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READ THIS YARN OF THE AMAZING HAPPENINGS AT ST. JIM’S—

When * Ratty” aucidenly becomes good tempered and pats Figgins on the head, Tom

Merry & Co. are amazed.

CHAPTER 1.
Figgins & Co. Are Astonished !

. LESSED if I can understand it " said l"iggius.
He stood in the quadrangle at St. Jim's, looking
after a spare figuro that was crossing towards the
New House. Figgins of the Fourth belonged to
the New House, and that spare figure was Mr. Rateliff’'s—
Figgins' Housemaster,

Figgins stared after Mr. Ratcliff in blank amazement.

He was so bewildered that he was quite lost to his sur-
roundings, and he did not see three cheerful-looking youths
strolling over from the direction of the School House.

They were Tom Merry, Mannevs, and Lowthor—otherwise
known as the Terrible Three—and they looked at the
amazed Figgins, and then at one another. They were quite
close to him, but he evidently did not sce them.

“Paor Figgy!” murmured Monty Lowther.
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“It's come

; But when they discover the reason for this amazing change
in the tyrant of the New House—they roar with laughter!

So will you!

at lust ! There have been signs ol it for some time, but he's
fairly off his rocker now |

] “[;mrl_v babbling I"" said Manners, with a shake of the
1ead.

“Perhaps it’s sunstroke,”’ suggested Tom Merry charit-
ably. *Let's wake him up and see. [ say, Figgins!”’

“ Blessed if 1 can catch on at all 1"’ said Figgins,

“1 say, Figgins.”

“It was Ratty right enough, but-—— My hat!
understand it 1"

“T say, Figgins 1" bawled Tom Mecrry in his ear.

Figgins started and looked round.

“Hallo! What do you want?”

“It isn't a question of what we want, but of what yeou
want,” said Tom Merry. “T think a strait-jacket would
be about the thing.'

“Eh? What are you talking about?"

“ Better hold his wrists,” suggested Monty Lowther
doesn’t look safe; there’s a wild look in his eyes.”

1 can't

“He
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—WHEN

MR. RATCLIFF, HOUSEMASTER, FALLS IN LOVE!

the TYRANT/

Figgins retreated a pace and doubled hLi= fists,

“Hold on!" he said. “What's the little gamo? Whay
aro you getting at?"

“Look here,’”” said Tom Merry, *if this isn't insanity,
what is it? What do you mean by standing here in the
broad daylight with a face like n—a—""

“Gargoyle,” suggested Lowther,

“Like a gargoyle,” said Tom MNerry, *and muttering to
vourself, \6hat'a the matter with vou? If vou're not off
your rocker, and it's not sunstroke, what is it?”

Tigging grinned.

“Didn't you see (17" he asked,

“1 saw nothing but a silly ass!'”

“Woell, & chap couldn't help heing astounded.  You know
my Housemaster—Ratty ¥ What do you think of his temper
as a rule?”

* Rotten 1"

“ Beastly 1"" said Manncrs,

“Ungpeakable !” said Lowther.

“ Wel[l, that’s about right. Now, suppose a chap bolted
right into Ratty without secing lim and nearly knocked
Lim over, what would you expect him to do?"

“8erag him 1"

“Flay him alive,” gaid Lowther.

“Tixaotly ! Well, I just holted into him and nearly
knocked him over, and he——"

“Told you to come into his study 7"’

“Cave you five hundred of Virgil #"'

“No,” said Figgins slowly and impressively. “Ile {mltr-d
me on the head and said, * Never mind, wy little man!" "

The Terrible Three chuckled.

“Very good, Figgins—very funny indeed! But you must
try agein. You can't expect old birds to take in a thing
like that.”

“Honest Injun!"” said Figgins,

“Took here, what are vou giving us?”’ demanded
Lowther, “You biffed Ratty, the very worst-tem
master that ever mastored, and you tell us he patted you
on the nappor and said—"" i

“¢Never mind, my little man!""” murmured Figgins.
“8olid fact1”

“Do I sleep? Do I dream?” murmured Manners. “Do
1 wonder and doubt? Are things what they scem? Or is
visions about ?"’

“My only hat1” snid Tom Merry. “If you say it was so,
Figgy, it was so. But—but you're sura you haven't gone
to sleep standing up, like a horse, and dreamed it 1"

“Look here,”” said Figgins, “it Imp[lwned! I'm not trying
to explain it. But it happened. could swear to that
before any society for psychial research, I don’t pretend
that I understand. You know, Shakespeare said, * There
are more things in heaven and earth, Iloratio, than are
dreamed of in your philozophy piky

“Yes, 1 think I know Hﬁ.lki',‘tpt‘ilrl‘ said that,” assented
Tom Merry; “I think I've heard it quoted about fifty
million times, within a dozen or two. The enly thing I
can think of about Ratty is that he must be ill. Keep an
eye on him. It's the duty of a good junior to look after his
Housemaster."”

“Blossed if I ean understand it!"” said Figgins.

The Terrible Three couldn't understand it, either, Dut
the breakfast-bell rang just then, and they went in to dis-
cuss o more important matter—breakfast,

Tom Merry & Co. went into  the School IHouse, and
Figging slowly followed in Mr, Ratclifi’s footsteps to the
other House at 8t. Jim's—the New IHouee. In the porch
Le met his chums Korr and Wynn, They were standing
with an expression of bewilderment upon their faces, which
showed that they, too, had experienced a shock,

“Coming in to breakfast ?"” said Figgins.

* Breakfast "' murmured Fatty Wynn,

As o rule that was o word to conjure with with I'atty
Wynn, but just now it seemed to have lost its force. He
only stared at I'iggins. I'iggins shook him by the shoulder,

By
Martin Clifford.

“What's the matter with you, Wynn 1"

“1 can’t understand it."”

“Can’'t understand what?"

“Old Ratty.”

Figgins gave a whistle,

“I{as he been starting on you ?"’ he asked eagerly. “Ias
he tapped you on the top-knot and called you a little man?”

“No,” said Fatty Wynn. * Tell him, Kerr.”

“There's something wrong,”’ said Kerr seriously. “Ratty
eame in just now, and he stopped as he was passing us and
snid—what do you think 7"

“What on earth did he say that for?" said Figgins,
mystified.

“Ass! I don't mean that he said that !" said Kerr testily.
“I mean what do you think ho said "’

“Oh, I sec! Blessed if T know ! Did he call you a little
man 7"’

“No. He said, ‘TFiggins ran into me just now. Tell
him I hope he did not hurt himself.' "’

“My hat! And what did you say?"

“17 I couldn’t say anything. You could have knocked
me down with a steam-hammer."”

“It's not surprising,” said Figgins slowly; “it's more
than surprising. It's—it's astounding! Has anybody ever
known Ratty 4o be in a good temper before ?"

“Perhaps when ho was very young,”’ said Iatty Wynn,
“Not lately.”

" And now_’l

“Oh, it's past understanding!" said Kerr.
trying to work it out, Euclid is a joke to it.”

“Let's get in to breakfast,” said Fatty Wynn. *“Now I
come to think of it, I'm hungry, but I was so astounded 1
quite forgot it."

“By Jove! You must have been astonished!"

They went into the dining-hall of the New House. The
New House at 8t. Jim’s was much smaller than the School
House, and the Fifth Form and the Fourth breakfasted at
the same table. Mr. Ratcliff was master of the Fifth, as
well as Housemaster, and so he took the head of the table
where IFiggins & Co. sat. As a rule, Mr. Ratcliff was not
liberal, and, though the dict at 8t. Jim's was generous,
Mr. Rateliff did his best to be sparing with it. It was an
old grievance with Fatty Wynn, that sometimes whole
rashers of baucon were sent off the table which he could very
well have eaten, if Mr., Rateliff had carcd to recognise the
fact that he had an excellent appetite.

But Mr. Rateliff was not finished in hiz new line of sur-
prising the New House fellows, Ile asked Fatty \\'j.lu_l if
Lo would like a third helping, and Wynn was so surprised
that he almost forgot to say that he would. ) )

“My word!" murmured Figgins. “Thiz is all right,
Fither Ratty's ill, or he's got a screw loose; and, anyway,
it's all right for us.” . .

“Yos, rather!” murmured Fatty Wynn. “I say, Figgy,
do you think I could venture to ask him for some more?"

“What are you going to do with it if he gives it to you?"”
asked Figgins innocently. “ Put it in your pocket?”

“0Oh, don’t be an ass, Figgy! I'm going to eat it. You
know I always get jolly hungry” in this weather.” i

“Or any other weather,” said Figgins. “But it's all

Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 1310,

“No good




4

right.  Ask him, and let out another button in case of
sccidents.”

“If you please, eir—""

Mr. Rateliff looked at Fatty Wynn,

“Would you like another helping, Wynn?"

“Well, sir, if T may, siv?”

“Certainly, mﬁ_ boy. You shauld not be afraid to ask,”
said Mr. Rateliff,

The whole table gasped. Was the man who was spcak-
ing in that kindly tone really Mr, Ratcliff, the crustiest
tha rustiest master at St. Jim's—or any other school

What was the matter with Ratty?

I'utty Wynn passed up his plate and beamed like a full
moon as he received a liboral helping,

Other juniors, encouraged by IFatty Wynn's success,
followed his example, un(‘f there was nothing sent down
from the table that morning.

I'iggins & Co. looked at one anotlicr when they came out

sftor breakfast. Figgins touched his forehead significantly.
“Absolutely off it!” ho remarked. “But it's all right
for us|”
And the Co. agreed that. it was all rvight for them.

CHAPTER 2.
The Sprinters !

“ ET out of the way, there!”

G Tom Merry looked round. lle had just como
out of the Bchool House after breakfast with
Manners and Lowther, and catching sight of

Blake and D*Arcy-of the Fourth in the distance, he was
going over to speak to them when Figgins' voice fell upon
his oars,

As he was on the School Iouse side of the qund. of course,
the dignity of a School ITouse fellow wouldn't allow him to
get out of the way. - o

Iiggins & Co, were coming along in linoe at top speed.

IPiggins’ long legs covered the ground casily, and Korr,
tho active and wiry Scotsman, kept easy pace with him,
but Fatty Wynn, in the middle, was labouring like o heavy
old ship in a rough sea, . ‘

Those extra rashers at breakfast were telling on Fatty
Wynn, and as he kept up with Figgins and Kerr, he began
to wish that Mr. Ratcliff hadn't been so gencrous. He was
breathing laboriously, and his fat faco was strcaming with

rspiration; but he could not stop, for Figgins and Kerr
m:l a hold on either side. . .

“1 say, stop a bit!” stuttered Fatty., “I1-T'm winded,

Figgy !
gﬁml" said Figgy. “If you were winded you wouldn't
'I}le.“rk"; I ”»

“Why don't you save your breath for running, Fatty?
You know jolly well you've got to [gct. into form, and
yow're coming right round the quad before brekker.”

“Qh, really! But—-" .

“Come on! Hi, there, you School House bounders, get
aside 1”

The Terriblo Three had stopped, and they stood in line
diroctly dcross the path of Figgins & Co.  There were
sweet smiles upon their faces as they waited for the New
House trio to reach them.

“Are we going to get aside, my sons?” murmured Tom
Merry,

"Y)n:s, rather—I don't think!” said Monty Lowther.

“Same here, and many of 'em!"” grinned Manners.

“Get out of the way!” .

“Yweet _voice, isn't 1t7" said Lowther. “T recally think
Figgins ought to be a coalman, or a bargeman, or some-
thing of that sort.”

Blake and D'Arcy, being School House boys, of course,
camoe over to stand in line with Tom Merry and bar the
path of tho New House sprinters, and Bernard Glyn of the
Shell strolled up at the same moment. o

“Oh, let’s get round the beasts!” grunted Fsgqms. “We
don’t want a row now in the middle of a sprint.”

“I—1 say, Figgy, I—I'd rather have a row than keep
on at this pace|” gasped Fatty Wynn. “SBuppose we stop
and give 'em a licking 1

“Bosh! Keep onl’

And they kept on, changing their course s0 as to avoid
the sqlemn row of 8chool House bhoys.

But Tom Merry uttered n word of command, and the
row of juniorg moved n]onf in line, and in a moment were
planted firmly again in the path of Figgins & Co.

The trio had no choice but to charge or halt—and they
halted.

I'iggins was simply bristling with wrath.

“Do you think you look pretty standing there?’’ he
bawled.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy put up his eyeglass and surveyed
Figgins.
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“Yaas, wathah |” he nz{)lied. “ Without bein’ conceited, I
weally think I look wathah neat, for one, deah boy )"

“Are you going to let us pass, or aro you rot going to
let us pass?”

“Not 1" said six voices cheerfully.

Figgins & Co. glared. Only I'atty Wynn was glad of
the rest. He was pumping in air like the pump of a diving
apparatus. The extra rashers were avenging themselves.

“Laok here,” gaid Figging, “ I dare say you are funny!”

“Not at all, deah boy. T wegard you as wathah funnay 1"

“We are sprin‘ilinF," said [iggins,

enid Ja

o Mfy hat 1” k Blake, in o tone of wonder. “They
r'u.llnl.:.nt. sprinting | T thought they were doing an easy
stroll.

“Sorter saunter,” said Monty Lowther.

“And taking their time about it,” said Manners,

“Only one degree better than lyinf down, ns far as I
can sco,” Burnurﬁ Glyn remarked.  “1f you sprint like that,
Figgy, you'll want an electrio shock to make you go on the
cinder-path 1”

Figgins & Co. glared, and glared again. But glares had
no effect whatever upon the School House fellows.

“T’'vo heard before that these chaps think they can run,”
said Tom Merry, addressing his companfons in a confis
dentianl tone,

“ Amazing 1"

“Of course, I've scen them run when there were School
ITouse chaps after them."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But on other occasions amble would be
mark."”

“Rats 1” howled Tiggins.
day in the week |”

“Oh, I've no doubt you could run against me!
ran against Ratty this morning.”

on't mean that, I mean—--

“Oh, never mind what you mean!
toffeo 1”

“We'll run against you "

“We're ready "

“Ass!  Wo'll run you on the cinder-path, or cross-
country, for anything you like!” shouted Figgins. * We'll
hare-and-hounds you ti you haven't a leg left to rtand on!”

“Now you're talking,” said Tom Merry. “I've half a
:_nmd to give you a.chance. It would be a gentle stroll
or us.”

‘A quiet afternoon walk,” said Lowther.

“'Nulf said 1" exclaimed Figgins, exasperated beyond all
patience. “If you don’t clear, weo shall charge!”

“How much will you charge?” asked Lowther,

“I'll jolly soon show youl Go for ’em!”’

And the New House trio charged. 'The School House
follows stood like rocks to stop them, but the impetus of
the chargo was great. Blake was bowled over, and he
bumped against I)'Aroy, who sat down in the quad, clutch-
ing at his hat. Figgins rolled acroes him, and thero was
o squelch from the hat as it bumped down under the weight
of Figgins, and was transformed into a collapsible hat at
one fnﬁ swoop,

“ Bai Jovar My hat1”

Figgins scrambled up and dashed on. Kerr was at his
heels, and Fatty Wynn labouring behind. Fatty certainly
would have wanted rescuing if the School House follows
cared to pursue. But they were gathoring round D’Arcy.

Not that they were sympathetio. They were laughing.
D’Arcy was sitting on the qround. rumpled and dusty, with
his silk hat in his hand. The expression on his faca was
quite enough, Blake declared, to make o cat srmle audibly.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus,

nearer  {he
“We'd run against you any
You
"

You can't run for

“What's that you've got there?” asked Lowther
unrmuslf. “Is it an opera-hat or a concertina 7"
“Weally, Lowthah-——"

“Let me help you up,” said Manners, taking a grip with
both hands upon D'Arey’s hair,

“Ow! Leggo, you wottah!
alone 1”

I’Arey staggered to his feet. Ile looked at his crushed
hat, and he looked at his comrades. They were laughing
hysterically.

“1 wegard you as a set of wottahs!" said D'Arey wither-
ingly. “This hat was almost new—I only bought it in
Lavahpool the othah day. Now it is wuined1”

“VYes, it does look rather ruined,” Tom Merry said
thoughtfully. *“You could still use it for the opera, when
voin go with your noble governor, or you could use it to
keep white mice in, or something of that sort.”

"QVCJ\II,v. Tom Mewwy——" ¢

“QOr it would do for a plaque on the wall of Lhe study,”
suggested Blake, . B .

‘i wefuse to continue this fwivelous discussion,” =aid
Avthur Augustus.  “T eall upon yon to back me up in
givin® those New House wottahs a feahful thwashin'!”

“Certainly!” said Blake. “Lead the way, and buck upl”

I can get up vewy well
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D'Arcy waved his hand.

“Follow me, deah boys!”

And he dashed off at top speed towards the New House
on the track of Figgins & Co., who had already disappeared.
It did not oceur to him to look round and see whether the
juniors were following him or not, He had nearly reached
the New House, when he was struck by the fact that he
could hear no footsteps behind him,

“Come on, deal boys!” he panted.

Thera was no reply,

D'Arcy turncd his head.

g
Al

(

“ m'ﬂl'ﬂ "“

“ Now, boys——'" began Mr. Ratcliff., Crack!
oft, F‘

atty gave a Jump and the lid of his desk came down with a disastrous bang !

CHAPTER 8.
Mr. Ratcliff Takes the Shell !

g T8 not half a bad idea,” Tom Merry remarked,
I ile made the remark in the Shell class-room, when
the juniors had taken their places for morning
lessons. Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, was
not there yet, thongh he was usually prompt at his desk,
The juniors were filling in the time with chatter, which
was likely soon to turn to horseplay.
Monty FLowther looked at hia cliums,

“

A loud report interrupted the New House master as the oracker went

Craock, orack, crack | ‘' What—

what—what ls that 7' gasped Mr. Ratclift,

Ho was alone,

The juniors were standing in a group over by the School
IHouse, looking after him apparently very much interested in
his Crogress.

“Go 1t !” called out Monty Lowther, waving his cap.

D'Aroy’s feelings were too deep for words ?or a moment.
. He jammed his eyegluss into his cyo and glared at the
juniors.

“The—tho wottahs! Thoy're not followin’ me at all!”

He stopped and turned back, ‘T'om Merry and his com-
‘mmun: walked into the 8chool Ilouse, and Arthur Augustus

)'Arcly arrived a minute later.

“Jolly good, Gussy !” said l'om Merry encouragingly.

D’Arcy surveyed him coldly.

“I fail to compwehend that wemark, Tom Mewwy.”

“I was alluding to your sprinting, It was jolly good,
and if you keep it up you'll soon get into good form. You
started it rather suddenly, didn’t you?"

Arthur Augustus made no reply. He gave an cxpressive
sniff instead, and stalked into the Fourth Form class-room.

“What isn’t a bad idea " he asked.

“ About the running.”

“What running ?”

“You heard what Figgins said.
against the School House—"

“Jolly well hurt his napper if ho did!”

“Lowther, my son, don't be funny! There is a time for
all thinge, except your jokes. They are barred.”

“Then why are they liko football boots?” asked Lowther,
undisturbed,

“That's an old friend, too,” said Tom Merry. *Joking
apart, it's a good idea to get up rome sprinting with the
New Ilouse. We haven't licked them for some time, and
it's high time they were put in their placcs. What !”

‘" (iood wheeze!”

“1 think a papor-chase would be about the thing. It's
some time since we had one, and if Figgins & Co clicose o
be hares, T'll back up the School House to catch them, Next
half-holiday would be ripping. What do you say 1"
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“Right-ho! That's what 1 sag "

“Wa've got some runners in the Shell,” Tom Merry went
on. “Yourself, and Manners, and me, wo can run; then
thore’s_Clifton Dane, and that new chap from Liverpool,
tilyn—I think ho can run. Can you run, Glyn?”

“1 imagine go,” said Glyn, with a_ smile. “I've dong
some. 1 have done the hundred yards in onc-tenth sceonds.

“Rats "

" Fne" 1"

“When did it happen?”

“Inst Baturday, at my dad's house down at the village.
1 made o new clectric battery,” explained Glyn, who was
the inventor of the School House, and usnally in trouble
for some one or other of his contrivances. o _tr:ed_ it on
my sister Edith’s pet dog. Of course, I wasn't going to
hirt him, but you could have heard him yelp from one end
of Rylcomb: to the other. Edith took a tennis racket to
argue with e, and I did tho distance from tho house_to
lim gato in ono-tenth of a sccond—at least, it scemed like
that.”

Tom Merry laughed. Lowther broke in eagerly—thero
was the chanco for o pun, and Monty Lowther never missed
a chaneco like that.

“1 sge,” 'he Yemarked. “You couldn’t stand the racket

“Oh, don't do it, Monty |” said Tom Merry imploringly.
“ Blossed if I-don't get my old governess to send you down
medicine for it )"

“That was & jol]uood pun I” o .

“Tt might have been once, but puns aren't like wine—
thoy don't improve with the keep. But to go on with the
washing. We can get a good pack in the Shell and the
Fourth Form, and give old Figgins a run for his money.

“] wonder where Linton is?” said Manners, glancing at
lis watch. *1le's not usually late, and now it's more'n five
minutes.”

‘' He was lookinﬂ}mdy last night,” Tom Merry remarked,
“T hope he isn't ill.” .

My hat, I hope not! You remember last time he was
i1l. Ratty took his place, and we had' a high old time.”

The olyan-mnm oor opened, and the buzz of voices died
away at the sight of Dr. Holmes, the Head of 8t Jim's.

“Y regret to have to tell you that your Form master is
indisposed this morninp my boys,” snid Dr, Holmes. “Mr.
l{utcm,f will take the Form in his place.” i .

And he went out, leaving a silence of dismay behind him.

T'he’juniors exchnnﬁud hopeless looks. i :

No master at St. Jim's had ever been anything like as
unpopular as Horace Ratcliff. The School House boys, as a
rule, were able to avoid him, excopt those among them who
happoned to be in the Fifth. On an occasion like this, how-
ever, there was no avnidlng him. 1f he took the Bhell the
juniors would be fairly under his thumb—and Mr. Ratcliff
wos not & man to use his authority lightly. lle always
drove hard. And Tom Merry & Co. knew that they were
vspocially obnoxious to the New House master. They had
hiad their little difficulties before.

“Well, it can’t be ha]yﬂl," said Tom Merry at last, in a
tone of resignation. *I suppose it mecans a few lickings
and a big’crop of impots.”

“And gatings for Wednesday, instead of hare and
hounds,” said Lowther grumpily. “I do think it's rather
unreasonable of Linton to go about falling ill like this.”

10

“Cave! Here's Ratty " .
Mr. Ratoliff entered the room. IIa was looking unusually
cheerful. His Form was being taker. by the Head, while

ho took tho Shell that morping. lle gave the juniors a nod,
and walked up to the desk,

“There's trovble coming,” raid Lowther,  “See how
choerful he looks. ‘That nlways means he's going to be
nnstrv." )

“ft’s a curious thing,” murmured Glyn.

Tom Merry looked at him.

“What's a curious thingt” . .

“Why Ralty is dialikndgb everybody here; but my sisler
thought he was rather a decent chap,” sai Glyn, “lle
knew my governor in Liverpool once, and he called at our
houso the other day. 1 must say hc was more ngreeable
thera than he is here, and he talked painting with my seister
Edith till T nearly fell asleep. 1 was going to show him
over my workshop, but he kept on talking to Edith, blessed
if I know what for!” . :

2 | suppose every sort of animal has its agrecable
moments,” said Lowther. “ Look out. ho's got his eagle eye
on usl”

“Someono was talking," suid Mr. Ratchiff.

His glance was on Manners.

Glyn looked up.

“Tt wan I, sir,” he =aid,

“You must not talk in class, Glyn!”

Glfm could only stare. Was it really Ratty who rave thnt

o roply?
aying for us.” wurmured Monty Lowther. * This
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is some new game be's pluying. Ha thinks he'll encourage
us, and then catch us on the ﬁngx."

“Blessed if 1 understand it,’
repeating the words of Figgins.

‘I'm jolly well going to ;uga him, and chance it " sail
Lowther. “May as well ba hung for a shoep as a lamb.
He's bound to pick on usl|”

“Yes, rather| Onlv, bo careful 1"

“That's all right 1"

While Mr, Ratclilf was looking into the mastor’s desk,
Lowther calmly scratched a vesta under the desk and lighted
the fuse of a repeating eracker. It was a daring jape for
the class-room, but Lowther, in the full conviction that he
would soon he punished anyway, was reckless.

He slung the cracker into a cornor by the blackboard, and
was eitting up looking very demure when Mr, Rateliff
brought his noso out of the desk.

* Now, boys—" began Mr. Ratcliff,

Crack

A loud report interrupted the New House master.

l}:h gave a jump, and the lid of his desk came down with
a bang.

Crack, crack, orack!

“What—what—what is that?” gasped Mr. Ratcliff,

Crack, nuckl.cruk!

said Glyn, unconsciously

Tho boys were on their foot, some amazed, some laughing.
Mr. Ratclilf looked round him dazedly.

“What—what was that explosion?"

There was no reply. The smell of gunpowder, and the
shell of the cracker on the floor, apprised Mr. Ratcliff of
what had happened. His face grew very sour, and his brow
very storn,

“That's Ratty egain!” murmured Tom Merry. *I[lis
old voice."

“ B"K" who has dared to play this trick in the class-

O

The Bhell sat silent now,

Ratty in a temper was not to be trifled with, and overy
fellow was feeling glad (hat he hadn't played tho tricle, with
the exception of Lowther, and he was boginning to wish
that he hadn’t.

Mr. Rateliff glared at the class, and soomed about to
break into an explosion himself, but he did not.

Some thought seemcd to ocenr to him with & culming
offect, and tho thundercloud slowly disporsed from his
countenance.

“This is very wrong,'” he said mildly. " 8urely you must
know better than to make a mock of discipline in this

“-9];7"

ho Shell Fl!pt‘d.

Ratty might have taken the occurrence in many ways,

anyway, cxcopt this. He might have gated the wholo Form,

or called in the Head, or caned every boy himself, or
iven the whole class cnough impositions to keep them fmsr
or a week,

And, instead of that, he was taking it lying downl
Wonders nrlmrnmlj would never cease.

“Wo will proceed with the lesson,” said Mr. Ratcliff. *1
trust that the boy who Thyed that foolish trick will refléct
over his action, and feel sorry for jb."

Monty Lowther flushed crimson. He would havo stood any
unishment like a Bﬁgrhn but this complete change in
tatty's methods tock him off his guard. He #tood up In his

place with very red cheeks,

“1f y&au please, sir, it was 11" he said. “I am sorry!"

Mr Rateliff looked at him.

“Yery well, Lowther. As you have owned up to it, and
you say vou are sorry, I will allew the matter to drop. Yen
may sit down.”

Monty Lowther sat—or, rather, fell—into his soat. e
wore a dazed look for the rest of the morning.

CHAPTER 4.
Glyn is in High Favour !

R. RATCLIFF had apparently made up his mind to
keep the juniors of St. Jim's in & perpetual state
of ustonishment.

His forgiveness of Monty Lowther—whom the
best-tempered of masters might have punished with reason—
was only the beginning. He went on from one surprise (o
another, Gibbons, the dunce of tho Bhell, had overything
wrong, as usual, but Mr. Ratelifi did not rag him as was
naturally expected. Heo spent a pationt tep minutes expluin-
ing things to Gibbons which he had explained to him befora
that morning, and which his own Form master had
vxplained to f\im a dozen times, at least.

And when Qibbons failed to understand, as usual, Mr.
Rateliff let him down quite gently.

Gibbons himeelf was surprised, and he thought that he
must have done extra well, as he was not nagged or ragged,
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He looked very pleased with himscll when the ordeal was

over,

Mr. Rateliff did not look pleased, but he was patient,
amazingly patient, Goro, the oad of the Shell, taking ad-
vantage of the Fifth Form master's unexpected placability,
procceded to work off a common enough jape by protend-
ing not to understand the simplest things, at the same time
assuming an air of patient and docile inquiry that would
have deccived most masters,

Fiven that failed to “draw " Ratty.

Ho was patient with Gore, and when Gore went a little
too far, and it was quite clear that he was “rotting,” even
then Mr, Rateliff only told him to sit down.

Then Bernard Glyn eame into prominent notice. Glyn
was a new boy at St. Jim's, the son of a famous engincer

# Exouse me, sir,’ said Qlyn, * but you're pouring all the tea away into the tray !
“ Dear me | '’ he exclaimed.

Jot of tea into the sugar basin.

who lived near the school. He was following in his fathor's
footsteps in many respects, and his inventive genius had
already caused trouble in many quarters. His latest was a
clockwork rat, surﬁ)risingly like the real thing, which he
kept in his desk. o was showing it to Tom Merry when it
slipped from his hand, and before he could recover it, it
was scuttling along the floor in a very lifelike way.

Glyn whistled undor his breath,

“Hang it! It's making straight for Ratty 1”

‘And it was!

Ratty was pointing out something on the blackboard when
he caught sight of the rat, and gave a start.

“Dear me! A rat in the class-room. Shush!"

That “shush " would have scared away a real rat, but
Glyn's rat ran straight on. Mr. Rateliff naturally was not
sreparcd for that, and he gave a yelp as the thing ran over
[nis feet, and caught in the leg of lis trouscrs.

“Ow! Hoorooh "

He shook his leg violently, but the rat hung on—by its
toeth, as the Housemaster supposed, in reality by the legs,

a0

T

which had canght in the cloth., Mr. Rateliff stamped in
affright, and the rat clumped on the floor, and then the
sound showed hLim that it was not a living rodent.

It lay on its back, with its legs still working, and Mr.
Rutclifl looked down at it with an angry brow.
“?candnluuu!" he exclaimed. *“Whom does this belong
to?

“If you please, sir, it is mine,

“Yours, Glyn? I am surprised—""

“1 didn't mean to let it get away, sir.
it to Merry )

That was not cxactly a judicious confession to make in
the class-room, and the juniors waited for the vinls of wrath
to be poured out.

But the vials did not pour,

" gaid CGlyn.

I was just showing

Mr. Ratcliff started and sent a
“Solam!"

Me. Rateliff looked angry for a moment, but that was all.
A benevolent smile chased away the frown upon his face.

“You must be more careful, Glyn,” he said mildly.

“Yes, sir,” said the delighted Glyn. “T will, sir.”

“1 commend your—er—predilection for—er—mechanical
yursuits,” said Mr. Ratcliff. * Dut they must be kept within
imits,”

“Oh, yes, certainly, sirl”

“You may sit down, Glyn."

After that, an earthquake might have happened withou
surprising the Shell very much.

During the remainder of the morning, Mr. Ratcliff secmied
to select Glyn especially for little kind attentions, and
though the Liverpool lad was somewhat slack in his work,
through thinking of other things, Mr. Ratcliff never onco
found fault with him,

When the class was dismissed, they discussed the wonder
as they went out, many explanations being offered, the most
plausible being that Ratty was “off his rocker "I
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The master beckoned to Glyn to stay behind as the class
went out, and the other juniors waited for him in the
Dl”,ﬂﬁe. wondering what the New House master could have
spocially to say to a School House boy,

Gl%n was looking dazed when he came out.

“What is_it?” asked Manners, tapping him on the
shoulder. *Has he confided to you the sccret cause of these
sudden attacks 1

“No; he’s asked me to tea.”

“To which1"”

“l'o tea in his study.”

Tho Shell fellows stared at Glyn blankly.

Some of the masters had hucr very promising pupils to
tea in their studies, “certainly, but Ratty never did.

Tho New House master wus turning over a new leal with
& vengeance,

“Tea in his study!” said Monty Lowther faintly.
“You're sure he hasn't told you to go there for a licking 1"

Bernard Glyn grinned,

“ ?‘ulte sure. 'T'ea in his study was what he said.”
“ Ratty never has fellows to tea. Lven the New IHouse
prefects don't get asked to his study.”

“And if ho wants to begin a new line, what on ecarth
has he picked on Glyn for 7” said Clifton Dane. * He might
have asked someone nice—like myself, for instance."

“Or me,” assented Tom Merry, with a nod. “DBut to ask
a chap who might electrocute him for a joke any minute—"
Tho Liverpool lad laughed.

“Well, he's asked me,” he said,

“But why1”

“Haven't tho faintest idea.”

“And aro you going 1" asked Core.

“Yes, rather ! 1 couldn't very well refuse.”

“Not much |” said Tom Merry. * An invitation from a
Housemaster is like a command from the King—it can't be
doclined with thanks. Bad form "

“That’s it. I shall go.”

“Rather, rough on you, old son!”

“Well, it can’t be helped, and I dare say it will mean
some decent grub,” said nyn. “I can stand it, It's no
catch having tea with Form masters, of course. You havo
to be so jolly well-behaved. And then the tea’s always luke-
warm, and the breadand-butter thick, and not much jam.
You never like to take what you want. 8till it's not the
worst thing that can happen to a cImP at school, 1'd
rather go there to tea than to be licked.’

“Why, yes! Any sensible fellow would.” o

“1 wonder if you could take in o few friends, as Dig did
that time Lofevre of the Fifth invited him to tca?” said
Lowther thoughtfully,

Tom Merry laughed.

“It wouldn't do with a Form master.”

And Bernard Glyn shook his head,

“Can’t japo a master like that.”

And the inventor of 8t. Jim’s put his hands in his pockets
and walked away, wondering. Why was Ratty so nice to

“That scttles it.”

im
Glyn racked his brain to find a solution to the problem,
but it would not come. He simply could not understand it.

CHAFTER 5.
A Little Offering !

HE 8hell did not see much of Mr, Rateliff for the
rest of that day, as Mr, Linton was well enough to
take his class in the afternoon.

Mr. Ratcliff took the Fifth as usual, and pro-
cecded to astonish the Fifth as he had astonished the Shell,
It was seldom that the Fifth Form was dismissed without
some of its members having impositions to write out; but
on this occasion the impots wera conspicuous by their
absence. And when Mr. Ratcliff found Lefevre talking to
Hart under his very nose, he only gently reminded him that
the class-room was not the place for general conversation—a
gentle reproof that so surprised Lefevre that he sat for
some minutes with his mouth open, just as it was when Mr,
Rateliff interrupted him, and looking comically like a fish
just taken from tho water,

The Fifth Form were dismissed that afternoen in unusually
high spirits,. No one had been caned, no one had been
threatened with a report to the Head, no one had writhed
under Ratty’s bitterly sarcastic tongue; there was not even
an_impot to be done in the whole Form.

The fellows were almost too surprised to be plcascd.

“He's laying for us,” said Lefevre. “Ratty's got some
awfully deep gamo on, though I can’t quite see what it is.”

And the others agreed that it must be zo, although they
couldn't sce what it was, either. i .

Mr, Ratcliff left the Form-room with a quiet and
thoughtful air, and as he went into the quadrangle he met
Mr. Railton of the School House. There had never been
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much love lost between the two Housemasters at 8t Jim's.
The rivalry of the Houses seemed to somo extent to extend
to the Housemasters; thuuﬁh, as a matter of fact, Mr.
Railton had always been willing to live on amicablo termas.
Mr. Ratcliff’s sour and suspicious temper had prevented
that. He had a great love of interfering with others, and,
at the same time, he deeply resented the most trivial and
fancied encroachment upon his own sphere. The ITouse-
masters had gradually Iul]en upon merely nodding terme,
and tho politeness between them was  sometimes almost
sainful, But Mr, Rateliffl had apparently added the School
louge master to the list of those who were to bo astonished,
for ho stopped as ho met Mr, Railton,

“What a pleasant afternoon |” he said.

“Pleasant indeed 1" said Mr. Railton, somewhat surprised.

“It is a pootical time of tho year,” said Mr. Rateliff,
“What is it tho poct says: *In the spring a young mun's
imngination—"'"

“CA young man's faney,’ " gaid Mr. Railton, with a smile,
! Jightly turns to thoughts of love.' ” )

“Ah, yes, that is it] What wonderful lines!” eaid Mer.
Rateliff,

“They are good lines, certainly |”

“They express thoe feelings of the human breast at this
senson of the year, Mr. Railton. Iave you not felt your
heart expand under tho influence of the—er—the vernal
breezes 1*

“I—I haven't noticed it,"” said Mr. Railton, wondering
whether his collengue had been drinking. “1 suppose we
all feel a little cheered in the spring-time,"”

“The heart expands,” said Mr. Rateliff. “7The frozen
sources of—of—in fact, the frozen sources melt, and—er—
and all is young again,”

“I am glad you feel it so.”

“1 am afraid we have been somewhat on cold terms
lately, Railton,” said the New llouse master.

“Oh, not at all 1”

“Yes, wo have, and T fear it was my fault, We had dis.
agreements during a certain vacuation which was spent a#
sca. It was my fault.,”

“0h, no, no!” gaid the S8chool House master, utterly
astounded. "I dare say I was as much to blame,”

“T insist that it was my fault,” said Mr. Ratcliff, “I was
harsh. I hopo wo shall pull together better in the future,
Mr. Railton. It would be better for the school. We should
be ablo to lielp one another in many ways,"”

“That is very true. T am sincerely glad to hear you say
so, Mr. Rntclilf, and I shall certainly not be backward.”

Mr. Ratcliff held out his hand, and the School House
master gru:fmd it vory heartily as they parted. Mr. Railton
was pleased—but amazed, Buch a change in Mr. Rateliff
was the last thing he had ever looked for. It was a pleasant
change. But—but what on earth did it mean?

Mr. Ratcliff walked on to the New House, Tn%g]ua. the
school porter, was coming from the direction of his lodge
with a large cardboard box in his hand, carrying it by tﬁa
string. It bore on the outside the name of a florist in
Rylcombe.

“This "ere is for you, sir,” #aid Taggles, touching his hat
surlily. *“Shall I take it in, sir ?”

Taggles saw no reason why Mr. Ratcliff shouldn't take
the box into the House himself. Ratty never by any chance
gave him a tip, and Taggles—like "m“ﬁ other persons in
this unreasonable world—didn't see why he should work for
nothing, leaving his wages out of account in considering
the matter,

Mr. Ratelifi’s expression brightened as he saw the card-
board box.

“Thank you, Taggles!” ho said. “T1 will take it.”

Ho took the box, and began to fumble in his pocket.

“Btay a moment, Tagglesl 1 wish to give you—er—a
slight remuneration.”

uggles could not have walked away then if he had wanted
to ghu remained rooted to the spot in amazement.

Mr. Ratclif tumbled under his gown, and extracted a
coin from a pocket. It was a sixpence, and he placed it
in Taggles’ palm.

Then he walked on,

Taggles looked after him, and scratched his head. Then
he bit the sixpence to make sure that it was a good one.
It was good enough. The porter wore n half-awake look
us he slowly departed.

Mr. Ratcliff entered the New Ilouse and went dircetly
to his study., Then he opened the box, and found a really
handzome gouquot. gnckcd carefully within. There was a
florist’s bill attached, which Mr. Ratcliff removed. He sat
down at his desk, and spent the next quarter of an hour in
writing the three words, “Dear Miss Glyn,” upon eight
sheets of notepaper in succession. This somewhat unaccount-
ablo performance finished, o rose and paced the study till
the striking of the hour warned him that time was flying.
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Then he sat down again, and started a fresh sheet of
notepaper: * Dear Miss Glyn—"

“Dear me!” murmured %/Ir. Ratelif, “I am usually a
vory good letter-writer, yet I cannot think what to put next.
Tt is surely & very harmless and a very civil thing to send
flowers to a charming young lady; it is absurd that I
'}!?:'.]fl be at a loss for words in a letter to accompany the
gift.
Ho rubbed his forehead and gnawed the handle of the
pen. Neither operation afforded him relief. Finally, he
made a desperate dash and wrote a few lines, and placed
the note in the flowers, and then he carefully secured tho
??x again, The next question was, how to get them to Glyn

ouse.

“I eannot trust this to the page,” murmured Ratelifl, *Tt
would—er—also excite remark. The box would be in-
dubitably broken if sont through the post. I will—er—take
a little stroll in the dircction of Glyn House this evening,
and leave the box with the lodgekeeper.”

\ Y“
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Mr. Rateliff ;l)icked up the box and left the study. 1ln the
passage a portly dame was coming along, and she stopped
as she eaw the Housemaster. It was Mrs, Kenwigg, the dame
of the New [lousoe.

“Ah! I presume you wore coming to my study, Mrs,
Kenwigg ! said Mr. Ratcliff,

“Yes, sir. You asked me to come and epeak to you when
you came in after school,” said Mrs. Kenwigg. “Is it any:
thing wrong with the housckeeping, sir?”

“Oh, no, Mrs. Konwigg: nothing of that sort!” said Mr.
Rateliff, colouring & little as he saw tho House dame's
surprised look turned upon the flower-box. He coughed, and
sot the box down against the wall. “Ahem! 1 shall have
tes in my study this—this afternoon, Mrs, Kenwigg."

.-n-'..

“Yes, sir.”

“1 have a young friend coming to lea with me, madam—
a youth belonging to the—er—to the Shell Form.”

Mrs. Kenwigg could only stare.

“I desire to have somethingb alatable to a youth of tender
years placed upon the ta ﬁ.” said the Housemaster,
wrinkling his brows thoughtfully. “I am mot intimately
acquain with the habits of young persons in this—er—
respect. I know they like a great deal to eat—at least, 1
believe that is the rule.”

“Yes, sir, I think so.”

D’Arcy came down to the bank like a champlon of the

cinder-path, and jumped. Splash| There was a roar

of laughter as Gussy landed.right In the middle of the

stream, undln‘ up a spout of water. ‘‘Owl Qroo !’
yelled the unfortunate swell of Bt. Jim's.

i“'l‘hey are fond of sweet things, I believe, such as jam-
oa—"

“Jam what, sirt?”

Pies,” saxd Mr.
cream-puddings and ginger-beer.
—er—comestibles of @ similar character,
devoured with great eagerness by youthful persons.
observed this.” )

“Yeos, sir!” murmured Mrs. Kenwigg. )

“] desire to have a really wellspread table,” said Me,
Rateliff. “I wish the—er—the youth to feel at home.
think I ean trust to your judgment, Mrs, Kenwigg.”

“Certainly, sir!"

“One moro point. Expensp is no object—no object at all 1"
said Mr. Ratcliff impressively.

“Very well, sir,” said Mrs. Kenwigg faintly.

“The youth who is coming to tea is Master Glyn of the
Shell. He is coming at—er—half-past five. Will you have
everything prepared 1”

“Very good, sir 1"

And Mrs. Kenwigg moved away in a dazed state. Mr.
Rateliff walked on, a faraway look upon his face, forgetting
the box he had placed on the floor. A fat junior had just
come downstairs in time to hear the concluding portion of
the interview. Ho stood rooted to the stairs, too amazed to
move, and when the Housemaster moved away Fatty Wynn
scuttled off to Figgins' study to tell the news.
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CHAPTER 6.
Nothing for Fatly !

“ ATS 1" said Figgins. . .
It wasn't a polite remark, but what it lacked in

politeness it made up in emphasis,
Figgins simply couldn’t believe it.

“It's a fagt!” said Fatty Wynn,

“1 say rats! Ratty have a fellow in to tea?"

“Fact 12

“A junior, too!"”

“Solid fact!”

“And a School IHouse boy!”

“I heard him say so.” .

“Now, look here, Fatty, don't you start in business as a
funny man 1" said Figgins, wagging his forefinger warningly
at the fat Fourth-Former. *It doesn't suit your style of
beauty, and you can't take us in at any price!”

“It's honest Injun !” said Fatty Wynn. ’

“But it's impossible |” said Figgins argumentatively.
“You must have gone to sleep on the stairs and dreamed
it. It was tho rabbit-pie you had a while ago; that must
be the explanation.”

“I tell you Ratty’s going to have Glyn of the Shell in to
tea 1” naidy Fatty Wynn obstinately. “It's a fact! And I
think it rotten! There's no harm in a Housemaster having
a chap in to tea—Railton, in the School House, simply
swarms his study with prefects—but I think a Housemaster
might be patriotic. He ought to have asked a New House
ohap, I don't say I like Ratty; but I'd have gone to tea
witﬁ him if he had asked me|”

“Jolly cortain of that!"” said Figgins.
with anyone if you were asked !
to nowt"

“You'd go to tea
here are you going off

Y
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“I'm going to tpeak to Glyn,” said Fatty Wynn, moving
towards the door. “I dare say he will feel a bit strango
in'the New House, you know, especially as he’s a new boy
at 8t. Jim's, and 1I'm thinking of offering tq go with him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fatty Wynn affected not to hear the laughter, and he left
the study and went in scarch of Glyn of the School House.

Figgins rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

"I suppose it's a fact,” he said; “Fatty was giving it to
us straight. It's of a piece with Ratty’s latest dovelop-
ments, It'll be a case of de-de—— What do you call it1”

“Blessed if I know !” gaid Kerr. “Do you mean deuced "

“Of course I don't! De—de—de lunatico inquirendo,”
said Figgins. “That's it. Inquiry into whether Ratty’s off
his rocker, you know. Of course he is—right off1" The
thing's as plain as anything. When he began tapping a
chap on the napper and calling him a little man, it showed
which way the wind was blowing. Now he's asked a junior
to tea. Blessed if I should feel safo in his study if T were
Glyn. He might take a violent turn next. You never know
with maniacs 1"

Meanwhile, Fatty Wynn had discovered Glyn, Ilo had
ventured into the hostilo precincts of the S8chool House, and
he found Glyn in his study. The inventor of 8t. Jim's was
solecting the cleancst collar from a box. Ie had to put on
iiaedbest appearance possible for tho state visit to Ratty's
study.

“I say, Glyn,” said the fat Fourth-Former, looking in,
“can I come in a minute? It's rather important |”

“Oh, certainly I” said Glyn. “Take a seat in that arm-
chair.”

“N-n-n-no, thank yon !"” said Wynn, edging away from the
armchair. He had heard of tﬁa little surprises the in-
ventor's study contained for unsuspecting visitors, including
accidental electrio shocks and collapsible armchairs. “T
don’t want to sit down. You are going to tea with my
Housemaster, aren’t you?"

“Yes, rather!”

“I dare say you'll fecl a bit strange, going into the lion's
den, as it were,” said Fatty Wynn, atly is a queer old
bird, and you want to know him !”

“8houldn't wonder."”

“Well,” said Faity, coughing a little, “if you like I'll
come with You. I know the ropes, so to speak, and I'll
be your guide, philosopher, and friend, as it were, and gen
you safo through. I know Ratty like a k, and—and 1
know he'd be glad if you took in a friend with you.”

“Did he tell you so?"”

“Well, no; but I feel quite sure that—"

“That you'd like a feed in his study 1

“N-no; I wasn't going to say ‘exactly that——"

“That's what you mean, I expect. Sorry; I can't take
you. Rulliy said nothing about bringing a friend, and if I

took one I should take Tom Merry or Blake,”

“Look here—"
. ;' ﬁc,i'rry, I can't stop. I've got to go and have an extra
Vasn.

And Bernard Glyn nodded cheerfully and walked out of
the study, leaving Fatty Wynn alone and wrathful. Tho
fat Fourth-Former looked ~after him, and then slowly
followed him out, and in the passage he met the chums of
Study No, 6—Blake, Herrios, Dighy, and D'Arcy. They
stopped him at once.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D'Arey, putting up
his_eyeglass., ‘“Here's a New louse wottah! I am sur-
pwised at his cheek in comin’ into a wespectablo House,”

“Yes, rather!” said Blake. "I suggest rolling him down-
stairs. He would o down like a barrel |”

“Yaas, wathah |’

“Here, hold on!1” gaid Fatty Wynn, in alarm. “Pax! I
came here to speak to Glyn, It's all vight,”

“I wefuse to wegard it as all wight. weally considah it
the pwopah capah to woll this young wastah dyownstniu.”

Fatty Wynn made a desperate rush for the stairs, and
Blake gave a shout and clattered his boots on the lineleum
to give him an impression that ho was pursued. Fatty went
down the stairs three at a time, and reached the ground
floor before he discovered that he need not have hurried.

From above came a sound of laughter. 'The fat Fourth-
Former gasped for breath,

“Beasts 1" he murmured.  “TFancy making a chap run for
nothing on a warm afternoon! I'm quito out of breath.”

And at a more moderate pace he returned to the New
House, 1is look told Figgins and Kerr of the result of his
nission.

“No go?” asked Figging sympathetically, .

“No,” grunted Wynn,  “I think it's about time we put
those School lHouse rotters into their placel”

Figgins chuckled,
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MWe've .i”st got up a little jape for their especial benelit,
I'nttv w!n o you were thinking of grub.”

“What's the idea?’ asked Fatty, cagerly enough. He felt
that he ought to be avenged, sowchow, upan somebody, for
his disappointment with regard to the feed and the breath-
less rush downstairs in the School Ionse,

“1 suppose you know that Dame Taggles' stock ol pics
and tarts is sometimes—well, sowetimes a little—a little
whiffy ?” said Figgins,

“Yops, rather! She never works the whilfy ones off on
me, though!” said Fatty. “If you want :ome shopping
done, you can rely on me.”

“T don't, my son. I only want to draw your attention (o
the fact. Mrs. Taggles’ compositions have a long life—but
even Dume Taggles draws the line somewhere, aud at
certain times shoe clears out the remmants—tarts that have
gone whiffy and pies that would soon w alk away if they
weren't chucked. Now, I've bought up a choice seleciion of
the last lot, that were just going to the dust-heap—the
u'h(:ﬂieat tarts, the shrickiest pies, the fearfullest puddings,
and—

“What on carth for? If you think 'm going to cat——"'

“FIa, ha, ha! T wasn't thinking of standing you a feed
with them, Fatty! Look here !

Figgins drew a brown-paper parcel {rom the cupboard,
and opened it on the table. 1t contained a choice assort-
ment of pies and tarts that could certainly never have been
offered for sale with any success, They were the oldest
of Dame Taggles' old stock. Fatty Wynn, in his hungriest
moments, would have drawn a line there,

The fut Fourth-Former sniffed expressively.

“My hat! Why, they're talking! How much did you
give for that lot?"

“ A tanner,” suid Figgins; “and cheap at the price, con
lidn-r'ng. I'm going to jam them into a box and send them
to ®tudy No, gin the School Iouse, with the compliments
of the K‘ow Housge. They'll think it's a treat [rom home,
ou sco; and I'd like to see their faces when they open the
ﬁnv and cateh the whiff.”

“My word! And it's whiffy [¥

“1t will be a good jape!” said Figgins, grinning. “ Funds
have been low, 1 hear, in Study No. 6 fately, and this lot
will come in welcome—till they open it. We want a box
of some sort. Ilave you got one?”

1 gaw an old cardboard box in the passage,” said Fatly
Wynn, “Somebody had ghucked it out of a study, I sup-
pose. If it's still thero I'll get it in.”

“ Buck up, then!”

Fatty Wynn went to look for the box.
thinking of was the one Mr. Ratelifi had
passage. The Houscmaster, thinking of his young guest,
almost diue now, had quite forgotten the box, an it was
still there, Fatty Wynu picked it up and carried it away to
Iigging' study.

“(iood 1" said Figgins, looking at it. “It's a thick, strong
box, and it will do rippingly. Scews to have come from the
Rylcombe florist originally. Is there anyvthing in it?"

“QOnly some old flowers,” said Fatty Wynn, turning the
box out into the study wastepaper-basket. “No good, 1
suppose. This box will do all right.”

“Tt won't hold the lot,” said Kerr,

“ Nover mind; it will hold enough for the purpose. We'll
put in the lightest things, to save the postage.”

And Figgins packed a quantity of tarts and pulfs and
other delicacios—all of an extremcly ancient state—into the
box, and put a rabbit pie on top—that rabbit pie being tho
most emphatic, go to speak, of the whole gelection,

On top of the rabbit pie was placed a card bearing the
inseription : © With the compliments of the New House,”

“There,” snid Figging, “1 think that's all right P

« Absolutely O.K. 1" enid Kerr. “I'll take it to the post,
whi!:! you toke Fatty round the quad for a sprint before
ton.

WI—I think I'Il take it to the post, Kerr” snid Fatty
Wynn, 1 don't want you to huve the trouble, and I don’t
feel quite up to a sprint, T'd like to—"

“Took here, you've got to get into running form.”

*Yes; but thore's plenty of time, T'll take it to the post.”

“Oh, just as you like!” )

Iiggins put the lid on the box and tied it with the
oviginal etring. Then he addressed it in pencil, to: “Jack
Dlake, School House, St. Jim’s.”

“Now, you take it,” he said, *' Come and get vour run-
ning things on, Kerr, T hear that the School ITonse are

oing to challenge us to a paper-chase, and you and 1 will
ﬁu\'c to be in form, anyway. Cut along, atty!”

Fatty Wynn took the box by the string and lelt the study.
But ho had no intention of going immediately to the post.
He walked away quictly to Mr, Ratelifi's study, and
romained outside the door, waiting for Bernard Glyn. Fatty

(Continued on the next page.)

The box he was
left in the
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MAKE THE
JESTER SMILE 4 HALF-A-CROWN!

Send your Jckes to—

“THE GEM JESTER,”
5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4. (Comp.).

Half-a-crown will be paid for every joke
that appears in this column.

POOR BIRD!
Suilor (home on leave): * Well, mother, did you like the
parrot I eent you from Australia 1"
Mother: “ Yea. son ; but it was rather tough!”
K.h J#.‘-l\'b()l\'. 17, ltisely Road, Hartshill, Stoke-on-Trent,
Staffs.

- - L]

A FISHY STORY.

Waiter (dashing up to customer in a hurry) : ' Lacuse me, 8ir,
but are you a [ricd flounder ¥ W

Diner : * No, I'm a poor lonely eole, with an empty plaice,
waiting for something te fillet /"
HAROLD PHELPS, Bed 25, Grovelands Hospital, Bourne Hill,

Southgate, N4,

L] . L]

IT SUCCEEDED !
“ And why did you join the Foreign Legion "
“To forget, sir."
Officer : ** To forget what 1"
Soldior: " I forget, sir! "
FRED FROSDICIs, 12, Row 47, Korth Quay, Great Yarmouth,
Norlolk.

Ofticor :
Soldier :

QuITE 80!
Doctor (to burglar) : * You must take things quietly for a bit,”
Burglar : ** I abvays do, doctor 1"
A. G, BICHMOND, 8, Moorlaud Rise, Chapet Allerton, Leeds,

- » L

SOMETHING WRONG !
Dealer : * I'm sorry, sir, but T ean’t take back & gramophone
that | sold you two yenrs ago. Is anything wrong with ity
Customer : “ Yea, there certainly is | The noedle’s brokon ! "
HARRY DBAYMAN, 397, Ormskirk Rond, Pemberton, Wigan,

Lancs.
- - .

NOT QUITE RIGHT !
Barber (to footballer whose hair he is about to brush) : ** Right
back, sir? "
I'ootballer : ** No, centre half I
Slg)‘;\’ﬁ' Y JONLS, 16, Ribstone Street, Morning Lane, Hackney,

- . Ll

A QOOD NAME'
Visitor: “ Why do you call that pig of yours 'Ink'? It
isn't black.”
Farmer : * No but it keops on running out of the pen!"
LESLIE TAYLOR, 65, Tousley Place, Wandsworth, 8.W.18.

* . -

QONE AWAY !
Butler : ** Ercuse me, sir, but the new pelrol stove haa gone oul Y
DMaster : * Well, James, can't you light it again P "
Butler : * The trouble is, sir, that it has gone out through the
roof and hasn't come back again yet !"”
PHYLLIS WOODTHORPE, 69, Moyné Gold Road, Plymouth.
Tug Gen Lisnany.—No. 1310,
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Wynn was getting peckish, and he meant to pursue the
subject once more with Bernard Glyn. After the instruc-
tions he had heard Mr. Ratcliff give Mrs, Kenwigg, tea in
the Housemaster's study seemed enticing, Fatty f‘fynn did
not mean to miss it over any trivial question of personal
fecling in the matter.

He had affected to be greatly interested in a picture on the
wall, as a pretext for lingering there, and he stood the box
«down, meanwhile, very near the place he had found it. In
a few minutes Glyn came along, looking very bright with
his newly washed face and well-brushed hair and his clean
collar, He grinned at the sight of Fatty Wynn, guessing
what he was there for.

“I say, Glyn—"

“Borry, I can’t stop,” =aid Glyn, and he tapped at the
Housemaster’s door,

* But, look here "

The door opened, opened by Mr. Rateliff himsclf. He
greeted Glyn with a gracious smile.

“I am glad to sce you, my boy. Come in! Er—is that
you, Wynn? Do you want anythig here, Wynn?"’

“N-n-no, sir,” stammered Wynn,

“Then be off. What are you moving that box for? Let
it alone,”

“The—the box, sir!” stammercd the junior, who had
I‘Qroopaud to pick up the box containing the gifts for Study
No. 6,

“Yes; give it to me.”

There was no denying a Housemastor. Faitty Wynn
handed over the box, umer. Ratcliff took it in and placed
it on his desk. It occurred to him that it folt somewhat
heavier than it had been before, but he did not pay any
rpecial attention to the fact. That it had been tampered
with never oceurred to him.

Fatty Wynn walked away in a =tate of considerable dis-
gust.  He met Figging and Kerr just going out in their
running clothes,

‘““Where's that box?" asked Figgins.
to post it now ”

‘“Ratty's got it!"”

“Ratty | How 1"

“He made mo give it to him.”

Fatty whistled.

“Then thoro’ll be a row! You are a precious sort ol
an ass, too! The jape's done in, Ratty will growl when ho
opens that box ! Come on |7

“1'm going to the tuckshop——"

“No, you're not! You're coming for a sprint!”

“But I'm hungry "

“Neover mind! A sprint will make you hungrier!”

“ But—but look here, Figgy—="

“'Nuff said! Come on|”

And the fat Fourth-Former was dragged away. In a
{ew minutes more he was pufling and blowing on a rapid
sprint round the quad.

“Arven'l you going

L R A R e e D

Potts, the Office Boy!...................
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CHAPTER 1.
Tea With Mr. Rateliff !

R. RATCLIFF looked at his youthful gucst, and
coughed. He looked at the tea-table, and coughed
again. He wished that he had identified himself
a little more with the youthful life in his Houge.

Entertaining a youngster was quite a simple matter to Mr.
Railton, over the way. But to Mr. Ratcliff the task was
new and strange, and decidedly difficult,

“Pray sit down,” he said.

“Yes, sir,”

Glyn was feeling as awkward as Mr. Ratcliff. 1le was
not a shy boy as a rule, but to be shut up in a tete-
a-tete with a master whom he had always regarded with
awe and dread, and who was evidently constrained, was
cnough to make any fellow fael awkward., He sat down
un the edge of a chair.

“The tea is prepered,” said Mr, Ratelilf. “I (rust—er—
that you will find it—er—agrecable. Do you care for jam-
pies 7"

“ Jam-pies, sir"

“Ah! T see that the cook has, after all, neglected to
sond up the jam-pies! 1 will ring for' them, also the tea!”

Mr. Rateliff touched the bell. A trim maidservant brought
in the tea in a minute or so, but there was no trace of
the jam-pies—they’ were non-existent.  Mr. Ratcliffi was
going to inquire for them, but ho coughed instead, and the
maid left the room. Mr. RatcliT eat down at the table.

“Pray draw your chrir up to the table—cr—iny young
friend.”

His young friend did so.

“Do you take your tea—er—strong—er—or—er—weak,
Clyn 1

‘" Both, sir. I—=I mean weak, sir.”

“Ah, I am glad to hear ycu say so, Glyn. Strong tea
is very bad for the nervous system, and a youth engaged
in your—er—scientific pursuits needs to keep his nerves in
a state of order. You are—eh—I believo—an amateur
clectrician, and—er—and so ont’ said Mr. Ratcliff.

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you take sugar?"

“If you ploase, sir.”
milk [

“Oh, yes, sir!”

Mr. !{ll»cliﬂ had unconsciously filled Glyn’s teacup to
overflowing, and it slopped over as he passed it to the
boy. He passed him-the milk jug and the sugar-basin,
and Glyn was left to solve the problem of how to intro-
duce sugar and milk into an already uvurﬂowing cup
without making it overflew. Glyn was good at sclentifio
problems, but this one baffled lum, and he sat in doubt.
ITis saucer was already pretty full, and wounld not hold
much more.

There was bread-and-butter and watercress, and the
began, Mr. Rateliff had intended to grace the meal wit
light and entertaining conversation, but subjects soemed to
be lacking.

Observations upon the peculiarities of the Greek language
would have come easily to his lips, but wero not likely
to interest Glyn, e could have diseussad painting, but he
already knew that Glyn dil not eare much about that, and
knew less than he eared.  As for Glyn's scientifie pursuits,
they were o sealed book to Mre., Rateliff. The New House
master could not have told hew a simple electric-bell was

X
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fised, and Glyn’s talk on such subjects would have been
Sunskrit to him. B

Mr. Ratoliff cudgelled his brain for a topic, and mean-
whilo o chilling eilence reignod in the room, broken only
by the slight sounds of the tca-table.

Silence, as usual in such a state, became more oppressive
the longer it lasted, until it seemed too venturesome an
effort to think of breaking it.

Cilyn masticated bread-and-butter and watercress, and
looked at his tea, which he was not drinking. He liked
plenty of sugar and milk, and there was no room for any,
and he was far too constrained to venture to pour a portion
of the superabundant tea into the slop basin.

If Mr. Ratclif had ever cared to know anything about
boyish pursuits, he would not have lacked a topic, and he
was paying the penalty now for his long indifference upon
those points.

“Will you have a little more tea, Glyn?” he asked.

In tho aching silence of the study his voice scemed 10 come
liko thunder, and Glyn gave a start.

“ Er—no, thank you, air.”

“Dear me! You have not started yct!
to your liking1”

“Er—it's all right, sir.”

“Very good! I suppose,” said Mr, Ratcliff desperately,
and thinking that any remark on boyish sports would be as
judicious as anything he ocould say—"T suppose you are
playing a groat deal of football now "

Glyn grinnod.

"Yes, sir. I do somc praotice.”

“You will be playing ir the—er—the llouse matches?”

“1 don’t know if I shall got into the First Lleven, sir -
1 mean the Junior First. Tt rests with Tom Merry.”

“Ah, yes! No doubt!”

Football did not scem to pan out well. Mr. Rateliff passed
the cakes, and Glyn helpod himself. His tea was gotting
cold, and nt last, with a very wry face, he made an cffort
and swallowed some of it, and then milked and sugared
the rest., The ocake was certainly good, and the tarts
that followed it were fresh and nice, and Glyn began to
feel a little more comfortable

“I—I hope you liko that tart, Glyn,” said Mr. Ratcliff,
after another long interval of silence.

“Yeos, sir, vory much.”

“1 am sorty there are no jam-pics. Are you very fond
of jam pics?’

1 don't think I've ever had any, sir."”

“Ah!  The tarts, however, are good. There is also
gingor-beor. Will you have some ginger-beer?”

“Not with my tea, sir, thank youl”

“Ah, iml, I forgot. I suppose you will bo spending the
next half-holiday at your father's house " said Mr. Ratelifl.

“Oh, no, sirl We're gotting up a paper-chase.”

Mr. Ratclif drank his tea and thought. It was two or
throe minutes before another remark was made. Glyn had
s good appetite, and the tea and tarts made him more
at home. He felt less constrained nmow, and ho ventured
to ask for another cup of tea. There was o slightly vacant
smile upon Mr, Ratcliffi's faco, as if hoe were thinking
of beatific things, and he started owt of a roverie to comply
with Bernard Glyn's roquoest.

" Tea—yes, certainly.”

He emptied the contents of Glyn’s tea absentmindedly into

Is the lea quite
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the milk jug instead of the slop basin, and began to pour
out fresh tea. Glyn watched him in astonishment. .

“ Of course, it is very pleasaut for you, your father having
taken up his residence so ncar the school,” Mr. Ratclitt
remarked.

“ Very, sir.” i

“It enables you to enjoy many—er—many a little—er—
run into the bosom of the family, so to speak,” said the
Housemaster, “It must be very pleasant for you to see
your father so frequently, and your—er—sistor.”

Mr. Rateclifi unaccountably coloured over the last word.
Ho was still pouring away at.the tea, though both cup and
saucer were running over into the tray. Glyn wondered
what was the matter.

“It's very nice, indecd, sir, but—"

“8urely there is no ‘but’ in such a case,” smiled Mr.
Ratoliff. .

“0Oh, no, sir, I didn't mean that; but—but yon're pouring
all the tea away into the tiny, sit.”

Mr. Rateliff started, and scnt a jet of tea into the sugar-
basin,

“Dear me, s0 I am!”

He stopped pouring. T+ was time, for (he tray was
simply swimming. The Housemaeter looked somewhat con-
fused, and Glyn could, not suppress a grin, There was
silence for some minutes.

“Your—oer—sister is older than yourself, T boliove?” snid
Mr. Rateliff, who seemed determined to como back to that
subjcet, whether he could think of an intelligent remark to
make upon it or not.

Glyn stared, as well he might.

“Why, of course, sir—about ten years older.”

' Ah, yes, of course! A—er—most charming girl, Glyn."

“Yos, sir; Edith's all right,” said Glyn; and then he
chuckled. "“She’s got a temper, thougl,” he said con-
fidentially.

“Dear me! Really ?”

“Yes, ruther, sit.  You should have secn her when I gave
her pet dog an electric shock. Of course, I didn't hurt
him; but ho made a row. Dogs always make a row if
you give them electrio shocks. Of course, it was only a
mild one. I wouldn't hurt an animal. But women nover
understand anything, you know,” snid Glyn, with a mas-
culine superiority natural to tho ripe age of fifteen.

“Dear me! I should never have thought it! Is it not
rather thoughtless of you to—cr—to electrooute——"

“Eleetrify, sir.”

“Ah, yes, to clectrify your sister—I mean your sister's
By the way, did I hear that Miss Glyn was
engaged to be married?"”

‘I don't think so, sir,” said Glyn, wondering what
business that was of Mr. Ratcliff’s. "Sho isn'l, anyway.”

“Ah, I am glad of that! T—I—er—I mean to say, how—
how surprising! That is to say, 1—=TI really forget what
I was goi::ﬁ to say.”

Glyn looked a fittla alarmed, _Mr. Ratclifi's manner
was ko very strange. The New Housemaster drank his
tea to cover his confusion, and somo of it went the wrong
way, and he began to cough. The coughing left him very
red and flustered.

Glyn watched him, n strange idea dawning in his mind.

The mere thought was enough to send him into an ex-
plosion_of langhter, but he controlled it.

Mr. Rateliff's nmazing change of ways during the past
day or two—his kindness to Glyn in partioular, and now

.
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the invitation to tew in the Housemaster’s study; Mr. Rad-
clifi’s interest in tho question whether Idith Glyn was
engaged or not—all thoso circumstances, added to one or
two_others Glyn had observed during Mr. Ratclifi’s visit
to Glyn House, opened his eyes at last,

“My hat!” he murmured to himsolf.

" Will you—er—havo a little more cake, Glyn?"

“No, thank you, sir!”

Glyn was anxious to get back to the Sclonl House and
confide his new discovery to his friends thero; and the
tarts ceasod to tempt him,

" Another tart, Glyn?”

"*No, thank you!”

* Another cup of toa?”

“I am quite finished, sir--thanks!”

“Er—very good!” Mr, Rateliff rose, and Bernard Glyn
rose, too. His faco was grave, but his eyes wero dancing.
i impo you have—cr—made a good tew, Glyn?”

“ Excellent, sir, thank you! It was very kind of you to
ask mo, sir.”

“Not at all—not at all, my boy !”

“I think my sister will bo so ploased, sir,” said Glyn
rl'mn»urcly, “when sho hears how kind you have been to
mo,

It was o feclor to make sure that his surmise was cor-
reet, and tho perfectly idiotic smile of gratification that
came upon Mr, Rateliff’s faco was proof enough for Glyn.

‘Ho wants me to butter him up to Fdie,” murmured
Glyn to himself. “Oh, my hat! My sides! Tow shall
1 hold out till T get away 1*

“I—=I should—er—very—should be very glad to know
that I have pleased Miss Glyn in any way,” said Mr.
Rateliff. “Good-hye, Glyn! I hope I shall sco you again.”

“Thank you very much, sir!”

The Housemaster shook hands with the junior, and Glyn
departed. He went across the quad as ho might have
fuuo down a running track. Mr. Ratcliff picked up his
b, and got into his coat, It was time for ﬁis little stroll
down to Glyn House with the flowoers.

“Dear me,” ho murmured, as he picked up the box, “it
seems to bo heavier, doubtless owing to some atmospherio
action from the flowers, I trust that my little gift will
prove acceptable to—er—to the charming young lady.”

If Mr. Rateliff had known what had taken the place of
tho flowers inside the box, he would not have felt very
trustful about it. But he did not know, and he put on
liis hat, and left the school, feeling very well satisfied with
himself and things generally,

—_—

CHAPTER 8.
A Case of Spoons !

LYN burst into Tom Merry's study.
1 say, you chaps— Ha, ha, fin 1"
The Terrible Three were at tea. Monty Lowther
Was Ipourin out the tea, when Glyn burst in like
a thunderbolt, and Lowther jumped, and poured the tea
over Manners, Needless to say, Manners jumped, too.

“You ass!” he roared, springing up, and knocking his
chair flying backwards. "Ow! I'm scalded!”

*Oh, never mind!” said Tom Merry.

“Yes; you're not scalded! The asz——"

“Tt wasn’t my fault,” growled Lowther, “Do you think
| was wasting the tea, scalding you on purpose? ‘I'hat
dummy startled me, bolting into the study like that,”

“Chuck the rest of the tea over him,”

“(Good! So T will!”

“MHold on!” gasped Glyn, “Pax! Don't! Chuck it! I
mean, don't chuck it! I've got news—shricking, amazing
news. 1 know what's the matter with Ratty.”

Monty Lowther set down the teapot, and Tom Merry
i mpodyup. All three of the chums of the 8hell stared at
Glyn.

“You know what's the matter with Ratty?” demanded
threa voices in unison.

* Yes.”

“And what is it ?” .

“He's spaons on my sister Edith,”

“What "

“ Fact [ .

Thera was silence in the study—the silence of blank
tonishment,

That Mr, Ratcliff might be insane; that ho miﬁht be
playing a deep gamo; that he might be under the influence
of hypnotism or drink; all these things were possible, and
had occurred to the ‘Terrible Three.

But that Mr. Ratcliff might be in love——

*Oh, tell that to the I&arines " gaid Monty Lowther,
breaking the silence, “What's the good of bringing a
yarn like that here?” Lo

* It’s the solid truth! Funny, ain' it 1™

Tne Gem LisraBy.—No, 1,310,

“Funny isn't the word, if it's true,
“How do you know ;"

Glyn oxpininm! his reasons, The Terrible Three listened
attentively, and they had to agree that it looked vory
probable,

“Wo ought to have guessed it,” said Monty Lowther, ab
last. “You remember the symptoms Gussy shows when
he's in love? {v i
u\\:inﬂ, if ani-lmd_y had had the sense to sco it.'

00, '

“A cnso of spoons,” chuckled Manners, ;
a stunning girl, Glyn, but—but fancy Ratiy having the

"

soid Tom Merry,

Upon the whole, Ratty has cen giving it

e it. My hat! Ratty in love!” .
“Your sister is

ks li

U TR
ITEANY
m :,\\
I ‘”

Edith Qlyn raised the lid of the box, while Mr. Ratoliff smi
Ratcliff 1’ gasped Edith in amazement as she caught llcm‘
mean

cheek to fall in love with DLer. Surely she won't look ab
him "

Glyn sniffod.
"I should =ny not! Why, the chap's off his chump, von
) \ I 1

know. 1 don’t suppeze Edith will ever marry at all, as
ghe's got mo o look after her; but, as for marrying
Ratty—— Ha, ha, ha! I wonder what sho would say if,
she knew 7"

“Buppose yvou enlighten her ?” grinned Lowther,
Glyn shook his head decidedly,
“Not much! Bhe might take the tennis racket to mae

again, T told l{nltf the had a temper, you know, and
he scemed surprized. ¢ |
I gave her dog an electrie—"

Ho <hould have seen her the time
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“Poor old Rally!" said Tom Merry. “IU’s the rprinﬁ
that does it, yon know. In the spring a man’s fancy—-—

“Bai Jove, you chaps are lookin’ excited I said
Augustus D'Arcy, looking into tho study.
thin’ goin’ on ("

“Yen. We'va found out the sccret,”

“What secwet 1"

“What's tho matter with Ratty?”

“Bai Jove! I should be vewy pleased to hear what's
tho mattah with Watty |”

"*He's spoons on Glyn's sister.”

The Terrible Three oxpected D'Arcy to burst into a roar

rthur
“Is thero any-

.- Ay
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h wonderin
"plu an

how the girl would like his flowers.
tarts which the box contained.

' Mr.
“ls this

of laughter. But ho didn’t. He jammed his monocle into
is eye, and took a survey of the chums of the Shell.

"I do not wegard that as a mattah for wibald mewwiment,”
ha said, “Miss Glyn 18 a most charmin’ gal, as you are
all awah. It is not likely that she will evah look at a chap
of Watty's type. There is a disappointment in store for
Watty, aud I am very sowwy for him.”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “Here's Gussy giving us
&Iessc_)lr:l, as usual, and he's jolly well right. Good for you,

ussy "

“1 weally do not wisn to appeah in the light of givin®
anybody a %o&son.” said D’Arcy. “I have a gweat howwah
of appeawin’ pwiggish, deab boys. But 1 weally think it
is wuff on Watty, and I am goin’ to back him up, for one.”

fun_out of this—

“I should wefuse to have a hand in it, and I twust that
on weflection, you will think bettah of the ideah,” said
D'Arcy.  “Pway tweat the mattah with pwopah wespect,
:\nz fun on the subject would place Watty i a deucid
awkward posish.”

;‘ Well, he's been rough enough on us, hasn't he?”

*Yaas, wathah! But it is tho duty of a Chwistian to
weturn good for evil, And, besides, Watty has been turnin’
ovah a now leaf lately. I wegard this as bein' Pwobnb]y
the turnin’ point in his caweeah. I know that—-"

“Oh, of course, Gussy can give us points on this
subject,” grinned Lowther, “He's an old hand, so to speak.
Gussy on love would make a good article for the * Weokly,' ”

“ eru]l‘v, Lowthah——"
l"(}nw_vs right,” said Tom Merry. “Weo'H lot Ratty
alone.”

“Yaas, wathah! I wish it to he distinctly undahstood
that T am backin’ up Watty in the mattah.”

And D'Arcy gave Lowther a severo look through his
monocle, and quitted the study. Ho looked in again in
a mowmant.,

“Bai Jove, T forgot to tell vou what I came for! Will
you chaps come along to Study No. 6 to awwange about the
papah-chase 7"

“Yes, whon we've fini-hed tea.”

“Wight-ho 1"

And tho swell of 8t. Jim's departed, fully determined to
back up Ratty, though what form the backing up was to
take, and what gurull- it was likely to do Ratty, did not
seem very cloar,

“Oh, rats!” said ’s\,fonly Lowther. “We could get a lot of

CHAPTER 9.
The Gift!
R. RATCLIFEF seemed to be walking on air as he
left tho gates of St. Jim's and turned into
Ryleombo Lane.  His usually sour face was very

cheerful, and tho smiles that occasionally wreathed
it were a littlo vacant.

Sometimes ho walked very fast, and then, again, he would
drop into a slow walk, and once or twico ho stopped
altogethor and looked at the sky.

An obsorver would certainly have surmised that Mr.
Rateliff was a little weak in tgo head, or olso that he was
under some influenco that had thrown him entirely off his
usnal balance. Tho latter, as wo know, was the case.

Near the villago o privato lane led to tho gates of Glyn
Houso—the clweﬁing-phwu of the adored, as Mr, Ratchff
would have termed it. Mr. Ratcliff canio in sight of the
gates, They were open, and on the lawn within‘he caught
sight of a form, the mere glimpse of which made his heart
beat faster.

A fast-heating heart is nothing novel to a young lover,
but to a gentleman of Mr. Rateliff’s ripe years it was some-
what uncomfortablo, It made him feel short of breath,
and he was conscious of a damp perspiration all over his
skin.  Howaver, ho controlled a desire to walk very quickly
away from the spot, and entered the gates of Glyn House.

Miss Glyn was seated upon a rustic beneh under a wide-
spreading tree, and sho looked very charming in a light
dress unﬁ a large hat. She was reading, and did not sce
Mr. Ratolill.

Tho Housemaster was glad of it. The afternoon was
warm, and the walk had been an unusually long one for
Mr. Rateliff, who was unaccustomed to exercise. He was
feeling a littlo tired and hot, and he had become conscious
of the existenco of corns upon his feet. S8hooting pains in
the toes were ill companions for love in the heart, but so
it was.  His silk hat was glued to his forchead with
perspiration, and his collar was damp and clinging.

Iu the circumstances, ho was glad that iss Glyn's
eyes were not turned upon him as he camo towards her.

In the shade of tho tree, sheltered from tho glare of the
gun, he wonld feel more at ease to face her oyes.

Ho found himself hoping devoutly that she would not raise
her eyes from her book till he had reached her; but, as
a matter of fact, the girl had now become conscious of
bis presenco, and she was looking at him under her lashes,
without raising her head. .

Sho smiled slightly, and wondered what Mr. Rateliff
wnntcd.' and what could have happened to mako him so
flustered,

But sho did not raise her head till his shadow fell acroes
her book, and then she looked up with a little start.

“Dear me 1" gaid Mr. Rateliff. “I hope I did not startle
jon
v Not at all 1" gaid Edith. )

Mvr. RatelifT was jerking at his hat. But dried perspiration
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bad fastened it to the skin, and for the moment it would
uot come off. The Housemaster gr~w very ‘red, and he
ulmost gasped with pain as he finally tore the hat away.
Ldith did not appear to notice anything of it,

*“It is very warm,” said Mr, Rstoliﬁ?

“Yes, it has been a beautiful day.”

“1 dare say,” remarked the Housemaster—"I dare say.
Miss Glyn, that you are surprised to sce mo this afternoon.”

“Oh, I am sure papa will always be glad to sece you,
Mr. Rateliff 1"
“Yeo-0-s."  Apparcntly papa's gladness was not exactly

what Mr. Ratchff had wanted, but he did not pursue the
subject. “I—I have taken the liberty, Miss Glyn, to—to—
w—in fact, to—to——"

“Yes,"” said Miss Glyn.

“To—to—to bring you a slight—a slight—er—what may
be termed a slight offering,” snid Mr. Ratcliff, placing the
box on the seat beside the girl. “JI—I trust that you will
not be offended 1

“Certainly not !” )

“You are—er—fond of In =hort, T think you will like
my little—er—gift,” stammered Mr, Ratcliff,

*You are very kind 1” said the girl, in wondery

She read the florist’s name on the box, and guessed that
it contained flowers. 8he noticed, too, that the name of
Blake of the School House was poncilioti theve, in the form
of an address—a fact that had escaped Mr, Ratoliff's
uttention in his preoccupation. But that might only have
meant that Blake had n to the florist's to order the
flowers for Mr. Rateliff, and the girl was far from suspeocting
anything like the real state of affairs. A gift of flowers
from Mr. Ratcliff surprised her, and made her feel a little
uncomfortable. She hardly knew why. She untied thoe
string of the box.

Mr. Rateliff was breathing more freety in the shade of the
tree. He watched the girl as she unfastencd the string.

There was a little mora colour in Kdith Glyn's checks
than heretofore, and the Housemaster noted it.

Aftor all, was not the present a favourable moment to

speak?

Mr. Rateliff, so far, had not given much thought to the
practical aspect of the question—that. a millionaire’s
daughter was not likely to marry a Housemastor in a Public
school ; that a charming girl like Edith Glyn was not at all
likely to care for a man fifteen or twenty yoars her senior.

He had been too bugy, like many lovers, with thinking
about himself and his personal feelings to have any thought
to give to that aspect of the affair.

He revolved the matter in his mind, and determined to
put his fate to the touch while Miss Glyn still had the
tlowers in her hands.

The girl raised the lid of the box.

A curions smell came from within, and she looked sur-
pru:d, and then she looked into the box and gave a violent
start,

“Mr, Rateliff |”

“Yes, my dear Miss Glyn, I——" He broke off. There
was no mistaking the girl's expression, and he recollected
at that moment Bernard Glyn's declaration that the
ch_nrmln% Kdith had a temper. * You—you are not angry
with me?”

“If this is meant as an insult—"

“ A—a—an insult "

“Or if it is & freak—"

“Miss Glyn 12

“I fail to understand the humour of such a joke,
Me. Ratcliff | T must request you to take the horrid things
away, and—" .

“Horrid things!” Mr. Ratoliff remembered the price he
had paid for the flowers to the extortionate florist, and felt
a little indignant. “ Horrid, Miss Glyn? Burely the flowers
cannot have withered already?”

“Flowers! Did you think there were flowers in this box !’

:: Cortainly 1”

Look, then!”
Mr. Ratoliff looked, and {umped clear of the ground.

' With the compliments of the New House!”

That sentence, in FIIL ins’ sprawling hand, met his cye
first of all, and the rabbit-pie, and then the whiffy tarts
and puffs,

Mr. Ratelifi’s eyes almost started from his head as he
looked at the uniquo collection of ancient stock from the
sohool shop,

»

SBTART OOLLEOCTING, BOYS!

T was studying the other day a of the new Nestle's Free Gift Bool
which contains some marcellous gifts that would delight the heart of any
boy. Clockwork Speed Doats, Oricket Bats and Sheath Knives are only
Mm‘%“mdom of exciting things that you can get if you collect the
Lree Cou ich are to be found in any wra p;gvcﬁuv of Nestle’s
Chocolates. !! however, m te to Nestle's ( partment), Silver-

thorne R ersea, , S.W.8 L send
the new ﬁ'c:iu'- Free Gift Book' and a Pmn Jor five ,r::‘ m. a
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Miss Glyn looked at him. There was a smilo stealing over
her faco now. She realised that it was the Housemaster,
and not herself, who was the victim of a joke.

“Miss Glyn! How—how can this have happened? I—I
trust you do not believe me capable of—of—of perpetrating
such a—a brutal jest?” gasped the unfortunate llousc-
master.

The girl laoghed. L

“I su pose you have been the vietim of a joke, Mr,
Rateliff 77

“I—J—I suppose so!
when I fastened it up, and now—now—now
incredible !”

“It is very curious.”

‘“S8omeone must have tampered with it. Dear me, T know
the handwriting ! It is Figgins'. T will—"

“Pray do not punish Figgins! 1 should be very sorry "

*“ But he deserves—"

“1 should not like to be the ecause of Fingm being
punished. Pray let the matter rest where it is.”

_ “For your sake, Miss Glyn, I will pardon him; but—but
it is infamous !”

“It was certainly in very bad taste,”

“The wretched boy ! How can I l{mloziuo!"

“Pray do not trouble to do so. I should like you, how-
aver, to take the—the box away with you,” said Miss Glyn
demurely. “I thank you very much, but 1 cannot put these
—er—theso pastries to any use!”

Mr. Ratoliffl was crimson as he fastened up the box, Miss
Glyn rose to her feet, and closed her book.

t was evident that the interview was over, and Mr,
Ratoliff’s chance was ﬁnne.

“Good-bye !” he said despondently.

“Good-bye, Mr. Ratcliff | And—and you must not send
me any more flowers 1"

Miss Glyn disappeared towards the house. Mr, Ratcliff
walked slowly away, carrying the offending box, which e
pitched into the nearest ditch as soon as he was clear of the
groynds of Glyn House. His visit conld not be cnlled a
ELCCCSS,

There were flowers in that box
Oh, it is

——

CHAPTER 10.
Called to Account !

“ UN!" said Figgins disdainfully. “Of course, we'll
run—with any rotten runner in the School ilouuc-,
and leave you miles away!”

“Done I” said Tom Merry. “ You and Kerr will
be the hares, then, and the Bchool House will find the
pack. Of course, the. New House chaps can join the pack,
and if one of them catches you, I give in. My idea is that
I shall collar you'!”

“And my idea,” snid Blake, “is that T shall eollar him !”

“And my ideah, deah boys, is that I shall collah the
wastahs " said Arthur Auﬁulhl! D'Arcy. I wathah fancy
mysclf as o wunnah, you know.” . .

“We'll start tearing up the paper this evening, then,” said
Dighy. “Here's some paper seribbled on in Gussy's scrawl;
that will do for a start!”

“Hold on—pway hold on 1”

“What's the matter?”

“That’'s my fashion article for the cuwwent numbah of
‘Tom Mewwy's Weekly.'”

“Yes; I know it is!"”

“ You—you uttah wottah! There is the fwuit of hours of
weflection'in that article!” said D'Arcy, snatching the
pl;?iilous plpﬁnl_{rom Digby. “I wegard you as a beast !”

n

, ha, ha
“Wc'll find enough old oxcrcise-books and newspapors,”
grinned Figgins. "thon is the paper-chiase to como off "

“Wednesday afternoon.”

“Right you are! I suppose all the Lower 8chool will be
rum'raing! We'll jolly well give you a run for your money,
too |"

“Rely on us for that,” said Kerr,

Jumeson of the Third put his head in at the door.

“ Iiggina is wanted 1”

Figgins looked round in a leisurcly way

“Id you address me, Jameson, my son?”

“Yes; you'ro wanted in the New House |”

“A doctor will be wanted in the New Iouse, too, to
attend to a cheeky kid named Jameson!” said Ligging
darkly. “Cut off 1"

Jameson ’rinnad. i

“But you're really wanted,” he said.

“What does Ratty want?”

" You I’J

And with that somewhat briel information Jameson cut
off. dodging a Latin Grammar hurled at him by Dighy,

. Iiggins rose from his graceful seat on the corner of the
study table. v

“[f Ratty wants me, I'd better go,” he remarked. “It's

bad form to keep a Housemaster waiting.”

“It's Matty.”
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“ And jolly painful in its resulls, too!” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Well, it's settled,” said Figgins. “We run yon on
Wednesday afternoon, and you can tear up all your old
rubbish for seent, including all your contributions to the
* Weekly." Nighty-bye!1”

And Figgins and Kerr left the study.

Figging was looking surprised as he crossed to the New
House. 1o didn't really know what Ratty wanted,
Besides the fact that Ratty had grown so soft and kind of
late, Wiggina could call nothing to mind that required
punishment. Il was not always in such happy state, but
just now he conld not remember a single rule he had lately
transgressed,

“Blessed if T know what Ratty wants,” he said to Kerr,
“Porhaps it’s & new phuse of his lunacy. Ile may be going
to give me tiP."

“Not likely 1”

“Waell, no, it's not likely,” assented Figgins, “Ratty’s
changed a lot, but perhaps not to that extent. Ilo may be
uncasy in his conscience about having had a School House
chap to tea, and cut his own House, and perhaps he wants
to aslk mo to bring a few friends in.”

Kerr shook his head; it did not scem at all probable to
him. Iiggins made his way at onco to Mr. Ratcliff's study,
and tho look on Ratty's face showed him that he had not
been sent for on a pleasant matter.

“Figgins, you have acted in a disgraceful manner!”

Figgins turned red.

11e had his faults, and was always prepared to be hauled
over the coals for them, but he had never acted in a dis-
graceful manner in any way in his life, and he wasn't going
to take such an accusation calmly.

“Indeed, sir, T haven't!” he exclaimed., “T don’t know
what you're aflmling to, sir; but I certainly haven't done
anything of the sort!”

“Don’t, daro to contradict, Figgins1”

“No, sir; only I haven't acted in a disgraceful manner!”

“What do you call this?” said Mr. Ratcliff, breathing
hard, as ho thrust under Figgins' nosoe that fatal slip : * With
the cempliments of the New House!”

“That, sir? I wrote that!”

“1 know you did. I knew your hand at once |
youl”

“It was only a joke, sir!”

How dare
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~You call it a joke? I have promised not to punish you,”
said Mr. Ratoliff. “I shall, however, endeavour to point
out to you in suitable words the enormity of your action 1”

“But—but it was only a joke, sir! I didn't mean any
harm. We are nlw?a japing one another.”

Mr. Rateliff_stared.

“Figgins! You and the—the person that it was sent to,
are always japing one another?”

“Yes, sir; nearly every day in one way or other. It's
only a joke! It was a little surprice for the bounder when
he (ﬁsgned the box, sir1” .

“Bounder! He! Whom? Are you alluding to Miss
Clyn as a bounder ?”

Figging’ jaw dro?ped.

“Miss Glyn, sir?”

“Yos. It was Miss Glyn that box was sent to!”

F}g?ina' face was a study. . )

“1 left it out of my sight for a time,” said Mr, Rateliff,
“and this trick was [ﬂaynd. The flowers intended for a
lady were replaced with a—a—a fonl azsortment of stale and
exceedingly unpleasant comestibles 1"

“(ireat Scott | Did Miss Glyn open it?”

“Yes, cortainly she did1”

“I—I—I'm awfully sorry, sir,” said Figgins sincerely
enough. * Wo found the box, and there were only some old
flowers in it—""

“luld flowers! I paid half-a-guinea for those flowers
to-day."’

“T'm awfully sorry, sir. I didn't know they were any
good. The box was kicking about the passage, and—"

“1 happened to leave it in the passage.”

“We—we thought we might use it, sir, as it was kicking
about. Weo chucked the flowers away, and put the things
in the box for Blake, sir. When you took it away from
Fatty Wynn we thought you knew we were ing to
jape Blake, sir, and wero confiscating the box. o never
dreamed it belonfod to you, sir. Iﬁmpo you don’t think
wo_played a trick like that on a lady, sir?®”

Figgins' tone was too sincere for him to be doubted,
even by the suspicious ITousemaster.

“Very well, I'iggins; I believe you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Did you find a little note in the flowers?”

“Wae didn't look for one, sir, We really did not look

(Continued on page 19.)
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Actual size of Atlas
6} in, wide by
Bin. deep.
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FREE 32-Page Atlas

IN FULL COLOURS.

Srressss s sagasrnnns .u..---------.n-..n.....---u.--....u...n-u-*
i YOUR EDITOR’S STUPENDOUS :
OFFER TO YOU!

This wonderful, bang-up-to-date Atlas illustrated here
contains no less than Thirty-two Plates in [ull colours—and
you can make it yours by collecting

EIGHT COUPONS

which will have a total value of forty points, Every week
now for four weeks a special Coupon, bearing the value
of five points, has appearcd in Gex, * Magnet,” and “Modern
Boy.” For two more wecks only o similar Coupon will
appear in cach of these companiou papers.

Readers who have missed previous Coupons can still
participate in this great scheme by gottimf back numbers
of the last three issucs of Gem, * Magnet,” and *Modern
Boy.”

Remember, thesa Coupons will continne to appear in the
Geat, “Magnet,” and “Modern Boy,” for two more wooks,
and all you have to do is to collect only eight of them
altogether—surely a very small effort to obtain possession
of this useful Atlas!

POINTS TO REMEMBER,

All Coupons will count the same—[ive points cach—so that
you can take them from any of the three papers mentioned.
At tho end of this scheme a special Application Form will
be published, ta be filled in with your namne and address,
and forwarded, together with the eight Coupons you have
collected, to the address given.
Dou’t miss this amazingly good offer, boys—start collecting
those eight Coupons right away. There's one on Ba o 19,
THE EDITOR,
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NEWS AND VIEWS FROM—

Address all letters : The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chums! 1'vo got another
really tip-top programme  of
stories for you In noxt wook's

number, so (let me pget thia in

early) order your copy of the Grwm in

ug time. T{p kiok oft with, Mr. Martin

lifford has been excelling himself. The
result ia

‘“THE MYSTERY OF EASTWOOD
HOUSE ! "

which is & ocombined thrill-and-fun.
adventure story. Don't miss it, whatever
you do! For more thrills I recommend
the next chapters of W, E. Johns' mag-
nificont War story,

‘“ THE SPY—FLYERS | "

Plonso do me the favour of telling your
pals about this super yarn now, so that
thoy can start tp read it before too many
instalments have appeared. The story
gots more enthralling with every ohapter,
and it is indeed a real scoop for your
favourite paper,

POTTS, THE OFFICE BOY,

is again “on parade " in next week's
GewM, and the ‘“ Fester," in merry mood,
passes on to you more roaders’ jokes,
which, incidentally, earn heM-.a-crown
apioco for the senders, That little lot, with
another page of nows pars and replies to
readors’ questions from ?roura truly, com-
pletes a *“ twopennyworth " you will never
oqual anywhere else. Honest !

THIS WEEK'S HOWLER !
Another name for the Invincible
Armada, an FEast Grinstead
scholar : The Invisible Banana !

WHAT THE 'FLU DID !
Amongst other things, it attacked and
t on their baocks thirty per cent of the
E’anlsh military forces. (Is this a germ of
an idea for putting a stop to future wars?)

THE FIVE POUND HIT !

.A cortain schoolmaster thought he would
encourage his lads at cricket, so ho offered
to prosent five pounds to any batsman
who lifted a ball out of the ground ang
smashed a window of the school buildings.
It is recorded that only ono follow earnel
the fiver—for thoe distance between the
wickets and the nocarcst window was
pretty hefty—uand he, being a bowlor and
not considered anything of a batsman,
was sent in last | The first ball sont down
to him broke a window ; the sccond bull
broke his stumps |

RATS !

This is not being rude : it's a reply to
John Waters, of Sydenham, who wauts to
know whether rats breed quickly. Tho
do, John. It has been proved that a pair
of rats will irorease to o family of sixty-
eight in n year. Hope you're not thinking
of breeding them ns a hobby !

Tuk Ges LieaBY.~—No, 1,310,

THE UNLUCKY NUMBER !

T'hirteen has been the ** unlucky "’
number for some people for time
immemorial, and every coincidence
around that number adds to the
superstition.  Here's the latest :
A young fellow on a sailing ship fell
overboard on the thirteenth day of
the month ; the ship was thirteen
days  out from port, was doing
thirteen miles an hour (if you reckon
in land speed), and the tragedy was
entered on the thirteenth page of
the ship's log. As against that
dismal picture of ill-luck ascribed
to the influence of thirteen, let me
tell you of a GEM reader's ex-
perience in Australia. For twelve
wears he has been trying to knock
up a century in cricket matches,
and failed. Now in his thirteenth
wear of ericket, with his thirteenth
club, and with his thirteenth bat he
has reached the coveted figure.
Congrats !

THE OLDEST REGIMENT ?

That's & query from Ueorge Duncan, of
Glasgow, and I'm not going to disappoint
him, for he's quite right—namoly, that
the Royal Scots is tho oldest regiment in
tho British Army. But he's wrong about
the dato, for this famous regiment was
formod as far back as 1633,

MODERN GOLD MINERS !

Strange sights are to be witnossed these
dayw in the newly-discovered goldfields in
Kenya. Clorks, who have packed up their
jobs in the hope of getting rich quickly,
are toiling under a blazing sun with soanty
mining kit, are ridden with fever and
have littlo prospect of striking tho precious
motal ;  whilo alongside them " is tho
“ millionaire "' miner, He is doing the
i;b in style, with full regard to comfort,

ia cumlp is aa swoll ns money can make it.
His meals are of the bost, whilst electricity
lights up his hours of durkness. And, to
keep cool, he has installed a special ice-
making plant.

THIS WEEK'S STRANGE STORY.
The snow lay heavy on the ground,
and a cortain vesident of Horncastle
lost a ring somewhere under the
while ** carpet "’ which covered his
gavden.  But his loss was not of
long duration, for a little rwhile
aftericards his tamne magpie ap-
peared in the house, and the magpie
toas ** cawing "’ loudly. With good
reason, for the little fellow had
found the ving and trivmphantly
carricd it to its owner in its beal !

1S IT TRUE— -

That the distance betwoon London and
New York varies every twenty-four hours
asks Tod Logan, of Doptford. It is truo,
Ted, and it ia due to tho attraction of the
moomn, which makes the distance botween
these two points “expand’’ sixty odd feet.
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FOR SERVICES RENDERED !

Tt's all in the day's work, thought the
philosophical railway portor in Dosset
when, having carried a iady'a luggage, he
roceived exnotly nothing for the servieo !
But round about five months later he
received by post a sixponny tip which,
apparently, the sondor had forgotton ta
give him at the time. Better lato than
nover !

THE OSTRICH STRIDE !

‘WAL T settle the argument ? "
asks ** Regular Reader,” of South-
port. ** Is the stride of a full-growon
ostrich as big as the average
room ¥ " That depends, * Regular
Reader,"” whether in your argument
with a pal the stride veferred to
was a * walking " stride or «
* runn " stride. It is stated on
good authority that when twalking
an ostrich’s stride is lamelhln!; lilke
a couple of feet in extent (that's not
u joke !), but when it is running an
ostrich covers a dosen feet or more
in one stride !

‘“ THE HOUSEMASTER'S PERIL |

A message of mystory threatening the
lifo of & member of 8t. Frank's. Who is
the secrot avenger ! Whoso lifo doos he
sook ! The socond question is answored
whoen a messngo comes direot to Nelson
Lee, the Housemaster-detective, tolling
him that he is doomed to die | Attempty
on hia lifo by the would-be assassin are
thwarted until—Nelaon Leoo falls into his
hands |

Here ia o thrilling mystery story of
school adventuro, starring the popular
chums of Bt. Frank's, that is muoh too
good to miss, It :ﬂapoau in the ourrent
number of the * Nelson Lee Library."
Gemites are recommended to get it Lo-c
and be thrilled !

NAVY FOR SALE !

The world's smallest navy is for sale |
This navy belongs to Panama, and con-
siste of a stoam yacht manned by two
carotakers !  Othor miniaturo navies aroe
those of Ecuador, which consists of one
gunboat manned by 63 officers and 264
rutings ;  Mexico, with 6 gun-boats;
Peru, three cruisers, one destroyer, four
gunboats and six submarines ; Holland,
with twenty-four submarines. And hore's
another thing. You have probably heard
the joke about the Swiss navy; it has
been a joke for yoars, becauso most people
think that there isn't such a thing—but
thore is! It consista of soveral boats
which patrol Lake Geneva,

HEARD THIS ONE?
Tom : * That dog of youra has got very

ny

long legs, hasn't he ¢
Ted: * Yes, he has, Bul he noeds
them."”

Tom: “Why so ?
Ted : “ So's he can reach the ground | %

THE PHANTOM HORSE!

The people of Exmoor are very
superstitious, and recently they
became tervified of a new phantomn
which made its appearance. It was
a phantom horse. Every time the
Exrmoor stag unds furned out,
this riderless horse was alicays to
be found pounding along in the reuar.
Everyone wondered just where the
horse came from and how it got
there, but the locals rwere quite
convinced that it was a ghost, One
day a farmer near Lynton went out
to see to his horses in a violent

torm, and found one (oo
many in his stables. The “ phan-
fom " had come in to sheller!
But just where it came from the
farmer didn’t know.

YOUR EDITOR.
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at the flowers at all. We just shoved them into the
wastepaper basket in the study.

“Very well, Figgins,. You may go.”

Figgins went. L ;

Mr. Ratcliff went at once to Figgins' study, and in the
wastopaper-basket he found the crnm{ﬂed flowers, and his
note still in the midst of them. t was proof, if he
wanted it, that Figgins had told the truth. Innocent as
Figgina had been, that would not have saved him from
sovere punishment if Mr, Ratelif had been in his old
mood. But the softening influence of Cupid had had a
wonderful effect ‘upon the Housemaster, and it really
seemoed as if punishment was to become a thing of the
past in the New House at 8t. Jim's, o

“My only summer hat|” eaid Kerr, when Elgg‘:m
explained to him. “It was a ghastly mess, and no mistake!
Somo of us ought to explain to Miss Glyn.”

Figgins nodded. )

"Igshnll apologise to her first chanco I get,” he said.
“1 don't want her to think I could do a caddish thing
like that on purpose.”

“ Rather not! ) .

And Figgins, wondering what Miss Glyn must think of
him, was rather worried about the matter. It was likoly
to weigh upon his mind till ho found an qppgrtumly‘of
oxplaining and apologising. Meanwhile, anfmq & Co.,
like the chums of the School House, were busied with
proparations for the big paper-chase.

CHAPTER 11.
The Paper-Chase |
" 111 You are perhl{s—er—going home this afternoon,
A Mr. A

Glyni” sad Rateli after  school on
Wednesday, 8s he met Bernard Glyn in the
pussagoe,

The meeting was not accidental on Mr. Ratelifi’s part.

“No, sir,” said Glyn. .

“[—I was—er—thinking that I would walk with you as
far as Glyn Ilouse,” went on Mr. Ratcliff, unhceding. “1
find that a stroll in this charming spring weather 15 an
oxcellent thing for—ah—indigestion.”

“I'm not going home, sir,” said Glyn, his heart uinhinE
al the thought of being compelled by politeness to wal
home that afternocon with Mr. Ratchff, instead of going
wiih Tom Merry & Co. in the paper-chase. “You sce, sir,
my sister is over at Wayland this afternoon, and so I-——"

“Oh, Miss Glyn is not at home?"’

“No, sir; and my gov—my father's in Liverpool, just
now, and I haven't anything to go home for.”

“Vory good!” said Mr. Ratcliff, glad to have mado
the discovery before he took the trouble of walking to
Glyn House. “ Miss—er—Glyn is at Wayland ?”

“Yes, sir, She's gone to visit some giddy cottager who
has a pain in the back or something or othor.”

“How very charitable of Miss Glyn|” said Mr. Rateliff.

“Yes, sir, ain't it?""

I'he Housemaster would have liked to ask more questions,
hut he did not ecare to do s0; but Glyn, who was
distinclly amused by the fact that Mr. Ratcliff could not
sco that he guessed anything, went on glibly:

“‘You may have heard of the old person, sir—a Damo
Certer, tho widow of a soldier killed in the War. She
livas in a cottage on the edqo of the wood.”

‘“Ah, yes, just so,” said Mr. Rateliff, greatly delighted.

ITo walked on, and ten minutes afterwards he was
qu:lting the gates of St. Jim's, His silk hat had had an
extra brush, and he had new gloves on, and—wonder of
wonders—a flower in his coat. Taggles looked at him
us he went out, and wondered. Glyn looked at him and
fl-innnd. He was still grinning when Tom Merry tapped
iim on the shoulder.

“Time for the mecet,” said Tom Merry,
joko 17

"RI“Y."

“Oh! What's the latest from Ratty "

“He's just got out of me that my sister's visiting Dame
(farter in her cottago near Wayland, and ho’s gono off
there to try to eee her,” grinned Glyn. “My only hat!
1 shall have to tell Edith next Saturday. Ti's too good
to keep!”

“What's the

19

“Well, never mind Ratty.
things.”

It was a cheery crowd that gathered on the edge of the
common. Quite three score of juniors were there for the
start, looking very fit and well in their running clothes.
Jack Blake sported a bugle, with which he was already
making the welkin ring by way of practice.

Figgins and Kerr were in red shirts, to distinguish them
from the pack, and they carried big bags of scent u]u'ng
aver their shoulders. Figgins' long, slim legs attracte
much attention and many comments, to which he replied
only with disdainful snifling.

Fatty Wynn had joined the pack, but how much runpin
he would do was n question. He had lately demolishe
a very substantial dinnef, and he had crammed his pockets
with esandwiches to be prepared for a possible attack of
hunger en route. .

“Five minutes’ start,” said Tom Merry. “Who's going
to start you?''

“1 am quite willin’—"

“Ass! You belong to the pack|”

“I wefuse to be called an ass. I—" )

“Here's Kildare; he'll do it. Kildare, old chap, will
you start us?”

Tho captain of 8t. Jim's looked round, with a smile. e
was passing along on his bieycle, But Kildare was always
ob{)ignlr:g. o jumped off the machine, and leaned it against
a bush.

“Certainly 1” he said.

“'Thanks awh:llﬁ Long-legs is to have five minutes."

“Look here——" said Figgins.

“Off you go!”

“If the Sohool House kids catch us,” said Fig.ginl.
“I'll eat—TI'll eat what's left of the scent. I'm ready.”

““Sameo here,” said Kerr.

“Off I' said Kildare, taking out his watch.

The two hares started off. The pack gave them a cheer

Come and get into your

as they started. They went off at an easy trot, and dis-
uppeared among the furze of Rylcombe Common.

‘Time’s up, isn't it, Kildare?” asked Wally, the younger
h{oth:é- of the great Augustus, when two minutes had
clapsed.

ildare laughed.

‘' Not yet.”

“Sure your watch isn't slow?"

“ Wenllz, Wally, T wegard your impatience as bad form,
and T should not object to Kildare inflictin' a slight
chastisement—-"

“Oh, don't you begin, Gus 1"

“Jolly rippmf day for a run, isn't it?” said Tom Merry.
“Lemme sce. It’s across the common, through the w
and round the old castle, and then back round Waylcnci
and Rylcombe. Joll{ good run!”

“Yaas, wathah! I am afwaid there won't be many of
you chaps in at the finish with me, deah boys.”

“If you're in at the finish, Gussy, we'll subseribe and
get you a tin medal.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Wa've Eot to catch Flgflnl. if only to put the New
House in thoir place. You fellows buck up, and kecp close
to me,” said Jack Blake.

“I'd rather get close to Figgins, if you don't mind,”
remarked Monty Lowther urbanely.

Blako, who was raising his buglo to his lips, lowered it,
and glared at the jester of the Shell,

“Look here!” ho said, “If Lowther’s going to be funny,
thero will be trouble on this paper-chase. Weo've got & hl;l'&
run before us, and we can't be expected to put up with
Lowther’s funny busincss as well.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Time ! eaid Kildare,

“ Bai Jove, it's time, deah boys!”

The bugle rang out, and the pack started. Kildare
walched them off. end then remounted his bioycle and rode

I'ne Gem Liprary,~No. 1310,
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awag. The pack streamed across the common in fine style,
the bugle waking tho cchocs every sccond or twe,

Lowther tapped Blake on the shoulder. Blake shook off
his hand.

“Here, you hold on to Tom Mcrry ! he exelaimed. “You
can't expeot me to help you along.” I expect I shall have to
a:nrr'&7 Guslyﬂ)rosuntly.“

“ Weally, Blake—"

“I wasn't holding on!" excluimed Lowther warmly.
“Don’t be as ass! want to speak to you. Shut up with
that bugle. You ourzht to sound it when you sight the hares,
and not shove in obligatos all the time.”

i you know more about paper-chases than I do,
Lowther——"

“If T knew less, 1'd—"

“Hurrah! There they are!”

A patch of scarlet showed nmong the green bushes. Tho
haros were sighted. Blake rang a long, long call on the
bugle, and bestowed a glare of defiance upon Monty
Lowther.

The pack broke into a faster run. They were keeping
well together 60 far, and there were no luggards, The run
wus pretty certain, however, to thin down before long.

Tho red shirts disappeared into the wood, and tﬁe pack
went trampling along the footpath in a stream, following
tho trail ef torn paper.

“Bai Jove, I'm glad to be out of the sun!” said Arthur
Augustus, gasping, “It is weally a vewy warm aftabnoon
for wunnin” [*

“I warned you not to come,” said Lowther. “T told von
you weren't up to it.”

“Yaas, I wemembah you makin’ that impertinent wemark,
Lowthah {”

oo Faith, and they're making for the Feeder!” said Reilly.

They’re going to jump it, me lardings, and that will thin
us down.”

“Nover mind; come on!”

Ta-at-ra-ra-ra-ta-tara !

* Blake can see them !”

"_'l‘hu way, my sons!”

The trail of paper had left the path, and trickled through
the bushes. The hares had taken the most surprising turns,
Figgins, who had done trnmmF as o Boy Scout in that wood,
tI:Iumw every turn of it, and he was leading the hounds a

anco,
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The waf'led towards a stream that flowed through the
heart of the wood, called the Feeder—a feeder of the Rhyl.
On its banks the St. Jim's juniors had once encamped when
they were “playing Indians,” and the ground was well
known to them,

Tho hounds streamed out of the trees upon the rugged,
grassy banks of the little stream, that reflected the sunlight
glimmering through the tree-tops overhead.

There was a fresh shout,

“There they are!” .

. Down the siream ran the trail of paper, and at the end of
it the hares could be scen. It was a=swide part of the stream,
and Figgins was in the act of jumping it. Figgins' Ionﬁ
logs, which had caused so many remarks, stood him in goo

stead now. He cleared the stream like a buck, and landed
igfely on the other side, and stood ready to give a hand to
Kerr,

_Kerr slung over his bag of scent first, and then took o
little run, and sprang. He landed in shallow water on the
other side, and it came up to his calves, and Fi ins
grasped him by the shoulder as he reeled, and druggcdgilm
into safety,

“Bai Jove! They've done it!"

Figgins and Kerr looked back at the hounds, and waved
their hands derisively, and disappeared into the trees on the
farthor side of the stream.

. The pack strcamed down to the point where they had
jumped, and stopped there. The jump was a big ono,

“I'm going round,” snid Fatty Wynn,

“I wegard it as somewhat dewogatory to our dig to go
:vuu,r‘ld." said D'Arcy. “1 wathah fancy myself as a jumpah,
00,

“Jump it, Gussy!”

“Yaas, wathah! I have no objection to showin' you
fellows a good example.”

“Go it1”

“Way for Gussy! Make room!”

“Take a little run, old dear!”

“Yaas, wathah! Pway stand back, you fellows, T want
woom to get a wun. I shall have to wun like apythin' you
know,”

“Room for Gussy!”

“8tand back, thore!”

“Go it, Gussy! Don't be all day!"

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eve, and
receded from the bank of the stream to get a good run for
the jum?.

The other fellows stood round, grinning. They had had a
sharp run, and they wanted o “breather ” before taking the
jump, but nobody believed that D'Arcy would succeed in
clearing the water,

“Pway keep the coast cleah, deah boys!
to wun!”

Arthur Augustus started. Ile gathered speed as he ranm,
and came down the bank in fine style—and stopped !

“Jump !” roared a score of voices,

4 Weafl_v, deah boys—"

“Jump, you beggar!”

“I weluse to jump! I shall wequiah anothah wun 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to sce.nny weason for wibald mewwiment.
not exactly calculated the distance, and——"

* Ha, ha, ha!” .

D'Arcy backed away to his previous starting-point, and
calculatod carefully.  Then he broke into a trot, and
charged down the “;ﬂnk, and again came to a dead halt in
the rushes instoad of jumping.

“Yah! Jump!”

“Undah the cires—"

“Jump! You can't do it!”

“T weluso to admit anythin' of the sort. I will twy again,
and this time 1 will show you boundahs how to jump a
little stweam like this 1™

“You can't do it |”

“Bai Jove! I will demonstwate to you!”

And D'Arcy, determined this time to jump, started on a
run, and came down to the bank like a champion of the
cinder-path—and jumped.

Splash !

Thero was a roar of laughter as the swell of 8t. Jim's
dropped exactly into the middle of the stream, sending up
a mighty spout of water.

“Owl Grool”

D'Arcy disappeared for a moment, and came up puffing
and gasping. He struck out and gained the opposite bank.

I'm just goin'

I had

T'ho juniors were doubled up with laughter. Arthur
Augustus shook the water out of his clothes like a Newfound-
land dog.

“Bai Jovel I'm wet!”

“Ila, ha, ha!” shrieked Tom Merry hysterically., “Didn’t
yon know the water was wet?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

It was a full minute before the pack could control theig
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Manners panted up with Tom Merry.
you are gasped Danel !!

merriment sufficiently to follow D’Arcy. The best jumpers
sprang across, and several floundered in the water, and had
to bo dragged ashore. Others went down the stream to find
an casier crossing. 'The chase was taken up again; but,
meanwhile, the hares had gained ground, and they were
well out of sight when the pack went strcaming through the
wood again,

-y

CHAPTER 12,
Figg:ns Explains !

IGGINS chuckled as he ran, and Kerr joined in the
chuckle.  From behind, they heard the cchoes of
eplashing and laughter, and they knew that eome,
at least, of the hounds had come to grief at the

stream.

“Sorry we couldn’t stop to cce 'em!” grinned Figgins.
“Ifollol Look there! ‘lhe Grammar School cadsl We
don’t want a row now.”

Figgins and Kerr had come out of the wood, upon the
glope leading up to the old castle—a favourite spot for
picnics on half-holidays, both with the St. Jim's fellows and
the boys of the Grammar School. Three youths had just
appeared in sight ahead of them, and Figgins knew them
nt & glance—Monk, Lane, and Carboy,, 510 chiefs of the
Lrammar School juniors in their rows with the “ Saints.”

“Come on!l" exclaimed Tom Marry.
Tom Merry scrambled over Clifton Dane's strong shoulders on to the top of the wall and
jumped down the other side.

‘“ Your shoulders, Dana!'" ‘' Here

It was not an opportune moment for a meeling, for a row
with the Grammarian trio might mecan capture by the
pursuing pack.

Monk, Lane, and Carboy looked round, and grinned ab
the sight of the hares, and stopped in a line across the path,

Figgins halted, panting.

*“Uet out of the way |"

“Rats 1"

“Look here, it’s a paper-chase ! gasped Figgins. “Don't
be a cad! Let's get on!” .

“Say ‘please’ pretty,” said Frank Monk, relenting,

Figgins snorted.

“1 won't|”

“'Then you shan’t pass!”

“We'll jolly well Lnuck you flying il you don’t clear |”

“Right-ho " We're ready to be knocked flying 1”

Figgins hesitated, Tho fact that the Grammarians wero
three to two did not make him pause. But a fight just
then might mean failure in the big run, and that was to
be avoided at any price,

“Look here,” he said, “don’t be a cad|”

“Say ‘pleaso’ pretty, and—-="

“Pleaso pretty {" gasped Tiggins,

Monk chuckled.

“ Let "em pass, chaps!”

Tee Gem Lisrary.—No. 1310,
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The Grammarians, grinning, drew aside, and Figgins and
Kerr went pounding on up ghc rugged path to the ruined
castlo. They were in among the ruins in a few r‘nomemg
more, but they did not pause there. Iiggins had mtcnde‘
to make a couple of minutes’ rest at that point, but the halt
on the path had served the purpose. ithout pausing in
the old castle, therefore, the hares left a trail of paper
fragments amongst the time-worn masonry, and ran out
through a yawning gap in lthedcnstle wall and continued on
hill towards Wayland.

dqi?i?ogwwns neither si hb’;lor sound of the hounds, and the
bugle was silent, lf'i{gina and Kerr were evidently well
ahead, o .

“This is ripping!” said Figgins, slackening down t? an
easicr pace us they came into the dusty Wayland road. * Wo
shall have time to stop for a drink of milk at Dame Carter’s
cottage.”

" gc!, rather | And that's just what wo want now. I
feel as 1f 1 could drink a couple of gallons without stopping.

The dust of the country road was in their noses as they
ran. A passing motor had churned it up into clouds, They
left tho road as soon as they could, and, skirting the market
town, they followed green paths towards the cottage where
Mrs, Carter lived, .

Dame Carter turned an honest penny in the summer by
supplying cooling drinks to pedestrians who passed her
cottage. It was out of tho track of cyclists, but fellows
who rambled in the woods often turned up there for light
refreshments, as well as artists who came down in the
summer to skotch. It was a spot well known to the juniors
of 8t. Jim's, and, as Dame Carter combined cleanliness with
cheapness, the juniors often dropped in there. .

Figgins and Kerr were glad cnough when they came in
sight ol tho littlo cotsage. Tho fresh milk sold by Dame
Carter was really what it was supposed to be, and a more
refreshing drink could not be desired.

‘Here wo are, kid!” said Figgins, )

The juniors halted at the door, which opened d:re’c‘tly
into the little sitting-room, paved with red bricks. The
change [rom the glarc of tho sunshine to the cool shade of
the little room was blinding, and for a few moments the
boys did not see that the room had any other occupant
beside Dame Carter, The old lady, with her white wnir
fastened straight back from her forehcad, made a charming
figure, but not quite so charming as another that was there.

“By Jove I" murmured Iiggins, as he caught sight of tho
sccond figure,

It was Edith Glgn. L ) .

Tho girl, who hud sccn Figgins before, reoogmwd him,
and a very cold look camo over her face. 8he looked
straight before her, and did not appear to be aware of tho
presenco of the juniors after the | rst moment. .

“Milk, please, Mrs. Carter,” said Kerr, “and as quick as

ou Iil&ull It's a paper-chase, you know, and we've got to

uze off 1"

“Yes, lw dears,” said Dameo Carter,

ir, “Won't you sit down a moment ?*

*Thank you, I willL”

Kerr sat down; but Figgins remained standing, twisting
his cap in his hands. He had wanted to seo Miss Glyn, to
apologise to her for the affair of the flowers; but he hadn’t
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wanted to run into her presence like this—in such extremely
scanty attire, blazing with the heat of the run, and with the
perspiration running down his cheeks. But he took the
plunge, all the same, . :

“G-g-qood-nfternoon, Miss Glyn !" he stammered.

The girl looked at him,

“Good-afternoon 1” she said. oo
I—=I—1 am sorry !” stammered Figgins,
explain—about that box, you know. It was a joke——

“ Indeed ! . o

“Plense listen to me, DMiss Glyn!" gsaid Figgins
carnestly, “It was a joke on the chaps in the Bchool House,
I was going to send that whiffy rubbish to Blake—make him
think he'd got a feed, you know, till he opened the box—and
—and somehow Ratty—I mean, Mr, Rateliff—got it mixed
up, and—and——-"

'i‘ho girl's foce cleared,

“Oh, I think I understand 1"

“I—I was afraid you'd think I meant it disres pectfully to
you, Miss Glyn. I-—I wouldn’t have done anything of the
sort for worlds I”

“Not for worlds " said Kerr, .

“I' hope it's all right now, Miss Glyn?” said Figgins
anxiously,

The girl laughed.

“Yes, Figgins; it is all right now. T am sorry I believed
that you had done it on [lmrpouo. It was not like you.”

Figgins was greatly relieved in his mind, The juniors
drank their milk, chatting cheerily with Miss Glyn the
while, and left in a_fow minutes. ” The girl looked after
them, with a smile. 8he was not sorry for the interruption.
She was spending an hour in Mrs. Carter’s cottage to talk
to the old dame, and the subject was chiofly Dameo Carter’s
rheumatism and. certain mysierious pains the old lady had
had in her back, which she was doubtful whother to traco
to rheumatism or lumbago. Miss Glyn was not an authorily
upon either rhoumatism or lumbago, and probably ghe would
have welcomed some more interruptions,

Figgina and Kerr, feeling all the better for their brief
rest, loft the cottage, and I'igging looked back the way he
had come. The hounds were not yet in sight. But another
figuro was in sight—that of Mr, l{ntcliﬂ'.

The New House masten was coming directly towards tho
cottage. Ho looked warm and tirodﬁ,‘ and had apparently
taken a good timo to walk theough tho wood to Wayland.
He saw the juniors, and they raised their caps respectfully.
Mr. Rateliff signed to them (o stop,

“Ah, you are—er—enjoying a little run, I scol” he
observed,

“Yos, sir; it's a paper-chase,” said Figgins. “We're the
hares 1%

Heo meant that as a hint that they hadn't any time to
waste, but Mr. Rateliff did not appear to soe it,

“You have just been to the cottage ! lo asked,

“Yes, sir. Now we're bucking up.”

“Dame Carter is at home, I supposo {"

. "Oh‘. yes, sirl We didn't stay long, as we aro in a
Aurry,
 “Ah, I think I will call in at the cottage for some—some
light refreshments after my long walk I murmured Mr.
Ratcliff, * lNPreaume that—that Mrs, Carter is alone?”

“No, sir. iss Glyn's thore.”

“ Ah, indeed 1"

Mr. Ratcliff walked on, and the juniors broke into a run
again,

ilggim was chuckling,
*“It's a caso of spoons, and no mistake 1" he said. * Young
Glgn’s right about that! Fancy Ratty spooning |”

. “The funny thmf is, he doesn't think anybody can sce
it1" said Kerr, a little scornfully. “What on earth docs
he take us for?”

“Well, we didn't sce at first.
over 8t. Jim's before long,
Glyn, either.
sense "

" "Enn’t see anything of the hounds," said Kerr, looking
ack,
b_;'.No; we're well ahead,
it. »

And the hares ran on at an easier pace through the deep,
scented woods, listening every moment for some sound of
pursuit behind, and ready to put on a spurt at the sound
of a bugle.

=1 oug}llt to

I suppose it will be al)
Not very pleasant for Miss
Ratty really ought to have a little more

We can take it easier for a

CHAPTER 13.
Rough on Ratty !

R. RATCLIFT walked nervouslv towards (ho
cottage, and paused outside for a full minute
before he found the courage to enter.

There was a murmur of voices from the open

door, and he distinguished the soft tonos of Edith Glyn,
The voices paused, and Mr. Ratclitf stepped in,
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He blinked in the dusk at the voung lady, who looked
surprized to see him, and not wholly pleascd.

“Dear me, Miss Glyn " )

Ho raised his hat, The girl rose and bowed, and did 5ot
sit down again, She glanced at her watch,

“I am afraid 1 must be leaving you now, Mrs, Carter. |
shall come again next weok, and—"

“But suro it isn't hall-past four yet?” said Dame Carter
innocently.

“N-n-no; but—" .

“You were going to stay till half-past four, you said,”
said the old fady in wonder. “And I haven't finished
telling you about the lumbago, miss.”

Miss Glyn, with a helpless expression, sat down. Mr,
Rateliff fanned his warm brow. He was too tired from his
long walk to take any especial note of what was being said,
only ho was very glad that Miss Glyn was not going.

“What can I get you, sir?” said Mrs, Carter, congratu-
lating herself that her custom was extendmr from the boys
of 8t. Jim's to the masters of the big school. “It's a great
honour to mo to see you under my roof, sir,'”

“Oh, not at all |” said Mr. Rateliff.

“¥Yes, sir. A little milk, sir—fresh from the cow—and
somo of the home-made cake, sir, that the young gentlemen
are very fond of.” .

“Ya-0-08," stammerod Mr, Ratcliff, who was lml‘mﬁ at
Edith Glyn, and not thinking of refreshments at all. *“I—I
\\-illtl have a little of—of the home-made milk, and--and a
cake.”

“Ilome-made oake, sir, and milk fresh from the cow,”
tnid Dame Carter, somewhat surprised.

" Yes, mnwtl;r. Some home-made cow, and a cake fresh
from the miik.”

Damo Uarter went to get out the milk and the cake.
Bhe could only conclude that the New louse master had
heen drinking, or that the sun had been too much for him.

Miss Glyn was smiling slightly,
“A beautiful day, Miss Glyn,”’ said Mr. Ratcliff.
“Very beautiful.”
“I—1 presuma that the—er—beautiful weather has

tmnFtod you to taking a little wallk1” said Mr, Ratcliff,
“l am paying a visit to Mra, Carter.”

“Ahl I trust that my presence is not—not—not incom-
IﬂO(}i)l]"ls’ _vo;t.’ Miss Glyn, in your—er—visit to Mrs, Cartert”

*“Oh, rol’

The girl’s tone meant “Oh, yes!” but Mr, Ratcliff was
far too obtuse to see that. Ie sipped the milk Mrs. Carter
placed before him, and found it refreshing. He nibbled the
cako, Dame Carter placed tea and cake before Miss Glyn,
and as she would have been hurt if they had not been
partaken of, the girl had no choice but to eat. As a matter
of fact, she usual Ily had tea in Mrs. Carter's cottage when
sho called. But sho was not pleased to find herself taking
tea tete-a-tete with Mr. Ratcliff. She was beginning to
understar.d, and what she was beginning to understand did
not please her.

Miss (}Iﬁn nihbled her cake in silence. Mr. Rateliff
nibbled cake, and strove to find something to say. Before
he could ttink of anvthing there came an interruption,
Three youthful forms loomed up in the doorway, and
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther called out in one

veico :

“Milk-ho I

Then they saw the Housemaster and Miss Glyn,
coloured.

“I—I beg your Enr.lnn." said Tom MNerry, raising his
cap. “We didn't know there was anybody here but Mrs,
Carteor,”

“Come in, young gentlemen!” said Mrs. Carter.

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Pray come inl"” said Miss Glyn.

They came in and sat down. Tha pack was streaming
up, and they all wanted milk and cake. Mr. Ratcliff it
his lip. The cottage was overrun, and the garden outside
was swarmed Some of the pack had dropped ofi in the
run, but there were still forty juniors in the running, and
most of them warn in or urnunsl Damo Carter’s cottage.

Miss Glyn was smiling demurely. 8he was glad of the
interruption, and the expression of Mr. Ratcliff’s face
amusged ner,

SBhe insisted upon helping Dame Carter serve her cus-
tomers. Hho laughed gaily as she carried out milk and
cake and gingor-beer to the juniors. The wholo place was
in an uproar with veices and the popping of corks and {he
gnrgling of liquids.

Mr. Ratcliff sat still.
of the earth or fartner.

Fortunately, from his
many minutes to spare.
was to bo brief.

“Gond byo, Miss Glyn!" said Tom Merry, raising his
cap. *Thank you very much |”

and

He wished the juniors at the ends

But he was helpless,

wint of view, the pack had not
he rest at Dame Carter’s coltage
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“Good luck !” said Edith Glyn.

“It was jolly ripping of you, Edie!” said Bernard Glya
admiringly, 1 naverinew you could be so useful.”

And he dodged out of the cottage in time to cscape a box
on the ear,

The pack streamed away after the hares. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy bad asked for a cup of tea, and it was
not vet made, but Le said he would wait, Bfnlm dragged
him by the collar.

“Como en, Gussy "

“I haver’t had my tea yet, deah boy!1”

“No time for tea. Come on!”’

“Tt's all wight! I shall ovahtake you!”

“You couldn’t overtake a mouse. Come on!”

“I must wemain till T have had my tea, I wegard it as
n most wefreshin® and coolin’ dwink, and when I have had
it I shall wun like anythin’.”

Dlake snorted. But for Mixs Glyn's presence, he would
havo bundled D’Arey out of the cottage in no time, As it
was, he gave him a shake and left him. The hounds rushed
on, !nnvmf Arthur Augustus in the cottage. The swell of
St. Jim's fanned himself with a cambrio handkerchief,

“ Bai Jove, it's warm!” ho observed. “I twust that my
pwesenco 1s not disagweeable to you, Miss Glyn, if T womain
till my tea is weady,”

“1 shall bo very pleased,”
cnough,

“1 twust, Mr, Watcliff. that you do not object to my
wemainin' 7"’

“Oh—er—certainly not !’ muttered Mr. Ratcliff. )

“Thank you vewy much. I weally find wunnin' wathah
exhaustin’,” said D'Arcy, sinking into a chair. “As a
mattah of fact, the wun ovah the hill has thwown me into
quite a fluttah.”

“Dear mo,”” said Miss Glyn sympathetically.

“Yaas, wathah! And I shall have to wun {ike anythin’
to catch thoso fellows up, too. Upon the whole, 1 don't
think that a papah-chase is a weally sensible form of
exahecise, 1t is weally too much like work.”

" Are you the last of the pack t” asked Miss Glyn.

“Oh, nol There are a lot of fellows dwopped off, and
somo are still comin' on. Iatty Wynn is stickin’ to it, I
think he will stick to it till he gets here, and won't go
any farthah. The last thing T heard him say was that be
was hungwy. 1Is that my tea, Mrs. Cartah? Thank you
vewy much "

“I will ponr it out for you."” eaid Edith Glyn,

“Yon aro vewy kind, deah hoy—I mean, deah gal.”

. Edith 'anghed and poured ont the tea. Arthur Augustus
sipped it slowly. He was very comfortable whero ho was,
and in no hurry to move. My, Ratoliff was gnawing his
lips  with impatience. He had looked forward to that
meeting with Miss Glyn, and it was too bad for it to be
endlessly intervopted in this way,

Arthur Augustus rose at last.

“1 weally think I had bettah be goin',” he remarked.
“Hallo, Wynn! I'm just startin’. Are you comin’ with
me?  Tho fellows have all gone on.”

Fatty Wynn came in, gasping like a fish, and Aopped into
a chair.

“I'm not going on.”

" Bettah stick to it, deah boy.

“I don’t want a hand. T want some grub.’

“Pway don't be a slackah,” said Arthur Augustus,
apparently forgetful of the fact that ho had been resting
himself for the last ten minutes. I should be sowwy to
have to wegard you as a slackah, Wynn.”

“Rats!' said Wynn. “llallo! T didn't see you, sir.
Aund—and you, Migs Glyn! I-1 hope you don't mind my
having tea here?”

“ Certainly not 1" said Miss Glvn, “Why should I mind "

“Well, I shall havo to be goin','” said D'Arcy. “1 am
sowwy to sce you slackin® like this, Wynn, Good-aftahnoon £

And the swell of 8t. Jim's departed on the track of the
hounda.

I'atty Wynn was breathing hard. He did not particularly
want the hares to be caught, as they wero his own chums,
and ho certainly didn't want to catch them if it involved
tuking a single step more without a solid meal first.

*What can I T“ for you, sir?’’" asked Dame Carter, who
was beaming all over her face. Her confidentinl chat on
tho interesting subjects of rhieumatism and lumbago were
hopelessly interrupted and ruined.  But she was doing a
splendid trade, and that wag more than a consolation. The
profits of this afternoon alone would bo cnough to pay her
rent for the month.

“ Lot me see,’” said Fatty Wynn meditatively.
yon-conldn't cook eggs and becon, could you?"

“Yes, certainly—with pleasure!”

“Then I'll have eggs and bacon to begin with—six rashers
and a dozen cggs for a start.” said Fattv. “I'll have a go

THe Gem Lisrary.—No, 1310.

said Miss Glyn, sincerely

“T'1 give you a hand.”™

“T suppose
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at the bread-and-butter while you're cooking them, so as
not to wastoe time, and you may as well give me some ham,
Put the cheese here, too, and then I shan’t have to interrupt
vou. If you'vo got any eausages, you may as well cook
them along with the bacon. I get awfully peckish at this
time of the year. It’s the weather, I suppose.”

Miss Glyn rose to her foet.

“I will say good-bye to you now. Mrs. Carter.
to find you quite woll when I cul! again.”

“(lood-bye, miss, and Heaven Dbless yvou !
Carter.

Mr. Ratcliff also roze.

“Perbaps I may sce you to the sfation, Miss' Glyn?"” he
remarked,

“1 am not going te (he station, thank you,” said Miss
Glyn; “I have a call to make at Wayland,”

“*That is on my way."

“Very good."”

Mr. Ratoliff walked with Miss Glyn to the door of a
milliner's in Wayland, and there he had to leave her, He
would willingly have waited for her and conducted her
elsewhere, but Miss Glyn evidently did not wish him to do
so. Mr. hltoliff, in spite of his obtuseness, was beginning
to dimly realise that BYiu Glyn was not likely ever to recip-
rocate his affection.

Miss Glyn entered the milliner's, and the Housemaster
walked slowly down the street townrds the station,

When he reached the school lLie entered the sunny old
quadrangle, walking with slow and heavy steps, and with
a rombre shade on his brow.

Ho was thinking of the unmistakable manner of Mixs
Glyn, and of what he could not help deducing from it. Heo
went towards the New Iouse slowlv. The quad was very
quiet, and the Houses had n deserted look. The New Housn
echoed to his footsteps as he went in and went straight to
his study. Thero Lo locked himself in, and threw himself
down into an armchair to think.

His thoughts were not pleasant oncs.

Mr. Ratolif was taking himself <cverely to task, and
looking at the matter quietly and practically, as he would
have been wise to do earlier.

What chance had het The salary of a Houxemaster at a
school like 8t. Jim’s was a liberal one, but it would seem
abject poverty to a millionaire’s daughter. He was growing
middle-aged and slow and testy, and Edith Glyn was a
bright and happy girl. He realised that he had allowed o
moere dream, a vision of impossibility, to throw him off his
balance.

He rose at last, a determined expression upon his face.

“I have been a fool I'"" he muttered. “ A fool—a fool!
But it is over "

He sat down at the writing-table, drew paper and pen
towards him, and began to work with a steady concentration
that drove other matters from his mind.

CHAPTER 14.
§till Running!
F IGGINS paused and looked back.

I hope

said Daie

he hares had been going strong, and they wern
already a third of the wav home on that great run,
when the blast of the bugle came faintly from afar.

“Hallo! That’s Bluke again!" -aid Viggins,

Kerr halted, panting.

*They can’t be near.”

The hares looked back. Beliind them lay Ryleombe Wood,
thick and dark. There were fields before them, green, glint-
inq in the sunshine.

‘o the branch of a high tree a form, diminutive in the
distance, clung, and Figgins knew that it was Jack Blake.

Blake had olimbed a tree to xight them, and the note of
the bugle told his comrades below that he had caught a
glimpse of the haros.

Fi Fim chuckled as he resumed thie run

"Igts all right! I wonder how many there are in the
pack now ? oy won't be in at the death "

“No need to lose time, thougl,” snid the cautions Kerr.
“Keep it up!"”

81:!{{ or more juniors had broken away at the signal
from Kildare, but not more than forty had passed Dame
Carter’s cottage. Of these more than half had dropped out
of tho race from that point. [Less than a score followed
Tom Merry's lead now.

““No scent here!” explained Tom Merry as he stepped
ashore.

Blake gave a grunt,

“They've gone up or down the strcam, then.”

“Did you work that out ia your head?” asked Lowther
pleasantly.

Blake did not answer that question, but went down-
stream to look for the scent. Manners went upstream, and
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the rest waited. TLowther followed Blake to help him, and
Herries followed Manners, Manners plunged into the
bushes and stooped to look to and fro for the fragments of
paper, and Ilerries walked right into him and nearly fell
over him,

“Bai Jove, deah boys, have you caught them?”

It was the voice of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. 'The swel]
of St. Jim's was, as a matter of fact, no mean runner, and
the delay at the stream had given him a chance to como up.
He did not look very red or flustercd, either. The juniors
stared at him.

D."{'lnllol Where have you sprung from?"” demanded
igby.
’ql told you I should ovalhlake you, deal boys!”

ave & shout.
he hares!”

Manners

“Look !

“Bwavo "

Blake's bugle rang out, calling the hounds together, Tha
pack rushed off through Codicote Wood, and now Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was with the foremost.

“Bai Jove, you kuow, I weally think I shall be in at the
death,” he remarked. “T always wathah fancied myselfl as a
wunnah "

But no one replied. The juniors wanted their breath for
running.

The pack swept on as fast ns the wood allowed, and as
they came out of the trees again into the Rylcombe ltoad
there was a shout:

“There l.ht-‘y are !

“Tally-ho !

Ta-ra-ra-taral

“Bai Jove!
thin' 1"

The hounds burst out into the rond, and ran hard, The
hares had taken things just a little too casily, and they wore
sli::hftul—nn:l closer this time thun at any previous point in
the run,

Arthur Augustns led the pack: but the pack was very
small now. ‘The hedge and the ditch had stopped more of
them, ‘There were now only seven porsuers in all on the
track of Figgins and Kerr. 'I'he hounds had thinned down
with o vengeance.

Tiggins Liad intended to follow the road to 8t. Jim's, but
he had been so closely pressed. And now he led the last
lap through a terrible country for the runners. ‘I'here was
a feeblo note from Blake's bugle as the clock tower of St.
Jim's came in sight in the far distance,

Home was in view, but the way to it was still devious.
Iiggins and Kerr, running on sleadily side by side, came to
a ﬁmh stone wnll. and Figgins stopped.

“Up you go, kid!” he gasped.

IKerr serambled over his chum's shoulders, and reached
the top of the wall, Then, with his chest on the stono, he
held down both hands for Figgins. Figgins scrambled up
and ten seconds later Blake was springing up, missing him 1

Blake tried to clutch ut the wall, but he could not do it,
ITe shouted to his comrades:

“Buck up!”

Manners panted up with Tom Merry, Dane and D'Arcy
reeled against the wall. The rest were hopelessly behind,

“Come on!l” exclaimed Tom Merry, " Your elhoulders,

There the boundalis are! Wun like anys

Dane!™
“lere vou are!”
Tom Merry serambled over Cliffon Dance's  strong

¢houlders up on to the wall, Avthur Augustus followed, and
then Manners. The latter stopped to help Dane over. Jack
Blake Lud made o jump, and caught tho wall in his hands,
1But he was spent, and Lo could not drag himself over, Lle
dropped back into the field. Three of them were out of it.

Of all the resolute pack that had followed the hares so
far only two were still in the running—Tom Merry and
Arthur D'Arcy,

Tom Merry glanced for a second over his shoulder,

“It's between us now, Gussy.”

“Yaas, wathah ["

Figgins and Kerr were winding back to the road, and after
them went the hounds hotly. A broad and flowing ditch
barred tho course of the fugitives, and Figgins, without
stopping, cleared it at a bound. IKerr sprang after him,
and fell short, splashing heavily into the diteh. The water
eplashed into the faces of the hounds, so near now were they.

I'iggins turned back.

Ilis grasp was on Kerr, and he dragged him from the
water,

“I—T'm done !" gasped Kerr, as Figgins dragged him out,

“Rats |"

“I—I'm done, old chap

“Sraff 1"

I

(Continued on page 28.)




THRILLS IN THE AIR!

Rex and Tony fly o German machine,

The Mysterious SE5!

ROM cighteen thousand feet above No Man’s Land,
Tony, leaning against tho Scarff mounting of his
twin Lewis gunah surveyed the sky slowly in every
direction. Inch by inch, section ¥:y gection, above

and below, his eyes probed the atmosphero for a hidden
menace. e knew that death, sudden and swift, might be
the penalty for one moment's carelossness,

Far to the east a squadron of D H 4’s were making heavy
weather angainst a head wind and o furious bombardment of
anti-aircraft firo as they returned from a bomb raid. He
turned ngnin to the west, and squinted long and carefully
between his outstretched fingers into the glare of the evening
gun, The sky was empty of hostile machines.

It was nearly a week sirice thoy had begun their new
duties, and they had found absolutely nothing that could

osnibiy be construed into o suspicious action, KExcept for a
?uw unavoidable dog-fights the days had been uneventful.
They had_been told to avoid combat, if possible, and Rex,
in purllculn.r, was beginning to resent the enforced absence of

action.
“Hallo! What's that?”  Rox had wobbled his plane
slightly, and was pointing with outstretched finger, and

‘Tony crouched low as he pecred at a tiny speck that had
become visible high over enemy territory. It was still too
far off for its nationality to bo distinguished, and Rex
ultered his course a trifle towards it, ready for anything that
might arise. A cloud of black smoke blossomed out in front
of the Bristol, another, and another. They were over the
Gorman lines now, and salvo alter salvo of archies screamed
up to them as they edged still further in, with their cyes on
the stranger. The speck rapidly grew larger, and Rex
turned to Tony with a grimace of disappointment as it
revealed itself to be a British machine—an 8 K 5.

He's got a bit of a nerve cruising about by himself so far
over the line.  What docs ho think he's playing at, anyway?
thought Rex. Twice since
they had first seen it the 8 1§
had done a tight spiral turn
coming oubt on its orixinni
course. Rex flew closer, turn-
ing as he did so, and pre-
sently the 8 E and the Bristol
were flying side by side back

a railiway tunnel,

wmachines,

How the Story Opened.

REX LOVELL and TONY FOSTER of the Dritizh Royal Flying
Corps, are selected by MAJOR TREVOR jor Secreb Service work.
I'helr first job iz to fly over the German lines at nixﬂt. land, and niina
They ure successful and
appoints then to the job of watching for German spies flying Lritish

(Now read on.)

pound on a sceret mission behind the German lines, and aro
attaclked in the air by a British pilot]

lowards the British lines, the pilots waving light-heartedly
to cach other from time to time.

Reaching the lines, the 8 E, after a parting wave, turned
away on & new course, and was soon lost to sight in the
distance. Rex resumed his solitary patrol. or a few
minutes he flew simlessly up and down the line, and then,
after making o sudden signal to Tony, cut off his engine
and dived steeply in the direction of tf;oir home acrodrome
at Maranique.

“ What's the idea?” exclaimed Tony, as the machine ran
to o standstill. “T thought you said you were going to cruise
until it was dark?”

Leaving his engine ticking ever, Rex leaned far back out
of his cockpit and nodded, )

“Yes,” he said, with a puzzled expression, “s0 did I. But
did you see that 8 K 51"

“Of course !

“Did you get his markings?”

“Yeas, two eccentric white bars aft the ring markings.
That's 91 Squadron at Tourville, about twelve miles farther
north,” replied Tony.

“Did you spot his number 7" asked Rex.

“"Yes, F 17‘]3.”

“T thought that was it, but I wasn’t certain,” answered
Rex. 1 think I'd like to go to Tourville,” he went on, with
a mysterious smile. “Hold tight " o pushed the throttlo
open, and took off again into the evening sky, much_ to the
surprise of the mechanics, who had run out to guide the
machine into the hangar.

They were not long in reachin Tourville. Several officers
were standing on the tarmac, and they watched their unusual
visitor with interest. Rex taxied in, switched off his engino
and climbed out of his cockpit, Tony following.

“{Iallo, chaps!” he greeted the lounging officers as he
unstrapped his helmet, “Have you got o fellow here named
Treeves—Bill Treevest”

A youth wearing the threo
stars of a captain came for-
ward and shopk his head.

“Never heard of him,” he
said.

“Oh., T just wondored 1" re-
plied Rex casually. “ He is an
Toe Ged Lisrary.—No. 1310.

{ajor Trevor hen



old pal of mine, and I know ha is in an 8 E squadron some-
where about, Well, how's things?”

“Oh, so, s0!” responded the other. For a few minutes
they talked of dog-fights, the new German circus opposite,
the British high performance scout that was always comin
out, but never did, and other trivialitics of professiona
interest, but while they were Ialking Tony noticed that Rex
was carefully taking stock of every 8 E on the tarmac.

“By tho way, is your E.O. (Equipment Officer) about 1"
asked Rex suddenly,

“Yes; I think he's in the squadron office,” was the reply.

“Thanks, I'll go and have a word with him,” nodded Rex,
with a beckoning gesture to Tony, and together they walked
briskly to the Eroup of buildings at the end of the hangars.
As he expected, Rex found the Equipment Officer in the
squadron office, talking to the C.O.

“Pardon my butting in, sir,” he began, but have you a
machine on your strength numbered I' 174317"

The Ec“lipment Officer raised his cyebrows.

“No,” he said slowly; “but we had until about a month
ngo. That was the number of Hooston's machine, sir,” he
said, turning to the C.0. “He went west on a balloon
stra‘ﬂng show, nnd is reported “failed to return * in the
records. What made you ask that?” he said suddenly, turn-
ing again to Rex.

x hesitated for a moment, .

“QOh, an 8 E with that number on, and with your squadron
markings, got me out of o tight corner. Just about a month
ago it would be, and I thought I'd drop in and thank him.
I'm sorry to hear he's gone west—bad show. Sorry to have
Good-bye—good-bye,

troubled” you. Thanks very much,

sir ¥ .

The two boys saluted, and returned (o the Bristol,

“(Come on, luddie, let's get a move on,” said Rex briskly.
“ It will be dark before we are home if you don't hurry.”

“Wait a minute. 1 don't get the hang of all this,” pro-
tested Tony. .

“Wait till we got back, and I'll tell you,” replied Rex
erisply, as he climbed into his cockpit. mechanic sprang
to the propeller, and a few scconds later they were in the
air again on the return journey to Maranique.

Back in their quarters, after some hot tea and toast, Rex
proceeded to explain his action.

“Now, listen, Tony,” he began. “You remember seeing
that 8 E? It must have been five miles over the line when
we first saw it."”

Tony nodded. . .

“Did vou notice anything funny about it?"”

“No, foan't say I did.”

“ Neither did I until after he had gone, and then T remem-
bered that we didn’t see an{1 archie near him, which was a
very odd thing. We were bein archied like stink at the
time. Why wasn't he being archied, that's what 1 want to
know? And did you notioe that, as soon as he joined us,
archie faded out completely ?”

Tony looked at Rex with an expression of enlightenment
creeping over his face. i i

“(ireat Scott, you're right,” he said, “and 1 never noticed
e

“Well, 1 didn't realise it at the time; but after we turned
away, they started archying us again, and then it suddenly
struck me. It was a bit queer, to say the least of it,” went
on Rex. *And then, did you see him doing those turns for
no apparent reason? Thinking it over, it occurred to e
that it might bo some sort of signal to the gunners not to
shoot. But why should a British machine signal to German

unners? I decided to slip home and have another look at
that bird if I could find him!” concluded Rex grimly.

“Who is Bill Treeves—the chap you asked for when we
landed on the 8 & acrodrome?” asked Tony.

Rex made an impatient gesture,

“(Goodness knows, I don't!” he grinned. “I'vo never
heard of him in my life. But I had to make somo sort of
an excuse for Innd::f, hadn't 1?7 T couldn't just land on
somebody else’'s aerodrome and pry about without so much
us o ‘ by your leave.’ You were right about the squadron
markings, but 1743 wasn't there, as you saw, and I had a
shrewd idea that it wouldn't be, eithor. You heard the rest.
‘hat machine went down in Germany a month ago. Who
is flying it now? Tony, it begins to look to me as if we
uro on the track of something fishy at last.”

“Where is that machine now, do you think 7’ asked Tony, a
trifle pale.

“That's what I should like to know,” replied Rex. “It's
down over this sido of the line somewhere, but it would be
like looking for a ncedle in a haystack this time of night.
We maf know something more about it to-morrow morning.
The fellow who flew it, whoever he is, Hun or Englishman,
is not likely to tr{ a night landing in an 8 E unless he's
pretty despernte. It’s my experience that people stick to a
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course they know. We know prott{' woll where he crossed
over, and it is a thousand to one that he will go back the
same way sooner or later. It may be to-morrow morning,
and we shall be there to see if I'm right."”

i Bup}:ose he does come, what are we going to do?” asked
Tony. *““We daren’t risk shooting down a British machine,
anyway, not on the mere suspicion of fishy behaviour.”

“Good heavens, of course not! Besides, what good would
thl? do? We want a word with this pilot alive—dead men
can't talk. We'll keep an eye on his movements, and our
actions will depend on what he does. Well, laddie, let's get
some sleep. Four-thirty in the morning suit you?”

" Buits me. Good-night, old boy I”

—_——

In the Hannoverana !

HE first streak of dawn found the Bristol fighter high

in a sky of pale turquoise blue, heading for the

scene of their encounter with the mysterious 8 Ii 5,

Below them the earth lay like & vast well of indigo

and purple shadows. To the east the rim of the rising sun

showed just above the horizon, tinginy their wings and
struts with brilliant orange glow.

It was bitterly cold. Tony crouched low in the ioy blast
of the slipstream of the propeller as he scarched J’m sky
around for the machino they sought. Eighteen thousand
feet ticked up on the altimeter, and Rex snuggled n little
lower in his cockpit. Once a high patrol of Sopwith Camels
passed just below them, the leader waving a cheery good-
morning with his gauntleted hand as he scoured the sky
for hostile aircraft,

A Dblossom of black smoke stained the turquoise blue sky
not far away, and warned them that they were on the edge
of enemy country.

Rex climbed until the machine reached its ceiling, and
then began casting around in wide circles,

“Here he comes!”

Tho words roso involuntarily to Tony's lip: as his eyes
suddenly fell on a gleaming speck far below. From their
altitude it appeared to be crawling along the ground, but
he knew from experience that it was not less than ten
thousand feet above the desolate shell-torn No Man's Land
that lay below.

A quick touch on the shoulder was suflicient to warn Rex
that the quarry had perhaps been sighted, and the Bristol
changed its course to watch the stranger. Was it the
machine they sought, or was it not?

Rex had no means of knowing, and a close approach
would certainly be sufficient to warn the pilot of the other
machine, if he was the man they were after, to be wary in
his actions.  8till, it was unlikely that a socout would be
heading out alone into enemy sky as the one below appeared
to be doing. His actions would soon tell them if their
surmise was correct,

Rex cuuiln. his breath sharply as a
bracketed the lone machine.

Instantly the pilot did a complete turn and continued on
his original course, The archie faded away, and no more
took its place. Rex throttled back and commenced a flat
glide in the wake of the other machine, hoping that he had
not been seen. Ile had no desire to call attention to him-
self, though it was unlikely that they would bo spotied at
the height at which they were ﬂyinr, unless archie got
busy‘ when the bursts would certainly attract the other
pilot's attention.

They were down to fifteen thousand fect now, well over
the cnemy's side of the line, and Rox was beginning to feel
anxious az he scanned the sky for hostile machines, while
Tony continued to watch tho 8 I as they had planned. An
nerodrome loomed up nhead, and Tony (srmblmd his map as
he saw the other machine sinking rapidly towards it with
the obvious intention of landing.

“He's going down!" yelled Tony in Rex's ear, and
the pilot nodded. )

L lEnep your eye on him I he bawled, and turning, headed
back towards the British lines at full throttle.

“Did ho land 1 yelled Rex presently, as they crossed into
the comparative sccurity of their own lincs

Tony nodded, and then crouched lower in lii cockpit as
Rex nosed down in a deep dive.

“\What are you going to do?” he shouted, as their wheels
touched ground on the werodrome at Neuville,

“Come on, I'll show you!” enapped Rex tersely, as he
switched off and climbed stiffly from lns scat. * We'll beat
this chap at his own game. 1 am going to fly over there
in the Hannoverana.”

Together they hurried to Major Trevor's cllice.

“No, sir; I've nothing to report,” said Rex quickly, ms
the major rose to his feet. “It's just a hunch, that's all
I waot to use the Hannoverana."”

salvo of archie
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A Camel came zoomin

could not fight back!

hope of scaring it off. Once, indeed, he actuall
straight through his line o

“It is in No. 3 shed,” replied the major. *For gool-
ness' snke bo careful,” he went on anxiously, “and don’t
get shot down by our own people.”

‘*We shall have to chance that,” replied Rex, On the
threshold he pn.u@ed. and then slowly came back into the
room.  “We might as well do the job properly,” he
announced. ' Where are those Boche uniforms, sir”

Major Trevor handed him n black suitcase without a
word. As Rex reached the door the major called out to
him, as if it was an afterthought.

" Whatever happens,” he said, “your lips must be eealed
udto where you got those uniforms. 'T'hat is part of our
code.”

“Right, sirI”" returned Rex crisply. * Come on, Tony!”

“My word, the major is no fool I” said Rex, as they took
off their British uniforms and donned the others. ' Have
you noticed how he has had these uniforms altered to fit
us—I expect he got copies of our clothing cards from the
squadron. That's what I call foresight; but that is why he
is where he is, I expect. He seems to have thought of
everything—papers, and even identity discs. Flying coats,
caps, goggles, the whole bag of tricks ready beside the
machine, That's pretty good. Our greatest danger lies in

etting to the lines,” uaiﬂ Rex, as they walked over to the
ﬂlwk-umned machine. “By James, it would be no joke to
be shot down by our own archie. Now, this is our plan.”

As the two airmen faced themselves o faint smile crossed
their faces.

“It is funny what a difference uniform makes,” observed
Rex. “It gave me quite a shock when I looked at you then
=you look exactly like a Hun!”

“¥F'm not sure that you aren’t one,” replied Tony, grin-
ving. "' But, seriously, what are we going to do?’

“1 am going to fly low down over that German aero
drome,"”’ answered Rex slowly. “T might even land.”

‘' Land 7

Rex nodded.

“It is taking a desperate risk, 1 know, but we are play-
ing a desperate game. If we do go down this is our story.
You are Ernst lgoeplcr: I am Adolf Wistmann. Thoso are
the names on the papers in our pockets, We are of the
07th Army Corps Squadron. We have got off our course
and have landed to ask the way. Get that firmly fixed in
your head. That's all.”

It sounds o feasible tale,” admitted Tony. “But I'll
tell you straight that this idea of landing gives me a funny
feeling in the tummy,”

“1 expect we shall get used to that,” eaid Rex, in a
atter-al fact voice. “If there ie any talking to be done

up at Rex and Tony in their German Hannoverana.
ony poured stream after stream of

The

were being attacked and they
lead before and behind the British machine in the
hit it as the Camel made its famous right hand turn, and dived
fire before he could release the triggers.

vou'd better leave it to me, although the less we say the
better.”

Under the Double Eagle.

HE Hannoverana was not a difficult machine to fly, as

I Rex soon discovered when they were in the air. lle

did not head straight towards the lines, because he

.knew that archie would be particularly bad there,
but climbed to the limit of the machine's performance, ready
to dive for the line at a moment’s notice.

Groups of white archie bursts goon began to gather around
them. At five thousand feet they were getting dangerously
near, and Rex waited no longer.

Turning towards the linee, he roared acroes, still followed
by the persistent gunners. He looked around to make sure
that Tony was unhurt, and smiled as the archic smoke died
away behind them.

Suddenly the smile gave way to an cxgreaeion of puzzled
surprise. LTony had grabbed his *mm, ut released them
again with a gesture of utter helplessness. The rattle of
a machine-gun reached his ears, and he whirled sharply
to ascertain the cause. A Camel was zooming up at them,
its twin guns belching strcams of orange flame.  lle
umlerstooé‘ 'ony’s uction *at once. They were being
attacked and they dare not shoot back. An ominous flack-
flack-flack told him that the Camel’s bullots were ripping
through the wood and canvas of the fuselage behind him.
He flung the stick over and kicked out his foot in a
vertical bank, and then sent a stream of tracer acrosx
the nose of their aggressor, The Camel swerved so violently
that Rex suspected that the pilot was a new man to the
game and prayed that he would not press the attack right
home. A

Ilis hopes were without foundation, for the Camel pilot
had  evidently made up his mind that this was an
gpportunity not to be missed. Bullet holes through his
planes showed Rex that the Camel pilot was making good
vhooting, and he knew that unless mlnothuq}: happened
toon a bullet would hit one or the other of them. Tony
was pouring burst after burst hefore and behind the seout.
Once, indeed, he actually hit him as the Camel made ite
famous right hand turn and dived straight through his
line of fire before he could release the triggers. The
Camel dropped a little farther behind, but did not relax
the ferocity of its attack.

(Rex and Tony ave in a pretty tight corner—they are
attacked but they can’t shoot back! Look out for thrills
in next week’s gripping instalment of this splendid story,)

Tue Gem Liprary. —No. 1310,
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TAMING OF THE TYRANT!

(Continucd fram page 24.)
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m G eTet el e el e
who seemed made of iron, took u firm grip
on Kerr's arm, and rin along helping b Added by the
grip of Figgmng, Kerr putoon anot her spurt, running with
toeeth elenched harvd, and lights dancing hefore his eyes.

D' Avey lost his fooling for a moment in the <lippery mnd,
and vecled, pushing agninst Tom Merry. The hero of the
shell staggered and flopped hodily into the water.

“Ti Jove, T sowwy 7

"And Figging,

Tom Merry's head eame up, his face disfignred with muod,

“Go it ! he managed to giasp.
them ! Run!”

“Yans, walhah!”

And D' Avey. sevambling from ihe water., hroke inlo
vapid ron on the track of the New lHonse hares,

Tom Moerry, who was hialf choked and blinded with water

“ Never mind me—cateh

a

and mud, dragged himsell out of the diteh, and reeled
exhausted against a tree.  After o moment or two he
resnmed the run, ot he knew that he was ont of it now,

Angeustus D' Aveyv.

A the finish, all depended npon Arvthur
hand= of the

Dhe honour of the School Honse was in the
swell of 8t Jim's

The pack, ns they eame punning np hopelessdy helind.
could see what prssed. Figging mnd Kerr weve in the vond
now, rimning for the gates af St Jim's. There was a erowd
of fellows there, watehing them come, Wildare and Darrell
and Monteith and other Sixth - Formers in the crowd =honted
enconragement, 1t had been o splendid run, amdd it was n
fine finish,

But even vel the end was uneeriain,

Avthur Angustus, with his monocle fiying behind hime and
an exlremely determined expression npon his featnres wa-
romning his havdest.  And the suell of the 8chiool House,
when he chose, was o fine ranner.

Yl if, Gossy !

B LTTRT Figgins "

YDenr me, Figgins appears to he vomning away from
comeone '™ said w vouth with o big forehead and w lavge
pair of spectacles. What is the matter?”

Bul nobody answered Skimpole,  They were all greatl
intorested in the elose finish of that great vun.

Skimpole blinked al the crowd in the gates, and blinked
at the vunners, e did not know that a paper chase was on
and he was too short=ighted (o see how matters stood. Dt
Skimpole, the freak of St Jim'= was good natured o oa
fault, Tt was elenr to hinn that Figeins was rnning away
frota somchody, nnd he thought at once of the Grannoarian-,

on,
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1le wondered why the other fellows did not go to the reacnag
but that did not prevent him from going to the resene him-
self. e ran out of the crowd at the gate,

There was a roar.

“Clear the way !"

“et aside !

&kimpole blinked vound in amazement., Figgins and Werr
ran right into him, and, too utterly fagged fo sistnin the
impact, they rolled in the dust of the road. The next
moment Arthur Augustus D'Arey was sprawling over [ARCUN

Skimpole sat in the road and hlinked,

“PDear me! What has happened 77

“Paui Jove, I've eaught voun "

“Caught na ! apluttered Figgina, throngh a monthfnl of

dust.  “You couldn’t eateh one halt of us! Tt was that
uss !

“Really, Figgins—"

“You—you- yon—"

“1 grust T Dinve not inconvenicneed ven in any way,

Figgins." snid Skimpole, blinking at hin, “1 snw A0 run
ning. and came to the resene”

S Oh, jump on him somehody 1

“Tai Jove, vou are an awful ass, Skimmy!
mucked ap the wan ot the vewy finish ! OF conrse,
Lave canght them, anyway!”

“Rara ! sand Figgina.

Tom Merry came panting ap.

SWell done, Gussy ! Te wasn't your fanlt thad Skinmv
was the only one in at the death. Will somebody Kindly
tuke Skimpole into a quict corner and suffocate it

“Ti Jove, the utfal ass onght 1o he suffocated, or sone-
thin' 1 Of conrse, T had pwactically eanght these honndali-"

“ Rats "

I vou say owals to me. Figgine—"

SAWell, 1 odo—whaole tribes of "em "™
SPhen if T owere not =0 exhansted T
adminstal a feahful thwashin®. Undai the cives—-

ST von eall this a win, Tom Merry——"

Tom Merry langhed,

CTCs all right, we don't Wo'll eall it o0 deaw.”

WOl hat'= only Tuir said Figgins. “T admit thad it
was a near ing, and we'll it over again with you with
pleasure.”

“

You Tave
1 -hould

dionld eortuinly

"

ai Jove, T'meowendy, any time gadd D Arey,

“Tmjolly well going to gret o wash and n foed 1" said
Tom Merry, going into the gateway, 10 vou chaps turn
up inomy study inoo gquaeter ol an hour yon will heor of
something to your :u|\u1||||1:"."

And they ted apsand they enjoyved o feed that made
Fatty Wynn, when he heavd of it wish he had stayed in to
the fini-lr of Tom Merey's paper-chaee,

THE END,

(Theye's a big sarprise in store for Tom Mevry & Co.
when Harry Noble eomes to St Jim's in nexl week's
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