!

SCORNED BY THE SCHOOL ! ™ " s>

A NEAR THING FOR ERNEST LEVISON!
#is slothes already ablaze, Ernest Levison’s only chancs of escape .from the burning ‘mill vas to plunge inte the stream
(See the Grand School Yarn Incide.)




THE OUTSIDER!
its walls.

At one time Ernest Levison was perhaps the biggest outsider St. Jim’s had ever sheltered inside
But he reformed and reinstated himself in the good opinions of his Form-fellows.
he is the “ old ”’ Levison, the breaker of Bounds, the smoker, the gambler.

Now comes proof that
And as a natural i i

q e is

A Dramatic Story of Tom Merry &
Co., of St, "Jim’s, featuring

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

Ernest
Levison.

CHAPTER 1.
. Levison Explains !

« ARDEW, old chap—2
“Cheerio, old bean!”

Ralph Reckness Cardew, of the Fourth Form at

St. Jim’s, smiled lazily as his chum stopped him
in the passage; yet he looked ‘a trifle curiously at Ernest
Levison’s rather strained face.

“I’'ve been trying to get a chance to speak to you since
you came hack last night, -Cardew,” said Levison quietly.
“Tt was jolly decent of you to do what you did yesterday
afternoon, and I'd like to thank——"

“My dear man, consider me thanked!” interrupted
Cardew, raising a hand in mock distréss. = “You know how
T hate heroics, Ernie. Let it go at that. I assure you that
T quite enjoyed putting the giddy kybosh on that cheery
hot-air merchant.” L :

“But it wasn’t “hot air,” said Levison, in a low tone.
“You don’t know what you saved me from, €ardew. - If
that brute Snelson had got the chance "to speak to
Doris——""" ¥

He shuddered.

“8o the merchant’s name is Snelson—what?” said
(ardew, his handsome face becoming more serious.

"YCS.”

“He seems to know a lot about you, Levison,” said
Cardew, eyeing his chum fixediy. “He looks like a tramp;
but he speaks like 'a public-school chap—if he doesn’t act
like one.” s ) 3

“YCS-”

There was a pause.

“Look here, Levison,” said Cardew, speaking abruptly.
“Why not tell Clive and myself all about it? We’re your
ﬁiddy pals; we’ll help you, if we can! Cough it all up, old
ean !” /

“You've already helped me, Cardew,” said Levison grate-
fully. “And I know you’ll help me more if youcould. But
you can’t.”

“You never know, old top!” e

“Well, perhaps you can,” muttered Levison. “T'll tell
you all;” Cardew, though you know most of it, and it’s a
wonder you haven't guessed the rest.” x B

“I fancy I can guess it!” smiled Cardew grimly. ‘But [
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go on, Ernie, old nut! It’s to do with that letter you got
the other day, isn’t 1t?” i

Levison nodded. Ty

“Yes. The letter was from Wharton, at Greyfriars, my
old school, Cardew. It warned me that Snelson had bcen
hanging about there, and that Snelson had stated he was
coming to St. Jim’s to see me. Wharton knew he meant
mischief, and he was good enough to warn me to be on
my guard. Well, Wharton was right. Snelson’s come here
—he’s hiding in that ruined shepherd’s cottage on Wayland
moor—and he’s out to do me all the injury he can,
Cardew.” . S

“T saw that from the way he spoke yesterday afternoon,”
said Cardew. “He struck me as being rather a spiteful,
dangerous sort .of a snake, Krnie.” i

“He’s all that. I know him only too well, Cardew. We
were pretty thick at ‘one time at Greyfriars—blackguards
both of us,” said Levison, flushing. ‘He was sacked and
I was sacked.- But, whereas I—well, I stopped acting the
fool, he seems to have gone worse and worse. He’s been
sacked from another school for card-playing and -betting,
and now he’s run away from home because his father was
sending him to another school—a school he claims is a
kind of reformatory.”

“Phew!” remarked Ca.dew.” “And now he’s down and

out ?” 2
“Yes. He's an outcast—starving and tramping the
I country,” said Levison, his voice low. ‘“He’s worse than a

tramp; a tramp does know how to live without working.
Poor old Snelson deesn’t, and can’t get work. He came
here starving—a pitiable wreck, Cardew. And—and he
blames it all on to me; he hates me with a bitter hatred
for it all. He’s determined to do me all the harm he can.”

“But that!’s rubbish, Levison! You're not responsibie
for 'what another chap makes of his life.”

“But I am—I feel I am, and he knows it!” said Levison,
his face flushing with shame. “I was the fellow who taught
him to gamble, to smoke, to set authority at nought. I was
the fellow who influenced him. I used to take a delight in
leading him on in the old dorm. He was a weak sort of
worm always—a crafty, crawling sneak. You-can imagine
how I feel about it now, Cardew. I’'m sorry—bitterly sorry
for what I did now! I’'m sorry for the poor wreteh, and I'd
give anything to undo all T've done!”

(Cop@right in the United States of Ameri a.)
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“Vou rveproach vourself too much, Levison, old son,” !

said Cardew cynically. “From what I saw of the chap
he's a giddy merchant who would have gone to the bow-
wows in any case.”

“1 don’t know,” said Levison. “In any case, he blames
me for what he's come to. I mean to make amends if I
can. I've offered to supply him with clothes and food for
the time being. T've offered to write to my father, asking
him to find him a job. - I've offered to do all in my. power
to make amends. But—but he won't let me, Cardew.”

“He’s out for revenge—what?” .

“Well, not if he can get what he wants,” went on
Levison thickly. “He’s lost all sense of honour and
decency; he’s got other plans. He wants to batien on
me, and-on the fellows here. .He's picked up some shady
card tricks from somewhere. He’s got more knowledge of
betting than is good for him. He wants to stay round
here, Cardew—to make a living out of the silly fools who
go in for .such rotten games. He's nothing less than a
card-sharper and a swindler now.”

“Phew. So that's his game!”

“Yes. I refused, of course, to aid him in his black-
guardism. Then he showed his teeth. He vowed to show
me up—to tell the Head here all about my past and why
1 was kicked out of Greyfriars.”

“But the Head already knows all that, and has forgiven |

vou, Levisont”

Levison nodded.

“¥es. I told him that; I defied him to do his worst. He
was raging with fury and disappointment. Then he got to
know about my sister coming. And he knows how terrified
I am of Doris getting to know what an out-and-out-rotter 1
was in the past. You can guess the rest.” -

“Naturally,” said Cardew grimly. “That was why you
asked me to keep an eye open in case the rotter tried to
meet your sister at the station yesterday afternoon?”

“It was. And I was right; he did try.  But vou were
on the spot, Cardew,” said Levison gratefully. “You got
the ead away—how, goodness knows!”

“It was easy enough, my dear man,” smiled Cardew. “I
just collared the merchant and shoved him in a taxi. Then
I ran him out to Wayland and dumped him there. He
was fairly frothing at the mouth!” grinned Cardew
reminiscently. “He fought and scratched like a giddy wild-
cat. But there’s something I don’t quite cotton on to,
Frnest. Why, if you defied the merchaut, were you caught
by Merry and Lowther smoking and card-playing in that
giddy cottage? You know the fellows are all talking about
it. That's not all. Those cheeky little rips in the Third—
D’Arcy & Co.—claim they caught you with Racke and some
other cheery gay dogs smoking and carding there vesterday
afternoon.” :

Levison coloured, and hung his head.
“That's true enough,” he said, shame-faced.
T've told you what Snelson’s ultimatum was. Well, T gave
way to him—I had to do so. I couldn’t bear the thought
of Doris getting to know what a rotter I used to be—
especially from the lips of that sweep. I caved in at last—
meaning  to stop it the moment Doris had gone and the
danger was past.”

“Yes; but—"

“Tll tell you,” said Levison, clenching his fists. Tt was
vesterday afternoon. We were playing cards, and all that
when young D’Arcy and his pals came round the cottage
\\"11;11 Pongo—ratting, I believe. Anyhow, they spotted us
through the window, and Wally shied some turfs in at us.
Racke chased them ajgay; but my brother Frank, who was
with them, stayed.- - He—he was very much upset at seeing
me up to my old games again.”

:iHe would be,” - remarked Cardew.

He was; he refused to go away without me,” said
Levison, with a gulp. “He's a good kid, Cardew. Any-
way, Snelson saw his chance to show his spite. He tried to
make young Frank join us at the rotten cards.

‘»‘.T}_lat did it,” resumed Levison, his eyes flashing. “ Snel-
son’s idea was that, as I had tempted and influenced him to

“1 was.

play the blackguard in the past, it would be a fine joke for 1

him to tempt and influence my—my young brother. So he
fried it on. T knocked the hound (i-'ofz'n m?d told him to do
his worst—that T was done with him. Then I walked away,
after sending I'rank home.”

“*And then you came on to the station?”

Yes.. T knew the rascal would be raging and vicious; T
knew he would go straight there, hoping to meet Doris and
carry out his rotten threat.
for you, Cardew.”

Levison finished. MHis face was heavy and downcast.
Cardew himself was looking thoughtful now.

“I8% rother a teaser, Ernie, old lad,” he said. “T saved
you yesterday, old top; but methinks that ragged merchant
won’t take that as his Waterloo. Rather not! How long is
your sister staying with the Head’s wife?”

He would have done, too, but -

“A day or two, I believe.”

“H'm!{ You're not much better off then, Levison. The
cheery blighter is bound to get into touch with Doris some
time or other.”

“I know it only too well,” groaned Levison. “We can'l
be always watching that he doesn’'t meet her, Cardew. 1
tell you, it’s pretty hopeless. I shall have to see the sweep
again. I must!” '

“It’s rather a puzzler.to know just.-what to do, certainly,”
agreed Cardew, rubbing his nose reflectively. “We must
got our intellectual motors working, Ernie, old bean. I
fancy—— Hallo, here’s the noble Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came along the passage, and
Levison abruptly left his chum and walked away. Since he
had been caught smoking by Tom ©Merry & Co., Levison had
not been at all friendly with the chums of the School House.
Heo walked away, his brow dark and hitter. It was hard—
very hard—that his old reputation,” which he was trying so
hard to live down, would persist in rising up against him.
Yet it was natural enough—he wealised that—that the
fellows should think Le was sliding back into his old ways
egain.

For some moments after his chum had gone Cardew
chatted amicably with Arthur Augustus, and then he went
out into the quadrangle for a stroll before morning lessons.
And the first thing he saw—and heard—was Taggles, the
school porter, arguing with someone at, the gates.

He was a ragged, down-at-heel individual—a youth of
Cardew’s own age, with white, thin features and crafty,
shifty eyes. Cardew recognised him at a glance.

““Snelson, by Jove!” he murmured. “He’s an earlier bird
than I had expected him to be. Now for it.”

He ran up to Taggles, who was, apparently, refusing the
yvouth admittarnce. :

“Hold on, Taggy!” said Cardew.
merchant.”

“Which it's a tramp,” grunted Taggles, opening his eyes
wide. “He wants to see Master Levison. Though how
Master Levison come to know 5

“T'11 see him for Levison, Taggy,” smiled Cardew. “You
shunt off, old nut!”

Taggles grunted, and, with many curious glances at the
two, he retired into his lodge, banging the door after him.
It was plain that Taggles didn't approve of tramps visiting
St Jim’s.

Snelson eyed Cardew with glinting eyes.

“You! he hissed. “T¢ was you who tricked me yesterday—
you who stopped me seeing Levison’s sister, hang you!”

“Little me,” smiled Cardew, unperturbed. “You've come
to see your dear old pal Levison, what?”

Snelson snarled.

“T've come to do what you prevented me doing yesterday,”
he snarled. “T’ve come to see Miss Levison. But before T
sce her I'm going to tell Levison what he can expect, the
hound !”

Cardew affected to look suddenly alarmed.

“Don’t do that!” he said hurriedly. ‘Levison wants to

“Oh!” Snelson grinned—an evil erin.  “Oh, does he? 1
rather fancied he’d toe the line. Well, where is he?”

“T'Il fetch him,” said Cardew. “Hold on, though. You
can’t be seen here, Snelson. Come along!”

Cardew didn’t give the ragged youth the chance to refuse.
He slipped through the gates, and then started off at a trot
alongside the school wali. Snelson hesitated, and then he
followed, though his face was suspicious.

At the end of the wall, where the hedge bordering the
playing-fields joined it, Cardew dived through a gap.

“Come on!"” he called. “It’ll be time for morning lessons
soon. Buck up!”

Snelson dived through the gap after him.

“Look here——" he began savagely.

But Cardew was off again, running alongside the schcol
wall. At that spot the wall overlooked the playing-fields,
and after running for a few seconds Cardew stopped at a
low lean-to shed.

At sight of it Snelson glared suspiciously as he stopped,
breathless and panting.

“No games now, hang you!” he hissed. “If this is—"

“My dear man, what a suspicious individual you are,”
smiled Cardew. “ You just wait here for Levison. He may
not be long, but I fancy he will.”

With that Cardew leaped like a panther on to the ragged
youth, who yelled furiously and hit out. The next moment
they were struggling and fighting furiously.

But it was an unequal contest from the first. Cardew was
all steel and whipeord, whereas the youth was half-nourished,
and weak from exposure and privations of his vagabond life.

Inch by inch Cardew forced the struggling, kicking, and
scratching youth to the door of the shed. Holding him fast,
he wrenched open the low door and kicked it wide. There
followed a mad, furious strugele in the doorway, and *hen
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Snelson went reeling backwards into the low interior of the
lean-to shed.

He collapsed on the brick floor, gasping and panting.

“You treacherous rotter——"’ he panted.. -

Next moment Cardew had sent the door crashing to.
There was no padlock, but the fastenings were still there,
and with a peg of wood Cardew made the door.secure, Then
he hurried back to the School House. The bell for morning
lessons was just ringing, and Cardew strolled into the Fourth
iform-room with his hands in his pockets and a smile on his
face. Several fellows noted the marks of combat on his
features, but he did not satisfy their curiosity.

e

CHAPTER 2.
A Sturming Blow !
1 EVISON, old bean!”
I Cardew joined Ernest Levison as the two came
out of the Form-room after morning lessons.
Levison’s brow was clouded, but there was a new,
determined expression on his clean-cut features,,

He looked round as Cardew spoke. ;

“Well?” he asked, with sudden hope. “Have you thought
of anything yet—anything to get me out of this rotten fix¥”

Cardew shook his head.

“I know I oughtn’t to expect your help in a matier like
this, Ralph,” muttered Levison miserabg'. “But I can’t
expect you fo advise me to defy the rotter, and I can’t expect
you to advise me to give in to his demands, either. But—
bui ¥ thought perhaps—-" -

“You thought I might have hit on a4 wheeze to give him
his Waterloo,” said Cardew, shaking his head sadly. “Alas,
no! I can only offer my humble advice, Ernest——"

“And that is—" s

“It’s like this, old bean,” said Cardew in an unusually
grave and earnest tone. ‘“‘It’s not for me to preach, or to
give good advice on giddy conduct, and so forth. That’s for
fellows like dear old Thomas, our respected junior skipper to
do. I haven't such an untarnished shield as he has. I've
been a bit of a goer in my time, and T may be again. Who
knows? But—bui——~"

“8o on.”

“My advice would be to let him rip,” said Cardew coolly.
“Let the spiteful, scrubby beast do his merry old worst, you
know.”

“ And tell all to—to Dorig?”? :

“Exactly, old nut!” said Cardew. “Let him tell all. 1f
Doris—for whose common-sense I have no end of respect—
believes him, ’'m a Dutchman!? !

“But I can’t deny anything. It's true what he will tell
her—or most of it.”

“Well, T don’t think even that will matter much,” said
Cardew. “It won’t be pleasant hearing for her, I'll admit.
But you’ve got our testimony and dear old Merry and his
pals’ testimony to back you up and_to prove that the old
bad days are done with. I don’t really think Doris will take
it as badly as you think. = It's what you are now that
matters.”

“You think that, Cardew?”

“Yes. I don’t like to see you being led by the nose—
blackmailed by that sweep, Levison. It's not like you,” went
on Cardew, his usual bland and ecynical manner gone for
once. -‘‘And that’s not the only reason, Ernest. It’s a
thundering pity that you should ehuck up all the respect and
popularity you’ve earned just at the bidding of that sweep.
You've already done yourself no end of harm, old bean.
Fact! You've lost your place in the team through it, and
the decent chaps are ratty about it. Take my tip. BIff that
frowsy merchant a good old biff on the boko, and let him
rip !

Levison nodded: His face suddenly cleaved.

“Thanks, Cardew!” he said quietly. “As a matier of
fact, T had almost decided myself to do that. T've been
thinking it over in classes. I biffed him yesterday. But I
was sorry afterwards, fearing he would keep his threat. I
thought of seeing him again and climbing down.”

He coloured. =

“It was feeble—I soe that now. I shall see him and tell
him to do his worst, the hound!” !

“Good man'. Youll find him in the bld lean-to’ shed—
the one against the school wall looking on the playing-fields,
old nut.” el g

Levison stared at him. 3

“ What—what do you mean, Cardew?”: :

“What I say, old top,” said Cardew coolly. " #The early
bird came to catch: the giddy old worm just after brekker.
I spotted him, and saw his game, ~ T'lured him to-the giddy
ghed, and fastened him in there.”

“You—you mean that Snelson is fastened in i’naj; lean-to-

shed now?”’ g,
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said Levison quickly.

‘that—of splitiing about that—you wmigl
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~“Yes. Right on the wicket, Ernest!” smiled Cardew.
“Go and deal with him now—and give himr an extra point-
five from me. By Jove! TI'll come along also; I'd Like to
see you wade into him no end!”

Levison smiled queerly.

“I sha'n’t touch him;” he said quietly, “I can’t forget
that he owes most of it to me. I'm sorry for thé poor
wretch even now. I couldn’t hit him. I hit him yester-
day, it is true, but I had lost my temper. I wish I hadn't
touched him. Anyhow, I'd rather you didn’t come along,
Cardew, thanks.”

“Please yourself, old bean. Trot alon,
But mind your giddy eye. I should thin
at_the mouth by this time!”

With a cool nod Cardew strolled on. Levison stood a
moment, and then he got his cap and hurried out of doors.
It had heen a Wretcheg, miserable morning for Ernest Levi-
son. He had known that at any moment Snelson might
carry out his threat. His sister Doris -and her girl chum
Ethel Cleveland, who were staying with Mrs. Holmes, would
in all probability go out for a walk that morning, and most
likely Snelson wonld he on the look-out for them—might ask
at St. Jim’s for them. X

But the anxiety was over now. Levison had made
up his mind {o take Cardew’s advice and defy the rascal.
He felt curiously light-hearted as he ran round to the ghed
in the playing-fields. He would dely the rascal—tell him
to do his worst, and that he had finished with him. Then
he would seck out-his sister and confess all—would tell her *
all before Snelson had the chance.

He heard a furidus hammering from within the shed as
he ran up, and he smiled as he withdrew the peg and flung
wide the door, The next instant Snelson, his thin features
ablaze with passion, staggered out, blinking in the winiry
sunshine. .

He glared at Levison, his face working with rage.

“Yon rotten cad, Levison!” he hissed. - “You—youn've
played me one of your old tricks again! But it won’t save
you, hang you! I'm out to ruin you, and I'll do it. = If
your sister’s gong——'? :

“My sisier hasg’t gone, Snelson,” said Levison, keeping
back his anger with an effort.. “T've come to tell you that
you can go to her, and youn can do your worst!” '

“You mean that?” sparled Snelson. “Yet you fastened
me in here!”

“My chum did it, unknown to meé—he did it to help me,”
said Levison quietly, - “Stand back, Snelson! You know
you can’t handle me, so just keep your temper in check.
Pve stood as much as I can stand from you. But T stiil
mean to help you ell I can. T'll provide you with clothes,
and I'll give you- every penny I can. I'll also ask my.
father——"’

“Cut 1t out }” sald Snelson, with a nasty sneer. “TI've
told you I don’t want that sort of help, Levison! I've told
you what my pldang are. Reluse to help me with them, and
you'll bitterly regret it!”

“I do refuse to help you to swindle chaps from St. Jim’s,”
“In a weak moment I agreed, and-
joined you. But I refuse now, flatly.” :

“T'Il ruin you, then!” hissed Snelson. “I’ll get you
sacked from St. Jim's! Your father and the Head here

there now, then.
he’ll be frothing

won't forgive you a second time, Levison! I'll ruin you!”

- “You can’t do that, Snelson,” said Levison ealmly. “The
Head here—and my father—already know about my past.
They have forgiven me long ago. All you can do is to try
to shatter my sister’s faith and trust in me, you cadl”

Snelson laughed. It was a laugh that made Levison eye
him quickly, uneasily. . ; ;

“Qo you think that, Levison?’ said Snelson, his eyes
glinting with malicious satisfaction. *Well, you're offside,
my precious saint! What about the night before lasi? And
what about yesterday afternoon?  What if the Head of
St. Jim’s heard about that?”’

Levison started. =

“ What do youn mean? Do you think that the Head would
believe what youw said about me? If IZou are- thinking of

t as well drop the
idea. - The Head would never accept your word, you
rotter!” : sl :

“But he might accept the evidence of his own eyes,”
grinned Snelson, taking something swiftly from his pocket.
“¥e might believe if I showed him proof—like that!”

As he spoke he. held out something before Levison’s
alarmed. eyes. It was the print of a photograph. It was
a photo of the inside of a room—a bare, dilapidated room.
with hanging plaster and broken woodwork, dusty and
shattered. Tt showed a large packing-case, used for a table.
On _the table were coins and playing-cards and cigarettes,
Round -the table were seated four figures, and though the
photo was none too clear, it showed up the faces and figures
well enough. L et i

Levison recognised them at a glance, and he staggered

back with a crye ~Three of the players round the table were
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Before Frank Levison could examine the contents of the package the door of the cottage was suddenly thrust open and
Snelson appeared upon the threshold. He was panting and gasping, but as he sighted the fag with the package in his
grasp he leapt at him like a tiger. The two went crashing to the floor. (See Chapter 3.)

Racke, Crooke, and Mellish; the fourth was himself. All
were smoking, and their faces, feverish and excited with
the gambling fever, were not healthy to look upon.

“How’s that?’ smiled Snelson cruelly. “Suppose I
showed that to Dr. Holmes—that’s his name, isn't it?”

“You—you crafty villain!” .breathed Levison.

He stared at the photograph and at the crafty face of
lSnelson dazedly, a sudden, sickening dread clutching at his
r1eart.

“How—how did you come by that, Snelson?” he muttered
dully. “ You—you must have taken that photo! You must
have taken that photo when you went out of the cottage
yesterday afternoon, saying you wanted a breath of fresh
air. Oh, youw rascal!”

Snelson chuckled.

“Right on the wicket!” he said. “I found a camera on
the moor the day before yesterday. You remember that
some of the chaps from your school came butting in when
we were playing the same night? They came to see me
about it—they imagined I had found it. They went away
with dust in their eyes.”

“Y see,” said Levison, his face going white. “So you
found Manners’ lost camera after all, you rotter! You took
that photo with it!”

“I don’t propose to deny it,” grinned Snelson. “It ig
a jolly good camera. It's turned out thundering useful to
me! It's given me just the hold over you, my pippin, that
I wanted! I was afraid the picture wouldn't come out very
i:lem"lyy; but it has—clearly enough for my purpose, any-
how !’

And Snelson laughed aloud.

Levison made a step towards him, his hands clenched, his
eyes gleaming dangerously. But just as suddenly he drew
back again. -Even if he could take the proof from the
rascal, he would have -the film in a safe place—he would
not be fool enough to carry it about with him,

Snelson guessed his thoughts and grinned.

“No good playing any games, Levison!” he grinned.
“This is only a print, remember. I've got the film in a safe
place. I wasn't such a fool as to bring that with rde—what?
Well, what about it? Are you going to finish with me now
yow've seen this?”’

Levison stood motionless, His face was grey with misery.
Only a moment ago he had been congratulating himsell
that he was ready to meet the worst that the rascally out-
cast -could do against him—was ready to face his sister’s
look of distress and dismay. He had steeled himself to tell
her all, hateful as it would be to her and him. - He could
have snapped his fingers at the rascally Snelson then.

But he couldn’t now. Through his own weakness—through
his dread of his sister hearing the truth—he had given in
to the rascal, and had gone back to his old ways again,
meaning to stop the moment the danger was past.,

And this was what it had led to. It had plaeed him more
than ever in the power of the ruthless, vengeful outcast—
the fellow who laid his own downfall at his—Levison’s—
door.

Levison knew only too well what it would mean if that
photo reached the Head’s hands. It would spell ruin for
him—utter ruin and shame—and also misery and disappoint-
ment for his father and Doris and all who had trusted him.

His past was against him.  Levison had been forgiven
once; he would never be forgiven a second time, as Snelson
had said. He would be expelled in disgrace, with no hope
of mercy being shown him.

He would have to agree to the cad’s demands—it was his
only choice, He must make terms with him—for the time
being, at least. .

Snelson read his thoughts, and chuckled again.

“Well, what’s the answer, Levison?” he asked coolly.
“You always were a keen chap.' But I fancy your keenness
won't find you a way out of this. You’'ll have to toe the
line, my Leauty! Shall I expect you to-night?”
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Levison stood without speaking for a moment. Then he "

nodded. s - 3
“Good! It'll be like old times, won’t it, Levison?” said

Snelson, with a bitter ‘sneer. “The old times when you:

taught me to gamble and smoke, what? Right! Tell Racke
and those other fellows I shall expect them, too. They
know better than fo refuse.” :

Levison locked at him.

“They know about that photo, then ?” he asked dully.

“Not yet. But I frightened them into thinking I'd taken
one of them the Saturday before, though I was miles from
here then. The wheeze struck me when I heard them say
they’d been at the cottage,” grinned Snelson. “They fairly
got the breeze up, and agreed to join in quickly enough
then. Tell them to come. And bring some clobber for me
to wear, Levison. It’s time I was out of these rags now.”

“Right. I’ll come, Snelson,” said Levison quietly.
“Yowve got your way, you hound! I'll come. But I'm
not_standing any swindling, mind you! Any card-sharping
and I'll show you up for the rascal you are !

Wit(? that Levison was turning on his heel, when he
paused.

“If yowll wait here T’Il bring you some clothes if T can
smuggle them out,” he said curtly. “ Wait! You’d better
get inside that shed again in case any of our fellows happen
to be about.” : >

“Good man!” smiled Snelson.

Levison moved away, his face showing his deep, hopeless
misery. Snelson grinned after him, and then he slipped
inside the shed, lighting a cigarette as he did so. As he
disappeared inside a figure slipped into view from behind a
thicket alongside the school wall a yard from the shed.

It was Frank Levison. He stared after his brother, white-
faced, as he vanished through the gap in the hedge. For a
moment Frank hesitated, as if undecided, and then his face
set and he crept towards the door of the shed. g

CHAPTER 2.
: Frank Does His Best !

RANK LEVISON had heard all and seen all. He had
F spotted his brother just going through the gates, and
he had gone after him at a runm,
chance to speak to him—a chance he had been long-

ing for 8ince that meeting at the cottage the previous-day.

e had heen surprised to see Ernest dive through the
hedge on fo the playing fields, and he had followed, not
thinking of shouting after his brother. It was only when
he was quite close to the lean-to shed that Frank had
felt thankful he had not thought of shouting. :

11e had stopped short then—stopped in utter dismay as a
possible reason for ‘his brother visiting that shed ‘had
occurred to him, He had gone there for a quiet smoke.

But even as the thought occurred to him, he saw Snelson
stagger from the shed, and he had dived into the shelter of
the thicket quick as thought.

Frank had had no thoughts of eavesdrépping—far from
it. But he knew his brother would be angry with him, and
he had kept in hiding, hearing all and seeing all. With
fast-beating heart and trembling limbs he had stood there
until Ernest had vanished, and then, almost sick with dis-
may ab what he had heard, the fag slipped from hiding.

And as he did so the daring idea cccurred to him.

It was a desperate idea, but Frank was also desperate in
that moment.

Setting his teeth, he crept to the open doorway of the
shed, his footsteps making no sound on the grass. He
reached it, and then he recoiled with a startled gasp.

Snelson was just within the doorway, leaning against the
post smoking. * He jumped as the fag appeared like a ghost
before him.

“Here, what—— Hallo! It's you, young Levison!” he
said with a sneer. “What’s this game, kid? I—"

He got no further. Like a young terrier Frank Levison
leaped upon him and tore at his coat.

“You young hound !’ gasped the outcast, staggered before
the fury of the fag’s attack. “Why, I'll smash—— Oh,
that’s your game !” Ue

His voice ended in a startled yell as Frank suddenly tore
a hand free and snatched something from Snelson’s coat
pocket. Tt was the print, and before the ragged youth had
recovered himself Frank was jumping away.

Just in time Snelson shot out his foot, and the fag
tripped over it and went headlong, with the older fellow
sprawling over him, :

There "was a brief, furious struggle, and then Frank
Levison, active and slippery as a cat, tore himself free and
leaped to hjs feet. - :

The next moment he was racing away ab top speed, tear-

ing the photo to strips in his hands as he ran.
TnE GEM LiBrRARY.—No, 942,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

| “Ernie’s safe now—safe!

oping to get a.

Price 2d.

“You young hound 1” roared Snelson, almost raving with
fury. . “Come back! TIl make you squirm for this, you
little rat 1’ .« 2

He scrambled up and went in chase, shounting threats and
savage imprecations. But Frank was in the lane by this
time. He stopped running just outside the schcol gates.
He was panting and breathless, but triumphant—for the
moment. , -

He finished tearing the print into small pieces, and then
hel.s;:a,ttrered them before the wind with a deep gasp of
relief. 5

“That’s done the cad!” he whispered to himself.
ank goodness T stayed and
heard all! ~ I'll run and tell Ernie what I've done. He
won’t be angry when I tell him——"

He broke off suddenly, his face the picture of utter dismay.

Quite suddenly he had remembered Snelson’s sneering
words about the film. In his excitement Frank had forgotten
that destroying the print was useless if Snelson. still pos-
sessed the film. g

The dismayed fag groaned.

“I must get it somehow !” he muttered feverishly. “T

- must! Oh, what a fool I am! If only I knew where the

brute—"

He paused, and his eyes gleamed once again with deter-
mination. Then, without hesitation, he turned his back on
the gates and tore off up the Rylcombe Lane as hard as he
could race. There was a chance, and the loyal fag meant

' to make the most of it.

He would miss dinner, he would doubtless be late for

- afternoon classes, and he was breaking bounds; but he cared

nothing for that. It would mean a terrific licking from old

. Selby; but a licking was nothing in face of the danger to

his brother. ; z ;

That dangerous film must be found and destroyed ab all
costs !

Alternately running and walking, Frank reached the stile
leading on to Wayland moor at last, and made straight
across the moor for the tumbledown cottage, which Snelson
had made his home. Tt had already occurred to the plucky
fag that Snelson might,” after what had happened, guess

_what he intended doing.

The thought made him stumble on faster. He was hreath-

“less and panting hoarsely when the ruined cotfage came into

sight at length.

The door was unfastened—there was no means of securinig
it from the outside—and Frank dashed in, and started a
feverish hunt with scarcely a pause to regain-his breath.

The lower room was much as he had seen it the day before
—except that the signs of habitation were absent, obviously
hidden.

But he soon found them—rugs and foodstuffs and other
rough comforts hidden in the packing-case. But the film
was not there.. Nor did a search of the cupboard reveal it.
Then Frank noted the loose boards in the floor, and
wrenched them up, panting with eagerness.

Again he was disappointed. Except for the playing-cards
and cigarettes the hole beneath was empty.

“1 must find it,” breathed Frank. “Ob, if only I could!”

The back room proved to he absolutely bare, and Frank
rushed upstairs. A bed of straw and a rug were on the
floor, but save for those the room was bare.

Frank rummaged among the straw and rug, but the film
did not come to light, and he started to examine the floor-
boards. Almost at once he found a loose one that had
obviously been disturbed recently.

He got his fingers in a ecrack and tugged. It came up
easily,” revealing a wide cavity between the ceiling joists.
In the cavity was a camera, and a small paper package,

Tt was Manners® missing camera, and the package >

Frank Levison snatched it out and straightened himself.
As he did so his heart leaped, for sounds of running foot-
steps came from outside. Then he heard the door below
crash open and heavy footsteps on the stairs.

Frantically the fag tore at the package—he had no doubt
it was the film. He was too late, however. The next instant
Snelson appeared in the doorway. He was panting and
gasping, but as he sighted the fag with the package in his
grasp he leapt at him like a tiger. :

'The two went crashing to the floor, Frank Levison falling
with the weight of the older fellow above him. They rolled
over, Snelson fighting to snatch the package from the fag’s
hand. ;

He grabbed it at last—Frank was half-stununed by the
fall, and he was almost helpless in the grasp of the bigger
fellow. ~-A savage blow sent him rolling away, and Snelson
jumped up with the package in his hand. -

“Vou little ratt” he hissed. “It struck me some minutes
after yow'd gone that you or your dashed brother would try
this on. But I’ve beaten you. Now get out !”

Frank Levison stood, panting,  He knew it was useless {0
atiack the rascal afresh. Iis chance was gone—he had
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failed. Aunother
minute- and he
would have been

able to destroy the
films -

Jt was a bitter
thought, and, with-
out answering,
Frank moved to the
staircase and de-
scended, Snelson
following. The
rascal was grin-
ning now.

“Hold on!” he
as Frank
for the cot-
tage door. ‘“You
heard all your
brother and 1 were
talking about this |
morning ?”

Frank
dully.

“Well, T mean
what I said—every
word of it,” grinned
Snelson. “Youx
brother will come
here to-night—he
can_  bring  those
clothes with - him
then. If he doesn’t
he'll regret it
And  you'll come,
too, kid. Got
that !” .

“T won’t come,”
said Frank quietly.
“My brother would
never ~let me, in
any case:’

“Yes, he will,”
said the rascal, with
an evil chuckle.
“Tell him I say he’s
got - ta bring you.
He knows how keen

nodded

I am to get you
into our merry
circle. He'll be
delighted—I  don’t
think! You'll
come.™

“I won’t!”

Snelson  laughed

and lit a cigarette.
Then he held out
the packet to the
fag.

“Take one,” he
grinned. ‘“You may
as well make a

In the beam of light from Jameson’s torch Wally

squat, small chimney with one hand.

started to stuff it into the smoking ap
out !’ chuckled the reckless Third Former.

D'Arcy stood up on the roof, holding on to the |
Then, as Curly Qibson handed up the brushwood, he
erture. ‘‘ That’ll smoke Racke and thoss other rotters 1
(See Chapter 6.) 'l

start  now, kid.
You've got to toe
the line like your dashed brother. Take one or T'll—-"

He broke off as a quick footstep sounded outside. Then &
shadow darkened the.open doorway of the cottage.  Frank
Levison gave a startled cry as he saw who stood there.

It was Evie Kildare—the captain of St. Jim’s.

He eyed the scene in amazement for a moment. Then his
eyes fell on the cigarettes and his face darkened. i

“What does this mean, Levison ?”” he snapped. “What are ‘

6

you doing here

Frank said nothing. He was overcome with dismay.

“T was cycling back from the village, and I saw you start
out across the moor, Levison minor,” said Kildare sternly.
“1 wondered what game you were up to at this hour. 1
didn't expect this, though. Come with me, you young
rascal!”

Frank nodded, and went past him out of the cottage.
{nalson opened his mouth to speak, but a look from the
stalwart Kildare caused him to close it again. i

followed the fag 6ut, and the two started back across the,

moor, Frank trotting to keep pace with the senior’s iong

strides. Not until they reached the lane where Kildare’s
bike lay did the captain speak again. Then he turned to
the fag.

“Now tell me what this means, youngster ?”
Frank was silent.
P

“Do you hear me?” snapped Kildare angrily.

“Y—T can’t tell you, Kildare,” stammered the hapless fag.

“Very well. Were you going to accept the cigarette that
—that fellow was offering you?”

“No—I swear I wasn’t, Kildare!”

Kildare nodded, his keen glance searching the fag’s frank

[

ceé.

“Right!” he said briefly. “I'll accept your word on that,
Levison, I've always known you for a decent kid. Bub
yow’ve no right to be out here at this hour. And St. Jim’'s
fellows are not allowed to consort with disreputable-looking
charactors like that fellow appears to be, You know that,
youngster 7" -

“VY.yes, Kildare.”

“T shall take no notice of this,” said Kildare.
propose to keep an eye on you in future, Levison.
there be no more of this. Now cut off {”

“Thank you, Kildare,” faltered Frank.

And he cut off, watched by Kildare. The fag was almost
sick with dismay and disappointmnent. He had failed in his
expedition—failed dismally. And thdt was not all. He
knew his brother was under suspicion of shady practices.
He now knew that he was also.

The run back to the school was a miserable dne for Frank
Levison. He arrived back in time for classes, but the know-
ledge that he would be caned by Mr. Selby for missing
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dinner did not make him any the happier. It was a miser-
able morning for the Levison brothers—and the day was not
ended yet, g

e e

CHAPTER 4.,
In the Depths ! , :
RNEST LEVISON managed to smuggle a suit of his
old clothes out of the School House and down to the
playing-fields—though it was far from being an easy
task. But he managed it without being seen, and
he hinried with the bundle to the lean-to shed behind the
school wall.
He started on finding the place empty. x 2
He waited some minutes with growing impatience, and
then, realising that Snelson had gone, he hid the patrcel in
one corner of the shed and walked back. If Snelson had
gone, Levison would have to get them that night an‘d take
them with him to the cottage. He intended to take the
rascal the clothes in any case. Sl
He was puzzled now, as well as moody and dispirited. He

“could mnot understand why Snelson ~had vanished—little

dreaming of the truth. It made him more than uneasy.

With & troubled brow he entered the School House and
made his way to Racke’s® study. He knocked and turne’d
the knob; the door was locked. But as he called Racke’s
name, the doar was unlocked and he entered:

There was a haze of cigarette-smoke in the room, and after
he had closed the door Racke produced a cigarette from
behind him and grinned at Levison. -

In the old days Levison had been “thick ” with Racke &
Clo., but of late he had given the shady black sheep a wide
herth; a fact that had made Racke hate him with a bitter
hatred.

But now Levison seemed to have changed to his old ways,
Racke & Co. were only too pleased to be friends with him
agail.

“Take a pew, Levison, old top,” grinned Racke, “Have a
smoke %’ -

Levison ignored the packet of cigarettes held out to him,
and Racke’s eyes glinted.

“Funk a smoke here—what?” he sneered.

“No,” said Levison curtly.
from that—that chap Snelson, Racke. He wants you to go
there to-night for a game or two. He asked me to tell you.
T'm doing so; but if you’ll take my tip you won’t go.”

Racke %ooked at Lévison sharply. :

“Oh, and why not ?” he asked curiously. “Are you going,
Levison

“Yes. But that’s no reason why you should, Racke. If
you'll take a tip from me youw'll give that hound a wide
berth. He’s an out-and-out rotter!”

“Yet yon mean to go,” smiled Racke.  “Look here,
Levison; there’s something dashed queer aboui this.
thouglit you'd given up the merry old pace for good and
become a Good Little Georgie? Why should you start again
now this fellow Snelson’s turned up?”

“That’s my affair, Racke!”

“It’s queer,” grinned Racke. “Has the merchant got a
hold over you like he has over us? I suppose that’s it. It's
rather funny, though. If you mean to go to-night, why
did you biff the blighter yesterday and tell him you'd
finished with him 7"

“Mind your own dashed business !” said Levison savagely.
“I came to give you Snelson’s message, as I promised to.
You can please yourself if you go or not.”

“I'm going {o please myself,” grinned Racke. “No need
to get waxy, Levison. We're in this together, and I'm
jolly glad to see you®ve stopped acting the goody-goody
business. Fm rather keen to know a bit about this fellow
Snelson. Sit down and have a ‘smoke.”

Levison bit his lip. It made him rage inwardly to see
Racke’s sneering grin. He knew perfectly well that Racke
knew he was under Snelson’s thumb, and that what he was
doing was under compulsion. Apparently Racke only
guessed the reason, and wanted to know details.

“T1l tell you nothing, Racke!” he snapped. “T don’t
want your smokes, and I don’t want your dashed friend-
ship, you sweep !’

Racke's eyes glinted.

“You wor't smoke hers, yei you'll smoke and play your
old games quickly enough at that hovel,” he sneered. “ You

rotten hypocrite, Levison! You want to let Merry and the

others think you a saint, while ali the time you’re—— Here,
Ireep off, you cad! . None of— ¥Yoooop!”

Crash !

Levison was in no mood for Racke’s pleasant remarks.
His fist shot out, and Racke went down with a howl and a
crash. Levison walked to the door, unlocked it, and
slipped out. He found Cardew, his chum, f'ust passing.

Cardew eyed Levison’s anary face queerly.

THE GEM LIBRARY.—NO. 942, c

' THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Tve brought a message,

Price 2d;

“Was that -dear old Racke who yelped just now?” he
queried.

“Yes. I knocked the cad down,” said Levison quietly.

“Good man! I hope you did the merry old same to that
blighter Snelsan,” remarked Cardew. “Fve been on the
look-out for you, old bean; I'm dyin’ to hear what
happened |

Levison’s flushed and angry face changed. Ile shook his
head glumly. :

“1 didn’t touch him, Cardew,” he said thickly. “I'm
done; the brute’s got me tight. I can’t defy him.”

“My dear man, what do you mean?” asked Cardew.

Levison told him of his inferview briefly and moodily.
Cardew whistled as he listened.

“Phew ! he murmured, shaking his head. “You've
fairly landed yourself among the giddy ribstones, Ernie, old
top. What a goer that merchant is! What are you goin’
to do ahout it?”

“What can I do?” said Levison bitterly. “I daren’t defy
him now; Fve got to toe the line, as he calls it. I shall
agree—and have done—for a time, until I can think of a
way out. Bubt—but, look here, Cardew! Don’t mention
this to Clive, will you—yet?”

“Not if you'd rather I didn’t, old hean,” raid Cardew,
who seemed quite dismayed for pnce. “Well, this is rather
a staggerer, y'know. We must put our giddy heads
together, and try—— Hallo,, here’s dear old Thomas! 1
fancy he’s after you, Ernie.” <

Tom Merry was “after ” Levison. He came up fo the
two, and he looked at Levison. Cardew sauntered away,
looking very thoughtful and disturbed.

“Look here, Levison,” said Tom Merry. “I've been
warting a chance to speak to you since yesterday aftcrnoon.
You know what about, I fancy.” )

Levison nodded without speaking.

“T couldn’t speak when the girls were with us at tea; I
had to treat you as usual” said Tom steadily. “But I'm
going to speak to you straight out now. I told you yester-
day afternoon that I would drop you from the team,
Levison.” :

“¥You did. I don’t blame you for it,” said Levizon.

Tom seemed rather taken aback.

“You admit, then, that you are in the wrong?”

Levison nodded slowly.

“I'm glad of that,” said Tom Merry, in relief. “You've
been a jolly decent chap for a long time now, Levison.”

“Thanks,” said Levison, rather sarcastically. ~

“You know what I mean, Levison,” said Tom, a {rifie
curtly. “I am not the only one to be sorry to know youw've
started your -old silly games again. But as the skipper of
the junior team, that sort of thing won’t do for me. I said
I'd drop you, but I’ve been thinking it over since, Levison,
You're too good a man to lose.”

Thanks again,” said Levison.

Tom flushed at the bitter sarcasm. Tle was conscious
vaguely that he was not speaking at all diplomatically. But’
he went on somewhat angrily. >

“You can drop that atiitude, Levison,” -he said. “ You
know what T mean well enough, and how I mean it. What
I want to say is this: I'm ready to overlook what I saw
myself, and what young D’Arev claims -to have seen. and
what you owned up yourself when I tackled you. You've
only got_to give me your word that smoking and that sort of
foolery shall stop, and the place in the team is open for you.
That’s fair enough.”

It was—Levison saw that just as he saw the friendliness
that prompted Tom’s offer, a trifle blundering as his words
had been. And he coloured quickly with something approach-
ing shame.

Yet he could not give the answer Tom wanted. Snelson
had placed it beyond his power to de that. The hopeless-
ness of his position made him grit his teeth with helpless
anger.

“Y can promise nothing, Merry,” he muttered through
his teeth.

“You won’t, you mean?”

“1 suppose it means that—yes!”

“You mean to keep this rotten smoking and blackguard-
ism up?” gasped Tom Merry, in astonishment.

“I won’t promise you to drop it,” said Levison doggedly.

Tom Merry eyed him curiously for a moment. .

“I don’t cotton on to this at all, Levison,” he said quietly.
“T can’t help thinking that that ragged rotter I saw you
smoking and playing cards with is responsible for the sudden
change in you. What does it mean?”

Levison hesitated. Hé wanted to tell Tom Merry all—
he knew the junior captain of St. Jim’s would be sympa-
thetic. But he also had a vague feeling that Tom would
advise him to do the thing he dare not do—face it out and
defy Snelson. He also had an uneasy feeling that Tom
would despise him for his weakness, for he had to admit
there was that side to it. Moreover, Tom’s method of
approaching him had put his back up.
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“1 shall tell you nothing, Merry,” he said curtly, “T'm 1

not responsible to you for my actions.”

“As an ordinary fellow in the school—no,” said Tom,
his temper rising; “but as a footballer—yes! It’s my job
to see that my men keep themselves fit to play. If you
refuse to keep fit, then you're no good to me. You still
refuse to give me the promise?”

“Yes,” muttered Levison, biting his lips.

“Then there’s no more to be said,” answered Tom curtly.
“1 shall give Herries your place. We've no room in the
team for smoky slackers!” :

And with that Tom Merry walked away. He left Ernest
Levison staring after him white-faced and wretched. Snelson
had vowed to ruin him if he refused to “toe the line,” and
it was beginning to look as if that would come about whether
he toed the line or not, It was a hopeless outlook for the
reformed black sheep.

CHAPTER 5.
The “ Ratters !
3 ow ‘1= the witching time of night—what-ho !
i’ Dry up, young Gibson, you awful ass!”
:,DE'.-V up yourself, young D’Arcy!”
‘Will you dry up?” hissed Wally D’Arcy in a
tone of concentrated wrath. ‘““D’you want to let the whole
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not .
Command our admiration;
He lets the youngsters “have
it hot ”—
Caning’s his recreation.
On discipline he’s very strict,
In fact, a perfect Tartar;
His lashing cane has often licked
Full many a youthful martyr!

TIIE master of the Third does

Of fagdom he’s the reigning lord,
He’s watchful as a warder,
And stalks in gown and mortar-
board,
Preserving law and order.
His victims tremble when they hear
His footsteps, loud and fright'ning ;
And they will promptly disappear
Like streaks of summer lightning !

The Head is liked by all the school,
And Railton is a ‘““topper ";

While Mpr. Linton, as a rule,
Inspires respect that’s proper.

And Mr. Lathom wins our praise
With his mild toleration;

But Selby, and his surly ways,
Earn general condemnation.

No.25. MR. SELBY.

The Master of the Third.

“Well, what will you do?” asked Jameson pugnaciously.
“y &

I'd like to see you touch me, young Manners!”

‘“Look here, you rotter——"

“Look here, you cad—" :

““Oh, for pity’s sake dry up and stop squabbling!” hissed
Wally D’Arcy. “Blessed if it isn’t like taking a lot of
monkeys out bringing you chaps on an expedition, Come on.
Curly, we’ll fetech old Pongo.”

“Right-ho!”

Wally D’Arcy and Curly Gibson stole softly away, leaving
Jameson and Reggie Manners crouching down among the
shrubbery under the old elms.

It was past eleven o'clock, and at that hour of the night
the four members of the Third Form of St. Jim’s should
have been fast asleep in their beds in the Third dormitory.

But the young rascals of the Third were very often not
where they should be. Could he have scen them mnow,
Mzr. Selby would probably have had an apoplectic fit, For-
tunately—for the fags—he could not see them, being fast
asleep himself in his room in the School House.

It had been Wally D’Arcy’s suggestion—as usual. The
previous afternoon’s ratting expedition with Pongo, Wally’s
dog, having been a failure, Wally had made tho daring
suggestion that they should visit the ruined cottage at night
instead of waiting until the next half-holiday.

The suggestion had appealed to the young rascals at once.
Even should there prove to be no rats in residence af the

e
i

e

He has outlived the prime of life,
His locks are growing thinner;

And indigestion, like a knife,
Attacks him after dinner.

Doubtless this fact makes M. S,
So stern a disciplinarian;

So he’d be well advised, 1 guess,
To turn a vegetarian!

To spare the rod and spoil the child,
Is far from Selby’s wishes;

And when he’s feeling riled or wild,
He never spares his swishes,

Undoubtedly, the smaller fry
Well merit a corrective;

But there’s no earthly reason why
It should be too effective!

“J do not love thee, Doctor Fell,”
Runs the old-fashioned jingle;
And as for Mr. Selby—well,
He sets me all a-tingle!
To tell the truth, I'm jolly glad
To finish with this person; :
I much prefer some bright, gay lad,
To write my weekly verse on!’

|

} NEXT WEEK:

Mr. VICTOR RAILTON, M.A.

1

blessed school know that we're breaking bounds? Don’t
make such a row e

“Who’s making a row?”
a fellow speak, young D’Arcy

“You can speak, but for goodness’ sake don’t yell!”

“Who's yelling? If yousay I'm velling, I’ll dot you one
on the nose 2 A

“Will you? I should jolly well just like to see you dot
me——" .

“Qh, don't start squabbling!” hissed Jameson.
muck up the whole show, fatheads! Are we all
Where’s that idiot Manners?”

“Here [ am,” said Reggic Manners, “But if you call me
an idiot, Jameszon, I'll thumping well—"

snoried Curly Gibson. *Can’t

97

“You'll
here?
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ruined cottage—which was scarcely likely—the sheer risk
of such an adventure would make the expedition enjoyable
and a success. =

That was the unanimous view of the fags. And they had
made their plans, and now here they were, trembling with
excitement at thought of the sport before them. Thai they
were likely to get into very serious trouble if caught did not
seem to trouble the young rascals in the slightest.

Yet caution was wise and necessary. All of them realised
that, though as the chums of the Third scarcely ceased
squabbling from early morn until late at night, it was
rather a difficult matter to observe the caution that was wise
and necessary.

Scarcely had Wally and Gibson gone when Jameson and
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Manners minor were arguing warmly again, but they
stopped abruptly as a sudden rustling in the laurels
announced that someone was approaching.

Thinking it was their chums, Jameson was about to hail
them softly. when Reggie Manners gave a warning hiss and
clapped his hand over his companion’s mouth.

“Quiet ! he breathed. ‘‘It’s someone else!” g
It was. Four dark figures loomed up suddenly among the
laurels, and approached the wall. They were bigger fellows
than Wally & Co. It was not a very dark night, and the star-
light glimmered on their faces as they passed the fags’
hiding-place and approached the wall. ‘

“Racke and his pals!” murmured Jameson. ‘““Gee whizz!
Up to their old games again.”

The four hound-breakers shinned up the wall by ihe
old tree and vanished one by one over it, not one of them
spealing a word. It was rather an eerie sensation watch-
ing them, and the fags were trembling with excitement.

They had scarcely vanished, however, when again came a
rastling amid the laurels, softer this time, and a single form
came into view.

At a glance it was obviously neither Wally nor Curly, but
his face was clearly seen the next moment as he trod
guietly past the two hiding fags.
-~ “Levison !” breathed Reggie Manners. ““ Well, the rotter!
Wonder what young Frankie would say if he were here
now 7> ;

“Blow Frankie!” snorted Jameson. “He would have
heen here now if he hadn’t cut up rusty when Wally told
Tom Meryy about his brother smoking yesterday. Wally
did right in telling. Mind you, young Levison’s a decent
Lid, and I'm sorry we've fallen out. But he shouldn’t have
Shush ! ey .

It was the rustling of the laurels again, and this time it
was Wally and Curly. Wally had his hand over the mouth
of the trembling, excited, and whining Pongo, who was
struggling madly in his grasp. ~ 1

* Quiet, you old ass!” murmured Wally. “We'll let you
loose soon, Pongy. All serene, chaps! Come onl”

“Hold on, Wally!” breathed Jameson.

He told what they had just seen, and Wally whistled.

“My hat!” he said. *‘‘Suppose the rotters are going to
that cottage again?”

“Hardly likely,” said Curly Gibson.
go there again after yesterday.”

“I don’t know about that,” sniffed Wally. ‘“That ragged
merchant they were with must hang out there. Aunyway,
we’ll chance it. Good job we didn’t tell young ILevison
about the giddy expedition. He might easily have warned
his brother and mucked us up.”

“Yes, rather!”

“We'll chance it anyway,” grinned Wally. “If they are
there—well, perhaps we’ll be able to pull their giddy
legs a bit. Over you go! T'll hand Pongo up to one of
you.”

" The fags swarmed like monkeys over the school wall,
and Wally came last, handing the struggling Pongo up to
Curly Gibson, who was astride the wall.

It was not a simple task, for Pongo objected strongly,
but it was done at last, and, with Pongo leaping and
prancing on a short lead, the daring fags started out for
the cottage on the moor.

It was less than a mile to the outskirts of the moor, and
less than another mile fo the ruined cottage, and most
of the way the fags took it easy, fearing to overtake Racke
& Co. or Levison—should their suspicions be correct as
to the destination of those youths.

But they reached the cottage at last, silent and forbidding
in the dim starlight, and then Waully lifted Pongo up and
placed his hand over his mouth.

“You chaps had better scout round first,” he muttered.
“]\\"e can let old Pongo do as he likes once we know nobody’s
there.’

“Right-ho !” .

Curly Gibson and Jameson trotted up to the cottage until
they were a few yards from it, and then they crept up close.
It was Curly Gibson who noted it first—a gleam oPlight from
the shuttered window. Then he noted something else—a
column of smoke curling up from the broken chimney of the
rain. :

“Phew! Wally was right, then,” breathed Curly Gibson.
“Someone’s there, and the beggars have lit a fire in the
place, too. Quietly! We’ll have a squint.”

He crept up cautionsly to the ruin, and, peered
through the crack in the boarded-up window. He saw a
sight somewhat similar to what they had seen the afterncon
before.

The ragged youth was there. IIe was undoing the string
from round a parcel on the floor. Racke, Crooke, Scrope,

“They wouldn’t

and Levison were there, also, and they were drawing hoxes.

to the large packing-case that did duty as a table. On the
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table were playing-cards.
excepting Levison.

Curly Gibson touched his chum’s arm, and the two fags
stole back to Wally and Reggie Manners, and reported what
they had seen.

“Blow them!” growled Wally wrathfully. “That about
mucks up our ratting, anyhow. What rotten luck! Never

All of the juniors were smoking

mind. What d’you fellows say to ragging the smoky
rotters 7" |
“Eh? How can we?” grunted Reggie Manners. “The

cads would smash us if we started any monkey tricks™”

“I think I've got a wheeze,” grinned Wally, looking up at
the chimney. “Do you chaps remember seeing a stack of
old straw and brushwood at the back of the giddy hovel?
Well, what about stutling the chimney up with that and
smoking ’em out? The rotters seem to like smoke. Let ’em
have some more.”

“Yes, but they’d only rush eut and collar us,” grunted
Reggie Manners.

“ Not if we fasten the giddy door up,” grinned Wally.
“My hat! We'll do it, chaps! It'll be a rare lark, and ocue
up to us. If those Shell and Fourth Form chaps can’t make
these smoky rotters play the game, we will—what? We'll
teach ‘em a little lesson—eh?”

“ Phew !” .

“Good wheeze, Wally !

“We'll show 'em what’s what!”

“What-ho 1

“Then hold this giddy dog, then, and I'll see to the rest,”.
chuckled Wally. “You'd better hold him, Reggie!”

And, shoving the struggling Pongo into Reggie Manners’
arms, Wally cut a length from his lead and started towards
the cottage.

CHAPTER 6.
L Smoked Out !

ALLY D’ARCY reached the door of the cottage, and
cautiously switched on the light of his torch. He saw
the handle of the rickety door at once, and, pocket-
ing the torch, be tied the length of leather to it,

Then, feeling about in the darkness, he wound the rest of the
rope round a strut of the posts that held up the porch.

It was done in a flash, and, with a soft chuckle, Wally
rejoined his waiting companions.

“ All serene,” he grinned. “Now come on round to the
back, chaps. We’ll soon get the rest done.”

The young rascals hurried round to the back, Wally leading
the way, his torch switched on now. He soon came to the
heap of straw and brushwood, and then he looked up at the
cottage. An outhouse jutted out at the rear, and Wally
chuckled as he looked up at the roof.

“It ought to be easy as winking to get up there,” he said.
“You chaps haund this rubbish up when I give the word.”

“What-ho!”

Wally climbed up on to a rotting rain-water butt, and
balanced himself gingerly on the top, then he reached up to
the roof and drew himself up. 'The next moment, without
waiting for his leader’s instructions, Curly Gibson had also
clambered up and joined Wally on the roof of the outhouse.

“Now, young Manners, and you, Jamesdn, vank us some
of that. stuff up,” whispered Wally. “You can let old Pongo
go now.”

Reggie Manners released Pongo, and started to help Jame-
son as he lifted a pile of the brushwood and straw and threw
it up to Wally and Curly. Wally announced that they had
epough at last, and the two began to work their way up the
thatched roof of the cottage towards the belching chimney,
pushing the piles of rubbish before them.

To the agile and reckless youngsters it was an easy matter,
for the roof was sloped at a wide angle, and the distance was
short. They soon reached the chimney, and while Jameson
down below turned the beam of the torch on them, Wally
stood up on the roof, holding on to the squat, small chimney
with one hand.

Then, as Curly Gibson handed up thé brushweod, he started
to stuff it into the smoking maw of the chimney.

The brushwood and rubbish was soaked with the recent
rains, and there was small risk of fire, if any, though the
young rascals never gave that a thought. Wally certainly-
did not. He stuffed the rubbish cheerfully into the smoking
aperture, heedless of the smoke and soot that belched out
into his face and over him and his chum, and made both of
them almost choke.

But the smoke gradually grew less and less as he stuffed
the chimney up, and presently he announced that it was
enough, and the two fags scrambled down the thatched roof
agan, and dropped, chuckling, to join their waiting com-
panions.

“Done it!” chortled Wally D’Arcy.

: ! C “But, oh, my hat!
Aren’t I just in a mess?  Phew!

I'm bunged up with

smoke. Now just Hallo! There they go!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” d
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The Third-Formers roared as a sudden outery came from

within the cottage, and they rushed round, heedless of being

heard now.

As the fags reached the front of the cottage they heard
gasping yells from within, and then came a sudden banging
and rattling at the front door. 5

“Hear us smile!” chortled Wally D’Arcy. “Listen to the
beauties! They don’t seem to like smoke, after all. Let’s
have a squint at them.” = : :

““Ha, ha, ha!{ Yes.”

Pongo was barking excitedly now, and, with the dog at
their heels, the Third-Formers dashed to the shuttered window
and tried to peer in. ' But they could see little save for vague
figures and a dim light through the billowing smoke within.

They heard violent coughing and yelling from the room,
however, and then they heard Racke's raging voice
above the uproar.

“It’s someone playing a trick, you fools!” he howled.
“They've fastoned the dashed door and stuffed the chimney
up. It’s those confounded fags again, I bet! Can’t you hear
their dog ¥

“The window !” came Levison’s voice in a coughing shout.
“Tear those boards down, you idiots!”

“Look out!” chuckled Wally.

He had scarcely spoken when one of the beards fastened
across the window was torn away, followed by another and
another, letting out a volume of choking smoke.

Through the smoke Wally D'Arcy glimpsed Levison raking
madly at the fire in the grate, and then Racke showed himself
at the window, and gave a howl as he saw the fags outside.

“It’s those dashed fags! I told you it was!” he gasped
furiously. “T'lI=I'll smash them for this, the liftle fiends!”

He left the window, and joined Crooke, Snelson, and
Serope, who were tugging madly at the door. Then came a
sudden splintering sound, and the door flew inwards—the
rotting strut of wood had given way, not the lead.

“Look out!” Wally yelled the warning this time, and the
fags scattered, roaring with laughter, as five coughing and
gasping figures dashed out of the cottage amid volumes of
acrid smoke. “Run for it, chaps!” :

‘“ After the little fiends!” roared Racke furiously.

But his companions needed no urging to do that. Even
Tirnest Levison took up the chase, his face smoke-begrimed
and savage. He was secthing with fury—more at being
caught by the fags than because of their daring “rag.,” He
had felt humiliated and shamed enough the previous aftéer-
noon’; he was far more so now. § :

That his brother Frank was with Wally & Co. he did not
doubt; they were rarely apart. He had not spoken to Frank
that day, and he was ignorant of the fact that his brother
had fallen out with his chums. And it was Frank that he
wanted to get hold of. - :

He ran hard, dimly conscious that someonc was thudding
behind him, and he heard Racke’s furious voice in front.
Then he glimpsed a youthful figure through the darkness
ahead of hun, and he gave a shout.

““Come back, you little rotter! Stop!” :

It was Reggie Manners, and he had no intention of stop-
ping. He had got separated from his chums but even as he
heard Levison at his heels he ‘also heard Pongo barking
excitedly to the left ahead of him, and he changed his direc-
tion abruptly. s

As he did so he stumbled and went down lieadlong, his
head striking something with terrific force. =

Unfortunately, Ernest Levison stopped running just then,
failing to see that the dimn form ahead had fallen. He turned
abruptly and began to retrace his steps, suddenly conscious
that the fag ahead could not be Frank. His brother would
have stopped at once on hearing his voice, and Ernest had
no.desire to add further to his humiliation by chasing any
of the other Third-Formers. o

Someone else had, however, for as Ernest turned away a
dim form ran past him. It was Snelson; but Levison failed
to recognise him. He grunted, and hurried back to the
cottage, his face dark with rage.

Though he little dreamed it then, Ernest Levison was
fated soon to regret having dropped out of the chase.

For though Levison had failed to see Reggie Manners go
down, Snelson had not. He had been running a few yards
to the left of Levison, and he had cut across to intercept the
running fag. Then he had seen the dim form plunge head-
long, and the next moment he was cn the spot.

He glimpsed the dark, prostrate form of the fag at once,
and with a snarl of triumph his grasp closed on him
viciously.

“Got you, you young cub!” he hissed.

Manners minor heard the voice dazedly, faintly as in o

dream. . He was half-stunned, and the shock of the fall. had
shaken all the breath out of his body. But as that savage
grasp closed on him, he gave a weak cry. :
“Let me go, Lévison ! ho panted faintly.
—my head! Don’t! Oh!” . 1
Snelson’s answer was a brutal blow that sent the hapless

“T've hurt my

AL

fag rolling over helplessly., Then the rascally outcast
gripped the fag by the back of the neck, and ground his face.
into the earth. ¢ :

The next moment something rose and féll across the fag’s
‘prostrate form with savage force. : :
© It was a heavy stick the rascal carried, and despite the
.youngster’s feeble cries, it fell again and again. Snelson
seemed to be mad-—mad with ungovernable rage, and he
rained a shower of savage blows on the injured fag's body.

But suddenly Snelson stopped, panting, struck with alarm
as the youngster went limp in his grasp. Reggic Manners
had fainted. ; ) ;

The panting ruffian caught his breath, and, stooping, he
peered into the youngster’s white and dimly-seen face.
What he saw there terrified him. He dropped the stick, and
stood trembling a moment. Then without another glance at
the silent form, he hurried back to the cottage.

The barking of Pongo was faint in the distance across the
silent moor now, and as Snelson reached the cottage door,
Racke, Crooke, and Scrope ran up, breathlessly, and entered
the .cottage behind him. Levison was in the cottage. He
had lit the lamp which had been knocked over in the confu-
sion, and the room was fairly clear of smoke now. He was
putting on his coat as the other four entered.

None of them seemed to notice that Sneleon’s face was
white and his eyes filled with fear.

“No dashed luck!” snarled Racke viciously. “The little
brutes had the heels of us! Oh, I'll pay the little beasts
back for this though! You clearing out, Levison?”

Levison nodded. He gave Snelson a bitter, savage look.

“Yes, I'm going,” he said thickly. “I've had enough of
this. T’m not coming to this hole again. You’ll have to find
another place for your rotten parties, Snelson, after this.
Those kids have got us marked.”

“Hang them'!” said Racke through his teeth.
comring here again, either—no fear!”

“Nor me,” said Crooke and Scrope.

Snelson said nothing for a moment. He scemed to have
_difficulty in speaking. When he did speak, his voice was
cool enough, though.

“Well, I might tell you that T'm more fed-up with the
votten show than you chaps are,” he said, with a sneer.
“How would you chaps like to have to live and sleep here?
But I'm not staying here long, I can tell you. I'm going to
take a room at the Green Man to-morrow.”

“With the cash you've swindled us out of!” said Racke,
with a bitter sneer, “Well, you won’t get us there, anyway,
«Snelson.” :

“We'll sce,”

“T'm not

said Snelson, his eyes glinting. “I fancy
you will if T want you tc come. Anyway, what's the good
“of going now? Don't be fools! Those—those young' hounds
have gone, and it’s safe enough. Better stay and have a
game.” %

There was a threatening tone in the fellow’s voice, and
‘Racke hesitated. Then he growled. S

“Qh, all right ! he said, shrugging his shoulders. « After
“all, what's the good of coming this way for nothing? We'll
stay for a’ game, anyhow. What do you say, Levison?” -

Levison had finished fastening up his coat. Ife was look-
ing about him now. . -

% You fellows seen anything of my stick?” he asked curtly.

“Pve secn no stick,” said Racke surlily.

1 had one when I came,” said Levison. 1 had it to
carry that bundle of clothes on, Snelson. Have you seen
i 2™ . : 13

Snelson’s face was white and strained.. While Wally
D’Arcy had been on the roof, he had been busy changing
into the clothes Levison had brought him. He looked a
different fellow altogether. though nothing could alter the
erafty face and hard eyes. -

“No, I baven’t seen your dashed stick,” he muttered.
“Look here, Levison, are you really going?”

“Ves. I suppose I must have rushed out with my stick
and left it out—though I don’t remember doing so,” said
Levison. “Anyhow, I'm going!”

“PBetter stay!” snarled Snelson.

“Yes; don't be a fool, Levison,” said Racke. “Stay for a
game and go back with us.” :

“You can go to blazes, the lot of you!” said Tevison
savagely. . :

He opened the door, and passed out into the dark night.
Racke & Co. had said they were fed-up, but Levison was
much more so. He had had enough for that night.

CHAPTER 7. .
: : The Work of a Brute !
it ALLO! My hat! Where’s old Reggie?” :
H Wally D’Arcy .asked the question in no little
alarm as the youthful adventurers dropped down
from the stile into Rylcombe Lane. They had
just stopped running, ‘breathless with their exertions, and’
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almost helpiess with laughter. The discomfiture of the fre-
quenters of that dingy cottage had amply compensated
Wally & Co. for their disappointment over the ratting. In-
deed, it had proved more exciting and enjoyable than any
rat hunt would have done.

But now, as they dropped down into the lane from the
moor, Wally ccased laughing, suddenly aware that Reggie
Manners was not in the party. In the darkness and the
eﬁcitemcnt of the chase they had not noticed his absence at
all.

“Phew !” said Curly Gibson, with a groan.
miist have got himself collared !”

“Now isn’t that just like young Reggie!” said Wally
gloomily. “Oh, my hat! Won’t he just get it hot from
Racke !”

“Lovison major won’t let Racke or anyone else lay it on
too thickly,” said Jameson hopefully. “He’s not a bad
chap, you know.”

“T don’t know,” said Wally grimly. “He was in a fine old
bate when he rushed out. I heard him yell, and I bet he
was raving at us catching him again. He wouldn’t be in-
clined to et young Manners off easy. Oh, the awful idiof,
to let himself get collared by. old fogies out of the Fourth
and Shell !”

“Better wait for him !’ grunted Jameson.

“We'll wait by the school wall then,” said Wally, growl-
ing. “The ass might have escaped after all, and he may
return another way. Come on, Pongo.”

He led the way with Pongo trotting at his heels. The
fags reached the school wall at last, and halted under the
shadow of the trees. They had scarcely been waiting there
a minute when hurried footsteps sounded along the dark
lane, and a form came hurrying up, stopping at the wall
close to where they were hiding.

But it was not Reggie Manners—they had already seen
that. It was Ernest Levison. He was about to shin up the
wall when Wally D’Arey called to him.

19

“Hold on, Levison !

Levison jumped violently. His eyes gleamed angrily as
Wally stepped out of the deep shadows, with his chums
behind him. But Wally & Co. were three to one, and they
were not afraid of any Fourth Former with those odds on
their side.

“You—you litile rotters!” breathed Ernest Levison.

“You big rotter—bigger rotter, in fact!” returned Wally
D’Arcy eoolly. “No good calling us names, Levison, old
top! What we did was for your own good, you know. But
what’s happened to Reggie Manners? Have you seen him?”

“No. Hang you, and hang Manners!”

“He wasn’t collared, then 7 said Wally, a trifle anxiously.

Levison major did not deign to reply. He swarmed up
the wall and vanished over the top. They heard him drop
down en the far side, and after a brief rustling, silence fell.

“Phew! He was in a wax!” said Wally, grinning. “But
—my only hat! If Reggie wasn't collared, where on earth
is he? ook here, chaps! TIl just run and shove
Pongo in his kennel, and if Manners hasn’t turned up by
the time I come back, we’d better go back and hunt for
him.”

“Oh, crumbs !”

Wally shinned up the wall, and Pongo was handed up to

“The fathesd

_ him. And a couple of seconds later Wally was hurrying

round to the kennels with his pet. He was not away long,
and soon appeared at the top of the wall again.

; “Has that fathead turned up yet?” he inguired breath-
essly.,

“ No, blow_him !” :

Wally dropped down and joined his chums with a grunt.
© “Come on!” he snapped.

They started back along Rylcombe Lane, all of them
fagged out by this time, and they would have been only
too glad to get back to their warm beds now.

But Wally’s word was law, and in any case all three were
anxious an behalf of Reggie Manners now. If he had not
been collared—and it seemed so from Levison major’s atti-
tude—then what had happened to him?

It was certainly alarming. -

At a brisk trot, all caution forgoiten now, the fags
hurriedly retraced their steps to the stile that led on to the
moor. They reached it in no time, and barely had they
crossed it when Wally gave a warning hiss as a form loomed
up in the darkness,

“Tt’s Mauners!” muitered Wally after a second’s wait.
“Jingo, what’s the matter with the ass?”

He switched on his torch, turning it full on the approach-
ing form, It was Reggie Manners right enough, and the
three fags gave startled gasps as the light lit up his face
and form clearly. !
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His face was deathly white save for streaks of red on his
forehead—obviously dried blood. He had a hand to his
head, and he staggered as he walked towards his chums,
blinking dazedly in the white light from the torch.

“Reggie !” panted Wally.

He dashed forward and caught hold of his chum.

““What—what on earth’s happ®ed, Manners ?” he went on
in alarm. “You—you look 2

He broke off and caught his chum as he swayed drunkenly.

“Help me, chaps!” panted Reggie Manners weakly. “I—
I hardly know what's happened. I've been through it.
That—that brute—-" .

“What ? Has someone been pasting you like that?” gasped
Curly Gibson, taking the swaying fag’s other arm.

“Yes. It was Levison. He must have been mad,” mut-
tered the fag. “He lammed into me with a shick. I—I
must have fainted. I remembered nothing until 1 came
round and found myself alone. I—I dorn’t know how I
managed to get here. It was awful!”

“Great Scott!”

“Well, the hound !”

Wally set his lips.

“You can tell us about it later, Reggie,” he said. “Never
mind that brute Levison now; he can wait. Let’s help him
along, chaps, and get him to bed. He’s been through the
mill, and no mistake !”

Curly Gibson and Jameson gaid nothing. Together they
helped their injured chum over the stile and along the lane.
They stopped several times at Manners’ faint request, but
after what seemed an age the school wall loomed up before
them.

“You'd better rest a bit before we get you over,” said
Wally thickly. “So—so Levison major did this, Reggie?”

“He didn’t do this,” said Manners minor, touching the
nasty bruise on his forehead tenderly. “I stumbled and
biffed my head on a stone or something. Levison was run-
ning just behind me. I scarcely know what happened after
that. He rammed my face into the ground, though I was
half-stunned, and then he started lamming into me with
a stick. He didn’t care where he hit me, either. More
than once he hit my head. I—I couldn’t defend myself.
And then—then I must have fainted.”

“Well, the rotten, cowardly hound!” breathed Wally
D’Arcy. “By Jingo, but we’ll make things warm for him
after this, young Manners, don’t you worry. What's that
stick you've got now ?” .

“It was this stick he did it with,” said Manners, “I
found it lying by me when I came round: I couldn’t have
got along over the moor but for that.”

“You—you're sure it was Levison 7’ said Jameson doubt-
fully. “I can scarcely believe Levison would do such
rotten work. It was the work oi a brute.”

“Tt was Levison who lammed me. I heard him shout
after me just before I went down, and I heard him run up.
It was Levison, the brute!”

“Of course it was!” snapped D’Arcy minor through
clenched ‘ceth. “Here, give me that stick, Reggie. My
hat! Yes, it is Levison’s stick,” he went on, shining the
light from the torch on to it. “That settles it. Don’t you
chaps remember he had a stick, and he held it in his teeth
when he shinned up the wall here when he was starting out?
Oh, the rotter !”

Reggie Manners’ chums were fuming with indignation
now. They waited until their chum felt fit to try the climb,
and then they helped him up the wall and down the far
side. It was not an easy task for the injured fag, but it
was done at last, and, safe inside the grounds, they hurried
him to the lower box-room window.

They almost expected to find that Levison had fastened
them out; but the window was slightly open, and after
another struggle they helped their chum up on to the leads
and through the window into the box-room.

“Thank goodness that’s managed!” breathed Wally
D’Arcy. “And now for bed, young Manners.. T'll take
chargé of this stick, and we’ll have this out with that brute
Levison in the morning, you men. Come on!”

Wally D’Arcy led the way to the Third Form dormitory in
the deep gloom, and soon all four of the midnight adven-
turers were in bed, and thankful to be there for once. But it
was long before Reggic Manners got to sleep, at all events.
His head throbbed, and he ached all over from the effects of
the brutal thrashing he had’'received.

He was not the only fellow at St. Jim’s who slept little
that night. Until long after the creak of the Shell dormitory
door told him that Racke & Co. had returned Ernest Levison
lay in bed staring into the dark and striving to think of a
way out of his troubles. But sleep came at last, though it

would be safe to say he would never have slept at all had

he known what the. morning held in store for him.
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CHAPTER 8.
e An Interrupted Fight! -

11 EVISON, just a minute!” - e
Ernest Levison halted and looked round. He
was walking round by the chadpel just aftér break-
fast the following morning. He had gone there

bLecause 15 was a lonely sp8t, and he wanted to be alone.
But, apparently, he was not fated to be left alone. As

- .he looked round he started at sight of D’Arcy minor,

Manners minor, Curly Gibson, and Jameson. His brow
darkened, though he was startled at the looks on the faces
of the four fags. :

“ We've been looking for you, Levison,” said Wally D’ Arcy
deliberately. “I-fancy you can guess what we want to see
vou about.” ; ; )

“Clear out!” snapped Levison, his handsome face flush-

ing. “I had enough of your games last night, you young
fools! Cut off before I boot you! Here, what's that you've

wot, young D’Arcy? That’s my stick [”

“Yes, il’s your stick, Levison,” said Wally, holding it

out. “We’ve brought it for you to see—to makd absolutely -

sure it is yours.”

“It is mine. I lost it last night. I suppose you little
vasecals picked it up. - Hand it over sharp!” :

“Not yet,” said Wally grimly. “We want to know what
sort of a cowardly sweep you think yourself, Levison.”

Levison stared at the four fags. He was too surprised to
think of taking notice of their cheek in speaking to him
like that,

“What on earth de you mean?”’ he snapped.

“You know jolly well what we mean,” said Wally D’Arcy
indignantly. “What about last night? Look at your rotten
work, Levison! Look at Reggie Maunners’ face, you cad !”

He pointed to several ugly marks across the face of
Manners minor. Levison gave a start as he noted them,
fll_sof’the dark shadows under the fag’s eyes and the pallor of
1is face.

“My work!” he-echoed. “I don’t understand you, you
silly young idiots! ~ Somebody’s been hammering young
Manners, I can see that. You talk as if I had done 1t,”

“Of course you did it!” burst out Curly Gibson hotly.
“It’s no good trying to deny it now, Levison. You did it
last night. You caught Reggie, and you thrashed him with
that stick, though you must have known when he fell that
he'd injured himself.. You weren’t content to lay it about
his back, either, you brute! You struck his head and his
face with the stick, too!” ;

Levison was too astounded to lose his temper.

“Rasy on, kids!” he said quictly. “You're right off-side
with your charges, let me tell you. I suppese you really
tlink what you say is true, or you wouldn’t say it. I didn’t
touch Manners last night. I didn’t even come within reach
of him. I can’t think any fellow would be brute enough to
lam into him like that, either. Don’t be young fools!”

Wally D’Arcy drew a deep breath. His eyes were blazing,

“So gou mean to brazen it out—to deny it, Levison?” he
snapped.

“Deny it—of course I deny it!” said Levison, with sudden
anger. “You have the thundering nerve to tell me I did
that? Why, if you repeat it again I'll—"

“Bai Jove! What is the mattah here, deah beoys?”

The voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arey interrupted Levison.
Turning swiftly, the five saw that seven juniors had just
come round by the chapel. They were the Terrible Three
and Blake & Co.

Levison set his lips hard as he saw the looks all seven gave
him as they came up. It was clear that it was no accident
that had brought them there just then. :

Manners hurried forward and grasped his minor by the
arm and looked in his face. Then he gave a growl.

“So it’s true enough, Reggie ?” he snapped, his voice thick.
“That fat ass, Trimble, was spreading a yarn round,
and wo came looking for you to find out if it is true.
Voung Piggott told us you had come round here. Was it
Levison who.made your face in that state, Reggie?”

Reggie Manners nodded, his eyes glinting as he glanced
at Levison.

“Yes, the brute!” he mubtered.
lammed me with that stick.”

“That’s enough, Reggie!” breathed Harry M anners, his
eves suddenly blazing. “All right, kid, I'll settie accounts
with Levison.” 4

He started as if to rush at Levison, who was standing
quistly by, but Tom Merry grabbed him and held him fast.

“Hold on, Manners!’ he said briefly. “Fair play’s a
jewel, Let Levison speak for himself before you start any-
settling.” -

“Then let him speak!” shouted Manners furiously.
him deny it and prove he didn’t doit! If he can’t I'm
_coing to hammer him as he hammered my brother—with my
fists, though.” 3

“We'll hear the yarn first,” said Tom Merry, glancing,

“He caught me and

" and even

" near him.

curiously at Ernest Levison’s vather white face. “I'd rather
hear the facts first before acting on Trimble’s yarns. Now,
Reggie, .let’s hear what you have to say. Then we'll hear
what Levison has to say.” e S )

Manners minor glared at Levison and rubbed his face.
He glared at Wally D’Arcy, and Wally stepped forward..

. “Let me tell the yarn first,” he said.coolly, “It happened
late last night. Reggie, Curly Gibson, Jameson, and I broke
bounds and went out. We took Pongo, and we went ratting
to that ruined cottage on Wayland Moor,”

“Great Scott!”

“You young wascals! Bai Jove, Wally—"

“Dry up, Gussy,” said Wally calmly. “Keep your chin
still in this act. Well, we went ratting, but when we got to
the cottage we found Levison, Racke, Crooke, and Scrope
there. They were up to their shady games with that shady
merchant we saw there yesterday. They were smoking, and
just about to start playing cards.”

“Phew !”

All eyes turned on Ernest Levison, He flushed a deep
crimson, .

“We spotted them through a crack in the shutters,” went
on Wally, grinning faintly. ‘“And I thought of a wheeze to
teach the smoky rotters a lesson.- We mucked them up
yesterday, and I thought we'd do it again then. We fast-
ened the door and stuffed the chimney up.”

“Stuffed the chimney up?” echoed Tom Merry blankly.

“Yes, They had a fire going, you see,” said Wally airily.”
“We thought, as they were so fond of smoking, we'd give
them some more smoke, and we did.”

He was interrupted by a splutter from Monty Lowther,
Tom Merry grinned.

“Go on,” he said. : i

“We smoked them black,” grinned Wally. %“But they
managed to get the door open, and they chased us. That’s
when it happened, We got clear, but Reggie here stumbled
and fell, striking his forchead on a stone.” Wally paused,
and his grin faded. “Then Levison came up, and though
he must have known Reggie was half-stunned he lammed
into him like a brute with his stick. He was mad with rage
at being caught again, I suppose, and he lost control of
himself. Anyway, he thrashed Reggie until the poor kid
fainted. TLook at his face. Those marks were made with
the stick.” ;

There was a dead silence. Levison broke it.

“1 didn’t do it, you young fools!” he shouted furiously.
“It’s a rotten lie! I didn’t touch the kid—didn’t even geb
I was chasing him right enough. T thought he
was my minor. But I stopped and turned back. I never
even saw him fall.”

“ Rubbish 1” said Wally D’Arcy. “It’s no good, Levison.”

“T tell you I know nothing about it!”’ shouted Levison.
“ Manners, you young rotter, you must know that I didn't
do that to you!” -

“T know you did,” said Manners minor stubbornly. #T
heard youw running behind me, and I heard you shout out
to me to stop. I also heard you snarl something out as you

 caught me. And what about that stick? I found that lying

by mc’when I came to. You admit it’s your stick, you
rotter !”

“Here it is,” said young Wally, holding it up. “We
brought the stick back with us. Here it is. Let the rotter
deny it now.”

“T do deny it,” vowed Levison, glancing round at_the
accusing faces of the juniors with a sinking heart. “You
fellows ought to know me better than that.”

% We thought we did know you—until you started your old
games again, Levison,” said Tom Merry curtly. “If you
have no defence to offer other than that—-"

“T tell you I didn’t do it!” shouted Levison desperately. .
“Tt must have been another fellow! Oh, I remember now.
T—I remember another fellow rushing past me when I
stopped and tuined back. It must have been that hound
Snelson !”

“Tt was you!” cried Manners minor indignantly. *That
other fellow in rags—we saw him just before through the
window, you cad! I caught a glimpse of the chap’s white
collar who lammed me. 1t couldn’t have been Snelson, or
whatever his rotten name is. He wore no collar at all.”

“1 tell you——" began Levison fiercely.

He was interrupted. Manners major had been held back
hy Tom Merry until now, Buf he suddenly broke free jush
then, and, leaping forward, he struck Levison clean across
the mouth. & : 2

“Take that, you cowardly hound!” he hissed, his face
blazing. “Now .put your fists up! I'll make you leave my
brother alone after this!” :

He tore off his coat as he spoke. Tom Merry saw ¢hat
nothing could prevent a fight now. Levison had staggeted
back with his hands to his mouth. ‘But he suddenly dropped
them and wrenched off his coat, his own face red with sudden
rage. -
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“ Yes, I'#l fight you quickly enough, Manners!” he panted.
*® @nd I'lf ram gour 1otten Hes down your throat, you cad !”

He rushed at Manners,-and the next moment the two were

bting furiously. e

anners was the older fellow, and he was slightly taller,
but he was in a far more furious rage than his opponent,
and his sheer rage made him careless, and he lost what
advantage in age and height and weight he had.
~“Go easy, “Manrers!” - called out -Lowther
“Keep your temper; you ass!” :

But Manners did not heed if he heard. He drove Levison
before him under, a shower of furious blows. But Levison
had regained his usual coolness now, and after that first
lightning exchange of blows he retreated steadily before the
hurricane of hitting, guarding himself cleverly and neatly.

“QOh, my hat!” groaned Tom Merry. “The awful ass is
simply- giving the fight away! Steady on, Manners!” he
shouted. i
_Manners, however, usually the coolest of fellows, seemed
to have lost his head completely, He rushed to the attack
again .and-again, wasting his powers on futile blows that
Levison either guarded swiftly or allowed to hit him where
they counted for nothing. 1 o )

By this time other fellows came running on the scenc.
‘News of a fight always spreads with amazing rapidity, and
the news drew the fellows like magnets. Cardew and Cln:e
were among the newcomers, and- they were quickly in
possession of the reason for the trouble. - :

But_whereas Clive, after hearing the news, watched the
fight in gloomy silence, Cardew rased his voice again and
again with encouraging words to Levison.

Tt was the only single voice that did, however. Very
obviously Levison was already condemned, and save for
Cardew’s voice the shouts were all for Manners. 3

“Hallot "Oh, hang it! He’s down! The brute’s got him
beat!” * It certainly looked 1ike it. Manners was down, his
face sadly battered, his nose streaming red. But he was not
down and out by any means. He was up again the next
second. . It was a non-stop fight—both combatants had
silently agreed upon that—and he was about to rush to the
attack again, when the roar of voices was hushed abruptly.

“Stop! Ernest; stop fighting at once!  Oh, how could

Ou?” N . ¢
= Levison crimsoned to the roots of his hair, as did Harry
Manners. Neither of them needed to look reund to see whom
it was. ;i i

Tt was a girl's voice—a very familiar voice indeed to
Ernest Levison, at all events. It was the clear voice of his
sister, Doris Levison.

anxiously.

CHAPTER 9.
Cardew Stands by Levison!

HERE was a dead silence.

i Both combatants ‘jumped away from each other
instantly. The next instant Doris Levison, followed
by Miss Ethel Cleveland, stepped between the

“JTrnest!” panted Doris, glancing at Manners’
horror. “Oh, you wicked boy! How could you?
chum of yours, too! Stop this fighting at once!”

Levison drew a deep breath. He was dismayed and some-

two.
face in
With a

what ashamed. - But he was also angry—bitterly angry. In .

the moment of victory he felt he had been robbed of it. He
longed to rush in and finish it.

But he couldn’t now, of course. The fight was ended.

“Took here, sis,” he stammered. “Cut off, for goodness’
sake! This—this is only a little matter between Manners
and me. I sha’n’t kill him, and he won’t kill me. Do go
and leave us to finish it.”

“T shall do nothing of the sort,” said Doris quietly. “We
came for a stroll in the chapel ruins, but we never expected
to find,you fighting with a chum. Whatever your difference
is it can be settled without fighting like this, I am sure.
We shall stay here until you promise not to fight any mere,
eh, Ethel 77 g

Miss Cleveland nodded.

“Please stop it,” she said, glancing from Levison’s face to
that of his enemy. “It is horrid to sce such old friends
fighting like this. ~ We saw there was something wrong
between you when we came the other day,” she added, glanc-
ing at Tom Merry & Co., who were as red as Levison and
Manners themselves, “Won't you stop them quarrelling,
Tom Merry ?”

“J—I—I——" Tom stammered, and stopped.

There was a chuckle from someone—it sounded like
Aubrey Racke. Most of the fellows were looking serious
and dismayed enough, but several were grinning.

There was a silence. Levison looked at Manners, and the
latter nodded an unspoken agreenzent. In silence they both
took their jackets and put them en,
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“You won't fight again?”’ asked Doris eagerly.

i‘]}.\;ot it Manners’ says he won’t,” said Levison a trifle
sulKily. < . o et

Manners hesitated, and then he shook his head.

“T've finished,” he said frankly. “I give you best,
Levison. You had me licked then.”” ot

“Good I said Miss Cleveland, smiling.
shake hands and bg friends again?”

“I.won’t!” said Manners guietly, turhing away.

“Neither will 11 said Levison thickly. i

“Very well,” said Miss Doris. “Perhaps you will, though,
when you arc calmer. We'll go, then, Come, Ethel.” E

'The girls walked -away, and there was-silence until they
had vanished round the walls of the chapel. Then Tom

“Then won't you

Merry grunted.

“Well, that's that ¥’ he said grimly. *You got the best

~ of the scrap, Levison.. But we haven’t finished with you if
. Manners has.

What you did last night cannot be over:
icoked by any decent fellows. It was a bit too thick, and
the fellows will know how to treat you. I for one refuse
to speak to you again. Come on, chaps.” s =54

"He started away, and the crowd broke up, buzzing -with
the recent events. A few moments later Levison found him-
self alone save for Ralph Reckness Cardew: That junior
was smiling blandly.

“Well, Ernest, old bean,” he remarked. “You scem
fated Jto drop with a sickening splosh into the soup every
time.’

Levison glared at him.

“Go on!” he said bitterly. “Why don’t you go on after
Clive and the others? I wonder you speak to me when you
know what a brutal ruftian I am!”? : :

“My dear man, how you do misjudge me,” sighed
Cardew. “It’s scarcely complimentary to a pal to class
him with those blithering, bleating sheep. I-ask you,
Ernest: have I showed by as much as the wink of an eyelid
that I think you a brutal rufiian, old nut?”

Levison looked dt hint eagerly. =,

“Then—then you don’t think I hammered young Manners
like he says I did?” he said quickly.

"My dear old fathead, should I be staying behind now if
T did ?” remarked Cardew, with unusual frankness. “You
didn’t do it, Ernest—you couldn’t, old bean. It isn’t in you
to blfi a youngster like that. And there’s my giddy fist
on it.

He held ont his hand with. a dramatic flourish, and
Levison grasped it gratefully, his eyes glistening. Mock-
ingly as Cardew did it, Levison knew well enough that the
whimsical Cardew was in deadly earnest, and that he meant
what he said. ]

In silence they walked round to the quadrangle.

“Tell me all about the bisney,” said Cardew suddenly.

Cardew listened grimly as Levison told him.

“It was that cheery merchant, Snelson, of course,” he com-
mented at last. “Pity you hadn’t the chance to explain how
the frightful blighter came to be wearing a collar after-
wards. You’d better explain that he changed his clobber

~ while those merry old fags were doing the chimney-stuffin’
- stunt, old top. It’s an important point in the evidence.”

“They didn’t give me a chance!” said Levison savagely.
“And I’m hanged if I’'m going to explain now! Hang them
—hang them all1**

“ And hang the dear old Snelson bird |” muttered Cardew.
“He’s rather a nut of the nuts. But leave him to me,
Ernest; I'll queer his pitch, old top, before I’ve finished
with him. We really must get that merry old film from him
That’ll settle his hash, I fancy.” 1

“But it won’t settle this Manners affair,” said Levison
in a low voice. “He isn’t likely to own up. It’s pretty

hopeless, Cardew.?

“We'll see,” remarked Cardew, rubbing his nose thought-
fully. “Pity the merchant is moving his quarters to the
giddy old Green Man—makes things a bit tougher. Still—
Hallo, there’s the bell at last, Ernie, old nut! What a bore
lessons are!”

And €Cardew led the way indoors for morning classes, look-
ing very thoughtful indeed. But he wasn’t thinking of
Neither did he give lessonis much thought that
morning. It was Saturday—a half-day holiday—and imme-
diately dinner was over Cardew slipped away on his own.
He had a hal-formed plan in his mind—a plan that was as
mald and reckless as all the fellows claimed Cardew himscelf
to be.

But it was after Cardew’s own heart, and he was thinking
it over as he strolled along Rylcombe Lane. He had not
gone a hundred yards, however, when he heard his name
called, and a youngster came running after him.

1t was Frank Levison, and Cardew eyed his miserable face
curiously as he trotted up to him.

" “Go it, kid!” he called encouragingly. “Stick it; youw’'ll
be a giddy Dorando yet. What's the merry old trouble?”

Frank Levison reached him, panting and breathless.
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Waily D’Arcy gave a cry as a form loomed up out of the darkness.
Wally switched on his torch.

what’s the matter with the ass ? *’

s it’s young Manners !’ he muttered. ‘‘Jingo,
Manners’ face was deathly white except where daubs

of crimson appeared on it,and he staggered towards his chums, blinking in the white glare of the torch. (See Chapter 7.)
]

“T wanted to speak to you, Cardew,” he said eagerly.
“J’s about my brother.”

“Cough it up, Frankie!” said Cardew.

“You—you don’t believe what Manners says, do you?”
asked Frank haltingly. “I—I’ve heard the fellows saying
you—you're backing Ernest up. They're wild with you for
speaking to him when he’s practically in Coventry.”

“Right on the wicket!” smiled Cardew cheerfully. “ We're
giddy outcasts—scorned by the school, as it were! Are you
one of the scorned, too, old bean?’

“Yes, I am!” said Frankie stoutly. “I had three fights
only this morning in the Third because I wouldn’t let them
slander Ernie. But—but it’s about something else, Cardew.
You—you know about that photo—Ernie’s told you?”

“VYes, old top.”

“I1—T wondered if you could help me to get hold of it,”
gasped Frank Levison. “I daren’t suggest it to Ernest.
But Ive already destroyed one photo, and i’ve had the film
in my hands. If only I'd been stronger—-"

“(Good gad!” murmured (ardew, stopping short in his
walk. “ You—yowve already had the film, kid?”

“VYes. I snatched the photo from that brute Snelson, and
then I rushed to the cottage and found the film—at least,
I'm nearly certain it was that. But he came and caught
me. If only I’d been stronger I should have beaten him, and
saved Ernest!”

“Phew! Tell me all
voungster.”

Frank told him, and Cardew whistled. :

“T was wrong, old top,” he remarked. “You'll make a
better giddy politician or a burglar than a runner, after all.
Gad. what a pity I wasn't there!”

“T wish yow had been there, Cardew!” faltered Frank.

about the merry old deed,

“I—I was wondering, though, if yow'd help me to try to’

get hold of it again.”

“I'm your man, Frankie!” said Cardew, with a chuckle.
“As a matter of fact, I was thinking of doing something
of the sort myself, kid. Where's dear old Ernest now?”

“1 don’t know. I daren’t tell him what I'd tried to do.
If T'd succeeded I should have told him; of course.”

3

“Never mind,” smiled Cardew. “ We must move on our
giddy own, Frankie, my son. If this bright youth Snelson’s
left his giddy domicile and taken a room at the Green Man
it's not much use seeking the old top there.. We'll cub
through the wood. Follow me, my dear Watson!”

They reached the spot just then where a stile gave admit-
tance to the path through Rylcombe Woods, and soon the
two were hurrying along it. Cardew seemed not a little
excited, for all his careless manner. His eyes were
gleaming.

They were half-way through the woods, when suddenly
Cardew stopped and drew his companion into the shelter
of a thicket.

“Tf this isn't the cheery old Snelson I'm a Dutchman !’
he breathed. *“Get behind a blade of grass or something,
Frankie. Methinks I have a wheeze!”

Frank Levison slipped swiftly into hiding; but not before
he had glimpsed a well-known figure approaching along the
path towards them.

1t was Snelson right enough. He was lounging along,
his hands driven deep into his pockets, a cigarette hanging
loosely from his drooping lips. = He was dressed in an old
lounge suit of Ernest Levison’s, as Frank saw at a glance.

“Quiet !” murmured Cardew. ;

Snelson was almost level with them now, and the mext
instant Cardew had slipped from hiding and was on him.
Snelson yelped with fright; but as he glimpsed his antagonist
he started to struggle and kick furiously.

Frank Levison jumped out to aid Cardew, but his aid
was never needed for one moment. It was the third time
Cardew had dealt with the blackguard, and he was not
gentle in handling hiny now.

He had his hands behind him after a moment’s swift
struggling, and he held them tightly.

“Yish his hanky out if he’s got one,’
fancy I've some string in my pocket, too,
Frankie, old nut!” ?

- Frank soon found some string of his own, but apparently
Snelson did not possess a handkerchief. In a flash, obeying
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* grinned Cardew. “I

Get it out,
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Cardew’s instructions, Frank had tied and knotted the string
round the rascal’s wrists behind him.
It was done at last, and Cardew grinned as he surveyed
the snarling prisoner. . o e
“Tancy you becoming a giddy kidnapper in your old age,
Frankie!” he said, shaking his head. “I wonder what dear
old Brnie would-think about us? Now, my pippin—march!”
“Hang you—hang you!” hissed Snelson, his eyes glinting
with helpless rage and dismay.
cheeky hounds? I'H make you sorry for this!
the police on you!” : :
“ fancy you won't,” grinned Cardew cheerily. “I fancy
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““What’s the game, you -
T'li—I'll have .

vow'll just take it scowling if you can’t take it smiling, old .

hean! The dear old bobbies might not have a liking for
blackmailers—what?”
‘“Hang youl”

“March! Stick this pin in his leg if he stops, Frankie. '

Here, I'll do it—you might be too gentle.”

He rammed a pin swiftly into Snelson’s calf, end with a :
howl Snelson marched, Cardew gripping his bound wrists

and - urging him on. Cardew was not a particular youth
in many ways, and he had little compunction in showing
1o mercy to the rascally outcast. After stopping and vowing
not to move several times, Snelson saw it was useless, and

he tramped on through the woods, almost frothing at the

mouth with rage and apprehension. o

He scemed to guess what his captor’s object was—indeed,
after tying him up, Cardew had run a deft hand through
his pockets in search of the film. Cardew was ruthless
when it suited him. : : -

The little procession emerged from the trees at last, and
hefore them was the shimmering river. On the bank,
twenty yards away, rose a tall, ramshackle structure, rear-
ing a gaunt frame above the shining Rhyl. e

Tt was Barnet’'s Mill, a ruined, deserted building, with
mill wheels clogged with green slime and with sails jammed
fast in their sockets long ago. But it was obviously
Cardew’s objective, for he stopped outside the low door in
the brick basement of the mill, :

Snelson’s face grew livid with rage and fear. 3

“Let me go!” he panted. “You can't shove me in
there! I know your game, you hounds!
film; but you won't get it, hang you!”

“1 shall be quite used to locking you up soon, old
pippin !” smiled Cardew. “Now, just a few bright words
hefore we part, old top. We want that film, and we mean
to have it. That’s not all, Snelson. You did something
last night that our dear old pal Levison got blamed for.
You brutally thrashed a half-stunned youngster until he
fainted.” .

Snelsen’s features broke into an involuntary grin.

“So Frnest Levison got blamed for that, did he?” he said
viciously. “I'm thundering glad!”

If Cardew had been at all inclined to have mercy on the
cloating  scoundrel—which  he hadn’'t—he = might have
changing his mind again then.

“Tt’s rather funny, isn’t it?” -smiled Cardew, though his
eyes glittered. “ We'll see how funny you find a little
surprise I've got for you. I'm going to keep you a
prisoner in that rat-infested mill, Snelson. You’ll stay there,
not only unti? we've got that film safely in our hands, but
until you're willing to give us a written confession that it was
you who thrashed that youngster last night. Understand?”

“You—you daren’t!” hissed Snelson, white to the lips.
“And I'll never do what you ask, you brute! You're only
making it all the worse for Levison!” )

“We’ll see,” said Cardew coolly. “Now, in you go, you
cad! We'll come and see you presently to find how you
like your new quarfers.
to shout—there’s nobody ever about here to. hear you.
Open that giddy door, Frankie!”

Frank hesitated; then he remembered his brother, and,
setting his teeth, he wrenched open the door, which was
nmerely secured by a thick -wooden bar through iron slots.
Then Cardew grasped Snelson, and the outcast yelled and
kicked and fought furiously in his grasp.

But it was useless. He was sent spinning into the dank

interior of the old mill, and Cardew slammed and secured

the door again,
“Now for the Green Man!” he remarked calmly. “Come
along, Franky. I fancy we've got our friend in the merry

old soup for a change!”
But Cardew was not quite right there.
CHAPTER 10.
Caught !

gasped Frank Levison.

Youw'te after that

I might tell yow that it’s useless *

(1 j 7 OU—you mean to go to the Green Man, Cardew?” -

“Why not? It is the only way, as that what's-
his-name remarked somewhere in .the giddy play.
Come on, kid!  Nothing to be afraid of!”
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. But Frank Levison was unecasy if he was not afraid. Ie
knew Cardew, and he did not quite approve of his ruthless
methods in some respects. But he said nothing. He
irotted on by Cardew’s side as that cool worthy led the way
to Rylcombe, via the towing-path. -

They very soon reached the Green Man., If was a river-
side inn of doubtful—very doubtful—repute. Cardew led
the way past the garden hedge, and round into the lane at
the far side. He stopped a few yards away from the side
entrance of the inn.

“Now, Frankie, old nut,” he remarked, with a quick
glance about him, *just you make yourself look small, and
mind you keep your giddy peepers open!”

Frank Levison started, eyeing Cardew in sudden alarm.

“You—you're not going in there?” he breathed, aghast.

“Just that, Frankie! Here goes!”

And before Frank could say anything more Cardew had
walked calmly to the side entrance and opened the door.
He vanished inside, leaving Frank Levison staring after him
in horror.

Cardew knew the inside of the inn fairly well; a fact that
did not speak well for Cardew’s wisdom: A fat, flabby
individual with a walrus-like moustache was lounging at the
bar, and Cardew nodded affably to him. If was Mr. Banks,
and Mr. Banks started, and then he nodded affably in
reh(xix.‘;l. He knew Cardew—which again was not to Cardew’s
credit.

“Jolliffe about ?” asked Cardew *coolly.
dear man! Cheerio, Jolliffe !”

Jolliffe, the fat innkeeper, looked at Cardew, and then he
beamed.

“Well, young sir, this is a pleasant surprise,” he remarked,
coming round the bar. ‘“Want to see me, or Banks?”

: f‘ You, old top,” smiled Cardew. - “I've come from a pal of
mine—chap named Snelson. He’s just taken a room.here,”

“That’s s0.”

“Well, he asked me to call for his things,” said Cardew
carelessly, ““He’s staying as my guest for a few days, and
he won’t need the room for a bit.”

“ Well, the chap. ain’t as much luggage as ’ould go'in a
atbox,” grinned Mr. Jolliffe. “But if he wants it—"

“He asked me to call-—" Cardew stopped. At that
moment the outer door swung open swiftly and a boy rushed
in. It was Frank Levison. ;i

His face was full of alarm, :

“Quick !” he panted. “Kildare is outside, Cardew !”

“Oh-gad!” : f :

“He must have seen you enter—though he can't have
seen your face,” said Frank excitedly. - “ He came round by
the towing-path on his bike. - He jumped off, and I saw him
staring after you.” 3

Cardew. quite -lost his habitual coolness for once, It was
not of himself he was thinking, however.

“You: little fool!” he gasped. “Why did you come in,
then? You should never .

“Kildare hurried round to the front entrance. I saw my
chance then, and rushed in to warn you!” panted Frank.
“QOh, do be quick and come out, Cardew, before it’s too
tate! Quick!” <
Frank spoke in an agony of fear, his eyes fixed on the
glass door behind the bar through which a glimpse of the

front entrance could be gzot.

“0Oh gad!” groaned Cardew again.

Cardew bit his lip hard. He was blaming himself bitterly
for having brought a youngster like Frank into such a risky
adventure. But he quickly recovered his coolness.

“Hold on, Frankie!” he said. “Xeep cool; I'll see you
out of this.” ;

He ran to the front parlour and peered cautiously through
the window. Across the road he saw Kildare standing, his
eyes fixed on the entrance. From his face and attitude
Cardew guessed that the captain of St. Jim’s was not aft all
certain as to what he had seen.

Cardew ran back and looked through the smoke-room
window which gave a view of the side-entrance. Then he
groaned.

Another senior was on guard—Darrell of the Sixth, like
Kildare, a prefect, and Kildare’s chum.

“ Phew ! breathed Cardew. “It looks as if we've fallen
with a sickening splosh into the soup. I—— Gad!”

Cardew’s keen eyes gleamed suddenly.

His eyes had fallen upon something—something that
brought a daring scheme into his mind.

Before the fire-grate of the smokeroom .a grimy
individual was at work—a chimney-sweep, busy sweeping the
chimney. Cardew caught him by the arm.

“Hold on, my man,” he said calmly. “Would you care
to earn ten bob for a few minutes’ work?” =~

The grimy individual looked round, taking his clay pipe
‘from between his teeth. Then he grinned up at Cardew.

“ Jest you try me, misier !” he said.

.- He got to his feet, and Cardew fairly dragged him to the

“ Ah, here is the
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window. Ie pointed through a jagged hole in the gauze
ecreen before the window.

“There’s a fellow out there wants to catch my friend and
myself in here,” he remarked. ‘* You see him?”

1 see ’im all right, mister. But——" X

“There’s ten bob tor you if you manage to smuggle us
out without being spotted,” said Cardew swiftly. **Have
you a fairly clean sack?”

“’Ere’s one as ain’t bin used yet. But——"

Cardew snatched the sack up, and then he beckoned to
Frank Levison who was trembling in the doorway. Frank
hurried in.

*“Into this sack with you, kid !” snapped Cardew.

“Cardew Frank was faltering, but Cardew cut him
short.

“Get-in!” he snapped. “Get in, you young fool! TI'll see
you clear.”

There was a note of savage command in Cardew’s voice,
and Frank stepped into the sack he held open. Cardew
wrenched it up over the head of the trembling fag, and
twisted the top of the sack.

“There you are,” he said to the staring sweep. “Here’s
your ten bob. All you have to do is to carry this on your
back out past that chap on guard outside. When you get
round the corner, out of his sight, let the youpgster go.
But don’t glance at the chap outside whatever you do.
Just kid yourself you’re carrying a sack of soot. Then you
can come back for me. Savvy?”

* By hokey !”

The sooty individual stared at Cardew, and then he
nodded and grinned. He took the, ten-shilling note and
pocketed it. Then he spat on his hands and swung the
sack gently and easily on his broad back.

*“I reckon I ken manage this ’ere game on me 'ead,” he
grinned. “T'll be back ’ere for you in a brace o shakes,
young sir."”

“Buck up, then!”

Releasing one grimy hand, the sweep picked up his pipe
again from the table. Then he rammed it between his
teeth and strode after Cardew. Cardew opened the side-
entrance door, standing behind it as he did so. The sweep
winked at him and strode outside. Through the crack of
the door Cardew watched him anxiously.,

He need not have feared, however.

Stolidly puffing at his clay, the sweep sirode away with-
out a glance at Darrell across the street. Darrell just
glanced after him carclessly, and then he resumed his watch
on the door. :

Cardew drew a deep, deep breath and chuckled. e
turned to Mr. Jolliffe who had been looking on open-
mouthed.

“Now what about that merchant’s luggage, Jolliffe 2" he
said coolly. “Buck up, old bean !”

“My heye!” he said. “My blinkin’ heye!
regular cute w1 and no erver, Mister Cardew.”
“Buck up, old bean—do !” said Cardew. G

Jolliffe hesitated a moment, and then, as Cardew calmly
produced a ten-shilling note and laid it on the counter, he
grinned and hurried away. He came back a moment later
with a small, brown-paper parcel in his hand.

“*Fre’s ’is luggage,” .he grinned., “Ile sort of travels
light, that there -young gent. I suppose it’s all right me
’anding it over like this 'ere——" His grin faded, and he
suddenly looked uneasily at Cardew’s bland features.

Cardew calmly tore open the parcel.
sort of thing even Ralph Reckness Cardew would have done
in dealing with an ordinary fellow. But Snelson was no
ordinary fellow. In Cardew’s view strong and ruthless
methods were neceded in dealing with the unscrupulous
voung scoundrel. It was a case of desperate ills requiring
desperate remedies; that was how the jron-nerved Cardew
looked at it.

So he tore open the parcel without a scruple. Inside was
a box of cigarettes—Cardew smiled as he recognised them as
the brand Racke smoked—a pack of playing-cards, and a
small, folded package.

Ignoring the other things. Cardew unfolded the paper
wrapping, his eyes showing eager excitement now. Then he
drew a deep breath—a Dbreath of relief.

In his hand was a film, and with it were several prints.
To make sure Cardew glanced quickly at them, and then
he chuckled and placed all of them in his inside pocket. And
at that moment the swing door opened, and Cardew dodged
to one side as the burly chimney-sweep strode in.

You're a

He winked at Cardew, as he swung the empty sack from .

his shoulder.

“Ready, young gent?” he grinned.

“Quite ready, old bean,” smiled Cardew.
beefy enough to carry two of little me—what 7”

“T reckon as ‘ow I won’t drop yer, mister—don’t you
fear o’ that!” grinned the sweep. ‘“’Ere you are.”

He held the sack open. Cardew looked inside and
groaned. There was certainly no soot in it, but it did not

“You look

It was scarcely the
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look inviting for all that. Cardew was a somewhat
fastidious youth. s

But there was no help for it. He stepped in.

“’Ere, aren’t you takin’ these other things, Mister
Cardew ?”’ asked Mr. Jolliffe. -

“No; I've got all I wanted,” remarked Cardew coolly.
“Now, old black bean; I'm ready for the vanishin’ bisney.
Buck up!”

“'Ere goes, then, mister! You jest sit tight!”

The grinning sweep pulled the sack over Cardew as that
vouth crouched down, and then he twisted the loose end
and swung the sack and its bulky contents on to his back.
Then, winking at the staring landlord of the Green Man,
he opened the swing doors and lumbered out—mnot quite s
easily this time, however; Cardew was no light-weight even
for the burly sweep.

Again Darrell glanced at the sweep as he emerged. and
this time .he watched him until he vanished round the
corner, a fact the sweep noted out of the corner of his
eye.

Bat no running feet followed him, and “after plodding
along the quiet street for some yards, the grinning sweep
turned down a wide entry between the backs of two rows
of dwelling-houses. :

In the first doorway Frank Levison was crouching, his
face white and anxious. :

. “’Ere’s your mate all safe,” announced the sweep, lower-
ing his bulky burden gently and winking at Frank. “Out
you gets, young gent. I reckon I done that neatly.”

Cardew clambered out of the sack, gasping and grimacing.

“Gad!” he gasped. “I wouldn’t go through that for a
pension, old bean! But Hallo—haven’t you gone, you
young ass?”

“1—1 wanted to know if you were safe first, Cardew,”
faltered Frank.

“You young ass! Well, we'd better hook it now, kid!
We'll put @ bit of distance between our giddy selves and
this salubrious spot before we dust down. Then I'll hand
you a little present 1’ve got in my pocket for you to give
dear old Ernie.” )
~Frank jumped.

“Cardew! You—you've got the—the——"

“Yes, old top. Our merry expedition has been a compleie
success. We've put the giddy kybosh on Snelson and his
little game, I fancy, Frankie. Now come on. Cheerio, old
sport !

And with a bright nod to the grinning sweep, Cardew
grabbed Frank Levison by the arm and rushed Yxim away.
And as they ran hard back to St. Jim’s, Cardew chuckled
to himself more than once. He was wondering how long
Kildare and Darrell would remain on guard outside the
Green Man. The problem seemed to amuse Cardew.

He would not have been guite so amused, however, had
he known that Darrell had seen Frank Levison enter the
inn, and had recognised him.

CHAPTER 11.
What Racke Knew !

“ HITHER away, Thomas?”
W Jack Blake of the Fourth asked the question as

Blake & Co. met the Terrible Three on the

steps of the School House that afternoon. There
was no footer on, and Blake & Co. were just wondering
what to do with themselves that half-holiday. -

Tom Merry looked glum.

“We're going to visit that giddy ruined ecottage on
Wayland Moor,” Le answered. ‘‘Nice job for a hali—eh?”’

“What the thump are you going there for?” gasped
Jack Blake, staring. ‘Not starting on the giddy loose like
Levison, I hope?”

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus, turning his
monocle on Tom Merry's face. “I weally twust not, Tom
Mewwy.”

Tom Merry- grinned.

“Not quite !”” he said, with a chuckle. “It’s this burbling
ass, Manners, who insists upon going. He’s still hoping
to find his giddy camera, though I bet it’s been popped long
ago in Wayland or somewhere—that is, if that tramp mer-
chant has taken it.”

“Of course he has!"” snorted Manners wrathfully., “I teil
you he must have done. That awful ass Lowther says he
dropped it, and that chap must have seen it when we went
away.” ;

“8}1, dvy up, Manners!” groaned Lowther. “I'm fed-un
to the chin with hearing about that thumping camera.
How could I help the dashed thing disappearing like that?
And Tommy and I have been to the cottage once about if,
and that ragged merchant swore he hadn’t seen it.”

“He would do, of course !” snorted Manners. “ You ought
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ta have searched the blessed cottage then. That fellow’s
pinched it, I'm certain—my camera! My twelve-guinea
camera! How would you fellows like to lose a twelve-
guinea cam—" : A

“Oh, don’t start again, for goodness’ sake!” grcaned
Tom Merry. ‘““We'ye had that roffen camera on the earpet
for days now, and I’'m-weary of it. Anyhow, we're going
now, Manners, and we’ll secarch the cottage. We sha'n’t get
any peace until we do, I can see. You Fourth chaps
wouldn't care to join us. I suppose?”

“Sure,” said Blake, “we’d be pleased to.
now.”

The juniors walked fast, and in less than twenty minutes
they reached the ruined cottage, and Tom Merry tried the
door. To their relief it was unfastened, and they tramped
in and looked about - them. :

“Nobody at home, apparently,” said Tom Merry. “Jove!
Fancy having to live—— . Hallo!”

bFrom the room upstairs came the sound of somecne moving
about, A

“That chap must be here, then!” snapped Tom grimly.
“Clome on up, and we'll tackle the blighter about it.”

As he spoke Tom stepped to the foot of the staircase, and
started up the stairs fotlowed by the others. It was only
a short way up, and as he stepped into the garret above
ho gave a startled cry, echoed next moment by the rest
of the juniors.

In the room was another junior. It was Ernest Levison.
e was kneeling on the floor before a hole in the boarding
from which two planks had been removed. In his hand
was a camera—Manners recognised it at a glance if the
others did not. : :

“Great Scott! My camera!” he shouted.

Tievison was on his feet-now. His startled face flushed a
Aull red as he noted the looks on the faces of the juniors
in the doorway. .In his surprise and indignation Tom Merry
forgot that he had vowed not to speak to Levison, again.

“You—you rotter, Levison!” he gasped. “What are you
doing with that camera? It belongs to Manners—you must
know it does.”

Levison bit his lip. . g

“1 know it does,” he said quietly. “T.have just found
it here. I was’looking for something else, though.” =

“Tt looks queer, anyhow,” said Blake roughly. “Did you
fcnow it was hidden here, Levison?”

Levison hesitated, and then he nodded.

- “T knew it -must be somewhere here,” he said quietly.
“ But—but—well, I-forgot all about the camera itself; I'd
meant to get it from—from that chap and bring it to
Manners, Dut I've forgotten about it actually until now.
T've just found ‘it in this hole. - You can believe me or
not, just as you like.”

The other juniors were silent. Manners had no eyes for
anything but his precious camera. He opened it feverishly
and examined it. .

“T¢’s all right; not harmed at all,” he announeed suddenly,
in deep relief. “The woll of films are gone—that’s all
Thank goodness!”

Lévison said nothing.. He could have told only too well
where that roll of films had gone, and what had happened
to them. e |

Tom Merry eyed him steadily, and then with a shrug of
s shoulders he turned to the door.

“Come along, chaps!” he said curtly. “I suppose it's no
zood saying anything more about the camera. 1f Levison
won't say—"

He broke off, for at that moment voices and footsteps
sounded outside. Then came the tramp of feet on the bare
boards of the room below.

What made Tom do it he never could tell. But he gave a
warning hiss, and held his hand up for silence.
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The next moment they recognised a voice—Racke's loud,
sneering voice.

“Here we are,” he said. “That rotter’s gone, then, right
enough. I suppose he’s moved his quarters to the Green -
Man as he said he would. Now, what about those dashed
fags and things! I'm thumped if I'm going to let him collar
all those—unless the brute’s taken them already.”

Somebody crossed the room below, and they heard a
board being moved. Then came Crcoke's voice:

“They're gone, anyway,” he said. “The cad’s taken
them, Racke.”

“Hang him!” snarled Racke. Anyway, wc'll soon sec
him again. It's a wonder we haven’t heard from the brute
telling us to meet him at the Green Man.”

“Look here, Racke!” came Crooke'’s voice thickly. “TI'm
not going there—it's too thundering risky, you fool I”

“We'll have to go!” muttered Racke savagely. “He's got
us with that photo just as he’s got Levison in the same way,
I reckon. He's got some hold over him, anyway. I hope he
makes the beggar squirm, too.”

And Racke laughed harshly.

“Tt was a bit thick what Levison did last night, though,”
came Scrope's voice. “Blessed if I could believe it was him
at first.”

Racke laughed again—gleefully this tine.

. “Yousilly fool!” he sneered. “It wasn’t Levison who did
it at all. It was that brute Snelson.”

“*Great Scott! Do you know that, Racke?” said Crooke.

“Yes, I do,” grinned Racke. “You see, I happened to
see Levison rush out when those fags bolted, and he hadn’t
got his stick with him. Then 1 saw Snelson rush out, and it
was Snelson who had the stick. That's not all. I came
back just a couple of secs before you chaps, and I spotted
Snelson coming back just after Levison had got in. I noticed
he hadn’t got the stick then, and I remember wondering
why he looked so white about the gills. It was that brute
who did it.” ! - ¥

“Phew! Then why didn’t you chip in and tell the chaps
the truth this'morning, Racke 27 gasped Scrope.

Racke laughed—a cruel laugh.

“What about yesterday 7’ he said savagely. “Didn’t that
cad Levison knock me down? It isn't the first time the
cad’s handled me lately, either. T wasn't going to save him
—not likely " I was thundering glad to see him-in the soup,
hang him'! It was rather a joke, too, {0 see him scrapping
with one of his old pals.” ‘ s :

Tom Merry drew a deep breath, and looked at Lievison as
Racke’s voice ceased. All the juniors were looking -at
Levison. Manners’ face was as red as a turkey. But Tom
Merry did not wait for anything further to be said. He was
seothing with indignant anger, and without waiting another
second he pushed his chums out of the way and dashed down
the stairs pell-mell. .

¥'rom below came a startled cry, and the next moment
Tom was in the lower room. He rushed at Racke, and -
caught him by the collar and shook him.

“You rotten outsider, Racke !”” he snapped. - “Say all that
again—repeat what you were saying just now, you cad !”

Raoke’s face was the picture of startled alarm. His chums
looked on in dismay, ‘more so when Leviscou and the rest of
the juniors came in sight. . X

“¥You—you eavesdropping cads!”

. “Never mind that; I'm thundering glad we did overhear
it all if it comes to that, Racke. You were there this morn-
ing when Levison and Manners were fighting; you knew
jolly well what they were fighting about. Yet ali the time
you could have stopped it with a word.”

“Let me go, hang you!”

“Not much; not until you've repeated what you said.
Sharp now, or it will be the worse for you!”

“Vaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus indignantly.
“Wepeat what you said, Wacke, or I will give you a feahful
thwashin’ myself, bai Jove!*

Racke glared round as Tom Merry & Co. closed in on him.
Levison looked on, hi§ face calm and composed. It was not
for him to say anything.

“1 don't know—I only suspect that it was Snelson who
thrashed young Manners!” hissed Racke, sceing there was
no help for it.

“You saw him run out with Levison's.stick?”

“Yes!” grunted Racke.

“You saw him come back without if, and he looked upset,
I think you said 2” insisted Tom. i

"« Well, isn't that enough ?” demanded Tom, his lip curling.
“You're a beastly rotter, Racke, to stand by and see an in-
justice done like that. We know that this fellow Snelson is
a rank outsider—we might have guessed the truth.”

“Hold on,” said Manners quietly., . “There’s one point
you're forgetting, Merry. What about Snelson’s clothes?
He was in rags My young brother says he distinctly caught

.o glimpse of a white collar.”
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His face badly battered, and his nose streaming red, Mannsrs was about to make a further attack upon Levison when
Ernest, stop fighting at once !
their hands, and turning round they beheld the familiar figure of Doris Levison. (See Chapter 3.)

a clear voice called : ‘ Stop!

Oh, how could you ? ' The two combatants dropped

Racke looked sulkily at Levison.

“Levison will explain that,” he muttered savagely. “He
brought him some of his old clothes, and the brute changed
when those fags were on the roof, I suppose.”

“Oh !” said Tom, in relief. “Is that right, Levison?”

Levison nodded.

“Then that settles it,” said Tom Merry, looking round.
“That point about the white collar was the evidence that
convinced me. I should have beliecved Levison when he
said it was that other fellow but for that.”

Manners was looking at Levison queerly now.

“You rotten worm, Racke !” said Tom Merry. “If you’d
spoken up as any decent chap would have done, that fight
need never have taken place this morning. If I were in
Levison’s shoes, I'd give you the hiding you jolly well
deserve.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

Levison smiled bitterly.

“Let him go,” he said quictly.
the worm.”

“Right !” said Tom briefly. “Out you go, Racke—get out
before I deal with you myself.”

He spun the cad of the Shell round and sent him spinning
through the open doorway. Racke tripped and sat down
hard on the weed-grown pathway. But he was up again in
an instant, and with a savage glare back at the juniors he
hurried away. His two chums were not slow to follow him.

“So—s0 itewasn't you who did that to Manners minor 7
said Tom Merry, turning to Levison.

“T told you it wasn't me,” said Levison quietly and
bitterly. “I think you ought to know me better than that.”

Tom was silent.

“I'm sorry, Levison,” he said presently. “Sorry for hav-
ing believed that of you. But—but you’ve not been yourself
the last few days—you know that.”

“Well, that’s so, I suppose,”. admitted Levison gruffly.
“It’s my business, anyway.”

Tom Merry eyed him steadily.

“Look here, Levison,” he said calmly.. “Racke said just
now that this outsider Snelson has some hold over you. Is
that true ?”

“Racke says s0.”

“I don’t wish to touch

“I believe
forcing you
Isn’t that

“And I believe it’s true!” snapped Tom.
that explains everything. The rotter is
to do as you are doing—gambling and smoking.
02

“Bai Jave !”

Levison said nothing.

“T can see it is,” went on Tom grimly. Now, look here,
old chap; we were your pals before, and I, for one, want
to be your pal again. Why ‘not tell us the trouble? We
may be able to help, and we’ll be glad to help.”

“Vaas, wathah!” .assented Arthur Augustus eagerly.
“Pway tell us all about it, Levison, deah boy.”

Levison, hesitated. It was a great temptation to speak
and clear himself, bitter as he felt against the juniors. Ie
valued their good opinion, however, too greatly to refuse.

So he told his story quietly—a story the juniors already
kﬁewl' something of. Yet they were staggered to hear it for
all that.

“Well, 'm hanged !” breathed Tom Merry, when he
ended. “What an. utter outsider that brute must Dbe,
Levison! 8o that explains why Cardew shoved the brute
in that taxi—when your sister arrived at the station? He
knew about it ?”

“Yes. Cardew saved me then.”

“Well, my hat!” i

““And you were searching for the film just now—when wo
came in, Levison?” stammered Manners. o

“Yes. 1 had forgotten the camera, and only just found it
as you came in. I couldn’t find the film, though,” he added,
with a groan. “The brute must have it with him at the
Green Man. You fellows can see now that it’s hopeless:
the rotter has me in his power; he plays the tune, and I
have to dance to it.”

“It isn’t quite hopeless, Levison,” said Tom quietly. “I

“suppose you wouldn’t care to take advice from me. But—"

Levison looked up and coloured.

“1 think I ean guess what your advice would be, Merry,”
he said. “You'd advise me to go straight to Railton or the
Head and own up.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes, I would, Levison,” he said. “I don't want to
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preach, yet the straight way is always the best way. It’s a
big mistake to give in to blackmailers. That fellow is out
to ruin you, and he will ruin you if you go on as you are
doing. It’s a great pity you didn’t do it at the beginning.
Yeb it isn’t too late. You know Railton and the Head—you
know they’re both bricks, and would understand what a
frightful position you were in, and the temptation it was to
you to give way. They may punish you, but I’'m certain
they'll be merciful. Keep a straight bat and defy that
hound to do his worst. You won’t regret it. Will you go?”

Levison nodded. :

“Good man!” said Tom. “You’ll be doing the right
thing, anyway. We'll come with you and see how you go
on, and if we can help you in any way, you can rely on us.”

The juniors reached the gates of St. Jim’'s almost at the
same moment as another junior and a Third Form fag. They
were Cardew and Frank Levison.

They stared as they sighted Levison, "apparently on the
best of terms. Levison understood their looks:

“ All serene, Cardew,” said Levison quietly. ‘“These fellows
are satisfied now that I was not the chap who injured young
Manners. You've been justified, old man.”

“My dear fellow, don't mention it,” remarked Cardew
blandly. “I was satisfied long ago, old top. By the way, dear
oid Frankie here has a little present for you. I can see he’s
itching to hand it to you.”

Frank Levison handed his brother the films and prints
without a word. As he took them and glanced at them,
¥rnest Levison staggered back with a cry.

““No heroics, mind!” said Cardew, with a chuckle. “Lend
me your giddy ears, and I'll tell you the yarn; it will make
you smile.”

It did. The juniors could not help grinning as Cardew told
them, in his own whimsical way, how he had got himself and
Hrankie out of a nasty hole at the Green Man. Ernest
Levison placed the film and print slowly in his pocket, He

_felt dazed—overwhelmed, He was saved. The crafty, venge-

ful Snelson could never harm him now, Moreover, he was
cleared of the foul charge of having brutally ill-treated
Manners minor.

It seemed too good to be true. His troubles were over.
IHis heart was beating with thankfulness.

lAnd then, in that moment of overwhelming joy, the blow

cll.

Two seniors dismounted from their bikes at the gates and
approached them, They were Kildare and Darrell.

“ Levison minor,” said Kildare grimly, “you’ll come with
me to the Housemaster at once. Come!”

Frank Levison went white to the lips. A startled look came
over Cardew’s face; he was quite taken aback. FErnest
Levison went as white as his brother.

“Kildare,” he stammered, “what—what is the matter?

Why do you want my brother ?”
. “To report to Mr. Railton for breaking bounds and enter-
ing forbidden premises—the Green Man,” replied Kildare
grimly. “T have a very good idea who his companion was,
100,” went on Kildare, with a keen glance at Cardew. “They
played us a cute trick—a trick we only tumbled to when it
was too late. But, as it happened, Darrell saw Levison minor
enter the place. Come along, you young rascal

Frank Levison’s lips trembled.

“Kildare—-"

“Come !”said Kildare, not unkindly. “I warned you that
Y would keep an eye on you the other day, Levison, when I
caught you talking to that rough chap at that ruined cottage
on the moor. You've chosen to ignore my warning. It was
worse than I had suspected. Come!”

He took the terrified fag by the shoulder; and Frank, with
& despairing glance at his brother, went.

“Oh gad!” groaned Cardew. “I'd better put this right!”

Iie stared afier the two seniors and the hapless fag for
2 moment, and then he hurried after them.

Ernest Levison stood as if stunned. Tn the moment »f his
$riumph, of his joy and relief, the blow had fallen.

——

CHAPTER 12.
Ernest Levison Makes Amends !

& OME in!”

Mr. Railton looked up and glanced with surprise
at Kildare as he brought his two prisoners into the
room. Darrell had left the matter for Kildare to

deal with.

“Well, Kildare,” asked the Housemaster, with a sharp
look at Cardew and Levison minor, “ what is the matter 7°

Kildare explained. He was only doing his duty, and he
disliked doing it. He felt no anger against Cardew for the
trick that worthy had played upon him. He told his story
guietly and without any embellishments.

“This is very serious, Kildare,” the Housemaster said,
£hen he had finished. “Cardewv—-"
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“1f you will allow me, sir,” said Cardew calmly, “I should
like to explain that Levison minor is entirely innocent in
the matter. He entered the place to warn me—to save me.
I asked him to wait outside for me and to keep cave. I was
a rotier to do so, and I wish to take all responsibility ia the
matter. Kildare must know that he only rushed in to-warn
me, sir.”

“If that is the case, then the matter concerning Levison
minor is not so serious,” said Mr. Railton, his gaze fixed on
Frank’s wretched face. “He should never have entered the
place, however, and in doing so he has broken the rules of
the school. It 1s, however, a matter for the Head to deal——-
Come in!”

As the Housemaster broke off to utter that invitation the
door swung open and Ernest Levison came in quickly. IHis
face was flushed and his eyes were gleaming strangely.

“May I speak a moment, sir?”” he asked pleadingly.

Mr. Railton eyed him.

“Yes, you may, Levison major,” he said.

“It—it is about thiz matter, sir,” began Levison, his voice
eager and excited. **Cardew and my brother only went to
that place to help me. They had no real wish to break school
rules. They—they did it for my sake. I have a confession
to make, if you will listen to me, sir.”

“A—a confession, Levison ?”

“Yes, sir. May I go on?”

“Very well, Levison. You may proceed,” said Mr. Railton.

He felt, from the junior’s strained and haggard face,” that
he was to hear something unusually startling. And he was
not disappointed. Ernest Levison starfed from the very
beginning, and he did not spare himself in the least. He
told the whole wretched story from the time he had received
the letter from Wharton at Greyfriars, stating that Snelson
was on his way to see him, and warning him to bewarc
of him. !

Mr. Railton’s face was expressionless.
questions, and at last he nodded.

“Very well, Levison,” he said quietly, “I will repeat the
story you have told to Dr. Holmes. You have acted very
wrongly, my boy. You should have come to me or to the
headmaster, and told us in the first place of that wretched
runaway’s arrival, and of his purpose in visiting yon here. It
would have saved all this—this distressing affair.

“I regret exceedingly that you did not do so, for I cannot
help secing how his threats have affected you. I cannot
hold out any hope that you will escape punishment, but I
have every hope that Dr. Holmes will be merciful. The fact
that you bhave owned up of your own accord will weigh
heavily in your favour. For the present, you may go, all of
you.”

He nodded a dismissal, and the three boys went out, leaving
Kildare and Mr. Railton alone.

Cardew was the first to speak as they walked along the
passage.

“0Oh gad!” he groaned. “What a life! Let’s go and have
tea, for goodness’ sake!” )

It was not a merry meal in Study No. 9 by any means.
But it ended at last without the expected call from Dr.
Holmes, and when it was over Levison got his cap and went
out, not giving his chums the chance to ask where he was

oing.

« thurried out of the School House and oub of gates, his
face set and determined. Once clear of the gates he set off at
a run, making for the river. He knew he ought to have
remained indoors as he was expecting the summons from
the Head, and he knew that his chums would have stopped
him going had they known his destination. For it was the
old mill Ernest Levison was making for.

The thought of the hapless outcast lying bound in the
basement of the mill had proved too much for Ernest Levi-
son. He knew that Cardew had forgotten all about the
rascal, and he knew that Mr. Railton would send someone
there sooner or later, Yet he was determined to release the
rascal himself. Even now Ernest Levison felt deep pity for
the runaway. He could never forget his desire to make
amends for the days that were past.

It was already deep dusk, and the shadows of the trees
lay blackly across the glimmering river. Levison ran hard
along the towing-path. He stopped suddeniy, however.

Above the trees he had seen something that made his
heart beat with sudden fear—a black cloud—dark against
the dusky sky. ;

It was a dense cloud of smoke—he saw that at once. Even
as he looked he saw a tongue of lurid flame shoot above the
tree-tops ahead of him. .

The sight brought sudden terror into the junior’s beating
heart. He knew in a flash what it meant. The only build-
ing along that stretch of the river was the old mill!

The mill was on fire—the mill in which his cnemy was a
prisoner.

‘ “Good heavens!” panted Levison.
He stared at the flame-riven smoke for an instant, and

He asked several
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the next he was running harder than he had ever run in | away gently.

his life before.

Quite suddenly he turned the bend in the winding tow-
path, and then he saw that his surmise was only too true.
He was past the black maw of the woods now, and the old
mill was in sight-—tall, gaunt, ghostly, and forbidding at
any time.

But just now it was a terrifying sight.

It was enveloped in black, choking smoke, and tongues of
flame were leaping out of the rotiing woodwork.

As Ernest Levison dashed up a couple of farm labourers,
followed by several scared-looking people, came rushing
upon the scene.

“By hokey!” gasped one of the farm-hands. “The old
show’s done in thjs time, and no mistake. Anybody know
how it started ?”

Just then Ernest Levison dashed up, and he grasped the
foremost man’s arm.

“Quick—for Heaven’s sake, follow me !” he cried. “There’s
a fellow fastened up in the basement. He's—— Oh, look!”

Ernest Levison’s voice ended in a shriek, and he pointed
high up the crazy structure to one of the small windows.

High up in the burning mill could be seen at intervals
in the belching clouds of smoke a windowless hole in the
mill-tower. The onlookers caught a momentary glimpse of
someonie there as they looked—somecne who called down
faintly and appealingly to them, and then abruptly
vanished. :

“By hokey !” gasped the man in horror. “’E’s done for
an’ no error! Who on earth——"

But Ernest Levison was gone. He dashed straight
towards the basement of the burning mill, and tore
frantically at the door, heedless of smoke, and falling
brands of burning timber and showers of sparks,

He got it open at last, and as he did so he gave a horri-
fied cry of dismay. The basement was a blazing inferno—no
man could have gone alive through it. ;

“A rope!” shouted Levison frantically.
rope—"

“Here’s a rope!” yelled the other labourer, rushing up
just then, “T were thinkin’ ag—"

Tirnest Levison did not wait for the man to finish. He

fairly tore the rope from his shoulder, and then he dashed
rvound to where the gaunt arms of the great sails stood out
in the glare of the fire.
. The nearest sail hung down at a gentle angle some
eighteen feet or so above his head, and, retaining a grip on
the end of the rope, Levison flung the coil with all his force
upwards.

The -first throw missed completely, but the next sent the
rope sagging down one of the rotting laths. The rest of
the coil came dropping downwards, and Ernest Levison
caught it. -

But would the rope hold? The junior knew the sails
would never turn—the rusty cogs within the mill had heen
locked long years ago. And Ernest did not wait to test the
strength of the rope or the arm.

He dodged the restraining hand of one of the men—who
grasped his daring intention a second too late—and the next
moment he was swarming up the double rope like a monkey,

Straddling the great arm, holding on with hands and
knees, he fought his way upwards, the rope slung in a coil
aver his shoulder now. The rotting laths of the vanes
crumpled and snapped beneath his hugging knees, but he
went on doggedly.

“By hokey, *¢’'ll do it yet!” gasped one of the men.

By this time the erowd was growing in numbers every
moment, and they watched breathlessly as the plucky junior
worked his way along. He reached the great iron axle at
last, and began to work his way along it to where it jutted
out from the walls of the mill through a jagged hole in the
woodwork.

For a brief moment his figure was seen through the
smother of smoke, and then it vanished abruptly.

Several anxious seconds passed after that. Then there
came a sudden shout from the river side of the mill.

There was a rush for the spot, and then, heedless of fall-
ing sparks and burning brands, several of the men watchers
gained the narrow staging at the water’s edge and looked
quickly upwards.

Then a roar went up. ;

High up at one of the tiny apertures in the wall of the
mill a figure was seen, and even as they looked a shout came
down to them, and then they glimpsed a bulky, inanimate
Pundle twirling down to them.

Lower and lower it came through the spark-riven smoke.
and then i swung within reach, and willing hands grasped
it, and lowered it gently on the staging.

“By jingo! 1If it ain’t a kid !’ gasped one of the helpers.

They had the vope off in a flash, and two of them lifted
the unconscious form of Snelson—for it was he—and hore it

“If we had a

The hapless outcast’s face was scorched and
blackened with smoke. SRS

“Now the other feller{” gasped the man who had uniied
the rope. ;

He made a cup of his hands, and bawled up to the vague
figure seen at the aperture, telling him to hau! up the rope.

But the rope was not fated to be used again.

Even as the man shouted up & sudden burst of flame
shot from the tower and licked at the rope, parting it like
a thread in a candle-flame. :

A thrill of horror went up as the loose end of rope
dropped down ablaze.

The shout that went up was hushed suddenly, however,
a% the figure of Levison was seen framed in the aperture
above. 3 =

Amid a smother of sparks and smoke it remained there
a brief instant, and then it swooped downwards and
outwards.

For several agonising  seconds the crowd held their
breath, and then a deep gasp arose as Levison’s athletic
figure cut the fire-reflected surface of the Rhyl with scarcely
a splash.

As the eddying ripples widened out his dark head
showed above the blood-red surface several yards out.

He was swimming feebly, but he did not need to swim
for long. ‘

There were two splashes as two St. Jim’s seniors dived
into the river and went racing towards him. The two
were Kildare and Darrell, who had been sent after the
junior, Taggles having reported that he had gone out of
gates. Having failed to catch the junior up, the two pre-
fects came just in the nick of time to save him—though
they were far from realising that it was Levison at the
moment.

They reached the struggling form almost together, and
together they swam with him {o the bank, and willing hands
helped them ashore.

And only just in time!

As the drenched three were dragged ashore a dull crash
came from within the mill, and then followed a terrific
roar as a huge tongue of flame shot_skywards, lighting up
with a lurid glow the shining river, the surrounding
country, and the white faces of the crowd.

But even that roar was drowned in the cheer that went
up as Levison was laid on the grass.

- “Good man, Levison!” panted Kildare.
it you saved ?” :

“It—it was Snelson!” choked Ernest Levison.
wanted to make amends, Kildare!”

“And, by Jove, you've done it, kid !” breathed Kildare.

“But who was

“I-T

But FErnest  Levison did not hear that., He was
unconsciots,
A car was hastily brought, and Ernest Levison and

Snelson were placed in it and taken to St. Jim’s together,
and there they were soon in the hands of the school
nursing staff in the sanny.

It was a couple of days before Levison was back in the
Form-room again, and it was then that he learned what
his punishment was—a mild lecture from Dr. Holmes,

followed by kindly words of praise for hls pluck. For Dr.

Holmes agreed with everybody else that Ernest Levison
had made amends—in more ways than one. And after
letting Levison off so lightly, the Head could scarcely
punish Cardew and Frank Levison; neither did he.

When Levison came back amongst his school-fellows again
it was a happy occasion for Ernest Levison—if it was
somewhat embarrassing.

And, strangely enough, the affair was fated to end
happily for Hubert Snelson also.

It was a fortnight before the doctor allowed him to ses
anyone, and then he asked to see Ernest Levison. That
junior was shocked at the change in-his pal of other days,
and in some ways pleased. For Snelson was & wreck; buf
there was something in his eyes as he took Levison’s eagerly-
offered hand that had never been there before. And as
he saw it Levison knew that by his act at the fire he had
indeed made amends. Snelson was changed in other ways
than in looks.

It was, too, a change that lasted, happily. A few days
later Snelson’s father took him away, and the day following
Frnest Levison received a letter from him—a letter sincere

in its regrets of the past, and hopeful for the [uture.

THE END.

(Look oul for another magwificent yarn of St. Jim's,
next week, entitled : ‘“* FRIENDS DIVIDED! ** By Martin
Clifford. This powerful story features such popular
favourites as Mavrie Rivers and her stauneh pal, the Toff.)

: Tre GeEM. LisrAry.—No. 942,



]

SMILER SMITH MIGHT NOT BE ABLE TO PRONOUNCE THE KINA'S
ENQGLISH, BUT BY JINGO, HE'S A RARE LAD 1N AN EMERGENCY { HE PUTS

'I'HE KYBOSH ON A PRETTY LARQE S!ZE IN CROOKS, ANYWAY!

CHAPTER 1.
The Run fo Folkestone !
Bkﬂ BARSTOW’S littie two-seater

hummed  along tuc London-
Folkestone road.
hand. The red sun was sinking.
Bat scemed in a bit of a hurry.

Beside the big man, who crouched
over his steering-wheel blinking through
his gold-rimmed spectacles, sat Smiler.

And the Cockney boy, his encrmous

check cap  back to front, chuckled
happily. He liked speed, did Smiler.
He got it, when his huge boss, the Bat,
dzm el

“Phew! A close shave! Through by

12

an acid drop! )
Bat whistled softly. He had cut
between a lorry and a powerful Rolls-

tovee, navrowly escaping  wviolent
destruction. He steadied down.
“Garn, guv'nor!” scoffed Smiler,

twisting round to yell shrill repartee at
the Rolls driver. ‘““We ain’t bust any-
i‘mg! Tt "er up! We'll miss the boat
else !

Bat laughed. He didn’t want to miss
ihe boat from Folkestone to Boulogne

any more than Smiler did. For he was
going on a sporting tour through
France.

Naturally the good-natured giant was
taking his fast runabout.  Naturally,
t00, he was taking Smiler, the kid he
had rescued from the London streets,
turning him into a fair mechanie,
nu,kmg him fairly respectable.

‘Too much traffic here, my lad,” he
grunted. “We can’t break records on
11:1: road—-"

“ Bust our bloomin’
g‘mned Smiler

‘Not blooming, Smiler!” shouted
Bat, changing gear to roar up a hill.
“Your choice of words doesn’t improve
any, my lad! What’s the use of my
jawing at you?. Say ¢ putrid necks’ if
vou like. Blooming! Ugh!”

Smiler’s grin bisected his round,
freckled face.- The lad knew ‘his big
boss’ bark was worse than his bite.
And Bat turned off into side lanes,
hoping to find less traffic, and so reach
bolkoqtone quicker.

“Hi, guv!” yelled Smller a few
moments later.  “Look aht! There's
a putrid car right ahead—ablockin’ up
the putrid road!” .

Bat glared at his small, impudent
conipanion. But Smiler's face expressed
orly alarm and impish mnoeence
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“What's wrong, guv? Ain’t T used
the .rite word this time? You said——"

Bat snorted. Then he pulled up with
a grinding of brakes.

For a large motor was certainly
blocking up the hedged-in lane. 1t
looked jike a racing car and appeared
to have broken down.

“Hi, hil” yelled Bat.

“ Aht of the way!” piped Smiler.

From behind the low, long-bodied car
shot forth a fat, little man, sallow-
skinned, with a stort black beard, and
a bowler hat jammed down on his bullet
head.-

“T’ousand pardona
waving his hands. ‘““But my car—she
is glued. Zat ees she ees stuck, yes! 1
cannot make 'er bilge—budge! You
elp? Ah! I cannot t’ank you sufficient,
monsieur !”

“Don’t want any t'anking !” grumbled
Bat, heaving lns vast frame irom his
seat and moving forward. “What’s
the trouble? = Two ecylinders missing?

” he screamed,

Humph! Soon fix that. Sooner, the
better. We sha’n’t catch the Channel
boat otherwise.”

Bat jerked open the racing car's
bonnet while the plump foreigner
capered excitedly behind him. He
poked about in the machinery, then

bawled to Smiler to bring a spanner.
Five minutes later the job was done.
Bat knew as much about cars as he did
about rifles—and that was a-heap. He
dlved at the self-starter and the engine
;hf the long racer roared to explosive
i
“Mat\cl‘om. velled the foreigner,
gaping as much at Bat's groat size as at
his amazing skill. “You ’ave ze mag-
neto touch, T mean ze magic touch, my
beeg friend! Now I go catch ze boat
for ze Continent, hey presto!”
“We're goin’ to Trance,
grunted Bat, pulling on his
gauntlets and turning away.
“8o07”" exclaimed the plump one.
“Zen I 'ope we meet later. You und

1
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too!
leather

your funny little mechanic boy! My
name is Molensky—Russian, yes! To
whom do T owe ze t'anks?”

“Oh, that doesn’t matter!” grunted

Bat. “But see here, Mr. Moloskin, if
you don’t buzz off quick, you'll miss the

bus. So shall we—which 1s even more
important {*
Molensky nodded, jabbered, waved

his hands about, then bounced into his
great car and roared off.

“Nasty little man,” said Bat, as he

| cat.
. cleaved - the blackness,

lowered. himself into his two-seater

again and started up..

“The putrid limit-——" 1 began Smiler,
but broke off sharp, catching a steely
glint in hisboss’ grey eyes.

Then they hummed off in the wake of
the racer.. And neither guessed that
the meeting with the fat Ixttle foreigner
would bring them both mighiy close to
unpleasant ends!

On and on! The. litile car went like
¢ bird, purring like a ten-horse power
Darkness fell.  But Bat’s Iiwhts
revealing “the
twists and turns in tilt* coutitry lanes.

Of a sudden from right ahead, came
threé sharp reports.

Bang!, Bang! Bang!

“Great snakes!” barked Bat. “That

wasn't a tyre exploding! ’Twas a gun!
Who's doing hold-up business -on Eng-
lish roadst”

Smiler sat up with a jerk, eyes flash-
ing with excitement.  Then the two-
seater whizzed round a bend, and Bat

stopped dead with a shout of amaze-
ment, %

“That racing car again!” he bel-
lowed. “Whai's up? . It's a public

nuisance

For the: bright lights of Bat’s run-
about plainly revealed the big racer
anchored again! = And the trouble
seemed serious this time. Both Bat
and Smiler saw the plump Molensky
dashing towards them, wildly waving a
red lamp.

‘““Ah, my beeg friend once more!”
cried the Russian, pulling up panting.

“Tank gcodness~3 You do me good
turn back zere, yes, and mow I save
your life”

“What the crimson blazes are you
driving at?” roared Bat.

“You ’ear zc shots, mousieur?”

“Yes,” cried Bat impatiently. “I'm
not deaf !”

“Vell,” panted Molensky. “Zose

shots were for me! A man shoot from
ze dark 'edge. And just ahead I see
a chain across ze road. 1 nearly go
into ze chain, stop in ze click of time,
and ze man shoot once more !”
“Why ?” yelled Bat.
“Cripes!” muttered Smiler. ‘“’Tre’s
s
“A go!” yelled the Russian. “No, T
no go. Lstop! 1 ’ear your car coming,
I t'ink maybe it is my beeg friend who
is so kind. I take my back lamp, and
race to give warnings. I want to

a

prevent you run into chain. I save
your life !
“Tt seems vou did!” ;.‘{m\\ls\d Bat,

glaring at the black chain he could
plainly see stretched taut a few yards
beyond the-racer; *“Have you any idea
who shoved the thing there?”

Molensky had. ~ With much hand
wagging he plunged into a long yarn
about desperate bandits.

“Cut it out!” barked Bat,
himself out of his seat. “I can’t stop
for yarns. Come on, Smiler, we'll jerk
that chain away in two shakes!”

Bat, Smiler, and the frenzied Russian
quickly removed the wicked chain trap.
All the time the Russian screamed that
more bandits might be lurking in the
darkness.

Bat Bat and Smiler paid little atten-
tion. They were wondering if they'd
catch the Channel steamer. When the
iron chain had been cleared away Bat
extended a hamlike fist to the excited
Molensky. ,

“We owe you one for that, Moleskin,”

heaving

said the huge man. ‘“You certainly

saved us a nasty jar. If you'd quitted

your car and chased the gurman
»”

we'd——

“You would have crashed into my
motor or ze chain!” yelled Molensky.



NOW LOOK FORWARD TO A SERIES OF ADVENTURE YARNS BY SIDNEY DREW! 23

“Yes, but I no leave ze road. I defy
ze pistol !
warn you. I save your lifes!”

‘“No doubt of that,” replied Bat
erisply.  “Bubt we've got to buzz on
now. Will you give me your address;
T'll write you later, and—"

“No, no! Do not write!” shrieked
Molensky, hopping about first on one
foot then the other. “Take me wiz
you! My ecar is bent—bust—totally
ruined. Ze assassin make ze plug in ze
engine. She stock still—stick, stock,
stuck 1" :

“My hat!” groaned Bat, as the fat,
sallow Russian spluttered vainly for
words.  “You oughter set that rhyme
to music, But Pve got you. The gun-
man plugged your engine, eh?
Right-ho! Hop into my bus. TI'll run
you to Folkestone in time for the boat.”

Molensky boiled over with thanks. He
burbled about losing his life if he lost
the boat, so Bat bustled him into his
own car, yelling to Smiler to climb into
the dickey-seat.

In a moment they were off, humming
through the night at forty an hour, with
the cold wind shrieking in their ears.

“What’s it all about?’ roared Bat,
as they shot forward. “Who are you?”

“I am Molensky,” bawled back the
Russian, “ze man who save your lifes!”

“1 know that,” grunted Bat, pressing
on the accelerator in sudden irritation.
“And I sha’n’t forget it. But tell me
more. Why did the gun-gent try to
plug you and spread his objectionable
chains on the highway?”

“ Because,” yelled Molensky, his
mouth close to Bat's ear, “I am a Rus-
sian who escape fromi Russia wiz a
wonderful diamond. Ze stone belong to
my family, what you call hairloom-—no,
lieirloom.

“Bad men attempt kill me in London.
I make to dash to France. But I am
warned more bad man look for me in
coast towns—p’r’aps at Felkestone!
Alrecady, you see, zey try for me on ze
roac. It 13 fearful! T am afright!”

“Don't worry,” yelled Bat above the
hum of the engine and shriek of the
wind, “we’ll see you through. I've got
your yarn all right. It seems scoun-

drels trailed you {rom Russia to
England. And they mean to get you—

to grab your diamond— before you quit
this country, eh? So that's why you
drove a racer?”’

“Yes,” eried Molensky, clutching
his short, black beard in frenzy. “I am
’unted! Doubtless there will be attempt
to kill me in Folkestone!”’

Bat clenched his teeth. He was de-
termined to help this fat Russian who
had saved him and Smiler from a fearful
crash. He drove on faster than ever,
whirling round corners on two wheels.

“What are the scoundels like, Mole-
skin?” he bawled suddenly. ‘“D'youn
know any of their mugs by sight? 1
mean have yon ever glimpsed their
faces 77

“Ze face of one,” cried the fat Rus-
sian. ‘““An’ “e is at Folkestone, T t'ink.
Heé is broad, ugly, red-faced, wiz a
erooked scar across his nose. Horrid!
Terrible” -

“He sounds a bit foul,” shouted Bat,
“Is he the gang boss—the ringleader?
The big noise, as the Americans say?”

“He ees the leader, yes,” was the
yelled reply. “He pass for an English-
man, but I do not know if he makes
much noise.  Bui he weel attack if
he sees us. Vill you ’elp me? I save
your life.”

Bat nodded grimly. He thought the
Russian rubbed it in a bit about.the life-
saving. Nevertheless, he meant to see
the fellow was neither robbed nor killed.

I take my lamp and run to! by b'an‘dit,% ‘English or foreign.

For Bat wasn't the;ﬁn:mn" to be scared|

He had
spent half his life elephant-hunting in
African jungles. He blinked rapidly
through_flis glasses, squared his jaw, and
drove on furiously. :

Behind, in the dicky-seat, sat Smiler,
eyes popping in his head, a spanner
gripped in one small, grimy fist. The
lad was game for any scrap in which his
big boss joined.

The hedges reeled past. The tele-
graph poles seemed an endless fence.
Soon the lights of Folkestone showed
yellow in the surrounding blackness.

Came suddenly a yelp from Smiler:

“Steady guv'nor! Another blinkin’
car stuck in the road. Crumbs! There’s
cars lyin’ abaht everywhere to-night!
And, my ’at! There’s guys jumpin’ aht
an’ comin’ at us!”

“My enemies!” screamed Molensky.
“TLook! Ze man wiz ze scarred, red
face! Zey weel kill! ’Elp! ’Elp!
Ze gang must have wired zat I come
by zis road !”

Came a shrieking of hastily-applied
brakes. Bat was forced to stop. But
with a roar of battle he heaved his vast
frame up in his seat.

“ Keep calm, Moleskin !”’ he bellowed.
“TIl chew this gang up an’ drop ’em in
the ditch ¥’ :

Then feet pounded on the roadway,
brilliantly lit by the lamps of Bat’s car.
With shouts of triumph the threec assail-
ants flung themselves forward.

[—

CHAPTER. 2.
The Hand of a Foe!

P E HAT'S the fellow!” roared the
’I red-faced leader, pointing at
Molensky. ‘“Got him at last!
Biag his pals, too, if possible.
Didn’t know he had any!”
“The diamond!” howled another.
“He’ll have the big stone on him!”
The throbbing of the engine, the
stamping of feet, and the wild yells
drowned further words. 'The fight was

n.

And the attackers were bold_encugh.
Seeing Bat making to defend the fat
Russian, two men jumped at him. The
third sprang on the running-beard, try-
ing to drag Molensky from his seat.

“Elpt Fight!” screamed Molensky,
cowering back and clutching the door.
“Hit hard, my beeg friend! I save
your lifest”

Bat did hit hard. He.smote with a
grunt of rage. And the two men who
nnwisely grappled with him thought
they’d collared an earthquake.

Crash! Bat’s great fist connected with
a jaw with the crisp smack of billiards
balls meeting. The head of the smitten
one snicked back. Down he dropped in
the road, hopping and floundering, then
lay still.

But the scarred, red-faced leader had
got Bat’s knees. He clung like a bull-
dog, heedless of the timed automatic
blows Baf rained om his back.

It was pandemonium. The little car
rocked beneath the weight of the strug-
gling men. All the time Molensky let
fly queer little yelps of fear and dismay.

“Out of 1t!

with a dexterous heave, he yanked the
plump Molensky from: the car.

Bump! The screaming Russian was
in the road. His assailant whirled
round, to see Smiler coming full tilt at
him.

“ Poot-pad ! piped Smiler.
“Piamond-pinchin’ bounder! TIl dot
you one where:you’ll feel it most!”

Come out of it!” yelled
the fellow who'd got the Russian, and,

“The fellow snarled. ~He was s lean,
active-looking chap, .and plainly took
the lad for easy meat.

He shot out a sinewy hand, gripped
Smiler’s neck, and bad the kid in a
lock-grip as quick as winking.

. But Smiler was used to rough hand-
ling. He had graduated in London
back streeis.

He ducked swiftly, spinning round and
round like 2 human top. The hand that
held his neck was fixéd in his collar.
As Smiler spun, the man found he
couldn’t let go. And the bones of his
fingers werg beilg crushed together.

“Ouch! Uughl” he yelled, as the
kid’s collar tightened like a vice. “TI'll
flay you alive, you cub! T'l]—>

But Smiler stopped spinning, te re-
volve rapidly now in the opposite direc-
tion. ITis coat collar lposened.

Releascd, the lean man. staggered
back. Jefore he could start anything
fresh, Smiler jumped in.

Biff! The fellow went down ©on his
face, gasping, Smiler had spread him
out with a shrewd jab in the stomach.

Bat, meanwhile, had settled his man.
Blows seemed useless. The red-faced
man with the scarred nose seemed made
of iron. .

Stooping swiftly, Bat gripped him
round his middle. A wrench, and the
powerful Bat swung him up bodily.
Then down he dashed him in the white
dust, to He motionless beside his pal.

“That’s all, ¥ think !’ cried Smiler’s
gigantic boss, as calmly as if he'd been
shelling peas. “We’ll leave these lads
here to caok ]

“Did you drop that one, Smiler?
Excellent! Feeling O K yourseli 77

“It’s Jake wiy me, guv'nor!”’ piped
the Cockney lad, jerking his vast eap
straight. “Ar’ I don’t fink this ’ere
Moleskin’s ’urt much. Though he’s
owlin’ ’orrible ! 5

“Oh, shut him up an’ plant him baclk
in the car?’ growled Bat. “I'll go and
shift that limousine. If we don’t get a
skate oir we’ll miss the Channel boat for
a snip !’

Two of the assailants were. still sense-
less. The third lay gasping and groan-
g
Bat ignored them. He reached the
blocking limousine in a few great
hounds, leapt into the .driver’s seat;
started up, then backed mto the ditch.

The road was clear again. And a
few seconds later, with Molensky jab-

1 bering thanks beside him, Bat sent his

small two-seater darting forward to-
wards Folkestone.

Smiler was perched in the dicky-seat.
As they shot forward, the kid looked
back to hoot insulting defiance. Then
a bend hid the three black figures
sprawling in the white road. -

“Caw, guvnor!” shrilled Smiler.
“Didn’t ’arf make them blokes feel
giddy !” : -

“T’anks! Ttanks !’ groaned Molensky.
“You save me, and you save my dia-
mond. And I save jyour life before.
We is what you call quits—quits -

“A big diamond seems a tronblesome
thing to honk around in the vest-
pocket ¥’ grunted Bat, slowing down as
they whirred into a welllit street.
“But don’t worry, Moleskin. If there’s
no more soughs around, we'll have you
aboard the boat in a brace. of flicks.”

But no more toughs with big ears
cumbered the streets. - And shorily
afterwards Smiler smelt the salt tang
of a wind from the sea.

They hummed down to the docks in
the nick of fime.  Al} was confusioh on
the quay. Sailors and porters shouted.
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long boat-train had disgorged the
oﬁ ts passengers. A warning boom
came: om the channel boat’s siren.

“Buck yer fevvers, guv’nor!” yelled
Smiler. “They’re off I”

In fact, the ship, whose decks were
thronged, from  whose port-holes
streamed floods of yellow light, was
almost ready to cast off. Her engines
rumbled. Once more the siren boomed.

But Bat gave a mighty shout.

Immediately those about to haul the
gangway clear paused in their task,
and that moment’s respite gave DBat
Barstow his chance. The car came to
a standstill, the engine spluttered its
way finally to silence, what time its big
driver and his companions were fumb-
ling for their passports.

“Hold on, messmates!” velled Bat,
as he satisfied the embarkafion officers
that his passport and that of his com-
panions were in order. “Swing this
auto into the hold!”

The sailors aboard jumped to it with
a will. A crane cable began to fuss its
way over the side of the ship. Another
two minutes and Bat’s car was safely
aboard.

“Good!” chuckled
guvnor’s done it!”

“You're through, Moleskin !” laughed
Bat, slapping the plump Russian on the
back and making him wince.

“Yes!” cried the fellow. “T’anks to
you an’ your fonny leetle mechanic!
Now tell me your name, please, zat I
may remember to whom——"

“Forget it!” laughed Bat, his eyes
dancing behind his spectade‘s “We
quite enjoyed ourselves. A scrap’s a
goofl start tc a sporting tour!

Smiler. *“The

“But, since you insist, I'm Jim
Barstow, known as Bat. This lad here's
Smiler.”

The bearded Ilittle Russian nodded
and bowed. He seemed in good spirits
now, as well he might be.

But the plunging motion of the xes=el
seemed. to bother him. Before the
lights of Folkestone had dropped far
astern, he excused himself and stag-
gered off to a cabin.

“Fxit our fat friend!” laughed Bat,
little thinking how true his words were.
“How're you feelm Smiler 77

“Top-ole, guv’ nor I cried
Cockney lad gamely.

But he gripped the taffrail and hung
on like grim death.

Thud-thud! went the engines. At a
mighty smart clip the Channel steamer
was thrusting her nose through racing
seas.

It was a wild night. The wind
shrieked and whistled from out of the
darkness. Very soon all the decks were
empty. The pitching and tossing made
passengers seek cover. ’

“Cotne on, Smiler!” laughed Bat.
“You and I seem the only good sailors
aboard. But we’ll barge along the deck
a bit an’ shelter behind that—"

“Hallo! . What's up ?”

By the light of an electrie bulb, Bat
saw that Smiler’s face had turned a
queer shade of green. And he- had re-
leased the rail, to press both hands to
his stomach.

“Caw, guv'nor!” he gasped faintly.
“1 do feel queer! No! ’Tain’t the ship!
I reckon 1 miss the Lunnon streets.
Phew! TI'm gettin® homesick !”

Bat hid a grin. He knew what was
wrong with Smiler—a very different
sickness to homesickness ! But  he
greatly admired the lad’s pluck in re-
fusmg to admit it.

“Right-ho, Smiler !’ he said.
“Toddle off and find a cabin—likc Mr.
Moleskin. Ilave a good doss down.
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Til yank det near
Boulogne.”

With a deep groan, Smiler toddled
off. The kid hoped he’d never sce the
sea again. All he wanted was good
hard ground which didn’t rock !

Hands to stomach, he reeled along
the deck, to vanish through an open
doorwm

“8So I'm the last on deck,” Iauuhed
Bat.- W hat ho for the ocean wave! It
certainly is blowing a bit. But T guess
[’'ll stop above. It's too stuffy in the
cabins.”

Time passed. They were scon in mid-
channel.  And half a gale swept the
dark seas. The swift vessel dipped and
curtseyed like a ballet dancer.

But Bat was happy. Ie leaned over
the rail. He watched the white-capped
waves race past, saw the spouting spray
sparkle red and green in the glare of
the rovthcle lwhts

“Just like goin’ through the Bay on
the way to Africa,” he muttered. ‘It
reminds me——"

That moment the ship rolled hoavlly.
Bat saw the swirling waters rise to meet
him. The floor of the deck rcse in a
slant behind.

Bat only laughed, He waited for the
roll back to starboard that would set
him straight again.

It was a long time coming. And of
a sudden the lmga man felt his® ankles
seized !

They were seized in a grip of steel.
Powerful though he was, Bat had no
time to kick free. And he was leaning
far over the rail just as he was gripped.

Came a strangled shout from Bat.
But it was whipped from his lips by the
shrieking gale.

A hoist, a violent heave, and Bat shot
headlong into the howling void! Some-
one had stalked him, had pounced on
the opportunity to throw him over.

Why, Bat didn’t know. But, as he
whizzed away- over the railing, he got
a fleeting glimpse of his foul assailant.

He saw a stranger, a lean, short man,
with a fiendish grin on his dark, (‘]can-
shaven features.

Then the sea rose to mect Bat. He
plunged in headlong. A roaring filled~
his ears as he drove down into icy, black
depths !

vou out when we

CHAPTER 3.
Smiler Does His Bit !

13 RUMBS! That's better! It
looks a bit flatter now. And,
by gosh, I'm peckish—could do

wiv a bite!”

As Smiler spoke, he jerked upright
in the bunk of the tiny cabin to which
he had retreated.

He looked out through the porthole,
to catch a glimpse of calmer seas, to see
yellow pin-pricks of light a\\ay at
Boulogne Harbour.

G § guess that’s Boolong !” muttm(d
the kid. “Where we hops off this ’ere
buckin’ barge. Thank Mike she's
steadier now! T'll hike back on deck,
find th’ guv’'nor, an’ try an’ rout out a
bit o’ grub.. Am I empty? Not ’arf!”

Promptly Smiler started to put his
plans into execution. He drifted out of
the cabin, rolled along the still slightly
unsteady  corridor, clambered: up a
companion-way, then shot out on to the
deck.

The wind still blew. The deck, lit by
bulbs widely-spaced in the roof, seemed
as deserted as when Smiler had caved
in.

“No one abaht!” he
“Reotten lot o' landlubbers !
thump can the guv bﬂ.
been an'—— :

muttered.
Where the
Surely ’e ain’t

Price 2d,

“’Allo! There’s a guy along there
wot's all rite on his pins. ~ I’ll ask him.”

Adopting a rolling, nautical gait,
Smiler set off. He had glimpsed a thin
little man who was poking about as if
looking for something. Smiler saw him
squint through one deck-cabin window
after the other.

“Hi, mister!” piped the lad, steady-
ing himself against a px]c of chairs.
“Have you seen my guv’'nor—a glcdt
hefty gent, wiv a square jaw an’ gold-
rimmed gig-lamps 77’

Round whipped the small man.
Smiler saw a dark, clean-shaven fellow,
as thin as a rake, but looking as tough
and wiry as a steel hawser.

“ By gosh!"” gasped Smiler. “’Oo the
Marble Arch are you? Why, it’'s—"

But the rat-faced, undersized man
sprang like a panther. In one bound he
was on Smiler, to grip the surprised kid
by the throat.

“Leggo!” spluttered
trying to hack his
“Wot’s the gime?
skin, tho’ you

Smiler, vainly
assailant’s shins.
I knows you, Mole-
’ave got rid o your suit

an’ scraped ‘yer beard off! I guess
yow're a crook, after all! An’ T'll biff
your napper——

“Ugh! Gluck! Gluck!”

Smiler broke off in choking gurgles.
For the meagre scoundrel—mone other
than Molensky himself-—was squeezing
the lad’s windpipe till his eyes popped.

“Found vou at last!” he hissed. “1I
'ave search ze ship for you! And never
again weel you see your beeg boss! Zat
stupetd soft-brained giant is in ze sea!
Yes; he ees now food for ze fishes!”

Smiler was furious. He only half
grasped what the ruffian meant, for his
brains were churning round and round.
The fat Molensky, whom he and Bat
had saved from bandits, had become a
thin Molensky who seemed a deadly
enemy. What lad become of Bat, the
kid couldn’t quite make out.

But  Smiler- kicked, spluttered, and
struggled in vain. The bony Russian
was as strong as a horse, and had got
a stranglehold.

“Yes!” he snarled. “Your boss ecs
drowned. I ’cave him over! Easy!
He no see me till too late. And now I
’eave you over, too!”

Doubtless the ruffian would have
carried out his threat. But there came
«a tramping of boots, a siren bellow,
then shouts, And a glance told Molensky
they were about to run into Boulogne
Hanboul :

“Too late? he spat. “I must take
ze cub ashore. It will be easy to
feeneesh him there. Now zen, feeneesh
fight? Good! Zis way!”

Half strangled, Smiler yet put out all

his strength in a desperate effort to
break away. But a savage blow to the
jaw jarred his brains, and all but

stunned him.

He was only dimly conscious of what
followed. He felt himself grabbed up,
to be bodily carried off along the deck.

In the open part of the deck, where
two or three cars were firmly lashed, the
Russian acted quickly.

He dumped the almoest senseless
Smiler in shadow. Then he bound him
hand and foot with cord, gagged him
with his own check cap, and firmly
secured it. Lastly he thrust the help-
less lad into Bat’s car, shoved him under
the seat, and banged the door.

Molensky was only just in time. Even
as he slammed the door of Bat's two-
seater, sailors came pounding along the
deck with ropes. -

“The bounder !” grltted Smiler, re-
covering himself to find he was “edged
under the seat and in utter darkness.
“'F must ’ave been kiddin’ us all the
time! Tle’s an escapin’ crook! And
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he's done my guv'nor in! ’'Eaved him
over when he wasn’t lookin’! By gee,
ri—rj—-"

But Smiler conld do nothing for the
present. Ie could not even shout for
help to the men he could hear stamping
all around.

Helpless, gagged, he racked his brains
fo try to understand what had hap-
pened. Why had fat Molensky shaved
off his beard and become thin? Why
had he turned on the pair who had
saved him? Was the diamond story a
faked yarn? What was going to hap-
pen next? ;

But  Smiler couldn’t = solve the
_problems. And he couldn’t think
coolly. = His beloved boss, the large-
framed, large-hearted Bat, had been

done in by this vile little traitor !

The thought of Bat dead made Smiler ;

But useless struggles were
exhausting. All the kid cotld do was to
lie still—await the first opportunity to
turn the tables”

“Nothir’ll bring the guv’nor back!”
he gritted. “But I’'ll get this twistin’
dago behind bars, or my namec isn’t
Smiler [

The steadiness of the Channel boat
told that they were in Boulogne harhour
and made fast. Smiler could hear chat-
tering passengers stream past his prison.

He heard more. He suddenly heard
Molensky declaring that he was Mr. Jim
Barstow’s secretary, and had orders to
take the two-seater ashore! Some delay
with ~Customs officials, but Moclensky
seemed to know how to fix that. The
heavy bag he had with him was not even

looked at.

“The cad!” gritted Smiler. “The
lyin’ bounder! If only I could spit this
gag from my teeth!”

But Smiler couldn’t. The next thing
the lad knew was that the car, lifted on a
crane cable, was being swung ashore.
The sensation made him feel giddy.
Followed a wait of five minuies or so,
and then the crunch of footsteps.

All at once the little car creaked.
Molensky was climbing in. He dumped
himself and his bag in the driver’s seat,
started up, then slowly drove the car he
had stolen down the Boulogne quay.

Twisting his head, Smiler could see the
Russian’s boots, his trousers. That was
all. He was a prisoner, being carried off
in his boss’ ear he knew not where!

Smiler didn’t know where he was, but
heard the Russian scoundrel chuckle
something about soon reaching Paris.
Then the extra speed of the car told the
kid they were out of town and dashing
along the high-road.

“Here’s where I get bumped off,” the
shrewd lad told himself, “if ain’t
slippy! By jingo, I'vé gotter get rid o
these cords!”

The car hummed and purred along the
moonlit road to Taris. But Smiler,
under the driver’s seat, -was working
frantically.

Sweat streanied off him like rain. He
rubbed 'his” wrists raw. But at last he
managed- to spit out the cap. A few
seconds later he bit off a cry of triumph.

For the bonds had been hastily tied
in the hurry, and the deck had been
wrapped in darkness when Molensky did
his foul work. Smiler got his hands free,
then- fell to work to release his ankles.

“Done it!” he gasped at length. “A
bit stiff, but ready fer a showdown with

Moleskin! Wot’s the next item on: the
hounder’s programme? Wot shall I
start ?

“Shall I bite ’is ankle, then biff his
jaw when he looks down to see what bit
’im, or—" i

But Smiler was saved the trouble of
evolving plans of campaign, for the car
stopped that. moment and Melensky
sprang out, . ’ :
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clear, then Smiler peered out. He saw
they had stopped at a wayside garage—
saw the Russian haggling in the lighted
interior.

“Good enuffsky!” gasped the lad.
“The bounder don’t know T'm f{ree.
While he buys acid drops an’ spanners, I
hooks it while the hookin’s good!

“’Tain’t no use scrappin’. Moleskin's
got a gun. I guess he’d drop me pronto
in this furrin’ country—swear ’e took me
for a thief. But he ain’t goin’ far—mno
fear! e’s goin’ abaht two mile; then
he stops dead an’ I sets cops on him.”
Smiler was a bit hazy about French
law. He had never before been out of
England in his life.. He thought all
foreigners shot at sight.

Buf, it was well he didn’t stop to scrap.
He didn’t know a word of French.

spun some excuse for carting him on. -
But Smiler -queered- that.
greased shadow he slipped out, turned on

beat it for the shadow of some trees like
a hunted cat. :

Invisible, the kid watched; chuckling.
He saw Molensky come out .of the

—watehed him climb into the stolen two-
seater. :

A second later the Russian shot off.
There was a black pool in the white dust

where the car had been standing; and a

A moment to let the blackgunard get

Molensky - would- have biffed. him and
Like a-
the drain-tap- of the petrol-tank, then:

garage, saw he hadn’t bought any petrol.

dark trail showed some distance down
the moonlit road. ;

The pool and the trail were hoth petrol.
The wily Smiler had turned the tap so it
drained out full lick. - ;

“S'long, Moleskin¥”’ chuckled Smiler.
“You won't git far wiv a empty petrol-
tank, an’ you ain’t got no more. Here's
findin’ & cop to seb on yer trail.”

Anxiously Smiler glanced round for a
police-station.  He saw none. He had
forgotten things weren’t the same as in
England. There was quite a bit of
trouble before him yet!

CHAPTER 4.
Unmasked !

“ LRLEECE?! = Perleece! Where
: P the deuge are they?” yelled
Smiler, and dashed into a vil-
: lage cafe not far from  the
garage. : 2
” Despite the lateness of the hour, the
cafe-was still open and fairly full.
. “Nom d’un pipe ¥’ cried the fat French
proprietor, throwing up his podgy hands.
“Qu'est . que C’est. ., Que voulez vous,
mon garcon?” = >
“’Fre, none o yofir lip” cried Smiler.
“*Qo are yer a-calling nimes? Fink yer
funny? Where's the perleece-station?
Spit it-.aht, pronfo!” . -
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' But the bewildere cafe-keeper couldn’t
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make head or tail of Smiler's wants.
He yelled to his grinning audience to
know what “oe garcon Aunglais” was
raving about. )

“ Perleece, fat-'ead!” yelled Smiler.
“There’s a Roosian bounder dahn the
road wot’s 'opped it wiv my guv'nor’s
car; an’ ’e pitched my guv overboard
when he weren't lookin' !

“Look- slippy, carn’t yer? The cad
won’t get far wivout no petrol in 'is
tank!”

By now the cafe. was thoroughly
roused. Interested customers crowded
round the Cockuney lad, jabbering in their
own language.

‘Cest drole!”. said one.
qu’il dit, le petit?”

“Blow my dicky!” groaned Smiler.
“ Are all you guys off yer rockers? Wot
the giddy goat are you jawin’ abaht ?”

Disgusted, in despair, the boy whirled
round to quit the cafe and find someone
who could understand him. :

But a young Frenchman, clad in a
strange blue uniform, pushed through
the crowd and confronted him.

“What ees eet zat you want, mon
brave?” he queried, twirling his long,
black moustache. *Ze perleese? Yes?
I am gendarme—what you Eengleesh
call perleece. You wish make an
arrest? Oui? Non?”

Smiler spun back on his heel.

“You knows English, do yer?” he
eried thankfully. “Then get a move on,
for the love o Mike!”

And he repeated his story that the
Russian villain was probably awaiting
arrest not far off on the Paris road.

But Smiler jabbered too fast, and the
cafe was soon ih an aproar. Shoulders
shrugged; hands waved; excited French
voices screamed fifteen to the dozen.

Tinally the young gendarme pounced
on Smiler, grabbed him, and rushed himn
from the cafe to the gendarme-station in
the middle of the village.

Smiler didn’t know what was up. But
he sensed that his captor was friendly,
and went quietly. :

More trouble in the French police-
station. Four gendarmes questioned the
now frantic Smiler in broken English
well mixed with fluent French.

“Tunder!” roared the gendarme
chief at last. “I weel ring up ze central
police-station at Boulogne. I weel de-
mand to know from what sheep zis
garcon terrible ’as made ze escape!”

Ting-ting! went the telephone-bell.
The chief was ringing up Boulogne.
"The bewildered Smiler watched him
Lopefully.

Through at last, and the haughty
chief barked a volley of questions iuto
the instrument.

But his haughtiness vanished abruptly.
Still gripping the receiver, he swung
vound on Smiler, amazement on his well-
fed face.

“Zere ecs an Fenglish monsieur who
spik from Boulogne,” he gasped, “from
ze central gendarme station. He say he
call up all village stations. He ask for
news of a thin man, a small auto, and a
boy Anglais. Fes zat you. mon garcon?”

“What?”  yelled Smiler, “An
¥nglish gent on the phone?  Wot a
slice o' luck! ’Oo the deuce can e be?”
And the kid leapt forward to snatch the
receiver from the outraged chief's hand.

“'Ullo, ’ullo!” he bawled. “Who's
that? Smiler speakin’. Wot? Blow me
tite! 'Oo? Owt Well, I'm jiggered!
The guv’'nor hisself! Thank goodness!”

Smiler was nearly off his head with
joy. TFor over the wire he distinctly

“Qu’est-ce

»
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recognised: his huge boss' voice. It was
Bat Barstow speaking from Boulogne.

“1 thort you were drowned, guv'!”
velled the kid.

“So did someone else, Smiler.” came
Bat's voice grimly. “But I contrived to
swim around for a bit, and got picked
up by a French fishing-smack! I was

3]

landed here about half an hour ago. |
T've been ringing up——"
“Come rite aht here, guv'nor!”

howled Smiler. ‘Borrow a car pronto.
You'll nab Moleskin in two shakes. T
sent him off dahn th’ road wiv his
petrol-tank drainin’ aht full lick !”

“Aht” cried the Bat's voice. “So it
was Moleskin who' consigned me to the
deep, after all! T had an idea it was.

“You've fixed him, Smiler? Good
work ! No, tell me the yarn later.
Where are you now?”’

“Where the dickens are we?” cried
Smiler, spinning round cn the gendarme
chief. :

“Pont-de-Brigues,” replied the
official, catching the kid’s meaning.

“Ponderbreeks, guv!” bawled Smiler
into the instrument. ““Wot shall I do

next?’
“Wait there!” roared Bat {rom
Boulogne. .“I know the place. T'li be

out as fast as gasolene in a hot engine
can churn machinery!”

In a very short time Bat and Smiler
were roaring along the road to Paris,
aboard a borrowed racing-car.

As they raced forward Smiler told his
Molensky had

tale. He told how

Price 2d.

grabbed him on the steamer, gagged and

bouud him, then run ashore in Bat’s
two-seater.
“L was jammed under the seat,

guv'nor!” yelled the kid above the tear-
g, whistling wind. “But I got free,
nipped aht, an’ switched the petrol-tap
or. Then I 'unted for perlcece. But
the blinkin’ genmedarms. seemed ’'arf
potty. It took me ‘arf an hour ta shoot
my piece off,

“But,” added the kid, “woi’s Mole-
skin's ~garme, guv'nor? Why was ‘e
faked up to be fat, when he's really
thin? Why did ‘e ask us to help bash
them stiffs near Folkestone? = 'Oo the
jumpin’ kangarcos was they?”

“All in good time, Smiler,” shouted
Bat. “We shall learn a lot whea we've
grabbed our bird. And by Jupiter,”
he ended in a bellow, “there he is!”

For a bend in the road revealed a
stationary car—a small car—Bat's own
two-seater.  And beside it Molensky
was frantically tinkering with the
“innards.” Being no mechanic, the
ruffian hadw't turabled to what was
wrong.

But he heard the big racer roaring
down on him. He looked up, to see
Smiler, and to see the huge man he
thought at the bottom of the Channel.
~ “Peste!” he shricked, jumping back.
‘“Zee beeg man again! 'Ow come?
And zat English cub!”

 With marvellous skill Bat stopped the
big car within a few yards of his own.
Out he leapt, with Smiler pounding at
his heels, The horrified Molen-
sky seemed paralysed with
fear.

“Yes, it’s me, Moleskin!”
roared Bat. “And I'm not
offering you a lif¢ this time,
you miserable worm! But
I'm going to take you back to
“England 7 3
At that Molensky woke up.
He started to run, giving vent
to yelps of terror. But Bat

and Smiler overhauled him
fast.

Abruptly  the scoundrel
wheeled. - Something winked

in his hand
moonlight.

Came a flash and a bang, Bat
swerved. The Russian’s bullet
grazed his side, to tear a hum-
ming path through the huge
check cap of Smiler -close
behind.

But there were no more shots,
In one great bound Bat leapt
ou . Molensky, bore him to the
ground, then jerked the wretch
to his feet, and snatched his
pistol.

“Chuck it, Molensky!” he
barked, shaking the wretch.
“And come back to my car,
which you stole. I fancy we
shall discover the reason for
vour plump condition when we
met you in England.”

They did. In Bat’s runabout
was Moleusky’s big bag, and in
the bag were yards of cloth
wound around numbers of
jewel cases.

“You wore all that, did you,
under your . clothes?” gasped
Bat. “A cute dodge. But
your game’s up now. I guessed

in the brilliant

A hoist, a violent heave, and Bat Barstow shot
(See Page 24.)

headlong into the howling void !

you were a crook when T learnt
it was you helped me over-
board.”

{Continued on page 28.)
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Look out jor Sidney Drew’s splendid series of Adventure Yarns! * .27

« MY READERS’ OWN CORNER.”

All Efforts in this Competition should be Addressed to ;

i
|
1
|
|
“ My Readers’ Own Corner,” Gough House, Gough Squcre, i
|

|  London, E.C.4:
%009@00 B B T B B S Bt B

e
& BELFAST BAGS OUR TUCK HAMPER!
¢ A COOL RETORT! S
& “Here is a dxink of water—pure, cold, delicious §
® water,” said the old lady to the tramp at thc door. J
9 “What! You refuse it?” ’lhe hamp shook his head j
:> and sighed. “I have to, ma’am,” he said af length. e
¢ “You see, I've got an iron constitution, and water 4
4 would rust it "’—»\ Tuck Hamper, filled with delicious ©
e Tuck, has been awarded to Jack Gillick, 16, Baltic ¥
& Avenue, Antrim Road, Belfast, Ireland. .

-0 9> 0<-8<- 0086 9t @i
LACK OF SUPPLIES!
The conjurar’s turn had not been rromrv at all well, but he

3
Hle<-0<-0<-0<>

stuck doggeuh to his task. ‘“Now,’ ho said, “if any lady
or gentleman in the audience would oblige me \nl,h an egg
1 would proceed to perform an amazing Trick.” There was

a momentary silence, then from the: back of fhﬂ hall came a
voice: “If anybody ’ere ’ad an-egg, guv'nor, you'd ‘ave
’ad it long ago!”’—Half-a-crown has bcf‘n 1\\aulml to Law:
rence }rcc'nam, 245, Ducane Road, Hammersmith, W, 12,

A STICKY TRICK!
A teacher told lier class to bring sometliing to demonstrate

the word “immaterial.” Next morning a bright youth
bronght a stick. ‘ Well,” asked the teacher, “how does that
demonstrate the use of the word ‘immaterial’?” “T’ll

show you, miss,” said the lad. “Take hold of one end, then
the other.. That’s it. - Now leave go one end.” *“Which
end ?” asked the: 1eaohmr. “Well, it's immaterial, miss,”
said the scholar, “there’s treacle on both ends!”—Half-a-
crown has been awarded to James W. Atlxmiory 3, Cemetery
Road, Gateshead-on-Tyne.
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TUCK HAMPER COUPON..

No attempt will be considered unless accompaniad
by one of these COupons.
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YOUR EDITOR CHATS
WITH HIS READERS

|
i
Address all letters : The Editor, The ** Gem' Library, |
|

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
Write me, you can be sure of an answer in return:
G'AN WAGA STORIES| =
3 S I announced in a previous Chat, T have secured a

series of complete stories by’ bx(lnm Drew: dealing’

with those famonc characters, Gan Waga & CQ.»

No. 1, entitled, “Pulling Gan Waga's L(W."’ will
appear in next week’s Gex. Mind you read if. You will be
doing me a good turn, too, if you spread this neivs amongst
your friends, for there are thousaud» of boys,and girls
interested in Ferrers Lord and the merry men aboard his
yacht, the Lmd of the Deep. ’

NEXT WEDNESDAY S PROGRAMME

“ FRIENDS DIVIDED !
By Martin Clifford.

A powerful story of Tom Merry & Co., at St. ]ml s, ‘with
Marie Rivers and Reginald Talbot as the central char acters,
“ HOUSE RIVALRY '’ SUPPLEMENT!

A topping issue of the “St. Jim’s News,” contributed by

Tom Merry & Co., also a special poem fxom the pen of the
_St. Jim’s Rh\me~t01 Order early, boys,

- Pour Editor.

| Maké this

Bedstead f '

VI R. (‘ PO\VFLL

mrl my nnl\ regret is
that I did not ohmm such expert
"lie:

The craftsman,

mone ¢ he amateur or skilled, should
p equip himseif with this expert

knowledge.”

Fvery man has a natural skill in Carperitry work,

so that all you really need is a little practice and

sound guidance to enable you to tiirn out nnumerous

articles of furniture and no end of useful fitments
without the slightest difficulty.

The PRACTICAL

WOODWORKER

is a complete working guide to

Carpentry and
Cabinet Making
Upholstering, etc.

The great point about this book is that it' teaches you the
eraftsman’s way.of doing every job, and enables you to do work
that would do credit to the most. highly-skilled tradesman.

YOU can make

All kinds of Kitchen Furniture, Chairs, Tables, Cuphoards, and
Wardrobes, Bed Rests, Bedsteads, Beehnves and Fittings, Tents,
Rolts, Bookcases, Boot and Shoe Racks, Cabinets, Chair Swings
for the Garden, Chesterfield Settees, Chess Tahles, Pigeon Cotes,
Rahbhbit Hutches, Poultry Houses, Chests of Drawers, Dressing
Tables, Greenhouses, Glocks, Gramophone Gabinets, Furniture
for the Hall, Incubators, Picture and Photograph Frames,
Kennels, Mtrror Frames; Ofﬁce Cuphboards, Occasional Tables,
Rustic Arches, Garden Seats, Pergolas, Wheelbarrows, Window
Frames, Domesluc Woodware, Flower Stands, Stool and Book-
trough combined, Tea-caddy, Garden Canopies, Toys, Umbrella
Stands, Upholstered Seats, Walking Sticks, Hat Racks, Rustic
Garden Furniture, Garden Frames, Tuhbs and Churns, Summer
Houses, ete.

Send for FREE Booklet

NO MONEY REQUIR_ED

Tear off and post to-day

To the WAVERLEY BOOK ©O0., LTD. (Dept. GemE.),
96 & 97, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Please send me, without charge, your Free TMustrated
Booklet, contamm" all -particulars as to contents, authors,
ete., of ““THE PR A(,TI(‘AL WOODWORKER *?; also informa-
tlon as to your offer to send the complete work for merely a
nominal first payment, the balance to be paid by a few
amlall m&)nthly payments, beginning thirty days after work is
elivere

NANERL « o voo b SanissiTiglh sainueing e s s’ wdinese é magshsaapeis ceese
(Send this form in unsealed envelope with d. stamp)

310050 o s ANt U G el SR I R TR e
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“that there is some ‘mistake. Dut, I Folkest mn—-meanu' you, plainly, in-
Bat BarStow ssport.“.\g lour' can”assure.you, we. did not"knowingly \p(* 0T, - T s - e
(& (m(/nua? frm/z 27(‘1Jl’ 20.) assist a bandit and lay vou gents ouf. \one o’ your sauce,” kid!" barked

- In proof, come and see Molensky, the
me overboar

gent who - tipped
would have got
here, Smiler.’

Vv mnh the Russian fought. Bat “held
him, And soon the 1»011(0 car from
»onlo"n(- ‘arrived. Molensky was turned

over to the gendarmes, and Bat and Puzzled, the Tnglish lWli{El'l'f‘IOIIIOF himself—wheel  chains—and shnf‘Péllf.
Smiler followed in- the recovered two- | policemen followed Bat and Smiler to | nothing. We were nicely 11'1(1. ut
scater, having borrowed petrol, the Russian’s cell. : Molos l\\owr(h is had now.

- ‘ Molensl ntered ‘a cell. “The deuce!  You have got him, He was. - And the three po]ucmpn y
)At A 10]0”{\‘[{0“ S | then!” shouted red-face. ; made arrangements to take him back to <5
Bat.senk off al(’n )]O sy 0;(\1 il “Exactly !, murmured Bat. “Meet | England as sm{tl& as p A

ing. the Fnglish police to come bY | My, Molenisky. - The jewels he pinched | —Bat and Smiler réturned to- }nn‘ﬂdnd

the next boat. - -

Three hours latm‘ ihe ]Cng‘li<h police
arrived. They. went straight 1o the,
Boulogne gendarme station, where ])nl-
and Sit ‘algo_aw ited them.

Molensky
hat’s

away

are in the gendarmerie office,”
nothing !’
Ponoffovite h
and a noted lmn(hf

the pohu-mm~
But th gaﬂ-x-d
Sty
“You've hit it, Smiler!

, who
“but for this lad

The Rus

'1}10\' would be wanted

next morning.
So rh(- sp cmnm tour

to give evidence.
was abandoned.
“T-:don’t’ think

cried - red-face.
He’s a Pole,
~We'd been warned

we 11. visit ~ France

or Polish bounder rigged the chain mp -

s

] ) _1-he'd left London in a'racer; so we were agam for a bit,® Smiiler,”-said’ Bat, :
Smiler got the shock )iy surprisée - to see him in “a .t the’ “h!“‘ clifts “of }‘.nglaud ‘hoye . ”'b‘;
(1ot ”‘lf'l"‘f ("1““'"“ ‘}“’ scater® What's it all mean ?” o fviews sEWEll have a lltﬂb‘ ]al\lﬂltvlf)“m
i hi{ld |)‘(1)l{10( 1?“ ’,‘\){" 2 77 piped  Smiler, niml lo-| B ‘}"’l"-“d Soe:C “_ q “ T ot
caded by e EOC N itted 24 Wy, it mgans-that that ere | . : lhank Mike; = guy'nor!” «burs .
daavith a :m““‘l DOBE. | Blokos aFdown.: My - boss tinkered | Smiler. ¢ I've -'ad- cvough of them. gen-
al \gi‘hl\ mean ?” shonted Tyn‘ up: “his ? Fodr,” an’ st ha’ spoltvd xmddrmo 1)101\’0',.(1(1_ T've h v 1iy M(‘OA
it I wired forzpolice” ¢ 5 it o Nefty uséful pard my boss ’ud in’ cap split!

c police, 'mnniml the red:
\\lm lhn blua Nn/ew are- yot }
Why, vou're the big stiff who knockéd:

Gl .

ho

bounder
chain rigged across the road,

. THE END
(Lool out for the first of « series of
thnllnlJ adventure _yarns by Sidney

framed ‘a trap,

us ond-nn\a ontside Folkesione, \\h;_y hi. gunmen, said-he'd saved | Drew next. week, entitléd : ¢ PULLING..,
we _were. J\'m" up for” thﬂ‘ jewel ““1le said ‘o was bein’ ‘unted | GAN WAGA'S LEG ! Youawill laugh
sea | by, bandits for a diamond, and that a loud ‘and lonq over these amusing
“Ir«wonld appear,” _11111\'(11}1110(1 Dat. _w(l faced bully was awaitin’® him at ! stories.) 5 ATy g o
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AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FXNEST 'CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

B()Ss are wanted for.the Seaman Clas
selections ‘are made.for. the Wireles “Tetegraphy
aml Signalling Branc hes). - Age 15} to 16% years.
Men also are reqmred for. 5 i« 5

STOI:L =l = - - = _. Age 15 to 25

fmm which

ROI AL I‘IARI\F I'ORCLS - - . Age 17 lo ?e
"GOOD PAY. - - ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT CHANCES OF PROMOTI'OﬁU .

Apply by letter to the “Recruiting Staff - Officer, ‘R.N. zmd R.M.:

5, Suffoik Sire et, Birminghams. 121, Victoria &hecr, Bristol;. 30,

Canning Place, Liverpool; -5 \Vhitehall,: London, 8,3V.1; 7289,

v
Manchester; - 116,
Washington Terrace,

Deansgate, Ryo- Iill, Newcastle-onfyne; or 6,

Queen’s Pa 11\, Southampton.

1 supply the finest Coventry built cycles ON 14
AYS' APPROVAL, PACKED FREE
AND CARRIAGE PAID, on receipt of a |
; small deposit. Lowest cash prices, or easy pay-
4 ment terms. Write for Free Bargain Lists NOW.

u THE WORLDSLARGLSTCYELE DEALER %
o 18 cov:m'RY. )

'YO'I:J'RS for

Handsome, Gent's size Lever Wristlet
Watch, complete with leather strap.

@) Luminous Hands and Dial to see time
wa:‘k‘ Carefully adjusted Lever Move-

ment, Jewelled Balance, warranted
5 years. Sent upon receipt of
deposit.

DEPOSIT.

) \Gd After receipt send 1/6 more

/\ balanée 2/- monthly until only 16/~ is
--\ N\ Paid. Price full cash with order, or within
7 days of receipt,” 15/-- only. Cash
7 returned if dissatisfied —SIMPSONS
(BRIGHTON), LTD. (Dept. 1869),
Queen’s Ro'»d Bmghton, Sussex.

'I/G THE BULLY BOY 1/6

The Pea Pistol you have been- lool\m,rz
for! 20-Shot I\epmt(‘r Perfect action;
fires a pea 25 feet; Dbright” mc}\e!
finish ;< each -in- b \\ﬁh f\mmuu‘tmn

A lnttﬂ'h&‘hnhte 1

§7§i

Send
22T or

3 Catalogue
W and Colonial po'stage 9d. extra
co

1 Fmsbury S¢i:, London, E. C
Complete

5/ " Course.

No Appliances. NoDrugs. No Dieting, The Melvin Strong System
NEVER FAILS, Fuil particulars and Testimonials, stamp.—
Melvin Strong, Ltd, {Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgate Hill, Londo'), Eng.

HEIGHT INCREASED
IN 30 DAYS.

»>¥ECIAL -OFFER: OF |-
Masters’ guaranteed
Double Wear Famous
‘‘Rycrome’’ Boous
(tan or black), extra
thick . soles. - built
for hard, wear.

‘*Rycrome "' is
waterproofand gives
double "weafT, . saves
you -half¥your boot
money. Price 25/-.

Easy Terms— 1j-
now 2/-in ten days,
and 4 /-monthiy.and
you have thé boots|
to wear while paying
your monthly instal

meuts. Send 1i/-now
(P.Q. or stamps)and
say size & colour re.

quired:t- Satisfaetio -
or deposit returned

r 1. - \,/
Patterns Free. Sy MASTERS

! Boys' and Youths’ Bcots Same Terms. Send 1/- G,HOPESTORE'S.RYF.'
MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE -

ONLY

Suits on easy
termsfrom 65/+

I 7N NI

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan System increase
your height. Wonderful results.
ticulars ‘and our £100 guarantee to“Enquiry Dept.,
A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4.

I TEACH DRAWING.BY POST

My method is logical and demonstrably successful. With the
natural ease with which a child acquires its Mother’s tongue, those
with the sincere desire to Draw can develop Sketching cnpabmty.
My qupecbu»ﬁa free Drawing Lesson in itself —describes Courses
for the new Beginner and the Advanced Student and ,gives an
abundance of evidence of successful teaching. 1If you send me a
Sketch ~ done by..yourself I will post you my free ILllustrated
Prospectus. — Percy V. Bradshaw, Principal, THE PRESS ART
SCHOOL (Dept. A.G.1), Tudor Hall Forest Hill, S.E.23. .

09 pERERGNL sTANES,, 2T 3RS O3 O

GULAR STAMPS
offer absolutely free.

24-Page DUPLICATE ALBU

An extraordinary Just requesr, our

:
!

famous Ltppromla on a p.c., when this fine parcel will be sent
per return.
LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Road, LIVERPOO

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE

Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will learn how to rid yourself
of such a terrible affliction free of charge. Enclose stamp.

Address in rrmﬁ:l(‘nce T. J. TEMPLE, Specialist, *“Palace House,”
128,- Shaftesbury Avenue, LONDON, W.1.
£2 00 WORTH -~ CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. — Samples
catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any photo,sd —
,HAGKETT S WORKS July Road, LIVERPOOL.

o Tt s i vﬁa

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
.- PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER .
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”
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Send P.C. for par- _




