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CHAPTER 1.
Levison’s Goal !

« EVISON !”
“On the ball!”

“Bravo ¥’

Little Side, at St. Jim’s, was in a roar.

It was a House match; and at St. Jim’s House
matches were keenly contested. Senior House matches
were important affairs; but jumior House matches,
according to the Lower School, at least, were the
“goods.” And in this particular junior House match

Tue Gem LiBRARY.~—No. 1,031,

COMPLETE »SCHOOL STORY FEATURING—

Good-bye to St
Jim's—good-
bye to all his
old chwms, is
the parting in
front of Ernmest
Levison. but
before he leares
his old scheol,
Levison once
more proves
his worth on the
footer field.
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Tom Merry & Co. had found themselves rather up
against it. :

Tom Merry never failed to put a good team into theé
field for the School House. But Figgins, of the Fourth,
seldom or mnever failed to do as much for the New
House. .

On this occasion the School House had started with
the fixed intention of mopping up the earth with
Figgins & Co. of the New House. As a matter of fact,
they always started a game with that intention, which
often materialised, but sometimes didn’t.

On the present occasion it didn’t.

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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Instead of being the moppers, the School House foot-
ballers were, so to speak, the moppees.

The. New House were in amazing form. Never had
Figgins, their best forward, so much resembled a flash
of lightning in his movements. Never had Kerr, in the
half-way line, made himself so wonderfully uscful.
Never had Fatty Wynn, in goal, been such a tower of
strength. At half-time the New House were one up to

nil, and in the interval Tom Merry told his men that .

they would have to pull up their socks.

Pulling up their socks, however, did not seem to
produce much effect in the second half. Figgins added
a goal amid cheers from the New House, who thronged
round the ground in an enthusiastic mob. And when
the School House forwards did get through, it was only
to find Fatty Wynn absolutely impregnable in his
citadel putting “paid ” to all their attempts with a

- cheery grin on his plump face.

So when luck came Levison’s way therc was a roar
from the mob of School House men on Little Side.

Levison of the Fourth, in the Sechool House team,
was at the top of his form, and when he was at his
best he was very, very good. He had had little chance
litherto; but when his chance came he made the most
of it. From every School House throat came a roar as
Ernest Levison, in possession of the leather, raced it up
the field, winding round New House men as if by magic
an rushing down on goal. Tom Merry, speeding up to
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take a pass, was bowled over—Blake was on his back,
gazing at the October sky, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
was nowhere, and Talbot of the Shell next to nowhere
—but Levison looked like having all things in _his
hands. He left Kerr gasping on the ground, he beat
the backs as if they were wooden images instead of
active footballers, and he drove in the:leather with a
shot that ncarly caught cven David Llewellyn Wynn
napping. And. the School House roared wildly.

“Levison ! Levison!”

“Good man, Levison !”

“Shoot! Shoot!” )

Frank Levison, of the Third, was watching with all
his eyes. Had Frank possessed as many eyes as Argus
they “would all have been fixed on his brother at that
moment. He scarcely breathed. His comrades of the
Third, Wally D’Arcy and Reggic Manners, were yelling; -
but Frank was too excited to yell. He could only gaze.

Fatty Wynn bagged the leather in the nick of time.
There was a gasp of relief from the New House crowd,
almost a groan from the mob of School House men.
And then Fatty, for once in his goalkeeping carcer,
made a slight error of judgment. He stepped out to
clear; and with two backs fairly jumping in on
Levison it seemed easy enough. -

But .

There was a “but.”

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,031,
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As if moved by a hidden spring, Levison, with the
New House backs touching him, leaped at the New
House goalkeeper.

Crash ! )

Before Fatty Wynn knew what was happening—he
had a vague impression that it was an earthquake—he
was crashing back into his citadel and the ball was
landed—as well as Fatty Wynn,

Levison went down heavily,

But the ball was safe. And from all ke School
House crowd burst a terrific roar:

“Goal I”

“Goal, goal, goal!”

“School House! School House !™

**Hurrah !”

“Oh, good!” gasped Levisen minor.
O, ripping! Oh, gorgeous! Ernest!
Hurrah 17

“Goal !” roared Wally of the Third enthusiastically.
“Goal! Good man, Levison!” 'Then Wally of the
Third turned {o Frank. “Shut up, you young ass!” he
added.

“Eh—what?” gasped Frank. .

“‘Shut up with your Ernest!” said Wally witheringly.

“Oh, rats!”

“Look here, young Levison ¥

“Goal!” roared Levison minor.
Ernest! Goal!”

“Some goal that!” yawned Cardew of the Fourth,
who ‘was %ooking on with his hands in his pockets.
“Our " jolly old Housc is looking up! Franky, my
excellent and enthusiastic young friend, your brother
is in great form !’

“Isn’t he?” exclaimed Frank, with sparkling eyes.

“Not had,” .said Reggie Manners. ’

“Not bad?” repeated Frank.
young ass ?

“Goal!” the School House men
Goal !

PFatty Wynn, in the New House citadel, looked rather
rucful. It was a goal for the rival House, there was
no doubt about that; and David Llewellyn Wynn had
fully intended Tom Merry & Co. to finish with a blank
sheet. But Levison of the Fourth, as he picked himself
up, sank back again; and the School House cheering
died down a liftle as Tom Merry and Blake were scen
to pick up the successful goal-getter.

“He’s hurt,” said somebody.

Levison minor’s enthusiastic face became suddenly
grave-and troubled. Wally and Reggie grinned as they
saw it.

They were good chums to Levison minor; but they
never pretended to take his devotion to his brother in
anything but a comic spirit. Family affection was a
good thing in its way, Wally of the Third freely
admitted; for instance, he was quite sincerely attached

“Oh, splendid!
Ernest!

“Gloal! Well one,

“Why, you cheeky

roared. “Goal!

to his own major, the great Arthur Augustus, and

Reggie was more or less attached to Manners of the
Shell. But in the opinion of both the fags Frank over-
did it. He seemed to believe that Levison of the .
Fourth was the -only pebble on the beach. And that,
in Wally’s opinion, was rot; there were lots of pebbles
on the beach.

“Oh, he’s hurt !” gasped Frank, -

“Little pain in his little toe!” said Reggie. “‘Let’s
ery 1 - -

“Lend me a hanky ™ sobbed Wally.

Cardew grinned.

But Frank did not heed them. He could barely
restrain himself from rushing on the football field and
hurrying to his major. Clive of the Fourth, who was
playing centre-half for the School House, ran up to lend
a hand with Levison. The game had had to stop; it
was clear that Levison was hurt, and that it was
something more than a little pain in his little toe, as
Manners minor had humorously expressed it.

“Oh!” murmured Frank, unconsciously aloud. “Oh,
Ernest |

“Shut up, you young ass!” eaid Wally. “Never seen
a man damaged at footer before? You Levisons ought
to play marbles -

*“Or hop-scotch !” suggested Reggie,

With Tom Merry on one side of him and Clive on the

Tue GeEM LiBRARY.—No. 1,031,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 24,

other, Levison of the Fourth imped off the field. His
face was whife and his lips rather hard eet. He was
not the fellow to show his feelirigs if he could help it,
but anyone could have secn that ke was in pain,

“I'm sorry, Tom Merry,” he said. “I know it’s
rotten ! But I ean’t go on, My ankle—ow! I’'m really
sorry i

“You've bagged the goal!” amswered Tom Merry
cheerily. *“We shall miss you, old man—but you’'ve
given us our only goal! We looked like being wiped
out, with nothing to show., I’'m awfully sorry you're
hurt.”

“That’s nothing ! Only youw’!l be a man short.™

“Why grouse?” said Tom. “Can’t be helped. Here,
some fellows to help Levison back to the House.”

In a second Frank was at his brother’s side. Cardew
reached him a moment later,

The footballers went back into the field.

It had been a great goal, and the School House had
needed it badly. Whether it was worth the loss of
Levison from the team was another matter; but that was
a thing that could not be helped. Anyhow, it was a goal,
and it had broken the run of bad luck for the School
House. The whistle went, and play was resumed. And
Levison was left leaning rather hard on Cardew’s
shoulder.

“Feel bad?” murmured Cardew.

“It’s my ankle. One of the New House backs Tanded
his hoof on it. Accident, of course. I ean stand it,
but—help me a bit.?

“You bet/? :

“I'm going to help you, Ernest,” whispered Frank.

“You stay here and watch the game, kid,” answered
Eruest Levison. “You can pick up a lot of tips from

watching a good game, and this is a good one. It’s all
right, kid. Nothing serious the matter !”
Frank nodded, and went back to his friends. He was

disappointed. But he was aware that Ernest was right.
At St. Jim's, as at most schools, a fellow was not
supposed to wear his heart upon hig sleeve; and there
were plenty of daws to peck at it if he did. Levison
mwinor continued to watch the House mateh, but his
thoughts were not in the foothall now, good game as’ it
was.

Levison limped back to the House, and in the
changing-room Cardew rubbed his damaged ankle with
embrocation,

“Better?”” he yawued.

“Tons,” answered Levison. “Don’t wasie any more
time on me, old fellow. Get back to the foothall
ground.” "

“Dear man, I'm not so jolly keen on watching footer,"
said Cardew. I only turned up because you and Clive
were in the team.”

“Clive’s still in it.”?

“Oh, all right!”

Ralph Reckness Cardew lounged lazily away.

Levison of the Fourth changed, his face twitching a
good deal as he felt severe twinges from his ankle.
Then, still limping a little, he made his way up to
Study No. 9 in the Fourth—slowly.

CBAPTER 2.
Trimble’s Taunt !
AGGY TRIMBLE jumped,
B Baggy was alarmed.
Baggy had cause to be alarmed.

On_ the occasion of a House match or any other
match, the spirit never moved Baggy Trimble to roll
down to the football field. Only when games practice
was compulsory did Baggy find himself there, But
House matches werc not unwelcome to Trimble of the
Fourth, all the same. Most of the fellows in beth
Houses turned up to play or to cheer, and the studies
werc left deserted. And Baggy Trimble had a pleasant
little way of rooting through studies that were deserted
like a lion seeking what he might devour,

This afternoon was Baggy’s lucky afternoon. 1In
Study No. 9, in the Fourth, he had found something

ood.,
gTwo fellows belonging to that study were in the
House team. The other member of the study could
have been in it also if he had not preferred to slack.
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But Cardew, though he did not care for the exertion of
a hotly-contested Soccer match, professed to be greatly
bucked by the distinction Levison and Clive were bring-
ing on the study. Not only had he taken the trouble
to turn up on Little Side, but he had laid in a spread
for tea, which he described as a feast for the conquering
heroes. His chums would have preferred to see him
lining up for his House, but Cardew could not oblige
them to that extent. Standing a feed in celebration of
their performances was much casier—quite casy, in
fact, to a fellow who had more money than was good
for him. So there was the spread—in the cupboard in
Study No. 9 which Cardew, with his usual carelessness,
had left unlocked. There it was—ample, cnticing, when
Baggy Trimble procceded on his voyage of discovery
among the deserted studies in the Fourth Form passage.

Cardew’s spread had been intended for seven or eight
fellows. Now it had vanished from human knowledge.

and he persnaded himself that he was enjoying himself
immensely.

And then—- :

What Baggy did not know about football would have
filled huge volumes to overflowing. But he knew that .
a match lasted at least ninety minutes. So he had felt
safe for at least that period of time. _ He had not
allowed for accidents.

Accidents. will happen, in the best-regulated Soccer
matches. The cne that had occurred in the House
match was unfortunate for Lcvison, unfortunate for
Tom Merry, unfortunate for the House; but it was
particularly unfortunate for Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth Form.

For it brought Ernest Levison to the door of Study.
No. 9, while Baggy was still sprawling in Cardew’s
armchair, smoking Cardew's cigarettes, with the study
table still covered with the wreckage of the feast.

Levison stood in the doorway of his study, staring blankly at

cupboard door was opsn.
Levison.

V&

AT ey

Where Trimble had put it was a mystery.

But in this line, if in no other, Trimble of the Fourth
was a great man. In this line he eould do what no
other fellow could do. Even Fatty Wynn, of the New
House, could only regard him with admiring despair.
Trimble had negotiated that feed in ease and comfort,
secure in the knowledge that a Soccer match lasted
ninely minutes, and that he had, therefore, lots of time
to dispose of Cardew’s good things and take a little rest
afterwards in the particularly easy armchair that
belonged to the dandy of the Fourth. Having devoured
his.prey, as it were, Trimble unfastened scveral buttons
of his ‘ample waistcoat—even Trimble was feeling his
exertions a little—and stretched his fat limbs in the
armchair. Now he was smoking cigarettes of an expen-
sive brand, which belonged, of course, to Cardew; no
other fellow in the study was likely to possess such
stuff. As a matter of absolute fact, Baggy did not
enjoy the cigarettes, but he felt very daring and
doggish as he sprawled in the armchair smoking them,

“You've raided Cardew’s grub!"’

" iV

Baggy Trimble, who had jumped up from the armchair.
On the etudy table were the remains of a feast, and the
‘¢ You fat rascal !'' ejaculated

(See Chapter 2.)

A fEnusiiine
}!ﬂfltmmmu'" ,:

Baggy, as aforesaid, jumped.

Jumping was of no use to him, however. Levison of
the Fourth had arrived, and he stood in the doorway
staring at the fat Baggy.

Baggy stared back at him.

For some moments there was silence. Levison looked
at the table, covered with the remains of an extensive
feast, He glanced at the open door of the cupboard,
and finally his eyes fixed on Trimble, enveloping in a
cloud of cigarette-smoke.

And the expression that grew on Levison’s face was
well calculated to cause Trimble to feel alarmed.

“I—I say » stuttered Trimble.

“You fat rascal !”

“Oh, I say, you know

“You’ve raided Cardew’s spread.”

“I—I—I may have taken a snack,” admitted Trimble
cautiously. ‘ -

“That’s bad enough,” said Levison quietly. “But

Tue Gey Lisrary.—No. 1,031,
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yow're smoking in my study. How darc you smoke in
this study, you rascal?”

“Well, I like that!” spluttered Trimble.
have borrowed some of your cigarettes,” -

“I have no cigarettes here.” :

“Cardew’s, then. Not yours, I dare say; you couldn’t
afford expensive cigarettes!” sneered Trimble. *Any-
how, I found them in the study.”

Levison compressed his lips. .

There had been a time when Levison of the Fourth
had been a reckless scapegrace like Cardew, and the
recollection of that time made him very patient with
his unthinking study-mate. - He had mno doubt that
Trimble’s statement was correct; that he had found the
smokes in the study, and that they belonged to Ralph
Reckness Cardew. But that did not decrease his anger;
it rather intensified it: He could bear with Cardew’s
reckless ways; but he was not called upon to bear with
the dingy blackguardism of a fatuous young rascal
like Baggy Trimble.

He advanced into the study, and the look on his face
made Baggy spring out of the armchair,

“Look here, you know, you keep off |” gasped Baggy.

11 leave it to Cardew to deal with you for bagging
his feed !” said Levison grimly. “But I'm going to deal
with you for smoking in my study, you fat rotter!”

“Keep off !” yelled Trimble.

He dodged round the study table, with Levison in
pursuit, .

Levison stopped suddenly, with an exclamation of

“I may

pain. He had forgotten his erocked ankle, but hé was

reminded of it very sharply. 4

“I—I say, you know, you keep off.! gasped Trimble,
with the table between him and Levison.. “Talk.about
smoking in this study! Cardew smokes in it. ‘Why,
these are his fags! Don’t you put on airs with me,
Levison. You lay a finger on me and I'll go to the
Housemaster. Mr. Railton will be interested to know
about cigarettes in a fellow’s study. Yah!”

Levison did not answer. He stood leaning on the
table, his face pale with pain,

Baggy Trimble rattled on victoriously. .

“You keep your paws off a fellow! ~Perhaps I did
help myself to the grub. You never paid for it, any-
how. You couldn’t stand a bone to a dog, you couldn’t.
Hard-up rotter! Yah!” :

Levison stared at him across the table.

“What do you mean, you fat idiot?” he asked, more
surprised than angry.

Trimble grinned, - .

“I know something about you ! he jeered.

“You burbling ass!” "y .

“Yike me to tell all the fellows?” sneered Trimble,

“You unspeakable idiot, there’s nothing you can
tell the fellows that I should mind

“Qan it 1” said Trimble derisively. “I know what I
know, I can jolly well tell you! Not that I'm_the
fellow to tell talés or repeat what I heard by accident.
Very likely the Head wouldn’t believe that I heard him

by sheer chance. He's suspicious. S;(ii;uif yciu’gﬂgetfﬁz

be eivil. You'd hear a lot about
fellows.” .

« About what, you chump?” roared Levison, utterly
mystified. :
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not make a break for the door with the stump so close
behind, and he did not find it easy to keep the table
between him and Levison. But for Levison’s crocked
ankle he would have found it impossible. As it was,
however, Baggy succeeded in keeping out of reach,
though he was panting and gasping with his exertions.

“You fat rotter!” gasped Levison, stopping at last.
Levison was mnot a bad-tempered fellow, but the
impudence of the fat junior, added to the pain in his
ankle, made him decidedly angry now, and Baggy
would have suffered considerably had Levison got near
him with the stump. Baggy stopped also, and grinned
at him across the table. He realised by this time that
Levison ‘was crocked, and it made him more cheeky and
confident,

“You keep off with that stump,” he said. ““For two
pins I'd come round the table and thrash you :i”

“You—you——" gasped Levison.

“I could do it,” said Baggy valorously. “But ycu
ain’t worth a fellow soiling his hands on—a poveriy-
stricken bounder! You and your minor! Yah! You
won’t be at this school much longer, that’s a comfert.
I shan’t miss you, for one!”

“Are you mad?”’ exclaimed Levison.

“ Yah !.‘,

“What on earth’s put it into your head that I'm
leaving ?” demanded Levison of the Fourth,

“Oh, come off I” jeered Baggy. “Of course you're
leaving if your people can’t afford to keep you here.
He, he, he!”

Levison compressed his lips.

He started the circumnavigation of the study table
again, but his ankle twinged horribly and he had to
stop. Just then there were steps in the passage, ansl
Levison called out: .

“Here, come in here, wiil you!”

Herries of the Fourth put a surprised face into ihe
doorway.

“What?” he began.

“Collar that fat pig for me, Herries'!” gasped
Levison. “He’s raided my study and I'm crocked.”

“Any old thing,” grinned Herries,

“Here, you keep off !” yelled Trimble.

But George Herries did not keep off. He strode into
the study and grasped the fat junior in a muscular
grasp.’ -

“Bagging a free feed—what?” le asked genially.
“Well, after the feast comes the reckoning!”

It came.

. As Baggy wriggled spasmodically in the grasp of

" Herries, Levison reached him with the stump.

Whack !

“Yaroooooh !

Whack ! Whack!

“Yoo000000000p !’

“That will do!” gasped Levison. “Cardew will give
you some more, you fat scoundrel! Now cuti”

Herries released the fat Fourth-Former,

“Hook it !” he grinned,

“Yow-ow-ow !’ o

Baggy Trimble staggered to the door. He was hut,
and he was enraged. It was in his power to give away
the smoker of Study No. 9 to the Housemaster—and in

spite of that he had been stumped!

Trimble winked. - o

“You don’t know, of course?” he
jeered. ) ’ -

“Y haven’t the least idea what you
are burbling about, you fat dummy

“Oh, come off!” said Trimble.-
“Tell that to the Marines, you know. 1.
You can’t stuff me. Look here!
One good turn deserves another. I'm
not going to give you away if you're 3.
decent. Let’s call it quits about the 4
feed and I'1l say nothing. There!” )

Levison glanced round the study
and picked up a cricket stump. 6.

Trimble backed away in alarm as 7.
the Fourth-Former reached across the
table with that weapon.

Levison limped round the faldle 9..
after him. Baggy backed round it, -

SOLUTION OF LAST WEEK'S
« HIDDEN NAMES” PUZZLE!

Frank Levison. *

2. Edgar Lawrence.

3. George Figgins.
George Alfred Grundy.
5. James Monteith.
Reggie Manners.

Toby Marsh.

8. Percy. Mellish.

Robert Arthur Digby.

No doubt Levison considered that the
fat Baggy would not dare to speak
| to the Housemaster for fear of the
consequences. And, mo doubt, Levi-
son was right on that point. Baggy
glared back into the study before he
departed, his fat face red with rage.

“Yah! You hard-up cad!”

“Get out!” snapped Levison.

“Yah! Charity!” yelled Trimble,

“What?”? i

“Charity cad !

And with that Baggy Trimble fled
down the passage before the stump
could reach him again.

Levison stood staring after him
blankly. . .

Herries gave Levison a curious

very weary and onhis guard. He dared

look.
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into Study No. 9
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" “What did the fat duffer mean by that?” he asked.

“Blessed if I know, unless he’s going off his rocker !”
said Levison, in wonder.

“Tll go after him and kick him,” said Herrics
generously. -

And he went. And a wild yell that was audible a
few minutes later in the Fourth Form passage indicated
that he had kept his word.

Ernest Levison did not heed it.

He had thrown the stump aside and sunk down in the
armchair lately vacated by Trimble. A strange, dark
expression was on his face.

What did Trimble mean?

He could have meant nothing. And yet—yet the
fatunous fellow could not have thought of that bitter
word, charity, without something to “go” upon. He
must have meant something. And, apparently, it was
founded upon something he had heard the Head say—
Baggy being a past-master in the art of gaining sur-

“Rely on me,” said Levison.

Tom Merry nodded and went off to join Manners and
Lowther for tea in Study No. 10 in the Shell. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy put his aristocratic visage and his
glittering eyeglass into the doorway a minute after the
captain of the Shell was gone.

“Feelin’ bettah, old bean?” inquired Gussy.
“Yes, thanks:”

“That was a wippin’ goal, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus. “Unluckily, it was our only goal; the New
House beat us. I did not expect that wesult. I fully
intended to take at least ome goal myself. Somehow, it
did not come off.”

“These things don’t always come off,” suggested

~ Levison with a smile.

“Yaas, wathah! Football is a vewy uncertain game.
I pointed that out to Figgins. I asked him if he was
not astonished at the wesult of the match, beatin’ our

House two to one. He said

keyholes and round corners.
What could the Head have
said that put such an idea
into Trimble’s fat and
fatuous brain?

Levison of the Fourth sat
in painful and perplexed
thought until he was roused
from gloomy meditation by
the tramp of many feet and
the buzz of many voices as
the cheery footballers came
back to the House after the
match. ;

reptitious information at
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CHAPTER 3.
" After the Mateh! -

; with ruddy, cheerful
face. 1
Levison glanced up ana
forced a smile.
“How’s the old
asked Tom.
“Oh, not so bad, thanks!”
Tom Merry laughed.
“You'd say that if it was
nearly dropping off,” he

leg?”
our readers to solve.

will appear next week.

said.  “Look after it, old 2. Do charm old chorister.
chap! We can’t have you 3. Am unwilling.
crocked when the Grey- 4. Pilfer—I've help.
friars men come along next 5. Drawler chap.
week 1” 9 E;iail bro?cfh, .lKerr.
“You want me for the . Latcher of Irail, _

Greyfriars mateh?” asked 8. Jolly mule—yell *“ Murder!

1 9. Yank—Vac.—mule trip.

Levison, with a sparkle in

SOLVE THESE

ANAGRAMS ? ‘

WE print below a further selection of ** Anagrams " for

well-known characters at St. Jim's. See how many names
you can find, and watch for the correct solutions, which

1. ** THE GEM " to our lawn !

that the only astonishin’
thing about it was beatin’
us two to onc instead of
thwee or four to ome. I
wegarded that wemark as
absolutely asinine.”

“ Absolutely !”
Levison.

“The New House men are
sayin’ that Tom Mewwy
will have to put at least six
of their cwowd into the St.
Jim’s team for the match
with Gweyfwiahs next week
aftal this. Fwightful check,
you know.”

“Frightfull” agreed
j Levison.

“I twust you will be fit
for the match next week,
Levison. But if not, don’t
wowwy. I shall be there.”

“Then I won't worry!”
grinned Levison.

assented

The following sentences, when cor- “'Ehat’s wight, deah
rectly transposed, will be found to form the names of boy.
And  Arthur Augustus

sailed majestically away.
But he was not the last
visitor: The fellow who had
taken the only School House
goal in the junior House
match was a fellow whom
the footballing fraternity
delighted to honour. Blake
came along, and Talbot of
the Shell, and Xangaroo,

his eyes.

“What do you think?” asked Tom emphatically.
“After the form you showed to-day, we couldn’t spare
you. Youw'll have to turn up if you come along on
crutches.”

Levison laughed.

“I shall be all right,” ke said. “This old ankle will
he as sound as a bell to-morrow, or the day after. It
was only a kick, anyhow. I shall be jolly glad to
play against Greyfriars.”

“Your old school?” said Tom with a smile.

“Yes, all the more for that reason,” said Levison. “I
wasn’t much in the way of games when I was at Grey-
friars, and I rather like the fellows to see that I've
improved a bit since I left.” ,

“I fancy they’ll find a rather surprising improve-
ment,” said Tom Merry. “Whartor will go into mourn-
ing for losing you from his team., Mind you're fit, old
man. I’d as soon leave out Talbot of the Shell as you.”

and other fellows; and
Figgins of the New House looked in to sce ]1qw ﬂle “old
leg ” was getting along. Like Gussy, Figgins told
Levison not to worry.

“Lots of New House men ready for Greyfriars next
week, if you’re crocked,” said Figgins comfortingly.

“That’s good!” said Levison gravely. “But I shan't
be crocked.”

“You put in a jolly good goal to-day,” said Figgins.
“A bit of a fluke, perhaps—"

“Not on your life [” drawled a quiet voice, as Cardew
came into the study with Clive.

Figgins stared at the dandy of the Fourth.

“What the thump do you know about Socccr?” he
asked.

“TLots I” answered Cardew. “I know a fluke goal when
I see one. I saw two this afternoon.”

“What?” ejaculated Figgins. .
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,031,
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“Both to the credit of the New House,” said Cardew
gravely.
be splendid men at Soecer if you could play football.
What ?” .

Figgins gave the dandy of the Fourth an expressive
look and stalked away, leaving Study No. 9 grinning.

" These New House men get awfully bucked over a
little win!” yawned Cardew. “I almost wish I had
played myself for the House! But perhaps the result

would have been the same.” .

- “No perhaps about it,” said Clive. “If you want
to kick goals, youwll have to give up slacking and
cigarettes.” .

“How fortunate that I don’t want to, then ¥ drawled
Cardew. “But leavin’ the absorbin’ and enthrallin’
topic of cricket—I mean football—what about tea? If
I don’t know how to kick goals, I know how to select
really “excellent comestibles at the tuckshop, and ‘in
that humble line I have been makin’ myself useful.”

‘f%{i has Trimble,” said Levison. “The grub’s gone.”

#Oh 1

“Not a fragment left. And T found him lere smoking
your cigarettes to wind up.” -

“What a neck ! said Cardew. “So the promised feast
Las gone from our gaze like a beautiful dream. .And
T've asked four or five fellows.”

“Look here, it’s time that fat villain was given a
lesson about raiding study cupboards!” growled Clive.
“T'm-jolly hungry.” -

“I could toy with a tempting morsel myself !” said
Cardew. “But I think I will take that stump and toy
with Trimble first. Suppose you trot down to the.tuck-
shop, Clivey, and ask the worthy Mrs. Taggles to
repeat the order? She will know whaT that means—a
very intelligent old lady. While you're bringing home
the plunder, I'll interview Trimble.and endeavour to
impress upon his mind that he must not disappoint
hungry footballers coming in famished after a game.”

“Good I” assented -Sidney Clive. :

The South African junior left the study. Cardew
picked up the stump, of which Baggy Trimble had
already felt the weight, and tucked it under his arm.
A rather timid face looked in at the door.

“I say, Ernie——"

“.ICome in, kid " said Tevison of the Fourth with a
smile.

“Yes, trot in,” said Cardew, as Levison minor entered
Study No. 9. “The interestin’ invalid is progressin’
favourably. Keep him company tiil I come back after

slaughterin’ Trimble, and after that, may we have the’

honour of your distinguished company to tca? That
is, of course, unless there is some noble feast toward
in the halls of the Third?”

Frank looked at his brother.

“Tea with us, kid,” said Levison.

*“Yes, rather,” answered the fag at ouce.

"By the way, have you seen Trimble, Franky ?” in-
quired Cardew. “I’'m goin’ to take the trouble to kill
hinz, but I don’t want the trouble of huntin’ for him
tirst.” :

Levison minor laughed.

" He was going into Tom Merry’s study as I came
up,” he answered.

“Many thanks! I'll drop in on Thomas !’

. Cardew left Study No 9, with the stump tucked under
lis arm.

“How’s the leg, Ernie?” asked Frank.

“Getting on all right;” answered Levison with a smile.
“Nothing to make a song about. By the way——"

He paused.

-"Yes ?!’

“Have you heard from home ?”

“No,” said Frank. “I was going to ask you to lend
me half-a-crown, Ernie; I never got my allowance last
week. The pater seems to have forgotten.”

““Same here,” said Ernest. “I’ve written home, but 1
haven’t had an answer yet. Here’s the coin.”

Frank slipped the half-crown into his -pocket.

“Settle when the allowance comes,” he said.

“That’s all right.”

“I had a jolly good mind to punch that fat bounder
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Trimble when I passed him in the passage,” said the
fag. o
g]aevisou of the Fourth raised his eyebrows.

“Why ?” he asked.

“Well, he looked at me.”

“A cat may look at a king, Frank; and you mustn't
punch the Fourth, you know. Xeep that for the Third.”

“I know. But he had a nasty sneering grin on, and
T did want to knock it off,” said Frank. “I could lick
Trimble, Fourth Form man as he is.” B

“1 dare say you could; but you mustn't. Let hiin
grin ! said Levison; but his brow was troubled.

“It’s rather odd not hearing from home,” said Frank.
“Can’t be anything wrong there, Ernie?”

“Doris would have written in that casec.”

“Yes, of course.”

“But——" Levison broke off,
“But what, Ernie?”
“Nothing. Here comes Clive with the grub. Make .

yourself useful, kid. I'm crocked, you know !”
" What-ho !” said Frank cheerily. .
And the fag proceeded to make himself useful in
getting tea ready in Study No. 9, and for the time he
did not notice the cloud that had settled on his brother’s
face.

CHAPTER 4.
A Thrashing for Trimble !

¢« UTSIDE !”
O Monty Lowther’s remark could not be called
polite.” But St. Jim’s fellows seldom wasted
mueh politeness on Baggy Trimble when he butted into
a study at tea-time.

‘‘Shift 1” said Manners of the Shell. He had no more
politeness than Monty to waste on Baggy.
~ “Shut the door after you!” added Tom Merry.

Baggy Trimble did not get outside,-and he did not
shift. He shut the door after him, but he remained on
the inner side of the door.

“I haven’t come to tea, you chaps,” he said.

“You haven’t,” agreed Lowther. “You jolly well
think you have, but you haven’t! Travel ! .

“I suppose a fellow can drop into a fellow’s study*”
exclaimed Baggy warmly.

“That depends. He’s liable to be dropped out again
on his neck if he does. Are you going on your feet or
on your mneck?” inquired Lowther.

“How did the match go?? asked Trimble,

. Eh??’

“ What?”

“Which ?”

The Terrible Three, of the Shell, all ejaculated
together. This was the first time on record that Baggy
Trimble had displayed any interest in the result of a
House match.

“Beat the New House, of course?” asked Baggy.

“As a matter of fact, the New House beat us,” said
Tom.

“For once,” added Manners.

“Just by way of a change,” said Lowther.
do you want to know for, you fat fraud?
bheen making a bet on it?”

“Well, you fellows know I'm keen on foothall,” said
Trimble. .

“Ye gods!”

“Tell me all about it,” said Baggy. “You've jawcd
me sometimes for not taking any interest in games.
Well, now I’m taking an interest. Let’s hear something
about that House match.”

“You could have watched it if you'd liked,” said
Tom Merry, rather perplexed by Baggy's sudden
interest in Soccer.

“I had a rather important engagement,” explained
Trimble. “I was detained elsewhere—something I
couldn’t possibly miss. But I'm really awfully keen to
know how you fellows got on.”

“Well, my hat!” said Tom.

“I think I can guess how the wind blows,” said

Ma'nners’ grimly, “Who’s after you, Trimble?”
“Eh?2

“But what
Have you

“Oh, that’s it!” exclaimed Tom, bursting inte a
laugh. “The fat bounder is taking cover in this study.
Might have guessed it 2 ‘ .
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#Well, you see, that—that beast, Knox of the Sixth,
wants to see me,” stammered Trimble. “I—I don’t
want to see him !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can hide in here if you like, if you don’t talk,”
said the captain of the Shell, laughing.

“Thanks, old chap! I—I’d rather not meet Cutts of
the Fifth at the present moment !”

“Eh? It was Knox of the Sixth a minute ago!”

“I—I mean Knox of the Sixth. The fact is—"

Tap !

“Come in!” ecalled out Tom Merry.

The door of Study No. 10 in the Shell opened, and
Ralph Reckness Cardew glanced in. Baggy Trimble,
with wonderful celerity, had backed behind the opening
door and was not immediately visible.

“Lxcuse my buttin® in, old beans,” said Cardew
gracefully. “I’'m lookin’ for a burglar.”

“A burglar in the daylight? What the thump——"

“A fat and flabby burglar, as broad as he is long.”

“Oh, Trimble !”

“I sce you recognise the description. The fat villain

,’;_\\)

Els

“Anybody know what this idiot is burbling about?”
he inquired,

“Ask me another!” said Tom, staring at the fat
Baggy in wonder. “Secms to me to be wandering in Lis
mind.”

“Has he one to wander in?” queried Monty Lowther.

“Mind, I mean it,” said Trimble. “You let it drop
about the feed and I'll keep it dark about Levison. I
haven’t told anybody, so far. I may have said some-
thing to Racke of the Shell, but he promised to keep
the secret. So did Tompkins when I told him. But I
can jolly well teil you that Levison will be sorry for
it if you touch me with that stump.”

Baggy Trimble stopped and glared across the table at Levison. Now' he realised that Levison was lame, his courage came

back. f* You keep off with that stump,’’ said Baggy.

cleared out my study of grub this afternoon while I
was puttin’ in an exhaustin’ time watchin’ the House

match ! This isn’t his first offence, and this time I'm
goin’ to kill him! Seen the beast?”
“Oh dear!”

It was an involuntary ejaculation of dismay from
behind the door.

“Do you fellows keep pigs in this study?®” asked
Cardew, )

“Eh? No, ass!?

“Then that must have been Trimble !”

Cardew slammed the study door, and Baggy was
revealed. The fat pilferer of study cupboards eyed
Cardew with great dismay and apprehension. He knew
what the stump under Cardew’s arm meant.

“You fellows got any objection to my killin’ a pig
in your study?” asked Cardew.

“None in the world,” said Lowther. “Go ahead!”

“I—I say, look here, you know,” stammered. Trimble.
“You keep off, Cardew. I never touched your spread.
It’s all a mistake. Besides, one good turn deserves
another. I told Levison I'd keep it all dark if nothing
was said about that feed. Levison’s your pal, you
know.”

-Cardew gazed at him.

“ For two pins, I'd come round and thrash you!*' (See Chapter 2.)

“And why?” asked Cardew.

“Well, T suppose he doesn’t want the whole school to
know about it, does he?” demanded Trimble.

“About what, you frabjous fathead?”

“What on earth has the fat idiot got into his noddle
now ?” asked Manners.

“Fatty degeneration of the brain!” suggested Monty
Lowther.

“I’ll. leave -these fellows to judge,” said Baggy.
“They’rc friends of Levison’s, and they’ll keep it dark.
One good turn deserves amother. You stop raking up
that sordid story about grub, and I'll keep it dark
.about Levison being hard-up and his fees here not being
paid, and all that. It stands to reason that Levison
would rather the whole House didn’t know. What do
you think, Tom Merry?” '

Tom stared at him.

“TI think you’re a more cheeky and lying worm than
I supposed !” he answered. ‘“How dare you say that
Levison is here without his fees being paid?”

“How dare the Head say so, do you mean?” snecred
Trimble.

“The Head certainly has never said so.”

“If you’d heard him talking to Mr. Railton yesterday
you'd sing a different tune.”
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“I hope I shall never hear a private conversation
between Dr, Holmes and the Housemaster,” said Tom
contemptuously. “I suppose you've heen eavesdropping,
and you’ve caught something or other wrong and mixed
it up somehow, you eavesdropping cad !”

“I know what I know !” jeercd Trimble. “They were
talking about the House accounts, and I had stopped
just near the study door to—to fasten a stud. The Head
said quite plainly that Mr. Levison hadn’t sent the
cheque for ‘the fees of either of his sons this term.
And we'we zlose on the half-term now; and a fellow’s
pater nevet leaves it so late. The Levisons are hard-up,
of course, and my idea is that Levison will have to go.
The Head can’t keep him here on charity. I think—
yarooooooh !”

Cardew had listened in blank astonishment. But he
now woke up as it were all of a sudden. He made a
spring at Baggy and grasped him .and whirled him
across a chair.

The stump rose and fell.

Pt rose rapidly and fell with terrific vim. .

Probably Baggy Trimble’s punishment would have
beecn light, for Cardew was only half in earnest in seek-
ing the fat pilferer, stump in hand, but for the fatuous
Baggy’s statements concerning Levison,

It was not for raiding the study spread, but for
what he had said of Ernest ‘Levison, that Cardew was
now punishing the fat junior. On account of the raided
spread a few flicks would have sufficed. Now the hapless
Baggy was getting terrific swipes, and the stump fairly
rang on his tight trousers.

Baggy Trimble’s yells rang the length of the Shell
passage and beyond.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Yoop! Help! Yarooop! Oh crumbs! Ooocooh

“There, you fat cad !” gasped Cardew. “Take that—
and that—and that—and that—and that— >

Tom Merry. caught Cardew’s arm at last and stopped
the stump as it was descending for about the twenticth
time.

Cardew gave him a fierce look.

“Let go I he snapped.

“Cheese it, old man!” said Tom good-humouredly.
“Enough’s as good as a feast, you know.”

“You heard what he said about Levison.”

“Yes; but you éan’t kill even Baggy, you know.”

“Yarooh! Leggo! Yow-ow-ow [”

Cardew gritted his teeth. ~ .

“The fat cad has made up this rotten yarn—he’s
always spinning some sneaking yarn about somebody !
He’s got to learn to leave my study alone when he
makes up his fairy tales ”

“Yaroogh! It’s true! Oh dear! Leggo !”

“Shut up, Trimble, you fat idiot” said Tom. “Let
him alone, Cardew. I {ell you he’s had cnough.”

“He hasn’t!” roared Cardew furiously.

“Ask Trimble I” suggested Monty Lowther. “Trimble
is bound to know. MHave you had enough, 'T'rimble ?”

“Yarooogh !”

“The answer is in the affirmative,” said Lowther.
“Chuck it, Cardew. Don’t be a brute, you know.”

“Leggo I” yelled Trimble.

“He’s not had enough !” said Cardew savagely.
goin’ to lick the fat cad till he can’t crawl !”

“Yow-ow-ow I”

“You're not,” said Tom Merry coolly, and lLe pushed
the dandy of the Fourth back, forcing him to release
Trimble. “Now cut, Baggy, you rascal !”

Baggy Trimble did not need telling twice. He cut
so quickly that he vanished like a flash of lightning.
He went down the Shell passage as if he were on the
cinder-path.

Cardew made a fierce movement; but tle captain of
the Shell was in the way. For a moment the dandy
of the Fourth locked as if he would spring at Tom
Merry, and Tom Merry stood on his guard, cool and
determined. But in a moment more the excitement
faded from Cardew’s face, and hLe was his ccol and
careless self again.

“Good gad!” Do you know, I believe T lost my temper
with that fat cad !” he drawled.

“Not much doubt about that,” said Tom dryly.

“Shockin’ bad form, losin’ one’s temper ™" sighed
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Cardew. “My mistake! I apelogise for bein’ guilty of
%‘uch ‘a display- of exceedin’ bad taste in your study.
a-ta 1” '

And Ralph Reckness Cardew lounged away. ’

Toms Merry shut the door after Lim. The Terrible
Three exchanged rather curious looks.

“Only a yarn of that fat idiot’s, of course,” said Tom,
but he spoke rather slowly. “He deserved a licking.
But Cardew was piling it on rather too thick.”

“Only a yarn, of course,” said Manuers. “Anyhow,
I hope Levison isn’t in for any bad luck.” .

“Baggy heard something, and got it wrong,” said
Lowther.

“That’s it,” said Tom. “Anyhow, I hope so.” .
But he was rather thoughtful over tea. Someho
or other, there had been a ring of. truth in what
Trimble had stated; and, unwilling as they were to
believe it, the chums of the Shell could not Lielp think-
ing that it looked as if all was not well with Levison

of the Fourth.

. CHAPTER 5.
Gussy Means Well !
RNEST LEVISON bhad a rather thoughtful
E expression upon his face the following day.

He was still limping a little; the bruise on
his ankle, though he made light of it, was still painful
and caused him some trouble. .

But it was not that that made him thoughtful and
unusually silent; though, as a matter of fact, he never
was a fellow to talk very much.

Trimble’s taunt was lingering in his mind.

For Trimble himself, and his opinion, Levison did not
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care a straw; he did not even take the trouble to
despise the fat and fatuous Baggy. It was his con-
sciousness that there was something behind the taunt
that troubled him. L

More than once, during that term at St. Jim’s,
Levison had had a vague feeling that all was not well
with the people at home.

His father’s letters were few and brief; and although
they told of no trquble, it scemed to Levison that, read-
ing between’ the lines, he gathered a hint that Mr.
Levison was not easy in his mind.

Now the allowances due to himseclf and his brother
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were pycrdue, and in such matters Mr. Levisén™ had
always. been punctiliously “careful: And  there ' had
undoubtedly been no extra “tips” that term. )

It had crossed Levison’s mind oncé or twice that there
miglit be money troubles. at-home. y .

He knew little of his father’s financial affairs; but
so far as he knew, his family were comfortably off. Bat
he knew that his father’s expenses were heavy. Two
sons at St. Jim’s were not a light item; and Levison’s
mother was in delicate health and passed a great part
of every year in the South of France. Still, unless

something unexpected had happened, there was no
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reason to suppose that Mr. Levison found himself in
unusnal difficulties. The question was, had something
unexpected happened? If it was true that the school

_fees were still unpaid, almost half through the term, it

showed that something was wrong.” And if that was the

“case;. it was likely, or rather certain, to be referred to

by the Head some time or other in speaking to Levison’s
Houscmaster, though certainly not within the hearing
of any St. Jim’s'fellow. But Trimble had his own ways
of getting within hearing of things that did not concern
him.” . .
Levison had repudiated the idea at first; but his cool,
clear brain did not allow him to believe what he wanted
to believe. After reflection, it was clear enough to him
that there was something in it—how much, he could
not tell. His vague uneasiness that something had
happened at home had been, after all, well founded.

It was possible that his father had had business losses.

But that did not seem very probable. He knew that

his father was a very careful. and cautious man of
business. If it was not that, Levison could not guess
what it was; but he felt that there was something amiss.
More and more it was borne in upon his mind that
Trimble had overheard what he had stated that he had
overheard, and that the usual cheque had not been paid
for the erm’s fees.

Levison’s cheeks burned at that thought. )

A fellow-could not stay at an expensive school like
St. Jim’s with his fees unpaid. Dr. Holmes was the
man to make every possible allowance, but there was
a limit. And even if Levison could have stayed on
such terms, he would not have stayed; he was not the
fellow to eatsthe bread of charity. That word, flung

- at him by the wretched Trimble, had sunk deep into his

sensitive mind.

Frank had no _susp’_iciou so far that all was not well;

and Levison éaid nothing to him on the subject. So

lofig as he could keep the new trouble to himself, he

" intended to do so. But it weighed deeply on his mind.

Neither was it possible to keep it entirely to himself,
with Trimble in possession of the story. Trimble was
well aware of what the Head would say—and do—if it
came to his knowledge that a junior boy had played
eavesdropper while he was speaking on a private matter
to the School Housemaster. For . that reason, Baggy
had not intended to tattle so freely as umsual on this
new and interesting ‘topic. But Trimble was a fellow
who simply could not keep anything-to himself. Sooner
orlater the story would be all over the House, and all
over the school. Trimble had already told some fellows
“in confidence,” and they were certain to mention it
to other fellows in confidence, more or less.

In fact, Levison, now that his eyes were opened, could
see that the tale was already going round the House.

He did not fail to note the sardonic, mocking grin
on the face of Racke of the Shell, and the sneering
look that Mellish gave him in class. He did not fail
to note that Talbot of the Shell sought him out in
morning break to chat in an unusually friendly manner
for a few minutes. He noticed that Tom Merry & Co.
were more than usually cordial that day. The fellows
who Lad heard the story were taking it according to
their natures—but it was clear that they had heard it.

Clive and Cardew had heard it, teo, he knew; though
they said nothing. The terrifie. thrashing that Trimible
had received from Cardew was, as Levison knew, nol
due to the raiding of :Study No. 9.- Many fellows
had commented ®n that thrashing, which really had
been rather over the limit. Levison knew well enough
what had roused -his chum’s ire to such an unusunal
extent. -

But it was 'not a matter on-which fellows could talk,
especially &g nothing definite was known.

It was reserved for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the
ornament of the Fourth Form, {o butt in on the delicate
subject, perhaps on the principle that fools rush in
where angels fear to tread. And it was like the.
cheerful Gussy to bring up the subject, in the innocence
of his heart, before a crowd of fellows.

The swell’ of St. Jim’s came over' to Kevison in the
junior Common-room’ that evening, with a Denevolent
expression on his:face which was a clear indication to
anyone who knew the noble Gussy that he was about
to put lis aristocratic foot in it.

“Levison, deah boy !”

Levison looked up.

“How’s the old legt”

“QGetting on fine, thanks .

“All wight for the Gweyfwiahs mat¢h next week:”

“Yes, rather!”

“@ood! T suppose you couldn’t kick a frllow -with
it to-day?” !

Levison stared. .

“Well, I'd rather not,” he answered. .SBut if you
want a kick, the other foot is at. your service.”

“Weally, Levison -

“QOr Clive will oblige,” said Levisou.

“(ertaihly,” said Clive, with a grin.

“QOr little me,” remarked Cardew. “Both fect at
your service, Gussy. Turn round.”
“Pway don’t wot, deah hoys!

Twimble.”

. TLevison’s face clouded, and Clive and Cardew looked
uncomfortable. Some other fellows exchanged glances.
In happy ignorance of the fact that he was rushing
in where angels feared to tread, the swell of St. Jim's
went on:

“T feel hound. as a fwiend. to bwing to your notice
the fact that Twimble is spweadin’ a wotten yarn
about you, Levison. I will not go into  particulahs,
as it is wathah unpleasant for a fellow to hear that
a fellow is sayin’ that his fees are not paid. But I
wecommend you, deah boy, to kick Twimble with your
sound leg.”

Levison’s face flushed, and then paled.

He knew that many eyes were upon him, and he
knew, what was still’ more diséoncerting, . that many
eyes were carefully turned away from him.
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“If you do not feel equal to the stwain, deah boy, I
Will kick Twimble for you,” added Arthur Augustus
generously. .

Levison did not answer.

“Youre too good, Gussy!” said Cardew, gazing ab
the swell of St. Jim’s admiringly. “This is really like
you, and in your best style. Taectful, and all that.”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy. I wathah pwide myself
on bein’ a fellow of tact and judgment, you know,”
said Arthur Augustus unsuspiciously.

“Oh, my hat !” said Cardew, almost overcome. Really,
Gussy’s tact and judgment were not conspicuous at the
present moment.

“Gussy !” shouted Blake across the Cominon-room.

“Yaas, deah boy?”

“Where’s that ° Holiday Annual > you were going to
lend me?”

“In the studay, deah boy.”

“Run and get it, like a good kid.”

“Weally, Blake ??

“And buck up!” said Blake. “I want if, you know.
I suppose you're not going to give a fellow the trouble
of fetching a hook when you lend it to him, are you?”

“Bai Jove!”

“Slacker !” said Herries.,

“Weally, Hewwies »

“Lazybones !” said Digby.

“Weally, Dig—"

“Oh, come on!” said Blake, taking Gussy’s arm.
“Come and show me where it is, if you’re too lazy
to fetch it.”

“I’'m speakin’ to Levison now——"

“Levison’s got enough to bear at present, with a
crocked ankle, without having to suffer from the jaw-
bone of an ass,” answered Blake.

“ Weally, -Blake——"

“Come omn, fathead.”

“But 9

Arthur Augustus was led away. He went protesting;
but, once outside the Common-room, Blake did not
take him so far as Study No. 6 in the Fourth. He
jammed him against the wall of the passage, and Arthur

“You uttah ass! What »?

“You burbling chump!” said Blake, in concentrated
tones. 9“ Can’t you leave Levison alone?”

[ E11~J)

“What do you mean by rubbing it in?” demanded
Blake.

“Wubbin’ what in, deah boy?” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus, quite bewildered.

“Oh, you ass!” -

- “Weally, Blake—"

“Oh, you fathead!”

“I wegard you as a wude ass, Blake. I considahed
it quite wight to let Levison know what that fat wottah
is sayin’, so that he can knock it on the hcad at once.”

-Augustus gasped.

“How can he knock it on the head, ass, if it’s true,

fathead ?”

“w 01,1 !}’

“Got that?” demanded Blake.

“But it isn’t twue, is it?” asked the astonished
Gussy. ]

“Judging by Levison’s face, I should say it was.
Anyhow, if the chap’s ‘hard up, no rcason for you to
rub it in, you burbling bandersnatch !”

“Bai Jove !”
from Blake, and set his tie straight.
is twue, it is wathah wuff on Levison.

Arthur Augustus jerked himself away
“If that yarn
Of course, no

- decent fellow would think any the worse of a fellow

for bein’ hard up. I have been hard up myself, and
hardly known where to turn for a pound note. Do you
weally think that poor old Levison is up against it,
Blake?”

“T don’t think about it at all, as it’s not my
business, ass; and as it’s not your business, either, let
it drop.”

“But I was speakin’ to Levison as a fwicend

“Speak to him as an cnemy next time, then; he will
find it more agreeable,” grinned Blake.

“I wegard that wemark as merely asinine, Blake.
The fact is, you are wathah an ass, and uttahly wantin’
in tact. Go and eat coke!”

And Arthur Augustus walked back to the Common-
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room. Blake supposed that even the great Gussy wounld
let the topic drop now; but even Blake did mot quite
know the great Gussy. The swell of the Fourth qbore
down on Levison, who had started a game of chess
with Manners of the Shell. He tapped Levison on tho
shoulder.

“Sowwy to intewwupt, deah boy—"

“Don’t, then !” said Levison curtly.

“I am speakin’ as a fwiend, Levison,” said Arthur
Augustus gently. “It had not occurred to me-that there
might be any twuth in that wotten yarn of Twimble’s.
But if there is anythin’ in it, and you are weally up
against it, old chap, pway allow mc to expwess my
deep sympathy.”

“Your move, Manners,” said Levison.

“Bai Jove! Did you hear my wemark, Levison:”

Levison glanced round.

“Blake 1”

“Hallo !” said Blake.

“Your prize idiot is loose. Don’t you think you
ought to lock him up somewhere, or at least lead him
about on a chain?” )

“Bai Jove!” gaspad Arthur Augustus.

The swell of St. Jim’s walked away, with great in-
dignation in his noble countenance. It was only too
clear that decp sympathy, as well as tact and judgment,
was at a discount just then. And it was equally clear, .
to most of the fellows in the room, that Trimble of the
Fourth had, for onece, told the truth, and that Ernest
Levison was in deep waters.

:CHAPTER 6.
. Baggy Begs For It !

UMP!
B “Yaroooh ¢’
1

Thump !

“Help !”

Mr. Railton, Housemaster of the School House, opened
his study door, with wrath in his countenance.

It was two or three days since that little sceme in
the junior Common-room, when Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, with the best intentions in the world, had
made it clear to all the fellows that Levison of the
Fourth was under a cloud.

Since then, even the tactful Gussy had let the matter
drop; and all the fellows who were on friendly terms
with Levison had elaborately ignored it.

But Baggy Trimble had not let the matter drop. Such
an item of news was not to be discarded lightly by the
tattler of the School House. Other fellows—not nice
fellows, certainly—had taken the story up. Racke of
the Shell had adopted charity as a topic of conversation
—in public—and apparently found it inexhaustible as a
topic. He made no alluston to Levison; he said nothing
that would have justified Levison, or any of his friends.
in punching him. He talked in the Common-room, and
the passages, and the quad, of charity as a virtue, of
charitable institutions, of charitable bequests—of any-
thing and everything in which the word charity could
be used. Mellish of the Fourth entered into the game
with zest, and Clampe of the Shell, and Chowle of
the New House, and two or three other fellows of the
same kidney. It was scarcely possible for Levison to
leave his study without hearing that disconcerting
word, “charity,” on the lips of some of his old enemies.

But Levison was not to be drawn,

He affected deafness and ignorance, and not on one
occasion could the malicious fellows feel sure that their
shots had got home. And they could not venture to
come out into the open, as it were. An open taunt
would have brought prompt punishment. Trimble, still
mindful of the stumping, was as malicious as the others,
though Baggy’s malice was more due to stupidity than
anything else.

It was Baggy Trimble who had collapsed suddenly
outside the Housemaster’s study and drawn out Mr.
Railton with a wrathful brow. The cause of his collapse
was a rather small but extremely hefty fist which had
been planted on Baggy’s fat little nose. The fist
belonged to Frank Levison of the Third Form.

Not satisfied with the collapse of the fat- Baggy,
Levison minor was thumping him as he sprawled,
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apparently regardless of the fact. that lie was just out-
side Mr. Railton’s study door.
He was speedily apprised of that fact, hewever.
Mr. Railton emerged from his study, and after an

astonished stare at the scene he seized Frank Levison .

by the collar and jerked him away from the sprawling
and gasping Trimble. .

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !” Trimble was roaring.

“Levison minor !” thundered the.Housemaster.
dare you! How dare you, I say!”

“Yow-ow! Keep him off !”

“Get up, Trimble !”

Baggy staggered to his fect, eyeing Frauk Tevison
warily. The fag’s eyes blazed at him.

“How dare you fight here !” exclaimed Mr. Raillon.

“I—I wasn’t fighting, sir!” gasped Trimble. “I—I
was trying to keep away from that little beast, sir. He
followed me here.” )

“Is that the case, Levison minor?®” .

“Yes, sir! The rotten funk ran away!” growled
Frank, )

“That is not the way to speak to your Housemaster,
Levison minor. You seem to have attacked a boy
belonging to another Form. 1 shall punish you most
severely.”

“The rotter——"

“What ?”

“I—I beg your
“But—but——"

He broke off, with another glare at Trimble.

“Both of you step into my study.”

Mr. Railton followed the two juniers in, and picked
up his cane.

“Now, Levison minor,” he said quietly, “I c¢annot
understand why you should have attacked an older boy
belonging to a higher Form. Kindly explain at cunce.”

Frank crimsoned.

“T—T—it—it——" he stammered.

“I mnever touched him, sir!” gasped Trimble.

“Silence! I await your explanation, Levison minor.”

It was quite clear to Mr. Railton that there was some-
thing unusual behind this extraordinary outbreak on
the part of one of the best-tempered and hest-behaved
fags in the House. And he intended to know what it
was before the cane came into operation.

“Tt—it was what he said, sir,” stuttered Frank at
last!

“Indeed !
Trimble ?”

“Nothing, sir,” answered Baggy promptly.

“Trimble !”

“Well, sir, I only said I was sorry for him, or words
to that effect,” said Baggy. “So I am, sir.”

Levison minor’s eyes blazed.

“You cad! You dare to be sorry for me! I'll—"

He broke off again, as hLe remembered in whose
presence he stood. :

“Tell me at once, Levison minor, what Trimble said
to you!” said the Housemaster sharply. “I am deter-
mined to know what this means.”

* How

1

pardon, sir!" stammered Frank.

What did you say to Levison minor,

“He said 1 was taking charity, sir!” gasped Frank
at last, with his face and his ears burning.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Railten,
surprised. .

“He said my fees weren't paid at the school, and
that the Head was only keeping on my brother and me
out of charity!” exclaimed Frank. “I hit him—and
so I will again if he repeats his statement! I—-I—I
mean—I—1 beg your pardon, sir!”

Mr. Railton fixed hig eyes on Trimble. The lock on
his face made that podgy youth fairly quake.

“You are to blame in this dispute, Trimble. ILevison
minor, you may leave my study. I excuse you on
account of the provocation you have received; but youn
must not let such a scene oceur again.” )

“Very well, sir,” faltered Frank.

With another glare at Trimble he left the study
and closed the door after him. Baggy Trimble felt
very uneasy as he faced ‘the clear, searching eyes of
the Housemaster. )

“What reason had you for making such a statement
to Levison minor, Trimble ?” asked Mr. Railton guictly.

“I—I—I'd heard——" stammered Baggy.

“You had heard what?”

“Some fellows were saying that—that the Levisons
weren’t paid for at- the school now, sir—and—and-——"

“So you taunted that lad in the Third Form with
taking charity?”

“I—1 meant to say that I was sorry for him, sir, only
he—he—he misunderstood. Just got inte a temper, sir,
at the word charity !” said Trimble indignantly.

“I am not surprised at that, Trimble, and I have
not the slightest doubt that you used the word as n
taunt. But I require to kmow wupon what this is
founded. Who told you anything about the private
affairs of the Levisons®” ’

“All the fellows know, sii.”

“Then some other boy told you?”

“That’s it, sir.”

“His name ?”

<« Ell?"

“I require the name of the boy who started this
unpleasant rumour concerning two boys of the best
character in the House.”

“I—I forget, sir.”

«I am sorry for that,” said Mr. Railton grimly,
“pecause unless you can give me ¥he name of your
informant, Trimble, I shall take it for granted that the
story began with yourself, and punisk you accordingly.” .

“But—but -it’s true, isn’t it, sir®” gasped Trimble.

“That does mot concern you in the very least,
Trimble. Can you answer my question?”

“T—I can’t call to mind the fellow’s name. sir!”
groaned Baggy. “I-—I think it was a New House
fellow. Some chap I don’t know !”

“1 am afraid that that will not do, Trimble.”

“TLots of fellows know, sir !’ groaned Trimble. “You
can ask Racke, and Mellish, and Chowle, and lots of
fellows. Tom Merry knows !
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. ~“Indeed! Tom Merry, certainly, will give me the

pame of his informant,” said Mr. Railton.

Trimble quaked.

“I—I think I mentioned it to Tom Merry myself,
sir.”

“I have no doubt you did.”

“I—I—Id just heard it from a—a chap—-"

“His name ?”

“Oh dear !” mumbled Baggy,

It would have cost Baggy very little to aceuse any-
body. But what was the use of accusing a fellow who,
if questioned, would simply point out that he had had
the story from Baggy himself, with the additional
information that Baggy had learned it by eaves-
dropping? Baggy was not very bright, but he was
bright enough to refrain from making matters worse
for himself. ‘

Mr. Railton waited a few moments. Then
he pointed to a chair with his cane.

“Bend over that chair, Trimble !”

“Ow!” gasped Baggy.

“At once!” snapped the Fousemaster.

“Oh dear!”

Baggy Trimble, in the lowest of spirits, bent
over the chair. The Housemaster’s canc fairly
rang on him, and there was a yell from Baggy
that echoed through the House.

“Now,” said Mr. Railton, ldying down the
cane, “you may go, Trimble.” If it should
come to my knowledge that you have taunted
cither of the Levisons, or that yvou have
repeated this wretched story to anyone, I shall
cane you again, and much more severely !”

“Ow, ow ”

And ‘Baggy went; a sadder if not a wiser
Baggy. -

CHAPTER 7.
The Brothers !
& HARITY covers a multitude of sins.”
Mellish of the Fourth, loafing in the
doorway of Study No. 2, made that
remark to Kit Wildrake, the Canadian junior
who had the pleasure—or otherwise—of sharing
Study No. 2 with Mellish.

Wildrake stared #% him.

He was sorting out some books in the study,
taking no heed of Mellish, and not expecting
any remark from him. And that remark,
apropos of nothing that he could see, naturally
surprised him.

“Eh? What did you say?” he asked.

“I said that Charity covers a multitude of
sins,” answered Melligh.

“I guess it does, and I guess I’ve heard so
before,” answered Wildrake. “But what are
youp chucking that ancient wisdom at me now
for?”

There was no nced for Mellish to answer;
for just then a Third Form fag who was
coming up the passage passed the open door-
way. And Kit Wildrake, as he saw Levison
minor passing, knew why Mellish had made
the remark. He caught fhe flush in the fag’s
face; but Frank passed on without looking at
the grinning Mellish. :

Wildrake set his lips. 5 e

“You had to trot out that word for young Levison
to hear as he passed,” he remarked quietly,

“I suppose I can say what I like,” grinned Mellish.

“I guess not when you say it to me. I guess you’'re
a low-down sort of rotter, Mellish. I guess a kick would
do you good.”

“Look here,- you meddling cheeky ass—yaroooolr !”
roared Mellish, as the Canadian junior grabbed him by
the collar and slewed him round

Kit Wildrake had a hefty foot. Mellish realised that
when it landed. The next moment Mellish himself
landed on all fours in the passage with a resounding
roar,

Frank Levison glanced round and smiled faintly and
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went on to his brother's study. But the smile was only
momentary, and a cloud of trouble took its place.
Mellisk, no doubt, was sorry that he had spoken; but
the mean taunt made the fag wince. Not that Frank
believed that there was anything in it; but, all the
same, he was troubled and sore.

“Hallo, deah kid!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, sailing
majestically along the Fourth Form passage, paused to
bestow upon Levison minor a politeness that even the
polished Gussy was not accustomed to waste on fags
of the Third.  “Comin’ to my studay—what ?”

“No; I'm going to see my brother,”

“Always glad to see you in Study No. 6,” said Arthur
Augustus graciously. “*How are you gettin’ on in the
Third ?”

“Same as usual,”

1 \n

“Oh, yaas! Havin’ a good time—what ?”

Frank looked at him.’

“Then you've heard?” he exclaimed,

“Ehpz

Arthur Augustus was quite unconscious of the fact
that his fatherly kindness to the fag was absolutely
transparent. st

“You've heard what that cad Trimble has been say-
ing and some other cads!” exclaimed Frank.

;' Weally, deah boy, I was not alludin’ to that.”

“Oh "rats 17

“Weally, young Levison

“It’s a rotten yarn they’ve got up among them,
There’s nothing in ‘it, of course I said Frank angrily,

“I—I twust not, deah boy.”

“You silly ass |2

“Wha-a-t?”

i)

*“ I’'m fed up with Levison and his rnamby-pamby brother,” said Mellish. The |
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy reached out, dragged on his collar, and proceeded 4¢ kr
spun round in amazement. ‘ What—what— Bless my sout} [
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“Of course there’s nothing in it !” snapped Levison
minor. “Even you ought to have sense cnough to know
that !”

“Bai Jove I” .

“T’m going to ask Ernest to put a stop to it,” added
Frank; and he passed Arthur Augustus and went on to
Study No. 9.

Arthur Augustus gazed after him through his eye-
glass for a moment or two and shook his noble head.
Then he sailed into Study No. 6.

“I have always wathall liked those Levisons, Blake,”
he remarked. “But I fear that their mannahs are
detewiowatin’ |”

“You've heen sympathising again?” inquired Blake.

/

sh. The next moment he uttered a wild vell, as ;
seded 49 knock his head on the desk.  ** Yarooop !”?
D’Arcy, how dare you!® (See Chapter 8). i ! =2
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“Weally, you know——"

“Youw'll get your silly nose punched one of these
times !” warned Blake. “You talk too much, Gussy !”

“I wefuse to weply to such a vewy diswespectful
wemark as that, Blake !’ said Arthur Augustus, with
dignity.  “I wegard you as a wuffian. It appeahs to me
that mannahs are ~detewiowatin’ all thwough the
Fourth !

Meanwhile, Frank had presented himself in Study
No. 9. "The three fellows there were chatting after
tea on the subject of the football match with Greyfriars
School, now drawing nigh. They looked rather curiously
at the troubled face of the fag. -

“Comin’ along to see Tom Merry, Clivey P’ asked
Cardew suddenly. “About the football, you know?”

Sidney Clive stared for a moment, and then nodded.

“Just coming,” he answered.

" a scared look.

The two juniors left the study. Frank glanced after
them, the cloud deepening on his face. Ie wanted to
speak to his brother alone. But how had those fellows
guessed it so quickly? For the first time, it occurred
to him that his brother was not ignorant of Trimble's
yarn as he had supposed, and that his brother’s study-
mates had heard it also,

“Well, kid?” said Levison rather curtly. One glance
at the fag had told him that Frank knew now.

“Have you heard, Ernie?” asked Frank, his voice
trembling a little, in spite of himself,

“Heard what?”

“I see that you have. Ernie, what docs it mean?”
exclaimed Frank. “It can’t be true that the pater’s
got suddenly hard-up and hasn’t paid our
school fees. It can’t be true!”

Levison of the Fourth did not answer.

“I thought the fees were always paid at the
beginning of the term,” said Frank.

“They are, as a rule.”

Levison breathed rather hard.

“There’s no hard and fast rule about sucl
things,” he said rather lamely. “People are
short of money at times, and it’s mnot un-
common, I believe, for fees to be paid late
sometimes.”

“Not sp late in the term as this.”

“Well, not often,” admitted Levison. “But
I Dbelieve headmasters sometimes have to dun
parents.”

“You think it’s true that the pater hasn't
paid, and that the Head is letting us stay
here for nothing?” faltered Frank.

“Well, you see, I suppose some sort of a
reminder  would be sent,” mumbled Levison.
“The Head isn’t a tradesman; but, after all,
keepirg a school is a good deal like keeping
a shop—it’s a business matter, and has to be
run on business lines. . If a man forgot to
pay, he would get a reminder of some
sort.”

“Father isn’t forgetful of such things.”

: “Not as a rule.”

.“Look here, Ernie, what does it mean? If our fees
are not paid, we ought not to be here. We can’t take
charity.” ;

“It's not that. I'm quite surc that the Head would
wait till the end of the term—or till next term, for
that matter.” So long as the fees are paid some time, it’s
all right.” )

“You mean you believe what Trimble says—that-
they’re not paid yet?” muttered Frank. oo

“I don’t know.” )

“But if not, why not?”

“I don’t know,” repeated Levison.

“But we can’t let this go on,” said Frank, with
“We ought to know. I—I thought
it was all one of Trimble’s rotten yarns.”

“I'm afraid there’s more to it than that,” said
Levison reluctantly. “But don’t worry; the pater
will pay up soomer or later. The only thing is, if
there’s a shortage of cash at homeé, we may have to
leave St. Jim’s.”

“I don’t want to leave, but I'd rather leave than
be kept here on charity, even if the Head was willing.”

“Of course. This story has been going about for
nearly a week—ever since the House match day,” said

Levison. “I've written to the pater and—and asked
him.” y
“And what did he say?” exclaimed Frank breath-
lessly. '
“Only——"" Levison paused.

y

“Only what?”

“Ounly that he’s coming to see me on Wednesday. I
suppose that means that there’s something up, and
he’s going to explain by word of mouth.”

“Wednesday’s the day of the Greyfriars match.”

“Yes; the pater will see me before the game. I can’t
make out what it means, Frank. I hoped youw'd hear
nothing of it before I saw the pater and got at the
facts,” said Levison. “No good brooding over it, kid;
keep a stiff upper lip. Don’t let a cad like Trimble

see that you’re hurt.” .
THE GeM LiBrary.—~No, 1,031,
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Levison minor coloured. .

T can stand it,” he said. *But—but a fellow wants
to know. I—I wish we halln’t come back . for this
ierm, if it's like that. Surely father knew whether he
could pay the term’s fees or not.” . )

‘The Fourth-Former shook his Lead. -

“Something’s “happened since the holidays,” he said.
“Things. were all right when we left home. It’s hap-
pened since, whatever it is. But' it must have becn
early in the term, or the pater would have paid the
Now he's put it off—for some reason.
It can't mean thdt he hasn’t the money; if it means
that, there must have been an :awful crash. Tt can’t
be so bad as that.” g

“Then why——" .

“Goodness knows ! .

There was silence in Study No. 9, and the brothers
lcoked at one another—the elder grave and troubled,
#ie younger pale and distressed. The blow that had
fallen had come like a bolt from the blue. Leyison
was able to bear it, as he had borne many things, with
cool hardihood; but it left Frank quivering.

“If—if it’s as bad as that, it means that the pater’s
ruined—that we’re ruined!” whigpered Frank at last.

Levison did not speak.

“We can stand it,” muttered the fag;
Doris—and the mater »  His voice broke.

“Keep a stiff upper lip,” said his brother quietly.
“We don’t know the facts yet, Frank. If it comes
to the worst, we shall have to leave school; but we
can be thankful that we’ve got health and strength and
pluck. If the pater’s done for; we've got a mother
and a sister to care for. We’ve got to put up a fight
for them. Kcep your courage up, kid.”

Frank Levison nodded, and a few minutes later left
the study. He had a stunned feeling. Levison had
been able to tell him little, but he knew what his
brother was thinking—what Ernest had read between
the lines of his father’s letter—a letter he had not
shown Frank. There was disaster at home—ruin, or
something like ruin. He knew that Ernest thought
s0, and he never doubted Ernest’s judgment. He felt
stunned; but the example of his brother’s quiet
courage had done him good. In the passage he passed
Mellish and Racke, and they grinned at him

$
“but—but
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maliciously; but the fag passed them with.a scornful
glance and his head held high. They, at least, should
not see him winee under the blow that was crushing
him. )

:CHAPTER 8.
Arthur Augustus is Wrathy !

3 EELING fit?”
“Fit as a fiddle.”

Tom Merry asked the question,
answered it, on Wednesday morning.

Levison of the Fourth answered it with a smile on his
face, a smile that Tom was glad to see. )

All through the House it was known—or, at least, sur-
mised—that Levison of the Fourth was deeply down
on his luck. v i

All the fellows knew that Trimble had been cancd
by the Housemaster for spreading the story about
Levison of the Fourth, But quite a number of fellows
had observed that Mr. Railton, while he had very
naturally punished the tattler, had not said anything
to the effect that the story was false.

That it was true was the general opinion.

Levison had more friends than enemies in his Houvse—
many more. But he had his enemies—especially the
shady set, who had never forgiven him for throwing
them over. Aubrey Racke, of the Shell, was the
This
was their chance,,and they made the most of it.

In these days they kept an eye on Levison, and they
knew or surmised- many things in support of Trimble’s
tale. Neither Levison major nor Levison minor was
getting his usual allowance, and both of them  had
owed trifling sums to friends in their Forms, as a conse-
quence—little friendly debts incurred, as is common
among ' schoolboys, in a time of temporary shortage.
But these little debts had been cleared off to the last
halfpenny, and Racke had discovered that FErnest
Lvison had paid a visit to Wayland post office imme-
diately before that had taken place. Levison, always
a careful fellow, had an account in the Post Office
Savings Bank, and Racke & Co. hardly needed telling
that he had drawn out moncy to clear himself and

and Levison
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his brother of those little schoolboy
debts. " If they left St, Jim's they
did not mean to leave owing any-
thing. Even Racke had no fault to
find with that view; but it was a
proof to him that the Levisons were
getting nothing from home, and that
their allowances had stopped for
good. That could only be taken as
a proof that there had been a
financial crash, and that the brothers’
days at St. Jim’s were numbered.

“He’s goin’,” Aubrey Racke told
his friends. “He’s goin’, and a good
riddance to him!”

To which Aubrey’s friends agreed,
and they looked forward to the day
of Levison’s going with considerable
anticipation. :

But they were, after all, few in
number, and little regarded in the
school. - Tom Merry & Co., at least,
were certain to miss Levison—all the
best fellcws wished him well. Sidney
Clive was not in boisterous spirits
these days, and even the volatile
Cardew was grave and thoughtful.

And yet both friends and foes were
8 in doubt. If Levison was really in
558 such deep waters as the fellows sur- -
mised, he was taking it remarkably
well. He was openly and obviously
as kcen as ever on football, and his
name was down for the Greyfriars
matel, and he evidently looked for-
ward to the game. He was, perhaps,
more silent than usual, but when he

S
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spoke he spoke cheerfully. Tom
Mcrry, on that Wednesday morning,
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as he 3aw the cheery smile on the Fourth-Former’s
face, wondered whether the whole thing was not, after
all, mere moonshine. Certainly he hoped that it was.
“I fancy there’s nothing in it, you fellows,” he said
to Manners and Lowther, after leaving Levison. “The
chap seems merry and bright enough, and he’s as fit

.as a fiddle, anyhow.”

“He -always was a hard nut to crack!” remarked
Manners.

“Well, yes. But—>

“Let’s hope for the best,” said Monty Lowther. “And
let’s go and kick Trimble.”.

“Good egg!”

And soon afterwards a yell was heard floating in the

uad.
4 Levison of the Eourth went into class with his Form
that morning, cool and composed as ever. Even Cardew,

“Yes, sir.” . e - .

“You will wait in the visitors’ room if your fathef
has not yet arrived.”

“Very well, sir.”

Ernest Levison quietly left the Form-room, .

The Fourth looked at one another. So Levison’s fathef
was coming down to St. Jim’s that morning! Thé
fellow had said nothing of it—he was as close as an
oyster. Certainly, fcllows’ fathers did come down 1o’
St. Jim’s to see them af times; there might be nothing.
in it. But it was, as Mellish whispered to Chowle;
another mail in Levison’s coffin. As likely as not his
father had come to take him away.

“Jolly good thing, too!” said Chowle. .

“Yes, rather! I'm fed up with the cad for bice,
and with his namby-pamby young brother, too!” said’
Mellish. :

ki

/ HE full-back of West
I Bromwich Albion,
William Ashurst, has
had the sort of experi-
ence to which no player looks
forward. He was with Notts
County in the season before
last when "they were rele- -
gated. Then he went to West
Bromwich Albion and had a
similar experience. That's
bad luck if you like.

It takes some pluck to pay

Yet this is what Derby WEEK.
County paid to Port Vale for

Tom Cooper, the full-back. But the money was well spent,
for Cooper has deservedly earned a big reputation.

Alderman J.- Broley, who is the new-Mayor of Barnslcy,
originally went to the town as a goalkeeper for the Barns-
ley Football Club from Liverpool. That was twenty-eight
years ago.

In the usual first team of Liverpool there is only one
player who is-a bachelor—Hodgson, the South African. So
there is double rejoicing when the Liverpool players earn
ithe bonus. .

Many footballers lose opportunities by stopping to think.
Goalkeepers, however, must reverse this process. They
must think in order to stop. ’

Bury have this scason made a change in the usual train-
ing procedure. Usually Monday is a day off. Now the
Bury players do light training on Mondays, but have a full
day’s rest on Fridays. The men are said to like this
arrangement,

James Townley, who has played at inside-left for the
Spurs this season, is the son of a former outside-left for
Blackburn Rovers, who twice helped the club to win the
g]up,d and who also played for England. Football in the

ood ! '

SPFOOTBALL F F?.llq.(s)WAr'{fll)'llS
£2,500 f full-back who i ORTSMEN FO
not. oven in the first team CHEERY FEATURE EVERY

3

Dick Pym, the goalkecper
of Bolton Wanderers, says’
that his most thrilling foot-’
ball experience happened at
Buenos Ayres, when a specta-
tor drew a revolver and fired
at the referce.  Fortunately,
the aim of the spectator was
not good. '

Voce, the eighteen-year-old.
Notts cricketer, who did so
well and showed such promise
during the summer, plays
football for a junior club in
Nottingham. He may yet be.
an England player at both
cricket and football.

Coggins, the Bristol City goalkeeper, is a newsagent, and

even yet does his round early every morning.

Charlton Athletic have been distinguished this scason as
the last club in the big Leagues to be defeated. Yet the
whole Charlton Athletic team which earned this honour did®
not cost onc hundred pounds in transfer fees,

Walsall, however, have an even more wonderful record
than Charlton, for it is stated by their manager that not a
single member of their team cost a penny in transfer fees.?.

The railway sirike a couple of years ago was really

responsible for Brown, the Wednesday and English le’tel;g;
national goalkeeper, coming into prominence. Tlie
manager of Shefficld Wednesday had intended to make &
long journey to watch a certain player. That was impos-
sible, owing to the strike, so he went to a local match at
Leeds and discovered Brown. It’s an ill wind that blows
nobody good. -
"It is not generally known that if George Duncan, the-
famous golfer, had not taken to the royal and ancient game-
he might have been a really good footballer. He was
making fine progress with the big ball at Aberdecen when
he took up a professional engagement as & golfer.  Inci-
dentally, it may be suggested that golf pays better than
football, :

who was a very keen youth, doubted whether there was
anything really wrong, after all. Certainly, if there.
was trouble, Levison had told his study-mates nothing-

of it; and they were not the fellows to ask questions.
Mr. Lathom found Levison quietly attentive in class,

_as usual; and his construe that morning was—also as

nsual—one of the best in the Fourth, Mellish and
Chowle and Trimble, looking at him, wondered whether
their happy anticipations were to be realised after all.
Baggy almost doubted whether his fat ears had heard
aright on that occasion when he had overheard the head-
master speaking to Mr. Railton on the suhject of the
Levisons. And yet he knew that he had heard aright;
that the fellow_was bitterly up against it; just.carrying
the thing off with a high hand, as Baggy indignantly
told Chowle.

Morning break was at eleven; but at a quarter to
cleven Mr. Lathom called to Levison: '

“You may leave the Form-room, Levison.”

L
The next moment there was an unusual sound in.
the Fourth Form-room. It was the sound of a head
tapping—hard—on a desk, accompanied by ferocious
rells.
y Mr. Lathom spun round in amazement., .
“What—what—what
“Yarooogh !”
“Bless .my soul! D’Arcy!” gasped Mr. Lathom.
The master of the Fourth stared blankly at ihe scene.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in the form behind Mellish,
had reached over and taken that disagreeable youth
by the back of the collar. With wrath in his noble
countenance, Arthur Augustus was knocking the hapless
Mellish’s head on his desk.
Rap, rap, rap!
“Yarooogh! Leggo! Oh, my hat! Ow!”
Mellish.
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fourth.
THE Gem Lisrary.—No, 1,031,

? he ejaculated.

roared.
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_*Bless my soul ! What—what—what . doed this mean®
Beloase s Mellish ~at ‘oncey, "D’Arey !” “thundered -Mr.
Lathom. P R T LI

“Yaas, sir!” said Arthur Augustus breathlessly.
~Hec rcleased the .wretched Mellish, who rubbed his
‘tead, with a seriés. of “horrid groans. There was mno
"doubt that he was: hurt. -

“How dare  you, :D’Arcy " gasped Mr. Lathom.
“This brutal—this-unprovoked assault upon your Form-
fellow—in class, too!” FE oy,

. The Fourth Form master grabbed up his cane.

& “It was'not -unpwovoked, sir,” said Arthur Augustus
calmly. “I am sowwy to bothah’ you, sir, in class; but
I we:ally‘cguld rot allow, that wottal's wemarks to
pass.” ~ "1 : ‘ : '

1 “What? What?” . ° |

£ “I never spoke to him !” yelled Mellish.

€ I cannot allow a wotten cad like that to wejoice in
% fellow’s misfortunes, sir,” said the swell of St. Jim's.

t. “Bless my soul!  What do you mean, D’Arcy, if you

“have intelligence enough to mean anything?” exclaimed

Mr. Lathom. )

. “Weally, sir—"

“Mellish says that he never spoke to you——"

“1 never did, sir!” howled Mellish.

¢ fHe was makin’ his wotten wemarks to anothah
fellow, sir,” said Arthur Augustus calmly. “I ‘am
sowwy to disturb you, sir, but I am not sowwy that 1
wapped his wascally head. Evewy decent fellow: heah
“ig sowwy that old Levison is up against it.”

ii “What? What? What did Mellish say?”

¥ 7 am bound not to wepeat his wemarks to you,’

§ir, as that would amount to sneakin’, as I am suah
‘you.would be vewy waxy if you knew that the wottah
was wejoicin’ at Levison bein’ down on his luck.”
5 “Ha, ha, ha!” '
g‘ *Weally, you fellows—"
© % Silence.!” exclaimed Mr.
down, D’Arcy.”
;s.“‘Thauk you, sir.” -
A Arthur Augustus sat down. Mr. Lathom gave Mellish
%.very expressive look, and let the incident pass. No
doubt it was clear enough to him why Mellish’s head
had been rapped, and certainly he had no sympathy
to_waste on the sufferer. :
. When the Fourth came out for morning break, the
swell of St. Jim’s bore down on Mellish.
. “I wapped your head in class, you wottal !I” he began,
“ @You took me from behind, you beast!” snarled
Mellish.
. “Yaas, wathah! It has occurred to me that you may
desiah to call me to account for doin’ so,” said Arthue
‘Augustus, in his most stately way. “1 am quite at
your service.”
t #Oh, clear off I” :
. #1 am pwepared to put on the gloves with you.
Mellish, eithal now or at any time you may sclect.”
"%@o and cat coke!”

‘And Mellish stalked away with Chowle, evidenily not
desirous of claiming satisfaction at the hands of the
‘swell of St. Jim’s.

]

CHAPTER 9.
Ruin !

RNEST LEVISON entered the visitors’ rcom and
E glanced round him. The room was so silent
. and still that he thought at first that his father
had not arrived. But in a moment or two he saw
him, seated in the oldl bow-window that looked on a

shady corner of the quadrangle.

TLevison’s tread was quiet, and his father did not
seem to have heard him enter. Mr. Levison was sitting
quite still, as if very tired, and looking out into the
quad, and Levison had a view of his profile.” It gave
him a pang to see that lis father’s face was pale and
worn, the outlines sharpened since last he had seen
him. Only too plainly, trouble had descended on Mr.
Tevison, and it had fallen heavily.

The junior came guietly but swiftly across the room
to his father., Mr. Levison looked up then.

«Myp. Lathom told me to come here, father,” said
Trnest. “I came at once. I hope you haven’t waited.”
# Tue CGex Lisrarv.—No. 1,031, ;
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‘4 Httle himself so that'His back was to-the

Lathom. * You may sit
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*“Ounly a few minutes—mothing ~- .
Mr. Levison signed fo-hig son to sit 'déwn

“H e moved
it from

the window. "= } . :

“I have bad news for vou, Ernest,” he sqid abruptly.

f'I knew ‘thizt: much; father,” gaid the 'jnnﬁor. with o
f‘;n,nt smilé. “Tell'me what has happene—T can stand
1‘) Z wo NY w s Se N B

“You will need all your courage to.stand
. “T'm to.leave St..Jim’s?l . .
* Mr. Levison  nodded. -

¢ And—Frank ¢”
_Another nod. . : . )

Ernest Levison drew s ddep, liard breath. He had
been. prepared for this, but.it hit-him. unexpectedly hard
now that he knew it for certain, Leave 8t. Jim’s-—-
hreak off a promising career—leave Cardew and Clive.
and the many cheery faccs he knew—his triumphs ou
the playing fields—— But he checked the selfisi:
thought the next moment. It was no time for Lis
father’s son to think of himself. :

“We're up against it, then, dad?” asked-Levison.

“You can bear the truth, my poor boy?” asked Mr.
?evison, with a wistful glance at his son’s quiet, steady
ace.

“T don’t think I'm the fellow to whine, dad.”

“We are ruined,” said his father.

Levison winced.

“ Ruined ?”

¢ Actually, materially.

it, Ernest.”

Not merely as o figure of

“speech, but utterly and absolutely ruined!™ eaid the

old gentleman, in a trembling voice. ‘It was no fault
of mine, Ernest, no mistake of -mine. It is an un-
expected, utterly unlooked-for - calamity that no ouwr
could have guarded against. You will understand now
why I hesitated to tell you—why I would not breathe a
word until the matter was absolutely certain.”

“And it’s certain now?"

HXes - :

“But what can have happened?” asked Levison, in
wonder. “I knew we were not rich, father, but we've
never seemed hard-up. You've invested in some
company that's failed?” .

“I am not so imprudent as that, Ernest. Tf it had
depended on me, this would mever have happened. [
huve lost nothing personally.” :

Levison’s wonder increased.

“It's not business, then?®”

& NO'JY

“Then what?"”

“1 have to meet a claim,” said Mr. Levisen, “for
twenty thousand pounds. I can meet it—barely. Bur
it will leave us nothing.”

“Twenty thousand pounds,”

[ X/esl“.‘

“Who makes the claim?”

“A Mr. Bright—a solicitor.”

“A just claim?” asked Levison, staring.

His father gave a sigh.

“No., Mr. Bright is acting in good faith, T liave no
doubt, and his claim is strictly legal. But——"

“Tf the claim is unjust it can be contested.”

“ Unhappily, no. There is no legal proof on my side.
Tt concerns the twemty thousand pounds I inherited
from my Uncle Thorpe hefore you were born, my hoy.
I inherited as next-of-kin, and there was no dispute at
the time. It never crossed my mind, or anyone else's,
that there could be a rival claimant. But a will was
in existence, as it has proved, by which this gentleman
Bright, who was a close friend of my uncle’s, was lis
sole heir. At the time it was made, both of them were
young men. Neither was well-off, having little beyons
their salaries. Uncle Thorpe was a Form master in a
school and Mr, Bright in very poor practice as a
solicitor. But they were great friends, and both had
expectations from elderly relatives, and they made wills
in one another's favour.”

Levicon listened attentively.

“1 knew mnothing of this,” went on his father. “At
the time I seldom or never saw my uncle. It was when
I was in America. Bright went abroad, and was
abroad for many years; he has only lately returned to
England to learn that his old friend .was long dead,

vepeated the junior.



‘has been found and proved.
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‘* Excuse my buttin’ in,” said Cardew, coming into the study, the

and that his fortuiie had passed to me. Mr. Thorpe’s
will, locked away somewhere for a quarter of a century,
Mr. Bright claims the
restitution of the twenty thousand pounds which Mr.
Thorpe inherited from his father and I, in turn, in-
herited from him. I cannot contest the claim. "I have,
of course, taken legal advice; but the will holds good.
In fact, I could.not think of disputing it, for 1t is
obviously genuine.”

“It has been proved?”

“Yes.”

“That settles that point, then,” said Levison slowly.
“But it’s a queer story. Mr. Bright should have put
in his claim before !”

“He has lived abroad without news of England, as I
understand. Certainly he would have returned to this
country sooner if he had known that John Thorpe was
dead, and had died rich. At the time the will was
made Mr. Thorpe was poor, and had only vague expecta-
tions. Probably Bright never supposed that the will
would be of great value to him.”

Levison nodded.

“It looks a clear case, so far,” he said. “But you
said that the claim was not just, though Bright was
acting in good faith. What did you mecan by that?”

“I have no proof,” said his father, with a sigh. “But
I have certain knowledge that there was a later will.”

Levison’s eyes gleamed. :

“A will in your favour??

g YeS.Q!

“Then that cancels the earlier will in Bright's
favour?” .

“Undoubtedly—if it can bhe found.”

“Oh!” said Levison.

“It was after my return from the West that I saw
my uncle at Greyfriars,” went on Mr, Levison. “You
may remember having heard that he was a Form
master at that echool, which was onec reason why I
selected Greyfriars for you, Ernest. Mr. Thorpe was
an elderly man then; he could not have seen Bright for
many years, or had news of him. Possibly, he supposed
that his friend had died abroad. At all events, he
recognised a claim on the part of his own nephew, and

- inherited.

cricket-stump under his arm. ‘‘ I'm "lookin’ for a fat burglar who's’
cleaned out my grub.

’'m goin’ to kill him ! 8Seen the beast. ?'* A

a8,
of dismay came from behind the open door. * Oh, dear !’ (Se¢ Chapter 4.)

Le told me that he was making a will leaving me all
hie possessed. He was at that time in failing health,
and shortly afterwards retired from his post -in the
school and spent his last days at Worthing. He went
into the matter with some thoroughness, however, in
talking to me, and mentioned various small bequests he
intended to make—one to the school in which he was a
master, one to the loeal hospital, and so on—but the
bulk of his fortune, he told me, was to be mine.”

“And he made the will?”

“I have no doubt whatever that he did, for he was
a dutiful and methodical man, not in the least likely to
fail in such a matter. But the will was never found-
among his papers; it was as his next-of-kin that-I
As a conscientious man, Ernest, knowing
what his intentions had been, I carried out his wishes
with regard to the bequests as well as I could remember
them.”

“That was right,” said Levison.

“Quite so. But as it turns out, the money was not
nine, and such payments as I made must come out of
my own pocket.” .

X3 Oll !?3 ]

“That he made this later will, and that under this
new will the fortune came to me, I have not a shadow
of a doubt. But the will was not found. It has never
been found. Where lie placed it, or in whose charge, I
cannot even imagine. It is in existence, I feel sure;
but my statement to that effect has, of course, no value
in law.”

“I understand. {that, of course.”

“If Mr. Thorpe’s last will could be found we should
be saved,” said Mr. Levison. “But it is hopeless.”

Levison compressed his lips.

“If it exists it must be found !” he muttered.

“I am certain that it exists. But it cannot be
found.”

“He was still a master at Greyfriars School when he
made it?”

“Yes, it was in his last term there.”

‘“He may have left it behind when he left Greyfriars.”

Mr. Levison smiled faintly.

Tre Gey Lierary.—No. 1,031,
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. ¥Naturally, T have thought of thaf, and I have been
in communication with Dr. Locke, your old headmaster,
Ernest. He is very kind, and desires to be helpful; but
he was not at the school in my uncle’s time and never
knew him. All he can tell me is that, after the most
careful inquiry, he can hear nothing of any papers
having been left at the school by Mr. Thorpe.”

Levison bit his lip hard,

“Then it comes to this—that we are to be ruined
because a will that would save us cannot be found.”

“That is the position. But I fear that no one would
be likely to believe my statement concerning Mr.
Thorpe’s last will,” said his father, with a sigh. “And
in law, of course, the actual document is.required.”

“You have told this man Bright?”

“1 fear that he regards my story as an invention,
Ernest. In any case, he stands on his rights under the
only will known to be in existence.”

“I suppose he would,” assented Levison.
blame him for that.
dad.”

Mr. Levison shook his head hopelessly,

_“During the past few weeks, Ernest, I have left no
stone unturned, as you may imagine. The will cannot
be found, and no one buf myself believes that it ever
existed.”

SIf it is found, it saves us?®

“Yes. But it will never be found.”

«“And if it is not found?”

“We are ruined !” said Mr. Levison, in a low veice:
“I am worth, at the present day, little more than the
sum I have to restore to Esau Bright. The villa at
Caunnes will remain, where your mother is at present.
And I hope to be able to keep this terrible news from
her—for the present, at least. But we shall be hard
pressed, Ernest. Dr. Holmes has kindly consented to
let you and Frank leave at the half-term, and to waive
any claim for the fees for the remainder of the term.
He has, indeed, offered to waive all claim for the whole
term, but that I cannot accept. We are ruined, but
we are not beggars.”

Levison flushed.

“I am glad of that, father.
if we starve.
term ?”

“1If you care to stay till then,” said his father. “But
there is another matter I must mention. When you
left Greyfriars, Ernest, you were under a cloud—you
were, in fact, sent away for bad conduct. But your old
headmaster knows what you have done since, and you
are aware that more than once he has offered fo take
you back if you should leave St. Jim’s.” .

“I know,” said Levison. “But I can’t go to Grey-
friars on charity, any more than I can stay at St.
Jim’s on such terms.” 5

“At Greyfriars the matter is somewhat different,”
explained his father. “Dr. Locke has made me a very
kind offer. As relatives of a former Greyfriars master,
he considers that you and your brother have a claim.
In order to give me time to make fresh arrangements,
he has offered—indeed, begged—that I should send

“Can’t
But we’ve got fo find the will,

Let us pay our way,
Then Frank and I get out at the half-

you and Frank to Greyfriars for the rest of this term.” -

“Oh!” said Levison.

“You will remember, Ernest, that I paid a certain
sum, which Mr. Thorpe had intended to leave to his
old school, when I came into his property. This, as
it transpires now, must come out of my own pocket—Mr.
Bright declines to recognise any such imaginary
bequest, as he terms it. This gives us a very real claim
on the Greyfriars foundation, to some extent, and I am
assured that Dr. Locke’s kind offer may be accepted
by us without any taint of charity.”

“That’s true,” said Levison slowly.

“Until T have had time to think the matter out, and
make fresh arrangements, it would be a great boon
to me for you and Frank to be provided for at Grey-
friars. I have therefore accepted Dr. Locke’s offer for
you and your brother.” ’

Levison was silent.

“At the half-term—or before, if you choose—you
will go to Greyfriars with Frank,” added Mr. Levispn.
“You cannot stay herc and eat the bread of charity.
At Greyfriars the matter is different.”
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Levison, his thoughts busy, did not answer. His father
gave him an anxious look.

“ What do you say, Ernest?”

“I’ll' go, of course,” said Levison. “But—father, old
Mr. Thorpe’s will must be somewhere. More likely at
Greyfriars than anywhere else. I'remember well enough
that the old place was full of odd nooks and corners.
If I could find it—" His eyes gleamed.

His father smiled faintly.

“I have no hope of that Ernest. Greyfriars is’a
refuge for you and your brother till I have time to con-
sider what can be done.”

“Let it go at that, then,” said Levison.

But the idea that had come into his mind remained
there. It might be a slight chance—the faintest of
chance—but there was surely a chance that, by going
to Greyfriars, he might be able to save his father from
the ruin that had fallen upon him,

Mr. Levison looked at his watch.

“I must see the Head again before I go,” he said.
“You will tell Frank what I have told you, Ernest—
break it as gently to the poor boy as you can. I am
too distressed to see him—it will come better from you.
One word more. I am told that some Greyfriars boys,
friends of yours, are coming to this school to-day for
a football match—”

“Yes.”

“Dr. Locke has intimated that, if you desire to join
Greyfriars at once, you may return with them when
they go. That is a matter you may decide for yourself.
Ernest.”

After a few more words Mr. Levison left his son.

Levison of the Fourth remained in the quiet solitude
of the visitors’ room, his brow dark with thought.

He had expected bad news—mews of black trouble.
But he had hardly expected it to be so overwhelming
as this.

His father was ruined!

His own prospects, and his brother’s and his sister’s,
were completely changed.

He had to leave St. Jim’s—though there was a con-
solation in the knowledge that lie was going back—at
least, for a time—to his old school. He had left that
school under the shadow of disgrace, and his face
flushed when he recalled it; but this was an oppor-
tunity, at least, of proving to his old headmaster, to
his old Form master, to his former schoolfellows that
he had pulled up, that his old school had no reason
to be ashamed of him now. There was some little com-
fort in that.

For a long time Levison remained where he was, think-
ing hard. The bell for third lesson startled him at last
from his meditations.

He left the visitors’ room.

The fellows were going into class again after morning

_break, and Mr. Levison was stepping into the slation

cab. Frank was there, saying good-bye to- his father.
Levison ran up. A few minutes more, and Mr. Levisou
was gone, and the St. Jim’s fellows were in the Form-
rooms and Ernest Levison was left alone with his
brother. Under the old trees in the quad, walking on
the thick fallen leaves, he told Frank what the fag had
to know, watching his face anxiously as he told him.
But he was soon relieved.

“We've got to stand it, Ernie,” said Frank bravely.
“It’s rough, but we’ve got to stand ‘it. No good
grousing.” i

“We’ll stand it together, kid,” said Levison softly.

.CHAPTER 10.
Bygones are Bygones !

{3 ALLO, hallo, hallo!”

H Levison of the Fourth started.

Well he knew that cheery voice, though it
was a long time since he had heard it.

But no one who had once been nsed to the stentorian
tones of Bob Cherry, of Greyfriars, was likely to forget
them.

" All thoughts in the Lower School at St. Jim’s that
afternoon—or nearly all—were given to the Greyfriars
football match. Racke & Co. and Trimble certainly
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gave it no thought, but they were fellows who did
ot matter. Tom Merry & Co. of the School House,
I'iggins and his merry men of the New House, were all
thinking of beating Greyfriars, and sending Harry
Wharton’s crowd beotless home. Figgins, who claimed
seven places in the team for New House men, and
would have been satisfied with six, had had to satisfy’
himself as much as possible with five.  Six School
House men were playing, and among them was Levison
of the Fourth. And even the New House enthusiasts
admitted that Levison, at least, couldn’t be spared, after
the wonderful show he had put up in the House match
a week ago.

It was close on time for the game now, but Levison,
in point of fact, was not thinking about it. He had
changed for footer, and was walking in coat and
muffler with Ciive and Cardew. Now that he knew from
his father how matters stood, it was time for lis
friends to know—they had to know that hie was leaving.
It was painful enough. Levison did not want to leave
his best chums—he had many friends at Greyfriars, but
he never would have such close pals there as Clive
and Cardew had been to him. Such friendships were
not casily formed. To leave them, when he left St.
Jim’s, was the hardest part; and Levison, little as he
was used to display cmotion of any kind, could not
help his brow clouding as he told them, and there was
just the slightest uncertainty in his voice.

It was dismaying new§ to his friends.

“You jolly well shan’t go!” said Cardew, almost
savagely. “You silly ass, you shan’t!”

“We shall miss you frightfully, old chap,” said Clive.

“You shan’t go!” repeated Cardew. “If your pater’s
on the rocks, somethin’ will have to be done. Bag a
scholarship or somethin’. I’ve heard that Talbot of the
Shell had a schol. before his uncle took him up. You've
got more brains than all the Shell put together.”

Levison smiled.

*Hardly,” he said. “But there’s no time to think of
that, anyhow, old fellow. I'm being quite frank with
you—it's a twist for the pater to squceze out my fees

\\Aﬁﬂ' )

that he was just outside Mr. Railton’s study.

i ‘I - .
Not satisfied with biffing Trimble over, Levison minor proceeded to thump him, apparently regardiess ;f the fact
'I‘hoi-study door opened suddenly, and the Housemaster came .upen the
amazing scene,

up to the half-term, and he hasn't paid up even that
yet. I can’t hang on.”

" Let me ask my grandfather; he would give me twice
as much if I asked him—-—"

Levison made a gesture.

“Oh, blow your pride I said Cardew bitterly. “Look
here, you can’t and you shan’t go, confound ‘you !*

“I must, old fellow.”

“Hang it! I tell you

“Levison must-go, Cardew,” said Sidney Clive quietly.
“It’s rotten all round, but he must. He has a claim on
Greyfriars, but no claim on St. Jim’s.”

“Rot !” growled Cardew. ’ :

“The Head is a good old sport to offer Levison’s father
what he did; but Mr. Levison was right to decline,” said
Clive.

“Looks as if you want Levison to go,” said Cardew
bitterly.

Clive flushed.

“Don’t be an ass, old chap! Right is right, even if
it hurts. Levison can’t stay, and we shall only make it
harder for him by grousing.” o

“Rot !” repeated Cardew. “All because of tattle fiom
a fat snail like Trimble, and a low upstart like Racke
of the Shell. What does it matter what such cads
think or say?” . ;

“If what they say happens to be true, it malters,”
said Levison quietly. i

“How do you know you won’t get the same at Grey-
friars ?” demanded Cardew. “They're not all angels
there, I suppose? If the fellows get hold of the fact
that you’re there without your fees bein’ paid, yow'll
get from some of them what you've been gettin' from
Trimble and Racke here.”

i)

s
-
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(Sce Chapter 6.) .
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Levison started a little.

“It’s different,” he said, after a pause. “The Head
thinks I have a claim as a relative of a former Grey-
friars master. And my father paid five hundred pounds
into the Greyfriars School funds years ago, because old
Mzr. Thorpe had intended to leave that sum as a bequest
to the school. Now he’s got to find the money again
to satisfy the real heir. That gives us a claim.”
. ““Of course it does,” said Clive.

Cardew was silent.

“I suppose you're right, Levison,” he said, after a
long pause. “It’s rather sickenin’, but I suppose you
will have to go. Anyhow, we meet again in the hols.”

“Yes, rather,” said Levison. “You can bet én that.”

“And somethin’ may turn up !” said Cardew hopefully.

“There’s. just the remotest chance,” said Levison. “If
my great-uncle’s last will could be found, everything
would be all right. And unless he left it at Greyfriars,
goodness knows what he did with it. If it’s ,shoved
away into some cranny there, and I have any luck—"

““A chance in a million I” said Cardew moodily.

“Yes, about that. But better than nothing.”

“Oh, it’s rotten!”

The three chums strolled on under the trees with
moody faces. It was a hard blow to all three of them.
Strangely assorted as they were, quite unlike each other
in almost every respect, their friendship was dcep
and sincere; all the more so, perhaps, because they were
so unlike. -

“When are you goin’?” asked Cardew at last.

“No god hanging it out,” said Levison. “The Grey-
friars headmaster has offered. to let me go at once—to
return with the footballers who are coming over_here
to-day. When a cut has to be made, better make it
quick—it hurts less, I think.” .

“Grasp your nettle, what?” said Cardew, smiling
faintly.

“That’s it.”

“Then you’re going to-day?”

K(Yes.))

“And young Frank?” asked Clive.

“He goes with me, of course.”

“Oh, rotten!” growled Cardew.

‘And again the three chums walked in silence for
long, busy—all of them busy—with moody thoughts.
It was then that the stentorian tomes of Robert Cherry.
of the Greyfriars Remove, broke in upon them, and
they turned to see the cheery, exuberant Bob.

“Here we are again !I” said Bob cheerily. “Have you
forgotten there’s a footer match on, Levikon ?”

“My hat! Is it time?” exclaimed Levison.

“Jolly near. I spotted you, and came along to tell
youé” grinned Bob. “Didn’t you know we'd got here
yet ?” :

“I—I'm afraid I was thinking of something else,”
stammered Levison. “But I'm ready.”

Bob Cherry laughed. .

“Come on, then !” he said. “I'm glad to find you’re
in Tom Merry’s team, old bean. Levison used to be
at my school ! he added, by way of explanation to
Cardew and Clive. “We’d be jolly glad to have him
back, too.”

“I’m sure you mean that, or you wouldn’t say it,”
said Levison, as he walked to the football ground with
the Greyfriars junior, Clive and Cardew remaining in
the quac{.

“Yes, rather,” said Bob.

“You may have your wish, then,” said Levison.

The Greyfriars junior looked at him.

“You're thinking of coming back?”

“Yes.”

“Bravo! Next time we play St. Jim’s, then, you'll be
on our side, and help us to give them beans!” chuckled
Bob. “That’s jolly good mnews, Levison, and all the
fellows will be glad to hear it.”

Levison’s face was brighter as he arrived on Little
Side. There was no doubting Bob Cherry’s hearty
cordiality, and it was something to know that he would
be warmly welcomed at his old school.

. “Hallo, here you are, Levison ! exclaimed Tom Merry.
“We’'re just going on, old man. Feeling fit?”- - -

“Quite I” - :
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“The jollay old log all wight, what?" asked Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

“Right as rain.”

“We want some more goals like the one you bagged
in the House match last week, Levison,” said Tiggins
with a grin.

“That fluke?” smiled Levison.

Tiggins coughed.

“Well, it wasn’t exactly a fluke,” he admitted. “But
if it was, put in another like it. We can do with some
of those flukes to-day.”

“Yaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur Augustus.

Darrell of the Sixth, who was referecing the match,
arrived on the ground. Harry Wharton, the Greyfriars
skipper, tapped Levison on the arm, and the St. Jim’s
junior looked round at him with a smile.

“I’'ve got a sort of message from the Head, Levison,”
said the captain of the Greyfriars Remove.

“Yes?”

“It seems that something has happened—I don’t
know what, and of course don’t want to know—but it’s
made your father change his plans, and you and your
young brother are coming to Greyfriars this term.”

“That’s so0,” assented Levison, eyeing the captain of
the Remove’ rather curiously.

He had met Wharton many times since leaving Grey-
friars, and always on friendly terms; but he could not
forget the terms upon which he had heen with him in
his old Greyfriars days. He wondered what Wharton
would think of his coming back to his old school.

If he had any doubts, they were soon relieved.
Wharton’s manner was cordiality itself.

“Dr. Locke told me that you might be coming back
with us to-day,” said Harry. “I thought -I'd mention
that I'Il be jolly glad if you do, and I think all the
fellows will say the same.”

“Thanks very much,” said Levison in a low voice.
“Youre not the fellow to remember old -troubles, I
know.”

“No fear! Bygones are hbygones,” said Harry.
“We're friends, and I hope we shall be good friends at
Greyfriars.” '

“That’s certain, if it depends on me.”

“Good !”

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Chlerry. “You
fellows gone to sleep, or what? Waiting for you, old
beans.”

“Coming !”

And the footballers went into the field.

CHAPTER 11.
Back to Greyfriars!

(] N the ball!”
f “Play up, St. Jim’s !”
There was a big crowd round Little Side.

School House and New House had rolled up in a mob
to see the team chosen from both Houses play the
visitors. It was a good team—both Houses agreed on
that. Not enough New House men in it, one party
thought; while the other party conmsidered that there
were rather too many New House men in it. But both
parties agreed that it was a topping team, and that
Greyfriars would have to play a great game if they
were going to keep their end up.

Among the swarm of School House men, there were
three fags of the Third. Levison minor was not likely
to miss his brother’s last game for St. Jim's. Wally of
the Third and Reggie Manners came along with him.
They had intended to spend that afternoon “mucking
about,” as Wally elegantly expressed it, in eld Pepper’s
boat on old Pepper’s pond. But they had learned that
Frank was leaving that day with his brother, and at
such a time Frank’s wish was law. So they came along
with him to see Levison of the Fourth cover himself,
as Wally put it, with mud and glory.

D’Arcy minor was a little more serious than usual.
He did not like the .idea of losing Frank. Reggie
Manners was quite disturbed at the news for a time.
He had presented Frank with his pocket-knife . as. a.
parting gift, insieting upon Levison minor accepting it.



There’s « T_oppt'ng Long Complete Tale of St. Jim’s in the ‘‘ Popular *' ! 23

It was true that the knife had both blades broken, and
that the bone handle was cracked, But Frank accepted
the gift in the spirit in which it was offered. And
Wally remarked that although the gift of a knife was
=upposed to cut friendship, Reggie’s knife was not
jikely to have that effect, on friendship or anything else.

It was seldom that the three minors, great pals as
they were, were together for any length of time with-
cut argument supervening. Buf on this occasion Wally
and Reggie were particularly careful. They were going
to cheer Levison’s game all the time for Frank’s sake,
cven if he muffed goals and fell over the other fellows;
indeed, Wally had warned Manners minor to cheer even
if Levison of the Fourth kicked the ball through his
own goal. Manners minor promised manfully that he
would.

“Play up, St. Jim’s !”

“Go it, Levison !” roared Wally.

" Brave, Levisen !” yelled Reggie Manners.

As Levison of the Fourth, at the moment, was nowhere
near the ball, this applause was a little mistimed,
But it was a proof of friendship, at least.

“Splendid, isn’t he?” said Manners minor. Reggie’s
view of the game was a little obscured by the broad
hack and shoulders of Grundy of the Shell. But that
did not matter. He was there to give Levison of the
Fourth his meed of praise for friendship’s sake, and he
vave it, ;

“ Ripping " said Wally enthusiastically.

" Never saw such a ripping winger !’ said Reggie,

“A regular flyer!” said Wally.

“Bound to bag goals!” said Reggie.

*“Oh, bound to!” said Wally.

“There goes Levison |” roared Herrics of the Fourth,

“Levison’s on the ball!” shouted Wally. “Hurrahl
Bravo! Cheer him, Reggie, you young ass! Give him
a yell! Levison * .

There was a roar round Little Side. Somc of the
Greyfriars men had wondered what their former school-
fellow’s game would be like. They knew now as Levison:
whizzed in the ball, beating Squiff in goal by a foot or
more.

“Goal !” roared St. Jim’s.

“Bravo !” g

“Well kicked, sir—oh, well kicked!” i .

“Two up for us,” said Wally of the Third when the
whistle went for the interval. “Looks like a day out
for us. They don’t know how to play footer at your
brother’s old school, young Levison !

“Levison will teach them when he goes back,” said
Reggie Manners, ;

Frank grinned. :

“They can play all right,” he said. “They’'ve had i
luck, eo far. The game isn’t won yet.” ,

Levison minor was right. - In the second half Harry:

rom

"Wharton opened the ball with a goal for Greyfriars in

the first five minutes, and ten minutes later it was
followed up by another taken by the dusky Greyfriars .
junior, whose striking name was Hurree Jamset Ram’
Singh. i

T%c scorc was level them, and the gamc went on
dingeong, both sides fighting hard for the deciding
woal, and both -effectually putting “paid” to one
another’s efforts. )

Greyfriars came gamely through at last; but Fatty
Wynn, in goal, drove out-the ball once, twice, thrice,
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“Are you speaking of Tom Merry?” asked Levison
winor, puzzled. “He’s got the ball, but he's not doing
anything speecial.”

“Eh? I was speaking of your brother.”

“Good old Levison, you kunow."”

“ Wonderful player !~

““Marvellous !”

Grundy of the -Shell looked round and down.

~“You young asses!” he grunted. ‘Levison's doing
nothing—only lolling about like a stuffed dummy, so
far 1 s

k) 01) E’,

The fags circumnavigated Grundy of the Shell to get
a better view.

But if Wally and Reggic had.been a little previous,
#0 to speak, in their praise, they soon had cause for
genuine enthusiasm. Levison of the Fourth soon found
chances, and he made the most of them. It was
Levison who got the ball away from Harry Whartohn;
and left Bob Cherry lying on his back, and gave Toim
Merry a pass just in the nick of time, giving Tom ike
chance to slam the leather into the visitors’ net—a
chance. that Tom- did not miss, . There was a roar.

“Goal I”

“Bravo, Tom Merry !”

“Well done, Levison !

“Good old Levison!” ehrieked Wally, glad of some-
thing to yell for at last. *Bravo, Levison! Good man.
Oh, good man!”

“*Bravo, Levison !” bawled Manners minor,

“That was Tom Merry's goal,” said Frank, staring
at his enthusiastic chums.

“Oh, was it?” said Reggie. Reggic had heen
=urreptitiously devouring toffee, and had missed the
ex¢iting moment of the actual shot.

" Yes, you young ass!”

“But Levison centred jolly well,” said Wally, in
Liaste. “Give him another yell 1? !

“Hurrah !” voared Reggie, forgetting the toffee for

the moment, and then remembering it very suddenly as
it nearly slipped down his throat. “Grooogh! Qoccoch !
Groogococh ! Mooooooooooh . ‘
“What on earth’s the matter?” exclaimed Frank.
*Qpooooooch | Gug-gug-gug !” gurgled the hapless
Reggie. |

and then Kerr cleared to midfield. Once more thé
game swayed inlo the visitors’ half,

Wally of the Third looked up at the clock-tower.

“Five minutes to go!” he said. “Anyhody’s game !?

“ What about Levison?” asked Reggie.

“He seems done,” grunted Wally.

“Ain’t we going to cheer him?” asked Reggié.
“Didn't we arrange to cheer him anyhow ?” .

“Shut up, you young ass!” hissed Wally, with &
glance at Frank, But Levison minor only laughed.

“If you have cheers, prepare to shed them now,”
said Cardew’s cool voice behind the fags, “Old Ernest
is goin’ it!? . . -

Levison of the Fourth had the ball once more, and
was speeding down on goal. For a moment or two it
looked as if he was going to beat the defence on hLis
own, ) :

" “Shoot !” yelled Wally. ‘

“* Shoot, you beggar, shoot !” roared Manners minor.

* Cheese it!” muttered Frank, his eyes glued on' hig
brother. “He hasn’t an earthly, unless Ohy.
splendid !  Bravo !’ : .

Levison passed to Talbot of the Shell as Johnny
Bull of Greyfriars swept him over. Talbot let Tom

Merry have the ball, and Tom ran it in and shot. The

Greyfriars custodian was a seeond too late. ,
“ Goal !." E .
“St. Jim’s wins! Hurrah !” ?

The whistle rang. :
Tom Merry ran up to Levison, who had picked hini
self up, breathless, and clapped him on the shounlder.
“Good man!” he gasped. “That was really you#
goal, Levison—you’ve won the game for us!” ;
“Goal! Goall” :
_“Bravo !” -
“St. Jim’s wins'!” said Wally of the Third. “I told®
you so, young Manners. Levison ought to have kicked

for goal—"
“He ought to _havé

WA

“And lost it!” said Frank.
passed, and he did pass, and it was a goal, and Ernesf
was right.” Y - e}

‘Y Why, you young ass—-" T &
(Continued on page 21.) : ki
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CLEARINGQ A MYSTERY!

Light is thrown on the mystery surrounding the cowardly attack on Garthew, by

Mornington, who is determined to clear Jimmy Silver & Co. of the charge!

Carihew Speaks Out!

g TS serious,” said Mornington grimly. ¥ Deadly
I serious! You know that Silver an’ his friends are
. bein’ expelled this mornin’ for pitchin’ into you?”

. Carthew nodded grimly in return.

7“1 want you to.think,” said Mornington earnestly. “I
know you're not on the best of terms with Silver an’ the
rest of us—but have you ever known us to overstep the
mark before?” :

“Youre a lot of unruly
Carthew.

“Granted. But we're not hooligans.
ence,” said Morny coolly.

“Well, it’s been proved that Silver and Lovell and the
others went for me this time!” snapped Carthew irritably.

“1 want you to think,” repeated Mornington. “I don't
believe they did it, for one. Hardly a fellow in the junior
school does. How many robed an’ cowled figures did you
actually see, Carthew?”

" The prefect stared. But he answered, after reflection.
“Two. I suppose the others were behind somewhere.

But they didn't help; Lovell did that too well by himself!”

. “You only spotted two,” said Mornington musingly.

“Did you recognise Lovell as the chap who struck you?”
“How could I, when he wore a mask?”

“My point, you see,” went on the Fourth-Former calmly.
“You didn’t recognise him. Now, think hard. Was there
any peculiarity about the man that you can remember? Or
about the other fellow you saw?”

“No. Wait a minute. The chap who hit me seemed—
well, bigger than mysclf. But I must have been mistaken
—the hooligan didn’t give memuch time to see anything.”
; “Bigger than you?” reiter-
ated Mornington, his brows
puckered. “Was the other
man smaller? The size of a
junior, for instance?”

“Yes, so far as I can recol-
lect.”

“““Now, listen,” said Morn-
ingtorl smoothly. “1 can’t
make head nor tail of this
yet. But it’s growin’ plainer
an’ plainer that we haven't

villains I’ grunted

There’s a differ-

young

S A\ b\"‘“. ‘
An Amazing School Story of Jimmy Silver & Co., the Heroes

t)!‘!ls‘l“l'sil‘!mlIsl!‘!lsll§¢i‘li%‘~'qf
H
WHAT HAS GQONE BEFORE! the
Jimmy Silver & Co., the Chums of Rookwood, angered by the
persecution of Marlk Carthew, a bullying prefect of the Siath,
form « secret organisation called the Fascist Band of Rookwood.
In due course; Carthew and his crondes are given the ragying S
of their lives, the Fascists being careful to cover up their trocks
by electing only ¢ few of their numbers to act on each occasion.
Later, Lattrey bumps into Captain Punter, a rascally book-
maker, who expounds a stheme to get Jimmy Silver & Co. ex-
pelled from Rookwood. Lattrey is forced to fall in with the

of Rookwood.

Carthew’s brows lifted.
‘“What man?”
. “Fellow callin’ himself Captain Punter,

"By g‘ad 1

Carthew stared. He had forgotten Punter, and the man's
threat of vengeance on Jimmy Silver & Co.—on Lovell in
particular.  Now, those threats stood out in Carthew’s
mind, and he recalled that the afternoon of the attack had
been that on which his fortnight’s grace expired. Could
Punter possibly Carthew licked his lips at the thought.

“You know Punter?”

Carthew nodded, hardly realising it,

“On good terms with you?*”

Carthew shook his head.

“By gad! You've thought of somethin’. Carthew. Out
with it, man! Don’t you realise that four fellows are bein’
branded for the rest of their lives over this—an’ that they're
innocent 77

“I'm beginning to believe they are,” said Carthew. shiver-
ing. “Tll tell you—if youll promise to keep it mum.
Promise, both of you?”

“Rely on us!” said Erroll.

Carthew licked his lips and began.

He was beginning to observe dimly, some of the cunning
workings of the rascally captain to gain his revenge on the
Fistical Four.

And as he unfolded Punter’s threats to Mornington and
Trroll, their faces showed that they were beginning to see
light, too.

Carthew owed Punter money: and Punter was willing
to let him off the debt if he could get Jimmy Silver & Co.
into his hands. The attempt
resulted in a further drub-
bing for the elegant captain,
and deeper animosity towards
Fistical Four. Then
Carthew’s fortnight of gracc
had expired, and the captain
had not come up to the
) school. Instead, Carthew had

been attacked in the lane, by
a fellow bigger than him-
self, with an assistant. The
blame had fallen on Jimmy

”

answered Morn-

1]

canght the real culprits. rascal’s wishes, with the result that Carthew fis found shortly ' i 9 % v
Silver & Co. sav that they afterwards, lying stunned in a nearby lane. ~The discovery of & Silver & Co.—on evidence
went picnickin’ - that after- blood-stained walking-stick points to Lovell as being the guilty % which, Carthew could sce
: Dlg party, and he and Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome, all of " now, could have been
noorx whom-are accused of aiding him, are sentenced to expulsion. “planted ” easily enough by
“Ties! An eleventh-hour scheme to save the Fistical Four occurs to ’ {l Tain’ N sistant )
Mornington, and in consequence he lures the Head of Rookwood he captain's assistant.

“They met one man who
sould prove their alibi—and
they ragged the life out of
him!” said Mornington.
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interview Carthew.
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down into the Abbey vaults and then visits the sanatorium to

(Now read on.)
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Reviewing the whole mat-
ter carefully, it did not take
the prefect and juniors long
to see the plot of the rascally
sharper.
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Mornington drew a deep breath at the end of Carthew’s
recital.

“There’s just one point,” he said coolly. “We've got to
find the assistant: By gad—Lattrey!”

“We suspected Lattrey before!” ejaculated Erroll. “I
don’t think there can he much doubt now.” .

“Wait a minute,” interposed Carthew, regaining his
nerve, “FPm not in this, remember! What I've told you
is in strict confidence. I leave you to (ind a way out for
your friends, Mornington. You can land all the blame on
Punter—so long as I get clear.”

“That’s agreed,” said Mornington coolly. ]

“Buat how are we going to get proof?” asked Erroll, in
perplexity. ““What we suspect, or even' know, isn't
evidence.”

“Punter will have to stand the whole racket,”
Mornington coolly.

“How are you going to make him?’ asked Carthew.

“I'm goin’ to see him now,” answered Mornington, with
a_cool smile. “He's comin’ back with me to tell the
Head that he did it—which is all that matters. We can
keep you out of it,-Carthew—and Lattrey, too, though
neither of you deserve it! So-long!”

And Mornington and Erroll left the sanatoriuns,

It was in an agony of doubt that Carthew stared help-
lessly after them. .

remarked

Persuading Punter !
€« HAT’S the bell for classes,” said Erroll. as Morn-
ington and he re-entered the quad.
“I think not!” grinned Morny.
“You mean—"

“No classes for us this mornin’!” grinned Marnington.
‘]‘\Vc’rc goin’ visitin’—visitin’ the estimable Puuter in his
den ! .

*“And choke out the truth, what?” chuckled Frroll. = By
Jove! We may be able to clear Jimmy Silver and ihe
rest now before the Head's found. Come on, Mowny !’

“Bags of time, old bean!” remarked Moraington cooiiy.
* Look out—there’s Knowles!”

The two juniors dodged behind a converient elm as the
Modern captain walked past.

It would have been disastrous to have bheen spotted
leaving the school just then.

They had learnt much from Carthew—and putting two
and two together, there was little doubt in their minds that
Captain Punter was the party guilty of the sassault on
Carthew.  All that remained was to find and tax the
captain, and to force him to confess. And in the punish-
ment-room the Fistical Four, meanwhile, were merely await-
ing the return of Dr. Chisholm to receive sentence of
expulsion from Rookwood.

It was not a time to worry over the consequences of
“cutting 7 classes.

“All clear now, Kit,” said Mornington coolly. “We've
got the mornin’ to ourselves now. I happen to know that
Dr. Chisholm won’t turn up inconveniently.”

**What have you done with him, then ?” demanded Erroll
suspiciously. “I'm beginning to think that you've shut hira
up in a box-room, or something like it; though even you
would hardly have the nerve for that!”

Mornington’s eyes glimmered, but he did not reply. -

He glanced up and down the lane before lcaving the
gates.

“Put your best foot forward,” he urged.
we'll find Punter at the Bird-in-Hand.”

Side by side, Mornington and Erroll swung along the
lane.  Krroll was thinking hard, trying to fathom the
reason for Lis chumn’s elation. And Mornington wore a
smile of cool satisfaction. He was confident that he was
well on the way to clearing Jimmy Silver & Co.

They halted at last, some distance from the disreputable
public house known as the Bird-in-Hand. A narrow lanc
led along the margin of the inn gardens, and down this
Mornington drew Erroll.

Peeping through the hedge, Mornington endeavoured to
make out if anybody was in the garden. In the old days
he had been well known at the Bird-in-Hand, and he knew
the precinets like a book. .

“By gad, look!”

“What’s the matter?”

“The man sittin® at that little table.”

Jrroll bent his head and peered ihrough the thick hedge.

On a lawn at a_ little distance was set out a rustic table
and chan's,_\vith glasses and a decanter on the table, In one
of the chairs reclined a figurc—an elegant figure, which
M'o‘rm.ngton had recognised at once.

Their Juck was good. It was Captain Punter, lazly scan-
ming a sporting paper in the sunny summer forenoon.

“ Punter?” whispered Erroll, his mouth setting.

The very man. We'll take him by surprise.”
(Continued overleaf.)
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“1f we're lucky
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' §¢ | have been having a chat with Carthew,’’ said M;rnington

the head—discussed him minutely.

Erroll nodded, and Mornington began carefully to part
the hedge:

Probably nothing was further from the captain’s mind as
he sat out on the lawn than a visit from Mornington, of
Rookweod. Captain Punter was, for once, in quite a
pleasant mood. * He had heard from Lattrey that his rascally
plan had succeeded—and that the four juniors against whom
his enmity was directed were condemned to expulsion. The
news that Lovell was first to be flogged had afforded the
captain additional satisfaction.

The captain laid down the sporting paper as there were
footsteps on the lawn. He glanced up, expecting to sce
the beery features of Joey Hook, the “bookic.”

He stared as he beheld two juniors—both of whom le
recognised. Mornington and Erroll had been in the Rook-
wood Junior Eleven when Punter had trapped them in a
barn. On that occasion Mr. Dalton and Bulkeley had
arrived in the nick of time, and saved the juniors from a
rough handling. Punter recalled that occasion with a scowl.

“What do you want?”
fMornington grinned as the captain half started to his
cet.

“Keep cool, old bean! Sit down; we're goin’ to.”

And the Fourth-Former dropped coolly into a vacant
chair; Erroll following suit.

Captain Punter stared angrily, and then dropped back
into his own seat. His instinct was to lay hands on the
juniors there and then, but he restrained himself. The inn
garden was too open.

““Well, what have you come for?” he snapped.

“Matter of fact, I'm on rather a delicate mission,”
admitted Mornington frankly. ‘It’s about Carthew!”

For a moment Captain Punter changed colour. But his
face remained set and apparently calm. Mornington smiled.
¥e had not failed to note that slight sign.

“T've been havin’ a chat with Carthew,” bhe went on
coolly. - “Really, quite an interestin’ chat. We discussed
the fellow who hit Carthew over the head-—discussed him
minutely. He was a-fellow about your build, Captain
Punter.”

Punter returned the junior’s keen gaze calmly enough.
He was prepared for what might come now.

“You're talking in riddles to me, young man,” he an-
swored. “What’s this concerning Carthew? You say he
has been knocked on the head? What makes you think I
have anything to do with it?”

“It's no good pretendin’ inmocence,” said Mornington
grimly. ‘Carthew is recoverin’—and he told me a lot that
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¢ We discussed the fellow who hit Carthew over -
(See this page.)

cooliy.
He was a fellow about your build, Captain Punter!”’

the beaks don’t know yet. He told me about your offer to
let him off his debt if he would land Jimmy Silver & Co. in
vour net. If you're willing to forgo twenty pounds for
revenge, vouw'd do almost anything that occurred to you.
An' it occurred to you thar by gettin® a fellow to bag
Lovell's stick—Lattrey. for insrance -

“Lattrey! Has he i

The captain broke off.

But it was too late.

His sudden alarm at the thought of Latirey revealing lis
scheme had not been suppresszed in time.

His eyes glinted as Mornington went on calmiy.

“You arranged with Lattrey to bag Lovell's stick an’
use it to put Carthew on the injured list. You got Latirex
to put robes an’ cowls into Silver and his chums’ boxes, to
make it appear conclusive. You intended to get Lovell an
Silver an’ the others chucked out of Rookwood on their
necks, Captain Punter!”

The captain bit his lip.

“What proof have you to offer?” he snecred.

“None—only a jolly lot of suspicious circumstances. An’
it happens that I know Jimmy Silver an’ his pals—an’
they're above suspicion in a case of this kind. It's clear
enough in my mind that you’re the man. Punter.”

“What’s clear in your mind isn't evidence!” snapped
Punter coolly. ¢ Tell the masters, and go to blazes! They
won't believe you—and I shall deny every word!”

Erroll glanced at Mornington rather uncertainly.

As far as that went, the captain was right.

If he chose to deny all knowledge of the affair, there was<
not an atom of proof—only the knowledge that came from

faith in the Fistical Four. And there was no doubt
regarding Punter’s course.
But Mornington did .not appear dismayed. = On the

contrary, he was smiling.

“Dear old bean. You think that settles it, Punter?”

“It does!"” snapped the captain coolly.

“Not quite, if you'll hear me out. We suspect you—and
we can rake up a lot of suspicious cires against you. An’ I
suppose you haven’t got any too delicate a character-—
what? Silver an’ his pals have a good record to fall back
on. The Head won't listen to any more argument——"""

“Then, what's the use of this?” grinned Punter.

“But the police may,” went on Mornington, with the
utmost coolness. “I'm goin’ straight to the police now—
to tell them everythin’ I know !”

(Look out for the concluding chapters

of this grand
serial next week.) .
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LEVISON S LAST DAY!

(Continued fromn page 23.)

“I tell you———”.
“Look here—— I—I—I mean, quite right!” stam-
mered Wally. "Of course, Ernest was rwht—~bless
Ernest! Right as rain!
lie did pass, and everything in “the garden was lovely.
You're a young duffer to thmk that Levison ought to
have shot for ooal Reggie.”

“Why, it was you who said—— gasped Reggie.

“Oh, don’t argue!” said Wally. “What a Lhap you
are for aruuma young Manners—never saw anybody,
like you for it. 2 -

“But you said—-"

“Give us a rest, kid—arguing away hLe an_ old
hen, and on Frank’s last ddy hom, too,” said Wally
severely.  “I’'m surprised at vou. Let's go and get
some ginger-pop—I'm quite hu sky with cheermrr Levi-
sou major’s marvellous play.”

“AII the same, it was you said—-"

“Shut up !” rearcd Wally.

And Mauners minor shut up at last, and the three fags
.ld]oumed to the tuckshep for omwer-beer after which

Wally and Reggie went with Frank to help him pack
his box. Meetmv Trimble of the Fourth on the way,
they kicked Trimble, and

He ought to have passed, and -

that was to take Harry Wharton & Co. to the statxon
Levison and his minor had places, and the erowd that
rolled up to bid them adicu was a demonstration of the
cstimation in which they were held at St. Jim’s.
Racke of the Shell was in the crowd, with Mellish of
the Fourth, and they sncered—or were supposed to
sneer.  Anyhow, . they were collared and bumped and
rolled away, and escaped in a dishevelled and breath-
less state, their pleasure on the occasion quite spoiled.

“You've got to find that blinkin’ old will and come
back somehow I” were Cardew's last words to Levison
of the Fourth. .

Levison nodded and smiled.

“Good-bye, old chap, till the hols,”
a grasp of the hand.
forget St. Jim’s.”

* Not likely,” said Levison.

“Good-bye, old bean!” said Tom Merry. “We’ll see
you when we come over for the return match—what !

“Yaas, wathah !” said Arthur Augustus.

“Best of luck !” said Talbot of the Shell.

It was quite an ovation for Levison of the Fourth;
but he was glad when the parting was over and the
brake rolled away from St. Jim’s. He glanced at his
brother. Ernest Levison was going back to his old
school, but Greyfriars was a stmnoe school to Frank.
He pre»cd the f‘mz arm.

said Clive, with
“Keep your pecker up, and don’t

“Keep smiling, kid.”
P g

felt all the Dbetter for it, M
and Wally of the Third
solemnly promised Frank
that he would kick Trimble
every day for the rest of the
term. No doubt it was for-
tunate for Baggy that
memories in the Third were
shert.

Young Wally D’Arc
thinks the werld o
doubtless, Pongo
affection.

after him!

Tom Merry & Co. gathered
in a crowd 1o see the Grey-
{riars fellows off when they
went, and, still more, to
give Levison of the Fourth
a send-off. In the brake x

your

THE FAGS OF THE THIRD
of the Ehi

his mongret-
reciprocates }us youthful master’s
All the same for that, Pongo is a rare one
for getting into mischief —and draggmg Wally into it
Certainly Pongo’s latest cscapade 5
whole heap of trouble to Wa Hy D’Arcy. Just what that 1
trouble is, and all the exciting events that lead up to
it, make excellent reading in next week's extra long
school story which is entitled :
“WALLY DARCY’S FEUD!”
By Martin Clifford.
Make sure of this tip-top yarn,
GEM to-day!

“Yes, rather !” said Frank
1o\olutoly

As the brake rolled over
the hill in-Rylcombe Lane
Levison looked back, his
last look at St. Jim’s, the
grey old walls glimmering
the sunset. Would he
ever see the school again—
tread the old quad and the
passages, join in the cheery
chat in the changing-room
—or was this his last fare«
well to St. Jim’s?

He wondered !

E LIMELIGHT!
orm at St. Jim's
rrier, Pongo, and
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