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“LET ME OUT!” MOANED A VOICE FROM THE INTERIOR OF THE TRUNK.
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PLUCH —Every Saturday, 1d. - 27

WEW SCHOOL TALE.

A Splendid New
School Story,

MARTIN CLIFFORD,

Author of the tales of Tom Merry,
appearing everi':’, week in the
“GEM" Library.

READ THIS FIRST.

Clive Lawrence, a new boy at St. Winifred’s, is
put into the Fourth Form, which is at daggers
drawn with the Fifth. The leaders of the Fourth
are Fisher and Locke, Clive’s study-mates; and
those of the Fifth are Kendal and Keene.
Courtney, a builly, takes Clive for ‘“fag,” and
sends him on an errand to the Jolly Seaman;
a public-house irn the village. Clive arrives at
his destination, and is shown into a bacik room
to wait for a Mr. Napper. He overhears a plot
between Napper and a German, whom he after-
wards recognises as Herr Stosscl, the German
master at St. Winifred’s. Clive returns to
the 8chool, and the next day quarreis with
Fisher. The two agree to meet in a glave fight,
and Clive knochs Fisher out. Scon after the
fight Courtney tells Clive to go down 1o the
f“Jolly Seaman’ with a letter, Lawrence, how=
ever, stoutly refuses.

(Now go on with the story.)

One Against Two.

Clive had alveady made one bitter foe at St. Winifred’s.
'he German master hated him, and would not allow his
hatred to sleep. With a prefect against him, teo, the life
of the junior was likely to be a harassed one. But Clive
Lawrence had never wanted for courage.

“Lawrence !> broke eut Courtney, at last.
Bo you know what youn are saying 7’

Clive’s eyes met the prefect’s calmly,

*“ Yes, Courtney.”

“You refuse to obey my orders?’?

“In this case I must!?

* Very well, Lawrence. You have deliberately set yours
self agamst me!”’

‘“I am not against you. T will do everything you have a
right to ask of me. You have no right to send me to the
Jolly Seaman, and to make me risk getting expelled from
the school,” said Clive firmly.

Courtney sneered savagely.

““I will teach you in the long run that it dees not pay to
set up as a judge of your prefect’'s astions,” he said. “I
could have been a good friend to you, but if you ebaose to
make me an enemy, you will repeut it.”

Clive Lawrence was silent.

The door of the study opened, and Carne, of the Sixth,
looked in. He glanced curiously at Clive, and at the white,
furious face of the prefect. .

¢ “Halle, Courtney! Haven't you sent him?’

“He won'’t go!” -

Carne gave a whistle.

: & %){,o won't go? Do you mean that he refuses to obey
o Yes.”

“There’s a cricket-stump in the corner,” said Carne, ‘“ and
FII hold the young rotter acress the table if you like.”

Clive Lawrence clenched his hands hard.

“You won’t)’ he said.

Carne looked at him in amazement.

“ Hallo, are you answering me back?’ he exclaimed. I
won't, won't I? And why won’t I, if I chocse, you young
scoundrel 77

“Because,” said Clive, between his teeth—“because if
either of you lays a finger on me, I will go straight to
Trelawney and tell him why.”?

Courtney changed colour,

“You young villain!’ broke out Carne.
tales of us, would you? You'd go to Trelawney !
Pl give you something else To tell him 7 :

* And he sprang savagely towards the unflinching junier.
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Courtney stepped in the way. -

‘‘ Not now, Carne,” he said, in a low voice.

Carne uftered an angry exclamation. : CS

*“ Are you going to let a brat out of the Fourth Form defy
you in your own study, Courtney? ¥You must be mad >

“Thero is plenty of time to bring him fo his'senses,” said

Courtney, in a significant tone. “There is no huwrry,
arne.”
Carne gave a short laugh. )
‘‘ Perhaps you are right.” :

Courtney turned to Clive Lawrence. There was a biftei
look upcn his face that boded no good to the junior, though
ke now had his temper well in hand.

“You may go, Lawrence.” - .

Without a word, Clive Lawrence turned and left the studyy

Sl :
The Fourth Form is Curious,

“ Coming to the mecting 7’

“ What’s it about#’

“ Blessed if 1 know,” said Pye. ““Fishy’s called a meets
ing of the whole Form, but what the little game is, is more
than I can discover.” - :
- 4 1;}/Iust; be something in it if Fishy calls the meeting,” said

ugden.

“Perhaps he’s going to publicly drop his shsurd preten-
sions to the leadership of the Fourth Form,” said Pye, “&f
course, I am really head of the Form—2 .

“If you say ‘rats’ to me, Sugden, 1'%

“%ell, I do say ‘rats’ to youl!2

“Then PlIl—177

“What will you do?” s

Tl overlook it, as it's too warm to quarrel®®

¢ Are you going to the meeting, L asked Sugden,
as Fisher’s chum came by with his cricket-bat under his
arm, on his way to the nets. It was the first half -holiday ef
the term, and most of the boys of St. Winifred’s were out
in the playing-fields or on the river.

“ Eh?? said Locke. ‘I’'m going to the cricket.””

““But you know aheout the meeting Fisher is calling form
this afternoon?”

““ Oh, yes, I know all about it 1'%

“Well, are you going?”’

“Of course I am!”?

¢ Do you know what it’s about?” -

“Yes, I know.” .

;‘ Well, tell a fellow, then,”” said Sugden, Pye, snd -evera}‘
others.

“ Ask Fisher,” said Locke.

“Why can’t you tell us?’

‘“You’ll know when the meeting comes off.’2

¢ But, I say——"

But Locke was gone. The juniors looked after him
wrathfully. Their curiosity was excited to a high piteh:

“ What the dickens is it all about¥’ exclaimed Carker
£ l"’don’t see why they want to be so jolly mysterious ahoub

et

“Ii's his business, not nine?

“Neither do I. Perhaps it’s a lot of rof. I sha’nt go, for
b2 8

ane.
*“Then yow'll miss it if there’s anything on.”

““ Well, they ought to tell us.”

‘“There’s Fisher!” exclaimed Pye.

“Right-ho I

Half a dozen ecurious juniors rushed up to Fisher, whe
was going down to the fields. They surrounded him and
plied him with questions immediately.

‘“What's the meeting gbout, Fishy?*

** What’s on?”?

* What's the wheeze?”’

“Eh?” said Fisher. “Den’t bother me now.
get some batting practice in before five ¢’clock.”

“Yes; but what's the meeting about?’

‘“ A most important affair connected with the Form. It
coneerns every member of the Fourth, so you'd better all
turn up.” ;

“ But what is the important matter?’

“You'll know if you come to the meeting.”

“Why can’t you tell us now?”’

“ Because it’'s bad for little boys to
curiosity,” said Fisher loftily. ¢ Better
play.’”

*“Hark at the rotter!”

“We won’t cotne to the meeting.” :

“Po yeu hear, you waster? We won’t come to the mect-
ing! You can hold it zll on your lonesome! We wor't
eome I’* S

“Don’t, then,” said Fisher placidly.

“I say, Fishy, don’t be a cad, you know; tell us what it's
all about ! -

““Rats!” said Fisher. And he pushed his way 1
the group, and went down to the wickets,

* THE CARDENER'S BEQUEST.” N “PLUCK.” 1™
H £,

A Grand Complete Story by theauthor
of '“The Mystery of Eempton Hollow.”

“Let’s ask him.™

Ive got ta

their

indulge
and

run away

1
i

irongh

AND



% THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D=~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3

- “The rotter!” ‘exclaimed Pye wrathfully. “I say, vou
chaps, are youw all with me to boveott the beastly meeting,
and not go?’’ e :

- “¥os, rather!” exclaimed Sugden. .

i« S Hallo, Lawrence! 1 sav, have you heard that there’s a
Fourth Form meeting called for five o'clock behind the
chapel, the whole Form to go?” exclaimed Pye.

Clive Liawrence nodded genially as hie joined the excited

Ve 2 he replied, *f Pve heard all about it, chappies”

“Po you know what it’s called for?”

€l yes.?) - A

““What is it?” shouted a dozen voices at once.

¢ Ask Fisher.” -

“Welve asked him, and the beast won’t tell us.”?

“Then I'm not going to, either. Fishy is captain of tha
Form, and I'm nof gomg to set myself up against a Form
eaptain.”’ e S e

**Well, you licked him, you knoi,’? said Carker.

“ Pl lick you, too, Carker, if you put it like that.”?

“Oh, no offénce ! $ald Carker, drawing back hastily.
~ < Shut ap; then said Clive, = If you fellows are th)rs%:
ing for information, why don’t you come to the meeting?
1t’s fixed for five o'clock, and you'se only got a couple of
hours to wait.”’! = :

“But we don't want to wait, vousee,”” explained Pye.
“hat’s rather rough,” said Clive sympathetically, ¢ be-

LUBRARY,

The Parchment, £

Oswald Trelawney, captain of St. Winifred’s, was sitting
in his study, with a fragment of parchment in his hand, and
an extremely thoughtful expression upon his face. While
the shouts of the cricketers were ringing in the close,
Trelawney was deaf to the cheerful din, blind to the bright
summer sunshine. A malter to him more important than
cricket held his attention chained. :

His eyes were on the fragment of parchment in his hand,
and he was studying the words faintly scrawled there, as ha
had sbudied them ‘s hundred, or perhaps a thousand times

efore. ¢ ;

He gave a faint sigh; and shook his head, and the hand
that held the parchment dropped upon the table. - -

““No use,” he muttered. “No use. I micht as well give
it up. Yet—-"

There was a tap at the door.

“Come in.”

Baker entered the study. Baker, of the Sixth. was
Trelawney’s chum, a fine, athletic lad. He glanced at Tre-
lawney, and then at the parchment, and smiled,

<AL it still, Oswald?”

Trelawney smiled, too, but rather a sad sinile.

““ Vs, Baker.”

& Anything fresh?”

““Nothing.”

cause,  you.  see,
you've no chox,cejm_,
the matter. You've

* Rather hope-
less, isn’t it7 said
Baker sitting on

got to w {h}e* corner of the
“SWhy, you're as table, and swinging
obih for. as the crickef-bat he
Tisher himself A held in Ris hand.
“Clive Lawrence 4 “1 looked in to ses
laughed, \é if you were coming
¢ Anything  more W down to  tha
to say?”’ cricket.” :
£Ves. You're a “F omight a3
beast1”? well, T suppose, for
j:,znything olﬁ?” all the good it does
And - 2" rotten to pore over this
brute 1”2 confounded thing,”
- More?? said  Trelawney,
- “Ves.  And g throwing tha
howling cad!” parchment on the
e Phanlksy oo dke table. = “It is sup-
~you've finished, T’ll posed to contain
get-on.”’ the clue ~to the
“Loock here—"" whereabouts of the
But Clave gold lifted from the

Lawrence was gone.
He walked down to
the wickets, and
joined Fisher and
Locke, leaving the
- juniors furious and
extremely - anxzious
to know what was
going to happen at
the Form meeting.
. ‘““On -second
thoughts,” said
Pye reflectively,
“TI think I'll go.”

““So will L,” said
Sugden.

“But we won't
cheer anything
they - say;” . said
Carker.: “PH  hiss
Fisher all the time,
and DIl — 2

“Let me catch
you ' hissing  old
Fishy, that’s all!”
said Pye.

SWell -1 don't
see 2 :

“Of course you
don’t!s  Shut up!
You fellows coming
down to tlhe
cricket?”

And the juniors
followed the
leaders  of the

Spanish galleon by
ny  ancestor threa
hundred years ago,
but =

“ And
it does.”
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I HAVE NEWS
EOR YO
Don't forget that
on June the 6th
there will appear
tha first pumber of
a new fiction maga-
zine, entitled
THE RED
MAGAZINE,
which you can pur-
chase for the small
sum of 4id. Tt is,
without doubt, the
very best magazine
for short stories
out, and if you
would read good
reading,  thrilling
tales of adventure
and mystery, buy a
4 copy at once, and
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*Néifisaturday’s two long, complete stories : °‘ Our One and Only Ventrlibquist,"
a splendid tale of Spees, the Ventrilocguist, and Co., by H. Clarke Hook ; and **The
Gardener’s Bequest‘,"’ a story by Lewis Hockley. Please order your copy of

tainly never regret
doing so,

YOUR EDITOR.

Pluek ” in advance. Price One Penny.
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