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A YARN OF YULETIDE

0y "

FUN AND ADVENTURE, FEATURING=-

According to legend, the ghost of the blind monk walks at St. Jim’s at Christmas-
time! ... Tap, tap, tap &lt is the tapping of the blind monk’s stick! But when

they hear it, Tom Merry

Co. are not so sure that it is a ghostly tapping, and

they set out to lay the ghost!

CHAPTER 1.
Taggles Sees a Ghost !

“" HRISTMAS weather, and no mistake!” exclaimed

‘ Tom Merry.

The mist was thick in the ?udrm[lo at St

Jim's. Tom Merry stood at the door of the School

House, dund he sniffed expressively as he looked out into
quad.

In the dim grey mist he could hardly make out the outline
of the old stone steps of the School House. The old elm
which stood near the door was completely swallowed up in
the imst, though Tom Merry could hear its leafless branches
ll'%ng in the wind.

"Whew! It's thick!”

Tom Merry sniffed and looked doubtfully into the mist.
He had his het and scarf on, and had come down from his
study to go over to the New House. But the thick vapour in
the quadrangle was not inviting.

Lowther joined him, and the two stood together for a

moment.

“Oh, let's get on!” said Tom Merry. “This stuff is get-
ting into my chest. Blessed if I feel inclined to go and see
Figgins after the trouble he's given us! Better go, though.”

nd the chums of the Shell groped forward in the mist.
Exactly where they were they could not tell. The lights of
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,296

the School House had diupsnred behind them, and the
lights of the New House had not come into sight.
were surrounded by a thick and almost impanetu%l

“My only hat!" ejaculated Tom Merry at last.
I'd thought of bringing a torch. The worst of it is that
{;ﬁu can't tell one path from another in this beastly mist.

allo' there’s something ! Is that the New House?"

“It's an elm, fathead!”

“By Jove, so it is] Where's the New House?"

“Blessed if I know! Sunk into the earth, I suppose.”

“Hallo, there's a light!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Good—right on, then!"”

Tom Merry had caught a dim glimmer in the mist. The
chums of the Shell marched on, keeping it carefully in
sight, and it grew stronger as they advanced. Tom Merry
uttered a sudden exclamation.

“Rats! It's only Taggles!”

Taggles it was. The school porter was coming from .the
direction of the woodshed towards the lodge, and he was
carrying a bis hurricane lamp to light his way. Taggles'
gaze was fixed straight ahead, and he had no idea of the
proximity of the chums of the Shell.

Tom Merry squeezed Lowther’s arm,

“Quiet, Monty—look at Taggy’s nose!"

“What's the matter with it?"” asked Lowther, staring
at the features of the school porter, which were quito
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plainly visible in the light of the lantern, though the mist
ewallowed up the juniors from the sight of the porter.

' Look at the colour scheme of it!”

“Ha, ha, hal It's red—a study in scarlet|”

“Exactly! Taggy has been paying an e\'cmnf call to
the bottle lately. See how he's carrying that lantern—

zigzag!”

"H‘orrid beast "

"Now, Monty, you know what Shakespeare says—"

“Eh? What has Bhakespeare to do with a giddy school
porter ?"

“ Philistine |” said Tom Mecrry severely, “Shut up and
listen to your uncle! Shakespeare says: ''Tis now the very
witching time of night, when churchyards yawn—""

*1 shall yawn, too, it you don't shut up1”

“‘When ohurch'ylrdl yawn—"""

“‘Oh, como onl'

“* When churchyards yawn, and— ' and something about
ghosts, Now, there's a ghost at St. Jim's, as you know—if
there's any truth in the old legend of the school, as we are
bound to ybolievo, as loyal Baints. Why shouldn’t Tagglos
see n ghost, and be oured of his foolish ways?”

“0Oh, I sce!” murmured Lowther. “Good wheeze!”

*“Come on, then!” .

Tagglos had gone on his way, but the light was still in
sight. The chums of the Shell hurried after him, their
light footsteps mnking no sound on the powdery carpot of
snow. Tom Merry hastily whispered to Lowther, who
chuckled assent, ‘T'hey separated as they came near tho
school porter. ‘Laggles was murmuring aloud to himself, and
lom Merry caught some of the words.

“Which I ain't goin’ to stand it,"” murmured Tlf'lﬁl.
*'When it comes to goin’ down to thegpost office in the fog, I
snys it's young Binks' dooty, not mine. That’s what I says,
Why can't they send young Binks? What's he for, I'd like
to know? Don't I 'ave enough trouble already? Don’t I
‘ave to get a drink in the woodshed now, 'cause Maria won't
stand it in the 'ouse? Ain't that enough to turn a man’s
'air grey? Why can’t they send young Binks? ‘T'hat’s wot

[
Tuggles broke off suddenly.
From the miut'i: gloom to the lelt came a deep, hair-
raising groan. The school porter atogped abruptly, and
held the lantern higher, glaring into the mist by its light.
Ho had turned paler—excepting his nose.

“Wh-wh-wot was that?” he mutlered. My 'evings, wot
was that!"

CGroanl

*Oh, ’evings above 1” ]

A deeper groan than before, from a different direction.

Taggles’ hair stood on end. He blinked round him like
s fng itenod rabbit.

“"w Vln‘l"'

Then a decp voice came [rom the mist,
were knocking togetlier,

“Wrotched man! Repent!”

#]—l—— Oh! Owl Who are yer?”
"] says, who are yert" -

“Ahat! I am the ghost of 8t. Jim's! ‘Lremble!”

The word * Tremble!"” came in a blood-curdling hiss.

Crash! went the lantern to the ground, and Taggles
boltod. Tho light went out, and the tearing footsteps of
the porter died away in the mist. Thero was the distant
slam of a door.

*“Ha, ha, ha|"” roared Tom Merry,

“Hn, ha, ha!" roared Monty Lowther.

And the chums of the Shell hugged each other in an
ecstasy of merriment. Tnggles, inside his lodge, was lock-
ing and chaining the door, hecdless of the amazed questions

Tuggles' knces

gasped Taggles.

of Damo Taggles.
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “I am the ghost of
8t. Jim's! Ha, ha, bal”

“Tremble I gasped Monty Lowiher. “Oh, my riba|™
“Ha, hs, N ¥ e

s/

) By
5% martin Clifford,

CHAPTER 2.
A Mystery.
ANNERS was waiting for the chums of the Shell
M at the door of the School House. He looked
relieved when he saw them. . i
“You've got back, then?” was his grecting.
“Blessed if I hadn't begun to think that you were lost
in the fog. I had a lot of trouble getting back myself. It's
getting thicker!”
*“Yes, by Jove!”
“ Anything up?” asked Manners, looking at them. “You
t::k a8 if something has happened. A row with Figgins &
Jo.?

Tom Merry shook his head.

“No; but something has happened.” And he explained
the jape they had played on 'l mlu.

They went upstairs, leaving Manners still cackling. The
ghont story seemed to amuse him very much. Tom Merry

nocked at the door of Btudy No. 6, and there was a sound
within. He opencd the door and went in with Lowther,
The study was quite dark.

“Hallo!” oxclaimed Tom Merry. *What the deuce are
you feollows sitting hero in the dark fort”

There was no reply. A faint sound came indistinctly
through the darkness, and that was all. Dead silence
followed, ?

“Look out!” muttered Lowther.
I suppose |”

The two Shell fellows drew closer together and
thoir fists. Detween the chums of the 8hell and the
Formers of SBtudy No. 6 combat was frequent.

“Look here,” exclaimed Tom Merry, pcering into the
darkness round him, ‘*we know gliou'ra there, because we
heard you move. Show a light. It's pax, you asses! We've
come about the Christmas Number of the ‘ Weokly.' "

There was no reply.

“You duffers!” roared Tom Merry, growing exasperated.
“If you want a row, come on, and we'll give you a jolly
licking to start with!"”

But there was still dead silence in S8tudy No. 6—not even
a sound of breathing coming to the ears of tho listening
chuma of the 8hell.

“Bwitch on the light{” muttered Tom Merry.

Lowther hesitatod o moment. He guessod that the chums
of 8tudy No. 6 were waiting for the visltors to switch on
the light in order to rush them out of the study, or per-
haps to drench them with ink, or some little pleasantry
of that sort. With his eyes on tho alert for an attack he
switched on the light. = To the chums' amazoment tho
study was empty, excepting for themselves.

“They're—they're not here!” gasped Lowther, in blank
amazement.

Tom Merry's face was a study. He looked behind the
screen and under the table, but there was no sign to bo
secn of Blake, Digby, Herries, or D’Arcy—the chums of
Study No. 6.

Lowthor gave his leader a startled look.

“Where are they, Tom?*”

“Iey can't have been in here.”

“But somcbody was in here. We heard 'em
before wo came 1n, and then—"

“It might havo becn a rat.”

Lowther shook his head,

“It was more noize than a rat could make.”

“1 don’t know. This is the oldest part of the
School House, and this oak panelling has been up
here for hundreds of years,” said Tom Merry.
“'I'nis place is vory likely full of rats, Though,
as o matter of fact, I'd almost swear that I heard
a footstep,”

“It's queer. 1 say,
Tom—" Lowther

paused.
“Well, Mouty?"

“This mecans a japo,

ut up
fourth--
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*I—=I=I lurpou it's not the—iho——=

'Fom Merry nulghed rather constrainedly.

“'I'he ghost | suppose not.”

Tom Merry realised that Lowther was thinking of the
host that was said to haunt St. Jim's at Christmas-timo.
Tho ghost was supposed to be that of a blind monk, who

went about tapping with his stick.

“I=I suppose not; but it's queer. I don’t like it.”

“The place scems to be !etting full of m‘yltories," said
Tom Merry. “Lot's go and look for ‘Blake,’

They loft the study, leaving tho light on. Jack Blake
and his chums were soon run to earth. Blake and Herries
were talking football in the Common:room and Digby ‘and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy wero playin ess near them,
Arthur Augustus was looking. at Blake with an injured
cxpression as the chums of the Bhell came in,

" Weally, Blake, I wish you-would go farthah off to talk

all that Wot,” said the swell of the School House, * You
are puttin’ me off my stwoke—I mean my game,”

“Your move,” said Digby.
”“Yslnlat:; but Blake is intewwuptin' the thwcad of my
ou, R

“Oh, go and cat coke !” said Jack Blake. “Can't you

take your chess somewhere else? Ag I was saying, Hoerries,
when we were ﬁllying Greyfriars—"

* Weally, Blake——

" ‘That ciup Wharton was very good indced,
ulmost up to my own form—"

" Blake, deah bo -

y—

He was

*And a long way ahead of Tom Merry or Figgins.”
"Your move, Guasy,” said Dighy. *If you're not going
to move, I'll have a nap, and you can wako me up
presently,”

“I am goin' to move, Dig. But these wotten boundahs
are §nuwwu?ﬁn' the thwead of my thoughts, you know, by
talkin’ footah in my yah. I woal y cannot concentwate on
tho game while these ‘uttah asses aro chattewin’ their sillay
football close to me. Howevah, I will make an effort.
Yaas, wathah! I will shove my wook along.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy moved his rook, Digby grinnod
gleefully, and as soon as the swell of Bt. Jim's had let tho
pmoﬁ gt:,lhe jsmmed down his knight.

L . »

I weally do not seo that, Dig, deah boy.” i

“You did it yourself by moving your rook,” grinned
Digby. “If you had left it on that file, I couldn't have
put my knight there. You'd have had it.”
" “]1::: Jove, I think you're wight! I will move my wook
ack,

" No, you won't,” said Digby.

" Yaas, I will, Dig, with your
away, and I'll move my wook
can}{o on again.”

a“” lu 'lO

' Woally, Dig—*

“Wea’']l have another gamo, if you like,”

“I would wathah continue this game,”

“But this gamo's finished.”

“Not at alF, deah boy. If I weplace your knight, and I
niove my wook back, 1" am convinced that I shall win this
game if wo continue.”

"Yos, 1 dare say you will, if you take back every faulty
move,” grunted Digby, “That's tho worst o you be-
ginners; you want moves back, and. when you've badgoered
your victim into losing, you think you’ve won the game.”

“I am convinced that shall win this gamo if we keep
on long enough. Dig.. Besides, I weaHvy made that faulty
move by bein’ bothahed by Bloke and Hewwigs, Haw am
I to mate you when those silly duffahs are chattewin’ foot-
ball bosh in my yah all tho beastlay time 7"

,"%;llo! Has Gussy lost?” asked Dlake, glancing over
the board, “I expected as much. Ilow a chap like Gussy
hopou to be able to play clicss is a puzzle to moe.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Hallo1” said Herrics.
go and feed my bulldog.”

“Don’t get lost in the mist, kid.” ,

“ Woally, T wish Howwies had ﬁono to feed his Leastlay
bulldog before, and I should not have moved my wook.
ran sco now that I should have bwought up tho queen to
bishop's fifth.” . . L

“And I should have wiped it off with my bishop,”
shrieked Digby. o )

“Bai Jove, so you would! This is a game that wequiahs
th‘i'nkin' 1?‘1.11‘.1 I will now weplace nty wook——="

"‘Wuu.l'ly, Dig, 1 do not considah tha't’ the wules of o

rmish, Take your knight
ack where it was, and we

“Look ut the time! I've got to

game are .a weason for lackin’ politeness.
“Moro rats|” said Digby. “I'll begin a noew game, if
you_like, I've won this.”
w1 wefuso to begin a new
“Well, it's about timo we di
sweopin
Tre

ame.”

some, prep,” yawned Digby,
the pieces off the chessboard imto the bex.
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“Bai Jove, now l‘gn'.\.u wuined the game !”

“The gamo was finished.”

“Not 1f 1 had weplaced my wook—"

“Oh, blow you rook|” - gaid Digby, golting up,

“Oh, vowy well|” said D'Arcy, “with dignity, “As I
had ﬁwncucull' won the game———-="

"Eh? You had what?™"

+ Pwactically won the game.” ‘

“Why, you ass, and I mated you with—"

“1 wefuse to be called an ass!” ) .

Tom Merry laughed as he joined the chuhs of the Fourth,

“It’s rough on Gussy,” he said. “If ho was allowod to
relract ovory move, and move the 'picces as often as Lo
liked, ho could win every time.” A

" Yaas, wathah !” said D’Arey unsuspiciously, “DBut Dig
is wathah an obstinato bwute, you know. Ile thinks he
won_that game,”

80 I did!" said Digby warmly.

“Yaas; but if I haﬁ waplmg my wook——"

“Oh, lot it drop!” said Blake, * \What do you want,
Merry? A toboggan down the School Houso steps 1

“No,” said Tom Merry, laughing. “I want to consult
you about the grand Christmas double number of ' Tom
Morry's Weoklg. " ) .

“Good I” said Blake. “Let's get up to tho study., Can't
talk hero with all this chatter going on.”

nd tho juniors adiourned touﬂmtugy No. 6.

“Hallo! ‘Somebody’s switched on the light 1” exclaimed
Blake, ns the juniors entered tho Fourth Form passage,
and camo in sight of the door of 8tudy No. 6, which Tom
Merry had left ajar.

“Yes, we did,” said Tom Morry, “Wo went up to the
study for you Bolqre we looked “into the Common-reom.
And the eurious thu‘lf g

He paused, half doubtful whether to speak about the
mattor. Ho knew how absurd it would sound to Blake,

“Well, what's a curious thing!"” Blake asked. “Thcre
Wwero two curious things in our study when you and Lowther
went there.” !

“1la, ha, ha I' cackled Arthur Augustus, "I wegard that
as wathah funnay!”

Do you?” said Lowthor, *Then I can only say you're
very easily pleased |"’

“Wo thought we heard somebody in your study,” said
Tom Merry, “We went in in the dark, you know, and
heard some -move—or thought we did—"

" Woll, was there anybody there?” asked Blake.

“No, the room was empty.”

“Then you muit have imagined it, I suppose. Have you
heen roading any gh ltorﬂn lately, or borrowing Binks’
thrilling Amotican novels about Deadwood Bili and Gore-
Stained Dick 1" .

“No, I haven't!” said Tom Merry indignantly. “And I
didn't imagine it. Therd certainly was s sound in the
study, and—— My hat ! Thero it is again |

As tho juniors came up the passagoe a sound was un-
mistakably heard in Btudy No, 6. As Blake, Digby, and
L’Arcy wero there, and Haerries had gonv to feed his bull-
doi. no onc had any business in St y No. 6, and Blake
locked wrathful,

“8omo  bounder nosing about our quartors I” he said.
‘‘ Perhaps it's 8kimpole up to some of his amateur detective-
wheezos again. I'll jolly soon see |”

And Jack Blake cut along the snnuﬁ and pushed open
the door of Study Ne. 6 and rushed in. The others followed
hil.l:' quickly, There was a startled exclamation in' the
t

5 :

u ﬂinh I"” exclaimed Blake.

' Binks " repeated Tom Morry.

1t was Binks, the buttons of the School House. g stood
in the middle of the study, looking very startled, his face
very rod. i
I_Jn:_ck Blake advanced towards him with a grim look on
118 lace,

" Binks 1" ho repeated, *Now, Binks, will you kindly
explain what you aro doing in m‘v study?” )

l’;inks had made a sudden belt for the door. Two or three
pairs of hands grasped him, and he was bumped over on the
carpet. He ugrugglocl frantically, and in the struggle
number of papers came oub from' under his tunio and out
of his pockets. He shed papers on oll.eides, most of them
with lurid, coloured 'pictures. With a final' effort he broka.
loose and bolted from the study, rushing right into Skimpole.
who was about to enter,

The freak of the Shell went xollini over, with a gasp, and
Binks rolled over him. He pioked imself up in u moment
nnsi scudded along the passago ?ad disappeared.

“Dear mo1” gasped Skimpole, rubbiag his head, which
had come into rather rou(sh contact with the floor. *Denr
mol T am quite breathless! I regard this conduct of
Blako’s as almost rude—in fact, quite rude! Dear me |

“1le’s gono1” growled Blake. *He oufhe to have had a
licking, What did you let him get away for, Tom Merry?
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1 was just going to ask you that question.
“1 wegard you ms o pair of duffahs!” said Arthur
Augustus 1'’Arcy, fixing his ecyeglass d{apnrn[im‘ly upon
the two. “You both let the young wascal get away)”
“Well, you didn't stop him, ass "
::I wefuse to be called an asal I—"
What's all this stuff he's left here?” exclaimed Blake,
collecting up somo of the books on the floor. * My hat|
What a collection "

The papers Binks had involuntarily shed over the study?
foor in the struggle for freedom were indeed a curious
collection. ~ Blake spread them over the table, and the
juniors looked at them, grinning. The pictures wore mostly
in colours, and the titles were enough to give any boy a
dozen nightmares.

“'‘Deadwood Bill, the bronco buster'!” grinned Blake.
“My hat! And here's ‘The Dead-shot Desperado, or the
Trail of Guilty Gore'!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"‘Red-handed Dick, or the Moad Agents of the Rocky
Mountains * 1”

“Bai Jove! The young ass ought to be stopped fwom
weadin' all that wot!” said Arthur Augustus. “‘It must
make him dwcam howwid dweams, I should think 1”

“Hallol What's this? *The Spotted Spectre, or the
Ghautly thost of Golden
Gulch’! Ha, ha, hat 1
think this about takes the
cake !”

“My only hat! What are
wo going to do with tho
ghastly stuff 1"

“It ought to be burned,”
said Tom Morry; “but you
can't burn another fellow's
property, Roll the rubbish
u;i and sling it to Binks
when you soo him again!”,

“It ought to bo dis
infected 1” said Blake, with
a sniff. “There’'s enough
blood in that heap of
rubbish for any ordinary
battlefield! The youn
duffer| This sort of stuff

ots into his head, you

now, and makes him a
silly ass, Tie the rubbish
up with string, Dig, and he
con have it back. It would
servo him right to burn it!”

Tho precious parcel was
ticd up with string and put
aside. Then the juniors
camo to business.

“We're thinking of a
Christmas double number

b

to cut the editorial remarks as short as possible!” enid
Blake. “That's my idea of an editor!"
y “Then I can only say that your idea is simply rotten !

“If you know more about running a paper than I do—"

“Well, I should hope so }’

“ Look here, you duffer "

‘‘Look here, you dummy !

The door of the study reopened, interrupting an argument
that was growing docidedly warm. Skimpole's big head and
big spoctacles came into view again.

“I say, please listen to mo!” he said patiently. “As a
sincero Determinist, I am opposed to violence, especially
when directed towards myselt. As you are bringing out a
specinl Christmas number of the ¢ Weekly ' it occurred to
me that you might like an article on Determinism, in order
to rescue the paper from being wholly filled with bosh. I
have written an article—""

“Then the next step is to burn it,” said Tom Merry. ‘“No
controversial matter can admitted to the Christmas
number of the * Weekly.' ”

“But this is not controversinl matter. Merry. I make the
thing #o clear that it is not possible for anybody to think
of controverting it."”

“Bai Jovel”

. “It is clear cven to an
intelleet like D'Arcy’s.”

“If you intended that
wemark to be taken in o
dlapawngin' sense, Bkim-
rolo—

“Not at all, D'Arcy! As
a Determinist I cannot dis-
purage unybodi. You are
a creaturo of hereditament
und environy—I mean-—"

“Nevah mind what you

mean, deah boy! I cxpect
it is only somce piffle!”
“Therefore I do naot
blamme you for being u
Lirainless ass ™
“Eh”

“It would be wrong to
hhur'l'a you for being an

nss |
“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared
Tom Merry., “We've all

been unjust to Gussy, then !
Weo've always blamed him
for it1”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy !”
“It would be as unjust
to blame D’Aroy for being
an ass as to blame Tom

A . Morry for being =a
of the * Weekly,’ ” said Tom i duffer—*
erry. Tiggins has aub- M;l Vg‘;m from gl €ditor “Eh? What's that?”
aer e idea.” or stmas . “ i
-Good I said  Blake. And all through 1933 G Dlike o being

“You ought to have asked
us beforo you asked Figgins,
of course |

“Yaas, wathah1”

“But it's & good wheeze,

can turn out & double

talment of my pootic
" perial 1"

“And I will do & double fashion column, deah boy !"”

“I can make up as many conundrums as you likel”
offered Digby.

Tom Merry grinned.

“Many thanks! Not taking any just at present. M
idea is to have a double number nli of Christmas stuff,
leaving over the pi I mean, the usual contributions.”

“Yaas, that's not & bad ideah! 1 wathah fancy myself as
a writah of weally good Chwistmas stowies, you know 1"

“I am going to work up the legend of &t. Jim’s into a

host story,” said Tom Merry. *'You can leave that to me.

Il contributions will be carefully considered——""

Oh, rats!”

“And if unsuitable, will be returned, provided that
stamped and-addressed envelope is enclosed with the piffle !”
“Cheese it1 You seom to forget that you are addressin
the sub-editors of the paper! I‘g liko to sce any of my stu

returned, that’s all I”

*Yaas, wathah!”

“Of course, an editor is bound to use the blue pencil
sometimes | Otherwise, what's the good of being an editor ?”

" I Your job is to put in our contributions, and
space the thinge out and get it rcady for the printer, and

CThe Best of Luck to vou!

“What!" roared Blake.
“Or Lowther for making
rotten jokes—""

“Hand me over that
ruler,” said Monty
Lowther.

“Pray do not become violent, Lowther.
prefer me to tell you the truth! You will thus be
able to learn your true character, and to improve yourself
as the result of self-knowledge. I have here an article made
uﬁ of extracts from the two hundred and twenty-fourth
chapter of my unpublished book on Determinism—"
‘hen you'd better put it back where it came from,” said
Tom Merry, “and take yoursclf away at the same time.
We don't want to slay you.”

“But we shall be undah tho painful nccessity of doin’ sa,
Skimpolo, if you do not immediately buzz off,’” said D'Arcy.
“1 nevah heard such feahful cheok in my life, you know!
Fanoy that object chawactewisin’ me as an asal Bai Jovo!”

“The article deals with the subject of Determinism,” went
on Bkimpole, unhceding. “1 cxplain the position of Deter-
minists. By tracing everything to heredity and environ-
ment, I prove that nobody is to blame for anything. There
is no right, and there is no wrong. Nothing is either right or
wrong, or both, Therefore—"'

“Ts that a real 'ism?” asked Blake, with intcrest.

“1 assure you that there are thousands of Deterministz in
the country, Blake, and—"

“Outside lunatic asylums, I mean !”

Tug Gem Linrary.—No. 1,206
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rip on the ruler.

Monty Lowther took a
right for you to talk that

“Now, 8kimmy, it can't
piflle,” he said argumentatively.

“On the contrary, it is quite right—" .

,“Not at all. There is no right, and no wrong. It is not
right for you to jabber to us like a pacrot or a gramophone
and it's not wrong for me to jab you in the ribs with the en
of this ruler.”

“Oh—oh| Really, Lowthor—— Oh!”

“You can't rcga.ra it as wrong. If anything is to blame
you can shove it on to my heredity, or my environment,
which you like,” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd the juniors.

“Oh—oh! Really, Lowther, you are hurting—— Oh—
my—oh—ribs! Oh!”

“I'm afraid I shall go on hurting them until you are on
the othor sido of that door,” said Monty Lowther blandly.

b "(")‘l;n—ohl Help! Whoooh! I'm going! Leavo off, you
oas

8kimpole fairly ran from a final lungo of the ruler, and
dashod down the passage, and the editorial staff of *“‘I'om
Merry's Wockly " sent a ringing yell of laughter after the
indignant Determinist.

—

CHAPTER 3.
A Master Is Puzzled !

LANG, clang!
,Tom Merry yawned, and sat up in bed. Tho
rising-bell was ringing through the misty, wintry

air,

“ Another beastly rnint‘v morning,” remarked Tom Merry,
as he got out of bed. *Wake up, Manners! Timo to get
up, Lowther " .

the hero of the Shell plunged his face cheerily into the
icy water in his basin, It was cold, but it was refreshing,

i!q looked round as the dormito .door opened.  Mr.
Linton, the master of the 8hell, looked into tho dormitory.

“Good-morning, sir!” said Tom Merry, somewhat sur-
prised by the visit. i .

* Good-morning, Merry !” said Mr. Linton.
awake, boys? 1 wish to speak to all of you.”

Tho Shell sat up in bed. The Forn master's words made
them wakeful enough. Mr. Linton glanced along the row
of interested and surprised facoes.

“Was any bo.‘y in this dormitory out of bed aftcr lights
out last night 1" he asked. =

‘There was no reply. The juniors looked at onc another
in surprise,

“1 have a particular rcason for asking.” said Mr, Linton.
* Was any boy horo out of bed aftor the light was put out in
this dormitory 1”

“I do not know, sir,” said Tom Merry, as Mr. Linton's
glance seemed to rest upon him. “I was not, for one, sir,
and I don't think anyone else was.”

“1 think not, sir,” said Lowther,

I didn't hear anybody, sir,” said Gore. i

,Mr. Linton glanced along the array of surprised faccs with
his keen eycs, and then nodded as if mtuﬁett'

“Very well, my boys,” he said. *1 have another question
to ask. Can any of you tell mo whether you know any
person who is playing tricks in the School House? Playing
ghost, or anything of that sort.1”

The juniors could only stare.

Tom Merry turned red. The' Form master’s cyes wore
fixed upon him instantly like a gimlet,

‘* Merry, do you know anything about this”

“If you pledse, sir—*

“Come, speak out |” said Mr. Linton sternly. *“I need not
tglltzou to tell the truth, Merry. I am sure you will do
that.

“If you are referring to Taggles, sip——"

“Taggles? 1
don't under-

“Are you all

“You had better

go on, Merry.

What is this about
TnF los?"”

‘ .&o japed him.
I--I mean, we
played . a  littlo
Joke on him in the
mist last night,
sir, in the quad-
rangle. I pre-
tended. to the
ghost of St, Jim's,
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He didn't see me in the mist, and I spoke in a decp voice,
It was only a lark, sir.”’

1 cannot approve of that kind of joke, Merry; but I was
not refegring to that,which I had not heard of. ~Taggles has
not complained. The incident I am speaking of occurred in
tho 8chool House after lightsiout last night,”

“Oh!” said Tom Merry, looking relieved, “Then I don't
know anything about it, sir,”

“Very ;mud! I accept your assurance. I hope that no
Loy in my Form is guilty of this absurd trick.”

And Mr. Linton went out und shut the door.
buzz of voices immediately in the Shell dormitory.
boys wero amazed,

“He didn't say what had lm[l)jmnml," Manners remarked
\\'underinlgly. “Hns old Linton been sceing ghosts 1*

Tom Merry started,

“By Jove, I wonder whether lic has heard that tapping—
the same that wo heard over in Figgins' study in the New
House 1”

“Thought you hcard,” corrected Manncrs.

*“Oh, rats to you !|”

“Eh? What's that about tapping?” asked Gore, .

Tom Merry explained. Gore burst into a Illlrl. in which
many of the 8hell joincd, as they tumbled out of bed.

“ My hat I’ said Gore. “Fancy Tom Morry secing spooks
]in !hia old age!l I suppoeo it's u cusc of norves. lla, ba,
ia 1"

. *“'This comes of fngﬁ}ng over editorial duties, and getting
in & low state,” said Macdonald. "' I've been going to offer
to take over the editorship of tho * Weekly ' for some time,

Meréy_""’“ "
" You needn't trouble,” tnid Tom Morry.
"Bﬂt if you're getting into this shocking state of nerves,

“Oh, chcese it "

And Tom Merry dressed himself, regardless of the cackles
of the 8hell fellows, though there was a flush in his checks,

obody believed in the mysterious tapping, and it was very
hard for a healthy, clear-minded junior like Tom Merry to
be acoused of having * nerves,”

Meanwhile, Mr, Linton had gono on towards the Fourth
Form dormitory, with a thoughtful frown upon his face.
Heo opened the door of the Fourth Form Room in time to
hear tho voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy raised in
remonstranoe,

“I uttahly wefuse to move, Blake! It is useless for you
to wepeat that the wisin'"-boll has gone. It is now a question
of dig with me, and I wefusc. If you bwing that sponge
near me, I shall no lopgah wegard you as a fwiend |

“Get up, ass |”

::l weh'nlso to bo called an ass, I—*

There was a
Tho

“Ba1 Jove, is that Linton? Yaas, sir, I am wisin’ immo-

'distely 1” And Arthur Augustus hopped out of bed.

“ Boys,” said Mr. Linton, “I wish to ask you = question,
\'\_fe!r:rmy of you out of tho dormitory after lights-out last
“l l ”» b

he Fourth-Formers stared. They were suarilod enough
to receive a visit from the master of the Shell, and his
question surprised them still more. If any of thom had
been out after lights-out, it was the business of Mr. Lathow,
the master of tho Fourth, or of the Housemaster.

*“Comoe, answer mo !” gaid Mr. Linton testily.

* No, sir,” said Jack Blako; “I wasn't, and I don't think
anybody clse was,”

“ Yaas, wathah |* ;

No one clse spoke. Mr. Linton looked searchingly at tho
boys, and then nodded und left the dormitory. Bui he had
not completed his morning's walk yet.

He went up to the Third Form slecping-quarters, and
looked in. Bome of thoe Third were up and some’ were still
in bed. 'Threo youths—Jameson, Jimson, and D’ Arcy minor—
were warming themselves with a pillow-fight, and they
? p;d_ in dismay as the grin faco of the Bhell master
noked in.

“Was any boy gbtent from this dormitory after lights-out
last night?” asked the master of the Shell.

Tho Third-Formers stared at the question with as much
astonishment as the Fourtly, Forin or the Shell had shown.

*No, sir,” said Wally. D'Aro?', the younger brother of
the great Arthur Augustus. “Not that I know of, sir.”

“Too jolly cold now for larks outside the dermitory, sir,”
said Curly Gibson.

“Very good|” said M¢. Linton, and he withdrew and
closed the door.

Ho walked thoughtfully along the passage, and met
Tefevre of the Infth, who was just coming from his
dormitory. \

“Stop a minute, Lefevre,” said Mr. Lintony

“Yes, sir,”
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“Someone was playing a foolish trick last niglt,” said
Mr. Linton—*"playing ghost. Are you awarc whether any
bov left your dormitory after lights-out?”

“I'm retty certain not, sir,” said Lefevre, turning rather
red. "I don't think a Fifth Form fellow would be likely to
play a kid's trick like that, sir. That's what T say. A Fifth-
Former would have more sense.”

“I hope s0,” said Mr. Linton. “I lLave questioned the
Lower Forms, and they all disclaim any knowledge of the
matter. It is very curious!”

Mr, Linton nodded and walked on. He went downstairs
slowly and thoughtfully. Mr, Lathom, the master of the
Fourth, was standing in the Hall, polishing his glasses, Muy.
Lathom was a little, short-sighted gentleman, extremely

-natured, and very much liked by his Form, though the
atter were very much given to “f)ulling his leg.” His one
little weakness was a ocurions faith he had in Spiritualism,
and he was decply read in spiritualistio lore. He nodded
to Mr, Linton as he replaced the glasses upon his nosc.

Binks made a sudden bolt for the door,
was bumped over on the floor.

*Qood-morning, Mr. Linton! Very misty again!”

“Yes, indeod I” said Mr. Linton. “I suppose, sir'—he
hesitated a momont—"I suppose you did not hear anything
curious in the night1”

Mr. Lathom looked at him through his pince-nez.

“No, Mr. Linton, I—I do not quite understand. Has
snything happened 1"

“I was startled at a late hour last night,” said the mester
of the Bhell slowly, “by a mysterious tapping—"

Mr. Lathom gave a start.

“Pray go on!” he said eagerly.

“It was very strange,” said Mr. Linton. *The sound ap
ronred to come from the wall of my room where the panel-
ing is placed before solid stone, and where there is no room
on the other side. I may have been mistaken, of course,
and the sound may have been produced from another
auarter by moans of a trick. I have questioned the boys, and
they all disclaim having been out of the dormitories during
the night. I was sitting up late, you understand, when I
heard the tapping. It was repeated several times, and
weemed to die away in the distance."

#Giood 1" ejuculated Mr. Lathom.

‘the unsecn world,” said Mr, Lathom solemuly.

“Qollar him!" rdlcd Blake.
He struggled frantically, and a number of papers came out of his unitorm and scattered
over the floor.

NOW ON SALE. PRICE 6s. T

Mr. Linton stared at the Fourlh Lorm master im
astonishment.

“I do not understand vou, Mr. Lathom.”

“I will explain,” said My, Lathom cxultantly.
means undoubtedly that I Lave succeeded at last!”

“You have succeceded? How—in what ?” ;

“1 have succceded in ecstablishing communication with
“Last night
T was holding seance—if I can call it a scanco when 1 was
alone. No manifestation camo to me, I am sorry to say,
and I was once more disappointed. I am convinced that I
am a medium, Mr. Linton, yct I must say that I have Lad
to endure continual disappointments.”

Mr. Linton looked nlig’htl_v impaticnt, He remembered
Mr. Lathom's spiritualistic theories, and he wondered how
an otherwise sensible man could waste his time on such
absurdities.

“My efforts were, however, rewarded,” said Mr, Lathom.
“ Although I received no communication myself, ilgis clear

“This

Two or three pairs of hands grasped Binke, and he

that a spirit was brought into the neiglibourhood of my
room. Unfortunately, the tapping was heard by you instead
of me. Doubtless if I had heard it I could have interpreted
the message of the unseen.”

“ Really, Mr. Lathom—"

“Pray tell me all, my dear sir!
accompanied by an icy chill in the room

“It was not !"

“Was there a scnso of tho mysterious and the nwesome,
which pervaded the room and caused you to feel yoursclf
in the rresonco of the uncarthly?”

“Nothing of tho sort!"”

Mr. Lathoin looked a tittle disconcerted,

“Ah, you aro a sceptic!" Le said, ‘“Naturally, the mani-
festation would be less clear to you than to a believer like
mysolf. Yet it is curions that you should be honoured by
this communication from the unseen, while I remained
neglected.”

“1 have not the slightest doubt that it was somo
mischievous person playing a trick.”

] osnnot admit that for a oment. It was evidently a
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manifestation of the invisible, and I am encouraged—very
much encouraged !”

And Mr. Lathom rubbed his hands with satisfaction as he
walked away.

The master of the Shell shrugged his shoulders.

CHAPTER 4,
Taggles’ Terrible Experience !
TOM MERRY tapped Jack Blako on the shoulder as

ho came downstairs,
“I suppose it was you?" he remarked,
. “Eh? You suppose what was me ?” asked Dluke.

“Playing tricks last night,” said Tom Merry severely.
“What do_you mcan by pulling the august leg of our
respected Form master 12

ake grinned.

“Only I didn't,” he said. “Linton came along asking
quostions this orning, but 1he Fourth Form Room had a
clear conscience for once. It wasn't anybody in the Fourth
—in the School House part of the Fourth, anyway ”

" :‘%ﬁpn looked serious. Somcbody has been up to some-
hin,

“Yes, it looks like it. But he didn't go into particulars,
If he had lot us know what happened, I'd have looked into
tho rhatter. It's a giddy mystery 1”

i tetiea seem to be rather. piling on us lately,” said
‘Tom_ Morry thoughtfully, *I furcy the practical jokist is
abroad, and wauts sitting on.”

“Yes, if we could find out—"

. Exouse me |” said SBkimpole, who was coming by, stop-
ping and blinking ‘at the juniors through his big spectacles.
‘Did T hear you refer to a mystery! - Anything of that
sort could be quite safely placed in ‘my hands. T think I
havo t_iun you fello
do as bn amateur dotective.

“You have!” Blake agreod cordially. “ You have shown
us clearly enough—" .

“That you can make a howling ass of yoursclf!” caid
Tom Merry.

"In the most unequalled style!” assented Blake.

“ Roally, Blake, I flatter myself that mﬁ methods will
compare !'n:ournh'ly with thoso of Sexton Blske, Sherlock
Holmes, or' Ferrera Locke. - What is the mystory you wero
spea. _ng'aﬂ I will clucidate it 1"

« O e (b Getaile,” said Bkimpole, pull b

vo me the details,” sa impole, pulling out .a hu
notcbook and wetting tho end of a pencil. “Tho dotails,
please | " Don't leave out anything; any trifle which m‘i'v

"

appear unimportant in your cyes, may assume a very di
ferent-aspoct to the trained oyes of a detective.”
“ Wi only hat!”

“What_is the case? Have you lost something, Blake?"

“No; -1 am losing somothing now.”

* That is' very curious. What ar you losing 1"

" Patience,”

“Réally, Blake, I.wish you would be serious. I am ready
to s.;‘]milrdulto-lln'myntery, without any chargoe or expense to
yourself, .

*“You know ag much about it as we do,” said Tom Mérry,

laughing.  “It was what Linton was saying this morning
in & (!.'% orm; Bomebody stems to have been playing ghost.”

, -1 see,” said Bkimpole. *“It was no one in the Shell,
80 it was Iprobably Blako—"

“Ass| It wasn't snyﬁ  in the Fourth, sither,”

“If it was no one in the Bhell or the Fourth, it must hgo
becen someono else, that is, of course, assuming. that the
vccurrence actually happenod,” said Skimpole, with & wiso
shake of the hud? .

Tom Merry and Blake exchanged glances of admiration.

"' Isn't it wonderful how he does these things 7” said Blake,
*Ile worked that out in his head, yo1 know.”

“ Without the aid of a net, too,” said Ton Merry.

*That is nothing to what I can do,” said 8kimpole, who
was never known to sce a joke. *'That is merely a begin-
ning. I'think jt very probable that the trick was played by
a ‘;oungster in the Third Form—young D'Arcy, very
probably.”

“ th Wally more than anybody clse1”

“Well, ho Is a young rascal, full of mischicf. I have
Leard that he has alluded to mo in a most disrespectful way,
and so it is perfectly clear that ho has no respeet for any-
thing, and would be very likely to pull the lcg of a Form
master,”

“Then you'd better follow up that clue,” said Blako
gravely. “(et on Wally's track, and if you brms the crime
liome to him, you shall have a reward.” What do you say
to a prize thick ear as a reward 1* )

“Or a particularly blooming black cye?' puggested Tom

erry.
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“Or a bumpy nose!?” )

“Well, he will ver l:kqlx‘fot all three if he bogins track-
ing down young Wally,” said Tom Merri, as Skimpole shut
up his notebook and walked away. ‘‘Joking apart, though,
it’'s a_ourious malter, and 1 should like to know exactly
what happened last night.”

The juniors went into breakfast, and the Bhell boys
nolic'ed that Mr. Linton's face was a little grimmer than
usual.

All the juniors were curious to know exactly what had
happened during the night.

1 was Mellish of the Fourth, the Paul Prﬁ‘ of the School
llouse, who first cnlightencd them. The Terrible Threo
wero talking it over with Blako in tho quad, just before
morning chapel, when Mellish came up with o knowing
expression on his faco.

*1 dare say you chaps would like to know what happened
to Linton last night?" he remarked.

ot l\‘\"luﬂ; do you know about it, Pccping Tom1" asked

ake.

Mollish sniffed,

"“”l know what T know. I'crhaps 1 shan't tell you, alter
all
“Don’t, then, Cut!” -

“Oh, I don't mind telling you | Linton was sitting up late
in his room, and ho heard o tapping on the wall.”

" Phow 1” said Tom Merry. ) .

"It was a mysterious, ghostly tapping. Linton dogsn’t
beliove that it was a ghost, though, Ilo thinks it was some
practical joker."

“How do you know anythin' about it, deah boy1” asked
Arthur Au*usl.ul D'Arc,y. *1 pwesumne that the wespected
inastah of the 8hell Lhasn't taken you iuto his confidence ovah
the mattah.”

“I happencd to hear him telling Mr, Railton.” .

“You luppel}ed to have your car to o keyhole at the time,
1 suppose,” said Tom Merry, with a contemptuous sniff,

“T didn't! I was in the Hall, and they didn't happen to
see me."”

" Or they would have happened to cuff you, I expect,” said
Blake. “What do you mean by listening fo a private con-
versation, and then coming and reporting it to us1”

“Makin’ us beastlay accomplices in a way,” said D'Arcy.

“Well, you rotters,” said Mollish, “how did you think I
found out? You let mo tell you.”

“Don't begin 1o argue about.it,"” said Blake loftily; “you
onl:-mh matters worse. 'The best thiug you can do is to

cub.
“Y wathah I”
Amf ‘.h'h‘ﬂ' looking far. from amiable, cut.
Figj & were coming. over to morning chapel, and

the great Figgins stopped to speak to 'Lom Merry.

"Juqh s lcr{ I he with a d51-ir|.

“ Anyth.m! happened on your side!” asked Tom Merry.

*“Yes, rather; somebody's been pulling old Ratty's leg.”

This was Figgins' disrespectful wni of alluding to Mr.
Horace Ratcliff, his Housemaster. _AMr, Ratoliff was not
populir in the New House—nor out of it, for- that matter.

.“You remember- that tapping we heard in my study last
night, Merry 1" went on Figgins. “Wo couldn’t make hcad
or taill of it. Of course, it wusn’t a ghost 1 ‘

*“Of course it wasn't |” ugreed Tom Moerry, * Bleased if
1 know what it was, though.”

“ Well, Rnttﬁhu been hearing some tapping ia the night.”

“My Aunt Maria! Has he really 1*

“Yes, rathor! Me's raising Cain about it in the Now
Ilouse. He u{a somebody has been pla ing ghost, you
know, to startle him, but ever{body denics having the least
Imowiedge of it. Blessed if I know what to moke of it.”

“Bai Jovel 1 wegard this as a weally wemarkable
occuwwence.'’ )

“The same thing's happened on our side,” explained Tom
Merry to Figgim. “Mr. Linton has been hearing the
spirit-rapping.

Figgins whistled.

“1t’s curious,” he said. *Looks gs if there might be
somcthing in the ghost story, doesn't it? The old monk is
always supposed to come tapping along at Christmas-time.”

“Yes, but that's all rot, you know.”

“Yes, in the daylight,”” grinned Figgins. *It won't sccm
such rot to-night when we go to bed, I'm thinking.”

“Mere imagination, my sons,” said Jack Blake, with an
air of superior knowledge. * This is what comes of reading
ahod'B'polted 8pectre, or tho Ghostly Ghost of Geldcn
inlgh.' "

“You ass!” growled Figgins. “Do you think I would
rcad piffle like that?”

“Or do you think 1 would?” deowmandea Tom Mcrry
warmly,
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*What have you done with all that literature belonging
to Binks, then?” grinned Blake. “I gave it to you to take
""ll yesterday evening. Mz idea is—"

“I'm going to give it to the yquni_t‘utheld as soon as 1
se¢ him, I've a mind to give him a thick ear along
with it. As for that npplnf, we've really heard it.”

“My dear chap, it was a lively imagination, that's all.”

“Yaas, wathah | I quite agwee with Blake in this mattah,
desh boyss Tom Mewwy is tht victim of an excited
imagination, pwobably due to weadin' luwid litewature—"

““Oh, checse it!1” "said Tom Merry. “Hallo, here’s
Taggles! Let's ‘ask him his opinion on the subjoct of
ghosts. I have an ides that he saw one in the mist last
n

ight.”
fdonl:y Lowther chuckled, and so did the others, who had

been told the story of Taggles and the spectre in the mist.

Figgins led off with a huge snowbali that caug

and broke over him. Arthur Augustus sat

‘“ Bal Jovel"
of

“Hallo, Taggles! Good-morning!” said Tom Merry
affably. “I hoar that the ghost of 8t. Jim's has been walk-
ing lately. Have you seen anything of it?"”

“That 1 have, Mastor Merry,” said Taggles impressively.
“1 see 'im last niﬁht.”

“What was he like?” .

% A ‘orrid-lookin’ figger |” said the school porter, with a
shudder. “'E suddenly come on to mo out of the mist,
Master Merry. Jesu ﬁ%nr to yoursell a nawful form, iun
tlowin' black robes, with his 'and raised and pointin’ at a
feller, Master Merry.”

“Creat Boott| Did you see that?"

“Which 1 see it with my hown heyes,” said ngglee. “1
tolls Mr, Railton this mornin’, and 'e says, says ‘e, ‘ Pooh-
pooh ' I tolls Mr. Ratoliff, and ’e says, says 'e, ' Pish-
pish !’ But I suppose I ought to kuow what I sces with my
hown heyes.”

“Qertainly,” said Tom Merry gravely. “ A man ought to
be able to trust the evidenco ol' his hown heyes. Did the
ghost speak, Taggles?”

9

“That it did, Master Merry. It gave a kind_of. blood-
curdling shriek, and then began to speak in a 'orrvid, raspin’
voice—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

"Which if you don't believe me, Master Blake—"

“But I do,” said Blake, becoming grave all of » sadden.
“]1 haven't the slightest doubt that the ghost zpoke in a kind
of voice to set your teeth on edge.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“0Oh, don't be funny, Blake! Co on, Taggy!”

“Which it spoke in a raspin’, orrid voice, and it says
‘Tremble,’ it says, ‘' I'm the ghost of Bt. Jim's!' it says.
Then it gave another ’orrid- shrick, and disappeared in a
cloud of smoke.”

ht D'Arcy behind the ear

down suddenty in the snow.
The next moment he had disappeared among the lege
the New House juniors as they rushed ferward.

“Phew! It must have shaken you up a bit, Toggy?”

“I don't deny that I was a bit shook up,” said the porter.
“But I didn't run from it, Master Merry. I jest walked
away quietly.”

“That's because you aro so brave, Taggles.”

Taggles looked suspiciously at the hero of the Shell, and
walked on his way. The juniors grinned glecfully as thoy
moved on towards the chapel. .

"Taﬁclel believes all that,” grinned Blake. *That shows
how ghost stories get started. ¢
“I'm afraid he had been sampling the fin in the wood-
shed,” said Tom Merry, Iau%hing. “But I like his spooctre
in flowing, black robes, with upraised hand, That shows
that Taggles has an imagination, He might have been
an epic poot, if Fate hadn't made him a school porter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

{Continued on page 11.)
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Christmas Greetings
From the Starr

By the Chiel Reporter.

MEETING was held at the
Edltorill Offices of “Tom
Moeorry's Weekly,” in ordor that
the 1tor and sub-editors might
write a suitable letter of Christmas
wishes to the rcaders of the Geu.

The Editor took the chair, and asked
each of the sub-editors to say a few
words of Christmas ing, which the
chief reporter would take down. The
chiof reporter, being » ‘ood man at his
job, took a note of the whole proceed-
ings, and the following is his report:

Editor : Now, Figgy, you New House
freak, what have you got to say?

F;“'ml Are you looking for a thick
ear
Blake. That's a strange iden of a

Christmas grecting, Figgins. But, of

ocourse, the New ouu never did have
any manners.
wither: Of coursoe they didn't

'l'hlmmu is a School Housy chap. Ha,
a

Chorus: Bump that silly ass!

h und of Lowther being bumped.)
dlton Well, Figgy, 1 am waiting.
Figgins: Tell them that I wish them

s merry Christmas and all that, and that
1 hope to be Editor of the * Woekl} "
next term.

Editor: What a Now then,

hope l

Blake, let's hnr from

Blakes Wish 'em al tbe very bost
from me, and tell them that 1 will sco
that no lon;-leﬁged New House waster
ever becom: itor of

Figgins: Look here, Blake. are you
looking for a thick ear?

Lowther: Don't gct annoyed, Blake.
Thnt’ Figgy's idea of Christmas greet-
in Just say “Merry Christimas | and
it l be all right.

Blake: You shut up, Lowther! Now,
look here, F iggy—

Editor : Pcaco, my infants, ‘This is no
time for quarrelling. Now, then,

Herries, what have you got to say?

Herries: Wish them a very merr
mﬂmu, ll.‘nd all tht;.t I'm not muc

at making specches.

Lowther: Hear, hear|

Editor : Now, Jou, Digby.

Digby: Wish 'em the usual from me,
and you might say that if any of them
hear any new jokes in the holidays they
might send them on to Lowther, as we
are rather tired of his old oaes.

rus: Ha, ha, hal

Lowther: Look hero, young Dig, if
you want a thick ear—

anb{ (sweetly): Merry Christmas,

l[;owther subudus, wrathfully%
Editor: What about you, Kerr
Tas GEX LipRaRrY.—No. 1,296.
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Woosh | Bang! (Noise caused by a
sqmb) suddenly exploding in the ink-
well

Lowther: Ha, ha, hal

Editor : You silly owl, you've covered
me with ink!|

Lowther: Ha, ba, hat

Chorus: Bump the rotlu'

Lowther: Ow, ow

Crash! Bangl Wnllopi (Noise of
Lowther landing on his oar in the
passage.)

Editor (mopping ink off his chivyy):
Oh, let's get on with it! Come on,
Kerr.

Kerr: I wish our readers all the best,
and I'm sorry for all those who will

not have a hagg's at Christmas. In
Scotland—

Editor: 'Nough said! You next,
Manners

Manners: I shoald liko to take this
o portunity of saying r few words

ut pbotolnphy ow—

Ed itor (to chie{ reporter): Manners
wishes _all “Gemites” a merry Christ-
mas. Your turn, Algernon

D’Arey: If you are wefewin' to me,
Tom ewwy—

: I am,

D'Arcy '; My name is not Algernon,
But, muhlha ess, I wish all our wudern
a vewy happy Chwistmas, and I shou
like to point out to them the importanco
of being pwog‘erly dwessed for dinner at
Chwistm he corwect attiah—

Editor: That'll be all to.day,
Algernon.

*Aroy: Weal'y, Tom Mewwy, I must
pwotes

Chorus: Put n sock in it Gulsyl

Editor : You next, Fltt‘l

Wynn ¢ wosh—woos! —pﬂ'llllln—
chwhu]—groombfh—-oommmph-—

itor : Sorry, Fatty, 1 can't under-
stand Welsh, and 1 on't suppose our
readers oan, either!

Wynn : Grroooogh—sommpﬂlllll—- .

Chorus: Ha, ha, His mouth's so
full of pie that he can’t speak!

Editor (to chief reporter): Put him
down for tho usual greetings. For my
own part, I msh to express my most
sincere good wishes to all our reuderu
for a vag happy Christmas and N
Yepr. uring the past year I huo
often thought—

(At this pomt the chief re
other members of the stall a
the tuckshop.)

CHRISTMAS
by
FATTY WYNN

Hurrah for dear old Christmas!
Hurrah! At last it's herel

For all that's wrony with Ckristmas is
It comes but once a year!

Hurrah for dear old Christmas,
The puddmp and the pies|
For when I've feasted all I can,
I sit and feast my eyes.

rter and
jeurned to

id ful and surprising truths a

:
%
:

Hurrah for dear old Christmas,
The holly and the snow L

I smell the smell of turkey ronst—
I'm off—so cheori-hol

DETERMINISM
by
HERBERT SKIMPOLE.

Before I say wha! I have to say I
should hke to say that I am indeed
axooodmllr grateful to Tom Merry for
wwy kindly allowing me s in the

ookly " for this artiold, In the patt
I have frequontly asked him to publish
my articlea on the subject of Deter-
mlmsm but he has never seen his way
to accede to my requests. Howover, this
being a time of good will amon, l.“
poople, he has \ery kindl grante
request as a special stmas gift to
me. His refusals in t o past have no
doubt been due entirely. to the unfortu-
nate nature of his heredity and his
environment. I should bl the last
person to blamo him for his stupidity
and narrow-mindedncss. Tho fact that
he does not posscss a brain like mino is
no fault of his, and 1 can only feel sorry
for him that such is the case, for it pre-
vents him from realising many won i:r-
ut  this
world which I am able to grasp with

acile ease.

Now Determinism——

(Borr 8kimmy, time's up. You've
nsed all the space 1 could allow. Cheerio
till next Chrutmu 1)

AUTOMATIC INTERVIEWS,
TAGGLES SPEAKING :

“Wot I says is this ‘erel” said
Taggles, the whool Eortor, in response
ta my roquost for his opinion of 8t.

un s follows. “There’s so many things:
lal:e to “i about them young rips
n

that I don't know where to make a
start "

“Is it as bad as all that?” I asked,
grinning,

“Boys get worse|” answered Taggles
floo:mly “Worse and worse and worse |
ou asks me, all bon ought to be
drowndsd at birth. That's what I says!
If you don't drownd ’em, they only
grows up to be a nuisance. The tricks
they pln.yl you'd lrd}y believe. Why,
only this arterncon I left a bottle of
gin on the table in my p—l takes
a nip, fou know, on the doctor’s sugges-
tion, was only gone a few minutes,
but when I come some young
sooundrel had pourod gum into my gin.
Gum, mind In my ginI”
And Taggles shook his head as if
almost unable to realise the immensity
of that outrage.
“Have you II'I’ Chrht‘mn greetings
for our readers?
“My very best wishes to all the nice

youn, ntlemen !” said Taggles, with
auddgn ‘;.ehuughtl of end-of-term t:lpll
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CHAPTER 6.
The Mysterlous Tapping.

IHE morning was very misty, and the mist thickened
as_tho day grew older. .
In the afternoon the Iifht had to be switched
on in the class-rooms, whilst against the panes of
the windows flnmmnrml the grey fog. In the Shell class-
room Tom Merry noted that Mr. Linton secmed pre-
occupied.  ‘The” master of the Shell was perhaps still
thinking of the mystcrious ocourrenco of the night, to
which he had found no clue, oxcept the unsatisfactory one
furnished by the spiritualistic Mr. Lathom,

"Tom Merry, too, was thinking of the mystery which had
#0 suddenly ‘arisen at St. Jim's. If it was some practical
joker who was tapping on_the walls, it was impossible to
gueu how he contrived to do so; nor was it very cloar why

o had but just commencod his practical jokes. If the tap-
ping was duo to the ghost, of course it was clear enough—
a3 the Monk Rufus was only supposed to appear when
tho snow was on the ground. i

Tom Morry was not much inclined to admit the ghost
theory; but any other theory it scomed impossible to form.
The matter remained in his mind to the exclusion of moro
immediate concerns, and when Mr. Linton asked him to
name one of the principal products of Cornwall, and he
replied “Ghosts1” there wos a_general giggle in the class,
and an amazed stare from Mr. Linton.

“Morry, what did you say?”

Tom Merry turned red.

“J—1I beg your pardon, sir. I meant to say—"
M"l am afraid you wero not attonding to tho lesson,

orry.

"Sorrly, sir, but—"

“ell, never mind,” said Mr, Linton, unusually placable
“You may answer my quostion now."” ]

And Tom Merry, who had ox?outad fity lines, was

reatly rolieved, As a matter of fact, tho {hut! mani-
cstations were in Mr. Linton's mind, too. The class had

me to Roman history, which happoned to be the last

sson that afternoon, and Mr. Linton was fairly embarked
upon the decline of the empire of Augustus, when suddenly
he ltop{;od and gave quite & jump.

TFor, the silence of the class-room, broken only by Mr.
Linton's quiet voice, a sudden sound had became audible.

'T'ap, tap, tap! .

Mr. Linton gave a quick glance round.

“Boys! What boy was that?”

There was no reply. .

Li"tWhlt boy was it tapped on his desk?” thundered Mr.
nton.

The Shell looked at one another in silence and dismay.
No one answered the Form master. He laid down his book,
and picked up the pointer.

“Now, my boys,” said Mr. Linton, in a concentrated voice
“this is tho second time that absurd trick has been plnyoci
on me, Some foolish boy, knowing the legend of 8t. Jim's,
has taken it into his head to imitate the tapping of the
lufpond ghost of the Monk Rufus. That boy 1 am deter-
mined to punish sovercly.”

There was grim silence in the class-room for some
moments, It was broken by the eerie sound again, coming
no one knew whence,

Tap, tap, tap!

Mr. Linton’'s face was almost erimson with anger.

“Who was that?” he thundered.

The hO{l looked at one anothor., Tom Mecrry's face waa
very startled. Manners was looking astounded. Up till
now he had steadily ridiculed the story of the tapping his
chums had heard in Figgins' study in the New House. Ho
could hardly doubt it now.

“My hat!* murmured Manners.

“1 supposo you believe it now, you sccptical ass?” mut-
tered Lowthor.

“Bless if I know what to think 1"

Tap, tap, tap!

For the thh’g time the mysterious tapping was repeated.
TFaint as it was, it sounded with weird distinction through
the class-room.

Mr, Linton drew a deep breath.

“Boys, I call upon you to tell me which member of this
class is playing that childish trick?”

“If you please, sir,” said Tom Merry, “I don’t think it
was anyono in tho class.”

Mr. Linton looked at him frowningly.

“ Nonsense, Morry | Whom else could it be?”

“The sound did not seem to come from among the desks.”

»
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“It might have been someono in the corridor, sir,” sug-
gested Lowther.

“Look in the corridor, Gore.”

Gore crossed to the door and opencd it. e looked up
and down the passage.

“Is there anyone there, Goro?"

No, sir,”

“Then it was undoubtedly somconc in the class who
tapped on the desk,” said Mr. Linten. “I demand to know
the namo of the culprit!”

The class was silent.

“Vory well,” said Mr, Linton, with a glint in his eves.
“If the foolish boy will not own up to his fault, and the
others will not spcuk out, I shall have no altcrnative but
to punish the whole class.”

ap, tap, tap!

As if in defiance of the Form mastor's words, the sound
was repcated when ho had bnre(liy finished speaking.

The master of tho Shell stood petrified.

. II the tapping was dono by a practical joker, he was a
joker with an unusual amount of nerve and impudence—that
was_certain.

“Boys!” gasped Mr. Linton. " Boys, really—"

°If sou please, sir,” said Tom Merry cagerly, " that
sounded as if it cdmo from tho dircction of the Fourth
Form Room, sir.”

Mr. Linton knitted his brows.

“It is impossible that anyono could be. tapping on the
wall there, Merry. Tho Fourth Form arc now in class there
with Mr. Lathom.” .

* It sounded like it, sir.”

“T will go in and speak to Mr. Lathom,” said tho Fourth
Form master, aftor a pause. I leave you in charge of
thglglm for a few moments, Merry."”

os, sir.”

Mr. Linton walked down the passago to the door of the
next class-room, which was ocoupied by the Fourth. Ho
looked in, and found the Fourth 'orm at their lessons, fol-
lowing Mr. Lathom’s lead upon a thrilling excursion among
deponent verbs.

Mr, Lathom looked round, and came towards the Shell
master.

“T am sorry to interrupt you, Mr. Lathom—"

“Not at all,” said the master of the Fourth politely.

“But—but someona has becn annoying me by tntpmg-—
a ourious n;g)mﬂ' on the wall, or else on a desk,” ex-
plained the Shell master, “As all my class refuse to
admit having done ‘so, it is possible that some mischievous
lad in this room may have tapped on the wall without
your notioing it. I thought I would inquire,”

Mr. Lathom shook his head.

#“1t is hardly possible,” he said. “You see that the
nearest boy to the wall on that side is quite scparated from
it, and_I should certainly have observed any boy leave his
seat. Besides, I should have hoard the tapping.’

“And you heard nothing?”

“ Nothing at all.”

“Then I am sorry I interrupted you. I was sure that the
sound did not iroceod from this direction, but I thought it
only just to make certain before punishing ‘my cluss. As you
have not heard the—"

Tap, tap, tap!

Mr. Linton broke off suddonly.

The mysterious sound was audible again, and this time
it was in tho Fourth Form class-room.

CHAPTER 6.
Blake’s Idea.

AP, tap, tap! r
Mr. Linton's face wns a studv. The repetition of
the sound in the Fourth Form Loom showed that it

had not been made in tho first place by anybody
in the Shell. ;

The Fourth-Formers looked round in amazcment.

Blake & Co. had been as sceptical as Munnors
about the manifestation in Figgins' study the pre-
vious evening. Now they hcard the mysterious
tapping themselves,

Tap, tap, tap!

The sound certainly did not come from the wall
scparating the Fourth Form from tho Shell class.
room. It appeared, so far as the direction could
be ascertained at aIl, to procoed from tho wall at
the end of the room; but on that side, as everyone
knew, the oak panels werc backed by a solid wall
of stone. Yet the sound was distinct enough.

Tap, tap, tap!

The final taps were
diminuendo — gradually
dying away.

Tre Gex Lisrary,—No. 1,200
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Tap, tap, tap!

The final taps died completely away.

Silence followed,

Mr. Linton looked at Mr. Lathom, and Mr, Lathom
looked at Mr, Linton, The master of the Shell was amazed,
but there was a very visible satisfaction dawning in
Mr. Lathom's face.

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Linton. *What can it be?”

“There is no further doubt,” murmured Mr, Lathom.

“Eh? What did you remark, Mr. Lathom?”

“1 remarked that there is no further doubt.”

“I do not understand. No further doubt of what?”

“That my efforts to ecstablish communication with the
unseen world have been crowned with success at last.”

Mr. Linton was very much inclined to say: *Pooh,
nonscnse I But considerations of politeness restrained him.

“T am assured that the sound is due to a trick,” he said.

The Fourth Form master shook his head decidedly.

“Impossibla! The tapping certainly came from that wall,
and that wall ia of solid stone, and on the other side is the
open quadrangle. A tap from the outer side would not be
audible here, through a thickness of eight feet. You must
romember that this was not built as a class-room, but is
part of the oldest portion of 8t. Jim's, and the walls are
of immense thickness.”

“That is true, but—"

“And as the tapping came from that wall—" -

“I rather thought it might have come from the ceiling,”
said Mr. Linton obstinately, “or perhaps from the cellars
below. I cortaintly feel quite assured that this is due to
» human agency—that of soine reckless, practical joker.”

“I am assured not.”

“Y wish,” said Mr. Linton, with glinting eyes—*“1 wish
that I could find the person concerned. I would answer for
it that he would pln’y no more jokes of this kind.”

o dear sir——"' )

“I am cortain It is a trick!”

“T am assured that it is not{”

“Really, Mr. Linton—-"

“Really, Mr. Lathom—"

“T assure you—"

“Ahem! 'The noise seems to have ceased for good now,”
u?id t'ha master of the Shell. “I think I must return to my
class,”

And Mr, Linton went back to the Shell-room looking very
puzzled and angry. Tho Shell, for once, had been quiect
during the master’s nbsence. Mr. Linton said no more
about punishing the class. It was clear enough that no
one irt the Shell had had a hand in producing the mysterious
tapping, though he was not quito so certain about tho
Fourth Form.

Classes wore dismissed very shortly afterwards, and the
boys crowded out into the corridor, discussing the strange
occurrence. The Terrible Three compared notes at once
with the chums of the Fourth Form Room.

“ And we weally heard the tappin',” said Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. “There is no ewwor about it, deah boys, for I
weally hoard it myself, you know. I have no doubt that
what Tom Mewwy heard in Figgins' study was due to his
ima im?l‘ion.’f

ss |

“1 wefuse to be called an ass, Tom Mewwy.”

“1 wish you’d refuse to be one ”

“Weally, Mewwy—"

“I'm beginning to believe in the tapping now,” remarked
Jack Blake, “ gu certainly heard it in tho class-room.”

“That was what I was wemarkin’. I have no doubt that
the tappin’ in Figgy's study was due to Tom Mewwy's
imagination, but in this case it was weal enough. I am not
likely to make an ewwor.”

“Rats !” said Digby. “TIt was real enough in both cases,
b | o‘?n't mako it out, but T won't awallow the ghost. That's

“Ghosts are out of date,” agreed Tom Merry., “ Ghosts
are barred—"

“Why are ghosts
Lowther. &

“0Oh, don't, Lowther! Wa've had that before, under
many shapes and forms,” said Blake. “I don't like roticn
ioken at all; but if I must have rotten jokes, 1 must say

like 'em new. That is a very old, rotten joke.”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard Lowthah——"

“@&t. Jim's ghost is barred.” said Tom Merry. “DBut 1
don't ser how anybody could be playing the irick. Ii's
a giddy mystery,”

Herries had been looking very thoughtful. Herries was
a elow and steady fellow, and he always thought things out
before he spoke, thoufzh tho opinions he then delivered did
not always scem to hLis chwws worth the trouble he had
taken.
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like foolball boots?” ashed Monty

"1 ng,: said Herries, coming out of his brown study, " it
a good iden to track down the japist—=

“Yes, if we could do it.”

“I was thinking of my bulldog.”

“Rats 1" said Lowther. “I couldn't have that bulldog
doing the tapping—"*

Herrios gave the humourist of the Shell a withering glare.
The juniors chuckled.

“1 don’t mean that, ass!” said Herries, “I mean that my
bulldog might be able to track down the jnPer. You know
what a terror he is at tracking things down.”

“Kippers, for instance,” remarked Manners.

“Oh, don't be funny, Manners! We have to stand
enough of that from Lowther,” said Herries crossly. “ You
know how my dog Towser tracked down the burglars in
!hlc: ch’?pel, and I don't sce why he shouldn’t track down this
joker.

“How are you going to get on the track?”

“That will want thl%king out, of course.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“It will want a lot of thinking out, in my opinion,” he
remarked. ““By the way, I haven't returned those lurid
papers to Binks yet. I ought to get it done, or he will
think he has lost the 8potted 8pook for ever.”

b z}g‘d.'l‘om Merry walked away in quest of the S8chool Houte
uttons,

“Whercfore that worried brow!” asked Jack Blake,
meeting the hero of the Shell in the School House passage
tome little time later, “Have you found Binks?"

“Yos. The young idiot is half off his dot, I believe,"
said Tom Morry, “It would be a g thing to clear that
rubbish out of his mind, if it could be worked.”

Jack Blake grinned.

“I've been thinking of a wheezo,” he remarked. “It
would be a service to Binks, and would give us a chance
of squeezing some fun out of the matter, too.”

“Go ahead!” said Tom Merry tersely.

“Why, suppose one of those giddy criminals he's always
reading about was to call on him one night,” grinned
Blake. *“Red-handed Dick, for instance, or Cs;pt.nin Crack-
shot, or Black-hearted Bill, or somebody. It would be rather
a johe on Binks, and would open his eyes to what it would
really b like to meot one of those gentry, And we ocould
casily rig up the character from the costumes we've got for
the private theatricals.”

Tom Merry langhed.

“Jolly_good wheeza! It's a go!”

‘“Bai Jove, deah boys—""

“ Hallo, Gussy ! Have you found a threepenny-bit 1" asked
Tom Merry, as the swell of the School House came towards
them, beaming.

“No, Tom Mewwy, I have not found a thweepenny-bit |"’

“Then wherefore those beaming emiles on your aristo-
cratic countenance 7*

“Oh, pway don't wot, deah boy! I have had a letlah
fwom Cousin Ethel,” said D'Arcy.

''om Merry and Blake were all interest at once. They
were always glad to hear from their girl chum; gladder
when she came on a visit to Mry. Holmes at 8t. Jim's.

“Any news!" asked Tom Merry eagerly.

“Is Cousin Ethel coming down 1" demnnged Blake,

" Yaas, wathah!"*

“Good !” said both the juniors together.

“Yaas, she's coming down to the coll, you know !” said
D'Arcy, with a smile of great satisfaction. *She has
written that she is going to stay for a fow days with Mre.
ITolmes, you know, and I wathah expect she will awwive
this evenin’. I wegard it as wathah wippin’' |

“Ripping? My dear kid, it's stunning !"

“Yaas, pewwaps it would not be an exaggewation to
descwibo it as stunnin’,” assented Arthur Augustus. “1 am
wathah anxioua in my mind—="

“ About Coutin Ethel? Oh, that's all right! We'll look
after her.”

“T should certainly wefuse to allow you to look aftah my
consin ' gaid Arthur Augustus {rigidly. *“I was not thinkin’
of that. 1 am quite capable of lookin' aftah my own
cousin "

“That's your mistake! You sca—"

“Yaas, I seo a pair of foahfully checky boundahs !’ eaid
Arthur Angustua D’Arcy, fixing his monocle disdainfully
upon Tom Merry and Jack Dlake. “What I am feclin’
wowwied about is my young bwothah Wally.”

“What's the matter with Wally?”

“He's such o feahfully untidy young scallawag, you
know !” eaid D'Arcy. “Ho nevah will keep ink off his
fingahs, or have a clean collah, and his hair is alwavs
feahfully untidy, and he has pwacticaly no cwease in his
twoueahs, Then he's always covahed with gwey haira iwem
that howwid mongwel of a dog of his, I am weally ashamed
for my Couzin Ethel to see him in such a wagged state as
he is bovnd to he in.”




. the Third

—** THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

*Why not give him a few tips?"’ asked Tom Merry

gravely,

“Yaas, wathah! But he doos not weceive advice vewy
wespectfully fwom me,” snid Arthur Augustus, with a doubt-
ful shake of the head.

::But upon such an important occasion—"

Yaas, pewwaps a few words fwom his eldah bwothah
mll ht have some weight with him at this ewitical junctuah,”
snid D'Arcy thoughtfully. I think I will go nlong to the
Third Form Woom and speak to the young wottah!"” .

And D'Arcy walked off. He left Tom Merry grinning at
Blake, and Jack Blake grinning at Tom Merry. They could
both imlmne what was likely to rosult’ from the visit of

Arthur Auigstus [D’Arcy to his young brother in the den of
orm fogs.
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be much of your chivry to be scen.
he's got the real Daredevil Bill—-—

“Daredevil Dick !”

“Oh, Darcdevil Dick, then! It's all onc.
Who's there?"

There was » tap at the study door, Blake looked cross.
ITo did not want anybody to zeo him in that curious got-up.
The whole plot would be sroiled if Binks ahould get wind of
it.  Tha junior darted behind the screen that etood in one
corner of the study, and the next sccond the door opened.

A pair of glimmering spectacles came into view with the
bumpy forehend and large hoad of Herbert. Skimpole behind

”1 fancy Binks will think

I— Hallo!

them.
“Ah, I thought T should find you here!” remarked tho
freak of the Shell. “I'm glad to bo able to tell you, Merry,

Binks =llld at the awesome visitor, his jaw dr;pplng. his glance fixed, his eyes aimost starting from his head. The

k igh ] '
masked highwayman ro't'u'|21d ] .&I& grimly

CHAPTER 7.
Skimpole Makes a Discovery !

uGOT the mask 1
o YO'-UI
* And the whiskers1”

"Y°l-”

“ And the pistol?”

“ Hero they are.”

Jack Blake chuckled, The "]i:ropertim." used by the
amatour theatrieal club among the School House juniors
were all ready. The Terriblo Three had brought them into
Study No. 6, and Blako and his chums looked over them

with great satisfaction.

“Ripping |” said Blake, picking u
horm-pi‘:t.of “This looks businl;u ike,
things !”

All the juniors lent a hand, and Jack Dlake was soon
arrayed in the garb of Daredevil Dick, the highwayman,
Ho wore a three-cornered hat, a black cloak, a mask, and a
belt under the cloak, with the huge butt of the pistol
sticking out of it. In the lllldﬁ the get-up was not, perhaps,
convinoing, but in a dusky light there was no doubt that he
would ﬁm for a very good representation of the highway-
man who was Binks' favourite hero.

Tom Merry chuckled gleefully.

“Good!” he exclaimed. *“There should bo :whiskers, too,
somewhere. Botween the mask and the whiskers there won't

the huge old-fashioned
Let's try on the

" Aha | " he said, in a deep bass volce.
ho—How—Oh | ' stuttered the wretoched Binks.

‘“Ahal Are you ready?'

that 1 have worked up this case to a satisfaofory conglusion.”

“What case 1" asked Tom Merry.

“The case of tho mysterious tapping. Surely vyou have
not forgotten that I took up tho caso with the intention of
olicidating the mystery?”

“Did you? And you have finished 2"

“Yes, the case is now eomrleto."

“Then buzz off, old chap!

“ But.surcly you wish to know the conclusions I have come
to, Merry? {lll\f. proved that young Wally D'Arcy is tho
guilty party!”

* ai Jove 1" said Arthur Augustus.

“Yes, it is undoubtedly the fact1”

“You uttah ass!"

“I am sorry to have to condemn your younger brother
D'Arcy, but the evidence ie overwhelning. 1 have examine
tho' Fourth and the Shell with great keenncss, and am
certain that the guilty party is in neither Form. ’I‘ilm host
tapping Is just one of the tricks a junior in the Third Fotm
would play. I proceeded to the Third Form Room in pursuis
of my investigations, and was 'hurled out by the fags with
what I can only characterise ns brutal violence.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You ass 1" said Disby.
headed, and they would be
mé‘;‘i'mm\l' [;;1 k his head,

pole shook his A
Tae Geu Lisrart.—No. 1,206,

“We've just ragged them bald-
bound to ‘go for any Uppier. Form
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“Nonsense, Digby | Yoyng Wally was evidently actuated
Dy a guilty conscicnce, knowing that I was on the track. He
\un'ﬂ:o cader in the attack, and, as a matter of fact,
diractly I looked into the Third Form Room he uttered the
words: ‘Look there! Look therel Did you ever see any-
whing like that?" *’

** Bai Jovahl I’I‘hat was a natuwal question, deah boy |”

. a, ha, ha »

“The remark was a proof of guilt.”

“"B!emd if T sce how you make that out,” said Tom
Merry.

Skimpole smiled the smile of a superior knowledge.

“You have not studied detectivo work upon the methods
of Sexton Blake,” he replied. “To the trained mind of a
detective, D'Arcy minor's words contained an involuntar
confession of guilt. * Look there! That was the mru.i
exclamation of one conscious of guilt, on finding the shadow
on his tpack, ‘ Did you ever see anything like that?’ That
remark, of course, referred to the wonderful way in which
l| liu!. tracked him down, apparently without the aid of
clues,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

I cannot allow your ribald laughter to influence me
against the weight of solid evidence. Young Wally is
ovidently the guilty party who has been playing ghost.
laving established his guilt—*"

“8kimmy, old man, you're too funny to live! Somebody
lend me a por."

“Really, Lowther I”

“Hark!'" cxclaimed Manners suddenly.

Tap, tap, tap! .

‘The soupd eame serily th h the study.

“ My hat 1” imuttered Tom Merry. *There it is agsin I”

Skimpole gave a jumr‘..

“Dear me! There—there must be something wrong with
wy theory, after all! I have just left g:un' Wally down-
|u.n:| |i1'| the Third Form Room, and here is the tapping
again I'

But the juniors did not laugh.

The mysterious sound made them serions enough. They
looked at one another in doep and breathless silence.
Whence came that mysterious tapping?

It can't. be the l-;;rghout 1" muttered Herries.

“It's doocid mystewious !" muttered D'Arcy. “I weally
considah—"

“Really,” said Bkimpole, “I am eu

ressed by this*ovident trick !
cenled in the study 1”

Tom Merry could not help grinning.

Thera_ certainly was someone concealed in the study—Jack
Blake, in the guise of Daredevil Dick, tho highwayman. But
it was not Blake who tapped.

“Ob, cheeso it, Skimmy, and get out!”

" 'There is someone concoaled in the study,” said Skimpole
firmly. “I appear to have been misled in tho case of young
Wally by an unperfect cluo; but now there is an oppor-
tnity o cluco\'nt-mg tho real culprit.”

“I tell you—="

It would ho advisable to scarch the study—"

“Travel, old chap!”

“Porhaps hehind the screen in the corner—*"

“Get along |"

"X think it is my duty to clear up this matter,” said
Skimpole, and he made a’sudden rush at the screen, * Here,
great Scott |” .

rised to see you all
There is someone con-
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He dragged the scroen aside, and Daredovil Dick, the
highwayman, was roevealed. .

Eldm, though surprised, was oqual to the occasion,

He raised his huge horse-pistol to a lovel, and his eyes
fltmd through tho holes in the mask at tho astounded
Joterminist of 8¢, Jim'a,

" Die 1* E
Mercy! Holp!®
og 1

“Ow! Hellup!
r?_kil:wolo c\'igently took Daredevil Dick for the genuine
article, ‘
The highwayman came forward, and flourished his pistol.
I" ?i:{ml'.:' he said, in a deep bass voice. “Bilence! Close
that door
Tom Merry, apparently trembling in every limb, closed
the door. . ''he juniors were all trembling, but in
excitemont of the moment Skimpole could not see that
tl:elf were shaking with suppmmﬂt_u(hm.
aredevil Dick glared round ferociously.
“8wear,” he exclaimed impressively—" swear to keep this
secret, or this study shall be drenched in gore |
“I—=I can't swear,” murmured Lowther. “I promised
my Aunt Sempronia never, never to say a nngllg word I
here was a supp huckle in the study. But 8kim-
pole was too terrified to notice it, or to notice anything but

the black mask and the huge pistol.

“ Bwear I"I"ropoaud the highwayman sternly. “Down on
your knees !
' The juniors’ dropped on_their knoes. Skimpole's kneos
wero knocki l.o‘rther with fright, and he was glad to
kneel down. “110 xed his s upon .the masked man,

as if fascinated by the dreadful sight.

* Now,"” said deep bass voice, “swoar nuver to reveal
the dread secret of my presence in this study! Bwear!”

*I—I swear !” murmured Tom Morry,

“1 swear!” gas Bkimpolae. “I shall certainl
great pleasure in keeping the secret, my dear sir,

“Bilonce 1

“Yo-es, certainly!”

Romain as you are!” said the highwayman sternly, “I

am goi

have
"

. _A few minutes, and this ancient hall will’knmr
Daredevil Dick, the highwayman, no more. But keep the
socret, or I'll give you a licking—I mean, these foors shall
ru!"llrcd wit!: crimson gore !”

“Silenco !" ;

The highwayman flourished his pistol again, so close to
Skimpole that the amateur detcctive jumped, and then (he
highwayman switchod out the lﬂhl.

‘The juniors did not move. ere were vague sounds in
the darknoss, which 'Tom Merry knew to be made by Jack
Blake, stripping off hia disguise. But 8kimpole was far
from suspecting anything of the sort. Then there was the
round of a door opening and closing, and roceding foot-
steps in the passage.

“He is gono!” said Tom Merry, in a low voice.

The juniors rose to their feet. Lowther switched on the
lights again, Skimpole was tmmblin(r in every limh,

“Ts ho—er—really %nnef" he gasped.

“Yaas, wathah! hat an extwemely fowocious-lookin'
woscal he was!” said Arthur Augustus, “I am not sur-
pwised that you were in a blue funk, S8kimmy.”

* You—you are mistaken, D'Arcy. I was not in a blue
funk. I—I was assuming thia aspect of torror for the
purpose of —of—of ——"

“Then you assumed it jolly well,” said Tom Merry.

The door opened, and Jack Blake came into the study.

lummmmmmmmmmn

Potts, the Office Boy!.........ccoouuvvnrmriiiurrrennnne.

W7 PLEASE , S\R, "E'S BUSY STUDyW'|

WHAT | whAT's

o AHe stuoving?
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"He looked round at the juniors with an expression of

T e b T M
s & drea " si on -
3 ha| ppmu!l but we have ﬂmmJr to keep rlt dark.” g

"m'l l-ure you that it is the case, Blake,” stammered
8kimpole. " We Inn now discovered the dreadful author
of the mmerwul tapping, but we have sworn to keep the

Yon have sworn !”

u.o;;“h“l: olly well get out of my study! I'm not
oul D u no
nin' to have fe ‘gi who”iwnr in lm'o. ':md Blake

lﬂmly. “I'm surprised and shopked at you, Bkimpole
setting such s bad example to these tender youths.”

o Roally, Blnkc—
tuvol alon d' beloro I kick you!”
“You don't un

b | dont want to, nndenhnd' Get out !
“When I say 1 swore, I dont mean to say 1 swore.

1 mean to say that I swore—"
“Yes, that’s qmte ir.mcl * assented Blake. “ Cet out!”
“But reall

Blake picked up the inkpot.
“] give you one i

was eng or H:thert Blum le. He
lhprd out of the mu;l‘ nnd slammed po s he
down the uu hoard a wild yell ol ]nu.htor-

from the study, -nd o wonderod what Tom Merry & Co.

were laughing at.

—— —

CHAPTER 8.
Daredevil Dick !

HEN the Fourth Form went up to the dormitory
however, Blake cut into the study to get the pucri
containing the disguise ol Daredevil Dick.
Bkimpole affair had not any lltcnuon m

his plan. The lesson to Binks was nill to be ‘u'm He had
lnmﬁ«l ‘to meet Tom Merry and his chums in the corridor

“at ‘ha

" 'The Fourth Form went to bed, but Blake did not go to

past t ohunod out from the oclock tower
out ol be shivered; the night was cold.
The mist had cleared off, lacl the mom wu I:mmrm;
npou the white carpet of smow in the , and on
’B.I, llnnn mnm of lhphlrou on the | omntory windows.
'I.I"
enmlng. Herries1” he asked, shaking his chum,
Henlu ltnrhd out of a dream.
Eh-—whn! 'Tlin‘t. rhing—boll e
that jape on Binks?”
» I! m don't mnd Blnka, I'd utlm you told me about
morning.”
ake grunted,
2 An you ooml“’ L
“Eh—what ? 1[. if _youw'll excuse. mo, old ehap, I'd
uthor hear about it in the morning,” said Dighy sleepily.
“You coming, Gus?’
“Bai Jove! Is tlut someone shakin' me? T wcfuse to
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unless you vmh me to play. the pwincls.l pnrt in th-
onv 1 will come and assume
Dmk. if_you like, as I could pwohtbl: do it muoh

“Othahwue, I think my pwesence will pwobably be
uous.”
Yo\l re th ﬂ'ht there, Gussy.”

"Luy rotters " lnd Blake. “Stop in bed, then!”
“I!m lwuh me to come, boy—"
Thcn. if you are not watty about it, I will go to sleep
[
q“('}0 to sleep, Gnu{. You're nicest when you're asleep.
You don’t taik then.
But D’Arcy was nlrendy dozing off a tm Jmk Dlake
donned the sllrtlm[ gorb of Durcdcnl {flmny
man, and quictly left the dormitory Out.n o
the B8hell dormitory Tom  Merry was waiting lor him.
There was a glimmer of moonlight in tho passage from the
high window nt the end, and Tom Merry gave quits a stars
as the curious figure of the h:phwaymun came along.
“Th:t you, Blake?" he whispered
“Yes.. Where arc the others?”
Tom Merry chuckled.
“Mannors and Lowther think they'd rather hear about
it in the morning. Where are our ot "

“Bame with thom,” grinned Blake. “Come on!"
"I say, you'd give anybody a start who saw you like

that.”

£ Vory likely. We shall have to tako jolly good ¢are not
to be seen by anybody but Binks. Let's get along. Hallo,
who's that?” -

here was the sound of a cautious footstep bohind'Blake
in the shadowy corridor. The juniors started and stared in
thae -direction of the sound. -

“h—-n s sombodl coming I

“Confound him |

“It's— My hat, it's Gussy

The juniars breathed more lr '.l‘he figure of the swell
of 8t. Jim's came into .view in z immering moonlight.
He had his trounerl and slippers and a coat on, and a scarf
round his neck. The. oorn or, was very cold that winter
night. An eyeglass glimmered in the moonlight.

Bai Jovul Are you there, deah boys!’ .
“Yes, gss!” wled Blake. *“ You startled us.”

“1 wefuse to be called an ass!”

“What have you come along for, after all?"

“1 thought you weuld vew vy pwobably get into' some
mischief if I wasn't with you uplumed D'Arcy. " Upon
the whole. 1 oomldah it bettah to come.”

“Well, now you've come, dont mako a row.”

“I am not makin' a wow."

“Shut up, then. Come onl”

Blake lod the way, and the other two followed in silence.
Outside the door of the room oocupied by Bipks, Blake halted.
There was a light ﬁlimmnrmg undnr the door,

“The young ass hasn’t gone to bed rt * muttored Blake.
“Staying up to read lomo of those lurid shockors, I suppose.
We iml catoh him in the act.”

upon the whole, don't you think it rather rough

be shaken wuffly! I wish you to' undahstand that it is “1 {
qualtinu of dig with me, and I wefuse—" on hun ” murmured Tom Merry.
, wako upl  Are you coming with me to jape Blake snorted. .
Buttons “Well, this is a nice time of day to start thinking that,
“Upon the whole, Blake, I thihk I had bettah not come, he said. “Hallo! Listen I”
A N RO U A O TR L
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RIGHT,- COME. ALONG , LET'S
{SEE THE ASTROLOGER g
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The sound of Binks' voice was audible from the room.

“Ha, ha, ha! 'They little know |*

"Siliﬂoung ass, talking to himself I” muttered Blake.
1 think he wants cyring, if ever any howling idiot did 1*

“Yans, wathah "

:g::dtgy chaps stop here while I go in.”

Blako turned the handle of the door and strode into the
room. As he came into the flickering light of Binks'
ocandle, ho certainly looked an awesome figure in a cloak
and mask, whiskers and pistol. The School House page was
fully dressed, but he did not seem to have been reading.
He had his hand on a panel in the wall of the room, snd
he turned round instantly as Blake came in. His gaze fell
up:qn:hdn terrible figure of Daredovil Dick, and he stood
petrified.

CHAPTER 9.
Binks the Terrible !

INKS f'“d at thy awesome visitor, his jaw dropping,
Im‘!m fixed, his eyes almost starting from his
hend, The masked highwayman returned his gaze

grimly.

“Aha, aha!” said Blake in a dcep bass voice. “Ahal
Are you ready?”

*}—I—=]— Who—how— O0Oh!” )

“Ha, ha, ha!" said Blake. *“You are scared! Yon
aro frlﬁ]a)?.ened[ Is this the spirit of a follower of Red-
handed Bill1*

.“Red-handed Dick, you ass!” came a whisper from out

side.

“Of Red-handed Bill?” rc‘pcaled Blake obatinlte{ﬁ. “Is
this ma !pluck of a disciple of Black:-lfearted Dick? inion,
tremble I”

Tho order was unnecessary. Binks was trombling in
every limb, and his face was as white as chalk.

Blako stretchod out his hand, and knocked the candle over.
He did not want Binks to get a closor view. Thé moonlight
5[umnered in at the frosty window, and in tho eorie

imness tho figure of Daredevil Dick jooked more terrible
than ever,

‘*Mercy 1" gasped Binks, * Oh, meroy ”

“Daredevil Dick never shows mercy,” said the highway-.
man scornfully, *“His path is marked in gore. His footsteps
are deep in crimson stains, just as if he had dipped his
boots in red ink 1”

Thoro was a faint chuckle from without.

*I have como for you, Binks.”

“Oh lor! Mercy |”

“Tremble not. I shall not hurt you.
been prepared for this visit?”

“Oh, oh, oh!"

“ Have you not often dreamed of becoming a highwayman
and stealing things for a living? Have you not visioned
a_wild caroer on the boundless main, and longed for the
time when you could hoist tho Jolly Roger and eail the
Spanish Main and imbrue your hands in gore?”

“Oh dear| I—"

“Will you join my band?" hissed Blake.

B S Oh I

Have you not

“Will you join the choice selection of daring spirits that
scoff at law and fill their pockets with booty? ~ Will you
becomo a highwayman and sail the Spanish Main with ‘my
gallant band?” demanded Blake, getting a little mixed,

“Oh dear!”

“1 have come to help you realise your dreams of a lifo
of adventure. You shall join my band. I have long been
in search of such daring spirits.” You shall become known
as Binks the Terrible.”

There was a curious sound from the passage. It scemed
as if somebody was choking there. But the terrified Binks
did not notice it.

“Come!"” said the highwayman sternly. “Will you join
my Ignllnnl band 1"

“I_Pd :l:th(;}-l not, if you don't :;:ind.b I-—l" ;

“Is not this the opportunity you have been longing for?”

“Yo-g-es, but—but—* ki Bing

“Ah, you are a craven! You shrink from the thought
of imbruin &our hands in gore! Ha, ha, base minion "
DBlake pluc) the old hotse-pistol (rom under bWis conl.
“You muaskt }u‘m my band or diel™

:%h dear! Oh dear!”

y men are waiting in the passage. Will you join
my band?” .
*I—1—1 will if you wish, please.”
“Then come! Have you a J’-um"
“N-n-no 1"
“Or a trusty sword?”
“No-no.”
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“Very well, I will lend you a ket-knife to kill the
Head 4 b y poe

“To-to-to wh-wh-what?" gasped Binks.

“To kill the Head. No member is allowed jn my gallant
band who has not paid his footing by committing at least
one murder.”

“Oh dear! Oh dear!”

“Besides, the gold in my cave in Eppinf Forest runs
short. I must have more gold, and we can tab the school
ore _wo mount our coal-black stoeds and fly.”

“I—I—I can't ride!”

“Base minjion! You aspire to be a highwayman, and
you cannot ride, you have no dagger, not even a Erusty
sword. Bah! You shall learn to ride. You shall learn to
watch the rod gore flow and say ‘ Ha, ha, hal'2

:Oh dear! Oh dear!”

Are you ready?”
“No-n-no—y-y-yes.”
“Then comel Have you ever killed anyone yet?”
There was an irrepressible chuckle from sage, This
time Binks hoard it, but he sct it down to the highwaymen
chuckling in horrid glee at the thought of a murder.

Skimpole dragged the screen aside and Daredevil Dick, the Higl
the mask at gho astounded Determinist of 8t. Jim's. ‘' Die

“N-n-never |” gasped Binks. “I—I would rather not
kill anyone.”

“Rats! I mean, ha, ha, hal” said Blake hastily.
“You must learn to_wlefd a rusty sword—I mean a trust
sword, Come! I will lend you my poniard, and you shall
drive it into someone’s heart! Ts there anybody you would
speci;lly like to murder before you leave thia place for
ever
“J—I don't think so, please |”

“What about Mrs, Binns, the cotk?  Has she not boxed
your eoarat™

“Ye-e-es; but—="

“Boxed the ears of Binks tho Terrible? Think! !l.fd
you not better drive a rusty—trusty—dagger to her hoartt

“I—if you please 1-1'5 rather not. .

“ And Mary, the housemaid. Shall she pot dia?”

“ N-n-no, l|3ea.ul”

“Then come! Let me see you sh{othe Head, and I shall
be convinced that you are worthy to be a member of my
gallant band.”




o

il { 1
a8 revealed. He raleed his pistol and his eyes glared through

'ARCY IN NEXT WEEK’'S RIPPING YARN, “ AMERICA BOUND!”

“©Qh, please—pleaze——0>

“Come |"” thundered Daredevil Dick.

Binks came. He was so snmlyuqd with terror that he could
hardly move, but he dared not disobey: .

Daredevil Dick grasped him by the shoulder, and led him
from tllla! r:om. e paused in the passage to speak to his
trsty band,

“Ha, ha, hal My faithful blades! Spread through-the
House, seize the gold, and shed as much blood as possible !

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry pinched the swell of 8t. Jim's too late. The
c¢at was out or the bag now. Binks gave a jump as he
recognised the voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. @ wan

not a particularly bright yeuth, but even his denseness had
its limits. He.understood that he was the victim of » japo
at once.
“You nttor ass!” muttered Tom Merry _wnthl'ul‘!y. a8
Binka uttered' a gasping cxclamation of relief, ‘' You've
given the show away !"
“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
“ Yow shrieking idiot " .
“1 wefuse to called a shwiekin' idiot! I wegard von

e
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“Dear mbe} Owl Mercy! Help!" yelled S8kimpole.

as havin' f'iven the show away in tho most widiculous
mannah | *’o.u had not spoken—"
“Is this a litile

“ Y(;u—y“ ou beasts |” muttered Binks,

ante

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Blake, unable to restrain his merri-
ment any longer. “Ha, ha, ha! What do you think of
Daredovil Dick now, you young aes?”

* Master Blake

""Are you willing to join my band, and kill a few people
to y‘}y your footing 1

1 ou—you——=~>

“The game's up now,” said Blake regretfully. “1 was
thinking of taking the young idiot down and ducking.-him
under the bath-room tap. Binks, you can go to bed.”

' You—you——="

““Get to bed, and remember we've done this for your own
fiood. and I hope the lesson will not be lost on you,” eaid

lake, with & patornal air. “If Gussy hadn't been ouch un
“.___.il

“ Weally, Bluke——"
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“You—you didn't frighten me,” said Binks surlily. “I
knew it was you all along. But 1 could jolly well frighten
yam it I-like I™ i o

“Ratsl Get to bed, my son, and give Daredevil Dick snd
Red-handed Bill a wide berth, Bring that dummy along,
Tom Merry 1”

“1 wefuse to be addwesscd as a dummay 1"

inks went into his room and shut the door hard. The
juniors descended the stairs chuckling, and went back to
. _As they came into the dormitory passage there was the
wound of a door opeuing.

—

CHAPTER 10.
The Snow Fight ]
# JOVE! Look at the snow!” :
‘om Merry uttored the exclamation as he jumped
out of bed the following morning. X
snow was coming down in a dazsling sheet,
and drifting before the wind against the panes of the Shell

dormitery.
“Cold, isn't it?” shivered Manners. “But I'm glad to
see the snow so thick. ‘What price snowballa in the quad 1”
“ What-ho I
. “Rats!” grunted Gore.

look for a fire somowhcre [* T Jelly oidt P “inrh
re moewlc

“ Slacker |

“Oh, rats]” .

There were very few of Gore's mind, however, Nearly all
the Shell dr themselves hurriedlr‘. and followed the

Tarrible Three downstairs:- for a run in thg snowy quad
before breakfast. Snow had fallen before, but it was coming
down thickly at last, agd the juniors were delighted to seo it.

“Come_on, Skimmy!” demanded Lowther, giving the
amateur Determinist a slap on the back as they went down-
stairs that nearly sent him headlong to_the bottom.

Bkimpole clutched at the banisters and blinked at Lowther,

“N-no, I think not, Lowther!” he gasped. “I have to

repare my article on Detcrminirm for the Christmas
Number of the * Weekly.! If you fellows like to stay in till
breakfast, I'll read you out my notes for that article—"

. "Thnnlll you,” said Lowther; “1'd rather be buried alive
in snow I*

“Really, Lowther! Perhaps you would core.to hear the
latest views on the subject of Determinism, Manners 1*

“Yes, perhaps,” said Manncrs—“ a jolly big perhaps!”

“QOr you, Merr

“Tho very latest views, rather!" assented Tom Merry;
““the latest possible—say very Inte to-night, when I'in asleep.
You can read ‘em out then,”

“Really, Merry—"

“Come on, you chaps! I expect we shall find Figgins &
Co. in the quad.”

And the Bhell, in coats and scarves, and thick boots,
rushed out into the quad. The wintry sun was glimmering
tlslr_oulh the falling smow. The quadrangle was a sheet of
white,

“Hallo, here's those Shell-fish1” exclaimed’ the voice of
Jack Blake. The Fourth Form wero already out. “Give
em socks !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Buck up, 8hell!” shouted Tom Morry.

And in a moment the snowballs were flying. L

There was plenty of material for manufacturing missiles,
and the juniors were adepts at the work. A terrific battle
was soon raging amid the falling flakes.

The Fourth wero superior in ﬁoint of numbers, and they
were soon driving the Shell back towards the House under
a shower of missiles. But the Terrible Threo wero a host
in themselves. They rallied the Bhell, and o hot scrimmage
ensued at close quarters,

Tho combat was at its height when o crowd of scarfed
juniors loomed up through the falling flakes from the
direction of the New House.

**Go for 'om 1” rang out the voice of Figgins.

And the New House juniors rushed to the attack.

Figgins lod off with a huge snowball, that caught D'Arcy
behind the ear and broke over his cheek and neck. .

Arthur Augustus sat down suddenly in the snow with 4

gasp.

“Bai Jove "

The next moment he had disappeared lmon; the legs of
the New House juniors as they rushed forward.

“Bai Jove !” gas D’Arcy. “Pway don't twead on me,
deah boys! Weally, I wegard this as wathah wuff! If
you twead on my twousahs I shall wefuse to play with such
a set of wuff wottahs |"”

But no one heeded D'Arcy.

Figgins & Co., backed up by a crowd of New Houro
fellows, quite gained the upper hand by their sudden attack.
But the two parties of School Houso fellows at once united

Tuz Gex Lismany.—No. 1,296,
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against the common foe, and then Figgins & Co. began to
get the worst of it.

“Down with the New House!” roared Blake.

*Yaas, wathah * ghsped D’Arcy, scrambling to his feet.
“Down with the beastly New House, desh boys!” .

There was & wild and whirling conflict amid the wind:
Nl Sleht 60 05 T T ing ¢

t of it, & orm came oross rom
the New House to the School House; Imttlnjuniogworo
much too busily ocoupied to notice Mr, Ratoliff.

The New House mastor looked at the scene of excite-
ment with & sour expression, and walked on; n gave a
sudden jump as a snowball caught him. ‘behind ' ear.

The snowballs were fiying in all directions, and it was
dangerous to get near the combat. Mr, Ratcliff turncd
round with a glint in #1%s eyes.

“Who threw that?" he ted.

was po reply. The juniors'did not even hear him.
But snowballs were lying !ntiI and a-couple more squelched
on Mr. Ratcliff’s features as he glared.

“lni”. rih lDuin at once I

ur »

“Down with the Now: House I

“Give "em socks !"

“ Hurrah I

Faster and thicker flew tho missiles. Mr. Ratcliff was in
the line of fire, and the snowballs plumped on him from all
sides. His face was pale with anger, but it was evidently
useless to shout at the excited juniors. The Héusemaster
fairly took to his heels and ran, and the snowballs—whether
by accident or dui‘n—lollowoﬁ him fast, till he bolted into
the doorway of the School House.

The conflict continued unabated. From the gate of the
Head's garden a charming face looked into the quad. The
New Houso fellows, driven by superior .numbers, were ro-
treating, and their retreat happened to be in this direction.
A large number of them were scattered, but a thick knot

 held fast round Figgins & Co., and showed a bravo front to

the enemy.

Figgins caught sight of the preity face over the gato, and
in a moment the Eup of ready snowballs. dropped from
under his arm, and ho ran to the gate, dragging off his snow-
covered cap. .

**Good-morning, Cousin Ethel I”

Cousin Ethel smiled.

" Good-mgning, Figgins! I sce you are busy!"™

D"gn ins grinned.
" 1.7 a little fun!” he exclaimed. “Hallo! Those
duffers can’t sce you! Hold on there—pax !”

The 8chool House follows were rushing on, mndin! a
storm of snowballs before them. Many of the missiles flow
right at the gate, and Figgins immediatoly planted his
lonfth{ form in front of Cdusin Ethel to shioid her. Snow-
b.'lnd‘ ter snowball biffed upon him, but Figgins did not
mi

Cousin Ethel laughed,

“That is- very kind of you, Figgim!"

“I shouldn’t like you to get biffed—I-mcan, hit—by a
snowball I" said Figgine anxiously, apparently under the
impression that Cousin Ethel mifht break if touched too
rougll . “Hold on, you duffers| Pax!"

“Hallo I" exclaimod Blake, “You own up you're licked,

5 \J "

e, 1 deg'!

“Hold on! Can't you see Cousin Ethel t*

“How do you expect mo to see through s great chump
Jike you 1" demanded Blake, pulling off his cap as he caught
sight  of Cousin * Ethel. -~ “Beautiful morning, iss
o O

es, isn ]

“Nice and
snowy ! You don't
often got a morn-
ing like this be-
fore  Christmas,
and we're making
the most of it,
?{i\'ing these Now
‘House kids a
licking 1"

“Rats!"”  said
Kerr

The snow-fight

- was mostly over
now  Here and
therc it con-
tinued, but near
the gate all was
peace and polite
grins.

“Bai Jove, I am not At is oval, as & matiah of
fact, deih bops!” sajd Arthur Augustus, *1 find this wuff
play vewy exhaustin’.” ,

“Go and sit down, then,” said Figgins kindly,

“1 wefuse 1o go and sit down, Jiggine!” said D'Arey
groping for his eyeglass, and )n.mmin"I it into his eye and

roga the New Hout;o. .iumw h: t ‘gi-d:'lln.“ ';I
nnot help s . ve ultewiah motives in
:3 ing that I should go I{I‘m sit down.”

iggins furned pink. .A bell rang through the falling

snow,

“Bai_Joye,. that's bweakfast!” .

The Q'"n . to -go to.their Houses. , Figgins reo-
ma at the gite. He, was.evidently.determined.to speak
to, Cousin Ethel, and the others raised their caps and
nami‘"nny. h‘ﬁ:o nlg Figgy o thAam, as they expressed

. exoept. ur Augustus rey.

"You willp‘bo late for bweakfast |?n the New House,
Fw!l:.l." he remarked.

ally 1 said Figgina.
“Yaas, wathah!”
"Guulrl Come on, Gussy.!”. callod out Blake.

“I will follow you deah boys I”)

“No you:won't, .s8id Blake, coming back and: passing his
arm th h D’'Arcy’s; “you'll gomo now! Trot|”

“I uttably wefusa to twot—" :

“Now, Gussy, old man; we un‘t.quihly .begin break-
fast without you,” said Jack Blake) *it- wouldn't secm like
breakfast without your chivvy at the table I”

“Oh, if you put it like that, Blake—"

“Well, I do put it like that,” said Blake solemnly.

“Then I lhllrho wryiphuad to come. Au revoir, Ethel I”

“ Au revoir, Arthur!

And the swell of the Bohool Hause walked off with Blake.

Cousin Ethel made a movement to leave the gate.

“Just a minute |" said Figgind,

“You will be late for breakist, Figgins.”

“Yes, 1 shouldn't wonder,” said Figgins absently, “I—
I say, Fatty—Wynn, T mean—spoke to you last night about
coming to the feed—I mean, the Christmas celebration. He
says you'ro coming.” )

“I should like to come,” ;

“I say, that's—that's ripping!" said Figgins. “That's
all we want, you know, to make'it' pbsolutely ripplncf i

“Then it will be ni:dolutely—or—-rippin. 1" said Cousin
Ethel gravely.

Figgina blushed.

e are ‘going-to make it as docont an affair as we
can,” he remarked. "There will bo holly and Christmas
chajns up, and so on. T wonder if you would help to
dm?i;lh thr:.pi | '1;‘. ! What t 7%

“Yes, certpinly, Figgins at room is i

";zlpll, we havn't settled . that yet, ' but when it's
settled—"

“1 shall be glad to do anything I can,” said Cousin Ethel.

And, with a bright ‘smile and a nod, she disappeared
among the ‘snowy trees.

Figgins walked back to the New House with a smile of
great satisfaction upon his rugged face.

CHAPTER 11,
Great Preparations !

R. RAILTON, Housemastor of the Bchool House,
entered Head's study with a. sorious expres

sion upon ace.
Dr. Elolmu_ was also looking very grave.

*You sent for me, sir?*

“I wish to a;uk tarvou about & most curious ocuurroner,"
said the Fidad, as Mr. Railtori sat down, “Mr. Ratclilf
came over here bofore breakfast to complain of a sound
that disturbed him last’ night—a ‘stirious tnppixif, like that
supposed to be made by the ghost of the Monk Rufus|”

“Ah, Mr. Ratolif has heard it, too, then["

“Yes, at a late hour. last’ ight. . It startled him ver
much, but he's convinced that it is due to some trick, which
he attributes to a School House boﬁ"

Mr. Railton smiled slightly. The Housemaster of the New
House never failed to as many faults as possiblo with
8chool House boys. .

“And his reasont” asked Mr. Railton. -

“The tapping in the New House haa only been audible
upon one side—the wall where the New IHouss joins build-
inrleonnsct.od with the Bchool House.”

s00.

“It is & very strange affaie, Mr. Railton,” said the Head.
looking troubled. *Last night, as I was gitting up late, I
heard & curious sound of tapping, and could not ascertain
whence it procecded. As it was only audible once, I
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attributed it to the imaginatjon, I thought, alwo, that it
was, perhaps, duo to some animal—a rat behind tho wains-
cot, or something of that sort. But now I find that the
sound has boen audible to others on more than one
ocoasion,”

* Mr. Railton nodded.

"1 am aware of that, sir.
you about it,"”

" Mr. Ratcliff says ho has questioned the boys of his House,
and soveral of them have heard the tapping. Figgins of the
Fourth, and French of the Shell have heard it, and slso
Monteith, his head prefect. To all of them it seemed as if
the sound came from the wall adjoining the old refectory.”

I have beca going to speak to

“But that wall is of immense thickness,” said Mr. Railton.
“A House could certainly get there easily
enough, but would a tap be audible through something like

eight feet of stone?”
“It is very curious. I take it that you have heard this
ourious sound, too, Mr, ilton 1

" Yes, several times. And I do not know what to make
of it. Kildare and Darrell have both a‘rohn to me about
it, also Lefevro of the Fifth; and I find that it is a topic
of discussion among the juniors, a large number of whom
bave heard it.”

“And are you aware what views aro held regarding it!”

“8Some of the younger boys attribute it to the ghost of
8t. Jim's—especially after dark,” said Mr. Railton, with a
smile. “Most of thera, however, believe that it is the work
of some practical joker.”

“That is the only possible conclusion, I suppose 1”

“T think so, sir.”

The Head looked very troubled.

“The matter must be looked into,” he said. *We shall
have the smaller hoys allowing all sorts of fancies to frighten
them if it is not stopped.”

«But e 1a"it possiblefor the joker, wh

ut how is it possible for the joker, whoever he may
II.n. :‘or“obtlln access to the pll.cll, whero the tapping it
ear

Mr. Railton knitted his brows in a puzaled way.

“That is a mystery at present, sir. But I have no doubt
wo_llu}'l discover the culprit, if we take the matter in hand
serionsly,

“Then that is all wo can do,” said the Head. "I am
really vory much puzzled and nnnored."
Mr. Railton quitted the ITcad's stude. He met the
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master of the Fourth in the passage, and Mr. Lathom
stoP!ped and pecred at him thraugh his glasses,

“1 wanted to speak to you, fdr. Railton—"

“Certainly,” said the Housemaster, stopping.
~ “Have you heard a mysterious sound—a curious rapping
in the dead of night?” asked the little Form master
|mln‘enlv?1l{‘.

“Yes, en you have heard it, too 1"
. “Unfortunately, 1 have heard it on]y once, and that was
in the class-room during afternoon classes yesterday,” said
the Fourth Form master regretfully, “and it was so brief
that I was unable to deduce anything from it.”

“1—1 don't. quite follow.”

course, e cause o i i1s protty eviden r.

“Of th f it i tt ident, M
Railton.*

“8o I believe.”

“ It in clearly the effort of a disembodied spirit to establish
communications with beings of the earth.”

Mr. Railton started.

e Perhons oy b like Mr. Linton,” said 1t

“ Perhaps you are a sceptic, li r. Linton,” said the
Fourth Form master; *'but to my mind it is undoubted that
this is the effort of a disembodied spirit to establish com-
munication with beings of the earth.

“Really, Mr, Lathom—"

“Did you hear the tapping last night?”

certainly hea p n n my study.
"1 cortainly heard the tapping last night | tudy.”
:gu it accompanied by an icy chill in the room 1™
°-.l

“* A curious, creepy fceling in the bones?”

“Not at all I”

“Dear me! I supposa you are not a medinm,” murmured
Mr. Lathom. “Now, I am convinced that I am a medium,
Mr. Railton.”

“Indeed 1" said Mr. Railton dryly.

“Yes; although the manifestations I have roceived from
the unseen world have hitherto been very meagre—very
meagre indeed,” said Mr. Lathom. *“I am going fully te
investigate this matter, and obtain as much data as possible
to lay bofore the Disembodied 8pirit Communication Society
at the next meeting. 1 was thinking of holding a scance in
my ntud{ to-night—*

“Real {' Mr, Lathom—*

“And I should be very pleased if you would come.”

(Continued on page 20.)
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¥ The Ghost of St. Jim’s!

A (Continued from page 19.)

“1 fear I shall be busy clsewhore,” said Mr. Railton, and
:IF ﬁnugd on, leaving the master of the Fourth shaking
11y head,

Mr, Lathom was fully convinced that his spiritualistic
cfforts were being o with suocess at last, The other
nasters wero equally convinced that the mysterious tapping
was the work of a practical joker. The latter opinion was
that of boys—during the daytime, at least.

Tho Upper Form fellows, many of whom had heard the
spivit-rapping, attributed it to some mischievous fag, but liow
le contrived it they had to confess themselves unablo to
uess.  As for the juniors, thoy regarded it as a jape,
though when night drew on their disbelief in ghosts grow
roportionately weaker. - Bomo of them, however, had other
things than ghosts to think about now.

The preparations for the Christmas cclobration were going
forward at a ?ood rate.
. Most of tho funds were in now, and the money was placed
in the hands of Fatty Wynn. The fat Fourth-Former was

lanning a fced which he described as *simply stunning.

here was, of course, an argument as to whethor the feod
should bo held in the Behool House or the New House, The
argument was settled by Tom Morry getting permission
from Mr. Railton to use a room in the Bgtool flnu.-o. which
was larper than any .Fi’ggim could .have sccured on the
other side. Bize was, of course, an object, as the party
wis a large onc.

After morning school—the room having been agreed upon
—the juniors were busy with the decerations. Here, of
course, Cousin Ethel was of assistance—more assistance than
a_dozen boys would have been.

A largo supply of gaily coloured paper, having been laid
in, the ﬁmion wero busy, under Mi!f (,[l,ﬁ\-clnnd‘u directions.
in making Christmas chajns for tho decoration of the some-
what baro walls. Others were sct to work upon the holly
docorations, and the room soon began to assume a Christ-
masay aspect. :

M{ernoon school interrupted the wotk, but it was pretty
well advanced. ero was pne junior who had not taken
a hand in the decorations. 'ft was Fatty Wynn. Tho mind
of Fatty Wynn was fully oooupied: with the feed. All that
ay Fatty was going about with seraphic smiles upon his
plump face.

‘*It will bo ripping!” he confided to Arthur Augustus, as
the Fourth Form went in to wfternoon lessons.

“Yaas, wathahI" assented D’Arcy. “Cousin Ethel is a
gweat hand at decowatin’ a place.

“Oh, I meant tho feed I”

aas, I might have guessed you mcant the feed, you
feahful young porpoise 1" addonted - the swell! of the School
House. ™1 weslly do not think I evah saw you at any time
when you wers not thiskin'.absut a wotten feed.”

“Tt won't .be s rotten feed1” said Wynmn ivarmly. "It
will bo ripping—simply stunning! I've laid out the money
carefully, and there was a sum, I'll'bet you Marma-
duko will be surprised when he cqmes.”

. “Yaas, you had bettah awwange with giggl and Kerr
and Marmy .to oswwi_ ‘you back to the’'New House when
vou'venﬁquhed. Or,. bettah still, to woll you back like a

awwell.”

‘“If_it wasn't Christmas-time, I'd punch your nose!”
said ‘Fatty Wﬂm" and as they entercd the class-room at
that moment the &mmwm ceased.

The juniors were rather ourious ns to whether there
would .any tapping during the lesson. But there was
rione.

Afternoon lessons passed off _uner\intlu.lly, only Fatty
Wynn mivipgkﬁfty ines for inattention in class, Fatty
Wynn was thin Inglof_ the 'q*liorioun Christmas spread com-
ing off that evening, and he could mot be expected to
bl:% his mind down from such a subject to mere decimal
fractions. ;

Mr, Lathom thought diﬂel_-entli. hence the lines. But
as tho master of the Fourth seldom remembered to ask
for the impositions he gave out, no harm was done.

Mr. Lsthom himself was a little absent-minded that
afternoon, ms a matter of fact. He was thinking about
the seance he intended to give in his study. ln'lfito of
the thr:llmﬁ interest of ‘a spiritualistio seance, Mr. Lathom
did not find his colleagues of the School House eager to
join him in establishing communication with the unseen
_viorld. In fact, t,ha‘i llrﬂlt{oconce?led their 'ﬂ'ﬁnmgo &at
i r. L , of course, w_ r.
Gzu Lisniat,—No. 1,06,

L

WAaS  nonsense,
TaE

THE GEM LIBRARY

He knew that he was a medium, and that it was his own
efforts that had been rewarded by the tapg:_ng in the

hool. House. His heart beut it the thought of persuading
the spirit to materialise, and show its sclf in bodily. form
to_the unbelievers,

Both master and oclass were thd'-onoufh of-the hour of
dismissal, Mr. Lathom went to his study to make his
proparations, and Figgins & Co. went down to the !ltﬂ
to wail for Marmaduke. Tom Merry & Co. hurried off
to the room whero Cousin Ethel was ulrendf awaiting, them,
and they found the girl with a lotter in her hand, and a
smilo ogson her face,

“G news?” asked Arthur Augustus. .

“Yes,” said Cousin Ethel. *Miss Fawceit is coming.”

"Good!” said Tom Merry henrtily.

. ;'lShn says she has had your wire, Tom, and I am to
ell you.”

""Good !” said Tom agnin. “I thought she might like to
come, 80 I wired her we¢ were laving a Christmas
celebration.”

"'Bhe will be here by eight o'clock, and Unole Frank ia
coming with her, and Mr. Dodds, the curato of Huckle-
berr: eath.”

‘“ ippin !ll

“Bwavo! I shall weally be vewy glad to seo Mr, Dodds
again. Do you wemembah how ho played cwicket, deah

inned Lowther.

boys 1" )

“We're not likely to forget,” "By
Jove, we'll all be glud to see Doddy hero once more ”

“Of course, thoy'll come to the.feed " said Blako thought-
fully, “That means moro .chairs. I'll ask Railton if we
con have kome chairs out of the lecture hall.” ,

Blako hurried off to.ask permission. And a short time
afterwards members of tho School House wore amazed to
Fy n"lol}g procossion of juniors proceeding from the lecturo
hall to Room No. 12 on the ground floor, each bearing a
chair on his shoulder, or under his arm,

———

CHAPTER 12,
The More the Merrler |

L ARMADUKE "
Figgins & Co. shouted oul the namo as thoir
old chum alighted from a taxi at the gates of

8t. Jim's.

Marmaduke 8mythe grinned at them joyfully, and hugged
Korr round the neck with onc.arin, and Fatty Wynn with
the othor, and waltzed thom round in the snow.

“ Here, hold on!” gi Fatty Wynn, “I’ve got some
tarts in my pocket, and—"

Bnow is not the easiest stuff to waltz in. It was not
surprising that Marmaduke slipped, and that the three
waltzors iiﬂcd into’ Figgits, and the four of them rolled
over on the gromnd. Khrmaduké sat. up in the snow,

gasping.
"g&y. hat I he ejaculated.
“Ow! My tarts are squashed!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“There’s & fearful muck in my jacket.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

o :h. 'wo’ro'd'olly glad to see you ! said Fifgim, lhlkinF
hands ‘with Marmaduke; and dragging’ him up. “It's
worth a few tarts, Fatty, to see Marmy's old ohivvy again |*

“Yes, but—"

“ Exactly | Come pn, Marmy !”

Marmaduke paid the driver—a double fare, ms suited
the son of a millionaire—pnd entered the Fgltel with Fi

ins and Kerr taking an arm each, and Fatty Wynn fol-

ow;"ng, trying to squeezo the squashed tarts out of his
ot.
chBy Gueorge! I'm glad to see you again!  And T've

brought a firat-cldss. appetito with me

“Good !” said Fatty Wynn, - “We're having a ripping
feed to-night—soon_after eight.” .

" on’t you say soon after Christmas?” asked
Marmaduke pleasantly.

" Oh, we'll give you a snack to go-on with !” said Figgins,
laughing. “Come up to the study, and we'll have tea in
tho old style, and then go over to the 8chool Houso and
help them with the decorations.” .

fnd Figgins explained what was going forward in the
School House, . .

Figgins & Co. had tea In their study in the old style,
Marmaduke had & perpetual grin of delight on his face
as he. sat in the old quarters.

“Tt's rippilzg to sco you all again,” he spid. *Same old
soap-dish with the jam in it.  Samo old black kettle,
Supn old Fatty, sooffing overything he can lay his hands
on.”

'-'Oh. I say!” murmured Fatty Wynn.
“lt's ripping! And you say Cousin Ethel's hore? [
(Continued on page 23.)
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IDEAL BOOKS for BOYS

The MODERN BOY'S Book of /
MOTORS, SHIPS, & ENGINES 1/6

A team of experts bave written the Intensely Interestin
articles, full of the romance of man’s Mastery o
gxud on Land and Water, which a Jeu in The

ODERN BOY’S BOOK OF MOTORS, SHIPS,
and ENGINES, It Is crowded with fascinating pictures
and articles which tell of great achlevements in
things mechanical, It also contalns four coloured plates,

POPULAR BOOK OF ,,
BOYS' sTORIES R'6

128 pages of exciting tales of school Ilfe, mystery, and
adventure. It is lavisbly iflustrated with remarkable
black and white drawings. ‘The who has the
POPULAR BOOK OF YS®* STORIES will bave
a book that he will want to read again and again.

Mobpern Boy's AnnuaL 6/-

The MODERN BOY’S ANNUAL deals in a fascina-
ting and chatty fashion with aeroplanes, locomotives,
rallways, motor-cars, and ships, here are hundreds
of wonderful photographs and plctures, beautiful
coloured plates, and three complete adventure storles.

CHAMPION ANNUAL 6/-

A budget of thrills mntery and adventure—that’s the
CHAMPION ANNUAL, Here are stories of hazardous
exploits In all parts of the world. True-to-life stories
of School, Sport, and many thrilling tales that carry
you breatblessly to the last word, There are also
many clever illustrations, If you want a present for your-
sell or for a Irlend, besure to get this exciting gilt book.

HOBBY ANNUAL 6/-

Every fellow who Is keen on making things and findingout
how things work will want this wonderful book. Itis pro-
fusely illustrated, it contains interesting articles on stamp
collecting, modei rallways, wireless, woodwork, ships,
aeroplanes, motor-cars, and so on, M;ﬁe sure of a copy.

At all Newsagents
and Booksellers
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Address all letters : The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Flsstway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chum! This week one
of my first dutios—and a pleasant
one it is, too—it to wish all
readers of the Gewm, at home and

abroad, on land or at sea—yes, and those
who ha to be in the air—a right, royal
merry Christmas and a jolly New Year!
To celebrate the fostive occasion, I have
enlarged this number of your favourite
paper to take in the extra-long story of
Tom Merry & Co., and the other Christ-
masy * tit-bite.” = Yes, this week's GEM
offers marvellous value, and I foel sure
all readers will n&»pmme it. By the way,
in next week’s GEM you will find the first
yarn in a rousing new series of ** apoed "'
stories by famous Gilbert Chester,

* LIGHTNING BRUCE BRADMAN! "

in the star turn in this qulok-movins
weries of thrilling deeds, deeds, an

full-blooded adventure, and I feel sure
you will take to him ** firet time of asking.*

ruooh‘n?oodmmtohuﬂn -tips,
is jobs is to help ‘:rnlh

ond one of
put the on a revolution. How he
sets about it you will discover when you

read next week's thrill-packed story,

*““ AMERICA BOUND !
By Martin Clifford,

Do you like the title? Gets you
Fnuling. nl"hut t But I'rwonn'; keep you
n too much suspenso. Tom Merry & Co.
aro off to Arizona. What for ? "Xh. I'm
leaving Martin Clifford to tell you all about
that in next Wednesday's grand story of
the Chums of St. Jim's! Miss your
Christmas pudding, if you must miss

something—but don't ‘misa this real,
l:n:.-nla- treat of a story, what over you
uo

HEARD THIS ONE ?
Tommy: * Ok, dad—the baro-
meter has follen! "
Dad : ** Very much ? "
Tommy: * Yes, dad; about five
it's broken !

THE BEST CHRISTMAS PRESENT YOU
CAN HAVE !

What's that? Why, the * Holiday
Annual,” of course! It's packed with
nchool, sporting, and adventure stories—
poems, pictures, colour and Fhotogrl\'um
plates. ~Yes, thore are tons of ** Bt. Jim's "'
atories in it, too ! If you haven't decidod
on YOUR Christmas present yet, let me
make @ choice for you. Mako it the
" Holiday Annual "—tho beat six-shilling
Annual on the market. Any newsagent
wi_l:l ll)a pleased to show you a copy. 'Nuff
Bai

THIS WEEK'S STRANGE STORY.
It was Christmas Day—one of

thosc typical, old-fashioned Christ-

mas Days—cold and snowy. Dut
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the snow did not frighten away all
the golfers of a ceriain golf course.
At odd intervals, complete
strangers arrived their clubs,
and in due course a foursome was
in full swing.

PATIENCE, GEORGE JOHNSON !

George is a Blackpool reader. He
wrote to me, asking for information
conocerning a book written by the celebrated
John Masefield, and a reply in
the following woek's issue of the Gma.

hen I tell that we have to go to
press several wo:l: in advance, he will
understand why he was disappointed when
he ﬁleked up that next issue of the Gex.
8till, here's the information he wants:
John Masgefleld's publishors are Wm.,
Hoinemann, 99, Great Russell Stroet,
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football ground with Emnnl‘, the
inventor claims that he con ‘' un-

freese " it, on the of the match,
and what is more, bargain that
the turf will not again for at

least scven days—mno matler how
lov is the temperature above it.
This remmarkable chemist olaima, too,
that his magic fluid will clear o
thoroughfare of snow in about «
quarter of an hour, and will prevent
i from freexing over again for o
period of three days. Kilfrost is
g:l:ny to be mighty uscful, for it has
put to strin, t ftests and
emerged * vight side up,”

HARD LUCK !

The scono was a football ground «L\.;i'te
near a river. The two elevens had n
going it hammer and tongs for some
minutes, whon a loose kick saw the ball
fall into the river., Another ball was
fetched, and the match was resumed ;
but, alas ! this second ball went the same
way as the first. Out came a third ball—
the last one in stook, so to speak, and
before many minutes elapsed, this, too,
was booted into the river! hut one of
the team captains wasn’t beaten. Ho
stripped off his boots and his jersey,
E!ungud into the l{g-oold water, and re.

leved the ball. Did this hero get his
ust reward ! Did his side win the matoh ?

e did not—his team lost !

THE CENTRE-FORWARD GIRL!
She’s tiventy-one years of age, and
her daily job is that of a shorthand
:aul in an architect’s office. But
‘s mighty keen on football, so
she turns out for a motor-cycling
club team, and al ocentre-
forward. The rest of the team are
men, and, of course, the opposing
team are composed of men; bt
that makes no difference to this girl
zwu She dummapuf to
a vigorous s r-charge
b she is a girl! She’s used

London, W.C.1. If Joh will
write to them, he will get tho particular
book he is so keen about.

FIVE BOB FOR A MILLIONAIRE'S
MANSION !

The auctioneer was doing his best, but
the folk about him were not very keen to
bid for the * lots ** he had to offer. Amon
these was the mansion of a late millionaire,
which boasted umpteen rooms, including &
nursery and nursery bath-room, and stood
in solemn msjoa‘:r one and a half acres
of ground. ™ Will no one bid for this
valuable property ? " said the auctioneer,
in effect ; and a woman standing by—she
had no real intention of buying the
mansion—offered five shillings!  Five
shillinga ! It seemed a preposterous sum
to offer, but believe it or not, nobody
raised the bid. So the mansion and its
one and a half acres of ground was knocked
down to the good lady for the staggering
price of five shillings |

GOOD-BYE SNOW !

A magic fluid has been produced
by a Northumberland t, which
can put a stop to thosc tricks played
on us by Jack Frost. This magic
fluid not only pr ts the gn
from [reexing, Kul it will make the
thickest *' carpet'’ of smow look
silly—melt it, in fact, in a few
minutes ! Kilfrost is the apt name
that has been given to this chemical,
and in the direction of football fields
wou ocan sce al once how useful it
will be. You know what the
yround’s like when Jack Frost has
becn at work—hard, and mighty
tincomfortable, and not a little
dangerous to fall on. By treating o

d disappointment at the end of the

to hard huocha'," 'Ilin sayes, qto}od d‘:u::'t
expect any privileges. 'p e
time of going to press, she has
turned out for her side flve times,
but so far, she hasn't had the good
fortune to acore a goal.

g LOST—A TICKET WORTH £15,000 !

Goe ! What would you feel like if you
had won that smount in the Irish
Hospitals Sweepstake, and then, when you
went to claim your winnlni-. you dis-
covered that your ticket had “ﬂano—
disappeared  Such has been ox
perience of a girl who had travelled all
tho way from America to Dublin to olaim
her prize. But she still has hopes of
“rolling in riches.” The authorities
have imposed a time limit of six monthas
for any claims to be sent in, It would
be rather unfortunate for the girl in
uestion if someone else presented the
ticket—and it might also be very un.
fortunate for the person who was bold
onough to presont that ticket, as tho
authorities aro more or less satisfied that
the American girl’s ocredentials are in
order. But what a blow to travel all that
distance, only to bump into a big wall ol
?ou.rney |

NOT FROM EGYPT!

Ted Crinstead, of Egham, wants to
know why Gypsies are so called. Ths
answer is, Ted, that they were belioved (o
come from Egypt, and wore called Qypsics,
but in actual fact they eame from India,
on the banks of the Ganges.

YOUR EDITOR.
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¥ The Ghost of St. Jim’s! "

(Continued from page 20.)

wish Miss Priscilla were Co,mi“i&- It does me good to seo
your old inky chivvies again, I——"

Marmaduke broke off sudu.lr'n].\{.

A strange sound had snddenly become audible in the
siudy—a strange sound to Marmaduke's car, though
familiar to Figgins by this time.

‘L'ap, tap, tap

“My hat!” said Marmaduke, *“What's that?”

Fllg}.lzlm & Co. smiled a sickly smile.

“I'he ghost of 8t. Jim's!”

*The—the what?"

. "Eithor the ghost of Monk Rufus, or else some practical
joker.”

“It came
refectory.”

“The wall's about eight fect thick.”

"By George! There it is again!”

b g . . .

The juniors fell very silent. Dark night had set in upon
8t, Jim's, and through tho darkness the snowflakes were
steadily :’nllu}g. Tho sound was very ccric as it camo
faintly to their ears, muflied by the distance. .

Some minutes passed, and it was not repeated. Figgins
&_(;to. resumed their tea, but with somewhat subdued
apirits,

“Blessed if I know what to make of
Marmaduke.

And the Co. agreed with him,

They had tried to puzzle it out often enough, and they
had came to the conclusion that it was beyond their powers.

Tea finished, Figgins & Co. crossed through tho blinding
mow to the Bchool House.

Tom Merry & Co. had had their tea, most of them care-
fully taking only a light meal in view of what was to
come. Marmaduke was marched in br tha Co., and he
rocived a hr.-u-t[y welcome from the School Housoe juniors.
‘'hey were all glad to sce him,

“Miss Faweett's coming,” said Tom Merry, “and Unelo
Frank, and Mr. Dodds.”

“Ripping !” said Figgina. “It will he a party, and no
mistake! I say, Merry—"  Figgins hesitated for a
moment,

“Well, go on, Figgv.”

“Bupposn you ask Skimpole. May as woll have him in,
on condition he agrecs not to talk.”

Tom Merry laughed. .

_ “Right-ho E“’."i fellow is at liborty to bring a friend
in, and I'll start with Skimmy.”

And Tom Merry, having to go up to his stuly for more
crockeryware, looked into Skimpole's room for the freak of
the Bhell. Bkimpolo was sitting at the table, his chin on
his hands, in an attitude of intense reflection,

Tom Lferry startled him out of his reverio with a slap
on tho back.

‘' Hallo, 8kimmy! \What are you doing?”

“I am putting the finishing touches to my article on
?Ioum.:nlsm for the Christmas Number of the ' Weekly,’

erry.”

But it's not going in, old chap !
I hope to make you sce rcason on that point, Merry.”

“Impossible ! I am absolutely incapable of seeing reason
on that point.” )

""113 d;.i”not despair, Even your sluggish intcllect——"

throngh the wall there—from the old

it!” muttered

a“
“

" Even
argumont,
. “You'll get some of your features moved, if you're not
jolly careful!” said Tom Merry darkly. *“But I didn't
come here to argue. Would you like to come to the Christ-
mas feed this evening!” .

“Yes, I should oertaml{ be very pleased.”

“Then come about half-past eight.”

“With pleasure. I will bring the articles on Determinism
with me, and read it out to the assembled company—"

“If Fou bring any article on any *ism,’ we'll make you
ol Eit ;l M -

oally, aerry—-

*“Mind, you're to come muzzled—at any rate, you're not
to talk. One word ending with ‘ism,’ and you go out on
your neck, remember !”

And Tom Merry vacated the study, leaving Skimpole
shaking his hoad solemnly. As the hero of the Shell went
downstairs with crockery undor his arms and clinking in his
pockets, he met Mrs, Mimms, who was looking worried.

,your sluggish intellect may be moved by
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“Excuse me, Master Merry,” said the ITouse. dame,
“have you seen Binks{"”

‘‘Binks !” said Tom Merry. “Nol”

“He can't be found,” said Mrs. Mimms. “I don't know
what's coming to that boy. Mrs. Binns says he's always
muttering to himself like she doesn't know what when he's
cleaning the knives. Sometimes he goes off to his room
saying he's got a headache, and then he can’t be found.
Mrs. Binns has looked in his room, but ho isn’t there.”

“I hope nothing's happened to the kid 1” said Tom Merry
seriously. I believe he's a.littlo bit off his rocker, yon
know. I'll ask the fellows, and if anybody's scen him, I'll
come and tell you.”

“Thank you, Master Merry ("

Tom Merry did ask the fellows, but no one had seen

Binks. The Buttons of the School Houso had apparently
disappeared. Most of those questioned, however, opined
that ho would bo discovered in somo cornor devouring the
adventurcs of Red-Handed Dick, or Black-Hearted Bill.
Binks was soon forgotten in the hurry of preparation of the
Christmas feed.
. The room was looking really splendid now. With the
lights gleaming on tho coloured paper chains and the holly
decorations, it had a very Christmasy look. The long
table—formed of several tables placed ond to end—was
covered with a cloth of spotless whitencss, and the prepare-
tions for the feast were going forward without a hitch.
Tho seraphio contentment of Fatty Wynn's faco was almost
im{nosslblo to deseribe.

The nufplios for the feed, under the expericnced manage-
ment of Fatty Wynn, were large and varied. One item was
lacking—a Christmas pudding.” But the fat Fourth-Former
had a little scheme in his mind for supplying the deficiency.
More than oncoe Fatty had repaired to the kitchen stairs
with all the caution of a Boy Scout, and had returned

use the coast was not clear. But his opportunity came
at last. Fatty Wynn had an accurate knowledge of the
supplics Mra. Mimms was locnmuhltinr for the festive
season, and he knew where to lay his hands upon them.
And if Tom Merry's Christmas party lacked a Christmas
pudding, it would not be Fatty Wynn's fault.

“My only Aunt Janc!” murmnred Wally, as ho spotted
the fat Fourth-Former crecping down the stairs. * Fatty is
after somothing.”

“Grub, I oxpect!” grinned Jameson.

*Come on—on the track!”

And as Fatty disappeared a little crowd of juniors fol-
lowed him cautiously, with suppressed chuckles. Fatty was

uite unconscious of it. Ilo was thinking of the pudding.

n a conplo of minutes ho was in the pantry, and he pansed

for a moment to garo in ecstasy at tho waoll-filled thelves.
Puddings and mince-pies, jams and presorves—a variety and
quantity of good things that almost dazzled Fatty. But ho
re‘?‘lli‘w that hodh'ad no time to waste.

e special pudding ho had his eye upon was on an upper
shelf. gl?: reached for tho steps, pushing out of his way
a heap of holly and mistletoo prepa for the coming
Christmas decorations. A crowd of grinning faces peered
round the Eantry door at the fat Fourth-Former. Fatty
Wynn roached out for the pudding, and scized it in his
greedy grasp.

There was a footstep. Wally looked round quickly and
uttered an exclamation:

“Mrs. Mimms!”

Fatty Wynn heard the words, and started. Dut he wae
not in a safe position just then, and the start he gave
caused the at?.s to jerk violently. The next moment Fatty,
with the pudding in his grasp, was falling!

A loud shriek rent the silence. Fatty had plumpod down
heavily upon the holly, and he was hurt |

“The ghost!” yelled Wally. .

“What—what are you doing hore!"’ exclaimed
Mrs, Mimms, in angry amazemont. .

And the juniors scattered right and left to avoid
the cuffs she so liberally bestowed.

But Fatty Wynn was fairly caught.

Ho reposed on the holly for about the thou-
sandth part of a sccond, then jumped up, still
yelling.

Mrs. Mimms glared at him.

‘““Master Wynn! You bad boy!”

“Ow! I'm hurt!”

“8erve you right, too," said the angry dame;
"tryi{nf to steal the nice puddmg I was going to
give Master Merry for his party !

Fatty Wynn groaned.

“Ow! Why couldn’t yon
say s0 before, then?
Ow I
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“0Oh, bo off with you'!” snid the House dame unsym-
pathetically. ‘‘ Be off at once !” .

“I'll take the pudding to Tom Merry,"” said Fatty.

“No, you won't, Master Wynn, It might never reach
hlm.;" said tho House dame ecmphatically. “Be off with
you !”

And F-.ttf Wynn, wriggling all the way, beat o retreat.
consoled only. by the knowledge that the pudding was to
grace the festive board, after all.

Arthur Augustus had been sent by Cousin Ethel in dearch
of spoons, and he had made a collection of those useful
articles, and was bringing them ‘along from the room, when
there was a sudden pattering of fect in the passage and
three inky-fingered fags of the Third rushed up.

“Hallo, Gus, old cock " i G

Arthur  Augustus jammed his monocle into his right
eye, and stared suporciliously at D’Arcy minor, Jameson,
and Gibson. .

“Wally, I must weally insist upon vour not addwessin'
me in that vulgah and familiah mannah !" he said.

“Rata!” said Wally cheerfully, “What do you mean
by overlooking me?”

“I fail to compwehend—""

“You're allowed to take in a friend to the Christmas
feed I hear,” said Wally, in an aggricved tone, “and you've
forgotten your own brother1”

“Weally, Wally—" )

“Oh, of course, I know you intended to ask me,” said
Wally, “It’s all right, T'll come!"”

“I was not thinkin'——"

“And I'm golng to have a wash and put on a clean collar,”
said Wally hurriedly. “I want to do you credit on an
occasion like this, Gus.”

Arthur Augustus’ sevcre face relaxed,

“Well, undah those circs, Wally, T shall be vewy pleased
to take you lntlp the feed,” fe said.

“Thanks, Gus! You're an old sport. I hear that every
fellow who comes is allowed to bring in a friend.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And you'll take me?”

lllly;l.l“. on condish you Lave a clean face and a clean
collah t* ;

_ “And as I'm coming, of course, I am at liberty to bring
in a friend 1*.

“Of oourse !” said Jameson.

Arthur Augustus. hesitated,

* I:l weally do not know about that, Wally, You see,

“Oh, come, it's all right! I'm going to bring Jamcson.”

“Thanks ! said Jameson, *“I'll come with pleasure, 1
sum())ou I'm at liberty to bring a friend also?"

“0Of coursel” said Wally.

“ Weall »

“Then I'll brip%(}url_y.". .

1 shall be delighted,’” said Gibson.

“It's settled,” said Wally. “We're all coming. Thank
you_very muofl. Gus!”

‘“But weally—"

“It’s all rfﬁht. Half-past cight, isn't it?°’

“Yaas, wathah! But—-"

“Right-ho! We'll be therc, and you can rely upon us to
be spick and span, old Gus!”

And the young rascals of the Third scuttled off.

D'Arcy carried in his consignment of spoons willi a some-
what worried look.

“Youn, Wll‘liy is coming, Tom Mewwy,” he remarked,

"Goodf” said Tom Merry solemnly.” “Any relation of
Gustavus is, of course, wclcome to an honoured seat to a
festive board.” L

*'Oh, pway don’t wot, deah boy! And he's bwingin® in a
fwiend.”

“Oh, is he1”

“Yaas, and his fwiend is bwingin' a fwicnd. too.”

“All the Third Form coming?” asked Tom Mer:y
p]enmntl_r.

“N-no! That's the Jot. T twust—"

“Oh, that's all right! The more the merrier! Young
Wally knows how to behave himself when he chooses, and
he'll keep his frionds in order. It's all right.”

i “ szy good ! said D’Arcy, looking relicved. "“You sce,

He stopped short. In the midst of the cheerful buzz and
clatter of preparation a weird sound came cchoing through
the room.

Tap, tap, tap!

The voices died away at once.  Cousin Ethel lonked a
little pale, and IFiggins hali-unconsciou:ly caught Ler hand
to reassuro her,

“Bai Jove! The glost again!"’

A dead silence followed. But the sound was not repeated.
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CHAPTER 18.
Mr. Lathom on the Track!

R. HOLMES sat alone in his study. The room wos
very quiet, the deep ‘silence broken only by the
scratch of the Iead's pen, 2 e

The reading-lamp at his elbow cast its light over
the sheet as he wrote ; the rest of the room avas in shadow.

‘The Head gave a sudden start, and a blot of ink fell from
his to the plfel'.

Through the silence the weird sound he had heard before
came to his ears,

Tap, tap, tap! . .

Dr. Holmes sat bolt upright in his chair and listened.

‘The sound had been faint, and it was not repeated. s

“Dear me!” murmured the Head. “I thought I heard
that strange sound again! Perhaps it was only
imagination.”

He glanced round him rather uneasily into tho dusk that
lay thick in the corners of the room,

All was very still, y

The Head turned to his work again. But his pen moved
slowly now. -In spite of himself, he could not dismiss the
mysterious sound from his mind, Thoughts of that strange
scone of the olden time were in his mind, of the blind monk
tapping along the stone Bags with his stiok, of the savagoe
blow from the wicked abbot's dagger that had laid 'him
dead, of the ghostly visitations that had haunted the Abbot
Wolfram to his dying day—so said the legend. In his mind's
eye the Head could see it all—could lgnin hear the ghostly
tapping of the stick—and his pen cease to move. No effort
of will could concentrate his mind upon his work. IHo was
listening in a state of nervous tension,

ap, tlr. tap !

Dr. Holmes sprang to his feet in alarm.

:{:he n:ylwiioul tapping had commenced ngain,

ap, tap, tap ;

The hpu‘muber of 8t, Jim's looked round the dusky room
with quick, nervous glances. He was ashamed of the creepy
thrill that ran through his limbs, but ho could not help it—
the sound was so startling, so indescribably cerie.

Tap, tap, tap!

once did it come?

He could not tell.  He listened intently, From the wall
somewhere—that much was certain. Dut who—how?! Dr,
1olmes felt himself in a maze. He listened, with beating
heart, but the deep silonce was unbroken.

For some minutes he remained ltlndlnf. in Ealnlul uncer-
tainty and suspense. Then he quietly left the room, and
made his way to Mr. Railton’s study. Tho Housemaster’s
room was dark, and he was not there. As the Hcad was
turning away, Kildare came .lmif the pamage,

““Can you tell me where Mr. Railton is, Kildare 1* asked
Dr. Holmes.

“In Mr. Lathom's study, sir,” said the captain of St
Jim’s, with a curious expression upon his face that somewhat
surpr the Head.

“Thank you, Kildare,”

Dr, Holmes went to Mr. Lathom's study and tapped at the
door. There was an abrupt exclamation within, and then
the door opened. .

“Really, I— Dear me, it is Dr. Holmes!” said little
Mr. Lathom, ring out through his spectacles. “Pray
come in, my dear sir!”

The Head looked into the study in amazcment,

The study was in darkness, but for a faint glow from the
fire. Mr. Railton was soated in an armchair, and even in
the dimness signs of impatience were visible upon his face.

*Please be seated, sir.”

“ But—but what——*" stammered the Head.

“It is a_eeance, sir,” said Mr. Railton, *Mr, Lathom is
endeavouring to trace the mystery of the tapping by
spiritualistic means. I need not say that I am hére as a
sceptic—indeed, Mr. Lathom really dragged me in,”

“1 wish to convince you,” said Mr. Lathom. “I should
be ﬁud to convince you alzo, sir.”

“But, really—"

“Pray take a seat.”

Dr. Holmes unwillingly seated himself. Ile did not want
to hurt Mr. Lathom’s feelings, but he regarded tlio whole
matter as nonscnse, i

Mr. Lathom made them a sign to be silent.

“You see, I am a medium,” he exploined. “I hope that
this time we shall see as well as hear, I can feel the mystio
influence of the neighbourhood of a disembodied spirit.”

“Dear me!” »

“Do you not feel a mysterious thrill ¥

“Not at all!”

“A renso of impending---of impending -olemnity 1™

“Not in the least!"

“Ahem! Listen! 1 am sure! Hark!™

Tap, tap, tap!

The Head started. .

It was the same sound he had heard in his room. Mr,
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The next moment, Fatty, with the pudding in his

rasp, was
down heavily upon the holly, and he wae hurt. W Ow 1

Railton compressed his lips, ‘T'he Fourth Form master's
countenance beamed with satisfaction,

“ At last,” he murmured—‘‘at last |”

Tap, tap, tap! : .

“8pirit,"” said Mr. Lathom, in a deep and impressive
voice, * épim I hear |”

“Upon my word, Mr. Lathom—"

“0Oh, pray be nfantli Bpirit] 8pirit, I'm here !”

But no more tapping came from the darkness, Mr.
Lathom listencd for some time, and then ho switched on the
electrio light, looking quite disturbed.

“I1 am afraid the seance is spoiled,” he said. “You really
should not have spoken just then, sir, It is quite clear to me
that your voice scared away the spirit.”

“Mr. Lathom !”

“Had you not spoken, I liave no doubt that a message
would have been written down.”

“Upon my word!’

“Burcly, sir, that tapping in answer to my appeal to
tho unscen is a sufficient proof that there is something in
the science of spiritualism 1"

“I hardly think so.”

“More likely a proof that there is a very daring and
very impudent practical joker in the School Ilouse,” said
Mr. Railton, with a clouded brow.

* Oh, really, Mr. Railton—"

The Head and the Housemaster quitted the study, leaving
Mr. Lathom very much disappointed with the result of the
seance, and yot satisfled that communication had, indeed,
been eatablished with the unscen.

“I went to your study to speak to you, Mr. Railton, on
this very subject,” said the Head. *“I have been disturbed
by this tapping in my own study.”

The 8chool House master knitted his brow,

“It is Frowing intolerublo!” ho exclaimed. “Yet I
cannot tell what should be done to discover the rascally
joker. I do not know—"

A sound of voices in the Ilall interrupted the House-
master.

“Where is iny darling Tommy !
The Head smiled slightly.

—
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Fatty had plumped
‘* What are you doing here 7 ' exclaimed Mres. Mimme in
angry amazement.

falling ! A loud shriek rent the silence.

That is Miss Priscilla Fawcett's voice.” .

He went to welcome his guest, and the subject of the
mysterious tapping was dismissed for the time,

Tom Merry had come out to greet his old governess, and
Miss Priscilla clasped him to her motherly bosom before an
ldmlrins crowd of fellows.

"My darling Tommy ! she exclaimed. “How sweet of
him to telegraph to his old nurse, was it not, Mr. Dodds 1"

“Very 1" said the curate of Huckleberry Heath.

*“How_the darling child has grown! Kiss your Uncle
Frank, Tommy dear|”

" Nonsense |"” said Mr. Francis Fawoett, in his abrupt way.
;oqur’n.seum. madem! Do you want to make a fool of the

Yy

“My dear Francis—"

“My doar Priscilla—"

Tom Merry cscaped from his old governeu' affootionate
cmbraco with a very face. His chums were all keeping
serious faces, but the effort it cost them was tremendous.

CHAPTER 14.
The Secret Out—And a Jolly Pariy !
LICK |
Jack Blake gave o start.

. It was dusky in the Fourth Form passago and dark

in Btudy No. 6. It was getting near the time for
the feed, and Blake had run up to the study for some article
that was required. As he came near the half-open door tho
sound of that faint “click” from within came plainly to
his ears.

‘‘ By Jove !” muttered Blake.

The thought of the ghost of 8t. Jim's was in his mind.
He remembered also what Tom Merry had told him of »
mysterious sound in the study, which proved to be smpty.
He stepped quickly and quictly to the open door and looked
in,

What he saw almost mado him cxclaim aloud with

as ent.
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Outside, the snow was falling thickly, but there was a
Fllmmer of starlight in at the window. The glimmer fell
ull upon the oak-panelled wall of the study, and it showed
ono of the runph that had opened like a door, disclosing
a dark aperture,

Blake's heart beat hard.

He had heard the old legend of 8t. Jim’s, which told of
acoret passages, in ‘which the monks had hidden themselves
or their treasures in the vld days of the abbey. The pas-
sages, if they existed, were not known at the present oy,
As ho saw tho open panel in the wall of Stu y No. 6 he
understood.

A dark form was stepping through into the study.

Blake could not mako it out in the dimness, but he knew
from the size that it must be a boy,

Ho had no doubt npon the subject now; he had dis
covered the ghost of 8t. Jim's!

Tho secret panel was the clue to the mystery.

The praoctical d'okar had discovered the hidden passages
in the thick, ol walls, and had used them to play this
prolonged and daring trick upon the long-suffering inmates
of the 8chool House,

Jack Blake's face set

Ho stood quietly at the door, waiting. There was &
alimmer of buttons as tho dark form stepped into the
starry gleam at the window,

Then a muttering voice broke the silence.

“Har, har, har! They little know !”

lako gave a violent start,

* Binks |"

He uttered the namo aloud in his astonishment.

The mysterious figure was just closing the pancl. The
tlick told that it was fastencd. As he heard Blake's voice
Binks mado an effort to open it again. It came open, but
nt the same moment Blake's grosp closed upon him like a
vice.

“No you don't!”

“Oh! Ow! Please—"

rimly.

e
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The page struggled frantically for the moment. But he
was an infant in the grasp of Jack Blake, and his resist.
ance was very short,

. Blake closed the door with a kick, and then flung Binks
into a corner while he switched on the light.

The page was trembling violently now, and seemed on the
vergo of tears,

“You young rascal I' said Blake sternly. “So you are
the ghost of Bt. Jim's!"”

Binks began to whimper.

“Oh, Master Blake !”

“I've caught you!” said Blake grimly. * You'd belter
own up! : Jove, Fou ought to have a licking before
you're kicked out of the school I”

“ Don’t—don't tell about me, Master Blake!” whimpered
Dmkkrs. “I—I only did it for a joke! I—I shall get the
sack I”

“8Serve you jolly well right, .too!”

“You—you wouldn't get me the sack at Christmus-time,
Master Blake! I—I'll promise never to do it again 1"

“You young ass! If you had japed us it would have
bgen nt_:thmﬂ'; but you've been ]'apinn- the masters—the
Head himself ! Noi?dy but a rotten cad would think of
japing the Head! My hat! You'll look rather blue when
you're up before him—"

Binks gave a howl of terror.

“ Master Blake! Oh, don't tell him! I'll swear——"

“If you swear hero you'll get a licking !”

*I=I mean, I'll promise—"

“1 don’t sco how I can let you off.”

“I—I'll do anything! Don't get me the suck at Clriste
mas-time

Blake's expression relaxed. He was good-natured, and
ncver angry for long. Binks certainly descrved to be
“sacked,” but Jack Blake did not care to bo the means of
his being discharged.

“Well, suppose I kec;l;mit dark,” ho said roughly, “then
the mystery will never explained—""

“I—I won't do it any more, Master Blake!”

“That's all very well. Look here, I'll sce what can be
done.  You have been using the sccret passages in the
8chool House, I suppose, to carry on this tapping business 1

Binks %rinucd faintly.

“ Yes, Master Blake.”

“How did you discover them?”

“There's—therc's a panel in the wall of my room at the
top of the House,” faltered Binks. “I found it out by
accident. Then I thought it would be a lark to cxplore
the secret passages, and I explored them with a torch,
There's a staircase leading from tho top of the Housc in
the thickness of the wall.. I—I never meant any harm,
Master Blake. Only—only I heard somebody talking about
the ghost of the school, that ta; ped about the ploce when
the snow was on the ground, and I thought—" . }

“You thought you'd pull our leg all round,” said Blake.
“Not @ bad jape, cither, if you had let the Head alone.”

“I—I couldn’t always tell who was in the room, you sce.
Sometimes I heard voices, but I could never make out the
words. Sometimes I caught a chink of light through the
pancls. I—I thought it funny to startle 'em, JI——"

*“And I suppose when I caught you in here tho other
'ﬁilgll:t you had just come in through that ponel” said

aKe.

Binks grinned, . .

" Yes, Master Blake. There's a spring on the other side
of the panel, and 1 found it from the other side, It's a long,
spiral staircase up to my room, and coming out this way
saved the long climb. Though—"

“Good! 8o you came out and were caught?” said Blal;e.
He glanced at the open panel. “My hat! This may come
in uszeful to us some time. I supposc there's a sccret passage
leading towards the New House!”

“Yes; in the thickness of the walls. There ain't any in
tho New House itself, nor yet in the new wing of the SBchool
House."

“Ah, of course! .
hearing the tapping in his study,
this thing.” .

Binks obeyed. Blake closed and clicked shut the pancl.
Then ho looked doubtfully at Binks, who was waiting in
trembling suspense for his decision,

“I won't give you away, Binke,” he enid slowly. “You
deserve it, but I won't. _But mind, anything further in this
line and I'll march you into the Head by the scruff of your
neck and tell him the wholo story.”

“Ye-0-cs, Master Blake.”

“It wasn't whollfr for a lark that vou did this, either.
You've got your sil Eh“d stuffed ug with Red-handed Dick
and Black-hearted Bill and the Ghastly Ghost of Spotted

That accounts for Torn Merry ncver
Bhow me how to work
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dpectre Gulch, and all that rot. You've got o give up
yoading ‘tHat hoak* —

“Ye-e-es, Master Blako.”

ne:chll-igg} ﬁ;u’vrgogg't" to burn all that trazh you've got, and The Happiest Boy

“Thavs"sgreed o suid Blak ly. I thiuk I

“That's agreed to,” sai ake musingly. hin "

ean let you off with six on cach hand. You can look upon ln The world l
yourself as & junior and mo as a prefect for a few minutes.”

He picked up D'Arey’s cane out of a corner,

“Hold out your hand !”

“Yeo-0-es, Master Blake.” .

Binks held out his hands in turn, and Blake gave him six
on each. The Fourth-Former rather fancied himself in the
role of prefect, and ho laid on tlw cuts with pretty good
force. inks was squirming when he had finished.

“I hopo that will bo a lesson to you, Rinks,” said Blake,
with & magisterial wave of the hand. *‘You may go."”

And Binks went.

A fow minutes later Jack Blake descended to the room
where the feast was laid out, IIo met Mr. Railton in the
parssago.

“If you please, sir, I've discovered the chap who was
playing ghost and doing that spirit-rapping, sir.”

Myr. Railton started, and looked at the junior searchingly.

“Is it possible, Blake?”

“Yes, sir. I rather thought that if the gecret was dis-
covered it would bo by a fellow in Study No. 6, Loo.”

The Housemaster smiled.

“And who is the rascal, Blake?”

“1f you ploase, sir,” said the junior diffidently, “I've
promised him to keep it dork. It would be like
sneaking—""

“But he must be punished

“I've punished him, sir.

“But, really, Blake—"

“If yon think 1'm rotting, sir--I—I mecan sponkinf
untruthfully,” said Blake, with a very red face, *you’'ll
know it's all right, because there won't bo any more spirit-

l'nﬂ:mg.’
r. Railton dropped his hand kindly on the boy’s
shoulder.

“I don't doubt your word, Blake, T know you too well
for that. 1 think you acted hastily in promising this
wrotched boy, whoever ho is, to koo‘s) his sceret. ut I
would Lo the last person in the world to recommend {ou
to break a promise. I am only glad that the foolish fellow
is now stopped.”

And Mr. Railton looked relicved as he went on.

Blako stcpJJer.l into the crowded room whero the foast
was laid, and a dozen voicos greeted him.

“Whero are those forks?”

“ My hat!” said Blake. “I've forgotten them.”

“You've boen long cnough to %o to Sheffield for a fresh
ilok," ;ﬂid Tom Merry., *What the dickens have you béen
oing ?’

1
I've given him a licking.”

A Meccano is the happiest:boy io the world. His da

“ i = 7 % 2
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“If any gentleman present doubts my word,” said Blake,
looking round, “I shall be pleascd to step over to the gym
with him and arguo tho matter out, with or without gloves 1"

“Bai Jove, I wegard it as wathah wotten bad form to
vnalutkdt':'ubt upon the assuahwance of my wespected fwicnd

ake.

“Rats!” said Tom Morry.. *“Who's doubting his word?
If Blako tell us it is so0, honour bright—"

“Honour bright,” said Blake wriouslf. “1'm not japing.
I'vo thrashed tho worm who was playing that little gamc,
and there won't be any moro spirit-rapping, that's all.
Hallo, the gucsts are coming!”

They wero. Waly, Jameson, and Gibson entered the room : ;
together, Arthur Iiugulml pussed a rather anxjous glance RICCAND, LTI, DEPT.:3f; OED AWAN, LIVEREORE
towards ‘his younger bréther, and then brightened up
wonderfully,

I'or D'Arcy minor was keelging his worql. and really
looked a credit even'to the awell of the School House on this

{Continutd on page 33.)

MECCANO §
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THRILLS AND ADVENTURES IN CENTRAL ASIA!

THE LOST

LEGION!

By

DON ENGLISH.

Jim Nelson and Phil Harris set out on a world flying towr with their Guardian, Colonel K, und Rex Bruce, his
Engine trouble brings them down in Contral Asia, where, to their amasement, they find a coity called

“ Rome the Second."

The Romans go
rebel. The Albans

to war with the Albans, their ancient enemies, and Dolabella, a Roman
the city, and are attempting to storm the Lake Palace, the last Roman stronghold, when

the boys and Colonel K rush out in un attemnptdo overthrow the battering ram which the Albans are using.

T the heels of Colonel K and the boys came a picked
cohort of the Prmtorian Guard, headed by the
Imperator himself. Holf of them wero armed with
the usual throwing ,spears, the rest carried strong

polos to use as levers. All together they bore down upon
tho great engine, brushing aside the resistance t ey
encountered.

It was the swiftness and uncxpectedness of the whole

dnringemsnuuvre that made its suocess ible. It was all
over before the astounded Albani could collect themselves
and s reinforcoments to the spot. The quartet of

unners, backed by the spearmen, held tho causoway whilst
their companions accomplished their purpose.

Getting their levers under the lower framework and
wheels of the ram, more than a hundred Romans straincd
to overturn it. For a minute or two it resisted, rocking
bnckwards and forwards as they heaved, urged on to
greater efforts by their commander. But at last, heeled
over beyond its centre of gravity, it hung momentarily at
a dizzy angle, then went toprling down into the lake with
a mighty crash, amid vells of joy from the suardhouu and
a vast fountain of broken water that drenc the causeway.

The Pretorian Guard ‘swung about, their labours com-
,Im‘lotcd, and made back through the archway at the doublec.

he Albani, the first shock of surprise passed, wcre
massing for a charge. In a few moments the causeway
on this side of the guardhouse would be a very unhealthy
place indeed for any Roman. The huge doors were swin ing
to as the last dashed through, and ﬁfo colonel shouted to
the boys, who had stopped to fire once moro at the advancing
encmy, to hurry.

They turned and ran for safety as the forcmost Albani
eet foot on the narrow road, Jim and Camillus ahead, Phil
scvoral yards behind. And as the front pair whipped
through the gate, Phil, glancing back over his nhnuﬂ):r.
caught his toe against a stone, tripped, and fell. He
scrambled to his feet and pelted on—a second too late,
The gates clanged fast in his face, and he heard the
massive bars dro%einto position. The warden, believing
:}w othc:rlhoyu to be the last of the raiding party, had shut

he portal.

Betthg his teeth, FPhil looked round at the howling mob
Tuz Geu Lingany,—No. 1,295,

of the enemy charging down on him. There was only one
thing to be done ifho was to avoid capture, and thal was
to swim for it. Then, just as he was making up his mind
to take to the water, he was hailed from above, and some-
thing struck his shouldor. The crew of ono of the balliste
had scen his plight and let down a rope.

8wiftly Phil knotted it about him and gave the signal
to haul. It was touch and go, for the front rank of the foe
was now not half a dozen yards away. But a veritable rain
of stones from aloft halted them for an instant, and in that
brief space strong hands whisked the boy upwards out of
reach, rilght from under their very noscs. A few scconds
later he had rejoined his friends, unhurt.

“By Jove, that was a lucky escape !"” said Jim. *I—"

The rest of his sentence was lost in the sudden cry of
alarin that came from the Pahwe behind.

“The rebels! The rebels!”

They all swung about. And there, forrying slowly across
the still blue water from the far shore of the lake were
dozens of crudely built rafts, each one laden with iull a
score of the traitorous leﬁonnures who followed Dolabella.
They meant to storm the high walls of the causeway belind
tho guardhouse, take the defenders in the rear, and throw
open the road to their allies, the Albani,

“My aunt, this is going to warm things up a bitl”
commented Phil.

-—

The Return of the Albatross!

HIL was right. Trumpets were blaring their com.

mands, and legionnaires were pouring out of the

Lake Palace in response. Archers and slingers lined

the causeway to repel the attack, and showers of

arrows and lcaden bullets whistled down upon the rebels.

Two of the ballistee on the gunrdhouae were turned on them,

A groat stone struck ono of the lending rafts and capsized
it, ingm§l its crow into the water.

But nothing could halt their progress. The rest caome
on until their frail craft were bumping against the marble
wall of the causeway. Then they tossed up grappling-irons
and hooked seuhnghlldderl, and swarmed to the assaule,
Maany of them were hurled back as they reached the parapet,
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erashing into their companions below, overturning the rafls
and leaving them struggling in the lake.

But a few gained a precarious foothold near the gate,
and helped up their comrades behind them. In an instant
 fierce ﬂg!hr. was raging across the narrow road. Moro and
more rebels came clamboring up as thoso already in action
drove back the legionnairps. They flung themselves upon
the guards at the gate, and procceded to wipe them out of
existence. Five minutes later the rebcls had accomplished
their purpose. The lightning attack had succeeded. The
guardhousg was taken, and the causeway open to the Albani.

Fortunnte‘liy, after tho sally on the ram Valerius Martius
had returped to the palace with the I'rietorian Guard, and

lonel K and his party had followed, otherwise they must
all havo been trapped. ~Now, standing on the terraco over-
looking tho causoway, they watched with grim faces the
triumphant Albani rusiling through the half-way gate.

“The situation  is desperate, O Colonnus!” gaid the
Imperator in Latin, “Wo cannot hold them much longer.
Another hour and it will all be over with us, unless help
comes |”

And then, even as ho spoke, Phil suddenly jerked up his
head. Above the clash pnd. clang of the metal, and the

iercing ories of the battling men_ below, his keen ears

ad caught a faint, familiar drones Ho clutched Jim's arm.

:gmsql” l[1 hyellled. h“Wllut’: thnt?"d ; Its th

ingo I” howled his chum a second later. “It's the
Albnt‘:'ou I‘,’o
Th.f headed the stampede round tho terrace to tho far
side ol the palace. There, already ?hniur down in a long
slant towards them, was the monoplane, like a huge white
bird with scarlet wingtips. Bhe on the
blue water, and came taxi-ing up to the wall. e cabin
;ioor slid open, and they saw Reox's face grinning up at

em,

“Hallo, everybody!" he shouted. “Glad I'm in time!

Stand ,I':y to make fast the ladder. We'll bring the gun

anded smoothl

re,”

Bwiftly the ropo-ladder was secured, and Rex and
Llewelyn landed with the precious machine-gun. A quick
handshake from the colonel for each of them, then they
were all racing madly back for the causeway. The orna-
montal bronze doors closing the entrance to the palace
were flung wide, and the gun was mounted at the head of
the short flight of marblo steps that led up to them.

And only just in the nick of time. The hard-pressed
Romans had been beaten back right to tho very foot of these
stairs, where they were making a gnllmt stand. But a
sharp command in Valorius Martius’ powerful voice met
with un?uutioning obedience. They gave way and rotreated
poll-mell through the dOOI'Wl{:. leaving tho astonirhed
Albani face to face with the machine-gun and the grim little
group behind it. ;

For n moment, the enemy hesitated, suspicious of thia
strango thing; then, with a yoll, they charged. And at
that mstant Rox opened fire,

Rat-d-tat-a-tat-a-tat | The juddering gun spat death at
them, The terriblo hail of bullets swept the causoway from
wall to wall, shoaring viciously through their ranks, and
droppmr thom h{ dozens in their tracks. With their ficecn
howls changing to wails of fear, the Albani Lalted. Iad
the gun ceasod its staccnto chatter for even a minute, they
might have plucked up courage and come on again in a
surging horde.  But it mowed them down while they
wavered, until at last tho foremost turned in precipitate
gclsﬁm'd smashing their way blidly through tho ¢rowds

ind.

The panio spread. Linoe after line faced about abruptly
and stampeded for safety, uniil the causewny was filled
with* &' terror-stficken: mob, flecing from ‘tho palace’ as
from the plague. 'The rcarguard passed under tho gtard-
houte in a ragged stream, and -on]t then did’ Rox cease
fire. ' Two files of legionnnires wont by him at the doubls,
mlkmi for the now unguarded gato. Thero was a short,
sharp tussle as an intvopid handful of the cnemy tried to
’frevnnt them from closing it, then the portals swung to.

he guardhouse was once more in Roman hands,

“Hurrah |” shouted Jim and Phil, joining arms with
Camillus and exccuting & wild war-dance. * Hurrah!
Hurrah I” . )

"By Jove, sir,” said Rex, turning to the colonel, “it
looks as though we didn't get back with many scconds to
spare! But ovorything'll be all right now.”

The wards were hardly out of his mouth when a_gudden
u]prou in the depths of the palace behind announced & new
alagm, A toll lvltmng man in splendid brazen armour came
racing out at the head of a small band of guards, It was
Claudius, the heir to tho throne of Roma Secunda.

“Valerius Martius! Colonnus! All is lost!” he eried.
“Dolabglla has romembered the scoret passage, snd his
men are pouring in! We csnnot hold them.”

“Great_Scott!” roared Colonel K, in Englishw as he
and the Tmperator started on .thf' prun for tho interior. of
thu_plllnoo. “Come on, Rex! e shall need your gun
again |*

For the second time that day an Alban surprise had fol-
lowed a Roman victory. After the sally to overthrow the
ram had come the assault on the causeway, and now thero
was this fresh peril. The secret passage connected the Lake
Palaco with three buildings in. the city; one of them the
Scnate House, and through it the traitor Dolabella was
tcnding his troops into the very hcart of the royal
stronghold.

Colonel K and his companions hastoned to the scene.
The entrance to tho passage was in a little ante-chamber,
and of this room and the great hall into which it opencd
the enemy had already en posscssion, The Romans,
dumbfounded by the sudden appearance of Alban soldiers
in their _midsl,hahnd rallied just in time to provent them
going any farther, and now fierce ﬂgﬁlling was in progress
in_every doorway leading from tho hall.

Rox mounted his gun in a convenient position and opened
fire, swoeping tho Albani back. Colonel K swung round
to his wards,

" Here, you two!” he snapped. “Up on to the terraco
with you, and keep an eye on the Albatross! Some of
those rebels might take it into their heads to tamper with
her if they sco her unguarded!” .

The boys needed no second telling. They were off liko
lightning, Camillus at their heols. They roached the
rampart, to find the monoplane floating serencly as they had
left her, and sottled down to .keep their watch, though they
were itching for action. Jim stood leaning against the

rapet, gazing towards tho nearest hills. Littlo trails of

lue smoke rose here and there among the rocks, showing
the lE);‘;m:ncm of fugitives from the city. ) .

“Look hero!” he said abruptly.. “I don't believe all
those fires bolonlg to the townspeople. Some of thom must
be lighted by soldiers—fellows who boltod alter the Albani
took tho wall and won that battle. They must seo how
hard-pressed we are; but they won't come down, because
they’ve got no leader. If only we could go up there and
colloot them together, we cduld march down in the night,
and attack tho city at dawn. The Albani wouldn't be
“‘pui‘mi;‘l' it. It would be an absolute walk-over, with
any luck!”

Ay aunt 1” breathed Phil, staring. “What a whale of
an idea! How could we do it?”

" Liko this,” said Jim; and proceeded tq go into detail,
Phil translating for tho benefit. of Camillus. At the end
of half an hour their plans were all ocut and dried.
Camillus hailed a centurion as he passed, and ordered him
to guard the Albatross, then the threo of them slipped
into the palace to prepare for their wild venture.

Vietory !

I'TEEN minutes later they returnod, each clad in o
thin, dark woollen tunio, with a belt into which
their sandals were luck«f. Thoey were still munch;
ing tho last mouthfuls of the hasty meal they had

enntched as they bade the conturion keop s caroful watch,
and slid down the rope ladder to the Albatross. He was
the only ‘person to witness their departure, for thoy had
not dared to say good-bye to anyone, knowing full well
that thoy would have beon forbiddén to undertake such o
dangerous mission.

They “slipped from the monoplane into the water, and
swam like otters for the shore, making as little noise as

ossible. But it was now high noon, and all thosa of the
oo not actually engaged in fighting wore taking their
oustomary siosta, as Jim woas aware. So it happened that
the soldicrs guarding the bank had allowed thomsclves to
doze, and nover noticed the .three lithe figures that. glided
Lo }Ifmd, and vanished as silently as shadows among ' tho

115hos,

It was tho same with the men watching tho horsos, The
sparo mounts of the enomy officors were picketed in a
lhollow some fifty yards from the lake, and their half-dozen
guards had decided to risk snatching a nap in the heat
of the day. 'Tho first intimation thoy had. that 'all was not
as it should bo came whoen thair slumbers were rudely dis-
turbed l’I)'{ a wild yell, and then the rumble of stampeding
hoofs. They loaped up in alarm; but too late.

Riding fast out of the hollow towards the north were the
daring trio, and pursuit was for the moment impossible.
They had rele .and driven off every one of the horses.

¢ bafled Albani could only stand and shake their fists
after them. The var_hm 88 of the enterprise had
onsured its success, The boys had . slipped, unharmed,
through the enemy lines in broad dayligh

“By Jupiter, that was well done{” chuckled Camillus,
wnrewwoll awa, iﬂhh“d:g' n’ioly for the hills.
¢ ope accomplisl e rost of our -
easily! I must dry the standard I purpose

Tar GEx Liprany.—No. 1,200,
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,He unrolled from about his waist a square of mrlg
richly fringed with gold, and IB;ead it out before him
the sun. It was tho banner about which thoy hoped to
rally the scattered legions of Roma Secunds. Side by side,
closely bunched together, they galloped barcback -t rough
}hot hot afternoon away from’ the city and its beleaguered
ortress,

“Remember 1” gaid Phil incisively in Latin, glancing
round at the little group before him. *The essence of the
whole thm“h surprise—utter and complete 1"

The sun had dipped behind the western range of hills,
and dusk was beginning to fall over the valley, About a
camp-fire, hidden among the rocks below the northern crags,
were gat'r'mud » dozen people, whose conversation the Alban
chiefs would have given much to hear.

Facing the three boys were the centurions who had
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greeted them on their arrival, and whom they had ploked
out to aid them in their counter-attack on the enemy, Phil
was just engaged in giving them final instructions. \

“Warn your men to beware of looso stones antd twigs, and

to avoid olmkmLtheir weapons,” he continued.  *''The
sentrios must not be allowed to suspect our presence and give
the alarm before we are rcady. We must fall upon the
Albani unexpectedly from all sides, and gain a deocisive
viotory while they are still bewildered, Now, farowell—we
march in an hour. And the signal for attack will be @
cockerow—thrice repeated {*
, The centurions saluted and melted away like shadows
into the q:b'mng dusk.  The boys scttled themseclves to
snatch a ‘brief and well.earned rest, Thei~ task had
actually been far easier than they bad dared to hope whea
setting out.

Four days had passed since the rout of the legions by the
Albani, and during that time the shattered coliorts had been
steadily massing in the hills, As Jim had surnused, omly
the lack ot a really capable leader had prevented them
from setting out before to the help of those shut up in the
Lake Palace.

Now they rallied with tremendous enthusiasin to the red
standard, eager to wipe out their recent defoat and avenge
themselves on their ancient foes. In hundreds they orept
from their hiding-place among the rocks, moving cautiously
50 that no kecn-eyed Alban might notice anything strange
afoot in the hills, And by an Lour after sunset, when tue
night had scttled down in real earnest, the boys found them-
solves at the head of a force of over ten thousand deter-
mined men.

In dead silence cohort after cohort swung down through
the cloaking darkness on to the plain, and made their way
towards Roma Scounda.

They did not march in formation, for the regular tramp of
many feet might have carried in the still air und drawn
attention. They advanced in twos and three across the level
in ragged lines, but by tho nprm‘nl,ad titno—an hour before
dawn—every man was in his allotted place beneath the walls
of the nltl\;

The Alban :entrf on the rampart near tho North Cato
paused in his restless pacing back and forth, and stared
down into the shadows, striving to penetrate the black-
ness that procedes the sunrige. Surely that was something
moving stealthily below thete? Phil and his chosen ren,
who were stationed at that point, sensod that he was sus.
picious and froze into immobility. Presently, satisfied that
1t was nothing but a triock of the imagination, the scntry
‘passed on.

It was the moment Phil chose for the assault. A cock.
crow raug out—three times repoated. It was taken up all
round the city, as though every rooster of the neighbourlood
was answering the challenge.

Then, like s durk cloud, the Romans were at the walls,
scrambling up hastily placed ladders, pouring over the
battlements of their native town in an irresistible terrent.

The dumbfounded guurds offered scarcely any resistanco
to the vengeful hordes, so taken aback wero they by their
sudden appearance out of the might. But hero and there
sowe sentry held his own for long enough to raiso the alarm,
and the city began to buzz like o nest of disturbed hornets,

The ofticcrs raced from their quarters in the finest houscs,
burriedly donuning armour as they ran to take command ot
their men, The common eoldiers were turning out in their
thousands, urged on by the shrilling trumpets that tore
across the decp silenco. Buu wost of them were still hall:
dazed with sleep, and many were only purtlf armcd, having
dashed out without waiting to snatch up all their weapons.
They rushed to and fro in disorderly bands, confused by the
darkness and the tumuly all about,

And the Romans were here, there, and everywhere among
them, dealing death mercilessly to right and left. This
surprise was their sole remuining charce of defeating their
hereditary enemies and driving them out of Roma Becunda,
and they gave no quarter. They were fresh, too, after their
four days’ rest, and the Albani, jaded with inccssant fght-
ing, were no mateh for them.

fleaded by Phil in the full armour he had donned, the
surviving cohorts of the First Legicn slashed their way from
the North Gate to the forum. They carved a path for
themselves through the thick of the demnoralised foe, sparing
only those who surrendered. )

The prisoners were herded in hundreds into the couris of
the great housos and there disarmed; a mere handful of
gunrﬁs in the doorways sufficed to hold them in check.

By the time that dawn was lightening the sky, the boys,
meeting with their chief officers on tho steps of the Benatuo
House in the forum, knew that thf had hmu%lng off their
groat conp. The Albani were utterly broken, their generala
either captured or killed. Tho daring master-stroko had
proved a complete suocess. The city was in their hands.

The only person we haven't got yet is Dolabells,” Jim
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told: Phil in English. *“The rebels still hold the secret
assage, and I'm willing to bet he’s somewhere in that.
ut, with the watch we’ve had put on all the entrances, he's
going to havo a tough time trying to get out!”

Phil chuckled.

“He certainly is 1” he agreed. “But come on! We must
find out what the situation is at the Lake Palace. I only
hbﬂ: ‘they've managed to hold the fort with the gun|”

Roused by the strange tumult in the city, every man of
the guard at the causeway gatehouse was astir, thronging
the narrow ramparts as they stared through the growing
light st the white walls of Roma Becunda. What could
have happéned ? they asked one another breathlessly.

Their amazement knew no bounds whea the huge city gate
opposite swung wide, and they saw emerge from it a
familiar red standard, borne aloft by a tall signifier.
Behind, mounted on hastily commandeered horses, came
three equally well-known figures—the boys who had been
El‘vnn up -for lost, After them came rank upon rank of
riumphant legionnaires, singing and cheering as they
marched.

“By Jupiter! They must have taken the town!” said
the captain of the gate. “Quick! Open to them! They
are badly needed hero!"

He met, the youthful trio of conquering heroes as Lhey
rode under the archway.

“Hail, lords|” ho greeted them. *We ull belioved you
dead. You como just in time—without you the palace must
have fallen to-day. They are hard-pressed within; the

‘rebels have been attacking through the sccret passage all

night !"

'hil and Camillus waited to hear no more. Shouting for
the foremost coliorts to follow, they pelted towards the
palace, with Jim, who had not understood a word, but who
guessed that things were serious, at their heels

No sentry barred their way with a challenge at the bronze
entrance rs, which was a bad sign; every man was
wanted at the scene of the fighting. Thoy lYnirly hurled
themselves across a great open court, and burst into the hall
beyond like a cyclone.

lonel K. who was stanfling near one of the farther
doorways, swung quickly about at the sound of runming
feet, and his eyea widenod as he saw them. )

“Great Scott!” ho said. “Whore on carth have you
been 1"’

Bwiltly Jim told him,

“Up in the hills to fetoh down the legionnaires, sir.
We've taken Roma Secunda—tho only thing we want now
is to eapture Dolabolla 1™

3

Colonel K chuckled deep in his golden beard,

““Well, he's here—with severai hundred of his men,” he
said. “ We couldn’t stap them, even with the machine-gw
They hold all the centre of the palace; we're just a thin
line all round, and they'd have smashed that soon if you
hadn’t showed up. You'd better go and turn over your com-
mand to Valerius Martius—he’ll be glad to sce you!1”

The next hali-hour was one of the most cxoiting of the
whole siege. The rebels weie firmly cstablished in the very
hgart of the palace, and it was a diflicult task to dislodge
them.

But in the end superior numbers told. Valerius Martius
himself led charge after charge against the nll-imﬁoﬂ;nt
doorways which they held, and onc by one they fell. The
rebels were driven back slowly through chamber after
chamber, till finally they were in possession of only one
hall, And there Dolabella, unable to escape, turned at bay.

The Iinperator himself engaged the traitor prince iIn
combat, shouting a command to his men not tp interfere.
And while the rest of the rebels wero being subdued, those
two cut und slashed at one another, Valerius Martius push-
ing back his adversary bit by bit. .

?)I.II. through an archway he urged him, right across a
wide court, up a curved ﬂimht of marble steps, and on to the
terrace which surrounded the entire palace.

Desperately Dolabella strove to beat down the other's
guard, his short sword flashing to and fro like quicksilver.
But tho Imporator was more than a match for him.
8lowly, inexorably, the renegade was forced backwards to
tho stone parapet, until at last he was pressed against it.
And with a final, swift thrust Valerius Martius drove him

over.

Ho hit the blue water below with a resounding aplash and
shrick, and did not come up. His heavy armour drag
him down. None of the scores who witnessed the scene
offered to go to his help.

“'Well, that's that ! said Colonel K that evening, as they
sat—or, rather, reclined—at the great banquet prepared in
their honour by the grateful Clandivs. Al their many friends
wero present at one or other of tho tables, and the enor-
mons torch-lit hall made an unforgettable picture.

“The war is over, the Albani are conquered for good,
Dolabella is dead, and the throne is safo. Tt really seems
to mo that there’s nothing loft for us to do but go home I”

“What ! ejaculated Jim Nelson, sitting bolt upright on
his couch. *“After I've been to all this trouble to pick up
a few words of Tatin? Tt's just my luck '

THE END.
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GRAND NEW
SERIES of STORIES
of
“ Lightning Bruce Bradman !”

By
Gilbert Chester.

Bruce Bradman, the super-speed King, will take on any job
so long as there's plenty of DANGER about it ! Boys, meet

Bruce next week !

He's a wow |

Cool as a cucumber as

he hurtles round a bend at 90-an-hour—his iron hands
gripping the kicking wheel—that’s Bruce Bradmanl!
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“THE GHOST OF ST. JIM'S!”

(Continued from page 21.)
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auspicious occasion. The neatness of his Lton suit was only
?ulnlloul by the cleanlincss of his collar and the correctness
his .tie.
Arthur Augustus gave him a brotherly thump on the back,
“PBai Jove, Wally, you look wippin'1"”
“Woll, don’t bust my bnckbone,” smsl Wally.

o Weally, Wall &
Jameson and
too. They

occasion.

iibson looked remarkably clean and neat,
had o subdued manner suitable (o the great
More guests were arriving now. Cousin Ithel
came in with Miss Fawcett, with 15 Dodds and Unecle
Frank. Places of honour were found for them. Figging,
of coiirse, contrived to get a =cat beside Cousin Kthel, rather
to the disgust of D’Arcy, who had intended to bag it himself.
On Ethel's other sido there was no chance for Arthur
Augustus, Wally had bagged that seat.

Arthur Augustus tapped his cheerful younger brother on
the shoulder.

“Pway vacate this seat.’! he whispered.
desiwous of sittin' heah.”

*“Oh, rats!” said Wally,

“Weally, Wally—"

“Moro rats!”

“I am extwemely.

THE GEM LIBRARY -EVERY WEDNESDAY.

And  Arthur Augustus gave it up. Many expressive
glances were cast at Wally, but he seemed quite unconscious
of them. He looked after Cousin Ethel, and kept at least
half her attention away from Figgins.

Tom Merry, of course, was next to Miss Prlscllla.
Perhaps he would have been glad to have Figgins' pll(‘a.
but he did not seem to min He looked after his old
governess quite as devotedly as Figgine and Wally looked
after Cousin' Ethel.

What need to describe that' feast—the tonsts that were
drunk, in lemonade and currant_wine and ginger-pop; the
spoeches that were made; how Bkimpolo tried to read out
his article on Deturmmlam and was jammed down in his
seat by Blake and Lowther: how Mis Fawoett .related a
thrilling adventure of Tom Merry's childhood; how Uncle
Frank grinned amiably at overybody; how Mr. Dodds
kept the table in a roar; how I'atty Wynn distinguished
himself by the most remarkable gastronomic exploit of his
career; finally, how Manners took a flashlight photograph
of the whole morry party?

Merry, indeed, they were, and it was agreed on all hands
that that Christmas party was the jolliest athormg that had
ever met within the ancient walls of 8t Jim's.

THE END,

{ Neat 1weeck’s yarn i the fival of a grand seriea of storics
of Tom Merry & Co., In America! Whatever yon do,
don’t mivs “AMERIC'A BOUND!' next week!)
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