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A GRAND LONG S5TORY

CHAPTER 1.
A Surprise for Cardew !

( ASTER CARDEW!”
M “0Oh gad!” ejaculated Ralph
Reckness Cardew of the Bt

Jim's Fourth,
He stopped.

His companions, Levison and Clive of
the ¥ourth, stopped also.  Both of them

frowned. ' - ;
Cardew did not frown. He smiled i
whimsically at the man who had addressed o e

him on the lonely road two or three miles
from Reckness Towers in the winter dusk.

Levison and Clive were staying with
Cardew for the Christmas holidaya. They
were returning now from a long ramble
over the moors—in which Cavrdew had
rather reluctantly joined his comrades.
The slacker of the Fourth preferred to take
things easily—very easily. But with two
such energetio friends as Levison and
Clive, things were not always to be taken
easily,

From the shadows of the leafless trees | e

by the road a figure had snddenly emerged. | il 1

It was that of a squat man, muffled up in
a shabby overcoat and muffler, with a cap
pulled down over his low forehead. His
face—what could be scem of it—was far
from prepossessing, and his cyes glinted : &
like those of a rat.

“Hold on o minute, Master Cardew !”

“Certainly,” drawled Cardew. ‘ Any.
thin’ to oblige!"

“Oh, como on!” said Levison im-
patiently,
Cardew shook his head. e

“This gentleman wishes ta speak to me,

Ernest, old bean,” he answercd. * Where &
are your mannersi”’ ‘F e
“Oh, don’t be amn ass!” said Clive,

“You don't know the man.”
“Not from Adam.”

“Well, come on, then.™

To Levison and Clive, the shabby man
looked like a tramp or a footpad; it was *
easy to see that he was, at least, a suspici-
ous character.

“You see, the gentleman knows mo,
though I don't koow him,” said Cardew
gravely. “As the preverb says, moro
people kpnow Tom Fool than Tom Fool
knows. Where did I have the pleasure of
makin’ your estecmed acquaintance, my tattered friend®”

“*You don't remember me, Master Cardew "

“Have 1 really seen you beforef"

“¥Yeu have, sir, more’'n once.”

“Then 1 must apologize for forgettin' vour existenee,”™
said Cardew, “Why didu't you forget mine? Onre good
turn deserves another!™

“I want to speak to you, sir—"

“Fire away!”

“Alone, if vou don™ mind, Master Cardew,”™
man, with a glint of Lis black, rat-like eyes.

“Dear man, I haven't any sccrets from my [riends.”
said Cardew urbanely. ‘" You can eut on.”

“I've been looking for a chance to speak to vou for days,
sir. 1 knew you'd be at Reckness Towers for the holidays,
and I've been hanging about. You see, it's important.”

“T think I understand,” said Cardew, wilh great gravity.
“Owing to a strong and insurmountable disinelination lo
work, you find wvourself up against it [inancially. You
happen to know that I am well provided with cash, and
vou ses no reason why some of the cash should not pass
into your possession. If I'd been alone, yon'd have knocked
me on the head with that cudgel you've gobt under your
arm—what 7™

The man muttered something under his breath

Levison and Clive grinned.

Certainly, the fellow looked n» dangerous character (o
meet on a lonely road at nightfall,

“Bein' with my friends, I'm no! knockable on the head
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They look upon Cardew as a slacker, but thers are times when the dandy

of the Fourth can exert himaelf.

in his attempt to solve the mystery of the White Cavalier, and you'll follow his
whimsical methods with full enjoyment.—ED.

He certainly shows great activity and interesi

so to put it,” went on Cardew, “so you are claimin' old
aequaintanee and a Joan, Have I got if right”

“Step aside for a few minutes, sir, and let me tell
"rr.“.!. L8

“Who are yvou?" demanded Cardew,

“You remember Jimmy the Rat, sir?”

“Yo gods! What a namet”

Cardew reflected. His brow darkened, and his contrades,
looking at him, could see that the strange naume recualled
something to his memory—something that was nol pleasan:,

“1 remember,” he said curtly.

“Now you'll-let me speak ta you, sir, in private?”

The Fourth-Former of St. Jim's hesitated a moment,

“¥eu Fellows mind hanging on a minule or two?" le
asked apologetically. “1 won't keep you long.”

Without waiting for an answer, Cardow of the Fourih
toved aside with the shalby maun,

Levison and Clive stood where they were, watcling the
two. They were wi!l aware that the scapegrace of Bt Jin s
hod a pood many questionable aequaindances whom they
had never scen. Apparently, “Jinmy the Rat 7 wos one

“Well¥ said Cardew crisply, when they were ant of
hearing. “Cut it short. my man. My grandfaither’z ox-
pectin’ me home."”

“T'm up against i, sir,” said Jimmy the Rat.  "“Dia
sonte time since veu've seen me, sir; bub yon rementhey
[ il some things for you?”

Cravdew's lip curled,

“1 romember you earvied messages for mo {o a Look-

7
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maker when I was fool enougl lo back gre-gees on the
races.” lLe said., I remember that I paid you for your
services, Anythin' else?”

“T kepl it dark for you, sir,” said the Ral. “lord
Reckness never knew what was going on last sununer holi-
davs, sir, under his very nose.” ) .

“You were paid liberally to be disereet. T+ thub all?

“No, sir, that ain’t all,” said the Rat sullonly, * Look
here, sir, I've had bad luck, and I've becn put away for
siv. months,"

“Prizon "

[1] ‘l.r{!ﬁ.-lj

“Injustice, of course?’ sald Cardew sareazlicaliy.

“1 never had fair play,” said Jinuny tha Rar.
fonnd loitering nnder suspicious cirenmstances, a3
ealled it. The police are down on ‘me!”

“Phey don't know what a nice man you arel” said
(Tardew.

The Rat breathed hard.

HT'%e Lieen out only a few davs, sir, and 1'm broke lo
ihe wide, But T ain't begging, siv. I've got something
pul. wway, as soon as I can get my hands on 1. But a
man wants money to see him through, 1 you could =r.|r1n|g
i tonner, sir, it would see me c¢lear ill 1 can get my hands
o what I've mentioned—and 1'll send the tenner back,
with another aleng of it, 1f you like.”

Cardew stared at him.,

“1 haven't any teuners lo c¢hek away,” Twe satd, T
pould let vou have s quid, if you've hard up. Thal's Lhe
lpat,™

“You don't believe 1'% veturn the money ¥

“1 know vou wouldn't.”

W1 give vou ‘my davy, =ir, Lhgt in oo few ddays T can
have my hands on five hundeed pounds,” saood the Rab
hoarsely.

“1 wans
thew

3

AT EASTWOOD HOUSE !

“Whoze " zrinned Cardew, .

“That's neithor here nor there, sir,
I've gor somcthing hidden away, aiud
I know where {o look for it—but a man
mnsl live, It's hidden safe; bot it may
take me a day to find it, or a week—
p'r'aps longer, You see, [ was mn u
hurry when I shoved it ont of sight,
ancl +

“Perlers aflor you?”

“SPr'aps-—and p'raps not.
that's the truth.”

Cardew eyed him curviously,

The man, so far as he knew him, had
been a racing rough. He had made use
of the fellow, paid him for his
serviees, and forgotten his  existence.
Hao did net like Leing reminded of 1t:
he would have preferred to forget all

Anvhow,

about that little outbreak of black-
guardismt  the last summer holudays.

But sach acguaintances are casior to
make than to get rid of, as Ralph Reelk-
ness Cardew had discovered hefore,

“You don't believe me?” muttered
the Rat, eyeing Cardew hali-appral
ingly, half-saveagely,

O eonrse not,”  Clardew shrogged
his shoulders, “1In any case, I couldn’s
and would’t have any dealin’s will
vou, James,  DBot don't tell me any
fairy tarles about fhe five hundred
pounds, You've never had a lenth pan

as muelh  fu your hands  in your
life.™

“Look “vee, siv, T tell youl™ whis
pered the Rat. “T’Il put it straight.
[i's a diamond necklaece [

" What i

“1 had it in my hands,™ whispered tho
Rat eagerly. " But they was alter me,
I was sven gelfing down fron a winder,
and il was o hot chase, Thev'd have
had 1, bul I ent ncross a wood, siv,
and shoved it out of sight in a hole i
a tree-trunk., ‘Ten minntes after that 1
was run dovwn and =earched; but, as
they found nothing on e, they had to
believe that I wasn't the wan they was
afier; it was easy to make a mistako
in the dark, But I couldn’t go back
then and hunt for the necklace; I had
to clear, And only a few days after
wards, coming back, I was nabbed, and
charged with frequenting with fclonious intentions, and all
that. 1 hit o policeman, and that made 1f worse. They
never knew anything about thé necklace. I was put away;
and now I'm out again, sir, I'm after it. You see

Cardew listenced, his face growing blacker and blacker.

This man had performed questionable serviees for him,
and kept the seeret, It was evident that he had formed the
opinion that Cardew was nol much better than himsell,

“Good gad!” breathed Cardew.

But his faco eleared apain, Hiz anger was deep and
bitter, but he intended to draw the man on.

“1 see,” he said lightly. “ Let's have it clear, though.
You bagged a dismond necklace—" .

“That's it, sir,” said Jimmy the Rat, Lis doubts relieved
by Cardew’s light tone and manner,

“From somoebody’s house {

“ A eountry house,” said the Rat.

“ Aud you Lid it in a tree near by . .

“Not very near. I had run about a mile before T hid it
sir. 1 wasn't anxious to part with it.”

“ And now vou want a little eash in hand, so thal you
can go back and retrieve the necklace !

“ Just that, sie.”

“ And you'll pay up when you've sold it 27

“You've got it, sir.”

“And beeause you know that I've dabbled in backing
horses, and made use of a dingy raseal like you, you dare
to tell mo this story,” said Cardew, his light manner gone
now, and his veien trembling with anger.

“lock here, sir e

“You seoundrel!” said Cardew, between his teeth.

“(Oh, come off that, Master Cardew,” sneered the Rat, his
eves glinting evilly, “ Yon ain't much betier than me, if
vou como to that. You teok in wour old grandfather, and
was a shady young blackguard, and you know it. You
) Tue Uem LiBrary.—No. 1,035,
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don't dare lo let me go to Tord Reckness and tell him.
Covgh up the tenner, pnd don’t ask questions,™

“You want my answer?”

“Yeu I do, and ghoep,”

“Hero it is."

Crash !

Cardew’s clenchied fist lashed out, and all the forco he
could muster was behind the Llow. Thern was a wild yell
from Jimmy Lthe Bal as Lo sprawled beadlong acrosa the
ENOWy road,

-l —y -

CHAPTER 2.
Handling a Ruflian !
—~——_  ALPH RECKNLESS CARDEW stood
i looking down on the sprawling
ruffian, his fistz clenched, Eis eyes
blazing, Jimmy the Rat sprawled
and gasped helplessly on the road.

Levison  and  Chve ran  quickly
towards their chum.

“Cardew

“What—"

The blaze of rage in Cardew’s
nsnally impassive lace startled them.
From the sprawling ruflian came &
torrent of cursos,

But Cardew recovered his conlness in a moment or two.

Ho burst into o light lauzh.

“"Our friend Jimmy the Rat has made » little mistake,”
e drawled. “He is a shady raseal, and has dona some
shady (lings for me, which f;e thinks I would prefer my
gramdfather not to know The price is a tenner—from his
point of view. My view is quite dilferent, an’ I've tried
to make it clear.”

The Rab sat up in the suow, cursing.

“The rolter!” exelaimed Clive, hotly.

“Your own fault, Cardew,” said Levison,

Ralph Rockness Cardew nodded.

“Right—you’re always vighl, old bean,” he said. =My
own fault entirely. But it was really thick, Mr. Jimmy's
opinion of me is altogether too uncomplimentary, You will
bo interested to hear that somne time ago he stole & diamond
necklace from a country house, which heo hid in a hollow
trr‘mE? mile from the scone of the robbery——"

i 1:‘-!.1.1

“And having retired sineo from the public view for six
months, he has been unable to search for it,” continued
Cardew. "It may be rather a difficult search, as he shoved
it into a tree in a wood in tho dark. He requires some
ready cash to keep hiin goin’—see? And he thinks I'm not
a partieular sort of chap., He really thinks that I'm not
al all shocked at such proceedings. And I'm to have my
tenner back when hie’s seld the stolen necklace.”

“Good heavens!?

Cardew’s chums stared al him aghast,

“A little mistake on his part, as I've tried to make clear
to him,” drawled Cardew,

Levison drew a deep brealln.

“TF you mix with the seum of the racecourse, what do
you expect them to think of you?” he said., “The man's a
thief, and he thinks you're no beiter.”

Cardew wineed,

Iis pride had been hitterly wounded, He had, in reck-
less hours, mingled with such wrolelws as Jimmy the Fat;
Lo could not have failed to give them the impression that
lie was a reckless young raseal. Dut that ihey should have
regarded him as being one of themselves was a hitter
wound to his pride. In his cyes, Jimmy the Rat was a dog
to feteh and carry at his bidding. In the Rat’'s mind
Cardew was another such rogue as himseli, only more for-
tunately placed in the world, It was difficult, and very
bitter, for Cardew to wealise that he could have been so
regarded by anyone.

I'he Rat staggered to his fect,

“¥You young hound !’ he muttered thickly. * Yeu put on
airsg with me. You make oub you've better than I am.
You're worse, 'cause you've rich, and you needn't do any-
thing shady except that you like it!”

“A hit—a very palpable hit!” drawled Cardew. " From
i certain point of view, my young friends, I am worse than
James,”

" 0Oh, chuek it, and come on!” said Clive graffly,

Jimmy the Rat gripped his stick hard.

"You ain't done with me yet,” he said savagely. * You
wim: ?l;llﬂ to come to Reckness Towers and see s lordship—
what 1"

Cardew laughed contemptuously.

“Come as soon as vou lke—and you'll e kicked off my
grandfather’s land like a dog!” ho answered, 1 shall tell
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Lord Reckness the whele story miyself, you erass [ool, now
that you'vo started to use the matier ag a threat!”

The Rat gritfed hid teelh.

"“That chicken won's fight,” said Cardew scornfully. “ Now
get out of the way before I handle you egain.” )

“You ain't going afore you've shelled out,” raid the
ruffian hoarsely. “Make it a fiver, and go!”

“T'll make it a thick ear, if you like!”

“Then take what yow're askin' forl” .

And the raffian made a sudden ruzh at Cardew, whitling
wp the cudgel.

“Look out!”

But Cardew was looking out. .

He leaped back and avoided the slash of the heavy stick,
and at the same moment Ernest Levison leaped at the ruffian,
and struek, His clenched fist landed on the side of the Rat's
head, and the man went staggering,

Before he could recover, Sidney Clive bad struck, and
Jimmy the Rat eollapsed inio the snow. -

Cardew coolly picked up his cudgel, and sent it whirling
away over the fﬂ:ﬂ.ﬂﬂﬁﬁ hranches,

“Have some more, James T’ he asked lightly.

A groan was the only answer. .

“He's had enough, my dear young friends,” said Cardev.
“Shall we be gettin' on, after this pleasant and friendly
meetin’ ¥

“Cotne on,” said Chive,

And the threo juniors tramped on up the dusky road,
leaving Jimnty the Raet gprawling in the spow and groaning.

They walked on in silence, till Reckness Towers rose 1o
the distanee against the gloomy sky.

Cardew's lightness of manner was gonoe again; his band-
goine face was dark and moody,

“By gad! I wish we'd yun that roiter in new, you
follows, " he said at last,

“Oly, let the brate rip,” said Levisen. “You'ro done with
him now, at all evenis.”

Cardew langhcd

“Put it was too thick,” he said. T8till, 'm done with
him, as you say. He won't dare to show up at_Reckness
Towers: and I don’t care two straws if he does. In fact, il
he does, I'Il have him run in, on his own confession of
havin' conmmitted a robbery.”

“What on earth does Le think of you, Lo tell you such a
atory ¢ mutiered Clive,

“Well, I led him on and pulled his leg a little, you see,”
smiled Cardew, * But for that I don’t think he'd have been
quite so (rank. It's rather an interestin’ story, too—in. some
country-house, somebody has lost a diamond necklace; and
the giddy treasure is hidden in a hole in a tree aboufb a m:EE
from tho place, and nobody knows, Even the Rat doesn'i
seem clear exactly whero he pat it—he will have to search
for it to find 1t. Now, if I’l_Fp;ul; a fow more deteils from
Liim, we inight have found a little harmless and necessary
amusement in untin® for the giddy diamonds ourselves——"

“What rot!” said Clive. “Might be a hundred miles
away.”

“Or two or three hndred,” said Levison.

Cardew nodded.

“That's so—anywhere in Great Dritain, T suppose. Bul
come Lo Lhink of i, the police ought to know about it—it
they can get hold of Mr. Jimmy, they can make him tell
them where he put the necklace, perhaps. It helongs lo
somebody, and that somebody nug[rt to have it back.”

“That's so," said Clive,

“You'd helter tell Lard Reckness the whole story when
wa geb in,” said Levison. “He can communicate with the
police—and they ecan get afler that scoundrel.”

“That’'s the programme,” assented Cardew.

L] . - - L L] L] -

The following day Jimmy the Rat waa being looked for by
a numhber of men in blue wha were very anxious to find him.

Bul the Rat, on his side, was evidently not anxious for n
nmiceting.

He had vanished,

Obviously, the rascal had given up hope of obtaining any
pssistance from Cardew; he realised his mistake, and he was
keeping very carefully c¢lear of Lthe peighbourhood of Reck.
ness Towers,

In a few days Cardew had dismissed the matter [ram his
volatile mind. He had quite forgoiten it by the time the
day came round foy the three Fourth-Formers (o go on to
Eastwood House, to join Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s house
party there.

Certainly Ralph Reckness Cardew never expected to hear
again from “Jumny the Rat,” or to see that wnsavoury
individual. Bul it was the unexpeeted that was destined lo
happen,
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CHAPTER 3.
Something Like a Ghost Story !

$6 s O it, Gussy?”
| “TIf you [ellows would weally like to

lieah o
“Yes, rather
“Pile 1"
Arthur Auvpustus 1V Arev, of (ho

Fourth Form at 8t. Jim's, adjusted lLis

eclebrated eyeglass in his noble eye,

and plancetl round at the circle of
faces in the old ocak-panelled hall of

Kastwood House,

Snow was falling without, in the
deep December dusk; the winler wind
wailed among the old trees in the
park, and whistled round roofs and chimneys. But in_{he
dusky old hall a great log lire diffused warmth and comfort,
vasting strange lights and shadows among the armounred
ligures and the hunting trophies on the old walls, The fire-
light was =oft and pleasant, glowing on cheerful and bright
voung faces, on the green leaves and red berries of the
Christmas holly.

“Qhall we put the light on, you fellows?”

There was a chorus
in the negative.

'|.1-.1-

0L, nol” sald
Cousin  Ethel. “il"ht:-.
firelighl for a ghost
story.” STRAIGHT
4 Just (e thing.” FROM
gaidd Tom Merry, We THE
should miss the thrill
in the electric light.™ SHOULDER!

“ Bhove another log
on the fiee,” =ald
Blake.

Tom Merey tossed a
fresh  log  inle  Lthe
elowing cmbers in the
old wide grale.

A shower of sparks
shot up, and for a
moment or iwo the
pld hall wag illumined,
and o crowd of faces

came ol ol tho
shadows.
Tom  Merry  and

Lowther and AMManners,
of the 81, Jim's Bhell,
woere there—and Blake
and Herries antl
Dighy, of the L'ourth,

Wally of the Third,
annd his friends,
Reggic Manners and

Frank Levison, sal in
n row on @& scllec, and
next 1o Tueank  eaf
Doris Levison, and nexi
to her Cousin Kthel,
Farther back in the
shadows, tho s=conl of
n cigar betrayed the
presence of Lord Conway, Arthur Augustus' elder brotlher,

The sparks died down, and faces grew indistinet again, in
the ruddy glow,

“(lo it, Uussy ! said Monty Lowthor.
for vour to make our flesh creep.”

“As g mattah of fact, Lowthah, it is wathah a thwilliud®
stowy,” said Arthur Augustus, "I bwuel tiat 1t will not
make vou gals feel fwightened,”

“1 think not,” said Cousin Kthel, willh a smle.

SIf you fecl feahfully fwightened, you know, we'll turn
an the eleetwie light al onee,” said Arthur Augnstae.

4 Please don'l,” said Doris Levison, “We'll try very hard
lo keep calm,™

There was a chuekle from somewhere.

SOl in, Gins,” =aid Wally of the Third. “ You're Reeping
s on tenterliooks, vou know. And life's short.™

“Weally, Wallyz—"

“You're a bit long-winded, old chap.”

“Vou are a diswespectful voung sweep, Wally ! eaid
Avthur Augustus sternly. “T am vewy mueli afwaid that von
do not gel enough lickin's at St Jim's, I wenlly con-
sidal—"

“But what about the ghost story I asked Tom Jerry.

“Yaans, walhal! Pway dwy up, Wally, and do noi
intewwupt me,” said the swell of 56, Jim's. “The stowy is
aboul the While Clavalier, vou fellows, He lived 1o the
weipn of King What-do-vou-call-him M

$0h, my hat!” said Lowther.

“YWe're wailing

“We haven't had thad

jolly old monarch in tho history class at Bt Jim's, that 1
remember,”

“Weally, Lowthah P

“King Charles the First!” came Lord Conway's voice
from tho shadows,

“Vaas, wathah! T know it was King Somcbody.”

“The chap who had his head bobbed ! said Lowther.

“Order !” said Blake.

“Well, this chap was named Sir Fomcthing ' Arey,”™ wont
on Arthur Augustns, “and was o welaton of the Lord Kast-
wood of that time. I dare say you fellows wemembah fwom
histowy lessons, that there was a feahfnl wow goin’ on at
that time between the king and the House of Commons,
I suppose he considahed that they talked loo much, as vewy
pwobably they did. They gob to fightin' aboul it, and S
Thingummy D'Arcy took the side of the king.™

“Hir Fulke D" Avey ! murmured Lord Couway,

“Vaas, wathali! T kpew it was somceilin’ or ollah.
Well, this chap, 8ir Fulke D'Arey, was in no end ol battles
and sewaps, and ab once time Le held this vewy house
against the Parliament, He had collected a lot ol money,
and melted down a lot of plate, and so on, the king bein’
hard up for the sinews of war; but befoah Le conld get away
with it, some of the Ironsides came along lookin® [or him,

"-'-.--I.._I.I._

e T
J'a'.‘!;h

Cardew leaped back and avoided tho slash of the heavy stick, and at the same moment Ernest

Levison sprang at the ruffian and struck.
and the man went staggering.

His clenched fist landed on the side of the Rat’s head,
{Sce Chapter 2.)

and he was besieged in this house, You can slill sce twaces
about the place where the bullets were fiyin’ in those days,
Ave vou feelin® fwightened yet, Ethel ¥

“Not at all”

“Wight-ho! Now, when 8ir Somethin’-or-othah found
ithat he was goin' to be besicged, Lie wushed his tweasurc
away into the deer park, abont a mile away, and buwied i
there, =0 that it would be safe even if the Cwomwell chaps
rol hold of the house and knocked him on the head, That
was wathal thoughtful of him, vou know, and showod gweal
pwesenee of mind, I wathah think that T inhewit that sort
of thing fwom Lim. You fellows know that T am a fellow of
some tact and jundgment.”

FWeo've heard you menbion il said Blake gravely,

There was an audible smile in the shadows, ‘

“Mhen he was shut up in the house, with the Parliwmen-
tawians all wound him,” went on 'Arey. *There was no
end of sewappin', and one wing of the house was knocked
faihly ovah, and it is in wuins now, as you fellows may have
noticed, The Cavaliers put up no end of a fight, but the
Tronsides were too many for them, and they got the place
at lasl.”

Arthur Augnstus paused,

“Tlow Sir Thingummy got out is not vewy clealy,” he
continued. “I suppose he fought hLis way out, sword in
hand, cuttin’ down the cwop-eared knaves, you know. Any-
how he did gel out.”

Tae Gex Lierary,—No. 1,035,
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“ He wag bunkered, and considered it fhme to bunk |’ sug-
gested Monty Lowthah,

“Ho welweated,” said Arthur Augustns, with dignity.
“His ideah was to get to the deer park, and wecovall the
Lweasure he had coliected for the king, and get away with
it to join the Woyal forees. Unfortunaiely, he was ovah-
taken in the deer park befoah he could cawwy out his
destgn, and the ewop-carod knaves wushed on hi, and he
put up a last fight undah an eak-twee, which is still standin’,
and thera he was cut down., His fwiends were——

“Lut up, I suppose ¥’ asked Lowther,

“Weally, you ass—"

"Order !” said Manners,

“Iis fwiends were slain or taken pwisonoh,” said Arthn
Augustus, “and the cstate was what they called sequestered,
which is a legal cxpwession for stealin’, and wemained in
the hands of the Parliamentawians till the Westowation.
But long befoal that time, the White Cavalier bogan to
haunt the deer park. You see, the cwop-earcd blightahs
know all about the tweasure bein’ huwieti there, and they
started huntin’ for it. On a feahfully dark wintah's night,
when the snow was fallin', and the wind howlin’, gnd—and
E¢ on, you know—that sort of thing—"

“Oh, quite!” said Blake,

“Well, on that feahful night a partay of ewop-ecarcd
knaves were huntin’ for tho tweasure, when a weird figure
appeahed in the gloom of the twees, and they saw Bir
Thingummy, dwessed all in white, with a phantom sword
m his ghostly hand, and the othah ghostly hand waised to
wave them away. They were feahiully scared, and they
bolted.”

D’Arvecy paused agalin,

“You gals fwightened ¥ he acked,

“Not at all”

" Nol the ,fun&t little Lit.™

“You fellows feclin’® et all nervy?”
Augustus,

“Ha, hal WNg!l”

I will wing for the butlah to put on the light, you knaw,
it you feel eweepy.™

"“We're bearing up,” said Manners gravely, “ But, T must
say, Gussy, that you have a really tﬁriilfng way of telling
& ghost story.”

“ Awfully " said Herries.

" Hair-raising |” gaid Dighy solemnly,

“Yaas, wathah! T have told this stowy a good many
limes, you know, and I weally think 1 put it wathahk well,”
sald Arthur Augustus innocently, “ Woll, you know, to got
on with 1t, oo anothah fealiful wintaly’s night, an officah of
Lthe Ironsides was seekin' Lhe tweasure in the deer park—-—-

“Did they always seck it on wild winter's nights?” asked
Monty Lowther,

"“Yaas, deah boy; they appeah to have doue so, accordin’
to the legend,” assented Arthur Augustus,

*1 should have picked out a summer’s aflerncon myself.
But I dare say they had their rcasons. Get on, old cham®

“Where was I when you intewwupled me ¥

“On a wild winter’s night——* said T'om Merry,

“Ohb, yaas! On a wild winter's night. with
wagl’, and—and—and thundah - and - lightnin’
wenewally, you know—

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bat Jove! This isn’t o funnay stowy, you fellows |

“Our mistake I chuckled Tom Merry.

“Well, the Ironside chap was seckin' the tweasure in the
deer park, with a pocket-torch or somethin’——-

“What! A what?” gjaculated Manners,

“No; I suppose it would be a lantern in those days, T
think they would eall it a lanthorn,” said Arthur Augustus,
“Well, whatevah it was, it showed a feeble lght, and the
blightah was suddenly startled to heah a feahful gwoan.
e looked wound huwwicdly ovah his shouldal, and there
was Sir Thingummy, in gleamin’ white, haunlin® the spot
where the tweasure was buwied. But the Puwitan chap
may have thought it was a twick of some sort—he mayn’t
have believed in ghosts, you know—as a mattah of fact, I
dow’t myself, and I don’t suppose you fellows do. Anyhow,
iha chap was at the ghost with his bwoadsword, and wan
him thwough.”

“And the White Cavalier gave up the ghost?” asked
T.owlher.

_"Wats! What happened nexi is not vewy cleah—you see,
ihere were no witnesses on such a feahful night. But tho
next mornin’ the gwop-eared knave was found lyin' in the
snow, with-a feahful wound on his head, havin® been stwuck
down by the White Cavalior, you know. And, accordin’ to
ihe legend, the White Cavalior always haunts the deer park
when the snow is on the gwound, 14 havin® been Chwistmas-
time when he was done in—I mean, slain—and anyone who
1s not fwightened away by his feahful looks, gets knocked
on the head with the hilf of his sword, Ho has not heen
gcen lately—not in my time atb all, iu fact—"
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“ Probably nob | murmured Monty Lowiher,

And there was a chuckle.

“But it’s o feahfully thwillind stowy, isn't 1t ¥ said Arthue
Augustus.  “Pewwaps we had beitah wing for lights befoah

you fellows get nerv

“Tha way you tel[yl.llﬂ story would thrill & marble statuo
or a Cheddar choese, old chap,” said Monty Lowther, “1'm
feeling frightfully creepy. IFancy secing Sir Thingummy
What's-his-name, dressed up in his g]mntﬁr what-do-you-call-

“ IHa, ha, hal”

“Weally, Lowthah i

“A crack on the napper from g phantom thingunnimybel
would be no joke,” said Blake seriously.

"Weally, Bloke——"

In tho ruddy glow of the lire all the faces secemed to bo
smiling.  Gussy's ghost story had wobt exactly made the
guests at Kastwood Houso feel creepy, for some reason,

“The focl 15, deah boys, it 15 o vewy thwillin’ stowy, yon
know,” said Arthur Awgnstus. “All wight in heah, with
the fish, and plenty of company; but out in the deer park,
in the snow, at night, it would bo wathah feahful to hieah a
dweadful gwoan all of a sudden——*

Groan !

Arthur Auguslns hroke off suddenly.

Just behind him, in the gloom, he was interrupted by w
decp, horrible, hair-raising groan,

"Gwoeat Scott!?

Arthur Augusiug jumrped up so suddenly that his eyeglass
dropped from his eye, and his chair flew backwards.

" What—what—what was that ?” ho gasped,

He starcd vound, and the grinning face of Wally of tho
Third showed up in the shadows.

“Only little met” seid D'Arecy minor cheerily,

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You uttah young aszs[” exclaimed Arthur Augusing,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Conway touched a bell, and the portly hutler of
Tastwood House appeared, The electric light blazed anb
in the old hall, gleaming on polished cak and red holly-
berries and laughing faces.

1) -.ki-jr

“Bome story, what?® yawned Wally of the Third.
brother Gus is no end of a card at teﬁiug a funny siory.”

“"¥ou wyoung ass, 1t was not g funnay stowy——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“I twust you wern not fwightened, Ethel

“ Not very much 1 said Cousin Kthel demurely,

“ And you, Dowis——"

“Hardly at all,” said Doria.

“1 weally fail to sce what you fellows arve gwinnin’ at. It
wis not a funnay stowy, but vewy twagic and thwillin’—

“We'll tuke your word for it, Gussy,” assurced Blake,

" Ha, ha, ha!”

A bell chimeds

“Time to dress for dinner,” suid Lord Conway, lovghing,
‘;I %:ﬂ]:{:jyml haven't tiken away the appetites of your guests,
Arthr,

“Bai Jove. 1 weally hope not!”
Arthir Augustus’ hope was well founded, He hado't ]

iy

—_— -

CHAP1ER 4.
The Light In the Deer Park !

ALK 1t Y said Ernest Levison.

" Good 1dea ! agreed Clive.

Ralph Reckness Cardew groancd.

“It's a good mile ™ he said.

“More! Two, I should say,” sail
Levizon of the Vourth

“Oh gad !

“Lot's go round by the park and
tlm].'kui it three!” suggested Clive, with a
augh.

) The threo Fourth-Formers of S,
Jim’s stood outside the little country station of BEasthorpe,
which was Lhe station for Easiwood House.

The dusk was falling; there was snow on the ground, and
a keen wind blew,

After a rather long journey in the train, Clive and Levison
were feeling dizposed to stretch their legs a little, Cardew
ol the Fourth, as wsual, was indisposed for excrtion in any
shape or form. I

"The car might have waited!” remarked Cardew,

" Oh, Gussy gave us up, of course,” said Levison, “ We're
Lwo honrs late, owing to missing the connection.”

*Owing to Cardew missing the connection, you inean, and
us having to rout him out of a waiting-room,” grunted Clive,

“Mea culpaV’ said Cardew., “My % ult ] Why didn’t you
leave me behind

" Fathead

I dare say we can hunt up some sort of a conveyance
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here,” said Cardew. *Lhere aren't any taxicabs: but thero
may be a hack, or a coach, or even a 1ay-cnrt—-">

“Wall 18"’

“We don’l waul to be late for dinner.
particudar on such points, you know.”

“We've lots of time,”

“1t's jelly cold.”

“Walking will make you warm.”

“0Oh dear!”

The three juniors were coming on, after Christmas Duy, to
join the party at Eastwood House. Levison's sister and
voung brother were already there, and lirnest was looking
forward to seeing Doris and ¥rank again, under Arthur
Augustus D’Arey’s hospitable roof. The car from Iast-
wood had met their train—the train they should have come
by. Naturally, it was gone now, as they had nol come by
the speeified ‘train, Cardew had dawdled abou! carelessly at
a junction back on the line, the connection had been missed,
and a slow train had brought the trio on lo Fasthorpe two
lours late. It wa: Cardew’s fault, but he did not seem to
be in the least perturbed by it. He was only perturbed by
the prospect of walking toWJastwood House.

“I sav!” he exclaimed suddenly, as if struck by a sudden
bright idea. * There’s a telephone at the station”

“What about ikt”

“We can telephone to IV Arey——

“Bosh!"

“He will send the car. We ean wait for it at that jolly
old inn, and knock the balls about in the billiards-room while
we're waitin’.”  Cardew nodded towards the HNastwood
Arms, from the old diamond-paned windows of which a
ruddy light gleamed hospitably in the dusk,

Levison smiled grimly,

“We're not poing to bother INArey to send the car g
soeond (ime; and knocking billinrd Dballs about 1s barred
whf-ﬂ: }'nu'rﬁ in respectable company, old man. Come on.”

* But——

“T'1] tell them to send the bags on,” said Levison. “ They'll
be at Eastwood House before us going by cart.”

“Let's go by the cart "

“Rats "

“Y dare say il's guite a nice carl—"

“ Fathead |

Levison quickly arranged about the Daggage, and ihen
tha three juniors started. Cardew was still reluctant; but as
his two chiims stavted, he decided to follow them. On second
thoughts, too, hie realised that he did not want fo arrive at
Lord Fastwood's mansion silling on the bags in o village
carf,

Levison and Clive enjoyed the tramp in the keen air after
the stuffiness of the train. Cardew, as & matter of facl,
t!I‘er}'L‘[t it, toos his lasiness was as much a pose as anything
elso,

Levicon knew the country well; he had visited Tastwond
House more thaon once before.  From the high-road he
turned into a narrow lane that ran between overhanging,
leafless branches,

Cardew staved aliead of him in the deepening  dusk,
genuinely dismayed by the rutty, muddy lane, and the im-
penetrable darkness into which 1t appeared to lead.

“[ say, is this the end of everywhere!” he inguired plain-
tively. ** Where on earth does this dashed tunnel lead ™™

“Ti'e n beautiful lane in summer,” 2aid Levison,

“Ta it swmmer now, fathead?”

Levison laughed,

“It's n shorl cut. It leads between the homie park of
Hastwood and the, old deer park. TIf we cul across the deer
park wo can make it shorter still.”

“0h, my hat! Are we goin’ io risk runnin' into herds
of ferocious deer in the dark?”

“There are no deer thers now, ass, and not for lwenty
vears past, I believe, Nothing there bul irees and ghosts,”™
said Levison, with a chuckle,

“Ghosts

“Thz deer park is haunted. Gussy told me the story last
vae.  Some old Cavalier johnny was blotted out there
hundreds of vears ago, and he comes back to revisit the eiddy
elimpses of the moon on the old familiar spot.”

“T gav., I'm afraid of ghosts!"” said Cardew. “ Frightfully
:aup::;:*s!l.itimﬁ, in facl. Let's trot back and telephone for a
Car.

“Come on !

“(Oh dear!™

The three juniors tramped on by the narrow lane, Dark-
ness was quite fallen now, bul there was » glinuner of the
moon in the dark skv. Overhead, the branches en ecither
side met, the bare boughs twining like Iace against the
glimmer of the moon.

Levison stopped at last and looked about him,

“Hore's the place.” he said. “"We ent through the deer

ark hére and get into the grounds, I know the way like a
ook, We pass the haunted onk where the ghost walks”

{iuzsy is rather

-

1 don't really mind ghosts,” groaned Cardew, “ But mid
and snow—and tumblin’ over roots in the dark—"

“This way!”

Levizon led the way among tho old gnarled trees of the
decr pork., Sidney Clive followed him, and Cardew t(railed
on behind.

“We shall sce the haunted oak soon!” said Levison
cheerily. “ When the ghost avalks, there’s a dim, unearthly
light seen, popping aboubt among the trces. You see, the
riddy ghost is looking for a treasurc that was buried in the
days of Charles the First. As he buried it himself, he ought
to know where it is; but you mever can tell, in a ghost
story.”

YiGreat gad!”? ejaculated Cardew,

EF 1.‘1'!1“1-._____?:

“Look!"

Cardew pointed.

“My only hat!” breathed Clive.

In the dense darkness under the old trees, at some distance
ahead of the 8t. Jim's juniors, a light gleamed.

It gleamed close to the ground, and was in motion.

Slowly, but incessantly, it moved, among {rees and frozen
brambles and masses of banked snow, travelling to and fro,
near the ground, exactly as if it were a lantern in the Land
of somn unseen searcher.

The three juniors stopped.

They felt their hearts beating faster,

After the words that Levison had just utfered, the sight
of that strange, moving light in the old deer park was
startling.
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My hat!” muttered Levison.
bat"

Cardew laughed =oftly.

“The giddy ghost, lookin' for the treasure!" he said.

“Rot! It's somebody looking for something,” snid Levi-
son, recovering himself  ““Nobody has a right to be in this
deer park unless he belongs to Eastwood House, Can'tt be
a poacher, I suppose? Who the thump ean it be?”

“(iussy niay have dropped his eyeglass, and come out to
Inok for it with a lantern——"

“ Agal”

“Let's sec!” sald Clive.

“Come on!" said Levison.

The three juniors hurried on, extremely curious to know
what the moving light in the decr park might mean, ‘Thal
the gliost of the ancient Cavalier was revisiting the scene of
his last fight they were nol likely to believe, uncanny as 1
seomed,

I the thick wood il waz impossible to run, bul they
tramped on very rapidly, Suddenly the light stopped.

“The jolly old spectre has heard us!” murmured Cardew.

“1t's rone!”

The light vanished.

Black darkness reigned, broken only by the faint glimmer
of the moon over the tree-tops. Thae juniors halted again.

“Well, that does it!” said Levison. “Whoever it was,
he heard us, and doesn't want to be seen.”

“The phantom, of course,” said Cardew.
into thin air by this time.”

Levizon shouyted:

“What the thump can it

“THe's vanizhed

Tar Gy Liarany.—No. 1,035,
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“Hallo! Hallo! Who's that? Whe's there ™

His voice rang and echoed among the frees. DBul thera
caine no reply., The echoing of his shout died away, and
there was deep silence in the old deer park. The juniors
stood silent for a minute or more, looking at one anolher
in tho deep shadows.

“It's jolly queer!” said Clive, at last.

““It's somebody who has no business here, that's cortain,”
gaid Levison. “But I can’t imagine what his gmne is,”

“My dear man, it's the giddy spook!” yawned Cardoew,

“Fathead! Let's get on!”

The juniors tramped on through the deer park. They
kept their eves well about them ; but no sign was scen again
of the moving light, no sound was heard of the unseen
bearer of the lantern, if lantern 1t was,

In spite of their nerve and their strong disbelief in ghostly
visitations, the three juniors felt a ecreepy feeling coming
over them as they threaded their way among the shadowy
trees, and they wero glad to get out of the deer park mto
the vpen prounds of Eastwood House,

CHAPTER 5.
The Slacker !

oo~4 0U fellows missed a lreat!”

“ How's that? yawned Cardew lazlly,

There was a cheery gathering in
Arthur Awgustus D'Arey’s “den” at
LEastwood Honse.

All the Bt. Jun's fellows were there,
including the three latest arrivals—
Levizon, Clive, and Cardew,

The juniors had gone up to bed: but
it was their custom to galther in
IV Arey's den for a final “jaw " round
the log-fire before dispersing to their
various apartments,

Ralph Reckness Cardew was reclining at his vase in @
deep armchair, He had taken out a litlle geld cigaretie-
vase, In an_ absent sort of way, and then, cutcﬁ?ng Lievizon's
cye, had slipped it back again into his pocket. That kind
of thing was not suitable for Eastwood House; and though
Arthur Aupgustus would have made no remark, lhe would
lave thought the more! Cardew stifled a yawn, aud
stretched his elogant legs to the log-fire.

“Yon missed the treat of }’ﬂl]l‘;ii'.*l‘ﬁ throtigh losing your
fram,” went on Monty Lowther. “Qussy was tolling ghost
aim'ic".;.um the hall just before dinner. He made our flesh
troep |

“ Made our hair rise on our heads!” said Bluke.

“Caused each particular hair fo stand on end, like ghills
vjpron the fretful porcupine ! said Manners solemnly,

Arthur Augustus, standing elegantly before the five, lia
spotless shirt-front gleamning in the Hght, beamed innocently
on liis guests,

“Bal Jove, vou fellows, do you think T told the stowy
weally well 7°* he asked. **As a mattah of fact, vou know,
I have told thal stowy a good many times, and I dare say
it impwoves wilh pwactice, you know.,”

“1t does!” said Tom Merry.

“"Yeas, raither!”

“T think I‘}’ﬂ‘tl have heard tho stowy of the White Cavalicr,
Leovison? believe I told it lo you once.”

“"Twiee, old chap,” said Levison.

“If you would ﬂkﬂ to heal it again——-7->"

I wouldn't give you all that trouble for anylhing. PBut
il’s no end of a story, and you tell it in your awn inimilable
manner, old scout!” said Ernest Levison, with owl-like
Te:-:?u??:nss. “By the way, has the ghost been walking
ately

“It 15 not on wecord that it has heen scen for a vewy
long time, Levison. As a mattah of fact, of course, it s
only a yarn,” said Arthur Augustus, “Weally, ihere are no
such things as ghosts!"”

“Who Enm:rs?” vawned Cardeow,

“Gammon!” said Clive tersely.

“Well, weally, you know, Bhakespeare sald—T ilink it
was Bhakespeare—there are maore thingummies in  the
what's-it’s-nume and the thingummyboh, than are dweamt of
m  your whal-do-you-call-it,” said Arthur Augustns
thoughtfully.

“0Oh, my hat! Did Shakespeare say that?' exclaimed
Cardew, in surprize.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Pewwaps it doez not wun exactly like that; bub some-
thin' of the sorl,” said Arthur Augustus. “ Yon are wathal
stwong on Shakespeare, I helieve, Mannali=—what was 1t
pwecisely 1

“*There are morve things in the heavens and the earih
than are dreamt of in vour philesophy,' * said Mannera.

“Yaas, wathali! T knew it was somethin’ of the kind,?
gaid Arthuar Augusios,
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“The faet i3, we saw the giddy spook, as we came along,”
sald Cardew. “We came through thoe deer park, vou know,
and he was there, scarching for tlie phantom treasure with
a phantom lanthorn.”

“Bai Jovel”
" Rats " sand Herries cheerfully,
' Honest injunl” said Cardew. “At least, we saw the
hght shifting about the park close to the pround, es il
somebody was looking for something. 1 thought D'Arey
might have dropped lis eyeglasy and gone out to hunt for
th; but 1f wasn’t that ”‘

“"Weally, Cardew o

“But it was somebody, or something,” went on Cardew.
“If tho woather wasn't so cold, and if it wasn't =0 windy,
aird if I wasn't so dashed lazy, and il it wasn't so jolly com-
fortable here, I should propose going on a ghost-hunt in the
deer park,”™

“What a lot of *if’s," " said Tom Merry, with a smile,
“But did you really see anything in the park, Levison?”

Levison of the Fourth nodded.

“Yes, just as Cardew says,” be answeored, “ There was o
light moving sbont, as if somcbody was scarching for
something with a lan{ern”

" Bai Jove !

“He put the light out when he heard us,” said Clive.
" Levison shouted to him, but he did nol answer.”

“Why shoulidn’t he?" asked Dig.

“Goodpess knows 1#

" .ﬂh’ 1t was the giddy epook,” =aid Cardew.
don'ts answer when they're shouted at.
imto thin air,”

"1 wondal who could have been wootin' about in the
decr park?” said Arthur Augustus in astonishment. * No-
Iii‘:d:f I;:wuh govs there at might.  It's a feahlully lonely
[,

" Has young Wally lost Pongo?” grinned Bluke, “ Might
have been your jolly old minor hunting for Lis dog.”

“DPongo is chained up in the stables now,™ said Arthur
Augustus. ' The pater has vewy pwopahly wefused to have
lim 1n th{t_ house again, since he toro up Eihel's music-
books. Besides, Wally was with us when I was tellin' you
that ghost stowy befoah dinnah. Tt s vewy wemarlabla
that anybody =hould have been wootin® ahout in the deer
park aftal dark, Weally, it looks us if there might b
somethin' in the ghost stowy aftah all,  Aecordin’ to the
legend, Sir Thingummy poes awound at night with u
zhostly lanthorn lookin' for buwicd tweasure,”

“Bome goat playing ghost, perhaps,' said Lowtlior.

“Bul why should wnybody play ghost, with nobody {o
tee InmT? said Tom Merry.  Nobody could have knewn
that these chaps were going to take a short cut across the
deer park.”

* What price a ghost haut ¢ asked Blake, “It's rather a
wheeze, you know. It's tho right time of vear and the
vight time of night b

“Good!” satd Lowther. “'"Tis now the very witching
hour of night when churchyards yawn——-" )

“1 don't know whether our giddy clders wonld wpprove,”

_ “Ghosts
He just vanished

zaid Blake thoughifully, “DBut we can go down from
(fussy's balcony without bolhering anybody, What?”
“Good 1" sand Dig,
“ Yaas, wathah! Yon fellows like the ideah?” asked

Avthur Auvguslus, looking round.

There was a goneral nodding of leads, Only Ralph
Reckness Cardew leunod back lazily in his chair,

“Leave mo'to frowst over the fire,” he zaid. “You can
I-:I-[l me ell about it when you get back, if you gel back
alive,

“ Afraid of ghostz—what 7" asked Herrios,

" Wrighifolly 17

“Oh, buck up ! said Dig. *“Let's all gol”

“CGet a move on, Cardew,” sald Levison.

Cardew shook liis lLead,

“’I'he very thought freczes my blood,” he said., “ Thiuk
of facing a giddy phantom in his lair! Not little me. Il
cnjoy Gussy's fire while you're gone, and when you come in
vonr can tell me all about 1.7

“Tvewy wnan 1o his taste,” sald Arthur Avgustus cheerily,
“{iet yvour ecoals and mufllers, you chaps—it's jollay cold
out of doors.”

The juniors wore goon stirring nclively. Nobody lad
mueh expectalion of rooling out w ghest in the deer park,
but all were curvious to know what the mysterious higly,
might mean,  Only Cardew did nol scem to share the
seneral curiosity,

Tom Merry & Co. went oub of the {freneh windows to
the balcony, and thenco descended to ihe gardens, warmly
wrapped up oagainst snow  and wind  Ralph Reckness
Cardew was left along 1o Gussy’s den, and as soon as the
iuniors were gone the damdy of the Fourth deew oul n
little gold  cigarette-caze and lighted o eigarette. On
seeoid thoughts, however, he threw it inte the crackling
loge, which was undoubledly the best thing he could lave
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done with 1, and yawned portentously. Cardew of the
Fourth Lad been only a few hours at Eastwood House, i
he was nlready bored—a frame of mind that genorally
haunted him wherever he was, He stared at the fire and
wortdered  disconsolately how le was going to kill tune
till the other fellows came back.

Tiere were hooks in D"Arey’s hookease—plenty of thiein
—hut he was disinclined for reading, Ie was tisinelined
for hed. He was disinelined to jein in {he ghostJinnt—
but Le rather wished that he had gone with the oihers.
Tinally e rose from the avinchair, stretehed himsell, and,
laving sorled out a coat, a muffler, and a cap, he slipped

ot en (he baleany and followed the track of Tom Morry &
Cp, tirough the glimmering anow
decr pork,

in the divection of the

i

CHAPTER 6.
The Ghost Hunters!

DLLY cold 7

4" Yaus, wathah!”

“ And windy!”

“ Beastly windy !”

“And suowy 7

“Why grouse?’ sail Touw Merry
cheerily. “If it wasn't cold wid snowy
it wouldn't seem like Christmas, Let's
hope that the giddy ghost is wallang.”

“ Wo such luck ! said Blake. _
Nino St Jim's jupiors wers frampiupg
through the snow to the deer park, Lheir

heads bent to the keen wind,
The grouml was thickly carpeted  with  snow, and the
llakes were still falling lightly, whirling iu the winter

wind, A ¢rescent
moon  showed  over
the high branches
nf the park, but
tle light was faint.
Dark and gloomy
the old deer park
loomed up  before
their eyes, and as
they approached 1t3
t(usky shades uncon-
seipusly the juntors
fall silent, or spokn
1 whispers. In
those gleomy shades,
somehow, the ghostly
Cavalicy  did  nol
soem sa remote from
possibility as he had
seomed i the well-
lichted house, in tho
pueldy light of the
erackling logs, Inthe
darkness, the soli-
tude, and the silence,
il  would  Thardly
have seemed  sur-
prising it a  fear-
same figure had ap-
peared  pmong  the
nhi trunks of thoe
trees, or a phantom
ht had glimmerod
wiit in the shadows,

Beveral  of  the
fullows had eleetric
torches In their
pockots, but they did uot turn them ou. JF anyone was
ranting shout in the decr park the light would have given
I ther alarm,

As ii was a good many hours since Levison & Co. had
seen Lo ghostly light flitting among the old trees, il
seerned unlikely that the unknown beater of it would sfill
be Lhere.  Still, whoover he was, he must have had some
motive for lurking in the deer park at night, and tho
shosb-hunters hoped for the best,

“Oir Inck’s  nl” exclaimed
Yook 7

“Hul Jove !

The erowd of jumors stopped,

Far whead of them, in the gleomy depths of the decr
pork, elimmerad a light—held low to the ground and moving
sliout slowly among the underwoods. 1

Fevizon caught his breath,

“That's 1t 1" he eaid, “Just the same that we saw

“eTust U7 agrvecd Clive, )

Tomm Merry starved ab the glittering, fitting light, pet-
plexod and pozzled,

" Bal Jove!
muttered.  Oh, owumbs! '’
torch he garried was
from his hand by somea
(See Chapler 6.)

Tom Merry  suddenly.

LR |

Arthur Augustius D'Arcy pushed on agaln
as hs heard the rustle in the underwoods.
I'm wunnin' him down ! " he
The electric
gtruck suddenly
invisible Torge !

“What on earth can it mean?” Le said.
searching for something, that's clear,
what?" . ) _

“]1—I—1 say ' Herrios spoke in a whisper, “It—i6
can't be a ghost, of course!”

“0Of conrse pol!" snid Dighbv,
couviciion,

“et's shout Lo him, deah boys,” _

“Then the light will go out!” said Levisom,
lis is, he doesn't want to be scen.” oy

#Quiet—and come on!” said Tom Merry. HWe'll jolly
woll find out who it is, and make him expluin himsell.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The juniors tred on silently through the spow, decper
and derper into the gloomy recesses of the old park, :

The mysterious light fliticd before them like u will-o'-thes
wisp in the darkness,

Ti looked like an electrie torch gleaming on the ground
from an unseen hand. Whoever held it was swallowed up
in the gloom and fotally invisible to the eye.

All of & sudden the light vanished,

T.evison compressed his lips.

“Pho brute's heard us, same
exieh. “He knows wo're hero now,
show a light. Come on!”

Five or six electrie lorches gleamed oul. The boams of
white light glinmered and glanced on tho gnarled, frosty
trunks of the trees. Tom Merry & Co. hurried on to the
spol where the light had vanished.

But it was difficuls io traco the exact spot. The tnys-
tevious light did not show up again; all was dense darkness,
save where the juniors’ torches glimmerod on the snow
(Liat was stacked among the trees, To and fro tho Bf.
Jim's fellows went, flashing tho lights here and there and

“Ii’s somebody
Dut who—and

but his vowee lacked

~aid Arthor Anguslos,

“AWhoover

as lLappened before,” he
go wo may us well

.......

everywhere, and listening lulently for a sound from tha
mysterions roamer of the deer park.

“13ai Jovel”

Arthur Augustus 1Y Avey halted suddenly.

“Wound him?” called eut Tom Dlerry,

“J'vo found his twavks in tho snow, deal Loy ™

“ (0, good!” _ .

The juniors gathered round the swell of 5i. Jun's al once,
with cager faces.

Arthur Augustus pointed to a deep track in the snow that
led away between two great trecs,

His noble face wore a smile of satisfaclion.

“On the twail, what?"” he satd.

“f,ooks like it,” said Herries. “T1 gay, if I had wy Lull-
dogr Towser here, he would follow up this trail and nail
the rotter in next to no time.”

“Weally, Hewwies—"

Levison glanced keenly at the (rail in Lhe snow.

Ile smiled. _

“Tho fellow's got rathoer siall feet,” he remarked, “and
he wears very nice bools.™

Tur Geu Lisnany,—Nao, 1,035,
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“Yaas, wathah,” said IV’ Arcy, inspecting the frail again,
" Looks more like a boy's twack than a3 man’s,”

“That's what it is,” said Mauners.

“Anyhow, we are goin' to bag him,” said Arthur
Avgustus, “"Man or boy, he has no wight to be wootin’
about my patah’s deer park, you know. Bal Jove! What
are you gwinnin’ at, Lowthah?”

Monty Lowther chuckled. His eyes followed Levison's

lanee from the track in the snow fo 1)'Arcy's elegant

ots, and back again. He knew what Levison of the
Fourth had already guessed,
“You really want to bag the blighter, Guesy?” asked
Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah."

“1f 1 see him, shall I collar himi"

“Certainly, deah bhoy.”

!“ U?_Har him at once, without giving him time to dodge,
what "

“Yaas, that’s the ideah.”

“Here goes, then!™

Monty Lowther made a sudden jump at the swell of St
Jim's, and grasped him by the collar,

“(Got him|” he roared,

“Why, what——"

“*Which

“Bai Jove! Leggo!" howled Arthur Augustus, strugeling,
" Are you pone pottay, Lowthah, you howlin’ ass?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Blake, “They're Gussy's own
tracks 1™

“Welease me, you utlah ass!” yelled Arthur Augustus.

The swell of St. Jiun's tore himself away from Lowther's
grasp. He jammed lis eelebrated eyeglass into hia eye,
amd gave the humorist of the Shell a withering glare.

‘' Lowthah, you uttah wuthan——"

“You asked for it!” said Monty Lowther meekly. I
appeal to all vou fellows—didn't he?”

* ¥es, rather I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you sillay asses—"

“They'ro your own tracks, fathead!” roared Blake,
“You've walked round ihis tree, and walked round again
and found your own trail.”

“weat Sceott 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors, preatly entertained
by the expression on Gussy’s countenance,

“Bail Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, as the truth dawned
npon his noble mind. * Weally, they do look like my own
twacks, you know. I must bave walked past this spot and
tlien come wound sgain, They weally look like my own
lwacks.™

“That's what they ere, fathead,” said Dighy.

“Weally, Dighy, I object to bein® called a fathead!®

“"Why don't you object to being onei?” siched Monly
Lowther,

Tom Merry laughed.

“The giddy phantom will be clearing off all this time,”
he said. “Let's pet going.”

" Lats,"” assented DBlake. “That i3, if Gussy is finished
walking round and round in his own [ootsteps, like a cat
chasing its tail,”

"“Ha, ha, hal”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Come on,” said Clive. “It's jolly cold standing stilk™

“We had bettah sepawate, deah hoys,” said Arthur
Augustus sagely. “We can covah much more gwound in
diffewent diwections,”

“Good egg!” assented Tom.

"“II we miss one anothah again, we can head for home,”
went on Arthur Augustus, *' Let’s awwange to be back by
"[TE”' "Ia‘fn:e shall heah it chime fwom the village.”

one !’

And the party split up into singles, and proceeded to
explore the wood in different directions.

All of them were curious to know who had roved the deer
park in the winter darkness with the light; though they did
not expect {o discover that it was the phantom of the
uncient Cavalier. Certainly they would have been extremely
surprised to meet Sir Fulke D'Arcy prowling on the scena
of that combat of bygono days.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus about ten
minutes later as his electric torch gleamed on a print in
a pateh of snow.

He bent down and examined it.

It was the print of & boot—a large and heavy boot.
D' Avey’s eyes gleamed as he examined it.

Certainly the lrack might have been left by some keeper
who had passcd through the park: but it was not very
likely. Possibly, at least, it was a clue.

The swell of 8t. Jim's was at least, this time, on the track
pf some other person, and not on his own track as before.

He sought for more footprints, hut a hard patch of bushy
ground, almost clear of snow, lay before him, Bul he
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pushed on hopefully, following the direction in which the
solitary track pointed,

There was a faint rustle,

D’ Arey stopped, his heart Deating [aster,
close at hand in the dense underhrush.

“Is that one of you fellows?” he called out.

There was no reply.

Obviously the rustle had not been made by one of the
St. Jim's juniors. Thoy were all scattered at a distance
Inow,

Arthur Augusius flashed his light to end fro, discerning
nothing but frezen brambles, great roots, and dim trunks,
and patches of snow. He was about to push on again; but
he hesitated, feeling a strange thrill running through his
veins,

In the silence and solitude and darkness of the deer park,
the ghost story did not scem so improbable as when Gussy
had told it in the hall of Eastwood House, Arthur Augustus
feaved no foe; but the legend of Sir Fulke D’Arcy came
very strongly into his mind at that moment. If a figure
. ghimmering white should emerge from the black
shadows——

“Oh, wats!” muttered D'Arey uneasily.

Ile pushed on resolutely, ashamed of §his momentary
hesitation. There wus another rustle, as if some unseen
loitercy was retreatitig before him in the underwoods.

His heart beat faster.

“Bai Jove! I'm wunnin® him down[” '
“Oh, cwumbs! Oh, my hat! Bai Jm'E!”][ %8 JEmired.

The clectric torch was struck suddenly from his hand. It
seemed to D'Arcy that something had whizzed through the
alr and strock it away., It fell io the ground and was
instantly extinguished,

D’Arey stood in black darkness, his heart thumping. He
stared round him, secing nothing: but as he stared there
was a rustle, and he sprang in the direction of the sound,

His hand touched a moving form in ile blackness.

“Bai Jove!l I "

Crash |

) {'}h!u

A crashing blow fell upon the junior's head, and he reeled.
One faint ery escaped him, and he fell heavily upon the
ground. There was a quick, panting breath, and two eyes
glittered above him in the gloom like a wild animal's, Dut
the swell of St, Jim’s did not stir. That savage blow had
stunned him, and he lay unconscious.

A rustle in the thickets, and silence. In the black dark-
ness Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy lay still.

Sontecne was

CHAPTER 17,
Missing !

IRST  home!” said Jack Plake
chieerily,

He eame into D'Avey's “den ” from
the balcony and crossed at once to the
log-fire. He was cold,

Herrvies followed him in.

“Glad to pet back,” remarked
Herries. “No luck, of course. If I'd
hndGTuwser with me——"

" Good old Towser ™ vawned Blake,
“What a ripping dog ]mFi.s "

“Yes, isn’t he?” said Herries

“Anci how ripping it would he to
have him here[”

“Yes, rather!”
“And still more ripping not to have him [*

1%

“You silly ass!” hooted Herries.

Robert Arthur Digby came trailing in, snowy and a litile
wet and muddy. He joined his chums at the five,

“Any luck i he asked.

“None,”

“Sama here” Dig looked round, “Where's Cardew 7

“Gone to bed, T expect.” raid Blake. "“He wasn't here
when we pot in. There isn’t any smell of bacey in ihe
room. Cardew i1z improving.”

“He could do with 1t,” remarked Herries,

“ Bow-wow !™ said a voice from the balcony, And Lovison
of the IFourth rame 1n with Sidney Clive.

“Caught anything *” grinned B]Jﬂke.

““Not even a cold.”

“Cardew goune to bed 7" asked Clive.

“1 suppose so. He's gone somewhere,”

“I suppose he didn't come out after us, after all £

Blake sniffad.

“No fear! Catell that slacker exeriing himself {”

“Oh, rats!” said Clive, “I shouldn't wonder if he camn
i:ru]i} after us. He must have got fed-up sitting here by him-
=0T,

“More likely gone {o bed.”  Blake yawned deeply.
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“Phat's where I'm going, When are those asses coming in?
11's well past eloven.”

“Oh, those Shell bounders have lost themselves wvery
likely,” said Ylerries. " As for Gussy, of coursoe, he would
lse Limself if ho could: but I don't seo how he could in
his father's park,”

“ [iolter stay up for him, though,” remarked Blake, *If
(horo’s one thing more certain than another, it is that
Cussy will hunt up any trouble that may happen to bo
voing. If he's fallen into a ditch, or lost his way a yard
and n half from home, we shall have to go out again and
dig hum up.”

" Here comes somebody,” safd Levison, as therc were steps
ot fhe baleony outside the french windows.

It was Tom Merry who came n,

“All homai” he asked. #

“MThree duffers missing, so far,” said Dlake, * Manners
and Lowther and the one and only.” )

“They won't be long now. Bet{er stey up till they come
in,” raid the captain of the Shell, warming his hands at
the glowing logs. “Cardew’s gone to bed, I suppose?”

“% think so. I wish Gussy would come in,” said Blake,
staring into the wiater night from the open window,

“(Oh, Le's all right.”

“] know lo is, fathead!
the samo.”

There were foolsteps and volces a few minutes later on
the steps to the balcony.

But 1 wish he'd come in, ell

vou know Clussy.” Trritation was evidently mingled with
Blake's anxiety for his noble chum. “But Lhere's no pit or
anything 1n I,i';n:s decr park, Why doesn't the howlihg ass
come in?" ]

“AMay come in any minute,” said Hervies.

Blake grunted.

“ Bother him! It's past twelve! I he doesn’t turn up we
shall have to wake up his pator. Lord Fastwood won't be
pleased, either, to ll:uur of this midnight ghost-hunting
stunt.”

“Wait a bit longer first,” said Tom.

And the juniors waited. :

Their faces were prave and anxious now,

Belief in the legend of the Whito Cavalier was absurd.
Vet it was in their minds how the story ran, that ghost.
scekers in the deer park hind Leen struck down by the sword-
Lilt of the phantom Cavalier. If nothing had happened {0
’Arcy, why did ha not return? Yet what could have
happened to him in his father’s park, unless there was truth
it that strange old ngﬁfnd' and—but that was impossiblo |

The minutes ticked by slowly. .

Tom Merry rose at last, The juniors wore LoD anxious to
bo sleepy, even at half-past twelve. Tom crossed to the
window, and stared out across the baleony into the night,
There was & glimmer of a crescent moon over the blacknoss
of the park. 3

All was silont and still. o i

“This wor't do|"” said Lovison nt last, joining the captain

Try This Puzzle Round The Yule-Log!

1]

| e

i _.]'

This week we are introducing the names of some
well-known characters from Rookwood school into our
“ Anagrams’ feature. The majority of these characters
played a part in our popular story, ** The Rookwood
Dictator,” and will appear in the new serial just starting
on page 24 of this issue, See how many names you
can discover, by transposing the letters in each of the
following sentences. The solution will be given next

weelk.
1. Veryslim Jim
2. Dr. fuming if lean,
3. Lively *“rags.”
4. 1 rock Tony.
5. Ma, hold the pussy!
6. QGerman orders.
7. Knecl—set target.
8. Crew out—man her.

9, Mont never loaning * tin."”
e

“0h, here they are!” exclnimed Blake, in relief,
Marnners and Lowther came in together,

“Isn't, Gusay with you " demanded Blake,
"Gussy? No. Haven't seen Lim.”

“Pother him ! said DBlake.

“(inssy was bound to bo last,” remarked Monty Lowther,
“T daresay he's dropped his eyeglass, and is huniing for 1t
Most likely he will come home with the milk in the
morning.”

“Br-r-r-r-r!”

The juniors gathered round the lt}g; fire, and Dlake
houghtfully put on a few more logs. DIFAvey was likely to
lie cold when he got home. It was close on midnight now,
and Blale was feeling a little uneasy. Certainly, it secmed
improbable that anything untoward could have happened
tn Arthur Augustus D'Arey in Lord Bastwood's deer park.
Tiut ho must have heard the chimo of eleven, and it had been
spreed that that should bo the signal for the return of the
chost-hunters, Why did not IV’Arey come?

As the minutes passed the other fellows began to sharo
Blake's growing uneasiness.

Cerlainly, it was strange enough thal the swell of St
Jim's did not return.

“WNothing can have happened to him,” mutterad Blake,
“What on earth conld happeni Nobody believes in that
iliotie ghost story, I suppose?”

“0Of course not,” said Tom. * But—"

“IIe can't have lost lis way—he vouldn’t if he tried,” said
Nlake. “There ten’t anything for him to tumble into. Of
course, he would fall inlo s pit if he had half o chance—

of the Shell at the window. “8omething must have hap-
pened to Gussy, though goodness knows what 1"

Tom Merry nodded.

“I think we'd better tell Lord Conway,” he said. “You
ean see his window from this balcony. He may be still up.”

Tom Merry stepped out on the balcony. From a distance
along the great facade of Eastwood Houwse a  lighted
window glimmered into the night.

“That's Lord Clonway’a room,” said Toin.,
lo bed yet. I think I'll call him™

“Better," agroed Leviszon,

Tom Merry left D'Arey’s den, and mado his way to the
rooms of CGussy's clder brother, He tapped at Lord
Conway's door.

Thore was a movement within, and the door was opened.
Lord Conway, in a smoking-jacket, with a cigar in his
fingers, glanced oul at the St Jim’s junior in astonishient.

“Merry | Not in bed yet !” he exclaimed.

“No,” said Tom. “Will vou come along to Gussy's
room 7

“SBomething np?"”

“I don't Lknow; bul—
minute—hbut——"

“ e’ s not gono

II¢ may Dhave come in this

“Has Arthur gone outl” pskedl  the viscount, very
guictly,
“"Yeu, You seo =

“T'll come.”
Lord Clonway accompanied (lie captain of the Shell to
D'Arcy's den. He found the St. Jim's party there, with
Tur GeExm Liprary.—No. 1,035,
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lroubled, anxious faeces; but Arihur Auzustuz had net
nrrived. _

* Now, what's happened "’ denmnded the viscount tersely.

Ho listened quictly while the juniers told him of {he

ghost-hunt, and the amazing and inexplicable delay of
Arthur Awgustus in returning, He raised his evebrows a
liitle as he heard Levison's story of the mysterious moving
light in the deer park, which had led to the hapless entor-
Wise.
I “That's a queer story,” raid Lord Conway.,  *“The ghost
business is anll rot, of course. If vou saw a light moving
"u; the park, someone was there. You're absolulely ceriain
af 11"

“Quite!” said Levizon.

“Cavdew saw it, too,” sald Clive.

“Is Cardew out of doors now?"

“No; he stayed in, I think he's gone to bed.”

“Move sensible than lis friends, if he bas,” sald the
viscount dryly. ““You should certainly not have gone ocut
into the park at a lale hour. 1If someone has becn roving
about the place with a light, he can’t be there for any
goodl—though I cannol imagine what he can possibly want
thero, It looks as if Arlihue may have fallen in with him,
whoever he is. Ceriainly, something must have happened
to keep him oul after you had all returned. He must be
searched for. Are yjou sare Cardew hos gone to bed?™

e N e
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“ Well, he stayed In, and he¢ was gone when we got back,”
satd Blake. “I suppose e has. ™

"He wight have followed vou out, Anyhow, we musi
raule sure that only one is nnssing, and not two, before a
sedrch 1s started. One of you cus alone to Cardew's room
ancd gee if he iz there”

I go,” sawd Levisow,

He hurried away, and came back in a few minntes with
a - startled face,

“Well 7"

“Cardew's nol in bed!"

“Not? exelaimed Chve.

“He's not in his room.”
anxiety now. “He must haoyve
But—but if =0, why basn't he come back?
happened &

“So there are two missing!” said the viscount grimly,
“Sometling inust have happened, that is vertain, And——"

“Hark 1"

Tom Merry ruzhied to ithe window, and rushed out on
the baleony.  Vrom the silence of the night there had come
w ey in the distance,

“Heolp!?

“Come on!” shouted Tom Merry.

o raced down the steps from the balcony, Lord Conwayw
a zocond helind him,  And al the heels of the viscount came
the St. Jim's juniors in a breathless crowd,
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Levizon's lace was darle with
como after us, after all,
What can have
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CHAPTER 8.
Not so0 Slack !

H gad!” murmured Ralph TReckness

Uardew.

i The dandy of the 8t Jim's "Fourth
was not feeling cheerful,

He was in the darkness of the old
deer park, and the zilence and the
solitude weighed down his volatile
Epirits.

Cardew, bored with his own company,
had followed Tom Merry & Co., with
the intention, as he would have ex-
pressed i, of being bored with their
company, instead,

Bnt he had not fallen in with the juniors. Ie did not
know the shortest route to the old deer park, and the dark-
ness and the snow were bafling, He had expected to fall
in with the ghost-hunters sooner or later; but he had scen
and heavd nothing of them. As a matter of fact, he had
entered the deer park at a considerable distance from the
spol where Tom Merry & Co. had entered it, and the
juniors had scattered far. Clardew heard eloven o'clock
chimg out in the distance from the village through the
clear, Irosty air; but he did not know that that chime was
the signal for the 8t. Jim's party to give up the quest and
return to the house. And with his wusual thoughtlessness,
he had neglecled to provide himself with a pocket torch
or 1? lantern, expecting to jein the other fellows in the
park.

Now he was alone in the wintry darkness, discontented
with the outcome of his own slacking, in the first place,
and carelessness in the sccond. More than once he had losk
lis way, bui he had found the path by which he Lad crossed
the deer park with Levison and Clive that afterncon. And
as 1L was a plain indicalion of the way back to Eastwood
House, Cardew was thinking of following it home.

*Oh iﬂ,d!” he repeated. *What a night! If you wanted
to o ghost-huntin’, you ass, why didn’t you start with the
others?  And if you didn’t start with the others, why
couldn’t you stay where you were? Whal sort of a silly
owl do you call vourself, anyhow?” Cardew was addresss
mg himself.  “Well, I'm fed-up—and I'm goin’ back! If
they're still rootin’ round for ghosts, let 'em root, and be
Llowed to U 1

Cardew was about to start for home, when a low sound
from the blackness struck upon his ears.

He gave a sudden start, and shivered,

It was a low, painful moean, that had sounded faintly in
the deep gloom of the underwoods,

v sent a threill through Cardew, and for a moment his
heart thumped., But he recovered himself in a moment.

“That's the giddy ghost!” he murmured. “Rither the
jolly old phantom, or some giddy practical joker playin’
chost. The adds are on the joker, I think.”

He stood listening inlently,

The faint moan was repeated, Tt was o sound full of pain,
and Cardew realised 1. Someone was lying hurt in the
|Hick shadows of the trees elose at hand.

“Good gad!” breathed Curdow.

The moan came again,

"“Who's there?” called ont the Fourth-Former of 8t. Jim's,

There was no answer, and for some minutes deep silence
reigned, Dot faintly, eerily, that painful moan was heard
azain at last, Cardew suecceeded in “'placing ” the sound
Hnow,

IIe turned from the path and plunged into the Llackness
nf the trees. Ile struck several matches, one after another,
but the wind blew them out as fast as they were struck,

“Where are vou?" ecalled out Cardew,

IBut no volce came in reply.

But that faint, sobbing moan was repeated, and lhe sound
guided the dandy of the Fourth. He groped his way along,
aud suddenly stumbled over something that lay on the
ground,

“What—what——7%"

Even before he bent to touch it, he knew that it was
a human body. A shudder ran through Ralph Reckness
Cardew from head to foot,

“Who is it?" he breathed huskils.

He bent and groped with bis hands, and felt a body and

a face. He struck a match again, sheltering it with ona
nand. The wind caught the flame, and it danced and
fHickered, and in a wmoment more it was blown out. Dug

that moment was cnongh. In the momentary glimmer of
the match, Cardew recognised the while, unconscions laco
of Arthar Augusing D'Arey |

B EITECITRAY

It was Arthur Awvgustns who lay at his feel, moaning
fwintly as consciousness strove to return,

“Good padl”

Cardew was uniterly amazed, The swell of 8, Jim's was
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insensible, and Cardew could feel o large bruise on his
head, He had been struck senscless; and evidently his
comrades knew nothing of it, as Le lay there alone and
uneouscious in the blackness of the deer park,

For o few minutes Cardew was utterly bewildered amd al
a loss. To leave D'Arey in his presenl stale was impossible ;
but it was necessary to get help at once. The unkonown
who had struck him down might yet be lingering near at
hand in the blackness: but the thought of his own denger
did not cross Cardew’s mind. Reckless scapegrare as Fies
always was, blackguard as he somoetimes was, fear had been
loft out of his composition. He was thinking puly of the
hopless Arthur Augustus.

Iis mind was made up at last, ) _

1o stooped over the insensible juntor and raised Lim
from the ground, Slowly bul steadily ho hoisted Arthure
Augustus on his back.

Tredew was of lght build, elegant and gracefol.  Iut
thore was 8 great deal of strength in his elegant frame,

With tho swell of St. Jim's on his back, he plunged to
lhe path he had left, and started for Hastwood Ilouse.

No word came from Arthur Augustus D" Arcy, [le was
eiill unconscious, though moaning ak intervals _

Cardew tramped on doggoedly, bent under the woight of
ho Fourth-Former., The distance to Eastwood Iouse was
considerable, and whether he could carry D’ Arey's weight
that distance Cardew did not know. Ie only knew that
he was going to try, and that he would mot give in until
lie sank down exhausted in the snow, _

e was out of the deer park at last. Heavier and heavier
the weight of the insensible junior seemed to bear upon
him, crushing him like a scarccly endurable load, o

Bending under it, aching with fatigne, but with his spirit
«till indomitabhle, Cardew tramped on

Flakes of snow were falling upon him, Bound him tho
bitter wind moaned and whistled, But his brow dripped
with perspiration, in spite of the bitter cold. _

Again and again he fell himsell sinking under his
hurden, and every time ho braced himself for a fresh
clfort, and tramped doggedly on,

Eollows at St. Jim’s who looked on Ralph Recknoss
Cardew as an incurable slackee would not have thought
Lim a slacker if they eould have seen him now.

On and on, in the wind and the darkness.

Would the house nover come in sight? Carvdew was dazed
with exhaustion when at last a glimmer of light struck his
eves from tho distanco.

It was the lighted window of D'Arcy’s “den” that ho
conld see, The light shone like & beacon to him.

[Io was sinking—sinking under his burden, but  hae
framped on, his teeth set harvd. e tried to eall out, but
only o whisper eame.  Dub the light shone mcarer and
searer,  Minute by minute il shone nearer and clearer.
Tha curtains were drawn back, e eould even sec tho
‘nterior of the lighted room and meving figures there, 1lo
{ried to shout again. Help was at hand now, and he
lowered the inscnsible TV Arcy to tho ground, rested for a
fill minute, awd then shouted,

Wil HEII-J!”

His voice rang now Lhrough the [rosy aic,

“Help! Help!”

He kneoled 1 the snow, supporling Artliue Aungustus’
unconseious head on his knee.  He stared theough tho
darkness and tho whirling fakes towards ibe  lighted
window, ITe knew that help wa: eoming.,  Voiees wero
calling to him,

“Ielp !

“Where are you?" It was Tom Merry's voice.
Cardew 2"

HTs that
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“Yeos; this way!

“Ilero he is!* shouted Tom.

Ho cane panting up,

“This way, Lord Conway.”

The viscount was on the scene in a sccond more, He zave
o sharp ery as lie saw Arthur Augustus in the light of Tom
Merry's torch,

“AMy brothepe!™

“Only stonped, T think,”™ said Cuardow, YiMe's had a
nasty knock, I found him in the park, and I don't know
whal happencd before tlot,”

Without answering Leord Conway picked up Arthur
Augustus in his powerful arms and carried him away to
iho house. Levison caught Cardew by the arm. The dandy
of the Fourth was standing unsteadily,

“Vou came after us?” said Levison.

“Yes, old bean, and missed you,” said Cardew, “Lucky
T dih, though.  Poor eld Gusay was for it if he hadn’t
been found.”

“Who ecould have bLarmed him?”
between his teeth. ““What awful scoundrel

Blake, with a white face, wos hurrying after D'Arey and
the viscount., Hoerries and Dig ran after Blake,

1o other juniors remained with Cardew to help him i,
Lightly ns Ralph Reckness Cardew was teking if, thoy
coulil see that he was utterly spent. ITe leaned heavily on
Trnest Levison's arm.

“Who eould have done it?" breathed Clive,

“'he johnny with the giddy mystericus hght, T fancy,”
im:id Cardew.  “Who elso?  Guesy must have run inio
ving.”

* But—but why i

“Goodness knows !

“¥You found Gussy in the deer park ™" asked Tom Merry,

“Yeos; not far from the giddy haunted oak.”

By on carmed him here?™

“ Alone, unaided, I did it, liko giddy old Coriolanus,"
said Cardew lightly. “I've always looked on Gussy as &
light-weight. After carryin’ him that distance, though, 1
am driven to believe that Gussy’'s growin' stout, SO0
load, T can tell you.™

“Clome in, old fellow,” said Levison softly. * W¢e'll join
hands and make & chair for vou und carry you in.”

“You jolly well won’t!" said Cardew coolly. “I'm not
so far gone as all that, though I don’t claim to be so hefly
as onr friend Thomas here, I can walk, but you can lend
mo your arm.'’

And Cardew, loanin
on to the house with

said Tem Moerry

L

hoavily on Levison's arm, walked
om Morry & Co.

CHAPTER 9.
Mysterlous !

ASTWOOD HOUSE was in something
of & ferment tho next day.

The attack on Arthur Anguslus
D' Arcy was the one topic above stairs
nnd helow statrs,

Arthur Augustus was in bed.

Hs was in under tho doctor’s care,
and his friends were deeply relicved to
hear the medical gentleman's reporl
that the malter was not scrious, serious
aa it had looked at first,

' Arey had been stunned by a blow
on ihe head from “somo heavy instrument,” the doclor said.
Poubtless a stick. He had a great bruise, and in the morn-
ing he had & terrific headache, DBut there were no bones
Lroken, and it was only a mafter of time before the swell of

(Continued overleaf.)
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St. Jim's would be himseli apain, In the meauntime, he had
te: keep to his room and keep quiet, and receive the visits of
Ine doctor. Which was exceedingly nnwleasant for Arthur
Augustus in holiday time, as he remarked lugubriously to
Blake when that youth was allowed to visit him for a few
minutes in the afterinoon.

“It's wotten!” said Gussy sadly., “In the term, you
know, it wouldn’t have mattered vewy much—with classes
to miss. Bul faney bein’ knocked outl in the vacalion, you
know, Ii's too fwightfully watten!”

“Thank goodness it's nu worse, old chap!" said Blake,

“Yaas, wathah! It inight have been worse. The fellow
might have bwoken my jollay old bwain-box,” assenled
Arthur Augustus thoughtfully,

. And Blake forbors to remark that there was nothing in
it to damage. It was no time for Fourth Form jokes,

During the day Arvthur Augusius was well enoush for a
brief interview with the police-inspector from Basthorpe,
who had been informed of the happening by Lord Rast-
wood.

The inspeclor made notes, and stated that 1he unknown
ruffian should undoubtedly be run down and laid by the
heels. But it was fairly obvious that lie was very niunch
puzzled as he left Bastwood House.

at was not a surprising circumstance, for all the Liose-
hold were puzzled, excepting cortain individuals who
found an explanation in (he legend of the White
Cavalior.

Below stairs there wore many heliovers in the grim
old legend. Fven the stately butler of Hastwood
House shook liis head gravely nz he discussed the
matter Wlii{l the footmen. Fhe eoincidence was, ar
]FBEL striking, According (o the legend, o movinge
light in the deer payk imdicatod that e ghost was
walking, Anyone having the lemerity to attempt
to hunt down the phantom was liable to be siruek

“T [hiuk we'd all like thal,” said Levison. “IHow jolly
lucky Cardew followed us ont last night!”

“Jolly hueky,” agreed Tom. “And fancy that giddy

slacker carvying Gussy on his back all the way home! XNot
much slacking ahout that.”
"It was splendid ! gaid Doris Levison, )
Meanwhile, ("aydew was the hero of the hour. Certainly

he had done a very ereditablo thing, and he had saved
Arthur Augustus from what might have been a dangerous
illness.  Cinssy would assuredly have been found sooner or
later by the searchers; but he might have lain for many
hours in the snow and bitter cold, and the result of such
exposure lnight have been very serioug indeed,

Lovd Fastwood (hanked the dandy eof the Fourih very
sincorely; Lord Cloanway shook hands with him with unusual
cordiality ; Lady Eastwood thanked him with tears in her
eves.  [ven Wally of the Third felt 1t incumbent upon hun
to say & few words; though, as o rule, the seamp of the
Third did not think much of Lord Reckness' grandson. Tom
Merry & Co. were guite hearty in their apprecialion, and
Cousin Fihel and Doris both gave Cardew a generous
meed of praise, Cardew bove his blushing honours Lhick
upon him, with his usual nonchalance,

Blake was the ouly visitor allowed {o the “interesiing
invalid,” as Lowther ecalled Cussy, till tha evening, "Then

T
o — o

S

down by tho sword-hilt of (he phantom  Cavalier,
From the point of view of lheliovers in the legend,
nothing could be clearer. Tt was (ho phantom of
Sir Tulke that had strack down At Augnstus,

Lord Ewastwood was not likely to share belief in
such an explanation, But he was totally at a loss
to dizcover any other, L

D'Arey had been struck down, sensceless, with a
stick, and certainly not with a phantom sword-hill,
in the carl's opinion. But 1Y’Avey had seen nothing
of his assailant—heard nothing Lul & rustle  The
moving light that had been seen proved Lhat somo-
body had been in the deer pavk—some person wn-
known. But who—and why? What was {here in the
snowy, frozen deer park to attract anvhody? Why
should anyone, discovered there, have struck down
Arthur Augustus, in order to effect Lis escape?
What had he to fear? Poaching was out of the
question—trespassing was not a serious offenee. Al
who should have any motives for trospussing ihore
at such an hour of the night? Tt was a compleie
puzzle to his lordship, and it was equally a HIETAR
to Lord Conway. "TUhey were almost driven to con
clude that some lunatic was wandering about the
frosty woodlands, But no wews canld be haed of any
escape from the asvlum in the couniy.

Tom Merry & Co. were puzzled, and, in facel,
bewildered. The thing seemed absolutely inexpliv
able to tham, '

Someone had been vooling ahout the park al night.
’Avey had fallen foul of that someone, who had
stunned him and fled. Bot the juniors eonld nof
even begin to guess what it all meant,

Cousin  Fthel and Doriz TLevison diseussed  the
matter with the juniors; but they econld make no
suggestion to throw light an it Waully of the
'Third took his celebrated fongo 1o the scone, with the
intention of ::‘t:l:hiing oul the assailant ]I_".‘ s aid, and
Reggic Manners and Levison miner accompanied him
with subdued grins. The grins were less subdued
when they eame back to lea—unsneenssfil,

All that eould be (done was to have a wateh kept
on the park, in the hope af catching the unknown
vascal if he should rveturn,

“He's not likely to relvrn,” Tom Merry remarked. ™ But
then he wasn't likely (o be there in the first place. Yet he
was there, that’s cevtain, so he may have the same motive
for coming back. It's quile a puzzle”

“Beats me hollow,” suid Mauners,
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""Ouprluck'sin! " exclaimed Tom Merry suddenly. * Look!'" The ghost=hu
y
glimmered a light—moving slowly among the underwoods. '* That'

Cardew was allowed lo go up and see him, at D'Arey's
special reguest,
He found Avihur Aogustus propped up an pillows, wilh
bandaged head, and Lady Eastwood by his bedside,
“Feclin' a bit rotten—what, old bean?” asked Cardew,

“And little me,” said Monty Lowlher. “I'd give a
term’s pocket-monev o be within hitting distance of the
rascal who laid Gussy out. But we might pass him on the
road and not know him.”

Blake elenched his hands,

“Wouldn't I like to be close to him—just oncel” he said,
TrE Gex Linranry.—No. 1,035,

ns he stoved by tho bed,

“Yuns, wathah!”

“ Mendin', though 7

“Oh, yaas,” said Avthor Aongustuz, “FPm getiin' on ol
wight. I'm lo keep quiet, you know, and nol talk vewy
mueh, the doctah says. Buob 1 must weally thank you,
Cardew, for what you id for me.”
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“Don’t mench, old bean.? “ Nobody's weally seen  anybody there, only the movin'
“But I must mention it, old fellow. Ti was simply wippin'  light.  And that's part of the stowy. If I believed in ghosis,
ol you to f:m'-'“ﬁ me home on your back all that gweat 1 should weally think—"
v

distance. I weally do not quite compweliond how yon did Ho paunsed.
it —a wathah bulky fellow like me.” “ A phantom sword-hilt wouldn't make that [j-::nlly old lump
.

Cardew smiled. on your napper, old bean,” said Cardew gravely, " It would
“You see it had to ba done,” lie saidd. “ So theve you ave!  only make a phantom lump, I should think.”
You'll sson be mervry and bright again, Gussy,” Arvthur Angustus grinned,

“"Yaas, wathah!” assonted Arthur Auvgustus. “And thon “Yaus, it's all wot, of course,” he said. “It was some
T am g:ﬂirl’I to look for that wascal wheo Biffed me on (he wuflinn, tll‘m!g]l rooudness IIIIU\":'H Wh}r he was there amd what
cwumpet, and give him a fealiful thwashin'.” he was doin’, I suppose he will never be found.”

“I'll hold your hat,” said Cardew, Uardew’s face was moro thoughtful still as he went down-

Ralph Reckness Cardew was looking thonghiful. e was  siairs, leaving the injured jumior to repose.  Levison and
Clive met him at 1he foot of the staircase.

“How's Uussy ¥’ they asked together,

“IWeepin’ his pecker up, hut hard hLit.” sand
Cardew. “I1'd mive a lot, you men, to get hold of
the rotter wheo hit Jim.”

“Not mnch chance of that, T'm afrvaid,” said
Lovisgn,  “The man i=n't likely to come back while
a waleh i< being kepl, whatever his molive may have
heen for being there at all, BEven if we found the
man roofing about the park again, we couldn’t prove
1t was the sane man; and oniside the park, of counrse,
we've no clue gl all to the brure.”

“None:" asked Cardew, with his whimsical zmile,

“None that J can o, zaid Chve,

“1 wonder if a slackin® ass like myself conld sce
sonethiin’ that’s losl on you two brainy fellows?”
sand Cardow thoughifnlly,

A

]
i

“*Rats!"
1 “You don’t think s hhkely ™
r,-“?,-::{ Iy SN, T
'.‘."',i ““Phen T <han’t ask you to help me,"” said f'ill'lh;'w
;| pravely, 0 =hall peqquest the assistance of  Miss

Chaveland,™

“How on cavih can Counsin Ethel help you?” de-
manded thve, in astonishment,

“She was staying here Jast summer,” said Cardew.

“What has that to do with 13"

“Lots, perhaps,”

And Cardow walked away with his hands in lis
pockets, leaving his Iwo comrades staring after lom
Blankly, and almost wondering whether the cool,
clear-headed dandy of the Fourth was wandering iy
lns i,
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CHAPTER 10.
Cardew’s * Case.”

ey OTISTN ETHEL gave Cardew of
the Jourth & sweet swile when
ho  joined her affer breakfase
the next mnming. Fihel had
been up to see Arthur Auvgusing,
and she found Cardew waiting
for hier whenn sho came down.
(‘ardew was nol the kind of
follow  Ethel most admired—a
vircumstance that was easily
explained by the fact (hat he
did not bear the remntesh re-
-cmblance to Georpe INiggins
of he Now .!In.!-r' al, =it -Jlllﬂ‘h‘.

Fihel, however, waz leeling very kind to Cardew
ThERNY - ||:- ]mul .'u-!-*ql i‘n.‘j“:,.‘ 'l.'l.'t_'”, .ﬂl’]ﬁj I’I'L"'. |!Iﬂ.l|:|. done hl'l'
Comsine Avilone o gveat sorvice, and Fihel was grate-
Fil on Avibone Aug-tus’ account. Ho sho gave (Car-
dew her =weetest smile when she found him wailing
Tor her,

“Mayv T have the honour of Dbaggin' wyou for a
Tt while, Aliss Cleveland 7 asked Cardew, ol |
kuow there's o frightfol lot of competition, an’ 'm
cenerrally left out in the cold, But if vou'd walk
era stopped. Far ahoad of them, Iin the glaomy depths of the deer park: on ihe terrace with me for ten minutes or so 1'd
it ' said Levison. ' Just the same that we saw——'" (Sce Chapler 4.) try nol to bore yon,”

“Covtainly,” said Ethel
“Who's coming skating? called out Tom Muorry.
“Not little me,” said Cardow.

keen—very keen---o lay by the linels the sconndrel whe had

handled Arvthur Augustus so savagely. Ho would havoe g ‘ = e
Tiven u o very .f.:reutgde&lﬁ to hring‘gill::} da&tf;'nl“m {jus-tin_'. “Rlacker I said Tom g‘-{“‘j'l'r','.“']"l;?,dlf' "Aren’t you loo
And Cardew lhad bern giving the matter a great deal of lazy to live? You re vcoming, ]ul}ml_. .

“3liss Oleveland i3 goin” to let mo bore her for (en

ki 'ﬂu{rl iun.

TR : . £y ‘ - or 50." caid Cardew. * After that sho will be free
“O course,” suid Arthur Augostos, with some hesitaiion, minutes or 50,”" said Carde

to lead the strenuvous life, while I slack around and watch.”

“it was some wuffian who biffed me, Cardew. It's all wot : : 1,8
o think it ,11,; hi have boon ”J:_,. ".'-.'lti;.:: L'm‘alir‘r—ﬁ!ut-"J’ And Cardew :-[1':11!-_-:1 on the terrace, in the ﬁl:ilTb}llll_F of
thif o e ; ; E ihe winter morning, with the rather puzzled girl. Ethel
Cardew looked at him earionsly, realized that Carvdew had something to say of imporiance—

“Uter rol,” he agreed, in his own eyes, ai least—and she wondered what it could

Arthur Augusing eoughed, ] be. : ;
“Bul it's a weird coincidence, i:u't  it:” Lo said. Thre Gea Liprary,—No. 1,035,
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“You were stayin' at Fastwood House a lot last summer,
MMiss Ethel,” Cardew remarked,

“ Yes,” said Kthel. _

“Did you hear any news of o burglury or a robbery in
(hig neighbourhood ¥

Hthel's eyes opened,

“I'hero was the burglary at Hundon Lodge,” she said.

“About a mile from here?" asked Cavdew,

“You kuow the place?”

“Never seen it ar heard of it fill this minute.”

“Then how did you know it was about & mile from heref”
azked Tthel, more and more surprised,

“Deduction, my decar Watsen, as jolly old Sherlock
Holmes would say. T supposo it never occurred to you,
Miss Lthel, that a fellow aboul my size had the makings
of a first-class detective, such as you read of in newspaper
serials?!?

“1 must say 1t never did,” said Ethel, lnughung,

“TBut you never ecan tell " said Cardew, with a shake of
the head. “ Now, I've never heard before this mimule of
Hundon Lodge and the burglary therve last summer., You
ran take my word for that.”

“Of course.”

“So would it surprisa you to hear thal T can give 8
puess ofb the article that was burgled

“Tt would—very much indeed!"

“What about o diamond necklace?”

Tihel started.

“You must be joking,” sho said.
heard of the matter, how could you
Hundon's dinmond nocklare was stolen?”

Cardew’s ecyes gleamed.

“Right on the wicket—what? he asked. “May T venture
further to deduce thalt the necklace has never been te-
coverad, and the thief was not found 7

“That is quite correct,” said Kthel. “ Lady Hundon is
a friend of my aunt, Lady Eastwdod, and she has oflen
mentioned it. But you do not ask #ae to believe that you
have really guessed all this?”

“Deduction, my dear Watson—deduclion,” said Cardew.
“A diamond necklace worili five hwndred pounds—what?”

Iithel smiled.

“Thal is not so correct,” she said. “1I believe the missing
necklace is worth more than a thousand pounds.”

“My mistakoe!” said Cardew. “Of course, that frowsy
ruffian wouldn't know the actual value of the thing, Thank

“H you have never
know that ILady
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You have lelped me very

vou very much, Miss Ethel!
Did I mentien that

considerably in completin’ my case,
I was seltin’ up ns a detective?”

“You did!” said ¥Kthel, laughing. “Are you going to
find Lady Hundon’s diamond netklace?”

“ Hxactly.”

“You are not serious!” exclaimed Ethel in astonishment,

“Serious as a judge,” said Cardew, * More serious than
modern judges, in fact—say, as serions as a professional
lumorist, ['m poin’ to find ihe diamond necklace, and
the wean who biffed Gussy last night. He was the man who

. pinched tho necklace.™

LR}

“Tut—but what—how
TLevison and Clive came out on the terraee.

“Oh, here you are, you slacker!” said Levison, " Come
en—you're keeping Miss Cleveland away from the skating.”

“T resign Miss Cleveland to the strenuous brigade,” said
Cardew gracefully. *1 have completed my case, with Miss
Ithel's assistance.”

“Your—your what?”

“Case!” said Cardew tranqguilly.

“Wandering in your mind, old bean?”

"Not at all.” . . _

“Blessed if I know what vou're driving at,” said Clive,
“TBut chuck it, old man, and como and skate.”

“Can’t be did. I've got to go down to the village to
gca the police-inspector.™

“What on carth fori”

Cardew smiled.

“Haven't you ever read & detective story?” he sald
chidingly. “Don't yon know that when Sherlock Holmes
or Sexton Blake has completed his case he calls in the
assistance of the official police?”

CERY

“Followin' their example, T'm goin’ to do the same.
Ta-ta ! And Cardew raised his hat to Ethel and walked
AWRY. i

“What bee has e got in his bonnet now?” asked Clive,
in utter wonder.

“T1 don’t quite understand him,” said Ethel, perplexed.
“But he thinks he can find the man who atlacked Arthiuy
last night, and he thinks it is the same man who committed
n burglary at Hundon Lodge last sunnuer—though he had
nover heard of the burglary till I mentioned it to him. It
is very odd.”

“Blessed if I make it out!™ said themystified Loevison,

They went down to the frozen lake
to join the skaters, Tom Merry & Co,
were already on the ice,

“Where's Cardew ?” asked Blake,

“Gone down to Easthorpe,” said
Clive. *“He says he's gone to put thoe

olice an the track of the man who

iffed D' Arcy. He sceins Lo think (hat
he can find him.”’

“Tla, ha, Lial"”

-
. There was & toar of laughter from
r the juniors, OFf all the house-party
stayine with Arthur Augustus at Easi-
/ wonod Honse, Ralph Reckness Cardow,

the slacker and dandy of the Fourth,
f seemned the least likely to make any
progress in solving the baflling mystery
of the deer park,
“Oh, that's eich " chuekled Blake,
“1ia, ha, hal”

The wews took Tom Merry & Co. by

o

CRUo
i storm,
“Clardew  musk

have hals in  the
bellry,” sald Manneres, “He's more
likely to eateh a eold (han the man who
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Liffed IV Arey.”

“a, ha, hat™

The 1dea ol the slacker of 1he Fourth
laking the role of Shorlock Holmes, was
ton much for l'om MNerry & Co,, ol
they laughed Toud and long as they
skated ever the iee,

Cardew, as Lhe sauntered  down  the
drivie, heard the roar of langhter
through the [rosty air, and goessed s
cause, He smiled, and glanced back al
the gliding fizures on the ico.

“The  merehanl  who  langha  lasl
lavghy  best ™ be  mormuored, And,
leaving Tom Merry & Uo. Lo disport
themeelves merrily on the ice, and
Arthur  Auwgustus  watehing  then
cheertly from an upper window, Ralph
Reckness Cardew walked away to Iast-
horpe, whistling snatehes Trom an opera
as he walked.
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CHAPTER 11.
Doubting Thomases !
=~y O hun ¥

“Produce him

“Hand him over!”

These remarks, and & good many
more, were made to Ralph Reckness
Cardew as he came in to lunch.

Tom Merry & Co. seemed to be in a
hilarious mood.

(Cardew raised hiz evebrows slightly,

“What's the merry jolke?’ he asked.

*“You are, old bean,” said DMonty
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It was only a jest of Cardew’s)’
gaid Consin Fthel, with a smile.

“Jest so!” murmured Lowther,

1

3

Monty could never

Lovd Conwav came along and caught zome of e oniors'
yemmarks, and e turned to Cardew.

“Some practical joke of yours?" lwe asked.

“ Not in the least.”

“Do vou mean to say =zerionsly that vea have beop able
Lo give uselul information to the police ™ asked the viscount
in astonishment,

* Exactly.”

“ But what——"

“T'm keepin” that Jdark at present,” said Cardew cravely,
“lor two reasons. In the first place, there exists the remote
possibility that I have wmade a mistake and jumped o an
off-side conclusion i

“Nol very remote ! mnemured DBlake, and there was &
chinckle,

“In {the second plice,” procecded Cardew calinly, “aH
these Doubtin’ Thomases don’t believe.a word of it, =0 I'm
leavin® it to eveints to convinee Lhem, 5o if you don™ mind,

ment in the Sewh.” That is the opinion of
Michacel Gilhooley, the half-back of Queen's Park
both the

”F ODOTBALL is a veligion in the Nowth and an amuse-

Rangevs, who lhas had experience in
Noth and the Boull.

“Play up, Mae ! iz a ery which iz =scarcely ever lieard
on the ground of the Celtie ¢lub. There is 4 good reason
for this, as the Celtic have more than once this scason
Jielded a side in whiclh theve were eight ' Maes”

Dixie Dean, the nglish International eentre-forward of
Byverton, is heenly jnlerested in whippets. Ile has dne dog,
which has won several heals, named * Warney “—aflter ithe
fill-back and captain of the Everfon team, “Warney ™
Lresawell,

Tlisha Beott, of Liverpao!, and Mehaffy, of New Brightoy,
are both Trishh goalkeepers. They are also brothers-in-law,
and they hoih live at New Drighton.

A profesziopnal foolballey who plays for Tngland may
cither liuve six ponnds in cash or a gold medal (o celebrate
the event,  Five of the ten “pros™ who played agoinst
Wales Inst season ehose the medals,

Fowler and MePherson, of Swansea Town, are partners
in business, 'That may be one reason why lhey now play
in the Swansea forward line. Anyway, if they are as
successful 10 their business parinership as they have beon
in getting goals this season, [here should be no complaints.

P

Malifax Town can claim to be nnique among the foolhall
vlubs of England, They have an honorary chaplain,

e ——

Molbealf, the Preston North End half-back, was recently
appointed depuly organist al a chureh a few miles outside
Preston,

When Barnzley starfed in Second League football in 1898
ihe highest-paid member of the stafi only received three
pounds per week, and many of the firsi team players only
got two pounds. Xven at this figure the players had often
to wait until Saturday affernoon for their money.

FOOTBALL FANS AND
SPORTSMEN FOLLOW THIS
CHEERY FEATURE EVERY

WEEK.

ITow's this Tor hereoism on the foothall field. In a recend
match Barrass, the forward of Manchester City, was badly
hurt, e weni off, had two stitches put into the wound
in his head, and then went back on the field to play o Ing
part in a victory gained by his side. Yet people =zay the
pro [ootballer only plays for the money he gets |

Last season Manchesler City scored twenty-one more goals
than Portsmonth; but, on the other hand, Portsmouil con-
ceded twelve fewer goals than Manchester City. As they
finished with an equral number of points, Portsmouth pained
promotion, and Manchester City stayed in the Second
Iivision, Yet people say that attack is the best defencel

Leleester City hiave joined the football clubs whose players
are taken for a day's golf every week az a part of their
training. Tlits idea started with the Arsenal at Highbury,

The Slieffield United defence can be said to be the ABC
of football., It often consists of Alderson, Birk, and
(handler,

There is one football club manager who has ordered that
no member of the team shall smoke at all on the morning
ol & matel,

T R R S R R R R R R R R R R R R R

rosisl the temptation of o pun, good or bad—generally bad.
“Hut should Curdew jesi so0?7

“Tat I wasn't jestin',” said Cardew, with an aiv of sur-
prise.  “ Sober as o humerist. 1've called ot the police
station in Fasthorpe .

“ What on earth for? demanded Tom Merry.

“To give them u deseription of the man they
answered Cardew ealuly.

“(h, my hat!”

“Did you get a langh?” asked Lowther,

“Not at all, The nspettor johony seemoed guile seriousg,
and he pulled up his socks ot onee to start lookin® for the
man”

“Great Scolt ™

(fardew spoke with complete seriousness, withont ithe
Aicker of a smile on his face, But the juniors could enly
suppose that it was some queer Jest of which they could not
see the point. Cardew was secking to pull their leg, some-
how ; [hal seemed cleav cnough,

wany,”™

sir, I'd rather say nothin® for the present; espeeially in view
of the remotle—very remote—possibility that I've been
barkin® vp the wrong tree,”

The viscount smiled.

“I hope there is something 1o it, at all events,” lie said,
and he walked away, his expression very pluinly indicating
his opinion tliat there was nothing in 1.

At lonch Cardew was regarded with some curiosity by the
olher fellows, ID’Arey was not yot downg but all the rest
nf the party were tlhere, and they were all interested in
Cardew’s strange claim that he had “spotted thoe winner,”
as le deseribed it himsell,

After lunch Carvdew strolled oul on lhe terrace, and
Levison and Clive joined him there, 'To Tom Merry & Co.
Clardew’s surprising statements constibiuled rome weird jesb;
bt his own chums did wot know what te think,

“Logck here, Cardew, are you just making an ass of yours
scll 7 psked Clive.

Toe Guyn LiBRARY.—No. 1,035,
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(ardew shook his head gravely.

Mo Nature did that long ago,” he anawered,

“Cih, don't be a chump ! said Clive. “1 can’t understand
L vt van chave spotted anything that nobody elso has
& vl i Al

“Yhe things vou ean’t understand, old bean, wonld fill
tiie * Enevelopedia Britannica,” with a fow lefl over.”

“You'll et chipped to death, talking out of your hat hike
fhis, vou know,™ said Levison uncasily,

“As that Indran chap at Greylviars would pui if, the
chipfuluess is terrvifie,” smd Cardew, with a nod. © But when
the giddy desperado is laid by the heels and bottled up in
the stone jug, all through littlo me, whal then?”

“Amd when i3 that going to bappent” asked
peepticallv.

" I'robably tonight.”

T Why to-night specially

* Beciuse ghosts—that kind of ghost spectully—don™t walk
in the dayvtime,” explained Cardew. “The ouly doubt is,
will e have the nerve to come Dback to the park to-night,
pafter being nearly nabbed last night, and only gelting away
by biffing Gussy on the crumpet? I think so, because he’s
bard up ‘and ean’t afford to lose time.”

“ He-—-he—he's hard up!” stultered Clive.

“Right up against it,” said Cardew,

“Ha, ha, ha!" came g howl of laugliter, The otler
juniors had como out in timo to hear the dialogne ‘Cardew
regarded them blandly,

**Surprised you, what?' he asked.

“ (% it 1" chuckled Lowther. * Good old Sherlock Holmes!
Lan you tell us the celour of his eyebrows?t”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Certainly,” sald Cardew. " Nearly black, Turthes
description abont five feet six, rather big feet, rather red
nose, teeth blackened by tobaceo, fingers ditto”

“Thut's the description of the man who biffed Gussy ™

“That’s 16"

“Ha, ba, hat®

“This isn't where you laugh,” said Cardew, raising lis
evebrows., ““This is where you say * Marvellonst? Read
Conan Doyle”

“Tall us the rest.” spid Lowther, “What doesz he comoe
roating abouwt Lord Eastwood’s park for?”

“Lockin' for somethin' ho left there in a hurry last
gummer.”

“ And how do you know that?”

Clardew tapped his forehead.

“Brains, old bean. If you had any you'd calch on”

“Why, you ass——"

“Cardew knows something,” said Friest Levison alroptly.
“1 can't make out why he 13 wmystifying us Like this; but
there's something in it"”

Clive
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“As much as you could pnt intoe a thimble, leaving room
for a fingert” suggoested Mouly T.owiher,

Arthue Augustug was able to come down Lo Lea that after-
noan.  His noble napper was adorned by o bandage, and he
lonked ralher pale; otherwise he was himself again. The
awell of Sb Jim's heard the remarks on Cardew's extra
ordinary cssay as an amateur Sherlock Holmes, and he was
veey much puzsled and perplexed. .

“Pai Jove, this is wemarkable, you know ! he said. “Of
contrse, I ¢id not see the swottah who biffed me, so I can't
weeognise the desewiption; but you say Cardow gatd he has
g foot?

“That’s one detail,” grinned Tom Merry.

“Buat as 1t happens he is wight.”

“Wha-oa-0t 1" ) .

“ You soe, just befoali T wan into that villain, I had picked
i e Lwacky” explained Arthur Augustus

“Your own?” asked Monty Lowther,

“ No, veiul ass—a stwange fwack in the snow in the park!
And it was the twack of & man with big feet.,”

*rreat Seott !

“Well, 1 suppose Cardew saw the track when he came
nlong,” suid Blake. “That sceounts for it."”

“Yaus, wathali! I nevah thought of that.”

“1 believe I'vo got rather good eyesight,” yawned Cardew.
“Rut seein’ tracks in the dark is rather beyvond me. I had
only matches with me, and the wind blew them out as fast
as I struck them.”

“Then you did not seo the Lwack, Cardew”

“Not a bit.” .

“Mhat makes it still more wemarkable, deah boy; for it
must have been the twack of the wottalt who biffed me, and
it was a wathah big one.” _

Cardew smiled,  D’Arey's testimony had a considerable
effect on the juniors. Ii was borne in upon their minds
that there was something bchind Cardew's airy persifiage;
that he was not, as they iad supposed, merely *talking out
of his hat " for the sako of some weird jest,

Wally of the Third came in rather late to tea. He was
fooking rather exeited as he came in.

“You are late, Waller,” sald Lady Bastwood.

“Sorry, muins, I've been after Pongo,” said Wally, © He
got away again.”

“For good this time, I hopet” asked Lord Conway.

“Pow-wow ! said Wally. "I say I went into the deor
park to look for him, and found Lim all right, What are
Lhe bobilbies up to thera?”

“ Bobbies in the deer park?” asked Tom Merry. .

“More than a dozen,” eaid D’Arey minor. * Rooting
about, peering inlo bushes, rawmg into hollows of trees. I
askad tllm inspector chap what the game was, and he said

(Cantinued overlcaf.)
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ONLY ONCE A YEAR !

my thousands of chums making their rounds of

the shops—those glittering palaces of wondrons toys

ard Christmas gifts and happy, eager faces! The
twondy-fifthe 1s drawing near; for the youngslers’ huge
stockings aro being fished out of cupboards in readiness
for the annual visit of IFather Christias. Then it is thal
liearta heal wildly and speculation runs riet as to what those
stockings will contain on the morning of the twenty-hith,
Of course, yvou GEM readers have ceased to believe in that
checry lepend of a white-bearded old gentleman in erimson
cloak descending the chimney, yet you will agree that if
was # happy inspiration that ?.‘irnughi; it intn our lives.
Othiers, vounger than ourselves, still believe in it. We would
not have it otherwise, for the carliest stage of youth is all
the happier when it comes iuto contact with romance.
It was =0 in my time, it was so in yours, and T trust
I"ather Christmas will live through all the geverations lo
come,

C[[Hl?f'l"M!‘nE a few weeks off; alreads T ¢can pleture

THE END OF THE RACE!
To me, the approach of Christmas is likened unle a
Marvathou race. Every effort has been put forwardi 4o win
Ty Ges Lasgaky.—No, 1,035

through, Home of the runners
have sped along the track of
accomplishment with morae
mocess Lhan others; some
have had to stop and take a
breather; some have experi-
enced ill-fortune. But with
Christinas Day looming near,
the tape that marks the end
of the race is in sight. After
a roce exlending over a
period of a vear, all the con-
testants are worthy of o resi
and w little relaxation from
the strenuous fraining that has been necessary to atiompt
the distance, Then 1t is that the victm‘s—tl);e suceessful
people—join  hands with those less favoured. Then it is
that goodwill aud goodfellowship shine out strongly on all
sides, Then it i3 the time-honoured greeting 1s volced
throughout the world :

“ A MERRY CHRIBTMAZ I Y

And we all live for that day. You chaps realise of a
snddenn Lthat another yvear has scttled on your shoulders.
Before tackling & new year vou enjoy yourselves aceording
to vour lights. And I wish you the very best of enjoy-
mtent.  Although I have never scen my thousunds of loyal
chumes, amd although that pleasure will always be denied
ine, I feel that [ have been in your company for some
conaldervable time, I know vou all; we're friends. You've
stood by me during iho year, and 1 am grateful. There
fore, to you all, boys and girls, voung and old, I wish you

“A Merry Christmas !
PDour Edftor.
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they were acting om information received, I suppose the
pater knows.” ) )

“Bai Jove! They can’t think that the chap who biffed
mo is still there!” exclaimed Arthur Augusius in surprisc.
“It stands to weason that he cleahed off at once,

kled. .
;Eq’rl?llmifyﬂﬂﬁlhhft he groping iu holes in tree-trunks after

' ; - ing. The inzpecltor
Lim, Cussy, But they're after something

didn’t tcllj;m what, though I asked him. Jolly queer,”
*“I daresay they'll find somethin, said Lurtlew.I A
dozen men searchin’ in the daylight have a better chance

than one johnny rootin' abouk
with an electrie torch at night.

Wally blinked at him.

“Mean to say that you know
what they're looking fort” he
lemanded.

IlYéH.T.

HWhat is it, then, you ass?”’

“Same article that the
phantom was locking for lasf
night, when Gussy inlerrupted
him and bagged a clip on the
vyaninm.’”

“Bosh!"” zaid Wally,
devoted his  atteniion
cakes,

“Weally, Cardew—

“May T uso the telephone?”
vawned Cardew, _

Ho strolled oul into the hall,
and  went  to  the telephone
ophinet, The early winter dark-
ness had now fallen; the lighted
windows of KFastwood House
gleamed out on the snow,
meveral juniors, greatly curious,
lollowed (lavdew into the hall
[Te pave them a cheery smile.

“Lend me your ears,” he said,
“Tn my character of Sherlock
Hohnes, I'm telephonin® te the
official police, you know, lo een
whether they've made anythind
of what I gave them.”

‘ardew  vang up Easthorpe
Police Station. Ho was through
i a few moments,

AR

L]
i

. -
T AT
e

and he
lo tea-

“That Inspector Blane? Car-
Jew  speakin’  from  Eastwood
House, ™

The juniore, gathered round the
vpen  door of the telephone
vahinet, looked at one another
as they listened.

“You've found it?”

Jome of the jumiors, clese to lhe receiver, could cateh
the Easthorpe inspector’s reply as it came through.

“Yes, Master Cardew! We've been at it all the afternoon,
and it was found in & hollow tree. I had slipped down out
of reach, but we {ished it out.”

“(Oh, good!”

“Lady Hundon will be delighted: she lLad., of conrse,
given up all hope of ever l‘EcﬂvEl‘ing the necklace, afler
all these months.™

“No end bucked at the idea of delightin® her ladyship,
though I haven’t the lhonour of her acquaintance. Bub 1
suppose you'ra keepin’ it dark till you've gol your man? Ilo
won't eome back again if he hears that the necklace is
found, what 7"

“You may rely on that, Master Cardew, We've alveady
rot wind of the man—he has been staying ai a hedeo ale-
wuse about half a mile out of the villoge, e won'c be
cif of our hands long now.”

And Carvdew rang off.

CHAPTER 12,
Captured !

—==% USIN  ETHEL  was  singing,  and
Manners of the Shell sat at the plano,
The evening was growing old; but bed-
time in vacation was rather later than
at 8t. Jim's, and Tom Merry & Co.
were not vet thinking of going Lo thoiv
rooms. A cheery party were in the
music-room, Arthur  Augustus  was
looking quite merry and bright now,
though he confessed that he still had
an ache in Lis “nappah.” Cardew ok
the Tourth stmllecF to a window
occasionally, and looked out into ihe
wintry night, and the snow gleaming in the starlight.

Cardew was in expectation of something; but the other

follows had almest forgotten the mystery of the deer park
now, The dandy of the Fourth had been questioned on all
sides after that talk on the telephone with thp Easthorpo
inspector, but he had explained nothing; only Tmentioning,
in Lis airy way, ibat the matter was, so far, an official
cocret,  DBut all the St. Jim's juniors knew by this time that
the mystery was no mystery to Cardew, and that he could
have ealightened them if he had chosen, What he knew,
and how he knew, was puzzling enough; but they realised
that he had not been talking *out of his hat ¥ after all.
Cousin Ethel had just ceased to sing, wher; thére Twas
a sound of knocking, and a murmur of voices in the great
hall of Lastwood House. Cardew smiled. The voice of
Lord Faztwood was heard from the hall, and the deeper
tones of Lord Conway, and the voico of the Kastherpe

As Cardew groped his way through the
anow, he suddenly stumbled over some=

thing that lay on ths ground. ‘' What Ia
it 7 ** he breathed. He struck a matoh and

in the Aickering rays of light recognised the
white, unconscious face of Arthur Aughstus
D'Arcy 1 (See Chapler 3.)

inspector.  And then Regyrie Manners camoe boliing excitedly
into the niuste-room. :

“Phey've gob him ¥ howled Reggle.

““ﬂi;hat';'.’” g [

"T'hey’ve got hun

~ fc}u}r young ass,” said Manners of the Shell,
rab whom ¥
S That waflian?? exclaimed Arthur Augusius.

“Yps, rather! DBagged him in the deer park

xweat Seottl”

“TTurrah ! ) .

'here was a rush from the music-room at once. Cousin
Tihsl and Doris went with the juniors. Cardew did not
mave from his chair,

l.evison turned back [rom the door.

“Come on, Cardow.”

“1I"m quile comfy here, thanks,” yawnecd Cardew,

“Tut they've pot the man——"

“They're welcome to him.” :

“Pon't you want to sce him now they’'ve got him 1%
demanded Levison of the Fourth,

“Nol the least little bit, There are certain ocrasions,
ol hean, when auld acquaintance should be forgot, in spite
of auld lang syne,” said Cardew.

“Bilessed if T ean understand yom, you ass,”™
Levison impatiently.

“You'll nnderstand when you sen the man.”

Lovison hurried out into the hall after the others.

Almost 2]l Eastwood House had gathered there; the butler
ani the footmen hovered in the background: and in the
middle of the hall, twe burly constables stood, grasping
the arms of a squat man who slood between I,-h{&m. Inspectos
Blane was explaining to Lord Eastwood, with a smile of
satisfaction on his plump face,

Lovison stared at the prisoner,

amazewment, -
Tae Goy LiBrary.— No. 1,035,
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1"or he knew the man,

“The Rat!” he stuttered.

Clive caught his arm. .

“Tovison! You've seen him before—it's the man who
spoke to Cardew that evening near Reckness Towers "

“1 know bim.”

The two juniors had seen “Jimmy the Rat " only on that
one occnsion, but they remembered the sharp, hard face,
the lowering brow, tho glittering, rat-like eyes.

Jimmy the Rat stood between the two constables, fis Loeth
seh, his faco grim with savage rage and sullen hatred, To
all the fellows but Levison and Clive ho was a slranger.
But they conld sen that he answered to the description
Cardew had given of D’Arcy’s unknown nssuilant,

“As e took bim on your land, my lord, T thought vour
lordship would like to know,” the inspector was saying.
“We'd been watehing the park ever since dusk, and we got
Littn at last.”

“ And that iz the man who struck down my son?” satd
Lord Lastwood sternly. The Rat et the ald gentleman’s
otern, indignant plance with a savage stare,

“That’s the man, my lord—no doubt aboul thal, Master
Arthur cams on m when he was searching in the park for
Lady Hundon's necklace. No doubt he lad been searching
thove & good many nighta. But in his hurey, he had slipped
tho necklace into o hollow tree, and, of course, it wasn't
easy for him to spot tho tree again,” The inspector grinned,
“Might bave laken him o month to find it, searching at
night., 1 had a dozen men on Lhe spot this alternoon, angl
il was a whole afterncon before wo got i, Of course, this
rogue did not know it had been found when he came back
Lo search for it oneo more.”

Thae Rat gritted his discoloured teeth,

“¥You can't prove—" ha hissed.

“We'll do our best,” said the inspector genially.

“We'll

do our best for you, Jimmy the Rat. We'll take him to the
gtation, my lord; and perhaps your lordship will tell Master
Eﬂ-l‘t].tt;:w ll:lmi: we're much obliged to him for putting us on

1 track,

A very keen young gentloman, my lord.™
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Jimmy the Rat gsve a shert. .

v Cardew 7 he oxelaimed, in o choking volce, **¥Young
Cardew helped you cop me, did he?” He dragl‘gm'l ab his
handcutfed wrists in rage; and the two constables grasped
his arms more firmly. “Cardew! It was him, then! Ie
don't dare to lot mo ses him——"

“Quite a wistake 1" drawled a quiel voice,

Ralph Reckness Cardew stepped out into the hall,

“Tf it's a pleasurc.to you to see me, old bean, here I am,”
he said neghgently. ® You won't sce such good comnpany
whera you're goin’, I fear.”

The juniors grinned. _

Jimmy the Rat fixed his eves on the haudsome, coveless
face of the dandy of the Fourth.

“You got me copped!” ho said hoarscly.

“1 had that pleasure, dea® man. Never was so pleased
in my life!” assented Cardeyw,

“T'll remember thisg—"

(13 1}0!,3

“1 shan't always be in tho stone jug,” hissed Jimmy the
Rat, "“and when I comoe out ™

“That's ecoungh!” interrupted the inspector.
away!”

And the Rat, white with rage, was marched away by
the two constables, the satisfied inspector following.

The door closed on them. Jimmmy the Rat was gone, {o
pav his penalty. Lord Kastwood fixed his eyes on Cardew.
The dandy of the Fourth was smiling, quite wmmoved by
the ruffian’s malevolent threals,

“(Cardew, my boy, it appoears that vou gave the polies the
information upon which they acted,” satd Lord Eastwood.
“They have recovered Lady Hundon's diamond necklace,
which was stolen from Hundon Lodge last summer; they
have captured the briute who attacked Arthur last nighl.
May I ashk—"

“Yans, wathah! ITow did vou do it, old bean?”

“Quite simple, =ir,” said Cardew. “I happensa to have
mot that man before, under—undor rvather odd cireum-

(Continued on page 21.)
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ISTMAS TUCK!

How some of the favoured dishes originated.
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LUM pudding and turkey between them  help io

P “mako ” Christmas. A fellow would not think he had

kept the Great Day unless he had sat down fo a good

foed in which those two ilews figured pretty
prominently.

And when the knives, [orks, and spoons avo raitling most
of us believe wo are eating vxactly the same sort of fare as
they tucked away iu Ye Gond Olde Days. But they kept
Christmas differently then,

Turkeys three hundred years sgo wero g0 uncommon os
ta e alinost unknawn, ab least in this ecountry. lum pud-
ding came later still.  Ii started in the olden times as plum
broth, which was caten as soup before tho dinuer proper
was commenced on! Many fellows to-day would like to
“kick oft * with the Christmas pudding—but it would be o,
poor sort of feed in the guise of the old plum soup !

Before the turkey came to Britain, gigantic barons of
Leof formed the great “obstaclo” of Cliristmus dinners, thak
monnttain of meat—for people In those dayvs were enormous
pnters, and they stulfed in on almost unbelievable way—
Loing flanked by boars' heads, withh peacocks and geese to
ack as stand-bys,

WRONQLY NAMED!

There was tremendous coremony with that hoar’s Lead.
T the castles and large houses of the rich, that part of the
fare was ushered in with musie, the musicians stalking
proudly before the carrier of the big dish, banging and
lowing on their instruments for all they were worth,

The turkey is not only a newegmer, but a decided
foreigner. It is an impostar, tec (though 1t sounds very
ungracious to call the plump, toothsome bird ugly names, at
Christmas especially !), for il has no right whatever to bo
called Turkey, the esuntry after which it is wrongly named,
knowing nothing of 18!

It was the old seafaver, Cabot, historians think, who
Lrought the Rrsé turkevs o Dritain. That was in the
sixtoenth century. People, for some veason, imagined e
had found them in Turkey. whercas the fathers and mothers
of our modern Chrisimas bird ave natives of Norih America,
There the old malo birds—*stags,” as they sre termed—
sometimes tip tho seale at 60 1h awd mere, T would need
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to be a pretty substantial sort of table to stand up to that
dish nowadays, and very hefty appetites to make anything
like sertous inroads upon it

A NOISY MARCH!

Turkeys are smaller when raised here at home, yeighing
on an average about 15 b, each. Tf was a fine thing
which old Cubot {or whoover was really responsible for the
discovery) did for England, for the breeding of turkeys for
the Christmras market i3 o huge, all-the-year-round indusbry,
particularly in Norfolk.

Before trains and motor-lorrics came, getting the turkeys
to distunt markets {romn the home-farm had a great deal
more fun in it than now. The “pgrowers™ just ship them
aboard train or lorry to-day and hurry them to Lendon or
elsowhere, and it is seldom anyone ever sces tho sight, once
common, of a big flock of “gobhlers ” beinyg marched along
the highways to where they will ho sold—perhaps o long
journey of many miles,

But that is Low it was done. Men and hoys nnd dogs all
took a hand as turkey-drovers, and all enjoved the notsy
march—excepling, perhaps, the birds!

Mince-pies were here before turkeys were dreamed of v
England, though thoy called them Christmmas “pyes ” in the
roistering, boisterous days of Quoen Bess. Well, it is all
very whaolesome fare, as different as maybe from some of the
weird tock which thﬁi,' gonsume with tremendous gasto in
other parts of the world.

PECULIAR TASTES!

Tha Cornish folk in bygona days relished jellyfish when
they could get it, at Christmas or any other time. They
legve that now to the Japauese, who “go for ™ the watery
stulf with as great eagerness as the Chinese lap up birds’-
nest soup! ‘Tho Ieelunder has {o make-de at Christmas,
unless his luck is very mnch in, with blubber and dried fisl,
with flesh of the Arctic shark (o help 1t down,

Monkeys, of course, figure on tho bill-of-fare of many
races, particularly tho South American Indians. That
wmeat, in spile of tho tonch of cannibalism, almost, whiclt
atiaches to it, sounds certainly more promising than a plate-
ful of roasted hat. People who can cat bats must have
extremely pecnliay tastes! ' _

African natives never find wmong the Chrizstmas dishes
of the white communities there one of the dishes they esteem
tremendous!y—erocodile meat. But then they will eat
lizards also. and enormous ants and bloated caterpillavs.
The latter they oven dry sownetines and store away for uac
whon other fodder in winter runs o bit short.

Senworms, fab and well over o fool long, make a fine stew
—sz0 Lhey say who like it, and fish-eyes and sheeps'-cyes are
not looked on with suspicion when they are dished up in the
West Indies and Asia Minoer. No chance of mistaking this
sort of tuck for anvihing mora civilised, however cunning
moay be “dressed,” though a lot depends on the name,



Cheer Up, Chums!

stances, I happened to know that last summer he stole
a diamond necklace, and hid it somewhere in a hollow tree,
in a wood about a mile from the zeene of the robbery, 1
necdn't (el you how I happencd to know that—it's of no
eoitsequence,  But I'd forgotten him when I eamo here fo
spend a fow days with Gussy. It was no bizney of mine to
bother mv head wabout lim.™

e Blit_l.'

“But allor Gusey was knocked over I did sewe thinlon',”
said Carvdew., “T'uttin’' twe and two together, and makin’
four of it. Soimebody unknown was roolin’ about a park
at nizht with a light, and was so anxious not to be eaught
at it that he made a brutal attack on a fellow who came
on him there. 1t was o remarkable coincidence, atl least, an’
I wondered whether il mnighl possibly be Jimmy the Rat
huntin' for his hidden lool,”

SO exelaimed Levison.

And Clive nodded, TTe understood now,

(avdew smiled.,
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“So ¥ made a little local inquiry, as Sherlock Holmes
would say—that i, I asked Cousin Fthel about the local
nows of last simmer, and I knew she had been stavin’ here.
[ learncd that a diamond necklace had been stolen last
mmmer from a house about a mile fromn here, and never
recovered, or the thicf eavcht., That pot the lid on, to wy
mind.”

“And I never thouwehl—"" gaid Levison.

"You dudn’t know the man, and I did,” suid Cardew
ealinty. e was o stranger lo you; you'd only scen bim
anee, and forgottien lis existence, Owin’ to certain cirenm-
stances T needn’t o into, I knew guite a lot about him. Yon
wpg, Lord Tastwood, 1'd come on the man before more than
oinee, and knew he was o thief and a roscal. I put two and
Iwo together, and walked down to the police station to puf
he result before ile inspector, leavin® these fellows no end
lickled at my takin’ up the characier of Sherlock Holmes. ™

“Well, we never knew-—" satd Tom Merry.

“0Of conrse you didn't, old bean-—I was Lthe man who
new ! "The inspecltor johuny thought there was sometiin
in iy idea Lhat the necklace Jinuny the Rat had captured
wind Ly Hundon’s neelilace, and that the wood, where ha
hidd il inose tees, aboul a mile off, was Tastwood Pavck, as
someone was rootin’ pbout the paek af night searchin® for
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soinethin' there. Mr. Blane acied on the information
received, and there we are!”

“Upon my word!" said Lord Eastwood.

Cardow glanced round.

“You fellows are nob playin’ up! he said, with gentlu
reproach, “ Now I've explained the whole thing, this 15 where
you say ‘ Marvellous! "

“Ha, ha, lial™

“PBai Jove, you lknow, it was weally vewy clevah of

‘ardew!” said Arthur Augustus. “Of course, if he had
not happened to know anythin® about the wottah, in the
first place, he could not have worked it out liko thal.”

“No fear!” agrecd Blake. .

“My laurels are fadin' already!" said Cardew aadly,
 Tust like Sherlock Holmes and jolly old Watson-—as soon
as I cxplain how I do those amazin' things, you d_uu't thinle
it marvellous at all. T shall give up the 'detective hizney
f[rom now on! I1f you ever want an inqury _H.“.ﬂ"t; your
missin’ intellect, Gussy, call in some other detective!

“Bai Jave!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“\What ahout a little muzic?” suggested Cardew.

i, | s T
was o to mng——

“Tloris

ft You got me copped ! ?* sald the Rat hoargely. A
had that pleasure, dear man,’’ assented Cardew.
it Never was 8o pleased In my life.” * I'll re-
member this!' hissed the prisoner. ‘1 shan't
always be in the stone jug, and when i come out——"’
i That's enough 1 ' interrupted the inspector. ™ Take

him away.'t {Sce Chapler 12.)
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“Hear, hear!” . .
And the Bt. Jim's parly treoped back Iolo the musie-

room.

- & ¥ ] [ [ ] ]

[

All the fellows ngreed thal it was by no mceans “inar-
vellous ? now that Cardew had made that simple explana-
tion. Some of them ecould not help wondering, too, under
what exccedingly queer ecircumstances Cardew had gained
a knowledge of Jimmy the Rat, in the first place.

811, as Blake remarked, Cardew had “delivered the
ooods,” #o to speak—the missing necklace had Leen found.
to the great delight of the owner, and IFArey's assailant
was under lock and kev, And, incidentally, it was demon-
straled beyond doubt that the moving light 1in the park and
the painful experience of Arthur Aupgustus there were not
due to a phost walking in the old deor park, and were nof
to be laid to the account of the While Cavalier!

THE EXD.

(Now lool: out for anether topping stovy of Tom Meriy
& Co.al St. Jim's, entitled ; * THE MISSING FOURTII-
FORMER! " which will appear in next week's issue of the
GEM. i carly order will save disappoeintment, chuns.}

Tne Gy Liprary.—No. 1,085,
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A BOOK YOU SIMPLY MUST HAVE

This popular Annual eontains dozens
of interesting and instructive articles
on Carpentry, Pet-keeping, Stamp-
collecting, Fretwork, Wireless,
Amatéur Mechanics, Model Railway
Building, Photography,and many other
subjects.

If you haven't a hobby now, you will
want to start one just as soon as you've
seen this wonderful volume.
Christmas is coming, s0 mention Lo
your parents, and uncles and aunts,
that this is the gift book you would like.
And if you wrant to give your pal a
present that will last and. always be
appreciated, buy him a copy of
EVERY BOY'S HOBBY ANNUAL!
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N Christmas Bve, from Lehind the old cak panelling

O in (he moated grange, from dust-grimed, hidden

chambers in thick and ancient walls, from cramped

nooks and crannies in houses of lesser magnificence,

ghosta that have lain quiet throughout the re:=t of the year

emerge to join forees with their transparent fellows who
have nightly roamed & regnlar beat, o

Yo those who are given to sceing spectral vi-itants wonld
have us [aithfully believe. The speetral visitors clank and
groan, twist and grimace, and disport themselves generally,
the whole united tribe of land-ghosts—all becaunso e s
Christmas. There are others of the wraithy tribe that lands-
men never see, and seldom even hear aboud.

But they ave well-knowun, these ghosis of the ocean, fo
the older generation of sailormen., True, Lthey are not go
frequently eneountered to-day as of yore, for somehow ghost-
ships umi" their speetral crews seem nervous of wireless and
the “floating cities * that now plough the geas where once
old windjommers fought o vastly slower way.

Tho ocean ghosts whose appearances ave well-known in
shipping cireles are not all those of wrecked or vanished
merchant ships and their erews.  Somo of them are Jecidedly
sinister.  They are the ghost-hulks of pirate wessels, aund
ilieir appearance botokens some dire misfortune to the ship’s
crew that spots them. Many a [o'csle at this time of yeav
will be thick with yarns of ships of shadow, witl: no carthly
riubstance, And they are not all mere legends.

Ghostly Crew of Pirates !

'Thore is the ghost pirate-ship which sails on no =ca byt
heats ecrily through the [fever-stricken, misly mangroye
swamps of Bouthern Florida., 'T'ravellers who profess to hinve
veent it deelare the ghost-ship te he just a mass of decaying
timber and wind-tattered sails —but the ghosily crew of
dead-znd-gone pirates is complete!

A weird blue light shines dimly throngh ihe roting vibs
of the vessel. Whirling whiie, steamming mists of the cuor-
mous swamp play aboul it, and the ghost-erew enacts ovor
arain the scene which s supposed to have brought them
and their ship to their everlasting Tate.

This was the cutting-out, and looting of & merchand hrig,
somewhere off Cape Floriida, The pirates compelled cvery
man-jack of tha brig's crow, from captain downwards, to
walk the plank, One of the victims called down vengeanen
on the ecut-throat sca-raiders., The vengeance rcame, with
terrifying promptuess,  An cnormous wave bore down on the
pirate ship, hurled it skywareds, and senl b smashing miles
imland, dumping it eventually in e trackless South Florida,
swamp where to-day they ave all, as unhappy ghosts, paying
dirs rebribution,

A ship that sails the open sexs as a ghost that has
often been seen by responsible peesons is the old “Flying
Dulchman.” One of its appearances is recordrd 1n o rt'wa_iﬁ
journal written up about {ifty years ago by people who
were eruising abeard the * Dacehante,”

Old Vanderdecken’s Boast !

Tho account deseribes the “Flying Dutchman * as s
phantom shape all aglow with a strange red light, making
for eome phostly port, with masts and spars rrowded wiih
billowing eanvas. 'The look-out man who repovted this
particular appearanee of the “¥lying Dulehman ” shortly
afterwards camo hurtling to the deck from his perch in the
Cross-troes.

Such i3 the sinister influence of the wraitly of the "Flying
Dutchman.” Wherever she goes, trouble is born—as has
been happening, so saileymen aver, for the lazt thres
hundred years or more, Usually :he appears in a heavy

UNUSUAL HAPPENINGS 4,756 61 many a ship this Vuletide !

sep that will be told afresh In Lhd

dewn the Goeld Codst of West Alrieas,

gale, beatin
still with old Vanderdecken at the helm,
Vanderdecken was the capiain who Lrought 1he
"Ilying Dutchiman® to her present ghostly state
aceording to legend, or tradition, or nnnour—which-

ever you prefer. A swashbuckling old Duteliman,

he tricd again awd agein to get his vessel round the Capd,
Winds and tempests flnng hiin back., Never yet had wouiher
heaten him, and he declaved he would keep his helin that
way and somechow get round the Cape if it took Lin 111l all
elornity, Mo dida's get pound, end he hasn't got rovind vot ]

Spooks’ Spiteful Tricks !

There are ofince sea-ghosts that play spitefol fricky, o if
is miloged, on mariners who altempt to interfeve wiile ilieny.
When simmggling was almost an industry in very many
voast-villages  there were also  law-breakers Lkuown a3
wieckers, They took their title from their trede, wihich was
enlicing vessels neae the coast on to the rvocks by neans
of lighted lanterns, the gleam from wlideh Lhe ill-fated
ships mistook fov regulation lights that should have spellod
sufety,  The salely hghts nmr[-i‘{i:{l the entrance 1o harbotvs
il sy covers,  Uhe mistaken ship that tried to “make ™
suchh a faked anchorage hit the rocks for sure when led on
by the wrockers' lanterns,

FThen the wreckers ot busy, looling the ship's stores and
cargo. Tho coastwise men of Kerry will fell you ¢ yurn ol
a preat, paunt slhop, whose masts had been swepl nway,
which Kerry wreckers once had the joy of spotting, wedgml
tight, on the rocks. She and all her cargo was theirs, witl-
ot the trouble of having 1o wreck her! And what a cavge
it was when the wreckers boarded the deserted ship !
Teeasures from the Kast—silk, rugs, and what not, all repros
cemting fine gold! 'I'he wreckers bundled all fhe best of
it inte their own boats and were pulling gleefully axhoro
when thelr comvades, watching from the safety of jho
cliffs, saw the boats engulfedl in a moment—simply swallowd
vp i thoe soa !

Nut that was not all, for the wreeked ship hevself fhen
showed her true eolours, Bhe was o ghost shap, and as suwel,
hor grussome joke anded, she straightway sailed ¢lern off 1he
racks and bore strongly against the wind out 1o i open
bl 13 B9

Those Kindly Spooks !

Thero by good and bad in everylhing—even 11 »pooks !
Mo we are not startled undoly when we hear old salls swap-
ping yarus relating to alleged good deeds on the part ol
illeged ghosts,  Maoster mwariners have been prompted out
of their eonrse by the urgent fidgeling of a sca-spook.

Sorely against their will, but too superstitious (o disobey
the certe bidding, they have risked the keen displeasitre of
their owners hy wastmg power and time on what might
vasily have proved a goose (¢r ghost ) chase in mid odeam.

Tie helin has been put hard over, the duly nppﬁil}:lr:’d
enurse departed from, and presently tho object of ihe phost's
prompiing  has become plain—a  boatload of w rockod
mariners tossing about on the occan’s bosom and almost
lespairing of ever being picked up ! ’

Such eases have happencd. 'The real cxplanation, [ it 18
nut ghosts, is beyond us,  However it may be; lero’s &
morry, merry Chiistmas to all such kindly spooks!
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STANDING BY A PAL!

Iurgattan how Biggs once savad his life.

It's years since Kit Erroll has sesn Albsrt Biggs, a wal! of the slums.
The chance comes Kit’s way to sguare the pocount; mand although

But Kit has never

‘Erroll’s friendliness towards the waif means a first-class row with Mornington, Biggs’ old pal has no regrats!

— m—

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

FALENTINE MORNINGTON gquarrels with g ehuwm, Kil il
orer an Gndginary slight, and goes off for the afternoon seith Peele & Co,,
o shady set of rotters, Anxious fo poleh wp the rove, Kit Erroll follows,
but {8 hwited in the lane by o youthful tramp. e recopnises the wuif
e Albert Riggs, an acguainfance of fis former doek days, when o, foiy
fitedd Geen a wairf in London.

Bigas is on fig sy to Rookwood in the hope of obttining o Jul.
plesed to see fiim, Promises to help him.

K1t goes biek to the achool for money, and relurng to find Peele o o,
retgaing Bigps.  He chips in to sove Wis friend, bul finds the odds el
ageinst feim,  He calfs to Morny, sfanding by, for help, bt fig cvsteffe
Sriend Lerns o deaf ear to his appeal.,

(Now Read (1n,)

J'.'I.-'j‘ufe'a

Erroll Speaks for His Chum !

£ HAT'S the ticket, Morny {" panted 1'ecle.
help us with the rotter. old man '™
“Go and cat coke!” said "'»Ir:uningtml coolly.
“If Lrroll will promise to give this beastly tramp
the bool, though, T'Il jolly soon chip in aud help him mako

mincenical of vou, Peele!™

Frroll did not anrwer. His face went a trifle white, and
Lis eyves gleamed. Not even to gain his chum's help would
he do that, He puessed now that his chum had overheard
his conversalion with Albert Biggs, and Le felt he understood
Morny's atiitude now. His tid with his chum carlier in the
afternoon had just put the perverse Morninglon inlo the
mood for any excuse to guarrel with him,

With blazing eves he redoubled his clforls, and aficr a
ficree struggle, managed to stagger to his feet,

I'vele staggered back under a drive that jarved every
tooth in his head, and Lattrey went spinuing away again, Ins
nose streaming. But they closed in again instantly, while
Gower, dodging Eiroll’s fists, leaped on his back {row
behind,

Erroll went down with a heavy erash ,apain,

“Now, into the dashed diteh with himn!” hissed Pecle, his
foce convalsed. “Gad! We'll make the rotter O 1"

I'eele howled and crashed over under an nnexpected drivo
from o grimy fist as hard as iron.

It was Albert Biggs—joining in al Tast. his eyes blinking
and bloodshot. He joined in like a tornado, his (isls
whirling,

“Good man, Bert 1" panted Erroll.

It svas I:DIp at last, and Erroll scrambled up again, his
eves gleaming with fight. Mornington scowled, and stepped
from the stile as though to intervene.  Buot he changed his
mind and seated himsell again, looking on sardonically.
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A GRAND NEW SCHOOL SERIAL,
DEALING WITH THE ADVENTURES OF
JIMMY SILVER & CO, OF ROOKWOQOD.

By OWEN CONQUEST,

“Come on, you men!” gasped Peele gavagely, seramliling
up again in a fury, “Lattrey, you [unk, come on! Wo're
three to twol Smash the eads!™

Lalitrey censed huggmg his nose—he was hanging back
now, but as Peele and Gower made another rush he joinod
im—not very willingly, however. Nor did he stay 1o long,
A primy fist ratiled his teeth, and o second surac kol Liomo
on his nose ngain,

It was more than enough for Mark Lattrey, and he dodged
and ran, stopping a a fow yvards away to nurse his ||1_|ur1r:s
The next moment Gower was also out—sent spinning yards
away by o lefty drive from Erroll's fist, And he staved
oul.

Boll Erroll and Albert turned therr atlention Lo Peele, Lul
T'ecle was not hero enough to {ace them alone. He broke
sway, shouling furiously at his ehwuns,

It was just then that four juniors came sendding niong
{lic lane.  The four wero Jimmy Silver, Lovell, H:i].‘l‘i. and
Neweome. They stopped and stared at Erroll and Biggs,
and then ot Peelo & Co, savagely nursing their hurts some
vards away

** Hallo, “Ilﬂt’b the merry trouble?” exe Jaimed Jimmy
Milver, “Dear old Pecle again, I see—three to two, ch "

“And it looks as if the two have licked 'em,” grinned
Lovell. **What was the trouble, Erroll 2" _ _

Erroll mopped his heated fuce without veplying, His
rlance wont to Mornington, slill seated on the slile, and il
was a [roubled glance,

Jimmy Silver did not fail to notice il
curiously at Mornington,

“What's the %mnc, Morny ¥ he asked, staring. “We saw
something of what was going on when we came along. It
Leats me to see a fellow sitiing walching while a gang of
cads pitch inlo his pal !'”?

“ Anv of your bisney 7" drawled Mornimglon.

“Yes, it is! It's too thick silting there smoking beastly
fags while your pal fights arainst odds|” said Jimmy Silver
curtly,

“Home pall!l” sniffed Lovell. I don’t think!

I should ecare to have a pal like that!”

“Krroll asked for trouble and got it!” sald Morningion
coolly, “ He was bae I{lug this filthy framp up against Rook-
wood chaps ] I wasn’t going to back him up in thal, pal or
no pal!”

! {}h g

The juniors looked very curiously at Albert Diggs who
wite rubbing his eyes and panting brealhlessly, and lookiug
very flushed and unhappy.

Trroll spoke then.

“This chap isn't a tramp, Morny,” he said quielly, * [Te's
o [ellow who's on his beam ends at the momeni—a decent
chap who belriended me when I myself was down nml out
yvears agpo, He's an old chum of mine, a.ni:i_ I wasn't going
to soo cads like Peele bully him, If you '11 come along witli

me now, Morny, old chap, I'll explain.”
“With—with this filt 13,? tramp ¥
glitter in Lis cyes,

and he looked

Dleozzed if

asked Morningsion, g
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“With my chum, Biggs,” said Erroll steadily. “He's a
good sort, really, Morny, and Fd like you to know——"

“Phanks, but I'd prefer not to!” said Mornington, “I'll
como along quickly enough if you'll boot that low cad back
the way _’he came. But if you prefer his company to
ming—"

“It's not that, Morny—you know it isn’t,” said Erroll in
great distress. “1 can’t turn—Ilook here, old man; come
along and T'Il explain just why——-"

“';%mnks, no!” said Mornington deliberately. I should
he afraid of losing my wallet or my waitch! Come on,
Peele, old chap! We'll conlinue our little stroll.”

And Maorunington, giving Alberf Biggs a deadly look,
dJropped from the El,ih: and joined I'eele & Uo. who were
just moving away. They walked on towards Rookwood,
Peele & Co. mopping injured noses and eyes,

Frroll stoed staring a.ftﬂr his chum with a4 look of amazo-
mert.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Jinmmy Silver.
cad! That was a rotlen thing to say before that chap

“Rotten 1 muttered Lovell warmly. *'The chap’s down
on his luck; but he looks a decent cnough kid!  What
started it, Brroll " he went on, raising his voice.

“1 left my friend here, waiting in the lane [or me,” said
Grroll huskily. I was coming back again when I saw
Peele, Gower, and Lattrey attack him. 8o I rushied np and
jeined in. 'That's all.™

“ALL is it 7 said Lovell, with o smiff. “ And yon mean to
say that Mornington, your best pal, sat there and let those
cads handle you without offering to interfere? He wounldn't
be & pal of mine long if he did that to me—let me down 1n
that rotten woy ™

“Not worth ecalling o pall” said Raby. “Don’t look so
pipped, Brroll—you're well rid of a chap of that kind !

Erroll flushed, and canght Albert Diggs' arm.

“Come on, Biges,” he said huskily.

He led the ragged youth away towards Coombe, leaving
Jimmy Silver & Co to themselves. His heart was heavy,
but he felt no bitterness towards Mornington, curiously
enough. He was of a forgiving nature—too forgiving,
perhaps.

He felt sure that, had Alorny not been in such a bad
temper, he would willingly have como to his aid against
Peele & Co. In fact, the incident would never have taken
place had not his chum been in one of his evil moods, Erroll
never dreamed that it was Mornington himsell who had

“MThe rotten
gy

2

started the trouble with Albert Biggs. Had he done so, he
would have been far more upseb than he was.

As the two got out of earshot of the Tistical Four
Albert Biggs turned to Erroll, his pinched, bruiscd face full
of distress.

“I'm sorry this "as happemed, gir,” he said. “T wouldn’t
ave come after this job of garden boy at Rookwood if I'd
knowed as you was there, Master Erroll. I can sec as it
;Lﬂ'n’t"dn vou no good knowing a ragged bloke like mae

ere.

“ What rot I exclaimed Erroll, setting his lips hard, “I'm
jolly glad you came, Bert!”

“T know. You're a good sort!” said the waif huskily.
“But it won't do, and I ain't allowing it] IF'Il only cause
trouble hetween you and vour pals, like. Look erel Don’i
you come no farther wi’ me; Fm elearin’® outer this place
vight away. Not as I air’t grateful to you—you can lay to
it that I am. But—"

“What rot!” said Erroll. “We'll sce about that. Think
1 care for those chaps—those three who serapped with us,
I mean? They'ra about the biggest snobs and cads in Rook-
wood. You needn’t worry about them, 1 ean tell you™

“[ ain't worrying about them so much,” said the ragged
youth. “I'm thinkin' about that other bloke—the one as sat
on the stile. I ain't goin' to comg between you and 'im,
though &

“Rats! T'm petiing you that job, Bert!" said Erro]l
flatly, “As for Morny—the chap you mention—yon needn’t
worry about him, eithee. He doesn't really nmican what ho
says, and he just happens to be in & bad temper this afier-
noon. He's mad with me because I wouldn’t go with him to
a boxing affair at Latcham. Dut he'll be right as rain when
he gets over it

TE 1["35} l]lli]—u

“No good butting, old chap !I” gaid Erroll grimly. *I've
found you row, after all these years, and I'm not letiing you
go, Bert. I've never forgotten how you stood by me when ]
was down and out. I should have starved but for you. I've
never forgotten. I owe you a lot, and I'm going o re
pay 1t.”

“ Master Erroll—" )

“You're coming with me now for some grub!” eald
Erroll quietly. “After that I'm going to rig you out in

some clobher. Luckily my togs will about, fit you. Then
we'll see about that job. T'll eat my hat if I don’t—— Oh,
1wy hat ["

(Continued overleal.)
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Erroll Lroke off in some alarm, and huorriedly finished
straightening his collar and tie. Coming towards them was
the athletie figure of My, Dalton, the master of the Fourth at
Rookwood.

As Trroll expected, the mas=icv sighted his  dishevelled
appearance al once,
“Erroll 1" ealled
curionslv. * One moment !

“Yes, sir.”

Kit Erroll crozsed over to the master of the Tourth,

“You have been fighting, Lrroll!™

“Yioops, sir,” said Errell.

the master, glancing at Albert Bizgs
L wish to speak with vou.”

“Who is this—this individual, Leroll! Awm T Lo ondee-
stand that vou bkave been [lighting with  him?  Ile
appears 2y

“0Oh, no, sir! He—he iz a friend of mine, sir!”

“What*"

“Lome—some fellows were Lullving Tum,™ =aid Irroll

03
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Price 2d,

low, eager tone. “ Please dor't look al the way he's dressed,
sir. He's had Lad laek, and has been tramping round for
work. I ean supply hini with decent clothes, and you'll seq
Le will look a different fellow then. And he's as straighi
and honest as any fellow at Rookwood. 1 can vouch for that,
gir."

“H'm! Yon were poing to speak for him, Frroll 27

“Yes, sir. 1 mel him by arcident just now in the lane. 1
remembefed at once what I owed him, and I determined
to do my hest to get him the job,” said Erroll, looking
pleadingly at Dicky Dalton’s handsome face. “If—if you
could only do something for him, sir—— T know it sounds
like awful cheek on my part, hut #

“[ guite understand, my boy,” said Dicky Dalton,

e called across to Albert Biggs, and the ragged wyouth
came over, looking rather scared. He raised his ragged cap
to the master.

“so vou wish to apply for the job of garden boy at Rook-

vood "  asked tho
master,
i “Yes, sir. Only-—
|’ only—" Albert

Biggs halted, looking
al Errt_‘rf[ 11 Some Con-
fusion,

If!lwﬁ '". | I}

o 'yvo vowed to kick this interloping sponger out of Rookwood!™
fury, raised his boot, and lashed out at him.

twisted Biggs round with savage

hurriedly. “T chipped in because—becanse he's a friend of
mineg, sir.”

“Oh, indeed ! Mr. Dalton looked curionsly again at Albert.
Fellows at Rookwood were not expectid to make friends
with tattered vouths of the read, Indecd, Dicky Dalton was
astonished. * You—you say tlis youih iz a friend of yours,
Lirroll ¥7

“It's quite true, sir,” said Treroll, flushing., * You—you
see, sir, 1 koew him years ago—in the old days when I was
livin’g in the slums—before myv [nlther found me and rescued
me !

“Oh| T—T see!” said the master. He knew lirroll's
history guite well, and he understood now. * He—he was
a friend of vours, then?”

“Yes, sir,” said Kit Errol! stoutlv. “He's one of the
Lest. He took me home and befriended me when I was
starving and homeless, I haven't forgollen, sir.”

“ And now he has écome to Rookwood to visit vou, Erroll ¥
smid Mr. Dalton, the stern note leaviug his voice.

“% He—he didn’t come to visit me, sir. He dido’t oven
know I was at Rookwood., He zaw an advertiserment in the
newspaper for a garden boy at Rookwood, and he came to
apply for the job”

11 {:}'h |JJ

Dicky Dalton looked again at the ragged wail. It must
have siruck him that a vouth, dressed as lie was dressed, and
obviously without references, could have little hope of obtain-
ing such a post. Erroll read his thonghts.

“I—I was gﬂin'gl_tm see you about him, sir,” lte sald 1 a

R ]
I 1
T D il “Ie's afraid he's
e -
e worrving me  ton
mouch explained

Tirroll hurriedly.

Mr, Dalton smiled.
I Lad mtended to
giestion the boy, bul
e frapnk blue eyes of
the ragged youth were
quite enough for
Dyicky  Idalton. I
had nol spenl  yoars
a:  a  schoolmaster
without  acquiring a
cood  knowledge ol
character,

“Very  well b
exelaimed, “It i
quite out ol my pro-
vinee, of eourse,
Erroll, The matter
chicfly eoncerns Bal.
bhage, the Head's
gardener. DBut T will
speak to him on your
friend's behalf, and |
have no doubt, 1f the
position 18 naof
already filled, that it
will be all right.
Your friend had
better come alohg al
six o'clock.”

“0h, thank you,
sirt’” ETF’*"-*E’['*] Erroll,
while Biggs also mumbled his thanks, " It's jolly decent ol
you, sic [”

*MNot at all, my boys ™

With that, Dicky Dalton smiled and walked on.

“Mhat’s onr Form master,” said Frroll breathlessly, ™Dy
Jingo, I think vou're all right now, Bert! He's a jolly
rood sort, and he'll work it for us”

“Then—then you thinks—-" i

“1t'1 be as right as rain, old chap ! Now come along for
that feed, and afterwards T'll get youw some old togs of
ming,’”

And with that Ervoll led Iiz old friend towards the village,
delighted to think that the chance had eome his way to
repav in some small measure the debt he owed to the wail
who had befriended Liru in those dark days of the past.

EL

hissed Mornington. He
At the
¢ritical moment Erroll grabbed Murningtun'ﬁarm, and}thn kick missed ita object by a foot,

See piage 28,

— — —

Mornington’s Ultimatum !
7 ELL?" '
Valentine Morningion spoke half-mockingly.

The dandy of the Fourth was sprawling in the

armchair in the study he shared with Errall,

He had apparently just finished tea, for ithe tea-thing-

were still on the table. There was a cigaretie in his fingers,

and he eyed Kit Lreoll through lhalf-closed- lids as thal
junior entered tho study.

Kit Erroll eved him steadily, a cloud on his face. Iie had

Liad tea at the village tuckshop with Albert Biggs. After
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lea lie had left his old fricnd in the woods and had returned
o school for a suit of his old clothes—an old lounge suit
that fitted Albert Biggs fairly comfortably. Kit had left
him there to change, and had relurned to Rookwood, though
it had requived all his persnasion and pleading to make
Bigrs cither accepl the suit or lo contiiine with his desire
to got the job al Rookwood.

Biggs was no fool, and he had alrcady seen that, lis
friondship with Erroll promised lo make things unpleasant
for that junior in wore ways than ome. But ILrroli’s
arguments and pleadings had overcome his doubts and fears,
and eventually Biggs had promised to turn up al six as
mstructed by Dick Dalton,

Sinee the trouble in the lane Frroll had not spen Morn-
ington, and go he looked at Lim expectantly now. Certainly
some explonation was only lo be expected from lus chom
[or his dizloyalty that alternoon.

“Well 27 pepeated Mornington, “Go it, old chap! I'm
woitin' For the tellin’-olt—ihe scathin® scorn and contempt
you feel for the pal who let you down so badly. Go it!”

Erroll closed t-ﬁm door quietly. Despile his chum’s half-
mocking smile and words, he saw clearly enovgh the un-
casiness and the trace of shame in Mornmmgtoi’s [aece,

“I'm glad you understand the position, Mornington,” said
Kit gquictly, “Dut 1I've nolling to say ¥

“You mean you'd rather not speak to me?" said Morn-
meton, You've decided (o thirew me over, what?” _

“No, not that,” said Frroll quickly. “I mean that I
would rather let the matter drop, Morny, I know you acted
gs you did becanse you were in a bad temper—you weren’t
vourself! I feel very sick about it; but T'd rather lel it
trop and forget it!"

Mornington puffed at his cigaretle in silenece for a moment
ar so. He was pleinly taken aback by lLis ehum’s attitude,
having expected recriminations, if not a iow,

W Tad your tea?” Lo asked at last.

“Yes, i the village!”

“AWith that—that heastly tramp, I suppose 7™

“With Albert Biggs. my old ehom!™ said Erroll guietly.
“Morny, old fellow, I do wish you'd drop this attitude.
Biges is a decent kid—a fellow down on his luek through
no faull of his own., He was absolutely Etun'imf—hﬂ.cin’t
had n bite to cat since yesterday noon. I'm ounly trying
to repay a debt I've ofien longed to rvepay.”

Mormngton langhod havshly.

“What rol!" he sheercd. *Tlie outsider’s spooflin® you,

lrying lo sponge on your good natuve, Hrroll! Where is he
now "

“1 left him in the woods! I've Laken him a suit of clothes
to change imto!”

“1 thought as much!” said Mornington. ‘' Peele told mo
just now that he saw you hurrying out of gates with a
bag! 1 guessed that was it. So you're going on with this
rot, going Lo try to get thal beastly young hooligan on the
slafl at Rookwood ¥V

“Ves I've alvcady spoken to Dicky Dalton, who's seen
lim and promised to do Lis best for him, He's got to come
liere at six lor the interview. 1 think he'll get the job
all right,”

Mornington's face darkened, and lie threw his cigarette
il Lhe grate with o savage gosture.

“You fool, Errall I he snapped, 1 suppose you mean Lo
pal on with the Lrute here—a dashed low tramp !

“1 don't suppose 1 shall bhe allowed to pal on with him,
Morny—at lerst, 1t wouldu't do for me to knock about much
with him. 1t wouldn't do, as the chap is on the staff. Dut
I certainly shall be his friend, and E]‘lﬂh do my best to make
him comfortalile and happy liere—just as he did with ma
mr the old days.”

Mornington rose from his chair, lus eyes glittering.

“You mean that, Erroll 7 he snapped.

“lartainly ; T can do nothing less! Why should it maticy
to you, old man; it wen't interfere with our friendship!”

“Yes, it willl”

“But how—"

CTI see to that !’ said Morningion, his eyves blazing with
unreasongble fury. “Think I'm goin' to bé pals with
chap who pals with gultersnipes? Not likely!”

“Morny——" Liegan Erroll miserably.

“Teot's have this straight!” said Mornington savagely,
““You I'IIE:':EII] to zo on with this foolery, Erroll 7"

*Yosl

“Whether 1 like it or not—whether T object to your
picking a chap out of the gutter and bringing him here to
make o pal of him?"

“Vou're looking at it in the wrong way, Morny,” said
Frroll earnestly.  *Loak here, what has come over you,
old chap? You've been jolly decent for a long time now—
it's ages even since you smoked—and now, all at once, you
start this game—palling with sweeps like Peele and
smoking rotten fags! Chuck it, old man| There's better
stuff in you than——7"
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“0Oh, can it!" said Mornington, his lip curling. *We got
sermons  enough on Sundays. asked you a question,
Erroll; T want an answer here and now! Are you goin’
on with this foolery ¥”

“Tt's the least I can do for a fellow who shared his last
cvust with me, who helped me when I needed help badly,
Morny:

“Yos or no?” snapped Mornington ruthlessly. *You can
choose between the two, Hrroll—myself or that sweep?
You can see-what he is—a low-down guttersnipe, probably—
almost certainly —a thief and a vagabond! Yeu'll be intro-
ducing him into Rookwood There’ll be robberies—things
stolen right and left! I'm nob gettin’ mixed up in things
like that, and I don’t want you to. Bah! Take my advice
and have nothing more to do with him. Give him some cash
and clear him out!”

“J—1 can’t do that, Morny,” said Erroll, in great distress.
“] ean’t turn the poor kid down, especially after raising his
hopes. He's a good kid, and he's keen to become respect-
able—to live an honest life. He's used to sgualor and
eriminal surroundings. Buf there’s stuff in him to fit him
for something better than that. It's a chance to give him
a fair start in life. I can't let it go—can’t throw him aside
now. I should never forgive myself, Morny.”

“You mean that?"”

“Yes, But Morny——"

“That's enough! If you prefer a low, thieving framp fo
me, then you're welcome to him—for good! And be hanged
fo you!"”

And with that Mornington pushed angrily past his pro-
testing study mate and flung out of the study, slamming the
door after him.

. L3 7 . . - - .

Kit Irroll drew a deep, deep breath.

Mornington was a fellow not easy to get on with al the
best of times. The dandy had onee been known as the
hardest case at Rookwood—one of the worst fellows, perhaps,
in the school. But those days had gone, and for a long
time Mornington had been a changed fellow, respected and
liked by most.

None the less, there were times when the old nature
seemed to assert itself, and only ErrolP's influence, as was
generally felt, kept Valentine Mornington from “kicking
over the traces ¥ again.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Many times and oft Kit Erroll's pationce had becn -sorely
strained. But this time it appeared to be perilonsly neat
breaking point.

And Kit knew that, with all his faults, Mornington was
a fellow of his word. Morny had said that Kit would have
to choose between him and his chum from the slums, and
he knew Morny meant what he said.

Leaving tho study, Erroll made his way down to the
gates. It was already past six, and he was anxious fo
learn how Albert Biggs had fared in his interview:

As Kit neared the gates he was startled to sce two fellows
struggling there. One was a youth with a pale, pinched
face, dressed in a lounge suit—a suit Erroll casily recog-
nised as his own. It was Albert Biggs, and the other fellow
was Mornington. g

“ “Qutside, you low-down cad!” Mornington was shouting.
Now, Peele, you funky cad, come and lend a hand! Help
me piteh this pushing sponger out inte the road, where he
belongs [
Peele, Gawer, and Latirey were lounging by the gates
and they scemed to grasp the sitpation in a moment.
“Gad! Ft's that rotten tramp!? yelled Peele.  *“On him,
chaps! Now's our chance to get our own back. Down

him !

Frroll stared a moment, hiz brow darkening. Then, as
Peelo & Co. dashed to aid Mornington, Kit set his fecth
hard and rushed for the spot, his eyes blazing.

“Morny,” he panted desperately, “let the kid aloné! Tf's
not like you to do this sorl of thing, old féllow. Chuck it!
Be decent, old man !

. “Rats!” hissed Mornington. “I've vowed to kick this
interloping spanger out of Roskwood, an' I mean to do it!"”

“ Morny——"

Morningion took no heed of his chum. Alberl Biggs had
ceased to resist for the moment, and, twisting the waif
round with savage fury, Mornington raised his boof and
lashed out at him.

At the eritical moment Erroll grl:.hhell Mornington’s avm
again to prevenlt him, and the kick missed its objeci by a
foot. But the sheer force of the lunge almost overlinloiiced
the junior, and he all but fell over.

(Another grand instalment of fthis
sevial will appear in next week’s GEM.
a line of it, chums:)
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is all you pay for a No, 801
Hornless Gramophone or

THE “ BUMPER " sranc}i:. v

r; é\{ead with giané horn
masslve oalk case and silent motor. arriag
paid, 10 Days' Trial No.606model 38/-cas

to record buyers. Jacobean Cabinets and

CUT THIS OUT

S GEM " PEN COUPON.

Send 5 of these coupons with only 2/8 (and 24, stamp) direct to the
FPLEET. PEN_ CO. 119, Fleet Street, E.C.4. B‘g return you will
revolve n handsome lever self-filling FLEBT. FOUNTAIN PEN with

solid gold nib (fine, medium, or broad), usually '10(6. Fleet Price 4/s,
or with 5 coupons ouly 2/9. De Luxs Model 2/- extra,.

VALUE 3d.

Ta le Grands (with 30 tunes) at FACTORY
Mm Company (Dept. ©.2. ),
Sparkbrook, Birminghani,
i Send Four Penny Stamps for TWO SPLENDID LESSONS
in JUJITST and Handsome Photo Plale of Jap Champions,
‘ Take cars of yoursel under ALL circumstances: fear oo
07 can _have MONSTER Il'lnafrat%a
Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex. FPructica
Tultion, Richmeond and London Schools Daily. .
g SeSeSeSeSeSeSeleSele e letel
All applications for Advertisement Space in this
dsement “Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, ' The
Fleetivay House, Farringdon 5t., London, E.C.4,

FRICES, Write for free illustrated Catalogue.
DON’T BE BULLIED
The Wonderful Japanese Belf-Defence without weapons;
man. ou

Nuw Porti .0, . 8 NO
A bl "OYF.&%n.’g.rn"P(%epsh{%,?.l.nllg,nouoengwayo
—8tamp for Lists. 110-foot Sample, 8.2
FILM BARGAIN 2 Post, 30 —NAYLOR, 48, Reﬁlnlm’
Y Road, Forest Gate, LONDON, E.T.

publication should be addressed to the Adver.

UGS NG NEPNCE SOE SO NOE SUR O SUS SURSL o



