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WHEN- THE “CGAY DOGS” OF ST. JIM’S GO ON THE SPREE TO THE RACES THEIR

JAUNT HAS ANYTHING BUT A GAY ENDING!

‘“ My hat ! '’ exclaimed Levison, looking
car. HKnox and Lowther stared round.

CHAPTER 1.
A Good Turn!

OM MERRY stared.
He was surprised.
He was in his study in the
Shell passage in the School
House af St. Jim's, when Levison of
the Fourth came in.

Tom was busy grinding out lines for
Herr Schneider, and he was in a hurry
to get them done. He wanted to join
his chums, Manners and. Lowther, who
had gone down to the footer practice.
Therefore, he was not pleased to see
Levison. Besides, he was not on good
terms with the cad of the IFourth.

And Levison’s manner was . very
mysterious.

He came quickly into the study, and
closed the door carefully behind him.
Then he came towards Tom Merry,
with an expression of suppressed excite-
ment on his face.

He did not speak for a moment, and
Tom naturally stared at him.

“Well 7 said Tom at last.

“Busy ?” asked Levison, with a
glance at the sheet of impot paper
which Tom Merry was covering with
weird-looking German characters—char-
acters that grew weirder and weirder
as he hurried over them.

’ said Tom.

are you. doing—drawing a
map 7" asked Levison.

Tom Merry frowned. His German
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back along the road.
‘“ It’s Tom Merry,”
after me ! "’ exclaimed Lowther.

handwriting never quite satisfied Herr
Schneider, but really it was too bad

to have his German impositien mis-
taken for a map.

“I'm writing German,” he =said
shortly.

“Oh!” said Levison. “Well, that

can wait for a few minutes!”

“Sorry,” said Tom politely; “but it
can’t wait. You see, I've got to get
down to the footer. (Good-hye!”

But Levison did not go.

“I've been waiting for a chance .to
see you——" he began.

“I'm on view all day; no charge,”
said Tom. ‘‘Still, you can look at me
if you like. You don’t mind if T get
on with this, do you? Werd ich zum
Augenblicke sagen >

“Look here !” said Levison,
important "

“Verweile doch, du
murmured Tom Merry.

Levison made an angry gesture.

“Will you listen to me? I’ve come
in here to do you a good turn.”

“This is

bist so schon,”’

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Tom
Merry in astonishment; and he laid.
down his pen. “Fire away! Rather

a change for you, isn’t it, to be doing
anybody a good turn?”
“How would you - like
quids ?”’ asked Levison.
Tn[m Merry grinned, and held out his
hand.
“Rippingly ! Hand it over
“1 haven’t got it, fathead !
show you where to get it.”

thirty-three

192

But I can

said Levison, ‘“ and five other St. Jim's chaps !

Six cyclists were scorching as hard as they could after the

‘“ They're

“Whose is it?” asked Tom humor-
ously.

“Yours, if you like to take it.””

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

“I don’t quite see how I'm to get
thirty-three quid for nothing,” he re-
marked.  “Still, it will come in very
useful, certainly. - I'd stand new out-
fits for the jumior football club. What
is it—a competition ?”

“A of competition,”
Levison.

“With a certainty of winning the
prize I asked Tom, laughing.

“ Ves.”

“Well, that’s the kind of competition
a fellow would like to go in for,”” Tom
Merry admitted. “But it sounds a
little too good to be true. Go on!”

“You have to risk a quid,” explained
Levison.

“Sort of entrance fee?”’

“Yes; in a way.”

“Well, it’'s worth that, if the thirty-
three quids are certain,” said Tom
still grinning. “I'm on. 1 ecan raise

sort said

the quid.”’

“You get the quid back, too,” said
Levison.

“Better and better.
the competition in?”

“It isn't' in a paper.”

“No,”  said Tom,
“Where is it, then?”

“Wait a minute. If I put you on to
it, T want you to lend me a quid, so
that I can go in for it, too,”” explained

What paper is

in  surprise.
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A GRIPPING LONG YARN OF SCHOOL ADVENTURE, IN WHICH TOM MERRY & CO. SEY
THEMSELVES THE TASK OF SAVING AN OBSTINATE CHUM FROM DISGRACE.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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Levison. “I’ll let you have the quid
back out of my prize.”

“Then there are two prizes of thirty-
three pounds?”

“Dozens.”

“My hat!” said Tom "Merry, in
astonishment. “I suppose you're not try-
ing to pull my leg, or gone off your
rocker, by any chance?”

“I'm quite serious. Anybody who
likes to put a quid down can be abso-
lutely certain of thirty-three quids in
return. You see, it happens that I've
got inside information from a fellow in
the know, and it’s a dead cert.”’

“But it wouldn’t be quite cricket to
enter if you know the thing in advance,
would it?” asked Tom.

“Yes; in this case it would.
understand when I explain.”

“Explain away, then,”” said Tom
Merry. He was quite interested now.

Certainly it sounded a little too good
to be true, but he knew that Levison
was a clever fellow, and awfully deep.
If there was anything in this, it was
certainly worth hearing about, even if
he had to miss his footer practice.
Thirty-three pounds was a large sum,
and if it could be won honourably and
fairly, there was no reason why he
shouldn’t go in and win.

“Iirst of all, it’s understood, if you
take my tip and enter, you'll lend me
a quid so that I can enter, too?” said
Levison eagerly.

‘“ e »

“Good ! Well ""—Levison lowered his
voice—*“have you ever heard of the
Muggleton Handicap ?”

“The what?”

“The Muggleton Hun,(,licap."

You'll

“What is it—a race?

“ Xen.”

Tom Merry frowned. A glimmering
of Levison’s real meaning began to
dawn upon him. But Levison, in his
cagerness, did not notice the Shell fel-
low’s change of expression.

“It’s a chance of a lifetime,”” he
said, “I dare say you know that an
uncle of mine is a professional trainer;
and I know quite a lot about racing
stables.” ¢

“You won’t get much good from that
kind of knowledge,” said Tom, with a
curl of the lip. .

“Knowledge is always useful. My
uncle is trainer to Lord Luscombe, the
owner of Four-in-Hand—that's a horse,
you know.”’

“Oh, that’s a horse, is it?” said Tom

Four-in-Hand is entered for
the Muggleton race, and all the bookies
regard him as a rank outsider, without
an earthly.”

“Do they?”

“You see, he’s a dark horse,” said
Levison, quivering with eagerness by
this time. “They don’'t know it, but
Le's a dark horse,” °

“What difference does that make?”
asked Tom. “I suppose a dark horse
doesn’t run any differently from a light
horse, does he?”

Levison gave him a pitying glance.

“It doesn’t mean his colour, ass! It
means that he’s been kept dark—his
form has been kept a secret, to surprise
everybody on the day of the race. The
bookies are offering thirty-three to one
against him and several other outsiders.

But, as a matter of fact, he isn’t an
outsider at all—he’s being kept dark on
purpose, but he’s certain to romp home,
and leave the whole field standing.”

Tom Merry was silent.

“I've got the tip straight from Tom
Tuttle, t%e jockey who's going to ride
him,” went on Levison. “I made friends
with him when I was staying with my
ungle last vac. He’s let me into this—
it’s a dead cert. Just think of it. You
lay your quid down on Four-in-Hand,
and when he gets home you rope in
thirty-three quids. The bookies will be
tearing their hair after the race, of
course—you can bet your socks on that.
Jiverybody will lay money on Four-in-
Hnng.”

_“But if he’s supposed to be an out-
sider, nobody will lay money on him, 1
suppose 7

“Only those in the know,” explained
Levison. “It’s being kept awfully dark,
but Tuttle has let me in, and I'm willing
to let you in. You needn’t have any-
thing to do with the bookie. I'll get
the money laid on for you. I know a
man in Wayland—-"

“You rotten cad!”

Levison jumped.

“Eh? What?”

« “You rotten cad repeated Tom
Merry, rising to his feet, his eyes gleam-
ing scorn at the IFourth Former. “So
your competition is a race, and you

]
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When Monty Lowther is led
astray by Cutts & Co., the black
sheep of St. Jim’s, Tom Merry
and Manners determine to save
their chum from his weakness and
folly. But Lowther resents their
interference,qand, in consequence,
there’s more than a little excite-
ment, adventure and trouble in
looking after Lowther !
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want me to bet on _a beastly horse;
that’s how I'm to make thirty-three
quids?”

“Look here—"

“Suppose the Head heard of it ?” said
Tom Merry. “What would happen to
you then, you silly fathead? You'd be
sacked from the school.”

“Oh, you needn’t be afraid! It will
be done on the quiet, of course—-"

“I'm not afraid,” said Tom Merry
disdainfully. “But I’'m not a black-
guard, either. And I'm not putting
any money on horse-races. There’s the
door. Get out!”

Levison's face was almost convulsed
with rage. He had fancied that he was
getting along quite nicely with Tom
Merry.  He glared at the captain of the
Shell.

“You—you fool he  muttered.
“Can’t you sce that it’s the chance of
a lifetime? You can make a small
fortune by risking a few pounds. 1
should think that at a time like this
you could give up your humbug for
once.”

Right conduet always appeared to
Levison as humbug. There were few
things that Levison believed in.

“1 suppose I can’t expect you to
understand that it isn’t humbug, but
principle,” said Tem Merry quietly.
“But I don’t want to argue it with you.

1

I've a jolly good mind to pitch yon

out on your neck for coming here and

asking me to bet. Clear out!”
“You—you fool! You hypocrite!”

hissed Levison, too enraged to care
what he was saying.
But that was too much for Tom

Merry, He was indignant and angry
already, and the words were scarcely
out of Levison’s mouth when the Shell
fellow was upon him.

“Hands off, you rotter!” shricked
Levison, and he struck out furiously.

His fist landed in Tom Merry's face,
but he had no time for a second blow.
The Shell fellow’s powerful grasp was
upon him, and he was whirled off his
feet. Tom Merry tore the door  open
and sent Levison flying through the
doorway.

Then there was a terrific roar from
two fellows who were just about to enter
the study.

“Oh crumbs!”

my hat!” ejaculated Tom

Merry, “Sorry! Ha, ha, ha!”
Manners, Lowther, and Levison were

mixed up on the floor of the passage in

a wild array of arms and legs.

CHAPTER 2.
Herr Schneider is Pleased !
TOM MERRY grinned as he looked

out from his study doorway. He
could not help it.

It was a most unfortunate
accident, but it had its comic side-~to
an onlooker, at least. The comic side,
Lhowever, was quite imperceptible to
Manners and Lowther.

They sat up—when they had sorted
themselves out from Levison and from
one another—and gasped, and glared at
their chum.

“You howling ass!” roared Lowther.

You frabjous  jay!”  shrieked
Manners.

Levison scrambled up and limped
away. He had been considerably hurt,

and, from the looks of Manners and
Lowther, he guessed that he might be
still more hurt if he stayed.

Tom Merry tried to look contrite.

“I'm awfully sorry, you chaps!” he
gasped. “I was just chucking Levison
out. I thought you chaps were down at
the footer——"

“Ow! We came in for you, you silly
ass ”

“We came for you,
chump—"

Manners and Lowther picked them-
selves up and came into the study.
Tom Merry retreated round the table.
His chums looked as if they would
commit assault and battery.

“Pax!” said Tom Merry, holding up
his hand. “It was really an accident.
And I had to chuck Levison out.”

“What’s he been doing?” growled
Lowther, dusting down his clothes.

“He wants me to put some money on
a horse, and we had a little argument.’

“The rotterl He ought to know
better than to bring that kind of busi-
ness  to this study,” said Manners.
“ He'll get the push one of these days.”

“It's a wonderful thirty-three to one
chance,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“He's got a straight tip from the
stables, and he wanted to put me on to
a good thing.”

“And you were showing your grati-
tude when we came along?”
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* Just so.”

“Well, you might have been civil to
him, if he was trying to do tyou a good
turn, even if it was some of his black-
guardly mcing,” said Lowther. - v

Lowther had a bump on the back of
his head whers it had come in contact
with the floor, and it had had a little
effect upon his temper.

“Well, he jawed me, too,” said Tom
mildly. F

“I dare say yeu jawed him first.”

* Admitted.”

“I oxpoect it’s all rot,”” said Manners
pacifically. “I’ve heard of those
precious dead certs before. The only
certain thing about thém is that the
bookmakers get your cash.”

“1 don’t know. Levison has won
some money,” said Lowther. “What
sort of a thing was this, Tom? Let’s
hear about it.”

“Oh, it was all rot!” said Tom.
“Help me do my lines instead.”

“Rats!  Tell us about Levison’s dead
cert,” said Lowther obstihately.

“Well, it’s the Muggleton race, and
he knows the jockey who's going to ride
the ‘winning horse that’s being kept
dark,” said Tom. “It seems that it’s a
dark horse, and that means a horse
that’s being kept dark—not a dark
horse—""

“Teach your grandmother
Lowther. “I know that!”

“Do you?” said Tom, a little nettled.
“Well, if you know more about jockeys
and races than I do, I don’t know that
1 envy you.”

Lowther sniffed.

“Well, what’s the name of the horse !
he asked. g

“ Batter ask Levison.”

“ What’s the odds?”

“Blow the odds !’

“Look here~—"

“Oh, ask Levison, if you want to
know about it!” said Tom Merry.
“I’m fed-up with his blessed certs, and
've got to do my lines!”

“Well, I will ask Levison, then!” ex-
claimed Lowther, and he walked out of
the study and slammed the door behind
him.

Tom Merry glanced at Manners.

“What's the matter with Lowther?”
he asked.

“Seems retty,” said Manners.
“Never mind. Let's do the lines. He
- was rather ratty this morning. He for-
got his letter hon - last week, and his
uncle has stopped his pocket-money for
a week.”

“Poor old Monty! 1 hope he won't
be idiot enough to listen to any of
Tevison’s rot! This study keeps clear
of that sort of thing,’”” said Tom Merry
anxiously. “We don’t want to follow in
the footsteps of Cutts.”

“0Oh, Monty’s not such an ass as
that!” said Manners. “Give me the
next sheet, and we’ll get the lines done,
and you can take them to old Schneider
before tea.”

“Good egg!”

And Tom Merry and Manners settled
down to do the lines. When they were
finished, Tom Merry conveyed them to
Herr Schneider’s study. The German
master was seated in the armchair in
his study, smoking a big pipe, and read-
ing over a letter with a very pleased
expression on his fat face. i

He glanced up at Tom Merry over his
spectacles, and nodded kindly.

“Ah! It is tat you have done te
lines ?” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said Tom, wondering
what was the cause of the German
master’s unusual .good-humounr.
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said

Herr Schneider was not celebrated
for. good temper. : Indeed, those very
lines had been imposed upon the hero of
the Shell because he had' dropped a
German dictionary upon the herr’s
favourite corn. :

The herr had not agreed with the
Shell when they thought that it was
funny, and Tom Merry had found him-
self tha richer by a hundred lines of
Geothe.  But Herr Schneider had
recovered now, and he was simply beam-
ing over the letter in his hand.

Instead of scanning the imposition as
usual, to defect whether more than one
hand had been at work upon it, Herr
Schneider waved to Tom Merry to lay
thg 'la‘heets u IOn t,ll:e table. -

at is all right, mein poy.

“Thank you, sir!”

“I have reccived a nice leiter, ain’t
it ?” said Herr Schneider, evidently so
full of satisfaction that he felt compelled
to. tell somebody about it. “Dere are
pupils. who remember dere old master,
mein poy, as berhaps you will somo day
afterwards, when it is tat you shall need
to speak Sherman, and you will tink of
te old Skerman master who try very
hard to teach you.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Tom. “I'm sure
we shall always remember you, sir.”

“I hope tat tat shall be so,” said the
herr kindly. “If I giff you lines now,
it is for your own good. If I shall rap
you on der knuckles mit pointer, tat also
18 for your own good.”

“I’'m sure you're very kind, sir,” said
Tom demurely. ;

Really, he was not anxious to have
the German master so keen on doing
him good in that way.

“I have here a letter from an old
pupil,” said Herr Schneider. “I have
te honour vunce pefora to teach Sher-
man to a grcat herr—to Lord Lus-
combe.”

“Did you really, sir?” said Tom.

He remembered that name. Levison
had mentioned it as the owner of Four-
in-Hand, the dark horse that was to
romp away with so much of the book-
maker’s money on the day of the
Muggleton races.

“You have heard tat name, hein?”
“Yes, sir. A racehorse owner, isn't
he ?”

“Tat is right. A ferry great herr,”
said Herr Schneider, with satisfaction.
“He ask me to come and see him.”

“That is very nice, sir.”

“H» does not torget his old Sherman
master. I go to visit him, and to see
races mit mein lord in te grand stand,
ain’t 167”7

“How ripping, sir!” said Tom.

“Ach! It is ferry kind of te lord, I
tink.”

“Very kind indeed, sir!” murmured
Tom Merry, wondering how long he was
to stand there and hear about it. “If
—if ever I become a lord, sir, I shall
ask you to com> and—and see the races
with me.”

The German master looked at him
suspiciously.

“You may go, Merry,” he said quite
shortly.

“Thank you, sir.”

And Tom Merry left the study,
leaving Herr Schneider re-reading his
letter, with a fa: smile of satisfaction
on his face.

Two juniors wers standing by the
window at the end of the passage, talk-
ing in low tones. It gave Tom Merry a
glight shock as he saw that they were
Lowther and Levison.

They were so earne~: in their discus-
sion that they did not observe Tom
Merry till he clapped Monty Lawther on
the shoulder.
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Then Lowther looked round quickly,
a slight flush steslinf into his face.

‘“Hallo, it’s you!’

“8till light enough for some footer,
Monty,” said Tom.

“Run on with Manners, then,” said
Lowther. “I’'m just having a jaw with
Levison.”

Tom hesitated.

“Can’t that wait?”’ he said.

“Qh, rot!” said Lowther. “Why
shouldn’t I talk to Levison?”

“Look here,” said Tom Merry bluntly,
“are you talking about horses and races,
and that blessed thirty-three to one
chance?”

“Suppose we are?” said Lowther
defiantly. g
“Well, if you are, I think you're a
silly ass, and Levison’s a rotten rascal "
said Tom Merry wrathfully.

Levison’s lips curled in a sncer.

“You're welcome to your opinion,” he
said. “I don’t see that you are
Lowther’s master, Tom Merry, to order
him about.”

“Blessed if I do, either!” said
Lowther. “Dash it all, Tom, you're
not my grandfather! Let me alone!”

Tom Merry checked the hot retort that
rose to his lips, and turned on his heel.
He did not want to quarrel with his old
chum; and he knew, too, that that was
what Levison wanted. He walked away
without replying, though he was feeling
very angry. But Monty did not notice
his clouded face as he went. He was
deep in discussion with Levison a few
moments later, and he did not even
glance after his chum.

CHAPTER 3.
Levison’s Tip !

NUTTS of the Fifth lighted a cigar-
ette, as he lay back in his com-
fortable armehair and stretched
his long legs.

“We’'ll have a car,” he said.

Knox of the Sixth was sitting on the
edge of the table. He had a cigarette
between his fingers, but he had not
lighted it. He was looking surprised
and uneasy.

“A car !” he repeated.

“Yes, if we can get three or four
more fellows to come.”

“I think you're off your rocker,
Cutts,” said the Sixth Former. “Sup-
pose we were seen 7"’ :

“Oh, we shouldn’t be seen!” said
Cutts carelessly. “Muggleton is a good
distance from here, and nobody from
St. Jim’s will be at the races. The risk
is nil. And it will be ripping fun.”

Knox shook his head.

“Too risky for me altogether,” he

said, “You forﬁet I’'m a prefect. If
anything should leak out—"

“Why should it?”

“Well, things do sometimes. I rather

like the idea of’goin§ to the races, but,
for goodness’ sake, let’s go as quietly
as we can, and not attract attention.”

“We want to do the thing in comfort,”
said Cutts. “I don’t suggest taking
front seats in the grand stand.”

“1 should hope not.”

“A car is the thing. We'll make up
a party,” said Cutts.

Knox shook his head again. He was
quite as big a “plunger ” as Cutts, but
he lacked Cutts’ nerve. Any 8t. Jim’s
fellow who went to the races on a half-
holiday could be sure of being expelled
from the school if his escapade were
discovered. Cutts had run that risk
more than once; but then he had a
wonderful gift for getting himself out
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of scrapes. Knox was not quite so sure
of his luck.

“We must go, anyway,” said. Cutts.
“T've got a good bit of money, and I'm
going to see whether Bully Boy wins
without waiting for a telegram.”

“Yes, I agree to that. But let’s go
quietly,” said Knox uneasily. “We
might get a car and drive over, perhaps;
but not a crowd of us.”

Cutts shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, if youre suffering from nerves,
have your way!” he said. “Anyway,
a car will cost money, and we'll get a
couple more to share the exes: I
think o

Cutts broke off suddenly and threw
his cigarette into the fire, as a knoclk
came at the door of the study.

“(Come in!” he rapped out.

Levison entered.

He grinned as he scented the odour
of tobacco smoke. Cutts frowned at him
as he closed the door behind him. Levi-
son's manner was much more familiar
and easy than a junior’s manner should
have been in a senior’s study. But
Levison and Cutts were not on the usual
terms of junior and senior. The black-
guard of the Fifth and the cad of the
Fourth had very much in common.

“Well, what' is it?” asked Cutts
sharply, and he extracted a fresh cigar-
ette from his case.

“Thanks, I’ll have one,” said Levison.

Cutts extended his case.

Levison lighted a cigarette, Knox
looking at him rather grimly. It was
Knox’s duty as a prefect to come down
very heavily on a junior for anything of
that kind; but Knox could not come
the prefect with Levison. Levison knew
too many of his little secrets.

“J saw you with Weekes, the bookie,
in Wayland yesterday, Cutts,” Levison
remarked, as he blew out a cloud of
smoke.

Cutts scowled.

“You see too much sometimes,
Levison,” he remarked. “It will get
you a hiding one of these days.”

Levison laughed.

“I've come to talk business,” he said.
“1 want to go to Muggleton on
Wednesday.”

“What for?”

“Guess !” said Levison sarcastically.

“If you're thinking of going to the
races,” said Knox, attempting to assume
the manner of a prefect, “you’d better
give it up. I couldn’t allow anything
of the sort.”

“Couldn’t you?” said Levison.
you're going."”

“Of course I'm not thinking of any-
thing of the kind.”

“Then you've changed your mind sud-
denly. You were thinking of it five
minutes ago,” said the junior coolly.

Knox made an angry gesture.

“You young cad, you were listening
at the door!” he exclaimed furiously.

“1 heard a few words,” said Levison

“But

cheerfully. “But I guessed that you
were going, anyway, you and Cutts.
Well, I'm coming.”

“You're not coming with wus!”
growled Cutts.

Y en am,” said Levison calmly.

“T'm coming in the car with you, and
you're going to stand treat.”

“You cheeky young hound!” ex-
claimed Cutts, jumping up.
“Hold on!” said Levison. “I'll ex-

plain. I think I ean get another fellow
to share the exes if I don’t hand out
anything myself. Besides. T can put
you on to a good thing in the principal
race.”

“I'm on to a good thing already.”

As Tom Merry sent Levison flying through the doorway,there wasa roar from

two fellows who were about to enter the study.

“Oh orumbs ! “Ow-ow ! "

Levison crashed into Manners and Lowther, and all three went to the floor
with a bump and loud yells.

“Bully Boy, I suppose?” said Levison
disdainfully.

“Yos.”

“Well, that’s not a good thing—that's
a rotten thing. Bully Boy hasn’t an
earthly.”

“He's the favourite,” said Knox.

“So he may be, but there’s a dark
horse, being kept quiet by the owner,
and that horse is going to beat Bully
Boy. They've had trials together, and
the other horse has beaten Bully Boy
hollow.”

“I don’t believe it!” said Cutts.

“It’s a fact, all the same.”

“What's the other horse?”

“Four-in-Hand.”

Cutts burst into a laugh. He ex-
tracted a sporting paper from his pocket
and opened it.

“Listen to this!” he said.

And he read out:.

“¢T¢ is not likely that Four-in-Hand,
who is in the eame stable as the
favourite, will run. He has no chance
whatever in this race.” ”

Levison nodded.

“The stable is spreading that yarn,”
he said. “Four-in-Hand is being kept
dark. You needn’t take my tip if you
don’t want to, but it’s a dead cert.”

Jutts bit his lip uneasily.

“Look here, I've got quite
sum on the favourite,” he said. b ¢ 3
there’s anything in what you say I'm
in a hole. How do you know ?"

“Straight from the stable.”

“ But how ?”

“1 know the jockey who's going to
ride Four-in-Hand, and who has ridden
him in his trials with Bully Boy.”

“Tom Tuttle ?” asked Knox.

€« \'es.’)

“You know him ?”

“Yes. He's employed by my uncle,

»

a big

and I made friends with him last vaca-
tion.”

The two seniors looked very grave.

“I say, that’s pretty rotten,” began
Knox. “I took your tip about Bully
Boy, Cutts, and I've backed it pretty
heavily——on tick, too!”

“Same here |” growled Cutts. ““How
was 1 to know anything about a dark
horse ¥

Levison chuckled.

“Tverybody who isn’t in the know
will be “astonished when Four-in-EHand
gets home,” he said. “I'm going to
have a quid on him with Weekes, and
that means thirty-three quids for me
next Wednesday. If I could raise the
money I'd put twenty on him!”

“That's the rub,” said Cutts. *“It's
rather hard to raise the ready. But I
could hedge on Four-in-Hand, if it's
certain.”

“I'll show you Tuttle’s letter, if you
like.”

“Tuttle ought to know,’
marked.

“Yes, that would settle it.” said Cutts,
with a nod. “I'll see the letter. And
and if this is really a good tip, Levi-
son, you can come with us, and wo'll
stand treat Why, if this is genuive
we can simply skin the bookies! T'll
pop my watch and Sunday socks on a
chance like this.”

“It's settled, then,” said Levison.
“Besides, I can get a chap to stand his
whack in paying the exes.”

“Who 1s it?”

“ Lowther.”

Cutts started.

“What rot! One of that crowd.
They never have anything to do with
this kind of thing.”

“You never can tell,” grinned Levi-
son. “Lowther’s as keen after a chance
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like this as anybody else—if he’s worked
the right way, of course! As a matter
of fact, it’s from him I'm getting m{
quid.  I'm stony myself.  And
spccia}lly ’v’vunt to get him into it.”

1

o
’

“For reasons of my own,” said Levi-
son coolly. “I'm up against that
study, ung it will be one in the eye for
Tom Merry when his beloved chum
takes to ways that are dark and tricks
that are vain. Savvy?”

The two seniors laughed.

“Waell, get me Tuttle’s letter, and it's

a go!” said Cutts.

“Done " i

And Levison left the study in a state
of great satisfaction. A drive to the
vaces free of expense, and a loan to
stake on a horse that was certain to
win—Levison had reason to feel
satisfied. It is true that there is many
a slip ’twixt cup and lip; but Levison
was too satisfied to think about that.

CHAPTER 4.
Shut Up!
RTE}UR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY
A of the Fourth Form at St.
Jim’s polished his eyeglass
and jammed it into his eye
with an air of unusual determination.

Arthur Augustus was in a determined
mood.

He was standing on the steps of the
School House at St. Jim’s, sunning
himself, when Monty Lowther came
along. ;

Lowther did not observe him as he
came up the steps. He seemed to be
plunged in deep thought. 3 :

Arthur Augustus stepped into his

ath.

e Lowthah, deah boy !” he said gently.

The Shell fellow stopped.

“Hallo! What is it, Gussy?” he
asked, rather brusquely.

“T want to speak to you, Lowthah.”

“Any other time do?” asked Monty
Lowther. “I'm rather pressed—-"

“1 am quite aware of that, deah bo{'
and I'm goin’ to speak to you simply
because you are wathah pwessed.”

sowther stared at him. :

“Do you generally pick on a time
when a chap’s pressed to recite to
him ?” he asked.

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Would you mind lettin’ me pass
and doin’ your solo here by yourself ¥
the Shell fellow inquired sarcastically.

“T must weally speak to you, Low-
thah.” /

“Waell, pile in and get it over,” said
Lowther resignedly. |

Arthur Augustus looked round.

“1 should pwefer a more pwivate
place, Lowthah. Here we may be ovah-
heard.”

“My hat! What is it all about?”
asked Lowther in astonishment. “Are
yvou going to tell me a deadly secret?
If you are, go and tell Blake, or Her-
ries, or Dig instead.”

“Tt does not concern Blake, or Hew-
wies, or Dig, and it is not a secwet; it
is a mattah of the gweatest importance,
howevah. Pway come with me, where
I can speak to you without bein’ ovah-
heard.”

“Can’t be did!”

“I must weall

“Rats 1” said

“If you pwefer
Lowthah—"

“I give you one minute,” said Monty
Lowther.  “Life’s short, Gussy:; no
time to listen to all your remarks.”

“It’s about what you are pwessed for
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insist, Lowthah !”
owther. {
to speak  here,

time for, and if you want to speak here
about the wotten idea you have in your
silly head, you will do so at your own
wisk 1”

Lowther started.

“Do you mean that you are putting a
finger in my pie, in your usual way?”
he asked, a flush coming.into his checks.
“Haven't ‘you ever heard that it’s a
good scheme to mind one’s own busi-
ness, Gussy?” i

“I wegard this as my bisney.”

“How do you make that out?”
demanded Monty Lowther warmly.

“I wegard it as my dutay to look

aftah you youngstahs to a certain
extent. A fellow ot tact and judg:
ment—"

Ly ¢

Arthur Augustus frowned.

“At any othah time, Lowthah, I
should pwobably give you a thwashin’
for applyin’ that extwemely oppwo-
bwious epithet to me. Howevah, I will
look ovaﬁ it.”

“Duffer 1” ;

“I will also look ovah that!”

“ Fathead !

“And that also,” said Arthur
Augustus patiently, evidently deter-
mined not to lose his noble temper.
“Will you come with me where I can
speak to youm, Lowthah, or do you
pwefer it where evewybody can heah?”

“If you must jaw, you may as well

jaw in private,” said Lowther
ungraciously. “Let’s trot round to the
tower.”

“It is hardly necessawy to go so far
as that.”
Lowther grinned.

“May as well make quite sure of it,”
he said. “Come on, Gussy ! It’s really
kind of you to interest yourself in me
in this way. You don’t know how
grateful T feel.”

And Monty Lowther took the arm of
the swell of St. Jim’s, and led him
away. Arthur Augustus was all smiles
now. He felt it his duty to give Monty
Lowther some fatherly advice, and he
was glad to see Lowther taking the
matter so sensibly.

They walked round the School House,
and Lowther led the way into the old
ruined tower. There Arthur Augustus
halted.

“This will do vewy well, Lowthah.”

“Better make sure,” said Lowther.
“Walls have ears, you know., Come up
the steps.”

“Weally, it is a good thing to be
cautious, but that is wathah overdoin’
it, you know,” said Arthur Augustus, in
surprise.

“You can’t have too much of a good
thing,” said Monty Lowther solemnly.
“When you're being cautious, Gussy,
you should be really cautious.”

“Yaas, but—"

“Come on !”

Lowther drew the swell of the Fourth
up the solid stone steps and into a room.
He made Arthur Augustus enter first,
and then stood in the doorway himself,
with his hand upon the heavy old oaken
door.

“Now pile in,” he said.

“I have been observin’ you as a
fwiend, Lowthah” said Arthur
Augustus. “You have been talkin’ a
lot with Levison.. Now, I know Levison
has. a wotten dodge on—he had the
awful cheek to pwopose to me to put
some money on a horse—some beastly
horse that is goin’ to win at a big pwice
next week.” X

“And what did you say?” asked
Lowther: } :

“1 said some vewy plain things, and
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Levison turned quite wed,” said Arthur

Augustus cheerfully. “Now, as you
have suddenly become thick with that
awful omsidaﬂ, I cannot’ help suspectin’
that he has been pwoposin’ the same
wascality to you. 1 wondah Tom
Mewwy doesn’t stop you.”

“Oh, rats!” said Lowther grimly.

“Wathah not! TFellows get the sack
for that kind of thing. Cutts and Levi-
son will both come to gwief one of these
days. I wegard you as a fwiend,
Lowthah, and I cannot possibly allow
you to go on the woad to wuin in this
way.”

“ Fathead !”

“I have wesolved to keep my tempah,
and I shall wefuse to be pwovoked into
thwashin’ you, Lowthah. I am goin’ to
speak sewiously—"

‘“No objection to that,” said Lowther.
“How long do you think it will take?”

“Pewwaps ten minutes.”

“Make it as long as you like,” said
Lowther generously. “I don’t mind in
the least, as I shan’t be here. Good-
bye 1”

Lowther stepped back suddenly out of
fl'\o room, and drew the door shut after
1m.

Slam !

“Lowthah, you wottah—-"

Arthur Augustus made a spring at the
door. There was a grinding sound, as
}he ponderous iron key turned in the
ock. :

D’Arcy dragged at the door.

But the door remained fast. Monty
Lowther’s footsteps could be heard
dying away on the steps, and a chuckle
could be heard also. Then there was
silence.

Arthur Augustus stood staring at the
door in anger.

He understood now why the humorist
of the Shell had brought him to the
room in the tower. It had been with
malice aforethought, so to speak, with
the intention of shutting him up there,
ﬁgssxbly as the only method of shutting

im up. :

“Bai Jove!” breathed Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. “The awful wottahl
The fwightful beast! I'll give him a
feahful thwashin’ when I get out. But
how the dooce am I to get out?”

That was a question that required
answering. Arthur Augustus hammered
furiously at the door for a few minutes,
and shouted to Monty Lowther, but
there was no sound of Lowther return-
ing. Evidently he had departed to keep
the engagement Arthur Augustus had
interrupted with his well-meant inter-
ference.

The swell of St. Jim’s was a prisoner.

He crossed the room towards the old
loophole that gave admittance to light.
The opening was a yard across the
inside, but outside it was only six inches,
na)ilrowing through the thickness of the
wall.

Through the slit Arthur Augustus
could eatch a glimpse of the quadrangle
and of the corner of the School House.
In the distance he spotted Blake stroll-
ing with Digby. But they were too far
off to hear t?le sound of his voice.

“QOh, that awful wottah Lowthah!”
murmured Arthur Augustus sulphur-
ously. “I've a gweat mind to let the
wottah go to the beastly bow-wows in
his own beastly way, bai Jove!
wondah how long I am goin’ to be shut
up here?”

And the unfortunate good adviser
stretched his arm through the loophole,
with a handkerchief in his hand, and
waved it, in’ the hope of attracting
attention from somebody.
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CHAPTER 5.
Drastic Measures !

OM MERRY, Manners, and Blake
and two or three other fellows
were punting a footer about the
quad, about a quarter of an hour

later, when the elusive footer led them
in the direction of the old tower. Then
Tom Merry ecaught sight of a handker-
chief fluttering from the slit high up in
the old wall.

He stopped and regarded it with

astonishment.

“Who on earth’s that?” he asked,
pointing.

“Somebody in the tower,” said Blake,
cocking his eye up at the handkerchief.
“Like a giddy imprisoned damozel
making signals to her giddy knight !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Some silly ass playing the giddy
goat !” remarked anners. ‘“Where's
that ball got to?”

“Help !”

The voices of the juniors close to the
tower had reached Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy in his prison, and he shouted
from the loophole for help.

“(Crussy 1” roared Blake.

“Ha, {w, ha! He's got himself shut
up there somehow !” exclaimed Manners.

“Help, ‘deah boys! . Pway come up
and welease me !”

. “Like a bird!” said Tom Merry,
laughing. ;

And the juniors hurried into the
tower and ascended the old stone steps.

“Where are you?” called out Tom
Merry.

There was a thump on the inside of
the locked door.

“Here I am, deah boys!”

“Well, why don’t you eome out?” de-
manded Blake.

“The door's locked, ass!”

“Unlock it, then !”

“The key is on the outside, you fwab-
jous chump 1”

“That it jolly well isn’t !” chuckled
Jack Blake. “There’s no sign of a key
herg, Gussy. Didn’t you lock yourself
in?

“You uttah ass!” shrieked Arthur
Augustus, whose temper had suffered a
little. “Why should I lock myself in?”

“Blessed if I know ! I never do know
why you do things !” said Blake. “But
if the door’s locked on the outside,
where’s the key ?”

“1 suppose that beast Lowthah has
taken it away with him !”

“Lowther ?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Yaas. The uttah wottah shut me up
here and locked the beastly door !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's nothin’ to laugh at, you silly
asses! It is not funny at all! 1 am
goin’ to give Lowthah a feahful
thwashin’ 1”

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“Will you unlock the door, you
cacklin’ asses, and let me out ?” shouted
Arthur Augustus.

“How are we to unlock the door
without a key?” chuckled Tom Merry.
“Do you know where Monty is, Gussy?
We'll go after him.”

“I believe he is with Cutts”

“Oh, rats!”

“If you say
Mewwy——""-

“Rats, and many of 'em !” said Tom
Merry warmly. “Monty hasn’t anything
to do with Cutts, and I know it! Don’t
be an ass!”

“If there was not a door between us,
Tom Mewwy, I should give you a lickin’
for that wemark! Will you find that
beast Lowthah, and let.me out?”

“ Well, we'll look for him,” said Tom.
“What did he shut you up for?”

“The wottah,. bwought  me. here,

wate to me, Tom

| NO QUESSING GAME ! I

‘“ Quess which hand my money’s
in and it’s yours ! "’

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to E. de Smidt, 33, Felsted Way,
Luton, Beds.

because I was goin’ to give him some
good advice. Then, instead of listenin’
to my good advice, the awful wottah
locked me in !”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“It 18 not a laughin’ mattah at all!
Lowthah is goin’ to the dogs, and I was
goin’ to look aftah him. Now I wefuse
to do anythin’ of the kind! The sooner
such a wottah gets the sack the bettah !”

“You're talking out of the back of
your silly neck, Gussy!” said Manners.
“What has old Monty been doing 7"’

“He’s been makin’ bets on waces with
that wottah Levison !”

“Bosh !”

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Bosh !I” repeated Manners,
emphasis,

“And if you look for him now, T am
pwetty certain that you'll find him with
Cutts. . He said he had a pwessin’
engagement.”

“Oh, rot!”

“Well, we'll look for him,” said Tom

with

Merry. “Wait till we come back,
Gussy 1”

“Pway huwwy! It’s wathah cold in
here 1”

“Ha, ha, ha! I suppose it is. Keep
your fatherly advice next time till it is
specially requested, Gussy !”

“Wats 1”7

And the juniors descended the stairs
again.

Tom Merry was looking very grave.
He had noticed as well as D'Arcy that
Monty Lowther had been unusually
“thick ” lately with Levison, and he
had not liked it. But he had not
spoken to his chum more than once on
the subject, as Lowther had developed
an unaccustomed touchiness.

That Levison would have been glad to
make trouble among the Terrible Thrée,
Tom knew, and he did not intend to
play into the hands of the cad of the
Fourth if he could help it. But if
Lowther was really getting led into bad
company, it was time for his chums to
chip in—emphatically. :

Cutts was a blackguard of the first
water, and the less Lowther had to do
with him the better.

“It's all rot!” said Manners, with an
uneasy glance at: Tom's serious face.
“Monty hasn’t anything to do with
Cutts.” 4

7

”

“We'll look for him there,” said Tom
shortly.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Blake pro-
ceeded at once to the School House, and
made their way to Cutts’ study. Tom
knocked at the door and epened it.

Cutts was there with Monty Lowther,

They were engaged in an animated
conversation, but' they ceased immedi-
ately the three juniors presented thcem-
selves in the doorway.

Lowther turned red.

Gerald Cutts stared
calmly.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“We want Lowther,” said Tom Merry
curtly. “Come on, Lowther, old man !”

at the juniors

“I'm rather engaged just now,” said
Lowther. “I'm having a jaw with
Cutts.”

“The less you jaw with Cutts the

better, I should think.”

“Oh, rats1”

“Monty, old man——" said Manners.

“Look here,” exclaimed Lowther
hotly, “I'm not a little kid to be looked
after and watched! That silly ass
D’Arcy has been trying it, and I've shut
him up. Leave me alone!”

The juniors exchanged glances.

It was a curious thing how easily
Cutts could get a younger fellow under
his influence, if he chose to exert his
powers. He could be a very agrecable
fellow when he liked. But the Terrible
Three knew him so well, and had had
so much experience of his blackguardly
ways, that it was surprising that a
member of the famous Co. should be
taken in by him,

Tom Merry and Manuers looked at
their chum in mingled surprise and
anger.

“Look here, Monty, you'd better
come ! gaid Tom Merry, at last.

“I won't!”

“What have you got to jaw about
with Cutts?”

“Never mind that!”

“But I do mind that!” exclaimed
Tom Merry hotly. “You know very
well Cutts tried to get me into his rotten
ways once, and you fellows helped me
out. Now he's trying the same game
with you, I suppose. You ought to
know better, after my experience !”

“Thank you!” said Cutts, with sar-
castic politeness. “May I mention that
I am not used to being slanged by fags
in my own study?”’

“You'll get used to it if you don't

leave my chum alone!” said Tom
Merry. **You know what we think of
you.”

Cutts yawned.

“There's the door!” he remarked.

“Will you come, Monty ?”

“No!” snapped Lowther.

“Then we'll jolly well make you!”
exclaimed Tom Merry, whose temper
was risinE. “You've no business here,
and you know it! Collar him !’

“You silly ass!” shouted Lowther.
“Leave me alone! Hands off |”

But Lowther’s expostulations were not
heeded. Tom Merry, Manners, and
Blake collared him and whirled him out
of the study. Cutts burst into a laugh.
The juniors were angry, and had not
stopped to reflect; but, as a matter of
fact, they were playing into the hands
of the blackguard of the Fifth. This
course of treatment was only likely to
arouse the obstinacy in Monty Lowther’s
nature.

Cutts did not offer to interfere. He
stood with his hands in his pockets,
looking on and laughing. 2

Lowther gave a‘roar of wrath as he’
was whirled out of the study, [Ie
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struggled in the passage, but the three
juniors rushed him along, and his resist-
ance was of no avail,

They arrived, somewhat dishevelled
and panting, at the end of the passage.
Lowt?uer struggled furiously there.
heavy iron key fell from his pocket and
clinked on the floor. Blake picked it

go, fools 1”

you
Lowther, »

“Come on, Monty 1”

“I won’t |”

Lowther tore himself loose, and stood
panting, his face flushed erimson, his
eyes gleaming with anger.

“Lot me alone! You've no right to
interfore with me. Mind your own
business 1”

*Look here, Mon{y—-"" 5

“Oh, cheese it! I'm fed-up with
you !”

And Lowther, with an angry snort,
strode away towards Cutts’ study. Tom
Merry, Manners, and Blake exchanged
hopeless glances. Their drastic inter-
ference had evidently done no good.

Blake whistled softly.

“Well, this is a pretty kettle of fish,”
he said. “I’ll go back with youn for him,
if you like.”

Tom Merry shook his head. ;

“Let him have his way,” he said,
compressing his lips. “We'll mind our
own business, as he said.” :

And Tom Merry walked away, his
face darkly clouded. Blake whistled
again, and then walked off, making his
way to the old tower with the key. A
few minutes later, Arthur Augustus
D’Arey was free once more. He came
out of the room in the tower in a state
of great wrath.

“You found that wottah?” he asked.

“Yes!” growled Blake.

“Where was he?”

“In Cutts’ study!”

“Yaas, I thought so!” said Arthur
Augustus. “Now you can come with
me and hold my jacket and monocle
while I give him a thwashin’ for playin’
such a twick on me !”

“Cheese it!” said Blake. *‘There’s
going to be trouble enough, I think,
without you chigping in, © 1 think

Lowther’s going off his silly dot. Come
on!”
And Arthur Augustus, on second

thoughts, decided to let Monty Lowther
off that fearful thrashing.,

CHAPTER 6.
A Rift in the Lute !

HAT afternoon there was trouble
in the Co.
Tom Merry, Manners, and
Lowther were always on such
excellent terms with one another that
any rift in the lute was sure to be seen
at once. 8o, before afternoon lessons
were over, all the Shell knew that
Monty Lowther was not speaking to his
old chums.

Curious in(ﬁxirers wanted to know the
reason; but they received only the short-
est of replies, and had to retire with
their curiosity unsatisfied. .

After lessons, Tom Merry and
Manners came out of the Form-room
together, but Lowther did not join them
in the passage.

Lowther did not go down to the footer
practice.

After practice Tom and Manners
came in to tea, both of them lookin
somewhat clouded. They were both
worried by the fact that they were on
bad terms with their hitherto insepar-
able chum, and still more by the knew-
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gshouted

ledge that Lowther needed them more
than ever just now. For a fellow who
came under the influence of Gerald
Cutts was undoubtedly in need of firm
friends to stand by him and see him

A through.

What Cutts wanted with Lowther they
did not know, but they knew it was no
g‘ood that was in the mind of the Fifth

ormer. And if Lowther was led into
any recklessness, and trouble followed
it was pretty certain that Cutts would
get clear, and that all the trouble would

all upon the junior.

The two Shell fellows wondered
whether Lowther would come into the
study to tea as usual. At the slightest
sign of the olive-branch from their
chum they were anxious to make it up.
* They were both relieved to find
Lowther in the study when they came
in. He had the fire going, and the
table ready for tea.

It was evidently a sign of peace, and
their faces lighted up. Tom Merry de-
termined to act just as if there had
been no dispute as the casiest way of
passing it over.

“Tea ready?” he exclaimed heartily.
“That’s good. I'm as hungry as a
Lunter.” g

“Same here!” said Manners.

“Just on !” said Lowther, a little awk-
wardly. “I thought I'd get it ready
when you came in. The ketile’s on the
boil and I've poached the eggs.”

“Good 1”

And the three juniors sat down to tea
with something of their old hearty
cordiality.

Monty Lowther was unusually silent
and thoughtful, but Tom and Manners
were determined to notice nothing, and
they chatted in the same strain as usual.

“We shall have a pretty tough match
with the Grammar School next Wednes-
day,” Tom Merry remarked. “I hear
Gordon Gay & Co. are in great form.”

Lowther started a little.

“Next Wednesday !”

“Yes; you haven't forgotten that
we’re playing the Grammarians?”

“N-no,” said Lowther. “But—"
He paused.

“TIt will be a good match,” said Tom
Merry. “We want to kee;r the practice
up, too, Monty; we shall have to be in
great form.”

“1 don’t think I want to play next
Wednesday,” said Lowther, colouring.

“You’re feeling fit, surely?”

“Oh, yes; I’'m fit enough!”

“Then why not play? You would be
missed from the team—we haven’t
another fellow up to your form to put
in your place,” said Tom anxiously.

“Oh, that will be all right!” said
Lowther. “You could ay young
Hammond of the IFourth—he’s a good
man.”

“But we want you!”

“I’m sorry, but—after all, it’s only
fair to give some of the others a
chance,” said Lowther. ‘Besides, I—I1
think I shall have an engagement.”

There was silence in the study.
Lowther did not offer to explain what
the engagement was. But both Tom
Merry and Manners guessed that it had
somcthinf to do with Cutts.

The silence lasted a long time, and
Lowther’s face grew redder and redder.
He broke the silence at last.

“Look here, you chaps, I may as well
speak out !”

“Perhaps it would be better,” said
Tom Merry dryly: '

:: I’velbgen talking to Levison—"

“He’s told me about Four-in-Hand,
you know, the dark horse for the
Muggleton race——"

“The cad!”
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“I don’t sce that he’s such a cad in
that. Of course, I know that the Head’s
down on anything of that sort.”

“Do you think he’s down on it without
reason 7

Lowther gave an impatient shrug of
the shoulders.

“Well, lots of people make money on
horseraces,” he said.

“Yes—running horses in races, bub
not making bets on the races,” said
Tom. “Racing would be a real sporf
if there were no betting. When the
money comes in the sport goes ouf.”

“Lots of people play bridge for
money.”

“’I‘Kat doesn’t make it right.”

“People go to Monte Carlo and play
roulette——"

“But they know they ought not to.”

“Well, perhaps they oughtn’t,” ad-
mitted Lowther. ‘But nobody’s perfect
in this world, you know. Why shouldn’t
a chap have a bit of fun sometimes?”

“Fun’s all right,” said Tom, “Dbut
blackguardism isn’t.”
“That’s too strong. This  horse

Levison speaks of is going to win af
thirty-three to one against. It secms
simply a sin to let such a chance go
by. Just fancy getting thirty-three quids
by putting on one quid !”

“Whose thirty-three quids?” asked
Manners dryly.

“The bookmakers’ quids, of course.”

“And where do they get it from?”

“I'rom people who lose their mouey, I
suppose.”

“Exactly. It isn’t their money; it's
money won by gambling. And if you
talk for a month of Sundays, Monty,
yp'»; tcil‘n’t make it out that gambling is

ight.

‘Well, if you put it like that, of
course,”  said  Lowther uneasily,
“gambling is a horrid word, I know.
But if you call it sport——"

“Better call a spade a spade !”

“Well, look here, it isn’t as if I were
going to haunt pubs and pal with
bookies, as Cutts and Knox do,” said
Lowther. *“It's just once—and once
only. Here’s the chance of a life-time—-
why shouldn’t I make something just for
once 1

“For one thing, if you begin, you go
on,” said Tom Merry. “If you win,
vou want to win again. It would be
better for you to lose. Not that you've
got any chance of winning, either.”

“This is a dead cert.”

“T’'ve heard of dead certs before. The
only thing certain in racing is that tho
bookmakers make money out of it. And
they don’t make money out of their
losses.”

“I—I suppose they don’t,” said
Monty. “But—but this is a special
chance. Levison knows the very jockey

—he’s got information straight from the
horse’s mouth.”

“Iven so, it’s a rotten thing to do.
You call it sport, or anything you like—
but it’s practically swindling to keep a
horse dark like that and take in the
publie.”

“Well, I don't look at it like that.”

“You used, to, before Cutts got at
you,” said Tom bitterly.

“It isn’t as if I were going to make
a regular thing of it. Why shouldn’t a
chap have a bit of fun sometimes?
Wouldn’t you like a drive to the races?”

“T1 should like that all right.”

“Well, then, let’s make a break for
once,” said Lowther eagerly. “I'm just
going to put a sinal’e uid on Four-in-
Hand, that’s all. o'l go to Muggle-
ton- together on Wednesday, and have

a good time. I’ll stand treat. It will
be a ripping excursion!”
Tom Merry and Manners stared

blankly at their chum. It scemed to
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them that Monty Lowther was taking
leave of his senses,

“Go to the races!” repeated Manners,

$Nap "

“Why, it means the sack if the Head
know.”

“He won't know.”

“A thousand people might see us.”

“We shan’t take front seats in the
grand stand. Cutts will make all the
arrangements, and you know how clever
he is.”

“(lever enough to keep out of trouble,
and to let his friends in for.it; I know
that.,” said Tom Merry.

“Oh, he isn’t such a bad sort.”

“You've always thought before that
he was a rotten, bad sort.”

“I mean, he has his good points, I
sfippose he’s a bad hat, but nobody’s
quite bad, through and through. He's
been very decent to me lately.”

“It seems to me that you're going off
vour rocker,” said Tom. “You can’t
go to the races. It would mean the sack
if you were found out.”

“I've arranged to go,” said Lowther
sulkily.

“With Cutts?”

“Yes, with Cutts,” said Lowther
defiantly. “What have you got to say
against it?”

“Lots! You can’t do it.”

“1 can do it, and I'm going to.”
“For goodness’ sake, have a little

Besides,

Monty. You can’t!
there’s the Grammar School match——
“Blow the Grammar School match!”

Monty Lowther rose to his feet.

“I think you're a pair of narrow-
minded duffers,” he said deliberately.
“1 nover liked Eric, or Good Little
Georgie—never could stand them. I'm
not a blackguard, I suppose—and
don’t see why you should be down on
me because I want a bit of excitement
for once in a way. I call it narrow-
minded.”

“You call it what you like,”

sense,

* said Tom

angrily. “I call it being commonly
decent.”
“Which means, I suppose, that I'm

not commonly decent?”

“Not if you go to the races and bet
on horses,” said Tom. *“ Whatever you
choose to say about it, you can’t make
black white, and wrong right.”

“Well, if I'm not a decent chap, you
don’t want anything more to do. with
me,” said Lowther savagely. “You
can go on playing Erie, and I'll go my
own way. I'm fed up.”

Ile strode to the door.

“Monty |” exclaimed Tom, jumping
up.

Lowther did not reply. He. strode
from the study, and closed the door
behind him with a resounding slam.

There was a rift in the lute now, with

CHAPTER 7.
The Only Way!

r l \OM MERRY and Manners stared
at one another blankly.” Monty
Lowther’s quick footsteps died
away along the passage.

He was gone, and he left dismay in
the study behind him.

“Well,” said Manners at last, with a
deep breath, “this beats it, Tommy! I
should never have thought that Monty
would have been such a silly ass.”

Tom Merry compressed his lips.

“I've a jolly good mind to let him go
his owh way, and have nothing more
to do with him!” he exclaimed angrily.

But Manners shook his head.

“That won't do, Tommy. He's our
pal, and all this is due to Cutts. We've
got to see Monty through this, some-
how.”

“But how, if he won't let us

“We can’t let him go his own way.
Dash it all, it means the sack! I—"
Manners broke off as a tap came at the
door.

The door opened, and Blake came in.
Blake looked from one to the other of
the Shell fellows with a puzzled expres-
s1omn.

“Anything up?’ he asked.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry shortly.

“Lowther’s just passed me with
a giddy thundercloud on his noble

(Continued on the newxt page.)
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brow,” said Blake. “You chaps haven't
been having ' a row, surely?”

“I'm' afraid we have,” said Tom rue-
fully. “Shut the door, and give us some
advice, Blake. Monty’s determined to
play the giddy ox, and we're deter-
mined that he shan’t.”

Blake closed the door. ;

“Tell your unecle about it!” he said.:
“You can rely on your Uncle Blake for
good advice in case of family troubles.
Pile in!” . ]

“Keep it dark, of course!”

“That’s understood; go on.”

“Lowther’s arranged with Cutts to go
to the races next Wednesday.” ¢

Blake whistled. 1

““My hat! That takés the cake, and
no mistake !”

“If he does, it’s asking for the sack,”
said Tom Merry. “It's very likely to
come out, and you know the line the
Head would take.”

“A flogging, at least.”

“Well, a  flogging. would serve the
silly ass right, but more likely he would
be expelled from the school. We don’t
want that.”

“Rather not,” agreed Blake. “He’s
got to be stopped. He seems to be
rather an obstinate ass, though.”

Blake reflected, wrinkling his brows
in thought. .. .

“You've argued with him about it?”
he asked. A oy

“Yes.”

“And it was no good?”

“Not a bit.?

“Then there’s only one thing to be
done,” said Blake. “Unluckily it's the
same day as the Grammar School match.
Would you be ready to chuck that up
for the sake of looking after Lowther 7

Tom Merry looked worried.

“Well, I'm junior skipper, and the
Grammar School match 1s going to be
tough,” he said. “The fellows will
expect me to play., Still—"

“Oh, that's all right!” said Blake

reassuringly.. “I'd be willing to cap-
tain the team in your place, if you like.

It would come to the same thmﬁi”
“Would it?” growled Tom erry,
unconvineed, v

“Yos—or better,” said Blake calmly.
“I'm willing te volunteer as skipper,
g0 you needn’t worry about that. 1f it's
no good talking to Lowther, you’ll have
to take action—actions speak louder
than words, you know. - You’ll have to
watch him on Wednesday afternoon—
and you can’t do that while you're play-
ing footer.  Wlien he goes out with
Cutts, you’ll have to ecollar him !”

“Collar him?” said Manuners,

Blake nodded coolly.

“Exactly! Collar him, and simply
yank him in and keep him in. he
objects, knock him down, and sit on his
head.” ’ :

Tom- Merry laughed.

“Well, that's one way,” he remarked.

“It’s the only way,” said Blake.

“He cut up rather rusty when we
rushed him out of Cutts’ study, you
know,” Manners remarked.

“Let him cut up rusty,” said Blake.
“It’s for his own good, isn’t it?

“If Cutts & Co. are bowled out and
brought ulp before the Head, Lowther
will ‘ll)e jolly glad he isn’t in the party,
I should think. He's off his dot just
row—he’'ll be glad afterwards that you
chipped in.”

“\Q’ell, there's something in that,”
Taoin' Merry agreed..  “Only, if we
collar Lowther, Cutts & Co. may chip
in, and then—"

“Then- there will be ‘a rumpus,” said
Blake. ““And if Cutts takes a thick ear
to the races with him, all the better.
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“You'd better have a few fellows with
you in case of trouble.”

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully.

“It’s rotten to have to cut the match,
especially with the Grammarians in such
great form,” he said. “But I suppose
we ought to do it, for Monty’s sake—
confound him. Let me see.” He
drew a slip of papér from his pocket.
“This is how the team stands: Fatty
Wynn, in goal; Herries and Reilly,
backs; Redfern, Kangaroo, and
Liowther, halves; Kerr, Figgins, myself,
Blake, D’Arcy, forwards. %might put
you' in as centre-forward in my place,
Blake, and young-Hammond as inside-
left in your place.” ;

“Good egg!” said Blake.

“And Owen of the New House can
take Lowther’s place at half. Manners
wasn’t going to play this time, anyway.
But—I'm blessed if I know what will
become of the match 1”

“Oh, we shall win all right!” said
Blake comfortingly.. “I'll skipper the
team,”’

“I think we’ll leave that to Kan-
garoo,” said Tom Merry, luughing.

“But I really consider—’

“It’s rotten to cut the match,” said
Tom discontentedly. ““Lowther ought to
be boiled in oil for worrying us like
this on the day of the match. I've a
jolly good mind to let the silly ass go
his own way I”

“Can’t let a pal go to the giddy bow-
wows,” said Blake.

“No, I supposoe not. I shall have to
have some fellows with me, in case
Cutts gives ‘trouble on Wednesday

,afternoon,” Tom Merry said thought-

fully. “You ean speak to Digby about
it, Blake—and there’s Lumley-Lumley,
Glyn, and Clifton Dane. They'll be
willing to help, and they can be
trusted.”

“Right-ho 1” said Blake. “No charge
for good advice. But are you sure you
wouldn’t like me to captain the team?”

“T think we’ll leave that to Kangy.”

“In the circumstances—"

“Oh, never mind the eircumstances !”
said Tom Merry. “Have some of these
chestnuts, Blake; they're good!”

And Blake grinned and consumed
chestnuts.

CHAPTER 8.
Lowther Wants to Know !

HEN Tom Merry posted up the
W list of players for the Gram-
mar School match, there was
" a good 'deal of surprise among

the St. Jim’s juniors.

Tom Merry’s own name was missing
from the list, as well as the names of
his two chums.

It was a very unusual thing for the
junior captain to miss an important

match, and the fellows were very
curious about it.
Quite a number of them made

inquiries of Tom Merry on the subject.
But the captain of the Shell had only
to say that he thought it better to stand
out on that occasion, and that Kangaroo
—otherwise Noble of the Shell—~would
captain the team in first-class style.

The news came as. a surprise to Monty
Lowther, as well as to the other fellows.
Nothing had been said to him on the
subject in the study. The three Shell
fellows still did their preparation in the
same  study together, but they spoke
little, and Monty Lowther had en
having his tea in Hall, or in some other
study, lately. Sy .

Wﬁen they met for preparation they
exchanged few remarks. sy

The rift in the lute was widening.

- “have you chucked u
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Lowther spent a good amount of time
with Levison now, and was sometimes
in Gerald Cutts’ stud{.

Perhaps he was feeling a little lonely
being estranged from his old friends, or
perhaps it was sheer obstinacy, and he
was bent upon showing them that he
could do as he liked.

Lowther seemed quite changed from
his old. self these last few days.

Tom Merry and Manners knew that
it was due to the influence of Cutts, and
their feelings towards that individual
were not pleasant.

They rather hoped that on Wednes-
day afternoon Gerald Cutts would cut
up rusty, and give them an excuse for
handling him. If it came to that, they
were determined  that he should have
signs of their vengeance to carry to
Muggleton Races with him.

When Lowther read the footer list
on the notice-board on Tuesday, he
frowned a little ‘over it, and®after somo
thought hé looked for *his”old friends.
He fourid. Tom Merry and “Manners
playing chess in the Common-room,

Lowther' approached | the ~table, and
stood looking on for some minutes, with
his hands. in his  pockets, ~‘without
speaking., © - oy s ;

Tomﬁg\’lerry looked up genially. Ie
was only too willing to make friends
again at the first sign from Lowther.

“Give us a tip,” he said. ‘“Would
you move the rook 7 ‘ g

“Oh, blow the rook!” said, Lowther.
“What about that match to-morrow?
It seems that you are not playing.”

“No; I'm standing out.”

“ What for ?” :

“Well, I've some reasons for standing
ont.”

“Because I'm out of it?” asked
Lowther.

Tom Merry did not reply. He seemed
to be studying the game intensely, and
debating in his mind whether he should
move the rook.

Monty Lowther bit his lip, and the
lines in his forehead deepened. He was
evidently growing angry.

“Look here,” he exclaimed abruptly,
the match on
chnesday with any idea of interfering
with me 7’

“I think I'll shove it on bishop’s
fourth,” murmured Tom Merry, still
apparently devoting his whole attention
to the chess, ;

Lowther’s eyes gleamed.

“Did you hear me ?” he said.

“Don’t speak to the man at the
wheel I” chided Manners. “You really
shouldn’t talk to a chap who's going to
be mated in three, Lowther !”

“Mated in three thousand years iy
grunted Tom Merry. “Why, T've got
you fixed ! T don’t care where you put
your queen; I've got it !”

“If you intend to interfere with me
to-morrow afternoon,” said Lowther in
a low, concentrated voice, “I can warn
you that it won’t do! I shan’t stand
1t "

“Check !” said Tom Merry.

“Will you answer me, Tom Merry ?”

Tom looked up at last impatiently.

“I’ve got nothing to say,” he said.

“Are you planning to interfere with
my excursion to-morrow afternoon?
That’s what I want to know 1”

“Wait till to-morrow afternoon, and
then you will know,” said Tom.

“That means yes, 1 suppose. Well,
now I know what to expect.”

And Monty Lowther stalked away,
with compressed lips and angry brow.

“He's spotted it, you see,” Manners
remarked. P ;

“Can’t be helped.”

“Tt won't make any difference?”

“Not at all.”" ;
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Monty Lowther made his way directly
to Cutts’ study in the Fifth Form
passage. He found that young gentle-
man smoking a cigarette and studying a
sporting paper.

Gerald Cutts nodded genially to him
as he came in. It was a great pleasure
to Cerald Cutts to have detached
Lowther from his chums. Ie had never
forgotten his old grudge against Tom
Merry, and Lowther was very useful to
Cutts just then.

Cutts, with all his prospects of untold
wealth when TFour-in-Hand romped
home, was short of money, and he had
heen short of money for some time, with
the result that his credit was not good.
Monty Lowther’s contribution to the
expenses of the car on the day of the
races was very welcomo.

“Hallo !” said Cutts
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Tom Moerry suddenly caught sight of a handkerchief fluttering from an opening hi
he drew the attention of the other juniors to it.

“You're not looking very chirpy! Not
worried about your quid on Four-in-
Hand, are you?”

Lowther shook his head. = .

“That’s as safe as houses,” said Cutts.
“It's beginning to leak out now that
there’s a dark horse—a giddy Polonius

behind the curtain, you know. The odds
against Four-in-Hand have gone down
to fifteen to one already. It will be

down to five to one to-morrow. The
bookies are smelling a rat.”

“Then it’s really a cert?” Lowther
asked.

“A dead cert! Levison’s information
was quite correct.”

**And it means thirty-thrée quids to-
morrow 7"

“Thirty-three quids!” assented Cutts.

“It's a lot of money.”

“A lot of money to get for nothing,”
agreed Cutts. “You (fon't often get a
tip like that. Levison is a useful beast.”

Lowther seemed to hesitate.

“And you don't feel any secruples
about taking the money, Cutts?” he
asked.

The Tifth Former stared.

“No. Why should I?" he asked.

“Well, money got by gambling isn’t—
isn’t exactly like other money, 1s it ?”

The senior laughed.

“Your pals have been talking to you,
1 see,” he remarked. “My dear chap,
all life’s a gamble. What's the Stock
Iixchange but a big gamble? Monte
Carlo under another name. What's
business but a gamble? You take your
chance in everything, and if you're
lucky, you score. And if you've got

sense, you freeze on to anything that
comes into your hands.

ness.”
@ »

“Why shouldn’t you take the bookie’s

That’s busi-
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“What? I suppose they won’t have
the cheek to collar you and keep you in
by main force?” Cutts asked, in astonish-
ment.

“ T shouldn’t wonder if they did.”

“Then you'll have to dodge them,”
Cutts reflected. “Leave half an hour
before the rest of us, and wait for us
on the road. You'll know where to find
the car. It will be waiting on the
Muggleton Road, and youw’ll only have
to walk on till you come to it. There
will be a chauffeur in charge, and you
can ask him if he’s waiting for Cutts.”

“Yes; that will be all right. T'll clear
off immediately after dinner, then.”

“Yes. And don’t go out by the gates.
Drop over the wall. You can do that
behind the trees, where you won't be
noticed. They won’t even know you're
outside the school then,” said Cutts.

iy

of Arthur Augustus.

money? Do you think they have any
scruples . about accepting their win-
nings ?” said Cutts, laughing.

Lowther laughed, too.

“No, I suppose not. It's all right., 1
suppose. 1—I haven’t done anything of
this kind before. But I say, Cutts, I'm
afraid Tom Merry and Manners have
some idea of chipping in when we start
to-morrow. Tom is standing out of the
Grammar School match on purpose, I
think.” i

Cutts frowned.

“They’d better not chip in and bother
me !” he growled.

“Do we start from here?”
Lowther.

“No; we go down to Rylcombe and
meet there, and the car wi{l be waitin
for us on the Muggleton Road,” saic
Cutts. “We'd better leave the school
separately, and that won't excite any
attention.” :

“Those silly asses may collar me—"

asked

1)

h
“ Who on earth’s that 2 '’ he askeg, pointing.

up in the wall of the old tower, and
“ Help ! "’ came the voice

Monty Lowther grinned.

“Right-ho I” he said.

And he left Cuits’ study feeling wore
casy in his mind. The excitement of
getting away from his watchful friends
added zest to his adventure. There
was, it was true, a lurking uneasiness
in Lowther's breast—a haunting con
sciousness that ho was doing wrong. e
had argued it out that there was no
harm in what he was doing, and his
arguments had seemed reasonable and
convincing enough; but he knew in his
heart that it is always easy to find
arguments in favour of doing what one
wants to do.

A still small voice within warned
him that all argument on the subject
was fallacious, and that it was simply
a “dodge ” to stifle the promptings of
conscience.  But the junior, in his
obstinacy, refused to listen to the. still,
small voice.

Tuoe Gem Lisrary.—No, 1,511
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When the next day came, Monty
Lowther was still determined to throw
in his lot with Cutts, Knox, and Levi-
son. And Tom Merry was equally de-
termined that he should mnot. Lt
remained to be seen what the outcome
would be. :

CHAPTER 9.
Tricked !
ONTY LOWTHER sat very
M silent and  thoughtful at
dinner that day.

He was thinking of the
difticulty before him of escaping the
keen eyes of his chums. J

The thought that they should take it
upon themselves to prevent him by
force from carrying out his design
made him very angry; but he knew
that it was useless to mount the *“high
horse ” on the subject.

Tom Merry and Manners had made
up their minds, and they would not
have listened to him, and would have
taken no notice if he had quarrelled
with them about it. They were simply
determined that he should not go, and
that was the end of it.

After dinner Monty Lowther walked
out by himself and strolled into the
quadrangle. ;

Tom Merry and Manners strolled in
the quadrangle, too. Lowther knew
that they were keeping an eye on him,
and he gritted his teeth. }

But he did not give way to his
temper. He called out to Levison, who
was talking to Mellish.

“ Levison, old man!”

Lovison looked round.

“Hallo, Lowther!”

“When you see Cutts, will you ask
hini when he’s starting, and tell me?”

* Right-ho I” said Levison. :

Lowther walked away. Levison
grinned at Tom Merry and Manners
and went into the House. He grinned
still more when he was out of sight. He
knew the arrangement Lowther had
made with Cutts. = Lowther’s request to
lim now was simply for the purpose of
throwing dust in the eyes of the two
Shell fellows. Tom Merry and Manners
naturally had the impression that
Lowther would be starting with Cutts,
and that there was no need to be
specially vigilant until they saw Cutts
leave the School House.

It was a trick—the kind of trick
Lowther had never secemed likely to be
guilty of. He was learning fast 1n
the company - of his precious new
friends!

“We may as well get down to the
gates presently,” Tom Merry remarked
to his chum. *“Wao can see when Cutts
goes, and if the Grammarians come
first we can meet them there. 3
whistle to the other chaps if I want
them. I've arranged that.”

“(Good egg!” said Manners.

There was no sign of Cutts yet. He
was not starting just then. Tom Merry
discussed the coming match with Blake
and Kangaroo, a little anxious about
the result as he himself and Lowther
were not playing.

A little later Tom Merry and Man-
ners sauntered down to the school gates,
there to keep watch for Cutts & Co.

Kangaroo and  the junior eleven
were preparing for the match.

“ Here they come !” said Manners at
last, as two seniors came down towards
the gates.

Cutts and Knox were talking cheer-
fully together as they came out. hey
glanced carclessly at the two Shell
fellows in the gateway.
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“Hallo! Not playing footer this
afternoon, you kids?” said Cutts.

“No 1” said Tom shortly.

“Slacking, eh?” said Knox.

“We've got something else to do,”
said Tom Merry deliberately. “A
chum of ours has some scheme for
going out with a rotten blackguard,
am! we're going to persuade him not
40.”

Cutts flushed a little, and Knox
scowled.

“1 wish you luck!” said Cutts care-
lessly.

And the two seniors walked out.

Tom Merry was a little puzzled. Had
he been mistaken, after all? Lowther
had certainly said that he was going
to the races with Cutts that afternoon.
But had he changed his mind?

Tom Merry hoped that he had.

At all events, there was no sign of
Lowther coming down to the gates. A
few minutes later Levison came along,
but he was alone.

Levison glanced curiously at the two
Shell fellows.
l.'l'om Merry made a stride towards
i,

“Isn’t Lowther going with you?” he
asked.

“Lowther ?”

“Yes. Where is he?”

“How should I know ?” said Levison,
with an air of surprise. ‘“He’s your
chum, isn’t he? You ought to know
where he is.”

“1 understood he was going out with
you,” said Tom Merry.

“Would you like to search me?”
asked Levison insolently. “You're
welcome to look in my hat, and in my
waistcoat pocket, if you like.”

Tom Merry clenched his hands, and
Levison walked on rather hastily, and
disappeared down the road. Still there
was no sign of Lowther coming.

“Perhaps he’s changed his mind, and
he's not going, after all?” Maiiners
suggested hopefully.

“But yon heard what he said to
Levison half an hour ago about asking
Cutts when he would be starting.”

“Yes; but he hasn’t started
him, all the same.”

“I don’t quite catch on,” said Tom,
wrinkling his brows.  “I should be
jolly glad if he had changed his mind.

e should be able to play in the
Girammarian match, after all. Hallo!
Here come the Grammarians!”

A motor-coach was rolling up the

with

road, crowded with fellows in Grammar .

School caps.

The coach stopped at the gates of St.
Jim s and Gordon Gay & Co. of the
Grammar School swarmed down, and
were warmly greeted by Tom Merry.

“Here we are again!” said Gordon
Gay heartily. “Ready to give you the
licking of your lives, my infants!”’

“And we're ready to take it!” said
Tom Merry, laughing. “We'd better
look for Lowther,” he said in a low
voice to his chum as they walked to
the footer ground with the Grammar
School crowd. “No good ~waiting
about any longer. If he’s not going,
there’s no need to miss the Grammar
School match, Kangy won’t mind if I
take my place, after all. Ie's a good
sport.”’

“Right-ho I” said Manners,

Monty Lowther was not to be seen
among the erowd who were gathering
on the junior football ground.

Leaving the Grammarians in their
dressing-room, Tom Merry and Manners
hurried into the School House to look
for Monty Lowther there.

But he was pot to be seen there.
And no one knew where he was, or
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could give any information in reply
to their anxious inquiries,

_ Lowther seemed to have vanished as
if the earth had opened and swallowed
him up.

Several of Tom Merry’s friends, who
had willingly agreed to help him in
this delicate matter, joined in the
search for Lowther. But Glyn and
Dane, and Digby and Lumley-Lumley
searched in vain.

Monty Lowther, it was soon pretty
clear, was not within the walls of St.
Jim’s.

Tom Merry’s brow was darkly
clouded as this truth forced itself home
upon his mind. He understood now
that he had been fooled by Lowther—
fooled by his old chum. -

“Lowther must have gone out first,”
he said moodily to Manners. “The
others must have arranged fo join him
outside.”

“1 suppose there’s no doubt he’s with
them ?” said Manners.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“None at all, I think, But he must
have sneaked out first before Cutts
started.”

“But what about what he said to
Levison 7’

“That was a trick.”

“A trick1” said Manners,
stare.

“Yes. He said it purposely for us to
hear, so that we shouldn’t keep an eye
on him for a bit,”” said Tom bitterly.

“Oh, my hat!” said Manners.

“Didn’t you keep an eye on the
gate?” asked Digby.

with a

“Yes. He didn’t go out by the
gate,” said Tom. “He must have
dropped over the wall. I shan’t be

able to play in the match, after all.
Wait a minute for me while I go and
speak to Blake. Look here, you fel-
lows! You're going to stand by me
in this, aren’t you?”

“Yes, rather.”

“Then get out the bikes, while I go
and speak to Blake.”

“The bikes!” exclaimed Dighy.

“Yes; “buck upl”?
_ Tom Merry hurried away to the
junior football ground.  The Gram-
marians had changed now, and were
ready for play. Blake and Kan.
garoo met Tom Merry eagerly.

“Well, are you playing ?”’ asked Kan-

garoo. “If you are, I don’t mind a
bit, you know. I'm willing to step
down.”

b No; I can't play. It’s all right.
I’ve “just come to tell you, that's all.
Pile i, and lick the Grammarians, if

you can.”
said Blake

“Oh, we'll
confidently.

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “I am weally in
gweat form to-day. It will be all
wight, Tom Mewwy. I assuah you that
you will not be missed fwom the team
at all.”

“I hope not,”” said Tom.

And leaving the two teams on the
footer ground, preparing for the tussle,
Tom Merry hurried back and joined
Manners and the rest. They had
brought his bicycle out of the bike-
shed, ready, and were waiting for him.

“What's the order now?” asked
Digby.

“Woe're going after Cutts,” said Tom
Merry - decisively. “Lowther’s gone
with him, and we’re going to bring
him back.”

“Good egg!” said Manners,

“They have a car, and we can’t hope
to overtake them on the road to Mug-
gleton,” said Tom Merry. “But we
can save a lot of time by taking a short

lick them !””
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cut across country, and we ought to
arrive soon after them, if we put ‘on
speed. That’s the idea. You're game
to back me up?”’
“Yes, rather.” :
“1 guess we’'ll back you up,” said
Lumley-Lumley. “But they've got 2
prefect with them, you know—Knox.”’
“] don’t care if they have a dozen
refects! I'm going to fetch Monty
. if 1 have to go after him alone!”
“You won't have to do that,” said
Clifton Dane. “We're all in it. After
all, Knox won't dare to say a word
about it afterwards, in case it should
come out that he went to the races.
He wouldn't remain a prefect long if
the Head got to know about that.”
“(Come on, then !” said Tom Merry.
And the half-dozen juniors wheeled
their machines down to the gates, and
out into the road, and mounted and
pedalled away in hot haste—in pursuit
of Cutts & Co.

CHAPTER 10.
Run Down !
EVISON was the last to reach the
rendezvous. 2
Monty Lowther had arrived

first, and was seated in the car,
when Cutts and Knox arrived. = Levi-
son came up ten minutes later.
“Jump in !” said Cutts.
Levison jumped in.  Cutts had
already dismissed the chauffeur who
hl‘adce brought the car to the arranged

Knox sat beside him, and Lowther
was behind with Levison.

_Knox and Cutts and Levison were
looking very cheerful as the car
hummed away down the road. - But
Lowther’s face was somewhat overcast.

He was thinking.

He had been determined to have his
way. He had quarrelled with his best
friends, and had given them the slip;
but somehcw he did not feel comfort-
able in his new surroundings.

The talk of the other three ran upon
subjects congenial to them—races, bets,
tips, billiards, and so forth—and
Lowther felt himself out of it.

And he did not want to feel himself
“in it,”” either.

He had a vague feeling that he was

atmosphere of - dingy black-
guardism, and the tallke of the three
“gportsmen ” jarred upon-his nerves,

He tried to be cheerful; but, in spite
of himself, his brow ‘became gloomier
and gloomier.

It was a bright, fresh afternoon, and
very pleasant driving along the green
lanes in the car. With his old chums,
Lowther would have enjoyed it well
enough. But it was no use trying to
think that he enjoyed it with Cutts &
Co. He couldn’t!

Cutts & Co. considered themselves
sportsmen of the first water; but as
Lowther listened to their talk, he real-
ised clearly enough that “sport ” with
them meant only one thing—money !

All their thoughts were for the
amount they might win—for thg cash
they would have in their pockets when
they had succeeded in *“skinning the
bookies,” owing to Levison’s valuable
tip.

It was money all the time.

A gang of moneylenders could not
have been keener after hard cash than
those three precious sportsmen seemed
to be.

Not a single thought for the race as
a race—as a trial of strength and speed
between the horses engaged—the only
point of view from which it could really
be looked upon as a sport.

Cutts & Co. had not the slightest
desire for the best horse to win, or for
a fair race to be run—they wanted the
horse they had backed to win, and they
wanted to pocket substantial stakes as
a result.

If that was ‘“sport,” . Lowther
reflected, then moneylending and card-
sharping might also be considered as
“sports.”

Monty Lowther had expected to enjoy
that excursion, but the .enjoyment
seemed to be very far off now that he
was fairly embarked upon it.

And at home, at St. Jim’s, the
Grammar School match was going on,
and he might have been playing for his
school in a healthy, wholesome game,
instead of hurrying away on a risky
expedition after somebody else’s money.

Levison looked at him occasionally
with a cynical grin. He thought that
Lowther was thinking of the risks of
the expedition, and the possibility of
the “sack ” . if the sportsmen were

in an
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found out. But ‘to do Lowther justice,
he was not thinking of that aspect of
the case at all. :

It was a wretched feeling that he was
an outsider among outsiders that was
worrying him and clouding his brow.

“My hat!” Levison exclaimed sud-
denly.

He was looking back along the road.
Six cyclists, scorching at a great rate
along the dusty road, had come into
sight from a narrow lane which the car
had just passed.

Cutts glanced rcund.

“What's the row ?” he asked.

“Tom Merry and five other St. Jim’s
chaps are behind wus!’ exclaimed
Levison.

“Tom Merry!” ejaculated Cutts.

& Nenl"

“Isn’t he playing footer this after-
noon "’

“No; he stood out of the match.”

Cutts sneered

“So that giddy paragon is going. to
the races, too!” he exclaimed. * Well,
we live and learn. I shouldn’t have
thought it of him.”

“Digby’s with him,”’ said Levison,
scanning the rapid riders. “And Dane
and Glyn—and Lumley-Lumley—and
Manners. Lumley-Eumley’s dropping
into his old ways again, I suppose, and
he’s taking the others along with him.”

“They’re not going to the races,”
said Lowther curtly.

“Where else can they be going on this
road 7"

“They’re after us!”

“What ?” exclaimed Cutts.

“They’re after me, I mean,” said
Lowther, biting his lip.. “I know they
had some scheme for stopping me from
going. They've followed.”

“They won't catch us!” laughed
Cutts. “We'll soon drop them behind.”

“Yes; but they'll follow won to
Muggleton,” said Lowther.

“They’d better not meddle with us if
they do!” growled Knox, “I'm a
prefect, and—-"

“What do you think they care for
that?” daid TLowther, with  a  bitter
Jaugh. ““You can't report them to the
Head, I supposet*’

“Why can't 17" demanded Knox.

“It might come out where you were
at the time.”

(Continued on the next page.)
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Knox was silent. Certainly, in the
. circumstances, the fact that he was a
prefect was not likely to make much
difference.

“Don’t worry,” said Cutts, acceler-
ating the speed of the car. “We'll steer
clear of them at the races. They won't
spot us.”

The car gathered speed quickly, and
Tom Merry & Co. dropped far behind;
but they pedalled on grimly after the
car, determined to save Lowther from
his folly.

Cutts, Knox, and Levison were
smiling at the dropping of the six pur-
suers.. But unfortunately for the three
black sheep, they smiled too soon. For
at that moment the engine began splut-
tering, and the speed of the car dropped
considerably.

“Oh, hang !
“What's the matter
thing now ?”

Cutts pressed the accelerator up and
down fiercely, but the engine failed to
respond. It coughed and spluttered all
the more, and Cutts was compelled to
stop the car.

“T’ll have to see what’s wrong with
the confounded thing I’’ he said, getting
out of the car,

“Well, buck up!” exclaimed Levison.
“Tom Merry & Co. will overhaul us if
we don’t get going again soon,”

Cults.
rotten

exclaimed
with the

Cutts opened the bonnet of the car
and bent over the engine. HHe had had
a little experience of motor-cars, and
he thought he knew what the trouble
was, He started tinkering with the
carburettor, removing the float from its
chamber, 1In the bottom of the chamber
he saw some specks of dirt blocking up
the outlet.

“Hurry up, Cutts!” wcalled
“Those kids are coming up fast.”

“Hang them!” growled Cutts, who
was out of temper. ‘“‘But I'll soon have
this right.”

But it was nearly five minutes before
Cutts had cleared the dirt from the
carburettor,

“Quickly I””  exclaimed Knox, —as
Cutts slammed down the bonnet of the
engine. ‘‘Here they are!”

As the Fifth Former turned to get
back into the car, he saw Tom Merry
& Co. racing up on their bicycles.
Cutts clambered hastily into his seat,
but before he could press the self-
starter, the pursuers had jumped from
their bikes and were rushing towards
the car,

“Clear off, you kids!” shouted Knox.

But the words were wasted on the
juniors. They were there to look after
Lowther, and if they had to prevent
him by main force, they were deter-
mined to stop him from going to the
races,

Cutts hit out with his fist at Tom
Merry as he clambered on to the run-
ning-board of the car, but Tom did not

Knox.

heed.  He opened the door and grasped
Cutts.
“Now, you cad!” muttered Tom

Merry between his teeth,

They struggled fiercely in the car.
Monty Lowther and Levison jumped
out. Levison had no intention of putting
up a fight, It did not matter to him
whether Tom Merry & Co. collared
Lowther or not. Monty Lowther stood
undecided.., Knex came to Cutts’ help,
but two or three of the juniors seized
the prefect and dragged him out of the
car with a bump into the road.

Knox sprawled in the road, and
Bernard Glyn promptly sat upon him,
pinning him down.
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Tom Merry and Cutts
were still struggling, and
the powerful Fifth Former
would undoubtedly have
had the better of 1it, bub
Manners came to his chum’s
assistance.

Cutts was dragged out of
the car into the road.

“Ilold him !’ panted Tom
Merry., “He's going to be
taught a lesson not to lead
decent fellows astray.”

“Good cgg!”? said Lum-
ley-Lumley

Tom Merry ran to a tree
at the readside and broke
off a thin branch. After
which Cutts was hauled to
the car by Tom Merry,
Manners, and- Digby, and
forced into a bending posi-
tion over a front mudguard.
Then the stick rose and fell
upon him. A

Cutts roared and strug-
gled, but he could not get
loose, and he had to take his
punishment.

To be punished by a
junior was a new experience
for the dandy of the Fifth,
and he almost foamed with
rage as he writhed under
the infliction.

Tom Merry panted as he
threw down the stick at last.

“There ! I think that will
do !” he exclaimed.

“Had enough, Cutts?”
asked Digby.
Cutts ground his - teeth

with rage.

“I'll make you sorry for
this!” he gasped, as the
juniors released him.

He was looking very dis-
hevelled and wild with rage.
For a moment it scemed
that he would rush upon the ;
juniors. But he thought better of it.
The odds were too much against him,
and he did not want any more punish-
ment. He gritted his teeth and clam-
bered back into the car.

“Let me get up, you young hounds!”
said Knox, who had not struggled since
he was floored. He had kept a nervous
cye on the stick instead.

“Let the brute get up!” said Tom.
“He doesn’'t matter to us—or Levison.
The cads can go where they like. We
want you to come with us, Lowther.”

Monty Lowther looked sullen. The
thought of yielding to force roused all
his obstinacy.

“I’'m going with Cutts!” he said.

“You're not going with Cutts!” said
Tom Merry sharply.

Laml”

“Prive on, Cutts!” said Tom Merry
quietly, “You and your precious friends
can get off.”

That was enough for Cutts.

Lowther made a stride towards the
car, but the juniors gathered in his
way. Lowther had to stop, and he
clenched his fists.

“Look here! I won't come back
with you!” he said between his teeth.

“You can please yourself about that
said Tom Merry. “But you're not going
with Cutts!”

“What right have you  to interfere
with me?” asked Lowther passionately.

“The right of a friend to save you
from making a fool of yourself.”

“T don’t look on you as a friend !”

“You can look on me as you please,
but you're not going with Cutts. That’s
settled.”

1

got his field-glasses fixed on us!”’
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“Settled now, at all events, 1 guess,”
Lumley-Lumley remarked, with a
gesture after the car.

Cutts was driving on, and the vehicle
went roaring away down- the road.
There was no chance of Monty Lowther
overtaking it, even if his friends had
allowed him to attempt it.

“Now, are you coming, Monty, old
man ?” asked Manners. “You can have
a lift behind my bike, you know.”

“T won’t.”

“It’s a long way to walk to St. Jim’s,”
said Clifton Dane.

“I'm not going to St. Jim's.”

“Where are you going, then?”

“To Muggleton,” said Lowther de-
fantly.

Tom Merry smiled grimly,

“You're a good few miles from any
railway station, and it’s twelve miles to
walk to Muggleton,” he remarked.
“You couldn’t possibly get there till
the races are over. You're welcome to
triy. Come on, you fellows; let’s get
oft.”

The juniors returned to the bicycles.

Monty Lowther remained alone in the
road, his face dark and angry.

He knew that what Tom Merry had
said was correct. He had no chance of
getting to Muggleton in time for the
races. He stood undecided, besitating.
Not that he wanted to go to the races,
as far as that went, but he would not
give in.

Tom Merry & Co. came riding back.

“Won’t you have a lift to the school,
Monty ?” Manners called out per-
suasively.

“No, I won’t!” growled Lowther,

“ Qreat Scott ! !’ exclaimed Knox, as he looked at the g

““Oh, crumbs ! " n
the
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tand opposite.
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There was no more to be said.

Tom Merry & Co. rode back the way
they had come, and after they were out
of sight, Monty Lowther started walk-
ing in the same direction. And as he
tramped along the long, white road, he
had plenty of time to repent that he
had not accepted Manners’ offer of a

lift.

CHAPTER 11.
Very Rusty !

“ OAL!”
G “Bwavo, Figgins!”
The Grammar School match
was not over when Tom Merry
& Co. arrived at St. Jim’s. tired and

dusty after their long ride.
Immediately after putting up

bikes, the juniors hurried down to the
footer gt_'ouu(l to see how the game was

rogressing.
prog g

The second half was nearing the end.

: “How’s the score?” Tom Merry asked
[, eagerly, tapping Kerruish of the Fourth
on the shoulder. Kerruish was clapping

his hands and cheering the latest goal.
“One to.one now!” said Kerruish.
“Gordon Gay scored in the first half;

h now Figgins has equalised.”
“How long to go?”
looked at his watch. “Only
minutes. ~Looks like a draw,
that’s better than a licking.”
“Good old Figgins!”
“Hurrah 1”
The teams linedsup again.

Neither side wanted a draw, and they
put all their beef into the last five

minutes of the martch.

“ Oid Schneider’s in the stand and he’s
od Levison, turning pale. ‘* What’s the old fool doing at

Tom Merry

The Grammarian for-
wards came down in a hot
attack upon the St. Jim’s
goal and broke through the
defence, and the ball
whizzed in.

But Fatty" Wynn was
ready for it.

A fat fist smote the ball
out again, and Herries
cleaved away to midfield,
and the game went back
rapidly towards the enemy’s
territory.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
captured the ball and ran it
up the field; and at the
psychological moment, so to
speak, he passed to Figgins,
and TFiggins slammed it
home, in spite of the des-
perate effort to save of the
Grammarian goalie.

There was a_ wild yell
from the St. Jim’s crowd:

“Goal! Goal! Goal I”

“Hurrah 1”?

“@Good old Figgins!”

Pheep | went the whistle.

The match was over, and
the Grammarians had been
beaten by two goals to one.
All  the players looked
pretty red and breathless
when they came off.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
rushed up to Figgins and
slapped him ecstatically on
the back.

“Bwavo, Figgy, deah
boy !”” he exclaimed. “That
was weally wippin’, you
know ! I could not have
done that bettah myself I”

“Go hon!’ grinned
Figgins

“Wonderful shot!”’ com-
mented Blake. ‘Consider-
ing that Figgy did it from
a pass from Gussy, it was
what you’d really call miraculous!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Weally, Blake, you ass—"

“Well, we've beaten them, Tommy,”
said Kangaroo, as he greeted Tom
Merry. “How did you get on with
Lm\‘tf;er

“We've stopped him,” said Tom.

“Brought him back with you?”

Tom shook his head.

“He wouldn’t come; he's walking it.”

The Cornstalk whistled.

“My hat, what an-obstinate ass! He
will be pretty fagged by the time he
gets in, I should say.”

“Serve him right!” growled Tom
crosslz. He was almost as exasperated
with his old chum as he was concerned
about him,

“We’re goin’ to have wathah a feed, -

and the Gwammah chaps are stayin’ to
it,” Arthur Augustus remarked, as he
joined them, “Where's Lowthah?
We’ll make him come to the feed, and
let bvgones be bygones, and then it will
be all wight.”

“He’s not in yet.”

“Look for him when he comes in;

then. Is he watty ?”

“ A little, I think I” grinned Manners,

“Then pewwaps you had bettah leave
him to me,” said Arthur Augustus
thoughtfully. “If he is in a watty
tempah, it i1s bettah for him to be dealt
with by a fellow of tact and judgment.
I'll take the boundah in hand when he
comes in.”

“Don’t let him take you to the tower
for a private talk again!” chuckled
Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Oh, wats!”

Gordon Gay & Co. joined their rivals
in a really gorgeous feed in the Junior
Common-room, the studies being much
too small to accommodate so numerous a
tea-party.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy kept an open
eye for the return of Monty Lowther.

The kind-hearted swell of St. Jim’s
was really concerned about the dispute
that had arisen among the Terrible
Three, and he thought that the present
was an excellent opportunity for making
peoce.

Lowther would come in, tired and
hungry, and under the beneficent in-
fluence of a handsome feed and Arthur
Augustus’ tact and judgment, he would
“come round,” and all would be calm
and bright once more.

S0 while Tom Merry & Co. were
entertaining the Grammarians, Arthur
Augustus slipped out of the Common-
room every now and then to look for the
returning wanderer.

But the feed was over, and the Gram-
marians had departed in their motor-
coach by the time Monty Lowther
arrived at St. Jim’s.

He was tired, hungry, and ill-tem-
pered when he came dragging into the
school at last, after his long and weary
walk.

Arthur Augustus spotted him in the
doorway as he came in, and bore down
upon him at once.

“Here you are, deah boy!” he ex-
claimed genially.

Lowther grunted.

Ii‘ Tired ?” asked D’Arcy sympathetic-
ally.

“Yes |” growled Lowther.

“You should weally have had a lift
back on one of the bikes—"

“Qh, rats!”

“You were weally a silly ass, you
know

“What 1”

“I don’t want to wub it in,” said
D’Arcy gently, “but you were un-
doubtedly a silly ass! Howevah, let
bygones be bygones. We have been
havin’ a feed with the Gwammah
School chaps——"

“Blow the Grammar School chaps!”

“We beat them in the match——"

“Blow the match |”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“And blow you!” added Lowther dis-
respectfully.

And he walked on.

Arthur Augustus, feeling perhaps that
he had not exercised so much tact and
judgment as were called for by the cir-
cumstances, hurried after him to make
another effort.

“Lowthah, deah boy——

“Oh, dry up 1”

“We've got some of the feed left, and
we're waiting for you——-"

“1 don't want any !”

“But it's weally wippin’, deah boy,
and you must be f;ungwy aftah walkin’
all that fwightful distance, And wo
have agweed to let bygones be bygones,
and not say a word uﬁout your bein’ a
silly chump! I am not goin’ to mention
it to you, for onel”

“Ass|”

“Pway come along, deah boy! We're
goin’ to tweat you as if nothin’ had
happened, without makin’ a single
wefewence to the fact that you have
played the giddy goat—"

“TFathead 1”

“Weally, Lowthah, if you persist in
applyin’ these oppwobwious epithets to
me——"

“PDummy *

And Lowther tramped upstairs.

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle
into his eye and gazed after him,

Tue Gem Lingary,~No., 1,511
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debating in his mind whether he should
make another effort or not. He finally
decided not.  Monty Lowther was in
too diflicult a_ temper to be managed
just then; .and, as D’Arcy confided to

lake afterwards, he didn’t want to
finish the .matter"by giving the Shell
fellow a fearful thrashing. That would
have shown neither tact nor judgment,

Arthur Augustus returned to
Common-room.

“ Lowthah’s come in,” he remarked.

“Where is he?” asked Tom Merry.

“Gone to his study.”

“Oh, all right |”

“Il twied my best with him, deah
boys, but he seems vewy watty,” said
Arthur Augustus, “I weally came vewy
neah gettin’ watty myself, so I've left
him alone.”

Some time later, Tom Merry and
Manners went up to the study to do
their preparation. They found Monty
Lowther there at work, with a sullen
expression on his face. He gave them
a very bitter look as they came in.

Tom Merry spoke out at once.

“Look here, Lowtheri It's no good
keeping this up I” he exclaimed. “ You
know very well that you oughtn’t to
have started for the races this after-
noon, and that we did quite right to
stop you. Now it's all over, let
bygones be bygones, and let’s say no
more about it.”

“You had no right to interfere with

me, whatever I chose to do,” said
Lowther. - \

“Do you mean that ﬁou are going to
keeg this up?” Tom asked bluntly.

“I don't want to have anything to say
to you !”

“Very well, you can have the study
to yourself, tflen, to sulk in!” growled
Tom Merry, “I'm fed-up with it. I'll
do my prep in the Form-room. Come
on, Manners.” -

. Manners hesitated a moment, glanc-
ing towards Lowther; but Lowther kept
his eyes sullenly fixed on the fire.

Then Manners followed Tom Merry
out of the study, and Monty Lowther
was left alone, with thoughts that were
far from happy ones.

CHAPTER 12.
Danger Ahead !
““ REAT Scott 1”
Knox dragged a handker-
chief from his pocket all of a
sudden, and held it to his
nose, almost covering his face.

Cutts and Levison stared at him.

Knox wasn't blowing his nose; he
was evidently pretending to do so, for
the sake of covering up%xis features.

“What's the matter with you?” asked
Cutts. d

‘“Schneider ! muttered Knox.

“What t”

“Old Schneider’s in the grand stand,
and he’s got field-glasses fixed on us !”

“Oh crumbs !”

The car was drawn up amidst a host
of other wvehicles, where the occupants
could obtain a view of the racecourse.

Amid so many spectators, the threo
young rascals from St. Jim’s had not
supposed that they were likely to be
seon or noticed.

That anybody belonging to the school
would be there witnessing the races was
not at all probable, and least likely of
all was Herr Schneider, the German
master of St. Jim’s.

But there he was.

Of the fact that Herr Schneider had
once taught German to Lord Lusecombe,
and of the fact that his lordship had
kindly asked the old fellow to join his
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the..

party on the day of the races, Cutts &
Co. naturallf knew nothing,

They would as soon have expected to
see the Head himself there as Herr
Schneider.

But there Herr Schneider was.

It was a new and interesting kind of
scene for the German master, and he
was greatly interested, and when there
was nothing going on, he swept the
place with his field-glasses, studying the
crowd and the animated faces.

uite by chance his glasses  had
lighted upon the vehicle in which sat
three St. Jim’s fellows.

Then the glasses had become glued,
as 1t were, to the spectacles of the
German master. .

The sun glinting on the field-glasses
had caught Knox’s eye, and he had
recognised the German master in the
distance.

Hence his attempt to conceal his face.

But he felt that it was too late.
field-glasses had been fixed upon him a
full minute before that.

_Cutts and Levison looked in the direc-
tion in which Knox was staring.

They, too, made out the German
master with his glasses fixed upon them.

Levison went quite pale.

Cutts set his teeth. It was a  thing
he had never looked for, and it. took
even the cool and iron-nerved cad of
the Fifth a little aback.

“O0ld Schneider, of all people!” he
muttered.

“ What’s the old fool doing here?”
said Levison, between his teeth. “He's
recognised us!” g

“Confound him !” said Knox, puttin,

away his handkerchief. “It’s no good.
I can see he knows me. The Head will
get it now.”

“It means rotten trouble !”

“Let's get out,” said Levison
uneasily.

“The principal race isn’t run yet !”

rowled Cutts. “We've got to wait till
‘our-in-Hand has run before we clear
off, if there were fifty German masters
goggling at us through field-glasses.”

“But, I say—"

“Clear off, if you like; I'm staying 1”
said Cutts. “Besides, we can’t get the
car out now, and we can't leave it
here 1” {

“Well, I'm not staying, with that old
bounder watching me,” said . Levison.
“I jolly well wish I had gone back with
Lowther now.
to get out of it as he did !”

“JI—I think I shall clear, too,” said
Knox uneasily. “It's a good distance,
and the old duffer mayn't have recog-
nised us, after all. But as soom as he
can, he'll come round to make sure of
us. He'll be here after the race, Cutts.”

“Let him [ . 5

“Well, Four-in-Hand can win withou
our watching him,” said Knox. “I'm
off I

“Funk I” said Cutts disdainfully.

“Junk or not, I'm not going to be
sacked if I can help it.”

And Knox slipped out of the
car, followed by vison, and they
scuttled away through the crowd, care-
less of the fact that the race was about
to start, almost careless, in their fear of
the consequences, whether Four-in-Hand
won or lost. 5

Had the German master recognised

them

They felt that he must have done so,
with the aid of the field-glasses. Yet
there was a hope that he had not.

At all events, the sooner they got back
to St. Jim’s the better chance they had
of establishing an alibi and escaping
detection.

“We can’t drive back now,” Knox

He was a lucky bargee,
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said, looking at his watch. “We can
get a train to Wayland, I think, Good
There’s terl minutes, I know the train.”

“You've been here before,” grinned °
Levison.

“Mind your own business! Not a
word about this at the school, Levison,
and you'd better get some pal to swear
that you haven’t been out of the school
all the afternoon. Old Sehneider has
bad sight, and he may not be able to
swear to us.” i

“There’s a chanece,” said Levison.

They hurried to the railway station.

Ten minutes later the train was bear-
ing them away, and they arrived at
Wa{lnnd after dark and caught the
local train to Rylcombe.

What had become of Cutts, what had
happened in the race he had stayed to
watch, they did not know and hardly
cared.

Their own safety was what they had
to think of now, and that was quite
enough ‘to occupy all their thoughts.

They passed a crowded motor-coach
in Rylcombe Lane. It was bearing
the Grammarian footballers back to
their sehool.

s merry fellows contrasted very
much with the two uneasy, sullen,
levprgied, rascals tramping back to St.

im’s.

They reached the school at last, and
Knox went into the New House, to see
Sefton of the Sixth, with whom he
ho to be able to arrange an alibi.

evison hurried into the School House
in search of Monty Lowther. ‘

The Shell 'gglow Wr:l’ g:::g %il
preparation, a su ' . e
glanced up as Levison came in, and did
not. look verﬁ pleased. £

“Hallo! Back already?” he asked.

Levison sank breathlessly into a chair.

“Yes,” he said.

“How did it go?” asked Lowther,
with some eagerness. “Did Four-in-
Hand get it ?” '

“I don’t know.”

Lowther stared. »

“You don’t know! Didn’t you stay
for the race?” ¢

“-NO.”

“Oh!” said Lowther, in  surprise.
“ Anything happened ?”’

“Old Schneider was there, and he
spotted us.”

“Great Scott 1”

“Knox and I cleared off at once, but
Cutts is sticking it out. There's a
chance that old Schneider didn’t recog-
nise us,” Levison explained. “If we
can prove an alibi he may think he was
mistaken about us.”

“You mean if you can make up a set
of lies,” said Lowther bluntly.

Levison sneered.

“Yes,” he said; “it amounts to that.
T'm not going to get a flogging or the
sack, if % can help it.”

“Looks to me as if you will, all the
same.”

“Not if T prove I wasn't there. You
know what a blind old bat Schneider is;
he can’t be quite certain of us. If a
fellow bears witness that 1 haven’t been
out of his sight all the afternoon——"

“Better ask Mellish; he’ll tell lies for
you, if he's got the nerve.”

“That’s just the difficulty. Mellish
wouldn’t have the nerve, I'm afraid,
and he hasn’t much of a reputation for
truthfulness. I want you as a witness.”

Lowther jumped.

“1%7” he exclaimed.

“Yes.” ' e .

“What do you mean? How can I
bear witness that you didn’t go to the

(Continued on page 18.)
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The l_:'.ﬂitor’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.

ALLO, Chums! To commence
with, this week, I should like
to remind readers of the
Grand FKree Gifts which are

being presented with our popular com-
panion paper, the “Magnet.” In the
number now on sale will be found the
first two postcards in photogravure of a
series depicting Britain’s Defenders.
Every boy will want to collect this rip-
l)ing series of photo-cards, showing the
atest British tanks, ships, planes, and
guns. The first two photo-cards illustrate
a Fort on Wheels, a quick-moving and
formidable armoured car, and H.M.S
Eagle, one of the largest aircraft-
carriers of the British Navy. More
grand pictures will be given away in
following issues, and I advise GgM
readers to make sure of colecting them
all by giving an order for the
“Magnet ” to-day.

In addition to these topping Free
(Giifts, a great series of Greyfriars
stories starts in the first gift number.
“The Stay-in Strike at Greyfriars!” is
something new in school yarns, and it
deals with the sensational scenes which
follow when Harry Wharton & Co., in
protest against the tyranny of Mr.
Hacker, temporary Head in the absence
of Dr. Locke, declare a stay-in strike.
You simply must read all about it, so
don’t forget to ask for thes “Magnet "’
to-day, at the same time placing an
order for subsequent issues.

Having told you of that excellent
treat, let me now tell you of another,
which is contained in the next number
of the Gem.  The St: Jim's story is
called :

*“ THE HOUSEMASTER'S PERIL!”

and 1t’s one of the most thrilling yarns
of mystery and adventure Martin
Clifford has ever written for us—and
that means it’s a story of outstanding
merit.

It opens on a note of mystery and

menace, for one morning St. Jim's
awakens to find a strange warning
fixed to the gatepost. It reads:

“I am here! There is one in the
school who will understand !

adl ¢ 79" 2l

Who is the author of it? And for
whom is the message of menace in-
tended? Tom Merry & Co. are baffled
by these problems; but it would seem
that there is someone in St. Jim’s who
has incurred the anger of “G. M.,” and
that the latter is bent on revenge. This
becomes more apparent when later a
second warning 1s posted at the gates
—to be followed by a visit at midnight
of a masked marauder !

Kerr, the canny Scots junior of the
New House, decides to investigate the
strange affair, and his investigations
lead him and Tom Merry & Co. into a
nerve-tingling adventure, the outcome
of which is a matter of life and death
for Mr. Railton, the School House
master !

You cannot fai' to be thrilled by this
gripping. story. It is another tribute
to the all-round ability and skill of
Martin Clifford as a school story author.

Then we have the sccond part of the
powerful Greyfriars yarn:

“THE KIDNAPPED SCHOOLBOY!"

It tells of the further exciting adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co. in
Friardale Wood, where they are
making a midnight search for Ernest
Levison, the missing new boy. The
chums of the Remove have littlo doubt

PEN PALS COUPON
30-1-37

that he has been kidnapped, and this
proves to be the case when they pick
up a trail which leads them to the
kidnappers!  What happens then I
will leave Frank Richards to relate to
you next Wednesday.

IN REPLY,

A. D. Tarry, Harpenden, Herts.—
Sorry, I cannot let you know the
full address of W. Knoesen, of TI.0O.,
Graskop, South Africa, unless you can
tell me at least the month in which his
“Pen Pal” notice appeered in the
GeM.  But this South African reader
may read this reply, in which case he
will probably write to you.

T. H. Rosser, Neath, Glamorgan.
—It was not necessary to write to ask
me to put you in touch with the reader
whose notice appeared in “Pen Pals.”
Drop a line to the reader yourself.

R. F. Crook, Bristol.—Very many
thanks for your letter. Glad to hear
you have enjoyed all the St. Jim’s and
Groyfriars stories since you started
reading the Gem again. Yes, the
“Toft ” series was excellent, It's a
pity you missed the last story. Write
to our Back Number Dept., The Amal-
gamated Press, Ltd.,, Bear Alley,
Karringdon Street, London, 15.C.4, and
they might be able to supply you with
a copy. Thanks for your suggestions;
i wifl consider them.

Miss B. Mountain, Tovonto, Canada.
—Many thanks for your interesting
letter and good wishes. Hilda
Richards, who writes in the * School-
girl,”” and Frank Richards are not one
and the same person, neither are they
related. Wally D’Arcy is twelve years
of age. Your “Pen Pal” notice will
appear in due course. There is a long
waiting list ai present.

All the best, ('Lums!

“See ” you next Wednesday.

THE EDH.OR.

PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together

readers all over the world for the

purpose of exchanging topics of interest

with each other. If you want a pen pal,

post your notice, together with the

coupon on this page, to the address
given above.

R. A. Sheppard, 34, Albert Avenue, South
Chingford, London, E4. The London Secret
Service Agencies. Members wanted in America,
New Zealand, Australia, China, India, Italy,
also colonies and in London. For admission
to mcmhemhlg send your name, address, and
age to R. A. Sheppard (secretary).

Miss Lilian Ball, 17, Craig Lane, Newton,

near Alfreton, Derbyshire ; girl correspondents ;
age 15-18.

Howard F. Wilson, 106, Elmer Avenue,
Toronto, Canada ; stamps.

Miss Patty Loftus, 89, Denison Street,

Radford, Notts ; girl correspondents; age.

15-18. -

Miss Mary Ball, Three Lane End Farm, Old
Blackwell, near Alfreton, Derbyshire ; girl
correspondents ; age 15-18.

Miss Bessie Fell, 40, Littlemoor, Newton,
near Alfreton, Derhyshire ; girl correspondents ;
age 15-18.

Miss Mary Riley, 25, Littlemoor, Newton,
near Alfreton, Derbyshire ; girl correspondents ;
age 15-18.

H. L. Cartnell, Denstone College Prep.
School, Rochester, Staffs ; age 14-17 ; eggs,
photography ; South Afriea, -

J. Beard, The Preparatory School, Denstone
‘(l,'{,lioge, Rochester, Staffs ; pen pals; age

=13,

ECTL

Sidney James, Ship Hotel, Swanage ;
age 20; stage, film production, gramophone
records, and travel ; home and abroad. @

Miss Euna Watson, Perseverance told Mine,
Iinistone, West Australia ; girl correspondents ;
age 17-20 ; sport, reading, films, general topics ;
all countries ; please write in English, I'rench,
or German,

Miss Elaine Crane, Bella Vista, Casterton,
Victoria, Australia ; girl correspondents ;
age 18-25 ; stamps, views,

Stephen J, Fraser, 30, Park Grove, West
Ham, London, E.15; pen pals; oversoas,
America, Canada. =

L. Ng, 77, Sultan Street, Kuala Lumpur,
Federnte& Malay States ; stamps and scouting.

D. Estill, 13, Low Throston, West Hartlepool,
Durham ; age 14 ; films, sport, dance musie ;
England, Australia, Canada.

Mackinnon, Kirkton Home, Millport,
Bute ; age 15; foreign stamps.
Tue Gem Lisrary,~—No. 1,511,
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races, when I know jolly well that you
did ?” asked Lowther,

“You can do it quite easily. Did you
ride ‘home with 310 others after they
collared you, or did you return alone?”
“1 walked by myself.”

“Then you came in rather late?”
“‘705‘”

“Good!” said Levison, rubbing his

hands. “Now, that’s ripping. You and

I have been taking a long country walk

together this afternoon. See? If Herr
Schneider imagines he saw me af
Muggleton, there’s your evidence to

prove that I was with you all the time,
strolling on Wayland Moor, and so
forth.”

Lowther glared at the cad of the
Fourth,

“You rotten cad!” he exclaimed. “Do
vou think I'm going to tell a pack of
lies like that?”

“T think you'd better,” said Levison,
compressing his thin lips. “You're as
deep in the mud as I am in the mire.
If 1 get into trouble, you share it.”

“I wasn't there,” said Lowther. “I
owe that to Tom Merry, at any rate.
1 wasn’t at Muggleton, though I was
idiot enough to start.”

“But you started,” said Levison,
“and if I'm bowled out over this,
Lowther, because you won't help me,
I'll take jolly good care that you're
bowled out, too. This isn’t a time for
being particular about a whopper or
two; this is a time for sticking together
and facing it out. Suppose Tom Merry
hadn't stopped you, and you'd gone
after all? Old Schneider would have
recognised you as well as us. Then you'd
have had to lie yourself out of it some-
how.”

“T shouldn’t,” said Lowther.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, you could do as you like; but
I'm not asking for the sack,” he said.
“T want a witness to prove that I never
went. near " Muggleton this afternoon,
and you're my witness.”

“Better ask Mellish or Crooke. T
won’t lie for you.”

Levison rose to his feet,
greenish glitter in his ‘eyes.

“You mean that?” he asked, in a
concentrated voice.

X 6R, " gdo

“Very well. I'll do the best I can,
but if I'm bowled out, mind, you're
bowled out, too. If the Head is down
on me he shall know that you started
for the races with us, and that you've

a cold,

got  money on Tour-in-Hland with
Weekes, the bookie.”

“You cad! You mean that you'll
sneak 7”7 .

Levison gritted his tecth.
“I won’t suffer alone because you're
putting on the goody-goody business at

this time of day !’ he snarled. “If you :

wanted to play Good Little Georgie,
who couldn’t tell a lie, you should have
remembeyred that Good Little Geqrg.la
didn’t go to the races, either, or bet
on horses at thirty-three to one against.
In for a penny, in for a pound! We're
in the same boat now, and we ought to
stick together. But if you let me sink
T'll take jolly good care that you go
down with me.” X

And Levison quitted the study and

slammed the door.
the door opened and Lowther

canme

m.
The breach in the Co. had grown so
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CHAPTER 138.
Facing the Musie! .

at work in the Form-room, when

OM MERRY and Manners woro .

wide now that Tom Mezrry had begun to
think that it never would heal.

And that thought brought a deep
shade of gloom to his brow.

The Terrible Three had always been
inseparable; there had been little tiffs
sometimes, i)ut they had always blown
over. Was it possible that that firm
friendship had come to an end at last,
and owing to the miserable rascality of
fellows like Levison and Gerald Cutts?

Tom Merry looked up, and his face
grow eager as Lowther came in.

He was only too willing to meet his
old chum half-way, if Lowther showed
the slightest sign of extending the olive-
branch. :

“Done your prep ?” asked Lowther,

“No,” said Tom. “Lots of time,
though. Is anything wrong?” He
scanned Lowther’s face, which was un-
usually pale. “Monty, old man, what's
the matter ?”

Lowther sank upon a form. -

“It’s all up; that's what's
matter,” he said.

Tom Merry and Manners looked very
anxious. Lowther’s tone was desperate;
and in that moment, when their old
triend was in evident trouble, all
thought of quarrel and dispute melted
away like snow in the sunshine.

“ What is it, Monty 7"

“I've just seen Levison.”

“He’s got back, then?”

“Yes. Old Schneider was
grand stand at Muggleton,
spotted the party.”

“Oh, crumbs!” ejaculated Manners.

“Schneider I” said Tom Merry. “My
hat! I remember now—the old chap
told me the other day he used to be
Lord Luscombe’s German master, and
Lord Luscombe is the owner of Four-
in-Hand. He said Lord Luscombe had
sent him an invitation. So he was at

g ]
1\'1}}%:‘;?“ to-day ?

the

the

he

in
and

“And he recognised Cutts' and the
rvest ?” ;

“So Levison thinks.”

“Jolly lucky for you yop weren’t
with them, onty,” said Manners.
“Surely by this time you're glad we
yanked you out of Cutts’ car?”

Lowther groaned.

“It wasn’t any good,” he said.
in it, just the same.”

“How are you?” said Tom Merry.
“You didn’t go to the races.”

“But I started.”

“§chneider can’t know that.”

“He will know it—the Head will
know it—when Levison gives it away.”

“Levison! But why should he give
you away? He's cad enough, but it
won’t do him any good to get you into
trouble.” :

“You don't understand. Levison
hopes to bamboezle old Schneider—you
know he’s very short-sighted—by
making believe that he wasn’t at
Muggleton to-day. If he could prove
an alibi, old Schneider might think he
was mistaken about him.”

“How can be prove an alibi when he
was there 7”

“By lying, and getting a witness to
lie, too.” &

“Oh,” said Tom, “there's a job for
Mollish or Crooke! Tt will suit them.”

Lowther shook his head.

“Thev’'re his pals, and they're known
to be lying cads, and their word won’t

“I'm

be taken. He wants a decent chap
to_speak up- for him.”
“He won’t get one to do it.”

“He won’t,” agreed Lowther, “Not
that I've got much right to call myself
a decent chap, T 'suppose, after what
I've been doing lately. But if T don’t
speak up for Levison and téll a bundle
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of lies to screen him he's going to give
me away to the Head.”

Tom Merry and Manners sat in
silence and consternation.

Although they had not thought about
the Yossihility of Herr Schueider being
at Muggleton, they had known that the
excursion to the races was dangerous,
and they had striven to save Lowther
from the danger, against his will,

And they had believed that they had
saved him; but the matter was not
so simple as they had supposed.

Even the first step on the downward
path is not easy to:retrace. Lowther's
recklessness had placed him in Levi-
son’s power, and Levison intended to
use his power. Unless Monty Lowthoer
saved him he would take care that
Lowther shared his disgrace and
punishment, ’

“Well, this is rotten!” said Man-
ners, at last. ;

“What does Levison want you to do,
exactly 7 asked Tom Merry slowly.

“I'm to be ready with a yarn that
we were out for a walk this afternoon
together, and that he never went near
Muggleton.”

“The rotter1”

“0ld Schneider is short-sighted, and
there must have been a big crowd
there, and so such a yarn as that may

ake him doubtful whether he saw

evison, or whether he mistook another
chap for him. It's a chance.”

“You can’t do it, Monty.”

“I don’t mean to. I've been a silly
fool, but I'm not g‘oinf to be a silly
rascal, too. If I'm bowled out I'll face
it the best I can, without telling lies.”

“But it may be the sack I” muttered
Manners.

“Or a flogging,” said Lowther. “It
can't be helpecﬁ T've got to stand
it. Besides, if I told lies, as Levison
wants, they mightn't be believed. Old
Schneider may be quite certain that
it was Levison. He had ficld-glasses.”

“Whether it would be believed or
not, you can’t tell a lie to the Head
about it,” said Tom  decidedly.
“Monty, old man, this is a rotten hole
for you to be in, and we can't help
you.” ;

“I know you can’t. I mayn’t be
here to-morrow,” said Monty moodily.
“1—I say, I've been playing the giddy
ox, I know. I've been a silly ass! I
-1 weant to tell you chaps I'm sorry,
before—before it happens, whatever
it's going to be. If it’s the sack—"’

Ie broke off, with a quiver in his
voice.

“It can’t—it shan’t be!” exclaimed
Tom Merry, starting up. “ After all,
yvou didn't go to the races!”

“But I started, and there's the bet
with Weekes, ‘"3 bookie. I can’t deny
that.”

“What an awful ass you've been,
Monty !” said Tom Merry. “Why
didn’t you kick that cad out, the same
as I dud?”

“T wish I had; but it’s a bit too late
to wish that now,” said Lowther. “It
serves me right. I knew all the time
I was doing wrong, only I wouldn’t
admit it. Xven if that beastly horse
wins, I’ve no right to the money, and
1 shan’t take it. I've made up my
mind about that.”

“Good!” said Tom Merry.

The Form-room door opened and
Jack Blake looked in.

“There's something on, you fellows,
Come out!”

“What is it?” asked Tom Merry.

“0ld Schneider's just come in, look-
ing like a giddy thundercloud, and he's
got Cutts with him.”

Lowther smiled grimly.
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“He’s sure of.Cutts, at all events,”
he remarked. “There won’t be any
chance for Cufts to get out of it by
lying.”

“Do you think he’s been spotted at
Muggleton ?” asked Blake.

“F know he has.”

“Great Scott ! He will get it in-the
neck, and no mistake!” said - Blake,
with a whistle. “Jolly lucky for you
vou didn’t go, Lowther !”

Lowther was silent.

The Shell fellows. left the Form-
room. There was a crowd gathering
in the passage. Herr Schneider, look-
ing “very grave and imposing, was
making his way to the Head’s study,
and Gerald Cutts was with him. They
had returned to the school - together.

Cutts had an air of
hood, and he nodded coolly

reckless hardi-
to his

friends among the crowd of fellows
looking on.
If he was going to get it “in the

neck ” at last, the blackguard of the
Fifth at least was facing the music
with unshaken nerve and coolness.
“You vill come mit me to te, Head,
Cutts,” said Herr Schneider, glancing
round. "
“Certainly,” said Cutts composedly.
“I also vant te ozzer two,” said Herr
Schneider, “Kildare, please—"

Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of
St. Jim’s, had just come out of his
study.

“What’s the matter, sir?”’ he asked.

“1 take Cutts to te Head. He has
peen to te races this. afternoon,” said
Herre Schuneidér. “1 find him dere, and
pring him pack.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Kildare.
“You must be an awful ass, Cutts!”
Cutts shrugged his shoulders.
“Bai Jove, he’s takin’ it coolly !”
murmured Arthur Augustus, in some
admiration. ‘“The wottah has a splen-

did nerve, at any wate.”

“Dere were two ozzers,” said Herr
Schneider. “Knox of te Sixth, and
Levison of te Fourth. Vill you send

demr in to te Head after me, Kildare?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Gum mit me, Cutts

And Herr Schneider
with Cutts at his heel,

The crowd of fellows were left in a
buzz as the German master and the
dandy of the Fifth disappeared into
the Head’s study.

The' excitement was intense.

Three fellows—one of them a prefect

had been spotted on the racecourse,
and were to be taken before the Head.

There was only one opinion among
:hu fellows as to what the result would
he.

“Tt's the sack!” said Clifton. Dane.

And the other fellows agreed with
hin.

“Here comes Knox !” said Lefevre of
the IFifth.

Knox came in, looking pale and
troubled. - He hdd been expending a
great deal of eloquence on Sefton of
the New House, trying to ‘persuade
that youth to help him bolster up an
alibi. But Sefton, though not particu-
lar ‘about”a erammer or two, as a rule,
firmly declined to oblige on this occa-
¢ion. As he bluntly said, it was no use
telling crammers that were certain to
be found out. So Knox was left to rely
solely upon his own powers as an
Ananias,

Kuox walked quickly to the Head’s
study, ‘without glancing to left or right.
Some - pitying looks followed ' him.
Knox was not liked, especially by the
juniors, but they could feel sorry for
him now. He was in the same boat

1

marched off,

with Cutts; but he had none of Gerald
Cutts’ iron nerve.

Last came Levison. He was looking
pale and bitter, with a crafty expres-
sion on his face. He paused to speak
to Lowther. .

“Are you coming in with me?” he
asked in a low veice.

The Shell fellow shook his head.

“You won’t help me?”

“I won’t lie for you!”

“Then  get ready to
yourself, that’s all!”
bitterly.

And he passed ints the Head’s study.

be

called in
said

Levison

CHAPTER 14.
Paying the Piper !
with

R. HOLME® was listening
D a grave face, to what Herr
Schneider had to tell him.

The three delinquents stood
silent and dismayed.

Of the three, only Gerald Cutts
showed anything like courage.

Cutts was iecily cool, but he knew
that it was wiser to make some show
of repentance and vregret in thoe
presence of the IHead, and he had

assumed an expression accordingly.

Knox and Levison were openly dis
mayed and apprehensive.

Herr Schneider explained with great
gusto. The German master evidently
thought that he had deserved well of
St. Jim’s in bowling out the three
voung rascals.

“I seo dem trough te glasses quite
plain, sir,” he explained. “Two of dem
clear” off, but Cutts remain. "I make

my way to te car, and he say—he was
very cool—all right, but let him stay
till te race was run.

Il

I refused.”

I

asked the Head.
‘ Yes, sir.

Lowtheér was silent.

‘“ Have you made any boti on a horse running to—dal at Muggleton, Lowther 7 '’
“ 1 must as
‘I made a bet on Four-in-Hand!" said the junior.
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“Quite right,” said the Head in a
deep voice.

“So I pring him back mit me to te
school, sir.”

“Thank you, Herr Schneider! You
have done the school a. great service!”
said Dr. Holmes. He turned his severe
glance upon the'trio. “Now, what have
you to say for yourselves?”

“I:am very sorry, sir,” said Cutts
smoothly. © “ It was done thoughtlessly
for a little éxcitement, and I'm- afraid
I' did not reflect how ‘wrong it was until
afterwards.”

“You are quite old enough to know
how wrong it was,- Cutts, and as a
senjor it is your duty to set an examplo
to the jumiors, and not to.lead them
into temptation !” said the Head sternly.
“And you, Knox—you are a prefect-
you have done this, while 1 have been
reposing faith in you.”

“J—1 am sorry, sir!” stammered
Knox, all his intended liés fading out
of his mind under the stern gaze of the
Head. “I know it was wrong. I—]-—
I'm sorry! It was just done for a bit
of fun, sir; we never meant any harm.’

“And you, Levison?”

“J—I went because the others did,
sir!” said Levison. “Lowther pressed
me to go with him, and I-—I didn’t like
to refuse 1”

The Head raised his eycbrows

“Lowther !” he exclaimed.

*Yes,. sr.”

“PDo you mean to say that he wae
with you?”

“*Yes, sir.”

“Did  you see ' Lowther, Herr

Schneider ?”

“(Certainly not, Dr. Holmes!” said
the German master. “Dere were tree
of dem, and dese tree are dose tree!”

“Lowther left us half-way to Muggle-
ton, sir!” explained Levison. ‘‘Some

'l'l\l ‘ ]

.
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you for a reply, Lowther,’!
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friends came after him and made him
go back.”

“Then he has some good and wise
friends,” said the Head. “But you
state that he started with you for ‘the
races, in the same party?”

“He did.”

“Then he should _]()IH you here !” said
the Head, frowning. ‘Herr Schneider,
will ‘you have the goodness to call
Lowther in?”

“Ja wohl, Dr. Holmes.”

Herr Schneider stepped out of the
study, and returned in a couple of
minutes, followed by Monty Lowther.

Lowther was very palo but he looked
composed. The punishment of his folly
and obstinacy had come, and he knew

that he deserved it, and he had made
up his mind to go through it with
courage.

“Lowther,” said the Head, “I hear

that you left the school with this reck
less party, to wisit the racecourse at
Muggleton 7”

“It is true, sir,” said Lowther quiull\

“But you (lld not go the whole way?

“No, sir.’

“Did you change your mind, and turn
back of your own accord?” asked the
Head in a more gentle tone.

“1 am sorry to say I did not, sir.
My fr iends had more sense than I had,
and they came after me, and made me
leave the party.”

“It was your intention, then, to go to
the races with these others ?”

*Yes, gir."

“But for the interference of
friends, you would have carried
that intention?” ‘

“Yes, sir,” said Lowther bravely.

“You aro speaking very frankly,
Lowther, but your admission places you

”

Your
outb

in exactly the same position as these
boys.”

“I know it, sir!” said Lowther
bitterly. “I'm not pretending to be any
better than they are.”

“T must inquire a little fmlhm before
I dunlv ‘on your punishment,” said the
Head. “If you visited the racecourse
merely to watch the races, that is much
less serious than if you indulged in any
betting or gambling of any kind. Cutts,
I ask you whether you have staked
money on a horse?”

Cutts looked astonished.

“T, sir? - Certainly not!”

“You did not go there to bet?”

“To bet, sir!” gaid Cutts, in a tone
more of sorrow than of anger. “Oh,
sir, I hope you do not really think that
of me!”

“We never thought of anything of
that kind, sir,” said Knox. * We just
went off in the car for a bit of excite-
ment. Really, it was as much by chance
as anything 01\(‘ that we got to Mug-
gleton at all

“Yes, sir,” said Levison; “we didn’t
think there was any great huun, sir,
as we were out driving, in passing
through Muggleton and taking a look
at the racecourse.”

“(Certainly, the harm \\'onld not be
very great, if that were all,” said the
Head. “I am not sure it is all, how-
ever. You have not spoken, Lowther.
Have you made any bets on any horse
running to-day at Muggleton ?”

Lowther was silent.

“] must  ask you
Lowther !

Knox, Cutts, and Levison fixed their
eyes upon Lowther, with a strange
mmglm;,r of lhromomng and beseeching
expressions in their faces. If Lowther

for a reply,
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joined in the general lying, there was
a chance of getting them:ol\ es right out
of the scrape. But would he?

Lovison, at least, had his doubts about
that. And Levison soon found that his
doubts were justified. Monty Lowther
did not intend to lie.

“VYes, sir] I made a bet on Four-in-
Hand !” said Lowther at last.

l (i'ul.ts gave him an almost murderous
ook.

“TFor what sum?” asked the Head.

“One pound, sir, to win thirty-three
if Four-in-Hand won,” said Lowther. “1
was an ass, but—but it seemed such a
lot to win!”

“You made an bet with a bookmalker
on the course?

*Oh, no, sirl”

“With whom, then?”

“With a man who lives in Wayland
and runs a betting business, sir.”

“His name ?”

“Weekes, sir.”

“How did you happen to meet him in
tho first place?”

I—T've never met him, sir.

“Then how did you contrive to make
a bet with him without mecting him ?”

Lowther faltered. ILevison had given
him away without scruple, but he felt
some homtnhon in returning tit for tat,
and giving Levison away. But he had
to reply.

“ Another
for me, sir.’

“Indeed! And who was it?"”

Lowther did not answer.

“\Vas it one of the boys here pre-
sent ?”’ asked the Head. “Yes; I sce
by your face. that it was so. Cutts, 1
cannot accept your statement that th(-ro
has been no betting. Lowther, who is
undoubtedly the least guilty of the
whole party, admits having made bets.
There is not the slightest doubt in
my mind that you others have done the
same.”’

“Indeed,

“I have

f«-llow arranged with him

gir—="

now to consider,” went on
the Head, in a deep voice, “the ques-
tion of your punishment. If I believed
that this kind of conduct was a habit
with you, I should expel you all from
the school immediately. But I prefer
to think that you have told the truth in
stating that you were led away thought-
lessly by a desire for excitement, and
did not consider the consequences. The
two junior boys I regard as having
acted under the influence of their
elders, and I shall, therefore, dismiss
them with a caning. But for you,
Knox and Cutts, the matter is decidedly
more bumuswn-spmmlly for Knox, who
is a prefeet, and in whom I have re-
posed my confidence.”’

Knox’s lips trembled,

“J—I hope you'll give me a chance,
sir,” he falter rod.  “1—I acted thought-
lownly I know, and—and I—I'm sorry,
and—"

“Lowther and Levison will be caned.
You others I give the choice of a flog-
ging or o\pulxlon from the school.”

SEON - sindt”

“You may take your
the Head coldly.

The two seniors stood silent.

“I am quite aware that senior boys
are never flogged at St. Jim’s, and it
will be an unprecedented oceurrence,’’
said the Head. * But the circumstances
are unprecedented. It is either that
or expulsion, and, for the sake of your
people, and in (he hope that you will
be more careful in the fnturo, I' am
willing to spare you expulsion.”

Cutts ground his teeth hard,

To bo flogged in public, with all the
school looking on-—he, Gerald Cutts,

choice,” said
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the dandy of the Fifth, the “blade”
and the leader of fashion in the school
—it was a bitter humiliation.

But it was better than the disgrace
of being expelled.

Iis mind was made up at once.

“Very well, sir,” he said; “I choose
the flogging.”

“ And I, sir,” faltered Knox.

“Very good.”

The Head rose to his feet and picked
up a cane.

“Come here, Lowther and Levison !”

The two juniors advanced, and took
their caning. Levison writhed under
it, but Monty Lowther stood it with
fortitude. He knew that he was lucky
to escape so casily.

“You may go,” said the ITcad, as he
laid down the cane. And the two
juniors, squirming painfully, left the
study. “Herr Schneider, will you
kindly ask Taggles to come here?”

“(Certainly, Dr. Holmes!”

Herr Schneider followed the juniors

out.

“1 shall spare you the disgrace of
being flogged in publie, considering the
high Worms you belong to,” said the

Head. “The punishment will take
place here.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Cutts.

They waited for the arrival of
Taggles.

Meanwhile, Lowther had joined his
chums outside. Tom Merry and
Manners had been waiting for him
anxiously.

“Sacked?”’ asked both of them to-
gether, as Lowther came down the

|rassage. ‘

Lowther grinned rucfully and shook
his head.

“No; the Head’s a brick. I've been
caned, so has Levison.”

“Serve him right!” growled Manners.

“Knox and Cutts are going to be
flogged,” said Lowther.

“Flogged! My hat!”

“A Fifth Former and a Sixth
Former flogged!” exclaimed Blake.
“(Great Scott! That’s something new!
They won’t be able to look the fellows
in the face afterwards, I should
imagine.”

“Wathah not I’ said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “But I must say I considah
that it serves them wight. They ought
to have been sacked.”

“Flogged |” echoed a dozen voices in
astonishment. “Knox flogged—a giddy
prefect ?”’

“ And Cutts—the admirable Cutts!”
exclaimed Kangaroo. “By George!
We,ll, after all, he was really asking for
it 12

“Here comes Taggles.”

Taggles, the porter, passed them on
his way to the Head’s study. The
door of the study closed behind the
porter.

The passage was crowded with ex-
cited fellows.

For a Sixth Former. and a Fifth
Former to be flogged was so unusual
that the news spread like wildfire over
the school, and half St. Jim’s had
gathered there.

There was a ceaseless buzz of voices.

From the Head’s study there came
a sound of swishing. The juniors
listened for yells; but there were no
yolls, somewhat to the disappointment
of the fags. As Wally D’Arcy of the
Third remarked, it would have been
fun to hear old Knox roaring. Ie had
made Wally roar often enough.

But, severe as their punishment was,
the two scniors had a sufficient sense
of dignity to take it in silence.

“ EGGSASPERATING ! "

““ What yer going down for,
Bert 7

“ I've dropped me blinking egg.”’
Half-a-crown has been awarded

to D. Coulson, 48, Fir Street,
Walkley, Sheffield, 6.

Only the 'swishing was heard from
the study, and that ominous sound
ceased at last.

The door opened.

Knox and Cutts came out together.

There was a great change in the two
seniors. Both of them were deadly
pale, and Knox was shaking. Cutts
still strove to carry his head high, and
he returned the glances of the crowd
with savage defiance.

The blackguard of
game to the last.

He strode away, his head high, and
disappeared, but Knox looked as if he
were cringing as he walked unsteadily
after him.

There was a deep breath when they
had gone.

“Well, this beats it !” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah !”

“T fancy they won’t be quite so dog-
gish after this,” Lumley-Lumley re-
marked. “Nothing iike a real good
flogging to take the doggishness out of
a bounder.”

“I was jolly lucky not to get the
same,” said Lowther in a low voice, as
he walked away with his chums. “1
say, you chaps, I've been a fool—a
crass idiot. But there won’t be any-
thing of the kind again, as far as I'm
concerned.”’

“Of course there won't,” said Tom
Merry cheerfully.

“ And—and if you fellows will over-
look my playing the giddy ox—"
faltered Lowther.

“Not another word, you old duffer!”
said Manners. ‘‘It's a%
done with. Let bygones be bygones.” °

the TFifth

was
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“Not another giddy syllable!” said
Tom Merry. “Don’t think anything
more about it. Only, Monty, old man,
you—"

He paused.

“Well ?” said Lowther.

“About your bet. If it comes off—
if Four-in-Hand has won?”

“1 shan’t touch the money.”

“Good 1”

“As for the quid I put up, I shan't
ask for that, either. It-can Zo. I'n
only too jolly glad to be out of the
whole bisney,” said Lowther. “And if
Levison ever comes to me again with
the chance of a lifetime I'll give him
such a hiding he won’t know his face in
the looking-glass.”

“Hear, hear!”

And so the Terrible Three were on
their old terms once morve. And Monty
Lowther had had his lesson, and, severe
as it had been, it had done him good.
He was not likely to listen to the voice
of the tempter again.

_ He did not even take the trouble to
inquire whether Four-in-Hand had won
that race or not; but there were others
at St. Jim’s who were quite keen on
that point, Cutts and Knox and Levi-
son were looking forward to their big
winnings as some consolation for the
punishment they had received.

Levison, when the pain of his caning
had worn off a little, made his way
to Gerald Cuits’ stmiy. He entered
iv with some misgivings, not exactly
knowing the kind of reception he
would receive. Knox was there with
Cutts, and both the seniors bestowed
angry glares upon the cad of tho
Fourth.

“Have you heard about the
yet ?” Levison asked.

“Not yet !I” growled Cutts.

“You didn’t see it run, of course 7"

“No; that old fool dragged me away
too soon.”

“How are we going to know ?”

“I shall get a telegram giving the
winner,” said Cutts. *“I arranged that
before Schneider collared me, in case he
came down on me. It may be here any
minute now. Of course, that will be all
right. We shall make a good deal aver
the race, and if it were not for that,
Levison, I'd skin you. What did you
want to drag Lowther into it for?  If
Lowther hadn’t been there we could
have stuffed up the Head that there
had been no betting.”

“I didn’t see why he should keep
clear of it, when we were getting it in
the neck,” said Levison sullenly.

“Not for his sake, you idiot, but for
ours,” growled Knox, ‘We night have
been sacked.”

“We've been flogged, as it is,” said
Cutts, through his set teeth. “ We shall
never hear the end of that. But there
will be a pot of money over the race,
that's ene comfort.”

Tap !

It was a knock at the door.

“The telegram, very likely|” said
Knox eagerly.

“Come in!” called out Cutts,

Toby, the page, came in with a tele-
gram in his hand.

Cutts snatched it from him; and
signed to him to clear. 'The® door was
scarcely closed behind Toby when the
Fifth Former tore open the telegram.

He looked over it with avid haste.

Then a change came over his face.
His features became fixed, and he
stared at the telegram with starting
eyes.

race

»

(Continued on page 28.)
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THERE IS A SENSATION AT

GREYFRIARS WHEN ERNEST
SCHOOL ONE NIGHT!

LEVISON IS MISSING FROM

THE KIDNAPPED SCHOOLBOY!

The Important €uestion.

“ HERI’S Bulstrode?” asked
Nugent,.
“ Bulstrode oan play

cricket,” said Bob Cherry,
“hut he's a beast to get on with, If you
lot him into the eleven he’ll think you
can’t do without him, and he’ll want to
start bossing things at once.”

“That's what I was thinking,” Harry
Wharton remarked.

The chums of the Remove—the Lower
Fourth Iorm at Greyfriars—were met
in consultation in Study No. 1, and the
topic under discussion was an important
one. The Form cricket match between
the Remove and the Upper Iourth was
to take - place shortly, and Harry
Wharton, the cricket captain of the
Remove, felt the full weight of the re-
s‘ponsibility upon his youthful shoulders.
T'he question of making up the Remove
eleven was not an easy one.

Nearly every fellow in. the Form con-
sidered that he was entitled to play on
anerit alone. But it was not quite
feasible to play forty fellows a-side, and
the task of selection and rejection .was
a thankless one.

“Upon the whole,” said Bob Cherry
thoughtfully, “I'm not sorry they
selected you cricket captain instead of
me, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Tt isn’t all skittles,” he remarked.

“Quite so. If you lose the match the
Remove will be ready to scalp you.”

“That’s always the way of it,” grinned
Nugent.

“The thanklessness of the worthy
Wharton’s taskfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Singh, the Hindu member of
the Remove at Greyfriars,

“But it's up to me to pick out the
eleven,” said Harry Wharton. “You
fellows will be in, of course. Hazeldene
ought to go in, too.”

“Rather!” said Nugent. “There’s a
jol!}y good reason for putting Hazeldene
m

“What's the reason?”

“ His sister Marjorie.”

Harry coloured.

“Well, T should like to please
Marjorie Hazeldene in the matter,” he
said. “But I hope you fellows don’t
think I'd put Hazeldene in if he wasn't
worth his place.”

Bob Cherry slapped him on the back.

“That’s all right, old chap. We know
vou put cricket before everything else
in the matter of making up an eleven.”
_“Of course,” said Nugent. “I was
only joking. “Marjorie will be glad to
see Hazeldene play, all the same. I
suppose Micky Bosmoml is going in?”

“Yes, I've got. Micky's name down,
and Skinner’s. There’s Russell, Mills,
and Curtis. They're all good.”

“But the eleventh man—-"

“T've not decided about him.”

“Bylstrode can: play,” said  Nugent
thoughtfully. “But he was captain of
the l&emovc eleven last term, and there's
bound to be trouble, 1 suppose, if you
put him in.”

“That’s the difficulty. T know he can
slay when he chooses, though as a rule
Lo's too lazy to keep himself in form;
and, as a matter of fact, he has spoiled
his wind by smoking. But I den’t knoyw
any other fellow in the Remove who is
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up to his form, except those already

members of the eleven.”
The chums of the Remove looked very

thoughtful. Billy Bunter, who was
cutting bread-and-butter at the tea-
table, looked very thoughtful, too. His

knife ceased to operate -and he blinked
reflectively at the chums through his big
spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows

“Don’t, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry.
“Why don't you cut that bread-and-
butter instead of talking? It would be
ever so much better.”

“I have a suggestion to make—’

“Go ahead, then,” said Harry
Wharton. “Out of the mouths of babes
and sucklings—you know the rest, Bob.
Bunter may have thought of something
we've overlooked.”

“That’s exactly how the case stands,
Wharton, as a matter of fact. From
what you say, you seem to be hung up
for a fellow for the team——"

“That’s it.”

“You want a chap who can field, bat
and bowl—in fact, a jolly good all-
round cricketer ?”

“That’s it.”

“Well, there's one you've forgotten.”

“Who is it?”

“ Myself,” said Bunter modestly.
“With a little practice I have no doubt

”

3y
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There’s no love lost between Harry
Wharton & Co. and Ernest
Levison. But when the new boy
of Greyfriars suddenly disappears,
it is the chums of the Remove who
break bounds at night to seek him !

ARG

that 1 should play the game better than
you fellows—"

“Kill him, somebody,” said Bob
Cherry.
“Don’t take any notice of = Cherry,

Wharton, as he is only actuated by
envy——=>"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugent.

“My dear Bunter, voure all right as
a champion ass, but you'll never make
a. champion at ecricket,” said Harry
Wharton good-humouredly. “I'm afraid
that I shall have to leave you out.”

“T'mn sorry, Wharton—not for my
sake, but the sake of the side. I shall
be sorry to see the Remove eleven licked
for want of a‘really good all-round man
in it to give the side strength——"

“Well, Bunter's a good all-round man,
in a sense,” remarked Nugent, regard-
ing the Owl of the Remove's ample
figure with a grin. “As round as a
barrel, I should say.”

“Really, Nugent 24

“1 dare say he would roll after the
ball as fast as we could run!”

“Really, Cherry—"

“Better make the tea and give up
visions of figuring as a cricketer,”
grinned Bob Cherry. “It’s not quite
your mark, Bunter.”

“There’s a lot of jealousy in these
things,” said Bunter. I make the sug-
gestion for the sake of the side, not
from any desire to put myself forward.
I only want the Remove to win, but if
you prefer defeat, I dare say it will be
a lesson to you.”

“J say——" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Well, what is it ?”

“What about that new chap Levison?
I know he plays cricket.”

Harry Wﬁ)\arton looked thoughtful.

Ernest Levison was a new boy in the
Greyfriars Remove, and he was not an
easy fellow to get on with. But that
counted for little if he was willing and

able to take his place in the Form
eleven.
“I’'d forgotten him,” said Harry.

“Have you seen him play, Bob?”

“Yes, 1 watched him at the nets
vesterday, and I thought his batting
was very decent. I know we don’t want
batsmen particularly, but he may be
able to field or bowl. Might as well
give him a trial.”

Wharton nodded.

“I will. We'll try him out after tea,
and see the kind of fielding and batting
he can put up. If he won't do, I sup-

ose we shall have to fall back on
Bulstrode.”

And the discussion ended and the
chlulms of the Remove fell to at the tea-
table.

Levison is Suspicious.

HEERY and green looked the
cricket ground at Greyfriars
when  Harry Wharton, Bob
Cherry, and Hurree . Jamset

Ram Singh walked down to the pitch.
Nugent had stayed behind to call for
Levison and bring him out.

The stumps were already pitched.
From different parts of the field sounded
the merry shouts of the players, both
the Fifth and the Sixth being at prac-
tice on the ground.

“Hallo, where’'s Levison?” asked
Harry Wharton as Nugent came down
to the ground alone and joined them.

Nugent grinned.

“He says he’s busy.”

Wharton’s brow darkened.

“Did youn say I wanted to give him a
trial at cricket?”

“ ch.ll

“Like his cheek not to come,” said
Bob Cherry.

Wharton nodded.

“7'll go and speak to him,” he said.

Harry Wharton walked into the
House. - The incident strangely re-
minded him of his own early days at
Greyfriars. He could remember how,
in the gullen obstinacy of that time,
he had refused to come down to the
football - ground, when ordered by the
captain of the school, and had been
carried there by force by the grinning
Removites.

Perhaps that recollection made him
decide to deal more gently with the
now. boy than he would otherwise have
done. }

He knocked at the door of the study
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Tevison shared with two other fellows.
There was no reply, and so he opened
the door and entered. .

Levison looked up with his quick,
keen eyes.

“Hallo, Wharton! Do you
come into a room without
invited 7

Harry Wharton’s eyes gleamed for a
moment, but he was determined to
keep his temper. He looked straight
at the new boy of the Remove.

“I knocked,” he said quietly. *3
want to speak to you. You may not
be aware of it, but I am cricket cap-
tain of the Form you belong to. I'm
willing to give you a trial to put yon
in the Form eleven.”

“I’'m willing to go in.”

“You would have to have
first.”

“I don’t see why. I played cricket
at my last school, and I fancy my
form 18 a bit above that of most of the
fellows in the Lower Fourth here.”

“You may fancy so, but I don’t think
a conceited ass is likely to be much of
a cricketer,” said Harry angrily,

Levison shrugged his shoulders,

“I want to see you play af

“What’s the little
Levison suddenly.

Harry stared at him.

“What do you mean?  There's no
lil,At‘le game that I know of.”

usually
being

a trial

PEE)

game? said

There are lots of fellows in the
Form would jump at the chance,”

said Levison. “I suppose you’ve got
a motive for trying a new fellow.
Are you really thinking of getting me
(IOWI'I on the cricket field, and guying
me 7"’

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

“I haven’t any time to waste guy-
ing you,” he said, “and I dare say
you would be no good, anyway. You
can stay where you are.”

o e
“* Crack ’im on the ’ead, Simon ! »’
¢! Please—I-—oh dear |

And he turned to the door.

“Hold on!” exclaimed
hastily. “T don't mind
you're serious.”

Levison
playing if

“You can go and hang yourself!”
“1 say—-""
Harry Wharton walked out of the

study, and slammed the door hard.
His brows were still knitted when he
rejoined his chums on the ericket field.

“Isn't he coming?” asked Nugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“I'm not going to give him a chance.
e may be able to play cricket, but
he gets on my nerves too much. We
should never hit it.”

“Good! "I suppose it will be
Bulstrode 7°’

“I’ll think it over. Let’s get to
practice now. Have you seen Hazel-
dene 7”7

“He’s just coming out.”

“I say, you fellows b

“Oh, run away, Bunter! You can’t
play cricket, so—"

“I haven’t come here to play cricket,

Cherry. I'm going down to the post
office—""
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”” exclaimed

Bob Cherry.. “What are you going
there for? You don’t mean to say that
you’ve got a postal order?”

Billy Bunter shook his head.

“No, Cherry; I haven’t. I've been
oxpecting one, but, owing to some
delay in the post, it hasn’t arrived.
I’'m going ‘to the post office to inquire
about it. You know they’re so care-
less in country post offices. My letter
may be lying there all the time' with
the postal order in it.”

“That would be
Bunter.”

ol £ - B
quired. If you

hard cheese,

and I think it"s time I in-
fellows want any-

thing brought back from the village,

The other ruffian took a menacing grip on his cudgel.
_But at that moment the Famous Four came rua?-

Harry Wharton.

ing along the footpath.

I am quite recady to oblige you. k
shall he passing the tuckshop.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“You can pass it, Bunter.”

“Well, it might save a journcy to
the village another time if I called in
now as was passing,” gaid Bunter.
“There’s those ripping little cream
cakes they sell there,  You can’t geo
those at the school shop here, you
know.”

Harry Wharton took a shilling from
his pocket.

“Make it a bob’s worth, Bunter.”

“(ertainly, Wharton! I expect my
postal order is waiting for me at the
post office, and I shall, in that case,
bring back a ripping feed from tho
village, and we’ll have supper in the
dormitory,”” said Bunter. “I'm off

now.”
“1 say, look out, you know!” said
ITazeldene, joinming the group. “1

hear that the gipsies are in the neigh-
bourhood again now, and we had
trouble with them when they were
hero last time.”

“Oh, they won’t kidnap me !’ said
Billy Bunter. “They kidnapped your
sister, Vaseline; but 1 haven’t any-
thing valuable about me, except Whar-
ton’s shilling.”

“You may he staggering under the
weight of a consignment of postal
orders coming back,” Bob Cherry
remarked.

But Bunter seemed to be willing to
risk a hostile meeting for the sake of
the cream ecakes, He toddled down to
the gates of Greyfriars, and the chums
of the Remove went on the cricket
field.

They were at practice when Levison
came out of the house with his eap
on. He stood looking at them for some
time, but did not speak. Harry Whar-
ton did not even glance at him.

Billy Bunter started back.
““ At them ! '’ shouted

Tue Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,611,
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The Footpads. .

& ASTER HARRY !” - :
‘Harry Wharton had com
. off the field.

.~ in half an hour’s practice,
and there was no doubt that the young
leader of the Remove was in fine form.
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
had given him a word of commenda-
tion as he came off the field. And a
word of  commendation from Wingate
meant a great deal.

Harry, still in _his cricketing flannels,
was strolling under the old elms, when
the voice came softly to his ears,

e looked round and raised his cap
with a good-humoured smile. = :

It was old Nadesha who stood before
him-the "old gipsy woman who -had
warned Harry-oé an intended robbery
at ‘the school by an outeast member of
her tribe, and who had since then lived
at Greyfriars in the service® of the
Iead’s wife, kindly Murs. 'Locke.

“Oh, it is you, Nadesha!” said
Harry, turning ‘towards the old gipsy.
“You, wish to speak to me?”’

“Yes. You are in danger.”

Harry looked at her blankly.

“I—in-danger ?”

“Yes. You have not heard that
there are gipsies in the neighbourhood
of Friardale now?’ said Nadesha, in
a low, swift voice.

Harry smiled.

“Yes: but they will ‘not harm me.
Why should I fear the gipsies?”’

“IHave you forgotten Melchior and
Barengro 7

“But they are in prison, I believe.”

“That may be, but they have friends.
The gipsies who have come here are
not the true Romany, whom you would
have nothing to fear from. These are
of Melchior's type, and if you should
fall in with them in a lonely lane you
would be in danger.”

“Thank you for the warning,
Nadesha! 1 shall be careful.”

“They will not stop in the neighbour-
hood long. They will go; they ‘are
wanderers. For a few days, then, will
you remain within the gates?”

Harry laughed.

“Remain shut up in the school because
I am afraid of a visionary danger,
Nadesha ?”

“It is no visionary danger.
real.”

“Even then it would make no differ-

' w

It is

ence. I can take care of myself.”

The old gipsy made an expressive
gosture,

“As self-willed and hot-headed as

ever,” she murmured.

Harry Wharton caught the words and
coloured.

“Not so, Nadesha,” he replied. ¢ But
you fear too much for me. I should be
aughed at if T remained within gates
to_avoid a danger which might never
arise.”

“You will
events,” said the gipsy. can do
nothing but warn you.”

“And that is enough, Nadesha. You
have put me on my guard, and now it
will not be easy for them to catch me
napping if they mean me harm.”

“Harry |”

It was Bob Cherry’s voice calling
under the trees. Nadesha nodded her
head, and departed. Harry Wharton
watched the o?d gipsy till she vanished,
and then he turned away, with a
thoughtful brow, to join his chum.

Old Nadesha had shown a regard for
him ever since she came to the place,
and ho would willingly have done any-
thing he could to please her. But he
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have your way, at all

«I

He had put.

was not the fellow to take a single step
to avoid danger. §
“Harry, where have you got to?”
“Here I am, Bob.” : :
“Hallo, , halio, hallo! I wondered
where you were. I thought I heard you
talking to somebody.”
“So I was. It was old Nadesha. She
warned ‘me ‘about the gipsies being near

~ KFriardale again, and doesn’t want me to

go out of gates till they're gone,” said
Harry, with a smile. S
Bob Cherry laughed. ’ A :
“That wouldn’t do, Harry. It’s just
as well to be careful, though. I hear
that there was a-robbery in Friardale
Wood yesterday, and a man belonging
to the village was knocked senseless ard
leéft in the wood for  hours, till he
crawled away.” AR vl
“1 should be .glad to run into the
scoundrel who did it I” exclaimed Harry

Wharton. - “I suppose the police haven't
found him?” y
“Oh, mo! The Friardale police
couldn’t find anything. I say, that
alfair, now I come to think of it,

occurred in the footpath—the one we
use for a short cut to the village.”

“What about it?”

“Only Billy Bunter will go that way.”

Harry looked serious.

“If he fell in- with the gipsies he
might get into trouble,” said Bob
Cherry. “He's too blind to sce any
danger till he was right into it. Sup-
pose we take a stroll gown and look for
him.” y
“1 was just thinking of it.”
el ) cdl Nugent and Hurree Singh,
then.” ;

It was getting towards time for lock-
ing up, but there was time for the
chums of the Remove to go down the
footpath to look for Bunter.  After
changing their flannels; the Famous
Four left the gates of Greyfriars, went
down the lane, and crossed the stile into
the footpath through the old, shadowy
wood.

The dusk was growing thick in the
wood. Dark shadows were thrown
across the footpath, moving as the
foliage trembled in the breeze.

The chums of the Remove were silent
as they walked on under the overhang-
ing branches. The thought that there
might be a dangerous ruflian lurking in
the shadows there was quite enough to
make them serious.

Harry Wharton stopped and suddenly
held up his hand.

¢ Hinele?

It was the sound of a voice they knew
well, and the chums of the Remove could
not help grinning as they heard it.

“I'm sorry, but I haven't any money.
If T had any, I would willingly give it
to you. But I have been disappointed
about a postal order, and I'm stony.”

A savage voice growled out a reply:

‘“’And over yer watch !”

“I'm sorry, but I haven’t a watch.”

“Crack him on the ’ead, Simon !”

Harry Wharton made a sign to his
companions,

“(Come on !” he whispered.

“Rather !” murmured Bob Cherry and
Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrific,” purred
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Silently on the grassy path the chums
of the Remove ran swiftly forward.
They paessed the turn in the path in a
few moments, and came upon the scene.

Billy Bunter was standing in the
middle of the path, with a bag of cream
cakes under his arm, and blinking
through his big spectacles in a very
scared way.

Two ruffianly looking, swarthy fellows
were blocking his way, one of them
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with a thick, heavy cudgel under his
arm. Their faces were savage and
threatening.

“Crack "im on the ’ead, Simon !”

The man with the cudgel under his
arm let it slip into his hand.

Billy Bunter started back.

“Please—I—oh dear 3

“At them !” shouted Harry Wharton.

The Famous Four rushed to the
attack,

Their coming

had been so silent that
the gipsies were taken by surprise.
Harry  Wharton's fist. crashed into
Simon’s swarthy face like a lump of
solid iron, and the nuffian went recling
half a dozen paces before he fell to the
ground. ¥

Bob Cherry and Nugent jumped at
the other gipsy like a couple of cats,
and had him on the ground in a
twinkling.

Billy Bunter recled against a tree
with ‘a gasp of relief.

“Go for them !” he panted. “Go for
them, Wharton! Punch his head,
Cherry !”

Simon sprang to his feet. He had
dropped his cudgel in his fall, and he
faced Harry Wharton with eclenched
hands. But the junior’s right crashed
into the swarthy faco again, and the
left followed it up like a hammer.

The ruffian reeled into the bushes and
fell—and then picked himself up quickly
and ran like a hare.

The other rascal had wriggled himself
loose, and jumped up. He seemed
about to spring at the boys, ‘but changed
his: mind, and darted away after his
comrade. ;

“After them!” yelled Bob Cherry.
And he was rushing after the gipsies
when Harry Wharton caught him by
the shoulder and swung him back.

“Hold on, Bob! We could never find
them in the wood, dark as it is,” he
said. “And I don’t want to be knocked
on the head, either, Bob.”

Bob Cherry stopped.

“Oh, just as you like! Hallo, hallo,
hallo, Bunter ! Why, the bounder's
feeding !”

Billy Bunter was indeed sampling the
contents of the paper bag. He had a
cream cake between his teeth. Tt was
F!am that the scare had not impaired
18 appetite in any way.

“I'm jolly glad you fellows came
along,” he remarked. “I believe they
were going to bash me with the cudgel,
you know. I'm not sorry that they
didn’t know anything about my postal
order at the post office. If I had had it
}\'i’th me, those rotters might have taken
i

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I <dare say it will come by the first
post in the morning, Bunter. Let’s get
back to Greyfriars, or Gosling will lock
us out.”

The chums of the Remove lost no time
in getting back to the school. Gosling,
the portér, was coming out with the
keys when they arrived. He gave a
grunt as they walked in.

“What I says is this 'ere—"

“Hallo! Going out?”

It was Harry Wharton who asked the
question, and the person he addressed
was Levison. the new boy in the
Remove, who came down to the gate-
way at that moment with his cap on
and a light overcoat on his arm.
L about to pass them without a
word,” when Tlarry Wharton

spoke to him.

Knocked Down.

EVISON glanced at the chums of
the Remove, but he had been
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ITe nodded shortly.

“Yes; I'm going out.”

“Then you won’t come in agin,”
said Gosling emphatically. “ Which 1
shuts the gates according to horders.
And what I says is this ’ere, that horders
is horders.”

“I've got a pass,”

“Which seeing is
Gosling, with a sniff.

“There it is.”

Gosling looked at the pass Levison
held out. It was signed by Carberry,
a Sixth Form prefect, and was quite in
order. Gosling grunted.

“Which if you'll go out I shall be
able to shut the gates,” he said.

“T don’t seo why I should hurry to
please you,” said Levison. * You're not
very obliging to me. You can wait.”

Gosling snorted. But he had to wait.

“You going to the village?” asked
Harry Wharton.

“T "really don’t see why that should
interest you very much,” said Levison.
“But as a matter of fact, I'm going to
the village.”

Harry flushed angrily.

“It doesn’t interest me in the least !”
he exclaimed. “You can go to the
village, or to the deuce, for all I care,
but

“Then I don’t see why you should ask
questions about it.”

“T want to speak a word to you, that’s
all,” said Wharton. “If you're going to
the village, I only want to warn you
that it’s not safe.”

Levison stared.

“Not safe! What do you mean?”

“There are gipsies in the wood.”

The new boy in the Remove laughed.

“1 suppose gipsies in the wood won’t
worry me. I'm not afraid of gipsices,

said Levison.
believing,” .said

however much they may scare some
people.”

“If you mean that I'm afraid—-"

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“1 didn’t say so, did 1?7

“No, you didn’t, but——" Harry
paused. It was not worth while bandy-

ing words with the fellow, anyway. “Let
me finish. There was a robbery with
violence yesterday near Friardale.”

“T haven’t heard anything about it.”

“Well, you have now.”

“Such things do happen, 1 suppose,”
said Levison carelessly.. “But 1 sup:
pose everybody can’t go about in a state
of nerves because there has been a
robbery with violence.”

“It happened in the wood, and as we
came through the wood just now we met
the gipsies. They hmi stopped Billy
Bunter to ‘rob him. We came up just
in time—"

“Like a party of heroes and no mis-
take,” grinned Levison. ‘I suppose
you attacked the villains and wiped up
the ground with them?”

“They got away.”

“What a pity! You might have got
no end of glory by running them in,
you know, and then people would have
believed your yarn, too.”

Wharton’s teeth came together hard.

“PDo you mean to say that you don’t
believe me?” he usk(\.({

“Well, I don’t say that; but it sounds
to me a lot like a fairy tale,” replied
Levison. “If you could prevent me
with this yarn from going out I can
imagine how you would snigger over it
afterwards.”

“It is true.”

“Oh, of course it is! But you can’t
pull my leg as easily "as all this, you
know. You would have to make it a bit
more plausible I”

“I say, Levison,” said Billy Bunter,
“it’s true, you know. They were going

i" N,
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“Come on!”

box-room window and went down the rope hand under hand.

to bash me with a cudgel, though I told
them' I was sorry I had no money.”

Levison laughed.

“Pile it on!” he remarked.

“You're a silly ass!” growled Bob
Cherry. “You've had a fair warning,
and if you go running into danger now,
it will serve you right what you get.”

“I'm quite willing to risk it. Have
you finished ?”

“The silliness of the ass is terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Supposefully we wipe the ground up
dustfully with the silly ass, as a lesson-
fulness not to show the piggish doubt-
fulness of our honourable word?”

“Good wheeze !”” said Nugent.

“Oh, rats!” said Levison. “You
can’t take me in. But it’s no good get-
ting ratty about it. I’'m going out, any-

»

way.

“Which I'm waiting began
Gosling.

“Wait, then !” said Levison.

“What I says is this ’ere e

“QOh, shut up!”

“One word more,” said Harry
Wharton. “I have warned you of your
danger, and it is a real one. If you go

to the village, go by the public road,
not by the footpath through the wood.”

“The footpath saves a quarter of an

hour.”

“Then you are going that way?”

“” YL‘S.”

“ After what I've told you?”

“Oh, ratsl”

Harry Wharton’s eyes blazed.

“You confounded cad!” he exclaimed.
“I have half a mind to'give you a lick-
ing now, on the spot!”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Levison.
“You can’t take me in, I've got my
eye-teeth cut, you know. A silly yarn

i T <. Y TR |
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said Harry Wharton softly ; and he swung himseli from the
« The Famous
Four were taking a big risk in breaking bounds, but they were determined to
find the vanished Levison.

li)]]\'e the one you've just told me—
Oh 1”

Levison broke off as Harry’s fist came
out. To be given the lie was a little
more than Harry would have stood from
anybody. His fist flashed out before
the words were off Levison’s lips, and
the new boy in the Remove rolled over
on the ground.

Gosling broke into a chuckle. He was
as irritated by Levison as anybody, and
the prompt punishment that had fallen
upon him was a very pleasing spectacle
to the Greyfriars porter.

Levison sat up and rubbed his mouth.

“You did that when I wasn’t look-
ing I” he growled.

“You were looking,” said Harry con-
temptuously. “But anyway, get up and

1 give you some more when you'ro
looking. I've had enough of your con-
founded insolence 1”

Levison slowly rose to his feet. There
was a trickle of red from the corner
of his mouth, and he wiped it away with
his handkerchief.

“I shan't fight you now,” he said.
“I’'m going out. I'll call this to your
mind to-morrow, Harry Wharton.”

“Whenever you like,” said Wharton
disdainfully.

y

.- Levison turned to the gate and passcd

out into the lane.

Gosling locked up the gates after the
Removite had gone, and the chums
turned slowly towards the house.

Harry Wharton’s face was clouded.
He had regretted that blow a few
minutes after it was struck. But the
old hasty temper that had caused him—
and his frien(rs-—so much trouble in the
past, was not gone yet. Nugent glanced
at him as they crossed thé Close.
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“You're not bothering about that

chap?” he asked. *“If he gets into
trouble it will serve him jolly well
right !”

“ Rather 1" said Bob Cherry.

“The ratherfulness is great !”

“I'm sorry 1 hit him,” said Harry,
in a low voice.

“By Jove,” said Nugent warmly, “if
ever anybody deserved it he did. 1
wonder you kept your temper with him
so long. He was enough to provoke
anybody’s temper, especially yours.”

“Yes, especially mine!” said Harry
bitterly. “I know it's a hasty one!”

“1 didn’t mean that,” said Nugent
quickly.

“But it’s a fact, all the same. I wish
1 hadn’t. But it’s no good bothering
about it now. Let’s get in.”

And the chums of the Remove went
indoors.

Missing !
INGATE of the Sixth, captain
W of Greyfriars, was in his

study, conning over a list of
names on a sheet of notepaper,

when a tap came at his door. The Re-
move were not the only fellows at Grey-
friars concerned with questions of
cricket Wingate was captain of the
first eleven, and he was thinking out
his team—the team that was to uphold
the colours of Greyfriars in an im-
portant away match.

“Come in I” rapped out Wingate.

Harry Wharton entered the study.
The captain of Greyfriars gave him a
genial nod. Time iad been—and not
so long ago—when Harry Wharton had
been shown the rough side of Wingate’s
character, and he had found it very
rough indeed. But the captain of Grey-
friars had marked the change in Whar-
ton, and the head boy of the Remove
and the captain of the Sixth were on
excellent terms now-—as good terms as
the difference in their Forms allowed.

“Hallo, Wharton !”

“Can I speak to you a minute,
ngate?"
“Certainly. You can sit down. Some-

thing about the cricket?” asked the
Greyfriars captain pleasantly.

“No, not this time, Wingate. I want
vou to advise me later about that, if
vou will. But just now there's a matter
I ought to speak to you about.”

“(io ahead !” said the captain of Grey-
friars tersely.

Harry Wharton related the incident in
the wood and the rescue of Billy Bunter
from the footpads. ' Wingate listened

thoughtfully. .
“You were quite right to tell me this,”
he said. “I will mention it to the

Head, and particulars can be sent to the
police in Friardale.”

“But that isn’t all.”

“No? What else is there ?”

“Levison was going out as we came
in, and he wouldn’t listen to my warn-
ing. He thought I was rotting. He's
gone out, and he means to take the foot-
path through the wood. In fact, he's
there before now.”

“The young fool! But what does he
mean by going out at this time?”

“He had a pass from a prefect.”

“(Oh, I see; that's all right! But he
ought to have had sense enough not to
go after what you told him. Let me
soe—that is the new boy in the Remove,
isn't it?”

“Yes; he hasn’t been here much over
a week.”

“H'm! I hope the young fool won't
get into any mischief. You say the
gipsies cut off after your row with
them.”

“Yes"”

“They mayn’'t hang about the same
spot. Levison probably won’t meet
them, but he might. How long has he
been gone ?”

“Twenty minutes, I think. I had to
go to calling-over, and then I came
here.”

“Then he's close to the village by
now. It's too late to think of following
him and fetching him back,” said Win-
gate. “Anyway, he will have to be in
by bed-time, and we ean only leave it till
then. The young ass ought to have a
licking for going out, in the circum-
stances, but it can’t be helped now.”
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Harry Wharton rose.

“1 thought I ought to mention it to
vou, Wingate, in case——"

“(ertainly, that's right. I expect he
will turn up in time for bed, and then
if the captain of his I'orm gave him a
licking for being an obstinate ass,
don’t think any harm would be done,’
remarked Wingate.

Harry Wharton laughed and quitted
the study. He felt less uneasy after the
interview with the captain of Greyfriars.
After all, it was not likely that ]{e\'isou
would fall in with the footpads.

Wharton entered the Junior Cominon-
room, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
immediately claimed him for a game of
chess.

In thé intense occupation of the game
Harry forgot all about Levison and his
obstinacy. He glanced up with a start
when Carberry, the prefect, came into
the room with a growl.

“Bed-time, you young rotters!”

Jarberry was one of the most un-
popular prefects at Greyfriars. His
mode of address to the juniors was
always something in this style, unless
there were masters near.

Carberry liked to have the authority
and consideration of a prefeet, but he
did not care for the duties that were
attached to the office. When his turn
came for seeing lights-out in the
Remove dormitory, he generally growled
at what he regarded as a troublesome
waste of his time, and bullicd the
voungsters to compensate himself.

Harry Wharton looked at his watch.
It was twenty-five minutes past nine, and
half-past was the bed-time for the Re-
move. Wharton looked quickly round
the room, remembering Levison. The
new boy was not there.

“Mate in four !” murmured the Hindu
junior softly.

Harry Wharton nodded assent, and the
chessmen were swept into the box. Car-
berry as well as Wharton was looking
round.the room.

“Where is Levison ?” he asked.

“Haven't seen him,” said Bulstrode,
at whom the bully of the Sixth was
looking when he asked the question.

“] gave him a pass to go to the
village after locking-up,” said Carberry.
“He was to bring something back for
me. He hasn’t been to my study.”

“Has he come back?” said Harry
Wharton.

(Clarberry stared at him.

“You don’t say the young rotter has
had the cheek to stop out till this timoe
of night!” he exclaimed. “By James,
I'll warm him if he has!”,

Carberry, with an angry brow, in-
quired right and left for Levison. Dut
he was not to be found. Hazeldene went
to look in his study, but he was not
there. No one had seen him since
calling-over. It was clear at last that he
had not returned.

“I'll skin him for this!” eaid the
prefect, snapping his teeth,

“He may have been kept away,’
Harry Wharton.

“What could have kept him away ?”

“He may have met the footpads in
the wood.”

“Rot 1”

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

S @Get off to bed, you young rotters!”
said Carberry. “Hanged if T know why
1 should have to drive you to bed of a
night as if I were a nurse! Get oft to
your dormitory, or I'll warm you!
Where are you going, Wharton ?”

“T'm going to tell Wingate that Levi-
son hasn’t come back.”

“You needn’t trouble to do anything
of the kind. CGo up to the dormitory I”

“ Wingate wishes me to tell him.”
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“Do as I tell you, and never mind
Wingate I”

“T shall do nothing of the sort,” said
Harry Wharton quietly; and he walked
away towards the seniors’ room, where
he knew he would find Wingate at that
hour.

Carberry gritted his teeth. Like most
bullies, he overstepped the limit some-
times, and provoked defiance, and was
then nonplussed. The Removites were
chuckling at his discomfiture, and he
cuffed several of the smaller boys right
and left, and bullied the rest till they
crowded upstairs to the dormitory.

Harry Wharton entered the seniors’
yoom, where he found Wingate talking
to Baker and Green and several others
of the Sixth. The captain of Gmf'-
friars looked towards hiny at once. He

had not forgotten Levison.

“What is it, Wharton ?”

“Levison hasn’t come back.”

“You are sure?”

“Quite sure, Wingate. We
looked for him everywhere.”

“That’s curious,” said the captain of
“Have you asked the
porter whether he has let him in?”

“No; but—"

“Better go and ask him, to make
sure.”

“ Certainly !”

Harry left the School House and went
down to the porter’'s lodge.  Goslin
growled at Wharton's kn’ocﬁt and opene
door. Gosling was having his
supper, and did not want to be dis-
turbed.

“What is it?” he grunted.

“Have you let Levison in?”

“T hain’t let nobody in.”

“Then Levison is still out?”

have

iy 1 s’?ose he is, and if 1 was the
Head I'd skin him. What I says is
this ’ere—"

But Harry Wharton did not stay for
more. He returned to the House and
reported to Wingate. The captain of
the school looked very serious.

“You had better go to bed,” He said.

“1 will tell the Head about it, and
we will see what is to be done. Good-
night !”

“ Good-night, Wingate !”

The Remove were already in bed, and
Carberry was turning the light out
when Hatr% Wharton entered the
dormitory. The prefect looked at him
with a scowl.

“Well, as you're late, you can undress
in the dark,” he remarked. “Don’f let
me catch you lighting anything in this
dormitory, or I'll make it warm for
you 1”

Harry Wharton did not reply. He
had undressed in the dark before, and
he could do it again. But, as a matter
of fact, he did not intend to undress at
all just then.

The prefect left the dormitory and
shut the door hard, and the juniors were
left in darkness.

Bob Cherry sab up in bed.

“What about Levison, Harry ?”

“Fle’s not to be found. Gosling
hasn’t def him in.”

“Then the young fool has really got
into trouble, after all,” said Nugent.

“Tt looks like it.” \

“The faultfulness is in his honourable
self,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The obstinacy of the ass was terrific.
But, all the samefully, I should be
sorry if he has fallen nmonf thieves and
received the cudgel bashfulness.”

“T think it’s very likely he has fallen
in with the gipsies,” said Harry quietly.
“T can't account for his staying out
in any other way. He is a new
here, buf_ he knows what a serious
matter it is to stay out after hed-time.

If he has done it for no good reason
he will be flogged.”

“Serve him jolly well right!” said
Bulstrode, turning over. “I’'m not
going to worry over him, for one. I'm
going to sléep.”

“Go to sleep, then!”

“Qh, I dare say he’ll turn up all
right,” said Hazeldene; and he, too,
settled his head on his pillow.

Harry Wharton sat on Bob Cherry’s
bed. e did not undress, and his brow
was . very thoughtful. Bob Cherry
squeezed his arm

“What are you thinking about,
Harry.?”

“Levison.”

“Yes, I know; but why don’t you go
to bed 7

“I'm thinking—"

Harry paused. &

“(Gio on, old chap!”

“Well, something must have hap-
pened to Levison to keep him away like
this. It is an accident, or else he has
been attacked—perhaps badly hurt. I'm
going to see, Bob.”

“What ?”

“I'm going out to look for him.”

- Bob Cherry nearly jumped out of bed
in amazement.

“You are going out to look for him?”

“Yes,” said lgarr resolutely. “Of
course, the Head will send out to search
for him. I expect Wingate will go,
with some of the Sixth, but—"

“They'd never let a fellow from the
Remove go with them.”” g

“T know they wouldn’t.” :

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath.

“Then are you thinking of going out
on your own?”

“Yes, unless you care to come with
me, Bob.” £

“No question about that,” said Bob
Cherry. “If you go, I go.”

“Good 1”

“We shall have to set out without
being seen, then,” said Bob Cherry. “It
means a fearful row if we're spotted.”

“TI'm quite ready to risk that.”

“So am I, for that matter. But we
shall have to be careful. Shall we two
go alone, or—— What about Nugent
and Inky?”

“Leave it to them to decide.”

The talk had been in low whispers,
audible only to Harry and Bob. Bob
Cherry crossed to Nugent’s bed and
whispered : :

“Nugent !”

“Hallo !

“Wharton and 1 are going out to look
for Levison.”

“My hat 1”

“ Are you coming with us?”

“Yes, rather!”

g Good l,’ .

“And I am coming, too, ratherfully,”

ﬁurred.tho soft voice of Hurree Jamset :

am Singh. “We shall go all together,
my worthy chums.” 1

“Right-ho, Inky !”

Quietly, in the darkness of the
dormitory, the chums of the Remove
dressed themselves. From two or three
beds came drowsy inquiries as to what
was up, and Bob Cherry politely told
the inquirers to go and eat coke. Then
{he four chums left the Remove dormi-
ory. -

The Search in the Wood.

HE passage was dark and gloomy,

but from the stairs came a

beam of light from the Lower

Hall. The chums of the Remove

orept cautiously along to the head of the
stairs and looked down.

Dr. Locke was standing in the Hall,

talking to Mr. Quelch, the master of the
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Remove, and Wingate. The Head was
looking very 'trou%led, and there was
a shade of anxiety upon Mr. Quelch’s
face. Carberry stood a few paces away,
silent, his face clouded.

“The boy must be searched for,” said
Dr. Locke. “1It can only be an accident
that has kept him away after the bed-
time of his ,i‘orm."

“He may be staying in the village,
sir,” said Carberry. “He might have
heard something about the gipsies there
and been afraid to return after dark.”

The Head’s face brightened a little.

“Yes, that is possible. What was his
reason for going to the village, Car-
berry ?”

“Fe wished to make some purchases
at Tucker’s, sir,” said the pro}ect, with
a momentary uncomfortable expression.

“H'm! I cannot see that he wanted
a pass after hours to do that,” said
the Head, glancing at Carberry. “Still,
matters of this kind are left to the
discretion of the prefects, and, of
course, you knew nothing of the road
being dangerous.”

“T had heard nothing of the gipsies,
then, sir, and even now 1 don’t think
it likely they would do any harm to
a schoolboy.”

“They stopped Bunter in the wood,”
said Wingate quietly, “and they
would have done him harm if Wharton
and the others hadn’t come up.”

“So Wharton says.”

“Do you mean that you doubt Whar-
ton’s statement, Carberry?” asked the
Head quickly: .

“Oh, no, sir!’ said ' the prefect.
“But juniors have vivid imaginations,
you know, and Wharton might try to
make himself a hero—"

“Wharton is not that sort of boy,”
said Wingate. “For my art, I
believe every word he has told me.”

Carberry sneered slightly and was
silent.

“Well, in any case, the boy must be
searched for,” said the Head. “If he
is in the village, he can be brought
back. Will you go to the village, Mr. .
Quelch, with Wingate and Carberry,
and inquire for him? You might go
by way of the footpath through the
wood, and see if there is any trace of
him there.”

“Certainly,
master,

“1 shall wait very anxiously for your
return,” said the Ilead,

The chums of the Remove stole back
quietly from the stairs. Harry Whar-
ton’s face was dark. 3

“No getting out that way,”” mur-
mured Bob Cheérry. “Somebody or
other will be on the watch there for
hours yet.” %

“Ratherfully, my worthy chum [*

“Did you hear what Carberry said?”
mut;terog Wharton.

“The cad!” said Nugent, “My
belief is that Levison is getting some-
thing for him in the village that he
wouldn’t care for the Head to know
about.”

“I was thinking so, too. Levison had
some business of his own to attend to,
I suppose, or he wouldn’t have

”

sir,” said the Remove

y

one,
.-but there was no reason why he sl ould

get a pass for the evening. just to go
down to Tucker’s. Perhaps he had to
go to some place i wouldn’t have been
prudent to go to in daylight.”

“The Green Man, for instance ?

“Yes, very likely.”

“I shouldn’t be surprised, and it ’
would be just like Carberry. If any-
thing has happened, though, he stands
a very good chance of being shown up.”’

e Serv& him rightfully 1”* ’
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“But how are we going to get out
said Wharton.  “I suppose the only
thing is to try one of the back
windows.”

“That’s the wheoze 1”

“Then we shall-have to get the rope
from the study. Wait here for me, and
I'll "get it,“and Il bring thé torch
along, too. "Wt shall néed it.”

“Hurry up, then. . If we don’t get
aliead of the fellows down there, we
shan’t be able to look for Levison in
the \voo(l They are going by the foot-
path.”

“T won’t be a minute.”

Havry Wharton hurried away, and
in less th.n a minute returned with a
kuotted rope_and an electric torch.

The juniors hurried to the

- fron intefruption;” and Harry opened

7 thie ‘window.

“Fasten the rope to the grate,”” he
said. “That’s about the safest place.”

“ Ratherfully !”

Harry dropped the loose end of the
rope-from the window. It touched the
ground.

¥ Come on!”

Harry swung himself from the
window and went down hand under
Land.

A jerk on the rope announced that he
. was safely on the ground. There were
“but few stars glimmering in the sky,
and it was very dark in the Close.

Pob Cherry went dovin next, and then
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh Nugent
was last, and he closed down the sash
of- the window before he swung him-
self down the rope.
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“Here we are again!” said
Cherry = cheorfully. “Now for a
sprint 1

The Rémovites hurried round the
Iouse. The great door was open, and
the light streamed out into the Close.
Mr. Quelch, Wingats, and Carberry
were crossing towards the gate.  Win-
gate carried o torch, and each of the
three had a stout gtick, - The chums of
the' Remove kept well buLL in the
bhado“s :

£

lower .
" box-room, where they were pretty secure :

“We shall
ahead of them,”

“We'll gprint,
“Come on.”

It ‘was casy to climb the ivy in a
certain spot ‘well krown' to thg juniors.
The Famous Four were soon®over the

have to sprint to
said Nugent.
then,” said Iarry.

get

‘wall, and they were sprinting along the

Friavdale troad.. before the Remove
master .and: his two companions were
outside the gates,

Bob Cherry gave a chuckle.

“They won't put on so much pace as
we are,” he-said. - “We shall be miles
ahecad of them.” .

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is great!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
almost at the stile already.”

It did not take the four best run-
ners in the Remove at Greyfriars long

purred
“We' are
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By Frank Richards
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to reach the stile which gave access to
the footpath through the wood.

They were over i1t in a twinkling and
plunging into the shadows of the wood.

Then - silence ! fell' ‘even” upon the
i)ln(-l\'y, stout-hearted chums of the
Remove,

The wood was dark and silent, and

hardly a ray from the stars pmwtmted i
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others who might have the
path in the darkness. .

At any moment they might run into
the omne. they sought, or into others
whom they ‘did. not_seek,» or—~and the
thought made. them %Im(l-—ﬂmv might
stumble over some still form stretched
in the gloom undor the deep shadows of
the trees

“Think
torch, Harry?"
whisper.

“Yes, I think so.
way to the stile ¥et.”’

“Good 1”

Bob Cherry switched, on
and - the bright . beam cut through
the dense darkness of .the wood. Birtls
rose with a rustle from the thickets as
the “unexpeeted . light = flashed \upon
them, and: the juniors started and
looked round.

Each of the four had l,rmlght w stick
with him, and now-they grasped them
firmly. They would not have been sur-
prised at any moment if the light had
shown them an 0\11 face staring from
the underwood. -

“Come on!” smd Harry.

They pressed- on up: the path. | Bob
Cherry flashed the light of the torch to
right and left " T'he juniors watched the
path and the bordering trees and bushes
for any sign of Levison.

If the boy had been attacked and
injured, there would probably be some
trace of it left, and that would furnish

been on

it's safe to switch on
asked Bob Cherry in o

'J hey can't be half-

the toxch,

them with a (luu =

The Remorvites hud covered about half’
the distance - throtuigh ‘the wood when
Harry Wharton gave a sudden start,

“Look thére 1"

On the ~grass, which somno;l to be

- trampledvin this spot, a small packet lay

in the ~bright- beam of the torch,
“What is it ?"” 5
Harry:stooped and picked up the
packet and held it out in the light.
It was a packet of cigarettes!

to the footpath through the thick, over- :

hanging foliage.

Their footsteps were quite silent on
the velvety
would have been the footsteps of any

grass, and so, of course,’

(Have the chums of « the Remove
found a clue to the disappearance of
Levison ? [ Look oul for next week's
thrilling Mmpfcrs - R i
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"LOOKING AFTER LOWTHER!

((,onlumt'd from p(u/c 21.)
il IlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllIllIlllllllllIllllllllllllll"llll(

mmilm
A

Knox was watching him unxiously.

“What's the news?” he asked breath-
l(’s‘)l,)

Catts gave a \c,ll

“Sold 1”

“What?” yelled Levison.

“Look at that!” shouted Cutts, llold
mg up the télegram in a frenzy of rage.

“Look at it! Two Kisses, Bully Boy,
the IIOIH]II.' No menhun of 1‘0111 -in-

Hand! He hasn’t even been placed!
We've lost 1”

¢ Jeost?s muttered Tevison.

“Lost I” yelled Cutts, turning upon
him furiously., “Lost! That's the end
of it ! That's the result of your precious
tip! That's your ‘lplolldld information
straight from the horse’s mouth! Not
even placed, by gad! Nowhere!l All
our money gone !”

“And . I've been betting on tick!”
muttered Knox, white to the lips.
“Where am I to get the tin from to
settle 7”

“Where am I going to get it from ?”
howled Cutts.

Levison almost staggered to the door.

Cutts was npon lmn with the spung
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of a tiger. “All his disappointment, all
his rage, was“wieaked in the blows he
rained upon the Tinfortunate junior.

Levison howléd ~withi<pain and fury;
and when he was huwrled headlong out
of ‘the study’ at”last he went sebbing
down the pua-.ugi\ R

It was likély. t3the a long time before
the sports ‘of ¢ S Jim’s indulged in
another plunge, even upon the chance
of a lifetime!-

(Next Wednesday: ““ TIIE HOUSE-
MASTER'S PERIL!" ~ a big-thrill
yarn of Tom Merry & Co., in which
a masked wmystery man suddenly,
becomes a nenace to a master of
St. Jim’s.  Whatever gou do, don’t .
'miss this great story.) :

300 DiPl‘!:RENT inel, Anumll uum

Aiful  Uncommon  Rets, l'lr!ulldl\, Colonials,

Price 6d, (Abrhml 1/4),— WHITE,
ENGIN LANE, LY!!. WORCS. »

Complete

BE TALL

Your Height inr:ennnd in 14 days or Mun(wv uuck

Amazing - Course, : 14-. (ml E'I'AM NOW

frec book, —S8THE STEM (A),
8, Dean Road, I.OND N Nw.ﬂ‘

Different FREE, 1nolud|‘ng ummw;mn‘ Bolungor Pl'.RAK Soarce

All

4 Colonial Jubllecs
ST MP in packet of 50 B,
ngulsru (Alr) 6d.

H, PIHBOOTT. 86 Salisbury House,

with Roumanian Airmail,
Request approvals.

London w;ll !2.0.2.

etc.,
14d. postnze

applications for Advertisement Space
should be addressed to the Advertisement Manager, The GEM,
. The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

s nasiaaaasnaa ks kA A A o as aaa

60 Airmail, PHILIPPINE - Islands, Bohem 50 flerent I’lulorlr\l
’rmndnd I\LA(‘ (vonomph) I‘oslng 2d rumcst ADPLOVALE, —

ON BR . (A), ON, WIRR *

Wmv""“""""“ 2 :v:v vN:-:":: ANV GTNNN

in this publication

cos ¢
and

Priated in’ Englnnd and nuhnc!‘xﬁl everv WPdﬂPBdﬂy

Advertisement
nrand

l.ondon E.O
oription rates :

ubs
Qordon & Golch, Ltd., and for South Mnca ctnu'al

i s e —

Ieetwny

ise, Fari fn do su'ent n q.
roannm; for 'six Tmontha, ‘Hole
ows Agency, Lt ‘-ﬂamrdar, Jaunary 300h

l-ly the Pro rletors, The Amlsomuprnd Press, Ltd., The Flectway
ol Reglstered for transmission by
‘TS‘%“‘ for Austruun and New 'Aenlana

ousa, JFarn

ARl o Breot,

a Magazing
m»um.

the '

k. &

P ¥



