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ANOTHER CREAT PRIZE-CIVING COMING SOON!

O you want to win a New Football? Tes/ Then this way, please—we've FIVE HUNDRED
to be won in this month's grand “ Footer-Stamps » Competition. So if you haven’t already
started after ome, get busy.

This is the Idea: You simply collect the © Footer-Stamps ¥ appearing every week. As you see
below, they're eute litile pictuves of ~|\ (hﬁerent actions on the football ficld, and the object of this
great stamp-game is to sgore as many “goals » with them as possible by the end of the month.

TO SCORE A “GOAL ” you collect a complete set of six stamps (they’re
numbered 1 to 6), made up of the following movements: KICK OFF—DRIBBLE
—TACKLE—HEADER—SHOT_GOAL. (Note that the “ goal ” stamp by
itself does NOT count as a “ geal ”’; you must get a set of the stamps 1 to 6

. each time!)
The more stamps yvou colleet, the more “goals © vou can score. Below are another five stamps,
. and there are five more on page 35. Cut them out at once—there is a complete “goal ¥ amongst
them, while the odd stainps may fit in with other stamps left over from previcus weeks (or even
previous contests) to make up still further “goals.” Colleet from your pals, toe, or swap with them.
Remember, a little extra elfort may well put a grand foetball right into your grasp.
s If vou want to score some other quick “ geals,” too, note that  Footer-
_Stamps ”’ are also appearing in such other first-rate papers as “Modern Boy ”
and “ Magnet.” There are more * goals 7’ waiting in these papers this very week.

Keep all your stamps by youn carefully. lhe 500 Footballs in the October competition are going
to be awar ded to the Tt’d(l(’l\ eegrtng the most © gOdIS with * Feoter-Stamps * LW the C]osmg date.
So don’t send any stamps yet; wait until we tell you how and where at the end of the month.
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FIVE “FOOTER-STAMPS" HERE—FIVE MORE ON PAGE 35!




WITH RECKLESS ABANDON, LEVISON, THE BLACX SHEEP OF THE FOURTH,
GOES THE PAGE—AND IT’S LEFT TO IS BROTHER TO COUNT THE COST!

Peering down into the dimly-lit hall, the youngster caught his breath.
Housemaster—and listening, the fag caught the words :

-

Kildare was speaking to his
** There’s no doubt, sir. Some junior has

gone out!?”’

CHAPTER 1.
Levison’s Chance !
66 THAT about Levison 7
“Levison ?” -repeated
thoughtfully.

The junior captain of 8t. Jim’s was seated on
the study table, with a pencil and a slip of paper
in his hand.

The paper contained the list of players for the
match with Rylcombe Grammar Schoo! that after-
noon,

There were eleven names on the list; but one
name—that of Talbot of the Shell—had been
crossed out. .

Tom Merry

* you know

help it; but it’s dashed awkward |” growled Tom
Merry.

“A vewy awkward posish, deah boy !” remarked
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who was sitting grace-
fully in the window-seat, polishing his eyeglass.
“But Talbot is quite wight to go. I believe there
was wathah a misundahstandin’ between him and
his uncle when the old sport came here to say
good-bye to him, and natuwally he is glad to see
him again before he goes to Indiah !”

“That’s all very well, but we want him for the
Grammar School mateh !

“You need not wowwy about the match, deah

boy! Wemembah, I shall be on the left wing,
I

Tom Merry’s brows
were  knitted a  little.
The responsibilities of a
football captain were
upon his youthful
shoulders, and those re-

sponsibilities were very
real.

The match with the
Grammar School was

always a. hasd-fought one,
and St. Jim’s needed the
best players they could put
in the field. And the
best winger in the team
was off the list.

“I suppose Talbot can’t

“Ernie’s not really a bounder—but it’s
his friends lead him cn.” Ycung Frank
Levison clings to his belief in his
major, and proves himself ready to
sacrifice his own honour, if rneed ke,
to save his brother from disgrace.

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD

To Arthur Augustus’
surprise, this reassuring
reminder did not make
Tom Merry unknit his
brows.

Apparently the fact that
D’Arcy was going to play
on the left wing did not
seem to him to compen-
sate for Talbot’s absence
on the right wing.

“Well, it can’t be
helped!” said Monty
Lowther. “Talbot was
bound to go off to South-
ampton this afternoon, as
his uncle asked hLim.”
Gy Lisrary.—No. 1600.
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“Couldn’t be helped |”
lom Aerry nodded.
m net grumb

said Manners.

at Talbet, but at
7S Ernc:all“ Gordon Gay's lot are in t
ng" form; and we want our best meh to beat
17 i wom‘er whether Levison would do?
5 b en sticking to fcotu" practice, and he’s
rown into a reudy reliable man. T'll give him
the chance !”

“Heah, heah I” =al'(' Arthur Augustus.

Having made up his made on that important
point, Tom Merry quitted the council of war in
Study No. 10.

He went aleng the passage to Lev':on g study.

Levison of the Fourth Had lines that afternoon,
and was in the study grinding them out. No@t of
the other fellows were out of doors as it wa a
half-holiday, and a clear, sunny afterncon.

He looked up quite cheerily as Tom Merry
came in,

“Busy 17 asked Tom.

“Only another twent
lines for old Schnei
wanted 7

(Tl

7; -

¥ 0
10
(o}

3 fend

u,

»

“ Deutsch
Anything

said Levison.
er, you know!

“Yes, you 2

“Well, I shan't be long!”

Tom Merry, as he looked at Levison of the
Fourth, reflected that, after all, he had made a

good choice.

Ernest Levison loocked a good deal
from the Levison of the previous term,

His face, which had always been sallow, was
healthicr; a ruddy coleur showed in his cheeks
and a brightness in his eyes that made'a very
great duTelencc in him.

It was the coming of. his minor te St. Jim’s
that- had caused the black sheep of the School
and he had done

t
7

t51¢ different
f

House to turn over a new leaf,
1L TeILchantly a'm

st
"r-an,af the 3 By

of it.

Football with Tom Merry & Co. was rather
more conducive tc good health and fitn
siacking around and smcking in secret corners
with Racke . .and Crocke and their shady set.

Perhaps Levison felt sometimes a longing for
his old reckless ways; but, if se, he did rot yield
to it. The influence of Talbot of the Shell he elped
to keep him steady: and his minor, Frank, was

stumbling-bleck in the way of a return to his
old shady habits.

“They don’t get here till
“You'll have finished vou
Levison ?”

“By then, at any rate,”
at the, clock,
on?’

“The Grammar School match!”
“We want you, if you’d care to play.”

“TIs somebody standing out ? e

three,” said Tem.
lines before then,

~a1d Le\l son, glancing
“But who are ‘they’? And what's

w»

“Yes., Talbot’s had to ge down to Scuthampton
to see his uncle. His place is open to ycu this
afterncon. if you'd like it.”

Levison's brows contracted a-little.
“T'd like it,” he said siowly. “D’ve been looking

forward to a chance of playing for &£t. Jim’s,
though I hardly expected vou to offer 3t. I hadn’t

any idea I mught be wanted th
course !” :
. “Docs that mean you don't want to play ?”
“I do want to, but I can’t!”
Tom BMlerry’s face clouded.
“ Another engagement?” he asked grully.
“Yes.?
“Well, it’s your own bisney.”
Tue Gen Lierary —No. 1,600.
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Merry turned fo the door, cons iderakly

. There were dozens of juniors in both

es at St. Tlmc who would h@w jumped at

le chanee, and Levisen knew it.

“Hold on!” snd Levison quickly.

you Lhmk Tom Merry. I'm not goinz down to

the Green Man, if that’s what you suppose I”
“I've heard that Racke has one of his littls

parties on for this afterncon,” said Tom drjy

T GT"]

It isn't as

7
“You needn’t tell me any more ”

“Don’t jump to conclusiens too fast!” said
Levison, with one of his old sneers. “I'm not

going with Racke., I am going to take my minor
over to Abbotsford to see the League match there.
T’ve hired a car for the drive over, and Iv
got to pay for it. And—and Frank wants to go.”

Tom Merry’s expression changed at-on

“1 didn’t know that, of course =
“Sorry, Levison! It's all right !

“He'll jump at it !” said Levison. “So
only——>

“Right as rain !” said Tom.

He left the study.

For the moment he had been unab
suspecting that it was the old game
kept Levison fromn joining the footba
he was glad that he had been mist

Dick Julian of the Fourth met
passage.

ue s*ud

11 ask Julian.”
would I,

“I hear you're looking for a man,” he an-
nounced. ‘““Chap my size any good?”

Tom Merry laughed

“Yes. I want you.”

‘Good egg! I'm your man!’ said Julian,

with much satisfaction. Neot quite
bot’s form, of course, but I'll do my best.
And when Tom Merry & Co. went down to
Little Side to meet the Grammarians, Julian of
the Fourth was in the ranks of the St Jim’
footbaliers, and Levison, with a _ne\«hat
clouded brow, was grinding out the mainder
of his Germaun imposition in his

to Tal-
)

CHAFPTER 2,
Leit in ths Lurch!

worked on steadily through his

EVISON

L lines.

It had been with a pang of regret that

he had refused Tom Meriy’s «f a place mn
the St. Jim’s junicr tean.

Since he had taken up footer,
become keen on the game, and he had shown
unusual abilities as a forward. IHe had looked
forward to a chance of playing for the school,
and he regretted the lost chance very much. But
he dismissed the matter from his mind, and
finished his lines.

He rose from the table, and glanced from ths
window towards the 1_laymer fields.

Levison had

Tom Merry had kicked off, and the St Jim's
forwards were® away, the Gramuna players
gailantly stemming the attack,

Julian was on the rwh* wing, wi evison

might have been but for his engagement
afterncon.

“\Yell it can’t be helped,” muite

1 he tmned away from the window,

Rame

Racke of the Shell stood in the doorway.

Levison looked at him rather grimly
the heir to the huge profits of Me
Hacke, contractors, was a fellow
reeked with money.’

Levizon;
“ Hallo,
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The cad of the Shell had been a valuable
acquaintance to the needv Levison till the
change had come over Levison. Ani the latter
still missed the little sums he had been accus-
tomed to extract from the Shell fellow at nap
or banker. Of late they had been on far from
good terms.

But Racke’s manner now was quite agreeable.

“Finished your impot?"” he asked.

“Just finished.”

“Good! Like to come with us?”

“You're very good,” said Levison, laughing.
“Not so long ago you told me you wouldn’t
have my company at any price.’

“Well, you were rather a rotter,”” said Racke.
“But let bygones be bygones. I'd like you to
come, and it will be a good show, too. Crooke

and Mellish are coming, and you can make a.

fourth, if you like.”

Levison shook his head.

“Look here, you can give this goody-goody
rot the go-by,” said Racke. “Never mind your
blessed minor. Look here, it’s \"orth your while.
I've got seats at the Frlvohtv

Levison whistled.

“You giddy chump!” he said.
'mu=|c hah in Wayland?”

“Yes; a bit livelier than the Wayland
Ewpire,” grinned Racke. “There’s a ripping
matinee there this afternoon-——a regular corker!
And we’re going to have a feed in the restaurant
at the Friv. A topping feed—champagne, and
al' that, I know a man there, you know.”

“ Asking for the sack?’’ said Levison.

“Not much chance of getting spotted there,”
grinned Racke. “Railton or Linton isn’t likely
to drop in at the Friv.”

“Haz: ha, bal. Noil”

“Youwll come?”’ said Racke.

Levison shook his head again.

The expression on his face showed that the
invitation appealed to him in spite of his new
resolves.

“I can’t come,” he said.
all that kind of thing. And I've got another
engagement, too. I'm taking my minor to see
a League match at Abbotsford.”

& WeH .you silly chump [

Levison laughed.

“Well, I couldn’t come, anyway,” he said.
“I've c'nucked that kind of thing, You wouldn’t
believe it, but I have.”

“0Oh, rot!”

“Well, that’s how it stands,” said Levison.

Racke gave an angry sniff, and strode away,
greatly chagrined. 'The wealthy cad of the Shell
did not like being refused; and he really wanted
Levison’s company that afternoon. The reckless-
ness and daring of Levison were quite in accord
with Racke’s own reckless nature.

Levison grinned as Racke stalked away. Per-
haps it was not quite disagreeable to him to
rebuff the swanking heir of “unlimited profits.

He left the study after Racke, and went
downstairs.

Most of the fellows were out of doors.

Levicon proceeded first to the Third Form
Room in search of his minor. The ITorm-room
was empty.

The Fourth Former went out into the quad-
rangle.. A good many of the fags of the Third
were in sight, but Levison minor was not among
them.

D’Arey minor, Frayne, and Reggie Manners
were on Little Side watching the junior match.

“That low

“I’ve chucked up

b

They were the three with whom Trank chiefly
consorted; but the fag was not with them.

Levison’s brows cogfracted a little as he came
along to the group of fags.

“Do you know where my minor is?”’

Wally D’Arcy looked around.

“Your minor? Some\shere between here and
Southampton, I suppose.’

Levison started. :

“What do you mean? Has he gone out?”

“Didn’t you know? Talbot’s taken him with
him. He’s gone to Southampton to see an uncle
or something, and he asked Frank if he’d like .
a run, Frank said he would, you bet! We'd
have gone, too,”” said Wally, in rather an
aggrieved tone. “But it didn’t seem to occur
to Talbot to ask us.”

“Irank’s gone to Southampton with Talbot?”
rep(%atod Levison, hardly able to believe his ears.

“Vog.?

he asked.

“ It was the rainy weather did it, chief 2"’

Half-a-crown has been awarded to

Jaffrey
Graham, ‘ Breezy Bit,”” Dymchurch, Kent.

Levison did not reply. |

He turned on his heel and walked away, his |
brow black and his eyes glittering.

He did not reflect that Frank did not know |
anything about Tom Merry’s offer, and that, with
his usual carelessness, he had not mentioned to the
fag that the League match at Abbotsford took
place that afternoon. |

But Frank had not even mentioned to him that
he was going. He had not taken the trouble to '
come to his study and say so, Levison thought

bitterly.

“Hallo! What a cheery face!”

It was the mocking voice of Crooke of the '
Shell.

'

Levison started and looked up.
Racke & Co. were starting. They came out of )
the School House as Levison reached it. 'The
expression on his face caused a grln to pass round !
among the black sheep of St. Jim’s.
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,600.
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Levison halted.

“You fellows off 7 he asked.

“Yes. Eilly ass not to cowe P caid Racke.

“T’ll come, if you ke

“My hat! That's a sudden change, isn’t i£7”
£ »d Mellish.

Levison did not heed him. e locked at Racke,
who gave a very cordial nod.

“Come on, then !” he said. “VYou're welcome!

“Will you wait a minute? I’ve "got a ecar
ordered. I shall have to ask Lathom to let me
phone and cancel it.”

“Right you are !”

Levison hurried into the House.

Racke & Co. gnrmed at cne auother.

“The merry niluor is goinur to be left on the
beach this affernoon, after all,” Racke remarked.
“Levnon ordered that car to take him out, he
told me.”

Mellish burst into a chuckle.

“Did he? Why, I saw Levison minor start off
with Talbot an hour ago !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” rcared Racke
him in the lurch! Ha, ha, ha !”

Racke & Co. were still chuckling when Levison
came out of the Fouse again.

Levison glanced at them souarly, but he made
no remark, and he was very silent as he went
out of the gates with the shady trio.

The die was cast now.

122

“His minor’s left

CHAPTER 3.
A Shock for Gussy!
“BAI Jove! You will have to pull your socks
up, deah boys!

»
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy made that
remark at half-time

Gordon Gay & Co. of the Grammar School had
played up remarkably well in the first half.

The St. Jim’s team missed Talbot on the wing.
The Grammarians had scored the only goal that
had been taken—hence Arthur Augustus’ remark
to his comrades.

Jack Blake left off sucking a lemon to glare at
his aristoeratic chum.

“You'll have to pull up your socks, you mean!”
he growled.

e cally, Blake

“We've got to pull up!” said Figgiz‘;s of the
New House. “I was afraid it would be a bit
doubtful with so many School House chaps in the
team o

“TFathead !I” said half a dozen voices in unison.

“Luckily, there’s a New House chap in goal,”
said Figgins.

“Pity old Talbot isn’t here!” said Redfern.
“He’s a good man. though he's a School House
duffer! Julian isn't half so good.”

“Thanks !” said Julian, laughing.

*\Vell, it’s a fact, vou know”

“Julian is quite a wcliable playah,”
D’Arcy.

“Time !” said Tom Merry. “Leave off grousing,
you bourt‘x Form kids, and get going! And,
mind. we've got to beat thom 12

“Who are you calling kids, vou

“Bow-wow ! Cet a move on ”

The players went bhack into the field.
Gay & Co. lined up with smiling faces.
mol\cd on the mateh as won now.

3ut Tom Alerry & Co. had their
that.

The Grammarians began with an attack which

Tiie GEX LibRsry.—No. 1,600.
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own ideas about
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but Fatty

hrought them up to the St. Jim’s goal;
was not to be caught$

Wxnh, between the posts,
napping a second tinfe.

The fat Fourth Former was equal to the test,
and he drove out the ball twice, and Herries
cleared to midfield.

Then came Tom Merry’s chance.

The 8t. Jim’s forwards were on the ball, and
the Grammarian half-backs were for the moment
scattered. The front line went forward, passing
the ball like clockwork. = They swept down the
field. Figgins was robbed of the ball by a Gram-
marian bacl but Julian, the outside-right, took
it fairly aw av from his foot and sent it to Tom
Merry at centre.

Tom drove it home before the goalleeper knew
that 1t was coming.

There was a roar from the crowd round the
ropes:

“Goal?

“Hurrah |7

St. Jim’s had equaiized in the first ten minutes
of the second half.

The Grammarian goalie tossed out the ball, and
the players went back to the centre of the feld.

The game restarted, zmd there was hard play
for some time, neither side succeeding in getting
fairly away.

Both sides were making great efforts, but the
minutes ticked off, and nothing came of them. .

Lefevre of the Fthh the rcfelee, looked at his
watch. It was close on time now, and the match
looked like being a draw.

The S8t. Jim’s players, however, made a final
effort. The forwards closed in on goal, and
Arthur Augustus dashed in to take a hoped-for
pass from Blake.

“This way, Blake1” he ejaculated.

But Blake was deaf; he sent the ball
centre.

Tom Merry secured it, but ke went over under
a charge. Before the enemy could nail the ball
Figgins had it, and he drove it out to Julian as
he was tackled.

Julian rushed the ball along the rn:at wing,
and passed just as he was tackled by a back.
Arthur Augustus swerved in and te the pass
from Julian—a long pass that was not easy to
take, but which Arthur Augustus took with
graceful precision—and almost with the same
movement he sent the ball whizzing in.

The goalkeeper clutched at it a second too late.

Tom Merry sat up.

“My hat!?

“Goal 1”

“ All sewene, deah boy I'”" said Arthur Augustus.

The whistle went for time, and the r)la)ers
trooped off the field.

“A close thing, old fellow!” Tom Merry said
to Gordon Gay as they came off. “It was touch
and go!”

into the

“It was, by Jove!” agreed Cordon Gay.
“Gussy is a prize-packet!” He cmnpod the swell
of St. Jim’s upon the shoulder. ‘Good old

Gustavus I¥

St. Jim’s had won, after all, and the Gram-
marians’ team was beaten. But the beafen team
took it quite cheerfully, and they staved to tea
at St. Jim’s.

Darkness had fallen when
home, some of the St. Jim's fc‘lm\c W
of the way with them.

Tom Merry, Manners and Lowther, and D'Arcy
and Blake walked half-wav to the raninar

they tad “fop
g part
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The match flared up and the juniors crowded round the inert form D’Arcy had tripped over in the lane. ¢

i It’s a tramp——"" began Manners.
surprise.

School with the footballers on their return. They
parted at the crossroads and sauntered back
towards St. Jim’s, discussing the match.

“We've had good luck !” Tom Merry remarked.
“We didn’t miss old Talbot as much as I
expected !”

“Wathah not, Tom Mewwy! As a mattah of
fact, I came very neah gettin’ a goal in the first
half 1 ;

“And why didn’t you?” demanded Lowther.

“RBlake bumped into me, you know !”

“What?” said Blake.

“You wemembah bumpin’ into me, deah boy!”
said Arthur Augustus innocently.

“I don’t!” said Blake. “I remember you
bumping into me! But I'm going to bump into
you now.”

“Yawooh !” roared Arthur Augustus, as Blake
did bump mto him with surprising suddenness.

The swell of St. Jim’s staggered, and collapsed
into the damp grass by the roadside.

“You-uttah ass!” he shrieked. “On2

Arthur Augustus broke off suddenly. =S

“What is it?” asked Tom Merry, in astonish-
nient.

“There’s somethin’ in the gwass

“What 7"

“It's—it’s a body!”

3}

& No, it’s not, it’s a St. Jim’s fellow,’”” gasped Tom Merry in,
¢ Great Scoit—it’s Levison !’

CHAPTER 4.

A “Good Time **!

66 HAT price a little game?”
Racke of the Shell spoke very jovially.
Racke & Co. were enjoying themselves,
after their. fashion, They had arrived at
that delectable place, the Frivolity, in Wayland.
They had seen the matinee through—a low,
coarse entertainment, that appealed to the taste

of Crooke and Mellish and Racke.

Tevison had sat through it rather grimly.
Blackguard as he was, Levison was sensitive, and
the stupid vulgarity of the Friv got on his nerves.

The entertainment was over, and the four
pleasure-seekers had left the hall, from which the
audience were streaming. But they did not go
out with the audicnce. Therc was a restaurant
attached to the building, but even Racke’s nerve
was not equal to sitting there in the full glare of
light. He had engaged a private room for his
spread, and thither the party were led by a side
passage.

The lavishness of the feed made Racke’s com-
panions open their eyes, used as they were to the
extravagance and swank of the heir of Racke &
Haclke. i

Aubrey Racke was a person of consequence here.
A considerable amount of the elder Racke’s

Tue Gem Lmrary.—No. 1,600.
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foriune had boen expcnded at the Friv, and the
seedy old waiter’s eyes brightened at ‘the sight
of him.

Mellish of the Fourth was awed when he found
that the feed was costing Racke ten-and-six a
head, apart from any extras. And after the solid
pmtmn of the feed had been disposed of, wine
cigars, and c1gaxotteb were placed on the table
which certainly ran into a much larger cost than
the meal.

Mellish and Crooke enjoyed themselves
thoroughly.

Levison had cxpected to enjoy himself, oo, but,
somehow or other, it dm net come off. Pelhaps
his reform had gone deeper than he himself had
supposed. At all events, the low entertainment
had bored him, and he was now restless and dis-
satisfied, and haxdly spoke a word.

“By gad, you do things in style, Racke !” said
Mellish, with grea$ admuaixon‘ “Cheer up,
Levison ! V\’hat’ the matter with you?”

“\othmg growled Levison.

“He wants a drink,” said Racke, with a
chuckle. “Fill up your glass, Levison, my boy!
All safe here, you know !”

.Racke had already been drinking. Young as
he was, he was accustomed to strong liquors. But
Crooke and Mellish, though they considered it
awfully doggish to drink champagnre, were very
careful with it. They knew w hat to expect if they
turned up at the school showing the effects of it.

The waiter, at a sign from Racke, filled
Levison's gl ass to o\clﬂo\\'ing.

Levi ison nwde a gesture of repugnance.

“Oh, don’t be a goat!” said Racke. “Drink it
up !”
Lovison sipped the creamy liquid in the shallow

Bon't Be Grumpy
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glass; and then, ‘as if making up his m
denly, gulped it dgwn.

His eyes spalee ard his face flushed.

“That’s better |” said Racke, laughing.
what price a little game?”

“Pm your man!”

“Trot out the cards, Henry

The seedy old waiter b'*ou ht the cards

“Bridge ?” asked Crocke.

“Oh, blow bridge ! Nap 1” said Alellis

The four young rascals began to play.

ERARY

ind sud-

“ Now,

The thought of his minor came into Levison’s

mind, but it was only to harden his heart.
was at Southampton all the time. He
his brother in the lurch, and Le\xton W
master.

If Frank could have secen him now !

The thought of that enly brought a
grin to Levison’s face, and he flled
again.

Frank
had lefs
nis own

reckless

his glass

chke, who had a vein of malicious humour
in him, urged the champagne upon Le SRR
dering whether the newly-reformed Fourth

Former would finish squiffy. Rac
regarded that as very entertaining.

W rmd have

Levison, in his reckless mood, was an easy

victim.

The potent liguor was tmLﬂg upo
if be had hecAl accustomed to it,
enough to make him dizzy.

=
1. Even
d drunk

H]S face was flushed and his eves unnaturally
ves. y

bright, and his hand shook as Le
cards.

But, as sometimes happens, the ligqu
1euhnfr brain only brought out more cle

dled the

in his
arly the

cunning and astuteness of his nature, and he was

a winner all the time.

Crooke and Mellish and Racke
and again, and two of them, at
leok very ill-humoured.

Meliish was not rash, by any
Crooke, though he was wealthy, was
close.

Levison’s luck n‘ouﬁhL dark loo‘“
and Racke, careless as he was with nmone
to look less cordial.
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“T'm done!” growled Meliish, at last.

“Same here !” muttered Crooke. “Yo
the dickens own luck, Levison !”

Levison laughed excitedly. IIe had fiv
pounds before him.

“ What about you, Racke?”

“Qh, I'll sce you out !” said Racke.

The two went on playing. Thc 1
fumes of the wine had given Crocke 2
a headache, and they felt that they
enough of Racke’s party.

They slipped out of the room, left the
by a aide door, and started for home,

“Racke and Levison hardly noticed them

oKge

w've got

and t
Mellish

had had

building

go.

They went on playing, _:moknw the while and
occasionally taking a sip at the glasses the

obsequious Henry filled for them.
Racke threw down the cards at last

curge.

“Had enough?” grinned Levison.

“Yes. Confound the cards! Your l

little too good for me !” said Racke, with
sneer,
Levison’s flushed face became redder.
was no misunderstanding Racke’s mean
“If you mean
Racke shrugged his shoulder

with a

ack is a
a bitter

There

> began Levison sav ag ely.

Under the influence of wine and the close

o

atmosphere of the room and his losses, Racke was

feeling extremely seedy and disagreeable.

At such
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moments his sullen and suspicious nature had fuall

ay.

“I’'ve had enough of you and your luck!” he
sneered. “Go and eat coke!”

Levison rose unsteadily to his feet.

“You rotten cad !” he said thickly.

“Gentlemen !” murmured Henry.

Levison made a movement towards Racke, and,
to his surprise, his legs failed him, and he had to
catch at the table for support.

Racke burst into a sardonic laugh.

“Tipsy, by gad! Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s a lie!” muttered Levison, holding on to
the table and gazing dizzily across at Racke.

“Pull yourself together, you fool !” said Racke
contemptuously. “I've got a taxi waiting outside.
It’s time we were off !”

“I'm not coming with you, you cad 1”

“You'd better,” grinned Racke. “You can’t
walk |7

“Lise 12

“Gentlemen !” protested Henry again. He
helped Racke on with his coat, Levison gazing on
stupidly the while.

“Are you coming ?” asked Racke, when he was
ready to go.

“Go and eat coke !”

Racke shrugged his shoulders and quitted the
room. Levison was in a disagreeable temper and
ready to quarrel. He blinked at Henry, who was
busying himself about the table. = With  quick
suspicion Levison snatched up his money—not
before a currency note or two had disappeared.

“Your coat, sir,” said Henry. “Shall I call a
taxi, sir?”

“Yes!” muttered Levison,

He was hardly conscious of what followed. He
felt himself being piloted along a dark passage;
fresh air blew on his face—he realised that he
was sitting in a taxicab and that it was buzzing
away with him.

Levison came to himself with a start. The taxi
had stopped in a dark road and the driver was
looking in at the door, speaking.

“Eh? What?” stuttered Levison, trying to pull
himself together. He felt as if a floodtide was
roaring in his head.

“ Where to, sir?” the driver was saying.

“ 8. Jim’s—the school.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Hold on!” gasped Levison. Dizzy as he was,
he realised that it would not do to arrive at the

school in his present state in a taxicab. There
would be short shrift for him if he did. “Stop
in Rylcombe Lane. T’ll walk the last bit. Stop a

quarter of a mile from the school 1”

S Ripht, sin”

The taxi buzzed on again, and Levison fell into
a doze. He started out of it as the cab stopped
onece mere and the door openad,

“Here you are, sir!”

“Oh, all right!”

Lovison staggered up and larchied blindly out
of the cab. The fresh wind blowing on his face
revived him a little.

“How much ?” he mumbled.

“Six-and-six, sir.”

Levizon fumbled in his pocket and handed him a
red vurrency note.

The taxi buzzed away.

Levison stood in the dark road, looking di
abeut b He knew where he was—in Rylcom
Lane, between the cross-roads and the school.
Ie started towards St. Jim’s, but Lis legs wavered
under him. He paused.

“I can’t go in in this state,” he muttered

9

It was
wanted to make me

thickly,
Racke,
drunk

He knew that the liquor was having its way,
that his consciousness was going. With a last
effort he crawled out of the road into the grass,
out of the way of any passing vehicle. He sank
down in the damp grass. His dull eyes turned
upward—the stars were dancing to his sight, his

“Oh, what = silly fool I was!
the hound! He

1

Ce>s =
e

“One moment, listeners, whila 1 try to
: persuade the champion to speak to you.”

Half-a-crown has been awarded to R. Philips,
104, St. George’s Square, London.

head was racked—till consciousness went, and he
lay like a log in the damp .grass, breathing
stertorously.

CHAPTER 5.
Good Samaritans !
66 BODY 1”
Tom Merry & Co. uttered that exclama-
tion in startled chorus as Arthur Augustus
scrambled hastily out of the grass.

D’Arcy’s face was white,

“Yaas!” he gasped.

“What rot I” said Manners.

“I—I felt it there!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
“It threw me into a howwid fluttah! Tt's a
body 1”

Tom Merry felt in his pockets for a mateh-box.
It was intensely dark in the lane. A match {lared
out, and Tom, with a set face, stepped into the
grass, holding down the light.

A form in an overcoat was stretched there at
his feet.

“Can you see it, deah boy?” asked
Augustus.

“Yes,” said Tom in strained tones.
body asleep !”

“Oh, bar Jove !” said Arthur Augustus, greally
relieved.

The match went out,

“A tramp ?” asked Manners.

“A St. Jim’s chap!” said Tom in low tones.
“It’s Levison !”

“(ireat Scott !”

“Well, wake him up!” said Monty Lowther.
“The silly ass, to go to sleep there ! An hour of
it would give him enough rheumatism to last him
a whole term. Why don’t you shake him 7”

“I am shaking him,"”

Tre Gex Liprarv.—No. 1.600.

Arthur

“1t’s soine-*
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Tom Merry was bending over the silent fo;m
He had shaken Levison of the ¥ourth vigoro
but only a low grant had come from the ju
He could not wake. And the fume-laden hreath
of the slecper was quite sufficient to tell Tom
Merry what was the matter with n and why he
could not wake., Almost sick with disgust, the
captain of the Shell rose from the side of the
sleeper.

“What’s the mattah with him?” asked Gussy.

“He’s been drinking [

“Dwinkin’ 1”7 murmured Arthur Augustus, as if
he could hardly believe his ears.

“You mean to say he's—he’s
stamimered Blake.

“Yes.”

“Oh, great Scott !”

\Ionty Lowther struck a match, and all the
juniors looked at Levison. He lay like a log in
the grass, his eyes closed, his mouth open, b\Path-
ing like a pig. Qomethmg like compassion
mingled with the horror and disgust they felt.

“What a go!” muttered Blake. “ We—we can’t
leave him here, you fellows!”

“We can’t take him to the school in that state,”
said Tom qulchly “He would be secen at once,
and—and:

“And kicked out to-morrow !” said Manners
grimly. “All the better! We don’t want boozy
beasts at St. Jim’s!”

“We don’t want to be the ones to give him
away,” said Tom \leny quietly.

£ \Vell no. But

“Te couldn’t have meant to get into that state,
of course. He’s been to some low den with Racke
& Co., I suppose.”

“So that was why he couldn’t play in the footer
match to-day,” growled Blake.

“He said he was going to take his minor out,”
said Tom. “I believed him at the time. He
looked as if he were telling the truth.”

“I don’t believe he could tell the truth if he
tried. But if he was with Racke, what the dickens
‘did Racke desert him in this state for?”’

“Blessed if I know! What are we going to
do??

. “The gates will be locked soon,” said Manners.
“If we don’t buck up we will be locked out.”

“We can’t desert the rotter !” said Tom Merry.

“No. But what—"

“We can’t take him in. He would be spotted at
once. We've got to look after him somehow.”

“Yaas, wathah! It’s howwid, but it’s up to us,
deah boys.”

“Get him out of the grass, anyway !” said Tom,

The juniors grasped Levison and lifted him up.
Levison’s eyes did not open. He lay like a Iog
in their arms.

“Bai Jove
tered Arthur Augustus.
tap-woom !

“Smoke and booze!” said Lowther grimly.
“How rxppmrr for St. Jim’s, if it got out!”

“It mustn’t get out!” said Tomn \mnry hastily.
“We've got to look after him somehow.
shouldn’t wonder- if it’s Racke’s fault. Levison
wasn’t such a rotten beast as this before Racke
came, anyway. Racke ought to be in a reforma-
tory.”

“I dare say he'll get there some day,” grinned
Lowther, But the quettlon before the miceting
is, what are we going to do with this rotter?”

““Blessed if I know 17

“ Somebody mi ight pass and sce us any minute,”

aid Maaners. “I believe Railton’s in RﬂuO[l}be <
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drunk ?

! What a disgustin’ wottah !” mut-
“Tle smells like a howwid
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“Get hm away from the road. There’s a barn
across the field. Get Mim there !”

“It’s wathah muddy in the field, Tom Mewwy.”

“Oh rats|?

“But I wathah fezm I should ma
feahfully muddy

“You could walk on your hands,
Monty Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah-—7"

“Come on!” said Tom.
cad !”

“Upon the whole, T will wisk the mud, as we
are bound to be Good Samawitans in the cires.’

“Yes. Don’t jaw I”

”\Veallv Blake

“Are we looking after Levison, or are ws listen-
ing to a jawbone solo by Gussv?” asked Monty
Lowther,

“Weally, Lowthah

“0Oh, come on!” said Tom.
pass.”

Levison was carried through the nearest gap
in the hedge With the insensible junior in their
grasp, the ‘chums of St. Jim’s stumbled across the
dark field. They weltered in mud as thev went,
and the state of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
cl(gant boots was soon hepeless.

‘Here’s the barn 1”?

They found their way

Manners struck a match.

Levison was laid on a heap of dry straw.

“ And now, O king, what's the merry pro-
gramme ?’ a\ked Lowther.

“We can’t leave him alone,” said Tom. “One
of us ought to stay. I'li =tay if you like, and
you fellows can get back.”

“Wats 1”

“He mayn't come to for an hout or more,” said
Tom

“Nice job for us, Iookln after a boozy cad!”
growled Blake. “And we’ll-all see it through 1"

And the juniors waited, with what paue‘lue they

could muster, for Levison to come to his senses.

my boots

33

suggested

“Bear a hand with the

“Somebody may

into the barn, and

CHAPTER 6.
Levison is Lucky !
RNEST LEVISON'S eyes opened.
He blinked round wildly in the darkness.
His head was racked with pain, his eyes
heavy as lead. He wondered what had happened
and where he was.

As he moved, & throb of pain went through his
aching head, and he groaned aloud. Then a voice
was hemd in the g]oom

“Bai Jove! The wottah’s comm’ to,
boy~ 2

D’Arcy I muttered Lcn=on, in bewilderment,

*“Yaas, you weptile !”

" \Vhom am I?” muttered the wretched junior,
plebsmg his hand to his throbbing brow.

deah

“You're in the barn by R\!combn Lane,” said
Tom Merry.

“I remember now. I went to sleep.” muttered
Levison confusedly. How did I get here?”

“We carried you here.”

::You,found me?”

“Oh1” mumbled Levison. My head! What

a thundering fool I've heen !”

“Right on the wicket !” agreced Blal

Levison sat up, The fumes of wine were still in
his head and he was dizzy, though he fvas recover-
ing himself. But the ache was terrible.

ol feN down in the lane,” he mutte “What
did you bring me here for?”
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| LAUGH
THESE |

OFF!

—with Monty
Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

* XNewrnber of Foreign Tourists Falling,”
runs a headline. Well, why donr’t they look
where they are going ?

Story : “ You will suffer. from poverty until
you are forty,” said the seaside fortune teller
to Crocke of the ‘Shell. ‘ And after that ?”
queried Crooke hopefully. * You’il get used
to it,”’ eaid the fortune teller.

As fhe fifteen-stone specimen said on
entering the library : “° I like to come here
and lose myself in a boolk!”’

Story (again): “ I wish you wouldn’t whistle
while you work, Joggs,” said the employer.
*“ It’s all right, sir,” replied the office boy. ‘I
wasn’t working.”

The Head’s gardener tells me it is a prob-
lem to know what to plant just now. Sow
what ?

Animals have a sense of humour, says Mr.
Linten., Anyway, we know horses are fond of
chaff.

Remember, thin men may be honest, bui
fat rwen clways find it difficult to stoop to
aenything low.

Quick one: “ I buy dirt cheap and sell in
the highest markets,” safl the big business man.
“ Do you agree with my policy 277 “ I can't
say,”. replied the quiet little man. * You see,
I never buy dirt.”

Overheard in Rylcombe : “ And is the
chin strap to keep your helmet en ? 7’ ashed
the American visitor of P.-c, Crump. *‘ No,
sir,” wreplied Crump poliently. * IP’s to
rest my jow after answering questions.”’

“What will a two-pound jar of strawberry
jam fetch ? ” asks Dighy. No end of wasps.

A foreigner says our English weather

doesn’t agree with him. Newver mind—

it often doesn’t agree with our weather
forecasters, either.

Ak.vays bear in mind that the hotter the argu-
ment becomes the cooler it leaves some friend-
ships.

Biust tell yow this: I hear a burglar
caught in Rylcombe was described in court
as a wpery handsome young man. A thing
of booty ?

I want a hat that will suit my head,” said
Grundy, entering a hatter’s in Wayland. * Cer-
tainly, sir,” replied the hatter. “ A soft one ?”

One for the ‘ Professor’’ : ¢ Sk’impole is
very systematic, isn’t he ? ' asked Kangaroo

of Talbot. ¢ Yes, wvery,” agreed Talbot, -

‘¢ he works on the theory that you can find
whatever you want when you don’t want it
by looking where it wouldn’t be if you did
want it

Did you hear about the chap who learned
to be a circus acrobat in ten trapeasy lessons ?

Then there was the efficiency expert who
walked in his sleep so that he could get his
cxercise and his rest af the same time.

Y
"%
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“To get you out of sight.”

“Thauk you!”

“You needn’t thank us,” said Tom Merry
¢oldly.*“1t would have served you right if we'd
left you there, or taken vou to St. Jim’s as you
were. 1 don’t know whether we're doing right
in keeping this dark.” ;

“You can sneak to the Housemaster if you
like,” sneered Levison.

“Bai Jove! Do you think Levison is in a fit
condition for me to give him a feahful thwashin’,
Tom Mewwy?”

““Oh, don’t be a silly ass!” grunted Levison.
“What’s the time ?”

Tom Merry scratched a match and looked at
his wateh.

“Half-past cight.”
Levison scrambled to his feet, sick and dizzy.
“Half-past eight! There’ll be a row over this.
. You fellows needn’t have stayed here.”
 “Well, we did,” said Tom Merry curtly., “Can
you walk alone now?” :
“I—T think so.”
“Let’s get off, then!” said Blake.
juniors left the barn. Levison followed
them unsteadily, suppressing a groan of pain.

Tom Merry took hiz arm and led him along.
celing wealk and flabby enough now,

Levison wa
and he was glad of the assistance.

The captain of the Shell piloted him across the

darlk fields to the road.

‘You think you've recovered enough to show

up ab St. Jim’s, Levison ?” Tom Merry asked.

“Yes. I've only got a headache. Ilave you seen
anything of the others—Racke and Crooke and

Mellish ?”
“Nething !”

“I suppose they're home long ago. Hang

122

them

“Did they leave you in that state?” asked

lalke.

“I came home alone; I had a bit of a row with

Racke. Oh, my head!”

““Might have been a bit better to play in the

match,” said Blake dryly.

“I wish I had. Onuly I couldn’t, you see; I had

to take my minor out.”

“¥You had your minor with you with Racke?”

exclaimed Tom,
Levison laughed harshly,

“No; I didn't take him out, after all, as it

Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 1.600.
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happened. Never mind why. But—but T thought
1 was going to, when you offered me ¢he r]ace in

the team. It was too late afterwards, I’d have
played, only you'd started the gamne. How did
it go?”?

“\Ve beat the Grammar School.”

“Good! T wish I'd been there; and so I should
have been, but for—but never mind. Oh, how my
head aches!”

Levison did not speak again as the juniors
tramped home to the school.

Tom Merry helped him all the way.

Tom was puz7lod Levison’s disjointed words
were curious enough. Tom wondered whether a
quarrel with his minor had been the reason of
this blackguardly cutbreak. Levison’s reform had
certainly come to a very sudden end, and it had
ended in a far grosser blackguardism ’than he had
ever been gullty of before.

The juniors reached the school gates at last,

and Manners rang the bell. .

Taggles came grunting down to the gates.

He eyed the juniors grimly as he admitted them.

“Which you're to report to Mr. Railton in his
study,” he grunted.

“Thank you vewy much, Taggles!
you are sowwy we are in a scwape.”
Whereat Taggles grunted again.

look sorry, as a matter of faft

“T'm gomg up to the dorm before I sce
Railton,” muttered Lenson “There’s smoke
1 T want to wash my
mouth olit—there’s a niﬂ of booze. You fehc\\s
might wait. If we all go in to Railton togethe
it will look better.”

“Bai Jove, T hope you are not goin’ to tell him
any lies, Jevison! I should wefuse to be dwawn
into any lies.”

“Oh rats!”

Tom Merry & Co. entered the School House,
and Levison cut-upstairs at once. “He was anxious
to remove all signs of the late orgy before he
interviewed the Housemaster. Rven Levison’s
nerve failed him at the thought of what would
follow if Mr. Railton guessed the truth.

“Hallo! You've got back?” said
coming down the passage with Dighy.
on earth have you been?”

“You're late for prep,” remarked Dig.

‘We've been playin’ the Good Samawitan, deah
boys. Pway don’t ask any questions, as we are
keepin’ it dark.”

“Shurrup, you ass ! murmured Blake. Half a
dozen fellows had heard Arthur Augustus’ remark,
and they stared, as well they mwnt

“Waeally, Blake I was not goin’ to say any-
thin’ about Levison.”

“Levison !” exclaimed Gore.
been doing 7

“Pway don’t ask any questions, Gore

I am suah

He did not

Herries,
“Where

“YWhat’s Levison

(ED)

“What on earth has happencd?”
Kangaroo of the Shell.

“Gussy wants suffocating!” said Monty
Lowther. .

“I should wefuze to be suffocated, Lowthah;
and I twust you fellows are goin’ to be discweet.
Levison would get into an awful wow if—yawooh !
What feahful beast stamped on my foot?”

“1 did!” said Blake, in sulphurous tones.
“And I’ll cfamv) on your silly mouth next, if you
don’t keep it closed.

“You uttah ass

“You are to report voursel\cs to Mr. Railton,

Tue Guov Liersry.—No. 1.600.
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asked
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you young rascals!” said Kildare of the Sixth,
coming into the Hall,

_ “Wight-ho, Kilfare! We're waitin’ for
Levison.” e
“Eh? Where’s Levison, then?” asked the
captain of St. Jim’s.
"Gone up to the dorm, deah boy
He—he’s rather muddy!” stammered Tom
Merry.

Kildare nodded, and passed on. Levison c‘hna
downstm“s at last. Ho had brushed his clothes,
washed his face, brushed his hair, and rinsed his
mouth .out thoroughly. Save for his demdw pale-
ness, he had few traces to show of what he had
been through.

“Come on!” said Tom Merry abruptly.

The delinquents proceeded to Mr. Railton’s
study, and Tom knocked at the door.

The Housemaster’s deep voice bade them enter.
He eyed them with severe inquiry as they came
into his study.

“Ah! &ou are all here?” he §aid
missed call-over! Have you only just returncc

“Yes, sir.”

“Where have you been?”

“We went home with the Grammar qc‘mul
chaps, sir,” said Tom, speaking for himself and
his companions. Levison could speak for him:
if he chose.

“You should not hawe stayed so late.
Railton. “ However, there is no o grea
You will take fifty lines each.”

“Very well, sir.”

The juniors retired from the study, glad that
the Housemaster had asked nothing further. Tom
had an uneasy feeling that, as Mr. Railton had
evidently taken his statement to include Levison,
he had been guilty of something like (IGCEpthH,
but he did not see how eise he could have
answered. He had not spoken for Levison, and
Levison had not chosen to speak.

Levisen grinned as they came out of the =tudy.

“Thank you!” he said. “You got me clear.”

“I wasn't speaking for you,” said Tom hotly
CIf you choose to leave R::mlton under a nuaal,c,
that is your business, not mine.”

“It’s all the same to me. I'm clear, anyway.”

“Weally, Levison, as  Wailton is undah a
misappwehension, that amounts to falschood on
your part,” said Arthar Augustus thoughtfully.

“Go hon!”

“Yaas, it appeahs so to me, and I should
wecommend you to go in again and make a clean
bweast of it to Wailton.”

“And I should recommend you to apply for the
first vacant cell at Colney Hatch,” said Levison

T o
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elf,

? satd My
t harm done.

coolly, and he walked away before the indignant

Gussy could think of

anything
erushing to say in reply. :

<ufﬁc1ent1y

CHAPTER 7.
Bitter Blood !

RANK LEVISON came into his brother's
study with a ruddy, cheerful face. It was
evident that Levison minor had enjoyed

himself that afternoon with Talbot.

He had come there to tell his brother all about
the excursion to Southampton, full of cheery
confidence. Only Levison major was in the room, .
and he was smoking a cigarctte. Frank started.
Levison locked at him, enjoying* the expression
that came over the fag’s face.

Frank made no remark upon it, however. It
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was not his business
brother.

“I've been to Southampton,” he said.

“Yes, I've heard so,” said Levison, with a nod.

“Talbet took me with him. Ripping of him,
wasn’t it?”

“Very ripping!”

Levison’s manner scemed to have the effect of
a cold douche upon ¥rank. The bright confidence
faded a little from his face.

“I've seen the place, and the ships,” he said.
“I went with Talbot to see Colonel Lyndon before
he went on the boat.- Then he took me round the
place to show it to me. It's a jolly place. I've
had a ripping afternoon, Ernie |”

“Good

to preach to his elder

Frank hesitated. Levison blew out a cloud of

smoke, and stared at the fire.

“ Anything wrong, Ernie?” asked Frank, after
a pause.

~*“No.- Why 2

“You seemn different, somehow. I—I thought
you'd be picased,” said Frank. “You like Talbot
to take me cut, don't you?”

“Of course.”

“You toid me s0,” said Frank. “Are you seedy
to-day, Ernie? You look rather white.”

“No.»

Frank locked considerably discouraged.

That something was wrong with his major he
could sense, and evidently it concerned himself
and his trip as Talbot’s guest to Southampton.
But what it was he had no idea. Irnic.could
hardly take exception to Talbot. Hadn’t he said

that he admired the Toff, and considered him a
What was it, then?

decent fellow ?

Levison gave a violent start as a dark shadow loomed before him in the gloom.

a voice.
cad !’ he snarled.

Tha Fourth Former gasped with relief as he recognised his brother's voice.
¢ Are you spying on me ? **
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Anxiously the fag searched his brother’s face
for an answer, but Ernest Levison's expression
was inscrutable. He Fad a far-away look in his
eyes, as though the fag's presence was a matter
of very little interest to him.

“1 looked for you before T went, Frnie. I
couldn’t speak to you. You were in Herr
‘Schneider’s study.”

“Yes; he was jawing me,” assented Levison.

“But I knew you'd be glad for me to go.”

“QOh, ves.”

Another pause.

Levison did not break the silence. All the
cheeriness had gone out of the fag’s face now, and
he looked uncomfortable and miserable:

“I—1 say, Ernie—">

“Well?2”

“You didn't want me this afternoon, did you?”

“No. Why should I?” :

“1 suppose you're waxy about something,
the fag. “You might tell me what it is.”

“Quite a mistake,” said Levison, his tone bely-
ing his word, as he intended it should. “I'm
feeling a bit seedy, that’s all !”

” said

“Do you want me to clear off 7 broke out
Frank abruptly.

“Please yourself.”

“I—I thought you'd like me to go with
Talbot,” said Frank, in a low voice. “It was

jolly kind of him. I—I wouldn’t have gone if
I'd known you were going to be rusty about it.
I don’t see why you should.”

“0h, rot I

“Do—do—do you want me to come with you to

““Ernie!’”’ whispered
< You little

Tar Gem Lierarv.—No. 1,600.
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see the match at Abbetsford, when it comes off 7

said Frank,
= 11“ It’s rather late for that,” said Levison satiric-
ally.

“When is i?”

“This afterncon.”

“Oh!” said Frank. He began to understand
now. “I didn’t know it was to-day, Erni Did
you look for me ?”

“QOh, T just lcoked round,” said Levison care-
lessly. ;

“1 didu’t kucw. You didn’t tell me it was to-
day,” said Frank. “You told me last week
you'd take me when 1t came off; but I didn't
know it was this Wednesday. You aidu’t say.”

“The date was in the local papcr 3

“I never look in the local paper,” said Frank.
“If I’d known, of course, I shouldn’t have gone
to Southampton to-day.”

“What rot!” said Le\ ison.
football match any time.”

“Well, I should have asked you first,” said
Frank. “I didn’t know.”

“Then there’s no harin done !”

“I—I'm sorry !”

“Nothing to be sorry about that I can see,” said
Levison airily. “I had a good time this after-
noon ; much better than taking a fag to 2 football
mateh. It was rather a relief, in fact.”

Frank looked at his brother. Levison puffed
away at the cigarette, and stared into the fire.

Frank went slowly to the door again. This
time he did not turn back. He left the study,
and closed the door behind him.

Levison shrugged his shoulders,
fresh cigarette.

Frank felt miserable as he went down the
passage. All the happiness of that afternoon was
blotted out now. He had unwittingly offended
his major, and Levison, in his sulky temper, was
evidently determined fo make the most of the
offence.

A cheery voice hailed the fag as he passed
Study No. 6

“ What’s the twouble, deah boy?”

“Fh? Nothing!” said Frank quickly. And he
hurried on before the good-natured swell of St
Jim’s could ask any further questions.

His little face was clouded as he came back
into the Third Form Room.

The fags’ evening prep was over, and Mr. Selby
was gone.

“Hallo, you’re not locking verv cheery for a
kid who's been on holiday,” said Wally. “Fagged
out—what 7’

“T'my a bit tired,” said Frank.

“Seen your major?” grinned Hobbs. “Was he
rusty ? He came looking for you after he’d done
his 1mpot, and you should have seen his face when
we told him you’d gone off \Vlth Talbot! He was
going to take you somewhere.”

“He looked very ratty,” grinned Joe Fla)ne
“'As e been lickin’® you, young Levison?”

“Of course he hasn’t,” said Frank indignantly.

“Well, he lcoked as if he would,” said Hobbs.
“Jolly savage, I can tell you. Your major is a
sulky beast, Levison minor !’

“He's qothmg of the sort!” snapped Frank.
“ And if you say that again, I'll punch your head,
Hobby 1

“Will you, by gum?” said Hobbs.

“You can see a

and lighted a

P Ves | will® .
“Your major’s a sulky beast!” roared Hobbs
defiantly.

3 terrific comn-
And when

Arnd the next moment there was
bat raging in the Third Form Room
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,600
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the Third went up to thelr dormitory, both
Levison mincr and Hobbs showed traces of war,
and exchanged glagces of mutual defiance.

CHAPTER 8.
The Downward Path!

EVISON’S refcrm had caused a considerable
amount of surprise among thé feilows who
knew him.

Most of them had wondered how long it would
last; and the general opinion was that it would
not last long.

The fellows who had opined that it would not
last long had a right now to rank themselves
among the prophets.

It had not lasted long.

Levison’s outbreak on that half-holiday had
opened the eycs of Tom Merry & Co., and showed
them that it was still the old Levison they had to
deal with.

Levison’s new keenness on footer, and his im-
provement generally, had caused Tom Merry &
Co. to come round, and they had been quite pre-
pared to welcome Levison. At his best, he was a
valuable player for the House, and Tom Merry
was ready to let bygones be bygonek, and give
Levison his fair share in the games.

That cutbreak, however, chilled Tom; and
from that time he let the black sheep of the
Fourth severely alone.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who had been quite
cordial to Levison since the surprising new leaf
had been turned over, did not take the trouble to
conceal his utter scorn and disgust, and he never
spoke to the cad of the Fourth if he could help it.

Levison had slipped back into his old ways, and
worse than his old ways, and the decent fellows
in the House wanted to have nothing to do with
him.

Even with his minor, Levison was not on good
terms.

He had surprised everybody by his regard for
his minor, and by the change he had made in his
manners and customs since Frank’s arrival at St.
Jim’s. That also had not been expected to last
loeng.

It was over now. ;
Frank had been accustomed to come into his
major’s study to help with his lessons, and to tell
him all his little troubles and get h15 advice. But

he never came into Levison major’s study now.

He waited for a sign of encouragement, and he
did not receive it.

Levison, in his sulky and resentful mood, felt
that everybody was down on him, and he looked
for friends where he was certain of finding them:.

Racke and Crooke, Clampe and DMellish, and
their set, welcomed him back with open arms.

Levison had been a deserter from their honour-
able society, and they felt that it was one up
against Tom Mérry & Co. for him to rejoin then.

Trank Lewion could not fail to be aware of his
brother’s downward progress, but the few remarks
he made were so sharply snubbed that he =aid no
nore.

The brothers met seldom, and hardly
they met.

Neither did Frank see much of Talbot of +he
Shell. His excursion to Southampton with Tatbo
seemed to be the cause of all the trouble, un-
reasonable as it was. But Frank could not help
suspeeting that his major had chosen to be ratty
about that as an excuse for his own conscience:
He was tired of the path of reform, and he wauted

spoke when
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. Detective Kerr
~ Investigates

No. 13.

Who Took
D’Arcy’s
Wallet ?

NE half-holiday, seeing two big cabin planes

on Wayland Aerodome, Blake, D’Arcy,
{erries, and Digby suddenly resolved to go
up. They were loaded with footer gear, a match
arranged at Wayland having been put off at the
last moment; but, seeing Baggy Trimble, Blake &
Co. dumped their gear for ‘rimble to look after
and ran for one of the planes, both of which were
doing five-bob flips. After an enjoyable flight, the
juniors collected their belongings—but Gussy dis-
covered his pocket wallet had gone. Trimble
hastily disclaimed all responsibility, and at that
moment ‘‘Deteetive ” Kerr, with Figgins and
Wynn, sirelled on the scene.

ie

say, Kerr, here’s a fine chance for you

to inve
KErr: Why, w
TriMeig: "This rotter D'Arey
pinching his wallet.
D’Agrcy: Bai Jove, I have done nothin’ of the
kind. I was merely askin’ you, Twimble, if
you had seen any suspicious chawactahs
awound whilst we were flyin’
TrivBre: No, I didn’t. And I think you were a
careless idiot to leave money in your sports
blazer, anyway! Anybody might have seen
the wallet sticking out of the breast pocket
and hooked it out.
Kerr: Likely enough. Where were you whilst
: these fellows were up in the air, Trimble?
TriuBLE : In the buffet most of the time, after I'd
watched that other plane taxi over to the
hangar. - Blake just dumped their kit at my
feet, and told me to guard it, as though I
were Herries’ bulldog, or something! Like
your cheek, Blake, if you ask me!
Braxe: Shall T wring his neck now; Gussy, or wait
till Kerr has finished questioning him ?
Kerr: Actually, I shouldn’t think Trimble is a

TrIMBLE: I

accuses me of

thief.
TriveLE : Of course I'in not ! :
Buare: Well, no. Trimble is every kind of a

sneaking, spying toad; but I agree with you,
Kerr, he isn’t a thief.,

- Keer: Think hard, Trimble!
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Did you see any-
body whatsoever near the coats and bags you
were ‘asked to watch?

TrimBLE: Yes, I did. I loocked out of the buffet
once, and saw an aerodrome official looking at
the stuff—that chap over there with the sandy
moustache. Then I saw a village chap about
our own age snooping around, but he dis-
appeared. Oh, there he is—the fellow with the
piinples |

Kerr: Excuse me, but you saw these fellows dump
their gear just now before they went up?
Orrrenan: Yes. I svondered why they didn’t leave

it with the baggage clerk. But I suppose they
were in a hurry, as that was the last trip of
the afternoon.
Kerr: You didn’t sce anybody go near?
OrriciaL: No. But I was busy elsewhere.  Didn’t
I hear them tell your fat friend to keep.an
eye on it?

Kern: I believe we've met you before, when we
played Grimes and his men at Rylcombe. Isn’t
yvour name Perkins?

PerKINS : Yes. What of it ? :

KEre: Nothing, except that Trimble here says he
saw you near our baggage.

Perxins: Me? I jolly well ain’t pinched nothing,
if that’s what you mean !

Kerr: Well, we should hardly like to accuse any-
body without evidence. But we thought you
might have seen if anybody touched it?

Perxins: No, I didn’t see nothing. T tell you I
couldn’t have. I went up in that other plane,
so I was up in the air at the same time as they

were.

Kerr: If that’s so, Trimble was mistaken in
saying he saw you.

Perrins: Must have been. I saved up specially
for that five-bob trip—and I enjoyed it, every
minute |

Kerr: It’s certainly very nice—flying.
thrill, if 1t’s your first flight?

PerkINg: Yes. I'd never been up before.
the engines make a noise? Nearly deafened
me, they did. Then when she taxied along
and suddenly lifted—felt as though my head
was going to hit the roof, it did! Thought
my head would have burst, too, when the pilot
put on a bit of speed.  Could hardly get my
breath. Still, it was a fine trip. Sorry I
-didn’t see anything of your stuff. Have you
missed anything valuable ?

Kerr: Yes; and, as a matter of fact, I helieve
we're on the point of finding it !

(Car _you spot the thief?
page 33.)

Quite a

Don’t

The solution is on

a pretext for throwing it up. Certainly, spotless
conduct for several weeks must have been a
strain on Levison.

In his sulky mood, L.evison persuaded himself
that his minor did not care anything about him,
fl't_lat +the football crowd were glad to ‘be rid of

im.

He told himself that he had been a fool, and
that he would make up for lost time now. And
he did!

Levison had always been the most reckless of
the black sheep, but his recklessness now rather

alarmed his cronies. Racke & Co. wanted to have
what they called a good time, but they did not
want to run too much risk of being turned oub
of the school in disgrace.

Levison scemed to delight in risks. He made
the juniors stare by walking down the passage
with a cigarette in his mouth; though when
Lowther humorously called out “Prefect!” from
the stairs, the cigarette disappeared fast enough.
He would disappear after lessons, and return
barely in time for calling-over, and several times

Tae Gem Lirary.—No. 1,600.
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he missed calling-over, and told some story of a
puncture to account for his absence.

- Levison was in funds these days, owing to the
little game in the room at the “Friv.” ~ Racke
had had the pleasure of supplying him with funds.
He was making the money fly, too; but he fre-
quehtly joined in another little game in Racke’s

study which replenished his exchequer

He seemed to be, as Blake remarked, asking for
the sack, and when he was called into Mr.
Railton’s study one evening some of the fellovw
thought that the hour had come.

Trimble brought the message to Lev1=o
a gunnm(r face.

“Railton wants you, and he’s awfully ratty,” he
remarked. “You've been bowled out, old chap !”

Then Trimble yelled as Levison hurled a
dlCtIOllaly at him befme quitting the study.

“Yow-ow !” roared Trimble. “I hope it’s
sack, you rotter | -

Levison went jauntily downstairs,

He wondered which of his many delinquencies

had come to the Housemaster’s knowledge; but he
relied upon his nerve and his remarkable powers
of lying to pull him through.
Trimble confided to a good many fellows that
Levison had gone to the Housemaster  to be
EacI\cd and there was quite a general interest in
the interview.

Levison’s manner

with

the

was quite cool and
cerned as he entered Mr. Railton’s study
coolness had a tincture of impertinence
Mr. Railton did not fail to see.

said Levison.
have to speak to you very seriously,
n,” said the School House master. “On
n1¢ than one oeccasion my attention has been
directed to you. You have been punished very
frequently for breaking the House rules.”

“I am sorry you are not satisfied with me,
said Levison, as insclently as he dared.

“I am very far from satisfied with
Levison.
some time."

“You are very kind, sir.”

“I intend to be kind, TLevison, and also as
severe as may be needed. You have been punished
for smoking. If I am not m:«taApn there are
now stains o tobacco on your fingers.’

“Tiis ink, sir”

“Show me vour hands.’

Levison held out his hands for inspection. The
tell-tale brown stains on -the finger-tips could
scarcely be mistaken,

My, Railton frowned.

“Tuin _ ont  Your
commanded.

Levison hesitated. The summons to the House-
master’s study had come bnddcnly, and he had
not had time to prepare for it.

“You hear me?” said Mr. Railton sharply.

Levison obeyed slowly.

“Turn the lining out !” said Mr. Railton, when
the junior had (mp(mtgd several quite harmless

objects on the table.

There was 1o help for it.

Levison had to {urn out the packet of cigar-
attes and folded sporting paper that he had hoped
to keep concealed.

Mr. Railton’s
“Racing Tips.”

“So thlS is the kind of
Levison 77

“Oh, no, sir!” said Levison calmly.
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uncon-
His
which

“You sent for me, sir ?”
e

[

you,
I have been keeping an eye on you for

3

pockets, Levison!” he

eyes glecamed at the sight of

literature you read,

“T don’t
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read that paper. a parcel
1.7

“You can scarcely expect me to credit such a
statement, Levison. This shows to what pursuits
you are addicted.”

“I hope you do not think so; sir,
the insolence disappearing from his manner,
was bccmmmg to get alarmed.

“1 hope;” said M. Railton, “that you have
gone no farther than reading this rascally paper.
If I had good 1ea\on tc believe you guilty of
betting, Levison, I should take you to Dr. Holmes
at once to be dealt with.”

o 9f course, I rever do anything of the sort,
sir!

“I trust not.  You had better remember that
you are under observation, Levison,” said the
Housemaster sternly. “I do not wish to misjudge
you, bus I cannot trust you. Several re eports have
reached me lately of box belonging to this school
being seen about a certain low resort in Ryleom le
I would gladly believe that such reports are mer

I picked it up to wrap

»

said Levison,
He

gossip, and that no St. Jim’s boy would act in
so disgraceful a manner. But it is my duty to
make quite sure upon that point.”

“Ves, sie.”

“You have been late for calling-over many
times of late, and several times ¥y have gi\'eu
excuses that could hardly be believed,” said the

Housemaster, “Last time you told me syou had
bccn delayed by a puncture.”
“Yes, sir; rhm: was I}.L case.”

As i felt tnat i cou d nu; trust you. Levi
I made some inquiries, and fcund that you w
not on your bicyele at the time.’
“Oh!” muttered Levison. .

“A~ you were not cycling, you can scarcely
have been delayed by a puncture last evening,”
said Mr. Rdll\.o'l “You spoke falsely.”

S

“TI must now ask you, Levison, where ¥
on that occasion 7”’
“

I—TI’d been for a

G35

you were

long walk, sir.

“Nothing else?

*Nothing.”

“Then why did you give a false
late?”

S Nuld the first thing that came into my
head, sir.”

“If you have so little regard for the truth,
Levison, you can hardly expect your word to be
taken on any occasion.”

“I am sorry, sir. I will be more careful.”

“T adv ise you to be more careful. I need hal(”v
say that if jou should prove to be guilty of the
disgraceful conduct I cannot help su‘=pectm you
would be expelled from the school at once. You
may reflect upon the blow that would be to your
parents, Levison; also upon your own future
prospects if you ‘were turned out of the school
in disgrace.” Myr. Railton swept the cigarettes
and “Racing Tips ” into the fire. “On this occa-
sion, Levison, I shall not pumsh you. I give you
an opportunity for reflection. You may go!”

“Thank you, sir !” muttered Levison.

He left the study, his face a little pale. He had
had a narrow escape, and he knew it. He was
suspected—more than suspected—but his House-
master was willing to give him a chance

Frank Levison, with a scared face, was waiting
for him at the end of the passage. He had heard
Trimble’s tattle, and was almost white with
“nmoty

‘Ernie!” he pan’rcﬂ

Levison looked at him with a sardonic grin.

“Well 2 ke said.

excuse for being
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“Have you—have you—"
: “Have I been found out?” grinned Levison.
‘No; only suspected. The chopper has not come
down.” s

‘1‘ Oh, Frank, “if
on Y

“For goodness’ sake don’t give me any blether
snapped Levison irritably. And he walked on,
leaving his minor dumb.

2

Ernie,” faltered you'd

%

It

CHAPTER 9.
The Last Appsal!
ACKE and Crooke were waiting for Levison
in their study when he came back.
The two Shell fellows looked anxious.

Levison grinned as he saw their long - faces.
They evidently feared that something had come
out with regard to Levison, and that they might
be dragged into it.

“It’s all serene!” said Levison, lighting a
cigarette. “Railton is suspicious, that’s all.”

“1 think it’s time we drew in our horns a bit,”
said Crooke uneasily. “What did Railton have to
say?”

“He’s heard that St. Jim’s chaps have been
seen hanging round Joliffe’s place, and he thinks
I know something about it.”

“He didn’t mention us?”

“Not at all. I fancy he’s got an eye in your
direction though.”

“We'd hetter be a bit careful, then,” said
Racke. :

Levison sneered.

“Docs that mean that you're scared for

to-night ?” he asked.

“You can call it that if you like,” said Racke,
“hut I'm certainly not going to break bounds
to-night, with Railton on the qui vive.”

“What rot! He never comes spying into the
dormitories.”

“He might now he’s suspicious.”

“You can leave a dummy in your bed.”

“Suppose he found it there?”

“Qh, if you're nervous, you'd better stay in!”
said Levison scornfully. “What about you,
Crooke?” =

“T’'m jolly well giving it a miss—for a week at
least 1” said Crooke emphatically. “No good
running into trouble, that I can see. Better lie
low for a bit, that’s my opinion. You'd better
do the same.”

“0h, rats!”

“T’1l bet you won’t go!” sneered Racke. “You
can gas to us now, but you jolly well won’t go,
all the same! Anyway, I’'m not going! It's not
good enough!”

“Funk !” said Levison.

Racke shrugged his shoulders, and quitted the
room with Crooke. :

Racke was a good deal bigger rascal than
Tovison of the Fourth, but he was cautious.

Piggott of the Third looked into the study a
little later

“1 suppose you're
remark

“Yes.

“More fool you!” said Piggott. “Pm net! 1
shouldn’t wonder if old Railton keeps a very
special eye open for a night or two. 'Frimbie
says -

“Tlang Trimble!”

“FHang him as high as Haman, if you like,”
said Picgoty, “but I'm slicking in bed to-night,
I can tell you.”

not going to-night?” he
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PROFESSOR
SKIMPOLE’S
HOROSCOPE

This Week :
DICK REDFERN.

LEADER of the New House trio known as the New
Firm, second only in renown to Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynn, Dick Redfern struck me as having interesting
potentialities. He asked me to go and see him in the New
House at any time, but warned me to inform any fellow
who intercepted me that I was there as a visitor, by special
invitation, and not as a School House man intent on a
““rag.” Pratt, French, and Digges each challenged me
?:iore I reached ‘¢ Reddy’s ’> study, but I was permitted
pass.

I learned from Redfern that his birthday falls in the
period from April 21st to May 20th, making him a Taurian,
and placing him under Mars, of fiery porfent. The horo-
scope poinfs to one who is brave as can be, restless, chal-
lenging, an energetic seeker after the truth. Frequent
changes seem to be indicated, though success appears
certain. I can imagine Redfern as a free-lance journalist
achieving much fame.

“I'm glad you mentioned free-lancing, Skimpole,”’
admitted Redfern. ‘¢ As a matter of fact, it is one of my
dearest ambitions to win fame through the medium of the
Press. I really feel I’ve a gift in that direction. I have
actually had one or two small successes with the local
papers already.” I was unaware of if, Redfern,” I
replied,” *“ but_it certainly bears out what I have been
saying. May I wish you the best of luck in the future ? 3

Piggott walked away whistling. There was an
extremely obstinate expression upon Levison's
face. To his peculiar nature there was a certain
pleasure in showing that he dared do things others
feared to do. Yet, as the evening grew older,
Levison began to reflect a little. He wanted to
go. He wanted to show his precious pals that ho
was nob afraid to go. But—there was a “but.”

His studymates came in to do their prep.
Levison was finished first, and he left the study.
He found his minor in the window-seat in the
passage.

Trank jumped up as the Fourth Former came

5.

“Frnie, I want to speak to you.”

“You can save your breath,”
coolly.

“T’ve been talking to Piggott

“I told you a lot of times not to talk to that
little cad!” said Levison, with a sncer. “But I
suppose that doesn’t matter much. Of course, you
can do as you like.”

Trank’s lips trembled.

“] didn’t want to talk to him,” he said. “I1
don’t like Piggott. But—but he told me you were
going out to-night, and suggested my speaking to
you. He says youre simply going to look for
trouble.”

“Hoe couldn’t mind his own business, of course!”
said Levison.

“Well, he mecant it good-naturedly enough for
once,” said Frank. “He doest’t want you to get
into trouble, and he thought I might get you
e

“You mean, he's afraid I should give him awa
if I got nailed!” said Levison contemptuously.
“Well, I shouldn’t.” .

“Perhaps that was it,” said Frank. “But—hut
anyway, what be says is true, Ernie. I—I don't
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want to
doing

“You'd better not |”

“But think of the risk, Ernie! It isn’t only
that it’s wrong, but—but suppese Mr. Railton
finds that you've gone out, after——"

“He won’t.”

“But he might, Piggott thinks he’s got his eye
on you and all your friends.”

“Piggoit’s a sneaking little funk! And I don’t
care, anyway ! I'm going to chance it!”

“Then—then you are really going to that rotten
place, Ernie?” said Frank.

“A lot you care whether I do or not!” sneered
Levison.  “Still, if you're awfully shocked you
can go and sneak to Railton!”

“Ernie |”

“Qh, don’t Ernie me!” said Levison savagely,
and he strode on.

Frank started back in dismay. He was getting
a clearver understanding of his brother’s character
than he had ever had before. The discovery of
Levison’s ways in the first place had been a painful
shock to him. But then Levison had been, at
least, ashamed that his minor should knew him
as he was—he had tried to do better. Now he
seemed to be lost to all sense of shame—rather to
glory in his wrongdoing. It was as if thé evil
in him was coming out with rédoubled force after
being kept down so long.

But it was not only the reckless rascality of it
that shocked Frank. There was the danger.

Levison either could not or would not see the
danger, but the fag realised it only too clearly.
He was determined to carry out his project for
that night. Frank knew it, and his heart was
heavy. There was no sleecp for Levison minor
when the Third went to bed.

CHAPTER 10.
Forewarned !

€6 AT Jove! Is that a burglah?”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy asked that
question drowsily as he raised himself on
his elbow in-bed.
. it was very dark in the Fourth Form dormitory
in the School Heuse.

Half-past ten had struck.

Somebody was moving in the dormitory, and
Arthur Augustus sat up and blinked through the
darkness,

“Who's that?”

-“PDow’t jaw, you ass!?

“Bai Jove |” .

A grunt was the only response.

“You uttah wottah, Levison!” said Arthur
Augustus in measured tones. “Are you bweakin’
bounds at this time of night 7

“Mind your own business!”

“If T were not too sleepy, Levison, I would get
up and give you a feahfu!l thwashin’”

There was no reply, but the door closed softly.
FLevison had left the dormitory.

Arthur Augustus, with a sniff of contempt and
disgust, laid his head upon the pillow again, and
was back in the land of dreams in a couple of
minutes. .

Levison, with his boots in his hand, stole into
the dark passage. Downstairs there were still
lights in the masters’ rooms and in some of the
Sixth Form studies.. But all the junior portion
of the House had long been in bed, and were
supposed to be fast asleep.

Levison crept silently down the passage towards
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the box-room. He gave a viclent start as a dark
shadow loomed up befor&him in the gloom.

He backed away hastily.

“Ernie !” ;

Levison’s heart gave a throb of relief. It was
his minor’s voice. For a moment he had feared
that he had run into some watchful prefect. But
his relief changed into savage anger in & moment.

“Are you spying on me, you little cad?” he
said, between his teeth.

“Ernie, I—1 couldn’t sleep !

“Go back to your dormitory, you youn

“I—I can’t! I'm anxious about you, Ernie!”
exclaimed Frank. “I—I can’t help thinking that
you'll be feund out if you go to-night! I—I saw
Mr. Railton talking to Kildare and Darrell. I
think very likely——>

“So you think you can frighten me, you funky

Railton gave a start as the light from the lamp fell on

dark hair was visible above the coverlet.

little fool |” sneered Levison. “Let me pass, hang
you! Let go my arm!”

“Krnie, if you'd only give it up for to-night

“Will you let me go?” hissed Levison furiously.

“J—J can’t! I am afraid for you! You know
you oughtn’t to go! Oh, Ernie !*

1t was a half-choked cry as the angry junior
struck the fag on the chest and sent him stagger-
ing against the wall.

Frank reeled there, breathless, and Levison dis-
appecared in the darkness.

There was a faint sound of a closing door.
Levison had gone into the box-room, from which
window he could reach the greund.

33

The fag remained in the passage, his heart
throbbing wildly. His anxiety for his brother
amounted almost to terror. He had seen the

Housemaster in consultation with the prefects, and
his anxious heart had led him to connect that

It
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grave consultation with his brother. What if a
watch was being kept?

There was a sound of a movement beloyw,
Frank’s heart throbbed again.

Levison was gone—long gone.
great door in the quadrangle open.
of the School House at that hour?
his brother revived in double force.

He crept on tiptoe to the :taxra, and, keeping
out of sight, peered acvu] into the c.‘mlx l)ﬂhto(l
hall. It was Kildare of the Sixth who had come
in, and his face was very grave,

Mer. Railton met him in the pacsane Frank,
peering through the banisters, could sce the top
of the Housemaster’s head. Kildare was speaking.

“There is no doubt of it, sir. Some boy—cer-
talnl\, a junior—has gone out.”

“You are certain of that, Kildare?”

,,’_

and

Frank heard the
Who was out
His terror for

oy

i
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He had eipected to find it empty, but the junior’s
he black sheep had not broken bounds after all.

“1 saw him get down from the box-room
window, sir.”

Levison minor trembled.

“Who was 1t?” asked the Housemaster quietly.

“I could not make out in the dark, but I am
sure it was a junior. From where I stood I could
not get near enough to stop him; he was gone
when I ran forward.”

“Thank you, Kildare! My suspicions have been
confirmed,” said ‘Mr. Railton. “As to the boy’s
identity, that will soon be established. I shall visit
the junior dormitories. I cannot help thinking
that I shall not need to look farther than the
Fourth Form dormitory.”

Frank’s heart had almost ceased to beat.

There was no doubt that the Housemaster sus-
pected Levison; but, in any case, a visit to the
Fourth Form doxmxtoxy would“reveal the fact that
Levison’s bed was empty.

The blow had fallen’!
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Levison, outside the walls of St. Jim’s, coa‘d not
return mthout being disgovered, even if he knew
his danger. Had he seen the prefect on the w :nch
Po~sxbly he had caught sight of Alldmev but then
it was too late to clunb back into the
He was cut off from retreat; when he by
weould find the Housemaster waiting fo

Trank pressed his hand to his brow, w
wet with perspiration.

A strange, startling thought had come i
mind—a last desperate device which might yet
save his brother.

He turned and hurried to the Fourth Form
dormitory. The Housemaster would Lc on the
scene in a few minutes; he had gone for a lamp.

Levison minor had a few minutes, He opened
the dormitory door slightly, passed in, and closed
it behind him.

There was deep hreathing to be x.ofnd in the
Iong, dark room, the deep breathing of the juniors
sleeping sound ly

Frank knew his brother’s bed.

He groped his way to it in the darkmness, his
heart beating almost to suffocation, but in dead
silence. : :

He felt over the bed. A dummy was arranged
there, to deceive 2 carcless glance into Jomn-
tory; but it was not a careless glance that was
to be expected now. On a chair beside the bed
Levison’s clothes were folded, just as he had left
them when he turned in. The black sheep did
not take unnecessary risks. He had taken other
clothes from his box for his excursion. It was
always possible that a master or a prefect mighs
glance in. In that case, the folded clothes beside
the bed, the apparent ‘form of a sleeper in the
bed, would have been enough. But it would not
be anourrh now that suspicions were turned into
cer tamhes

Frank turned back the clothes and rearranged
the bolster and pillows which formed the dummy.
He replaced themm where they belonged, and
hurriedly drew on Levison’s pv]an as over his
clothes, for he was almost fully dressed. Then he
slipped into the bed, and drew Lhe be hes over
him.

Levison minor was very like his
features, only his face . clearer,
healthier, co‘l.;r of the
pyijamas jacket well up over his chin, and a corner
of the shect over the back of his }maé as if to
keep off a draught. His hair was the same colour
as Ernest’s. It needed a very close look to see
that it was Le\ ison minor, and not Levison major,
in the bed.

Mr. . Railton would have only a lamp: and
he wonld see that there was someone in the bed,
which would disarm his suspicions at once.

It was quite probable that the deception would
pass muster.

As to what would happen to him if he was
discovered playing such a part, Frank did not
think for a moment. He was only thinking of
hiding the absence of his brother.

His heart was beating violently, though he
tried to calm its pulsing. He closed his eyes,
and waited in terrible anxiety.

The door swung open.

delot

brother in

The lamplight struck upon Frank's closed
lids: he did not open them.
Mr. Railton adyanced into the dormitory

carrying a lamp, his face very grave and stern.

He glanced along the row of white beds, and

noted that each “of them appeared to contain
Tue Gem Lisrary.—Ne. 1,600,
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the form of a sleeper. But that was not quite
-cnough for the Housemaster; he was guite pre-
pared to find a dummy m the bed of the
absentee, There was a startled ejaculation from
Blake when he woke up.

“ Do not ‘oc alalmed
“It is only I.

“Mr. Railton!” ejaculated Blake.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus,
vaising his head. He remembered that Levison
had gone out.

“I have reason to believe that one boy is
absent from this dormitory,” said Mr. Railton.

He came towards Levison’s bed, and gave a
start. There was a sleeper there. The dark head
was like Levison’s, The coverlet rose and fell
to the steady breathing beneath, Only the upper
half of the face could be scen, and that was half-
buried in the sgoftness of the pillow. The eyes
were steadily closed. ¢

Mr. Railton’s face was a study for a moment.
He had taken it for granted that it was Levison
of the Fourth who was absent.

He gazed at the sleeper for a moment or two,
and then passed along the row of beds, look-
ing at each.  There was a junior in every bed,
and the Housemaster went back to the door.

“No one is missing from this dormitory,” he
said, apparently to Kildare in the passage. “I
must look farther.

The door closed,
darkness again.

said Mr. Railton quietly.

and the dormitory was in

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus
drowsily. “I thought that wottah Levison had
gone out. Good-night, deah boys!”

The Fourth ¥orm dormitory slept again. But
there was one who did not sleep. Mr. Railton’s
last words had struck a chill to Frank Le\ ison’s
theart.

The School House master was going to make
a round of the junior dormitories, He would
come to the Third, and he would find Levison
minor’s bed vacant, I'rank Levison had saved
his b1othe1, but it was at the price of taking
the fault upon his own shoulders.

CHAPTER 11.
Levison Plays Up!

HERE was a cautious sound of an opening
door—a cautious footfall.
An hour had passed.
i Oult]’l had returned.
The black sheep of St. Jim’s threw .off his
clothes silently in the dark, and crept to his bed.
“Krnie I’

Levison started back.
“‘I‘u.nk—}Ou here !
fool
“Quiet !” breathed Frank.
been here!”’
“Railton I”’

Levison of the

You confounded little

“Hrnie, Railton’s

“Yoes, Kildare saw somebody get down from
the hox-room, and Railten came to lock for
5
you.

‘And he found

“No, He took me fm you.’

* “Good heavens!” muttered Levis.!:-n.

“Jt’s all right,” whispered Frank. “Kildare
couldn’t recognise you. Railton thinks you were
in bed all the time.” Ile slipped from the b
“(et in, Hrnie, for goodness’ sake !
come back.”
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Levison stood motionless.

“Then they were™on the watch,” he muttered.
“I thought I saw somebody—I was sure of it—
and I hung about till I thought it was safe to
come in. I haven’t been anywhere, after all,
Frank; only looking for a chance to get back.
But Railton knows there was somebody cut,
then?”

“Yes.”

“Jolly odd ,that they didn’t watch the box-

room, then,”’ 'muttered Levison. “They must
have known. I found the window just as I'd
left it. Yet they must have known, if Kildare

3

saw me—-

“Get into bed, Ernie!” muttered Frank.

He knew very well why the box-room was not
watched. He knew that Mr. Railton at . that
moment was in the Third Form dormitory, wait-
ing for the supposed delinquent to return.

“I—1 say, Franky ”—Levison’s voice was husky
—*“vyou’re a little brick to do this for me—a real
brick! My hat! The game would have been up,
and no mistake! I—I'm sorry I—I punched you
in the passage; I didn’t mean to—"

“It's all right, Ernie!”

“It’s only my rotten temper!” mumbled Levi-
son remorsefully. “I was a sulky beast—a rotten
sulky beast! I wonder you bothered your head
about me. at all. I—I didn’t think you'd do this
for me. I—I was ratty because you went off with
Talbot that afternoon, though I knew he only
meant it as a good turn to me, and I knew you
wouldn’t have left me in the lurch——"

“I wouldn’t, Ernie.”

“ And if you had, there was nothing to make a
song about. Onl y—onl / I suppose I was fed-up
with being decent. I'm sorry, I'ranky !’

“It's all right; I'll go now,”’ \\hltpered Frank.

“Grood-night, kid 1

Frank smiled miserably in the darkness.

*“Good-night, Ernie!”

Levison of the Iourth drew the bedclothes
over him. His heart almost stood still as he
thought of the narrowness of his escape.

The black, sulky mood had passed, the hard
heart had melted, and he felt bitter remorse for
the savage harshness he had shown to the loyal
little fellow whose affections had never faltered.
And Levison did not yet know that his remorse
had come too late.

Frank slipped into the dormitory ‘and stole
away on tiptoe. Whatever the Housemaster
thought of his absence, he must never know that
the fag had been in the Fourth Form dormitory.

The fag rcached his own quarters. The door
was ajar, and a dim light burned within.

Mr. Railton was seated, grimly patient, upon
the vacant bed. Most of the fags were awake,
looking on with scared faces.

The Housemaster rose as Levison minor camo

L 1n,

“So you have returned, Levison minor?”

His voice vas like iron.

“Yes, sir.”

“Vou may go to bed. You
before the Head in the mor nmg &

Mr. Railton waited while the fag turned in,
and then left the dormitory with the lamp.

There was a buzz of voices at once, and ques-
tions were rained upon Levison minor by ths
amazed fags,

Trank did not answer.

Not a word could he elicited frem him, and his
Form-fellows gave it up at last, and settled down
to sleep.

will be taken
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Levison minor did not sleep. The thought of
the interview with the Head in the morning was
more t}um enough to banish sleep. What would
it mean for him? A ﬂoggmg—e\pulﬂon flom
the school—er what? Yed he was not sorry for
what he had done. He had saved Ernest, and
Iirnest was reconciled to himg; and that, in peor
Frank’s mind, was worth the price he had to
pay.

His eyes were heavy and sleepless when the
grey dawn crept in at the windows and the rising-
bell clanged out cver St. Jim’s.

"AH the fags regarded him curiously.

**So you went out on the tiles, Levison minor 77
"\gnnncd Piggott.  “There’ll be an awful row
now.”

“ Where were you?” demanded Wally warmly.

r Ha\e you taken to following your blessed
jor’s example, you young rotter 77
““Give it a name,” said Joe Frayne. ‘What

were you up to, Frauk 7
“Nothing,” said Frank. “Don’t jaw me, for
goodness’ sake! I’ve got enough of that to come
11011 the Heaa !”
Y By gum, you have !” said Hobbs.
envy you l”?
Levison minor certainly swas not an object for

Sl don't

edvy that morning. His face was pale at ihe
bréakfast-table from loss of sleep aud appre-
hension of what was to come.

After breakfas as the 8t Jim’s fellows

stroamed out into the quadrangle, Mr. Selby told
the fag harshly to go to the Head’s study.

Levison mitor made his way to that dreaded
apartment with faltering steps.

Mr. Railton was with the Head.
masters were looking very grave,

Frank stood before them with downecast eyes
and the colour bmnluv in red spots in his cheeks.

- oIt seems scawcem possible, Levison minor,”

sald Dr.

Both the

Holmes, “that you were the boy who
broke bounds at a late hour last night. If the
plocf were not complete, I could scarcely credit

it

Indeed, it seemed hard tc believe that the little
fag, with his clear, innocent face, was guilty of
the fault attributed to him.

“Levison minor, you were absent frem your
dormitory last night ?”

“¥Yeg, sir.”

“For what reason did you leave the House?”

Silence.

“¥You arc probably aware, Levison minor, that
reports have been received of St. Jim’s boys being
scen in the vicinity of a low resort in Rylecombe
at late hours, Was that your puipose in breaking
bounds 77

NG SR

“Where did you go?”?

Silence.

“Come, Levison minor, T am not unwilling to
believe that you broke bounds for some less harm-
ful reason than would appear at first.’

“I—1I havonL anything to say, sir,” faltered
Frank.

The Head's brows coniracted.

“Docs that mean, Levison minor, that you
refuse to explain your conduct to your head-

master?” The Head’s tone was YOIy ominous.

“I1— I haven’t done anything wrong. sir,”
muttered Frank., “I—T haven’t done anything to
be ashamed of.”

“I am quite willing to believe; Levison minor;

that your conduct was merely a mnllm freak, but
you nmiust give me an exphnatxon

(Continued on page 22.)
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Silence, :
“Very welll” said the Head. “Since you
-cannot or will not explain I can only place a very

serious construction upon your conduct, Levison
minor. Were you in a higher Form I ‘should
consider whether to expel you from the school.
As it is, T shall administer a severe flogging and
trust that lesson will not be lost upon you.”

“Yes, sir,” said Frank dully.

“My - boy,” said Mr. Railton, not unkindly,
“why will you not explain to Dr. Holmes? I am
sure you have some explanation to make.”

Frank shook his head.

*“Mr. Railton, will you kindly ask
comne here 777

The Housemaster left the study.

The sight of old Taggles coming to the Head's
study was enough for the juniors. The word
passed round like wildfire that Levison minor was
going to be flogged. A crowd gathered in the
passage, discussing the matter with bated breath.

“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus, in wonder.
“1It beats me hollow, deah boys. What can the
kid have done to be flogged for, Tom Mewwy 7"

“Blessed if I know!” said Tom Merry, in
perplexity,

“He was out of bounds last night, and Railton
caught him,” said Wally, whose face was very

Taggles to

glum. “I can’t understand it—he’s not that sort,
I know. His major if you like, but not poor old

Frank 7

“What’s  that about my
Levison of the Fourth, He hurried up, with a
startled face. “Who's going to be flogged 7”

“Your minor,” said Tom Merry. “Wally says
he was out of bounds last night and was spotted.
It beats me.” S

Levison stood rooted to the floor for a moment.

“There must be some mistake,” said Taibot of
the Shell. “Hallo, where are you going,
Levison 7”7

Levison did not reply. He sprang towards the
door of the Head's study. He threw the door
open without knocking and ran in.

Dr. Holmes had taken up the birch, and Taggles
had hoisted the fag on his back.

The Head gave Levison a terrific look as he
rushed 1nto the study in that unceremonious
mauner,

*“ Levison !” he thundered.

“You—you are going to flog my minor, sir?”
stammered Levison.

“Leave this room at once!”

“Get out, Ernie,” muttered
stand it !”

“You can’t and shan’t!” said Levison, between
his teeth. “Drl Holmes! My minor was not out
of bounds last night. I can prove it. It was
another fellow, and 1 know who it was.”

“Indeed!” The Head laid down the birch
and ordered Taggles to release rank Levison.
“In that case, Levison, I will listen to you.
To whom do you refer?”

18 wwas I, sin?

“ What 2”7

“Ernie-!” muttered Frank, in misery.
be worse for-you than for me.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.
cool again now.

“I broke bounds last night, sir,” he said
duietly. “TFrank got out of his dormitory to
stop me, and I wouldn’t let him. That’s all.”

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated the Head. *Mr.
Railton 7

The Housemaster blinked.
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minor?” It was

Frank.

“I can

“Tt-will

He was quite

“You have heard Levison’s statement, Mr,
Railton ? o .

“Levison was in bed at the time, sir. I saw
him there. I fear he is speaking falsely to save
his brother,” said Mr. Railton.

“I was not in bed,” said Levison calmly.
“Frank got into my bed to save me, and Mr.
Railton took him for me.”

“Bless my soul I”

“Is 1t possible that I was so deceived?” ex-
claimed Mr. Railton. “Then it was you, Levison,
who was absent, and your brother assented to
screen you?” :

“He tried to stop me going out, sir, first.”

“ Levison minor has been guilty of a serious
fault,” said the Head. “In the eircumstances,
however, as the real culprit is found i lle
paused for a moment. “You may go, Levigon
minort g

The fag, with a miserable look on his
glanced at his brother as he left the study. He
was proud of him for speaking up to save him;
but he wished he had kept silent. For he feared,
and with reason, that a more severe punishment
was lilely to fall upon the Fourth Former.

There was a grim silence in the study when
the fag was gone. The Head broke it at last.

“You went out at a late hour last night,
Levison 7”7 = _ z

N e, mir

“For what reason?”

“To play the fool, sir.”

The Head coughed.

“You know what to expect, Levison?”

Levison drew a deep breath,

“I know you are going to expel me, sir. I
know I deserve it, too. I'm ready!”

The Head looked at him fixedly for a moment,
and then he glanced at Mr. Railton. He séemed
to hesitate. .

“Levison,” he said at last. “I confess that
I hardly know how to deal with you. Had your
conduct been discovered, I should have expelled
you from the school. But I cannot overlook the
fact that you have voluntarily admitted your
fault to save your brother from punishment.
Levison, I shall flog you for your conduct, and
you will be given another chance—under very
careful observation, I may tell you. Take him
up, Taggles!”

L
face,

Levison was rather pale as he came out of the
Head’s study, and his lips were tightly set.

The juniors looked at him curiously.

“Ernie,” said I'rank, “what i

“Flogged !” said Levison. “Gentlemen, I'm
sorry—for your sakes—to tell you that I've not
been sacked. But live in hope—it will come nexs
time.”

There was a laugh.

“Well, 'm glad, for one,” said Tom Merry.
“It was jolly decent of you to own up!”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard you as much liss of
a weptile than I had pweviously wegarded you,
Levison !”

“Thank you for nothing, fathead!”

“Bai Jove!”

Levison walked away with his minor. He was
lucky to get another chance—and he knew that
he had only his brother to thank for it.

It was a turning point in Levison's life, but
what would come of it only the future could tell.

(Next Wednesday: “SHERLOCK GRUNDY.
. ESD.”)




A Fugitive from Justice, Rufus Slimmey Tries to Escape the
Penalty ef His Crimes by Taking His Brother’s Place.

THE SCHOOLBOY’S SHOW-DOWN!

“Send your brother away—or I'll tell the Mounties ycu're hiding him.”

Frank

Rickards delivers his ultimaium, never doubting that the man befere him is Paul
Slimmey, the master of Cedar Creek Schooi.

by MARTIN

. Mum’s the Word !
(i ICHARDS 1»
Frank Richards started, and coloured as
Miss Mecadows spoke in severe tones.
“Yes, ma’am,” he stammered.
“I asked you a question, Richards,” said the
schoolmistress of Cedar Creek severely.
“Ye-e-es, ma’am.”
“The name of the British commander at the
Battle of Quebec?” rapped out Miss Meadows.
“Rufus Slimmey, ma’am.”
S *“WWhat 2>
Miss Meadews uttered that ejaculation in tones
of astonishment, as well she might. There was a
loud chortle from the Cedar Creck. fellows at
Krank Richards’ reply.
Frank’s face was crimson. He did not mean to
be inattentive during the history lessen, for he
was one of Miss Mecadows’ most painstaking

ik

T

T

ol L

One giance at the schoolboy’s startied face told the adventurer his secret was discovered.

Frank Richards yelled, as the crook leapt te the door and jerked up his revolver.

CLIFFORD.

pupils. But that morning his thoughts were
wandering, in spite of himself.

His glance rested almost incessantly upon Mr.
Slimmey, the master of the junior class, who was
busy in another part of the big log school-room.

Mr. Paul Slimmey was not, as a rule, partica-
larly interesting. But matters were not quite as
usual that morning.

“I—I'm sorry, ma’am,” stammered Frank *I
—I mean General Wolfe, ma’am.”

“You must not think of other matters during
lesson-time, Richards.”

“N-n-no.”

“I will excuse you as lessons have been inter-
rupted this morning by the visit of Sergeant
Lasalle,” said Miss Meadows severely. “But you
must be more careful, Richards.”

Frank Richards tried to keep his attention on
the lesson, but it was not casy work. He was glad

‘“Loock out!”
“* That is not Mr.

Siimmey—it’s his brother, Rufus!?
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when morning classes were dismissed and he was
able to escape from the school-room.
Frank came out with his chums, Bob Lawless

-and Vere Beauclere, in the crowd of Cedar Creek -

fellows.

There was a buzz of discussion around him.
Only one topic just then was of interest to the
schoolboys—the visit of Sergeant Lasalle, of the
Royal Canadian Mounted Police, to the lumber
school.

The sergeant had - come in quest of Rufus
Slimmey, the twin brother of Mr. Slimmey, the
assistant master. And the resemblance bhetween
the twin brothers very nearly led him to arrest
Miss Meadows’ assistant master in the school-room.

Mr. Slimmey, with his somewhat vacant face
and big glasses, was regarded with good-humoured
toleration by the Cedar Creek fellows. It was a
startling revelation that the quict and unassuming
young man’s brother was a fugitive from justice,
sought for by the Mounted Police.

“Poor old Slimmey!” said Chunky Todgers
compassionately. “This must be a big shock to
ketinn.”

“There he goes,” murmured Dick Dawson.

All eyes were turned upon Mr. Slimmey as he
left the log schoolhouse and walked towards the
cabin by the creck. Mr. Slimmey walked straight
on, looking neither to the right nor to the left.
He did not appear to observe the curious glances
on all sides of him,

“ And there’s the sergeant!” said Lawrence.

“Still on the trail!” grinned Haclke.

The big, athletic figure in the uniform of the
Mounties loomed up in the gateway.

Sergeant Lasalle’s eyes were resting on Mr.
Slimmey as he walked towards his cabin, not sus-
piciously, but very searchingly.

AMr. Slimmey’s resemblance to the photograph
of Rufus Slimmey was still evidently in the
sergeant’s mind. Save for the fact that Mr,
Slimmey was clean shaven and wore glasses, that
resemblance was exact.

Only Miss Mecadows’ positive assurance that
Mr. Slimmey had been her assistant master for
over a year had convinced the sergeant that he
lrad not, after all, found the man of whom he was
in search.

I'rank Richards sauntered down to the creek
with his chums, leaving the other fellows still
cngaged in excited discussion. Frank’s face was
clouded and troubled.

“This is rotten, you chaps,” he said, when they
wene out of hearing of the others.

“I guess it 1s,” assented Bob Lawless. “I
wondered what was going to happen when the
sergeant was questioning Slimmey in the school-
room.”

“And I,” said Beauclerc. “I did not
Mr. Slimmey would tell a lic.
you've told us, Frank

I'rank nodded.

“That's what beats me,” he said. “Mkr.
Slimmey  denied, point-blank, having seen or
heard from his brother. And I told you fellows
how 1 happened to hear them talking in the
timber yesterday. There was no mistake about it,
it was Slimmey and his brother Rufus. The man
did come here—and Slimmey knows it. He met
him and spoke to him. He told him he wouldn’t
help him certainly. But 2 -

“He can’t be expected to give his own brother
away to the police,” remarked Bob Lawless.

“I know! But it was rotten, all the same, and
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it's so unlike Slimmey, too,” said Frank. Tt
beats me ! Slimmey is rather an ass, but I always
thought he was the goul of honour.”

“It beats me, too,” said Beauclerc thoughtfully.

“Slimmey seems rather queer to-day, in more
ways than one, He was even forgetting the names
of the kids in his class. And he had forgotten all
about the Latin lesson he gives you once a week
in his cabin, Frank.”
_“Yes; I shall have to see him about that some
time. I suppose it’s worry,” said Frank Richards.
“Look here, you fellows, we shall have to keep
mum about what we know.. It's horrid, Slimmey
having lied to Mr. Lasalle like that, but—but
we’re not going to show him up.”

“Shove it out of your mind and come out in the
canoe,” said Bob Lawless cheerily. “No good
thinking about it.”

Bob Lawless’ advice was too good not té be
taken. But as they~paddled the canoe on the
shining creek, Frank Richards could not wholly
dismiss the matter from his mind. Rufus Slimmey
haunted his thoughts.

A Desperate Game !

R. SLIMMEY entered his cabin and the
door closed behind him. As he had
crossed the school ground the young man’s

manner had been indifferent, and he had not ap-
peared to observe the many glances that were
turned upon him, or the fact that the big sergeant
was eyeing him from the distance,

But immediately the cabin door was closed the
indifference dropped from him. He moved to the
little window, and, sithout removing the curtain,
peered out towards the schoolhouse. 1In the distant
gateway the big sergeant was still visible, talking
now ‘to a trooper of the Mounted Police.

He drew a deep breath.

Then, leaving the window, he placed the bar in
the sockets at the door, and unlocked the door of
the inner room.

)n the camp-bed the figure of a man lay

stretched. - He was bound to the bed and securely
gagged.. He could move nothing but his eyes,

which fastened at oncé upon the man who camo
in with a burning glance.

If Sergeant Lasalle could-have looked into the
room he svould have had no doubt that he was
hot upon the track of the fugitive from Vancouver.
For the bound man on the bed was the exact
counterpart of the man who stood gazing moodily
down upon him.

“You are mnot looking happy, Brother Paul I”
The man’s lips curled sardonically as he looked
down at his prisoner. “Hang you! Why couldn’t
vou give me the help I asked? I might have been
safe now. But I would rather be in your position
than mine, hang you !” -

The bound man’s eyes burned at him.

“But I guess 1 shall play the game out. I've
managed to get through imorning lessons.” He
laughed., “What would they say if they knew
that their teacher was Rufus Slimmey, robber and
outcast, hunted by the Mounties? I've faced the
sergeant himiself, my dear brother, and your kind
headmistress bore witness that I had been a master
in this school for a year or more! She takes me
for you, my dear Paul, as everyone else does!”

Rufus Slimmey laughed mockingly. But his
reckless insouciance could not conceal the anxiety
that was gnawing him. *

“Paul. listen to me!” he

went on more
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sericusly. “If I free you, will you help me? Clese
your eyes if you mean ‘ Yes ”? <

Paul Slimmey’s eyes remained wide open,
gleaming.

The adventurer made an angry gesture.

“You fool! Do you want to stay tied up here
for days without feod, without drink? That’s
what it means.”

Still there was no sign from the priscner.

“Listen, Paul! There is a boy here named
Frank Richards, to whom you give private lessons.
Wiil you tell me the details if I remove your gag,
so that I can ward him off 7
»ctPhe steady stare of the bound man did not
waver.

““NVery well. Remain as yeu are! Starve, for

all- T care! I shall play the game out without
your help I”
« Heé quitted the room and locked.the door, put-
~ting“the key into his pocket. He removed the
sbars from the outer door, and he had barely done
t86:when there came d tap on the outside.

For a moment the adventurer’s face went white.
But with a steady hand he threw open the door,
and looked over his spectacles at the tall figure
of the Canadian sergeant without.

Raufus Slimmey was quite himself again now.
His face was calin, and he looked at the big
sérgeant with polite inquiry.

“These are your quarters,
Sergeant Lasalle.

< Yes, that is so. Will you step in ?”

Sergeant Lasdlle entered. Only the board wall
separated him from the room where the gagged
prisoner lay bound. But the door of the bed-room
was closed, and it was not evident that it was
locked. There was nothing to excite the sergeant’s
suspicions.

“Well,” said Mz. Slinuney, “T am quite at your
service, sergeant. Belicve me, if I could do any-
thing to help you, you would not need to ask.”

“You are not on friendly terms with ycur brother
Rufus?” the sergeant remarked, his eyes on the
young man’s face.

“Not in the least. He has always been my
cnemy as well as his own.”

_“Yet he has fled to this place.”

“TIs that certain?” asked Mr, Slimmey.

“Quite certain. Fe has been traced on this side
of the town of Thompson. Certainly he has been
within five milas of the school.”

Mr. Slimmey locked troubled.

“Then I suppose he means to seec me,” he said
slowly. “I can guess his intention, I think. I—I
admit, sergeant, that I am not a man of resolute
character, and on a previous occasion
extorted money from me by threats. But I have
not scen him yet.”

“And if you should see him——

“T shall give information at once, of course.
He has forfeited all the claims of a brother upon
me.”

“Thank you, Mr. Slimmey! If you wish to
communicate with me, you can do so at Gunten’s
store, in Thompson.”

“You are going back to Thompson, then 7

“It does not seem much use remaining here.”

The sergeant was disappointed. There was a
vague suspicion in his mind that Rufus Slimmey
was concealed in the vicinity, assisted by. his
brother.

But he scanned Mr. Slimmey’s face in vain for
any sign-of relief at his announced intention to
depart. Instead of looking relieved, Mr. Slimmey
had an anxious expression.

I think?” said
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“Of course, you know your own business best,
Sergeant Lasalle,” he said hesitatingly; “but—
but, in case the ruflian shoflld come here, attempt-
ing to see me, wouldn’t it be best for yon to
remain near at hand 7”

The sergeant’s lip curled involuntarily.

“1 will think that over, Mr. Slimmey,” he
promised.

Mr. Slimmey closed the cabin door after him

(Continued on the next page.)
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and breathed hard. He had played his part
well, but there was deep anxiety in his heart.

Frank Richards could not help glancing at '\lr.
Slimmey when Cedar Creek School assembled for
afternocn lessons. The young man came in 2as
usual to take his elass. His aspect was quite
normal. Frank had expected him to be worried
and tzoubled by the occurrences of the morning
bLu Mr. Blimmey was quite calm.

His class, however, did not find him guite as
usual. It was odd that Mr. Slimmey, who was
very short-sighted, and had to peer through his
}2135\@: at everything mnow wore his spectacles well
down his nose and leoked over them. Several of
his pupils observed that oddity with some
curiosity. But the impostor had no choice in the
matter. His sight was not defective, and he could
not look through lense: designed to assist defective
sight. And his forgetfulness, as they deemed if,
on the subject of the names of his pupils, afforded
the “kids” considerabie merriment.

They found, however, that Mr. Slimmey was not
so good- tempered and patient as usual. He was
dvr»idedly irritable and snappish.

Immediately classes were dismissed Mr.

Slimmey went to his cabin. He was anxious
to avoid Miss Meadows, whom a chance temark
at any time might have made suspicious by betray-
ing his ignorance cof many things which Paul
bhmmey Enew perfectly well.
" He was anxious, too, about his prisoner. He
had to take the risk of leaving Paul Slimmey
unguarded in his cabin, secured only by the locked
door of the bed-room. And the sergeant and the
trooper were still in the vicinity.

“I suppose I’d better go, you chaps,” said Frank

lichards dubiously. Once a week Frank stayed
for half an hour after lessons to swot with Mr.
Siimmey in his cabin, and he had been discussing
the master with his chums, “ Slimmey put me off
vesterday, but I suppose he meant me to stay
to-day instead. It would look rather slighting if
I let the lessons slide. Only I don’t “want to
bother him while he’s worried about that blessed
brother of his.”

“Well, you can put it to him,” said
Lawless. “Ask him whether it’s convenient.”

“I suppose I d better.”

‘1 guess so.’

»

Bob

“We'll wait for you,” said Vere Beauclere. Lt
dare say you'll get your lesson this time, Franky.
Buzz oft 1

Frank Richards made his way to the log cabin.
He tapped at the cdoor and pushed it, but the
door did not open

E‘ra‘ﬂ' could not help feeling surprised. Why
Ar. Slimmey should bar his ‘cabin door in the
day-time was a mystery.

He tapped again, and heard a hurried move-
ment within, followed by the unmistakable click of
a key turning in the lock. A moment or two later
the door was openad.

Mr. Slimmey looked® out at him, his eyes
glittering over his spectacles. Frank, utterly
ae#omshed stood dumb for a moment. DMr.

Slimmey had been m the inner room, and he
stopped to lock the docr before opening the outer
door. Frank’s glance wandered involuntarily to
the inside door.

The key was-not to be sesn. After locking it
Mr. Slimmey had evidently put the key in his
pocket.
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“What is it? What are you troubling me’ for 7”
exclaimed \Er Shmn‘oy in sharp and angry toues.

Frank flushed. »

“I—1 came——"

“What have you come for ?”

“I—I About the le
“I did not have it yester
to bother you, of course,
better mention it.”

“Oh, the lesson!” Mr Sliminey’s fac
“I—] am afraid T cannot give you the
eveniﬂg, Richards. Ancther tn

‘ Oh, Ce‘"‘ainly, sir |”

: Mre. Slimmey closed the door in the schoolboy’s
ace.

“Well, my hat!” muttered Frank.

He “alkod away, surprised and uneasy, sus-
picion creeping into his mind in spite of himself.
His face was so disturbed when he rejoineg: his
chuins that Bob and the Cherub locked at. him

(u‘10u~'
ed Bob.

’ said Frank.
1 den't want
thought I'd

but 1

ce cleared.
timme this

“Blimmey seedy again?” ask
“No. But——>
“What’s happened ?” -asked Beauclerc qumtly,
“Bles\ed if I catch on,” said Frank. “I-—I
can’t help thinking that—that—"
He broke off abruptly. He hardly cared to
frame in words the dark suspicion that had forced

itself into his mind. . 2
“Go ahead!” said Bob. “What's the treuble,

old chap? Get t off your chest!”

_“I—1 say, it’s joliy serious, I helieve said

Frank. “The door was barred on the ins xde when

I knocked !”

“What on earth for?”

“ Well, it was. Slimmey was in the other room,
and when he came to let me in he locked the bed-
room door and put the key in his pocket. What
the dickens would he do that for?” Frank drew
a deep breath. “I've been in Slimmey’s cabin
lots of times, and he’s never done anything of the

“He could only act like that for one reason,
said Beauclere. *“He wasn’t ruumnrr any ris l\ of
anybody looking into the inner roon t can’t be
po»slb!e tuat—tha'- 2

Beauclerc paused, startled by his own thoughts.

“He couldn’t be ass enough to hide that rascally
brother of his in his own cabin!” breathed Bob
Laswless.

“I—1 couldn’t help thinking of it,” said Frank.
“He lied to the sergeant, and that could only
have been to help Rufus Slimmey to keep clear.”

Frank Richards compressed his lips.

“1 like Slimmey,” he said. “I always thought
him a good sort. I was for standing by him, even
after he lied to the sergeant. But if he’s hiding
a thief, with his plunder still in his pockets, at
this school, the time has come for us to Chlp in.
'e’;f doing that, he’s no better than a criminal
1sel
“Hear, hear!” said Bob.

“But what are we goirg to do?”

asked Beau-

clere. *“If the ma there, we're not going to leg
him stay 1}\ele. is school isn’t a refuge for
cllmmals

“No jolly fear!” said Bob Lawless emphatic-
ally. ‘Let s go and put it straight to Mr.
Slimmey. Either the man clears off at once, and
takes liis chame, or else we call the sergeant in.
That’s fair.”

“Come on!” said Frank Richards.

And a few minutes later the chums were at the
door of Mr. Slimmey's cabin, with "very deter-
mined expressions on ‘heir faces.

b,
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An Amazing Discovery !

RANK RICHARDS knocked at the cabin
door and opened it. This time it was not
fastened. Mr. Slimmmey was in the rcom,

moving about restlessly. 'The young master spent
inuch of his leisure time in study, but there was
no sign of study in the room now. He swung
arvnly towards the door as 1t opened.

“You agan Richards !” he exclaimed.

*Yeg, sir.

“T have told you that I cannot be troublpc with
you this evening. Is that not plain enough?’

Frank bit his hp

“Quite, sir. I have not come to speak about
the lesson.”

“THen what do you want7 :

“Tiwill explain, sir. I had better come in.’

Frank entered, folnowed by his chums, \ratchou
angrily by Mr. Slimmey. His anger did not deter
Frank Richards, however. He had a duty to do,
and’he had come there to do it.

“Well, what is it?” snapped the man.

1 ought to tell you first, sir, that vesterday I
heard you talking in the tinmber with your brother
Rufus;” said ank quietly.

Mr. Slimmey started violently

“You—you heard ” he gasped.

“ “Yes, It was quite by accident. I had gone
there to mug over my books, when I heard your
voices,” said Frank. “I never intended to let
yvou know that I had hezud you, or knew anything
about your brother:

“ My—my. brother——"

* Your brother Rufus, the man Sergeant Lasalle
is in search of.”

“Oh!”
~ The expression of relief in the man’s face
puzzled the schoolboy. Trank did not know that
for one terrible moment the impostor had feared
that the boys knew the whole truth.

“You told the sergeant in the school-room thac
you had not seen or heard from your brother,’
went on Frank, in the same steady tone. It isn’t
for me to Judge you, sir, but that man cannot stay
here.”

“What—what man?”

“Rufus Slimmey 1”

“Are you mad? Do you think he is here?”

panted the man.

“I can't help thinking so, sir. I think bes
persuaded you somehow to give him shelter here,”
said Frank. “It can’t be done, sir. We a]l like
and respect you, Mr. Slimmey, ‘but we can 't keep
silent while you hide a thief and criminal in the
school. You know what Miss Meadows would say
if she knew.’

“You—you have not teld her
ridiculous suspicien—"

this—this

“Don t think we intend to be disrespectful, sir,
said Bob Lawless. “But we should be domg
wrong if we let him stay here and said nothing.
You can see that.”

“And we don t want him arrested hiere,” said
Beauclere. “Simply let us know th t he is gone,
sir, and that ends it as far as we're concemed
‘We're not aslung you to give the man up

“But—but you're out of your senses!” panted
Mr. Slimmey. *Do you imagine for one moment
that I have the man hidden in this small ca bin?”

“Will you let us glance into the bed-room, sir?”

“The—the bed-room 7

“Yes,” said Frank steadily. “If that room’s
nmpfy, we shall know that we’re mistaken, and
we’'ll beg your pardon siv. It there’s Ic one in
the room, you needn’t mind us seeing.’
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“I give you my word, Rl(hama, that Rufus
Slimmey is uot in “that rdbm.’

“Will you let us see, sir?”

“Do you dare to doubt my word?”

“You gave the sergeant your word this morn-
ing, sir, that you had not seen or heard from vour
brother, and I had heard you taiking to him in
the timber,” said Frank quietly.  “1'm sorry, sir,
but we shall have to see into thas room, or
e]se-——”

“Or else what?

“QOr else we shall have to ask the sergeant to
make a scarch of this cabin, sir.”

993
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Frank Richards broke the silence.

“We're sorry to take this line, sir; but you can
see for yourself that we couldn’t take part in
hiding a criminal in the school, for that's what it
amounts to if we conceal what we know. Let the
man go, and we shall say nothing.”

Mr. Slimmey drew a panting breath,

“You—you arc mad to suspect such a thing‘

“Will you let us see into the other room

“No, 1 will not. Am I to be ch tated. to by
schoolboys? I shall report this insolence to your
parents.”

Bat the attempt at bluster had no effect upon
the chums of Cedar Creek. The matter was too
serious for that. :

“We intend to tell our parents, in any case, sir,
unless that man gocs, ” said Bob FLawle “That
cuts no ice, sir. We've got to sec that man off.”

“If—if I should admit the truth of what you
say, will you keep silent?” muttered Shmmey.

“Yes, if the man goes.”

- “I-—I agree, then. Keep silent, and as soon as
it is dark, the man shall go. { promise that.”

The chums of Cedar Creek looked at oune
another. It was a %omplete admission. The n
was there. They had. been sure of it) yet that
complete surrender on the part of the assistant
master startled tnom a little.
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“ Are you satisfied ?” he muttered hoarsely. “I
will do as you wish. I—I will pass over your con-
duct in treating me in this manncr. The man
shall go to-night. That is a promise.”

His face was deadly white,.a hunted look was in
his eyes. His hand was in his pocket, and the
schoolboys knew, from the sagging of the coat,
that it was grasping a weapon hidden there.

It was not the Mr. Slimmey they had always
known, and there was a vague fear and suspicion
in their looks. Mr. Slimmey had never been
known to carry a weapon, yet they knew that this
man had a revolver hidden in his coat, upon which
his fingers had closed convulsively.

What did it all mean? What amazing change
had come over the quiet, irresolute man? Why
was the hard and desperate look creeping on his
pale face?

The distrust they had already felt intensified.
His eyes gleamed at them with anxious and savage
inquiry. :

“Well I”” he muttered. “What do you say?”’

“That’s good enough, sir,” said Frank, after a
long pause. “Let the man clear off. We don’t
want to have a hand.in arresting your brother.
The sergeant can take the money he has stolen.
That can be arranged——"

“The money ! What do you mean?”

“Sergeant Lasalle told you that he had the
stolen money upon him,” said Frank. “He cannot
take that away with him. We can’t agree to be
parties to a robbery, sir. If he keeps his liberty
he is lucky. He cannot take the stolen money.
Let him leave it here, and it can be handed over
to the sergeant in some way, to be taken back to
Vancouver.”

“Agreed! Now go!”

“But the money ?” said Frank.

“He shall jeave it here.”

Frank smiled slightly.

“He is hardly lLikely to do that at your asking,
sir.” ;
“He—he will do as T ask.”

“He will not,” said Frank quietly. “When I
heard you talking in the timber, sir, it did not
sound as if he would do as you asked. Yoy asked
him to go and leave you in peace. Did he do so?
I am sorry, Mr. Slimmey, but i

Frank Richards paused suddenly.

He started violently as a strange and startling
suspicion flashed into his mind. On that occasion,
~ when he had heard the brothers speaking in the
" timber, there had been a contrast between Paul
Slimmey’s hesitating tones ard the clear, cool,
hard voice of the adventurer from Vancouver.
The voices had been similar, but the manner of
speaking very different.

Unconsciously the impostor, in his anxiety and
bitter rage, had spolen without disguising his
tones, He was no longer affecting the low voice
of the sehoolmaster, and back into Frank’s mind
came the hard, sardonic tones he had heard that
day in the timber.

“(ood heavens I” muttered Frank, almost daze
by the startling suspicion.
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The look onhe boy’s face was enough for the
adventurer. He pguessed that Frank Richards
knew. -

His hand flashed from his pocket now, and a

-revolver glittered in it.

Frank sprang back.

“Look out!” he shouted. “That is not Mr.
Slimmey ! That man is Rufus Slimmey 7

With the bound of a tiger, the ruffian reached
the cabin door, slammed it shut, and set his back
to it. The revolver in his hand rose to a level,
gleaming at the startled chums of Cedar Creek.

“Silence !” he hissed.

At Close Quarters !

RANK RICHARDS gasped. He knew the
truth now—Rufus Slimmey’s action had left
no doubt of it—and his chums knew.

Amazing as it was, they wondered that they had
not guessed it before. It was not Mr. Slimmey,
but his double. All was clear now.

The resemblance, which had almost made the
Canadian sergeant arrest him in the schgol-room,
had enabled Rufus Slimmey to play this trick
upon the school.

And the secret of the locked room was that it
hid the real Paul Slimmey, not his outcast brother.
He was a prisoner there, or Frank felt a
chill as he looked at the desperate face of the
outcast. What had happened to the man whose
name and place the outcast had taken?

“Silence! One word aloud, and you shall die
for it !” hissed Rufus Slimmey. “You shall pay
dearly for spying on me !”

“Rufus Slimmey, by gum !” said Bob Lawless
dazedly. “Well, carry me home to die! This
beats the whole deck !”

“You have found me out!” Rufus Slimmey
gritted his teeth. “Mind, I am a desperate man!
Your lives will not stand in the way of my
freedom !”

“What have you done with your brother?”
muttered Frank Richards.

“He is a prisoner, and you will join him while
I get clear !” said Rufus Slimmey grimly. “Hold
up your hands!”

The chums hesitated.

“You-dare not shoot!” said V
quietly and contemptuously. “Serg
not twenty yards away !”

“q shall take my chance of that!
hands !”

There was a pause, and then the schoolboys
obeyed  The ruffian looked desperate enough to
shoot, and his liberty was at stake.

“I shall not be taken alive!” said the outcast,
between his teeth. *“Asd if T am to swing for a
trooper I may as well swing for you! If you
value your lives you will give me no trouble. If
it were not that that accursed sergeant would hear
the shots I would shoot you out of hand !”

He advanced towards them, the revolver still
levelled.

“Open that door, Richards!” He flunz a key
to Frank. *“Open the door and get into the next
room, all three of you!”

Frank unlocked the bed-room door. Then the
three schoolboys backed into the room. The bound
man on the bed gave them a look. Pau! Slimmey
had heard every word that was uttered in tha
outer room.

Tor some brief moments, now that the truth
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was known, he had hoped. DBut the desperate
outcast still held the upper hand.

Rufus Slimmey fOHO\\ ed them in, and with his
left hand placed the key on the inner side of the
door and locked it:

“Now I will deal with you!” he said, between
his teeth. “I shall leave you bound here while I
take my chance. And if you resist, beware! Keep
your hands up !” ;

He drew a cord from his pocket with: his left

hand.

“Make a ncose in that, Richards !”

Frank obeyed.

The outcast threw the ncose over Bob Lawless’
wrists and drew it together, ;

Frank was standing close by a stool under the
window, and as the ruffian was sccuring the cord,
his hand clesed on the steol. It was a desperahe
chance, for he knew that the man would shoot;
but he took it. With a sudden swing of his arm,

sy

the stocl was lifted and flung at the same moment.

Crash !

'The ruffian spun round -towards him, the
revolver up; but the whizzing stool struck himn at
the same moment, and he reeled.

Crack !

The pistol-shot filled the little room with deafen-
nﬂ sound. But the bullet flew inte the pl ni:
ceiling. The next moment Vere Beauclere drove
his fist under the chin of the stagger

man, and
Rufus Slimmey went with a crazh to the floor.
Beauclerc was upon him in a second, aud he
kicked the revolver from the rascal’s hand befor
he could pull the trigger again. Frank Ricl
was only a second bchlnd and as Rufus §
struggled up, Frank hmleu himself upon &
bore him to the floor again.
“Back up !” panted Trank.
(Continued on page 36.).
TeeE Gem Liprary.—No. 1,600.




BOOKED FOR A RAGGING, HIS CAPTAINCY AT STAKE, VERNON DAUBENY,
THE LEADER OF THE BUCKS, HAS TO DO SOME QUICK THINKING.

*f You’'re afraid to stand up for yourself,”

accused Daubeny. * What ? ’° howled Drake.

The dandy made a sudden lunge forward, and

his open hand fell across Drake’s face. ‘f Now

put up your fists! ”’ he said between clenched
teeth.

Facing the Music!

66 D —XUBEl\Y [
Come ouf !”
ang |

Vernon Daubem of the Shell listened to the
uproar outside his study, with a troubled brow.

The door was locked, and the study table was
jammed against it for additional security. With-
in the study, Daubeny & Co. listened and looked
at one another.

There were five fellows in the room—Daubeny,
BEgan, Torrence, Chilcot, and Chetwynd. They
were all members of the junior eleven—the in-
glorious eleven that had been beaten that after-
noen by six goals to nil. The other six members
were scattered somewhere in the recesses of the
old Benbow-—keeping out of sight. Daubeny &
Co. had fled from the wrath of their schoolfellows
to come to Study No. 3 in the Shell, and locked
themselves in. It was a terrible humiliation for
the great Daub; but it was better than the rag-
rrmcr that was \&al‘rlng for him outside.

“Come out 1”

“Let us .in, Daub!” squeaked the voice of
Tuckey Toodles through the keyhole. “Let us
in, you worm! I'm going to scalp you, Daub!”

Daubeny gritted his teoth,

So low was he fallen that even the fat and
grubby Toodles ventured to lift the heel against
him. ‘Tuckey Toodles, who had trembled at his
frown, who had lurked round his doorway many
a time and oft, in the hope of being asked in
to a fecd—even Toodles dared to be down on him.

Tue Gem LiBrarvy.—No. 1,600

DAUB'’S
AY OUT!

By Owen Conquest.

‘Oh gad !” muttered Daubeny.
ey ecmus state of arfalh.’ growled Eg#n.
“Look here, Daub, what’s goin’ to be done 77

“Yell for the prefects !” \aﬂge~ted Torrence.

“That'll only put it off, even if they come !”
said Chetwynd of the Fourth. “Look here, those
fellows are right in a way! Daub oufrhtnvt to
have got St. Winny’s licked as he did. He
chucked .the match away. All the chaps know it—
Daub kno\\q it. Let them -rag you, Daub!
You've asked for it!”

“Why, you—you——" stuttered Daubeny.

“Chet’s right,” said Chilcot. “They’ll be bust-
ing in the door soon. Let them in, Daub!”

Daubeny stared speechlessly at his chums,

It was true that he had thrown away the High-
cliffe match through his obstinate determination
to plm his knutty pals inste
could play football. But it
his pals to round on him like this,
was time to pay the piper.

*Oh, draw it mild!”?

ad of fellows who
as rather hard for
now that it

murmured Torrence.

LTRSS

Jack Drake finds the

skipper of the junior team a crafty

opponent when he tries o clean up
St. Winifred’s footer.

TR s e nnnm

lackadaisical

“SWe're bound to stand by old Daub. He stood
by us!”

“Oh, quite !” said Egan.

Bang! Thump!

Jack Drake’s voice came through the door.

“Are you going to let us in, Dauh 22

“No, hang you!” said the junior captain of
St Winifred's between his teeth.

“We’ll bust the door!”

“Go and cat coke!”

Bang !

Thump !

“They mean business!” said Egan, who was
rather pale. “Why, it’s a regular riot! The
fellows have never cut up rusty like this before !”

“It’s all Drake’s doing—and Rodney’s!”
muttered Daubeny. “Took here, this is a bit too
rotten—hidin’ in a study! After all, 'm junior
skipper. You fellows back me up and we'll rush
them !”

“Catch us!” said Chileot.

“No jolly fear!”
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Bang!

Vernon' Daubeny drew a. deep breath. He
could hear the sound of some instrument at work
on the lock outside; the study door would not
protect him long.

He looked 1ound scornfully at his chums.

“Are you goin’ to back me up?” he asked.
“We've got more 01 the fellows on our side than
Drake’s crowd; we’ve only to call them together
and 2

“% Rats ')l

“It’s you they want,” said Cuet“vnd subkily,
& Yqiu wIe no, right to drag us into it!”

“Look at the way you pitched away the game,”
said Chetwynd. “You dropped Drake from the
team—the only good man we had, excepting my-
sc]f perhaps !

“You!” shouted Daub.

1

“You played like a
“Well, who put me in the team, then?” said
Lhetwynd sulkily.
“I was a fool to play you, I know that!”
“You always were a fool Daub !” retorted
Chetwync‘

“There’s something in what Chetwynd says.”
remarked Egan. “Here’s a chanee for you to be
hoxom, Daub——g'\e yourself up as a giddy scape-
goat you know !”

Daubeny did not answer. Not only was his
captaincy trembling in the balance, but he was
in danger of Iosmr' his position as chief of his

vn select followers.

He turned to the door and began to drag away .

the table. His comrades watched him rather
uneasily.
“What are you going to do?” muttered
Torrence. ;
Without a word, Daubeny hurled the table

aside, and turned the key in the lock. Then he
threw the study door wide open.

“Come out ” The juniors in the passage were
yelling. “Daubeny, come out, you rotter !”

The sudden opening of the door took the
besiegers by surprise. The yell died away sud-
denly.

. Vernon Daubeny stepped out into the passage.

" “Here I am!” he said.

The next moment the door slammed behind
Daubeny, and Chetwynd turned the key in the
lock again. Evidently the bucks of St. Winifred’s
were not disposed to follow their leader.
Daubeny ‘stood with his back to the lecked door,
facing the excited mob of juniors in the passage.

Very Deep of Daub!
ACK DRAKE of the Fourth stepped forward.
Daubeny n'cn him with a steely look.
“8o you've come out!” said Drake.

“Did you think I was afraid to?” said
_Daubeny contemptuously.

“Well, rather!”

“It looked & bit like it, locking yourself up in
the studv 1” chuckled Tuckey Toodles. “Yah!”

Smack !

Daubeny smote suddenly, and Tuckey Toodles
went spinning. He landed on his back with a
bump and a roar.

¢ Yaroooh !

“Ha, ha, hal? '

Tuckey Toodles sat wup qu‘te dazedly. His
companions roared with laughter. The sudden
downfall of the warlike 'luckny struck them as
funny.

o Yow-o‘v -ow I }'0\\‘nd Tood!les. “Wow !
Collar him! Rag him! Wow!”

“You collar hrm, Tuckey I grinned Estcourt.

“Ha, ha; hal

“Vow-ow-ow 7 was Tuckey’s reply.

“Now I want to know what this thumpit’ row
means !” said Daubeny, speaking quite coolly.

The chief of the bucks had already recovered
some of his old ascendancy. The St. Winifred's
juniors admired pluck; and there was no doubs
that Daubeny had shown plenty of pluck in step-
ping alone from the shelter of the study to face
the excited mob—while his worthy followers
locked him out and left him to his fate.

The juniors held back.

“You know what it means,” said Jack Drake
quietly. “You were warned that if your dud
team threw away the nghdlﬂe match, you'd be
put through it. Now the tme s come 17

“And what are you gom to do?”

“Rag you bald-headed,” answered Drake at
once. “You're going to have the frogsmarch,
and run the gauntlet; and we’re going to parade
you on deck with a fool’s cap on your head !”

“Henr, hear!”

“Cocllar him !” yelled Toodles.

There was a move forward

Daubeny’s heart beat faster.

He deserved the ragging—he was well aware
of that. Jack Drake's followers had swelled in
number since the woeful exhibition on Little Side
that afternoon. Even without Drake and .Rodney
to take the lead, there would probably have been
trouble for the bucks. Now more than two-thirds
of the Lower School had risen against Daubeny—
his star was on the wane.

But he did not give up hope by any means.

“Anythin’ else?” he asked, with a coolness tha
made an impressicn on the juniors in spite o
their wrath.

"Yes something more,” said Dralke. “After
you’ve been through it, there’s gom to be a meet-
ing and an clection to. settle whethsr you nwp
the captaincy. I don’t think you’ll keep it.

“Not likely—after this!” said Dick Rodney.

“And that’s all?” asked Daubeny.

*That’s all.”

“Collar the cad!” ,howled Toodles, keeping
behind Drake, however. * Why don’t you cellar
him 7”

“Hold on & minute!” said Daubeny, with the
same coolness. “Let a chap speak a word for
himself.”

“What have you got to
Rodney.

“Nothin’ to §ou‘ answered Daubeny, with a
curl of the lip.” “This is between Drake and I.
Drake’s got up this riot because I dropped him
from the team.”

“That’s not true,” said Drake at once.

“And because I’ve dropped hxc acquaintande,
said Daubeny, with a sneer. “Because I don't
choose to consort with shabby bounders.”

Drake flushed.

“If that’s all yvou've got to sa.y———" he began.

“There’s a_little more. If there’s an election
for captain, I’ m quite aware who’s goin’ to put
up against me,” sneered Daubeny. ©You've got
it all cut and dx'ied, of course. And you want it
at once, before the fellows have had time to Mm.\
You want the Lower School to take part 1'1 a

5
£

say ?” demanded

3

32

personal quarrel between us—becayse you're
afraid to stand up for yourself !” -
“What !”
Toe Gext Lisranv.—No. 1.600.
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Daubeny made a sudden stride forward and
struck at Drake’s face.

“Now put up your hands!” he said, betwcen
his teeth. “The other fellows can see fau play.”

Drake staggered from the sudden drive. The
next moment he was springing forward.

Rodne:y caught him by the arm.

‘Hold on!” 3

“Let me go!” shouted Drake.

“Hold on, I tell you! Can’t you see that cad
wants to turn this into a fight with you instead
of a school ragging!”

“I don’t care! Let him have his way, then!”
e\daimed Drake. “How long do you think that
<mo}1§v cad wﬂl stand up to me, anyhow ?”

ut——

“I’'m ready,” sald Daubeny, with an evil smile.
“How long are you going to hide behind Rodney,
Drake ?”

Drake shook off his chum’s detaining hand.

“Come onl!” he said between his teeth.

“A ring!” exclaimed Sawyer major.
back, you fellows! Give them room !”

“(o it, ye cripples!”

Daubeny stepped from the study door and threw
off his jacket. His face was a trifle pale, but
quite cool. He had gained his point—the ragging
was off. He was booked for a.fight with one of
the best fighting-men in the Lower School of St.
Winifred’s, and the prospect was not agrecable,
but it was a choice of two evils.

Daubeny was not a fighting-man, if he could
help it; but there was too much at stake for him
to funk a contest now. And he was bitterly deter-
mined to do his best.

A victory over his rival would do much to re-
instate him in his old position; and Daubeny,
dandy and slacker, was not a coward.

A ring was formed and Rawlings ran for a set
of gloves. Outside the windows in the passage the
night was setting over the river; but there was
a blaze of clectric light within. * The rivals of St.
Winifred’s faced each other in the space left for
them by the throng. IFrom far and near fellows
were arriving as the news of the fight spread.
Triends of Daubeny—who had been keeping off
the scene—turned up now.  Even some of the dud
eleven showed themselves in the crowd. The door
of Study No. 3 was opened, and Egan and the
rest crowded the doorway—not yet venturing out.
They were not even looked at. All interest was
centred on the two combatants.

“01d Daub’s jolly clever,” Chilcot murmured to
Lgan. “The chaps secem to have forgotten the
ragging already.”

Egan nodded.

“But T wouldn’t care to.be in Daub’s shoes all
the same,” he Sa.ld “Drake’s a hard hitter and
he's wild now.’

Sawyer ma]or took out his watch.

"Readv ?” he asked. “Time !”

The rivals of St. Winny’s closed in combat, and
there was a hush of breathless interest.

“Stand

Man to Man!

00D old Daub!”

“Go it, Drake!”

Vernon Daubeny was putting up an un-
expectedly good show. His courage was screwed
to the sticking point; and it was evident that he
knew a good deal about boxing; as much as his
opponent probably. He was a dangerous antago-
nist, which was rather a surprise to the onlookers.
It was rather a surprise to Jack Drake, too. But

Tre Gem Lisrarv.—No. 1,600.
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Daubeny was in a savage mood, and there was
much at stake.

The first roundswas hard and fast, and there
was a good deal of punishment given and taken.
In the second, Daubeny was severely punished,
but in the third fortune smiled upon him, and a
lucky uppercut laid the Fourth Former on the
planl\s

“Well hit!”

“Good old Daub!”

“Not so much thumping row!” exclaimed
Sawyer. “Time! Keep your silly heads shut!
Do you want old Packe or a dashed prefect to
come down?”

Rodney helped Drake up. Ho was looking
rather dazed, but he smiled faintly at his chum
as the latter made a knee for him.

“Hard luck!” said Rodney.
fluke, though.

“Not i 1

“Time !”

Jack Drake put his “beef ” into the fourth
round. Daubeny had little chance this time, and
he was driven round the ring under a shower of
blows. He fought on, however, till the call of
time came to give him relief.

Then he almost sank on Seeley’s
his second sat him down.

“There’s one more round in Daub!” remarked
Raik of the Fourth: »

But Raik was mistaken. Daubeny held his own
in tlhe fifth round, and came up steadily for the
sixth.

‘He was plainly getting the worst of it, and the

127

“It was only 8
You won’t let him do that agam
can help it.”

shoulder, and

- punishment he had received would have justified

him in throwing up the fight. But he was evi-
dently determined to keep on till his powers
failed him.

“Seventh round!” sald Tuckey Toodles, in
wonder. “Who’d have thought that ass Daub had
so much beef in him !”

“Sticking it out, and no mistake !” said Raik.
“Daub’s got plenty of pluck, anyhow !”

Crash !

Daubeny was down, gasping for breath.

Sawyer major began to count. But before the
tenth second was. reached. Daubeny was on his
feet again. He tottered as he stood, but he faced
his adversary. It needed only a drive to knoclk
him spinning; but Jack Drake did not deliver
that drive. He stepped back to give his enemy
a chance.

“Come
thickly.

“Good old Daub !” muttered Egan. “I'd never
have thought it of him. This will make a differ-
ence at the election, if it comes off.”

“That’s why Daub’s sticking it out,” said
Chilcot.

S ime !

Daubeny sank on his second’s knee, panting.

“Keeping on?” muttered Seeley

Daubeny gave him a savage look.

13 Yes !H

“Oh, all right!”

Seeley sponged his principal’s blazing face. A
the call of time the chief of the bucks stepped
up for the eighth round. Jack Drake came on
more slowly.

“Dash it all, Daub, you've had enough,” he
said. “Let it go at that. You know you're done
for—chuck it |”

Daubeny’s reply was a savage blow at his face.

“Well, if you will have it!” said Drake

And he attacked hotly. Again Daubeny was

on, hang you!” muttered Daubeny
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driven round the exhausted * defence
availing him little.

That Daubeny was “done” was apparent to
all; but there were murmurs of encouragement
fer him. He was showing plenty of pluck, and
pluck is always pepular.

He finished the round on his back, gasping.

Sawyer major called timne for the ninth round,
and Daubeny made an effort to stagger into the
ring.

Drake dropped his hands.

“Chuck it!” he said.
gotng cn, Daub? Look
w chuck it 1”

o “T'll fight you while
Haubeny.

“Well, you can’t stand, you ass!”

“@huck it, Daub!” called several voices.

Paubeny made a last effort snd lurched
towards his adversary. Drake stailed him off
without -Litting himn. Somehow, Daubeny kept
pid-feet till time was calied. Then he collapsed
o Seeley’s knee.

Sawyer major, with almoss an awed lock, called
timet But Vernon Daubeny could not get on his
fect again.

Seeley. tossed the sponge into the air.

Daubeny blinked at Drake through his half-
closed eyes. He had put up a ficht that aston-
ished the St. Winny’s juniors, and rather aston-
ished: himself.  And the locks of the juniors
showed that Daub had recovered much of the
ground he had lost with them.

Drake put on his jacket slowly. He was feeling
the effects of the hard tussle, though not to the
same extent as Daubeny.

After a moment or two of hesitation, he
stepped towards Daub. The Shell feilow’s eyes
glittered at him.

“You’ve put up a jolly good fight, Daub,” said
Drake. “If you’d been. in better condition, it
weuld have been even chances. Lock here, I'mm
sorry we've come to this; we used to be pals, old
chap. There’s my fst, of you like to take it!”

Daubeny’s hand clenched hard. For a second it
looked as if he would strike the proffered hand
savagely aside.

But sccond thoughts were wiser.
Drake’s hand. ;

“All serene !” he muttered thickly."
mind! There you are!”

“Good man!” said Sawyer major, putting
away his watch. “Blessed if I thought yeu had
it in you, Daub! You ain’t such a fluffy ass as
you've always made out, old top!”

Jack Drake walked away with his chum. He
had damages that needed seeing to, and for some
-time afterwards he“was seeing to them, with Rod-
ney’s assistance. And when he went to his study
he sank down in the armchair in fatigue—the
tough “scrap ” had told upon him.

“You’ll feel all right to-morrow,” said Rodney.

“Oh, yes! I don’t feel so bad as I did after
my scrap with you,” said Drake, with a smile.
“That was rather a twister. Who would ever
have thought of Daubeny standing up like that to
a slogging 1”7 :

“The ragging’s off I” said Rodney.

“Yes, rather! Couldn’t very well rag a fellow
in Daub’s stats. Besides, after he’s showed so
much plack—and he shook hands with e at the
fimsh, too!” said Drake. “Daub isn’t such a
rotter, after all. I suppose he can’t help being
rather a snob; but he’s got his good points.
Anyhow, he took my fist.”

Rodney looked rather curiously at his chum.

ring, his

“What's the good of
1ere, the ragging’s off—

tand !” gasped

I can &

£

He took

“I—1 dou't

3

“The fellows would have been ' down on
if he had shown malice,”” hs remarked. “I
rather oo deep to do anything ung
especially just now, Drake.”

‘@ h!”

“He’s stalled off the ragging and given the
fellows something else to think about instead of
the football match,” said Rodney. ‘“‘Hé's prac-
tically been pulling cur leg in all this.”

“I—I hardly think so ” Drake hes
“Dash_it all, Rodney, I can’t quite agres
you! Fellows aren’t so deep as all that”

“Daub is. What about an election for a new
skipper 77

Drake shock his head.

“Well, we were thinking of that; but Ive
shaken hands with him. Of course, we shall
never be friends again, but—— Look here, after
the lessons he’s had to-day, Daub won’t play tho
goat with the footer any more, I should ‘think.
If he bucks up and puts a good eleven in the
field, that’s all we want. Give him a rest.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“Then we'll down him, i we can.
agree?”’ :

Rodney smiled.

“Oh, I agree!” he said. “I don’t think Daub
is feeling quite so jolly forgiving a$ the present
moment—but mever mind. Let’s have tea.
Toodles, you bounder, come and cook the 31”

And the subject of Daubeny of the &
dropped in ‘S8tudy No. 8.

Declined With Thanks !

UCKEY TOODLES wore a thoughtful exproes-
sion during tea in Study No. 8 The
grubby junior was deep in the throes of

reflection.

His ‘thoughtfulness did not pr
anncxing the lion’s share of the
but while his jaws were busy his b
working.

After tea, which was rather late, the table was
prepared for prep. But Rupert de Vere Toodles
had not been thinking about prep.

He coughed.,

“You fellows—" he began.

“ Anything wrong?” asked Rodney.

“Eh? No—why?”

“You haven’t been talking for ten minutes
cr more.”

Don’t you

hell was

him from
, as usual;
ramn wag also

e T

R HB R HE RS R

DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.
Solution :

Perkins thonght he was being very clever by
saying he had been up in ibe other plane atthe same
time as the St. Jim's party. [f so, it would have
made a perfect alibi. His description of the flight
was rather inaccurate—modern cabin planes are as
comfy to ride in as trains; but the thing that
really  gave Perkins away was the fact that
Trimble had seen the other plane taxi over to
the hangar. The plane had evidently finished
making trips for the day, and we also had the
official’s statement that the ene Tom Merry & Co.
went on was the last trip of the afternoon. So
Perkins had apparently been for a flip in a plane
that didn’t go up! Cornered, Perkins handed
over the wallet; and though Guss regard for
Grimes and the other village youths® prevented
him pressing the matter, when Grimes heard, he
and his chums dealt with Perkins—drastically !

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,600.
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lats! You fellows, we'd better have this out
plam,” said Toodles. “We were talking about a
new election for the JIUHOI captain, with a candi-
date flom this study.’

“Oh, that’s off |” said Dlax\e

“That's where you make a mistake,” said
Toodles firmly. “It’s not off | i

"'Eh?”

“Rodney suggested your putting up as captain.
Now, I didn’t like to say so, Drake, but I thought
tl ,’n was ntl er ro”’

T -vq

“You're all right in your way, of course,” said
T'oodles nmﬂ"nanmlouﬂh “But hardly up to the
mark 3 3umo1 captain, you know.”

“Fathead

“5till, there’s a fellow in this study who would

i1l the bill to a T1” announced Toodles.

“&?u flatter mie, Tuckey!” said Dick Rodney
grave

“I wasn’t referring to you, Rodney. You
wouldn’s be any good Besides, you're only a
half-pay chap—not much account you lmow,

You don’t mmd my mentioning i, Tm sure.’

“Not at all,” said Rodney plamdly

“Gf oo'u":e, I don’t mind being chummy with
vou,” explained Toodles. I rather like you—m
5 way. But facts are facts—aren’t they?’

“1 believe so.”

“ Andz=the fact is that you're a bit of an out-
sider—compared with a fellow like me, for
instance. You see that?”

Rodney glanced at the fat, grubby junior and
laughed.

“Qmm s0,” he said. “It’s really kind of you,
Toodles, to take any notice of my existence at

Al ‘
“Well, really, you know, I'm a kind-hearted
R T T R R R T S SRR R R AR RRR
a L} ?
How NOT to be a Big Noise!
Read this great

book-iength vyarn
by Martin Clifford!

P

Who wants George Alfred Grundy, the St. Jim's
champion chump? His claims to leadership
ridiculed in the School House, George Alfred
transfers to the New House—to find his talents—
if any—=equally unappreciated there. But Grundy
is determined to take the lead among the juniors
Read how he fares—and have a good laugh!

“GRUNDYTAKES THE LEAD!"
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chap,” said Toodles fatuoualy
to my inferiors—always.
“Ha, ha, ha!?

“I'm always kind

g don't see anything to cac Ie at. Rodney.
But' to come back to the subject of the
eicrtmn

\z‘vould you mind ringing off 7" asked Rodney
politely “Prep now, and it's difficult to worlk
with a goose cackhng all the time.”

“ Look here ” roared Tuckey.
“Cheese it
ke come back to the election !”

howled Tuckey

Toodles. “I think it ought to come off, with a

candidate from this study Drake isn’t really

suitable, and yow’re an outsider, Roduey: but
2

there’s me.’

“Oh, my hat!”

“I've often tho'wht I should make a jolly good
junior skipper,” said Toodles modestly. Often
and often. I don’t see anything to grin at,
Drake—nothing at all. Think of the football
record, and what it would be like if I were
skxpppx

“Only think !” chuckled Rodney. “Daub would
have to hide his diminished head. He only
gathers up .m[\mrra of six goals to nil—nothing to
what you could do

“I should give
Drake.”

“Go hon !” €

“And you, perhaps, Rodney——"

“Only perhaps?”

“Well, Pd do the best T could for you as you're
in my :tud"_” said Toodles generously. “In fact,
I think I could promise you a place, on condition
that you vote for me in the elcction. I ought to
get eleven votes sure—the chaps I should put into
the team, you krow, and myself. I can vote for
myself if I like. Then I’d put down about twenty
as reserves, and get their votes. That seems
rather a good idea. What do you fe“ovx~ think ?”

“I think it’s time we did prep,” said Rodney,
laughing.

“Look here, are you going ’ro back me up?”
demanded Toodles \\-'umh “I suppose you're
going to support a fellow in your own study ?
And I suppose you can see that I'm just thn
skipper S8t. Winny’s wants. The right man in
the right place, you know—that’s me. k2

Toodles’ \tUdedtCa chuckled. -

“You see, now’s the chance,” went on Tuckey.
“Daub’s on the down-grade; you can sce that.
Sonie cheeky cad miay get setting up as a candi-
date—some silly ass who's no good ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And that would be rotten for the school. It's
a case of the hour and the man. See? If you
fellows ale only going to cackle i

The chums of Study No. 8 yelled. The idea of
Tuckey Toodle~ as junior captain of St. Winifred’s
was too much for them

Toor”e:. rose from his chair wrathfully.

“ Are you going to vote for me?” he demanded.

“Ha, ha! Not quite!”

“T shall leave you out of my football eleven,
then, if I'm elected.”

“If” gasped Drake. “Oh, my hat!

1

you a place in the team,

Ha, ha,

“Blessed if I ever heard such a pair of cackling
asses! I'm jolly well gomg to call a meeting 1”

“Better do your prep.

“Blow prep I”

Tuckey Toodles strode loftily from the study and
slammed the door after him. .

The chums of the Fourth chuckled, and then,
dismissing Tuckey Toodles from their mmd~ they
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seitled down to work. Jack Drake worked as
steadily as his new chum. Rodney’s example had
its effect upon the wayward junior, and his work
was no longer daone in ‘the desultory fashion of old.
The previeus term Drake had often done his prep
- with Daubeny and Egan sitting on the corner of
the iable, smoking and talking, which was not
condugcive to good work. He was finding the
difference now, and Mr. Packe, the master of the
Fourth, found a great improvement in the results.
For some weeks now Jack had nof found himself
1 his Form-master’s black books—which was
vather an agreeable change.

But the fatuous Tuckey was not quite to be dis-
niissed from mind, as it happened. Soon after his
departure from the study there came a sound of
loud’ laughter from the direction of the Common-
100m.

Apparently Tuckey was propounding his new
scheme to the juniors there, and, to judge by the
hilarity, he was not being 1ecewed with the due
respect as a candidate for the junior captainey.
““Ha, ha ha!?

- “Tuckey’s going it, T think,” Dlalxe remarked,
looking up from his work,

Rodney grinned.

“Sounds like it,” he said. *Poor old Tuckey !
“Ha, ha, ha!” came a fresh roar.

There was a sound of trampling feet on the
nks outside. Above the howls of laughter came
e squeaky tones of Tuckey Toodles.

“Yaroch! Lemme down!”
#%fa, ha, ha !

“Yoop! You'll drop me!
The door flew open.,

utside there was a crowd of the Fourth, headed
Sawyer major, Conway, Furly, and Raik.
y bore Tuckey Toodles houlder high.

rake and Rodney staved at the scene.

] » began Redney.
¥Yarooh! Rescuel”
a, ha. A
¢ your candidate hOWILd Sawyer
> “We ve brought him home.
i pb@l mateh Now, land him{”

Ow! Help!”

7 :EVMGR'E STAMPS AND RULES HERE.

|
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“Yoooop

Apparently Tuckey Toodles had not found
Winny’s as a candi-
date for Daub’s pesition.

“There’s your candidate!”
“ Deeclined with thanks !

“He’s not our candidate, you silly ass ! roared
Drake. ‘“ Why,. you—you

“Didn’t you say that you'd support him if he
put up for.captainey?” asked Esteourt.

“You footling chump !” howled Rodney.

“Didn’t you say you thought he was the right
man at the right time?” gunned Conway.

“Idiot ! yelled Dml\e

“Didn't you say

“No!” howled Rodney and Drake together
before Sawyer Major could get any further.

Sawyer turned to the crowd round the door.

“Is 1t possible, gentlemen,” he said, with
portentious gravity, fhat our revered Toodles
has been prevaricating.” :

““Ha, ha hal”

“Bump him !”

“Yoop! Help!”

Tuckey Toodles sprawled wildly on the table.
Papers and pens and inkpot went flying. The
Fourth Formers, velling with merriment, erowded
out of the study, leaving the unhappy candidate
howling wildly.

gasped Sawyer.

o You—you silly ass!” gasped Drake. = “Look
what you've done !”
“I haven’t—I didn't—I—I—leggo!” roared

Toodles.
But his studymates did not let go. They grasped
him and rolled him off the table and bumped him

on the floor. Tuckey Toodles sat there and
spluttered.
“Ow! Wow! Yah! Ow! Rotters! Wau!

I—1 jol]y well won’t be junior captain of St
Winny’s now! Yow-ow! Not if you ask nie on
your bended knees! Groogh! Never! Yoop!”
And he never was | L
(Next Wednesday: TOODLES THE
MAGNIFICENT.’)
Tue Gey Lisrany.—No. 16\.0
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THE SCHOOLBOY’S SHOW-DOWN!

(Continued from page 29.)
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Panting with rage, Rufus Slimmey struggled in
.the grasp of Frank Richards and Vere Beauclerc.
‘He would probably have been too much for the
two of them, but Bob Lawless had dragged the
unfastened noose from his wrists, and he joined
.in with great vigour. He caught up the fallen
revolver, clubbed it, and the heavy butt crashed
on the ruffian’s head.

- Rufus Slimmey yelled, and sank back on the
oot. ;

Frank Richards’ knee was jammed on his chest,
and Beauclerc grasped his wrists. Bob thrust the
revolver muzzle fairly into his mouth.

-.“Chuck it !” said Bob grimly.

', “The cord—quick ! exclaimed Beauclerec.

- Dazed by the crashing blow, the ruffian lay
almost helpless. Trank Richards caught up the
cord and Iooped it over his wrists as Beauclerc
held them, and drew it tight and knotted it.

Then the schoolboys left him, lying on the floor
and panting with rage.

“Totch the sergeant here, Beau!” exclaimed
Trank breathlessly.

“You bet ! /

Vere Beauclerc unlocked the door and dashed
out. Frank tcok out his pocket-knife and cut the
‘bonds_that held Paul Slimmey to the bed. He
i removed the g, and the master strove to speak,
but no word would come from his numbed lips.
Ile groaned faintly as he moved.

“All right -mow, Mr. Slimmey ?” said Frank
cheerily. E

_ There was a heavy tread in the outer room. The
sergeant had heard the pistolshot, and he was
already coming towards the cabin when Beauclere
found him. The big Mountie loomed up in the
doorway. :

“ Here's your man !” said Bob Lawless.

“Holy smoke!” ejaculated Scrgeant Lasalle.
“# And—and who is this?”

Tis eyes turned to the man stretched on the bed.

“That’'s our master, sir—Mr. Slimmey. That
villain had been passing himself off as Mr.
Slimmey !’ panted Fr

“By gosh 1”

PLAY THE GAME! WHAT (
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The sergeant understood now. His bronzed face
was very grim as M stooped and jerked Rufus
Slimmey to his feet.

“J guess you played
he remarked. “But the game’s up now!
the man I want !”

The exposed impostor ground his teeth.

“1 owe it to that brat!” he muttered, his eyes
glittering at Frank Richards. “I shan’t forget
this 1”

Frank Richards laughed.

“Remember it as long as you like!” he said
cheerily. “TI'm jolly glad I had a hand in laying
you by the heels !”

«“Same here !” said Bob Lawless. “I guess the
rotter’s got his plunder about him, sergeant ! We
make you a present of the dear man!”

The sergeant laughed, and marched his prisoner
out with an iron grip upon his shoulder.

Tive minutes later two Mounties weresriding
away for Thompson, and between them, bound
upon a horse, was Rufus Slimmey. The lumber
school had seen the last of the desperate rascal.

Miss Meadows, to whom the sergeant had briefly
explained, came to the cabin in great astonish-
ment. The chums had helped Mr. Slimmey into
the outer room, and he was sitting there, pale and
worn, when the schoolmistress entered.

Mr. Slimmey made an effort to rise, but sank
back from sheer weakness.

“Don’t get up,” said Miss Meadows. “The
sergeant has told me. My ‘poor friend, you have
had a terrible experience. If one had only
guessed | But you are rid of that rascal now.-
And you boys were the cause of the discovery !”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Frank Richards modestly.

“You have not been hurt?”

o, The rotter—ahem !—1
Slim
“That's in the roof. - All serene, ma’am

Miss Meadows smiled.

“You had better go home now,” she
have done very well L T am proud of you'!

And the three chums walked-out, feeling very
proud of themselyes. ¢

The next day the lumbeé school was buzzing
with the story, but it was somie time before Mu.
Slimmey appeared in the scheol-room. He came
back at last, looking very quiet and subdued. By
that time a judge and jury in far Vancouver were
dealing with the reckless rascal whom Frank
Richards and his chums had laid by the heels.

a bold hand, Slimm-ey 1
You're

Rufus

mean

ey—had time for only one shot,” said Bob.

12

“You

(Next Wednesday: ‘* THERE'S DANGER ON
THE TRAIL”)
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