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The Schoolboy Who Vanished Without a Trace from a Haunted Room—

T

Tem mm
a9 I the soene of the murder was bel

CHAPTER 1.
Gussy Gets the First Snowball !
OM MERRY came into his study
at 8t. Jim's, his face glowing
with exerciso and excitement,
here were patches of white upen
his overcoat, which began to steam in
the warm :tmmphom of the study. Out-
lldo in the old quadrangle of 8t. Jim's,
he Decembor night was setting in, dark
l.nd wintry, but in that study in the
8hell passage of the Behool House the
scene was very bright and coay. A big
fire buriied in the grate, and the dnnmng
flame glimmered in reflections upon the
window:panes and tho glass doors of
the bookease and upon the erockery on
the table.

Manners and Low.her were in the
study—the former laboriously extracting
jam from the extreme reccsses of an
exhausted jar and ladling it into a
clean soapdish ; the latter making toast,
with a face uimnst as red as the fire
itself,

Monty Lowther turncd his ruddy face
round !'lom the fire as Tom Merry
tramped in, breathing like steam,

Tom Merry jerked off his overcoat
and tossed it into the armchair, Frag-
ments of snow were scattered over the
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tea-table as he did so, and Manners
grunted.

“Careful, you ass!™

“It’'s come |” unnounoad Tom Merry.

“Not Christmas?” asked Lowther
humerously. “I wasn't expecting it for
two weeks yot."

'om Merry laughe 1.

“No, ass! The :now!”

“Snow |"

Monty Lowther dropped toast and
toasting fork and ran to the window,
He jer ﬁed up the lower sash and looked
out into the darkening quadrangle. A
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W hoever sleeps in Nobody's Study
mysteriously disappears . . .
spirited away by a spectre monk

. leaving his clothes behind
to tell of his fate! Such is the
legend of the haunted old punish-
ment-room of St. Jim's . . . And
great is the shock to the school
when the legend is borne out—a
junior vanishing into thin air,
with his clothes left lying on

the floor!
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From the silence came that fearful sound
mmm-u paled, and oven as Tom looked

strong gust ot wind brought tiny snow-
ﬂahl whirling into his face,
“My hat! You're right!
mowmg I
Shut that window {” roared Manners,
“The tablecloth's going !"

The gust of wintry wind swept into
the study and it lifted the corner of the
cloth on the tea-table and blew it out
like a sail,

There was o clgiter as teacups and
saucers rolled over one another,

Manners made a wild cluteh to save
them and knocked the milkjug into the
soapdish he had beon so carefully filling
with jam, then hulyn led,

“You ass. Shut that blessed window 1"

Slam !

Lowther jammed down the sash and
lumm] mund gleeful |_V

“8now 1" he said.

It’s

“Snow, my sons |
And it looks as if it's going to last,
We shall be ab]e to snowball the New
House kide—eh 1’

“We shan't get any jam for tea|”
growled Manners, “Look at that!”

The jamdish was swamped with milk.
Monty Lowther looked 'at it, but he
seemed quite undismayed,

“Never mind the jam, old son!” he
umd cheerfully.

But I do mind!" roared Manners,

“I've been scraping it out of that giddy
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jar for ten minutes or more, You
ass !”

“Tt's snowing 1"

“Obh, blow the snow!"  enorled
Mauners, *“You finished that toast yet?
Kangaroo and Cilyn are coming to tea,
and they'll be here any minute—and
perhaps Gussy.”

“Nearly finished,” said Lowther, re-
suming with the toasting fork. " How
ri})ping to get a heavy egnowfall now!
Hark at the wind "

“It's going to be a stormy night,”
said Tom Merry, “It's not Christmas
vet, but it's real Christmas weather, by
Jove | There's enough snow on the
giddy  window-sill  for  snowballs
already.”

Monty Lowther jumped up, his eyes
dancing,

“Good egg!” he exclaimed, “T can
hear Gussy in the passage. Let hin
have the first snowball of the season!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lowther rushed to the window; he
pushed it up, and there was u rush ol
wind, and the tablecloth filled out again,
and there was a fresh yell from the
worried Manners. He held down the
cloth with both hiands, Monty Lowther
scraped the snow from the window-sill
in his hands and kneaded it into a ball.

Footsteps were coming along, and the
Terrible Three knew well the light and
elogant  tread of  Arthur  Augustus
D'Arey, the sweli of the Fourth Forin,

“Ready 1" murmured Lowther,

Tom Merry chuckled.

The most eclegant form appeaved in
the open doorway of the
study.  Arthur  Augustus
D'Arcy jammed his eye-
glass into his eve and sur-
veyed the Shell study with
his lofty gaze.

“Bai Jove! It's vewy
windy here——" he began,

Whiz !

Biff |

“Yawoooh !"

“Han, ha, ha!”

The snowball
deadly aim and
into  fragments
aristocratic nose o
Augustys D'Arey,

Y“Bai Jove!

The chums of the
velled,  Arthur
staggered  back into the
passage, gasping, his eye-
glass fluttering at the end
of its cord.

Monty Lowther almost
doubled up in excess of
mirth at the surprise por-
trayed in the face of the
swell of 8t Jim's.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! You feahful
wottah 1"

Arthur. Augustus came
into the utudﬁ with a rush.
Before Lowther could rise
to the occasion the arms of
the Fourth Former were
thrown around him and he
was whirled round in the
Br'“p of Arthur Augustus

Arcy.

flew with
smashed
upon the
Arthur

Giwoogh 1"
hell
Augustus

“You awlful wottah—"
“(iroogh 1" gasped Lowther. “Leggo !
Oh "

“TI'm goin' to give you
thwashin'=——" .

Monty Lowther struggled frantically
to release himself.

Tom Merry and Manners were laugh-
ing too much to be able to come to his
assistance.  Lowther made a mighty
effort and hurled D'Arcy backwards,
but the Fourth Former clung to him
and dragged him over,

Crash !

Both of them erashed into the tea-
table. There was a ery of alarm from
Manners and he sprang forward—too

a feahful

ate !

The table went flying, and there was
a terrific crash as crockery and pro-
visions went to the floor together, and
in the midst of them rolled Monty
Lowther and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

CHAPTER 2.
Jammy !

‘“ Al Jove!”
“Ow 1"
“Ha, ha, hal”

Merry.

The shock of the fall Lad separated
the two combatants, Arthur Augustus
D'Arey sat up in the jam, and gasped
for breath. Monty Lowther rose to his
knees in a dazed way, with one knee
in the butter and the other in the

roared Tom

marmalade,

|
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“ON!" he gasped. “Ow! You fear-
ful ass—"
“You awful wottah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ehricked Tom Merry.

“ Blessed if I can see wheve the cackle
comes in!” roared Manners. “Look at
the crockery! What are we going to
have for tea?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(iet out of that jam. Gussy!
are vou sitting in it for?”

“What 7" shricked D"Arcy.

He leaped wildly to his feet. He
scraped his hand along his elegant
trousers to ascertain the amount of
damage done, and brought it away
covered in jam. He twisted round as
if he were trying to tie himself into a
knot to survey the damage.

“Ha, ha, ha!" panted TLowther.
"\\’Eu he sitting in the jam? Ha, ha,

“Yes! And you're kneeling in the
butter and the marmalade!” growled
Manners,

“What?" yelled Lowther.

He leaped up as if he had been
electrified. Jam and marmalade and
butter were clinging to the two juniors
in chunks: and certainly they were not
likely to be of any more use for the
tea-table,

Tom Merry threw himself into the
armchair, gasping with merriment. It
was worth the loss of the jam and the
marmalade and the butter to see the
cxpressions upon D'Arey's and
Lowther's faces as they looked at one

another,
“Oh! You
chump 1”

“You dangerous lunatie !"

“If you hadn't thwown
that snowball at me——"

“If you hadn't rushed in
like & mad bull—"

“I wefuse to be com-
pared to a mad bull |”

“ Look at my bags!”

“Look at my trucks!”

“My word !" said a voice
at the door, as Kangaroo of
the Shell looked in, with
Bernard Glyn looking over
his shoulder, *“Is that a
dust? Go it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Weally, Kangawoo——"

“Gro it!"” said the Corn-
stalk junior encouragingly.
“Weo've come to tea; but
there doesn’t seem to be
much tea, We'll have tho
duet instead !

“I wegard you
ass !"

Tom Merry rose to his
feet, with tears of mirth in
his eyes,

“Gussy will be the death
ol me some day!” he said.
“He came along just in
time to get the first snow-
beoll of the season. Then he
wrecked the study! We
were lucky to escape with
our lives!”

“Wenlly,
Mewwy——""
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“There's some more grub in the cup-
board,” said Tom Merry. “But I don't
know what we shall do for crocks,
Perhaps you chaps can bring some
along. I think Gussy is going to
quiet now |" {

“You uttah ass! I'm goin' to change
my bags|” .

“Good! Yon ean keep the jam!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus gave Tom Merry o
look of speechless indignation and
walked out of the study, Kangaroo and
Bernard Glyn making plenty of room
for him-:to pass—he was very jammy
and very sticky!

T'om Merry and Manners set the table
to rights again, and the two guests
cheerfully brought along crockery from
their own study, :

Monty Lowther retived to clean him-
sclf. He had more cleaning to do than
D’Arcy, but he was back in the stud
long beforo the swoll of the Fourth
came down from the dormitory.

Tom Merry & Co, sat down cheerfully
to tea in the study. Outside, the wind
liowled through, the bare branches of
the elms and round the ancient chimney-
pota of the old School House. Snow in
thick flakes dashed against the window-
panes and piled op the sill,

“What jolly good luck to get a snow-
fall1” said Kangaroo. “Wo don't get
this in my country at Christmas-time!"

“It's the first fall of snow in the
year,” said Manners, “According to
the legend of 8t. Jim's, that's the time
when the ghost begins to walk.”

Kangaroo chuckled.

“QGood! We'll have a look in the
haunted room as we go up to bed to-
niglln't. and sce if tho ghost has turned
up !

P Ha, ha, ha!” .

There was a sound of footsteps in
the passage. Tom Merry had left the
study door open, in order to see Arthur
Augustus D'Arey as he came down, He
did not want the swell of St Jim's to
miss his tean through Monty Lowther's
little joke.

Arthur  Augustus passed the open
doorway, with his aristocratic nose held
high in the air., Thero was a general
shout from theMiuniorl round the tea-
table in Tom Merry's study.

“Gussy 1"

Arthur Augustus paused,

“Did you addwess me, deah boys?”
he asked loftily.

“Yes. Aren't you coming to teal?”
asked Manners. “We've laid in sar-
dines specially for you, becanse you're
so fond of whitcbait 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Woally, Mannahs—"

“Come in, Gussy!”

“T wefuse to bweak bwead with
Lowthah unless he apologises for his
wotten conduct |” said Arthur a\uquntm.

“Oh, wo can arrange that,” said
Monty Lowther,

“If you apologise—"

“Not at all! But you can cat the
hread whole, without breaking it,”
suggested Lowther,

The juniors shrieked. .

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jammed his
monocle into his eye and gave Monty
Lowther a glare which ought to have
shrivelled up that humorous youth upon

t; and, the said apol bein
bcgoa and, the sai B?ogy

of the said study. I therefore apologise
in the name of Montague Lowther, and
express the regret of the said Lowther
that he acted in the manner of a gadgy
made

the said head of the study, the =aid

offence is now cancelled, and may be D'A

considered as not having happened, and
therefore—" °

“Waeally, Tom Mewwy—"

"'l’herclorc, ou may come into the
said study, and partake of the said tea
and the said snuﬂncn,” said Tom Merry.
“Gentlemen, I appeal to all of you
whether the said l|)0]03¥ is not satisfac-
tory to the said D'Arey "

‘“Hear, hear " i

“Vowy well, deah boy !” said Arthur
Augustus Sruciously. “1 accept the

apology
" Tgo said apology,” said Tom Merry.
“Yaas, Ans l‘lfcome m to tea.”

And Arthur Augustus sat down at the
tea-table with his sweetest smile.
CHAPTER 3,
A Sudden Alarm!

OM MERRY & CO. were very
cheerful. The wild weather out-
side scemed to make the Shell
study wmore cosy and bright

within, 3 e

Arthur Augustus was in high good-
humour, and he told the juniors that he
would sing a tenor solo after tea. The
offer was not received with enthusgiasm.

Jack Blake and Herries of the Fourth
came along the pa and looked into
the study, Di%hyI followed them, The
three juniors shared Study No. 6 with
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, and they had
missed the elegant junior.

“Oh, here you are | said Blake cheer-
fully. “How lucky you chaps are,
having tea=—and 1 see you've got
sardines !”

“Quite a stroke of luck!” remarked
Digby. “We should have had sardines
if we'd had tea—only we happen to be
ntonx." ) )

“Are we going to raid the tea, or to
be invited int" said Hervies,

Tom Merry laughed,

“Walk in!” he said. “This study is
in glrnnt funds just now, and we're
simply rolling in—"

“Bardines | said Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“(Good egg |” said Blake, pulling out a
box, and taking o seat upon it—the
available chairs all being in use,
“We've been walking up and down the
Houso secking what we could devour.
Wo had a pressing invitation from
Bkimpole.”

Horries stared.

“Bkimpolet”. he said. “Skimpole
didn't have anything to eat.”

“1 didn't say he had, ass! But he
invited us into his study to hear him
read out a chapter of Professor Balmy-
crumpet on Determinism—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1" .

“He said it was food for the mind,
which is superior to food for the body,”
Blake remarked. *“ But we were looking
for food for tho boly.
dines.”

“And the ham,” said Dighy.

“ And the cake,” said Herries.

“Pile in!” said Tom Merry
vitably.

l.c'u; wathah!  And buek up, deah

Pass the sar-

llﬂ‘-ﬁ
boys !

« What's the hurry?” demanded
ake.

tho spot.  But it did not have that
offect; Monty Lowther only smiled Blak
hlmd'y.

“Lowthah, I wegard you as a silly te

asa |”

“It's all right, Guesy!” said Tom
Merry, “As head of this study, I have
authority to apologise for nnbyz occupant
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s !.‘m goin' to sing a tenah solo aftah

a.

“My hat! Put the brake on, you
fe vek.podal 1 od Digh

“ Back-pedal I” murmur ighy.
“Ha, ha, ha 1" e

And Arthur Augustus turned his eye-

The Gem Library

glass indignantly upon his chums. It
was too bad, when the Bhell fellows were
willing to endure the tenor solo with
E‘lnenoc. that his own chums of the
'ourth should behave in this way.

fellows—"

“ Weally, began

.

you

rey.

“I shall keep this tea on till supper-
time,” said Blake, “I hope there's
cnough grub to last.”

. "1 wegard you as an ass, Blake. And
if you are not finished, 1 shall ging a
tenah solo without waitin' for you, as
soon s Tom Mewwy is finished.”

“(o slow, ’1‘mnmy1;f implored Blake.
in

“Ilurri' is a bad t at any time,
especially at this time. glow and steady
dooes it.”

“Hear, hear |”

Tom Merry laughed, Arthue

Augustus did not laugh, e rose from
the table, and began to make some littlo
preparation for the tenor solo, Ho
oleaved his throat by a succession of
%uour ‘little coughs, which made Jack

lake turn round towards him with a
look of alarm.

“ Have Pfou got a cold, Gussy!” he
asked, with concern,

“Certainly not 1”

“You musin't sing if you've got a
cold, you know.”

p oullly, Blakes—"

“You'll damage your voice, to sry
nothing of our enrs—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway shut up, Blake |"
~And Arthur Augustus gave anothor
little cough.

“I am goin' to sing fwom memowy,"
ho said. "I did not think of bwingin'
any musie. 1 suppose it won't be pos-
sible to have any accompaniment?”

1 could accompany you, if you like,”
said Lowther politely.

“With what instwument, deah boy 7"

“The poker—on the fender.”

“You uttah ass|”

“Buppose you accompany him to the
haunted room, and lock him up there,”
suggested Blake. “It's time for the
ghost of 8t. Jim's to begin prowling
round now, you know, and Gussy might
be able to lay the ghost. No runaonn%l
ghost would think of facing Gussy's
tenor solos.” .

“I wefuse to listen' to your wotten
wemarks, Blake. If we were not in
anothah fellow's quartahs, I would give
you a feahful thwashin’, You fellows
tell mo what you would like mo to give
you.

“You can_give me some more sal-
dines,” said Blake,

“You uttah ass!”

“Well, I'd rather have sardines than
solos ln{ dnﬂ."

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Pway don't eackle, deah boys, Now,
pway shut up, while I get my note. I'm
oing to sing an awia fwom ‘' Wigo:
ettoll "

Arthur Augustus solemnly tapped o
tuning-fork upon the mantelpicce, and
listened, with his head a little upon ono
side,  He tupTud again, and then
cmitted two or three most peculjar littlo
yelps from his throat.

lako jumped up in alarm.

“Water—quick 1" ho gasped, “Ilc's
choking !”
“You ass!” shricked D'Arey. “I'm

not chokin’ 1”

“What are you doing, then?”

“I'm gettin’ my note.”

" Oh,‘.' said Blake, sitting down again,
“my mistake | I should recommend you
to change that note, Gussy !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

D'Arey did not deign to reply. Ife
yelped again once or twice, and then
was apparently satisfied with the note,
for he started quite suddenly upon the
tenor solo,
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‘" Bal Jove !
Arthur A“uttut.
flow from

| : |F’”|I |'I

sy, (L0

It's vodhwlndy in here——"' began

The snowball
onty Lowther's hand with deadly aim,

and smashed into fragments upon the aristooratic

““Yawooh ! "

nose ol D'Aroy.
Qwoogh !’

* La donna e mobile,” sang D'Arcy.

“La what is what ?” demanded Blake,
in surprise,

“La donna e mobile,
Qual pium al vento,
Mut d'accento——"

There was a sudden interruption.

The door of the study was flung
violently osen and Bkimpole of the
Shoill li“s}:e! g ngh e

* Help 1" he gaspe " |

“Bag Jove !’

Crash |

Skimpole had rushed right into the
tenor soloist, and he threw his arms
round Arthur Augustus D'Arey to save
himself,

D’'Aroy staggered, and fell under
Bkimpole's weight, and rolled over on
the carpet, and S8kimpole rolled over on

D'Arcy.
“Ow! Bai Jowl Oh "
“Ha, ha,

CHAPTER 4.
What Did Skimpole See ?

KIMPOLE sat up He was con-
fused by the sudden shock, and
his spectacles had slid down his
nose, and he blinked over them in

a bewildered way at the juniors,

In his confusion of mind, he did not
notice that he was sitting on D’Arcy’
head. But D'Arcy did, and he gurg od
and gasped sulphurousiy.

Oh!

“Gro-o-oh! Wow! Draggim
w I"

o roared.

“fowl!

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Dear me |” gasped Skimpole.
“8it tight 1” gasped Blake. “ You're
5tn|npluf the lenor solo!l Don't move !”
ha, ha!”
o 4 (n\oogfn Dwag the idiot off!
\l
\Iv dear fellows,” gasped S8kimpole,
“I've had such a fearful fright! 1

say—— Yarooch!”

Bkimpole had not meant to say that.
I.I(I-] leaped into the air with a fiendish
" “What's the matter?” asked Tom

‘\[crry. in_surprise,
w! I'm bitten1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy sat up, with
tousled hair and flustered face, gasping
for breath.

“You fwightful ass!”

“Ow 1"

“Bai Jove!l I'm almost suffocated !
I'll give you the most feahful thwashin'
you have evah had, you awful ass!”

“Owl! I'm bitten!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey serambled to
his feet. The tenor solo was forgotten
now. He pushed back his cuffs, and
made a wild rush at S8kimpole. Bkim-

ole dodged round the crowded table,
alling over innumerable feet, and
Arthur Augustus pursued him furiously.
More feet got tomehow into Arthur

:{ustuu D'Arcy's way, and he stumbled

rolled over.

“Blake, you ass!” he roared. “ Keep
your nlll: eet to yourself |”

a

Keep lnm off |” gasped Skimpole.

“Oh dear! I'm quite out of breath!
Is there anything the matter with
D'Arcy ?*

“Hha, hn ha 1"

"Unlv a little uttyl" said Monty
Lowther, as he helped up the gasping
swell of 8t. Jim's, “He's often taken
like that; you mustn’t rmnd

» Wonllv, Lowthah

“8it down, Gussy [” said Blake.
“Don't mind 8kimmy. S8kimmy’s gntly.
you know--same as you arel here

nugl:r. to be a fellow feeling between
you 1"

“Weally, Blake—"
“Oh, you fellows”
“I—I've had a fearful fright |

say, the=—=the ghost——""

“The what 1"

“The ?hout g

Tom Merry laughed, .

“Have you scen the ghost, 8kimmmy "

“Yes!” gasped Skimpole. “I-—I've
seen it! I—I1 never believed in ghosts
before, you know; their existence
ca:molt be demonstrated by scientific
rules

“Cheese it!” roared Blake. "Don't
give us Professor Balmycrumpet at
second-hand ! Talk English 1”

“My dear Blake, I am endeavouring
to e (rlnm in the most concise language
suited to your understanding,” said
Skimpole, whe from the long study of
soientifio ks, hcd a language that
was all his own. “Pray do not inter-
rupt me, and I will oxpllm the aihazing
ocecurrences |”

“Nothing under four syllables !" said
Monty Lowther, holding up his I\n or.

Tue Gex Lipnary.~No. 1,
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“Ha, ha, ha* 3

“My dear Lowther, this is a serious
matter | I have seen the ghost! I've
always regarded the ghost of 8t. Jim’s
as the outcome of a fevered imagina-

tion,”

“And you've seen the giddy phantom,
Bkimmy%‘ rinned Tom Merry.

“Yes” impole glanced nervously

at the open door. “It—it was terrible!
I shall never laugh at ghost stories
aganin! I—I am very much alarmed |”

“Bai Jove " said Arthur Augustus,
restraining his wrath as he saw that the
genius of the Shell was really in a state
of alarm., “You are a feahful ass,
Bkimmy 1"

“What have you seen?” demanded
Blake. ;

“1 was passin
study,” gasped
room, you know,
thinking of the

the door of the empty
kimpole—* the haunted
could not help
host as I passed it, as
you know that tho old story says the
ghost begins to walk at 8t. Jim’s when
the first snow falls. And—and as

passed the door I heard a sound in the

room.

“Might have been somebody in
there, mgiontod Digby. .

“1 thought of that, my dear D_:rby.
1 approached the door, and as I did so,
I heard a fearful groan from within,

“My hat!”

" Youn'g Wnlﬁ playing a jape on you,
perhaps,” said Manners,

.'I‘l opened the door—" gasped Skim-

o,
PnMonty Lowther held up his hand.

“Gontlemen, this is where you thrill,
Got_your thrills ready!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pray do not _interrupt
Lowther, I opened the door——"

“Groogh!” ejaculated Lowther.

“1 opened the door—"

“How many times did you open the
door 1" demanded Blake,

“Only once, my dear Blake.”

“You've said that you opened it three
times.”

“My dear Blake, I opened the
doar__"

“Four times,” said Blake, counting on
his fingers.

“T opened the door and gazed within,
It was quite dark, only a little light
from the window. Suddenly there was
a iroang so near that I jumped. Then
I—I—" Bkimpole gnsp«j at the fear-
ful recollection, * I—I—"

“Yes," said Blake. “You—you—"

“I—I saw it!”

" Bai Jove IJI

“A dark form that rose before mel!”

asped Skimpole., “I jumped out of
the doorway into the passage. had
the presence of mind to close the door
after me, and T turned the key in the
lock, You know the key is always kept
in the outside of the lock, as the room
is used as a punishment-room. I turned
the key, and—and—"

“You locked the door?” asked Monty
Lowther,

me,

“Yes, yesl”

“And bolted ?”

“Yes, I bolted,” said Skimpole. “It
was_awfull”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “If
Skimmy really locked the door on the
outside, the cilup who was playing the

fh“t. must be still locked in the room,
t will give him a fright to be locked
up in the haunted room.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“8Berve him right for playing the
ﬁ]mlt I” said Blake.  “But somebod
ad better go and let him out.
unlack the door, Skimmy 1"

Skimpole shuddered.
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“I—I couldn't, Blake. I would nob
ugprmh that room again for—for any-
t mE—nor. for a comgeto edition of the
works of ' Professor Balmycrumpet—"

“Well, we'd better and do it,
then,” said Blake. “I shouldn’t wonder
if it was Levison or Mellish playing a
trick, or a Third Form fag. Anyway,
the lillv ass will have to bhe let out.”

“We'll all go,” said Tom Merry.
“We'll investigate the haunted room.
Come on, 8kimmy; you will be safe with

us, you know."”

1 IV—I———”

The jkuniorl crowded out of the study.
As Blake remarked, there. were enoug
of them to deal with any ordinary ghost.
Skimpole set his # es straight upon
his nose and blinked after them, and,
after some hesitation, followed.

CHAPTER 5.
Nobody's Study !

ARK and silent appeared the
haunted room as

the juniors

approached it. The room was in

an isolated lpotitiun, in a recess
of the rambling old School House. At
the end of the Fourth Form punﬁe,
which was one of the oldest parts of Bt.
Jim's, was a decp recess in the old stone
walls, dimly lighted in the day-time by
a hiflh and narrow window, A stranger
in the 8chool House would have sup-
posed that it was a passage ]endinf to
somewhere; but, as a matter of fact,
it led only to a small room which was
never used, excepting upon the rare

occasions when a punishment-room was P

re?uu'od. )
n the old days of 8t. Jim's, when
schoolboy life was harder and punish-
ments more drastic, the punishment-
room had been much in use—at least,
80 tradition averred, But for many
years the room had heen used as a
study; though its isolated and incon-
venient position made it unpopular
among the fellows, Nobody wanted to
“dig ™ at the end of a blind passage in
a room with walls of solid stone, and
a window that overlooked a space be-
tween high walls, Nobody wanted the
study, and fellows who were assigned to
it generally found an opportunity of
changing ‘out, so that the study was
continually deserted. It went by the
nickname of Nobody's Study, as it was
generally occupied by nobody.
Sometimes, a new fellow; tempted by
the prospects of having a study all to
himself, took up his quarters in No-
_lzody'a Study, but he would soon tire of
i

The reputation of the room as a
haunted room did not trouble the
fellows much, as nobody had ever seen
any ghost there, or heard one. But it
was cold, badly lighted, and secluded,

Tom Merry & Co, halted before the
door of the deserted study. The door
was of thick and solid oak, and the
lock was a large and ponderous one.
The key, of a very large size, was in the
outside of the lock,

The blind pumlge was very gloomy,
as there was no light save what came
from the Fourth Iorm passage, out of
which it branched.

The silence and gloom of (heir sur-
roundings had some effect upon the
merry spirits of the S8chool House
juniors,

Blake shivered.

“8eems an uncanny spot, doesn't it?”
he remarked. “ Blessed if 1 should care
to Pluy ghost in there!”

“T'm sure it was not a pretence,
Blake,” wavered Skimpole.

“Rats! What was it, then?!”

“It must have been the g-ghost of the
it o7 & Hibuked igrunsod Blak

st of a monke, runte ake.
“Don’t be an ass 1” A%

“Well, open the door, somebody,”

said Kangaroo.

omehow, nobody seemed to be in a
hurry to open the door. If Skimpole
had really seen n!ybodly in the room,
that person was evidently still there, as
he could not have escaped by means of
the keyhole. But there was not the
slightest sound from the interior of the
haunted room. If a japer had been
locked in in such uncongenial quarters,
he might have been expected to hammer
on the door and yell to be let out, But
there was no sound.

YKnock on the door first I” muttered
Herries.

“Good egg 1”

Tom Merry raised his hand and
h:loekoii sharply with his knuckles upon

o oak,

. The knock echoed with a hollow sound
in_the deserted room.

But there came no other sound from
within after the echo had died away.

The juniors looked at ome anothor
uneasily,

“It's all rot!” murmured Blake,
“There’s nobody there 1”

" Wathah not 1"

“8kimmy was dreaming,”

“My dear fellows,” gasped Skimpole,
from the rear, “I was not dreaming.
I assure you that I saw a dar
figure—-="

“Br-r-r-r 1

The snow outside drifted against the
assage window in a white, thick cloud,
l‘l_m' window shook under the fierce
wind.

“Groogh " said Manners, “It’s just
the night for a g-ghost! It's all vot—
lot'uvget back to the study 1"

“Yaas, wathah! It's all wot!” sald
D'Arcy unoasily,

“It's a jolly queer legend about this
room, you know,” said Blake, with a
shiver,  “The old story is that anybody
who sleeps in here mysteriously dis-
appears, leaving his clothes behind,
same as the old monk did who used to
hang out here. They found his robe and
cowl one morning on the floor, and he
had vanished, and was nover seen again,
He was supposed to have been mur-
dored.”

,“Oh, keep that till we get back to the
light I” growled Manners,

*“Yes, come on |”

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry re-
solutely. “I'm going in! The fellows
would chip us to death if they thought
we were afraid to go in”

“Well, unlock the door and lePs got it
over !” said Kangaroo.

Tom Merry took hold of the key, e
hesitated a moment longer, his ears
strained to hear any sound from the
intorior of the mysterious room, But
there was no sound, and he turned the
key back, The key grated in the lock
with a dull, echoing sound, and Tom
Merry threw the door open.

Thud 1

The haw{l door thudded back from his
push, and the mysterious room lay open
to their gaze. The juniors did not enter,
and Tom Merry, in spite of his courage,
backed away a pace or two.

Standing oloso together, the juniors
gazed silently into the room,

There was a pale glimmer in the
darkness of the interior. It came from
the window, where the snowflakes
whirled hg on the wintry wind., But the
window, from the long disuse of the
study, was covered with dust and cob-
webs, and only a few faint and fugitive
beams of starlight stole in.

(Continued on page 8.)



A Thrilling Christmas Adventure . .. By TOM MERRY.

Sinister Sounds !

T was Figgy & Co. of the New
House who were the cause of our
carolling  outside the hauntéd
house of Ryleombe. They had

the nerve to suggest that we were
scared of the place—and that, of
course, settled it| We secured a pass-
out from the Head easily enough,
With his sanction, we had ' already
raised quite a respectable sum for the
Wayland Cottage Hospital by singing
carols at some of the big houses in the
neighbourhood.

After a hurried tea and an
prep, we set out.

There wero seven of us in the party
—Lowther, Manners, and I of the
8hell, and Blake & Co. of the Fourth.
We were all in great spirvits, It was a
cold and frosty evening., Breaking-up
was only two days ahecad, and there
was a promise of enow for Christmas.
The world seemed a very jolly old
place indeed.

But T must admic that it didn't seem
uite #o {:ﬂly when we marched up the
drive of Pine Lodge and stood outside
the gloomy old house at the end.
Pine Lodge was said to be haunted,
and had been empty for years until a
woeek or so before.

Nobody knew much about the new
tenant. He was supposed to boe a
wealthy Scotsman, and when we found
the ouse in complete darkness,
Monty Lowther humorously remarked
that that was quite casy to believe,
jud ing by the coonomical way he
used the lights!

Btill, we weren't going to he put off
by aﬂmaranﬂen. and at a signal from
me, Herries gave us our note on his
cornet, and we started a lusty render-
ing of “Good King Wenceslas.”

Nothing happened till we reached
the end of the cheery old carol. Then
we saw a light flickering in the hall
and heard the sound of bolts being
withdrawn. 8oon afterwards the door
opened, and we found oursclves gazing
at the weirdest old jﬁhmur ever seen outs
side a nightmare ! o had a hawklike
nose, shaggy eyebrows, and grizzly
whiskers, and he wore a long dress-
ing-gown and a black skull-cap.

“Carol-singers!” ho said. with a
throaty chuckle. “Come in, boys,
and partake of my hospitality.”

And then he uttered an unearthly
kind of cackle, We looked at eacl
other rather dubiously.  There was
something sinister in the invitation.
But for Gussy, it's quite possible we
shouldn't have gone in; but Gus, of

early

course, had to act the perfect little
gentleman.

“Come on, deah boys!” he said.
“The gentleman has kindly invited us
into his house. Thanks awfully, my
deah sir, I'm sure!”

And Gussy led the way—and we
could hardly do anything else but
follow.

When we were all in, the weird old
johnny bolted the door again—a move
we didn't quite fancy, by the way—
then led the way through the hall by
candlelight.

As we followed him, we heard an
awful moan echoing through the house.
We all stopped and listened. But our
cheory old host didn’'t stop. He just
toddled on with his candle and cackled
into his beard.

“Look here, I don't quite like this!”
Blake whispered.

“Weally, Blake, you must wemem-
bah that we are guests' whispered
Arthur  Augustus. “It's wathah
stwange, I admit—"

Before Gussy could finish he got the
shock of his lifetime. TFor at that
moment the suit of armour standing
beside him distinctly moved. Gus
jumped—so did the rest of us, I can
tell you! We moved away from that
heirloom pretty quickly and hurried
after the weird old johnny at top
speed |

When we reached the dismal dining-
hall to which our host led us, things
wont from bad to worse. Loud knock-
ings sounded from all directions, and
once weé distinetly heard the clank-
ing of chains, while several times
we were startled by shrieks from
distant parts of the house. In the end,
Jack Blake’'s patience as a guest gave
way, and he tackled the old gentleman
in the skull-cap about it.

“Look here, sir, what’s the meaning
of all these noises?” he demanded.

The old johnny's only reply was to
burst into what the novelists would eall
o “E“l of demoniacal laughter.” And
Jack Blake gave it up. :

_ =

The Grinning Skeleton !

I were all in a jolly uncomfort-
able frame of mind when we
sat down to the hot coffce an
cakes the old boy eventually

set in front of us—and before we ha
time to get through them we were
more uncomfortable still.

For a genuine, . dyed-in-the-wool

d invite me; but I turned up—just

ghost arrived om the seenel 1t
appearced in the shadows at the end of
the room and started gliding towards
us—a weird, white, shapeless thing
that we could see right through!

Well, I ask you! None of our erowd
are exaotly chicken-hearted, but we
weren’t standing for any more! We
ot up and made a rush for the hall.
lven Gussy didn't stop to apologise
for our hurried departure!

And then the spell was broken! For,
before we reached” the front door, we
heard a yell of laughter behind us
which had a decidedly familiar ring
about it, and then a chortling cry in
a voice we all recognised :

“Ever Dbeen had?
wins |”

“Figgins I"" we gasped,

And Figgins it was! He and Fatty
Wynn came rolling out of the
“haunted ”*  room, grinning all over
their chivvies, and behind them was
our “host,” who, minus his whiskers
and hawklike nose, was mnow recog-
nisable as Kerr, the Scots genius of the
New House.

“Oh, my hat!” I gasped. “Then it's
a House rag! We've been japed!”

“Japed is right!” chortled Kerr.
“Jevver see eh.l']n_lI so scared in your
lives, you men? Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared I'iggins and
Fatty Wynn,

“But how the thump-—"

“Oh, it was all quite ecasy
chuckled Kerr. “It's an uncle of mine
from Scotland who has taken this
house. I asked him if I could have
the run of the house for an evenin
with this result! The funty thin
about it is that it's the moufdy ol
School House that made ‘it all possible,
for it was Glyn that helped us fix up
the stunts for you—the moving suit of

New House

"

armour, and the *‘ghost,) and all
that !

“The *ghost,” laughed Figgins,
“was only a light from a film-projector
reallyl “All the work of a ool
House chap! Of course, we bound him
to secrecy. Imagine his face when he

hears he was helping in a jape against
his own House! Ha, ha, hal”

Then Figgins' roar of laughter sud-
denly died away. Bimultaneously,
ggnn and Kerr stopped chortling,

Coming towards us was a skeleton
—walking with slow and regular step.
and grinnlng hideously as it did so!l
The Now Houge chaps evidently knew
that this was not in the programme,
for the sight of it made them gasp
with horror.

“Ow!_It's a ghoit—a real ghost!"
howled Fatty Wynn. “Run for itl”

And he ran. 8o did, Figgins and

Kerr|
Bat this time it was our turn to
laugh. Just as it happened, you see,

we'd already seen Glyn-constructing a
mechanical skeleton for the Christinas
party at Glyn House, and we recog-
nised it at once.

“Jovver sce chaps so scared, in all
your lives?” I yelled,

“All  serene, Figgy!” chuckled
Bernard Glyn, emerging from below
the stairs. “It's only me! You didu’t
in
case it was a jape against the School
House! School House wins the last
rag of the year now, I fancy!”

And so s=aid all of us!
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The juhiors stood still and listened.
There was no sound.
“Nobody’s there 1” Trowled Lowther,
'om Merry resolutely struck a match,
and, holding it aloft, strode into the
room, The rest of the juniors followed

him close F
'om errgr turned on the gas and
lighted it. he glimmer illuminated
every corner of the room and shone
upon the old stone walls,
The room was empty.

=

——

CHAPTER 6.
The Spectre Monk !

OM MERRY looked about him with
quick glances. In spite of him-
self, the solitude and silence of

! the room and its weird asesocin-

tions had had an effect on his nerves,
“There’s nothing here,” he said.
“Then it is gone,” murmured Skim-

pole.

“It is=—if there was anything!” said
Tom Merry distrustfully.” “You must
have imagined it, Skimmy. Nobody
could have got out of this room after the
door was locked on the outside.”

“The window,” suggested Blake,

Tom Merry shook his head. The sill
outside the study window was thickly
covered with snow, and the snow was
smooth and undisturbed. And the
window was fast, and the cobwebs
showed that it had not lately been
oponed,

“What about the chimney 1"

“There’s a bar across it.”

“Yea; I remember, Bkimmy must

huv?’ dreamed it; nobody could have got B

“Wathah not 1”
'I' It was a g-g-ghost I” muttered Skim-

pole.

" oh rot.!ll

The juniors searched the room. Bome
of the old study furniture had been left
in it. There was a table, a chair, and a
square of carpet on the stone floor, and
a couple of mouldy old pictures hung on
the stone walls,

“Nothing here,” said Monty Lowther
at last.

“8kimmy was dreaming,” said Blake.

“My dear Blake—"

“Well, look here, if you locked the
door on the outside, how could anybod
have got out afterwards?” demande
Blake.

“It=it must have been the g-ghost 1

“Oh, rot1”

“Let's get out of this|” growled
Blake, “It's chill{. Blow the ghost,
and blow Skimmy! Come on; I want
to get back to the fire |

ame here |

“ Yaas, wathah I”

The iumorl trooped out of the study.
Tom Merry drew the door shut.

“Lock it,” said Monty Lowther, “If
!h(}:‘.u's a giddy ghost, keep him locked
in

Tom Merry turned the key.

“Now let’s get out |

Tom Merry was turning away from
the door when he suddenly stopped and
held up his hand.

“Hark |” he muttered,

A dead silence fell upon the juniors.

From the interior of the study ther
had just left there came a sound. It
wag slight, almost indefinable, but it
was a soynd, distinet in the dead
stillness. .

The i'uniorl gazed at one another with
white faces,

G- heavens !” muttered Blake,
“Wh-what's

that 12
* Listen 1”
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.ceeded from the

Again the sound, low and faint, bhut
unmistakable—the sound of a soft robe
swishing upon a stone floor.

“Good heavens |”

I gt g

Silence |

Tom Merry unlocked the door, thrust
it open, and struck a match. The light
flickered over the deserted room. The
juniors gazed in with awe-struck eyes,
ready to bolt. But nothing met their

gaze,

Nothing but the bare, chilly walls of
the empty room —t cobweb
windows glimmering with snow and
starlight.

The match went out.

Tom Merry backed out of the
darkened study and shut the door again,
his heart beating hard and fast,

. He locked the study door, and the
i_umol;l stood in the gloomy passage,
istening, with beating hearts, for a
repetition of the sound,

ut it did not come.

Stillness reigned.

_For several minutes t'hef,
silent in the gloom, their
mﬁ against their ribs.

ut the silence was unbroken,

. “tLot’l get off I muttered Blake at
ast.

Tom Merry nodded.

In silence, with hurried feet, the
juniors retreated from the spot, and
they did not breathe freely again till
they were once more in the light and
warmth of Tom Merry's study.

“Bai Jove!"” said Arthur Augustus in
a hushed voico, “It's howwid! I—I
wondah what that sound was?” g
l“lltt must have been the wind,” said
aKe,

“Or the snow against the window,”
said Lowther, !

*“ Perhaps some soot falling down the
chimney,” Kangaroo suggested.

“Yes, perhaps.”

But though the juniors made those
suggestions none of them gcemed satis-
factory, They shivered as they recalled
the soft, swishing sound that had pro-
aunted study. It was
the sound told of in the old legend
made by the spectre monk who haunted
8t. Jim’s when the snow was on the
ground,

“Blessed if it wouldn’t be more comfy
to ba in the New House!” grunted
Blake. *“No blessed haunted rooms or
ghosts over there |”

“The room isn't haunted,” said Tom
Merry uncasily, “Only it's—it’s queer.
You see, it fita in with the legend. The
old monk is msponed to walk when the
snow falls, and there's been a fall of
snow to-night.”

““There's a yarn of a fellow who used
that room, too,” said Manners.
heard it when I first came to St. Jim's,
It happened before any of us were here.
A chap was put to sleep in there—it was
a punishment-room then, and he had to
sleep there—and——and when they found
hirr:i .in the morning he was raving
mad.’

stood there,
earts thump-

u U‘h.]"

“It isn’t true!” muttered Blake.
“They tell these rotten old yarns, but
you find they always happened before
t]:}e. %lma of anybody living in the
school ™

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What became of him afterwards?”
asked Kangaroo,

Manners shook his head.

“That’s as far as the story goes,” he
said, *“They say he was found rigﬁt off
his head and babbling about a monk in
white garments. That’s all.”

“Ugh! Cheese it!”
£#I—I don’t feel inclined for any more

CThe 6em Library

tea I” muttored Blake. “I think I'll be
tuttmp along. We've got to do our

pregi'

“Yaas, wathah! I'll finish that tenah

solo anothah time, deah boys 1” :
d the Fourth Formers took their

departure. The cheery party broke up,

and the Terrible Three were left alone

in their study to do their preparation,

Tom Morry’s brow was moody and
thoughtful as he sat down to his work,

spite of his efforts to throw it aside,
the cerie ]uﬁpenmgl in Nobody's Study
persisted in haunting his mind,

“Don’t think about it, Tommy,” said
Lowther, “It will get on your nerves,
The noise we heard was only the wind
in the chimney.”

Tom Merry nodded,

“I—I suppose you're right; it was

only the wind in the chimney. But—
but it’s Lolly queer, Let's get on.”
. And the chums of the Shell **wired
into their preparation. But, in spite of
themselves, their thoughts wandered
still to the dark, gloomy room with tho
chilly stone walls—Nobody’s Study,

CHAPTER 7.
Wally on the Warpath !

“w ALLY, you young boundah,
what——"
“Hallo, Gus!”

“What are you young
wascals up to!” asked Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy sus wmu-I{.

The swell of 8t, Jim's was coming
round the corner of the Fourth Form

ge later that evening when he ran
nto a group of Third Form fags. Wally
D' Arey, Jameson, and

00 Frayngi‘

Curly Gibson of the Third were thore,

and Arthur Augustus was naturally dis-
trustful. He suspected a rag.

. “What are you doin' here!” he
mgulred.

Walking along thoe
Curly Gibson innocently.
And the fags chuckled.
Arthur  Augustus frowned

passage,” said

rather

on't be a young ass, Gibson,”
he said, “TI supposo you are up to some
wag. Wally, I orblrlyyou to wag in the
Fourth Form quartahs,”

“It's all riﬁlt. Gussy,” said Wally
cheerfully, ‘“*We're not raggi!:lg. We
llu\'cn't any designe on your giddy best
oppers,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Wally—"

“We're going to lay the ghost,” Wully
explained,

“The ghost, you lt‘t)ung ass "

“The giddy spook,” said Wally, “I
supposo you know the ghost of Bt. Jim's
i8 ,wn.lking again? We're going to lay
it.* '

“Lay it low I" said Jameson,

“You chaps bolted when it scared
ou,” pursued Wnlig. “But we can't
have this kind of bisney going on in
the Bchool House. It's up to the Third
Form to take the matter in hand; that's
how wo look at it.”

“You choeky young sweep——

“8o we're going to look into _Nnbodi"s
Etudy, and catch the ghost,” said Wally.
“We're going to keep watch till bed-
time. Come on, you chaps!”

“You had bettah go and do your
pwep,” said D’'Arcy severely. ]

“We've done our prep,” grinned
Jameson ; “old Belby’s seen to that. And
now we're soinF to do the ghost.”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

Arthur Augustus shook his
solemnly and went on his way. The
fags turned into the recess that led to
Nol 's Study, and Wally unlocked
the door. The room was dim and dark,

»
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€very Wednesday

with a faint glimmer of misty starlight
at the window. Wallg shivered,

“Don't look over cheerful, does it?"”
he remarked.

“Groogh! No!” said Joe Frayne,

“I'll get a light. Who's got a match ?”

‘“Here you are.”

Joe Frayne struck a match and Wall
turned on the gas, and it was lighted.
The light showed uﬂn:ho dim and dark
corners of the punishment-room. It did
not look inviting. The fags glanced
round the room rather nervously, 1In
that remote chamber they seemed very
far from the rest of the school, and the
enterprise did notseem so inviting within
the stone walls of Nobody's Btudy as it
had seemed when they had disoussed it
in the lighted Form-room. But they
did not care to retreat.

“If the (flddy phantom is walking,
we're bound to see some sign of it now.
Just watch out, that's all,” said Wally.

“Buppose it appears?” said Jameson,
with rather a shake in his voice.

“Well, that's what we want, isn't it?"

“Yeo-0-08."

“’Ark!” exclaimed Joe Frayne sud-
denly, Joe Frayne had been some time
at Bt, Jim's since Tom Merry had
rescued him from his original home in
a London slum, but he had not yet
become quite at home with his aspirates.
Sometimes he dropped them in the most
reckloss manner, but by way of com-
pensation, perhaps, he would put in
oxtrn oncs sometimes where they were
not strictly required, -

“What's the matter?t”

ally.

“I *eard somothing.”

“Heard somothing drop, perhaps?”
suggested Curly Gibsgon, with a touch of
surenstn,

“No, it wasn't that,” said Joe inno-
cently, “I didn’t 'ear anything drop,
did yout”

“w ‘es'”

“Wot was it?"

“A giddy ‘h'"

“Look here——" gaid Joc wrathfully.

“8hut up, Cuely 1” said Wally, “Joo
cun drop as many * I/'s * as ho likes with-
out you being funny about it,  You're
funny enough of your own, anyway,
Shut up”

“1 'card something,” said Joe. “ There
nin't anybody ’‘idden in the room, is
there? It was a sound.”

There certainly was no one hidden
in the voom., The furniture was too
seanty to offer concealment cven to a

demanded

cnt,

The fags glanced round the room ner-
vously, however.

CArk!” exclaimed Joe.
agnin,”

This time all the fags lieard it,

It was a low, indefinable sound, but it
geemed to them that it bore some resem.
blance to a groan, and it secemed to come
from the depths of the stone walls,

“Oh, erumbs " murmured Jameson,

“I=—I gay,” stammered Curly Gibson.
“There—~there’s the Welsh rabbit we're

oing to have for supper, you know.
ft'n ubout time we saw about 1t.”

“Rot I said Wally determinedly.

“B-but I say—’

“You can buzz off if you're scared!”
said Wally disdainfully.

“Hark ™

“There it is

A deep groan came from the silence.

The fags jumped.

“Where did that come from?!” de-
manded Wally, gilrinﬂ round him fero-
ciously to conceal his inward alarm.
“That one of jou fellows japing?”

“’Tain't me,” said Frayne.

“It=it came from the floor, I think,”
stammered Curly.

“From the roof, I thought,” said
Jameson,

“I—I—I say,” said Curly through his
9hqttey1_111 teeth, “if—if the giddy ghost
is invisible—it may be in the room all
the time along with us, you know.”

“Ow I” murmured Frayne.

“Rot!" said Wally fiercely. “You
said only ten minutes ago that you
didn’t believe in ghosts, young Gibson 1”

“Yeo-es, b-but that was in the Form-
room,” stuttered Curly.

“Oh you're an ass

Wnll'y broke off,

The sound had come again, from
whence the fags could not divine.

Groan |

There was no doubt about it; it was a
deep and fearful groan.

“Oh crumbs 1"’

Jameson and Curly Gibson made a
strategic movement towards the door.

“8top I yelled Wally.: “You're not
going to leave me here |”

“I=I=I'm thinking of supper, you
know,” stuttered Cnrfy.

“8-5-50 am I,"” murmured Jameson,

“Rats 1"

“Look here, Wally—"

“We're staying here,” growled Wally,
“It’s some chap laughing; I know that,
Look here, we came here to lay the
ghost, didn't we?"

R e e e

“Well, we're going to lay him, or bust
something,” sniﬁo\\glly resolutely,

“Buppose we have a look along the
passage,” suggested Jameson bril!inntl[\_;.

“Jolly [ idea!” said Curly Gib.
£on, "We Il keep wateh in the passage,
Wally, in—in case the ghost comes that
way,"”

And, without stayirg to argue the
point, Jameson and Curly bolted into
the passage,

Wally grunted.

“You stay here with me, Joe,” lie
said.

“Yes, Master Wally,” said Frayne
nervously,

Y1t den’t a ghost,” argued Wally; “it
can't be. There aren’t any ghosts; it's
all pifilet  It's some bounder laugh-

) PRERE )

ing.”

“Then where is he?”  demanded
Frayne,

“ Blessed it T know 1"

Groan!

sound came closo
belind  Wally, and he swung round:
Ouly the cold. solid stone wall was
theve,  As hoe swung round the room
was plunged into sudden darkness,
“You ass, Fraype!” yelled Wally.
‘f' “"In,nt have you turned out the gas
or ¢’
“T ain't!" gasped Frayne,
“What—you o
“I didn't toueh it!”
“Oh 1

The nervesrackin,

CGroan !

. That fearful sound in the sudden and
incxplicable darkness terrified the two
fags almost out of their wits. ‘They
made a wild bolt for the door, and
dashed through it toglether.

“Run |” panted Wally.

They blundered into Jameson and
Gibson, and the four fags fled together
into the Fourth Form passage. They
rushed madly away, not looking where
they were going, and there was a
sudden collision. In their frantio haste
and terror, the fags seemed to be under
the impression t it was the ghost
they had dashed into, and they yelled
hysterically and hit out blindly.

There was a roar.

“You ycung duffers! What do you
mean 1"

(Continued on the next page.)

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

Send Joke to The GEM Jester,
1. Tallis House, John Carpenter Siree,
London, E.C4 (Comp.).

A NODDING AOCQUAINTANCE !

Two centre-forwards of rival teams
v;lqro bragging about their marksman-
ship.

“I have an average of four goals a
game,"” said one.

“That's nothing,” said the other., *1I
have scored so many goals that all the
goalkeepers are frightened of me. Why,
only the other day I nodded to a goal-
koeper I knew, and he dived full length
on the pavement |”

Half-a-orown has been awarded to

W. Greaves, 12, Cross Lane, Stocks.

bridge, near Bheffield,

L * *

LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON!

Father: ‘Sums wrong again! You
must be wooden-headed "

Son: “Yes, pa. I'm afraid I'm a
chip of the old

block 1"

Half-a-crown has been awarded to
(. White, Vinayr, 8t. Ann's Chapel,
Gunnislake, Cornwall,

* L] -

TAKING THE COUNT!
Caller: “Could I speak to Mr, Brown

the boxer?”

Boxer's Wife i;:sidly): “He isn't up

yet. Bince he became a professional

:mgll'l'lst he hasn't ever got up before
en

Half-a-orown has been awarded to
E. 8hepherd, 2, Spring Villas, Hat-
field, Herts,

- - -

TRUTHFUL!
Manager: “ Why do I find you always

reading a book every time I come into
the office?”
Office-boy: “It's because you wear

rubber soles on your shoes, sir I’
Half-a-crown has  been awarded to
D. Eagle, 109, Queen’s Road, Read-
ing, Berks,
- ¥ -

WHEN FATHER HELPED!
Teacher: *“The next time your father
helps you with your homework, Brown,
telf)hi.m that 1 = 2X is algebra and not
one home, one away, and one draw |"
Half-a-crown has been awarded to
g; dl:llmar, 47, Argyll Avenue, Luton,

- L] -

CHRISTMAS COMFORT!

It was Christmas Day, and two tramps
were sitting on a bench in a park, |

“What would you do, Bill,” said
Harry, *“if you won a big prize in one
o' these competitions?"

“I'd 'ave these bloomin' seats up-
*olstered I" replied Bill, in disgust.
Half-a-crown has been awarded to

wrence, 69, Lightwoods Hill,

Warley Woods. Bmethwick.
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“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wally. “It's
Kildare |" g g

——

CHARTER 8.
Very Queer !
T was Kildare of the Bixth, the
captain of 8t. Jim's.
wo or three of the punches of

the tervified fags had taken effect
upon the senior, and he had staggered
back, but he did not lose his presence
of mind, He rn‘rod Wally by the
collar with one Land, and Joe Frayne
bf the ear with the other, and effectu-
a ? stopped the fight. )
ameson and Curly Gibson had
already disappeared in the direction of
the stairs,

Wally and Joe Frayne wriggled in
the grasp of the' captain of 8t Jim’s,
but “they could not break away;
Kildare's grip was like iron.

“Now, you young rascals,”” said Kil-
dare grimly, “you can come to my
study and take the biggest licking of

your lives! You've got to learn not to
punch greteota o

“Qh

"O I,l!

" ‘Lat have you been up to?”
demanded Kildare,

“Oh, my only Aunt Jane!"” gasped
Wally, _“Wer—we didn’t_know it was
you, Kildare—honest Injun! We
didn’t, did we, Joe 1"

“N-no!” gasped Joe.

“Whom did you take me for, then?”

0] ¢-g-¢honl
“The what?"’ exclaimed Kildare.
“The -spook |”
Kildare tightened his grip.
you are trying te be funn
he remarked. “I'll give you something
to stop all that! Come along 1”
“B-but—=but it’s honest, Kildare!”
f;lped Wally. © “We'vé been hunting
: ghost in Nobody's Study, and we
go
- g.lnted Frayne.
t

scared.””
was 'orrible 1"

Kildave lookéd at them sharply. He
could sce that they were speaking the
:;uth. and he relaxed his grasp upon

em,

“You've been ,hont-hu iting in the
pu‘pghn%‘ent-roonn' he asked.

8

“Do you mean to* say that you've
seen anything 1" demanded Kildare.

“No; but—"" :

“We ‘eard something!” said Joe
Frayne, with a shudder,

“What did you hear?”

“Hawful groans|”

“Nonsense " said Kildare sharply.
‘" It's true!" stammered ally.
“And the gas went out without any-
body touching it. Curly and Jimm‘y
were in the passage, so they couldn’t
have done it; and Joe and me didn't,
did we, Joe "

lllt

“No fear!"
'orrible 1”
“Bomebody's been playing a trick on
you " said Kildare.
“But 'ow did they get the gas out,
then "’ said Frayne.
“I'll look into this! Come with me!”
“I=I'd rather not |”
“Btay here, then!”
Kildare strode towards the
Nobody’s Study.
h"I.‘he two fags hesitated and followed
im,
Kildare put his hand on the door to
open it, and Frayne gave a cry.
“'The door’s shu ally.”
“My only Aunt Jane "
' Didn’t you shut it after you!” said
Kildare, looking back at the scared

fa
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said Joe. was

door of

“No fear!” said Wally promptly.
“We ”didn't stay to shut tﬁo g?tt!!y

r
“It couldn’t close itself,” said Kil- Wall

dare; “it’s too heavy for the wiid to
move—and, besides, there isn't any
wind here.”

“It was the ghost "

“Rubbish |”

Kildare threw the door open.

azo of light shone from the
deserted room.

Wally and Joe Frayne uttered a
simultaneous yell of amazement. The
gas was alight |

Kildare strode into the room. The
two fags looked in after him with
frightened eyes, The gas was burning
away, and the room was lighted up.
Had they been dreaming?

Kildare fixed his eyes upon them.

“You said the gas went out!” he

said.
“So it did, Kildare!” .
“T'll swear it did, Master Kildare!”
“Nonsense | It's alight now.” )
“Yes, I can see it's alight now,” said
Walli. ]
“Then how could it have gone out?
It couldn’t have relighted itself, I sup-
poseNT" sT.i‘d the prefect sarcastically.
“ -no

“You've been so scared you didn't

know what was }mppemng and
what wasn’t happening,” said Kil-
dare, ‘You'd better keep out of this

rooin, you silly kids, and give up ghost-
hunting.”

Wally's face was a study.

Unless he had been suffering from hal-
lucinations—and he wasn’t given to any-
thinf of that kind—the gas had cer-
tainly gone-out
But it was lighted now!

What was the meaning of it?

The room was haunted !

“It was the ghost,” said Joe Frayne.
“I've read in stories that when the
ghost appears it makes the lights go
out.”

Kildare laughed, :

“Yes, in utorielh" he agreed. “That's
the only place where a ghost ever ap-
peared, F&uyne. You'd better buzz off
and keep out of this room.” )

“Blessed if I can understand it,” said

V alﬁ.
‘“Me, neither |” said Frayne.
Ki.'ldnraadppt his hand up to the gas
and turned it out. .
Nobody's Study was plunged into
darkness again.
The two fags backed away into the
Fourth Form passage quickly enough

then.

Kildare followed them out of the
haunted room,

“Mind, no more ghost-hunting!” he
exclaimed.

“No blooming fear |” said Joe Frayne
fervently. “I've 'ad enough, for one!”

“Bame here 1” said Wally.

Kildaro laughed and walked away.

Wally and Joe Frayne looked at one
another in the passage. Their faces
were still white and scared, but they
were recovering their courage now,

“What do you make of it, Master
Wally 7 said Joe Frayne. “Was it the
~the ghost?”

“ Blessed if I know,” said Wally. “I
don’t believe in ghosts. But—'

“But if it was a fellow j-..?mg. where
is he? He ain’t come out.

“Goodness knows 1"

The Terrible Three came down the
passage, and they paused at the sight of
the two fags. They could easily see
that something very unusual had hap-

pened.
“What's the trouble?” asked Tom
Merry.

The Gem Library

“The ghost.”

“Hallo! Have you seen it?” y

“We've been looking for it,” said

ally, “There was a groan—"

“A hawful qroanl 1" said Joe Frayne,

w" lAnd then the light went out,” said
ally.

“And I suppose you went out, tool”

remarked Monqr Lowther humorously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It isn't a laughing matter,” said
Wally., “The light went out. 'Then,
when Kildare looked into the room, the
door was closed—and we hadn't closed
it I—and the gas was alight, and it was
out when we bolted—I—I mean, when
we stepped out—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, cut the cackle!” said Wlll,’
crossly. “It's horrible! If there isn't
a ghost, what was it made the light go
out 1

“You must have been dreaming!”
grinned Manners,

“Oh, rats!” growled ‘VII“‘VI.

“But how could the light go out
without somebody turning it out?”
asked Tom Merry.

“Well, it did go out!”

“Did you notice whether the tap was
turned off 1

“ How could we notice anythiv of the
sort_in the dark?” demanded Wally.

“It jest went out,” said Joe Frayne.
“That's all! 1 #'pose it was the ghost
made it sort of fade away—"

“And made E:u fade away, tool”
grinned Mont‘y wther,

“Oh, rats !

Walfy and his chum walked away.

The Tarrible Three turned into the
recess, and Tom Moerry opened the door
of Nobody's Study. All was dark and
silent within,

“Nobody yawned Monty
Lowther,

Tom Merry closed the door.

“No,” he said. *It's quecr!”

And his chums agreed that it was
queer,

there |”

CHAPTER 9.
Bernard Glyn's Brain-Wave !

ALLY'S ghost-story caused a

deal of amusement in the

hool House, especially
among the fags.

Up to bed-time there was almost a
constant procession of fellows coming
along the passage to look in at Nobody's
Study.

But the ghost was not walking, and,
apparently, not J;ronning, either, for no
soun;:l was heard in the desolate apart-
ment,

Neither did the gas go out of its own
accord; and most of the fellows an-
nounced their opinion that Wally and
Joe Frayne had been dreaming, or clse
had been so seared that they did not
know what was hlﬁpenmﬁ.

Levison and Mellish, the cads of the
School House, came aleng together to
look round the punishment-room, and
they grinned over the story of the gas
that had gone cut,

“Rot I” Levison declared, “The kid
was scared out of his wits, that's what
it was 1"

“Of course it was |” said Mellish.

“Weally, my deah fellahs,” said
Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy, who was
among the investigators, ‘“you are a

pair of gilly asses, you know. It is quite
imposs for a D'Aroy to be scared out
of his wits 1”

Levison.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Weally, Levison—>*
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“Well, he was scared into a blue funk,
then, if you like that better!” said
Levison,

“You wottah—"

Levison yawned and walked out of
Nobody's Study. In the Common-room
Bernard Glyn of the Shell, the school-
boy inventor, joined a group of juniors
wlho were talking the matter over, Glyn
was looking extremely thoughtful.

“My opinion is, deah boys, that the

as did go out!” Arthur Augustus

‘Arvey averred.

“But how?” asked Tom Merry.

“By bein' extinguished, deali boy !”

“Ass 1" yelled Tom Moerry, “I didn't
mean that., How did it get ex-
tinguished ? Do you think it was the
ghost ¢

“Well, it was vewy wemarkable !

Just as Arthur Augustus was gnlng strong on his tenor solo the door flew open and Skimpole rushed In.
e rushed right into the tenor sololst and threw his arms round D'Arcy’s neck to save
Arthur Augustus’ solo became a yell of alarm. '

HWOh!"

he gasped.
himself.

Skimpo
L1 ow l n

idea,” Bernavd Glyn

There was a chorus of groans, The
juniors knew what a new idea of
Bernard Glyn's generally meant, A
new invention, which might or might
not answer, but which was quite certain
to cause trouble, whether it answered or
not.

“Hallo!" said Blake. “Have you
been rigging up a new lelephone that
won't \\'I‘Jl'k%"

“It's about the ghost,” said Glyn.

“My hat! You haven't invented a
mechanical ghost, have you?"” excluimed
Kangaroo,

“Ha, ha, ha

““No, fathead!” said Bernard Glyn.
“I'm thinking of laying the ghost. Look
here, my opinion is that some rotter is
larking.”

“Yans, wathah!”

“1 don't know how he's working it,”

“I've gol
remarked.

an

i

said Glyn., “Might be a venlriloguist
for all I know. {!ut I've got a scheme
for catching him.”

llGoOd agE »

“I'm_thinking of laying on an elec-
tric bell,” the iivm‘poul %’nd explained.
“It will give an alarm whenever any-
body goes into Nobody's Study.”

“Jolly good wheeze,” said Manners.
“Only the ghost won't remember to
ring the bell very likely.”

“Ass! T shall fix it so that nobody
can walk across the room without ring-
ing the bell,” said the schoolboy inven-
tor, “If it's a real ghost, of course, it
will be so light and airy that the bell
won't ring. g‘lll il it's a human being,
the bell will ring.”

" Blessed if I see how you're going to
work that,” said Monty Lowther.

i}

“That's Lecause you're not an elec:
{rician.”

“Well, how are you going to do it,
anyway ! asked Tom Merry.

“ Listen! 1 suppose you know how an
electric bell is workm?':’”

“ Yes; yon press a bullon!”

“ Fathead "

“Well, I've always rung electric bells
that way,” said Tom Merry.

“Yes, ass! But what happens when
vou Tross the button?”

“The bell rings!”

The juniors chuckled as the schoolboy
inventor glared at Tom Merry.

“0h, don't be funny!” implored Glyn.
“We have enough of that from
Lowlher,”

“Do you?” said Lowther. “ Look
herg-—"

“Don't interrupt. I'll explain to you
how a bell rings. The pressure on the
button simply brings two terminals in

T e
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contact, and that sets up a current. Then
the bell rings. Well, if the terminals
can be brought into contact without a
button being pressed, there's no need to
press a button.”

“Clear as mud!”
gravely.

“I've got an idea for working‘ it. I'm
going to run a wire into obody's
Study, under that rag of carpet there is
in the room, I shall leave the terminals
exposed, just out of contact, and il the
carpet's walked across, and the walker
treads in that spot, the weight of his
foot will bring the two terminals
together—and the bell will ring. And
by leaving the terminals loose, when the
two wire-ends are brought together by a
heavy pressure, they'll remain together,
and the bell will keep on ringing, with-

said Kangaroo

ﬂ I"

‘" Bai Jovel Oh!'

oul stopping, till somebody goes and dis-
connects the wires.,”

“Bai Jove!”

“Jolly good idea!” said Tom Moerry.
“Where will you put the bell "

“In the entry just outside the door.
It won't be seen there in the dark
corner, and it would be a bit difficult to
run_a wire along the passage.”

“TIf it's some fellow larking, he may
walch you shoving in the ﬁoll," said
Tom Merry.

“1 shall slip down after we've gone to
bed. You chaps will keep it dark?"

“* Yaas, wathah!” '

“I'll put on a pretty live bell,” said
Dernard Glyn. “I've got it in my
wocket now. I'll stick the dry battery
wside the bell. And if it rings, we
ghall hear it from the dorm, and we
can come down!”

“Good egg!”
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“And if it doesn't ring tonight, it
will ring te-morrow, when the rotter,
whoever he is, is monkeying around in
the room."”

*“Yaas, wathah! And if it is some
wottah rwncticnl jokin' ==

“Wae'l him [

And when the Shell and Fourth Form
lollows went up to their dormitories,
Bernard Glyn carried a bell and dry
battery, and a coil of wire in his pocket,

Kildare saw lights out in the Shell
dormitory ; and after he had retired, the
schoolboy inventor slipped out of bed.

He dressed himself in the dark.

“Where are you off to, Glyn 1" called
out Gore.

“Coing down!"

“What are you going to do?”

“I'm going to mind my own busi-
ness!” replied Glyn cheerfully.

‘And he quitted the dormitory,

He put on a pair of rubber shoes in-
#tead of his boots, so his feet made no
sound as he stole along the passage,
and went down to the studies.

He reached the dark entry before the
door of Nobody's Btudy, and slipped
into it, out of sight of anybody who
might pass, The light in the passage
was very dim. Glyn paused outside the
hnvr oaken door of Nobody's Study
and listened. There was no sound from
within, Glyn unlocked the door, and
on second thoughts put the key in his
pocket. If a Rnntlml joker should be
cornered in the punishment-room, he
did not want to give him a chance of
locking himself in,

He lighted the gas in Nobody's Study,
and glanced rather uneasily round the

room.
‘He did not believe in ghosts, but he
did not exactly like his quarters. If he
had heard that weird groaning from the
silence of the night, he would probably
have retired hastily. But there was no

lmﬁad. e
o turn ngi

the {u just  high
enough to show

m light for his work.

To the schoolboy inventor the task
was quite simple, He ran a double in-
sulated wire round the room close to
the wall, securing it in place with a
little rutty jammed down hard, The
end of the wire he ran from the wall,
turning back the old square carpet.

The end of the double wire was ex-

posed, the waxed covering having been g

sera off in readiness.

Glyn placed one wire on the floor,
and {wnt the end of the other just over
it, and laid the carpet lightly above.
Nobody could tread on that spot now
without jamming the upper wire down
upon the lower one, which would set up
a current. Glyn put the carpet in its
former place. The only part of the wire
that showed was that short piece from
the edge of the earpet to the wall, and
that Gﬁyn contrived to jam down into
a crack between two of the large stones
of the floor. The stone floor was dark
in colour, and the covering of the wire
was dark, so it was perfectly invisible,

The other end of the wire passed out
of the doorway, close to the jamb, into
the entry. There, in the darkest corner,
Bernard Glyn planted the bell and the
little dry battery, and connected up
the wire,

Ho closed the door of Nobody's
Study, after turning the jlﬁhh out. The
wire was Jammed very tightly between
the door and the jamb, but not to the
extent of injuring it. All was in work-
ing order now, and :Glyn stole back
wilently to the Shell dormitory, satis-
fied with his handiwork. If anybody
moved about the study, sooner or later
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he must tread upon the part of the
carpet that covered the loose cnds of
the wire, and then the bell would ring,
and ring incessantly.

“All serene?” asked Tom Merry, as
he heard the schoolboy inventor enter
the Shell dormitory.

“Yes, rather [”

“1f there’s any alarm=——"

“We'll go down with pillows and
bolsters, and give the bounder beans!”

“Hear, hear!”

“What on earth is it all about?”
asked Gore, in amazement,

The Liverpool lad chuckled,

“Don’t yon ask any questions, Gore,
and I won't tell you any terminological
inexactitudes,” he replied. “Go to
sleep, old son, and dream that you've

iven up smoking cheap cigarcttes
chind tlr:e woodshed,”

“Oh, rats!” said Gore,

“Did you see any ghosts, Glyn?"
asked Buck Finn, the American junior,

“Yes; couple of dozen,” yawned
Glyn, “They were doing a war-dance
in the passage.”

“Ha, ha E: H

The Shell settled down to sleep, but
some of them strove to sleep with one
cye open and one ecar open for the
electrio

Tom Merry & Co. were ready for the
alarm, If the bell rang, it would show
that it was not a ghost, but a_solid
personage, who was in Nobody's Study,
and then a rush down the stairs with

illows and bolsters would do the rest.

he ghost of St. Jim’s would probably
cease walking after that,

CHAPTER 10,
The Alarm !

«<EQENNY for 'em, Kildare,” said
Langlton of the Bixth,
Kildare started and smiled.
There were three of the Sixth
in Kildare's study with him, chatting
about footer, before turning in.

The juniors of St. Jim's went to bed
ot half-past nine; the Fifth at ten;
but the great and mighty Bixth were
allowed to use their own Iudgment
about the matter. It was hall-past ten
now, and the seniors were Btill chattin
in Kildare's study, A match with Mil-
verton was shortly coming off, and the
ixth Formers were discussing that
most interesting topic, but Kildare was
silent and thoughtful, which had led
Langton to offer him the sum of one
penny for his cogitations.

HTI'm thinking about the ghost of St.
Jim's,” said Kildare,

The seniors grinned.

“There’'s been a lot of ghost-talk
among the juniors this evening,” Dar-
rell remarked. “Some young ass
playing a practical joke, 1 suppose.”

“Most likely,” said Rushden,

Kildare nodded. )

‘1 dare say it's that,” he said. “ But,
whatever it 1s, the Eho-t ought to be
laid—don’t you think so?”

‘“Yes, that's so,” agieed Langton.

“Some of the fags were badly
scared,” said the captain of St Jim's.
“Young D'Arcy minor told me the gas
went out suddenly, without being
turned out, when he was in Nobody's
Study.”

There was a langh. : g

“Well, it's queer,” said Kildare
glowly. “You fellows know the legend
of that voom? Chaps who slecp in
there disappear, leaving only their
clothes behind—spirited away by the
spectre  monk, who disappeared tho
same way himself, Of course, it's never
happencd—"

Che Gem Livrary

“Ia, ha, hal”

“And the story goes, too, that the
presence of the ghost causes the light
to fail, by supernatural influcnee,” said
Kildare, “It's queer|”

“Somebody must have got at the
gas,” said Rushden, ;

“Yes; but I don't see how it was
done., I can’t help thinking that D'Arcy
minor was stating the facts, now I've
thought it over carefully, and I should
like to know how it's worked, Whoever
it is doing it knows the,ghost story by
heart—about the light failing, and the
fhoat not appearing till after the first
all of smow, and so forth. If a chap
ets in and out of the room withoub

ving scen, there must be somo secret

passage, and somebody knows it——'
. “Tho oldest part of the School House
is  honeycombed with them,” eaid
Darrell. ““There was one leading from
Study No. 6, in the Fourth, till it was
bricked up.”

“Ounly, if there's one in the haunted
room, it's queer that the jape hasn’t
been played before, if it is a jape.”

“Might have been lately discovered.”

“True, 1 think it ought to be looked
into; and it's up to us, as prefects, to
look into it,” said the captain of Bt.
P inking of ddy ghost-hunt ?”

“Thinking of a gi ost-hunt
asked Rushden, T .

':'Yuu; that's what I was thinking

“Well, it would be amusing.”

“Will you fellows come, then?" asked
Kildare, rising.

“Certainly !”

And the four BSixth Formers, with
smiles upon their faces, left Kildare's
study, and proceeded to the Fourth
Form passage, They turned into the
dark recess leading to Nobody's Study,
and Kildare opened the door,

I'A breath of cold, chilly air grected
mnn.

Darrell struck a mateh, Kildare
turned on the gas, and it was lighted.
The light glimmered upon the grim
stone walls of the desolate chamber,

“Looks pretty cheerless,” said Lang-
ton, with a shiver,

“You're right!”

“Nobody here at present.”

“It's time the ghost walked, if he's
going to walk,"” said Rushden, moving
round the room and examining the
blocks of solid stone in the walls,
“Doesn't seem much chance of an open-
ing heve, T think,”

“What price keeping walch for a
bit 1" asked Kildare,

“Just as you like.”

“Not much good keeping watch with
tho light going,” said Darrell, with a
grin.  “If it's a practical joker, he'll
sco it, and we ahl]'f have our watch for
nothing.”

Kildare turned off the gas.

The room was plunged into instant
darkness.

Kildare groped his way to a chair
and sat down. Langton and Darrell sat
upon the old table. Rushden leaned
against the wall, and they waited.
‘L'here was the palest glimmer of star-
light at the window, and a faint gleam
from the passage under tho door,

Darrell swung his legs as he sat upon
the table to keep them warm. Ho was
sitting with his fect a few inches from
the spot of tho carpet that covered the
loose wire-ends, though he was in
blissful ignorance of the fact.

Langton shivered,

“Cold here,” he remarked, in a low
voice.  Somehow he spoke instinctively
in a low voice within the walls of tho
haunted study.
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“We'll give the gidd hantom &
quarter of an hour,” uig lfildlu.
All screne.”

“Groogh! It's cold I

Darrell slipped off the table to stretch
his limbs,

Buz-z-z-z |

The sudden sound in the silence made
all four of the Sixth Formers jump.

‘“(ireat Scott!” exclaimed Kildare.
“What's that?”

Buz-z-z-z |

“It's an electric bell I"

“Where is it? "

Buz-g-z-2 |

The seniors stood listening in amaze-
ment,  They could not tell for the
moment wheneo the sound proceeded.
They knew that there were no electrio
bells in the
thought that

“It's a japel”

ere were not.
led Kildare.

“This is a new variety of the ghost :

wheeze, suppose—a  ghost  bell

ringing !"

“'Wgore is it?"

“It's not in the room.”

“Must be outside,”

Kildare threw open the door.

The buzzing of the bell was louder
now, though it had been loud enou
before. ut there was another sound
to bo heard now—excited voices, hasty
footsteps ! There was a rush of feet
along the passage. A regular army of
juniors in pyjamas, armed with pillows
and bolsters, came tearing down the
yassage, and they turned at top speed
into the recess leading to the study, and
dashed in.

“(xive 'em socks |” roared Tom Merry.
“We've cnu$ht 'em|! Give 'em beans!”

“ Hurrah "

“Why, what—ow ! Ooooch!"

Kildare staggered under a swipe from
a pillow, In a moment the other seniors
wero being swiped right and loft. And
over them rushed the victorious juniors,
yelling triumphantly, and still swiping
with all their might, .

Tom Merry & Co. had arrived.

CHAPTER 11.
A Little Mistake !

““ URRAH!"
“Give "em socks |"”
“Bwipe 'em "

“" Go t III

“Hwipe the bounders! There's three
or four of 'em!” ‘yclled Kangaroo,
“We'll give 'em playing ghost! Bwipe
Iom lll

And the
vengeance,

Biff, biff, biff !

Crash, crash, crash!

Bum{:, bump, hump!

In the darkness of Nobody's Btudy,
Tom Merry & Co. could not see whom
their victims were, But they had no
doubts. The alarm bell had rung, and
they had rushed down from the
dormitory and they found three or four
dark figures in tho haunted room, and
that was enough for them, The solidity
and the gasps and howls of their victims
showed plainly enough that they were
not ghosts.

And Tom Merry & Co. swiped away
with such anorqf that they swiped onc
nnother as well, and several of the
juniors went sprawling over under the
whizzing pillows and bolsters. And as
for the unhappy seniors, they were so
taken by surprise, and so biffed and
banged and flustered, that they hardly
Lnew what was happening, and they
had no chance to explain,

juniors swiped with a

assage—or, rather, they :

Monty Lowther
Calling !

The whitest
man I know is the snowman the fags
built in the quad.

Hallo, everybody !

e

“ present *! difficulties.

“Don't forget that this is Lnap

said Gore. * Goodness!™
replied Skimfole. * I mustn’t forget
to put the clock on!"

Traffic note : If you hear a deep
thrumming overhead on Christmas
Eve, it will be Father Christmas in
his new monospar speed plane,

I hear the girl in the Rylcombe
bun-shop is going to be the Queen
of the Carnival at a New Year's ball.
New Year’s Evo.

Leas heavy weather is predictoed.
Well, it always gets lighter after
Christmas,

“1 rented a cottage,” complains
& reader, * but was forced to leave

a rainy day.

Even at Christmas we have our s
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through & hole in tho bath-room :
ceiling.” Acrobatic exit, that |

Waterproof banknotes may be .
issued, Just right to put by for

‘“ After Christmas you expect a
dish of odds and ends,” says Fatty
Wynn. That’s when the cook makes
o " hash " of things.

At the panto : * What do you call
the man who plays the flute ? " asked
the learned one. * It all depends how
he plays it,”" answored his companion

The nerwe Wayland outside-right
a keen motorist. They say he
always puts his hand out before
taking a ** corner.”

Then there was the financier who *
plunged in oil. Yes, he went down,
*“What sort of pot should I give
a friend for Christmas ?" asks
Figgina. Well, porcupines have
their pointa.
How's this: * How'd you like to
oin my music-hall act 1" ** Great |
hat do you dot" * Daggor
throwing. My last partner is in
hosapital | "
ut the ono I like best is about
the Mexican Prime Minister, a stickler
for otiquette, who, on soeing & bomb
thrown in at the window, hastily
adjourned the meeting before it roso.
Happy landings, chaps ! "

0 R M W i W W L M W it o W

“Bless my soul, what is this dread-
ful noise?” asked Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster of the School House, dash-
in; along the passage.

“It’s all right, sir!”

- Only the ghosts, sir !"

“We're laying 'em !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it! Give 'em beans!”

“Oh! Ow! Help!" roared Kildare,
struggling under a shower of biffing
pi!!lom. “Oh! You young scoundrels!
Oh "

“8top this
Railton, ;

“It's all right, sir!”

“QOnly ghosts, sir!”

“Biff ’em! Slog 'em!”

Mr. Railton forced his way into the
crowded room, He struck a matoh and
lighted the gas, Tom Merry & Co.
looked round cagerly in search of the
ghosts, which had been laid with a
vongeance. The four Sixth Formers,
breathless, panting, gasping, Wwore
sprawling on the floor.

“Kildare 1" cried the Housemaster
in amazement, *“ Darrell |"

“My hat1”

“It's Kildare !"

“The Sixth!”

“Playing ghosts—my word

Kildare staggered up, red with fury,
and gasping for breath.

“You young villains!” he roared.

Tom Merry shook his head sadly at
the captain of 8t. Jim's,

“I'm surprised at you, Kildaro!" he
exclaimed,

“What do you mean?”

“You—playing ghost!”

“Too bad I said Kangaroo.

“You young ass!” roared Kildare,
“Do you think I was playing ghost?”

“Why, we caught you in the act!”
oxclaimed Monty Lowther indignantly.
“That's why we were biffing you, be-
cause you were playing the giddy
ghost.”

at once!™ eried Mr.

(L

“Yes, rathor !

“You ought to know botter than to
R}ny theso kids' tricks, Kildaro,” said

anners solemnly, “And you, too,
Darrell, and Rushden, and Langton,
I'm shocked at you!"

*“Bilence 1”  exclaimed Mr. Railton.
“There is some absurd mistake some-
where | It is impossible to suppose that
Kildare was playing ghost |”

Kildare was almost stuttering with
rage. But for the prosence of the
Housemaster, the ghost-hunters would
r'rohably have paid dearly for their
ittle myistake.

“What were you doing here, Kil-
dare 7" asked Mr. Railton,

Kildare panted.

“There's been a lot of talk in the
House, sir, of gomoonn#)llyinz ghost
here,” he cxplained. “We came to see
if there was anything in it—to watch for
the practical joker, sir  Then a bell
rang, and then these young idiots—
ahem l-~these boys came p:hnf in on us,
sir, goodness knows what for |”

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Did you come to hunt the ghost?”

“Yes, you young idiot 1"

“Borry, old man! We took you for
the giddy jokers1” ;

"“You say a bell rang,” said Mr,
Railton. “What bell are you alluding

(4]

Bernard Glyn turned pink. Tho bell
had coased ringing now Doubtless the
struggle on the carpet had disconnected
the wires again. rnard Glyn rolled
back the crumpled carpet and disclosed
the wires.

“Bless my soul, what is that?” asked
Mr. Railton,

“It's the ghost alarm. sir,” e:_::lgined
the schoolboy inventor, “1 laid it on
to Iiive the alarm if the ghost started
walking, so that w. could come down
and lay him and stop his pranks, I
didn't know that these chaps were

Tue Gex Lmrary —No. 1,452,
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eomi.ng ghost-hunting. They didn't tell
me.’

“They would be hardly likely to
acquaint a junior with their intentions,
Glyn1” said Mr. Railton severely.
“You should not have done this without
consulting the prefects!”

“I—I suppose not, sir. We were
keeping it dark, so as to catch the prac-
tical joker on the hop, sir—ahem !—I
mean, to eatch hini napping, sir.”

“We've cauthl. him scrapping ! mur-
mured Monty Lowther

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilence I" said Mr. Railton. It was
an—ahem l—cxcusable mistake. You sce
how it came about, Kildare !”

The captain of 8t. Jim's rubbed his
head ruefully,

“Yos, I see, sir,” he admitted, “The
young rascals |”

“We're all awfully sorry, Kildare!”
said Tom Merry. “Of course, if we'
known—"

“You'd better wait and look next time
before you start slogging prefects with

our confounded pillows!” growled

“We will,” said Tomp M tl

e will,” said Tomp Merry gently.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ' aibind

“Your desire to—ahem !=lay the ghost
was quite laudable, my boys,” said Mr,

Railton, “But it does not excuse your
having left {vour dormitory without per-
anission ! ou will take fifty lines
each 1"

“Yes, sir,” said the Bhell fellows
meekly,

'I‘hor were ﬂad enough to escape so
cheaply. onty Lowther remarked
afterwards in the dormitory, sloggin
four prefects at a time was an experi-
ence worth fifty lines,

“Now roturn to vour dormitory at
once, and do not leave it again !”

“Yos, sir.”

And the juniors trooped off, ehuckling.

Mr. Railton looked at the discomfited
prefects, Kildare & Co. were a little
recovered by this time, and thoy were
putting their dishevelled persons into
order, They were very much rumpled
and crumpled by the terrific slogging
they had received.

“TThis is a very curious thing,” said
the Housemaster. *“What is this story
of the ghost having been seen again,
Kildare ?”

Kildare explained. rather breath-

lessly. Mpr, Railton listened with deep
attention. He went round the punish-
ment-room, examining the walls, He
tapped upon them here and therve, but
there was no sound of hollowness; all
appeared to be solid.
. “A great deal is probably due to the
imagination of the juniors,” My, Railton
observed at last. “But if anyone has
entered and left the room secretly, it
can be only by means of a secret open-
ing. The idea of a ghost is absurd "

‘Quite absurd, sir!” said Kildare,
“But it was very strange about the gas
going out, sir, anm sure D'Arey minor
was keeping to the facts when he told
me.”

“That is cortainly very odd.”

Mr. Railton examined the gas-bracket
carefully, When the gas had been laid
on in the room, it had been impossible
to place the pipes behind the walls; the
pipe from the passage ran up the wall
and along the edge of the ceiling.. Mr.
Railton scanned 1t carefully its whole
extent, from the burner to the place
where the pipe gnssed out of the room,
through a hole bored in the top of the
door-frame,

He wrinkled his brows a little, and
turned to the prefects again.

“ Either there is a ghost or somebody
has been playing ghost,” he said. *“The

Tue GeM LiBrARY.—No. 1,452,

first supposition is absurd; the maiter
is, therefore, to be attributed to a prac-
tical joke on the part of some foolish
and mischievous boy. The matter will
have to be looked into; and we must
keep our eyes open u(fon this room until
the mystery is cleared up.”

“Certainly, sir!” said Kildare.

And the Housemaster and the prefects
votired from Nobody's Study, and the
haunted room was left dark and de-
sorted. And if the ghost of 8t. Jim's
walked that night, he walked undis-
turbed by the electrio alarm bell of the
schoolboy inventor.

CHAPTER 12.

CThe 6em Libra

Figeins shook his head.

“ 8till stony 7" asked Fatty.

“Busted !” said Figgins, with concise
elcigsnce.

atty Wynn groanod.

“It's more than half an hour 1o
dinner,"’ he remarked.

“Bear up!” eaid Figging kindly.
“Come and have a tramp through the
slugh, and get an appetite for dinner,”

“I've got the appetite,” said Fatty
Wynn pathetically, “It's the dinner I
want,”

Figging grinned.
"Igoor old Fatty! Bear up! Every-

()
Disinterested Friendship! R GBSt sy g
ATTY WYNN stood
outside the little
tuckshop kept by

Dame Taggles in the
corner of the quadrangle
behind the old elms,

There was a struggle
going on in the breast of
the fat Fourth Former.
Morning lessons were over,
a few days after that pecu-
liar ghost-hunt in Nobody's
Study. There had been a
thaw, and the snow had
melted away from the
quadrangle of 8t. Jim's
like a dream. The ground
was reeking with damp,
and frost was still thick
upon the trees, but melt-
ing and running down in
murky streams. Skating
was an idea that had to be
dropped, and the ground
wis in no state for footer,

But Fatty Wynn, though
he was wearing a very
thoughtful look, was not
thinking of lost oppor-
tunities of skating, or of
postponed footer matches,
or of the snow-fights that
would not come off, He
was thinking of the tuck
within Mrs, Taggles' little
establishment, and of the
fact that he was hard-up,
Levison of the Fourth was
in the tuckshop, and ho
was making purchases:
and he seemed to be well
supplied with money, and
determined to get rid of
it. And IFatty Wynn, as
he watched through the
doorway and saw Ernest
Levison’s purchases mount-
ing up on the counter, felt
a struggle going on in his
breast,

Fatty Wynn did not like
Lovison, It was not be-
cause they belonged to the
rival Houses of 8t. Jim's
—in the intervals when
ragging ceased the rival
juniors pulled together very well. But
the cad of the lII"‘nurlh was, as many
fellows had remarked, an unpleasant
beast. But when an unpleasant beast is
buying cold ham and tongue by the
pound, and doughnuts by the bagful,
and jam tarts by the dozen, his unpleas-
antness seomed to fade away somehow,
and he appeared much less of a beast.

Fatty Wynn struggled between the
desire to be very cordial with Levison
and share his good things, and the
feeling that he ought not to do it.

Figgins came sauntering round to the
tuckshop, and he saw the stress of
mental conflict in Fatty’s plump face.

“Postman been?” asked Fatty,

f (R (it
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the room.

“ Qive "em socks ! '’ roared Tom Merry, as a regular
" What—what-
In a moment the

“We've caught 'em !
from a pillow.

thing comes to him who waits, you
know,”
“I say, Figgy—" began Faity
Wynn.

“Well " said Figgins,

“It's getting on towards Christmas,
isn't it?”

Figgins started.

“Yes,” ho said. “It generally is at
the end of the year, you know, It's
owing to the way they've arranged the
calendar, I suppose.”

“Don't be ftmn¥, Figgy. I'm serious.
Of course, it isn't Christmas yet, but
it's near enough to Christmas to put
in_ practice Christmas maxims and
things—don't you think so—forgiving

|
A
1
i
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of juniors, armed with

' gasped Kil

one’s enemies, and all that kind of
thing ?"’

Figgins simply stared at Fatty Wynn.
From where he stood he could not see
into the tuckshop, and so he could not
sce the explanation of Fatty Wynn's
peculiar mood, He began to fear that
a keen appetite, rendered keener by
the sharp, winter air, had made Fatty
Wynn lightheaded,

“(Cheer up, Fatly, old man!"” he said
soothingly,  “Dinner will be along
soon,”

“Yes. But don’t yon agree with me
about a chap forgiving his enemies,

are, staggerin

senlers ‘were being biffed right and left.

and--and making friends with people
he dislikes?” said Fatty.

“Chap ought always to forgive his
enemies, I suppose,” said Iiggins,
looking perplexed, “But what are you
jabbering about, Fatty?”

“Buppose a fellow’s a rolten mean
bounder 1” said Fatty Wynn. *“When
Christmas comes round a chap ought
to take him by the hand and be
chummy, don’t you think?"

“1 suppose he might,” said the
astonished Figgins, * But—""

“Well, I'm going to do it,"" said the
fat Iourth Former.

“Look here, Fatty! If you're not
quite off your silly rocker, tell me

illows and bolsters, dashed into
under a swipe

what you're driving at!” exclaimed
Figgins, .

“I'm thinking of Levison.,” .

“Levison7” said Figgins, frowning.
“That unspeakable cad |”

“Yes. Becauso he's a beast, (hat's
all the more mevit in forgiving him,
and making friends with him now—now
he's getting—I mean, now Christmas is
coming round. Don’t you think so?”

“Ye-es; perhaps so,” said Figgins.

“Well, 'm going to do it,” said
TFatty Wynn bravely. “I don’t caro
how big a cad he is, I'm going to he
friendly with him at Christmas-time."

And Fatty Wynn
marched into the tuckshop,
to carry out his benevo-
lent intentions.

Figgins glanced in, and
saw Lovison piling up hia
unaccustomed  purchases,
and understood, o
chuckled softly.

Fatty Wynn gavoe Levi-
son & cordial and friendly
nod’ and a sweet smile,

“Thaw to-day,” ho re-
marked,

Levison nodded.

“Yes,” ho said.  “And
a dozen marmalade tarts,
Mrs, Taggles.”

“Yos, Master Leovison,”

“Had a good tip, I sup.
pose, old chap?” said
Iratty Wynn,

“No,” sanid Levison,
“I'm careful with my
monvy, that's all, and so
I'm able to buy things
when I want them, And a
jar of jam, Mrs, ‘l'aggles.”

“Yos, Master Lovison."

“Blanding a  feed?”
asked Fatty Wynn,

“Yos, And a Jar of
marmalade.”

“Yos, Master Levison,”

“Who to?” atked Fatty
Wymn jovially,

“Myself,” said Levison
coolly, * Chap 1 know best
and like best, vou know,
Aud onoe of those pound
sced cukes, Mrs. Taggles,
and a currant one.”

“Yes, Master Levison,”

“Not going to have a
fced all on your lone-
some 7" asked FFatty Wynn,
in surprise, “I always like
another chap, at least, at
a feed with me.”

“Do you?"” said Levison,
“I don't,”

“Ahem! Can I help you
carry those things?”

*“Thanks; I can manage
them! Wrap them all up
n one parcel, Mis,
'l'aggius, plense.”

*Yes, Mastor Levison,”

“I-—=1 say,” said ITatty
Wynn, “I'm stony, Levison !”

“Blued all your tin on grub, I sup-
pose "’ said vison, “I've got none
tc; II'eml, if that's what you're driving
at.

Fatty Wynn turned pink,

“J—I wasn't driving at that,” he
said,  “I=I was thinking that—that
Christmas is coming. It—it won't be
\'er¥ long now, will it?"

“It will be here on December 25th,
as usual, I think ” satd Lovison calmly.

“Thanks!” said Fatty Wyun, “I
mean, oxactly—just so ! i‘lew. at a time
of peace an qqod.will and things, you
know, I—=I'm thinking of making‘?:iends
with everybody—cven rotten cads that
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T can't stand at other times,” he said.
This, to say tho least of it, was not
very tactful of Fatty Wynn; but his
anxiety was so keen as ho saw the good
1hin(ﬁ| being wrapped up that he really
hardly noticed what he was saying, and
spoke with beautiful frankness, *1--
I'm going to make friends with you,
Levison,”

“Thanks for nothing,'” said Levison.

“Now, as—as we're friends—"

“But we're mnot!” said Tevison,
taking his parcel from Mrs, Tagglos.
“It takes two to make a bargain, you
know. Good-hye!”

And Levison walked out of the tuck-
shop with his bulky parcel, leaving
I'atty Wynn rooted to the floor,

“Well, my sainted aunt!” said Fatty
Wynn as soon as he recovered his
breath., “Of all the rotten, caddish,
Iu?wlcss skunks—"

Pigging strolled in, smiling,

“Did you make it up with Levison,
TFatty 7 ho asked cnsuqu&'.

Fatty Wynn snovted,

“Mako it up with Levison!” he ox-
claimed, Do you think I'd make it
up with a rotten, beastly, unspeakablo
toad like that? I really think you
ought to know e hetter, Figegy 1 .

“But what about Christmas coming
along, and making i up with your
enemies, and the right hand of giddy
friendship, and so forth—" .

“Oh, blow the right hand of friend-
ship " said Fatty Wynn.

“1fa, ha, ha !” roarcd IMiggins,

“Bai Jove! What's the joke, deah

boys "

Arvthur Augustus D'Arey sauntered
into the tuckshop. Fatty Wynn starcd
at him, Ho was not fecling in a good
humour at that moment,

“You chaps have somo tarts?” asked
Arthur Augustus agrecably, “Fve just
weceived a fivah fwom my governaly,
and T want Mrs, Taggles to change it.”

Fatty Wynn's fat faco was like unte
a rising sun at once,

“What-ho I”* ho said, ru!liu[{ up to the
counter, “How many did you say,
D' Arey 1"

“ As many as you like, deah boy.”

“Trot ont your whole stock, Mrs.
Taggles !” grinned Figging.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

IFaity Wynn did not laugh; he was
too busy.

CHAPTER 13,
Not a Feed !

ERCY MELLISH spread the table-
cloth very carefully in his study
and put the kettle on tho fire,

Crooke of the Shell looked in
at the doorway with an unusually agree-
able expression upon his face,

“Must have spent n quid at least,’
said Crooke,

Mellish whistled.

“A quid!” he repeated,

“Quite—and more 1"

“It will bo a stunning feed,
said Mellish,

“T should say so!” 4

“ Not much like Levison, aither,’” said
Mellish, rubbing his nose thoughtfully.
“Even when ho's got plenty of money
Ifuo ?oﬁnn‘t usually spend it in standing
cods,

“Influence of Christmas, perhaps,”
suggested Crooke. . /

“11'm! Perhaps!” said Mecllish very
doubtfully. It did not seem to him at
all probable that the-approach of the
festive season would have the effect of
making Lovisonr genefous in inoncy
malters,

Tae GeM Lismany.—No. 1,452
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“1 suppose the idea is to have a feed
up here, instead of zow: down to
dmner"’ said Crooke, “Well, I don't

“It's

mind,' 4 .

“Bame here,” said Mellish,
cold mutton to-day, and we can get
leave away from dinner if we ask old
Lathom.” |

“I shall have to ask Linton,” said
the Shell fellow, “But that's all right ;
I shall manage it—if Levison asks e,
of course,”

He grinned,

Levison, Mellish, and Crooke, the
three black sheep of the Bchool House,
were thick as thieves, as Blake had de-
scribed it, If Levison were standing a
foed of unusual proportions in his study,
Crooke meant to present,  Mellish
went on with his preparations, hunting
out plates and cutlery from odd corners
and  dusting them. Lumley-Lumley
came into the study and surveyed the
greplmtiom for the feed with surprise,

tudy feeds ,were not generally cele-
brated in the middle of the day just
before the juniors’ dinner-time.

.~ “Hallo!"” said Lumley-Lumley, shak.
ing tho mud off his boots, *What's the
game? Dining in state?”

“We're going to have a feed,” said
Mellish  loftily—"“a big feed here,
instead of going down to dinner.”

“Oh, good! I've got a jolly good
appetite walking back from ylconﬁw."
said Lumley-Lumley. “If you buck up
I'll feed with you and then go down to
dinner and start again,”

Mellish sniffed,

“You haven't been asked yet,” he
remarked, .

“That’s all right!| You can ask me,”
said Lumley-Lumlo,y cheerfully, “Who's
standing the feed ?”

“ Levison.”

“Thunder! Is he  ill?"" asked
.I;urﬁley-bumlny in surprise. “Whero is

“He hasn't come back from the tuck-
lholp Aret." snid Mellish. *You needn’t
wait.

“Why not?”

Lumley.
::!le won't g;sk you to feed."

“Hallo! Here he is!"” said Crooke,

Lovison came into the study. The
three juniors looked at him; to their
surprise, he ecame in empty-handed, He
glanced round at the three fellows, ap-
parently a little surprised by the expres-
sions upon their faces, Lumley-Lumley
was grinning as he threw himself into
a chair and toasted his steaming boots
at the fire Mellish had assumed his
friendliest smile; and Crooke was smil-
ing in a most agreeable manner—a very
unusual thing for Crooke.

“Hallo, Levison, old man!”
Mellish affectionately.

“Hallo " said Levieon.

“We're all ready !

“All what?” asked Levison,

“All ready 1"

Are you?” said Levison, looking
;lto?n,uha . “What are you all ready
o 1"

“The—the feed I

“Wandering in your mind?” asked
Levison pleasantly.” “I'm not aware
that I'm standing any feed. If I am. I
don’t know anything about it; but I'm
much obli to you for mentioning it.
Where is 1£7"

Lumley-Lumley chuckled.

“I—TI say, you know, don't be funny,”
said Mellish feebly. “I—I suppose this
is o little joke of yours, Levison?”

“If it is, I don’t see the point,” said

wvison calmly. “Perhaps I've
developed a gift of unconscious humour.
I don't know.”
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demanded Lumley-

said

“Look here|” said Crooke, his agree-
able smile fading away somewhat.
“Look here, Levison! I saw you in
Dame Taggles' shop ten minutes ago.”

“I dare say you did,” agreed Levison,

“You were buying up lots of things—
half the blessed shop, I think.”

“I may have bought a few things”

said Levison,
. “Well, I—I concluded, naturally, that
it was a feed,” said Crooke. “I suppose
you haven't bought the stuff to feed in a
corner all by yourself, have yout”

Levison launghed.

" Trot it out, Levison, old man,” said
Mellish. “We'll have a feed up here
instead of going down to dinmer. We
can get leave,”

“Yes, you can get leave all right,”
agreed Levison, warming his feet at the
fire,  “The question is, how are you
go[nq to get the feed?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lumllef-
Lumley. “On second thoughts, Mellish,
I guess you needn’t trouble to ask me.to
join you, after all.”

“Do you mean to say you're not
standing a feed, Levison?!” asked
Mellish, his expression changing very
much.

Levison nodded.

";lr"hon what have you bought the grub

r
“Cash 1"
“You fathead! I mean, what are
you going to do with it1”
"l

“All b‘y' yourself 7"
“Yes,"
“Well, of all the pigs—" said

Crooke.
“Of all the mean cads—" sgaid

Melligh, .
“There's your character, Levison,”
grinned Lumley-Lumley. “You know

\\'Im;.1 your pals think of you now. Ha,
|

ha, he
“Oh, go it!" said Levison. “I don't
mind. You had a feed in your study

the other day, Crooke, and you men-
tioned to me that you didn’t want any
Fourth Form kids.”

“ Ahem 1" said Crooke.

“You had a bag of tarts last night,
Mellish, and there weren’t any left for
me when I came into the study,” Levison
remarked.

“Ahem "

“T didn’t know Crooke had his eye on
me in the tuckshop,” said Levison,
frowning. “But it doesn’t make any
difference, I'm not atlnding anything,
Ta-tal There's the dinner!

Levison walked out of the study.

Lumley-Lumley chueckled as he
watched the faces of Mellish and
Crooke. All their pleasant expressions
had vanished.

“You gilly ass!” said Mellish
addressing Crooke. “What did you tell
me Levison was laying in a feed for?
You might huveosueuad that he didn’t
mean it for anybody but himself.” And
Mellish jerked the tablecloth from the
table, and hurled it into a corner of the
study. And hurled the knives and forks
after it.  He would have hurled the
plates, too, but they happened to be his
own property.

“You chump!" replied Crooke, with
equal politeness, “If I were study-
mate to that rotter, I'd make him play
the game, or take it out of his hide!
’oof 1"

And Crooke swung away angrily.
Mellish went downstairs disconsolately
to cold mutton, and Lumley-Lumley
followed him, still chuckling.

The extensive purchascs Levison had
made in the tuckshop did not make
their appearance in the study, Levison
had probably bestowed them in some
very safe place,
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CHAPTER 14,
Tom Merry Keeps Watch !

N the Commeon-room that evening a
group of juniors were chatting
round Tom Merry,

The talk ran on the subject of the
ghost of Bt. Jim's, The whole House
was still in a state of puzzled excite-
ment over the strange manifestations
from Nobody’s Study.

The general impression was that some
practical joker was thus disturbing the
serenity of the Bchool House, but how
he was doing it was a mystery, Some
of the fellows, however, were inclined
to take a supernatural view of the
matter; and all of them, whether they
believed in ghosts or not, showed a
marked disinclination to go near
Nobody's 8tudy after dark,

Loyison came into the Common-room
lnclfoinad the chatting juniors.

“Talking ghosts 7"’ he asked,

“Yes I” sard Tom Merry shortly.

I think it's about time that the
H:dd}' ghost was laid,”” said Lovison,

If I were junior skipper of the SBchool
House, 1 should consider it was up to
me to lay it(”

“Oh, rats!”

“I weally do not see how it is to be
laid, Levison,” said Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. “If you have got an ideah—
somethin’ btlnh than Glyn's wotten

electwic —
“Why not stay up all night in the
haunted room, and watch for it%"

asked Levison. “If the ghost walks,
you'd be bound to nab it "
“Ahem 1"

“I don't think anybody would care to

stay up all night in"the haunted room,”
snid Monty Lowther. g

“Why not—if you don't believe in
ghosts 7°*

“Well, you seg—"

“It’s up to Tom Merry to do it," said
Leavison.,
“Well, I'm not going to do it,"” said

Tom Merry.
l ;"Very well; if you funk it, I'll do
t »

“You?" exclaimed hall a dozen
Yoilces,

and his offer took all the juniors
surprise,

“Yes; I'm not afraid I”

“I'm not afraid!” said Tom Merry
angrily, “But I don’t want to get the
nhn-e'r.s in that cold place, and—and

Levison was not famous for cournio,
y

TI\ncl ou don't want to sce the ghost

or hear him groaning!" said Levison,
with a chuckle.
“Oh, you'ro gassing!” gaid Tom

Merry scornfully. “You haven't the
nerve to do it!”

“You'll see, then! I'll do it to-night,
I'm not afraid of disappearing and
leaving Dnl{: my clothes behind, like the

iddy monk in the legend!” grinned

vison.

“If you mean business—"

“You'll see that I do!”

“Rats!” said Blake. “I dare say
vouw'll come downstairs, but_you won't
stay in the haunted room. You'll stick
wm;.wwhcro-cl!o; we know you, Levi-
son!"”

“You can lock me in, if you like,”

‘“Bai Jove |”

Tom Merry frowned.

He did not like the idea of watchin
all night in the haunted room, but sti
less did he like the idea of Levison call-
ing him a funk and doing it himself.

“Well, if_(frou stay up I'll stay with
you,” he said.

Levizon shook his head.

(Continued on page 18.)
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ALLO, chums! Christmas comes
and Christmas goes, but the good
old GesM goes on for ever. The
grand issue which you hold in

your hands is the twenty-ninth Yuletide
number of the old paper. That is a
great record of which the GEM may
Lult]y be proud. There are very few
oys' periodicals which ecan boast of
such a lon% and successful run. In faet,
I believe I'm right in saying it's the
oldest boys' paper, under its original
name, in existence, As far back as
March 23rd, 1907, the Gex was first pub-
lished, and it ran for forty-eight weeks
before the ‘‘Magnet,” our companion
paper, was born. A new eeries was then
started, bearing the same issue number
as the ‘‘Magnet,” which has now
reached No, 1,452. 8o that the present
number is the fifteen hundredth one
oxactly, That record speaks volumes
for the quality of the stories the Grm
has maintained. But in particular it
proves that Martin Clifford, as a school
story author, is unbeatable, and that
the famous chavacters of Bt. Jim's that
he originated long ago are still the
firmest  schoolboy favourites of the
present time,

By the wn‘y. I had a letter from a
reader the other day who has somehow
got the impression that Martin Clifford
is dead! I can assure him that our
popular author is very much alive and
writing more echool and adventure
stories now than ever before,

Another great story of his, entitled:
“THE HOUSEMASTER'S SECRET ! "

lpFearl'in our next rippinF number,

The rivalry which has always existed
between Mr, Railton, the popular
master of the School House, and Mr.
Ratcliff, the sour-tempered New House
master, gives place to bitter enmity on
the part of “Ratty ” in this splendid
yarn. The New House master learns, in
a shady manner, that Mr. Railton is
troubled by some sccret. Ratty thinks
it will not bear the light of day, so he
sets out to discover what it is, with the
desired object of showing up the School

House master. It is then that Tom
Merry & Co. take a hand, with results
that are highly amusing to them—if not
to Mr. Ratcliff |

“TUBBY MUFFIN'S CHRISTMAS
PUDDING I™

After an interval of a week our grand
Rookwood series is continued again
under the above title. It is a lively
Christmasy story in which Tubby Muffin
gets the bright idea of forming a
Christmas pudding fund, the juniors
subseribing to it to pay for the cost of
the ingredients. Tubby intends to make
it himself. But neither that pudding,
nor the one which follows it, is destined
to reach the cooking.pot, The founder
of the fund is responsible for the
non-appearance of the first; but the
sncnm'I Well, the “mystery man?*
of Rookwood, who has caused such a
rensation in the school, puts it to a use
for which it was never intended.

This ripping story, together with
“T'he Housemaster's Beeret |” will give
you many happy hours of entertain-
ment; so make sure that you order your
GEM carly,

FOR THE CHRISTMAS PARTY |

Many of you, chums, will be holdin
Christmas parties or attending those o
your friends, and, of course, at such
functions one is usually called upon to
perform in some way to keep the party
going. If you don’t play a musical
istrument or sing, then it is as well to
he prepared with some other form of
amusement, Mystery tricks never fail
to appeal to young and old folk alike,
and here are a fow which you can have
up your sleeve ready., All that is
required is a box of matches.

THE DISAPPEARING MATCHES !

For the first trick you must prepare
the matchbox in advance. Empty out
the matches and cut the container in
half crosswise, taking eare-not to split
it n doing so. You can cut it quite
catily with an old safety-razor blade.
Now push the two halves back into the
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[ lid of the box, first putting in about

three or four matches (sce Fig. 1).
No one can tell that the container is cut
in half,

The trick is, you tell your friends, that
you will make the matches disappear.
Of course, you first show them the
contains matches, then, holding it up so
that no one can see inside, you pull out
the top half of the container about an
inch (see Fig. 2). Don't make the
mistake of pulling it out too far, or you
will give the game away that the con-

in half, No matches will
be visible, and your friends will be com-
pletely mystified. Then, with a few
“magical " passes with the hands, you
shut up the box, push it open again,
and show your friends that the matches
have returned. ~You can repeat this
trick two or three times, but your
friends will never guess the secret of it
=until you show them.

LIFTING THREE MATCHES !

Having got your friends interested
with that trick, set up three matches on
end, with the “‘live” heads resting
against each other., Now challenge your
audience to lift them with a fourth
match without touching them with the
hands. Unless someone knows the trick
they will have to admit defeat. Then
all ‘you do is strike the fourth match
and set light to the three standing _up,
blowing them out immediately. You
will find that the heads of the matches
have stuck together, and so you can
lift them easily,

THE TEN MATCHES TRICK !

From raising three matches with one
you now tell your friends that Fch will
ift. nine with one, This is how it's
done. Lay one match on the table, and
alternately, at right angles from each
side, lean the eight matches on it. Your
eight matches now form a sort of
“guard of honour” over the match
lying flat on the table. Next place a
match down the centre where _the
matches cross tho bottom one. Now
grip the bottom match in ﬂnﬁer and
thumb and very gently raiso the nine
matches, as shown in Fig. 3, You will
find that the centre match will look
them together, so that you can lift them
clear of the table.

FORMING FOUR TRIANGLES !

Here is just one more easy match
trick to try, With three matches form
on-the table a triangle.  Ask your
friends if any of them can, with tho aid
of three more matches, form three more
triangles. They will try all sorts of
ways, but they will not fathom how it's
done. Then you stand three matches
upright, one from each corner of the
triangle formed on the table, as in
Fig. 4, leaning the heads against each
other.

By the way, in performing this trick,
and also when lifting the three matches
with one by fusing them, difliculty may
be experionced in leaning tho matchos
together in an upright position, This
can casily be overcomo b,r brent.hm% on
the heads, when they will readily hold
togother,

Your friends will probably have had
enough of match tricks by now, so you
round off your performance with a
laugh. Turn to a chum and m;!y: “Are
i‘nu having tea anywhere on Sundayi”

o will think that an invitation is
“Nol” Then you

coming and say
be hungry on

veply:  “Youn will
Munday, won't you "

THE EDITOR.
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*That won't do 1"

“Why not 7" TRy

“Because if it's o pruhul joker he'll
get on to it if there’s more than one of

us, One chap by himself could get in
without being noticed, but a lot
couldn’t; and if it's the ghost he

mightn’t apfaar to more than one at a
time, I believe that’s supposed to be
one of the little peculiarities of spooks,
Look here, if ilou'\'a got nerve enough
to watch for the ghost you can do 1t:
but if you haven't, I'll do it—and I
mean it. It's time the ghost was laid,
or we shall have all the fags dreamin
dreams and going about in a state o
nerves, Even the masters don't care
aholl‘ut going into Nobody's Study after
nl. 'll

Tom Merry set his lips. He could not
very well refuse Levison’s challenge,
but e did not like the prospects. He
was not afraid, but—

“Very well,” he said, “I'll stay there
to-night, if you'll undertake to do the
samo to-morrow night, Levison !”

“Done " said Levison.

“It will be wathah
thero all alone,” said Arthur Augustus
dubiously, “VYou can't even keep the
light goin', Tom Mewwy. It scoms that
it goes out when the ghost appeahs,”

"1 shall do it,” said Tom Merry

uietly,  “ After lights out I'll come

own and go into Nobody's Study, and

‘Il stay there,” )

“1f you get scared—" said Levison,

“If T get scared I'll cloar out. But
if I leave the study I shall come back to
the dormitory and own up.”

“Yaas, wathah | We can wely on you,

deah boy.”

Tom ilnrry ‘wore a very thoughtful
look until bed-time, He had taken on
the task, and he did not think of
retreating from it. But he did not like
it, The cad of the Fourth had con-
trived to plant it upon him, and when
Levison’s turn came to follow his
example Tom Merry suspected that he
would find some excuse for not carrying
out his compact. But the Shell fellow
was in for it now, and there was no
retreat. i

The sccret was well kopt, and when
Darvrell saw lights-out in the Shell
dormitory that night, he went away
‘\‘viilloub a suspicion that anything was

°tl._ll

wotten stayin’

When ten o'clock sounded from the

old tower of 8t. Jim's Tom Merry
stepped out of bed and began to dress
himself. Most of the Shell fellows were
asloep by that time, but Tom Merry's
chums were awake, ;

Monty Lowther sat up in bed.

“That you, Tommy?” he asked,

“Yes,” said Tom Merry, pulling on
his shoes. .

“Blessed if I half like your oing
down alone,” said Lowther. *Hadn't
you better let me come with you, Tom "

“Can’t be did! The arrangement is
for me to go alone.”

“Yes; but—" began Mannors.

“Levison will crow to-morrow if I
take anybody with me,” said Tom
Merry. “I don't like it, but I'm going
through with it."”

“Take a cricket stump with you,”
said Kangaroo,

“I've got one,”

“And a box of matches,” said
Bernard Glyn, “in case the light goes
out,”

“I've got "em !”

And Tom Merry, having finished
dressing, slipped quietly out of the
dormitory, His chums remained in a
wakeful and anxious frame of mind, It
was all very well to scoff at ghost storvies
in the day-time, and when there were n
good many fellows together; but at
night, with darkness over the school and
the winter wind howling round the old
voofs of 8t. Jim's, it was a different
matter,

‘“He'll be back in'five minutes,” said
Gore,

But Gore was mistaken. Tom Merr
did not return, and one by one the Bhuﬁ
fellows dropped off to sleep.

Tom Merry was in Nobody's Study,

Heo shivered a littlo as he entered the
desolate apartment, It seemed more
cold, more desolate, more gloomr than
ever at that late hour of the night.

Tom Merry lighted the gas and closed
the door, In more distant parts of the
8chool House there were people awake
with lights and fires; but Nobody's
Study seemed remote from all human
contact,

After the heavy oaken door was closed
every sound was shut out, Tom Merry
looked carefully round the room and sat
down on the old table to avoid contact
with the cold stones on the floor,

He heard cloven strike from the clock
tower as he sat there, tired and sl«of)y.
but kept awake by the thought of w i:l‘t

e
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might happen.
sli{: d  from the
ta Il:’und began to
pace up and down
the room to keep
himself warm.

In the solitude
and silence the
legend of that room
came into his mind.
He tried to think
of other things—of
football, of Latin
verses; he tried to
work out a mathe-
matical problem in
his head, but it was
usecless,

One subject alone
persisted in remain.
g uppermost in
his thoughts, and
that subject was the

host of St, Jim's.
gle thought of what
had happened long

REQUIRED

Beven Days'

centurics ago in
2/- & 2/b, that lonely room—of
the blood that was

said to have stained
the cold stones of

CThe Gem Library

the floor; of the imprisoned monk \\‘}IO
had vanished, leaving his robo where he
had lain down to slecp=—carried off
according to one account, by the evil
one,

He started, and looked round about
lim incessantly, As he moved his
shadow moved, and it startled lim
strangely, g

A picture floated in his disturbed
mind—the picture of that old monk
slo_opm%l on his bed of straw—of the
thing that had appeared to bear Lim
mysteriously away,

He gave a sudcfon start,

He stood in the middle of the haunted
room, looking about him, What was
that sound ! Whence had it come ?

Tom Merry shuddered, and every hair
upon his head scemed to stand on end.
From the silence camhe that fearful
sound—as if the sccne of murder was
Iwmlg re-enacted by invisible forms in
the haunted room |

The light flickered and paled.

Tom Merry rubbed his eyes,

There was no doubt about it !

The gas was turned full on, but even
as he looked at it with startling eyens
the flame died down and expired,

The room was plunged into darkness |

- —_—

CHAPTER 15,
The Mystery !
COM MERRY stood in the dark-

ness in tho haunted room, his
very flesh erecping.

.. What had caused that sudden
extinguishing of the light?

He had not touched it; no human
hand had touched it.

He put out his hands instinctively in
the darkness, as if to ward off some-
thing—he did not know what.

What was that sound ?

A rustling sound, as of a robe—an
old monk's robe—sweeping on the stono
floor, brushing against tho stone walls !

The blood rushed to Tom Morry's
heart.

What was it ?

From the silence came that deep and
terrible groan,

It rang in Tom Merry's ears; it
scemed to fill the haunted room with
strange and eerie noises,

Groan |

'Lom Merry daghed in the direction of
the sound, He stumbled against the
table, and gave o sharp cry.

There was a movement; something
was in the room—he was no longer
alone! But what was it? What dread-
ful thing had appeared in that lonely
chamber in the darkness, with the door
closed—amid walls of solid stone?

Tom Merry shuddered. An icy touch
was on his face, as if o hand of death
had touched him there,

He ervied out in horror, and threw
ont his hands, They swept tho empty
air!

The nerves of the boy could stand
no more,

He groped his wa,
tore it open, and
room.

He ran along the dark passage, pant.
ing, and did not stop till he was at the
to![’* of the stairs )

hen he paused in
breathing hard,

He hesitated, L

Should he return to the dormitory and
confess that he had been scaved out of
the haunted chamber, or—or return
thore, where that weird sound had
thrilled his nerves, and where that ice-
cold hand had touched his shuddering
flesh ?

to the door and
ashed out of the

the darkness,
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He shivered.

He could not go back to_the haunted
rqom. He made his way with trembling
footsteps to the dormitory.

He was shaking from head to foot;
the silenco and darkness of the familiar
pagsage scemed fearful to him now.

‘He hurried his footsteps, and almost
ran into the 8hell dormitory. He closed
the door behind him and stood shivering
lnd“?anting.

“What was it? Oh, good heavens,
what was it !"” he gasped. ¥

There was a sound in the dormitory.
Manners had been awakened by Tom
Merry's entrance, and he sat up n bed.

“What's that? Is that you, Tom?”

“Yes,” muttered Tom Merry.

“You've come back!”

" YB!‘JI

Manuners jumped out of bed. The
choking, shaky voice: of his chum
warned him that something was wrong.

“Tom, old man, what's happened 1"

Tom Merry sank panting upon his

“I—I don't know I" heﬂn ed. “I—
I—it was real enough ! ight went
out; nobody touched it, but it went out,
and—something touched ,me 1"

“Tom 1"

“Homething iey cold, like a dead
man's hand I said Tom Merry, shud-

dering. ““I=I wouldn’t go through it
again for worlds!”

“(Get into. bed, old man,” said
Manners, his arm round his chum.

“You're cold all over, I wish I hadn't
let you go alone, Tumble in |”

Tom  Merry turned into  bed.
Manners piled the bedelothes on him,
and then returned to his own bed.

“All right, Tommy "

“All serene, old man,”

And Tom Merry fell asleep at last.
Ho slept, to dream of his terrible ex-
yerienee in the haunted room, and once
]m woke up, feeling that ice-cold touch
upan his face again, but this time to dis-
cover that it was only a dream.

1o slept fitfully till morninT and
when the morning light streamed in at
the high windows of the dormitory, and
the vising-bell elanged out, Tom Merry's
face was pale as he rose,

His disturbed looks attracted general
attention, and there were inquiries on
all sides as to what happened in the
haunted room,

 Very stoep " said Crooke, when Tom
Merry had  told his story. “You
dreamed it.”

“T did not dream it,” eaid Tom Merry
quietly.

1 suppose you were in such a blue
funk that you fancied it all,” said
Crooke, with a sneering laugh,

Tom Merry turned rod,

“Will you undertake to wateh in the
haunted room to-night 7" he asked.

“No fear!” said Crooke. “I'm not
afraid of ghosts, but I don't want to
catch a oof , or to lose a night's rest,
either,”

“You're afraid,” said Tom Merry
scornfully, “You'd be too much in a
blua funi yourself to go into the room
at all after dark, so you can shut up
on the subject of funking. If I get any
more of it, you'll get a thick ear!”

And Crooke thought it wisest to shut

There was a buzz of comment on the
ltranﬁo story in the Shell dormitory.
An idea ocourred to Bernard Glyn as
he thought it over.

“You l:ﬁ the gas went out without
being touched !’ he asked.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.
“You didn't touch it yourself?*
“] didn't touch it!”

“Then it ought to be turned on now,”
said Glyn.

“My hat! Yes! I never thought of
that !” exclaimed Tom Merry. “It cer-
tainly went out, and I never turned it
off. The gas must have been escaping
all the time!™

“And the burner will still be turned
on,” said Kangaroo,

“That's éolly queer!” said Mont:
Lowther. “If the gas is escaping all
the time, there ought to be a smell of
it, even as far off as this!”

Tom Merry hurried into his clothes.
He knew well enough the danger of
leaving the gas turned on unlighted,
but in the terror of the night he had
not thought of that., He hurried down-
stairs as soon as he was dressed, and
several fellows followed down with
him. On the way to Nobody's Study
they met a crowd of the Fourth.

Blake & Co. were anxious to know
what had happened from the vigil of
the previous night.

“Well, what happened?” asked Jack
Blake
.\_.vnthnhl What happened,

Crooke grinned.

“Merry got o scare and bolted !” he
said. “He says the gas went out of its
own accord, without being turned off |
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove!
with young

“We're
turned off,

The

That's what happened
Wally I
oing to see if the burner's
sald Tom Merry,

juniors hurried to Nobody's
Study.

Tom Merry opened the door. There
was no odour of gas in the room. The
juniors looked up at the burner; it was
turned off in the usual way. Then they
looked at Tom Merry.

“You are sure you didn’t turn it off 1
asked Kangaroo.
:' uite sure!”

hen somebody has turned this
burner off since, or elso it would
escaping now,” said Digby.

“That shows it must have been some-

body playing a trick,” said Blake.

ADVENTURING in the eerie depths with fear-
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“Yaas, wathah!”
“Unless it was all funk and fancy,”
suggfc;l!l;ed Crooke.
1

Crooke sat down suddenly on the
carpet. He sat there and gasped, and
glared at Tom Merry.

“What did you do that for?” he
roared,

“To satisfy you that I'm not a funk,”
said Tom Merry. “I may have bolted
from the haunted room last night, but
I can lick you any time, Crooke, my
boy—and I'm ready to do it now, if
ou're not going to give a sample of

lue funk !”

Crooke scrambled up. Evidently he

referred to give the sample of blue
unk, for he slouched out of the room
without replying.

“I'm blessed if T can understand it at
all!” said Blake. “Perhaps you'll
clear up the mystery to-night, Levison.”

Levison was looking veﬁy thoughtful.

“Yes, perhaps,” he said,

“Don’t feel so much inclined for it
now ?” asked Herries, with a grin.

“Oh, yes, I'll stick to it!”

“1rn lieve that when I see it,"
murmured Monty Lowther,

And  the 'other fellows were of
Lowther’s opinion. Levison was not of
the stuff of which herocs are made, and
there was not a fellow in the School
House who believed that he would keep
watch in the haunted room.

CHAPTER 16,
Levison Means Business !
CHE story of Tom Merry's strange

adventure in the haunted meem
was the talk of St. Jim's that

mommf.

Skimpole's fright in Nobody's Study,
and Wally’s lurid account of what ha
happened there, had been discounted ;
but all the fellows knew that Tom
Merry's word was fully to be relied
upon; he was not likely to imagine
things or to exaggerate, And the ex-
citement on the subject of the haunted

room was growing more feverish,
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The unknown practical joker—if, in-
deed, the strange manifestations were
due to a practical joker—was probably
laughing very much in his sleeve at the
excitement in the House,

During the day a crowd of fellows
examined the study, looking over the
walls, and examining the solid stone
blocks of the floor, and scanning the
gaspipe for a solution of the mystery.

ut the solution was not to be found.

Figgins & Co. came over specially

from the New House on a journey of P

investigation. ern, Owen, and

Lawrence came over from the New

‘House after them, and they examined

the mysterious room right and left, but

they made no more discoveries than the
ool House fellows had made.

The mystery of Nobody's Study,
whatever it was, was well kept by those
gloomy walls,

There was so_much talk on the sub-
ect that Tom Merry's exploit came to
he ears of the prefects, and Kildare
called the captain of the Shell into his
study after lessons to speak to him, He
heard Tom Morry’s account of what
had happened, but' he did not give his
opinion on it,

As a matter of fact, he did not know
in the least what to make of it. But
he warned Tom Merry against any
more night vigils,

“You'ro not to keep watch in there
again,” he said. “If you'd been a kid
with weak nerves, {ou might have gone
dotty—or into hysterics. Keep out of
the room at night. Remember "

Tom Merry laughed ruefully,

“Right-ho " he said. “I'm not likely
to konr watch in there again, Kildare.
I wouldn't do it for a dozen terms’

pocket-money in a lump [”

And Tom Merry's views were shared
by ‘the rest of the E:niou. They wanted
to solve the mystery, but they didn’t
care for the idea olv keeping watch in
the haunted room.

To the general sursrhe, Levison held
to his intention of doing it, however,
vison was not cast in beroic mould ;
and that Levison should undertake to
do what fellows like Tom Merry and
Jack Blake did not care to take on was
astonishing,

The simplest explanation was that
Levison was indulging in swank, and
that when the time came he would
back out, Bo when Levison declared his
intentions of taking his turn at the
vigil in Nobody's Study, his declara-
tions were received with shakings of
heads and incredulous smiles.

Everyone expected that towards even-
!ng he would develop a cold, or some
other excuse for not keeping his word.

But he didn't.

Aftor tea, when he was doing his

reparation in his ltud‘v], Mellish and

umley-Lumley asked him about it.
Both were exceedingly sceptical,

“I guess you've given up that wheeze,
Levison,” Lumley-Lumley remarked, as
Levison rose from the table, his work
finished,

“What wheeze ?” asked Levison.

“Watching in the haunted room.”

“I've not given it up.”

“You're going through with it?”

'ers.ll

Lumley-Lumley grinned,

“You're leaving it pretty late to back
out,” he remarked,

“I'm not going to back out,” said
Levison. And he sauntered out of the

study.
LJmles-anley looked at Mellish.
“What does it mean?” he said.
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“Levison hasn’t got the pluck to do it.
I guess I shouldn't undertake to do it
myself, and I reckon I've got more pluck
than Levison.” g

¥ I can catch on,” said

CThe Gem Library

haunted room all night, If T seo
nothing, and hear nothing, it will be
pretty clear proof that there's nothing
to_be seen or heard.”

) “Y?‘u, wathah!" said D'Arcy, “If—

if
Mellish. “Perhaps he’s going to let it if—

out, and get stopped by the prefects at
the last minute.”

“Ah, that's it!” said Lumley-Lumley.
“I guess you've hit it.”

But Lumley-Lumley guessed wrong.
Levison did not let it out, and the
refects had no suspicion of Levison's
intention,

The other juniors did not let it out
either; they were very careful about
that. Levison had declared that he
would do what the leaders of the House
did not care to do; and nobody wanted
to save him from the humiliation of
climbing down after his swank.

The amazing thing was that Levison
showed no sign of wanting to eclimb
own,

When the juniors %:the‘red in the
Common-room before bed-time for the
usual talk, Levison was there, lookin
cool and unconcerned, and he sai
nothing about having a cold, or being
caught by the prefects, or anything of
the kind. .

Most eyes were upon Levison just
now; ho had come into very unusual
prominence. Levison was not given to
distinguishing himself; he was too idle
to earn distinotion in classes, though ho
was clever enough if he had chosen, and
he was nothing at games, But he en-
joyed being conspicuous, that was casily
soen; and he more than anything clse
enjoyed beincF able to swank over the
ncllmowlodge leaders of the Bchool
House juniors. He had undertaken
what Blake and Tom Merry retreated
from, and if he carried it through it
would be a feather in his “T' and he
would take care not to let his rivals
forget it,

“Got a cold, Levison?” asked Monty
Lowther, shortly before bed-time,

Levison looked surprised.

“No,” he replied.

“Feel ill?"

“No; I'm all right.,”

“What the dickens reason are you
going to give for not keeping watch to.
night in Nobody's Btudy!” demanded
Lowther.

Levizon grinned,

“I'm going to keep watch,” he replied.
“8trange as it may seem, I'm going to
ke‘ep my word, Lowther."”

Oh, that's pifflc, you know!” re-
monstrated Lowther.

“Don't you beliove me?"

“Well, to put it quite truthfully, T
don't.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“You'll see!” he said.

“You'd better not do it, Levison,”
said Tom Merry seriously, “I had a
scare, and I don't deny it. It was a
rotten experience, and I wouldn't go
through it again for anything. I ad-
vise you to chuck it.”

“8o that 3I*‘ou and your pals can chip
me for funking it, I suppose!” said
Levison, with a sneer,

Tom Merry flushed.

““No,"” he said, “that's not my reason
for speaking, and you're a rotten cad to
suppose so. But it’s no good talking to
you,”

And Tom Merry turned away without
another word.

Levison yawned.

“I don't believe in ghosts,” he said.
“And I've got pretty strong nerves, If
it's a praotical f'oker, I'll nab him; if
it's a ghost, I'll lay him; if it's all
imagination and funk—as I believe it is
=1 shall prove it by staying in the

“Well, if what?”

“If you weally stay in Nobody's
Study all night, Laviaon,:' said the swell
of 8t. Jim's calmly. * You must excuse
me, dea ¥, but vou are such a
feahful — ahem | — w oppah-merchant,
that we can't take your word.”

"“ o fear!” said Manners emphatic-
ally.
“I don't ask you to take it,” said
Levison. “After’ I'm in the haunted
room one of von chaps will lock the
door on the outside,”

“Weally, deah boy—"

“That will settle it, I think,” said
Levison, with a glance round.

“That will settle it—rather !" said
Blake, “But don't be an ass, Lovison,
We're not going to lock you in. If the
same thing happened to you that hup-

ened to Tom Merry, you might go

ott& with lright."

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I haven't got such a giddy imagina-

tion as Tom Merry,” said Levison, grin-
ning. “I shall "be all right, You
fellows can come down with mo

from the dorm and see me into the room,
and lock the door.”

Blake shook his head.

“I won't have a hand in that. for
one,” he said. “It’s too dangerous. If
we found you a babbling lunatic in the
morning, I shouldn't like to have to
explain it to the Head,”

‘No feah!”

“Faith, and it wouldn't make much
of a (-Imnﬁe in him entoirely " re-
marked Reilly,

Levison scowled,

“Look here, what's to be done, then?
If you don't lock me in you won't belicve
that I've been in the room, and you suy
you won't lock me in.”

“I certainly won't "

Monty Lowther chuckled,

“Good old Levison 1" he said, “Tha('s
the way out, i it? You won't be ablo
to undertake the job at all, will you,
Levison 7”

There was a general laugh. All tlo
fellows thought that the time had coie
now for Levison to back out., Dut it

was a mistake again,
“Very welll I've {ot an idea,” said
Levison.. “You shan't lock the door, if
you won't, but you shall tie it shut with
a twine on the handle. If I wani to
nron the door the twine will break, and
if you find it unbroken in the morning,
vou'll know that I haven't opened tl’nxu
door, How's that?”

“Not out,” said Monty Lowther, “if
you mean business.”

Kildare looked in,

“Bed, you young sweeps!” he said,

And the young sweeps went to bed,

CHAPTER 17,
Levison’s Vigll !
EN o'clock was sounding from the
clock tower of 8t. Jim’s wlen
:lho tlitoor of th; Foi'l“h Form
ormitory opened gently,
“ Hallo I” came B?:ge'l ggioe.y “Who's
that 1
There_was a chuckle.
“It's I1” said Monty Lowther, *I've
brotﬂ\t the string.”
“The what 1" )
“The string, to tie Levison in
Nobody's Study—unless he can’t possibly

be awakened this side of rising-bell 1*
“Ha, ha, ha!”



€very Wednesday

“For goodness’ sake don't be funny,

Lowther 1 said Levison’s voice. “I'm
upl

“0Oh, you are, are youl”

“Yes; and dressed! I'm ready!”

It was true, and Monty Lowther gave
a low whistle of astonishment. Kven
that Doubting Thomas had to believe
now, Levison meant business |

“You fellows coming down with me 1"
asked Levison, “There had better be
one or two of you, to see that Lowther
ties the door safely.”

“Right-ho!” yawned Blake, rolling
out of bed.

“Yaas, wnl\thah |

Jack Blake and Arthur Augustus
slipped on their clothes., Levison had
finished dressing, and he was quite cool
and collected. The four juniors went
out of the dormitory together. The
passage wag dark, but they knew the
way well. They crept silently down to
the Fourth Form passage, where the
light was on, nncr l]iﬁpﬁd into the
recess at the corner of the passage.

Monty Lowther uﬁcnod the door of
Nobody's Study. The juniors entered,
and Lowther lighted the gas.

“It's turned off at the main at mid-

night, é'm,l know, Levison,” Blake
remarked. “You'll be in the dark
then |

“I've got a lamp!” said Levizon,
“You really mean to stick it out,
then ?” said Blake, with a last lingering
doubt, 9
said

“Haven't I
Lovison,

“Oh, all right!”

Lavison placed the lamp on the table
and sat down in a chair, He drew a
paper from his pocket to rcad, The
juniors looked at him; he was perfectly

507” demanded

“ Qo it, Towser | " exclaimed Herrles. ' Fotch him 1"
a moment later with a oold rabbit in his mouth.
rotte Instead of tracking down the missing Levieon, it was the rabbit Herries' bulldog was after !

rll

cool. They turned to the door and
passed out of the room.

Lowther pulled the door shut. He
tied a piece of string to the handle, and
forced a little staple in the wall, an
tied the string to that. It was thin
string; the opening of the door would
snap it at once, and so Levison's escape
was open to him if he chose to flee. But
he could not leave the study without
leaving indisputable evidence that he
had done so.

“He's a deep beggar,” said Blake.
“He might come out, and tie up the
string after him, you know !”

“Yaas, wathah 1

“Then we shouldn't find him here
when we came down in the morning,
should we, fathead?” said Monty
Lowther politely. ,

l" He would go back before morning,
chump 1"

“Well, he couldn’t tie this string
again after going in, could he, you
duffer 7 said Monty Lowther.

“Bai Jove, nol” .

“No; I suppose it's all right,” said
Blake, “But he's such a deep bounder,
and I'm blessed if I can understand his
taking this on!”

“Well, we shall see if he sticks it out,”
said Lowther sceptically.

The juniors returned silently upstairs,
Monty Lowther went into the Shell
dormitory, and found several fellows
awake to ask questions,

“Js he. in the study?” asked Tom
Merry. :

“Yes; he's there all right 1"

“ And you've tied the handle?”

b Riqht as rain " .

“Heo'll clear out before morning,”
said Kangaroo. c

“I'm jolly sure he willI” said Monty
Lowther, Xnd he turncd in,

e iy s i

'owser made a wild leap Into the cupboard, and

“ My rabbit | " yelled Mellish,
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Blake and D'Arcy went to bed in the
Fourth Form dormitory. There, also,
there were inquiries as to whether
Levison had been safely dis of.

“Bafe as houses!” said Blake. *“Ho
can't get out and get in_again without
lhowinﬁ that he’s done it—unless some
pal of his goes down and ties the string
after him. And no pal of his is going
out of this giddy dorm! I'm going to
lock the door and put the key under my
pillow 1”

Mellish grinned. ;

“I never thought of going down, if
rou mean me,” he said. “I don't
believe Levison will stick it out, He'll
come bolting up in ten minutes, same
as Tom Merry did |”

“Well, you and Levison are as thick
as thieves, and a chap may as well make
sure,” said Blake, with a chuckle.. Andd
he locked the dormitory door on the
inside and put the key under his pillow,
and went to bed.

Some of the fellows remained awake,
fully expecting Levison to return to the
dormitory before half an hour had
elapsed,

ut Levison did not return.

Blake was the last to go to sleep. He
heard half-past ten strike, and then a
quarter to eleven chimed out, and then
he dozed off. -

He did not awaken again till the
rising-bell was peeling out in the misty
merning.

Clang, clang, clang !

Jack Blake sat up in bed and rubbed
his eyes. 4

The misty December morning was

eping in at the windows, and Blake
ooked at once towards Levison's bed.

It was empty.

“My hat! Levison didn't come
back !” he exclaimed,

GRS
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““You'll have to pay lo: t, you
GeM Lisrary,—No. 1,452,



22

“How could he?” said Reilly. *8ure,
the door’s locked, and you've got the
koy under your pillow, Blake darling !”
. “Better get the door unlocked before
8 prefeot comes along and wants to
know what it’s locked for,” suggested
Kerruish,

“Yaas, wathah ”

Blake crossed over to the door and
unlocked it. The Fourth Formers
tumbled out of bed, some of them looking
and feeling anxious. Nobody had really
believed that Levison would watch out
the whole night in the haunted room;
but he had evidently done so. And
there was a lurlungh ear in some minds
that something might have happened to

m,
Blake dressed himself quloltlz. He
was just ready to go down when the
door was flung open and the Terrible
Three looked in.

“(Glood-morning, Levison !” called out
Monty Lowther; and Tom Merry and
Mannors chuckled.

“Levison’s not here,” said Bishop.

“Not here?”’ said the three BShell
fellows together,

“Wathah not, deah boys!”

Monty Lowther whistled.

“You don't mean to say that—that
he didn't come back to the dorm?” he

asked.
“He jolly well didn't!” said Blake.
“I kept the door locked all night, and
key under my pillow. You can see
that Levison hasn't been back."”
Tom Merry's face became
grave.

very

“I hope nothing’s hnpﬁened to him,”" [q
it

he said. *“Fellows with weak nerves
have died of fright before now. Let's
go down and eee him.”

“It's all right,” said Lowther, as they
hurried downstairs. “He's not in the
haunted room. I'll bet my hat we shall
find the string broken and nobody in
the |tudﬂ."

Tom Merry did not ly. His own
fearful experience in the haunted room
was in his mind, and anxiety was in his
heart. He did not like Levison. It
would have been difficult to like the

‘of ¢ Fourth. But it was a
terrible thought that harm might have
Ognm to him in that lonely vigil of the
night,
ildare met the juniors in the lower
passage, and looked at them in surprise.

“You're down sharp to time this
morning, you young beggars!” he said.
“Where are you rushing off to in such
a hurry?”

“Nobody’s Study !” said Blake.

Kildare frowned.

“You don’t mean to say that some
young ass has been watching there?” he

‘aske

“Yes; Levison.”

“Levison I exclaimed Kildare, in
surprise.

“Yaas, wathah; and as he didn't
yme back to the dorm, we're feelin’
tithah anxious, Kildare, deah boy. 1
wathah think—"

The Bt. Jim's eaptain did not wait to
hear, what D'Arey_rather thought. He
hurried away to Nobody's Study, and
the juniors hurried after him.

Monty Lowther ran ahead, and
reached the door of the haunted study

first.

““My hat!" he exclaimed, in a
hushed voice.

“What's the matter 1” said Kildare
sharply. .

LowtHer pointed to the string,
fastened from the handle of the door to

the staple It was intact—unbroken !
“What does that mean?” asked
IKildare.
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“It meanz that Levison hasn’t been
out of the room all night,'" said
Lowther, “We fixed that string before
we went to bed.”

“You roun asses! I sup&one he's
gone to sleep in there,” said Kildare.

But there was uneasiness in his tone.
Not a sound came from Nobody's Btudﬁ
—and the silence struck them all wit
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catch was fastened; it was old and
rusty, and jammed in its place.
fellow might have left by the window,
with a rope down to the ground. But
where was the rope, and how could he
have closed the window again from the
outside ?

From inside, the rusty old ecatch was
not easy to move, and it creaked and

a chill, roaned as Kildare forced it back with
B; f‘lo must be all right!” muttered difficulty.
ale, Kildare opened the window and
Kildare flung the door open. He Jooked dowrll’. Far below was the
strode into the deserted study;  the ﬁround, a shadowy entry between two
juniors crowded in after him. ~ There high buildings. In spite of the thaw,

was a ory of amazement from all the
fellows there,

The door had not been opened—the
unbroken cord was proof enough of
that The window was fastened on the
inside,

But the room was empty |

CHAPTER 18,
The Disappearance of Levison !
EVISON had disappeared.
The ju-ior who had been shut
up in_ Nobody's Btudy had
vanished—vanished as completel
as mysteriously as# if the solid stone w:.{i
had opened and swallowed him up.

The faces of the ’i"uniorn rew pale.
“Look!" said Tom erry, in a
hushed voice.

On the carpet lay Levison's clothes.
The whole suit of clothes was there,
everr to the socks and boots. If
vison had left the study, he had
done it without his clothes,” The lamp
was on the table; it had not been
lighted. The gas was turned off. And
Levison was' gone !

. Kildare looked at the clothes. Back
into his. mind came the weird legend
~—of the monk who had been spirited
away, leaving his robe and cowl behind

=-of the strange story of a watcher in bee

the haunted room who had vanished,
leaving his clothes.

Had some unseen power whisked the
unhappy junior away in the same
manner? Could Levison have gone will-
ingly on a bitter December night and
left his clohes there? What had hap-

ened in the

ours of darkness? Had Levison

vanished into thin air, as the strange
old legend averred must happen to any-
one who had the temerity to pass a
night in the room under the dominion
of the spectro of Bt. Jim's?

“It's all rot!"” said Kildare; but his
voice was husky. “It's impossible!
That story ix only a rotten ghout story
—such things can't happen!”

“But where is Levison?”

“Goodness knows |”

“Did he bring any other clothes here
with him, Blake!”

“None,” said Blake positively. *“He
carried nothing with him but the lamp.
I'm certain of that.”

“Were there any in ths room?”

“I am sure not. There’'s no cupboard
here—nothing to hide anything in. We
should have secn anything of the kind.
We looked round the room, too, while
we were here.”

Kildare pressed his hand to his brow,

“Then what has happened ?” he mut-

tered.

“The legend says—""

“Confound the legend 1" said Kildare
angrily. “Never mind that. Levison
ought never tc have kept watch here.
You oughtn’t to have let him do it!”

“I know that ncw 1" said Tom Merry
hoarsely.

Kildare went to the window, The

haunted room in those |}

_stone hold a strange secret?

quantity of snow that had been piled
in the narrow space where feet seldom
trod had remained unmelted, IKildare
could see that the surface of it was
unbroken; no foot had trodden there.
It was impossible in every way that
Levison could have left Nobody's Study
by the window,

But where was he?

Kildare turned back into the room,
his handsome face very pale,

“Which of you ziedyt e cord on the
door 1" he asked.

“1 did,”” said Mont

“Are you sure it ha
and tied again?”

“Quite sure. I knotted the string in
a peculiar way; there were the knots
just the same.  Besides, it's the same
string, and it hadn't been broken.”

“The door could not be opened with-
ouEI\!')reuking it, could itt”

“ o "

Lowther,
not been broken

“Then the door cannot have been
opened '’

“ Impossible!"

“I—I thought Levison might have
gone out and tied up the door again
to give you fellows n scare; he might
hn:ie nrf‘nnxed the clothes here, perhaps,
and——

“I thought of that” said Lowther,

“But it's the same string, and it hadn’t
n broken; and the knots were
exactly as I left them. Levison was
inside the study when I knotted it up
last night, and il!l couldn't possibly have
seen how I did it, #o if he came out,
he couldn't have knotted the string in
the same way after breaking it.”
K‘ildnn pressed his hand to his fore-
ead.
It was a ?ro lem there was no soly-
ing :ﬂparem y. . The door had not been
opened=—the window had not been
opened—yet the room was empty |

He looked round at the solid stone
walls.  Did those grey old blocks of
\ The cap-
tain of Bt. Jim's went slowly round the
walls, tapping on the great blocks. But
there was so sound of a hollow. All
seemed solid, substantial, impenefrable,
The idea of a hidden o]l)fning, a secret
Euugo, had been in Kildare's mind,

ut it did not seem possible.

“I shall have to inform the Head of
this,” said Kildare, moving to the door
at last, “I cannot help thinking that
Levison contrived to get out somehow
of his own accord. It 18 just one of tho
impish tricks he would play to scare us
all. You fellows go round and search
for him. Tell all the others, and hunt
for him through the House.”

“Right-ho, Kildare!”

Kildare took his way in search of Dr.
Holmes, the Head of 8t. Jim's, Tom
Merry & Co. began to search for the
missing junior, but without hope. The
knew that he was not to be found. If
it was a trick, he would keep well out of
sight; and if he had disappeared by
supernatural means— was  im-
possible, and yet it seemed that there
was no other explanation.
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The news of Levison's disappearance spread quickly
enough,

In ten minutes the whole House was humming with it;
fellows of all Forms forgot everything else, and joined in
the search for the missing Fourth IFormer. The School
House was ransacked, up and down, from garret to cellars,
Studies and Form-rooms and box-rooms and attics were
searched, but no sign was discovered of KErnest Levison.

Then the juniors trooped out into the quadrangle, and
oxtended the search farther. They were joined by a crowd
of fellows from the New House, who had heard the news.
IFiggins & Co., and Redfern & Co, joined in the search with
great energy. Every recess in the old quadrangle, and the
gym, and the ruined chapel, and the clock-tower, every
possible and impossible place was scarched and searched
again.

But the result was the same,

Levison had disappeared, and there was no trace of him.

When the breakfast bell rang, the search was still going
on; and many fellows continued it instead of coming in. It
was not till morning chapel that the search slackened and
weased, All 8t. Jim's had been searched, and it had been
made quite clear that there was no possibility of discovering
Levison, Kither he could not, or would not appear; and the
searching was in vain,

Dr. Holmes' brow was very troubled that morning. He
visited the haunted room and examined it, and so did all
the masters in turn, Indeed, there was scarcely anybody at
St. Jim's who did not make a special examination of
Nobody's 8tudy that morning; but all searching there led
to the same result—nothing |

Levison was gone!

He had vanished from the haunted room as it was said
that others had vanished before him—legends that had not
been believed till now! But now even the hardest-headed
fellows folt their incredulity shaken, What had become of
Lovison? Whero was he?

There was horror on the faces of the St. Jim's fellows
when they looked into Nobody's Study, into that dark,
gloomy chamber, whence the junior had vanished—vanished,
as it seemed, into thin air!

CHAPTER 19.
Missing !

1IE day wore on at 8t. Jim's,
The fellows went into morning school as usual,
But very little attontion was given to lessons that

morning,
boys. One question was occupying all minds.
become of Ernest Levison?

Some of the fellows held to the belicf that Levison was in
hiding, That he was lurking in some secret place, onjoying
the confusion and terror he had caused by his disappearance.
The theory was so in_ keeping with Levison’s impish
charactor that it seemed the most probable explanation.
Levison would not lack some explanation or excuse when he
turned up, to save himself from the punishment he had
onrned. But thoso who held most firmly to that theory felt
that it was untenable, and the day wore on to a close. If
levison was in hiding, he was going without food-—for
cortainly there was no chance of his getting at the larder
undiscovered, or to the tuckshop. Fatty Wynn was the first
to draw attention to that obvious fact, As Fatty Wynn
vomarked, a fellow might miss breakfast—it was con-
ceivable | But that he should miss dinner as well in shar
winter weather, and then miss tea—that was incredible.
Lovigon did not turn up to meals, Fntt{l averred, it must be
hincause he couldn’t. No fellow in his senses would go
without a day's grub for the sake,of a jape.

Night fell upon 8t. Jim's,

The winter evening had drawn to a close; and there had
hoen no sign of Levison, Dr, Holmes, in his worry and
anxiety, had sent for Inspector Skeat, from Rylcombe. The
inspector had come over to the school, and scanned the
haunted room with wise eyes, and made notes in a notebook.
"T'hen he departed, utterly puzzled, and unable to afford the
slightest solution to the mystery.

n the Junior Common-room that cvening faces were
gloomy, and voices hushed,

Nobodi" had liked Levison—even his own chums, Crooke
und Mellish, had not really liked him. 'There was nothing
in his character to like. But that rather weighed upon the
boys' minds than relieved them now. The fact that they had
disliked the boy who had vanished added a touch of remorse
to their anxiety for him.

. ‘“He wasn't such a feahful wottah, you know,” Arthur
Augustus remarked, breaking the long silence in the

(Qontinued on the next page.)

And the masters slacked as much as the
What had
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‘did a rather decent thin

24

Common-room, He felt a natural desire
to say as much as could be said for

v junior.
Blake nodded glumly.

}’.'ﬁ: had . his %oinu,:" he said.

Herries grunted. |

“Towser never liked him,” he said.

*Weally, Hewwios——" ¥

““ He wasn't really such a bad chap,
said Manners, “ You remember once he

when he
saved Cousin Ethiel from a bull !"

“Yaas, wathah!” - 3

“Yes, that was a decent thing,” said
Tom Merry. i

And it made the juniors feel quite
cheerful for ‘a moment, to think that
thero was one decont thing to be laid to
Levison's credit, now that he had gone.

“We might have been a bit easier
with him," said Monty Lowther. * But
=but after all, you know, it may turn
out dne of his weird japes.”

“You know, he had a peculiar turn
of mind; he would think of the weirdest
japes; this may be one of them.”

I hope it is,” said Kangaroo. “That
would be better than—than—""

“It must be a jape,” said Tom Merry
desperately, "iia can't have vanished
into thin air., They say there's somc
influence—the Evil One at work—in the
haunted room, That's all piffle |”

“Yaas, wathah! But—" .

“But where is Levison intirely?” said

“Yes, that's it 1"

“T guess he'll turn up, with some yarn
to account for the trouble he's given us,”
said Jerrold Lumley-Lumley, “I can't
believe that anything's happened to
him. Nothing could have happened to
him, unless there’s a real ghost. And

wes[s" 1 don't take any stock in

8

8p

“ eil: I never did,” said Clifton
Dane. “But now—"

“Yaas, now it scems wathah—wathah
poss, you know."

“You think he's in hiding, Lumley ?"
asked Tom Merry,

Lumley-Lumley nodded.

“Then what is he living on, and where
is he? He can't have had any food for
ahv.-l}lmlo day,” said the captain of the

o

“ Might have had some in his pocket.”

“But he left his pockets along with
his clothes,’” said Monty Lowther; “and
his olothes are still in the haunted study.
If he's in hiding, how could he hide
about in this freezing weather without
his clobber

“Might have had some more hidden
ready. If it's a jape, he would think of
that—he knew the story of the haunted
room as well as wo do—that fellows who
stay there at’ night are supposed to
vanish into air.”

““But then, where is he?"

Lumley-Lumley shook his head.

“I guess I can't answer that, This
old place is full of secrets; and Levison
may have discovered one that nobody
else knows lngthlnl about.”

TIt's ?oui le,” said Tom Merry
thoughtfully,

“It's more possible than a ghost, or
an evil spirit, and vanishing into space,”
said Lumley-Lumley,

“I—I suppose so.’

“But he never left the haunted room,”
eaid Lowther. “I know the cord on
the door-handle hadn't been disturbed—
I'll swear to that "

“Then there's a secret way out of
Nobody's Study, I guess.”

“Every chap in the school has been
hunting for it.”

“T guess T give it up!”

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,452,

And that was all the others had to
do, as well as Lumley-Lumley, They
Ruz:led over the problem until their

eads ached, without getting any nearer
to a solution.” The night advanced,
and Levison remained missing—and
when bed-time came, nothing had been
seen or heard of him,

The juniors went to bed in n sleep-
less mood.

Mr. Railton and Kildare and a couple
of prefects had arranged to watch in the
haunted. room that night, till dawn, in
the hope of discovering something.
They were provided with lamps to
light if the gas went out; and if there
were any manifestations of the restless
spirit, they hoped to discover something.

But in Nobody's Study that night
there was no alarm. There were no
sounds, no groans; the silence and still-
ness of the winter night were unbroken,

When morning came the watchers
gave up their vigil, tired and white and
weary. Nothing had been discovered.
A new day dawned upon 8t. Jim’s,

It was twenty-four hours since Levison
had disappeared.

What had become of him?

CHAPTER 20.
Lumley-Lumley's Theory !

OM MERRY & CO. wore_gloomy
looks that morning. Lumley-
Lumley still held to the theory
that Levison was in hiding; that

the whole affair was simply an unscrupu-
lous jape of the cad of the Fourth. But
almost everybody else had given up that
idea now. It seemed impossible that
Levison, with all his coolness and nerve,
could have the hardened effrontery to
keep up such a trick for so long a
while.  And what excuse, what ex-
planation could he offer when he
reappeared, to save himself from the
heayy punishment that would certainly
be inflicted ?

Tom Merry & Co. felt that something
had happened to Levison—he was not
staying away of his own free will.
Something had happened during that
night in the haunted room, What, they
did not know; but something horrible=—
something that had taken the junior
away from tho sight of his school-

fellows—perhaps for ever|
During the morning, workmen
arrived at the school and were taken
They raised

into Nobodg'l Study.
several of the great flagstones off the
floor, and tested the walls in every way.

“They failed to discover the slightest in-
dication of a secret passage or a secret &

opening.  They retired, leaving the
mystery deeper than before. For now it
seemd to be clearly proved that there
was no secret means of exit from
Nobody's Study.

Morning lessons drag db;. Levison's
lacé was vacant in the Fourth Form
oom. A shadow hung over the school
—it seemed as if it was a shadow of
death

“It's rotten!” groaned Fatty Wynn,
when the juniors came out after morn-
ing lessons, “De you know, Figgy, I
think this is affecting my appetite,”

Figgins grunted.

. {ou didn’t look like it at brekker
this morning,” he said,

“Oh, didn't I?" eaid Fatty Wynn
warmly. “You know I ate jolly little
—only a few eggs with the bacon, and
a cake afterwards. That's why I'm
frightfully hungry now. Let's go round
to the tuckshop. I feel as if I must do
something to turn mwou!hts in some
other direction, you W.
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You never turn them in any other
direction than the tuckshop,” remarked
Monty Lowther,

“Oh, don't be funny!”
“This isn’t & time for
I'm feeling rotten wbout poor o
Leyison, he’s alive, he hasn't had
any grub since Tuesday night,”

‘" He must be alive,” said Tom Merry,
with a shiver,

“Then, where is he?”

It was the old question,

"I was rather rough on him the other
day,” said Fatty Wynn, “I'm glad
now that I didn't hit him. 1 came
jolly mear it, but I didn't, He was a
pig—ahem I—I mean, he—he—he wasn't
a pig! I shouldn't like to say he was
a pig now, poor old chap, as he's
disappeared. ~ Though why a chap
should want to buy a quid’s worth of

b:l;id }Nynn.
ing m-mﬁi

i

grub, and keop it all to himself, , is
more than I ean say, I've got a pretty
ood appetite, especially in this Decom-
er weather, but I shouldn't do a thing
like that.'

Lumley-Lumley uttered a  sharp
exclamation.

“My hat! Mellish!”

Percy "Mellish looked round,

“What's wanted 7"’ he asked,

“ You remember on Monday, thinkin
that Levison was going to stand a fec
=you got all ready in the study, and
he never showed up with the grub—"

Mellish scowled.

“Well, what about it?” he snapped.
“I don't want to think of Levison's
caddish tricks now; I'm sorry. for the
poor brute,”

“Did you ever see any of the grub?”

“No, I didn't!”

And Mellish swung away.

Tom Merry & Co. nlfy looked at
Lumley-Lumley; his eyes were bright
with excitement,

““What have you got in your head,
Lumley 1" asked Tom Merry.

“About that grub,” said Lumley-
Lumley.  “You say you saw him
getting it, Fatty?”

Fatty Wynn nodded.

. “How much did he get? Crooke said
it was an awful lot. He saw him.”

" heaps I said Fatty Wynn, his
eyes glistening at the remembrance,
“Ham and tongue, and tinned beef,
and pickles, and cake, and bread nm}

utter and cheese, and all sorts o
things. Enough to stand a siege "

“The day before he disappeared,”
T“th' Lumley-Lumley, with a significant
ook,

“Yes, that it was,” said Fa.tl'.i! Wynn,
“I wonder if he ate it all. It would
be awful to think of it lying about and

etting mouldy in some corner, wouldn't
1t? It's bad enough as it is——=7"
“Do you fellows sec?” asked Lumley-
Lumley excitedly,

“Blessed if I do!” said Blake.

“Don't you catch on? The day before
he diuaptpearcq. Levison laid in a big
supply of provisions, They haven't been
seen in our study—none of Levison's
friends have secen anything of them.
Levison isn’t the kind of fellow to blue
a quid in standing himself o feed, in
the ordinary way; he's not  like
Fatty=—" ;

“Oh, cheese it!"” said Fatty Wynn,

“He was buying up that grub for
some special reason,” said Lumley-
Lum[ﬂr. pursuing his idea, *“Where is
it? He can't have eaten it all, I lui)-

ose. What has he done with it? If
Ea's put it away somewhere, it ought
to have turned up, with al]l the giddy
searching we've been doing.”

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

“You think——* he began.

“And you remember he specially
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Lumley=Lumley made a sudden dash through the smoke.
the room by the secret entrance.

wanted the study door locked on the
outside, as a proof that he hadn’t gonc
out of the room."”

“Yes, You think——"

“1 guess ho went to Nobody's Study
{hat night with the express intention of
disappearing,”  said Lumley-Lumley
steadily,  “1 believe, as I've believed
all nlong, that it's a rotten jape—ono
of his impish tricks. You remember
lie was shut up in the punishment-room
nearly n wholo day some time ago,
Whilo ho was there he must have found
out somo secrct about the room--some
socret way out. And he's thought out
this scheme to worry us all; it's his
idea of humour, Ho laid in a supply of
grub because ho intended to keep in

hiding for some days.”
“J\rf‘y word 1" said Digby.
“PBai Jove! It weally seems ex-

twemely pwob,” said Arthur Augustus
D'Aroy, in o very thoughtful way, “I
am wathah surpwised that I did not
think of that.”

The faces of the juniors were excited
now,

The discovery that Levison had pur-
chazed a vur{ argo supply of provisions
at the tuckshop the day before he dis-
appeared lot in a flood of light upon
the mystery.

Lovison was not of Fatty Wynn's
tustes; he was by no means the kind of
follow to spend a pound on a feed for
lLimself or anybody ¢lse. He would not
have laid out his monecy in that way
without a powerful motive.
 And his persistence in keeping watch
in the haunted room, whicﬁ had sur-
prised_the fellows so much, knowing as
they did that he was by no means a
hero—that was explained now,

The whole thing was a trick from
hr-immu to end—Lumley-Lumley’s
sudden theory was a correct one.

And tho more the juniors pondered
over it, the more likely it seemed to

In a moment he had
“@ot him! " yelled Lumley.

them that Lumley-Lumley had hit upon
the truth. y

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arey. “If Levi-
son has wowwied us like this for
nothin’, he ought to have a feahful
waggin' when he turns ttq.”

“He will " said Tom Merry grimly.
“But"=his expression changed—"1
don't want to think hard thoughts about
him till we're sure.”

“I guess I'm
Lumley.

“If that's the case, he'll turn up
sooner or later,” remarked Redfern of
the Fourth,

“1 guess so!”

“When his grub’s gone, of course,”
said Fatty Wynn, “But if he's got all
that I saw him buying, he's got enough
for a week. Ilc's not got my appetite,
you know."

“I think the fellow must have a
screw loose to play a jape like this”
said Manners. ‘‘Ho \\il{ get fogged
when he's found out.”

“I guess ho'll have some yarn all
ready,” said Lumley-Lumley, *Ho's
never in want of a yarn to help him
out of a scrape.”

“ But—but it seems to be proved that
thero isn't any secrct opening in No-
body’s Study,” said Figgins.

“T guess there is, nnduit'a not found
yet. ovison most likely found it by
accident; and of course, it's Levi-
son who's been playing ghost,” said
Lumley-Lumley., “It's exactly the thing
he would do. Look here, can you
fellows remember whether Lovison was
with you at any time when you heard
sounds from Nobody's Study7”

“Not that I know of,” said Blake,
“But, of course, there were a good
many fellows who weren't in sight at
those times, either.”

“It's another IEomt, though, I guess.”

“Yaas, wathah!"

“ My hat! It looks as if Lumley-
Lumley's bowled out the facts,” said

sure,” said Lumley-

qupp-d the figure which had entered
" I've caught the cad |

Kangaroo, ‘“What an awful spoofer,
if he's really in hiding all the time.”

“Yaas, what a wottah! But it's just
like the boast—ahem !—it's just 1ike
him if nothing’s happened to him,”
said D'Arey.

“But about the gas,” said Lawrence,
“How could Levison manage that?
If he's done this, he's done the whole
business, And how did he make the
gas go out without turning it off 1"’

“I'm going to have another look at
that gas-pipe,” said Lumley-Lumley.

A crowd of juniors followed Lumley-
%ur::llcy as he hurried away to Nobody's
Study.

They crowded into the gloomf room,
Onee moro—for the hundredth time
probably, an examination was made of
the mysterious apartment.

Keen eyes scanned the gas-pipe to
ascortain if it had been tampered with.
But even Lumley-Lumley was a little
staggered by the result of the investi-
gation. For the gaa—pelge showed no
signs of having been meddled with, If
Levison had some trick for turning off
the gas before it reached the burner, it
was clear that he must have made some
opening in the pipe that conveyed it.
One side of the iron pipe, of course,
was invisible to the juniors, as it was
clamped closely to the “wall.  But all
the visible part of it was intact,

Lumley-Lumley’s face grew sombre
as he examined it, and failed to find
a sign of tampering.

There was silence

room.

“Well 1" said Tom Merry at last.

Lumley-Lumley gritted his teeth.

“] guess it means only one thing,”
he said.

“And what's that?”

“The opening in the pipe is on the
other side of it.”

“But it's jammed closo to the wall,"

"EucI’E’I‘ That proves that the
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in the haunted




sceret opening is there—on the side of
the room where the gas-pipe is.”

The juniors looked at the solid blocks
of stone, They felt over them; they
cxamined the cracks between them.
There was nothing to indicate that
there was an opening of any kind, and
the stone, when tapped, sounded solid,
impenetrable,

Jack Blake shook his head,

“It's too steep, Lumley,” he eaid.
tI.inquy-Lumloy sot his lips obstin-
ately,

“1 guess we're on the track,’” he
said. “1 guess one of those blocks of
stone slides back, or something of the
kort, That would leave the other sido
of the pipe bare. A chap could drill
a big hole in it, and plug it up. Then,
when he chose, he could take the plug
out, and ram in some wadding or some-
thing, and that would stop the gas get-
ting to the burner, and the light would
go out,”

“Bai Jove |

“But if a stono opened in the wall
while the light was on, I should have
seen it,” said Tom Merry, with a shake
of the head. *The gas went out while
1 was keeping watch here the other
night, you know." !

*1 guess not. The pipe runs close
to the floor ,just here; and there's a
chair  here,” said Lumley-Lumley,
“Yon wouldn't be looking under the
chair just at that minute. Those blocks
are about a foot square, and if one
could be pulled away from the other
side, the chair would hide it. And it
would only be for a second, then the
gas would be out,””

“Bai Jovel It's tﬂuite poss.”

“But Levison couldn't get through
an opening as small as that,” saud

ake,
“Most likely thera's a larger opening
as woll—like o wigkot in a big gate,”

Towm Merry wrinkled his  brows
thminhtlully.
“It's possible,” he said at last. “Ti's

unlikely, but it's possible—more possible
than the ghost story, at any rate,”

“Yaas, wathah |”

“But how are we going to bowl him
out, if Lumley-Lumley's right?" said
Figgins. “I don't suppose Mr. Rail-
ton would have the pipe taken away.
He would think it a fatheaded theory,
butr—  Exeuse me, Lumley."

Lumley-Lumley grinned,

“We don’t want to bring the
masters into it, apyway,” he said. “I
guess we can deal with the matter our-
sclves, I'm going to do a big think;
and I'll get on to a way of getting
the ead out of his hiding-place, with-
out waiting till he chooses to show up—
you bet |”

And _Lumlo_v-Lumlni walked away, to
shut himself “up in his study for the
“big think." And Tom Merry & Co.
returned to the gundrmgle, and thonght
it over, too; and the more they thought
it over, the more they felt that Lumley-
Lumley had hi‘wupnn the truth. But
how it was to proved was another
matter,

CHAPTER 21.
Towser Makes A Discovery !
ERRIES of the Fourth was look-
more thoughtful than any of the
others, erries was not sup-
p to be brilliantly intel-
lectual, and thinking was not an casy
process with him., But he thought this
matter out carefully, and he suddenly
startlod Blake and b'Arcv, who were
with him in the quad,
exclamation,
“It's all right.”
Tne GeM Lisrary.—No, 1,452,

with an

D'Arey turned his eyeglass upon his
burly chuua,

“What's all wight, old
man ?” he asked,

“Look here! Lumley-Lumley's made
it pretty clear that Levison has worked
this dodge——"

“We're not quite sure that it is a
dodge yet, deah boy!" said Arthur
Augustus mildly.

orries snorted,

“I'm sure,” he replied. “And I've
thought of a way of bowling the
spoofer out. We want to discover ex-
actly where that sccret opening is in
Nobody's Study.”

“ Yaas, but—"

“Well,” said Herrios triumphantly,
“I can do it."”

“Bai Jove! Iow?”

“Towser,”

“‘Towser |” repeated Blake,

Herries nodded.

“Yes, Towser, You
Towser follows a scent—

"My only hat!” oxclaimed Blake,
exasperated. * Are you going to spring
that on us againt”

“Weally, Hewwies—""

“Yes, 1 amn1” said Herries belliger-
ently, “I'm going to put Towser on
the scent. T'm going to show him some-
thing of Levison's and he will follow
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the scent. If Levison dinppeurcd
through a secret door in Nobody's Study
Towser will lead us straight to that
secret door. If we know exactly where
it is we shall be able to find out how to
open it.  What do you think of that
for an idea "

“Rotten !" said Blake cheerfully,
“Yans, wathah! Uttahly wotten !”
Poof |” sard Herries scornfully.
“That's just like you chaps. You know

how Towser follows a scent—"

“Yes; if it's the scent of a kipper,”
snid Blake. “I've never seen him follow
any other scent.” . .

“I'm going to try,” said Herrics, as
he started in the direction of the
kennels,

“You're not allowed to bring Towser
in'to the 'f-’louuo g

! 8

Hewwies,

’llmow how

“There'll be a row!”

“ Bosh I

“Look here——"

“” l‘lime III

And Herries disappeared round the
School House, Jack Blake grinned.
Herries' faith in the marvellous powers
of his faithful bu!ldog was touching. But
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy did not grin.
He frowned.

“If Hewwies bwings that wotten beast
near me, and he goes for my twousahs
I'll bwain him " he said. “I'm goin
to_get a cwicket stump 1"

ive minutes later there was a sound
of pattering feet, and a deep growl
in the Fourth Form passage. Herries
had succeeded in bringing his bulldog
into tho House without being spotted by
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the masters or prefects, He brought
him along the pum‘fe to the door of
Lumley-Lumley’s study and opened it.

Lumley-Lumley was seated in the
armchair, ~his  brows corrugated,
evidently in the throes of hLis * big
think.” = Mellish was in the study, just
closing the cupboard door, fmvinﬂ
placed there something that he ha
purchased at the tuckshop for tea. Both
the juniors swung round as Towser
pranced in.  Mellish promptly backed
round the table, and Lumley-Lumley
grazped the poker.

“Take that beast out!”
Lumley roared,

“Take him away !” shricked Mellish.

Towser was leaping excitedly, tr{in
to got away from the lead Herries hiel
in his hand, The burly Fourth Former
had plenty to do to hold him in,

“It's all right,” panted Herries,
“He's only a bit fresh, after being in
the kennel. He won't hurt you if vou
don’t look at him. He doesn't like
being looked at,”

“Does he like having pokers chucked
at  him?"  roared Lumley-Lumley.
“That's what he'll get if you don't take
him out of this study,”

rererr-r |

“Better not raise dycuu' voiee,” said
Herries.  “Towser doesn’t like that,
either, I want something of Levison's,
That's what I've come for, Towser is
mm* to track him down by the scent.”

“Take him away |" shrieked Mellish.

“Give me something of Levison’s.”

Mellish caught up a cap that was
lying on a chair and threw it across to
Herries,

Herrios caught it,

“Thanks I” " he said,
Towser, old boy "

Towser showed a strong disinclination
to quit the study. He stn:r led with
the lead as Herrvies dragge lS'u'm out.
But Herries succeeded in getting him
into the passage and draiging him along
to the recess leading to Nobody's Study,
A crowd of juniors gathered round to
watch his progress, keeping at a respect-
able distance from Towser's teoth, how-
ever, Mellish slammed the door,

“Whose cap was that you gave him?”
asked Lumley-Lumley.

“Yours,” growled Mellish.

“Why, you ass, he may tear it up!”

“Well, wo had to get rid of him.”

Lumley-Lumley burst into a chuckle.

“Well, if my cap helps Towser to find
Levison, he's welcome to it!” he ro-
marked,

And he sat down to resume his in-
terrupted “ think.”

In  the passage Herries dabbed
Towser's nose with the cap, Tt did not
occur to Herries that Mellish might
have given him a cap that did not
belong to Levison,

Towser made a snap at the eap and
reduced it to a rag.

“He'll_have your hand next,” re-
marked Blake,

“Oh, rats!” said Herries crossly.
“Come along, if you want to see Towser
find the secret door!”

And, partly by persuasion, partly by
main force, he dragged Towser into
Nobody's Study.

The juniors crammed up the door-
way, watching.

“Now, Towsey, old man—"

Grererer-r |

“Find him, Towsey !”

Lumley-

“Come on,

Gror-rrr!
Towser xtormoed round Nobody's
Study, and then, with a sudden wrench,

broke away from Herries and dashed
towards the doorway. There was a yell
from the juniors, and they fell over one
another in their haste to get out of
Towser's way.
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“Btop him ! roared Herries.

“Yes, don’t think!” murmured
Monty Lowther.

Towser dun?penad down the pas.
sage, with the lead dangling after him.

erries dashed in pursuit,

Grerererer ! Grerererr !

Towser was dashing at the closed door
of Lumley-Lumley’s study, trying to get
in, and growling furiously. erries
dashed up and caught the lead.

“My hat!” he exclaimed excitedly.
“We've got him 1"

“Got whom 1"

“ Levison 1"

“What " roared Blake.

“He's hidden in his own study!”
yelled Herries. “There's no doubt

sbout it. Towser didn’t want to leave
the study dt all, only I didn’t under-
‘stand, vison must be hidden in his

own lhtd¥ all the time, We never
thought of that 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You chucklin; asses——="

“Ha, ha, ha!

Herries flung open the door of the
study, Towser pranced in, dragging
Herries aftey him,

There was o yell of indignation from
Lumley-Lumley” and Mellish at this

second invasion.

“Get tgnt brute out 1”

“It's all right4” gasped  Herries.
He'’s

“Towser's trac ini him down !
followed the scent here |"
“Here |” yelled Lumley-Lumley,

“Yes. Btand back, you fellows!
Levison's  hidden here = somewhere !
Perhaps there's a secrot passage in this
ltudlx. or—>"

l" k:;ﬂupa o:]tue‘c!l' Mhid:.‘ﬂi. bcﬂind
clock 1" sug on owther,

“Ha, ha, a1 Y

Towser mado a dash for the corner
cupboard, and leaped up at the door,
and _growled and tore at his lead,

eep him .w.Iv)ohom my grub|”
roared Mellish. “Don't you open that
cupboard |

“Rata | said Herries. “Levison's in
that cupboard, or else there's a secret
passage there. 1'm going to see. It's
;!I Ingllt, you fellows! Towser's got

im |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mellish ¥e|led as Herries threw open
the door of the cupboard. But Herries
did not heed. He shouted to Towser.

“Go it, Towser ! Goit! Fetch him 1”

Towser made a wild leap into the cup-
board, He reappeared with a  cold
rabbit in his mouth. That ap?oinl tit-bit

the

which Mellish had intended for his tea
would never adorn Mellish’'s tea-table
now. Towser crunched it up with a

satisfied growl.

Herries looked into the euphoard,
The other fellows shricked. ere was
no sign either of Levison or a secret
assago; it was only too plain what

owser had been after.

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“My rabbit 1" yelled Mellish, “ You'll
’\'!'.‘ilal'to pay for it! You rotter——
a »

Gr-rer-rer |

“Oh 1" said Herries.

‘“Ha, ha, ha 1*

Kildare put an angry face into the
study doorway.

“Take that dog out ot the House
immediately, Herries 1" he shouted.

“Yo-es " said Herries,

And he did. Towser went, and the
remains of Mellish's rabbit went with

im. And the juniors who had wit-
nessed Towser's remarkable powers as a
tracker went, too—into hysterics |

CHAPTER 22.
The Only Way !

OM MERRY & CO. were much
more cheerful during afternoon
lessons.  The mystery of the
disappearance of Levison was

still unsolved; but the more the
juniors thought about it, the more sure
they felt that the whole thing was a
trick—that Levison was in hiding, and
laughing in his sleeve at the trouble he
Was causing,

The welcome word * Dismiss |” came
at last, and the Fourth Formers
streamed out and met the Shell, who
had been released from their Form-room
at the same time.

The Terrible Three were greeted with
a shout from Lumley.

“1 guess I've got it !”

“Where 1” asked Monty Lowther.

“Ass I” said Lumley-Lumley. “I've
got it! We're going to get Levison
out !”

“How ” demanded Tom Merry.

‘I;.!lmley-Lumlny chuckled.

Lend me your ears,’ as Bacon
says,” he replied. “Now, we're all
agreed that Levison is in hiding, and

it's up to us to forret him out. Well,
fiif' the 8chool House were to catch
re_—ll
“Catch fire?” yelled Blake.

“We're not'oing to set the House on
fire,””  said  Lumley; ‘“‘but thero's
nothing to prevent us from burning
some old rags in Nobody's Study to
make a smoke, and yelling * Fire!' at
the top of our voices.”

“My hat "

“Bai Jove I”

“That's the idea !”
Lumley coolly. * We've
alarm of fire, an

said Lumley-
ot tof raise an
yell it loudly enough
for Levison to hear, wherever he is
skulking. 1 .guess he'll come hoppin

ike o cat out of an oven, and some o
us will be in Nobody's 8tudy to see that
he doesn’t hop back again when he finds
it's a sell.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's n’liolly ood idea, and we'll try
it,” said Tom Merry resolutely. “If it
comes to nothing, there will be a fearful
row, and we shall get it in the neck.
But it's worth risking to clear up this
giddy mystery. I'm game 1”

“8o am I!” said Figgins.

“Bame here 1" said ﬁf]ke, with a nod,

“Yaas, wathah 1"

“Then follow
Lumley-Lumley.

Tom Merry & Co. followed Lumley-
Lumley's lead. His preparations were
soon made. A quantity of old rags
was soon collected, and fellows were
stationed up and down the Fourth Form
passage to yell when the word was
given. A select party stationed them.
selves in Nobody's 8tudy to watch for

vison. The window was opened to
allow air for them when the rags were
burning.

Lumley-Lumley jammed the rags into
the grate, clmcdl the chimney, and
lighted them. A dense smoke was soon
pouring into the room.

Tom Murr¥ & Co.
the windows for air,.

“Groogh!” murmured Blake.
is warm!”

Lumley-Lumley tapped on the door—
a signal to the crowd of fcllows in the

your uncle!” said

crowded round

“This

Flsugo. There was a sudden' and
ornrl‘idall:ule yelling :
“ irn ”»

“Run for your lives!”
“The House is on fire!”
“Fire, fire, fire!”
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The shouting was deafening. It was
safe to say there was no recess of the
old School House where that shout was
not heard. It rang through the build-

ing—from the garrets down to the
vaults,

Tom Merry & Co, in Nobody's
Study, were very quiet. Theéy waited.

“Hark 1”
suddenly.

There was a sound in the room.

It was the sound of a chair being
pushed away from the wall, on the
other side of the study, behind the
thick masses of smoke,

Lumley-Lumley's eyes gleamed with
trivmph,

He made a sudden*dash through the
smoke, and there was the sound of a
collision, a fall, a wild struggle as two
fellows -rolled over on the floor.

“Got him!" yelled Lumley-Lumley
from the smoke. “I've caught the

cad "
c crowded, coughing in the smokoe
Yas it escaped into the gmgo.

Blake ran to the grate, and dragged
uway the folded newspapers with which
the chimney had been stopped. The
smoke found its natural outlet, and the
atmosphere in Nobody's Study cleared.
And as it clearcd, Lumley-Lumley and
Levison became visible,

There was a yell of fifty voices:

“Levison 1"

“Levison, you cad!”

“Gorroff 1" gasped Levison, strug-
gling. “You mad idiot, do you want
us both to be burnt to death? Gerroff |
The House is on fire! Lot me go!”

LumlaiiLumley chuckled, y

“The House isn't on fire, my pippin,”
he replied. “The House is quite safe.
Nothing's been on fire except those old
rags in the grate!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wh-what 1"

Levison's face became dark with
fury us he realised that he had been
tricked.

The smoke was almost clear now, and
the juniors were able to sce how the
cad of the Fourth had entered Nobody's
Study. A block of stone in the wall
had rolled back, evidently moving on
some hidden slide. It was a secret such
as the juniors had suspected, but. had
not been able to find, The oponins
was in the wall where the chair ha
been standing, and the moving of the
stone had left the iron gaspipe bare on
I.iu'"aide hitherto jammed against the
wall,

Tom Merry bent over it, and uttered
an_exclamation,

Lumley-Lumley's theory was quite
correct; a hole had been bored in the
pipe from the side of the secret door,
and lplngg:-d up. The cad of the
Fourth, concealed on the other side of
the wall, had been able to move the
sliding stone back, and then a moment
had sufliced to remove the plug, and
jiam a pad into the pipe to stop the
flow of gas.

And as Tom Merry looked at the
sliding door of stone, he saw that
several blocks had been moved at once,
but it was possible to move them
separately. Now that the secret door
was open, it was casy to manipulate it
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whispered Tom Merry

CHAPTER 23,
The Secret Out !

HE door of Nobody's Study was
flung open.  Outside the fellows
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Tom  Moerry through  the
l’-p(‘uhng

There were several articles of furni-
tude in the hidden room—old. crum-
bling, Tho room had been hidden, de-
eorted,  perhaps  for centuries, Tt
there were signs of recent oceupation
now : there wore confs and rugs on the
nneient  couch, where  Levison  had
slopt s there was food on the old oaken
Jeneh, Tt was Levison's den while he
haed Leen in hiding,  On the opposite
aitle was an opening in the stone wall—
evidently the beginning of a sceret
pnesnge, leading away iuto the dark-
NIUTR

There
oy,

Ift:“\‘\ !ll

”'.l'he Hoad |”

‘'om Merry hurried back from the
sroret chamber,

Dr. Holmes stood in the doorway of
Nobody's Stndy,  Mr. Railton was
with him; Kildare was behind. and all
three were looking angry,

“What does thisx meant” thundered
the Head.,  *““There has been on alarm

of fire=a false alarm, Who has played
thi=s prank "

Then he broke off suddenly at
sight of Levi rison, and started back,

*Leovison [
“Lovison!"” ecried Mr., Railton
The hour of

Kildare togother,
vison turned pale.

rookoning had come at last, and it had

uot como as he had schemaod.

“Let Jevison get up, , Lumley-
Lumley,” said the Head. And now
plain to m> what all this means,”
“I- guess that's casy, sir.”  said
Lumley-Lumley ‘cooll I figured it
out that Levison was ’lndmg somewhere,
and wy reckoned we'd scare him into
showing himself by raising un slarm of

fire—and it's worked, sir.

“What!  Is it possible—enn it he
!mmhln that Levison has deliberately
vidden himsell awny in order to alarm
the whole schonl 1 ‘askod Dr, Holines,

Lov iron gosped.

“I=F'm sorry, wirl” he stammered,
“leml=e Tt really wasn't my faull,
wir, I==I=l1 happened to discover that
seerel door by sceident, sir, when I w as
shut op heve; and—and if that stone's
pushed in a ecertain place, sir, it rolls
apen, unless Qs fastencd on lh(' olher
mt-' and I fonnd it out,

Y And you used your tllltﬂ\ol‘} o

stepped

was n shout from Nubody's

the

and

play ghost and alarm the boys " thun-

dvrvd the Head.
“It—it wns only a lark, sir,” faltered
Levison,

“It was a fonllah and unfecling joke
to play the ghost,” said the Head : *hut
T might overlook that, But this dis-
uppearance, this throwing the whole
school into a state of alarm and
mmot\—-—-

R | didu’t, sir! That—that wasn't
my fault, sir!” stammered Levison, 91
—l got shnt up there by accident, sir!”

“What!"

“The mght I was keeping wateh here,
ur " said Levison, gaining confidence,

“I thonght I'd exploro the secret i
sage. sir. I was going to let Tom
Merry find me gone in the morning,
l]lml as a surprise, and—and then come
mek. siv. That's why T left the clothes
1huv and=—nnge——"

** You rotter 1” murmured Tom Merry,
“You had another suit of clothes in
the next room ull ready, and you only
had to change

Levison grmnocl for & moment, but he
became grave as he canght tllo tevrific
frown of the Head,

*“And why did you not come back
Levison, if, as you say, you intended
only ‘to_surpriso” om Metry by being
missed in the morin T"

“I -1 omil(lu t, sir,

“Why not?"

“']ho—lhe door got jammed some-
how,” said Levison, “Itried to t it
open, bnt il wouldu't open. I've ha
fearful fright, sir; I—I thought I \uu
buried_alive, I shonted, but'I su pose
ny voico couldn't bo heard through the
thick walls,  I—T searched for the way
to open”the door all the time, sir, ex.

cepting when I was asleep, ond—and [
couldn’t find it, sir. I've had an awful
tmm [

“Then you have had nothing 1o eat t”
“Ye-e¢, sir,” said Levison, who knew
that the remains of his provisions would
be discovered in tho sceret room, “1
took some food in there with mo as I
was going to stay all night.”
The Head glanced lhr(mgl! e seeret
dnru wav,
“And vou took a lamp and n can of
ull and l-nokw he said grimly,
.Hw Head turned back and fixed his
eyes upon Levison,
"hm could not open the door?" ko

"ho ~=no, sir!"
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“Then ow did you get out when you

lll'.‘al'd the alarm of figot"
“I=I—=I——" Leyison Atammerrd 1y
-I ust l'ound it, sip—->="
Levizon |

“It's teoe, sir!" groaned Levison,

“Aund if you had shon!otl for Imlp as
vou say, withont I\c-lnlf hoard, becauso
the walls are so thic how is it you
heard the alavm of fire at all }

“You have lied to me, Levison!"
thundered tho Ilead, * You have played
u wicked, unfeeling, miserable trick
upon the "whole school and upon your
headmaster, and you had this untruth-
ful story ready; but it does not fit the
circumstances now, Tevison, You have
acted wickedly, and you are teying to
save yourself b\ falechood, Lf\llml
You will not sucoced, I ullo\\ me to 'my
study. 1 shall flog yon,’

Tomn Merry & Co, erowded out of
Nobody’s Btudy, The mystery  wais
cleaved up at last, and they were satis.
fied, 1lowls of anguish were heard pro.
ceeding from the Head's study, but no
oue had any sympathy (o waste upon
the ead of ‘the Fourth,

“ Dai Jowl' said Arthur Augnstus
D'Avey, “T am jolly glad tho niystewy
is clealied up, deah hoye, and T weally

considal that Lovison  descrves - what
he's gotiin'——"

“ Hear, heav l"

“Centlemen,” anul Arthur Auvgunsius,
looking ronnd, have n suggestion in
malie My g-moumh has sont mo o

vah—"

“Hear, hear!”

“It is an extwa ‘one, on account of
Chwistmas comin’, 1 pwopose that we
blue it in havin' an extwa-wippin' fod
in Studf No, 6 to celobw ate the cleawin’
up of the u.ld\ mystowy.’

“Hoar, hear

And Arthur Auﬂuulu: D'Avey's pro
posal was carvied by acclamation, And
the food was something extra-spocial,
KEven l‘ml‘f Wynn had enough, and had
to leavo off while thevo were siill good
things on the table. Which was a very
ploasant ending to the time of anxioly
and alarm whieh liad been cansmd lav
the mystory of Nobody's Study,

TIIE END.

(Neat Wednesday: ' THE HOUSE-
MAHT‘ER'H SECRET I" —unother great
3{ school mpystery and adventire,
m ng all yowr favouritesof Sit.Jimn's.
ll ‘uteh out for it )

Perfect Bnprodurunl Full:size

gg.;;;*@m oo Sy,

nﬂw.m nu:mn{n

GEORGE GROSE ' LUDGATE cmcus

!nur lliluht infrouul in 14 |I,|

Er NG

fraasy
a8, mn Iu

BE TAL

BOYS

Here's a first-class

1 MICROSCOPE

NOT A TOY

microscope,
hte Wntsht lsol
wlt 8 Froo 8lides, Usu

Ba I.
Aﬂ!' N(‘ " \Hll

Y¥YSTEM (ll.
N.W.2.

w * Nerves,'' Beli-Consclousness, Worry

. cured or

Send Postal Order to

BE STRONG i

'?:fﬂa"a'elih yt.. o lrll% 'm:nooa Tors l'"”'\:}‘:ln
10 1 Y il

lete Co tail v rog
A ) B S ebdy LMD N R A T

.nonu'ln ; Mrn lu“ht to ou am- lé'lt‘ {b{muh"gn .l

rice 7/6,  Your mone
rv turned i not sat! Modv

8, Albion Bt,, Leeds 1,

pmmm you_Roblst_ Health, Doublid
nth Rtamina and Dashing - l{ in

uylorjnnnr ?okl My ama
Oliost, nd 1 in, on Armsl |.1m

&l

BLUSH]NG | u... Course B/~ mu.. is Genuine, '!N Hﬂl row! ,
’._‘ m.t" ,Dean Rd., London, N.W.3 Detalls 6d. stamp =P, lh‘ .’.0'.“...1“'”0:“" i
(. ourse ou
STAMPS .5, P Sl STAMMER]NGI R EoE
0 "
“Ilax B LANS, LYS, SNt . W.0.1.
T I I L “xumﬂ's'a" % 13:""'(1355.'\'21‘331' - HORSEMAN [ISi™ANTA ﬁ“&n'ﬁfmﬁ ‘ﬂf“s'"icyf#ﬁ‘ﬁ\'i“
cover, " L
= ok 0 diffgrent,  Poatage uest  approvaly, -
A ""nfiiﬁﬁ"ﬁ""il? IpiNas, LonboN, B oe | AUENmON Bnis. (AP Baresiin Lade, MactontPipia

r ted Ttd,, The Floetway House, Farringdon Stroct,
{;lntnd in, ﬂrnl. Britain and rnlhliulucl urr; Wvdnmlu by the Prﬂsolcw s, The Amalga I 1 lp{‘:.:.'."'f:"f lll:;r trnumu’;la Mwoﬁlﬂfanu
ole Agonts_ fof ¢
and for 8outh Afiica: l.'enlral gnwa Agency, Ltd, -H:mlr ay, Deccmber 141k, 1935,

Advortisement ofecs ;

Post, nﬁu tiption rates: Iuland and Abroad,

Uourdon & CGoteh, Lid,,

n !lmt London,

I Howe, r“"""! for "six monihs,

r hllh"m.

agning

v Australin oud N 09ite,




