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A Splendid Long, Complete Tale
of the Chums of St. Jim's.
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MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Too Much Philpot.
"M thinking ! ¥
Jack Blake, of Study No:
passage, made this important
imipressive tone,
“T'm thinking !

6 in ‘the Fourth Form
announeeinent in an

Digby and Herries, two of Blake’s chums, startsd—or. pres

tended to start—in great astonishment.

“ You're whatting ? *’ asked Herries, staring.

* Thinking, ass ! ” repeated Jack Blake.

* What with ? ” inquired Digby anxiously.

Blake glared.

** Look here, Dig, you ass ** he was beginning wrathfully,
when Dighy interrupted him with a grin.

“ I allright, old man, don’t get ratty about it. T dare say
~ouw'll g%over it. What were you thinking about—anything
sorious P9
o " Yes—I don’t know !
ou seem somewhat vague to say

the least of it, old chap,””

a3 igby, “1pi¥ his somewhat greasy hands on his trousers
as he spoke ; he Was engaged in greasing his football boots.

 It’s about that chap Philpot.”

“ Philpot ! Nothing worse than that 7~ <aid Herries, in
SUPPrise, =

“ Phiipot ! Why he’s not worth the paper he’s written on—
metaphorically speaking,” was Digby’s comnment.

#Fknow all that, fatheads ; but all the same®he worries me,”

=aid Blake, 3 %
D've noticed he has been buzzing round ns a bit lately,

You've got ifg Dig ! That’s just the point ! ”

“ What is ? »” asked Dighy vaguely.

“ Why, don’t you see, he wouldn’i be doing it without some
reason.  Why does he follow us abouit like a giddy tame eat %
domanided Blake somewhat excitedly.
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“ I don’t know—don’t eare either ! »’ said Digby carelessly.

* Well, you jolly. well ought to, then. He’s got some little
game on, that’s about it.” :

“ Well, if you’re so keen to get rid of the chap,” suggested
Herries, “svhy don’t you tell him gently but firmly that hs’s
not wanted ? ’

“You've struck the -blessed nail again,”’ g Blake, “1
ean’t get rid of him.” S

“ What do you mean ? g5

“ What I say—he womlt be got rid of. T've tried dozens of
times to snub him off, but he won’t be snubbed .’ said Biake
indignautly.

Herries sniffed.

* Well, if you can’t get rid of himdike that, tell him straight.”

I suppose I could do that,’’ said Blake thoughtfully, * But.
after all, although he’s a bit of a bounder and a bit of an ass, hs
can’t -help himself. I don’t want to hurt his feelings mora
than I can help. But he worries me, because if he hadn't somea
little game on he wouldn’t come near us, after we’ve all of us as
good as told him to git.”

“1 suppose youw're right,
said Digby thoughtfully.

“Hallo! Who's this ? T bet it’s Philpot !

The study door opened, and the “elegant ﬁgm‘qﬂ of Arthur
Angustus D’Arey walked inte the room. An eyeglass in his
eye, a flower in his buttonhole, a beautiful waisteoat, and
perfectly fitting jacket, all contributing to making the fourth
occupant of Study No. 6—the Swell of the School House as he
was called—look more like a walking fashion plate than a
schoolbey.

“ Hallo, dummy, why don’t you knock at the door when you
come in ? ”* gueried Blake cheerfully. -

¢ Weally, Blake——>

“ Now, then, no excuses !’

“Pway don’t intewwupt,” -said Arthur Augustus, with a
dignified wave of his hand, I wefuse to knoek at the door of
my own study.”
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* Your own study!?” said Blake, with a grin. “ Why,
you dummy ! The only part that you have any right to is the

mat, and we oaly Jet you lie therc out of the kindness of our

hearts.”” - o
* Ha, ha, ha t ”” chuckled Herries and Dig.
“ Weally, Blake, if you mean to compawe me to an ordinawy

dog——

“Not I! I fend of dogs,” said Blake. “ However, we'll
let you sit on & chair if yow’ll promise not to tatlk.” ;

“ 1 wefuse to talk—I mean 2

“ Cood !~ Now we can get on with the washing.” :

= Did I hear the name of Philpot uttehed as I came into the
woom ?

* You did, milerd !

** How extwemely funnay !
came along.””
" “What an honour for him.” :

“ 1 was thinkin’ how wemarkably curiously he has been
behavin” lately.” =

Blake and Dighy exchanged glarices.

“ Why, what do you mean, Gussy ? 7 said Blake. :
“1 inean, he has been so wemarkably fwiendly to all of

3

I was just thinkin’ of him as I

<3301l that is funny, because. that’s exactly .what I was

saying a second ago, wasn’t it, kids 2

““ Yes-——absolutely.”

“ What a vewy cuwious coineidence,” said Gussy.
noticed it, too? 2 ' > : ;

“ Couldn’t very well help it, old boy, he’s always here.”’

 Quite =o, deah boy, and te teil you the twuth, the boundah
gets on my nerves; we weolly must take steps to get wid of
him.” i o =

“hyv,- Gusty, what’s the matter with the chap 2 said
Blake argumentatively, forgetting that he had expressed much
the =ame sentiments a few minutes before.

. *““There isn’t exactly anything w’ong with him, Blake,”
answered Arthur Augustus, with a puzzled expression. ‘““ Bub
he is weally so fearfully fwiendly that he boahs me.”

¢ 3y dear ass, you can’t dislike a chap because he’s friendly.”
“T am vewy well aware of that, Blake,”” answered Gussy,
i ;. ““But there are sevewal degwees of fwiendship,
ah Philpot is much too much so for me. Besidey,
= contwadietin’ himself in the most absurd mannah.”

“T've noticed that, too. He always ecs with whatever

He's like a blessed weathercock

pwesses him exactly, deah boy,” said D’Arey. “I

wegard € as a vewy clevah wemark.”

““You don’t say so ! You overwhelm me ! **

“ In fact, 1 considah that it would be a wemarkably clevah
nicknaine Tor-him,” ;

“ What would 2 > = .

“Why, Weathercock, deah boy ; always turnin’ the way the
wind blows.”

 Not bad for you.
passage t”

“So you

Hallo, there’s someone coming down the

“ A ecough-lozenge to a dismond that it’s Philpot!” said
Digby.
And it was! e
= GHAPTER 2.
More of Him.
He had

been at St. Jim’s for three téPms, and he was hardly
:ny better known now than he was the first day ho came.
His main object in life up to the present had been to get through
the term with a minimum of work, to break a few insignificant
rules, and if he happened to be caught, to escape punishment
by some means, be they fair or foul. He was an ardent sup-
porter of the saying “ The end justifieth the means.”

But of late a nobler ambition had stirred his mind—an
ambition to be a leader. He was not really quite clear what he
wanted to do as *“‘leader,”” but he wanted to make himself
known—tp do something which would send his name down to
posterity. In order to bring about this object, e had set
himself to think of a way. His mind, though undecided and
continually changing, was by no means devoid of cunning, and
it had undoubtedly served him well in this case. For he had
decided that the best plan was to attach himself to the present
leader of the junior school. He would thus gain publicity by
being seen in the company of so noteworthy a person, and,
ai the same time, he would be gaining knowledge which would
be very useful to him. ' -

Then another difficulty assailed him. Who was the real
loader—the real head of the juniors? Tom Merry, Jack
Blake, Harry Noble, Figgins? Each of these four presented
himself to his mind, and for a long time he was undetermined
whom to *“ take up with.”” At last he decided on Blake—not
without - some “niisgivings—but he was certainly leader of
Philpot’s own F&the Fourth—and he therefore knew more
of him than of the other three. Also he consoled himself
with the reflection that he would not be irretrievably-bound to

Tae Geu Lasrary.—No, 156, :
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Blake for the rest of his school life. His was a very easy cone
science to satisfy i : =
Thus with this ambiticn stirrlng his whole mind we see him
now entering the study of—in his opinion at any rate—the 32
leader of the juniors of St. Jim’s. s £
“ Can I come in ? 7 asked Philpot. = =

*“ You can as far as I can see,” answered Jack Blake. * “ But
it really depends on your walking powers.” e

: “ I meant I = $‘

¢ Bad habit. Give it up.” .

“T just came in for a chat,” z

“ Well, now you're here, you'd better stop, I suppese.” said
Blake, not teo cordialiy, =

“ If you don’t want me to, I'll go,” answered Philpot, making
a move towards the door. :

“As I was saying, Dig,” said Blake, taking no notice what-
ever of his visitor, 1 wonder who'll be playing in the match
against East Hyde next week 7

* We shall have a jolly good team in any case,” said Dighy,

“T wouldn’t give much for their chance of beating us.””

Philpot, finding no serious opposition to his remaining, had
sat down during this conversation. He was quite well awaze
that he was not wanted, but he was determined to stop.

*“ Lock here, you kids,” said Herries suddenly, “T'm blessed
hungry ! ” 2 =

*“So am T ! *? chimed in Digby. e

“ I’'m blessed if I'm not a bit peckish, too.”” said Blake. . .

“ I’m feelin’ wemarkably hungwy myself, deah boys,”” added
D’Arcy. 22

*“ Well, the obvious thing is to have some tea.”

“I wegard that as an excellent suggestion,” said Arthur =
Augustus, =3 e
“ Well, look here, Dig, just run down and get something 1o &
eat at Mother Murphy’s, and we’ll make some tea up here while = &
you're gone,” said Blake. e =

“ Right you are! Hand over some oof—I'm stonys’” replied =
Dig readily. :

“Phew ! So am I!’” whistled Blake. &

“ Come on Gussy ! Out with it, then ! 7’ demanded Dig. :

“ Weally, Dighy, I exceedingly wegwet that I am a.t»ﬁescni in
sewious financial embawwassment.” = ; F

“ You're our last hope, Herries,” said Blake, turning to the =
iourth of the famous company as he spoke, :

Herries, by way of answer, turned his pockets inside cut.
The lining was brought into view, but nothing more valuable:

“YWell, here’s a rotten game, not a blessed ha’penny between
us ! 7 said Blake, in some dismay.

T wonder if we could raise any from Study No. 1.”” Digby
remarked thoughtfully. : =

“ We must fry, anyway. -

¢ All right. Come on, kids,” said Blake. - “ Tum on - g £ %
sweetest smiles, and mind yeu don’t call the kids kids, -tha®s
all"* . ¢

““Ha, ha, hat?

Philpot, during this conversation, had been chuckling to
himselt, Here was a chance, and‘a good one, of getting into
Blake & Co.’s favour.. > §

Philpot had received that morning a money-order from his
father. =

“ T say, you chaps,” he began.
== v : =

- They’re often in funds.”?

* Half a shake before#’%
= * Hallo, here’s Philpet ! cried Blake, in mock surprize,
““How are you, old chap 7”7
Philpot smiled deprecatingly. -
“* Look here, Blake, if you want a bhit of tin, T can oblige <
rou.”? p s :
: Blake hesitated. He did not eare to borrow money as a rule, & -
from any but the most mtimate friends. - 5
Philpot certainly did his best to be friendly, but®
“ Thanks. I think we can manage ” he bsgan, when >
Philpot broke in. : % *
* You won’t get any from the-Shell fellows inNo. 1. anyway.” =
he said. * Of course, Tom Merry’s generally got lots of gin,
now that he’s got all his money back again, but I happéto
know that they’re stony too, at present.. Tdleard Tem Merry »
borrowing from Kerr of the New House this morning.” S
“ My hat ! ? - : : :
2 W}éll, I'm quite willing to lend this $in,” said Philpot
“ And my money’s as good as anyone else’s, I.suppese ? But
of course, if you don’t think so——"’ 5
* Don’t be an ass, Philpot ; of course it is, but S
“ But you won't borrow it,”” said Philpot, looking ?u:'t. -
“You don’t want to be obliged to me; I -suppose. Very =

%

well.”

“ Weally, Blake,” put in Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, “ T think
it’s wathah wough on Philpot, you know, deah boy ! I should
considah it a sewious w%ﬂect-ion upon my dig. if a chap wefused -
to bowwow fwom me, when he was in a beastly awkward posish. = =
1 pwopose, therefore, that we bowwow his tin with many
thanks.” : 3 = =

- Blake hesitated.” Buthis resolution melted ashe saw Philpot’s
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hart air, which had evidently touched the soft-hearted D'Arcy
also. =

“ 1 agree with Cussy.” said Digby. ¢ Besides, I'm blessed
homgry 12

“So'm I!” said Herries,

That settled it.

“ Right-ho, then ! ” said Blake, speaking as heartily as he
could. ““ We accept your offer, Philpot. and thanks very
wich. Hand over the tin, and Dig will cut down to the shop
and get the grub, and we’ll have a good spread, for once !

Philpot, with an air of triumph, which the chums could not
Lelp uoticing, produced some money which was handed over to
Dighby, who immediately set out for Mrs. Murphy’s emporiam,
the school tuck-shop.

The others proceeded to make tea. Soon the water was
boiling, and Blake sung out to D’Arey to bring the teapot
over to him to be warmed.

 All wight, deah boy,” answered Gussy. “ Don’t be in such
a beastly huwwy !

“Come on, dummy, and don’t talk so much !

“ 1 wefuse to be called a dummay !

 Well, do the other thing, only do buck up with that teapot.”

D’Arcy held the teapot out to Blake, who hegan pouring
some hot water in, and gradually raismg the kettle higher and
higher “ to get & head on,” as he said.

** Pway be careful, deah boy ! ” cried.Gussy, and in his alarm
moved the teapot slightly. -~ -~

The water splashed right on to the pot, and the unfortunate
Gussy received a heavy shower of pretty hot water on his
hands. He dropped the teapot svith an agonising vell.

“ Ow—you clumsy wottah!” he shrieked. “ You have
injahed me most severely ! = 3

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ You have wuined my twucks as well,”” went on Cussy.
waving his hands around.  “ I wegard vou as a careless wuffian.”’

“Ha, bha, ha!” shrieked Blake. * Sorry, Gussy, only it
wasn't my fault ! ”

T fail to see any weason for your widiculous mewwiment,
said D’Arey, recovering himself somewhat.

* You’d make a blessed owl laugh. Gussy !> gasped Blake,
the tearsfPunning down his cheeks. *f You’re better than any
pantomime !

I wefuse to be likened to a pantomime,” retorted Cussy,
indignantly. I shall wefuse to wegard you as a fwiend uniil
vou have offahed me an apology ! ”

© But, my dear Gussy, you don’t seem to realise that it was
entirely your own fatheaded fault. You moved the giddy
teapot !’

“pBai Jdove, I nevah thought of that! Did I weally ?”

“ Yes, of course you did, ass, and I think you ought to
apologise to me for breaking the teapot.”

** Bai Jove, deah boy, I'm weally vewy sowwy,”” said D'Arcy
penitently, gazing down at the shattered article. * I'll go and
twy and bowwow anothah!”

So saying, D’Arcy left the room, returning a few minutes
later with & large-sized one which he had borrowed from Gore,
whose study was in the same passage.

D’Arey was not entrusted with the teapot again, lest a
similar disaster should oceur. It was placed on the table, and
Blake poured the beiling water in with more or less success.
“=In a few minutes, Digby returned with a sufiicient smeunt
of food to satisfy any ten ordinary persons. The assembled
company noted the fact with much satisfaction, :

* Now then, kids,” said Blake, *‘ come and spread #le stuf
out!”

Philpot was in the room still. rather undecided what to do.
He had provided the tea, but they had not asked him to partake
ciit.  As a matter of fact, Blake, in the excitement at the un-
expected turn of events, had quite forgotten to ask him to
stop, although it never occurred to him that he would go. And
the cunning Philpot was determined to stop.

I say, you chaps, I think I'd better be moving, now,” he
said. turning towards the door. He knew perfectly well that
one of them, at least, would not fail to ask him now. Blake
understood this perfectly, but he saw that it was impossible
to let him go.

“ Don’t be an ass. Philpot,” he said. * Come and have some
tea.”

© We should wegard it as vewy unfwiendly,” added D’Arey,
with a touch of sarcasm in his voice, * if you wefused to stop.
after having tempowawily accommodated us with the where-
withal to get the gwub !

“1t’s jolly decent of you!” answered Philpot, with an in-
gratiating smile, ** T shall be awfully pleased to stop, if I sha’n't
be in the way !’

“ That depends whether you stop where you are” said
Digby. “ At present, you are stopping the traffic botween
me and those jam tarts.”

Philpot laughed, and sat down on the coal-scuttle, as that wos
the only seat left.

There was not much conversation during tea, as the whole
party were very hungry. After a very short time, the table was
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relieved of most of its burden, and ths juniors looked much
happier.

D’Arcy was the first to speak after they had finished.

¢ Gentlemen ! he began, in his stately way.

“‘Ear! 'Ear!” 3 .

“ Pway don’t intewwupt ! Centlemen, hefore we wise fiwom
this wemarkably good feed, I considah that a vote of thanks
ought to be passed to the provider. Has anyone any objection
to a vote of thanks being passed to our learned fwiend Mr.
Philpot 27

No one spoke.

“Then we may considah it passed unanimously,”

 Hear, hear!” came from one and all inmediately, if not
very enthusiastically.

The juniors were very much obliged to Philpot for lending
them the money, as was only natural, but they did not quite
like the way he had done it. He distinctly gave them the
impression that they were placing themselves under an obligation
to him, and that he was not likely*to let them forget it.

However, they had no proof, and the loan had come at a very
c(mvefnient moment, so that they did not wish to appear un-
grateful.

It was not long before Philpot took his departure.

He was well pleased with his afternoon’s work ; indeed, he
had accomplished more than he had dared to hope.

** Look here, kids,” said Blake, when he had gone, ** we must
jolly well hurry up and pay back that tin, and get rid of the
fellow somehow. He worries me, somehow, as T’ve said before.”

“1 agwee with you entirely, deah boy ! He's wathah a
boah ! »

“ Why 7" asked Herries, suddenly.

D’Arcy looked at him for a moment.

1 weally don’t know ! he said at last.

And the chums set about their prep. in a thoughiful frame
of mind. : £

CHAPTER 3.
A Terrible Catastro{;he.'

RASH!
@ The door of the Terrible Theee's study. burst
violently open, causing the inmates to leap to their
feet.

*“My only aunt! What's up?”

 Been struck by lightning, Gussy ?

* Got a spot of ink on your waistcoat ? »

For no less a person than the swell of St. Jim’s had
broken thus unceremoniously into the study of the famous
Co. And, moreover, he was followed by his three chums, all
with expressions of suppressed inerriment on their faces.
D’Arcy’s countenance was & mixture of horror, swrprise, and
supreme indignation.

** Speak, oh speak, my little Gussy !’ broke out Tom Metry,
in tones of feigned anguish.

** The suspense is horful ! ” murmured Lowther.

* Bai Jove, deah boys!” panted D’Arcy, and then broke
off, overcome altogether with his emotions.

* For goodness’ sake, don’t stand there like a lot of boiled
monkeys ? 7’ said the practical Manners, ** If there’s anything
the matter, out with it. If not, git! We'e busw!”

 He's lost his——" began Blake. ’

* What, not his——"" broke in Lowther, 5

““ Yes, that’s it. His !

“ His giddy eveglass !’ finished Herries.

* My only hat ! Gussy’s lost his eveglass ! ” gasped Lowther
deamatically. -

Eor a moment there was a breathless silence, and then
suddenly the room rang with peal upon peal of laughter.

Only Arthur Augustus remained solemn, and he surveyed his
friends with a haughty glance.

* Weally, you do not appeah to appweciate the gwarvity of
the situation,” he said at last, when the merriment had some-
what subsided. ‘I bave lost my eyeglass, it is twue, but in no
ordinawy way. It has been taken!”

* Ho, ho!” said Tom Merry, assuming a more serious air.
* This makes it different ! How do you know that. Gussy ¥’

“ 1 have extwemely stwong evidence,” said D’Arcy with
dignity, *‘ which leaves no doubt in my mind, that it was
ssly stolen, with malice aforethought !

** But whatever could anyone in their right mind want with
an gyeglass 2"’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gussy surveyed the speaker with a eold Iook.

* 1 considah that wemark to be wathah insultin’ to my
mental powers, Tom Mewwy,” he said. with gravity. :

“ Let that pass,” said Tom Merry generously. * Why should
anyone want to take the old thing ? &

** On the contwawy, I had only bought it guite wecently I Tt
was absolutely new !’ =

“ He’s spoilt my nice new rattle,”’ quoted Manners.

“Well, look here, old chap,” said Tom Merry. * Granted
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it was stolen, with malice aforethought, and anything else you
like, what’s the ‘gatoe in eéoming to us? Do you think we’ve
got it 7 _ : ~
D’Arey looked steadily at Tom Merry. ~
* Weally, Tom Mewwy, 1 nevah suggested such a thing!
If you had taken it, I pwesume you would have weturned it by
now 17> s

*“ Look here, Gussy, what are you jawing about ? We haven’t

: got the beastly thing !

“I'm vewy glad to hear it, Tom Mewwy,” answered D’Arcy,
He was evidently absolutely serious. “ As a mattah of fact,”
he added, and then seemed to hesitate,

£ Well, what is it ? What do you want to say now 2> Tom
Merry Wwas serious too. - He began to guess that D’Arcy sus-
pected him of having purloined his: precious monagle.

“ Well, lock here, I tell yeu what it is, Tom Merry,” broke in
Blake, seeing Gussy still undecided. * We have been rather led
to believe that you three had something to do with it, but——*’

* Oh, you have, have you ?  exclaimed Merry, with a spice
of annoyance in his veice. *“May I ask swho told you ?

am I to give a jolly good licking to ?

L ]

It was a question which the hero of the Shell would probably
tot have put if he had stopped to think a moment ; but he was
annoyed—annoyed at the thought that the chums of the Fourth
suspected him, and also that anyone should be so petly as to
say such a thing of him.

*“ I should have thought that you knew me well enough, Tom
Merry,” answered Blake, * to know that you aren’t likely to get
an answer to a question like that.”

* Quite right, Blake,” gaid Tom- Merty.” *“P'm sorry; T
said it without thinking, However, I'm: sorry you should
saspect me of having done this, and T can’t say any more than
that I’ve not got it.”? = :

“Then, of course, the matter is at an end,” said Blake,
“Sorry we troubled you,”> - -

“ By the way, Tom Mewwy,” said D’Arcy, as they moved
towards the door, ‘‘ before. T go. T shauld like yon to under-
stand that T don’t care a bwass farthin® for the actual 1oss of my
monocle, but I wesent the wotten way in which it was wemoved.

*“ Exactly, Gussy. Good-morning !

After the ocetipants of Study 6 had departed, the Terrible
Three looked at each other for some time, without speaking,

It was Lowther who at last broke the silence,

““ It ahmost Jocked as if those asses meant to pick a quarrel
with us, eh ? ** he said, glancing at Tom Merry.

“ Very curious, I must gay,’”” remarked the latter.
if they have the cheek to suspect us now, let em.”

“And so say all of us,”? remarked Manners, looking up at
Lowther for corroboration of his statement.

“ Right you aye,”’ veplied that youth thoughtfully, and then
he added in:a somewhat apologetic- toné of voice, ‘“by the
way, Thomeas, no offence, old chap, but you haven’t been
playing one of your little pames with Gussy, and been and gone
and taken his blessed window-pane, have vou 7 -

*“ No, you giddy ass, of course I haven’t,” answered Tom
Merry shortly.  “T told ’em so; didn’t T ? =

**No, you didn’t,” retorted Monty Lowther, © You said
you hadn’t get it.”>. = =

* Nearly the éame thing, en’t it 2 '

“ Not gauite, though,” said Lowther, more to himself than
anyone else, - .

Meanwhile, no socner had Blake & Co. reached their study,
than Blake peointed out with emphasis to D’Arcy, that he
(D’Arcy) had made a silly duffer of himself ; which statement
D’Arey much resented.

“ Weally, Blake, T wegard you as the person to whom this
wemark should be addwessed.”

“Oh, you do, do yow!” retorted Blake warmly, “Ag
any rate,”” he continued, * we managed to annoy those Shell-
fish, which is rather annoying.*’

* That’s obvious,” said Digby.
if it wasn’t annoying.”

“Asst Don’t try and be funny.” said Blake, giving Dighy
a sharp push in the chest, which caused him to stagger back
several paces, and finally collapse in a chair on the other side
cof the room, “ This is a most serious matter.”

“ Heah, beah, deah boy !’ assented Gussy heartily, <7
veally don’t know how I shall pwoceed with my studies until T
get my eyeglass baek.”

“Dummy ! 1 didn’t mean that,’” said Blake, “P'm not
troubling myself about you.”

*“ Weally, Blake +** - e

“Oh, ring off, Gussy. Can't you realise that this is very
scrious ? < >

“Iwepeat that it-is a tewwible catastwophe, I feel quite in a
fluttah without my monoecle.”’

* Gussy, you'll drive me silly soon, you chump-headed lunatic,”
said Blake, exasperated with D’Arey’s persistence. ‘““Can’t you
see I don’t care a ha’penny about your old bit of glass ?  What
I want to know is, have Tom Merry & Co. had anything ‘to
do with the taking of it 7 2 3
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“ Well, at any rate, they said they hadn’t, and Tom Merry
isn’t the chap to tell & lie,” “put in’ Heiries, = ~

1 should jolly well think he isn’t,” said Blake warmly. He
had a great admiration for Tom Merry at the bottom of his heart.
“But T happened to notice that he avoided saying he hadn’t
taken it. I don’t know whether he did it on ‘purpose, but all he
said was that he hadn’t got it.” s

There was a difference between the two.
quite right.

“ Bai Jove, deah boy; now I come to think of it, he didn’t
actuaily deny having taken it., It didn’t stwike me. at the
time.” :

*“ In spite of it having escaped your notice, fathead, it remains
a fact.” : e

*“ 1 quite agwee, Blake ! But T wish you would wefwain fwom
addwessin’ me in such a diswespectful mannah >’

“ T’ think about it, Gussy. But I've got too much on my
mind at present.”’ : =

*“ But look here, Blake, do you really think they have got the
eyeglass 7 asked Digby seriously. 3 .

* They certainly haven’t got it, beeause Tom Merry said tlicy
hadn’t, but whether they took it is another thing.”

*“ Well then, do you think they took the rotten thing 272

“Idon’t know. But the evidence seems rather againstthem,”
said Blake thoughtfully. ces

Monty Lowther was

— et

CHAPTER 4.
Trouble in the Air.

HEN Arthur Augustus D’Arey first missed his historie
W eyeglass, he had been starting out for-a walk with
Blake. He had, of course, immediately returned to his
study to fetch it, as he most clearly recollected having. left
it on the table, but to his surprise and disgust, he found it had
disappeared. Having searched high and low, he was proceeding
to go and inform Blake of his‘loss, and as hick would have it,
he had encountered Philpot in the passage,

Forgetting himself somewhat in his annoyance at
this valuable article, ie had -addressed Philpot hastily,
" “ Bai Jove, Philpot,”” he exclaimed.
I have lost my monocle.”

““That’s a pity,” replied Philpot.
your?

ving lost

“ T pwesume you have seen nothin’ of i 2 ** inquired D’Arcy,

fixing his gaze upon the junior, ;

“I? No, I haven’t seen your eyeglass,’” said Philpot.
least; never out of your eye.’*

“ Well; I'm: afraid then you can’t be of much help,” said
D’Arcy, and ran out te tell Blake, who was in the guad.
waiting. Philpot followed him, not knowing quite why. =

“ What have you been up to, you dummy ?’’ commenced
Blake, but seeing Gussy was somewhat excited, he added,
** anything particular up ? >

“ A most serious catastwophe,”’
has been taken from the study.”

Blake snorted.

* Blow your eyeglass. Come on !

“Weally, Blake, whatevah shall T do 2 7 =%

* Come without it, you ass ! Can’t you sce to walk 27

It was at this moment that a brilliant idea seemed to strike
He approached the two juniors with a casual air,

“1 say, D’Arcy,” he began, “T believe-I ean tell you who
took that eyeglass from your study.” : :

“ Weally, deah boy, I shall be immensely obliged if you can.”

“ Well, of course, T ean’t say for certain, but I saw someone
go in your study and come out again, just after you’d left.”>

*“Bai Jove ! exclaimed D’Arcy. ** May I inquire who this
intwudsh was 7>

““ Look here, D’Arey, then, don’t you

Arthur Augustus drew himself up.

A membah of the house of D’Arey Is not in the habit of
doin’ such things,” he said with dignity,

*“Sorry. No offence. Only Tom Merry isn’t a niee chap to
fall foul of,” said Philpot, with a significant grin,

“ Tom Merry !’ cried Blake.

While all D’Arcy could manage to ejaculate was “ Bai J. ove ! ™?

““ Yes,” answered Philpot. “T saw him £o in just after you
had left, D’Arey, and then he came out hurriedly and went back
to his own study.” 3

This was perfectly true. Tom Merry wanted to speak to
Biake on some matter, and had walked in without knocking,
as he often did. Finding no one there, he had shut the door
and come away again, and it so happened that Philpot say him
coming out of the study.

“ Well, T don’t believe old Tom would have taken it,” said
Jack Blake. *“ But it looks as though he had, just for a jape,
you know.” ~ - :

“ I it is meant to be a jape,” said D’Arcy indignantly, “1I
call it a jape in wemarkably bad taste. I shall take the first
opportunity of informin’ Tom Mewwy that he is a boundah
and a wuffian ! »* =
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’s study burst open with a violen

t crash, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
, his countenance a mixture of horror, surprise, and indignation, ‘“My only |
| hat! Gussy’'slost his eyeglass!” gasped Monty Lowther dramatically, (See page 2.) |

*Look here, you chaps,”’ put in Philpot uneasily.
only told you that for what it’s worth. |
Tom Merry of taking the thing.”
** We quite understand,” said Blake somewhat coldly.
With this reassuring remark. Blake and D’Arcy resumed their
wterrupted walk, and Philpot was lefg to his own thoughts.
He was not quite sure why he had given information against
He had not the slightest reason to suspeet him,

1 Merry.
he somehow thought that if Tomn Merry did turn out to be
he thought™ quite possible, he

culprit, which, after all,
Id have gained some favour in the eyes of Blake & (o.
eas, if he turned out to be absolutely innocent of all know.

Ipot, would have done himself no

e of the affair, he, Phil
narm,
As Blake and Gussy were turning out of the yard, they
ar d upon Figgins, the New Hot e leader, and his chums,
Gussy, whers is eyeglass ? 7 said Figgins

“Tea
I'm not accusing

5. was not caleulated to
ell of St. Jim’s.

g efore,
wegard that as any

ir of

NEXT
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“FATTY WYNN'S NEW WHEEZE.”

*“ Keep your hair on, old son ! " replied Figgins
thought I might give you a hand in recovering it.’
Blake’s suspicions were somewhat aroused by this remark.

* Why, do you know whare the blessed shing is ? >’ he mquire:d
as unconcernedly as possible.

“ I haven't yet aspired to the post of (¢
keeper,” said Figgins, with heavy sarcasm,

~Ass!” was Blake’s comment.

“ I must say, Gussy, I am very sorry for you,” remarked
Kerr, who was with Figgins. “ You'll Ppossibly get a cold in your
eye ! ” -

“ All the same. you can’t expect anything else in the Schoo!
House ! ” put in Fatty Wynn. * They're all a lot of burglars !
Eh, Figgy ?”

“ Rather! Come to the New House
grinned Figgins,

“ I wegard that wemark as a diw
Blake, and unless ti

ussy's eyeglass-

for real gond quality,”

et insult to our ¢
hey immediately withdwaw it, [ consida
shall be justified in givin® them a feahful thwashin’!”
Arthur Augustus, in his most stately tone.

I agree with you, Gussy,” answered Blake,

“Now then, you chaps, ten seconds o withdraw that

remark——’
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“ Rats !’ said Figgins &Co. with unanimity.

* Five now-1”

** More rats.”

 Three, twe, one ! Look out, then!” S

Blake made a a dash at Figgins, and seized him round the
niddle. They were equally matchéd and for some time they
siruggled fiercely. ;

D¥Arey was more formal.

** Pway put up your fists, Kerr, deah boy,” he said, doing o
himself.

I don’t want to hurt you, Gussy,” said Kerr generously.
* But if you insist ! ¥

 Of course I insist! I am goin® to give you a most feahiul
fiwashin’ 1 7

= Come on, then, dummy

Kerr seized D’Arcy round the body, and as the latter was
totally unprepared for such a move, the sturdy Scottish junior
#d not much difficulty in overcoming the elegant D’ Arcy, whom
he deposited on the ground with some violence.

“T wegard you as a wottah and a wuff boundah!” said
D’Arcy, rising painfully to his feet, purple with wrath. 1
was pwepawin’ to fight you in a pwopah fashion, and 2

' Neyer mind, old chap, it did just as well !

Meanwhile Figgins, with the aid of Fatty Wynn, had almost
disposed of Blake, who was at the moment on the ground, panting
under the weight of the enormous Welshman.

While the scuffie was thus at its height, the thin figure of Mr.
Rateliff, the New House-master suddenly appeared.

He locked sourly at the scene. =

_Fatty Wynn immediately removed bis weight from Blake's
chest, and the latter, who had not seen the New House-master,
Jeapt to his feet and was on the point of renewing the attack.

“ Cave ! ” whispered Figgins, m a hoarse whisper.

Blake checked i s

** Really, this graeeful,’’ began Mr. Rotcliff acidly. I
am surprised at you, you young hooligans. It is bad enough to
tight at any time, but when you choose for your battlefield a
place Iike,t?:i , entively open to the public roadq, it is worse than
ever | i e s

* Please sir, we weren't fighting. We were only——'
etammered Blake ; but he got no further. =

*“ Not fighting 77 repeated Mr. Ratcliff severely. **Then
w hat in the world were you doing 777 = == = ==

* Just a friendly little seuffle, sir,”” said Figgins boldiy.

L)

3

= Well, if this is what you call a friendly little scuffie, you

o

saust confine them to less publie places. You will each do me
five hundred lines of Virgil by to-merrow evening !’
** Please sir——"’
“ That will do. Now go to vour houses and make yourself
presentable.  You zll look more like gutter boys at present !”
Mr. Rateliff strode away, - : :
The unfortunate combatants locked at one anocther in
dismay.
<5 qu fathead ! ” growled Blake.
“You giddy lunatic | ” said Figgins warmly,
* It was all your rotten fault !
“ You started the blessed fight { oo
“TWell, you might have known Ratty would come out ! "’ said
Blake crossly. . % :
* I'm not a giddy thought reader ! ” retorted Figgins heatedly.
“ Well, at any rate: it’s no good fighting now ! We shall
ouly get another lot of lines stuek on the top,” said the matter-of-
fact Kerr.
* Quite - wight, deah bey. Five hundwed Is quite suffi-
cient.” T
1’ Arcy had up to this time, been trying to get the dust off his
rousers and. coat and generally make himeli look respectable.
He had suceeeded only partially.
-~ All right, you chaps,” said Blake, ' we'll call a truce for
now, and finish at a more favourable opportunity.”
“* Right-ho !’
‘* Until then, pax!”
- Good.” :
‘The juniors parted, and directed their steps to their respective
Leuses, according to the instruetions of Mr. Ratcliff.
At the entrance to’the Schoel House stood the everlasting
Fhilpot. 3 -
“ Hallo! Been gardening ? ’ asked that young gentleman,
noticing the bedrazgled condition of the juniors.
“ o and eat coke ! 7 growled Blake, in an unpleasant voice.
““ AH right, keep your wool on,” replied Philpot mildly, 1
was only taking a friendly interest in your doings.”
** You seem-to take a jolly sight too friendly interest inus!”

_=napped out Blake, almost before be knew what he had =aid.

He was very annoyed with the world in general, and Philpet
iarred on his nery = :

** Gh; 0 that’s it/fs it ¢ said Philpot to himself, musingly,
as they disappeared into the building. “-They're sick 6f me, are
they ¥ Well, I'll just show ’eni that I ean get on witheut them,
whether they're the leaders or not. T'm getting rather fed
with them mywself & _And now I come to think of it, I'm not
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so jolly sure they are the leaders. Tom Merry & Co. ave
just as good as they are. And what about the New House lot ?
P’m hanged if I can decide whet to do. However, there’s one
thing certain, and that is that T've done with Blake & Co.”
And Philpot walked away with the air of one who has come to
a momentous deeision. oS

CHAPTER 5.
The Turncoat Tries Ancther Tack.

& SAY, you kids, what do you say to a bit of footer practice

H beiore tea t .

It was Tom Merry who spoke to his chums, Manners
and Lowther, who were with him in his study. 2

“ Not bad.” -

“ Pm game.” == E

“ Right you are. We'l} go and change.” -

Five minutes later the Terrible Three assembled in their study
in full warpaint. Tom Merry looked a bit undecided.

* What’s the matter, Tom ? > inquired Menty Lowther..

I say, are those bounders down there before us 2’

* What bounders ?”’

* Why, Blake & Co.” e

“1 don’t know. Why 2 What does it matter ? ™ asked
Lowther, in some surprise.

“ Oh, I don’t know ! T don’t want to have to practice with
them and their everlasting Philpot ! 7 said Tom Merry rather
shortly. ot = 3

* Oh, let ’em rip, Tom, old chap,” put in Manners cheerfully.
“ We'lk go down to the Shell field instead. It’s a bit farther,
but that doesrst matter.” :

* Right you are, Manners, we'll do that,” said Tom Merry,
at once. :

 Got a footer, anyene ? ”’ inquired Lowther, casually.

“Blow me if we have,” exclaimed Tom Merry in dismay,
** You couple of asses ! 3

“ What about yourself ¥’ retorted Lowther,

47 left it to you two, of course,” retorted Tom Merry.

“ Ditto me ! 7 said Manners.

*“ And me also1” seid Lowther. :

“ Well, has anyone got ene ? ~ asked Tom impatiently.

1 haven’t,” S&id quther, e
 Mine’s bust ! ” added Manners. 5
: ’ 16 batk from being mended yet,” sail
‘Fom, with awhistle. “ Never mind, ['ll bet I borrow one inside
of three seconds. T know Mellish’s got one.” =

- So saying, Tom Merry led the way to Mellish’s study at a

run, and burst in. w{n‘;h(_)ut waiting for an answer to his knock.
Mellish jumped up. . ©

** Can’t you come into & chap’s study & bit more quietly 7
said the cad of the Fourth, irritably. * Can’t you sce I'm
busy 27 =

“ Wonrt keep you long; so ecalm down,” answered Tom
Merry peaceably. I came to borrew a footer.”

* Well, git. I haven’t got one.”

“ Well, what’s that there ? ” asked Tom: Merry, pointing to

. one which was lying in a half-open eupboard. - A glint of sonve-
. thing bright on the top shelf of the cupboard also caught his eye,
“and he started

Mellish flushed. :

* That isn’t mine,” he said lamely. * It belongs to someone
else!” -

“ I don’t want to borrow your beastly football, you cutsider !
eried Tom Merry in disgust, ** I wouldn’t touch it onthe end of
& barge pole ! ” : 2 = ==

“Then what did you come in here for ? ’ snarled Mellish.

 Beeause I thought there was arespectable chap in here, and
not a cad !’ eried Tom Merry. “ That’s plain English, Mellish 1

** Look here, Tom Merry——"" began Mellish, rising.

“ Don’t come near me, you rotter ! T wouldn’t trust myself
it I got within arm’s length of you!” cried Tom Merry,
thoroughly roused. -

He slammed the door and went out.

“ Hallo! What’s up now 17 asked Lowther, noting lis
chum’s flushed face. :

* That beast Mellish { * said Tom, shortly.

“What ! Won't he lend us his footer 277

“ Not He says it's someoné else’s, but it’sa lie. I knowit’s
his, as I recognised it.” 3 : .

* What a beast ! said Manners.” ‘¢ All the same, Tll sée if
Ican getone. In your present state you couldn’t be eivil,
could you, Tom, old man 1

* Quite right, Manners, I couldn’t!” said Tom, with a faint
smile. : ; E

Manners scudded off and eame back a minute later with o
football under his arm. He had borrowed it from Kildare, the
eaptain of the sechool, whom he had:fortupately met in the
corridor, == = : i
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“ Come on, you ehaps! Wa're all vight at last ! he cried.

The three juniors ‘dasked out, and were soon hard at work
with the footer on the Shell ground. §

Tt will be seen from parts of the foregoing conversation that
the two chief Schodl House companies were not nowason the
best of terms ; indeed,‘they had seen very little of one another
sinee the episode of the eyeglass. Tt s not only this that
had ruffled the Terrible Three. They had understood that
someone had given information against them,. and they were
inclined to think thht this informer -was Philpot, as he had
been §o much Wwith Blake & Co. lately : «and the fact that the
Fourth Formerstuspected-them on the evidence of such a person
as Philpot. the weathercock, the turneoat, was extremely
annoying to them.

And then they could nof undersiand why Blake allowed
Philpot to be so friendly. However, they were soon to learn.

It was quite late in the afternoon before Tom Merry & Co,
returned, ruddy and Blowing, from their footer practice.

Having rubbed down and changed, they again assembled in
StudyeNo. 1.

¢ Hallo !
surprise, 2

“What's what ? > asked Tom Merry,

* Why, someone’s,been in here !>

“ What do you mean ? >’

“Why, can’t you see ? The giddy kettle hasn’t put itself
on the fire,”” said Lowther, staring round.

“ By Jove ! ”’ whistled Manness.

Tom Merry frowned. A junior's study was his castle at
St. Jim’s, and Tom resented any intension in Study | in {he
ahsence of the’owners,

What's this ? * said Moniy Lowther, in great

I wonder who's had the sasce to-come in hers and mess

about with our things ? > he said.

“ Why, I have!" said a voice at the door

Tt was Philpot ! .

Tom Merry looked at him ecoldly,

* What cheek ! ™ he said quietly,

“ What's cheek 7 >

¢ Why, your coming in here when we aren’t here.”

“ Well, I saw you come in from footer, and as I was passing
yvour study I theught I'd put your kettle on,” said Philpot,
in his smoothest tones,

“ Well, ’'m blessed ! Philpot’s turned a
something near it !’ gasped Lowther.

“Oh, really, Lowther! Tt only just struck me it would
save you a bit of time, you know,” smirked Philpot.

" Very thoughtful indeed, Philpot. We are overwhelmed
with gratitude,” said Monty, with a low bow.

“ Well, now you're here, you'd better stop to tea, T suppose,”
said Manners, with a glance at his ¢hums, -

 No thanks, I’'m afraid Fean't. I'm * bidden forth ’
so to speak,” said Philpot.

*“ Oh, I see, you're in great demand,’” said Lowther.
putting other people’s kettles bn as well 77

Philpot turned away with a smile and leit the study. He
thought it would not be diplomatic to press himself too much
on them at first; also he was cute enough to see that they
were not a bit keen on having him there. His first move, too,
had been fairly successful,

*“I'm blessed if T know what to make of it,”’ said Tom Merry
when Philpot-had departed. . *“ What’s his little game ? >

*“ He seems to be trying to oblige us, but what for I don't
know,” said Manners.

“1 suppose he’s got sick of those other chaps,” said Tom
Merry, a little bitterly.

*“ What other chaps ? »* asked Lowther.

“ Blake & Co., duffer ! »

“Well, T hope he’s not going to glue himself on to us”
remarked Manners.

*“ He’ll have a gay time if he does ! ** said Tom Merry grimly.
© I'm not going to stand any of his little games ! :

At this point Philpot removed his ear from the keyhole of
the study door. He had heard quite enough, and his mind
was made up—for the time, at any rate.

*“That settles them ! he mused as he walked down the
passage. “‘ People who say things like that couldn’t really
be decent leaders of any Form. It strikes me that the chaps
i want don’t hang out in this House, I'll sound the New
House next.”

And the Turncoat walked on in a thoughtful mood.

His mind was recalled to worldly things by a faint erash
and the tingling of broken glass. He looked up, and saw
Mellish at the bottom of the stairs engaged in picking up a
small article which had apparently slipped from his grasp,

““ Hallo !’ eried Philpot. “ Had a slight accident, T sea.”

The cad of the Fourth glanced up. .

 Go and boil yourself. Weathercock ! *’
Philpot had come to be generally known
* and mind your own beastly business !’

Philpot stared. ; :

“I'm really very sorry,” he replied. “ But
if you will drop things in front of my nose,’”’ -

philanthropist, or

already,

“ Been

by that narae now—

I can’t help it
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“ Yowjl find something else dropping on your nose it yo
sag anything about it !’ growled Mellish threateningly, an
then he disappeared into his study.

Philpot turned away with a glint in his eyes. Mellish
sudden anger about apparently notiing, his evident annoyanc
that Philpot should have been a witnass of an apparent!
trivial accident, set Philpot on to a new train of thought. H
began to suspeet what he soon knew to be a certainty—namel y
that Mellish.had purloined D’Arcy’s eyeglass f«%’&n ill-nature
trick, and did not want the fact known. i

Philpot pondered deeply. =

“ Meantime the kettle was boiling cheerfully in Study 1, au
Tom Merry & Co. were enjoying their tea immensely afte
their hard work in the football feld.

There was a pause in the conversation, and then Tom Merr;
broke the silence.

“1 say, you chaps, I've made a discovery,” he said.

“ Where-? In your teaeup ? > “askéd Lowther facotiousty,

*“ No, fathead ! But in Mellish’s study.”” 2

“Ho, ho! Anything interesting ? ” asked Manners, inter
ested at once; -

Tom Merry looked rather grave.

“ Well, it’s a rotten thing——

“I hope it’s nothing like Mellish. T couldn’t stand twe
bounders like that ! put in the irrepressible Lowther.

*“ It’s nothing alive, Monty,” said Tom, with a smile. * Ii's
not animal, and it’s certainly not vegetable, so I Suppose. it's
mineral.” :

“ Leok here! This isn’t a game of clumps or
Out with it !  demanded Lowther. :

*“ Get it off your chest !> added Manners. : :

““ Well, this is what it was,” said Tom Merry tmpressively,
and he made a gesture as if to fix something round in his eve,

“ You don’t really mean to say——

“Not really—— 2

“ Yes: Gussy’s long-lost and late lamented eyveglass ! None
other ! .

 What an out and out rotter and cad that chap Mellish is 1
burst out’ Manners.

“ Absolute outsider ! *’ said Lowther, with ¢onvietion,
ought to be boiled ! :

** And shot ! <

“I’ve not the slightest doubt that he ought.” said Tom
Merry, with a smile. * But unfortunately that can't be done
at the present time.” : = >

“I don’t know,” suggested Lowther, * If we fell Blake &
Co. I don’t think they’ll stop far short of boiling him in oil.”

*“No, I don’t suppose they would,’’ answered Tom Merry,
“ But why should we tell Blake ? * :

Manners and Lowther stared at him.

* Why, Tom, surely you are going to—— '

** You're never going to keep it from them ? °

& Why not ? ' retorted Tom Meérry hotly. * * They suspecied
us, and they do now, of pinching Gussy’s beastly cyeglass.
and on grounds on which I shouldn’t even think of suspecting
young Joe, with all his bad up-bringing and utter lack of proper
training. I think they are behaving like cads, and I'm very
sorry to see it.”

Manners and Lowther looked at their chum in silence during
this passionate outburst. There was no doubt that tho period,
brief as it was, during which Tom Merry had fought the world.
single-handed. on his merits alone, and when he had at times
nothing but his honour left to him, had left its mark upon his
sunny nature. Having been without friends, he now valued
friendship all the more; and-his honour was, if possible, dearer
to him than ever. To cast the slightest suspicion of a slur
on it he seemed to construe as an act of bitter enmity on the
part of one who could never really be his friend.

Manners and Lowther knew that their chum was magnifying
what was really a temporary falling out of good friends, far
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beyond its true Imaportance. - But they felt that this was hardly
ihe time to point this out, and they backed Tom Merry up
beartily, as always.

“ You're right, Tom Mery,”” said Manners slowly. *If
they're silly enough te think that we’ve taken Gussy’s eye-
glass, let them go on. thinking till they find out their mistake
of themselves.”

““ That’s what I say, too,” put in Monty Lowther.

“ Well, that’s agreed then,” said Tom Merry. “ We'll keep
our mouths shut—for the present, at any rate.”

“ Right you are !’ said the other two, glad to let the subject
drep for the present.

— ol -

CHAPTER 6.
S¢t. Jim's v. East Hyde.

HILPOT had not yet fulfilled his ambition of becoming
]IP a leader amongst his fellows, but he had succeeded
in making himself zomewhat of a public character.

In his perplesity as to who was the leader of the junior
school he had sought advice from his friends. He had
not succeeded in eliciting any real information from them—
one thought one Co. and one another, as was only natural—but
he had succeeded in raising the guestion in their minds. Most
of them had never thought about the matter, not being fired
with the same stirring ambition as Philpot, but when they
were confronted with it it occurred to them that it was a very
open question. Consequently there had been many sharp
skirmishes, both in words and in arms, between the upholders
of the four different Co.’s who were in the running. These
were Tom Merry & Co., Blake & Co., Figgins & Co., the New
House representatives, and Cornstalk, otherwise Noble & Co.
the Australian contingent, and each had their ardent sup-
porters, - :

Now, as it happened. all four leaders of the four above-
mentioned Co.’s were playing for the junior football team of
St. Jim’s in the forthcoming match against East Hyde, and
therefore the match was looked upon as being of even greater
importance than usual.

It was, as it were, tacitly agreed that the fellow who made
the best display in this important match would be accounted
the leader of the junior school for some time to come.

The match day dawned bright and frosty, and everybody
was in high spirits, =

Punectually at a quarter to three the teams lined up. Tt
was noticed that the East Hyde fellows locked, on the whole,
somewhat heavier than their opponents, but the St. Jim’s
eleven quite made up for their lightness by their wonderful

fitness.. One would have to go a long way to find eleven
fitter-looking juniors than Tom Merry’s selection for this
match.

The team consisied of Tom Merry himseif, Jack Blake,
Figgins, Manners, Herries, Noble, D’Arey, Kerr, Kerruish, Reilly,
and Fatty Wynn in goal.

The whistle blew, end Tom Merry kicked off for St. Jan’s
against the wind. —

For a time the St. Jim's eleven failed to get together, and the
East Hyde eleven made the most of their opportunity. Quite
early in the game Fatty Wynu was called upon to save two
really good shots from the East Hyde centre-forward.

His efforts were rewarded with a burst of applause from the
spectators, and a few remarks from some excited juniors,

“ Well saved, Fatty, old boy ! "

“ Thats right ! Keep em out ! ”

** Wales for ever ! ” -

Fatty had conceded a corner in making his last save, but
Figgins, at right-back, cleared with a magnificent volley right
up the field.

*“ Follow it up, forwards!” shouted Tom Merry, setting a
good example himself.

The East Hyde centre-half trapped the ball, but Tom Merry
was t0o quick for him, and in @ trice he was tearing down the
ventre of the field, with the ball in front of him. The East Hyde
left-back checked him a little, and Tom Merry took a difficult
shot from o fairly long range. The ball hit the upright with a
resounding thwack, and rebounded into play. Beiore the hero
of the Shell could reach-it again, the other back had got it right
away.

There was a chorus from the ropes,

* Bad luck, Tom Merry ! =

“ Well tried, sir, indeed | *?

“ Buek up, St. Jim's ! ?

“ Now’s your chance ! Pass it out!”

And Blake did pass it out! He was playing centre-balf,
he sent a beautiful forward pass out to the right wing,
ot so far that the opposing back could reach it first, but just
far enough for the wing man to rush down on it, and get right

> shouted Tom Merry.

Slaying outside-right; and ibhat elegant youth

made no mistake. A beautiful dropping centre, a thud as Tom
Tre GEx Lisrary.—No. 156.
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Merry’s foot met the ball before it reached the ground, and the
East Hyde goalkeeper was picking the ball out of the net, It
was a fine piece of work, beautifully planned and executed,
Tom Merry had sent in a stinging shot high up in the corner,
which the goalkeeper had no chance of saving.

There was a roar.

“ Bravo! Well done, St. Jimn's !

“ Well shot !

*“ Centre, sir !

* Another one, St. Jim's |**

“ Stick to it ! 7

The enthusiasm was tremendous. Tt was not often that the
f]e}_ll(l)ws on the touch-line were treated to such a display of
skill. i

The East Hyde team looked determined. This reverse had
put them on their mettle, and they played up all the harder,
aiter the kick-off. And their efforts were rewarded with success,
for about ten minutes from hali-time, their inside left dashed
through and scored a goal, beating Fatty Wynn, who ran out
to meet him. The East Hyde forward, unfortunately, could
not stop himself, and ran into the Welshman, and the next
moment he was lying on the grass in rather a dazed condition.
Fatty Wynn had stood like & rock, and the rushing forward
had made no impression on him. If he couldn’t stop the ball,
he stopped the player!

St. Jim’s smiled &t the sight of the solid Welshman, as he
stood looking at his victim lying before him. But they locked
sad again when they saw the ball at the back of the net,

* Never mind, School !

“ Play up, St. Jim’s |

“ Now or never ! ”

With these and sundry other encomragements, St. Jim's
kicked off again, and just before half-time, Figgins ran up the
field himself, with & beautiful piece of dribbling, evaded the
opposing backs, and scored with a low shot, amidst roars of
applause.. Then the whistle blew for half-time, with St. Jim’s
leading by two to one,

The St. Jim’s team gathered together in a little group, and
sucked lemons vigorously. N

“ That was a wemarkably fine shot of yours, Tom Mewwy !
remarked Gussy, who looked as unruffied as though he had never
moved the whole game, whereas he had really been playing
hard and well.

* My dear Gussy, it was your centre that didit ! Thadnothing
to do but to put it in ! *’ answered Tom Merry cheerfully.

* Wats, deah boy! I wegard yours, as a weally wonderful
shot t 2 =

* Quite right, Gussy !
heartily.

“ 0ld Figgins was ripping, too!” remarked Fatty Wynn,
who was demolishing his fourth piece of lemon, in spite of the
fact that, being the goalkeeper, he had exerted himself least of
all. =

¢ Rather! It was first-class! We ought to have ’em on
toast now, with the wind with us ! ” said Blake.

“ Yes, if we stick to it, we'll pull it off all right ! said Tom
Merry. “I say, Blake,” he continued, lowering his voice,
** Stick to their centre-forward. He’s a nailer !

* Right you dre! T won’t let him move !

“ Good! Now, then, kids, keepitup!”

The whistle blew again, and the two teams again prepared
for action. :

St. Jim’s had the wind with them this half. so they expected
to do even better than before.

The game re-opened very dramatically. By some very good
play the East Hyde forwards worked the ball right up the field
straight from the kick-off. Then the outside-right centred.

The ball soared high into the air. At the same moment a
sideways gust of wind caught and bore it straight and true into
the top corner of the goal !

Tt was the East Hydians’ turn to applaud new.

* Well shot, Wingfield ! *> shouted the captain, while a roar
of applause rang out from the ropes.

Wingfield, the outside-right, who had made the wonderiul
shot, smiled to himself.

He turned to his inside-right as they walked up the field
again.

* That was meant for a eentre ! *’ he remarked.

It was a jolly fine shot, old chap !’ answered

It was ripping, Tom !” said Blake =

= 1 don’t care !
his fellow winger.

A giddy fluke, more like ! *

“Rats! We're two all, now !

= Rather ! ”’ = :

The game started again, and it seemed es if the St. J. im’s team
had gone rather to pieces, :

Their play lacked dash, and they did not combine as they had

We may beat ’em yet !”

“been doing hitherto.

Their opponents were not slow in taking advantage of this.
They played with the greatest dash and five, and the St. Jim’s
eleven, though they played up gallantly, began to feel the weight
of the heavier metal against them. = :

Time- after time, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was knocked
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fiving by the big East Hyde backs, and things began to look

iess bright for St. Jim’s.

Slowly but surely the ball worked its way up towards the
St. Jim’s goal again.

Fatty Wynn was called upon to save several times, and alto-
gether the home defence was having an anxious time.

Then a terrible catastrophe occurred.

One of the East Hyde forwards sent in quite a soft shot, and
Herries. the left back, who was standing in front of his goal,
took a kick at the twisting ball, very nearly missed it, and
the next moment the thing had serewed into the very corner
of his own goal.

A gasp went up from the assembled multitude.

Three goals to two in favour of East Hyde, gnd only fifteen
minutes more to play ! = .

The situation was critical.

Could 8t. Jim'’s make a final effort, and score two more goals ?

The general run of apinion was rather against this feat being
accomplished, as the home side was not playing at their best.

Tom Merry, however, did not despair.

“ I say, kids, this is awful ! ** he said, as they walked’to the

centre again. ** We can’t be beaten! Buck up! Only two
more goals t ™
Two wore goals, and only fifteen minutes to play ! It was a

hard task, but the St. Jim’s team set about it with.a will.

This last reverse seemed to waken them up, and they began to
play as if the match had only just started.

Once D’Arcy got right away on the right wing. but the referee’s
whistle blew just as he was about te centre.

“ Offside 1 7

“ Weally——"

“ Oftside ! " repeated Monteith, the New House prefect, who
had the whistle.

“ Yaas, wathah, but——" =
“ Don’t argue with the referse, D'Arev ! said Monteith,
sternly. e

Arthur Augustus turned red.

* Weally, deah boy, I was not arguin’ ! I was only goin’ to
say——" -

* Well, say it-afterwards!”
whistle for the free kick. :

Arthur Augustus grew crimson. He was only going to apolo-
gise in his polite way for being ofiside ; but Monteith actually
believed him to be guilty of the unpardonable offence against
good form, of arguing with the referee !

The spectators on the ropes evidently made the same mistake.
or affected to, and several comments were made.
* That’s right, Gussy ! Stick up for your rights ! ” shouted

said Monteith; and blew his

* Why don’t you have a whistle of your own to blow when
you think you’re offside, CGus 2’ called out Wally, D’Arcy’s
younger brother. . :

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Pway don’t be absurd,” said Cussy. in his most dignified
way.

The East Hyde back took the free kick. The ball sped straight
for D’Arcy, who was walking away from it. He was so much
engaged with his own wrongs that he did not realize that the
game had restarted. Consequently, the ball took him absolutely
unawares—on the back of the head. :

There was a thud, and the swell of St. Jim's fell flat on his
face with a loud gasp.

There was a fresh yell from the ropes.

** Well headed, sir! ™

** Bull's-eye that time!”

“Ia, ha. ha!” :

* Ow—the howwid boundah ! 7 Arthur Angustus murmured.
as he picked himself up. * I should like to give him a feahful

\ thwashin’ !

The game, however, went on without this terrible wish being
fulfilled, and at last the efforts of the St. Jim’s fellows who had
bzing playing with furious energy, were rewarded. Noble,
plaving inside-left, scored, with a long, low shot.

Three all, and four minutes to play ! 5

The excitement was intense, and after a frantic burst of ap-
plause for Noble’s shot. silence reigned over the field.

The two teams were now playing with terrific energy and deter-
mination. The game surged up and down the field, and neither
side seemed to have the advantage. Then Blake passed to Tom
Merry. who received it well. -

He dashed up the field, passed the back, and then shot.
The ball hit the upright, low down, and bounded back.

Blake, who was following well up behind Tom Merry, did not
lesitate. - He shot with every ounce of strength he had in hiin.

The ball flew towards the goal. :

The goalkeeper made a frantic effort, and got his hands to the
bﬂ}i But its impetus was too great, and his bands were knocked
asiae.

The whistle blew alinost as the ball passed between the posts.
St. Jim’s had won by four goals to three ! The St. Jim’s juniors
nearly went mad with delight. .They swarmed on to the field,
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and patted the perspiring team on the back until they nearly
choked. s

Tom Merry, Figzins, Noble, and Blake, the four leaders in
the junior school, had distinguished themsslves equally. Each
had scored one goal in fine style ; so that the match, a magnifi-
cent game as it had been, did not help the junior sehool to come
to a decision on the respective merits of the four rivals. Z

““ Blake, you're a giddy hero ! 7 said Herries, as they walked
into the Schogl House together.

“Rats!”

“ You ought to have a statue put up to you for that shot t

“ More rats!”

“ And engraved on 1t : ‘ The man who did the triek against
East Hyde. ”

“ Fathead ! It was only a blessed fluke !

“Go and tell your grandmother that ! retorted Herrics.
£ 1t was an absolutely penuine shot t

¢ Of course it was ! ” chimed in Digby, who joined thom at
that moment. >

““ At any rate, anybody eould have done it !'** said Blake.

“ Well, I got in a good shot,” remarked Herries, ““only it was
the wrong goal.™”

*“ Never mind, old chap.” said Dighy,
well™

“Rot ! Shooting a goal azainst your ewn side—that’s good
play, isn’t it ? *’ grunted Herries discontentedly.

“ Jolly bad luck, that’s what I call it!” said Dighy coun-
solingly. :

* Never mind, old chap.” said Blake, as they arrived at tho
School, * we won.”

& Rather ! St. Jim’s for ever!”

. CHAPTER 7.
A Shock for Gussy.

& PARCEL for Master D’Arcyt ”
E& It was Toby, the new buttons, who spoke, as he
stood at the door of Blake’s study. Binks, the lats
page of the school, was now a millionaire.

D’Arcy looked up. :

“ Thanks, deah bov!"” he drawled.  * Pway accept this
twile ! 7 He slipped a coin into the hand of the grinuing boy.

‘“Thank you, sir, kindly,” murmured Toby. and retired.

“ I stwongly suspect,’”’ remarked D’Arcy, * that these are tha
rnaonocles T ordahed the other day.”

Blake looked at the parcel. :

“ From the size of the thing, T should say it was a grand
piano ! - : :

“ Pway don’t be absurd!” retorted Arthur Augustus with
dignity. I natuwally want a few to choose from.”

“ Are they so very different ? " said Herries, feigning extreme
interest. :

“ Yaas, deah boy, they vawy gweatly. I'm afwaid I shall
nevah get one to suit me as well as my furmah one ! said
Arthur Augustus, sighing deeply.

“ Don’t take it to heart so, Gussy
man, and take yoar griefs bravely.”

“ I'm twying to, Blake, but I feel vewy stwange and unhappy
without it.” =

“ Yes, Gussy, vou don’t look the
glass,” agreed Digby. -
“ Not quite such a dummy, eh 7 " said Blake.
¢ Weally, Blake——"

“ Not at-all! Don’t mention it !’ answered Blaks blandls.
Now do buck up and open the pareel and try ’em on.”

# All wight, deah boy, no huwwy ! ™

Arthur Augustus proceeded to undo the parcel slowly. A
tinkling noise proceeded from the packet as he undid the insida

* you played jt;lly

dear,” said Blake. “Bea

same without your old eye-

wrapper. . :
“Seems as though they aren’t packed very well,” said
Digby.

“ I agwee with you. deah boy.” said D’Arcy anxiously ; ¢ but
I hope nothin’s wrong !

By this time a fair-sized wooden box had been brought to
view, and as D’Arey gently shook it the tinkling noise was
repeated.

It weally scemns as though some were bwoken ! eobserved
Arthur Augustus, looking worried.

“ Well, open the trunk and see, ass ! ™ said Blake.

~ The swell of St. Jim’s removed the lid, and a= he did so a cry
of dismay came from his lips. :

# Bai Jove ! How twuly howwible ! he exclaimed, in quits
a heartbroken veice. * They're bwoken ! ”

# Every one ! " coi-aborated Digby sympathetically.

# Bad luck, Gussy! You'll have to use the glass of your
wateh, after all.” remarked Blake, taking the catastrophe with

—commendable fortitude.

“ This is no matiah for joking ! " exclaimed the swell of St.
Jim’s, who had somewhat recovered his eomposure. £ Its.
vewy sewious ! s = =

And, indeed, it was very anunoying for Gussy. For all that
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‘to inflict upon him a most feahinl thwashin’,” said Arthur

the box contained was a jumbled mass of broken glass and cotton-
wool and paper.

“ We fully realise the awfulness of your position, Gussy,’
Herries solemnly.

“Weally, I don’t know what I am to do now ! *’ said D’Arey
helplessly. . ;

“You'll have {o borrow some spectacles,” suggested Blake
gravely. :

“ Pway don’t jest, Blake! It’s a vewy sewious mattah!
As a mattah of fact, I think it is vewy wemarkable that evewy
one should be so completely destroyed.”

** Exactly, Gussy,” put in Blake. ““ Somebody’s done it on
purpose.” e

** Do you weally think so 2 ”

“T do! Somebody’s done it to annoy you.
Llow for the actual eyeglasses !

** Weally, Blake 32

“But it’s a rotten trick, all the same!* continued Blake
warmly, disregarding the interruptions. 5

“ Well, I must send for some more immediately.”

“ Well, look here, kids,”” suggested Blake, ““ let’s liave young
‘Foby up here, and see if he knows anything.”

“ Good idea ! I'll get him.” Herries disappeared from the
room like a flash. A few moments later he returned, dragging
the red-headed page-boy aiter him.

“* Now, stand there, Toby, and don’t be a young ass! ” said
Bluke authoritatively. -

‘Thus admonished, Toby, who was firmly convinced that he
aas in for a-rowing, trembled visibly in every limb.

“ Now, don’t be a funk, Toby ; we're not going to row you,
but only want you to answer a few questions. Who gave you
parcel you brought up just now 2’ said Blake, taking upon
Limself the duty of eross-examiner.

< Qo guv’ it me ? 7 answered the page-boy vaguely.
v one ; leastways, except the postman,!”

** You young fathead !~ exclaimed Blake.
to be funny ? ”

I ain’ tryin’ to be funny ! ** answered Toby, his lips twitching
ucrvously. ‘ :

“Well, what’s the matter with you ?” asked Jack Blake,
¢ing at the boy curiously.

*“ Looks as though he’s seen a ghost,” remarked Dighy.

“ Or eaten something that didn’t agree with him,”
Heiries.

““Y weally believe the boy i3 off his wockah ! " soid Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy in surprise.

T'oby was apparently undergoing terrible pain during these
comments. He first stoed cn one foot and then on the other,
rolling his eyes and screwing up his face. < Finally he burst into
tioods of tears. s

“ Here, chuck if, Toby ! said Blake, in alarm. * What's
viy 222 >

* Boohoo, boo-hoo ! was the unfortunate buttons’ only

nswer.

“ This wathah eonfirms my belief that the poor feilah is ofi
his woeckah,”” said Gussy, looking pityingly at the weeping lad.

Blake took the boy by the shoulders, and shook him gently.

< Pull yourself together, and turn ofi that water!” he
exclaimed. *“ We're not going to eat you!”

*“Boohoo ! It weren’t my fault ! ” stammered Toby, between
=obs.

““ What do you mean ? Who said it was your fault 2%

“Ldunno’ ! It was that other young genelman! Boo-hoo!”’

“ Speak out, and don’t be a silly young ass ! ” 5

T wegard that fellah as ecompletely devoid of any

** Now, look here, Toby,” said Blake, changing
commanding veice to a gentler one,
1'vou know who broke up the things in that parcel

“ Y.yes, sir ! Leastways——"

“ Well, who was it ? *

I daren’t tell you! He'd kill me!”’

** Look here, Toby, don’t talk rot ! ” cried Blake impatiently.
< We won’t let' any of the chaps hurt you, so you can speak out.”

« New then, deah boy, out with it ! 7 put in D’Arey. * You
can surely twust to Blake’s honah 2 *’

“ Won't yer really let him hurt me ? > inquired Teby, locking
a little relieved.

* No, we promise you we won't ! ” said all four juniors at once,
wich one exception; and he said * pwomise.”

* Well, if yer promise, I'll tell yer.”

“We have promised > began Herries. But Blake
motioned him into silence. -

“ Tt were that feller——’

“Well 27

“Mellish! Boo-hoo! Don’t let ’im "urt me!” broke out
the unfortunate Toby, overcome with terror at what he had

'
> said

I don’t care a

“ Why

“ Are you trying

foe

said

2

osed.
* Mellish ! ” Blake & Co. repeated in one breath.
** What a feahful wottah ! ”’

“The villain !

“ The wank outsidah ! I shall wegard it as my saewed duty
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Augustus, looking very warlike.

{“ But I say, you chaps——"~

““What 1>

* We’ve been suspecting Tom Merry ! said Blake seriously.

““Bai Jove! So we have!”

I thought old Tom wouldn’t do such a cad’s trick ! ” said
Digby, in a tone of relief.

* It looked jolly well as though he had snecaked the eyeglass
in the first place,” said Blake slowly.

“Yes ; but he didn’t ! ** put in Herries.

* Of course not ! It was that cad Mellish ! ”

*“ By Jove! Weé'll let the beast have it

““ Yes, by Jingo, and now, too ! *’ exclaimed Blake hotly.

“ Wight-ho, deah boy ! *’

“ Come on kids, we won’t wait a second !

“Right-ho !

The four juniors left the study, raced down the passage, and
drew up in front of Mellish’s door.

Thump ! Thump !

No answer:

Thump ! Thump !

“ Who's there ? :

1 just want to speak to you a moment, Mellish,” said Blake,
with a stern note in his voice.

“ Well, go and eat coke !’ came the answer from within.

But, instead of carrying out Mellish’s kind instructions, Blake
burst the door of the study open, and the four avengers marched
m.

“What d’you want ? ** asked Mellish, looking up angrily, and
looking a little frightened.

T just wanted to ask you if you happened to open a parcel
of D’Arey’s 2

Mellish turned pale, but attempted to bluster.

* What-d’you mean ? I—I——' he stammered.

“If you happened to break its contents, or anything like
that ? 7’ continued Blake calmly.
: “ Get away, you rotters!” said Mellish furiously. *“I don’t
10w 2 ey -

“ Oh, you don’t, don’t you'? You blessed skulking, howling
cad! You don’t know anything about sneaking an eyeglass
from our study either, do you ? *’ cried Blake hotly.

* Look here, you Shell rotters ! 4 retorted Mellish, who was
recovering himself somewhat. *“ Get out of this room ! ”’

“ We're not going till we’ve settied your hash, you rotten
coward ! * answered Blake. “ Did you, or didn’t you, bust

‘those eyeglasses ? ”’

At Blake’s determined tone, Mellish’s courage broke down.
He made a ghastly attempt to smile.

“ Well, you see, I—I——"

¢ Then you did do it ? *

* Ye-e-es, I—I—you see, it was only a—a joke—[——""

¢ Oh, cut the lies ! ?’ broke in ‘Blake contemptuously. * We're
going to give you the licking of your life for playing ‘a dirty
trick, and letting other people be suspected ! Now, chaps !

Then, with one accord, the four juniors fell upon the miserable
cad of the Fourth.

It was some time before Blake & Co. left Mellish’s study,
and when they did so, they left a very different person behind
to the one they found there. In fact, **his cwn brother would
hardly have known him,” as Herries remarked, with satis-
faction.

“ That’s vewy satisfactowy !’ remarked D’Arey, as they
returned to their study. I don’t think Mellish will give us
much twouble in the future !

“ You're right there, Gussy ! ”’ agreed Herries. =

** Ah, here’s Toby still,” said Blake. * We’d rather forgotten
ven in the passing exeitement of the moment ! *’

D’Arcy slipped his hand into his pocket, and produced half
& crown. S

** Pway accept this small wemunewation for your services
deah boy !>’ he remarked gracefully,

** Thank ’ee kindly, sir!” said Toby, who was quite calm
now. “I hope ’'as ’ow you ’‘aven’t quite killed that there
Mellish 2

‘“ Not quite, old chap ! ”’ laughed Blake,
recover !’

And Toby grinned, and departed.

“1 dare say he'll

CHAPTER 8.
Blake & Co. Apologise.

*

“ 11T is satisfactowy to have found the offendah, but I am

still in the unfortunate, not to say feahful, posish. of

sa having no monocle!> remarked Arthur Augustus

DArey sadly, gazing at the shattered remains of what had once

heen & valuable consignment of those useful articles. *“1

weally wish the wottah had left one unbwoken. I would weah

it, even if it were a feahful fit! "

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” s

A Grand New School Tale, by Charles Hamlton, is in the
“EMPIRE” Library mé':vyeek. Price One Halifpenny.
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* Weally, deah boys, your laughtah at such a time is
unfeelin’ 1
- “Hasha! Never mind, Gmssy ! We quite realise your awful
position,” said Blake, with a grin.. “In fact, we ean’t sleep
o’ nights for thinking how cold you must be without your
window-pane !
“Ha, ha! That's go!”
chorus.
* Weally, deah boys——""
* Therefore,” continued Jack Blake gravely, I have much
leasure in presenting you, Arthur Augustus De Vere Fitz
Montmoreney St. Clair D’Arey——"
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
_“ Weally. Blake B ;
 With this very clegant eyeglass 1 ' finished Blake; handing
& natty, gold-rimmed eyeglass, which he extracted from his
waistcoat pocket, to the amazed and delighted swell of St.
_dim’s. “1It’s true, it’s only a second-hand one,” added Blake,
~ “ but what else can you expect in these hard times ?
DArcy’s whole face lit up with an expression of keen delight.
*“ Bai Jove, Blake, you are a wippah { > he exclaimed joyfully.
** And it’s my old one, too ! Where cid you get it fwom ¥
““T noticed it behind a photo on that cad Mellish’s mantel-
piecet ? :
< Ah!* said D’Arcy, jamming his monocle lovingly in his
eye,-and surveying himself with evident delight in the study
mirror.  ““ At last I feel my old self !
“Good old Gus'! -You look happier
days 1 ?
There was & pause, and than D'Arcy turned round with a
Serious air, *
T say, chaps—=""he began.
* Well, what’s up ? Indigestion 7
* No, deah boy ! ¥ was thinkin’ we must go and apologiss
to Tom Mewwy——27 =
“ By Jove, yes!
gravely, ==
** For havin’ suspected him !~
* Yes, I certainly think we raust 1 :
= All the same,” put in DiEby, “ it wasn’t ourfauli exactly! >
*“ No. But, still, we must go and apologise ! -
= *“Come on:1 22
Once again the four juhiors left their
vith a more peaeeful mission. - ; =
They knocked at the door of Study No. I in the Shell pass:
“Comein !> =
Blake opened. the door.
Tom Merry was alone, writing.
** Hallo I ™ he exclaimed, looking up.  What's up 2> .
“We've come,” said Blake, the spokesman of the party,
 to apologise for suspecting you 2 -
= Ob ! ““said Tom Merry, apparently not taking much interest.
** What of 2
* Of taking Gussy’s eyeglass from our study ! **
“Well, T told you 1 didn’t, so you ought to have known
botter ! ”* answered Tom Merry, colouring.
“Well, you never actually told us =
*“ Oh, don’t quibblet T said it plain enough ! said Tom
Merry shortly.
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, we ail vewy much wegwet that ocur
suspicion was diwected against you, but——""
“ Oh. that’s all right!’ answersd the hero of the Shell.
“ We'll let that pass ! Have you foun® out who did it # >
*“ We have,” said Blake grimly. “1If you go and look in
Mellish’s study, you won’t have to ask again
Tom Merry smiled.
“Good ! *” he said.
rather busy.” . ; > =
“Ch, all right!” said Blake, a little nettled. “Sorry to
have disturbed yout”? - Sk e
“ Don’t mensh ! ” : ¥

chimed in Herrles and Dighy in

than T've seen you for

We must do something!” said Blake

study, but this time

ge.

“ Well, good-bye, you chaps! P'm

Blake & Co. returned to their study with mixed feelings.

Their apology had not been accepted quite in the way they
expected. :

However, they had done all they could under the circum-
stances—as D’Arcy put it, * One gentleman weally cannot do
more than apologise to anothah ! ’—and it ‘was clear that their
relations with the Terrible Three would still be rather strained
for some little time to come, at least.

e = &
CHAPTER 9.
A, Challenge.

pHILPbT was standing at the gate of St. Jim’s, alone

and with poe fixed occupation, looking down the road.

It was snowing hard, but Phiipot did not scem to notice

that.  He-was thinking deeply. =

** Blessed if I’ve got much forrarder t ' he was saying to him-
self, i

leader yet ! --I must think of some way of finding out, really !’

As he was meditating on this knotty point, a small boy hove
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“I don’t seem to have much notion who’s the juniors’
2 1

YNN'S NEW WHEEZE”

One 'tl?enﬁy. : 1L

in sight, coming round the bend of the road. Ashe approached;
Philpot examined him rather closely, : g

“ Where did T see that kid last 2 he asked himself. © Soma-
where, I know, and not long ago ! :

He was quite right,

The boy was an East Hyde fellow, who had come over fo
St. Jim’s .as a speetator on the occasion of the -East Hyda
match, <

He turned in St. Jir’s gates, but he had not gone very far
before he turned round again and approached Philpot.

“Do you belong to this place ?7* he inquired, pointing to
St. Jim's. =5

“ Looks like, it, doesn’t it 2%
recall his face. :

“ Well, will you do something for me ? * asked the boy again.

¢ All depends,” said Phiipot,  © Where d’you come from 7 >

“ East Hyde.”

“ Were you over here the other day 2

“ Yes; and we ought to have won, only——7

“Stow that, kidt I knew Id seen your grimy chivvy
before ! °* retorted Philpot genially. “ What d’vou want 2

© Well, look here. You might deliver this note for me! >

““Who's it for 7 2 ’

By way of an answer, the East Hyde fellow handed Philpot
the note, in question. ;

* Oh, it’s for the ¢ Leader of the Juniors, St. Jim's College,”
is it ?” said Philpot, mors to himself than the messenger,
Then he added :*

“ Well, who’s that 2.’

“ How do you suppose T know ? I don’t bother my head
about rotten schools like this t ** said the East Hyde fag cheekily.

“ Look here, young fellow, youlre going the right way to geg
a thick ear ! » said Philpot warningly. :

“ Well, will you do it for me 2> asked the small boy, quickly
changing the subject, 2.

~““1f you ask me very nicely, and address me as *Sir> > zaid
Philpot, with a judicial air.

¢ Go and eat your hat ! » retorted the East Hydian rudely.

Philpot frowned at the small urchin,

“ What’s it about ? ”’ he grunted.

“It’s a challenge to a snowball fizht on the next snitabla.
hali-holiday,”” answered the bearer of the missive. -

“ What, d’you want to get squashed again ?”’ grinned the
Turncoat of the Fourth.

“Rats !> said the fag promptly.
you that——

“ That you can take a licking——""

“That we can settle your hash if we really want to!”
finished the small East Hydian indignantiy. <

Philpot laughed.

“ Right you are, my young buek 1" he said.
it !~ Now you can get!”’

“ Thanks! So long!”

The messenger from East Hyde had long disappeared round ths
bend before Philpot made any attempt to carry out his promise.

“] believe I've got it now ! ”” he said at last, and proceeded
to malke his way back to the school. 3

Just as he was passing the door of the New School Housa,
Figzgins & Co. dashed out, and Figgins—who was leading—
very nearly took the unsuspecting Philpot off his feet.

“ Here, steady ! 7 said the School House boy mildiy.
are you coming to ? 7 : i

“I'm not coming; I'm. goiag somewiere!” answered
Fizzins. R

¢ Besides, you shouldn't loiter about outside respectabls
hounses like this ! put i Kerr, the Seottish partner in ths
famous New House Co.

‘I wasn’t Joitering !’ protested Philpot. ‘‘ But look hers,
yoit chaps,” he added, “ I wanted to see you!”

“ Well, we charge for being looked at ! said Figgins.

“ You don’t often get the chance of seeing such a fine lot of
chaps ! observed Fatty Wynn. :

© Well, look here, vou chaps,” continued Phiipot hastily,
“I've got aletter -

“ How interesting !

“ Yes, but——"

“ How truly delightiunla”

“ H'm ! Let me fivish ! Tt's addressed to ‘ The Leader of the
Juniors’ 17’

“Hand it over !

Philpot grinned.

“ Why should I 2"

““ Because you' generally give a letter to the person it’s
atddressed to, I suppose, don't you 2 ” :

“ Yes. But how do I know you're the leader 27 .

“ Obvious, my dear fathead!” answered TFiggias
the leader to the New House juniors, aren't I, chaps 7"

‘“ Rather ! ”’ responded the * chaps.”

““ Well, it follows-that I'm the leader of all the jumiors { ¥

I don’t see it !  remarkesd Philpot.- < ==

“ You must be remarkably thick, fhen!™ said Figgine
- THE GEM LiBpary.—No. 1

answered Philpot, trying to

“ We just want to show

“TU deliver

¢ Whera

" said Fizgins sarcastically.

said Figgins unhesitatingly.

Splendid, Long,
, Dunsar Bt
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“ The New House always was sireaks ahead of the musty old
School House——"

*“Rats ! murmured Philpot.

“ And so the leader of the New BHouse junicrs must be the
Irader of the lot!”

“That's logic ! > observed Kerr, nodding bis head.

“ Well, I shouldn’t like to give it to you till I've seen Tom
Nierry 1

“Tom Merry ! ” exclaimed Figgins. *° Well, T should think
he's got enough sense to agree with me, but 'm not sure !

“ Well, we’ll see ! ** said Philpot.

“Who's the beastly note from, anyway 2°°
carelessly.

“East Hyde! A challenge to a snowball fight 1 answered
Philpot over his shoulder, as he walked away towards the
School House.

*“ What sport ! exclaimed Figgins, with interest.

“ We'll give ’em socks ! ”* remarked Kerr.

“ And the losers ought to be made to stand a feed,” added
Fatty Wynn. e

“ That's right, Fatty ! Never forget your bread-basket !’

*“ Well, a chap must live——"

“Ha, ha, ha1?”

* And I always feel extra hungry this cold weather.”

*“ You don’t say so, Fatty ! ” :

And Figgins, grinning, led the way to the footer ground at
o run.  Meanwhile Philpot had encountered Blake & Co. at
ithe entranee of the School House. s ;

“ You're the very chaps I wanted to see ! ”” he remarked.

* Well, there’s no charge,” answered Blake.

_ “ At any rate, then, you’re better than Figgins!” said
I'hilpot, with a grin.  * He wanted to charge me!”

Biake stared.

* Well, they have some funny faces in the New House, any-
- he said. { They’re worth a small fee to look at—and
augh 172

“ Yaas, wathah ! I wegard that as a vewy funnay wemark,
Blake ! Hah, hah, hah ! chuckled D’Arey.

“ Chuck it, Gussy! What d’you want, Weathercock ?”
saiud Blake.

* I’ve got a letter for the leader of the juniors.”

“ Well, why den’t you give it to me ?”’ demanded Jack
Blake, in astonishment.

“ Because I'm not sure——’

“ My deor ass, you don’t mean to say you don’t know who
the. leader i€ 77

e L i

*1t’s absolutely obvicus; isn’t it, kids ?

 Rather ! " responded the *“ kids,” without any hesitation.

* Pway don't be so abswd as to hesitate, Philpot, deah
hoy 1™ remarked D Arey. =

asked Figging

)

3 “I flattah myself——
“Very vain of you, Gussy! You're getting beastly con-
ccited 1 7
“ Weally, Blake——" :
“Come on, Philpot!” said Blake, not kecding D’Arey’s
st. “* Hand it over ! ™
Well, I’'m not going to till I've seen Tom Merry ! Besides,
doesn’t really matter much,” added Phiipot. *It's only a
challenge from East Hyde to a snowball fight 1
« All right, Turncoat, you can go and see Tom Merry if you
jike! I don’t care!” said Blake, in a lordly tone. And the
Fourth Form Co. walked away with their noses in the air.

CHAPTER 19,
Still Undecided!

T BILPOT walked on to Tom Merry’s study with a sly grin.
ﬁ; As before, he explained that he had promised to deliver
a note to the leader of the juniors. The resnlt was the

ame. Tom Merry, of course, claimed the leadership, but Philpot
tely refused to give him the note in the absence of a satis-
proot of Tom Merry’s elaim.
> same thing happened when the wily Turnecoat visited
Ik & Co., and he finally went down to the junior common-
with the 'note still in his pocket. He found several
gathered in the room, and he determined to enlist their
ation in the matter.
““ I say. you chaps.” he began, addressing no one in particular,
winat d’you think of this ? »
1fe held out the note for their inspection.
crowded round him and read the address.

* Faith, an’ T should think you'd better get rid of ut as soon
ss possible ! said Reilly, the Irish junior.

“ Who shall I give it to ? * asked Philpot.

Reilly hesitated a moment.

** Sure, Tom Merry,” he said at last ;

< I should think Blake would be the right
Hancock.

“Why not Noble 7
inventor.
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Several juniors

e Jack Blake.”
” yolunteered

.
said Bernard Glyn, the St. Jim’s

“ It’s pretty clearto me that Figgins ought to have it 1 ** said
Pratt, of the New House, who hagpened to be in the common-
room. . <

“Well, T don’t know who to give it to,” said Philpot. “I’ve
been round to the lot, and they all say they ought to have
it :

: ;‘ Don’t blame ’em, either ! ” remarked Kerruish, the Manx
ad. - -

¢ Sure, and why don’t you split the difference, and give ‘em
a quarter ayche ? ”’ suggested Reiliy. <

‘“Ha, ha, hat” ;

““ Well, what am I to do ?” asked Philpot.

“Go and eat coke. as long as you don’t disturb us said
Kerruish, returning to his oceupation of roasting chestnuts.
#Tm busy!” .

‘“ Hear, hear !”

Philpot sniffed, and returned to his study still undeecided
what to do with the challenge. He sat in deep thought for some
time, then he suddenly jumped up, as though he had had an
inspiration.

“1 know what I'll do,” he said, to himself.

He turned his footsteps once again to Tom Merry’s study,
and knocked at the door.

“Come in | > : = -

Philpot entered, and Tom Merry locked up from the book
Le was reading. =

“ Here again already ?7’ he remarked. & Anything I can
do for you ? *

“Yes. It’s about this beastly note !’

“ Nothing newer than that ? E

“Well, I can’t make up my mind who to give it to, and T ~
want you to help me, Tom Merry,” said Philpot, with an air of
great frankness.

“Certainly | By taking the note, I suppose ?” said Tom
Merry good-naturedly. :

“No, not that,” answered Philpot,
decision as to who's leader.”

“How ?”

“ By having a meeting of sorts.”

“ What d’you mean ? ”’ asked Tom Merry, staring.

“* Why, call a meeting of the various eandidates, and decide
for yourselves!*

“H'm!” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. 1T don’t know.
T suppose you want us to have a fight about it 27

“1 don’t care what you do,” answered Philpot, with great
candour, “ as long as you decide on something 1

** But.look here, fathead,” said Manners,.who had just come
in with Lowther, ! you seem to be making a lot of fuss over
nothing 1 **

*“ Just what I think ! ”? chimed in Monty Lowther. # As it's
a challenge, I don’t see that it matters who gets it 1%

1 dare say !’ retorted Philpot warily. * But I'm not going
to give it to anybody but the right person!?”

“In other words,” said Tom Merry keenly, ¥ you want to
find out who the leader is yourself ?** =

Philpot looked confused for a moment.

“ Perhaps I do,” he mumbled. { But—but that's not the
point now.”

“ Well, look here, Weathercock,”” said Tom Merry, chuckling
to himself, *“ if you like I'll call a meeting of Blake, Figgins &
Noble, and we’ll see what we can do. They’re the only candi-
dates in the running besides myself, I suppose 7

“Good ! I wish you would,” said Philpot, in a tone of relief ;
and without saying another word, he retired. Tom Merry laughed
aloud as soon as Philpot had left the room.

“ What K joke ! ” he said.  { Did you see how- flustered the
ass got 2’

“ Rather ! 7 answered Manners,
he’s been driving at the whole time.”

“ I’m pretty sure of it,” said Lowther.

“ Well, look here, kids,” said Tom Merry, * we’d better
concoet a sort of circular to send round to these other bounders.
It’ll be rather sport to have an election, or something!”

“Right you are! Things are a bit dull just now ! said
Lowther, And they immediately set to work.

After much joint labour, the following effusion was produced :

““ Whereas there seems to be some doubt in the minds of
certain of the junior members of the school as to who holds
the position of junior leader, we, the undersigned, hav
deemed it necessary to call & meeting of several responsible
persons to decide this weighty questign.

el

# 1 want you to get a

I believe that’s what
2}

“Your own and vour Co.'s presence is earncstly desired at
5.30 p.ia. to-morrow (Thursday), in the undersigned’s study:
*Tom MERRY.
I (Signed) “ M. LowTHER.
“H. MaxNNERS.”
Three copies of this were made, and were immediately dis-
patched—one to Blake, one to Figgins, and one to Noble.

A Grand New School Tale, by Charles Hamilton, is in the
“EMPIRE” Library this week, Price One Halfp <

enny.
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CHAPTER 11.
The Committee Meeting.

UNCTUALLY at 5.30 the leading lights of the junior
H? school arrived at Tom Merry’s study. It was only with
the greatest difficulty that they squeezed themselves in,

_but it was managed at last.

Everything that_could possibly’ accommodate a person was
occupied, even down to the top of & bookease which stood against
‘the wall of the room. When everyone had settled down Tom
Merry rose. s 5
— “ Gentlemen,” began the hero of the Shell, “ you all know
from the eirculazs which you have received, what we are having
this meeting for. We're here to decide who’s the lender of the
juniors. But before we begin, someone must be elected chairman
of the meeting.”

At this point Blake rose, and proposed Tom Merry as chair-
man; D’Arcy seconded the motion, which was carried unani-
mously. ~ Whereupon Tom Merry rose again.

** Ibeg to thank ray honourable friends for their great kindness
in electing me chairman. I hope I shall fulfil the duties im-
posed upon me to the general satisfaction t ;

This remark was greeted by enthusiastic cheers, and a voice
from the background, “* How.long did you take to learn it 7’
The author was hastily suppressed by being sat upon by several
of his friends. - :

Tom Merry then continued speaking as follows :

- As I said before, we all know what we've got to do to-night,
It seems that a letter has come, addressed to the leader of the
_ juniors, and the person who has the letter at Ppresent is appar-
ently upable to decide whom to give it to—a not unusual state
of mind, I believe, for the said person to be in (loud laughter).
Well, the whole object of this meeting is to make up his mind
for him, in fact, to let hira know which way the wind’s blowing.”
This. allusion to Philpot’s nickname tickled the audience
mightily, and it was some minutes before order was restored,
* Well,” continued Tom Merry, after the noise had ceased,
“ we are now prepared to hear suggestions for deciding this

question, and any person desiring to give his opinion is re-

guested to do so now.” - =

Immediately Blake, D*Arcy, Figgins, and Nable sprang to
their feet, and each began, “ Gentlemen,” and then stopped
short.

** Mr. Blake has the preference, as his nams begins with a B,”
said the chairman. o 2

“ I beg to state.” drawled the swell of St. Jim’'s, ‘“that my
name weally commences with A, and—— :

< Ratg 17> 8 :

“ Sit down

= Weally, deah boys——

“Order! Order!” <

* Will Mr, Blake continue with his speech ? " said the chair-
man. =

** Weally, Tom Mewwy  began D’Arcy, in offended tones i
but before he could say more, Herries and Digby had pulled him
into his seat again, and jammed a handkerchief over his mouth,
only removing it when he had promised, more or less in duinb
show, that he would remain quiet.

“ Gentlemen,” said Blake, * it’s my opinion that the bes
thing we can do is to put the question to the vote, now, ¢
this meeting.” * : :

* ** But who are the candidates ? ** asked Figgins=.

“ Why, everybody, ass !> answered Blake,

“Order ! Order !’ shouted Kerr.

“1 beg the honourable member will not use such offensive

crms,” said the chairman, sternly.

“ All right ! Only these New House hounders—
Blake, offhandedly. :

There was a perfect uproar at this remark from the New
House fellows present, which was only stopped when Blake
ungracefuily apologised for his ¢ unparliamentary * term.

No sooner had order been restored than there was a feariul
crash, as Clifton Dane, of the Cornstali Co., who was perched
on the bookease, came down headlong among the ma
juniors beneath. There was a terrific commotion at this unloolked
tor accident, and a chorus of yells and howls broke out,

“Ow! You clumsy ass!”

*“ Order ! order ! ” eried the chairman,

“ Yow! Oh, you've broken my leg !

F““Help!”

“Gerrof my chest t*

“Leggo my ear!”

“Owtl Oht”

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

* Order ! ” howled T'on™lerry. “ Get up, Dane, you dangerous
ass, if you haven’t broken your neck ! Get up, you chaps, and
shatup !'”

“Hear, hear ! ” chimed in Blake, who did not happen to be
one of the injured ones. © Shut up, and let’s get on with the
washing 1 7’ ; :

“ That’s all very well,” grumbled Fatty Wynn, on whoss
* capacious-waisteoat Dane had alighted. © I'm hurt ! O !”

began

w88 “FATTY WYNN'S NEW WHEEZE”
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“Rats! Get up, Falstaff!”

“Order! Order ! :

After a considerable time peace was agais established, and
the discussion was resumed.

Several fellows got up and gave their ideas on the subject, and,
last of all, D’ Arey rose, amid loud cheers,

“ Gentlemen,” he said, *‘ as I endeavoured to wemark some
time ago, T have a suggestion to make which I flattah myself is
far supewior to any yet offahed !

“Swank 1"’ murmured Figgins. <

“1It is this,” continued Arthur Augustus; loftity ignoring .
Figgins’s audible comment, “let us wefeor the subjct to a
genewal meetin’ of all the juniors of the school, and then we shall
not have the entiah wesponsibility of electin’ 3 leader ourselves.”

There was a momentary pause after this speech ; and then

- Tom Merry spoke :

“ I beg to second that notion } in fact, I was going to suggest
it myself if uo one else did 1 2 :

Blake got up, and said he thought it was an excellent idea,
as the guestion would then be decided without any ill feeling .

rerefore drawn up after much and

wing
heated discussion : 5

“ A general meeting will ‘b hald in the Foarth Form clags-
Toom to-morrow evening, at 5 o'clock, when Mr. Tom Merry
will take the ‘cham. < 3 :

¢ Every Shell and Fourth Form juniors preserice is earnestly
desired,

¢ Agenda—T0 be announced at the meeting.—Signed :

Then followed the signatures of the self-appointed com-
mittee.

Agenda was Blake's word. He rememberad having seen it on
a notice his father had received ones, and he was very proud
of it. =

The notice was given to Figgins to pin up on the notice-
board, as he passed it on his way to his House: and the
meeting broke up. Figgins stayed for a few rinttes’ chat with
Tom Merry, and was the last to leave, Kerr and Fatty Wyan

CHAPTER 12’
~ Rough on Skimpole ! :

IS chat with Tom Merry over, Figzins hastened 6ut of the
H study, note in hand, and hurried down the Shell passage.

* The long-limbed New House junior, sturdy as he was, had
no idea of lingering longer than was necessary about the corridors
of the School House, where a New House fallow was always
liable to sudden violent attacks from the rightful inmates of the
House. Figgins himself looked apon a School House fellow, found
in the New House, as fair game to be  snatched bald-headed >
without delay. So he knew that he might have to put up with
a rough time if he foll in with a gang of hostile Sheli fellows
in their own House corridor. Therefore Figgins hurried.

He hurried down the Shell passags, he hurried round the
corner near the top of the stairs, and he hurried right into the
youth who happened to be coming round the corner just at that
moment. There was a loud erash, and several yells, -

S Ou it

“ Yaroo ! g

The youth with whom Figgins had eollided hwrled his arms
round the New House junior, and held on like a leech.

Figgins staggered back, and staggered against the wall with
a bump. S =

¢ Leggo !

e Oh ! "

“ Leggo, ass 1

“ Oh, dear!”

“ Will you let go, duffer 2’ howled Pisgins. steuzgiing so
violently that his captor loosed his hold ak fast, and staggering
back sat down on the passage floor with a resounding bump.

“Oht_ OWi”

. Figgins glared at the recumbent figure.

¥ So it’s you, is it, Skimmy ? ” he growled. “ 1 might have
known you were just the silly chump to get in the way as 1 was
coming round the corner!”’ = >

Skimpole—for the fallen junior was nore other than_ the
genius of the Sheli—blinked up at Fig rough his huge
spectacles, and gasped painfully.

“ Rereally, Figgins——""

* You silly fathead ! ™ said Figging,

¢ Really——""

¢ You dummy !”

“ 5

* You chump and cuckoo "’ .

Skimpole blinked indignantly at the wrathful Figeins, and
rose painfully to his feet. - =

“1 admit that the circumstances are somewhat trying,” he

. Tar Gem Lisrary.—No. 156.
“A Splendid, Lo Complete Tale of The
Chums of St Jim's, By Martin Clifford

You chump !’ he gasped,
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swnarked, with a groan  *‘ but I see no reason for indulging in
vulgar abuse, Figgins !

Figgins granted.

“Tm-hurt, ass !

“ 8o am I'!” protested Skimpole mildly.

* You nearly winded me, you—you blessed lunatic 1"

“ The impact also caused me considerable pain,” said Skim-
pole, rubbing his aching bones. * You ought to be more careful
in proceeding round corners, Figgins.”

* I don’t expect to find a silly dummy round every corner,

waiting to be run into ! retorted Figgins, somewhat unreason-
ably. .
* My dear Figgins,” said Skimpole seriously, grasping
Figgins’s coat firmly with his skinny hands, in the objectionable
way that he had, ** My dear Figgins, is it possible that you
believe that I was waiting for you to run into me 2

** Oh, rats | ” growled Figgins, trying to shake off Skimpole’s
grasp, but in vaing - :

** L assure you, Figging, that nothing was further from my
thoughts,” went on Skimpole, earnestly. Skimpole, Socialist,
Determinist, and every other “‘ist,” always was earnest. I did
not dream that you would come charginground the corner like a
daomented bull 7 s

** Cheese it, ass !  grunted Figgins. =

“Itis a fact, T re you,” said Skimpole, now faily wound
up. *“Is it likely that I should be thinking of you at all # Mg
iriends—T mean Figgins—T do assure you that my wenderful
mind is too much oceupied in ecompassing——= ==

*“In whatting ?  said Figgins. y 2

*“In compassing ! ** said Skimpole blinking. * In compassing
the welfare of the toiling millions. It is too much occupied,
I say, to give thought to every worm——""

Figgins gave a jump.

* Every what ? > he roared.

ROW
SHER

*“ Ha, ha, ha!
grinned Figgins,

“ You would not have said so if you had witnessed his utterly
illogical behaviour just now,” said Skimpole. “I was just
2xplaining to him that I had not had time to do his imposition,
as I have not yet finished my great work on Socialism, when he
refused very rudely to listen to my very reasonable arguments,
and attually was tyrannieal enough to make use of that bar-
barous instrument, the cane !

*“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Figgins. ““ Good old Railton { >

“ He gave me two on each hand,” continued Skimpole in-
dignantly, *“in spite of my strong protests.”

“Ha, ha hat?

* Under Socialism, of course. all canes will be nationalised,
and juniors wili have as much right to them as Form-masters.”

“ Ha, ha!” yelled Figgins. **Seems to me you get all the
cane you want without the aid of Socialism, Skimmy ! Ha, ha,
ha !>

Skimpole blinked at the now almest hysterical New Houre
junior with great disapproval and indignation,

-~ “ My dear Figgins ? :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My dear fellow 2

* Ha, ha, ha! 7 yelled Figgins
= Skimpole shrugged his-shoulders.

** Such brainless, nay idiotie, babbling and cackling is doubt-
less directly traceable to the combined influence of heredity
and énvircnment,” he remarked, apparently addressing space.
“ Foolish and Junatic parents, a neglected ehildhood amidst-
vicious surroundings——"" -

Figgins suddenly stopped laughing.

]“HEh ?” he ejaculated, Jooking grimly at the genius of tho
Shell. = .
*“I was saying that your behaviour was only natural,

Railton’s a jolly good Form-master, asst?®

= =

—
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“Every worm . repeated Skimpole firmly.  “Co
with the great destinies of the people which exclusively occupy
my great mind, you cannot possibiy be considered as anything
but a worm, Figgins.”

Figgins glaved at the enthusiastic genius in great wrath. As
a matter of fact, he had a great mind to commit assault and
battery upon him on the spot. :

But Skimpole did not-seem to realise what was passing in
Figgy’s mind.  He continued to grasp his coat and b
him, in apparent amazement as to why he was angry.
“I’'ve a jolly goed mind to dot you on the nese, you cheeky
voung ass ! 7’ snorted Figgins,

“1 ecannot conceive why,” said Skimpole in amazen

*“If I have said anything with which you do not wh
Figging—-—""

“1f!” murmured Figgins,
heeding.

“ It I have done so, Figging, then I am quite open to fair
argument. Violence——’

““ Here, let me go, you—you dummy, else there wiil be
violenee in a minute!” exclaimed the exasperated Fi
t ying to get away from the greatest bore at St. Jim’s.
Skimpole held to his grasp tenaciously.

“Vielence,” he went on, “is no argmment, as I was ex-
plaining to Mr. Railton just now.”

Figgins grinned iu spite of himself.

¢ Oh, so yeu've been arguing with Railton, have you ?

“ Yes, and T am sorry to say that he proved himscli a very
inferior arguer,” said Skimpole sadly.

“ What did he do ? 7 grinned Figgins.

“T regret to say that he was ignorant enough to resort to
force,” said Skimpole. * It is a great scandal that such igneran
men as Mr, Railton should have the authority of a Form-master
over ightened citizens such as—such as myself, for
instance.”

Tre Ge» Lisrary.—No. 156.

But Skimpcle went en un-

explained Skimpole, * Any child of foolish or lunatie
B

D
“ W.what 1
* Criminally neglected, no doubt, in its childhood——"*
* W-which ? -

st vicious surroundings—-—-"?

* And dragged up amid

u

M:my hat !>

Any such child, T say,” pursued Skimpole, warming to his
ject—a favourite one with him—and apparently quite un-
ious of the effect his remarks were having upon Figgins.
*“ Any such child could not reasonably be blamed for such
our as you have been indulging in.”

-my only aunt!”

ins gasped for a moment while Skimpole went ealmly

* Therefore, I do not for one moment upbraid you, Figgi:
Skimpele, smiling. genially. * Of course, with your Limited
power you cannot be expected to realise that the use of
‘2 is no argument whatever, and that &

“Owt? 7

Skimpole broke off suddenly with a howl of pain and disinay
as Figgins’s huge fist crashed on his chest.

He let go of the New House junior’s coat and sat down cn
the passage floor again, much more violently than before,
“Ow!Ow! Yow!?”

“You giddy ass!’” breathed Figgins wrathfully.
bling gramophone !
lunatie 1 7

“Yow! Yaroo!®

* You dummified ass !’

“Wow! Oh!”

“Seat 1

And Figgins stamped ofi to the notice-board, growling under
his breath.

Herbert Skimpole sat‘on the fioor, too dazed to know whether

“Yon
You cackling chump! You checky
e
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“Can I come in ?” asked Philpot.

‘““You can as far as I can see¢,” answered Jack Blake.

““ But it really depends om your walking

! powers.” (See page 2.)

he was on his head o
_and dismay that w
His weighty argm
not appear to have ¢
vinced Mr. Railton
think why.
Dimly, howeve
an argument to be

<, An expression of bewilderment

¢ idiotie was on his face,

. sound as they appeared to him, did
ed Figgine any more than they con-

ife of him Skimpole could not

; &

n to realise that force is not always

CHAPTER 13.
The General Meeting.

T 4.45 the next evening the Fourth Form class-room pre-
H sented an animate ne.
The desks had all been cleared away to the sides, and
the forms had been ranged ail down the middle of the room.
At the top end, on the master’s platform, a big chair had been
plaeed, with several chairs on either side of it.
There ayas an encrinous crowd of juniors already present, and
they were passing the time away in chipping one another and
1n shouting and skylarking about generally,

¢

Wally, D’Arcy’s younger brother, was, of course, in the thick
of every disturbance, though he belonged to the Third Form,
and was therefore not one of the invited.

He had managed to get hold of a sort of catapult, and he was
shooting large paper pellets all over the room.

“ You see that cad Mellish,”” he whispered suddenly to Curly
(iibson, who had managed to get in with him, *‘Now, you
watch,”

He stretched the elastic to its full and then let go.
pellet went straight and true, hitting Mellish on the cheek.

The latter leapt up with a wild yell.

“QOw! Oh! You little beast!’ he shouted, making a
dash for Wally.

However, Wally was too quick for him, and as he came
biundering along, Curly neatly tripped him up.

“ Hallo, Mellish!’* Wally shouted from a safe distance.
“ Find it cooler on the floor ? >

“ You little brute ! snarled the cad of the Fourth,
smash you when I catch you!”

** Oh, please don’t!” moaned Wally, in mock terror.
never do it again ! ?

The

%
« 1o

I'se Gem LiBrary.—No. 156.
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. “As for you, you little beast 1 cried Meliish, sfiddenly turn- thing more to say, and that i3 that I hope you'll all vote for the
ing his attention to Curly and seizing him by the scruff of the  right person.” : :

neck, “¥eou tripped me up, didn’t you 72 “ Hear, hear !’ -

“1 trip you up ! ” repeated Curly, looking very surprised “We will 17
and inmocent, ** Mellish, how could you think I should de sucha ¢ Ha, ha, a1 : : = : :
thing 27>~ 5 . ** Has:anyone any objection to Baviug an election of a Teader?

*“Take that, you cheeky young cub!’ snarled Meliish. added Tom Merry. \ S == == >
“OwE Sow : . No one seemed to have. = o}

Ho Breke off with a howl, as Wally, who had cautiously crept At any rate, no one said s0.. 8o Tem Mesry rose again and said
up, butted him violeatly in the chest. having previousiy.placed  that the motion was p nern cou. = : :
his foot behind him. Mollish fell with & crash, catching his Very few of the juniors knew what that meant, but it satisfied
elbow a resomnding thwaek on a form. them.

He was just getting up, white with rage and pain, when there Preparations were them mada {or the eleetion. X
was a ery of “ Order! . Order ! ** from those standing round the A large chessboard was puf 'up on its edge at one end of the
door, he was reluctantly compelled to postpone hix revenge  desk, so that Ppeople eould not sec what the voier was writing,

until alater date, and retived to a dark corner, murinuring fearful A larze number of small slips of papey had been prepared before-
threats against-all ¢ cheeky young kids,”” and one in particular.  hand, and a box was provided to put the paper in atter the voter

There was a solemn silence, as the self-appointed officials of ~ had written a name on it. =t = : :
the meeting marched up to the chairs in procession. : - Tom Merry rese-and explained i they had fo do.

First of all came Herries and Digby, who cleared a way for -~ Look here, you chaps,” Bie explained. “ Youwve got to
the rest of the procession. Then came Tom Merry with the Come up here one by one, and wrife your choice on a piece of
German master’s gown on, He had becn able to get this as he  Paper, and drop it info this box.- Bon't barge up all at once, or -
had previdasly ascerfained that Horr Schneider was going o be  ~¥0owll spoil the whole shos
out all the evening. Mauuers and Lowther were holding up the It was wonderful what

! ! infle urly-headed, frank-faced
skirts of Tom Merry's gown, and the rest who had attended the  12d had over the juniors of the gr Lool. - There seemed to
ek 'mefetl;in'g}o ng'ed‘ } tw ; o be no guestion about doing what he said, and with a fow little

with no disturbance

Tont Merry took the central chair on the platform, and the i:&eey&@ﬁ;gtb& whﬁi&ilﬁng was cazried o

others greuped themselves about him. : e e e e -

ifg; = =5 = : o e ‘Since: Tom Merry had left St w a time, while be was

- amidst te silence v initens Sh s o R , : =

Qofzgmﬁy‘ Sty d"_’”“’) s e éden“ et IFI G e learning the terrible meaning of abjest poverty in the stern

= b 1 : e o platiorm 5 World eutside $he hawven sof Bt Jim's, hie had uneonscicusly

tl’xg’gtgf;efg:gt I:ffdl;l?bxe: = - e e Fx&ti» i become dearer te his schoolisllows than ever, and his mfuence
“ Gt your hair cut ! 7 shouted one facetious youth from the  Over them, always greaf, had fsensibly tuor-ased.

BHae S 3 e S Eaea =i When the fast boy had dropped his paper into the ballot-box,
ﬁ:: llfe?ia;hk? ﬂm{m, though ¢heré were no ostensible grounds for - Skimpole, who had been selectad as an wmyprejudiced person,

e G . Su= T .. proceeded 10 count the votes, &
junighel'&7 dl& ?éu“_ge'c» thst (%rmsmg n g oios Saelay He-made a little pile for sach of the pames written on the

Then Blake, . who was si’t,biag o1 Torn Merry’s right, rose with  Sups of paper, and when he bagan to esant hiow niany there svore
a commanding ‘@éﬁnre. s =i oo in esfch pile, the excitemernt began o be totense. =

“We haven’t some here to listen to a Iot of silly duffers ., —itef earefully counting ﬁwﬁi} e lobmlosinnte
making fat-headed remarks, so——> - : 'Eo,ifﬁﬂl@’;?" T“dk“ é}xape‘xe&jea wthing. s
“ - —~ 2 latter looked up i surpeise. -
There was a considBrable commotion at these words, and “ Well. at Oans raI;e we ’ﬁ:;t aunounce the results,” he
soveral enthusiastic juniors'endeavoured to cject the © hecklers,” whispered back, - S =g - =
but without much success. o ' “ Certainly. - Kindly do 56,

with a nod,

“So you might listen to & few rémarks from the chairniaz,”
continued Blake, when he’could make himself heard again. s
-1 beg te sccond that neticn.” deawled Arthur Augudtus
D’ Arey without rising from bis chsir. S > o e

* Nobedy asked you ! » shouted semeone. - A Stariling Result
*“Get up when you spéak ! '’ shouted another, s i ; .
“ Weally, you fellahs ** begam D Arey, indignantly, dumn: OM MERRY cloared his theoat. -
ing pink and rising from his chair: = K Geqtlexmn. Ibeg to sntcunca the reaul@ of tha po.
“ (o and éat coke !’ s Forty-six chaps voted aftogsthor, and their voios are

2

“Your hair isn’t parted straight!” divided as follows : : s
There was another uproar threatening, 5 Blake got u again. Kangaroo ten, Blake ,tweave S
“Don’t be a giddy Iot of fatheads he said pacifieally. Loud cheers from Blake’s suppocters.
* And let Tom Merry speak; if you want to get done to-night.” Piggins fwelve—" :
Then, in a loud whisper, Le added to D’Arcy, *“Sit down, Loud eheers fromn Figdina's suppor
and don’t be a silly dummy ! 7  And myself twelve 1 7 = 5
“ Weally, Blake——" 5 : Perfect shrieks from Fom Mar supparters. —
“Ringoff 1’7 = : A dead heat between three of four candidates ! And so

“I wefuse to wing off.” : the meeting was all in vain, and they

3 : rz no forwarder than they
At this point Arthur Ausustus was forced down ons to hix had been before.

chair by ready hands, and was finally persuaded to be silent, When the shouting and chesring at last subsided, the juniors
and to let the meeting proeeed peacefully. looked at one another in ¢ . and no onc seemed o know

Tom Merry was greeted with loud cheers when he rose. what to do next. S
“ Gentlemen,” he began, “ T hope vou don’t mind my being At last Tom )?erry i s S
chairman *’——cries of “* No, no ! " and “ Rats ! "—*“ but T thought * Well, you chap » don’t seem to be much forrader,” ho
=1 might as well be as anyone else.”” * What about me ?  from said. * What arc going to do-new 777 = 2 ;
Wally.  “ Tl go to the point immediately, and it's this.  You - Arthur Augustus D’ to his feet, glaneed round,

probably all know *'—:“No, we don’t ! “—that one among us ~and then. having fixed his mo e firmly in his eye, addressed
to-night has a challenge in his pocket to a snowball fight, from  the meeting.

n to be in wathah a fix. T am
and [ wegwet thatv T can make no

t E;eiére, “ Well. deah boys, we
afwaid that T am at a los

East Hyde. At any rate, you kanow now, if vou did
because I've told you.” o

“ Hear, hear! ” © = suggestion to solve the knotty problem——
“ Well, this blessed challenge is addressed to * The Leader of * What's thre good of you, the shouted Wally.
the Juniors,” and the guestion seems to be, whom to give it to. ‘“Pway don’t intewwupt me, . Since T fail to «ce any
I, of course, have my own opinion——"' > way out of the difficulty, I think it vewy impwobable that any
“Ha, ha, hat” one else can = =
* But there seem to be some people who think differentiy——* “Ohsobht® g =
“ Hear, hear I'” “ But I wathah think that the best cousse we ean take is to ask

“No,nof” S : ;
 Well, we-want to decide to-night who is the leader, principaily  himself.”’ 2

because the aforesaid person who has the challenge refuses to give “ Hear, hear 17 s =
it up, and we can’t answer it till we've .seen it.  So what we “ Where is he 7
want to find out is, who is really the leader # 2 : * Author! Author!”

° “ You’ve said that before ! =  Tf you will not intewwupt-fue 20 wudely,”” went on the Swell of
Tom Merry Jaughed. : St. Jim’s loftily, ** I will tell yow who he is. His name is Philpot,
“ I'll say it again if you like *—*“ No, no ! ”—“Well, as far and I hereby call on the "honouzable gentleman to addwess

as I can see, the best way is to put it to the vote, and with your  the meetin’.”” % 2 =

permission, that’s whai we’ve decided to do. I've only one Philpot had been turning pales and paler du—rw’speeeh,
Tae Gey Lizpary. No. 156. 3 s
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the authah of all thix twoubls to heip us out of the difficulty -
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" ““Let my cousin go " exclaimed Lucas Crane, pulling John Bull by the arm.
replied the junmiors, keeping a firm hold on John Bull junior,
Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars, entitled, “The Tempter,” by Frank Richards, in this week’s

(See the grand 1>

for he had foreseen something of this sort. But when the swell
of St. Jim’s mentioned his name, he would have given his right

deior the earth to open and swallow him up.
An uproar greeted D’Arcy’s suggestion.

* Make that blessed weathercock spealk ! **

“ He’s caused all the trouble | »

** Where is the bounder | >

And Philpot was immediately surrounded by an excited crowd,.
There stood the wretched youth shivering in his shoes.

Tom Merry addressed him sternly :

“Now, you blessed Turncoat, what have you get to say for
yoursel @y’

*I—I—T—only— " gasped the Turncoat.

* Well, what’s up ? Can't you speak demanded Blake.

“1—I——" the wretched youth managed to. bl
last, *“I—I—only wanted—wanted to know—to know

“ Wellishat did you want to know ? howled Figgins.

“ Well#8@#8anted to find out who really was—the Leader of the
Juniors,” sald Philpot desperately.

NEXT
THURSDAY :

*Oh, you did, did you ?

““Let him go,
7, eoinplet
Library,

or I'ill——” Rats!”
school tele of Harry
Price One Penny,)

What for ?”” demanded Blake

““FATTY WYNN'S NEW WHEEZE.”

eminously.

** Bocause—because—- - stuitered the unfortunate Turncoat

“ Well, it seems to me,”
for Philpot to answer,
nothing.”

“T don’t see——"

‘You don’t see!” said Tom Merry sternly. “ Well, we
izt make you see. You have set half the school by the ear

to satisfy your rotten euriosity, and to shove yourself

orward a bit, Bring him here, Biake 1 >

Blake did not wait to be a 1 a second time. He leapt
from the platform and seized the un sting Philpot by the seruff
of the neck and dragged him forward to the edge of the plat-

orm.

interrupted Tom Merry, not waiting
* that you've caused a lot of trouble for

S

** Now, Philpot, give me the challenge, and we’ll open it and

er it,”” said Tom Merry. * But first of all, we'll dispose

your own case.”

Philpot fumbled in his pocket and produced the letter which
Tre Gex Lisriry.—No. 156.
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him so much {rouble, and which had brought disaster

€r

had giv
upon-him.

lom Merry took it and put it on the desk.

“ We'll attend to that later,” he asid. * Now, gentlemen,
Tw ‘11 put it to you, What do you think is a fitting punishment
for this bounder, who has given us the trouble of two meeting
aml has caueed a lot of ill-feeling amongst us, all for his ewn
rotten ends

There was a howl

“ Lynch him ! ™

“ Serag him !>

“ Something with boiling oil in it 1>

“Tar and feather him 1>

“ All very good suggestions, but a bit toe drastie,”
Merry.

“ How about making him run the gauntlet down the room 7
suggested Blake. /

There was an instant yell of approval,

* Ripping ! ** -

“ Make him run the gauntlet ! 7

¢ Come on, kids, knot vour handkerehiefs

The juniors quickly ranged up in two lines down the long
class-room: with their handkorchiefs all ready knotted.

Then Blake started the luckless Philpot with a lusty kick,

‘ to set the ball rolling,” as he expressed it.
Thwaek ! Thwaek! Thwack! went the handLercLupf\ as

said Tém
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the wretched P

Juniors,
“Ow?t Yaroo! Yow!” heye
Th“ ackt Thwack!
Yaroo! Help!”

At last-the luckless Turncoat reach:
fled out of the door w
“‘ith an air of having thor

d the

nd of the lins, and

their duty, t‘w mecting
The letter from Bast Hyde was opened, and an aﬁa”""l‘.
accepting the challenge was written and signed by Tom Mevry,
Jack Blake, Figgins, and Kangaroo, amidst the cheess of the
eompany.

The mechnw was then adjourned and the juniers dispersed.
Tom Merry & “Co. and Blake & Co. going off arm in arm, the
best of friends again.

Philpot was entirely cured of his ambition Tor public life
sank back into the obscuri
time before. =

I# was many a l
the title by which I
Turncoat of the Fourth.

S and
ty from which he had risen so short a

v however, before he could live down
1 now generally known—namely, the

THE END. :

(dnother sp! , long, complele tale of Tom BMerry ard Co. at
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RE-WRITTEN.

Philip Graydon is a young Englishman, who for cight years
marooned on an’ uncharted island in the Pacific—the
and—by a criminal society called the Brotherhood of
chance

was
Iron Is
Iron, of \\mrh he wi
brings to his aid Dolo

once a member. A lucky

: de las Mercedss, a beautiful P

actress; who L urred the dlspleahme of the

Government. Graydon escapes from the Iron Is

lands in England with Dolores. As Frank Kin

Miss O’Brien, the two begin a sccret campaign ag

pernicious Brotherhood.

Five prominent members of the Brotherhood of

BROUGHT TO BOOK,

and then, having obtained the assistance of Carson G

detective, Kingston determinses to bring about the v

a mtm‘*' member of the Brotherhood in Dr. Charles Ande
Sir- Christopher: Rowe, hear

Iro

are

suffering from a weak |
clicving himself to have no 1elat\0ns, makes a will
of the dmtor Anderson finds that a nephew of Rov- $
t the way to England, and sets out to hasten the old man’s
th before the nr‘nho\s should arrive.

To this end he dstermines to play ghost and

frighten the

old man to death.
Kingston, accompanied by Gray, -arrives at Sir
opher's “place a little while before the timne for
to commit his foul The detective keeps

.in conversation while Ixmg,ton enters the old
by means of a secret panel. There he persuades
nter an adjoining room, and assists him to do so.

{ Read on from here.)
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The Downhil of Dr. Charles Anderson.

“1f vou will rorn dressing-room, Sic G
topher,’” said Kings S “you will sec everything.
The door will ‘rv\ i for your benefit. No doubt ta

whele affair

iarkable to you now, but
I assure xr;ll (

ii be (-.swhin"d presently.  The
u is fo be allowed to den your
. door yonder.

you are bon e
good.”
g-gown on over his mac B
i

without turning,

: it '\1“1011“11‘ aticead a “ory of
amaze ment, for in | cle-:w shaven man who had
a moment ago boen to him, there stood whas
. s copy of himscif. Dr g-gosvn, hair,
g was the same In the dim

of the old room Rin agston was the exact counterparts
hristopher Rowe.
ong light the c‘»cop‘ ion would have be
it an matanf buc under the pre
i c‘ difference.

** Good gracion
anced towars
Don’t you
for a short wi

=i kh isto p“f\x, 1
. so that the doctor will be

A Grand New School Tale, by Charles Hamilton, is in the
“EMPIRE” Library this week.
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‘will take me for yourself, and will carry out his programme
under your very eyes. After that, when we have actual proof
of his villainy, Mr. Gray will arrest him and end his career of
crime. You would now have been strong and healthy had
you been in charge of the local medico. But it is unwise to
carry the conversation further. See, the time is a quarter to
twelve.”

Kingston led the old man into the adjoining dressing-room,
seating him in a huge arm-chair before the door. Having
wrapped him securely up in a couple of thick rugs, he closed
the door till it was only a few inches ajar, then went back
to the chair Sir Christopher had originally occupied.

The fire was low, and only a faint light illuminated the
apartment. Sitting there, huddled up in his dressing-gown,
Kingston looked the haronet to the life. He affected to be
lialf asleep, sitting with partially lowered eyelids, hardly
stirring.

So far, everything had passed off smoothly. Sir Chris-
topher, being unable to help himself, had proved very little
trouble, Carson Gray’s name impressing him somewhat.
Kingston had proclaimed himself an assistant, because he him-
self did not wish to be connected with the affair in any way
whatever. =

The manner in which he was trapping Anderson was almost
certain of success. The doctor, totally ignorant of his im-
pending exposure and degradation—unconscious of the fact
that Sir Christopher had had his eyes opened and knew him
for the scoundrel he was—would earry out his programme as
originally planned, and walk, unwittingly, into a trap from
which there was no escape.

In the room itself both Kingston and the aged baronet
voould see him exposed, while in the secret passage Carson
Cray would be waiting to complete the arrest. Anderson was
absolutely hemmed in on all sides, for the fact of his attempt-
ing this murder, and of having withheld the news of the
iiephew from his patient, was enough to prove his true
character. 2 2

The minutes ticked by slowly, the noise of the clock on the
rnantelpiece sounding considerably in the silent room.
Kingston did not move an inch, and he seemed heavy and
cieepy. Notwithstanding tlis, however, his nerves were all
on the stretch. and his ears keen and sharp. And while he
\\"usklistening intently, his eyes were fixed on the face of the
CIOCK, .

Three minutes to twelve! :

Ah! What was that? = No ordinary man’ would have
yoticed anything, but Kingston plainly distinguished a soft
vustle, as if somebody had passed close to him. = He knew,
fiawever, that the sound had been caused by Dr. Anderson
as he walked along the Secret passage. He had come, and
was waiting for the stroke of the hour before allowing him-
self to be seen.

The tension just then was great, and Kingston knew that
Lefore many more minutes had passed much would have
Luappened. His glance was still on the clock, #nd now the
hiands were level, one covering the other. A soft little whirr
made itself heard, and the timepiece eommenced striking the
hour of midnight.

One! Two! Three—

Without a sound the panel slid baek, and there stood at
i'ie far side of the room that terrible spaetécle Kingston had
<ren on the previous night. But here, ifi the utter silence,
the object appeared unreal, a thinw of ne substance. It
advanced a few paces, seeming to float upon the atmosphere.
&uderiou certainly played the part well, for not a sound did
1z make. -
ingston started up as the clock struck and shivered a little.
Landing forward to poke the fire up. Then he turned his
i.ead slowly, and gazed with hoerrorstricken eyes at the
sTastly apparition on the other side of the room.

He started back with a cry of horror, staggering drunkenly,
holding both his hands out as though to ward the terrible
thing off.

“ Good heavens,” he moaned, with quivering lips—*‘ good
hea—,—— Ah, no! Den't come near me —don’t come mnear
me !t

His words ended in a stifling shriek, and the look of terror
on his face was a masterpiece of acting. Kingston covered his
face with his hands, spun round, and fell prone in the easy-
chair, face downwards. There he lay as still as death.

For-a second absolute silence reigned, Anderson standing
perfectly still, looking at the motionless figure of his sup-
posed vietim. As no movement was visible, he stepped for-
ward quickly.

““Good!” he murmured audibly. ““The old fool's as
rervous as a child! I wonder if he’s gone—he certainly <

The doctor was bending nervously over Kingston’s pros-
trate form, for, although he was callous and strong-minded
:imself, this business was calculated to try the courage of any
man.} As he bent over Kingston, his sentence was suddenly
cu$ short.

i
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In one lightning movement the prostrate man had twirled
round, thrown his hands up, and grasped Anderson round the
chest with a grip like that of a vice. For a second the doctor
was too startled to even struggle. The utter unexpectedness
of it had deprived him of breath. :

But it was only for a second. He realised suddenly that
his plans had miscarried—that the game was up, and with a
snarl of fury he struggled desperately. It was useless, how-
ever, for, strong as he was, he was like a child in Kingston’s
arms.

“ Mr. Gray,” called the latter coolly, “ your assistance
would be rather welcome at this moment. The gentleman I
have charge of seems to be getting excited.”

“ Hang you ! cried Anderson. ‘*Who are you? What is
the meaning of this outrage? You are not Sir Christopher
Rowe! Let me go, confound you! Your grip is squeezng
the life out of me!”’ = -

“If you will cease your struggling, the grip will accord-
ingly Ah, Gray, here is your prisoner!”’

The panel had slid back, and Carson Gray
into the dimly-lichted apartmient. Suddenly an expression
of alarm entered his eyes, and he cried out in warning. His
gaze was directed over Kingston’s shoulder to the space
bevond.

Unseen and unheard in the struggle, Simpson had stolen
into the room. Stealthily he crept forward, an expression
of hatred disfiguring his countenance. He héd a revolver in
his hand, and evidently meant business. It was upraised now,
and Simpson was advancing on Kingston. The latter, on
learing Carson Gray’s shout, spun round like lightning.

Too late! X

The butt of the revelver descended with stunning force.
Had Kingston remained in his original position, the blow
would probably have killed him. ~ As it" was, however, it
<truck him on the right shoulder, for the moment paralysing
that organ. :

‘Anderson saw the opportunity, and, with a violent effort,
wrenched himself away. He was breathing hard, and his
eves shone with the light of desperation. He knew the game
was up; knew that the man he had gaken for Sir Christopher
was a detective, and that Carson Gray himself was in the
room.  The blow was a terrible one. All his plans were
<hattered; in the moment of snccess had come disaster.

It was a stunning shock to Anderson, and for the moment
Lie lost his self-control completely; all he wanted was to
revenge himself and then escape; to kill this man who had
vuined all his plans,

By heavens,” he snarled, stepping back like 2 caged tiger,
“ you shall pay dearly for this interference! You think
vou've got me—and, anyhoyw, what does this intrusion mean?
Who are you to——""

T arrest you, Dr. Anderson, on a charge of attempted
murder!” cried Carson Gray, producing his  handcuffs.
““ Come, be calm; there ic no sense in denying your guilt. I
have seen everything

“ And you think I am going to be arrested?” cried the
Tnner Councillor. ** You think T am going to be taken? No.
I’ll shoot the two of you soomer !”

His rage was beyond control, and he whipped a revolver
from his pocket, directing its muzzle towards Gray’s breast.
The incident had happened in a flash, and the detective had
no time to even duck.

Crack!

The report rang out loudly in the confined room, and the
doctor uttered a ﬁ'lal‘p cry of agony. For it had not been his
weapon that had spoken. Kingston, with marvellous aim
considering the comparative darkness, had shot the revolver
clean-out of Anderson’s grip, causing the latter the most
exquisite agony from the shock. :

“Now, Gray, yow've got him!’ cried Kingston, turning
suddenly on the startled butler. In one second he had Simp-
son helpless and disarmed. But, being forced to retain his
hold, he could not assist Carson Gray. His shoulder was
paining him considerably, but in the excitement it passed
unnoticed.

‘Anderson, however, was half-mad with rage and disappoint-
ment. For the moment he had the strength of two men.
Without waiting for Gray to grapple with lim, he turned and
flung himself bodily through the window.

““(Good heavens!”’ exclaimed Carson Gray, aghast, as the
crash echoed through the room. ‘‘He has killed himself!
What a mess I've made of it—what a frightful mess!”

“Hold this man!” said Frank Kingston sharply. * Ander-
<on’s no more dead than I am! If we're not sharp, though,
he’ll escape—and that, Gray, is the very last thing that musi.
happen I*

Without another word Kingston released his hold of the
butler, and darted across to the shattered window. Only for
one second did he pause to look cut. His keen eyes saw
everything at a glance. In the dim starlicht, Anderson was
running along one of the paths.
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The mext second Kingston had dropped to the ground.
Although Sir Christopher’s room was in the upper part of
the house, it was, nevertheless, within a jump of the earth.
A soft fiower bed lay directly beneath the window, breakmg
the fall very effectively.

Kingston was off instantly. He did not dash away head-
iong, but simply gave chase calmly. He was not in the least
bit excited, and his nerves were as steady as a 1 The
stirring minute which had just transpived had left him utterly
unaffected.

tie had certainly never expected Dr. Anderson to resist so
strenuously, much less dash himself headlong through the
casement. Kingston could sea him now, on the far side of
the lawn, making for a little gate, which evidently led into
the rear courtyard of the Towers.

The pursuer covered the distance at remarkable speed,
seeming hardly to touch the ground. The fastest champion
runner in the world could not have kept pace with Kingston.

IIo reached the gate hardly three seconds after Anderson
had passed through it. For a moment Kingston paused.
listening. All was still. except for the rustling of the ever-
areens, which clung to the walls of the old outhouses.
Anderson was somewhere quite elose. that was certain.
Kingston had made no sound, so he waited, his eves-trying
to defect some sign of movement.

Suddenly there was a sharp . ting,”" like metal to metal,
and before the watcher could quife reatise it, something
moved quickly out into the open from the nearest shed. It
was travelling away 4rom Kingston, and making for the
outer gate, which stood wide epen, giving on to the road.

In a flash Kingston saw what the object was, and drew in
his breath sharply. Anderson had secured his bicycle, and
was riding off on it. Mounted thus, thought the doctor
exultantly. he would be able to get clean away and be con-
cealed in one of the Brotherhood’s many retreats before
morning. -~ -+ - =
But would he?

An Amazing Ra'ce-——Kingston Triumphaat.

“ By jingo!' thought Kingston, as he saw his quarry
riding swiftly away. * Anderson evidently means to make a
bid for liberty. Well, I'll give him a run for his money.
It’s a stiff job, but he’s ot to be caughs!”

And Kingston, cool and .collected, whinned the dressing-
gown and mackintosh from his shoulders and set off in swiit
pursait. To an ordinary man the task would have been
hopeless. for an ordinary man could never have kept pace
with a desperate man on a cycle. :

Not a soul was about to see his splendid effort: alone in
the darkness he darted along. The cycle had disappeared
into the road, and was now speeding towards Esher.
Kingston exerfed every ounce of energy he possessed into
that one terrible chase, and he literally- flew over the ground.
Had there been any onlookers they would have said that
lKiué{zton was not human; for no human being could run as
ho did. 5

With his head back and chest out he vaced after Anderson,
his legs moving in wonderfully long, rapid strides. His
breath was regular, and he darted onwards untiringly. It
was the most unique race that ever was run. Anderson was
desperate, and he put every ounce of strength into his
machine. 5 =

Kingston's face was calm, and the rush of wind almost
deafened him. Even he himself had not known previously
that he could run as he was doing now. It was the first test
since he had left the Iron Island—the first time he had had
occasion to exert every ounce of his abnormal strength.

And it was telling: his marvellous staminal powers were

proving equal—ay, more than egual—to the speed of the _

bicyele. - Gradually, little by little, he was drawing nearer to
Anderson, who was fedalling some fweo hundred vards ahead
as if for dear life. In spite of the terrible inequality of the
race the doctor was already tiring, while Kingston came
onwards as steadily and as relentléssly as ever.

He knew the race was his—knew that before another
minute had passed he would catch up to his quarry. Anderson,
in evident consternation, was constantly glancing hehind him.
He could not understand this remarkable race. It seemad
impossible that he, on the ¢ycie, was being overtaken by a
runner.

Yet, however ridiculous it seemed, it was so. Just ahead
was a short rise, at the top of which the lane joined the main
road. To Anderson, tired and winded .as he was, it proved
fatal, for his speed slackened to half. Kingston, behind,
came on without the slightest difference in his speed, and
closed the gap between himself and his quarry in a few
seconds.

With his left hand he grasped the back stay of the bicvele,
Anderson uttering threats in an excited snarl. Quite suddenly
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Kingston stopped dead in the road, and with a crash th
bieycle and rider fell to the earth. = = |

Anderson lay face downwards for a second gasping foi
breath. The chase had been too much for him. He was fat
from being a young man, and now this abrupt crash to earth
supplied the finishing touch. He was done—exhausted and
helpless. 2 = 3 e i

Without a sound Kingston seated himself beside the doctos,
waiting for any sien of the latter rising. He himself was
breathing hard—as hard as he had ever breathed in his life:
The race had been a terrible strain—a strenuous test. Any
ordinary exertion left Kingston as cool as when he started.
Novw, however, he found that his breath was coming in gasps.
and that the perspiration was literally pouring from his facel
and forehead. ]

Without question it was the severest strain his iron consti-
tution had passed through for years, and it had stood it
magnificently. Tt was only in the first few moments that h
felt the effects to any extent. After that his breath becam:
vogular, and he rose to his feet, the better, if anything, fo
his run. It had eased the pain in his shoulder considerably.

With scant ceremony he kicked the twisted bicycle into the
ditch, and grasped Dr. Anderson by the shoulder.

“Come on !’ he said sharply. ‘It's unwise to lie there.
you know. The ground’s damp, and in your present state of
perspiration you’l% catch your death of cold.”

Anderson drew his breath in with a hiss, and glared up at
his companion.

“Vou fiend " he muttered. * How did you do it? How
did you overtake me? You ran like a deer!”

Kingston did not answer, but with one jerk hoisted the
other upon his feet. Anderson was thoroughly exhausted,
but, willy-nilly, he had to march all the way back to the
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Towers with Kingston’s hand on his shoulder.

farson Gray was standing on the front door steps when
the two walked up. Kingston had, of course, discarded his
disguise, but there was no semblance to Frank Kingston, the
fop. ‘ > >
“T've got him, sir!” he cried, keeping up the pretence
that he was Gray’s assistant. It was a tough job, hut he
couldn’t get away from me!”’ : e

“By Jove—er—Benson,” exclaimed the detective, in
wonderment, *“I never saw anything like it! I was looking
out of one of the windows when I saw the precious doctor
whizzing past on a bicycle. I thought he was fanly gore
until vou shot past. I didn’t Know it was possible for any
man to run so fast.” S

“ It’s training, sir, that's what it is,”’ returned Kingston
casually, as Carson Gray snapped the handcuffs over the
prisoner’s wrists. ** Well, everything’s gone off first-rate, and
there’s ample proof to convince any jury of Dr. Anderson’s
guilt. By the way, sir, where is Simpson? And hew about
old Sir Christopher?”’ 5

* Simpson is quite helpless on the landing upstairs, and the
old gentleman is now recovering somewhat from the shoek
he has received. Upon my soul, it’s a wonder he didn’t pex
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out, with all that firing and struggling in his bed-room! He =
was expecting it, though, so was prepared. It has exhaustéd 3
him, though, and even now he is agitated from the shock.” 3

“'Not unnaturally, sir. What do yvou intend doing with
the prisoners? I must be off at once to attend to the other
case.” 3

They had marched Anderson into the dimly-lighted hall and
closed the door. Kingston, of course, meant-to leave as soon
as possible, for he had no intention of being publicly mixed
up in the affair. Carson Gray would be left in charge. and
would, of course, get all the credit for an exceedingly smart
capture.

“ Well.”” said the detective, *‘as you cannot sten, I shall
leave Anderson in Simpson’s company and wait until morning,
when I will send the stable-hand for the police and the local
doctor.” :

Anderson was remarkably quiet now, probably realising
how useless it would have been to resist. His hopes were
blighted, his good name and honour ruined for ever. The —
blow tas a stunning one, and the more he thought about it —
the guieter he became. It was no use fighting now; he had
made a bid for liberty and lost. The only<one consolation
Anderson had was the fact that Carson Gray was obviously
unacquainted with the Brotherhood of Iron - That, at all
events, was safe.

Upstairs, on the landing, Simpson was found handcuffed
taﬂ!%i immovable iron ring which was fixed in the wall. Whu
its original purpose had been for was unknown, but it cama
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- in very handy now, Tn.a short time the doctor was heside
his servant, and Kingston and the detective descended for a
moment to the hall.®

““Explain everything to Sir Christopher,” the former said.
- “You are well acquainted with all the faets. There is no

‘veason for me to remain; you can manage everything. So .

far as I am concerned I cease to have any interest in the
- matter. My work is done. I shall cross off Dr. Anderson’s
- name from the list in my pocket-book, and straizhtway sat
about dealing with the next Inuner Councillor.”

Carson Gray grasped Kingston’s hand tightly.

“T admire you, Kingston,” he said warmly, “as T admire
~ no other man. You start a thing, and see it right through to
- the fimsh without a hitch of any sort. And the way you ran.
- too! By jingo, but it was amazing! How in the name of
- all that’s extraordinary did you manage to overtake a bicvele?
Why, it seems utterly absurd! Anderson was literally shoot-
ing along the road.”

My dear Gray,” drawled Kingston, the old slespy look

~ returning to his eves and his face resuming its normal ex-

~ pression, **if vou had lived on the Iron island for cight vears
~with nothing else to think about but teeding and exercising,

_ you would not wonder at all. The place made me strong—

- made me what [ am.” >

“Then I'm downright 2lad I'm a friend,” laughed Carson

Gray, “for if you were my enemy, Kingston—well, vou'd
be able to work me in your hands like so much putty.”’

. “Come, come, Gray, it would take a lot to eatch vou

— napping! Well, T leave evervthing in vour charge. 1 shall

be interested in Anderson’s forthcoming trial, but by the

time that comes on T hope to be engaged in overthrowing
~ the next gentleman on my list.”

. The two shook hands heartily—they were firm friends by

now—and Frank Kingston hurried. down the steps. Before

setting off for the high road he paused for a moment to

procure the mackintosh he had discarded so hurriedly.  He

found it easily, and then set off down the lana at an easv,

swinging eait. s
~  One would think, from his apnearance, that he was return-

~ ing home after an oxtra late visit.  As he svalked he whistled
softly to himself, for the night’s happenings had left him with

- a contented mind. And that whistle, although so carelessly
performed, swas the sweetest music imaginable. Kingston
could have made a fortune out of that wonderful talent had
he so chosen. :

As it happened, he had only a few moments to waib at the
junction of the roads before Fraser drove up.  The valet
looked inquiringly at his master, and pulled the car up. Tim.

- too, was eager to hear the news. Somehow, neither of them
bad expected to see Kingston as his natural self, sleepy-eyed
and languid.

“Did the job come off all right. sir?? inquired Fraser.

““ Beggin’ vour pardon for askin’ 2

*No, Fraser, don't beg my pardon. You are naturally
anxious to hear the result of our visit. Dr. Anderson. to-
gether with Simpson—a common member—are both keeping
one another company handcuffed to an iron ring at North-
zate Towers. Tn the morning they will be handed over to
the official nolice. Sir Christopher ‘is saved., and will. all
being well, live & cood many years vet.”

“Then it came off without a hitch, sir 7"

- “That’s it, Fraser—without a single hitch! And Sir
Christopher, did he but know it, owes his life to this lad
here. Yes, Tim, it was through vour shrewdness that ] was
enabled o take un the case.”

Tim blushed with pleasura.

= I didn’t do mothink, sir!” he cried, as Kingston—<limbead,

mto the car. “ When I was in the Council Chamber T ’ad
to ’ear everythink.”

** Well, whatever you did, young 'un, you ave smart, and
before long there may be work for you to do. At present,
however, I don't think we could do betfer than steer for
home, bed, and 2 somewhat curtailed night’s vest.”

Her Highness the Princess Kamala.

Frank Kingston sat back in his armchair with a slight smile
of satisfaction on his lips. He was regarding the open pockot-
book which lay on the desk beside him.

* Number six,”” he told+himself. *‘Six members of the
Inner. Council are dealt with. Slowly but surely they are
going. I am working now for the good of the country—for
the safety of my fellow-créatures.” :

He sat there thinking—pondering over the weeks that had
just passed. Carson Gray knew all his secrets; one of the
highest officials at Scotland Yard was also aware of them.
Yet Kingston was still conducting his campaign alone, for
he was quite capablé of it—aquite capable of outwitting all
the brains of the Tnner Council put together. Tt was only in

. NEXT
THURSDAY :

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

“FATTY WYNN'S NEW WHEEZE” = asniovdlsn

21

One Penng,

cases of emergency that Gray or the police were to be called
in.The foiling of Anderson had been such a one.

“They shall all follow!” vowed Kingston -to himself.
“ Don Sebastian was the first. Then came Caine, Gissing,
Marsden, Bruckmann, and finally Anderson. But six!
What are six out of twenty-five? The greatest task has yet
to come. Who the next to fall will be I'm not quite certam.
Come in!”

A knock had sounded at the door, and he closed the pocket-
book up. In it the twenty-five names were written down, -
with a—thick black line through six of them. Fraser eniered
the room. :

** Miss O’Brien, sir!” he said. o

_“ Ah, good, Fraser!’ eried Kingston. < Ask her to step
right in, will you? The very person 1 wished to sec.”

Kingston rose, and placed an easy-chair before the fire,
poking the latter into a cheerful blaze. Outside it was dull
and drizzling, while dark clouds sped swiffly across the
heavens. ¢

** Good-morning, Mr. Kingston !”’ <

He turned ‘and faced his vistor. Dolores was leoking
particularly radiant this morning, and he shook her dainty
hand heartily. :

“{t had been my intention to run across and interview
you, Dolores,” he said. *‘ However, this is equally as good.
Sit down there, before the fire. It's a beastly day, if ever
there was one.” >

** Not quite like the Iren Island,” she smiled.

** Well, hardly, Dolores,’”” returned Kingston. He was
attired in his customary immaculate manner, with that air
of foppery about him which made him lock such a fool.

* First of all, Mr. Kingston, T want to hear all about the
happenings of last night,”” exclaimed Dolores, making herselt
comfortable, and placing her tiny feet on the edge of the
fender: It hardly seems possible that you have dane any-
thing since I saw you vesterday.” S

** Yet last night my strength and running powers were
tested to the utmost. It was, I may siy, the most strenuous
night I have spent since I arrived in England.” -

“ Really?” she cried, looking at his languidly reclining
form with renewed interest. “Do tell me all about it |

Kingston. without more delay related the full details of
the happenings at Northgate Towers, his fair listener being
greatly interested. He told her everything, from beginning
to end. :

“ 8o Mr. Gray is doing the vest 7’ she said. * How simple
it all seems when it is over! And what a marvellous 1un
that must have been, Mr. Kingston! I remember, on the
Iron TIsland, once seeing you rum, and then I thought it
startling, considering how terribly rough the ground was.”

“It was the only way in which to recapture the doctor.
Had I been unable to outpace him, he would assuredly have
escaped, for, as you know, the Brotherhood have numerous
secret retreats. Once inside one of these, Anderson would
have been lost for ever. BRut the case is over now, so far
as I am concerned, and it remains for me to get en fhe track
of the next man. Who he is to be is not quite certain. I
shall have to invent some—""

1 hope you don’t mind my interrupting. Mr. Kingston,”
said Dolores suddenly, “but before you come to anv decision
I have something to tell you.. T have not let you know before
because vou have been so busy, and it was only last night
that suspicions eame into my head.” )

** Suspicions, Dolores? Suspicions of what 7" -

She was looking serious now, and a thoughtful expression
had entered her large eyes. Kingston bent forward interest-
edly, for he knew that when Dolores looked like that she
had something of importance te relate.

I will start from the beginning,” she said. * Not quite
a week ago a most distinguished visitor came to stay at the
hotel, and her rooms are next to mine.”

**You are referring, T suppose, to the Princess Kamals of
Srinpurdu?” - =

“Yes. She has come on -a visit to England, and, by the
way, speaks the language perfectly. Indeed, she is conversant
with the English, French, and German tongues. Before she
had been in the hotel a couple of days we became acquainted,
and now, T may say, are fast friends.” !

Kingston smiled.

** And who is she?”” he asked. “ A princess of some little
tinpot Indian state? T have never heard of Srinpurdu before,
at all events.” ;

“1It is a little place in Central India,”” answered Dolores.
“ The Royal family, however, are immensely rich; and the
princess is most outrageously extravagant. She has a large
retinne of Indians to wait upon her, and looks upon the
rotel servants as so much dirt. Notwithstanding her pecu-
Iiarities, however, she is, T am sure, a very nice girl. “She is
voung, vivacious, and extremely pretty, and has a faseination
about her impossible to overlook.”
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1 have seen the servants in vavious parts of the hotel,”
put in Kingston, “although I have never had the pleasure
of meeting her voyal highness personally. But I can see
vour news has yet to come. Foygive me tor interrupting.”’

& As T said, we ars good friends. Somehow, she seems fo
have taken to the, and, in spite of her dark skin, I like her
very well. She has alveady visited several noblemen’s houses,
and all society is talking about her. T myself have had access
to many well-known houses, but now, bemg a personal friend
of the prineess, nearly all doors are open to me.”

“ That will come in handy.”

%1t will, indeed! But io get te the point. Yesterday T
received an invitation to a dinner-party—to fake place to-
night—and find that the princess is also invited.. The reason
T am telling you of this is becange the giver of the party. the
host, is none ,other than the Chief—Lord Mount-Fannell.”

Kingston looked at Dofores in silence for a moment.

“Vou think,” he said slowly, ‘‘that some mischief is
intended 7”7

Dolores nodded.

“Ves,” she replied, “T do. Doesn’t everything point to
it? Mount-Fannell would hardly give a party purposelessly.
Tt is well known how rich this Indian givl 1s, and the Brother-
hood is sure to have its eyes open, waiting for a chance to
gainypossession of her fortune.”

“Tt certainly looks suspicious, Dolores. A dinner-party.
however, hardly seems the place to do the girl any harm. 1
presume numerous other high personages will be present 22

T understand the affair is to be an extra grand one, given
in honour of Princess Kamala: Nevertheless, however many
poople there are present, it will not prevent the Brotherhood
froth playing some clever trick. T am convinced the whole
affair is part and parcel of some plot. What that plot is I
cannot, of course, pretend to know.” 5

“Thara is no time to do anything,” said Kingston. And
I- agree with you, Dolores; “the matter certainly deserves
attention. But I have not been invited; you will have to
take charge yourself.”

T can do nothing but keep my eyes open and see every-
thing that occurs. It is hardly possible the Chief means to
bodily harm the princess. It would, of course, be possible
for me to persuade her to stay away—""

 No,” interjected Kingston, ‘‘don’t do that. As you say.
they will not dare to harm her. If there is anything behind
it. it will be something subtle, something cunningly thought
out, which can bring suspicion on nobody. No, let her go,
and contrive somehow to sit next to her. If anything serious
really does happen, I think I can trust you to deal with it
to good purpose. Your nerves are as strong as any man’s,
and your courage —well, the Tron Island proved the quality
of that.” :

Dolores smiled. =

“VYou are over-estimating my good points,”’ she said
quietly. “But I am willing to go and take whatever risks
may come. With so many people present it i3 scarcely
possible anything desperate will be done. Of course, it 1s
likely I am making a mountain out of a molehill—that the
dinner is simply a harmless social function.”

< Mount-Fannell is hardly the man to entertain princesses
with no idea‘of eventual gain. I shall set to work straight
away and find out everything I can, This might be the
means of delivering another *councillor into my hands.”

¢ 1 sincerely hope——"

Tap !

“ Come in!" said Kingston.

The door opened, and Tim Curtis appeared.

 Beggin’ your pardon for interruptin’, sir,” he said, look-
ing at Dolores sideways, " but you told me to bring the first
edition of the ¢ Evenin’ News ™ as soon as it come out.”

“ Quite right, young ‘un! Let’s have it!” replied King-
ston, rising and taking the newspaper from Tim, who then
loft the room. Kingston looked at the paper for a moment
in silence.

< Friend Gray will be secretly pleased at this” he ex-
claimed, after a moment. ** His praises are sung very highly.
Quite a nice little sensation for the public this will make.
The whole story is given in detail.”

“Not a word of the Brotherhood is mentioned ?”

“Not a single word, Dolores. Oh, no, the Chief will simply
put this down as a miscarriage. But, pardon me, I'm con-
foundedly rude !”

He passed the ¥ News’’ to Dolores, who was soon interested
in the long account. And while she sat reading it before
the cosy fire in the Hotel Cyril, thousands of other Londoners
were doing the same. Among them was Lord Mount-
Fannell. He and several of his colleagues were seated in the
Council Chamber under the house in Grosvenor Square, when
Mr. Milverton, the barrister, hurried in.

“ Anderson’s failed!” he said quickly. “ He's allowed
himself to be captured, and messed the whole game up!”

Tae Geym Lizrary.—No. 156.
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“Good heavens!” coied  the Chief, wising to his feet
agitatedly. “ You don’t anean to say he's given us away ?
You don’t, meanto say—"’ . %

Milverton pulled another copy of the * Evening News™
from .his overcoat pocket. : 2

“No’’ he said, with a half-smile at No. 1's alarm, ¢ not
quite so serious as that, I'm glad to say. Anderson has,
however, managed to do for himself. Fe now lies- under
arrest, and Sir Christopher Rowe, instead of being cold and
still, is as lively as ever. It’s rough luck on the doctor, but
the Brotherhood’s safe eneugh.  Listen, and I'll read the
account out,’ : : : =
. There were fourteen members present—the remainder being
either abréad or too busy to attend the meeting—and they
Jistened eagerly as Milverton’ read the story aloud. It took.
some time, and when he had done there was silence for a
few moments. e “

“Pity,” murmured the Chief at lasi—%a great pity T
Anderson was a valuable member, but he’s lost for ever now.
It must _be a heavy blow fo him.” =

““Carson Gray seems to have beem the cause of it,” said
a councillor, ** though how on earfh he got hold of the facts
is a mystery. Evidently everything was planned beforehand.
for the doctor was caughf red-handed, having: no. suspieion
that everything was not right. Can Carson Gray- have any
knowledge of the Brotherhood 7’ : : =

“Tt is hardly likely,” said Lord Mount-Fanneli, ! other-
wise he would have laid information immediately. Gray is
a clever man, but not*clever enough for that.”” - s

 Anderson was totally unprepared,” put in the barrister.
““Phat dash of his through the window was plucky enough—
and clever, when it is realised that he did not cut himself—
but there must have been something seriously wrong with
that bicycle.”

 Undoubtedly. The report must exaggerate when it says
that Gray’s assistant ran faster “than the bicycle travelled,
which was at full speed. No man could dosuch a thing.”

“VWell, whatever the cause,” exelaimed the Chief, *‘the
fact remains that another valuable ally is lost to uvs. Nof
that this has any connection with the others, for I don’t
believe for a moment that it has. It is a pity, for the money
the Brotherhood has lost is very considerable.”

For a long time the Council discussed the disaster—for
such it was to them—finally deciding that Carson Gray knew
nothing about the Brotherhood, and that he had hit upon the
case accidentally, probably through Sir Christopher becoming
suspicious, and informing his lawyers in secret.  This was
hinted at in the paper, Gray himself seeing Messts. Harris &
Harris, and explaining to them that be wanted the public
to think that they had been instrumental in the capture. He
told them, of course, that his assistant had gone down to the
Towers disguised as one of their clerks. : e

“ Now,” said Mount-Fannell at length, ¢ having been con-
siderably interrupted, we will resume the original sabject of
our meeting. Fortunately we had hardly started when Mr.
Milverton arrived, so there will be no need to repeat any-
thing.” =

“T¢ concerns, T presume,” said the barrister, “the dinner-
party to-night ?” S

“fixactly. The matter is one of extreme importance, the
opportunity arising through the visit to - this country of
Princess Kamala, the daughter of some petty Indian potentate.
She has, however, an unlimited supply of money, and I mean,
if at all possible, to secure a fair share of it before she returns
to her native land.”

“ How ?”’ asked Milverton.

“Tn amanner, vou may be sure, which is practically without
risk. The princess is staying at the Cyril, and says she will
be delighted to attend the dinner. Now it has come to my
knowledge that she carries—like so many of these super-
<titious Orientals—a small scarab, or talisman, in which she
places all her faith. The thing in itself is practically worth-
Jess, but to her it is more valuable than all the gold in her
possession.”

“T’'m afraid T can’t see why,” said a councillor.

“ Because of this reason. Without it she would not be a
princess—she would lose caste. When she returned to India
her people would refuse to recognise her as of royal blood.
and would probably kill her. So you see how valuable it is.
To an Englishman the idea is ridiculous, but to her it is
everything. These Indians are strange and wonderful people,
and we shall have to be very careful how we set to work.”

Milverton lit a cigar slowly.

“T am beginning to sec your idea,” he said. ¢ This talisman
will have to be stolen to-night.”

¢ Precisely; it will have to disappear. Probably there will
be a commotion, but that cannot be helped. Once we have
that in our hands we have the princess in our hands. ~ She
will give everything she possesses to regain if. But we musi
take care to guard ourselves. There must be no inkling as
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“Good gracious! "ejaculated
of thig??”?

“Don’t youseeg,” ¢

Christopher, as his double advanced towards him; ““What is the meaning
<plained the disguised Kingston, “Iam taking your place for a short'while, so
that the doctor will bhe deceived.”

(See page 18.) !
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of the gutter, a human reptile, who preyed upon his fellow-
creatures like a vulture. Happily there are few men in tha
world so serpentlike in their venom.

*“The work will really be very simple,”” went on the Chief.

“ All you have %o do is to secure the talisman—how, I will
explain later—stow it away safely, and make a demand for

money. It can be sent to a safe deposit, and a common-
member can fetch it away. All that, however, we will discuss
afterwards. 'You will have to sce, however, that the princest

does not place the matter in the hands of the police.”

Lowenwirth smiled.

“1 think,” he said, ‘“‘ you can trust me to manage that part
of the business. To my mind, the affair is simplicity itself.
It is qu ght what you say; the princess will nearly go
off her head when she discovers her loss. It is worth all the
dixmonds in the world to her, and she will do anything that
is demanded of her. It was a smart notion of yours, Chief,
and ought to be very profitable. We need a good haul just
now to compensate us for the loss Anderson has sustained.”

he plot was undoubtedly a simple one, and would hava
eded but._for one: obstacle—Kingston, or, to be mniorae
ct, Kingston and Dolores. Lowenwirth, with a lot of
=0 Tae Gem:Liprary——No. 156.
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assistants to his hand, would haye carried off the coup with
comparative ease.

The Jew had reckoned without Kingston, for he did not
even know of the latter’s existence. He was unaware of the
fact that, in addition to the superstitious Indians, he had a
man against him who undertook a task to see it to a successful
conclusion. But Lowenwirth had confidence in himself, and
scouted the idea of failure.

Before leaving the Council Chamber he had his plans all cut
and dried, and was absolutely confident as to the issue. e
Princess Kamala was to him mervely an object on which to
practise his cowardly and brutal powers. He did not look
upon her as a human being—as a fellow-creature with feelings
and emotions. G

She was delighted with London, in spite of the wet and
cold. To her it was a round of enjoyment from morning till
night. She only lived for gaiety, and Dolores had never once
seen her without a bright smile on her face or a merry
sparkle in her eyes.

She had everything in the world she wished for—wealth,
health, and beauty—she could afford to be joyful. Never had
she known the meaning of the word worry. Slaves attended
to her slightest wish, and her money could satisfy any little
whim which occurred to her.

All her life she had had her own way, so that now she
was as masterful as a man. But, in spite of this, she was
kind and thoughtful; her servants loved her, and would have
half killed any man who dared to say a word against her.

The idea of the dinner-party delighted her, and several
times that afternoon she ran into Dolores’ apartments like a
joyful child. Somehow she had taken a strange liking to
Dolores, and while she treated other people with a touch of

royal haughtiness, she was as free and easy as a sister with .

the beautiful * Miss O’Brien.”

Dolores was glad of this, because it made her task so much
easier. She was puzzled and worried as to what was to
happen at the dinner-party. Lord Mount-FagnelI noped to
profit by the grand function, for he was certainly holding it
for a purpose. The question was—what?

How could Dolores hope to guess? How could she hope to
fathom the motive when she had never so much as—seen the
talisman—did not even know of its existence ? The task was a
hopeless one, so, wisely, she gave it up, and decided to wait
and watch, holding herself in readiness for any emergency.

The day ended in a rezular downpour of rain, but after
that the sky cleared a little. -

At about half-past seven the door of Dolores' drawing-
room suddenly opened noiselessly, and Princess Kamala
stepped brightly in. : : :

She was attired in a gorgeous evening-dress, and in readiness
to depart. 3

“ Are vou ready, Miss O'Brien?” she cried, in perfect
English. ~ “ We can both go together if you wish. My motor-
-ar is waiting out in the street.” .

Dolores was ready, and had been waiting for the princess to
come. She rose to her feet, looking very charming in her
rich evening-dress. 2 -

““Yes,” she said, “I’'m ready, princess. It’s very kind of
vou to wish me to come with you. But—excuse my saying so
—you look éxtra beautiful to-night. What a lovely dress that
is, and how well it suits you!"

The princess did indeed look very fascinating. Her skin
was a delicate white, while her face, being perfectly oval,
almost made one think she was European, until one looked at
her hair and eyes. The former was jet black, and smothered
in diamonds. The latter Kamala considered her greatest
possession.

They were indeed wonderful eves; large, brilliant, and fuil
of expression. No English woman could have possessed such
a pair.

")‘aYou like my dress?” she said, in evident satisfaction. “1
am glad of that; it is the first time I have worn if, and I
was going to ask your opinion. But we will go.”

She walked towards the door, and her movements were 2z
lithe and graceful as a panther. Her figure was perfect, and
clearly proclaimed her to be an Eastern girl. Two hand-
maids were waiting for her in the hall, and a wrap was thrown
across her shoulders. !

The motor-car outside was a magnificent one, a couple of
gorgeously-clothed men occupying the front seats. Kamala
said a few words to the driver in a strange tongue, and they
started off for Grosvenor Sguare.

The journey was a short one, and Dolores, looking out of the
window, could see that Lord Mount-Fannells house was a blaze
of light. A long stream of cars and hansoms were waiting to
draw up to the gateway. ~ As soon as the princess’s car was
seen, however, a wide gap was made, and the vehicle movad
in slowly. .

The princess was out almost before the car stopped, and
many curious and admiring glances were cast in her direction.
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The crowds recognised her immediately, and a murmur went

up.

as she and Dolores hurried up the wide approach to the front
door.
been wet.”

“Oh, yes!” veplied Dolores, although she had not heard
Her thoughts were still busy, trying
Somehow, in spite

her companion’s words.
to fathorn the secvet of this dinner-party.
ogf her resolve to wait and watch, she could not keep her mind
off 1t.

The next minute she found herself in the Chief’s magnificent
entrance-hall, with a couple of flunkevs bowing before her.
She and the princess were announced together, and Dolores

could not help smiling at the pompous manner in which the

man uttered the words.

¢ Miss Kathleen O’Brien,” he said slowly, “and her Royal

Highness the Princess Kamala of Srinpurdu!”

The Theft of the Talisman.

Lord Mount-Fannell stepped forward, beaming. His
dapper little figure was encased in a perfectly-fitting dress-

suit, and his breezy manner captivated the princess iin-

mediately.

* Ah, your Highness!” he cried. “I'm delighted to see

you, and I am sure the other guests will recognise the honour -

vou are paying us by attending this little gathering.’

Kamala stood for a moment, flashing her brilliant eyes on

the distinguished assembly. Many well-known society people
were there, and numberless admiring glances were directed
at this beautiful Eastern maiden. :

That she had an imposing presence was unguestionable,
and very soon she proved herself to be a most excellent
tallker. She was the leader of all the conversation, and hee
Iight, silvery laugh rang out at frequent intervals.

The dinner was a great success, and Dolores, with her eyes
and ears wide open, tried in vain to guess what the Brothes-
hood’s plans were. She was seated next the princess on ons
hand, and a middle-aged nobleman on the other.
the magnificent table she could see numerous Inner Councillors

men who were regarded by their fellow-diners as upright
and straightforward.

Everybody was listening to the princess, and she herself
was enjoying the banqguet exceedingly. Although all eyes
were centred on her, she felt not a little bit self-conscious.
She knew very well how pretty and fasecinating she was, and
liked to see the many admiring glances directed at her; for,
to tell the truth, Kamala was more than a little proud. :

The banquet proceeded without a hitch. Everybody was
bright and merry, and joking and laughter was heard on
every side. The obsequious flunkeys flitted about noise-
lessly, and the brilliant electric lamps overhead gave every-
thing the appearance of brightness and gaiety.

At last, towards the conclusion of the repast, when every-

All around

“ How fortunate the rain has stopped,” remarked Kamala, ;

“Tt would have been ruinous to my dress if it had -

body was feeling satisfied and good-tempered, Lord Mount

Fannell made the first move towards securing the scarab.
Tle was sitting at the head of the table, with the princess on
his right hand. :

‘flSo you like England, princess?"’ he said, with his genial
smile, :

The conversation had been turned in that direction.
““Oh, yes!” replied Kamala, with a bright smile.
really think it is the nicest country I have visited.”

“ No doubt you will find the customs very peculiar,”” weat
on his lordship. * When you first arrived, they were, per-
haps, difficult to conform to 2 ¢

“ Well, just a little. Of course, they are vastly different
to our ways in India.”

“ A wonderful country,” put in Mr. Milverton—* certainly
a wonderful country. The custom, for instance, of a person
of high caste such as yourself, princess-being forced to
possess a scarab or talisman seems to us to be extremely
singulaz.”

“ It is not practised in all parts of India,”’ said Kamala,
“ although our family have always believed in it. Person-
ally, I consider the custom rather an absurdity. The thing
is, all said and done, utterly valueless.”

Although Kamala spoke like this, Dolores knew very well
that she was deceiving; for only the previous day the
princess had informed Dolores that the talisman was to her
worth all the gold she possessed.

¢ She is saying this to make the people believe she is quite
Furopean in her ideas,” Dolores told herself. ¢ She does
not wish them to know that, in spite of her splendid educa-
tion, she is quite as superstitious and fanatical as the ugliest
fakir in India.” 2

The gnests appeared surprised as Kamala made her state:
ment, and thought that she had indeed become European i
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- her views. - Mouni-Fannell was quick to seize the opportunity
~ ke had made for himself,

.~ “ We have heard a lot azbout ihis strange talisman,” he
-~ smiled. “Would it be taking a liberty if T asked you to let
~ mesee it? As you just remarked, it is worthless.” =
~—— Only for a second did Kamala hesitate; then she smiled
_ and nodded hef head.  Nobody could help noticing the
“beauty of her Jovely. dark eyelashes.

~ “ A liberty I she cried. “I have not the least objection;
Lerd Mount-Fannell. The thing is really a piece of stone
earved into the shape of a beetle. Hundreds of years ago, 1
think it came from Eeypt, but for ages past it has been in
our family.,”” =

She paused 2 moment to dicconnect the little article, which
_ always hung on a gold chain round her neck. Dolores,
?:;eit.ting next to her, could see that, in spite of her seeming
- wiilingness to exhibit the talisman, she was really very
- reluctant to do so. But, after what she had said, it was
hardly possible for her to refuse.

And Dolores herself was doing her utmost to keep the
excitement out of her eyes. She saw everything now—the
reason for the banquet and the.asking for the talisman.
‘She guessed what was going to happen next. Tt was obvious
- —quite obvious. Knowing how valuable the scarab really
was to the princess, Doleres needed no telling thet the
Brotherhood were going 1o gain possession of it, and extract
-money from the princess for its return.
~ “ But how?”’ Dolores asked herself.
- io steal 1t? With all these people here, the task seems im.

possible. If one of the members keeps it he will be sus-

pected, having had the thing in his hands last. I shall have
_to watch closely, for it is practically certain that some
- ingenious method will be employed.” ;
The talisman was in the chief's hands now, and he was
czamining it inferestedly. It was a tiny “piece of dark-
“ealoured stone, no more than half an inch long, carved in a
- rather rough represéntation of a beetle, “Mount-Fannell
passed it on to his lefi-hand companion, a well-known society
an. - :
= Mest unique,” he said. " As you say, princess, it evi-
dently originally came from Egypt, which is the land  of
e sacred beeile. It is havd to helieve the little thing is,
rhaps thousands of vears old. Tt would be interesting to
arn how it found its way into India.” : :
_ T cannot tell you that,” smiled Kamala, “for I don’t
know myself. It is s¢ long ago that nobody in our family
has records of its coming.”

The talisman was being passed round the table, and to
arybody elosely watching it could be seen that the princess
was keeping her magnificent eyes on it unceasingly. She
was on tenter-hooks all the time, anxious to have it in her
hands again. When it had passed up the table nearly to
the far end, however, the Chief engaged Kamala in con-
~ versation, so that it was practically impossible for her to
~_follow the talisman’s movements.

Not that the princess really was suspicious of anything;
~ ceverybedy present was wcll known and guite above sus-
_picion. There was nebedy at that dinner-table except per-
_ fectly honcurable ladies and gentlemen—so it was generally
- thought. S .

“Dolores’ wits 'we‘&a exira keen to-night, and when she saw
the Chief capture Kamala’s aitention she suspected im-
mediately that somethine was to take place while he held
her in conversation. So Dolores kept her _eyes fixed closely

= on the talisman as it passed along. It was rather a difficult

Jjob, for more than one pair of cyes were on her, admiring
— her pretty face. : : =

For, in spite of the princess’s undoubted beauty, Dolores

was, to most people, “far more atiractive. Buf she was
here. in this gathering, on important work, and that werk
had to be dene. At the end of 1wo minutes she relaxed her

vigilance and smiled inwardly. i
* Clever,” she thought—*¢ decidedly clever 1’

— The talismar p on, mest people taking no interest in
it, b i nversatiCn among themselves. The
eved as it reached the hands of
ces from Dolores. The barrister

“How are they going

I\

said, “it is most unique, vet
very great.  Why, there is
ptor made a slip I

4
rixon

Ve

chipped right away,”
arab more closely.
Kamala, bending for-

1 you, please?”

¥, bui almost immediately
er cheeks, leaving theni 2 pale yvellow
‘eolonr. In a lend woice uilered some exclamation in
her native tongue, and staried to her feet, the.chair she had
been sitting on falling back with a crash.

ward anxiocuzly.
She took the tal
-the colour fled from
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_ bottom of this unfortunate occurrence.

iy, “FATTY WYNN'S NEW WHEEZE.”

; One #énny.v : 25

“Good gracios I' eried Lord Mount-Fannell. “ What ¢an
be the matter? You are upset, princess e 2

Kamala turned on him abruptly, and her eyes werga
blazing with a dangerous light. Al her civilisation had for
the moment deserted her, and she was a wild creature, filled
with an uncontrollable passion. s

“This is noti the scarab!” che~shouted, her usually
melodious voice rising high and shrill. “This is a base
imitation, made to resemble the original 17 =

Everybody started to their feet, and most of them were
smiling to themselves at the absurdity of the declaration.
The talisman had never been out of sight for a second;
and, anyhow, of what value was it to anyone ?

“ My dear princess, pray calm yourself 1’ exclaimed the
host in distressed tones. = Surely you are mistaken? The
scarab cannot have been exchanged. Such a thing would
have been impossible. Besides, as yom said yourself, the
thing is worthless !V >

But the princess was far from calm. She dashed the
counterfeit to the table forcibly, shattering a beautiful cut-
glass dessert dish. Her face was still pale, and her rage
was increasing. =

“It is a plot !’ she cried. “I have been robbed I have
been robbed! That—that thing there is not the one I had
in_my hands a short while ago— 7 :

Lord Mount-Fannell stepped round to her side.

“Pray dom’t excite yourself, your Highness,”” he said
gently. “TI am sure, if you remain calm, we shall get te the
Just think for a
moment. Of what use would the talisman be to any of us
gathered here? We are all upright folk, and would nevei
dream of robbing you. If the thing really has been changed,
it must have been done before you entered my house. - Pray
consider a moment,”’ e

Kamala stamped one of her dainty feet impatiently.

“¥t could not have. heen changed before!” she ericd
excitedly. I have worn it round my neck ever since I
entered your wretched country. It has been changed here,
and you are respousible, Lord Mount-Fannell. The loss
means a terrible lot to me, and I demand that it should be
recovered immediately 1 - &

The Chief shrugged his shoulders, and looked at. the
remainder of his guests. He knew they thought that the
ptli)llrmeﬁs was' mistaken, for there was the scarab on_ the
table. : - X

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, I really must apolo-
gise for this unfortunate mishap. I am quite sure nobody
is playing a practical joke; besides, I think. you all agree
that the scarab could not have been changed while it was
passing round the table —even if one of my guests wanted to
steal it, the idea of which is absurd.” -

““Of course,” said one of the ladies, “we are all con-
vinced that her Highness is mistaken. It would have been
impossible to exchange it. The thing on the table—in the
midst of .the broken glass—is decidedly the one I looked at.
And I remember it was chipped, too !’ .

Princess Kamala stood glaring arcund her, her eyes burn
ing with anxiety, excitement, and passion. Suddenly she
flared up -again, uitering really wild sentences,  and
threatening Lord Mount-Fannell with the police.

But she could net demand that the guests should he
searched, for; as she had herself said, the thing was value-
less. In addition, everybedy was thoroughly convineed that
if any exchange had been made, it had been done befors
the princess entered Mount-Fannell’s house. Tha object on
the table was certainly the one which had gone round from
hand to hand. ; :

“My dear princess,” said the host at last, when she had
finished her tirade, “just ealm yourself for a moment. I
am. sure you would not meaningly create this unpleasant
scene in my hotise. "1 am as concerned as you yourself are
at the loss, but really it could not have happened here — -’

“It did happen here!” shouted Kamala, seeming very un-
like a civilised princess just then. **I have been robbed in
your house, and you are responsible. T shall go straight to
the police, and tell them everything!” : =

“ But they would do nething,” said his lordship. “They
would go away immediately when T explained the incident.
I am not a thief, princess; neither is anybody else here.
If you will only think— = :

She turned her back on him abruptly, and uttered some
words in her own tongue. It was impossible for her to act
as an English woman would have done. She was for the
moment wild with anxiety and anger. For a second she
stood undecided, then, without ceremony, pus _her way fo
the door, her face as black as possible.” Dolores stepped up
to Lord Mount-Fannell.

I will do my best to ealm her,” she said quickly. “‘ At
all events, I will prevent her going to the police. The
whole affair is most unfortunate.” : e

- = Tee GeyM LsrirY.—No. 156,
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Tt is, Miss O'Brien, and T am concerned at your having
to go off like this. I can only apologise—-"

““Pray don’t apologise !’ said Dolores, with a smile. “It
is not your fault. These Eastern women are so excitable.”

Dolores turned and hurried after Kamala, who had passed
outside without another word.

Mount-Fannell stood for a second lookigg after her, then
he looked from one to another of his guests.

“T cannot express my regref, ladies and gentlemen,” he
said, ““that this should have occurred to-night. You will all
admit that the Princess Kamala is a very charming young
lady when she has her temper under control. The exhibition
vou have just witnessed, however, gives rather a different
impression.”’

“It's her Indian blood, Mount-Fannell,” said
gentleman. “ Indian blood, that’s what it is!”

“ Unquestionably. And the pity of it is that she should
flare up over nothing whatever. Her accusation is perfectly
ridiculous. Of what value would a little piece of stone,
carved very badly into the semblance of a beetle, be to any-
body here 7"’ =

“T should say none,” laughed Milverton.

“ Doubtless, when the princess recovers her self-control,
she will hasten to apologise for her very unladylike conduct.
Miss O'Brien has very considerately accompanied the prin-
cess, and tells me she will do her best to dissuade her com-
panion from going to the police.”

“Very good of her, I'm sure,”
“No one, I should think, wishes an accoun
affair in the newspapers.”

“That is the very point I was about to mention,” said the
host. ‘I am going to ask everybody here to say nothing.
The princess doesn’t know what she is doing at present, and
it would be unpleasant in the extreme, both for her High-
ness and for myself, if the matter were bandied about in the
halfpeuny Press.”

The guests agreed heartily. Not one word was to be said.
So the incident closed, and every guest—every outside guest
who was not an Inner Councillor—went away, certain in their
minds that Kamala had created a scene over nothing.

But the princess’s actions and words were really justifi-
able; the scarab had been stolen, and an imitation subsfi-
tuted. When and how? Who had done it? Dolores knew
well encugh,

Her keen eyes had watched the original's journey round
the tabls very closely, had seen it pass into Lowenwirth’s
hands, and had seen him, quick as lightning, make the ex-
change. To an unsuspecting person he merely shook his
arm, so the action passed unnoticed except to Dolores. She
knew now which member was allotted to carry out the task,
however, and very soon Kingston would know.

And then

2

6

an old

said one of the guests.
t of this dreadful

P
The Demand for Ten Thousand Pounds.

Dolores hurried out after Princess Kamala, and found her
in the magnificent hall adjusting her wraps. She said no
thing as Dolores came, but looked at her a little more
favourably than she looked at Lord Mount-Fannell. A
couple of flunkeys stood stolidly near the door. But they
were out of earshot.

‘¢ Princess,” said Dolores, in a low tone.

¢ Well 7’ answered Kamala, between her tecth.

¢ Vou are not cross with me, are you?” asked Dolores.

¢ Have I displeased you in any way?”

““No, Miss O’Brien, of course not. But oh, I am so
terribly upset! I bave been robbed and nobody in there
will believe me! I know I made an exhibition of myself,
but it cannct be helped. It is terrible—terrible! The talis-
man has been stolen, and when 1 return to India— Oh, 1
daren’t think of it!”

She had cooled down now that she was alone with Dolores,
ﬁnld the latter took advantage of the opportunity without

elay. :

“ Tt may not be so serious as you think,” ¢ The
scarab can be recovered, surely. It really has gone

“ There is no doubt about it, Miss O'Brien. It was hang-
ing on this chain perfectly securely, and I did not like taking
it off. But how could I have refused? Yet I ought to have
done so. I was a fool to ever let it out of my hands. While
it was going round the table it was changed by somebody .
But they won't believe me: they think I am making a fuss
over nothing. Do you think the same?” = :

She gazed at Dolores with her large dark eyes shining with
anxiety and alarm. The anger had left them. With an
effort she had got the better of her wild outburst of fury.

“ No,” answered Dolores. ‘‘If you know the talisman has
been stolen, princess, I will believe you. But who could
have done it? And for what reason? It is worthless to
anyone but yourself.”’

Tr= GeEM LiBrarY.—No. 156.
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said Kamala. ¢ In that room

¢ 1 am glad you believe me,”’
where everybody was laughing, I could not keep myself 1
1t miust 'be recovered—it muast! [ am going for the police!” -

Dolores placed her hand on Kamala’s wrist gently. <

“ No, don’t do that,” she said.  Just think for a momen
and you will realise the uselessness of such a course. If the
police come- here, Lord Mount-Fannell will tell them you
have been making a fuss over somé imaginary loss, and will
send them away. Don’t you see that the police would do
more harm than good, for the whole affair would be in the
newspapers.”’

Kamala stood for a moment thinking.

“Yes,” she said at last, *perhaps you are right, Miss
O'Brien. Perhaps it would be foolish to go for the police. =]
But what am I to do? Who can I go to for assistance? The =
scarab must be recovered if I spend half my fortune. I am
powerless without it; my people in India will refuse ¢
recognise me, and I shail be—— But it is no use talking.
dare not go back to India without the scarab.”

“T have a friend,” said Dolores—%a friend at the Hote
Cyril who will help you. When 1 explain everything 4o him,
he will set to work in his own way and recover your loss.
One of the guests here to-night—— " But you are ready. We
will go.”’ =

They left the mansion and walked out into the night. The
sky was clear now, and the pavements dry. The princess’s
motor-car was waiting a few yards behind, and in a couple o
minutes she and Dolores were among the cushions.

“ Ag 1 was saying,” exclaimed the latter, *‘one of the
guests to-night took the talisman. I have ro doubt my
friend will soon get to know who it was, and will secure it
for you.”

“ Who is this friend ?'’ asked Kamala. S

< His name is Frank Kingston, and he is a much cleverer
man than he looks. Although I am tellinz vou this, princess,
T hope you will treat it as confidential, for Mr. Kingston
does got‘ like to be thought anyvthing but a young man about
town.” =

Dolores knew it would be safe to tell this to the princess, _
for she would say nothing to outsiders, especially if it was
connected with the talisman.

“Tf this gentleman really can do as you say, 1 shall be
grateful to him all my life. But [ am terribly worried, and
would give anything to have the scarab in my own hands
again. Ah, if I only knew 4 = o

“ Please, princess, remember it is useless thinking of doing
anything to-night. To-morrow will be the time, It is =
already late, so I suggest that you go right to bed and put
the matter out of your thoughts for the time being.”” 4

¢ That is impossible, for I shall be thinking of it cvery
minute of the day. It is the more terribly exasperating
because we know that one man among those guests has now
probably got my property in his pocket. Yet we cannot in-
form the police for fear of public ridicule. - The only possible
way is for me to do as yom suggest, and let your friend
recover the stolen talisman. 1f he fails to do so, I shall never
return to India again. That will be cruelly hard, and all-
because some selfish man wants it, perhaps, for his private _
collection. Oh, I—-"

She began to raise her voice again in anger until Dolores
touched her arm. The latter, even to her own-surprise, had
become remarkably good friends with the princess; and
Kamala seemed to look to Dolores for advice, and take it
unquestionably.

At the Cyril neither of them said much more on the _
subject, but decided, by mutual® ¢onsent, to postpone all
discussion until the morrow. On inaquiring, Dolores found
that Kingston was out at his clab. So-she returned to her
apartments and retired for the night; there was no object to
be gained by sitting up.

She left a note with Fraser, however, telling Kingston that
she would call on him at half-past eight the following morn-
ing. 5

Accordingly Kingston was up betimes, and when eight-
thirty arrived, had finished. breakfast and was lolling in his
study before the cheerful fire.

 Ah, Dolores,” he cried, as Tim &scorted her in, ‘“you
are punctual ! I received your note last night, and am really
anxious to hear how you got on at the dinner-party.”

She shook hands, and seated herself in the same chair as
she had occupied the previous day.

¢ There is not very much to tell you,” she said, looking
into his eyes seriously: “ But Mr. Jacob Lowenwirth is th
man who we are fighting against now.” —

« Jacob Lowenwirth 7’ he repeated, secretly pleased at the
“yet “Jove, Dolores, but' I'm glad I've got an oppor-
funity to settle that fellow. If any man deserves penal-
corvitude, it is he. Only that wouldn’t be severe enough.
fe is, as you know, the vilest blackmailer in London—a
flinty, feclingless scoundrel, who drains his vietims te the last

3
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them go. Soheis Joing the job? Well, The door opened, and one of the Hindus appeared. He
: : salaamed elsborately before his mistiess, and handed her a

y before he le

will be his last! : :

Kingston said the words as 3f there was no Joubt whatever letter which had evidently just arrived.
ihe matter—as if fowenwirth were already in the hands Kamala tore it open quickly, for something seemed to tell
the pofice. Frank Kipgston had no doubt in his own her that its contents were of importance. Kingston. who
md. \When he set out to attain a certaim object, lic-mever - was watching her closely, although he appeared to be hali
restad until his 1ask was satisfactorily completeds asleep, saw that it contained a single sheet of paper on
Dolores, speaking in a low voicey teld _her‘companion schich some words were typewritten, and a little key. Tho
etéﬁyﬁlmg that had taken place the previous evenimg! at  next moment the princess gave a ery of excitement, 2an
$ord Moun nnell’s house in Grosyenor Square.  When ordered the Hindu, who had been waiting, out of the room.
<iis had don <at for some/ few moments genily tapping “ The talisman+i” cried the princess. I can get iti You
will not need to trouble, Mr. Kingston. The man who has

blotiing-paper.

So that's the gamel” Lo murmured. *¢ Towenwirth (is it says he will return it on the payment of a small sum of

presume, going o extract money—or try to extract  money. I will send it immediately.” -

s from the excitable Kamala? Well, the case is.very “May we see the note, princess 22 asked Dolores quickly.

ple, es.  We'll soon get that little blackbettle back “Ves, yes, read it. The boy is waiting outside. For-

| earn “the princess’s undying gratitude.”’ tunately, I have the amount in my desk.” =

You intend to e her yourself ¥’ asked Delores. And the princess hurried across to a little mahogany desk

Decidedly. No harm can come # T only telt her T am a_  naar the -window. Meanwhile, Dolores and Kingston _read

of amateur detective, and will do my best to get the the typewritten words. through guickly. The latter gave BC

b back without the stor becoming public property. She  sign whatever; bat Dolores eried out 1n indignation. 2
ight at Lord Mount-Fanuell's is

eelf will say a word to nobody, and, after it's all over, will i The scarab you lost last 1
merely ossession. It was I who <ubstituted the counterfeit.

know that I have managed to geb round some-un-  in my D!
own persoen to” good advantage. 14 is worth nothing to me, but, on the other hand, you value

”
“When she has hey precious talisman back,” said Dolores, it very highly indeed. If you wish to have it in vour hands
= i nd Bank of England notes for

¢eshe will not care a Lutton hew you obtained it. azain, you have merely to se ]

Kingston laughed. £10,000 to Safé Deposit Number 57, Holborn, by the mes

“F suppose net;’’'he said:  “Now, if you will Tead the  senger-boy who brings this note.. Give him the key and the
d ascertain if her Serene  motes in ‘an envelope. I the safe is watched, the uotes

v, we will walk up the passage al
~hness is at heme. She 1s expecting us, I believe 77 stopped, or the police informed of this communication, the
“T told her that I would bring you in to see hor the first  scarab will be destroyed without delay. 1f,on the contrary
ng this morping. Qle herself arises soon after seven, so  you follow these instructions, the talisman will be delivered
S5l be quite prepared to receive us.” to you by messenger-boy twe hours from the time the notes
. walked along the broad. corzidor until they canie to  are deposited.” 2
Sss Kamala's suite of rooms, Kingston knocked at the That was all. - Kingston smiled slightly to himself, but i
v gently, and was comewhat surprised to see it open was a grim smile. TLowenwirth meant to take no chances.
withoub a second’s delay. A swarthy Indian servant stood  Certainly he eould not have thought of a betier way of safe-
eve, attired il sative costuige. He ooked decidedly out of guarding himself. The princess would pay any amouni
ing“with the modern civilised surroundings of the Hotel rather than have the scarab destroyed. e o
- . s ; - But, princess,’” eried ‘Dolores, “‘you are not geing to
Highness is expécting us, I think,” said Kingston give in—you are not going to pay this money 1~ :
% ¥ou nught tell her ‘Miss O’Brien and her friend Kamala looked surprised. S c oo
frived.” - <1 shall pay it wi{)ﬁou‘b question !> she* cried. ¢ The bank:
p inside, cahib?” said the man deferentially.  notes are here, and T shail send them off withouta moment s
“#jer Hichness teldmc {o take you to her room as soon as - delay. What is 8 paltry ten thousand pounds compared Witd
ou came.”’ : : > ihe talisman? The thief has given me the opportenity o
hey followed {he Hinda into the hall, and he led them to rocovering my propertys and I mean to avail myself of it
the prineess’s adoiT. Here another servant stood outside = e et s b g
fho door. Evenin T.ondon the prineess kept up some of her
to customs of India. ; =
4] am glad you bave con
ssing from the cushions
aking Delores’ hand. -
smile came to hex lips mow. s
K #his is- your friend,” she said,” locking at Kingston
frank cunosity. - How do you do, Mr. Kingston?
uppose Miss O'Bricn has told you of last night’s terrible
afair?” ; -
¢ ¥ps"* he rep

it

: ; - Princess Kamala Sends the Money—The Result. -
1o, Miss ©'Brien I cried Kamala, == ey e =
Wwhich she had been lying, and Frank Ixmgston.c;ossed over to the win owW; - =
was still looking o «T trust you will ‘et consider it a hberty,_prmm&, he
= * exclaimed, ** but may: offer you a word of advice?” - 2
Kamala was counting a sheaf o? fifty-pound banknotes, and
<he looked up and nodded. Her eyes were shining with
excitement now. Al the worry and anxiety had left them.
: In her innocence she believed the talisman would be returned
Lied. T am well acquainted with the facts, hnme(ﬁia.telyid The mémey. \'\‘35 nothing to her; ten thousand
&z of 3 1 sounds would never be missed. - s
R rid goutself of wortied . PO There is not nrueh time to talk,” she said. = < Bvery

hoess, and 1 b 3 ) v
expression. The case is not sO serious as_you lmagine. - 2 g 2 : < s
sinute the messenger-boy remains here means more delay
- .

romise vou I will obtain the talisman and place it i your =, : e
ands before three days have passed.” : and anxiety for Jysc - = : e
= PBut I dont-see how you can be sure,” answered the * But you Asurelyldq Il"}):' really mean to send Ifghe. 'moﬁte}t 2
inces: Litle b ; G cou 1 e the scaral <3id Kingston. It 1s sheer waste, princess. I can get | e
grégcus, 2 Little puzzleds Do you know where the scarab e back forhypu th;ihqut t,%% expenditure of ‘a{,{))en%g."
=T have reall S irhbest idea,” sat = : “No; no. I shall send 1. o matter canmot be t 1o
T have-really not the slightest idea,” sa d Kingston, with cha.nce., By doing this T shall Sone S e SR ot 1
the amount demanded. Tf it were left to

5 smile. * Nevertheless, if you wilkleave everything to me, uas
lise how extremely valu- worth ten tmaes. Rl : :
vou _to regail it,  My. Kingston, it would mean -perhiaps

~ 1iethe little thi , K c
ablethe little thing,is to you, and dt(; Q}th;(;f%éﬁi 2 moment = 1085 days waiting; an 3 possibly you w 1 1o

that it was stglen from ftire dgnner he - ey S ™
= = . s o CTiD = = : s = - — :
was?’, was, Me BWGEE b Py Kingston faced her for a moment in_silence. Dolores” eyes
& There arc od people among cvery class, and, as you wore shining with excitement, for she hated the idea of
Jenow, your scard has been described in one of the illustrated ng.‘mala. paying the demagd._ ;
papers. It was stated to bo merely a charm, having Do “But does 1t i‘f’t 539\-’{3}]‘3*361’ ft d‘m
~alue, but the thief evidently knew the contrary.” Kingston quietly. vhy should yo
ve dorte. - 1 fecl easier now that I have scen absolutely given my word that T will recover TR
<0 Mr. Kingston,” <aid the princess openly. “ We Indians cortainly a pity to let, this. scoundrel of a fellow hav
can generaﬁyvjudg'e character very quickly, and 1T am quite smallest saisfaction. = :
Sre you ame set on doing your best for me, I cannot thank Kamala had ﬁms]hed counting the notes, and now she slipped
Sou sufficie or coming to my aid, for alone L could have them into an envelope AL, stuck the flap down. .
: 1f you are successful in recovering the talis- «T quite realise, Mr. Kingstan, that you are willing to do
I owe voun a hfelong debt® = vour best for me,”’ she said, with 2 quick smile; “ but you.
Yod as he took a scat. He was 5 little sur- being an Englishman, cannot judge the terrible urgency of
manper in which Kamala spoke English. the ma,tterk. hI wouk}b v&"?imgly give my right hand for the
SEE T - ihe company of a British secovery of the scarab, if necessary. - :
e W% e - “ And you, princess,” ‘returned Kingston firmly, * being an

will fulfi]l my promise. T quite rea

e of money 7" exclaimed
u do this when I have
oss. It is
e even the

T think,” saié K o ~h€;tyey21:‘can rely- bo——" Indian, cannot judge rightly the futility of heeding for an
Tap-tap £ : instant the words on that paper.” =
A soft knock somunded cn the Jdoor-panel! The princess %(amagla }ookeg at hﬂél”W}flh a flash ‘?f Saer dark oyt
: igoked up quickly,’ i .3 scmgt}xing 5 her own language. - 1 do not understand, =~,ﬁ:§l?§}m }Lg’g&‘;}gﬁ;, 3_55

and saic
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©j mean that if you seriously intend sending that money,
von might as well throw it in the gutter. For it certainly
will not have the effect you contemplate; the talisman will
bo as far from your grasv as ever.” :

< Mr. Kingston is right,” put in Dolores, laying her hand
o the princess’s arm; “the scoundrel who wrote that note
will not keep faith. The money will be thrown away.”
“F do not believe it!” she cried excitedly. I am going

follow the instructions and get the talisman back
You are mistaken !” :

“ But what proof have you that the man will deliver the
talisman on receipt of the notes?” asked Kingston. * He will
have the money, but your property will be as far from you
as ever. Don’t you see the obvious plan, princess? The
villain might send a dozen demands before he gave up the
scarab.”’

“ Such a thing is probable, of course,
who was too upset and excited to listen to reason; “but 1
G5 not believe it will be as you say. This demand for ten
thousand pounds will be the first and last. The sum is a
large one to a poor man, and he will be satisfied. I am sure
of it; and whatever you say I shall not alter my decision.”

¢ Then it is useless my advising you further I’ he exclaimed.
“T am sorry, princess, that you should act in this way, but
I cannot, of course, do more than I have done.”

The boy is waiting outside. No, Miss O'Brien, please say
7o more. My mind is made up.”

Kamala went across the room, leaving Kingston aud
Dolores facing one another. The latter was looking
canorined, but Kingston smiled easily.

“Tt is just as well,” he murmured. “ The princess is too
cited to heed good advice at present. When the talisman
~s not turn up, however, she will cool down a little.”

‘Tt is such a pity,”” said Dolores:

“1 grant you that, Dolores; it is certainly a pity. But
he will never miss the money. Lowenwirth has safeguavded
himself well. The threat of destroying the precious beetle
X quite enough to put a stop to all thoughts of police
assistance.”

“ How are you going to set to work
The princess entered at that moment, so Dolores was nnable
finish her sentence. For Kingston had decided to iet her
nothing with regard to who held the talisman. In
peculiar people, with peculiar ideas of right and
amala had known that Lowenwirth had po
b, she might very likely have sent two or three of her
to secure it. And they, knowing the terrible import-
f the matter, would have had no hesitation in quietly
i 1o a knife between Lowenwirth’s ribs.

Kingston did not want that to happen. He was attending
5 the job, and would set about it in his own way. To tell
truth, he thoroughly enjoyed this work—this detective
ork—and was never happier than when hot-foot on the track
of an Inner Councillor. Lowenwirth should receive his punish-
ment from Kingston, not at the hands of half-civilised Hindus.

So the identity of the thief

ta
immediately.

** replied her Highness,

s

o
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"€ 1 have nothing further to say,” drawled the otherca
“T will return before luncheon, however, and_ascertain 3
vesult of the affair. Until then, princess, I wish you good-

evening.”

He bowed low before her—this action pleasing her exceed -
ingly—and strolled out of the room. Dolores looked up afta
him with a smile. She herself meant to stay in the princess
apartments until the two hours had elapsed. Kamala 1w
alad of her company, for the conversation seemed to pass
time away guickly.

Kingston quite realised the state of mind the Indian gi
was in.  To her the loss was appaliing, hosvever trivial
scomed to other people. To return fo In%ia, without
talisman would probably mean death, or, if not deatt
degradation. She swould lose caste, lose her fortune, and
egual in rank only to a slave. : = :

Therefore, it was quite natural that she should eagerly sen
the money. Kingston had done his best, and so departed.
He knew it was useless watching the safe-deposit in Holbor,
for Lowenwirth, in spite of his threats, would certainly nos
go near the place himself. A common member would
detailed for the work, so that in case of misearriage no
would be done. Spaes

But Kingston was not idle. He busied himself ascertai
ing the Jew’s London and suburban addresses, his habife,
and hours of business. The question as to where he kept the
scarab was a puzzling one. =2

Fo would scarcely carry it about with him, and it migh
be risky to hide it in his own office. Fraser was already at
work, watching Lowenwirth’s City offices from an empty roorn
opposite.  In this manner he could judge, comparativels
what hours-the solicitor kept—when he arrived, and when b
left, ete. .

From Kingston's study window he could plainly see
entrance of the hotel, and some little time later he was stan
inz, looking out into the busy Strand, watching for the

enger-boy. For Kingston wanted to be present when
acess Kamala received her reply. : =

He had not been in his position of observation for mo
than twenty minutes when a District Messenger stepped ¢
a motor-’bus, and made for the entrance. ~Several oth
messengers had entered the hotel while Kingston was®wat
ing, but he was convinced the same boy would come with
the reply. And he was right, for the lad who stepped off
the ’bus was the one he had seen earlier from Kamala’s
window. = : 3

Kingston left his rooms quickly, and stepped along the
corridor to Kamala’s. In a moment he was admitted and
escorted to her highress’s boundoir. She half rose from her
seat as he entered. Dolores, too, looked expectant. :

¢ 0Oh,” zaid Kamala, “ 1 thought it was &

““The boy has not vet returned,
Kingston, as if he did not know the fact. -

¢ No; we have been expecting him for half an hout past,”

harr

P

S T

then?” exclaimed

was withheld from Kamala.

replied the princess worriedly.
X “The time has already ex

She still was excited, and she

walked across the room,
smiling at her two visitors. o

“Well,” she said, I have
sent the money, and shall have
to curb my impatience until the
two hours have elapsed.

= : - WHOM TO WRITE TO—The . b
Hus R e e Editor, “GEM” LIBRARY, 23-9, \  probability our young friend
could st —enly - realiso the Bouverie Street, Fleet Street, [} = art ed. e
state of mind-1 have been in, London, who will be plzased to [} “But T heard nothing,” said
vou would understand why I hear fromr you, 3 ; Kamala, in surprise.

would rather pay ten thousand
pounds and get the talisman
immediately, than ?’o,y nothing
and wait until you found ic.”

“1 am sorry, princess, that
vou -have acted in the manner
vou have,” replied Kingston
zravely, “because you will he
disappointed at the result. [
did my utmost to dissuade you,
Hut my efforts were useless.”

Kamala seated herself among
her cushions. ¢ -~ ;

<1 have two hours to wait,”
she said.  “Two hours and a
half, strictly speaking. 1 am
convinced your suspicions are
unfounded, Mr. Kingston. The
man who now has pessession of
my property is undoubtedly a
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results,
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ek

ceeded two and a half hours,
and 1 am becoming quite .
anxious :

“Unless I am mistaken,”
interrupted Kingston calmly,
‘1 hear a knock at the doo:
even at this moment. In all

- “Nor I,”” put in Dolores.

Kingston smiled. A Hindo
entered the room with a letter.

Withont waiting for him to
salaam, Kamala darted across
the room and picked the letter
up. Her excited face paled as =
she felt the smoeth envelope. ’?g
There was no scarab here.
Could it be that——

She tore the flap open
desperately, Kingston watch-
ing her without emotion. He
felt certain in his own mind
of what the envelope ‘would
contain,
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Both boxers ran to the centre of the ring, touehed hands lightly, then Of a’n Newsa’gents
sprang apart again. The silence was breathless as Tom Marsden’s firat fight
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