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THE BOY WHO WAS EXPELLED BY HIS OWN SCHOOL-FELLOWS!
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‘‘ Pwisonah at the bah,’”’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, magisterially, *‘ | sentence you to be expelied fwom the school you
have dlsgwacod, and ordah that you forthwith be conducted fwom 8t. Jim’s and nevah be allowed to entabh its pwocincta

agaln i

CHAPTER 1.
The Indignation Meeting !

13 HAME!” i
) “ Rotten !
“Quite imposs, deah boys!”

“We won't have it!”

“ Never!”

Tom Merry jumped upon a form in
the Big Hall of St. Jim’s, with an
innumerable crowd of juniors surging
round him. Tom Merry’s face was red
with excitement. and his blue eyes were
blazing. He waved his hand.

“We won’t stand it!” he
“Who's going to back me up?”

lhme was a roar:

“All of us!”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur
Augustus D’Arecy of the Fourth.
“Evewybody will back you up like any-
thin’, Tom Mewwy, deah boy!” -

And the juniors roared and stampéd
their feet. St.
of excitement that had -seldom  been
equalled in the old school. Even the
time when Ifiggins & Co. of the New
House had barred out their
master had not been equal to this. It
was not a barring-out this time. There
was no trouble between masters and
bhoys. It was not a House row, for
fellows of both Houses were mingling in
the crowd in complete accord.

shouted.

A roar filled the Big Hall from end

to end.
More than two hundred juniors were
there, and their united voices made a
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‘“ You can’t do it!’’ exclaimed Levison,

Jim’s was in a state-

House-'

terrific din, and the old rafters of the
Hall rang again with it.

Tom Merry held up his
silence.

But silence was not easy to obtain. It
was an indignation meeting, and the
1umors being wildly indignant, were
noisy, too. Jack Blake, Herrics, Digby,
and D’Arcy of the Fourth were all
shouting ~ together. Manners and
Lowther of the Shell—Tom Merry’s
special chums—were roaring, and so
were Figgins & Co. of the New House,
though what they said could hardly be
distinguished in the din. Redfern of the

hand for

FFourth was waving his hand and evi-

dently making a speech, but the speech
was lost to the general ear,

“Order!” bawled Kangaroo of the
Shell, rapping on a form with a cnckct
glump

“ Silence !

“Silence for the chair!”

“Gentlemen of St.
Tom Merry.

“Hear, hear!”

“Shame ”

“We won't stand it!”

“Let’s have him out!”

“Hurrah!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“TFaith, and we’ll kick him out!”

Tom Merry gasped for breath. His
face was glowmg the colour of a freshly
boiled beetroot in his efforts to make
himself heard. The crowd of juniors
surged to and fro in the wildest excite-
meut.” D’Arcy minor of the Third Form

B

Jim’s!” shouted

“ You'll be flogged for this !

and a crowd of other fags were stamp-
ing on the floor with their boots, with
no apparent object but that of addmg
as much noise as possible to the din.

A prefect of the Sixth looked into the
Hall from the upper end door. He
shook his fist at the excited gathering.
The juniors were not allowed, as a rule,
to hold their meetings in Blg Hall; but
they had marched in and taken pos*es-
sion of it without even asking per-
mission. Things were a little out of the
usual order at St. Jim’s that Wednesday
aftemoon

“Clear out of here!” shouted Knox
of the Sixth.

The juniors would not have. listened
even to Kildare, the captain of the
school, at that moment. As for Knox,
he was nobody to them, prefect or not.
A roar of defiance answered him.

“Xah!?

“Buzz off, or we’ll bump you!”

Two or three missiles hurled through
the  air towards Knox. and he dodged
out of sight quickly enough.

Tom \Imn waved bis
perately.

“TFellpws,” lie shouted, “we’ve got to
decide on something, and do i bofom
the masters come in and break up the
mﬂetmg 1

“Yah!”

“We won’t let them !

“We’ll bar ’em out!” rvoared Law-
rence of the Fourth. “We've barrad
Ratty out of the New House onece.”

“Hear, hear!” .

Tom Merry {rowned.

hand des-
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—GRIPPING LONG YARN STARRING YOUR OLD PALS OF ST. JIM'S!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

“Do listen to me!” he exclaimed.
“T’m junior captain, and I call upon
you to shut up !”

“Hear, hear!”
wathah!

Dwy up, deah

“(entiemen of the Lower School,”
proceeded Tom Merry, as thero was a
Iull, “we don’t want any trouble with
the masters. The Head is a jolly old
sport—""

“Hurrah !” L

“And Mr. Railton is first chop, and
so’s Mr. Lathom !”

“Hear, hear!”

“We don’t want to treat them badly,
and we’ve got nothing to bar them out
for. Our row is with a fellow who's dis-
graced St. Jim’s!”

Loud groans. .

“He has acted like an awful cad,
and he nearly got Brooke of the Fourth
sacked by forging a paper in his hand-
writing, insulting Mr. Lathom—"

“Good old Brooke !”

“And now he’s found out, we want
him sacked from the school.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Yah!”

“*Shame !” )

“And we’re going to have it!” said
Tom Merry determinedly. “The Head
would . have sacked him as sure as a
gun, but when he was found out he fell
down in a fit, and he’s been malinger-
ing ever since. We know Levison—"

Groans for Levison.

“We know he was only shamming all
the time. and that he took the Head
in, because he’s an innocent old duck,
and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We know there's nothing whatever
the matter with him, and that he’s only
malingering, and it’s one of his dodges
to save himself from being expelled.
But we don’t want a forger in the
Fourth Form of St. Jim’s.”

“No fear!”

“Wathah not!”

“So we're not going to stand it. T
propose a deputation to the Head of
all the juniors of both Houses, to ex-
plain the matter, and insist upon our
rights as decent chaps to have that awful
cad sacked!” .

“Hurrah !”

The suggestion was met with a roar of
approval. The whole school, seniors as
well as juniors, were incensed against
the cad of the Fourth. It had been
proved beyond doubt that Levison of the
Fourth had copied Dick Brooke’s hand-
writing in a document of an insulting
nature which Mr. Lathom had found in
his desk. And although the cad of the
Fourth was now in bed in the schoo!
sanatorium, presumably ill, all the
fellows who knew him knew that it was
only one more of his inexhaustible
dodzes.

The news had been made known that
afternoon that Levison was not to be
expelled after all, and the juniors were
furious.
he was taking the Head in, but they
did not mean him to take them in as
well. Levison had to go.

Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of
St. Jim’s, strode in at the big door.
There was a frown upon his handsome
face as he surveved the crowd of excited
Lower School boys.

“What are you doing here ?” he asked.

They were all convinced that

“You are not allowed to hold your
meetings here! Clear out!”

“Weally, Kildare—"

“Go and eat coke!”- roared Bernard
Glyn of the Shell truculently. “This is
an indignation meeting, and we don’t
want any prefects here.”

[ Yah !J}

“Clear out yourself I”? =

“Hold on, you chaps!” exclaimed
Tom Merry anxiously. ‘“Don’t buzz at
Kildare. Kildare, old man, we're going
in a deputation to the Head about
Levison. We're going to insist upon
his being sacked from the school {”

“Hear. hear!”

Kildare looked grimly at the captain
of the ' Shell. 7

“Do you think the Head will let you
dictate to him?” he asked. “Dr.
Holmes has already said that Levison
is not to be expelled. He is in delicate
health now, and he is to be flogged later
on; but the medical man advised Dr.
Holmes to assure Levison that he should
be let off expulsion, or the results might
be sericus. You may be sure that the
Head did not want to keep him, but
he’s given his word now.”

here was a roar.

“Levison was only pulling his leg!
He’s shamming !”

“You can’t possibly know that I’ said

Kildare curtly.
- (3

6

Oh, we know Levison!”
“Yaas, wathah!”
“We're going to deputate to the

i iiaiiiig i

Kicked out of St. Jim's!

! The
fate Ernest Levison had schemed
for another junior comes home
to roost when he is given * the
order of the boot” by his Form-

fellows. But that very action,
which is in defiance of authority,
is to prove lucky for Levison!

Head, anyway !” said Jack Blake of the

Fourth. “We're going to put it to
him plainly.”

“Two hundred of you—in the Head’s
study 7 asked Kildare sarcastically.

“No; we'll select a.dozen or so, and
the rest can stand under tho Head’s
window in the quad and yell.”

“Look here, you’d better clear off!”’

But for once Kildare, the idol of the
Lower School, was not obeyed. There
was a sudden rush of Shell fellows and
Fourth Formers, and K#dare was swept
out into the passage and the door was
slammed. He hammered on the outside
of it a moment later, but Blake and
Monty Lowther had their feet set

against it.
for Kildare!” grinned

“So  much
Tiggins. “Now about the deputation !”

CHAPTER 2.
The Deputation to the Head !
THE juniors of St. Jim's meant

business. Excited as they were,
and expending a great deal of
their excitement in wild yelling,
they were determined, too!
The whole of the Lower School was
up in arms on the subject of Levison.
Levison had transgressed more than
once. liach time, with a cunning that
seemed amazing in a mere boy, he hal
escaped the punishment which would
most certainly have fallen upon anyone
else. His luck had held good all the

time, and now, at the last, he had out-
done all his previous rascalities, and
again he had escaped the penalty.

The trick of falling in'a pretended fit
and affecting illness afterwards, until he
was assured that he would not be ex-
pelled, was cunning enough, and it was
not surprising that the kind and un-
suspicious old Head had been deceived.
The medical man from Rylcombe—fussy
little old Dr. Short—had been deceived,
too, but that was not difficult, for a little
judicious flattery, which Levison knew
only too well how to administer, and a
willingness to swallow all sorts of
medicines, however nasty, sufficed to
gain the good will of Dr. Short.

Dr. Holmes had felt himself in an
awkward position. He had intended to
expel Levison for what he had done, as
the whole school naturally expected.
But_the medical man’s assurance that
Levison was in a precarious state,
owing to the fright he had received
when he was found out, made the Head
hesitate. Levison had played his game
well, and Dr. Short fully believed that
unless the culprit’s mind was relieved
on the subject of the expulsion, he would
go from bad to worse. And so the Head
had very reluctantly made up his mind
to allow Levison to remain at St. Jim's,
hoping that a public and severe flogging
later on would have the effect of a
lasting lesson to him.

That the boys would be dissatisfied
with the verdict the Head knew, but he
had not known that so wild an uproar
would break out as soon as the boys
learned that the cad of the I'burth was
to remain.

For once the bonds of discipline were
broken, and even the respect for the
Head which the whole school felt could
not make them bow to the decision.

Levison must go. On that the whole
of the Lower School uproariously
agreed ; and the senior fellows, the Fifth
and Sixth, felt the same about it, only
they felt also that their great dignity
as seniors forbade them to demonstrate
on the subject as the Lower School were
doing.

Kildare, outside the door of Big Hall,
hammered on the upper panels with his
fists, his handsome face quite crimson
with anger. He had never been brushed
aside like that before, and it was a
shock to the captain of St. Jim’s. But
the Lower Schoo!l were excited now, and
did not much care what they did. They
let Kildare hammer outside the door.
while they arranged the deputation to
the Head.

Half the Shell and the Fourth, and
most of the Third, considered that they
ought to be in the deputation, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy especially was
convinced that-he ought to be the heac
of it. There was much heated
argument.

“Weally, you fellows—"

“Better select a dozen fellows from the
Shell—-"

“Rats!
and—-""

“What price the Third?”
Wally.

It’s a Fourth Form bisney,

roared

“QOh, rats!”
“Look here—"
“Weally, I considah-—

“TFaith, and I think—

“Order !” roared Tom Merry. “ Look
here, every Form in the Lower School
ought to be represented—at any rate,
the Shell, the Fourth, and the Third.
We'll take four of the Shell, four of the
Fourth, and two of the Third, That’s
more than enough.”

“Good egg!”
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“Yaas, wathah !”*

And that was agreed upon after much
warm discussion. The suggestion that
Mr. Railton might come in and break
up the meeting hurried matters a little.
The juniors did not contemplate shoving
out a Housemaster as they had shoved
out the head- prefect of the School
House. : :

Tom Merry, Manners, Lowther, and
Thompson of the Shell were selected,
and Blake, D’Arcy, Figgins, and Red-
fern of the Fourth, and Wally D’Arcy
and Jameson of the Third. This
having been arranged, the deputation
prepared to march.

“All you fellows get under the Head’s
window,” said Tom Merry. “We want
a big crowd in sight, to show the Head
that the whole school is bchind us.”

““Yaas, wathah!”’

“Give him a yell or so to show you're
there,” said Blake.

“Faith, and we’ll raise Cain en-
toirely 1 said Reilly. :

“Come on, then!”

The door was opened. Kildare, who
was just hammering on it, almost fell in
as it swung back. He turned a fierce
look upon the juniors.

“You young rascals—"

“Sorry, Kildare, old man,” said Tom .

“But we can’t stand

Merry politely.
s St, Jim’s has

on ceremony just now.
got its back up.” 3

““Yaas, wathah, deah boy! We are
all in a fwightful wage,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, jamming his eyeglass
into his eye and giving Kildare a war-
like look.

“You gheeky young asses—"

“Let’s pass, Kildare, old man.””

“Where are you going?’ demanded’

the captain of St. Jim’s,

“To see the Head !”.

““ About sacking Levison?”

((Yes.,’

“Then you’d better not.””

There was a roar from the ¢érowd of
juniors behind the deputation.

“Get aside 1’

‘“Roll ‘him over!”

“Bump him!”

Two or three more prefects had joined
Kildare—Darrell, Rushden, and Lang-
ton of the School House, and Monteith
and Baker from the New House. At
any other time, the half-dozen -prefects
could have driven the whole Lower
School before them like sheep. But the
times were out of joint just now. If
there ‘had been two dozen of them, the
juniors would not have been moved
from their purpose.

“Pway let us pass, deah boys!” said
Arthur Augustus pacifically. “We're a
peaceful deputation, you know. We're
not goin’ to eat the Head!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Mareh on!” roared Owen.

“Knock their silly heads together!”
exclaimed Monteith angrily..

“¥Yah?”

“Wats, deah boy!” ; ,

Monteith lunged out towards Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. It was the signal
for trouble. . There was a rush of the
Lower School. Half a hunderd excited
juniors swarmed over the prefects, and
they were swept away like sand before
the sea. The way was cleared in next
to no time, and the deputation marched
on_triumphant.

Gasping prefects and yelling juniors
were left behind, and Tom Merry & Co.
tramped on, and halted noisily at the
door of the Head’s study.

- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy tapped Tom
Merry on the shoulder. -

“1 pwesume it is undahstood that all
the talkin’ is to be left- to me?” he
asked. : “
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“Oh, ratst”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, what is we-
quiahed just now is a fellah of tact an’
judgment, and I considah——"

Tap! ”

Tom Merry knocked.at the door, and
the Head’s voice bade him enter.

“Come in!” -

Tom : Merry opened the -door. Dr.
Holmes was seated at his desk with a
somewhat troubled frown upon his kind
old face. Mr. Railton, the Housemaster
of the School House, was with him.
Both the masters looked at the deputa-
tion in astonishment, .

“Dear me!” said the Head, adjusting
his glasses. “What do you boys want?”’

* Please, sir, we’re a deputation.”

“Yaas, wathah, sir! We've come to
exp%in————”(} ‘ . ‘

“Dry up, Gussy!

“Weally, Blake—"

Dr. Holmes
silence, ’

“T1 do not understand this,” he said.
“Pray explain what you have come to
my study for, Merry ! :

“Pewwaps I had bettah explain, Tom
Mewwy——" M

raised his hand for

Blako pinched the swell of St. Jim’s, -

and D’Arcy broke off to gasp; and Tom
Merry went on with the explanation.

“We're a deputation representing the
junior Forms of this college, and both
Houses, sir,” said the hero of the Shell
firmly. “We’ve held a meeting, sir 2

“T have heard a great deal of noise,”
said Mr, Railton.

. “Yes, sir. We are wild, sir—I mean
angry—we’ve got our backs up, sir.
It’s about that awful cad Levison—"

“The fwightful wottah, sir—"

“We want him sacked, sir!”

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“We regard his continued presence
here as a stain upon the honour of St.
Jim’s, sir,”’. said Manners, who had
thought out that telling sentence coming
along.

“Bai Jove! That’s vewy well ex:
pwessed, Mannahs, deah boy !”

“We want him sacked, sir!”

“ Expelled, sir!”

“Kicked out, sir!”

The voices of the juniors were rising
in excited chorus, and Dr. Holmes held
up his hand for silence,

CHAPTER 3.
¢ Have Him Out!”

R. HOLMES waited until the ex-
cited voices died away.
The juniors were respectful
enough, but they were in deadly
earnest. It seemed that a time had
come when' the boys of St. Jim’s found
themselves set in opposition against the
will of their headmaster, and when they
were not prepared to give in,

It was a strange state of affairs, and

fraught with the possibilities of trouble
and danger to the well-being of the
school. The boys felt that, as well as
the masters, and there was a general
feeling of tension in- the: study, as Dr.
Holmes cleared his throat-to speak, with
the little cough the juniors knew so
well. . . :
“T quite understand your feelings, my
boys,” said Dr. Holmes at last, in his
quiet tones. “You ‘are naturally
shocked and disgusted with the wicked
conduct of Levison of thée Fourth.”

“Yaas, wathah, sir !’ s

“I had intended to expel him, as you
all know. But it has already been ex-
plained to the school that Levison’s state
of health has caused a change in my
intentions. -~ Dr: Short assures me’ that
he is in a precarious state. The dread
of being expelled, 4nd of having to face
his family in-‘disgrace, has weighed
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upon his mind so much while he has
been ill that it has brought him into a
low state; and the medical gentleman
has assured me that the consequences
may be serious if the patient’s mind is
not relieved upon that point. - After
thinking the matter out carefully, and
consulting with Mr, Railton 'and ‘Mr.
Lathom, I had decided to allow Levison
to remain at the school. ~When he is
well he willsbe severely flogged.. But
he will not be expelled.” X

“If you please, sir,”” began- Tom
Merry.

“I wish the boys of this“college to
know that I have not altered my opinion
of Levison’s conduct in any way,” said
the Head. ‘“It was infamous. But he
has already suffered for it, and he has
given me an impression of being truly
remorseful. I trust there will be a
change for the better in him in the
uture,”

“It’s not likely, sir!”? :

“Merry !” said the Head sternly.

Tom Merry did not flinch.

“If -.you please, sir, Levison is. an
awfully deep beast?’ he said. -“He
only pretended to fall down in a fit
when he was found out—"

Dr. Holmes started. :

“How do you know that, Merry?”

“We know Levison, sir. . Lumley-
Lumley of the Fourth used to have real
fits, and Levison got the idea from that.
We know the rotter!” )

‘“Yaas, wathah 1" :

“I cannot believe this, Merry. You
are surely mistaken ; besides; I have the
assurance of a medical man that he is
really ill.”’ o

““Levison could work Dr. Short. round
his little finger if he liked, sir. He’s
deep  enough for = anything!” said
Figgins. . -

Dr. Holmes frowned.

. “You are allowing your natural feel-
ings of indignation to carry yau too far,”
he said.  “I cannot allow you to speak
of Dr, Short in this way. . Neither am I
inclined to believe that he is mistaken,
on no better grounds than that you
think so.” )

“But weally, sir—”

The Head raised his hand.

“My dear boys, when you reflect
calmly upon this matter, I think you
will see that I have decided for the best.
In any case, I cannot allow my decision
to be questioned. The matter is now
ended.”

“But, sir—

“You see, sir—"

“The matter is now ended,” said Dr.
Holmes, raising his voice a little. “You
will kindly leave my study at once.” -

The juniors looked at one another.

The deputation to the Head had not
been a success. As a matter of faet,
they could hardly have expected the
Head of 8t. Jim’s to abandon his own
opinion and adopt theirs. At the same
time, they knew that the Head had been
deceived, and that he did not. know
Levison so well as they did. ozt

But for the great respect that' ‘all
St. Jim’s had for the Head there would
have been rebellious looks and perhaps

>

*words.

As it was the juniors were silent.

They were not convineed, and their
purpose was not changed. But they
were silenced, and they left the study
without another word.

Qutside, in the passage, they looked
at one another grimly. =

“Bai Jove! What’s goin’ to be done,
deah boys?” said Arthur Augustis,
polishing his eyeglass  with ‘a” very
thoughtful air. - :

“1 suppose we’'ve got to give the
Head his head?” suggested Monty.
Lowther, with a grin,
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“Oh, don’t be funny now, Lowther!”
exclaimed Blake crossly. “We're not

going to give in! Levison’s got to go !”
“Yaas, wathah!” -

» “Bucking up against the Head!”

said Manners, with a whistle. “That’s

rather thick, you know 1”

“Not so thick as letting an amateur
forger stay in the school!” said
Redfern.

“Wight you are, Weddy!”
© “Let’s go back to the Hall and held
another meeting !”

“Good egg!”

But the great door of the Big Hall
was locked and closed against the
juniors. The prefects had seen to that.
There were to be no more meetings in
the Hall.

Tom Merry & Co. growled angrily.
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“We'll have him out ourselves ®

“TFaith, and we'll ‘take the law into
our own hands cntoirely !”

“Hurrah 1”

“Have him out!”- :

Some of the more exeitable juniors
surged off towards the school sana-
tortum. - Tom Merry waved his hand
to the crowd. As a rule, when there
was excitement in the Lower Korms,
the captain of the Shell was on the side
of peace. But now he was on the side
of war, and plenty of it. d

“Fellows !” he shouted. “The Head
has been taken . in, and the sawbones
from Rylcombe is an ass, anyway, and
anybody could fool him! Are we going
to stand having Levison forced on us
like this by a dirty trick ?”

“No|” roared the crowd.
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back up against the headmaster. That's
my opinion.” :

There was a roar of disapproval.
The juniors had expected Dick Brooke,
as the fellow most injured by Levison’s
treachery, to be bitterest of all against
him. Brooke’s views on the subject
were decidedly unpopular. The two
juniors who had raised him up let him
go quite suddenly, and he bumped
down heavily on the ground, and there
was a roar of laughter.

“Never ~ mind  Brooke!”  yelled
Kangaroo. “He’s only a giddy day-
boy, anyway! We're not going to stand
Levison !”

“Are you all agreed on that?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“Yes, rather!”

“Hurrah !”
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£ 1 give you five seconds,’ said Jack Blake. ¢ You’ll hop out of bad, you malingering cad, or I’ll mak.e ‘you hop in it!?”

The lash sang in the air.

They were in a dangerous mood, and
half inclined to break in the door and
hold a meeting in the Hall, in spite of
the prefects. But calmer counsels pre-
vailed, and they streamed out into the
quadrangle to join the crowd there,
who were growing very impatient ana
excited. Two hundred eager voices
demanded to know the result of the
deputation to the Head.

Tom Merry was hoisted upon the
shoulders of Jack Blake and Figgins
td address the swaying, surging crowd.

“What’s the answer?” roared
Bernard Glyn.

“Tell us what he says!”

€« Go it !)J

Tom Merry swayed over the crowd on
the shoulders of the two sturdy juniors.
His face was set and his eyes flashing.

“The Head refuses!” -

There was a deep groan from two
hundred throats.

“Levison has fooled the doctor from
Rylcombe, and fooled the Head,- and
he’s going to stay at St. Jim’s!”

There was a wild roar.
© “Never|”

“He's got to go!” "

‘That was enough for Levison.

“He forged Brooke’s handwriting and
nearly ruined Brooke. It was only
by chance that he was found out, or
Brooke would be in disgrace now.”

“Shame !” .

“He might play some rotten trick of
this sort on some of us if he stays here !”

“The cad!”

“The outsider I”

“He’s got to go!”

“Let’s hear what Brooke says on the
subject t” roared Clifton Dare. .

‘“Hear, hear!”

Dick Brooke of the Fourth was
hoisted up. He looked over the crowd
with a very red face, evidently ‘not at
his ease. There was a yell of en-
couragement.

“Go it, Brooke !”

“Pile 1t in!”

“On the ball, old man!”?

“Well, chaps,” said Dick Brooke,
“Levison is an awful rotter, we all
know that; but I don’t like being the
cause of all this trouble in the school,
and that’s flat! And I think it’s our
duty to obey the Head in_all ecircum-
stances. I believe that Levison has
taken the Head in; but—but we can't

He made a wild spring from the bed.

“Will you back me up in taking ths
law into our own hands and kicking
Levison out of the school 2” .
There was a yell of delight at the
idea. ’

“Hurrah! Hurrah! We'll expel him
ourselves 1”

“Bravo !”

“Then let’s go and have him out !”

“Hurrah 1” .

And the wild crowd, led by Tom
Merry & Co., streamed off towards the
school sanatorium to have Levison out !

—

CHAPTER 4.
Out of Hand !
L EVISON was reclining in bed in

a cheerful, sunny room.
Through the open windows the
breeze of the early summer
afternoon was wafting the scent of the
flowers from the Head’s garden.
Levison was alone, and there was a
sarcastic grin upon his face.
The distant yelling in the quadrangle
TuaE GEM L1BRARY.—No. 1,418.
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had reached his ears, but he did not
attach any great importance to it.

He knew that the announcement that
he was to remain at St. Jim’s would
throw the fellows into transports of
rage, but that only added zest to his
satisfaction in pulling the wool over the
eyes of the Head and the medical man
from Ryleombe.

lﬁe had made good his escape, after
a

He was not to be expelled. He might
yet devise some scheme to escape even
the flogging—and he was filled with
satisfaction at his success. i

The fellows might rage—and doubt-
less would—but they could do nothing.
Levison would keep his place in the
school, in spite of them all. He might
be sent to Coventry, but he could stand
that. And the friendship of Mellish of
the Fourth, at least, he ecould be sure
of. For Mellish had been his accomplice
—a hesitating and reluctant accomplice,
it is true—in the plot against Dick
Brooke. '

Levison listened to the distant echo of
the shouting in the quadrangle, and
grinned with sarcastic contempt.

But the shouting was coming nearer,
and the grin died away from the cad
of the Fourth Form. . .

*Were they coming to give him a
demonstration of hostility under -the
windows of the school sanatorium’?

He knew that very few fellows at St.
Jim’s would believe that he was_really
ill. He could not deceive the juniors
who had lived and worked with him,
and knew his character inside out, so
to speak.

Well, let them yell; they could not
touch him. He wondered that the pre-
fects did not stop them from coming to
the sanatorium; but, at all events, they
would not venture to enter.

But his face changed as he Heard the
vells ‘more clearly through the open
windows. ‘

“Have him out!”

“My hat!” muttered Levison. “They
~—they can’t mean it! My hat!”

But he soon knew that they did mean
it.
There was a héavy tramping on the
stairs, and the door of the ward was
thrown open, and a crowd of juniors
surged in.

Levison, quite forgetting in his sur-
prise and dismay that he was supposed
to be too weak to rise, sat up quickly
in bed, and stared at the juniors.

“What do you want?” he exclaimed
in a voice rendered shrill by alarm.

“We want you,”” said Tom Merry.

“I—TPm ill.”

‘Rats 1”

<
“ »

A S
“Get out of bed !” roared Jack Blake,
“I—I can’t; I’'m ill1”
Blake produced a dog-whip. .
“I give you five seconds,” he said.

“You'll hop out of bed, you malinger-
ing cad, or I'll make you hop in it
Now, then!”’ il .

The lash sang in the air.

Levison made a wild spring from the
bed. He knew that he had to go, and
it was no use being thrashed first with
the dog-whip. - There was a yell from
the crowd. .

Levison’s active spring out of bed
had shown plainly enough that there
was nothing whatever the matter with
him, even if the juniors had doubted
it before. The cad of the Fourth stood
in his pyjamas, his fists clenched, and
his eyes gleaming with rage. Fear and
fury were in his face, but nothing sug-
gesting illness.

“Look here !’ he shouted. “What do
w{ou want? You’'ll get flogged for this!
When the Head knows you’ve come
here !’

“We're acting on our own just now,”
said Tom Merry. “Get into your
clothes !”

“I—I won’t!”

"~ “Give him a taste of the dog-whip,
Blake !

“What-ho !

The lash curled round Levison’s leg.
The cad of the Fourth yelled, and made
haste to get into his clothes. It was
evident that the juniors were not ta
be trifled with.

Levison dressed himself in hot haste,
the juniors standing round him. The
plain truth that the cad of the Fourth
had only been malingering, and was
not really ill at all, exasperated the
fellows more than ever. Levison ground
his teeth as he dressed, and when he
was finished he looked savagely at Tom
Merry.

“Now what do you want ?”’ he snarled.

“Come with us.”

Levison backed against the wall,

“Where ?”’

“To the Big Hall. We're going to
give you a school trial and expel you.”

“Hear, hear!”

Levison panted.

“Expel me! You’re mad!
you mean? You can’t expel me!
the Head can expel a fellow!”

“Well, we’re going to this time,
whether we can or not!” retorted Tom
Merry. “You’ve disgraced St. Jim’s,
and you're going |”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I—I tell you—"

“Come on; take his arms, Blake and
Lowther ! 3 4

And Levison, inm spite of his furious
expostulations, was taken by both arms
and marched out of the ward., The
crowd followed, surging down the stairs,

“We can’t get into Big Hall,” said
Figgins. “The prefects have locked it
up.” - 2
“Yaas, it’s imposs, Tom Mewwy.”

“Break in the door !” roared Lumley-
Lumley of the Fourth. ‘

What do
Only
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the incensed juniors. But his struggles.
were not of much use, excepting to
prove that he was quite as fit as ever,
and that his illness was a falsehood
from beginning to end. Blake, Herries,
Lowther, and Kerr lifted him off his
feet, and he was carried bodily into the
gymnasium, -

“ Help |” yelled Levison frantically, as
he wla.s!,})orne in through the doorway.

e

“

Two or three prefects -camo dashing

up.
“Is that Levison you’'ve got there?”
shouted Darrell of the Sixth.
“Yaas, wathah!” -
“We’ve got the cad!’? .
“Let him loose at once !’ shouted the
prefect. “How dare you bring a boy
out of the sanatorium!. Bring him
here !’ co
The juniors yelled defiance.
“Rats1” :

“He’s not ill1»

“He’s a giddy malingerer !?

“We're going to cure him!”

Darrell foreed his way through the
crowd. Langton and Baker backed him
up. But the juniors turned upon them,
and the three prefects, as tlgey drove
their way into the doorway of the gym,
were seized by innumerable hands, and
flung out bodily into the quad. They
rolled breathlessly on the ground, and
the last of the junior crowd streamed
into the spacious gym, and the door was
slammed behind them and barred
against .all-comers.

Darrell staggered to his feet. ;

“My hat!” he gasped. “The school
seems to have gone mad!”’

“Mad as a set of giddy hatters!”
panted Langton. “Can’t wonder at it,
either, for between ourselves we. all
know that Levison has fooled the Head,
thqggh it wouldn’t be respectful to say

“They ean’t be allowed—"

“I faney they won’t wait to be
allowed. Levison will be jolly lucky if
they don’t give him the ragging of his
life, I think.”

Darrell hammered at the door of the

m,

“Open the door at once, you young
rotters I* )

A roar of defiance answered {rom
within.

“Yah! Go and eat coke!”

“Do you hear me? I'm Darrell, the
prefect!”

“I don’t care if you're a barrel-of
prefects I”” yelled back Redfern from. in-
side the gym. “We aren’t opening the
door to anybody !”’

“Wathah not!”

“I order you—"

“Rats!” .

And that was all that the prefect
could get, and he ceased to hammer at
the door of the gym. It was only too
evident that the juniors of St. Jim’s
had taken matters into their own hands.

CHAPTER 5.
A School Trial !

EVISON stood among the crowd
of fellows in the gym. His face
was pale, and his eyes glinting,
but he did not look -afraid.

He had been handled somewhat
roughly in his transit from the sana-
torium to the gym, but he was not in
fear of violence now. The intentions of
the juniors were more serious than that.
A ragging would not meet the case.
Tom l\%err had announced that if the
Head \voufd not expel the cad of the
Fourth, the juniors of St. Jim’s would
do it, and, as wild as the idea seemed,
the fellows were in deadly earnest about
it.,
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For a feliow to be expelled by other
fellows was certainly an innovation,
but Tom Merry & Co. had made up
their minds about it There was no
hint of discord among all the parties
into which the juniors were usually
divided

The Terribie Three and the chums of
Study No. 6 shared the leadership of
the School House juniors, and they
were quite in accord about this matter.
And Figgins & Co. and Redfern & Co.
of the I\iW House had lined up with
the School House party. Not a single
voice was raisev for the cad of the
Fourth.

The Lknocking at the door had
ceased; the prefects were gone to con-
sulb with the other seniors. Tom Merry
& Co werc left to themselves for the
time, and Levison was left to them. A
bitter sneer came upon the face of Levi-
son as they gathered round him.

“Youwll have the masters here soon,
Tom Merry.” he  said, between his
teeth. “You are ta.lking about expel-
ling me. You are more likely to be
expelled yourself for yanking a fellow
out of bed in the sanatorium.”

“I think any of the masters would
see that you were only. mahngerlng if
they could see you now !” retorted Tom
Merry. “You can’t keep up the hum-
bug about being ill.”

“Wathah not, vou wascal !I”’

Levison shlugged his shoulders.

“The Head has announced that I am
not to be sacked,” he said. “Dr.
Holmes can’t go back “on his word,
“hether I was spoofing or not.”

“We're going to save him the
trouble,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! We’re going to

expel you ourselves, you uttah
wottah 1”
“You can’t do it!”

an’t. we?” eaid Figgins wrath-

fully.. “You'll see! I propose that we
give the cad a fair trial, and kick him
out of the school if found guilty—
which he will be.”

“What rot!” said Fatty Wynn.
“We know he’s guilty!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We'll give him a_trial, though B
said Redfern of the Fourth. “Fair
play’s a jewel. We want to be able to
show the Head that we did everything
fair and above board.”

‘dI agweo with my fwiend Weddy,
and—"

“Hear, hear!” shouted Kangaroo.
“Pile in  The sooner the better!”

“We shall have the prefects here
soon,”’ remarked Manners.

“Blow the prefects!”

“Yaas, wathah! At a time like this,
when the honah of St. Jim’s is at
stake, we can’t afford to considah the
pwefects vewy much.”

“Or the masters,” grinned Bernard
Glyn. “We're running this show. If
anybody knocks at the door we can’t
hear them. Nothing like being a bit
deaf sometimes.”

“Good egg!”

“Form the court.” said Tom Merry
“We want a judge and jury—"

i guess we all want“to serve on the
jury,”” said Jerrold Lumley-Lumley,

and there was a shout of assent.

“I suppose you ’d bettah select me as
a judge,” remarked Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, in a thoughtful way. “‘In the
circs, what is wequiahed is a fellow of
tact and Judgment—————”

“Well, it reahy ought to be a New
House chap,” said Kerr. “The Cock
House of St. Jim’s ought to be on the
Bench—"

“What ?” roared a score of School
House voices.

-%The Cock Ilouse of St. Jim's!
You see—
“Weally, Kerr—"

“Fathead |””

“Bump him!”

Tom Merrv raised his hand authori-
tatively.

“Peace, my children! We don’t
want to be all day about this. I back

up Gussy as ]lego, he’s got all the
qualifications

“Yaas, wathah! I agwee with Tom
Mewwy——

“Judges ate always long-winded, and
Gussy is hl\e that you see,” said Tom
Merry; “and—

« Wea,lly, you ass——

“Gussy’s  judge,” said
“Carried unanimousiy—I carry it
unanimously myself., You can put me
down as plosecutlnv counsel.”

“Hear, hear!

“We shall want a cotinsel for the
defence,” said Tom Merry. “We've
got to give the rotter every chance.
Who's for the defence 7”

*Nobody

»

Redfern.

There were no takers.
wanted the task of defending Levison.

Monty Lowther spoke at last.

“T'll take it on,” he said. “There
isn’t anything to be said for the
rotter. But I'll say it if you like.”
"“Ha, ha, hal”

“Gather round,” said Tom Merry.
“This bench lS the judicial seat. Sit
down, Gussy.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“The parallel bars will do for a dock
for the prisoner. The whole giddy
crowd is the jury, and I am the master
of ceremonies,” said Tom Merry. “I
appoint Tiggins and Blake and
Manners and Kangaroo ushers of the
court. Their duty is to bump anybody
who interrupts the proceedings, and to
punch anybody who doesn’t find the
prxsoner guilty.”

“Hear, hear!”
“Put the prisoner in the dock.”

Levison was pushed between the
parallel-bars.

“The comt is now opon ’ said Tom
Merry.. “I—— Hallo !’ '
Knock I

“Some blessed prefect at the dcor!”

“Hallo! It’s Railton!”
The voice of Mr. Railton, the House-
master - of the School House., came

clearly through the door to the ears of
the crowd in the gym.

“Please open this door, my boys!”

“Don’t answer |” whispered Figgins.
“We can’t cheek Mr Railton—he’s a
good sort. But we can’t open the
door.”

“Wathah not!”

“Open this door at onco |2

No reply

““Is Levison there?”

Silence.

“You must take Levison back
sanatorium ”
. Dead silence.

“My boys, I hope you do not intend
to be dlsobedlent and compel me to
call the Head.”

Silence !

Mr Railton did not sEeak again.

They heard him walk away, and
from the windows of the gym some of
the fellows watched him go back to
the Schoo! House.

to the

“We're in for it now!” said
Herries.

“Ba’ Jove! Do you think he'll call
the Head ?”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“No fear! The Head won’t inter-
fere now; he’'ll be too careful of his
dignity to risk being disobeyed,” said
the hero of the Shell shrewdly. “I
don’t think the Head’s likely to come
out. They know we wouldn’t have
touched Levison 1f he’d been really ill,
and they know we won't hurt the
rotter Go ahead with the proceed-
ings.”

“Hear, hear!”

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet.

“Gentlemen of St. Jim’s, the court
is now open. As it is the duty of the
pwesidin’ Judge to make a short speech
at the openin’ of the assizes, I will now
pwoceed to addwess a few words—"

There was a roar.

*Cut the cackle!”

“Dry up'”
“Weally, gentlemen—-"’
“The - presiding  judge  having
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finished his epeech, we will now get to
business,” said Tom Merry.
D’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into hig
eye and gave Tom Merry a severe look.
“I have not finished my speech, Tom
Mewwy—"

“We'll have the rest another time,

then—"

“Come down to business!”
Thompson of the Shell. )

“Yes, dry up, Gussy, old man!” said
D’Arcy minor imploringly. “We didn’s
come here to listen to you.doing vocal
exercises, you know.”

“Weally, Wally—"

“Pitch 1t to the prisoner, Mr. Judge!”
exclaimed Lawrence. ‘“Guilty or not
guilty—that’s the counundrum you have
to ask him.”

“QOh, vewy well! Pwisonah at the
bah, do you plead guilty or not guilty ?”’
asked Arthur Augustus, sitting down.

“Qh, rats!” said Levison.

“What?”

“I’m not going to take any notice of
this rot !” said Levison. ‘“‘I’m not going
to be tried. You're playing the giddy
ox, and you know you can’t expel me.
Go andgeat coke I”

“Weally, pwisonah at the bah >

“QOrder 1” said Tom Merry. “Ushers
of the court, do your duty. Every time
the prisoner shows contempt of court
he is to be bumped—hard!”

“Hear, hear !”

“Refusing to answer questions put by
the judge is contempt of court. Bear
that in mind, Levison. Go -ahead,
Gussy !”

“Pwisonah at the bah, do you plead
guilty or not guilty?”

“Rats 1’

“Ushers, go ahead !”

The four ushers of the court seized
the prisoner at the bar. Levison roared
and struggled, but his struggles were not
of much use against the four determined

roared

juniors.

Bump!

“Yarooh !”

Levison, looking dusty and savage,

was set upon his feet again between the
parallel-bars, at the sign of Tom Merry.

The ushers of the court looked ready
to bump him again at a moment’s
notice.

“Pwisonah at the bah, are you guilty
or not guilty 7’ asked D’Arcy calmly.

“Ow! Not guilty! Ow!”

“Gentlemen of the juwy, the pwisonah
at the bah pleads not guilty. Of course,
that is all wubbish !”

Monty Lowther jumped up from the
stool with which he had been accomnmo-
datgd as counsel for the defence. Monty
Lowther was of a humorous turn of
mind, and either for that reason, or
from a desire to do Levison all the
justice that was possible, he spoke up.

“T beg to remind the honourable judge
that that remark is offside!” he ex-

claimed. “It is not in order to
characterise the- prisoner’s plea as
rubbish.”

‘“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Qh, sit down, Monty Lowther !”

“Cheese it !

“I am here to do my duty by my
client,” said the counsel for the defence
firmly. “I insist that his lordship’s
remark was not in order.”

“His lordship withdraws the remark,”
said Tom Merry. “Now—"

“But I don’t do anythin’ of the sort,

“Yes, you do. Get on with the
washing !’

“Vewy well. Gentlemen of the juwy,
the pwisonah at the bah pleads not
guilty, and the twial will now pwoceed.”
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
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“The counsel for the pwosecution will
open his case.”
And Redfern opened his case.

CHAPTER 6.
Guilty !

“ ENTLEMEN of the jury and
your lordship, the prisoner is
accused of having forged the
hand of Brooke in writing a

paper of an insulting character, which

he put in Mr. Lathom’s desk.  This
paper was found by Mr. Lathom, and
was supposed to have been written by

Brooke. Brooke got the order of the

boot, which would have served him right

if he had really written the paper. The
paper was, in reality, written by the
rotter at the bar—I mean the prisoner at
the bar. My first witness is Brooke.”

“ Brooke, stand forward !”

Dick Brooke came forward.

“Did you, or did you not, write the
insulting paper that was found in Mr.

Lathom’s desk in the Fourth Form
Room, Brooke?”

“(Certainly not !’

“Was it written in your hand-

writing ?”

“Yes.”.

“Did you show the Head a set of
papers upon which Levison was seen
practising your hand?”

“Yes.” :

“Did he admit his guilt in the pre-
sence of”the Head 7"

“Very good. You may stand down,
Brooke. Bernard Glyn is my next
witness.”

“Glyn, stand forward!”

The Liverpool lad came up with his
hands in his pockets. Redfern addressed
him with great solemnity.

“You are Glyn of the Shell 7”

Glyn stared.

“Yes, you ass

“That is not the way to speak in
court,” said Redfern severely. “You
must answer questions that are put to
you. I am confident that his lordship
will protect me.”

“Yaas, wathah!” his lordship ex-
claimed. “Pway answah the questions
of the honouwable counsel for the
pwasecution, deah boy.”

“Weli, 'm Glyn of the Shell,” said
Glyn, with a grunt.

“Did you invent an invisible ink, and
try it upon a sheet of paper in Study
No. 6 in the School House ?”

“Yes, 1 did.”

“Did the invisible ink become visible
afterwards on the very sheet that was
used for the insulting letter to Mr.
Lathom ?”

“Yes; lots of fellows saw it.”

“You may stand down. Blake is my
next witness. Are you Blake of the
Fourth ?”

“I are.”

There was a chuckle from the jury.
Redfern frowned.

“Was the sheet of paper upon which
Glyn wrote in invisible ink placed in the
cupboard in your study in the School
House 77

“It was.”

“Was it removed from the study after-
wards, and before Brooke, who is a day-
boy, had come to the school again?”

““Certainly 1 .

“It “was therefore impossible for
Brooke to have taken that special sheet
of paper to write upon?”

“Quite impossible.”

“You may stand down. Gentlemen
of the jury, apart from the fact that the
prisoner confessed his guilt in the
presence of Dr. Holmes, I claim that the
case is completely made out, and I call

(£

THE GEM LIBRARY

for a verdict of guilty. I lay my hand
upon my heart, gentlemen oi the jury,
and call for this verdict with complete
confidence.” . !

‘“Hear, hear !”” roared the jury.

“Very good,” said the judge. “I
sentence the pwisonah——"

Mcnty Lowther jumped up.

“Hold on! You haven't heard the
defence yet !”

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that.
Pway pwoceed, deah boy I”

Monty Lowther coughed behind his
hard, not because his throat wanted
clearing, but because it scemed a legal
sort of thing to do. |

“Gentlemen of the jury,” he said,
“you have heard the speech of my
honourable friend opposite. I hope to
smash my honourable friend’s case into
little pieces. My honourable friend lays
his hand upon his heart and calls for a
verdict of guilty. I am prepared to
lay my hand anywhere, and call upon
the jury, as men of good sense and good
feeling, and respectable fathers of
families, to find a verdict of not guilty
for my client.”

Laughter in court.

“I shall now call my witnesses,” said
Monty Lowther, “First witness is
D’Arcy minor.”

“Stand forward, D’Arcy minor
called out Tom Merry. )

Wally stared.

“But I don’t know anything about the
giddy case at all I’’ he exclaimed.

“That is not to the point,” said the
counsel for the defence. *Stand for-
ward! Are you D’Arcy of the Third?”

“Yes; you know I am!”

“Pray do not add comments to your
statements, D’Arcy of the Third. What
I know or do not know is not to the
point. It is what you know or don’t
know that we have to deal with. You
are D’Arcy minor of the Third Form,
otl‘l‘exx}wise called Wally?”

“Very well. Did you see the sheet of
paper placed in the cupboard in Study
No. 67

“No, I didn’t. I wasn’t there.”

“I didn’t ask you whether you were
there, or where you were. It is a matter
of no consequence to this court whether
you were there or cooking herrings
stuck on pen-nibs over the Form-room
fire. Did you, or did you not, see the
sheet of paper placed in Blake's
cupboard in the study?”

“No!” roared Wally.

“Very well. Gentlemen of the jury, I
leave this to your good sense of feeling.
My learned brother opposite has pro-
duced a witness who saw the paper
placed in the cupboard. I have pro-
duced a witness who didn’t see it placed
there. I .claim that the evidence of
Blake is thus neutralised.”

“Why, you ass—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove!” said the learned judge,
in amazement. .

“T shall now examine the witnesses for
the prosecution,” went on the counsel
for the defence severely. “In the first
place, I require Bernard Glyn.”

“Bernard Glyn!” shouted the ushers.

The schoolboy inventor came forward
for the second time.

“You are Glyn of the Shell?”

“QOh, yes!”?

“You invented an invisible ink 72

“ Certainly 1

“You also invented a mechanical horse
once which caused a great deal of
trouble in the School House?”

“Yes. It was a jolly good invention,
too. I made it—"

“That will do. You may stand-down.
Gentlemen of the jury, I put it to you

1
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that a chap who will invent a
mechanical horse is a dangerous lunatic,
and his evidence is not to be relied
upon{”

“Why, you ass—’ roared Bernard

yn.

“Gentlemen of the jury, I have now
concluded,” said the counsel for the
defence, with a great deal of dignity.
“I lay my hand upon my heart and
call for a verdict of not guilty with
complete confidence.”

“Rats |”

“Vewy well! I sentence the
pwisonah—7"

5 I’Iold on! The jury haven’t decided
yet.”

“Bai Jove! Gentlemen of the juwy,
pway considah your verdict. Is the
pwisonah at the bah guilty or not
guilty 77

“Guilty I” roared the jury, with one
voice.

“You are all agreed upon that?”

- “Yes, rather!”

“Vewy good. Is it time to sentence
the wottah now, Tom Mewwy ?”

“Yes, pile in!”

“Pwisonah at the bah, I sentence you
to be expelled from the school you have
disgwaced, and ordah that you forth-
with be conducted fwom St. Jim’s, and
nevah be allowed to entah its pwecincts
again. I wegard you as a howwid
wottah. Kick him out !’

“Hurrah !”

And the court broke up.

CHAPTER 7.
Expelled !

OM MERRY dropped his hand
upon Levison’s shoulder. The
cad of the Fourth gave him a

- look of hatred.

“You have had a fair trial,” said
Tom Merry. “Everybody here knew you
were guilty, but we have given you a
fair trial, and all the school find you
guilty.  You are sentenced to be
expelled from St. Jim’s!”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“Hear, hear!”

¢“Expel him !I”?

“Kick him out!”

Levison gave the shouting crowd a
bitter look.

“You-can’t do it!” he said. “You
can’t kick me out, and you know it.
And you'll all get flogged for this,
hang you!”

“Weally, you wottah——""

“Gather round!” said Tom Merry.
“The prisoner has been sentenced to be
expelled. We are going to take him
to the railway station, bung him into
a train for London, and see him off !’

“Hurrah1”

“Bai Jove! That’s a wippin’ ideah !”

“Get to the gates as soon as you can
when we leave the gym,” said Tom
Merry. “We don’t want any inter-
ference from masters or prefects, We
want to do everything in order, and
without trouble with the masters if pos-
sible. But Levison’s got to go!”

“Hear, hear!”

The crowd formed up. Tiggins threw
open the door, and the two hundred
juniors marched out, with Levison in
their midst. The cad of the Fourth
looked wildly round. But there was no
escape for him. On all sides the juniors
hemmed him in.

“Look here, Tom Merry!” he said
hoarsely. “You can’t do it! You know
you can’t!”

“We're going to do it, whether we
can or not!” said Tom Merry coolly.
“You're going to leave St, Jim’s this
efternoon—for good !”

“I—T can’i—"

“You've got no choice in the matter.
March him on, you fellows!”

Levison was trying to delay, in the
hope that some master would come upon
the scene. But they hurried him on
to the gates. Probably no one eutside
the crowd knew that the cad of the
Fourth was in the midst of it, sur-
rounded as he was by a crowd of others,
The juniors streamed out of the open
gateway into the road. -

“Rylcombe I””  said Tom Merry.
“March !”

The cad of the Fourth was very pale
now. He had relied entirely upon the
Head’s announcement that he was not
to be expelled. That the St. Jim’s
juniors would take the law into their
own hands in this way he never
dreamed. As the crowd streamed away
towards the village, Kildare and Darrell
appeared in the gateway, looking after
them. But if they saw Levison at all
they realised that it was useless to con-
tend with an excited crowd of a couple
of hundred fellows.

Down the lane went the marching
crowd, and Levison, whenever he
lagged, as he did several times, was
helped on by the boots of those behind.
They entered the village street, and
nearly all Rylcombe turned out at the
sight of them. Never had they seen
such an excited and numerous array of
St. Jim’s fellows marching through the
old High Street before.

The railway station was reached, and
there Tom Merry raised his hand.

The crowd halted.

“Half a dozen of you can bring
Levison in,” said Tom Merry., “We
don’t want to swarm the station.
Lowther, Blake, Figgins, Redfern,
Reilly, Kangaroo, please take charge of
the prisoner.”

“Right you are!”

Half a dozen juniors marched the
pale and furious cad  of the Fourth
into the railway station. Tom Merry
stopped at the ticket-office and felt in
his pocket.

“First, single, to London,” he said.

“Change at Wayland !’* said the clerk,
as he handed it out.

“Thank you!”

“I’'m not going!” shouted Levison.
“I tell you—"

“Bring him along! The train’s due
in ten minutes!” said Lowther.

“Now then, all together!” grinned
Redfern.

With a shove and a rush Levison swas
whirled upon the platform, and he stood
there in the midst of his guardians,
waiting for the train.

He realised now that it was all in
deadly earnest that he had to go.

He began to expostulate and plead;
but the juniors turned deaf cars, There
was a whistle down the line, and the
train came into sight.

“Take your ticket,” said Tom Merry,
holding it out.

“TI won’t!”

“Go without it, then! You're going,
anyway!” Tom Merry thrust the ticket
into Levison’s waistcoat pocket. “Keep
it or not, as you like.”

The train stopped.

Jack Blake opened the door of an
empty first-class carriage, and Levison
was dragged towards it. On the
carriage step he resisted, but he was
bundled bodily into the carriage.

“In you go, you cad!” exclaimed
Blake. “You're not wanted at St.
Jim’s!”

“Help!” he yelled.

The old porter of Rylcombe came lum-
bering up.

(Continued on the next page.)

MAKE THE JESTER SMILE
AND WIN HALF-A-CROWN !

Send your Joke to The GEM Jester, 5,
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp,).

COMMAS CAUSED IT.

Brown minor had to punctuate a
passage. It should have read like this:

“In came the soldier, on his face a
fiery look, on his feet his sandals, on
his back his armour, shouting hLis battle
cry.”

Brown’s effort, however, was different.
It ran:

“In came the soldier on his face, &
fiery look on his feet, his sandals on his
back, his armour shouting his battle

cry.” .

Hilf-a-crown has been awarded to
T. King, 111, Denison Road, Teluk
Anson, Malaya.

* * *
UNEXPECTED.

Boss: “What would you do with a
hundred pounds, Smith?”
Office-boy:  * Lumme,
wasn’t expecting a rise!”

guv'nor, I

Half-a-crown has been awarded to
H. Hughes, 139, Congleton Road,
Butt Lane, Falke, Staffs.

* * *

‘'SOME JIG-SAW !

James: “Jig-saw puzzles originated
in Scotland.” .
Jones: “Yes, an Aberdeen butcher

inadvertently put a pound note into

a mincing machine.”

Half-a-crown has been awarded to
R. Birkett, 138, Crofton Road, Cam-
berwell, London, S.E.5.

* * *
A WASH WANTED.

Wilson: “I’ve a good decal on my
hands at present.”’

White: “So I notice.
soap and water?” ’
Half-a-crown has been awarded to

R. Whitehead, 28, Cholmeley

Crescent, Highgate, London, N.6.

* * *
HE STOPPED THEM ALL

Boxer’s Manager: “Well, why didn’t
you stop his punches?” -

Battered Boxer: “ You didn’t sce any
go past me, did you?”

Half-a-crown has been awarded to
G. Turner, 40, Osborne Road,
Erdington, Birmingham.

* ¥* *
PAYMENT IN KIND.

“Well, Rastus,” said the lawyer to
his negro client, “you want me to
defend you for stealing?”

“Dat’s right, baas!” said Rastus.

“Have you got any money to pay
me 7’

“No, baas, but I'se got some
animals—a mule, four pigs, and twenty
chickens.”

“That’'ll do fine! Now, what are you
charged with stealing?”

“A mule, four pigs,
chickens, baas!” i
Half-a-crown has been awarded to

Morrish, 43, Edward Street,

Shepparton, Victoria, Australia.
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“Gentlemen—gentlemen!”  he ex-
claimed,

“It’s all right,” said Tom Merry.
“This kid is going to London. We're
seeing him off.”

“I'm not!” shouted Levison. “It’s
an outrage! Call the police! I won’s

ol  F—
8% My heye,” said the
amazement—*“my heye!”

“I'll get out at Wayland!” yelled
Levison. “I'll—"

“Qh, will you?’ said Tom Merry
grimly. “Then we’ll see you as far as
Wayland, and put you in the express!
Tumble in, you chaps!”

The juniors followed Levison into the
carriage. Reilly ran back to tell the
crowd outside where Tom Merry & Co.
were gone. The rest sat in the carriage
round Levison. - The guard was already
waving his flag.

“Stand back, there!”

The porter, shrugging his shoulders
helplessly, as if to say that he con-
sidered 1t no business of his, slammed
the carriage door.

The local ran out of the station.

Levison sat white and furious.

The run to Wayland Junction was a
short one, and the local train was
timed to catch the London express.

As the local stopped at the junction,
the juniors crowded on - the platform,
with Levison in their midst.

The cad of the Fourth cast a wild
glance round. :

At the junction he had a faint hope of
obtaining help and getting out of the
hands of the juniors who had come to
see him off to the metropolis.

But he had no chance, E

Blake and Figgins held an arm each,
in a grasp of iron, and the other feilows
kept close round him, and he was
plainly warned that if he yelled he
would get hurt.

The express was waiting on the oppo-
site platform.

In two minutes the cad of the Fourth
was bundled into an empty carriage,
and the juniors closed the door upon
him, and stood guarding it.

Levison picked himself up off the floor
of the carriage, dusty, breathless, and
furious. He turned a livid face upon
the crowd of juniors at the door.

“T'll make you pay for this!” he
shrieked.

“Get back! The train’s going!” said
Tom Merry.

The juniors stood back.

The express was moving, and it
gathered speed as it glided out of the
station. The juniors watched it go.
The white, furious face of Levison was
seen at the carriage window as the
express rumbled away down the line.

The last the juniors saw of him was
the. pale face and the shaking fist from
the carriage window,

Then the express disappeared.

““Gone !”” said Tom Merry.

“Expelled !” grinned Redfern. K

“And now,” said Figgins seriously,
“we’ve got to go back and face the
musie,”

“Yes; come on!”

And Tom Merry & Co. left the
station, to walk back through the woods
to St. Jim’s and “face the music.” Un-
doubtedly, after what they had done,
there would be some music to face, .

CHAPTER 8.
The Head’s Decision !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY
met Tom Merry & Co. as they
came in at the gates of St.
Jim’s in the dusk.

“ All sewene?’ asked D’Arcy.
TeE GeM Lizrary.—No. 1,418.

porter, in

“Yes.i’ .
“He’s gone!”
“He’s going to Londonat the rate

of fifty or sixty miles an hour just now,” :

said Monty Lowther,

“Bai Jove, that’s good !”

“ Anything happened while we’ve been
gonei”

D’Arcy shook his head. : -

“Nothin’, deah boys. Only the pwe-
fects are very watty, and Mr.- Wailton
has been lookin’ _awfully solemn, 1
haven’t seen the Head.” .

“Does he know about our sacking
Levison?” —

“I don’t know.” :

Toby, the School House page, came
running across the quadrangle.

“Master Merry !”

‘“‘Hallo!” )

“The *Ead wants to see Master Merry
at once.”

Tom Merry drew a deep breath,

“Now for 1t!” he muttered. “I’'m in
for it, you chaps. But he can’t eat me,
anyway.”

“Hadn’t we better all. come?” asked
Figgins. “You’re jolly well not going
to face it alone. We're all in this. It's
a giddy school rag.”

“Yaas, wathah! I'm bound to come.
As havin’ taken a leadin’ part in the
pwoceedings, I am bound to see the
Head about it.””

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Better wait till the Head sends for
you,” he said. “He’s sent for me now,
and I had better go alone. You fellows
will get it in the neck, too, in your
turn.”

“Wight-ho !”

Tom Merry followed the School House
page across the quad. The excitement
of the “sacking ” of Levison had died
down now, and a good many of the
juniors were feeling a little nervous as
to the result. Tom Merry was not ner-
vous, but he was very grave. He knew
that there might be trouble—very
serious trouble, but he was prepared to
face it with courage.

He knocked at the door of the Head’s
study and entered. = Dr, Holmes was
there with Mr. Railton, the House-
master of the School House. Both of
them fixed their eyes upon Tom Merry
in a somewhat disconcerting way.

“You sent for me, sir?’ said Tom
Merry.

““Yes, Merry,” said the Head gravely.
“This is a very serious matter. It ap-
pears that you were the leader in the
disturbance to-day.”

“I had a lot to do with it, certainly,
sir. But we were all in it. The whole
sg:hc’y’ol had its back up about Levison,
sir.

“You have taken a boy who was
under the doctor’s orders from the
sanatorium.”

“He was quite well, sir. We knew
that he was spoofing, and he admitted it
himself when we had him in the gym.”

“What have you done with him?”

“Txpelled him, sir.”

The Head started.

. “What!”

“We gave him a fair trial, sir, before
the whole of the Lower School,” said
Tom Merry. “Then we sacked him,
He was guilty of forging the hand-
writing of another chap, and nearly
getting him sacked. You were going
to expel him, sir, but he spoofed—
ahem !—he deceived you into believing
that he was ill. He wasn’t ill, so we
took it that the original sentence held
good, sir.”’

““Whereo is he now?”

“In the train, sir.”

“The—the train?”
dazedly.

“Yes, sir.”

said the Head

THE GEM LIBRARY
Wh-what train?” .
oy “,:I'he London express from Wayland,
sir. ;

Dr. Holmes half rose to his feet.

“Do you mean to say, Merry, that you
~have placed Levison in the express train
for London, and sent him .away ?”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry respect-
fully. .

“ Bless my soul !” the Head exclaimed.
“I—I have never heard of such a thing!
You have actually sent this boy away
from school on your own initiative.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I—I never heard of such a thing,”
said the Head, . caressing his chin
thoughtfully with his hand. “Do you
know, Merry, that many headmasters
would expel you from the school for
taking the law into your own hands in
this manner 7% :

“I hope not, sir.”

“And do you not see,” went on the
Head quietly, “that this defiance of
authority can have only one result?
Whatever I might have intended to do
with Levison—if, as you say, he was de-
ceiving us about his illness—I can:do
only one thing now—have him brought
back to the school, and keep him here
in order to show all St. Jim’s. that the
headmaster’s word is law in the school
and must be obeyed.”

“Oh, sir!” ) -

“That is the inevitable result of the
action of the Lower School,” said the
Head severely. “You have placed it
out of my power to expel Levison, if I -
wish. Law and order must be observed
and Levison must return and stay.”

Tom Merry was silent. He under-
stood how the Head looked at the
matter, and realised that certainly the
action of the Lower School had been
somewhat injudicious and hasty. It
looked as if they had defeated their own
object by taking the law into their own
hands, yet he was not sorry.

“If I did not sympathise with you to
a certain extent, I should punish you all
very ‘severely,” the Head continued.
“Had this been an ordinary boy you
used so, I should have expelled all the
ringleaders in this riot, and caned all
their followers.” -

‘““We shouldn’t have done it to an
ordinary fellow, sir.”

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“No; I realise that. As I have said,
I sympathise with you to a great extent.
Levison was guilty of infamous eon-
duct, and I quite understand your dis-
gust and contempt for him. . It has
carried you too far, and that was wrong,
but I understand your feelings, which in
themselves were quite just. But the
boys of this school cannot be allowed to
override the authority of their head-
master. . You should surely be able to
gee ’t,ha.t, Merry. You are a sensible

0y.

“Yes, I see that, sir.”

“I must therefore recall Levison,
although I do not wish him at St. Jim’s
any more than you do,” said Dr. Holmes
quietly. “You have forced me to take
this attitude. As for what you and the
others have done. I shall deal with- it
as leniently as I can, but I cannot pass
it over unpunished. There would be an
end to all order and discipline if the
boys were allowed to act in this way.
I expect, therefore, a public apology
from all the boys who were engaged in
this absurd enterprise.  To-morrow
morning the school will be assembled
in Big Hall before lessons, and every
boy who has been concerned in this
affair must apologise to me in publie.
Any boy who refuses to do so will leave
St. Jim’s by the first train.”

“QOh, sir!”

2
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As the train stopped Jack Blake opened the door of an empty first-class carriage,
On the step he resisted, but he was bundled bodily into the carriage.
» not wanted at St.

.+ ®1 have thought the matter over and
-consulted with Mr. Railton, and he is
quite in agreement with me.”

“Quite so, sir,” said Mr. Railton.

“Every boy will apologise, and
promise to be guilty of nothing of the
sort again,” said the Head, “otherwise
he will leave the school at once. I shall
adhere to this decision. even if I have
to expel from the school the whole of the
Shell and the Fourth Form. You know
me well enough by this time, Merry,
to know that I shall keep my word. I
would rather the whole school should be
broken up than that my authority
should be taken out of my hands.”

“Yes, sir.” -

“You may go now, and acquaint the
others with my decision, and you have
to-night to reflect upon the matter,”
said the Head. “That is all.”

“Very well, sir.” ¥

And Tom Merry, with a very down-
cast face, quitted the Head’s study.

s

CHAPTER 9.
Toe the Line!

HE juniors were waiting in a

I' crowd to hear the result of Tom

: Merry’s interview with - the
Head.

. 'A chorus of inquiries greeted him as
he came out into the passage. His ex-
pression - told the juniors that matters
were not going well.
:(‘iC_ome into the Common-room,” he
said. : :
And they crowded into the Junior
Common-room. Knox, the prefect, met
them on the way, and he was inju-
dicious enough to stop and speak. -

“You young ruffians!” he exclaimed.
“You are going to pay for your inso-
lence now. " I hope the Head will flog
you all, from one end of the Lower
School to the other.” .

Jim’s! "

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Blake.

“Shut up, Knox 1” i

“Get out!” )

“We're going to be ragged by the
Head,” said Tom Merry, between his
teeth, ‘“but we're not going to be ragged
by you, Knox. Hold your tongue!”

“You young hooligan—"

“Bump him!” yelled Blake.

“Why, you—you—oh! I—oh!

Bump!

Knox was left gasping on the floor as
the juniors crowded on. He sprang up,
red with rage, and clenched his fists,
and seemed about to rush into - the
crowd, hitting out, but he thought better
of it. The juniors of St. Jim’s looked
in a dangerous mood—as, indeed, they
were. As Tom Merry said, they would
put up with a ragging from the Head,
but they were not at all inclined to stand
ar_xyt}llling of the sort from Knox of the

ixth. E

Kildare and the other prefects, wiser
than Knox, let them severely alone till
they should have quietened down.

The juniors crowded into the Common-
room, and the door was closed. Then
Tom Merry was called upon to explain
what had passed in the Head’s study.

“Let’s have it, deah ‘boy!” said
Arthur Augustus. “Let’s heah the
giddy worst and get it over. Was the
Head vewy watty ?”

“Well, no. But it’s a serious bisney,
you chaps.”

“Wei know that!” grunted Herries.
“What’s the verdict?”

“We've all got to turn up in Hall
after prayers to-morrow morning, and
apologise to the Head before the whole
school, and promise never to do the
same again.”

“Oh 1

“Bai Jove!”

“We won’t!”

“Phew

Oh!”

¢ In you go, you cad ! ’ exclaimed Blake.
““Help!" howled Levison,

11
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and Levison was dragged towards it.
“ You'ra

“‘But what about Levison ?” demanded
a dozen voices.

“He’s coming back.”

“What 1”

“Shame!”

“We won't have him back !”

Tom Merry waited for silence.

“I'm afraid there’s no help for it,
vou chaps,” he said. “As a matter of
fact, we have piled it on a bit too thick.
We can’t expect the Head to let the
Juniors in a school run the whole show.
He's really letting us off lightly. He
might have expelled a dozen of us and
flogged the rest. Some headmasters
would. Every chap who refuses to join
in the public apology to-morrow morn-
ing will have to leave the school by the
first train!”

13 Oh l’) .

- “It would be a bit difficult to explain
to one’s people at home, you see,” said
Tom Merry. “As a matter of fact, if
any of us choose to be sacked, our
people  would send us back to
apologise.” . :

“I—I suppose so!” said Figgins.

“And ‘some of us can’t go, anyway,”
said Tom Merry. “Reddy, for instance,
is_here on a scholarship, and he can't
afford to lose it.”

“Just so!” said Redfern.

“Besides that, I must say I think we
owe the Head an apology for disregard-
ing his authority,” said Tom Merry.
“I don’t mind that so much. It’s Levi-
son’s coming back that worries me. The
Head explained that he's bound to have
Levison back, to show the whole school
that he’s headmaster, and uot us.”

“Bai Jove! ' There’s something in
that, you know.”

“How we're to stand Levison I don’t
know,” said Tom Merry. “But we've
got to stand him, or else it’s the ‘sack
for ust”

“The Head can’t sack the whole
Tue GeM LiBrarY.—No. 1,418.
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Lower School I” exclaimed Thompson
of the Shell.. “I'm for holding out, and
chancing it !”

“Hear, hear !

Tom Merry shook his head.

“The Head has told mea that every
fellow who refuses to promise will be
sacked, even if the whole of the Fourth
and the Shell have to go,” he said.
“You know he'll keep his word. I
know it's a rotten position for us.
We were quite right to kick Levison
out. I’'m not sorry for that. I'm sorry
we had to back up against the Head.”

“We can’t have him back !”

“We won’t !”

“We’ll have another barring out!”
velled Pratt of the Fourth. “We barred
out Ratty in the New House, and
brought him to his knees. We’ll bar the
Head out !

“Hurrah !”

“Oh rats!” said Tom Merry. “We
can’t bar the Head out. We've got no

quarrel with him, except that he doesn’t.

want the Shell to run the whole school.
My children, it’s time for us to pull in
our -horns. I don’t like it any more
than you do; but it’s a pill we've got to
swallow. I hate to have Levison back
as much as you do, but we’'ve got to
have him.”

. Yah !JJ

“Rats1” -

“We won’t!”

“Shame |” g C o

“Well, think it out for yourselves,”
said Tom Merry. “I’'m not backing up
against the Head, for one. He’s a good
old sport, and he’s been jolly lenient
with us over this. It would be rotten
ungrateful to give him any more
trouble. As for Levison, if he. comes
back we’re not bound to speak to him.
He may have the deccency enough to
keep away, too.”

“No fear!” )

“That’s not likely.”

“Well, if he comes back we can send
him to Coventry,” said Tom Merry.
“The Head can’t interfere with that,
and if he did we should be within our
rights in backing up against him, and
I’d be the first to do it! Levison will
be a giddy pariah—mot a fellow need
speak a word to him. I think that will
make him glad to go, of his own accord,
in the long run.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We won’t have him !” roared a score
or more truculent voices.

“Well, the Head’s given us the night
to think it over in,” said Tom Merry.
“Tvery fellow can decide for himself.
That’s all 1

And the meeting broke up in great
excitement. Most of the juniors realised
elearly enough that the rag had come to
a natural end, and that it was time to
toe the line. But the more truculent
spirits announced their intention of
Lolding out, and kicking Levison out
of the school if he ventured to return.
How the matter would end there was at
present no telling.

CHAPTER 10.
Levison’s Return !

\HERE was much excited talk
among the juniors of St. Jim’s
that evening.

In every study in both Houses
the matter was discussed and redis-
cussed, but the passing of time had the
anticipated effect- of quieting the
juniors, and gradually they came round
to Tom Merry’s view of the case.

. Defiance of the Head was:all very

well in theory, but being expelled from

the school and facing the people at
Tue GeM LiBrary:—No. 1,418,

home was a less pleasant prospect when
looked at closely.

Some of the fellows still declared that
they would not apologise, and would not
promise to let: Levison alone. But when
the morning came, and they were put
to the test, it was probable that they
would line up with the rest of the Lower
School.

Dr. Short came from Rylcombe in the
evening to visit his patient again, and
was astounded to find him gone. The
litile medico ahmost tore his hair. He
announced that he would not be respon-
sible for the consequences, and pooh-
poohed the mere suggestion that Levi-
son had been deceiving him as to the
state of his health. Dr. Short explained
in words of four or five syllables the
complications that might ensue, and left
St. Jim’s in a great rage. But the
fellows who heard his verdict were not
alarmed. They knew perfectly well that
Levison: was not ill, and that there
would not be any complications.

There was still a feeling of unrest in
the school when bed-time came and the
boys went to their dormitories.

But sleep brought calmness. When the
rising-bell clanged out in the morning
St. Jim’s rose as usual, and the boys
thought, with something like amaze-
ment, of the wild excitement of the
previous day. :

After prayers the school were assem-
bled in Big Hall, and the fellows who
had talked highest about resistance to
the bitter end were the first to obey the
prefects’ orders to assemble in Hall.

It was quite evident that the matter
had sputtered out like a firework, and
that the school would resume the even
tenor of its way.

When the Head entered by the upper
door there was a deep silence. Dr.
Holmes gazed over the crowded Hall,
and spoke in his quiet, calm tones.

“All the boys concerned in the riot
yesterday will come forward and
apologise for their conduct,” he said.
“They will promise there will be no
recurrence of it. Any boy who refuses
leaves the school at once!”

There was a dead pause.

Then Tom Merry walked quietly for-
ward. He had been the leader in the
outbreak, and he felt that it was “up ”
to him to play the leader now when the
rioters had to eat humble pie. He
advanced up the Hall, and his chums
followed him, and then the rest of the
rioters came into line.

Tom Merry  meant to express his
regret for what had happened, because
he felt that it was right to do so, and
there was no shame in his face as he
stood before the Head.

“We are sorry we disregarded proper
authority yesterday, sir,” said Tom
Merry, in a clear voice. “We know that
that was wrong. We shall not interfere
with Levison when he returns to the
school.”

“Yaas, wathah! In the cires, sir,
we feel that we owe you an apology,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. o

“Very well,” said Dr. Holmes. “Do
you all say the same?”

“Yes, sirl”?

There was no dissentient voice.

“I am glad of this,” said the Head. “I
should have been very sorry to compel
any of you to leave. The feelings that
actuated you, I know, were very right
and proper. You were disgusted with
Levison’s wicked conduct. But now
that you have had timé to reflect, I am
sure that you realise that you did wrong

in . taking the matter into your own

hands. Levison will return to the school
to-day, and it is your own action that
has made this necessary. 'The matter
is now ended. Dismiss!”

The school marched out.
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The boys went very quietly into their
respective Form-rooms. ;

Morning lessons passed off as usual,
or more quietly than usual.

The juniors seemed to have expended
all their exuberance in the riot of the
previous afternoon. ’ :

The return of Levison was a bitter
pill for them to swallow; but, as Blake
said, they had to get it down, and it
was no good making a wry face about it.

Levison had not-come yet, and the
juniors wondered when he would
appear. Dr. Holmes, they knew, had
written to his father, explaining the
matter, and it was tg be supposed that
Levison was having a far from pleasant
time with his people. He had had to
leave Greyfriars, his previous school,
for some rascally conduct, and so any
excuses he might make for the trouble
at St. Jim’s were not likely to satisfy
his father.

Blake expressed a gentle hope that his
pater would give him a record licking
before he came back.

“We’ll meet him when he comes, and
give him a warm reception;” said Gore.
“Supposé we all stand round and hiss
the cad?” g

“ And bump him !” said Glyn.

“No, no!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“It’s better to take it quietly. We’ve
agreed to let the brute alone, and the
best thing we can do is to send him to
Coventry.” :

“Yaas, wathah! That would only be
playin’ the game.”’ .

It was late in the afternoon when the
junior who had been kicked out of the
school returned.

He arrived in the station hack from
Rylcombe, and came up the steps of
the School House with a sneering smile
on his face. The lesson he had had did
not seem to have had much effect upon
the cad of the Fourth. 3

Many juniors saw him come, and the
word was passed round that Levison
was back again, and a crowd gathered
to look at him. :

There were some hisses from the
crowd, but for the most part the juniors
took Tom Merry’s advice and let him
alone.

Levison was called into the Head’s
study at once.

He found Dr. Holmes there, and his
sneering grin vanished as he entered
the presence of the Head. Dr. Holmes’
face was very hard.

“Levison,” he said. “I have allowed
you to return to the school. I should
have been better pleased if your father
had kept you away: but he has decided
to send you back, and I permit you to
take your old place here.” :

“Yes, sir,” said Levison.

“That does not mean that I condone
your conduct. You. have acted in-
famously. . But it is necessary, for the
discipline of the school, that you should
be allowed to return. But you. will be
well watched, Levison, and I warn you
plainly that if you are guilty of any
transgression in the future you will be
instantly expelled, without the possi-
bility of return.”

“Very well, sir.”” -

“If this lesson has not been lost upon
you, you will make some attempt to
amend your conduct,” said the Head.
“I hope that will be the case.”

“1 will try, sir.”

.“T hope you will; it will be better for
you. Words cannot express the disgust
and scorn I feel for the baseness you
have been guilty of.” ) B

Levison winced a little. The Eastern
proverb says that contempt will pierce
even the shell of » tortoise—and even
the cad of the Fourth, perhaps, was not
quite so thick-skinned as a tortoise,
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“X am very ‘sorry, sir,” said Levison
in a low voice. “I know that I did
wrong, sir, but I didn’t realise it at the
time. I—I think I should have con-
fesst’a,d, sir, even if I hadn’t been found
out.

The Head’s face softened a little.

-“I hope you are speaking the truth,
Levison. Certainly the contempt of all
your school-fellows should show you that
you were foolish as well as wicked to
act as you did. . I hope to see signs of
amendment .in you. Whether you will
ever be able to set yourself right with
your school-fellows I do not know, but
I advise you to try. Repent of your
wickedness, and try to make the boys
understand that you have repented:
That is the best advice I can give you.
You may go.”

“Thank you, sir.”

And Levison went.
- Outside, in the passage, a bitter sneer
came upon the face of the cad of the
Fourth. The Head’s words-had made
but little impression upon his. hard
heart. ' Repentance did not come easily
to Levison; he was more likely to. de-
pend upon cunning and trickery to help
him out of his difficulties. .

In the Hall he met a crowd of juniors,
who stared at him, and there were a
few hisses. The Terrible Three were

standing in the doorway, and Levison.

came up to them with a derisive grin
upon his face.

“I've come back, he
remarked.

Tom Merry looked at him.

“Yes, I see that,”” he said.

“I told you I should.”

“Yes, I know.”

The quietness of Tom Merry’s answers
surprised Levison. He had expected im-
potent anger and threats, and he was
amazed and a little uneasy.

“Well, you've taken it jolly quietly,”
he said.

“We've promised the Head not- to
touch you again.”

“I suppose he would have sacked you
if you hadn’t "’ sneered Levison.

“ Exactly !”

“You won’t get rid of me so jolly
easily !” said Levison. “I’m here again,
and I'm going to stick here. You
felll’?ws will have to make the best of
it

" “We're going to make the best of it,”

you see,”

said Tom Merry—*and the best we can

make of it is to send you to Coventry.
Not a fellow will sxt.;eak to you. And
you .will oblige me by not speaking to
me again.”’ _

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know that I want to,” he
said.

“Then that will suit both of us.”

“Look here, Tom Merry—"

The Terrible Three turned their backs
upon ‘him and walked away. Levison
gritted his teeth. with rage. He turned
and found Jack Blake at his elbow.

“Blake——"" he began.

Blake walked away without speaking.

“Levison clenched his hands. He had
triumphed over his enemiés by return-
ing to the school, but his triumph after
all was a hollow one, and he was begin-
ning to realise that. -

CHAPTER 11.
In Coventry !

EVISON was somewhat at a loss.
With all his keenness, ho had
not expected this new develop-
ment.

L

and .perhaps some, ragging, and then
that matters . would go on as usnal. .
But that was evidently not to be ‘the

d nt. He had expected that he
would ‘receive black looks on his return,’

Monty Lowther
Calling

Hallo, everybody! Who was it sent
me an empty envelope? It “conveyed ”
nothing to me. *“Electrons and atoms
are constantly - warring,” says Mr.
Linton.: Up, electrons, .and “atom !
“£50,000 Heir . Disappears,” reads: a
headline. Heir to-day 'and . gone
to-morrow ! Remember, when tackling
a job, only “push ” will “pull”? it off |
“Psychology is needed in selling
motor-cars,”. says a writer. . Auto -
suggestion? . Get ready! Why .are
black hens cleverer than white ones?
Because black hens can lay white eggs,
but white hens can’t lay black eggs.
When GCore left his pet marmoset at
home this term, they wired: “Your
monkey is pining for a companion,
What shall we do until you return?”
“I was the only fellow who could answer
old Selby’s question this morning,” said
Wally D’Arcy. = “What was it ?” asked
his major. “Who broke the class-room
window ?”” said Wally. - No, Curly

ot

case. The juniors of St. Jim's had been
compelled to receive him back among
them. But they wouid have nothing to
do with him. He was barred by his
school-fellows, and there. was no. one to
give him a word. Even Mellish, his
chum, under threat of a Form ragging,
had not a word to say to him.

The day of his return to St. Jim's
the cad of the Fourth made several
attempts to break through the grim
silence which was his punishment. But
he failed every time.

Fellows he spoke to turned their backs
without answering, and Levison gave it
up at last. He even tried to. get on
speaking terms with fags in the Third.
and Second, but fags even-would have
nothing to do with him.

When he looked-into the Third Form
Room Wally hurled a book at him.
And he realised more and more that
his success had been a hollow one. He
was back at St. Jim’s, but he might-as
well have been upon Robinson Crusoe’s
island.

And Levison thought the matter over
very carefully. - On: Friday the grim
silence towards him remained unbroken.
Fellows chatting among themselves. be-
came suddenly dumb if Levison ventured
e remark. If he joined a group, the
group broke up at once. If he looked
into a study, he was pushed out—in
silence.

On Friday evening Levison knocked at
Tom Merry’s door, when the Terrible
Three were doing their preparation.

Tom Merry did not know, of course,

" who was at the door, and he called out

in his cheery .tones:

“Come.in!” ,

Levison came in. . ; .

The Terrible Three looked up from
their work, and Monty Lowther pointed
silently to' the door.:: Levison did not
take the hint.. He came into the study,
closed. the 'door, and stood looking at
the chums of the Shell. . e s

Monty Lowther’s ,;finger; . remained
pointing. Levison took no notice of it,
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Gibson, a mandoline is nof, 8 high
Chinese official.  Any more? Joe
¥rayne has just told me that a centi-
metre is an insect with a hundred legs..
As young Hobbs. said to Mr. Selby, a
cereal is a story that lasts several weeks.
Hobbs’ “impot ” will last that. long,
tool Switch in for news. . I hear
Channel serviees are being brought still
further up to date. But will they pro-
vide level crossings? - “There can be
only one result to the last Test Match,”
says o writer.  We'll be surprised if
there are any more! “If you want to
see me, you must be short,” snapped the
employer. “I want to see you because
I am short,” said the applicant. Tele-
gram just received: “Radio comedians
are not so funny as they were four or
five years ago.” That’s funny—they’re
using the same jokes! “How can I win
promotion ?” asks a postman. Well,
don’t “stick ” to your post! *“Spending
a lot of money is a big responsibility,”
says Cutts of the Fifth. ‘Yes, but you
can'always get help:: “Nothing beats a
long holiday by-the sea,” says Figgins.
Unless it is a longer holiday. Heard
this? “In Mexico I was in a terrible
earthquake,”” said the traveller. “ Were
you scared?” “Not a bit—the earth
trembled more than I did!” As the
Mexican bandit put it, being hanged
with the rest of his gang: “T'll String
Along With You!” By the way, young
Hobbs of the Third has been running
an_account at the tuckshop; and owes
ten shillings. Like Hobbs, I'll say:
Cheeriowe.! . .

and Lowther ceased to point, and picked
up a cricket stump.

“Hold on!” said Levison, his cheeks
flushing.. “I've got something to say
to you fellows—something importang!”

Tom Merry shook his head. -

“I know I've been ‘a rotter,” wsaid
Levison desperately. “I did a rotten
thing in planting that paper on Brooke,
but I'm sorry!"’ v

Another shake of the head.

“I'm really sorry!” said Levison.
“Dash it all, can’t a sinner repent?
I'm sotry for what I did, and I'm
willing to beg Brooké’s pardon.”

Shake.

“Look here, I'm giving it to you
straight!”  said Levison miserably.
“I've had a rotten time since I came

back! I want this to end. I'm willing
to do anything to show, that I'm really
sorry !”

Shake.

““You mean to keep me in Coventry?”
Nod. :

“All the time I stay here?”
Another nod. - ° :
“And you won’t let me off, even if
‘say I'm sorry?”

Shake. " .

“ Hang you, then!” said Levison.
And he wert out of the ‘study and
slammed the door with a slam that ran
the length of the Shell passage.

Monty Lowther shrugged his shoulders.
Manners went sedately on with his work.
Tom Morry-looked a little uneasy.

“I—1 wonder if he's really sorry?”
remarked Tom Merry, in a tentative
sort of way. .

“Rot !” said Monty Lowther. He’s
only spoofing |” .

“H'm! I suppose he is.”

“Of course he, is!” said Manners.
“He would laugh -at us up his sleeve
if we took him at his word. He would
congratulate himself on having pulled
the wool over our eyes once more.”

“*Yes, I suppese you're right,”

But Tom Merry sighed .as he bent over
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his work again. He had a very tender
heart, and he was only too willing to
believe that Levison was sincerely
repentant. But it was impossible to
trust the cad of the Fourth.

Levison went slowly down the passage.
Was he really repentant?
knew. But he knew that he was willing
to say or do anything to escape from
the punishment of his offence.

Dick Brooke of the Fourth was
coming out of Mr. Lathom’s study as
Levison rcached the lower passage.
Brooke was a day-boy, and should have
gone home, but he had stayed behind
for extra tuition, which the Form-
master was giving him.
working for an cxamination, and Mr.
Lathom was helping him to prepare for
it. Brooke  glanced at Levison, and
passed on, but Levison quickened his
pace and caught him. by the sleeve.

“Just a word with you, Brooke.”

Brooke shook his head and coloured
awkwardly. He did not want to be
hard on Levison, though he had been
the most injured by Levison’s treachery.
But he had agreed with the rest to
send Levison to Coventry, and he did
not intend to depart from it. :

“Look here, Brooke, I'm sorry for
what I did,”. muttered Levison. “I
know. that it was caddish. I'm really
sorry. You believe me?” g

Brooke did not reply. B

“I’'d do anything to make it up to
you!” said Levison® “You’ve only got
to say what I can do, and I'll do it.”

Brooke shook his head.

“You don’t want me to do anything?”

Shake. .

*“A word from you would. help to-set
me right with the fellows,”. pursued
Levison.” “I know I don’t- descrve it,
but you might pity a chap who's down.”

Brooke was silent.

“Don’t you believe in a chap repent-
ing when he's done wrong and is being
punished for it?” said Levison.

“Yes,” said Brooke, breaking silence
at last. “I hope you’re really sorry,
and I'm sorry for you, but the whole
school has agreed to send you to
Coventry, and I stand in with the rest.
You ought not to have come back. Any
decent chap would have stayed away, in
the ecircumstances.”

“I’ had to come back; my pater sent
me.’

“You ought to write to him, then, to
take you away again.”

“He wouldn’t,” said Levison miser-
ably.  “I was sacked from my last
school, Greyfriars. If I get sacked from
here the pater says he won’t send me to
a Public school again.”

“You ought to have thought of that
before. Hang it all, Levison, people
have been sent to prison for doing what
you did! You've got off jolly. ecasily,
and you can’t expect fellows to speak
to a chap who forged another’s hand-

writing. You oughtn’t to speak to -me;-

you nearly got me sacked from the
school.” Cos

“I know I did, but I should have
owned up, 1 think.”

“I can’t believe that!”

Brooke walked away. Levison mut-
tered something between his teeth, and
stood in: the passage, miserable and
undecided. Where was he to turn
now? He walked out into the dusky
quadrangle. Most of the juniors were
indoors now, but Lewvison caught sight
of Jameson of the Third, a New House
fag, outside the tuckshop.” Jameson was
regarding with hungry eyes an array of
jam tarts, which a temporary want of
funds did not allow him to sample.
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He hardly.

Brooke was’

Levison tapped him on the shoulder.
Jameson looked round at him and drew
away. Then he took out a handkerchief,
and in a very deliberate way, wiped his
shoulder with it where Levison had

“touched "it, as if to wipe away some

contamination.

Levison reddened, but he affected to
take.no notice of the action.

“Like some jam tarts, Jameson?’’ he
asked, in - a very friendly way.

Jameson would certainly have liked
some jam tarts, but he did not reply to
Levison. Me did not want to be treated
by the cad of the Fourth.

“Pm in funds,” said Levison. “Come
in, and T’ll stand you half a dozen.”

Jameson turned his back. .

Levison’s eyes burned, and he reached
out and boxed the fag’s ears with savage
force. o

Jameson reeled against the tuckshop
with a sharp ecry.

“You cad!” he yelled.

Levison grinned savagely.

“Qh, you’ve found your voice at last,
have you?”’ he sneered. “I’ll help you
to find it again. Take that, and that,
and that!” . )

“Ow! Help!” yelled the fag, as
Levison grasped him and boxed his cars
right and left. “Yah! Yaroooh!
Help! Rescue!”

There was a rush of footsteps in the
quad. Redfern of the Ifourth came
dashing up. He did not speak, but he
grasped Levison by the shoulder, and
swung him away from the yelling fag,
and hurled him to the ground.

Then he pushed back his
cuffs, and stood wait-
ing for Levison to rise
to his feet.

“Ow—ow!” groaned
Jameson. “The beast
slogged me because 1
wouldn’t speak to Thim,
Reddy. Ow! Go for him!
Yow! Oh!”

Levison rose slowly, but
he did not “come on,” as
Redfern’s -~ attitude plainly
invited him to do.

He turned and tramped
away.

*Never mind, Jimmy,”
said Redfern consolingly.
“If the rotter touches you
again, let me know, and I'll
lick him baldheaded !”

Levison did not trouble
Jameson again, and he did
not try that method with
any of the other fags. He
had had enough of Red-
fern’s handling. With slow
steps he returned to his
study, and did his prepara-
tion there—in solitude.

When he was finished he
did not go down to the
Common-room. He felt that
he could not face dead
silence and scornful glances.
He remained in his study
till bed-time, and ‘when he
went up to bed with the
Fourth there was no word
spoken to him. The fellows
said good-night to one an-
other, but there was no one
to say it to Levison.

In the darkness, after the

other fellows had fallen
asleep, Levison remained
long awake.

The Fourth  TFormers

would have been surp:rised
if they had known that
Levison’s pillow was wet
with- tears. o

QGraspi
ow!
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CHAPTER 12.
Cousin Ethel’s Visit !

{3 FOUR o,’cléclg, Kerr, old chap,”

said Figgins, as four strokes
boomed out from the clock
tower at St. Jim’s,

“What about it?” asked Kerr.

“Cousin Ethel’s eoming at four.”

It was the following afternoon, and
Figgins and Kerr were walking to-
gether in the quad, Figgins with one
eye on the gateway. Tie New House
leader was always like a cat on hot
bricks when Cousin Ethel was coming
to St. Jim’s. '

The two juniors came upon Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. D’Arcy, as Miss
Ethel Cleveland’s cousin, was a very im-
portant personage on the occasions when
the girl came to the school to spend a
weel-end with Mrs. Holmes, the Head's
wife.

“Time your cousin was here, D’Arcy,”
said Figgins agreeably. ;

“Yaas, wathah!” - ’

“Might get down to the gates,” sug-
gested Figgins,

“I was just goin’ down to the gates,
deah boy.” : )
“T’ll come with you. '

“Pway don’t bothah!” said the swell
of St. Jim’s politely. “I am quite cap-

able of escortin’ my cousin fwom the’

gate to the Head’s house.”

“Well, the more the merrier, you
know,” said Tiggins feebly. “And—
and I want you to give me some tips
about a new topper I'm going in for,
D’Arey.” .

The swell of St. Jim’s was all smiles

ng Levison by the shoulder, Rediern swung-hinm3
!9 groaned Jameson. * The beast slogged me &
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ay from the fag and hurled hi—r/n to the ground.
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at once. Sometimes he suspected Fig-
gins of taking too much interest in his
cousin. Indeed, he had once or twice
remarked to his chums, with some
asperity, that Iithel might really have
been Figgy’s cousin, and not his at all,
by the way Figgins seemed to hang
about when she came to St. Jim’s.

But if a fellow wanted advice on the
subject of silk hats, Arthur Augustus
was just the fellow to give it to him.
As the best dressed fellow at St. Jim’s,
and :the glass of fashion in ihe Lower
School, D’Arcy was an authority on thag
subject.

And so the two juniors strolied away
10 the gates together with great cordi-
ality. Figgins was thinking of Cousin
Ethel, and wondering whether she had
driven over from Cleveland House, "or
come by train, or whether she would
come walking in at the gates. D’Arcy
was thinking of silk hats, and he ex-
patiated upon the subject to consider-
able length. But he broke off as Fig-
gins suddenly exclaimed:

“Oh, good!”

A graceful, girlish figure had. just
entered the gates of St. Jim’s, and Fi
gins rushed off to greet Cousin Ethe%
. The gir] met him "with a bright smile.
Arthur Augustus walked up in a more
dignified manner, ‘and Cousin Ethel
greeted him with a cheerful smile. The
two juniors walked one on either side
of the girl towards the Head’s house.

“Did you come by twain, Ethel?”
asked D’Arcy. .

“Yes; and walked from the station,”
said Ethel.

-— .,

ause | wouldn’t speak to him, Reddy. Qo for him

“Ow! } (
[ try,” said Levison bitterly.

“Oh, T wish I'd known !’ said Figgins.
“I could have come to the station.”

“You are stayin’ ovah to-mowwow, of
course, deah boy—I mean. deah gal?”
asked D’Arcy.

“Yes; till Monday,” - said Ethel
brightly. .
“Good egg! We'll go on the wivah

to-mowwow.”

“Might make vp a party,” suggested ~

Figgins. .

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy- unsiis-
piciously. “A good many fellows in our
House would like to come, Ethel.”

“Ahem! And'in the New House,
too,” said Figgins, colouring. “As the
—the two Houses have been so—so
united lately, I—I think all these: litile
things ought to be arranged in—in
unison.”’ '

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass
severely upon Figgins. -

“What a good idea!” said Cousin
Ethel. “And what have you been so
united about?”’

“Oh, we wanged up shouldah to
shouldah to kick Levison out!” .said
Arthur Augustus. - “We expelled him
fwom the school, you know, for playin’
a wotten twick on Bwooke of the
Fourth—vewy decent chap, Bwooke—
but the Head let him come back again.”

“Oh!” said Cousin Ethel.

They had rcached the Ilead’s house
now, and Levison, who was neay, raised
his cap to Cousin Ethel. Ethel gave
him a cold nod. She did not like the
cad of the Fourth, for she eould not
forget the time when he had slandered
Figgins, and made her believe—though
only for a short time—that
Figgins had been guilty of
a miserable trick. Levison
seemed to have forgotten
the matter; perhaps he had
too many sins upon his con-
science to remember any one
specially. He came towards
the girl.

“So glad to see vou at St.
Jim’s again, Miss Cleve-
land {” he said.

“Thank you!” said Ethel
coldly. )

Figgins looked daggers
at the cad of the Fourth.
It seemed to him almost like
sacrilege for a fellow like
Levison to speak to a girl
like Cousin Ethel. Arthur
Augustus looked very un-
comfortable.

“I've wanted to sce yon
again, Miss Cleveland,”
sald Levison. “1I wanted to
speak to you. I did a rotten
thing—about Figgins, you
know—and I wanted to tell
you I was sorry.”

“T’'m glad you are sorry,”
said Cousin Kthel.

And, with a ned to
D’Arcy and Figgins, she
went into the Head’s house.
Kiggins turned upon Levi-
son, his fists clenched. and
his eyes blazing.

“How dare you speak to
Cousin Ethel, you cad!” he
said, in a low and furtous
voice.

Levison looked at him
with a bitter expression.

“1 suppose it’'s fer Miss
Cleveland to say  whether

1 may speak to her or not,”
he replied. )

*You—you cad! I~
I »

“You seem to have for-
gotten that I’'m in Coven-

15

“You mustn’t speak to me, you know.”

He swung away with a shrug of the
shoulders. ~ Figgins contained himself
with a great effort. "If they had not
beén under the windows of the Head's
house, and in danger of being scen by
Cousin Ethel if she looked out, he wouild
have laid violent hands upon Levison on
the_spot. ’ )

“Pway keep calm, deah boy!” said
Arthur _Augustus  D’Arcy. “Do you
kuow, I am beginning to think that
Levison isn’t such a fwightful cad, you
know, and—"

“Oh, rot!” said Figgins.

And he stalked away, -leaving ' the

swell of 8t. Jim’s speechless with
indignation,
CHAPTER 13. .

The Mad Bull !

HE next day was Sunday—a day
of rest and quiet at St. Jim’s.
After morning service the juniors
nad the morning to themselves.

In the afternoon a party of juniors
had been arranged to take Cousin Ethel
for a quiet row on the river; but in the
morning it was Ethel’s intention to visit
her old nurse, who was married and had
settled down 1n a cottage near Wayland.

The girl left the schdol soon after
morning  service for that purpose, and
she had smilingly given permission to
her friends to meet her at the footpath
in the wood as she came back.

Half an hour after she had left,
Levison went out by the gates. Levison
knew of Lithel Cleveland’s intended visit
to the cottage near Wayland, and he
crosscd the wood by a short cut and
came‘out into Wayland High Street.

He walked -through the town and took
the pith to the cottage, and halted when
he came in sight of the, red-tiled roof in
the distance over the green fields.

He sat down upon a stile and waited.

The junior’s face was very thought-

“ful, but there was nothing of malice in

its expression.

Levison was
hearted.

His punishment was too heavy for
him. He had defied the school, and the
school had come down upon him heavily,
and Levison, like Cain of old, felt his
guniﬂhmem was greater than he could

car.

But when Cousin Ethel came he
thoughs he saw a gleam of light. If he
could speak to the girl, if he could con-
vinee her that he was really innocent, he
felt that she would help him.

For Levison felt that he was coming
to the end of his tether. He. did not
want to leave St. Jim’s; but if the sen-
tence of Coventry continued he felt that
he would have to go. He had sncered
at it at first, but he had come to realise
that it was too much to bear. 'The
thickest-skinned fellow could not stand
long, alone and unaided, against gencral
scorn and aversion. )

Something must be done, or he would
have to go. He felt that. And in
Cousin- Ethel was his only hope.

“What a feol I’ve been!” he mut«
tered to himself, as he sat there in the
sun. ' “What an utter fool! It’s retten!
If Etkei Cleveland believes me——"

He broke off. .

Why should Ethel believe him? Ile
had lied to her before—lied so cun-
ningly. that she had been deecived.

Would she not believe that he was
lying again? . K

In the-old fable the shepherd boy cried
“Wolf!” so often when there was no
wolf, that when at last the wolf really
came no one would listen to his cries.
Levison was in the same position now,

Tse Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,418.
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He had lied so often that-when at last
he came to tell the truth he could: not
expect to be believed. : i

And it was the truth this - time—
whether temporary or not, it was the
truth that the cad of the Fourth was
sincere J

Ho raised his eyes at last and glanced
towards the distant cottage. Cousin
Ethel had just come out, and was stand-
ing by the porch, shaking hands ‘with
an old woman who had followed her
from the cottage.

Levison drew a deep breath.

She was coming. * His last chance,

such as it'was, was at hand. ‘He turned .

his- head in the opposite direction, and
gritted his teeth. On the edge of the
wood in the distance, past the heathery
moor, he could see moving dots, which
he knew were the caps of the juniors of
St.  Jim’s. ‘They - had come to see
Cousin Ethel-home, and it occurred’ to
him that they must have seen him sit-
ting there on the stile. A gleam of
anger came into his eyes. i
- If they had seen him they would
hurry, and they might prevent” him
from seeing Cousin Ethel alone.

He fixed his eyes upon them intently.

he caps were moving in his direction,
and he knew that he had been seen.

“Hang them !” he muttered miserably.

But_they were still very distant, He
looked back towards the red'-tile(i cot-
tage. Cousin Ethel had said good-bye
to the old woman, and was coming
down the track aoross the field.

She looked up from the path as she
reached the stile on the opposite side of
the meadow, and saw Levison.

There was a_ field’s width 'beﬁwéen_

them, but Levison could see .the. ex-

pression of repugnance that came over

the fair face. : . o "
She had seen him, and she knew that

_he was there waiting for her to. pass.

What would. she think he wanted?
Would she try to ayvoid him?

He soon knew. o ;

Instead of entering the meadow that
separated them, Cousin Ethel turned by
another path across another field, to
take a more roundabout path to the
wood.

Levison gritted his teeth.

She would not give him a chance to
speak to her, then. He could not blame
her, when he remembered what he had
said the last time she listened to him,

The high. green hedge hid the girl
from his sight.

Levison could catch glimpses of the
pretty summer hat when it passed gaps
in the hedge, but the girl he could not
see. s ;

He gave a sudden start as he looked
towards the field she was traversing.: She
was following a path that ran beside the
high hedge at the edge of -the field.
Farther on, in a far corner of the game
field; Levison caught sight of ‘a’ large
black bull, and he saw that ‘the ‘animal

had ceased to graze, and had his-gleam--

ing -eyes fixed upon the girl. “Coiisin

Ethel had not'noticed thé animal“wher -

she turned into the field:"* Levison’s
heart seemed to turn to stone. = T v
. He knew that bull, .which was kept
in the field with locked )
the brute had escaped, and had chased
several juniors belonging to St. Jim’s,
and had charged into the school quad-
rangle, and several fellows had had
narrow escapes. . o

And the quivering of the animal’s
powerful flanks, and the flicking of its

tail, showed that. it  was. in dits usual.
savage mood. There was a.red. flower -

in Cousin Ethel’s hat, and that spot of
Tue GexM LiearY.—~No. 1,418.

gates. Once .

{)eclll“}xad caught the glaring eye of the .
uil. g T

“Good: heavens!” panted . I"evisoxi.:
“She will be killed!

It's my fault!”
It was his fault! .

-If he had“ not -been . there,. Ethel - =

would have come back by the. public
path, instead of going round, and she
would not have entered the field where
the black bull. was confined. :
“Levison stood trembling in every
limb, his heart beating to almost suffo-
cation He shouted—guﬁ his voice did
not carry across the wide field.

What could he do?

There came¢ a deep, thunderous roar
across the meadows. The bull had
given voice. -The roar startled the
girl, and through & parting in  the
hedge Levison 'saw her stop and face
round towards the animal.

The wind brought a faint cry to his
ears, and he saw Cousin Ethel try to
scramble through the hedge. But thick
wire ran through the thickets, to pre-
vent the passage. of the bull, and
Cousin Ethel could not get through.

Levison groaned. :

“Run !” he shouted. *“Runi”-

But the wind was against him, and
his voice did not reacﬁ the girl. But
she ran. She disappeared from his
sight, but he could see the red
flower on the hat as she ran along the
hedge. .

Another deep roar from the bull.” He
was pawing the ground in his fury,
and Levison knew that he was about to
thunder down upon the girl as she ran.

If anyone had told Levison a week
before that he would ever risk his life
to save any human being from danger,
the cad of the Fourth would have
laughed - cynically. -

But now—almost without previous
thought—he broke into a desperate
run across the meadow, tearing along
as if his life depended upon it.

He reached the stile on the opposite
side, breathless, panting. He cleared
the stile at a bound, and was in the
field.

He looked round with an agonised
glance. Ethel was half-way along the
hedge—and the bull, from the opposite
side of the field, was running towards
her. By putting on desperate. speed
Levison had time to get between
them. ;

For one moment he hesitated.

In that moment Cousin Ethel’s life
hung in the balance. :

But then all that was decent in
Ernest Levison rose to the surface. He

tore off his jacket, and held it in his

hand, and ‘dashed forward at top

speed. _ :

" Faster—faster—with  starting  eyes

and thumping heart, ‘his" breath
!

_coming and going in sobs

"He was not in good condition, and

that terrific’ burst of speed told -upon.:

him heavily, But he succeeded. He
‘reached the intervening space between
the fleeing girl and the charging bull,
and he faced the charge of the thunder-
ing animai

“Run " he shricked. “The fence—

quick t”?
Cousin Etho! turned her head. .
She saw Levison, in terror and

wonder—she saw the chargin,
saw his fearfu! danger,. and stopped.
Levison waved his hand wildly.

“Run!” he .yelled. “Run for "the
fence! Quick! " I'm all right! For
mercy’s sake, runl!” )

He had no time to say more. The
earth seemed to shake under the heavy
tread of the black bull as it charged
down upon the junior. o ®

bull—she _

CHAPTER 14.
. Levison Earns His ‘Pardon !

EVISON faced the bull,  his heart
...beating " almost to suffocation,
and a mist sweeping before his

eyes  He was not cool, he was
not collectea. He was afraid—horribly
afraid. But he did not run. y
He could uot run” without sacrificing
Cousin Ethel, and,- afraid as he was,
he would not do that!- And in a few
seconds it was too late. If he ran now

‘it would only: have been to feel the
bull’s lowered  horns- behind him, and

to be tossed and gored without a chance
of defending himself.

His nerves were in a quiver, but he
acted instinctively and as cunningly as
if he ‘had been quite cool.

He faced the charge of the bull, his
loose jacket ready in his hand, know-
ing that he had but one chance, and
that if it failed he was lost.

The bull gave a deep bellow and
rushed righ: at him.

The lowered horns were within
three or four feet of him when Levi-
son made a desperate spring aside and
flung his jacket over the lowered head.

It caught on the horns, and hung over
the bull’s head, and the animal gave
another deep bellow of rage and sur-
prise.

Then Levison ran.

The bull, blinded by the cloth :that
swung over. his eyes, whirled round and
charged madly in the wrong direction,
and then dashed his head into the
grass, striving to tear off the strange
encumbrance.

He roared with rage as he tore at
the jacket, and between the ground
and the horns it was quickly ripped to
shreds. .

Levison had but a few seconds.

But he made the best use of them.
He dashed after Cousin Ethel, who
seemed .to be rooted to the ground. -

“Run!” he gasped.

- “Oh, Heaven!” -

“ Come—come—quick—""

He caught the girl by the arm and
dashed on_ with her.

Cousin Ethel ran with him.

As they fled towards the fence
there was a wild roar behind them
and a frantic trampling. :

The black bull had got rid of the
blinding jacket, and was glaring about
him furiously in search of his victims.

The roar announced that he had seen
them, and the ground seemed to shake
again under his heavy trgmphng.

Cousin Ethel was panting wildly.

“I—I can't run any morel!’” she
gasped, stumbling on the rough
ground. i S

Levison’s grip closed like a vice upon
her arm. . )

“You must! Come—come !”

He half-led, “half-dragged her on.-

They were @t the fence now, and the

junior helped the girl over it, -and

Fthel fell almost fainting upon -the

other side. ; :
Bellow—bellow !

Levison ; clambered . wildly at the

fence. His.strength was sgent, and it
seemed to him that he would never get
over in time. ey )

He dragged himself frantically- up,

and rolled over it, and as he did so-

there was a terrific crash. -
The lowered head of -the bull had

“struck” the fence where the junior had

been a few seconds before, and the whole
fence shook with the concussion.

“But Levison was safe, and he rolléd‘

down in the grass‘on the safe side of the
fence, gasping and panting.
' (Gontinued on page 28.) "
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Let the Editor be your pal. Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :

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

ALLO, chums! Now that Easter
is almost upon us, I expect
many of you are thinking of

: taking hiking and cyeling trips
during the holiday. And what better
way of spending Easter? None. After
a long winter, we are all eager to get
out farther afield and explore the high-
ways and byways of the countryside, and
Llaster, being the first holiday of the
year, gives us the opportunity. Hiking
and’ cycling are popular pastimes, and
besides keeping one fit, they act as out-
lets to the spirit of adventure with
which we are all imbued. But hiking
and cycling can be overdone; that is, if
you go out on a trip with your pals,
don’t keep pedelling or tramping away
regardless of the distance you are cover-
ing. The surest way to spoil your hike
or bike ride is to overdo the mileage.
Being fresh .and eager on the outward
journey, you are tempted to go a little
farther. But always remember that one
mile more means another mile to be
covered on the return journey, when you
will probably be feeling a little tired.
Much the best way is to plan beforehand
the itinerary of your hike or bike ride,
bearing in mind to avoid the main roads
as much as possible.

“ GUSSY’S CANADIAN COUSIN !>

For next Wednesday there is an extra-
good and lively yarn of the chums of
St.- Jim’s, and you will revel in the fun
and adventure caused by the visit to the
school of Gussy’s cousin from Canada.
Tom Merry & Co. make great prepara-
tions to welcome ™ the distinguished

visitor, “and a record spread is got
ready. The juniors are all eagerly
awaiting the arrival of Cousin Aubrey,
whom Gussy has never seem, when a
tramp approaches the school gates. Not
for a moment do the juniors connect
him with Cousin Aubrey, and they get
the shock of their lives when the tramp
says he is that individual! That’s the
start of a series of amazing and amusing
events which will compel your interest
to ‘the last line. It’s a story that I
strongly advise you to recommend to
your pals. Tell them to look out for it
—and don’t forget to order your own
GEM in advance.

FINDINGS KEEPINGS !

The truth of the old saying that find-
ings are keepings has been borne out
by the story of two boys’ lucky find in
the cellar of an old house in Baltimore,
U.S.A. Actually, it is an offence against
the law for the finder of treasure trove
—which legally means objects or coins
made of gold or silver—to keep what he
finds. It is his duty to give it up;
then the local coroner holds an inquest
to discover if the owner can be traced.
If not, the treasure does not go to the
finder, but he is suitably rewarded.

When the two boys found a large

PEN PALS COUPON
20-4-35
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number of old coins in the cellar, they
very honestly gave them up. At the
inquest, manv people came forward to
register a claim on them, but there was
nothing doing. It was ruled that as no
claimant had satisfied the judge as to
his ownership, the eoins should go to
the two boys. It was a fortune for
them, for they had unearthed 3,538 gold
coins, and their value was estimated at
about £6,000f Honesty is the best

THE GROWTH OF SPEED.

The remagkable speed of 277 miles an
hour set up by Sir Malecolm Campbell
at Daytona Beach._a little while ago
calls to mind the fact that forty-seven
years ago the first car succeeded in
passing - the mile-a-minute speed. A
racing driver named “Red Devil”
Janatzy set up the record. In an
electrically-propelled car, he attained
a speed of 65.82 m.p.h. during a race.
In those days it must have been just as
amazing to learn that a car bhad
travelled at over 60 m.p.h, as it is for
us to-day to know that a car has hurtled
along at nearly 280 m.p.h. One wonders
what the record will be forty years
hence. Land speed has advanced 212
m.p.h in forty-seven years; that is, at
the rate of 4% m.p.h. faster per year.
If it continues to grow at this speed, the
record ought to be ,somewhere about
450 in 19751

“ KIDNAPPED ! *

This is the title of the next great yarn
of Western school adventure that Frank
Richards has written for you. It is the
first story of a short and thrilling series,
in which Slick Poindexter, Dick Carr’s
chum, is kidnapped and held to ransom.
Unfortunately for Dick, he is made the
dupe of the kidnapper, and this fact is

-to be the cause of many dramatic and

exciting adventures for the tenderfoot of
Packsaddle. -

Another grand instalment of our rip-
ping serial, “The Secret World,” and
all the GEM’S usual humorous and inter-
esting features will complete the next
programme. Cheerio until next Wednes-
day, chums!

THE EDITOR.

SRR

Miss Ofelia Stajano, Soriano 1342, Montevideo, Urugusay,

X PenPaks g

A free feature which brings together readers all over the
world for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to each
other. If you want a pen pal, post your notice, together
with the coupon on this page, to the address given above.

Jan T. G. Johnstoné, efo Government Printing Offics,
Wellington, New Zealand, wants members for the Mizpah
Correspondence & Exchange Club. .

Victor C. W. Reynolds, 1, Longbrook Terrace, Exeter, wants a
pen pal ; age 13-15; meccano and pets.

Billie Lloyd, Albemarle. Hotel, Marine Parade, Brighton,
wants stamp correspondents.

Miss Susan Stajano Ferreiro, Soriano 1342, Montevideo,
Uruguay, South America, wants girl correspondents ; age 13-18 ;
sports, books, stamps.

- Donald Leveridge, 32, Drayton Road, Harlesden, London,
N.W.10, wants stamp correspondents. .

Miss Kit Clague, 7, Church Street, Peel, Isle of Man, wants girl
correspondents ; age 14-16.

Chas. England, 42, Stockton Road, Chorlton-cum-Hardy,
Manchester, wants correspondents overseas; age 15-17;
scouting, camping, drawing, sports. .

Victor Mann, 579, Logan Avenue, Toronto, Ontario, Canada,
wents correspondents ; age 12 upwards; aviation,

South America, wants girl correspondents ; age 15-20 ; stamps,
tennis, riding, films, books.

John Pross, Sandy Bay Baths, Sandy Bay, Hobart, Tasmania,
Australia, wants correspondents; age 14-15; stamps, post-
cards, cigarette cards; England, France, U.8.A., Africa.

Raymond J. Smith, Box 69, Richmond, Queensland, Aus-
tralia, wants pen pals; age 10-13.

Leonard Harrison, 25, Branksome Road, Acre Lane, Brixton,
London, S.W.2, wants to hear from stamp collectors ; age 13-16.

Geoffrey Masurel, 102, Westerfield Road, Ipswich, Suffolk,
wants a pen pal keen on eleetricity ; age 10-12.

Eric Brown, 7, Alexandra Crescent, Alexandra Road, Newland
Avénue, Hull, wants a correspondent ; England or Australia ;
ago 14-15; swimming, Scouts, Guides.

Clive Boswell, 87, Abbey Road, Warley, Birmingham, wants
to hear from stamp collectors; age 11-17.

R. J. W. Hadley, 45, St. James Rcad, Dudley, Wores, wants
a pen pal in England.

Fred Smith, 10, Attwood Street, Hawne, Halesowen, Wores,
wants correspondents; age 16; Pitman’s shorthand, and
birds’ eggs. ;

V. Baxendale, 1, Vincent Strcet, Openshaw, Manchester,
wants a pen pal in Texas, or Hollywood.

Robert Wm. Parks, 57, Wadsley Lane, Sheffield 6, wants
pen pals in the Sheffield area ; hobbies, correspondence club, ete.

Harold Barrett, 37, Hookfield Park, Epsom, Surrey, wants
pen pals ; boys’ books and sports ; age 11-16.
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THE TENDERFOOT WHO RISKED DEATH TO ROPE IN A BAD MAN!—

A Word of Warning !
§ " ISSEN, you ’uns!” roared Bill
Sampson. )
The Packsaddle bunch
listened. )

Small Brown might have told them a
dozen times over to listen and hardly a
fellow in the bunch would have tiken
heed, but when Bill Sampson talked
the most reckless and unheeding fellow
at the cow town school sat up and took
notice. )

Bill’s bronco, saddled and. bridled,
was at the porch. The headmaster of
Packsaddle School was going to hit the

trail that morning.. Quite a number of &

fellows were walting eagerly to hear
the hoofbeats of his departing horse;
for - when Bill was away discipline
generally dropped off the bunch like a
discarded cloak. Small Brown, the
teacher, did not enjoy life while Bill
was absent.

Instead of mounting his brone, how-

ever, Bill came striding into the school-
room, his quirt under his arm, a frown
on his rugged brow under the shade of
his ten-gallon hat. - He fixed a.grim
‘glare on the bunch. :

“Spill it, Bill I’ said Slick Poindexter

“Shoot !” said Mick Kavanagh,

“I'm telling you to lissen!” roared
Bill. “I guess T got to hit the trail for
Kicking Mule. I allow I’'m going to be
away most of the day. And 1 reckon
you ’uns are going to keep quiet and
tend to Mr. Brown ‘while 1 ain’t here
to ride herd over you.” ¢ ‘

Steve Carson winked at his friends,

THe Gex Lisrary:—No. 1,418.
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Slim Dixon and Poker Parker. If Bill
reckoned that Steve was going to keep
quiet while he and his quirt were at a
safe distance, Steve figured that Bill
was out in his reckoning. Steve was
only waiting for Bill to ride clear
before he started in to make Small
Brown wish he had never been born—
or, at least, that he had never travelled
as far as Texas looking for a teacher’s
job! Slim and Poker grinned back at
Steve. ’

Unluckily for Steve, Bill caught that
wink and knew what it meant. e

Siiiraimia

THE BAD MAN
FROM BAR-0!

By

FRANK RICHARDS.

made a stride towards the class, his
quirt slipping down from under his arm
into his hand.

Whack |

. Steve gave a fearful yell as the thong

whacked round  his shoulders. He
jumped up from the pinewood desk,
yelling.

Whack, whack!
- 'Slim  Dixon and Poker Parker
jumped up in their turn, roaring:

“Want some more ?” roared Bill.

“Aw, you pie-faced old gopher,
what’s biting you?” yelled = Steve
furiously. -

Whack !

“You squat 1” roared Biil. .

Steve squatted at once; so did Slim
and Poker. They glared at Bill—but
they did not want any more quitt.

“Now,” resumed Bill, “like I
allowed, I’'m aiming to hit the trail for
Kicking Mule, and I guess I want Mr,
Brown to keep order hyer while I'm
gone. You get me? Any guy kicking
up a rookus in this hyer school will get
his when I come back. And that’s a
sample for you to go on with, you
Steve.”

Steve- scowled savagely, but did not
answer. -The rest of the bunch sat very
quiet. With Bill in this mood, no
fellow in the cow town school was feel-
ing like arguing with him.

“Mr. Brown !” rapped Bill. y

“Yes, sir?”’ squealed Small Brown.

The little man blinked at Bill through
his horn-rimmed spectacles. He was not
looking forward to handling the bunch
while Bill was away. J

“I guess,” said Bill, “that the bunch
will know better than to hand over
trouble while I'm gone arter what L've
jest spilled; but if they do, you tike
a quirt to them, Mr, Brown. Got
that?”

“Oh, yes!” gasped Small Brown.

“What you grinning at, like you was
a Mexican monkey, you Carr?” roared
Bill Sampson.

Dick Carr, the tenderfoot of Pack-
saddle, jumped. He had grinned in-
volantarily at the idea of Small Brown



o

%

19

—ANOTHER BIC-THRILL YARN OF TEXAS SCHOOL ADVENTURE.

taking a quirt to the rough and tough
bunch. i S

“Oh!” he
Yarooooh !”

Whack |

Bill seemed to have a free hand with
the quirt that morning.. Perhaps he
wanted to make it clear to the bunch
what they had to expect if they handed
out the usual trouble while he was away.
A few.licks of the quirt helped:them ia
remember that he was coming back
later.

“Ow1” gasped Dick. “Wow 1”

Nobody else in the bunch ventured to
grin.. Bill glared round over a crowd
of serious, not to say solemn, faces.

“Any other guy in this bunch honing
for the quirt?” he demanded.

No answer.

“Waal,”” said Bill, “I guess I’ve put
you wise. Mr, Brown, I'm leaving you
to ride herd over this hyer bunch.
There’s a quirt on my desk, and I'll
say you want to handle it if they give
trouble.  You get me ?”

“Yes, sir I gasped Small Brown.

And Bill Sampson strode out of the
school-room, - the thick - pine planks
creaking under his heavy tread, and
mounted his waiting bronco.

There was a eclatter of hoofs as he
rode out at the school gate, and Hank,
the hired man, shut it after him.

“Bill’s gone!” murmured Slick
Poindexter.

“You said it,” murmured Mick.

Dick Carr rubbed his shoulder where
the lick of the quirt had fallen. He
liked and - respected - his headmaster,
much as Bill had astonished him when
he first came to Packsaddle. The
schoolboy from the Old Country had
never seen. a schoolmaster like Bill
before_he hit Packsaddle. But, though
he had learned to like Bill, he had not
learned to like Bill’s quirt. He wriggled
painfully as he rubbed his shoulder.

Small Brown eyed the class uneasily
as the hoofbeats died away on the
prairie. Bill had warned the bunch, but
Mr. Brown would not have been sur-
prised by the usual outbreak of uproar.

It did not come, however; for the
present Bill’s warning had its effect.
Steve Carson lounged in his seat and
let his school books slip off the desk to
the floor, evidently as a hint that he
was going to do no work. But if that
was the worst that Small- Brown had to
expect it was a relief to him,

Finding the class so unusually quiet
and orderly, Mr. Brown felt his con-
fidence revive. It was his ambition io
handle the bunch as Bill did—an ambi-
tion never yet realised.

“Carr!” he rapped out.

Dick looked at him.

“Sit still!” rapped Small Brown.
“How dare you wriggle about in your
seat in that manner! Sit still I

Dick’s lip curled. That was Small
Brown all over. He was afraid of Steve,
the bully of Packsaddle; he was not
afraid of the tenderfoot. So he had

“’I

stammered.

" picked on the tenderfoot to display his

new authority. Steve Carson, leaning
on the desk bchind him, put his legs
across his own desk; Mr. Brown did not
heed him.

Dick sat still. But the twinge in his
shoulder was rather severe. Bill had
a heavy hand. The tenderfoot was soon
wriggling again,

Small  Brown picked up the quirt
which Bill had so thoughtfully left for
him on the headmaster’s desk. He was
not going to put his authority to too
sévere a strain by laying it round
Steve’s legs as they rested on his desk;
be gave his attention to the tenderfoot.

“1 have told you to keep still, Carr!”
he said.

Whack !

Dick gave a roar as the quirt lashed.
© “Stop that!” he shouted. . -

“What — what?”’ squealed Small
Brown. It was almost the first time
that the tenderfoot had kicked. He
was, in faci, the only membér of the
bunch on whom Mr. Brown would -have
ventured to handle the quirt. “How
dare you, Carr! 1 shall punish you
severely 1”

Whack, whack ! )

Steve Carson chuckled. Some of the
bunch laughed aloud. Small Brown as
a cheap imitation of Bill' Sampson was
rather amusing. But it was not amus-
ing to the fellow who was getting the
quirt.

Dick jumped up, grabbed the handle

of the quirt, and wrenched it away from !
K, J * Hank was not famed for civility. But

Mr. Brown. .
He stepped across to the window and
flung it out into the playground.

Small Brown fairly shook with wrath.

“Carr!” he squealed. *“Go and fetch
that quirt at once!”

“Rats !’ answered Dick Carr.

“I order you——"

“ Rot !)3

“I shall report this to Mr, Sampson {”
squealed Small Brown—his last resouree
in time of trouble,

“Report and be blowed!” answered
the tenderfoot of Packsaddle, and he
went back to his desk and sat down.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ came from the bunch.

When Yuba Pete, a six-gun hobo,

holds up Packsaddle Schoo!l, he

thinks it’s his lucky day. But

he’s got another think coming—

as the boys of the cow town
school show him!

Small Brown glared at the tenderfoot.
He glared at the class,
“Silence !” he squealed.

“Aw, pack it up, you, Brown!”
grinned Pie Sanders. “You ain’t no
Bill Sampson, you ain’t, and don’t you
forget it!”

To which Mr. Brown made no reply.
It was only too clear that he was no Bill

Sampson. The lesson began—with a
laughing, talking class paying very
little attention to Mr, Brown. There

was no outbreak of disorder—Bill’s
warning lingering in the minds of the
bunch. But it was a very free and
easy time in the school-rcom that
morning.

Only Dick Carr was grim and worried.
He was going to be reported to Bill,
when Bill came back—as the only fellow
who had given real trouble while the
headmaster was away. He was feeling
strongly inclined to fetch in the quirt,
and lay it round Mr. Brown!

The Bad Man Blows In!
HANK, the hired man, stood look-

ing over the school gate, medi-

tatively chewing tobacco and

squirting the juice right and
left, when the stranger came up the
trail.

Hank looked at that stranger.

He was a big, powerful man—almost
as big and powerful as Bill Sampson
himself. He was dressed like a cow-
puncher, but his garb was old and worn

-hobo that he ha

and tattered and stained. The goat-
skin chaps were almost ‘in rags; the
stetson hat on his untidy, frowsy head
looked as if it had been picked off a
-refuse-heap..  The butt of a big Colt
peeped from the holster on his gunbelt,
‘The hired man of Packsaddle School,
as ‘he gave that stranger the once-over,
wished that Bill was not away. He knew
a “hobo” when he saw one, and this was
the roughest, toughest specimen of a
ever seen. - Hank
rather hoped that the tramp would pass

‘the gate and keep on to the cow town

farther down the trail. ,

But the hobo did not pass on. He
stopped at the gate, turned his shaggy,
stubbly face towards him, and fixed a
pair of sunken but very keen eyes on
him,

“Say!” he greeted.

“Mornin’ !’ answered Hank civilly,

it was wise to talk turkey to a ruffianly
looking tramp who packed a gun. -

““This here the school?”

“You said it.” ’

“I guess I’'ve heard of it,” said the

stranger. “Yep! Tl say so! Me,
I’m from the Bar-Q.”
_ “Fired?”’. asked Hank. The pilgrim
on the trail leoked as if he had been
fired a good time ago, and had roughed
it a lot since, . :

“You’re shouting!” agreed the man
from the Bar-O. “I guess I was fired
for gouging my foreman. VYep! TI'm
mentioning that 'm a bad man.”

Hank thought that he looked it, but
did not, say so.

“Right. on . to  the- burg!” he said.
“You’ll hit the Red Dog as soon as you
raise it, right on the plaza.”
©~ “I guess I.ain’t hitting no burg,”
said the bad man from the Bar-Q. “TI’ll
say 'm coming in for chuck. You got
anything to say agin it?”

Hank had nothing to say against it.
Hank was hired to split logs, sweep, and
make himself generally useful at the
cow town school—not to raise Cain witlx
hobos who packed guns. He shook his
head.

“T’ll say you’ll open that gate!” said
the bad man from Bar-O.

Hank hesitated a moment. The hobo’s
hand slid to the butt of his gun.

“Tll jest mention,” he remarked
casually, “that Yuba Pete—that’s me—
is pretty sudden on the shoot! You get
me?”

“Mr. Sampson will sure be mad!”
said Hank.

“Who’s Mr. Sampson when he’s to
home?” asked Yuba Pete derisively,

“He’s sure the schoolmaster.” :

“Trot him out,” said the bad man
from Bar-O, “and I'll fill him so full of
holes you can use him for a colander.”

Hank would have liked nothing better
than to trot out Bill Sampson had he
been there. Unfortunately he was many
a long mile away, on the ranges of the
Kicking Mule Ranch,

In silence, Hank opened the gate,

The dusty wayfarer tramped in,
Hank resumed chewing tobacco and
spitting. It was no concern of his.

Yuba Pete stared round him, under
his tattered stetson, and tramped on to
the schoolhouse.

At the porch he halted and roared:

“Say! Anybody to home?”’

Tin Tung, the Chinee, popped out of
the house into the porch, his almond
cyes almost popping out of his yellow
face at the same time. Tin Tung was
cook, and many other things at the cow
town school, and at present he was busy
tidying up Bill’s quarters.

“A doggoned Chink!” growled the
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bad man from the Bar-O. “Say, where’s
your boss?” o

“Mistee Sampson lide to Kicking
Mule,” answered Tin Tung. * Mistee
Blown in school-loom.”

“Git!”’ snapped the bad man.

He grasped Tin Tung by the neck,
whirled him out of the porch, and sent
him spinning into the playground.
Yelling, the Chinee sprawled there in
the bright sunlight, ) A

Having thus disposed of the China-
man, the bad man from Bar-O tramped
through the porch into the open door-
way of the school-room,

It was getting near time for chuck—
the school dinner—and little in the-way
of lessons was going on. Steve Carson,
Slim, and Poker were sitting on their
desks, swinging their legs, and talking,
Slick Poindexter and Mick- Kavanagh
were holding an argument on ‘the sub-
ject of the respective merits of their

roncos.

Domingo Duque, the Mexican school-

oy, was showing an interested group
some steps in the fandango of his native
country.  Dick Carr was almost the
only felllow who was sitting quietly at
his desk. Still, Small Brown, thankful
for small mercies, was glad that the
bunch were only careless and inatten-
tive. Bill’s warning had borne fruit.

There had been times when the bunch
had chased Mr. Brown out of the school-
room, pelting him with their books! It
was not so bad as that now.

At the heavy tread in the porch, and
a stetson hat against the sunlight, there
was a gasp of alarm from the bunch.
For a moment they figured that it was
Bill Sampson coming back, and there
was a rush to the desks. But the next
moment they saw that it was a false
alarm, .

“Aw, don’t you worry, you guys!”
drawled Steve Carson.  “I guess it’s
only a doggoned hobo horning in to
touch some galoot for the price of a
drink at the Red Dog.”

Yuba Pete tramped in.

Small Brown goggled at him in alarm
through his horn-rimmed spectacles.
Dick Carr stared at him in aston-
ishment.

Dick was getting used to Texas and
Texan ways. But the tenderfoot had
plenty to learn yet. This was the first
Tramps he had
seen in his own country—some of them
rough enough. But the armed and
desperatc tramp of the Wild West was a
new specimen to him.  He had heard
tales of hobos holding up some lonely
homestead or ranch-house for chuck,
and a lodging for the night. But the
reality was very surprising to him.

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Small
Brown in alarm. “What—what do you
want, my good man?”’

The bunch stared at Yuba Pete. He
was not so surprising to them as to Dick
Carr. He was not the first ruffian who
had horned into the cow town school.
But on other occasions Bill Sampson
had been there to deal with the situa-
tion. Small Brown was not the man to
deal with it.

“I'll say 'm Yuba Pete from the
Bar-0, and I guess I want chuck!”’
roared the bad man. “You the school-
master I”

“Oh, dear! The schoolmaster is
away—I am the assistant master!”
stammered Small Brown. “I—I—I will
give instructions for—for food to be
given you >

“I guess,” said Yuba Pete, “that I
can give all the orders I want, you guy
with the goggles! Say, you  ornery
young piecan, what did you call me
when you seen me horn in?”’
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He stepped towards Steve Carson. -

Steve, looking at him, rather wished
that he had not let that dangerous-
looking customer hear his remark. The
man was evidently a ‘“bulldozer” of
the toughest description, hunting for
trouble. Trouble with - a towering
ruffian, who packed a gun, was not what
Steve was honing for. But he was not
going to show the white feather before
all the staring bunch,

“I guess I called you a hobo,” he
answered. “And I'll say——"

Steve got no further. .

Yuba Pete made a grasp at him, and
Steve jumped back. But the grasp
closed on him, and he was dragged out
of the desk.

Lifting him in his powerful arms,
strong as a gorilla’s, the ruffian pitched
him headlong across the school-room.

There was a crash and a yell as Steve
hit the pinewood wall, and rolled on the
floor, knocked half-senseless.

Slim Dixon and Poker Parker moved
simultaneously forward as Steve was
seized. The next second they were
moving back—quick! But Yuba Pete
had noticed the movement, and his red-
lidded eyes gleamed round at them.

Smack, smack! came his big heavy
hands, and the two schoolboys. spun.
Slim staggered in one direction, Poker
in the other, and both fell.

“Wake snakes !” breathed Slick Poin-
dexter. “I’ll say that galoot is some
bulldozer, and he sure is the bad man
from Badtown.”

Three fellows were sprawling on the
floor, groaning and gasping. The rest
of the bunch eyed Yuba Pete grimly.

His hand was near his gun. Would
he burn powder if they rushed him?
That was what kept them back. There
were no cowards in the Packsaddle
bunch; but rushing on a loaded re-
volver, in a reckless hand, was not wise.

The bad man from Bar-O glared at
them.

“I guess you ’uns don’t want to shoot
off your mouths at Yuba Pete!” he
roared. “Say, you with the long laigs!
You got any more to spill ?”’

He glared at the sprawling Steve.

“Ow! Nope!” groaned Steve.

All the bunch looked at Small Brown.
He was twittering with dread. Bill,
had he been present, would have
handled Yuba Pete fast enough. Small
Brown was there in Bill’s place. It was
up to him. But Small Brown did not
pack a gun—almost the only man in the
Frio Valley who did not. He was, in-
deed, afraid of firearms. And, so far
from packing a gun, did not like to
touch one at all. But even Small Brown
felt bound to horn in when the hobo
started throwing his pupils about the
school-room.

“Please—please do not be violent, my
good man!” squealed Small Brown.
“I—I beg you to go away! Otherwise,
I shall call in the Marshal of Pack-
saddle, and—and you will be arrested.”

Bang!

The hobo’s gun leaped into his hand,
and he fired. Small Brown gave a
fearful yell as a strip of cloth was torn
from the only tail coat in Santanta
County.

Bang !

A lock of Mr. Brown’s scanty hair
went away with the bullet.,  Another
terrified squeal came from the teacher
of Packsaddle.

He made a bolt for the doorway.

“ Haw, haw, haw !” roared Yuba Pete.

Bang, bang! The gun roared twice
as Small Brown dodged through the
doorway.

The ruflian-was not shooting to hit,
but to scare. But he was utterly reck-

less, and one of the bullets took a strip
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of skin from Small Brown’s skinny leg
as he hopped out into the porch. If
the hot lead had gone right through
him, Small Brown could not have
uttered a more piercing -shriek.

He vanished across the playground
like a frightened gopher, darfed into
his cabin, and slammed the door, and
bolted it inside.

Yuba Pete roared with laughter.

He flourished the smoking revolver as
he turned to the staring bunch agair.

“Say, you guys want some?” he
roared.

“Not so’s you'd notice it, old-timer,”
said Dick Poindexter.

Dick Carr’s hand was on a ruler on
his desk. His eyes were gleaming. It
went sorely against the grain to allow
that frowsy ruffian to carry on with
a high hand at Packsaddle School. But
Mick Kavanagh pushed him back from
the desk.

“Forget it, you gink !”” he whispered.
“Say, you honing to pass in your checks
in a hurry?”’

It was not good enough. Dick
realised it. The man with the gun was
mas{cr—-at least, till Bill Sampson came

ack.

“I guess,” said Yuba Pete, *“that I’ve
horned in here for chuck. And I’ll say
that you guys are going to raise a few
dollars to help a guy on his way. Yep!
Here, you!” He beckoned to Dick
Carr. “You put me wise to where I
get chuck—pronto !”

Dick, suppressing his feclings, guided
the ruffian across the playground to
the chuckhouse. ~There, Tin Tung,
shaking in every limb, his slanting eyes
dilated " with terror, handed out the
biggest and best meal that the cow town
school could provide. Which the bad
man from Bar-O proceeded to dispose
of, with his revolver lying on the table
beside his platter.

Handling the Bad Man !

ICK CARR set his teeth.
“Are we standing for this?”

he muttered.
Slick Poindexter shrugged his
shoulders. Mick grinned.

From the open doorway of the chuck-
house Yuba Pete had a view of the
playground, and the bunch had a view
of him as he sat at his meal. He was
eating like a hungry coyote; but his
red-lidded eyes gleamed sharply under
his beetling bushy brows, and his Colt
was ready to his hand. That he would
shoot to kill if he was attacked, all
the bunch knew now. And though it
was certain that Marshal Lick would
get after him if he did, and very likely
run him dewn and string him up, that
was cold comfort to a fellow who
stopped a bullet.

“1 guess we got to stand for it, old-
timer,” answered Slick. “I’ll mention
that I ain’t walking up to that gun and
asking for what’s inside it.”

“You said it,” grinned Mick.

“Aw, let the tenderfoot cinch him !’*
sneered Steve Carson. “What's the
good of blowing off your mouth, dog-
gone you, you pesky gink? You don’t
dare to go near the guy.”

“He wouldn’t have chucked me across
the school-room as he did you, anyhow,”
retorted Dick Carr. -

Steve gave him an evil look.

“Waal, let’s see you handle him !” he
jeered. :

“I guess we could get help from the
burg,” said Slim. “But that guy would
sure burn powder if he spotted any
galoot breaking herd to beat it down
to Packsaddle, and it ain’t good
enough.”

“We're not standing for it!”’ said

Dick Carr,




n

EVERY WEDNESDAY

21

As Yuba Pete passed under the vs-iaiting, watching schoolboy above the porch, Dick flung the rope. The noose ssitled ovar

the bad man’s shoulders, and there was a roar of rage from the ruffian.

“Aw, can it!” snapped Poker Parker.

“Forget it, big boy!’’ advised Slick.
“He sure will hit the trail soon. And
I %uess T’ll be glad to see him go.
tell you he’s a bad man. We got to
smile.””

“What about your lasso?”

Slick gave a snort.

“Nothing about my riata, you geck!
I guess I ain’t roping in a guy with a
six-gun in his grip. Nope!”

“There’s Bill’s rifle in his room in
the schoolhouse,”” muttered Big Steve.
“If a guy could get a bead on him—"
Steve’s eyes gleamed wickedly.

“Cut that out!’ said Dick Carr
curtly.

Brute and desperate ruffian as the
hobo was, Dick shuddered at the idea
of shooting him down—an act of which
Steve was quite capable, and for which
few in Santanta County would have
blamed him. But Big Steve, though he
was capable of putting a bullet through
the hobo, did not like the idea of risk-
ing the six-gun. He made the sugges-
tion; but 1t was pretty certain that
Bill Sampson’s rifle in the schoolhouse
was_going to remain where it was.

“Here he comes,” muttered Pie
Sanders.

There was-a crash in the chuckhouse.
Yuba Pete, having finished an enormous

“meal, hurled the wooden platier at the

Chinaman who was submissively wait-
ing on him, Tin Tung’s yell rang
across the playground as he was bowled
over. After that act of wanton
brutality the ruffian came tramping out
into the sunlight.

The Packsaddle bunch watched him
uneasily. Small Brown was still bolted
inside his cabin, quaking with dread.
Some of the schoolboys had gone into
the bunkhouse to keep out of the
ruffian’s way. But there were a good

the rope.

: \
many in the playground. It was past

time for chuck, but nobody wag think-
ing of dinner. They only hoped that
the hobo, now that he had had his meal,
would go on his way. But Yuba Pete
was not prepared to go yet.

“Say, you!” He beckoned to Slick.
“You want to show me where your
schoolmaster packs his vroll, and you
want to do it quick!”’

Slick breathed hard.

A sign of hesitation was enough for
the bad man from Bar-O. He whipped
out his revolver, and fired at the school-
boy’s feet.

Slick jumped, just in time. A second
later and the bullet would have crashed
through flesh and bone.

Bang, bang!

“Jump you!” roared the bad man
from Bar-O.

Slick jumped actively.  The ruffian
was “fanning ” him with bullets, and
Slick knew better than to disobey. Ile
had to save his feet by jumping, and he
jumped quick. .

“Now you putting me wise ?” roared
Yuba Pete.

“T’ll say yep!” gasped Slick, only too
thankful that the rain of bullets had
stopped.

He led the hobo into the schoolhouse
and into Bill Sampson’s room there. It
was evidently the ruffian’s intention to
help himself to anything there was in
the way of cash before he hit the trail
again. And there was no one at Pack-
saddle to stop him, unless

“That does it!” said Dick Carr,
between his teeth. “That brute isn’t
going to rob Bill

“You figure that you're going to stop
him?” sncered Big Steve. -

Dick did not trouble to answer the
bully of Packsaddle. He cut into the
bunkhouse, where he kept his lasso.

But instantly Dick was dragging frantically on

In the use of the looped rope Dick had
made some progress, but he was not
nearly so skilled yet as the Texan boys.
Still, he could handle the rope, and he
was going to try.

But he was cautious. He was deter-
mined, but he was no fool. To face the
ruffian’s six-gun, or to let Yuba Pete
see him with the rope in his hands, was
to ask for death, or, at least, serious
injury. He knew only too well that the
ruffian would fire on him, reckless of
what damage his bullet would do. But
the tenderfoot’s brain worked quickly.
By going into the schoolhouse the ruffian
had given him a chance. It was a
desperate chance, for he knew that if
he failed—and he might fail—the roar-

.ing of the six-gun would come next.

But, desperate as it was, the tenderfoot
of Packsaddle was going to take the
chance.

Keeping out of sight of the doorway,
Dick Carr clambered up the side of the
wooden porch. The bunch, in the play-
ground, watched him breathlessly. .

They spotted his game at once—a
desperate game, yet with a promising
chance of success. On top of the porch
Dick held the looped rope ready. When
the hobo came out again he would have
his chance.

He would be able to make the cast, at
all events, before Yuba Pete knew what
was coming to him.

On that cast of the rope all depended.
He would have no chance for a second
throw if it failed !

If it failed he would come rolling
down to the earth with a bullet through
his body, and he knew it. ;

His face was pale and set, his cyes
gleaming with resolution, as he waited
for the hobo to emerge.

From within the schoolhouse came a
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sound of erashing and breaking. Yuba
Pete was smashing open Bill’s private
desk in his office. Bill had left it
locked, and there was no doubt that
there were dollars in it. Yuba Pete,
with a heavy stool in his hand, smashed
the desk to pieces, as the easiest way
of getting it open. .

Slick ~ Poindexter  watched  him
savagely. But he was powerless to
interfere. -

As the desk fell in pieces the grinning
ruffian groped in the wreckage. Bill’s
various private belongings were scat-
tered over the floor of the office. Yuba's
greedy clutch closed on a roll of bills.
There were two or three twenties, a
fifty, and a hundred—and Yuba’s eyes
gleamed with satisfaction over 'his
plunder. :

“By the great horned toad!” he
chuckled. “T'll say it was a lucky day
I hit this hyer school! Yep! And then
some !”

He thrust the roll of bills into a pocket
of his tattered chaps.

“Now I reckon all I want is a
cayuse,” he remarked. “And I'm men-
tioning that you're going to pick out the
best critter in the corral for me, you
young geck !” )

Slick gritted his teeth. The hobe had
struck Packsaddle School on foot. Had
he left on foot there was a very good
chance that he would be run down and
captured and forced to disgorge his
plunder. But if he picked out the best
horse in the school corral and burned
the wind there was little likelihood of
Santanta County ever seeing him again.

“Beat it, you!” he growled to Slick,
and Poindexter went out_ of the house,
through the porch, with the ruffian
tramping at his heels.

Slick emerged into the sunlight of the
playground, unaware that a pair of eyes
from the roof of the porch were watch-

ing.

After him came the burly hobo.

There was a deep-drawn breath from
the bunch as they watched. Steve Car-
son sneered. Hardly a fellow there
believed that Dick would have the nerve
to carry on, Steve least of all.

But he had the nerve—and he did!

As the stetson, on the frowsy head,
emerged from the porch and Yuba Pete
passed under the waiting, watching
schoolboy, Dick gritted his teeth and
flung the rope.

The open noose settled over the stet-
son hat and dropped round the bulky
shoulders of the bad man from Bar-O.

Instantly Dick was dragging frantic-
ally on the rope

There was a roar of rage from Yuba
Pete as the noose tightened round him,
pinning his left arm to his side.

But his right arm was free, and his
gun was in his hand. But even as he
whipped it up a fierce jerk on the rope
tumbled him over and he sprawled on
the ground.

He would have been up again in a
moment. But in that moment Dick Carr
leapt down from the roof of the porch,
fairly on him.

The schoolboy’'s boots crashed on the
sprawling ruffian, his whole weight
falling on Yuba Pete, knocking the
wind out of him.

“(Great gophers!” gasped Slick.

“Back up!” yelled Dick Carr.

His clenched fist smashed " into the
bearded, stubbly face as Yuba Pete
twisted round at him, snarling like a
wolf. He grabbed the ruffian’s gun-
arm and forced it down.

Had Yuba Pete been free of the rope
it would have gone hard with the tender-
foot of Packsaddle. But with the repe
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gripping him hard, pinning one arm,
the ruffian, powerful as he was, was at
a disadvantage, and his gun was forced
to the ground. It roared, as the hobo
pulled the trigger, the bullet skidding
along the earth. .

Fiercely and savagely, panting with
rage, Yuba Pete wrenched at his arm.
He would have got it frece in a few
moments, desperate as Dick’s grip on it
was.  But he was not given those
few moments.

Slick leaped on him like a panther.
His heavy boot crashed on the ruffian’s
hand, and the revolver flew from the
numbed fingers.

Mick Kavanagh
grabbed it.

Spluttering fury, Yuba Pete heaved
up. His left arm was still pinned by the
rope, but his right gripped Dick Carr
in a bear-like hug.

Crash! came. the butt of his own
revolver on the back of his head.
Crash! it came again. Mick Kavanagh
dealt the blows with all the strength of
a strong arm. .

And Yuba Pete, half-stunned, rolled
over helplessly. Then came the bunch
with a rush and a roar.

Hands grasped the writhing ruffian on
all sides. Steve Carson yelled to Mick:

“Burn powder, you gink! Put a
bullet through him !”

“Aw, forget it!” said Mick. o
guess we got him.”

“We sure got him dead to rights!”
grinned Poindexter.

Yuba Pete still wriggled. But his
wriggles did not avail him. The bunch
wound the lasso round him’ and knotted
it, and he lay on the ground, bound
hand and foot!

-Slick picked the roll of bills from the
pocket of his chaps.

“1 guess Bill will be glad to see this
agin!” he remarked with a grin, and he
carried the roll back into Bill’s office.

Yuba Pete was dragged to one of the
timber supports of the porch, and tied
to it with the end of the lasso. Leaving
him there, to wait for Bill’s return, the
Packsaddle bunch went grinning off to
chuck.

Dick Carr tapped at the door of Small
Brown’s cabin. A scared squeal came
from within .

“Go away! Oh, dear! Go away!”

Dick chuckled.

“It’s all right, Mr. Brown,” he called
out. “We've got the hobo fixed, and
you can come out.”

And he walked away to the chuck-
house for dinner with the bunch. But
apparently it scemed to Small Brown
too good to be true, for he did not
come out. It was a holiday for the
bunch, till Bill Sampson rode in at the
gate, when the sun was setting over
Squaw Mountain. Then, and not till
then, did Small Brown venture out.
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the Greyfriars Remove. Who the
culprit is remains a mystery. until—
Every “ Gemite *” should make a point
- of reading
“QUELCHY'’S EASTER EGG!”
By Frank Richards
the sensational school story ot
HARRY WHARTON & CO., in

THE MAGNET

©On Sale Now Price 2d.

darted in and

Yuba Pete Hits the Trail!

“ ARRY me home to die !’ *gasped
Bill Sampson. L

He stared at the wriggling
hobo ‘tied to the porch. |

The grinning bunch surrounded him.
A dozen voices told him what had
happened during his absence.

B"{lAnd who roped him%” demanded

ill.

“The tenderfoot!” grinned Slick. -

Bill looked at Dick Carr.

“Kid !’ he said, “I’'ll say you're the
goods! Tll say that you're all wool
and a yard wide and then a few! I'll
tell a man !” N o

Then bis eyes turned grimly on the

obo. h

“Ontie him!” said Bill.

Yuba Pete was untied.

“Hombre!” said Bill in measured
tones. “I guess you allow you're a bad
man! You allow you're some bulldozer !
I'll mention that I'm goin% to make
you feel like a small piece left on the
counter! I’m going to put you wisc
that you ain’t worth a cent, and that a
Mexican one! You get me?”

And Bill began.

For about three minutes, Yuba Pete
stood up to the heaviest and hardest
fists in gantanta County. Then he was
down on the earth, and preferred to
stay there.

Bill gave him a genial nod.

“] guess,” said Bill, “that I'd let
you run with that, but I got to put you
wise that this hyer school ain’t a healthy
spot for guys of your heft! I got to
make you plumb tired of horning into
Packsaddle 1”

Taking his quirt in hand, Bill pro-
ceeded to make the hobo plumb tired.
The bunch looked on grinning.

Yuba Pete did not grin! He rolled
and roared, and leaped and hopped,
and howled! The lashes of the heavy
quirt came down like rain! The hap-
less hobo made a wild break for the
gate. After him went Bill, still lashing
with the quirt, putting every ounce of
his beef into it, The gate was shut—but
that did not stop Yuba Pete. He was
yearning for the open spaces now !

He made a wild and frantic leap
over the gate. Crash! came the last
lash of the quirt, as he jumped. It rang
like a rifle-shot on the hobo’s back.
Over the gate went Yuba Pete, landing
in a yelling heap on the carth outside.

But he did not linger thére! He
was up in .a twinkling and running.
Down the trail went the bad man from
Bar-O like a runaway bronco, and he
vanished into the grass of the prairie.

Bill grinned.

“I guess,” he remarked, “that that
guy won't be in no hurry to hit Pack-
saddle agin!” }

And it was probable that Bill was
right !

“Mr. Sampson—sir !”> squealed Small
Brown.

Bill turned to him. -

“Uncork it, Mister Brown !” he said.

“T have to report Carr—"

“Hay?”

“Carr, for disorder in the school-
room—"’ .

Bill looked at him.

“Carr, what roped in that bulldozer
while you was playing possum in your
cabin,  Mister Brown!” said Bill.
“Carry me home to die!”

Bill took a grip on his quirt.

“@Git !” he roared.

Small Brown gave him onc startled
blink—and “got ” |

(Next Wednesday : ** KIDNAPPED!”
Don’t miss this first grand yarn of a
smashing series starring the Pacl-
saddle Pals. Order your GEM early.)
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GALLEY SLAVES T0 PIRATES | THAT’S WHAT BEFALLS THE ST. FRANK'S BOYS IN--
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Crash! The pirate galley rammed the Royal craft, and
for a moment all was confusion, and the air was filled
with wild shouts. ‘ Hold your swords ! ’’ roared Browne,

realising it would be little short of suicide to engage

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

such enemies.

The Pirate Galley !

IDDEN in the Arctic by an
almost impenetrable barrier of
volcanoes, Northestria and
Gothland, two countries belong-

ing to the Middle Ages, are at war. On
the side of the Northestrians are Nelson
Lee, Lord Dorrimore, and a crowd of
St. Frank’s boys, who were stranded in
the country when their airship crashed.
In the first skirmish against the Goth-
landers,. the Northestrians repel the in-
vaders, thanks to Nelson Lee, who has
been made commander-in-chief of their

» army. Meanwhile, Princess Mercia, the

L girl ruler of Northestria, has been sent
in the Royal galley to a place of safety,
with the St. Frank’s boys acting as her
bodyguard.

=

&« ‘N 7EI.AL, it’s all over bar shout-

the shouting,” grinned McClure. “In
fact, he’s doing it now. He’s a queer
chap, you know. Never satisfied ”

Edward Oswald Handforth was,
fact, indignant.

“I’m not saying anything about the
victory,” he snorted. “OQOur side has won
—and the enémy is routed. But where
did we come in? That’s what I want to
know !” he added grimly. “What part
did we play?1™ .

ing,” said Church eom-
placently. .
“Yes, and Handy’ll do

in

 We surrender !’

“The most important part of all, old
man,” said Nipper. .

“Eh? You silly ass—"

‘“We’re in. charge " of the Prineess
Mercia,” explained Nipper, “and we've
brréught’her through the danger zone,
and—"

“I know that, you chump!” 'inter-
rupted Handforth, with a sniff. “But
what about the fighting? We didn’t
even get a sniff of it. That’s what I'm
grumbling about. All the others have
had a hot time in battle, and we've
simply dawdled along in this giddy
barge, as safe as babes 1n a cradle.” |

All the fellows within earshot grinned
at Handforth’s complaint. So far as
they were concerned, they had nothing
to grumble at, and they were perfectly
content with the situation. - They were
not such fire-eaters as the war-like leader
of Study D, and they felt that they
had played their own part with credit-
able distinction. i

Princess Mercia herself was in high
spirits, and her eyes were sparkling with
excitement and enthusiastic joy. Those
brown eyes of hers had missed nothing
during the past few hours, and she had
every reason to be grateful towards these
enforced visitors from the outer world.

For Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore,
Umlosi, and the other members of the
ill-fated airship party ‘had saved
Northestria from utter and absolute de-
feat. -There was not a soul in that

quaint little country who did not give
“Lee the Lionhearted” full credit for his
masterly handling of the situation.

And now the crisis was over.

*Brothers, we can safely continue our
trip in the knowledge that all is well,”
remarked William Napoleon Browne,
the genial skipped of the St. Frank’s
Fifth. “We have done our bit, and
‘Brother William is safely in our midst.
Upon the whole, we have cvery reason:
to congratulate ourselves.” !

“Hear, hear!”

“ What-ho! Absolutely !”

Handforth thought fit to disagree.

“Rats!” he growled. “We've got a
fat lot to congratulate ourselves! We
left ! before. anything - happened, and
we've only looked at the batile from a.
distance.”

Nipper grinned.

“You’re. a bloodthirsty bounder, .
Handy,” he said cheerfully. “You’d
like to go straight back now; and charge
into battle, wouldn’t you? But it can’t
be done, old son. We’ve got our orders,
and we’ve got to carry ’em out. The
Princess Mercia has got to be conveyed
safely to Westwold Castle.”

Handforth made no.comment. In his
heart he knew that Nipper was right.
But it galled him to think that they had
just missed the most exciting part of the
grim engagement..;

And now the battle was over. -
Tre GeEM LiBRARY.—No. 1,418,
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The aggressive Gothlanders, under
their Overlord, Kassker the Grim, had
been turned back. The enemy fleets
were now scattered all over the lake, dis-
ordered and disorganised. They were
fleeing back to Gothland. Many of these
enemy ships were in view, and could be
seen from the Royal craft as it turned
towards a rugged river-mouth on the
Northestrian coast. "

“So far as I can see, we might just as
well turn back,” said Handforth, as he
stared across the lake. * Why should ‘we
take E’he princess to this inland fortress

* Mr. said Church
briefly.

“But things are different now,” said
Handforth. “The battlo’s over, so we
might just as well go back to Dunstane.
Now then, you chaps! Easc up! We'll
turn about and make tracks for the
capital ! And then we can hear all the
news'|”

“You ass!” muttered Church. “It’s
not your place to give orders.”

“I’'m captain of the bodyguard, aren’t
I1?” roared- Handforth.

“A  delusion, Brother Ted!” said
Browne, shaking his head. “I have
heard a rumour to the effect that you
once held that post, but you are now a
mere licutenant. - I am in command, and
thus far our voyage has progressed with
success. Pray do not make it necessary
for me to remonstrate.”

“You can go and eat coke!” said
Handforth gruffly.

“ A strange way for a junior officer to
address his senior; but no matter, we
will let it pass,” said Browne. “Experi-
ence has taught me that any argument
with you is  fraught with lurking
dangers. You shall have your own way,
Brother Ted. I graciously permit you
to have the last word.”

Handforth was so disgusted that he
didn’t want it. He took his turn at one
of the sweeps, and resigned himself to
the inevitable.

The princess, her brother, and her
ladies-in-waiting now appeared from the
well-appointed deck cabin aft, and they
were all looking happy. The young
princess felt quite safe in charge of theso
St. Frank’s fellows. .

The Royal craft was now swinging
round into a gorge between frowning
cliffs. They had reached thé& river which
led to Westwold Castle. More than one
of the Remove fellows felt that this trip
was a little more than they had bar-
gained for. It was hard work wiel.dm%
those great oars, and the vessel itsel
was by no means a racer. She plunged
along rather clumsily, answering slowly
to her helm, and sluggishly to the pull of
the sweeps.

“It’ll be a jolly good thing when we
finish this trip,” remarked Tommy
Watson, as he took a brief rest. “How
much farther is it to Westwold, any-
how ?”

“Two miles up the river, I under-
stand,” replied Nipper.

Tommy pulled a long face.

“ Against the current,” he grumbled.

“It’s not powerful—only just an easy
flow,” smiled Nipper. “I should think
it’'ll take us another three hours, at the
most.” )

“Begad !” said Sir Montie Tregellis-
West. “Three hours, dear old boy?
An’ we haven’t eaten for over four!
That'll make seven hours without a
feed 1”

“It was very thoughtless of them not
to pack up some sandwiches, and pro-
vide a few thermos flasks |” said Nipper
dryly. “Never mind, my lads! We
shall survive, I dare say. We’re fairly
into the gorge by now.”

The open lake had been left, and the
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Lee’s orders,”

>

rugged cliffs rose on both sides. On
this part of the. coast there were no
villages, for the land was barren and
rocky. There was no sign of human
life anywhere. ‘

At least, so it appeared at first. But
vefore the Royal vessel had progressed
another hundred yards a surprise came.
From beyond a jutting spur of rock
appeared a great galley, and the vessel
bore down menacingly upon the school-
boy knight-errants and their charges.

As yet, the strange galley was nearly
half a mile distant, having appeared so
dramatically from the rocks on the other
side of the wide cove. It almost seemed
that the craft had been lying in wait.

“Hallo!” said Stevens of the Fifth.
“Who's this?” .

“I don't know; but I don’t like her
looks,” replied Browne, staring across
the calm waters of the bay. ‘Brothers,
we must be ready for action.”

“By Jove!” breathed Nipper. “You
don’t suspect—"

“I may be wrong—I trust I am wide
of the mark—but I have a feeling that
there is dirty work afoot,” said Browne
calmly. “Seldom have I seen such a
sinister-looking craft as this.”

They were all staring at the approach-
ing vessel, and many of the fellows at
the sweeps relaxed their efforts in their
curicsity. It seemed incredible to them
that there could be any danger. Hand-
forth, in fact, laughed outright.

“Rats!” he said. “This is a North-
estrian ship, sent here on purpose to
guard the bay until we arrived, I
expect. You're not suggesting, Browne,
that she’s a Gothlander, I suppose ?”

Browne was looking very perturbed.

“Neither Gothlander nor North-
estrian,” he said significantly.

Handforth stared.

“There aren’t any
chump !” he retorted.
well as I do that—"

“A pirate!” broke in Nipper, with
a jump

“Exactly,” muttered Browne. “Such,
Brother Nipper, is my fear.”

“Oh, corks ! :

“A pirate |”

“Ods corsairs and galley slaves!”
ejaculated Archie Glenthorne. “I mean
to say, yo-ho for the Spanish Main—
what? Dash it, we shall all bo walking
the plank next! Life, laddies, is becom-
ing somewhat too strenuous for the
Pride of the Glenthornes. Absolutely |”

Handforth took a deep breath.

“Pirates!” he said tensely. “By
George! ~ Of course! I guessed she
was a pirate as soon as I set eyes on

others, you
“You know as

2

her! Good! This means a scrap!”
“You hopeless optimist!” snapped
Nipper. “What chance shall we have

against a galley like this? It’s over
twice our size, and she scems to be
swarming with pirates!”

The galley was now approaching with
greater speed than ever. That she was
a pirate ship became more and more
obvious Men could even be seen on
the gangway amidships, wielding heavy
whips, lashing the unfortunate galley
slaves at the sweeps.

Curiously enough, nobody had taken
the possibility of pirate intervention into
account. When Nelson Lee had sent this
Royal ship on her journcy he had feared
that the Gothland invaders would swoop
down in their thousands, and he had dis-
patched the St. Frank’s fellows in
charge of the princess at an hour’s
notice. None of the Northestrians had
warned him of pirates. On .the con-
trary, they had assured him that the
Royal <hip would have a free and un-
hampered journey. .

Tfor years prior to the recent enmity
the Northestrians and the Gothlanders
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had developed -a considerable -com-
merce, and trading ships had regularly
plied to and fro across the lake.

Naturally enough, perhaps, piracy
had developed at the same time-as the
commerce. Ior here was rich prey—
vessels laden with merchandise of every
kind. And so, speedy galleys had made
their appearance, filled with- armed
ruffians, their great oars wielded "by
slaves. Most of these slaves ~were
prisoners, men who had. been captured
from raided and sunken merchant ships.

But of late there had bcen little or
no traffic between the two countries,
“and the pirates had been having a lean
time of it. Their headquarters were
known to be among the rocky islets in
mid-lake, and it had been the custom
to swoop down suddenly upon unsus-
picious trading vessels.

But since this commerce had practic-
ally ceased, the majority of the pirates
had gone-out of business. Perhaps this
was why Lee had received no warning of
such a danger. Piracy, nowadays, was
almost dead. Practically only one
galley of this type was known to exist,
and even then, oinly rumours of it
reached the capital. But the simple
fishermen of the coastal villages wcre
in no doubt. For this particular pirate
galley had made a habit of raiding the
mainland for supplies.

Possibly this was the very galley!

In view of all tho turmoil on the lake
—the clash of the opposing fleets—the
pirates had sought refuge in this gorge.
She was no warship of the ordinary
type, and she wanted.to escape the
chance of being embroiled in actual war-
fare. It was an ill chance that had led
her commander to seek shelter here.

“She’s a pirate, all right!? said
Nipper grimly. “If it comes to a fight,
you chaps, we shall be done. There's
not an earthly chance of beating them
off. We didn’t come prepared for
trouble of this sort.”

The Princess Mercia heard echoes of
the alarm. And she was now looking at
the approaching galley with deep con-
cern. Her two native ladies-in-waiting
were visibly affrighted, although the
Moor View girls were far more curious
than scared.

“Is there any danger, your Majesty ?”
asked Irene Manners wonderingly.

“I fear so!” replied the princess.
“Tor this galley is surely a pirate!
We thought not of such dangers when
we set forth.”

“Oh, but surely they won’t dare to
attack us?” asked Doris Berkeley. “It’s
too absurd! They must know that
they'll be caught and executed if they
dare anything so rash. It’s more in
their line to raid helpless villages.”.

- “But see!” said Mercia, pointing.
“They come apace !”

There was no denying the aggressive
appearance of the galley, for she was
now only fifty yards away.

Men could be seen waiting on her
bulwarks, ready to spring aboard the
Royal barge at the moment of contact.
Raucous orders were being shouted, and
the motley throng of ruffians out-
numbered the bodyguard by three or
four to one. :

“Oh, what can we do?” asked Irene,
in alarm.

“Tear not |” said the princess. “They
will not dare harm us.”

“We'll fight!” roared - Handforth
excitedly. “Get ready, you chaps! As
soon as these rotters try to board us,
slam into ’em !”

“Hear, hear!”

“St. Frank’s for ever!”

Some of the fellows abandoned their
oars and reached for any handy object
that might serve as a weapon. 1'or now,
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at the last moment, it was clear that
a fight was inevitable, and equally clear
that flight was impessible.

i' William Napoleon Browne pursed his
1ps.

“Stay I” he shouted.
us?

“What ?7” yelled a dozen juniors.

“We must surrender!” shouted
Browne. “Steady, brothers! When
these brutes come aboard, make no
attempt to hinder them 1

“Youw're mad!” gasped Handforth.
“You're off your rocker !”

“Let them take

—

A Startling Discovery !
BUT Browne was very sane, and he

was proving his qualities as a
leader, as compared with the
excitable Handforth’s.

For this was indeed a case where sur-
render was wise, and in no way
cowardly.

Browne had seen at one glance that
fighting would be fatal—that resistance
would only lead to unnecessary blood-
shed. What good would it do if half
these youngsters gave their lives for
absolutely nothing? The pirates were
so overwhelmingly superior that a defeat
was certain.

Far better, then, courageously to sur-
render.

Nipper agreed with Browne whole-
heartedly, and so did such fellows as
Fullwood and Reggie Pitt. It went
against the grain, but they could see the
futility of a fight. As members of the
bodyguard, they were all armed with
swords. .

But they were opfgosed to at least a
hundred pirates—ruffians with pikes and
other deadly weapons. It would be
little short of suicide to engage such an
enemy as this,

Crash !

The pirate galley rammed into the
Royal craft, the idle oars of the latter
being smashed to matchwood. In a
second the air was filled with wild and
alarming shouts.  Confusion reigned.

“ Hold your swords!” roared Browne.
“We surrender !’

“’Tis well !” shouted the pirate leader
as he leapt aboard. “Thou art wise in
such a decision. Remember my orders,
men ! None of these young puppies is to
be harmed.”

Browne sighed.

“Alas!” he murmured. “It seems,
then, that we could have had a smack
at them, after all. They didn’t mean to
perform their little massacre, in any
ease. Life is full of such blows.”

There was no fight—although, of
course, Handforth ignored all orders,
and went into action on his own. He
was lucky to escape alive, for he was
beset by a dozen pirates, and he was
quickly disarmed and subdued.

The young princess had remained ncar
the doorway of her cabin throughout,
watching the scene with wide eyes. She
had gone pale, but otherwise she held
herself well in hand, Irene & Co. just
watched with breathless excitement.

“What is this ?” murmured the prin-
cess suddenly. “In faith, do mine eyes
deceive me, or is it a truth? -Siegan!
Tis Siegan, as I live!”

The pirate commander turned, and
swept off his hat. o

“We meet again, fair Majesty ! he
said mockingly as he bowed. *“But me-
thinks this time the circumstances are
more favourable. Thou art in ho danger,
so let the colour return to.thy pallid

" cheeks.”

The princess’ eyes blazed.

Eastwood League.

ST. JIW'S OFF THE GOAL
STANDARD.

Forwards_rail Against
Abbotsford.

By George Figgins.

St. Jim’s dropped & valuable point by
only making a draw with Abbotsford.
As I missed the first penalty kick I have
ever missed in @ League match, perhaps
I ought not to have too much to say
about the shortcomings of cur forwards.
With 8t. Jim’s and St. Frank’s running
neck and neck for the championship,
we hoped for an easy victory against the
not-very-impressive  Abbotsford team.
Tom Merry led off in hopeful fashion,
banging in a first-minute shot which just
grazed the crossbar. Blake immediately
brought the Abbotsford goalkeeper to his
knees with a real ‘‘ stinger,” and Lowther
was unlucky with a shot which a full-
back deflected. The referee awarded us a
penalty kick for “ hands,” which I took—
shooting wide, & thing I haven’t done for
ages. That began our chapter of mishaps.
Lowther was elean through, but lifted
the ball over the bar. D’Arcy shot wide
when well placed, and even Tom Merry
caught the habit and * ballooned” a
really easy centre from Digby. Fane
and his Abbots troubled Wynn a little
in the second half, and for a brief period
we were on the defensive. Fatty was as
safe as ever—and it was Tortunate he
was, since our forwards were still peppering
the enemy’s goal fruitlessly when the
match ended. Just one of those days.

‘monopolised the
-that they eclipse
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ST. FRANK'S RECORD SCORE.
Redclyffe Routed. .

While the St. Jim’s forwards were
failing against Abbotsford, it was a very
different story at Redeclyffe, where St.
Frank’s were playing. The Redclyffo
defence’ was completely overrun by
Nipper and his fellow forwards, and the
St. Frank’s attack had a real joy day. i

Curiously enough, Redelyffe scored first,
Judd, their centre.-forward, netting in
the first five minutes. But after that
there was only one team in it. When the
interval arrived, St. Frank’s were leading
six—one, Nipper having scored four and
Travers two. ) i

After the change of ends St. Frank’s,
continuing to play delightful football,
ame to such an oxtent

‘their first -half per-
formance. The Redelyffe goalie must
have got tired of taking the ball out of
the net. Ten times he had to do it, Nipper
putting the ball there twice, Travers
twice, Pitt twice, - Tregellis-West three
times, and Watson once. .

Just near the end of the game, Redelyffs
made one of their rare attacks, and Judd
succeeded in scrambling the ball into the
net for the second goal. When the final
whistle went, St. Frank’s had won by the
record scors of 16—2 1! ) ‘

FULL RESULTS.

0 ABBOTSFORD 0

2 ST.FRANK'S 16
Nipper (6), Wat-
son, Pitt (2), Tra-
vers (4), Tregellis-

ST. JIM’S ...
REDCLYFFE
Judd (2)

: West (3)
GREYFRIARS 8 CLAREMONT 2
HIGHCLIFFE ‘1. ROOKWOOD 1
RIVER HOUSE 3 RYLCOMBE

GRAM. SCH. 3
ST. JUDE’S 3 BAGSHOT 1

“Y fear not a cur such as thou!” she
retorted proudly.
Siegan the Slim scowled.

“’Tis idle talk!” he snapped.

“You
are all my prisoners, and ’twill go ill
with any of these boys if they attempt
mischief.””

“Siegan the Slim!” shouted Hand-
forth, staring. “The rotter I smashed
in combat ! The ex-captain of the body-
guard !” .

“Yes, by Jove, the same man !” said
Nipper. “We wondered what had be-
come of him—and now we know! He’s
turned pirate ! .

Siegan, a man with vicious-lcoking
eyes, nodded.

‘“ Ay, pirate !” he agreed.. “ What else?
Thou knewest naught of my escape from
prison, good Majesty! Ay, ’twas well
concealed from thee, I doubt not! An
outcast and an outlaw, to whom could I
turn but to these good friends of the
lake? And now, by the bones of Sarus,
’tis my hour I . "

There : was something . sinister in his
tone. This man had been the captain
of the Royal bodyguard, and Hand-
forth had defeated him with his bare
fists. Since then, none of the St. I'rank’s
fellows had given the man a thought.

‘But here he was—an avowed pirate,

and obviously the leader. = -
" Most of the crew were Gothlanders,
as the juniors could see by their bestial
faces. Others werc Northestrians, how-
ever—rogues who had been driven out
of decent society by their very habits.
This motley mob, indeed, represented
the scum of both races. :
And Siegan’s present activity could be
guessed.-at, o o
In all probability he had been hiding

in this cove by mere chance., Recog-
nising the Royal -barge, however," his
quick brain had decided upon a sudden
coup, and so he had seized the vessel
and all her company. .

“Thou art rash, Siegan!” said the
princess quietly. “It were better for
thee to order our release. Naught but
disaster will overtake thee—"

“I know what I am doing, my proud
Merecia !” interrupted Siegan sneeringly..
“By St. Attalus! The boy is here,
too,” he added in a gloating voice. “The

young Oswy ! -’Tis a greater coup than

I anticipated! Marry, but my triumph

will be complete !

“You idigt!” roared Handforth.
“You’ll all be wiped out for this! If
you dare to harm any of us—"

“A . murrain . take  thee!’ snarled
Siegan, turning upon him with blazing
eyes. . “Thou art the youth! I have full
reason to remember thee, thou cur ! And
well shalt thou suffer! = My memory is
good’!”? '

Church and McClure and the other
fellows were alarmed, for they half ex-
pected to see Handforth done to death
on’the spot. ’ This man naturally had a
terrible grudge against Edward Oswald.
But Siegan included all these boys in
his enmity, it seemed. His expression,
as he looked them over,” was proof
enough of his evil ‘designs. .

And, while this was taking place, Irene
& Co. were acting in a somewhat curious
manner. Far from accepting this
situation with plucky reserve, they were
fairly whimpering with fright, clinging
to ‘one another like helpless children.
And_ more than one St. Frank’s fellow
was looking at them in wonder. ’

The girls presented a sorry picture.

* "7 ToE GiM LibraRY.~No. 1,418.
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- Sobbing and whimpering, they weid
clustered round the princess, their cyes
large with terror, their limbs scarcely
stable enough to support them. .

“My only hat!” muttered Handforth,
as he stared.

“Ass !” whispered Church.
bluffing !” .

“Eh? What the dickens—"

“They must be!” insisted Chu.rch,.’
“They wouldn’t act like that otherwise.

IHandforth looked relieved, but he was
very puzzled. Why were the girls
behaving as though they were bereft of
all courage?

The reason was not far to seek.

Irenc & Co. had decided that it might
help them, later on, if they made a big
sretence of being helpless.” They would
}JO treated with contempt, and thus they
might escape indignities that would
otherwise be heaped upon them.

“They're

The Schoolboy Galley-Slaves !

IEGAN THE SLIM turned to a
S group of his subordinates, and
gave them some muttered orders.

The men regarded him askance.

“Well, fools,” snarled Siegan, “what
ails ye?” .

«iis a risky thing, bold Siegan—"
began one of them.

“By St. Guthrie! Am I to be ques-
tioned by such scum as thou?” roared
the pirate chief. “Out upon thee,
Aspar! Do as I bid, or ’twiil go hard
with thee! I am here to be obeyed!”

The man turned aside. scowling. It
was fairly obvious that the rank‘und file
of the pirates were alarmed. They did
not like this enterprise at all. It seemed
to them, likely enough, that they were
deliberately running their heads into a
noose. To seize the Royal barge and all
its occupants was a feat they had never
bargained for. R

What would be the inevitable result?
A vast uproar throughout the wholo of
Northestria—a grim search for the cap-
tives—and death to their captors. And
how could this one pirate craft hope to
defy, not only the Northestrians, but
these accursed strangers, with their own
uncanny craft? Certainly, it seemed to
Siegan’s followers that the proceeding
was rash. . ‘

But Siegan the Slim was perfectly at

ease.

“Think ye I am mad?” he asked
gruffly. “I know what I do! There will
be no danger—but wealth! By this one
stroke we make ourselves secure for life
—ay, and gain high favour, too!”

. He said no more than that, but in-
sisted upon his orders being carried out.

The Royal bodyguard was helpless—
much to their chagrin. But even Hand-
forth was now realising that William
Napoleon Browne’s attitude was the
correct one. At least, they were all alive
and unharmed. On the other hand, had
they shown fight, it was a certainty that
they would have been slain. Siegan may
have given orders that no blood was to
be shed, but in a desperate fight these
pirates would not have remembered such
unnatural instructions.

“Things look very bad, my lads.”
murmured Nipper. “But we can’t do
better than maintain old Browne's
policy. We'll take a tip from the girls,
too, and pretend to be scared out of our
wits.”

“TIt goes frightfully against the grain,
old boy, but I suppose you're right,”
said Archie. “I mean to say, we'll
make these dashed blighters think we're
a platcon of milksops, what? Good
gad! The old Glenthorne blood rises
against it, but it’s got to be done.”

Tuae Gey LiBrary.—No. 1,418.

“Rot!” growled Handforth. “I'm
going to take a smack at Siegan as soon
as I get near him!”

“Handy, you'll be crazy if you do!”
urged Church.  “Can’t you see there’s
no sense infighting when the odds are
all against us?”

“0dds!” retorted Handforth. “1
never count the odds1”

“I know you don’t,” said Church
bitterly. ‘And one of these days you'll
never count anything else, either! Be
reasonable, Handy! These pirates are
armed with swords and cutlasses and
pikes, and goodness knows what else.
They're double our size. and they're
three to one against us. They’re all
murderers—pirates who have been prey-
ing on trading ships for years! We're
lucky to be alive now, so we don’t want
deliberately to ask for trouble.”

Handforth grunted. Not being exactly
devoid of wits, he knew that the others
were right. But he felt that it was
necessary for him to oppose them—if
only for the sake of argument. Edward
Oswald was one of the best chaps in the
world, but occasionally he could be exas-
perating to a degree.

As it happened, he had no chance to
argue further.

Siegan the Slim was giving more
orders, and a number of the pirates
were hustling the St. Frank’s fellows,
and edging -them towards the side of the
vessel.

“Over with ye!” roared one of the
men. “Aboard the galley, ye puppies!”

Curbing their inward fury, the St.
Frank's crowd tumbled over the bul-
warks of the galley, and were there
seized upon by other pirates.  They
were placed in groups of five as they
came. .

In the meantime, activities were afoot
among the galley-slaves. A number of
these .hapless wretches were being un-
chained, and the movement was a sig-
nificant one. The juniors watched, with
a dim suspicion of what was coming.

This pirate craft was a galley of the
recognised pattern—similar to those
deadly vessels which were once the
scourge of the Mediterranean—manned
by corsairs, with Christian slaves at the
oars. .

There were slaves here, too—men who
had been captured for the purpose.
They were a pitiable-looking lot. Each
great sweep had five men to it, and all
were chained to their seats.

Right down the centre of the galley
ran a wide gangway, with the oar-pits
on either side. In all, there were twenty
oars—a hundred slaves to propel this
ship through the water. Up and down
the gangway strode the burliest of the
pirates—armed with cruel lashes. Every
slave was bare to the waist, and mauy
of them bore ugly scars across their
backs.

Princess Mercia herself was not
spared. She was transferred to the
galley, too, with Lady Githa and Lady
Elfrida, her two native companions.
The Moor View girls were taken aboard
immediately afterwards. And all were
escorted into the galley’s great cabin
by Siegan himself.

Many of his men were now manning
the Royal barge, and the unchained
slaves were being hustled across to take
their places at the captive vessel’s oars.

And into their vacant seats the St.
Frank’s fellows were theust.

“Pis well I” gloated Siegan. “Chain
them tightly, my bold henchmen! Let
them have a taste of the whip, too.
Never did I hope for such sweet revenge
as this!” )

“T.00k!” murmured Irene Manners,
as she peered through the window of the
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cabin. “Look, Doris! They’re chaining
them all to the oars!”
« “The brutes!” said Doris hotly.

Don’t worry, Renie—they’ll pay for
this before long!”

“I hope so,”said Irene quietly. “But
how can we be sure? I believe they're
going to take us out to those islands!
Or—or perhaps—" She paused, and a
itartle,z,d expression came into her eyes.

(‘)‘hg she went on. “I wonder?”

You wonder what?” asked Mary
Summers.

“Why, don’t vou remember?”
breathed Trene. “Wasn't there some
talk of Siegan being a paid spy for
I&asskei.‘? Perhaps hc means to take
us all into Gothland—prisoners! And
th‘{}t's why he is so confident!” :

" There’s nothing like being cheerful !’
said Doris dryly. “So we might be
taken into Gothland, eh? What a lovely
prospect 1" )

All the girls knew that Irene had made
a shrewd guess, and the prospect was
(:I}Ollgh to alarm the' stoutest heart.
Siegan’s complacency scemed to indicate
that he planned something deeper than
& mere act of piracy. .

The Gothlanders were routed—flying
back in disorder to their own land. But
what a reversal of the whole position
if the Princess Mercia and her young
brother were taken by the enemy!

Siegan’s Plan !

[ 00D gad!”
Archie Glenthorne gazed in
dismay at his delicate, shapely

wrists. Rough iron cuffs had
been clamped about them, and he was
securclv chained to the middle section
of one of the great oars. With him,
two on either side, were Nipper and
Tregellis-West, and Ralph Leslie Full-
wood and Clive Russell.

All the other fellows were chained to
other sweeps in the same way—five
apiece. Four of the powerful oars were
thus manned, the other sixteen, of
course, still being in charge of the
slaves.

A miserable. wretched-looking crew
they were! Long weeks of hardship had
reduced them to craven, spineless wrecks
of humanity. None had shaved since the
first moment of their slavery, neither
had their hair been cut. They were
matted, dirty, and altogether repulsive.
Not that this was their fault, poor
beggars! Chained to those. oars, day
in, day out, life had ceased to be life,
and had become a tortured existence.

Siegan the Slim came down the gang-
way, and surveyed his new slaves with
open exultation.

“So-ho, my fine striplings!” he jeered.
“A taste of hard work will do ye good,
I dare swear! And. i’faith, ve shall
work now! Beshrew ye for the mis-
chievous brats ye are! Work—work
until ye drop! That's the order!”

Most of the fellows had sense enough
to keep quiet, but the irrepressible
Handforth, who was nearest the gang-
way, glared defiance into Siegan’s face.

“All right—jeer away!” he snapped.
“It's your turn now, you ruffian, but
ours’ll come soon!”

Siegan roared with laughter.

“Ho, ho! Bold, fine words from a
galley-slave!” he gloated. “Fool !
Thinkest thou there will be any escape?
Naught but death will release thee from
this bondage!” N

“We'll see about that!” roared Hand-
forth fiercely.

“Thou wilt!” retorted Siegan. “Now
these padlocks are fastened around thy
wrists, . death alone bringeth their
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release. Thou art a galley-slave, and
there is no future for a galley-slave
except slavery !”

‘You're mad !’ said Handforth, as he
continued to glare into Slegans face.
“Just wait until Mr. Lee or Dorrie gets
to hear of this! They'll sweep up with
the motor-boat, or the acroplane, and
you'll be w 1ped out !”

‘Hear hear |’

“Good for you, Handy !

Siegan the Slim scowled viciously.

- “I fear nét thy friends, young cur!”

he snarled. ““Ere they can know of this
affaif, we shall bé in safety. Silence, or
‘twill go ill with thee! Iinough of this
insolence ! Thou art-a slave, and——"

“Rats!” retorted Handforth. “I'm
not afraid of )'ou,' you snake !”

Thud ! ) o

Siegan’s heavy boot swept out, and
the point of it caught the unfmtunato
lidward ‘Oswald on the side of his head.
Ho reeled, and his face went deathly
pale, only to flush crimson.

“You coward !” he panted dizzily.

Handforth wrenched madly at his
chains, but it was useless.

‘Il pay you back for that!”” he mut-
tered. ‘“By George! I shall, get my
chance before Iong—’

“Don’t, Handy—don't!”
Church, in" alarm.
him again.”

It seemed that Siegan the Slim was
about to deliver another murderous
kick, but he thought better of it, and
laughed jeeringly.

“I waste my time!” he snapped.
““What manner of fool I am to converse
with dogs of slaves? Hey! Come, yo
carrion!” he ‘added, beckoning to a
group of pirates. ~“Hither with the
vhips! Let these young pups taste the
lash if they work less hard than their
fellows !”

Sxegan walked away, and most of the
juniors took a  little ‘breath of relief.
They had been half-expecting a tragedy,
for Handforth was a reckless idiot at the

best of times.

“You'd better go easy, Handy, old
man,”” said Nipper, from the next oar.
“We’re helpless now, and there’s no
sense in inviting trouble,”

“Are we pgoing to take this lying
down, then?” asked Handforth thickly.

“Steady, Ted!” broke in Willy
soberly, “How the dickens can we do
anything when we’re chained down?
You’ll only get one of those whips agross
vaur shoulders if you keep up this atti-
tude—and that won’t help us, will 1t7
This is one of those cases \\helo we've
got to possess our souls in patience, as
some Johnny once said. Strategy, my

R

breathed
“You'll only goad

son !”’

“By George !” said his major, with a
start. '

. “*Of course, you'd thought of that
already,” went on Willy cunningly.
“There’s nothing like strategy, Ted.

We'll pretend to be scared into fits, and
we’'ll eringe and crouch down whenever
Siegan comes near us., He's a conceited
iool and we can bluff him as easy as
fallmg off a form. That’s your game,
isn’t it? That’s the idea you've got in
mind, . eh ?”
Handforth gave another start.

“Bluff him, eh?” he whispered. * By

George, rather! That’s just what I was

planning in my own mind! Then, per-
haps, we might get a chance—"
“Exactly!” said Willy, nodding.

“The girls are doing the same. stunt,
and there’s just a chance that we might
be able to turn the tables later. on.
We've got to use our brains here—not
our muscles. . Think of Irene, too. - How
can you get to her aid if you get laid
out by another of Siegan’s kicks?”

Handforth took a deep breath.

“Yes, we'll pretend to be terrified,”
he murmured. “When Siegan comes by
again, I'll eringe down and yelp like a
frightened mongrel !”

Willy winked at the juniors who sur-
rotnded him. And they wisely said
nothing.  The Third IFormer - had
cleverly brought his major round to a
sensible point of view.

And Siegan in the mﬂantmw
talking.

In fact, he was talking too much. The
glamour of. his victory had got into his
head, and he could rot resist the oppor-
tunity of revealing his plans to his chief
victims. He anticipated no miscarriage,
so spoke freely.

“Let not thy brow be worried, good
Mercia !’ he was saying to the princess.
“No harm will come to thee or thy com-
panions. ‘Tis my aim to adopt a simple
and old-fashioned method. Thou art
to be held for ransom.” *

He spoke familiarly enough; indeed,
his tone was insultingly so. But the
princess caught her breath in with a
momentary note of relief. And her
ladies-in-waiting listened eagerly.

“Ransom.?’ said Mercia. . “Theu art
hold wreteh !

“Boldness in a pirate is a neccssary
qualification,” retorted Siegan.

“And thinkest thou there is any
chance for thee?”” went on the princess,
contemptuously. “By my faith! A
ransom, forsooth! What manner of
folly is this? Thou wilt do better to
release us whilst thy head is still upon
those worthless shoulders of thine !”

Siegan grinned with triumph.

. “Perchance thou didst not undelsiand
my statement,” he said softly s
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not to Ethelbert the Red that I shall go.
1 require no ransom from Northestria.”’
fue princess opened her eves wide.
“Not—not Gothland? You won't
hand us to Kassker the Grim?” she
faltered, momentariiy staggered.

“Who else?” asked Siegan the Slim.
“I bargain with Kassker—and none
other !

Princess Mercia had turned pale.

“Thou wilt bargain with Kassker?
she 1cpeate(l, in a husl;y voice.

“Av, to be sure!” said the pirate.
“With whom else? Kassker the Grim
will pay a  wondrous price for such
hostages, I doubt not. I will make an
offer to Kassker to hand him not only «
prince and a princess, but full twenty of
these stranger youths! Could better
hostages be secured ? And what of these
young ladles'” he went on, indicating
Irene & Co. “Ay, I am well provided
for such bargammg 1

“You would never hand us over to
ihe enemy!” shouted young Prince
Oswy, his voice shrill with anger.
“And ihou a Northestrian!”

“Pah " ‘snarled Siegan. “I am

0

naught ! An outlaw—a pirate—a man

whose head would .not rest on his
shoulders for a day if he set foot ashore !
A Northestrian! I? Nay, I prefer to
throw in my lot with Kassker’s tribe !”

“You traitor!” cricd the princess
scai hmglv

“Tis t1uo 7 cried Siegan, without a

tremor. “Didst thou not spurn me,

and appoint one of these stranger )outm
in my place? ’Tis now my turn, proud
\[uua, and thou wilt see that my re-
venge 1s, bitter ! By the bones of Offa!
“Tvwill mean. wmplete victory for Goth-
land ~without' an invasion, since Ethel-
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tress, and guarded by thousands of men.
And if any attempt is made to rescue
us, Kassker will threaten to have us

killed,
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Lert must surrender in order to save thy other Northestrian - \ull surrender  his
wecks from the chopping-block couutry to Kassker ! L
He turned aside and went out. . “But they'll be foxgod to do s0,” said
Irene quickly. ‘“Don’t you see? They

“8o that's his dodge!” said Dorls v (6w s all to diel They'll bein

Y . e T
B“l‘ol" The- awful rotter ! He's™ Gich a position that suncndcr will l)e
going. tu hand: us oxer to thc Goﬂ}‘. the only possible course.’

landers “for a ‘hiige price, and gell lug 4 Can they not save us flOlll thh

own country fate 7 asked the Lady Elfrida timidly.

The young priucess proudly held up “#\We'can hope for it, but I don’t'think
ber head. . . there’s a single chancc replied Doris,

“Siegan is over-confident.”’ she de- with shrewd conviction.s “You can be
dared. “ Neither Ethelbert nor any “sure we shall be taken to an inland for-

8 <00

~angry bellowing came from the distance,
. Y # Oh -1 thought I should be killed & Oh i
BARRED BY T“E SGHODL' path instead of the footpath?”. asked
Arthur  Augustus, - “It  was awfully
weekless, you know !”
Ethel coloured, -
“I did not know the bull was “14‘10 e
she said. She would not explain w by
she had avoided the regular footpath.
But Lovison broke in:
“Miss Cleveland did
other pdth, becume she saw me waiting

(Continued from puage 16.)

- Loud bellows came from the disap-
pointed bull, ;and they could hear hum
yacing up and. down on the other side
of the fence, cov 1dont1\ sceeking fo an

not tvdké the

opening. .
Clousin- Ethel “ont oser Levison st fie there,” he S’lld “She ran into ddn!’t
lay panting. - to“dr\;demc o
“Yon—you have saved me!” she D oRe .
sitad : : aved H ““I am sorry, Levison!” said Ethel
§ simply.

Levison staggered lo his feet.

“Let's got put into the voad. Ile may
pet through sonichow ™ he gasped,

“Yes—yes ! Quick!”

Levison laug,hud gmml\

“You mneedn’t be sorry,” he said.

“You were quite right. The last time
vou ‘let me speak to you I told you a
pack of lies about a friend of yours, and

33

They ran across the weadow which you were qiite. right to leave me,alone.
bj{’pgu}u‘t(‘d{ ih(\m‘flogxll‘ th’:‘ road, .m(} Only—this time—it was something: 01\(,
ambered over a stile. As they stood 1 ined to speak lbout—onl\ it LlO(.‘ n't

safe in Wayland Road, a bunch of St

Ji o 16 sight, running as “matter now. ‘
fmtl ] “mo} 3] (?mc ml i 1\] \1}1}1'111(\:,,( as’ Tepm osorry. I “avoided vou,” s 2
if for their lives om Merry & (o, (ousin Ethel—“very sorry! It was

had scen Ethel's danger from the far
distance, and they were running to ber
aid as they had never run on the ciider-
But they would have
late  but for

very,

did, Tt was brave and noble.”

h for a prize.
ved too late—too

923

of me, either?” said Levison, with one
of - his old, unpleasant grins, - =

Levison, “Don’t speak < bitteyly  mnow,”” said
The juniors muuo 1mnhn'f up, Tithel.  “T am grateful, and I chall
“Iithel, deah g'\ —_—— never forget your courage.”

o “Are you hurt” . “Yaas, wathah !  said ~ Arihur
T'm all'right now,” said Ethel. “I'm  Augustus D’Arcy. < Levison, deah boy,
10t hurt.” may I have the honour of &lml\mr* you
“Thank “OOC“I(‘E:‘ dealr gal?”’ by the hand?”’ i
“But—but for Levison——" said Levison grinned. ¢
fitlel. She shaddered as  the deep, “Have you forgotten that I'm in:

.<>‘<>.<> < 0<>0-0<>0<-0 <->.<>0<>.®.<>

“My deah gal, why did you take the .

very brave of you to .act as you.

“And you wouldn’t have expected it

landers’
be“sealéd.”’
S My pom connln
prlncess bloLcnlv :

o - i il

”

(Another pow e)ful
this great serial next wee
miss the fm'"wr adventures of the- Si.
I'ranh’s boys in the hands of pirates. )
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Coventry,
the school?" he demanded.

“Yaas,”” said D™Arcy firmly.  “I'm
. going” to forget that, and all thesc
fellows are - going - to forget it, too. .

You're not such a wottah, after all, and
you're mot 'in “Coventwy any longali,
aftah savin’ my cousin’s life.”

And the swell of St Jlm shooh hrands
with Levison.

“We all say thc same,” saul Tom
“Merry. “Ble=’~cd if- I-know whether
this will last in you, Levison, but after
what you’ve done, you ought to have a

chance.: The scntencu of Cov cntry is all
over, of course.’
“Yes, rather !” said Figgins, Umugn

with something of an' effort. *And
thmo s my fist on if; if you like to take
1t. - "
“ And mine 1 said Redfern,
Levison, with a very strange expres
sion upon- his face, “shook Tiands -all
round with Tom Merry & Co., Lou=m
Ethel's face beaming.
“I'm so glad!” she said softly.
And the party walked back
school on the best of terms,
best of spirits,
- And the St Jim’s fello“:,, when mcy
saw themn come in, were amaized to see
Arthur -Augustus .D’Arcy, sthe swell of
St Jim's,” walking “arm rm in the
. most amicable way with lho cad of the
Fourth, .. whom .. hé, had,” judged ‘and
sentenced.when Levison was kicked out
of tno schoo]’ . d
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L. A. STEBBING,. 28, Pean Road. London, N W °

addressed  to

«rv Tull Course, 5/-.
lars I‘r% —FRANK B. HUGHES,
GUIANA, CHILI, P];R'iI’\ ete. |-
M 211 pusm"c request  appro- be
ad 6d. r.0.)—

J. B. ORLEY
REAM’S BUIL DINGS LOVDON B.C.4.
THAMPTO N ROW,
ND C.1
(AD
A, EASTICEK, 22, BQURNEMOUTI-:L !

STAMMER]NG' Cure yourself as I did. Particu-
ON, W.
BANKSIDB ROAD.
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All apphcatlons for Advertisement Space in this publication should

the Advertisement Manager, The GEM,

Printed in Great Britain and publishéd cvery Wednesday by the Proprietors, The
* London, ;E.C.4. Advertisement offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, London,

Post.” Subscrw%lon rates: Inland . and Abroad, 11s. per. annum; 5s. 6d. for six months.
Gordon & Goteh, Ltd and for South Africa: Central News Agem‘v Ltd.—Salurday,

Amalgamated Press
R

Sole
April 20th, 1935, 'LL i

The Flectway House, Farringdon -Strogt,
‘lcd for- transmission by Canadian Magazino
gents for A\:stmha and \ow anand SN

R




