

Darrell stopped at once, and tried the door of the dark-
room,

It opened to his hand.

The light was burning there—not the red light for devclop-
ing, but a clear white lizht. Manners of the Shell was
standing at a bench, with his famous camera, taken to picces,
befare %\i

Darrell stared at him.

" Manners " he exclaimed.

The Shell fellow started, and looked round. e had been
so intent on his task that he had not even noted the upening
of the door.

“Oh!" he ejaculated.

" You young ass!” exclaimed Darrell, half-laughingz. The
explanation of Harry Manners' mysterious absence was
aimost ludicrously simple.

Darrell looked round. and called along the passage.

““Manners i« here, Mr, Railton!”

““Here! \Where?”

“In tho dark-ronm, sir.,”

““ Bless iny soul 1"

Mr. Railton hurried along the passage. Manners coloured
as his Housemaster’s eyes ﬁxod on him sternly.

““YWhat are you doing here, Manners?”

‘*Mending my camera, sir."

“ Mending your camera!l”
master blankly,

“Yes, sir,” said Manners, with a touch of defiance. 1
suppose you haven't forgotten that Mr. Ratcliff smashed my
cameru to-day? I couldn’t get to sleep, so I came down to
have another go at it. No harm done, that I know of.”

“You utterly foolish boy!"” exclaimed Mr. Railton.
“Have you been in this room ever since you left the
dermitory '

“Yas

“You have not been out of the House 7"

Manners stared.

“Out_of the Houee? Of course not !"”

The Housemaster scanned him. Manners was dressed, save
for his collar and tie; but he had only felt stippers on his
feet, and there was no trace of snow or wet on him. It was
pretiy clear that he had not been out of the House; and his
well-known ooncern for his beloved camera was quitn n
rufficient explanation of his conduct. Probably Mr. Railton
would have dismissed him with a hundred lines, and smiled
when he was gone, on any other occasion. But the present
occasion was too serious for that.

“You are unaware, then, Manners, that you were missed
from your dermitory 7"

J“Eh? Was I missed?” said Manners.
I never thought about it, anyhow.”

“You have heard nothing of the commotion in the House
during the past quarter of an hour?"

“I—I don’t understand. Has anything Bappencd 7" asked
Manners blankly.

“There has been & burglary in My Ratcliffi's House,” said
Mr. hai}t?n sternly, “'l‘fc whole school has been alarmed.”
ow 11

repeated the School House

“I don’t see how.

!"You heard nothing, Manners?”

‘“Well, I was busy, sir,” said Manners. ‘‘Besides. the door
was shut. and you don’t hear much in this room. It doesa’t
matter, I suppose?”

“T shall doal with you to-morrow, Manners, for having left
your dormitory at nicht for this ridiculous purpose.”

“Tt wasn't my fault that Mr. Ratcliff smashed my camera,
sir,” said the Shell fellow sulkily. "1 didn't ask him to.”

“That will do, Manners. Go back to bed at once.”

“Very well, sir.”

. Manners turned ont the light in the dark-room, and
departed. He knew that he was booked for lines, if not for
n_caning; bnt he was looking satisfied. He had satisfied
himself at last that his beloved camera was susceptible to
repair—it was a question of replacing some parts with new
parts; and with a couple of pounds and a considerable amount.
of industry, Manners hoped to turn out his camera as good
as new, So he was feeling much more at peace with himself
and with the world enemlli as he returned to the Shell
dormitory. The rhidg thonght in his mind, in fact, was,
whether it would be feasible to extract the necessary couplo
of pounds fromm Mr. Ratcliff.

1 Il\l'fr. Railton, with a grave face, rejoined Mr. Linton in the
all,
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“It s faidy clear that Manners has not been out of the
Mouse,” he said. “DBut he was assurcdly absent from® his
dormitory, and that bears ont Men statement that he
wnissed him and went to look for him.”

Mr. Limton nodded slowly.

“I fail to see why Merry should have supposed him to be
out of the House,” he said. It is a very odd coincidence, at
cast, that Merry went out of ITouse bounds to inok for
Marnmners, at the very time—-"

He pa

*The police will be called in.” said Mr. Railton. I hope
they may dizcover that the robbery in the New Ilouse was
the work of ~ome professional burglar. I hope 1thew may find
the nan.  Mr, Ratcliff has already telephoned to lispectm
Kkeat.™

The two masters exchanged a glance.

“IL i gnite impossible that Merry——""
paozed again,

“Quite ! said Mr. Linton.

 After ull, his statement is reasonabie enough, as Manners
vas missing s and there i= no reason to suppose that he went
e ueur the New llouse, while e was out of his own

Ay, Railton

any
[onse,
‘f None. ™
“It i~ odd that,

SR CHAPIER 8, Sty
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OM MERRY was i a slightly uneasy mood when he
cume down on the following morning.
Il was rclieved in his mind about Manners, though
somewhat exasperated, tca, with his chum. After all
the anxiety 3anuners had cansed him, it turned out that he
lad only been in the dark-room vepairing his damaged
camera—a waturil enough proceeding from Manners’ point
of view, ard an act approaching idioey from the point of
view of every other fellow in the Shelll 8till, it was some-
thing to know that Manners bad not baen “playing the
gout 7 and getting himself into sevious trouble. Tom’s mind
was relieved on that <ubject, al Jeast.

Indeed, new that Manners had come to the conclusion ihal
his precions ca was not heyond possible repair, and now
that the eftect of iheean had worn off, he was feeling
much less bittm and look more his old guict and philo.
rophical self.

To wias forturate. perhaps, that

the camery had claimed
Manners’ attention
during the slecpless

from what T saw in
Me. Ratelifi's study,
it appears {hat the
bircaking of the desk
wias the work of an
Htens hand. ™
said My, Railion.
“The lock was not
picked—the lid was
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hours; otherwise.
certainly  he  hail
been in the 1noad
for a vash and reck-
less act. On thae
score Tom’s anxiely
was now at an end.

But  his anxicty
for  Manners  was
veplaced by a deep

Kl

widged  epen with
some  instament,
such as a chisel.”
He paused. with a
tronbled look.
CAre you  aware,
Mer. l.inton.
whether it was
known among the
boys that Mr. Rat-
<liff had a ~um of
money ian his
desk "

“I do not know,
but it will be easy
1o asceitain by in-
quiry.”

unueasiness for him-
self.

ITe had been out
of House bounds at
night — a  serious
matter, much mores
serions  than Man-
ners’  conduct  in
going down to the
dark-room to tinker
with  his  camera.
There was only hix
word that he hal
gone out to look
for  hisx  missing
chum—and  without
Letraying Manners'

“Quite  s0.  To- angry threatls
morrow——" against  the New

The two masters Howse master, his
returned  to  their explanation sounded
rooms, both trou- very  nadequate.
bled in l’heir minds. Trae, Tom’s word
Meanwhile, the was  as  good as
juniors had turned gold. In ordinary
i again, though civcumstances his
excited  discussiou Ilousemaster would
was still going: on Lave accepted it
in _all the dormi- without question.
tories, But it unfortunately

In the Shell dor- happencd that the

mitory, Mannera
was greeted by a
hurricane of inquiry as he came in, and weunt coolly to bed.
Tom Merry eyed him anxiously.

“Whero have you been, Mauners?" he asked.

“In the dark-room.”

“What !” yelled Tom,

“ Mending my camera.’

* You—you ass! You've been caught ]

“Darrell spotted me there. It doesn’t matter. It only
weans lines,” said Manners. I fancy I shall be able to get
the thing to rights after all.”

“You howling chump !"” said Lowther, in measured {ones.
“ And Tom's been out of House bounds, looking for you.”

“What rot!” said Manners. “If you miseed moe. Tom,
vou might have guessed that I should be looking aficr iy
vamera.”’

“How should It" said Tom warmly. “T thought-—"

He broke off. All the Shell were in hearing, and he did
not want to state his dark and uneasy suspicions to the whoele
torm.

“You thought what?" asked Manners.

“Oh, nothing! Let's turn in!” said Tom gruffily.

And the Shell went back to bed, though it was a long time
before they slept.

circumsiances
not ordinary,

1f Tom was questioned—as was certain to occur—he could
not deny that he had entered Mr. Ralclifl’s study in the New
Hounse. = Unless he told that he had suspected Manners of
going there with revengeful intent, e would certainly be
supposed to have gone there to play some trick himself on
the New House master. And Mr. Ratwliff was certain Lo
show the greatest bitierness when he heard of that, and (o
appeal to the Ilead for un exemplary pmnishment. The fact
that Tom’s arrival had interrupted the thief might tell in his
fuvour; but as tlic thief had apparently escaped with his
plunder, that could not weigh very much] '

So the captain of the Shell came down with a theughtiul
brow that morning. with a feeling thut he was destined to
“ go through iL” in'fore very long.

At breakfast he noticed that A Lintun looked at him
long and hard., and averted his eyes soddenly us Tein mel
them. ‘There was an expression on the Shell master's faca
that Tom could neot quite fathom, bul he guessed that it
baded trouble, :

Tom’s uneasiness inteucified ; he hardly knew why, Trouble
was in the air, and he conld foel it ¥ie noticed, too, that

were

(Continued va pugr 15.)
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This being our Chriztmas Number, I take

this opportunity to held ocut the hand
imaginary, and wish you all a merry
Christmas and a bumper time on your

holiduys?

Already the festive season has hrought me
a fine erop of Christmas-cards from chums
in all quarters. Even some of my crities
have caupht the goodwill spirit, and sent
alonz a greeting. It would be tco great a
task for me to semd cards to all my chums,
«a T must ask you to take the wili for
the deed. The spirit is willing, but—ahem!
-~the funds are weak!

You and I have grown out of the ehild-
hood belief in Santa Claus, amd miost of us
haven't hung up a stocking for many a
festive season (even if we had stockings to
hang wup; socks don’t hold much, anyway).
Tt that Father Christmas really lives in
ike spirit, nowe wiil deny. It's the spirit
ithat prompts us to good-fellowship and the
larzetting of quarrels, to the giving of
presents and curds as tokens of it, to the
2ay decorations, the holding of par{les, and
the merry round of eating, drinking, and
langhter-making, May you all have thes:
in full measure —and feel no had after-effecta!

so I 7 c¢n high the foaming gluger-poyp.,
and again here's to a happy Curistmas te
you all}

Well, it locks as thourh we've got a
Ligh old time before us this Christmas.
Not the happy guests of Lord Fastwood as
of old N, no; "Ratty.” Rateliffr has put
the damper on all that for us. He®always
has caused trouble, and I suppose lie
always wiill—it's the nature of the beast
But you cun take it from me he's making
a rod for his own back this time. Fancy
getting on the “high horse” simply because
Manpers snapped him doing the Highland
fling on a slide! He even went the whole

hog  and sninshed up Maoners' precious
camera _for him, inatead of accepting the
roll of fitms to destroy if he willed it. gh!

I'd make a doormat of hiin if only I could!
He'll rue the day, though, you can bet
your sweei life on that score.” He's start-
tag a ball volling that will take more than
a goalkeeper to stop. Can you wonder ot
anyona being up in arms at such a tyraut
as this?
Now he's even got suspicions that I've
stolen the rotten gold he's been hoarding
up. He can’'t even stop to think. Blames
the very first one that crosses his path.
Of course, Mannerz ia to blame for the
jclly old rumpus from the very beginning.
1§ he hado’t let his tongue run lonse all
this bother wouldn't have come ubout. But
it’s mo good crying over spilt milk now.
The job’s done, and now comes the rub.
But who will feel it? You just wait;
there's some stirring times ahead.

The ery is now:

“Up, Guards, and ab ‘em!™

TOM MERRY.

Tuw fiew Tor LNy, e

Yule-tide over the festive season if you
take things easy.

& * »
Mince-pies,

usually
looking!

chunks of pudding, etc., are
taken  easy—if  there's nobody

» M »
At the Rylcombe Christmas Dall Fatty

Wynn had refuse several dances. No
doubt because he was already full up!

» @ -

Gussy has heen caught ceverul times kissing
the school maids under the mistletoe.
Funny, but every miss’ll toe the Jine for
our old Gussy!

B 2 *

BAGGY'S LAMENT
{after having gorged himself with Christmas.
pudding).
Sh, Pudding, delightful deliricm!
Hy jaws champed you—I ploried to wearium!
must say “Au revoir,”
Aa I writhe on the floor,
With puins Jabbing through my. interium?

* " »

The supgestion to run a echool pantomime
for the faps. has heen ubandoned, owing io
the likclihood of there being euch a severé
crush of seniors.

L3 ] @

Rackes Christmas motto: “Drawing-room
games—nap-oo!”

“ 0 “

Motto of Tigging® Christmas Glee Quar-
tette: “Everything comes to those who
wait."”

4 * .

Everything handy in Study No. 10 did come
to Figay's Quartette when they sang carols

outside - the window. Figgy, indeed, get
the “coaled shoulder ™!
. * »

The Ghost of St. Jim's walks abroad at
this time of the year, and it has alread:
Leen seen by many.. Thet it was Taggles.
wialking in his nightshirt whilst under tiu
influence of the “spirit " of Clristirag, iz i
nossible explanation.

- » »
If George Grundy's face was his fortume,

he wouldn't he worth the snuff of a Christ-
mas candle.

TR

(Modern Version)
BY ROBERT ARTHUR DIGBY.

Good King Wenceslas looked out,
The frost was really cruel;

He'd got another turn of gout,
And had to live on gruel,

Suddenly hijs hands clenched tight,
He gave a joyful chortle:

A chestput seller hove in sight,
And stopped outside the portal.

He called his page: “Now get me, Htcve,
Baked chestnuts from you harrow;

Kpow'st thou this Christmas Eve
‘m frozen to the marrow!”

The page thought “Weney's off Lis dnt,
He's erazy as a hatte

But the chestnuts for his maoster got,
And brought them on a platter.

King Wenceslas, he wolfed three
Till he could get no maore in,

Then laid him down upon the floor,
And soon was loudly snoring.

He dreamed a dream’ of awful strile,
A nightimare quitc nerve-racking!

Tire red-hot. chestnuts came to lifc,
And at him came attacking!

score,

He rolled ahout in terror’s throes,
Tutil he reached the fender;

Against the bars he jabhed his nose —
His yell it was a render!

He rore. flames lapping at his heard,
And dashed out for 2 cooler;

Came back, his gout had dizsappeared —
Now he's a happy ruler!

R T T T L

A Few Riddles for You.
By CURLY GIBSON.

L T N T R L

Q: Why did the lobster turn red?

A: Because it saw the salad dressing.

Q: Why is a goat nearly?

A: Becausze it Iz all but(t),

Q: What two countries arc spart all the
year, but come together at (hristmas?
Turkey and QGreece (grease).

Q: Why is the nose iy the middle of the
face?

A: Because it's the scenter (centre).

Q: Which tree is always nearest the sea?

A: The beech.

Q: What three letters of the alphabet
aTa most necessary in husiness?

Y Z (A wise head).

Q: What can pass through a thick foress
vithout fear of touching a twig?

A: An echo,

Q: What is tho difference between Mr.
Rallton nnd an engine-driver?

A: Mr. Railton traina the mind, whilst
the eongine-driver minds the train.
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—The Spot Again, in Next Week’s Special Detective Story!
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T was Xmas Eve at Tidderminster, and
old Stmon Grubzald sat in his kottidge
kounting cut his gold,
Sno was fulling outside, and stranes
of mewsic wofted jn throo the kricked win-
low. The lokal karol singers were singing
there sweet refranes;

“Go away!” croked eld Grobzokl, as the
munney kollecktor nocked at  the dare.
“You'll ware the nocker out! Happy Kriss-
mass, indeed! 1 hav no munney!” .

Ti.» karol singera departed, anl  Simon
shuvved his gold wp  the chimney, and
iiohbiled up to bed. e didn't notiss the face
st Lhe window!

The wind wi san fell as Grub-
pold, fully dres tay is bed, lulled to
sleep by the noeking of his ovn nees and the
hreeking of the bed.

The kathedral Kklock ¢himed
Grubgold awoke as sumthing
klammy pulled his nose and wiskers,
elad fgpar stood by hia side!

" Hoo—hoo are y-y-you?" he stuttered, with
vhattering teeth.

“1 am Grobgold's Ghost!" replide the
spekter in deep tones.,  “Come, Simon, and
you shall sce a few things, Follo me!”

Grubgold arose and follode the apparishon
in terrer. It led him thro the sno-&lad hack
streets to the kathedral.  Grubgold's gost
fAuny open the graveyard gate amd beckonned
him to enter.

i

midnite,
kold and
A wite-

weerd

on_entered,

andl nmiediately
voiees, kuming it secmed  from  powhere
assiled his eers, meaning and  groning in
agony.  And abuv the orful wales he herd
these werds charnting :

ve up vor gold! Give up yor gold!™

st to the kries of depurted mizers!™”
ed the spook.  “Heer them rithing in
Tin ary warning you ta giv np
Al air they drag you down b neeth the
gravestones, and maik you suffer with them!
Wiil you giv up yor gold?”

“T willls 1 will!” moaned Simon, dredding
1he orinl kriea,

“Then gine thiz!" said the chost, Landing
him a puper and a fo
3ine!  Sine!  Sine!
wolees,

Simon sined.

Immediately the voices secred. A number
of dark figgurs aroze and zrabbed old Grob.
zold. The spekter tonk off its wite shroud
=nd slung it round Simon. He found bis feet
tide up with rattling ehanes and tin boxes.

Simon Grubgold kride out in terrer, not
knowlng wot to make of it all. But all he
kerd woz a koruss of mocking larfter, the
~lamming of tlue graveyard gute, and then—
silense !

Simon  dashed hither and thither, till at
last the gate opened, and a berly konstable
grabbed him.

“Nn!l Ro you're the chap wat's heen play-
nz ghost--hey?” roared the policeman. *0lg
Grubeold, too! TI'll teech you to skare the
townfoiks! Thiz wav to the stashon!"

In vane did Sinton vleed. He woz rum in
for playing ghost ¢

Meenwhile, harf a dezen bovs from the
kal Grammar Skool broke into Simou's
zottage, pulled his gold down from the
enimny, and made off with it.

“It's all serean, hays!™ chukled the lecder,
“We've pot old Grubeold's sined orders to
take his pold and giv the pore peenle of
Tulderminster an Xinas treet!  We'll hav
cverything reddy by the time he kums out
«f the stone jug in the morning!”

And wen Simom Grubenld did get free. after
telling his story of the ghost and getting an
<xtra five b fine for being drunk, he found
<! the pore pecple of Tidderminster enjov-

= & fine Xmas dinner in the town hall
haled him us there henefackter and
“oasted him in wine bort with his own gold

=imon raved at ferat. hnt wen he saw the
anpy, smiling faces, and  found himself
==ked upon as 8 hero, his hart wos tutched.

{ thie nnzeen

[ THINK it's a ripping whecze'” said
Tom Merry to his chums gathered
round the  Common-roam fire,

N “We've piven Herr Schneider a high
old time this term. We don't like Gerinan,
and lessons with old Schueider are always ths
most—uhem !—unruly of the lot!”

Ia, ha! Rather!”

“SBchnelder behaves like a Hun rometimes,
but he's really not a bad old stick " went ou
the Shell captain. "It's not his fault that
be's n German, so, kids, I thought it
wenkin't he a bad idea to give him & littie
taken of our regard in the form of a small
Christmas box from the Lower School.”

“Yaas, wathah!"

Racke, Crooke, Mellish, and a few fellows
of their kidney held aloof.

“What! Subseribe to ziving old Schneider
a Christmas present!" sncercd Racke. "Not
much! Try clzewhere!”

When Tom Merry nnd Blake had elammed
the study door behind them in contempt,
Racke gave a chuckle.

“Chaps, I've got a fine idea!™ =aid the
dingy young dog of the Shell. “They've
decided that the present shall take the forin
of a rosewood tobacco cabinet, filled with
that fearinl biack shaz that Schnpeider
smokes. They're going to put it on his
dressing-table during the night. so that he'll
find it in the wmorning—Christinns Fve
to-morrow, you know. Well, during the
night we can get in and do a few things to
that box. We'll take the chac out snd
put fu ome of those firework Jack-in-the-
hoxes yon can buy in the village for &
couple of hob. As soon as tie lid is orened
out flies a fearful demon with a Tegular
voleatio of squibs and aparks. I reckon ol
Schneider won't be =0 pleased with his
present as Tom Merry & Co. imagine!”

“Ha, ha. ha!"

Thurs, whils om Merry & Co. were in the
Ryicombe tobacconist’s “buving the large.
handsome rosewood tohacco cahinet far Herr
Schneider, Racke & Co., at a shop higher
un the read, were porchasing a sneeintlv
ge firework Jack-in-the-box—also for Herr
Sehneider.

At eleven o'clock thnt pight, when the
maon was hathing the snow-clad roofs f
St. Jim's with mystic light, the Terrikl:
Three crept from tha Shell darpitare with
the tobacco cabinet. Loud snores were rever-
herating in Herr Rchneider’s hed-roem when
they arrived. Thev opened the daor euict!y,
and placed the cabinet on the dressing-tahle.
with a nicely written card: “With Rest
Wishes for a Merry Christmas from your
Pupils,”

Satizfled that they had planned a pleasant
surprise for Herr Schneider on the morraw,
they returned to their beds and went to
gleep.

When the coazt was clear. Auhray Roele
sat up and ealled to Crooke and Ferove. The
three young rascals nut on <ome slinpers and
stole away from the dermitery, ta ing witdi
them the fircwork Juck-in-the-hox.

“He’s aslerp!™ chuctled Racke, as they
haited cutside the Germsu master's room.

“Good eag "

It was the work of a few minutes in
emnty the tobacro from the cahinet, and
nub in its place the deadly Jack-in-the-bnx.

Racke & Co. returned to hed, chuckling
aleefully.
idnirht tolled from the old clack tawer ot
St. Jim's as a ehadowy fimnre crept along
the corridor, and gave a low grunt of sa
faction at the sound of Herr Schneider's
snoring.

The maraader onenad the hed.roem door
quietly, and slipped in.

The futrudera eyes gleamed wlen he

saw

By

ASIBI)d
Clifton Dane. ¥4

the rosewood calitiet on the drecsing-table,
fe went over to it with eager Lands ont-
stretched. Barcly Rad Le towched it than
the lid flew up and something luminous cams
out swittly and hit him in the face to the
accompaniment of a terrific bang.

“Yaroovooogh!™ roared the intruder, fall-
ing back on the bed. and knockinz Ferr
Schneider’s head a crack against the wali.

Bang! BAXG! Whirrrrrer! Finrz-zszzez!

The fireworks were going it. The darkness
hecame brilliant with streaming caseades of
sparks and flashes of light, whilst territie
explosions were going en incessantly.

“Himmel I owled Herr Schneider, startled
out of his wits, and rolling ount of the hed
with his arms cl+sped like a Lmpet rovnd the
marauder. * Mein (jott, vat iss dat? - Der
earthquake, it vos habben! Yooocoonzh '

A large jumping jack came hoj:ping out
of the hox, cracking loudly and jumping
merrily.  Herr Schneider and  his captive
raised their voices in a loud, united hellow
of terror. The bed gave way with a terrifie
crash, and huried the two men underneath
a pile of bedelothes and iroumongery,

Bedlam seemed to have broken loose in
Herr Schneider's bed-room. He hung on to
the other In very terror, and despite territie
anslanghts frem that worthy, would not let
him ge.

In that state of affairs Kildare, Mr. Rail-
ton, and a whole ho:t of seniors discovered
them when they burst in a minute later,
reused from their heds by the din,

_"Good heavena!™ ejaculated Mr. Railton,
lighting the gas. “What ever is the mutter
in here?”

“Gerrugh!  Yerruigh! Gug, gug! came
from underneath the heap on the fioor,

"Ble:s my eoul!” cried Mr. Railtou, when
a strange, burly looking man rolled out, and
Herr Schneider crawled out after him,

The stranger made a break for the window,
but Kildare, Durrell, and North sei i
and hrought him hack.

“It's a burglar, sir?? erled the St. Jim's
captain.  “There’s lis bag—and it's half
full’ of Joot! My hat! Where on earth
did the fireworks come from?”

“Prohably a joke of some of the juniors!"
said Mr. Railton, with a wry smile.” “But T
dare say those fireworks played a vital part
m the npprehension of thiz rasesl. Composa
yourself, my dear Herr Schneider.”

It ton's &t Tim's rame time to recover from
the midnight excitement. Herr Schneider
“ad to have his hed re-erected bLefore he
again sought repose. He was pleased with
the rosewood cabinet, however, and proud
that he ught the burglar. So all was
well that ended well—except for Racke &
Co., who got bumped in the enow next day,

WA 2
* Eless my soul ! cried Mr. Pailton,
as b err “chnsider crawled out fr m
underneath the heap on the floor.
" wu hat ever is the matter 7"
Tue (iem LIBRARY.~No. 776,
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Christmas Comes But Once A Year, But ike GEM Stays On For Ever!

SHUHHBITHIEERRE IS i auainnt= | scem so certain last night. T thought cou were making a foul

« FOR FRIENDSHIP’S SAKE!”

(Continued from page 13.)

e
£

B TR E AT T TR

some of the Sixth Form prefects glanced at him wilh unusual
interest, IHe noticed that Knox of the Sixlh grinned as he
looked at him, and whispered to Culls of the Fifth, who
grinned ton. Tom had a vague uneasy feeling that some-
thing was *‘on,” something morve serious than he could yet
fathom.

Ile expected to be called ever the coals after breakfast;
but the call did not come, and he went inio the Shell Form
room with the rest of the Form. Mr. Linton was very
unusually grave, and he passed over Tom in first lesson.

The juniors were aware that Inspector Skeat, of Wayland,
was with the Head, undoubtedly discussing the robbery;
and Mr, Ratcliff, who was the master of the Fifth, was kept
away from his Form for some time while the police-inspector
was at the school.

Fellows who saw “Ratty " that morning snnounced that he
looked more like a Hun than ever, and that his temper was
the worst on record, which was saying a great deal. New
House fellows were heard to wonder whether they could
stand Ratty till the school broke up for Christmas. For-
tunately breaking:-up was near at hand.

All the Shell fellows knew that something very serious was
in the air, and guessed that it was in connection with the
robbery in the New House; but what precisely was in the
air they did not know. DBut it was said up and down the
Forms that the prefects had been making inquiries among
the juniors on a very unexpected and surprising subject.
They wanted to know whether there was general knowledge
of the fact that Mr, Ratcliff kept & sum of ready money in
the desk in his study.

It was easy enough for the prefects lo get information.
All the fellows knew about Ratty’s hoard, and had made
many jokes about it and the hoarder. It had been the tall
of the junior Common-room the previons evening, and the
subject was fresh in most minds. Knox of the Sixth, indeed,
drew from Baggy a full tale of that talk in the Common-
room, with details that astonished Knox.

A message came for Mr. Linton during morning lessons
in the Shell, And when the Shell were dismissed the Form
master called to Tom.

“Merry "

“Yes, sir!”

“You will go to the ead's study immediately on leaving
the Form-room.”

“Very well, sir ! said Tom quietly.

It had come at last! YWhy his questioning had been post-
poned till after morning lessons Tom coulg not guess, for
certainly Mr, Linton myst have reported his escapade to the
Housemaster earlier, anners and Lowther left the Form-
room with their chum, both looking serious and sympathetic.

“TI'm awfully sorry, old chap,” said Manners remorsefully.
“Of course, I covldn't guess that you'd wake up and miss
me from the dorm last night.”

‘“ All serene,” said Tomn. “Can’t be helped.”

“It's frightfully unlucky,” said Lowther. *“'I'm afraid it's
a licking for breaking House bounds at night, Tom.”

Tom Merry nodded. He expected that.

“DBut why the thump did you go out of the House after

Manners?” asked Monty. ‘' Of course, you couldn’'t guess
that the howling ass was mucking about with a silly busted

camera. But why——

“Yes, 1 don’t quite see that,” said Manners. “Why the
merry thump did you think I was out of the House, Tom ?"

Tom Merry coloured.

“1 thought you'd gone over to the New House,” he an-
swered.

“0Oh, my hat!” .

“You surely remember what you said,” exclaimed Tom.
“Some potty rot about smashing Ratty’s things, in return
for his smashing your camera. I thought p

Manners whistled softly.

“Poor old man,” he said, *I was nwiull[y wild, and I
suppose I talked out of my hat. Faect is, if T badn’t found
the camera wasn't past praying for, I should have done some-
thing of the kind, fthink. But, dash it all, Tom, you might
have known I wouldn't be likely to break into the New House
at night ! Dash it all/—"

“ All very well now,” said Tom rather bitterly. *“It didn't
Tue Cex Lisrary.—No. 776,

of yourself, and earning the sack, and I came to stop youn.”

Monty Lowther uttered a startled exclamation.

“Tom, you went over to the New House?”

“Yes,” said Tom.

“Then you must have been there abont the same time a3
the giddy %ul'glnl‘. You came back while the alarm was on.”

““Just the same time,” said Tom.

The Terrible Three had reached the door of the Head's
study. There was no time for more talk; but Manners and
Lowther werc looking very startled as Tom iapped al the
ftcad’s door and went in. They walked away with very
serious faces, and waited at the corner of the corridor for
their chum to reioin them.

Tom Merry entered the presence of Dr. Holmes with his
head erect, ithough his heart was heavy. Somewhat to his
surprise he found both the Housemasters of St. Jim's in the
room. Apparently he was to be tried in state, as it were.
Mr. Railton was Jooking deeply grave. and on the face of
Mr. IHorace Ratecliff was a hard and bitter look—a relentless
look. Why the New House master was there was a mystery
to Tom; he was not concerned in any delinquency of a School
House fellow. And why Mr. Ratcliff looked at him so grimly
and bitter]ly was another mystery. No doubt Ratty was very
much en'&){l{emd by his loss in the robbery, but that had
nothing to do with Tom Merry. But thers was an atmos-
phere in the study that weighed on the junior’s spirits. In-
stinctively he fclt that there was trouble eoming—blacker
trouble than he had expected or could undeistand. The faces
of all three of the masters told hinmi as much.

“You sent for me, sir,” said Tom as calnly as he could,
fixing his eyes upon Dr. Holmes. :

“Yes, Merfy. I have to put you {o a very searching
examination,” said the Head. “I Liope—I trust that yon will
come through it with your honour unslained.”

Tom gave a start.

“I don't understand, sir. I haven't denied that T was out
of my House last night. I told Mr, Linton the reason.”

“You gave him the true reason?”

“Certainly, sir. But even if I had not done so, T don't
see—"" Tom Merry broke off. What did the Head mean
by that reference to his “honour ”? A flash came into his
eyes. ““Burely, sir, you, or my Housemaster, or Mr. Linton
cannot think that I went our for any dishonourable reason "

“I hope not—I trust not,” said the Head, “You do not
deny that you left your dormitory about midnight?”

“I admitted it to Mr. Linton. It is. true. I should not
be likely to tell a lie, 1 hope.” said Tom proudly.

“You declarrd to Mr. Linton that you missed Manmers
from the dormitory, and went to look for him?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Manners, it seems, was in a room downstairs, foolishly
ergaged upon mending a cameraz. You did not know that?”

**1 had no idea of it.”

“You supposed that he was oul of the Ilouse?”

“Yes, sir,”

Tom was silent. All three maslers looked at him, and
his colour deepened. A satlirical smile curved Mr. Rateliff's
thin lips for a moment.

“T think Merry will find it difficult to answer that question,

sir,” he said.

“Kindly leave this in my hands, Mr. Ratcliff,” said the
Head, with some asperity, *“I am questioning Merry.”

Mr. Ratcliff bit his lip and was silent, Thal unusual
sharpness on the part of the Head surprised Tom, and again
he realised that something serious—somsthing terribly serious
—must be in the balance, though he could not guess what
it was. It was obvious that Dr. Ilolmes was very deeply
moved.

“If you had any good reason to suppos2 that Munners had
left the School House at night, Merry, it will help you,” said
the Head. “My boy, a great deal depends on your answer.
I entreat you, as wei] as command you, to answer me with
perfect frankness.”

Tom Merry felt a sinking at the heart.

““ Answer me, Merry, for your own sake.”

“Very well, sir,” said Tom steadily. “I was
Manners might be going to do something foolish.”

-“In what way?’

¢ Mr. Ratclitf smashed his camera yesterday, and Manners
was very much cut up about it. He took it very sericusly,”
said Tom. “When I missed him from the dormitory, I—I
was afraid he _had gone to the New House 1o play some--
soms trick on Mr. Ratelhiff.”

The Head gave him a searching glance.

’afr;lid that

“It seems, however, that this fear on your puorl wua
unfounded, Merry?”

“Yes, sir. I am very glad of it.”

The Iead coughed.
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“Looking for Manners, as you say, did you go to the |
New IHouse?”

“Yes, sir,”

“Did you enter the House?

“Yes, sir.”

“You are aware, Merry, that at the time you were out of
vour House a robbery was perpetrated in Mr. Ratclifi’s study
in the New House?’

“I am aware of that, sir.”

“According to your own statement, you must have been
there at the same time that the thief was there.”

““That is correct, sir.” .

“If you entered the House, how did you obtain an
entrance ¥’

““Mr. Ratcliff's study window was open, sir. I—I thought
Manners had got jt open somechow, and I called to him._ I
thought he was there, playing some jape on Mr, Ralcliff.
Nobody answered, and I climbed m. Then I was collared s

*‘Bless my soul I

“The thief was there, sir,” said Tom. *He collared me;
and then I knew it was a thief, and not Manners at all. He
pitched me over, and jumped out of the window and ran.”

““And why, Merry, did you not give the alarm, if your
statement is correct?”’ exclaimed the Head.

“The alarm was given, sir. I knocked over some furniture
when I was pitched over, and I heard pcople tnoving and
calling in the House. So I cut—I mean I left.”

The three maslers exchanged looks. Mr. Ratcliff's thin
face grew blacker and more bitter.

“You have told no one of this, Merry?” asked the Head,
after a long pause.

“No one, sir, yet.”

“You intended to _keep the matter secret?” .

“ Naturally, sir. I knew it was a licking for being out of
House bounds at night, whatever my reason. Naturally, I
did not intend to give myself away. But for the burglary it
would not have been known, of course.”

There was another long pausa.
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All through this strange interview, this mesh qf close and
searching questioning, Tom had felt that there was something
behind-—something dark and threatening that he could not

rasp.

& B!‘I}[ he had not dreamed of this.

That he—Tom‘Merry—could be suspected of this had not
even entered his imagination, uneasy and disquirted as he
was.

He could not speak.

He could only stare at the Head, white and dumb, almost
stunned by the terrible accusation,

There was a heavy silence in the study. It lasted a full
minute. Mr. Railton turned his face away. The Head made
restless movemo»nts with his long, white fingers. Only Mr.
Ratcliff stared grimly at the jumor—grimly, with pitiless,
glittering eyes. From Mr. Ratcliff, at faﬂst, the accused boy
had no pity, no consideration to expect.

It was ths Head who broke the terrible silence at last.

“I am waiting for your answer, Merry.”

Tomm found his voice. It was husky, unnatural, when he
epoke ; he hardly knew his own_tones,

““I—a hand in the robbery! You—you ask me that—me??

“1 ask you, Merry, and I am waiting for your reply.”

“Spsak up, Merry !’ said Mr. Railton, in his deep, kind
voice, with a compassionate look at the white-fuced junior.

Tom pulled himself together. A crimson flush came into
his pale face, and spread till his cheeks were burning.

“Dr, Holmes, you suspect me of robbing Mr, Ratclifi 7

“That is not an answer to my question, Merry.”

“I never thought you would ask me such a question, sir!”
cxclaimed Tom Merry passionately. ‘“No one has a right
to ask a decent fellow whether he is o thief.”

‘‘Moderate your words, please,” said the Head sharply,
“It is my duly, Merry, to sift this matter to the bottom.
Answer my question—yes or no. Did you, er did you not,
force an entrance into the New Iouse last night and break
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“Merry,” said the Head at last, “Heaven knows I desire

1o be just, to give you every chance. The robbery in Mr.
Ratcliff's study was not, in Inspector Skeat’s opinion, the
work of a practised burglar. The window was forced open
in 8 clumsy mannecr, with some such instrument as a chisel;
the desk was wrenched open in the.same way, The act might
have been done by anyone, except a prof-ssional cracksman.
Ofie of the New %ouas prefects saw a boy running in the
direction of the School House. That boy was yourself!”

“I did not know I was seen, sir; but I suppose it must
have been’ 1,” said Tom.

“Were you aware of the fact thet Mr. Ratcliff kept a con-
siderable sum in his desk?”

“Everyone knew that, sir.”

“Some inquiries have been made,” said the Head. "It
zppears that the fact was widely known, owing to some New
House boy -having made thg discovery. -In the Cominou-
room in this House, last evening, Merry, were you discussing
the circumstance with other boys?”

*“There was talk about it, sir.”

“Did you make some remark to the effect that somebody
might burgle Mr. Ratclifi's desk, and buy Manners a new
camera wiﬁn the money that was supposed to be there?”

Tom gave quite a jump. His carrless, jesting words came
back into his mind at once. He Hushed deeply.

“I did make some joke to that effect, sir. Of course, it was
only a joke. We all thought that Mr, Ratcliff ought to pay
for Manners' camera, after breaking it, so—"

“Merry, answer me directly! Had you a hand in the
roh}berg' of a sum of fifty pounds from Mr. Ratcliff’s deck last
night ¥’

OM MERRY did not answer.
He could not.
He stared at the headmaster with starting eyes,
with a face from which every vestige of colour had

T

. open Mr. Ratclifi's desk and take out the money you knew

1o be there?”

Tom panted,

“1 did not !"”

“Reflect, Merry|"” gaid the Yead quietly. “Yeou have
piven rome sort of explanation of your actions last night.
You have stated that you left your House to loock for a
schoolfellow, who was indoors at the time. You have stated
that you entered Mr. Ratclif®s study ot the time the theft
was taking place, and escaped again, intending to keep your
knowledge a secret. But the facts of the matter are these.
Mry. Raicliff has been robbed by a person who obviously
had no skill in housebreaking. You were on the spot at the
tine surreptitiously, and no one eclse was geen—no trace has
been found of a %u:rgiar. You know there was a sum of
nioney in Lthe desk, und you had spoken—however jestingly—
of burgling the desk and robbing Mr. Ratcliff. Morry, you
can see what the evidence implies!”

Tom caught his breath.

He could sce it now—see it only too clearly. The falling
snow had hidden the footprints of the escaping thief, he knew
that. He had taken it for granted that it was a cracksman
whom he had interrupted in his work, yet the inspector’s
official opinion on that subject could not be doubted. It was
no cracksman who had robbed Mr. Ratcliff; it was some
bungler at the work—a boy, as likely as a man,

Tom Merry felt the study whirling round him, he saw
the three grim faces in a mist.

What would the fellows believe? What could anybody
believe? Men had been sent to prison on less clear evidence
than this,

\What stood against the evidence? Only the character of
the accused junior—the fact that Tom Merry of 8t. Jim's
waa known—known 1o bhe incapable of a deed of dishonour.
Hia friends would believe in him, at least. But in the Head's
study there was griim condemnation. Obviously, not one of
the masters believed that there had been a burglar at all.
That had been the first supposition, until Tom Merry's
connection with the affair became known. And now-—
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The silence was terrible. Tom tried to clear his dizzy
brain, but he was shaken to his very soul.

Dr. Holmes spoke again at last. .

“1f you have anything to say, Merry, I am wailing to
hear it.”

Tom gasped for breath.

““Only that I am innocent, sir!
my hand cut off rather than steal!
knows e knows that!” X

“‘Can you give any infoimation with regard to the thief
whom, yvou allege, you found in Mr. Ratelili’s study?”

“Collect yourself, Merry,” said Mr. Railton. *“1f a man
was there, as you state. surely i

“A man was there,” said Tom huskily.
over, as I've told you. Then he jumped from the window
and ran  All I saw was a sort of shadow at the window.”

“You can give no description of this supposed person that
would help the police in secking him?”

“No, sir,”’ said Tom. *“I saw him only for an instant in
the dark. Ile did not even speak a word. I thought it was
some burglar; it was a thief, anyhow. If it wasn’t a pro-
fessional burglar, I—I suppose it was some sneaking thiet of
some sort.”

. “And how would such a thief know anything of the money
in Mr, Ratcliff's desk?” said the Head.

“I—1 don't know! There has been a burglary at this school
before,” said Tom. *‘Last term—"

“Quite so! An attempt was made upon the safe,” said the
Head. “ But no one outside the school could possibly know
that there was money in a desk in a study in the New Ilouse.
It appears somehow to have loaked out in the school; outside
the school it cannot possibly have been known.”

Tom Merry tried to speak, but his tongue clove to his
mouth. He realised dazodly that what the Head said was
true—horribly true and certain. How could some loafing
footpad or sneak-thief bhave known anything about Mr.
Ratcliff's hoard? How coull any stranger to the school have
known even that the study was & Housemaster's study at all?
“'hi. with valuable plunder to be found in more likely parts
of the building, should a midnight thief have concentrated his
attention upon an ordinary writing-desk in a study?

Tom Merry’s brain whirled as he tried to think of it.
There had been a thief—he knew that! He had seen him—
touched him, He remembered still the fearful thrill of that
sudden clutch in the darkness. Yet even to Tom it was a
puzzle, unless—unless the thief, after all, was a St. Jim’s
follow—not an outsider, as he had supposed. But that theory
only blackened what was already dark; for if the thief
belonged to St. Jim’s, all the evidence was against Tom
Merry himself.

1 think we have gone far enough,” said the Head. ‘This

T heard that he had

i3 a terrible discovery——""

I suspected Merry from the moment
been_out of his House at the time of the theft, sir,” said
Mr. Ratcliff sourly. “The whole thing was clear enough lo

my mind!”
He looked at Mr. Railton.

Only that T would have
And every fellow that

“IMe threw me

The Head did not look at him.
Slowly the School House master nodded his head.

Tom felt as if a hand of iron had gripped his heart. Ile
was adjudged gui[tgﬂ-guilly! He wondered diuiéy whether
this was some horrible dream, from which he would presently
awaken, to find himself in bed in the Shell dormitory.

“D.:.-_ Holmes "—Tom’s voice was a husky whisper—*1—

“¥You have said enough., Merry!”
like steel now, ' “There was no burglar—the fact is perfectly
clear. No one from outside entered the school last night.
This base robberg was committed by a person be_]on%mg 10
the school—and that person was yourself. It remains for you

to make restitution—"

The Head’s voice was

Tue Ceyw Linrany.—No.

Look Out Next Week for ¢ The Rebellion af St. Jim’s!”*

M hhvggy,
,\\\\\\

“Restitution !” Tom Merry almost laughed. How was he
| to restore what he had not taken? X

“Tifty pounds were taken from Mr. Ratcliff's desk,™ said
the Head sternly. **Of this sum several coins were dropped
by the thief in his haste. The total sum now missing is
forty-six pounds. This is in your possession, and tust be
restored, For the sake of your relations, upon whom this
disgrace will fall heavily, you will not be handed over 1o
the law. You will leave the school—"

‘' Leave the school?”

“A thief cannot remain here, Merry, as you know very
well. Mr. Ratchiff will consent to let the matter drop if the
money is restored. This day you will leave the school. But
restitution must be made first, Where is the money?”

Tom’s eyes blazed,

. “I don’t know where the money is, as 1 have not taken

it,” he said. *‘I know nothing about it. There was a thief

in the room when I entered it, and it was not a boy, but a

I];A?‘nfat least, somebody much stronger than 1. That is all
now.”

‘I'he Head made a gesture.

“Cannot you see, unhappy boy, that falsehoods will not
serve you now?"’ he exclaimed.

“If they would serve me, I would not speak them,” said
Tom Merry hotly. “I have told the truth!™

“In a word, Merry, will you restore the money you have
taken?”

“I have taken nothing "

“Your belongings will be searched,” said the lead. ““No
doubt the money will be found, unless you have hidden it
in some secret placo outside the Iouse. Lf il is found, well
and good. If not, your relatives will be called upon to make
the loss good. The alternative will be prosecution. For the
honour -of the school, I shall be as merciful as I can, but
the slolen money must be restored. You may go for the
present.”

Tom Merry turned to the door.

His hand was upon it when he turned. He looked at the
Head, at Mr. Railton; Mr. Ratcliff he did not heed.

Was this some hideous dream, or was he in reality judged
a thief—condemned to utter disgrace and ignominy? 'ﬁhe
grim, condemning faces met his gaze. The Head made a
gesture of dismissal.

**Dr. Holmes—-’

“Got”

“Upon my world of honour, sir i
huskily.

“Goi

said Tom DMerry

And Tom Merry went. With dragging steps, his head
bowed down, he left the Head's study. The familiar old
corridor seemed to be reeling about him, as he almost stag-
gered away. Manners and Lowther, at the corner, waiting
for their chum, raced towards him. Their faces suddenly
pule:(rl as :.hey saw the face of Tom Merry.

“Tom 1"

*“What's happened?”

Monty Lowther caught him by the arm.

“Tom, why are you looking like that? What——"

Tom looked at him dully. .

“They say I'm a thief. They say I robbed Ratty last night.
I'mrlgo o kicked out of the school—"" He choked.

“Tom !

Tom Merry went on, his face white as chalk, his eyes
almost wild. “His chums, in utter dismay and misery, followed
him.

THE END,

(C'an it be true that Tom Merry is a Thief 7 You will
all loolk: foricard with interest to next week’s splendid
story by Martin Clifford. entitled: “ A CHRISTMAS
BARRING-0OUT!"” Read how the chums of St. Jim's
stand up for their leader and chum.)
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