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THE BOY WHO WAS TRUE

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

CHAPTER 1.

Warned Off !
i AKE a pair of sparklin’ eyes—"*

‘' Whose 1"’

“Weally, Blake—"

“Well, I only asked a question,” said Blake inno-
cenily.  “T haven’t the slightest objection to taking a Rair
of sparkling eyes, but, of course, I want to know whose |

“Qf course,” :aid Tom Merry seriously. *Or Blake
could take one, and I could take the other, I—"

*“You uttah ass!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form at 8t Jim's
groped for his cyeglass. He found it, and jammed it into
liia eye, and surveyed the other fellows in the room with
indignant scorn, They were all looking very grave and
serious. Whether they really misunderstood him, or whether
they were only “rotting,” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not
quite know.

There were half a dozen fellows in the box-room in the
School House at St. Jim’s. They were sitting on empty
boxes, or standing round D’'Arcy with their hands in their
pockets. D’Arcy had burst quite suddenly into song.
D’Arcy’s tenor voice was a very serious matter from his own
point of view, and o standing joke among the rest of the
juniors of the School House.

“Take a Pair of Sparkling Eyes,” was one of the amateur
tenor's favourite songs. Just now he had been practising
for half an hour by himself, and when he had asked Tom
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BLUE BUT WAS JUDCED A ROTTER!
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53 “ Look over there!"
The juniors and Cousin Ethel followed his glance and

“ Great Scott!” exclaimed Levison.

saw a downcast junior, his eyes on

the grou
the Grean Man. nes ipering

It was Jerrold Lumliey-Lumiey.

Merry & Co. to come in and %‘i\'e him their opinion, they
had come in with the gravity of judges.

“Y wegard you as an uttah ass, Tom Mewwy,” said
})Arf:‘y. “I wegard you as anothah uttah ass, Blake.

“QOh, get on with the washing !’ said Monty Lowther of
the Shell, “You were telling us to take a pair of sparkling
E)‘QE bE]

“1 wasn't, you ass—"

I appeal to the other fellows,’” said Lowther. “I dis-
tinetly }}eard you tell us to take a pair of sparkling
eves

** Yes, rather |”

“1 guess that’s correct,” said Lumley-Lumley.

“You uttah duffahs!” ghrieked D’Arey. “I believe you
are only wottin’. That is a song, you feahful chumps—a
song fwom a Sullivan opewah.”

“Oh, I see!” said Jack Blake, with a thoughtful nod.
“It's a songl” :

“Yaas, wathah, and you know it as well as'T do, you

“ 'lvou

uttah ass! I was beginnin’ to sing a tenah solo—

“0Oh1” said Tom Merry, in great astonishment.
were singing 1"

“Yaas, you duffeh!”

“Why didn’t yov tell us before you started’” demanded
Tom Merry warmly., ‘“How are we to know ?”

There was a chuckle in the box-room. Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy turned his eyeglass upon the juniors in turn.
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"1 wegard you as a set of wottahs!” he exclaimed.

“Howevah, as you are here, pway listen, and give your
opinion. I am pwactisin’ my tenah solos, because we're
goin' to give a musical entahtainment when Cousin Ethel
comes.”’

“Cousin Ethel !”

“Is she coming?”

“Yaas,' said D'Avey. “I had a lettah this mornin’.
Cousin Ethel has been stayin' at the seaside—she has been
wathah seeday—and now she's comin' to stay for a few
days with Mrs. Holmes. I suppose it will be our duty to
entahtain her a little.”

“Yes, rather|”

“I was thinkin’ of a concert,” snid D'Arey.
course, I am goin' to sing sevewal solos——""

“Rats |”

“You're not I’ ;

Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle, and surveyed the
juniors indignantly. .

“Look here. deah boys—" he began,

Tom Merry pointed his hand magisterially at the swell
of 8t. Jim’s.

“Now, let’s have this understood,” he said, with mock
soverity. “‘Cousin Ethel hasn’t been well, and she ean’t
possibly be strong enough yet to stand your tenor solos. It's
us much as we can do to stand them, and we're pretty
thick 1"

*Hear, hear | said Blake.

“If you break out into song, Gussy, we shall bump you.
It's a follow’s duty to protect a lady in distress.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Not & mnote!” said Tom
Merry. “Not a chirp. ¥You
understand 7

“You uttah ass——"

“Clck it "

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

And  the juniors, = after
shaking their fingers solemnly
in warning at the swell of
8t Jim's, filed out of the box-
room, without waiting to hear Arthur Augustus sing.

“Pai Jove I” murmured D’Arcy. “I wegard them as a
sot of beastly wottahs. They don’t know a good voice when
they hear it. I’m jolly well goin' to pwactise all the same.”

And Tom Merry & Co., a3 they went down the box-room
stairs, heard a voice from above, trilling forth more or
less tunefully. .

“0h, buck up 1” said Blake. “T can stand Gussy's waist-
conts and his ties, and his silk hats, and his eyveglass—hut
I draw the line at his tenor solos!”

CHAPTER 2.
A Welcome Guest!
JERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY wore a very thoughiful

“And, of

good action.

expression, .
The fellow who had always been called the Outsider
of St. Jim’s was seldom called by that name now.

The blackguard of the Fourth Form—the rank outsider—
lad made more than one ecffort in a better direction, but
always he had slipped back somchow into his old ways—
until now. Now, it really appeared that Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley was in real earnest. Ior a long timo he had been
all that could be desired. Not a sign had he shown of
reverting to his old bad habits. He had never been near the
Green Man—he had cut off his connection with Mr. Joliffe,
and the set of betting rascals who haunted that ill-favoured
place—and he was very friendly with Tom Merry & Co.

More and more of the befter qualities of his nature had
come to light, and the Outsider of 8t, Jim’s was becoming
popular. It seemed that he had completely turned his back
upon his old associations.

And it was pot for want of temptations, either,

His old associates of the Green Man had made more than
ona attempt to get him back, and Levison and Mellish of
the Fourth had never tired of striving to undermine his
good resalutions.

But they had not succeeded.

To Levison and his friends the reform of the Outsider
was a heavy blow, for Lumley-Lumley was the son of a
millionaire, and had unlimited pocket-money. And Levisomn,
at least, nourished a bitter hatred towards the fellow whom
he could not drag back into evil ways. But the one-time
Outsider did not care for Levison's likes or dislikes.

He went on his way screnely, taking no notice of the
sneers and taunts of the cad of the Fourth.

It was partly by the influence of Cousin Ethel that
Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had succeeded in making good that
great change. But how Ethel regarded him ﬁn did not
know, He knew that in the old days on more than one

keen-witted Outsider falls a victim to the treacherous
cunning of his enemy Ernest Levison.

occasion he had bitterly offended Ethel, and now she was
coming to St. Jim's again. Lumley-Lumley wondered how
she would speak to him, and whether she would speak to
him at all.

The Outsider of 3t. Jim's started suddenly out of his
deep reverie as he received a sounding slap on the shoulder.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom Merry cheerfully, _*Where-
fore that worried brow? Been getting lines from Lathom?™

Lumley-Lumley shook his head, but he did not smile.

“I guess not !” he said.

The habit of “guessing '’ still clung to Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley from the titne he had spent in America, when the
Lumley-Lumleys, father and son, had been poor enough,
and had picked up a living in New York, long before the
millions came, and the %rm of Lumley-Lumler, Ltd.,
was heard of,

“Not in trouble "' asked Tom DMerry.

“INot exactly,”

“Clome and punt a footer round, then.”

“All serene!™

Lumley-Lumicy walked out into the quad wiith Tom
Merry. The hero of the Shell had o footer under Lis arm.
There was ten minutes to spare before dinner, and Tom
Merry thought that it could not be ‘better occupied than
in punting a ball round the quadrangle. Dust the shade
did not leave Lumley-Lumley's brow.

“ Look here, Merry—" he said suddenly.

“Yes?” said Tom, kindly enocugh. He could sec that
there was a weight of some kind on Jerrold Lumley-

Lumley's mind.
“It's about Cousin Ethel.”

1

It is the irony of Fate that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley “Nothing about C':'“sin
i : Ethel to worry you, is there?”

should forfeit his good name through tryingtodoa  ,giiod Tom.
Yet that is what happens when the “0Oh, no! But— Look
here! I suppose you re-

member that I was caddish
towards her once?”
Tom Merry's brow clouded

a little.

“No need to talk of that!” he said shortly.

“No. But things are different now,”’ said Lumley-
Lumley. “I sce things in a different light, I—I used to
have check cnough, goodness knows, but now—well, I don't
feel as if I have cheek enough to face her when she arrives
That's all. Will she speak to me, do you think?”

Tom Merry comprehended.

“Oh!” he said. “Is that it?”

Lumley-Lumley eoloured.

“Yes, that's it, I guess! I—T think, perhaps, slic must
have o grudge against me, you know, and—and 1 want to
stand in her good opinion.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“Depend upon it, Cousin Ethel wouldn't bear malice.”
he said. *“And, besides, she knows you're all right now.
1IJlan"t is.uy anything about if, and she won't, and it will be
all right,

Lumley-Lumley nodded.

“And now let's have a punt about,” said Tom Merry.

Ho kicked the ball, but he did not watch where it flew,
for as the footer rolfed he caught sight of a slim, girlish
figure entering the gateway of 5t. Jim's.

*“Cousin Ethel I’ he exclaimed,

The girl came in, bright and charming, as alwagys, with
a bag and umbrella in her hand. Tom Merry ran Lo meect
her, and Jerrold Lumley-Lumley followed him more slowly.
It was curious to see how the Outsider of 5t. Jim's, who
was famous for his nerve, shrank from facing the quict blue
eves of Etliel Cleveland.

“My hat! It's Ethel!”

That exclamation came from George IFiggins of the
Tourth, The long-legred New Housé junior came sprinting
across the quad as 1f he were on the cinder-path, He
reached Cousin Ethel as soon as Tom Merry did, though
he had twice the distance to cover. Cousin Ithel greeted
the juniors with her cheery smile.

“Ethel ! Bo jolly glad to sce you!” exclaimed TFiggins,
taking Cousin Lithel's bag.

Cousin Ethel was smiling brightly.

“It's such a pleasurs to see St. Jim's again!” she
exclaimed.

“Qh, it's ripping to see you here!” said Figgins,
you quite well now?"

“Perfectly, thank you!”

Lumley-Lumley eame up slowly. Cousin Ethel turned to
him with a smile, and took the hacd Le timidly held out.

Lumley-Lumlier coloured.

Having shaken hands with Ethel, he ventured to take her
umbrella, which the girl relinquished to him wiith a smile.
Tug Gem Lisrary.—XNo. 1,401,
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The three juniors marched the girl off towards tho School

ouse.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Angustus D’Arey, who
was on the steps of the School House. “Bai Jove! It's
Ethel! How do you do, deah boy—I mean, deah gal?”

Clang, clang!

It was the dinner bell.

i 0}}, rats|” said Figgins, "I don't want any dinner}

Cousin Ethel laughed.

“I'm going to see Mrs. Holmes now,” sho said. “I shall
sce you all after school, I sup;i_clysa? Good-bye, now !

. And the girl went into the Head's house. She left thn
juniors looking very well satisfied wiih themselves anil
things generally.

“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, voicing the
general sentiment. “It's wippin’ to have Cousin thel
here again, you know—simply wippin'[”

*What-ho i” said Figgins, with unconscious emphasis,

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass rather coldly upon Figgins.

ks ch.'l]_',:, Tiggins, I don't see why you should be so
enthusiastic about my cousin comin’ here,” he remarked.

Figgins blushed.

A fat Fourth Former came springing across the gqnad,
and he caught Figgins by the arm, and jerked at r]him,
gasping for breath., It ‘was Fatty Wynn of the New
House,

“ Dinner!” he exclaimed.

“(Oh, hang dinner | said Figgins peevishly,

Tatty Wynn stared at him,

“CGreat Scott! Are you ill, Figgy?’ he exclaimed
anxiously. [Fatty Wynn could not understand any fellow
being indifferent to his dinner unless Lo was ill.

Iriggins snorted.

“No! Rats!”

“(Come in to dinmer, then,” said Fatty Wynn, dragging
him away. “There's boiled beef and carrols  and
(Iumplinga——iolly ood dumplings—you know what they're
like. There's a ;ﬁum pie to follow——"

“ By-r-r-r-r 1"

And Figgins shook off Fatty Wynn's hand, ani walked 10
flie New House by himsclf, followed hy the fat Maourth
Tormer, in great asstonishment. Kerr was waiting for
them at the door of the New House,

“Buck up!” said Kerr. “Ratty will be down on you
if you're late!”

“Qh, rats!”

Ierr stared.

“ (Cousin Ethel’'s come!” he said.

“What's that got to do with me?”

“(0h, nothing, of course!”

Kerr chueckled as he went inte the dining-reom. Tigging
sat down at the table, with a very absent cxpression ugon
liis face. But the chief of the New House juniors had a
liealthy boyish appetite, and he did full justice to the boiled
eef and carrots, and to the plum pic afterwards—much to
the relicf of Fatty Wynn.

CHAPTER 3.
Tit for Tat!

FTER dinner, Jerrold Lumley-Lumley came out on
the School ITouse steps. He looked ont into the
sunny quad. Ile could see in the dislance several
juniors chatting to Cousin Ethel ai the gate of the

Head’s garden,

Lumley-Lumley would gladly have jained t{hem, but a new
diffidence was coming over the OQutsider of 5t Jim's. e
stood on the steps, looking towards them for some time, and
then turned into the House and went up to his study.

Lumley-Lumley’s study in the Fourth Form passago was
shared "y Levison and Mellish. There was very little
harmony ‘in the study. Levison and Mellish were the black
sheep of the Fourth, and when Lumley-Lumley had been
of the same sort they had got on together very well indeed.
Now they did not get on at all,

The two cads of the Fourth did all they could to make
ihe study uncomfortable for the Outsider, and Lumley-
Lumley often did his work in other fellows’ studies in order
to get away from his unpleasant neighbours. e was more
often seen at work in Tom Merry's or Kangaroo's room, in
the Bhell passage, than in his own study,

Lumley-Lumley pushed open the study door and entered,
A peculiar smell greeted him as he stepped into the study.
H1e had expected to find the room empty, but Levison was
there. Levizon was standing at the table busily at work.
There was a candle burning on the table, and Levison wa3
melting scaling-wax in the flame. That, and the smell of
cllarres paper, had made the scent that Lumley-Lumley
noticed ag he entered,
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The cad of the Fourth was so occupied that he did not
notice the entrance of the Outsider of St, Jim’s. .

Lumley-Lumley stood looking at him for a moment in
astonishment..

Levison had several baoks on the table before him, and
he-was calmly and mothodically sticking the leaves Logether
with sealing-wax. 7

A dark frown knitted the Outsider’s brow.

He recognised his own school books—books that he would
need for use that day. The cad of the Fourth was playing
one of the ill:natured tricks that he was never tired of
inventing for the discomfiture of his encmies, [

“¥You cad!” burst out Lumley-Lumley.

Levison started zo suddenly ihat he let o chunk of melted
wax fall upon his finger instcad of upon tho page he was
Stml&?g” and he uttered a yell of pain.

€ I 1]

Ho scratched the wax off quickly, and put lis finger in
his mouth, sucking it frantically.

Lumley-Lumley strode towards him with flashing eyes.

“You rotten cadl” ho shouted. *What arc you doing
\\'irhomy books 2?

L1 h!}l

“My hat! Vou've spoiled them all!” ejaculated the Out-
sider. “You miserable cad! I—"

Levison backed round the table, He did not like ihe
Outsider’s looks. He had not expected Lumley-Lumley fo
come_into the study, snd he was taken completely by
surprise.

“]—T—" he began.

“¥Vou hound!” roared Immloy-Lumley. “You've stuck
all the leaves together. If I hadn't come ip and caught you,
1 suppose you would have worked it somehow to malke it
look as if somebody else had dome it! You cadl”

“Look here—" began Levison,

“Put vp your hands!”

T.evison dashed round the table, and ran for the door.
T.umley-Lumley caught him by the shoulder and swung him
hack. The cad of the Fourth crashed against the table, and
it fell sideways.

There was a loud erash as the table shot over into the
fender, and the bocks and the candlestick fell into the hearth
in_a shower.

Tevison rolled on the floor of the study.

Lumley-Lumley was upon him in a moment.

“Let go |” gasped Levison. *I—J—"

“Keep still, you cad!”

T.evison had no choice about keeping still. Ta was upon
his back on the learthrug, and Lumley-Lumley's knee was
upon his chest, pinning him down.

The Outsider reached out for the candle, nnd lighted it.

Tevison watehed him uneasily, writhing under ibo heavy
}énee. Lumley-Lumley held the siick of sealing-wax to tho

amn,

“Wh-what are von going to do?” panted Levison.

“I'm going to serve you the same as you've served my
Tooks,” said the Qutsider,

“What! I—"

“If yon don't keep still youw'll got some of Ihis on your
face,” said the Outsider. “You will be hurt !”

“ Lumley—"

“Shut up 1”

Lumley-Lumley dropped chunks of the melted sealing-wax
on Levison’s hair, sticking it together in locks.

The cad of the Fourth writhed wildly.

“Vou mad fool I he yelled. “T shall never get 'that out!l
Tict me go ™

:‘}Io%’l} geb hurt if you struggle [

“Keep still! I guess you'd hetter !*

T.ovison thought he had better, too. ITe remained quies-
cent under the knee of the Outsider, while Lumley-Lumley
stick hig hair together with the sealing-wax.

It did not take the Outsider long. e was very liberal
with the senling-wax, extending it freely in sticking
Levison’s hair together in chunks,

The aspect of the cad of the Fourth was very peculiar swhen
Lumley-Lumley had finished. IIis hair was in liltle tufts
and bunches on his head.

Tumley-Lumley threw the remainder of the scaling-wax
into the grate, and allowed the cad of tho Fourth to rise.

T.evison looked at himself in the glass, and gavoe a yell,

“Oh, you hound !”

Lumley-Lumley grinned.

“ Parhaps you'll bo a hit move careful next time how yon
spread sealing-wax over u chap's books” hLe remarked.
" Now pet oub of {his study ¥

“1 won't! e

*“Won't you "

Lunley-Lumley advanced upon hiva. Levison tore the
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 I'm golng to serve you the same as you served my books ! " said Lumley-Lumlasy.
of sealing-wax dropped on his halr, sticking it together Il:u :noks. h
et me go

that out!

door open, and dashed out into the ﬁassa e. There was n
yell from some fellows who caught sight of him.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Get your hair cut!”

*What have you been doing to your hair, Levison?”

Levison pushed through the juniors angrily, and rushed
away to & bath-room, where he turned on the hot water
tap, end began to scrub et his hair,

The cad of the Fourth wrestled long with the sealing-wax.
He serubbed and serubbed his hair, and he combed it and
brushed it, But after all his efforts his hair was still stuck
together in places, and when he came into the Form-room
in the afternoon he presented & most peculiar appearance.
Little Mr. Lathom looked at him rather gqueerly, but made
no remark. Lumley-Lumley locked at him, with a grin.

Levison ground his teeth as he caught the Outsider's

eye.

“Wait a bit, that's all!” he muttered. “I know where to
hit you now, and I can hit yvou hard! Just wait a little,
that's all!” . .

l')“lut Levison didn't say that loud enough for the Outsider
to hear,

CHAPTER 4.
Friends !

QUBIN ETHEL was walking in the Head’s garden,

‘ some hours later, when the gate clicked, and she

looked up, Arthur
Augustus,

But it was not the swell of 8t, Jim’s who entered. It was
Levison of the Fourth.

Levison had his eap on now, concealing his extremely
;utityl hair. He raised his cap about half dn inch to Cousin
Sthel.

Ethel gave him a cold nod.

She did not like Levison; she had never liked him. The
hard, suspicious nature of the cad of the Fourth was not
likkely to appeal to her. But Levizon had his most agreeable
smile on now,

“Good-afternoon, Miss Cleveland I he exclaimed.

“Good-afternoon |* said Ethel quietly. :

Levison paused. It was perfectly clear that the girl did
not want to speak to him, but Levison was insensible to

expecting to sce her cousin,

h ||”| [t

Levison writhed as chunks
“ You mad fool ! ” he yelled. | shall never gst

rebuffs. Besides that, he had a plan to carry out, and
Cousin Ethel was necessary to it.

“KExcuse me, Miss Cleveland!” he said slowly, “Will
you allow me to speak to you for a few minutes? I have
something rather important to say—important to me, 1
mean.”

Fthel looked at him in surprise,

*Certainly ! she said, “Go on !

“It's—it’s about myself,” gaid Levison diflidently,

“Yes?"

“I—I—I'm irying to make a bit of a change in some
things,” Levison stammered, “I know you don’t like me,
Miss Cleveland,”

Ethel was silent,

“And—and I know it’s my own fault,” said Levison,
biting his lips. “I haven't been all that I ought to have
been. But—but I'm going to try to turn over a new leaf,
Lumley-Lumley used to be much the same, but he's changed
a lot—you must have noticed it.”

“Yes,” said Ethel.

“I think I could get into a better way, if—if I had
someone to help me and back me up,” said Levison, “Do
you think so, Miss Cleveland 1

“Cartainly 1 said Ithel.

“Will you help me?"

“You have my best wishes,” said the givl. “I don't see
how I can help you,”

“If Lumley-Lumley would back me up, it would be all
right,” said Levison. “He's in my study, and—and I
like him, you know. We were always friends, but we've
been on rotfen bad terms lately; we had a row only this
afternoon. I admit I was in the wrong and deserved all I
rot,”

Ethel looked more kindly upon the cad of the Fourths

“That is very frank of you, at all events,” she said.

“You've got a lot of influence over Lumley,” went on
Levison, “If you'd speak a word or two to him. 1 believe
we could become friends again, and he would back me up. A
chap feels that he must have someone to back him up, and—
and Mellish will drop me at once when he hears that I'm
turning over a new leaf.”

Cousin Ethel knew Mellish well enough to know that that

was very probable,
Tue Gey Lmpary.—No. 1,401
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It was not easy to beliove that Tevison was sincere. Dub
Lithel remembered the case of Lumley-Lumley. Ie had
boen more reckless and unsecrupulous than Levison had
over been, and his reform was sincers cnough. Sho resolved
to give the cad of the Fourth the henefit of the doubt.

“If you'd speak to Lumley,” said Levison 11paita.tingly, “31,
know ﬁu’d do anything that you suggested, Miss Cleveland.

“You mean what you say, Levison?”

“ Honour bright 1"

“Very well,” said Ethel, “I will speak to Lumley-Lumley
il you wish.”

“Oh, thank you!” said Levison. A

The cad of the Fourth raised his cap—half an inch—and
quitted the garden.

Tthel remained in a very thoughtful mood. She was a
simple, kind-hearted girl, and it was not difficult for a
cunning fellow like Levison to deceive hor. She felt very
glad that Levison had scen the error of his ways, and that
i was resolved to follow Lumley-Lumley’s example, and
turn over a new leaf. That was all,

“Lthel, deah gal!”

It was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. The swell of St Jim's
was dressed with more than usual care. Nothing could have
rxceeded the shine on his boots, excepting the glossiness of
his silkk hat.

IIe bowed gracefully to Ethel, and he raised the hand-
some topper. Lumley-Lumley had come into the garden
with him, and he raised his hat, colouring as he met Kthel's
gnze. Although the girl had forgiven him, the Outsider
did not feel at ease in her presence. Io longed for some
opportunity of showing Ethel that he was different now,
of proving to her that he was reformed, that he was differeni;
from his old self. But it did nut seem likely that an
opportunity would arise, and words weighed liitle.

“We're gettin’ up a nice little tea in Tom Mewwy's
stndy,” D’Arcy said. “I've come to fotch you, Ethel.
IMigging was coming, but I explained to him that it was
not at all necessary, as I was bwingin’ Lumley with me."

“Yes, Avthur. ”

“Are you weady, deah gal?”

" Yes, quite.”’

“ Pway allow us to eseorl you to the Schoal Ilouse, then,
ileah gal. By the way, did I see that wottah Levison comin’
ont, of the garden?”

“He has just been here,” said Filiel.

“Bai Jove! The uttah wettah! T twnst he has not
\-+-|‘|tuah3(] to speak to you, deah gal®”

“The boundah! Tl give him a feahful thwashin’—=—""

“Don’t you think you are, perhaps, rather hard on
Levizon, Arthur?” Cousin Ethel suggested gently,

1)’ Arcy shook his head.

“1le 13 an uttah wottah, deah gal~

Cousin  Ethel turned her eyes wnon Lumley-Lumley as
they walked out of the Head's garden into the quadrangle.

Do you think so ?” she said.

Lumley-Lumley ecoloured.

“1 don't know,” he said hesitantly,

*“T wanted to speak to you about him," said Cousin Tthel
in a low voice. ‘“Arthur, will you go on and tell them I
sm coming T

" Certainly, deah gall”

Arthu: Augustus D’Arey walked on alead., Jerrold
T.umley-Lumley drew a quick breath, What did Ethel want
io say to him? Before the girl could speak, (e Outsider
spoke himself, in a low, hurried tone.

“Miss Cleveland! I—I don’t knew whoiher 1 should
speak about it, but—but onea I was very vide 10 you, Have
vou forgiven me?”

“Yes, ves,” said Tthel.

“T ought to have been licked,” =aid Tnmley-Lumley.
' As a matter of fact, I was licked, I don't know how I could
ever have been such a cad—and you were so good to me.
But—but you believe that I am a diffrrent sort of chap
now, don’t you?”?

" Yes,” said Ethel,

“1 hope to be able to prove it, somelime,” said Lumley-
Jamley., “1 know that words aren’t warth much.”

* I believe you,”' said Ethel, “But perhaps you may have
a chance of proving that you want to do good.”

laimley-Lumley gave her an eager look,

“What do you mean, Miss Cleveland? What can I doi"”

“Tevison has been speaking to me.”

" Levison 7 repeated Lumley-Lumley, puzzled,

“Yes. Levison is sorry for—for some Lhings he has done,
aurd he wants to be different. He thinks it would he easy for
him il he had o friend to back him np,’” eaid Consin Bthel
quictly. " Ie wants you to help him."

"My hat!”
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«Will you do i, Lumley-Lumley? I told him I would ask
‘ﬂ“."

’ “But does he mnoan it7” asked the Qutsider incredulously.
“1 think so." . . . .
The Outsider paused. e did not belicve in Levison. Ilis

knocking about the world had given him an insight into

character that Cousin Xthel was not likely to possess. But
he was willing to give Levison a chance, and he was more
than willing to do anything that Cousin Ethel might wish.

“If you want me to back him up, Miss Cloveland, T'll
stick to him,” he said. “We have been friends, though
that’s all been off lately. I'll help him, if I can.””

“Thank you so much!” y

They entcred the School Honse and ascended the stairs
to the Fourth Form passage. They had to pass Lumley-
Lnmley's study on the way to Tom Merry's room. .

The door was open, and Levison was there. He stood in
the doorway looking out, as Cousin Kthel came by with
Lumley-Lumley. He gave the girl an inguiring look, and
Cousin Ethel nodded brightly.

Levison stopped back into the study as the Outsider
paused with Cousin Ethel. Tthel entered the study. Bho
did not appear to netico the peculiar state of Levison’s
hair, though he was very conscious of it himself.

He had reduced it to something like order, but it was
likely to be some time before it fully recovered from tho
cffects of the sealing-wax. Lumley-Lumley followed Ithel
into the study, He gave the cad of the Tourth a keen
look, but Levison met his eyes calmly enough.

“1 have told Lumley-Lumley what you soid to me, Levi-
son,” said Cousin Ethel. “Ho is willing to bo friends, if
vou are. You will shake hands with him{” she added,
turning to the Outsider.

Lum ei-Lum!ey paused for a moment.

Then he held out his hand to the cad of {lo Fonrth.

“There's my fist, if you mean it, Levison,” he =aid.

Lovison tock his hand

“T mean it,” he said.

“(Good, then!?

And they shook hands, .

“I'm so glad!” murmured Cousin Ethel, as she walked
on to Tom Merry's study with the Outsider. “T am sure
that Levison means what he says, and it will be a chance
[or him to prove that he is in ecarnest,”

“I'm only too glad to have a chance of doing anything
that you ask me,” zaid Lumley-Tumley.

1ithel smiled, and they entered Tom Merry's siudy,

CHAPTER b.

Tea In Tom Merry’s Study !

OM MERRY turned round a ruddy face from the
firo as they entered. .
It was a cold afternoon, and the carly evening
was creeping in, but the study of the Terrible
Threo was very bright and cosy. Chairs borrowed from
other studies formed an imposing array round the table,
which had been increased in size by a large box being
placed at the end of it, the tablecleth being spread over
hoth the table and the hox.

The table groaned, as a novelist would say, under the
tempting viands.

There were a good many juniors in the study—a good
many mora than the junior .studies were planned to hold.
But the juniors had a marvellous way of stowing them-
solves away into a small space when they wanted to.

Figgins & (lo. were there, and they had brought =a
snubstantial addition to the feed, specially selected at tlie
T_chool shop by Fatty Wynn, who was a connoisscur in that
ine.

When Tom Merery had invited Figgina to tea that even-
ing the New House junior had given him a slap on the
shoulder that almost dislocated it. It was Figgy's way of
showing his appreciation. Figgins was beaming all over
now, his face resembling a lsull moon, with satisfaction.
I"atty Wynn was beaming, too.
ronfessed that Fatty Wynn was thinking more of the pork
pics than Cousin Ethel.

Kerr was very cheerful becanse his chums were cheezful,
and beeause he hid been asked te bring his violin to give
u tuno after tea.

Kerr could play the violin: he counld do almost every-
{hing, but he was splendid on the violin. Ile could not
only play classical musie, to which his chums sometimes
listened in dutiful patience, but he could play all the latest
d]:mca tunes, which the juniors considered decidedly more
clever.

Figging and Wynn would sometimes listen to a musieal
masterpiece for a quarter of an hour, on condition that
Kerr played them something jolly afterwards.

Tom Merry was making toast, and he had a complexion
ot the moment greatly resembling that of a freshly beiled

But it must in truth be
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beetroot. Cousin Ethel smiled as she Iooked at him, and
the hero of the Shell laughed.

“Jolly glad to seo youl” he said. “It's gond of you to
come! How jolly to be having tea in the study again,
isn't it, after such a long time?”

“Jolly, indeed |” said Cousin Ethel brightly.

“This is your chair.” .

Tom Merry placed Cousin Fthel in a chair between his
own and Figging'. Tiggins had been opening o tin of
sardines, but he immediately sat down. in case anybody
alse should take his chair by mistake. Such a mistake was
very likely indeed to occur. .

Arthur Augustus D’Arey raised his monocle lo his eye
and surveyed the table.

“That's all vewy well, Tom Maewwy,” he remarked,
“but where do I come in?”

“¥ou came in at the door,” Monty Lowlher remarked,
“and you’ll go out by the window if you don’t keep
guiet 1"

“Weally, Lowthah—" )

“Here's the toast,” said Tom Merry cheerfully, “all
finished and all ready. Pour out the tea, somebody.”

“T'll pour it out, if Figgy will hand wp the teapot,”
said Blake,

“Can’t—without getting up,” said Figgins affalily.

“Cet up. then, you slacker !”

“No fear!” .

“Bai Jove! I will hand up the teapot with pleasnaly,
Blake,” snid Arthur Augustus D’Arcy innocently.

Ho stooped and caught hold of the teapot. Manners had
made the tea, and left it in the grate _
near the fire to draw. Unfortunately,
he had left the handle of the teapot to-
wards the fire. D'Arcy raised the tea-

CHUMS, PLEASE NOTE

CHAPTER 8.
A Little Musie!

OM MERRY & CO. looked at one another.

They had intended to have a “little music,” cers
tainly. But they did not intend to have any of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s tenor solos if they could

help it. And that was undoubtedly what Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy meant by “a little musie.”

“Good egg!” said Figgins heartily. *Let Kerr give us
something on the fiddle. You'd like that, wouldn’t you,
Cousin Ethel 7

“Yos, indeed !” said Ethel. Ethel had a musieal car, and
was & good pianist herself. She had sometimes had the
pleasure of playing accompaniments for her cousin—or,
vather, D'Arcy had had the pleasure. For on such an
oceasion that pleasure was all on his side. )

“Play something jolly!" said Figgins, a little apprehen-
sively. “None of your blessed classical stuff, you know. 1
know it's jolly clever, but what I like is a tune. Don't you
agree with me, Cousin Ethel 7

Cousin Ethel laughed.

Kerr smiled as he opencd his violin-case. Kerr was a
clever fellow, but Lis cleverness was not tainted by “swanlk.”
ITe never even dreamed of scoring over fellows who knew
less than lie did.

“Right-ho !” he said.

Kerr drew the bow over the strings,

Young as he was, the Beottish junior scemed to have a
complete mastery of that diffienlt instrument. Music flowed
from the gliding bow.

Clousin Kthel listened to the picce be

[B!aycd from memory. That Cousin
ithel  was  enjoying it was clear,
and that was the only reason that

pot ci[uickly, but he let it go more
quickly still.
“ Ow 1"
Crash | . . \
The teapot crashed into many picces g
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Figgins stayed awake. But Kerr com-
i?ensate(l the juniors for that piece by
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gma.ne‘ rey. e handle was hot. **Splendid 1" N o
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the handle towards the fire! I've burnt
my fingahs! Ow!”

“0h, blow your fingers!” said Tom Merry.

“J wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort!"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It’s all right; there’s another teapot.” said Manners,
“T'll have fresh tea mado in a jiffy. IKeep Gussy away
from the teapot.”

“Weally, Mannahs—"
Manners made fresh tpa.
down, looking very injured.

sympathetic look.

“Are you much hurt, Arthur.* she said.

“Not at all, deah gal.” R

“You are looking very serious.”

“] have stained my shirteuffs,” I¥Arey exclaimed, “It's
howwid! I have nevah, undah any ecircs, sat down to tea
with soiled shirtcufis before.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to see any cause whateval for laughtah, Dlake.
Pway pass me some of the sardines, Dighy.”

And Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy began his tea with great
dignity.

It was someé time since Cousin Fthel had had tea in the
study at 8t. Jim's, and she enjoyed it, and Tom Merry
& Co. enjoyed it too. Figgins enjoyed it probably mare
than anybody olse, Ile secmed to eat hardly anything,
his time being chiefly occupied in passing things to Cousin
Ethel. If Ethel had eaten a gquarter of the good things
liggins passed to her, she would certainly have rivalled
the gastronomic performances of Sir John Falstaff or I'atty
Wynn,

The whole party were in high good-humour. The juniors
talked football and other things, Lumley-Lumley told a
‘story of an adventure in the Bowery in New York, and
Fatty Wynn explained at full length how Mrs, Taggles’
pork-pies at St. Jim’'s excelled all other pork-pies in the
world, not even excepting thase of his native Wales.

Tea was over at last, everybody but Fatty being satisfled.

“Now that tea is ovah, I suggest a litile music, deah
boys 1" said Arthur Augustus I’Arey, and thero was an air
of unusual determination about the swell of 3t. Jim's as
he made the suggestion.

Arvilinr Augustus D'Arey sat
Cousin Ithel gave him a

innocently.
“It’s * Carmen.' "

“Oh! Ts that an opera?”

“Is 1t? Ves, it is, duffer!” ;

“(h, all right!" said IMiggins. “Keep your wool on! I
like it immensely. I remember now, 1 know some of the
tunes. Is it good music?”

“Of course it is—first raie.”

“Oh, good! I thought good music always sent a chap to
sleep, but that's lively enough,” said the innocent Figgins.

“The composer of that music must have been a hard-
working chap,” said Monty Lowther, with the twinkle in his
eve which hinted that one of his humorous efforts were
coming.

“Why ?* asked Kerr, looking at him.

“Beoeause he was Bizet all his life.”

“Busy? Iow do you know he was busy?” asked Blake.

“B.i-z-e-t!" spelled out Lowther. “Bizet! Hee?”

“No, I don’t see.”

“Bizet—busy! It's a pun, you ass!”

“Is it? Where does the pun come in?” demanded Blake
obstinately.

“Yaas, wathah! Let Lowthah explain that.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Let's have some more,” he said.

Kerr shook his head.

“I'm not going to fill up the whole programme,” he said,
“ospecially as Gussy is simply buriting to give us a lenor
sole,””

“Ha, ha, ha!”

TYArcy turned pink.

“Weally, Kerr——"

“Oh, that's all right!"” said Blake.
sing !"

“1 am going to give you ono of my solos, Dlake.”

“1 didn’t say you weren't. I only said you weren't going
fo sing.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“There isn't a piano lere,” said Manners.

“ And some chaps can’t sing without an accompaniment,™”
remarked Kangaroo.

“Bome chaps can't sing nt all,” Dighy remarked.

Tut Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,401,
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But D'Arey was already unfolding his music. He had not
practised “Take o Pair of Sparkling Eyes” for nothing.
\ “Pf__-:;m aps Kerr will oblige with a violin accompaniment,”
e said.

Kerr murmured something under his breath. He had had
=ome experience of playing accompaniments for D’Arcy.
IArcy had as much idea of time as a clock that had
stopped.  He would begin and leave off cxactly whero the
hnumour seized him, and if the music came in ineorrectly ho
would look volumes of indignation at his unhappy accom-
panist,

“Oh, cevtainly I said Kerr.

“Go it, then I said Blake, in a resigned tone. “Make it
prostissimo,”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Order!” said Tom Merry.

Arihur Augustus cleared” his throat. 1t did not need
nlcarimi;. but D'Arcy always gave that peculiar little bark
beforc lio sang.

“* Take o pair_of sparkling eyes— "

“Hold on!” said Figgins. “Uive Kerr a show!”

“Weally, I"ingns——-—‘

“I's all right,” said Kerr; “T'll come in when I got
chance,”

“If it's a race,” said Blake, I think Kere onght to have
e cm‘l'p[o of minutes’ start.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“*Take a pair of sparkling eyes,

Hidden ovah and anon
In a merciful. eclipso.’

Kerr manfully laboured to keep time.
very quickly; YJ |
accompaniment went racing on past tho voice.
£topped,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy serewed his monocle into his
eve and gave the violinist a very severe look.

“Weally, Kerr, I wish you would he more eareful 1”

“AMy hat!” said Kerr.

“Pewwaps I could sing heftah without an accompani-
ment,” said Arthur Augustus, with great severity, “I think

will twy,”

“You can't sing worse, that's jolly cortain I” murmured
Lowther,

“What did you say, Towthah?”

“Only that I'm enjoying it,” said Towther blandly, “Co
abead | This is what 1 like, It plunges a chap inlo dreamy
vestasies and things.”

*Take a pair of sparkling eyes—'"

There was a loud rap on the wall of the study from ihe
other side. Then the door opencd, and Goro of the Siwll
lnoked in.

“Is D'Arey being murdered £ e asked,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No,"” zaid Monty Lowthor.
't 1

“Then, what’s the mattor with Lim?”

“Weally, Gore—"

“Oh, all right1” said Gore. “T {honght Gussy was being
Imrt; that's why T looked in. I didn't know he was

1D’Arey was going
ut suddenly he slackened down, and tho
Kere

“ITe anght to be, Iut he

singing.”
And Gorg retired.
Tho juniors chuckled,  Avthur Augustus  frowned

majestically. o was not beaten yet. As ho had often ex-
plained to tho juniors, a D'Arcy was never beaten. With
the grimmest determination le sang that tenor solo through
from beginning to end.

The study rang with applause when {he amateur tenor
had finishad.

Arthur Augustus beamed upon his audience. Ile was
mnder tho impression that they were applauding him for
the tenor salo, and it was quito & long time aflerwards that
it dawned upon him that they wero pleased he had left off.

CHAPTER 7.
After Dark !

UMLEY-LUMLEY came into his stuﬁy with a very
cheerful look after the feed in Tom Merry’s study,
Cousin Ethel had been very kind to him, and the
Outsider knew that ho had made his peace in that
quarfer. IHo felt kindly dizposed even towards Levizon and
Mellih, and in that conciliatory temper ho was more ready
than usnal to believe in Lovison’s desire to lead a new life.
Levison was in the study, sitting before the fire, with his
Dands J)lunged itito his pockots, in an attitude of dejection.
Je did not look up as the Outsider came in.
Lumley-Lumley glanced at him, and crossed over and
tapped him on the shoulder., Then Levison looked up.
“Anything tho matter?” {he Outsider asked, with un-
vsnal kindness in voice and Jook.
Tne Cry Lisrany.—No. 1,401
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Levison nodded.
“I hopo it's not that row wo had,” said Lumley-Lumley.
was wild at your sticking up my books in that way.
liope you've got your topknot cfean.“ |

Levison’s cyes glinted. He was not likely to forgive or
forget what ho had suffered at the hands of the Outsider,
though he had deserved it sll. But ho kept his face away
from Lumley's face as he roplied:

“Ob; that's all right{” n

“I guess I'm sorry about it,” said Lumley-Lumley.

“It’s all right1”

“Something else the matter 77

!“Yes.ll

“Well, can I hoiE you in any way?”

,Levison roso to his foet, and stood looking at the Out
sider, his brows knitted, his hands in his pockats.

“I daro say you could help mo if you liked,” Lo said. “I
don’t know whether you would.”

L1 help you if X can,” said the Outsider quiclly.
“Cousin Ethel says you want to chum up with me again,
and I'm quite willing, if you're in sarnest sbout going
straight. No more_smoking, or breaking bounds, or goin
down to the Green Man—that's all I stipulate. It's a mug's
game, anyway.” .

“I want to ﬂ’o straight, if they'll let me,” said Levison.

“They! Who?” X

“Did you find it casy to get away from Joliffo and his
set 77 demanded Levison nbrn;:tly. “ Weren't they after you
or a long time afterwards?’

Tamley-Lumley nodded. .

And it was easier for yon, Lumley—you're rich, and you
owed nothing I

‘: gh, I seol You owe Joliffe money 7

. cs-”

“How much

don't know exactly. He's got tho papers T signed for
it. and—amd I was exeited, playing like a fool!” said
Ievison. *ITa imagines I can get the monoy from my people.
And so I could if I had time; but—but if T don’t go {0
ihe Green Man again, they'll come down on me heavy |?

“1 see,” said the Outsider slowly.

“T'm going there to-night,” said Lovison.

“I guess you'd better not.”

“Not {o play—that's all over—but to try fo make soma
nrr:ngomcm. with Joliffe. If I don’t go, he will eut up
rsty.

Lumloy-Lumley looled scarchingly at the cad of the
Fourth. ITe wonderad how much of the truth Levison was
telling. Tle had little doubt that Levison owed money
among his raseally associates. Those sporting gentlemen
did not make the acquaintance of a junior schoolboy for
the pleasure of conversation with him, Thei.r made a gootl
thing out of Levison, or they would have lelt him alone,

There was silenco in the study for a fow minutes. Lumley-
Lumloy was thinking it out, and Levison was watching him
Furtively from the corner of his eyes.

L Fuess there’s something in what you say, Levison,”
said the Outsider at last. “But I’d advise you not to go,
all the same”

“I must gol DBut—"

“But what 7"

“Will you come with mo?”

Tumley-Luntloy hesitatod. .

] 8 4 ;:;adc up my mind never to go to that place again,”
e said,

“But it's not on your own account—it's on mine I” urged
Tevison. “ You can talk to Joliffe and make him sea reason.
You know you counld always handle him. He couldn’t scaro
vou as he does Mellish and me. You wero always cool, and
e was always a bit afraid of yon. If you come with me, it
will be all right; if I go alone, he'll take a high hand.”

“1 guess that’s very likely.”

“Will you come, then?” . .

“If I come and got it settled for you, Levison, will yon
promise to drop Joliffe, and never go to the place again”
as‘k%rrj I;}nnlcy- umley.

‘Yoz

{tl

"Hor;nnr bright 1”7
L Yas »

“Then I guess Tl do it. I's seltled!” )

“Thanks I” said Levison. *¥You won't be sorey for if,
Tamley-Lumley.”

Lumley-Lumley nodded.

Levison left the study, and I.nm[cy-Lum!n]y proceeded tn
do his preparation. But e could not wholly fix his mind
upen lus work.

[I‘]tlln promise he had made to Levison weighed upon his
mind.

After promising Cousin thel to help the cad of ile
Tourth, after making friends with Levison, as he had done,
he could hardly refuse to stand by him in this difficulty.
Bt to go to the Green Man— ;

There scemed to bo no other way out of it; Lut Lumley-
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Lumley shrank from the prospect of mccting his ol
rascally associates again.

The disgust he felt at the idea was a proof of liow niuch
ho had changed since those bad old days—iot so long pas,
but which seemed a very long timo ago fo the Outsider,

Was there no other way of helping Levison ?

Lumley-Lumley's thouglts ran more upon that subject
than_upon his work, and he was fecling very tired and
\\'orric(.F when he finished.

He looked thoughtful and troubled as he went up to bed
with the Fourth Form, and some of the juniors remarked
upon it, Jack Blake tapped hini on the shoulder in the
Fourth Form dormitory.

“8till feeling the effect of Guesy's solo?"’ he usked sym-
pathetically.

“Weally, Dlake—"

"No,” said Lumley-Lumley, laughing  “I'm all right,”

“Whercfore that worried look, then?” askod Digly.

“Oh, il’s nothing.”

And Lumley-Lumley went to Led. But he did not sleep.

After lights had been turnerd out in the dormitory, Lumley-
Lumley lay awake, listening 1o the clock steiking ‘the Liowrs.

Ono by one the juniors drepped off to sleop; but thers
were two in the Fourth Form dormitory in the School
Ilouse who did not eluse their cyes.

They were Levison and the Outsider of S Jin's.

As eloven boomed out from the clock tower, Bruest Lovison
sat up in bed and called softly to the Outsider,

“ Are you aslecp, Lumley 7

The Qutsider sat up.

“I'm awake,” he said.

W es.’ﬂ

“All serene!”
~Lumley-Luruley steppesl out of Ded and dressed hinself,
Levison was dressing, aud when they were finished thoy stalu
quietly to the door of the dormitory. Lumley-Lumley
paused to put his coat on. It was a cold night. Outside,
i the dormitory passage, they listened. A dim light glim-
mered up the staircase, but they did not go in that direclion.
They made_their way to a back window overlooking an
outhouse. Tt was a way out of the Scliool ilouse which
juniors sometimes used.

They rcached the ground and stole round Ihe Sclwool

Y15 it time to got”
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Ilouse, and ran quickly acrosy the quadrangle towards the
school wall on the road. The moon was rising over the
clock tower, and soft, silvery light glimmerod upon the
old quad of 8t. Jim's,

All was shadowy and silent in the quadrangle. Lumley-
umley’s pace slackened, and ke looked about him. In Lis
old reckless days his nerve had never failed hLim. Ilis
coolness had been equal to anything, But now it scemed
to him that searching eyes looked from every shadow, and
every moan of the wind scemed a footstep,

It was a relief to him when the moonlit quad was evczsed
U.lld] they climbed the school wall and dropped into tle
road.

“ All serene now!” whispered Levison.

Lumley-Lumley did not reply.

_ With silent, set lips he tramped down the lanc towards
Rylcombe, and Levison followed Lim., And the moonlight

shawed a cold sneer upon the face of thie cad of the Fourth,

CHAPTER 8.
A Startling Diseovery !
L ALY _a pair of sparkling eyes—"
“My hat!” murmured Jack Blake sleepily.
Save for the glimmer of moonlight in at {lio
high windows, the Fourth Form dormilory was
in darkness.

Jack Blake sat up and losked reund in the direction of
Arvthur Augustus’ bed. In the unmiztakable tones of the
swell of 86 Jim's came the words:

“Take a pair of sparkling eyves, Lidden cver and
Hon "

Bluke could not help grinuing, He had been stariled at |
first; Arthur Avgustus was mumnbling over thal famous tonue
solo i Lis sleep.

“(iussy, you ass!”

“Take a pair »

“Well, of all tho giddy chumps ! said Blake, in disgush
“Blessed tenor solos in bed !”

lle extracted his pillow from his bed and swept it through
the air, with a really good aim counsidering that lie could
liardly see D'Arey’s bed in the gloomi, 1t descended upon

As Lumley-Lumley’s foot s!ipped on the wet plank it became dislodged from tha stumps on which It was resting.
The Outsider made a franiic leap €o reach the bank, but it was In vain, and next moment he was plunging

into the watsr.

Jug Gew LiBriny.~—XNo. 1,40L.
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she swell of St. Jim's with a lond squash, end there was
a startled yell from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Ow! Yawoch!”

The swell of 8t. Jim's leaped wp in bed. He was dazed
by the sudden nitack. . .

“Help 1” ha gasped. “Ow! Bai Jove! Yow!”

“Gussy—"

“Dai Jove!

“Yes, ass!” N

“Ow! Somethin' stwuck me suddenly!” gasped D'Arcy.
Y wathah think it fell fwom above! Do you think the
woof is fallin’ in, Blake?"

“Ha, ha, hal” ) .

“What on carth’s the matler?” asked Herries, sitting
up in bed.

Two or three other fellows had been awakened also, and
they wanted to know what was up.

“The ceiling’s fallen on Gussy,” said Blake. "Ie was
singing a tenor solo in lhis sleep, and he's brought down
the house at last !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Blake—" i

“Jump out of the windaw, Gussy, quick—before the clack
tower falls on you !” suggested Digby

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort! Upen second
thoughts, I think it is pwobably not the woof that is fall-
in’, Howevah, I shall certainly sce what it was.”

And the swell of St. Jim’s jumped out of bed and struck
a mateh and lighted a candle. He held it up and sur-
veyed his bed, and found Blake's pillow resting thereon.
He stared ot it in amazement,

“Bai Jove !” >

“When you've done staring at my pillow veu might
yeturn it to me,” said Blake blandly. *It was a loan, not
a gift.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Weally, Blake, did you Il {hat pillow at me?”

“No; I chucked it!”

“1 wegard ﬂou as an uttali ass! 1—I was thwown into
quite a flulta B

“You shouldn’t bark tener soloe in your sleep, then!™
said Blake. *“I don’t want to take a pair of Epari&iing oyes
at midnight. Why can’t you go to sleep quictly—just as
if you were in your right senees?”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Howly smoke |” exclaimed Reilly suddenly.

“Hallo! What's the matter with you, Reilly 1

“ Look |”

The Irish junior pointed to two beds next to one another.
They were cmpty. In the dim candlelight the juniors had
siot noticed the fact before. They starred at the beds.

“ Lumley-Lumley’s gone [”
evison |”

“Bai Jovel”

“My only hat!” said Blake.

There was a silence of astonishment. Arthur Augustus
D'Arey had picked up Blake’s pillow to hurl it back, but
now le tossed it back gently. It was no time for a row.
The uncxpeeted discovery of the absence of TLumley-
Lumley and his chum turned the juniors’ thoughts intu
quite a new channel.

“My hat 1" exclaimed Herries. “The old game

“ Faith, and ye’re right 1"

“Same old game!” said Hancock. “And T'm blessed if
I didn’t believe in Lumley-Lumley this time 1*

Blake stared at the empty bed. e could hardly believn
his eyes. He had fully believed in the reformation of
Jerrold Lumley. He would have given his word to anyone
that the one-time Outsider was as decont a fellow as auy
at, 8t. Jim's. But now—

Where was he gonel

If he had been gone alone ihere might have been some
chance that he was gone on some expedition that was innoe-
cent enough, But Levison had evidently gone with him.
And the companionship of the cad of the Fourth proved
that Lumley-Lumley’s present cxhibition was one that would
not bear the light.

“The Green Man, of course!” said Digby.

Blake nodded.

“Ts Mellish here ?” asked Merries,

Mellish was awake and sitting up in bed.
very disagreeable sneer upon Mellish's face.

“Yes, I'm here,” heo said.

“Do you know where they've gone ! asked Blake.

“No, I don't!"”

“1 suppose you can guess?”

“I suppose you all can,” said Mellish, with a sneer,
“'They have gone to the Green Man, of course, but they've
left me out.”

D'Avey put the candle out and returned to bed. But it
was a long time before the juniors slept, This new oul-

Tue Gem Liseany.—No. 1,401,

Ts tlwt you, Blake?”

There was &
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break of the Outsider took them all by surprise. There were
fow whe had doubted Lumley-Lumley’s sincerity; but they
had to doubt it now. :

Blake was tha only one who remained awake. He was
determined not to sleep till the two black sheep of the
Tourth came in. He meant to have a word with Lumley-
Lumley before Lo went to sleep. He wanted to hear what
the Outsider of 8t. Jim's had to say for himself.

Midnight tolled out from the clock tower.

Still the E’umors had not returned.

It was half-past twelve when the door of the Fourth Form
dormitory opened cautiously, and Blake heard faint foot-
falls in the darkness. He heard the door close, and the
footfalls approach tho row of beds, )

He sat up, peering through the gloom.

“Js that you, Lumley-Lumley?’’ he asked eclearly,

He lhieard a gasp of surprise, .

It was some moments before the reply came, The Outsider
of Bt. Jim's seemed to find it difficult to speak,

“1 guess so1” came the answer, at last.

“And Levison ?”

“¥Yes,” came Levison's voice.

“Where have you beent™

*Mind vour own business!” said Levison coolly.

Blake griited his teeth.

H“Will you tell me where you have been, Lumley-Lumley 7

“Yeos, 1f you like,” said the Outsider quietly. *I've been
to the (reen Man, Blake.”

“Very well, that's enough!”

Blake lay Jown in bed again.
quick step towards him,

“Blake! It's not as you think. I—"

“You've said quite enough ' said Blake, :

“Yaas, wathalt I” said Arthur Augustuz D'Arey, who had
awakened at the sound of voices. ‘I wegard you as a
feahful blackguard, Lumley-Lumley !

The Qutsider set his teeth,

He did uot speak another word, but went to bed, In the
darkiess a snecring smile played over Levison’s pale facc.

Lumley-Lumley took a

CHAPTER 9.
Under Suspicion !

OM MERRY, Manners, and Lowther came downstairs
arm in arny, while the rising bell was still clanging
out in the clear, cold morning.

The Terrible Three were up early, intending to
punt a ball about before breakfast, to get the cold out of
{heir liinbs—which was a better method than crouching over
a fire. Iu the Lower Hall they came npon Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy polishing his eyeglass. They walked on, apparently
oblivious of the fact that D’Arcy was just in front of them,
and the swell of 8t. Jim’s was pushed against the wall.

“Weally—" lie ejaculated.

He jammed the monocle into his eye and surveyed the
'l‘crribllc Three indignantly.

“Hallo!*? cxclaimed Tom Merry, apparently in great
surprise. *Is that you, Gussy? I thought I felt something
in the way.”

“8o did 1,” remarked Manners, “Didn’t you, Monty?”

“Ves," said Monty Lowther, I thought it was an inscct
of some sort.” :

“ wegard you as asses| Undah the cires—"

“Where's Blake?? asked Tom Merry.

“He's nol down yeb”

“Not down yet [’ exclaimed Tom Merry, shocked. “We
can't allow these lazy habits to grow up in the Fourth
Form, can we, you chaps?”

“Pecidedly not 1" said Lowther.

* Tmpossible I gaid Manners.

* Let's go and have Blake out.”

“Weally, you fellows—"

But the Terrible Three did not reply to D'Arey. They
roturncd upstairs again and marched into the Fourth Form
dormitory. Most o?the Fourth were up, and the rising bell
had ceased to clang, but Blake and Lovison were still in
bed. They were tired after having lost so much slecp the
previous night. But Lumley-Lumley was up; upon the
face of the Qutsider fatigue appeared to leave no mark,

The Terrible Three walked up to Blake's bed, and Tom
Merry shook an admonitory finger at him. Manners and
Lowther followed his example,

“Lazy!” said Tom Merty.

Blako blinked at him. i

“Oh, go and cat coke!” he replied,

“You get up!” .

“Bugs off, you Shellish! What are you doing in a
yespectable dormitory, anyway??

“We've come o wake you up!"

“Well, I'in awake, so— Yow! Yarooh!”

Blake and his bedelothes rolled out in a tangled heap
on the floor, in the grasp of the Shell fellows,

#You ehumps!” roared Blake, struggling up, “1'1—"
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*Now, Levison 1" said Lowther, )

But Levison had jumped out of bed in time. Toum Merry
looked severcly at Blake, . .

“What do you mean by getting into theso lazy habits?”
he asked,

Blake rubbed his eyes,

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” he said. “I’'m not sluckinE. I
was awake last night, Lumley-Lumley and Levison Droke
bounds, and I stayed up till they came in!”

Tom Merry started. He beccame grave at once as ko
turned to the Outsider of 8t, Jim's. The news was a shovk
to him, as it had been to Blake the previous night,

The Outsider of 8t. Jim's was very Eale and quict,

“1 suppose you'll explain, Lumley-Lumley?" said Tom
Merry. “I don’t mean that it’s any business of mine to
question you, but I don’'t want to think that you've been
taking us in all this time.”

Lumley-Lumley eoloured. R

“I've not been taking you in,” he said,

“Whero did you go?"

‘: gﬁ’ﬁ}admitted going to the Green Man,” said Blake.

£

“Don’t say a word, Lumley,” said Levison, s oo
business of theirs, They have no tight to question you.”

The Qutsider of St. Jim’s did not ook at Levison,

“I did go to tho Green Man,” he said awkwardly. “Wo
both went.” But—but it was not the old game, as you thiuk.”

“What was it, then?”

“Can I tell them, Levison?”

Levison shrugged his shoulders,

“Tell them what you like,” ho seid. “Ii's nothing to do
with them." . .

“I went to speak to Joliffo about Levison,” said Lumley-
Lumley slowly. “Levison wants to break off with that
gong, and 1 went to help him do it!?

Lovison smiled o oynical smile, The juniors looked ab
him and they could only draw the conclusion from Levison's
look that the Outsider was not speaking the truth. Lumley-
Lumley was looking very red and eonfused. It was cruelly
unfortunate that his expedition to the (ircen Man should
have come to light in this way. He felt that he could not
expeet to be implicitly believed, In $he old days he had
shown anunserupulous” disregard for the truth that could
not soon bo forgotten, And this was only too much like
one of his old lies.

Tom Merry was silent.

“Don’t you believe me?” asked Lumley-Lumley in a low
voice,

The hero of the Shell did not answer. Manners turned
to Levison,

“Do you bear out what Lumley-Lumley says?” he asked.

“Certainly "' said Levison carclessly.”

“What's the good of asking Levison 1” said Dighy. “We
sll know that he can’t t.cIlg the truth even if he (ries,
and he never does.”

“I have told the truth,” said Lumley-Lumley.

“I hope you have,” said Tom Morry slowly.

“You don't belicve me?”?

“I'm blessod if T know what to believe. You can't blamo
me if I don't take your bare word,” said Tom Merry.
“You know you've taken me in more than once.”

Lumley-Lumley’s head dropped a little.

“I know that!” he said.

The Terrible Threo left the dormitory.
troubled expression on Tom Merry's face.

“What do you think, Tom 7" Lowther asked at last.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I don’t know what to think,’” he said.

And that was the opinion of all the fellows wha took
any]inlurcst in the matter. They did not know what to
think,

There was a

—

CHAPTER 10.
The Benefii of the Doubt !
L UMLEY-LUMLEY'S faco was clouded in the Torm-

room that morning.
The Outsider of 8t. Jim’s had reccived a heavy
blow. 1t scomed that all he had been working for
had slipped through his fingers, that the estcemn ho had
built up with so much trouble and self-denial was gone in
a moment. After his early rocord of recklessness and black-
guardism and falsehood, a sinﬁle breath of suspicion was
sufficient to undo all that he had done—to cut away all that
he had gained. Tor one slip made it onlv too probablu
that his supc{msed reformation was merely one of his decp
schemes, and he had deceived Tomn Merry & Co. so often.
that they had no means of telling whether he had deceived
them again, or whether he was in earnest, aud the victim
of circumstances.
(Contirrued on the ncxt page.)

11

- @ )
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.

TOO BAD.

Sergeant: “I understand you have a complaint to make
about the eges you had for breakfast”

Private Binks; “Yes, sergeant.”

Sergeant: “What was wrong with them 1

Private Binks: “They'd have made gorgonzola smell like
cau-de-Cologne 1
Haulf-a-crown has been awarded to R. Bonner, Shaftesbury

House, Bizley Scliool, near Woking, Surrey.

* * L

A READY RETORT.

American: “I'll have you know that I belong to Chicago.”
Englishman: “0OL{ From the way you spoke I thought
Chicago belonged to you I
Half-a-crown has been awarded to P. Mackinnon, 1, Palmer
Street, Watson’s Bay, Sydney, Australia.
- * *

THE RIGHT NUMBER !

*T say, Jim, think of a number,”

“Right, Tom !

“Double it and add twenty.”

" Yes,"

“Now halve
thought of.”

" Yes, I'vo done thgt.”

“ And the answer's ton,”

“No, it isn't.”

“What number did you first think of 7

“This week’s number of the Gem! It's jolly fine; yon
ought {o read 14 1” ,
Ialf-a-erown has been awarded to K. Tipton, 14, Jackson

Street, Broad Road, Sale, Manchester.

* * *
_THE WRONG TIME,

'i[l‘hu local pawnbroker was roused at 4 a.m. by a telephane
call,
“ What time is it?” asked a voice.

“What do you mean by ringing me up at this unearthly
Liour to ask the time?” snorted the pawnbroker.
_“Well, you've got my watch |”
Ifalf-a-crown has been awarded to Miss C. 8mith, Ward 5,

Pavilion 3, Mearnsicirk Hospital. Renfrewshire.

L * *

TAKING A TRAMP,

Mrs, Jones: “Good-morning, Mrs, Brown! I sce you are
laking a tramp into the counfry.”
Mrs. Brown: “Indeed! T'll have you know this is my
husband 1™
Half-a-crown has been awarded to G. Whitfield, Earsdon
Grange, Earsdon, Northumberlan
L * #*
BURE PROOF.
Gent (looking over house for sale) : “Why is this window
broken 7
Estate Agent: “Well, T have to prove that the louse
is within a stone’s throw of the station |
Half-n-crown has been awarded to L. Wilson, 57, Malde.
Hill Gardens, New Malden, Surrey.
#* * *
WINGED WEALTH.
“¢Riches tako unto themselves wings and fly away."”
quoted the teacher. *Now, what kind cffr riches do I mican ™
**Ostriches, sir 1” responded a boy.
Haulf-a-crown has been awarded to E. Ray, Suite 6, Hugo
Apariments, Winnipsg, Manitoba, Canada.
Tue GeM Limrary.—No. 1,401.
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It was Lhe irony of fate that he should forfeit the general
esteem through trying to do a good action.

The Outsider was not one to complain. He was under
suspicion that was undeserved now; but he remembered
his many misdecds, and he realised that he was being
punished for them. That was what it amounted to. Punish-
ment had come after repentance. He had not expected that,
but it had happened.

After morning school, Lumley-Lumley did not join the
chums of the School House, as he usually did. He went
olut into the quad with a gloomy brow. Levison joined Lim
there,

The Qutsider glanced at him with distaste, .

Ho did not, and could not, like Levison, though he did
iot suspect the cad of the Fourth of having planned his
discomfiture. Lumley-Lumley was keen and suspicious
cnough, but he could not suspect even Levison of so much
baseness.

“I'm sorry for this, Lumley-Lumley,” said Levison.

The Outsider nodded,

] suppose you couldn’t help it?” he said.

“Of course I couldn’t! But—I suppose you don’t feel
inclined to help me any further now "’

“T shall keep my word.”

“Good "

And Levison nodded and left him.

i Lumley-Lumley walked under the old elms, with a gloomy
row.

The happenings of the previous evening had not been
wholly satisfactory to Levison, either.

Levison had expected that when Lumley-Lumley found
himself in his old haunts and saw the glimmer of monoy
on the table, and the dealing of the cards, that he would
join in the old game as if he had never deserted it,

But the Outsider had been firm.

He liad gone to the Green Man to talk business with Mr.
Joliffe, and he would do nothing else. The innkeeper had
stated that he had not the papers at hand, but he would
look them oul. Lumley-Lumley was to call on the following
afterncon to settle the matter. Mr. Joliffe’s jolly evening
could not be interrupted by matters of that sort,

There was no help for it. Lumley-Lumley had to agree
or else abandon Levison’s cause; and he had promised
Levison to see him through.

As the afternoon was a half-holiday it would be easy
for Lumley-Lumley to slip into the Green Man for a few
nminutes, or half an hour, and settle the matier. And that
being agreed to, the Outsider had left with Levison.

But his promise weighed upon his mind now.

. All the Outsider’s old nerve seomed to be gone. What
if the other fellows should learn that he was going to the
inn that afternoon? What would they think?

But he could not break faith with Levison,

After all, it was not likely to come out. And it would be
for the last time.

Tom Merry passed Lumley-Lumley as he was walking te
and fro aimlessly under the elms,

The Shell fellow paused,

Lumley-Lumley’s gloomy look did not escape him.

Whether Lumley-Lumley was despondent at being found
out, or at being misjudged, Tom Merry did not know;
but surely the Outsider was entitled to the benefit of the
doubt.

Tom Merry came up to him frankly.

“Lumley-Lumley t”

The Outsider Jooked up.

“Well 7" he said.

“Was Lhat a straight varn you told us this morning "

“1 puess so.”

“I'll take it ns one, then,” said Tom Merry., “ After all,
wvou have a right to be believed, and I have no right to
doubt you. Let us forget all about it

The Outsider's faco brightened up.

“VYou mean that?” he exclaimed.

“Yes. Let’s forget all about it.”

And Tom Merry, with a cheery nod, passed on—towards
the Head's garden, where he was to see Ceusin Ethel, to
arrange something for the afternoon.

He left the Outsider with a much lLrighter face.

Levison looked curiously at Lumley-Lumley as the latter
came into the School House. MHe could sea that something
had happened to cheer the Outsider.

“Was iliat Tom Merry speaking to you under the elins?”
he asked,

“Yos,” said Lumley-Lumley, *I wish I hadn’t to go {0
{he rotten place this afternoon, Levison! T was a fool to
promise.’”

“You can leave me in the lurch if you like.”

“You know I shan't do that, I guess,” said Lumley-

Tue Gex Lisranr.—Ne. 1,401

Lumley quietly. “T'll see Joliffe this afternoon, and fix
up matters,’

“Suppose he doesn’t come to businesst”

The Outsider’s brow darkencd,

“] can’t go there again, Levison. If he won't come to
business this afternoon, it will be only a trick to get me
to go to the place again, and I won’t go! We shall have to
find some other way to settle with him.”

“Youre to be there at four, I think?” said Levison,
changing the subject.

“That's right!”

“Very well. I'll meet you afterwards, and you can tell
me how it has gone."”

“All serene!”

And they parted.

CHAPTER 11.
Eye-Witnesses [

OUSIN ETHEL came through the gate of the Head’s
garden looking very bright and charming. The
juniors were waiting for her in the quad,

There was quite a party of them. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, who had a firm conviction that it was
impossible for Cousin Ethel to go snywhere without his
guidance, had come out arrayed in his most gorgeous
yaiment. Figgins was there, of course, and so was Fatty
Wynn, Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther and Blake
made up the rest of the party. .

Cousin Ethel had mentioned that she was going to do a
little shopping in Rylcombe, and the juniors had done the
nfes!_; They seemed to be bent upon making an expedition
of 1t.

The girl nodded cheerily to the juniors. .

“Quite weady, Ethel 77 said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “I
suppose we are goin’ to walk to Wylcombe 7 .

‘Al walk will be very mice in the cold weather,” said
Eihel. 2

Tom Merry glanced round for Lumley-Lumley, but he did
not see him.

“Lumley’'s gone out,” Manners remarked.

«“Q0h, I was going to ask him to come with us Lfod

“Ve-es,” said Blake hesitatingly. “However, he's gone
out! Come onl!” . -

Levison was standing in the gateway. He raised his cap
to Cousin Ethel.

“Have you seen Lumley ?” he asked.

“(Gone down to the village, I think,” said Manners.

« T think Il stroll down end lock for him,” said Levison.

“Very well I said Tom Merry shortly.

As they were all going down to the village at the sameo
time, it was impossible to raise any objection to the cad of
the Fourth jeining the party.

Levison walked with them, spparently quite unconscious
of the fact that his company was not regarded as desirable.

Figgins and D’Arcy were walking on either side of Cousin
Tithel, and Levison came behind Tom Merry. Tom Merry
was talking football with Lowther, but Levison was not
casily rebuffed.

‘l‘ Have you any idea where Lumley-Lumley has gone?” he
asked.

Tom Merry shook his head.
“I am anxious about him.
{riends again now 1" said Levison. *Only—"

“Yas?” said Tom Merry indifferently.

“Well, I don't quite know what to make of Lumley-
Lumley,” said Levison. *Cousin Ethel made it up between
us; she knew that I wanted to do what Lumley's supposed
to have done—to turn over a new leaf.”

“Well 77

“ And the first thing Lumley did was to take me down fo
the Green Man again,” said Levison, “Of course, I'm tell-
ing you this in confidence.”

“T don’t want your confidence!” said Tom Merr,
abruptly, “Do you mean to say that Lumley was not tell-
ing the truth when he said that he was going there on your
aceount ?”

“T don’t want to say anything against Lumley, ss we're
friends now——"

“Was he telling the truth or not?”

“T'm bound to back him up, of course!”

“That means that he wasn’t,” said Lowther.

Levison looked unecasy.

“T'm anxious about him,” he said. “Of course, I imagined
that he was in carnest about his reforming. If I had known
{hat he was humbugging, I shouldn’t have made it up with
him. I'm sick of that set at the Green Man, and I want to
pet clear of them. I've told Lumley-Lumley so as plain aa
I can. I can't help suspecting that he’s gone tliere this

(Continued on page 14.)

I suppose you know that we're
Ile paused.
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YOUR EDITOR AWAITS YOU WITH MORE NEWS FROM—

Let the Editor be your pal.

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,

prize laughs of the week, and our olhev

on with his game. The stranger eyed
him keenly, but said nothing. Thoughis
were working in his mind, however, and
after the game, Michaels was followed
Liome, w_hcr’e he was arrested on a char
of holding up a railway station., His
late opponent happened to be a police
detective, whose suspicions of Michaels
had first been aroused by the crook’s
: ncgfllgenca in not replacing the piece of
turf !

“SANTA CLAUS" CHIMNEYED.

It will be a long time before Martin
Sloane, a nine-year-old Melbourne boy,
plays at “Banta Claus " again with his
friends. Martin was Father Christmas,
und, of course, he had to perform the
duties of the legendary character in the
approved style—by coming down the
chimney to leave his gifts.  But unfor-
tunately for Martin, he underestimated

ALLO, CHUMS! Once again I
wishh you all the very best for
o jolly Christinas. I hope it
will be the brightest Yuletide
you havo ever had.

Readers will be pleased to kunow that
the next number of the GEM will be on
sale in timo for tho helidays. Make a
note of the date to remind you—it
appears on Monday, December 24th, So
you can ull cujoy your CGem over
Cliristmas,

“D'ARCY'S DOUBLE I*

This is another ripping St. Jim’s yarn,
featuring Tom Merry & Co., and Gor-
don Ga{ & Co., of the Grammar School.
Naturally, when these old rivals get to
grips, the fun is fast and furious. The
St. Jim's chums sct the ball rolling by
ragzing three of the Grammarians, byt
Gorden Gay, a clever impersonator, hits
back in no gentle fashion., Yet Gay's
amazing jape on 3t. Jim’s is to have
unfortunate consequences for poor old
(iussy, who proves onco again thal
beneath his dandified cxterior beats a
heart of gold. This grand stery will
Liold your interest throughout.

“ HANDFORTH THE GHOST-HUNTER !”

In the next chaptors of our popular
Christmas serial the chums of Bt
Yrank's have a pgreat time at the
masked ball on Boxing Day at Hand-
forth Teowers. Ilandy, of course, is well
in the limelight, and causes no end of
fun. All the guests keep their fancy
dresses a secret, but Handforth boasts
that he will soom pick out Irenc
Manners from. tho other girls; so a little
surprisoc is prepared for him, wilh
highly amusing resulis.

nother tip-top number of *“Tom
Merry's Weekly,” ihe GeM  Jester's

usual features, complete another wrand
issue of the Old 'aper. Walch oul for
i, chums, next Monduy.

CHRISTMAS IS COMING !

Any of you fellows gob *Chrislings
present headachio ” yet? It's cauvsed by
puzzling over what answers to give to
the friends and relations who ask what
vou'd like for Christmas! The trouble
15, you can't have all the things you
want, and you can’t make up your mind
just what you can best do withiout. 1s
this your difficulty, too? Then why not
ask for a copy of “IEVERY BOY'S
HOBBY ANNUAL,” the book which
tells you how you ean make all thoso
things you want—model railways, model
plancs, clectric motors, boats, aud so
on? DBesides, it's half the fun of model-
owning to know that you made the
model yourself !

—

KEGLECT OF DUTY!

The golfer's first duty is to replace
any {url chipped out of the fairway in
taling a shot. This is a rule that all
golfers are familiar with, and if an
American named Michaels had remem-
bored it, he probably would not be
where he is to-day. He went to a public
courze ab LonF Beach, California, for
a round of golf. He fixed up a gaine
with a stranger, and during lhe course
of it, Lie scooped out a large picce of
turf in taking a mashie shot. Dut,
instead of replacing it, Michaels carried

PEN PALS COUPON
22-12-84

his own girth, and the chimney would
not take him. He got wedged! Help
was called, but he ecould not be freed.
At last, as the only means of releasing
Martin, part of the chimney had to be
dismantled, and it was a sadder, wiser
and much-begrimed “8anta Claus™
who eventually came out of the chimney.

PITY THE POOR PRO.

Tor most of us Christmas means plum
pudding, turkey, and other good things
to ecat, but to the poor professional
footballer these luxurier are barred.
He's got to keep fitter than usual over
Christmas, for nearly all League clubs
have heavy programmes to meet. This
Yuletide, gour strenuous games have fo
be played in a week, and that means
long train journeys for most teams when
we are enjoying our Christmas dinner,
For instance, Brentfard are one of the
unlucky teams this season in regard to
the geographical position of their fix-
tures. They are in Sheffield to meet the
United on the Saturday before Christ-
mas. Christmas Day they are at home
to Plymoutl, while on Boxing Day they
aro right down in Devon for the return
fixture with the Argyle. Then on the
following Baturday they are due at Nor-
wich, In all, the Brentford team will
travel a thousand miles in the week!
Pily the poor pro at Christmas,

TAILPIECE.

Christmas Visitor: *I hear, Tommy,
that your father gave you the money to
buy him and your mother Christmas
presents, What did you buy them ?”

Tommy : “I bought them the presents
they refused to buy me—a trumpet,
drum and cymbals, and a whistle I’

THE EDITOR.
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A free featurs 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.

Miss Peggie Cumningham, 150a, Leinster Road, Rathmines,
Dublin, wants girl correspondents ; age 18-20; stamps, etc.

James Allen, Shaftesbury House, Bisley School, noar Wolking,
Surrey, wants n pen pal in Africa, Australia, or India.; age 12-14;
swimming, cricket, stamps.

Billie Lloyd, Albemerle Hotel, Marino Iarado, Brighton,
wants corrospondents ; age 13-15; Bouth Africa, Now Zealand,
Leicester, London, Manchester, eto.

Miss . Cant, 46, Rogers Road, Dagenham, Essex, wants
girl correspondents cutside of England; stamps, newspaper

cullings ; elso wanis to hear from those who have made a hobby
of old Grus and * Nelson Lees.”

Miss Nancy Fitzgerald, 23, McCurtain Street, Corl:, Ireland,
wants girl corrcspondents ; age 12-14; Africa, America, China,
Japan.

II. Hughes, 35, Ridge Hill Lane, Stalybridge, Cheshire, wants
correspondents ; age 16-19.

Tom Smith, 1980, Morris Avenue, Bronz, New York, U.s.A,
wants to hear from stamp collectors ; especially Dominions ;
ago 15-20. 2

Roy Findlay, 42, Avoca Street, Bondi, Sydney, N.B.W.,
Australia, wants currespondents interested in cricket and
photos of cricket ; agoe 13-15. %

Miss B. Wilson, 22, Netherby Btreet, Longtown, Cumberland
wants girl correspondents ; age 15-19.

Miss J. Randall, Bush Hotel, Longtown, Cumberland, wants
|g.riw1l correspondents intercsted in botany and football ; age
18-19, k

Tee Gem Lmrary.—No. 1,401



14

T I Y L L C N A
L

The Outsider’s Enemy! ¢
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i (Continued from page 12.) &
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afternoon. If he has 1 shall
uothing more to do with him !

“Nor I,"” said Tom Merry quietly,
];'EHHIE here ! said Blake ewmphatic-
ally.

“I don’t know what to think,” said
Levison, " lle went out quietly, with-
out telling me he was going. 1 don't
se¢ what he's in the village for at =all,
if it's not for that. I wish I knew the
facis |”

Tom Merry was silent.

The village clock chimed out the hour
of four over the trees., It was a quarter-
past  when the juniors contered 1ihe
village,

They
the juniors
could not

have

passed the Green Man, and all
gijlnnced towards it. They

elp wondering whetler
Lumley-Lumley was at  that moment
within its walls. Cousin Ethel noticed
the dark shade upon Tom Merry's [ace,
and she paused.

“Is anyvthing 1he matter ¥ she asked.

“Net  exactly,” stammered Tom.
ai UI‘IIJ'_".'
" Yoy t"
“1] don't see why you shouldn't

know,” said Tom Merrey slowly. *Levi-
son thinks that Lumley-Lauuvley is 10 the
inn  yonder, and ho eays that he is
anxious about it.,"”

Ethel’'s fair face clouded.

“Surely it is imposzible !V she =and.
“ Lumley-Lumley gave up that kind of
thing o long time ago.”

Levizon nodded.

“I'm anxious about him,’ satd,

“Look here!” said Figgins. *1f the
fellow's there he ought ifo be yanked
gut! I'll go in and see, if you like, if
vou'll wait for me.”

“Yaaszs, wathal!”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“1 don't know——" he began.

Levison uttered an exclamation,

“Great Scott! Look!"

He pointed to a figure that was leav-
ing the publicchouse. There was no mis-
lnﬁing it. It was Jerrold Lumnley-

*

he

Faumley.

The Oufrider was coming away from
the place with a downecast expression
on his face, his eyes on the ground.

Cousin Ethel turned pale.

“Bai Jove " murmured D'Arvcy.

Tom Merry's face was gloomy, 11
was a <hock 1o him, as well as to Cousin
Ethel.

Jerrald Laumleyv-Lumley passed on.

He was tramping off gloomily in the
direction of the school. For a moment
Levicon's eves blazed, Then he was
quite indifferent again,

“What do you think now?™
tered.

“T am vory, very sorry for him,” =aid
Cousin Fihel softly,

But tiie juniors did neot sharve her feel-
ings in that respect,

They did not feel sorry for Lumley-
Lumlev, They felt angered at having
heen deecived by the Outsider of St
Jim's,

* Oh, come on '™ said Tom Merry at last.

They walked on into the village.

But the pleasure of the afternocon was
epoiled,  Cousin Ethel was very silent.
The juniors tried to think of somellung
else, but the (reachery of the Outsider
was in theie minds all the time.

he mut-

Levizon quitted the party, and that
was soma rolief,
But there were still eclonded f{aces

Tue Gew Lisrany.—No. 1,401,
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JUST
MY
FUN

Monty Lowther
Calling

Hallo, everybody! As the fag remarked,
gazing at the array of medicine bottles at
his bedside : *' 1t was a ripping Christmas [ "
A performing goose was o big success in the
Wayland pantomime. Some people couldn’t
gay ‘““Boo!" to n goose!l Mr. Railton re-
counts how a party in the Alps got lost
through not obeying their guide’s ingtructions.
They didn't quite ** follow " him! The path
got ‘‘glacier” aml * glacier,” until they
simply had to let everything * elide™|
Crooks will tip a confederate the wink by
eneezing, I hear. A “code in the nose ™!
Do you know low Lo male n Swiss roll ?
Just push him down a hill! Skimpole saya
he has just had a letter from a correspondent
in Athens—but it's Greek to him! Wally
I'Arvey eays he dislikes French beans, They
“ Gaul” him! Spanish onions, too, bring
tears. Spaghetti, he also asserts, *' ties him

il

up in knots.” * How do you like your food
at Christmas 1" I asked Fatty Wynn. *In
large quantities!' answered Iatty. Did

vou hear about the Bcot who wanted to get
his wife a present, so he bought a gramophone,
n gramophone needlo—and a sharpener !
A Ryleombe centenarian says eating honey
ensures longevity. The * sweeta™ of lifel
Have vou heard thisone 7 " How will you find
the way to Spain, captain ! " asked the old
lady on a cruise. *' By compass, ma'am—
thoe needle always points to the north.)”
“Yes, I know that,'" said the old lady, ** but
T thought Spain lay to the south!® The
Wayland Grocers” Band plaved through a
whole concert without collecting a  sou.
Band—but no *Ilwasa’! Talking money,
an actor pequaintance of mine has been left
£10,000. A good “roll™ at last! * What
do you think of these mushroom houses that
keep springing up t" asks a reader. Not
* mush room " in them, old chap! A resi-
dent in a Wayland suburb complaina that
hiis house is damp. Too much ** due ” on it,
perhaps! Heard thia ono: " It's a long
journey,” said the Englishman, feeling bored.
“And so it ought to be, considering the rail-
way foro! " snapped the Scotsman., Closing
dlown : ** Bee here,” said the Pﬂrk-liﬂﬂpﬂl‘ to
the tramp on the seat, ' we're closing the
pates mow 1" ‘“All right," nodded the
trammp, *‘don’'t slam them!"™ Cheerio,
chaps !

CALIBAN'S PUZZLE CORNER

Can you read Lhiz puzzle sentence ?

EEE and xxx "R X XI.
AXN end ece.

Solulion :

1a})w
asUa O]111] PUD  BISEOID JBAY)  “duo-Ljuom)
GI¥ 104 SJ0}aq £0550J9 @[] PUL IBEI JUAN D)

FIrE S T

K

il

ALL THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY FUN AND NEWS OF THE ST. JIf

SURPRISE DEFEAT
OF SAINTS
By Jerrold Lumley-Lumley

Fulfilling an Fastwood League engagems
agninst Redelyffe, 6t. Jim's lacked the we
vices of Harry Noble at centre-half. Gy
deputised. Saints led off in brilliant fashia
putting on two goals beforo the intemi
through Merry and Blake. On tho resum
tion, however, Redclyfle employed o
pnssing tactics, and Saints were for a pera
overrun. Judd netted twice in quick M
cession, and Beauvais headed a lucky gad
Then a slip by Wynn caused I{err to
into t1he goalmouth in a desperate effortd
boot the ball clear—but to s chagrin Kig
booted it straight into his own goal! Retum
ing to the attack St. Jim's locked likelyy
level the scores, D'Arcy and Blake going vey
close. Lowther netted, but other marksms
wera particularly unfortunate. The (ind
result in Redelyfle’s favour was not a tm
roflex of the play—but Tom Merry was ik
first to congratulate Judd on an enterprisy
display.

TOO MANY SHOTS IN
BAGSHOT

By Clarence Fellowe (the Rhyming
Reporter)

'Gainat Bagshot Bchool, by Pankley
St. Frank's felt sure when all was said "vw
be an easy victory—by one goal, two,d
even three. A smart surprise, though, w
their lot, for Bagshot gave it to them he|
A goal by Pankley brought on fast a K
collapse—we stood aghast! The |
Paukley, for the nonce, had found his form-
St. Frank's response camo late, for tho
a brace of goals wers garnered, St. F
gallant gouls laboured in vain to turm

tide. A sporting game—Ilet's not deride!
Frin. REsurnzs. 1
Ser. Jint’'s .. e 3 REDCLYFFE |
Merry, Blake, Judd (2), Beaw
Lowther vais, re
(through own
goal) ,
S71. I'rmaxk's s 2 BAGINOT.. o |
Nipper, Watson Pankley (3), |
Putter, Poole
Higncrirre e« 1 8r.JupE's |
RooEwooD .. 1 GREYFRIARS vl
Byrcoupe G.85. .. 4 CLAREMONT .1
Leacue Taprm.
P, W.D. L. F. A.IM
Greylriars o 12 8 3 1 63 18 1
St. Jim'a .. 12 B 2 2 061 20 Kk
St. Frank's .. 12 B 2 2 48 27 Iil
H;flr:ﬂmbt} G.5. 12 7T 3 2 39 29 )
Highcliffe . 12 7T 2 3 38 18 K
Rookwood . 12 8 3 34 38 27 M
River Housge .. 11 4 4 3 28 21 1
Abbotsford .. 11 4 0 7 156 30 1§
Barshot si g A R 7 14 28 1
Reﬁul yiie s 12 2 2 B 17 &3 A
Claremont .. 12 1 1 10 16 ‘b1 1
Bt. Jude's .« 12 0 4 i U 42 )



'S CHUMS—PRESENTED IN ANOTHER

Week Ending December 22nd, 1934.

I'THE SECRET OF
THE RED ROOM

Tom Merry & Co, Find—What ?

i

1] " Of course, it is only a legend,” said
1{Artbur  Augustius D'Arcy, “but it is a
o | wemarkable fact that wobody has evah
i |entored  the mystowious Wed Woom on
y |Chwigtmos Evo! ™

1| " And the legend says that il they did,
i | they would see the ghost of Sir Brodvick de
1§ Brimstone D'Arey T " grinned Monty Lowther,
I| “Bir DBwodwick D’Arcy was o pwetty
y| villainous old sconi,” said Gussy quietly,
j| " and he eame to a bad end over & quawwel
g | with another foudal lord. Sir Bwodwick was
s | supposed to have bLeen Killed in the Wed
|| Woom on Chwistmas Eve—and fwom what
ijwe near it was no more than he deserved.
a| Even wo have had s few black sheep, you
| know | ™

| " Come on—it's Christmas Eve to-night 1 "
p|fnid Tom Moerry eagorly. ** Lot’s put the
g|matter to the test once and for all. Who's
ready to lay tho jolly old ghost ™

Nobody bofore the warin log fire in the hall
of Eastwood House answered, Outside, the
wind howled dismally around the old building,
while the distant crack of a breaking tree
branch made them all start. Snow was falling
rapidly in the darkness. Though none of the
juniors really believed in ghosts, the legend of
ir Brodriclk D'Arcy, scoundrel as he
undoubtedly had been, bhad thrilled them.
What was the uncanny recrct of the Red
Room, which D'Areys for generations had
failed to solve ?

*“Well,” reiterated Tom Merry coolly,
“who's with me 1

""All right ! ** said Lowther. * Wheo's afraid
of a big bad ghost, anyway t "

“"Not me," snapped Blake. “ 1[I see him,
I'll give him o Yorkshire elout on the ear | ™
" Bal Jove,” put in D'Araey, ** you'll have a
job to do that, BDlake—the logend saya Sir
wodwick cowwies his head in his hond 1V

“ Groo—sliut up ! "' grunted Herries, *' I'l)
tring old Towser, my bLulldog ! **

It was a subdued little party which ascended
the wide etairease to the mystorious Red
floom, situated in the west wing. Herries'
bulldog Towser accompanicd them, but even
Towser did not seoem too keen on the trip.
For once, he held behind.
| _Before thy big vak door of the Red Room
D'Arey stopped.

: "]Thia is the Wed Woom | " he said, amid a
ush,

With s firm hand, D'Arcy unlocked the
door. e pushed, but it remainod fast,
Several of the party put their shoulders to *t.

“Did you hear that ' ojaculated Digby
o suddenly.  ** A seuflling noise 1
il The juniors stopped, listening, their hearts
Ik heating {aster.

* Put your ghoulders to it ! " rapped Tom
Merry. ** We'll get to the bottom of this!”
i| Seven juniors heaved with all their strength,
j|[The door quivered, groaned—and gavo way
j{suddenly. With an echoing erash it struck tho
flwall as it flew opon. Seven juniors gazed
yywide-cyed into the musty darkness. Their
{|oyos dilated as thero was a scurry and flutter.
jjing, They almost expected to see (ho ghost

(Contisvued at the foot of next colunws.)
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FIRST HOUSE
SHIELD MATCH

B G —

The Best (Snow) Men Win

By Fatty Wynn

Every year we play three special Ilouse
matehes to decido who ia to hu{’d the Houso
Shield, and the first match of the seriea was
{ﬂn}'{:d at Eastwood Houso during the holidays,
Ve had all been hoping for a big fall of snow,
but we didn't bargain for it on the very
morning of thia footer match! It began
snowing before dawn, and continued unabated
all the morning. By twelve o'clock the [ool.
ball fiold resembled the snowy wastes of
Northorn Alaska more than a pitch. Tom
Merry offcred to postpone the gamo, but
Figgins suggested sotting to work to clear tho
enow away from the lines go that tho game
could be Flascd. This was agreed to, and hy
the time for the kick-off the pitch was ready.

Winning the toss, Morry elected to kick
with the wind. Accurate football with over a
foot of snow to stumblo and slither in was an
impossgibility, but both teams played up
desperately to win the first of the Houso
Shield games, despite the snow. Figgins pot
away early, ploughing his svay wvaliantly
through the snow till he reached tho School
House ponalty aren. Figgy neatly side-
stepped o defender, who sprawled face down-
wards in the snow—and let drive. Herrics
touched the ball, but no more. It was the
first goal—for the New House !

Tom Meyry & Co. made great cfforts to
equalise, and in goal I soon experienced n
busy time. Iliggina has unlimited confidenco
in my wabilitics between the sticks, but I was
hard put to it to fulfil bis confidence in me, 1
hardly saw a shot from Gussy which whizzed
in from the wing and nearly t me. I just
tipped it round the post—thank goodness !
When Digby took the corner kick, I had no
idea where the ball was until it hit mo amid-
ships, hot from Tom Merry's foot! Though
nearly winded, I suctieeded im throwing it
elear, and Figgins hinwelf led a New Iouso
nttack which relieved me.

In the second half Tom Merry lovelled the
scores wilh a really fine shot, but Figgy went
through and gave us the lvad again. Tho end
came with the School Houso forwards
besioging my citadel like ravening wolves,
But we held out and won 2—1, and we of the
Now Hougze are more than satisfied |

e —
— —

of Sir Brodrick D'Arey towering belore thems
head in hand., Next socond, two gleaming
eyes swooped at them, glowing and ficrce—to
the ncculllpﬁrﬁlnﬂnt of a blood-curdling
screoch.  Something whizzed just ovor their
heads—whereat Tom Merry gave a yell.

“An owl "

* Bai Jove, yans—an owl "

It was with considerable relief that the
uniors realised that the only occupant of tho
led Room was an old owl, which probably
had ita nest in the chimney. Of the fabled

ghost of Sir Brodrick do Brimstone DArcy
they saw mnothing—bhut nobody was really
sorry about that |
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SPARKLING NUMBER OF— 15

among Tom Aerry & Co. when ey
returned to St Jim's,

- ——

CHAPTER 12.
On Trial!

66 HO'S  gomng 1o rwwhe the
lonst ¥
" Dussy  haol ety dJdo

that,” =aid Dlake, as hae
slretehed his Jimbs in the comferteblo
arvinchaicv in Tom Merry's study, an houre
or so after the return from Rylecombe.
“Gussy makes toast splendidly.”

Arthur Augustus looked pleasced.

“Do you weally think o, Blake, ecab
boy " he asked.

"Yes, rather,” saul Blake blawdly. "I
never knew a chap make teast as vou
do. Tommy ecan cut the hread, and you
can make the f*aast, and Lowther ecan
butter it,"

“"Bai Jove! Aud what are rou goin'
to dot™

“I can ecal some alterwards’

" Weally, Blake ¥

“Hallo 1" said Tom Mevrve “*Hoere's
Iyggmms & Co. 1?

Miggivg, Kerr, and Wynn came in.
Fatty Wynn had a beaming :mile upon
his faee, and a big parveel in bis hand.

MBome of Mra. Tapggles' sicak-gnd-
Kidney pies,™ he  said  conlidemially,
“ Lhey're 1*i][1ping. vou know. 1'm sure
Clousin Ethel would like some.”

Tomw Merry lavghed,

“0Oh, good I

“All of us here?” asked Ierr., “Nof
whera's Luley-Lundey ¥

Tom Merry's fuce clouded over.

“lle’s  coming, dsn't he:”  asked
Kangaroo.

“Well, I asked him yesterdey, when is
was arranged that Cousin Ethel was ta
have tea with us again,” said Tom Merry
bluhl]\:.

“Then he'll come?”

“I—I suppo:e so.”

“Aunything wrong with Tounley-
Lumley ¥ he asked., 1 uunderstovod that
you were going to give him the benefic
of the doubt about his little trip widh
Levison last mght 7™

“"There's somcthing since then.”

“Oh, 1 zcel”

“1lIe was at the Green Man this afler-
noon,” said o Merry. “We saw him
coming put—apd Cousin Ethel saw hun,
ton. She knows—as well as uws.”

The Cornstalk gavo a low wlastle.

“That's rotten 1" he said.

“¥es. I—I hope he'll have the decency
to keep away,” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathal I" said Arthur Augustus,
looking up with a glowing face frowm
muking toast. *1f he has the cheek to
intwude himself upon myv ecousin I shall
speak to him vewy plainly.”

“Ilush 1"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

Cousin  Iithel looked in at the doors
Lumley-Lumnley was with her., ‘LThey had
met in the passoge, and had come along
together., Cousin Ethel was  greeted
warmly; but no onoe spoke o word to
Lunlev-Linnley. _

“Hallo! Gussy being imdustrious, for
onco ! said the Quisider cheerfully. 1le
was feeling very cheerful,

1Ie had finished with Mre. Jaolille, Ile
had paid ever hard cazh for the papers
signed by Levison, and had burned them
in the grato in My, Joliffe's own rooumn,
levison was clear of debt to the inn-
keeper. Lumley-Lumley's enforced cons
nection  with the rascally placa was
cended. No wonder the Uulsider felt in
great spirits, o .

But thero woas a clilling stino=phere in
the study which vould not eseape him.

He looked from one to anviher of the
juniors. No onoe met his eyes.

Tne Gen Lannany.—No. 1,421
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Cousin Lihel looked pained. She did not want {o speak
{n Lumley-Lumley—his supposed treachery revolted Ler—Dbut
shie eould feel for Lim in bis present position.

“What's the matter?” said the Outsider abruptly.

There was no reply.

“\What has Lappened?” asked Lumley-Lumley, his faco
flushing. “Can't you speak? Is it what happened last
night” I've explained that, and Tom Merry himself said
thal it was to bo forgotten—that lie would take my word.
Arc you raking il up again, after that!™

“ Mo ! said Tom g.lcl‘l‘y.

“'hen what is it8

The captain of the Shell looked him squarely in the face.

“You know what it is,” he said. “You've been faking us
in] You've deceived us and deccived Cousin Ethel! You've
Lied all the time!”

Hilowt What do you mean?” asked Lannley-Lonnley
hoacaely.

“{Tave you been to the Green Man since last night?”

“The—the Green Man®™

“Oh, I wen't catel you " said Tom Merry scovnfully. 1
don't went you to lie.” We saw you there this afternoon!”

Luwley-Lumley stagzored, He caught at the edge of the
tuble, it was as if he had veceived o knockdown blow.
Augry and contemptuous as they were, somo of the juniors
could not help feeling a twings of pity for him at thul
minuient,

“You saw me?” muttered the Outsider.

_“VYes—half a dozen of us—and Cousin Fthel. T
impossible to take us in again, Lumley. You'd betler go!"

Lumley-Lumley looked at Cousin Ethel.

The girl stood with averted cyoes.

1 The Quisider stammered thickly, All his
nerve seemed to be gone now.  1lis voice was broken amd
Linarse. “Tom Merry ! Cousin Ethel! T can explain!”

“0Oh, vou could always cxplain things!” said Jack Blake.
“T yemcmber you were never nt a loss for that!”

“Bul—I can explain !” stammered the Qutsider, “T dichi't
mean o tell you—I was afraid you would misjudge e
L'-:‘Ltabut Iﬂ\\lrelnt to the Green Man for a good reason.”

1o =L LR

“Dou't tell any more varns, Lumley! Can't you see
you're bowled out:” said Tom Merry impatiently.

“Lel Wim explain, if he can,” said Cousin Ithel softly.

Consin Fthel's word was law in ‘Fom Merry's study.

“Very well; go ahead, Lumley.”

“Yans, wathali! Woll out the wheppahs!” said Arthur
Augustus sarcastically.

Liuwley-Lumley breathed hard and quickly.
Lhow much was at stake now,

“1 wenl there,” he said huskily. “It's true—TI was there—
Y wend there to see Joliffe. 1t was about some papers he had
of Levison’s.” | )

“The same yarn as last night,” said Blake, with a shrog
of the shoulders.

“Yes; last night Joliffe wouldn't come to business. Don’t
vou see—he wanted me to come again, the rolter. Bub this
ifternoon 1 told him it was for all I—T settled the claim
lie had eon Levison and he handed over the papers!”

“ Ty vout"” asked Tom Merry.

£5 \‘{.‘5."

“Tlien you can show them to prove what you say.”

The Outsider groaned.

“No; I bumed them in fhe grate there—it was agreed
Letween Levison amd me that {hey should be destroyed at
wnee ™

Unhelicl was wrillen on overy face,

“1ts too thin,™ said Kangaroo.

“Levison will bear me out!” said the Oulsider loarsely.
“\We're friends again, and it was beeause af that that I
tried to get him out of Joliffe's clutches. He'll tell yon that
what I've said is trues Jle owed Joliffe fifteen pounds, and
T've seltled it

“ And Levison knew you were going there for thab
piirpose s

“ Yes: it wos all arranged.”

Team Merry looked at him in wondering scorn.

“\ell, Levison tells a different story, that’s all,” hie sail,
% Lovison came down to the village with us this afternoon,
zud he told us he was ansious about you, beeause he was
afraitl you were going lo sce Joliffe,”

“But—I don't understand,” muttered the Outsider {hickly.
¢ 1—T can't believe that Levison said anything of ihe sort,
L' sure he won't say =o before me, 'l feteh him—->"

“ Aud arvange a little comedy with him,” said Dighy.

“You feteh Lim, then—F'1l stay here. Look here, give 1no
fair play!” shouted the Outsider, “Tef Lovison say that
before me and ' give in! But he won't 17

“Yery well1” sgid Tom Merry ab once,  *Some of vou
fellows go to find Levison, and bring him here.”

Twao ow (hree of the juniors left the study. Lunnley-Lumley
Tue Coy Lipkary.—No. 1,401
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remained standing by the table, grasping ihe edge of it-with
his hand. There was & grim silence in {he study as lhe
Jintiors waited for the coming of Levison,

CHAPTER 13.
Condemned !

EVISON cntered the study.

Blake and Kangaroo had found him, and brought

lim there. Levison came willingly enough, Tho

juniors had not explained what he was wanted for;

Imt perhaps ho guessed. He glanced at the white, fized foco

of the Outsider, and his cyes glinted. Then he fastencd
liis gaze upon Tom Merry.

“You want to see met” he asked.

“¥es. Lumley-Lumley says—"

“Hold on!”? said Kerr. “Let's hear what Tevison has
io say before ho knows what Lumley-Lumley has said,
Woe've moro likely to get the truth.”

“Yaas, wathah! That’s vewy twue.”

“Very well,” said Tom Merry. “Do you know that
Lumley-Lumley was going to the Green Man this afternoon,
Levison 1

“I've already told you that T didn’f,” said T.cvison, with
perfect ealmness, “I was afraid so, that was all.”

“Hg didn't go on your account?”

“IWhy should he go on my account?” said Levison.

i a\\_nsr‘fcr my gquestion—yes, or not”

Mo ¥

“He did not go to settle your debls to Mr, Joliffe?”

Lovison laughed.

“TTe would not be likely to do that!” he sald.

“1id he do ig¥”

“Not so far az I know”

“Did you owe Joliffe money ¥

“I dare say I owe hint a pound or two."

“ Not fifteen ponnds?”

“What rot! Of course nok!”

“1 {hink that's enough,” said Tom Merry, looking round
al %}c others. : %

“Quite enough,” said Figgins.

“Yaas, wa.thﬁh 12 .

TLumley-Lumley made o movement.

“Tt's all false,” ho mutiered thickly,
that lie's taken me in. 'his is a plot.
Iying !

Liavison shrugged his shoulders.

“You eur!” saitl Lumley-Lumley. “Didn’t you ask me
1 sce Joliffe—to pay what you owed him—to get the
pa [‘-cl‘-‘i—”

“0Oh, draw it mild!” said Levison. “You eau hardly
expect anybody to take in a fairy-tale lilie that.”

Lumley-Lumley sprang towards the ead of the Yourth,
his eyes blazing, his hands outstrelched. It would have
gone hard with the junior if Lumley-Lumley’s grasp had
fasicned upon him at that moment.

But Tom Merry and Figging grasped him, and whirled
it back.

“None of that!” said Figgius roughly. “There’s a ludy
present, you cad!”

Lnmley-Lumley looked at Cousin Eibel wilh linggard
eyes.

“I—T'm sorry,” he muticred. “I forgot, I—I told the
tenth. Levison is lying! T toll you Lie’s planned all ihis "

“Do vou want me any more " asked Levison.

“No,” said Tom Merry curtly.

“Then I'll get out.”

Levison walked out of tlo study, and whistled as lie weng
down the passage. If he wanted revenge upon Lumley-
Lumley he bad it now, 'I'he blow he had denlt by black
treachery had completely beaten the Outsider of St. Jim’s.

Taunley-Lumley stood unsteadily facing the juniors with a
hiuted look.

- Il;ou don’t believe me?” Le asked.

“I—T can sco now
The Lound s

“Wathah not!”

“We're not children,” said Dluke.
to {ake us in again?”

“T'va only told the truth,”

“ Wonsensc 1”

“Miss Cleveland, do you believe me?” multered iho
Ouisider.

Cousin Ethel was silent.

“You think I'm lying?”

“T don’t want to say enything to wound vou,” sail Eilel,

“"all me what you think,” said the Outsider huskily. “IE
vou don’t believe me, say so. If you do, I don’t care for
tle others.”

“Bai Jove!”

“Tell me, Miss Cleveland !”

“T cannot Lelicve you,” said Bilel, with an cffort.

“ITow con you expeet
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"Vc:l_r well,” said Lumley-Lumley, in a low voice. “I'm
finished hero 1"

He turned to the door. IIe paused with his hand on it,
and looked back. Iis face was white and sel.

“I'm sorry you don't belicve me,"” le said; “but I've
told the truth. That's all. Good-bye, Miss Cleveland 1"

“(Good-bye !" said Cousin Ethel.

The Outsider left the study.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

“That's over,” he said.

“Bai Jove!l Iao secmed awfully eut up!” =aid Avihuor
Avgustus. “But what a waseal! 1 suppose it's wathah
wolten to be o waseal, nnd to be found out.”

“The toast is burning,” said Fatty Wynn,

Fatty Wynn's i'l_‘mlil'ﬁ broke the tension.

The juniors sat down to tea.

But it was in vain that they tried to be cheerful—in
vain that they chatted, and tried to make the tea-party
88 bright and jolly ns the one of the previous evening.

The seene they had gone through weighed upon their
minds, and upon Cousin 1ithel's mind, The white, wretched
face of the Outsider seemed to be still before their eyes.

When Cousin Ethel went Figgins escorted her to the door
of the ITead's house, and the juniors went down, all of thein
with elouded faces.

Lumley-Lumley was not in the Common-room.

They were glad not to see him,

Yet, they could not lelp thinking of him. There was
no doubt m thoip minds of his guilt. But il he was guilty,
he had been heavily punished.

CHAPTER 14.
Lumley-Lumley’s Farewell !
ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY looked up wearily as
his study door opened.
For hours he had sat in the room alone.
He did not want company,

The cool, steady Outsider seomed to be overwhelmed by
his misfortune. He felt that all was over for him at St.
Jim's, Nothing that he could do would clear him.

He could not hold up his head again, unless it was among
Lovison and his sct. And that was impossible to Lumley-
Lumley now. Come what would, he would not go back
to the old ways.
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Levison opened the door.  1Iis eyes glintel at the
Qutsider,

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley fastened his gaze npon Lin, e
did not look ungry., lle was too utterly dowsnhezvied te
feel even anger,

Levison did not enter. 1le remained stondieg of the
door, with his hand upon it, ovidently ready 1o wet out
in an insiang if Lumlcv-Lmnfc_ showed any mclination to
violence. But the Outsider made no movement,

“Well 7" said Levison,

Lumley-Lumley did not speak.

“I've finished you,” said Levison. And now the hntved,
no longer disguised, vibrated in his voice and glesmed in
his eyes. “You deserted me—you deserted all vour ol
pals—you pave mo the cold s%:mlldﬁr. You've done me
many an ill turn—and you did me the lust yesterday, 1
said I would be even with you!”

Lumley-Lumloy did not speak.

His eyos remained fixed upon tho mean, trivmphant face
befora him, but his lips did not move. o seemed lardly
to hear Lovison.

“I've sottled you," said TLevison.
believe you again—they, or Cousin Ithel.
revenge. Do you understand I

There was no answer.

“T've fooled you all along,” went on Levieon, n slow
grin creeping over his face. *1'vo fooled and japed you,
as you used to fool them. I suppose you realiso it.”

“Yes,” said Lumley-Lumley,

Tis tono wna subdued.

Levison looked puzzled. 1o had expected violence and
rage, and ho was ready to run,  But the strange, unnatursl
Luﬁlmcas of the Qutsider perplexed him.

“What are vou going to do?” he asked. “Mind, if
you go for mo, 1'll have tho whole story out hefore 4 prefect
or the Housemaster and get you expelled."

Lumley-Lumley made a weary gesture, L

“You're not worth touching,” he said, “And nothing
will ever set me right agein now. You've ruincd me. I'm
finished here.” . A

“There are still your old friends, Tevison suggestod.
“Your old pals will take you back—and the rest.”

“You rotten cad!”

“Look here—" 2

“I'm dono licre,” said Lumley-Lumley.

“I'hey will never
I've had wy

*I could BI"G

S

films, and other
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yon {lie hiding you deserve—but I won’t touch you belore became dislodged from tho stumps on which it was resting.

1 B0

“Before vou gof’? said Levison.

Lumley-Lumley nodded.

“You'ro going to leave Bt Jim's1”

Yoes

“Aly Dt |”

“Now get out of the study 1” said Lumley-Lumley.
is my last night here, and T want to be alone.”

Levison drew a deep breath,

“You're not going to run away 7" he asked,

“I'mi going to join my father. 1 dare say 1 was a fuol to
cotre hieve at all,” said Lumley-Lumley. “Fm nol suited
to the place. My father will be glad to have me with him,
anvway. @' done with St. Jim's[”

i looked quickly and nervously at the white set

“This

Levison
face of the Outsider.

“Look here!” he saud
Lumnley-Lumley 7

*Mind your own business!”

The cad of the Fourth breathed hard. Iad he gone too
far? Ifad he hit his enemy too lLard? There were deeps
in Lumley-Lumley's nature that the cad of the T'ourth was
far fromn understanding, but he knew that the Outsicder

was capable of strange actions, Was there some desperate
idea in Lumley-Lumley's mind ¥

“Look lere, Lumley »? hegan Levisen.

“Will vou leavo me alone?”

The Uutsider rose to his feet, and Levison left tho study
guickly encugh. Outside in the passage, ho walked away
slowly. There was a frown upon his mean face. Iad Le
gone 100 {ar? What did Tumley-Lumley intend to do?

Levison {uened towards Tom Merry's study, and then
paused.  After all, hie had only what Taomley-Lumley hatl
said,  What was the use of repeating it? 1f Lumley-
Lumley had any reckless intention, ghc could mnot be
stopped,  Detter {o avoid being mixed up in the matler
at all—ihat was Levison's refleetion. And he held his
peace.

Tumley-Lumley remained alone in the gtudy.

Ho stood at the window and looked
was dark, with a glimmer in it from the lighted windows
of the Sclioo]l House.

The Outsider felt tonely and desolate,

“VWhat are you going to do,

Tn all 8t. Jiw's thore was no one who caied. Ile had
no friend in the school.
Tt was all over—all over.
o wrole

Iie returned to the table and took r:-n and ink, ;
guickly and feverishly, and cnelosec what he had written
in an covelope and scaled it and addressed it to Cousin
Ethel,

Theu he fook his cap and left the study.

There was a sound of music from {he Head's house, On
{lic blinds of the drawing-room windows shadows could be
seen. Jerrold Lumley-Lumley paused in the dark quad-
rangle, and looked and listened.

e strains of the piano, well played, eame oul into the
dusky evening, and the full sound of a girlish voice. Cousin
Ltliel wus singing in the Head's drawing-room. The Oui-
sider, in tho gloom of the quadrangle, smiled bitievly.
He was teuly the Outsider now ; more the Qutsider than e
had ever been—neglected, forgotten, despised!

He climbed the school wall, and dropped into the road.
There, for a moment, he paused. Ile was going io join
his father, but he was leaving St. Jim's without permission,
Ta the Head it would merely be that he was running away
from schiool, and he would be searched for and brought back.

He gritted lis teeth at the thought. He felt that he
would dic rather than enter the walls of 8t. Jim's again.

Tt was uscless to go to the local station. He would be
recognised there, and the telephone would easily outrace
him to London. At Wayland Junction he had a chance of
losing himself in the crowd, and jt was market day ah
Wayland, and he would find ihe station thronged. A tramp
across the fiolds, through the woods, and by the plank bridee,
and be would be safe.

He turned from the lane Dy the stile, and tramped on
ir. the darkness, Thers was a glimmer of the wmoon, Ltk
it was half hidden Ly the clouds. The Outsider caught a
gliinmer of water ahead of him under the shadowy trecs,
and knew where he was. A tributary of the Rhyl Howed
throngh the wood in a deep glade, where the Boy Beouts
of 8t. Jim's had often camped

There was a plank bridge across the stream, but thoe
stream, swollen by recent rain, wus lapping over the lank.
The Oulsider stepped on the plank and sirode rec dessly
across.

The plank was slippery and wet, and suddeanly his foob
glipped.  The plank tilted_sidewnys, and next moment it
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out, The old quad .

The 'Qutsider made a frantic leap to reach the bank, but it
was too late.

Ile plunged into the river and the water closed over his
head. Ho struck out wildly to save himself as he came up
again, gasping, struggling; but the water was deep and
swift. The current swept him on. Onee Lo reached the
thore and tore away a bunch of rushes, and then he was
swept on again—out into the wider waters of the Rhbyl:
out into the deep river aud the carkness. And the silent
‘\I\"Du,ds echioed the despairing cry of the Outsider of Bt

1T 5.

s el

CHAPTER 15.

The Letter!

ILDARE, the captain of 8t Jim's, had the duty of
seeing lights out for the I'eurth Form that night.
When he looked into the dormitory, he glanced,
as usual, along the row of white beds, and then
drew back his hand from the switch of the electric light.
Tor there was one bed that was unoccupied,

“What doecs this mean?? asked the prefect angrily
“Blake, who is out of bed?” S

* Lumley-Lumley,” said Blake reluctantly,

“Where i3 hie?” .

“1 don't know."

“Have you seen him this evening?”

“No I

“Did not some of you look for Lim to tell him it was
Yied4ime?” demanded Kildare.

oW No 1" H i

“Why not?”

“We're not on good terms”

“(h, mnonsensel Levison, you sharp TamleyLumley's
study, T think. Do you knowy where he is?”

“No,” said Levison. I saw him in the study about Lall-
past eight. I haven't seen him sinec.”

“Yary weoll, I will look for him.”

And Kildare left the dormitory witlr a very 51&1‘:: CXPres-
sion upon his face. A junior who gave the head prefect the
trouble of looking for him at bed-time 'was likely to have
4 very unpleasant experience when discovercd.

“Where on parth can the chap be?” asked Jaclk Blake.
“T don’t see why he couldn’t como to bed. It's queer I

“Porhaps he's run away from school,”™ suggested Levi-
son nervously.

“(Oh, rats ("

The juniors waited rather anxiously for Kildare to relurn.
In five minutes the caplain of St. Jim's re-cntered the dor-
mitory with a very puzzled expression on his face, and a
letter in his Liand.

% Lumley-Lumley is not in his study,” he said. “There
was this letter lying on his {abla addressed to Miss Cleve-
land. Does anybody know what it means?”

No one replied.

“] cannot understand all this,” said Kildare. “No one
appears to know anything of Lumley-Lumiey. 1le must be
outside the House. Some of you get up and look for him—
Blake, Herries, Dighy, Iancock, Reilly, Levison.”

The juniors named obeyed. Arthur Augustus joined
{hem without being bidden. The swell of St Jim’s felt that
lic was necessary. -

The Shell were just going fo bed. Instead of going into
{leir dormitory, they joined in the search for Luuiley-
Lumley. )

The House was searched, and a party of juniors went
round the quadrangle, calling io Lumlc_-,‘-Lumicy. But no
voice answered them, The Outsider was not within the
sound of their voices. !

“You can go to bed, you youngsters,’” said Kildare. el £
will tako this letter 1o Miss Cleveland; it may throw some
light on the matier.”

And the juniors, discussing the strange affair in hushed
voices, returned to their dormitorics, but not to sleep, It
gas ywetty clear now that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had left

t, Jim's.

iildare presented himself at the ITead’s house, and asked
to see Miss Cleveland. He came into Dr. Holmes’ drawing-
yoom, where Cousin Dthel was just saying geod-night to
l?r. Tolines and his wife. Kildare’s serious look stavtled’
ihom.

“Nothing wrong, I hope, Kildare?” said the Ilcad.

“1 don't know, sir. Lumley-Lumley—"

Cousin Ethel caught her breath.

“Zurely he is nob in trouble again,” said the 1lead.
conduct has been quits exemplary lately.”

“He cannot be found, girl”

“Dear me 1’

“IIo did not go up to bed with the rest of the Tourth,
and he cannot be found in the llouse or in tho quad, sir

“Ilis
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He was in hiz study at half-past eight, according to Levi-
sen, but sinee then he has not been seen. He niust have gone
out for some rcason, I think that perhaps Miss Claveland
may be able fo throw some light on the matter. I found
this letter in Lumley-Lumley’s room, addressed to Miss
Cleveland in his handwriting.” I thought I had better bring
it at once.”
::i\’ddfgssed to mel” exclaimed Ethel, in wonder,
s

Kildare handed Ethel the letter. She oponed it, and un-
folded the sheet within. It was written very irregularly—a
contrast to the usual firm hand of the Qutsider.

“Dear Miss Cleveland,—I am leaving St. Jim’s in dis-
grace. You will never sec me again, but I can't go with-
out telling you once miore that I was innocent I know
I can’t prove it, and I know my record is too bad for
anyone to take my word. But now I'm going, and you
won’t see me again, I think you might belicve me. You'll

\

WWWIWH

understand I have no motive now for lying. I went to the
Green Man to help another fellow who pretended to be
my chum, and that is the truth. I hated to go there, but
¥ went to help him, because I believe he wanted to be
decent, and you had asked me to help him, If you'll
believe this, it's all you can do for me. I shall never come
back to St. Jim’s. JernoLD LuMLey-LUMLEY.”

The letter swam before Cousin Ethel’s eyes.

8Bhe handed it to the Head without a word, Dr, Holmes
adjusted his spectacles, and read the leiter, with growing
amazement in his foce,

“Dear me 1” he said.

The girl nodded.

*“¥es, Dr. Holmes., Lumley-Lumley was seen at the
Green Man to-day, and the boys all believe he had gone
there for—for what he used o go there for. You know all
about that; it all came out once. I believed it, too, and we
could not believe his explanation, because—because the bay
he said he went to help denied it. And—and Lumley-
Lumley was not truthful. But now——"

“But now you believe him?*

“I1—I don't know,”

*He must be searched for at once,” said the Head quietly.
“He has run away from school, and that is what it amounts
to. He must be searched for and brought back at once.
Kildare, I leave it to you and the prefects to do your best
If he is not found to-night. I must ask the aid of the police
to-morrew morning.”

‘Very well, sir,”

“Can you explain this, Ethel 7"
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And Kildare departed. A few minutes later, all the
School House knew that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had run
away from school, and that the Housa prefects were search-
ing for him. There was little sleep in the dormitories that
night. Fer the missing junior was not found; and when
dawn came stealing in at the windows, there was no one in
the Bchool House who knew what had become of the Out-
sider of Bt. Jim's.

CHAPTER 16.
Under the Shadow !

OM MERRY & CO. had anxiouns faces in the morning.
They had not changed their opinion of Lumley-
Lumley

The letter to Ethel had been shown to them, but it
it shook their opinion, it did not change it. They simpl)
could not believe in the Qutsider again,

“ Look 1" exclaimed Levison. " Look!' Tom Merry
glanced towards the gates, and then uttered a cry of
astonishment. ‘' Lumley-Lumley!' he oried. It was the
Quteider, in different clothes and looking pale and
worn—but It waa the junior who was thought to be
drowned

But they were anxious about him., He had left the school
without permission, and that certainly meant a severs

unishment for him. There was little doubt that he would

e found and brought back. And much as they despised the
Outsider, Tom Merry & Co. did not like to think of Eis
being flogged. He had been punished enough.

Curiously encugh, Levison lcoked more anxious than the
chums of the 8chool House. No one had ever suspected
Levison of devoted friendship, or of caring for anyone but
himself. But his face was so pale in the morning that the
whole Form noticed it, and commented upon it. Some of
them began to think better of Lovison. His anxiety was
cvidently great, and his face grew more and more haggard
as the day passed on, and no news came of Lumley-Lumley.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy tapped him on the arm in a
friendly way whexn the Fourth Form came out of their class-
room.

“Feelin' wathah cut up, Levison ?* he asked.

Levison nodded without epeaking.

Tae Gem Lirary.—No. 1,401.
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“It's all wight,” said D'Arcy. “The pwefects say that he
hasn’t been heard of at the wailway station or at Wayland,
He has cut acwoss countwy somewhere, and my opinion is
that he won't be found.”

“I hope he will be found.”

“Indeed! I thought you were wowwyin' at ihe ideah of
his bein’ bwought back and flogged for wuunin® away,™ snid
1Y Arey, in astonishment.

" '0’ no

“Then what's the twouble? T suppose l's goiu' o join
his fathah, and he won’t come to any harm."”

Levizan's lips quivered.

“Buppose something's happencd.”

“Bai Jove! What could happen?™

“0Oh, I don’t know !”

Levison strode away, leaving the swell of 8t Jim's in a
state of great astonishmenl. Levison felt that it would not
do to speak too freely. Yeb the weight upon his mnind was so
great that he felt that he must speak, or else shrick alowd
in sheer horror,

Where was Lumley-Lumley 7 What had beeome of him?

The other fellows imagined that Le had fled because Lo
was guilty, and dared not face them; but Levison knew
different. He knew that the Outsider had gone beeause he
was wronged—because le was wounded to the heart by
bitter and unjust suspicion, And Levison knew the Oul-
sider’s erratic nature, What was he capable of in 1hatl mood
of bitterness and despair?

Why did not news come of the missing hoy !

If only word would come!

But it did not.

The telegraph and telephone were at work., If anyone
answering to the deseription of Jerrold Lumley-Lumley lad
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been seen at the Rylecombe Station, or at Wayland Junction,
or any station on the line, news of it would have rcached
S3t. Jim's,

But there was no news.

The junior had vanished as completely as if the earth—or
the waters—had swallowed him up.

Upon the Ilead’s brow a trouhfcd frown grew darker as
the day wore on. Had the boy fled at all, or was he in
hiding somewhgrs near the school, waiting for the hue and
cry to abate before he ventured to take fight?

It was impossible to tell,

It was late in the afternoon when the miller of Ryleombe
came up to the school with an unusually curious expression
upon his jolly face.

The fellows had come out from afternoon lessons, and at
ihe sight of the miller they guessed at once that he had
brought news, and flocked round him,

But the miller did not say a word.

Ile went straight to the Head's house, and was admitted,
and stayed there for some time in talk with Dr, Ilolmes,

Then he left the school.

Excitement was at fever heat now. It was certain that
the miller had brought some news, but what it was was u
mystery. The next visitor to the Head was Inspector
Skeats, of Rylcombe,

He also departed, looking very serious.

It came out at last, and it struck the boys with a chill of
horror.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley's cap had been picked up by the
mill-wheel in the Rhyl.

The miller had heard of Lhe hue-and-ery after the missing
junior—there were few remole cottages on the countryside
that had not heard of it by that time—and, on finding a
St. Jim's cap in the water, he had immediately examined it.

The name of Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was written inside.

That Lumley-Lumley had fallen into the water the
previous night was now cortain, and the miller brought tho
cap to Dr. Holmes with the story of how he had found it.

Faces were pale in the school now.

Once before Jerrold Lumley-Lumley Liad had a terribly
narrow escape from death. DBut this time there appeared
to be no doubt.

‘Lhe juniors felv that they weuld never see the Outsider
again,

“I suppose there's no doubt now#” Moniy Lowther said,
as the Terrible Three entered their study,

Tom Merry shook his head.

“His cap couldn’t be in the river unless lie was there,” he
said.  “There was no wind last night; it couldn’t have
blown off. And he's disappeared, or something would have
been heard of him by this time.”

“I suppose so.”

“Tt's horrible !

“I'm jolly sorry,” said Manners; “but I don’t see thialk
wo've got anything to blame ourselves for. What he did
was rotten, and we were right to be down on him.”

“That's true enough.”

“And this must have been an accident,” said Lowther.
“1le can't have done this on purpose, T'om Merry.”

“ Heaven knows! He was a queer beggar.”

There was silence 1 the study, It was broken by a tap at
the deor,

“Coma in ! said Tom Blerry.

Cousin Ethel opened the door. She was very pale, Her
iuestioning glunce dwelt on the Terrible Three,  Arthur
Augustus followed her into the study.

“Is it true " murmured Ethel,

“Weally, deah gal—*"

“TIt's mot certain, by any means,” sald Tom Aerry.  “Ik

3.

locks bad, that's all
“Yaas, wathah! That's just what I've told Ethel,” said
Arthur Augustus, though his ewn pale face told that ho

fully believed that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was dead. “¥You
niight find a chap’s eap anywhere, you know.”
“Tt is terrvible I said Ethel, sinking into a chair, “TPoor

Lumley 1

“Yeg, poor Lumley ! We're all terribly sorry, Iithel.”

“Yaas, it's wollen all wound [

There was a step in the passage, and a ghastly face looked
in_ab the half-open door. It was Ernest Levison's.

He gazed at Tom Merry, his eyes almost starting from
his head. ’

“Have you heard?” he muticred, his voice thick, and
almost i_particulatc.

L0 "es ¥

“He's dead ?”

“I hope not.” .

Levison gave o deep groan, and tlirew himself into o
¢hair, his face sinking into liz hands on the table. The
juniors gazed at him in astonishment. Cousin Ethel's face
zoftened as she looked at the cad of the Fourth, '

“Weore you so fond of him%” she said kindly.
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Levison made & movement.

“Oh, I can’t bear this—I can’t! I—I never dreamed he
would do this! TI—T felt afraid about it when I saw him
last night, but—but I never thought he would do it! The
fool! What did he want to do it for? I only meant to
get even with him, that was all, I never imagined that he
would be cut up like that about it. And then to go and
drown himself——"

“ Hush 1*

“That’s what he's done!
the kind,*

“What have you to do will it, Tevison?” asked Tom
Merry sternly. The remorse of the ead of the Fourth had
awakened suspicien in his mind at last,

Leavison groaned,

“I never meant it to come to this! I never dreamed that
ho would be such a madman! I only wanted to show him
up, that was all!”

“Good heavens !” said Ethel. “Is it possible—"

Tom Merry grasped the cad of the Fourth by tle shoulder
and dragged him to_his feet. Tis cyes were blazing.
Levison stood before him, white and trembling. But it was
not Tom Merry he was afraid of. It was the haunting
thought of Lumley-Lumley, floating with face upturned on
ihe moonlit river, driven to death by his treachery—that was
what terrified Levison,

“Lovison, tell tho truth,
Inmley??

“Yns.,l

“Did he go to the Green Man on your business to save you
from that man?"

“Ha thopght so0,” muttered Levison. “It was a little
game between Joliffe and me; we were only fooling him,”

“But he believed it

L3 Yes‘!J

“And he paid your debis to Joliffe, or what ha supposed
{0 be your debts§”

“And the papers Joliffe gave him—”

“They were faked, ready for him."

‘* And—and all that he told us was true, (hen?”?

“¥es,” gproaned Levison.

“(icod heavens!”

“You treacherous hound !” shouted Tom Merry, and hLe
Nung Levison from him,

The cad of the Fourth recled against the wall,

“Lot me alone!” he muttered thickly. *“Don’t you think
I've got enough mnow? If he’s dead throngh what I did I
shall go mad | Do you understand ?”?

Tom Merry set his lips.

“T'm gorry T touched you,” le said.
touch, you horrible cad! Get out of my study,
of yon makes mo sick.”

Levison went unsteadily from (he study. His confession
had relieved his mind, but he was 5tili haunted by the
terrible thought of the body floating in the river.

He went out into the quadrangle, white as death, and
paced under the elms in the growing shadews of the night.

In those terrible hours the junior who had been a false
chitrn, who had betrayed the fellow who trusted him, suffered
far more than his vietin: had suffered, Levison's treachery
had been hlack, and he fully deserved his punishment.

I never foresaw anything of

Were you lying about Lumley-

“You're not fit to
The sight

CHAPTER 17.
Back from the Shadows!

NOTHER day, and no news |
Nothing was heard of Jerrold Lumley-Lumley,

His father was abroad, in South America, and

could not be communicated with. Ii was supposed

that the junior might have made for some port to take ship

to join him, and search was made for him at Southampton

and other ports, but nothing was discovered.

Either the Outsider was in hiding or he had perished in

the mill-stream, And the finding of the cap in the water
made the latter supposition only too terribly probable.

The river was searched; the waters were dragged., But
tho Rhyl had many a deep pool and hidden hollow where a
hody might lie hidden. The draggings revealed nothing,
but all felt that the swift, sunny water hid a terrible sccret.

Taces were very grave at St. Jim’s,

With the shadow of Lumley-Lumley’s death, or, at least,
ihe terrible probability of it, hanging over the school the
juniors were sad and despondent.

Tom Merry & Co. felt it most keenly

For they had wronged the missing junior. They know it
now. Now that Levison had spoken they could understand
the mood of bitterness and despair in which Jerrold Lumley-
Lumiey had left 8t. Jim’s, feeling that the whole school
was against him, although he had tried his liardest to do
right,
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The ckums of St. Jim's felt their hearts very b fey. Thay
had wronged the Outsider, though they had never mtended
to do so. They eould not helieve what he had told them, and
yet it had been true.

They knew that now—too late !

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy said. “It's simply
wotten, you know! If we'd only known this before—

“We shouldn’t have known it at all if he hadn't been
drowned,” said Manners. “Levison wouldn't have
confessed,”

* Noj that’s guite twue.”

“Y don't know whether wa ought to let the Head know
what Levison says,” said Blake uneasily. “It's a shame to
let the stigma stick to Lumley-Fumley.”

“¥Yaas, wathah!”

“The Head will have to know,” said Tom Merry; “but
I think we can leave it to Levison to tell him, I think that
if Lumley-Lumley does not come back Levison will leave.
He looks cut up, and he scems to get worse instead of
better.” .

“Serve the cad vight |

“Yaas, wathah

Another day elapscil, and still there came no word of
Lumley-Lumley. The school had now given up the hope of
seeing him alive again. On the fifth morning Tom Merry
came out into the quad after morning lessons. Levizon
joined him there. Tom Merry made o movement to get
away, but Levison eaught his slecve,

“ 1 want to speak to you,” he said,

"I don't want to speak fo you,” said Tom Merry; “1
can't bear the sight of you! Get away from me, for
goodness’ sake ¥

“T'm going to leave Bt Jim's.’

[ Oh [}]

¥ That's all,” said Levison bitterly, “You'll Le glad to sce
thie last of me, of course??

“You can't wonder at that,” said Ton Merry.

“T know I can't.” Levison's head dropped. “I'm going
io confess the wlole thing fo the Head before I go, I'm
going to him this afternoon.”

“It’s the best thing vou can do.”

Levison turned away, and then suddenly he stood trans-

fixed. He gave a low, inarticulate cry, and his face was
white as chalk. His eyes started from their sockets. Tom
Merry looked at him in startled amazement,

“What’s the matter? he cried.

“Look 1" exelaimed Levison. “Look!”

Tom Merry followed Liis glance towards the gates, Then

he, too, uttered a cry of amazement, for somcone was
coming in gt the gates—someone he knew.

(Continued on the next page.)
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“ Lumley-Lumley ! shouted Tom Merry.

There \\‘{zra shmjts from diffcrent parts of the quad. Other
fellows had seen the Outsider of St. Jim's.

It was Lumley-Lumley !

Lumley-Lumley in the Jesh! ’ f

Lumley-Lumley, in diffeient clothes, and very ale and
worn, as if he had been ill; but itevas Lumley-Lumley—
alive . _

“Lumley ! shouted Tom Merry in astonishment and joy.
“Lumley, ¢ld chap—" .

And he fairly hugged the Outsider.

“FHold on!” said Lumley-Lumley ccolly.

wi

“Where have yvou been?” yelled Blake. “Your cap was
found in the river, and we thought you were drowned,
you ass!"

;‘Ysus. wstlm}; ad T e

he Outsider shrugged his shoulders. i .

“I've been ill, an%lgjnily ill, too,” he said. “T fell off

lank bridge that night, and was swept out into the
Rh_\'f.) Goodness knows how I managed to kceﬁ afloat, for
I was fecling rotten at the time; but I got ashore at last,
in the woods. And I should have lain there for goodness
knows how long, only I was helped.”

“Who helped you?” " 7

“Black Sam, the poacher,” said Lumle --Lu’imlcy. He
found me, and took mo to his cottage, and he’s nursed me
there cver since., It was only this morning tnat he told me
he'd heard that I was supposed to be drowned, and I gmde
up my mind to como back and show that I was alive.

“But you are going to stay?” asked Tom Merry.

“Don't you understand ?” said Figgins. “Its all come
out now; Levison's confessed.”

Lumley-Lumley started. )

“Tovison's confossed ?” he ojaculated,

“Yaas, deah boy.”

“But why?!”

“He thought you were dead.”

“T guess he'll be feeling sold now,” said Lumley-Lumley
coolly. “So all vou fellows know now that you were off-
side?”

“Yes; and we're sorry.”

“Jolly sorey!”

“What's the

the

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY

“And we apologise, as one gentleman to anothah, desh
boy—I mean, as half a dozen gentlemen to anothah,”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
A dark look was on Lumloy's face, He had come back
to St. Jim's to relieve the school of its anxiety concerning

his fate. o had not drcamed that his name would be
cleared. It was good news to him, but for tho moment
Ifu: c!on!d not fecl kindly towards those who had driven him
orth.

But among the crowd of juniors a sweet, girlish face
appeared, and a littlo white hand was held out to Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley.

“I'm sorry—so sorry !” said Cousin Ethel.

Lumiey-Lumley's face cleared.

“1t's all right,” he said. “So long as you know the truth,
it's all right. I don't care for anything else.”

Kildare came through the crowd of juniors, and dropped
his hand upon Lumley-Lumley’s shoulder,

“The Head wants to see you,” he said grimly.

And the Outsider of St. Jim's was taken to the Head.
But Dr. Holmes was not angry. He was too much relieved
to find the Outsider alive and well to think of being angry.
He listened very patiently to the Outsider’s explanation, and
he pardoned him. He did not even ask the name of the
junior whose treachery had driven Lumley-Lumley to run
away,
f'%lmt boy, I should think, is sufficiently punished,” he
said. “If he has any conscicnce, he must have suffered
terribly during the last few days. And you say that he
confessed his wickedness voluntarily? You did wrong in
leaving the school withont permission, Lumley-Lumley, but
I shall overlook it, in the circumstances. I am on{y too

lad to have this clear proof that you are very much changed
rom what vou were once. You may go.”

And Jerrold Lumley-Lumley went.

He found Tom Merry & Co. and Cousin Ethel waiting for
him and the greeting they gave him made the Outsider feel
very glad that ho was once more within the old walls of
St. Jim's.

THE EXD.

{Next Wednesday: Grand yarn of ragging end rivalry
between Tom Merry & Co. and the Grammaorians,
Watch out for “ D'ARCY’'S DOUBLE ! "—and don’t f
the GEM will be on sale MONDAY, December 24th.)
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ots Talk
1t Over

Mr. E. S. Brooks welcomes letters from readers.
Write to him c/o The Editer, The GEM, Flestway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4.

IT is gotting a bit difficult for me to answer all the

letters I get from you readers, beeause nine out of every

ten of you bring up the same subject] Why not in-

crease the length of the St. Frank's section—or why not
revive the old “Nelson Lee ” Library? Well, it's all very
well to answer one or two letters of this kind, now and
again, but whon most of you raise the same subject indi-
vidual answers would come rather monotonous. All I
can say in reply to you is that the Editor himself is the
man to write to. Meantime, get as many new readers of
the GEx as you can.

It would be rather difficult, Reg Morgan, Melbourne, to
tell you how St. Frank’s is laid out. Of course, havin
written about the old school for so long, I have every noo
and cranny of the place in my mind’s eye—the exact
number of steps one needs to take when walking from
the fountain, in the middle of the Tridngle, to the Ancient
House, and so on; just how far it is from Big Arch to the
Hoad’s house; how many corners to turn going from Hand-
forth's study, in the Remove age, to William Napoleon
Browne’s study in the Fifth Form passage. But if I were
to attempt to describe all this, it would fill five or six
Euges of the GEM. Among the best cricketers in the Junior

chool are Nipper, Jerry Dodd, Harry Gresham, and
Vivian Travers. Thoe best junior boxer, without question,
;is Er{wst Lawrence; but Nipper is jolly handy with his

sts, too.
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Many thanks for your nice letter, Gordon W. Thomas,
Portsmouth. Hope you'll have some success with your
short stories, Naturally, they will stand more chance if
thqy are typowrit}en; but unless a story is just what an
editor requires, it doecsn’t stand much chance of being
accepted, typewritten or otherwise Vou aroe sensible
enough to realise the difficulties, but I have sometimes had
letters from readers who apparently think that story-
writing is onc of the easiest games under the sun—a kind
of “lazy man's life.” But story-writing, like e\'erything
else, has to be learned, even by those who have it “in"
them. FExperience is the great teacher, as in most other
walks of life. The other day I came across one or two of
my very first efforts, and, needless to say, they were in
manuscript form, for they were so awful that they never
got into print. ¥ot, when I wrote them, I thought the;
weore remarkably fine! One of the illusions of youth! It
takes some years of experience, and a number of hard
knocks, to make one realiso that nothing worth while in
this life is easy.

L 3 L] -

Glad you liked the “Taaz" stories so much, “Removite,”
Greenock. Hope you are enjoying the present “Christ-
mnat” serial as much. From my own point of view, I
think this serial is a lot better than the “Taaz” series;
anyhow, I enjoyed the writing o great deal more. Ulysses
Spencer Adams, the American boy, is as much in evidence
as cver in St. Frank's, but he doesn’t do quito so much
bragging as when he first came. A good deal of that sort
of thing has been knocked out of him. Both Stanley
Waldo and Tony Cresswell were missed out of the “Names
List ’ because they are no longer at St. Frank's.

" - -

As you have now found out for yourself, Richard Rowe,
Skegness, there is a special Christmas serial in these pages.
No, I'm afraid you won't find a 8t. Frank's Christmas
story in the “ Boys' Friend Library.”

- - -

I want to acknowledge the cheery and enthusiastic and
welcome letters from the following: Wilired B. Thomson,

ife; Stanley Jonson, Port izabeth; "“A Reader,”
London;. Teddy Pearce, Hatfield; C. Gould, Harrow;
William Davies, Aukland; R. Fyfe, Greenock; . M.
Jenkins, Havant; Jack Pulver, London, E.; John Wilms-
lj\uﬁt;, Manor Park; G. 8, Hunnable, Mistley; Bill Upton,

shburton.
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HANDFORTH GOES SEARCHING FOR MISSING GUESTS AND FINDS—A SKELETON !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Edward Oswald Handforth, at the invitation of his
nnelo, takes a party of 8t, Frank’s juniors and Moor View
Bchool girls to Handforth Towers, in Norfolk, for the
Christmas holidays. After a tiving journey the party
arrive, and, to their astonishiment, Ilandforth Towers is a
bleak, deserted, and erecopy old mansion! They are
welcomed by Rodd, the wizened old butler, and his wileh-
like wife, for they learn that Iland ‘orth’s uneclo is away.
After a hearty supper the girls g .o bad, but the hays
remain chatting in the dim old diningroom. As tho mid-
night hour strikes a weird wail is suddenly heard. The
juniors learn from Rodd that it's the Lady of the Tower,
a ghast. They retire to hed, nll feeling nervous, and after
several uncanny happenings, o frantic appeal for help rings
ont. The juniors rush out on to a landing, fo sec the
whitish, transparent figure 0 1 & medieval lady bending over
Willy Handforth, who is lying unconscious! The figure then
suddenly vanishes before their eyes! ‘When Willy has ro-
eovered from his fright, Handforth declaves thai e is going
to seo if anything's happened to the girls,

———p

Another Startling Mystery!

; IPPER nodded.
“Yes, we'll all find out if the girls ave safe,” ho
agreed. “Hang it, we couldn’s possibly go Lo bed

without making some inguiries. Do you chaps
realise that we haven’t heard a sound of the girls since
1rhey left us at a quarter to twelve in the dining-room”

“By jinge, chat’s true enough!”

“But—but do you think ihat something’s happened?”
asked Willy breathlessly.

“Whatever wo think, you've got to stay in hed,” replied
his major. “You've had your dose for to-night, my lad,
und you mustn’t step ont of thiz room again. I'm worried
ahout the girls—I've got an idea that they’ve heen drugged,
or something, It's the only way to account for their
silence 1”

“Tf they've been drugged, thiz ghest i3 & pretty material
ane, then,” said Nipper grimly. “Buf you mustn’t get those
fantastic ideas, Ilandy, Althongh it seems so impossible,
thore’s just a chance that they are veally asleep.  They
were tired, you know, and they went up beforo any of ihese
gtartling things happened. Let's go and make snee, any-
how.”

“Wouldn't it hn better to lel them sleep 9™ asked Watson.

“Yes, and then we don't know whether they're safe ! pro-
toested Handforth. “No, we've got to hammer on tlieir
‘doors and ask if they're all vight. I couldn’t sleep a wink
it T didi’t know.”

“We ean easily invent some slight excuse after vwe've
awakened them,” said Nipper. “Come on—let's go und
gat it over.”

They all ecrowded ont, leaving Willy in bhed. And they
went out on to the landing again, and then penetrated
{he north wing, This was the haunt of that ghost—an
added puzzle. Ji was indeed strango that the girls shoulil
have seon nothing and heard nothing.

This time the juniors had plenty of lights, far thore were
three or four candles among them. And the place did
not seom so ecrie now. Mhis corridor was much smaller
than the one in the east wing, and comparatively short.
It was very draughty, and one -of the candles blow ouf. and
{ha others flickered dangerously.

“Easy1* said Handforlth. “We don’t want fo e loft in
the rlark here. Yes, old Rodd wes right—there ave only two
doors, s0 wo can't make any mistake. Now, you chaps,
keep guiet.  DTll tap on this door, and when the girls
answer, I'll ask for Jina. If she's i this room, I'1l just
s{t}rr"’UuudAnight,‘ and wish her happy drecams. IHow's
ihat#"

“Good!” said Nipper.
room

“It won’t matter; the other girls will fell me so, and T'll
wigh them good-night,” veplied Handforth, “We shall have
gained onr object, anyhow. We only want to lear that
they're all right.”

Handforth doubled his fist,
fairly lightly.

All the iuniors held fheir breaih and wailed, it no voply
came, The only sounds they heard were cansed hy the
huffeting of the wind ocutside, and the whistling of it Jewn
the corridor.

Y Better knock again,” whispered MeClure,

Thump; thump, thump!

T'his time Handforth knocked vigoronslys, The knocks
were sufficient to have awakened Rip Van Winkls, but «till
thera was no reply.

“I kraw it!” said IMandforth tenselv. “There's some-
r?hing wrong in this bed-room| What {he dickens can we
ta ?™

Befare anybody eould answer, the problem solved ee)f—
and in a straige, unexpected way. ¥or no apparvent cause,
thn door slowly swung open of its own accovd.

“Great Scoth!” muttered somebody.

A fierce dranght of air swept out, and every candle was
extinguished in a flash. But there was o window imme-
diately opposite, in thie bed-room, and the startled juniors
conld see tho deor still epening—againsi the force of the
draught!

“But supposing she isn't in ihLis

and rapped uvpoen the door

I'ne Ges Lasrany.—No. 1,401,
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“Out of the way, Handy!” rapped out Nipper curtly.
*“There's something thundering wrong here!”

As he spoke, he flashad on his electrie torch, and the beam
of light cut through the darkness of the bed-room—one of
those sleeping chambers which had been ect apart for
Ivene & Co. Nipper took four strides into the room, and
then he pulled up short, his face expressive of blank, utter
amazement.

And through the doorway crowded the other juniors.

For Nipper's eleciric torch revealed n staggering fact.
This room was empky—not merely empty of human presence,
bat empty of furniture! The windows were broken and
ruined, and in one corner half the upper part of the wall
was completely missing, The full fury of the storm was
pouring inlo the apartiment.

“YWhat—what does it mean?” asked Nipper dazedly.

“ But—hut they eouldn’t have been in hera at all!” shouted
Handforth, staring round. “Nobody weuld put a dog in
here to sleep! It's not a room at all—it's a ruin! Then
where are the girls?”

“(oodness only knows !” said Nipper.

“Tot's—let's look in the other room,” put in Reggie Puct.
“Ry jingo! That's it, of course! Old Rodd must have
raade o mistake. Instead of being divided into two parties,
they'ro all together, in the other room—I expect there are
twe beds in it1”

“We'll soon see!” said Handforth desperately.

They ran out of that strange room, and Handtorth did not
wait to conform to the proprietics again. Instead of knock-
ing, he turned tho handle of the second door and burst into
1he bed-room.

One glance was sufficient.

This apartment was as bare as the other, and even more
ruinous. The snow was driving in relentlessly, and theve
1\]-em drilis of it even against Handforth's fect as he stood
there.

The House of Surprises!
ANDFORTH TOWERS had provided a few shocks
H on this eventful night, but this laiest one was the
most startling of all.
The six girl guests had vanished !

Where were they? What had become of them? No
wonder (he fellows had heard no sound of their girl chums
gince they had been escortod up to bed Dby the witch-like
Mrs. Rodd, That thought hit Handforth like a blow.

“\Where's that old hag?” ho shouted. “Where did she
take the girls to? What has she done with them? I'l
search this house from roof to cellar—"

“T,ook! There's a light!” shouted somebody.

The juniors turned, and beheld a light on the landing.
‘And a moment later old Rodd appeared, dressed in o queint
old dressing-gown and carpet slippers. A woollen nighteap
was perched on the top of his head.

“ My, hut ye gave me a start, young sirs!” he said as he
came up. “1 thought 'twas burglars!”

Handtorth rushed up to him,

“Where's my sister¥” he demanded.
other girls? Answer me, you old sinner— )

“Alaster Fdward—Master Bdward!” protested the agoed
butler. “What's the matter with ye? Lheve's no eall to
talk like that—"

“Where's my sister#” insisted Iandforth.

Tho old man frowned.

“Jissy I'na is safe enough!” he said testily. © What are
von looking in these reoms for? Why arent ve all abed?
Gallivanting about 2§ this timo o' night—"

“You told us the girls were here, didn't yon?” asked
Iandforth.

“Av, an’ ean’t an old man male a mistaka without you
gotting panicky 7" asked the butler. mora impatiently than
ever. “Aly memory ain’t what it used to be. My wile took
the girls somewhero else, an' ye can Lo suive that they're
aslecp and porfectly safe.”

“We want to know where they are—"

“Thon yvo won't!” said the old man angrily. “I'll have
ye know, Master ¥dward, that Um in charge of Handforth
Fowers, an' I won't have ye ordering me aboui! DMrs.
Rodd took 1lie girls safely to bed, an' there they'll stay
without being disturbed until the morning 1"

He stamped off, and Nipper couldn’t help smiling.

% After all, I suppose wo are a erowd of asses!™ he said.
“The old fellow must have meant the south wing when he
told us about the mirls. We've been getiing all sorts of
funny ideas, and they're asleep all the time in another
part of the house. where thev couldn’t hear our noise.”

“Thal's about the size of it.” agreed Reggic.

“Inl's get back to bed,” said Tommy Watson practically.

But ITandforth refused.
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“TIi's all very well to accept that old beggar’s word,” he
gaid stuh}anrnly. “T don’t believe him! There's something
about this house which is all wrong| And I want to know
where the girls are before I have a wink of sleep!”

“But you can't,” insisted Nipper, taking Edwarﬁ Oswald’s
arm. “The old boy thinks we ought to be in bed and
asleep, and he’s probably right. o many things have
hoppened that we don't quite know what to believe. But
we needn’t jump to fantestic conclusions.”

And so, although Handforth was very upset, he agreed
to go back to bed. And all the rest went, too. There seemed
nothing else to do. But there was scarcely a fellow who
did not feel vaguely uneasy. 'They could not forget that
cxtraordinary spectre—the Lady of the Tower.

“Well, I've got rid ot them!” said Handforth, as he
stood inside his own bed-room with Church and McClure.
“T'll give them just five minutes to settle down, and then
T’'ll make a move.”

His chums were staggered.

“Why, what are you going to do?"” asked McClure quickly.

“Do i said Edward Oswald. “I'm going to investigate.”

“But, you ass, you mustn't go out alone!” protested
Church. *¥You might get yourself into a mess, or some-
thing! CGo to bed, Handy!”

“Do you think I can go to bed, leaving everything in
this state of uncertainty?” demanded Handforth. “Ever
since we came into this house there’s been mystery! Tirst,
the unexpected absence of Uncle Gregory, the absence of
servants, and everything in general; then that wuiling
cry in the night, and old Mrs. Rodd coming down the
stairs, looking scared out of her wits. That thing which
g’;lnpfd my ankle! My hat! It makes me shiver to think
o 1t| ”»

“Then don't think of it,” said Church grufly.

“ Everything’s wrong!” continued Handforth. “We go
to bed, and we hear rappings, and then poor old Willy
has the fright of his life. Rummy things happen in other
bed-rooms, too! That ghost nppears—the Lady of the
Tower! Did you ever see anything like it?

“Never |” breathed MeCluro uneasily.

“It’s been nothing else but worry and trouble ever since we
got here,” said Handforth. “Now there’s Ena. It's mll
very well for Nipper and the others to tell us to go to
sleep, but I'm not having any. Where's my sister? And
Irene?”

“1 was wondering why you hadn’t mentioned Ireme,”
said Church.

“But I've been thinking about her!” snapped Edward
Oswald. “Tast asleep in one of the other wings, eh?
Perfectly safe, are they? How do we know?” He glared
al his ¢hums in the candlelight.

“Well, don’t look at us so aceusingly,” said Mac.
haven't spirited the fair damsels away!” ;

“Spirited away!” muttered Handforth, his cyes filled
with alarm. “By George! I—I wonder—— _ Ch, but
what's the good of standing here and guessing? I'm going
out to investigate.”

“T.ook here, Handy——"

But Handforth waved his hand and sirode to the door.
Befora his chums eould stop him, he lLiad gone out, taking
the candle with him. This was all very well for him,
but Church and McClure were left in the dark. They
crouched in bed, and listened to the moaning of the wind
as it sighed round the mysterious old house.

" «(0h, corks!” said MecClure. “What—what shall we

D?"

“Jiggered if T know!” said Church. “I'm_not going
after him, if that's what you're hinting at. He can go
on his investigations alone!”

Meanwhile, Handforth was out on that big landing,
candle in hand, peering into the dense shadows. There
was the north wing and the east wing, but he couldn’t quite
see where any other quarters of the house lay.

“ Anyhow, T'm going to find out I”’ he muttered rimly.

There was nothing of the recklessmess which usually
characterised Handforth’s activities. He was genuinely
worried ahout the girls—about Irene, but about his sister
most of all. When it came to a real emergency, Handforth
gave first thoughts to Ena.

He tarned, meaning to penetrate a narrow passage which
opened out from that part of the landing which had not
yet been explored. And as he turned, something moved
and came into the radius of his flickering light.

“Wa

Handy Comes a Cropper !
ANDFORTH started back, and he nearly dropped
H the precious candle.
“It's only me, Ted!” whispered Willy, as he
stepped into the circle of light.
% You—you young boundert” said his major, pulling
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himself together. “What do you suppose I thought it
was? OF course it’s you! And what are you doing out of
your bed, after what I told you?”

“I'm better now, old man—"

“That’s no answer!” said Handforth severely, “Vou
had a terrible scare, Willy—I never saw you so pale in
all my lifel You're looking better now, but I warned
yon to keep in bed, and—"

“Rats!” interruptea tha Third Former. I heard you
nrowling about; and, besides, I've been making some inves-
tigations on my own. I heard abput those empty rooms,
und it scomed rummy at first. But there’s nothing to worry
ubout. The girls are all safe and fast aslecp.”

His major looked at him eagerly.

*“How—how do you know ?” he asked. “Who told you?”

“Well, T know—I've made n few inquiries,” renlied
Willy, with an oxasperating return of his normal coolness.
“You needn't look at me like that, Ted. TFna and the
others are O.K., and the best thing we can do is to get
hack to bed.”

He glanced at his watch.

“¥Yes, it's nearly time,” ho addoed.

“Eh?"” said Handforth, “Nearly time for what "

" l“l'
|

With a
welght,

Crash !
ut it was too late.

“Old Rodd was saying something about that ghost,”
replied Willy,  *“Tt seems that she appears at certain
hours, It's hetter not to ba out in {hese corrvidors, Tad.
Let’s gok inta our bad-rooms.”

Handforth looked at him in a very straight way.

“¥Yon know somelhing about this house!”

“1 don’t knmow whether you take me for a magieian, or
what,” said Willy patiently, *“How should I know mnora
than you? I came in at the same time, and I haven't had
any more chances of investigation than you haye.  OF
eourse, I may have used my brains a bit more—"

“If you're going to stand herve arguing, I'll finizh with
you!” interrupted Handforll exasperatedly. “If you
know anything move than I do, it's your duty to tell me.”

“OF course, we may have different ideas of duty—"

“Are yon going to tell me, or not?” hissed Handforth.

“But, my dear, poor old chump, what can I tell you?”
asked Willy patiently. “There's one thing I know feor
certain—and you ean toke my word for it.  'The girls
are perfectly: safe, they’ve nnbarmed, and they'ro wnogly
in bed. Honest Injun! 'What's absolutely oflicial and
cast-iron,”

“Then wheve ara they?”
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“Ah, now we're on a different subjech,” said Willy,
shaking his head. *I've given you my word that the girls
are 0.K., Ted, and you'll have to be satisfied. Ovr, if you
like, you can be unsatisfied. I don’t care which.”

“You—you secretive little bounder!” exclaimed Hand-
forth, growing red. “You've just discovered something,
and you won't let me into the know "

“You've hit it!” agreed Willy, nodding.

“1'll force you—"

“Rats " said his minor, and he walked off, hidding lis
major good-night over his shoulder.

Handforth stood there, fairly boiling over. ITe mar-
velled, too, at tho rapidity with which his young broiher
hiad recovered, Just like Willy! Although he had gone
through that harrowing experience, he was himself again
in next to no time.

“By Georgel” breathed the Removite.
something, and he won't tell me!”

He looked round into that nnrrow passage again &nl
started. His oyes gleamed. Of course, Willy must lLave
coma out of that passage—and that was where he had dis-
covered the truth about Irene & Co.

“It won't take me five minutes to find ont the trath,”

“Ile knows

I

2

AT

ell, Handforth tried to recover himesslf as the ancient and rotted floorboards gave way under his
He crashed through the hole and plunged downwards into darkness,

murmured Handforth. “If Willy can deo it. so ecan T}
I'm jolly glad he didn’t tell me now. e can’t crow over
me that he whacked me on a matter of investigation. 1l
snap my fingers in his giddy face, the grinning young
monkey| The nerve!”

Handforihh ventured into the passage, alveady maling up
Lis mind what he would discover. In fact, everything was
now obvious. The cast wing was inhabitable, and the norih
wing was a ruinl The other part of the house, into wlhicl
lia was now penetrating, was also habitable—and he would
probably find Irene & Co.’s shoea outside their doors,

Tt seemed very plausible, but, unfortunately, Hand-
forth eouldn't find any shoes to substantiate this theory.
Tn fact, he was so intent nupon finding out where the passaye
led to, that he had no time to look for shoes. To be qunito
oxact, ha lost himself. And that, of course, was exactly
what IHandforth wonld o,

The passage wasn't such a simple allair as he had
imagined, 1t proved to be quite short, bnt 18 led into
another corrider, which apparently rvan down one zide of
the old mansion. For there were windows all along,
thrangh which the woonlight streamer. Glanping aut,
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Handforth eonld sec a vista of snowy wastes, wilh trees
standing out of Lhe white wildermess. Snow  was still
coming down in flurries, rattling sgainst the window-panes
like the pattering of fingers.

Tlen he turned o corner and went into another passage.
But this seemed so dirty and it smelt so musty that le
came to the conelusion that it was a disused seciion. The
windows were half covered with cobwebs, and there was
thick dust and grime on the floor. Even old Rodd
wouldn't have allowed the young lady guests to inhabit
this part of the Towers.

So Handforth turned back.

And now he found that he wasn't quite sure of his bear-
ings, o add te his worries, he was passing a cracked
window when a gust of wind came in and blew out the
vandle. e was plunged into complete darkness, for the
anoon had gone behind a Llack cloud.

“ Rats ! mnttered Handforth iveitably.

tle felt for his matehes, and then he came to the con-
clugion that he hadn’t got any., He was only wearing
liz pyviamas and lis dressing-gown, and his pockets were
eupty.

"rWeII. it doesm't matier,” he teld himself, although lie
knew very well that it did, “The moon'll be out again
in a tick. What an ass I was not to borrow Nipper's
toreh!  After this 1'll never move a yard without having
an electric torch on mel”

He groped his way to the end of the corridor, and then
turned to the left. There were two passages that he could
select—ane to the left, and one to the rignt. Ho knew
that his rouie lay to the left. At least, he was certain
40 his own rmind, .

And now he found himself in a perfect maze of old lobbies
and passages and rooms. Dut Ilandforth was an optimist,
and he was firmly convincod that he knew the way back
1o his own bed-room. And it must be confessed that he had
now lost o great deal of his interest in the girls, He was
still anxions about them, but he was far mcre anxious
to get back on familiar ground.

The moon came out again, and he conlid seo all sorts
of queer shadows ahead. Once he paused, his heart laaping
intn lis mouth. There was an aleove just in front of him,
and something was moving in the deep recesses of it. Bub
there wasn't the slightest sound—and the mysterious move-
ment continued.

A black shape, restlessly rocking to and fro! It was
come moments before Haudforth conld pluck up enough
contage to creep nearcr—and then he found that it was
only the shadow of a fir-tree braneh, which happened to
be in o direct line with the moonlight, and which was
waving to and fro in the wind. i

“Phank goodness!” he muttered shakily.

He walked on, his heart still thumpinz. And he sud-
denly discovered that he had walked into a passage that
had no outlet. No opening, that is:  In front of him
ihero was a door, and it was closed. ITe knew he hadn't
come this way, and he was on the point of turning back.

“No* he decided. “I'!l go throngh here—it'll probably
lead me straight on to the landing. I expect I've been
woing round in cireles.” .

e opened the door cantionsly. I ereaked protestingly,
a3 though it had not been disturbed for wears. And a
dank, eavilhy, mouldy odour assailed his nostrils. Ivery-
thing was pitchy black heyend—utterly, absolutely dark.

“0Only o cupboard 1” Le muttered in disgust.

He took one or two steps forward, feeling cautiously
in front of him with his hands, Next momeni ha feli his
foot siilm‘king inta the solid floor; the boards were sagging!

Crash!

With a vell, Handforth tried to get back, bub it was
tao lale. The floor-boards, ancient and rotted, gave way
under his weight, and he found himsell plunging down-
watils into an abyss!

The Secret ol the Crypt!
HA\'DFOR'[‘I‘E thoughit ihat his last moment had
coma.,

As he fell, he gave vent to a wild, despairing

ery. 1t wasn't one of his usual shouts, which the

&, Trauk’s fellows knew so well. It was a real appeal

for help, nttered guite involuntarvily. Tor in that dreadful

wmoment the unfortunate Removite folt that he was plung-
ing to his death,

And 1len, before he knew it, he landed with a hard thud
on a solid stane fAoor. The shock was heavy, but, fortun-
ately, he fell on his feet, and rolled over sideways. And
there Do foundered for a moment or two. Dead silence
reigned.  And here the eariliy smell was greatly increased,

“Oh, covks!” said Tandforth painfolly.
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He sat u?, trembling in every limb. But, to his infinite
relief, he found that his limbs were whole.  He had
escaped with only a few bruises, and he sat there, trying
to think what had happened. He had no idea where he
was, or what was the nature of this place into which he
hud dropped. He was afraid to move far, in caze he
plunged down into another chasm. .

But his present predicament was easily explained. He
bad stepped into a chamber which had been locked up
for years, in all probability—a plice where the damp rot
had eaten away the boards. And his weight had caused
the ancient Elmbers to collapse. It was a perfectly natural
accident. lidward Oswald had got himself into this mess
cutirely by his own blundering methods.

And then came a change.

As Handforth sat there he heard mysterious footsteps—
goft, padding footfalls from somewhere overhcad. Now and
again there was a slight crealy, and he suddenly saw, too,
thut light was coming through the hole in the floor into
his prison. He started up, alavimed,

‘I“Tcdl” came an anxious voice, “Ted!”

Oh!” breathed Handforth. “Willy!”

It was the last ;;lerson in the world he had expected!
Iis startled wits had jumped to all sorts of fantastio
conclusions, but now he knew that Willy was near by he
felt his panic subside. Any human presence, indeed, was
\\‘g}come—but his minor's most of all. For he could pledge
Willy to secrecy over this unhappy business.

“Here l” he shouted quickly. *“Hi, Willy!
I fell through the floor—"

“You would!” came Willy's voice scornfully.

The bright light of an electric torch blazed down through
tho gap in the Rooring,

“Hurt?* asked the Third Former.

“No, thank goodness (" said Handfortl, looking up and
shading his eyes. “I'm jolly glad you came, Willy, T can
tell you! Lend us a hund out of this fearful place, for
goodness’ sake!”

“’Jusi‘. a minute,” said Willy. “You seem to have
accidentally dropped into a secret erypt, or something,
If you can’t discover anything by design, Ted, you generally
discover it by accident! Rummy chap!”

Willy was quite cool, and he gingerly stepped to the
cdgo of the hole, and then lowered himself. He dropped
lightly on to the rotten fragments of flooring beside his
major.

“How—how did you find me?” asked Handforth, in
wonder,

“I didn’t find you; I was after you all the time,” ex-
plained Willy.

< \‘I‘l]at ?)l .

“Did you think I was going to let you wander through
these disused wings with only a candle?” asked the fag
tartly, “I was expecting that candle to blow out long
before it did, and I was ready to bet my shirt that you
hiadn’t any matches, So I thought it just as well to keep
my cye on you, Ted. It’s not safe to let you wander about
alone [

Handforth was so relieved at seeing the torchlight, and
to have the comfort of his minor’s presence, that he did
not fire up at this remark.

“Well, it was like your nerve to follow me!” was all
he said. “1 went into that rotten cupboard, and tlhie floor
gave way—"

“] know something gave way.,” said Willy, nodding.
“1 was right at the end of the passage, waiting for you
to turn the corner before I came round. But I sce thers
wasn't a corner, only the door. I saw you open it, and
then I heard o crash. My hat! I thought I shounld find
you in hits!” N

Handforth looked up, and was surprized to find the rongh
edzes of the broken Hooring almost within reach. He had
fancied tlat he had fallen twenty or thirty feet, whereas,
in reality, the depth was not more than six.

“1¢’s not a cupboard up there,” went on Willy, fullowing
Lis major’s gaze. “It's a little lobby, with some narrow
stone stairs going up. One of the sentinel towers, I suppose.
We'rc right at the base of the tower now,” he added, flash-
ing his torch down and stamping on the stone floor. “Beems
to be m sort of erypt, or something. A hidden chamber,
perhaps.”

Handforth was locking at him queerly.

“Tha tower!” ha muttered. I say, that ghost—"

“You needn’t worry, this is the other tower, at the other
end of the house,” interrupted Willy, with a little shiver.
“I don’t suppose she’ll disturb us. Hope not, anyhow.
I've had enough of that lady 1*

“Ves, rather!” agreed his major.
outt and go back to our bed-rooms.
mo what vou've discovered “ .

50h, give it & rest, Ted!” interrupted Willy. “And let's

Down heral

“Come on, let’s get
But I want you to tell
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have a look at this place before we go back. H'm! Nothing
to write home about. No secrets to discover.”

The light of the torch revealed the fact that the place
was bare. There were stone walls, and the old ocaken
woodwork overhead. The floor was of stone, and there
was nothing there except the fragments of flooring that
Handforth had shaitered. Willy puslied them aside with
his foot,

“Yes, wa might as well go.” he admiited. “We'll have
another talk to-morrow Half a tick, though! What's
this? Aha!| A discovery, or my name isn’t Captain Kidd!”
]_Hcf was focusing his light upon one of the flagstones at
13 teet.

“Ye ring in ye floor!” he =aid impressively. “Look,
Ted! Ten to one there's a subterranecan passage under
this. We're on the verge of discoveries!”

Although he spoke lightly. he was genuinely excited.
Now that the debris was pushed away, they could see a
rusted ivon ring in that particular flagstone.” And an iren
ring meant that the flagstone was raisable

“Let’s get it up!” said Handforth tensely.

“You bet!” agreed Willy. *“Come on! Heaveho!”

He set the torch on the floor, and they both gripped
the iron ring, and exerted all their strength. The flag-
stone resisted, having been untouched, probably, for years.

“It shifted ! panted Handforth, **Come on—again!”

They were both thrilled now, and they perspired as they
tugged with every ounce of strength that possessed them.
And at last the flagstone came up from its bedding.

“Got it !” satd Willy triumphantly,

They laid the heavy stone right back, and there was now
a gapmg square hole in the floor, with blackness beneath.
An earthy smell rose. DBut they wére too excited to care
about that,

“The torch!” said Handforth tensely,

He was prepared to jump right down, hut Willy grabbed
the torch and pushed him back.

“You ass I” he gasped. * You might kill yourself! Before
we go down there, we've got to be ecrtain that it’s safe.”’

He went on his hands and knees and flashed the light into
the black hole. Handforth joined him, and they stared
down. For a moment they said nothing—they just [ooked.

The erypt was small and quite square. Immediately below
was a stono floor, but there was something clse—something
right underneath the hole. A heavy-looking sea-chest, of the
type that one associated with Spanish galleons. And, lying
scross it, was a skeleton, with tattered fragments of rotted
clothing elinging to it}

“Oh, my goodness !” murmured Handlorth, with a catch
in his voice,

A Narrow Escape !

HIS was a discovery indeed.

Even Willy, usnally so cool and collected, was
fairly agog with genuine excitement. His face was
flushed, and his eves were gleaming, Neither he nor

his major were frightened by the sight of that gruesome
relic below. The whole adventure was too fascinating to
allow of fright,

“Let's go down,” hreathed Handforth,

“Hold on before you drop into this place, Ted!” gaid
Willy. “It hasn't been disturbed for hundreds of years, by
the look of it.” g

“YWhat does that matter—it’s got a stone floor?” said
Handforth. “There's no fear of falling through, Besides,
it's only eight or nine feet down—"

“What about gds?® said Willy grimly. “Carbon
monoxide, or whatever it is. Before we drop into this place
we've gob to test the purity of the air. I'm not taking any
chances—especially as nobody else knows we've come here.”

This was a very wise decision and characteristic of the
shrewd Third Former. He¢  pulled a piece of string from
his pocket and quickly tied Handforth’s candle to it. Then
he 1it the candle and prepared to lower it.

“Hold on!” gasped Handforth,
there you'll blow us te bits!”

“¥You—you chump !” snorted Willy. “It’s not that sort of
gas | If it's unsafe to go down the candle will peter out. If
il burns brightly it proves that the air’s breatheable,”

Handforth, abashed, said no more, and Willy lowered the
candle, It burned brightly, even when it was on the floor
of the crypt. And a moment later the pair were down there,
taking a closer look at the curious relies. Very gingerly
Willy touched the skeleton, and a portion of it collapsed.

“Thought s0.” he muttered. “You see, the slightest touch
is enough. We can’t know anything for certain, but we can
make a guess, Hundreds of years ago this poor beggar must
have been shoved down here by some of his enemies, and he
died by starvation. Either that, or there’s something in this
chest that he treasured, and he came down here of his own
accord and died over it.”

“If there's gas down
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Handforth was struck by one of Willy's words.

" Treasure !” he gasped. “Great jumping corks! You've
hit i, Willy! I mean, I've hit it! 1i5 chest is full of
treasure! Doubloons, by George |”

“Pieces of eight I said Willy sarcastically. “Don't be an
ass, Ted! Jusi because we find an old sea-chest it doesn't
mean that we’ve found a treasure. It's probably full of old
papers or clothes—"

“Let’s have a look, anyhoiv,” said Handforth breathlessly.

“Not now, old man,* urged Willy, “We'll wait until
to-morrow—until it's daylight. Even though the daylight
won’t come down here we shall feel safer. There’s some-
thing comforting in, the knowledge that there’s sunshine
outside. Let's get back to bed now.”

“Just one pee o

“My dear chap, it's no good |” eaid Willy impatiently.

“Look at the fastenings! Wa, can’t do anything without
tools, Can’t you see?! We shall need a crowbar to open this
chest. Leave it until the morning.”
. Handforth was convineed at last, and he glanced upwards
in readiness to jump up and get a hold on the edge of the
square g_:ftlp. And then he stared with sudden horror, His
limbs stiffened. He could see right up—through the first
opening and up to the other cavity, through which he had
tumbled, the pair being in line. And he caught & glimpse
of a pale, ghostly face—with wild, staring eyes that seemed
unearthly.

“Look I he gasped chokingly.

Willy looked up, startled by that shout, and just caught
the merest glimpse of the horror. But even that glimpse
was enough to fix the thing on his mind. His face was as
pale as Edward Oswald’s as he snatched the torch and
flashed it into the opening.

But the iight revealed nothing.

“Quick ! panted Will{. “We'll look into this!”

In a few moments he reached the other cellar, and
Handforth came serambling after him. But it was not such
an easy matter to go farther, for when they attempted to
E:gul themselves out the rotten woodwork crumbled in their

gors,

“It's no good,” said Willy, *“It’s gone, whatever it was.
We can't hope to get it now. Let's cool down. Phew! That
thing gave me a start, I can tell you! What was it, Ted?
Did you see it clearly?”

“A facel!” said Handforth. “It wasn’t a human face,
Willy, it was something horrible—a sort of spectral =

“It couldn’t have been one of the chaps?”

“Good heavens, no!” interrupted Handforth. “It was
grey; and didn’t you see the eyes? The eyes were like—"

He broke off and shivered,

“It’s high time we got back to bed,” said Willy gruffly.

They lowered tha flagsione into position again and

(Continued on the next page.)
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etampeid ot donn, Then they lioisted themselves up, Willy
woing first, and Handforth helping Lim.  This time they
managed to get o nem hold, and they were soon out in the
dinuglity passage.  Handforth was civious 1o see the nature
ol thint envity,

As Willy had said, it was not a cupbeard, but a kind of
labby, with stuirs leading up into the tower. 'They elosed
the door, and, at Willy's suggoestion, they teok a piece of
the brgken wood and jammed it hovd ander the door as they
closed the latter,

“We ean't lock it, but we can muke it secure,” said Willy.
“1F auy of the chaps come along heve, exploving, they'll try
this door, think it locked, and go away. We don’t want
anvbody else falling through that floofing.”

Handforth nodded.

“We don't want anvbody else making dizeoveries, either
e sadd, “ Remember, Willy, not o word, 1'lis is our seevet,
anl we're goig to carry out these investigntions on ony
o, Whe, it might be o Handforth family skeleton !

“11"= o skeleton, anyway.”

Gltoe all we know, those remains downstaive may be the
hones of one of our aneestars,” continued Edwnrd Oswald,
8o weld better ]vil't-i- it to owrselves,and breathe nothing to
a osonl wntil we've opened thie chest—not even to Unele
Cregory,”

They woent off, g i;li::g that it was high time o get some
seep, although, in veality, the hour was not particularly
late, Thoy thonght thar dayn wontld e be apdiy them, but
so mich hnd hagppénel in,n short time that {hey mis-
enlenluted,  Ir was only just about two o'clock, iu point
of fuet.

Willy leil thie way down the passages and corrvidors,

“Lis i thie best of having o good memery,” he said.
S eve only got to turn another corner, and we shall be on
the big landing, Then we can be in bed in two minutes, and
have plenty of sleep before nine.”

“Wall, ' jiggered ! said Handforth.
nearly breakfast-time,”

They were just going to turn an angle when  another
disterbanee eame, and this time from an_  vnexpeeted
quarter.  Somowlere in fheir rear camo o low, fendish
clinekle, They both paused und looked rownd

AW hint—what was that ¥ asked Willy, startled,

e need not have agked. Down ‘the long passage ab the
frr end the moonlight was streaming in,  And there, fully in
the benm, was a figure,  Notlie Lady of the Tower,
howover, not ona of tho St Frank's juniors. This figure

H 1 thought it was

was o mere shape.  Willy went pale with sudden
1I]|[r|‘l-1||- cion.
" Lioo he breathed, “ There's—ilicre’s something——"

gaid Tlandforth

“We'll

“Ol, the whole house is full of ghosts!”
helwoeen s teotl,  “Dy George!” he roavedl.
chnse it!"

Llis exasperation overenme lis nervousness, and lie ran
wadly down the corridor.

Willy, after s moment of hesitation, followed. Amd as he
stavted vunning he heard the great hall clock striking the
her of two,

“oodness " e whisperad fo Tiimself,

tHandforth fonnd  himself engaged in o chase—=for le
spectre was in foll flight, It seomed to zhide down an
adjoining passage, awd then, i front of Handforth's cyoes, it
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grow dim and seemed to disappeay,  Tle found a deorway in
front of him=—a wide.open doorway.

Bit even as lie rushed up the dooy slunmed with o epash
whiclh shook the whole corvidor.  Willy vushied up at the
saie moment,

“1t went through here ! roared Handforth.

1le tore the door open, and went {o rush through. Then,
i the nick of time, he checked himself, elutching at thie
doorpost, . There was no corridor beyond here—bul the optn
air, with a black void beneath his serambling feet!

Lxactly what lay below Handiorth did not know, lfr
could only sce that this door was set in the outside wall,
a gooid distance from the ground. The snow wos beating
juto his foce as he struggled back,

“Oh, Ted,” gasped Willy, “why do you do these things?
I—1 thought you were going that time!”

“PBut that thing went through here!” muitered Iand-
forth, amazed, “It went through, and slammed the door
behind it And, look! There's nothing down there but
undlisturbed enow ! There's not even a scrap of ivy on the
walll Where did it go to? 1'vo never beheved in ghosts
Lbefore, but—"'

“You're sare ihe figure came through here?”

“Cortain!’ Didn’t I nearly blunder after it? asked
Handforth. . _
They stood there, puzzled by this fresh mystery.  Willy,

indeed, was lncking far more worvicd and startled than le
had looked thronghout the whole adventure. Tho moon
came out, and they could seo the snow-covered ground soime
distunce below. And it was obvious that nothing human or
materinl could liave passed that way.

“T¢ bents e 1 muttered Willy anxiously. “Ted, it fairly
beats me |”

They turned aside and Willy closed the door, He was
about to examine the immediate surroundings, when he
etarted,

“ Listen 1” lLie said softly.

In i(he distanee, and apparvently from downstaivs, {hey
could henr heavy footfalls, and then voices. Presently ther
was another voice—one that rose loudly above the others,

“Unele Gregory I yelled Willy,

“What?" gasped lis major.

“(oma on, Ted 17 said the Third Former. “Good egg!”

e raced back towards the landing and fairly flew to the
hend of the staircase, Handforth was ot at his heels, and
at the same moment  Nipper and  Reggie Pitt and
goveral others came running ont.

Downstnira the hall was blazing with light—powerful
lamips of the petvol-vapour fxpe were being held aloft by
soveral men. They were all weaving heavy overcouls. and
two or three of them were obviously chauffeurs or grooms.

“Ilev, boys!” bellowed o voice which sounded like the
Lilast from. a megaphone.  “ Now then, Fdwavd! Come
along, Willyt Where ave you. my lads ¢ , AL!” he added,
witlt anothir blast, as he looked upstaivs. *So there you
are, ch®”

(Read all about the surprising developnient in nexl
weel’s grand chaptevs.  Ask for the GEM on Mowtay,
December 2108h.)
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