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DRAPED IN MONK’S ROBES AND COWL, WITH GLARING EYES AND GLOWING FACE
THE SPECTRE HAUNTS THE PASSAGES OF ST. JIM’S!

!
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n a flash Tom Merry rushed
g

CHAPTER 1.
Laying the Ghost!

Y ROO-0O0GH! It's cold I
Tom Merry sat up in bed.
It certainly was cold. Out-
side, the winter wind sas
whistling among the lcafless branches
of the old elms in the quadrangle. In
the Shell dormitory in the School House
all was darkness and silence.

Faintly, through the high windows,
came a glimmer of starlight.

Tom Merry pulled the blankets round
him as he sat up in bed and blinked
sleepily up and down the dormitory. He
was wondering what had awakened him.

“You awake, Lowther ?” he called out
softly.

No reply.

“You awake, Manners?”

A slight snore.

Tom Merry gave another look round
the shadowy dormitory. Something had
awakened him, he knew that; and the
thought came into his mind that it
might mean a raid from the Fourth
Formers. The serenity of slumber in the
junior dormitories was sometimes dis-
turbed in that manner.

Tom Merry shivered a little as he
gazed into the gloom—not only with
cold. There had been talk in the Junior
Common-room that evening of the
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after the unknown figure.
ome on, you fellows!?”

he shouted.

ghost that was said to haunt the ancient
buildings of St. Jim’s, and it came back
into Tom Mevry’s mind now. Of course,
he did not believe in ghosts, but, in the
shadowy dormitory. .at this hour of
midnight, somchow the thing seemned
different. And he knew that he had
heard something.

“M-my hat!” muttered Tom Merry
suddenly.

A pale, phosphorescent light gleamed
in the darkness of the dormitory.

Tom Merry stared at it, transfixed.

Dimly, in the pale, ghostly glimmer,
he made out a dark form, envecloped in
a robe, such as the monks of old had
worn when St. Jim’s was a nionastic
establishment.

Tom Merry made out the face—dim
and pale, with wildly staring eyes.

For some moments the junior gazed at
the awesome figure, spellbound.

Tom Merry was no coward, but the
horrible-looking apparition, starting out

of the darkness so suddenly, almost
froze the blood in his veins for the
moment,.

The right hand of ‘the figure was
raised, pointing at him with a solemn
gesture. Tom shrank back a little,
fearful of the contact of an icy finger.
His eyes were almost starting from his
head.

His hands grasped at the heavy robe and clutched it tight.
“Pve got him!”

hi

From the mysterious figure came a
low, thrilling voice.

“Tremble I

But Tom Merry did not tremble.
gave a sudden gasp of relief.

For the voice that proceeded from
the ghostly figure was accompanied by
something  that was certainly not
ghostly ; nothing more or less than a
scent of onions! It was impossible, of
course, to suppose that a ghost had
been eating onions—but Tom Merry
remembered that Levison of the Fourth
had been frying onions for his supper
in his study. The whole passage had
known, in fact; the knowledge had been
unavoidable.

Tom Merry clenched his hands.

He knew now that it was not the
ghost of St. Jim’s that stood before
him, but a junior playing a foolish and
dangerous trick—a trick that might
have had serious consequences if played
upon a person with weak nerves.

Tom Merry did not move; but he
groped softly behind him for his pillow.

His grasp tightened upon it; and
then, with a sudden bound, he leaped
from the bed straight at the awesome
figure, smiting.

Biff, biff, biff |

“Yarooh I ”roared the ghost.
crumbs! Ow!

It was the voice of Levison of the
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TOM MERRY & CO. FIND THEMSELVES IN THE THICK OF MYSTERY ANU THRILLS
WHEN THEY SET OUT TG LAY THE GHOST!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

LU THEEEHTHT T U

Fourth. The practical joker was
tangled in the monkish robes, and he
could not escape. He rolled on the
floor, and the pillow descended upon
him again and again in mighty swipes.

Biff, biff, biff !

The whole dormitory was awake now.
Levison’s wild yells could be heard far
and wide. Fellows started up in the
beds on all sides, and there was a babel
of voices.

“What’s the matter?”

“Who is it ?”

“What the dickens—"

“Great Scott !”

Monty Lowther jumped out of bed
and struck a match.

Kangaroo followed his example.

The light of the matches gleamed
upon an unhappy practical joker rolling
on the floor, tangled in a dark robe,
and yelling under the mighty swipes of
the pillow.

“It’s all right!” panted Tom Merry.
“It’s the ghest—and I'm laying it !”

“Oh crumbs !”

“Nothing like good swipes with a
pillow to lay a ghost!” said Tom, be-
labouring the yelling and wriggling
Fourth Former vuth all the strength of
his arms.

“Ow! Help!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Who is it ?”

“The ghost, I tell you! He told me
to tremble, and he breathed fried
onions over me. I'm not trembling,
though———I’m Iathexmg him instead.”

“Ha ha, ha!

Ow, ow, ow! Help! I'm Levison!
Leave off |”
“Rats! You're not Levxson—you re a

ghost, and I'm going to lay you!” said
Tom Merry.

And the plllow descended again.

“Yarooh !”

“Good egg ! chuckled Kangaroo. “If
a fellow plays ghost he must expect to
be laid. But yow'll lay him out for good
if you keep on much longer.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Help! Yaroooh! You know I'm
not a ghost, you beast! I'm Levison of
the Fourth! Ow—yah—oh!”

Swipe, swipe, swipe !

“I say, yow ll have the prefects here if
you keep on,” grinned Lowther. “The
silly ass is makmg enough row to wake
the House.”

“I just heard a door open,”
Bernard Glyn.

Levison wriggled out of the robe at
last, and picked himself up and fled.
Tom Merry rushed after him, still
swiping with the pillow, and a final
swipe sent Levison whizzing through the
open door, and he bumped in the pas-
sage outside.

He picked himself up and ran, and
Tom Merry turned back into the dor-
mitory.

“I dont think that cad will play
ghost again in a hurry,” he said breath-
lessly.

No!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“He’s left his rig behind him!”
grinned Kangaroo. “That’s the monk’s
robe out of the school museum—he must
have boned it. And look at that!”

It was a cardboard mask, with glass
eyes, and rubbed with phosphorus,
which Levison had evidently worn over
his face when he came into the dormi-
tory. The pillow had swiped it off.

said

“Cave!” exclaimed Manners.

Thexe was a gleam of light in the

ssage and a sound of footsteps.

The juniors dived back into bed at
once, and assumed an innocent appear-
ance of sleep. They knew it was Knox
of the Sixth who was coming—they
could already hear him grumbling to
himself as he came. And Knox, the
bully of the Sixth, was the most un-
popular prefect in the School House—
with a special “down ” on Tom Merry
& Co.

Knox strode into the doorway, and
held up an electric lamp, and glared
into the dormitory. His face was dark
and frowning. The noise in the Shell
dormitory had awakened him. It was
Knox’s turn to look after the Shell that
week, aud he had come. He had
bl'ought a cane with him, with the firm
intention of indemnifying himself for
his trouble by making things warm for
juniors.

He snorted as he saw the row of quict
faces, with closed eyes, on the white
pillows. The Shell fellows seemed to be
s]cepmg the sleep of the just.

“Don’t pletend to be asleep, you
voung sweeps,” said nox angrily.
“Who’s been making that fearful row ?”

No_reply—only a sound of steady
br eathmg—\ aried by a slight snore from
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Who is behind the ghost that
haunts St. Jim’s?  Suspicion
falls upon Ernest Levison when
he is caught playing ghost. But
can the cad of the Fourth be
guilty of brutal violence and
attempted robbery ?
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Monty Lowther. Knox strode in growl-
ing. He caught his feet in the monkish-
robe on the floor, and stumbled. Tom
Merry had kicked the cardboard mask
under the bed, but there was no time to
conceal the robe.

“Who brought this here?” roared
Knox as he nearly fell.

Silence !

“You young rotters! You think I

believe you’re asleep?” howled the pre-
fect. “Merry, I suppose you're at the
bottom of this! Do you hear me?”

Apparently Tom Merry did not hear,
for he breathed on gently, his eyes
closed.

Knox glared, and raised the cane in
his right hand, and brought it down
with a sounding thwack across the
shoulders of the captain of the Shell.

“Yaroooh! Oh crumbs! Yah!”

Tom Merry woke up then!

CHAPTER 2.
A Blow in the Dark !

“ H, you’re awake now, are you?”
gunned Knox.
Tom Merry sat up in bed

and glared at the prefect.

“You rotter !”” he roared. “Ow!
beastly bully 1 .

Knox chuckled.

“I want to know what the row was
about here,” he said. “What’s this rag
on the floor? That’s been taken from
the school museum. Has one of you
young rascals been playing ghost—
what?”

“No, hang you!”

“Then what was the row ?”

You

“ A silly ass came here p’n\mv ghost,
and I 5\\1ped hllll with my pillow,” said

Tom Merry, “and if you touc‘\ me w1th
that cane again, Knox, I’ll swipe you.”

“Who was it?”

“TFind out!”

That was not a very respectful reply
to make to a pxefect of the Sixth, but
Tom Merry’s shoulders were smarting
with the lash of the cane, and he was
reclless.

Knox scowled, and the cane rose in
the air again.

“Do you want some more?” he de-
manded.

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed dan-
gerously.

“Keep that cane. away,” he said.

“You'll be sorry for it if you touch me
again!”

He grasped his pillow, and Monty
Lowther and Manners and Kangarco
did_the same. Glyn and Dane followed
their example. The juniors were quite
ready to turn out and pile on the bully
of the Sixth, at a word from Tom
Merry, and risk the consequences. Knox
realised it, and he lowered the cane
again. Any punishment administered
to the Shell fellows afterwards would
not compensate him for being ragged
and run out of the dormitory by a
crowd of angry fellows.

“You’ll take a hundred lines for im-
pertinence,” said Knox. “I’'ll take this
robe away with me to be returned to the
museum, and report the matter to your
Form-master. And if there’s any more
row in this dormitory, I'll send M.
Linton up to see you.” And Knox re:
tired.

“Levison ought to be ragged bald-
headed for playing such a rotten trick,”
said Monty Lowther when the prefect’s
footsteps had died away. “A chap with
weak nerves might have been frightened
into a fit. I think Levison ought tc
have a lesson.”

“Well, I swiped him pretty well,”
said Tom Merry.

“ Hallo, who is that getting up?”
called out Glyn.

“I am,” said Lowther cheerfully.

“What for?”

“I’'m going to see Levison.”

“You'll run into Knox.”

“Oh, blow Knox! One good turn
deserves another, and I'm going to ses
how Levison likes being woke up by a
ghost,” said Lowther.

And he chuckled and quitted the
dormitory.

It was pitch-dark in the passage out-
side,

Knox had gone back to his room, and.

his light was out; and the School House
was plunged into darkness and silence.

Lowther made his way cautiously
along on tiptoe in the direction of the
Fourth Form dormitory.

Suddenly he paused.

He was close to the head of the stairs,
when from the darkness and silence
below he heard a faint sound.

Lowther drew a quick, deep breath,
and stopped, peering down into the
darkness of the great staircase.

“Levison !I” muttered Lowther. “He
hasn’t gone back to bed, the rotter!
He’s going to play some more tricks, [
suppose. I'll give him tricks!”

Making no sound in his socks, Low-
ther crept down the stairs, feeling his
way in the darkness along the banisters.

He could see nothing in the blackness,
but he knew that he was near the un-
seen person who had moved in the
darkness.
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A low sound of breathing came to his
ears, and he held his own breath.

He had reached the first landing, and
he was close to the unseen lurker in the
dark. But the sound of breathing sud-
denly stopped, and Lowther groped in
vain for the fellow he knew was there.

“Levison, you rotter !” he muttered.
“I know jyou're there. Where are
you 2’

There was no reply.

Lowther groped round in vain, But
suddenly his hand came into contact
with a form; and he made a grasp at it.

“T’ve got you!”

There was a quick gasp, and the form
eluded him.

Lowther sprang after it, and collided
with the wall, and staggered back with
a cry.

“You rotter I” he howled.
I get a light!”

He fumbled in his pockets for a
matchbox.

Scratch !

He heard a sharp, hissing breath, and
even as the match scratched, a fist
lashed out of the darkness, and caught
him full between the eyes.

The lighted match dropped 'to the
floor, and the matchbox followed it, and
Lowther staggered back.

Crash !

Before the. dazed junior could think
of guarding himself, a fearful blow
caught him on the forehead, and he fell
like a log.

One gasp of pain escaped him, and he
rolléd helplessly on the landing, and lay
there—stunned !

There was a faint sound of retreat-
ing footsteps, but Lowther did not hear

“Wait till

it.
Silence followed.

CHAPTER 3.
A Startling Discovery !

OOM !
It was the stroke of one from
the clock-tower of St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry started out of a
doze he had fallen into.

He had intended to remain awake
till Lowther came back; but Lowther
did not come, and Tom had dozed off.

But he was only half-asleep, and the
boom of the hour of one made him
wide-awake again. He sat up quickly
in bed.

“Lowther !”

There was no reply.

“You fellows awake?
come back 1”

“Hallo!” murmured Manners
sleepily. “What’s that?”’

“Has Monty come back ?”?

“Haven’t heard him!”

“He’s been gone more than half an
hour,” said Tom Merry uneasily.

He turned out of bed and groped for
Lowther’s bed in the darkness. It was
empty. Tom uttered a startled exclama.
tion.

“He’s not here!”

“Where on earth can he be?” said
AManners, wide awake now. “He can't
have stayed all this time in the Fourth
Form dorm!”

“Perhaps they’ve caught him and
kept him there,”” suggested Kangaroo.

“T’m going to see,” said Tom Merry,
slipping on his clothes hurriedly in the
dark. “He may have tumbled down-
staits, for all we know. I wish he
hadn’t gone!”
© “I’'m  coming,
quietly.

“They. may be ragging him in the
Fourth Form dorm,” said Kangaroo.
“IN come along.”
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Has Lowther

too,” said Manners

The three juniors dressed quickly, and

left the dormitory, and hurried down
the gloomy passage.

The Fourth Form dormitory was
silent when they reached it. There was
evidently no ragging going on there.
Tom Merry opened the door and looked
in. All was dark within.

“He’s not here!” muttered Kan-

garoo.
“I’1l ask Blake if he’s been here.”

Tom Merry struck a match, the light
flickered in the Fourth Form dormitory,
and Manners shook Jack Blake by the
shoulder.

Blake sat up and blinked at the three
Shell fellows in sleepy astonishment.

“Hallo, what on earth’s the matter?”
he demanded.

‘“Where’s Lowther ?”

“Lowther! Isn’t he in bed?”

“No. He came here half an hour

ago.”
“That he jolly well didn’t!” said
Blake promptly. “I should have hecard
him if he came here. What on carth
makes you think he came here?”

““Are you sure he didn’t?”

“Of course I am !”

Tom Merry set his lips. It was pretty
clear thdt something had happened to
Monty Lowther now. The match went
out.

“Bai Jove!” said a voice from the
darkness, the voice of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, the swell of the School House,
“What are you Shell fellows doin’
here? Is it a wag, you wottahs?”

“Lowther left the dorm half an hour
ago to come here, and he hasn’t come
back,” said Tom.

“Bai Jove I”

“Something must have happened to

him,” said Manners.
Blake scrambled out ~of bed, and
found a candle-end and lighted it. The

faces of the Shell fellows were pale in
the flickering light. Most of the Fourth
Formers were awake now, and sitting
up, in bed, with wondering and in-
quiring looks.

Levison was awake with the rest. His
eyes gleamed spitefully at 'Tom Merry.
He was still aching from the licking he
had received in the Shell dormitory.
Tom Merry turned to him.

“Do you know where Lowther is?” he
demanded.

“No, 1 don’t!”
‘““And 1. don’t care !”

“Has he been here?”

“Not that I know of.”

“You haven’t seen him?”

“No, I haven’t!”

“How should Levison know anything
about him?” asked Herries of *the
Fourth.

“Levison came to our dorm playing
ghost,” Tom Merry explained. “1
swiped him with my pillow, and Knox
heard the row and came up. Then
Lowther left the dorm to come here to
give Levison a turn.” 2

“Oh, did he?” sneered Levison.
“Well, he hasn’t been here. I dare say
the silly ass has fallen downstairs.

snarled Levison.

‘Serve him right if he has.”

“I say, this is jolly serious!” said
Blake.  “If Lowther’s fallen down-
stairs he must have burt himself, or
he’d have come back, or called out, any-
way. We'd better look for him.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy.

“We're going to look for him,” said
Tom Merry.

“We’ll come with you. I've got a
torch here. We shall have to risk being
spotted.”

“Right-ho 1

Blake, Herries; Digby, and D’Arcy
hurriedly. pulled on _their trousers.
There was a buzz of voices from bed to
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bed. Only Levison looked quite in-
different, cvidently not caring in_the
least what might have happened to
Monty Lowther.

The anxious juniors quitted the
dormitory, the electric torch in Blake’s
hand cutting through the darkness.
They procceded the whole length of the
dormitory passage, but therc was no
sign of Monty Lowther there. They
stopped at the head of the stairs, and
the light of the torch gleamed down.
There was no sound from below.

“He can’t have gone downstairs,2
said Tom Merry in a low voice,
“unless—"

“Unless ke fell ?” muttered Manners.
“Let’s look 1”

*‘Hark !” exclaimed Blake.

From the darkness of the stairs came
a low sound. It was a faint groan.

Tom Merry dashed down the stairs,
Blake hurrying after him with the
torch. On the lower landing Tom
Merry spotted a still form, stretched
there in the darkness. IHe uttered a

cry.
*I’ve found him 1?
“Bai Jove |”
Blake flashed the
motionless form.
Monty Lowther lay  before them.
There was a black bruise and a streak
of red on his forehead. He was still
partly unconscious; but he groaned
again as the juniors gathered round
with scared faces and stared down at

light upon the

him, Tom Merry knelt by his side.
“Monty, old man!” he whispered
huskily.

Lowther’s eyes opened wildly.

“The coward! He hit me in the
dark 1” he muttered. “Oh, my head!
He must have had a stick or some-
thing 1”

Tom Merry’s face set sternly.

“Who did it, Monty ?”

‘‘Levison.”

Lowther muttered the name, and then
his eyes closed again. He was un-
conscious once more.

“Let’s get him to the dorm,” said
Tom Merry. “We can deal with
Levison afterwards.”

“QOh, the awful wottah!” muttered
D’Arcy.

“The wvillain” said Blake between
his teeth.

“That bruise couldn’t have been made
with a fist,” said Kangaroo.

‘““Help me,” said Tom Merry.

They raised the unconscious Shell
fellow in their arms and carried him
up the stairs and along the passage to
the Shell dormitory.

There was a buzz of amazed voices as
they came in.

“What’s happened to Lowther?”

“Is he hurt?”

“Great Scott I

Monty Lowther was laid on his bed,
and Tom Merry, his face white and set,
bathed his forehead in cold water.
Lowther’s eyes opencd again. He put
his hand up to his head and groaned.

“I say, we’d better call somebody,”
said Blake uneasily. “Lowther’s had a
rotten, nasty knock. A doctor ought to
see him.”

Lowther made a gesture of dissent.

““No, mum’s the word,” he muttered,

“But youre hurt, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“J shall be all right soon.
a bruise.”

“Levison ought to be sacked from the
school 1” said Blake wrathfully. “I sup-
pose you’re sure it was Levison ?” )

“Who else could it have been?” said
Lowther. “I didn’t see him in the dark,
of course. But it must have been
Levison. I had gone down after him,

It’s only
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you see. I heard him on the stairs
when I was going to your dorm.”

“We’ll make him smart for this!”
said Blake between his teeth. “But I
think this matter ought to be reported.
'_.[t:he EIousemasber ought to deal with
T

“Cave 12

Knox strode into the dormitory. Mr.
Linton, the master of the Shell, followed
him in, his face dark and frowning. It
was too late to extinguish the light.
The juniors were fairly caught.

“There has been a disturbance here
to-night already, sir,” said Knox. ~ “1
think you had better deal with them.”

“Quite so, Knox,” said the Form-
master. “Now, what—" The words
died on Mr. Linton’s lips as he caught
sight of Monty Lowther’s white face
and the black bruise on_his forehead,
and the smear of blood where Tom

Merry had been bathing his face.
“Good heavens, Lowther, who did
this? What does this mean?”
CHAPTER 4.
Mr. Linton Makes Inquiries !
R.  LINTON came quickly

towards Lewther’s bed.
“What does this mean?” he
asked. “How did Lowther
receive this injury?”

“My hat!” muttered Knox, as
astonished as the Form-master. “This
is pretty thick.”

“I got a
Lowther.

“You have been struck a heavy and
brutal blow, Lowther,” said Mr.
Linton. “Who did this?”

“It—it was done in the dark, sir.”

“In this dormitory ?”

“N-no, sir.”

“Then what were you doing out of
the dormitory in the middle of the
night ?”

There was no help for it. Tom
Merry explained. Mr. Linton listened
with a grave and stern brow.

“Then you were going to the Fourth
Form dormitory to see Levison when
this happened, Lowther?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

knock, sir,” faltered

“Was it Levison who struck you
down ?” 5

“I—I couldn’t see him in the dark,
.'il'.”

“I will see Levison at once. You

Shell boys may go to bed. The Fourth
Form boys will follow me.”
Mr. Linton strode from.the dormitory,
his  dressing-gown  rustling. he
Fourth Formers followed him in
silence. There was a troublesome time
ahead for the cad of the Fourth, and
they knew it, but they were not sorry
tor Levison.

Mr. Linton rustled into the Fourth
Form dormitory and turned on the
electric light. All the fellows there
were awake.

“Levison !” said the master of the
Shell sternly.

Levison looked at him.

“You played ghost in the Shell

dormitory to-night?”

“I suppose they’ve sSneaked about
me,” said Levison bitterly. “Yes, I
did.”

“And when Lowther fol'owed you
here you struck him down on the
stairs?”

Levison looked astonished. If he
was not really surprised his acting was
very clever.

“I, sir? Certainly not! I didn’t
know Lowther had followed me.”

Mr. Linton looked at him hard.

. “Where did you go when. you lett the
Shell dormitory, Levison?”

“1 came back here, sir.”

“You did not meet Lowther on the
lower landing?”

“I did not go downstairs at all.”

“\V?; anyone awake here when you
came in?” .

“I don’t think so, sir.
very quietly.”

Mr. Liaton looked round at the
startled faces of the Fourth Foriers.

“Did any boy here hear Levison
when he came in?” he asked.

“I ’eard ’im, sir,” said Harry Ham-
mond, the Cockney junior of St.
Jim’s.

“Very good! When was it?”

“Just arter the row, sir,” said Ham-
mond. “I ’eard that, too—a 1ow in
the Shell dormitory. I 'eard Levison
come back just arter.”

“That proves what I say, sir,”

I came in

said

5

“He
mond.
“Was any other boy here awake?”

There was no reply.

“Someone,” said Mr. Linton sternly,
“met Lowther on'the lower landing and
struck him a brutal blow. The sus-
picion is against you, Levison.”

“I—I didn’t do it, sir! I didn't
know Lowther had left his dormitory,”
stammered- Levison.  “How could I
know ? Perhaps he fell in the dark and
knocked his head, and thought some-
body hit him.”

“Nonsense I” said Mr. Linton sharply.
“However, I shall investigate. You
boys may go to bed now—and mind
there is no further disturbance to-
night.”

Blake & Co. turned in.

Mzr. Linton put out the light and left
the dormitory, followed by Knox. They

might, sir,” admitted Ham-

i
i

The lighted match dropped from Lowther’s hand as he staggered back from

a blow full between the eyes.

Before the dazed |juniorjcould guard himself,

the mysterious figure brought the stick crashing down on his forehead, and
Lowther fell like a log. .

Levison, with a breath of relief. “Ham-
mond heard me come in, you see.”

“You are quite sure, Hammond?”
asked Mr. Linton, with a quick look
at the Cockney schoolboy. “You are
not_saying this to shield Levison?”

Hammond grinned. He was on the
worst possible terms with Levison, and
all the Form knew it.

“No, sir; Levison ain’'t no friend of
mine.”

“Did you leave the dorwmitory again,
Levison 7

“Did you remain awake, Ham-
mond 7 X
“No, sir; I droppel to sleep just
5

arter. I ’eard Levison -come. back.”
“Then he might have left the dormi-
tory again without your knowing it?”

descended to the next floor below, and
Mr. Linton opened the door of the
Fifth Form dormitory. All was dark
and silent there.

Cutts of the Fifth woke up as the
light was switched on.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed. “What’s the
row ?” !

“Wake up!” exclaimed Mr. Linton,
and his sharp voice woke up all the
Fifth quickly enough. “I want to know
if any boy here has been outside this
dormitory since lights out ?”

“Not that I know of,
Cutts.

And the rest of the Fifth said the
sawme.

Mr. Linton looked sharply round the
dormitory, in search of some sign of a
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sir,” said
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fellow having been out of bed, but
there was nothing unusual to be seen.
“Very well,” he sai “Y am sorry
to have disturbed you. Good- night 1”
He turned out the light and left the
dormitory with Knox, without any ex-
planation of his surprising nocturnal
visit. The Form-master and the prefect
visited each of the dormitories in the
School House in turn. But there was
nothing to be discovered. So far as
could be ascertained, no member of the
Third or the Second had been out of

“It must have been Levison!” Mr,
Linton exclaimed, when his round of
visits was over. “However, we shall
see. The matter will be investigated by
the Housemaster to-morrow. There is
nothing to do but to return to bed now.”

“Very well, sir,” said Knox.
And the prefect and the master
parted.

In the School House dormitories there
was a buzz of excited talk. Most of all
excitement reigned in the Fourth Form
dormitory. There the fellows had little
doubt that it was Levison who had been
on the landing when Lowther received
thafi cowardly blow from an unseen

“It was Levison, of course! 1 said
Blake. “He left.the dorm again after
Hammond heard him return, and laid
for Lowther in the dark.”

“How could I,- when I didn’t know
Lowther had come out of bed at all, you
fool 7 Levison demanded savagely.

“Well, if you didn’t do it intirely, who
did ?” Reilly wanted to know.

“How should I know? Some other
chap was out of hls dorm, and he hit
Lowther, I suppose.”

“Even if another chap was out of his
dorm, and ran into Lowther in the dark,
there was no reason why he should hit
him like that,” said Blake.

“ Wathah not 1”

“Well, I didn’t do it, and I don’t
know \vho did 1”

“Rat

« Rob"’
“You can tell that yarn to Mr. Railton
in the morning!” said Blake savagely.
“You'll get the boot over this, and
serve you jolly \vell right 1”
“Yaas, wathah !*

Levison growled, and settled himself
down to sleep. The talk in the dormi-
tory died away, and the juniors slum-
bered. But in the Shell dormitory
Monty Lowther did not sleep. His head
was aching terribly, and slumber refused
to visit his eyes. When the pale winter
dawn glilmmered in at the windows
Lowther was still awake, and he was
very white and haggard.

CHAPTER 5.
Condemped on Suspieion !

HAT morning there was great
exmtement in the School House
at St. Jim’s.

The story of what had hap-
pened in the night was all over the
House, and soon all over the school.

New House fellows came over in a
crowd to sce Lowther, and to ask about
what had happened.

And among all the fellows there was
only one opinion—Levison had done it.

No one else could be supposed to have
a motive for striking down Lowther in
that savage way. Levison had fled from
the Shell dormitory in a fury. after the
licking he had received there—Lowther
had run into him in the dark—and
Levison had struck him down. The
fellows had no doubt about it.
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Mpr. Linton had reported the matter
to Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the
School House, and after breakfast all
the fellows concerned were called into
the Housemaster’s study and questioned.

Levison asserted his innocence, but the
keen cyes of the Housemaster rested
upon him very doubtfully.

There was only one point in Levison’s
favour, and that was the evidence of
Hammond that he had come back to bed
directly after the row in the Shell
dormitory.

That one point in Levison’s favour
told very strongly. It made it clear that
if he were the fellow who had attacked
Lowther, he must have left the Fourth
Form dormitory a second time for the
purpose. And how did he know that
Lowther was out of bed at all?

But for Hammond’s evidence, Levison
would have been condemned out of
hand, and \Il Railton told him so.

“As Jt is,” said the Housemaster
sternly, “I must give you the benefit of
of the doubt, so far, Levison. Ham-
mond appears to be certain of the time
you returned to bed.”

“Quite certain, sir,” said Hammond.

“The matter, therefore, must remain
in abeyance while further investigations
are made,” said Mr. Railton.

So the matter ended for the time—
that is, it ended so far as the House-
master was concerned. But the juniors
had quite made up their minds about it.

Mr. Railton, quite aware of the state
of their feelings, and of the probable
outcome, had strictly forbidden any
raggings of the cad of the Fourth, and
for that reason alone Levison was not
touched.

But the juniors made their opinion of
him quite plain.

e was avoided
stricken.

Even Mellish, his chum, avoided him.

Not a word was said to him by any
fellows in the House, and Levison found
himself sent to Coventry by common
consent.

It was in vain that he furiously pro-
tested his innocence.

No one believed him, and no one
would listen to him or answer his
frantic asseverations.

He was cut by the House.

Curiously enough, the one person in
the School House who did not feel quite
sure of Levison’s guilt was the Cockney
schoolboy, whom the cad of the Fourth
had injured beyond forgiveness.

In the Form-room that morning
Levison received dark looks on all sides,
and the fellows left a clear space on
either side of him. Mr. Lathom, the
master of the Fourth, looked at him in
a peculiar way. and was very dry in
his manner when he addressed him,
Little Mr. Lathom shared the common
opinion, and he was shocked beyond
words at what had happened.

When the Fourth ¢ame out after morn-
ing lessons, Levison came up to
Hammond He was looking very pale
and troubled. More than once Levison
had found owi that the way of the trans-
gressor was hard. He realised it more
than ever now. If he had been a boy
of an honourable character his word
might have been taken. But no one who
knew him would have taken his word for
a momerm

“I say, Hammond—" he began.

‘”Al]o 1 said Hammond shortly.

“It was jolly good of you to speak up
for me as you did,” said Levison awk-
wardly  “T don’t know why you did
it.’

like one plague-

“1 spoke up ’cause wot I said was
true,” said Hammond.
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“Yes, ves, of course; but—but are
you sure you went to sleep again after
I'd come back to bed 27

Hammond stared at him.

“’Course I'm sure !” he said.

“If you hadn’t gone to sleep you’d be
able to bear witness that I never left
the dorm a"a.m after coming back,”
Levison hmted “Look here, Hammond

I stayed in bed, honour bright. 1 don’t
know who hit Lowther. Couldn't
you——>

He paused.
Hammnnd s eyes glittered.
“Couldn’t I what?” he demanded.

“Couldn’t you remember that—that
you didn’t quite go to sleep——"

“Couldn’t I tell bloomin’ lies for you,
vou mean ?” broke out Hammond. “No,
I couldn’t, Levison. And I think you
did it, too! Go and eat coke!”

And Hammond swung away.

“Pway don’t speak to that wottah,
deah boy !” said Althur Augustus, join-
ing Hammond. “The whole House has
decided to leave the beast severely alone,
Come on; we've got time before dinnah
to twot down to Mr. Wiggs’ about your
new suit.”

“Right-ho !I”
quy
bill.”

And the two juniors went up to
Hammond’s study. Hammond shared
Study No_ 5 in the Fourth Form pas-
sage with Bates and Smith minor. Bates
and Smith minor had not liked the
Cockney schoolboy when he first came to
St. Jim’s, but they had got used to him
now. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s friend-
ship had done much for Hammond, for
the swell of 8t. Jim’s would never for-
get how the Cockney had once saved his
cousin, Ethel Cleveland, from drowning.

mith minor and Bates were ‘both in
the study, writing lines, when Arthur
Augustus and his Cockney chum came
in.  Hammond crossed to his desk in the
corner, a handsome mahogany desk,
which was much envied by some of the
fellows. The Cockney schoolboy,
though he dropped his h’s with unfail-
ing persistence, and spoke with a Cock-
ney twang that horrified some of the St.
Jim’s fellows, had all the advantages
that unlimited pocket- money could pus-
chase. =~ He frequently had a sum of
money in his possession that made even
rich ~fellows open their eyes—his
“whack,” as he described it, in the
profits of his father’s business—
Hammond’s High-Class Hats.

Hammond took a key from his watch-
chain and slid it into the keyhole of a
drawer inside the desk, and then uttered
an exclamation.

said Hammond cheer-
“I’ll get the tin to pay his little

“’Allo! Wot’s the matter ’ere 7”
“What’s up, deah boy?” asked
D’Arcy.

“Somethmgs wrong with the lock;
the key won’t go in.

Hammond bent over the desk with a
puzzled look. Then he glanced round
at Smith minor and Bates.

“You blokes been playm a gime with
tlns cre desk ?” he asked.

“Oh, blow your desk!” said Smith
minor, who was busy with lines.

“Well. somébody’s been bustin’ the
lock some’ow.’ said Hammond indig-
nantly. “I don’t like tricks bein’

played on my desk. I've got my money
in that there drawer, and now I can’t git
at it.” R

“Pway let me twy, deah boy!” said
Arthur Augustus,

“’Fre you are 1”

Hammond handed him the key, and
D’Arcy emayed to insert it in the lock
of the mongy-drawer. But it would not
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go in. The keyhole was jammed. The |

swell of St. Jim’s shook his head.

“One of Levison’s wotten twicks, per-
haps,” he said. Somebody has been
forcin’ somethin’ into the keyhole, deah
boy. You will have to get a locksmith
to open it.”

“Then I shan’t be able to pay Mr.
Wiggs I” growled Hammond.

*“Nevah mind; I can lend you four-
pounds-ten. Come along !”

“Orl right.”

And D’Arcy and Hammond left the
study, leaving the money drawer stiil
unopened

CHAPTER 6.
A Precious Pair !

UTTS of the Fifth was lounging
in the doorway of the .School
House when Hammond and
D’Arcy came back from their

walk to Rylcombe. Arthur Augustus
was looking a little flustered. There
was deep snow in the fields along the
lane, and the two juniors had fallen in
with some Grammar School fellows,
with the result that D’Arcy’s beautiful
silk topper had been made a target of.
Arthur Augustus hurried up to Study
No. 6 to brush his topper, and
Hammond lingercd in the Hall, whist-
ling. Cutts gave them a friendly nod.

Hammond stared at him coolly.

He did not like Gerald Cutts, and
he made no secret of it. He had been
very much taken with the dandy of the
T'ifth when he first came to St. Jim’s,
but he had soon learned too much about
Cutts to like him.

“I’ve been looking for you, Ham-
mond,” said the Fifth Former genially.

“’Ave you?’ said Hammond.

“I want a little jaw with you about
something that will interest you, Will
you drop into my study after dinner?’

“Thanks, nol” .

“I can put you on to something
good,” said Cutts, with an effort to
keep good tempered. X

“A dead cert for the Welsher Handi-
cap?’ grinned Hammond. “Or a dead

sure snip for ‘the Mug Catchers’
Plate ?”

“Nothing of the kind.”

“Well, ain’t  comin’,”  said

Hammond. “Thank you, all the sime.”

“You can bring D’Arcy with you if
you like,” said Cutts.

< is it' somethin’ you wouldn’t
mind ‘im knowin’ ?”

“Yes, certainly. Now,
chap, and come.”

Hammond hesitated a moment, and
then nodded.

“Orl right! But I'm goin’ to bring
D’Arcy. ‘That’s understood.”

“All serene!” said Cutts,
nodded and strode away.

hen the juniors came out of the

School House dining-room, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was making for the
quadrangle, when Hammond stopped
him.

“I want you to come with me,” he
said.

“Wight-ho! Where, deah boy?”

“Cutts’ study.”

be a good

and he

Arthur  Augustus’ aristocratic  face
became grave at once. He jammed his
famous monocle into his eye, and

regarded Hammond severely.

“Weally, Hammond, I am wathah
surpwised at you. You know that
wottah Cutts isn’t the wight kind of
person to mcet 1”

“Yes, I knowed that; but he wants
us to come for somethin’. All serene
if you come with me, you know,” said
Hammond.
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“Yaas, I suppose I shall be able
to look aftah you all wight,” said
D’Arcy innocently. D’Arcy had a
fatherly way of looking after his chums.
“But Cutts isn’t wecally a wespect-
able chap, you know. He smokes and
gambles, and he is suspected of
dwinkin’. Howevah, if you've said
you'll go, we’ll go, deah boy.”

And they went.

Cutts and Prye of the Fifth were in
the study when they arrived there.
Cutts was looking as debonair as ever,
but Prye had a pale and harassed face.
Prye was Cutts’ companion in most of
his shady adventures, but he did not
have the same luck as Cutts.

Cutts’ luck was phenomenal. He very
seldom came a cropper, and when he
did, "he had a wonderful gift for
wriggling out of a scrape, generally at
the expense of somebody else. Cutts’
people were rich, and he could afford
to go the pace, as he called it; but with
Prye it was different. Pryec did not
have a large allowance, and he found
it very difficult to keep up to the pace
set by his chum.

Like most foolish fellows who take to
gambling, he was always hoping for a
stroke of luck that would set him fairly
on his feet, but that stroke of luck
never seemed to come. Every fresh
plunge, ‘instead, seemed to land him
deeper in difficulties.

Prye’s look was quite enough to show
fellows. who knew him that the gee-
gees had been more unreliable than
ever of late.

“Come in, you chaps!” said Cutts
agreeably; and the chaps came in.

Cutts could be very agreeable when
he liked, and notice from the dandy of
the Fifth was- very flattering to mere
TFourth Formers. In spite of his pre-
judice against Cuits, Arthur Augustus
felt his severity melt a little.

“Shut the door, Prye,” said Cutts.
“Now, I'm glad you chaps have come.
I can put you on to a good thing, some-
thing you oughtn’t to miss.”

“If ‘it’s anythin’ to do with waces,
we don’t want to have anythin’ to do
with it,” said Arthur Augustus.

“No fear!” said Hammond.

“Races I” said Cutts, raising his eye-
brows in surprise. “Surely you don’t
think I should propose anything of the
kind?”

13 Oh !"

1

“It's -a matter of football,” said
Cutts. “The fact is it’s a little sweep.”

“A little sweep !”

“Yes, that’s it.2

“Bai Jove! Do:you mean a chimney-
sweep?’ asked Arthur Augustus In
astonishment,.

Cutts laughed.

“No; a sweepstake, you know.”

D’Arcy was on his guard at once.

“That’s gamblin’,” he said. -

“Not at all, nothing of the kind. It’s
a sort of lottery, you know,” Cutts
explained. “You simply take tickets,
and——"

“And the winning ticket gets the
prize,” said Prye.

Arthur Augustus sniffed.

“1t’s gamblin’,” he replied.

“Course it is,” said Hammond.

. “You're the only juniors we're letting
into it,” said Cutts, his eyes beginning
to gleam. “You ought to be glad to
get into a Fifth Form sweep !’

“Wats 1”

“Now, look. here—="
persuasively.

“ Wubbish 1

“You cheeky cub!” exclaimed Cutts,
losing his temper at last.

“You _beastly gamblin’
retorted D'Arcy undauntedly.
on, Hammond! I knew it was some-
thin’ of the sort. T wefuse to wemain a
moment longah in the company of that
wank outsidah 1”

“’Ear, ’ear!” said Hammond.

“So you say no?’ said Cutts.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Wot-ho!” said Hammond.

Cutts made an angry step towards
them.

“You checky cads——"

“You wottah!”

“Ive a jolly good mind——-?

“You have a jolly bad mind in my
opinion,” said Arthur Augustus, “and a
jolly bad chawactah, too, you wottah!”

That was too much for Cutts. He
made a spring at the juniors, and Prye,
equally exasperated, followed him up.
D’Arcy and Hammond hit out manfully,
but they were no mutch for the two big
seniors, and there were two sudden and
heavy bumps in the passage, and then
Cutts’ study door slammed.

“Ow! Bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy, as
he sat on the floor. “Ow! Ow!”

“Crikey !” murmured Hammond.

D’Arcy jumped up.

“Come on, deah boy; we’ll wush in
and give them a fearful thwashin’—”
Hammond caught him by the arm.
“We can’t!” he grinned. -“We should
only ‘get chucked out again. Come on,

IYArcy, let’s get out of this!”

And Hammond succeeded in dragging
his indignant chum away.

In Cutts’ study the black sheep of the
Fifth was gritting his teeth. . Prye’s face
was gloomier than ever.

“Well, that’s no go!” said Cutts
savagely. “We might have managed
voung Hammond by himself, but D’ Arcy
was bound to cut up rusty, hang him!”

“But what’s going to be done?” said
Prye. with a black look. “Look here,
Cutts, I'm in awfully decep water!
What’s going to be done?”

Cutts shrugged his shoulders.

“Don’t ask me. I’'m not your banker,
I suppose?”

“You helped to get me into this,” said
Prye gloomily.  “Without you, I don’t
suppose 1 should ever®have betted on
races at all.”

Cutts sneered.

“Put it on me, of course,” he said
“It’s always the same, if a fellow has
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said Cutts

wascal ¥
“Come



8

bad luck. If you’d won, you'd be
chirpy enough.”

“It’s a serious matter, - I owe three
times as much as I could pay, if I could
get time—and I can’t get time. Some-
thing’s got to be done, Cutts, or I shall
get the order of the boot from here!”

“Well, I can’t do anything.”

“Something’s got to be done” re-
peated Prye doggedly. “We're in this
together, Cutts. If it all comes out, and
1 get sacked, you’ll get it in the neck as
well as me 1”

“You mean that you'll give me away
—what?”

“Why shouldn’t I, if you won't help
me ?”

“I can’t help you!” said Cutts
savagely. “I’ve been hit as hard as
you have. I've overrun my allowance,
and borrowed money I can't pay till
next term. As for rounding on me, that
wouldn’t do you any good. I'm as decp
in the mud as you are in the mire. If
you're found out and sacked, and you
accuse me of being in the same boat, do
you think your word would be taken
against mine? You can put that out of
vour head, even if it would do you any
good—which it wouldn’t. Keep a stiff
upper-lip, and things may come round.”

“They won’t come round for me.”

“Well, it’s not my fault,” said Cutts,
with a yawn.

And Prye gave him a bitter look and
quitted the study.

CHAPTER 7.
A Warning for Levison !
“ W 1”

Monty Lowther made that
remark for the fiftieth time
that day, as the Terrible Three

of the Shell sat down to the tea-table in
.their study.

He pressed his hand to the big lump
on his forehead as he spoke lugu-
bricusly. K

A big black bruise showed up under
the dark hair, and it was likely to be a
long time before it disappeared. It had
left Lowther with a bad headache, which
had eased off a little by the evening, but
was far from gone.

Mr. Linton had been very easy with
TLowther in the Form-room that day.
He was excused from work. He was, in
fact, in no state for work. He was feel-
ing, as he expressed it, utterly rotten.

Tom Merry and Manners looked sym-
pathetic.

“It’s beastly I” said Manners. “Levi-
son ought to be sacked. There’s no
two ways about it. He ought to go.”

“Or to be ragged!” said Tom.

“Well, he is getting it in the neck,”
said Lowther glumly. “He’s cut by the
House. That can’t be pleasant for him.”

“He ought to have something with
boiling oil in it!” growled Manners.
“He would have been sacked but for
that ass Hammond.”

“Well, Hammond was bound to say
what he knew. It was really decent of
him to speak up for Levison, considering
the way Levison has treated him.”

“Ye-es. But we know it was Levison
who biffed you, Monty.”

“1 suppose it was.”

“It’s a pity you didn’t seec him,” said
Tom Merry. “If you’d just managed to
get a glimpse of the beast, it would have
been all right.”

“He hit me just as I was striking a
match,” said Lowther.

“Of course; he knew.you’d recognise
kim in the light.”

Lowther nodded thonghtfully.

“Yes. But why should he have
minded if I saw him?” he asked.
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“Why? Well, I—I don’t know,” said
Tom Merry, rather taken aback by the
question.

“ Queer that he should have biffed you
like ~that, veally for nothing,” said
Manners.

“Well, yes, I suppose it was. I don't
see_who else it could have been. Still,

s I didn’t actually see him, I can’t
swear to it. On the whole, I'm glad he
hasn’t been punished for it. I'd rather

‘make quite sure first.”

“Well, feel sure enough,” said

Manners. “But after what Railton
said, we can’t very well rag him.”
. “What he’s getting is rough enough,
if _he’s innocent,” said Tom Merry.
“But he’s only got himself to thank for
it. If he wasn’t such an Ananias, we
could take his word.”

“ That’s so.”

“He won’t play ghost again in a
hurry, anyway,” said Manners. “ Hallo !
What’s that? Come in!”

Jack Blake of the Fourth entered
the study with some excitement in his

-
®

ce.

“What’s the news?” yawned Manncrs.
“Y’ve found something out.”

“About what happened last night?”
the Terrible Three inquired ecagerly.

Blake shook his head.

“No; about what’s going to happen
to-night, I fancy.”

“Well, that sounds a bit mysterious,”
said Tom Merry. *“ Are you setting up
as a giddy prophet 2

“Levison was playing ghost last
night,” said Blake, unheeding. *“He
had the old monk’s robe that’s kept in
the school museum.”

“Yes. Knox took it away from the
dorm; Levison left it behind him.”

“Well, it’s gone again.”

“ What?”?

“T’ve just becn in the museum,” said
Blake quietly. “I wondered whether
Levison might be up to his tricks again,
and I looked for the old robe. It would
be just like him to keep up the game,
you know. Well, I looked in the
cabinet where the robe is kept, and it
isn’t there, Knox put it back this morn-
ing, and it’s gone again.”

2
. . I looked carefully for it, and
it’s gone.”

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

“That means that the cad is up to his
tricks again!” he said.

“Of course it does,” said Blake.
“He’s been looking pretty blue all day
over being sent to Coventry, and I sup-
pose he thinks he’ll give us a scare
to-night to make it even. He must be
a silly ass’to think he can frighten us
now that we know who the ghost is;
but my idea is to nip it in the bud.
I'm fed-up with him, for one! I'm
going to see him and talk to him like
a Dutch uncle! You fellows care to
come along?”

“What-ho 1

“Come on, then!”

The Terrible Three promptly left
their tea-table, and followed Blake
down the passage. The news that
Levison was up to his tricks again,
after the harm he had already done,
had an exasperating effect upon them.
‘They marched into Levison’s study, with
grim looks, prepared to call him to
prompt account. But the cad of the
Fourth was not there. His study-
mates, Lumley-Lumley, Blenkinsop, and
Mellish, were having tea, but there was
no sign of Levison in the study.

‘“Hallo!” said Lumley - Lumley.
“What’s the giddy trouble?”

“We’re looking for Levison,” said
Tom Merry abruptly. #He’s up to his
;r,}g}ks again., Do you know where he
is?
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“We don’t allow him in here, 1
guess I said Lumley. “We agreed to
boot him out whenever he comes here!”

“Good egg! But where is he?”

“I guess you'll find him with Cutts,
I spotted him going to the Fifth Form
passage. He’s very thick with Cutts of
the Fifth.”

“H'm!” said Blake.

“Oh, come on!” said Tom Merry.
“He’s up to his tricks again. We're not
afraid of Cutts.”

“T'll call Dig and Herries, in case
there’s trouble,” said ‘Blake.

And six juniors made their way to
Gerald Cutts’ study in the Fifth Form
passage.

It was not common for juniors to be
on visiting terms with the Fifth, but
Tevison was an exception, Levison per-
formed many little services for Cuits,
such as smuggling cigarettes into the
school and taking messages to places
where Cutts did not care to be scen if
he could help it.

Tom Merry knocked at the door and
opened it. Cutts and Prye were there,
having their tea, and Levison was with
them.

Cutts gave the juniors a dark look.
He was on the worst possible terms with
Tom Merry & Co.

“What do you fags want?” he de-
manded.

“We want Levison.”

“Well, Levison’s having tea with me,
so you can wait! Clear out ”

“We can't wait!” said Tom Merry
quietly. “What we’'ve got to say to
Levison can be said here, and it won't
take long!”

“If you want to be kicked out—"
began Cutts.

*“If you can kick out six of us, you're
welcome to start !” said the captain of
the Shell.

Cutts looked at him as if he would
eat him, but he decided, apparently,
that he was not equal to the task of
ejecting six sturdy juniors by force, for
he did not rise.

“What do you want with me?”
growled Levison. “I want to have
nothing to do with you—hang you!”

“Same here !” said Blake. “But we've
got to have a heart-to-heart talk with
you! You played ghost last night,
dressed up in the old monk’s robe out
of the school museum !”

“That’s an old story I”

“And you’re planning to do the same
to-night I

Levison stared at him.

“What’s put that into your head?’ he
demanded.

“Isn’t it true?”

“No, it isn’t.”

“Then what have you taken the
monk’s robe from the museum for 7

“Rats! I haven’t done anything of
the sort!”

“And that cardboard mask you wore
last night,” said Tom Merry—"1I kicked
it under my bed last night, but I re-
member now, I looked for it to burn
this morning, and it was gone. You've
taken it back!”

“I haven’t seen it since I wore it last
night.”

*One of the maids may have swept
it away,” said Prye.

“Well, that’s possible,” admitted Tom
Merry. “But one of the maids hasn’t
swept the monk’s robe out of the
museum. Levison’s taken that, to play
Lis rotten tricks again !”

“I haven’t!” shouted Levison.

“You'd better say what youw've done
with it, and have it put back,” said
Prye. “In the cires, it’s a fool’s trick
to play, Levison!”

Levison glared at the Fifth Former.

“I tell you I don’t know anything

asked Tom Merry.
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about it!” ‘he exclaimed. “I suppose
somebody has taken it and means to put
it on me.”

, we came to give you a warn-
ing,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘Mr. Railton
has ordered us to let you alone for what
happened last night. But if you begin
again to-night, you'll get such a rag-
ging you'll think that life isn’t worth
Iiving 1

Levison scowled sullenly.

“I've said that I don’t know any-
thing about it, and I don’t!” he said.
“That’s all T've got to say, and you
can put that in your pipe and smoke
it

“There’s the door !” said Cutts.

“Oh, go and eat coke I’ said Blake.

But there was evidently nothing more
to be done, and the juniors quitted the
study.

“It must have been Levison!” said
Blake savagely, as they went down the
passage. “Perhaps he’ll put it back.
now that he knows we know; but I'll
sleep with one eye open to-night, and
if he plays any tricks—"’

“We'll pulverise him !” said Herries.

“And Tll keep an eye open in the
Shell dorm,” said Tom Merry.

And with that the matter dropped.

CHAPTER 8,
A Voice in the Dark!

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY
A was sitting at the study table
in Study No. 5, with a pen i
his hand, and a wise expr

upon his face.

Harry. Hammond was on the other
side of the table.

The two strangely assorted chums
were working together.

Hammond, since he had been at St.
Jim’s, had learned much, and at a
very rapid pace, but he was still far
from being suited to take his place in
the Fourth Form on a level with the
other fellows.

And D’Arcy, in the kindness of his
heart, frequently spent an hour or two

coaching the junior from Bethnal
Green.
But the coaching was interrupted

now. - There was a knock at the door of
the study, and Mr. Keyser, the lock-
smith  from  Rylcombe, prescnted
himself.

Hammond rose to his feet.

“It’s the locksmith to sce my desk,”
he sajd. “Come in, Mr, Keyser! ’'Ere
you are1”

Mr. Keyser came into the study.

Hammond opened. the lid of his desk,
and pointed out the drawer in which
he kept his money.

“Some . bloke has been monkeyin’
with it,” he explained. “I can’t get
thg’ key into it. I want you to open
it.

“Yes, sir,”’ said the locksmith.

He examined the lock carefully, and
then turned a somewhat peculiar look
upon Hammond.

“You keep money in this drawer?”
he asked.

“Yes.
mond,
“Why?

“It is not a safe place, I should
think,” said Mr. Keyser. “Someone
has been trying to force the lock.”

“Oh crikey!” said Hammond.

“Bai Jove!”

“I shall have to remove the lock and
replace it,” said Mr. Keyser. “And
I should recommend you to put your
money in a safe place, Master Ham-
mond. That damage to the lock was
done by someone trying to pick it.”’

'Bout thirty quid,”” said Ham-
‘,sm‘prised by the question.

| WHO TOLD HER THAT ?

““lIsn’t it wonderful how these
garage people know just where to
put a pump to get petrol !'”’

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to P. Rowe, 15, Woodlands Avenue,
Preston, Lancs.

“Quite  sure?” asked Hammond
incredulously.

“I know something about locks, sir.”

“Yes, I suppose so; but it beats me.
Smith minor or Bates wouldn’t want to
touch my spondulics—I know that,”
said Hammond. “’Owever, I'll look
arter it all right.””

Mr. Keyser removed the lock, and
took it away with him, and the two
juniors stared at one another as the
study door closed.

“Bai Jove, that’s queeah!” Arthur
Avgustus remarked.

“Jolly queer !” said Hammond. “’E
must ’ave been mistaken. Nobody in
the ’Ouse -would want t6 git at my
money, I s’pose.”

“Wathah not! I hope not, anyway.
But it looks vewy queeah. You had
bettah lock the money up somewhere
quite safe,”” said D’Arcy uneasily. “It
looks wathah wotten.”

“But there ain’t a thief in this ’ere
study.””

“Someone might have come in fivom
some othah study, deah boy. I suppose
Mr. Keyser knows what he’s talkin’
about. As a mattah _of fact, old man,
vyou have too much money about,” said
Arthur Augustus. “It’s wathah bad
form to have a lot of money.”

Hammond grinned.

“Well, I'll pay you the four-pun-ten
I owe you, and then I shall ’ave less,”
he said. “Wot am I to do with the
rest now? I ain’t got anythin’ else
with a safe key to it, and I don’t want
to carry nearly thirty quid in my
trousers pocket.”

“Tom Mewwy has a safe place where
he keeps the club funds locked up,” said
Arthur Augustus. “Ask him to put it
there till your lock’s mended.”

“Good hegg!”’

Hammond paused a moment uneasily.

“I syel” he said abruptly. ‘ Better
not say anythin’ about wot Mr. Keyser
said. Smith and Bates would be aw-
fully ratty if they ’eard it. They'd
think that they was suspected of mon-
keyin’ with my desk.”

“Wight-ho! A still tongue shows a
‘wise head, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus approvingly. “But let’s take
the money to Tom Mewwy’s study.”

“Orl right!”

Hammond carelessly

crumpled up
four five-pound notes,

and nine one-

9

pound notes in his hand, and left the
study. Levison.came along the passage,
returning from his visit to Cutts of the
Fifth.

He stared curiously at the banknotes
protruding from Hammond’s hand.

“My hat! Where did you get all
that tin from?” he said, in surprise.

“Mind your own business !”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arey. “You
are being cut by the House, and you -
have no wight to speak to us.”’

“Oh, rats!” said Levison.

“Weally, you wottah——""

“Levison went into his study and
slammed the door.

“Bai Jove! I've a jolly good mind
to go aftah him, and give him a feahful
thwashin’ you know,” D’Arcy exclaimed
wrathfully.

“Kim on!” said Hammond. “I want
to get the spondulics put away I’

“Oh, vewy well |”

The two juniors proceeded to Tom
Merry’s study. The Terrible Three
were at  work at their preparation,
Monty Lowther giving an occasiounal
grunt as the bruise on his forehead gave
him a twinge of pain,

“Hallo! ~ Are you giving fivers
away?” asked Tom Merry, laughing, as
Hammond laid the money on the table.

“I want you to lock it up fer me, if
yowll be so kind,” said . Hammond.
“The lock in my desk is out of order,
and I want it kept safe.”

“Count it first, then.”

“There’s twenty-nine quid.”

“TI'll lock it up for you with pleasure,”
said Tom Merry, rising and opening his
desk. “I've got a safe place here for
the club funds. They don’t amount to
as much as that, though. Here you are,
shove it in !”

There was a secret drawer in Tom
Merry’s desk, where he kept the footer
club money. It was not a very deep
sccret, as a matter of fact, and would
not have eluded a careful search.  But
there was a lock on the drawer, and it
was quite safe enough for T'om Merry’s
purpose.

Hammond dropped the money care-
lessly into the drawer, and Tom Merry
locked it up.

“Bafe as houses!” he said cheerfully.

“Thanks "

“Oh, don’t mensh 1”

Arthur Augustus ‘and his Cockney
chum left the study.

“Just time for a spwint wound the

quad before bed-time,” said D’Arcy,
looking at his watch, ¢
“Tm onl”
And they ‘walked out into the quad-
rangle.

There had been a fall of snow that
afternoon, and the quadrangle of St.
Jim’s gleamed white under the murky
sky. The leafless old elms held out snow:
ridged branches like the white arms cf
ghosts.

“Not much chance for footer to-mor-
row,” Hammond remarked.

“Wathah not!”

“All the sime, it's a good whecze to
keep in form. I'll race you round tho
quad and back to the School Ouse,”
said Hammond.

“Done !”

They ran quickly down the snowy
path, their feet making no sound on tho
velvety white powdering. Hammond,
who was a little ahead, suddenly stopped
as they came along in the dark shadows
of the school wall.

“’Old on!” he muttered.

“What’s the mattah, deah boy?”
asked D’Arcy, sinking his voice because
Hammond had spoken 1 a cautious

tone.
Tas Gex LiBrary.—No. 1,506.
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“ Listen 1

Through the silence of the night came
the sound of a voice. It was husky and
low, but the juniors knew the tones of
Albert Prye of the Fifth Form.

*To-morrow, without fail. I give you
my word, Marks.”

“Bai Jovel”
Augustus.

They could not sce Prye, but the
direction of his voice told them where
he was. He was at the school wall,
talking over it to someone who was
standing in the road outside.

As the wall was high, Prye must have
climbed upon it to talk to the man
-standing below in the road.

A growling voice was heard to reply
to_the Fifth Former.

“That’s  what you said yesterday,
Master Prye. I ain’t——"

“Come on'!” muttered Arthur Augus-
tus hurriedly. “We don’t want to listen
to them, Hammond. It doesn’t concern
us.”

“Orl right 1” said Hammond.

The two juniors ran on. Prye was
speaking again, but they did not hear
what he said. D’Arcy and Hammeond
finished their run round the quadrangle,
and returned to the School House.

They did not speak of what they had
heard. But they could not help think-
ing of it—and wondering what was the
meaning of .that strange interview
between Prye of the Fifth and the
unseen and unknown Mr. Marks.

murmured  Arthur

CHAPTER 9.
The Mystery of the Night !
ACK BLAKE of the Fourth had
fully made up his mind, when the
juniors went to bed that night,
that he would sleep with one eye
open.

That Levison had taken the monkish
robe from the school museum, with the
intention of playing ghost again, Blake
was certain.

And he intended to keep watch, and
catch the cad of the Fourth in the act,
and then and there to administer a
lesson to him which would cure Levison
of the desire to play ghost again in the
future.

Unfortunately, though Blake’s inten-
tions were excellent, the performance
did not quite come up to the intention.
The spirit was willing, but the flesh was
weak,

The juniors went to bed at half-past
nine, and for a quarter of an hour or so
there was the usual buzz of talk, during
which Jack Blake found it easy enough
to keep awake.

But when the voices died away, and
the Fourth Formers droppéd off to sleep
one by one, Blake found his self-imposed
task a little more difficult.

He heard ten o’clock .strike in a
drowsy way, and roused himsclf to keep
awake.

Half-past ten found him nodding very
sleepily.

When eleven o’clock boomed out from
the clock-tower, Blake’s ears were deaf
to it. He was fast asleep.

All was dark and silent in the dormi-

tory.

Midnight boomed out.

Jack Blake stirred uneasily in his
sleep.

He was dreaming that he was sitting
up in bed, awake and watchful, and
that Levison was stepping out of bed,
clad in the ghostly garb of the old monk
who was supposed to haunt the School
House at Christmastide.

So vivid was the dream that Blake
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made a sleepy clutch at the. dream
figurée—and the movement woke him.

For some seconds he lay in bed, try-
ing to gather his confused thoughts into
order, slowly realising that it was only
a dream, and that there was nothing
stirring in the room.

“My hat I” he murmured. “I believe
I dropped off to sleep, after all!l
wonder what the giddy time is??

He roused himself into broad wake-
fulness.

Now that he was awake; he would
keep awake, and watch—until he fell
aslcep again. He raised his head and
glanced drowsily up and down the
dormitory.

A chill draught caught his face.

The window .at the end of the room
was open at the top, as usual; but Blake
knew that it was not from the window
that that chill draught came.

In a moment all his faculties were
alert.

The door was open.

In the intense darkness he could not
see it—but he was sure of it. The door
of the dormitory was open—and what he
had intended to watch for had hap-
pened while he slept. Blake sat up in
bed, his eyes gleaming.

He strained his ears to listen.

There was a faint rustling sound in
the silence of the dormitory. It came
from the direction of Levison’s bed.
There were one or two beds between
Blake’s and Levison’s; and beyond
Levison’s there was Hammond’s, and
half a dozen more. But Blake was
pretty certain that it was Levison who
was moving. Who else could it be?

“The rotter !” murmured Blake. I
was right, after all—I knew it! And
this time I'll catch him 1

He groped silently beside his bed for
the matches he had placed there in
readiness.

The faint rustle continued.

Then it ceased.

Blake found the matchbox—and. as his
hand_ closed on it, he heard a slight
sound in the direction of the door.

It had closed.

Scratch !

The match flared out.

Blake held up the match, his eyes
alert—he remembered what had hap-
pened to Monty Lowther on the dark

landing, and he was prepared for
anything.
But nothing was stirring in the
dormitory.
“The rotter! He’s gone out | Blake
muttered.

He jumped out of bed, found a candle-
end he had placed ready on a chair,
and lighted it. His movements awoke
the fellows in the next beds.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy’s sleepy voice. “What’s the
wow, deah boy?”

“Levison again !” said Blake.

“Qh, the wottah |”

“We'll catch him this time,” said
Blake. “T just heard the door close, so
he must have gone out.”

“Or come in,” said Herries.

“Yes—I'll soon see.”

Blake stepped towards Levison’s bed.

Levison was there.

His eyes were closed, and his face was
calm and peaceful, as if in the deepest
elumber. Half a dozen juniors gathered
round his bed, gazing at him in the
candle-light. They did not believe for a
moment that he was asleep.

“The wottah!” said D’Arcy. “He's
only shammin’, of course !”

“Looks like the real thing,” said
Herries dubiously.

“Touch the end of his nose with the
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eandle,” suggested Digby; “that’ll show
whether he’s shamming or not.”
“VYaas, wathah}”
Levison’s eyes.opened.
“Hallo 1” he said.
“T knew you were awake,” said Blake

scornfully.

“Awake! I'm awake now,” said
Levison in surprise.  “You woke me
up; suppose. What’s the little
game?”

“Where have you been??

“Dotty?” asked Levison.
woke up

“You’ve been out of the dorm1”

“I haven’t 1”

“I heard the door close not two
minutes ago.”

Levison grunted.

“Well, I didn’t close it. Perhaps one
of the Shell fellows has been here?”

“Rats 1”

“Yaas, wats to that, you wottah 1?

“Where’s that giddy robe?” asked
Blake. “If you've been playing ghost
again, you’ve had that on.” g

“I tell you I haven't been out of
bed !” said Levison impatiently. I
suppose you’ve been dreaming, or it’s a
case of nerves.”

‘“’Allo!  Wot’s the gime?” came a
sleepy voice from Hammond’s bed, as
the Cockney schoolboy woke up, and
blinked in the candlelight.

“Some more of Levison’s tricks ” said
Blake angrily. “He's been up and
about, and he won’t admit it. I heard
him close the door.”

“You didn't!” said Levison. “I
Laven't been out of bed. ~And I defy
you to find the monk’s robe here. 1
haven’t had it!”

“We’ll look,” said Blake grimly:
“and if we find it in the dorm, we’ll
give you the biggest licking you've ever
had in your natural 1

“You're welcome: to, if you find it.”

The Fourth.Formers were all awake
now. A dozen fellows joined in the
search, but the monk’s robe was not dis-

“I’ve just

covered. Neither was the cardboard
mask to be seen, If Levison had been
playing the ghost again, he had

evidently left his disguise outside the
dormitory.

“Sure you didn’t dweam it, deah
boy?” asked Arthur Augustus, begin-
ning to be a little doubtful.

Blake snorted.

“Of course I didn’t, fathead !”

“I wefuse to be called a fathead—"

“Somebody «shut the door. I know
that. When I woke up, it was open—I
felt the draught—and then I heard it
close.”

“Well, we shall know to-morrow if
Levison has been playing tricks in the
other” dormitories,” said Herries. “I'm
going back to bed now.”

And Herries turned in—and the other
fellows followed his example, Blake feel-
ing very puzzled and dissatisfed. He
had intended to catch Levison in the act
~—but once again it had been impossible
to find direct proof against the cad of
the Fourth.

The Fourth Formers were soon fast
asleep, and they did not wake up again
till rising-bell clanged out in the misty
winter morning.

Blake yawned and rolled out of bed.

“Groogh! It’s cold!” he ejaculated.

“’QOrribly cold !’ remarked Hammond,
as he turned out.

The juniors dressed themselves, and
Hammond turned back his pillow for his
watch and chain, which he always placed
there overnight. A puszled expression
came over his face as he moved the
II)JOEiStEt’ and then searched through the

ed.
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“Lost anythm, deah boy?” asked
‘Arthur Augustus, who was ready to go
down.

“I ain't lost anythin’,” said Ham-
mond; “something’s been taken away.”

“Gweat Scott!”

“I suppose it’s a lark
mond; “something’s been %
what has taken my watch
perlitely requested to ’and it over.”

“Your watch and chain?” said Blake.

“Yes. I put ’em under my pillow -as
usual last night, and now they're gone.”

“Oh, you’ll find them in your bed,”
said Reilly.

“I’'ve looked.”

“Look again; then.”

Hammond looked again, stripping the
bed in his search. But there was no sign
of the watch and chain. The articles
were evidently missing, and all eyes in
the dormitory, with common accord,
turned to Levison,

said Ham-

n is

CHAPTER 10.
Dark Suspicion !

EVISON had been watching Ham-
mond, with a sncer upon. his
lips.

But as the looks of the Fourth

Formers turned grimly upon him; he

started a little, and a gleam came into
his eyes.

“Well, do you think I’ve stolen Ham-

mond’s watch and chain now ?”” he asked

bitterly.
“Stolen _isn’t the word,” said Jack
Blake. “I don t think you’ve stolen it,

but I think you've taken 1t Another of
your little jokes, I suppose.”

“I don’t know anything about it.”

Tom Melry dashed down:-the staws, Bl

stretched there in the darkness.

“T want that there watch and chain!”
said Hammond. “That watch cost ten
quid, and I ain’t losin’ it!”

“Better find it, then,” said Levison.
“I haven’t seen anything of 452

"You was up in the night.”

“I wasn’t I”

“We all know you were,” said Blake.
“Somebody was, and it could only have
been you. You'd better tcll Hammond
at once what you've done with his watch

and chain, or youwll be accused of
stealing 1t.”

“Oh, I expect that. anyway!” said
Levison savagely. “I  suppose the

Cockney has hidden it, and is putting
this on to me to get me into trouble, as
vou're all down on me already. It’s a
lic to say I touched Lowther, and it's
another lie to say that I touched the out-
sider’s watch and chain !”

“Rot!”

“Gammon !”

“Sure, and you'd better own up!”

“Hand it over, you silly ass!”

“I’ve said that I don't know anything
about it,” said Levison, “and I’ve ‘got
nothing more to say. Go and hang
yourselves !”

And he walked out of the dormitory.

“I suppose youw're quite sure you put
the watch and chain there, Hammond ?”
said Blake.

“’Course I am!
night.”

“Yaas, and I saw Hammond put them
there last night, now that I come to
think of it,” said Arthur Augustus. “I
w emembah it quite well.”

“That settles it. They’ve been taken
away,” said Blake.

“It's just one of Levison's wotten

I do the same every

ake hurrying af(:er him the torch.

 P've found
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]01\05““111\0 the wotten joke Mellish
played when he collared my fivah and
hid it in my Sunday toppah,” said
Arthur Augustus.

“P’r'aps Mellish "ave done this ‘ere?
said Hammond, turning a suspicious eye
upon Percy Mcllish.

“Rot !” said Mellish savagcl}u
all know it was Levison !”

“Yaas, I feel pwetty sure of that,”
said Arthur Augustus. “If he doesn't
give it up, we'll have to weport the
mattah to the Housemastah. Suppose
vou give him till dinnah-time to weturn
the watch 7”

“Orl right,” said Hammond.

And when the juniors went down,
Hammond looked for Levison, to deliver
that ultimatum, He found the cad of
the Fourth in the gquadrangle, looking
savage and unquict. Levison met him
with a glare of bitter animosity.

“Well, have you found your rotten
watch?” he snapped.

“It ain’t a rotten watch, and [
ain’t found it,” said Hammond quietly.
“I want you to ’and it back to me.”

“Go and eat coke!”

“I’'ll leave it till dinner-time, as
D’Arcy says so,” said the Cockney -
schoolboy. ~“If you don’t 'and it back
by then I shall ’ave to- speak to Mr.
Railton about it.”

“You can speak to everybody in the
School House about it for all I carel
I don’t know anything about your
watch.” :

“Be sensible,” urged Hammond.
“You can’t keep it.”

Levison’s eyes blazed.

“So you think I've stolen it!” he
exclaimed.

50

“You

On the lower landing was a sml form,
1+ exclaimed Tom.

‘€ jt’s Lowther
Tag GEM Lmnuw.—No. 1,506,
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“Wot am I to think if you don’t *and
it back ?” Hammond demanded.

“T tell you I was fast asleep all night,
excepting when those fools woke me up,
and I -wasi’t out of bed till I turned
out_at rising-be]l.”

“Gammon |

“You East End rotter I” said Levison,
clenching his fists. “You're planting
this on me becaus¢ I've always been
down on you.”

“You can sye wot you like, but if you
don’t ’and back that there watch afore
dinner-time, I' goes to Mr. Railton,”
said Hammond, and he turned his back
on Levison.

“Go and be hanged 1”2

Levison sat sullenly -by himself during
morning = lessons.  The looks -of his
Form-fellows showed ‘that they
more down on him than ever. Figgins
& Co. of the New House shared the
feelings of the School House fellows.

Levison’s face was dark ‘and sullen.

If he was wrongly suspected he had
only himself to thank for it. His

_tortuous nature, as full of trickery as-a
monkey’s,” was well known to all the
juniors.” It was his own fault that his
word. could not be taken upon-any
matter. But that reflection did not
bring the hapless cad of the Fourth
much comfort, . )

After morning lessons, Levison went
out sullenly into the ‘quadrangle by
himself. “ His former chum, Mellish, was
giving him a wide 'berth. Percy
Mellish had no desire.whatever to share
the misfortunes of his former comrade.

But Levison was not left alone. Blake
& Co. came out, and as they came
towards him, Levison edged away to-
wards Cutts and Prye of the Fifth, who
.were in the quad. He felt safer near his
friends in the Fifth.

were

“Hallo! You in trouble again ?” said
“Cutts, not very civilly. ~“What's the
row now?”

Levison gritted his teeth savagely.

“Somebody’s taken  Hammond’s
watch and chain last night, or else he’s
hidden- them,” he said. “The fellows
are patting 1t.down io mnie.”

“And didn’t you?” asked Prye.

“No; “of course I didn’t!”

“Rats!” said Blake,
words as he came up.
Levison, time’s up now. Are you going
‘o hand over Hammond’s watch?” =~

“I don’t know anything about it !”

“You stick to that?™

“Of course.I. do.”

“All serene ! _You’ll have to go to the
Housemaster, Hammond,” said Blake.
“Mr. Railton will jolly soon: -make
Levison shell out !”

“Hold on!” said Prye.
kxds‘guite sure about. this ?”

“Quite sure. And we don’t want any

hearing the

“Are you

help  from the Fifth!” said Blake

bluntly. ) .
“You.don’t want to make a mistake,”

said Prye.  “It’s a " pretty serious

accusation you're bringing against Levi-
son, and you’ll ‘put your foot in it badly
if the watch turns out not to be missing;
%fgir all. “Has Hammond. looked for
1!

“Of course. I have I” said Hammond.

“It was took from under my pillow last
night.” '
- “I’d look: a-bit farther if I were yop
‘before I told the: Housemaster about it,”
said Prye. “You.would look pretty silly
if it turned out. that-you left it in your
study, after -all.”

“’Tain’t possible!” said Hammond.
“I shouldn’t leave it about, should I?
I shouldn’t take off a watch and chain
in the study. ’Sides, I'm careful of it,
because it’s got my desk key on it~
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“Look’ here,

‘know anything' about it.

My ’at!” he added, as a sudden thought
struck him.. “P’r’aps that’s wot it was
took for—to get the key 12

“What should anybody waht the key
for ?” asked Blake. R

“It’s the key of the money drawer in
my desk,” ‘explained Hammond.: “I
always keep 1t on my watchchain for
safety. It’s a little gold key.”

“You ass, you ought to have looked to
see if your money was safe as soon as
down this morning !” said

“The money’s safe enough,” said
Hammond. ““Somebody was monkeyin®
with the lock of the drawer yesterday,
or the day afore, and I ’ad a locksniith
to take the lock off and mend it. The
money’s locked up safe enough in Tom
Merry’s desk now. If the bloke took
the watch and chain to get at the key,
’e must ’ave ’ad a surprise when he
went to my desk. There was nothin’ for
him 1 3 )

“Well, I'd advise you to look a bit
farther for your watch before you make
a fuss about it,” said Prye. “Least
said soonest- mended !

And Prye walked away with Cutts.

“Something in what Prye says,” re-
marked Digby. “May
the study, to make sure.”

“I'm sure already,” said Hammond.
“But we'll look, if you like. Anything
for a quiet life.”

The juniors proceeded to Study No. 5
at once. There was 4 general exclama-
tion as they entered the 'study. For
there on the table lay the watch and
chaif,

“Crikey I” exclaimed Hammond, - in
astonishment.

“Gweat . Scott I”

“That’s it ?” asked Blake.

“Yes. That’s the article.”

“And the key—"

“It’s ’ere all right.”

Levison, who had followéd the juniors
to the study, burst into a scoffing laugh.

“Now perhaps you’ll have the decency
to say yow're sorry!” he -exclaimed.
“Hammond left it here last night when
he“went tlg) bed.”

as well look in

= Sl 6 didn’t,” said Hammond steadily.

I put it under my pillow: Somebody
took it, and left it ’ere on. the-study
table. --A lark, I suppose. I don’t see
the fun in a lark of that. kind, Levison.
It looks to me as if the feller wot did it
wanted my key, and not the watch and
chain at all 1’

“You think I want to steal your filthy
money,  you rotten. cad!” “exclaimed
Levison passionately.

“I know somebody was monkeying
with the lock in my desk when the
money - was ‘there,” "said ‘Hammond
quietly, “I know Mr. Keyser told me
that the damage was done by somebody
trying to force the lock. Now the sanie

somebody ’ave took my watch and chain’

—not because he wanted it, for ’ere it
is—and I reckon ’e wanted that there
key. That’s my opinion. And if you
want to know what I think, I think.it
was you, Levison'!”

Levison clenched his. hands.

“And we all think the same,” said
Jack Blake.

““Yaas, wathah I”

“Hang you I” said Levison. “T.don’t
I am mnot a
down: ‘on me, and you
that Cockney cad says
o and eat eoke, all of

thief.  You’re all
believe anythin
against -me,
you ” .
And he strode furiously 'away.
But Levison’s passtonste
carried no weight.

denials
After that incident

there were few fellows:who doubted'that -

the cad of the Fourth had had dis-
honest designs upon the money in
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Hammond’s desk, and that he had only
been baffled by the accident of
Hammond haying transferred it to Tom
Merry’s keeping. And ‘from that hour
Levison was shunned more than ever.

CHAPTER 11.
‘Innocent or Guilty ?
¢« Y hat!”

Tom Merry halted :sud-
denly as a strange sound- fell
upon his ears,

It was a'sob!

Tom was entering the box-rcom to
look for his fencing foils, ‘which were
kept there.. It was evening, and there
was no light in the box-room. Then
that miserable sound broke upon his
cars in the darkness of the room. ’

His first idea was that it was some
fag ‘of the Third or Second who had
been ill-used by a bully and had retired
to the box-room. to .“blub? over his
injuries. “And if it was some victim of
Gore or Crooke of the Shell, Tom Merry
would have something to say -in the
matter.

He advanced into the room and
switched on the light. - In the flood of
light he caught sight of a pale and tear-
stained face with burning eyes.

The Shell fellow uttered an exclama-
tion of astonishment. )

Levison !”
- It was Levison of the Fourth. Tom
Merry was simply astounded. No one
had “ever known that hard-grained,
cynical cad of the Fourth to'blub. Even
when he had been flogged he had not
blubbed.

Tom Merry looked at him blankly.

Levison, who had been sitting upon
an empty trunk in the darkness, his
head bowed on his hands, sprang to his
feet, with a cry, as the light gleamed
out.

“What do you want?” he. asked
passionately. “Can’t you let me alone?”

“I didn’t know ‘you were here !” said
Tom Merry quietly.

“Well, now you know and you can
go and tell all the House that you found
me blubbing !’ said Levison fiercely.
,4Tom Merry shook-his head.

“I don’t want to do that,” he said
quietly. “I came here for my foils, and
then I heard you. What’s the matter?”

“None of your business.”

“Well, no, that’s so,” agreed Tom
Merry. “But I'm sorry if there’s any-
thing wrong.”

“Liar 1” said Levison bitterly. “ You’d
be jolly glad: to see me kicked out of
the- school—you know you would 1”

“I don’t know that I should: be
sorry,” said Tom. “After what you'did
to Lowther—— B

“I did nothing to him1”

Tom was silent.

“It’s the same with all of you. You're
all down on me. You all think now that
I- wanted to steal Hammond’s beastly
money. I swear I never touched .his
watch and chain—I never thought about
his key. I wasn’t out of bed last night.
If Blake heard somebody moving about
the dorm it was somebody else. But-
nobody will believe me.”

Tom Merry looked at him curiously.
Levison was so false that it was diffcult
to believe anything he said. But there
was a_ring of passionate sincerity in
his voice now, or so it seemed to Tom

Merry. :

“I'm sent- to Coventry;” went on
Levison - bitterly; - “even “my own -pals
won’t speak to me. And I’ve done
nothing' 1”: )

“It’s jolly hard to believe that,” said

(Continued on page 14.)
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Tom slowly. “You see, Lev:son, we all
kno\v you don’t tell the (:xuth
“T'm telling the truth now.”

«“Td like to believe you. I know this
is pretty hard on you if youw are speak-
ing the truth for once, but—-

“What should I want to hurt Lowther
for? I’ve 'got nothing against him,
And do you think I’ d try to steal
Hammond’s money ?”

“Somebody tried to.”

“Somebody—and, of course, that
somebody was me!” said Levison, with
bitter emphasis. “Give a dog a bad
name and hang him! Is that what you

call fair play?”

Tom Merry hesitated. In spite of his
dislike and contempt for the out;xdel of
the Fourth, Levison’s words made a
deep impression upon him.

“But if it wasn’t you, who was it?”
he asked doubtfully.

Levison made an angry gesture.

“How should I know? You think
DIve taken that robe from the museum
to play ghost again. It’s no good i
saying I didn’t. Do you think I should
be fool enough to do it, after what’s
happened?  Somebody else has taken
it, But you put it down to me, of
course.”

“But_who the dickens is that some-
body else, then?” said Tom Merry,
puzzled.

“I don’t know. But why can’t you
wait for proof before you're down on a
chap? I suppose every fellow is
entitled to justice, isn’t he? If there’s
a rotten thing done you a.ll jump to the
conclusion that I did it.”

hat’s vour own fault. But —but—

Blessed if I dont think you are telling
the truth now,” said Tom \Ieuy
honestly. “Only you're so jolly deep—

there’s no telling. ~ But look here,
Levison, I'll look into this. If somebody
else is planmng to play ghost we may
be able to catch him at it, and clear
you. And about Hammond’s kcw I'm
afraid that can’t be cleared up

“Why not?” said Levison., “If some-
body has been trying to get at that
Cockney cad’s money, he may try

gain.

S Well, that’s possible.” Tom Merry
wrinkled his brows thoughtfully. “But
it’s locked up in my desk now, and I've
got the key in my pocket.”

“Youll be suspecting me of trying to
pick your pockets soon,” said Levison
bitterly. “I’ve got an idea of what’s
happening, but, of course, you wculdn t
believe a word of it if I told you.”

“Tell me, all the same.”

“Hammond

says his desk was
tampered with the night before last.
That was the night Lowther ran into

somebody in the dark and was knocked
down. Mightn’t he have run into the
chap who’d been at Hammond’s desk,
perhaps just coming back to his dorm.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes, but therc’s nothing to prove
that that chap wasn’t you, Levison 122

“Then the next day,” went on Levi-
son, unheeding, “the whole House knew
that I'd been playing ghost in the old
monk’s robe. The robe was taken from
the museum again. Can you guess
why 7

“Blessed if 1 can.”

“I've thought it all out.
who was after Hammond’s money
intended to have another try, but in
case he was spotted he meant to put on
the robe and mask that I had used;
then, if he was seen, he would be taken
for me, as all you fellows have made
up your minds about me.”

“By Jove, that’s possible, of course !”

“If anybody really came into the
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The chap

Fourth  Form dorm last
night, I believe it was the
chap, very likely, got up as
@ ghost in_case he was seen.
He got Hammond’s watch
and chain, for the sake of
the key. Then he found
that Hammond’s money
wasn’t in the desk at all,
and he left the watch and
chain on the study table.
They weren’t any use to
him, as it wouldn’t be safe
to sell them. It was the
money he wanted. And it
must be some chap who's
desperately hard up; and if
that’s the case, he will have
another try. It will be easy
enough for him to find out
that you are keeping the
money for Hammond, if he
doesn’t know it already.”

Tom Merry whistled.

“You mean that he'll
have a try at getting my
desk key next?” he asked.

“That’s what I think, and
if he’s got up as the ghost
of the monk you'll think it
is I, if you spot him at all,”
said Levison bitterly.

“If yowd run straight,
fellows wouldn’t suspect you
more than anybody else,”
said Tom Merry. “ But
there’s certainly something
in what you say. If the
money should be taken, and
the chap got up as a ghost
should be unspotted, I'm
aflald you will get it in the
neck.”

“Without having anything
to do with it,” said Levison.

“Ahem ! Pelhaps 12
“Oh, you don’t believe
me, of course! Well, I'll

tell ,you what I'm going to
do,” said Levison sav agel;
“Tm going to stay awake
to-night, and look for that
chap who’s going to play ghost and try
for Hammond’s money. And if I come
on him, T'll put such a mark on him,
that he’ll be known afterwards.”

“Youw’d better keep in bed,” said
Tom Merry dryly. ““That’s the easiest
way to keep out of trouble, considering
how the fellows suspect you already.
You can leave it to us to hunt for the
ghost.”

“And yowll sleep like logs, and the
money will be stolen, and it will be
marked down to me,” said Levison.
“I'm going to keep watch to-night. My
belief is that somebody will come to the
Shell dorm to get your key. That chap,
whoever he is, is a bungler at picking
locks. He tried on Hammond’s and
failed. He will want the key, and he
will have to come to your dmm for tit.
It’s a chance of catching him.”

Tom Merry’s eyes gleamed.

“Tll arrange for us to keep watch
to-night in turns,” he said. “Xou can
leave it in our hands. Levison.”

“I can’t trust it to you. If the
money’s taken, I know I shall be sacked
from the school on suspicion. I'm going
to keep watch myself.”

And Levison left the box-room before
Tom Merry could reply.

The Shell fellow pched up his foils
and switched out the light, and returned
m a thoughtful mood to his study.

“Where on earth have you been?”
asked Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry explained.

Lowther whistled, and Manners shook
his head dogmatically.

“All rot,” he said. “That talk about
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keeping watch is an excuse for being
out of bed, in case he’s found out. If
anybody comes to the Snell dorm for
tlmt kov it will be Levison.”

Well, if em_',body comes, we're
gomfY to catch him,” said Tom Merry.
“You fellows won’t mind taking turns
at keeping watch? TI'll ask Kangy and
Clifton Dane, too.”

“Right-ho! We can do that, but if
we catch anybody, I’ll bet you a Sunday
topper to a white mouse that it turns
out to be Levison.”

“Well, we shall see what we shall
see,” said Tom Merry oracularly.
And, as that was certainly true,

Manners did not contest the statement.

CHAPTER 12.
An Empty Capture !
ANGAROO and Clifton Dane will-
ingly agreed to take turns at
keeping awake that night, when
Tom Merry consulted them on
the matter.

Both of them shared Manners’
opinion that if anybody was caught it
would turn out to be Levison; but they
agreed that it was only fair to give
the cad of the Fourth a chance. If he
was innocent, the present state of affairs
was celtamly very hard upon him.

“You see, my “Innocent Tommy, he’ s
been pulling your simple old leg,”
Kangaroo lQn’l(’HGCd “All that yarn is
simply in case he’s found out. We all
know Levison.”

“He’s a giddy Ananias, and he never
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s he unlocked the study doe:
disclosed a figure in a2 monk’s robe, a phosphorescent light
. ““ghost "’ was run down at last!
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and threw it open.

tells the truth except by accident,”
Clifton Dane observed.

“But it may be one of the accidents
this time,” “suggested Tom Merry,
laughing. = “Somehow or other, he im-
pressed me that he was straight this
time.”

“That was because you are a simple
old bird. He was pulling your leg.”

“Well, we shall see.”

“It may even be only one of his rotten
tricks to keep us awake all night, while
he’s snoring in the Fourth Form dorm,”
said Kangaroo, with a sniff. “He will
have the laugh of us to-morrow, if that
happened.”

“Let him! Anyway, the monk’s
clobber wasn’t taken out of the museum
for nothing. Somebody means to play
ghost,” said Tom Merry. “Whoever it
is, we're going to catch him and put an
end to his silly tricks.”

And the Shell fellows went to bed that
night with their plans arranged.

Monty Lowther stayed awake from
half-past nine till ten, and then he called
Manners, who sat up in bed and man-
fully kept his eyes open till eleven
o’clock boomed out from the clock-tower.

At eleven o'clock Manners called
Kangaroo, and Noble yawned and sat
up.
“‘Scen any ghosts?” he inquired.

“Not yet; it’s your turn to keep
awake.”

“Oh, all right!”

Manners dozed off, and Kangaroo
propped himself up with pillows and
bolster, and blinked into the darkness of

The room

the dormitory till halt-past
eleven, but nothing hap-
pened to reward the vigil-
ance of the Cornstalk,
When_the half-hour chimed
out, Kangaroo tossed a boot
apon Clifton Dane’s bed;
and the -Canadian junior
awoke with a start.

“Groogh! What’s that?”
“My boot,” said Kan-
garoo laconically.

ou silly ass!”

“Time to keep watch.”

“Ow 1” Clifton Dane sat
up and rubbed his eyes.
“All right! Warrer time ?”

“Half-past eleven. Call
Tom Merry at twelve.”

“Groogh! Rightho!
Groogh 1

The Canadian junior re-
mained awake till midnight
boomed out. The School
House was silent. Outside
the dormitory windows the
old trees creaked in the
wind, and the snow was
softly falling.

Clifton Dane stepped out

of bed and shook Tom
Merry by the shoulder.
Tom’s eyes opened at

once.

“Twelve,” said Dane.
“Your turn.”

“Right-ho 1

The Canadian junior
rolled into bed again, and
was asleep in two minutes.
Tom Merry sat up shivering
in the cold. It was a bitter
winter night. He drew the
bedclothes round his
shoulders and rubbed his
eyes. From up and down
the dormitory came the
sound of deep and steady
breathing. Tom Merry was
the only fellow awake in the
long, lofty room.

His turn to keep watch
was till half-past twelve, when he was to
call Lowther to take his second turn.

With a manful effort he kept his
heavy eyes open.

There was a faint glimmer of starlight
in the high windows of the dormitory,
just sufficient to enable Tom Merry to
malke out the dim form of beds ranged
in_a row.

His eyes were turned in the direction
of the door. He could not see the door
in the gloom, but if it should be opened
he would hear the faintest sound in the
stillness.

It came back into_his mind, as he sat
there watchful, how Levison had come to
the dormitory a couple of nights ago in
the guise of the ghostly monk of St.
Jim’s. The remembrance of that fear-
some sight sent a shiver through him.

Suddenly therve was a faint creak in
the_stillness, and a keener draught of
cold air chilled his face. His heart beat
hard. He knew that the dormitory
door had opened.

The watch had not been kept in vain.

Tom Merry sat quite still, huddled in
the bedclothes, scarcely breathing. In
the silence there was a faint rustling
sound,

Dimly a figure draped in an ample
robe loomed up in the gloom.

There was no trace of a phosphor-
cscent light on .the figure, as on the
occasion when Levison had played
ghost.

It was black, shadowy, hardly visible
in the darkness, and eerie and weird in
the silence and stealthiness of its
movements.

Convinced as he was that it was some
rascal playing ghost, Tom Merry could
;}gf help a cold thrill passing through

im.

The figure was advancing slowly to-
wards his bed, and there was no sound
save the slight rustle made by the old
monkish robe.

It stopped beside the bed, and Tom
Merry sought to see the face; but the
face was covered. For a moment he .
caught a glimpse of two eyes, and that
was all. There was a sudden start from
the figure as if the unknown had sud-
denly perceived that the Shell fellow
was sitting up in bed, and therefore
realised that watch was being kept.

The figure sprang away just as Tom
Merry grasped at it.

The Shell fellow leaped from the bed.

“Wake up !” he shouted.

He plunged through the darkness to-
wards the dark figure. It had vanished
in the gloom, but Tom Merry rushed in
the direction of the door. He knew that
the ghostly visitor would make in thal
direction,

In the darkness his hands came in con-
tact with the figure, and he grasped at
the heavy robe and clutched 1t tight.

“Come on, you fellows!” he shouted.
“I've got him 1”

“Hold him 1

“T’ll get a light 1

“Stick to him !”

Half the Shell were awake, and
tumbling in frantic haste out of bed.

Tom Merry had both hands on the
monkish robe, grasping it fast. But
suddenly the dragging at the robe
ceased, and he felt it hang heavily on
his hands. He realised in an instant
what had happened. The figure had
slipped out of the robe, leaving it in his
clutch, and fled without it.

There was a quick sound as the door
shut. ”

The ghostly visitor was gone, leaving
his garb in-the hands of the captain of
the Shell. o

An electrie torch flashed out, lighting
up the darkness of the dormitory.
Monty Lowther held it up.

It revealed Tom Merry, panting and
furious, with the rustling robe in his
hands, but the unknown rascal who had
worn it had got away.

“He’s gone !” said Tom Merry. “He
slipped out of this! But he can’t have
gone far! Follow me! After the cad !”

“Yes, rather!”

Tom Merry tore open the door, and
ran out into the passage. He heard a
sound in the darkness ahead, and dashed
on furiously. He did not intend to let
the rascal escape if he could help it.

Close by the door of the Fourth Form
dormitory, some distance down the pas-
sage, he collided with a form in the
darkness and gasped at once.

“Come on!” he shouted.
him 1%

Kangaroo rushed up with the torch,
the rest of the Shell fellows at his heels.

“Show a light here! Let’s see who it
iS 12

The light gleamed on the face of the
fellow who was struggling in the power
ful grasp of Tom Merry.

Then there was a general shout:

“Levison 17

“I've got

CHAPTER 13.
Only Levison !
EVISON blinked with scared eyct
in the light.
“He’s passed me!” he said.
“I—T thought I’d got him when
I got hold of you, Tom Merry!”
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,506.
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“What!”

“I tell you he passed me!
and we may get him yet!”

Tom Merry looked at him sternly.

“Who passed you?” he demanded.

“1 don’t know—somebody in the dark,
running from your dorm.”

“It’s pretty plain now,” said Tom
Merry. “I was close after him, and I
followed you here, Levison. You may
as \i'ell own up!”

] 90

Come on,

“Yes, youl”

Levison gave a cry:

“Oh, you fool—you fool! I tell you
he’s clearing off while yow're wasting
time. I haven’t been in your dorm.”

“Rats!”

“Liar !>

“Give him a chance !” said Kangaroo.
“If there’s another fellow ‘out of bed,
we can find him. Which way did you
say he went, Levison?”

“PDown the stairs!” panted Levison.
“I've been keeping watch in the pas-
sage ever since eleven o’clock. Some-
body passed me in the dark, going
towards your dorm. I was leaning on
the wall, dozing a bit, I think. But I
heard him, and I waited here for him
to come back, but he rushed past and
shoved me out of the way. Then Tom
Merry collared me, and I thought it was
the rotter himself turning back ”

“Too thin!” said Manners. “Still, we
may as well look on the stairs—give the
rotter every chance!”

“Good egg!”

The Shell fellows crowded down the
stairs, Levison going with them. They
searched the stairs and the passages, but
they searched in vain. There was no
sign of anyone to be seen.

“Nobody’s out of his dorm,” said
Kangaroo, “and the sooner we get back
the better, before we're spotted our-
selves!”

“He’s
Levison.

“We’ll go right through with it,” said
Tom Merry quietly. “We'll visit every
one of the junior dormitories, the same
as Linton did on Monday night, and see
whether there’s anybody out of bed.”

“You'll find somebody out,” said
Levison. “He can’t have got upstairs
again without our spotting him.”

“We shall see!”

As quietly as they could—for they did
not want to bring a master or a prefect
on the scene—the Shell fellows made the
round of visits.

In the Fourth Form dormitory only
Levison’s bed was found vacant. Blake

Co. turned out promptly to join them
as soon as they heard what was on.

In the Third Form dorm, Wally
D’Arcy was awakened and questioned,
and he sleepily told the searchers to go
and eat coke. All the Third were in
their beds, The same was the case with
the Second Form.

Levison’s face was pale and troubled
when the juniors gathered in the pas-
sage again.

“Well, what have you got to
now ?” asked Tom Merry grimly.

Levison stammered :

“I—I don’t know! I know that I was
keeping watch, and that somebody
passed me in the dark and ran down-
stairs 1

“Then who was it? Nobody could get
upstairs again without our spotting
him, and all the fellows are in their
places.”

hiding  somewhere!” said

say

“It’s gammon, of course!” said
Hammond.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur
Augustus.

“T'm telling you the trnth!” said
Levison wildly. ™ “I swear it! And
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there’s only one possible way out of it.
It must be that—that——"

“Well, what?” .

“It wasn’t a junior at all,” said
Levison. “It must be a senior.”

There was a scoffing laugh in response.

“Yes; I fancy I can see Kildare
playing  ghost!”  grinned  Monty
Lowther. “Or old Darrell or Langton!

You ass!”

“QOr Cutts,” said Manners. “Draw it
mild, Levison! We all know jolly well
that it wasn’t a senior !”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“That’s all rot,” he said. “A fellow
in the Fifth or the Sixth wouldn’t be
silly ass enough to play ghost like a

fag!”
“It must have been!” persisted
Levison. “Besides, he wasn’t simply

playing ghost. He came_to your dorm

to get the desk key. You imbecile,
didn’t I warn you to keep watch
to-night? And do _you think that I'd

have done that if I meant to come to
your dorm?”

“Somethin’ in that, bai Jove!” said
Arthur Augustus.

“Oh, only some more trickery,
usual!” said Lowther.

Levison panted.

“It was a Fifth Form or a Sixth Form
chap—it 1must have been!” he ex-
claimed. “You ought to make sure !”

“Shall we rout out the Sixth and
ask them?’ asked Blake sarcastically.
“I can imagine the kind of reception
we should get.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s more likely a Fifth Form chap 1”
said Levison. “The Fifth Form dorm
is on the next floor below. He ran down-
stairs, and stayed there. ~ And that
would account for Lowther meeting
him on the landing on Monday night,
instead of up here. He was going back
to his ewn dorm.”

“Oh, rats!”

“Well, we can’t go to the Fifth Form
dormitory investigating,” said Tom
Merry. “They’d only chuck us out,
and report us to the Housemaster to-
morrow for being out of bed. And it’s
not worth while. It was Levison all the
time, and he’s only trying to make
fools of us.”

*Yaas, wathah!”

as
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Levison gritted his teeth. Again he
was suffering the fate of the habitual
liar; nothing that he said would be
believed without corroborative evidence,

and there was no corroborative
evidence to support him mnow.
“You're fastening it on me, and

letting the real chap get away!” he
said bitterly.

“Wats 1”

“Rot |”

“You're the real chap!”

“Chuck it!”

“Let's get back to bed,” said
Lowther. “It’s jolly cold here. We've
found Levison out for certain this time,
and I vote that to-morrow we give him
the ragging of his life for lp'iaymg this
rotten trick again, and lying after-
wards.”

“Hear, hear!”

‘There was no dissentient voices to
that suggestion. The Shell fellows went
back to their dormitories. Levison
lingered in the passage as Blake & Co.
went towards the door of the Fourth
Form dormitory.

Blake turned his head.

“Aren’t you going to bed?” he
demanded.
“No?1” said Levison savagely. “I'm

going to find that chap, whoever he
was, and prove to all you fools that
you’re making a bungle of it.”

“You’re going to play some more
rotten tricks, you mean!” said Herries, -
with a sniff. “I say, you chaps, shove
him in bed, and tie him there if he
won't stay quiet. I'm.fed up with the
trouble he’s giving us.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Levison backed away.

‘“Hands off ! he exclaimed fiercely.
“1 tell you—-"

“Rats!” said Jack Blake “You're
going back to bed. We're all fed up,
fed right up to the chin! Come in!”"

“I won’t!”

“Then we’ll jolly well make you!”

The juniors made a rush at Levison.
The cad of the Fourth turned and
fled along the passage at top speed,
and vanished round the first corner

Blake halted with an exclamation of
anger.

“Wun him down, deah boys!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Hold on!” said Blake. “We can’t
run him down in the dark. Let the
beast stay out if he wants to. We’ll
make him sit up for this to-morrow.
I'm going back to bed.”

And Blake went. And the other
fellows decided that, upon the whole,
they couldn’t do better than follow his
example. - And they did!

CHAPTER 14.
A Chase in the Dark !
€« AI Jove, what’s that?’

B Arthur Augustus sat up in

bed as ' he uttered the
exclamation. .

The dormitory door had opened, and
heavy footsteps came into the room.
There was a sound of someone sinking
upon a bed, and a faint groan.

“Is that you, Levison?”

Another groan.

“Gweat Scott!”

D’Arcy jumped out of bed,
lighted a candle.

Levison lay upon the bed, groaning.
There was a red smear across his fore-
head, and a bruise growing blue.

Arthur Augustus ran towards him.

“You ass! Have you fallen down-
stairs ?”

(Continued on page 18.)

and
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The E(_litor’s Chair

Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters :
The Editor, The GEM,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4.

TR HTH T

ALLO, chums! Here we are
once again! Four weeks have
. elapsed since I was last in the
chair on this page. As a matter
of fact, -the last three numbers have
been so crowded that my chat was
squeezed right out. I could not get
a word in edgewise! I should like to
have said quite a lot about our last
issues, especially the Christmas ones,
for I am sure all readers will agree that
they contained great yarms. Personally,
I enjoyed every. word of them, and
readers who have written to me have
said the same.
But before I go on further I should
‘like to express the sincere wishes of the
Gem staff and the authors and artists
who contribute to the old paper. As
this is our Christmas week number, we
take this opportunity of

WISHING “GEM ” READERS ALL
OVER THE WORLD A VERY
HAPPY CHRISTMAS !

That’s a wish that cannot be beaten,
and neither can the number in which it
appears. When a reader wrote to me
the other day, he said he hoped that the
GeM would contain a thrilling ghost
story at Christmas, Well, you have it

in your hands now—one of the best-

ghost stories Martin Clifford has ever
written.

During the weeks that my “Chat”
had perforce to be omitteg, I have
been, nevertheless, in touch with many
readers. My mail is larger than ever,
and I have sent out scores of replies to
letters.

By the way, I have had several
inquiries from readers wanting to know
why their “Pen Pal ” notices have not
yet appeared.  As I have.said before,
there is a long waiting-list. Normally,
no notice could be pub%ished in the GEM
before the lapse of four weeks, since the
paper goes to press a month in advance.
But, owing to the extent of the waiting-
list, readers must wait a bit longer than
that. I’m publishing the “Pen Pal”
notices as rapidly as possible, and I
ask readers to be patient. All notices
will appear in due course,

READERS SINCE FIRST NUMBER.

In a recent issue I said that I should
like to hear from readers who read the
first number of GEM.  Well, since then
I have heard from several readers.. Roy
Wedgewood, of Middlesbrough, tells me
his mother read No. 1 of the GEM when
it. was published * in. March, 1907—and
is still .a reader to-day. -That's a fine
record! *.'Your mother is right, Roy.
The GEx originally  .appeared on - a
Thursday, : b publishing day was
hanged to Wednesday on Septemb

T. W. Court, of Bristol, has read the
GEM—with the exception of the four War
years—from the first issue. In addition,
he has taken the “Magnet,” too, since
its inception. But.a remarkable thing
about his long association with these
two companion papers is the fact that
he has bought them at the same shop
over all those years. )

I would: like to publish. fully Mr.
Court’s letter, but I am afraid I haven’t
the space. However, I will quote some
of it.” He writes: “From the first
number you set yourself a very high
standard, and that has always been
maintained. No parent could object to
his child reading either the GEmM or the
“Magnet.” They are the most whole-
some of any books published. In these
days of gangsters, crooks, “G* men,
and other sensstional characters, it is
a welcome relief to turn to the healthy
British adventures of the chums of St.
Jim’s and Greyfriars.”

Congratulations, Reader Court, and
thank you for your interesting letter.
In reply to your query, the Gem was
published ‘nearly a year before the
“Magnet.” When the-latter appeared
in February, 1908, the Geu -started
again at No. 1. The first two issues of
the GEM, old series, did not contain
stories of the chums of St. Jim’s.

Another reader whom I have to-con-
gratulate on taking both the companion
papers since they first started is Miss—
or should it be Mrs. ?—H. O’Neill, of
Newcastle.” She also read the few St.
Jim’s stories which appeared in
“Pluck,” in November, 1900, before the
GEM was born. Many thanks for your
letter, Reader O’Neill, and  your good
wishes:

I have had several letters from other
readers who have taken the Gem for
over twenty years, and 1 wish to thank
them also for writing. = My space. is
running short, and, as is my custom,
I should like to say a few. words about
next -Wednesday’s stories.

“THE FUNK OF THE FOURTH !”

is the title of the St. Jim’s yarn; and
it. deals with the coming of a.new boy,
Qecil*Cavendish. You will gather from
the title that he is soon in bad odour
with his new schoolfellows. Not only
is he a funk, but he is a snob, and there
is ‘not. a junior in the school whom he
can call a friend. For a new boy who
expected, by reason of his aristocratic
connections, to be-sought after and a
popilar idol, such &n unhappy position:

c
21st, 1912.

PEN PALS COUPON
7 26-12-38

is a bad setback’ How to live down his
bad ‘start is a problem to Cavendish,
until Ernest Levison puts & scheme into
his head—a scheme by which the new
boy completely changes the attitude of
Tom Merry . & Co. towards him. But
to Cavendish’s other delinquencies is
added that of being a cheat!

I can assure all readers.that they
will hate to put down_ this story, once
they have started reading it.

“A CHALLENGE TO GREYFRIARS!”

Our old favourites of Greyfriars are
still going strong, and their early ad-
ventures are more popular than ever.
In next week’s story, Harry Wharton
& Co. have some foreign visitors—
French schoolboys who are in England
for a holiday. Through Adolphe
Meunier, . the . French boy of the
Remove, they challenge Greyfriars -to
a cricket match. Needléss to say, there
is a good deal of fun and excitement
with the boys from La Belle France,
and I shall leave Frank Richards to tell
you about it next Wednesday.

Chin, chin, chums! All the best for
Christmas ! 3

P.S.—Just let me remind you that
the “Magnet ” contains a great yarn
of the chums of  Greyfriars, who are
spending Christmas on a cruise. Don)f:
miss reading “ The Man From the Sea !
—in the “ Magnet,” on sale Thursday.

PEN PALS.

Billie Lloyd, Albemarle Hotel, Brighton H
age 14:16; films, sports, swimming, horses,
music. -

A. E. Harris, ‘i{;, Nottingham Road, Leyton,
Esgex ; -age 14-17; overseas. °

Gé);ge gChlilston,’ 193&! ‘Warstone Lane,
Birmingha 3 pen 3,

Miss‘i{. '?‘I&)mbs, 76, Russell Rd., ‘Wimbledon,
London, §.W.19; girl correspondents; age
;" Hollywood and Rhodesia. .

J. Stunart, 42, Buckingham Rd., Edg}vare‘
Middlesex ; Den pals in U.S.A. and South

« Bernagh,” Antrim

Africa. MoConk
Desmond McConkey, nge 13165

Road, Whitewell, Belfast, Ireland ;

boxing.
Oﬁic%mel Hinton, 74, Granville Rd.,, Seven-

oaks, Kent; age 12-15; world affairs, story
b v 0, Stratford Road; Shirley,
Ken Harper, 370, Straf - Bhirles 4

near. Birmingham ; members for the
and Abroad Society, z
M. Hinton, 74, Granville Rd., Sevenoaks,

Rent ; age 13-17; oOverseas; COMICICE,
arbitration, X X

John Downing, 16, Hawes Lane, Wes%
Wickham, Kent; age 12-16; overscas 3
stamps. i .

Chris Wardle, 32, Huitly Bd., ‘Woodston,
Pbt&rbomugh, Northants ; age 14-16; stamps,
Sports ; _overseas. = :
I)Zame’ Meckler, 77, Bowery, New York: City,

US.A.; age 17-18; journalism stamps ;
Africa, (t,he East.

More notices.on page 28.)

THE EDITOR.
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Levison did not reply. He lay on his
bed, and pressed his hand to his fore:
head. The Fourth Formers, disturbed
for the second time that night, gathered
round him, looking at him in wonder,

“What’s happened, Levison?’ asked
Blake. “Have you had a tumble?”

“No.” groaned Levison.

“Then what is it?”’

“He hit me with a stick!2

“He! Who?”

“The same chap who hit Lowtker, I
suppose,” groaned Levison. “Oh, it
hurts! -All the fault of you fellows, If
you’d stood by me—"

“Do you mean to say youw've been
knocked down as Lowther was the
other night?” asked Blake incredu-
lously.

“Look at my forehead.”

“He has had a feahful blow, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Looks like it; but—"

“Tell us what happened,” said Blake
quietly.

Levison panted.

“J’'ve been in Tom Merry’s study-

“Tom Merry’s . study!” exclaimed
Blake. “What on earth have you been
there for?”

“Can’t you understand? I tell you
there is~ somebody who is after
Hammond’s money, and he went to_the
Shell dorm to steal Tom Merry’s key.
1 knew it, and you ought to have
known it,” said Levison savagely. “I
thought that as he couldn’t get the
key he might try to break in the desk,
g0 I waited in Tom Merry’s study to
catch him if he came.”

“And did he come?”

“Somebody came in the dark, and
just as I was striking a match he
spott’ed me, and knocked me down and
ran.’

»

“Did you see who it was?”’

He had the cardboard mask on his
face, the ome that made when I
played ghost,” groaned Levison. “I1
couldn’t see his face.”

he  juniors exchanged
glances. X

They would not have believed a word
of Levison’s strange tale but for the
hideous bruise and_cut on his forehead.

But was it possible that he had in-
flicted that injury himself in order to
give colour to, his story?

The endless duplicity of his nature,
his love for tortuous scheming, made it
only too possible.

“Don’t you believe me
Levison.

Blake shook his head.

“I can’t—quite.”

“How do you think I got this
bruise then? Do you think I did it
myself?”

“I shouldn’t wonder 1"

“«Oh 1

Words failed Levison.

. He threw off his clothes and rolled
into bed, and lay silent, refusing to
speak another word.

Some of the juniors questioned him
further; but he would not open his lips,
only an occasional groan of pain escap-
ing him.

“I sye, this ’ere looks as if it ain’t
gammon !” said Xammond at last.
“’E’s really ’urt, you know.”

“It looks wathah a bad knock.”

“I think Pll'go and ’ave a look in
Tom Merry’s study,” said Hammond.
“If any bloke is arter the spondulics, we
may find him therc.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“No ’arm in_lookin’ 1”

“I'll come with you, deah boy,” said
D’Arcy,
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startled

993

shricked

“Waste of time,” said Blake. “Qo, if
you like. I'm going to bed.”

Arthur Augustus and Hammond left
the dormitory and descended the stairs
to_the Shell passage.

.Tom Merry's study was dark and
silent.

. Hammond switched on the electric

light.

The study presented its usual aspect.
The desk was locked, and showed no
sign of having been tampered with.

The two juniors exchanged doubtful
glances.

“Must have been lying, as usual!”
murmured Arthur Augustus.

, “dl s’pose so. But that whack on the
ea =

“Levison is awfully deep.” said
D’Arcy. ‘I shouldn’t wondah if he did
it himself. It doesn’t look as if any-

body had been here.”

“No, it don’t, fur a fact.”

Hammond turned out the light again,
and they quitted the study.

Silently, in their socks, they crept
}:)Mk towards the Fourth Form dormi-
ory.

Hammond suddenly stopped
caught D’Arcy by the arm.

“Listen I” he' muttered.

In the blackness ahead of them, on
the stairs, they heard a sound.

D’Arcy uttered an involuntary ejacu-
lation.

“Bai Jove! There’s somebody up!”

“Hush!”

A sound-of a. retreating footstep, and
then silence. Hammond ran forward
in the darkness and stumbled on the
stairs. He picked himself up and ran
on. There was a sound ahead of him,
in the passage where opened the door
of the Fifth Form dormitory.

“Come on, D’Arcy!”

“I'm after you, deah boy!”

Hammond ran on, and turned on the
switch of the electric light in the
passage. In a twinkling the long
passage was flooded with light.

The two juniors glanced round them
quickly.

There was no one in sight.

Near them was the door of the Fifth
Form dormitory, but there was no one
but themselves in the passage. Ham-
mond pointed to the door.

“I ’eard ’im runuin’!” he muttered.
“’E dodged .in there!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Whoever he is, he’s dodged into the
Fifth Form dorm,” said Hammond.
“Let’s go in.”

“They’ll make a wow if we do.”

“1 don’t care!”

“Oh, all wight?’

Hammond opcned the door and
looked in. The dormitory was dark and
still. Hammond found the switch of the
electric light and turned it on. The
dormitory was lighted up, and several
of the Fifth Formers awoke.

Cutts sat up in bed and blinked at
the intruders.
“You fags—what do you want here?”

xclaimed, in anger and amazement,
re looking for somebody wot’s
dodged in ’ere,” said Hammond. “It
might be a burglar, fer all we know!”

“Obh, don’t talk rot P growled Cutts.

“We was arter him, and ’e ran down
this ’ere passage, and ’e didn’t ’ave
time to get to the end afore I turned
on the light,” said Hammond.

“Get out of this dorm!” said Cutts.
“T’ll report this to the Housemaster
to-morrow !”

“But I tell you—"

“Get out, or I'll come and chuck you
out !”

“Weally, Cutts—"

Gerald Cutts put one leg out of bed.

and
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The two juniors withdrew from the
dormitory and closed the door.

“Nothin’  doin’!”  said  Arthar
Augustus. “Let’s get back!”

They returned to their own quarters.
They found most of the Fourth Formers
still awake. There was a groan from
Levison’s bed.

“Well, found anything out?”’ asked
Blake, with a yawn.

“Yaas, wathah!”

There were exclamations of intcrest
at once.

“Well, what was it?”

“Get 1t off your chest!”

“What’s happened?”

Hammond explained. Levison sat up
in bed to listen. His eyes were gleam-
ing, under the hand that he held
pressed to his forehead.

“Now do you believe me?’ he said
savagelr. “You all know that I’ve been
in bed here while Hammond was chas-
ing this chap into the Fifth Form
dorm !”

Blake whistled.

“Looks like it,” he agreed.

“Cutts wouldn’t let us look for him
in the dorm,” said Hammond. * Looks
to me as if it’s one of the Fifth1”

“Just as I said!” exclaimed Levison.

“Yaas. And Cutts was vewy watty.”
said D’Arcy sagely. “I wondah if it
was Cutts? He is an awful wottah, you
know 1”

“QOh, draw it mild!’ said Digby.
“Cutts wouldn’t steal. He’s not quite
rotten enough for that. But it cer-
tainly looks as if somebody was after
the cash. And if it wasn't Levison—"

“Do you think I can be in two places.
at once?” sneered Levison.

“It wasn’t Levison I chased along the
passage,” said Hammond. “It was
somebody wot dodged into the Iifth
Form dorm.”

“Then he must still be there,” said
Herries excitedly.

“I s’pose s0.”

“Let’s go and have him out.”

“Rats!” said Blake. “We don’t
want a Form fight with the Fifth. If
he’s dodged into that dorm, it’s be-
cause he’s one of the Fifth, and we
couldn’t tell which one it was.,”

“Yaas; that’s quite twue.”

“TI’'m blessed if I quite know what to
make of it,” said Hammond. “But
I'm beginning to think that there’s
something in what Levison says. Some-
body arter my money that I've got
locked up in Tom Merry’s desk. And
as he can't get ’old of the key, he was
goin’ to try to do without it.”

“Then he may try again,”” said

lake.

“Hardly likely,. after nearly being
caught,” said Herries. “Not much
good keeping any more watch to-night.”

“Wathah not!”

“I don’t know,” said Hammond
slowly. “He might leave it anothcr
couple of hours till all is quiet again.
There’s plenty of time before rising-bell,
and he won’t expect us to be on the
watch all night. And if he’s desper-
ately hard up for money, he may not
be able to leave it till another time.
’Sides that, I shall ’ave the money put
in a safer place to-morrow.”

“Then you think 3

“1 think that I've got an idea, since
1 know the bloke dodged into the
Fifth Form dorm,” said Hammond
quictly. “You fellers go back to bed.
I'm goin’ down.”

He was dressing himself rapidly as
he spoke.

“I'm comin’ with you,
boy,”” said Arthur Augustus.

“Jest as you like, D’Arcy.”

“I'm going to bed,” yawned Blake.

The candle was blown out, and the

then, deah
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juniors turned in; but Hammond and
his aristocratic chum, fully dressed, and
in rubber shoes, qultted the dormltory

CHAPTER 15,
Trapped !

AMMOND  listened
the passage.
All was silent.
The “marauder—if marauder
there had been—had evidently gone
back to bed, giving up his design for
that night, or perhaps waiting for
another opportunity before the late
winter dawn.
Arthur Augustus®

intently in

teeth chattered a

tittle. It was very -cold in the dor-
mxtmy passage.

“T say deah boy, what’s the
wheeze ?”’- he asked, a little® repenting
of his determmatlon “Have you
weally got an ideah, you know?”’

“VYes, D’Arcy.”
“Then get 1t off your chest, deah

boy, and I'll give you my opinion on
it,’” said ' Arthur Augustus. “It’s
wathah parky here, and weally I would
much wathah be in bed, if there is
nothin’ doin.”

Hammond spoke in a low, cautious

voice.

“I'11 tell you now,” he said. “Arter
we get downstairs we ain’t to speak
again, in case the bloke spots us.”’

“Wight you are!”

“Whoever it was 1 was arter dodged
into the Fifth,” whispered Hammond.
“That looks as if it was a Fifth Form
chap.”

“Yaas; that’s wight.”

“You remember last night, when we
were takin’ a trot round the quad, we
‘oard Prye of the Fifth talkin® over
the wall to somebody?”

“Yaas; somebody he called Marks.”

“Marks was dunning ’im for money,”
said Hammond.

“Yaasy L pwesume s, fwom what
they were sayin’. But weally that is no
bisney of ours, deah boy,” said Arthm
Augustus somewhat severely. “Pwye
has a x\lght to be dunned for money if
he desiahs.’””

Hammond chuckled.

“1 fancy he doesn’t desire it,” he
said. “Cutts and Prye wanted to get
me iato a sweepstake, you remember.
They re ard ’it over their gamblin’, and
’ard up. Marks, whoever he is, was
dunnin’ Prye. Now we find a chap
from the Fifth monkeyin’ arter my
money. Looks to me as if we, might
put our finger on the spot now.”

“Bai Jove!”

“It’s some rotter wot’s been gamblin’
and got into debt that’s arter my quids.
Il lay you it’s either Cutts or Prye—
or both,” said Hammond “and that’s
wot we're goin’ to find out. Levison
is a rotter; but if he’s innocent this
time, he ought to be cleared"’

“I quite agwee to that.”

“Then we're going to see. My idea
is that the bloke is so desperately ’ard
up that he mayn’t dare to put it off to
a safer time. ’Sides that, he knows I
may put the money some“here else
safer.  ’E’ll be at it agin to-night
There’s four or five hours to daylight
vet. P’r’aps about an hour afore dawn
he’ll be down in Tom Merry’s study
agin.”

“«“Bai Jove!”

“And if the cash is taken, he knows
the chances are it'll be put down to
Levison, in the cires.”

“What an awful wottah !”

*“Well, Levison brought it on ’imself,
first by playm ghost, and then by bein’
euch an awful liar,” said Hammond:

“But wot we want to git at is the
truth. We're goin’ to catch the hloke
if he comes monkeyin’ around again
to-night.”

“But weally, deah boy, he seems to
be a wathah despewate chawactah,”
said the swell of St. Jim’s' uneasxlv
“I weally don’t care about waitin’ in
the study in the dark, and gettin’ a
feahful cwack on the head like poor
old Lowthah.”

“We're not goin’ to wait in the
study.”
“Where then, deah boy?”
“In the next study—Gore’s. We can

keep the door an inch or two open and

listen. We shall hear him if he comes.
And if he goes into Tom Merry’s
study—"

“(Jood‘ Then we can waise the
alarm——"’

“No fear! He'’s a slippery customer,

and he’d bolt again and give us the
slip. I'm goin’ to put Tom Merry’s key
on the outside of the door. If we hear
him go into the study, we’ll turn the
key on him !

“Bai Jove! What a wipping ideah !”

‘““And then he’ll be fair caught!”
grinned. Hammond.

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that !
Come on, deah bo:;

““Not a sound !” whlspeled Hammond.

“ Wight-ho
_The two juniors crept down the stairs
silently in their rubber shoes. The
School House was very still.

They reached the Shell passage, and
Hammond quickly transferred the key
of Tom Merry’s study door to the out-
side of the lock.

Then they crept into Gore’s study,
which was next to Tom Merry’s.

Hammond placed the door about an
inch ajar, and stationed himself close to
it to watch and listen.

I
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Arthur Augustus D’Arey blinked
round the study, and as his eyes became
accustomed to the darkness, he discerned
Gore’s armchair, and promptly sat down
in it.

T shall keep wateh hettah sittin’
down,” he murmured.

H'unmond grinned in the darkness,

“Right you are!” he said. “No’arm
if you go off to sleep, D’Arcy. I’ll wake
you up if I ’ear anythm’ 12

“Watst I’'m not gom to sleep i

“We mustn’t speak ’ere.”

“I was about to make the same
wemark, Hammond,” said D Arcy
severely. “Weally, it is wathah mcnu-

tious of you to talk so much.
slightest wemark may put the wascal on
his guard if he comes along the passage
and heabs us. I should wecommend
not sayin’ a single word 1”

“Yes, D’Arcy.”

“A still tongue shows a wise head,
Hammond,” said D’Arcy sagely.
“ Speech is silvah, and silence is golden,
you know !”

M

“Hadnt you bettah sit down, deah
boy ? You will get wathah tired
standm up.”

“That's all right.”

“Vewy well; only mind you don’t
talk.”

Hlammond grunted.

“Tt is imposs to be too cautious in a
case like this,” continued D’Arey.
“One ‘syllable may betway us.”

Hammond make no remark.

“T shall not go to sleep,” pursued
Arthur Augustus, a little drowsily. “1
feel wathah sleepy, but I shall make a
point of it to keep wide awake. If you
should nod off, Hammond, you can wely
on me to kecp wide awake.”

Hammond began to wish that Arthur
Augustus D’ AICV would go to sleep. He

“ Show a light here ! * exclaumed Tom Merry, as the Shell fellnws rushed up.

 Let’s see who it is !
a'.rugglmg in Tom Merry’s grasp.

The light gleamed on the face of the fellow who was
There was a shout:. * it’s Levison !

THe GeEx Lirary.—No. 1,506.
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was greatly attached to his noble chum,
but certainly Arthur Augustus w as not
exactly the most useful person in the
world for keeping watch when silence
wag required.

ely on me,” repeated Art[mr
Augustus, still more drowsily; “and
wemembah, Hammond, deah boy, not a

word—not a single sy’ Wable.”
“Yes.”

“Awfully quiet, isn’'t it? There
floesn’t seem’'to be a sound in the House,
deah boy. If you should speak, the
wottah would be certain to heah you.
Nothin’ like bein’ thowoughly cautious.”

Fortunately, D’Arcy nodded off to
sleep at this point, or he would have
coatinued impressing upon Hammond
the necessity of silence until dawn.

Hammond drew a breath of relief as
soon as the regular breathing of the
junior in the armchair warned him that
D’Arcy was safe in slumber.

He did not doze himself.

He would not sit down in case Lo
should be tempted to nod off; but kept
his post by the slightly open door,
watchful, wakeful, with every sense.on
the alert.

Two o’clock
clock tower.

Silence followed.

Arthur Augustus slept on as peace-
fully in George Gore’s armchair as if
he had been in his own bed in the
Fourth Form dormitory.

Hammond watched and waited.

Three o’clock.

Then another long period of watching.

In spite of himself, Hammond felt his
eyes heavy with slcep, and his thoughts
beginning to wander a little.

But in his early days he had been
accustomed to long hours of work and

boomed out from the

wakefulness, and he was more fitted for
his task than the noble swell of the
Fourth.

Half-past three.

Hammond began to wonder whether it
was all for nothing. The temptation to
snatch a few winks of sleep was strong.
But he resisted it. And he had his
reward.

All drowsiness vanished from his eve-
lids: as "he heard a soft and stealthy
sound in the passage.

He braced up, his eyes gleaming, his
heart thumping.

Someone was coming along the Shell
passage, with slow, soft, and cautious
footsteps.

It was the marauder at last—Levison
or ancther !

Not Levison, certainly—for Levison
knew that Hammond and D’Arcy were
keeping watch.. Not Levison — and,
therefore, evidently another. It was to
be Hammond, the Cockney schoolbor,
who was to be the means of proving the
innocence of the cad of the Fourth, who
had persecuted him ever since he came
to St..Jim's.

The stealthy footsteps passed Gore’s
study.

Hammond listened intently.

He “heard Tom Merry’s study door
softly opened—he heard it softly shut
again, The unknown was in Tom
Merry’s study.

Hammond drew a deep breath.

“Caught 1” he muttered.

He pulled the door farther open and
crept into the passage. From under the
door of Tom Merry’s study came a faint
beam of light. hoever was there
needed a light for the work he had come
to do, evidently—but he did not venture
to switch on the electric light. That
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pale and flickering light was shed by a
candle.  Hammond stood oitside the
door and listened. ~ He heard low sounds
of movement in the study—and sud-
denly an ominous crack.

He grinned a little. He Lknew what
that meant. The rascal, having failed
to obtain Tom Merry’s key to the desk,
had been driven to his only resource—
forcing it open. The crack was the
sound of the opening desk.

Crack again, and again.

“That's the money drawer!” mur-
mured Hammond. “I don’t ’ardly
think ’e’ll be able to deny wot he was
arter now.”

And his fingers closed on the key, and
turned it in the lock with a sha'p,
sudden click.

CHAPTER 16.
The Thief Exposed !

LICK!
In the stillness, the click of the
turning key, faint as it was, had

all the startling sharpness of a
pistol shot.

It was followed by a sudden husky ex-
clamation in the study, and the immedi-
ate extinction of the light there.

The next moment a hand tried the
door from inside—the handle turned,
but the locked door, of course, did not
open.

Then there was another exclamation
of rage and despair.

The rascal was trapped—and he knew
it.

There was no hope for him. Locked
in the study, he could not escape—arnd
the broken desk would be 3 conclusive
proof of what he had come there for.

Hammond stepped back from the door
and calmly turned on the electric light
in the passageé. Then he ran into Gore’s
study and called D’Arcy.

“ Gussy, wake u 5

“Bai Jove!” The swell of St. Jxm s
started up and rubbed his eves. “Bai
Jove, deah boy, I believe I nodded off
for a moment.”

“Yes, and a good many moments,”
said Hammond. “I’ve caught him!”

“Gweat Scott!”

“He’s locked in Tom Merry’s study,
Buzz off and call the fellows. T’'m goin’
to watch ’ere till they come {”

“Wight-ho! What luck !”

Arthur Augustus, fully awakened now,
rushed away.,

Within Tom Merry’s study, the handle
was being frantically tried again. The
imprisoned rascal was almost beside
himself, Hammond heard next a sound
of a chisel scratching on the lock inside
The rascal was trying to force it—but
the door lock was strong and stous, and
it was not likely to yield easily. And
in less than two minutes, Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arcy was back—with a crowd of
fellows at his heels.

He had shouted into the Fourth Form
and Shell dormitories the news that the
unknown rascal had been trapped; and
Tom Merry & Co. had turned out in
force to see the result. They did not
care now if the House was awakened. If
there had been an attempt to break open
Tom Merry’s desk and steal Hammond's
money, it was a matter that the House-
master would have to deal with.

The grinding sound of the chisel on
the lock could be heard by all the
juniors as they swarmed into the Shell

passage.

“Faith, and he’s there!” exclaimed
Reilly. And here’s Levison, be
jabers !”

Levison was in_the crowd of half-
dressed juniors. His eyes were blazing
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with excitement—the bruise on his fore-
head showed up dark on his white face.

“Yaas, wathah—it can’t be Levison,
deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, turn-
ing his eyeglass upon the cad of the
Fourth, *‘Levison, I am quite satisfied
now that it isn’t you!”

“Go hon !” said Blake.

“Weally, Blake 22

“But who is it, then?” asked Tom
Merry.

“One of the Fifth, I reckon,” said
Hammond. “But we’ll soon see. IHe's
a giddy prisoner now in that there
study, and he can’t git away.”

“What is all this? What does this
mean?” It was the deep voice of Mr.
Railton, the Housemaster of the School
House.

Mr. Railton, in his dressing-gown,
strode upon ihe scene. The excited
voices of the juniors had awakened him;
as, indeed, they had awakened nearly
everybody'else 1 the House.

“IWhat are you boys out of bed for?”
ihe Housemaster asked sternly. “Levi-
son—have you received an injury?
What does all this mean?”

“We’'ve caught the bloke, sir!” said
ITammond.

“What?”’

Tlammond breathlessly explained.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr.
Ratlton. *“Is it possible? But perhaps
this boy, whoever he is, may have gone
into Tom Merry’s study for some inno-
cent purpose. We shall see.”

“He can’t ’ave broken open Tom
Merry’s desk for an innocent purpose, I
s'pose, sir,” said Hammond, with a
chuckle.

“Noj; that, of course, is impossible.”

“I ’eard ‘im break it open. And if
he was doin’ no ’arm there, ’¢'d ’ave
called out to be let out afore this, I
reckon.”

“We shall see !”

Mzr, Railton strode to the study door
and unlocked it. The juniors—many
seniors ameng - them now—crowded
hehind him as he threw the door open.
The study was in darkness; but the
electric light from the passage streamed
in—and disclosed a figure there—a figure
wrapped in_a monk’s robe, a phos-
phorescent light gleaming from its
face. The figure sprang back with a
low, inarticulate cry at the sight of the
1Iousemaster.

AMr. Railton switched on the light at
once. The wretched, detected rascal
made a wild spring towards the door.
e could never have got through the
crowd outside—but he did not even
rcach them, Mr. Railton’s strong hand
closed on him and swung him back.

The Housemaster dragged the card-
hoard mask—the same that Levison had
used when playing ghost—from the face
of his prisoner.

‘Then his features were revealed. And
from all who saw him there came a

v Pl: o1

“Prye of the Fifth!”

“Great’ Scott !”

“Yaas, wathah;
wagcal 17 i

Prye’s face was haggard. Mr. Rail-
ton’s eyes searched the pailid face, the
wild eyes, for a moment, and then
turned to the smashed desk—tbe money-
drawer open, the banknotes and silver
scattered on the desk, where the thief
had dropped them in his alarm and con-
sternation at hearing the key click in the
lock.

His eyes fell, too, upon a thick stick
that lay upon the table, and it was not
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necessary to ask with what weapon, and
by whose hand, Monty Lowther had
received the injury that had been attri-
buted to Levison.

“Prye!” said Mr. Railton sternly.

Prye gasped speechlessly.

“Have you anything to say?” de-
manded the Housemaster.

Prye struggled for words, but he had
nothing to say. What could he say?
He had been caught in the very act.

“Rascal 1 said the Housemaster, in
deep tones of indignation. “So it is
you! This was your object—the theft
of money ! It was you who struck down
Lowther. And, taking advantage of
Levison’s folly, you allowed your own
base action to be attributed to him.”

Prye did not speak; he could not.
1O_n]y a groan of despair came from his
ips.

Cutts of the Fifth was in the crowd in
the passage, and his face had gone very
white at tho sight of his chum. He
understood, and he backed away very
quickly and disappeared. He did not
want to catch Albert Prye’s eye just
then; he did not know what wild words
the wretched Fifth Former might have
uttered.

But Prye was not thinking of him—
he was hardly thinking at all; his
faculties were dazed and confused by his
overwhelming ruin.

He had twice struck, cruelly and
brutally, in the dark to save himself
from recognition, and Monty Lewther
and Levison bore the marks of his
cowardly blows. But there was nothing
that conld save him_now.

“Come !” said Mr. Railton quictly.

With a firm hand on Prye's shoulder,
he led him from the study.

Prye went without a word.

The School House fellows returned to
bed in a state of the wildest excitement,
and there was little more sleep in the
House that night.

CHAPTER 17.

The Culprit Runs Away !
HE next morning there was a
fresh, startling discovery for the

School House.
Prye of the Fifth was gone.

Quite certain of being expelled, the
wretched vietim of his own folly fled
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before the dawn, and St.
destined to sce him no move.

. He had been left in his dormitory, but
in the morning a rope of sheets was
found hanging from the dormitor
window, and Prye was not to be found.
Nobody else in the Fifth appeared to
know anything about it, but some of the
fellows were pretty certain that Cutts
had helped "his friend to escape—
whether from friendship, or from fear
of being dragged into Prye’s disgrace,
was an open question,

At all events, Prye was gone, and by
his flight to his home he had saved
himself from the disgrace of public
expulsion from the school.

“It’s all the bettah, deah boys,”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remarked.
“He was an awful wottah, but he’s got
it in the neck, and no mistake. Fm
glad he’s gone.”

“And Levison was telling the truth
ail the time,” said Monty Lowther.
*‘That’s the most wonderful part of the
whoele_bisney.”

Levison was called into the House-
master’s study; but if he expected any
expression of regret on Mr. Railton’s
part, he was disappointed.

Mr, Railton spoke to him sharply and
sternly.

“You have had a narrow escape,
Levison,” he said. “You can see that
for yourself. But for the fact that Prye
was caught in the act, his wickedness
and dishonour might have been laid to
your charge, and you would have
suffered his fate.”

“I know it, sir,” said Levison. “I
hope 1 may get something more like
justice another time.”

€ is _entirely your own fault,
Levison. I hope this incident will prove
a warning to you. Had you heen known
to be a boy of honourable character
your word would have been sufficient to
dispel suspicion, the evidence bein%
entirely circumstantial. I hope you wil
take warning by this and amend your
conduct in the future.”

I_And with that Mr. Railton dismissed
him.

But Levison was not quite without
better feelings, for that morning he
sought out Hammond, and spoke to
him with something lke good feeling
and gratitude.

“Im sorry I've been down on you,
Hammond,” he 'said awkwardly.
‘“You've treated me well—better than I

Jim's was

deserved, I suppose.”
“Much bettah I” remarked Arthur
Augustus. . .
“And T'm  much obliged,” said

Levison; “and—and there’s my hand, if

you choose to take it, Hammond.”
Hammond took it heartily enough.
“It’s orl right,” he said. “No ’arm

done. And there’s my fist, too. All
serene 1”
And Levison walked away, feeling

more shamefaced than he had ever felt
in his life before.

Arthur Augustus turned his famous
cyeglass approvingly upon Hammond.

“Vewy wight and pwopah!” he re-
marked. “Levison has said that _he’s
sowwy for havin’ tweated you like a
cad, and an apology fwom one gentle-
man to anothah is quite suffish. My
deah boy, it’s all wight I

And Hammond grinned and agreed
that it was all right.

(Next Wednesday: ‘THE FUNK
OF THE FOURTH!"—telling of a
newcomer who made a bad start al
St. Jim’s and tried to retrieve it by «
deception. Look out for this gripping

story.)
Tue Gev LiBrary.—No. 1,500.
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AFTER THE FEAST COMES THE RECKONING!

THEN IT IS THAT THE CHUMS OF THE

REMOVE HAVE A ROUGH TIME OF IT!

OUGHING IT AT GREYFRIARS!

WHAT HAPPENED LAST WEEK.

Returning to Greyfriars from holiday,
Harry Wharton & Co. find the school
deserted. They learn from Gosling, the
porter, that the Head and masters and
fellows are held up owing to a break-
down on the line from London.

The chums of the Remove, who have
come by a branch line not affected by
the breakdown, are hungry after thewr
journey, and they invade the school
kitchen to- forage for their own food.
A meal i3 cooked by Bunter, and the
juniors greatly enjoy it.

Ernest Levison, a new boy, whose
suspicious nature makes him disliked by
Harry Wharton & Cop., also joins in the
feast. But, unbeknown to the juniors,
Hurree Singh has added liguorice
powder to the custard so as to make it
sufficient to go round. The Indian
junior s ‘ignorvant of the fact that
liquorice powder is used for medicinal
purposes !

The juniors are contemplating what
the Head would say if ke returned and
found them in the school kitchen, when
footsteps are heard on the stairs !

(Now read on.)

Gosling Does His Duty !

6 HO can it be?” asked Bob
Cherry. “It doesn’t sound
like Gosling, and there’s
nobody else within the

walls of Greyfriars that I know of.”

“Better look,” said Hazeldene.

He stepped to the door and looked
out, and several of the other juniors
followed. Hazeldene uttered an ex-
clamation.

“It’s Gosling !”

Bob Cherry gave a growl of disgust.

“And he’s been drinking again.”

The cause of the school porter’s
peculiarly ‘slow progress was secen as
soon as they set eyes upon him. The
school porter was coming along cling-
ing to the wall, afraid to let go of it in
case he should roll over on the linoleum.
He picked up each foot and set it down
again with great care. He looked up
with fishy eyes and saw the juniors lock-
ing at him from the wide doorway of
the kitchen.

“’Allo1” he growled.
’ere ?”

“Here we are,” said Bob Cherry.
“What do you want? You’re not
coming in here.”

The porter stopped, holding to_the
wall, and fixed a glassy stare upon Bob.
He had evidently been consuming much
more liquor than was good for him,
feeling sccure in doing so owing to the
Head’s delay in returning.

. _“Ain’t I coming in . there?” said

Gosling. “And why ain’t I coming in
there? What I says is this ‘ere—I'm
the porter of this college, I am?{”

“You wouldn’t be for long,” said
Harry Wharton, “if Dr. Locke could
see you now.”

“Wot I says is this ’ere,” repeated
Gosling. *As the porter of this school,
it’s my dooty to see what you young
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himps is doing of in the absence of
author—author—authorities.”

He got the word out at last and
wagged his head solemnly at the juniors.
Harry Wharton turned back into the
kitchen with a gesture of disgust.

Gosling  felt his way _along the
passage to the kitchen door. The
juniors there did not move to let him
pass. They had no mind to have himn
in  their company. But Gosling's
fuddled brain was filled with the idea
of the importance of his duty in look-
ing after theé juniors, and he was deter-
mined to come in.

“Wot I says is this ’ere,” he re-
marked, steadying himself by holding
to the doorpost and staring glassily at
the juniors. “I’m coming in to keep an
eye on you young himps.”

“You're not!” said Nugent.
out ”

I

I’m not getting hout. I’'m coming
>

“Get

in

And Gosling lurched heavily forward.
No one was inclined to have the porter

RUUHTTHTHBH DR

When Harry Wharton & Co.
suffer violent internal pains they
have visions of food poisoning.
They had yet to learn that the
custard they had eaten contained
liquorice powder !
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fall.on him. The juniors crowded back,
and Gosling reeled forward and rolled
on the kitchen floor. He sat up, ldok-
ing bewildered, and gazed round at
the. juniors with lack-lustre eyes.

C“If you think I'm intoxy—intoxy—
tipsy,” he jerked out, “you’re mis-
taken. I'm as sober as a judge.”

“Get out!”

“I won't get out.
look after you.”

“Well, then, stay there!” said Bob
Cherry.
won’t stay ’ere!” said Gosling,
with the contradictory obstinacy of in-
toxication. “I certainly shall not stay
’ere 1”

“Oh, do as you like!”

“I shan’t do anything of the kind "’

Gosling slowly rose to his feet. e
clutched at a chair to steady himself,
and Fazeldene pushed it with his foot.
Chair and Gosling went over together.
The portér rolled on the floor, made
an effort to rise, and then went ofl to
sleep. The juniors stood round regard-
ing him with mingled amusement and
disgust, and his snores filled the kitchen
with far from musical noise.

It’s my dooty to

Sudden Pains !

“«“ HE  drunkenfulness

honouvable beast is terrific,”

said  Hurrec Jamset Ram

Singh, looking down at the
slumbering Gosling. “It would be an
excellent jokefulness to duck him in the
cold-waterful bath.”

“It would be no joke to try to carry
him upstairs,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Here he is, and here he’ll stop. Some-
thing ought to be done to him, though.
Has anybody got any crayons?”

“Crayons?”  said Harry Wharton.
“What on earth for?”

“I think we might cover up his
ruddy = complexion,” explained Bob.
“Nothing but an earthquake would
wake him now, so it would be easy
enough.”

Hurree Singh grinned.

“That is a wheezy good idea, my
worthy chum. If we can find some
crayons we may be able to turn the
esteemed beast into a thing of beauti-
fulness and a joy for ever.”

“Good wheeze,” said Nugent. “I
don’t see why soot wouldn’t do as well
as crayons, though.”

“So it would,” said Bob Cherry.
“Get a_capful of soot out of the chim-
ney, will you, Hurree Singh?”

“Certainfully,” said the nabob, pick-
ing up a cap and starting towards the
chimney.

“I say, whose cap is that?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Yours,” said the nabob, beaming.
“Surely you did not think that I was
going to use my own capful headgear
for this purpose, my worthy Cherry?”

“Ass! The shovel will do.”

“Oh, very wellful.”

The shovel was soon laden with soot
and carried towards the sleeping; un-
conscious Gosling. Bob Cherry poured
a little water on it and mixed it up into
a thin paste, and then, using a rag as a
brush, painted the face of the school
porter.

Gosling did not even open his eyes
once. He lay unconscious while DBob
Cherry blacked his face and turned him
into a good imitation of a nigger.

The juniors stood round laughing.

Gosling’s aspect, when his face was
blacked, was certainly something new
and strange, and decidedly comical. But
Bob Cherry was not satisfied yet.

“Got any whitening ?” he asked. look-
ing round.

“We could find some, I expect,” said
Nugent. “But I really think he looks
beautiful as he is.”

“Behold, he is black but comely,”
purred the nabob.

“Yes, but a couple of white circles
round his eyes would improve him,”
said Bob Cherry, cocking his head on
one side to get a good view of his
vietim.

“Ha, ha! So they would.”

“What do you think, Wharton? |
know you have a rather artistic eye. As
an artist, would you say pure black, or
a couple of white circles in relief 2”

Ha vy Wharton laughed.

“Tae white circles, by all means,” he
replied.

“Then find some whitening, some of

of the
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WHARTON & CO. IN ANOTHER AMUSING—AND PAINFUL'!—ADVENTURE IN

THEIR EARLY SCHOOLDAYS AT GREYFRIARS.

Wriggling with internal pains, the nine suffering juniors stood in a row before Dr. Mackenzie.
we’re dying ! ”’ gasped Billy Bunter.

you,” ‘said Bob Cherry, rubbing in a
little extra soot on Gosling’s fat cheeks.

Billy Bunter soon found some whiten-
ing, and the white circles were added
round the eyes. The effect was start-
ing. The white circles gave the black
face a peculiarly owl-like appearance.
Nobody would ever have recognised this
strange-looking object as Gosling, the
porter of Greyfriars.

“There, I think he will do,” said Bob
Cherry, rising. “If any of you fellows
can suggest any improvement, I'll add

“Ha, ha! He'll do.”

“You think that’s the best we can do
for him?”

“ Absolutely !

“Then we’ll let it go at that,” said
Bob Cherry. “I suppose we shall have
to leave him here. Still, as we’ve done
with these quarters it doesn’t matter.
Let him have his snooze out. When he
wakes up and looks in the glass, he’ll
have a shock, and it may be a
temperance lesson to him. Now, what
shall we do to amuse ourselves?”

“Let us pay a roundful visit to all the
Upper Fourth Form studies and wreck
them,” suggested the nabob thought-
fully. “That would be a surpriseful
pleasure to Temple, Dabney & Co. when
they returned to the honourable school.”

“That’s rather a good idea,” said
Nugent. “We won’t wreck the lot, but
we may as well make a surprise or two
ready for Temple and Dabney.”

“Come on, then!” said Harry
Wharton.  “Hallo, you new chap!
What’s the matter with you?”

Ernest Levison seemed to be twisting
uncomfortably, as if he had a pain
somewhere in his internal regions.

“Oh, nothing !” he said.

“Something ~ disagreed with you?”
asked Nugent.

“I—I think so. 1 telt a sharp pain
then!” gasped Levison. “Something

like a dagger and something like a red-
hot needle.”

“My hat, it must have been a regular
twister, then. I’ve never swallowed any
daggers or red-hot needles that I can
remember, but they can’t be nice.”

““T believe it was something I’ve been
eating.”

“Have you been scoffing any tinned
beef? If you have you've very likely
got ptomaine poisoning,” said Bob
Cherry sympathetically.

Levison grunted.

“I haven’t. I’ve eaten nothing but
what you gave me here.”

“Well, there was nothing wrong
with that,” said Billy Bunter promptly.
“I cooked it myself.”

“Well, it’s curious I should have the
pain and none of you others,” said
Levison. “I might have known you
would play some little game on me.”

“You’re a suspicious rotter!’ said
Harry Wharton in his direct way.
“There has been no game played on
you.”

“I know what I feel like. Ow !”

“Qh, rats!’

The Greyfriars juniors went upstairs.
Levison followed them more slowly.
The school porter still lay extended
upon the floor, snoring.

At the top of the stairs Hazeldene
stopped and pressed his hand to his
stomach, with a sudden gasp of breath.
Wharton glanced at him.

“What’s the matter ?””

“Oh, nothing! I thought I felt a

ain 1” E

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Have you got
pains, too ?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I
say, as a matter of fact, I had a sort of
stitch just then. There couldn’t have
been anything wrong with the bacon,
could there 7”

“My hatl]” ejaculated Nugent.
“There was something wrong with
something, or there's something wrong
with me. I've just had a pain.”

¢ It you pleass, sir,

‘¢ We’ve all got ptomaine poisoning, and we may drop down dead any minute ! »*

“What was it like?”

“A good deal like what Levison
described—something like a needle and
something like a red-hot dagger.”

“Wrong! What Levison had was a
dagger and a red-hot needle.”

“Well, I can’t see much difference
there.”

“Ow

“Hallo, yowre grunting yourself
now-! What’s the matter with you?”

“I—I had a pain like a pair of burn-
ing pincers——"

“My hat! Sure it wasn’t like a red-
hot dagger ?”

“Well, it might have been. I—
Ow 1

“The painfulness of my worthy chums
seems to be terrific,” said Hurree Singh.
“Meanwhile, the Headful sahib may
return momentarily, and the wreckful-
ness of the honourable studies of the
Upper Fourth is not yet done.”

‘“‘Rats! I’ve got a pain.”

“So have I1.”

“Go and wreck the bcastly studies
yourself 1’

“Ach! I feels him _meinself I’
grunted Fritz Hoffman. “I know not
if it is te same pain, or some oder pain,
but he is ferry painful. I feels him in
vatb yotll‘English calls te pread-pasket.”

« (el 17

“Hallo, Froggy! Why are you twist-
ing about ?”

“I have ze pain!” groaned Adolphe
Meunier.  “I have ze fearful pain.
Parblew, it is frightful! I have ze
horrific pain in ze region you call ze

“Mon Dieu!”

Harry Wharton looked serious. He
was feeling a strange pain himself, and
it really looked as if something were
the mafter. Hardly one of the Grey-
friars juniors seemed to have escaped.
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Hoffman was sitting on the floor,
glaring straight beforc him, Mennier
was clinging to the banisters in the Hall.
Bob Cherry was tightening his lips to
endure it, and Nugent looked very pale.
Hazeldene groaned aloud. Billy Bunter,
as white as @ sheet, was sitting down on
a stair. in dumb suffering. Micky
Desmond was walking up and down
very quickly, as if trying to walk it off.

“There's something wrong,” said
Harry Wharton.

“Only just found that out?” sneered
Tevison. “You don’t seem to be feeling
it vourself. I suppose you played this
trick on the lot of us?”

“There has been no. trick played that
T know of.” .
“Then what is the matter with- us
all?”

“1 haven’t the faintest idea!”

Levison’s sneer grew _more pro-
nounced. He was evidently in a sus-
picious mood, and his temper, none too
good, was' ot improved by the inward
pain he felt.

“Rats!”  he exclaimed.  “There’s
something wrong with all of us, and
vothing wrong with you. You're at the
bottom of-it.”

Harry Wharton clenched his fists.

“1 tell you am not! I know
nothing about it.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“As a matter of fact, I do fecl the
pain myself,” said Harry quietly. “T’'m
riot making a row about it, that’s all.
I think there’s something wrong, and it
looks to me like’ ptomaine poisoning, or
something of that sort.”

There was & general of
“Oh’s 17

“Bacon might give you something of
that sort,” said Harry, . “That’s the
only explanation I can think of.”

Billy Bunter looked up.

“The bacon was_all right,” he said
huskily. . “I cooked it myself. And I
ate six rashers, so I ought to know.”

“ Anyway, one thing’s jolly certain!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton decidedly.
“We ought to see a doctor.”

chorus

“Yes, that's certain,” said = Bob
Cherry. “Whatever it is, we ought to
see a doctor about it. It might be

sérious.”

“It fecls serious !” groaned Nugent.

- “The seriousness 1s terrific!” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Have you got it, too, Inky ?”

“I have a terrific twistfulness in the
inwardness of” ‘the interior  works !”
groaned the dusky junior. “It may be
a sign_that the dreadful termination of
the existence is nigh. I feel thusly, my
worthy chums.”

“QOh, rats! Youw're not going to kick
the bucket yet!” said Bob Cherry. “I
feel just now as though I wouldn’t mind
dying, though, myself. Ow!”

“Ow-ow !” gasped Billy Bunter.
“Ow I”
““Oh, come on!” said Harry. “We'll

get down to the village and see the
doctor.”

And he threw open the school door,
and the juniqrs, in various attitudes of
sulﬁ‘ermg, staggered out into the dusky

ose.

A Dismal Drive !

ARRY  WHARTON  walked
straight on, quietly repressing
any audible sign of the strange
pain he inwardly felt. Harry

was made of sterner stuff than the other

fellows. Before Billy Bunter had taken

half a dozen steps he collapsed and sat

down in the gravel on the path.
Hazeldene sat down a yard away, and

then Fritz Hoffman rolled in the grass.

Adolphe Meunier speedily joined him
TrHe Gey Lisrary.—No. 1,506.

there. Harry Wharton stopped, and
looked round.

“Oh, come on!” he said. . .

“I c-c-c-can’t !” groaned Billy Bunter.
“I’'m dying! I say, Wharton, %’m sorry
I sold your cricket bat that time! I—I
say, Cherry, I beg your pardon !”

“What for?”

“I was going to sell your pocket-
knife with the three blades and the saw

and file to stand a feed—"

“You young bandit !”

“Now I'm dying, I'm sorry I. was
going to sell it! I'm sorry for all the
wrong things I've done! I haven't done
many. Now I'm dying, it’s a great
comfort to ‘look back on my noble
actions——""

“Bosh 1”

“Really, Cherry—"

“Look here, make an effort and come
along 1” said Harry Wharton. “Doun’t
talk that silly rot about dying, Bunter,
or I shall punch your head!”

“I say, Wharton, I feel I can’t get
along,” said Hazeldene.

“It's only a short walk.”

“I couldn’t do it!”

“Sure, and couldn’t ye _get the
docther here?” asked Micky Desmond.
“There’s a telephone i1 the Head's
study.”

“The Head’s study is pretty certain
to be locked up while he’s away.”

“T know it 1s,” said Nugent.

“Then what’s to be done?
walk.”

Harry Wharton thought for a few
moments.

“Look here, what about borrowing
the gardener’s pony and cart?” he said.
“I can get into the stable, and you
know I can drive. It's the only con-
veyance that can be ‘had. You chaps
stay here while I get it out, and I’ll
drive you into the village.”

“Good 1

I can’t

“I shan’t be long.”

Harry Wharton walked quickly away.
Bob Cherry was at his side in a
moment.

“T'll come and help you, Harry.”

“You're not fit.”

“I'm as fit as you are, I expect.”

“So am I” said Nugent, joining
them. “We can manage it. Poor old
Hurree Singh is doubled up. He’s not
so strong as us, you know. Let’s get
the horse out first. I say, Harry, have
you any idea what’s the matter with
us?”?

Harry shook his head.

“Not unless’ it's ptomaine poisoning,
Nugent.”

“Then it may be dangerous?”

“Well, it would be only a slight
attack. We should feel worse than we
do, I expect, if it were dangerous.”

“L don’t think I could feel much
worse than I do.”

“Well, the sooner we get to Dr. Mac-
kenzic the better,” said Harry Wharton.
“Here’s the pony. He’'ll have a lot to
pull, but he’s fit enough.”

It did not take the juniors long to
harness the horse in the cart, which
belonged to Mimble, the Head’s gar-
dener. Then they led the pony out and
round to the School House. The
juniors they had left there were lying
on the grass, utterly overcome,.

“Here we are!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Jump in!”

Billy Bunter groaned.

“Don’t be cruel, Wharton! Fancy
talking about jumping now! I couldn’t
jump an inch to save my life!”

“Well, scramble in, then!”

“I can’t move!”

“We shall have to sling him in,” said
Bob Cherry. “You cut into the porter’s
lodge and get the key for the gate,
Nugent.”
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“Right you are!”

Nugent hurried off. Bob Cherry and
Harry Wharton assisted the juniors into
the cart.

Wharton took the reins and_drove
down to the gates. By that time Nugent
had the gates open, and the cart passed
through. Nugent shut the gate and
locked it.

“Bring the key along!” called out
Harry Wharton. “We've got to get in
when we come back, you know.”

“Right-ho 1

Nugent climbed into the cart. Harry
Wharton shook the reins, and the pony
broke into a trot. The cart, with its
load of suffering humanity, rolled off
towards the village. It was a short
drive to the local doctor’s. Dr. Mac-
kenzie’s house was on the outskirts of
the village towards Greyfriars.

The cart soon reached the gate, and
Bob Cherry jumped down and opcned
it, and Harry drove the cart in. The
next moment Bob was thumping at the
knocker.

Knock! Bang! Knock! Crash!
The door was opened by a startled
maidservant.

“Is Dr. Mackenzie at home?” gasped
Bob.

£ YES-”

“Tell him we're all dying of
ptomaine poisoning, and want to see
him at once!”

The amazed maid fled. The juniors
tumbled out of the cart and poured into
the house.

The Sufferers !

INE suffering juniors, wriggling

with internal pains, stood in a

row in Dr. Mackenzie’s consult-

ing-room, and the  doctor
adjusted his glasses and stared at them
curiously.

“If you please, sir, we're dying!”
said Billy Bunter. “We've all got
ptomaine poisoning, and we may drop
down dead any minute!”

“Indeed !” said the medical man. “Is
that the usual result of ptomaine
poisoning, Master Bunter?”

“I really don’t know, sir.”

“Then don’t make assertions on
things you know nothing about!” said
the doctor. “What makes you think
you have ptomaine poisoning?”

“We've got fearful pains—"

“Like red-hot daggers—"

“And something like a
carving-knife—"

“Ach! I feel fery pad—"

“Mon Dieu, I am suffering terribly !”

“The sufferfulness of your honourable
servant is terrific!”

“Begorra, ii’s dying I am intirely

“What have you been eating?”

“Bacon and eggs.”

“Bacon and eggs wouldn’t hurt you.
Was _there anything wrong with the
bacon?”

“Nothing, sir!” said Billy Bunter
promptly. ‘I cooked it myself, and I
ate six rashers, and it was simply
ripping I

“I did not eat the bacon,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; “but I ate
of the eggs, and, as far as they were
concerned, everything was gardenfully
lovely I” .

The doctor turned to him quickly:

“You did not take any of the bacon?”

“ None, sir, as I—"

“Then it cannot have been the bacon,
as 1 presume that you are feeling the
same pains as the others?”

“Yes, honoured medical sahib, but a
little worseful than the others, I think.”

“Rats ” groaned Billy Bunter. “You
haven’t got them worse than I have!
I'm slowly dying by inches!”

burning
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“You couldn’t expect to die quickly
by inches,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Don’t be heartless, Cherry! When
the grass is growing green on my grave,
you will think——"

“I shall think of the
you owe me !”

“Really, Cherry—"

“You did not feel this pain until
after you had eaten?” asked the medical
man.

“‘No, sir,” said Harry Wharton.

“Was it immediately after?”

“No, sir; some time afterwards.”

“Were the eggs fresh and good?”

“Ripping, sir!” said Billy Bunter.
“I ate mine of them, so I ought to
know 1”

“Did you eat anything else besides

3

seven-and-six

the eggs and bacon?

“Bread, sir.”

“The bread was all right,” said Billy
Bunter, “s0 was the butter. I had nine
slices, and so I can answer for the
bread-and-butter.”

“Did you have anything after the
meal?”

“Boiled apples and custard, sir.”

“The apples were rather underdone,”
said Bob Cherry. “But I've caten
underdone apples many a time and they
never made me feel like this.”

“Ach! It is terrible !

“Ciel! It is frightful 1”

“Begorra, I'm dying intirely I

“Let me see. Was the custard pro-
perly made ?”

“I made it myself,” said Billy Bunter,
“and I ate as much as anybody, except-
ing Levison. It was a good custard.”

“I know what’s the matter,” said
Levison sulkily.
“Indeed I” said the doctor dryly.

“Then you may as well tell me, and
save the trouble of inquiring.”

“Somebody has been playing a trick.”

“What kind of trick?”

“Putting something in the food.”

“Who has done it 7

“Wharton, I believe. He was very
anxious for me to come down and join
in the feed, and verv likely he’s putting
on those symptoms. He doesn’t feel 1t
as much as we do, or he wouldn't be so
quiet about it.”’

Harry Wharton flushed with anger.
The doctor looked at him.

“Is there anything'in this lad’s state-
ment, Wharton?” he asked.

“Nothing, sir. So far as I know, a
trick has not been played; and if it has,
I know nothing whatever about it. As
for my being anxious to have Levi
down to the feed, that was only becausc
I knew he was hungry, and there was
nothing for him otherwise.”

“How is that?”

“There has been a breakdown on the
railway, and the Head and the masters
have not returned. There is no one at
the school, excepting the porter.”

“Oh, I see! Then vou have been
cooking the food yourself 77

“VYes, sir.”

“I cooked it, sir,”” said Billy Bunter.
“I can answer for the cooking all right.
I’ve cooked for years, and nobody’s
cver found fault with my cooking.”

“You may have mixed some foreign
ingredients in the custard,” said Dr.
Mackenzie. “Was there anything of a
foreign nature close at hand ?”

3 “"Z’[‘here were Hoffman and Meunier,
% gh e

“Hoffman and Meunier were the only
two foreigners present.”

“Pish! I mean was there any
material of a deleterious nature near at
hand which might have got mixed into
the custard by mistake ?”

A curious look came over the duzky

face of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. The
others did not notice it for a moment.

“No, sir!” said Billy Bunter with
cmphasis. “The custard powder was in
a jar, and I was very careful about it.
The eggs were all right.”

“It 1s possible—"

“You don’t know anything about it,
Jampot, if you think there was any-
thing wrong with the custard,” said
Billy Bunter obstinately. “I'm not
going to have people say that my
custard made them ill.”

“But I think—"

“Oh, don’t be an ass, Inky!
custard was all right.”

“Let Hurree Singh speak,’”” said Dr.
Mackenzie. “ What 1s it, Hurree Singh?
Do you know of anything wrang with
the materials of the custard?”

“No, sir; but there was a slight lack
of materials for the honourable custard,
and I thought the admixture of a

|
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sensations we have experienced in our
honourable inward regions,”’ said the
nabob. “I merely mention the circum-
stance in order to place you in posses-
sion of the complete faetfulness of the
case, honoured medicated sahib:”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter brandished a fat fist in
the face of the astonished Hindu.

“You black villaia 1”

“What?”

“You howling lunatic!” roared
Hazeldene.

“Eh?1”

“You poisonous assassinl’’ shrieked
Nugent.

By

“Ach! Tat accounts for te pain! I
tink %

“Cielt All is explained! I zink—"

“Dear me!”’ said the doctor, wiping
tears of merriment from his cheeks.
“All is explained now. and you need

The red glow from the fire fell full upon Gosling’s black face, with the white

Mr. Quelch gave him one terrified look and fled.

master. ‘“ Wharrer marrer 2

muttered the porter.

circles round the eyes.
“Help! Help!” yelled the Remove
quantity of liquorice powder would

s

make up for it.

“Of what?” asked the doctor.

“Liquorice powder, sir.”

“Ha, ha! That accounts—"

“But it wasn’t put in!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“1 should think not I’ exclaimed Billy
Bunter indignantly.

“But the liquorice powder was put in
the custard all the samefully,” said the
nabob. “I wished the ludicrous custard
to be sufficientful for everyone, and
when the worthy Bunter had turned his
esteemed head I placed the liquorice
powder in the jar that contained the
custard powder, and mixed them
togetherfully.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” gasped Dr. Mackenzie.

“I cannot think that the admixture-
fulness can have caused ' the painful

not be alarmed. There is nothing in
the nature of ptomaine poisoning the
matter with you. You have had an
overdose of—— Ha. ha, ha! It will
not hurt you much *

“Won’t it7” groaned Billy Bunter.
“Ow!  Wow! Ye¢ give Wharton's
cricket bat to anybody who’d suffocate
that nigger!”

“Really, my worthy chums—>

“You silly fathead!”

“1 fail to perceive the causefulness of
the angerful countenances of my
esteemed chums. If the medicated sahib
would explain——">

“It is,” as a matter of fact, an over-
dose of medicine,”” explained the medi-
cal sahib. “It was a ludicrous mistake
to make.”

“I don’t believe it was a_ mistake I
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growled Levison. “The confounded
nigger did it on purpose !”

“Nonsense! Hurree Singh has suf-
fered as much as anybody.”

“That is very trueful,” said the nabob
ruefully. “I really and truly consider
that I have even suffered morefully.”

“Rot! It was a trick.”

“I assure you, my worthy friend, on
the word of an honest Injun, that it was
not a trickful jape.”

“Rot 1”

“If you doubt my wordful assur-
ance——"

“I jolly well do!” said Levison with
emphasis.

“Then I can only consider it in the
light of an insultfulness to the honoured
dignity of a Nabob of Bhanipur,” said
the Indian junior, “and I shall forth-
withfully proceed to castigate you with
the extreme severity.”

“Here, sheer off |

“The sheer-off-fulness is impossible in
the honourable circumstances,”” said the
nabob, squaring up to the new boy of
Greyfriars. “Pray defend yourself fist-
fully, or you will be knocked downfully
to the carpet in the twinkling of the
lamb’s tail I

“Come, stop that!” exclaimed the
doctor, laughing. “You must not fight
in my consulting-room, Hurree Singh.”

The nabob ceased his attack at once,
much to Levison’s relief. Hurree Singh
turned to the doctor.

“I humbly beg to apologise to the
honoured medicated sahib for the
thoughtlessness of the forgetfulness,” he
said. “I have profaned his esteemed
consulting-room with the rudeness of the
fisticuffs.”

“Never mind.”

*“But I assure the honourable doctor-
ful sahib that no disrespect was in-
tended, or conveyed.”

“That’s all  right,” said Dr.
Mackenzie. “Now, my lads, there is
niothing the matter with you that will
not soon pass off —”

“Ow !” groaned Billy Bunter.

“So you may as well return to the
school. I should advise you to be a
little more careful—ha, ha, ha!—in the
selection of materials the next time you
make a custard.”

“It was that ass Inky!”

“The goodness of the intention is a
balance to the unfortunatefulness of the
unpleasant result. I—

“Good-night; boys!”

“Good-night, sir!”

The juniors, relieved in their minds,

nd somewhat relieved in their bodies—

or the pains were growing less keen—
climbed into the cart and drove off to
Greyfriars. Only Levison was sulkily
silent. The idea was still in his mind
that he had been the victim of an inten-
tional trick, and it was evidently useless
to argue him out of it. And no one felt
inclined to take the trouble of doing so.

A Strange Arrival !

“ EAR me! What ever is the
matter here?”
It was Dr. Locke, the

august Head. of Greyfriars,
who spoke. He was standing outside
the gates of Greyfriars, and with him
were several of the masters and a horde
of returning boys.

The evening was setting in and the
delayed school - had at last appeared
before the gates of Greyfriars. But
though Mr. Quelch had been ringing the
bell for a good five minutes the gates
were not opened.

“This is really remarkable,” said the
Head. “Where -can_Gosling possibly
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be? I wired to him after the break-
down not to expect me till this even-

ing.”

“Probably he thought we should
arrive later than this,” said Mr,
Quelch, “and he may have gone out.”

“That would be against my positive
orders. There is no one else at all at
Greyfriars and he has no right to go
out,” said the Head, frowning.

Mr. Quelch coloured slightly.

“He may have done so, however. He
cert%’inly does not appear to hear the

“Please ring once more, and as
loudly as you can,” said the puzzled

ead. “I really do not understand this
at_all.”

Mr. Quelch rang again, loud and long.
They could hear the bell clanging
away from the interior, but there was
neither sound nor sight of the porter.
Gosling was evidently absent from his
post.

“Dear me! This is very annoying!”

It was extremely annoying. The Head
felt that the position was ridiculous.
The boys of Greyfriars were crowded
outside the gates like sheep seceking
shelter, and already they were grinning
at the failure of the masters to gain
entrance.

“Shall I climb over the gate?” asked
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars.

The Head shook his head.

“I . am afraid it would be dangerous,
Wingate. ' Fortunately, I have a key to
the wicket gate and can get in that way,
and open the gates myself. I cannot
imagine what has happened to Gosling.
I shall speak to him very severely.”

he Head felt in his pockets and at
last produced a key, and went along to
the little gate usually used by masters
during the term when the great gates
were closed. He opened the gate and
went in.

“As I may not be able to find Gosling,
you had all better come in this way,” he
said. “I really fear that Gosling has
taken advantage of this delay, Mr.
Quelch, to leave the school and go out
on some business of his own.”

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“Tt looks like it, sir.”

“1 shall speak to him very severely.”

The grinning boys filed in at the little
gate. The quadrangle was growing very
dusky, and the school, with not a single
window lighted, loomed up a black mass
before them over the dim elms.

Dr. Locke waited till all the boys
were in and then locked the gate again.
Then he led the way towards the School
House.

“There is certainly no one in the
lodge,” said Mr. Quelch. “I have
looked. Gosling is absent. No one
appears to be in the house.”

“The windows are all dark—"

“There’s a light in the kitchen win-
dow,” said Dabney of the Upper Fourth.
“I can see if, sir.”

“H'm! Is the light on?”

“No; it secems to be a red glow from
the fire, sir.”

The Head looked puzzled.

“Gosling has no right to light a fire
in the kitchen,” he said. * And it would
be curious for him to be down there
without the light on. This must be
looked into. But first we must get into
the House.”

The Head opened the great door with
a key and entered. He switched on the
electric light and looked round. Not a
sound was to be heard in the great
building.

“Will you look in the kitchen, Mr.
Quelch, and ascertain—-""

“ Certainly, sir!”

The master of the Remove went to the
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kitchen stairs and descended into the
gloom. ruddy glow came from the
open door of the kitchen, showing that
the fire had not yet died out. Mr.
Quelch entered the kitchen. The room
was in darkness, save for the ruddy
glow of the fire, which was burning red
and very low in the grate.

The Remove-master stumbled over
something on the floor and uttered an
exclamation. The Form-master was no
coward, but his heart jumped in his
mouth. For he knew that it was a
humaln body he had stumbled over.

“AR 1P

Was it Gosling, dead or disabled by
burglars? It was an unpleasant
thought.  Mr, Quelch shuddered and
looked quickly round. Then he stooped
and touched the face of the prostrate
form.

“Wharrer marrer? Grrrt”

Mr. Quelch gave a jump.

“Dear mel”

The fallen form scrambled up.
Gosling had been rudely disturbed, and
he had awakened in a semi-sober state.
He scrambled up savagely and glared
at the Form-master, whom.he did not
recognise in the gloom.

"The red glow of the fire fell full upon
his black face, with the white circles
round the eyes. Mr. Quelch gave him
one_terrified look and fled.

“Help! Help!”

“Wharrer marrer—"

“ Help

The Remove-master bounded up the
kitchen stairs. But his cry had becen
heard and Wingate came rushing down
to his aid. He met Mr. Quelch half-
way on the stairs, and crashed heavily

into him.
“Oh! Help! Ow!”
The Form-master rolled down the

stairs, and Wingate rolled with him.
They sprawled on the linoleum at the
bottom, and, as they did so, a shadowy
figure whisked past them and ran up-
stairs. It was Gosling, who was more
frightened in his fuddled state than Mr.
Quelch could possibly be.

“Borry, sir!” gasped Wingate. “I
heard you calling and ran down—"
“It was an accident,” said Mr.

Quelch, picking himself up and rubbing
his bones ruefully. “But—did you sece
that terrible-looking negro—""
“That what, sir?”
“ A ferocious-looking negro who was
in the kitchen. I greatly fear that he
ha§ murdjrjered Gosling, and——"

It was a shrill cry from the top of the
stairs ~ Wingate dashed up, and the
Remove master followed more slowly.

They found the Head standing in the
glare of the electric light, as pale as
deshth, leaning helplessly against the
wall.

“What is the matter, sir?”

Dr. Locke gasped for breath.

“A fearful-looking ruffian has just
raced past me!”” he panted. “He came
from the kitchen stairs. A horrible-
looking negro—"

“It was the one I saw!” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “A most terrible-looking
ruffian, with savage eyes——"

“His eyes were fearful. They were
large and seemed wide open, and to
have white rims,” said the Head,
shuddering. “I fear something terrible
has happened here.”

“I was thinking that Gosling——"

“The poor fellow may have been
attacked and murdered.”

“We’ll soon capture this chap, who-
ever he is,” said Wingate determinedly.
“1'll go z)zfter him, sir, with some of the

ixth—"

No,hno, Wingate !

5 The danger—"
“If he's a murderous ruffian,

sir,
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there’s more danger in letting him go
loose,” said Wingate. “I’ll take a dozen
Sixth Formers and hunt for him.”

“That is true. Take some weapons
then, Wingate. Pokers or ecricket
stumps.”

“Right-ho, sir.”

“See that the younger boys are safe
in a class.:room, Mr. Quelch,” said the
Head. “You will select your com-
panions, Wingate. Some of the masters
may take part.”

The younger masters of Greyfriars
were only too eager to do so. So were
the Sixth, and the search-party was
soon formed. The lower Forms would
gladly have joined in the hunt, but that
was not permitted. The Remove, much
to their discontent, were marshalled
into their Form-room and detained
there, and the same was donc with the
rest of the lower Forms.

The strange object seen by the Head
had escaped into the Close, and it was
there that the search-party hunted for
bim. Therée was a sudden yell from
Wingate, who was looking under the
elms. The others rushed towards him.

“Did you see him?” asked Elliott of
the Sixth.

‘Yes
trees.”

“Which way did he go?”’

“Towards the gates, 1 think. Come
on!”

The searchers ran swiftly on.

“What was he like?” asked Mason.

“I ca.ught only a glimpse; he was a
negro, with very curious-looking eyes,”

He was dodging through the

sald Wingate. “He was gone in a
sccond, though.”

“There he is!” shouted a Sixth
Former.

“ Where?”’

“He's just dodged into the porter’s
lodge.”

“Come on!” exclaimed
“He's cornered now !”

There was a sound of a slamming
door and a rattling chain. Wingate
ran up to the door of the porter’s lodge
and bumped against it. But it did not

Wingate.

budge.
“He’s cornered now ”
The searchers gathered breathless,

outside the porter’s lodge. The un-
known desperado was not captured
yet, but it was something to have run
him down and cornered him. In the
porter’s lodge. at least, he could do no
damage. ,The place was evidently
otherwise unoccupied.

“We've got hiny,” said Wingate, as
he gave up the useless attack on the
door. “It’s only a question of getting
in and collaring him now.”

“Perhaps we had better send for
the police—"’ ‘began Mr. Quelch

“Make us look asses, sir, not being
able to deal with a single man with-
out help.” urged the captam of Grey-
friars.

The Remove-master hesitated.

“But how do you propose to get at
hlm Wingate 7

“I dare say he will give in now he
knows he’s got no chance, sir. We can
get in at the window otherwise.”

“He may be armed.”

“Well, I have a poker—"

i ‘1 cannot allow- Dear me, what is

“Thac ” was the clang of the great
gates swmgmg open A pony and
cart came in, the latter crowded with
juniors, and there was a generul
exclamation of amazement b

Clearing Up the Mystery !

“ HARTON 1»
\}‘/ Quelch rapped out
t,he name in utter astonish-

ment as he recognised the
youthful driver of the cart.
arry ‘Wharton was equally
astonished. He had not guessed that
the school had returned, of course,
and, after the visit to Dr. Mackenzie’s,
he had expected to find Greyfriars as
he had left it.

Instead of that he found the School
House blazing with lights from the
class-room windows, and an excited
crowd of masters and Sixth Formers
gathered in front of the porter’s lodge.
He drew the pony to a halt, and the
juniors clambered out of the cart. Mr.
Quelch came towards them.

“How did you open
Wharton?
school 77

“We came in the afternoon, sir,”
said Harry, touching his cap respect-

the gates,

fully: “Glad to see you again after
the holiday, sir!”

“Thank you, Wharton! But you
will kindly exglain yourself.  The

Head and the rest of the school return-
ing from Victoria were stopped by ‘a
breakdown on_ the line—-"

“Gosling told us about it, sir.”

“Then you have seen Goslmg"”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yes, sir.”

“Where is he?”

_“He was asleep when we went out,
sir.”

“Where have gyou been with
Mimble’s pony and cart?’ asked the
Remove mastor sevme]v

“We were taken ill; sir—"

“Taken. ill?” repeated the Form-
master.
“We were without food, and

Gosling could do nothing for us, 50 we
cooked glub for ourselves in the

“Ah, then it was you who lighted
the fire?”
“We had to, sir.

We were fearfully
hungry !

We didn’t mind roughing it,

Have you just returned to -
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though,” said Harry, his face break-
ing into a smile. “We have had a jolly
good time, sir, and we liked it. Only
we ate somgth’ng that disagreed with
us, and we thought we had ptomaine
pul:onlhg, and we had to go to the
doctor’s.”

“I see! That was careless of you.
but I suppose, in the circumstances, you
cannot be blamed for foraging for your-
selves.”

“We have been here four hours or
mOTe, SI!

ou could not be expected to go
hungry all that time,” agreed the Form-

master. “But T do not understand—-

“The hungc:fulncss was terrific,
honoured sahib——"

“Ach! It was notings to te pain
after 1”

“Cielt I zink—>

“I tink—"

“Please allow me to speak! 1 said Mr.
Quelch. “While von were here, boys,
did you see anything of 2 powerful and
ferocious-looking negro ?

Thc Removites stared.

“A negro. sir?” ejaculated Harry
Wharton, in amazement..

“Yes; a black ruffian, whom I sur-
prised in the kitchen on my return, and
who has now locked himself up in the
porter’s lodge.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“He wasn’t here when we were here,
sir. I can’t understand it. We locked
the gates when we left, too.”

“Inky was the only nigger here—"
began Billy Bunter.

“My worthy chum, if you apply the
niggerful similitude to me, I shall be
compelled to castigate you severely !”

“There wasn’t anybody here but our-
selves 'md Gosling, sir,” said Bob

herry, ““and_this new fellow, Levison.
We saw nobody else.”

Have you been long absent at the
doctor’s?”

“Less than an hour, sir.”

Mr. Quelch looked puzzled

“Then I cannot understand it. When
I entered the kitchen in the dark, I
stumbled over a savage-looking mnegro,
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who has now locked himself in Gosling’s
lodge. - I ’am .very much afraid some-
thing has happencd to Gosling, as he
dld not answer our ringing, and is not
;n hls lodge. Where did you see him
ast ?*

“He was m the kitchen when we left,
sir, asléep.”

“A strange place for Gosling to go to
sleep in,” said Mr. Quelch, in, astonish-
ment. “You are sure of what you say,
Wharton ?”

“Quite, sir,” said Harry, who did not
feel called upon To mention that the
school porter had. been intoxicated.
That could be Ieft for Mr. Quelch to
ﬁnd out for himself.

“Then I am afraid more than ever
that sothething has happened to him, as

the negro was in the kitchen. Has he
answered you, Wingate?”

The % captain of Greyfriars was
approaching, “looking very puzzled.

He shook, his head in reply to the Form-
master’s questlon

“No, sir._ I've called out to him to
surrender, and ‘he doesn’t answer; but

I can hear somebodv mumbling in the
lodge,_ and it sounds like éoslmgs
voice.

“Gosling! Can he be m there?”

“Tt sotinds liké’ him, sir.”

The amazed Form-master hastened to
the lodge: agam ‘and knocked at the
door.” The Lovs followed him. Harry
Wharton "and his chums with the rest.

“ Listen to me ,f’ called out Mr. Quelch
through the keyhole.: You cannot pos-
sibly escape -now, you ruffian, so
advise. you. to surrender 17

_“Wot I says is this ‘ere—"

It Was e mumb]mg voice with

“Quelch “started. The tones
unmxstakablv those of Gosling.
Goslmg' Are you there?”

“Wot "I says is this 'ere—that I won’t
be plagied by them boys! It’s riy
dooty to Iook after them in the absence
of the ’Ead !’

He has been drinking!” murmured

Quelch. aghast. “What can.this

possxblv mean? Are you sure the negro
really entered the lodge‘”'

“Quite sure, sir.”

“Gosling! Can you open the door?”

“I _shall not open the door! “Wot I
8ays is this ’ere—that a porter’s lodge:
is a Henglishman’s castle, and I will
pot hopén_the door!”

- Wingate grinned.

“It’s pretty plain what he was doing
while  he-was waiting for“us to arrive,
sir,” he said in a low; voice.* “It’s
curious ‘that we hear no hmg of -the
negro. I am certain he™iS” inthere.
Suppose we try the window ?”

“It’s open,” said Mason.

“Let me look in first,”
Remove-master.

He strode to the window to look into
the dusky lodge, ahd théh started back
with a cry.

A black face, with white circles round
the eyes, loomed up” suddenly before
him, # the™ strange-looking eyes
glared at him, and there was a distinct
odour of spirits.

Mr. Quelch started back.

“Good gra(‘lousi Surrender immedi-
ately, my mab; or you will be dealt with
very se\crelvf You hear me?”

and
were

said the

Bob Cherry gave a roar that drowned
{hg mumbling reply of the man in the
odge.

“Ha,, ha, ha!”

Quelch turned upon him wrath-

ully.

“Cherry! How dare you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cherry—"

“Excusc_me, sir!” gasped Bob. “I
really couldn’t help it, sir! Ha, ha,

ha! Don’t you see, sxr—c&nt you sce
who it is?”

“Who ig it? What do you mean,
Cherry?”

“It's Gosling, sir!”

Mr. Quelch gave quite a jump.

“Gosling 1”

“Wot I says is this ’ere!” mumbled
the atrange lookmg figure at the
window. “It’s my dooty to look after
them boys in .the habsence of the
"Ead ! I looks after them when they’re
a-gorging of themselves in the kitchen.
It’s my dooty. If anybody says I'm
tipsy, I repudiates the suggestion with
scorn !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

Mr. Quelch was - utterly amazed.
There was no doubting that the voice
was the voice of Gosling, but the face
wag—

“8o it was Gosling all the time,” said
Wingate.- “The ruffian has been drink-
ing, and got his face covered with soot
somehow.”

“Dear me!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Did you know Gosling was in this—
this state, Wharton"”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry demurely. “I
remember  noticing . that he:had some
soot on _his face before we left him in
the kitchen.”

“The sootfulness was terrific, and-the
worthy Cherry Ow! on’t
tread " on my foot, Cherr?, as the hurt-
fulness in my toes is gréas!”

“I think I understand4” said Mr.
Quedch, his face involuntarffy -bre king
into"a grin. “You all deservé to be
caned; but if -the trick was played
through a natural disgust for the state
of ‘the wretched fellow, I can hold you
excused. Perhaps it will be a lesson
to him, if Dr. Locke allows him to
remain at Greyfriars. You may go in,
boys. - I will explain matters to the

ead.”

Gosling leaned- out of the window and
addressed the crowd as they turned
away. His unconsciousness of
appearance of his face_added to.the
absurdity of the scene. He wagged his
hend solemnly at Mr. Quelch.

“Wot I says. is this ’ere!” he re-
marked, with great gravity. © It's my
dooty to  look after the boys in the
habsence of the ’'Ead | When the ’Ead
come$ back I shall tell him that I have
been scandalously treated! This Todge
is a-turning round - and reund, and
shall insist on having it’ fixed in &
proper and comfortable manner, suit-
able for a gentleman to live in!
any man present says_that I'm intoxi-
cated, I hurls back the insinuation with
scorn! Wot I says is this ’ere——"

But the rest of the valuable remarks
of Gosling were lost. A’ little later the
Remove' were-in the dormitory, and.the
chuins, completely recovered by that
timé from the internal twinges, related

ad——
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their expericnces to their interested and
envious Form-fellows; .and long after
lights out the Remove were listening to
the story of how Harry Wharrom and
his chums had been “roughing it.”

(More fun and excitement ewith the
chums ol the Remove mnext weck.
Don't miss reading “‘ A CHALLENGE
T0 GREYFRIARS! in which Harry
Wharton & Co. accept the" cricket
chuallonge of @ team of French
schoolboys.)
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