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ST. JIN'S!

(A breathless incident from the magnificent new long compiete schoel yarn, featuring Tom Merry & Co., in this issue.)’
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Write me, you can be sure of an answer in yeturn.
T WANT Y , -

HOSE two words form.a very good basis to my open- |
I ‘ing paragraph in this week’s pow-wow, for I have in~
mind a very lengthy epistle from a new reader who
signs himself “Disgusted.” 1 must confess. that.this .=
Jetter has given me a large-sized headache, for I was patient
and fair enough to read it -through from beginning to end.
" Briefly, “ Disgusted ” wants Tom Merry killed off ; he wants
the school ‘yarns cut down to half their present length; he
‘wants a differént artist to depict our characters; he wants
the ‘GEM cover to be in yellow and black; he wants some
Dick Turpin yarns; he wants to see old Gussy get the order
- of the.boot for keeps; he wants—— DBut there, you are
doubtless beginning to see how hopeless “Disgusted ” is.
Now, as you kiow, I am always open to reteive suggestions,
but I don’t bargain for suggestions of the type given above.
Really, this new reader doesn’t want the GEM at all.. I
doubt whether there is a paper in cxistence that would, in
fact, appeal to him.- _He even goes o the length of suggest”
ing that he should.be given a chance of editing the Ge.
Such is the dgotism of-this energetic youth. Little does he
seem to care about what the other fellows “want.” is*
letter is simply a number of “I’s "—“eves,” if 1 may be so
facetious, that will not see. As this unhappy correspondent
doesn’t choose to send his address I can't very well reply to
Lim personally. But should he catch sight of this Chat he
will recognise himself, so to speak. Let me give him a few
words of advice. Don’t run round this world, my friend.
1 wanting "—you’ll never be popular. Try and be satisfied
with things as they arc, and if there is a genuine and reason-
able opening for improvement step into the breach. But ~
do consider the other fellow’s point of view. Self should
not come first in everything, not by a long chalk. But there,
I believe you know these things already. Of a certainty.
someone must have mentioned them to you, young as you
are.
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“PLEASE, | WANT THE TWO
BEST BOOKS!” said the boy,
and the shopkeeper

GAVE HIM THESE

A handy book the world’s been
waiting for.
"A volume
dealing with
every hobby
worth while,
Wriften -~ by
‘experts.
Each article
tells you
*“whattodo”
and * how to
doit” in sim-
ple,non-tech-
nical lan-
guage and is lavishly illustrated.

‘A HANDSOME GIFT FOR
YOUR PAL!
T W
A great favourite with all lovers
of school stories, adventure and
sporting tales, interesting articles,

jolly poems, and colour plates, the
HOLIDAY ANNUAL takes

' FIRST PLACE

in story-
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HE’'S QUARRELLED WITH HIS PAL!

A very down-in-the-mouth chum from the South writes
and tells me that he has quarrelled with his best friend.’
The events that led up to this split don’t really concern this
par. DBut apparently- any number of hot and bitter words
were exchanged during the quarrel My correspondent
feels that a reconciliation is hopeless in the cires, for both
he and his chum declared that the last word had been said;
that the friendship was over. In a calm moment, my corre-
spondent realises that half the bitter things he said were
not meant. Methinks, too, that half the nasty things the

other chap said were not meant, either. Both the principals

bOOkS. illl thiﬁ) a.ﬁaér are ;lxcrloud—-I calg gatheilthat from the facts as
% they have been told to me. But, really, if my friend wishes

You will meet to make it up he must swallow some of thit pride. The
all your old - first advance he makes, I feel sure, will he suflicient to bring
a friendly smile to the face of his erstwhile pal. And then

schoolboy these fellows will shake and forget that they have ever
characters quarrelled. There will be no loss of dignity on either side,

take it from me. Go up to your old friend, my corre- ‘
spondent, and do as I say. Then drop me a line and tell
me how ‘things go. - N o
NEXT WEDNESDAY’S PROGRAMME :
¢“THE CHAMPION OF ST. JIM’S!”’ .
By Martin Clifford.

in this year’s
edition of
]

360 PAGES This is an extra-long stery of your old favourites, and
OF THE you’ll like it no end. Who the “champion ” is I'm leaving
FINEST you to discover next week,

READING.

) “WHITE EAGLE ! "
Then there’s another long instalment of this fine serial,

chums, included in next Wednesday’s programme. Mind’
you read it. And don’t forget, too, those Co

THESE TWO ANNUALS ARE NOW ON_SALE

DELICIOUS TUCK HAMPERS.
-They will be on offer again. The St. Jim’s Rhymester also

AT ALL BOOKSTALLS AND NEWSAGENTS !
‘ PanE 6/- ﬂcﬂ. piles in with another natty poem. A strong programme,
: this, and one that you will enjoy. Make certain of your GEM

S RN | now by giving the newsagent an order. Cheerio, chums! -
- = . 3 . 9. .
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THE AERO FAN!

than mugging Latin and Qreek in the Form-room on terra firma!

2
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CHAPTER 1.
Cardew Catches It!
Y T ERE he'is!”
H It was & breathless whisper in the Fourth Form-
room at St. Jim’s.
Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, heard it
as he arrived at the Form-room door. |

Mr. Lathom frowned a little. i

He did not suppose that that eager whisper indicated that
the Fourth were very keen to see their Form master, and to
get on with Latin prose,

No doubt Mr. Lathom would have liked to suppose so.
But he knew his Form too well for that.

The whisper indicated, in fact, that something was “on”
in the Form-room.
for class, and the Fourth were all in their places.

Mr, Lathom stepped in, his gown rustling, and his eyes
blinking at the juniors over his glasses.

He was a rather short-sighted little gentleman; but one
glance was sufficient to tell him that his Form were all on
the qui vive—in a state of suppressed excitement. .

All eyes were fixed on Mr. Lathom, and two or three of
the fellows were grinning. Baggy Trimble was on the verge
- of a fat chuckle. Only Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was slightly
frowning, apparently nof approving of what was on-—what-
ever it was.,

That something was on was obvious to Mr. Lathom; but
it was difficult to say what it was. He glanced over the
Form, and he glanced round the Form-room. Nothing out

of the common met his eyes, excepting the suppressed excite- |

ment in the faces of his pupils.

He crossed over to his desk.

Then his eyes fell upon a small white object that lay on
the floor in the Form-room,

From his desk Mr. Lathom blinked at it.

The Fourth Form fellows fairly held their breath. Angelo
Lee, the new boy in the Fourth, made a slight movement,
betraying his deep interest in Mr. Lathom’s proceedings.

“He’s spotted 1t!” breathed Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” whispered Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“There will be a wow now !”

Mr, Lathom spoke. The Fourth Form hung upon his
words, as they had never done when Mr. Lathom was impart-
ing valuable instruction to them.

“Blake |” i

“Yes, sir?” gasped Blake.

“Kindly pick up that piece of chaik.”

Blake jumped.

“That—that what, 'sir ?” he stuttered.

“There is a piece of chalk on the floor,” said Mr. Lathons
“Kindly pick 1t up, Blake, and place it on my desk.”

“Oh, my hat !” murmured Blake.

There was a faint giggle in the class. Mr. Lathom glanced
at the juniors and frowned. He could not quite understand

Mr, Lathom was just one minute late
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Looping the loop, spiral turns, and spinning nose-dives are mueh more to the choico of Angelo Lee

Take a *‘ flip ** with—

A Powerful New Long Com-
-plete Story of Tom Merry &
Co., the Chums of St. Jim’s,
with Angelo Lee, the new boy
1 of the Fourth, in the Limelight.

BY

‘Martin Clifford.

pa

¥. Liis Form this afternoon. There was absolutely nothing of a
comic nature, so far as he could see, in the circumstance
that a piece of chalk was lying on the Form-room floor, and
that Blake had been told to pick it up. Nevertheless. it was
obvious that the Fourth Form were highly entertained.

Blake left his place, and approached the small white
object that lay in the middle of the Form-room.

He came to the I'orm master’s desk and laid it down, and
the whole Form watched him breathlessly.

“Thank you, Blake.”

Blake retreated to his place.

Mr. Lathom's eyes were on the little white object placed
on his desk.

His expression changed. :

The little gentleman was shortsighted. But he coald, as
Cardew of the. Fourth had expressed it, see the wall of a
house if the house were near enough.

Now that the object was lying on M. Lathom’s desk,
under Mr, Lathom's spectacles, he discerned that it was not,
as he had supposed, a picce of chalk. It was a cigarette:

“Bless my soul !” said Mr. Lathom. -

He picked up the object, and blinked at it more closely.
The Fourth Form hung on his actions.

He sniffed at it, as if to make absolutely sure, by the sense
of smell as well as the sense of sight, that it really was a
cigarette.

It was!

There was no doubt about it.

Mr. Lathom had to be convinced, in spite of his shocked
amazement, that he really held a cigarette in his fingers—a
ciga}l‘ette evidently dropped in the Form-room by one of his
pupils.

Now he understood the tense excitement of the Fourth.

The owner of that cigarette had dropped it going to his
place, and the juniors had spotted it, lying there, as the
Form master was heard approaching.

They had expected Mr. Lathom to sce it, as indeed he had
done, though at first he had mistaken it for a piece of chalk.

Some member of the. Fourth had smokes sbout® him.
Some member of that Form was breaking one of the strictest
rules of St. Jim’s. It was a rule of the greatest strictness.
A fellow found with smokes in his possession was certain to
be caned, and to have a suspicious eye kept on him
afterwards. ;

Thunder gathered on Mr. Lathom's brow.

Latin prose, for the moment,. was banished from his
thoughts. The discovery of such bad habits in his Form was
a matter that had to Dbe dealt with before the lesson
commenced. ) .

Mr. Lathom held up 'the cigafette for all the St. Jim’s
Fourth to see.

“Boys !” he said. y

“Now it's comin’!” murmured Cardew.

“This is where you get it in the neck, Lee, you fathead !”
whispered Fatty Wynn.

Angelo Lee, the new junior, smiled.

4 “Boys, this is a cigarette !” said Mr. Lathom.

“Go hon !” murmured Cardew. and there was a chuckle,
““It belongs to some boy in this Form,” said Mr. Lathom.
“It has been dropped here by the foolish, vicious, reckless
boy who had it in his possession. All.of you are aware that
this is a serious matter. The boy who had this cigarette in
his possession will step forward.” '
THE GeM Lisryry.—No. 974.
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“Will he?” murmured Cardew.

Cardew was right. )

No one stepped forward. Nobody in the Fourth seemed
anxious to claim ownership of the cigarette. - .

“1 am waiting !” said' Mr. Lathom, in a portentois voice.

He waited. But there was no movement in the Fourth.
Some of the fellows looked at Angelo Lee rather expres-
sively; but Lee sat quiet in his place, and made no sign.

“Y have no doubt,” rumbled Mr. Lathom, “that the boy
who dropped this cigarette has other cigarettes in nis pos-
session. If the boy does not step forward, I shall order
the whole Form to turn out their pockets!” *

“Oh, gad!” breathed Ralph Reckness Cardew, and the
grin faded from his face. His chums, Levison and Clive,
looked at him. Cardew had not dropped the cigarette, they
knew that. All the Fourth had seen Angelo Lee drop it, in-
tentionally, as he heard the Form master coming alon the
corridor. But Cardew sometimes smoked, and his chums
could guess, from his look, that he had smokes about him
now. And there was an alarmed expression, too, on the
face of Mellish of the Fourth. Mellish was rather a black
sheep, and probably had a guilty conscience.

Mr. Lathom waited again. ‘

More and more -expressive glances were cast on Angelo
Lee by his Form-fellows. .

But the new junior sat quiet.

All the Fourth Form knew his game. It was common
knowledge at St. Jim’s that Lee of the Fourth had not
wanted to come to the school, and that he wanted to leave,
and that he was anxious even to get “sacked,” if there
was no other: way. . oo .

More than one device had Angelo tried, to this- peculiar
end; but he had not been successful.

This was a new dodge. . .

All the Fourth knew that Angelo had intentionally
dropped the cigarette for Mr. Lathom to find; and that he
was anxious to be ordered to turn out his pockets: and
that, when he did so, he would produce articles sufficient
to land him in the blackest books of his Form master,
His Housemaster, and his headmaster. .

The fellow who wanted to be sacked had, in fact, stacked
his pockets with packets of cigarettes, all ready for the
ordeal. But he did not intend to own up. It‘was his game
to be discovered in possession of the forbidden articles, as
it were, by chance.  The dodge would not have been of
much use had Mr. Lathom known that it was planned in
advance. )

So Angelo sat tight. .

Mr. Lathom waited—and while he waited he picked up
his cane, and swished it in the air. There was no doubt
about what awaited the secret smoker when he was dis-
covered. .

“Once more,” said the master of the Fourth, “I order
the delinquent to come forward!” .

“No takers!” murmured Figgins.

There was silence.

“Very well,” said Mr. Lathom, compressing his lips.
“Every boy in the Form will come to my desk and turn
out his pockets under my eyes. The Form will be taken in
alphabetical order, one at a time.”

Ralph Reckness Cardew made a grimace. In alphabetical
order. Cardew came before Lee. Mr. Lathom proceeded to
rap out names. There were no A’s in the Fourth, and
Mr.BLathom began with Bates. =

« -t .

“I don’t think!”

Harold Bates left his place, advanced to the Form.

master’s desk, and turned out his pockets under Mr.
Lathom’s inspection.  Bates turned out many articles—a
pocket-knife, a pencil, a broken fountain-pen, to which
several aniseed balls and a chunk of toffee lovingly clung,
some old letters, and other things. But there was no sign
of tobacco.
“You may go to your place, Bates. Blake!”
Jack Blake stepped out and went through the same pro-
cess. Blake came through the ordeal unscathed; .
“Cardew !” . - .
“Oh, gad!” murmured Cardew.
He came elegantly out before the Form. .
iMay I assure you, sir, that I did not drop that cigar-

- ette?” he said respectfully,
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“Quite so, Cardew,” said Mr. Lathom. “I believe you,
my boy; but it is not, of course, possible for me to make
invidious distinctions. You will kindly turn out your

“Very well, sir!” sighed Cardew. g

Quite calmly, the dandy of the Fourth laid a handsome
Russia-leather cigarette-case on the Form master’s desk.

Mr. Lathqm jumped.

“Cardew”

“Yes, sir!” murmured Cardew.

“You have cigarettes in your possession!” exclaimed Mr.
Lathom, wilth rising indignation. “This case, and what it
contains, will be confiscated, Cardew. And you will bend
over that chair.” '

“Certainly, sir!” .

Angelo Lee’s face was a study. )

In laying his little plan, it had not crossed his mind
that there were foolish or reckless fellows in the Form who
might have smokes about them for other purposes than pull-
ing a Form master’s leg. He stared blankly as Ralph
Reckness Cardew bent over the chair, and Mr. Lathom
swished the cane.

Whack, whack, whack!

Angelo Lee jumped up.

“If you please, sir—" he exclaimed.

Mr. Lathom frowned at him.

““You may sit down, Lee.”.

“But, sir 2

“Silence!”

“But—"

“I command you to be silent, Lee! How dare you
speak !” exclaimed the master of the Fourth angrily. “Take
two hundred lines!”

Whack, whack, whack!

The cane fairly rang on Cardew’s elegant trousers,

The dandy of the Iourth uttered no sound. though his ~
handsome face set hard. It was not a light infliction.

“There!” said Mr. Lathom. “You may go back to your
place, Cardew!”

“Thank you, sir!” -said-Cardew imperturbably:

“I have punished you, Cardew, and I warn you that if
you are discovered in such a fault again, you will be reported
to the Head.” T am disgusted with you, Cardew! Go to
your place!” : o )

Cardew went back to his place, giving Angelo Lee an
expressive glance as he went. That glance indicated that
Cardew would have something to say to the new junior
when classes were over.

There was a general grin all through the Fourth.

Cardew had caught it—and the Fourth, who, in general.
did not approve of shady ways, considered that it served
him right. Angelo Lec looked rather dismayed. There
was no more turning out of pockets. Mr. Lathom had—-
as he supposed—discovered the delinquent, and the incident
was closed. Latin prose was now the order of the day.

Angelo had no choice but to leave his little stunt over for
another occasion. To own up unquestioned was to spoil it
in advance. So Angelo, with his pockets full of cigarettes,
gave his unwilling attention to Latin prose—and Ralph
Reckness Cardew, shifting with extréme discomfort on his
form, promised himself the solace of punching Lee's head
after class!

CHAPTER 2. F
An Awkward Position ! j

113 OM MEWWY—” .
- “Adsum!” said Tom, with a smile.

But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the ornament of
the St. Jim’s Fourth, did not smile,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was looking serious, in fact,
worried. o

Something, obviously, was disturbing the serene repose
of the swell of St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther had come out
with the Shell after class. They stopped as Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy came up and addressed the captain of the
Shell.  They regarded him with smiling faces.  Arthur
Augustus looked troubled; and they were prepared to
sympathise if the trouble was deep. Meanwhile, they
smiled.

“The fact is, I am wathah wowwied,” said D’Arcy.

“Bill from your tailor?” asked Lowther.

“Not at ell, deah boy.” .

“Has Herries’ bulldog worried your silk hat again?”

“No, it is not as bad as that,” said Arthur Augustus,
innocently. “But it is a feahful wowwy, all the same.”

“Don’t say you've lost your new necktie!” said Manners
solemnly.

“Weally, Mannahs—" ’

“Well, give it a name, old bean!” said Tom Merry,
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(See Chapter 1.) 4

laughing. “You can look on us as three uncles ready with
good advice and counsel.” -

_ Still Arthur Augustus did not smile.
“evidently real, though not so serious as the worrying of his
silk hat by Herries’ bulldog, Towser.

“Cousin Ethel is comin’ on Wednesday aftahnoon!” said

the swell of St. Jim’s at last.

The Terrible Three stared.

“Cousin Ethel!” repeated Tom.

“Yaas.”

“And is that the worry?” -

“That’s it, deah boy !” '

*'Well, you ass!” said Tom. “If you don’t want to see
Coustn Ethel, lots of fellows will take her off your hands.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

Put me down for first place,” said Monty Lowther.

“ Mo for second,” said Manners.

«“Me for third!” chuckled Tom. “And I dare say Figgins
of the New House will be ready to oblige.”

“Pway do not be fwivolous on a sewious subject, deah
boys,” urged Arthur Augustus. “Of course, I am always
vewy glad to see Cousin Ethel, but it is a feahful awkward
posish. She is comin’ to see me, of course, as I am her
cousin, and she will have tea in Study No. 6, and—"

“ And you want us to come ?” said Lowther. “Done!”

“ Accepted with thanks,” said Manners.

“(Count on us, old chap,” said Tom Merry.

“Kind of you to ask us,” wens on Monty Lowther. “Don’t
be bashful about it, old man. Of course, it’s an honoursfor
a Fourth Form kid to have Shell fellows to tea. But bless
you, we’re not proud.”

“Not at all,” said Manners.

“Bai Jove! I weally wish you fellows would be sewious,
you know. Of course, I shall be glad if you will come to

tea with Ethel in our studa,y: Blake and Hewwies and Dig

| will be glad, too. But—" Arthur Augustus shook his
His worry, was & head. “She will ask me about Lee.” '

“Lee!” repeated the Shell fellows. - .

“Yaas, wathah! You wemembah, Tom -Mewwy, that
Cousin Ethel asked us to look aftah Lee at school, because
his sister is a chum of hers, and Alice Lee was wathah
wowwied about her bwothah heah.”

“I remember,” said Tom cheerily. “She asked you and
Figgins and me, and we all played up. But Lee has shown
that he isn’t the ass the fellows supposed, and that he can
take care of himself.”

“Yaas, but it’s vewy awkward. You see, the fathead
wants to get out of the school, and he has been twyin’ to
pwovoke the Head into sackin’ him. Feelin’ it my dutay to
look aftah Lee, I butted in, you know, and saved him fwom
gettin’ the sack. I wegarded that as keepin’ my pwomise to
Ethel. Lee would have been sacked for stayin’ away fwom
school & whole night, as you know; and I discovahed at the
last moment that he had been doin’ air stunts, wescuin’ an
airman and savin’ his life, and all that; and the Head let
him off. And then the ungwateful boundah pitched into me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you know, there is nothin’ to cackle at, in Lee’s
howwid ingwatitude. I still have a swellin’ on my nose.”

The Terrible Three chuckled. :

Arthur Augustus’ intervention on that celebrated occasion
had indubitably saved Angelo from being expélled from
St. Jim’s, .

But as Angelo had been planning to get expelled, in order
to carry out his darling scheme of becoming an airman, much
gratitude could not really have been expegted from him.

Tae Gex LisrarY.—No, 974,
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Certainly he had not shown any; unless punching Arthur
Augustus’ aristocratic nose was a form of gratitude. ’

‘““Aftah that,” said D’Arcy, with dignity, “I dwopped the
fellow. I wefused to have anythin’ more to do with him;
and if he gets neah the sack again I shall not intahvene to
save him.” 4

“That’s the way to bag his gratitude!” chuckled Monty
Lowther. “You see, he wants to go—he wants to clear out
of St. Jim’s and start in his Cousin Peter’s aerodrome as a
giddy flying man. If you hadn’t chipped in he would be
gone now.”

“Yaas; but it is a fwightful disgwace to be sacked fwom
school, you know.”

Tom Merry laughed. -

“Lee doesn’t seem to mind that, so long as he gets away,”
he remarked. ®

“He ought to mind, deah boy,” said D’Arcy. “He ought
to think of his people’s feelin’s, you know.”

“He ought !” agreed Tom Merry.

“Well, I have chucked him up,” sa... .avthur Augustus.
“I have wefwained fwom givin’ him a feahful thwashin’, but
I have wesolved to give him the go-by. I was goin’ to w’ite
to Cousin Ethel and explain, but it is wathah awkward, you
know. And now she is comin’ to the school, and if she asks
me about Lee, I weally do not know what to say. Pwobably
she will expect to see him in Studay No. 6, and I cannot ask
him to tea, you know, as I am not speakin’ to him. Indeed,
I should not be surpwised if he is sacked by Wednesday,

fwom the wdy he is goin’ on. He was wottin’ in the Form--

woom to-day—twyin’ to make Mr. Lathom think he was a
smokip’ boundah, you know ; though, as it happened, Cardew
bagged the lickin’ instead of Lee. He weally does not seem
to have much luck.” .

“What happened in the Form-room ?” asked Tom.

Arthur Augustus related the incident of the cigarette, and
the Terrible Three roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Arthur Augustus grinned. . .

“Of course, it served Cardew wight,” he said. He had
no bizney to have smokes about him. I heah that he is goin’
to punch Lee. But, you see, that is Lee’s game now—he 1s
goin’ to twy to get the sack for bad conduct, as there is no
othah way. He seems to be absolutely pottay on his scheme
of becomin’ a flyin’ man, and looks on the time he spends at
St. Jim’s as sheer waste. Cheek, you know. But the
twouble is, what am I goin’ to say to Cousin-Ethel?  It’s
vewy awkward, isn’t it?”

Tom Merry looked thoughtful. .

“The fact is, we took on rather a hefty job, when we
undertook to look after Lee,” he said. *Of course, Ethel
never knew what it was like, or she wouldn’t have asked us.
She only knew that he was a fellow who didn’t want to come
to St. Jim’s, and wanted to get away again, and was likely
to land in trouble in consequence. I dare say she thinks
he’s settled down by this time, and it’s all serene. We
could have helped any other fellow to shake down. But to
keep Lee from getting himself sacked when he’s bent on it is
rather too big an order.”

“Yaas, wathah! And aftah he has punched my nose. of
course, 1 cannot continue to look aftah him,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I considah that I am tweatin’ him vewy
genewously in wefwainin’ fwom givin’ him a feahful thwash-

_1n’, you know. But aftah pwomisin’ Ethel to look aftah

him, it’s fwightfully awkward to tell her that I have turned
the fellow down, isn’t it? It’s a vewy awkward posish, you
know.”

“ Awfully !” said Manners.

*There’s only-one thing to be done,” said Lowther.

“What’s that, deah boy ?” -

“You’ve turned Lee down 2

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, turn him up again.”

(3 Eh?))

“Then it will be all right,” said Monty.

“Weally, Lowthah—" ;

“Keep on butting in, and saving him from the sack, you
know. If he punches your nose every time, you will have
the most distinguished boko at St. Jim’s, in the long run—>

“You uttah ass!” roared Arthur Augustus.

The Terrible Three chuckled. -

“Pway be sewious, you fellows,” said D'Arcy. “It weally
is a vewy awkward posish, you know. Do you think it
would do any good for me to talk to Lee, Tom Mewwy,
and point out to him that it is his dutay to wespect his
pater’s wishes, and to play up, you know, and give up his
sillay ideahs? Perhaps if I put it to him vewy cleahly, he
would wealise that his pwesent line of conduct is wathah
wotten. Aftah all, a little advice fwom a fellow of tact and
judgment might be just what he wants.”

“Good idea!” said Lowther. “Go and see him and put on
your well-known bedside manners—"
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“Ha, ha, ha!* . :

.“And even if it doesn’t do him any good it will serve him
right,” added Lowther. “Talk to him like a Dutch uncle.
If he survives—”

“Weally, you funnay idiot——’ Arthur Augustus breathed
hard. “Twy to be sewious on a sewious subject. It is quite
poss, I think, that T might bwing Lee to a bettah fwame of
mind. But a fwesh difficulty awises. How can I speak to
him when I am not on speakin’ terms with him ?”

“That’s a real poser,” said Tom Merry gravely.

“You see, the posish bwistles with difficulties,” said Arthur
Augustus. “But as Cousin Ethel is comin’ on Wednesday
somethin’ will have to be done. I think, upon the whole, I
will twy the effect of lfointin’ out to him that he is actin’ in a
wotten way, and ought to be jolly well ashamed of himself,
you know. Perhaps that will have some wesult.”

The chums of the Shell grinned.

They did not anticipate that Gussy’s eloquence would pro-
duce much effect upon Angelo Lee, whose determination to
become a flying man made him deaf and blind to all other
considerations, '

_If it had any result, that result was, in fact, only too
likely to be another punch upon Gussy's aristocratic nose.

“1 considah——” went on Arthur Augustus,

He was_suddenly interrupted. Baggy Trimble shouted
from the doorway of the House.

“Come on, you fellows—you’re missing it.”

“Weally, Twimble—" :

“%\jdls:simg what ‘1;]’ asked Tom.

“Cardew’s on the war-path—scrapping with Lee—"

“Bai Jove!” P HEL

“This is the

“Come on,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

'gigc{y sequel to Lee’s dodge in the Form-room.”

was makin’ a wemark, Tom Mewwy——"
. But the Terrible Three did not heed. ~Perhaps they con-
sidered that Gussy had already made enough remarks. At
all events, they rushed away for the scene of the scrap,
and Arthur Augustus I)’Arcy, like the flower that is born
30 bl;xsh' unseen, was left to waste his sweetness on the
esert air.

CHAPTER 3.
Asking For It!
{3 HAT cad Lee—>
: - “Oh, chuck it, Cardew!” said Levison of the

Fourth.

“Yes, chuck it !” advised Sidney Clive. “Lee’s a
cheeky ass, but he never meant to land you with a licking,
Cardew. It was really your own fault.”

“Was it?” said Cardew unpleasantly.

“Yes, it was; if you hadn’t had smokes about you it
couldn’t have happened,” said Clive. “You were due for a
licking, if Lathom had known. So chuck it up and let Lee
alone !”

“Thanks for your advice,” said Cardew, with a yawn.
“It’s quite good advice.”

“Glad you can see that.”

“But it’s a weakness of mine never to take good advice,”
continued Cardew wurbanely. “Much as I value your
opinion, old bean, I can’t consent to miake an exception
in your favour. Now, if you’ll give me some bad advice.
T’ll undertake to act on it without even stoppin’ to think.”
- “Oh, don’t be an ass!”

“Can’t help it, old bean, any more than you can help
bein’ a bore,” said Cardew affably. “I had to bend over
and take six, on account of that idiot Lee and his fat-
headed stunts; and I promised myself the solace of punchin’

his silly head, hard. I never break a promise. And,
speakin’ of angels, there he is.”

“Look here, Cardew——"

Ralph Reckness Cardew did not heed his comrades. He

hurried across to Angelo Lee, who was going towards the
door on the quad. Levison and Clive, looking rather
irritated, followed him. Cardew was not a fellow to bear
grudges, as a Tule; but so long as the effects of the “six ”
lasted, he was likely to feel a strong desire to punch Angelo
Lee. And undoubtedly Mr. Lathom had laid on the cane
hard, and the effect still lingered. So there was to be
trouble.

“Stop a minute, Lee,” said Cardew suavely.

Lee stopped and looked at him.

£ gou got me a lickin’ this afternoon,” said Cardew.

« orry.”

“Very good; but unfortunately your sorrow does not take
away the pain,” explained Cardew.

Angelo grinned )

“Well, naturally, I couldn’t guess that you had cigar-
ettes in your pockets,” he said. “Lathom wouldn’t let me
explain when I tried. I don’t see that I was to blame.”

“You don’t?”’ queried Cardew.

“Well, no. I was laying in cigarettes for a stunt, as all
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the fellows know; you must have had them for smoking, l
80, my opinion is that you deserved what you got.”

“So kind of you to give ‘me \
Cardew. “J dare say you're quite right. All the more
reason why I'should give you a lickin’—fellows irritate me
when they’re in the right. I can always sympathise with
a man in the wrong—sort of fellow-feelin’, you know. But
a man in the right gets my goat. Where will you have it?”

“Cardew——" began Levison. \

“Give us a rest, Ernest, old bean,” said Cardew. “T'm
goin’ to thrash this cheeky outsider; I'm sure it will do
him good. Will you step into the gym with me, Lee?”

“Thanks, no.”

“Behind the chapel is a good place.”

“No doubt; but I'm not going there.”
“I hope I shall not have to conclude that you are a funk,
my dear man,” said Cardew-geitly. x|
“You can conclude what you like,” said Lee coolly. “I
don’t care a rap for your opinion, one way or the other!”

Fellows were gathering round now, and many curious }
glances were cast at Lee. : i ]

Nobody supposed that the new junior was a funk; his
exploit in handling an aeroplane, when the pilot had been
disabled, was well known to all the school; indeed, it was
the amazing courage and presence of mind displayed on
that occasion that had saved Lee from the sack. Dr.
Holmes had felt that he could not expel a St. Jim’s fellow
who had displayed a courage that brought credit upon his
school. The schoolboy who had been able to handle a
plane, and land after dark in a difficult place, was not a
fellow to be considered a funk. : _

Yet obviously he did not intend to accept Cardew’s invi-
tation to adjourn to a secluded spot, where a licking could.
be given and taken without interference by masters or
prefects. . .

“I mean business,” said Cardew, with a gleam in his
eves. “You're not gettin’ off, Lee, after landin’ me with
six.” -

Angelo smiled. 3

“You're challenging me, then?” he asked.

“Has that only just dawned on you?”

h“is the challenged part¥, I have the choice of place, I
think ?” . )

“Certainly: T don’t care where I.lick you, so long as I
do lick you!”

“Very well. Come on!” ‘ . :

Angelo turned, and walked towards the masters’ corridor. ;
Cardew stared after him. :

“Hold on!” he said. .

“Well?” Lee looked back.

“You dou’t want to scrap outside the doors
masters’ studies, I suppose ?” said Cardew.

“Suppose again!” said Angelo cheerily.
what I do want!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Cardew. ..

He felt that he was caught. A fight between two juniors |
outside the door of a master’s study was an extremely
serious affair. It might suit Lee, in his scheme of making
his stay at St. Jim’s impossible. Certainly, it did not suit
Cardew.

“Look here, that’s not good enough,” said Cardew, after

of the
“That’s exactly

Lee laughed.

“T hope I shall not have to conclude that you are a funk,
my dear man!” he :aid, parodying Cardew’s words.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Cardew set his lips.

“Lead on!” he said grimly. “T'll fight you outside the
Head’s study if you choose—or inside it!”

“Cardew—" urged Clive.

“Rats! Get on with it, Lee.”

“Follow on!” said Angelo cheerfully; and he walked down
i"\llaiters’ Corridor, with Ralph Reckness Cardew at his
eels.

Levison and Clive followed their chum, feeling extremely
uneasy, and a score of fellows followed on. Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther came up with a run, to join the
crowd, and Blake and Herries and Digby arrived, and
Wally of the Third; with Manners minor and Levison
minor. Seldom or never had the sacred precincts of
Masters’ Corridor been invaded by such a mob of = the
Lower. School.

Angelo stopped outside the door of Mr. Lathom’s study.
The master of the Fourth had retired to his"study after
class, as the new junior was aware.

Doubtless, he desired a little repose and quiet after his
labours in the instruction of the Fourth Form. His desire
was not likely to be gratified, in the circumstances. .

Angelo faced the dandy of the Fourth, smiling. Cardew’s
face was hard and grim; but he did not think of backing
out. He was landed.in trouble, and he knew it; but he was
going through with it, |

your opinion,” smiled |

“Ready ?” asked Cardew, between his set teeth.

*Quite !” .

_ %“QGo it, ye cripples!” said Blake of the Fourth. “Get in
as n}}}ch as you can before Lathom comes out and massacres
you !

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Quiet !” said Monty Lowther *Lathom will come out
before the circus begins, if he hears us.”

“Go it, you chaps!” .

Angelo stood with his back to Mr. Lathom’s door, scarce
a foot from the oak. It was obviously his intention to give
the Form master no choice about hearing the disturbance.
Cardew advanced upon him, his cuffs pushed back, his hands
up. It was quite impossible that time should be allowed’
for a fight to a finish. Mr. Lathom was certain to cmerge
in a state of amazement and wrath, As Cardew was “for
it,” he wanted to give Lee as much as he could before they
were interrupted.

In the midst of a breathless silence, Cardew attacked the
new fellow, hard and fast. :

Crash !

Lee . went backwards under the attack, and came irto
violent collision with Mr, Lathom’s door.

“That does it!” murmured Tom Merry, as there was a
startled exclamation within the Form master’s study.

Angelo came forward, without falling, however, and closed
with the dandy of the Fourth.

“Break away!” exclaimed Herries.

But the two juniors did not break loose; they closed and

- struggled, and it was easy to see that Angelo was whirling

Cardew intentionally towards the study door. It was easy
to see, also, that he was the stronger of the two, and able to
carry out. his intention,

Crash!

This time the two juniors came together against the study
door, and rolled on the floor close to it, still struggling.

And as they rolled and struggled on the floor, packets of
cigarettes fairly rained from Lee’s pockets. The flimsy
cardboard packages broke and crumpled as the juniors rolled
and trampled over them, and cigarettes were shed on all
sides. The juniors gazed on, almost spellbound.  They
understood Angelo’s little game now. That struggle out-
side the Form master’s door was to force Mr. Lathom to
come on the scene and discover him in possession of the for-
bidden smokes—revealed, as it were, by accident. That was °
why he was struggling with Cardew in Masters’ Corridox.
and that was why he was turning the fight into a wild-cat
wrestle on the floor.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Here comes the beak!” said Digby.

“Mr, Lathom’s door opened.

The crowd of juniors backed away across the broad cor-
ridor; but at the feet of the astonished Form master Lee
and Cardew struggled, in a sea of cigarettes, whole and
broken.

“Bless my soul!” stuttered Mr. Lathom.

He blinked at the two juniors, and at the scores of cigar-
ettes, in utter amazement. Another door opened farther
along the corridor, ‘and Mr. Selby, the master of the Third
Form, looked out, with a sour face. .

“What is this disturbance ?” exclaimed Mr, Selby.

“Bless my soul! Cease this at once!” exclaimed Mr.
Tathom. . )

Cardew and Lee separated, and rose to their feet, panting.
Cardew was crimson with anger and exertion, and his
elegant clothes were rumpled and dusty. Mr, Selby stepped
out of his study. .

“What is this crowd doing here?”’ he demanded. “‘GLo
away at once—disperse all of you! Mr. Lathom, T am
astonished that boys of your Form should quarrel and fight
in tbis corridor. I am astonished that you should allow it,
sir! ‘ :

Mr. Lathom reddened with mortification.

“Really, Mr. Selby—"

¢ A disgraceful scene, sir!” exclaimed the master of the
Third. “Disgraceful! Were these boys in my Form they
would be dealt with, with the utmost severity !”

“They will be dealt with very severely, Mr. Selby!”
answered the Fourth Form master tartly. ““You may safely
leave that to me.” .

“I trust so, sir!” snapped Mr. Selby. “I trust so,
indeed!” And the master of the Third went back into his
study, and closed the door with a bang.

“Lee! Cardew!” Mr. Lathom’s- voice trembled with
anger. “You have dared to fight in Masters’ Corridor—you
have dared—" .

“My fault, sir,” said Angelo. -

“And mine!” said Cardew disdainfully. Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew was not the fellow to take a favour.

“You are equally to blame,” said Mr. Lathom sternly, “so
far as this disgraceful disturbance is concerned. With regard
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to the cigarettes dropped by one of you, that is a still more
serious matter, especially after what occurred in_the Form
room this afternoon. I shall deal first with you, Lee! Step
into my study. You will wait, Cardew !”

- “Very well, sir,” said Cardew.

Lee followed the Form master into the study. X

Mr. Lathom picked up a cane and pointed to a chair.

Angelo hesitated. . os

“You—you do not intend to report me to the Head, sir?

“I do not, Lee. I intend to cane you severely.”

“If you please, sir—"

“Bend over that chair at once, Lee! If you utte’l;
another word, I shall give you double the number of strokes.

Angelo did not utter another word.

Undoubtedly he wanted to be reported to the Head as a
shady and doubtful character. But he did not want twelve
strokes with the cane instead of six. He did not want any,
in. fact, -

But he had to take six. . . .

The six were well laid on, and the strokes rang like pistol-
]shots, and the fellows outside looked at one another as they
istened. . .

It was but seldom that Mr. Lathom inflicted severe punish-
ment. But he was deeply angry now, and undoubtedly Mr.
Selby’s gibing tongue had given a sharper edge to his
temper. Lee was fairly wriggling when the last of the six
had descended upon him. ¥

“You may go!” snapped Mr. Lathom,

Angelo gasped for breath.

‘““But the cigarettes, sir?”

“That matter does not concern you, Lee. Go!”

“But, sir—-"" ;

“Go!” thundered Mr. Lathom, and he added to the effect
of his command by laying the cane-across Lee’s shoulders.

Angelo went promptly enough then.

Mr. Lathom followed him into the corridor, and frowned
at the juniors still lingering there. .
““All of you go away at once!” he snapped. “Excepting
Cardew! = Cardew, you will follow me to your House-
master’s study. Your offence is so serious that I prefer Mr.
Railton to deal with it.”

Cardew raised his eyebrows. *

“Really, sir—" he began, ) . .

_“Your conduct, Cardew, is absolutely disgraceful!” said
Mr, Lathom. “Only this afternoon I caned you for having
cigarettes in your possession, Already you have obtained a
fresh supply—a large supply—of these pernicious things,
and you have scattered them at my very doorway in your
struggling with Lee. I take this, Cardew, as a deliberate
defiance of authority, and your Housemaster will deal with
it 47

Cardew stood rooted to the floor.

“Great gad!” he gasped.

“Follow me !” thundered Mr. Lathom,

“But, sir—"

“Come !”

Mr. Lathom grasped the dandy of the Fourth by the
shoulder, and marched him away to the Housemaster’s study,
Cardew shrugged his shoulders, and went without another
word. Tom Merry & Co. stared after them blankly.

They understood Mr. Lathom’s mistake.

After the incident in the Form-room Cardew and_ cigar-
ettes were indissolubly connected in his mind. It did not
even occur to him that the shower of cigarettes on the floor
had been dropped there by Angelo. He took it for granted
that they had been scattered by Cardew in the struggle,
accidentally, of course. It was no wonder that he was
deeply incensed.  His face was grim and angry as he
marched the dandy of the Fourth away, under the astonished
eyes of the juniors. .

“My only hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “He thinks—"

“It’s too rotten!” exclaimed Clive. “He thinks Cardew
dropped all those filthy smokes there—"

“Ha, ha, ha! What was he to think?”’ chuckled Blake,
“Cardew’s a dog with a bad name now, you know.”

“It’s his own fault,” grinned Julian. .

‘“ Anyhow, he can explain to Railton,” said Manners.

Levison of the Fourth shook his head,

‘““He won’t!” he said. “He won’t say a word.”

“Then he’s for it!”

In spite of Mr. Lathom’s order to disperse, the crowd of
juniors followed on to Mr. Railton’s study, intensely curious
to know what would happen there. Angelo was gone; he
had departed immediately after his licking. But all the
other fellows gathered round Mr. Railton’s door, and
listened for the swish of the Housemaster’s cane.

They-soonm heard it. - - 3

For a few moments they caught the sound of .Mr. Lathom’s
excited voice, reporting the delinquencies—real and sup-
})olsled—gf the dandy of the Fourth.  The swish of the cane
ollowed.
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“8ix!” said Baggy Trimble, when half a dozen strokes
had been counted. 7

But the swishing went.on,

Bl“'kMy hat! Railton is putting his beef into it !” murmured
ake.

Not a sound was heard from Cardew. Twelve strokes
in all were counted by the listening juniors; but no sound
came from the dandy of the Fourth. He was taking his
medicine in grim silence, o

The swishing ceased at last. .

The study door opened, and Cardew came out. He
walked steadily, but his face was white. : §

The juniors looked at him. Levison and Clive closed in
on either side of their chum, took his arms, and walked
him away. And then the crowd of juniors. dispersed.

——

CHAPTER 4.
Gussy Butts In! ‘
{3 ATES, deah boy, where is Lee?! %

B Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came into Study No. 3
in the Fourth
question.

Bates of the Fourth was there, but there was no sign of

his study-mate. - ’

Bates shook his head. )

“Not knowing, can’t say,” he answered. *Getting over

his licking somewhere, I suppose. He had six from Lathom,

you know.”

" “Yaas, - wathah! And- Cardew had twelve, owin’ to
Mr. Lathom makin’ anothah mistake,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It was weally wathah wuff on Cardew; but
perhaps he deserves it for bein’ a smoky ass. Lee would
have got the dozen if Mr. Wailton had known that the
cigawettes were his. I want to see Lee vewy particulahly.”

“More than I do,” said Bates. “I'm fed up with him
and the stuff he brings into the study. He wants the beaks
to suspect him,-and search the study, I believe. I know
he’s got a box of cigars locked up in his desk, all ready
for them to find—he jolly well hasn’t smoked any, I know
that. And look at that paper he’'s left on the table to
catch anybody’s eye that comes in.”

‘“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus looked at the paper. It was a pink
paper, and the title of it  was “Sporting Tips.” D’Arcy
gazed at it. Such a paper, in the possession of any St. Jim’s
fellow, junior or senior, was a very serious matter indeed.
It hinted at horse-racing, dealing with bookies, backing
horses, gambling, and disreputable acquaintances outside the
school. ~ Certainly, Lee had been guilty of none of those
things; he was a thoroughly clean and wholesome fellow.
But that was the impression that the discovery of such a
paper in his study would have given; and that, undoubtedly,
was the impression that ‘Angelo desired to give, in his
peculiar campaign to earn the ‘“sack ” from the school.

Arthur Augustus frowned darkly.

Since the punching of his noble nose by the ungrateful
Angelo the swell of St. Jim’s had given up the idea of look-
ing after Lee—thcugh he felt that that was a difficult matter
to explain to Cousin Ethel. But he had resolved upon a
heart-to-heart talk with the wayward Angelo, hoping thus
to bring him to realise the error of his ways. The sight
of “Sporting Tips ” made it clear that Angelo was in need
of sage advice from a fellow of tact and judgment.

“The awful ass!” said Arthur Augustus. “Keepin’ on
like this, he will vewy likely get sacked fwom St. Jim's.”

“That’s what he wants,” said Bates.

“Yaas; but he does not appeah to wealise the fwightful
disgwace he is incuwwin’,” said D’Arcy. “What will his
gatal‘r;"think if he is kicked out of the school for bad con-

uct ?

“Lee doesn’t seem to have considered that.

Form passage and asked that

I fancy his

- pater will give him a jolly good hiding if he goes home

1)

in disgrace,” said Bates, with a grin. “I know 1 would if
I were his pater.”

“Yaas; but that wouldn’t wipe out the disgwace,” said
D’Arcy.  ““It is cleah that Lee does not wealise what he
is doin’.”

“Lot he cares!” grunted Bates.

“Well, I think he would care if he wealised that his
conduct is vewy wotten,” said D’Arcy. “He is quite a
good chap, only he is pottay on takin’ up flyin’ stunts with
his Cousin Petah. He thinks of that to the exclusion of
evewythin’ else, you see. I am goin’ to speak to him
vewy sewiously, and point out to him that it will not do.
I will take away this papah.”

“He tipped a man to bring it to him, on purpose to

" leave it around in the study,” grinned Bates.

“I shall take care that it is not left awound,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I twust I shall make him wealise that he is
goin’ on in & vewy wotten Way, and he will agwee to
burn this papah and dwop the whole thing.”
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stuttered Mr. Lathom.

Mr. Lathom’s door suddenly opened, and the crowd of juniors backed away across the'broad corridor.

of the astonished Form-master Lee and Cardew struggled, in a sea of cigarettes, whole and broken.
He blinked at the two juniors, and at the scattered cigarettes, in utter amazement. (See Chapter 3.)

But at the feet
¢ Bless my soul ! !

“Not likely!”

“1 shall twy, at least. You are suah you do not know
where he is?”

“Quite—and don’t want to!” yawned Bates. Evidently
Harold Bates, of the Fourth, was not deeply concerned
about his study-mate.

Arthur Augustus left the study, tucking “Sporting Tips”
under his jacket. He did not want to be seen in possession
of literature of that kind. .

“Have you seen Lee, Twimble?” he asked, as he came
upon the fat junior on the stairs.

Trimble grinned.

“Yes—he's in the quad—wriggling like anything! I
say, Lathom laid it on, didn’t ie? He, he, he!” Baggy
chuckled. “I say, I've told him about Cardew getting
double-six on account of his cigarettes. He, he, he! He
says he will punch Cardew’s head for keeping on butting
in like this! He, he, he!”

“Pway tell me where to find him, Twimble.” :
h“I"saw him squirming under the elms near the tuck
shop.

“Thank you, Twimble.” ’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy walked out of the House and
crossed the quadrangle. The dusk was closing on, and
most fellows who were out of doors were making for the
Houses. Some were coming away from Mrs. Taggles’ little
tuckshop with supplies for tea in the studies. Arthur
Augustus, with the aid of his celebrated eyeglass, spotted
Angelo Lee, leaning on a tree at a little distance from the
school shop.

Angelo gave him a far from welcoming look as h& came
up.
Angelo was in an irritated frame of mind.

His little scheme with the cigarettes had been tried twice -

on Mr. Lathom, and each time it had failed, the hapless

-Cardew coming in for the results. Instead of being reported

to the Head as a secret smoker, with a search of his study
= P

to follow- for further evidence of misdeeds, Angelo had
been caned for fighting in Masters’ Corridor—merely that
and nothing more. He was as far as ever from getting on
with his scheme, and he was annoyed. He had no sympathy
to waste on Cardew; he needed it all for himself. And he
frowned at Arthur Augustus. But for the intervention of
that well-meaning youth on an earlier occasion, he would
have been gone from St. Jim’s already. It really seemed
to the junior who wanted to be sacked that the stars, in
their courses, were fighting against the sack for him.

Other fellows, like Racke of the Shell and Clampe of the
New House, had been in danger of the sack, and strove
their hardest to keep out of such peril Angelo, who
wanted it, couldn’t get it, howsoever hard he tried. Really,
it was annoying.

“I’ve been lookin’ for you, Lee!” said D’Arcy.

€« D0n7t !))

“T am goin’ to speak to you vewy sewiously, Lee.”

“Chuck it!” L

“My opinion is, deah boy, that you do not wealise that
you are actin’ in a wotten, and indeed caddish and dis-
gwaceful mannah,” went on the swell of St. Jim’s cheerily.
“That is what I am goin’ to point out to you, Lee.”

Angelo’s eyes gleamed.

Whether he was quite satisfied with his peculiar scheme or
not, certainly he did not regard it in the terms mentioned
by Arthur Augustus. His opinion was very far from that.

“You silly, cheeky ass!” he exclaimed.

“Weally, Lee—" :

“Can’t you mind your own business?” demanded Lee
angrily. “Do you want me to punch your silly nose again?”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard and deep.

“It seems that you and Tom Merry and Figgins promised
Ethel Cleveland to look after me here,” growled Angelo.
“I dare say Miss Cleveland meant well—my sister, at her
school, seems to have asked her to speak to her friends here
about me. I dare say it was kind of her—but I don’t want
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you butting in, and T tell you so.plainly! I want you to
shut up and chuck it, see? Is that plain enough English ?”

“Yaas, wathah! But have you.considahed—"

“Chuck it, I tell you!”?

“Considah your fathah’s feelin’s—" .

“I’'m waiting for the pater to consider mine,” growled
Lee. “I'm going to be an airman, and he thinks it’s danger-
ous. Pooof! Of course it’s dangerous—and what does that
matter? I’'m not going to be mollycoddled. My pater will
have to swallow it when I'm turned out of here. Anyhow,
it’s no bizney of yours. Chuck it!” - R

“You are actin’ vewy badly, Lee! I have found this
wascally publication in your studay !” said Arthur Augustus,
taking “Sporting Tips * out from under his jacket and
holding it up to Lee’s inspection.

Lee stared at it.

“You cheeky ass!” he exclaimed.
property alone?” 4 .

“You have no wight to such pwopahty,” said D’Arcy
firmly. “T twust that you will burn this wascally wacin’
papah, Lee.” L

“I shall do nothing of the kind, you dummy! Give it
to me.” g ) .

“T wefuse to give it to you, Lee, If you will not destwoy
it I shall destwoy it personally.” - .

“You want another punch on the nose?” said Lee. “I
warn you that you'll get it if you keep on butting in. Go
and eat €oke)” . .

And Angelo tramped away under the trees, turning his
back uncerémoniously on the swell of St. Jim’s. i :

Arthur Augustuswas left staring after him, holding the
pink paper in his hand. His noble eye gleamed through his
eyeglass. He had sought out Lee for a heart-to-heart talk
with that erring youth, for his own good; but he was
strongly tempted to change the programme, and give Angelo
a terrifio thrashing instead. .

As he stood staring after Angelo’s disappearing figure, a
heavy hand dropped on his shoulder. .

“You young rascal!” said the voice of Kildare of the
Sixth.

D’Arcy spun round.

“ Weally, Kildare——" .

The captain of St. Jim’s, coming away from the school
shop, was passing quite close to Artltur Augustus, when he
spotted the pink paper in his hand. He frowned at the
swell of the Fourth grimly. -

“Egl@t do you mean by it ?” he demanded.

({3 n 7),

Kildare had his official ashplant under his arm. He let it
slip down into his hand. B

“I'm sorry to see this, D’Arcy,” he said.
pager at once.” . ,

rthur Augustus handed the sporting paper over. Gussy’s
noble brain did not always work quickly; and he did not
catch on, as yet, to the St. Jim’s captain’s natural mis-
apprehension, i

“I can’t believe that you go in for this sort of thing,
D’Arcy,” said Kildare. “I've always thought you a decent
enough kid.”

“Gweat Scott!” - i

Arthur Augustus jumped almost clear of the ground.

He understood now.

“I suppose it is simply folly on your part,” said Kildare.
“But whatever may be your reason, you’ve got to learn that
a St. Jim’s fellow mustn’t bring muck like this into the
school. Bend over!” )

“Weally, Kildare—" gasped D’Arcy.

“Bend over !” snapped Kildare.

“But I—I—pwotest ! I—I—" stuttered Arthur Augustus
incoherently.

“I’m going to give you two!” said Kildare.

“Can’t you leave my

“Give me that

“If you

keep me waiting another second I'll make it six. Bend
over !”

“Oh ewumbs!”

The hapless Arthur Augustus bent over.

Whack ! Whack! |

“Ow! Oh deah! Wow!*

“Let that be a warning to you,” said Kildare. And he

tucked the ashplant under his arm again and walked away
towards the House.

Arthur Augustus gazed after him with feelings too deep
for words.

—

. CHAPTER 5,
The Limit!

“ IN!”
G 113 Gin !’9
“Impossible 1”

“I saw it!” hooted Baggy Trimble.
It was the following day; and Baggy Trimble, who made

_it a point always to know the latest thing, was relating the
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very last item of news to a rowd of incredulous juniors in
the quad.

“Gammon !” said Figgins of the New House. “Lee’s a
silly ass, but he’s not that sort. Chuck it, Trimble !”

“I saw it with my own eyes!” hooted Baggy.

“You couldn’t have seen it with anybody else’s !|” remarked
Kerr. “And I imagine that you didn't see it with your
own. Cen it!”

“Lee had the bottle under his jacket—"

“Rats!” said Blake.

“I saw it as he passed me in the Fourth Form passage—
just a glimpse,” said Baggy. “He whipped it out of sight
fast enough; but I saw it. It was a bottle of gin.”

“Bosh!” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah! I am weally shocked at you, Twimble,
makin’ up whoppin’ yarns like this!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy severely. \

“I tell you——-"

“Gammon !

Baggy Trimble was crimson with wrath,

He had a startling item of news—an item with which,
like the Fat Boy in Pickwick, he had expected to make the
fellows’ flesh creep. And instead of allowing their flesh to
creep, the fellows only laughed and derided him. Not one
fellow believed Baggy’s statement.

Certainly the news, if true, was serious enough. But the
plainest proof would. have been required before anybody
would have believed that a St. Jim’s fellow had introduced
intoxicating liquor into the school. Even a rank outsider
like Racke of the Shell would never have dreamed of doing
that. Baggy had expected to make the fellows jump with
the news of that bottle of gin. Nobody jumped.

“I tell you it’s true,” asseverated Baggy. “Lee had the
bottle of gin under his jacket—"*

“Rats 1”

““Rubbish !”

“Chuck it !”? :

. “He cut into his study with it,” asserted Baggy, “and it’s
jolly well there still. I looked in after him and saw him
locking it up in his desk.”

“Pile it on!” said Blake.

Bates of the Fourth looked very thoughtful.

“I say, though, Lee has got a lot of muck in the study,”
“I know he’s got a box of cigars. Not to smoke,
you know, but to make the Housemaster.jump, if he can
get Railton into searching his study somehow. I—I wonder
if he’s idiot enough to put in a bottle of booze, too. It
&ould’mean the sack, short and sharp, if it were found

ere.’

“Bal Jove! That’s so,” said D’Arcy.

“Where would he get it7” said Tom Merry, shaking his
head. “A St. Jim's kid can’t walk into a wine and spirit
merchant’s and buy a bottle of gin. It's all gammon!”

“Here he is,” said Figgins. “Let’s ask him.”

Angelo Lee came sauntering along towards the group,
with his hands in his pockets.

Lee’s face had a rather damaged look. The previous
ovening Cardew of the Fourth had called him to account,
and there had been a scrap, and both the juniors bore
signs of the trouble. Angelo was loaoking quite good-
tempered and cheery, however, in spite of a swoqlen nose.

“Lee!” bawled Trimble. “I’ve told the fellows what you
were taking into your study. Isn’t it true?”

“That depends,” said Lee. “If you've seen something
that doesn’t concern you, Trimble, you ought to hold your
tongue about it!”

Tom Merry looked at the new junior.

“That’s all rot!” he said. “If you've really got what
Trimble says, you’ve got it for a fatheaded stunt, and you
let Trimble see it on purpose, to get it talked of.”

“Oh {” ejaculated Trimble. '

“Bai Jove! That is vewy pwob,” remarked Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “Twimble can always be welied upon
to tattle anythin’ all ovah the school.”

“Look here, you know——"

“ Whatever your game is, Lee, you'’re a rotter if you’ve -

really brought a bottle of gin into the school,” said George

. TFiggins, with a scornful glance at the new junior.

“Dear me!” said Angelo.

“It's gammon!” said Monty Lowther.

“T tell you he’s got it !” roared Baggy Trimble. “I tell
you I saw him with a bottle of gin—"

“Shush !” exclaimed Blake. “There’s Knox.”

Baggy Trimble broke off suddenly. Knox of the Sixth
was coming along the path, and the juniors wondered
whether he had heard. Knox of the Sixth was a prefect,
and he had already had trouble with Angelo. That Kuox
had heard 'Trimble’s incautious words was soon clear. e
came directly towards the group, a grim lock on his face.

“What’s that, Trimble?” he rapped out.

“Oh, n-nothing, Knox !” stammered Baggy.

“Were you speaking of Lee?”

&



“I___I_I___’)

Knox turned to Angelo o )

“Leée, is there any truth in what Trimble was saying o

“There very seldom is,” said Angelo calmly. I haven't
been long at St. Jim’s, but I've beéen here long enough to
notice that Trimble and truth are very distant acquaint-
ances.” . . )

Some of the juniors grinned. Knox frowned.

“I don’t want any cheek from you!” said Knox. “I know
yow're an insubordinate young rascal, and I shouldn’t be
atsgrpl;’ised if there’s something in this, Answer my ques-
ion. -

“I’ve nothing to ray.” % i .

“Very well; I shall take you to the Housemaster,” said
the prefect. “Follow me.”

“Pleased !” said Angelo.

He followed Knox into the School House.

“Bai Jove! There can’t weally be anythin’ in it, you
fellows,” said Arthur Augustus. with a deep breath. “Lee
wouldn’t be such an uttah blackguard, you know.”

“Goodness knows what he might do,” said Tom Merry.
“If it wasn’t true he could have denied it.”

“Yaas, wathah! But—"

“If he’s got the. muck in his study, it's only a stunt, of
course. But Mr. Railton won’t know that.”

“I don’t see how you know it, either,” sneered Racke of
the Shell. “If he’s got it, he’s got it to drink, of course.”

“Wubbish, Wacke I” . .

“My opinion is that he’s an absolute rotter!” said Racke.

“That’s wot, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus. “If he
were an absolute wottah, he would have made fwiends with
you.”

" “What?” :

“Birds of a feathah flock togethah, you know,” said
Arthur Augustus innocently.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors, greatly entertained by
the expression on Aubrey Racke's face. i

“But, as a mattah of fact, Lee has given you a wide
berth, Wacke,” said Arthur Augustus. “Y know he has
wefused to entah your studay at all. He will have nothin’
to do with you, or Cwooke, or Clampe. So he cannot be
an absolute wottah, as you suggest, Wacke.”

“You cheeky idiot!” roared Racke.

“Weally, Wacke—" .

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“TLet’s follow on and see what happens,” said Blake; and
that suggestion was unanimously adopted. A crowd of
fellows poured into the House, in time to see Mr. Railton
emerge from his study, with Knox of the Sixth and Lee
of the Fourth. )

The Housemaster’s face was very stern.

Evidently he had been greatly surprised and shocked by

the extraordinary information the prefect liad imparted.
" There were black sheep at St. Jim’s, as everywhere else;
but this, if true, was the limit—it was absolutely unheard-of.
Certainly, if Angelo had brought a bottle of intoxicating
liquor into the House, and locked it in his desk, he was
booked for the “long jump * without delay—his desire to
leave St. Jim’s was certain to be gratified on the spot.

Mr. Railton ascended the big staircase, followed by Knox
and Angelo. This obviously meant that Lee’s study was to
be searched. :

Tom Merry & Co. followed on to the Fourth Form pas-
sage, and gathered in a crowd outside Study No. 3.

Mr. Railton glanced round the room.

“Is that your desk, Lee?”

“Yes, sir.” :

“Is it locked 77

“T keep it locked, sir.”

“Unlock it at once.”

Angelo hesitated.

There was a breathless hush among the juniors.
Railton’s brow grew grimmer and sterner.

“You hear me, Lee ?” he rapped out.

“Yes,,sir. But—"

“You have not lost your key, I presume?”

“No, sir; but——"" :

“Then unlock the desk immediately!”

“I object to doing so, sir,” said Angelo.

“You-object to carrying out an order given you by your
Housemaster?” exclaimed Mr. Railton in a terrifying voice.

“Yes, sir; I object and protest,” said Lee,

“Upon my word!” .

The juniors in the passage looked at one another.
Angelo’s objection could convey.only one meaning to their
niinds—that he was guilty, and that he dreaded discoyery.
Not that his objection was likely to count for anything
against the authority of the Housemaster.

“Knox,” said Mr. Railton, “kindly take the key from
Lee, and open the desk.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Knox.

He grasped Angelo far from gently. Knox had not for-

Mr.

[
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gotten how the new junior had punched him in his study.
Angelo had received a prefects’ beating for that exploit;
but a dozen beatings would not have been enough, in the
opinion of Knox of the Sixth.

With a rough hand, Knox went through Angelo’s pockets,
grinding his knuckles into the junior’s meck, as he seemed
disposed to resist.

A bunch of keys was soon produced.

*“Is the key on that bunch, Lee?” snapped the House-
master. '

Angelo made no answer. d )

“Try the keys on the desk, Knox.”

Knox released Angelo, and stepped towards the desk.
With a sudden spring and a snatch, Angelo grabbed the
bunch from him and threw it out of the study window. -

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus in the passage.

Mr. Railton seemed petrified, for a moment, by Angelo’s
action. .

“Lee!"” he gasped. ‘‘How—how dare you?”

“I object to my desk being searched,” said Angelo.

“You young rascal!” exclaimed Knox.

“Knox, kindly obtain some implement, and force the
desk open,” said Mr. Railton. ;

There was a tool-chest, belonging -to Bates, in the study.
Knox opened it, and selected a chisel and a hammer. In
a few minutes Angelo’s desk was forced open,

Mr. Railton looked into it.

One glance was enough.

There, under his startled and horrified eyes, Iay a bottle
full of pale fluid labelled “Best Gin,” and beside it lay a
box of cigars. . :

CHAPTER 8.
Not According to Programme!
M R. RAILTON stared, and stared again, as if unable

to believe his eyes.
Indeed, he scarcely could believe them.
Angelo’s' unwillingness to open the desk had
disposed him to suspect the worst. Yet the discovery was
simply staggering. ’

The Housemaster picked up the bottle with one hand,
the cigar-box with the othér. The bottle was three-parts
full of liquid, and there were a dozen cigars in the box.
All t}.lhe fellows crowded outside the open doorway could
see them.

Foolish and reckless fellows had sometimes been found
with cigarettes in their possession, But cigars were quite
unknown in St. Jim’s studies. As for the gin bottle, the
discovery of a Gorgon’s head could scarcely have caused
more horror and surprise.

Mr. Railton fixed his scornful eyes on Angelo.

“These—these articles belong to you, Lee?” he said.
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“You’ve found them in my desk, sir,” said Angelo with
an air of sullenness. .

“Do you admit that they belong te you?”

“Yes, sir.” ;

_ “Then I can only conclude, Lee, that you are a boy of
depraved character, and-that Dr. Holmes was deceived
when he allowed you to enter this school!” said Mr.
Railton.

Angelo winced.

He wanted to leave St. Jim’s, and he was prepared to
incur disgrace to accomplish his object. But the scorn and
contempt. in the Housemaster’s face cut him deeply.

The colour came into his cheeks, and he did not answer.
He stood with his eyes on the floor. )

“T shall take these—these articles to the headmaster, and
you will follow me, Lee,” said Mr. Railton. “I am very
well aware that it is your desire to leave the school. I can
assure you now that your desire will be gratified. A boy
of your character cannot be allowed to remain here a single
hour. I greatly fear that you may have exercised, already,
a corrupting influence upon better boys,”

“Oh, sir!” gasped Angelo.

“Bates! Step into the study, Bates.”

Bates of ‘the Fourth detached himself from the crowd in
the passage, and entered Study No. 3. His manner was ex-
tremely uneasy. As Angelo’s study-mate, there was a possi-
bility of his being suspected of having shared in the new
junior’s rascality. : -

“Bates, do you know anything of this?” demanded the
Housemaster, - ) - oo

“Not the—the booze, sir!” stammered Bates.

“The what?” ejaculated Mr. Railton.

“T—I mean the gin, sir!”’ stuttered Bates. ‘I never knew
about that #ill Trimble mentioned it, and then I didn’t
swallow it—I mean, I didn’t believe it!”

“Am I to understand that you knew that Lee had cigars
locked up in his desk?” - . .

Bates wriggled uncomfortably.

“T—T couldn’t help seeing him lock the box up there, sir,
could I, as I was in the study?” he gasped.

“Your- position -was, I grant, a difficult one, as a school-
boy’s sense of honour would keep you from betraying this
young scoundrel to those in authority,” said the House-
master. *But you should have spoken to your junior House
captain, Merry of the Shell, on the subject. Now, however,
that the discovery is made, you can speak freely to me.
Has Lee ever attempted to induce you to join in his base
proceedings ?” -

‘“Oh” gasped Bates. ‘“No, sir

“T am glad to hear that, at all events.
that he was addicted to smoking cigars?”’

“No, sir. He never smoked any, that I know of.”

“Take care, Bates. He can scarcely have been addicted
to these habits without your knowledge, as he shares your
study.” .

Bates, in spite of his alarm and uneasiness, grinned
faintly.

“Bates?’ thundered Mr. Railton.
sir! Is this a laughing matter ?”’

“Oh, sir! No, sir!” spluttered Bates.
Oh dear!” ‘

“What do you mean, then?”

“It was a dodge,.sir,”’ said Bates. “Lee never smoked
cigars. I don’t believe he could, without being sick, and
I've never scen him sick. He had that box of cigars here
to be found!”

“To be found 2” repeated the Housemaster blankly.

“Yes, sir. He wanted his study to be searched, and the
cigars found. All the fellows knew it was a dodge to get
turned out of the school.” .

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Railton.

A change came over the Housemaster’s face. He gave
Lee a very penetrating look, and Angelo kept his eyes on
the floor. :

“Merry !” i

“Yes, sir,” said Tom. « =

“ As junior House captain, you should know something of
this boy Lee. Are you aware that he was addicted to such
habits as drinking and smoking?”

“Certainly not, sir!” said Tom. “I know he doesn’t
smoke, and I'm quite sure that he doesn’t drink.”

“You see what I have found in his desk, Merry?”

“TIt’s a stunt, sir.”

“What?” -

“Y mean a dodge—a trick, sir,” said Tom. “It’s jolly
thick, I know, but it’s only a trick to get sent away from
the schoel, I’'m sure of that. He’'s never tasted what is in
that bottle.”

Angelo looked up.

“That isn’t true!” he said.

“What?” exclaimed the Housemaster.
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Lee, that you have actually consumed part of the contents
of this bottle? . Do you confess it ?”

“Lots of times, sir!” said Angelo. “I've drunk some

| every day since I've been at the school, and sometimes three

or four times a day!”

Tom Merry stared at him, )

“Well, that’s news to me,” he said, “and I don’t believe
it now I -

“It’s true!” said Lee.

“Uttah wot!” came Arthur Augustus’ voice from the
passage.

Mr. Railton looked at Tom Merry, and then looked very
hard at Lee. His suspicions were deeply aroused now, but
in a new direction. He removed the cork from the gin
bottle, and sniffed at it. An aroma of gin hung round
the bottle, but it was a very faint aroma. Mr. Railton tilted
the battle, and poured a little of the contents into the palm
Iof };15 hand and tasted it. The juniors watched him breath-
essly. :

“Water!” said Mr. Railton very quietly.

There was a buzz.

Angelo’s face was a study.

“Watah!” repeated Arthur Augustus. ‘“Bai Jove! I
nevah thought of that, you fellows!”

“Well, this takes the cake!” murmured Figgins. And
there was a chuckle in the passage.

“Lee,” said Mr. Railton in a deep voice, ‘“you siated that
you had drunk what this bottle contains, knowing it to be
harmless water,”

No reply. v
. “You intended me io believe, however, that it was an
intoxicating liquor, and to report so to the headmaster.”

. Still no reply. )

“Where did you obtain this bottle, L.ee, which you have
filled with water for a purpose of deception?”

Angelo gave a grunt,

“I sorted it out of a dustbin, sir,” he answered. “I
suppose I may as well own up now.”

Mr. Railton sei his lips. He bad been tricked and de-
ceived, and his ire was deep. At the same time he was
greatly relieved to find that this remarkable affair was only
a piece of trickery, and not a startling case of juvenile
depravity.

*“So the whole.affair is a trick?” he said. “You bought
these cigars ‘and you placed them with this old gin-boftle
in your desk, in order to deceive me and deceive your head-
master, &

“Not exactly that, sir,” said Angelo. “I wanted to be
sent away from St. Jim’s, and I thought——"

“You were willing to incur indelible disgrace for that
purpose

Angelo wriggled uncomfortably.

“For your own sake, and the sake of your people, Lee,
I am glad that your impudent trickery has been revealed,”
said Mr. Railton. “You will not be judged guilty of de-
praved habits, Lee, and expelled. You will be punished
with the utmost severity for attempting to deceive your
Housemaster. I shall administer, sir, such a flogging as I
hope will be a warning to you for the future to refrain
from such trickery. Follow me to my study, Lee!”

““Oh dear!” groaned Angelo.

Mr. Railton left the study, and Angelo limped after him
dispiritedly. - ®

Once more he had failed. )

This time he had been very close to success—indeed, had
Mr. Railton been a little less keen-witted, Angelo could not
have failed to be expelled from the school in utter ignominy.
The ignominy he did not seem to mind, so long as he was
expelled. But he had failed; and, instead of what he
wanted, he was to receive what he most assuredly did not

* want—a flogging from his Housemaster.

In the lowest of spirits Angelo limped after the House-
master, leaving the juniors grinning. :

What followed was painful—for Angelo. .

Ti the Housemaster’s study he received a severe lecture
upon his reckless and insubordinate conduct—which he could
have borne with equanimity had it been all. But thai was
not all,

The flogging followed.

It was said of old that.he who spares the rod spoils the
child. Mr. Railton did not run the risk of spoiling Angelo,

By the time he was finished the junior who wanted to be
sacked was fecling as if life was scarcely worth living.

He crawled away from Mr. Railton’s study gasping.

And for hours afterwards, as Lee squirmed and wriggled
in Study No. 3, fellows passing that study could hear his
voice in.a continuous series of such remarks as, “Ow! Wow!
Wow! Yow!” And the fellows grinned as they heard him,
and wondered what Angelo’s next move would be—and
whether, after this painful experience, there would be a
I‘Mxt'”
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pearing figure, a heavy hand dropped on his shoulder.
of the Fourth grimly,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was left holding the ¢ Sporting Tips ’* in his hand.
“* You young rascal ! ”’ said the voice of Kildare. The captain of
the school, coming away from the school shop, had spotted the pink paper in D’Arcy’s hand.

. ¢ What do you mean by it ? ’’ he demanded.

As he stood staring after Angelo’s disap-

He frowned at the swell
(See Chapter 4.)

CHAPTER 7.
Bolted!

: N Wednesday afternoon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave
a_final touch to his tie before the glass in Study
No. 6—the final touch of many. Arthur Augustus
was particular in these little matters, .especially on
such an occasion as the present. Cousin Ethel was coming
down to the school that afternoon, and any day when Ethel
came was a day worthy to be marked with a white stone,
as it were. And Ethel Cleveland was to be met at the
station by her Cousin Arthur and some of his friends—and
Arthur Augustus had many friends, and, indeed, on such
an occasion as this their name was legion. D’Arcy could
have taken half the Lower School with him if he had liked,
but doubtless Cousin Ethel would have been a little sur-
prised to be greeted by such an army. But Blake was going,
and Tom Merry and Figgins of the New House. And
Arthur Augustus, who was always a thing of beauty and a
joy for ever, was looking his very nobbiest now, though- it
was not yet time to start. He turned from the glass,
satisfied that his tie was now at the pitch of perfection.
“ %iéteen minutes !” said Blake, looking at his watch.
13 ?)J
“I’ve been timing you!” explained Blake. “It’s’ taken
vou fifteen minutes to do that tie.” i
" "Herries and Digby chuckled.- 5
“Wats !”” said Arthur Augustus. “A fellow wants to look
decently dwessed, you know. You are wathah careless in
such mattalis, Blake; and Hewwies is vewy careless, and
Dig wathah a wuffian in mattahs of clobbah. It is left to
me to keep up the weputation of the studay. But I say, I
have been thinkin’ while I was tyin’ that tie.”

“Draw it mild!”

“Weally, Blake—"  Arthur Augustus groped for his
eyeglass and turned back to the mirror to stick it into his
eye with the necessary exactitude. “That's all wight!
About Lee—"

“Give Lee a rest!” suggested Blake,

“I was thinkin’ of takin’ him along,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It would be wathah a tweat for him, you know;
and perhaps Cousin Ethel would like to see him, as she is
so chummay with his sistah. Lee is not gated now, and he
could come. Moreovah——"

“Good word!” agreed Blake.

“Moreovah,” continued Arthur Augustus, “it will keep
him out of mischief.”

“I should think the flogging he had yesterday would do

" that, for some time at least!” grinned Blake.

““I feah, Blake, that he has got ovah the floggin’, and is
alweady thinkin’ out some new stunt for gettin’ away fwom
St. Jim’s. Bates says he was sayin’ somethin’ about wunnin’
away fwom school.” .

“Billy ass!” commented Herries.

“Yaas, wathah! But as Ethel is comin’ I would like to
keep him out of twouble till aftah her visit. I shall explain
to Ethel that it is weally imposs to look aftah a pottay ass
like Lee, #d she will welease me fwom my pwomise to do
so. I think I will take him along.” ’

“Rather a crowd, five fellows,” said Blake.

“Well, Ethel said that possibly she might bwing a school
fwiend of hers with her if it could be awwanged,” said
D’Arcy. “If there are two ‘gals, you know, that will be
-only two chaps each for them and one ovah—
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“Two and a half each, to be -exact.”

“But if you weally think five too many, Blake, you can
go down to the football pwactice instead, with Hewwies and
Dig. I do not mind.” o

“T do, fathecad!”

“Why can’t you object to being one?” inquired Blake.
“Why not have the name as well as the game?”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, wats!”

Arthur’ Augustus walked out of Study No. 6 and travelled
along the passage to Study No. 3. He looked in and found
Bates there.

‘“Lee gone out?” he asked.

“Yes. I asked him to whack out these lines with me,
and he said he had to catch a train,” grunted Bates. *Like
to lend me a hand, D’Arcy? I've got two hundred of the
Eneid to do for Mr. Lathom.”

“T should like to vewy much, Bates—"

“Oh, good!” ’

“Tt would be a weal pleasuah to help you out—"

“opping !”

“Only I am afwaid that' I have no time—"

(g Eh?n

“So T am sowwy I shall not be able to help you with your
lines, deah boy.” )

Bates glared.

“Then take your face away, fathead!” he snapped.
i‘ Dor'fj: worry a fellow with a face like that when he's got
ines !’ .

“Weally, Bates——"

“Shut the door after you.”

Arthur Augustus retired from Study No. 3. and closed
the door after him. He went downstairs to inquire after
Angelo.

Bates’ statement that Lee had a train to catch rather
startled him. Catching trains meant going out of schcol
bounds, which could not be done without special permiission.
And it was fairly certain that Angelo had no leave to go

* = out of bounds. .
==2Some remarks of Angelo’s, whether seriously meant or not,
h

led to a rumour in the Fourth that the new fellow was
thinking of running away from school, as his next move in
search of the “sack.” It was almost the only method Angelo
had hitherto left untried.- Arthur Augustus, in rather a
worried mood, wondered whether Angelo had taken advan-
tage of the freedom of a half-holiday, to put that hare-
brained scheme into practice. )

He proceeded to inquire for Angelo, up and down and
round about.

Tom Merry & Co. had seen nothing of him. Talbot of the
Shell had seen him going down to the gates. Trimble had
spotted him in the road, with a bag in his hand. The bag
was significant. What did he want to take a bag with him
for on a half-holiday ?

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthnf_ Augustus. ‘Tt weally
begins to look as if he has bolted! The uttah ass! On the
vewy day when Ethel is comin’. Aftah to-day he could have
gone as soon as he liked.” ) 5

D’Arcy stood staring out of the school gates, with a cloud
on his noble brow.

>

- Angelo had tried his patience sorely; but he was mindful ’

of his promise to Cousin Ethel to look after Lee. Certainly
Ethel would release him from that promise at once when she
learned what an exceedingly difficult task she had set her
friends. But, until he was released from it, it weighed on
Gussy’s mind. More than once he had lost patience with his
remarkable protege, and decided to turn him down, and
every time he had relented. But now it looked as if Leo
was beyond the reach of his kindly care. .

A tap on his shoulder made him look rounl. Figgins of
the Rpurth, dressed in his best, was at his elbow, with his
most agreeable smile on his rugged face. On the occasions
when D’Arcy’s Cousin Ethel was in the offing, Figgy's
manner to Gussy was so exceedingly agreeable that anyone
might have supposed Arthur Augustus to be his nearest-and
dearest chum.

“Ready?” asked Figgins cheerily.

“Too late, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus, following
his own train of thought, and forgetful for the moment ur
the great event of the afternoon.

George Figgins' face fell.

“Too late!” he repeated.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Mean to say we're too late for the train? You said it
came in at half-past three!” exclaimed Figgifs, in some
excitement. ) I

“Eh? What twain?” .

“Cousin Ethel’s train, you ass!” :

“T was not thinkin’ of Cousin Ethel’s twain, Figgins.”

“Oh!” said .Figgins, relieved, *“We're not too late for
that, then?” ]
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“Not that I am awah of, Figgins, I was speakin’ of Lee.”

“Oh, bother Lee }”’ : C.

“I twust you have not forgotten, Figgins, that you and
Tom Mewwy and I pwomised Cousin Ethel to look aftah that
silly owi !? :

“Oh,. no! I've done all I could, being in a different
House,” said Figgins. ‘“‘But Ethel never knew how the
matter stood. Still, if there’s anything I can do, I'm your
man. Where is he?”

“I am afwaid he has bolted.”

“Bolted !I” yelled Figgins.

“J feah. so. Wun away fwom school, you know.”

. “The silly chump !” said Figgins, with a whistle. e still,
if he’s bolted, we can’t catch hin by putting salt on his tail,
can we? What about starting for the station?”

“Weally, Figgins——"

“We don’t want to be late for Cousin Ethel’s train, you
know. By the way,didn’t you mention that Ethel might be
bringing a school-friend with her?”

“Yaas, it is possible.” !

“A very nice girl, I dare say,” said Figgins “Bound to
be rather nice if she’s a friend of Ethel’s—what? Most likely

A REAL EKNCCK-OUT: NEXT WEEK’S BOXING STORY, FEAT

delight .
Upon their cheery faces.
Levison’s sister is a guest,
And Gussy’s charming cousin;

Make up a merry dozen!

The kettle’s hissing on the hob,
The sausages are simmering;

While Marie Rivers and the rest

CAMEOS OF
THI;@Z;

HE study fire is blazing bright
The guests are in their place
And there are smiles. of ke

To fry them well is Gussy’s job,
His eyes are gaily glimmering.
Manners and Lowther rush around

In quest of dainty crockery;
Or tea will be a mockery!
And on it you’ll discover

Dainties galore, to give delight
To every keen tuck-lover.

To meet the great occasion;

No need to try persuasion!”

a charming girl, D’Arcy. The sort of girl you would like to
talk to.” .

“Quite poss, deah boy. But I do not quite see what you
are dwivin’ at,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Well,” said Figgins casually, “I mean, we'd all like to
make a good impression on Kthel’s friend, as she’s a stranger -
to St. Jim’s, you know. We'd like her to—to sec the school

at its best. I—I-was thinking that if you took her in hand
it would give her a good impression of—of. St. Jim's fellows
generally. You see, you are our show-piece, if you don’t
mind my putting it like that.- If she judges us all by you,
she will get a topping -impression of the school.”

Arthur Augustus smiled. | :

“1t is vewy nice of you to say so, Figgy,” he said.

“Not at all, dear man—the frozen truth, you know,” said
]lz'iggins. “You take Ethel’s friend under your wing, you
<NoW : - 3
“Yaas, but I shall have Ethel to think of.”

“Well, I wouldn’t mind looking after Ethel for you,”
said Figgins carelessly. ’

Arthur Augustus’ smile faded away.

He was not a sus-

The very smartest must be found,

The tablecloth gleams snowy white,

Dame Taggles has prepared a cake
And Fatty Wynn says, “ I'll partak
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picious youth, but Figgins’ carelessness was a little too
palpable. And Figgy was not a good hand as an artful
deceiver ; he blushed deeply under Gussy’s accusing eye.
. “Thank you véwy much, Figgins,” said Arthur Augustus
icily. “But I shall, of course, look aftah my cousin myself.”

“Oh!” murmured Figgins, abashed.

“Here we are, Gustavus,” said Tom Merry, coming down
to the gates with Blake. “All ready—what?”

“Yaas, deah boy. I was thinkin’ of takin’ Lee, so that
Et‘?f'ﬂlhcould see the chap, you know; hut he has bolted—"

933

“I feah that he has wun away fwom school.”

“More power to his elbow,” said Blake. ‘Let’s get off !”

“It is wathah a sewious mattah, Blake, if that howlin’
ass weally has wun away. It is weally too bad for the

fwightful burblin’ ass to do such a thing on the day Ethel

is comin’ heah !”
“Rotten,” said Tom Merry. “But perhaps he hasn’t.
Still, if he has, he has, and there’s an end. Let’s get off !
“We pwomised to look-after him, Tom Mewwy.” .
“That’s all right. Tf he’s bolted, he’s gone to the station.

SCHOOL LIFE.

O S O

UDY FEED.

Plump, sugary doughnuts,in a dish,

¥ And tempting tartlets lure us;

e# | There’s everything that one could wish—
=1 A feast for Epicurus! '

That wise philosopher of old
Would surely be delighted

¢ | If he could see the manifold

Good things, and be invited !

iy
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“Deah boys, the sausages are done !”
Arthur Augustus prattles;

And fast and furious grows the fun,
The crockery rocks and rattles!
And hand and foot the juniors wait

Upon their lady guests,
i1 Replenishing each empty plate, .
~| Obeying all behests!

What if the sausages are burnt
£| When served for our inspection?
%! What if Tom Merry’s never learnt
g Tea-making to perfection?
Who worries if-the serviettes
Are made of impot paper?
At study feeds no fellow frets— -
It is a joyous caper!

Well, we’re going to the station.
of us, and then we shall be looking after Lee.”

Arthur Augustus looked perplexed.

“I do not quite see, deah boy——" .

“My dear chap, if we go in the same direction, looking in
the direction he’s taken, we shall be looking after him.”

Figgins and Blake chuckled, and it dawned upon Gussy’s
powerful brain at last that this was a little joke, '

“I do not mean lookin’ aftah him in that sense, Tom
Mewwy.”

“Well I do! come on!” )

“Well, I suppose we shall have to let him wip, as we can’t
be late for Ethel’s twain !” said Arthur Augustus.

“Exactly. Get a move on.”

And Arthur Augustus, though in a rather worried frame
of mind, got a move on, and the four juniors walked down
the lane to Rylcombe. Whether Ange{o had, or had not,
iaken the final desperate step of running away from school,
Tom Merry & Co., were too busy that afternoon to consider
the matter. Angelo had to be given his head, as it were,
and the juniors let him “rip.”

. Sixth Form.

Let’s keep our eyes ahead |
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CHAPTER 8.
An Unexpected Meeting!

[ LL clear at last!” murmured Angelo Lee, as he
' A leaned back on the cushions in the railway-
carriage.
His bag was on the opposite seat.

The train pulled out of Rylcombe Junction, heading for
Wayland Junction. From the window, Angelo glanced out,
half-fearing, at the last moment, to catch sight of a master
or prefect of St. Jim’s, .

But there was no one he knew on Ryleombe platform,
and in a minute more the train was out of the station, and
speeding away through the green countryside towards
Wayland. .

Angelo’s heart was beating rather fast.

Had his intention been suspected by the school authorities,
he knew that he would have béen stopped, and that there
would have been trouble. And, in the way of canings and
floggings, Angelo had had enough trouble already. He did
not want any more of that kind.

Now he was clear of St. Jim’s.

Angelo had made up his mind. It seemed the only way
left, and he had taken it. He was running away from
school, and he did not intend ever to see St. Jim’s again.

Beyond that his plans were vague.

He wanted to begin at Cousin Peter’s aerodrome, but
his cousin, of course, could not take him in without his
father’s consent. So there was no refuge with Peter Lee.
As for going home, that simply meant being sent back
to St. Jim’s. So Angelo’s plans were very vague; all that
was decided was that he was leaving St. Jim’s, and keeping
away from the school. Such a step, he sagely considered,
would make the Head tired of the trouble he was giving.
Dr. Holmes would determine, at long last, to send him home;
and if he was sent home, there was an end of his school-
days at St. Jim’s. And surely his father would realise
then that the best thing to be done was to let him train
as a flying man with his Cousin Peter!

Angelo hoped so; and he did not pause to reflect that this
procedure was considerably lacking in respect to his father.
He was an affectionate son, and in other matters never
dreamed of setting up his own wishes against his father’s;
but in the matter of choosing his career, he seemed to con-
sider that he had a right to decide for himself.

The train ran on, and Angelo smiled cheerily.

St. Jim’s lay farther and farther behind him; the Head,
and the Housemaster, and his Form master, had disap-
peared. as it were, over the horizon.

Angelo was done with them; done with Latin verse and
prose; done with classes; done with school. At least, he
hoped so.

He was to catch the express at Wayland Junction; and
once in the express he was safe from pursuit. He hardly
troubled to think of what might lie beyond. All he thought
of was of making the Head sufficiently “fed ” with him
to forbid his return to St. Jim’s. After that desirable
consummation of his schemes, all would be well.

The train clattered to a halt at Wayland.

Angelo picked up his bag, and stepped out of the car-
riage. There were a good many people on the platform,
but no master of St. Jim’s among them, no prefect of the
Angelo walked along, bag in hand, towards
the bridge over the line.

On the other side, the express was due in a few minutes
—the swift train that was to bear him far away, he hardly
cared whither.

“ Angelo!” -

He started as his name was suddenly spoken.

“It’s my brother!” the voice went on.

Angelo spun round.

Two girls had stopped, and were looking -at him. One
of them he did not know, though any  other St. Jim’s
gel}lowlv could have told him that it was D’Arcy’s Cousin
Kthel.

But one he knew, and stared at in amazement. It was his
sister Alice, Ethel Cleveland’s chum at school.

“Alice!” stuttered Lee.

He stared blankly at the girls. .

He had not had the faintest idea of meeting his sister at -
Wayland, or anywhere else, that afternoon. What could
possibly have brought her there was a mystery to him.

Alice Lee smiled at him sweetly, apparently not so sur-
prised by the meeting as her brother was.

“It was very nice of you to come here to meet us,
Angelo,” she said. “Wasn’t it, Ethel 7 <

“Very!” said Ethel, with a rather curidiis-look at Lee.

It was her first meeting with her friend’s brother, but
she had heard a great deal about him from Alice.

“QOh!” stuttered Angelo. . :

(Continued on page’11.)
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Do you know a good story, chum ?

Hamper Competition ”

A REAL ENTHUSIAST!

“Little Tommy Tompkins was before the magistrate,
charged with playing football in the street. ‘I must make
an example of you, my lad,” the J.P. said, and sentenced
him to a fortnight in the second division, whilst the people
in the court were aghast at the harsh sentence. “But, I
say,” said Tommy, not in the least dismayed, “can’t you
make it a month in the Southern League, sir?’—A Tuck
Hamper, filled with delicious Tuck, has been awarded to
J. Hanby, 22, Brown Street, Hyson Green, Nottingham.
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¢ RUNNINQ ” THEIR BILL! .

They were on their honeymoon and were" climbing Ben
Lomond. She stood above him, some thirty feet.. “What
do you see?” he asked. “Far, far below,” she replied,
“I see a long white streak stretching like a paper ribbon
back almost to our hotel.” “Ha!” he ejaculated. “I’ll bet
it’s that confounded hotel bill overtaking us!”—A Tuck

. Hamper, filled with delicious Tuck, has been awarded to

D. Coombes, 2, Primrose Avenue, Poplar Road, Sparkhill,
Birmingham,

g A CERTAINTY !
. “Here you are, ladies and gentlemen,” said the tipster,
“what did I give you ‘yesterday? Didn’t I tell you all
that Bath was a wash-out. Broad Bean was not asrunner,
and Dusty Carpet would take a lot of beating? Now I
have a special for to-day which I give you free, Be sure
and back Loose Button; it’s bound to.come off !”—A Tuck
Hamper, filled with delicious Tutk, has been awarded to
H. M. Morley, 6, Handley Street, Sleaford, Lincs, =~
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Of course you do! Would you like a ripping Tuck Hamper ? What-ho!
Then send your joke along, as these other chaps have done. All efforts should be addressed:
No. 5, Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.

Special “ Tuck

S NQ'!.

Bill: “What is the difference between a bank and a bee-
hive?” Joe (after thinking for awhile): “Give it up.”
Bill: “Well, a bank takes in notes while a piano lets out
notes.” Joe: “But what about the beehive?” Bill:
“That's where you get_stung!”—A Tuck Hamper, filled
with “delicious Tuck, has been awarded to James Mack,
Edgar Lee House, 14, Stonebridge Park, Willesden,
N.W. 10. e
Each Hamper contains:

An Iced Cake, Chocolates, Biscuits, Jam, Sardines,

Honey, Sweets, Figs, Lemonade, Etc.

'ARD, AIN'T IT!

Two old ladies were gossiping in the
market and eating apples at the same
time. “Ain’t it ‘orrible to find a
maggot in your apple?” said one.
“Not ’arf so ’orrible as only ‘arf a
maggot!” said the other.—A Tuck
Hamper, filled with delicious Tuck, has
been awarded to Frank Thomas Trodd,
187, Railton Road, Herne Hill, S.E. 24.

THAT CAUSED IT!

One day little Tommy’s mother
missed him for some time, and when he
reappeared she asked: ‘“Where have
you been, my pet?” ‘“Playing post-
man,” replied the “Pet.” “I took
letters to all the houses in our road—
real letters, too.” “Where on earth
did you get them?” questioned his
mother, in amusement, which changed
to horror when he answered: “They
were those old ones in your wardrobe
drawer tied up with blue ribbon !"—A
Tuck Hamper, filled with delicious
Tuck, has been awarded to F. Gee,
39, Monson Road, Harlesden, N.W. 10.

Owing to the interest taken
by readers all over the world in
‘this Weekly Joke Competition a
Delicious Tuck Hamper wiil be
awarded for EVERY joke
published.on this page. Cut out the
coupon below while you are of the
mind to win one of these NOVEL
PRIZES. Editor.

SO HE OUQHT! .

An American visitor was discussing sporting matters with
a Billingsgate porter. “Why, in my country,” said the
American, ‘“we have some marvellous athletes. One Ken-
tucky man ran thirty miles, and actually finished up by
jumping a five-barred gate!” “Well,” said the porter,
“that’s nothing to shout about. Look at the run he took!”
—=A Tuck Hamper, filled with delicious Tuck, has been
awarded to David Williams, 9, Manton Road, Kensington,
Liverpool, E.
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“This is my friend, Ethel Cleveland,” said Alice Lee.

. “She has a cousin at your school, named D’Arcy. Perhaps

you know him ?”

Angelo mechanically shook hands with Cousin Ethel.

He understood now, remembering that he had heard that
D’Arcy’s cousin was visiting St. Jim’s that afternoon. He
had not heard that she was bringing a friend with her,
and certainly he had not expected to see his sister. ~The
meeting. was extremely unfortunate—from Angelo’s point of
view. Alice was taking it for granted that her brother
had come to Wayland to meet them, and evidently did not
think of parting company.

As Lee stood in doubt and dismay, he heard the roaring
of the express coming into the station.

“I'm so glad yowve met Angelo at last, Ethel,” said

Alice Lee brightly. “How did you know what time to meet -

us here, Angelo?”’ -

“I—I—" stammered Lee,

“Probably my cousin told him,” said Ethel. “DBut Arthur
is meeting us at Rylcombe, the local station.” .

“You did not know I was coming with Ethel?” smiled
Alice Lee.

“N-n-0!” stammered Angelo.

“Tt’s a pleasant surprise for you, isn't it?”

“Oh! Yes!” gasped Angelo.

“Which .is the platform for our train—the local to Ryl-
combe, you know 1”

5 e S -

The express was in the station. It stopped one minute
at Wayland Junction.- Angelo suppressed a groan.

Alice had slipped 4n arm through his, never doubting
that.it was her brother’s intention to accompany the two
girls to St. Jim’s. To throw off her arm, rush away at top
speed, and spring into the express, was Angelo’s only
means of escape. But he felt that he could not do it.
Indeed, such an extraordinary proceeding could only have
made the girls suppose that he had suddenly taken leave of
his senses, and certainly would have alarmed them greatly.

The hapless Angelo felt that he was “for it,” and sub-
mitted to his fate as cheerfully as he could. Once more he
had failed when success was in sight.

“This—this way!’ he stammered. “I—T’ll take you to
Lots of time for the local train.”

And Angelo walked between the two girls, looking as
cheery as he could. Ethel glanced at his bag, no doubt
wondering why a fellow who had come to meet people at
the station brought a bag with him, evidently well-packed
and rather heavy. Lee’s expression puzzled her, too, and
by the time they were seated together in the local train
for Rylcombe, Ethel was wondering very much. Alice had
taken it for granted, without thinking, that her brother
was there to meet them; but Ethel considered it odd, at
least, that Lee, who had not known that his sister would
be there, should have come to the junction to meet a girl
whom he did not even know by sight.

Ethel was thinking a good deal during the short run

on the local line to Rylcombe.

Angelo’s face was dismal as the train entered the station
he had hoped never to see again.

There were, four St. Jim’s juniors on the platform; and
while Arthur -Augustus was glancing up and down the
train with the aid of his eyeglass, George Figgins spotted
Ethel’s carriage at once, and raced across to it and pulled
the door open.

“Bai Jove! Heah they are!” said Arthur Augustus.
“And—— Gweat Scott! Lee!”
“Lee!” exclaimed Tom Merry. s

Angelo gave them a grim look,

“Bai Jove! I'm glad to see you again, Lee!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. “Do you know, I weally feahed you
had bolted !” "

“So you haven't run away from schoolI” grinned Blake.

Alice Lee looked round quickly.

“My brother—run away from school!” she exclaimed in
amazement. d
Ethel quite understood then.

“Bai Jove! Your bwothah?” ejaculated Arthur

| Augustus.

Cousin Ethel hastily performed the introductions. The
party walked down the platform, and Angelo lingered be-
hind. Tom Merry dropped behind the others, and linked
his arm in Lee’s. . . :

“Not this time!” he said.

“Look here—"

“Come on,” said Tom. “You can’t play the goat while
ybur sister’s here, Lee, even if you play it some other time.
Chuck it, and come on!” =~

And Angelo, with feelings that were too deep for expres-
sion in words, chucked it and came on.

CHAPTER 9.
The Right Thing!
OUSIN ETHEL and Alice Lee were guests of honour
in Study No. 6 at teatime.
That celebrated apartment was newly swept and
garnished for the great occasion.

Herries and Dig and Manners and Lowther had made
some preparations there, while the other fellows were gone
to the station. Fatty Wynn and Kerr had lent a hand.

Study No. 6 looked really magnificént, with fresh flowers
tastefully arranged in jam-jars, and a spotless tablecloth
specially borrowed from the house-dame, and a handsome
collection of crockery gathered from many studies.

It was quite a large tea-party in Study No. 6, which was
filled to capacity, so to speak. ;

Blake & €Co. were all there, and the Terrible Three, and
Figgins & Co., as well as the two girls, and Angelo.

Angelo, doubtless, would have declined the honour will-’
ingly, with some idea in his head of still carrying out his
scheme of evasion. But it really was impossible. His sister
naturally expected him to be present; and two or three
fellows were, as a matter of fact, keeping an eye on Lee, to
see that he did not “play the goat.”

So Angelo was a member of the numerous tea-party in
Study No. 6, looking as cheerful as he could.

It was quite a merry tea-party.

Tom Merry & Co. liked Ethel’s chum, and Alice Lee was
evidently pleased by her brother’s school and her brother’s
friends. _ ) .

It was clear that Alice had no suspicion of her brother’s
peculiar proceedings since he had been at St. Jim’s; though
Tom Merry guessed that she had been rather anxious about
him there, and was pleased and relieved to see him appar-
ently getting on so Wwell with so many agreeable friends in
the school.

Probably it was her anxiety on his account that had
brought Alice with Cousin Ethel to St. Jim’s; but if she
had been anxious, her anxiety was relieved now.

It had not even crossed her mind that Angelo’s presence
at Wayland that afternoon was due to an intention to run
away from school, though Blake’s words at the station
had startled her. But Cousin Ethel had no doubt on the
subject; and she was thinking a good deal over the matter
during tea in Study No. 6.

After tea it was arranged that Lec’s sister was to be taken
round to see the sights of St. Jim’s; and Cousin Ethel went
with her, of course. Tom Merry walked on one side of
Alice, Blake on the other, and Arthur Augustus took posses-
sion of his cousin Ethel—and, of course, Figgins walked on
the other side of Ethel, heedless of an expressive glance
from the swell of St. Jim’s. Angelo came along, with his
hands in:his pockets, and a-far from happy expression on
his face. Ethel spoke to Arthur Augustus in a low voice.

f‘dI want to speak to Alice’s brother while I am here,” she
said.

“Bal Jovel!” .

“You remember the promise you made me, Arthur—’

“Yaas, wathah; and we have played up, deah gal,” said
Arthur Augustus. “But that chap Lee is weally a corkah,
you know; and I want you to welease me fwom that
pwomise. It weally is imposs to look aftah a fellow who is
wesolved to get sacked fwom the school.” :

“Is it as bad as that?” ~ )

“You see, he is keen on becomin’ an airman, and he wants
to go, and he doesn’t care how he goes, so long as he does
go,” said Arthur Augustus. “It weally is a vewy wemark-
able posish, for a fellow to be huntin’ for the sack fwom
school—but that is what it comes to.”

“T did not understand quite how the matter stood when
I asked my friends here to look after Alice’s brother at his
new school,” said Ethel, “I knew that he was unwilling
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to come to St. Jim’s, and would be dissatisfied and dis-
contented here, and thought that .a little kind help would
make things easier for him. : But if it really is the case that
he is trying to get himself turned out of the school—”
“Yaas, wathah!”* . - o S
“Tt’s a fact,” said Figgins. -“ He would have been sacked
once for a cerp if Gussy hadn’t butted in.”
“That was very kind of you, Arthur.” )
Arthur Augustus rubbed his nose remjniscently. There was
still a slight swelling upon that aristocratic feature.:
“Well, I meant.to be kind to the sillay ass, and to keep
my pwomise to you, Ethel,” he said. “My weward was a

_punch on the nose—a vewy hard punch.” .

“Qh!” . : .

“Of course, I wouldn’t say a word for his sistah to heah,”
said Arthur Augustus.
vou, Ethel. The sillay owl has twied evewy possible twick
o get bunked fwom the school; and soonah or latah he will
bwing it off. The Head.is bound to get fed with him in the
long wun, you know. He’s bagged more lickin’s in a month
than most fellows bag in a whole term. And he’s still askin’
for more.” - - - . .

Ethel’s brow clouded a little.

“But he has not.done anything wrong ?” she asked.

“Oh, no; he seems quite a decent chap,” said D’Arcy.
“But he has twied to make himself out a bad chawactah, to
get sacked. He doesn’t seem to think about the disgwace.”

“His people would think about it, I fancy,” said Figgins.
“But Lee’s simply potty on getting away and starting as a
flying man.” :

Ethel nodded.

“J understand. But it would be a great blow to Alice if
her brother were expelled from the school—and to his father
also. I should like to speak to him—perhaps it would do
some good.” - . - : L - ot

That was enough for D’Arcy and Figgins, Reluctantly but
promptly they relinquished their places; ‘and Angelo Lee
found himself walking beside Cousin Ethel by the path under
the old elms, with many envious-glances cast in his direction
by other fellows.

Angelo grinned a little as he met Ethel’s grave glance.

“T suppose I ought to thank you, Miss Cleveland,” he said.
“It seems that you asked your friends here to keep an eye
0}1’]1 me at St. Jim’s. They did it—there’s no doubt about
that.” . ’ .

“Your sister was uneasy about you,” said Ethel. “It was
for that reason I asked my friends to do what they could to

help you to settle down.”

“I know—and I'm really much obliged,” said Angelo.
“But I'd be still more obliged if you'd ask them to
chuck it.”

Ethel smiled. S

“We haven’t met before,” she said. “But Alice is my
great friend, as you know; and for that reason I am going
to speak plainly to you. I am sure that when we met you at
Wayland Junction this afternoon you were planning to run
away from school.” g :

“Don’t tell Alice, for goodness’ sake!”

“0Of course not; she would worry,” said Ethel.
must tell you that you are doing very wrong.”

Angelo made a grimace. .

“I’'m in a rotten hole,” he said. “I never wanted to
come here—I want to start as a flying man with my Cousin
Peter. He's keen to have me—we’ve often been up together.
I can handle a plane, kid as I am. I’ve got a lot of wheezes
for new gadgets in the air business, and I want to carry
them out in Peter’s aerodrome. But the pater thinks it’s
too risky a bizney, and he won’t hear of it. But I can’t
waste my time here, you see. Sooner or later, the pater will
have to let me go.” .

“But until then it is your duty to obey your father’s
wishes,” said Ethel quietly.

Angelo made another grimace. .

“1 know that!” he said. “But—" :

“There is no"‘ but,” ” said Ethel. “When you know your
duty you must do it. That is playing the game.”

“Um!” said Angelo. “Of—of course, I’d rather not be
bunked, if there was any other way of clearing. When I
first-.came I played the fool—I made the school believe me a
born idiot, and nearly got sent home for stupidity.” He
chuckled. “But that turned out a failure. Then I tried
being a rebel—I punched a prefect and footballed a House-
master. Still -it wasn’t the sack—only lickings. Then 1
worked up a stunt to get sacked as a bad character—and it
nearly came off ; but it failed again, and I bagged a terrific
licking. So there was only one thing left—to bolt! And
even that turned out a frost to-day!” said Angelo dismally.

“You will not try it again?”

Angelo was silent.

“If you are expelled from the school in disgrace——"=
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¢ 0Oh, bother the disgrace, if I get away and begin again
in Cousin Peter’s aerodrome,” said Angelo.

“But the disgrace will fall on others, as well ‘as yourself,”
said Ethel. ‘““Have you forgotten that?” :

g Um !77

Angelo wriggled uncomfortably.

“It is perhaps not my business to speak to you like this,”
“But you have been thinking
only. of "yourself, and forgetting others.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Angelo.

He stgred at Ethel.

“I say, that’s pitching it rather strong, you know,” he
protested.

“Isn’t it true?”

(3 Um !77

“I will say no more,” said Ethel quietly, and she walked
on quickly, and rejoined Arthur Augustus and Figgins,
before Angelo could reply. S

Angelo stood where he Was, his hands driven deep into his
pockets, and a frown on his brow, staring after her.

Undoubtedly. Ethel’s words had given him food for
thought.

He gave a sigh at last.

“It’s the right thing,” he murmured. *But——"

He tramped away under the elms, and the juniors did not
see him again till the time came for Cousin Ethel and Alice
Lee to start for the station.

Tom Merry & Co. walked down to Rylcombe with the girls,
and with them went Angelo.

. Before the train started he found an opportunity of speak-
ing to Cousin Ethel. ’

There was a rueful grin on his face as he spoke.

“You gave it to me straight, didn’t you?” -he said.

Ethel nodded.

“I hope s0,” she assented.

“I’ve been thinking it over.”

(3 Yes?” . A %

. “And I'm chucking it,” said Angelo dismally. “I know
it’s the right thing to do, as you said; and I’'m going to do
it. Unless the pater changes his mind of his own accord,
I'm sticking it out here.” -

“I'm glad ” said Ethel simply.

And she gave Angelo a very kind smile when the train
bore her away.

‘Tom Merry & Co. gathered round Angelo for the walk
back to St. Jim’s when the train was gone.

“No more bolting to-day,” said Tom, with a laugh.

‘“Wathah not!” )

Angelo grinned.

“That’s all over,” he said. “I’'ve chucked it!”

“Good man!”

“Yaas, wathah! I am vewy glad, Lee, to see that you
have weached a pwopah fwame of mind,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I twust you are feelin’ bettah for makin’ a
good wesolution ?”’

“Um!” said Angelo.

The new junior at St. Jim’s had made up his mind. But
whether he felt better for it was another question.

—

CHAPTER 10, *
At Last!

NGELO did not look happy in the following days.
He had made his resolution, and he kept to if,
and there were no more “stunts ” with a view to
getting the “sack ” from St. Jim’s.

Possibly Angelo, in his more reflective moments, had never
been quite satisfied with his peculiar plan of campaign,
and certainly Cousin Ethel’s quietly-spoken words had
brougl’l)t it home to him that it was not quite *“playing the
game.

So he made up his mind to play the game, and that meant
obeying his father’s wishes, and settling down at St. Jim’s,
and giving up his darling scheme of becoming a flying-man,
an experimenter in improved aircraft, and an inventor of
flying gadgets. It was a sacrifice that he had to make, and
he made it; but he was not happy. He could only hope
that in the more distant future he would be able to realise
his ambition; in the meantime, the plain path of duty was
marked out before him, and he resolved to follow it as
patiently as he coald.

But tlymlough the spirit was willing, the flesh was weak.

Mr. Lathom had always found him a rather trying pupil
in the Fourth Form-room, and all Angelo’s good resolutions
did not turn him into a model pupil, by any means.

A fellow whose thoughts constantly wandered to matters
outside the school curriculum was not likely to please a
Form-master, and often and often, in class, Angelo was dis-
covered sketching air gadgets in his books or on his-blotting-
paper, oblivious of Mr. Lathom’s valuable instructions on
other subjects.



Our Motto—The Best and the Best Only! I )

|

gin hung round the bottle.
tasted it.

‘“ Do you say, Lee, that you have actually consumed part of the contents of this bottie ? *
looked at Fom Merry and then at Lee. Then he removed the cork from the bottle, and sniffed at it.
Tilting the bottle, Mr. Railton poured a little of the contents into the palm of his hand, and
& Water I’ he said very quietly.

Mpr. Raiiton |

‘ Yes, sir ]
A faint aroma of

Lee’s face was a study. (See Chapter 6.)

Many times the Form master’s cane was brought into
requisition, and continually Angelo had a stack of impots
ﬁn hand, which accounted for a good many of his leisure

ours.

Indeed, it was fairly certain that Mr. Lathom, at least,
regretted that his remarkable pupil had not succeeded in
his design of getting away from St. Jim’s by hook or by

" crook.

It was a week after the visit of Cousin Ethel that Mr.
Lathom calle? Angelo to his desk, just before dismissing
the Fourth from morning classes. .

“More trouble!” sighed Angelo, as he went.

Mr. Lathom blinked at him over his glasses.

“Lee, you will go to the Head’s study when you leave
the Form-room,” he said.

“Oh!” said Angelo. “Why, sir?”

“No doubt you will learn when you see Dr. Holmes,”
answered the Fourth Form master dryly, and he dismissed
the Form. .

Angelo’s face was grim as he went out with the Fourth.
Arthur Augustus touched him sympathetically on the arm.

“Hard cheese, old chap,” he said. “But weally, you
know, you do wathah get Lathom’s wag out in class.”

Grunt from Angelo.

“Grin and bear it, old bean,” said Figgins consolingly.

“ After all, you’ve got used to lickings by this time.”
“I've a jolly good mind——" began Angelo, and paused.
“Thinking of another bolt?” grinned Figgins. “Think

again, old man.” '
“Yaas, wathah ! Gwin and beah it,” said Arthur Augustus

encouragingly. “ Aftah all, what is a lickin’ 7”

“I suppose it means a Head’s licking,” growled Angelo.

“Yaas! Lathom must have weported you, you know.

Perhaps the Head won’t lay it on vewy hard this time,” |

suggested Arthur Augustus.

* himself.

Angelo grunted, and walked out into the quadrangle by
Mr. Lathom had told him to proceed directly to
the Head’s study, but Angelo was in no hurry to obey. His
face was dark.

He had given up his projects, he had done his best to
settle down as a St Jim’s fellow, and now he was booked
for a Head’s licking, all the same. He might as well have
remained the most troublesome fellow in the House, so far
as that went, and he was strongly tempted to throw aside
all his good resolutions, and make a bolt for it while there
was yet time. The temptation was strong, and almost un-
consciously Angelo found himself walking to the slanting
oak by the school wall, the spot where it was easy to escape
from the precincts of St. Jim’s undiscovered.

‘Hallo, what’s this game?.”

It was Tom Merry’s voice. .

Tom and Manners and Lowther, taking a trot round the
quad after class, came on Angelo standing by the shadow
of the wall.

He started a little as he looked at them.

“Had it bad ?” asked Tom,

“ Eh ? tR]

“Six from the Head?” inquired Manners.

“Eh? No!”

“We heard from D’Arcy that you’d been sent to the
Head immediately after class,” said Tom, ‘“Wasn’t it a
licking? Gussy seemed to think so.”

“T haven’t been in to the Head yet,”” grunted Angelo.

Tom Merry looked serious. )

_‘;]Lee, old bean, you can't keep the Head waiting,” he
said.

“Rot 1" '

“It only molkes it worse, in the long run,” remarked
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Monty Lowther. ‘“The. beak will lay it on harder if you
keep him waiting. A Head’s licking is like wine, you
know—it improves with keeping I”

Angelo grinned faintly.

“Come on,” said Tom; “we’ll walk with you as far as
the House.” '

Angelo did not stir, .

“I understand,” said Tom. ‘You’re thinking of bolting
after all, Lee—that’s why you’re here. Is that it?”

“I'm fed-up!” grunted Angelo. ‘I made up my mind to
stick it out—and what’s the result? A Head’s licking!”

““And what about your good resolutions?” asked the
captain of the Shell, with a smile. )

“I tell you I'm fed-up!”. .

“Oh, stick it out!” said Tom Merry encouragingly.
“Come on, old chap, and don’t play the goat!”

Angelo moved a step nearer to the slanting oak.

“You fellows can cut!” he said curtly. “I'm going!”

“To the Head?”
‘fNo :’) . tl‘ k
on the trunk.

o Mrers e e O e with hi des, and
m Merry exchanged a wi is comrades, an
the Terrible Three Isid their grasp on Angelo.

“This way!” said Tom cheerily. R

“Let go!” roared Angelo. *You cheeky dummies—-"

“Dear man, I'm your junior House captain, you know,”

said Tom. “I'm bound to see that you don’t play the
giddy ox to that extent!”
“Let go!”

“March!” said Tom Merry. : :

Angelo struggled, and almost broke away from the Shell
fellows. But they collared him forcibly,-and walked him
away towards the House. The chance of evasion was gone;
and Angelo hardly knew whether he was sorry for it or
not. Fom Merry & Co. walked him into the House and
along Head’s Corridor to the door of Dr. Holmes’ study.

“Here you are, old bean!” said Tom. ‘It’s best to take
it smiling—take my word for it.” .

““Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Angelo.

Tom Merry knocked at the door.

_ “Come in!” came the deep voice of the Head.

Tom opened the door.

Angelo hesitated on the threshold; but a push from
Monty Lowther sent him into the study. Tom Merry
drew the door shut after he was inside.

Angelo staggered into the Head’s study, and straightened
up as he found himself under Dr. Holmes’ severe eye.
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“I”askgd Mr, Lathom to send you to me after classes,
Le‘c‘a! said the Head, fixing his eyes on Angelo.
Yes, sir!” mumbled Angelo, “I—"
::me are late.”

“Very well; let it pass,” said the Head. “In the circum-

- stances, I shall excuse you.”

Angelo blinked at him, He had not the faintest idea
of ‘what the ‘‘circumstances ” were.

“As you will be leaving the school to-day, it does not
matter,” said the Head.

Angelo gave a jump.

“Leaving ?” he ejaculated.

‘“Precisely.”

“Oh!” gasped Angelo.

The Head peered at him over his glasses.

‘:(l)shr'xot Ythn.'t ygu; des'ire, ‘Lee?” he.asked.

¢ ! Yes! But——"" stammered Angelo.

“But what?”

“But what  have I done, sir?” asked Angelo, rather
hotly. “My people will want to know why I am expelled
from St. Jim’s——"

“You appear to be under a misapprehension, Lee,” said
the Head kindly. “You are not expelled.”

:: Oh!” gasped Angelo again.

“I have received a communication from yeur father,
Lee,” said Dr. Holmes. “It appears that after consulta-
tion with your cousin, Captain Peter Lee, he has decided
to accede to your wishes and allow you to leave the school
and train as a flying man under Captain Lee’s care.”

“Oh!” stuttered Angelo.

His eyes danced.

This was why he had been sent to the Head! It was not
a Head’s licking after all! Not that a licking would have
mattered much to Angelo at that joyous moment. This
was what the Head had to say to him—and which he would
never have heard had he carried out his scheme of bolting
over the school wall! He owed much to the intervention
of Tom Merry & Co. '

The Head smiled.

I may say that I fully appréve of your father’s de-
cision,” he said. “I have, indeed, written to him pointing
out your aptitude for the profession you desire to follow.
My letter may have helped him in reaching this decision.
Your gallant conduct in saving Captain Lee on the occasion
of his aeroplane accident has doubtless helped. At all
events, your. father has now decided to allow you to leave
tSt.dJim's, Y?nd it is arranged for your cousin to call for you
o-day——

“Hurrah!” ejaculated Angelo.

Then he crimsoned.

“I—I beg your pardon, sir! But—" -

“I wish you every success in your new career, Lee,"
said the Head kindly. “You may go now, my boy.”

_Angelo left the Head's study as if he were walking on
air.

At the corner of the corridor he came on Tom Merry
& Co., who were waiting for him there.

The Terrible Three stared at him, Few fellows left
the Head’s study, after a special interview with the head-
master, looking so merry and bright. Obviously, it had not
been a licking!

“Hallo! Not licked?’ asked Manners.

Angelo chuckled.

“Not quite! Hurrah!”

“ What’s happened?” asked Tom. -

“The very best,” grinned Angelo. *Thanks, you fellows,
for yanking me back when I was going to bolt! It would
have ”spoiled everything! I'm jolly glad I stuck it out
now !

“But what—"

“I'm going!” chortled Angelo. “The pater’s come round
at last, and Cousin Peter is calling for me to-day. I'm
going to be a giddy airman—and everything in the garden
is lovely! I'm jolls; glad I wasn’t sacked after all—jolly
glad! But I'm glad I'm going—though, of course, I shall
be sorry to lose sight of you chaps! You’ve been awfully
decent to me here. But isn’t it ripping?”

And Angelo jazzed away down the passage in the highest
of spirits, leaving Tom Merry & Co. smiling.

“Lee, deah boy——"" Arthur Augustus D’Arcy met the
joyful youth at the door of the School House. ‘You are
lookin’ vewy mewwy and bwight! Wasn’t it a lickin’ aftah
all?”

_“Dear man!” said Angelo; and, greatly to Arthur
Augustus’ surprise, he grabbed the swell of St. Jim's and
waltzed him round in sheer exuberance of spirits.

“Bai Jove! Leggo! Oh cwumbs!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “Gweat Scott! Have you gone pottay, Lee?
You are wumplin’ my collah! You are wufflin’ my jacket!
You uttah ass—— Yawooooogh!” :
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In the strong grip of his school fellows, Angelo Les was marched along the Head’s corridor to the door of Dr. Holmes’
study. Tom Merry knocked at tne door, and the Head’s desp voice bade him enter.
but a push from Monty Lowther sent him into the study.

Angelo hssitated on the threshold,
(See Chapter 10.)

Crash!

“Oh, my hat!”sejaculated Lee, as he and his partner
collided with Mr. Lathom ‘in the hall.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom.

“Sowwy, sir!” stuttered Arthur Augustus.

«Qh, awfully sorry, sir!” gasped Angelo. ‘You—you
see, sir, I—I was celebrating, sir, as I'm leaving St. Jim’s
to-day—— A

“QOh, I cannot sag I am sorry you are leaving!” gasped
Mr. Lathom. “If that is the case, I will excuse you,
but kindly celebrate your departure a little less obstreper-
ously, Lee.” .

Angelo walked out into the quad® with a bright face.
At long last he had his heart's desire—his darling am-
bition was to be realised. And he was more than glad,
now, that he had determined to play the game, and
“stick it out.” his amazing schemes for getting
turned. out. of the school had failed, and now that he
had abandoned them his desire was granted. It really was
the reward of virtue. <

Tom Merry & Co. were rather keen to see Cousin Peter
when he arrived to take Angelo away. But they little
guessed what the manner of his arrival would be. Even
when, later in the afternoon, an aeroplane was seen flying
over the school, they did not think of Cousin Peter. But

An%e,lo, standing in the quad and staring upward, gave
a shout. ’

‘“ Peter |’

“Bai Jove! Where’s Petah?” asked Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, looking round.

“He’s come!”

“Blessed if I can see him1!” said Tom Merry.

Angelo grinned.

“There he is!?

“Where?” demanded half a dozen fellows.

Angelo pointed upwards.

“T know his giddy machine,” he said. “That’s Cousin
Peter.” %

“Bai Jove!” .

A crowd gathered to stare at the circling aeroplane. It
circled over the school buildings; with a myriad eyes upon
it. There was a shout as it settled down en the football
ground, and a rush towards the ‘machine. ’
Cousin Peter stepped out, with a grin onﬁbronzed

i3

ce.

“Peter!” yelled Angelo.
[{¥ Y i) ™m . :

« Rga}:iyy ?}}?re you are, young ‘un!” said the flying man.
. “You bet!®

fa.
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WHIZ! :
BANG!
CRASH!

Verey lights blazed across
the darkened sky, bombs
fell to right and left of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
He raced on for his life. . .
What’'s Gussy doing
amongst exploding bombs
and- Verey lights? Read
the grand extra-long yarn
z'of St. Jim's in next
, Wednesday's 5

“-GEM L 2

. entitled :

“THE
CHAMPION
 OF ST, JIM’S.”

" You’ll enjoy every word
of it, chums !

“Hop in!”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “This is the vewy
first time a St. Jim’s man has left the school by aewoplane,
you know. That boundah Lee is keepin’ up his weputation
for stunts to the vewy finish.”

Angelo shook hands all round with his friends, and
stepped abogrd. Tom Merry & Co. stood in a group to
watch the ascent of the plane, and waved their caps to
Angelo as the machine rose.

But the last had not yet been seen of Angelo Lee—not by
any means. As the plane climbed higher the watching
juniors below saw Ange{o stand upright in the small cockpit
i}nd lean over the space that divided him from his cousin

eter.

“The ass!” breathed Tom Merry. “He'll fall out if he’s
not jolly careful I

“Bet you he doesn’t,” grinned Monty Lowther. “Remem-
ber his name is Angelo—he’s got wings, you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Angelo was in little danger of falling out; he had even
looped the loop standing up on more than one occasion. He
taPped his Cousin Peter on the shoulder.

“Give them a few stunts!” he roared, making his voice
carry above the rush of the wind,

Cousin Peter smiled.

.“Leave it to me!” he yelled.

The juniors were conscious that words were being ex-
changed between the “birdmen,” as Monty Lowther called
them, but they, of course, knew not the nature of them.

Suddenly the nose of the plane swooped down, and the
familiar hum of the engine ceased.

_The watchers below held their breath.

“What’s happened ?”’ said Tom Merry, in alarm.

“It’s out of control!” gasped Manners. “ Look!”

There was no need for the injunction. All St. Jim’s were
gazing skywards. The plane was rushing earthwards in a
dizzy, terrifying spiral nose-dive.

“I've got it!” exclaimed Blake suddenly.
ass is stunting !” -

A sigh of relief went up. [

Angelo was stunting. -

Down and down spun the plane, to all intents and pur-
poses out of control, and the juniors below gazed at its
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passage through space in awe and silent admiration, Then,
just as it seemed that another thirty seconds would see the
plane crash headlong, there came-the hum of the engine as
it burst into motion. Up rose the nose of the plane, and
away it circled, scarcely a couple of hundred feet above the
heads of the St. Jim’s juniors.

“Bravo!”

It was a regular chorus in appreciation of that thrilling
stunt. Angelo leaned over the edge of the cockpit and waved
his handkerchief cheerily at his old schoolfellows.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom. Merry suddenly. “ Here’s stunt
number two!”

The plane had climbed to a thousand feet. Then the
nose of the machine was pointed towards the crowd of
St. Jim’s juniors on terra firma. This time it was a thrilling
dive with the engine racing. A

For a moment 1t seemed that the plane would land in their
midst, but at the critical moment, with the wheels of the
undercarriage barely a couple of yards above their heads,
the plane was righted. Then away it soared again into the
heavens, climbing all the time.

h“ Ph'ew!” whistled Tom Merry. “That was a thriller, you
chaps!”

“Yaas, wathah!” beamed Arthur Augustus.
thought he would hit us.”

‘“Hallo, he’s at it again!”

Stunt number three was a perfect loop, and Tom Merry and
Co. held their breath as they realised what would happen to
Angelo in the back seat were the loop executed badly. But
there was no dahger. The plane came -out of the loop in a
swooping volplane, and again Lee waved his handkerchief and
grinned. Thereafter, every known stunt to aviation was
performed by Cousin‘Peter, and on each occasion when the
plane righted Angelo was to be seen waving his handker-
chief. But everything comes to an end some time, and it
was half an hour later that Angelo Lee indicated that this
time he really was going. A roar of cheering went up as he
leaned over the side of the cockpit and “shook hands with
himself,” indicative of his leave-taking.

The plane began to climb.

Higher and higher_it rose, till it was a mere spot in-
the clouds, and then it vanished from sight. .

Angelo of the Fourth was gone.

THE END. , - "

“1 weally
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"REDSKIN CUNNING ! With young ‘Tom Holt as his friend and ambassador, Black Hawk hopes to use him In his schéme -

Black Hawk’s Plot !

“ E is dead.”
Tom spoke in a whisper. :
nothing. He had followed his friend, after making

sure that the puma was really dead; and now,
throwing himself on the ground, he turned the dog over
a_r(;]d thrust his hand under the left foreleg against the pup’s
side.

“Not dead. Only his head silly. Not dead at all.”

Tom could have hugged the boy. He knew nothing of
wounds, and felt as helpless as a baby. But White Cat was
in his element. He had an inquisitive nature, sensitive
fingers, and a quick, retentive memory. One of his greatest
interests since childhood had been to see and to help the
medicine-men at work with sick or wounded warriors.

We look upon medicine-men as mere quacks. Some were,
but many had much knowledge of plants and long experi-
ence of the simpler forms of surgical operations. White Cat
now examined Hunks thoroughly. The pup had a gaping
wound in the hind leg,. and another gash on. the right
shoulder. This one was serious, as it was bleeding badly.

White Cat tackled it first, contriving a bandage with a
portion of his own shirt, ruthlessly torn in half for the
purpose. In this he twisted a stick, drew it tight round
Hunks’ chest, and stopped the flow of blood. Then he made
a rough cradle for the hind leg, and bound that. Lastly, he
set the forepaw and bound it to a splint. ~Before he had
finished Hunks had come to, and it was strange to see him
staring hard at White Cat as though he could not understand
what the Indian was bothering about. ) :

He tried at first to get at his master; but at a word, and
with Tom’s hand on his head, he lay perfectly still, only
giving a moan now and then when the young surgeon’s
handling was exceptionally severe.

All was done at last. But how were they to get the little
¢hap back to camp? Though the moon was bright enough,
it would not penetrate into the deep canyons they must pass
through, and the way was very rough.

But they were relieved from the solution of this problem.
A long whistle sounded from above, to which White Cat

White Cat said

%0 wipe out the White Settlements. But-Tom isn’t so green'as he looks! -

HITE FAGLF/

‘A Grand Story of a young Britisher’s
Adventures with a Tribe of Apache Indians
in-New Mezxico.
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replied; and in a few minutes the whole party had reached
the spot, Black Hawk leading.

The absence of the two boys was noticed as soon as the
storm ended. Black Hawk had sent men at once to find their
trail, and the sound of the rifle-shots had done the rest.

The excitement of the Apaches over the tale which White
Cat told them—Tom being far too much concerned with
Hunks to say anything—was tremendous. The body of the
lion had been discovered before the ‘recital began, and
dragged out of the bushes, and the marks of the pup’s teeth
were found on its. back. . o

What exactly White Cat said Tom could never find out.
He suspected that the whole affair was grossly exaggerated,
because of the intense reverence which the warriors showed
thereafter to Hunks; but White Cat could not be drawn.

“They not think Hunks devil ‘any more!” he grinned.

“He save me and you. Any man who try hunt him—woof}”
He made a diabolical face and pretended to scalp himself.
“They call him god-pup now.”
. Hunks had reason to be grateful to White Cat for what he
did say. Never in the history of Indian tribes was a dog
so treated. He was given the best bed, the best meat,
attention that never ceased day or night, and every luxury
an animal could desire.

At first the pup got bored by so much kindness, but as
he grew better he liked it. The -effect of it all, and the
change of relationship which took place, is difficult to
describe. It was certain that long before Hunks was able
to walk he had ceased to be a devil to anybody. But it was
more than that. White Cat persisted in saying that they
worshipped him as “god-pup,” and perhaps, from an Indian’s
point of view, that was as good a way of expressing it as
any other. . $

The climax was reached when, one day, after a ride on
Malinka, Tom returned to camp, to find it empty, except
for one Indian and Hunks. The dog was standing up. It
was his latest accomplishment, and he was very proud of it.
His big tail was waving gently to and fro. The Apache,
extremely lightly clothed, was leaning back along the grass,
looking up at Hunks and stroking him. .

Tom saw Hunks drop his head and begin to smell the
man’s body. Suddenly he stooped and touched it with his
nose. The Indian rose, with an: exclamation, .at which
Hunks, stepping stiffly nearer, licked his face. The Apache
gave a soft cry and put his arm round the pup’s neck; then,
seeing Tom, he leaped to his feet.and went away. It was

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE!

TOM HOLT, a sturdy young Britisher of scventeen, lands in
New Megico—at the invitation of some friends of his father’s—to
. 8tart business on the Doggett Ranch.

He finds the place in a deserted and dilapidated condition, and from
a letter, left by a former employee, learns that his two friends have
died. Tom’s in a quandary, for he knows nothing about ranching,
but he buckles to and makes the ranch-house ship-shape. In the
course of this general clean-up he comes across a dog, with whom he
malkes friends instantly. Hunks, as he names the dog, proves a real
pal.

Shortly after his meeting with Hunks, Tom runs gcross @
wandering tribe of Apache Indians. Their chief is Black Hawk.
Unknown to Tom, the chief cherishes the hope of wiping out the
““ whites > in the country, and to help him to collect the mecessary
knowledge before & successful raid can be made on the white

. comes to the rescue.

settlements,‘ he offers to take Tom on the trail and show him how to
become a successful rancher.

Unconscious of the motive underlying the offer Tom accepts, Later,
the young Britisher distinguishes himself by ** sticking in the soddle
of an untamed mare called Malinka. This so pleases the chief that he .
makes a present of the mare to his paleface friend. It is intended
that the tribe should hit the trail to hunt bear and mountain lion.
Equipped accordingly, Tom acquits himself well by killing -a father
Bruin. The dead bear’s partner, however, enraged al her loss, trails
the unsuspecting Tom. The young Britisher is soon in difficulties,
and the bear is about to account for him when the faithful Hunks

Encouraged by his success, Hunks some time luler attacks a puma.
The odds are too great, however, and Tom, realising his faithful
companion’s fate, aims at the puma, hoping against hope that his shot
will be in time to save Hunks. The puma drops dead, leaving Hunks,
kis eyes closed, limp and still at his master’s feet.

i ‘ (Now read on.)
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pletely recovered.

‘24 Every Wednesday.

the Apache who had pushed Hunks into Malinka’s stall,
and whom White Cat had burnt at the stake. The pup had
licked that scar.

Hunks was a month getting back the use of his limbs,
and it was nearly two before he was entirely himself again;
but, thanks to White Cat’s skill, the good nursing, and, last
and not least, a constitution of whipcord and wire, he com-

His coat was never the same again. He had a great bare
triangular place on his shoulder for the rest of his life, and
a line of brown hair along the flank where skin and flesh
had been laid bare by the puma’s claws; but these blemishes
were marks of honour. ; e

Apart from this, the rest, good food, and comfort which
the animal enjoyed made a vast difference in his size and
general appearance. He was as large now as a bull-mastiff.
His chest was-immensely broad, his limbs like a small lion’s.
Beauty he did not possess. The teeth “of his lower jaw,
which had grown with the rest of him, were so big now
that at the slightest provocation-they protruded beyond his

lips and gave him an expression of ferocity entirely foreign -

to his character. .
He stood a little lower in front than behind, which, while
it in no way impeded his activity—for ‘all his limbs were

long and very wiry—gave him a véry bulldoggy appearance. -

But, on the other hand, his hair was silky and long, a very
fine collie black and tan. His curly tail was thick as a brush,
and, in spite of his broad chest, he ran as a wolf runs, with
the long, loping step which never seems to tire.

While Hunks convalesced Tom worked hard. At first he
did not go far from camp, as the pup was feverishly restless
in his absence. But he employed many useful hours in
learning to lasso and ride, and in teaching himself to shoot.
His accuracy with a revolver became a byword. He could
bring down a bird on the wing, kill a hare running, and
shoot a prairie-dog through the eyeé -at thirty yards; rabbits
he picked off at any distance up to a hundred yards. His
rifle shooting was only moderate, but he was quick in the
handling of weapons. And ‘White Cat, after a mock fight,
declared he would never try to kill him with a knife again.
This joke was greatly emjoyed by the party—a fact signifi-
cant of Tom’s position among the Apaches.

He was a good rider now, though, from an Indian’s point
of view, he would never be first-rate. Apache babies ride
before they walk—which Tom privately thought accounted
for the shape of their legs; and, though the boy could sit
Malinka at any time and under all circumstances without a
saddle, and could shoot accurately over her back, flying at
full speed with one foot in the stirrup and the whole of his
body crouched behind hers, that perfect ease and grace and
horse-possession which are a part of the riding Indian’s
make-up, were not for him and never would be.

In the important art of roping he became perfectly pro-
ficient. Moreover, he learnt to rope Indian ponies—which
is as different from roping cattle as a hurdle-race to a gallop
in the park. A cow or steer blunders on in a straight line,
and only turns aside when it hears the whistle of the lariat
about its ears; a pony twists and wheels and ducks, like a
light-weight boxer in the ring. Tom could not, of course,
acquire the experience of heeling over the animal when
caught, because the wildest of the ponies stood like a lamb
when it felt the loose pull upon neck and limb; but, as Black
Hawk said, any cowpuncher would teach him that trick in
an afternoon. )

All this time—four months—the Indians had gone about
their lawful business, hunting; and, the season being good
and the men picked for the jeb, they had done well. Pack-
ponies were weighed down with well-cured skins of bear
and puma, fox and skunk, antelopes and wild-cat. They
were not in such condition as would have satisfied the
Hudson Bay Company; but they would sell quite well, and
Black Hawk saw promise of a good store of dollars when
they reached the settlements,

The mind of the chief, howéver, was now full of a much
deeper purpose.

and the governing council of the Apache nation far away
south. Black Hawk’s plan to use Tom as a tool to win the
confidence of white settlers while Apache spies prowled and
took notes for a mass attack next summer had been made
known to, and approved by, the council, which was com-
posed of the leading chiefs of the tribe, It heard of the
progress of Tom’s education and his growing popularity with
the party; and it was due to a hint from the chiefs that
Black Hawk, during the last weeks of the hunting season,
offered to teach Tom the Apache language. @~ When Tom
agreed with enthusiasm Black Hawk went further. He told
the boy that he had gained the- affection of all the party,
and especially of himself and White Cat, to such a degree
that a request was going to be submitted to the council to
confer upon him the honorary title of a chief in the tribe.
THE GEM LiBrarRY.—No. 974.
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coming and going all these past months between the camp

Price 2d.

“It has been done only once in the history of our nation,”
Black Hawk said. ‘“That was when my father lived, fifty
vears ago. It is a gift we make to a friend we most trust.”

Tom was overcome. )

“But I have done nothing to deserve it!” he exclaimed.

“Huoh!” grunted Black Ilawk. “You like, then, to b
chief 2

The boy’s face was sufficient answer,

“I could never have a greater honour.”

Black Hawk assented with his hardest and most immov«
able expression.

“But, Tom,” he said, after a pause, ‘“no man, white or
red, can be chief in our nation until he has done service.
You see?”

Tom saw, and, all unconscious of the thoughts behind
those inscrutable eyes, exclaimed:

“I should refuse the honour on any other terms. What
can I do?” '

“Time come when you shall know, but not yet. We hunt
one moon more. Then you go to the-place of white men.
Will you be ready to do what I may ask?”

Tom smiled as their eyes met.

“I would do anything in my power for your sake alone.
You have been my friend.”

The chief’s face grew cold.

“TIt is well. The day before we leave mountains I tell you
something.”

Tom went to work to learn Apache with a will, and,
having already picked up many phrases of ordinary conver-
sation, and become thoroughly used to Indian mannerisms,
he was an apt pupil.

He never forgot those last weeks on the trail. Everyone
was in good humour, and the report having got about that
Tom was to be put forward for election as a chief, all the
Indians became his closest friends. As for White Cat, his
delight at the prospect knew no bounds. Black Hawk had
said nothing more to his son of the scheme for using Tom.
The affection which had grown up between the lads made it
unsafe; though, to do Black Hawk justice, he had no inten-
tion of harming Tom personally, if 1t could be hélped.

He had even a vague idea at the back of his head for
getting Tom out of the country before war began next year.
So everything went smoothly as the party made their way
back to the country near Servita. They halted the evening
of the last day twenty miles to the north of the town, the
opposite side to the Doggett Ranch.

This evening, as on the first day of all, the chief, with
White Cat and Tom, sat apart from the rest at a camp-fire of
their own.

“My son,” Black Hawk began, ‘to-morrow, as the sun
rises, you will leave us. With the clothes you have brought
in your sacks on your back and your legs, you ride upon
vour new saddle to Servita. Make yourself known to that
bank where all your dollars lie. That first. White men only
think much of people who have dollars. But tell not one
man how great a store you have, or they steal from you
every cent.”

Tom laughed. )

‘““Come, chief, I am not a fool. Even you do not know
what I possess.”

Black Hawk waved a careless hand, though a look came
into his slanting eyes which belied his words.

“Huh! Dollars are nothing to me. Here are my words.”

He paused and cleared his throat in a way which made
Tom listen attentively.

“The Apache nation wish to live at peace with white men.
It is the wish of the council of the nation that our young
brother, when white men know that he has dollars, and love
him, shall tell them that all Apaches are their friends.
Will he do this? I want his word now.”

He paused, looked hard at Tom, and resumed the pipe he
was smoking, and which he had waved in the air to
emphasise his words,

Tom straightened up. He was still a boy in mind, though,
physically, after all his exercise -and hard work, stronger
than many full-grown men. But he had a quick brain. The
service he was-to do the Indians would be no easy task. He
was to be, in a sense, a sort of ambassador from the chiefs
to the white settlers living on the borders of the great
Indian Reservations—the land allocated to them by the
United States Government. Now, Tom was the descendant
of an old Lancashire family, and North-countrymen have
shrewdness in their bones. It struck him at once that there
was something singular in this proceeding.

He knew nothing of the present relations of Indians and
whites; but he had never heard a good word spoken of
Apache Indians, and many bad ones. Black Hawk’'s own
remark about the white men’s worship of dollars showed what
he thought of them. Assuredly, then, the mission of a friend
to both parties was going to be a tough proposition. He
did not shrink from it, but it was some time before he spoke,
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and then his answer was not’ quite what Black Hawk had
expected. ¢ .
“My friend shall have my word,” he said, unconsciously
falling into the Indian idiom and manner of speaking, “that
I will tell all white men how I met my Indian brothers, and
that these five months I have lived happily in their camp
under their chief, and that they are true friends of mine. I
will say besides —Tom was frowning now, and spoke slowly,
as his thoughts on the subject grew clearer—“thiat their
chief, Black Hawk, is an honourable man. He gave his word

Hunks advanced quietly and braced himself for a leap, and when the cruel teeth of the runaway would have
caught the girl's flesh, what they encountéred was Hunks’ lower jaw. (See page 27.)

to me, and he has kept it.
comrade and my dear friend. The warriors in this party
have become my comrades, too. I trust them because I
know them. Is that what you wish that I should say?”

It was not exactly. Black Hawk was far too threwd him-
self not to see the limitation implied in Tom’s guarantee.
He meant that he would speak for the Apaches whom he
knew, not for the nation.

Not a sign of the chief’s thoughts, however, appeared on
his face. He merely smoked in silence,

“Gond talking,” he said at last. “Say that all the men
of our nation are the same as those you have known. Tell
white men that the council of the nation—which is me ”—
he placed his finger on his own breast—“are to be trusted,
even as you trust White Cat, your dear friend. Have I your
word ?”

He rose as he spoke, and did what he had never yet done—
stretched out both hands to Tom. Then he repeated his
question.

“Have I your word ?”

Tom took the red hands and gripped them fast, and Black
Hawk was struck by the increased strength of his fingers
since he had touched them last.

“Yes,” Tom answered. ‘‘I will carry any promise made
by you. You have my word, Black Hawk.”

“It is good !’ Black Hawk said gravely.

But Tom noticed at the time, and was to remember after-.

wards, that Black Hawlk’s fingers were very cold, though' it
was a warm night. ’
Then a very curious thing happened. The sun had only
just set, and it was still light. A shrieking of birds over-
head, and from the top of a tall pine-tree above the gamp’
flew a turkey-bustard, a’very rare sight, for these birds are
nearly extinct. Chasing the bustard was an eagle, the great
white eagle of the Rockies, It pounced on. its prey in mid-
air, gripped it in its talons, and began to soar slowly away,
over the canon. But two shots rang out, and both birds

fell. Tom had pulled his revolver and killed them both.” “'

His son, White Cat, is my

"is a sign.

" in the tribe.
-and make them trust you, and welcome you into their
" ranches. )

"The Indians crowded round. It was very good shooting,
and a murmur of praise was héard on all sides,
A thought struck Black Hawk, and, with an exclamation

‘ which commanded attention from all, he laid a hand on

Tom’s shoulder, and pointed at the dead birds.

“Apaches,” he said, speaking in their own tongue, “this
The council of your nation had received from me
and my son a petition that our brother Tom shall be a chief
He will tell to all white men his love for us,

I would send a message to our council. "Is it
your will, when this service has been done, and he becomes

" blood-brother to us all, that he take the name of the king

of birds which he has killed to--night, and thereafter be
known as White Fagle, of our nation? = Give me your
hearts.” )

He turned and raised his right hand. There was a dead

. silence. Then, White Cat leading, there came, sharp, clear-

cut, and hard, the Apache war-cry, and from every man the
words in chorus : 2
“It is our will !

Hunks Takes a Licking !

) IT was the last day of August when Tom, having bade

farewell to Black Hawk’s pasty, and shaken hands
twenty separate times, paced away on Malinka towards
Servita, Hunks galloping gaily at his side. . )
What was in Ton’s mind as the mountain-side faded out
of sight, and he approached the homes of white men once
more, was the talk with Black Hawk the night before, and

_the undertaking he had given to the chief.

It wds just like Tom, this.” Most fellows would not have

. troubled about the matter until they were brought face to

!

|

face with it. It was not going to be a very pleasant job,

Then .why think. aboat it beforehand? Servita would pro-

bably be quite a decent-sized town by "this time. = There
s : THE GeM LiBrary.—No. 974,
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ought to be fun going for a chap who had seven thousand
dollars in the bank. Tom was not eighteen yet, and in
perfect health. He ought to have thought about pleasure
and his own business, and not worried over Apache Indians.

But a person is as he is made, and here was Tom, not
so long ago a careless sailor-boy who did not know the
difference between a prairie-dog and a coyote, now ponder-
ing deeply over what he could do to solve one of the
foughest problems in the history of man—the reconciliation
of two great races, white and red, which have no common
ideals and no common sympathies, and which, in the nature
of things—because both want to live in a country where
there is only room for one—must stand in bitter opposition
to each other, the weakest going to the wall.

What would have happened to. Tom if he had reached
Servita in this state of mind, with only one idea in his
head, to justify, and at once, for that was his way, the
coming honour of chieftainship, and the title of White
Eagle in the Apache Nation, we really do not know.
Something pretty violent, probably, for Servita men were a
hard and bitter crowd, and had a short way with cranks.
In plain language, he would have made a fool of himself.
But he was saved from this fate; and the person who
saved him was Hunks. The pup deserved no thanks for
this, and got none. It all happened, indeed, through a
burst, of mischief which nearly ended in tragedy.

It was noon. The three comrades, though in hardest
condition, were very hot and thirsty, for they had been on
the trail five hours. Malinka’s head drooped; Tom’s mouth
was dry and his lips were sticky; Hunks’ tongue lolled out
about a yard.

On the left had appeared a bunch of willow-trees, which
Tom noticed from the slope of
the ground about him, and the rougher texture of the
grass, that he was reaching river country. He decided now
to turn off the trail and strike for those willows, and maké
a halt. He had passed two houses some little distance
away, and the trail was widening. He could not be very
far off Servita now.

Tom went slowly, paying no attention to anything, so
hard was he thinking about his problem. Hunks, on the
contrary, paid attention to everything, and being impatient
to get to the water, trotted ahead.

Suddenly he stopped. Something was moving in the grass.
Its back was towards him, and it was going very slowly
the same way. Hunks stared petrified. The thing was a
dog.- Now it had to be remembered that, since he could
walk, probably, Hunks had never seen another dog. He
had a faint remembrance of his mother, because, just before
he was weaned, she uiad punished him rather severely for
pinning_her by the ear. But the beast he saw now was not
in the least like his mother. It was a soft-looking thing,
round and fat, with a long, white-and-brown coat, big
lollopy ears, and a very curious tail.

It was the tail that did it. - But for this, Hunks would
have claimed -acquaintance ip the usual way, and there
would have been no trouble . Perhaps he was jedlous, be-
cause it was quite a different kind of tail from his own—
short, perky, upstanding, and tufty. This dog, to be
precise, was a Clumber spaniel, with a pedigree as long
as your arm. Be Hunks’' reasons what it may, no sooner
had he cast eyes upon this dog than, with the cunning
of half a dozen foxes, and the swift ferocity of a pack of
wolves, he stalked it, darted upon it, placed a heavy paw
upon its neck, and grabbed that tail.

Really, Hunks had excellent intentions. A little pinch,
a gentle shake, could do no dog harm. He would make
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friends afterwards. At least, that was what was-in his
mind. But he had not counted on the feelings of the other
dog. It was a proud beast, and inclined to be irascible ir
temper. The most indulged of pets, and jealously guarded
from all harm, it had never experienced the slightest incon-
venience, in mind or body, since its importation as a small
puppy from a famous English kennel several years ago.
It was also, as dogs are liable to become when brought up
in cotton-wool, an arrant coward.

In consequence, when Hunks’ paw descended, and his
teeth closed upon the tail, and the dog was suspended
suddenly in air and shaken, that spanie! nearly had an
It choked for an instant in palsied fright:
then, struggling free—quite easily, for Hunks was holding
it as a mother bear would mouth a cub—it tucked its tail
between its legs, and scurried away for protection with
the speed of a mad jack-rabbit, and squealed like fifty

igs.

Hunks had never heard such a sound or conceived a
sight so dreadful. Too late, he wished he had let the thing
alone. He stood appalled, quite still, with one paw raised.
He was ashamed of himself. But the harm was done. Close
by, but hidden from Hunks by a steep river-bank, was the
spaniel’s owner, a girl, mounted, watering her horse. The
beasﬁ was a thoroughbred, with nerves which frayed at a
touch. .

The yell of the dog made him shy violently, and when
the spaniel shot over the edge of the bank, and, losing
its balance, rolled helplessly down upon him, howling louder
than ever, the nerves of the horse gave way. He plunged.
reared, lashed out savagely with his heels, caught the bit
between his teeth, and bolted.

How the rider kept her seat was a mystery, but riding
with or without a saddle had been second nature to her
since - childhood. Somehow she held on, clinging to the
saddle with all her.strength, and, with one despairing cry.
resigned herself to her fate.

Tom had not witnessed the incident that led to all this:
Hunks was too far ahead. But he heard that cry, saw
the horse cross the river, very shallow in summer, in
three bounds, spring up the other side, and gallop away.
clearly beyond all control. !

The danger of the rider was clear to him. The country
was broken. The soil, though soft in some places, was very
rough and stony in others, and honeycombed everywhere
with prairie-dog holes. Only the sure-footed Indian ponie:
could gallop safely over such ground, and Tom perceived
at a glance that this beast was not Western bred. He did
not hesitate a moment, therefore. A word to Malinka. a
touch of the spur, and he was on a runaway’s trail, the
mare galloping at the top -of her speed.

It was a grim chase, and at first seemed a hopeless one.
Malinka was fast, and Tom, by reason of only two meals
a day and much exercise, was light enough; but the girl's
horse was a far better beast, and its rider a featherweight.

Presently, however, Tom noticed that the direction the
horse was taking led up a long hill towards the foot of
a mountain. It would have to turn right or left when it
reached that place, and there was a short cross-cut to the
right. If the runaway kept its feet and went that way
he could overtake it. But how to make sure that it turned
to the right?

It was a mere toss-up, and to the left the mountain-side
was far away. In that direction the horse could go on
for ever.

Malinka’s head twitched slightly, and Tom discovered
that, running ahead of them, was Hunks. He seemed to
know that they were after that horse, and Tom could see
that he was racing along, and gaining slightly on the mare.
An idea campe to him, though it was an absurdly desperate
one. Hunks had learned to bring the ponies into camp. If
he could only be made to understand an order now he
might do signal service.

Tom called him, and Hunks raised his head. Tom indi-
cated the horse, pointed to the left, and then moved his
hand slowly to the right. He did it three times, the third
time swinging Malinka well to the right, with a shout of:
“Go, lad!”

Hunks understood and went. He was very unhappy.
No heroic desire filled his heart, as it should have done, to
rescue a beautiful damsel like a dog of romance. He
thought the whole affair utterly absurd. She was a
stranger, and of no interest to him; her horse a stupid,
hysterical lunatic. And it was so hot! But his master
wanted it done, and, therefore, it must be done at abny
cost.

With one sharp yap of intelligence, the dog turned to
the left, and broke into a speed he had not attempted yet.
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_ dog

. ‘to swerve to the left.

- day.

Look Out jor Next Week’s Grand Instalment, Boys!

He was all sheepdog now, and he went at the pace of a

collie after the straying flock. He carried too much weight
in’that chest of his, but he-had a mighty pair of bellows and
immense power in his limbs. “He could never manage to
turn as swiftly as a collie turns, but he could beat any
but a greyhound ruiining in a straight lime. ’
_Hunks soon reached the top of the hill. On the other
side was a slight decline, then the foot of the mountain—
just here a wall of rock. .
Hunks redoubled his efforts, for he saw the horse begin
) His master had disappeared, but he
kriew he was somewhere to the right, where the wall of .rock
swerved round. He knew that the horse must be made lo
go that way, and that now. everything depended upon him-
self. So, turning a little more to the left, Hunks set his
bulldog jaw, and, striking a bee-line for the foot of the
mountain, at a place where he calculated he could cut
across the runaway’s path, he threw every ounce of energy

‘and strength that was left in him into the race.

It was a near thing. The horse was a very powerful beast
and extremely” fresh. ~Its rider had stolen him out of her
father’s stables, after having been strictly forbidden to
mount it under any circumstances whatever. It had a mouth
of ‘iron, and the temper of Beelzebub, and that temper the
vowling spaniel and the horrid thud of its fat body against
his feet had thoroughly aroused. He did not feel the girl
on his back. The proininent teeth in his Roman nose were
set as hard as the dog's, and he was in a mood to run all
He had been imported from the Old Country for a
fabulous sum. His sire was a famous racehorse, and his dam
a hunter in the Shires.” Hunks had his work cut out.

‘The dog scored first point by reaching the mountain before
the horse, and seeing it come charging towards him. This
gave him a moment to breathé and to think. He needed it.
The ground here was an expanse of coarse grass, dotted with
larch saplings, which, behind where Hunks now stood, in-
creased iz number until they became an almest impassable
grove of young trees.” It was plain enough that if the run-
away plunged into that grove his rider would be swept off in
a twinkling.

The dog knew this, or perhaps we should say felt it by
instinct. He saw the girl tugging desperately at her reins;
the herse gave an ugly toss of his obstinate head and came
on straight for those trees, like a stone from a catapult.
Hunks now began to bark. It was no ordinary bark, but
the roar of the bulldog at bay, with all the additional
volume of sound of a sheep-dog’s bay when he calls on the
flock to turn.. The horse had never heard anything like it
before, and he was filled with loathing and dread. He had
always hated this country. He knew perfectly well that the
ground was treacherous and that he might fall and break
his leg at any moment; but, being out of temper, he did not
care. Now, somehow, with that menacing yell in his ears, he
began to care. Half-conseiously he slackened pace. Then,
catching sight of Hunks right in his path—a Hunks with
teeth bared, ruff out, big head in air, swart and gigantic, he
pulled in abruptly and made a sharp turn to the left.

_That was what the dog wanted. He would head the horse
round this way and get him going straight for the master.
But Hunks had not counted on those trees being in the.way,
nor had the horse. At the place where he made his turn
two saplings were growing close together side by side. The
beast had not seen them, and he crashed into one, and then
ricocheted into the other, caught his forefoot in a root,
pivoted half round, and fell on his head. His rider was
thrown some distance, and if there had been another tree in
the way she must have been killed. But there was a clear,
open space of soft bunch grass, and being so light she came
down almost without shock, full length on her back.

. The child, she was hardly more, recovered immediately and
sprang to her feet; the horse also. The trees were green
wood; his head had slid sideways along soft ground. He
was not hurt at all. But he was now in a dangerous temper,
and when he sprang to his feet he snorted savagely, and was
ready to strike with teeth and heels anything that came near

im, = ,

The girl, however, did not know this. . Seeing that the
beast was loose, she ran to him to pick up the trailing rein.

At this the animal’s ears flattened against his head, he

showed the whites of his eyes, and as his rider stooped he
charged her. .

. But something came straight for him. Hunks had been
watching matters closely. His first instinct had been to go
to the girl when she fcll; then seeing her rise without hurt,
he turned his attention to the horse, and what he saw made
every hair bristle on his back. He advanced silently, braced
himself for a leap, and when the cruel teeth of the runaway
would have caught the girl’s flesh, what they encountered
was Hunks’ lower jaw. This contact was painful for the
horse, but much more so was the grip Hunks now got upon
the steel bit, for, which he had aimed, and on which he now

threw the whole of Liis weight,
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That horse had a nerveshattering cxperience. = Hunks
weighed a hundred pounds. Every ounce of this fell dead
upon the runaway’s neck. He could not bite; he could not
kick. He could hardly move. It was as much as he could
possibly do to keep his feet at all. Cold and desperate fright
scized him. He thought no more of demolishing his rider or
anvbody else. He only wanted to get free. He staggered

- back, shook his head furiously, and shuddered through all

his being as growl followed grow!l from the throat of the
black beast which held him, and those gleaming fangs,
hooked closely upon the bit, bruised his lips and seemed
every instant about to transfer their hold to his mouth.

But Hunks had no thought of letting.go. He was as cool
as the horse was nervous. His, growls were for effect, and
all his energy was directed to keeping the animal’s head to
the ground, to prevent those powerful forcfeet splitting his
own skull. It was his intention to hold on, and keep the
horse still, until his master came. But this did not happen
for several mintites, and in the meantime Hunks found that
this horse was not his only enemy.

The pup, we know, was clumsy, and it so happened that
he collided with its rider with no little force, and the impact
of his body threw her down. She had been unconscious of
the danger. She did not know Hunks, and in her ignorance
of the situation she imagined he was some wild, half-mad
dog which had wantonly attacked her horse. Being a fear-
less person and loving horses, she proceeded to punish this
interfering beast with all her strength, and Hunks, te his
infinite astonishment, found himself being soundly thrashed
with a riding whip, and heard a shrill voice ordering him
to let go. - . .

The pup paid no attention whatever to the command. He
knew exactly what he was about, and it was the first principle
of his life never to obey anyone but his master. As for the
thrashing, it was a very trivial affair to Hunks, who had a
thick coat and was as hard as a nail. But the matter was
the reverse of trivial to Tom when he arrived on the scene.
He divined at once why Hunks had seized the animal, and
only the immediate need of securing it kept him from ex-
pressing his feelings to its rider in no measured terms.

But he had to finish his job first; and Hunks was told to
let go. He did so with great relief, thankful to resign all
responsibility into his master’s hands. The horse thereupon
reared, plunged back, and fondly imagined that he was free
to resume his pranks. * But Tom’s hand shot forward with a
rope; Malinka drove her forefeet into the earth, like knives,
and the astonished runaway felt a horrid hairy substanece
settle about his neck, and when he threw his strength against
it lost his breath, his heels flew from under him, and he
fell, a prisoner at last, choking to the ground. )

The appearance of - & man- and- the roping of -her horse

thoroughly astonished the lady with the whip. She saw now

(Continued overleaf.) ..
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that this dog had-been acting under orders and when the
horseman,” after slackening the riobse round his captnes
neck;’ Fubbing it gently to restore circulation, and-thier bring
ing it to its feet caressed thé cur and called it by endear1ng—=
names, she became not a little emibarrassed. .

#But Miss Sadie Chapin, formally. to introduce her, was a

-~ young person whose will had beén law to ¢very mentiber of
Z_the other sex with whom she had been acquamted from baby-
“hood I‘he only Chl]d of a rich man, who doted upon her,,

‘[J0IN THE ROYAL NAVY

 THE GEM LIBRARY. - . - - -,

she was accustomed. to find -that people not, only. dld her
will, but ran to do it; and she ruled Her father’s ranch, his
servants, . _d self w 1th eo\nplete and unque<t10ne'i
authorlty 1 gt
“Oh! 'Is that youx‘ dog?”
stmv attac‘kmg my horse
mivch.”.
i Tom stared at her for a while without speaking.™ He ‘had
been furiously angry,:-and while attending to the’ horse, was,

bhe said, “I thought he waa a
I hope I ha&ent hurt hlm very

which would not easxly be forgotten.

"But when he saw the person he had to deal with, Be
couldn’t do it.

" She was such a shp of a thing, not more than fifteen, ‘if

moment great” blue cyes, and an impudent mouth. = She
was stralght as a.dart, but slender as a Tily, and looked as if
a breath would blow her away; yet, after coming through

‘had done was to whack old Hunks! -

(Look out for next week’s instalment’ oj this serial, and
make certain of your GEM by ordering in advance.) :
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