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A Magnificent Long Complete Story of St. Jim’s, featuring

George Gore, the Bully of the

CHAPTER 1.
Gore Breaks Out!

RASH! Bump! %
Tom Merry jumped up, and a shower of blots
scattered from his pen upon the paper before him.

The leader of the School House at St. Jim’s gave
an angry snort. He was nearly at the end of a German
imposition when the sudden crash in the next study startled
him, and certainly it would be of no use to take that imposi-
tion to Herr Schneider now.

Bump !

“The silly asses!” muttered Tom Merry wrathfully.
“That’s Gore and Skimpole having another row !”

He stepped to the study wall, and rapped on it with his
knuckles.

“Shut up, in there !” he roared.

Bump !

“Will you be quiet?”

rash !

Tom Merry breathed hard through his nose, and went to
the door. He opened it, and as he looked out into the
Shell passage, the door of the next study opened, and George
Gore came out with a very flushed face.

He slammed the door behind him, with a slam that rang
the whole length of the Shell passage, and was heard nearly
all over the School House.

“You noisy ass!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Gore stared at him.
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Lower School, in a new role.

“What's the matter with you?” he demanded.

“You’ve made me spoil an impot!” said Tom Merry
wrathfully. “ Fifty lines for old Schneider, and now I've got
to do most of it over again !”

“Well, go and do it, then,” said Gore, “and be hanged
to you!”

Tom Merry looked at him. Gore had never been polite;
in fact, he was generally the reverse. When he was good-
tempered his manners left much to be desired. And he was
not frequently good-tempered. Gore had always been a
bully, and although he had certainly turned over a new leaf
of late, the old nature would keep cropping up. .

When he was in one of his tantrums, as the other fellow
called them, Gore was the old Gore again, and decidedly
unpleasant. And it was perfectly clear that he was in a
more than usually violent tantrum this time. At such times
he did not measure his words.
~ “I shall make as much row as I like in my own study!”
Gore went on deliberately. “I have been bumping Skim-
pole. He worries me! I’ve buzzed him into the corner, and
buzzed all his silly books at his head! And you can go and
eat coke!” d

Tom Merry pushed back his cuffs. :

“1 suppose you are looking for a thick ear!” he remarked.
“Come on, and select which one !”

“QOh, rats!”

Gore swung on down the passage. Although in a savage
and quarrelsome mood, he did not want to enter into a fistic
encounter with the champion athlete of the School House.

Tom Merry looked after him. He was greatly inclined to
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By MAmN CLIFFORD

" follow Gore down the passage and give him reason to be

sorry for his rudeness; but he had the impot to do, and
Tom was a peaceable chap. ¥
He turned back into his study, and was soon deep 1n
German characters again, working against time to get the
imposition through, which made the German writing look
more German than ever. g : e
Gore tramped down the passage with his hands in_his
pockets and a sullen frown upon his face. As he turned into
the Fourth Form passage to reach the stairs, Mellish and
Tevison came up to go into their study. Mellish and Levison
were the cads of the Fourth Form. 2 3
They stared at Gore as they caught sight of his frowning

ace.

“Tis lordship looks wrathy,” Levison remarked sarcasti-
cally. “Better give him a wide berth! I'm trembling!”

Mellish sniggered.

“So am I,” he remarked. “Hear me tremble.”

“Ha, hahal > ——~

Gore gave them an angry look. The remarks were
intended for his ears, and he heard them. He came striding
up to the two Fourth Formers, his hands clenched. It was
really not a safe moment for the two cads of the I'ourth to
worry Gore. DBut of late he had been so peaceable, in com-
parison to his former self, that they did not know the risk
they ran. At the present moment Gore was simply yearning
for a reasonable pretext to hammer somebody.

Levison looked at him with a sneering grin

“Had bad news, I suppose ?” he remarked.
home—eh 7

Gore started.

“How do you know I've had a letter from home?” he
demanded.

Levison grinned.

“Because I saw it in the rack before you took it,” he
replied, 3

“ And how do you know it was from home?” asked Gore,
in a very unpleasant tone. i

“] know your father’s fist.”

“You seem to take a lot of interest in other chap’s cor-
respondence !” said Gore.

“1 keep myself posted, you know,’
“1 always notice details of
that sort. I noticed the post-
mark, too—the place where
you live. And as I've heard
what a terror your father is,
I should say that he’s been
ragging you by post!”

“You ought to be a Sex-
ton Blake!” said Gore.

“Yes; I rather fancy my- 2
self in that line!” said Levison complacently. “And——

“But the Sexton Blake bisney isn’t exactly popular in
a school!” Gore suggested. “Fellows don't like having
their private business nosed out by an inquisitive cad ! They
don’t like Peeping Toms at work on their correspondence. I
don’t, anyway! And I'm jolly well going to give you a
licking for not minding your own business.”

“Here, hands off! Ow!”

“Yow !” howled Mellish.

Smack, smack !

Gore’s right caught Levison on hiz nose, and his left
landed on Mellish’s chin,

The two Fourth Formers staggered back, and Gore drove
hern into their study under a shower of blows.

“Take that—and that—and that[”

€« O‘V !,)

“Yow !”

“ fere, back up, Mellish!” shouted Levison desperately.
‘And he put up his hands to Gore, and resisted as much as
he could.

But Mellish had dodged round the table, and was looking
wildly at the window, as if minded to jump out. Gore
“went for ” Levison unmercifully. He hit out right and
1oft, and the cad of the Fourth was driven round the
study, vainly striving to defend himself. He had no chance
against the burly Shell fellow.

“Oh!” he roared. “Help! Yarooh! Help!

“Bai Jove! What’s the mattah here?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s, looked in
at the door of the study. At the same moment George
Ciore’s heavy fist caught Levison on the point of the chin,
a,ﬁdkhe went to the floor with a crash that made the study
shake.

" “Letter from

* said Levison airily.

But when cir £

2

Oh {?

Hot-tempered, quick to come to blows or to bully,
it follows that George Gore is always on the warpath.

to change his ways, he finds that the path of peace
is not so peaceful, either !

CHAPTER 2.
Gussy Butts In !
’ARCY jammed an eyeglass into his right cye, and
stared into the study. :
“What is the mattah here, dcah boys?”
Gore snapped his teeth.

“Mind your own bisney !” he replied.

“Weally, Gore——"

“Get out!”

D’Arcy came a step farther into the study.

“I wefuse to get out!” he said.” “I asked what the
glattah was here. If you have been up to your old twicks,

ore——

““Oh, buzz off I”

“He has,” groaned Mellish, caressing a damaged chin.
“The beast started on us for nothing, and without any
warning. Ow!”

Levison sat up. He passed his hand over an ecye that was
rapidly becoming discoloured, and then over his aching jaw.
“Oh!” he groaned. “The beastly bully !”

“Has the wottah been bullyin’ you, Levison

“Ow! Yes.”

D’Arcy looked thoughtful.

“Well, you are an awful wottah yourself, Levison,” he
remarked, “and Mellish is an awful wottah, too! I dare say
you deserved it. I am quite willin’ to listen to your explana-
tion, Gore!”

Gore laughed angrily.
*“Oh, go and cat coke!” he exclaimed.

. “I decline to do anything of the sort! I should be
inclined to thwash you in any case, but I do not wish to

L2

make my clothes dusty. Undah the cires, I shall bo
satisfied if you wetiah fwom the study.”

“Rats!”

D’Arcy pushed his white cuffs out of danger. Then Le
carefully put his monocle into his waistcoat pocket. Gore
watched these preparations with a sneering grin. Ile was

Eex}'}y much bigger than D’Arcy, and he was spoiling for a
ght. .
Levison picked himself up, gasping.

“That’s right, Gussy,” he said. “Go for him, and T'll
help you!”

“Pway do nothin’ of the sort, Levison. That would not
be cwicket. And pway do not call me Gussy; I am Gussy
only to my intimate fwiends. Gore, will you have the
extweme kindness to wetiah fwom this study, where you
are not wanted by the ownahs?”

. “No!” said Gore.
“If you do mot wetiah in

peace, I shall have mno

wesource bub to .gzvg you a

compel the bully of St. Jim’s gflgllfg}], “atllglv;lgs%;n ! said
“Rats I”

“Vewy well; I shall

thwow you out!”
“Comé on!” grinned Gore.

Arthur Augustus came on. Ile went for George Gore
with a rush, and grasped him round the neck. Ile gave a
wild yell as Gore’s fist thumped upon his nose, and Gore
roared as he rcceived D’Arcy’s knuckles in the ear. Then
they closed in a desperate wrestle, and struggled round the
study. Mellish and Levison had to dodge to avoid being
biffed over.

The two combatants crashed into the bookcase in the
corner, and there was a smash of breaking glass and a yell
from Levison.

“Look out!”

Crash !

Next moment D’Arcy and Gore crashed into a chair and
bumped to the floor. There was a shout from the passage,
and two or three juniors looked in. 'The noise had been
heard afar.

Blake, Herrics, and Dighy—Arthur Augustus’ study-mates
in Study No. 6—stared into Levison’s study in blank amaze-
ment.

“My hat! It's Gussy breaking up the happy home!”
exclaimed Blake. “Don’t kill him, Gussy. You know how
terrible you are when you start.”

“Bai Jove !”

“What’s the row about?” asked Digby, grinning.

“I'm chuckin’ this wottah out!” gasped D’Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Weally, you fcllows »

“He looks more like chucking you out!’ grinned
L g Y g8
Herries. =

“Weally, Hewwics——"

Bump! \

Arthur Augustus rolled over on his back, and Gore sat
astride of his chest. The bully of the Shell proceeded to
bump the back of D’Arcy’s head on the floor.
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Blake ran into the study.

“None of that, you cad!” he exclaimed. :

The chums of the Fourth grasped Gore, dragged him off
the swell of St. Jim’s, and flung him out bodily into the
passage. Gore rolled on the linoleum with a grunt. He was
upon his feet in a moment, panting breathlessly, his eyes
gleaming with rage. But he did not venture to rush into
the study again.

The chums of the Fourth were rather too many for him.

D’Arcy staggered up.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped, looking down at his clothes in
dismay. “I am In a howwid state. Where is that wottah
Gore? Gore, I shall let you off for the pwesent, as I am
in such a feahful state, but pwesently I shall give you a
feahful thwashin’—"

““Oh rats!” said Gore from the passage.

And he tramped away. :

Arthur Augustus hesitated.

“Bai Jove! I've a jolly good mind to go aftah him now
and give him a feahful thwashin’! Aftah all, I cannot get
much dustiah——?"

* Haha;- hal’?

“ Weally, Blake—" )

“ Better. have the gloves on in the gym,” said Blake. “I
should recommend a wash now. I can’t have you in my
study in that dirty state.”

“Weally, deah boy—" s

Arthur Augustus looked at himself in the glass. He did
not stay to finish his remarks; he realised that a wash was
necessary. 'To be untidy or dirty was torture itself to the
clegant swell of St. Jim’s. .

He hurried to a bath-room, and comforted himself with
steaming water and lathering soap.

CHAPTER 3.
Caught in the Aect!

tie as he walked down the passage.
He dusted his face with his handkerchief, and
pulled his jacket straight. He was not very much
the worse for his encounter with the swell of St. Jim’s—the
brunt of the battle had fallen upon D'Arcy. Gore was
feeling victorious, which was the worst feeling h& could have
in his present mood, for it made him more quarrelsome than
e

GEORGE GORE put his collar straight and retied his

ver.

Gore had a letter in his pocket from his father, and that
letter made him savagely angry, and he was anxious to find
someone to wreak his anger upon. It was not very reason-
able, but Gore never was very reasonable.

He walked out into the old quad, the sullen frown still
upon his face. Tom Merry’s chums, Monty Lowther and
Manners, were chatting outside the School House. They
looked at Gore—they could hardly help noticing his sullen
face. Gore looked back at them with a sullen stare.

“ Anything wrong?” asked Lowther.

“Yes,” snapped Gore. “But I don’t see that it’s any
business of yours.”

Monty Lowther reddened.

“Well, of all the pigs, I think you take the cake;” he
remarked. “I’ve a jolly good mind to give you a thick ear.”

“Come on, then!” said Gore.

“Looking for trouble?” asked Manners.

“Just as you like.” X

Monty Lowther took a step towards him. But just outside
the School House was hardly the place for a row. They
were under the view of half a dozen masters’ and prefects’
study windows.

“Come into the gym, will you?” said Lowther.

“No, I won’t!”

“Then shut up !

“QOh, rats!” said Gore. “Go and eat coke !”

And he swung away.

“Something wrong with his lordship,” Lowther observed.
“I shall have something to say to him when I see him
again somewhere a little less public.”

Gore was laying up some accounts to be settled after-
wards: He did not seem to care.

He strolled away towards the gates. Under the old elms,
ncar the-porter’s lodge, two fags of the Third Form were
indulging in the pleasures of an argument. They were
Wally D’Arcy—D’Arcy minor—and Jameson, his chun.
Chumminess in_the Third Form at St. Jim’s appeared to
consist chicfly in having rows; and on those lines Wally
and Jameson were great chums. :

“Oh, cheese it }” Jameson was saying. “You can call it
offside if you like, but my idea is that you’re wrong!”

*“Silly ass!” said Wally, with equal politeness. “If the
weather wasn't so blessed warm, I'd jam your silly napper
against that tree !” .

“Just you try it !” said Jameson,

“T1 jolly well will—=" :
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“Hold that row, you young sweeps!” said Gore’s dis-
agreeable voice. -

The two fags turned towards him. In an instant their
own quarrel was suspended at a sign of interference from a
2w in a higher Form. They glared at the Shell fellow
aggressively. :
aillo !” said Wally. “What do you want? Where did
you get that face? Did you dig it up, or win it in a raffle 7”
“Tug it up, I should say, and knocked it with a spade,”
said Jameson; “that’s the only way of accounting for the.
features I”

Gore snorted. In his prefent humour he was not likely to
take the elegant badinage of the Third Form quietly. He
advanced upon the two fags, expecting them to run; but
{heyddid not run. They stood their ground and put up their
nandas.

“You beastly bully !” said Wally.

“Rotten cad !” said Jameson.

Smack! Biff !

Jameson reeled away from a heavy backhander, which
knocked his guard aside and caught him on the ear. Wally
wriggled in the grip of the bully of the Shell.

“You cad !” he panted.

CGore gritted his teeth.

“Take that, you checky young bounder !*

Smack, smack !

“Ow !” roared Wally. “Rescue, Jimmy !

Jameson rushed to the rescue at once. But the two fags
were no match for the bullying Shell fellow, who was big
enough and old enough to be in the Fifth, if he had not
been kept back for laziness.

Gore, with a savage grin, seized the two fags by the
collar, and, holding them almost at arm’s length, knocked
their heads together.

Crack, crack!

“Ow 1” gasped Wally.

“Yaroooh I” panted Jameson.

Gore grinned evilly.

The two fags were quite powerless in his strong grasp, and
Gore was enjoying himself. This was better than bumping
Skimpole or fighting with D’Arcy.

In spite of the frantic struggles of Wally and Jameson, he
brought their heads together again with a loud and sound-
Ing crack. -

“Yah! Oh!2

« YOOp P

The fags’ heads were singing and aching, and they
struggled ferociously, but in vain. Gore was too strong
for them, and Gore was not merciful. . :

A stout, hard-faced gentleman, who had just walked in
at the gates of St. Jim’s, and was about to follow the
drive up to the School House, paused as he heard the sharp
cries under the trees, and locked in that direction.

The stout gentleman had a very hard face, and it seemed
to grow harder and sterner as he saw what Gore was doing.

H> left the path and crossed the grass towards the elm-
trees. Upon the soft %rass his heavy footsteps made no
sound, and both the bully and his victims were too excited
to notice the agproach of a stranger.

“Ow 1” yelled Wally, as his head cracked against Jame-
son’s again. “Won’t I pay you out for this! Ow! Leggo!

“Leggo !” groaned Jameson. “Ow! Chuck it!”

Crack, crack!

“Yarcooh |”

The stout gentleman had arrived upon the scene. He
fixed a deadly glare upon George Gore.

“George !” he thundered.

Gore jumped.

The bully of the Shell released the two fags. Wally and
Jameson staggered away from him, holding their headys and
gasping. Gore fixed a terrified look upon the stern-faced,
stout gentleman.

“Father |” he gasped.

[

CHAPTER 4.
Father and Son.

% ATHER !”? <
That word, which should have been the tenderest
but one to any boy, was evidently without any
tender associations for George Gore. Any associa-
tions it had were of fear and dislike; of high-handed harsh-
neﬁs on the one side and suppressed rebelliousness on the
other. :

Wally gave a soft whistle.

“My only Aunt Jane!” he murmured. “Gore’s in for it
now. I’ve seen his pater before, and I don’t envy himj!
Let’s cut.”

Jameson nodded. They “cut.”

Mr. Gore did not glance at them. His eyes were fixed
upon his son with a freezing stare. Gore, after gasping
out that one word, remained dumb.

“You expected me !” said Mr. Gore at last.

“Ye-es, father 1

e :n,’~,\@
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“Did you get up this little scene for my especial benefit ?”
€ *_no »

“No!” said Mr. Gore, with ferocious sarcasm “I am
surprised ! I should have thought that you had arranged it
for me, so that I could have no further possible doubt that
all T have heard about my son is true—that he is a bully,
a }')101111129‘” and a young scoundrel !”

“I have come here,” said Mr. Gore, “because I have
received unfavourable reports of you from Dr. Holmes.”

Gore looked sullen.

“The Head has always been against me,” he muttered.

“Don’t try to browbeat me!” thundered Mr. Gore. I
will not be argued with. I refuse to be bullied, sir,
especially by my own son! Do you understand ?”

“But 1 wasn’t—"

“Silence, sir!”

Gore was silent.

“The Head states plainly in his letter that he has seen
signs of improvement in you, and that your Form-master

% Sy e O
/ / “
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too lazy to work; you remain in the Shell at an age when
most boys are passing out of the Fifth into the Sixth. I
dare say you find life here very easy and lazy—better than
working m your father’s office, and helping to contribute
to your own maintenance.”

“Oh, father!”

“Don’t answer me back! I forbid you to do so.”

Gore held his tongue. His father was seldom reasonable,
but he seemed to be even a little less reasonable than usual
that afternoon.

The two, father and son, were, very much alike, as a
matter of fact, although each greatly disliked his own
qualities as seen in the other.

It was useless to argue with Mr. Gore, and the gentlest
reply was taken by him as an argument. The only method
was to bow one’s head to the storm, and wait for it to pass
over.

“You have had a lesson and a second chance once,” said
Mr. Gore. “You have not profited by them. If you do

,/é
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f“Ow! Yaroogh! " yelled Wally and Jameson as Qore brought their heads together with a crack. ‘““Ow! Leggo!"
¢ Qeorge ! !’ thundered the stout gentleman who had arrived on the scene unnoticed. The bully looked up with a

start.

was favourably impressed,” said Mr. Gore, “but that you
have apparently abandoned the new line of conduct you
have followed since the time you narrowly escaped being
expelled from the school. The lesson has been lost upon
vou, sir, after all. Cases of bullying have been brought to
his notice, and you have been reported by the prefects as
addicted to smoking!”
“Only one cigarette—"

“One cigarette to a boy of your-age is as bad as a
hundred,” thuudered Mr. Gore. “A criminal might as
well state that he has committed only one burglary. It is
the principle of the thing, sir.”

“But—"

“Don’t argue with me! I refuse to be argued with by
an insclent boy. I have come here to take you away from
the school.” :

Gore staggered.

“Take me away?”’ he gasped.

S ¥os

“Oh, father!”

“Ah! You do not want to leave the school, hey?”

“0Oh, no, no!” :

&1 mmagined not,” said Mr. Gore satirically. You are

‘ Father !’ he gasped.

not wish to leave the school, you have only yourself to
thank for being forced to do so.”

Gore bit his lip hard.

“Ah, you have nothing to say for yourself, I sce,” said
Mr. Gore. “Of course, I quite expected that.”

That was another of Mr. Gore’s sweet, reasonable ways.
If anyone replied to him, it was insolence and arguing; if
anyone did not reply, it was because he had nothing te
say for himself.

Mr. Gore had his victim either way.

Gore dropped his eyes.

“I am going to take you away from this school with
me,” went on the parent. “After all, it is time that you
learned to help support yourself. No wonder you dare not
look your father in the face, under the circumstances.”

The unfortunate Gore raised his eyes again.

There was no doubt that Gore was a bully, and that his
character was made up chiefly of defects, but heredity had
something to do with it, and Gore had been very unfortunate
in his father. Mr. Gore was hardly the man to bring up
a son to be kind and gentle in his ways.

“I am now going to see the headmaster,” said Mr. Gore,
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“You may go to your study. I shall see you again before
1‘ 22

go.

“Very well, father.” 4

George Gore turned away, and walked towards the School
House. . z

Mr. Gore snorted as he looked after him, and blew his
nose loudly. Mr. Gore was evidently in a very bad temper
that afternoon. .

Gore went to his study. . A

Skimpole of the Shell was there. =~ Skimpole had the
doubtful pleasure of sharing that study with Gore. There
was a big bruise on Skimpole’s cheek, which made his
glasses set a little awry, and kept him incessantly blinking,
He blinked at Gore. .

The bully of the Shell scowled back at him.

“Get out !” he said. :

“Really, Gore,” said Skimpole, who was the mildest-
tempered fellow in the Shell, as he needed to be, to get on
in any way with George Gore. “Really, I have some
work to do.”

Gore picked up an inkpot. = =2

“Get out, or I'll buzz this at you!” he exclaimed. My
pater’s coming in here to see me and I don’t want you
here. Get out!”

“If you had explained that at first, Gore, I should l_lavg
acceded willingly to your request that I should retire,
said Skimpole, in his long-winded way. “Under the
circumstances, Gore——"

“Get out, you ass!”

“Really—"

Swish ! 5 :

The ink flew out of the inkpot in a stream, and it caught
Skimpole in one ear. The unfortunate junior gave a wild
yell, and clapped his hand to his ear.

“Yarooooh ! 5

“Now will you buzz off and stop jawing

“Really: Ow !I”?

Gore rushed at him and seized him by the shoulders and
whirled him out of the study doorway. Skimpole collapsed
in the passage. His spectacles fell off, and he groped for
them wildly.  Gore took his books from the table, and
hurled them after him, pelting Skimpole as he groped
blindly for his spectacles.  The last of the books hurled
forth, Gore slammed the study door.

“Dear me!” gasped Skimpole. -

And in a state of great confusion of mind the short-
sighted junior gathered up his books and trotted away
down the passage.

Gore threw himself into a chair in the study in deep and
gloomy thought. ;

He had feared a “row” when he received his father’s
letter that day. His father seldom wrote to him excepting
for the purpose of calling him to account in some way.
He had expected a severe lecture, which he would have
endured with sullen fortitude, and perhaps a licking, which
he would have had to put up with. But to be taken away
from the school—that was too bad!

What a fool he had been! Gore spent most of his time
at St. Jim’s in making himself disagreeable. But he-liked
the school, and he shivered at the idea of being taken away
and placed in his father’s office under the terrible eye of
his parent. He had had a narrow escape of that once
before—he had been expelled from 8t. Jim’s—and he had
run away from home, and the Head had taken pity on
him and allowed him to return to the school.

Gore had been very careful for some time after that,
but gradually he had slipped back into the old ways. It
seemed to be in his nature, and he could not help it. Ag
all events, he did not help it.

There seemed to be no curing him. But now—now that
it was too late—he realised what a fool he had been!
* If only he could have had another chance!

But if he had it, he would probably lose it as he had
lost the other. It seemed that he was fated to make a
fool of himself. And how unfortunate that his father
should have caught him in the very act of bullying the
fags! That act had been so utterly uncalled for and
unjustifiable—the act of a sheer bully.

It served him right, as he realised with a groan. Why
‘couldn’t he have had more sense?’

And he was to go! To leave the school, the familiar

-faces, the green playing fields, the shining river, for a
stuffy office and a pen, a desk and a high stool, and his
father’s voice within hearing. And it was his own fault,!
" Gore realised that quite clearly; but it was no comfort
to him. That afternoon he had made more than one boy
miserable in the schaol; but as he sat there in his study,
«with his gloomy and bitter thoughts, he was certainly the
most miserable fellow at St. Jim’s.
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97

roared Gore.

THE GEM LIBRARY

CHAPTER 5. |
The Head’s Adviee.

“ oy I»

B Tom Merry looked round. He did not know
whether the monosyllable was fired at him or not,
but he thought it was, and he looked round,

Mr. Gore had just entered the School House.

Tom Merry had finished his imposition at last, and had

come down with it in his hand, to take it to the German

-master’s study. As he was the only fellow in the Hall

besides the stout gentleman, Tom Merry concluded that he
was the person addressed.

“Yes, sir?” he said.

“Show me to the Head.”

Tom Merry coloured. He had no objection whatever to
showing anybody to the Head’s study; he was the most
obliging of boys. But he had a very strong objection to
being ordered about by anybody who was not entitled to
give him orders. He had seen’ Mr. Gore once before on
the occasion of that gentleman’s visit to St. Jim’s, and he
had not liked him. People very seldom did like Mr. Gore.

“If you touch the bell, the page will come and show
you the way, sir,” he said.

“Don’t be insolent, boy!” snorted Mr. Gore. “You are,
I suppose, one of those insolent rascals who has led my son
into bad ways.”

Tom Merry turned crimson.
~“Your son didn’t want much leading,” he retorted,
= an("l. I have precious little to do with him, I can tell
you.”

“ Boy !” thundered Mr. Gore.

_Tom Merry turned away. He did not wish to be imper-
tinent to a man old enough to be his father, but Mr. Gore
was certainly very provoking.

Mr. Gore rang the bell angrily, and Toby, the page,
appeared.

He showed the irate old gentleman to the Head’s study.
_Dr. Holmes rose to receive his visitor, suppressing a
sigh. He had had one interview with Mr. Gore, which he
never forgot. Mr. Gore had come and gone like a whirl-
wind, leaving the quiet, scholarly old gentleman in a state
of mental confusion that he did not recover from for quite
a long time.

. “Ah, Mr Gore!” said Dr. Holmes. “Pray be seated,
sir. I expected you, as I had your letter this morning.”

Mzr. Gore placed his cane and his silk hat upon one chair,
and himself upon another.

“I wrote you in reply to your letter, sir,” he began.

“Which was written in reply to one from you, Mr. Gore.”

“Exactly.”

“I am, of course, very pleased to seé the parents of any
of my boys.” said the Head. If he had stopped to reflect,
the Head would have realised that that was a statement
which George Washington would have hesitated to make.
“But the purpose of this visit—"

“You have complained of my son—"

“Allow me! You wrote to me asking me to tell you
exactly how your son had progressed since the time he was
allowed to return to St. Jim’s, and to tell you frankly
whether the improvement in his character had been per-
manent,” said the Head. “In reply ‘o that letter, I could
only state the preciss facts to you. Gore showed decided
improvement for a considerable time, but he has of late
shown a falling back into the old ways. I hear so from
his Form-master and from the prefects. But I hope—>

Mr. Gore waved his hand.

“In a case like this there is no room for hope,” he said.
“If such a lesson as my son received did not cure him,
there is no cure to be fourid in this school, and the best
thing he can do is to leave it.”

Dr. Holmes started a little.

“You intend to take your boy away?*

“Yes, sir.”

“This is rather sudden, is it not?”

“There is no need to dawdle, sir, when one’s mind is
made up,” replied Mr. Gore. “I am a business man, sir.
I am ‘not in the habit of wasting time In business, sir,
minutes are precious. This afternoon T found that I could
make time to take the journey. I leave London for Edin-
burgh at seven o’clock, and I found I had time to come
down here before leaving for Edinburgh. It would have
been absurd to put it off in order to reflect upon a matter
already decided.”

“1 suppose so,” murmured the Head.

“I am therefore prepared to take my son away at once,”
said Mr. Gore, rising.

The Head seemed to hesitate.

“Pray pardon me,” he said. “I suppose it is really no
business of mine, but I take.an interest in your son, as in
all my pupils. May I inquire what you intend for him?”*
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‘1 shall take him inte my office, sir,” said Mr. Gore.
“He will begin at the bottom of the ladder, and work his
way up, as his father has done.”

“He may not have the abilities of his father,” the Head
suggested.

Mr. Gore smiled grimly.

“In that case, he can remain at the bottom of the ladder—
the proper place for those who cannot or will not work,”
he said. “He has every chance of making a career for
himself. The responsibility is his. I need not waste your
time any further, sir. My own time, too, is of value.
must catch the half-past five at Rylcombe Station.”

“One more word, sir. If your boy were given another
chance—"

Mr. Gore shook his head.

“Quite useless, sir,” he said.

“You are resolved to take your son away, then, with
you now?” :

“Yes; if he cannot pack up-in time to catch the train,
his belongings can be sent after him, I presume?”

“Certainly. But—"

“As for the fees, which have been paid in advance for
the term, I do not, of course, expect any part of them
to be returned,” said Mr. Gore. “I am a business man.?

The Head coloured.

“I was not thinking of the fees,” he said. “If you are
determined to take your boy away, there is nothing more
to be said. I think it would be advisable to give him
another chance, that is all.”

“H’m! I will talk to him and—and see,” said Mr. Gore.
“1 have a great respect for your judgment, sir. A man
who can successfully run a school of this size, without a
previous business training, is a man whose mental calibre
I can respect. I will, then, speak to George once more, and
see if I can find any possible reason for giving him one
more chance. Good-afternoon, sir.”

“ Good-afternoon, Mr. Gore !” .

The Head shook hands with his visitor, who quitted
the study. His heavy footsteps sounded along the passage.
Dr. Holmes sank into his chair, feeling quite limp. Mr.
Gore often had that effect upon people he visited.

CHAPTER 6.
Not Funny for Mr. Gore!

™ HICH is my son’s study ?”
Mr. Gore propounded that query as he met
Jack Blake of the Fourth in the ¥ourth Form
passage. Mr. Gore had been to his son’s study
before, and, consequently, he tried to make his way there
alone on this occasion; but he had forgotten the passage
and forgotten the number since his last visit.

Mr. Gore looked severely at Blake as he asked him.
He always looked severely at boys when he spoke to them.
He appeared to have an idea that it was rather impertinent
of boys to exist at all, and that the more boys were sat
upon the better it was for them and for everybody else.

Blake was about the last junior in the School House
to be sat upon with impunity. He looked at Mr. Gore,
and remembered him. Mr. Gore’s was a personality not
easily forgotten. But his hectoring manner did not please
Blake at all. -

“ Excuse me, sir,” said Blake, with dangerous politeness,
$did you do me the honour of addressing me, sir?”

“1 asked you which is my son’s study?

“That depends, sir.”

“What?” :

“It depends upon who your son is, sir,” Blake explained,
with a very innocent smile.

“My name is Gore.”

“QOh, Gore! There’s a fellow of that name in the Shell,
sir.”
“Will you show me the study?2

“Which study, sir?”

“My scn’s study.”

“(George’s, sir?”

“Yes; my son’s name is George.” 2

“QOh dear! George will be so glad to see you, sir,”
slui_dI Blake, and he added under his breath: “I don’t
think !I”

“What did you say, boy?”

“Lovely weather, sir, isn’t it?”

“I have no time to discuss the weather with a silly
boy,” said Mr. Gore. “Show me the way, and then
begone.”

“My hat{”

Blake led the way down the passage. Mr. Gore’s manners
and customs did not please Blake a little bit. He was
leading him to the Shell studies, but he did not mean to
lead him to the right one. If Mr. Gore wanted a service
r(ﬁnd%rq;{, he should have taken the trouble to be polite
about it.

7,

Blake went down- the end of the Shell passage, and
started up the box-room stairs. Mr. Gore paused.

“I do not remember going up these stairs on the occasion
of my last visit to my son’s study,” he remarked.

“Perhaps not, sir. Memory often fails as we get on in
years, sir,” Blake suggested.

Mr. Gore snorted.

“Lead on, and hold your tongue,’”” he said.

Blake grinned and led on.

Mr. Gore followed him angrily up the stairs. He seemed
to take that additional staircase as a personal injury.

Blake opened the door of the hox-room, and stood aside
politely for Mr. Gore to enter. The stout gentleman
passed in without a word of thanks. Mr. Gore regarded
thanks as an unnecessary and superfluous waste of breath.

Blake closed the door quickly, and made a clicking
sound with the handle, as if he were locking it. Then he
scooted downstairs at top speed.

Mr. Gore looked round the room he found himself in.

It was a dusty old room, lighted by a single small-
window, and half-filled with empty boxes and trunks and
lumber of all kinds.

That it was not a junior study was apparent at a glance.
Mr. Gore simply snorted with wrath. That a junior
should dare to show him into the box-room was amazing
and most exasperating.

* The irate gentleman grasped his cane hard. He would
have been very glad to have Jack Blake of the Fourth
(Continued on the next page.)
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‘within hitting distance just then. e remembered the

click at the door, and snorted again. He had not the
slightest doubt that the junior had locked him in. He strode
to the door and rapped upon it with his cane.

Rap, rap, rap!

“Open this door, you young scoundrel I”

Rap, rap, rap!

Blake’s footsteps died away in the distance. Mr. Gore
was purple with wrath. He¢ thrashed the door with his
cane as if it had been Jack Blake instead. The blows
rang and echoed through the School House passages, till
the cane split in two, and Mr. Gore had a narrow escape
from the flying fragments. He dodged it, and whacked
the door with redoubled fury with the piece that was left
in his hand.

Crash, crash, crash!

A voice yelled up the box-room stairs:

“Stop that row, you noisy idiot, or I'll come up to

ou!” :

e Tt was the gentle voice of Knox of the Sixth, the prefect.

Mr. Gore whacked the door with louder and more
tremendous whacks, at the prospect of being heard and
released. ;

There was a sound of tramping footsteps on the stairs.
Knox came up in a towering rage, not in the least doubting
that it was some humorous junior who was making the
uproar, and that he refused to desist from_ pure * cheek.”

The handle was turned from the outside, and the door
flung open so suddenly that Mr. Gore was very nearly
knocked backwards by it.

“Now, you young fool I’ roared Knox. “Oh, my hat!”

He stared blankly at Mr. Gore.

“Great Scott! Who are you?”

“My name is Gore, sir!” roared the stout gentleman.

“Oh, Gore’s pater, I suppose ?” said Knox. “Well, I must
say I'm surprised at tricks of this sort in a man of your
age, sir.”

“What?” choked Mr. Gore. “I was trying to aitract
attention.”

“You could have done that by standing on your head
in the quad, without the trouble of coming all this way
upstairs,” said Knox.

“You—you idiot !” panted Mr. Gore. “I was trying to
attract attention in order to be released from this room.
I have been locked up in this room by an insolent junior.”

“What rot !” said Knox, “The door wasn’t locked.”

“Not locked ?”

“Certainly not!”

“What—what ?”’ - 3

“There isn’t even a key in the lock,” grinned Knox.
“What on earth could have made you imagine it was
locked I don’t know !” 5

Mr. Gore stared at the lock. There wasn’t any sign
of a key there. He gasped for breath.

“T—T1 heard a sound, and—and concluded—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“There is nothing to laugh at!”’ thundered Mr. Gore.

Knox apparently thought there was; he could not con-
trol his merriment. He staggered out of the room, roaring
with laughter. Mr. Gore, breathing fury, followed him.

He was quite purple as he descended into the Shell

passage.

[ —

CHAPTER 7.
The Bully’s Promise!

EORGE GORE was standing in his study doorway—

G he had been disturbed by the noise in the box-
room above. :

Mr. Gore caught sight of him and stopped, needing

no further guide to his son’s stud¥.

Gore looked at his father’s purple face in dismay. When
his father looked like that, Gore looked for trouble.

“Is—is anything the matter, father?” Gore [altered.

“Yes,” snorted Mr. Gore. “VYes, I have been treated
with insolence and derision by a rascally young scoundrel,
while my dutiful and idiotic son was sitting in his study
Ivithout thinking of how his father was to find his way
here.”

“You—you told me to wait in my study,’”’ faltered Gore.

“Don’t argue with me!”

“I thought you knew the way, father—”

“If you are insolent I shall chastise you, George!”

Gore relapsed into silence.

Mr. Gore planted himself firmly in the armchair, and
planted his feet firmly on the rug, and planted his elbows
firmly on the arms of the chair. He fixed his eyes firmly
upon his son.

“George!”” rapped out Mr. Gore,
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“ Yes, father??

“I came down here to take you away from the school.
Dr. Holmes thinks, however, that it would be judicious te
give you another chance.”

Gore brightened up perceptibly.

“Yes, father.”

“The question is,”’ said Mr. Gore, “whether you would
have enough sense to make the most of a chance if ‘I
gave you one?”’

“Oh, yes, father.”

“You did not do so in the previous instance.”

“No, father.” .

. “But_you think you can promise more judicious conduct
in the future?’?

“Yes, father.”

“Bah!” exclaimed Mr. Gore, in exasperation. “Are
you an utter idiot? Cannot you say anything at all except
¢ Yes, father,” and ¢ No, father’?”

“Yes, father—I mean, no, father,”” stammered Gore.

Mr. Gore snorted contemptuously.

“I don’t know what I have done to have an utter fool
for a son!” he said. “However, to resume. Your great
fault, George, is that youw have a hasty and uncontrolled
temper, that you are overbearing and bullying, and that
you are lacking in good manners and self-control.”

Gore was silent. He could not help thinking that if he
had those qualities they had probably descended to him
on his father’s side, but it was almost as much as his life
was worth to say so.

“I found you quarrelling and fighting when I arrived
here,” said Mr. Gore. “You are always quarrelling and
fighting—generally, I believe, with smaller boys than your-
seLf. Is thz’x’t not the case?”

“To bully, or even to raise the voice, to one smaller
than yourself, and at your mercy, is wrong and cowardly !”
thundered Mr. Gore.

Gore suppressed a grin just in time. It was what his
father was doing at that very moment, but Gore senior was
not blessed with a sense of humour.

“If you can definitely promise a change in this respect,
am willing to give you a chance,” said Mr. Gore. “I
am going away to Edinburgh, and shall return in four
days. I am willing to give you those four days to make
a new start. If you have not changed your ways by then
you leave the school. You understand ?°’

“Ye-es, father.”

“You will promise me,” resumed Mr. Gore, with
terrific seriousness, “on your word of honour, not to enter
into a fight of any kind while I am away at Edinburgh.
If you break your word I have done with you.”

“I promise not to begin a fight; but—but suppose &
chap goes for me, all of his own accord—"

“It would probably be on account of your having
bullied him at some time, I dare say,” said Mr. Gore
dryly. “In that case you would be compelled to take the
punishment quietly, and you should be thankful for an
opportunity of learning the great lesson of self-control.”

“But—but the fellows will think I'm a coward if I let
the fellows hit me!” gasped Gore.

“Very well,”” said Mr. Gore, rising squarely. “I have
given you your chance, and you have declined it. I have
no more to say. Therz will be no time to pack your box
now, but Dr. Holmes will have it sent after you. Get
your cap and come with me.”

Gore shivered.

“Qh, father! I—JI—I—"

“Is your cap here?” asked Mr. Gore.

“No, it’s downstairs, father. I—I—"

“Then follow me downstairs.”

Mr. Gore opened the study door. Gore followed him
into the passage despairingly.

“Father, I—I—I’ll promise anything, but don’t take me
away from St. Jim’s.”

Mr. Gore halted. ;

Levison of the Fourth was just coming round the
corner from the Fourth Form passage, but as he heard
Gore’s words he halted and drew behind the corner.
From that spot he could hear every word that was spoken
in the Shell passage, and Levison’s besetting sin was curic-
sity. Neither father nor son was looking in his direction,
and they had not noticed his momentary appearance and
his sudden backing away.

Gore was in too anxious and disturbed a frame of mind
to notice anything just then.

Mr. Gore was regarding his son with hard, stern eyes.

“You are willing to promise, George?” 5

“Ye-es!”” groaned Gore. .

“Mind, if you break your promise the punishment wiil
be more severe than merely being taken away from the
school,” said Mr. Gore harshly. “If I found my son to be
dishonourable as well as bullying and overbearing, I should
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cast him off, sir. I should no longer regard him as &
son of mine.”

“I—1I shall keep the promise, father.”

“You had better1 Now, then, you promise me, on your
word of honour, to enter into no quarrel at all during the
four days that I am absent at Edinburgh. Even ifsyou
are attacked in the most unprovoked manner you will not
retaliate. You will take any insult, and even any_ blow,
without raising your hand. If you can pass through that
ordeal I shall consider that you are learning self-control,
and shall give you a further chance to remain at this
school and adopt the career that was originally intended
for you. If you fail, I shall remove you from the school.
You understand ?”

“Yes, father.”

“And you promise on your honour?”

“Yes, father!” groaned Gore.

“That is all then. You need not come to the station
with me. Good-bye !”

And Mr. Gore, without staking hands with his son,
tramped away.

. Levison heard his heavy footsteps coming, and dodged
into a study to escape his sight.

Mr. Gore passed on and descended the stairs.

In the Hall he glanced at the clock, calculating whether
he had time to call in at the Head’s study and complain of
the trick an unknown junior had played upon him. But he
had left himself only just time to walk to the station.

For economical reasons he had not taken the station
cab. He strolled out of the House, marched squarely
across the quad, and tramped away towards Rylcombe.

“That’s Gore’s pater,”” said Monty Lowther, who was
lounging in the gateway with Manners. ‘Nice, gentle
expression on his chivvy, isn’t there?”

“I don’t envy Gore the visits!” grinned Manners.

“My hat! Rather not!” Monty Lowther turned info
the quad. “That reminds me—I've got to talk to Gore.
I was keeping off the grass while his pater was here. But
I owe Gore a dot in the eye, and I think it’s time to
pay up.”

“Hear, hear!” said Manners.

And the chums of the Shell went to look for Gore. The
bully had sown the wind that afternoon, and now he was
going to reap the whirlwind. There were quite a
number of fellows at St. Jim's who had little accounts to
settle with George Gore that afternoon, and it was cer-
%aing the most awkward time they could have chosen—
or Gore.
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CHAPTER 8.
The Path of Peace!

EORGE GORE went back to his study and shut the
door. He sat down in a chair, and drove his hands
deep into his pockets and thought it out.

He had got himself this time into about the
biggest scrape of his career at St. Jim’s. He realised that.
If he entered into a single fight of any kind during the
next four days his father would take him away, and there
would be no hope of return.

How he was to keep quite clear of all quarrels for four
days was a puzzle.

But he had to do it. It was either that or leaving the
school; and the more he thought of leaving the school and
commencing work in his father’s office, under the shadow
of his father’s frown, the less he liked it.

And if he broke his promise there was little hope of
concealing the fact. When Mr. Gore returned he would
inquire. If Gore had been in any fights in those four days
the facts would come out. Fellows like Mellish and
Levison would give him away with pleasure, especially if
they could seriously injure him thereby. Gore’s treatment
of them that very afternoon had not given them  any
cause to regard him with kindness. But even if his
schoolfellows did not betray him, the masters or prefects
would know the facts and would tell his father the truth.

He had to keep clear of fighting. But how?

That was the question. Gore had a sharp temper—some-
times almost ungovernable. He had a habit of bullying
and cuffing and ragging. Besides that, he had a certain
amount of bulldog courage, which would not allow him to
submit to bullying himself. For all these reasons, it would
be little short of a miracle if he kept clear of a fight for
the space of four days.

The door of the study opened.

Skimpole of the Shell came in. Skimpole had two bruises
on his ample forehead and one on his cheek, and his
spectacles were more sideways than ever. Skimpole found
it difficult to see through them, and he was blinking his
eyes in a way that was really painful to look at.

There was an expression of unusual determination upon
Skimpole’s face. As a rule Skimpole, the genius of the
Shell, was the meekest and mildest of juniors. He buried
himself in the contemplations of such questions as Evolu-
tion and Determinism, and was quite lost to practical
things. He never lost his temper, and, in fact, was supposed

As Skimpole launched out his fist to give the coward’s blow, Gore quickly moved aside on his seat. Skimpole‘,s
knuckles came in contact with the hard wood of tlle cl;‘aig,oand he uttered a howl. ‘ Yow!’ ¢ Ha, ha, ha!”
aughe ore.
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not to have one, But for once in his life Skimpole was
looking warlike.

*“Shut the door, idiot!”’ growled Gore.

Skimpole folded his arms and faced Gore.

“I refuse to close the door, Gore,”” he said.

Gore stared at him.

“What!” he roared.

“Close the door yourself, if you wish it to be closed!”
said Skimpole, in accents of great firmness. §

Gore clutched at the inkpot. Skimpole pushed back his
cuffs. Gore let go the inkpot again. He remembered in
time that fights were barred, and he was almost too
astonished at what Skimpole was doing to think of throwing
the ink over him. He had heard that the worm will turn,
but he had never expected to see it happen. But the meck
and patient Skimpole was evidently turning.

“Kindly rise and put up your hands,” said Skimpole,
assuming guard himself—in a way that would have madoc
a fag of the Second smile. Skimpole knew as much about
fightinig as he did about Sanskrit or Chinese, and he could
not see clearly enough to hit straight in any case. But
he had plenty of pluck. “I am going to thrash you, Gore,
for inflicting personal injuries upon me. As I cannot sec
at all without my glasses, I shall be obliged to wear them,
but I rely upon you, as a decent fellow, not to smite me
above- the level of my nose, as it would be extremely
dangerous to have the glass broken over my eyes. I am
sure you will appreciate the circumstance. Now, come on !’
Gore did not come on.

He sat back in his chair and roared.

g, ha, halt : : S :

“I.am going to inflict bodily chastisement upon you,
ore !

*Ha, ha, hal?
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“Unless you are prepared to fight me, after your brutality,
I shall administer the coward’s blow!” said Skimpole.

“Ha, ha, hal?
sGore did not seem to be able to leave off laughing.

Truly, Skimpole was on the warpath and was comie
enough to cause much merriment. But the genius of the
Shell was earnest and serious; he always was, as a matter-
of fact. Having made up his mind to declare war, he
meant to carry 1t through.

Biff ! o

Skimpole launched out to give the coward’s blow. Gore
moved -a little and Skimpole’s bony fist crashed on the
back of the chair.

The genius of the Shell uttered a howl.

“Yow!”?

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Gore.

“Really, Gore!” g
Gore had laughed himself into a good temper, and
Skimpole’s barking of his knuckles gave the finishing touch
to his satisfaction. The bully of the Shell rose to his feet .

and clapped Skimpole on the shoulder.

“It’s all right, Skimmy—"’ ~

“Ow!” groaned Skimpole, sucking his knuckles. “Ow!
I do not feel all right! I am suffering from considerable
contusion upon the joints of my digits !”

“It’s all right. I am sorry I buzzed the ink over you,
and buzzed you out of the study,” said Gore.

Skimpole brightened up.

“My dear Gore, I am only too willing to overlook any
little offence!” he exclaimed. “I am only too glad and
exhilarated to see you in such a mood of politeness and
consideration. Under the circumstances I am quite =

“Exactly. Good-bye!”

“I should be very pleased to read you a chapter from
Professor Balmycrumpet’s work on the subject of heredity
and environment considered as the causes of the effects
which they produce,’”’ said Skimpole.

“Thanks! When I can’t get to sleep some night I’ll let
you do it,” said Gore; and he quitted the study, leaving
Skimpole blinking in a dubious way. -

“Dear me!” murmured Skimpole. “I cannot help sus-
pecting that he intended that last remark in a humorous
sense. Dear me!”’

And Skimpole shook his head seriously and set his
spectacles siraight once more. >

CHAPTER 9.
On the Warpath!

OM MERRY joined Monty Lowther and Manners in
the doorway of the School House. He had finished
his German impesition and taken it Herr Schneider,
and he was thinking of football.

“Hallo, my son!” said Monty Lowther. “Have you
seen Gore?”

“Yes, awhile ago,” said Tom Merry, frowning. “He
cheeked me, and I don’t know whether I ought to go for
him or not. I suppose I can let it slide; it’s no good going
round looking for trouble.”

“Same thing with me,’’ said Monty Lowther. “Only I'm
not going to let it slide. Gore has his ears up too much
lately, and it’s about time somebody gave them a pull.”’

“Yes, rather!”” said Manners emphatically. “He has
heen bullying the fags this afternoon. Jameson and young
Wally are groaning over it now.”

Tom Merry frowned.

“What has he been doing?” he asked.

“Knocking their heads together.”

“The silly cad!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said the voice of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, as the swell of St. Jim’s joined the Terrible Three.
“I have just seen Wally and he has a fearful headache.
Jameson’s head appeahs to be vewy hard. He has a head-
ache, too. though. I wegard it as wotten. And you always
wun the wisk of injuwin’ a chap if you biff }gm on the
nappah.”

“Yes. The brute. Better give him a licking, Monty—or
will you leave it to me?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“Oh, don’t care which!”

“Pway stand out,_of the mattah altogethah,. deah boys!
I am goin’ to give Gore a feahful thwashin’; and one will
be enough for the pwesent.”

“Oh, you can go and eat coke, Gussy!”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Oh, run away and play!”

“I am goin’ to look for Gore, Lowthah. Othahwise, I
should pwobably ~thwash you for your impertinent
wemarks.” :

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy marched off with . his
aristocratic nose very high in the air. He was going away
to search for Gore. Gore was at that moment coming
downstairs, but D’Arcy turned the corner before the bully
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of the Shell appeared in:sight.
up ‘in George Gore’s path.
Gore halted.
“Hallo!” he said. “What’s the trouble?”
“The trouble is, that I want you to step into the gym,”

The Terrible Three lined

said Tom Merry, frowning.

“What for?”

“To put the gloves on.”

“I don’t want to fight with you,” said Gore. ‘

“You should have thought of that sooner. You aré a
bully and a cad, and you are badly in want of a licking,”
said Tom Merry scornfully.

Gore coloured.

“1 don’t want to fight you,” he said, putting his hands
in his pockets. “You are a decent chap, Tom Merry,
and that ought to be enough for you.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Well, if you don’t want to—"

F‘I don't !:) 3

“Then you can take a back seat, Tommy,” said Monty
Lowther. “You’re too soft-hearted—I won’t say anything
about your head—to deal with a rotter like Gore. Gore,
will you come into the gym ?”

“Look here!” said Gore uneasily.
with you, Lowther. I'm sorry if I spoke a bit rudely
to_you this afternoon. I can’t say more than that.”

Monty Lowther dropped his hands. :

“Well, if—if you put it like that—" he said.

“I'm not looking for rows,” said Gore. “The fact is
I've just scen my pater, and—and I’ve had enough rowing
for some time. My pater can pitch it hot and strong;
but you've seen him, and you know. I think you *fellows
might leave me alone for a bit while I get over seeing
my pater.”

Tom Merry was touched at once.
to turn away his wrath with a word.

“Oh, it’s all right, Gore!” he explained. “We don’t
want to lick you, as far as that goes, but you’ll have to
stop the bullying business you started again. Mind, if you
lay your paws on young Wally again there will be trouble !

“I'm sorry I touched him,” said Gore. “Only—only I
was worried about my father coming, and—and, well, I
suppose I was in a rotten temper, and that’s the truth.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, the truth is a good thing,” he remarked.

Gore breathed a deep sigh of relief as he walked on.
He had easily made his peace with Skimpole; but he had
been in doubt about the possibility of doing so with the
Terrible Three. But he had succeeded there as well.

Gore had not said a word of his promise to his father.
It was useless, or worse than useless, to allow that to become
known. In the first place, he might not be believed,
for he was far from bearing a reputation as a truthful
fellow, and his story might be considered merely a trans-
parent excuse for cowardice.

In the second place, if he were believed, and the fellows'
regarded him bound by such a promise, he would be at
the mercy of everyone who chose to take advantage of it.

And he knew that fellows like Mellish and Levison would
take the most merciless advantage of such a state of affairs.

His business was to keep the promise strictly secret;
if it once leaked out he shivered at the thought of the
consequences.

He was thinking it over as he walked out of the School
House, and at the bottom of the steps almost ran into
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The swell of the Scheol House uttered an exclamation :

“Bai Jove! Gore! Stop!”

George Gore paused.

“What do you want ?” he asked.

“Pway put up your hands, deah boy! I am goin’ to give
you a feahful thwashin’}”

Gore groaned.

“I don’t want a row

It was easy enough

CHAPTER 10.
As One Gentleman to Another!

RTHUR _AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was ready for busi-
ness. He had put on his-oldest pair of trousers,
and his worn jacket.

He remembered his last encounter with Gore, and

the havoc it had wrought in his attire.

He pushed back his cuffs carefully.

“Will you have it here, or will you come behind the
chapel, Gore?” he asked.

“You see—" :

“I am quite willin’ to have the gloves on, if you like,
deah boy,” said D’Arcy, very considerately. “T am bound.
undah the circs, to give you a feahful thwashin’. But. I
weally don’t want to hurt you too much.” : :

“Have I—I offended you?” asked Gore.

(Continued on the next page.)
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MAKE THE AND WIN
JESTER HALF-A-
SMILE CROWN !
Do you know a good joke? If so, send it to “ THE
GEM JESTER,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4
(Comp.). Half-a-crown is awarded to the sender of
every joke that appears in this column.

A BACK ANSWER.
Mzr. Ratcliff: “You shouid not eat so much for supper,
Wynn. It is not good for you to sleep on a full stomach.”
Fatty Wynn: “That’s all right, sir—I sleep on my back !”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to K. Fisher, 15, Broxtowe
Drive, Mansfield, Notts. :

* * *

SPOKE TOO SOON.

Sergeant (addressing platoon): “Any man ’ere know any-
thing about music?” .

Recruit: “Yes, sergeant, I do.”

Sergeant: “Then you can go and shift the piano in the
officers’ mess!”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to G. Rowntree, 1, Villa

Road, Brixton, London, S.W.9.

* * *

TAKEN AT HIS WORD.

First Motorist: “What I say goes.”

Second Motorist: “Then just step over to my garage and
say something to my car.” : .
Half-a-crown has been awarded to P. Lambourne, 77, Spring-

field Road, Tottenham,” London, N.15.

* * &

HOPEFUL.

Tim: “I forget a-lot nowadays.”

Slim: “How do you mean ?”

Tim: “One day somebody tells me something, and the
next day I've forgotten it.”

Slim: “Fine! Lend me ten bob.”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to C. White, 116, Ashfordby

Street, North Evington, Leicester. ; T

* * *

BREAKING T GENTLY!

Alf: “I say, dad, you remember that you promised me a
half-a-crown 1f I passed my exams this term?”’ :

Father: “Yes, my boy.”

Alf: “Well, dad, you aren’t going to be put to that
expense.” : i
Half-a-crown has been awarded to E. Townsley, 62, Middle-

ton Road, Oldham.

. * * *

PAYING HIS WHACK.
Father: “Now that you are going to work, Tom, you must
help with the expenses.”
Tom: “Yes, dad. What can 1 do?”’
Father: “You can pay the final instalment on your pram.”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to B. Cohen, Beach Hotel,
Woodstock, Cape Province, South Africa.

® *® *

A BUCKJUMPER.

“That’s a nice horse you’ve got there,’
to the groom. - >

“It's not too bad,” said the groom, “only it’s a miniature
’orse.”’

“ Miniature horse
“It’s quite a big one.’

“Yes,” replied the grodm; “but one minute yer on, and
the next minute yer off.” ' >
Half-a-crown has been awarded to R. Nuttall, 208, Main

Road, Sea View, Natal, South Africa. )
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said the passer-by

9

,echoed the passer-by in astonishment.
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“Weally, Gore—"

“I'm sure I didn’t mean to,” said Gore. “As a matter
olf. fa’ct, I regard you with very great respect and friend-
ship.’

“ Weally, deah bhoy—"

“If I've ever done anything that secems at all disrespect-
ful you must put it down to thoughtlessness,” said Gore,
with great solemnity. “Of course, no chap in his right
senses could think of offending you.”

D’Arcy coughed.

Gore was quite right, of course, and he put it very
nicely, but the swell of St. Jim’s was not wholly satisfied:

“You tweated me in a vewy wuff and wotten mannah
when I was thwowin’ you out of Levison’s study,”” he said.

“But you started it, you know.”

“T was takin’ up the cause of the oppwessed,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity. “I had no
wesource but to lend Levison a helpin’ hand, undah the
cires.”

“But you gave me a fearfully rough time,” said Gore.

“Yaas, wathah! And I'm goin’ to give you a feahfully
wuffer time now !”

“If anything occurred in Levison’s study to displease
you,” said Gore, “I'm sorry. I can’t say more than that,
can I?”

D’Arcy coughed again.

He was quite surprised at this tone from Gore.

“Vewy well!” he said. “If you choose to apologise, as
one gentleman to anothah——*

“I do apologise,” said Gore.

“Well, deah boy, undah the circs, as you apologise, I
am pwepared to ovahlook what occurred in Levison’s study,
as onc gentleman to anothah. But there is anothah mattah.
You have bullied and wagged my youngah bwothah in a
weally wotten way.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Yaas; but that’s all vewy well,” said D’Arcy. “I've
pwomised Wally to give you a feahful thwashin’! I am
pwepared to ovahlook your wuffianly conduct towards
myself, but I am bound to give you a thwashin’ on Wally’s
account. So I must twouble you to put up your hands.”

“Now, look here, Gussy ¥

“I am Gussy to my fwiends,” said the swell of St. Jim’s
frigidly. “You will have the extweme goodness to call
me D’Arey.” «

“Very well; D’Arcy, then,” said Gore pacifically. “I'm
sorry I banged your minor’s napper against Jameson’s.”

“Yaas; so now you will put up your hands?”

“I give you best,” said Gore.

“That is not suffish, deah boy.”

“I'll tell Wally I am sorry, if you like.”

‘;I’lm’ afwaid that Wally would not wegard that as suffish,
eithah.”

“Now, look here! I don’t want a row,” said Gore.
“I've just had a jawing from my pater. He doesn’t want
me to fight. Of course, you wouldn’t think of advising a
fellow to disregard his father’s wishes.”

D’Arcy shook his head.

“I should wegard that as tweatin’ a pawent with dis-
wespect, which is wotten bad form, Gore,” he said.

“Then you see how it is,” urged Gore. “My pater has

ioi'ibidden me to fight. I've apologised. What more can
07

Arthur Augustus thought it out.

“Of course, if you are not wottin’—— he hegan.

“Honest Injun!” said Gore.

“Then I do not see what you can do,” said Arthur
Augustus_thoughtfully. “Of course, between gentlemen, an
apology is suffish. But Wally had a pain in his nappah,
you know, and he wants you to have a licking.”

“Suppose you convey my apology to him,” suggested
Gore, “and explain to him that I'm sorry, and that it
ought to be enough.”

D’Arcy nodded.

“Vewy well, deah boy, I will do so. And I must wemark
that I considah your view of the case as weally
gentlemanly.”

“Oh, good !”

“I will acquaint my minah with what you have said,
and it will be all wight, as far as I am concerned,” said
Arthur Augustus, with dignity. g

“Thanks !”

Arthur Augustus nodded, and walked away.

Gore_ grinned, but it was a very uncasy grin. He had
escaped another encounter, but he wondered whether his
luck would hold out. y

Arthur Augustus made his way to the Third Form Room.
Wally and Jameson were there with a crowd of fags, and
Wally was still rubbing his head. Wally’s head was hard,
and had stood a good many hard knocks in its time; but
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Gore had hurt him, and Wally wanted satisfaction. He
looked up eagerly as his major came in.

“You’ve licked Gore?” he asked.

“No, deah boy.”

“But it’s arranged, I suppose?” said Wally. “Where
is to be—in the gym?”

“Ahem! No!”

“Behind the chapel’s better,” said Jameson. “It’s more
private, and we can all be there to see it. Is it to be
behind the chapel, D’Arcy major ?”

“Ahem! No!l” s

“Then where?” demanded Wally.

“Ahem! Not at all, deah boy !”

“What ?” howled Wally. :

“Gore_has apologised, Wally,” D’Arcy explained. “Ilo
has apologised to me, and has given me an apology to
convey to you. As one gentleman to anothah, he expwesses
his wegwet for what has occurred, and, of course, that
ends it.”

Wally glared at his major.

“That ends it!” he yelled. “Ends it, does it ?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“So you are going to let him off, you chump !”

“As one gentleman to anothah——”

“Oh, you ass! Do you think I'm going to let him off,
lafte&‘whe’s banged my napper against Jameson's wooden
head 7

“Look here——” began Jameson.

“Gore has apologised—"

“Do you think he can apologise my headache away?”
yelled Wally.

“Well, no. Still, fwom one gentleman to" anothah, an
apology should be suffish—"

“Oh, kick him out!”

“Weally, you young wuffian— Oh! Yow! Stop!
You diswespectful young wottahs, stop immediately! I
wefuse—— Oh! Yawooh !”

A crowd of fags had taken Wally at his word. They
rushed at the swell of St. Jim’s, and Arthur Augustus
was hustled to the door of the Form-room so quickly that
it made his head swim. Boots of all sorts and sizes—and
not overclean boots, either—were planted behind him, and
he went into the passage, sprawling.

;IBai ,Jove! Oh! Ow! Yow! You young wottahs!”

wlam ! 5 e

The Form door closed after the swell of St. Jim’s. He
made a wild rush at it, but it was locked on the inside.
Arthur Augustus limped down the passage.

It was pretty clear that even an apology, from one
gentleman to another, was not regarded by the victims of
Gore’s bullying as “suffish.”

CHAPTER 11.
Seeking a Champion.

“ OM MERRY !”?
Tom Merry looked up from his prep.

Wally of the Third was looking in at his door,
and there was a bump showing under Wally’s
curly hair., Tom Merry greeted him with a smile.

“Come in, kid!” he said. “What do you want?”

“I’'m looking for a chap.”

“Well, unless I am the chap, you’d better look farther,
as there’s nobody else in the study at present,” said Tom
Merry, with a smile.

“Perhaps you are the chap,” said Wally, coming in and
closing the door.

Tom Merry looked surprised.

“I don’t quite catch on,” he said. “Explain.”

“You see, the case stands like this,” Wally explained.
“Gore banged my napper against Jameson’s. Jameson’s
napper is as hard as bricks, and I'm hurt.”

- “I've heard about it,” said Tom Merry. “I'm sorry.”

“QGore’s a bullying cad.”

“T'm afraid he is.”

“I’'m not big enough to lick him,” said Wally wrathfully.
“He could make mincemeat of me with one hand. Gussy
was going to_wallop him, but he’s come it over Gussy with
soft solder. You know what an ass Gussy is.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Gussy thinks that an apology from one silly ass to another
makes it all right,” said Wally. “It certainly doesn’t
extract this blessed ache from my blessed napper, and he
hasn’t apologised to Jimmy, anyway. I want somebody to
b5 ’

“You could do it quite easily,” said Wally. “If you lick
the beast, we’ll stand you a feed in the Form-room.”

“Ha, ha, ka!® e e

“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at,” said Wally.
“Will you do it 2”

(Continued on page 14.)

%

™
|



Let the Editor be your pal!

Werite to him to-day, addressing your letters :

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

ALLO, chums! The wonderful
reception which has been given
to the two recent Lumley-
Lumley stories is very pleasing

to me indeed. I've received stacks of
letters from readers, praising them in
the highest terms—and I'm still getting
letters. One reader wrote: “They are
the finest school stories I've ever read.”
Another says: “‘A Shadow Over St.
Jim’s I’ will remain long in my memory.
It is the most moving story of human
interest the GEM has published.” This
is the trend of all the letters, and, in
consequence, 1 have arranged for four
more great yarns dealing with the
return of Lumley-Lumley and his
further adventures at St. Jim’s. The
first of these stories will appear in a
fortnight’s time, and I will have more
to say about it next week.

Meanwhile, Martin Clifford provides
us ‘'with another powerful and exciting
story for mnext Wednesday. It is
entitled :

“THE GIPSY SCHOOLBOY !*

It is a yarn of great appeal, dealing
with the experiences of a gipsy boy
named Kit, whose honesty and pluck
win for him a place at St. Jim’s. Kit
is a very likeable boy, and you will

Handy proves to be a tartar when it
comes to carrying cut his test of
courage. He is not afraid, but you
know what an obstinate fellow he is.
His obstinacy this time, howeéver, places
him in a perilous plight, for the Tibetan
priests are merciless. Death is the
punishment for refusing to obey them.
You will vote this story the most thrill-
ing of the series so far.

FREAK SHOWERS.

People in Nockeby, Sweden, recently
got the shock of their lives during a
heavy thunderstorm. Showering down
with the rain came hundreds and hun-
dreds . of caterpillars! This unusual
shower recalls many of a different sort
that have happened in various parts of
the world. Fish have fallen from the
sky many times, and frogs, toads, red
worms, periwinkles, snails, and crabs
have rained down. It has been re-
corded that 294 showers of different
living things have occurred. The usual
explanation is, as I have said before,
that they are whipped up into the air
by a strong wind, carried along for
perhaps many miles, and then fall with
the first shower of rain.

The fall of living things sometimes
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gathered up and sold they realised £20!
But the sort of shower none of us want
is the one that happened near Belgrade.
They were hailstones—but what a size!
A farmer was killed by one weighing
eleven pounds.

THE NON-STOP TRAVELLER.

Tighty-seven thousand miles in a year
is good going, and most of us don’t get
anywhere mnear that total. But Mr.
Brittlebank has been doing ‘it for
twenty-three years! He started out in
1911 to see the world, and he’s been
seeing it ever since, travelling over
2,000,000 miles. He has toured round
the world fourteen -times, and is now
well into his fifteenth trip. Mr. Brittle-
bank is seventy-six years of age,-but
doesn’t feel it. Travelling, he says,
keeps him young.

THE SCOURGE OF THE EAST.

A new war in the air will soon be
waging. For many years Governmenis
of Africh and Asia have been fighting
against a common enemy—the locust.
The damage ‘these pests have done to
crops must run into millions of pounds,
and we in Ingland must consider our-
selves fortunate to be free from the
scourge. Like a tremendous thunder-
cloud the swarms of locusts seem when
they appear in the sky. Then they
descend like a pall on fields of crops,
and when they take -to the air again
the "¢rops are simply devastated. But
if recent tests in England are anything
to go by, the locust is going to get 1t
in the neck! A poisonous powder has
been discovered which kills a locust .in
twenty-four hours at the most. It is
intended that when the locusts are
sighted planes will go up and spray the
powder over them It has been proved
that the powder will penctrate their
bodies, and so exterminate them. Let’s
hope that the latest stage in the war
against the locust will bring about a
long-hoped-for victory.

TAILPIECE,

enjoy every word of his

adventures. collect them.

exciting proves very profitable to the people who
When the periwinkles

“Water, sir?” asked the waiter,
proffering a glass and decanter to the

Mzr. E. S. Brooks keeps going his high which fell near Worcester once were Sinek

standard of thrill stories of St. Frank’s

“No, thanks!” replied the diner, who

with the next yarn of the ripping series
“The Ten Talons of Taaz!” The one
and only Handforth is the next boy of
the “marked ten” to receive the
call”” from the priests of Taaz. But

PEN PALS COUPON
6-10-34

was taking soup. “I have a platefu)
in front of me already!”

THE EDITOR.

A free feature which brings together readers all over the world

for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to each other.

if you want a pen pal, post your notice, together with the
coupon on this page, to the address given above.

P. W. Nevitt, 53, Hollam Road, Milton, Pertsmouth, would
like to hear from readers who have made a hobby of ‘‘ Magnets ”
prior to June, 1932. )

John Pearce, 127, Armitage Road, Milnsbridge, near Hudders-
field, Yorks, wants a pen pal; age 11-13; stamps, books,
exchange old copies of GEM.

Richard Roberts, Wych’s Fold, Gee Cross, Hyde, Ches.,
wants a pen pal in the Empire; age 15-16; sports, football,
cricket.

Paul Hammond, 86, Chesterhill Road, Toronto, Ontario,
Canada, wants a pen pal in Australia and New Zealand; age
12-13 ; stamps, camping.

Leslie G. Edmondson, 155, Fishponds Road, Eastville,
Bristol, wants pen pals in the Dominions, India, and South
America ; age 14-15.

Eric Hargreaves, 66, Bell Lane, Bury, Lancs, wants a pen pal

in Australia or New Zealand; age 11-13; sport, stamps,
photographs, and cigarette cards. .

Lewis McWhinnie, Ward 6, Robroyston Hospital, Millerstone,
Glasgow, wants correspondents interested in films and photos.

R. Lawes, 25, Wortley Road, East Ham, London, E.6, wants
pen pals ; interested in photography and old numbers of the
Companion Papers ; age 12-16.

Aidan McCann, 14, Royston Road, Firswood, Chorlton-cum-
Hardy, Lancs, wants to hear from readers who have made a
hobby of the old copies of GEM and ‘‘ Magnet * prior to 1924.

Erie Lidy, London House, Bethersden, Kent, wants a pen pal
in America who is interested in wireless.

Miss Olwen Mileson, 216, Whitchurch Laney; Edgware,,
Middiesex wants girl correspondents; age 10-12.

Miss Doris Spencer, 141, Capel Road, Forest Gate, London,
E.7, wants girl correspondents interested in sports, reading,
snaps, swimming, and newspaper exchange.

J. Moran, 160, Lion Street, Walworth, London, S.E., wants &
pen pal outside of England; age 16-20; interested in old
Companion Papers.

Bill Wallace, b, Fisher Street, Tusmore Garden, Adelaide,
South Australia, wants pen pals interested in wireless; age
12-15; England, India, U.S., Europe.

Miss Zaza Suffiad, 4, Bowlo Building, Fly Dragon Terrace,
Causeway Bay, Hong Kong, China, wants girl correspondents
keen on sports, musie, reading, and drawing ; age 12-15,

(Continued on page 28.)
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THE BULLY WHO
WOULDN'T FIGHT!

(Continued from page 12.)
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“I would do it without the feed in the
Form-room,” said Tom Merry, “only it
happens that Gore’s in a peaceable
temper, for once, and I’ve made it up
with him. Under the circumstances, I
can’t very well jump on him, though
I know he treated you rottenly.”

Wally snorted.

“Oh rats! I don’t sce what you wanted
to do that for, especially just now.”

“Well, you see, I didn’t know you
were looking for a champion. But I
dare say you will find somebody else to
lick Gore. Fatty Wynn would take it on,
I should think, if there was a feed at the
end of it.”

Wally brightened up.

“My only Aunt Jane! That’s a jolly
good tip !” he exclaimed. ‘ Thanks!”

And he ran out of the study, leaving
Tom Merry laughing.

Jameson and Curly Gibson of the
Third were waiting in the passage. They
looked eagerly at Wally.

“Well 7 they demanded together.

“Nothing doing there,” said Wally.
“But I've got a tip from Tom Merry.
Let’s get over to the New House. Iatty
Wynn’s the chap.”

*“TFatty Wynn?”

“Yes. Ie's a jolly good boxer, fat as
he is, and he could lick Gore hollow. If
he takes it on, Gore is bound for a whop-
ping. Come on!”

“Good egg !” said Jameson.

The three fags left the School House.
They crossed the quad in the dark
towards the New House. There was
rivalry between the two Houses at
St. Jim’s, and, as a rule, the fellows
stood by their own Houses through
thick and thin. But this was an excep-
tional case. It was urgently necessary
for Gore to be licked—at all events, it
seemed so to Wally & Co.

There was a light in the window of
Figgins’ study in the New House—the
study shared by Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty
Wynn of the Fourth,

Wally marched in boldly, as if the
ITouse belonged to him, and went upstairs
and knocked at Figgins’ door.

“Come in!” sang out the voice of
Figgins. 3

Wally and his. comrades entered.
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were seated
round the table at prep. There was a
discontented expression upon the fat and
usually sunny face of Fatty Wynn. e
was talking when the fags entered, and
he did not leave off. Tags were not con-
sidered of much account by the heroes
of the Fourth.

“I’'m not complaining,” said TFatty
Wynn, in a tone that was very much full
of complaint. “If the study funds have
run_out, it was necessary to have tea
in Hall, but to expect a fellow to look
cheerful after a tea of thick bread-and-
butter—groo !”

“Well, you had a feed in the tuckshop
this afternoon,” said Kerr.

Fatty Wynn sniffed.

“Do you call that a feed? I had a
couple of pork pies and a few sausages,
and a pound or so of cake and some
tarts, besides the doughnuts and the
apples—and apples, as a matter of fact,
only make a chap hungry. It was a
mistake to have the apples—it would
have been better to have some more pork
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SAINTS'HARD GAME
WITH RIVER HOUSE

BREWSTER NETS FOUR
TIMES

Welly D’Arcy at the Microphone

Tom Merry and his men have a tough task
to-day in opposing Hal Brewster and his team
from the River House School, near St.
Frank’s, Brewster & Co. are deadly rivals
of Nipper & Co’s, and they are reported to
be in hot form just now. Saints are doubtful
about their forward line. Digby has hurt his
ankle, and we shall have either Kerruish or
Clifton Dane at outside-right.

Here they come—Clifton Dane is Tom
Merry’s choice. He’s a good man, though not
so fast as Digby. They're tossing—Brewster
calls correctly, and elects to kick with a
strongish wind. The ball rolls—Merry passes
to Blake—Blake swings it out to D’Arcy—
no, it’s intercepted by Brewster, who is away
with it, dribbling with superb skill and
threading his way goalwards in a solo effort.
Kangaroo tackles, but Brewster beats him.
Kerr challenges, but Brewster dribbles by,
and, with Figgins bearing down on him, lets
fly. Boomph! Watch that sphere whizz—
Fatty Wynn will get to it—oh, heck, it’s
just out of Wynn’s reach—it’s in the net!
Goal to the River House in the first minute.
And a great goal, too !

Saints re-start with grim determination,
but play soon swings to the Saints’ half.
Here come the River House—Brewster
dribbling like a master, to crash home a
regular cannon-ball of a shot right past
Fatty Wynn for number two! Saints are a
shade slower than wusual. Dane makes
ground but is robbed, and once again Fatty
Wynn is called upon. He saves in quick
succession once, twice, three times—but the
fourth catches him at a disadvantage, and
Brewster trots back to mid-field with his
comrades thumping him joyously on the
back—Brewster has a ‘ hat trick” to his
credit ! Interval now, and I think River
House are well satisfied.

Tom Merry leads his men on to the field
for the second spell—note a change in the line-
up, Figgins having come up to inside-right,
Lowther going outside, while Clifton Dane
takes Figgins’ place at right-back. Dane is
good anywhere, without being brilliant.
Now we have Figgy up in the forward line we
should see some fireworks. Figgins is a
“ dasher,” and Merry has evidently decided
that dash is needed. Off they go—what a
change, by Jove! Figging comes charging
through, is robbed, but retackles the defender
and heads in on goal with a rush. The ball
whizzes from Figging’ foot—the keeper
sprawls full length, but in vain—it’s a goal,
it’s a goal, hurrah! Now the Saints are
getting together in their very best style.
Tom Merry comes through, takes a neat pass
from Blake and tricks the goalkeeper before
placing the ball skilfully in a corner of the net.
Three to two against us now. But watch out,
fellows—here comes Brewster again, eut for a
goal, swerving in dazzling fashion -past the

(Continued at foot of next column.)

SIX GOALS FOR ST. FRANK'S:®

Six times did the spear-head of the St

Frank’s attack pierce the Claremont defence,
four times in the first half, and twice during
the second spell; when Claremont, under Teddy
Baxter’s gallant leadership, rallied a little.
At the start St. Frank’s were all over their

opponents, Nipper being in great form andi
Pitt added ail-

netting early with a fine drive.
second, and Handforth came up from goal to
score from a
of “hands.” Tregellis-West scored number
four just before the interval. Nipper and
Watson added the remaining goals, and St
Frank’s were well deserving of their Vri'nj

Baxter and his men tried hard, but lacked%hﬂ 2

cohesion of the victors.

FULL RESULTS : L
ST. JIM’S 5 RIVER HOUSE« ‘4
Figgins (3) Merry (2) Brewster (4) )
ST. FRANK'S 6 CLAREMONT :°°@
Nipper (2), Pitt, e
Handforth, Tregellis-
West, Watson,

GREYFRIARS 10 REDCLYFFE
HIGHCLIFFE 2 BAGSHOT
ROOKWOOD 4 ST. JUDE’S -
RYLCOMBE GRAM. Larld
SCHOOL 3 ABBOTSFORD

LEAGUE TABLE.

H
=]
1=
=

=W, g 3
St. Frank’s o & 400 200 1T
St. Jim’s w4 4 0 0 22VHEHN
Rylecombe Gram.., 4 4 0 0 13 “4°
Greyfriars .4 3 0 Y 22 S8
Higheliffe ., .4 2 0 2 8 l0ts
River House TEE: JSet TR Sl B B R
Rookwood. . o4 22 9 12
Abbotsford 23 1 0 2 4 55N
Bagshot . -4 1-0.3 '3 1098
St. Jude’s .. 4 0 0 4 2 1pF6
Claremont w3 0 0 3 '1 11*'G
Redclyffe .. 3 0903 1 2288

defence—now with nothing but Wynn between
him and the goal. Wynn dives for: his
lightning shot, but is unlucky. He deflects
the ball, but it strikes the wupright ‘and
rebounds into the net. Four to two against £

Saints return to the attack with grim
determination. Figgins smashes his' way
through, and ends a magnificent solo’' run by
crashing the ball into the rigging for number
three ! F¥rom the re-start, Merry secures the
ball, and a swinging pass sets the forward-

penalty for a very obvious casef}

line in motion again.
leather close, then unselfishly passes aeross
Merry, who slams it home from point bla
range. That’s number four “and = thé
equaliser !

On terms at last, Saints are playing up Like,
heroes. River House are game, but they’v
had enough. Merry and Figging put in &

breath-taking spell of short passing, till the .

River House custodian is drawn out of hi
citadel to tackle one or the other, Mery

feints, as though to shoot. <
at his feet. But he coolly backheels to
Figgins, and Figgy, with an empty net before
him, makes no mistake. Goal, goal, goalf
Figgins scored it, but the credit is shared by
Merry. There’s just time to kick-off again,
and then the final whistle shrills—jolly well
played, St. Jim’s, and hard luck, River House |

Lowther takes“ the |

The keeper dive™ p
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‘Monty Lowther

Week Ending October 6th, 1934,

Calling

Hallo, everybody ! It's nice to be young,
as ‘Methuselah remarked when he saw the
centenarian climbing a tree. As the thin
sgentleman sandwiched between two fat people
in the theatre complained: * Your elbows
are making me Jaugh in the wrong places ! ”
During the vae., D’Arcy minor stared intently
at a fat gentleman who sat opposite him in &
bus. “ Why do you stare at me like that ?
demanded the fat man. * Please, sir,” said
D’Arcy minor, ‘‘ there’s nowhere else to look.”
Fhe car-owner buttonholed the salesman.
““Look here,” he said, *“ you promised to re-
place anything broken within three months ! »
‘“Quite right, sir.” ‘ Then,” said the car-
owner, “ I want three new ribs, a collar-bone,
and six teeth!” The not very well-known
feotballer gazed at the boy who sought his
_autograph. ‘“I've signed your book three
times before ! ” he said. ‘‘ Yes, but when I
get six of yours, I can swop them for one of
Dixie Dean’s !’ answered the lad. Did you
know that London never sleeps? Even
the streets are always up! Skimpole wants
to know if you can * hide ” in *° Hyde ** Park !
Ow ! The answer to that is that the Crystal
Palace threw out crystal gleams, but the
Marble Arch gave it the *‘marble eye’!
Kerr says there is a Russian bell which weighs

198 tons, It is NOT known as ‘ Big Beno-
vitch.” Kerr also says a mosquito has 22

teeth. I must count—I still have the marks
from last summer! Skimpole complains that
when bathing at Bigsea, he had to scramble
over rocks®covered with seaweed. Skimmy
went down to the sea in slips ! Gore would like
to-form a club for fellows keen on wrestling.
Boys of the hold brigade! “ What did
Humpty-Dumpty fall off 2’ inquired Fatty
Wynn, What a ‘“ wall-eyed »* question, old
chap !  As the elephant trainer said, having
tied the elephant’s trunk in a knot : * That’ll
teach you to squirt water over me ! ” * What
is an optimist ? 7 inquires D’Arcy. An op-
timist, Gussy, is a fellow who goes camping and
g‘\’lts his shoes outside his tent door at night !

e heard of a friend of the Head’s who has

| | two _ponies who keep his lawn well cropped.
“All he wants now is a couple of elephants to

eep it flat. Blake met a gymnastic in-
structor who earns £2,000 a year. Living on
the “ fit ” of the land ! We read that a British
punitive expedition in Africa ran into a strong
forco of Sofas, We hope they sat on them!
id you hear about the Loamshire cricket

~elub dance ? It was abandoned “no ball

“ What ‘should I take fora cold ?” asks a
reader.” “ The very first offer, old chap.
“You don’t like it 2 Well, as the swindling
financier said, come up and sue me sometime !
Good luck, all!

SOLUTICN OF CROSSGRAM

Detained by Rateliff, - Sorry unable play
against. Grammarians, Disappointed.

Figgins,"

ST. JIM’S
NEWS REEL

One hundred and fifty aeroplanes took part
in a mimie battle over St. Jim’s. Some of the
masters were very annoyed, but we feel that
a good * scrap ” always “ clears the air 22!,

Fatty Wynn says a distant ancestor of his
invented the original ice-cream 270 years ago.
You don’t believe it 2 Wynn says it’s the
““ frozen 2 truth!

@ . é e .

“ Do dogs know their names ? * asked the
“Wayland Courier.” “Gay dog’ Crooke, when
called to book by Mr. Linton, seemed deaf
to his in class the other day. And he didn’t
“ wag his tail ?? after a * licking,” either!

A German glider costs only 200 marks.
Glyn’s home-made one has already cost Glyn
504 “ marks ”—in the shape of bumps and
bruises !

Herr Schneider has a very big nose. Whisper
it—the fags call him ¢ Herr Schnozzle !

OUR CROSSGRAM

Can you decipher this Crossgram message ?
Each numbered clue represents one word.
1. Held back.

Through the ageney of.

3. New House master (stop).

Regretiul.

Prevented.

What footballers do.

In opposition to.

St. Jim’s near rivals (stop).

Put out (stop).

New House leader (junior) (stop).

4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
0.

1
Solution is at the bottom of column three.

PUZZLE
CORNER! @:
=
bt

Here is a plan of
Dr. Locke’s orna-

through it from one entrance to the other
covering every path and without going over

CALIBAN'S
mental gorden. Tom
any path twice. Can you help him ?

Solution of
Last Week's
Puzzle

15

pies. Of course, I was simply famished
at tea-time.”

“Of course you were,” agreed Kerr
sarcastically. *“I don’t believe I ever re-
mgmber when you weren’t.”

‘Well, a chap gets hungry in this
October weather. I always get an extra
keen appetite at this time of the year.
The worst of it is that Dame Taggles has
stopped tick. She says there’s no-more
till I’ve settled up.”

“Quite right, too.”

“That’s all right, but I'm hungry,;
Sure you chaps can’t raise anything?’®"

“Broke !” said Figgins.

“Stony |” said Kerr.

“ Ahem I” coughed Wally.

“What are these blessed School House
fags doing in our study?” demanded
Fatty Wynn crossly. “I don’t see why
we shouldn’t have our study to ourselves,
anyway ?”

“We've looked in——" began Wally.

“Well, now you've locked in you can
get out—"

(‘But__’,

Fatty Wynn rose and picked up a
cricket stump. -

“Are you going 77 he queried.

“We wanted to ask you—"

“Qutside !I”

“—if you'd care to come to the tuck-
shop——*

“Eh1*

“——and have a bit of a feed,” said

Wally blandly.

Fatty Wynn's expression was changing.
The frown gave way to a sunny smile.
He replaced the cricket stump in the
corner of the study.

“Now you're talking!”

“You'll come ?”

“What-ho !”

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Kerr and Figgins.

Fatty Wynn stared at them.

“I don’t see where the cackle comes
in!”? he said. “I was just saying—"

“That you’d turn those fags out! Ha,
ha, ha* .

“Oh, I haven’t time to talk to silly
asses !” said Fatty Wynn. “Come on,
young D’Arey! Let’s go down to the
tuckshop before it closes !” :

And Fatty Wynn walked away with
Wally & Co., with a beatific smile upon
his plump face, and Wally, Jameson, and
E\\l'lly Gibson exchanged winks behind his
vack.

A

ance.

The way he had made his exit from
the Third Form Room was not soothing
to his dignity, and he was disappointed
in Wally. He was very much shocked to
find that an apology from one gentleman
to another was not sufficient to satisfy any
D’Arcy. .

Wally evidently had other views on the
subject, and Arthur Augustus could not
help feeling it. Perhaps if he had had
the headache and the bump he might
have taken the same view as Wally, but
he had neither the headache nor the
bump, and so they did not influence his
views. 5

Blake, Herries, and Digby were grin-
ning a little. They knew the cause of
D’Arcy’s ruffled looks, and they appeared
to consider the matter in a comic light,
although it did not-appear in the least
comic to the swell of St. Jim's.

There was a kick at the door, and it
flew open. The subject of D’Arcy’s dis-
appointed reflections walked in. D’Arcy
looked at him in an inquiring way.

Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,390.

CHAPTER 12.
The Champion.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
sat down at the table in Study
No. 6 with a ruffled expression
upon his aristocratic counten-
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“Hallo, old cock !” said Wally cheerfully.

“Weally, Wally, I wegard that as a dwecadfully vulgah
expwession =

“Come off it, old son!” said Wally. “I'm in a hurry, and
I've no time to waste ! . You see—"

“I twust you have.come to tell me that you have thought
the mattah ovah, Wally, and have decided that, as one
gentleman to anothah, Gore’s apology was quite suffish to
end the mattah.”

Wally grinned. S

“Well, not exactly,” he said. “I’ve come to borrow some
money. If you won’t lick Gore, the least you can do is to
lend me some tin!”

Arthur Augustus dived into his pocket,

“I shall be vewy pleased to make you a loan, Wally,” he
said. “How much do you want?”

“A pound.”

C “Vewy well.”

Arthur Augustus was generally well supplied with money
%)\s lIford Eastwood; his father, He tossed a pound over to

ally.

“Thanks, old son!” said Wally, “I’'ll pay this back—
pethaps.”

“You need not twouble about weturnin’ the loan, Wally,
though I weally do not wish to incouwage you in extwava-
gant habits. But I twust you will think bettah of it, and
forgive Gore!”

“Ye-es; I'll forgive him when he’s been licked !” said
Wally. “No good being in too great a hurry about these
things, you know.”

“Hla, ha; hal? .

“Weally, you fellows, I don’t see any weason for laughtah.
Wally is takin an altogethah wong view of the affair! Do
you mean to say that you are goin’ to tackle Gore, Wally ?”

Wally shook his head.

“He’s too big,” he said “I can’t do it. But I'm going to
give Fatty Wynn a feed to lick him !”

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus jumped up. “Is that
what you want the pound for, Wally? Bai Jove!”

“That’s it, kid !”

“Then I wefuse—"

“Too late!” said Wally, slapping his trousers pocket.

“But—but you ought to have told me—"
= “IIlf I had, you wouldn’t have dubbed up the dibs!” said
Wally. !

“Bai Jove! What an uttahly howwid expwession—"

“So-long !” said Wally. “Sorry I can’t stop and listen to
a sermon, Gussy; my friends are waiting for me at the
tuckshop !

And Wally walked out of the study. Arthur Augustus
looked at the other fellows. They were roaring with
laughter. -

“Bai Jove !” D’Arcy ejaculated. “What an uttah young
wascal my minah is! Do you think I should be justified in
taking my pound back, Blake?”

“Ha, ha, ha! No!”

“But, undah the eires—"

“Under the cires, go on with your prep, and leave Wally
alone !” said Blake. “Gore has been in want of a hiding for
weeks, and if Fatty Wynn gives him one, more power to his
elbow, as Reilly says, that’s all 1”

Wally hurried down to the tuckshop across the quad.
Fatty Wynn was already there, and Curly Gibson and
Jameson were keeping him in talk while he waited for
Wally. The scamp of the Third rushed in.

“It’s all right!” he announced. “Mrs. Taggles! Where
are you? Hurry up!”

Dame Taggles came out of her little parlour. Wally laid
the pound note on the counter, and gave orders. Fatty
Wynn’s eyes glistened. He did not lose time. He began on
the first thing that Dame Taggles handed out, and went on
without a pause. It was not until the keen edge was taken
off his appetite that he found time to speak at all.

“It’s jolly decent of you to stand me a feed in this way,
D’Arcy !” said Fatty Wynn. -

“Not at all,” said Wally. “You see, we like you, and
you’re such a decent chap, too. And we believe in the two
Houses pulling together !”

“Quite right!” said Fatty Wynn. “If I can do any-
thing for you chaps, I'll do it with pleasure.”

“Ginger-pop, Wynn?”

“Please! I say, this is ripping! That’s a bad bump
you’ve got on your head, D’Arcy minor.”

“Yes. (Gore gave me that—bullying cad !” he said.

“So he is!” agreed Fatty Wynn. “Somebody ought to
give that cad a hiding !”

“Supposing you give him a hiding?” suggested Wally
diplomatically.  “You see, I'm not big enough, and Gussy
has dropped the matter. If you'd give Gore a hiding,
Wynn, I'd take it as a personal favour !”

“Could he do it ?” suggested Jameson, very cleverly,

Fatty Wynn sniffed,
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“T could lick any School House rotter in the Fourth or
the Shell I” he said belligerently.

“And if you would—"

“Like anything !” said Fatty Wynn. “Where is he?”

“In his study I”” said Wally, highly delighted.

“T’ll go and see him there!” said Fatty Wynn. “You
chaps can wait in the passage, and keep watch—we don’t
)v%’r}t a lot of kids rushing in and making a House row of

1!

“That’s right !”

“T’ll have a snack first, though!” said Wynn. “I never
could fight, or do anything else, unless I laid a solid
foundation.”

“Go ahead !” said Wally heartily. “Try the marmalade
tarts. Make it up to the pound, Mrs. Taggles!”

“Yes, Master Wally !”

The heroes of the Third were brimming with satisfaction.
They would have fed Fatty Wynn out of a golden trough if
they could. Fatty Wynn, fat as he was, was an athlete, and
he was the champion bowler of the junior cricket eleven, and
the champion goalie of the footer team. He was known as a
fighting man, when he chose to take the trouble to exert
himself.

There was no ‘doubt that he could lick Gore if he tried.
Everything in the garden was lovely now, as Wally whis-
pered joyously to Jameson. And Jameson nodded and
rubbed his head,

The pound was expended at last. Fatty Wynn rose from
the high stool with a sigh of contentment.

“Ready ?” asked Wally.

Fatty cast a longing look round the shop. He had had
enough, perhaps; but, like Alexander, he sighed for fresh
worlds to conquer. But he nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “I’'m ready!”

“Come on, then! You'll give him a thorough licking?”

“Oh, simply smash him!” said Fatty Wynn.

“A good dodge would be to turn the key in the lock, and
then he couldn’t get out,” suggested Curly Gibson. “Then
you could simply hammer him!”?

“T’ll do i !”

“Good egg!”

And the three fags marched Fatty Wynn into the School
House, and escorted him up to the junior passages in
great state, and planted him outside Gore’s door.

Fatty Wynn knocked at the door and opened it.

CHAPTER 13.
Anocther Feed for Fatty.

EORGE GORE was alone in the study. He was at
work with his preparation.
Skimpole was not there, doubtless being too busy
with some vast problem to think of such small
matters as preparing his to-morrow’s lessons. Gore looked
up from his work as the fat Fourth Former came in, and
he stared in blank amazement as he watched Fatty Wynn’s
proceedings.

Fatty stepped quickly into the study, closed the door, and
turned the key in the lock. Then he slipped the key into
his pocket, and turned towards George Gore.

Gore rosc to his feet. Fatty Wynn’s mysterious conduct
gave him a suspicion that the plump Fourth Former had
gone suddenly mad.

“Hallo I” said Gore.

“Hallo !” said Fatty Wynn, wiping a smear of jam from
his mouth. “Bully!”

“What?”

“Rotter |2

« Bh7?

“Put up your hands!”

7T

And Fatty Wynn placed himself on guard, and advanced
upon the bully of the Shell in an extremely warlike way.

Gore stared at him blankly, his suspicion growing
stronger that the fat Fourth Former had taken leave of
his senses. He retreated round the table in considerable
alarm, )

“What’s the matter ?” he exclaimed.

“I’m going to lick you!”

“B-b-b-but what’s the row?” stammered Gore.

He hadn’t the faintest idea why Fatty Wynn should
visit him in this warlike way. He had several quarrels
ripening, so to speak, but not one of them was with Fatty
Wynn. He had had no quarrel whatever with the Falstaff
of the Fourth. Indeed, Fatty Wynn was so good-natured
and easy-going that very few fellows quarrelled with him.

“You’re a rotten bully!” said Fatty Wynn. “You’ve
treated D’Arcy minor in a rotten way, and I'm going to
lick you for it! Savvy?”

“Oh, blow D’Arcy minor |”?

“Put ’em up!”

“What does it matter to a New House chap, anyway?2
demanded Gore. i

“I’m looking after D’Arcy minor,” said Fatty Wyna
loftily. “I’'m going to stop your rotten bullying! Put up
your hands!”

“ But—but——"

“Come round from behind that table, and put up your
hands !” shouted Fatty Wynn. “D’Arcy minor is a decent
young kid, and I’'m going to protect him. He’s stood me
a very decent feed when I was practically famishing, and
I'm not going to see him badly treated.”

Gore comprehended.

“Oh! He stood you a feed?”

“That’s not why I'm going for you, of course,” said
Fatty Wynn, rather hastily. “I'm doing this on general

principles. Bullying ought to be put down.”
“Yes, but—"
“And you're a beastly bully, Gore!”?
“Ahem! You see—"

“Are you going to come round from behind that table,
or shall I come round for you?” asked the fat Fourth
Former truculently,

“I—T’11 come in a minute. You see—

Fatty Wynn made a rush round the table. Gore dodged
round it still more quickly, so that they still faced one
another, with the table between. Fatty Wynn puffed for
breath. He was not much inclined for exertion after the
feed he had had in the school shop.

“Look here, you cad!” he roared. “I’'m going to lick
you! You may as well take it quietly. Don’t be a coward.
Put up your fists!”

“J—I—— Wait a minute. I was just going to send you
a n‘ﬁssage, Wynn, asking you to come over here,” said Gore.

“Rats 1”

“Yes, I was, really,” said Gore. “I know how fond you
are of steak-and-kidney pie, and I thought you’d join me
in a little feed.”

Fatty Wynn dropped his hands.

“ Steak-and-kidney pie?” he repeated.

“« Yes.))

“H’m!” said Fatty Wynn. “Of course, if you're really
sorry t}ﬁxt you banged young D’Arcy’s napper in that
way—

“I'm awfully sorry!”

“And you won't do it again?”

“Never |”

“Well, I don’t see that a kid could want more than that,”
said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully. “I don’t much like the
idea of punching a chap who wants to stand me a feed.
It’s not exactly right in return for hospitality.”

(Continued on the next page.)
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“Of course it isn’t!” said Gore. “And you'll like the

'steak-and-kidney pie. Look here!”

The burly Shell fellow crossed to the cupboard .and
opened the door. Fatty Wynn’s eyes glistened at the sight
of the large steak-and-kidney pie and the hémdsomt:
pudding on the next dish to it, When Gore was in funds
he generally did himself very well. =

If one feed had sent Fatty Wynn to his study on the
warpath, another feed might send him home in' gentle
peace. :

And Fatty Wynn was evidently very much impressed.
All the warlike * ardonr had faded out of his ‘plump
countenance at the sight of the steak-and-kidney pie.

“Tt looks ripping,” he said. : =

“Yes; and don’t you think these House rows are carried
too far?” suggested-Gore amicably. “How much better for
two fellows to sit down quigtly and have a decent feed
instead .of hammering one another !”

Fatty Wynn nodded.

“That's just what I was thinking myself,” he remarked.
*It’s a much better system to talk things over and—and
come to an amicable understanding, and—and have a bit of
& snack together.”: £ AT : :

“Of course it is!” said Gore. g s

“And 1 was always rather fond of steak-and-kidney pies,
said Fatty Wynn. -

“This one is ripping !”

“It certainly looks it!” :

Fatty Wynn sat down.  Gore did not join in the feed; he
})layed the part of waiter, helping:Fatty Wynn with liberal
relpings. It was syrprising the number of helpings that
Tatty Wynn was able to negotiate, especially considering
the feed he had lately had in the tuckshop. sl

But Fatty Wynn had wonderful powers in that line.
There was a very considerable difference in the size of the
steak-and-kidney pie by the time the Falstaff of the Fourth
had finished. “ :

“You'll have some of the pudding?? said Gore
hospitably.

“Yes, with pleasure !”

Anrd Fatty Wynn started on the pudding. There came a
tap at the door of the study and a muffled voice through
the keyhole. :

“Have you licked him yet?”

Fatty Wynn started. He had forgotten all about the fags
in the passage. It seemed that Wally & Co. were growing
tired of waiting. They had heard no noise from the study,
and they could understand that something had gone wrong
with the programme.

“It’s all right!” called out Fatty Wynn, with his mouth
full of pudding.

“Have you licked him ?”

% ‘DOA,:

“When are you going to begin ?” ;

“Oh, don’t be in a hurry! Go and keep watch.”

There was a muttering sound of discontent in the pas-
sage, and the fags obeyed TFatty Wynn wired into the
pudding, and it was a mere wreck by the time he had
finished. He rose to his feet at last with a very shiny and
contented face.

“Just a little more ?” asked Gore.

“N-no, thanks!” said Fatty Wynn. “I’ve done myself
splendidly ! I say, Gore, I—I really think you’re a rip-
ping sort of chap, you know. I shall come and see you
again.”

“Do,” said Gore.

Fatty Wynn unlocked the door.

“Good-bye !” he said, quite affectionately.

“Good-night, old chap!”

__And the door closed behind Fatty Wynn, and Gore turned
the key in the lock after him, to secure himself from any
further interruptions.

»

——

CHAPTER 14.
Levison is Brave!

EORGE GORE had given Fatty Wynn a right royal
feed, but the fags of the Third did not give him a
right royal welcome when he came out of Gore’s
study. :

After a severe ragging at the hands-of Wally & Co. he was
allowed to totter out of the School House and seek peace
and quietness once more in his own quarters.

Wally & Co. were passing Levison’s door when that
}votl;thy looked out and gave them the invitation to “come
in”

Wally paused.
He did not like Levison—few did—and he was not in-
clined to accept his invitation unless he saw a reason for it.

“What do you want ?” he demanded. s

“I've got something to tell you—how to get even with
Gore, if vou like,” said Levison.

Tee Gem LiBRarY.—No. 1.390.
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“Oh, good !”

The fags stepped into the study, and Levison closed the
door. © Mellish was sitting at the table, and he gave the
Third Formers quite a friendly nod. Wally was regard-
ing Levison rather suspiciously. He did not trust the cad
of the Fourth ;

“Gore has been ragging you chaps, I know,” said Levison.
“You brought Fatty Wynn in to lick him, didn’t you?”

“How the dickens do you know ?” eEiale

“I happened to see you in the tuckshop,” grinned Levison.

3

“But it hasn’t come off, has*it?”

Wally snorted.

“Gore fed the beast up,” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!” . =

“If you've brought us in here to listen- to your cack-
ling—"" began- Wally wrathfully.

“I haven’t,” said Levison. ““Look here, I can tell you
something. Gore’s pater was down to see him this after-
noon !”

“I know that; I saw the old man. ”

“Well, I happened to hear him talking to Gore—"

Wally’s lip curled.

- “Oh, I-understand!” he said. “You happened to be
behind the door or round a corner, or at a keyhole, or
something 1” . 3

“Never mind that,” said Levison, with a slight flush.
“Never mind how I heard it. I did hear it, and that’s
enough. Gore’s pater was going to take him away from the
school for being a rotten bully; and he’s only left him here
on probation. Gore has solemnly promised him to keep out
of all rows for four days till his pater comes again.”
© Wally whistled. :

“He’s not even to defend himself -if he is attacked,”
went on Levison. “You see the position it places him in.
If Gore gets into a single row, his pater is going to take
him away from the school, and Gore would just as soon go
to prison as go home. His pater isn’t exactly a sweet-
tempered man.”

“My only Aunt Jane!” said Wally. “That accounts for
Gore making his peace with everybody—to Merry and
Lowther, and he’s even soft sawdered Gussy, and he’s wasted
his grub on Fatty Wynn. That accounts for it!” :
“Of course it does!” said Levison.

“And don’t you see,” broke in Mellish eagerly, “it’s a
jolly good chance for you fags to go for him ?”

“We're not big enough to tackle a chap his size,” said
Weally, with a shake of the head.

“No, no; under ordinary circumstances,” said Levison.
{)‘But just now he’s bound by his promise, and he can’t hit

ack.”

“What ?”

“Even if you dot him on the nose he can’t hit back,” said
Levison, with a grin. “He dare not. Don’t you see what
a chance it is for you?”

“g}c:u unspeakable cad !” said Wally.

«Toh 77

“You rotter! Do you think I'd hit a chap, however
beastly he was, if I knew he couldn’t hit back ?” demanded
Wally savagely.

“You young ass—"

“If this is true about Gore, it wouldn’t make us go for
him; it will just prevent us from going for him!” said
Wally. “If you weren’t the rottenest kind of a beastly .
worm, you'd see that for yourself !”

Levison’s eyes gleamed with anger.

“Oh, you're rotting!” he exclaimed. “You know per-
fectly well that you’d be glad of a chance of going for
Gore, if you could do 1t safely.”

“Rats 1”

“I tell you he dare not hit back!” persisted Levison.
“And if he did lose his temper and forges about his pro-
mise, and go for you, it would ruin him with his father:
He would be taken away from St. Jim’s, and we should be
rid of the beastly bully for good. It's worth getting a
black eye or so for the sake of that.”

“You cad !”?

“Look here—" ¥

“Oh, come on!” said Wally, turning to his comrades.
“Let’s get out of the study; that chap makes me sick !”

Levison followed him to the door, his face dark with
anger. i

“Do you mean to say you’re going to let this chance.:
slip ?” he demanded. ‘o
Wally gave him a scornful look.

“We're not going to get Gore into a row with his pater,:
if that’s what you mean!” he exclaimed. “If the chap,
can’t hit back, we shan’t go for him. He’s a beastly bully, .,
and we’'ve got an account to settle with him, but there's
such a thing as fa@r play and decency, though you don't .
seem to know about it. Come on, you chaps! That chap
will make me ill if I talk to him any longer.” :

And Wally marched off down the. passage. v

Levison turned back into his study with a savage
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Fatty Wynn made a rush round the table, but Gore quickly dodged to the other side.
“ I’'m going to lick you. You may as well take it quietly.

Fatty.

expression upon his face. He could not understand Wally’s
scruples in the least.

“I suppose he doesn’t believe me,” he remarked.

“I suppose it's that,” said Mellish. g

Levison gritted his teeth.

“Gore’s pater will be back in four days,” he remarked.
“Before that time’s up, we ought to have made Gore’s
existence a regular torture to him We can pay him
back all the old scores now.”

“Yes, rather!

“Look here, suppose you go to his study and pick up a
row with him, Mellish,” Levison suggested. “He dare
{191; hit back, and you can simply wipe up the study with
him.”

“Why don’t you de it?”

“Besides,” went on Levison, unheeding the question, *if
he did hit back, his father would take him away from the
school; and that would be even better.”

“Yes; but it wouldn’t console me for being half-killed
in Gore’s study,” said Mellish, with a grin. ‘“And that’s
what you don’t want to risk, either. Gore may keep his
promise to his father, but he’s got a bad temper, and he’s
got a habit of hitting out before he stops to think. I don’t
want to get one of his right-handers on the jaw, even if
his pater goes for him afterwards. Thanks, but no.”

Levison set his lips.

“Then I’ll take it on myself !” he exclaimed

“Bravo!” exclaimed Mellish heartily. “That’s the style!”

Levison hesitated a little. Like the monkey in the story,
he preferred to find a cat to pull his chestnuts out of the
fire. But it was pretty clear that Mellish was not inclined
to act as a catspaw for him.

And there was very real danger that Gore might forget
his promise, weighty as it was, and hit out in his old
manner. It was a very greaterisk to be run; and yet
even that was worth while, for the satisfaction of getting
Gore dragged away from the school.

Life would certainly be more tolerable there without
the bully of the Shell, and it would be a terrible revenge
upon Gore. And Levison was spiteful and revengeful by
nature; it had never even occurred to him to forgive an
injury. .

“I’'m going,” he said.

“Good! TI’'ll watch you.”

Levison went down the passage. Mellish stood outside
the study door, and watched him turn the corner into the
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¢ Look here, you cad ! * said
Don’t be a coward, but put up your fists!*’

Shell passage. Then he followed him to the corner and
watched him from there. Farther than the corner of the
passage he did not go. Mellish never believed in running
unnecessary risks. )

Levison, taking his courage in both hands, so to speak,
marched up to Gore’s door and kicked upon it. Gore’s
voice was heard from within,

“Hallo! Who’s that?”

Levison turned the handle. The door did not open.
He kicked upon the door again, greatly encouraged by the
fact that it was locked. In the first place, the locked door
prevented Gore from getting at him, and, in the second
place, it hinted that the bully of the Shell was afraid.

“Open this door !” shouted Levison.

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

“Cad! Coward!” bawled Levison through the keyhole.
“Yah! Coward!”

Gore jumped up from the table and stepped towards
the door. His hand was upon the latch, and Levison heard
him, and he felt his heart sink. But Gore did not open
the door; he turned back and sat down quietly at the
table again. He could not afford to quarrel with Levison.

Levison heard him retreat, and his courage rose. It
was pretty clear that George Gore wanted to avoid trouble.
And the more he wanted to avoid it, of course, the more
Levison wanted to force it upon him.

The cad of the Fourth kicked at the door again. His
kicks and blows resounded along the passage, and fellows
looked out of their studies up and down.

“Open this door ! roared Levison. :

“Rats!”

“I'm going to lick you! Coward!”

Gore’s ears burned, but he did not answer.

“Coward !” roared Levison. “Cad! Bully! Rotter!
You’re afraid to come out!”

And he kicked savagely at the door.

“Stop that row!” cailed out Tom Merry. ;

“I'm trying to get Gore out,” said Levison. “He was

going for me to-day, and I want him to fight me. He’s
afraid to come out.”

“Well, I’m not afraid to came out, and if you don’t stop
that row, I’ll come out and wipe up the passage with
you,” said Tom Merry.

And Levison decided that he had better give it up for

the present.
Tee GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,390.



20

CHAPTER 15.
The Coward’s Blow !

EORGE GORE wore a decidedly worried look when
he took his place in the Shell Form Room the
following morning.

> His promise to his father was weighing on his
mind. He had succeeded in avoiding Levison so far, but
he knew that when the Shell was dismissed after morning
lessons the cad of the Fourth would be waiting in the
passage for him. And what was to happen then?

At any other time Gore would have licked Levison,
probably in a brutal way. But that was impossible now—
unless he was to leave St. Jim's. It was the first of the
four days of his probation, and it seemed that he was
not to be able to get through it without a fight.

Levison meant to make him fight, or else make him
take the coward’s blow in public. And if he took that,
and took it lying down, it would be an end to all his
prestige in the Shell.

After that, fags in the Second and Third Forms would
rag him with impunity. Fellows would turn up their noses
at hm}; he would be considered a coward and despised
accordingly. The prospect was terrible to any boy in a
school, and especially one who had made many enemies
by his bullying proclivities. When it was once generally
known that for some reason Gore would not hit back,
he could imagine how many old foes would come up to
settle old scores with him—old scores that had been un-
settled because he was too big and strong to be reckoned
with, but which had rankled deeply all the same.

Few of his foes were likely to take Wally’s generous
view of the matter.

Gore could not help thinking that Levison must have
some inkling of his promise to his father. Otherwise, the
conduct of the cad of the Fourth was inexplicable. As a
rule, he carefully avoided any chance of a row with Gore,
Lknowing perfectly well that he was no match for the bully
of the Shell.

Levison’s sudden heroics looked as if he had information;
and Gore knew that the cad of the Fourth generally did get
informed of what was going on, by some method or other.
And if Levison knew, and chose to take a merciless advan-
tage of his knowledge, what was Gore’s life likely to be
I’ke during the next four days? It was no wonder that
George Gore had a clouded brow that morning, and
that he gave absent-minded answers to Mr. Linton, and
earned a goodly crop of lines thereby. :

When the Shell left the Form-room for the morning
recess after third lesson, Gore did not go out with them.
He had lines to do, and he took that opportunity of doing
them. It gave him a respite from Levison’s kindly atten-
tions; but that respite could not last long. He could nof
remain in the Form-room for ever.

When the hour of dismissal came after morning lessons
were over, Gore had to go with the rest of the Form. He
went out with them with a troubled look.

The Fourth were already out, and, as Gore expected,
Tevison was waiting in the passage. He came directly up
to Gore. y .

“Are you ready, Gore?”’ he demanded in a loud voice
that reached the ears of all the fellows near at hand and
brought them round in a crowd.

Gore backed away a step.

“Ready for what?’ he asked.

“To come and have the gloves on with me?” :

“Hallo!” exclaimed Blake. “Is Levison developing into
a giddy hero? This is the first time I've ever heard you
ask anybody to have the gloves on, my son.” <

“Gore was bullying me yesterday,” said Levison, looking
round. “He’s bigger than I am, and he thinks I can’t
tackle him. That’s why he does it. But I’ve made up my
mind to have a try, and he’s got to fight me.”

There was a murmur of approval. Levison generally
gained his end, and paid off his grudges in ways that were
dark and sly, and his open and courageous conduct made
the fellows think much better of him. All eyes were turned
upon Gore. He was expected to lead the way to the
gymnasium with the utmost promptness. But he did nothing
of the sort. He put his hands in his pockets and backed
away.

“] don’t want any trouble with you, Levison,” he said
in a low voice.

Levison laughed sneeringly.

“You should have thought of that before you ragged me
yesterday.,”” he said.

“I'm sorry!”’ :

The juniors gasped. What was the matter with Gore?
This sudden repentance looked rather too good to be true.
Tt looked rather as if Gore were afraid to fight—though
why he should be afraid to fight Levisen was a mystery.

Levison laughed again, his most unpleasant laugh.
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“Most bullies feel sorry when they're called to account,
and don’t want to put up a fair fight,”” he remarked.
“That’s not good enough for me. Are you ready?”

There was a long pause before Gore replied. The fellows
were all looking at him very curiously.

“No!” he said at last,

“You're afraid?”

“I'm not.”

“But you won't fight

“No 1

“Why not?”’ 2

“Because I don’t choose.”

Levison advanced closer to him.

“You can’t have it that way,”” he said. “You choose to
bully, and you don’t choose to fight. You can’t expect to
have it like that.”

“I am willing to apologise,” said Gore, pale to the lips.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm waiting for you, Gore,” he said quietly.

“I’'m not going to fight you.”

“Coward |”

A thrill ran through the crowd of juniors. Surely Gore
would not take that quietly. But he did! His face was
very Eale, and his eyes had a haunted look about them.
But the blow the word should have called forth did not
come. Gore’s hands remained down at his sides, and he
backed away a space farther.

“Coward !” repeated Levison tauntingly.

. “Coward! Cad!” said Mellish, taking courage to join
in, as it became”perfectly clear that Gore would not fight.

PR

- “Rotter! Yah!

“What’s the matter with you, Gore?”’ demanded Tom
Merry.

Gore was silent.

Levison stepped towards him and raised his hand. Gore
half raised his own, and dropped it again.

Smack !

Levison’s open hand smote him full across the face, and
he staggered back. A deep red mark showed across the
pale cheek.

The juniors drew a deep breath.

They expected to see Gore leap forward, hitting out, but

he did not. He put up his hand to his cheek, and turned

away.

He had taken the coward’s blow—without replying.

Levison laughed tauntingly.

“Coward !”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry, in blank astonishment.
“What's the matter with Gore? He must be ill I”

“Oh, he’s a coward!” said Mellish.

And he pushed up roughly against Gore, and sent him
lr]@eling. The bully of the Shell did not even look round at

m.

~“Let him alone, Mellish,” said Tom Merry roughly.
“Whether he’s a coward or not, you're not going to begin
bullying. Shut up!”

And Mellish shut up.

George Gore went out into the old quad and walked
under the trees, his heart beating almost to suffocation,
rage and chagrin and shame struggling in his breast. He
was keeping his promise to his father—the promise on
which so much depended. But it was costing him dear.

Contemptuous looks met him on all sides—scornful looks
and sneers. Fellows he had bullied jostled him when he
passed them, fags called out taunting names from a safe
distance. and afterwards ventured quite near to do so.

And Gore struggled with himself and bore it quietly.

For the alternative was worse—the office, the desk, under
his father’s cold and pitiless eyes, was always before his
vision. Even this was better than that, and this would
not last for ever. -

After four lays he would be free again—but what were
the four days to be like?

Gore sat by himself in the Form-room that afternoon.
Other fellows made plenty of room for him; nobody wanted
to have much to do with Gore. He had earned for himself
general contempt. As Monty Lowther remarked, if a
fellow was born a coward perhaps he couldn’t help it, but
there was no need for him to be a bully as well. What
Gore suffered he had brought upon himself; no one would

have discovered that he was a coward if he had not started’

as a bully. No one felt sorry for him; the feelings towards
him were of contempt and anger. For taking a blow from
a Fourth Former, Gore was felt to have “let down” the
Shell. It was a disgrace to the Form. 3

Gore, that afternoon, was about as thoroughly miserable’

as it was possible for any boy to be. He was a bully, but
he was not a coward; but he had no choice excepting to
lie down under the imputation. If he stated what promise
he had made to his father, he knew that he would not be
believed ; it would be taken as an improbable invention to
excuse his cowardice.

He could only grin and bear it.
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But it was hard to bear, When the Shell came ouuv arter
lessons, several Fourth Formers had something to say to
Gore. They had burning recollections of pulled ears and
twisted arms, and were not likely to let the bully of the
Eh}ell escape now that they believed him too cowardly to

ght.
tG‘rdore pushed his way through them, and went up to his
study.

g (gad !?'

“Coward [

“Yah! White fecather! Yah!”

The hoots_and jeers followed the bully to his study. He
went in and closed the door, and sank down in a chair
breathing hard. How was he to stand this? He was making
a great sacrifice for the purpose of staying at St. Jim’s.
But would St. Jim’s be worth staying at at this price?

Skimpole came in. He blinked benevolently at Gore
through his big spectacles.

“You seem to be having a somewhat unpleasant
experience, my dear Gore,” he added. *“But pray console
yourself. It is not your fault that you are a coward; it is
undoubtedly a stram in your blood, and is to be wholly
attributed to the influence of heredity. If you would care
to look up the subject in Professor Balmycrumpet’s book on
heredity and environment—— Dear me, how very singular
that Gore should walk out of the study while I am speaking
to him.”

Gore went into the Junior Common-room.

A hiss greeted his appearance there.

Gore cast a savage glance round him. His temper was at
boiling point, and he was dangerously near breaking out.

“Youd better keep out of here,” exclaimed Crooke.
“You're a disgrace to the Form, and you’re not wanted.”

“QOh, shut up!” said Gore angrily.

Crooke came towards him. Crooke had never risked a row
with Gore before, but he was quite ready to risk one now.

“What's that ?”” he demanded, in a threatening tone.

“Shut up !” said Gore.

“Take that!”

Smack !

Crooke’s fist came crashing upon the burly junior’s face,
and Gore rolled on the floor. He jumped up in a fury, and
clenched his fists and rushed at Crooke. But he stopped
befere he reached him, and put his hands in his pockets and
walked out of the room.

A yell of derisive laughter -followed him.

“Blessed if I cver saw anything like it,” said Manners.
“What can have come over Gore? He was always a bully,
but I never knew he was an utter coward.”

“ e does seem to be a rotten worm,” said Blake. “But I
don’t sece the use of piling on him because of that. Better
let the poor brute alone.”

Blake’s chums agreed with him. But many fellows in
the Lower School did not. Levison and his set did not give
the bully of the Shell a moment’s peace.

Gore spent some time that evening walking in the quad,
keeping to himself. But when he entered the School House
again, Levison & Co. were ready for him. The Shell fellow

* tramped upstairs to a chorus of jeers and sneers. He

opened the door of his study—the room was a wreck.
Furniture had been displaced or broken, glasses were
smashed, drawers and boxes turned out, papers torn and
scattered. On the mirror was a notice which read:

“Coward! Cad! Bully! Rotter!”

Gore gave a howl of wrath.

“Oh! The hounds! TI’ll smash them—I'll—"

He paused. He could do nothing, and the raggers knew
that he would do nothing; although only Levison knew
why. Gore turned out of the study with a groan. Down
the passage a voice floated to his ears.

“Yah! Coward!”

Gore winced.

He moved along to Tom Merry’s study, and tapped at
the 1door: and went in. The bully of the Shell had taken a
resolve.

CHAPTER 16.
Backing Up Gore.
THE Terrible Three were all at home, working at their

rep.
¥ They stopped as George Gore came in; and their
looks were not polite. They waited in grim silence
for him to speak. Gore closed the door, and then he turned
an almost haggard look upon the chums of the Shell.
“«T want you fellows to help me,” he said huskily.
“Help you out of the study?” asked Monty Lowther,
rising.  “With pleasure.”
“Shut up, Monty,” said Tom Merry. “The poor beggar
looks pretty down at the mouth. What do you want, Gore?”
«I—J don’t know what to do,” said Gore miserably. “I'm
having a beast of a time now.”
(Continued on the newt page.)
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“Well, a fellow shouldn’t be a coward as well as a bully,”
said Manners.

Gore flushed.

T suppose I've been a bit of a bully,” he said. “But
I'm not a coward, and I never was one, I—I——"

“Then why didn’t you stand up to Levison?”

“I couldn’t !”

“Why not?” 5

“I—I—it was a promise.”

Monty Lowther grinned. :

“That’s rather too thin,” he remarked. “You should
think of a better one than that. You promised your dying
grandmother, holding her thin white hand in yours—hey ?”

Manners chuckled.

“No,” said Gore. “I promised my pater.”

“(Qh, your pater !” said Lowther. “I’ve seen your pater,
and I don’t see how you could work up a pathetic scene
with him. Still, you never know.”

“Flo’s as hard as nails,” said Gore miserably. “He’s an
awful bully himself, but he won’t let anybody else be one.
He’s down on me because I'm a bully. I suppose I've got
my faults—" :

“You never supposed a truer thing in your life,” com-
mented Monty Lowther.

“Well, he made me promise not to get into a fight of any
kind for four days,” said Gore. “I had to promise not even
to defend myself even if attacked. And if I don’t keep my
word, he’s going to take me away from St. Jim’s as soon
as he comes back from Edinburgh. You see what's at
stake ?” :

Tom Merry whistled. Monty Lowther winked at the
ceiling.

“You don’t believe me?” said Gore.

7 don’t,” said Lowther.

“Same here,” said Manners candidly.

“T believe you,” said Tom Merry quietly.

“Qh, you're an ass, Tommy!”

“Look here, you chaps, we’ve seen Gore in plenty of fights
before,” said Tom Merry. “He’s a bully, but I don’t
believe he’s a coward. And his pater, from what I've seen
of him, was just the man to make him make a promise like
that. I believe that Gore’s telling us the truth.”

“Thank you!” said Gore gratefully. “It’s the solid truth,
every word of it—honest Injun. And it’s put me 1h a
horrible position. Levison must have been listening, I
think—I remember father was speaking in the passage, after
he’d left the study. Levison must know something, or he’d
never dare to act as he’s doing. He wants to score off me,
or to drive me into doing something that will make my
pater take me away. I don’t know what to do. You
fellows might help me—if you believe me.”

“Oh, I believe you if Tommy does!” said Monty Lowther
resignedly. . “Anything to oblige.”

“What can we do?” asked Tom Merry.

“1—I don’t know. Advise me, or help me‘somehow,” said -

Gore. “I—I depend on you. 1 can’t stand this that’s going
on—T know I shall break out soon, and if I have a single
fight in the next four days I'm ruined!”

“My hat! It's rough!” :

“Jt's a lesson not to be a rotten bully,” said Manners.
“It’s all your own fault.”

Gore groaned. .

“I know it is. - But that doesn’t make it any the
pleasanter.”

“No; I suppose it doesn’t.”

“T 00k here,” said Tom Merry. “We can help you—but
it-will have to be a compact. At one time you turned over
a new leaf, and became quite a decent chap. You've dropped
back into your old ways. That’s got to stop. If you’re ready
to promise us now, on your word of honour, to keep clear
of bullying in the future, and be a decent chap, we’ll stand
by you.”

“Hear, hear !” said Manners and Lowther.

“T mean to do that, anyway !” said Gore. “I—I meant
to do it, I swear. I don’t know what made me such an
ass—but you watch me, if I get a chance, that’s all.”

*“You promise then?”

“Yes; honour bright!” -

“Good !” said Tom Merry, rising. “Now, we'll let the
whole House know the promise you've made to your
father !” ;

Gore gasped.

“They’ll pile on me more than ever, then, Tom Merry !

Tom Merry ‘laughed.

“Not if they know that the Terrible Three are ready to
fight all your battles for the next four days!” he replied.

“Oh! You mean- that?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Thanks!” Gore’s face was bright: again now; a load
was gone from -his mind. “You're a jolly good sort, Tom
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Merry. - When this is over you shall tee that I'm not the
ungrateful brute you’ve thought me.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“1 think youwll keep your word,” he said. “You’'ve had
lesson enough, anyway. Come on!”

And the Terrible Three and Gore walked downstairs.

They entered the Junior Common-room together. There
was a hiss from a group of Fourth Formers. :

“Hallo, you rotten coward!” said Levison. ~ “Have you
made up your mind to fight yet?” :

“Oh, he couldn’t fight a.‘white rabbit!” said Mellish.

And there was a jeering. Jaugh. .

“Gentlemen,” said Tom Merry. “I have a few words to
say ."R Fr‘iends, Romans, countrymen,. lend me your ears!”

‘Rats}? . -

“Order!” said Blake. “Go ahead, Tommy !”

“Gore has explained to me that he’s promised his pater
to keep clear of rows for four days; hence his shirking
trouble. Levison most likely knows it, or he wouldn’t be
so jolly brave all of a sudden!?

S Ha =ha s ha.l”

“It's a lie!” said Levison. .

“What !” exclaimed Tom Merry, advancing towards him.

“I—I mean, you're mistaken !”

“That’s better! Well, the case is as I say, and we have
decided to see Gore through it. - We've taken up the cause.

Gore is going through the next four days without having-

any rows, but any fellow who tries to put upon him in any
way will have to deal with us. If Levison is spoiling for
a fight, he can seiect Manners or Lowther or myself. He
can take his choice 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“I don’t want any row with you fellows!? said Levison
sulkily. 3

“Then you'd better let Gore alone. If you say a single

insulting word, or touch him, you will have to fight one"

of us, and that applies to every fellow present.”

“Bai Jove! 1 wegard that as quite wight, and I fully
appwove of it!”

“Then it must be right!” said Blake. “The one and
only Augustus has said 1t! The great chief has spoken!”

“Weally, Blake—"

“I hope it’s clearly understood ?”’ said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah; and I will back you up, deah boy!”

The Common-room was in a buzz of discussion. Some
of the fellows believed Gore’s statement-with regard to his
promise to his father and some did not. But there was
one thing that all of them had to believe, and that was
that the Terrible Three were backing up Gore, and that if
Gore were ragged: there would be a serious fight on the
hands of the ragger.

And after that Gore was left severely alone. The best
fellows had not troubled him at all, and the others did
not want trouble with the Terrible Three.

That day of torment had had its effect upon Gore, but
the succeeding days were not like it.- A calm peacefulness
descended upon the bully of the Shell. He gave no cause

for offence, and he received nore. And it was very clear |

from Gore’s manner that he remembered his promise to
Tom Merry, and meant to keep it.

“PBai Jove!” Arthur Augustus remarked to his chums.
“Gore is becomin’ quite decent, and I shall be quite sowwy
if his governah takes him away. I can weally stand Gore
now, if it wasn’t for the colour of his neckties—weally, you
know I .

Oa the fifth day came Mr. Gore. :

The stout gentleman marched into the school with a hard,
grim face, and a glance at him was_sufficient to show that
he expected to catch his son tripping. He was shut up
with the Head for five minutes, and then with Mr. Railton
for an equal length of time, and then with Gore’s Form-
master, the master of the Shell.

He came forth looking disappointed. Was it possible
that he was disappointed because he had not caught Gore
in fault? It was possible. He proceeded to ask questions
of the prefects, but the prefects had the same report to
give. Gore’s conduct for four.days had been exemplary—
so far from entering in a row, he had been seen to take
blows without returning them.

Mer. Gore finally dropped into his son’s study. Gore met
him with fear and trembling. Ile had kept his word, but
his father was not a pleasant man to deal with. Mr. Gore
regarded his son from under his heavy brows for some
moments before he spoke to him.

“You have kept your promise, George?” he said.

“Yes, father.”

“You have nos fought with anyone, or struck a blow,
since I saw you last?”

“No, father!”

“Fortunately, the statements of the masters and the

(Continued on page 28.)
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By EDWY SEA

The Second Victim !

EGGIE PITT, the popular  leader of the West
House Remove, was wruestling with Latin verbs.
He wasn’t enjoying himself a bit. But prep,
after all, was prep, and it had to be done. He
sat at the table in Study O, trying to concentrate on his

task. .
It was certainly very cheerful in that little room. The

" fire glowed warmly, ‘and the hiss of rain against the

window served to accentuate the comforts within. It was
a wintry evening, bitterly cold, blustery, and raining hard.

Jack Grey, Pitt’s chum and study-mate,
had finished -his prep earlier, and had gone
to the Ancient House to talk football with
Nipper, the junior captain. Pitt was glad

to be alone, for during the past few minutes OF

TORTURE!

he found it difficult to concentrate. His
thoughts kept wandering away from Latin.
Without any reason at all he found himself
thinking of Zinestero Castle, that grim old
building in the heart of Bellton Wood, which had been
brought from Spain, stone by stone, by the mad Count
Zinestero, and erected in the quiet Sussex countryside.

“Rats!” muttered Pitt, giving himself a shake.

It was irritating. Why should he think of Zinestero
Castle? He couldn’t get the confounded place out of his
mind. He tried hard to bring his thoughts back to Latin.
In vain. His will power was insufficient, and soon he was
thinking of Zinestero Castle to the exclusion of all else.
He had an irresistible desire to venture forth into the
rain and walk to the castle.

His usually cheery face became set in a mask-like expres-
sion; - his pen wandered idly over the paper, scratching,
and he had no knowledge of what he wrote. His will was
no longer unde- his own control.

At last, obediently, as though in answer to a summons,
he rose to his feet and walked slowly and deliberately out
of the study. There were no juniors in the passage. Had
any of the fellows met Reggie Pitt then they would have
wondered what was wrong with him He walked ‘mechanic-

zsally, and his steps took him to the cloak-room, just inside

the West House lobby. Then he emerged at once, after
donning a macintosh.

But his head was bare as he went down the steps into

i Somebody came running across

from the KEast House, and they nearly collided. The

other fellow turned and stared, and shouted to Pitt. But

~Pitt walked on in that same deliberate fashion, and took

no notice.

Il | ‘1( J -" S |
RLES BROOKS

THE SCHOOLBOY WHO WAS BURIED ALIVE!
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The gates were not yet closed. Out he went into the dark
lane, the rain beating into his face, the wind causing his
macintosh to flap round his legs.

H=2 no longer wondered why he was venturing forth in
this fashion; he just walked on, obeying the inexorable
summons which had come from the darkness of the night.

Presently he reached the: stile in Bellton Lane, which
gave on to the footpath through the wood. He climbed
the stile and plunged amongst the trees, to be instantly
lost in the impenetrable blackness.

Yet, as he walked, he never once faltered; he kept to

the path without a halt, and thus, in due
course, he reached a point, almost in the

THE CASTLE - centre of the wood, where he left the path

and plunged amongst the wilderness of trees,
treading through sodden bracken and dead
leaves.

He emerged soon into a forlorn and
neglected drive. Walking down this,
stumbling over ridges and potholes, with
the rain beating upon his bare head, he reached a high and
formidable wall, in which was set a massive woodzn gate.

It was the entrance to Zinestero Castle—to the court-
yvard. For a long time now the grim old building had
been empty, and the country people round about declared
t]mii the castle was haunted. and it was avoided after
dark.

As though he had been given verbal instructions, Reggie
Pitt felt for a knob in that massive gate, and a little
wicket door immediately opened. He passed through, and
he not only closed the door after him, but bolted it on the
inner side.

He walked forward across the courtyard, and in the
gloom of the wintry evening he could dimly sece the out-
line of the deserted and forbidding castle; with its turrets
and towers, and the wide moat which surrounded it.

But the drawbridge was down, and Reggie Pitt walked
firmly across it. A figure, shadowy and mysterious, stood
in the shelter of the archway beyond And as Pitt reached
that spot he seemed to shake all over, and he looked about
him in bewilderment. It was as though he had awakened
from a trance.

. “Great Scott!” he ejaculated blankly. “Why am I
ere?”’

A hand reached out from the shadowy figure, and if
rested firmly on Pitt’s shoulder.

“You have come, my $on, in answer to the summons of
Taaz, the Omnipotent,” said a soft, cultured voice. “It ig
well. Follow me.2

. 'TrE GEM LiBrARY.—No. 1,390,
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Reggie Pitt shivered. A queer, trickling sensation ran
up and down his spine. Ha» understood. = The second
talon of the Ten Talons of Taaz had struck—and he was
the victim ! :

He remembered vividly then the menace which hung
over ten juniors of St. I'rank’s. . 3

In going to the rescue of Tibetan priests in a shipwreck,
the boys had looked upon the face of Raa-ok, the high
priest, the punishment for this being death.

They had, however, been allowed to go free; but they
had to appease the anger of the priests’ Vulture God Taaz.
Each junior, in turn, would be called upon to undergo an
ordeal. If one showed cowardice the punishment would
be death. Already Vivian Travers, one of the ten, had
faced his test of courage. Now it was Pitt’s turn!

Tt looks a bit like rain, dear old fellows!” observed
Vivian Travers, as he stood in the Ancient House door-
way. g

Nipper and Jack Grey were with him. Outside the
zone of light on the Ancient House steps the rain was
pattering heavily on the gravel of the Triangle. The
paved paths shimmered like rivers, reflecting the light
from the windows of the Modern House opposite.

“Im not sure it’s much good talking to Pitt about
football,” said Nipper ruefully. “If the rain keeps on like
this Little Side will be flooded to-morrow. Still, come on!
Let’s make a dash for it!” ;

They raced down the steps, swerved to the right, and
ran past the dark opening of West Arch, and soon
reached the main doorway of the West House. They
charged in, laughing and breathless. -

“Hope Reggie’s finished his Latin,” said Jack Grey.
“If he hasn’t he’ll boot us out of the study. Prep to-
night is a regular teaser! Glad I've got mine done.”

They went down the Remove passage and entered
Study O. The light was full on, the fire was burning, but
there was no sign of Reggie Pitt.

“He must have dodged out for a minute,” said Jack as
he looked at the table. “His books are still open, and he
left the light on. Make yourselves at home, you chaps.”

“Just what we're doing, thanks,” said Travers as he
dropped comfortably into the easy-chair.

Nipper leaned over the table.

. “Let’s see how much more of this drivel he has to
do,” he said. “Hallo! What’s this?”

“What’s what?” asked Grey.

Nipper was staring at Reggiec Pitt’s Latin paper. The
upper half of it was very neat, but lower down, for some
extraordinary reason, Pitt had spoilt all his work. Ior he
had written “Zinestero Castle” no less than five times.
And it was noticeable that the handwriting, although
characteristically neat at first, degenerated into an erratic
scrawl. The last two or three letters of the final word
written were almost indecipherable.

“ Zinestero Castle !” muttered Nipper, and his voice con-
tained a hard, alarmed note.

“What do you make of it?” asked Jack Grey, puzzled.
“What on earth possessed Reggie to muck up his work
like this?”

“This is not Reggie’s ordinary handwriting,” said Nipper
sharply. “And he went out, leaving his work un-
finished—"’

“Meaning ?” asked Vivian Travers, rising abruptly to
his feet.

_ “Meaning one thing, Travers—and you know what it

*1s,” said Nipper tensely. “Pitt has had the ‘call’!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Grey, his face going pale.

The three Removites looked at one another. They were
all members of the “marked ten.” They understood.
Travers, as yet, was the only one who had undergone the
mysterious ordeal, and he had steadfastly refused to relate
what had happened to him some nights earlier.

“You may be wrong, Nipper,” said Grey, at length.
“I don’t see——" P
_“Why should Pitt" write Zinestero Castle so many times
like this?”’ interrupted Nipper. “IHe did it unconsciously.
By Jove! It’'s a clue for us, you chaps. We know that
Pitt has been ‘called’ to Zinestero Castle !”

“So what?” asked Travers evenly.

“We'll go there—we've got to go there,” said Nipper,
clenching his fists. “Come on! Let’s round up the others.”

He strode out into the passage, and Castleton happened
to be strolling past.

“Hallo!” he said, staring in surprise at Nipper’s set
face. “Anything wrong ?”

“What makes you ask that?”

“I was wondering if Pitt had had bad news, or some-
thing,” replied Castleton. “I saw him about ten minutes
ago, and he didn’t answer me when I spoke to him.”
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¢ Perhaps he didn’t hear you.” &

“Come off it!” said Castleton. “I was running into the
Houge, and Pitt had just come out. Without a cap, too—
in this weather! He walked straight out into the rain
and darkness without looking to right or left, and he
absolutely ignored me.”

Nipper laughed, and Castleton did not know that it
was a forced laugh. s

“That’s nothing,” he said lightly. “I expect he was
having a game with you. Come on, you chaps.” z

They hurried away, for Nipper had no desire to be
questioned by Castleton, who was obviously curious. When
they got into the lobby, Nipper paused.

“You heard that,”” he said in ‘a low voice. “That
clinches it! You got out of bed and left the school the
other night in just the same way, Travers. But this time
the call has come in the evening instead of the middle of
the night.”

“Yes, it looks pretty significant,” admitted Travers.
“But we can’t do anything. In fact, we mustn’t do any-
thing.”

But Nipper ignored him. Five minutes later in the
Ancient House he had rounded up the other members of
the Ten. Study C was crowded, and in addition to Nipper
and Grey and Travers, it contained Handforth, Church,
McClure, Tregellis-West, Tommy Watson, and Archie
Glenthorne,

They were agog with .excitement when they heard the
news.

“By George! So it’s Pitt’s turn!” said Edward Oswald
Handforth.

“Yes,” said Nipper grimly. “And we're going to
Zinestero Castle.”

5 “You can leave me out of it,” said Travers steadily.

I've had enough of the priests of Taaz. It’s Pitt’s turn
now, and if you try to interfere you’ll be crazy. -The only
thing for us to do is to leave him alone—and wait.”

“But that seems so tame!”’ protested Nipper.

“ Absolutely,” said Archie stoutly. “I mean to say, surely
it is up to us to rally round?”

f‘These Eastern merchants are in deadly earnest,” re:
plied Travers, with unusual gravity. “It's madness to
try any monkey tricks with them. I've been through the
mill, and I know. By butting in, you might sign Pitt's
death warrant.”

g‘hc others looked at one another with set, startled faces.
i R’ats!” said Nipper suddenly, his voice firm and grim.

We’re not going to leave Reggie Pitt in the lurch. Who's
coming with me to Zinestero Castle?”

“All of us!” said Handforth promptly.

And, indeed, they all eagerly assented—with the exception
of Travers. And he was the only one who knew!

The Torture Chamber!

r HROUGH dark, dank passages Reggie Pitt was led.
His guide, a sinister figure in his Eastern robes,
was carrying & quaint lamp which gave forth a
flickering light. But -the light was confined to a

narrow radius, and all beyond the shadows were dense.

Pitt’s heart was beating faster, but he strove to remain
calm. He knew not what ordeal lay ahead of him, but
he sensed that it would be severe. The only comforting
thought was that Vivian Travers had come through his
own ordeal with flying colours.

They went down a long upper corridor, and Pitt could
hear the moaning sound of the wind outside. They turned
through a doorway and came into a great lofty chamber.
Here other lamps were glowing, filling the place with a
strange and unnatural light,

Only half visible, amid a background of shadows, loomed
an enormous image, which shimmered uncannily. It was
Taaz, the Vulture God. It was perched high there, with -
outspread wings, with its strange head, half bird and half
man. and its talons outstretched, clutching.

Vague figures moved about in the shadows, and Pitt knew
that there were several other priests here. And he realised,
‘gigh a sudden shock, that he had once been in this chamber

efore.

It was the torture chamber of Zinestero Castle!

The mad count had had everything restored—exactly as
it had been in medieval days. Pitt found himself being led
forward to a heavy upright post, which was fixed solidly
to the floor. One feature of the adventure which added
to its grimness was the utter silence. No word was spoken;
and when the priests moved about, their feet were noiseless.

But as Pitt was placed with his back to the upright post
sounds came—sinister, significant. He heard the ring of
metal, and he felt hard pressure on his arms and legs.
Heavy steel clamps, which were fixed to the post, were now
fastened round the prisoner so that he could not move.
Thus he was held there, helpless, at the mercy of his captors.

“What are you going to do to me ?”2 Pitt burst out, unabla
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Nipper & Co. were horrified at the scene that met their eyes as they opened the door of the torture chamber. Reggie
Pitt, his chest bared, was fixed to a post, and a priest had his hands over Pitt’s eyes. Another priest was advancing
upon the captive with a hot iron!

to bear the silence any longer. “What's all this jiggery
pokery 1% 3

“You must remain calm, my son, for in calmness lies
salvation,” came the voice of one of the priests. “Panic
leads to_terror—and terror will mean death!”

“Death I” muttered Pitt, his blood running cold. :

“You have transgressed against the great Taaz, and if
you prove yourself to be of courage, Taaz will forgive,”
came the priest’s voice. “It is for you, my son, to face
danger and pain and terror—and to face it all with
fortitude.”

Reggie made no reply. He saw, with a start, that a
brazier was glowing with white-hot fire; two priests were
bending over it, their yellow faces like masks. And in the
brazier were branding-irons, One of the irons was with-
drawn, revealing the end glowing white with heat. It was
thrust back, and as the priest performed this action he
turned his head and looked impassively at the prisoner.

Pitt clenched his teeth—to prevent the escape of a cry
which had already risen to his throat. So that was it!
They were going to torture him with hot irons! There was
no way of escape, and Reggie was filled with a blind rage
against these heathens who were thus having their way
with him. He was alone in this mysterious old castle with
them. To shout for help would be worse than useless.

“Why are you doing this?” Pitt demanded suddenly, his
voice sounding before he realised that he had opened his
:mouth.

The priest in charge came forward, facing him.

“It is not for you to seek knowledge, my son,” he said.
“We are but the servants of Taaz. We bear you no ill-
will, and desire not to take your life. But should you dis-
please Taaz, death will follow. Taaz has no love for a
craven !”

Reggie Pitt understood, and if hs was more horrified
than ever, he was strengthened, too. It was his courage they
were going to test. Well, he would show them that he

.was no craven. Let them torture him until his senses

deserted him, he would utter no outecry—he would make no
appeal for mercy.
- If anything had been needed to show him what was
:planned, it followed now. A second priest advanced towards
him, and with quick movements opened his clothing until
ihis chest was laid bare.
i> At the same time the priest at the brazier withdrew a
glowing, white-hot iron. 'He held it to his face as though
to test it, and Pitt saw him nod. Then, with slow, measured
tread, he advanced. ‘
“Prepare, my sonl!” said an impressive voice behind
the prisoner.

Two hands came round the post, and in a moment they
were clapped firmly over Reggie Pitt’s eyes. His heart was
thudding like a hammer as he heard the slithering footsteps
of the priest who advanced with the branding-iron—

. ° . » . . . . .

“This isn’t the way to the castle!” said Handforth
suddenly. . 2

The eight St. Frank’s Removites were out in the wind and
rain, and Nipper was leading the way. The others had
expected that he would take the footpath into the heart of
the wood. -

But Nipper was continuing straight down the lane into
Bellton. He was obliged to come to a halt, for Handforth
was dragging at his arm.

“I know,” said Nipper. “But do you think we’d stand
an earthly chance if we went to the castle in the ordinary
way? Have you forgotten what happened when we tried
to follow Travers? We were stopped by the priests, and
were warned that if we went any farther it would mean
Travers’ death.”

“Begad, that’s right!” muttered Tregellis-West.

“Well, we can’t take that risk now—we can’t endanger
Pitt,” continued Nipper. “It’s ten to one there’s a priesc
on guard on the footpath, and perhaps another in the castle
courtyard. But, after all, these priests of Taaz are strangers
in the district. They don’t know much about the castle.
But we do.”

“What ?” said Hanfdorth, with a start.

“We know some of the secrets—and the most important
seeret is the underground tunnel,” said Nipper. “Don’t you
remember? There’s an entrance in Bannington Road. If
we can get in there and reach the castle secretly—"

“By George,” interrupted Handforth enthusiastically,
“why didn’t I think of 1t?”

They pressed on eagerly now. Nipper’s idea was first
class. They were all anxious about Pitt—they wanted to
help him, 1f it was in any way possible. Yet they feared
that if they interfered openly their efforts would do more
harm than good. For these eight juniors were under no
misapprehension concerning the grim and determined
activities of the priests of Taaz.

Through the village, which seemed utterly deserted in
the rain, and_ then they hurried out upon the road to
Bannington. It was deserted, and presently they reached
an ordinary looking manhole cover. Electric torches
flashed, and several of the juniors between them managed
to raise the cover and put it aside.
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‘A shallow brick wall was revealed, but Nipper knew
that the base of this well, although solid looking, was
actually a secret door. It led down into a tunnel, and the
tunnel, in turn, led right into Zinestero Castle !

“Wait, you chaps,” said Nipper tensely “Keep your
eyes wide open, in case a car comes along, or a bus. If
50, s}}ove this cover back like lightning and dodge out of the
way.”

He dropped into the cavity, and almost at once he was suc-
cessful in locating the mechanism which operated the secret
door. It opened, and Nipper’s torchlight revealed a lower
cavity, with a glimpse of steep stairs.

“Jt’s all right!” he called exultantly.
Come on!” )

He vanished, and the others, very excited, followed him.
The last two to come down had shifted the manhole cover
near to the opening, so that they were able, at the last
moment, to hoist it over, and place it in position.

A few minutes later the eight boys had collected together
at the bottom of the steep steps, and they were now In a
fairly wide tunnel. The air was icily cold and dank. The
walls were streaming with moisture, and there were puddles
all along the tunnel floor.

At the time of Count Zinestero’s occupation. of the castle,
there had been many - trick devices in this tunnel—walls
which automatically closed, imprisoning any unwary
intruders. But that mechanism had been put out of action,
and the tunnel was safe. In one place there had been a
collapse of the wall, but this had since been repaired.
The boys hurried on, intensely eager for the adventure.

At last they came to some steep steps which led sharply
upwards. They mounted higher and higher, and after a
while the dampness vanished. They knew, then, that they
were actually within the walls of the old castle.

“Careful now, you chaps!” murmured Nipper. “We
might be heard. ~ After this we mustn’t do any talking.
And be ready to act if necessity arises.”

“(Carry on,” said Handforth tensely. “We're ready.”

The steps were narrower now, and as they mounted
Nipper tried to remember the lie of the land. While he
was doing so, his torchlight showed him a recess in the
stonework—and in this recess there was some mechanism.
e halted. He knew that in that recess there was a secret
door. Nipper suddenly remembered—they were high up in
Zinestero Castle, and that door led straight into the torture
chamber !

““’Ssssssh !” hissed Nipper.
chaps.”

He examined the mechanism, and saw how it was operated.
Then he switched off his light, and the other fellows switched
off theirs. They were plunged into Stygian darkness.

But Nipper’s hands were on the controlling rod. He
pulled gently, and without a sound the secret door opened.

Nipper almost uttered an exclamation, for he had expected
the torture chamber to be dark and empty. But it was glow-
ing with a ruddy light. The door opened wider, and the
boys behind Nipper craned forward.

They gazed upon an extraordinary scene.

Reggie Pitt was fixed to an upright post in the centre of

“Tt still works.

“Keep absolutely quiet, you

the chamber; a priest behind the post had his hands clapped

over Pitt’s eyes, and another priest was advancing upon the
captive with a white-hot iron.

Nipper’s heart almost stopped beating. He dared not
make a sound at such a crucial moment as this. He could
only watch, horrified.

Buried Alive!

LEGGIE PITT knew that the fateful moment of his
ordeal had come.
He sensed, rather than felt, that the second priest
was near him. Then suddenly something that felt
ice-cold pressed on his bare chest.

He caught his breath in with a sharp hiss between his
clenched teeth. But that was the only sound he made. For
he had sworn that he would give no cry. ~With muscles
tensed, with his fingernails digging into his palms, he
remained silent.

“You are possessed of courage, Unbeliever,” said the soft
voice of the priest. “It is well.”

The hands were removed from Pitt’s eyes, and he was able
to jerk his head forward. His first instinctive glance was at
his chest. He expected to see seared flesh. But his chest
was unmarked, only streaming as with moisture.

In the hand of the priest of Taaz was not a white-hot iron,
but a long icicle! It was the thick end of this which had
been pressed against Reggie Pitt’s chest—and, blindfolded as
he had been, he had thought that it was the hot iron.
Actually, he had felt nothing but intense cold ! :

“Oh ” he exclaimed, feeling suddenly foolish.

“TIt is well done, my son,” said the priest, his face as
impassive as ever. “Let it be known to you that if you had
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made any outery at the first touch of the ice, the branding
iron itself would have been used.”

“I—I thought—— I—I mean—"

“Yes. It was intended that you should think thus,” said
the priest. “Taaz has commanded that no harm shall befall
you if you acquit yourself to his liking. It is regrettable
that your friends should have thought fit to interfere, for by
so doing they are endangering your life.”

Nipper and the other boys at the secret door, hearing these
words, were startled. They had made no sound; they had
given no indication of their- presence. But at that same
second, a powerful light, appearing as though from nowhere,
sivur.ltg round and revealed Nipper & Co. with dazzling
clarity.

“Stand forth, foolish youths!” said the priest sternly.

“Back !” gasped Handforth.

But, even as he spoke the words, a light appeared in the
secret passage itself, and the boys in the rear, turning, saw
two ominous-looking yellow faces. They saw, too, gleaming
daggers.

There was no alternative; they were obliged to move for-
ward _into the torture chamber. They came out in a little
crowd, their faces flushed with excitement. They had
believed themselves to be safe; but the priests of Taaz,
apparently, knew everything!

“My children, never again must you seek to aid the one
who has been called to answer to Taaz,” said the priest in
chargg. “The unbeliever Travers has expiated his sin; the
unbeliever now before your eyes is in the act of expiating
his. If he acquits himself to the liking of Taaz, he will again
join you. If not, he will die. In due course, each of you
will be called. But, heed this well. Be warned. Any
future interference will mean certain death for the one who
has been called. Enough!”

He raised a hand, and another priest, who had approached
the boys, flung something which seemed like a handful of
powder. It spread out over Nipper & Co., immediately
resolving itself into a dense cloud, pungent and over-
powering.

They felt their senses reeling, they blundered and stumbled
blindly, and then they collapsed one by one.

While this dramatic incident was taking place, the metal
clasps had been removed from Reggie Pitt, and he was
hustled at speed out of the torture chamber. He heard the
thud of a door. There were two priests with him, one on
either side.

“What have you done to my friends?” he asked huskily.
. “Fear not; they are unharmed,” said one of the priests
impassively. “When they awaken they will have more
wisdom.” ;

“Aren’t you going to let me go?”

“Taaz will decide whether you shall go, or whether you
shall take the long journey into eternity,” replied “the
priest. “Thus far you have pleased Taaz. It remains to be
seen whether your courage is of that quality which will
earn your release from his curse.”

Pitt’s mind was in a whirl. He did not know whether to
believe the priest. He had seen his schoolfellows fall as
though stricken by some dread paralysis. Yet his own
position was so acute that he had scarcely any time to
think of others.

He was in a gloomy upper chamber of the castle—a bare
room with icy draughts whistling through it. He was taken
straight to a shallow recess in the wall. Tt was of just
sufficient width tp admit him, and he was commanded to
remain perfectly still. }

He could not understand this fresh ordeal. There were
loose bricks on the floor—and mortar. too. One of the
priests was handling a trowel, and another held a light.
The priest in charge stood close against the recess itself—
ready to deal with Reggie Pitt if he should make any
move.

Calmly, unhurriedly, the priest with the trowel spread
mortar on the solid stone floor—just within the recess, and
close against Pitt’s feet. He placed a brick on the mortar-—
then another brick beside the first one. He laid a layer
i)f bricks, spread mortar on them, and then laid another
ayer.

The helpless junior made no sound, but he went ecold
with fear. For, unless his eyes befooled him, he was being
walled up! He was being buried alive!

Higher and higher rose the layers of bricks; the wall
was being built so that the exit from the recess would
be blocked. And Reggie Pitt was behind, helpless, and the
wall was ever growing higher.

“No, no!” he muttered. “You can’t do a thing like this!
It’s murder!”

“You are afraid, my son?” asked the guarding priest,
his voice suddenly harsh.

Reggie tried to pull himself together. He was, indeed,
terrified. For there was no deception about this awful thing.
These inhuman yellow devils were intent upon concealing
him for all time!



< il

peoa "ﬂi’*

[Hl

EVERY WEDNESDAY

Fortunately, he controlled his feelings. He had been
warned. If he showed the white feather he would in-
evitably die. He tried to think of some loophole of escape
—some_trick of deception which the priests were employ-
ing. But there was nothing. Already the wall was built

to the height of his chest, and the priest, working skilfully, °

was continuing to lay the bricks.

Higher grew the wall. It was at his face level at last.
The sense of being imprisoned, buried—it was driving him
near to the panic point. For thele can be no worse horror
than the knowledge that one is being doomed to a slow
and horrible death by suffocation.

“Farewell, my son,” came a soft voice through the open-
ing. “Thus far you are brave.”

“You beasts—you devils—"

Reggie Pitt, feeling himself cracking, used every ounce
of his will power. He realised that he had scarcely uttered
the words; he had hardly breathed them, for his vocal
¢hords seemed paralysed.

The next moment the light was shut out. He heard a
scmpmg, and it became faint. He knew that the last
brick had been placed in. He was sealed up! And the
silence within that living tomb was broken only by the
hard breathing of the victim. The impulse to scream
was irresistible. -Terror had got hold of him now, This
tomb was too ghastly—— But again his sterling spirit
conquered.

“No!” he swore.
that satisfaction.
devils 1

He was suddenly calm. He found himself wondering how
long it would be before suffocation came and his senses
left him. He thought of the bricks and the new mortar.
If ﬁe exerted his btxength he could destroy the newly built
wa

There was scarcely room for him to move, for the wall
had been built flush with his front. Yet, by wriggling
and twisting, he was able to hunch himself up to a.certain
extent; then, using all his strength, he used the leverage
he Ind thus gained.

. Suddenly the wall burst.

“I won't scream—I won't give them
They won’t hear a sound from me, the
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But it was the wall behind him—not that newly built
wall in front of him! The apparently solid wall of the
castle burst under the pressure, and the next moment Pitt
found himself hurtling through space. 1t was the plaster
of the wall that had given way. The outside bricks had
been removed.

Pitt felt the icy wind and the rain on his face.

Down—down! He was falling like a stone, and his senses
were confused.

Splash !

He plunged into a depth of icy-cold water, and the
shock revived him. He knew he was in the moat.

He came to the surface and struck out blindly.
dimness he could just see the bank.

“It is well!” came a mysterious voice from the darkness.
“A coward would have been 1e51gned to his fate. By

In the

fighting for your life without screaming for help you have °

satisfied Taaz. Go in peace. Butb ‘say nothing of what
has ‘befallen you to any living soul, or Taaz will be
angry, and Taaz will give you no second chance. Go!”

Pitt scrambled on to solid ground. He looked about him,
but no living thing was in sight. Zinestero Castle was like
a place of the dead—mournful, desolate.

The ordeal was over. Pitt found new strength; he ran
to the great gates, and made his exit through the wicket
door. And on the footpath, in the heart of the wood,
he found Nipper & Co. He blundered into them almost
before he knew they were there.

‘f‘ It’s Pitt!” came a husky shout from Handforth.
safe!”

“ And you're safe !” said Reggie Pitt steadily.

“We don’t know how we got here; we only came to
our senses a few minutes ago,” said Nipper. “By Jove!
Those men from Tibet are tough customers, and no mistake !
What happened to you, Regg1e7

“I can’t tell you,” replied Pitt quielly. “If T tell you,
they’ll kill me. Each of you must go through his own
ordeal—with no hint of what is to befall you.”

And they went out of the wood and back to St. Frank’s.

(Next Wednesday :

“He's

“ THE NEEDLES OF NEMESIS ! ")

THE MONTH’S BEST BOOKS!

TAKE YOUR CHOICE

everyone. Whatever your tastes in reading, you w ill
find a book here to suit you down to the ground.
For lovers of school yarns the SCHOOLBOYS’
OWN LIBRARY offers two new volumes. No. 229, “THE
HOUSE OF TERROR,” by Frank Richards, tells how
Harry Wharton & Co. become involved in a baﬂ'lmg mystery
centred around the menace of death that overhangs Raven-
spur Grange.  Their thrilling adventures will hold you
breathless througho ut this great holiday yarn.

No. 230—“THE RIVER ADVENTURERS,” by Martin
(,hﬂord—xs a rollicking long story of fun, frolic, and excit-
ing adventures on Old “Father Thames, starring Tom Merry
& Co. of St. Jim’s on holiday. Don’t miss it.

THL‘ libraries for October offer something to please

If you like war yarns, packed with thrills, then the
BOYS. FRIEND LIBRARY caters for you with No. 449,
“ON SECRET SERVICE,” by Hedley Scott. A distin-
guished officer has been captuled by the Germans. He has
with him certain documents which must not fall into enemy

_hands. Two young airmen undertake to don disguise, enter

Germany, find the prisoner, rescue him if possible, and
bring him back, together with the papers. Right to Berlin

. they go, and their non- stop adventures make thrilling read-

ing of the highest order.

For football fans the BOYS FKFRIEND LIBRARY
publishes No. 450, “TERRY OF THE THUNDERBOLT,”
by Richard Gordon. Here is a powerful yarn of League
Soccer and the Cup-ties, coupled with life in the Navy.
Thrills and mystery are interwoven into an engrossing story
you will not forget in a hurry.

Nipper & Co. and the boys of St. Frank’s are the well-

estabhshed favourites with a vast army of readers, who will

be pleased to know that the BOYS FRIEND LIBRARY
has another volume for them. It is No. 451, “CRUSOES
OF SURF ISLAND,” by Edwy Searles Brooks. It was
Handforth’s idea in the first place. The fellows went to
live on an island off the South Coast-for a week. undertaking
to take nothing but the clothes they wore with a pocket-
knife—to fend for themselves entirely. But they tumbled

slap into trouble and mystery—and fun! This yarn is a
winner.

For those who revel in stirring adventures in the wilds
there is BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY No. 452—“LOST IN
THE JUNGLE,” by Murray Graydon—an cnthralling yarn
of African perils and mystery.

Rex Hardinge has

Who likes first-class detective novels?
written an - amazing yarn entitled “THE BLAZING
LAUNCH MURDER ?” Tt is SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY
No. 449. A young man employed by a London insurance
company is asked to visit a famous violinist he has never
met before in his life. He goes, only to arrive in time to
see the man murdered. For baffling mystery and clever
detective work this story is hard to beat.

No. 450, in the same series, is a thrilling narrative of
sinister plotting, introducing Dr. Ferraro, master-crook.
The story is by Coutts Brisbane, and is entitled & THE
SECRET TEMPLE.”

Granite Grant and Mlle. Julie, of the British and French
Secret Services, are well-known characters. and this month’s
absorbing novel of their adyentures, together with those of
Sexton Blake, is well up to standard. It is No. 451 in this
series, entitled “THE LIVING - SHTADOW,” by Pierre
Quiroule. While SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY No. 452,
“THE SALVAGE PIRATES,” by Gilbert Chester, is an
engrossing drama of crooked work on land and at sea.

For thriller-story fans the THRILLER LIBRARY is

issuing two more fascinating volumes. No. 7 is “UNDER |

LONDON_” by Val Gielgud and Holt Marvell, of B.B.C.
fame. It is a tensely told tale of the drug traffic in London’s
underworld, new in treatment and with a smashing climax.

No. 8 of this series is “MURDER C—\VE,” by Hector
Hawton—a stirring drama of hidden loot—a . story of a
m}rstely that will challenge all your detective ability to
solve.

(All these volumes are ON SALE TO-MORROW. Price
4d. each.)
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THE BULLY WHO WOULDN'T FIGHT!

e (c‘ontmued from z)ane 22) g
s 1».¢4<>Q<x>.<!>0<1>0<1>04\0<1>.<x»0<:> e e B

j e ; % ‘ %
profvcts bear out yours,” said Mr. (}orc grimly. ¢“1 believe
you !’
+. % Thank you, father!”
, 1 shall keep my word, as you ha\c I\ep( yours, and
allow you to remain af this school,” said Mr. Gore.
“Gore’s face brightened up. ]

- “.Oh, thanks, father—thanks!”
; “There is nothing to thank me for,” said Mr. Gore,
“and I warn you that I shall keep a careful eye on you
in the future, and if I- receive any more unfa\ourablo
veports on your conduct, Lucuxt'c, it will be the worse for
you !”

“I'm going to be \crs calcful and—"

“Mind you are! - Good-bye!” =

‘And Mr. Gore hurried off to catch his ham

Gore executed a cake- \\alk 1ound the study in his glee,
and then went out.

He met Levison in the paS\ave 'lhe cad of the Iourth

“Hands off1” he exclaimed,

Gore gave him a grim 1ook.:

“You: were <poxhng for a ﬁfrht a_little while ago,” he
remarked, “I’llcome into the gym now. You gave me &
co“iudIs blow T'm ready to return it. Come on!Z

“You don’t want to fight?” said Gore contemptuously

“N-no!” muttered Levison. ;

“You treated me as you did, and you don’t want to
ﬁght ? said Gore. “By Jove, I won't give you any choice
about it! Tl smash you, and Crooke, too! :I‘ll—— *

“No, you won't!” broke in  the: quiet-voice: of . Tom
Merry, as the hero of the Shell came out of his.study.
“Let bygones be bygones, Gore’ -You've' paid .for .being &
bully—you deserved all you got, Lct the \\hole mattcr
drop !”

Gore hesitated for a moment. . Then he &howed plaml\’
enough that. his better nature w as uppermost.

f“Right you are!” he e\claxmed “You can cut, Levison !”

-And Levison gladly “cut.” F

Tom Merry linked his arm in Gore’s, and they walked
down the passage together. And that was a proud moment
for the bully who, for a period, wouldn’t ﬁght

THE END.

(Next weel:; The boy who camped out nt school'
Read ¢ THE GIPSY SCHOOLBOY!”) ¢ st

backed away.
PEN PALS

(Continued f7om page 13.)

R. A. Cail, 22, Priory Road, Cambndge, wants correspondents s
Creat Britain and I)omnuona U.8.A., China and Japan ; age
15-18.

Albert Watts, 34, Bolton Puad Leicester, wants correspon-
dents ;. age 18-23.

vlhthur Longley, 35, Queen Street, East Ardsley, Wakefield,
Yorks., wants a pen pal in America ; motors and motor-racing.

Anthony Carey, 108, St. Mary’s Road, Peckham, London,
S.E.15, wants to hear from stamp collectorq in British Colonies.

Eric Hiley, 144, Upper Woodlands Road, Manningham,
Bradford, Yorks, wants pen pals in Australia, New Zealand,
and U.8.A.; age 12:16.

Miss Helen Mabel Courtice, 25, Ship Street, Brighton, Sussex,
swwants a girl correspondent ; age 15-17 ; animals, books, films.

Miss Irene Donald, Latrobe Avenue, Red Cliffs, Victoria,
Australia, wants a gul correspondent in Scotland ; age 14 15 s
exchange Australian mementoes for Scottish.

Sydney Phillips, High Street, Penrith, New South W ales,
Australia, wants a pen pal in England.

Eric Ford, 70, Sheriff Street, Rochdale, Lanes, wants a pen
pal ; age 13-15.

Rowland Laey, St. Peter’s. 50,
Essex, wants (mre:pondcnn in Brit
railways, stam

Harold Hughes, 35, Ridgehill" Lane, Qtal\bndge, Cheshire,
wants cox'respondents in Australia, U.S.A%, France, Germany.
Italy ; camping, cricket, photography.

Miss Elsie Simpson, 6, Well Lane, Rock Ferry, Birkenhead,
wants a girl correspondent in England or Canada ; age 14-16.

Miss Joan Brown, 179, Peel Street, Rock Ferry, Blrkenhead,
wants a girl- pen pal in Spain, India, or Japan; age 14-16 ;
books, plays, animal life.

vicholas Lane, Laixxdon.
Empire and U SA. ;

Write for Fully Illustrated Musical List.

e s ™ UKULELE BANJO

You can play this delightful instrument
with .very little .practice with the aid of
our Free Lightning Tutor. Brass Fretted
Finger  Board; - sweet, mellow tone;

solidly built; ,highly-polished finish. 30/
VALUE for 11/9.- We will send you one
..of these ¢ Southern Isles’’ real Ukulele
“Banjos upon receipt of your name and
. address. If entirely to your satisfaction.
you send 1/6 on recepr and 1/« fort-
nightly until 11/9 is paid. Full cash with
order or balance within 7 days 10/6 only

BEORGE GROSE .8, NEW BRIDGE ST., LUDGATE CIRCUS,
Y _ LONDON. Send for Special Games List, Post Free.
~“SPUR’ BILLIARD TABLES.

A . Perfect Reproduction ~of”a Full-size Table. Leather-covered Pockets,

Rubber Cnshions, Adjustable Rubber-covered Fcet to ensure a Perfect

¢. Complete with Two Cues, Threc Turned Balls guaranteed

Mahogany-finished M.\lhmg Board, Spirit Level, Rulcs. and
Send for (,ompl(‘ o List. . 4 Movlthu

payments, Cash.

1 ft. /s 8/6

i 1: 11.ins. = 8/9 25/-

S0 2 ins, Ti~ 30/«

; 5. X 2 ft, 5 ins, 8/ 40/~
54¢: 2 ins "X, 2 ft. 8 ins. 10/9 49/6
6 dt. 4 ins. X8 ft. " S'ins. ¥ .. 16/- 70/«

promlse you Robust  Health, Doubled

Strenoth Stalmna and Dashing Ener y in

30 da\s 01 monn ba"kl My amazing 4-in-1

Course_adds 10-25 ins. to your muscular

- development (with 2ins” on Chest and 1lin. on Arms), also brings an Iron
Will, Perfect Self-control, Virile Manhood, Personal Magnetism, -Surprise
your friends ! Complete Course 5/-. Details free, pxnntle‘ls“r—ETEBBING

INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dean Road, LONDON

' Increased my own height to 6ft. 3%ins.
BE TALLER CLIF‘\TS GAIN 2 to 6 INOHES! Fee

STAMP .brings FREE Par-
ticulars. — P. M. ROSS, Helght s'pecxalxst SCARBOROUGH.

We will send for your free approval, upon receipt
of a postcard, our famous ‘“SOUTHERN HAWI”
UKULELE. If satisfactory you pay 1/- fort-
nightly until 11/9 is paid. Every Musical Instru-
ment supplied on equally attractive terms. Write
for Fully Illustrated Catalogue. Seven Days
Free Trial allowed.
J. A, DAVIS & CO. (Dept. B.P.146),
94-104, DENMARK HILL, LONDON, S.E.5.

DON’T ‘BE BULLIED!

Somc splendid illus. lessons in Jujitsu, Articles and full . particulars
Free. Better than Boxmg 2d. stamp for postagc Learn to fear no
man. Or snnd .- 1/- for- First Part to: ‘A.P.,”’ “ Blenheim
ouse " Bedfont Lane, Feltham, M:ddx

Cure yourself as I did, Particu-
' lars Froe, "FRANK B WUGHES.
gHAMPTON ROW,

DON, W.C

Your Height Increased in 14 days or Money Back.
Amazing Oourse, 5/-. - Send STAMP NOW for
frec book. —STEBBINN‘%SYSTEM 28, Dean

Road, LONDON,

DIFFERENT FREE! Includes 25 Colonials, Sets, 100 other
225 varieties, 100 Titles of Countries. 2d. postage, xoqucslmg appro-
vals. —LISBURN & TOWNSEND, Ltd. (U.J.S.), Liverpool.

MAGIG TRIGKS ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist’s
L] Instrument\ Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Price6d.each,4forl/-—T.W.Harrison,239, PentonvilleRd., London, N.1.
STAMMERING Stuttering  New, rcmm‘knble, Certain Cure.
3 _Booklet free, privately. —SPECIALIST,

Dept. A.P., 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

Shyness, ‘‘ Nerves,”” Self- i Worry
Habit, Unreasonable “Fears, etc., cured or
9 money back! Complete Course 5/-, Details—

L. A. STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.

from 6/6d. 1,000 ft. 100 ft. Sample, 9d. post.3d.
Fl M Lists id.» stamp. NAYLOR, 207, Waiton Road
Manor Park, E.12,
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