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But read the story and see for yourself,

somae

All the juniors tried to shake hands with Lumley- ]
Lumley at onece. They little thought that he
would again earn the title of ““The Outsider.”
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CHAPTER 1.
Carried Home.

i UMLEY-LUMLEY !

” * Yaas, wathah!”

“Coming back ?

“ Yaas.”

‘““By CGeorge!” )

Tom Merry was surprised. He looked surprised, but whether
4o was pleased or not it was not so easy to see. .

Manners and Lowther, who had looked up in surprise at the
news imparted by Arthur Augustus D’Arey of the Fourth, wers
equally non-committal. No one could have told from their
faces whether they wero pleased or. the reverse. g

D’Arcy put up his eyeglass, and surveyed the Terrible Thyee.
‘He was standing in the doorway of their study in the Shell
‘passage. The chums of the Shell had been busy with their
prep. when D’Arey opened the door. and Monty Lowther had
picked up & Latin dictionary to hurl at the. interrupter. In the
surprise of the announcement, he laid it down again unhurled.

* Wathah a surpwise, isn’t it 2 7 Arthur Augustus remarked,

‘ Yes, rather ! ™2 .

*But is it true,” demanded Monty Lowther, “or is this one
-of your Fourth-Form japes t »* :

Arthur Augustus gave Lowther a stare.

N “TWOME MERRY
i :'. -NQ.: 158 (New Series.)

& Co, and “THE IRON ISI.AND>

“ I should not be likely to méke an untwue statemont for the
sake of a joke, Lowthah, I twust,” he said. -

“Oh, rats!” .

**Weally, Lowthah——"" ;

“Come down off the high horse, old son.’’ said Monty Lowtlier,
with & grin, “and tell us in plain English, honour bright, if (he
news is correct.” )

It is guite cowwect.'™ |

“So Lumley-Lumley’s coming back ?
thoughtfully. * For good. do you know 2

“1 weoally don’t know.” - : E

“For bad, if he’s anything like Le used (o be,” grinned .

said Tom Merry

Lowther. -

D’Arcy tumied his cyeglass upon Lowther. :

* Weally, deah boy, you might give the chap a chance.” he
said. *‘He nearly died, and came neah bein’ buwied. " 1 have 3
no doubt at all that that has had a gweat effect upon him, and -
he certainly, seemed decent when he left.”

“ Quite true,” said Tom Merry.

* Now, my ideah,” said D’Arcy, coming further into the study,
and speaking very confidentially, * my ideah is to give the chap
a warm weception.”

** Rag him, do you mean ? * , :

“XNo: 1do net mean to wag him, Lowthah. I mean a-warm

. Copycighit in the United ’-S.tatgs’wjtyAiqngc



coption In the sense of makin’ much of him. We ought to

he can start with a clean bill of health, so to speak, Nobody

s t0 wemernbah anythin’ against him,”? " I
- “JT6ar, hear 1'% g -

I am very glad you appwove of my ideah, deah boys,” said
the-swell of St. Jim’s, looking very gratified. ‘I suppose you

ill agwee with me, then, that he ought to be gweeted with
mugical honours 272 . = =

‘“Musical honours | ¥ Yot

¥ Yaas, wathah! I have an idea that we could hire the

band fwom the tea-houss in Wylcombe, you know, and give

Thim & wegulah stunnin’ gweetin’.’* )

. And Arthur Augustus beamed upon the chums of the Shell,
evidently greatly pleased with his 1dea. N s
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lawther exchanged winks.
* There are only thrge In that band,’’ said Lowther.

emember, theyshad a piano, a fiddle, and a “cello.

get the piano here——"* ) R

“The pianist can play second fiddle on occasion, deah boy.

That is all)l wight.’? v N
. ‘“Even then they would hardly make enough row,’® said

Lowther, with-a shake of the head. * You see, what you want

on an occasion like this is plenty of row—it doesn’t matter about

‘being musical, but it must be a row—something on Elektra or

Salome lines, you know. Now, my idea is that we should wire

“I I
You couldn’t

tom-toms——" 2"
“Weally, Lowthah——% - P e s
“Or else get in a gang of road-menders, and provide them
~with mallets and rammers, and set them going,'t = -

*You uttah asg!’? :

o
{

.
E
o

¥
£

_*“Isn’t my wheeze ever so much better than Gussy 2’1
“ Héeaps ! ** said Tom Merry, '
~ “Piles ! ”’ said Manners. )

The swell of St. Jim’s jammed his eyeglass yet more tightly
Into, his eye, and surveyed the Terrible Three wrathfully. It
dawnéd upon him that they were making fun of him.

¥ wegard you 8.4 set of asses ! ” he exclaimed. “ I considah
my-ideah ‘wippin’! ‘When I suggested It to-Blake, he laughed
vewry wudely. I wegard him-as an ass ! Undah the circs——""

“When is Lumley arriving t * asked Tom Merry,

“Mid-day to-mowwow.
honahs is wippin’! If it were pwopahly awwanged, I should
he willing to join in with the voice. T could put in some tenog
bits with fine effect, I think.” ’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” roared the Terrible Three.

‘“ Weally, you boundahs——"" ;

.“But what hay Lumley-Lumley done 27! demanded Monty
> Lowther. ‘ Didn’t you say that bygones were to be bygones ? ™
“You fwabjous ags——"" :
2. “Well, you oughtn’t to be rough on & chapthe first day he’s
B back. You see——"" i
7 - Arthur Augustus made a rush into.the study. If there was
<. 'en® thing Arthur Avgustus could'not be patiently ragged upon,
- it was his tenor voice.
“You uttah ass !
up your hands!™ . )
-~ Lowther jumped up. T .
#77 Artbur Augustus brandished his fists, and made a Junge at
“Lowther. The humorist of the Shell dodged round the table,
- ““Come here, you uttah boundah ! ¥
~=  “Ha, ha, ha! ’

“You feahful asg——’1
* “Ha, ha, ha!’? . ?

_ Arthur Augustus dodged round the table after Lowilier.
~ Somehow Manners’ Jong legs got into the ivay, and the swell of
~ 8t. Jim’s rolled on the carpet.

° “Ha, ha, ha!’* roared the Terrible Three.

D’Arcy sat up and groped for his eyeglass.

i et

I wegard your wemarks as insultin’{ Put

His elegant attire
- was somewhat dusty, and his collar had burst from its stud,

=" “BaiJove!” he gasped. .

_ The Terrible Three roared. ) )

" “Yow ! You uttah asses! I am howwibly dustay ! 2
*“ Ha, ha, ha !’

o D’Arcy scrambled to his feet, his aristocratic face red and

. wrathful. :

. %1 shall have no wesource but to administah a feahful

thwashin’! ¥ he exclalmed, “Put up your hands, you
- wottahs |

*“Ha, ha, ha!”?

The, Terrible Three were rocking with laughter,  Arthur

“. "Augustus rushed at them blindly, hitting out.

.~ When Arthur Augustus was wild, he was very wild. He could
.- be most destructive when he was enraged. The' chums of -the
. - 8hell scattered from his attack, still roaring with Iaughter, and
- - the swell of St. Jim’s beat the emﬁty air with his fists,

. “MHelp! gasped Manners, * He’s dangeroys! !
*¥t’s hydrophebia | '* gasped Lowther, .. ’
2~ “Run for ﬂlx)e fire brigade 1. . e ‘
-Trae Gru Emrary.—No. 158,
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ke him . undahstand cleahly that bygones-aré bygones, and .

%0 the Shepherd’s Bush Exhibition for a dozen niggers to beat

“What do you fellows think ?°* asked Lowther blandly,

I considah that ideah of musical,
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- "““Ha, ha, hal’*

-No. 6.
 yeled: -

* Shriek for help ['™
“Ha, ha, ha ! ™% L i e
““ This is what comes of letting him out unmuzzled | %

D’Arcy, pink with rage, rushed at the chums of the Shel), He
caught Tom Merry this time, and hammered away at him
furiously. Tomn Merry clasped him round the waist, and lifted
him eff the floor, and D’Arcy’s blows were expended in space.

‘“ Weélease me ! 7 roared Arthur Augustus, -

Tom Merry gasped with laughter,

‘“ Weleage me, you uttah ass! I ordah you to,set me down
at once, so that I ean thwash you! ™

‘“H4d, ha, ha '™

“You feahful:waqttahs L' ’

Tom Merry bore the- ing swell of the School House to
the door, D’Arcy’s arms and legs were waving wildly in the air,

‘“ Welease me, you feahful wottah ! ’* he shrieked.,

Manners and Lowther yelled with laughter. Tom Merry
rushed into the passage with the swell of St. Jim’s balf sprawling
over his shoulders, and D’Arcy’s limbs going like elockwork in
all directions.

Down the Shell passage he went at top speed, with a rush
that took Arthur Augustus’ breath away.

** Ha, ha, ha !’ screamed Lowther. * Taking him home 71!

“Yes,”” panted Tom Merry.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

** You wottah—I pwotest—I Insist—ow ! ¥ .

Down the Fourth-Form passage went Tom Merry, and he
bumped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy against the door -of Study

There was a surprised exclamation within, and a voico

“ Come in, fathead ! ** . i

Tom Merry did not reply. He bumped D’Arcy on the doas
agein. D’Arcy’s boots crashed on the door as he struggled. .

The door was thrown open from within. Blake, Heiries,
and Digby glared cut wrathfully. Then they staggered hack
in surprise.

“ M-m-my hat ! ’ ejaculated Blake. - .

Tom Merry reeled into the study with his burden. He
plumped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy down breathless in the arm-
chair, and, without & word, strode from the study; shutting the"
door after him, :

e et 2

CHAPTER 2,
Tit for Tat.

ACK BLAKE stared at Arthur Augustus blankly. .
The swell of St. Jim’s sat gasping and gasping In the
chair, Every ounce of breath had gone out of hin, He
%ec;lmed to be able to do nothing but gasp like & newly.landed
sh. .
Blake, Herries, and Digby stared and grinned.
“Ow! Bai Jove! Ow!’? -
‘*What on earth have you been up to 2 ' demanded Blake,
‘Is that & new sort of gymnastics 772 .
“Yow—no!”
“Then what do you mean by it ?

¢

“Ow! I have been tweated with the gwossest diswespect §
*Well, you look as if you've been through a mangle,"” zaid

Herries. :
“Ow! Wow!#

“Or under a motor-car,’” said Digby. “I must say you're
a disgrace to any decent study. I hope no one will come in and
see you. It would be very awkward for all of us.”

" Very awkward ! *’ said Herries.

** Awiully awkward ! ** agreed Blake.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sat upright. .

* T wegard you as & set of uttah asses !’ he exelaimed,

“Good 1™

“And feahful ehumps !

“Go it!”

*And wotten boundahs!’?

‘ Hurray ! - -

Arthur Augustus, at a loss for words, gasEed for breaths
Blake sat down at the table again, and took up his pen,

I suppose we can get on with the washing if Gussy has done
blackguarding us,” he remarked, ’

“ Weally, Blake——"’

* Aren’t you finished ?** .

I have been tweated uttahly diswespectfully ! said Avthur
Augustus, “1I have been cawwied thwough the passage in a -
ludicwous mannah !

*“ Ha, ha, ha { * e .

‘T can see no cause whatevah for widiculous laughtah. Thig
whole studay has been insulted, and I wathah think it is up to ug
to put those Shell boundahs in their place {*>. :

Blake winked at Herries and Digby.

The dignity of the one and only Augustus had been affronted;
but that was no reason for raiding the chums ef the Shell, with
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whom Blake & Co. happened just then to be on particularly
good terms. Besides, there was work to be done, and if the time
were spent in rowing instead of working:it mesant trouble with
the Form-master in the morning.

“ Don’t you think you could treat them with silent contempt,
old chap ? " asked Jack Blake. ¢ Tt’s very effective, and it
saves time.”

‘“ A chap must considah his dig.” .

** Well, wait till you are insulted again, and then consider
both your digs. at once—I mean, avenge both insults at once.
Xf.you work two together in this way it saves time, and time
“is money, you know.”

““Ha, ha, ha ! : L.

“I wegard your suggestion as widicnlous, Blake. T insist
upon you fellows backin’ me up, and puttin’ those Shell wottahs
in their place!”

_Blake rubbed his nose thoughtfully. .

“ Of course, if they’ve treated Gussy with gross disrespect
something serious ought to be done,” Digby remarked. I
should suggest something lingering, with boiling oil in it.”

 Weally, Dig 2

*“ Look here!” said Blake. They've carried Gussy along
the passage, and bum?ed him down in this study, in the most
disrespectful manner !

“ Yaas, wathah t 7 - . .

“ It’s up to us to do as much to them, to keep up the honour
of the study, to say nothing of D’Arcy’s personal dig.”

¢ Yaas, wathah ! ”

¢ Hear, hear ! ” said Digby and Herries.

“It’s up to us,” went on Blake, solemnly, * to treat them in
exac,?ly the same manner, to show that they can’t swank over

1

** Quite wight, deah boy !

“.Then we’'ll do it!” .

“ Vewy good!”

“ You agree, D’Arcy.7”

¢ Yaas, wathah ! ”

*“ Go ahead, then ! ” said Blake, rising. * Collar him 1

Herries and Digby stared for a moment, and then they under-
stood. With a chuckle they closed in upon D’Arcy and collared
him, and Blake lent a hand. The swell of St. Jim's struggled

. frantically.

“ You uttah asses!” he Foared.
Stop it! Welease me at once!
chumps ?

“ We're going to give Tom Merry tit for tat ! He's carried you
here, and we’re going to carry you back ! He bumped you down
in this study; so we’re going to bump you down in his!”

“Ow! Yow! I——f—i—" ’ .

** Come on!”

“Bear a hand!"” ;

“Yow! Yawooh! You feahful asses! Welease me! T
did not mean anythin’ of the sort! You are silly chumps.!
Welease me! Ow!”

‘“Come on, you chaps!”

* Right-oh !

Arthur Augustus’s struggles were unavailing. The three
sturdy Fourth-Formers grasped him, and whirled him out of
the study. With arms and legs flying he was rushed along the
passage in the direction of the Shell quarters.

Fellows looked out of their studies to see what the din was
about, and roared with laughter at the scene.

“ Faith ! And phwat’s the matter ? " demanded Reilly of the
Fourth. 3
“ We're paying back Tom Merry in his own coin !

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”

“You uttah asses!” .

“ And avenging D’Arecy’s dig.,” Blake explained.

‘“Ha, ha,ha!”

‘“ Weleaseme! Ow! I ‘BaiJove! Ow!"

Right along the passage went the three Fourth-Formers,
with a rush. Right up to Tom Merty’s door they came like a
whirlywind. Blake kicked the door open, and they whirled in,
with Arthur Augustus struggling on their shoulders.

Tom Merry and his chums sprang up. They had been half-
expecting a raid. But at the sight of Arthur Augustus doing
the “ fiying angel ”’ they roared. - :

* Ha, ha, ha!”’

- " Here you are !’ panted Blake.

¢ Bump him down !’

“Yow! Welease me! Bai Jove! Oh!”

. Bump ! Arthur Augustus bumped down into Tom Merry's
armchair. He lay there gasping. Blake grinned at the Terrible
Three.

* Borry to interrupt you,” he exclaimed; “but you had
insulted D’Arcy, and we were-bound to treat you in the same
way. The honour of Study No. 6 is avenged !

* Ha, ha.ha ! ”’ -

And Blake, Herries, and Digby retired breathlessly from the
study.

Arjthur Augustus sat in the afmchair and gazped.

- The Terrible Three roared. :

“ What are you up to?
What are you up to, you

”

7
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Arthur Augustus groped for his eyeglass. and jammed it into -
his eye. e gazed at the chums of the Shel with a gaze that
ought to have withered them. Aol

But they did not wither, they roared ! 2 Bl

“ I wogard you as beasts ! * said D’Arcy. “I wegard Blake "
and the west as beasts ! I wegard you all with fearful despision
—I mean contempt ! Wats ! :

And Arthur Augustus retired from’ the study, and closed the
door with a slam-that could be heard througliout the Schqol .
House. The Terrible Three collapsed into their chairs, and
shrieked till they could shriek no longer.

Arthur Augustus did not return to Study No. 6. It was true .4

One. Pennv. o e

" that his personal dignity had been very much injured. But he

did ndot want Blake & Co. to avenge it any more.

CHAPTER 3.
The Outsider Arrives. *

¢ UMLEY-LUMLEY’S coming to-day !” 5 By
” That was the great item of news in tLe School on
the following morning.

Both Houses took a deep interest in the matter i but the
School House especially, for Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had been
a School House boy, and would naturally return to his old
quarters, .

What would he be like ?

Lumley-Lumley’s career at St. Jim’s had been a curious one.
His early years having been passed in a wandering life, in many
cities, before his father's accession to wealth, Lumley-Lumley
had brought to the School a knowledge of the world that was
very much out of place in & Fourth-Form junior. :

He had reckiess ways—he was, in fact, in many respects’a
blackguard. He had little regard for his word, and little for the
truth. He had had some gqualities—cool, unfailing courage
and nerve among them. But they weighed little in the balance
in his favour. P

The fellows_could never like him. He was caled the Outsider,
from first to last. His illness, and his narrow escape from death
had softened all hearts towards him. Tom Merry & Co. had made
friends with him before he left. y 2

He had gone away for his health. Now fe was returning,
after but a brief absence. What would he be like 2 The softer
and kinder side of his nature, which had shown during his
illness, and after it—would that remain ? Or would he be the
reckless and cynical Outsider of old ¢ The fellows could not tell.
But it wag agreed that he should be given & chance. All the
decent set in the School House wers agreed upon that.

Lumley-Lumley had sinned deeply. enough. But if he had
repented, if he meant to do well, it was. best to let bygones be
bygones. And although Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s idea of &
musical greeting was not adopted, it was intended to give hima'a
cordial welcome. '

In fact, as the juniors sat in class that morning, they were
mostly thinking of the coming of Lamley-Lumley, especially
the Fourth—that being the Form to which the outsider of
St. Jim's belenged. .

1Figgim of the New House whispered an inquiry to D’Arey in
class.

* What time do you expect him, Gussy 2

* Half-past twelve twain, deah boy !

“Good! We'll all meet him!” ¢

“ Yaas, wathah ! "

** Not a bad idea to stand a big feed, just to celebrate his coming
Egcllcl.” Fatty Wynn remarked. * He would be bound to take it
cindly.”

“ And if he didn’t you would, wouldn't you, Fatty ?** Blake
remarked, - ,

There was a chuckle, and Mr. Lathom looked round.

¢ Silence in class, please ! " said the little Form-master.

And the subject of Lumnley-Lumley dropped for the time.

When the class was dismissed, many of the juniors went to the
gates to wait for the arrival of Lumley-Lumley. Others gathered .
about the School House door, or before the fire in tha hall, for
the weather was very cold. E ’

There was a-shout from the quadrangle at last.

‘“He's-coming ! " ’

“ Here he is 1 "

“ Look out !

A cab, piled with luggage, had driven iu at the gates of St.
Jim’s. A shout from the fellows greeted it.

‘“ Halloa, Lumley-Lumley ! '

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley sat in the cab.

The Outsider looked very much the same as his old self—
there was still the half-sneering curl to the lip, the eurious glint . ™
in the eyez. But his cheeks were tanned by a southern sun; and. _
he looked stronger and better. - te

The cab stopped before the house.  The juniars crowded out.
There was a rush to shake hands with Jerrold Lumley-Lumley: -

The Outsider—no one called him the Outsider now, by the
way—jumped frogn the cab, with a grin on his face, shaking
hands with fellow after felow. e

He was evidently glad to be back at St. Jim’s. Hse was just .
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88 €v 1denﬂy p!eaeed with the hearty and spontsmeous greetmg
he received. The suggestion of a sneer vanished from his face,
end his keen, hard eyes gleamed with a softer light,

““Welcome home, Lum}ey 1

*“Here you are again }’
_“ Shake, old chap!”
 Hope you're better !*’

2 Glad to see you again!”

“here was no doubt about the heartiness of the greeting.
{ello]xz; crowded up from all sides to shake hands with Lumtey-
-5 Lam

“ I guess 'm glad to be back,” =axd Lumley-Lumnley. “ This
is very decent of you ! I'm glad you're pleased to see me {
** Of course we are ! "’ said Tom Merry,
" -* Pleased as Punch ! ” said Figgins.
Lumley Lumley laughed.
I hope you'll remain glad,” he said.  * Look heze,
_Ayon d}apc- We had some bad times when I was here before—-
~ *'Qh, that’s all ovah, deah boy | -
L B}goneq are bygones|”’
.1 guess so. But I want to say that that’s what I feel—
bygoues are bygones, and it’s all over,” said Lumley-Lumley.
% We shall go on a new tack in the future. That’s all.”
* Hear, hem L R
" Hurray | ’

Half a dozen fellows gathered round Lumle5 Lumley, and
sseorted him into the School House. Torx Merry took his cap,
and Lowther his coat. Blake relieved him of his gloves, and
Digby pushed up a stool before the fire for him.

S Lumley-Lumley was both surprised and pleased; it was
* .. easy to zee that. And if the Outsider’s present mood lasted,
- _there was no doubt that all would go well with him at St. Jim’.
“But would it last 2 That was the question—a question that

" was lurking in Tom Merry’s mind all the time. But he tried

- to_disiniss it. Upon one point he was sincere and determined—

- the Outsider of'St. Jim’s should have every chance.

When the juniors went into dinner, Lumley-Lumley was,
. of eourse, with the Fourth-Formers. Levison, of the Fourth,

. ;met_him at the, door of the dining-room. Lumley-L\lmley
rtnted a little, and then shook hands with him,

Y ou're still here 7 he said.
2N Lenmn stared at him,
=~ Sl here 17 he repeated
2 hG)E' 21

The Outsider grinned.

** Oh, I guess the p}ace might have got fed up with you ?”
e replied. ' But I don’t want to be ungrateful. You found
1 was alive when the doctors were gomg to bury me in a trance,
~ . 1 sha’n’t forget that.”
; “You didn’t seem to remember it a moment ago.”
3 “1 do remember it,” said Lumley-Lumley quietly, 1
never forget a service—or an injury. If I can do anything fm
yen, at any time, to pay you back for what you've done, you've
only to say s0.”

Levizon’s eyes glimmered. That was what he had angled for—
he wanted the friendship of. the millionaire’s son. ~Lumley-
7 Lumley’s character did not matter to him in the least. What

~ hewanted was a rich friend in the school. He understood little

* uf Lumley’s motives, but what the Outsider said was very

- _pleazant to him to hear,
ol ““Good ! ” he said. * You'll be in my study.”

BatLl | was with Mellish when I was here before.”

“T'm in Mellish’s study, too.
Oh, Isee!?” .

s Lum]ey-Lum]ey sat dewn at the dinner-table. It was- not
;.8 good augury for the future of the Outsider that he should be
“ in_the same study with the two least reputable members of

. the Form. But that could not be helred His old quartérs

Were naturally assigned to him.
Blake & Co. made it a point to be very agreeable to Lumley-
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Lumle fy during dinnet. - They wanted it to be clear to him that
their friendship was to be had, if he chose to have it. And
there was no doubt that the Qutsider, se far, chose to have it.
He was on the best of terms with the chums of Study No. 6
when they went inte the "“Form-rcom for afterneon classes.
After:lessons that day, as it was now light enough for footer
Eractnce after classes, Lumley-Lumley was berne off to the ground

y Blake & Co.

“ You feel up to playing, I suppose ? ”” asked Blake, * You're
loeking a jolly lot better than you did when you went away { ™

Lumley-Lumley laughed.

“T'm as fit as a fiddle 1 ®

* What about your “illness 777

* It’s gone.

 Quite gone ?**

“ The doctors think it has quite worked out of my »y»tem,
said Lumley-Lumléy. “1I hope they're right, Anyway, I'm
fit enough. FH play, with plea\ure

“Good egg !t

And Lunley-Lumley showed that
he joined in the footer practice,
heartily on the shoulder.

“Good! Youwre fit for the junior team 1” he exclaimed.

* The School House are playing the New House to-morrow
aftemoon T'll speak’'to Tom Merry about it, and I've not the
ledst doubt he’ll shove you in the team.”

And Tom Merry did!

The Outsider of St. Jim’s went to bed that mghﬁ n a very
contented frame of mind, and undoubtedly the auspices were
good for his future eareer at St. Jim’s. But would it last ?
That was a question that many of the fellows were asking
themselves,

he was fit enough when
Jack Blake slapped him

CHAPTER 2.
Two Rascals!

EVISON, of the Fourth, stood with bis hands thrust deep

” into his trousers pocket», under the ehns outside the
School House. It was a bright, keen morning, end

the nip of frost in the air made it all the more enjoyable. A
bunch of juniors were puntmg a footer about—Tom Merry,
Blake, Lowther, Figgins, D’Arcy, and a good Many Imore.
Their merry laughter and shouts rang clearly in the frosty air.
Levison stood watching them. There was an unpleasant glitter
in Levison’s eyes, and a very unpleasant curl to his lip, The
scene was cheering enough but ‘Levison was not enjoying it.

“* Come on, Levison | ”* called out Herries, as he came out of
the house and ran to join the punters.

Levison did not reply, or stir. Hé had no faney for that reugh
exercise, and he was in no mood for good-fellowship. He
started a little as he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned his
head slightly, and saw Mellish, the cad of the Fourth. Mellizh
gave him a sour grin. '

* You seem interested,” he remarksd.

“Andyou?” .

“ Oh, very ! ** And Mellish sniggered.

Lumley Lumley’s palled on to Tom Merry and Blﬂ}\e sm]
their lot soon enough,” Levisen remarked slowly. * 1 bard!
ovpected that.”

‘Tt won’t last 1”” said Melh\h.

“ Don’t you think so 2

“I'm sure not ”?

T Well, you ve had a Jonger e\penmee of -Lumley-Luniley
than I have,” said Levison slowly. I suppose you ought to
know.” '

Mellish shrugged his shoulders. i

“It’s all right now,” he remarked. 'Fhey re all feeliny
jolly good and chummy, beeause it’s Lwumnley’s first day here,
Wait till they get used to him, and he gets used to them. ThaL 5
more“;nflporf,tant He’s going to play footer this afternoon.”

“e e ? b

“Well, T rather fancy he’s going to play his old tricks,”
grinned Mellish. ‘ Luniley is crooked all through. Re couldu’t
play a fair and decent game to save his life. Fie'll foul come-
body, or keep the ball when he'ouglit to pass, or something of t]xe
sort. 1 know him. 7That will be the first rift in the lute.”

Levison nodded thoughtfully.

‘ But suppose he plays the game ?**

“He won’t. But if he does, I tell you he’s hound to get <ick
of the goedy-gaody tack soon. He’'ll begin to pine for his ¢ld
amusements at'the Green Man.  He's bound to want to play
cards and break bounds. He’s got it in his bones.  You wait
till the first flush of his return has worn off. You'll ree ! ?

¢ Look here;” said- Levison, “I understand you, and ycu
understand me.’ -

* I think so,”” said Mellish.

1 want Lumley to chum with me, but I'll share whm 8
going thh you if we can work it between us,’” said Levizon
frapkly. “If he sticks to Tom Merry ‘& €o., where do we
come mn ¥ .

B~ WOLVES OF THE DEEP,”
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* We don't come in at all.”

“ Exactly. Tom Merry and the rest don’t want us,.even if
wo felt inclined to turn over a new leaf and play good-little-
Jimmy-at-school, which we don't.”

‘* Not much !”

* Then we've got to get him away from them.”

“I'mont”

“ We can do it. He’s in our study, for one thing. His old
habits are bound to break out-in time, and then i

‘“ Then we shall have him.”

¢ Exactly, I- Oh! Yow!”

Biff ! ;

Levison was so intent upon his discussion with Mellish, that
he had not noticed the bunch of players swaying in his direction.
{he ball suddenly came out og) the press like a pip from an
orange, and it smote Levison fairly upon his somewhat prominent
nose. Levison gave & howl, and staggered back. Back he
went, two, three paces, and then he sat down.

Recent rain had left puddles in the quadeangle, and the
frost had crusted them over. There was a crack of thin ice
as Levison sat in & puddle.

“Ow !
‘ Ha, ba, ha ! ” rosred Tom Mervty. “ Sorry. Ha, ha, ha!”
“Yow! Groo!” .

Mud was plastered over Levison’s face—mud was in his eyes
and his nose. Even Mellish was yelling with laughter.

“Sorry ! gasped Blake. “ Ha, ha! Sorry!”

“Yras! Wathah! Ha, ha, hat"”

Levison staggered to his feet. His face waz smothered,
and his trousers dripped with muddy water. Through the
mud én his face the skin flamed red with rage.

“ Hang you!™ he shriecked, * You did that on purpose,
Tom Merry ! ”

“Ha, ha! It was Figgins booted the ball.”

¢ Borry,” said Figgins. ‘‘ Ha, ha! Really !

*‘ You—you rotter ”

“ Oh, cheese that!” said Figgins sharply. “It was an
accident. If you had been playing, instead of hanging about
and slacking, it wouldn’t have happened. On the ball, you
chaps !’ .

" Hurray ! Buck up!”
. The players closed round the footer again, and rushed it off.

Levison dabbed his face with his pocket-handkerchief, and

Ha, ha!”

‘gave them evil looks. There was a great deal of evil in Ernest

Levison’s ngture when it was roused.
Mellish chuckled.. .

“ You won't do it much good with that,” he said. “ You’d

hetter go and get a wash before the bell goes for¥brekker. Your
bags want changing, too.”

* Hang them ! ” ‘

‘ With pleasure! Ha, ha, hat"

Levison, with an evil look, started for the house. Mellish

strolled away a safe distance from the punters. Levison was
still looking evil, but much cleaner, when the juniors came in
to breakfast. . . .

There was a red and healthy glow in Lumley-Lumley’s cheeks,
and a clear light in his eyes. He had enjoyed the punt about,
and it had done him good. Levison joined him as they left the
dining-room after breakfast. ’

¢ Half-holiday this afternoon !V he remarked.

Lumley-Lumley nodded.

¢ Coming out ? "

€t CaDYt ! kR

“ Why not ¢’

¢ Playing footer.”

¢ Oh, come, you are not taking that up. are you?’ said
Levison banteringly. *“ Look here, if you come with me, I can
promise you some fun.

Lumley-Lumley shook his head.

£ I’'m playing footer against the New House,” he said,

Levison sneered. -

* How long is that sort of thing going to fast # > he agked.

‘“ All the time I’m at St. Jim’s, I hope,” the Outsider replied
guietly.. ‘I know what you are thinking of, Levison. You've
heard about what I used to do. But U'm done with all that
for good now.”

“You’ve turned over a new leaf ? *’

[ Yes.7!

*“And become a good little boy ? **

“You can put it that way if you like,”
quietly.

¢ Oh, if you are on the goody-goody tack, and you've turned
yourself into a humble follower of Tom Merry, I’ve nothing more
to say,’”’ said Levison, with & disdainful shrug of the shoulders.

Lumley-Lumley reddened. - oo

“I'm not & humble follower of anybody,” he exclaimed,

“Oh, T don’t care—keep it up! When you’ve wasted time
in sucking up those fellows, vou’ll find out, I daresay, what they
really think of you.”

“I believe they think well of me.”

“Rats! They’re spoofing you.”

suid Luwnley-Lumley
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Lumley-Lumley turned pale.
quite home. -
“ Why should they spoof me ? ' he said. . N

* Oh, they're taking all this trouble because you’ve been &

13

eaough, I promise you.”’
Lumley-Lumley looked at him steadily.
‘I don’t believe you,” he said quietly.

And he turned away without snother word, leaving Lovison

biting his lips.

P

CHAPTER 5.
Unchanged.

HERE was a goodly crowd on the junior ground that
afternoon to see the House match.
generally excited some interest ; but the fact that Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley was playing for the School House, brought many
fellows round the ropes, who would not otherwise have been thero.
Tom Merry had given Lumley-Lumley a place in the junior
House team, and the Qutsider looked very fit when he appeared
on the ground with Tom Merry & Co.
All the fellows round the ropes looked at bim,
There was no denying that he looked very fit, and quite capablo
of putting up & good game—if he chose.

Levison and Mellish were in the crowd, quite as l;eerx!v'~.r

interested as anybody there. They did not care a button f

the footer, and it mattered nothing to them vhether their House -

won or lost. ;
But they were very keen to see how the Outsider shaped.

Levison firmly believed that the old Adam, so to speak, was .= -

too strong in Lumley-Lumley for him to play the game all

through, and keep in with Tom Merry & Co. for any length of -
Mellish would gladly have believed the same; but he was -

time.
not so sure about it as Levison was.

Lumley-Lumley glanced across at the two as he came oub -

with the team., Perhaps the keen Outsider guessed what they
were thinking of, for a cynical smile crossed his lips—a smila
that made him look very like the old Outsider the fellows had
once known.

Close by Levison and Mellish were a group of the Third, inky,,
cheeky young rascals, with-Wally at their head—Wally D’Arcy,
the younger brother of the great Arthur Augustus.

With Wally was Joe Frayne, the little ragamuffin whom Tom

Merry had brought to St. Jim’s, and whom Wally had made a
chum of in the teeth of the whole Third Form. Wally, by sheor

The ill-natured shot had gona -

naughty boy, and they’re going to reform you,” sneered Levison.
en they get tired of the amusement, they’ll drop you fast:

House mstches

force of character, was forcing the Third to take up JSoe, much .. !

against the will of many of them. -

* Lumley looks all right,”” Wally remarked. * My only Aunt
Jane ! I believe the Outsider is going to run straight at lagt,
you know.”’ .

“Rats ! " said Jameson of the Third.

‘“Give the chap & chance, Jimmy,” said Wally.

“It ain’t in him,” said Jameson.

*Oh, you shut up! " said Wally.
at something.
on Lumley.”

Jameson sniffed.

“I know what I know,’” he said.

“ You’re always carping
Now you’ve left off chipping Joe, you’re starting

“ And that wouldn’t fill a dictionary, would it ? > suggested -
no reply ready to this remark, .

Wally. And Jameson having
contented himself with snorting.

The whistle went, blown by Lefevre of the Fifth, who wag
refereeing in the House match. There was a rumour that
Kildare, of the Sixth, the captain of St. Jim's, intended to give
the match a look-in, so every fellow on the ground was on hix
mettle. Every junior player was keen to shine in the eyes of
the St. Jim’s skipper. .

Tom Merry & Co. rushed things from the begining. But for
Fatty Wynn in goal, they would have scored early and often.

But the fat Fourth-Former was a giant in goal, and as fast as
the leather was pelted in to him, he booted or fisted it out.

There was & serene smile on Fatty Wynn's face all the time.
Fatty Wynn was fully conscious of his powers in goal. Aud
the New House fellows cheered their champion loudly. They
were proud of Fatty Wynn between the sticks.

Figgins & Co. got going at last, however, and they came down
upon the School House defence like a hurricane.
House forwards were rolling on the ground as the New. House
rush swept on, and one of them was Lumley-Lumley. .

The Outsider picked himself up with all the good-humour
gone out of his face. . ’

The old expression was there—hard und untamed. -

He dabbed a splash of red from his nose. .He had had a hard
knock, and the fact that it had been wholly accidental, did not
make it any the more pleasant—to the Outsider, at least.

It was Kerr who had charged him over, and robbed him of the
ball—a perfectly fair charge, if ever there was one, but Lufnley-
Lumley had fallen clumsily. . - : .

The New House players were streaming on for goal.
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“ Laok out in goali”

~“Play up!” o
= Hurray ! Well saved !’
**Well saved, sir!”’
“"And the play went swaying back to wid-ficld.
_ Luinley-Lumley threw himself into it again, with & hard face
and glinting eyes. He had a gleaming eye upon Kerr now.
> Down-came the New House line once 1nore, passing briliiantly.
There was rush and scramble, and seramble and rush, and the
8chool House had the ball from them, snd Kerr rolled on the
ground with & sharp ery. - . ..
“Then there was a roar,
**Foul!”
* Penalty ! ’*
*Foul! ™’
vt Y‘ah ! k2]
Cad ! ”
“At his 6id tricks again!” .
The whistle rang out shrilly.
‘. Figgins ran to Kerr and helped him up. The forward was not
much hurt, and after leaning on Figgy’s shoulder for a minute,
breathing deeply, he was himself again.
 Lumley-Lumley stood ™ with clouded brows.

i tapped him on the shoulder.

: **You tripped Kerr,” he said.

... Tho Outsider looked him in the eyes,

..+« It was accidental,” he said.

% “You aresure ? -

- “Honour bright ! 't .
“Tom Merry looked at Lim doubtfully. Some of the New

Tiouse fellows in the crowd were shouting for a penalty. 'The

New House were nos entitled to & penclty kick, but undoubtedly

* -the 8chool Houso player had been in the wrong. But it was

Lumley-Lumley’s first day at St. Jim’s, and Figgins & Co. did
not. want to be hard on him. Lefevre, the referee, catching the
desire of the New House players on the subject, judiciously saw
. nothing. - .
“"Phe.play was resumed.

- ... But feelings were changing with regard to Lumley-Lumley.
-~ -Haq that tripping been an accident ? ;
Few believed so.

_ . Least. of all did Levison and Mellish believe so.  They
?mlm»nggd a: look of satisfaction as they noted what had
“happened. - .

T -**Same old Outsider ! ”” murmured Mellish.’

“ Yes, rather !’ said Levison. * Just the same!’?

“What did I tell you ? ** said Jamesen to Wuily,
Wally grunted. L
** Ttamust have been an accident.”
“.Jameson grunted back. . A
I saw Lim put out his foet. Didn’t

Tom Merry

. ‘*‘Accident be blowed !
. -you, Curly -~
-** What-ho !’ said Curly Gibson.
.. - **Same old rotter ! ’ said Jameson.

. *Crikey !’ remarked Joe Frayne.
‘on purpose, Master Wally 1 *2

‘Wally was silent. 5
- 'He more than half thought so himself. Most of the fellows
_round the ropes thought that Lumley-Luiley had tripped Kerr
£ deliberately.

But he was given the benefit of the doubt. .

1t remained to be seen what would heppen before the match
finished. The Outsider, whether he was aware of it or not,
was on his triel. ... ' o

The first half of the match finished without a score.

1 théughb it was done

¥

L T ST S-S

-~ In the second half, Lumley:Lumley was playing hard, and he
still looked very fresh.
" Twice he came near to scering, but was beaten in goal by Fatty
Wynn. On the second occasion 'Fom Merry called to him.

%~ *'Pass the ball, Lumley—don’t keep it to yourself so much.

: Centre had a chance then ! ”’
o Lumley-Lumley’s lip: curled. L
g .'Phere was quite his old look upon his face,

- *Do you hear ? *’ called out Tom Merry sharply.

. - 'Phen the Outsider remembered himself..
3 “*Yes; all serene!’’ he said.
* **Well, remember !
[N “P’ll remember !’ - : N
77 sAnd Lumley-Lumley played the game a little more aiter that.
{* But towards the finish—the duck still unilioken on both sides—
Y7, he slipped again. ;

The School House forwards had brought the hall right up to
the New House goal, and it had gomo out to Luinley-Lumley on
the wing. .

“The Outsider was tackled keenly, but he had a gocd chance -

i~ to=send the leather in to Jack Bluke.
He did not take it. R C
_ ‘He'had a sporting chance et goal, and e chose that rather
* than the certainty, or almost cerfainty, that would have acerued
irom passing to Blake. DR FE g M

He kicked for goal! . = .
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Tom Merry gritted his teeth. = :

He knew Wxat that kick would never answer with Fatty Wynn,
though it would have eaught some goel-keepers napping.

Fatty Wynn, in fact, grinned as he dealt with the shot. He
fisted it out, and Pratt cloared easily to mid-field, =

The School House chance was gone, and the Outsider of St.
Jim’s had thrown it away ! .

There was a yeil from the crowd,

“Yah! Play the game!’* .

Lumley-Lumley bit his lips. ‘ :

Tom Merry gave him a look, but did not speak.. It was useless
to speak. He felt that it was his fault for-giving the Qutsider
this chance. He had thrown the game away, as & matter of
fact, for there was no time for further attempts. The whistle
went with the score at love all

With a blank score-sheet on either side, the junlors tramped
off the field. Ty

Lumley-Lumley was angry and dissatisfied with himself, and
with everybody else. He expected reproaches, but he did not
receive them, No one said & word to him on the subject of that
wasted goal, as the players changed into their clothes.

But Lumley-Lumley knew what they were thinking of, and
his brow was black, and the old unpleasant glint was in his eyes.
He knew what a bad beginning he had made, and ' he knew that
every fellow at St. Jim’s knew i% too, :

CHAPTER 6.
" Tréuble Ahead. -

OM MERRY went into his study in the School House with
1 Manners and Lowther. There was & shadow on Tom’s
usually cheery face. ’ [

The result of the House match had been very uﬁsaéisfactoiy; ‘

Both teams had been in good form, and a big score could not
e expected on either side, but the School House had had at

That chance haid been lost! - : i >

The Terrible Three were silent on the subject for some time.
But at last Monty Lowther, looking up from making toast at
the blazing fire, burst out : ) . .

“1t won't do, Tom { ** -~

“What won’t do ? ”’ asked Tom Merry unoasily.

.. Playing Lamley ! ? :

Tom Merry was silent. .

“Tt jolly well won’t do,”” said Manners, * Do you belicve
that he fouled Kerr accidentally, Tom 2 ** - i

I hope it accidental.™ :

“But do you think so ?°?

“T don’t know what to think.’?

¢ And that goal—he threw it away.”*

% Well, that’s so.”

“ The game was ours.’

Tom Merry nodded. ’ .

-1 don’t want to be hard on him,’” he said,

Monty Lowther glared.

* But you won’t play him again ?

“I don’t know.” : : o

“You can’t!” exclaimed Manners, vehemently. ¢ Look
here, wo have another House match next week. You can’t
piay Lumley.” . o =

Tom Merry did not speak. . - )

Manners and Lowther stared -at him. Their looks showed
how deeply they took the matter to heart. ’

* Look here, Tom, you can’t play him.””

“QOh, let it stand over now,” said Tom Merry.
&ll ! I hoped he had stopped all that sort of thing.”

“ But he hasn’t.”’

It appears not. But-——"! :

“Tt’s in his blood,” said Lowther. ‘It’s bred in the bone.
He was & rank outsider at the start, and he’ll remain & rank
outsider till the finish.’?

I hope not.””- .

* Oh, you're & tender-hearted chump,’” said Lowther, politely.
“You want o stick to him because he was ilk—because he’s
been away——""

1 can’t forget that I stood by his bedside, when we all
believed he was dying, and took his hand,” said Tom Merry
in a low voice. ‘I can’t forget that, Monty. I want to stand
by him if I possibly can.’? | :

““Well, stand by him, then, but don’t play him in House
matches,” growled Lowther,

“That’s my view,” said Manners.
the chap. But dow’t -pile him

matches.”’

’

“ Hang it

T don’t suggest dropping
on us in the House

** Besides—hallo,l ~What do these ‘Fourth Form chaps

weant ?

Blake, Herries, Dighy and Arthu.‘l‘fAugust\Ls“D’Arey éame -

into the study. They were all looking very serious. *
Tom Merry Jooked at them with & worried expression. He
could guess their errand from their Jooks. LA
“Well, what is it ? ” he asked. L
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The Fourth-Formers fooked at ‘one another. They had

‘svidently come there to-speak plainly to Tom Morry, but they

were a little diffident about beginning. .

* Look hera—— !’ hegan Blake.

‘‘ Bettah leave it to me, pewwaps, deah boys.”” remarked
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Pewwaps I can put it a little
bettah to Tom Mewwy.”’ -

“*It’s like this—— " began Dig.

“ Weally, Dig—-—""

“ You see——"'.started Herries.

- * Weally, Hewwies——! *’ ) Co

*“Oh, come to the. point,” said Tom Morry, a litile crossly.
" What is it all about ? 1f you've come to tea. it’s all right.
Say-so!” -

“ We haven’t come to tea.” y

“ Wathah not, deah boy. We've come to explain that we

wegard it as a bad ideah to put Lumley-Lumley into the House
toam.’™
“Oh, rats ! *?
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——! "
“Bosh !
- *Look-here,” exclaimed Jack Blake, nottled. ** you can say
rats and bosh as much as you like, but we all think the same as
Gussy. We don’t blame you for having given Lumley-Lumley
& trial ; T’'m sure we all hoped he had turned over a new leaf ! %
“ Yaas, wathah!" .

: “But he’s made it pretty clear that he hasn't ! ¥

“ Yaas, wathah! Quite cleah, deah boy.”
- *“ And so he ought to be dropped from the team.”

Tom Merry was silent. He could not but admit that there
was justice in what the chums of the Fourth said. At the same
time, he was unwilling to be hard upon the Outsider. He
believed that Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was doing his best.

“Well, what do you say, Tom Merry 7" asked Digby. his
voice Msing.

“T’ll think about it.”’

““ Haven’t you thought it out yet ? ' asked Herrios.

“Well, no.” - .

“Then it’s time you had.”

‘ Yaas, wathah.”

¢ Look here, I'm junior footer captain, I believe,” exclaimed
Tom Merry, warmly ; “I can make up my tear how I choose ! **

“Well, if you put it like. that——"" said Blake. taken some-

_vhat aback.

“I want time to think it out, anyway.”

Blake’s eyes glittered. ;

“The winning goal was thrown away by Lumley-Lumley.”
he said ; “I don’t want you to drop the chap: I only say. don't

play him in House matches.” .
“That’s weally vewy weasonable, Tom Mewwy."”

“And I know Manners and Lowther think so. too,” said )

Digby.

The chums of the Shell were silent, In- their hearts they
agreed with the Fourth-Formers, but they would not say a word
against their chum.

Toem Merry looked very worried. .

““ Well, leave it over for the present,” he said: “it’s a week
to the House match, enyway.”

¢ Yaas, but: i .

““Well, you can choose the team if you like.” said Blake,
hotly. “That’s your bizney, just as you say. But if you
ehoose Lumley-Lumley, you can choose another ‘fellow as well,
to take my place.”

* “Look here, Blake——" s
" “ Yaas, wathah, and anothah fellow to take my place, deah
oV,

** And mine ! said Dighy.

““ And mine, rather ! said Herries, |

And with that the Fourth Form chums stamped out of the
study, end Jack Blake closed the door after him with con.
siderable force. - . )

Manners and Lowther looked grimly at their leader.

*“You see how the other fellows take it,” Lowther remarked.

“Yeés, I see.”

*“Then it’s time for you to climb down.”

““Oh, give us & rest ! *’

‘‘ Look here——"" )

The study door re-opened. The red, cheery face of Reilly
of the Fourth looked in. He nodded to the chums of the Shell.

‘* Faith, and it’s & word I'd like to have with ye, Tom Merry,”
he remarked. . ’

‘* Ob, go ahead ! said Tom Merry, resignediy.

‘“ Sure, it’s about Lumley-Lumley.”

“I could guess that.” :

“I don’t blame ye for giving him & chance,” said Reilly.
*We were all agreed on that, intirely. Bui you wou’t play
him next week in the House match 2

“I don’t know."” .

¢ Faith, and I—* .

¢ Oh, buzz off ! *’ exclaimed Tom Merry, exasporated.
gotting fed up with the subject.’”

Reilly grinned.

“I'm
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“ Sure, and the others have been goin® for ye about it, I supe
pose,” he observed.
Lumley——"

“*I.don’t say 80.'* .
" “Then ye're going to play him 7

“1 haven't decided."’

“ Faith, and I——2

‘“Oh, buzz off ! **

‘‘ Sure, and——"" . :

Tom Merry grasped a loaf, and raised it in. the air.
dodged out of the study and slamined the door.

Tom Merry turned very red.

“* Hang it all ! ** he exclaimed.
being junior football captain. There’s no doing right, anyway,
in that positiont ™.

“ Well, you see——"’

-

Monty Lowther was interrupted by the door opening. again.

Kangaroo of the Shell put his head in,-and Clifton Dane looked
over his shoulder, ’

" ** Just looked in to speak a word,” said Kangaroo, cheerfully,

*“ About Lumley,” added Clifton Dane,

Tom Merfy jumped up.

% “I've had enough of Lumley ! " he bawled. .
s B"lt_"’“‘"b . .
<1 say——'
Whiz !

The loaf flew through the air. Kangardo popped back just
in time, treeding on Dane’s feet, and shut the door.  The loaf
crashed on the door, and rolled on the study carpet.” z
" “Yow!” growled Dane, dancing on one foot. ¢ Grbo!
You've squashed my toe.” ' '

“Sorry ! 7 ,grinned . Khngaroo.
excited about something.”

*Groo ! ” . .

Kangaroo opened the study door again cautiously.

Bang ! ) )

It was a cushion this time that crashed on the door., The
Cornstalk chuckled, and closed it, and did not open-it again.

The Terrible Three had their tea in & most uncomfortable
mood. The usual cheeriness of that meal in Tom Merry’s
study was gone. AR &

. It alinost seemed as if the first rift in the Iute had appeared,

#nd as if there would be a break in the friendship ‘that had

always seemed unassailable.

cause division and sirife among the Terrible Three themselves ¥

CHAPTER 7.
Straight from the Shoulder. .

ERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY met Tom Merry when ilo
hero of the Shell came down, some time later.  Tom

)

“Tom Merry seems to be

Merry’s face was clouded.
with Manners and Lowther. And he was not pleased to see the
Outsider. He had stood up for Lumley-Lumley against his own
friends ; but he was annoyed and exasperated with the Outsider
for causing so much trouble,
game ! g

But he hadn’t! It did not seem to be in Jerrold Lumley-
Lumley to play the game. Lumlby-Lumley greeted Tom Merry
very cordially, but with a lurking watchfulness in his keen eyes.

“I guess I ought to apologise for what happened this after-
noon !’ he exclaimed, with much frankness, “I know . I
didn’t play up as I ought to have done ! ~

* We all know you-didn’t !’ said Tom Merry grimly. -

Lumley-Lumley flushed. : " s

I was excited ! ” he said, “It’s my first footer-match for
a long time !’ o

“Well, that’s 8o, of course. But you might have played
" said Tom Merry. i

“T guess I'm sorry ! Do you mean to say that you've heen
put to any trouble through it ? >’ the Outsider asked, .

“Yes, of course!”

“The fellows have grumbled ¢ ** ) o

“ Nearly every fellow in the team has been to my siudy
grousing about it ! "’

Lumley-Lumley’s eyes glittered.

“They want you to drop me out of the team ? *’ he asked. .

“ Of course ! :

¢ And are you going to do it 2 . . /

1 don’t know ! » . -

Lumley-Lumley started,

“Then you may ?” L

“Yes, I may. In any case, I never told you you could con-

sider yourself & permanent member of the House team,” said,
* You could not, in any case, expect to be played.

Tom Merry.
in efery match.” )
“That means that you are geing to drop me out for the
House match next week, I suppese, to come to plain English ? 2’
said Lumley-Lumley roughly. ) .
‘Tom Merry’s eyes flashed.
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“ Well, if ye say ye won't play Lumley-

Reilly

* Blessed if I don’t: Ghuci(-up'

“ Ciob out !

Was Lumley-Lumley destined to.

He had not enjoyed his talk.’

If the fellow had only played the

“1 cautioned you about it,.

“If you take that tone to me, Lumley, I shall- certainly drop
. 158, - -
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you.out of the team, and oub of my acquaintance, too!” he
“exclaimed. - -
The Qutsider shrugged his shoulders.
“* Oh, we're coming to that, at last, are we ?’* he sneered.
*“To what 1 I don’t understand you !’
* Levison warned me of it.”’
Of what ¥ Explain what you mean ! ’*
~*“That you were only taking me up, intending to drop me
#gain !’ the Outsider exclaimed.angrily. I didn’t believe
m then { " ’
< Do you believe him now ? **
“*1¢ looks like it,’* 5
_““ Well, it is not true. It depends on yourself whether you are
Wropped or not,” said Tom Merry quietly. *It’s up to you
to.play the game, and if you don’t do it, what can you expect 2
-“In a word, am 1 to play. next match or not ? "
T ““Fhaven’t decided.”
% Why haven’t you ? >
.- *“There are too many pros and cons to be considered at once.
1f T play you, it will be against the wish of the whole team ! ™
1 understand; you want an excuse for dropping me!”
id Lumiley-Lumley savagely., ). was a fool to believe thaty
“any of you were sincere.”
. Tom Merry reddened. .
- ‘““If that’s how you’re going to talk, Lumley, the less said the
~betier ! ”* he replied. -0
_And he walked on to the common-room, leaving the Out-
sider biting his lips.
“Tom.Merry was very angry—angry with himself, with Lum-
sy-Lumley, and with nearly everybody else. 1t seemed to be
fate to be misunderstood all round.
7 Lumley-Lumley looked -after him with a faf from gentle
expression.
__A tap on the shoulder made him swing round angrily.
was looking at him with a sneering smile,
L= Well 277 said Mellish. )
R We,ll,”— repeated Lumley-Lumley angiily, * What do you
W 3

Mellish

b

e you satisfied now 7
- T7**Satisfied’'?  What do you iedn ? "7 .
:-*That they’re- preity nearly dome with you!” sneered

; to you at all, and he won’t keep it up long.”

.. *Mind your own business!” i

. Mellish shrugged his shoulders,

€ Oh, all right! Only Levison and F-have something on to-
- night, if you cared to join in it—that’s all.”
‘1 guess I don’t care to !’

. -**Suit yourself ! > sneevred Mellish. ““ If you prefer toadying

‘to fellows who don’t.care a button for you—Oh ! :

- Lumljey-Lumley’s fist shot out, and it caught Mellish on the

" end of the chin.

§ . The cad of the Fourth went fairly flying along the passage,
“t- {0 erash down to the floor six or seven paces away {rom the
©. Qutsider. | -

" Lumley-Lumley looked at him with blazing eyes, as he lay
- dazed :

“That's for you ! " he said: “T guess you'll get some more,
if I have any more of your lip, Mellish.”
“Owl” ) ~

-“QOh, get up! You're not hurt!’’ said Lumley-Lumley
sontemptuously.
e l"O]l". kR |
- .“Hallo! What's the matter here ?”’ exclaimed Kildare,

i “the captain of St. Jim’s, coming along the passage. ‘ What’s
- therow ?”

“Oh!” groaned Mellish. ‘“The heazt hit me unawares,
.+ and—and my jaw’s broken, I think,”

o .. ‘““Nonsense! Getup!”

7 Mellish slowly rose to his feet.

- Kildare looked sternly at the Outsider,

“This won’t do, Lumley,” he said.
‘= a guerd upon your temper, I think!”

; T guess I’ll do as I like about that !’

Kildare’s eyes flashed,

. “Do you understand whom you're talking to?” he ex-
claimed, ‘ That is not the way to speak to your captain,
‘Lumley. Take fifty lines!” ’

Lumley-Lumley’s- lips set doggedly. He knew very well
that he was flagrantly in the wrong, but the obstinacy of his
nature would not allow him to say so, and to ask the pardon
of the.captain of St. Jim’s. :
= Kildare looked at him intently.

: “T’m afraid you are not very much changed, Lumley,”” he
said slewly. ‘You will need to he very careful, if you are to
remain at St Jim’s, I shall expect those lines before bed-time
_ to-pight.” )

Lumley-Lumley did not reply, and the captain of St. Jim’s
+ walked on, The Outsider went moodily into the junior eoramon-

room, . . .
~_Tue Gzu Liprary.—No. 158. -

“You'd better keep

Mellish. ~ ““Tom Merry is the only fellow who's inclined ‘to .
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CHAPTER 8,
Bad Blsood.

o HAT about the * Weekly > 2 ** sald Jack Blakey

W “ Yaas, wathah !’ . :

. Tom Merry yawned, .

“Lemme see,” he said. *‘ How many numbers did you have
out while 1 was away from St. Jim’s 1

“None,” said Kangarco, ‘‘Nobody seemed to want ‘to
both?’l‘ about it, But we ought to have another number out
now. . i}

“ Yaag, wathah { T have a splendid article on turnin’ up the
bottoms of twousahs, It will be vewy useful to the fellows,””

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’ '

¢ Weally, deah boys——"7 - : :

“There’s a lot of footer news to go In, too,” Blake remarked.
‘* And I have another instalment of my serial all ready. You
remember my serial 1 .

“Blessed if I do! ™ 2 :

“T’ll read you part of the instalment I have ready,” said
Plake, drawing a bulky packet of manuseript into view, * ‘* Look
here | ‘

“Ahem 7’ .

“ Weally, Blake 7
* ““The Black Redskin,” said Blake,
Raiders of the Rockies,” :

Oh, rate ! : '

‘ Sure you don’t mean the Red Blackskin, a Romauce of the
Black Bounders of the Sudan.? *’ asked Monty Lowther,

* Look here, Lowther ! * '

“These things look evah so much bettah in pwint,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, hurriedly. “I weally don’t think
we ought to twouble Blake to wead it out.”

“A Romance of the

¢ Oh, it’s no trouble, if you come to that,” said Blake cour-

teously.
setting on the Rocky Mountains
“I’ve heard something like that before,” said Manners,

‘“Here goes for the first chapter !

333

‘ The sun was

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“<The sun was setting on the Rocky Mountains,’ > repeated .

Blake fiercely, * ‘and-the birds were resting in their nests——"""

“ You've got it mixed,” said Lowther, “‘ You mean the sun
was resting, and the birds were setting. Was there any hatch-
ing; too 227 7 8

“If that silly ass is going to interrupt me, yow'll lose the
best part of the story,” said Blake. ‘*‘The birds were resting
in their nests. Night had cast its sable mantle over the bound-
less plains ‘o -

“ But you said the sun was setting ! ™

“ 8o it was, ass!”

“Then how could night have cast her sable mantle over the -

boundless plains ? In all the steries I've read, the sunset is
over before the night sets in, and i

“1 daresay these things work out differently in the Rocky
Mountains,”’ said Manners, ‘‘Lots of things happen there {’

Blake snorted.

“<Qver the boundless-plains,’’* he repeated, *‘when a solitary
horseman, alone and without & single companion: Ee

“ Tautology !’

“Shut up ! ‘And unaccompanied by anyone save his faithful
steed, rode over the rocks.” ” -

 You are sure he didn’t rock over the road ? *’ asked Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake put the manuseript on the table,

“If you'll step into the middle of the room, Lowther, I'll

give you a lesson in manners !’ he roared.

“T’'m all right here,”” said Monty Lowther, without moving.
¢ Let Manners step into the middle of the room, and give him
o lesson in Lowther ! . :

*“You ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai ‘Jove! that is wathah funnay, you know! I con-
sidah——"" |

“ What about the * Weekly * ? 7’ said Kangaroo. * We want a
report of the footer match to go into it, too, you know ! ”’ .

Tom Merry’s brow clouded.

“You can cut that out!” he said. ‘' If you fellows think
we ought to have another number out, we’'ll start on it. It is

not obligatory on any member of the staff to read his contribu- |

tions out to any other members.””
“ Wathah not ! :
¢ And it’s not obligatory for the other members to listen to
him if he does,”” Lowther remarked.
“ Now,” said Tom Merry hurriedly, before Blake could speak,
“let’s get to work! Who’s got contributions ready ? > = -
“1 have, deah boy! A splendid article on turnin’ up the
bottoms of twousahs, I will wead out the beginnin’——"
 Barred ! ’ .
“ Weally, Lowthah——"*

“ Yes, I must say I agree with Lowther for once,” said Blake,

“ We can’t be bothered with articles on bags |
“ Weally, Blake—"" -
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The Outsider's face was red with rage, and he was boxing Wally’s ears with savage force. - “Hold on !” |
shouted Tom Merry, as he dashed up with his chum. (See page 10.)

“If anybosiy would care to hear the ficst chapter of the Black
skin ’
;¢ Nobody would ! **
¢ Look here—-—""
“Speaking of contributions,”” said Herries, “I've got a
column or two on feeding bulldogs. The question of biscuits
is & serious one, and .
“ Oh, blow bulldogs ! *’
“ Having studied my dog Towser——""
¢ Blow Towser!”
“Yaas, I must say I agwee in wingian' off Towsah.
speakin’ of twous » ’
“ Speaking of redskin serials—""
. Bpeaking of bulldogs—-"" . -
““Oh, order!” exclaimed Tom Merry, stopping his ears.
¥ Look here, every chap can wire in gotting his stuff ready.
We'll go and prepare the number at once,” :
% “ Hear, hear ! ”
= .And the Terrible Three proceeded towards their study. Tt

But

was-the day after the footer match, and general good--

~ -~ humour had been restored arnong -the juniors.
= The vexed question whether Lumley-Lurmley should be played
>+ " In the next Hduse match was left in ‘abeyance, X

“and, as they did so, there was the sound of a loud and excited

. WEEE. “ToM MERRY versus-JACK BLAKE.” Ao TS ore amplete

Tom Merry did not know what to decide, and the other
fellows were all ready to start upon the warpath if e glecided -
in favour of the Outsider. So he was giving the subject a rest
for a time. :

Tom Merry was naturally given to taking things easily, and
it was quite possible that the matter—like so many matters — -
would settle itself if left alone. Lumley-Lumley might work
his way into general favour again, or he might act in such a .
way that Tom Merry would simply have to drop him. In "y
either case the thing would be settled then. If it remained ~
unsettled by the time the House match was due, then Tomn -
Merry would have to make up his mind. ’ o

But for the present he put the whole subject out of his %
thoughts. E i

The Terrible Three ascended the stairs to the Shell passage,” - .

voice above.
“ You rotten Outsider ! = P
Tom Merry and his chums exchanged a Took. z -
It was Wally’s voice, and he wasevidently addressing the
Outsider of 8t. Jim’s, Jerrold Lumley-Lumley was in troublg

-

again, ; . .
The Terrible Three hastened their steps. . ’
: Trr Gey. LiBrArY.—No. 156



There were three or four Third-Formers™in the passage,
nd the Outsider of St. Jim’s, with eyes that glinted with the
old light, was advaneing upon them savagely. .
- L ey-Lumley’s face was red with rage, and it was clear
~that the fags had exasperated him, though in what manner the
&-ehums of the Shell did not know. .
1. But the Outsider’s savage looks, as he ran at the Third-
A Formers, showed pretty plainly that he was quite the old Luinley-
% Lumley. again. - . .
i He grasped Wally by the collar, and hoxed his ears with
= savage force, the fag kicking and struggling all the time,
Jameson and Curly Gibson and Joe Frayne rushed to the
_rescue. .
sz Tom Merry dashed up.
. “*Hold on 1" he shouted,

*- The struggle ceased.
*Crikey ! - murmured Joe.
Kk Bty .
#-. _The Outsider swung back from the fags with blazing eyes and
i flushed cheeks, The f?gs were breathing hard, and looking very

“It’s Master Tom?t Chuck

£ -pavage.
T *“ What’s the matter ? ”* cxclaimed Tom Merry.
i~ “Mind your own business ! ”* eried Lumley-Lumley.
Tom Merry coloured. : : .

*“ Oh, we can take care of ourselves ! * said Wally cheerfully,

-*“ He won’t get much

- rubbing a reddened nose as he spoke.

)

7 chiange out of us. Jameson was speaking about the way he

ing ﬁlayed yesterday, that was all. He wouldn’t have heard, only
% he was sneaking along the passage and we didn’t hear him
% - coming.”
14 You yeung cub——"’ .
i --Bame to you, and many of ’em,” said D’Arcy minor cheer-
i -fylly.
4. Lumley-Lumley ground his teeth, .
bg He made a movement to rush upon the Third-Formers again,
i but Tom Merry stepped in the way. :
s~ “Hold on!” he said quietly.
;. Lumley-Lumley looked at him with blazing eves,
“ Keep out of this ! ” he said fiercely. ’
¢ “There's been enough of it-—stop it.”

“will you get aside ?
“No1?”
( Inmley-Lumley drew a deep hissing breaih.
i *“ I guess that finishes it,” he said.
And he walked away savagely.
“ riddance ! 7 said Wally cheerfully “ We've been
‘that chap, Tom Merry, old son. Leopards ecan’t
change their spots, you know.”’

%

taken in 1

¥ Torh Merry went into his study without replying. But he

¢ - was very much inclined to agree with Wally there

CHAPTER 9.
The Decoy.

EVISON looked up with a grin as Luniley-Lumley came
into the study. It really seemed as ii he had seen the
happenings in the passage ; but he was sitting at the table

" when the Outsider came in. :
Lumley-Lumley slammed the door, and thirew himself into a
chair.. He bent his brows savagely upon Levison.
* The latter’s grin widened, -
“ Well ? > he said.
, “ Well ? ” snapped the Outsider,
i . You've been rowing with Tom Merry ?
i "*You've been spying as usual.”
_Levison shruggeg his shoulders.
“ Have you retained the passage for private verformances ?

i
]
. o,

The Outsider was savagely silent.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley had a most hitter and unpleasant
temper when it was roused, and that it was roused uow was
shown in his darkened brows and glinting eyes.

.- “I wondered how long it would last,”” went on Levison
evenly.  “It’a lasted less than two days.
last so long.”
y #¢Oh, shut up
: ** Certainly, if you wish.”
Levison reopened a book, and begon to read. Lumley-
Lumley watched him angrily. He expecied Levicon to begin
{.. speaking again. But Levison did not. 'The calm way he
turned page after page showed that he was really reading.
“Lumley-Lumley broke out at last. ;
‘" Haven’t you anything to say, hang you 2
Levison lowered his book. :
*Yes, if you care to listen,” he replied.
‘' Well, go on, then.”
** I imagine you've had enough of Tom Merry & Co. by this
. time ?” said Levison, with a grin. 7T told you how it would
i, work, but you wouldn’t listen. The Good-little-Jimmy bizney
" ‘does not suit you.” - . ' :
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Lumley-Lumley growled, but made no other response,

“They’re chucking you, just as I predicted,” said Levison.
“ Yéu're done for as far as the footer is concerned. If Tom
Merry still thinks of playing you—which T think is very unlikely.
after what’s just happened—the other fellows ‘will be down on
him like a cageful of monkeys.”

“I know that.”

“Then you haven't a dog’s chance.”

“ 1 guess not.” .

““It’s the same in everything else. They’re getting up a new
number of ‘Tom Merry’s Weskly,” but you won’t be asked to
have a hand in it.”?

Lumléey-Lumley was silent.

‘You're out of everything. Why not accept the position
as it is, then, and have some fun where you can get it.”

The Outsider bit his lip.

“I’ve tried my best to pull with them,” he said slowly,

¢Of course you have, but you've failed.’?

“Yes, I’ve failed. I don’t deny that it was partly my
fault, but 1 think they might have given me a little more rope,
They might have made things a bit easier for me,”

That wasn’t their game, I suppose.’®
. “I shouldn’t wonder if you’re right.” ¥

“ Anyway, you’ve done with them now ?  Levison su ggested, -
Lumley-Lumley nodded. - ¢ nr

“Then what do you say to some fun on our own ? » asked
Levison. “T had i fixed for last night, but I put it off 1ill you

'

)

*“ What's the game °% . : ;

“We get out of the dorm. after lights out—after the other
fellows are asleep, of course, or Blake might interfere,”

‘““ He’d better not interfere with me,” said the Outsider, with
savagely glowing eyes,

Levison laughed.

“That’s more like yourself,” he said.
out of a row if we can. - No good starting a rumpus in the
dorm. Look here, if we can get out of St. Jith’s without being
found out, we can have a ripping time. I’ve heard about your
old exploits down at the Gireen Man.” b

Lumley-Lumley grinned. -

“I made them sit up. there,” he said.
a gull, and I skinned them inside out.” .

* That’s it—Joliffe has told me, Well, I've seen Joliffe—-—"*

The Outsider looked curiously and keenly at Levison.

“ 8o you krow Joliffe ? ”* he said.

“ Yes, rather.” 3

* You and Mellish go to the Gireen Man, then ? **

“ Why not 7 > .

 And you want me to eome with you 7 .

It won’t be anything new for you, will it ? ' said Levizon,
with a sneer. !

“No, I guess not.”

-“ And it’s great fun. Joliffe asked me to tell you that he'd
be glad to see you as soon as he heard that you were hack at
St. Jim’s., He’s willing to let bygones be bygones ; though you
did skin him rather badly.” :

The Outsider chuckled.

I shall skin him again.”

‘“Oh, I don’t know, He’s willing to take the risk.” )

Lumley-Lumley looked Levison up and down. He knew tiio
thoughts and the motives of Ernest Levison as well as the
junior himself knew them.

]‘\‘ So that’s where you and Mellish are going to-night ? ™ Le
asked, .

“ Yes, that's it.”’

** And you’ve promised Joliffe to bring me ? »

Levison looked a little uncomnfortable.

“ Well, you see,” he said, “he’d like to see you, and I'd like
you to come, and——""

“1I guess you can’t take me in for a sucker,”
Luwmley contemptuously.
Levison turned red,

*“Idon’t understand you ! * he exclaimed.

“T guess you do. Joliffe has oftered to make it worth your
while to get me down to the Green Man. He knows I've heaps
of money. He thinks he will be able to ring in a cold deal on
me this time.”” '

“You needn’t come if you don’t choose,”
uneasily.

“But I do choose,” said the Outsider coolly.  ‘“ As a matter .
of fact, I've_only been half-hearted about the new line I was
following. T was beginning to get sick of the whole business,
Looter’s not so good as draw poker.”

*“Tom Merry was a duffer not to see it from the first.”

“ Mind, I've done my best,” said Lumley-Lumley. “T don’t
know that I shall drop it altogether, either. But 'm_going
down to the Green Man with you to-night, if only for a change.
1 want livening up.”

“ Exactly. Come by -all means,” '

“ What time # . -

T We get out at ten, if all the fellows are asleep.””

* MAGNET
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“But still, we’ll keep

“ They eaught me for

said Lumley. .
“T know the whole game.,”

said Levison
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® Good! I'llbeawake.” .
Mellish canie into the study. There was an unpleasant grin
on his face. The two juniors looked at him.

“ Well, what's the joke ? ” demanded Lumley-Lumley, angrily.

“ You are!” . .

“ What do you mean ?” exclaimed the Outsider, clenching
his hands angrily. :

Mellish promptly moved round the table.

“ Keep your wool on ! ”” he said. ** It's the * Weekly,” that’s all.
I hear tgey’re doing a long article descriptive of your exploits
in the footer match yesterday. Lowther has turned out &
{imorick on the subject, and the fags are all chanting it -

“1 don’t believe it.”

¢ It begins like this :

¢ An outsider—you all know his name—
Who never could play e fair game—'"

% Oh, shut up!”’ exclaimed Lumley-Lumiey.

*, Certainly ! ” grinned Mellish. “ It’s rather amusing, though.
1t seems that it’s going to occupy quite & prominent place in the
¢ Weekly.””’ :

Lumley-Lumley.started to his feet.

< We'll see about that ! he exclaimed, angrily.
doing the ‘ Weekly * now ?”

““Yes ; in Tom Merry’s study.” - ]

¢ Then I'll jolly soon have that out with them.”.

Lumley-Lumley swung out of the reom. He strode along

“ Are they

the passage to Tom Merry’s study, and turned the handle of the.

door.

The door did not open. Lumley-Lumfey shoved at it angrily,

but it was locked on the inside. He hammered on the panels
with his fists. L :
“ Tom Merry ! ”
. “Hallo "
“ Open the door !*
“ Can’t be did ! .
. * T want to speak to you.”
“ Imposs, ! ‘No admittance during business hours.
the editorial office of ‘Tom Merry’s Weekly ’ just now.”
“1 want ? ’ :
*“ See you later.”
¢ Are you doing the  Weekly " 7
“ Yes.” ’
“ I want to speak to you about it.”
¢ Some other time.”
“ Look here !” ~
“ Rats 1”7, o
“ will you open this door ? *’ roared Lumley-Lumley.
Nt

Lumley-Lumley kicked and hammered savagely, till a
prefect’s voice roared up the stairs to know what that confounded
noise was about. Then Lumley-Lumley desisted, and retired
from the spot with flushed cheeks and gleaming eyes.

CHAPTER 10. -
. Lumliey Looks In.

© ET on with the washing.” said Tora Merry, cheerfully,
as the hammering ceased at the door of the study.
Manners and Lowther grinned. .

Lumley-Lumley was not the first to interrupt their editorial
labours, and they did not expect that he would be the last.

But during editorial hours they did not mean to be interrupted.
All other matters had to stand over for that most important
one of preparing the ¢ Weekly ” for publication. As a matter of
fact. Mellish had drawn upon his imagination for the tale ne
had told the Outsider, and the Terrible Three had no intention
whatever of mentioning Lumley-Lumley in the paper. Least
said soonest mended, was Tom Merry’s idea j and in any case,
slating a fellow in the school paper was likely to do more harm
than good. * W

And so the chums of the Shell did not know what personal
reason Lumley-Lumley had for disturbing them. As soon as
he was gone, they settled down cheerfully to their work once
more. .

Three pens scratched busily over sheets of nice white foolscap.

So busy were the juniors, that they did not see a shadow
darken the window from outside. -

The window of the study was a very considerable distance
from. the ground, and- the juniors were far from expecting
anybody.to look in. True, New House raiders had on a famous
occasion got in there by using Taggles’s long ladder. But there
was no thought of raids just now, Figgins & Co. of the New
‘House were as keen on producing ‘the new number of the
£ Weekly ’ as the School-House fellows could be.

A faco looked in at the window. -

It was Lumley-Lumley’s face. .

The Outsider looked through the glass, and his-eyes gleamed
.23 he saw the Terrible Three busily at work at the table. -

The table was covered with papers, many and many sheets, -

some of them covered with writing, some partly covered, and a
-great many blank; ~- . "7 .

o _‘Ev‘etjy“fhursdzv. "k oy “T'HE GE‘M:" LIBRARY. T
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The Terrible Three scemed to be working away against time. -
Editorial labours were heavy for them. T B

The Outsider grinned.

Two juniors below were holding the ladder he was standing

They were, of course, Lewgson and Mellish. o e

Mellish was a little uneasy as to what the results of the raid
might be. He did not like the prospect of being hammerod
by the chums of the Shell. ;

But he was as glad as Levison to back the Outsider up in
any attack upon the Terrible Three. The chums of the Shell
would hardly keep on friendly ternis with Lumley-Lumley when
he had carried out higs present scheme.

The Outsider had a large garden sguirt in his hands. It <

had been filled with a concoction of red ink and water.

The sheetsof the “Weekly "were not likely to be in'a fit state
to send to the printer, after that had been discharged ovet
tlgem. ; nor were the vouthful editors likely to be in an enviable
state., ) : .

'Lumley-Lumley watched the Terrible Three at work for &
moment. o

Then, with a sudden movement, he threw up the lower
sash of the window. ' -

The noise, of course. alarmed the editorial staff of the

¢ Weekly.” They’ started up, staring in amazement at the face

at the open window.
* Lumley !’

“ Get out !’ ‘ ’ . o

“ Buzz off t .

Monty Lowther grasped an Inkpot. Ty

The Outsider grinned, and raised the squirt. The three.
Shell fellows sprang towards him. . T

“ Drop it ! 7 roared Tom Merry,

“T guess not!”

¢ You duffer——Oh!

“ Yarooh !

Whiz-z-z-z-splash !

Ow!” -

Lumley-Lumlay discharged the grcatvs'qui}t, and a stream of ;

ink and water shot at the Terrible Three. ey
It smothered them, and fell in great splashes over the table,

" drenching the heaps of papers, and staining them red -

Tom Merry had the worst of it, and he staggered back, blinded -
by the stream in his eyez. Manners staggered and fell. - Monty
Lowther rushed forward. - . 2

The Outsider stid down the -ladder without
rungs. :

three young rascals looked up to the window, yelling with
laughter. .

Monty Lowther still had the inkpot in his hand. He leaned~ -
out of the window, and inverted it over the three grinning faces... -

" “QOh!”-roared Mellish, as the black ink swamped into his
ace. :

Monty Lowther turned back into the study.

Manners was sitting on the hearthrug, gasping. Tom Merey 1

was leaning against the door, gouging ink and water out of his
eyes,
yThe papers on the table were drenched and ruined. Most of

the labour the editors had put into the * Weekly ** so far was .
wasted.

“Ow ! gasped Manners. ©I'm p-p-poisoned! I g-g-got
some of the filthy stuff in my m-mouth!” "

“Groo !

#I1—T can’t see!’ gasped Tom Merry.
to get this washed off ! 7

““Groo! I'm poisoned!” ) : ‘

“ It was Lumley-Lumley !’ growled Monty Lowther. * The™
Weekly’s spoiled ! The whele thing’s inked and mucked upt’’

¢ The rotter!" ; ; .

“ The waster!’ - . o

The Terrible Three rushed from the study. They sought a’
bath-room in hot haste. Fellows who met them in the passage.’
yelled with laughter. -

“ Bai Jove !V exclaimed Arthur.Augustus D’Arcy, who wae
the only one who did not laugh. “ Have you had a fealiful -

“ Here, T'm going

-accident, deah boys ?”

“Groo !
“ You are bleeding fearfully ! ”
“Ass! It’sred ink!”

“ Wed ink ?7 exclaimed the swell of §t. Jim’s in the greatest °

astonishment.
“ Yes, ass. Lemme pass!”’ . - - L
“ B.b-but what have you been pourin’ wed ink ovah each
other for ?”’ asked Arthur Augustus, innocently. i
“Asg!” : .
“ Weally, you fellows ow C d
Arthur Augustus ‘sat down in the passage as the chums of
the Shell pushed ‘hiin aside and rushed on. " ° '
“ Bai Jove ! " he gasped. 3
“ Blake, old man, keep out of their way; they're dangerous."
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“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” yelled Blake,
“ Weally, Blake—
‘“Ha, ha, ha !
The Terrible Three rubbed and scrubbed savagely in the
bath:room. But red ink is not easy to get rid of, especially
when it has been used in liberal quantities, The chums of the
‘Shell were kept busy cleaning themselves until close upon time for
afterncon lessons.

They said things, all the time. They made the most liberal
promises as to what should happen to Lumley-Lumley when

sxthey saw him again,

.- But when they had finished cleaning up, and started forth to

; “Jook for the Qutsider, he was not to be found. Lumley-Lumley
- carefully kept out of sight till the bell rang for afternoon school,

and the Terrible Three had to go in with the Shell, with their

- yengeance still unsatisfied.

.- ‘““Never mind !” said Monty Lowther, grimly. * Wait till
. after school ! ” : :

"~ Which augured ill for the Outsider of St. Jim’s, as soon as
- lessons should be over that day,

CHAPTER 11,
Spoof.

* HERE’S Lumley ? ”
o W ‘*“ Where’s the Outsider 1'%

The Terrible Three came along the passage as the

Fourth Form poured out of their Form-room, looking for Lumley-

Lumley.

5 Y
. > ‘“Where’s the Qutsider ? ”

It was a significant question.
For it was the first time Lumley-Lumley had been called the

. Qutsider since his return to St. Jim’s,

~ -~ But the chums of the Shell called himn that again, un-
eensciously. His conduct was so  outside,” that the word came
" naturally.
" Lumley-Lumley came oub of the Form-room with the rest of
the Fourth. He had avoided the Terrible Three before after-
noon school. But he could not avoid them now.’
Lumley-Lumley could not count upon a friend in the Fourth
to stand by him. Levison and Mellish were his friends,
certainly. But if the chums of the Shell chose to “ go for™
him, Mellish and Levison were likely to find important business
. in another direction.
But the Qutsider was quite cool and collected. :
Whatever happened to him, he was not likely to lack courage

~_.to endure it, or coolness at any time.

He stopped, as he heard the Terrible Three inquiring after

+ -him, and faced them with his hands in his pockets.

(b iSey V ceep e

* Bai Jove ! ” exclaimed Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy. ‘ What’s
the mattah, deah boys ?” C
“ Heah he is.”
“Lumley! You cad!” o i
*“Hallo ! ” said Lumley-Lumley coolly. “Got all the ink
off ? Levison—Mellish—where are you going ? These chaps
want to see you.”
But Levison and Mellish did not seem to hear. They walked
away .very quickly.
Laumley-Lumley laughed.
““T guess they don’t want #0 see you,’”” he remarked.
“It’s you we want to see,” broke out Manners angrily.
You’ve mucked all we’ve done of the ‘ Weekly’.”
- ‘I guess so.” .

* We shall have to do it over again.

“T reckoned you would.” :

““To say nothing of drenching us with ink ! "’ exclaimed Monty
Lowther. :

Lumley-Lumley grinned.

‘“ A jape’s a jape,” he replied.

“Y eall that a bit too thick for a jape,’”” said Tom Meny
wfmnl’);. - “What did you do it for ? What had we done to
you ? p
© T guess you know.”*

+“T certainly don’t.’? .

Lumley-Lumley shrugged his shoulders.

‘“ Oh, there’s no love lost between us,’” he exclaimed.
here, I guess you're going to bump me.
and I can’t stop you. Go ahead.”

‘ Bai Jove !’

Tom Merry coloured. . )

* We're not three to one,” he replicd. “ You can put up
“your fists to any one of us—and choose which one.”

“That’s fair enough,” said Jack Blake,

* Yaas, wathah | ?

“Well, choose your man,”” said Monty Lowther.

. stand you a feed if you pick me !

‘

“ Look
You're three to one,

“T'l
; I do so want to lick you.”

“He, ha,.-ha 1.? , .
Lumley-Lumley eyed the three over keenly.
He was in for a fight, and he knew that he was not & match
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for any of the Terrible Three. He intended to pick out the
Jeast formidable.

He stepped forward, and struck Manners in the face with
his open palm. The blow rang like a pistol shot,-and it was so
sudden that Manners could not guard against it. The Shell
fellow staggered back, .

¢ What the——** he ejaculated,

““ You rotter ! **

“I choose you,” said Lumley-Lumley coolly.
to adjourn to the gym. as soon as you like.”

Manners’s eyes blazed with rage. He was usually a very
cool and quiet fellow, but the Outsider’s action would have
exasperated a saint.

“Comg on,” he said, between his teeth.
sorry for that.””

“1 guess I'm ready.’? -

The juniors, in the midst of a crowd of others, swarmed off
towards the gym.

Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, came out of the Shelk
Form-room, and glanced at the excited crowd as they swarmed
out into the quadrangle.

He stood in the doorway looking after them, with a perplexed
expression upon his face, and watched them disappear into the
gym.

Then he slowly followed them.
Linton to guess what was toward.

Meanwhile, the juniors had poured into the gymnasium,  and
Manners had his coat off and his cuffs pushed up. He was
breathing vengeance. The QOutsider did not seem to be in a

“I'm ready

“Tll make yéu

It wag not difficult for Mr.

. hurry.

A junior offered to be his second—it was Reilly—but Lumley-
Lumley waved him aside. He had no sympathiser there.

“T guess I don’t want a second,” he said. .

* Faith, it’s as you choose,’ .

“Bah! You know you’d be glad to see me licked, second o
no second,” said Lumley-Lumley savagely. .

Reilly looked dfrectly ot him. ]

** Faith, and you’reright,” hé said. *1 never saw a spalpeen
I’d sooner see licked than you, Lumley-Lumley.”

‘“ Hear, hear ! ”’ said Jack Blake. :

The Outsider shrugged his shoulders. More than ever he
had dropped into his old eyhical humour, and seemed impervious
to.the dislike he aroused on all sides. . -

*“ Are you ready ? > exclaimed Tom Merry,

* 1 guess s0.” i

* Then begin,’? :

Manners and Lumley-Lumley faced one another.

Manners started the attack, hard and fast. He meant to
punish the OQutsider for that slap in the face, and if the fight
had proceeded, punished Lumley-Lumley certainly would have
been. o

But hardly had a blow been struck when Mr. Linton entered
the gym, -

The master of the Shell, with a frowning face, hurried towards
tho ring round the combatants, with rustling gown. &

“ Boys!” : )

Lumley-Lumley had just reeled back under Manners’s first
blow.

He would have recovered from that blow, but as he heard
the Form-master’s voice he did not choose to recover, hut fell
heavily to the floor.

“Boys! Stop this instantly.’?

Manners dropped his hands.

The master of the Shell came up angrily.
separated to let him reach the spot.

He gazed at Lumley-Lumley, who still lay upon the floor
groaning, and then at the Terrible Three accusingly.

“So you are fighting with Lumley-Lumley, Manners ? ** he
exclaimed.

“ Yes, sir,” said Manners quietly,

* You have hurt him.”?

1 hit him, sir,”?

“You aro perfectly aware, Manners, that Lumley-Lumley
has only recently returned here after an absence due to-illness,”
exclaimed Mr. Linton severely.

Manners flushed red. Im an instant he saw the Outsider’s
object in pretending to be hurt. As a matter of fact, Lumley-
Lumley was as fit and well as Manners was himself, and all the
fellows knew it, The Form-master was the only one there
who did not know it, because Lumley had succeeded in giving
him a false impression,

* He is all right now, sir,” exclaimed Manners,

** He has been ill ! **

* Yes, but——"?

“And he has only been at school a few days.
Manners, you should have been more considerate.’

Manners bit hig lip and was silent.

*If Lumley-Lumley is really hurt you will be very severely
punished, Manners,” said Mr. Linton,.

Lumley-Lumley groaned, g :

Most of the fellows standing round clenched their hands with.
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rage. " They knew very well that Lumley-Lumloy was only
realingering, with the direct intention of getting Manmers into
trouble with the Form-master.

It was exactly one of the Qutsider’s old tricks, and it showed
that at bottom his nature was the same as ever,

Mr, Linton bent over the fallen junior,

“ Lumley, are you hurt ? ”

£0h, sir! 1—I'm all right,” said Lumley-Lumley faintly.

‘Mr. Linton gave Manners a stern glance.

“I hope you are satisfied with what you hiave done, Manners,”
he said. “I do not care who provoked this quarrel—you
should not have attacked a lad in a weak state of health.”

“He isn’t in a weak state of health, sir,”” burst out Blake,
* He’s all right, sir. He’s only shamming, sir.”

Mzr. Linton frowned. '

* You have no right to make such an allegation, Blake. And
do you think I-am an infant to be deceived by shamming ? '

¢ But, sir——"?

.. “Go to your Form-master at once, Blake. and report to him
tS‘}lasl you have been guilty of impertinence to the master of the
Shell. .

Blake turned crimson.

But he had to obey, and he left the gym. with slow and reluetant
steps. The other juniors did not veanture any opinion upon tha
genuineness or otherwise of Jerrold Lumley-Lumley’s attack.

*Manners. you will remain indoors the rest of ta-day, and you
will take a thousand lines,” said Mr. Liuton,

“Oh, sir.”

“If anything of thiz sort.happens again, I shall cane yow™,

Manners compressed his lips. . e

“ Now, Lumley, let me help you to the house.”” said Mr,
Linton kindly.

The Outsider rose with a great apparent effort. and. leaning
on Mr. Linton’s arm, and walking slowly, quitted the gym.

He left the juniors furious, )

CHAPTER 12,

More for Manners.

¥ HE cad !
‘ “The rotten outsider!”

“The low-down bounder.”
“Bal Jove! T wegard the felow's conduct as uitahly un-
spoeakable, you know.”
“The worm!”
“The toad!”

** Are you going to play him in the House match after this, -

Tom Merry ¢ i

**Bai Jove ! I should wefuse to play with him."”

“The horrid worm !

*“The beastly cad ! ”

These remarks, and many more, were passed by the angry
Shell fellows and Fourth-Formers as Lumley-Lumley cuitted the
gym, leaning heavily upon Mr. Linton’s arm. )

The juniors did not blame Mr. Linton. He had been taken in
by the Outsider ; Lumley-Lumley was cunning enough to take
anybody in. Besides, the fact that Lo had been recontly ill lent
colour to his humbug on this oceasion.

Mr. Linton had been deceived.
deep enough for the fellow who had deceived him ? v

Lumley-Lumley had broken every law of schoolboy honour.
Hoe had lied outrageously. though without speaking, in affecting
to be ill. Hehad brought a Form-master into a private quarrel
against his ‘adversary. He had caused his sdversary to be
punished severely. He had definitely set the whole of the
Lower School against him. After this. how could anybody
stand the Outsider ? : .

That he did not seem to be aware of the basencss of his conduct:
was no excuse. It only showed that he was base to the very
core.

He was an outsider-—a rank outsider! ~

Was there a follow left who felt inclined to make the least
possible defence of him ? Only Tom Merry’s voice was silent
in the general howl of condemnation.

Tom walked away very quietly, saying vothing.

But the rest were unanimouns. Lumley-Lumley was impossible
—Lumley-Lumley would have to be barred !

The fellow was as bad as ever—or worse ! He had not im-
proved in the slightest degree. His good behaviour for a few
days had worn off, and lie was the saine old Qutsider—the sathe
old unscrupulous and unforgiving rascal, k :

That was clear enough to the jumiors. : :

“It's aw’'fly wuff on you. Mannahs, old chap.” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy sympathetically, * You won't even be able
to give the wottah a feahful thwashin® now.” ;

Manners nodded gloomily. Ce i

He did not feel the punishment so much ax having sunk
ia the estimation of his Form-master, - Mr. Linton wa¥ a soine-
what hasty gentleman, but. Manners valued hi¢'good opinion,
and he felt that he had lost jt now. It was as if the Qutsider had
selected the tenderest.spot for planting his biow, gy e, Ny
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But what contempt was

in !
. again !

“ We'll all lend a hand doing the lines,” Dighy remarked,

““ Yaas, wathah!”” . - =

¥ Twenty chaps, doing fifty each. will soou gat through them,”
said Monty Lowther consolingly. * That's all right, as far as
the lines go.” o : L s

“ It's wuff, though, that Mannabs has got to stay in,” sadd
D’Arcy. “If you like, Mannahs, I will come ints your study,
and sing you some of ‘my tenah solos.” :

““ Oh, rats !’ said Manners, L

* Weally, Mannahs——" . e

f Brerrer ! ? LM 2

Manners walked away with Monty Lowther. As be entared .
the School House he met e Outsider of St. Jin'«.

Lumley-Lumley gave him a cynical grin. There was noe
trace of illness about the Outsider now. )

“ You cad ! said Manners, between his testh,

Lumley-Lumley shrugged his shoulders. -

“You came out at the little end of the hiorn: that tivae, I
guess,” he remarked. .

“ You rotten cad !

* Hard names break no boenes,” said Lumloy-Lundey.

“ You ought to be kicked out of the school.”

¢ Anything else ?

“ I'll never speak to you again.”

I guess that won’t hurt me.” . -

¥ You cad! If it weren't for what Mr. Linton said, T'd.go for
you now, and smash you,” said Manners, his voics trembling- !
with rage. P k -

I daresay you would,” assented the Outsider coolly, © Buit -
you dare not, you see.”

Manners clenched his hands, :

“ Come away, Manners, old man,” said Monty Lowther, slip-
ping his hand through his chwin’s arm.  “ Don't talk to him.'% .
-~ “The cad——" .

““ Yes, he’s a rotten cad. but you can’t get into a row with hir
now. Can’t you see he’s trying to provoke you, s¢ as to get
Linton down on you agsain ?

“Yes, I know he is;, the worm ! *

¢ Well, come on." .

Lumley-Lumley burst into a mocking laugh as the chins of
the Shell passed him. Manners turned round, his face fHaming
with rage. -

“I can’t touch you now,” he exclaimed, * but—but wait a . "=
bit, till—" . : ‘ >

* Oh, rats ! B o g

“You coward! If it wasn’t for the Form-master, you .
wouldn’t dare to cheek me like that ! cried Mangers fiercely.

“Bah 1"

*“ Let me go. Lowther !’ Lowled Manners, -
him !

“ Hold on—— . .

* Oh, let him go,” said Lumley-Lumloy tauntingly. © Don't
stop him ! Let the sweet youth have his way.”

** You rotter ! ” said Lowther wrathfully. :

Manners broke away from his chum, and ran at the outsider.

Lumley-Lumley put up his fists, backing away towards the
door of Mr. Linton’s study. He knew ‘that the master of the
Shell was in his room. Manners was too enraged and excited to:
think about it at all, . .

‘ Now then, you cad ! shouted Manners, * Come on!”

‘I guess I'm ready.” : s

Manners hit out furiously. Lumley-Lumley staggered back,
and fell with a crash against Mr. Linton’s door. &

In a mowment the door was flung open from within by the angry
Form-master, and he stared at the Outsider, rolling at hLis feet.
and then at the dismayed Manners. s .

His brow became black as thunder.

Manners dropped his hands, staring at the Form-master
helplessly. He was hopelessly in the wrong again, ‘.

* Manners ! exclaimed Mr. Linton. “ 8o you ave at this

Come into my study ! 4

The Outsider staggered to his feet. He gave Mauners a

triumphant grin as the latter passed into the Shell-master’s -

“I can’t stand
I'm going to smash him t” b

(1Y -~

‘study.

Mr. Linton took up a cane. .
¢ 8peaking to you scems to be useless, Manners,” he said. .* |
shall now try other methods, Hold out your hand.™ :
Manners obeyed without a word. :
He was too indignant, and too-angry, to speak a word in his 7
own defence ;. and the angry Form-master probably would not
have listened to him. i T
He was caned twice upon each hand, and then Mr. Linton dis:~ -
wissed him from the study. He went with glinting eyes.

Monty Lowther was waiting for him outside.

3 )
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“ We'll make that
votter sit up for it soon, though. Our turn will come.” - !
" Manners nodded without speaking. - C

- His feelings, at that moment, were tco deep fer words.

_ “Hard sheese, old chap,” said Lowther.

CHAPTER 13,
No Rag!
;BERROLD LUMLEY-LUMLEY bhad evidently dropped

his new line definitely. He was his old self again—
indeed, as Blake remarked, he was more his old self
than ever. - -
- T He seemed to be doing his very best to malke himself the most
thoroughly disliked fellow at St. Jim’s. '
> And he was succeeding. -
. Even Tom Merry could hardly find excuses for him now.
And Tom Merry was the last who made any attempt to do so.
,In his own Form, Lumley-Lumley was regarded with un-
concealed - contempt and .aversion. evison and Mellish were
. glad of his company. Nobody else wanted it. e
When he spoke to Blake that evening in the common-room,
Blake turned his back upon him without a word. ~Blake was
fed up. with the OQutsider. ' .
. Lumley-Lumley’s cheeks glowed o dull red at the rebuff ; then
he shrugged his shoulders. He cared little, ‘ .
- It had always been his boast that he was sufficient to himself.
If the. Fourth Form did mot want his friendship, he did not want
theirs, - At least, that was what he said to himseli. N
He had come back to St. Jim’s with good intentions and high
hopes. Both were over now. He was cnce more the ™ Out-
sider.” . : ;
"“He did not think that it was wholly his own fault.
that it was partly his own fault, but he did rot eare.
* Levison had spoken truly when he said that Luum
wonld grow tired of the “ good conduct tack.”
& Something a little more exciting was wrcre in the Qutsider’s
ine. :
‘He was looking forward to the night when the cads of the
- Fourth weré to break boundg to pay the promised visit to the
- Ureen Man, -Lumley-Lumley was very keen to be at his old
game again. It seemed to him ages since he had handled a
pack®of cards, or heard the dice rattle, .
. {When bedtime came Lumley-Lumley yawned and threw down
~ the book he had béen looking at, and went up with the rest-of
the. Fourth, T oeme e o

R A

He knew-

cy-Lumley

was better not to be seen discussing their intentions, They did
not want to_excite suspicion in the Fourth. Jack Blake,if
he had known what was intended, would certainly have taken it
upon himself to put a stop to the scheme.

~““ Tumble in,” said Kildare; and he left the dormitory to give
the juniors a few minutes to * tumble in.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into Lis eve, and
looked round the Fourth-Form dormitery.

** T have an ideah, deah boys ** he began.

. ** Keep it till to-morrow,” suggested Dighy.

“ Weally, Dig! I have a wippin’ ideah. T wegard Lumiey-
Lumley as havin’ acted in a wotten and disgwaceful mannah
in shammin’ illness to-day, in ordah to get Marnahs into a wow
with his Form-mastah,” . -

** Yes, rather.”

“ It was rotten.”

* Caddish {

*‘ Quite outside.”

* Unspaakable !

= Just like Lumley ! ”

The Outsider’s eyes glittered, but Le went quietly on taking his
boots off, and made no remark.

I have taken up, I suppose you will agwee unanimcusly that
(he uttah wottah ought to be wagged.” :
* Hear, hear ! ”
Lumley-Lumley looked up.
*“T wegard it as a wippin’ ideah to weg Lim, to show e
: disappwoval of his wotten conduct,” said D’Arey, * Whas
2 4o you fellows say ?
“* Good egg!”
_** Hear, hear !
“ Vewy well, deah hoys:
“ No go,” said Jack Blake.

)

“ The fellow ien't fit to touch,
: Leave him alone, that’s my opinion.”
| * Weally, Blake——"" :

¢ Faith, and ye're right,” said Reilly. “ I don’t care about
Jaying decent Irish hands on a chap like that.” ~ B

* Yaas, I fully appweciate your point of view, Weilly. But,
&t the same time, I wegard it as a good ideah to wag the wottah,
end I think it ouglit to be left to theé majowity of the Form to
decide.” Sl BN o -
- -"ﬁ@ar,-hear re

“"What do you fellows say, then ? *

*Rag him 17 :
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Levison gave him a significant glance, but did not speak, It .

* Well, deah boys, as you all agwee with me in the posish. '

“ Put him through it.”

“Goodegg!” : C .
" T'here was no doubt which wey the feeling of the School-House
Fourth-Formers ran. - They considered the ragging of Lumley:
Lumley to be the best idea ever put forth by the brilliant brain
of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. - .

D’Arcy locked up and down the dormitory through his eye-
glass. There was no doubt that the great majority of the Form
were on his side. =~ . o

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley sat on the edge of his bed quietly,
bis eyes glitteriig. Fle seemed to have nothing to say. He:
was still unlecing his boots quietly. o :

Arthur Augustus D’Arey turned his monocle upon Blake. <
_ “You see, deah hoy, the mejowity is against you,” lhe
remarked. - o ’

Blake nodded. ; .

* Well, rag him, 1 don’t care.” :

¥ wegard it as the dutay of the Fourth to wag the wottah,”
said, Arthur Augustus.  We are called .upon to show our
contempt for his wotten conduet. It’s up to us to show that
such mean wottenness will not be tolewated in the Foyrth Form.”

* Héar, hear !’ - co

** Faith, and ye're right.”

* Good old Gussy !’ .

* Then we will wag the wottah. I suggest tossin’ bim in a
blanket, you know, and then makin’ him wun the gauntlet.” -

“ Good1™? '

“+Put the bounder through it ! ” R .

Kildare opened the dormitory door, and the excited voices
died away.  The captain of St. Jim’s looked severely at the
Yourth-Formers.

** Not in bed yet ! he exclaimed.

-* Weally, Kildare——"" R &

“Yon have not even begun to undress, D’Arcy. Are you
going 1o keep me up here all the evening ? 7 exclaimed Kildare
sharply. ’

*Sowwy, deah boy.” ¥

*Well, buck up!”

* Certainly, Kildare. You see 22 o .

“(iet to bed!” roared the captain of St. Jim's,

* Yaag, wathah . s :

Lumley-Lumley rose from his hed. He looked coolly at the
(aptain of §t. Jinr’s as he unfastened his collar-stud. .

* D’Arcy has been too busy talking.to have had time to
undress, 1 guess,” he sdid. ““They are planning & ragging
after lights are out, Kildare.” -

*What ?

Kildare stared directly at the Outsider.
surprise.

The Fourth-Formers gasped. That the Outsider—even the
Outsider—would snesk in this way to the captain of the scheol
was a shock to them. .

True, it was rough upon Lumley-Lumley to have to go through
the ragging when an appeal to a prefect would have insured
him protection, but it was required of him by the commonest
sense of schoolboy honour. To drag & senior into junior quarrels
was against all rules. .

After Lumley-Lumley’s conduct in the gym. the Fourth-
Formers might have expected it certainly. But they hadnt!

Kildare locked fixedly at the Outsider.

* Explain yourself,” he said sharply.

“D’Arey and the rest are arranging to rag me after lights
out,”” said Lumley-Lumley coolly. “I appeal to you for

He was taken by

protection.”
Kildare’s lip curled.
“ You will certainly be protected,” said Kildare.

“ Blake ! ™
“Yes,” said Jack Blake. .

“You are head of the Form in the School House, Blake, I
cell upon you to ses that order is kept in this dormitory to-
night. There is to be no ragging, no infraction of the rules
in any way. You understand ? 7’ .

* Yes, Kildare.”’ ; : . .

“Mind, I make you responsible for what happens in the
dormitory to-night,’” said Kildare.
and no breaking of the iules of any kind.
answer for it, Blake.”

-*“Very well,” said Blake quietly.

“ Now get to-bed.”

The juniors turned in.

Kildare extinguished the light end left the dormitory. There
was 8 dead silence as the door closed bekind the stalwert captain
of St. Jim’s. The silence lasted only a few moments. 'Then
the storm broke, ’ 2

03 Cad ! ”

* Rotter ! ™

“Curt ™

** Sneak ! 7

** Qutsider ! *’

“ Worm !

You will have to

Lumley-Lumley clxuclkled/ in his bed.” He expected nothing-

¢ 8 B

* There is to be no ragging, °
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worse than words,
hardened to them:.

“I guess you can keep it up,” he exclaimed. *Go on!
Any more nice things to say 7 ;

“Rat!?

“Rotter !

*“Toad !

s Pi ! 2

“Yankee hounder ! *?

¢ Beast ! 7

‘ Feahful outsidal ! ?

‘‘ Sneak ! .

The juniors-piled it on. Evesry fellow, nearly, had something
to say, and said it. They cculd do no active ragging without

. Jack Blake being held responsible, and that, of course, was
not to he thought of.- But.they could say what they thought
“of the Outsider, and. they did.

Lumley-Lumley, if he had had any feelings at all, must
have felt the insults that were showered upon him. - It seemed
strange that any fellow with blood in his veins should not feel
the general loathing and contempt that was poured out upon
him in & flood. But Lumley-Lumley only chuckled. He
seemed to be amused by the cutburst of the Fourth, and to
have no other feeling upon the subject whatever. :

The juniors ceased at last. There was, as Digby remarked,
no penetrating the thick hide of the Qutsider. He was imper-
vious to verbal attacks, and any other attack was barred by
the authority of the captain of St. Jim’s.

*Oh, chuck it ! ” said Blake, at last, in sheer disgust. * He
doesn’t care! How can you expect a rotten worm like that
to care what we say to him 17 .

“lSlc'ou are wight, Blake. The awful cad hasn’t any feelin’s
at all.” - . e :

and words could not hurt him. He was

’

Lumley-Lumley chuckled again,

** Oh, keep it up ! ” he exclaimed.

“You uttah wottah ! **

“Cad!”

““8neak !’

** Qutsider ! *? ’

But the epithets trailed off at last. The indignation of the
Fourth-Formers had spent itself in vituperation. They would
have given whole terms of pocket-money to rag the Outsider.
But it was impossible. Jack Blake had been made responsible.
for any disorder that night in the Fourth-Form dormitory in

“It’s entertaining.”
=1

the School House, and he would have had to interfere if any
ragging had been attempted. 1
*Oh let’s get to sleep ! > exclaimed Blake at last. * Leave

him alone. He makes me sick.”

* Yaas wathah!”

And the‘ juniors settled down to sleep. Some ef the more
excited ones called out for ragging Lumley-Lumley, but Blake
put a stopper on that at once.

“It can’t be done,” he said decidedly.  You heard what
Kildare said. I should have to stop you, Chuck it!”

“Oh rats!” said Hancock. “I don’t see why you can’t
go to sleep and leave us to do as we like.”

*“Orders are orders, my son.”’ Lo

Hancock snorted. But Blake had his way: The dormitory
settled down to sleep at last. But Jack Blake did not go to .
sleep. His responsibility was heavy upon him. He knew that.
some excited youth might get out of bed as soon as Blake was - -
supposed to be asleep to wreak vengeance upon the Outsider..
And Jack Blake remained awake, and intended to remain awake
for some time yet, to see that nothing of the kind should
happen. ]
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8 i e CHAPTER 14.
cichl Jack Blake Chips In

' T - UMLEY-LUMLEY did not sleep. - 5 0

1 It was at ten o’clock that Levison had arranged to

- leave the dormitory, but tho excitement had caused

the juniors to remain awake unusually iate.

~ Men o’clock had chimed. out from the old elock tower, and
* the voices had not all died away in the Fourth Form dormitory.

But at last the voices were silent. Snores-and deep breathing
- were the only sounds heard in the dormitory.

~:Half.past ten strueck. Then Lumley:Lumley sat up in bed.

¢ Levison ! *’ he whispered. )

be‘; I'm awake,’”” eame an answering whisper from Levison’s

d. i

- Mellish !

. ““All serene.”

“Up you get ! >

o Bight;() 1 -

Fack Blake, with his eyes half open, half awake, started into
broad wakefulness. " Low and whigpering as the voiees were,
they ‘were quite audible in the dead siience of the dormitory.
"~ Blake sat bolt upright in bed.

That something was “on” among the cads of ths Fourth
. was (%nite clear. "And Blake remembered, with a grim smile,
: that he had been made responsible for any iufraction of the
crales that might happen in the Fourth-Form dormitory that
night. - He was bound to put'a stop te any rageing of Lumley-

on. the part of the Qutsider. . -
It was quite clear! Kildare had made him responsible for
anything that happened out of the usual routine. And Blake
.-grinned in the .darkness. Whatever litde game the Outsider
and his friends had planned, Blake meant to take a hand
i it. ’ 3

Ho beard a sound of the fellows gettimg out of bod. He

heard them dressing, and wondered whether he should speak.
What was their intention ? Were they going to raid someone,
- or to break bounds ? Or what ?
_¥He remaiped silent. -
“ Ready, you fellows ? whispered Lumley-Lumley.

~; (“‘,&.'1 .
...+ “Come on, then! We ghall be late.”
“ Right' are.”

i you
3 Jack Blake heard the dormitory door open. By that time
. he had made up his mind. He leaped out of hed,
“* Lumley-Lumley ! > he rapped out,
. _Lhere was & gasp-in the darkness,
7 “ T4 that you, Blake ?
T % Yes” .
“1 thought you were asteep, hang you !
“Well, P'm ime; Comepback!
“Rats ! . i ‘ )
; *“ Where are you going ?
.~ ‘““Mind your own business,”
““ You -remember what Kildars said,” said Blake grimly.
“*I'm responsible for what happens in this dormitory to-night.
Thore is going to be no breaking bounds while I'm looking
after things. Not if I know-it!"” .
““Oh, go and eat coke !
¢ Come back ! "
“I won't!”
“Then I'll jolly soon tetch you!* . : ’ .
Blake ran to the door. Lumley-Lumley had the door open,
- ond was in the passage now. Mellish and Levison had not
- vet joined him there. They were taken by surprise, and
doubtful how to act.
. “Now then, you cad ! ” excl.imed Blake, grasping somebody
in the darkness. * Back you come!”’ :
He whirled his prisoner back into the dormitory.

< “Ow! Yow! Leggo!’ gasped the voice of Mellish,
= . ‘“Oh, it’s you, is it, Mellish ? "’ exclaimed Blake, “ Will
you get into bed 2 - - :
“Yow! Yes.”

Blake pitched him upon & bed, There was a roar, and
- Herries asvoke, and hit out blindly in the darkness,
“Yarooh1.” yelled Melish.- .
. He caught one of Herries's fists with bis chin and collapsed
upon the floor. . o ' ’
Meanwhile, Blake had collared Levison, Levison made no
resistance. s
“It’s all right,” he said coolly. *The game is up—I know
that, I'll go back to bed. You can let me go.”
“Bai Jove! What’s the mattah, deal boy ?”* exclaimed
- Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, sitting up in bed and groping for his
" eyeglass. R . ’ o
¢ Lumley going out.” )
. *"Bai Jove! Stop him!”
_“ %I’m going to, rather.” T

‘Levison was rushed baek to his bed and bumped clm;vn_ there,

" Both Lévison and Mellish went guietly to bed again,
™ Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 158. - =
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Luriley, but ke was equally bound to put a stop ‘to any raseality
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Thers was certainly a row coming now, and it was quite
yossible that masters or prefects would .be drawn into it.” In
that case, Mellish and Levison: preferred to be in bed. If
Lumiey-Lumley was fool enough to keep-gn, under the circum-
stances, he deserved whatever might happen to him- :

And-there was no doubt that the Outsider of St. Jim’s meant
to keep on. He had taken advantage of Jack Blake’s being
occupied with the other two to slip down the corridor.

Blake ran to the door after he had disposed of Ernest Levison,
But Lumley-Lumley was no longer thera,

 Lumley 1’ Blake called out.

There was no reply. )

“ Laumley, come back !

8till no response. - .

“ Bei Jove ! He's gone, youn know !

Blake gritted his teeth.- i

““ Then it’s up to us to fetch him back ! " he exclaimed.

“ Bai Jove!” ~

© “ Kildare told me to fook.affer this dorm. Yo responsible.

Any of you fellows going to back me up ? ** demanded Blake, as

he hurriedly slipped into his clothes. . .
¢ Yaas, wathah 1" :

* What-he !, .

D’Arcy and Digby end Herries turned out at once. Some-
body turned on the light of an electric glow for them to dress by.

“Four's enough,” said Blake. ** He can't have gone far.
You others keep an eye on the other two cads, and see that they
don’t bolt.” . .

“ Faith, and we'll t,io that ! ”said Reilly,  » =~ o -

1 N

.

“ Come on, kids! i :
. ¥ Pway wait a minute, Blake deah boy! | I haven't put on
my necktie yet 1 * . ’
** Blow your necktie ! ”’
“ Weally, Blake——"" .
“Ass! Comeont!”
b “I wefuse to be called an asz1 Undah the cires, desh
Oy’ : . .
* Will you come, you chump 2" - S
* But how can I come without a necktie *
Bleke did not stop to answer that conundruim.
of the dormitory, followed by Herriex and Digby. ;
“Bai Jove! Wait for me, deah boys! I sha'n't be five
minutes ! N )
But the dear boys did not reply. neither did they wait,
Arthat Augustus D’Arcy gave a dissatisfied sniff. and after a
~-moment or two of hesitation, he followed his chums minus the
necktie,

He ran out

e

CHAPTER 15,
Lumley Means Business.
OM MERRY sat up in bed and listened. :
He did not know what had awakensd him. - The night
was calm and quiet. Only the faintesi rustle of the
wind could be heard in the branches of the old elnis in tfle
quadrangle. » =

He bhad a vague, sleepy impression that he had heard the door
of the dormitory open, but he could not be sure. He stared
through the darkness in the direction of the door, but he could
not see in the deep gloom whether it was open or not,

“ Hallo ! 7 he said. ‘ Anybody there ? "

There was no answer but the faint echo of his own voice
in the long, lofty room. .

“.If that’s a giddy dorm. raid coming. you'd better go back
to bed !” said Tom Merry. “ It’s too jolly late for that sort
of game to-night !’

Silence !

But a cold draught of air playing on hLis face as he sat upin
bed convinced Tom Merry that the dormitory door was veally
open. : : ’

Even as he canie to the conclusion. he heard 2 faint sound,
and knew that the door had been almost noiselessly closed.
Then through the stillness of the night carnie other sounds—
hasty footsteps passing the dormitory door—guiet, stealthy
footsteps, though hasty, clear enough to Tcin Merry’s ears in
the tense stillness of late night. * ‘ .

As if hre had seen it all, Tom Merry knew what had happened.
Someone was being pursued along the passage, and had dodged .
into the Shell dormitory, in the hope of being passed undiscovered,
by the pursuers. Whoever it was that had taken refuge in
the Shell dorm. was there still !

Tom Merry felt a thrill at his heart,

Who was it ?*  The thought of burglars crossed his mind. only
to be dismissed at once, The caution and quictness of .the
pursuers in the corridor showed that it was not a case of burglacs,
Whoever the pursuers were, they were moving quietly, in order
not to awaken anyone, in the house. . L.

Tom Merry reached out for a box of matches on the washstand,
beside his bed, and struck one of them. . .

The light flickered out$ in the long. dark dormitory, feebly.
lighting up the gloom. Tom Merry held up the match., | ..




Every Thufsday

He caught a glimpse of a form crouching just incide the
dormitory door, with a hand still upon the handle.

Dim and brief as the glimpse of the crouching figure wasg,
Tom Merry knew it at once ! It was Jerrold Lumley-Lumley !

“ Lumley ! exclaimed Tom Merry. :

The match went out. The dormitory was plunged into the
deepest darkness again. There was the sound of a deep hissing
breath, but no reply came in words. d

“Lumley ! What are you doing here ?*

“Hallo! What’s that ?”” demanded Monty Lowther’s voice
sleepily,

¢ Lumley’s here ! **

‘ The Outsider ! ¥’ exclaimed Lowther, starting up inte bhroad
wakefulness at once,

“ Yes.”

“My hat! What’s he doing here ?*

“ I don’t know.””

- '*The Outsider ! " repeated Manners, who was now awake,
** Lumley in our dorm. ! What’s he doing here, the cad ?

- The door was heard to open. The Outsider had, of coure
overheard every word that was uttered by the chums of the
Shell.

‘“ He’s going !”’

 Lumley, stop !

Tom Merry had already sprung from his bed. He rushed to
the door, and caught the handle just as Lumley-Lumley closed
it from outside. He tore the door open again. In the dim
passage outside he caught a glimpse of & shadowy form.

“ Lumley ! Hold on !”

The form flitted down the passage.
it, and grasped it with both hands.
upon him in return,

** Let go, you fool ! ”” hissed Luniley-Lumley.

‘ What are you here for ?”’ demanded Tom Merry,

*“ Find out !

‘I mean to!*

‘‘Let go! Let go, Isay!®

“ No fear”

Tom Merry tightened his grip. The Qutsider did the came,
and they struggled savagely in the darkness of the passage.
'Fom Merry uttered a cry as he felt a savage kick upon his bare
leg, and he stumbled, and was thrown heavily to the floor. The
-Outsider of St. Jim’s sprawled over him. Tom Merry’s teeth
gritted hard together.

‘“ Oh, you coward ! "’ he muttered,

*“Let me go, then !’ hissed Lumley-Lumley. * MindSyour
own business, you interfering hound ! Let mego !{™

“ Never ! " ’

They struggled on the floor, Lumley-Lumley on top. Manners
and Lowther were coming out of the dormitory now.

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley fought like a tiger. It was not only
that he was determined to carry out his plan of going down to
the Green Man ; but all the angry obstinacy of his nature was
aroused. He would not be prevented from carrying out his
scheme, If the Head himself had appeared and ordered him to
return to his bed, it is doubtful if the Qutsider of St. Jin’s
would have obeyed.

“ Let me go !’ he hissed again,

“ I will not ¢

‘“ Then take that, you fool { **

Something heavy in the hand of the Cutsider struck Tom
Merry upon the head. The hero of the Shell gave a gasping
ery, and released his grip upon the Outsider.

.Lumley-Lumley sprang to his feet, just as Manners and
Lowther came racing down the corridor to Tom Merry’s aid.
The Outsider rushed away, and the Shell fellows stopped them-
selves just in time to avoid stumbling over their chum,

“ Tom, is that you ? ’ gasped Lowther

“ Oh, yes ! ™ :

* What’s the matter ¢ *

“I—I'va had a crack on the head ! gasped Tom Merry
dazedly. “ The villain had a stick, or something ! It’s made
my head sing !

““ The cowardly brute !>’

“‘ After him ! panted Manners.

Tom Merry staggered up.

*‘Not much ! he said. “I'm all right! Come on!”

Silent in their bare feet, the chums of the Shell rushed on in
the direction the QOutsider of St. Jim’s had taken.

Lumley-Lumley’s object—to get out of the house for the
purpose of breaking bounds—was quite clear to them now,
and they did not mean him to effect it if they eould possibly
prévent him. The Terrible Three were “ up against ’ Lumley-
Lumley all the time now.

Tom Merry dashed after
A strong grip was laid

“ You step bere, Tom——?
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‘CHAPTER 16.
A Collision in the Dark.
ACK BLAKE had not paused as he passed the door of the
\ﬂ Shell dormitory.

Lumley might have dodged into the Shell dorm. to elude
his pursuers, intending to proceed when they had grown tired -
of waiting for him, and gone back to the dormitory.

That was the plan Lumley-Lumley would have carried out—
and successfully—if Tom Merry had not awakened in the Shell
dormitory. While the Outsider was busy with the Shell fellows, °
the Fourth-Formers had- reached the window on the next
floor below, from which bounds had been broken many a time,
and which Blake believed Lumley-Lumley meant to use for
getting out of the School House,

Blake uttered an exclamation of surprise as he ran up to the
window. He had quite expected to find it open, or, at all events
unfastened, and the Qutsider gone ! He was quite prepared to
track the Qutsider across the quadrangle, and down the road
to Rylcombe if necessary. : -

But Lumley-Lumley had evidently not left the house !

Jack Blake felt over the catch of the window. It was one
that could not be possibly fastened from outside. It was
secure, and it proved that Lumley-Lumley had not yet quitted
the School House by that exit, at all events.

“He’s not gone ! Blake exclaimed. )

* But he came this way ! ” said Dighy. - g

“ We've lgassed him, then.”

' We couldn’t have passed him in the passagss,” said Herries.
‘ He must have dodged into some doorway.”

“ I suppose so.” .

“ Bai Jove! Have you got him, deah boys?” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, panting up in o great hurryy

Blake snorted,

“No 1”7

- Gweat Scott ! You haven’t Jet him get away, have you 7 ”

¢ Fathead ! )

! Weally, Blake 2 )

‘ He’s in the house still ! Look here,”” said Blake hurriedly:
‘‘He may go out in another direction. 2
stay here and look after the window, in case he doubles bagk
here, and the others hunt for him.” . &

“Good! Only don’t make g row. We don’t want to drag
the prefects into this.” . i

“ Prefects in it or not, Lumley-Lumley’s not going out to-
night ! said Blake grimly. * Which of you will stay here and
look after the window ? ”

“You can leave me heah, deah boy.. ¥ have bwought my
necktie with me, and I shall be able to put it on while I'm watchin®
here.” ]

‘“ Oh, all right, ass 1" ) .

“ Look here, Blake, I wefuse to be called an ags! T have
mentioned sevewal times alweady that I wefuse to be called
an ass, and——"?

“B-r.rrr!” ;

Blake, and Herries, and Digby went back along the passage,
leaving the swell of St. Jim’s to guard the window.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy proceeded to tie- his necktie in the
dark. It is to be feared that the School House swell gave more
attention to his necktie than to his task of keeping watch.

I say,”” muttered Herries eagerly, as the chums of the Fourth
hurried through the dark passage. ‘I say, Blake, old man,
Lumley-Lumley is very likely hiding in some corner.” '

“Most likely, I think.” .

‘“He may intend to lie Jow, perhaps, for an hour or two,
till we get sick of it, and go back to bed,” said Herries.

‘*He’ll jolly well be disappointed, then! I'm not going back
to bed, for one, till we’ve yanked that cad back to the dorm. ! >’

* What-ho ! * said Dighy. - :

“Yes, yes, that’s all right,’’ agreed Herries. ‘' Only we don’t
want to spend half the blessed night in hunting for the cad, do
we ? I've got an idea for nabbing him.’’

“ Go ahead ! ” gaid Blake crisply. * What isit 27

“ TOWser ! 3

“ Eh ? khd

“My bulldog!* said Herries confidently. ‘‘Suppose I
cut down to the kennels, and sneak Towser into the house ?
He’ll track down Lumley-Lumley in two shakes! You know
what & marvel he is at following & scent.”

Blake snorted.

“ YO“ ass ! ”

“Look here, Blake 1

“Hallo! Listen! What’s that ?”
" “My hat! Somebody’s caught. Lumley-Lumley ! **:

““ That’s Tom Merry’s voice ! ”’ exclaimed Blake,

“And Lumley’s! "

‘“The Shell chaps have got him ! 7 )

‘“‘ Come on ! ” exclaimed Blake, breaking into a run. ;

The Fourth-Formers dashed on reeklessly. along the dark
passage. They realised that somehow or other Tom Merry had

‘got mixed up in the matter, and that he had hold of Jerrold )

Lumley-Lumley, .
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That was enough for them to know. They dashed as fast
‘as the darkness would allow along the passage to reach the
‘seene of action. : .

Suddenly a sound of hasty footsteps was audible before.them

= fin the darkness, but before they fairly realised it, or what it
meant, 8 fying form déshed right into them, and sent them

spinning right and left. )
i "It was Lumley-Lumley,. fleeing froin the Terrible Three.
He had dashed right into the Fourth-Formers without seeing
them in the dark. .
“Oh.! "’ exclaimed Blake.
(3 OW ! }’
“Yarooh !’ . )
Blake rolled on the floor, and Dighy and Herries staggered
N agaixlllst either wall, Lumley-Lumley reeled drunkenly from the
- shoek. . .
“ Hang you ! * he panted through his set teeth.
 Collar him ! * cried Blake, scrambling up.
gider ! 7’ X .
- But Lumley-Lumley was slready dashing on. - -
He-had passed the Fourth-Formers, and he did not know that

there were_only three, and not four. of them.. He did not know-.

that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had been left on guard ab the
_ window by which he intended to escape from the School House.
He ran on breathlessly. :
Once he was free of the
dodge his pursuers in the darkness of the quadrangle.
that they would hardly follow fiim to the Green Man, even if
. they knew he was bound for that delectable place. And he
Lnew them well encugh to be certain that, if they missed him,
they would never give him away to master or prefect. He had
not betrayal to fear at the hands of Tom Memy & Co., whatever
he should do. ’ )
Blake staggered up, and Digby and Herries pulled them-
- selves together. But even as they were starting in pursuit
of the Outsider, three charging forfns came heavily into them,
and they went reeling again, .
“ Hallo | ” exclaimed Tom Merry. ¢ wWho—what——"%
“You Shell dummies{ Ow!"”
“Yow !” . : -
“Yah!”
My hat't ! . ; L.
¢ Blake ! "That you, Blake ?” .
“You! Yes,” groamned Blake. “ You chump! What did
you run into me like & blessed sfeam-roller for? Ow!”
“ What did you get in the way for ? >’ demanded Tom Megry,
with equal heat. “ We were after the Outsider ! ", )
** So were 'we, you fathead ! ™’
¢ Chump ! *?
“Ass!” :
“You Shell bounder——"" .
“ You Fourth Form fathead !’
¢ Look here——" ’
““ Look here——"" . .
1t really looked asif the hunt for Lumley-Lumley would en
in a Form row in the darkness of the psssage, and that the
Outsider . would be left- to his own devicés. Bub Manners,
alivays thoughtful, poured oil upon the troubled waters. .
“Hold on!” he exclaimed. * Lumley’s getting away all
this time, you know ! Let’s got after the rotter.”’ :
“By George! Yes!"™ Lo '
*“Come on ! ’* :
. And the juniors, rubbing their bruises, ran down the passage
after the Outsider of St. Jim’. ,There were _plenty of them to
deal with the Qutsider if they caught him. But he had a good
start, and all depended upon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy now.
If the swell of St. Jim’s failed to stop him, Lumley-Lumley
would get out of the window, and the chase would have to be
dropped, or continued under the stars. Not that the juniors
had any intention of dropping it, in any case.

School House, he felt that he could
He felt

CHAPTER 17.
Caught ! .

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY hLad finished tying his
necktie to his satisfaction, and was gazing into the gloom
after his chums, wondering what was happening in the

dark passages, when Lumley-Lumley came tearing up. .
The Outsider did not see D*Azcy in the darkness. He ran straight
to the window, and caught at the catch of the sash.
“Bai Jove !’ ejaculated Arthur Augustus.
~ He. was too taken by surprise to act for a moment. But
" that was only for a moment. ‘Then he ran at the Outsider. X
Lumley-Lumley-had already unfastened the catch, and had
succeeded in throwing up the:16wer sash of the- window. '
But then the swell of .St.-Jim’s was upen him. Lumley-
Lumley had no time to get et .of the window. If he had at-
tempted it,” the elegat, junior -had: only to grasp-his legs and
drag him back again.” .- et n3 ; .
He turned n D’Arey- with & snacl like's spiteful cat.
. “he ’mu,%ergd; thickly. e .

oy
i

“It’s the Out-

9. A Wighly miaing tale St the 3 = ¥ ¥HE WOLVES OF TEE DEXE
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"¢ Hands off, you fool, or——" ¢ .,

“You are not goin’ to get out of that window. you feahful
wagcal ! 7’ :

Arthur Augustos grasped the Outsider.
the Fourth-Formers in the passage, Lumley-Lumley lost his

In the collision with ~

stick. He clenched his fist, and drove it fairly into D’Arey’s face. ©

The heavy blow almost blinded D’Arcy. He gave a sharp,
cry, and fell back. The Outsider sprang to the window. and:
went plunging through.

But D’Arcy was after

allowed himself to be beaten.

him like & shot. Arthur Augustus -
D’Arcy never knew when he was beaten ; or, rather, he never "

He grasped the Outsider by the back of his jacket as he plunged '

through the window, and dragged him back.
“ No, you don’t, you wottah ! ’* he gasped. :
Lumley-Lumley ~struggled furiously, gasping for breath
as he strove to drag himself through the window.
“ Let me go, you fool !’ he hissed.
¢ No feah!”’ .
-There was a iliout from the passage, and hurrying footstops.
“Gussy’s got him! Hurray!” ) '
- “Yeas, wathah! Buck up, deah boys! '
Lumley-Lumley struggled frantically.

But he could not throw off the grasp of the swell of 8t. Jim’s.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy could be very determined when he liked. ..
The Outsider, snarling, slid back into the house again, and .

turned -upon the-swell -of St. Jim's like a tiger. He- rained
blows upon him with his clenched fists, and the junior, startled
and breathless, relaxed his hold. T
Lurnley-Lumley sprang to the window again. .’ ) .
But Tom Merry & Co. wers on the scene by this time.. Two-
or three pairs of hands grasped the Outsider as he lesped for
the window, and he was dragged back and bumped heavily,
upon the fleor. ’ . .
He resisted still; but the juniors were piling on him, and his-
resistance did not count for much. He was ciushed under the
woight of numbers, still struggling and gasping like a wild animal
at bay. g .
ot the.cad ! ” said Tom Merry. “Hallo! What's that ?°’
A light was advancing along the passage.
held in the hand of Kildare. The captain of St. Jim's came
up with & brow like thunder. . . 5
“What does this mean ? " he exclaimed.
“Bai Jove! D-d-did you hear anythia’,
stammered Arthur Augustus. T
Kildare conld not help grinning,
“I should think I 'did.,” he exclaimed.

deah boy 2?7

in spito of his anger.
“You have besn -

It was a lamp ~

making row enough to wake up the whole house. What does .

this mean ? I told you, Blake, that I should hold you respou-
sible for any disturbance in your dormitory ! "

“ Exactly,” said Blake, “and, being responsible, I had to
stop that rank outsider from breaking bounds, hadn’t 27 -

Kildare's eyes had already noted the open window. Ho
signed to ths juniors to allow the Outsider to rise. Lumley-
Lumley, looking very flushed and dishevelled and untidy,
rose to his feet, his eyes gleaming with rage.

“ You were going to break bounds, Lumley-Lumley ? "

The Outsider gritted his toeth.

“ I guess s0,” he said.

“Go back to your dormitory.”

“1 won’t !V

Kildare's eyes flashed. ' R '

He dropped his hand upon Lumley’s shoulder. 1In that grip

of iron ths Outsider did not.attempt to struggle. He knew

that it would be useless. . .
T cannot trust you to remain in your dormitory to-night,”
said Kildare quietly. I shall lock you up in’ the punishment-
room to-night, Lumley, and the Head will deal with you in the
morning. You juniors have done quite right. Go back to bed !
T will look after this young cad !’ - ) :
And Lumley-Lumley was marched away with Kildare's

grip upon his shoulder. The juniors went back slowly to their -

dormitories. .

“ Lumley-Lumley will get.it warm in the morning,” Blake
remarked. “ Well, we gave him the chance of coming back
quietly—and he’s only got himself to thank.”

“ Yaag, wathah ! ” - ’

«T wish he’d get out of St. Jim's,” said Tom Merry.
was a mistake sending him back here. He ought'to leave.”’

“ But he jolly well won’t! " ° " :

“ I suppbse not ! *’ said Tom Merry slowly. e e

“ But we've all dono with him now, I suppose,’’ said Lowther.
“ Even you can't stand up for him any more, Tora !’ '

4 It-- "

Tom Merry did not reply. Could he stand up any longer for -

the Outsider of St. Jim’s ? It was pretty certain, at all events,

and was it worth that? )
: : THE_ END.

(Another splendid, long, complete story of the Chwms of St. Jim's la,(m'in :

next week, entitled *“Tom Merry versus Jack Blake,” by Martin Clz‘ﬂff.wgl. e

Order your GEM Library in advance. Price One Penny.)
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A Thrilling Adventure Tale.

THE FIiRST CHAPTERS BRIEFLY RE-WRITTEN.

Philip Graydon is a young Englishman, who for eight years
was marooned on an uncharted island in the Pacific—the
Iron Tsland—by a criminal society called the Brotherhood of

Iron, of which he was once a mémber. A lucky chance
brings to his aid Dolores de las Mercedes, a beautiful Parisian
actress, who has incurred the displeasure of the French
Government. Graydon escapes from the Iron Island, and
lands in England with Dolores. As Frank Kingston and
Miss_O’Brien, the two begin a secret campaign against the
pernicious Brotherhood, and six prominent members are

BROUGHT TO BOOK.

Having had a scarab talisman stolen from her at a dinner
given by Lord Mount-Fannell, the chief of the Brotherhood,
Princess Kamala of Srinpurdu, a friend of Dolores, puts the
cage in Kingston’s hands. . . .

Kingston discovers the precious article in a_ house in
Whitechapel, occupied by Jacob Lowenwirih. On leaving
he is attacked by Hindus, and rendered unconscious. He
recovers, to find himself confronted by Prince Malabari,
brother to Kamala, who accuses him of stealing the talis-
man. Finding it impossible to prove himself innocent in
ihe prince’s eyes, Kingston makes a desperate rush out of
the house. He then visits Kamala, and restores the talisman
to her in the presence of Prince Malabari. -

Declaring that Lowenwirth shall suffer the penalty of
death for having stolen the talisman, Malabari pays a visit
10 his house in Whitechapel.

(Now go on with the story.)

Lowenwirth in the Hands of the Indians.

From that time till eight o'clock in the evening Pringe
Malabari remained inactive, attiring himself once more in
native costume, and lolling languidly on his cushions. When
eight struck, however, he rose and prepared. to depart.

He walked out of the house, and hurried to the main road.
Just round the corner, near Whitechapel Station, a large
green motor-car stood against the kerb. .

With a few words to the driver he clambered into the
tonneau, and seated himself beside another Hindu, who
saluted ‘respectfully. The ride was not a long one, for the
car was in Ilford when it pulled up. e i

The prince looked round with a glance of catisfaction as
he stepped to the ground. The surroundings were hardly
cheerful, for the road was deserted, narrow, and practically
unused. Two high fences bordered the sides, and the lamp-
posts were few and far between.

. ‘""Follow me,” said the prince, in Hindustani, to one of the
men. ‘““You know what there iy to be ‘done, and we want
to .Iget away as s0on as possible.”’ ’

hey walked sharply down the road for about a hundred
yards, then turned.a cormer,

Suddenly Malabari stopped, and
looked keenly up and down.

. Not a soul was in sight. Just

WEEE:  FOM MERRY versus JACK BLAKE,” Anofher. Spiendia,

Robert W. Comrade.
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here it was dark and dismal, und not a sound could be heard.

he Hindus moved absolutely noiselessly; so noiseless were
they, in fact, thaf they had the appearance of being unreal
things flitting along. Malabari had stopped exactly oppositd
a little doorway. There were numerous ether similar door-

painted. .
“ This is the one?” asked the prince, in a whisper.
““Yes, your Highness. I made a mark on it. See?”

ways along the same fence, but this one had been_freshly.

Taintly in the darkness could be distinguished a little

scratch on the new paint. The Hindu had been there before,
that very evening, reconnoitring.

 Come along,” directed Malabari, “and be careful.”

The door was unbolted, and in a moment the two found
themselves in a large garden. It was long, but rather
narrow. Some distance ahead could be seen the lights of
many houses—a whole row, in fact. The garden was well
kept, and the two intruders had no difficulty in finding their
way to the house. : :

The top half was a soft lawn, which extended even to the
walls of the house, the latter being a good-sized, old-fashisned
building. The only room with a light.in it this side of the
house was evidently a large one, for the windows were in the
form of & broad bay.

They were fitted with Venetian blinds, and one of these was
only partially closed, making the interior of the room quite
clear .to a close observer. ~The prince, quiet as a kitten,
stepped forward, motioning to his companion to remain
behind. He stood for a moment gazing into the well-lighted
room, then smiled with grim satisfaction.

Seated close to the fire in an easy-chair ‘was Jacob Lowen-
wirth, while opposite to him sat another man. The two were
engaged in conversation, hoth laughing heartily.

‘‘Quite a merry pair,”” murmured Malabari to himself.
“The stranger little thinks, however, that the man he is
joking with so freely will, by to-morrow morning, be buried
where no man on earth can find him.”

On the table stood a decanter of whisky, soda-syphons, and
a box of cigars. Judging from the piles of cigar-ash in the
little trays, the visitor had been there a considerable time.

“I will wait half an hour,” the prince told himself. “1f,
at the end of that time the other man makes no move, he
will have to be rendered unconscious as well. I*want, if
possible, however, to catch the Jew alome.’?

Patiently, motionless as statues, the two Indians waited .

outside the window. Relentless they were; relentless and
unbending. Their object was vengeance, and they were two
to one; two strong men, against one who had no suspicion
of coming peril: And the means they employed to capture
him was so silent, so deadly, and %o unexpected, that Lowen-
wirth never stood an earthly chance of défending himself.
At the eXﬁimtion of twenty minutes the visitor arose to
depart, drank a final whisky-and-soda, and passed out of the
room, Lowenwirth accompanying him. alabari listened

& Co.
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and reseated himself in his own chair. ] 4
" the end from a cigar and applied a match to it, lying back -

" and in a very short time he becane e

“to him and

. “JOHN BULL Jné’s WEEKLY.”

: intenﬁg, and in two minutes a dull bang sounded, the front

door being closed. . - L
As the prince had guessed, T.owenwirth came straight back
He leisurely snipped

e was in his hand,
ossed in its pages.
ime for action has

then with evident satisfaction

“Now,” thought Malabari, *‘the
arrived. -The task ought to be simpie.”
Ile stood on the window-sill, so that now his head was on
a level with the top of the upper sash, which was lowered for
several inches. Then the prince fumbled in. his- coat-pocket,
finally producing a long, thin tube, made out of some kind

>

. of cane.

-

A blow-pipe ! :

Yes, the object was one of those deadly weapons which
* deal death as silently and as surcly as the bite of the most

venomous serpent. To an unsuspecting foe the blow-pipe is
fatal. He is struck before he knows anything about it, and
should the little dart be coated with poison, -death is
practically instautaneous. 3 _ .7 @

But this easy death was not destined to be Lowenwirth’s.
The prince intended making the blackmailer suffer unspeak-
able mental agony before he dicd. He had violaked the laws
of an honourable family, and death was the senfence. It was
1lindu vengeance.

So ‘the blow-pipe did not contain deadly, poisonous darts.
Iv was this weapon which had been used so effectively on
KNingston the same morning. When ha had suddenly become

* unconscious in the street it had been the result of a tiny dart

piereing his skin.
Prince Malabari raised the tube to his lips, directing the
end_towards Lowenwirth’s face, and gave a sharp puff.
"No ‘result could be seen until the lapse of two seconds.
The doomed man raised his head to discover the cause of the
sharp sting, then seemed to fall limp and lifeless in his chair.

The cigar dropped from his mouth, and sent out a shower of .
.sparks as it struck his knee, rebounding on the floor.

It had all happened as silently and as suddenly as if Lowen-
wirth had merely dropped asleep. The prince stealthily
raised the lower sash.of the window, and stepped into the
room, motioning his servant to follow.

‘Without the least suspicious sounds the two Indians crossed
the room, and 1eant over the still-form of the Jew. Malabari
l)gx}led the tiny dart from Lowenwirth’s cheek, then grasped
um under the arms, the other Hindu taking the feet. In
two minutes Lowenwirth’s unconscious form was lying on

- the lawn, and the prince was lowering the window-sash again.
i=1

How the solicitor had disappeared would be a mystery which
would. never be solved.

X L\'Q’w,” whispered the prince, “to the roadway, and
urry.
. They did hurry, carrying the weight between them seem-
ingly easily. Having reached the back gate leading on to
the ill-lighted lane, the prince stepped into the roadway alone
und looked keenly up and down. No one was in sight, and
on the still air the piercing whistle of the Indian society

. sounded. Tt was the signal for the automobile to drive up.

It. did so immediately, and before half a minute had
Mapsjd Lowenwirth was pulled aboard, and the car turned
round. . - .

““You know where to make for,” said Malabari, to the
driver, in his own language. “Don’t go too slow, and take
the shortest cut.”

But the drviver did not know the English roads very well,
therefore it was necessary to stop at the corner where the
smaller road joined the main road, and read the signpost.
After that there was no delay. Through Romford the car
went; picking up speed again on the somewhat hilly piece of
road to Brentwood.

Soon after passing the latter town—it was nearly ten o’clock
now—the green car, instead of keeping to the main road,
took the turning which led down to the marshes—the road
to Billericay. Why . was this? Where was Malabari taking
lﬂ}e Inner Councillor to? What was he going to do with
1im 7

The whole adventure had an air of uncanniness about it;
yet it was carried out in a perfectly straightforward and
businesslike manner. No one could suspect the car of being
implicated in the disappearance of Jacob Lowenwirth. The
place where- the prisoner was being taken to now was miles

‘from any habitation, lonely, and as bleak as the Devonshire

moors. -

What the prince was doing was, all said and done, murder ;
4 e princess it was just punishment; and to the
world at large it was a blessing. There was not: one person
in England who would bemoan the loss of Lowenwirth exocept
the membeérs of the Brotherhood of Iren. He was the vilest
blackmailer in Europe; a -fiend with no heart, and who lived
U¥: preying” on his fellow-creatures. To have him gone for
s Gex LiBrary.—No. 158, © :
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ever would be a relief to hundreds of people, and would
mean, perhaps, the saving of many lives.

For Lowenwirth was a murderer; a murderer of the worst
type. He had driven dozens of honourable men and women
to ruin and suicide, and, had he been allowed to live, would
have driven others along the same terrible path.

But he was not allowed to live. His last hour had come,
and the manner of his death was about as fitting a one as
could possibly be found. . It was slow, but absolutely sure;
as sure as was the doom of those innocent people whom he
had driven into the depths by his foul and lying ‘tongue. For
them thgre had been a faint hope of deliverance. -For him
there was absolutely none. s ;

The Doom of Jacob Lowenwirth.

, ! This will do,” exclaimed Prince Malabari, in Hindustani.
‘And remember, there must be no delay: It is late, but .
there is a'bare possibility that someone may come along. I
want to avoid being seen. In any case, Sinha, you had better
remove the bonnet, and be tinkering with the engine.”’

The driver, whose name was Sinha, salaamed obediently,
and did as his. master had bidden. The prince and the other
Hindu meanwhile- hauled Lowenwirth from the car into the
muddy roadway. oo

The party had come to a halt by the side of the road in

~about as lonely a spot as could-be found. A damp mist hung

over the flat country, and no house or habitation could be
seen for miles. Down there, on the marshes and the mud-
flats, there was little fear of being seen. .

Lowenwirth was still unconscious, and once more he wa%
hoisted up and carried along. By this time the ground over
which he went was very different. Having passed through
a_gap ‘in the hedge, Malabari, who was leading the way,
directed his steps across a soft, muddy, grass field. On the
other side of this, divided by a shallow ditch, could be seen.
a huge expanse of dull marshland. .

“ The dog shall die the death he deserves,” said the prince,
half to himself and half to his companion. ““ Nothing can
save him once he is on the centre-spot. He will be uncon-
scious when he is placed there—unconscious of the fact that
one step will mean death.”

Ma.la.gari laughed grimly.

“It is in truth a splendid death-trap. When ‘the Jew
recovers his wits, which will be very soon now, he will, béing
unaware of his peril, step out towsrds us. Two paces wil
be enough. By that time he will have been caught by the
mud, unable to move either way. Slowly but surely he will
beé dragged down, until at last the bog covers his head. . Not
a trace will remain to tell what has happened on this lonely
spot to-night.” ) )

Lowenwirth’s death was indeed to be a terrible one. Yet
he deserved it; it would be none too severe.

Having walked some yards past the dividing ditch, Malabari
stopped, and suddenly stegped back. His feet had sunk a
little into the clinging mud.

“We are at the edge,” he said to the other.  You
continue on alone now, Ghoolab, and waste no time. You
are the only man who knows the way to the safe.spot in
the centre. Do you think you can manage alone?”’

“I have done it many times before, your Highness.”
answered the Hindu significantly, *“ and this jackal will prove
an easy burden.” -

““Very good; waste no time,” said Malabari. “T will wait
here till you return. After that we will watch. Lowenwirth
has already showed signs of recovering.” .

Ghoolab slung the Jew across his shoulder, and started on
his perilous journey. The distance was short, barely a hun-
dred yards, but every incli of those hundred yards was fraught
with danger. =E

In the centre of the mud-flat was a small island, a solid
piece of ground surrounded by a kind of quicksand. 1In
appearance the ground was all alike, but there was one way
in which the centre could be reached, and the only man who
knew this path was Ghoolab. Had the prince attempted
to cross, he would inevitably have been caught by-the trea-
cherous quagmire. A .

The place was avoided by everybody in the district, for
there was no denying that it was a terrible death-trap—a
trap which caught its victims and swallowed them up without

- a trace being left to show what had become of them.

Even where the prince was standing the ground was soft
and boggy. . He stood watching his servant as the latter
picked his way along the invisible path. It was dangerous
work, but at last Ghoolab stood on the solid island in the
centre. . X T .

In the darkness—and in the daylight, too—it looked quite
an easy matter to walk straight across, for it appeared the
ground was all the same. L2 .

Having laid Lowenwirth down, the Hindu stood for a
moment outlined against the dark sky; then he commenced
the journey back. Once he slipped, and for a moment
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Malabari thought it was all up with him. But with a wrench
Ghoolab forced himself free, and continued his way uncon-
cernedly. In thirty seconds he had negotiated the dangerous
part, and was standing beside his master salaaming.

*“ It is done, your Highness,” he murmured,

. ““Yes,” said the prince, ‘it is done; and when the scoun-
drel recovers he will walk with open eyes into the trap. He
will be killing himself, for, should he remain where he now
lies, rescue would be probable. But he will step into the
quagmire, realise t00 late what he has done, and perish before
our eyes.”’ - ,

:“ See,” interjected Ghoolab suddenly, ** the dog moves!”
-Malabari loo{ced intently. Yes, Lowenwirth was certainly
recovering his senses. It was a matter of a few minutes
only now; unless a miracle happened the Jew would be dead
in less than an hour.

But while this tragic drama was being enacted on the
lonely marsh; what was Frank Kingston doing in London ?
Did he know that his work was being taken out of his hands,
that the plans he had made for Lowenwirth’s downfall were
now useless?

Yes, he did know, but not until it was too late. After the
conversation with Dolores in the early afternoon, he speunt
the rest of the day at the club, there meeting Lord Askew,
the young man who had deposited his bonds in Gissing’s
before. "Askew had invited Kingston
to dinner, and the latter, knowing that his plans against
Lowenwirth could not come into operation till the following
morning, consented. There was no suspicion in his mind that
Prince Malabari would take such a terribly extreme measure
as he had done. )

It was on the stroke of eight o’clock when Kingston
lounged out of his rooms, attived in immaculate evening-dress.
As it happened, Dolores was that minute crossing the corridor
with the evident irtention of calling on him.

“‘Mr. Kingston,” she said quickly, “come “Into my suite,
please. "I have just learnt something which may cause you
to alter your plans.”

She spoke with great earnestness, and the expression in
her eyes told Kingston that something unexpected had
happened. Without hesitation he followed her into her own
boudoir, and stood with back to the fire..

‘‘ Ten minutes ago,’” said Dolores, “T was with the princess,
and she, while continuing her espressions of gratitude to
both you and myself,” mentioned somethiig concerning Jacob
Lowenwirth. Now, vou yourself have made all arrangements
to deal with him, haven’t you?”

“I have, Dolores.
shall pay the penalty. To-morrow sees his downfall.”

‘“Then, Mr. Kingston, you are too late. The prince is
already taking steps to put him to death to-night.”’

Kingston did not move a finger, nor, in fact, seem in any
way surprised. But he was surprised—surprised and annoyced.
He looked at Dolores keenly.

“The prince is taking steps to kill Lowenwirth®”
repeated. *‘ Jove, but the man’s got a nerve!”

““The princess said that he is starting at eight o’cleck for
the Jew’s house at Ilford,” went on Dolores. ““ What he
will do there Kamala is not quite certain of, but Lowenwirth
1s not going to be murdered there. Malabari intends taking
him away in a motor-car to some spot in Essex, some spot
this society has always used as a place of execution. She
herself does not know exactly where it is. But come; you
had better question her.”

Kingston followed her without a word, glancing at his
watch as he did so. If possible he would save Lowenwirth’s
life ; for, bad.as the man was, Kingston did not care for the
idea of his being done to death by a crowd of uncivilised
}I;Imdus., He had done them no harm; anyhow—no serious

arm.
- Kamala was lyinlgl' amongst_her ‘cushions when Kingston
and Dolores were shown in. She looked quite at ease now,
and was puffing gently at a tiny cigarette. Before she could

he

-even open her mouth to greet her visitors, Kingston com-

menced his questioning.

“You will excuse me, princess, for this abrupt entry,”
he said sharply, “but I want to know exactly what your
brother is doing. Miss O'Brien has told me certain things
which seem ‘hard to believe.” ®

‘“I.do not understand,”” said the princess.
in ‘connection with the man Lowenwirth 7"

“Yes. Tell me everything, please.”

““ My brother has gone to_punish him for his erime,” said
Kamala, her dark eyes shining dangerously. ** He had laid
sacrilegious hands on my talisman, and the sentence for doing
that among my peaple is death. Malabari has gone this very
] ] deserts.”

‘“He is laying himself open té arrest for murder,” said
Kingston. ‘‘But where has he gone—or, rather, where will
‘he go when he has left the house at Iiford?”

‘Kamala gave him a keen glance. : :

“Do you mean
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“Why do you want to krew?” she as's:d suspiciously.
“What do you mean to do?” co- ; :

* There is no time to explain now, but if the prinee had
come to me I would, perhaps, have given him my assistance,”’
replied Kingston, hoping to get her to tell all she knew.

I do not know myself exactly,” said the princess. Al
I can say for certain is that after rendering him unconscious
at Ilford, my brother means to take him to a lonely spob
on the Essex marshes.

been here many times.” .
** And that is all you can say?”
“I know no more, Mr. Kingston.
hurry., Won’t you sit down and—-"
My dear princess,” interrupted Frank Kingston, ‘“don’t
you see that 1 am desirons of finding your brother?

asked Kingston. .
But you seem in a

to punish this Jew.”’

“1 am afraid it is too late,” answered Kamala.
is a possibility, however, that you may catch him at
He is travelling there in a large green motor-car.”

I suppose it is a useless question, but do you know what
tyres yvour brother has fitted to the machine?”

The princess smiled and shook her head.

“ There
Ilfox_‘d.

“I am afraid I do not know enough about motor-cars. Ah, -

but wait a minute! Only to-day he told me he had bad $wo
pairs of—of things fitted to his wheels to prevent slipping.
They are kind of chains, and are named after the inventor.
Really, the name has slipped my memory.”

“.You are referring, perhaps, to Parsons’
asked Kingston quickly. ) .

‘“Yes, yes; that’s it cried the princess. ¢ He had them
put on yesterday, But why do you wish to know? You
seem different to your usual self, Mr. Kingston.” - =~ .

“I am different,” he replied. “I am in a _co:usxdeyab!’(}
hurry, and must say good-night without delay. Miss O’Brien,”.
he added, turning to Dolores, “1 will do my very best, but
I'm afraid I shall be too late:”

Without another word he turned and left the room.
Although he looked so quict and unmoved, he was in reality
very much annoyed. He had thought the princess would
be content with the return of her scarab. ° Ty

“ These Hindus are more revengeful than I imagined, he
told himself as he crossed to his own place, threw an overcnat
on, and ordered Fraser to get the car. round immediately.
I had no idea that Malabari would decide to turn on
Lowenwirth. After all, he has done no real harm. Not that
Jacob does not deserve death, for he does, and a very haid
death at that. But it's more than exasperating to have the
work taken out of my hands. I had my arrangements all

non-skids ¥

cut and dried for Lowenwirth’s downfall, and :this fool “of .

an Indian must needs go and vent his vindictive spite on
him. - I’'m afraid I am too late; but there is just a chgnce.
A large green car ought not to be very hard to trace.

-I do not understand what it means, -
for this is my first visit to England. Malabari, however, has o

have -
a better plan to suggest to him—a far better way in which -

3y -

In a few minutes he stepped into his own landaulette, an

all British Daimler, exactly similar to the ome Colonel
Marsden had used at Cragmoor Prison. Fraser was at the
wheel, and before long the brakes were applied, and the car
came to a halt outside Carson Gray’s rooms. o -
The detective was in, and somewhat surprised to see
Kingston again so soon. He began questioning, but the
visitor held up his hand. ~ . g
‘“ Slip your things on,” he cried, ‘“and come with me,
Gray. Something unexpected has turned up, and I want
your assistance if it is available. T can’t stop te e_g’)!am any-
thing now; all I want to know is, can you come?
Carson Gray rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 5
*“T'm afraid not,” he replied. “I have some very impor-

tant work on to-night—work which absolutely must be done.

I'm sorry——"" )
“You can’t come, then?””’ . ;
Kingston moved towards the door without waste of time.
‘““Well, you see—— But one moment! What time do you

expect to be done?” . . . o
“Not a minute after midnight,” replied Kingsion. I

think I can safely promise to set you free at midnight.”

Carson Gray made up his mind quickly. .

““Then I'll come !” he cried. * The case I am on is urgent,
but I cannot act until after twelve o’clock. Yes, I'll go with
you, Kingston.” ) i 5

Three minutes later the landaulette was whizzing eastwards,
and, inside, Kington was telling his companion the news he
had just learnt and what he intended doing. .

“Jove!” said Gray. ‘“But you haven’t lost much time!
Personally, I think I should have let Malabari do his work
without interference.. Lowenwirth is too utterly vile to expect
pity from anyone.” , .

“ Granted, my dear fellow. That is not the reason for my
present journey. It is because I wish to do my work in a
rational manner, and let Lowenwirth know what he is being
punished for. As’it is, these Hindus are killng him insk
because he stole their confounded searab. - The thing is trivial,
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", 1iford, we shall have to trust to luck.

and death to Lowenwirth would, I think, be preferable to a
life- of penal servitude. I want to stop this wild, heathen
vengeance, and give the Jew over to Justice in _t»h(;,propev
‘manner. It-will be a far harder punishment for him.

T grasp your meaning,” said Carson Gray.- ¢ Neverthe-
less, I think you are too late. Of ‘course, there is always
the possibility that Lowenwirth was not at home when his
genial Hindu visitors arrived. In that case, he will still be
alive.” .

“ Personally, I am counting on their having to wait an
opportunity,” said Kingstar' calmly. Although he had spent
the last twenty minutes in one long rush, he-ha
with a quiet thoroughness which was convincing. “As to
following the car in case it has got away before we arrive at
I have got an idea
that the prince is taking the prisoner to the lonely Essex mud-
flats, there to throw him in some watery quagmire. .

“That solution certainly squnds the most likely,” said the
‘detective, *‘for it would get rid of him without a trace being
left.- You know Lowenwirth’s address?” .
"¢ Oh, yes; and at this rate we shall not be long in getting
there. - Fraser is excelling himself, and, incidentally, causing
more than one policeman to look after us with no welcome
oyes. If we do not get our number taken I shall be

su,l}mse_d. : 5 .

“The whole of the way to Ilford they discussed the matter in
hand, At last Fraser drew the car smoothly to a standstill,
and Kingston leaped out alone. The street was quiet, but not
quite so lonely and forlorn as the lane which ran parallel
‘with it at the bottom of Lowenwirth’s garden.

. A butler .angwered Kingsion's. ring, but he did not sec a
young dandy on the doorstep. The man who stood there was
apparently advanced in years, for his face was a mass of
wrinkles, and he did not stand quite upright. :

- ¢Js Mr. Jacob Lowenwirth at home 2" he asked.

“Yes, sir. Do you wish to see him?”
- Kingston produced a card. o L.
. “Take.him this, will you, please,” he said, in a disguised
voice. “‘I think he will see me."”

- Yery %ood, sir.”’ . . )

The butler took the card and departed, leaving the caller on
the. step. Kingston had not to wait long before the sePvant

_ returned. P - .

“I can’t make it out, sir!” he exclaimed, somewhat
alarmed. ‘“The master isn't in his room, and I could have
sworn he went in there after Mr. Roberts left. _The gas is
full on, and there's a cigar on the floor, as if it had been
knocked. down somehow. It geems queer—+—"" .
4] siippose your master has gone out for something,” inter-
rupted Kingston. “ Never mind, my man, I will call on
Mr. Lowenwirth .at his office to-morrow. Good-night!”
“Before the butler could answer he had turned, and was
‘opening ‘the gate. He -paused for a moment to speak to
Fraser. e, . 3 E

““To the main road, Fraser, and stop at the corner.”

..In the car 'he altered his tone, and resumed his former
expression. . .- . ’

““They’ve been, Gray,” he said shortly. ¢ Taken Lowen-
wirth . without letting any of the servants know. The thing
Tiow is to be after them with as much speed as possible.”

' “They have been smart,” said Carson Gray-—* very smart.
It is more a question of luck than anything else now.”

' A policeman stood at the corner, ‘where the road entered
the main highway. He looked at the car curiously as it
pulled up. Carson Gray looked out.

“I say, constable,”” cried the detective, ““have you scen
anything of a green motor-car along this way—a large one,
fitted with a canvas hoed ?”

“Yes, sir, that I have,” replied the policeman instantly.

. “Just five minutes ago it camg along that very road, and
wont off towards. Romford.”.

Gray laughed loudly.

“ Thanks !” he cried.
loud voice to Kingston.
‘the bounder.”

That laugh, and those few words gave the officer an
altogether wrong impression of the chase, and presently the
automobile was rushing along the road to Romford. Arriving
there, Gray made the same inquiry, with the result that
Fraser continued-the journey to Breptwood.

Here they found that the green car had passed through only
a minute or two before. Gray's eyes were shining with the
excitement of the chase, but Kingston seemed as calm and
lan‘gmd as ever.

‘“We shall have to sfow down a littlo now,” he said, ‘‘and
I mean to take my seat in front. There is no telling where
the car turned off, and I mean to stop at every bye-road we
‘come to.” ; )

“But how will you tell whether our quarry has taken one
of these bye-roads?” asked the detective. ‘ The imprint of
the tyres?” Do ; k
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he-had done it all-

-, Kingston would make.

¢ Exactly.”
- % But there are cars passing along this road all day.”

“Very possibly. I think, however, I am correct in
assuming that not very many cars take the road to the
marshes. Ah, here is one already !”’ . -
- The Daimler pulled up, but no car had passed down the
side road that day. This stopping was-all delay, but at last
they came to the turning which led to Billericay. 2t

““Ah!” cried Kingston. ¢ See here! This is the imprint
of a tyre fitted with Parsons non-skid chains, I think.”

The detective examined the marks, which were quite visible
in the soft earth. . ) ) .

“Yes,” he said, ‘““they are. But what do yon make of
these, Xingston?”

-The latter turned and saw, leading straight onwards, the

* track of another car which had also been fitted with. Parson’s

non-skids. .

‘“This makes matters a little puzzling,” said Kingston.
“Confound it! What a piece of wretched luck!”

“Those chain arrangements are by no means uncommon.
There is no means of ascertaining, either, which is the track
made by our friends, the Hindus.”

“I think we can safely assume,” went on Kingston, ¢ that
the marks leading down the side road are the correct—
moment, though!”’ . . )

He bent down and closely examined, one after anothev,
the two sets of wheelprints. Then he clambered aboard the

car. .

“Down the side road, Fraser!” he cried. ¢ Our quarry
has gone in that dircction. The chains which made these
marks are quite new ;- whereas, the others have evidently. been
in wear for a considerable time. Prince Malabari had hiz
fitted only yesterday.” e

Carson Gray looked eomewhat surprised at the rapidity with
which Kingston had come to this conclusion, but said nothing.
To himself, however, he thonght what a really great detective

Soon the .car was rushing down the narrow road, both
Fraser .and Kingston keeping their eyes wide open. .~ Sud-
denly, with startling abruptness, the tail lamp of a moter-car
came” into view. Fraser jammed the brakes on, and the
Jandanlette came to a standstill within five yards of thoe ether
can . . z EAsl

And, even as Kingston and Gray leaped to thé ground, the
same familiar whistle sounded. Sinha was letting his master
know of the new arrivals. £k :

‘“ Take no notice of this fellow here,” said Kingston quickly.
““T heard & cry from the field across the road. Hang it all,
I believe we are too late even now.”. H ‘

He leaped over the hedge like a deer, while Gray ‘found
it necessary to crawl through the gap. When the latier
found himself on the other side of the hedge, he could see his
companion leaping ahecad at an amazing pace. To Kingston
the .run was nothing, and in 'a very few séconds. he had
arrived at_the spot where the prince and Ghoolab  stood
looking at him in apprehension and hostility. : ;

‘“ Prince,” cried Kingston, ““a word with you!
alarmed; I have come as a friend !”’

¢ Kingston !’ cried Malabari, starting forward.  Thea he
stopped where he was, for from 'behind had come a cry of
surprise and anger. -

The prince turned round, and saw the outline of Lowen-
wirth’s figure clear-cut against the sky. He had just recoversd
full consciousness, and realised in no degree his position.

But Kingston took the situation in at a glance, gucssed
where the Jew was, and cried out in warning : )

‘Stop where you are if you value your life! Don't move
an inch.

Lowenwirth evidently did not understand the meaning of
the words, for there was nothing betwixt himself and the
three men save a stretch of grass. So he took three uick
steps forward,

“Too late!” cried the prince. * He is doomed !”

Lowenwirth realised now in a sense where he was. With
awful rapidity he was being sucked down into the quicksand.
Kingston stood quite still. He made no fuss, but looked on
with calm chagrin. Never for an instant did he make the
mistake of thinking the Jew might be saved. Without a
long ladder rescue could not possibly be effected. _ -

“Help!” shrieked Lowenwirth, in terror-stricken tones.
“¥or Heavon’s sake, help! I am being sucked down by this
terrible mud as if it were alive! Can nobody come—
good heavens, I shall go mad !’

He could be seen waving his arms about frantically,
endeavouring to free his legs from that ghastly embrace.
Already he had sunk to his waist. N

“It is a pity,” said Kingston quietly—*a it,eat pity.
Lowenwirth was a consummate scoundrel, but he should never
have ended his life in this manner. All said and done, how-
ever, the world is rid of a pest; it will be far the sweeter for
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his absence, and I for one can say
having -taken this step.”’ . .
A minute later Jacob Lowenwirth had- disappeared, and
- nothing remained to tell the tale,. The wind freshened a
little now, and blew across the dreary mud-flats:in cold gusts.
And there, gazing at the now deserted quagmire, stood the
Jittle group of men, :
- Not one of theni spoke, and. suddenly, as if by a common
impulse, they turned and walked slowly and silently hack to
ihe roadway.

nothing to yeu, prince, for

The. Case of Wiliiam Haverfield.
“The only thing to do,” declared Frank Kingston, when
they stood in the road once again, “is to simply return to
--:London, There is nothing more to be done here.”
-** Nothing,”” agreed Carson Gray, in a quieter tone than he
usually affected. Thé terrible death of Jacob Lowenwirth—
‘bad as the man had been—had impressed him more than a

. Oge Pesay,

¢ Please don’t misunderstand me, prince,” Kingston broke
in. - “ Lowenwirth’s colleagues can. be numbered . b{ the
hundred, and every minute you remain in London wil |
to your peril. In spite of all your slaves, all your Indian
magic, you can’t stop a sudden revelver-shot, or an organised-
attack. I assure you, I am telling you all this for your own
good. Act upan the advice, and leave England.” L

““You will say nothing to the police 2’ asked Malabari, who"
was considerably impressed by Kingston’s words. Ty

‘“ Nothing at all. Lowenwirth deserved his fate thoroughly."

“1 shall follow Mr. Kingston’s lead,” put in Carson-Gray.
“In all probability Lowenwirth’s disappearance will never be
fathomed. Being an unofficial- detective, I can nse my own
discretion, and it would certainly be unjust to have you hung
for the murder of a man who deserved something worse than.
death. No, Prince Malabari, I have nothing to say to you
except that you were a little too hasty.” - ’

“Yes, I ought to have waited, or, at least, consulted Mr.

T'he'ra, gazing at the now-deserted guagmire, stood the little group of men. Jacob Lowenwirth had
disappeared, and nothing remaineq to tell the tale, L :

(Seq abore.)

little. Exen Malabari, who had teen the cause of it all, was
“unusually subdued. . ,

“T had no idea you were aware of my plans, Kingston,” he
said. ‘I suppose, in the eyes of the law, I have committed
murder. . I gather, however, from the words you uttered a
momernt ago, that you are going to do nothing in the matter.
You consider the Jew deserved to die?”

“Yes, .prince; he was a scoundrel of the blackest type.
Death was too good for him. I intended having him arrested
to-morrow on several serious charges, and thrown into prison.

Jour drastic interference, however, has ruined my plans.”
© T -am sorry,” said Malabari, “but I did hot know. The
‘act is done, and nothing can undo it.” ) )
* Let me offer you a word of advice !” exclaimed Kingston,

Jaying a hand ‘firmly on the prince’s shoulder. * Leave
England at once, and take your sister with you.” Lowen:

wirth has companions who will guess what has happened, and
.who will assuredly wreak their vengeance upon you. It will
be a case of tit-for-tat.’’ . P .
Malabari smiled in the glare of the motor-lamps. .
‘I think I can take care of myself,”” he said confidently.
“T am always surrcuaded by tervants, to mention nothing of
tlie society i - O .

NEEE 4 TOM

_companion, in surprise. .
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Kingston. However, it 15 useless discussing that matter now.
I shall proceed at once to London—"" ~

“Two cars together would be liable to attract attention,”
interrupted Kingston. * Therefore, perhaps you had better
continue northwards to Ipswich, and stay there the night,
returning to London in the morning.” ;

The prince agreed at once, and Fraser started his engine.

A few minutes later the Daimler was turned round and

started for the main read. Kingston and Carson Gray sat -
in the cosy, well-lighted tonnean, each engrossed with his own
thoughts. Gray’s face. wore a serigus cxpression. .Kingston,
on the other hand, was his usual self. - With dreamy eyes; he
lolied back among the soft cushions, humming softiy to him-
self. Suddenly Gray awoke from his reveric, and gazed at his

“By Jove, Kingston,” he said,-““your sclf-possession - is
wonderful! How on carth you can sit there, looking as. if -
you were returning from the theatre, is-beyond me !” ~

Frank Kingston smiled. S - :

“My dear Gray, you don't seem to be aware of, the fact
that my thoughts cannot be judged. by the expression on my
face. . Although I"wgs appaiently so unoceupied;a. moment
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ago, I was ip reality thinking very deeply of the terrible
events which have just come to pass.”

" “8uch an accomplishment would be invaluable to me,”
roplied the detective. “To look unconcerned when one's
nerves are all on the stretch is a difficult task. To you,
however, it seems to come naturally.”

“It does come naturally. But, to bring the conversation
-round to a more serious matter, I think we have disposed of
his precious Highness. To speak frankly, I don’t relish these
Hindus having a hand in my pie. The sooner they are out
of England the better. The princess, alone, is not so bad, but
}\dalaba;x;i will be getting into trouble if he remains here any
onger.

“'I‘hezy will both leave the country now,” declared Carson
Gray. * After what you have said, the prince will make all
haste away. By the by, what is the time ?”’

Kingston glanced at his watch.

“The time,”” he said, “is twenty minutes to eleven. You
will be.in London long before midnight to carry out your
slans.  As it happens, there was no real necess'fy for you to

ave accompanied me, but I was not certain.”

“I am glad-1 came, because this ride back affords me an
opportunity of telling you the facts of the case I am now
engaged upon.”

%I shall be delighted to hear them,” replied Kingston—
¢ delighted !’ ‘

lCalrson Gray produced his pipe, and commenced filling it
slowly. . .

The 'car, at that mo‘ment‘, had turned into the main road.

‘“ About four days ago,”” commenced the detective, * you
may have read in the papers the particulars of a singularly
mysferious murder—the murder of Mr. Philip Whyte, a young
‘stockbroker 2"’ - - ,

“] temember it distinctly,” said Fingston, lying back with
closed eyes. ‘“He was found dead in the- Thames, a few
yards from Blackfriars Bridge, bound hand and foot.”

““That is it. Clearly a case of murder, for no'man on earth
could have bound himself wp as Whyte was bound. His
?Qrents are overwhelmed at their loss, and immediately sent
or'me, and commissioned me to track the murderer down.
It has been no light task, but at last I hit on a clue and
followed it up. I am practically certain in my own mind that

* T have cornered the murderer, but so far I have no proof.”

Carson Gray paused for a moment to apply a match to the
bOWIL of his pipe, resuming when the tobacco was burning
ovenly.

“The clue was so slight and insignificant as to.- be almost
unnoticeable. Under two finger-nails on the dead man’s right
hand I found some dark substance, which, on examination,
proved to be leather. Not shoe-leather, but of the variety
which is stretched across writing-desks. It is quite evident
)th% p}(:_m: fellow struggled violently while he was being bound,
and his
clutched convulsively.  The action of the water did not wash

the ledther from his -finger-nails, for it was rammed under

them tightly, ¢lear proof of how desperate he was.”

Kingston nodded.

“1 follow you exactly,” he said. *The thing is now to
find the writing-desk: But you say you have a very good
idea as to who the murderer is. How did you find him out ?”’

“The task was a difficult one, and I cannot explain it in
full now. To be brief, I made certain judicious inquiries, and
found.out that Whyte had been intimate lately with a gentle-

~man of private means, named Haverfield — William

Haverfield.” .

Kingston opened his eyes for a second, and again nodded.

“I found out, by chance, thaty Whyte had visited Haver-
field the same night as he disappeared; the body was found
the next morning. Now this information 1s absolutely
exclusive—the police are even unaware of it, and Haverfield
himself has made statements in different quarters—casually,
of course—to the effect that he had not seen Whyte on the
night of his disappearance.”

“ That fact in itself makes the case look black against him,”
murmured Kingston. * To-night, I presume, you are going
to break into Mr. Haverfield’s house, and look for a writing-
table which is considerably scratched.”

“That is my intention, Kingston. Haverfield is an elderly
man, tall and powerful, and keeps only manservants in his
house.”

“ Where does he live 7"’

_“In Chelsea, which is another point against him. The
river being so close makes matters fit in quite nicely. His
house stands by itself, and is about half a mile from the river.

- Exactly how he conveyed the bound man to the river is a
matter of secondary importance. There are numerous ways
in which it could have been done.”

“Have you arrived at any motive for the murder?”’ asked
Kingston, watching his companion's face interestedly.

-““None whatever. That’s the only point at which I've

. drawn blank. Possibly, however, a motive may disclose itself
. Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 158.
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hand came in .contact with the table, at which he

" blindfold. Suddenly an idea struck

A highly amusing tals of the
Chums roy friars Colleges

when I search the house. Haverfield is absolutely ignorant
of what I am doing; he imagines himself to be unsuspected.
Of course, I may be on the wrong scent, but I don’t think so,
Kingston; I decidedly dor’t think so.”

“Well, I wish you luck, I'm sure,” drawled Kingston.
“You have evidently been working hard on the case, and
to-night’s task seems to be rather risky., Nevertheless, it
appears to me hopeful. If Haverfield doesn’t prove to be
your man, I.shall be surprised. All I say is, take every
precaution.” P

““No necessity to tell me that, Kingston,” smiled = the
detective. By Jove, but we are traveﬁing. That man of
yours knows how to drive.” ;

““We shall be in London very soon now. Do you intend
gox:n?gnlstrmght to Cheleea, or will you call at your rooms

rst ? .
“Oh, I shall disguise myself slightly!” replied Carson
Gray. “There is no need to commence operations until well
past midnight. Haverfield never retires until late, so it would
be unwise breaking in before two or three.”

They discussed the matter all the way up.. At Great
Portland Street Fraser pulled up smartly. = Carson Gray
stepped on to the pavement. .

“Well,” he said, as he shook Kingston’s hand, “if the
journey has been fruitless it has not been without adventure.
Good-bye, Kingston, and thanks for the ride. - I'll see you
some time to-morrow—provided I'm stilk alive and kicking—
and tell you the result of the night’s work.”

“Yes, do, Gray. Good-bye, and good-luck !”’

“ Thanks !” .

The door closed, and the Daimler glided smoothly .away, its
occupant reclining easily on the luxurious seat, with a peculiar,
inscrutable smile on his features. <

““ And Gray doesn’t know,” he mused.. “ By jingo! What
would he zay if he did? It is peculiar, though, that he should

_be after Haverfield. There is no doubt about it, Gray is a

smart man; he has handled the case remarkably well. I
certainly don’t like the idea of his going to the scoundrel’s
house alone, however. All his servants are bound to be
common-members of the Brotherhood.” >

Kingston sat there thinking hard. It had surprised him
greatly—although he had made no sign whatever—when he
had learnt that the man Gray was after was William Haver-
field, one of the first members of the Inner Council. Carson
Gray had no idea of Haverfield’s connection with the Brother-
hood, and Kingston had not enlightened him.

“No,” the Avenger told himself, “I will say nothing at
present. Haverfield may as well be the next member to fall
as anyone. And if Gray is successful in bringing about his
downfall, all-the better. He has the matter in hand now, so

‘I will simply hover in the background, ready to give a hand

if necessary. It would be a pity to enli%hten Gray now; and,
if he knew, and was captured by Haverfield, there is a chance
he would let it slip, and so sign his own death-warrant.” .

There was one thing Kingston disliked, however, and for,
a fow minutes he was a little concerned. Carson Gray di
not know what dangers beset him ; he did not know that every
man in Haverfield’s house was a criminal. - Kingston did
know, and it seemed rather unfair tohl’iet the detective. walk on

. g :

“The very thing,” he told himself. ‘ And it will test the
youngster’s ingenuity. Yes, I'll give Tim a chance; he shall
follow Gray, and be at hand to assist him in case of danger.
His sharp eyes won’t miss much, I'll warrant.”

For London the hour was still early, and the Strand was
crowded with motor-’buses and taxis, travelling both ways in
the brilliant glare of the numerous lights. The landaulette
turned into the spacious couityard of the Cyril, and Kingston
stepped to the ground.

He lounged into the entrance hall, and made his way
upstairs, letting himself into his rooms with the aid of a
key. A bright firo blazed in the grate of his study. He
switched on the light and rang the bell for Tim, finally taking
up his position with his back to the fire. The lad was not
long in coming. He looked very smart in his neat uniform.

“You're back, sir!” he exclaimed.

¢ Well, Tim, that’s fairly evident,”
¢ Clome over here, and sit down.” )

Tim did so, wondering what his master could want. He
looked a little serious when he saw the grave expression in
Kingston’s eyes. The latter laid a hand on Tim’s shoulder.

“ Young ’un,” he said quietly, * you asked me the other day
if I had something for you to do—something connected with
the Brotherhood. Woell, an opportunity has arisen in" which
you can prove your worth.”

Tim’s eyes gleamed excitedly. .

“Yer ‘got somethink for me to do, sir?” he whispered
eagerly. ““Do you mean it, sir? Am I ter take a hand in the
game? Lummy, but I'd do anythink to ’ave a part in doin’
the Brother’ood in, sir!”

“ Well, Tim; you shall take a hand to-night,” smiled Frank

smiled Kingston.
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‘Kingston. “Now, Hsten carefully. ‘You know Mr. Carson
Gray’s rooms in Great Portland Street ?” -

* Yeés, sit. I took a note there once.” | | .

“ Wefl, éwant you to change immediately into your rags,
hurry to Great Portland Street, and wait until Mr. Gray
appears. He will be disguised, but only slightly, so keep your
oyes well open. He will go to a house in Chelsea, and you
must follow him ; keep him in sight without his being the least
aware of vour presence.”

“I sha’n’t give ‘im no chanst to sce me, sir!”’

“Mind you don’t, Tim. He is going to break into this
house, and may possibly run into great danger. I am send-
ing you after him for the especial purpose of helping him
in case he gets captured. The owner of the house is an Inner
Councillor, so you see how dangerous is his errand.”
© “Not ’arf, sir}? -

“If he comes away safely and starts for home again, you
do the same. There will be no need to show yourself at all.
Mr. Gray does not know the house is connected with the
Brotherhood, se I am sending you to be a kind of body-
guard.” .

“T tumble, sir. You know as Mr. Gray’s goin’ into danger
an’ you want me to bé at ’and in cast ’'e’s taken unawares?
An’ if ’e daoes ’is work without gettin’ nabbed, you don’t
want "im to know as I was watchin’ ’im all the time 7’

‘ That’s it exactly, Tim ! cried Kingston. *Now be off
and change, and remember a lot may depend upon your
quickness and ingenuity. I trust you, young ’un, to warn
Mr. Gray in case of danger.” . Ty

“If Mr. Gray’sin a ’ole, sir, an’ I don’t pull *im out some
way or another, then I sha’n’t be no good!™ cried the lad,
rushing to the door, his face glowing with excitement and
pleasure. “I've longed to be a detective for years, but I
never thought-as I'd be put on to guard the life o' Mr.
Carson Gray! Lummy, sir, I don’t know ’ow to thank you !’

“ Never mind about the thanks, Tim. Get along with the
changing ; there’s no time to waste.” .

When Tim had vanished, Kingston dropped into a chair
and smiled quictly.

“That boy will do wonders with a little training,”” he told
himself. *‘ Somehow, I feel that I can quite confidently leave
Gray in his charge. It sounds ridiculous, of course, but
whercas Gray is unawarc of his great danger, Tim knows
everything, And-that, I .think, makes a considerable
difference.”’ } -

. iy

», . - - .
The House at Chelsea;
“Will T do, siv?™ .

... Tim Curtis stood beforc Lis master, ecager and anxious to
be off. He was dressed in the raggedest of clothes, with the
exception of lis stockings and boots. On his head was set a
torn and battered cap. As for his face and hands, they were
cleay and shining. e

- Splendid, Tin.  When you get to a quiet spot, rub your

boots thoroughly with mud, dirty your face, and tear a few
holes in those stockimgs. Until you get outside, though, you
mus!:’ look respectable. New, then, reverse that coat and
cap.
. Tim divested himself of Lis ragged ocat, turned it inside
out, and donned it afresh, treating the cap the same way.
He now looked quite respectable, the coat and cap appearing
as new.

“That’s hetter, youngster,’? ®said Kingston. “Now I
sha’n’t repeat what T've already said, but I trust you, Tim,
and have every confidence in sending you on this missien.”

. He grasped the boy’s hand for a second, then scated him-
sclf before the fire again.

“Thank you, si,” said Tim quietly.
best ! Good-night, siri”

‘* Good-night, Tim !”?

The boy left ‘without another word. This was the frst real
work which had becn entrusted to him, and he meant to
acquit himself properly, . S

Being, to all intents and purposes; so well dressed, he was
taken no notice of as he walked out of the hotel. A motor-
"bus was passing at the moment, and Tim jumped into it. It
was just past midnight when he turned into Great Portland
Street, having alighted from the ’bus at Oxford Circus,

The. former thoroughfare was practically deserted, and it
was the task of a moment for Tim to reverse his overcoat
and cap, tear his stockings, dirty his face, and smear his
boots with mud. The transformation”was remarkable, for
now he looked nething but a street urchin, :

" That’s all serene,’” muttered Tim. “ Now to git along to
Mr. Gray's place, Guin, but it's a rare rammy job I'm on !

_ He slouclied up the strect, keeping near to the buildings,
and avoiding everybody he passed.- He acted the part to
perfection, for although he was uneducated, he had never
‘been.quite so low-down 48 hé was supposed to bé now.

_ Arriving opposite Carson .Gray’s rooms, he found a dark

“T'll do my very
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left for Chelsea before he arrived. But just as a quarber te-

.ments,.he shook his lead.

TOM MERRY versus JACK BLAKE.” Anciisy, viengte tgne, Soneiee Tt Tom

&

recess' into which he squatted himself and pretended to slesp.
No ordinary passer-by would have noticed him. He could )
ses the door of the house opposite him quite distinctly, and -
never for a second did he relax his vigilance )
Half-past twelve struck, and still no sign of the detoctive.

Tim began to wonder if he had come too late—if Gray had

one was chiming out, the door of Carson Gray’s house opened, .
and a man stepped out. He was attired in dark tweeds and Py
cap to match. o

“That’s ’im,” thought Tim, after a keen scrutiny. , “’E's
wearin’ a beard, but it’s 'im right enough.” i

Yes, it was Carson Gray at last. The detective had not
hurried, because it would have been useless arriving at
Chelsea before two o’clock. ; ' ;

He walked along the pavement briskly now, making for~
Oxford Street. Tim hacf no difficulty i keeping him ip
sight, for he walked straight on without once looking back.

“’E don’t suspect ’¢’s bein’ shadowed,” muttered Tim.
“I don’t s’pose the idea’s ever entered ’is noddle.” )

And, as a matter of fact, it hadn’t. Carson Gray, knowing
that Kingston was the only man aware of his p ans, never
dreamed of being followed. This made Tim’s task com-
paratively easy, and when the detective jumped on to a late. .
motor-’bus and seated himself inside, Tim was never noticed = .=
as_he slipped up the stairs to the top. . ;

Being late, the 'bus rapidly covered the distance, for the -
roads were practically clear of traffic. At a certain spot in
King’s Road, Chelsea, Gray alighted, and Tim, behind
several other passengers, followed suit.

‘He had ‘not lost sight of his quarry, however. The deteé .
tive was striding along the opposite paveiment, his*thoughts
wholly eoncerned with the thoughts before him. } .

Presently he turned down a side street. This, in com-
parison to the one he had just left, was dark and deserted,
and Tim was enabled to keep him in view from a very long
way behind. C Co

So they progressed along several similarly-deserted sireets,
until at last Gray turned into a somewhat spacious ugre.
The houses along thrse sides of this’ were roomy, and sur-
rounded by large gardens. The general appearance wias one
of dinginess, most of the houses being in ill-repair, 4nd the
gardens' comparable to a wilderness. : AP

One house, however, a corner house, seemed {6 have been
recently redecorated. It was in darkness now, and Carson
Gray walked past it quickly, looking round the square with
a swift, keen scrutiny. Not a soul was within sight, so he.
stepped furtively into the gateway of the house adjoining
Haverfield’s, and crept silently up the grass-covered path.

Tim grinned to himself, and emerged from tehind o gate-
way, crossing, with noiseless step, to the spot Gray. had just
vacated. It was an casy matter to keep him in view now, for
Tim was able to crouch down dgainst the dividing wall of the
two gardens in absolute darkness.” : ‘ o .

“’E’s goin’ to climb over the wall,”’ the lad told himself,
“an’ break in from the back. I shall ’ave to be jolly careful
or 'e’ll spot me.”

He stood perfectly stationary now, watching Carson Gray
clambering over the wall. The youngster was enjoying him-
self hugely, and felt that at last he was on the way to be-
coming something better than a ‘“buttons.” After the detec-
tive had  disappeared, Tim did not move for some few
seconds, allowing Gray to get well across the other ‘garden.

Two minutes later Tim, too, was on the other side of tho
wall, effectively concealed behind a dense clump of laurel-
bushes. He was watching Carson Gray as the latter worked =
silently and stealthily at a pair of large French windows. s

‘“ Now this is where the yeal work begins,” muttered Tim.
‘“Tt’s only just playin’ up to now. If Mr. Gray gces an’ gits
’imself into trouble, I shall ’ave to git ’im out ag'in !’

Tim said these words to himself in all seriousness, almost
taking it for granted that the detective was going to fall
into the enemy’s hands. He watched eagerly now, admiring
Gray for ihe quiet manner in which he carried on his work.

In less than five minutes the detective had the French
windows open, and without loss of time he stepped into the
room and closed the window behind him, produaing, at the  °
same moment, a powerful clectric toreh. :

“My,” thought Tim, ‘’e’s come prepared, anyway. It
don’t look much as like ’e¢ was goin’ to be collared! I'm &
goin’ to git a little nearer.”” : W

The laf crept from his hiding-place, and, with his eye still
on the reflection of the torch inside the room, ran across a
stretch of grass to some other evergreens quite close to the
window. From this point of vantage he could see everything
that happened in thie room. ° ) .

Carson Gray was flashing Lis torch about slowly, examining
every article of furniture in the apartment. It.was well
furnished, and proved to be a drawing-room, The detective's -
feet made no noise on.the soft carpet, and as he saw. .the -
delicate furniture, the grand piano, and dozens of little orna-

4
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“Tlhis is not the room I wans,” he murmured to himself.
¢ No murder was ever committed here. The library is the
most likely place. Jove, but Haverfield. believes in luxury ;

_this room 1s very expensively furnished. The longer I
“remain here, though, the greater the risk I run. Perhaps
the next room is the study. One sight of a scratched and
torn writing-desk will be enough to complete my evidence.”

He crept towards the door - noiselessly—he wore rubber-
soled boots— and turned the handle. On the other side he

_found himself in a broad passage. Straight ahead could be
seen a large baize door, presumably leading to the hall,
while a few yards away, on the same side of the passage as
the drawing-room, was another door. He made for this
without. hesitation.

Meanwhile, Tim was a little taken aback at this move on
Carson Gray’s part. He had lost sight of the detective alto-
gether, and wondered what he should do.

“Lummy,” he muttered, that’s done it, .that ’as! What
shall T do now? I mustn’t let Mr. Gray out of me sight, yet
’¢’s bin an’ left the room! I shall ’ave to enter the ’ouse
myself, that’s all!” -

He had made up his mind quickly, and was just about to
move forward when a sudden flash of light attracted his
attention at the next window. Iec altered his position
slightly, then grinned to himself ‘as he saw the dim figure of
(Carson Gray moving about in the other room.

“Hasn’t gone, after all! I wonder ’ow long ’¢’ll. stop

. there, though? T'd better wait till 'e’s done afore I try to
git in.”’

He could not see much in the darkness, for the curtain
hefore the window blurred the detective’s figure somewhat.
“Carson Gray himself, as he entered the room, felt a thrill
pass through him. The first flash of his torch had revealed
a room, the walls of which were lined with bookcases. In
ihe centre of the floor stood a massive, old-fashioned writing-
table, and its surface was covered with numerous books and

apers. : « N

‘“*What luck!” thought Carson Gray. ‘The very apart-
“meént I'm looking for! The fate of Mr. William Haverfie'd
will, in all probability, be decided within the next few

- minutes. The very first thing is te search the table.”

. Quickly he stepped forward and commenced his task, fecl-
ing just a little excited—his self-possession was not like
TFrank Kingston’s. A rapid scrutiny of the table revealed
nothing at first glance; the leather seemed perfect and intact.
The whole of it was not visible, however, various papers
covering a large portion.

_With carveful fingers the detective lifted a pile of cor-
respondence at one corner, then drew his breath in sharply.

“ By gad,” he muttered, *the very proof!”

_Yes, there, underneath the letters, plainly visible on the
dark leather covering, were three long scratches—not tears,
but jagged scratches, made, clearly, by a man’s finger-nails.
Tt was positive proof of Haverficld’s guilt!

“What luck !”” muttered Carson Gray, his eyes gleaming
with triumph. ¢ What splendid luck! I never expected to
complete my task so easily as this!”

A massive leather-padded chair stood behind him, and he
sat down for a moment to examine the scratches more closely.
‘And then, with amazing abruptness, a startling thing hap-

pened.

Before the detective had time to even suspecct trickery, the
arms of the chair flew upwards and clasped him tightly round
the chest, while at the same moment his legs were similarly
secured. -

““Good heavens,” cried Carson Gray aghast,

~ devilish contrivance !”

Suddenly the incandescent lamps on the electrolier above

““what a

kim became brilliantly illuminated, and simultaneously with

their ignition, a bell somewhere remote .in the house .com-
menced ringing insistently. The whole incident had hap-
pened so terribly swiftly that the prisoner could hardly
roalise what had occurred. But the chair was a trap-—a trap
out of which there was no escape.

Carson Gray was an absolutely helpless prisoner..

® Carson Gray's Terrible Experience.

No matter how the detective struggled, he could not free
himself from that awful grip. The arms of the chair were
immovable, and they clasped him round the chest like a steel

vice. To add to his discomfiture, the false whiskers had, in

the course of his struggles, become displaced.
¢ What a fool,” muttered Carson Gray angrily—* what a
senseless fool I have been! In the excitement of triumph

I allowed myself to fall into this trap. I ought to have

known. I might have expected something out of the ordinary

—something to give Haverfield warning in case of danger.”

He looked round the room helplessly, and suddenly realised
that the bell had stopped ringing: Before another minute
. had, passed, he reflected bitterly, he would be the butt of
Haverfield’s triumphant jeers and sneers. He looked at the
Tag Gem Lmnucr.,—ko. 158. :
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window, and the sight of it rekindled his impotent self-
denunciation, for liberty was within a few feet.

Gray would have been considerably surprised had he known
that outside that window a small figure was crouching with
wide-open eyes, watching all that passed within the room.
Tim Curtis was quite cool, however. The sudden illumina-
tion of the room and the capture of Carson Gray had certainly
taken him by surprise, but now he was deciding the best
course to pursue. .

“The guv'nor was right,”” he told himself. ¢ Mr. Gray
’as bin an’ done it. 'E's let ’isself in for somethink pretty
ot by the look of it. But ’ow the blue peter am I to ’elp
*im? " Them chair arms are made o’ steel, for sure, an’ the
Inner Councillor chap will be down in a minnit. ‘I don’t
want to git copped meself, so I'll wait an’ see wot ’appens.
Lummy, ’ere ’e is!” . . .
. Tim watched eagerly as the door suddenly burst open and
William Haverfield entered, attired in dressing-gown and
slippers. He was a big man, tall, and thick-set, with clean-
shaven face. His head was practically bald, and an expres-
sion of agitation and sneering triumph disfigured his coun-
tenance at the present moment

.He stood gazing at” the prisoner for a moment without
speaking, and Carson Gray, far from being disconcerted,
returned Haverfield’s gaze coolly.

“This contrivance of yours,” he exclaimed, with affected
calmness, ‘took me ' completely unawares. Nevertheless,
before we go any further I had better say that——""

“Before we go any further,” interrupted Haverfield
grimly, *“I had better remove this beard.”

He ‘stepped forward and gave the detective’s beard a sharp
tug. It came away readily in his hand, revealing the clean-
shaven face of the prisoner. . "

“That is better. By Jove, Carson Gray!”

Haverfie}d dropped the beard in his sudden surprise, and -
gazed at the disclosed detective with renewed interest. Then
slowly a smile came into his eyes. .

“So T have trapped the great Carson Gray, eh?” he said
slowly. “The man known throughout the civilised world as
the Greyhound.” :

I observe you are well acquainted with the nickname,”
ﬁut in Carson Gray grlm!y. “But why are you keeping me

ere? If you are the respectable citizen you affect to be,
surely, now that you know I am a detective, and not a
criminal, you will release me from this chair?” :

Haverfield seated himself -with a smile of derision on his
features.

“Release you?” he repeated. “That is hardly likely, is
it? I am well aware of the reason for this nocturnal visi.”

He pointed to the uncovered scratches on the table, and
Carson Gray, now that all pretence was over, dropped his
polite mode of speech.

““Yes, you scoundre!,”” he cried, ¢ that is the reason I paid
this visit to your house. I have tracked you down, and that
table is the proof of $our guilt. It was you who killed Philip
Whyte—you who did him to death in this house!” ;

“'And it is you,” said Haverfield, * who will foliow in his
footsteps. Since you have poked your nose so very far into
my affairs, I have no option in the matter. ]il)] to-morrow
morning your body will be floating lifeless down the Thames.”

“You intend to murder me?” cried the detective.

“To speak plainly, I do. If I do.not take that necessary
step you will inform the police. It is one or the other of
us; and as you are a damgerous enemy, well I'm afraid
youw've failed to bring your last case to a successful con:
clusion.”

Carson Gray breathed hard.

“You have igot the upper hand now,” he said, < but before
long you will be shown up for the scoundrel you are. It is
known ‘to at least one man where I have gone, and he will
make things hot for you when I am discovered.”

“ No amount of threats or warnings will alter my decision,”
exclaimed the other harshly. ¢ To-night, Carson Gray, you
die. You are completely in my power, and nothing can save
you. No help is within your reach.”

“That’s all you know, cocky,” muttered Tim to himself
outside. Fis ear was within an inch of the glass, and he
could hear every word of the conversation. ‘You think
you've got everythink yer own way, don’t yer? Mr. Gray
ain’t dead yet.” . . .
. “No help can reach me?” reiterated the detective, his
gaze resting on the sneering features of his companion.
©You forget that you have servants in the house.”

“ Qervants?”” Haverfield laughed. “ My. dear Gray, you
are evidently in ignorance of my connection with the— But
no matter. I need only say that all the sexvants in my house
are well aware of your presence, and are only waiting the
word to carry out my orders.” . ;

Haverfield by this time had satisfied himself that Gray
knew nothing whatever of the Brotherhood of Iron. Never-
theless, he, was none the.less dangerous. -He would, if he
were allowed to go, bring about the arrest of Haverfield.
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‘me, &n’ Mr. Gray’s bound all up.

case. Here, surrounded by foes, be was at their mercy. 1t

would never do, however, to show signs of Iear. “
“You are talking very confidently, Haverfield,” he said

calmly. *‘Suppose I told vou that ihe house is surrounded

- by police, and that the siightest whistle from me would resalt

in their breaking in 77 . . :

“ Suppose you told me that, Gray?” sneered Haverfeld.
“Well, I should be rather inclined to call yon @ lar, No,
you are alone, and only by the barest mﬁauce was your
presence revealed to me. I had no smspicion of your coming,
and had you not seated vourself I should have been hope-
lessly trapped. As you did sit down, however, it is you w
are hopelessly trapped.”’

““You are very positive.”

“A man in oy position can afford to be positive. That
chair will hold Jom in your present position for years, if
necossary. There is no escape from it. 1 may tell you_that

it is not a burglas- alaim, for burglars seldom seat them- '

selves.’ ) . .

“You use it, perhaps, to capture unwary folks like my-
self,” said the detective.

“Exactly. I generally set it at night before retirimg, in
case sume%nd- y of vour own stamp happened alemg. I =m
very pleased at the result of my forethought.” .

. “Have we not had enough of this farce ™ asked Gray
impatiently. “If vou really mosn to take my life, kindly
set gbout i without delay. I warn row, bowever, that you
will have to pay the penulty. My friend will know exactly
\v}(lzt, to do, for I have told hhn this case from begiming to
end.’ 2 . . 3
 “Your friend will bg able to do nothing,”” said Haverfield,
“.fm;,’my servants and mysel will deny all knewledge of
rou.

“The table and chair will be ample. evidence, though.”

“*Not at all. The table will not be heve, and the chair,
when in its ordinary position, and unset, & guite Inpecent
looking. No, Gray, you are absohstely in my hands, and
your talk if my being arrested s 50 mach gas. . But it is getting
late—on, rether, early—so I will acceds to Four reguest, amd
get the business over.” :

Haverfield touched & bell-push and waited. It was only
a eouple of mements before the door opened- and two men
eptered. They looked coriously at the captive prisoner in the
chair, Sunddenly one of them uttered an exclamation.

“The Grevhound ! he said hoarsely. .-

“VYes, my man, the prizonsr proves 0 be mo other than
Myr. Carson Gray, the celebrated -debective, For the fast and
last time he has made 2 falve step, and daylight comes
ugam”hrs lifeless body will be floating sﬁmzw’fy;ere om the
river.”?

Haverfield was trying to make Gray break down, to make

im p] for mercy. - In this, however, he was dx ppointed,

- for the detective closed his ears to the cowardly words, and

gazed at his captor with perfect calmmess. He was pale, apd
trembled slightly, but not a sign of fear could be Seem.
Carson
detective,
-*Now, then, men, unfasten his feet, then bind them up
with rope; vou have plenty of it there, I see,”” ordered. the
Inner Councillor. *“By the time you have done with him,

and the clamps are unfastened, I think he will be about as

_ helpless as he is at present.”’

‘Gray could do absolutely nothing. All his blood was up,
and he felt like making a fight for it. But those terrible
bonds held him as tightly and firmly as if he were part of the
chair itself. And the men gave him no chance to kick, for
the rope was placed round his ankles before: the chair was
unclamped. s

In this manner he found himself being made as helpless as
formerly, but free from the automatic cﬁair. He was utterly
inpotent, and glared at his tormentors in silent fury. He
expected no mercy, and what chance of escape was there?

" No, Carson Gray that night really thought his last hour had

coine. >

Tim, outside, was worrying his little head a lot. He had
been sent by Kingston after Gray for the -especial purpose
of helping the detective in case of danger. Now that the
danger had come—danger very real and very terrible—there
seemed nothing for him to do. -

““They’ve collared ’im yproper,” thought the youngster
worriedly.  +‘Goin’ to do ‘im in, too. ’Ow? That's the
blessed question. I can’t do nothin’ out ‘ere, an’ it’s out o
the question to bust in suddenly. There’s three of 'em ag’in
What can I do? ’Ow can
Ilend a’and? Oh, bust it, it’s rainin’ I

He looked up, and saw that the sky was obscured by dark,
swiftly-moving clouds. ‘Already the rain -had begun to fall
steadily. Tim, however, took no more notice, but kept his

S -

ear to the window. .
“Now, Mr. Carson Gray,” said Haverfield, .with mock

politéhess, wheﬁ~_-§he_ detective ‘was. bound hand ‘a‘hd'—foot,v

_“THE GEM*” LIBRARY, .

. The detective himself began to realise the hopeleseness of his -

Gray was a brave man as well as being a clever

“TOM MERRY versus JACK BLAKE,” nogger soiengia

* perhaps you “joulci like to knew what is o becoms of you—

how you are going to die—-"

‘It does not interest .me in the least,” interrupted Carsen -

Gray coldly. *“You have told me that JOU_are going to
raurder me, 50 I should advise you to get on with

enter the river,” exclaimed Flaverfield. * That 3

“impression. I may say here thet this werk is very distasteful
to me, as well as being unpleazant to yowrself, Yom will
admit, however, that the course I am faking is necessary.
for my safety.”

“ You are right, the cowrse is very necessary; for were L. .
find yowrself en the gallows. .-

to live, you would very soon
But you are wasting time.” )
“There_is no_ hurry,” rephed the councillor. CAh, &d
vou hear that? Rain! The very thing I was wanting. How
extremely fortunate ! -
‘‘ The water’ll be high, sir,”” said one of the men. - '
“WVery high, and nothing would suit pur parpose beiter.
You see, Mr. Gray, we ave very close to the river here, ;
irectly beneath this house runs a lange sewer—a sewer which

%;-ams hundreds of roads hersebouts. Youw will enderstand

that whem rain is falling the sewer becomes like an under-
ground river, and you, bouad as you are, will simply be
washed down the sewer af an alurming pace into the Themes.
Needless 10 say, yon will be dexd before vou join the larger
styeam.” ’ T ) .
“¥You mean to kil me thet way?” cried Carson Gray..
“Am I to drown as I am, bound and helpless, wable to 1t
& finger to assist myrcH 77 ’ N
* Exactly I’ murmored Haverfield, whq was appurently &
callous man, with no feelings mn him whatever. Indesd, i
murders o his credit were many, and sl had beem perpe-
trated in the same manner az that mapped out fer Carson
Gray. Haverfield was, in a sense,
coiimg o g Lrom s who bappened
getting 13d of any tromblesome person ! Sk to
menace the Brotherhood. )
*You will render me senseless first 7 asked the detestive.’
" You will not allow me to suffer the sgony of
while bound as I am %>’ : :

I see mo reason fo alter my deciston. You iy res’
assured, Gray, that you will not Hive meny minmes. Popsibiy
you consider me a fiend.  You must remember thi g
etther yomr Tfe or mine—one must go—and I am sure you
muhmg!;eet:hxtmlhnldme upper hand I heve the right
ro Hve.” . ) :

Gray did not answer, and let lis syes wander from ono
man to another, finally closing them, ss if to say he was weary
of waiting. ide it was pouring with rain, and Tim
Curtis was staring blankly before him, heedless of the ‘soaked
state of his clothmg. The words he had just overheard had
caused him to tr:n%ﬂe for the safety of Carson Gray.

“ They're goim’ to bung him down the sewer,” he muttered
in dismay; “goin’ to drown ‘im jest as ’e is, bound all up,

ith even a chanst of makin’ a fight for it. But ‘ow?

There must be 2 way to the sewer through the cellar. -

can’t do nothin’, though; there’s three of ’em, and they'd
chuck me in_as well if I did anythink. Lummy, things are

nicely messed up, an’ no mistake 1
Tim stood there puzzling his brains for a way out of the

difficulty. It looked very much as if Gray was to go to his -

death. What good could Tim do?
attempt to rescue him. .
“All T can do is to sce poor Mr, Gray taken away, an’
then rush orf to the boss an’ ’ave this rotter arrested,” re-
fleccted Tim miserably. ““They’ll be doin’ ‘im in in a
minnit. "Arf a mo’, though, ‘couldn’t I go and fetch =
copper? No, there ain’t time; an’ the councillor chap
might git away in the commotion. Down the sewer,. eh?
Lummy, but me blood’s fair boilin’! When I think o M.
Gray bound up like that——— *Allo, they're cartin’ ’im away !’
Through the thick curtains he could seé the two men
grasping the detective by the shoulders and feet.. From a
distance of twelve yards the interior of the room was merely
a blur. This accounted for Haverfield’s allowing the blind to
remain up. Tim stood there in the downpour, excited and
distracted. There, in the room, he could sec the man l.e
had been sent to lend assistance to, being carried away to his
death. And he could do nothing to prevent it. .
“What can I tell Mr. Kingston?’ muttered the lad, in
agony. ‘“What will ’e think o’ me arter this? Il be the
sack, T expect—" - .
Suddenly Tim stopped, and an excited expression came
into his eyes—an expression of hope, determination and

It would be suicide 15

wonderment—wonderment because the idea which had just-

T

struck him was so daring and so-nskfy.

“It’s the only way,” he told himself, giving a last look into
the room, which was now empty, " an’ even now I may be
all'wrong. My, if it should come off, though, wot a different.
tale to tell’ the boss! Let’s sce, the river's over there,”
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" ) it at omee.”.
““You think, probably, that T mean to kill you befare you
¥ 8 wiong -

the executioner of the
To him was entrusted the tagk of '

drownig
,;{ihvé told you how wou will die” retmmmed the other.
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flodding his head to the Front 6f the house —that's right, T
shall *ave to "urry up if I ain’t goin’ to be too late I”’

He darted up the garden, carrying with him an iron rod
he-had found near the French windows, was over the fence in

a flash, and a moment later emerged into the square. It was
deserted,” the rain pattering heavily on the pavements, and
sushing headlong down the drains.

““Now, where would it be?
the road, I cxpect. Yes, ’cre we arc. Gum, but I believe
L’ve got it fust go off!” - - : :

- After a hasty glance round for the sight of a possible con-
stable, Tini bent over the manhole in the middle of the road.
Far below could be heard the sound of swiftly-rushing waters.
With as much rapidity as possible, Tim hoised the manhole
cover upwards. It was a terrible task for a lad of his age,
but des‘geration lent ‘him strength, and at last the covering
lay in the road beside the yawning hole.

Without wasting a second, Tim dropped- into the opening,
found the little iron ladder with his feet, and then hoisted
the heavy cover back into position, closing himself in. Ilad
the lad had time to think, he would have hesitated before
taking such a dangerous step as this. It was terribly risky,
and ‘the hope of success was slight—so slight that it practic-
ally amounted to a matter of chance. .

.-Having secured the covering above him, he commenced
desceriding the ladder, producing, as he did so, an clectric
lamp which Kingston:- had placed in his pocket. The brave
fad’s heart was beating hard with the excitement of the
adventure. It was only a minute or two since he had first
thought of the plan, and the sooner Le reached the sewer, the
better. e
. He was sure he was nearer the viver here than Haverfield's
cellar was; therefore, Carson Gray’s bound body would have
to pass him, Tim felt no fear whatever—he was too anxious
and too eager for that. .

. *‘Blessed long way down,’’ he muttered. I believe it's the
right tunnel, though. There wouldn’t be two sewers o’ the
same gort about ’ere. Abh, ’ere, we are! ILummy, ain’t the
water rushin’ along !” )

“ He flashed his lamp below him into the dark tunnel. The
sewer was perhaps half full of swiftly-moving water, the dark
ripples reflecting sinisterly the rays of the clectric lamp.
The sight was not a cheering one, and for a second Tim felt
v cold shiver pass down his spine, a chill feeling of dread.

He descended a little lower, and looked up and down the
tunnel. . The sewer was one of those very large ones, in
which a man can walk almost upright. Tim’s hopes dwindled
still lower as he saw only the shining walls and the muddy
water. :

“1It's no go!” he exclaimed aloud, the echo of lLis own
voice in the hollow tunnel startling him. “ Mr. Gray’s either
gone, or—"’ i
. Then he paused, hanging on to the ladder with only one
hand, gazing cagerly up the dark sewer. Above the swish of
the waters had come a dull, clanging sound, impossible to
describe.  The next second

192
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Somewhere in the middle o’
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practically submerged. The icy water chilled him to the *
bone, but he never felt it, His gaze was directed up the

sower to the glowing light. The surface of the water inter-

vening was plainly visible, and, like a dull patch amidst the

glittering ripples, could be seen the form of Carson Gray.

The roar of the water filled Tim’s ears, while the force of °
it well-nigh "carried him away. .He clutched tightly to the
ladder, however, and waited. The detective’s face showed
alljaove the surface of the water for a moment as he tossed
about. 5
““ All right, Mr. Gray,” cried Tim, in a voice croaking with
excitement, “you ain’t dead yet; but if you're goin’ to die.
I'm a-goin’ to die with yer!” | : }

He released his hold as Gray’s form hit him forcibly in the
chest. The next moment the pair of them were " being
whirled away, with Tim's arms roand his companion’s middle,
Neither Gray nor Tim had noticed a shout from the two men,
followed by a Hashing of the gas-lamp, and a round of
blasphemy. ) .

The boy had all his work cut out to keep his own and
Carson_Gray’s head above water.” Conversation was utterly
impossible. "Tim had intended to cut the detective’s bonds
ammedxately. but he found that such a thing could not be

one. :

That headlong rush to the river seemed to take hours and
hqurs. Both of them received numerous grazes and bruises as
corners  were negotiated. In ‘the darkness—darkness utter
and absolute—they could not tell what was in store for them.
They could only trust to luck and Providence. i

The daring and bravery of the youngster were ‘even
greater than Kingston had supposed them to be.. In doing
what he_had done, the chances were heavily in the favour of
death. Yet, because it was the only possible way in which
Gray might be preserved, Tim took the risk withiout hesita-
tion. .

Gray himself was too numb to realise anything beyond the
fact that Kingston’s young assistant had, in some mysterious
manner, come to his aid at the very moment of death.
Without Tim’s support, the detective would have breathed
his last within three minutes. . )

On they were carried at an ever-increasing pace. Tiw,
although he could say nothing, realised that. in another
minute_his strength would give out. The strain . vwas too
stupendous for his little form to bear. To have held his
own would have been a clever feai, buf to support a bound

man as well made his action heroic. .

The water they were in was comparatively clean, being, of
course, merely rain water drained off the roads. Fortunately
for both of them, the sewer was almost a straight one, with
no abrupt corners. . . o

At last the end came. All sense of speed had gone, and
Tim only knew that he was nearly exhausted. With a stifling .
fecling of despair, he realised that he was under water, and
that to rise to the surface was impossible. Tostinetively he

— clutched Carson Gray, and'both
e of them ‘wére tossed about -

Tim switched off his light, )
and drew his breath in \
sharply, descending a few
more rungs until the water
was whirling round his knees.

About twenty yards up the
sewer a brilliant light had
suddenly appeared—a power-
ful acetylene gas lamp. And s
by this light the two men Tim .
had seen in the room a few ’
minutes _before were lowering
Clarson Gray’s inanimate form  f

" into the rushing water. .

Tim was not too late, after !

.
[

all.

Tim to the Rescue.
The plucky youngster could

&ee quite disfirictly lwl;lat was ‘

‘going on, and heard the men A

:«trering ',jeering remarks at \ stances,

their vietim’s expense. Our friend

- Now ! muttered Tim.

e was right, for as he
nitered the word, a  dull
splash sounded, and he saw
ihe form of the detective dis-
_appear nto the murky water,
‘bob up to the surface for a

B‘gow Do yo ‘v
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Editor, *GEM " LIBRARY, 23.9,
Bouverie Street, Fleet Street,
London, who will be pleased to
hear from you.

f#“TOM MERRY
versus
JACK BLAKE.,”

The Chief of the Terrible Three
and the leader of another equaily
famous Co. meet behind the gym,

under very unusual circum-

Lumley is highly pleased,
but, needless to say, the
qthers are not,
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) like a couple of corks.

: Tor a momeut they gave up
hope; then, still grasping the
detective, Tim found himself
breathing the pure night air,
and surrounded by compara-
tively still water, the rain pat-
tering noisily on the surface.

“Thank ~’Laven,” - mur-
mured the lad. * We're out
o that zewer at last! Tummy.
but T thought it was all up!
Ain’t T cold, though?”

Ilere, free from that voar
and rush, Tim found the task
of supporting his charge
easier. The water was like
ice, but by this time the dread
<hill had accustomed itself to
the lad. Nevertheless, he had
his work cut out to draw a
knife from his pocket.

“I can’t open it,” he mut-
tered despairingly, after a
moment. “ Me ’ands are like
tumps o clay! Love us, sir,
bui T think we're goin® to peg
out arter all!”, =

e
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Lumley-

©(Newt aweek's” tastalment  of - this
thiilling story describes how Tim and

moment, then disappecar
again, . )
" "And as Tim. saw this he

Carson_ Gray extricnted  themselves

Jowered himself until he was : KO-

From their tervible position, and the
revenge they took upon thetr enemies.)
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Suddenly boring in, and disregarding all the
rules of boxing, Chicago Jake lowered his
head, and brought it up sharply under
Jenkins’ chin,
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