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When St. Jim's learns that Gussy’s minor is coming to the school they fully expect to

see a miniature edition of the elegant Arthur Augustus. But St. Jim's get the shock

of the term with the advent of Master Wally D’Arcy, for he's a “scrapper” from the
word “ Go!” and for cool cheek he takes the cake!

CHAPTER 1.
A “Joyful ** Surprise !

6@ HAT'S the time, D’Arcy "
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked round with a
slightly bored expression. ‘Tho chums of the
Fourth Form at S8t. Jim's—Blake, Herrics,
Digby, and D’'Arcy—wero_standing on the steps of the
Seﬁoof House, evidently waiting for something or somebody.
It was a keen ber afternoon, and the juniors—ihreo
of them, at least—were tattooing on the stone with their

heals to keep their feet warm.

But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy leaned in a graceful atti-
tude against the stono balustrade. His manners never
failed to have that repose which stamps the caste of Vere de

Vere.

“Weally, Blako, that is the third time you have asked
me that qucsl ion I” he said, in a tone of remonstrance.

“Ts it ?" said Blake. “Well, what's tho time? That's the
fourth time.”

“TI weally do not know. If you go down the steps and
owoss the quadwangle, you can sea tha clock in the towal.
The clock in the towah was wight by my watch this
mornin'.” .

“Yes; I'm iikely to do that when you've got a watch in
your pocket. Why can't you tell me the time, assi”

“Y object to bein’ called an ass!”
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“Why can't vou tell me tho time !” roarcd Blako,

“Well, I could, you know; but it cweases my waistcoat to
keep on pullin’ out my watch, Howevah, I suppose I must
tell you the time once more, de y."

And the swell of 8t. Jim's pulled out his handsome gold
watch and cast & languid eyo upon it.

“It's & quartah to six,” he said. “The postman is late,
and he may bo here any minute now."”

“(Good business!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Yeos, good,” said Digby dubiously, ‘““if D'\rcy’s lotter
comes; but—" |

“It's bound to come, deah boy. My wespected matah told

.me in her lettah last week that there would bo a gweat and

pleasant surpwise for me in her lettah this week, and, of
course, that statement can only have one meanin’,”

Jack Blake nodded tiloulihl.fully.

“I suppose,” ho asscnted, “it must mean a tip, and a
decent one.”

* Yaas, wathah!” .

Here comes the postman i” exclaimed Blake, locking
round suddenly.

The portly figure of Dlagg, the Rylcombe postman, could
bo seen crossing the quad from the direction of tho gates
of St. Jim’s,

The four juniors looked ecager. Even Arthur Augustus
allowed somo signs of interest to appear in his face, 1fe
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jammed his eycglass into his eyo, and fixed it on the
an.

“Yaas, here he is,” he remarked. “Now the feahful
suspensa will soon bo ovah, deah boys!” .

“Well, I hope it will be a remittance, that's all,” said
Digby, who seemed determined to keep up the character
of Doubting Thomas.

“Oh, that’s all wight, Dig! I tell you my matah is bound
to turn up twumps. Bhe said distinotly that there was a
L:ylul surpwise for me comin' in her pext lottah. It can't

less than a pound, and it may be a vah!” .

“Well, a pound would tide us over till Saturday,” said

ake,
bo" It's weally much more pwob that it is & fivah, deah

8.
he postman plodded up to the 8chool House. The juniors
desconded to the steps to meet him, and Blagg stopped.

'_'An{thmg for us!” asked Blake. *That i1s to say, any-
thmln or D'Aroy "

Blagg nodded ¥lil head and fumbled in his bag. [Te with:
drow a lettor add to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy and
handed it over. 'Then he continued his way up the School
House steps. .

Arthur Augustus slit the onvoloro with & penknife, drew
forth his mater's letter, and unfolded it.

There was no enclosure, and D'Arcy's face grew longoer.
““\Yell." said Blake pfolunt._r. “hand over the bank-
note’

“Thero doesn’t seem to be any banknote, deah boy.”

““Then chuck out the postal orders |” .

“'There doesn’t scem to be any postal ordahs, I'm afwaid.”

“What did I tell you?" asked Digby, addressing no one
in particular. .

“That's right,” said Dlake, turning on his chum, “begin
to onckle like a girl1”

“Blake, ] cannot bear to hear you pass such wemarks
upon the gentle sex. I have a gweat wespect for them, and
I wefuse—" i

“Read your lotter! Perhaps therc's some tin coming by
the next post!” ) )

‘I'II l'l;ohm to hoar you pass dispawagin' wemarks upon
als
. “Road your lettor!" howled Dlake.

“It is twue that Dig was o _pwovokin' ass, but—"

“Ih, what's that?” said Digby.

“1 was wemarkin' that it is twuo you were & pwnrnkin‘
ass, Dii‘ but that does not justify any dispawagin’' wemarks
upon the gentle sex.” .

“Are you going to read that letter ?” shricked Dlake.

“Not until you have withdwawn your dispawagin’'
womarks about gals,” said Arthur Augustus firmly,

The swell of tﬁo hool House was awfully near at that
moment to being hurled bodily into the puddle left by the
rocont rain at the foot of the School House steps. Dut
Blake restrained himsell,

“1 withdraw them,” he said, breathing hard through his
nose. “I withdraw avorit.hing I said and didn't say, all
that was implied and all that wasn't implied. Now road the

ttor

“I am satisfled, doah boy,” eaid Arthur Augustus. “If
you young persons will keep quiot for a littlo while I will
pewuse this lettah."”

And he perused it, the chums of Btudy No. 6 wntohing
him the while. An expression of amazement oversprea
D'Arcy's faco. [e ojaculated “Bai Jove!” twico, and
whistled once.

“Woell, what's Lhe surpriso?” demanded Blake. *'Is your
governor coming to visit you?!”

“No, deah boy, that's not it.”

‘"Is there a fiver coming by the next po:t?!”

“No. I am sowwy to say that my matah has ovallooked
the wathah important fact that I am stony bwoke. Women
are so thoughtlgss, you know.”

“Well, what's the news, then? 1 suppose there's somo
vews!"

“Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus looked worried. And Blake's manner,
as soon as he saw the troubled look on his chum's face,
changed at once.

“I say, nothing wrong at home, is thore, old chap?” heo

asked.
“0Oh, nol 1 am alwaid there's goin' to be somothin'
wong hero, though.”

“What's the matter?”

“My young bwothah is comin' to St. Jim's."

*Your young brothert"”

“Yaas, wathah; my young bwothah Wally.”

“And that's the joyful surprise?” .

“Yaas, wathah!" said D'Arcy. “He's comin’ to-night,
and is goin’ in the Third Form,” said D'Arcy. “As 8
mattah of fact, he is comin’ by the balf-past sig twain at
Wylcombe. The matah wants me to go down to the station
to meet him."

“Woell, that would only be a brotherly thing to do!”

“I'll wire to my matah for some cash to mect the
expenses of secin’ young Wally comfortably placed in the
school. Of course, it will come feahfully expensive, and I
don’t see how I am to meet it out of my own resources—
ugeoillld as [ haven't any resources at the pwesent time !

ack Blake clapped the swell of the 8chool House on the

shoulder with a force that made him stagger.

“Ripping! And we'll look after young Wally, and regard
him as the apple of our eye !”

Arthur Augustus D'Aroy rubbed his shoulder.

“Vowy woll, Blake; but I woally wish you would not dis-
locate my beastlay backbone, you know! [lave you &
lhllll{xni' !I':'

“" 'y

“Have you a shillin’', Dig?”

“ Not the ghost of one !”

“[lave you a shillin', [Hewwies?”

“I've got & French penny "

“I'm afwaid the charmin’ young lady in the post oluce
wouldn’t consent to send a telegwam in exchange for a
Fwench penny, deah boy!” ,

“ Porhaps she might, if you gave her your most killing
smile, Gusay I"

“Oh, weally, Blake—"

“8till, it might have fatal results, and we don't want
to try any risky experiments! I dare say Tom Mm-r{ has o
shilling or two. Let's go and see, and then we shall have
to buzs off to Ryloombe without wasting time !”

“Wight-ho'! t's ? and see Tom Mowwy!”

The chums of the Fourth mado their way to the Shell

assage, and Blake kicked at Tom Merry's door. The door
ow %gon with a jerk, and thero was an angry yell from
Tom erhr‘v. Manners, and Lowther—the Torrible Throe.

“Tom Morry, old son,” said Blake, “hayve you a shilling 1"

“Lots 1" sajd Tom Merry cheerfully. “I've had a postal
order from Huckloberry Heath by the post that's just come
in, It's not cashed yet!"

“Then we'll cash it for you; wo're going to tho village!”

“Good! It's for a pound, and you can take the bob and
bring me the change.”

“IFf it's all the same to you, wo will take the change and
bring you the bob,” said Jack Bluke. *“We're in want of
cash for a most important purpose. A younger scion of the
house of D’'Arcy is going to honour the Third Form at Bt.
Jim's by ontering it to-day 1"

There was a goneral movement of interest in tho study.

“By Jove!" said Monty Lowther. “Are there any more
at homo liko you, Gussyt"

*“Woally, Lowthah—""

“Good 1" said Manners. “I'll take him as my fag, if you
like, Gussy 1"

o ‘Vall_v_ would utt-h!ly wefuse to fag for you, Mannahs|”

“Oh, his name’s Wal {. is it?" said Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wuthah! Waltah Adolphus D'Arcy.”

“Ha, ha, hal And is he like his clder brother?”

“I wegwet to say that Wally does not wesemble me vowy
much at pwesent, but I have ho of him, Tom Mcwwy.
He may impwove as he gwows oldah.”

“Thon ho's more likely to get on in the Third Form," said
Tom Merry, laughing. ‘ As a matter of fact, two Gussics
weuld be rather overpowering! I've often thouglt that one
was too much 1"

*“Weally, Tom Mewwy—

*Whore's that postal order?” said Blake,

. “Hore you are. You can havo half of it till Saturday,
if you liko,"

‘Thanke; T will! We're going down to mect young
D’Arcy, and we want to get a lift of some sort back. We
were thinking of standing a feed to celebrate his coming.
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T should like to kill the fatheaded eall, you know, only
Lowther's ‘{oople might object to the funcral expenses!”

“Eh? What's that?” said Monty Lowther,

“If you fellows like,” said Blake, “I'll tell you what—

our study is bigger than ours, and we’ll have the feed
iere, and you can join in!" .
o Vall. that's not a bad wheoze |”” paid Tom Merry thought-
fully. ““But won't it be making too much of a Third Form
kid? It would be bad for him to get a swelled head—and it
runs in tho family, you know!”

“Wonlly, Tom Mewwy—" . .

“Well, we could give him a liokmﬁ to-morrow, if neces-
sary, to take him down a peg,” said Dlake. " But I expect
lho's some shy, mum-chance little beggar, and it would make
him foel at home to make rather a fuss of him at first 1"

“Good! I'll got in the, thingﬂlfrom the tuckshop while
ou'ro gono, and you might bring in somo extras from
other Murphy's in the village,” said Tom Merry.

“Right you arel" .

And Jack Blake put the postal order in hia waistcoat
pocket, and the Fourth-Formers quitted tho "u‘?’

Monty Lowther broke into a chuckle when the door closed.

“My hat!” he said. “I'm curious to eco D’Arcy
minor| If he's anything like Gussy, the Third Form will
rag him to oxtinctionl Some shy littlo rotter, I expect—
all high collar and silk hat! My word!|"

OHAPTER 2,
A Kicking for Three Cads !
7] A, ha, hal It's a lurk|”
It was Gore of the 8hell who spoke, and Jack
Blake heard the words as he came out of Tom
Merry's study. Gore, Mellish, and Sharp were
chuckling over some little joke in a group, and Jack Blake
looked at them curiously. ‘I'hat it was some ill-natured
joke he was certain, or it would not have amused Gore
and Mollish so much.

““What's on!” asked Blake, as he camo along the passage.

The juniors looked round, and Gore gave them a grin.

“Such a lark!" he chuckled.

“What's & lark?"” )

“It's M;rly. the houscmaid, you know.
noticed her?”

*Blessed if I have!” said Blake.

“I have,” said D'Arcy. *“I wemembah she has beon
lookin' wathah queeah lately. When I wequested her yestah.
day to sce that my shocs were made just a little bw;.;bhh
by that lazy young wascal of o boy, she was cwyin'. I
assuahed her that it was weally a mattah of no such gweat
imporhnce as all that, you know.”

*Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Gore. *
crying about your rotten shoes, you aas

"My shoes are not wotten, and I wefuso to be called an

“It's a regular romance,” said Gore, "You've heard of
that young chap, Lynn? There was a lot of jaw about him
a fow wecks ago.”

“I remember,’ said Blake. ‘“He was under-kecper on
Sir Noville Boyle's estate, and he showed us a jolly lot of

laces for fishing in the Rhyl last summer. He was a

ooent sort, and that yarn about his being mixed up with
poachers was all rot, in my opinion.”

“1 suppose gou didn’t know that he was engaged to Mary,
the housemaid?” grinned Gore.

““No; I don't take such an intorest in other people’s
affai1s as you do, Gore.” ) .

“Well, it was a fact, anyway,” said Gore; ‘“and sinco
he's got tho sack from 8ir Neville, Mary has been goin
about looking like the ghost in a drama. 8tand here, an
you'll see her coming along in a minute.”

“Well, you rotten pig!"” said Blake, with great franknecss.
“Do you soe anything funny in that?”

“Well, yes, rather; it's a jolly good joke, I think. You
'oe_”

“And you're waiting here to sco her, because she looks
down in the mouth!"” asked Blake, with a gleam of his eye.

““You mind your own business, Blake|”

1 make this my business on the aq;:t " said Blake. *This
is where we clear the passage. ollow your uncle, my
pippins1”

F'Y:ns, wathah! I wegard Goah as a beast, and I think
it’s the Ewopah thing to do to administah a feahful thwashin’

Ilaven't you

’”you think she was

“Owl Yarocoght Ow! Ow!” .

Blake, Herries, and Ding charged as if thoy wcre
charging down a football field.
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Core and Mellish and Sharp yelled with anguish and went
reeling away, and a_serics of powerful kicks helped ther
towards the stairs, down which they were bundled at top

speed.

Arthur Augustus D'A stood looking on through his
eyeglass,. Ho would have lent & hand if it had been neces-
sary; but as it was not thero was no sense in
rumpling his clothes for nothing.

The three unlucky humorists rolled down the stairs, and
Blake & Co. plu_nﬂeq after them, still kicking.

There was a light step in the passage, and D’Arcy turned
round to sce Mary, the housomaid. She was a neat and
Eretty girl. D’Arcy, when he came into contact with her,

ad always treated her with great politcness. He made her
a graceful bow now, and the girl, sceing that ho wished
to speak, stopped.

am awfully sowwy to heah that you are in twouble
Mawy " said D'Arey. *“Is it twue that young Lynn has ha
the ordah of the push—I mean, that he has been discharged
by 8ir Neville Boyle?”

Mary's eyes fillod with tears. There was no doubt that
she was taking the matter very much to heart. To Mary,
young William Lynn was all the world, and the matter,
indifforent to all others, was a tragedy to her,

: Master D'Arcy. And it's not true that he had any-
thing to do with theJ)owhmf. It's not true!”

“Don’t cwy, my deah gal,” said D'Arcy. “I'm quite
suah it’s not twue. I wemembah Lrnn wescued my tolppnh
for me when it dwopped into the wivah ono day, and I was
vowydgru_mful. and sp I am suah that ho couldn't have had
any dealings with any wascally poachahs. T believe Bir
Neville is a wathah unweasonable old
roww'upl the mattah can be explained.
ook into it for you."”

Mary's tears were flowing, and D'Arcy's gonerous assur-
ance did not stop them. Porhaps Mary did not think that
gA'r'eyc looking into it would improve the matter very

uch.

I believe the caso was not pwoved, was it?" said D'Arcy,

“No; but 8ir Neville’s hoad-keeper was against William
from the first,” said Mary, orying softly, “and he told
wicked stories about him.”

“Bai Jove, that must be looked into!"” said D’Arcy.
" Now, don't ory, Mawy, my deah gal, and I'll look into
the mattah, and set it wight.”’

And the swell of 8t. Jim's walked on after his chums.

The maid smiled a little through her tears. Bhe did not
think that D'Arey could hulB her; but, at all ovents,
sympathy wa) something, and D'Arcy’s sympathy was very
gonuine.

The swell of 8t, Jim's found his three comrades in the
hall. Gore, Bharp, and Mellish had dillP cared,

":\:-3 you weady?” asked D’'Arcy. '%cttah get our
coats

“Rats! Better walk sharp.”

‘“Supposa it comos on to wain?”

*No, timo for dressing up for the ocoasion,’” said Blake,
“and it won't rain much. Como on!”

“My toppah is upstairs.”

“It can stuy there. Here's your cap.”

“On such an occasion as this, when my youngah bwothah
is comin' to the coll, I weally think wo wmight dwess
decently for once,” n_n(_i D‘Arc{; with dignity.

Blake replied by seizing him by tho shoulder and running
him out into the dusky quad,

The swell of the Bohool House struggled in vain in his
leader's muscular
“Woloase me,

my ijncket."

‘I say, we shall want a pass,” said Digby suddenly,
“They've made locking-up carlier now, you know, now that
Summer Time is finished. Wo shall be out after Taggles
has locked up.”

“T forgot that!” grunted Blake. “Wait for me, I'll ask
Kildare for a pass. Ho's bound to givo it me whon I tell
him it's to moct & new kid.”

Blake re-entered the School House. Herries and Dighy
waited on the steps in the growing October dusk, and
D’Arcy took the advantage of the opportunity to slip into
the House for a silk hat.

Blake hurried to Kildare's study, but it was vacant,
The captain of St. Jim’s was out. le came out again, and
encountered Darrell of the Sixth in the passage.

Darrell was outside-right in the First Eloven, and the
finest winger at St. Jim's. Ho was o somowhat grave and
quiet follow, and Kildare's closest chum,

*Hallo, Darrell 1" snid Blake cheerfully. “You'll do!”

“Eh? What's that?” said Darrell, looking at him,

“I wanted to seo Kildare; but you'll do. I want a pass
for myself and three others, to ﬁo to the railway station.”

“Can’t bo done!” said Darrell, shaking his head. *You

‘Yes,

entleman, but
on't ew:f '

Tip.
ﬁlnﬂl. you wottah! You are cwumplin’
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Blake, Herrles, and Digby oha.rrod as i lhoY‘wm cha
yelle of nn.uflh as a series of powertul kicke helped

wouldn't be back before locking-up, and you've had too
many passos lately,”

“This is & special occasion.'

“Yes; it always is.”

“But this is voally special,” explained Blake. “I)'Arcy's
younger brother is coming to 8t. Jim’s, and his mother has
written to Gus to meet the train at hul’l-p’ut six.”

''Oh, that alters the case!” said Darrell -naturedly.
“Come into my room, and I'll writo out the pass. Mind
you come straight bagﬁ " .

“'Woll, the lano winds a lot, you know, and if we leave
the road—"

"4 Choeso 1t 1 L

Two minutes later Jack Blake rejoined his chums with
the pass in his pocket.

Arthur Augustus came out at the same moment arrayed
in a nobby autumn coat and silk hat.

“Got it nsked Digby.

“Yaas, wathah! T woally considah——"

“Ass| I was speaking to Blake. Have you the pass,
Blake?”
“Yes, I got it from Darrell. Como on!"

And the chums of the Fourth lost no time in getting down
to the gates, and wore soon striding through the gathering
dusk towards Rylcombe.

_ CHAPTER 8,
D'Arcy’s Declslon.

RACK, crack!

Jack Blake started, and glanced at the dark woods
that bordered the lane. e sounds of the gunshots
came eerily through the thickening dusk of tho

October evening,

“Bai Jove, that sudden wow thwew me into quite a
fluttah |” said Arthur Augustus, “I pwesume that is some
poachah at work.”

om towarde the stairs.

Oowl"

ing down a football feld, .ng o??‘y""""'ﬁ"‘ o‘”” lot out
arooog

Bhouldn't wonder,” said Digby. “Thero has beon a lot
of Ec_mohin in_this part of tho county hulﬁ and they're
:.'lll‘t'l!n. a lot of fuss about the matter, too. Hallo! Who's
a

A tall figuro in coat and gaiters suddenly appeared from
the shadows of the trees, and looked out into the road.
The man was a burly fellow, with a short black beard, and
ho carried a gun undor his arm.

The juniors halted instinctively at the li&ht of him, and
Blake signed to his comrades to be silent. here the chums
had stopped a tree threw its dark shadow over the lane, an
it was pluin that the man looking out of the wood did not
soe them,

& 2 Qrsi Jove |” murmured D'Arcy. “Is it a poachah, deah
oys1?”

“No,” muttored Blake. “ILsknow that chap's chivvy. It's
Barberry, Sir Nevillo Boyle's head-keoper."

Tho koeper looked up and down the lane, aa if in ex-
pectation of scoing someonc. It was a loncly way after
dark, and Blake wonderod whom the head-keepor ex
But as it was no poacher, there was no reason
juniors to keep out of sight, and they walked on.

The keoper gave a start as they came out of the shadows
of the big treo and came into view in the dusk of tho lane.

“You havo boen a long time!” he exclaimed sharply.

“Havo wo!” said Blake cheerfully. “ You sce, we didn't
know you were waiting for us, Mr, Barberry——  Hallo,
he's gone!” )

The keoRer startod at Blake's voice. He had ovidentl
mistaken tho boys in the thick dusk for the persons he ha
been expocting, whoover thoy were. As Blake spoke,
Barberry turned round, and strode abruptly back into tho
Wi

or the

The junior grinned.

“Heo doesn’t seom pleased to see us, and I'm sure I spoke
to him most politely,” ho remarked, .

Tue Gex Lisrany.—No, 1,287,
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_“Yaas, wathah, there was weally nothin’ left to bo de-
sished in that wugect, Blake.”
“Thank youl was brought up to be well-mannered,

Gulg."

“QOh, weally, Blake—"

“I don’t like that chap’s chivvy,” Blake remarked

fuily, us they walked on. “I like & who says a civil
‘ood-ovenmg, instead of looking at you like a demeon i &

pantomime.

“Yaas, wathah! And speakin’ on this subject, I am
thinkin’ of takin’ up my amatour detective work again,
deah boys." .

"Gootf ! You are going to investigate and discover why
Barberry is so surly? Have you any clue?” .

“ Pway don't wot, deah boy! I had a little conversation
with Mawy, the housemaid, whilo you were wollin' those
wottahs downstairs, and weally 1 was vewy d.”

“You've been touched a long t old chap!”

“Woeally, Blake, I should be obl if you would not
intewwupt me with wude and iwwelevant wemarks. 1 was
deeply touched by her griel. Bhe seems to be suffewin’
fwom mel y, pewwaps a bweakin’ heart, and a
bweakin® heart is & sewious ;hinﬂ you know.”

“Oh, of course! You always have a breaking heart when
you fall in love, so you ought to know,"” assented Bls‘k_n.

“Pway be nev:.i{ouni 1 hﬁ? only been in love thwee timos,
as you know porfectly well. .

'FAnd is ME to go the fourth?” demanded Digby.

«1 shall take it as a favah, D:qu, if you will speak with
more wespect of myself, and that extwemely wespectable
and mewitowious young person,” said D’Arcy, with dlgmt{.
“This is not & subject for jokin', Bcwiouol{,.”uaw s
wowwyin’ about that young chup Lynn, who has been sac
by Sir Nevillo Boyle for acting in collusion with the wotten

achahs. Now, 1 don’t believe he was weally guilty, and
Rg gooms to have been sacked on suspish.”

“It's rather a sorious matter for them,” said Digby.
“Thoy wers going to be married at Christmas.”

“Yaas, it's very hard on both of them——*

“What is—being married at Christmas?”

#No, certainly not. It is vewy hard on both of them to
have their mawwiage mucked up like this, and, as & mattah
of fact, deah boys, 1 have pwomised Mawy to Yook into the
mattah.”

“You have whatted Mary what?"’

g IYI‘:svo pwomised Mawy to look into the mattah.”

“ And what differenco will that inake?”

“1 hope it will make a gweat difewence. The poor gol
is cwyin’ like anythin’, you know, and I hate to sec a gal
owy. Somothing ought to be done, so 1 have pwomised to
look into the mal.tag. . Bhe says William—young Lynn, you
know—is innocent, and I weally think him a most wespect-
able young follow myself, because he wescued my silk hat for
me one day when it fell into the wivah.”

#1 don't see how you could have a clearer proof than that
of a chap's Ibl(),lﬂt. respectability,’”” assented Blake
solemnly. . i

“] believe you are wottin', you wottah! But it does
weally show that a chap’s hoart 1 in the wight place when
he wealises the importance ot s silk hat not bein’ lost or
damaged. He was vewy aivil, too, and showed me a nice
place to fish, and explained quite politely that I mustn’t fish
on Bir Neville Boyle’s bank of the wivah. Tf he had put it
wudely, 1 should have insisted upon fishin’ there, of course.

“And got run in for poaching 1"

“Woll, it would have been & question of dig with me, and
1 could not vewy well have ﬁ"n way. But he weally put
it vowy nicely, and 1 wegard him as a most wes table and
mewitowious young man, and.quite deservin’ that I should
look into the mattah.”

"Y?g young ass] What good do you think you are going

“T object to bein’ called an ass| As for the good I am
going to do, 1 expect to cleah founs Lynn; and if he's
cleared of suspish, Sir Neville will take him on again, and
then those wespectable and mewitowious young people can
get mawwied at Chwistmas, all the same. 1 shall give them
my blossin',” said D'Arcy, with quite a paternal air. “1d
like to see the young people happy.”

“1 don’t seo what you're going to do.”

“Neithah do I, at pwesent, but 1 have pwomised to look
into the mattah, and I shall keep my word. Of course, I
bave a clue to the weal facts,”

' What is the clue?” . .

“Mawy says that the head-keopah told wicked stowies
about Lynn to 8ir Neville Now, if Lynn was condemned on
Barbowwy's ovidence, snd he 1s innocent, it stands to weason
that Barbewwy was tellin’ lies."”

“Did you work that out in your head 1"
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“Yaas, wathah! Now, to continue the line of weasonin'
—what was Barbewwy's motive 1"’

“Don't ask me conundrums |”

“1 wasn't askin’ you a conundwum, I said, what was
Barbewwy’s motive? 1 wegard it as wathah plain that he
put the thiny on young Lynn to keep himself cleah. You
lu.hh soems pwotty plain that somebody was in collusion
with the poachahs, and it may have beon necessawy to find

. nmo‘oat."

- hat 1" said Blake, "“There may be --mething in
:hu} .l never like a chap who can't say a civil good-

vening."'’

“Yaas, and young Lynn is weally a vowy civil young
person, and he wescued my toppah.”

“Good! We'll look into this.”

Half-past six chimed from the village church as Blake
spoke, and he gave a start.

“Hallo! The tran's inl” he exclaimed.

:'Bd Jove! That's wathah wotten! Buck up, deah boy |
It’s ..wlu!ly bad form to keep a chap waitin’ vhen Jou're
goin’ to meet him at the station. Wun like anythin' |

And the juniors sprinted, anc a couple of minutes later
arrived breathless at the station.

A cheerful-looking youth, with his hands in his trousers

kets, and his cap on the back of his hoad, was standing
in the station entrance

D’Arcy uttered an exolamation.

“That's younT Wally ! He's awwived I"

on

Blake gave a lony. long whistle.

“That's D'Arcy minor! My oniy hat |”
CHAPTER 4.
Master Wally.

D'A%C? MINOR looked coolly at the juniors from Bt,
m's.

He did not bear much resemblance to D'Arcy
major There was a resemblance of features, but in
“ manners and customs * the youthful Wally was amazingly

unlike his brother.

There wera some untiuy fags in the Third Form at 8t
Jim's, but the inkicst of the Third Form fays did not scom
to Blake's mind quite so untidy as D’Arcy minor.

D’Arcy minor was dressed in Etons. His waistcoat was
crumpled. and there was a smear of toffeo on his trousers.
His jacker was plentifully adorned with little hairs, appar-
ently from the coat of some animai His collar was awry,
and soiled in a way that made Arthur Augustus shudder to
look at it. His hair was untidy, and his cap was on the back
of his head. His shoos were muddy, and the laces of ono
were undone and trailing round his shoe, Withal, thore was
:. l(:l‘merl‘ul grin upon his none-too-clean face that was very

ing.
“ Hallo, kid!” he said, addressing D'Arcy. *So you'vo
come.”

Arthur Augustus screwed his eyeglass into his cye, and
surveyed his younger brother majestically. Blake, Herries,
and Digby were beginning to grin, and Arthur Augustus felt
that if his dignity as eldor brother was not assorted at onco
it W‘:’l I|ln Idlnger of being lost for good and all.

“” ‘ , L

“Hallo! Same old Gussy I’ said Wally cheerfully. “Bame
old windowpane I”

“Wally 1

“Blossed f I know what you want to koey en repeating
my name like a gidd{' parrot for! Ain't yon going to
shake hands with your brother, after being parlted for weeks
and weeks ' demanded Wally, extending a grimy paw.

crthur Augustus D'Arcy looked at the hand—and did not
take it.

“] am sowwy!” he said, with dignity. “1 will shake
hands with you pwesently, when you have had & wash, I
cannot have my gloves wuined "'

“looks a bit spotty, doesn’t it1"
complacently.

“Where are your gloves, young 'un?”

“Bleased if T know. The mater gave thein to me when I
started. 1 think Pongo gnawed one of them in the railway
carriage. and the othe. must have been leit on the seat.”

“Pongo !’ said D'Arcy faintly. “You don't mean to say
you've bwought tha howwid, wotton mongwel to 8t. Jim's?"

“Yes, rather I said Wally. “There was a row about it,
but | argued it out with the mater. Here, Pon, o, Pongo!”

He whistled, and a rn?‘god-lmkiug cur camo shinking up.
Wally patted his rough head nﬁoctlouatal{.

“He's a jolly d ratter | he said. “If you've got rats
in the studies at 8t. Jim’s, he'll clear 'em out for you. Bites
like nnythmg], too. Ho bit the guard of tho train, and there
was & row. | had to nurse him most of the way down.”

“Yaas, you look like it.”

agreed Wally
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“That's the worst of Pongo,” said Wally, glancing down
at his dusty, bairy jacket. * His wool doos come off, and
no mistake |”

“You ought to have the howwid bwute dwowned |”

“Rats 1" said Wlllly. “You novor liked him since the
time he got his teoth into your trucks. It was your eyoglass
he didn’t like. T told you he would let you alone if you
chuoked your eyeglass. You didn't.”

“I am hardly likely, I pwosumo, to change my habits for
the sako of pleasin' a wotten mongwel, Wally."”

“Then you can’t blame him if he goes for you. Don’t bo
afraid, now, though, I've got my eye on him. If he goes
for you, I'll have him off boforo ho hurts you. But, I say, if
these n"'llp'l are frionds of yours, you mng as woll introduce
me. know you'ro overcome with joy by my arrival, but
you mustn’t forget your manners, you know, Gussy I"’

“I wefuso to be addwecssod as Cussy. My name is
Arthur.”

“Oh, don't boe particular about a trifle! I'll call you
Art{. if you like.’

“If you addwess me as Arty, I shall give you a feahful
thwashin’ I

Wally cocked his oye thoughtfully at his
brother,

“I rather think you couldn’t do it,” he remarked. “ But
keep your wool on, old sonl Down, Pongo! Down, you
:oml:z rasoal |”

“Keop that wolten bwuto farthah away fwom my legs!”

indignant
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watching him in dismay. Herries and Digh} were tg'rin-
ning, and urging more tarts upon the cheerful you
D’Arcy minor's box was iIn the ocab outside. The
youngster looked up at Blake with & decidedly jammy
grin.
i"C_‘om!o' and sample these tarts,” ho said. *“They're
ripping !’
¥ MI{ l‘chrl youth, it's against college eti?uetta for »
rth-

Fou ormer to dovour tarts with an infant [” said Dlake
lo\'erel{. L
““Well, I'm not an infant, my pippin!"

“The Third Form are called tho infants at 8t. Jim's.”

“'They'd bettor not call me an infant, or somebody will
get his nose punched !” remarked Wally, jamming another
tart into his mouth..

Jack Blake chuckled,

“1 can foresce a high old time for this young merchant
in the Third Form,” ho observed. “Young Jameson an
Curly Gibson will give him a few lossons, I think. Lemme
see. I told Tom Merry 1 would take in & fow things,
May as well have some tarts, if young Wally hasn't cleared
out the stock. Do you always eat 1;!:\ with the outside
of your face, Wally?”

D'Arcy minor grinned.

Blake made tho necessary Ppurohuel, and the juniors
loft the tuckshop, followed by Pongo, and got into the cab.
Then it drove off through t{m October gloom towards the
sncient college of 8t. Jim’s.
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“It's your eyoglass that worries him. I've warned you
of it bofore. uldn’t you take it off for s bit?”

“Certainly not!”

D'Aroy turned to Blake & Co.

“DBlake, deah boy, allow me to pwesent my youngah
bwothah Wally, You need not twoublo to shake hands
with him, Wally, this is Jack Blake, and this is Digby,
and this is Howwies. You will have the kindness to tweat
them with fl‘oplh wespect, as my [wiends, and as membahs
of o highah Form.”

“Oh, cortainly!” said Wally, *I luipou you fellows
always treat chaps in a higher Form with great respect!™

Jack Dlake coughed.

“That's nothing to do with the matter,” he remarked.
“1f Third Form kids don’t bchave themselves, thioy got
licked. You wﬂ“ to _bear that in mind. It may be
useful to you. Now, Guesy, I've got t.o:lgo to the post
office to cash Tom h&orrg'n postal ordcr. Take this young
ragamuffin away, and get a cab, and I'll meet you at the
t o'kshop."

“Golly,” said Wally, smacking his lips, “I'm hungry!”

Jack Blake hurried away. Thoro was a grin on his face.
D'Arcy minor had surprised the chums of the Fourth,
Blake wondored what Tomn Merry would think of him.
The cheerful youth ovidontly had no iden of keeping his
pluco as a humblo and insignificant Third-Former.

There were probably ructions ahead for Master Wally.

Blake cnlhechom orry's postal order, and thon walked
over to tho tuckshop. Thoro he found Wally eating jam
tarts. A considerablo portion of J;m secmed to be spread-
ing itsclf over his faco and bLan Arthur Augustus was

CHAPTER 6.
Skimpole on the Warpath !

OM MERRY looked round the study with an approv-

ing eyo. The cloth was laid, and tho orockery sot,

Cups and saucers, borrowed from all quartors,

adorned the table, and if no cup matched a saucer

and no saucer matched any othor sauccr, what did s detail
like that matter?

Plates, too, were there in plonty in an assorted heap,
and tho soap-dish ocontaining the jam glistoued in the gas-
light. Thore were good things galoro on the study table.
The feeds in Btudy No. 10 in tho Shell wore well-known,
and the Fifth and Sixth.-Formers had boon known to speak
of them with ru%e:t. There was littlo doubt that Master
Wally would bo both plcased and impressed.

“That’s all right,” said Tom Merry.

“Yes, rather!” said Lowther. “A lot of troublo to take
over & Third Form kid, though."

“It's a special ocecasion. D'Aroy isn't a bad sort when
ho's not funny. [ expect his brother will be a chap like
himself, but younger and shyer. Some little kid who can’s
uijboo to a goose, and sit quite quiet, you know.”

onty Lowther laughed.

“He'll have a high old time among the Third Form
fags, if that's the kind of kid he is,” he rcmarked. *“Thoy'll
roast him 1"

“Wo might kee?l a fatherly eye on him at first,” said
Tom Merry thoughtfully. “Three fatherly eyes, in fact—
I mean, threo pairs of {atherl aﬂ."

“I don't know, 1f Jameson i . thought he was backed
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up by fellows in & higher Form, they'd make his life a
burden on principle.”

“Somothing in that,” remarked Manners. “8till, we
could give young Jameson a licking to start with, He's

the most obstreperous of those young rascals.” .
" Better give him a foed,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“He would pass a licking on to D’Arcy minor. Now

evorything seems to bo ready, and I think we may as well
go down to the gates to look for them.”

"Jolly cold weather for waiting at the gates.”

“Well, wo can chip Taggles to pass the time away.”

The Terrible Three arrived at the gates, which had been
closed by Taggles. A cab loomed up from the dusk of tho
road, and halted, and Blake & Co. and D'Arcy minor
alighted from it.

Tuggles camo grumbling out of his lodge to open the gates
a3 Blako rang the bell.

_Tho_juniors walked into the quadrangle, whero the Ter-
rible Threo were awaiting them.

om Merry looked round for D'Arcy minor.  That

young gontleman was whistling to his dog with a picreing
note that made ‘'om Merry stop his ears.

“ Where's D’'Arcy minor?”

“Thero he is.”
"M{ only Aunt Jane!” .
Wally looked round at Tom Merry. His dog had
answered his whistle at last, and Wall{ had taken a grip
on his collar, and lifted him into his arms. Pongo
struggled a little, and depositcd a fresh coating of frowsy
hairs on Wally's jacket.

“Tom Ho“{; this_is_ my youngah bwothah Wally,”
raid D'Arcy feebly. “I—1 am afwaid you will think him
a foahful young wagamuffin. I have twiod to hwing him
upkiq the way he should go, but it is a feahfully difficult
task."

“Bo I should imagine,” said Tom Merry, looking at
D’'Arcy minor.

*Keep still, Pongo! Good doggie!

“Nice dog—that |” said Lowther.

“Yes, ho's ripping |” said Wally.
rabbiting; pothing will stop him.
hunt rabbits in these parts?”

“Yes; if you can pay the fines, or do tho hard labour
sfterwards.”

Wally grinned.

“Then expect Pongo will got into foarful rows,
Nothing can stop him when he's on the scent of a rabbit.
It comes cheap, in a way, because ho Imeru himself, you
see, and he costs me next to nothing for dog biscuits.”

“What breed is he!” asked Manners.

*“ Fox - terrier - pointer - retriever - bulldog-Nowfoundlani-
bloodkh:und," said Wally calinly. * Rather a mixed breed,

u know,”

”Mmm-n was silent. He lad asked that question from
politencss, but perhaps Wally had scented a hint of patron-
age in the manner of tho Bhell boy.

“Pway ocome in, Wally!” said D'Arcy brusquely.
" Leave that beast in the quad!”

“No fear! It's timo for Pongo to have a feed. If he
can't have a rabbit, ho will have to have a biscuit. Any-
body got a dog biscuit in his pocket?”

“Sorry,” said Tom Merry ironically. “I usually lhave
phm;, of them about me, but I gave my last one to tho

r.

Koep still 1"

“You should sco him
Are you allowed to

“Does anyono here keep a dog?” asked Wally.

“Yes, I do,” said Herrics. “If you like, I'll show you
whoro to koep that brute, and give you a biscuit for him.”

“Thanks; you're a decent chapl” .

“Vewy good!” said D’Arcy, “Show him whero to put
the boast, Hewwies, and then bwing him in. I will take
him to a bath-woom.” .

Herries conducted Wally to the building behind tha New
Houso, whero the boys of 8t. Jim's kept their pets. There
Herries’ bulldog ‘l'owsor—tho most hated animal in the
school—re d in his konnel. )

Towser looked out, with a grow), at approaching footsteps,
and his eyes burned at the sight of another rog. )

Wally still had Pongo in his arms, and he looked diatrust-
lull{ at the powerful bulldog. i

“] say, he won't get loose, will he?" asked D'Arcy minor.

“No; he's on his chain. Don't be nervous!”

“Who are you getting at?” asked Wally pleasantly. “I'm
not afraid of any old bulldog, but I don’t want a hinte that
size to for Pongo. Pongo is certain to go for him. but
he will able to got out of it agamn if vour brute's on a
¢hnin, so that's all right.”

“You can keep him in this box till yon get a kennel,”
said Herries. *“Better tie him up, too, in case ho gels
wandoring, They always make a row here if my bullidog
geta looso, though he's a pleasant and harmless animal.”
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Wally chuckled.

“No tying up Pongo. Ie's such an artful beggar!
e would be {)ound to get loose, He'll be off wmew‘h'cro,
na“lialre as a -

gun.

“If ho gots into the woods after rabbits he'll get shot,”
said Herries warningly. “ Barberry has shot twice at my
bulldog, and he's a nice, quiet animall”

“Yos, ho looks it,” agreced Wally, glancing at theo savage-
looking bulldog. "Anlg who m:y’fiarbcrryimppen to bo"

“Bir Neville Boyle's head-keeper.”

“There will be a row if he shoots at my dog!"” said
Wally. *Pongo is bound to ﬁ rabbiting; it's his nature.
Blessed il I can sco why ple can't let a dog be happy!
My mater made an awful fuss bocause I had him in wny
room ono might, and he tore up the pillows and bolstor.
Mater isn't fond of anunals, She wouldn’t lot me brmq my
ferret to school. You'd like him; such a comical little
beggar 1™

* Hero's a biscuit,” said Ilerries.

‘“Thanks, very much!” said Wally.
animals here "

“Lots of fcllows koo{: ots.” .

“Good! I liko that E‘?ngo always kills white mice and
rats. I dare l;ltg there will be some rows about that, too!"
said Wally, with a chuckle.

Horrics vouchsafed no roply. Ho folt that this now
ornament of the Third Form was a little too much for him.
Ho led him back to the quadrangle, and as they passed
the anglo of the New Houso three juniors in running fannels
came Into sight.

They were Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn of the New House,
taking their evening sprint round the quad to keep in form.

Figgins & Co. halted as they saw llerrics and his

companion.
“ ﬁallol" said Figgns affably. “I hear that D'Arcy's
yt)‘l'myg brother is coming to St. 's. Is it o fact, Herrics 1
es,

Jim's.
) rather; here he is!"
JFiggins & Co. looked closoly at Wally. They looked at
him, and then they looked ut one another. 'Then threo
distinot chuckles were heard in the quiet of the October
My only hat!* ssid Fixgi

**My only ha ins,

“My giddy Aunt Muild{' * murmured Kerr.

“Great pip!” remarked Fatty Wyun.

And Figgins & Co. sprintod on, still chuckling.

D'Arcy minor stared after them.

“Who may those merchants happen to be!” he asked.

“Figgins & Co. of the New Houso."”

“Oh, you havo separate Ilouses here!” asked Wally, as
they walked on through the dusk towards the 8chool Houso.
*I think I remomber Gussy telling me sowething about it.
You have House rows. I believe 1"

“That's it,”" said Herries. “Tho School Ilcuso is Cock
House at 8t. Jim's, you know, and we havo to keep Figgins
& Co. in their places |”

“Do you always lick them 1”

“Oh, f"c" always—except—cxcopt when they lick us! Iore
wo aro!”

They cutercd the 8chool 1louse. Togl Merry & Co. were
waiting for thewm in tho Ilall.  Arthur Augustus looked

det)mmd. .
Wally gave him a fricndly dig in the ribs that made
him start violently.

*“Cheer up, Gussy!” said Wally.

“Weally, Wally, if you addwess mo in that diswespeetful
mannah—"

“Ob, don't get on the high horse, QGuesy! I've had
enough of that in the holidoys!” said Wllfy, in o tone
of remonstrance. *'Tho pater was talking to me in tho samo
strain, too, just before 1 left: 1 supposc I had better go in
and sco the boss.”

“Tho—the—tho what?”

“The llead, then.”

“1f ho heard you alludo to him as {ho boss,” said Tom
ﬂursy. “:huro would be a licking for the cheekicst kid at
8t. Jim's "

d “ (7)""' but he didn't hear, so it's all right! \Whoro is his
en

“You must como and have a wash and brush-up, Wally,”
said D'Arey; “and you had bettah weport yoursolf to the
Housomastah in the first place. I pwesume that awwango-
ments have been made for you to be in the School Houso 1"

“I hope so. I shall want to keep Pongo in my study.”

“Peis are not allowed in the House, and Third Form kids
don’t havo studies,” said 'l'om Merry.

Wally stared.

“Ain't I going to have a lumliv1 to myself, then!” )

“No. You'll do your prep in the 'Third Form room, with
the rest of the infauis, and you'll have a locker there to
keep vour things in, il you can find an emptly ono. Tho
other infants often tako Lwo or throe when thero are vacaut
places, and you might have Lo fight somebody for ono [

“There's a lot of
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Wally pushod back his soiled cuffs with a grin of
antioipation.

" Oh, T shan't mind that,” le said; “I know Gussy will
hold my coat I"

*Weally, Wally, 1 should wefuse to do anythin’ of the
sort,” said D'Arcy, “Como with me, pway, and make your-
solf a little tidy. Tom Mowwy has been kind enough to
havo a feed pweparcd in his study for you to celobwate
E‘our -iv_gwll. This is an unpwooedented honah for a Third

orm kid.”

“I hopo it's an unprocedented foed, too,” said Wally;
“I'm jolly hunﬂf!"

“Pway come along!”
ﬂ_Arthur Augustus marched his torriblo younger brother
off.
‘T'om Merrf & Co. exchangod glances and chuckled,

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “This will bo a sad trial
for the one-and-only Gus! hardly expected to sca any-
thing like this(”

“Well, perhaps you are right,” he said. *‘As & matter
of fact, I am S'OI.E into the wood to make investigations
concerning Mary, the housemaid. My idea is to take plenty
of grub with me and hide it in the hollow oak, so that
I can get meals there, and pursue my investigations without
interruption. You ocan see that r Mary 1s almost break-
ing her heart over that young fellow Lyan getting the sack,
and it would be a great comfort to her to know that he
doserves it. When I have proved him guilty—"

“When you have proved him what?” ro Dlake.

“Whon I have proved him guilty, she will, naturally,
ceass to thiuk of such a worthless follow, and will be happy
aguin,

“ }.{t:ull“ulglmmr hel, rd tha rossion

* Roally, cannot he ardi t ox
as .lmo:l".y rude. But I shall dppm: l:: spite olpomnﬂ'-
tion. A sincoro Determinist is only made the more deter-
minod by opposition. Pray do not delay me sny more; 1
am in & groat hurry|”

As Blake & Oo. arrived breathless at the station, they saw a cheertul-looking youth, with his hands In IIWM

standing at the entrance. ' That's young h-lly | )

“Nor L,” grinned Blake. “Ho eame ns a surprise! Poor
old Gus! And his mater told him that Wally was coming
as a joyful surpriso”

“Let's get up to the study,” said Lowther. “We may
as woll have the foed quite ready by tho time his lordship
comes up.”

“Right-ha! Hallo, 8kimmy, going out?”

Bkimpole had just como downstairs with a leather bag
in his hand and his eap obviously concealed undor his
jacket. He scemed inclined to avoid tho chums of the
Bhell, but it was impossible, and he stopped.

“Yes; I am going for—for a littlo walk,” le sad. "It
ia a—a very ploasunt October evening, and—and, in short,
I am going for a little walk.”

Tom Morry laughed.

“Yes, it's o pleasant misty evoning, with a pleasant little
drizzle coming on,” he agreed. “May as well speak out,
Sl:imm,Y. You are going out to play the giddy gont!”

“Really, Tom Mcrry, I—"

“Yon are going out of bounds,” said Tom Merry scverely,
“and that bag contains grub, doesn’t it?”

8kimpole turned very red and looked uncasy,

exclaimed Arthur Augustus. ‘' He's awwliv

Tom Merry laid his hand on the freak of the Shell’s
shoulder,

" Look here, Skimmy, you can't play the giddy goati™
L suid. “You'll got into a fearful row if you go out of
bounds at mght! You'vo done it bofore, and becn let off
lightly, but you can't imposo on Mr. Railton's paticneo teo
often, you know "

“1 should not hesitate ns a sincoro Determinist to broak
bounds for the euke of doing s0,” said Bkimpolo; “but, us
it happeus, I have a pass out of bounds to-night 1"

“A pass!” said Totn Merry suspiciously. * Where did you
get att"

“Knox gavo it to me,” said Skimpole. *“1 told him I
particulurly wanted to go down Rylcombo way, and he has
given me a pass. 1 am going to do a littlo shopping for hiwa
m the village.”

Jack Dluke gave a eniff.

“Yes, 1 know what that means!
cigarettes for him1” )

*RReally, DBluke, I suppose a prefect can do as ho likes?

Tue Gen Limsmanry.—No. 1,267,
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If Knox rhooses to ruin his wind by smoking cigarettos, why
shouldn’t he? It's his own wind, isn't it?

“Rats!” said Tom Merry., “You're talking rot; but,
1ylcm always are, so we won't argue that point! It you

adn't a pass, 1 should march you in again by the scruff
of your neck. As it is, I suppose I can't stop you playng
the fiddy goat.”

“I am only able to conclude, Merry, that your absurd
remarks are dictated by an envy of my wonderful ability
as a detective.”

“ Exactly,” said Tom Merry, laughing. *'Go ahead, ass!
Como on, you chaps!”

Bkimpole left tho House rather hurriedly, as Tom Merry
& Co. went upstairs,

“Of all the asscs!” he remarked, “1 think Bkimmy takes
the cake! He's going to make Mary happy by proving her
sweetheart guilty, and he's got the neccssar
his expedition in scarch of the poachers!
is a strait-jacket1”

**Wonder where he got the grub from1"” asked Monty
Lowther,

“1 daro say he has raided Gore's cupboard; he generally
does when he's in want |"

“ Ha, ha, hal”

The party entered Tom Merry's study. The gas was
turned up, showing that somecone had been thero since the
chums of the Shell left the room. Tom Moerry looked round
quickly, then he gave a whoop.

“My hat! looil”

His shout was echoed by Manners and Lowther. Tho
good things that had been piled on the table had dis-
appearcd—hardly a thing was left. In the place of the
feust destined for D’Arcy minor's honour, was a scrawled
note, pinned to the tablecloth. They did not need to gucss
that it was Herbert Bkimpole's handwriting.

Tom Merry picked it up and read it out:

rovisions for
iat he wants

***Dear Merry,—] have been compelied by necessity
to bmamF‘. 1 ahall return the value of
¢ to you out of wu my book on tam,
sohich will be pu ;od lore Christmas. .

oure

sincerely,
Herbert Skimpole,’”
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Tho chums looked at one another., Dluko sat down, gas
ing. Digby burst into a roar. Herries starod at ll‘l::
denuded table. The Terrible Three were furious.

I think this takes the cake,” said Jack Blako, “Ha, ha,

hal

*‘8kimmy has passed tho limit this time,” said Lowthor
mzdly. “Give me the chopper, Ho can’t be out of the gatcs
yel "

Tom Merry brightened up.

“Good! He can’t be gone yot. Come on, kids| We may
catch him, and get the grub back, and give him a fearful
hiding into the bargain.”

The juniors did not nced bidding twice. Tom Merry
rushed from the study, and the others followed him fast.
They rushed headlong down the stairs and out into the
quadrangle.

CHAPTER 6,
Wally Hus Out !

“ ERE'S the bath-room, Wally |
“Right-ho 1" said D'Arcy minor. “Bhow us
a light, will you? While I'm having a wash you
might find out where they put my 1701, and gut
mo out a clean oollar, will you?’

“y wathah!”

“And bring me a brush to got some of this dust off.”

E::' [ g RN f i

" 't forget to give the chap a tip for carrying wny
box up. I don't want to be mean.”

*Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus faintly.

And he left his young brother to clean u'i' and went away
in search of cheerful infant's box. It was decidedly
infra dig for a Fourth Form follow to run errands for sn
infant in the Third Form. But D'Arcy's desire to ronder
his brother’s appearance a little more rospectablo bofore he
saw the Housemaster overpowered every other feeling. Io
scouted in the Third Form dormitory, and found the box,
which Taggles was just placing on the floor,

He gave Taggles a shilhng for Wally, and the portor
grun and left the dormitory. D’Arcy stooped down to
wcn the box, and remembered that he had forgotton to ask

ally for the key.

“Hai Jove!” murmured the swell of 8t. Jim's, *“Thas
young boundah will exhaust me at this wate. I shall have
to go down again.”

o duscended to the bath-room. Wally was pufling and
blowing under a flowing tap, and did not seo ot hoar him.

D'Arcy tap him on the bare back to gain his attcn-
tion, and Wally started and suddoenly raised his hoad, send-
ing a big shower of ocold wator ovor Arthur Augustus.
D'Arcy started back with a gasp,

“You uttah young ass! You've wotted me,”

“Hallo!” said Wally. *Is that you?! You startled mo,

Sorry I”

"3-;0. I ehould think you are sowwy,” said D'Arcy
witheringly, as he mopped his splashed face with a towel. “1I
w-agnrd you as a careless and fippant young beast. You
did not give me the koy of your twunk, and I have had to
come down again for it.”

“QOh, that’'s all right,” eaid Wally cheerfully; “it's ros
locked 1"

“Bai Jove!”

“T lost the key ages ngo. It's just corded up.”

D’Arcy did not reply; his feolings were too deop. Ho
left the bath-room and ascended to thoe Third Form dormi-
tory once more. He sawed through the cord with his pen-
knife, and the lid of the trunk started up. It was cvidently
crammed to its fullest capacity, and a little over,

Arthur Augustus’ boxes wore models of ncatness. Dut
Wally did not follow in his cldor brother's footsteps in this
respoct.

Doubtless his fond mamma had seon to the pnekinE of
tho box. But Wally had been at it since then, to pack in
his own personal treasures.

D’Arcy raised the lid, and gave a snill of disgust at tho
wild disarray that mot his oyos,

Shirts and collars wore jammed together with swoaters and
shoes, and & natty little autumn overcoat was crammod
round a muddy football. Shocs and caps, pegtops and marbles,
dog biscuits and white collars, formed & henp of untidinuss
that made the flesh of the School louse swell crocﬁ.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus. *Dai Jove!
The young wascal |”

It was rather difficult to find a collar without s stain of
some kind on it.

Arthur Augustus sclected the cleanest, and sorted out a
clothes-brush. Ho carried thom down to the bath-room, and
found the young Juniur putting on bis shirt.

“Thanks!” said Wally, “You're a bricki"
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* Your box is in a foahful state, you young wascal |

Yes, isn't it?” chuckled Wally. *Curious thing that my
box always gets like that, isn't it? You shall tidy it up for
me to-morrow, Gus.”

“ Pvup get Anished, and let me take you to the House-
mastah,” said D'Aroy.

Wally did not take long to finish. Throe rubs with the
brush, and he announced that his clothes were all right.
One hack with the comb, and his hair was finished. D’Arcy
looked at him hosal_elgly, and lod him out. He certainly
looked cleaner and tidier, and a little more of a credit to
the swell of the 8chool House.

Arthur Augustus tapped at Mr. Railton's study door.
The Housemaster bade him enter, and the brothers went
in. Wally held his cap in his hand, but he did not look
at all soared. Ho glanced round the room, and ducked
his head to Mr. Rajlton. The master of the School House
lookod at them curiously.

:' If you, please, sir, this is my young bwothah,” said
D'Aroy. “He has awwived at the school, sir, and 1 have

wought him to you.”

“Ah, I'm glad to see you, D'Arcy minor,” said the
Housemaster. “Dr. Holmes has spoken to me about you,
and I have been expeoting you. I understand that you
hiave been at a rrepa_nlor school, and the Head informs
me that you will go into the Third Form.”

“Yes, sir,” said Wally meckly.

“You will have a locker in’the "i'hird Form room for your
books and other thinr. and ’Fm will do your preparation
there,” said Mr. Railton. “ Your brother will, T have no
doubt, show you about the school and Gl?lliﬂ matters to

You had better go and report yourself to your Form
master, Mr, Belby, in the next room.”

And Mr, Railton shook hands with the new School House
bosv. and D'Arcy led him from the study.

ally was looking thoughtful.

“1 rather like Railton,” he remarked.
sort of merchant.”

“Mr, Wailton is wathah a decent sort,” said D'Aroy,
with some emphasis on the “Mr.”

“I wonder what my own boss will be like?”

“Mr. Sclbay is wathah a sharp man, and he will keep
you up to the mark. I wish you would not use that
extwemely vulgah word, Wally.”

“Oh, rats! t's wake the old boy up!”

And Wlll; thumped on the door of the study next to
Mr. Railton's.

D'Aroy jumped, and a thin voice bade the boys enter.

Mr. Belby was a gentleman with weak nerves, sometimes
vory lonient, and sometimes very severe with his boys.
Ho was fortunately in ‘a lenient mood now, or that thump
on the door might have cost D'Arcy minor dear.

“ Ah, D’Aroy I” he said, looking over a book on his table.
“D'Aroy minor—yes, quite correct. What is your full
name, D'Arcy minor?”

“Walter Adolphus Montague Fitzroy Plantagenet Tudor
D'Aroy, sir,” said Wally, with a face as grave as that of
s graven imago.

r. Selby gave a start, and looked curiously at the new
junior. Then he wrote the name down in his

“Dear me[” he remarked. “I think Walter D'Arcy will
do for—for all ordinary purposcs. You will be known as
D'Arcy minor, as you have an eldor brother here. 1 shall
eoxamine you further in the morning, and assign you your

in the Form. You will have—er—No. 10 locker in
the Third Formn room. You will—er—ask Jameson for tho
key, Jameson having been allowed to use the locker while
it was empty. You will find tho rules for your conduct
written up in the Form-room, and I have no doubt that
your brother will pxpllin everything to you. You may go.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Wally demuroly.

And they went,

The moment tho door had closed Arthur Augustus took a
grip c;n his brother’s ear that mado that young gentleman
wriggle.

“Here, hold on, Gus!" grunted D'Aroy minor. * Hold
on| Let go!”

" You young wascal!l Why did you tell Mr. Belby that
widioulous list of names? He will find out some time that
you have only two Chwistian names.”

Wally chuckled.

“Can’'t you understand a joke, you solemn old owl?!”
ho said. “I think 1 ehall have to liven you up a little,

. 'There's a little too much of the ﬂmdfm about you.”
“Don't be an impertinent ng wascal! 1 suppose I
had bettah show you to the Form-woom while I'm about
it, as I shall have no time to attend to you to-mowwow."”

“Right-ho! lcad on, Macduff I”

Arthur Augustus led the way to the Third Form room.
A considerable amount of noiso was procoeding from that

“Beems a decent

apartment. The juniors of the Third Form did their prep

in that room, having no studies of their own. Prep over,

they were allowed to use the room till bed-time, and t

preferred it to the Common-room, where they had to sit

a;;ieélgélfr be cuffed by their elders in the Fourth Form and
a ’

Prep was over in the Third Form room now. The
“infants,” as they were called at Bt. Jim's, were enjoying
their relaxation. The Form-roomns were common perty
between the two Houses, and thore were New House as
well as 8chool House boys there.

Twenty-five or thirty youngsters were in the room, most
of them with inky fingers, and a great many with inky

aces.

The Third-Formers were playing leap-frog down the
centre of the room, and Jameson, the leader of the Form,
had just alighted close to the door when Arthur Augustus
opened it.

Jameson turned round and looked at tho swell of the
School House aggressively.

G“Hlll’l‘al Here's a lark!” ho exclaimed. “If it isa't

D'Arcy gave him a withering look. Jameson was blsg«r
than D'Arcy, as a matter of fact, and nearly as old, but
he was an infant, while Arthur Augustus was in the
Fourth. Therefore, he should have been respectful; but
he wasn’t.

“Jameson,” said D'Aroy frigidly, “you will have the
g:ut kindnoss to give the key of No. 10 locker to my young

othsh, who is comin’ into the L

“What s lark!” roared Jameson. “ Another Gussy, snd
in the Third! Won't we warm him—ch?*

“Well, rather!” said Curly Gibson, a little fellow with
an innocent face, flaxen hair, blue o snd the
lelhi"oul disposition in the School House. *Won't we
ust !”

Arthur Augustus looked a little dismayed. Wally was s
trouble to him and a worr at oouls not be jod—
but in his heart the swell of 8t. Jim's had a real regard
for his younger brother.

He wanted to make things easy for him at the beginning
at 8t. Jim's. It looked as if they were to be far from casy.

“If you tweat my bwothah with wudoness, Jameson,”
he said, “I shall give you a feahful thwashin'{”

“Rats |” said Jameson glmu:&l*. “QGet out! Travell
%“d;'!.. We don’t allow Fourth-Formers in this room!

un

“1 uttahly wefuse to bunk!”

“Then we'll jolly well bunk you!l" shouted Jameson.
“Come on, kidsl” )

An inky-fingered crowd surrounded the ”i:d!l of 8t. Jim's

at once. In their own quarters Form were
cheokier than they ventured to be in the or the Com-
mon-room. Jameson laid violent hands upon Arthur
Augustus, and Arthur promptly knooked him down. Curly

Gibson collared D'Arcy minor, D'Arcy minor did not
show any signs of being scared. He lot out his left with
scientific accuracy, and Gibson sat down. He sat down
without knowing exactly how he ‘got thore, but feeling
as if his chin had been kicked off by a particularl
worful mule. He felt for it, snd was surpri
Yo find it still there Gibson looked st D'Aray minor
doubtfully, and retired. He had no desire to sample
further what Wally could do with his left.

But tho odds wero great. The brothers were rushed to
the door by force of numbers, and hurled into the passage.
The doorway was crowded with a pack of jeering fags.
Arthur Augustus, with his blood at &m hest with indig-
nation, was charging back, when Wally caught him by the
sleeve and stopped him.

“Cheose it, kid!” he said. “No gol”

“Welease me, Wallir > ‘

“Rats! Let's got along and have that feed.”

“ Jameson has not given you the key of that lockah.”

“T'll make him give it to me presently,” grinned Wally.
“1 think I could knock that merchant out, big as he is.
But, the fact is, if I'm backed up by & fellow in a higher
Form, they'll down on me,” went on Wally as he
dra:agod hi» bnthorh ntloug the passage. “I don't want to
make a start like that.”

A"l}hnA there is certainly something in that,” admitted
rthur Augustus.

“As & nfqtur of fact,” wens on Wally, “it's rather up
agsainst a fellow to have a brother in a Form. Of
course, I don’t blame you,” added Wally magnan A

Arthur Augustus breathed hard through his nose. It was
up against e follow in the Fourth to have a brother in the
“infants,” and to risk being mtluu;ll'v du“d into the

and bbles of a set of ags. had never
RN 800 W Tas G Losagar.~No. 1,987,
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oocurred to the swell of 8t. Jim's that there was an opposite
side to the question, too. At the samo time, he felt a little
relieved in his mind, )

Wally was evidently able to take caro of himself. Ile
was not likely to need any assistance in kecping his end vp
among the Third-Formers,

“Very well. Let's get to Tom Mewwy's study,” said
Arthur Augustus. . .

They went down the long corridors, and camo out into the
8chool House passage. 'om Merry came in_from the
quadrangle at the same moment, looking very flushed and

annoyed.

“ Anythin' the mattah, deah boy?" asked Arthur
Augustus.

“Yes; the feed's been scoffed.”

CHAPTER 7.
Tea In Tom Merry’s Study.

ALLY gave a grunt. The news was particularly
unwelcome to him, because he was very hungry,
and he had been looking forward to the feed. Hvo
would have been fighting Jameson 1.0w had not

the thought of the feed in 'I'om Merry’s study drawn him
away from the Third Forin room. Naturally, he felt

annoyed.
"B,.i Jove 1” said Arthur Augustus, “It is a Now House

1Y

“No; it's that villain Bkimpole. He's borrowed the feed
and walked it off. The silly ass is going out to track down
the poachers, and he's taken our provisions nlons with him.
We've hunted round the quadrangle for him, and can’t find
him. He's vanished I"

‘‘He's gone out right onourh." said Monty Lowther,
coming in. “I've asked Taggles, and ho says he let him
out, and Brown's man gave inm a lift to the village in lis

trap.”

‘P‘Then it's all up with the grub.”

“1 n{. that's rotten!” said Wally. “I'm pretty sharp
set. What are you oﬁoinr to dot”

Tom Merry laugh

“Weo won't let you starve, youngster. Whero's Blake?
) § mipon he brought in the things from Rylcombe. Did
you bring in much, Blake!*

“ Fair amount,” said Jack Blake, coming in. “You see,
1 thought you had most of the feed here. But I dare say
there will enough to go round. Lot's seo, anyway. I
left the stuff up in my study.”

They ascended to the study. Blake's parcel was still
there, lying on the table. It was unwrapped, and the
qulntiy of good things it contained satisfied tho juniors.

“Wo've got some grub left,” Manners romarked.
“There's heaps ot brudi“nnd lots of butter and jam in the

ou?houd{ and part of a ham.”
“T don't know about that ham,” said Tom Merry thought-
fully. “I was going to have some ot it last night, and it

was rather—rather—well, ratherish I"

“Oh, it's all right!’’ said Manners, opening the cupboard
and taking out the ham. *“Things keep any time in this
cold weather. I don’t want any ham mysclf. 1 don't care
for it much; but this is perfectly , and you needn't
be afraid of it.”

“1 don't know that I care for hamm much,” remarked
Lowther. “But put it on thonhbla, by all mcans. Do you

care for ham, young D'Arcy?

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Sometimes,” sajd Wally; “not that kind, though. I
suppose this is a _high tea; but I don't believe in having it
too high. That ham is nmﬁl“ scoring 1"

Tom Merry smiled in a sickly sort of way.

“Botter shove it out of the window, Manners!” he
remarked.

Manners opened the window and slung out tho ham with
o swing of his arm. There was a terrific yell {rom the dark-
ness below.

" I Owl Oh*

“Ha, ha, ha I” roared Tom Merry. *That's Gore's voice.
You've stum him |*

‘“Blessed if 1 knew m{body was there!” said Manners,
“I suppose ho's gone out into the quad to do some of his
filthy smoking on the quiet. Berve him right!"

“Well, we've seen tho last of that ham, that's one com-
fort I" said D'Arcy minor,

But D'Arcy minor was mistaken. Theroe was a sudden
crash of breaking glass, and the ham came whizzing back
into the room. Gore had returned it—through the window
pane. The ham dropped on tho knees of Arthur Auvgustus
who had just sat down.

“Bai Jove |” ejaculated D'Arcy. “What's that? Ow

He jumﬁed u|p. and the ham rolled on the floor. There
was a yell of laughter from tho %undunl-la. Core con-
sidered that he had got his own back.

Manners picked up the ham once more, and started
towards the door, with a vengeful look,

“Where are you going " called out Tom Merry.

“To find Gore!"

“Cheese it! You've banged him on the napper, you
know I said Tom Merry, laughing.

“He's busted our window, and it hasn't been broken for
more than a week |”

“Never mind; you must have nearly busted his napper.
Chuck the ham into his study, and come in and feed.”

Manners grinned, and went along the Bhell passage to
:Ih. next study. He hurled the ham into it, and closed the

oor.

He came back, with a faint, lingering scent of the ham
about him.

Wally sniffed a little

“Never mind the window,” he said. *“We want a liltle
fresh air after that ham. If you've .got any potatoes, I'll
show you how to bake them in their skins a treat.”

“We haven't any,” said Monty Lowther. “And we know
how to bake them in their skins a treat, without instruction
ikth:n“at important branch of knowledge trom a Third Form

I
“QOh, keep your wool on, old son "

“Yaas, wathah; keep your wool on, Lowthah! My young
bwothah only wants to be obligin'.”

“0Oh, don't you begin!” said D'Arcy’s roung brother
ungratefully. *Never saw sich a solemn old owl as Gus.
ll1 say, ’il that feed ever going to be ready? I'm jolly

ungry "

"git, down, dear boy 1” said Lowther affectionately, push-
ing & chair towards D'Arcy minor. “Make yourself
comfortable, and don't stand on ceremony. Dear me|”

One leg of the chair gave way ss D’Arcy minor sat on it,
and he rolled on the floor,

Lowther gazed at him with great concern.

“Dear mel I hope you're not hurt!” he said. “How
stupid of me to forget that that was the visitors’ chair—I
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'Inf:“’ that that was the one with the weak leg. Not hurt,
0
i

e 1
;;Eh; no |” said Wally, rubbing his leg. *“Not at all—not
a bit.’

He sat down on another chair, The chums gathered
round the tablo. The absolute coolness and wll?ouenion of
the Third Form_junior had, as Blake put it, flabbergasted
the boys of the Fourth and the Shell. Exactly how to deal
with him they did not know—Arthur Augustus least of all.
But he was a guest for the time being, and so they
possessed their souls with patience.

Manners made the tea, and Tom Morry poured it out.

“Pass my oup, kid |” said Lowthor, who was sitting next

to Wally.

“Cortainly I” said Wally politely.

He was busy with knife and fork on a pork pie. He laid
them down and passed Lowther's oup of tca along. As it
approached Lowther, the ocup slid ?rom tho saucer, and
inverted itsolf on Lowther's knee. Monty gave a fearful
shriek and jumped up, knocking the table with his knees
and making the orookeryware dance.

“Oh! Ow! I'm scalded!”

“Dear meI” said D'Arcy minor.
you're not hurt|"

ou _yo! "
" ﬂ said Tom Morr{ warningly. * Visitora!”
"%wt trousers .1: soaked, and IYu scalded I"
“Well, I'm " said Wally, *as l!lti as you were for
glving me the ’ chair by mistake. I can't say more.”
_— looked daggers at the new junior. The others
& roar,

Lowthe the his t: ith
lliwlﬂh:ohhl ‘.Ilmwn dﬂl tcokm:l'::'.ﬂ' t
a little further from I’ Awey minor, That youth pursued ﬁl

“I'm so sorry! I hope

meal ‘with a cheerful upon his face,

D'Arcy minor was hungry, and he did ample justice to the
feed in Tom Merry’s study. The iunion-éohd aftor him
woll. r was unusually quiel, and Manners did not
scom to have much to say, ¢ Tom took the cheek
and coolness of the now * infant” with good-humour,

D'Arcy minor amused him.

h%rthur Alll“'tti“f young brother was quite nl:nmnim of
either exasperatin, ﬁ' .mody » good
tea, and vupl. oom!&hk hen foed was ovor, I.n rose
ab last with a n? expression, and s smear of jam
el that ves & Solly geod feed, and I'm much obliged,”

e "

he said, “il ':'u .!ail .:v“wld lih“h -: mmu fun, you
can look into the Third Form room preseatly.”

“You had bottah not go back there now, Wally.”

t“ %l.vl dn: kid, T must th.tu::l:w:.’hd to-night, and
start clear to-morrow, Jameson give me
the key of my locker, ud'}”nw jolly well that h‘o :on'l

give it up without » hiding.
al .pod Tom Morry. *“Jameson

You—~you young ass!"
will make -hu-o'n of you l’

" r von of Lord Eastwood cheer-
look on if you like. Mind,

. “Gn:u{'eu!" said the youn,
ully. ou ocome an
vourn bm ig. It's bad form to be backed u& by
fellows b wp in the school. I wouldn't stand that.
You can look om if like.” )
may as well and se0 him slaughtered 1 said
“1¢ will be rather amusing, and we can bury him
woodshed when the fags have done with

" w.
e beh
im
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“Yaas, wathah

“Right-ho!” said Tom Merry. “We'll just go along, and
weu\:;n't interfero unless D’Aroy minor asks us to. It's
sottled.”

“1 shan't ask you to, my pippins!" said D'Arcy minor.
“Come on kidalg

And Wally led the way,

The juniors followed—Tom Merry laughing, Lowther

frowning, and the rest of the {uniorl wearing mingled ex-

prossions, as if th.: did not quite know what thoy thought
about the latest addition to the Third Form at 8t. Jim's.
CHAPTER 8.
Wally's Win.

room. There was still a great deal of noise in that

apartment. Some of the youngsters were reading

. or gl?lnz draughts or dominoes. But some wore
boxing, an

ameson and Gibson were having a bout with

D'ARCY MINOR opened the door of the Third Form

foils.

But the various occupations ceased at once as the face of
D’Aroy minor, with its bland smile and its smear of jam,
was seen in the doorway,

Jameson dropped his foil,

“Hallo! Here's that kid again!” ho exclaimed., * Have
you come back to bo slaughtered?”

“I've come for the key of my locker, rl_olu," said Wally.

“The what!"’ said Jameson, in a terri yulﬁ voice.

“The key of my locker. I am to have No. 10, and Mr.
Seclby says that you have the key, as you've been using the
looker while it was empty.”

“And I'm going to continue to use it, my son,” said
Jamoson, :rlnnlng. “You can shove your \:oogn and thingy
under a desk, or in the ocoalbox. p 'om in the box-
room. That’s good enough for a new fag. Hore, what are
these outsiders doing here? We don't allow the Fourth
Form and the Shell in this room*

Tom Merry & Co. had walked in.

“You'd better kick us out, then,” said Blake swoetly.
“Come on, wo're waitins to be kicked out, Jameson—simply
yearning for it, in fact.

“Qh, don't let's bave a Form row!” said Curly Gibson.
“Let young jam-face have his key "

“Rats |” said Jameson nngﬂllv.

“Lnok hece, if all these fellows havo come here to back
him up, it's no having a row,” muttered Curly. “You
csn bung him in the eye to-morrow to make up.”

Jameson shook his head obstinately.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Wally. “You're making a little
mistake. ‘These chaps haven't come to back me up, Th:rrn
here to see the fun. They've promised not to interiere
under any circs.”

*“Yaas, wathsh ¥

“Unloss D'Aroy minor asks us to,” said Tom Merry.

D'Arcy minor sniffed.

“I'm not likoly to uk.x.nu to Horr{. I can look aftcr
myself. You see, you kids!? Ti\“‘ chaps are only spec-
tators. Jameoson is going to give me my locker key, or I
shall make him—off my own »

Jameson laughed, and the other Third-Formers joined in
the laugh. ally was a head shorter than Jameson, and
lli,hhr built in every way.

You'd better be careful, kid,” murmured Tom Merry.
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“Qh, rats, Merry I¥ .

Wally crossed over to Jamoson.

“1 want the of my locker,” said Wally.

“(Can't be done,” said Jameson. * I have thrce lockers at
present. I need them all. One of the other fellows will let
{:u have o corner of his, porhaps, if you stand him some

rts. Gibson might.’ ;

“Well, 1 might let_you kecp mmethln& in my locker,
youn *Arcy,” said Gibson.  “Wa'll talk it over in the
tuckshop to-morrow morning.”

“Thank you for nothing,” said D'Arcy minor. “I'm not
looking for a convorsation in the tuckshop. I want the key
of my locker.” .

“You'll have to go on wanting for a considerable time, 1
think,"* said Jamoson, _v,-uwnint, .

“If you don't give it up 1 shall ﬂglht ou for it.” ;

“If ‘you don's stop your cheek I shall lick you,” said
Jameson, beginning to get red in the fuco. “I've had about
enough of it, you know, Drop it!”

Wally put up his right, and gavo Jameson a slight lap on
the noso. The cock of the Third staggored back. IHe was
not hurt, but he was utterly amazed.

* You—you—you choeky younr villain1” Lo gasped. 5

“1s that enough?'’ asked Wally. “Or do you want one In
the oye to warm you up?”

For answer, Jomeson hurled himself at the new boy in
the Third.

Wally dodged tho clumsy rush, and gave Jameson a dig in
tho ribs in g:lin , which :,:‘nudo him reel against a desk. ‘_Ho
leanod on the desk and stared ot Wally, Some of the Third
gave a yell,

* Bravo, young jam-face!”

Perhaps they were not sorry to sce Jamcson knocked about
a littlo. There were fow in the Form whom he had not
knocked about, more or less, himself. ) .

Jamoson's face went very dark. 1le slipped off his jacket
and passed it to Curly Gibron.

“Right-ho 1” he said. “1f you mean it, I'll give you &
chance to show what you can do. Mind, 1'm going to smash
YO g 14 smtd“Wally, without ; b alarmed

1 L1} a without appearing much alarmed.
“That's what 1 want f"

Ho glanced towards Tom Merry & Co., who had closed the
door and arranged thomselves in & row just inside the room,
leaning back against the wall to look on.

“Which of you kids is going to be mf second 1” he asked.

“Bai Jove, I will back you up, Wally, deah boy!”

Wally, dear boy, shook his head.

“You don’t know enough about the game, Gus,” he said.
“1'd dopend on you like a shot in choosing a silk hat, but
you don't know enough about this sort of thing 1”

“Really, young Wally—"" :

“Will I do? asked Tom Morry, with exaggorate!
humility. “I shall be happy to act as second for s youn
gontleman whom I regard with so muoch respect an
admiration.”

“Not so much toffee,” said the young gentleman; “but
you'll do. Get a basin of water and » sponge {rom some-
where—this chap will need 'em I”

It was rather new to Tom Merry to receive orders from a
Third Form infant, but he did as he was dirocted, with a
droll look upon his face. The basin and the spongoe were
soon procured.

Meanwhile, the adversaries had stripped for the combat.
Jameson had swaggering mannor, as if he expected to
knock his enemy out in a round or two. All the same,
he made careful preparations. He realised, in spite of his
swagger, that the new boy in the Third would be a tough
nut to orack.

He took off his waistcoat and tied his braces round his
waist, and rolled back his cuffs. A pair of brawny arms
were ex to view.

Wally's were about two-thirds the size of them. But
Wally's arms were hard as nails, while Jameson's wero just
o little flabby. From what could be seen of Wally, it was
pretty clear that he was “hard.”

“Shove the basin there,” said D’Arcy minor. “Stick the
mom !lll..il. You can stand back, too, and don't get in

e way

“Certainly I” said_Tom Merry,

“Who's going to be timekeeper!”

I see you know all about it, young shaver.”

“1 knocked out eur‘vhllow in my Form at the pre-
paratory school,” said Wally modestly, “and I've fought
with nearly every boy in the village near my pater's house
at home. I like to go by the rules, you know. None of your
nnmbhnm for me. 8till, it's just ss you like, Jameson.
Will you have rounds, or rough-and-tumble?"

“Rats |* said Jameson.
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“Wo'll say rounds, then—tlhree-minute rounds and one-
minute rests.”

“\Will your lordship deign to honour me by allowing
me to kocp time 1’ asked Jack Blake.

“No gammon! You can keep time, but keep an eye on
your watch, and don't get mooning!”
| Bl‘ako gasped. DBut he took up his position, watch in
hand,

The adversaries toed an inky mark on the floor, which
had apparently becn placed there on a previous occasion
of the samo sort. They shook hands in the approved style,
and then Jameson hit out. [Ilis fist went within an inch of
\’fl"{'l nose, and thon glided upward as the blow was
ruarded, and D'Arcy minor camo in under the guard with
left and right.

Jameson took the right on the chin and the left just under
the nose, and staggored back, and sat on Gibson's knca.

“My hat 1* ojlaouln.tad I'om Merry.

“Bravo, jam-face!” yelled the Third Form.

Jameson sprang forward again, his face dark and con-

vulted with anger. ‘I'he shout of the Third-Formers showed

There was a startled exclamation trom one of the men as he '
poachers was on the boy and

him upon what an insecure tenure he held his dominion in
the Third, 'The young rascals wore rnds to weloome any
new uhsmipion and most of them would be glad to sce
Jameson | okod and pulled off his perch, as thoy would have
oxpressed it.

Jameson’s rush was hoavy, and hard to withstand by a
boy of so much lightor weig‘nt. Wally did not try to ston
him. He feinted and dodged‘ and Jameson followed him
furiously round the ring, hitting out every moment. DBut
nearly every blow was guarded.

It was not till the end of the round that ho manager,
by sheer weight and strength, to get through Wully's guard,
and got home a blow from the shoulder. But that blow was
o tolling one, with the burly junior's strength bohind it.

Wally spun half-round, and orashed down on the floor
in a heap, and Jameson panted over him triumpbuntly,

“Timel" cried Jack Blako,

3
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“Tot 1" Srowlcd Jameson. “Get up, you cheeky young
beggar, and be linished off 1”

“Iime [” said DBlake, with unpleasant emphas=is. “If you
h'l.nsEreu the rules of this combat, Jameszon, 1 shall have
to lake a hund in it myself |”

“Oh rata!” sail Jameson sulkily. DBut he stepped back,
and rested on a desk for the one-minute interval.

'T'oin Morry helped D'Arcy minor to his feet. He sponged
his face, Wally sitting on his knoe the whilo.

\anl{ nsged for breath Ho had bad a very hard knock,
and 11, had had its effect upon him, But it was casy to seo
that his spirit was as undaunted as ever.

“Feol all right?” asked Tom Marry, when the minute
liad ticked away,

*'Of course,”” said D'Arcy minor,
T mind a tap like that, do yout"

Tom Merry laughed.

"1 should huve minded it mysell, that's all.”

“Wall, really,” said Wally, in a lower voice, it was o
hard knock, und a fow more like that would send me to

*You don't think

Y4,
"

4

the orouching Wally., The next moment the grasp of the
ged out Into the glade.

sloep. 1 was an ass to let him do it! Ile won't do it
Iﬂ:lin}l‘" t. U t 1%

"1 hope not. you get |2

" 'l'im:!" gaid B?uko.

The Third-I'ormers crowded round eagerly to watch the
second round.

Tom Merry looked on with keon interest Third Form
fights were usually wild scrambles, unworthy of the attention
of a fellow in the Shell; but Wally was rather an original
’l‘h'irgil"ormcr. The fight in the Forin-room was worth
watohing.

Tom Elerr; was curiovs to sce how it would turn out, and
he was beginning to thirk that the now “infant” would
prove the viotor, in spite of tho size and strength of his
adversary. L

Wally wns evidently very proficient, for a junior, in the
art of solf-defence. . .

Jameson pushed his young opponent hard, driving him

round ihe ring, altempting to get in another knock-down
Llow, A couple more of such heavy hits would have knocked
Wally out for a time, and both of them knew it. DBut it was
nok so easy to get in such a drive again.

Wally was us watchful as a cat.

At last Jameson saw his opportunity. A careless guard,
and Jameson went forward with plunging fists. Iut it
happened to be only a feint—a trap into wﬁ:ioh the bigger
boy had fallen blindly.

Wally's left whipped round in time to dash asido his
drive, and thon Wally's right came crashing forward.

Jameson's guard was complotely lost; he had given him-
self quito away.

Wa !y'l right bumped on his jaw, and he staggered. Then
Wally’s lelt came crashing home, and there was a spurt of
red from Jameson’s nosd. He reeled back, his hands drop-

ing blindly, and Wally sprang forward like a littlo tiger
db%l fists coming out one after another in a series of gunci

rives.

Crash they went upon Jameson's chest, and the leador of
the Third was hurled back as if by a cannon-ball. The
bump of his fall on the floor rang through the room.

“Bravol” roarcd the juniors. “Bravo, jam-face!”

“Huwwah |” cried Arthur Augustus eunthusiastically.
“llowwah| Dwavo! Wippin'I®

Tom Merry patted his principal on the shoulder. The
round was not quite up, and Wally would have been justified
in claiming the combat if his adversary did not rise when
ten wore counted. And Jameson could not have done it.

But the youthful Walter Adolphus waa ovidently a sports-
man. Ho grinned at Tom Merry.

“What do you think now, my son?” he asked.

“Jolly good, duddg." replied Tom Merry gravely.

D'Arcy minor laughed a little breathlessly.

“To tcll you the truth, Meorry, he's a tough nut,” he
said. “Ho doesn't know much about fighting, but he's as
strong as an ox. I suppose he has found it casy to crow
over these kids because he's so big. He was just waiting
for a boxer to come along.”

“And now ono has como along,” hushcd Tom Merry.

“Exactly! I think one more round would be enough
for him. What?”

*1 think so, too.”

Jamoson would probably have been satisfled without
another round, but his backers were urging him on. He
felt that he was licked, but the Third Form were by no
moans tired of the ontortainment yot. :

A dozon voices urgod Jameson to proceed, and some lin
ing hope of yot snatching victory from the jaws of deleat
urged him on also. Ho stood up for the third round,
looking decidedly groggy.

The third round was noarly a farco, however. Th
punishmgnt Jameson had roceived had Io_!t -him sick an
dizzy. His blows wore all olumsy and easily guarded, and
ho hardly stopped ono of those that Wally gave him in
return.

Wally was a generous foo. He saw that tho game was
in his hands, and he lot his adversary down lightly.
round ended with & smart tap that made Jameson sit down
suddenly.

Curly Gibson picked him up as Blake called “Time I*

Jamoson was looking dazed. Ono of his oyes was closed,
and his nose wes swollen and rod. Ilis lip was out, his
checks growing blue, and the “claret * was Howing in two
or three places. It was protty clear that Jamoson of the
‘Third was absolutely done.

* goirp ont” ‘r:iod Curlpl.”1

“No | grunte s principal.

"Beuer‘:.u moum? round,” urged Curly. " You may
lick himn yet, you know, Owl”

Curly broke off suddenly as the indignant Jameson lot gut
his Iol{ Curly sat down against a form.

“What did yov do that for?” he gasped.

“0h, you shut up!” said Jameson.

“Time " called out Jack Blake.

“I'm donel!” grunted Jameson.

“ Well, you look it!”

“Give us your fist, old sonI” said Wally cheerily. " No
harm done. -

Jameson hesitated s momont, and then shook hands with
tho victor. In spite of Wally’s coolness and usual cheok
there was no traco of crowing in his manner. He seoniod
like a yoult‘h who had been through too many (ghts to
attach much importance to one more.

“You'll let me have the key of my locker,” he said
politely. . .

Jumcson grinned (faint through his bruiscs, and

"I‘n Gem Limmant,—No, 1,287,
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detachied a key from a bunch, and gave it to the new junior
without a word.

“Thanks awfully!” said Wally. “It's all over, you
kids. What are you thumping me on the back for, you
fathead 1

- frltqhting you,” said Sanders of the Third.

“Well, don't congratulate me again like that, or you'll
get hurt, SBome of you were talking about ragging me a
while ago, I'm ready for the rl."lmg. I'd like to get it
all over this evening, and start clear to-morrow. Whero
are the raggers?”

There was no roply. The Third-Formers looked at ono
another rather queerly. They would as soon havo rag a
wild bull as the mew junior who had so ecasily licked the
cock of the Third. .

Wally looked round inquiringly, but no one met his eye.

“ Any raggers!” he asked again.

“I think not,” murmured Curly Gibson.
littlo joke, you know.”

“Good! I'll havo my jacket, Merry, if you've dono

“That was a

elcklinrf.”
“Ceortainly !” said Tom Merry.

Jack Blake hol};p'd D’Arey minor on with his jacket,
Then he slapped him on the shoulder.

“Jolly good |” he said. *You know how to use your fists,
snd I don't think the Third will do any ragging in your
oase, young 'un!”

“I don't think they will,” nprnd Wally, “and tho Fourth
won'}. either. From what I've seon it seems to mo that
the Fourth Form puts on a lot of airs here towards the
Third. That won’t go down with me, you know.”

“Weally, Wally—"

“Now, don't you begin, Gussy. What I mean is, no
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on the nose. ‘That's a friendly hint.

Blake looked at Tom Morry, and they both T‘-‘i’uned.
There was no doubt that D'Arcy minor was a *coughdrop.'”
. Wally sot his collar straight—as straight as he ever woro
it—and gave his face a rub with the towel, and asked
his brother if he looked all right.

“No, you don't look all wight,” said Arthur Augustus.
*You look vewy wuff and wumpled, and you want a

fellow will ever put on airs to mo without getting o dot

“Well, I shall havo one to-morrow morning,” said
D'Arcy minor. *Where's that chap Herries? I want to
go round and see my dog again before bed-time."

“Oh, right-ho!” grinned Herries. *Consider me your
guide. Comeo on!"

D'Arcy minor followod Horries from the room. He left
the place in & buzs of comment on_his latest exploit.
Jameson found himself di-relgarded. Boys who had trem-
bled at his frown, now o discussed his licking before
his face. Jameson, like Lucifer, S8on of the Morning, had
fallon from his high estate, and groat was the fall thereof,
Ho went away quietly to bathe his injuries, dolefully con-
scious that he was no longer leador of the Third.

Tom Merry & Co. walked away, discussing D'Arcy
minor with great intercst. Arthur Augustus waa
ploased. = Ho rogarded all ﬂg{l.l.ing as it no
“bwutal,” but he could not help being proud of the exploit
of his young brother.

B

CHAPTER 9.
French Leave.

'ARCY MINOR put his hands in his trowsers pockets,
and w cheerily as he followed Herrios round
the New House to the building where ho had left
his favourite Pongo.

He did not seem much the worse for tho fight. As a
matter of faot, ho had reccived only ono really serious
blow, and he had almost recovered from that. Thero
wore a few marks on his chubby face; but he was acous
témed to that sort of thing.

'The ovening was growing cold. It was getting noar bed-
time for the Third Form, and Wally wanted to sce his
dog safe for tho night before he turned in. Ho had a

strong affection for tho sncaking, slinking, rogged, little
mon;rolé which could not have been greater if Pongo had
hoen a dog of the @inest hreed.

'l'hoi:nhred the building, and Wally whistled for Pongo
with that shrill note which was intolerablo to any ears bat
his own and Pongo’s.

But the usual reply of IPongo was not to bo heard.
Wally whistled again, and still thoro was silenco as far
as Pongo was conoce

The other animals woro not silent. Herries' bulldog

gave a very sudiblo growl. Therc was a scream from @
E‘arrot. and a chatter from a monkey. But tho voice of
ongo was not heard.

Wally looked anxious,

“Pon, o—Pon?ol Good doggie! Iongo!”

But Pongo did not reply.

Wally took a lantern Ierries had_lighted, and looked
round in great anxicty for his pot. Pomgo was not to be

scon. He was invisible, as well as inaudible, It was clear
that he was gone. His collar lay on the ground boside
the box where ho Lad heen placed. The dog had evidently
slippod his collar and escaped.

“He's gono,” said Herrics.

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” said Wally. “Ilo's alwayvas
slipping his collar, you know. Ho goes ont after the
rabbits at night, and thero’s no stopping him.”

“He'll jolly well get shot if he goos after the rabhits
round hore,” said Herrics. “My doﬁ Towser was shot ot
twico by that brute, Barberry, and ho's a nico, quict
animal, as you can sce for yourself.” .

“Yos, I was thinking of that,” said Wally, looking
anxious. “I wouldn’t have old Pongo hurt for anything.
If he's got out, T shall havo to go and look for him."

Horries laughed. .

. “kYgu can't go out to-night, you young ass. Tho gates aro
M e .’I

““Have you nevor got over a gate!” asked Wally,

“Yes; but a kid in tho Third can’t broak bounds."

“That's all you know,” said Wally, going out of the

buflding. .
o here, you young ass, if you are missed at bed-
time you'll got a record lickin‘f g .

“ Well, I'ﬁ look round insido the school walls first,” said
Wally. “But, depend upon it, Pongo has gono rabbiting,
He'd got out through a keyhole if there wasn't any other
way.”
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i ¢ gon‘tﬁe:t::ow I;e tiould tgetu?ut it the' ‘?;3 Iusn’tdbcmﬂ
opened, otter get along to the porter’s 0, and as
lﬂm les if he’s seen him.'F pe &

“Yes, that's a good idea.”

Taggles was sitting in his little parlour, when a sudden
knock came at his door. He rose, with a growl, to go to
the door. Nor was his humour improved when he saw
two_juniors standing there,

“Young himps!"” grunted Taggles. “I'll report yer|”

“Have you seen my dog!” ssked D'Arcy minor,

“Yes, I have,” said Taggles, with much satisfaction. “He
ran hout when 1 hopened the gates last for the 'Ead’s car.
'E hain't come in."

“You are sure he went out 1*

“Yes, drat yor! You won't never sce 'im agin, I ‘opes!”

And Taggled closed the door.

“Sorry I" said Herries. “Can’t be helped, though, He'll
turn up again. I say, whers are you going, young 'un?*

“I'm going to look for Pongo.”

“You can’t. Don't be a young ass!" exclaimed Horries,
in tlu.rm. “You'll get into a fearful row. Come in with

(.8

“Rats!"” said D'Arcy minor. “I'm going over the wall.
I'm not gmnf to have Pongo shot by any rotten keeper.
I'm going to look for him. Ein me a bunk up.”

“Don’t be an ass |” urged Herries.

“Give me a bunk upf"z

Horries hositatea, but Wally had already taken hold
of the ivy. He gave him the required bunk, though with
many misgivings. The Third-Former drew himself up on
the ivied wall, and dropped down on the other side.

Heorries stood staring at the” place for some moments, and
then turned slowly and vull:es towards the School House,
The moon was coming out over the olock tower, and the
night was dry and cold. Herries went in and looked for
Blake, and found his leader 1n the Common-room.
" Blake at once noted the disturbed expression on his chum’s
ace,

“ Where's {ounc D’Arcy 1 he asked.

“Gone out 1*

“What1” almost yelled Blake.

“Bai Jove!"” ejaculated Arthur Augustus. “What did
you say, Hewwies "

“He's gone out. That rotten dog of his got out of the
“tl'.“' an he's gone out to look for him. warned him
not to,

“You ought to have marched him in by the scruff of his
neck 1” grunted Blake.

“That would have been imposs, Blake.
hwothah would have uttahly wofused
the scwuff of his neck.”

“Well, there will be a row,” said Blake. *Those kids go
to bed at nine, and it's close on nine now. Wait till Selby
comes to look for him, that's all.”

“Yaas, wathah! I am afwaid there will be a wow.
Thero’s anothah silly ass gone ouII too—that ass Bhimpola.
'é[‘omdléewwy has been inquiwin' for him, and he can’t be

ound.

My young
to be marched in by

We could go and look for your minor and bring him in
by main force,” suggested Digby.

“And get into a jolly row ourselves,” said Herrios.

“Hallo, here’s Tom Merry, looking as if he had lost a
thrnpeil.l.ny-bitl What's the trouble, Merry!? Anything
wron

“Bkimpole hasn't come in,”

" Wallk let the silly ass stay out, then.”

“That's all very well, but 1 don’t want him to got into
trouble,” said Tom Merry. “It isn't onlf that he will get a
licking for staying out late. I'hat would serve him right.
But it looks as if he bas really gone looking for the poachers,
He may got knocked on the head, as likely as not. I wish
1 had yanked him in and loocked him up in o study now,
slthough he had a pass from Knox.”

“If you take it on yourself 10 keep watch on Skimpole,
you'll never be in want of a job1” grunted Blake. “Jolly
glad he isn't in the Fourth. 1 iup{mo you're responsible
88 head of the Bhell. You ought to bring him up better.”

T'om Merry laughe. rather unoni‘l’y.

“Well, I'm uneasy sbout him, and I've half a mind to go
out and look for him,” he said. * He's such an ass. He's
bound to lose his way in the wood, if he goes into it, and
he never thinks of anything ull it happens. He may stay
there all might, and it's going to be a jolly cold night.”

“1t's not & bad idea,” said Herries thoufhtlull R §

ou like, I'll come with you and bring my bulldog. i‘owmr
s & wonder at lollowing a scent. You remember how he
!gilowlo'q‘ the scent of those burglars who broke into tho
chape

" Yes—I don't think |*

“If you mean to say that Towser didn't follow that
scent——" bogan Herries warmly.
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“My dear chap, I don't mean to say lnythinr about
1

Towser. I'm thinking about Bkimpole. He ought fo be
looked for. I've a w:‘l mind to {o."
"Yl&a wathah| We might make up a party and look for
youn ally at the same tin.e.”
“What's that about young Wally? Where is he?"
“He's gone out to look for that wotten mongwel of his.”
Tom Merry gave a whistle.
“My hat! He's starting his career at Bt. Jim's pretty

well. You'd better give huimn a hiding when you get him
in in.*”

“Yaas, I was thinkin' of givin’ him a feahful thwashin"
fwom a sense of duty. 1 weally think I must g and look
for him, at any wate. Are you comin’, Blake?

“Well, you'll get into mischief if I don’t come with you I*

growled Blake.

“1 wefuse to accept your company on those toerms, Blake.
I wefuse—""

“Rats] We may as well all go ether, and take the

licking together when we come in. We shall be company.
for one another in Railton's study when he lays it on.'

“Yaas, wathah!| Pewwaps if we oxplain to Mr. Wailton,
howevah, we might get permish to go out and look for the
}'ou” wascal.”

“More likely get a 'i.ﬁn' for letting him go, and then
ho'd go out and look for him himself, or send a couple of
prefocts,’’ said Blake. * And if two prefects had to go out
rnd find Wally, I should feel sorry for him on the way
home.”

“Yaas, wathah! Pewwaps we had bettah go now and
ask Mr. Wailton's permish aftahwards.”

“]1 suppose so. Are you game, Tom Merry?*

“QOh, yes, ‘nthcr-—ms the more the merrior| Better geb
our coats; it's jolly cold. There's a clear moon, luokﬁ;.-
We'll meet you at the slanting oak.”

“Right you are!”

And ten minutes later the juniors were on the outor side
of the wall of 8t. Jim's.

When Mr. Belby marched the Third Form off to bed,
D’Arcy minor was missing. and when, at hali-pust nine, the
Fourth Form and the 8he'l went p to their dormitories,
they went up without Btudy No. 6 or the Terrible Three.

CHAPTER 10.
A Night Out!

o ONGO! P ”
D'Arcy minor called the name sofily as he went
down the moonlit lane.

The moon, full anu round, was sailing above the
tower of 8t. Jim's. The buildings lay, s black mass, in the
midst of the trees Uver the lanc and the woods the moon-
light fell in a silver ghamer. Bave where heavy branches
overhung road, the lane was as light as day.

It was a perfeot October night-—olear and cold and os;lu.

Wally D'Arcy kept bis eyes about uum as he walked down
the lane. He called to his “1’ he whastled at wntervals;
but no sound caine in answer irom Pougo. It was clear that
the dog had made straight for the woods in search of the
n‘fvuht;mu bunnies. &

a sto) at & 3 where a showed n the
He p.tddom: snﬂozlmmod thon l.glok. fallen leaves
in the ditch. There were traces that to indicate thab
o dog had lately sorambled across, to the experienced o{:
of the junior. Wally had often had to follow Pongo
recapture him, and save hum from vengeful keepers, and
it was no new experience to him.

He plunged through the hedge.

“This is I_iun where the brute would get in!” muttered
Wally. ‘‘He's after the rabbits. I'll make him sit up
when I catch him! The worst of it is, that it's no
lv:hintlm; him. He won't come if he's on the scent of a

unny."”

Aliou h Wally would not have admitted it to anye
olse, he inew very well that, while Pongo was tracking
rabbits, his master’s voice would only have had the effoct
of making him alink quietly away beyond the sound of it.

Pongo was not a well-disciplined dog. .

Wally breathed all sorts ol threats as he plunged into
the wood. He always did when he was hunting for the
truant Pongo. He never carried any of them out, but they
wore a solaco during the hunt.

Crack, crack !

The dull report of a gun echoed twice through the gloomd
wood. Wally started, and & strange thrill ran through h
veins.

“ Poachers!” he murmured.

Another thought flashed into his mind. He remembered
(Continueu on pugs 18.)
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Address all lstters ;: The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Flestway House, Farringdon Strest, London, E.C4.

ALLO, chums! I've got a peach
of a school story in hsud for
you next Wednesday. Nono of
you must miss Martin Clifford’s

“ THE SIXTH-FORMER'S BECRET!"
It you do, you'll be missing the best treat
of y&. 'n!k. Another thi n next

mk'&.md jesue lx:’ the G'uu you 1“}
n opening ol of & powerlul

'h'i)al is md: e
“THE LOST LEGION!"

This is & novel story by Don English—
;nnunnl. thrilling and packed with interest
2]

rom last. Make no mistako
about Gex wnoxt wook—order it
oarly. Have I ton to mention Potte
the Office Boy t Yes, he'll be thore also to

give you another * tonic laugh.”
ANNUALS FOR ALL!
is » particularly bu-{

and |'l;l'°ll ';‘ho 'o:r; oemnn;
nt graces o
'::d sunts, for the bookstalls
booh“ have a thrill’ing ldi.li
to tom o o
is on dft *!"".PM the
s

g
1

month

1
5
§

£

Z‘i;ig
I

fiE
fa
s

Eﬂ six shillings ; the “ Por
ya' Btories,” price two shillings and six-
the ‘“Modern Boy's Anaual,'
six shillings; the " New
Annual,” prioce six .h;malﬁ. ; tho * Modern
Boys' Book of Motors, Bhips and Engines,"
oe seven shill and sixpence. All of
hose d Ann are recommended by
Tar, and i you yousel would liks 1o
WaY, an Yyou wo to
any of them, this can be easily
thro! the various Christmas
Olubs about w your nearest news-
agent will be pleased to give you details.

ENGLAND TO AUSTRALIA FLIGHT!

A QUESTION FROM WALES.

A girl reader of the GEM—who, by the
way, admits that she is very plump—
writes and asks mo how loug can a man
go without food and water, ords show
that a man can dony himsel! food for a
poriod of sixty-five days and survive,
whilst five days is the limit for a man to
do without water. We trust our girl chum
is not seriously thinking of * slimming "
herself to Herbort 8kimpole proportions.

THE ** Q" CAR.
That's the latest weapon the police
are up fJor the wmodern
high . Dut a glance at one

MISS AMERICA X. DOES IT!
A thunderous roar of whirri

o shooting cloud of spray
almost phantom, shape riding oloar of the
wators—that's all you would havo heard
and seon had you been one of the privileged
roulou&rount rooontly when Commo-
re Gar Wood broke Kaye Don's waver
spood record. It was only in July that we
were all ocongratulating ourselves that
Kaye Don's masterly effort in hin Miss
England motor-boat, when he ostablished
a record of 119.75 miles per hour, was un-
boatable. Buch is fame. Now Ameorioa
holds the record with a 124.01 miles per
hour to its oredit. Asked afterwards
what it felt like travelling at that terrifio
speed, the commodore replied that he
experioncod no fear—tho speed was too

see him out of there and sot
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exhilarating for that—but the air pressure
rather worried him: it push
his face out of sha It's pushed our
record out of shape, too. But never mind.
Records were made only to be broken.
Our turn will come again |

HEARD THIS ONE?

“ Will no one bid ? " asked the exasper-
ated auctioneor, having wasted an hour
of his eloquence trying to sell a piano.

* Yus, guv'nor,” oame a voice, * I'll bid
—TI'll bid you goo'-night 1 "

CHASED BY A PRICKLY PEAR!
An enthusiastic Austrelion far-

EVERY BULL HAS HIS DAY !

those fellows that take exception
h% red, don't often ﬂﬁ' in the
news, for, as e rule, they are ile folk.
But last month two bulls literally jumped
into the news. One took it into ita head
to jump in front of a train near SBeaham
Harbour and sucocceded.in derailing partly
the locomotive and the firs
Fortunately, no passen
but the bull was! He finished up under-
noath the wheels of the second curriage—
very much hurt! Bull number two
jumped into freedom in a crowdod stroet
s ot o, s e Junped shueveh
right v en jum)
the door of a near-by houso and etarted to
emash up the furniture, They * shooed '

m gallopin
on a two miles stretch to Oultol.'\ Bm
Here he jumped into a newsagent's shop
and became so mixed up with & counter
that a carpenter had to saw away a soction
of the counter to liberate him. That bull
hadn't had enough even then. Ho tried
to make another bolt, but this time they
caught him before he could jump into any
further trouble.

FREE GIFTS |

Don't forget that ::: -plem'uﬂ
companion pa » agnet,
* Modern Boy,” and '* Ranger,”
are giving away each week, to every
one of their rouders, six super
picture - stamps. These grand
stamps are in full colour, and they
depict Rough-riders of the World,
Ships, Acroplanes, Dogs, Loco-
motives, and the Avt of Self-defence.

getting this unique collection for
nothing. If you are interested—
and I vather fancy you are—you've
already made wup pour mind to
* look into this matter,”” That's
the idea; these stamps are too
good to be missed |

YOUR EDITOR.
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THE FIGHTING FAG!

(Continued from page 17.)
B 5 T T 5 5§ § e By

Herries' remark concerning Dnrberrly. the hoad keeper
of Bir Nevillo Boyle. His oycs blazed as he thought
that the gun he had just heard might have been levelled
at Ponf:

"?ll: at " ho mutterod. “Pongo! Poor old Pongo! 1l

o is—'

He did not finish the reflcction, but hurried on in the
direction of the shots.

The wood was thick, and dripping with moisture. Onl
in a few open sﬂm the moonlight fell. Wally blunde
through the thickets, He gavo a sudden start at tho sound
of a rustlo closo at hand; but before he could escape a band
of iron was on his shoulder,

He m'uguled instinctivoly.

* Quiot I” muttered a voica. “ Who are you!”

It was a pleasant voice. Tho strong hand that gripped
the junior dragged him into the open, and the moonlight
fell upon him,

Wally lookod at his captor wrlmw. He wore the garb
of a keeper, but he had no gun. sllg‘ had pictured to
himself & savage-fonturod poachor, and he -waa relieved to
soe & handsome, kindly, bronzod face, certainly not moro
than twenty-five yoars old—pleasant to look upon, though
somewhat clouded in oxpression.

“Who aro you!” said the younf man, in a low voico, still
i"q!ﬂl a tight grip upon Wally.

“I'm D'Ardy minor.”

The young man started, and smiled a little.

“You are from tho school I”

:"Xola" n.lc}1 Wally. : bbits, 1 1

nd you have come out aftor ra su »
Wally iuohed. prose
‘I'm not a poacher|"

*Then what are you doing here?” The {oun: man looked
at him sorutinisingly. " You ought to be in bed. ‘The boys
of 8t Jim's are not allowed out at this time.”

“1 know that. I've taken Fronch leave,” said Wally, with
a grin. “You see, my dog's bolted.”

Your dog1” said the other, looking puzzled.

" Yn; my dog Pongo. He's a rare old rabbiter, you know,
a;\d ho's out aftor tho bunnics. I've come out to look for

m,

* At this time of night 1"

“I've boen out at midnight lookin
at home at Eastwood,” grinnod
new. Pongo is a torror |”

“ You aro not allowed hore, though,” said the young man.
“There is a publio footpath through the wood, and pooplo
have to keep to it.”

“ Are you a keoper?” askod Wally,

To hin surprise the young man coloured at the question.

“No,” he rephied, after a pause; “I am not a koeper—

now."”
“Thon supporo yon toddle along and don't interfore with
me !" suggested Wally. *If you're not a keeper, it doesn't
mattor to you what I'm doing hore. But you look like a
koeper,” ho addod, scanning the young man curiously.

“T was one,” said tho othor shortly; "1 was one of Sir
Pa:’ma Boyle's keopors. ‘This w is on 8ir Novillo's
‘n L

for the _Foung bounder
ally. “That's nothing

Wally gave a low whistle.

“Oh, ho! You'ro tho chap they were talking about in
the trap, perhaps—young Lynn?*

“My name s Lynn.”

D'Arcy minor chuckled.

“] know now. You aro ongaged to Mary at tho School
House at 8t. Jim's?”

“Yes.” said Lynn quictly.
however I”

“Oh, it's all right !” said Wally, “I heard Gus—that's my
brother Gus—tualking about you in the trap when I came
from the station. Ile's awlully sorry about it, because
Mary is so cut up; and he thinks you are innocent of what
you were charged with, and he says he's going to set mattors
:1Tht.—|.hou h 1'm blessed if I know how I”

.yon smiled faintly.

“It is vory kind o? him to think so well of me. I am
afraid the matter will not be set right unless I am able to
sot 1t right myself. Now, you had bettor cut off to the
school, youngstor 1”

“Thank you for nothing 1” said Wally coolly.
lng for my dOﬁ.” . .

1 will’ look for him, if you like. GCive me bLis
description.”

“That is no affair of yours,

“I'm look-:
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“ A ragged little rotter, with a cast in the oye, and one
ear bitten off."”

,“Good !” said Lynn, with a smile. “I will look out for
:l;?bﬂl”.h‘" be about the woods for some time yet. Now

Wally shook his head,
L) | finro say that's very T:od advice,” he remarkod; “but
I can't take it, you see. I'm here to look for Pon He
may bo shot by some rotten keeper—excuse me ! f%: not
gomg .n till I've found him I1*
'l‘. nn.hxd his hand earnestly on Wally's shoulder.
Igt be foolish, my lad " There are poachers in the

‘*Wore thoy poachers.I hoard firing just now1*

"I”Illodon.:i':d k:::w—ut lil;ol{i: &l’.m lookedl tl!;on ht[u!.
'] mo, ] report o arborry’s
double-barrelled gun.” i pe o

:Perham he was shooting at Pon Let mo go 1"

Listen to me. There are rs in the wood. The
magistratcs lately have beon very severe with them. They
would not hesitate to Eet rid of a witness. If you saw
lhgm’ at work you might bo bludgeoned. Go home!”

“% l::unot afraid 1" biose ¥ said

ou you cannot stay ho i .

"You mu{t ‘zl“ y hore I* said Lynn impatiently

» “I'm not going! 1 say,” broke out Wally suspiciously,

you havon't taken to poaching yourself, have you, now
that your governor has sacked you 1"

Lynn turned red. His grasp t&humd on Wally, and that
young gentleman was vory near to getting & powerful box
on the car at that moment.

B“tNlo'” said Lynn quietly; "1 "?'5. not tum_,d cir.

3u am going to sco you out o e wood | is gr
tightened again. *Come with me!” Ko
ally did not argue the matter. He was determined
not to go without Pongo; but he would have been a child
in the hands of the powerful young keeper. He walked a
the young man's

few paces balldonléynn without a word, and
lflﬁ_reluod. And the moment it relaxed Wally twisted out
of his grasp like an cel, and darted out into the wood.
“You young rascal |” cried Lynn. *Come back I
But Wally was gone.

CHAPTER 11.
Scaring Skimpole !
OM MERRY & CO. hurried down the moonlit lane,

and entored the wood at a point some distance
!itrl.her on than tho place where Wally had entercd

There was a beaton track leading through to the foot-
path, and the ggnnon preferrgd it to pushing their way
through dense thickets. They had left 8t. Jim’s impulsively
to look for the truants, and it was not till they were fairly
in the wood that the almost hopoloss nature of the search was
borno in upon thoir minds. The woods extended for miles,
and the two missing juniors might have taken any path; or
might be wandering in tho recesscs of the w whero no
poth existed. )

But this latter thought spurred the juniors on. 1f Bkim-
pole ue Wally had lost thoir way, a night passed in tho open
air might turn out a sorious thing for them.

“] suppose we had better scparate and shout,” said
Blake doubtfully. *The trouble is that all the woods on
this sido of the footpath aro on Sir Neville Boylo's land,
and his koepesw aro having rows with the poachers lately.
111' t!ll‘u:“ hoard us, they'd be down on us like a hundred of

ricKs.

“And thoy couldn't very well fail to hear us, I should
think,” Monty Lowther remarked.

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtfully,

“That's £0,” he said. *Wo don't want to have a row
with the kecpors, Tt would lead to no end of trouble at St.
Jim's. They would be bound to think we came out for
rabbits, and Sir Nevillo might go to the Hoad about it."

“My hat!” said Mannors. *That would make a row1”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ ANl the same, I don't sce how we are to find thom with-
out shouting. Skimpolo would be pretty certain to answor
But when you come to think of it, youn: Wally woﬁld
gucss that wo were after him, and he would keep mum.

“Yaas; he's a cunnin’ young beggah!"

“Let's look round for them first,
Hullot What was that!”

It was n double report; the same that Wally had heard
from u different part of the wood. The juniors started as
the dull, huay sound echoed through the dark trees.

* Poachers I muttered Digby.

Tom Morry shook his head,

“1 don’t know. The poachers use snares for the hares
and rabbits, you know; and, as for the birds, thoy wouldn's
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be shooting them at this time. That was more likely o
kee ,f" gun. Perhaps young Wally's dog has got it in the
“ ]:;oor’ little boast! It miay save Wally from s row,

thm.:ﬁl:.’
“That's pret.t{ clear proof that somcbody's out in the
ir;oooc:h and the less row we make the better,’” said Monty
wther,

“True. Hark!” .

Tom Merry held up his hand, and the juniors ltomod
breathlesty. There was a rustle in the thicket. The boys
from 8t, Jim’'s remained as still as mice, in the thick
shadow of a big tree. i

Near them was an open. patch, where the moonlight foll,
and a form was seen to emerge from the thickots into tho

light,

'l‘he moon's rays glimmerod on a huge pair of spectaclos,
Tom Merry muttered a word of warning to his comrades.

“It's Bkimmy! Quiet, and we'll give him a lesson about
wandering at night. He's as much trouble as Wally's dog,
and he ought to learn botter.”

“ What's the game?” muttered Blake,

"HT‘:. out looking for poachers. Why shouldn't he find
some 1”

The_juniors chuckled softly. They caunght on at onco to
Tom Merry's idea,

Skimpole, all unconscious of the proximity of the School
House boys, paused and looked round him lrlmkm'hm the
moonlight.  His trousers were drenched from tho wet
thiokets, and he was shivering from cold.

“We'll collar him,” murmured Tom Merry, “and make
him think he's fallen into the clutches of o gang of
poachers, We'll make him swear a fearful oath to got out
of the wood and never come back again.”

Blake chuckled outright. Tho sound seemed to catch
Bkimpole's ear, for he turned round, and starcd into the
black shadows under the big tree.

The glimmer of the moonlight on his spoctaclos was all
that could be seen of his face, and the effect was curious.

““Is anyone there?” said Skimpole, in a voice 1unvorin¢
with the cold. “If anyone is there, I shall be glad to bo
informoed where I am, have lost my path in this
horrid wood. You need not be afraid to let me see you,
niy_dunr sir, if you are a poacher. In fact, I might ox-
plain—"

8kimpole did not got any farther, for an oxccllent reason.
Tom Merry had crept round in the dark shadows, and Yot
behind the freak of the 8hell. A grip on the back of his
neck interrupted 8kimpolo, and before he could think of re-
sistance, ho was forced down into the ?rnga upon his face,
and a knee was planted in the middle of his back.

“D-dear me!” nu‘md Skimpole. “This is—is most un-
pleasant! You are hurting my back! I really wish you
would not be so violent,"”

IL was impossiblo for S8kimpole to sco his assailants, His
face was pr into tho damp grass, and his spectaples
were covered with moisture, so that he could not have secn
Tom Merry if he had been 'Mkmﬂ. straight at him,

e had not the slightest doubt that he was in the grasp
of a gang of poachers. Ono was kncoling on his back, and
another was standing on his legs, and two more wero
holding his arms,

There wasn't much chance for Skimpole.
gasp_and wriggle.

“Hold him tlg]htl" said Tom Merry, in a deep hars
voico, w!llioh boro little rosemblance to his usual tones. “Ho
is a spy!”

" I--f am sorry that you should mistake me for a spy!”
stammored Bkimpole. “T am nothing of the rort. I camo
into the wood to mako certain investigations——-"

“You came to spy on us poachers!” said the deep hass
voice sternly.

Bkimrola wriggled uncomfortably.

“Tell me the truth, minion!”

Tt did not ocour to Skimpole at the time that minion was
a rather curious word for a poacher to use. The deop
bass voice sont a thrill of terror through every nerve of
the brainy man of 8t. Jim's,

 J—I—I shall certainly tell you the truth!” he stammered.
“It is impoesible for a sincere Detcrminist to prevaricate.
I certainly did come into the wood to investigate n matter
in connoction with the poachers, but I had no intention of
causing your arrest, I assure you. I merely wished to set
the mind of Mary, the housemaid, at rest, by préving to her
satisfaction that her sweetheart was guilty——" e

A chuckle interrupted Skimpolo. But the deep, terrifying
voice immediately followed:

“It will be safor to kill him and bury him in the wood,
mates!”

“Yaas, wathah!'* said Arthur Augustus
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“’You utter idiot 1" muttored Tom Merry flercoly. * Bhut
u ”

“I wefuse—~" 5

Fortunately, 8kimpole, with his head plunged in the thick

ass, was not in s position to hear very cloarly. Nor was

in a stato of mind to be observant

“Make that ass shut up, Blake!” whispered Tom Merry,

;!Auttlhly wnfum-l-—]w;'i " G 1 " 1

was interru y a grip of iron on his collar,
and BT:L'- fierce voice in his ear.

“ Another word, and I'll squash you!”

Herries and Digby gr. the swell of the School House
at the same moment. Arthur Augustus indignantly relapsed
into silence,

The deep bass voico went on,

“¥hve you anything to say, minion, before we bury
you?

“Ye-o-es,” gasped Bkimpole.  *Yos, rather! I have a
strong_objection to being buried. I will leave the wood at
onoe, if you wish, and agrco mot to make any more in-
vontéznhom."

“Can we trust you?"

*Yes, certainly!” .
“Hold the dﬂgor to his throat whilo he takes the oath!”
er

growled Tom ry.

“I—I can swear %uite comfortably without the dagger too
near,” murmured Skimpole. “I would much rather not
ho;ve the dagger to my throat, if you don’t mind.”

‘ Rate—I meoan, silonce, minion|”

Jack Blake oponed his pocket
point of the lead against S8kimpole's neck.
the 8hell gave a shudder at the contact.

I"P-p-pleluu take it away!” he murmured.

ple

“Hold the trusty dagger thore while he takes the oath!"
growled Tom Morry.

Ay, ay, captain!"

“Now, base lply and minion, repeat this foarful oath

‘By all you hold sacred, by the Form-.room at
8t. Jim's, tho clock-tower and the gym, by the first book
of Livy, and the last book of Tacitus, that you will keep
secret this dread mooting.”

There was again a chuckle, but it was lost upon the
terrified Skimpole. He ropeated the curious oath, trem-
bling in every limb.

“You will immediately leave the wood and go straight
back to school and get to bed without l%mq a word to
a soul. Swear by the Iliad of Homer and Aneid of Virgil,
by the Georgics, the Bucolics, tho Philippios, and the Ars
Poctica.”

Skimpole swore, and was then allowed to rise.

His assailants dissppeared in tho wood. The Determinist
of 8t. Jim's blinked round him in dismay

“Dear mo!” he murmured. *“I—I should be most happy
to loave the wood at once, and I havo a strong objection
to being murdered, but I really do not know the way."”

“ Keep straight forward till you get on the beaton track,”
said tho deep voice from tho bushes; “then turn to the
rlght. and it will lead you to the lane.”

“Thank you vory much |” said Bkimpole.

And ho plunged away through the wood. The track
was only a fow paces_distant, and ho was soon running
along it for his life. His footstops died away in the dis.
tance, and the amateur poachers loaned against tho trecs
and u{:od with merriment.

¥ hat!” said Tom Merry. “Bkimmy grows funniet
overy day I don't think we should have disposed of young
Wally so L'-uillv.” i

“Woll, wo disposed of Skimmy, anyway,” said Blake.
“He'll go straight home now, and he won't look for
poachers again in a hurry.”

“Yaas, wathah! And now ho is gone, Blake, I wish to
call your attontion to the wudo expwessions you took tho
liberty of applyin’ to me.”

“ Oh, rinq off, Gussy! We'll go and look for young
Wally now.”

“1 wefuse to wing off |

“Come on!” said Tom Merry.
finished talking. 4

The hero of the Bhell broke off abruptly. As the juniors
plunged on through the wood a sound camo from the distanen
—a low, strange cry—the cry of a human being in pain.
It ochoed among the trees for & moment, and then died
away, and was followad by silenco—a terrible and oppressive
silence. The juniors involuntarily halted. They looked ut
one another in the gloom. They could not soe each other’s
focos. But they know that thoy were pale as death.

That low ory scomed to be ringing in their ears yet,
and the silence that followed it was more terrible than any
sound could have been.

oil, and jammed (.o
o froak of

[ P-]J-

Undah tho eires—"
“Gussy will ;over bo

]—
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There was a sudden crash of breaking glass, and the ham that Manners had thrown Into the quad came whizzl
baok into the room. It had been returned—through the window pane, and it dropped on the knees of Arthur Augustus

CHAPTER 12,
A Strange Moeting.
ALLY ran on through the wood at top speed after
escaping from young Lynn,
The discharged keeper's intentions wero kind

) enough, but they did not agree with the inclina.
tions of the junior. Ho did not mean to lcave the wood
without Pongo, and he was haunted by the fear that tho
shots he had heard had boen fired at his favourite.

He ran on for some distance, plunging recklessly through
bush and briar, shaking drops over himself from wot
branches, and at last ll,oJ) d to listen. His breath was
coming in short gasps, and his heart was throbbing wildly.
But thero was no sound of pursuit. Lynn, if he had pur-
lnedd him, had missed him in tho darkness of tho tangled
wood.

“I'm out of that,” murmured D'Arcy minor. *Somo

oplo are too oblirmlg by half. Now, I wonder where old

*ongo is? Pongo ongo 1"

_Hu called tho namo softly. He did not want to betray
his whercabouts to Lynn, or to the man who had firod
the shots, whother he was Barberry, the keeper, or o
poacher,

Ho gave o start as he caught the sound of a low whine
in thoe wood.

“Pongo! Pongo!” whispered Wally breathlossly.

The low whine was audible again.

It was a dog’s whino—the whine of an animal in pain.
Wally thought again of tho two gun-shots, and his heart
beat fiercely. He groped through the wood in the direction
of the sound.

“ Pongo! Good doggio! Is it you, Pongo?”

Tho dog whined. Wally groped forward, and his hand
touchoad a warm, palpitating body. ‘I'iec body was wet.
Was it the dow?

What was it so wet and warm that wmct tho fingers of

tho junior? The hot tcars started to Wally’s eyes; his
heart beat thickly. He did not need a light to show hiw
what it was. He know that it was blood

“Pongo!"” he whispered; and the tears dropped hotiy
frgm hnts cycs upon the snuggling muzzle of the dog.
* Pongo!"

Tho dog snuggled into his arms with a low whine. Ie
know his master. Wally Il:;fgod him in his arms, pres:.
ing the warm, throbbing y to his chest.

“ Pon, o—foor old Pongo! Oh, the brutes! The brutes!"

The dog had been shot. Pongo had becn shot at before
by irato ﬁenpnr!. but he had always escaped with nothing
worse than n groen. His luck had failed him this time.
Whether he was badly hurt, the boy had no means or
telling. But ho had been hit, and his ragged coat was
wot with blood.

Wally choked back his tears, IHo c':»ic:ked up the shiver.
ing mongrel in his arms, and hugged it under his jacket.
Pongo lay there contentedly enough. The boy did not

ivo a thought to the stato ho was making his clothes in.
His only ‘dca was to get away—to get Pongo away fromn
further danger—somewhere where he could examine his
wound. Holding the dog closo in his arms ho made his
way through the black thickets.

But in the run from the young keeper ho had totally
lost his bearings, He had found his dog, but e had lost
himself. ‘I'ho woods were trackless to a stranger in tho
daytime; at night there wore few who could find their
way about, once off the beaten track. )

Wally was totally strange to tho place, He had no
given this aspect of the matter a thought till ho tried 10
find his way lLomeward. Then ho realised that he was
liopelessly lost.

“ My word I” murmured Wally, in dismay. *“My word!”

He had not the faintest idea in which dircetion Bt. Jim'v
lay, or the village, or the road. Black thickets, hugo trecs,
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with » faint glimmering of tho moon on thecir foliage,
enve! him on all sides. He was lost! ]

d the do.bulou. For the first time the .oneliness,
tho deep and terrible silence, of the sclitary woods by nigas
rﬁh-d ;pou his mind. He was glad of the companionship
o e dog.

Pongo muztled and whined faintly. :

It was usoloss for Wally to remain whore he was. His
only course wad to keep on, trusting to luck to find &
boaten track, or to emerge by chance at some point of
the wood. He moved on slowly, stumbling over tangled
twigs, toaring his clothes on thormns, stumbling in massos
of allon and sodden leaves.

The thickets suddenly scemocd to recede from him, and
there was & glimpse of moonlight, He gave » gasp of
relief. Was 1t & path?

He stopped and looked about him. Ho was on the edge
of a holl'ow glade. For a moment Wally's hoart throbbed
with reliol at the thought of human boings near at hand.
But it was only for a moment.

Ho thought of a keeper who had shot P he thought
of the poachors. And he drew quickly back into the
blackost shadow.

Tho shadows of huge trees wore thick round the glade.
At one point was loflunmr of red—of a light!

Tho hight was very close to the ground. It moved slightly,

and Wally could see that it was a lantern. The light grew
stronger. The boy followed it keenly. The lantorn had
beon partly covered, but now it was exposed. ‘L'wo or throo

dim forms moved in the shadows. The moonlight fell upon
a wan of powerful framo in gaitors, with a gun in the
hollow of his arm. Two others wero kneeling in the grass,

Wally watched them curiously. The man with the gun
looked like a keepor, but the men kneeling in the grass could
nover have been mustaken for anything but hers. They
were a pair of powerful ruflians, with caps drawn down low
over their brows, and cudgels sticking from tho pockets of
thoir coats, What thoy were doing Wally could not at
first make out.

DBut he know that he was in danger. Ile kunew that he
was watching poachers at work, and that one of thoso
cudgels might &nd upon his head 1f he wore discovered
thore. Ho olasped a hand over Pongo's muzzlo to kecp hin
quiet. The dog understood. No sound came from I'ongo
save his quick, short bruthgnr.

The boy did not stir. It might bo as dangerous to retreat
as to advance, if the poachers caught a rustle in the thicket.

“How many?” asked the man with tho gun, in a low,
harsh voice,

“Thirty brace.”

“Good 1"

Tho men rose to thoir fect. Thoy ‘held a sack botween
them, and Wally knew then that they had been Glling it with
their prey—hares, or rabbits, or birds, he could not tell
what. But tho third wman puzzled him. What was a man
clad as a keeper doing watching such a procceding? Was it
a case of collusion botween keeper and hor? It fashed
into Wally's mind that that was the explanation.

There was a suddon rustlo in tho wood, and another figure
stopped into the moonhight in the glado. 'I'hcro was a sharp
exe‘l’amalion from the keeper.

;;IL lm” Yoq::r;_l" Id int Tl 1

ally recogni: is old acquaintance. The two poachers
dropped tho sack, and each grasped his cudgel, and they
drow closer together, The man in the keepor's gurb scemed
too taken aback to move. He stood staring at tho young
man blankly.

“Yeos, Mr. Bnrbcr?. I am herc!” said Lyun quictly.

“You fool! You fool!”

“Stand back!” Lyon's voice rang out sharply as the two
poachers moved towards him. Ho raiscd his right hand
I-,ndl‘:'l:'ow'od a stout blackthorn in tho moonlight. *Stan

ac!

The ruffians hesitated, and sectned to look to thoir con-
federato for guidance.

Barberry was staring helpleesly at Lynn.

“You fool I"” he muttered again. * You fool !™

*“Not fool enough for your purposcs, Mr. Barberry 1™ eaid
the young man,

1s voice ringing with scorn. “You lied
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to Hir Neville about me, but Le will soon know the truth

now. He knew that somcone was in collusion with the

E::oheu. and you made him beliove that it was I, He will
w butter to-morrow |”

“Fool 1” said Barberry again.

“1 suspected that it was {ou " resumed Lynn. “Wh
otherwise should you have i«f character away?
suspected it; and ever since I left Bir Noville's employ I
have been on the watch, I knew I should catoh you sooner
or later if you were guilty—and you are guilty. It is you
who are the fool. You could not play this game for ever.
You are discovered now.”

“Fool, [ say! You can never prove—"

“The proof lies in that sack, and in tho other which has
been taken away.”

Barberry started. "

“You know nothinr

“I have been on the watch sinco nightfall. Five of you
have been at work. 'I'wo of your onn‘odantol have gone
with a sack full of rabbits an hour ago. I know their names
and where they lhive. Before morning their houscs will be
scarched by the police, and I think proof cnough will be
discovered. And you know th;a; will turn upon you to get
favour from the magistrate. You know it without my tell-
mg you. Your game is up "

arberry gritted his teeth savagely.

* And—and you are fool enough to tell mo so.”

“1 want to give you a chance—more than you have given
me. Confess to Sir Neville, and clear my name—and go.
Othorw rison 1"

Barber wed his head, as if in intonse rcflection. It
was a trick. next moment he swung tho gun suddenly
round, and the butt end crashed upon the head of the youn,

coper. Lynn gave s low, almost strangled cry, an
dropped heavily into the grass.

CHAPTER 13,
St. Jim’s to the Rescue.
ALLY did not move. He could hardly breathe from

horror.
in the thick grass of the

The yo man la,
lade wh:;‘ he had fallen. Wally could not sce

him, but ictured him in his mind.
The blow had bocn o sovere ono, What had happened
to Lynnt?

Barberry stood silent, breathing heavily. His two com-
panions stared at the fallon man in terrifiod silenco.
“It was your work,” muttered ono; “l1 had no hand in

that.”

b gan youl? mibired Dasbi ly. “H

“Hang you!”™ mutter arborry savagely. an ur
cowardice! If he had gone, all would have been ruinw

He threw the gun into tho grass and stooped beside the
fallen man. Lynn was insensible, and the blood was ooring
from undoer his thick hair. The blow had stunned hun.
Barberry rose to his foet again. He had actod upon the
savage impulso of the moment. The foar of oxposure and
the hatred he felt for the man who menaced him had driven
him to the act. Now he was nonplu

“Qet the sack away,” he muttered at last.

“ And—and that?" muttered one of the poachers. * You-
you dare not—"'

Ho did not finish. Barborry laughed shortly.

"kI;on‘t be a fooll Do you thiuk I am likely to risk my
nm e

“But what are you going to do!?
himsol{—"

“I don't know—1 must think,"

There was a short silenco. The meon lifted up the sack
again, but they scemed reluctant to go. One of them handled
his oudgel, and looked at the inert form of the youn,
koeper. When he came to hiwself, their liberty depond,
on him, and it would be so casy to silence him now.

“No!" said Barborry, breaking the silence at last. * No,
nover that! Ho can be silenced without—without that.
Listen to me! [Put some of the barcs in lus pocket, and
lcave the snare thero. Let him be found. 1 will take caro
that one of tho under-keepers is sent in chis direction, and
he will find him. He will be arrested as a poncher beforo
he 18 able to speak. It will be takon for granted that he
was poaching, and was knockod down in a row with ono
of the gung. Do you sce?"

One of the ruflians chuckled,

*1 scel It will work, but——""

*I shall be there to give suspicion tho right turn,” eaid
DBarberry, with a savage grin, all his lost nervo soeming to
return to lum as he planned tho way out of his danger.
“‘Tuko that sack away, and shove it in Lyun's cottage.”

“ Lynn's cottago?”

When he comes (o
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“Yes,
I will see that the sack is found there by

ersons,

e will fin

" Gmd l”

"Get away, thon—quick! There's no time to waste!”

Leave obout a dozen in it; that will bo sufficient.
tho proper
Then, whon he recovers and tells his story, I fancy
it hard to make peoplo believe him."”

Wally crouched quite still, half frozen with horror and
four. The shadowy form of the keeper seomed to him like
that of some demon as he listened to his words The depth
of cunning amazed and horrified the boy. But he soon had
something nearer to think about. he two re,
carrying tho sack between them, moved from the glade,
and strode directly towards the spot whero Wally waa
crouching in the shadow of the troes.

The boy had no time to escape. Ho could hardl
moved without making a sound to give the alarm;
had no time to move. Tho ruflians wero upon him in a fow
seconds, and there was a startlod exclamation as one of
thom stumbled over the crouching boy.

Pongo gave a low, fiorco growl.

The sack dropﬁod with a dull thud in the grass. Tho
Erup of the poachcrs was upon Wally the next moment, and

& was drlgg«i_ out into the moonlight of the glade. His
hcart was boating violently; his tongue clove to the roof
of his mouth, e tried to roemain cool; he tried to koep
::!a wits ubout him; but cverything scomod to swim beforo
\is gase.

“Who-who is that?” broke in short, gasping syllables
from Barberry.

“Bome brat; ho has Lecn watching.”

Barberry Tlund his hand to his brow. He realised what
it meant to him. His deed had not only been scen, but his
plot had been overheard.
a# it was fixed on Wally.

“It is a brat from the school,” ho muttercd. * That—that
dog is & brute I shot at an hour ago. I thought 1 had killed
it. Boy—brat—oh, all is lost|”

Wally's terror was passing. Flis wits began to clear, and
he hugsed the dog tighter in his arms, not rosisting the
grasp of tho poachers. That would havo been futile.

“All h”upl" muttered Barberry brokealy.

have
ut he

Ilis look was &lmost murderous

“Unless—

unle

Ho looked fixedly at tho poachers. They did not meet his
glance. They were desperate men, they had done desperate
thinﬁl. but——"

“*No,” muttered ono—''no!"

“Ile will blab! All is lost 1"

“ Make him promiso——"

Buarberry laughed lnrnguliy.

.“A lot of use that would be. Do you think a promiso
would bind a boy's chattering tongue? If he gocs back to
the school the whole place will ring with this to-morrow.”

Ile grasped Wally fiercely by the shoulder,

“Brat! What are you doing’ here 1

“1 came to look for my dog. .

“Your dog? Oh, 1 wish I had shot you instead! Dut it
is 'not yot too late—it is not too lnte!” .

Ho picked up his gun from the grass. What terrible

thought was in his mind Wally could guess only too well,
He began to struggle.
“Help, help 1"

The boy's crly ran pnercinglly througn the wood. Ono of
the poachers clapped a rough hand savagely over his mouth.
“Quict, you whelp!”

But the ery had n hoard. There was a sound in the
;v?pd—ol fluttering twigs, of parting thickets and rustling
oliage. )

Tho poachers started and listoned. Barberry, with his
hand on the gun, stood as if suddenly tvined to stone. Who
wero they who were racing at top specd through tho dark
wood townrds the glade?

Wally strove tn shout again. He was as amaszed by tho
hurrying footsteps as his captors could bo. But the rough
hand on his mouth choked hwa cory.

‘“Better cut I” muttered a rough voice. “The game's up,
Mr. Barberry |”

The kecper did net reply; he soemed almost stunned. The
poachers looked at him impatiently, and then, suddenly
releasing Wally as the sound of footsteps camo closer, they
darted into the wood and ran.

Tho sack lay in the grass where thny had dropped it. Wally
reeled against a tree, the dog still in his arms.

“Help 1" ho gasp~d.

“8t. Jim's to the rescue "

It was tho voice ol Tom Merry. And Tom Mecrry & Co.
were bursting from the thickets into tho moonlit glade.
There was a strange sound from Barberry, It was somec-
thing botween a sigh and & groan lle deopped the gun,
and, turning, plunged heavily mnto the wood. He know that
all was lost now—that only arrcst romained—arrest and
ilppnlonment. from which only prompt flight could savo
him,

";’hlly 1" cried Arthur Augustus,
you1*

“Hero I am, Gus!” said Wally, all lus coolness returning
as ho found himself in the presenco ot the chums of 8t. Jim's.
“ Fancy meoting you |”

“Who war that bolting 1" asked Tom Morrv breathlessly.

“{\v:ouplo of poachers and Mr. Barberry.”

“ ‘tru

“Wally, whero aro

';F‘notl Ile was in league with them. Look at thab
sack.”

“My only hat!”

“Bui Jovel Poewwaps you will admit now, Blake, that |
was wight 1"

1 nover said yon weren't, Cinssy."

“I am vewy glad I decided tn look into the mattah, It
Las had most fortunnto wesults.”

“Why, what have you done!’ demanded Monty Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah, it is ~vathah bad form to carp in tha}
cwitical way 1" .

“It was g‘ou yelled for help, I suppose, you young rascal?”
said Tom Merry. 2

“Yes; they {H\tl collared me, you soo, and that beast
Barberry was picking up his gun. Dlcssed if T know whether
he was going to pot mo or not, but ho looked liko it. Much
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obliged to you chaps for coming up like this. But, I say,
Jook at that poor chap: he's in s przuy bad state, I think."”

“Who—what? Why, it's young Lynn|”

“Yes; and it war Barberry clumped him on the head
with the butt of his gun.”

Tom Merry knelt guido the young man. The moonlight
gleamed upon his pallid face as Tom raised his head. o
junior shuddered. For s moment he feared that Lynn
was dead. ‘But he was breathing. though faintly. The
blood, oozing from under his hair, was staining one side of
his white face. A huge bruise was forming where the blow
had fallen. The juniors gathered round anxiously. Most of
them knew and liked him. .

“Is he badly hurt?” asked Blake, ia a low voice.

“I can't quite tell. He's stunned, and doesn't show any
sign of coming to. We must got him somewhere where he
can be scen by a doctor.”

“The village is a joll Ian" way ofl.” .

“There’s 8ir Neviﬁe ﬁoylo » place—that’s not half a mile
from here,” said Tom Merry quietly.

Blake gave a.start.

“8ir Neville has sacked him, you know.”

“He couldn’t refuse to take in a wounded man. Besidos,
it's pretty elear now how the facts of the case stand.”

"folly clear |” said Wally “I heard tne rotters talking,
and I ocan tell the whole story. Barberry won’t dare to
show up again, you can bet on that.”

“Well, we'll get him to 8ir Neville’s place,’’ said Blake,
:hWa }?.'P oarry him between us. He's no light weight,

ough.

Llynn was indeed a good wni’ltn.. But there were seven
juniors, none of them weak. hey raised Lynn in their
arms tenderly enough. He was still quite insensible,

“Good 1" said W-f]y. “ And the doctor can attend to my
dog ‘at the same timo. That beast Barborrv shot him, but
1 tili'nk he isn't badly hurt. He seems lively enough. Do
you notice how he keeps on trying to get at you, Gus?”

“You—you Joung wascal!| Keep the bwuto away fwom
my twousahs |

“Certainly! March on, kids!"' said D'Arcy minor, with
the manner of a master 'of the ceromonies.

And they marched.

CHAPTER 14.
All's Well |

IGHTS8 were gleaming frou the drawing-room
windows of Bir Neville Boyle's house.

The baronet had company that evening, and the

]uniorhlu they tramped wearily enough uﬁ the long

drive, heard the sounds of musio coming from the lighted

rooms. The french windows u the terrace wero open,

and the portly form of Bir Neville Boyle, in evening dress,

could be seen there,

The baronet uttered a sudden exclamation. He had
oaught sight of the curious procession on the wide drive. He
camoe quickly forward to the steps of the tercace, and pecred
down into the darkness.

“What is thatt*”

“Pway oxouse us fwom this uncewemonious visit at such
an extwemely unusual hour,” came a polite voice from the
gloom; “but there was weally no alternative—"

“Dry up, Gn-dy "

“]1 wefuse to v[? up. 1 ani explainin’ the mattah to Bir
Neville Boyle. ndah tho circs, sir, I think you will
exouse this extwemely uncewemonious call, as we have an
injushed man here who 18 gweatly in need of medical
attention.”

“ What on earth does it all mean?” exclaimed 8ir Neville,
in amazement.

Tho voices had beon heard, and a number of Sir Nevillo's
guests had come out at the frenoh windows. A crowd of
men and women in evening dress looked down on the juniors
in great amazement. The boys from 8t. Jim's carried their
burden up on the terrace, and there was a genoral exclama-
tion of horror at the sight of the white face with its terrible
stains of red.

“In Hu'!on'l name,” cried Sir Neville Boyle, “what has

hspgoaod! )
'way allow me to oxplain,” said D'Aroy.
“This is Lynn, sir,” said Tom Merry gquietly. *“He was
down and stunned by your head-keeper Barberry,
in the wood.”
“Bless me! Ho was poaching, I presume?”
"No."Barberry was poaching, and Lynn discovered

“What! You are dmminf L .
“There are plenty of proofs, including an eye witncss

to the whole matter,” said Tom Merry. ‘' But at presont
Tre Gem Lismarv.—No, 1,287,
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this chap needs care. He has had a fearful crack. Will you
send for & dootor?”

“Of course. Whatever the truth is, he shall not want
for proper attention,”'said the baronet.

And in less than a minute a messenger was speeding by
car for a dootor. The injured man, who was still uncon-
scious, was carried into the house.

. Tho merry party in 8ir Neville's drawing-room had had
its gaioty damped.
“I‘il: fhi!' matter will need explaining,” said Sir Neville.

“It's all right!” broke out D'Arey minor.

i e e

st was 8 ng of Pon t's all right.”

“What does tg:.bo: mun?”o' “

“He means his beastlay dog is all wight, sir,” said
Arthur Augustus.

“That's 1t; he’s all right |” said Wally gleefully. “He's
only been grazed. There's a lump of skin gone, and ho's
lost a lot of blood, but he's all right. I can wrap him up
in my jacket and carry him home. I say, we'd better be
off. The sooner I r old Pongo comfortably to bed
the better it will be for him.”

“Pway winf off, Wally! 8ir Neville is speakin’ 1"

“Borry, sir! I'm so Jolly glad that Pongo is all right,
you know.”

“You boys had better come into the hbnr‘l and explain
this matter,” said 8ir Neville. And, excusing himsolf to his
guests, he iod the way.

_The juniors were subjected to a keen examination in tho
library, and the baronet learned the whole story.

“Poor Lynn!” he said. “He has boen greatly wronged,
but I could not but believe the testimony of my head-
keeper. If Barberry is to be found he shall be arrested. I
had not the slightest lulgioion that he was such a rascal.
I will send ¥m.1 boys back to the school in the car with a
note to Dr. Holmes, which may save you from the punish-
ment. you deserve—for you deserve it, you know, though
the mattor has turned out so fortunately.”

“We_should like to hoar what the doctor says about
young Lynn first, sir,” said Tom Merry.

““Yaas, wathah! I wish to be able to inform Mawy, the
housemaid, that I have looked into the matter, and that it
is all wight.”

“] can hear the doctor now, I think,” said Bir Noville,
“I will rejoin {ou.“

Bir Neville left the juniors in the library.

. As soon as he had gono D'Aroy sottlod himself comfortably
in armchair, and g ro a

an mch d und at the other juniors
through his monoole.

“You know, deah boys,” he said, “I can't help thinkin*
what a vewy thing it was that I decided to look into
this mattah of young Lynn. Perwaps if I had not done so,
that wascally head-keeper Barberwy would nevah have been
found out, and then that vewy mewitowious couple, Maw
the housemaid at 8t. Jim's and young Lynn, would neva
have been able to get mawwied.”

Tom Merry swiled as he looked at D’Arcy, but Lowther

&no

“I'd like to know what you had to do with it, you silly
ass. Why, it was really through your young brother Wally
that the matter was cleared up I” said Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah, 1 cannot agwee with you. It was
entiahly my suggestion, and 1 gwomued Mawy that I would
look into the mattah. Furthahmore I cannot allow you to
oddwess me in such wude terms. Unless you immediately
apologise and withdwaw your wemarks, I shall have to give
you a feshful thwashin',

““Really, Gussy,” said Tom Merry, “I am surprised at
you. Fanoy nttemptin]g to start o fight in somcono else’s
drlwing-room; especially when your host has left you for a
fow moments.”
hAr:hur Augustus flushed uncomfortably and sat down

astily.

“I am sowwy, deah boys,” he said. “I am afwaid that in
tho heat of the moment 1 forgot myself. I hope I should
nevah be guilty of a bweach of etiquette.”

Before anyone else could say anything, the door opcned
and Sir Neville Boyle came back into the room.

Tom Merry looked at him with eager inquiry.

“How is Lynn, sir?”

“He has had a nasty knook, but the doctor says he will
bo quito himself again in a week, I am glad to say. Aund
now the car is rgad.y for you.”

“Thank you, sirl”

“*One word, pway,” said D'Arcy. “ You may not bo awah,
Sir Neville, that Lynn was ungngad to Mawy, the house-
maid in the School House at 8t. Jim's, a most wespectable
and mowitowious young person.” . . .

“No, I cannot say I was aware of it,” said Bir Neville,
with a emile.

“I¢ is wathah an important mattor to her, sir. You sce,
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Wally D'Arcy was transfixed with horror as he saw the head game-kesper suddenly swing his gun round and orash the

butt-end upon the head of the young keeper.

they were goin' to be mawwied at Chwistmas, and when
you &ll\go young Lynn the ordah of the boot, it quite mucked
u eir mawwiage prospects. I was quite touched by

awy’s_sowwowfu looks, you know, and I've pwomised
her to look into the mattah and set it wight, and I am
glad that my efforts have turned out so successfully. But
may I assuah Mawy that it is all wight, sir—that you aro
goin' to take young Lynn on again, and they can be
mawwied at Chwistmas all the same?’

Bir Novillo laughed.

“Certainly, my lad! And you may tell Mary, also, that
I am going to make William Lynn my head-kceper, as a
compensation for tho wrong I unintentionally did him.”

“ Bai Jove! that is good noews! Thank you vewy much,
Bir Neville |” .

‘Ihe baronot showed the boys to the waiting car, and
shook hands with all of them ero they departed. Wally was
still nursing his injured pet.

“T think I managed that affair pwetty well,” D'Aroy
remarked, os the car rolled schoolward. And as the others
were too slocpy to argue tho point D’Arcy remained
unconfuted.

They arrived at Bt. Jim's at last. Tl{ les was so amazed
at the sight of the juniors in Bir Newille Boyle's car that
ho forgot to grumblo at the troublo of opening the gate.

Tom Merry rang up the School House, and Mary, the
housemaid, camo to the door to open it. ‘I'he girl was
looking very quiet, but thero were traces of red about her
eyes.

Mr. Railton came out of Lis study with a very severe
expression on his faco. ‘l'om Merry took off his cap and
prosonted Bir Novillo's lotter, Moeanwhile, Arthur Augustus
was explaining matters to Mary, and Wl.il,v was taking his
pet away to be housed for tho night.

“It's all wight, Mawy,” said D’Arcy. " You wemembah
I. pwom you to look into the mattah. I have becn
fortunato enough to pwove young Lynn’s innoconce. Bar-
bowwy has made twacks—bunked, you know—and 8ir
Neville is Foirui to make Lynn his head-kecpah.”

The girl looked astounded.

Lynn gave a low, strangled ory and drop

heavily to the ground.

“Oh, Mastor D'Arcy, it is cruel to joke about such a
thing I” she murmured.

. " Weally, Mawy, can you possibly considah me capable of
jokin’ on such a mattah?”

“ But—but—""

“It's all true, Mary,” said Blake—"true as a die! We'll
tell you all about it to-morrow; but every word Gussy
says 18 the solid truth, cxcept that he didn't—"

‘Ahem ! said Mr, Railton, having read the lotter.
“Under the circumstances you will be pardoned, my boys.
Co to bed at once |”

“Yeos, sir.”

“Mary, I am glad to tell yon that William Lynn is quite
cleared of the charge against him, and that Bir Nevillo has
tecken him into his favour again,” said Mr. Railton kindly.
*There, don’t ery, my dear; it will be all right now.”

Mary was crying, but it was from happiness now. She
went away with E‘cr apron to her eyes. D'Arcy minor
came in with Herrics. 'I'he new junior presented a shock-
ing sight. He waa covercd with mud and blood and canine
hairs, and Mr. Railton gave him a very expressive glance.

“You had better tako your brother to a bath-room before
ho goes to bed, D'Arey,” lo said.

And D'Arcy did. P

Glad cnough were the juniors to got to bed again. And
glad, too, to escape tho licking they had fully expected—
and 'which 8kimpolo had not escaped. _The next day St.
Jim's was buzzing with the story, and Figgins & Co. came
over from tho New House to hear all the details, and to

rowfl at Tom Merry and Blako for leaving them out of
tho fun. ’

Arthur Augustus told tho story right and left, and worked
it out to his own satisfaction that he had looked into the
matter and sct it right. And ho was extremely indignant
when he found that most of tho fellows wero moro inclined
to attribute the happy result to D'Arey minor.

THE FND.
(Look out for next weoek's nd football and adventyre
yarn, ** THE Hlnﬂ-lgg ‘S SECRET ! ")
I'ne Gem Lisrary.—No, 1,287,
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By J. E. GURDON.

ITH the com out of action thero was not the
remotost chance of holding s course, Like
foathers blown about in the vddies of a draughty
vault, the two machines wore at the mercy of a

blind chanoce.

A bang on the shoulder made him turn round. Strang
was 'lundin% up in the back seat, gesticulating, and
polnt.mp to the starboard wing-tip.

oz looked, and for a moment thought that the machine
was on fire.

From the trailing edge of top and bottom planes thero
streamed pennants of groen flame. The bracing-wircs alto
glowed ss though whito-hot, and whoere thoy crossed ono
l?other the junctions were hiddon by dazling incandoscent

* The machine had become part and parcel of the storm,
and waa itsclf electrified like a thundercloud.

“Not much wonder the compass won't work | muttered
Rex, watching the dread di-plli with fascinated eyes. “ We
s‘!;allf(sﬁ o'i'!' pop in » second | Oh crikey | What’s happencd

{ ]

Two ﬂungltod foet higher and some five bundred yards
away the single-seator was plunging like a comet through
the storm, completely wrapped from propeller to tail in a
ngphng mantle of light.

t was o torrifying, awe-inspiring sight, but one glance
told Rex that his companion was not actually in flames.
The mantle of li‘rht was only an electrical discharge like
that which trailed from his own wings.

“He'll be all right if he kogpl his head,” he muttered.
“Qh, the sap! The chump—

Bmwhlm with helpless rage he watched » figure stand
n the midst of tho blaze ‘n.over a sccond on the edge of
the_cockpit, and then fall headlong.

Unnerved by his uncanny plight Kelly had decided to

jump.

"&mnt five!™ yolled Rex, though well aware that he

mwhi as well be shouting advice across Niagara Falls.
Count five I”

Almost before the words were uttered he realised that
Eolly had failed to count the five vital seconds that would
enable him and his parachute to fall clear of the machine.
Instead of waiting—a cold, hard feat to schieve—he had
rulled tho ring of the rip-cord at the very moment of
enving his cockpit.
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Horror stricken, Rex saw the tiny pilot "chute flash from
tho falling pack. With a crackling futter, the big silken
shell balloonod opon, lurched ms it was caught by the
single-seater's slipstream, then wrapped itsell tightly round
rudder, fin, and tail-planes.

Caught and helpless below the empty plane, Kelly hung,
spinning and swinging at the end o gi.l harness.

Reasoning did not enter into what Rox then accom-
l:lishad. ot a fraction of a second did he pause to think,

ut acted in a flash, eyes, hands, and feot all workin
in porfoct harmony as he judged specds and angles, an
manipulated stick and rudder.

It was as a bird flies that he flew, net morely controllin
the movements of the machine, but making them correspon
to cvery wish as though they were his own.

Beneath the plunging scout he swooped, rolled, dived,
and zoomed up so that, for one infinitesimal spark of time,
his centre-scction was dead underncath the dangling fgure.

Had Kelly missed that fleeting moment both rescuer and
rescued must have dived to their doom, the two machinos
locked together. But his moment of panic had passed, and
ho was again master of every nerve.

A twist, and & pressure of the quick-release disc of his
harness, and he was free.

Rex folt the crash as a hoavy body fell sprawling down
across himself and Strang.

Tull loft stick, full right rudder. With shuddering wires
his machino heeled over on a vertical wing 1o sideslip awuy
before tho pilotless plane could foul her.

Too late by an inehl

A trailing rope from the parachute above trailed across
and into the wopoller. Bcreeching, tho blades burst
asundor, while the engine roared like a maddened beast
of prey—then silence as Rex's fingers found and Qicked
the switch.

Although still calm and competent, Rex felt the ioy clutoh
of approhiension as his machine sank down through the
blinding rain and turbulent gusts. As a rulo, ho rather
enjoyed a forced landing, but not with an overloaded
machine, in the midst of a tornado, and without even
knowing whether land or water awaited him below !

This last point was sottled when the altimeter noedle
:’IME cropt back across its dial 1o mark s mere five hundred
eot.

It wae open watcr, rolling, and menncing,

“This is where we pull up stumps at last1” Rex told



THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY 27

himsclf, with grim rvesignation, “The old bus woun't float
for more than ton minutes in that swell '

But though without hope, o was determined that his
last landing should bo a good one.

Gently he fullm_l back tho stick, skilfully corrceting
bumps with the ailerons, stretching out tho glide flatter
and flatter, until the machine flopped liko @ pancauke on
to_tho rollers.

In cvery detail his alighting was corroct and porfectly
carried out, but within the first sccond he know that
tho end was very near, for tho swell was cven moro
tremendous than he had cxpected.

Like a twig in a rapid, tho plano soared and dipped,
now climbing o towering ridge of water, now lurching
dizzily into the following trough,

Soon tho lower wings were submerged, and foam began
to hiss and sluice about the cockpit. Another two minutes,
ur possibly three, and tho weight of the vngine would over-
come all buoyancy—then a plunge, a gurglo, and the
darkness of the abyss,

Rex pushed up his useless goggles, and looked back with
a grin and a shrug at Keclly and Strang, who were wedged
misorably together in the after cockpit.

t was then that the machine quivered,

“What was that?" shouted Strang.

Tho boy did not reply. With unbelieving eyces ho was
staring along the cowling.

Although nothing coul be scon but a surrounding wasto
of heaving water, the cowling was rising slowly and steadily,
us thought thrust upwards from beneath by somo titdnic,
invisible force. i

A sucking splash told that the submerged lowoer planes had
brokon surface,

Kelly yelled—a hoarse, inarticulato yell.

Looking back, Rex saw QA47s hugo steol conning-tower
rising through the waves. Perched on her deck, like o
drowned fly scooped up by a toy boat, the wrecked two-
scater was lifted into nfots.

hatch opened. Three drenched figures thankfully slid
down into the hospitablo hull, ien, as_silently and
mojestically as she had appearcd, tho submarino sauk back
into tho depths,

“ Your brother got in touch with ns by wireless as soon
as ho left the ground,” explained Commander 8herwell, in
reply to Rex's ron:thfen questions. “ He reported that you
and Kelly were bemgelorced down, and by great good luck
wo sighted you just before you hit the water. So wo dived
and bobbe underneath the machine, that being tho
nickest way of taking you on board. Now cut ulqnq‘ young
man, swallow some hot coffee, and get into dry kit.

“What about Jim?” demanded Rex, who at tho moment
was not a bit interested in physical comforts,

 Ho’s bringing his machine down a couple of miles farther
out. We're too closo Lo o lee shora for safoty, but with
anothor two milos margin wo shall bo able to collect him
and his crew without much difficulty. Off you go now for
that coffce.”

“ But, sir—""

Tho commandor's cyes were twinkling as he interrupted,
but his voice allowed for no further argument.

*“ At once " he said. “I didn't pull you down out of the
water for the fun of subsequently pulling yon through
pneumonis,”

Reluctantly, though knowing well enongh that the order
was wise, Rex obeyed.

When he rcturned to the ward-room, dry and warmed,
he found that tho rescuc of the freighter had nlrondi been
carried out. Jim was there, drlemg and weary, but as
resoluto as over; Bweetly also, frightencd and very shecpish,
and Pirelli, huge, stubborn, and sullenly silent.

The brothers exchanged a fricndly nod, for Commander
Sherwell was speaking.

“This cylinder,” he said, “appears to bo the l“"f to the
cnemy’s power ijlnnt. Fortunately, wo know exuctly where
it 13, for Bweetly reports that the submarine was uctually
resting on_the cylinder when he and this man Pirelli
blundered into us. I rather fancy, thercfore, a decop scu
mine will scttle the World Wrockers onco and for all.”

‘That the commander had hit upon the truth Direlli then
proved beyond all shadow of doubt by the raving curses
that poured torrentially from his livid lipa.

“8o the eond is in sight,” murmured Jimm when the
screaming, struggling maniano had been removed,

The commandor nodded gravely.

“Just in time,” ho agreed. *“ Another week of rain and
thaw, and—" Ho bnﬁm off expressively, “From hero to
the outer fringo of the Barricr,” he continucd, “the ico is
hrnnkmE up. ‘I'here’s no doubt that Toreor and this hulking
Italian bruto had conceived a winning plan—that of flooding
the southern hemisphero into submission. Qur hope must
bo that the destruction of the c¥linder will restoro tho frost.”

To Rex tho two hours that followed were tho most tenso
in all their long fight aguinst tho forces of tho World
Wrockors.

Silont with excitement, ho watched the officers and men
of tho submarine as, with unerring accuracy, they navigated
to the precise spot and laid a deadly cargo of high explosives
round about the site of the eylinder. Hulf a mile away then
they cruised before making tho electrical contact that would
unleash all the dovilish power in the mines.

Commandor Bherwell's lantern jaws were set as ho pressed
tho switch koy. L

Not a man moved as they waited. Only the ticking of
o chronometer broko the stillness,

From a great distanco then thero eame a thud and a
mufled boom. The submarine shuddered. Silence!

Again a shudder and a pause.

When the shock came it scized upon the great craft as
though she wore an empty tin, hurling, rolling, turning, and
lifting. Men were thrown like skittles against bulkheads,
Every lamp was shattered. Strained plates shricked, and
broken bearings groanod, .

Liko a doad whale then Q47 roso to the surface, stripped
of her scrows, bent and battered, but still gallantly buoyant.

On her buckled dock an awostricken group assembled.

Gono were the clouds and rain, gonn also the mountain
which once had brooded over tho World Wreckers und al
their scientific wonders, In its stead lay a far-Aung,
crumpled mass of ice, snow, and rock. ‘

“It is cold again,” said Jim soberly. “Wo have won !”

Commander Bherwoll smiled as ho looked up at the
Antarctic sky, whero onco more the familiar clouds of ice
were forming. .

“ Many scores of miles away, on the fringe of the Barricr,
our old friend Bruco is waiting for us,” ho said. “When the
sca has frozen again wo shall make our way to him on
foot, and thd brigantino will tuke us home, "It in a long
tramp, and o hard one; but it will scem like nothing, for
our job is done.”

THE END.
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THE LOST LEGION!

AMAZING DISCOVERY BY SCHOOLBOY
EXPLORERS.

LEGIONS FOUND IN CENTRAL
ASIA!

INHABITANTS OF ‘ ROME THE SECOND "
WHO SPEAK LATIN!

STRANGE ADVENTURES BEFALL JIM
NELSON AND PHIL HARRIS IN THEIR
ROUND - THE - WORLD FLIGHT WITH
THEIR GUARDIAN, COLONEL K.

NEXT WEEK, THE “QEM"” WILL OCONTAIN THE
OPENING CHAPTERS OF THIS GRIPPING NEW YARN
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Below, appear two extracts from

TOM MERRY'S WEEKLY.

TCSAPTRSY Se ST T T et T )

Someone suggested to Tom Merry

that boxing should be banned. Se

he sent the star reporter of the

* Weekly " to interview two well-

known members of St. .Jim's, and
here is what they said—

JACK BLAKE:

Ban boxing, indeed !
mako such an asinine su, tion ¥  Only
n hopeless killjoy would ever dream of
banning Loxing, which is one of the most
mnnly of our sports and pastimes. To my
mind boxing is 88 nceessary os swimming.

Who dares to

A follow never knows when lie is going to
find himself in a tight corncr. Bupposing
he is waylaid on a lonely country road
alter dusk ? A knowledge of self-defenco
would prove jolly uscful in such a crisis.
I'm willing to wager that no killjoy ever
gucceeds in bhanning Loxing at 8t. Jim’s !

—_—

HERBERT SKIMPOLE:

Boxing should certainly Lo hanned !
It is a brutal, blood-shedding busincss !
Personally, I like to spend my days in
peace and quiotness, and it grieves me to
see my schoolfellows indulging in fisticuffs,
I have known the most dreadful things
happen in the boxing ring. ., One boy had
his nasal organ permanently flattened t
Another loat the sight of his eye for a whale
week ! It is high timo that this barbarous
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business of boxing was banned by the
authorities.

MY DREAM,

I dreamt last night that I was mado
The king of an island fair,
And every conecivable kind of fool
Was laid before me there.
Enormous steak and kidney pics,
-Jam tarts and sausage rolls,
And thousands of bunches of luscions [ruits
Suspended from bamboo poles,
Gigantic hams and eream oclairs,
And oceans of ginger pop—
(And it went on like that for a hundred
lings,
But I think it's time to stop !—Ed.)
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