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WHD CROWNED THE HEAD PREFECT WITH A CHRISTMAS PUDDING? GREAT—

With a clammy, sticky stuff rolling down his face, Bulkeley sat and gasped
He heard the rapid retreating footsteps of the unknown

and gurgled.

japer, and gave a shout: ‘ Stop him!

Who Likes Christmas Pudding ?

“ OU tellows like Christinas pud-

Y ding ?”

Tubby Muflin asked
question in the end study.

Four faces, which nad been looking
rather serious, brightened up. Judging
by their expressions, Jimmy Silver &
Co. did like Christmas pudding!

There were five fellows in the study
when Tubby looked in—the Fistical
Four of the Classical Fourth, and
Dudley Vane, the new junior.

Vane was standing at the open win-
dow, looking out into the misty quad,
across a window-sill that was banked
thick with snow.

Snow had been falling that December
day, and Rookwood School was swathed
in white. The old beeches loomed up,
glistening with snow ridged on every
branch, through.the mist.

Dudley Vane did not turn from the
window as Tubby asked that interesting
question. He seemed interested in the
outer world, not in Muffin or Christmas
pudding. Ilis eyes were fixed on a
Sixth Form fellow who was tramping
along the path that ran below, under
the windows.

But Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome gave the fat Tubby their
attention: Ifunds were short in the end
study—a thing that sometimes happened
* in the best-regulated studies. The ehums
of the Classical Fourth had come in
hungry after a snowball battle with the
Modern juniors of Manders’ House.
And supplies in the study were sparse.

“Christmas  pudding 7 1\cpcatod
Lovell. 2

“Yes—a real, topping, fruity Christ-
mas pudding!”

“My dear man,” said Jimmy Silver,
“if somcbody’s sent you a Christmas
pudding, you ncedn’t go farther than
this study to get rid of it.”

“No‘ fear!” agreed Raby. “Trot it
along, Tubby.”

“Like a chap to help you earry it?”
asked Newcome. *“‘Where is it?”

Tubby Muffin coughed.

“J don’t mean exactly that T've got
one,” ho said.

Tae Gra LiBrary.~No. 1,453,

that

{Copyright in the United States of America.

This way! Stop that fellow!?”’

“Oh! You fat ass!”

“I mean I’'m going to make one,” ex-
plained Tubby. “I just want to know
if you fellows would like some when
I've made it. See? I’'m going to make
it big enough-for every fellow to have
a whaek. So if you fellows like Christ-
mas pudding—"

“Qh, rot!” grunted Lovell.
like tea in Hall, you men! Let’s go
down.”

,“That’s rather ungrateful, Lovell,
when I’'m taking all the trouble to make
a topping Christmas pudding, to stand
all the fellows a treat,” said Tubby
AMuffin warmly. “It will eost a pound.
Look here, if you fellows would like a
whack in that scrumptions Christmas
pudding—"

“Oh, all right, Tubby !” said Jimmy
Silver. “We'd like it no end. Let’s get
down to Hall. You coming, Vane?”

“Hold on .a minute!” exclaimed
Tubby hastily. “I'm going to make it
ready for the last day of term. A feed
before we break-up, you know! The
cook’s promised to boil it for me. But
about the pound—-"

“The what?”

“The pound,” said Tubby. “If twenty
fellows put a bob cach 2

“ Looks

“Oll !))
The Fistical Four glared at Tubby
Muftin. TFirst they had supposed that

hie had a Christmas pudding to whack
out, which would have been very
welcome. Then it had appeared that
he was planning a treat for the last day
of term. Finally, it transpired that he
had come there to “touch * them for a
“hob ” ecach.

Tubby held out
grubby paw.

He held it out, apparently, in expece-
tation of bobs being dropped in it.

a fat and rathar

AHHE T TR TR

Tubby Muffin made a Christmas

pudding to share among twenty

juniors, but only one fellow got
a share—and he got the lot!
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All rvights veserved, and reproduction

CHRISTMAS
PubDING!

But

No hob was dropped in it
Arthur Edward Lovell caught up a
ruler from ihe table and swiped !

Whacl ! .

““Yaroocoop !”

roared Tubby.

“Now hold out your other hand.
AMuffin ! said Lovell, in the manner of
a Form-master administering toco to a
fag

“Ha, ha, hat®

Jimmy Silver
roared.

So did Tubby Muflin—though in
rather a different way! There was no
merriment in Muflin’s roar.

“0Ow, ow, wow !” roaved Muffin. IHe
tucked his fat paw under his arm and
squeezed it. “Ow! Ooooh! Oh crikey !
Ow 1

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Yow-ow-ow ! I jolly well won't let
vou have any of my Christmas pud-

Raby, and Newcome

ding now! Ow!” roared Tubby.
“Wow ”
“Come on, Vane!” said Jimmy

Silver. He turned to the nrew junior,

still standing at the window. Then he

) o €« 1 - sl <

jumped. Hold on—what the dickens
93

are you up to, Vane?
Dudley Vane had gathered a double

handful of snow from the windo -sill.
He had kneaded it into a snowbal i
was taking aim—apparently at so
passing on the path below.

The missile flew ! -

A wild yell sounded from below.
Vane jumped back from the window.

“Cut ! he said

“But what—who—"

“Better cut!” grinned Vane. “I've

just got Carthew of the Sixth with a
snowball, right on the ear! I fancy he

will come up to this study shortly. I'dt
rather be away when that visitor calls.”™

=““Oh, my hat {”

Evidently it was time to cut. The
owners of the end study could not be
too far away when the bully of the

Sixth eame up to investigate. Jimmy
Silver & Co. scampered down the
pasfago, with Dudley Vane at their
heels.

“Cut, Tabby !” Jimmy called back.
“Ow1” answered Tubby. “Wow |”
But he cut promptly. It was not safe

withoat permission strictly forbidden.)
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to be found near the end study when
Carthew came. Tubby bolted into his
own study. Jimmy Silver & Co. went
down the stairs two at a time.

Five breathless juniors arrived .in
Hall for the school tea, and they had
taken their seats there, and were deal-
ing with what they described as ““door-
steps and dish-water ” by the time
Carthew of the Sixth arrived in the
Classical Fourth studies on a voyage
of discovery.

They grinned over their tea.

Getting the bully of the Sixth with a
snowball was an absolutely ripping
idea, from the point of view of the
juniors—so long as the fellow who
"got ¥ him remained undiscovered.

A few minutes later Hansom of the
Tifth came into Hall.

“You fellows heard?”’ Jimmy Silver
& Co. heard Hansom address some
other Fifth Form men. “I say, some-
body’s been bunging snowballs at
Carthew.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Who did it ?”

“Nobody knows. Carthew’s as mad
as a hatter I’ chuckled Hansom. 1
heard him tell Bulkeley it came from
a study window—he docsn’t scem to
know which.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged smiles
—they were feelingsquite merry and
bright when they left Hall after tea.

“Oh, here you are!” Tubby Muffin
rolled up to them. “I say, Jimmy,
about that Christmas pudding——""

“Want some more?” grinned Lovell.
“Hold out your hand!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby did hold out his hand.

“Look here,”” he said persnasively,
“it’s only a bob each, as I was telling
you when Vane interrupted me, bhung-
ing that snowball at Carthew 3l

“Shut up, you ass!” hissed Jimmy
Silver.

Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain of
Rookwood, was coming up the corridor.

Tubby, standing with his back to
Bulkeley, did not see him—neither did
he see any reason for shutting up—
shutting up was not in Tubby’s line,
anyhow. He seldom shut up.

“Eh! I'm not going to tell Carthew
that Vane bunged that snowball at
him,” said Tubby. “I was going to
say Whooop! Wharrer you stamp-
ing on my foot for, Lovell, you beast?
Yow-ow !” .

“Vane!” It was Bulkcley’s voice.
“Did you throw a snowball at a pre-
feet under the study windows?”

Dudley Vane set his lips.

“Oh crikey ¥’ gasped Tubby.

** Answer me, Vane !"”’#8

“Yes,” said Vane quietly.

“Tollow me to my study!”

“Rough luck, old man!” murmured
Jimmy Silver. ;

Dudley Vane nodded, and followed
the Rookwood captain. The Tistical
Four exchanged glum looks. They all
knew what was going to happen in
Bulkeley’s study—*“six ” of the best, for
the dire offence of snowballing a
prefect !

“Oh erikey !” said Tubby. “I didn't
sce Bulkeley—— But, I say, about that
Christmas pudding—"

“Vane’s going to be whopped, you
fat idiot !” growled Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, I kuow; but about the Christ-
mas_pudding—"’

“He will get six!” howled Lovell.

“Well, he asked for it, you know—

snowballing a prefect. But, I say,
about that Christmas pudding——>

“Oh, squash him!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“I say—— Leggo! Yarooop! Oh

-clumped

crikey ! Whooop!” roared Tubby, as
four pairs of hands grasped him and
sat him down on the floor, with a bump
that almost shook Rookwood School.
“Yo00-hoo-hoo-hoooop !

And, for a few minutes, at least,
Tubby Muffin forgot even the Christ-
mas pudding !

Getting It Going !

LANG!
Clump !
Three juniors in the second

study in the Classical Fourth
passage stared at Cecil Adolphus
Muffin. That plump and podgy youth
had come into Study No. 2, bearing
an cnormous enamelled tin basin and a
long wooden spoon.

He clanged down the big basin, and
down the long spoon, and
stood panting. Having carried thosc
articles up from the regions below,

The EDitor, together

with the Zuthors and

Ertists of the GEM,

takes thisopportunity
of

UWishing EI
Readers

Happy
Christmas.

Tubby Muflin scemed rather out of
breath. He never had very much!

Putty of the Fourth, Jones minor,
and Higgs stared. To what use Tubby
intended to put a big basin and a long
spoon was a mystery to them.

“What’s that game?” asked Putty.

“That’s for mixing the Christmas
pudding !” gasped Tubby. “I’'ve bor-

rowed that basin from the cook. She's
going to boil it for me.”
- “She’s going to boil that basin!”

cxclaimed Higgs. “What for?”’

“Not the basin, fathead—tho
pudding! I say, you can all help me
stir, you know,” said Tubby. “It’s
going to be a spanking pudding—a
regular spanker!  You fellows like
Christmas pudding, what?”

. “Just a few!” grinned Jones minor.
“Got the stuff to- make it?”

“Well, T haven’t exactly got the stuff
vet,” explained Tubby cautiously. “It
will cost a pound, and I'm raising it at
a hob a time. I've got five fellows to
join up so far—the end study, you

know. Jimmy Silver was very cnthusi-
astic about it. = Lovell said it was a
wonderful idea. Raby and Newcome
both said they wondered that  they
hadn’t thought of it. That new chap,
Vane, was awfully keen. It rather
bucks a chap, ~you know, to have a
\\'hcejze taken up in that enthusiastic
way.” e

Tubby blinked at his study-mates.

“I hope you fellows are going to join
up,” he said. “The idea is to have the
pudding the day before we break-up
for Christmas. - You fellows know how
I can cook—-" :

“We know how you can eat!”

“I can mix a Christmas pudding a
treat! Lots of plums and currants and
peel and things, and-—" g

“And they won’t get scoffed before
they get as far as the pudding?”
inquired Putty.

“No,” roared Tubby, “they won’t!
If Jimmy Silver and his friends can
trust me with their money, I should
think fellows in my own study could.”
Tubby jingled a-metallic jingle in his
trousers pocket. “Five, so far—you
fellows will make eight. I say, shell
out your bobs! I want to get the stuft
before the shop closes, if I can make
up the pound.”

Putty, Jones, and Higgs exchanged
glances. Really, it was not a bad idea
—the only drawback being that Cecil
Adolphus Muffin was not, as a rule, to
be trusted.  Still, if the end study
placed faith in him, there was no
reason why his own study shouldn’t. 1f
Tubby was rattling five silver shillings
in his trousers pocket, if was safe to lev
him rattle three more

“QOh, all right!” said Putty. He
handed over a “bob.” Jones minor and
Alfred Higgs followed his example.

Tubby’s fat face beamed. He slipped
the three shillings into the pocket
where he had been rattling a bunch of
old keys.

“Good !” he exclaimed. .

He had made a beginning, at all
events, A job begun is half-done—as
Tubby found. He rolled out of Study
No. 2, and looked into Study No 4,
where he found Mornington and Erroll.

“You fellows joining up for the
Christmas pudding ?”” he asked. ¢ Dot
a time—I've got three already!”

Frroll laughed, and Morny chuckled

“If any fellow in the Fourth has becy
ass enough to trust you with a bob, I'lJ
do the same!” said Mornfz.

Tubby rattled his wealth.

“Look here!” He produced three
glimmering shillings in a fat and grubby
hand.

It was rather fortunate that he had
not been put to the same test in his
own study. He could only have pro-
duced a bunch of keys there—which
would hardly have had a convincing
effect! But bobs were bobs!

“Well, my hat!” said Mornington.
“More duffers in the Classical Fourld
than,I fancied! Here you are.”

“And here you are!” said Ervoll,
laughing.

Tubby Muffin had five shillings along
with his bunch of keys when he left
Study No. 4. His next visit was to
Study No. 6, where he found Oswald
and Flynn.

“I say, I told you about the Christ-
mas pudding stunt——" he said.

“You did!” agreed Oswald. “Don't
tell us again,” ¢

“You said you'’d join up if the other
fellows did,” persisted Tubby.

“Iaith, and so we willl” grinned
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Flynn. “We’ll believe that fellows are
putting money into your paws when we
see it there.”

“ And not before!” said Dick Oswald.

“The captain of the Form and his
pals can trust me!” said Muffin, with
dignity. “New chaps can trust me,
too! I've got five bob from the end
study.”

“(Gammon!”

“Look !

Oswald and Flynn looked in greab
astonishment as i[uﬁin displayed five
shillings in a grubby palm.

“Seeing is believing!” said Tubby.
“ What 77

“Well, my hat " said Oswald. “ Well,
I said I’d join up if the other fellows
did, and here you are.”

“Sure, I won't bank on seeing the
Christmas pudding till m eating it,”
remarked Patrick O’Donovan IFlynn, as
he tossed over a shilling.

Tubby emerged into the passage,
beaming more than ever. It was only
necessary to get the thing started evi-
dently! = That brilliant idea of rattling
a bunch of keys in his trousers pocket
had started it!

Now he had not merely keys to rattle,

- but shillings to show! His fat hand was

full of shillings when he rolled up to
Topham and Townsend in the passage
—and collected “bobs” from them. So
many shillings on view gave confidence!
Rawson, Peele, and Gower came next,
and they all contributed. Tubby voiled
into Study No. 3 with no fewer than
twelve shillings clutched in his grubby
paw—and held them up to the view of
Conroy, Pons, and Van Ryn.

“Look at that lot!” said Tubby im-
pressively. “You fellows hinted that
chaps wouldn’t trust me to collect money
for a Christmas pudding—well, lock at
that!”

The three Colonials locked.

“Now I hope you are going to play
up 1” said Tubby, with a great deal of
dignity. “Nearly all the Form ave in it.
Dub up.”

And, overcome by that indubitable
proof of Tubby’s trustworthiness, the
Colonial Co. “Gibbed ” up.

Tubby felt quite wealthy as he made
his way to the end study, with fifteen
shillings keeping . that bunch of keys
company in his trousers pocket!

Jimmy Silver & Co. had come up
after tea with Vane. Dudley Vane was
Jooking a little gloomy—which was not
unusual after a visit to a prefect’s study
and “six.’sy There was a gencral ex-
clamation the end study as the fat
face of Cecil Adolphus Muffin looked

.

“CGet out, Muffin!” .

“Qh, all right!” said Tubby loftily.
“If you fellows want to be left out of
it, all right! Other fellows can trust
me! I've got contributions from fifteen
fellows here! I think it’s a bit sickening
for this study to make out that a fellow
can’t be trusted with cash when the
whole Form is rallying round him.”

“You fat, frumptious, foozling freak!”
said Arthur Edward Lovell, in measured

“You've got nothing of the
kind.”

“Look!” sneered Tubby.

“Great pip!” -

The Iistical. Four looked. They
stared! But there was no staring awa;
the heap of shillings that Tubby turne
out of his trousers pocket! ;

“My sainted Aunt Selina!” cjaculated
Lovell.

“Fools and their money are soon
parted!” remarked Raby.

“T say, it’s going to be a scrumplious
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pudding 1" urged Tubby’. “All the

other fellows are in it—"

*“In the pudding?”

“No, you ass—in the scheme. I wanb
only five more bobs to make up the
pound. I think you fellows might play
up, when everybedy else has.”

“Something in that!” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing. “Let’s risk it, you
men.”

And four shillings were added to
Tubby’s pile. The fat Classical blinked
at Dudley Vane. He was wriggling.

“T say, Vaue, old fellow i

“Oh, go and eabt coke!”
Vane.

“T say, I'm sorry you got whopped!
T really came here to ask you whether
it hurt much, old chap! T’ve been feel-
ing worried about it! But if you'd like
to contribute to the Christmas pud-
ding—"

Vane laughed impatiently, and sorted
out a shilling.

“ Now, shut up!” he said

“Oh, all right!” Tubby clutched the
shilling. “1I say, you're making a lot of
fuss about a whopping, Vane! You're
new here, of course—but Rookwood men
don’t make all that fuss! Bit soft, if
you ask me.”

With that, Tubby turned to the-door,
bhoth hands full of shillings. Dudley
Vane rose, stepped after him and let out
a {il':.iobﬁs Muffin reached the doorway.

Thud!

“ Yarooh!” roared Muflin, as he shot
inlo the passage.

He landed on hands and knees. There
was a clattering.and clinking of scattex-
ing shillings! Tubby rolled and roared,
with shillings to right of him, shillings
1o left of him, shillings all round him.

5 “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver &

0.

“Ow! ow! wow! I say, I've dropped
all those bobs! I say, you come and
help me find those bobs! I say—
yow-ow-ow-ow |”

Vane slammed the study door. Tubby
Muftin, wriggling - and  spluttering,
squirmed over the passage floor like a
fat cel, groping for shillings. -

grunted

Where Twenty Bobs Went !

URING the next few days, there
were several special topies in the
Classical Fourth Form at Rook-
wood School.

One, of course, was the Christmas
holidays, now near at hand. Another
was the mystery of the mysterious
“ragger,” who had wrecked Mr.
Dalton’s study, and “sacked ¥ Dicky
Dalton in a coal sack. Anocther, and of
more immediate interest, was Tubby
Muflin’s Christmas pudding.

Twenty fellows had contributed a bob
cach towards that scrumptious, magnifi-
cent treat. Twenty one fellows were
going to share it, Tubby coming in
gratis’ as the founder of the feast and
originator of the great idea.

But where was the pudding ?

In Tubby’s study was the big basin,
and in the basin stood the long spoon.
They were ready for mixing the pud-
ding. Every fellow was going to have a
stir at it: But the(fmddmg did not seem
ready to be mixed. The juniors were
cxpecting stirring times, so to speak;
but the time for stirrmmg did not seem
to_arrive.

Fellows questioned Muffin.

Tubby’s explanation was that he had
decided not to get the stuff at the school
shop. It was cheaper at Latcham, and
more could be got for the money. Next
half-holiday he was going over to
Latcham to do the shopping.
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That saw 'Tubby safely over the half-
holiday. 'The half-holiday came and
went; but the Christmas pudding
neither eame nor went. That evening
Tubby was cornered in Hall, and ques-
tions grew more pressing

“It’s Dalton’s fault!” Tubby ex-
plained. “He’s  shirty about that
bargee, whoever he was, wrecking his
study, and he gives a_ fellow lincs. T
had to stay in and do lines. I'm going
to-morrow.”

“But you weren't doing lines this
afterncon,” Jimmy Silver pointed out.

“I—T mean I stayed in to do them,
and didn’t do them, after all. I—I was
going to.”

“And you can’t go to Latcham except
on a half-holiday,” said Lovell.

“I—T think wc’d better get the stuff
at the school shop, after all.” We really
ought to give Mrs. Kettle our custom,
you fellows.” >

“Right-ho ”  said Lovcll
“We'll do it now! Come on !”

“JT—J say, we can’t’ go mow !’ said
Tubby, in alarm. *“It’s snowing !”

“It's left off snowing!” said New-
come. 2

“Jt—it might begin again !”

“Ha, ha, ha!® roared .Mornington.
*J wonder how long those twenty bobs
lasted Muffin ! About as long as it took
him to walk to the tuckshop, I sup-
pose ! ”

grimly.

“I—I mever spent them !” “gasped
Tubby. “Pve got them in my trouseis

pocket this very minute !”

“Show up!” grinned Puity of the
Fourth.

“I—F mean, 1 left them in the study—
for safety, you know <

“TIt come up to the study with you
and get them.”

“0Oh, I-I
Tubby.

“Well. what do you mean exactly ?”
asked Flynn.

“Qh crikey I”

Tubby Muflin blinked round helplessly
at a cirele of faces. Suspicion had been
growing in the Classical Fourth on the
subject of that Christmas pudding. Now
suspicion had become certainty.

“Well, I suppose we really asked for
this,” remarked Jiminy Silyer. “Wo
jolly well knew Tubby 17

“You asked for it, you wmean!” said
'Putty”warm]y. “If you hadn’t started

==

“Fh—who started it 7”

“You did, you ass!”

“T  did?” " gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Why, vou fathead, our study came in
last, and we wouldn’t have coughed up
a single hob, only that fat bounder
showed us fiftcen shillings he had col-
lected from the other fellows e

“What's that % roared Higgs. “Why,
he told us you fellows had started it
with a bob each; and he had the money
on him! 1le was raitling it in his
pocket !”

“Wae came in last ! roared Lovell.

“You cameo in first I bawled Hig
“VYou let us all in for this, and I jolly
well think you ought to make it good,
too !

“y

]

mean——>  stammered

tell vou—" exclaimed Jimmy

Silver. “Muffin, you fat villain, did
you tell them in your study that we——"

“He had the money rattling in his
pocket,” hooted James minor—*at least,
he was rattling something in his trousers
pocket—-"

“Hold on, Muffin! Where arc you

going 7”

“J—X- think Dalton called me!”
gasped Tubby.

“He can eall again, then! You

spoofing brigand 1 ~exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.  “You've been telling thumnping
whoppers to all the fellows to:izet in
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their bobs, and youw’ve blued the lot
on tuck 1”?
“I—I—I haven't!” gasped Tubby.
“I—I—I had the money safe, but—but
it—it disappeared mysteriously !”
“What ?” yelled the juniors.
“You—you know there’s some fellow
in the school this term playing rotten
tricks 1” gasped Tubby. “He wrecked
Dalton’s study, and sacked Dicky in a
coal-sack, and—and was never found

out] Well, that fellow has been at it
again!  He—he—he’s burgled my
study——>

“You lying worm ! exclaimed Dudley
Vane.
“ Look here, Vane. you shut up ! You

T
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don’t know anything about it! I tell
you I left those bobs in my stidy, and
——and when I looked for them they had
~had mysteriously disappeared! It’s
that ragger, of course! Who clse could
it be 7 gasped Muffin.

The Classical juniors gazed at Cecil
Adolphus Muffin. It was true that there

disappear !” yelled Muffin frantically.
“Leggo! I say, I—I went to the shop
to get the stuff for the Christmas pud-
ding—I did really—honest Injun——

Ow! But—but I happened to be
hungry, and—and— I say—-
Yaroooh 1”

Bang!

“Wow! Leggol! I say, I necver
meant to spend those bobs!” wailed

Muffin. “I only meant to have a snack !
But—but they wen! I say, I—I was
quite surprised when Mrs. Kettle said
it came to a—yaroooh—pound! I—I
was really—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That’s the truth at
Dudley Vane, laughing.

“I—I say, leggo!l’ wailed Tubby.
“J—I’m going to make the pudding.
Ii—it’s only delayed, you know. TIll
o and get the stuff now if—if—-"

“If-what?”

“T1f one of you fellows will lend me
a pound!” gasped Muffin.

“Oh, my hat! Bump him!”

“Rag him!”

“Scrag him!”’
“QOw! Leggo!

last,” said

I say, Vane, old

VIR

)
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was a “mystery man” in the school— -~

some unknown fellow who had heen
guilty of a series of outrageous rags,
and had never been spotted. Had
another study becen wrecked, or a beak
headed up in a sack, tho outrage cer-
tainly would have been put down to
that mystery man.

But nobody was disposed to put down
the mysterious disappearance of the
Christmas pudding fund to that mystery
man. There was a much more probable
explanation.

“That chap takes the cake, and no
mistake !’ said Dudley Vane, staring at
the fat Tubby. “What about banging
his head till he tells the truth?”

“Good egg!”

“ Hear, hear!”

Tubby Muffin made a wild bound to
cscape. But five or six pairs of hands
¢rasped him before he could flec.

Upended in those grasping hands,
Tubby tapped’ the old ocak floor with
his bullet head.

Bang !

.“Ow! Oh! Wow!

Tubby.
“ Where’s those bobs?” roared Lovell.
“They—they disappeared—-"

Bang !
“Yaroonop! I—1 mean, they didn't

Whoop I” roared

Kneading a snowball from the snow on
at Carthew walking below. The missile flew, and the prefect let out a wild

syell as it smashed on

chap, youw've got lots of money—you
lend me a pound. I'll settle next term,
or the term after at the latest.”

Vane stared at the fat Tubby, and
burst into a laugh.

“Well,  you deserve it, for your
cheek,” he said. “Hold on, you
chaps! TI'll lend the fat bandit a

quid, and we’ll all go down to the shop
wit}h )him and see that it doesn’t go on
tuck.”

The juniors stared at Vane. “Quids ”
were not quite so common -as black-
berries  in  the Rookwood Fourth,
Tubby gasped with relief.

“J—I1 say, Vane, you're a brick,” he
gasped—* a real brick! I—I say, you
chaps ncedn’t trouble to come to the
shop with me! I hope you can trust
me with a pound.”

5

If Tubby Muffin really hoped that,
it showed that he had a hopeful
nature So far from trusting him with
the pound, quite an army of juniors
marched down to Sergeant Kettle's
shop with him, and under their eycs
the pound was duly expended in
materials for a Christmas pudding.
And that evening after prep therc was
much stirring in the big basin in
Study No. 2

—

Pudding for a Prefect!
ULKELEY of the Sixth gave a
start.
It was a rather late hour.
The Lower Forms of Rookwood
had long been in bed in their dor-
mitories.  Some of the masters were
still up, and light glimmered from a
few study windows into the snow and
mist of the quad.

The Rookwood captain was making
a round before turning in. Since the
mysterious outrages that had caused a
sensation in the school the prefects had
been very much on .the alert.

Who the mystery man was nobody
scemed to have Sue faintest idea. I1f
any fellow had suspicions, they were

‘ -zim ;

-
/,/'/’ v < /// /‘/
the window-sill, Dudley Vane took aim

his ear. ff Yaroogh!’®

It was not even known
whether the fellow was senior or
junior. The head prefect of Rookwood
was very keen, naturally, on *“land-
ing”> him if he could. Whoever he
was, the sack awaited him immediately
ho was spotted.

Bulkeley, pausing on the stairs,
listened to a sound. It came from

vague enough.

above, whence no sound should have
come. Unless some fellow was out of
his dormitory, all should have been
quiet.

If some fellow was out of his dor-
mitory at that late hour, there could
be little doubt that it was the mysteri-
ous ragger. With a gleam in his eyes
Bulkeley went swiftly up the stairs

IIe touched the lighting switch on
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ihe landing above, from which the
junior studies ran. The light did not

come on. :
He set his lips. The lamp had been
removed from its socket—that was

clear It was proof that somcone was
up, and on mischief bent.

Standing in the dark on the landing,
Bulkeley listened intently. He did nob
intend to go down for a light, and give
the fellow a chance to csca,f)e. A foot-
fall came quite clearly to his cars. It
came from the Classical Fourth Study
passage. :

Swiftly the captain of Rookwood
stepped into that passage. There was
a switch there; but he was hardly sur-
prised when he pressed it, to find that
no light resulted.

Farther along was a big window
through which came starry light, and
a gleam of snow and frost. Bulkeley
went quickly up the passage. The fel-
low, whoever he was, was cornered
there. He felt that he had him.

He caught his breath as he spotted,
for a sccond, a flitting dark figure in
ihe glimmer from the high window.

He ran forward.

“Stop !” he rapped.
now! Stop!”

There was no reply, but he heard a
quick footfall as he ran on. The
shadowy figure had vanished into an
open study doorway—Study No. 2.
moment more and Bulkeley’s athletic
figure blocked that doorway. He had
run the fellow down. -

There was no escape from the study.

The windo ~was over twenty feet from
the ground. And the mysterious
prowler of the night was withm.
' “You may as well chuck it now, you
young rascal,”’ said the Rookwood cap-
tain quietly. “I've got you! You'd
better give yourself up.”

Dead silence.

Bulkeley peered into the darkness
within. The electric switch clicked
under his hand, but no light came. Ie
fumbled in his pocket for a box of
matches. Once he had a sight of the
prowler it would not help him much
if he dodged. There was something
cerie in the dead silence when he knew
that a living, breathing form was near
him in the dark, probably only a few
feet away. i

The next second he found that it was
not so far away %as that. A dark
shadow moved in darkness, and some-
thing descended suddenly on the pre-
feet's hcad—something wet and sticky
and clammy flowed in a wave over
head and face—something that felt like
a pot clamped over his head, and
jammed down on his shoulders.

Blinded, choking, gasping, Dulkeley
clutched wildly in the darkness. His
hand touched something that moved,
but was struck away. Something
fiitted past him, but he did not touch
it again. He did not hear it, and ho
could not see it. Clammy, sticky stuff
was all over his face, oozing in his eyes
and nose and ears and mouth.

He staggered gurgling from the door-
way into the passage. A hecavy thump
landed on his chest, and he went over
backwards. ;

Clang ! !

It was a clang of metal as his head
smote the floor Something rolled off,
clanging again. He was left sitting
blindly, clawing at the sticky mess on
his face. What it was he could not
imagine, but he knew that it was chok-
ing and blinding him. He fancied for
a moment that he heard a rapid re-
treating footstep in the dark.

He spat out a mouthful of clammy
stickimess and shouted :
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“I've got you

“Stop. him! This way! Stop that
fellow 1”

He knew that Mr. Dalton was still up,
and hoped that he would hear.

A voice called back from below—the
voice of the master of the Fourth.

“Who is that? What—"

“Grooogh ! Bulkeley staggered up.
“Urrrrggh! 1 say -gurrgh !—stop that
young rotter! Urrggh!”

Rapid feet ascended the stairs. A
switch clicked—in vain! Then the light
of an clectric torch was turned on.

“Ts that you, Bulkeley ? Where—what
G Rle

“ere, sir! Uggh ! Here—grooogh !”

“What—what—"  exclaimed  the
master of the Fourth He ran up the
passage, and the light of his torch
flashed on Bulkeley

Dicky Dalton stared at him like a
man in a dream.

It was Bulkeley: but he was quite un-
recognizable ! His head and face were
hidden by thick. sticky, clammy Christ-
mas pudding—Tubby Muffin's Christmas
pudding, which so many hands had been
stirring that evening in Study No. 2.

“Bub-bub-bub-bub-Bulkeley 1”  stam-
mered Mr Dalton. nearly dropping the
torch. %

“Urrgghh I’ Bulkeley clawed at the
Christmas pudding. In its raw state it
was wet and very, very clammy. It
was almost ready for boiling—but it
was ceitain now that that Christmas

Pudding never would be boiled! Eyen
‘ubby Muffin  would hardly have

thought of scraping it together.
“What—what 1s that?” almost

shricked Mr Dalton. “What—what
have you got there, Bulkeley? What

o “I—I don’t know. Gurrggh! Tt was
jammed on my head—wurrgh !—in that
study—yurrggh t—in the dark—
“It—1it—it is pudding, I think!”
gasped Mr Dalton. “Yes, there is a
basin—a large basin! A—a—a Christ-
mas_pip-pip-pudding ! But who—"
“Didn’t you spot him, sir?” gasped

Bulkeley. “He slammmed that basin on
my hc}a,d and pushed me over, and
cut—"

]

“I saw nobody.’

“Urrggh! It 1s that rascal again—
the study ragger—yurrggh!”

“There can be no doubt of that. You
—you—you had ~better go and—and
clean off that—that stuff, Bulkeley. I
will search for him.”

Bulkeley. certainly, was in no state
to search for anvbody. He tottered
away, still clawing at stickiness. He
liked Christinas pudding, in its com-
pleted state. and taken internally. He

BOOK OF
ABVENTURE STORIES”

Here is a grand collection of"
thirty super stories to delight
the heart of every adventure-
loving boy. Thrills in the
eerie depths of the sea, flying
in an airship, tackling gun-
runners, or roaring round a
‘ race-track. Every adventure
on !and, at sea, and in the
air isincluded in this wonder=-
ful book,

Now onl‘ Sale at all Newsagents
and Booksellers. Price & [=
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did not like it in its raw state, and
taken  externally. Bulkeley  went
gurgling and gasping away, clawing at
Christmas pudding, and Mr. Dalton,
with a grim brow, proceeded to make a
hurried search for the vanished prowler
of the night.

Jimmy Silver woke as the light
flashed on in the Classical TFourth
dormitory. So did severa! other fellows.
They blinked in the light at the figure
of their Form-master in the doorway.

Mr. Dalton’s eye ran rapidly along
the row of white beds. ILvery onc was
occupied.

“Silver I” exclaimed Mr. Dalton.

“Yes, sir?” Jimmy sat up, blinking.
“Is—is anything the matter, sir?”

“Has anyone, to your knowledge,
been out of this dormitory 7

“Eh? No—not that I know of, sir!”
gasped  Jimmy. “But I've becn
asleep 4

More and more fellows awakencd.

Some of them lifted on their elbows,
some sat up; all of them stared blankly
at Richayd Dalton. Only one fellow
remained in slumber—and snoring!
That was Tubby Muffin, deep in a
happy dream of Christmas pudding—the
pudding he was destined never fto
devour !

“What's up, sir?” asked Mornington.

Mr. Dalton gave Morny a rather
searching look.

“Have you been out of the dormitory,
Mornington 77’

“ No;. sie

“ Has anything happened, sir?” asked
Dudley Vane.

“Yes, Vane. Some boy has been out
of his dormitory—not, hope, this
dormitery,” said Mr. Dalton. “You
may go to sleep, my boys: 1 am sorry
that I had to disturb you.”

Richard Dalton turned off the light
and shut the door. But the Classical
juniors did not go to sleep again very
soon. There was a buzz of surprised
speculation as to what could have hap-
pened. !

Not - till the following morning did
they learn. Then all Rookwood knew
that the mystery man had been on the
prowl again, and that Bulkeley of the
Sixth, captain of the school, had been
bonneted with a basinful of Christmas
pudding.

Some of the fellows thought it funny.
but there were serious faces among the
beaks and prefects that morning. But
the most zerious face in all Rookwood
was that of Ceecil Adolphus Reginald
Mufiint Tubby could hardly believe the
awful news at first. It “scemeéd too
fearful to be true! Tubby was nof
worrying about Bulkeley, or about the
wild and reckless defiance of authority
by some unknown law-breaker. Tubby
was thinking of the Christinas pudding.
Tubby gazed into the empty basin,
almost with tears in his eyes.

“Gone!” moaned- Tubby. “That
lovely Christmas pudding—that
scrumptious Christmas pudding—that
beautiful Christmas pudding! I hope
they’ll get that fellow. I hope they’ll
sack him! T hope they’ll flog -him! I
hope they’ll make him squirm!  Oh
crikey !”

But Tubby’s hopes were not realised.
The mystery man of Rookwood was
still a mystery when the school broke
up for the Christmas holidays!

(Next wceek: “THE PHANTOM
MONK!?*” Jein Jinuny Silver & Co.
on their Christmas holidays and be
thrilled. FLovell plays the ghost and
meets @ real onec! Remember, the
GEM will be on sale nexl Monday.
Ovrder early.}
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Let the Editor be your pal.

say you are! Just over a week

now, and you'll be enjoying
vourselves and having a good tuck-in.
bBut in the intervals of eating turkey
and Christmas pudding and making
whoopee, you’ll want something quiet
and rvestful to entertain you. And that’s
where the GEM comes in. Readers will
be pleased to know that the next number
of the old paper will be on sale two
days  before Christmas — Monday,
December 23rd. So you can read it over
the holidays, and I'm sure the GEM
will add greatly to your enjoyment. It
contains a splendid programme, fore-
most being the long St. Jim's yarn,
entitled :

“TOM MERRY’'S LAST HOPE !

{i’s a dramatic story of how Tom
Merry is imposed upon by a rascally
senior, and how he becomes the victim
of that senior’s folly. Gerald Cutts
comes to Tom with a story that he is
faced with expulsion unless he can get
iwenty pounds. The junior, of course,
doesn’t possess such a sum, but to save
the senior from disgrace, he lends him
the funds of the various clubs of which
he is treasurer. Not once, but many times
have the nerous impulses of Tom
Merry led him into difficulties, but never
before has he brought so much
anguish and worry upon himself as when
ho lends a senior money which doesn’t
belong to him.

This great story of school and circus
adventure will appeal ‘o every reader,
and as the last St. Jim’s yarn of tho
old year, will be voted by many as also
thic best.

“THE PHANTOM MONK !®

Owen Conquest’s contribution to this
programme for the Christmas holidays
13 a gripping ghost story of the Rook-
Jimmy Silver & Co. and

wood chums.

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Y ALLO, chums! Looking forward
to tho Christmas holidays? I’'ll

Dudley Vane spend the holidays
together at Jimmy’s house, where there
is a legend that a monk, murdered years
ago, haunts the spot where he was
struck down. The legend gives Arthur
Edward Loveli the idea of playing ghost
to scare Vane, but 1t’s Lovell who gets
the scare—when he encounters the real
phantom monk at midnight!

You couldn’t wish for a more thrill-
ing Christmas story than this one,
which, with readers’ prize jokes and
Monty Lowther’s wisecracks, completes
the number. Make sure that your GEM
will be reserved for you next Monday.

A GRAND CHRISTMAS PRESENT !

If you're looking for another gift book
for Christmas, chums, there’s no need
to look beyond “The Modern DBoy's
Beok of Adventure Stories.” Here is a
magnificent all-story annual, containing
240 pages of thrills and adventures on
land, at sea, and in the air, that will
make an ideal present. It’s a grand
budget of stories to suit all tastes.
There are tales of the sea, the speed
track, the Iron Way, flying, and many
other kinds of adventure. “The Modern
Boy’s Book of Adventure Stories,” price
5s., is an annual that I strongly recom-
mend to readers. So if you are buying
a present for a pal, or you are asked
what you would like, bear this grand
book in mind.

BEATING THE FOG!

This is the time of the year when we
are troubled with fogs, and railway
travel becomes considerably disorganised
in consequence. But if the tests of a
new invention railway
carrying out prove successful, drivers of
trains will soon be able to laugh at fogs,

PEN PALS COUPON
21-12-35

experts aro

1

and send their engines speeding through
the densest *pea-souper ’’ without fear
of a crash. The device, which was
invented by a private enginecer, is really
quite simple in operation. When a
signal is set at danger, a magnetic
gadget fixed on the track will convey
the warning to the driver by causing a
siren to sound in his cab. So if the

# signal cannot be seen he will feel quite

safe in driving on until the warning
shrieks out.

A MONSTER MAP!

When the Queen Mary, the Cunard-
White Star liner, sets sail on her
maiden voyage to New York next May,
she will have on board something
entirely new in nautical maps.  This
map is a monster, and sets out clearly
the passage of the' liner across the
Atlantic, from Bishop’s Rock to Nan-
tucket Lightship. As the Queen Mary
progresses, so a three-inch model of her
moves on the map, indicating at all
times her position in the Atlantic.

It is hoped that this luxurious liner
will regain for England the Blue
Riband of thé Atlantic, which is at
present held by the French vessel, the
Normandie. With the large map
showing the Queen Mary’s progress, it
will be exciting for the passengers to
check up on her time each day and
compare it with the record.

A CANNY CANINE !

Mecet Bonzer, the dog® which can play
the piano! He lives in Sydney,
Australia, and is owned by a policeman.
At a word from his master, Bonzer will
jump up on the music-stool and start
to play a tune with his front paws.
Another order he will instantly cbey is
to switch on the light. But Bonzer’s
strong suit is his ability to count. Ho
knows how many beans make five!
When ten articles are placed on the
floor and two taken away, he will soon
tell you how many are left. Eight barks
he will give, and he doesn’t make a
mistake. Go to the top of the class,
Bonzer !

Another dog that deserves congratula-
tions is Teddy the tetrier. He has just
reached the ripe old age of twenty-onc.
In dog years, Teddy would be reckoned
to be 147! One of our years is equal
to seven of a dog’s. On his twenty-first
birthday Teddy %xad a nico chicken for
dinner, and in spite of having very few
teeth left, he enjoyed it.

TAILPIECE.

Mother: “Johnny, when you divided
those five apples with your little
brother, did you give him three?”

Johnny: “No, ma. I ato one and
then started dividing!”

THE EDITOR.

South Australia ;

age 18-22;

Miss HildatLehmann, the Cedars, Maitland, Yorko Peninsula,
girl correspondents ;
India, New Zealand.

David Harris. Maitland, Yorke Peninsula, South Australia ;
France, Java.

ago 20-25; IKrance,

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

Hubert A. Nicholls, Swanston Street, Queenscliff, Victoria,
Australia ; age 16-20; astamps, football, cricket, tennis. -

Miss Edna Mayfield, ¢/o Mrs..Walters, 1, Cecelia St., Brighton,
South Australia = gir! correspondents: age 15-18: sports,
stamps, ete.

Miss Jimmie Frood, 11, Francis Avenue. Brighion-ie-Sands,
Sydney, N.S.W,, Australia; gir! correspondents; age 16-18;
¢port. films, cte. 3

Miss Ghretta Campbell, Maitland, Yorko Peninsula, South
Australia ; girl correspondents ; age 18-22 ; France, Scotland.

Harold Nicholls Loloma, Swanston South, Quecnsecliff,
Victoria, Australia ; agoe 15-20; stamps, sport.

Jack Thorneyeroft, Lichborough, ’Fowcester. Northampton=
shire ; age 12-15; football, films, music.

F. Bradley, 138, Willesden Lane, Brondesbury, London,
N.W.6 ; correspondent in the Southall Boy Cadets. .

Harry Hall, Grey Street, Adelaide, Cape Province, South
Africa ; films, tennis, golf. ;

Anthony M. H. Maintenant, 112, Tothil House, Page St.,
Westminster, London, S.W.1; age 9-11; France, Italy;

books, authors. Tac GeM Liepary.—No, 1,453.



CHAPTER 1.

Caught in the Snow !
T OM MERRY pushed up the collar

of his overcoat.
“More snow !’ he said.
“ Looks like it!” said Monty
Lowther glumly.

It did look like it. The winter even-
ing - had set in, and Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther of the Shell
Form at St. Jim's were tramping down
Rylcombe Lane towards the school.

They had been over to Wayland, and
they were in a hurry to get in for
calling-over.

White snow gleamed
branches of the trees and upon the
fences and the hedgerows. The ditch
beside the road was frozen over. The
countryside was in the stern grip of
winter.

Far ahcad, through the lcafless trees
and the gloom of evening, rose the old
tower of St. Jim's.

The snow was beginning to fall again,
and the tower disappeared amid a whirl
of white flakes. !

‘“‘Bless the snow!” said Manners.
“It’s all very well, but you can have too
much of a good thing. Snow’s all right
for snowballing the New House
bounders, but I don’t like it down the
back of my neeck. Groogh !”

“Might as well get under shelter for
a bit,” said Tom Merry, as a fierce gust
of wind drove the whirling flakes into
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‘¢ It’s Railton !’
here on time, my dear cousin.’”’
in amazement.

their faces. “We're late for calling-
over, anyway, and we shall have to ring
up Taggles.”

“This is what comes of wasting time
snowballing the Grammarian cads!”
growled Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry laughed.

“Never mind, we drove Gordon Gay
and Frank Monk right up Wayland
High Street, and beat them hollow. It
was worth fifty lines.”

“Hear, hear !’ said Manners.

“Well, to shelter or not to shelter,

that is the giddy question,”” said Tom
Merry.

“Oh, shelter,” said Lowther.

“Then nip under this tree.”

And the chums of the Shell Form at
St. Jim’s drew together under a big
tree by the roadside, and sheltered from
the snowstorm.

The bitter wind was driving the flakes
along the lane m clouds.

The juniors drew their mufHlers and
their coat-collars tighter, and sheltered
themselves as well as they could by the
trunk of the big tree.

“Hallo I said I'om Merry suddenly.

“What’s the matter?”

“There’s somebody who’s fonder of

.snow than we are!”

“By Jove!”

A man in a greatceat, with a soft hat
pulled down over his eyes, was striding
through the falling snow from the
direction of St. Jim’s.

His form was very indistinet in the
gloomy evening dusk, but there secemed

W

‘“ Look ! ”’ exciaimed Tom Merry as a figure stepped into the beam of the torch.

‘* Hallo ! ”’ said the man who met the Housemaster.

Figgins and Tom Merry gazed at the scene

What could be the reason for Wr. Railton’s secret meeting in
this desolate ruin ?

R
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to be somecthing familiar abeut him to
the eyes of the juniors. :

He came closer and strode past, and
the juniors remained unnoticed in ihe
deecp shadows under the trees.

The athletic figure passed on in ihe
gloom of the lane. Then Tom Merry
drew a deep breath.

“Do you know who that was?” he
whispered. :

Monty Lowther nodded.

“ Raalton I’

-6y'cs !}7

“Y  didn’t  see- his face;” said
Manners, “but I thought I knew him.
What on ecarth is our giddy House-
master doing out of doors in this
weather? He can’t be going round to
snowball the Grammarians.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The form of the master of the School
Iouse disappeared in the dusk.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Lowther. “If
we could get in now, we might get
clear without being spotted. Railton is
out, and we saw Langton, North, Rush-
den, and Darrell in Wayland. Kildare
is away now, and that leaves only
Knox.”

With the Housemaster and five pre-
fects absent, Tom Merry & Co. had a

chance of getting in: without being
observed. : o
“Good !” said Tom Merry. “Might

get out of lines.”

The thought was sufficient to make
the chums of the Shell brave the snow-
storm. They emerged from the shelter
of the tree and tramped through the
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thickening snow towards St. Jim’s once
more.

There was
gloom,

“School Houso cads!”’

“(yive ’em socks!”

5 lfull !J)

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Plomp! Bump! Biff!

The Terrible Three staggered as
snowballs whizzed upon them from the
gloom. They knew the voices of
"iggins & Co., their rivals of the New
ilouse at St. Jim’s.

“Ow !” gasped Tom Merry, as_a ball

o sudden shout in the

caught him in the eye. “Ugh! Yow!”
“(Groogh {*
£ Yowp &%
‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins.

\\ ho’s CocL House at St. Jim’s? Give
‘em socks I’

*(yive ’em beans I’ yelled Kerr.

“Buck up,” said Fatty Wynn. “I
want to get in to tea.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

The chums of the Shell were taken by
surprise. They had not known that
lwgma & Co. of the Fourth, the
heroes of the New House, were also
outside the gates of St. Jim's.

Tom Merry staggered back, blinded
by breaking snowballs, and Manners
sat down in tho snow, and Monty
Lowther recled and st&ggeled

Toin Merry gouged the snow out of
his eyes in a moment, and caught sight
of s foes in the dusk. He stooped for

snow, caught up two, handfuls, and
mutad retaliation.

“Buck up, School IHouse!” he
shouted.

“Yes, rather

Whiz !

“Ow! OQoooch!”

The Terriblo Three rained snowballs
upon the enemy, then they rushed to
(lose quarters.

“*Look out!” roared Figgins, “Buck
up, New House !’

Crash! Bump!

Figgins went down in the snow with
Tom Merry sprawling over him. Ho
gasped as the captain of the Shell
rubbed his nose in the thick snow.

“(rooch |

Manners dropped underneath Fatty
Wynn, and Iatty Wynn sat on him.
When the Falstaff of the New House
was sitting on anybody there was nof
the slightest chance of rising again until
Fatty Wynn chose. Manners collapsed
vn(o the snow and gurgled.

“Grooglr! Lemmo gerrup !”

Kerr and Monty Lowther struggled
to and fro, stumbling in the snow.
“Ow!” gasped Figgins. “Lemme up,
vou duffer!”
“No fear!” said Tom Merry calmly.
“Groogh! I’'m cho-choking with sn-
Suow B
“Never mind; that’s all right.”
“You—you chump! Lemme gerrup!’
“Lemme up, you fat idiot, W \nn"
@wid  Manners.” “Ow! ,I'm being
«mashed! Yow !”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bump !
Monty Lowther and Kerr rolled into

MARTIN

the snow at last, kicking up clouds of it
as they struggled.

Tom Merry burst into a laugh.

“Looks to me like honours divided !”
he exclaimed. “Shall we make it pax?”

“Groogh! Yes!”

“Pax!” grunted Kerr.

And the dishevelled juniors rose to
their feet, and shook off clouds of snow.

“Ow! You silly asses!” grunted
Manners. “I—I'm smothered! You
silly New House burblers!”

“You School House fatheads!”

“You duffer!”

“You chump !”

‘“Ha,~ba,  ha 1> roared Tom Merry.
“Shut up, all of you! Is that what you
call pax?”

£ \’Vell, that silly ass—

“That frabjous chump—->

“Shut up! Let’'s get in, 'md geb
some of the snow out of our m,cLs, said

TR

When the sour-tempered Mr. Rat-
cliff sets himself the task of
spying out Mr. Railton’s secret
he does it with the desired
object of exposing his rival
Housemaster to St. Jim’s. But the
result of Mr. Ratcliff’s spying
is as unexpected as it is unpleas-
ant for * Ratty” !

ST TR T

Tom Merry. “We shall haw impots
for missing call-over as it is.’

And the rival juniors tramped on to
St. Jim’s in the comforting assuranco
that they would lmvc lines for being
late.

CHAPTER 2.
¢ Ratty > in a Rage!

HILE Tom Merry & Co. were

s}‘/ tramping through the falling
snow, an unusual scene was

being enacted at St. Jim’s. If

tno Tcunble Three had known what was
“on ” that evening in tho School Housc,
ewn their vietory over Gordon Gay

& Co. of the Grammar School would
not have consoled them for being
absent.

The School Iouse at St. Jim's was
enjoying itself.

It was the time in the evening usually
supposed to be devoted to preparation
but at that precize time, on this par-
ticular evening, nothing was further
from the thoughts of the School Ilouse
juniors.

When there was mischief of any kind
afoot in the School House, it was gener-
ally the Terrible Three of the Shell who
were -ab the bottom of it.

But though the chums of the Shell
were out of gatcs now, there were plenty
of fellows left quite able and willing
to live up to the noblest traditions of
the House.

Study No. 6, Blalke.

could

: tenanted by
Herries, Digby,

and D'Arev.

casily kecp the ball rolling, as far as
that went.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of
St. Jim’s, was perhaps a little too much
given to cultivating the repose that
stamps the cast of Vere de Vere to tako
a \oly active hand in a House rag.

But the other juniors of Study “No. 6
more than made up for his deficiencies.

There was snow in the quadrangle of
St. Jim’s, snow on the school walls,
s?ow on the leafless branches of tho old
clms

Most of the fellows were indoors, and
while in the New House order reigned,
things were very much reversed in tho
School House.

It is an old adage that when tho cab
takes her departure the mice will pro-
cced to improve the occasion; and’ this
was what happened in tho School
House.

By & curious coincidence tho House
had been left for the time uncontrolled
by cither master or prefects, and the
inmates were not slow to learn that
fact and take the fullest advantage of

Jack Blake of the Fourth Form had
been the first to discover how matters
stood, and he at once saw all the possi-
bilitics of the new situation. He madec
a bee line for Study No. 6 to rouse out
hlS chums.

“Jump up, kids!” he exclaimed, put-
ting his head in at the door. “(J‘huch
those beastly books away! This is
where we have a high old time 1

“What’s happened ?”” yawned Herries.

“Mvr. Railton, our respected House-
master, has gone out.”

“Well 7

“And Kildare, our cqually respected
captain, has gone to sce some friends,
and won’t be home tlll late.”

“Suppose he has?’

“And I saw Langton, Darrell, Rush-
den, and North, our prcfccts, take
themsolves off some time ago.” -

“\\ here have they gone?”

“Can’t say. But I faney they didn’t
know Mr. Railton was going out, and
he didn’t know they were going. = But
the result is we are free, my sons—freo
as the giddy air{”

“There’s Knox, the other prefect,”
said Digby. “What price Knox?*

“Knox doesn’t count. He’s a weak-
kneed chap, and wouldn’t matter much,
anyway. Dut, for the sake of making
assurance doubly sure, I'vo locked his
door.”

Tho chums of Study No. 6 were on
their feet now. Thoy realised at onco
the grand possibilities opening out
before them.

“My hat!” said Herries.
high old time!”

“Now to make the fur fly |”
Digby.

“Bai Jove! We can have some giddy
fun now !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, the swell of the School House.

“Tollow your uncle!” ejaculated
Blake.

And the four chums rushed down-
stairs. They went sliding down the
banisters of the great staircase one after
the other, alighting actively at the
bottom, the only accident being thai
DAlcy cannoned into C:mc, who
promptly knocked him over and sat
upon hiin,

“Mind my jacket!” howled the swell
of St. Jim’s in terror. “You boundal,
you are spoilin’ my jacket!” -

1’1l spoil your dial, too, if you run
into me ! growled Gore of the Shell.

lake pull the boundah off! Hc's
wufflin’ my hair!”
Tie GeM Lisnany.—No. 1453,

“Now for a

exclaimed
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Blake, grinning, bore down upon
Gore and jerked him away from
D’Arvcy. He wagged his forefinger re-
provingly at Gore, who was lecoking
warlike.

“Pax!” exclaimed Blake. “This is
no time for rowing with cach other.
We're free, my infants! And now for
a lark !”

The word rang through the School
House.

“While the cat’s away,” grinned
Blake, “the mice will play. And we're
the giddy mice!”

And the School House juniors pro-
cecded to make the most of their chance
while it lasted.

In the Junior Common-room a boxing
match staried between four pairs of
doughty champions, and as their friends
stood round and cheered every thump
to the echo, the resulting noise can
casily be imagined.

Blake, whose inventive genius was
seldom found wanting, inaugurated a
toboggan on the big staircase, and fun
there waxed fast and furious.

Then racing was started in the big
corrider, and proceeded in the midst of
a din worthy of Babel in its palmiest
state.

Fifth Form seniors came out of their
studies and looked on, grinning. They
were not prefects, and it was no busi-
ness of theirs to stop the row; nor is
it likely that the juniors would have
paid them much heed had they tried to
do so.

As the noise increased, and Knox
vealised that pandemonium had broken
loose in the House. he at first took no
notice, leaving the matter to the other
prefects.

It was some time before it dawned
upon the Sixth Former that there was
something wrong in the School House.
When he realised that, he tried to open
his door to go out and do his best io
quell the riot, but he discovered that the
door was locked.

Knox made one or two attempts to
force the door; but, upon the whole, he
was not sorry to be prevented from
venturing out to face such a storm; and
s0, as the door would not open, he went
back to his ehair, with a shrug of his
shoulders. And the din continued with-
out cessation and increased from
moment to moment.

The School House was fairly enjoying
itself. :

The Fifth Form seniors, from being
lockers-on, soon mingled 1n the game,
and joined their voices to the din, and
their weight to the tobogganing, and
then the uproar was territic.

The juniors were too excited to reflect

that the noise might be heard in the.

New House and bring other masters
upon the scenc.

It was a- rule at 8t. Jim’s that a
master belonging to one House should
never. interfere with the other, and the
Head himself seldom stepped in between:
a Housemaster and his House.

Whether the riot now proceeding
would justify interference on the part
of the New House master was a ques-
tion the youngsters iever stopped to
. ask themselves. They did not know that
Mr. Rateliff, the master of the New
House, was standing at his door, look-
ing across the dusky quad and wonder-
ing whether he should interfere.

The rivalry between the two Iouses
at St. Jim’s was an old story, and dated
from the foundation of the New House,
but of late something of that rivalvy
had erept in between the two House-
masters as well.

Mr. Railton, of the School Ifouse,

was a great athlete and strong on sport,
Trs Gem Lisnagy.—No. 1,453. «

and not wholly averse to the Ilouse
rivalry, which, he considered, made the
boys “buck up ” in many ways, especi~
ally on the football field and cricket
field Mr Rateliff was his opposite—
thin, acrid, sharp-tempered, and heavily
down upon the contending factions.

Mr. Ratelift was the soul of order and
exactness, and he considered that Mr.
Railton managed his House badly, but
he seldom attempted to interfere. He
was of a somewhat interfering nature,
and sometimes gave advice—which his
fellow masters received with scant
gratitude.

Now, as he stood at the door of the
New House, looking across the quad at
the lighted windows of the building
opposite, Mr Rateliff thought that his
chance had come. Mr. Railton was
evidently away, and his House had
broken loose from all restraint in his
absence. What were the prefects doing ?
Perhaps they were away, too. Clearly
Myr. Rateliff woule be fully justified in
interfering here.

He smiled sourly at the thought.

Mr. Railton- was so sensitive about
the governmeni of his House that his
rival had a chance now to give him a
dig in a_tender spot. The master of
the New House left his door and walked

* towards the School House.

“I cannot anderstand Mr. Railton
lately,”” Mr. Ratcliff said to himself.
“He always, in my opinion, ncglected
his duties, but of late he scems more
careless than cver. He really scems like
a man with a weight upon his mind.”

The fun was at its height when Ar.
Ratcliff reached the School House. The
door was ajar, and Mr Ratcliff pushed
it quietly open and stood for some
moments unnoticed, looking on sourly
at the scene of uproar within. ;

The din had grown deafening. The
toboggan had come to grief on the big
staircase, and a heap of boys had been
deposited at the bottom, and were
struggling to their feet, while the rest
shouted with laughter.

“Here, get off my neck, Digby!”
gasped Blake. “What the dickens do
you mean by sitting on me? I'm not
a sofa! And, look here, you chaps, not
quite so much row. We shall have old
Ratty coming ever from the New House
if he hears us. He’d just like to shove
his long nese in here to worry us!”

 Ahem 1

That “ahem * was quite a quiet one,
but it had morve effect upon the School
House boys than the explosion of a
bombshell would have had.

Blake, for once taken aback, stared
at the lean figure of the Housemaster
at the door He realised that Mgy, Rat-
cliff must have overheard his remark,
and he blushed. .

The School House boys looked at one
another and at Mr. Rateliff, and a
dead silence fell upon them. The House-
master advanced from the door.

“This is a disgraceful scene!” he
said, in his thin, cutting voice. “Where
is your Housemaster?”

. The boys looked at one another, and
it fell to Blake to act as spokesman.

“Mr Railton is out, sir.”

“T suppose he left prefects in charge.
of the House?”

“The prefects are out also, sir.”

“Disgraceful ! Do you mean to tell
me that there is not a single prefect in
the House?” -

“Yes, sir, there’s Knox.””

“Where is he?”

% Iw=his ~room, sir’

“Has he made no attempt to keep
order here?”

“ He can’t get out of his rcom, sir.”
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said Blake, not wishing to get the un-
fortunate prefect into hot water. *His
glo,or’s got locked, and he can’t open
it.”
"“Ah, I see, some of you have
deliberately fastened him in his room !
Disgraceful ! So only one prefect is
left in charge of the House, and he 2X

“I suppose Mr. Railton did not know
that they were going out.”

“I do not wish to listen to your sup-
positions, Blake. This riot is positively
disgraceful.”

“We didn’t mean any harm, sir. It
was only a little fun.” -

“Only a little fun to turn the Hous
into a bear-garden? I am sorry to
that Fifth Form boys have so far for-
gotten the dignity of their Form as fo
mingle in the foolish uproar of the
juniors.”

Whereat the Fifth TForm set
turned red, and looked very uncomfo
able.

“Let this cease at once!” continued
Mr. Ratcliff. “Mr. Railton having
abandoned his charge, it is my duty to
keep order until he returns. Some of
the beys do not appear to kmow that
I am here. They had better be told !’

The mnews of. the Housemaster's
presence soon spread, and the din died
away; but the School House hoys were
in a rebellious mood. They keenly
resented any kind of interference from
the New House, and for the New House
master to come over and give orders
was intolerable. Yet to disobey his
orders was not exactly feasible.

“And now,’ said Mr. Rateliff, when
silence was restored, “I desire to know
who wus the originator of this
disturbance.”

Dead silence.

“Blake, you will kindly cnlighten me
upon that point.”

“1 have nothing to tell you, sir.”

“Indeecd, I do not think it .is necessary
to look farther than yourself,” said Mr.
Ratcliff dryly. <“I have very little
doubt that you are at the bottom of it.
If it is not so, tell me at once who is
guilty ?
. Blake’s face
did not speak.

He had, indeed, been the leader in
the uproar, but, of course, all were

sct obstinately, and he

- equally to blame, so far as any were to

blame at all.

But, in.any case, Blake was too strong
upon the dignity of his House to be
questioned by a New Heuse master,

“ Answer me, Blake.”

“I have nothing to say, sir.”

“Then I can only conclude that you
are the author of this outrageous in-
fraction of the laws of the school.”

“We were all in it, sir,” ventured
Herries. .

“Every one of us,” added Dighy.

“I.did not ask for other opinions.
Blake, step forward !

Blake reluetantly advaneed.

Mr. Rateliff had a cane in his hand,
which hLe- had thoughtfully provided
himself with before leaving the New
House. ;

“Hold out- your hand!”

Blake’s hands remnained down at his
sides. =

A thvill ran through the crowd of
School House boys.

Was Blake going to defy the interfer-
ing intrader?

Gladly enough would . the whole
School House have been to defy the
encmy, but, after all, Mr. Ratcliff was
a master, and direct disobedience to a
master was a serious thing.

“Blake !” A dull red flush came into
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Mr. Ratelifi’s sallow cheeks. ¢ Blake,
I told you to hold out your hand!”

“Yes, sir, I heard you.”

“QObey me, then, instantly !

“You ought not to punish us, sir,”
said Blake. His face was pale now, but

voice ~rang firm. “It’s for Mr.
Railton to punish us, if we deserve it.”

“*Blake {7

“We belong to the School House, sir,
and he woulduw’t like——"

“Hold out your hand at once !”

Blake’s cyes flashed fire.

“T’ll do it, sir, if you order me, but
I shall complain to Mr. Railton,”

He held out his hand.

There was a slight doubt now in Mr.
Rateliff’s mind. He knew that he
over-stepping the bounds of his duty in
inflicting corporal punishment on a
School House boy. He knew that M.
Railton would be angry when he heard
of it, That was chiefly why he intended
to do it. But ho had never looked for
this cool. opposition from a junior.
Blake knew that Mr. Ratelift was in
the wrong, and he had had the courage
to say so. But the Housemaster had
gone too far now to retreat.

He brought the cane down upon
Blake’s hand with a savage slash that
made the boy utter ¢ i

“The other ha

Blake held 1&
another slash.

Mre. Ratelifi's little eyes were glitier-
ing eruelly.

“Now the other again.”

Blake set his teeth.

IIe had gone through a geod many
lickings in his carveer at St. Jim's, but

nis

and

ouf, received

he had never had such stingers as Mr.
Rateliff was giving him now.  That,
added to the knowledge that Mr. Rat-
cliff had no right to punish him, was

the cause of his next action.
Down came the cane towards the
alveady smarting palm, and Blake

withdrew it suddenly.

The cane swept through the air, and,
coming down with great force and
ng with no resistance, it thrashed
against My, Rateliff’s right leg with a
sound that rang like a pistol-shot.

The Housemaster gave a yell of
angnish, and, dropping the cane, he
hopped on one leg, clasping the injured
limb with both hands.

A gasp ran through the crowd of
followed by an irresistible rvoar
hter. The aspect of the House-
was comical, and his unexpected
punishment was so well deserved that
no one could feel sorry for him.

“Oh! Ah! Ow!” gasped Mr. Rat-
cliff. “You wicked, wretched boy!
Ow, ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”. yelled the School

House in chorus.
Mr. Ratcliff, realising what a ridicu-

1 he

lous figure was cutting, set his
injured leg down and ceased the hop-

g; but he still twisted painfully,
for the eut had been a severe one.
iis face was distorted with pain and
Ile picked up the cane.

lake t” He almost choked o
the word. ‘“Blalke. This insolenc
is uuparalleled insolence, shall not

escapo unpunished! I will—ah
e broke off, too enraged to say
more, and scized Blake by ‘the collar.

11

Twisting the boy round, he began
to thrash him in the most savage way,
and Blake roared in good carncst.

The School House boys looked on
with lowering brows, and many voices
were raised in angry protest.

“Shame! Shamel”

Mr. Ratcliff glared furiously round.
Hle had quite lost his temper now.
The protests only made him lash at the
junior more savagely.

“Shame !”

The murmur became a
suddenly it died away.

A stalwart, athletic figure stepped in
at the open door of the School Ilousc.

Myr. Railton had returned.

shout, Dui

The IHousemaster of the School
House looked at the scene in dumb
amazement for a moment, and then
sprang forward.

“Mr. Ratcliff, releazse that boy
instantly 1

CHAPTER 3.

Rival Masters !
R. RAILTON’S voice rang out
imperatively, and Mz:. Rai-

cliff started, and let go Blake
as if he had suddenly become
red-hot to the touch.

The junior prompily twisted ocut of
his reach.

My, Railton advanced
towards Mre. Ratcliff, his eyes
e stopped, facing the N
master, who had quickly
coolness,

Ior a fcw moments the

Seizing Blake by the collar, Mr. Ratcliff, beside himself with rage, bagan thrashing him savagely.

protest.

exclaimed the juniors in
: House.

¢ Shame !’

But their voices died away as Mr. Railton stepped in at the open door of the School
“ Wir. Ratcliff,”’ he said, *‘ release that boy instantiy !’

Tue GeM LiBraRy.—XNo. 1,453.
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masters locked at eacli other, a slight
sncer upon Mr. Rateliff’s sallow facc
an angry flush upon Mr. Railton’s.

Mr. Railton was the first to speak,
and he tried to control his voice and
speak calmly; ‘but, in spite of Iumﬁclf
it trembled with anger.

“Mr. Rateliff, I demand an explana-

tion!' You have been. guilty of an un-
warrantable intrusion and interfer-
uxcc———-—’

“I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Rat-

cliff icily. “Unless you can moderate
your language, Mr. Railton, I ecan
scarcely agree to discuss the matter
before the boys.”

“Perhaps you arc right,” said Mr.
Railton, . regaining _his composure.
“But I thmk my ::ulplhe and annoy-
ance are quite uatunl in the circum-
stances. However, I have no doubt
you have an e‘{p]anauon to give, and
if you kindly step mto my study 2

“With pleasure,” said M. “Ratcliff
blandly.
VIr Railton turned: to the boys.

“Go to your rooms at once! You
ought to be doing your preparation !
Where are the plvtu,‘rs'

Myr. Ratcliff smiled maliciously.

“The prefects, like yourself, were
absent. The Houw was in a riot, and
that is why-—"

The master of the School  House
flushed red.

“Pleasc step into my study.”

“Certainly 1

The boys dispersed, and the itwo

masters went into Mr. Railton’s study,
and the door closed.

The New House
cool and collected.

“Now for your explanation, Mr. Rat-
cliff. 1 could not speak out before the
boys, who, I admit, ought=not to secc
dissension among the masters. Buf I
do not withdraw my words. I con-
sider that you have been guilty of an
interference with my House that is
wholly inexcusable.”

“Will you allow me to explain?”

“I am waiting for you to do so.”

“The House was, as I have said, in
a state of riot. The din was so tervific
that I could hear it across tho quad-
rangle in the New House.”

“H'm! That is very surprising.”

“If you doubt my word, a "ood
many there heard it besido mysclf
said Mr. Rateliff sourly. “That is
why I came over. I guessed, of course,
that you were absent, and that thc pre-
fects were not doing their duty.”

“I cannot understand how—-"

“How they were all absent? Yes, it
is very unfortunate. Really, my inten-
tion was to do you a_ service, Mr,
Railton. Had the disturbance reached
the Head, the result mitrht have been
very unplea,s.'mb for y 7

The School House maater bit his lip.

What Mr. Ratcliff said was correct,

and had he interfered in a friendly and
cordial manner, he would have been
entitled to gratitude. But there was
nothing friendly or cordial about M.
Rateliff.
" “The boy Blake was the head of the
disturbance,” continued Mr. Rateliff.
“1 caned him, therefore, and he was
guilty of fha grossest insolence to me
peuonal]y

“You had no right to punish a boy.
of my House. You should have men-
tioned the matter to me if you thought
Le deserved chastisement.”

“I do not think so, and I was upon
the spot, and you were out. . a
Housemaster goes wandering off instead
of attending to his duties, hc ought to

'.lnE GeM Lisrany.—No. 1

master was quite

‘his thin

be thankful - ihere is somecone on the
spot to attend to those duties for him.”

¢ Mr. Rateliff I

“You forco me to speak plainly,”
said the New Housc master, shrugging
shoulders. “I1 had no desire
to interfere, but I was compelled to do
so. If you should ever find my House
in a state of uproar, I shounld expect as
much of you. But I do not think that
is over likeély to happen.”

“I do not choose to listen to your
criticism of the discipling of my House,
siv ! said . My Railton, with heat,
“Your explanation is no doubt true, but
T cannot credit that you interfered with
1he b0~L intcntions. That is plain
Lxmlull :

“Tp is (1(‘111 that we cannob agree, i
said Mr. Ratcliff, smiling, “but if you
like, I am \\il]ing to place ihe matler
before the 1ead, and let him decide
between us.”’

“T have no doubt that you would be
glad to acquaint the Ilead with the
details of this unfortunate occurrence,”
said Myr. Railton.

“You do me injustice, , Now that you
have returned, I leave the matter in
your hands, ha,\mg as I belicve, done
my bounden duty. I think you should
punish Blake for deliberate insolenco
to a master. DBut if you chuo~<. not to
do so, I mx.l]l not complain.”

“I will inquire into the
once.”

And the master of the School House
sent for Blake.

Jack Blake looked very dubious as he

matter at
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entered - the” Mousemasier’s study. Ife
was feeling very hurt, for Mr. Ratcliff
had hit hard. e “ondelcd whether
there was some more to com

“Blake,” said Mr. leton, “ M. Rat-
cliff complmns that you have been inso-
lent to him.”

Blake knew well enough - that Mr.
Rateliff was referring to The fact that
he had withdrawn his hand from the

cane, - and caused the master to hurt
himself,  But he chose to misunder-
stand.

“F'm sorry, sir. I did not know that
Mr. Ratcl:lk was listening when I
spoke.’

“Eh? I do not understand.”

“Isn't Mr. Rateliff referring to what
I said when he came into the Iouse?”
asked Blake innocently. “He came so
quietly that I didn’t know he was
theve, sir. -And how was I to guess that
he was listening?”

Mr. Rateliff turned crimson.

The master of the School House con-
cealed a smile. No ene ever got much
changb out of Jack Blake.

“And what did you say,
Alv. Rateliff heard?”

The master of the New House struck
in hastily :

“'lhat is not what I was referring to.

But Blake did not mean to spare him.

“T just happeued to say to the other

Blake, that
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fellows that they mustn’t wake such 2
noise, sir, hecause if old Ratcliff heard,
he would like to poke his long nese into
the House.”

Blake made this st'\tunmt with per-
fect gravity.

Myr. Railton alinost exploded.

“Is that what you were complaining
of, Mr. Ratelift ?”

But Mr. Ratchiff did not trust himself
to reply.  He could not have npennl
his mouth just then without saying

_something far stronger than would have

been scemly on the lips of a Housc-
master.
He gave Blake one black look, and

marched out of the study without a
word,
Mr. Railton could not help smiling

as_the door closed behind him. But he
became grave again once more.

“ Blake, that was a very

).n]

remark to make; but as Mr. Ratcliff
alrcady caned you severely, I do not
feel called upon to inflict further

punishment.”

*“Thank you, sir!”

“Is it a fact, Blake, that all tlic pre-
fects are abszent?” asked Myr. Railton.
with a rather worried look.

*Yes, sir; all except Knox
fastened in his rocm.”

“I)Qm, me ! How comes {hat?”

** Somebody locked him in, sir.”

“ Do you ]\UUW who it was??”

*“Yes, sir.

ll-r-.l tell me at once. Whoever it
was is primarily responsible for what
has happguul Tell me “who it was,
Blake.” ?

Blake hesitated.,

“I—-l m afraid to, sir.

“Nonsense! I shall lunld you blame-
less, and you will be under my protec-
tion. X(m need have no fear in
spea king.’

‘Yes, siv; in that case T suppose I
1ight to ~pm!\ ¢

= (,mtdllll\ you
Wiio was it 7’

“Myself, sir,” said Blake demurely.

Mr. leton gtzuted

He looked hard at Blake, whose ox-
pression was perfectly innocent and con-

x; and he's

ought, " and musi.

fiding.
“Blake! It was you?”
¥Nes; siv. -1 thought T ought to toll

you, after you momm.d that I s
not be punished.”
The Housemaster bwqthed hard.

“You may go, Blake.”

“Thank you, sir}”

And the Seliool Iouse junior quitted
the room.

Mr. Railton locked after Liim frown-
ingly for some moements, and then bursi
into a laugh. It was xmpossnb]e 10" be
angry for long with Jack Blake.

should

CHAPTER 4.
Not So Funny for Figgins & Co. !

R. RAILTON was alone in his
study. He was waiting for
; the return of the prcfccb

But, as a matter of fact, he
was not thmI\mg of the recent row iz
the School House, nor even of the un-
pleasant incident of Mr. Ratclifi’s inter-
ference.- It was some weightier matter
which brought a dark shade to M.
letons face and lined his brow with

Ml Rateliff, who took a deep interest
in everybody's affairs, and seldom
allowed anything to escape his attention,
had observed that of late the master
of the School House seemed to have
something weighing upon his mind, and
had wendered what it was. A\ 1th a
characteristically’ mean  suspicion, he
had decided that Mr. Railton was in
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irouble of some kind, which would not
be to his credit if the facts eame out.

e would bave been confirmed in his
vicion if he could have scen Mr.
ilton now., Tho latter gentleman was
pacing his study with restiess steps, and
lmuc “than once a deep sigh escaped s
s

l'llu\w could be no doulit that Mr.
Railton was in some deep trouble, whicl
he did not know how to deal with. The
expression on his face showed how
gloomy his thoughts were.

Ilis painful reverio was interrupted by
a tap at the door.

In a moment the Ilousemaster pulled
nmwlf together.

“Come in!” ho called out.

Kildare and Darrell came in. The
Heousemaster nodded pleasantly, There
was hardly a trace now in his features
of ihe 'Vqum that had previously been
theroe.,

Ildare

was - looking rather - dis-
quicted. Ifle had heard about the dis-
turbance  in  the House during his
absonce and Mr. Rateliff’s mtmferencn

“This is a bad business, sir,” ho said.

“ Tt was unfortunate wo happened to be
all away at the same time. f gave Mr.

talcliff an excuse, which I mmmt hielp
mw‘\xur' he has been looking for.”

105, it was very unfortunate,” said
Me. Railton. “Naturally, when I left
the Hmbo l imagined that the pr ufoofs
were here.

“They dld net- know you vere gone,
sir:" said the captain of St. Jim's

S If you had mentioned to one of us
that you were going, began
Darrell.

Mr. Railton flushed slightly.

“Really, I should have done go0,” lLe
adiitted; “but I did not, so I was to
blame. The whole affaiv is very un-
fortunate.”

* Then Knox was locked in his room,
it appears,” said Kildare. “The fellow
who did that ought to be licked !

\l" Railton smiled slightly.

“It was Blake; and he lias alrcady
been sufficiently punished.  You know,
I suppose, that when I 3(~tumcd I found
\h Rilltllﬁ punishing him 7’

‘Yes, sir,” said Kildare. “And T
want to spmk about that to you. It is
wmﬂ\ votten that Mr.. Ratclilf should
take so much upon himself in our House.
Hw had no right at all to punish Blake,”

“None !” said Darrell cmphatically.
“ Whatever Blake had done, it was for
you to punish him, sir, or one of his
own prefects. Why didn’t Mr, Rateliff
get Knox out of his study, and leave
the matter in his hands, if he was so
umious to be friendly 7”

“He does not appear to h,u ¢ thought,
of that,” said Mr. Railton. “Ilowever,
I'm afraid wo aro in an unfortunate
position.  Certainly the House got ont
of hand, and so Mr. Ratcliff had a right
to interfere. We must gce that it docs
vot happen again, that is all.”

“ Not much danger of that, siv
|\|I(l.llL‘ cheerfully.

“Then we will let the matter rest
here,” said Mr. Railton. “The juniors
acted thoughtlessly, but I shall not
punish them. You might speak to the
ringleaders, perhaps, Kildare.”

“I will do so, sir. I have no doubt
that they wero Study No. 6. But they
didn’t mean_ any harm, I am sure of
t!mf 2

“I agree with you.”

And Mre. Railton nodded and the pre-
feets vetived.

Kildaro repaired at once to Study
No. 6. Ile found the four juniors hard
at work at their noglected prep. Riake
looked up weekly as the captain of the
~r’hrmIl came in and \t(uod surveying them
grim

&]l--——- 22

Bosaid

“1lallo, Kildare!” .he said affably,
“(ilad to see you! Have you come to
tea with us? ‘Sit down nd we'll have
tho kettle boiling in a jiffy

And. Blake Jumpod up mdustuom]
l\lld:un tried not to smile.

“I have not come to take tea with
you,” he said.  “I’ve come to blow you
up, vou young rascals, and for two pins
i & rI lick you all round!”

“Oh I murmured Blake.
\\ > done 7’

“Made e thundering rvow, and given
Rateliff the escuse ho's been w aiting for
to shovo his mnose into our Ilousc
a(Tairq o )

“How were we to know he
coming ?” protested Blake. ““Besides, [
stood up for the honour of the Ilousc,
a: ul caught it pretty hot, too!”

“You were ab tho bottom of the row,

“What have

was

* \\r 1 I started {he toboggan.”
“ You young rascal!”
“ But, r.f course, I didn’t mean any
Imrm, ulm I didw’t foresee
“No, of course not. Perhaps next
hmo vou will think before you act.”
rEf course will,” * said Blake
heartily. Sure you won 't have a cup
of tea, Kildare?
The .~Lm,nl captain turned to the door.

N

“1 say, it’s jolly good tea, and—-"
But Kildave was gone. Blake smiled
as, Im sab dovwn.
“Wo're out of that pretty well,” he
said genially. “T'm sorry we gave old
L.xlt\ a chanco to score off Mr. 3 nlt(w
But that couldn’t lvo foreseen, could i
“Of course not.” said Herries; “and
it was good fun
‘The bother

* said Digby thought-
fully, “that when it all gets out the
New Tlouse will chip us about it.
They're sure to make capital out of it !”
Blake whistled.
“Yes, very likely.
will—"
Blake was inferrupted by a sudden

TFiggins & Co.

clink at the window. He glanced to-
\\auh it in surprise.
“Hallo, what was that?”

“Rounded like a stone chucked at the
window,” said Ierries. “Some giddy

13

doniccy
silly s
Clink

It was another pebble on ihe glass.

Biake rose, went to the window, and
threw it up. Outside, the dusk was thick
in the quddmng]e

“Look here, you ass,” ho called out,
“if you Dreak this glass there \\111 be a
row—do you hear? - Chock it !

“All right!” came back
kuown voice of I'iggiw
going to break the glass.”

“What do you bounders
way 72

There
be ln\\

Blake, peering down, could now make

mf the ldulw fortmn of Wigegins and
the less lengthy figures of his two com-
panions, Koy an d Fatty Wran, the in-
~vpdmhle S0b!

'\‘,' hat do you want?

“Nothing. 2

“Then take it and gol”

Figgins chuckled agai

“Who turns tho Houso
aslyum when the master

in the qu'tdidv gle amusing bis
h, suppose.’

the welL
“We're nob

swant, any-

was a chuckle in the dusk

ito a lunalic
away !” he

donundnd addressing  his -two  com-
panions.
And the Co. replied fggether
“The School Hoase kids do 1
o33

“Who has to keep ’em in order?

“The New House !”

“ W IIO s the Cock
Jim’s

“Now Iouse! New House!”

Blake’s eyes g,lnmud

Ho had expceted chipping on ] 1t
sore topie, but hard ly so soon. Ile whis
pered to Digby behind him:

“Take the crockery cui of the basiu.
Dig, and hand it to mv Shove the old
tca-leaves into it to give it a favour.”

Digby grinned and ob« ed.

Unconscious of the impending punish-
ment, Figgins & Co. continued their

House at St

,ploasantn.

“Who kicks up a x]u'n when he’s not
being looked aficr ?’

“Rlake does !”
“Who has to whack hlln and teach
inm to be a good boy?”
Ratcliff does !
“Who—— Great pip !’
. AssssssansssanRTIeRnanan

A man in the condemued cell, awnit-
ing his last hour . . . and to him comes
llk, black-robed, cowled figure of a
mohk—to rescue him fu-m the very
shadow of the gajlows This is the
intensely dramatic starg of the gre: xt new
mystery thriller, ¢ The BLACK M(
latest addition to ¢ The Pilot
super stories.  Who is the Bls

and what is his mission? the
answer in the - great drama
starting this

The PILOT

On Sale T/mrsdaj, December 19th, at all Newsagenls -
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Tiggins broke off with a vell as a
flood of water descended from a basin
suddenly inverted overhead by Blake.

All three of the New MHouse juniors
came in for a share of the waler, and
they yelled in chorus. The water soused
over their heads, ran down their collars,
and the tea-leaves stuck in their hair
and on their faccs. :

«IIa, ha, ha!” yelled Blake. © Who

ots a wash when he's trying fo be
unny ?” ’

And his comrades chimed in:

“Tiggins does ¥’ L

<« Oh—ow ! Oooch |” spluttered Figgins
& Co., and they retreated, in case there
should be more water to come,

And the laughter of Study No. 6 fol-
lowed them across the dusky quad.

CHAPTER 5.
Monteith Makes a Discovery !

& AILTON’S looking worried this
morning,” said Tom Merry, as
the juniors of the School House
sat ab breakfast a couple of

days later.

1lis companions glanced towards M.
Railton.

The Housemaster indecd wore a
worried lock, and he answered absenily:
{o soveral remarks that were addressed
fo him by the senior boys. i

«gtill thinking about that happening
the other night, I suppose,” remarked
Monty Lowther, *while we were out.”

Tom Meiry shook his head.

“ ¥t isn’t that.” :

*What do you think it is, tHen >~

«T don’t know; but I hope it’s nothing
the matter.”” ©

Tom Merry, like most of the School
House boys, was strongly attached to
his Housemaster, and he gave more than
ono glance in the direction of M.
Railton. 3

The master’'s preoccupation was cer-
tainly noticcable.

Kildare, at breakfast, had made
soveral remarks, and received answers
almost at random, and had relapsed
into silence.

Me. Railton leit ihe table quickly
when breakfast was over, and went down
the steps into the quadrangle.  The
juniors poured out into the guad before
going into lessons. Tom Merry caught
5 olimpse of Mr. Railton under the
loafless elms, intent upon rcading a
lotter he held in his hand.

The morning was cold and clear.
There had lately been a fall of snow,
which was frozen as hard as iron in the
suadrangle, so that the ground was as
slippery as glass. :

The boys rejoiced in it. Qutside the
New Iouse Figgins & Co. had made a
slide, which was gradually Jengthening
until it extended well within School
House territory.

“Took at those bounders!” said Tom
Merry. ““Actually sticking their old
slide 'in our ground !”

“Let's collar it,” suggested Mannuers.

“That’s an idea ! cxclaimed Lowther.

“Vaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy.

Tom Merry chuckled.

“Come on, ye cripples! We'll have
that slide I”

And a crowd of School IHouse juniors
rushed to the fray.

A long line of New House boys, with
Figgins at their head, had just entered,
one_ after #nother, on the slide, and
were coming at a whizzing speed towards
the School House.

Tom Merry, starting from the other
end of the shide, went whizzing to meet
them, and after him at lightning speed
came his followers.

Figgins gave a yell.
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“Get clear, you
School House
wasters !”

But Tom Merry
hadn’t the faintest
intention of getting
clear. e knew
that there would be
a terrific collision,
but he didn’t mind
that.

* Clear the course,
vou Jlly ass!”
bawled Figgins.

Tt was impossible
for the New Houso
junior to stop him-
self. Ile was going
at an express rate,
and Tom Merry was
coming with almost
cqual  impetus to
meet him.  Only a

) )
i

i
)5
l‘ Jii
il
before the rivals

|
7
|
met at the centre of | i
the slide, With a | [l
crash they cannoned p Il
into cach other. |

*Ooh, .ch, oh!®
gasped Figgins,
every ounce of
breath knocked ous
of his body. Ie
felt like a pancake
between the School Iouse juniors in
front and his awn followers hehind.

Biff, biff, biff! went the sliders, un-
able to stop themselves, cach crashing
into the one in advance of him. -

Yiggins gasped and collapsed, and
rolled over, and Tom Merry went down
with him, and over them sprawled and
serambled a lheap of inextricably
mingled juniors ¥

And belated sliders coming up fell
over the heap, and added themsclves to
it, until it scemed that half St. Jim’s
had piled itself there in the quad-
rangle.

Tom Merry and Figgins, who were
undermost, were nearly suffocated.

“Gerroff my neck!” gurgled Tom
Merry.

“Lemme gerrup ! gasped Figgins.

But it was some time before the
mixed-up juniors. could sort themselves
out and allow the breathless lecaders
to rise.

Tom Merry and Iiggins staggered io
their feet at last, and Figgins inad-
vertently stepped on the shide as he
did so, and sat down again with sur-
prising suddenness.

“Oh crumbs !”

“Now, that was neat, Figay!” said
Tom Merry. “1I should like to see you
do that again.”

Figgins scrambled to his feet, taking
care this time to avoid the dangerous
spot.

“Clear off, you idiots!” he exclaimed.
“What do you mean by coming ou our
slide 77

“QOh, that's all right!” said Tom
Merry.  “Fair play’s a jewel. You
made the slide, and we're going to usc
it—that’s an equal division of labour.
What have you got to grumble about 7

“You ain't coming on our slide, you
School House bounders!”

I
ll(itmfm\m\\\‘.;

I}‘JHIMJW{M

“Your - mistake, Figgy! We've
come.”

Tom Meriy went along the slide
cheerfully, knocking - several New
House juniors out of the way as he
proceeded. .

Lowther and Manners and the vest

followed fast, right. up to the
1ouse, laughing and* cheering.

New
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That was more than
could stand.
“Sock into ‘em!” le shouted.

“Puck up, New House !”

And the New House juniors, bursting
with wrath, rushed to the attack, to
drive the intruders away by main
foree.

A glorious melee followed, and as the
footing on the frozen ground was
extremely uncertain, falls were fre-
quent—indeed, there were more of the
combatants on the ground than on their
feet most of the time.

“What is this disturbance about?”

Mr. Railton came burrying towards
the scene of action. The master still
held the letter in his hand that he had
been reading when the terrific din of
the disputing juniers had drawn him
away from its perusal.

“What is the matter here 77

Mr. Railton came swiftly
them—too swiftly, in fact,
stepped upon the slide.

The next moment the solid earih
scemed to have slipped away from
beneath him. He was flying along at
lightning speed, with one leg in ihe
air and his mouth wide open with
astonishment, and his arms waving
frantically like the sails of a windmill.

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Railion. “Oh!
Ah! What—— Oh!”

Right into the juniors he went; spin-
ning along the slide, and cannoned nto
Tom Merry and Figgins, fetching them
both down and falling on top of them.

“Ah!” gasped = the Housemaster.
*“What cver has happened?”

He fried to scramble up; but at that
moment Monteith, the head prefect of
the New House, had sallied out, cauve
in hand, to put an end to the disturb-
ance.

He came out of the New House at a
run, stepped on the slide as Mr. Rail-
ton had done, and came upon the sceno
much quicker than he had intended

The New House prefect whizzed up
as Mr. Railton rose, and ran straight
into the Housemaster and floored him
as if he had been shot. With a des-
perate effort, Monteith managed to
keep his own feet

fowards
for he

Figgins & Co.




Yinverted a basin of dish~-water overhead.
ads, and soaked them.
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“I—I'm sorry!” “I beg
vour pardon, sir!

“Have a care!” gasped Mr. Railton,
as Tom Merry helped him up. “How
could you be so clumsy, Monteith 7

“I stepped on the slide, sir, without
11()1tfi§311g it. You did the same your-
self.

“Well, so I did,” said Mr, Railton,

between his gasps for breath; “so
suppose I must not blame you.
Really, the slide should never have

been made here. It is too dangerous.”
“Quite_so, sir. I have no doubt Tom
Merry was at'the hottom of it, and—"
“It wasp’t Tom Merry,” said Figgins
sturdily.  “We made the slide, Mon-

teith.”

“Then take that!” said Monteiih,
giving him a cut with the ecane,
annoyed at Figgins' ountspokenness.

(5

“And, remember

“Monteith, that is brutal!” said Mr.
Railton sharply. “I de not like. inter-
fering with a prefeet, but you have no
right to strike a boy like that! It
was very right of him to own up seo
promptly !

Monteith scowled

*“T do not think, sir, that Mr. Rat-
cliff would approve of your interfering
with one of his New House prefects!”
he exclaimed.

“Mr. Rateliff las set an example
for me to follow,” replicd Myr. Railton
dryly  “At all events, T order you not
to touch that junior again !

“Very well. But I shall certainly
lay a complaint to Mr. Rateliff |

“Do so, 1f you choose!” said Mr.
Railton contemptuously.

The bell for classes began fo ring at
that moment, and Mr. Railton left the
scene.  The juniors followed him into
the School House.

Monteith scowled after
1ouse master.

The head prefect of the New House
shared Myr. Ratelifi's dislike of My,
Railton, and the public rebuke had not
improved his feelings.

* Confounded cheek !”” ho muttered.
“If he thinks he’s going to interfere
with our House just hecause Rateliff
did in his when he was out, he's jolly
well mistaken! As for Figgins o

He broke off. A sheet of paper lying
on the frozen snow attracted his atten-

the School

& Co.’s yell of derision broke off into a different kind of yell as Blake

wash when he’s trving to be funny 2 72

The water soused over
‘f Ha, ha, ha! ! yelled Blake.

tion. It was a letter, and had evidently
been dropped there by someone a few
minutes ago.

Mounteith picked it up. A line had
caught his eye, and it was quite suffi-
cient to rouse his curiosity.

“TI must have f

the money on Thurs-
day night, or—"

The prefect put the letter into his
pocket anu walked back quickly to the
New House:

He had no seruples about reading
another fellow’s leiter. But the thought
was in his mind that the letter did not
belong to a beoy, but to Mr. Railton.

Before coming out of the New House
he had scen the Housemaster hurrying
towards the scene of the disturbance
with what looked like a letter held
in his hand. Was this the letter: It
was very probable. -

Inside the New House, Monteith
turned and looked out of the high Hall
window without showing himself.. In
a couple of minutes he was gratified by
sceing Mpr. Railton reappear in the
quadrangle, hurrying towards the scene
of the late disturbance with an anxicus
cxpression upon his face.

Monteith grinned.

The School House master stooped and
began to search in all directions,
cvidently looking for something he Lad
dropped there.

There was no longer any doubt as to
whom the letter belonged.

But Monteith had no intention of
restoring it to its owner. He walked
away to his own study, leaving Mr.
Railton still searching in the quadrangle
for the letter that was not there.

In his own study Monteith calmly un-
folded the letter and read it. But as

. he read it he gave a low, prolonged

whistle of ‘amazement, and his
opened wide.
same astonished expression still upon
his face.

“My hat!”“he muttered. “I never
expected anything like this!®

Monteith whistled again, and placing
the letter in an inside pocket, walked
away slowly and thoughtfully towards
the Sixth Form Room. Tho letter had
given the New House prefect food for
reflection.

eves

CHAPTER 6.

Mr. Ratelift on the
* Track !

« AN I speak
to you for
a few min-

utes, sir?”

“Certainly, Mon-
teith. Is anything
the matter 7”7 asked
M. Rateliff, look-
ing in surprise at
his head prefect’s
serious face.

“Ym afraid so,
sir.  I'm not quite
sure whether it
concerns our House
or the School
House. But perhaps
vou will deeide
what is best to be
done ¥

“Come into my
study,” said = My,
Rateliff, his interest
aroused.

Monteith had fol-
lowed him to his
door after morning
school;

“ Who gets a

He read it again, the .
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They entered the room. Monieith
took the letter hé¢ had picked up in
the quadrangle from his pocket.

“I picked this letter up in the quad
this morning, sir. It was dropped there .
by someone who was mixed up in a
scramble over the slide, and T looked at
it to discover to whom it belonged, with
a view to restoring it to its owner.” But
you will see that it bears no name, and
the contents are of such a serious nature
that I think a master ought to see the
letter, and decide what is to be done.”

“Quite right, Monteith.”

Mr. Rateliff took the letter and read
it through at once. His face expressed
amazement, not unmingled with satisfac-
tion, as he did so.

The letter ran:

“My dear cousin,—I hoped to- Lear
from you, but you liave not written, I
told you plainly that a hundred pounds
would be needed to enable me to leave
this neighbourhood. What do you mean
by not letting me know your decision ?

t 1s not safe’ for me to linger here
much longer. I need mnot go into
details, you know as well as I do that
it would be better for me to go. Now,
to put it plainly, ¥ must have the money
on Thursday night, or the consequences
will be serious.

“Are you going to let me have ii?
Do you want to get rid of me? In any
case, meet me to-morrow—Monday—
night as before, in the castlo ruins, and
we can talk it over. I want to come to
an arrangement if possible. I shail he
there at ten o’clock,

L2 A S

Mr. Rateliff read the letter through
twice, and then laid it down upon the
table. His little eyes were glittering.

“Have you any idea, Monteith, to
whom that letter belongs?”

“Well, sir, it was dropped by one of
the persons mixed up in the row in the
quad.” =

“They were mostly juniors, T believe.
of both Houses 7 . : .
_“Yes; nearly all Fourth Formers and
Shell fellows.” )

. “You - must see that it is quite
impossible for this letter {o have heen
addressed to a junior, or, in fact, a hoy
at all, junior-or senior.” ; :

“Well, it would be a bit queer to ask
a boy for a hundred pounds,” said
Monteith, with a nod. “It struck me
in_that light.”

Mr. Rateliff pursed up his thin lips.

“The letter evidently helongs to some
grown-up  person, Monteith. The
question is, was there any grown-up
person on that spot at the time who
might be supposed to have dropped the
letter there?”

“Mr. Railton was there, sir,” replied
Monteith; “but, of course, it would be
ahsurd to suppose that he could have
received such a letter as this.”

“Yes, indeed!” agreed Mr. Ratcliff.
“The letter is cvidently written by a
blackmailer and contains veiled threats
of what will happen if the money is not
paid.”

“It looks as if the affair might bring
disgraco upon the school, sir,” said
Monteith diffidently. “Don’t you. think
it ought to be looked into, sir?”

“Undoubtedly ! said Mr. Ratcliff,
with a snap of the teeth. “The difli-
culty is that we don’t know -io whom
the letter belongs.”

“That is unfortunate.””

“But I think ithat possibly My,
Railton could tell us, sir.”

Tur Gem LiBrsry.—No. 1,453.
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“Tadced ! What think
that, -Mouteith 77

“Just after I picked the lefter up 1
saw Mr. Railton looking round in the
quad ‘as_if ho had lost something. Of
course, I could not insult him by sap-
posing that such a letter helonged to
him.  But he may know - somcthing
about it.”

The eyes of prefect and Housemaster
metl. They understood cach other per-
fectly.

Eu)ch of thema knew perfectly well
that the letter belonged to Mr. Railton,
and there was no need for words.
Without speaking, they had agreed
that the letter must be used to Mr.
Railton’s disadvantage if possible. It
was a weapon in their hands against
the enemy, and they did not mean to
spavo him. :

“It is possible,” said Mr. Rateliff,
with aun air of judicial reflection. “ How-
over, can hardly approach Mr.
Railton on the subject. T think it
would be better for me to look into
the matter mysclf. Tor the credit of
the school, it ought to be cleared up I

“¥You could go to the ruins at ten
io-night, siv, and then you would see
who met this man who signs himself
‘B. H. ” suggested Monteith. “That
would be proof positive!”

“You aro right, Monteith; thai is
what I was thinking of. I cannot say
I like tho task.” But Mr. Ratcliff
spoke in a way that hinted that he
veally did like it. “But I cannot con-
sult my personal inclinations when it is
a question of the good name of the
school that is at stake!”

“1 agreoc with you, sir.”

“You may safely leave the matter in
my hands, Monteith. I will certainly
see into it.”

iV es wipt”

makes you

And Monteith quitted the House-
master’s study, feeling very satisfied.

In spite of the solemn humbug Mr.
Ratcliff had scen fit to keep up in
talking with the prefect, Monteith
knew that bhe would do his worst.
There were breakers ahcad for the
master of tho School Housc.

. Monteith had realised, when he first
vead the letter, what a weapon it would
be against the School House master.
But he could hardly venture to make
use of it himself. 'To leave it in the
hands of Mr. Ratcliff was safer, and
just es sure; and this arrangcement
suited the cautious, spiteful prefect
admivably.

When Monteith was gone, Mr. Rat-
cliff read the letter through once more.

“T am afraid Mr. Railton is mixed
up in this matter,” he said, with a
smile.  “But clearly I have no right
to assume that the letter belongs to
him. Y must visit the ruins and ascer-
tain the truth before I take any action
in the matter.”

And several times, as Mr. Ratclift
went obout his work that afternoon, he
smiled to himsclf, as if he had some
very pleasant thoughts in his mind.
And his boys wondered what made
Ratty so vnusually good-humoured.

Moro pleasant thar ever grew his
smile when, glancing from a window,
he saw Mr. Railton walking round the
quadrangle, his eyes bent upon the
ground, as if still hoping to come
across the lost letter,

“Dear me,” murmured Mr. Rateliff,
“1t veally looks as if Monteith's surmisc
iz correct, and Mr. Railton does know
something abiout the letter! It is quite
possible that it is that letter that he
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is looking tor at this moment. However,

1 shall ascertain the facts. to-night, and
I sincerely hope they will ‘be to the
credit of Mr. -Railton!” -

- And-Mv. Rateliff gave a slight laugh.

CHAPTER 7.
Mysterious !
OM MERRY looked out of the

I window of his study. The quad-

rangle was dark, save for the

glimmering of the snow, and a
keen wind whistled and wailed among
the old elms. g

“Looks pretty parky. doesn't- it?”
said Lowther. “I believe it’s going to
snow !

“Shouldn’t wonder !”

“You're going, I suppose?”

“My dear kid, have you ever known
your uncle back out when he has made
up his little mind to do a thing? Be-
sides, what would Figgins say?”

“Blow Iiggins! Do you think Le'll
be there?”

“Of course he will! ¥He'd turn up
if it rained cats and dogs, and snowed
clephants and Dblackbeetles.  Wouldn’é
he just like to have the grin of us if 1
didi’t turn up ?”

“I suppose so. But you were a giddy
ass to agree to it!”

“Well, if I hadn’t accepted his
challenge, T shouldn’t be worth much
as chief of the School House juniors,
should 1?7 Wouldn’t the New IHouse
have crowed over us?”

“You Dbet,” said Lowther. “But I
don’t like you going alone, Tommy,
Let one of us come with you!”

“Rats! Figgy is going alone!’

“But—-> :

“T'd like to have one of voun,” said
Tom Merry. “But it can’t be did:
I've got to go alone, but one of you
can stay awake to let me in.”

“We'll toss for that,” said Monty
Lowther,

“Right yon are!”

And Tom Merry turned away from
the window.

“Let’s have something to ecat!” he
exclaimued. “I shall face it better with
some tommy and hot coffee inside me.
Gimme those sossingers !”

Aad he put a frying-pan on the study
firve, and Lowther bhanded him the
butter and sausages, and he set to work
as cook.

The appetising  odour of
sausages soon filled the study.

Although Tom Alerry scemed as cool
and unconcerned as ever, the prospect
before himn was not exactly enticing. He
had accepted a challenge from Figgins
without the slightest hesitation, and had
no intention of backing out of it. But
what he had to do was neither casy
nor pleasant.

Some distance from St. Jim's, a nice
walk in summer, but far from pleasaut
in winter, was the old ruined castle on,
the slopes of the hill. Local rumour
had it that the ruins were haunted, and
that on dark nights spectres could be
seen gliding to and fro amid the masses
of fallen masonry.

Whether the spectres really kept such
late hours was not certain; but it was
certain that after dark the ruins were
avoided by all the dwellers round about
Rvlcombe and Wayland.

In the day-time, the juniors of St.
Jim’s liked to explore the ruins. Tom
Merry knew his way about in them
pretty wcll. There had been a heated
discussion among some of the juniors of
both Houses, which had led to the

frying
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challenge from Figgins, and Tom had
not been slow to accept. Iiggins having
expressed an opinion that the School
House leader would funk going. to the
ruing after -dark, Tom "Merry had
offered to fight Figgins on the spot.
But, as Figgy pointed out, that would
have proved nothing cither one way or
the other. Tiggy thereupon dared
Tom to prove, by going to the ruined
castle thai very night, that he did not
funk it, to which Tom Merry retorted
that he would go if Figgins would mect
him there.

The New House leader had not ex-
pected that, but he was not a fellow to.
back down. And in order to go onc
better ‘than the School House, he said
that he would get thero first, and wait
for the captain of the Shell.

Probably both tho juniors wished
they had not been quito so argumenta-
tive when the night set in with a bitter
wind and with a few flakes falling, to
give a hint of what was coming later,

But the challenge had been given and
accepted, and there was no getting out
of it, and neither Tom Merry nor
Figgins was the fellow to admit to hi-
self that he had the remotest desire to
get out of it.

“When will yon start,
asked Monty Lowther.

“About half-past nine,” replied Tom
Merry. .~ “It’s no good irying to get
away till after lights out. Then, when
the prefect has gone his round, I'll
nip out of the dorm, and get out into
the quad. So long as I get there by
ten o’clock, it will be all right. TFiggy
hasg agreed to wait till the church clock
strikes ten. You ean hear it from the
ruins.”

“Suppose you mect the ghost?” said
Manners. :

Tom Merry langhed.

“Well, as Viggy has to get there
before me, he’ll interview the ghost first,
if thero is one. I suppose he’ll have
explained matters before I arrive. Iut
it isn’t the ghost that will bother me so
much as the snow. Never mind, let’s
tuck into these sossingers. Go ahead !”

The chums enjoyed the feed. Then
they roasted chestnuts and ate them till
bedtime, when they went up to their
dormitory. Kildare came along to sce
lights out, and he found all the juniors
tucked up in bed.

Ie glanced along the row of white
beds, said “Gdod-night !” and turned
the lights out. :

The door closed, and the captain’s
footsteps died away along the corridor.

Tom Mecrry yawned and sat up.

He had removed only his outer
clothes, but the dormitory was cold, and
he shivered.

“My hat; it’s a eold night I’ he said.

“Nothing like what it will be at the
old castle,” said Kangaroo. “Did vou
notice how it was snowing, Tommy 7

“No, I didn’t!”

“Regular blizzard. Shouldn’t like (o
be out to-might. Not much chance of
getting back again—not alive, at anv
rate.”

“Oh, shut up, you beastly
forter I” said Tom Merry.

Ie hopped out of bed, and was soon
fully dressed again. He went to the big
window and looked out. The snow was
certainly falling.

“Oh, 1t’s not much ! said Tom Merry.
“Anyway, I'm going. Now, which of
you kids 1s going to keep awake?”

“FExcuse me,” vawned CGore. I
mustn’t miss my beauty sleep!”

“I shouldn’t like you to losc your
good looks, Gore. Now, Kangy, Monty,
Manners, don't all speak at once,”

Tommy ¢
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This caution was given rather sarcas-
tically, for, as a matter of fact, none of
them scemed ecager to speak at all.

“Better toss for it,’”” said Manners,
“Sirike a match. I've got a candle-end
under my pillow. - That’s right.”

In the flicker of the candle Kangaroo
tossed a coim.

“ Now,. what is it—head or tail?”

“Head,” said Lowther.

“Wrong; it’s tails. It's between you
and - Manners,” said ihe Cornstalk
junior, “as he chicked the penny to
Lowther, who tossed.

“Head or tail, Manners?”

“Pail P2

“No, .it’s head.
up.”

“All right,” said Manners, “I don’t
mind.” ! :

“Mind some giddy senior doesn’t spot
you going out, Merry,” said Glyn.

“You trust your uncle. - There's
nobody wandering about the. ITouse this
time of night, and on such a beastly

You've got to-get

.cold night, too. Ready, Manners 7”7

“Quite.”

The two juniors quietly left the dor-
mitory. As Tom Merry had said, there
was not likely to be anyone abeut.
Some of the seniors were in the
Common-room, and the others in their
warm studies.

The juniors tiptoed down the stairs,
and reached a little window at the end
of the deserted passage, and Tom
Merry quictly opened it.

The sill was white with snow.

“1t looks cold,” murmured Manners,
with ehattering teeth.

“VYes, by Jove! Siill, it's the same
for Ifiggy, that’s one comfort. Now,
don’t forget to keep awake.” :

“You can ftrust me, Tommy, old

“ All serene.  When you hear a pebble
clink on the dorm window, it will be
time to come down and let me in.”

“Right-ho t”

Tom Merry climbed out of the win-
dow. He slid to the ground, wiping off
most of the snow from the sill with his
coat. The ground was slippery, and he
sat down suddenly under the window.
Manners leaned out anxiously.

“Have you hurt yourself, Tom?”

“No; only sat. down. Cheerio,
Manners !~

Tom Merry rose and picked his way
carefully across the snow-covered
ground. Manners fastened the window
and crept back to the Shell dormitory.

Tom Merry left a trail of deep foot-
prints behind him, but fortunately the
snow was falling fast enough to cover
them. Ho made for a point where an
oak-trce grew close to the wall. He had
scaled the wall in that place more than
once, by the aid of the slanting oak.

But as he aprived there, he gave a
low whistle of dismay. The tree was
covered with snow, and the elimb was
likely to be an exceedingly difficult one.

Tom Merry stood for some moments

in reflection.
. “Well, it’s got to be done!” he said
to himself at last. “XFiggy must have
got out somewhere, and what a New
House bounder can do, I can do.”

The next instant Tom Merry dodged
with surprising suddenness behind the
tree. i
He had caught a sound near at hand
—a sound faint but unmistakable, quite
sufficient to alarm a junior in the act of
breaking bounds.

A figure loomed up out of the dark-
ness and the falling snow—a sturdy form
in a long overcoat, with a soft hat
pulled down over his eyes.

Tom Merry, peeping out cautionsly,
saw the form and kmew'it at once.

“Railton, by Jove!”

For a moment he thought that -the
Iousemaster had discovered him. But
his fears were soon reclieved. Mr.
Railton passed on, and stopped at the
little wicket-gate let into the high wall.
This gate was used by masters and pre-
fects at St. Jim’s when they wished to
go in or out after Taggles had closed
the big gates for the night.

Tom Merry heard the. click of a key,
and the Housemaster disappeared. He
had evidently quitted the precincts of
St. Jim's.

“My hat!” muwmured Tom Merry.
“Jolly lucky he didn’t run against me!
I wonder 1if there’s any more giddy
wanderers out to-night?”

It did not seem likely, but he was
very much on the alert now.

A slight cough came to his ears. Ile
kept in the black shadow-of the tree.

) “_;That's old Ratehifi’s bark, if I know

My, Rateliff it was, The master of
the New House, his long thin form well
wrapped up, and a soft hat crushed
down on his head, came quickly towards
the little gate, unlocked it, and passed
out. -

It closed again,
rubbed his eyes.

“Is cverybody on the giddy mooch
to-night 7 he muttered. “I suppose T
shall sec the Head coming along next.”

But no one clse appeared, and after
waiting five minutes, the Shell, fellow
ventured to leave his concealment.

He was constderably surprised.

“Looks almost as if Ratchiff is follow-
ing Railton,” he muttered. “He was
close behind him, and yet never showed
himself till Railton was gone. But I
suppose he couldn’t have been. It's
queer, though.”

He climbed the tree,
shower of snow down on himself. But
he stuck to his task manfully, and,
crawling along the branch which jutted
out over the wall, he dropped to the
ground outside.

The wind was blowing hard along the
road, whirling snowflakes to and fro.
Tom sct his face against it and started
off. There wds no sign of either
Housemaster, and he could not sce their
tracks, which were already hidden. He
had no suspicion that either of them
was going in the same direction as
himself.

He followed the road at a swinging
pace, and turned into the footpath
through the wood.

Under ihe trees the snow was thinner,
but the darkness was like pitch. He
wondered where Figgins was. 'The
thought of the New House chief, per-
haps already at the ruins awaiting him,
made him buck up.

He tramped on swifily.

He came out of the shadow of the
wood on the slopes of Wayland Hill.
Had it been daylight, the old castle
would now have been visible. He could
see nothing but whirling flakes; but he
Lknew the way blindfolded.

Without a pause he strode on. -

A figure loomed up before him. It
was white with snow, but Tom Merry
knew it. The long, ungainly figure of
My, Ratchiff was not easily mistaken.

Tom Merry paused in dismay.

What on carth was Ratchff doing
ilierc? What could possibly have been
his objeet in going to the ruined castle
on a snowy night?
~ The junior was utterly bewildered.

Mr. Rateliff might have discovered
that Figgins had broken bounds, but that
would hardly he cnough to take him
out so far, It wasn’t that. His visit

(Continued on the next page.)

and Tom Merry
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to the castle had nothing to do with the
juniors, Tom Merry felt sure.

But it made things very awkward, If
he found Figgins there, it would mean
a row. And if Figgy was already on
the spot, he would show himsclf as soon
as he heard someone coming, thinking
it was Tom Merry. He could never
dream that Ratcliff would be coming
there.

The thought of giving up the expedi-
tion had crossed Tom Merry's mind at
the sight of the New HHouse master.
1lc dismissed it now. He had to get to
the ruins Dbefore Rateliff, and warn
Figgins.

To get ahcad of the Tlousemaster was
not difficult.

Tom Merry made a detour, avoiding
ithe path Mr. Ratcliff was_following.
1le got ahead, and came back into the
path again some distance in advance of
the Housemaster. Then he ran on as
fast as he could through the snow.

"The thick snow beneath him deadened
his footsteps, and what slight sound he
made was lost in the wind. It was for-
tunate for him, for all of a sudden he
caught sight of a figure ahead, and
stopped in time to avoid running inte

1lc knew who it was. He would have
auessed, even if he had not recognised
My, Railton’s figure in the gloom.

*Railton, by Jove!”

Tom Merry was astounded.

1t was surprising enough to find M.
Ratcliff heading for the ruined castle,
hut to find the other Housemaster there
DR

The vague suspicion that had come
into his mind when he saw the two
IHousemasters leaving the quad now
rceurred with the force of certainty.

Mr. Rateliff was following - M.
ailton with the intention of spying
upon him !

it was quite clear now, and so Mr.
Ratcliff’s presence there was explained.
Now, the question was, what on earth
did Mr. Railton want at the ruins at
such an hour?

Therc was no guessing that. The
situation was growing rather thrilling.
There was a deep mystery somewhere,
and Tom Merry secmed likely to get
mixed up in ib.

Ilc had no time to waste. Ile left the
path, as he had done before, and made
a detour.

Mer. Railton was going on at a steady
iramp, and Tom Merry was casily able
to calculate so as to get ahead of him.

1fe camo back into the path before he
reached the castlo, and after quickly
vinuning up the hill on which it stood,
passed through the ruined arch of the
great gateway. The snow was falling
more thiekly than ever, and he hoped
it would cover up his tracks before Mr.
Railton arrived.

The ruins of the ancient castle covered
a wide space of ground. Only a
pertion of the old hall was still stand-
ing, and there were some fragments of
the roof which still afforded a partial
shelter from the snow. This was where
Yiggins was to wait, and where the
?‘phool House junior cxpected to find
Hm,

Tom Merry, hurrying through the
ruins, “among masses of masonry aud
fragments of walls, reached the spot
where he expected to find his rival..

A dim form came out of the gloon:.

“That you, Tom Merry ?”
. It was the voice of Figgins. It came
jerkily through chattering tceth.

“Yes, my son! Seen any giddy
ghosts 7 asked the Shell fellow.
“Oh, don’t. talk!” said Tiggins
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sharply. “I've been here an hour, I
think !”

“Rats! T@ve minutes, you mean !”

“Well, it scemed a long time. Lel's
get back to the school.”

“Don’t be in a hurry. I suppose it's
rather ghostly being here alonc; but
now you've got the head cook and
bottle-washer of the Cock House at
St. Jim’s to keep you company.”

“It’s tco cold to punch your head,
ass! Let’s get going !”

“Can’t! There’s a giddy lion in our
path !”

“What the giddy dickens are you
talking about?” asked Figgins crossly.

“I mean that we've got to lie low till
the coast is clear. I don't know what's
up, Iiggy, but something is, with a
vengeance. Did you see anybody on the
road here?”

“Not a seul.”

“Well, if you had been a little later.

you'd have seen Railton and old
Ratty.”
“Rot 1
ot !
“Honest Injun!” said Tom Merry

seriously.  “I passed them both, and
had to dodge ’em. Railton is coming
here for something, and Ratty is fol-
Jlowing on his track like a giddy Sexton
Blake !

Figgins gave a gasp of astonishment.

“1 don’t know what it means,” said
Tom Merry, “but it will mean a licking
if either of them spot us here. So this
is where we lie low.”

“Rather !” said Figgy fervently. “If
we were caught out of bounds this time
of night, we’d be taken up before the
Head! My aunt! What can it all
mean ?”

“Don’t know, and don’t care much:
only we've got to keep out of sight.”
“Hallo! There comes somebody !”
There was a sound of tramping in the
ruined hall. From over the wood in
the ‘distance came chiming bells, and
then the hour struck. =
- Ten sirokes boomed

snowy night.

As the last stroke died away, the new-
comer halted within a dozen paces of
the boys, and a light gleamed ont.

Tom Merry and Figgins shrank back
into the shadows. The light gleamed
out upon the snow from a torch, and in
its reflection they saw the man plainly.
Ile was a stranger to them—a somewhat
broadly built man, with a reddish mous-
tache. Ie was wrapped in a greatcoat,
and wore a soft hat.

“Who on earth’s that?” whispered
Tiggins.

Tom Merry gave a hopeless shrug.

“Can’t say. It scems as if all the
giddy neighbonrhood is going to gather
in thesc beastly ruins to-night, just
because we're here for a lark I”

“I say, do you think Railton is
coming to meet that chap ?”

- “Y shouldn’t wonder, Figgy. And old

through the

Ratty wants to know what it’s all
about. Yes: I fancy that’s the giddy
explanation !”

“Look ! There’s Railton !”

The figure of the Housemaster cames
into the beam of light cast by the torch.
Ilis face was decidedly gloomy, but the
waiting man turned to him with a grin.

“Ilallo! You're here on time, my
dear cousin !”

CHAPTER 8.
Trouble for ¢ Ratty !

OM- MERRY and Tiggins ex-
changed a loock of mute amaze-
ment.

The two juniors, crouching
among the masses of brickwork a dozen
paces from the men, were quite visible,
and they did not venture to move. But
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now it occurred io both of them that if
they remained where they were, they
would be compelled to play the un-
pleasant and dishonourable part of
cavesdroppers.

“Yes; I am here in time.”

It was Mr. Railton’s voice, havd and
cold. The juniors had never heard him
speak like that before.

“A pleasant night to be brought to
such a place as this, Funt !”

Hunt laughed

“How was I to foresce that there
would be a snowsterm? It was fince
enough last night when 1 wrate the

letter to you.”

“That letter may cause trouble yet!”
said the Housemaster angrily.

“Why? I supposc you haven't left it
lying about, have vou 7

“TI have lost it !”

“Well, you must he a—1 won't
what I said the other, in tones of
disgust. “Taney losing a letter
that
. “It was not my fault. T was reading
it over again when I was interrupted.
I met with an accident over a slide,
and the letter somehow must have fallen
from my hand, and I was too shaken
up to mnotice it at the time. Then L
had to hurry off to a class, and when
I remembered the letter, and came back
to look for it, it had disappearved. It
wasn’t two minutes, but the letter was
gone.”

“That looks very much as if somecone
hiad picked it up.”

“Yes, though it may have blown
away. But I shall not be easy in ny
mind till T know what has become of
it. If it fell into certain hands at
St. Jim’s, it might ecause me a greak
deal of trouble. I have enemies there.”

“I don't suppose it will ever turn up,
though. Very likely it was trampled m
the snow.”

“Perhaps. I hope so. But,  look
here, Hunt, if you writc to me at the

“school again, 1 will wash my hands

of you entirely, whatever the conse-
quenees !”

. “Oh rot! T couldn’t foresee that you
would be so careless! Besides, you
haven't  communicated with
what was I to do?”

“1 hadn't made up my mind.”

“Have you made it up yet?”

“I suppose I must yield to your
absurd demand if I have sowe
guarantee that it will recally be the end
of our dealings!” 6

“1 give you my word, Railton !”

Mr. Railton made no reply, but the
expression on his face showed that lwe
was not inclined to place much reliance
upon the word of his cousin.

Hunt read his expression, and gave a
shrug of.the shoulders.

“You can trust me!” he exclaimed.
“1 have reasons as great for getting
away from this country as you have for
wishing me away !”

“Yes, I suppose so. But put that
torch out, Hunt. We can talk in the
dark, and we don’t want to aitract
attention here!”

“Right you are

Hunt extmguished the torch.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath, and
nudged Tiggins.

“This is where we hook it,”” he whis
pered. “They’re going to tall, and we
mustn’t hear. It may be something
awfully important and secret.”

“Right-ho! Let’s cut!”

While the torch burned, there had
been danger of revealing themselves if
they moved. And mere for the sake of
Mr. Railton himself than for their cwn
sakes, the boys would not have let him
know of their presence there for worlds.
They bhad heard little, but they knew
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Mpr. Railton came swiftly towards the juniors—too swiftly, in fact, for he stepped upon the slide.
earth seemed to have slipped away from beneath him.

that Mpr. Railton must have
powerful metive for mecting his
tive in so sceret a manner.

The School House master had
sceret -which he wished to keep
common_knowledge.

Tom Merry rose and glided away,
treading softly, and I'iggins followed.

The snow unnder their feet deadened
the sound of their steps, and in a
minute, or less, they had placed a por-
tion of the old wall between themselves
and the two men.

The murmur of voices came still to
their ears. Mr. Railton and Hunt were
talking again, but now the juniors could
pot hear what they said.

Tom Merry stopped in the thick
shadow of the wall and gripped Figgins’
arm.

* Look out!” lLe muttered.

A dim figure was stealing softly
through the snow, making for the open-
ing in the ruins from which the juniors
had emerged a minute before.

Figgins drew a deep breath.

“Mr Ratcliff, by Jove I’

The long, lean figure of the House-
master passed within six paces of the
crouching juniors, and stopped at an
opening 1n the fragment of wall. Ha
bent down there, and remained still,
with shoulders crancd forward, and head
bent to_listen.

Tom Merry and Figgins knew at once
what that meant., s

some
rela-

some
from

s

(, 1 \1‘_&\\\“ ~

waving wildly in the air.

The master had reached a coign of
vantage from which he could hear what
was said in the ruins, without risk of
showing himsclf to the speakers.

Tom Merry put his mouth close to
Figgins’ ear to whisper.

“You see what the mean beast is up
to, Figgy?”

Figgy nodded.

Mr. Rateliff was his own House-
master, and at any other time he would
have strongly resented any aspersion cast
upen him, but the loyalest New House
junior eould hardly speak up for a man
1n the act of listening to a private con-
versation.

So far from feeling inclined to stand
up for his Housemaster just then,
Figgins was hot with anger at his lower-
ing of the honour of his House in such
a way.

“The spying beast!” - muttered
Figgins. “Shall we stop him? There’s
plenty of snow here, and if we gave him
a surprise, it would shut up his little
game, and he’d never know who did
gk

Tom Merry chuckled silently.

“That’s exactly what -I was thinking
of, Figgy. He ought to be stopped.
He may learn all sorts of giddy things
that don’t concern him.”

“Then get a snowhall and chip in.’

“T'm on!”

The two juniors grinned gleefully,
bent down, and gathered up handfuls of

]
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Next moment the

He went fiying along at lightning speed on one leg, his arms

thick snow, and each quickly provided
himself with three or four snowballs,

“You can have first shot if you like,
Figgy,”” sald Tom Merry, with much
consideration. ‘“He’s your Housemaster,
you know.”

Figgins nodded, and, with glinting
cyves, tock aim at the dim form crouch-
ing in the opening of the wall. Hig
hand jerked forward and the snowball
flew. It caught Mr. Ratcliff in the small
of the back, and broke there.

The blow was npt a severe one, but
the unexpectedness of it made the
Housemaster jump and utter a sudden,
startled exclamation.

The sound of voices in the ruins
ceased instantly. The noise made by the
Housemaster had reached the cars of the
talkers there.

Mr. Ratcliff stared round behind in
amazement, wondering what had hit
him. Another snowball flew, and caught
him in the face. He gave a jump and a

yelp.

“Good shot!” muttered Figgy. And
the next instant his second ball smashed
on Mr. Ratecliff’s prominent nose.

The Housemaster grunted and
staggered ; his feet slipped on the snow,
and he fell with- a thump. As he
struggled to rise, the two juniors pelted
him with a hearty good will, and the
snowballs smashed on every part of the
unhappy spy.
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“Who is there?” :

It was Mr. Railton’s ringing voice.

Mr. Ratcliff, realising his unpleasang
position in being caught playing the
spy by the man he had followad, leaped
desperately to his feet, and went
plunging away into the snow and dark-
ness.

Mr. Railton and Hunt came scram-
bling through -the opening of the wall
to discover what the unexpected disturb-
ance meant. :

Tom Merry nudged Figgins, and the
two juniors beat a hasty retreat.

They were gone before the two men
were through the wall. They hurried
away on the path down the hill, the
snowflakes whirling round them thickly.

Tom Merry was shaking with sup-
pressed laughter.

“Great p !” he murmured. “I
should like to know exactly what Ratty
thinks about it. He’ll put it down to
the spectres, I suppose. I don’t know
whether spectres go in for snowballing.
But look out, IMiggy, or we shall run into
ihe bounder. He'll be on the same
path.”

“Yes; and there he 1s.”

A lean figure was plunging through
ihe snow at a short distance ahead of
tho boys. Mr Rateliff was getting
away from the scene of his unexpected
adventure as quickly as he could.

“We've got to pass him,” muttered
Tom Merry. “We must get in first.
Now then!”

Figgins grinned, and they gathered a
fresh supply of snowballs.

“(Give the bounder a volley!”

The chance did not often come to a
junior to snowball a Housemaster with
impunity, and so Tom Merry and
I'iggins wanted to make the most of the
present opportunity. And the master
of the New House certainly deserved
some punishment.

Whack ! Smack! went the snowbhalls,

and the sudden attack from behind sent .

Mr. Rateliff staggering forward, and,
wmissing his footing on the slippery slope
of the hill, he fell on his hands and
knees.

Like lightning the juniors, making a
slight detour in the dark, got past him
and disappeared ahead long before the
startled and confused Housemaster could
catch a glimpse of them.

“Well, wo're clear of that, Figgy!”
panted Tom Merry, as they entered the
footpath through the wood. “And a
jolly narrow escape. I recken this is
the last time I shall amble about an old

castle in the middle of the night, old -

son.”

“Woell, it was a narrow shave, but it
was exciting !” grinned Figgins. “But,
1 say, I should like to know what the
giddy mystery is. ‘What does your
tousemaster mean by visiting his giddy
velations in a ruined castle 1n a snow-
storm 7”7

“That’s his business, Figgy. I suppose
there’s some mystery at the bottom of it,
but it doesn’t matter to us. Let’s run
back to St. Jim's to get warm.”

“Right you are!”

And the juniors sped back to St.
Jim’s. There Figgins helped Tom Merry
over the wall, and Tom Merry pulled
him up from above, and then they went
to their respective Houses.

“Good-night, Figgy!” said Tom
Merry, as they parted in the snow-
covered quadrangle. “There’s the old
casual ward you call a House, and you'd
better buck up and get back to the other
wasters! Buzz along1”

Tiggins breathed hard and “buzzed ”
along, but in a moment he stopped, and
then turned back.

“I say, Merry, wait a moment.”
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Tom Mgrry turned back.

“Well ? .
“I've got something for you.”
“What is it—— _Oh, ooh!”

Figgy’s arm jerked forward, and a
snowball smashed right in Tom Merry’s
face. It was followed by another from
Figgins’ left hand, which broke on his

ar.

“That’s all,” said Figgins, with a
chuckle. “Good-night!”

He was gone before Tom Merry could
get the snow out of his eyes. The faint
sound of a chuckle floated back from the
direction of the New House.

“QOw!” gasped Tom Merry. “Yow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

Tom Merry rubbed the snow out of his
eyes.

Figgins was gone.

The Shell fellow turned towards the
School House, postponing vengeance
upon the humorous Figgins for a more
convenient occasion.

He groped in the snow at the foot of
the School House wall for a pebble and
found one, and tossed it up to the dormi-
tory windosw.

Then he went round the House to wait
for Manners to let him in.

He was not without some uneasiness
that Manners might have gone to sleep
and forgotten all about his duties for
the night.

Fortunately, Manners hadn’t.

The little window opened, and Tom
Merry climbed in and found himself in
the dusk with his chum.

“Oh, you've got back!” grunted
Manners. 3

“ Liooks like it, doesn’t it ?” said Tom
Merry. .

“Seen the ghost?”-
“No, not this time.”’
“Secn Figgins?”
“Ves.”

“Oh, the New Housc bounder was
thcrIe, then 7”7
p

‘Large as life.” ;
. Fhi 9
p %23 E}hmg happened ?

“What was it?”

“Tell you in the mornigg,” yawned

Tom Merry. “I'm sleepy.

They made their way quietly to tho
Shell dormitory. Tom Merry . quickly
undressed and turned in—to sleep the
sleep of the just.

CHAPTER 9.
Told on the Phone !

OM "MERRY was curious to sce
Mr. Ratcliff the next day.
He wanted to see what signs
. the New House master would
show’ of the weird experience he had
been through at the old castle.

If Mr. Ratcliff had not caught cold
it would be remarkable.

Mr. Ratcliff was not in a very fit state
of health, and he made himself worse
by doctoring himself continually with
patent medicines.

The New House master was the best
customer of Mr. Twist, the local chemist
in Rylcombe. But for Mr. Ratcliff Mr.
Twist would certainly not have sold fifty
per cent of his pills, medicines, mixtures,
tabloids, and other dreadful remedics
that he now disposed of.

When Tom Merry came out into tho
quadrangle of St. Jim’s, still glistening
with snow from the late fall, he looked
over towards the New House.

But Mr. Ratcliff was not visible.

Figgins & Co. could be seen outside
their Ilouse, and at the sight of Tom
Merry they showed signs of hostility.

But Tom Merry raised his hand in
sign of “pax’’ as he came up.

“Cheese it, my sons!” he said.
“How’s Ratty ?”

Figgins grinned. .
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“He’s got a cold,” ho said. “Ilc’s
talking with a beautiful accent, as if ho
had his head in a bag.”

“Poor old Ratty!” said Tom Merry.
“This is what comes of poking onc's
nose into other people’s affairs.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He’s having breakfast in his room,”
said Figgins. “I dare say he won't take
the TI'ifth this morning. Poor old
Ratty I”’

“He’s been on the telephone to tho
chemist,” grinned Kerr. “I passed his
study and heard him phoning. He’s
ordering some Purple Pills for Chippy
Chests or something.”

¥ Ha, ha hal>

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed.

:: n t’}’xe telephone 7 he asked.

“Ie was rung up once before by a
chap pretending to be Twist, the
chemist, and—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm going down to Rylcombo before
breakfast.”

And having obtained a pass out of
gates from- Kildare, the captain of St.
Jim’s, Tom Merry hurried down to
the village, and was soon ensconced
inside a telephone call-box.

Meanwhile, - Mr. Ratcliff was not
enjoying himself. He had breakfasted
lightly off tea and toast in his room,
and was feeling dreadfully ¢rotten.”

He was f{feeling almost miserable
cnough to be content to mind his own
business, and keep from taking an
undue interest in Mr. Railton’s affairs.

The telephone-bell rang suddenly.

Mr. Ratcliff started up. He had a
telephone in his study, which he used
chiefly for ringing up Mr. Twist, in
Rylcombe.

Buzz |

Mr. Ratcliff took up the recciver.

“Hallo {”

“Hallo! Is that St. Jim’s, Ncow

iV,

“ Ves.?
“Mr. Ratcliff 7

“I am Mr. Ratcliff.”

“You rang me up this morning?”

“If you are Mr. Twist, yes. I do
not recognise your voice. Have you
sent the articles I have ordered. 1
have not received them yet.”

“You will get them soon.”

“Thank you. What have you rungz
me up for? (an you recommend any-
thing in addition to the list I sent

f¥es Y

“Pray tcll me what it is, Mr. Twist,”
said Mr. Rateliff.

“You have a cold, Mr. Ratcliff 7

£o¥ a8 2

“Is it severc?”

“Very sevore.”

“How' did you catch it?”

“1 was caught in the—the snow.”

“Were you snowballed?”

“Dear me—yes!”

“Is the cold in your ears?”

¢ Perhaps a little.”

“Were you using your cars at the
time ?”

Mr. Rateliff jumped.

“What?”

“Were you using your ears at the
time 77

“I—I—T was.”

“Ah! Then I should recommend
you to give them a little excrcise to
restore the circulation.”

“I think the circulation is all right in
my ears,” said Mr. Rateliff, puzzled.

“Probably not. What you want is to
have your ears pulled.”

“What !”

“I thought I spoke distinetly.”

S
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“CGet a junior into your study, -and
tell' him to pull your ears as hard as
he can. This will do you good.”

“You recommend this?”

“Undoubtedly.”

¢“In addition to the remedies you are
sending me?”

“1t is better than any of them.”

“Very well, I will take your-
advice.”
A queer sound came from the

receiver, as if the man at the other end
of the wire had chuckled; but, of
course, Mr. Twist could not be sup-
posed to have chuckled at ‘such a
serious time.

“G9od! It will benefit you! Good-

Sy

“Thank you!”

Mr. Ratcliff hung up the receiver.

He reached for the bell, and then
stayed his hand. But for a previous
communication on the telephone, which
had turned out to be a rag, he would
have followed the advice unhesitat-
ingly But now he hesitated, fortu-
nately for him. If he had called in
Figgins to pull his ear, certainly
Figgins would not have erred upon the
side of gentleness.

He rang up Msr.
sure.

“Hallo I’ came the chemist’s voice.

“ Are you Mr. Tavist?”

“Yes. Who are you?”

“Mr. Rateliff.”

“1 have sent your things, sir.”

“Yes, I know. Arc you quite serious
in recommending me to have my cars
pulled ?”

a0

“You told me a few minutes ago,
when you rang me up K

“1-did?”

“Yes, you

“But I did not ring you up,
Rateliff.”

SV did
Rateliff.

“Certainly not!”

“QOh, it is a mistake! Very well!”

The New House master hung up the
receiver again. He ground his teeth.
Someone was japing him, but he could
not guess who it was. He thought of
Figgins.  But he glanced from his
window, and saw Figgins & Co. snow-
balling Wally D’Arcy of the Third in
the quadrangle.

Mzr. Rateliff snapped his teeth, and
sat down to tea and toast again. He
felt that he owed all his troubles to
Mr. Railton, who had caused him to
catch that cold by having his appoint-
ment on a snowy night in a ruin. And
all that he was suffering at the present
moment he intended to wreak upon the
head of the School House master, if
the chance came. And Mr. Rateliff
believed that it would come.

Twist, to make

: Mr.
My.

not?”  gasped

CHAPTER 10,
- Anonymous !

{3 OOD-MORNING, sir!”
“Goodmorning,,
teith 1
Monteith looked at his
Housemaster in surprise.
Then he grinned faintly. Mr. Rat-
cliff’s nose was red, and his eyes were
watery. He was snifling and snuffling.
“Have you caught a cold, sir?”
“Yes, Monteith, I hab caud cold,”
said Mr. Rateliff. - |
“May I ask, sir, if—"
“No, you may nod.”
And Mr. Rateliff passed on.
Monteith looked after him with a
puzzled expression.  The. Housemaster

Mon-

JUST
MY

Monty Lowther
X Calling !

Hallo, everybody !

Young Gibson

is having a new suit for Christmas.

Let’s wish him a Happy New Wear.
Gore says he has seventeen different

objections to Christmas.
them are relatives.

Gussy says a fellow should dress his
smartest at Christmas. But why spoil
a perfectly good set of waistcoat
buttons ? <

Fatty Wynn wants to know what
Christmas - would® be like at sea.
Swell !

Sport is a great leveller, we read.
Particularly boxing. . >

Most of

The “ Wayland Courier ” will have
been published 100 years this Christ-
mas.  Some ot the ““ hot news ” in the
earliest issues has cooled down by now,
naturally.

“Should a junior back horses ?
mmquires Mellish. - Neigh, neigh !

“ Gale Blows Down Trees.” With-
out so much as * by your leave(s) !

News report : “ The M.P. spoke in a
fruity voice.” A peach of a speech ?

121
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A reader who has been given a
dachshund says he doesn’t want it any
longer. Well, they're usually long
enough. X

My Uncle Dick s glad Christmas
only comes once a year. He has
twenty-seven nephews and nieces.

Then there was, the barber-motorist
who couldn’t help *“ shaving ™ corners.

“ Pantomime Actor Suffers From
Indigestion.” Too many new roles ?

The Wayland Hippodrome stage
gave way, and a singer fell through.
He was accompanied by a friend at the
piano.

Story : “ What do you think of our
two eandidates for the Mayoralty of
Wayland ¢ “ Well, I'm glad only
one of them can be elected.”

HIsnmnmm

Glyn has been trying to invent a
new perfume, without success.
He’s on the wrong ** scent.”’

As the American, tourist at Shalke-
speare’s home remarked: “I really
don’t see how Mr. Shakespeare ever
got _his plays written with so nany
people hobbing in and out ! °

“ A play should contain about 6,000
lines,” says a writer. Crumbs! That
reminds me I’ve got a couple of hundred
to do.

The householder peered over the
banisters. “ What do you want ? ”* he
demanded. “ There’s nothing to steal
here.” ‘‘That’s all right, guv'nor,”
came ‘the response, *“I'm just trying
out a new explosive on your safe!
Safety first, boys! O =
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was evidently not in the sweetest of
tempers.

“He's been to the castle, I know,
because I listened and heard him go
out last night,” the prefect muttered to
himself. “Has he caught anything
hesides a cold, I wonder, or was it all
a giddy mare’s-nest? Whatever hap-
pened, it hasn’t improved his temper.”

It had improved necither Ratcliff’s
temper nor his health. He certainly
had a cold in his head, and he did not
attend to any of his duties that day. He
kept to his own room most of the time,
and was frequently heard to sneeze loud
and long.

There was one fellow in the New
House who could have explained how
Mr. Rateliff had caught cold, and that
was Figgms. But, with the exception of
the Co., Figgins kept his own counsel.

To Kerr and Fatty Wynn he, of
course, confided the adventure of the
night.

Great was their amazement at the

story, and great their disappointment
at not having been on the spot when
the snowballing was going forward.
" But, like Figgins, they could make
nothing of the mystery, and they soon
gave up trying. It was no business of
theirs.

But ‘the matter was not so casily dis-
missed by Tom Merry. After morning
school the chums of the Shell met and
talked the matter over.

At first Tom Merry’s chums were in-
clined to think that he was romancing;
but they were soon convinced that he
was in carnest. Then they put their
heads together over the affair.

“There’s a giddy mystery,” said Tom
Merry; “but that has nothing to do
with us. Railton can make a giddy
rendezvous at the ruined castle, or at
the top of the North Pole, for all it
matters to us. It isn’t our business.
But there’s that bounder who  watches

him, you see. Would it be. fair for us
to leave Railton off his guard, not:know-
ing what the Rateliff bird was up to.
and let Ratty nose out all his. liitle
secrets 77 :

“(Certainly not I” said Lowther. “Rail-
ton ought to be put on his guard some-
how, or Ratty ought to be stopped.”

“Well, we could warn Railton that
he’s being watched,” said Manners,
after a pause. :

“Then he'd know we knew something,
and that’'d make him feel uncomfort-
able,” said Tom Merry. “Besides, we
mustn’t forget that if we let out that
Figgy and I were out of bounds last
night, it would mean a licking for hoth
of us. I bar that!” : :

“1 know !” exclaimed Monty Lowther.
“Let’s send Mr. Railton an anonymous
letter.”

“Monty, youre a howling genius!
That idea is simply ripping ! That gets
us out of the difficulty first shot !”

“But Railton knows our fists,” said
Manners dubiously. - - :

“QOh, I can disguisoc my hand ! said
Tom Merry confidently “I'll write it
backwards, and—"

“Railton won’t be able to read it!”

“Ass! - I'll slope the writing back-
wards, and that will disguise it! Gimme
some impot-paper, and I'll practise a
bit first.”

*“Here you are !”

Tom Merry proceeded to scrawl on
the paper, sloping his writing tho
reverse of his usual style, and surveyed
the results with a great deal of satis-
faction. :

“There, nobody would ever recognise
that as my hand!” he exclaimed. “It
doesn’t look like my writing, does it?
That’s as good as Levison could do it.”

“Well, no; it doesn’t look much like
writing at all,” said Monty Lowther.
“ Are they words?”
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“Of course they are! Don’t you try
10 bc funny | Look there, that is ¢ Deax
RBir,” and—-"

“Is it, really? I thought it was a
spider. You'd better practise a little
more, or the letter will be rather too
anonymous! Railton won’t know what
155 ahout any more than whom it's
from {”

Tom Merry snorted, but he - took
Monty’s advice, and put in some more
practice. At last the critical chums
pronounced that it would do, and then
ihey proceeded to the composition of the
ietter.

This was a matter of more difficulty.

With a regard for Mr. Railton’s peace
of mind, they wanted to spare him the
huowlcdﬂc that anything was wrong
The letter was to appear to come from
an outsider, and was to be posted in the
village. ~How to word it was the
question, and a difflicult one to answer.

“Well, we must word it somehow,”
said Tom Merry. “'That blessed bell
will be going soon, and we shall have
to chuck it. We mustn’t put in any
local colour, so he won’t guess it’s
written at St. Jim’s, that’s all. Suppose
wo use the third person?”

“I don’t think we ought to let any
third person into the matter at all,” said
Manners, with a shake of the hcad
“"Phere’s too many in the secret now.”

“Sit on his head, somebody! I mean
the third person!”

“Yes, that’s what you said, and I
don’t think—"

““No, you don't; that’s a giddy fact!”

“Look here!” said Manners crossly.
““You can do as you like, but if you lct
any third person into the secret, you're
a silly—"

“Give him a lesson in grammar, Low-
ther. Why isn’t there some Third Form
kid here to tell him that pronouns have
three persons—first, second. and third ?”
said Tom Merry. “I, thou, he, she, it.
Do you hear? I, thou he, she, it!”

“Oh, I understand 1” gro“led Man-
ners.  “Why couldn’t you say what you
meant? Yes, it’s a jolly good idea
to write it in the third person. Give
it a sort of official sound. Something
like this: ‘It has come to the know-
ledge of the writer that old Ratty—— 7~

“Choke him! If we call him Ratty,

Railton will know that it’s a St. Jim’s
(hnp writing 1”

“H'm! I suppose he will.”

“That’s what I mean bv local colour.
Now, how will this do ?’

Tom Merry scrawled upon a sheet of
paper and read it out:

“¢When a chap visits an old castle in
the middle of the night, he should take
caro that he isn’t followed and watched
by a Iong, lean bounder with a knife-
blade nose.’

“Now, I think that’s all right,” said
Tora Mcny with an air of satisfaction.
“He’ll know Ratceliff by the description,
and we shall get out of mentiening
names. The letter might come from
the merest stranger who happencd to
seo Ratty up to his little game, It
docsn’t give us aw and it will put
Railton on his guarg

“I think it will do,” agreed Manners,
and Lowther said the same.

Tom Merry put the letter into an
envelope, and sealed it. He addressed
it in the same hand, and put it inte Lis
pocket.

“T'll cut over to the ullage after
school and post it there,” he said.
“Now, that’s a good thmu done.
We've done om giddy duty—and there
goes the bell !
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And the four hurried away to their
class-room, very well satisfied with
themselves

After school, Tom Merry found an
opportunity of slipping away un-
noticed, and he posted the letter at the
pillar- box in the lane near Rylcombe.

The letter would be delivered that
evening to Mr. Railton. And it could
not fail to warn him of what he had to
expect from the rival Housemaster.

When the local postman appeared in
the quadrangle that evening, the
Terrible Three observed him with con-
siderable interest. = The anonymous
letter was undoubtedly in his bag.

Toby, the page, took a letter up to
Mr. Railton’s study. The chums had
a glimpse of it as he passed themn, and
it was their own unssne

“So that’s all right,’
tain of the Shell.

The master of the School House was
in his study. Toby delivered the letter,
and when the door was closed after

i
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him, Mr. Railton slit it open carelessly.
He did not know the writing, and
attached no importance to it.

But as he read the brief commum-
cation within, his face chanfir
stared at it as if he could hardly
beligve his eyes.

“Dear me!” exclaimed Mr. Railton.
“What can it mean? ‘A long, lean
bounder !’ What an expression!
knife-blade nose!” Is it possible that
it is Mr. Ratcliff who is being alluded
to? Can he possibly have been mean
and foolish enough to have followed me
last night?”

The Housemaster paced his study in
some agitation, his brow ~dark with
thought. The happening of the pre
vious night, which had interrupted his
talk with Hunt had remained a pro-
found mystery to him.

That someone else had been at the
ruined castle was all he knew; he
could not guess who or why.

This letter let in a flood of light upon
the matter.

Someono had followed him; somoone
clse had discovered the spy, and sent

said the cap-
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this letter as a warning. Mr. Rateliff
was cvidently the person alluded fo.
Anonymous letters were not generally
wo:th; of much attention, but this was
evidently written in a friendly spirit.
There was a smack of boyishness about
it, too. A grown-up person would
hudlv use such an expression as a
“long, lean bounder.” Was it possible
that the letfer was written by some-
one at St. Jim's? The postmark o
the envelope was Rylcombe, but that
proved nothing.

Alas for Tom Merry’s eclaborate
strategy! Tn less than five minutes
after receiving the letter, Mr. Railto
knew pmfccklv well that it had Lu:;
\\1111011 at the school !

“It must be so!” he muttered.
“Whoever wrote that letter saw Rat-
cliff following me, and knew him by
sight, too! 'lhc writer 1s evidently
disposed to serve me; undoubtedly it i3
a boy of my own House. But what
boy could possibly have broken Loumu
and ventured as far as the ruined cas .c
on such a,snowy night as last night 7’

Mr. Railion nodded his head as the
probable answer to that question camo
to him.

“The writer of that letter is Merry
of the Shell, I am sure.”

Then his thoughts took a diff
turn.  He threw the letter into
fire, and hh brow contracted, his
gleamed.

am glad of the warning.

doubtedly Ratcliff took it upon himself
to follow me. That lets in light upon
tho disappearanco of my lettor. Rat-
cliff must have found it. The letter
itself will have teld him liitle, only that
I am in trouble. But “hat could hLe
have heard last night ¥’

Mr. Railton was a man of action
Ho put on his hat, went downstairs,
and walked across tne qumhnn"k m
tllm New Iouse to interview Mr.
cliff.

CHAPTER 11, 2
Mr. Rateliff Sings Small !

R. RATCLIFF'S jaw (qu ed

when, in response to his “Cub

id!” the door of his study

opened, and the stalwart form

of the master of the School Houso
appeared.

The two Housemasters were not upon
visiting terms, and they seldom met to
spealt 0\ccpt at the periodical masters’
meetings. The visit of the Schoo!l
House master to Mr, Ratcliff’s quarters
portended something, and Mr. Ratcliff
guessed that it would prove to bo somo
thing unpleasant.

The moment he saw Mr. Railton he
guessed that the latter had discovered
something of the truth, and he felt
extremely uncasy. But he tried to
remain calm and collected, and rose to
his feet with as much dwmt}, as he
could assume.

Dlgmt\ ho“cxcr, is not ecasy to
attain when one is_suffering from a
cold in the nose and a bad conscience
simultaneously. And so Mr. Rateliff’s
efforts could hardly bo described as a
success. In fact, he looked uncom-
monly like a dclinquent facing a judge
as he stoocd up and met Mr. Railton's
gaze.

“This is ad unegsbegted bleasure,”
ho said coldly.

“I have tal\cn the liberty of calling,
said Mr. Railton quietly. “I never
properly thanked you. for the deep
interest you took in my business the
other night, when you assumed the
control of my House during my
absence. Now I find that I am still
further indebted to you for a still
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greater proof of your regard, and so I
can thank you as you deserve for both
favours at once!”

“I do nod understand you.”

“I regret to see that you have a cold,
Mr. Ratcliff. You must have been out
in_the snow last night.”

Mr. Rateliff coloured.

“Yes, 1 was oud.”

“I thought so! 1 was also out, but
we never met, which is quite singular;
for I think we must have been very
near to each other.”

Mpr. Ratecliff’s eyes sank.

“1 do nod understand your allusions,
Mr. Railton.”

“Never mind If my meaning is not
clear to you now, it may dawn upon
vou later,” said Mr Railton. “Mean-
while, will you kindly restore to me the
property of mine which you have so
kindly taken charge of ?”’

“T—what—"

“1 am alluding to the letter.”

Mr. Railton spoke so calmly and
directly that Mi Rateliff had not the
slightest doubt that he knew about the
letter Dbeing in his possession. His
quick thought was that Monteith must
have been chattering, and he inwardly
resolved to make it warm for his
prefect.

“The ledder !” he said, to gain time.

“Yes; the letter I lost. I should be
glad if you would hand it over to me.
Of course, I understand that you do not
know I am the rightful owner,” said
Mr. Railton, “otherwise you would have
given it to me at once. But now that I
am here to claim it, you can have no

further doubt upon the subject. Kindly
return it to me.”
Too flabbergasted by the House-

master’s coolness to utter a word, Mr.
Rateliff drew the letter from his pocket-
book aud handed it to Mur. Railton.

The latter examined it carefully, and
then stepped towards the fireplace and
dropped 1t into the glowing coals.

It was shrivelled out of existence in a
moment.

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “I
really don’t know how to thank you for
your many kindnesses to me, Mr. Rat-
cliff, so I won’t try.”

“Mr. Railton!”

~ “I hope your cold will soon be better;
you must have caught a chill last night.
Did you happen to go so far as the
ruined castle?”

LA, A

“The weather was shocking, wasn’t
it? Good-night, Mr. Ratcliff 1”

And the master of the School House
quitted the room.

Mpyr. Rateliff stared after him, with
black brows and gritting teeth. Never
had he been so humiliated in his life.

The School House master plainly knew
all about it, and had come there to tell
him so, and he had been weak enough to
give up the letter.

“What a fool I was!” murmured Mr.
Ratchff. “I ought to have kept the
letter, to be produced against him in
case I have to acquaint the Head with
this disgraceful business. But I was
really so much taken by surprise.
Dear me, I wish I had not parted with
the letter!” He snapped his teeth
viciously. “I will make him smart for
all those insults!” he muttered, with
glinting eyes. “I have a very fair idea
of his relations with that disreputable
fellow he called Hunt. The man is
blackmailing him, as clear as daylight.
There is certainly something shady in
his past, and it is my duty to the school
to find out what it is, and expose him
before the Head. I will take care next
time that he discovers nothing until I
am rcady to have him up in Dr.

Holmes’ study, and call_upon him to
answer the charge I bring against him.”

And the thought of that approacliing
triumph restored Mr. Ratecliff’s good
humour somewhat, and a sour smile
broke out over his face. :

Myr. Railton, too, smiled as he went
back to his own House.

“I dow’t think he’ll care to follow me
again,” he said to himself. ‘“Neither
do I think he has discovered anything
material. TFortunately, Hunt will soon
be gone, and even Mr. Rateliff will
hardly be able to use his peculiar gifts
in the dctective line any more, when
Bernard Hunt is safely across the
water.”

Tom Merry was standing on the steps
of the School House as Mr. Railton
came in, after his visit to the New
House master.

Mr. Railton looked very hard at the
junior. Ie felt pretty certain that the
letter lLic had received anonymously
had come from the hand of Tom Merry.

But the handsome, sunny face of the
Shell fellow was quite clear and
innocent.

Mr. Railton gave him one keen look,
and passed on into the House.

Tom Merry smiled. “

Manners and Lowther joined him on
the steps.

“It’s worked !” said Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes; Railton’s just been over to the
New House. I hope he’s given it to
Ratty in the neck !”

- “T hope he has!” said Manners. “Of
all the rotters -

“And he doesn’t
Lowther remarked.

Tom Merry chuckled.

“Well, from the way he.looked at me
it struck me that he might fancy the
letter came from a St. Jim’s chap!” he
admitted.  “But he hasn’t said any-
thing, so it’s all right. Mind, not a
giddy whisper to a soul!”

“Bai Jove!”

The chums of the Shell swung round,
and looked at Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Arthur Augustus put his famous eye-
glass into his eye, and surveyed them.

“Pway excuse me, deah boys!” he
said. I could not help overheawin’
your last wemarks as I was comin’ out
just behind you. It appeahs that you
have a secwet!”

“Go hon!” .

“T wegard that as a wathah bad habit
for youngstahs to get into!” said
Arthur Augustus, in his most fatherly
manner. “ You had bettah confide it to
me, and I will advise you whethah to
keep it or not !’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to sce cause for laughtah in
that wemark, Tom Mewwy ! In the
cires, you cannot do bettah than confide
in afellow of tact and judgment!”

suspect 77 Monty
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said D'Arey. “I am not in the
slightest degwee inquisitive, but I feel
that I ought to give you some advice !”

“Ha, ha, hai?

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

The eaptain of the Shell winked at his
chums.

“Shall I tell you something, Gussy ?”
he asked solemnly.

“Yaas, wathah "

“Bend your head closer !”

“Yaas.”

D’Arcy bent his head very close to
Tom Merry’s lips.  Manners and
Lowther watched him, suppressing
their merriment.

“It will startle you!”” whispered Tom
Merry.

“Never mind that !”

“Youn don’t mind?”

“Wathah not!”

“Sure?”

“Yaas; g0
sake 17

“Very well 17

Tom Merry advanced his lips close to
D’Arey’s ear, and emitted a sudden,
car-splitting yell.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy staggered
back with a gasp

“Oh, you ass! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
“I said it would startle you, and you
said you didn’t mind 1?

“Ha, ha, ha 1
“Gwoogh!  You
into quite a fluttah!
“Ha, ha, hal:
And the Terrible Three walked
away, leaving Arthur Augustus D’Arcy

with his hand to his ear, gasping.

ahead, for goodness’

have thwown me
You uttah ass!”

CHAPTER 12.
A Lesson for Mr. Rateliff !

OM MERRY’S study was very
quiet. Tom Merry was sitting

in the armchair, his brows cor-
rugated in deep thought.

Monty Lowther was writing out an
imposition, and Manners was rcading a
photography book.. + Tom Merry was
zazing into space, his brain evidently
very hard at work.

Suddenly a prolonged chuckle broke
into the silence of the study. Two
heads were raised at once, two pairs of
oyes fixed in mute inquiry upon Tom.
He was grinning joyously.

“Well, what’s the wheeze?”
Manners. ;

The e¢hums knew that somcthing was
coming ;

“I’ve been thinking,” said. Tom
Merry. “Was our anonymous billet-
doux to Railton quite fair on the Rat-
cliff bird?”

The two looked puzzled.

“J don’t see what you're driving at,
ass |’ said Lowther.

(Continued on the next page.)

asked

The Terrible
Three grinned.

“Of course, I
am not cuwious!”
said D’Arcy loftily.
“I twust you do
not suspect me of
bein” cuwious,
deah boys.”

ST jolly
do!” said
Lowther.

well
Monty
“One of

the most curious
animals I have
ever seen, as a
matter of fact.”
“Weally, Loav-
thah——"

“Ha, ha, hal”
“You had bettah
tell me, though,”
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“Well, Ratty is so fond of spying
and probing his lengthy proboscis into
the affairs of others, that it doesn’t
scem quite good-natured to stop him.,
Now we have put Railton on his guard,
Ratty won't be able to watch him any
more.”’

“And a good thing, too!”

“Yes, in a way. But can’i you fecl
sorry for the Ratcliff bird? Just
imagine him, with all his Sexton Dlake
instincts bottled up, simply dying for a
chance to find somebody out in some-
thing shady. It's a pathctic picture, to
my mind.”

“Look here, ass!
asked Manners.

“T’ve been thinking that it’s hard on
Ratty, and that we ought_to give him
o treat. He seems to be a good hand
at finding people’s letters out and read-
ing them, and then toddling along to a
giddy rendezvous. Why shouldn’t we
gratify him in this harmless and neces-
sary amusement? Why shouldn’t we
write a nice little letter, and put it

What's the jape?”

where he’s bound to find if, and
then—->"
The chums shrieked as the pos-

sibilities of the joke rushed upon them.

“Good old Tom!” said Lowther.
“Qh, it will be ripping! Something
bloodcurdling that will make Ratty
think he’s got  hold of somcthing
specially prime.” v

“Bring in a murder,” suggested
Manners. “That will wake him up.”

Tom Merry grinned serenely.

“That’s a good wheeze,’’ he said. “If
we could get old Ratty to a convenient
rendezvous we could put him. through a
regular course of surprises, and teach
aim a little lesson about playing the
giddy amateur detective.”

“VYes; if he doesn’t spot us.”

“We shall have to take care that he
doesn’t, of course. ~He's on Railton’s
track like a bloodhound, and so he’s
bound to swallow anything. Now this
is what I was planning in my little
head, kids.”

Tom Merry dashed off a letter. Ile
read it aloud as he finished:

¢ Sir,—Our meeting at the castie hav-
ing been interrupted, I must sce you
again as quickly as possible.  Unless
vou hand me the hush-money, I shall
denounce you to the police, and you
will be arrested at once. You kuow
that when your fearful crime becomes
known, you will have no escape from
penal servitude. If yo# dare to dis-
regard this letter, you know what to
cxpect. Meet me at eloven o’clock to-
night outside the shed in the Acre
Tield, or take the consequences!

“Oxe Wuo Knows Your Sucner.”

The Shell fellows simply yelled.

“How’s that for high?” asked Tom
Merry. “Now that old Ratty’s on the
scent, a discovery like that ought to
please him. You sce, I haven't mcn-
tioned any names, so if the letter should
fall into the wrong hands, it won’t do
any harm. The allusion to the meeting
in the castle is enough to show Ratty
that it’s addressed to Railton.”

“You're a howling genius!”

“The penal servitude is ripping!”’
said Lowther. ‘But couldn’t you make
it the gallows?”’

“No; that would be a bit tco strong,
and might make Ratty smcll a rat.
Tenal servitude is geod enough, and it
will make Ratty chortle.” :

“Mind you disguise your hand,” said
Towther. “There would be a howling
row if we got spotted over this jape!”

“Rather! TI'll put it in the samo
hand as our billet-doux to Railten.”

Tue GeM LiBrary —No 1.453.

Tom Merry carefully wrote out the
precious epistle in the same disguised
handwriting that had once alrecady
served its turn.

“Now the question is to get it 1nto
Ratty’s hands without making him sus-
picious,” said Manners.

“TLeave that to your
Tom Merry.

And with the letter in his pocket he
quitted the study

The junior passed quietly out of the
House, and scuttled across the quad in
the deep winter dusk. In a couple of
minutes he was in the New House, and
a glance round showed him no onc in
sight but a couple of juniors coming
downstairs.

They spotted Tom Merry at once,
and accelerated their pace to come to
close quarters with the bold intruder.

Tom Merry faced them, and placed
the thumb of his right hand to his
nose, extending the fingers, while at
the same time with his left he dropped
the precious letter behind him on the
little rug just outside Mr Rateliff’s
study door.

The New House juniors had not the
least suspicion of the hidden action;
and they saw only Tom Merry’s atti-
tude of defiance, and came for him at
a run, breathing vengeance.

“Collar the cheeky bounder!”
claimed Redfern.

They rushed at Tom Merry.

Tom dodged quickly out of the way
and put out his foot. Owen went
sprawling ‘over it, and crashed against
Mr. Rateliff's door. At the same
moment Tom Merry seized Redfern,
and. with a twist, dropped him on top
of Owen.

In a second afterwards Tom was out-
side the New House. .

Mr. Ratcliff’s door opened, and the
Housemaster appeared, his face red
with anger.

The two juniors, who were staggering
dazedly up, were sent reeling with
heavy cuffs on the ear, and they fled
precipitately from the rcach of the
angry master.

Mr. Ratcliff had no doubt that they
had come crashing against his door in
the courso of some horseplay, and he
had not the remotest idea that a School
House junior had been upon the scene.
Fortune had favoured Tom Merry.

Mr. Rateliff could not fail to sce the
white paper lying on his rug. It had
been stepped.on, but he saw that it was
a letter, and he picked it up.

He gave a sudden start as he glanced
at it, and stepped back into the study,
closing the door swiftly.

In agitated haste he read the letter.
His breath came quick and hard, his
cyes gleamed, his fingers twitched. It
was clear that he was greatly excited.

“This is indeed a piece of good for-
tune!” he muttered. “Excellent! Ex-
cellent! Railton little knew that when
he visited my room to show off his in-
solenco, he would leave behind him
such an incriminating piecc of evidence
as this. What gross carelessness on the
part of a man with a guilty seeret!
Yet, after losing one letter, it is not
surprising that he should have been as
careless again!”

Mr. Ratcliff forgot his cold—forgot
everything but that he had another
opportunity of ferreting out Mr. Rail-
ton’s shady secret.

At last he held the man he had so
long bitterly disliked in the hollow of
his hand He had only to be at the
rendezvous that night to ascertain,
without the shadow of a doubt. what
Mr Railton’e seceret was

uncle,” said

CX-
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Not for an instant did a doubt cross
his mind. He knew, of course, that a
man of Mr. Railton’s character would
never be guilty of a practical joke of
this nature. And it was inconceivable
that any junior at St. Jim’s knew any-
thing about the matter at all. There
was no room for doubt in the matter.

Railton, with characteristic careless-
ness, had lost the letter, and by a rare
piece of good fortune it had fallen
into Mr. Rateliff’s hands.

That was all! It was enough to
make the spiteful man rub his hands
with satisfaction.

“I was unlucky last timc!” he mut-
tered. “Some friend of this man Hunt
was evidently at the old castle, and
saw me watching them, and assaulted
me with snowballs But this time I
shall take great care that nothing of
the kind happens!”

Meanwhile, Tom Marry re-entered kis
study with a beaming smile

“Well, what luck?” asked Manners
and Lowther

1

“ First-class !”

And Tom* explained what had
oceurred.

“But are you surec he had the
letter 77

“Rataer! I watched him through
the hall window, and he picked it up
and took it into his study. That’s all
right.”

“Ther if he doesn’t smcll a mouse
now—7=>"

“1 don't pelieve he will, but we shall
have to chance it. Now, who’s coming
with me to tke Acre Iield to educate
hi'm tonight ?”

“I am!” said Manners cmphatically.

“And I!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.

“All serene! We’'ll all gol!” said
Tom Merry. “So that’s settled! T'll
get Blake to open the window for us
when we come back. We won’t let on
to him what the wheeze is, of course.
That's our giddy secret!”

Anxiously enough, the Terrible Three
waited for the appointed hour. Would
Ratcliff oe there? Would he have a
suspicion that the letter was a “spoof *
one, and fail to bite? \

There was no telling, but they hoped
for the best. When they went up to the
dormitory at bed-time, Tom Merry
made his arrangement with Blake.

When half-past ten rang from the
clock tower. Tom Merry tumbled out
of bed in the Shell dormitory.

“Are you awake, kids?”

“Ye-es!” yawned Manners.
say, Tommy:

“Well 27

“Jolly cold, and—" :

Tom Merry jerked Manners’ bed-
clothes off, and he arose, shivering.

“T say, Tom,” said Lowther, holding
his bedclothes round him, “I’ve thought
of a ripping idea! Ha, ha, ha!”

“What is it%”

“Why let the old bird get there,
you know, and not find anybody or any-
thing He won’t know what to think.
We don’t want to be there, you know.
Let him go and see that he’s been
fooled. That will be funny, won’t it?”

“Awfully funny!” assented Tom.
“But not so funny as this, do you
think 27

And he squeezed a wct sponge over
Monty’s countenance.

¢ Oh—ak-—o0och! Lemme alone, you
beast! Can’ you sce I'm getting up?”

And out of bed came Monty Lowther.

Having called Blake of the Fourth,
the chums went downstairs, and Blake
let them out and closed the window-

“But, I
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The Terrible Three lost no time in
getting over the wall, and they warmed
themselves by a race to the Acre Field.

There was no snow falling, but the
ground was thickly carpeted with it.
The Acre Field was close to the college.
The chums did not go in by the gate
on the roadside, in caso they should
leave footprints to alarm the expected
victim, They entered the field by a
gap in the fenee, and approached the
shed from the rear.

The shed was a half-ruined structure,
with a good many gaps in the roof.
The gaps showed black in the whito
covering of snow. The door was closed,
but it was fastened only by a latch. In

“Why not get into the shed?”
gested Lowther.
there.”

“Don’t you think that that brilliant
idea may very likely occur to Ratty?”
queried Tom Merry sarcastically, “It
would be a good joke to be cornered
in the shed by him, wouldn’t it?”

“Crumbs! I dide’t think of that!”

“Then thank yeur lucky stars that
vou have your Uncle Tom with you to
think for youw.”

“Dry up; I can hear footsteps!”

“ Cover I”

The chums crouched in black shadows.
A tall, thin figure passed in the dim
starlight. 1t went round the shed,

sug-
“It would be warmer
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Mpr. Ratcliff gave a startled jump and yelled as Tom Merry’s snowhall smashed in his face.

Figgins ; and the next moment his snowball hit the Housemaster on the nose.
he deserved for playing the eavesdropper on Mr. Railton !

the summer the shed sheltered catile, treading softly, so as to leave as little

but in the dead of winter it was never
used.

Tom Merry, from behind the shed,
took a cautious survey of the field. The
stars were glinting in a dark, sieely
sky, and the night was very dark. The
snow round the shed was undisturbed.
~ “Nobody here yet,” said Tom. “It’s
still a quarter to eleven, and .Ratty
won’t be in a hurry to come and freeze
‘here.  But, I say, I expect he’ll come
scouting behind the shed, for he won’t
want to leave his giddy trail in the snow

. across the field.. Keep in cover.”?

The shed was in a corner of the ficld.
Behind it were trees, now leafless and
bare, bhut covering the ground with
black shadow; and here the ground,
partially sheltered, had very little snow
upon it. The chums had left few traces,
and these were concealed by the shadow
of the trees.

trace as possible in the snow, pushed
open the door, and entered.

Keeping still as mice, the juniors
exchanged glances.

It was Mr. Ratclif who had passed
them as hightly and silently as a spectre;
it was Mr. Rateliff who was now inside
the shed.

The wheeze had worked!
had come off! :

The juniors made not a sound. They
hardly breathed lest the Housemaster
should hear them. They knew what Mr.
Ratcliff’s plan was as well as the master
himself.

There was a small loft over the shed.
If the master of the School House and
the supposed blackmailer met outside
the shed, Rateliff inside would hear
every word that was uttered.. If they
entered the shed, he would be concealed
in the loft, and could play the listencr
with ease and impunity.

The joké

on
s

~

But the fact that there was to be
no rendezvous at all, and that the whole
affair was a hoax, made the situation so
utterly funny that the juniors could
hardly contain their laughter.

Tom Merry held up a hand as a sign
to his companions to keep still, and
then cautiously crept round the shed.

Mr. Rateliff had closed the door after
him. Tom drew a strong wire from his
pocket, and with deft and silent fingers,
secured the latch so that it could not
possibly be unfastened from inside.

As the door opened inwards, it was
impossible even to burst it open from
within.

Mr. Rateliff was a prisoner !

‘* Qood shot ! *’ muttered
Vir. Ratcliff was getting just what

Tom Merry rejoined his comrades.
e gave a nod in reply to’their in-
quiring grins.

“He’s a giddy prisoner,” he said.
“Now keep out of sight, and we’ll wait
till he gets tired of marking time in
there.”

Under the dark trees the juniors
waited., They made a pile of snowballs
to fill up the time, and stamped to keep
themselves warm.

Eleven strokes boomed out from the
clock tower at St. Jim’s, distinectly
audible across the frozen ficlds.

Tom Merry chuckled. It was the hour
of the suppaosed rendezvous, and he could
imagine Mr. Ratecliff’s feelings at hear-
;'_ng nothing of the men he was waiting
or.

The minutes passed away slowly.

The chums were exercising, and keep-
ing themselves warm, but the House-
master, who dared not make a sound

T'e GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,453.
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- Head !” he murmured.
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inside the shed, must aﬁm\fa found his
ruarters pretty chilly.

A quarter struck from the tower.
There was a slight sound in the shed.

“Gotting  impatient,”  murmured
Lowther. “Wait till he tries to open
the door, that’s all. That’s where the
laugh comes in.’’

Half-past eleven floated through the
keen night air.

There was a rattling sound. The
inmate of the shed was trying to open
the door. Doubtless the failure of his
efforts surprised him, but he kept on at
it. He tugged and dragged. and
tugged, but the door would not budge.

The juniors listened in silence.

Mr. Rateliff was getting reckless now.
e must have realised that he was
trapped, and, of course, he set it down
to Mr. Railton. Evidently Railton had
discovered that he was watching, and
had maliciously fastened him up in the
shed. Every effort to open the door
having failed, the imprisoncd House-

master threw all concealment to the
wind. He kicked violently upon the
door.

“Open this door instantly ! How dare
vou fasten it? Mr. Railton, I warn yvou
that you will have to answer for ihis
outrageous conduct !”

Tom Merry fell upon Lowiher and
hugged him.

.%0Oh, I shall die if I don’t laugh!
Lot’s get a bit farther away and smile,
for goodness’ sake!”

“QOpen this door!”

Mr. Rateliff, losing the lasi vesiige
of his temper, kicked savagely at the
wayielding wood.  The contemptuous
silence of his supposed captor must have
cxasperated him. He could hardly
believe that Mr. Railton had gone away
and left him a prisoncr there for the
night.

“Will you oben this door, Mr. Rail-
ton? I give you one last chance. If
the door is nad obened at once, I sh_all
go to Dr. Holmes to-morrow morning
and lay the whole of the facts hefore
him !” e,

Tom Mérry gasped.

““That will be a ripping treat for the
“Oh, I know I
shall burst a boiler if that giddy
humorist keeps on like that!” ;

The imprisoned Housemaster waited
one minute for a reply. As nonc was
vouchsafed, he must have realised that
his captor had, in fact, gone, leaving
him a prisoner in the shed. He did not
speak again, but the juniors heard a
low, indistinct growling.

“Keep your peepers open,” muticred
T.owther.  “He'll be getting out of one
of the gaps in the roof before long.”

“Yes, that’s the only thing he can do.

qunless he wants to stay there all night,”

assented Tom. “How lucky for him
ihat dutiful youths are here, with an
unlimited supply of snowballs, to give
him a warm time on this cold and chilly
night! When his head comes out of
thé roof, mind, I have first shot. If I
don’t get a bullseye, you can jump on
my neck.”

The erisis was coming: They heard
the Housemaster rummaging about in a
small lean-to attached to the shed. Then
a hand came out of the gap in the roof,
and a head followed it. Mr Ratoliff
was rather tall, so that when he stood
upright in the lean-to his head and neck
were in_the open air through the-gap.

Tom Merry’s arm jerked forward.:

A snowball, beautifully aimed, smote
the Housemaster under the chin, and the
head disappeared with . surprising
suddenness. :

Tom Merry doubled up-with laughter.
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“Oh dear, I know I shall burst a
boiler I he gasped.

The head came out of the gap again.

Mr. Rateliff’s face was white with
fury. In the bright starlight on the shed
his features were clearly visible; the
juniors, in the black shadows under the
trees, could not be seen, and they knew
they were secure.

“I might have expeeded this,” hissed
Mr. Rateliff. “I might have expecded
this brudal assault, Mr. Railton. Yon
may triumph now, sir, bud my dime will

gub. I rebeat, sir, that my dime will
gub Oooch ! :
The head disappeared again, for

Towther, with a really scientific shot,
had planted a snowball on the bridge
of the nosec.

“How’s that,
Monty Lowther.

“Qut !” gasped Tom Merry, with the
tears rolling down his cheeks., “The best
of it is that the silly ass thinks it'’s
Railton all the time. He’ll make a row
to-morrow, and when Railton proves an
alibi he won’t know where he is!”

Out came Mr. Rateliff's head again
with the persistence of a jack-in-the-box.

“(Condinue your brudality, sir!” he
shouted. “Yes, sir, I say, condinue it!
I shall hold you to agount for it, I
assure you. You shall answer for this
oudrage. I shall leave this shed, sir, in
shite of your assaults!”

And he attempted to seramble out of
the gap.

A volley of snowballs greeted him, and
he went in again. Then the juniors,
shaking with suppressed laughter,
hurried away from the spot. They
thought he had had enough, and no
doubt he thought so, too. As soon as
they were at a safe distance from the
shed they stopped and gave vent to the
mirth that they had had to partly sup-
press. -

“Oh, oh, oh!” gasped Tom Merry,
when he had laughed till the tears ran
down his cheeks. “What price this for
a night out? But buck up, kids; we
don’t want him to spot us going in. I
shouldn’t wonder if he comes home in a
nasty temper!”

The juniors made all haste to get back
within the walls of St. Jim's. Blake
was wakeful and let them in. He
wanted to know what had happened,
and the Terrible Three explained. And
then Jack Blake staggered back to the
Fourth Form dormitory in a state
bordering on hysterics.

umpire ?” murmured

CHAPTER 13.
The Mystery Clears !

TFTER breakfast on the following
morning Mr. Railton received a
message by a fag from the Head

_ of St. Jim’s.

The Head requested the master of the

:School House to visit him as speedily as

possible in his study.

~ The School House master entered the
Head’s study. Mr. Ratcliff was there,
his nose redder and his eyes morc watery
than ever. His adventure overnight
had not improved his cold. Mr. Railton
nodded slightly to his fellow HHouse-
master, and then looked at Dr. IHolmes.

“You sent for me, sir?”

“Yes, Mr. Railton.” The Head’s face
was very grave. “Mr. Rateliff has told
me an astounding story—a story so
ntterly astounding that 1 cannot credit
it, but feel certain that there is some
terrible mistake.”

Mr. Railton changed colour slightly
for a moment. Ie knew what was

.coming now—or, rather, part of what

was coming. Of the affair the previous
night he, of course, knew nothing.
The Head did not fail to mark the

THE GEM LIBRARY

slicht change in his countenance, and
his expression grew a little harder.

“You will repeat your statement, Dr.
Ratcliff, in Mr. Railton’s presence,” he
said. “I only hopc that Mr. Railicn
will be able to explain it away.”

“T certainly hope to be able to cx-
plain fully anything that may be con-
sidered derogatory to my character,”
said the Housemaster calmly.

“Very good,” said the Head.
My, Rateliff.”

Mr. Rateliff gave the master of the
School House a venomous glance.

“In the first place,” he said, “I wish
it to be understood that I have acted
solely from a regard for the honour of
the school, and not from any personal
ill-feeling towards Mr. Railton. I fee!
in duty bound to act as I have done.”

“Certainly,” said the Head cour-
teously. “No one will suspect you,
Mr. Rateliff, of having acted from any
other than the very best motives, and I
am sure Mr. Railton will acknowledge
this if it unfortunately turns out to be a
mistake.”

Mr. Railton did not speak.

_ “Then I will go on,” said Mr. Rateliff.
"’I have told you, sir, how a letter came
into my possession. Monteith, my head
prefect, picked it up in the quadrangle
and as there was no name on it, he ve
properly brought it to me. I have told
vou that the contents of that letter made
me visit the ruined castle, to ascertain
who it was at St. James’ College that
was being blackmailed:”

“Quite so, Mr. Ratcliff.”

“There I was assaulted by a person
I did not see. But I had seen Mr.
Railton meet a person who certainly
looked most disreputable—a person
named Hunt.”

“Goon,”’

“ Unfortunately, I was unable to dis-
cover more than that Mr. Railton had
gone there in reply to a demand for
money. I reflected upon the matter, and
decided that for the honour of the school
I ought to keep my eyes open: I
thought it would not be fair to bring
any accusation until I had proof.”

“Quite correct.”

“Mr. Railton came to my study and
demanded his letter. I gave it to him.
I did not think at the time of keeping
it as evidence.” i

“It was unnecessary,” said
Railton, interrupting him. “I have no
intention of denying the existence of the
letter, or any of the facts you have
stated.”

“Let Mr. Ratcliff finish, please !”

“Go on,

Mr.

“But in coming to my study,” went
on Mr. Rateliff, with a gleam of
triumph in his watery eyes, “Mr.

Railton let fall another letter outside
my door,”

The School House master looked
astonished. He was about to speak, but
the Head held up his hand.

“Let Mr. Ratecliff finish first, please !”

“1 found that letter by accident,” said
the New House master. “There was no
name on it, and I did not guess that
it was Mr. Railton’s till I read it.
Then a reference to the previous meet-
ing at the castle enlightened me. I
have placed that letter in your hands,
Dr. Holmes.”

“I have it here. You shall scc it
when Mr. Rateliff is finished, Mr.
Railton.”

“The writing was disguised,” went on
Mr. Rateliff, “but I knew it must be
from the same person as the other
letter. I went to the rendezvous to
ascertain. Then I was locked up in a
shed, and assaulted brutally -when I
tried to escape from a gap in the roof.
That was all, Dr. Holmes. I have only
to ask you if Mr. Railton is a proper

0
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person to remain at the school after
what I have told you?”

“If Mr. Railton cannot explain, cer-
tainly not ¥’ replied the Head. *Now,
Mr. Railton, I am waiting for your
explanation. But I feel certain that you
can explain everything.”

“It is simple,” replied the School
House master, with quiet dignity. I
do not desire to conceal anything from
you, sir, now that Mr. Ratcliff has
troubled himself to acquaint you with
so many details of my private affairs.”

“Read that letter, Mr. Railton, before
you answer.”

Mr. Railton accepted the letter the
Head handed to him It was Tom
Merry’s precious effusion. The House-
master noticed at once that the writing
was the same as that of the anonymous
letter. His lips twitched as he read it
through. He laid it down on the table
when he had finished.

“Now for my explanation, sir. I
have the misfortune to-have a cousin,
by name Bernard Hunt, who is fre-
quently getting into scrapes and ex-
pecting his relations to get him out of
them. His latest freak is to get mixed
up in a_transaction which brings him
within the shadow of the law. He is
really guiltless, and has been a catspaw
of a gang of scoundrels; but there is a
great danger that he may be made the
scapegoat. He fled instead of facing his
difficulties, and that action will tell so
heavily against him that now his only
hope 1s to get out of the country. To
do this, he requires money. That is why
he has come to the neighbourhood of the
school.

“He wrote to me and I met him at
the ruins, as it was not safe for him to
be seen in the daylight. He has been
living in a shepherd’s hut on the moor
at a considerable distance from the
school. I was both angry and annoyed
by his conduct; but blood is thicker
than water, and T resolved to help him.
His demand for a hundred pounnds, how-
ever, was more than I could at once
meet. I am happy to say, however,
that I have since raised the money, and
that Hunt has gone to Southampton,
and sails this morning for America,

from where he will certainly not
return.”

“Very satisfactery so far, Nr.
Railton. But tha® letter 7

“That letter, sir, is an absurd hoax,
and I marvel that it could have deceived
Mr. Rateliff. It was never sent to me,
and I see it here this morning for the
first time.” p

Mr. Rateliff gasped.

“Mr. Rateliff,” continued the School
House master, rather quietly, “seems to
have been obsessed with the idea that
Hunt was blackmailing me, because I
had some guilty secret im my past.
Therefore, he allowed himself to be
hoodwinked by this absurd hoax.”

“A hoax !” murmured the New House
master.

The Head could only stare.

“What does it mean?” he gasped at
last. “Who could have written it ?”

Mr. Railton smiled slightly.

“Tt seems that some person—someone,
‘evidently, with a turn for practical
jokes—had discovered that Mr. Rateliff
was watching me,” said the School
House master. “That humorous person
wrote this absurd letter, and placed it
where Mr. Ratcliff found it.”

“It's—it’'s false!” gasped Mr. Rat-
cliff. “It cannot be !”

Mr. Railton shrugged his shoulders.

“You say you were assaulted last
night » he said. “At what hour ?*

“Soon after eleven.”

“Last night 1 was in my study prepar-
ing examination .papers, and at eleven

o’clock,” said Mr. Railton, My
Lathom came in to chat with me before
retiving. Mr. Lathom will bear out my
word if doubted.”

“J don’t think it will be necessary to
send for Mr. Lathom,” said the Head
dryly. “The thing is too evidently only
a hoax. Have you an idea whom the
perpetrators might be, Mr. Railton ?”

“J could hazard a guess, sir; but it
would be hardly fair to utter a name
without a particle of truth,” replied the
School House master. “I suspect that
the hoax was planned by some juniors
of my own House, who were naturally
indignant at seeing the New House
master spying on their own House-
master. 1 can really sympathise with
their feelings. Of course, I need not
say that I had not the faintest notion
that such a hoax was being planned, or
I should have stepped in to stop it!”

“T am quite satisfied, Mr. Railton. I
should certainly not desire that you
should suffer for the folly of your own
relative, and I can only admire your
generosity in parting with so consider-
able a sum of money in order to give
him a fresh start abroad. The rest of
the affair is a mere joke. Mr. Rateliff
has been deceived, and I cannot help
thinking, Mr. Rateliff, that your pre-

.judice against Mr. Railton must have

been very deep and unreasonable to
cause you to be deceived so casily.”

The affair had worked out in the most
unexpected manner, and the New
House master wished devoutly that he
had let Mr. Railton’s affairs severely
alone. ‘ .

“¥ suppose you admit,” comtinued the
Head icily, “that it is all a mistake, Mr.
Ratehiff 27

“J—I1 suppose so!”

«¥ should like a plainer answer than
that 1*

27

“Yes, sir; it is undoubtedly a mis-
take ! faltered the New House master.

“Very goad! Mr. Railton, T must
apologise for having been induced to
force you to aequaint me with your
private concerns,” said the Head.

Mr. Railton smiled and nodded.

“Mpr. Rateliff, .of course, will apolo-
gise,” added the Head. “He has
wronged you grievously !”

“I am sorry, Mr. Railton!” said the
New House master, with averted eyes.
“I'm very sorry! I beg your pardon
most sincerely 1”

“And I grant it !’ said Mr. Railton.
“I can only express the hope that you
will not be so ready te suspect me—or
anyone else—agam !

Mr Ratcliff was silent, with humility
in his face and fury in his heart.

The Ilead shook hands cordially with
the School House master, and Mr.
Railton quitted the study. Mr. Rateliff
remained for a private and uneomfort-
able conversation of about five minutes’
duration with the Head.

Aftor lessons, Mr. Railton sent for
Tom Merry. The hero of the Shell left
the Form-room and repaired to his
Housemaster’s room with an expression
of beautiful innocence upon his face,

but rather an unecasy tremor in his
heart. . e
“Ah, good-morning, Merry!” said

Mr. Railton genially. “Have you ever
seen that letter before?”

He held out the letter he had brought
from the Head’s study. Tom Merry
looked at his own effusion, then his eyes
met the Housemaster’s expressively.

None of the Terrible Three had ever
been known te get out of a scrape by
telling an untruth.

“Perhaps that was hardly a fair
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