


CLIFF HOUSE.

T s in receipt of a cheery Jetter from
a girl friend, who considers it is just
about_time the gils had a chance’ at
magazine editing.  She wants Miss
Marjoric Hazeldene to edit a paper for
Clitt House, just as Harry Wharton is
doing the same kindly work for Grey-
viavs.

T see no reason why not, and T should
very much like to hear what my chums
think about the matter. It is not mere
gallantry which causes fellows to recog-
nise generonsly, and with some amount
of humility, that girls have often very
extiaordinary  and  extremely  brisk
imaginations. . Moreover, they see a
whole crowd of details which get missed
by their brothers. Their perceptions are
80 keen. For such reasons T can see a
fine future for such a weekly as is
egested, a
Often enough in “going  through the
nous corraspondence which comes
to this office I netice how closely gil
readers follow the yarns. The clever
ions they ask i3 proof enough of that

Now, it is not within my know-

fact,
ledge or recollection that such a paper as
my girl chum propeses has ever been put

tho market, Tt js the engaging

on
ty of the hbusiness which hit e
ially, and which makes me cager to
eew: what others think, Remember this,

too, that the girl characters in the tales

ave always been most popular, The
trouble has alwavs heen that not enough
was heard of them 8o let me hear
W ou think, please. A posteard will
serve, I oam sure that the girls would
succced.  They have such a fund o
humour, and we could do with a little
ecnfiment as weil.

TIPS FROM AUSTRALIA.

“Goges is only a fiction boy,” says an
tralian corvespondent. T have yet
5 i3 a champion boxer,
itsu expert, and who talks like
oy of geology,”
e, that is all right, but Goggs
is Goggs, and we are all a bit gone on
him, for he is cle and his clevernesa
i made veasonable and fascinating by
the talented writer who has the prodigy
in charge. My critical chum goes on to
_say that Teimble is worse than the limit,
for he eutdees Bunter. Personally, T do
net agree.  Trimble has won a lot of
notoriety, hut he must play second fiddle
ta the renowned W. G. B.” -

Now for the leiter again:

This week’s * Penny Popular’ had a
Bt. Jim's story, ‘ Brave, Baggy! and
words fuil to deseribe that fat little beast
who would not have cared if Levison or
Cardew had been killed, so long as he
won his bet. Grundy is all right even
if he is clumsy. Cardew is IT, Gussy is
horrible, and if Monty Lowther does not
stop those awful jokes {which in
e world before Adam and Eve) there
will ba murder, They spoil a good story.

r
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his readers,

Address : Editar, The " G

¢ wauts to know how
Tuky speaks French,  Does he say the
* Quifulness terrifique ' And how
does he get on with English grammar?”

A friend of i

Well, it was a good letter, and 1
uppreciated it, but as for some of the
many points, 1do not sce eye to eye with
my friend overseas. He overstates the
case as vegards Baggy Trimble, and yer
understates it,

The fact of the matter is that where a
character canses o ]'t‘.‘ﬂijel' to use sudl
language, it shows that the said character
has succeeded in his job, like the villain
in the play when the rapscallion gets
hissed.  If everybody reeded in their
own special and vightful tasks all would
bo well, or, at least, better. And as for
Monty and his puns—why, these jokes
have become a pait of the merry jester.
They are second natare by this time. I
am afraid there is nothing to be done.
Tt is pood to see George Alfred Grundy
set right with the wor Grundy is all
right.  He has been misunderstood often
enough, buy his heart is tucked up inthe

correct Aund then  Gussy!
Horrible ! y horrible!  Here my
correspondent iz surely out of it. A few

mannerisms apart, D'Arcy is one of the
finest gentlemen who ever dipped into
patent leathers.

QUSSY GETS CALLED OVER THE
COALS.

There is
D'Arey, and this comes from
another pare of  Australia, hund
miles from the home of the wri
referred to,
I am wy

another charp word about
i quite

b fng. ys my chum from
Victoria, ““to you to express my opinion
of the * Gem ™ Libiary. e ent out

thout Gussy I reckon
t move readers, And
put in a bit mwre about Harry Noble and
Gordon Gay. Give Australia a chance.
Talbot and Buek Fiun are very popular
over here. T haye been a constant reader
of the * Gem ’ for about six years, and T
know a lot more readers who have the
same opinion,”

T'am obliged to the writer, and can tell
him plainly that,. while respecting his im-
pressions of the yarns, I am not in agree-
ment with the conclusions he draws. For,
you see, an Editor does somehow get to
know things, and as cach week passes [
have far more evidence of the popnlarity
of Gusey than of any foeling that his
quaint method of speech is creative of
dislike,  Personally, T am disposed to
regard comments similar to those quoted
as real compliments. They show such a
deep interest,  The author who can
describe a character so well as to vender
the said character liable to abuse has
achieved triumph,

THE GAME OF CHESS.
Several readers want me to make a
feature of chess in the Companion Papers,

a lot of the
yon wonld gor

The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C, 4. %

biit Lam inelined to doubt whether there
is sufficient demand for such a featuve.
Chess is a grand game, and one that calls
for plenty of skill, It is just one of thosa
Fnsnmes or studies, which you like, which
has no end to it. There is always more
to learn, At the present time T certainly
have no space for diagrams, and chess
articles without.plans of the various
games and moves are rather unsatis-
factory things.

suppose & good many of my chums
do play chess sometimes of a winter
evening. I hope they do. 1t is possible
to play well enongh after quite a short
Practice to derive a lot of amusement out
of the game, though the champions will
take weeks to think out a new system,
and an hour to weigh the possibilities of
a single move.  We have all heard of,
Zukertort, and the others. But the hest
part of the world has not time for
luxurics of this deliberate kind.  And
then there js such a loi that is humorous
and aecidental in chese,

There is a true story of a famons player,
who asked a com'gnrm:ve stranger to play
him a game. hey sat down, and the'
experienced fellow was a vietim to check.
mate in a very few moves. He was'
amazed, and wanted.to find out how it
had been done, but his disgust was so big.
that it would have stuck out of mid.
Atiantic when he learned that his
eally knew nothing about the
the game!

svicnee of

A DIFFICULT BUSINESS,
You know the old, old story about ihe
lady in the far-back days who came
ing-ship to London to seek for an
lual wamed Gilbert,  The enly

€ of -English she knew weve
“Gilbert. London,” but she did all right
with those two,  She found Gilbert,
married the gentleman, and the two wero
happy ever after.  The charming little
tale is alinost on a par with a request
from a generons-hearted correspondent in,
Melbourne, who offers “Margaret ¥ as;
many copies of the Companion Papers as
she likes.
Now, “Margaret  certainly sent in a
letter to these offices long since, but I
have not her address by me, and the
iriend in the South does not give his
place of abode, so what ean be done? I
am afraid: there is nothing to be done.
The only wag in these matfers is to send
in a notice, with full particulars, and then
I will insert it. Bubif * Margarct ** sees
this paragraph she will know that the
letfer she wrote a long time since was
d with much sympathy and intevest by
my unkvown Melbourne chum.
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OF THE MILL

A Magnificent Long Com-
plete Story of Tom Merry
and Co.,

& Martin Clifford.
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the chums of

St. Jim’s,

L] m an e
CHAPTER 1, line more or fess in support of your| And Cardew lounged out.
Grundy’s Yarn, argument, y'know. I had it in mind to| No one else went

1 H rats!”
O It was Jack Blake, of the
Fourth Form at St. Jim's, who

exclaimed thus,

George Alfred Grundy, of the Shell,
regarded him severely,

There was quite a crowd in the Schoo!
House junior Common-room, as there
usually was between prep and supper.
Grundy, with his back to the fire, his
hands in his trousers pockets, and a very
serious look upon his heavy face, had
beén helding forth about something he
had heard in Ryleombe that day.

“Yaas, wathah! Wats!” said Arthur
Augustus I’ Arcy,

“I am surprised at your attitude
towards Grundy’s narration, my noble
kinsman,” drawled Ralph Reckness Car-
dew. “That Blake should be a sceptic
is understandable. But it was only at
the end of last term that you were a
convinced spiritualist,”

“Nevah, deah boy, nevah! T was
onlay an earnest seekah aftah the light.”

“But surely a real live ghost that can
be seen is more than many spooks that
can do no more than waggle the legs of
tables?"

“Don't talk wot, Cardew! Who evah
knew to waggle the legs of

“I never did, by gad! But then my
acquaintance with spooks is so slight that
it may be said to be non-existent, Am
I right in attributin’ to them a ropensity
for touchin’ the faces n(I] earnest
‘ seekahs ’ with cold an’ clammy hands,
strummin’ on tambourines, an’ generally
playin' the giddy goat in various ways?"’

“1 thought T was taiking, Cardew,
said Grundy, with weighty sarcasm.

“An’ you were probably correct. dear
ald top! You usually are talkin’. We
meet here chiefly for the purpose of hear-
in' words of wisdem from your lipe.”

“And silly rot from yours!” snapped
Grundy, 3o -

" “Quite so, old gun! But that is rather
ungrateful of you, as I was takin’ up a

show logically an’ clearly that I’ Arcy’s
mere spooks were hopelesely inferior to
your ghost—""

“Don’t call it my ghost roared
Grundy. “I don't say T've seen it. I
only

“Oh, beg pardon! T thought you had
given it the inestimable benefit of your
distinguished patronage an’ protection.
No selfrespectin’ ghost would ask more,

I am sure.

“My hat!” gasped Wilkins. “And
that chap makes out old Grundy talks a
ot 1"

“Well, Grondy does,” admitted Gunn,
“But here comes ther. Those two
won't have all the chin-waz to themselves
now "

Lowther, Tom Merry, Manners, Talbot,
and two or three more of the Shell
entered together at this moment,

“Heard about the ghast, you fellows?”
asked Roylance.

“Whose ?” inquired Lowther.

“Grondy’s,” answered Digby, grin-
ning,
“Don’t be a silly aes! It's not my

ghost!” howled Grundy.

“Can’t be,” said Lowther, shaking his
head wisely. *You're here. If you're
elsewhere at the same time it is not your
ghost that appears, but your astral body.
That’s right, isn't it, Guss;

“Do not appeal to me, Lowthah! T
do not claim any special knowledge in
such matters,” replied the swell of the
Fourth stiffly.

“Sorry! Thonght you did.
take, no doubt.”

“What's the yarn, Grundy?”
Tom.

“Oh, do let's have it all over again,
please!” groaned Cardew. “Such a
dashed treat for us all, y'know.”

“Well, the fact that you have heard
it doesn't make it any the less news for
us,” said Talbot. “If you don’t want to
hear it again you can avoid it by going.”

“So I can! Never thought of that.

asked

Ta-ta, everybody !”

My mis-,

e

Grundy's story had
aroused considerable interest. 1t wag
CardeW’s way to pretend that it failed to
interest him,

“You know the old mill on the riss
above this ond of Wayland Moor?™
began Grundy.

“We do,”
“Proceed [ :

“Well, they're saying in the village
that it’s haunted 1 )
inquired Lowther,
seid Blake again,

“That sounds very likely, Blake,"” said
Lowther.  *Though what the rodents
find in the way of grub there, seeing that
the mill hasn't been in going order———1

“1 di mean it was haunted be
rats,” chipped in Bl “I meant is
Wwas rats to say it was haunted,”

“I thought it was Crundy who said
that,”  returned Lewther,  Inoking
puzzled.

“Well, then, you're wrong, as usual!”
snorted Grundy. “T don’t say so; 1 only
suy that I've heard so.”

“And g0 you believe your cars® You
ought to; they're guite hix enough to ba
reliable, I should think.

“You leave my ears ala
Grundy.

““ As long as you continue to keep them
nice and clean I v do so, dear man!”
“You are the silliest asz T ever ran

replied  Tom  solemnly,

" snapped

against, Lowther!™ roared the irate
George Alfred.  “One can't talk sense
to you!”

“I've noticed that defect in you," ra-

“But T never held it as

plied Lowt
my fault.”

" Weally, Lowthah, you might give
Gwunday a chance ™

“Thera! v D’Arcy. ass as he is,
se0s- 3
“Bai Jove! T shall ba compelled to

give you a feahful ths
not more eivil, Gwunda
“Put them both oit!” cried Tom.
“Wo shall never get anything from
Grundy until that's done
Tuz Gew Lisrarv.—No. 623.
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* Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Iam dumb!” said Lowther.

‘* It was Binks at the butcher’s who teld
vs,” said Grundy, while Lewther held a
handl in front of his own mouth and
Herries held cne m_ front of Gussy's
* And Binks isn’t an imaginative sort of
ehap——

“Has
asked,
“No. But he k
has!”

“Who is she?” inguired Talbot,

“A Mrs. Jar who lives in one of
those lonely cottages on the north side
of the moor. There's a foctpath up by
the mill that's art cut to her home,
and she was go home late o i
when she saw and nearly
fright.

“What was it like?” Levison asked.

“ All white and ghastly,” said Gunn.

“Am 1 telling this tale or are you,
5

¥ Kangaron

seen the

vs a_woman who

Furm ¥ roared Grandy. el

“Whyr. Gunny, I Lelieve you think
there really was a ghost?” said Tom, in
surprise

“No, T don’t,” veplied Gunn quickly.
“But—well, you know, Merry, that poor
woman saw something, and she won't
belicre that it wasn't & ghost.”

The story had irapressed Guun, it was

plain.  Grandy, also. seemed comewhat
moved by it. But Wilkins was frankly
ineredulous,

1

ve there's anything in
me trick of the moon-
You kuow what

I don't
it,” he said. S
light, I should say.
womien are !"

“¥es; the fomale part of the human
race,” said Lowther: “That doesn't in-
capacitate - them from ghost sefing, I
suppose, Wilky 1" N

*Po you think there's anything in it?”
returned Wilkina., i

“Tf Grundy believes, then T believe—
and tremble!” answered Lowther.

Grundy frowned upon him. ”

“I'm not saying I believe,” he said.
“But I think it wants looking inte.”

““ And that you're the boy to look into
it, T suppose?” gaid Clifton Dane.

“I am quite prepared to do
Grundy replied majestically.

“There hasn’t been any moon for
ecveral nights,” said Clive, “so if this
happened lately it couldn’t have been
that.”

“8hall you go alone, Grundy?" asked

urrance.

“No. T shall take Wilkins and Guun
with me.”

“TI'm game ! said Wilkins, .

“I—T—well, I'm not; that's straight !
®unn said,. shivering.

“Are you a, funk, Willilam Gunn?"
roared Grundy. . ,

“No, I don't think I am. -But I'm
not sure that there aren’t such things as
ghoste.  An unele of mine says he's seen
one. And T don't want to.”

“Anyone clse care to come?” asked
Grundy. . £ "

“With you as leader?” veturned Kan-
garoo.

“Yes, of course!” .

“Declined, without thanks!” replied
the Cornstalk. b,

Grundy looked round in his loftiest
manner.  He never could understand
why his leadership should be objected

Grundy thought himself capable
of leading Anything. from an Army divi-
sion to a mutc, as Lowther said,

But no one volunteered to be led.

“TU go tonight!” he caid.  * And
Wilkins and Gunn will come with me.”

“Right-oh!”_said George Wilkins,
said  William

s0,"

“Bet you I don't!™
Cuthbert Gunn, X
'[ue GeM Lisrary.—No. 623,
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CHAPTER 2.
Expedition the First.
UT when the time came Gunn went
out,
He did not like it a little bit,
but he was too staunch ta stay

B

behind,

Grundy never flattered anybody  but
himself. " Guun_ did not expect to be
praised: hut he did think it a trifle thick

ted upon his

that Grundr, while he i
ild be a mere

going, talked as if he w

drag on the expedition.
“Now, don't you go and lose your

head, Gunny!™ he said. “If you feel

scaved, just got behind me. Il protect
y 1%

Us all right as long as you don't
believe that there are any such rhings
as ghosts, you know, old chap,” said
Wilkins,

“But T do! At least, I more than
half believe. And my uncle's scen one. "

“T suppose if your aunt had seen a
sea-serpent you'd be afraid to take a
dip at the seaside?” inquired Grundy.

“She’s seen you!” retorted Gunn.
“Bhe could a sea-serpent after
that, T sheuld think. And, after all, I
reckon I can stand a spook. There is

some advantage in having a face like
yours  about the place, after all,
Grundy :

“Ha, ha, ha!®

The whole dormitory cackled at that.
This conversation had taken place while
the three were dressing. It always
pleased the Shell when Gunn or Wilkins
raised the heel against Grundy.

“Anybody  else  coming?"  asked
Grundy, when he was ready. -

“Wants someone to stand in front of
him:  while he stands in  front of
Gunny ! suggested Lowther.

Grundy snorted his contempt of that
suggestion, and the three stole out.

“I'm not sure that we ought to have
let them go alone,” remarked Tom.

“Which of them is going alone?’ in-
quired Lowther.

“Oh, yon've a fathead! T suppose
rou're not game to foliow them?”

“1 may be a fathead, Thomas, but
I'm not quite such a fathead as all that
comes to!”

* Manners 7"’
“Nothing doing, Tommy !
“TIl come if you like, Tom,” said

t.
“Oh, I don’t mind, then!" Manners
id.

w

and.
“And T suppose 1 shall have to come,
to eee that vou kids don’t get into
trouble,” said Lowther.

1 won't have: either of you!™ re-
plied Tom, with just a suspicion of snap-
pishness. *Talbot and T will go.”

And only Talbot and he went. There
were plenty more fellows in the dormi-
tory who had no special fear of the
supernatural. But it was a eold night,
and bed seemed to them all a mare
desirable place than that bleak hillside
above the moor.

Tora and Talboi were some time and
some distance behind the trio. They
saw nothing at the mill, because they
did not get there. But Grundy & Co.
saw something.

Gunn was somewhat shivery at first,
and evidently had little heart for the
adventure. ~ But—though perhaps he
hardly = realised it himself—more than
half his dread was due to the risk of
being caught breaking bounds. When

they were once clear of the school pre- |
cincts, and thet risk was practically at|

an end for the time being, his spirits
rose.

“I suppose my uncle was mistaken,”
ho said.  “Imagined it, no doubt. But
if you two chaps Lad ever heard him

e

tell the yarn it might Kave made you
feel a Lit queer. DTl tell it to you

“No need!” replied Wilkins Lastily,
“You'll only go scaring yourself.”

*Oh, it won't scare me!” said E}u:n.
¢ waw it already, you see.” :
Well, it won't scare us,” Wilkins

I don't know about you, Wilky *
Grundy said in his loftiest umnner,‘
“but I can answer for myself. Go on,
Gunny 1"

“Yes, go on!” chimed in Wilkine.

But he did not say it as if he were
reaily keen.

The night was dark, but there had
bean ashght fall of snow, and what loy
N the ground gave to the gloom a faint
saggestton of light. It was rather an.
eerie night altogether, Every now and
then a gust of wind moaned through
the trees.

“My uncle was staying at a place in
Shropshire,” began Gunn, in a squeal-
chral voice. It was a rummy old place
—all gables outside, and queer odds-and-
ends of stairs and winding passages and
deep window recesses inside. You know
the kind of place I mean.”

“Rotten shows, I call ‘em!” said
Grundy.,  “Give me a proper modern
house, with big windows and bath-rooms
and all that! You don’t find ghosts in
them,” E

“T don’t believe the spooks fancy
houses with bath-rooms in them,” re-
marked Wilkins®  “It's always theso
musty old shows you hear of them in.”

“1 never was in Shropshire, and T
don’t know that I ever want to be,”
Grundy said, 2

It struck Gunn “that both of them pre-
ferved to talk rather than to listen to
his story.

“There .had heen a murder in the
house a few years before,” he went on.

“Look here, Gunny, murders aren't
nice things to tfalk about!” objected
Grundy. . I consider it's best to keep
one’s mind off subjects of that kind.”

“So do I!” agreed Wilkins heartily.

“But I'm not going to talk about ihe
murder I - protested Gunn. T only
mentioned it to account for the ghost.”

“A ghost ought to able to ag-
count for itself without—"

"Oh, don't be an ass, Wilky!?

“Bee here, Gunn, which of your uncles
was thi

T An hange of visits had made
Grundy, Gunn, and Wilkins pretdy
familiar with one another's family
circles,

** My Uncle John,” .

“1Is that the one with the walrus mous-
tache and purple nose?’

“Hang it all, Grundy, that's no sort
of way to talk about a fellow's rela-
tions 7 '

“I can’t Lelp that. T want to make
out which of them it is. George is the
one with the head like a bladder of lard,
and Bill is the bow-legged specimen.
Yes, the one I mean is John, Well, ¥
tell yow straight, William Gunn, T con-
sider your Uncle John something only a
little better than an idiet, and
shouldn’t think of paying the slightest
attention to anything he said .about
having seen a ghost.”

“Bame heve I said Wilkins. .

Gunn grinned. He had made his pro-
test on Uncle John's behalf, "and, not
being particulurly fond of this relative,
who was hardly a gold-mine in the Lip-
ping way, he was not keen an repeating
it. But i was not at Grundy's descrip.
tion of his uncles that he grinned. it
was at the very evident unwillingness
of both Grundy and Wilkins to listen te
that ghost story. : iy

“It turned my uncle’s hair grey—
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f“What are you after at this time
Levison coblly,

of the night, you two 7’ demanded Knox.
*What are you prowling about after, come to that 7

“ My duty,"” snapped Knox. (See Chapter 3.)

‘* Oh, nothing much,' answered

what little there was of it to turn,” he
said

“Rot! Tt isn't grey now!"” snapped
Grundy.

“No, because he's dyed it. He often
says. the ghost caused him to die.”

“Pretty rotten joke, too!” growled
Grundy.

: “ Pity you fellows weren't there!” con-
tinued Guun,  “He was afraid, You
wouldn't have been, I know."”

“Not likely !” replied Wilkins.

“No, it isn’t likely,” agreed Grundy.
“But it's possible, you know. I don't
believe that such things as ghosts exist;
but I'm not going to say that I might
not be scared if I saw one. Because if
T saw one I should know they did exist;
and if they do—well, they wouldn’t be
nice things to meet, woulé‘/v they 7

Gunn grinned again, He was sure
how that his comrades were beginning
to find their feet cold. The curious
thing was that he, by long odds the
most nervous and sensitive of the three,
did not feel frightened. It was as
though their growing fears drove fear
out of him.

“No, they wouldn't,” said Wilkins.
“I say, Grundy, of course it’s all rot!
But—but do you think it’s worth while
to go on?"”

“What can we say to the fellows when
II:B get back if we don’t!” snorted
rrundy.

y
“We—we could say we'd been and not

moen anything,” answered Wilkins.

name's  Wilkinsg, not Wash-
ington !”

“You mean you're a liar!" snorted
Grundy,

“I medn
Wilkins.

*“Oh, come on!" said Gunn,
the use of squabbling?”

They were on the footpath which led
past the mill now; but the mill was not
vet visible,

“1 say, T can see something that looks
like a hght over there!” said Grundy.

“I wish the wind wouldn't make that
beastly noise,” Wilkins said.

Grundy halted.

“If's my opinion that you're funked,
George Wilkins ! he said,

you're a fool!” snapped
“What's

“And it's my opinion that you're—|

not!” returned Wilkins,

The hide of George Alfred Grundy was,
as a yule, quite proof against sarcasm;
but that shalt goi home,

Brave as a lion against any bodily
danger, Grundy really was a trifle scared
now, It was easy enough to be sceptical
concerning ghosts when one stood in front
of the Common-reom fire, toasting one's
trousers and laying down the law. But
it was a slightly different matter out here
in the snowy gloom.

But  Grundy, scanty as was his
imagination, had yet that fear of being
afraid that often nerves the: more

sousitive spirit. He had quite made up
his mind to go on.

Wilkins had made up his mind not to
go back alone. Better to go on than to
do that.

And Gunn really did not feel afraid,
though he knew that he might feel so
if anything happened.

They weunt on, and by-and-by they
began to feel sure that the light they saw
came from the mill itsclf.

“It's a beastly, uncanny sort of light,”
said Wilkins. with' chattering teeth.

“Oh, rot! What I'm thinking is that
2 ghost would have no need of a light,”
replied Grundy. P

“ Perhaps it's a corpse-candle, or some-
thing of that kind,” Gunn cheerfully
suggested.

“Idiot!” snapped Wilkins.

“You shouldn’t say things like that,
Gunn. They frighten Wilkims,” said
Grundy.

Now they were very near the mill. Tt
loomed up above them in the gloom, with
its broken sails, black against the back-
ground of snow.

“I should think we've gone far
enough,™ said Wilkins tremulously.

“We might stop here,” Cirundy
answered.

They were within ten yards of the
ruinous old building, and there was really

no need that they should approach it :

more closely,
*Look!" cried Gunn. “Up there!”
TeE Geu Lisrary.—No, 623,
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£ud, even in king, he turned and
fied down the shﬁ;:'k b

Then Grundy and Wilkins saw what he
had seen—a white form with a face that
showed ghastly luminous at some open-
ing high up in the side of the mill,

Thay shricked and fled. Grundy
crashed inte Gunn frem behind, and
Gunn  shricked, teo, 23 they rolled
together down the slope. And Wilkins,
finding himself alone on a sudden, fairly
whimpered with fear.

““Here we ale'" eried Grundy, “This
way, Wil

Gunn muld not bave given that call
te save his life. After that eme shriek
his tongue clave to the roef of bis mouth.

Vilkins wus, if anythimg, in worse case
than Gunn.

But the spirit  of George
Alfred Gruady rallied He was still
desperately fr ; But, in a vague,
confused way; felt that ke simply must
be less frightened than these two, or they
would all three go stark, staring, raving

Semeone had gat 'te bear up.

Wilkins gave a sob as he grabbed
Grundy's arm. Betwesn them they
helped Gunn up—if it really was help
that Wilkins gam by tugging at hns
chum’s i There are possily
lfm.:er metheds oi’ getting a fetlow to his

“Dnn‘t Ioek back!™ breathed Gmnﬂy

The ac was quite A
fortune wadd net have tempted either
Gunn or Wikkins te look back.

But, screwing up all his plack, Grundy
turned his head.

H}’% could see nothing—not even the mill
itsel

“It’s gone!” he said huskily.
CHAPTER 3.
Ghost—er?
i ALLO! Is that yun Grmrdy"
Never bhad Tom Meiry s
voice been so welcome to
Grundy as it was then.
“Yes,” he answered. .
“ ¥t deesn’t sound much like you,” said

Talbot.

“You wouldn’t sound much like your-
self if you'd seen what we've seen,”
replied Grundy.

And his voice was still weak and shaky.

" “What have you scen?” asked Tom |

sharply.

‘\v.mimr he nor Talbot felt any inclina-
tion to jeer. Grundy had pluck beyond
the ordinary; they knew that. But

Grundy was chviously badly shaken ; and
somehow the fact that Wilkins and Gunn
were too scared even ro speak was plain
to tho new-comers.

“It!” replied Grundy, in awe-stricken
accents, .

“What, the ghost?” said Tom.

He canght Wilkins by the arm as he
spokn, and felt that he was tremhhng
violently, Talbot reached out in the
gloom for Gunn, and Gunn clutched him
and sobbed with fright as he clutched.

“The ghost—yes!" answered Grundg.

And that he meant it was \‘ery'&h.iu f
ing,

Tom and Talbot, whe had seen nc
and who were as courageous as Grundy,
felt their nerves tingling, and became
aware that they were less sceptical out
here in the gloom than indoors
“Don't go on!” faltered Wilkins, find-
ing his voice.
“We weeen't going toy”
frankly,

replied Tom

“Don’t talk now,” Tulbot said. ** Wait
a few minutes, till we've got to the

road,”

“Talk:" Gunn  half-shrieked. I

can't staud the silence—anything’s better
than ti &

“Uh, buck up, uId fellow 1 said Tom.

“Yes, buck up!” echeed (ﬂundy
feebly.

“Tt was awful!® said Wilkins,
uhmuded form, and that face—ch,
face !”

“You all saw it? Talbot said.

He perceived that it was ef no use to
attempt to divert the minds of the three
from the experience which had so shaken
them,  Better let them talk about it.
since they certainly could net talk of
anything else,

“Yes,” answered Grundy. “Look
here, I suppose you fellows think I'm a
funk*”

A
that

The great George Alfred was rega'n-
ing his self-control.

“I don’t,” said Tom. “F'm not say-
ing thﬂh I believe you've seen a ghost.
But you've seen something, and I d(m’t
“umier ehan it gave you a nasty turn.’

Nor Talbot sard. T don't know
what the fellows back in the dovm will
say; but Tom and T have been out here,
and we can understand if they can’t. It's
an eerie sort of night.”

“You think it was a fake, .\Ien‘y?"

asked Grundy.
‘I thmk JL may have been, old man.”
, 1 know it wasn't—I know! I
sl:'l]] nmm jeer at ghosts agam. And I
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take back what I said about your Uncle
dare say he did

Jobn, Gunny. did sce &
gim«ﬁ Why shouldn't he? We've scen
one.

Now they had reached the road ever
the moar, and 'l‘n]hnt halted.

“Tom,” he said, I don't half like the
job, but I'm game to go to the mill if
you arve! There's 2 mystery ahuut this,
and now is the time to clear it up.

“Tl go,” replied Tom. *“But I'm not
dead sure thm_ I sha'n’t be afraid whéen
I get there.”

Grundy screwed up all his courage.
The offer he made then was one that no
fellow without a big heart could have
made.

I you fellows go, T'll go!” he said.
“But I sha]i be in a horrible funk all
the time.’

There was pluck in the confession as
well as in the offer.

But Wilkins and Gunn put the stoppor
en the project.

“YWhat are we going to do il you go
b.u'k"’ burbled Wilkins.

* Just keep on aloag the road,” replied
Talbot. _

“T daren’t! I shall have a blessed fit
if you leave us!™ said Gun,

“You'll be together,” argued Tom.

“That's _no gwad. - Gunn's just as
funked as T am,” Wilkins said. *We've

ot to have someone with us who isn't
unked.”

He spoke almost despairingly. Even
had they been keener Tom and Talbot
would have felt that it was sheer brutality
te leave those two to themselves.

“Well. I suppose there will be another
chance, Talbot,” said Tom.

*I suppese so. And I sha'n't mind if
there’s more of a crowd of us when we

take it,” answered Talbet.
"R'.fght-hn! We'll go back home
now.

_ There were three audible sighs of relief.
Grundy was as ready to go home as h's
chums.

Wilkims and Gunn had redovered a bit
before the walk of St. Jim's were
reached. But the weary “manner in
which they dragged themselves along the
passage from the box-room indicated that
they had had enough.

1f Tom and Talbot could have had their
way no word of chaff would have troubled
the trio that night,

But, unluckily, Monty Lowther was
awake.,

"¢ 'Tis now the witching hour of night.
when churchyards yawn, and graves gve
up their ,’ " he pronounced solemnly,
as Tom lighted a candle-end.

“Don’t!” muttered Guun,
whi!e as chalk.

Dry up, Monty ! snapped Tom.

But it was never easy to stop Lmuher

his foce

“Manners!”  he called. Kangy!
Dane! (Gore! * The spook-seers have
returned !’

“You ass!” snorted Talbot, as Manners
sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes, and
severzl others stirred.

“*Hallo! Seen anything?’ . asked
Manners. _
“Yes, we have! We've seen the

answeu.d Wilkins, with a half-

s Rut‘ i sa:d Harry ’\o'ble g
“It isn't ret, Naoble,” said Grundr
gravely, and without a trace of his usual

f biuster. *We have seen it.”

“What -about you and - Talbot,
Tommy 1" inquired Manners, **Pid you
see it, too?

*No,” replicd Tom. “But; look here,
you fe‘luus Grundy and Gunn and “ll.hy
saw sumethlug that was enough to scare
anyone into fits—I'm quite satisfed of
that. I don’t say it was a ghost; but
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Levison squeezed in between the small aperturs in the side of the mifl, though it was a tight squeeze.
“Nb nesd to comea after me,” he said. =

1 sha'n't be leng!"

{See Chapter 6.)

then, T didu't see it. They saw it, and
they say it was,”

“Szul among the prophets!™ mur-
mured Lowther, impressed in spite of
himself by Tom’s gravity.

“They imagined it,” said Kangaroo,

“T don't think so,” answered Talbot,

And Talbot was just as grave as Tom.

““Bee here,” said Clifton Dane, “what
do you fellows think it was? Grundy
seems to have been converted to the spook
theory; but T give you iwo credit for
more sense than that.”

“It may have been someone playing
ghost,” replied Tom. * But against that
there’s this—why should they?”

“To keep people away from the mill,”
suzmested Manners,

" But why should anyone Wwant to keep
poople away?” asked Talbot.

Ask me another!”

“It might be the headquarters of a
gang of smugglers—only there aren’t any
smugglers of that kind nowadays,” said
Bernard Glyn,

“Or it might be a meeting-place of
Hun spies, only the time for that has
gone,” Gore said.

“I should like to hear more abou
these apparent supernatural phenomena,”
spoke the mild voice of Herbert Skim-
pole. “I am afraid that there is among
you a tendency .to deny anything that is
your very limited intelligences.
That is not the true scientific spirit, For
my part, I should be glad to aid in a

close investigation of the supposed super-
natural phenomena, and—-"

talking about ghosts, fat-
" suorted Gore.

“8o am I, my dear Gore."”

“Why dou't you talk English, then?”

Skimmy sighed, George Gore was a
sore trial to Skimmy—a Philistine, utterly
unscieniifie, and on an intellectual plane
which seemed to the philosopher of the
Bhell quite beneath contempt,

“Hallo! Anything happened®” asked
Ernest TLevison, and he and Clive
appoared in the dormitory,

“We've been keeping awake till you
fellows came in,” said Clive. “Wanted
to hear all about if, you know.”

“Iid you go, Tom?" inguired Levizon,
1 surprise.

“Talbot and T went after them—not
with them.”

“If we'd known, we'd have come like
a shot. Anybody see anything?”

“We've scen the ghost!
Grundy, in a voice of awe,

Wilkins and Gunn said nothing. They
were in bed by this time, and had pulled
the bedclothes up over their heads, glad
to be there and safe. But they rather
welcomed the advent of the two Fourth-
Formers, for that meant more talk, and
both dreaded the silence and the dark-
ness which they must soon endure,

= id Clive,

But Levison at  Grundy
cariously, He was keener than Clive;

announced

and he saw that something really had
happened to Grundy—something that had
taken all the brag and bounce out of him
for the time being.

“You didn't see anything, Merry?”
said Clive.

“No, But I'm sure these chaps did,
whatever it may have been,” Tom
answered.  ““Clear out now, you two!
The sooner Gunn and Wilky get some
rest the hetter it’s going to be for them.”

Levison and Clive went. Hardly were
they outside the Shell dormitory door
when an unpleasant voice hailed them.

“What are you after at this time of
night, you two?" it demanded.

Gerald Knox, who had thus dropped
upon them, was the most anpopular of all
the St. Jim's prefects, and the one hope-
Jess rotter in the Sixth,

“0Oh, nothing much,” answered Levi-
son coolly. “What are you prowling
about after, come to that?”

“ My duty!" snapped Knox.

“Didn’t know that ever kept you out
of bed,” said Levison.

“None of your dashed impudence®
You'll do me two hundred lines each, and
if I have another word of cheek from
you I'll use my ashplant, by gad!”

Levison said no more, and the two
slipped into their silent dormitory. Knox
went on down the passage towards the
stairs.

“You were a silly ass to talk to him
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.and Lowther had pulled the e
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like that, Ernest!” said Clive. “T bar
Knox; but, after all, he's a prefect, and
he had a right to jump on us for being
out of dorm, What dié)ynu do it for?”

*1 wanted to have a good lock at him,
Sidney,” returned Levison. *“Knox is
such a handsome fellow, you know.”

“Blessed if I can see it! The most
¥'d say for him is that he doesn’t look
quite as big an outsider as we know him
to be. But I suppose we'd have had the
impot any way. That bounder never
loses a_chance to get at us,”

But Levison really bad wanted to have
a good look at Knox. He had noticed—
what Clive had not—that the prefect’s
boots were damp, and shewed traces of
snow between soles and uppers.

And, when Clive had fallen asleep,
Levison slid out of bed and went to the
box-room., And there he found what he
had expected to find—a thick overcosat,
which he recognised as Knox's, and a hat
which had the prefect’s initials inside the
lining !

He locked again next morning ; but hat
and coat had gone then,

CHAPTER 4.
Expedition the Second.
HITHER  away, Thomasi”

H]

‘N} asked Monty Lowther, as
Tom took his overcoat down
from the peg in No. 10 after

classes next morning. |

The snow was falling fast now—a wet, |
gleety snow that was worse thau heavy |
rain._In the study a bright fire burn

close up to it, and had settled down with
a book : while Manners, at the ia £
busy with some photographic work.

“To  Rylcombe,”  replied
“Coming?”

*'What's the game?” 2

“Inquiries about this mill bizney.”

*“Oh, that isn't worth bothering
whout,” said Lowther lazily.

“You're not coming, the ‘

“You are perspicactous this meming,
Thomas. Iam not.”

“Manners?”

”AI'G
old chap?

**No. Talbot and Kangareo and Dane
and Gore are coming, anyway ; there mey
be more,” 5

“Then I'll stay here and get on with
this.”

“Right-ho! I don't mind. We're
going to have a yarn with that fellow
Binks at the butcher’s.”

“ Give Bingo my love!”
grinning. 3

Binks, ihe butcherlad, was quite a
favourite with the St. Jim's juniors.

thers, besides those mentioned by
Tom, did come. Arthur Augustus had a
cold, and was snuffling and wheezing in
Stuéy No. 6; but Blake and Herries and
Digby all joined up, and Levison and
Clive_also came along, Cardew said he
would stay and comfort Gussy—for which
boon Gussy showed no marked gratitude.

Wilkins and Gunn had had to go to the
sanatorium that morning. Cold and
shock had combined jo make them really
ill. Grundy was unusually quiet, but he
was not ill,

The small crowd of juniors easily found
Binks, and invited him intor Mrs.
Murpi’ly’s to partake of refreshment and
to talk, Cocoa and hot buns suited
Bingo as well as they did Tom Merry and
the rest.

“Me? Not for no money said
Binks, when asked whether he would
care to go along and investigate the mys-
tery of the mill.  “I ain’t afraid of
nothin’ natural, not as I knows of. But
ghosteses—that’s where you've got me
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Tom.

you going alene if I don't come,
i

said Lowther,

m

beat, My grandmother knew a man
what ’ad an aunt, an’ her brother-in-
law’s second cousin see a ghost an’ ex-
pired on the spot.”

Lowther was not there to_ask whether
the ﬁhust was that of a leopard, and
which of the leopard’s spots the victim
expired upon, and no one present thought
of asking. But Binks saw that they were
not greatly impressed.

“Come nearer 'ome than that,” he
said, in low and awed toncs. “My pal
’Eavins—Eldred - "Eavins, you know—
well, I won’t go for to say that he saw the
ghost of the mill. But ’e "eard it!”

No. 27,—Mr. HORAGE
RATCLIFF, M.A.

&
|

Housemaster of the N:w House and
Form-master of the Fifth. A thorough
tyrant, always wielding the cane with
extreme vigour, and for the most
trivial offences. A man with appar-
ently no understanding of boys, and
with no sympathy for their fun and
pranks. Has been the cause of many
exciting times in the School House,
when be has had to take duty there
in the absence of Mr, Railten.

*What did it sound like 7" asked Kan-
garoo, with a grin.  Harry Noble was
one of the most pronounced sceptics
there.

“Horful 1" replied Bingo.
groans, an’ groans an” wails !
*When was this?"”" Talbot inquired.

“Larst night, betwixt ten an’ ‘leven.”

“Why, we were that way between
eleven and twelve I exclaimed Tom.

“Bee anythink 77 asked Bingo eagerly.

“Talbot” and I didn’t. But Grundy
and Gunn and Wilkins, who were ahead
of us, say they saw a ghost,”

“Goo’ lor’ I gasped Bingo. “An’ Mr.
Grundy, e’'s got pluck enough for any-
think, too i

“Wails an’
»

Bingo and Grundy had foughi ence,
and had been good friends ever since.
They had 2 good deal in common. Each
heldy that the fact of a fellow’s being
ready to stand up to him was enough to
prove that fellow’s pluck, for each put a
high estimate npﬂn%is prowess with the
fists or the gloves. -

“He didn’t show much pluck last
night,” remarked Herries.
“But he did!” said Tom at e,

“Ie'd have gone back with us
after seeing the—after seeing whate
it was they saw.” .

“Well, why didn't you go back?” in-
quired Blake, grinning.

“Gunn and Wilkins were too badly
upset,” replied Tom.

“And you and Talbot weren’t keen,
Tommy, old top!™” said Noble.

“We were not!” said Talbot empbati-
cally. “And I don’t think any of you
would have been.”

“I'm game for to-night, anyway!”
Kangaroo answered, without hoast or
sueer in his tone.

“And I!” said Tom.

*“I, too!” Talbot said quietly.

“TI'm on ! Blake spoke up.

Dane, Gore, Herries, Digby, Clive, and
Levison did not hold back, >t

But Bingoe did. He was asked to joifi
them, and he refused most firmly.

“I ain't a-goin’ to meddle,” he said.
“If I was sure as it was someone playin’
tricks I'd be on it like a bird. = But,
s'pose it reely is a sperrit? You can’t
punch, a sperrit on the jor, can you?
Well, then!”

Mrs, Murphy came along with a fiesh
supply of cocos at that moment, and
cm:iht Bingo's concluding words.

8he turned pale—quite a difficult feat
for the good dame, whom much cooking
had given a peony complexion. -

“Everybody’s frightened out of their
senses ! she gaid.  * There was a woman
came in here this morning. She’s gaing
a mile round rather than pass the.mill at
night.  And Mr. Pepper is in hed
through a scare as he got there.”

“Did the ghost ask him to lend it a
fiver 77 inguired Kangaroo.

Erasmus Zechariah Pepper, the village
miser, was not pewsona grata to St
Jim’s,

“8erve the old hunks right!” said
Gore, *But if it is anyone playing tricks
it’s dirty!  Why, it might frighten a
woman to death!”

“But what would they play tricks
for*” asked Bingo. “That’s what gets
me. There don’t seem no sense in it.”

“ Might be a reason we haven’t thought
of,” said Levison.

“You know
queried Talbat.

“No, I don't! T don’t know a thing!
T'd tell you if I did!”

Had Cardew been there he would have
felt pretty sure that his chum suspected
something, though he might know
nothing. ~ But the fellows present did not

something, Levison 7™

‘understand Levison, as Ralph Reckness

ardew did.
“'Who's the owner of the mill 7” asked
om.

But even Mrs. Murphy did not know
that. It had been in a ruinous state ever
since she remembered, she said,

The juniors returned to 8t Jim's
through’ the sleet, feeling distinctly less
cheery than usual. None of them had
any notion of backing out of his promise
for the night; but all felt depressed by
the infuence cf the weather and the
mystery, and one or two of them began
to revise their opinions concerning
ghosts.

“We don’t"want too many in it,” said
Talbot, as they neared the school.

*“Now, I think, the more the merrier,”
replied Herries,
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Tt isn’t going to be mewy, anyway,”
Tom said. *There are ten of us here.
With Manners and Towther that will
make twelve—quite enough!™ :

“ Are you going to force them into "
inquired Kangaroo.

“They won’t need forcing. They won't
stay behind,” answered Tom.

“#There's Cardew,” remarked Clive.

“He won't want to come,” said Gore.

“Bet you he does!”

“Thirteen's an unlucky number,”
observed Blake. . i
“(Getting superstitious in  your old

age?” gibed Digby.

“No, I'm not! 1 don't believe in
ghosts any more than you do—not half as
much, I dare say.”

“Well, balf as much might be enough,
for I’m beginning to sort of kind of fancy
that there may be such things,” con-
fessed Dig. “But it was the thirteen
bizney T meant.”

“Qh, that!
heme with Gustavus.
come, anyway,”

“Rats| 1 mean to go—even if I am
funked.” s

“There's Grundy,” Kangaroo said.

“Leave Grundy out of it—he's had his
bit,” returned Tom.

“And there are the New House
chaps,” said Dane.

“T'd clean forgotten them! No. wo
won't take them in. . Let’s make this a
School House bizney. If we must have
another, Roylance is the man!”

Ju the upshet, bath Roylance and
Cirundy went. George Alfred refused to
bo left out. But it was significant that
he showed no sign of desiring to lead the
expedition,  Grundy was chastened in
spirit, and quite upaware that most of
his comrades thought more highly of his
ceurage than they had ever done before,
though they had never had cause to doubt

Well, you can stay at
He's not fit to

1t.

The fifteen dropped feom the leads out-
side the box-room window one after
another. Eleven was just chiming when
the last of them reached the wall by the
cld tree that had played its part in so
many night adventure:

Then, one after an

er, they
v their co:

had now ceased to fall
They turned into
across the moor.
P it

the road leading

om Merry, Manners, Lowther, and
v TLowther was more
silent than usu but Manners could not
keep his tongue still. Both were a trifle
nervous; but so were most of the others.
“Tommy,” said Manners, “I've just
had an idea. Could it be the Gram-
marians, do you think?"”
“Ass! What weuld they do it for?”
growled Lowther.
74 They might—for a lark, you know.”
“Gordon Gay and the rest of them
wouldn’t think it a lark to scare women
almost out of their senses,” said Talbot.
“Nunno! Can't have heen that
But I'm not going to believe
*s really a spook.”
hat's just what Manners, is_begin-
ning to believe I whispered Dig, in ¢ eir
rear, to Blake,
““Are you?” returned the Yorkshire
Junior.
“No—yes—I don’t knotv !”

ore nhead,

“You certainly don’t seem to. What
do you think about it, Herries?”’

“About what?"

“Whether it's really a spook, of

course !
““Qh, that! T was thinking that Gus-
tavus has the best of the deal to-night,
*'spook or no spook!” growled Herries:
“Tle wanted to come,” said Dig.
That was true. .
&Yes; but he was jolly glad not to be
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able to!” replied Blake.

And that was true also. Blake impiied
no reproach. Ie felt—and he knew most
of the others felt—that the expediiion
was no catch at best,

Some vards behind the rest came
T.evison and Cardew. They had dropped
back together, and Clive had gone on
with Roylance and Gore,

“] missed you just before the start,
Ernest, dear boy,” said Cardew,

i 1 went to sce about something.
want to say anything to the rest,
ut I didn't mind your twigging.”

“What was it, by gad?”
«] wanted to know whether a certa
fellow was in bed,” admitted Levison.

“Which !r!iormitovy, old top¥”

s !

# Gue
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“T agree, though T fancy the illus-
trious one would be surprised if he heard
you an’ me sayin’ kind things about him.
Was Knox there?”

“Yes, he was,” replied Levison. “Ie
nearly nabbed me, too. He was awake."

“That rather settles it, doesn’t jt, dear
boy? Unless you have-some definite—"

S T've nothing at all that could be called
really definite. I'm a suspicions bounder,
that's all.  Tva been told that times
enough. I say, Cardew, have you heard
about any trouble at the Green Man
lately?"

1 have not had that pleasure.”

“ Pleasure be hanged !

“But it i3 a pleasure, Frnest!” pro-
tested Cardew, * Just as you are a sus-
picious bounder, so am I a revengeful
bound. l-tidin's of the foe comforts

No. 28.—The Hon. WALTER |
ADOLPHUS D'ARCY. |

p’Arcy minor, third son of Lord East-
wood, and the younger brother of the

great Gussy. The leader of the fag
tribe, full of pluck, cheek, and
boisterous fun, but with something of
his brother's high ideals for all that.
Wally, as everyone calls him, is a3
straight as Gussy, and, in his differeny
way as proud, hunt there is nothing
of the dandy about him.

_J!

«1 can only think of the respectabic
Racke an’ the conscientious Crooke. But
if they had been missin'—"

«Qh, they're not in this!  Above
their weight, Ralph. It wasn't really to
a dormitory at all I went; it was to a
study.”

«Gixth—eh? Sounds like the dear
Knox ! D6 you think he’s in this wangle®
OF course it is a wangle.  You an’~1,
Frnest, have not that simple faith which
the rest—"" .

“No, they haven't really faith in
spooks: they've only doubt.” Grundy’s
the only one of the crowd whe believes,
and I must say I think it's no end plucky
of him to come.”

me no end. An' I count most of our zay
dogs an’ merry blades among ~my
cnemies, which sounds like a certificate
of virtue for little me to which I fear
I'm not really entitled. But why your
question 7™

“QOh, never mind! What a beggar you

‘| are to jaw! Let's dry up now. I want

to think.”

“Quite unlike the rest of the crowd
there, Ernest, I fancy. They would give
somethin’ now to make their minds really
blank, instead of full of spooks an’ grisly
horrors!”

But after that somewhat unkind specch
Cardew dried up. He felt pretty sure
that the 1+ mind of Ernest Levison
was working upon some definita line
towards a solation of the Taill mystery.
and his own mind, no less keen, thoug
very different in its methods, went to
work also.

CHAPTER 5.
The Rout of the Expedition.

“ HERE it is!" said Tom Merry.
I * The sky had grown lighter,
and the glimmer of the snow
counted for more than it had
done on the night before. They could
sea the mill up on the slope, covered

with enow, from some distance away.
They halted. Most of them felt g'hnl:
it was not necessary or desirable to go
nearer, yet would not admip that they
felt it. = To the bolder spirits of the
crowd the notion of going back without
sing anything, and without getting
to the place to ascertain whether there
15 anvthing to be scen, appeared alto-
gether too tame. But even by these the
alternative—to march straight up and
2o in—was not faced without a qualm of

d

read.

Tt looked ghostly enough. that ruinova
old mill, with the snow all around it
Even Levison and Cardew, most sceptical
of the fifteen, admitted that.

“No light,” said Blake.

But as he spoke a light appeared, T
shone through the broken planking of the
upper part of the mill, shone with a
curious glow. Tt was not the flicker of a
fire, that was certain. It was not candle
or lamp-light. Tt conld not be gas or
clectricity.

o them it scemed to have & phos-
phorescent quality.

“That's like it appeared last night!”
jerked out Grundy.

No one laughed.
laughing. \

But, thongh more than one hand
sonrht the arm of some chum for tha
sense of comfort that the feel of it could
give, no one bolted yet! g 5

Grundy did not clutch at anyone's arm.
He stood betwgen Tom Merry and
Talbot, his heavy face upturned. as if he
Tue Gey Lisrary.—No, 623.

No one felt like
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waited and watched for something that
he knew was coming. They could not see
his eyes. Had they ecen them they
would not have rccognised them.

He waited, in a strange suspense.
Others dreaded; but he knew—he had
seen ! .

“By gad! This doesn't fcel comfy,”
murmured Cardew,

The {cnse atmosphere was telling even
@apon him.

Then, upon the waiting group, there
rame a ﬁaniu such as comes at times
upon a flock of sheep. For from the
mill procceded a terrible, long-drawn
wail, like the sound of some =

+ torment,

They scuttled, all but one of them.
That wail would have been unpleasant to
hear by daylight in a busy street. Heard
thus at night, coming from a place
reputed o be haunted. it was too much
to bear. ‘Fhe St. Jim's standard of
courage wae, at least, as high as that of
any other school, which is suying a goo
deal, and these fellows did not repr it
the averaze of it. but comething much
higher, for they were for the most part
a picked crew, But they scurtled, all
hut one.

And that one did not stay becauss he
was less afraid than the rest. He stayed
because he could not go, because he had
fallen unconscious,

- It was Grandy, too heavily taxed by
the unexpected horrer, Afterwards he
declared trllmt he could have borne again
the sight of that ghostly figure. He bad
nerved himself to bear that. But the
wail struck upon his lenze nerves in a
new place, and fairly bowled him over.

The rest ran, keeping close together.
jostling ong another. They were brrn'th.
ing hard, all of them, but no one eried
out until one of them halred and yelled :

“Where's old Grundy®’

1t was Cardew who had noted Grundy's
absence, In the confusion no one had
seen the burly Shell fellow fall.

And Ralph Reckness Cardew did not
wait for anyone to reiurn with him. He
bolted back.

But hard on his hecle came Reginald
Talbot and Tom Merry and Ernest Levi-
And Kangarco turned also, and

BON.
hurried after them, and Roylance and
Manners came rushing back together,

and close behind them weve Blake and

ervies, Dighy and Lowther, Danc and
Clive. George Gore ran on for another
fifty yards or so. Tis pluck was not
equal to that of the rest. But he had
pluck in measure. and when he found
that he was alone he swung round and
followed, cursing himself for a funk.

Cardew lifted Grundy's head. Tom
and Talbot dropped cn their kneee by
his side.

“He wouldn't like it if he knew that
T'd handled him,” said Cardew, with 2
laugh.

Speech end laugh alke were tremu-
lous, but to most of them it seemed
amazing that Cardew could laugh.

“He isn't dead, is he?” faltered Dig.

“Not likely I answered Cardew. And
now the shakiness had gone from his
For Grundy was stirring.

“0Oh, look!™ cried Manners, peinting
to the mill.

In front of it, showing up plainly
against its tarred black eurface, appeared
a spectrel figure, about which shone a
strange light.

Tt was not fifty yards away, and for
the moment not one there doubted that it
was really and truly a

Some of them bolted ag
more than they could bear.

But five stayed with Grandy—Tem

Tug GeM LisraRv.—No. €623 ¢

in. This was

Merry and Talbot, Kangaroo, Cardew,
and Levison. And, while the eyes of the
other four went from the spectral figure
to Grundy, Levison's never left the
figure. .

Tom pulled the skirt of his coat over
Grundy’s face. But that was ncedless.

“It's all right,” spoke Grundy, in a
husky whisper. *“T've scen it! And I
don’t eare so much now you fellows have
seen it, too. Youwll know I—I——
Ahhbh!”

And Grundy fainted again, What he
had been going to say was that they
would know now that it was not for
nothing he had been so badly scared the
night befor

Four of eyes were upon him.
Only Ernest Levizon watched the sheeted
figure.

Blake came hurrying back, and after
him trailed the rest.

“I—von chaps, T never knew before
that T'was a funk!" gasped Jack Blake.
“Youwre not,” replied Talbot gently.
And Talbot was right. There was no
funk in all the crowd of them. Not all
had their courage keyed quite as hich as
had some. But it had meant courage in

all of them to return. ~

“MICK O’ THE
MOVIES ! ”

A GRAND NEW SERIAL
STORY OF

CINEMA LIFE

COMMENCES IN
NEXT FRIDAY’S

« PENNY POPULAR.”
] AnAAAAANAAAAANNNNNANTT

Even though the figure had disap-
peared now, 1o one but Levison saw it
go: no one else was quite sure whether it
had still been there when Blake and
behind bim came back. They ull
confessed that they had not dared to
look. But Levison said nothing—then.

“Berter pick the old chap up and
him off,” said Kangaroo,

“No need. I can walk.” spoke
Grundy, coming quickly out -of his
swoon again, and catehing those words.

Tom and Kangarco supported him, for
h2 needed help. Keeping well together,
the crowd moved down the slope slowly
—all but one. Some glanced fearfully
back over their shoulders. others were
too much d to look back.

But preser Cardew, withoul esgyord
to anyone, stoppéd again. He had
missed Levison. It was hardly that he
could not ‘see him; the light was not
sufficient to tell one fellow from another,
except in the cases of the two or three
distiuctly taller than the rest. DBut
Cardew sensed his chum’s absence.

He had only.a few scconds to
and he did not enjoy that brief time,

Then out of the gleom Levison stole
to-his sidd.

“Ralph ™

“ Waited
Cardew.

o

ait

he exclaimed.

for you, old gun!" said

- NOW ON
SALE.

“But how did you miss me? I
thought no one saw me go!”

. “1 didn't see you go, but I missed
you.” -

“Thanks! Look here, I've found
something I

“1 guessed as much, dear boy!”

“T saw that ghost-thing go in, and a
door opened for it! Ghosts don’t need
doors to be opened for them, Ralph. I
crept up close and listened. There was
no crevice to see through, but I could
bear voiees. I couldn’t make out the
words; but they -laughed, the brutes!
Oh, it's a fake, Ralph—a cowardly,
bruial fake! And I'm going to find
out who the rotters are, and make
them pay for their game!”

Seldom had Cardew known Levison sa
moved. He was a fellow of rather cold
and indifferent feelings outside a narrow
circle.. Cardew, Clive, Talbot, perhaps
Tom Merry, and, above all, his minor—
these meant much to Ernest Levison;
but hiz regard for others always seemed
carcless and limited.

Tt was not what had happened to
Grundy that had moved him, that was
cortain.  Cavdew did not quite know
what it was, yot he sympathised with his
chum’s weath.  And that fact might
have purzled others as much as Levison
puzzled Cardew, for Cardew was gener
ally held to be no niore widely sympathe-
tic than Levison.

“ HaHo, there!” .

“That's the dear Sidney!" said Car:
dew. “He's missed us.”

Clive was different. He was the kind
of fellow able to care a good deal for
quite a number of friends. But these
two camwe easily fivst with him,

“It gave me yuite a turn when T

out

missed you!” he said. I thought
something must have happened to you
both. - Ugh!”

“Thought the spook had got us?”
gibed Cardew.

“Don’t talk like that!”

“Tt was decent of you to come back
alone, old man,” Levison said.

“Oh, it wasn't far! They've stopped
down there. One or two of them are
trying to make up their minds to go
back and see if thev can get into the
mill. But I don’t think they’ll do it,
and T know I'm not on.”

Levison hurried on to join the rest at
thet. He did not want them to go
back, though perhaps he could hardly
have explaimed why., Certainly he could
not have explained why he meant to tell
no one clse but Clive about what he had
soen, And he would not have told Clive
but for the South African junior's
return in search of him and Cardew.

Perhaps it was because Levison was
natwrally secretive. His hardness told,
too. Had Tom Merry or Talbot or
Blake—any of the others, indeed—known
what he knew they would have told, if
ouly becanse it would have bucked up
everyone so greatly to be made aware
that the whole thing was a fake.

But Levison never thought of that.

It was a very small minority that
spolce for going %mck—"[‘um Merry, Tal-
bot, Kangarco, and Blake, that was all.

“Are you keen, Tom?” asked Levi-
201, .

“Keen? T shirk it no end! And
that’s one reason why I think T ought
to go, But the chief reason is that this
may be the only chance to clear up the
mystery.” N

“QOh, I don't think that! Tt will
keeE." replied Levison. “1'm not going
back, anyway!” “

Tom and his supporters gave in, and
the crowd moved homewards.

a
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[ Bingo had wailed long enough.
sound like a report of a pistol.

Smack !

(Sce Chapter 3.)

His open hand smote the face of Knox with the i

CHAPTER 6.
The Mill by Daylight.
L UEER that ne one tlmughl of
that before!” said Cardew.
Q “Dashed  cqueer, gad !

You've the best brains of the
lot of us, Ernest!”

“ Well, you don’t go looking for ghosts,

by broad daylight,” said Clive.

“Not when they're pukka ghosts,” re-
plied Levisor. “But this is a fake: I'm
jolly sure of that. We aren't i\Lo]t to
lind anyone there in the daytime, but
we may find something that will help us
to guess who the sweeps are.”

““Oh, come along!” Clive said.

And the three set out for the m

They had agreed to say mnothing to
anyone else. Study No. 9 had rather a
way of keeping things to itself.

Sidney Clive was every bit as keen as
the other two. Possibly the problem
appealed to him in rather a different way
from that in which it appealed to them.
Thny meant to stop the blackguardly
fuking at the mill; but their chief in-
tercst was in gemng to the bottom ol
the mystery. Clive wanted to get to
the bottom of it, but he eared more about
making sure that no one else should
suffer as Grundy, Gunn, Wilkins, and
othiers had suffered.

Grundy was in sanny that day. He
was there for a cold, and he had a cold.

But all who had gone on the espedition
of the night before knew that it was not
a mere chill that had so completely
bowled him over. And Clive, at least,
had lots of sympathy with Grundy,
“I've  some information for you,
Ernest,” said Gardew, as they left the
great ;_,ﬂh-s of St. Jim’s behind them.
"\'lo}l"’

“Remember askin® me whether there
had br(‘n any trouble at the Green Man
lately "

“Yee. Has there?”

“There has. The zealous Crump was
laid up, an’ & man from Way ‘.uxdpfyow
know Everson, who helped us when
were searchin’ for Digby?—was tak
his beat. Well, Racke an’

N
i Crooke, on
leasure bent, van” into Knox under the

rospitable roof of Jolliffe. It was an
after hours’ party, of course, Not usual
for the gay dogs of the Shell to fore-
gather with Knox, T belim—c, Tt seems
to have been an arcrdent an’ his High-
ness the Prefect wasn’t best pleased. But
they settled down to their little game—
Joiliffe. Banks, Knex, an’ our two dear

pals. In the midst ul it there came a
vap ab the door, an’ Everson appeared,
askin’ awkward questions.  But Knox

an' Racke an’ Crooke were ?mldrn in the
scullery or lhe coal-hole, au anks is a
lodger, an’ the active an’ intelligent
officer gnt no change out of his vaid.”

“Knox and Racke and Crooke didu'¥
et much change out of it, either, 1
E said Levison, with a sardonic
I should have liked to see themy

1 the scullery while Everson

ring it
ta]lml(]l to Jolliffe] How did you hean

rope told me the yarn, dear boy.”
“Ts Everson still on duty here?” Levi«
ked.

But it is believed he gave
C Srump “the tip.”

“That would account for these sweeps'
wanting another place to meet in,™
son said. *‘The mill would serve tl
trn at a pinch, though it's not just the
time of year wlien it would do best. But
Kuox wasn't out last night.” i

“No, old fop. Knox had a ragin®
toothache \n doubt you will sympa-
thise, be o full of the milk of human
kindness. lon't.
should be glad to hear that every
tooth in his giddy jaw was aching!®
Levison replied.

“How did you find that out, Ralph?”
mqmréd Clive.

“Knox's fag, dear boy. But he doesn’ T
know that he told me. An’ doi’t
fancy Scropg has any notion that he re-
vealed anythin’. It was just chat,
¥'know, an’ everyone's used to my chat-

tin®,”
No. 623,
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Tue GeM LIBRARY,—



12 THE BEST 4> LIBRARY % “THE BOYS’ FRIEND™ 4° LIBRARY. e

¥ ou're ahead of me there,” confessed

Tevison. “1 can pump chaps, but they
know afterwards that they've been
pumped.  You pump them, and they

pleasant chap, with
.all the time there is on his hands, and
ready to talk about anything.”
< fut that is true, old top!”

think you're a nice,

“Rats! You're the deepest bounder
at 8t Jim's!”
. %¢Approbation from Sir Hubert
Stanley '” quoted Cardew.

Te meant thai it was o toss-up whether
he or Levison were the deeper. What

was certain was that both of them went
so far beyond Clive that they fairly left
him gasping. But bis knowledge of their
craft méant no lessening of his faith in
them.

Tt tras a wretched day of cold thaw, and
their journcy was no pleasare jaunt.
Nearly all the snow had melted, and the
broken sails of the mill dripped water
wpon them as they tried to get the door
open.
Cever used to be fastened,” said
Levison. “I've been here before,
though it was terms and terms ago. But

there's a proper lock now. .
“Why, here’'s Bingo!” exclaimed
Clive

Tha hutcher lad scowled as he came up
to them. They could not understand it,
for they counted Bingo a friend. Most
of the Fourth and Shell had so counted
him since the days when he had fought
and had rescued Goggs, of the Grammar
School, avercome Cutts, of the St. Jim's
Fifth, and thrashed the great George
Alfred Grandy.

But there was hostility in his manuer
now,

“'Ere, T say. 'ave I copped you at it?”

e growle .
2 don't follow you, Binks, dear
boz.” returned Cardew.
“Ha don’t you? e you the raseals
that "ave bin pla; these ‘ere rotten
ghost games—that’s my meanin’?”
Clive stared at him, too dumbfounded

®3

to speak.  Levidon glared at him, too
angry to speak, But Cardew said
carnestiy:

! We
o

“'Pon honour, Binks, we are nof
have only come to see whether
find out anythin’ about the rascals.
you,
thi

The honest ved faco cleared.

It was

plain that Binks was convinced at once.

right, Mr, Cardew,” he
it give me a_turn for the
cou ’ere, an’ thinkin’ that
T should ‘ave 'ad to
if

“That's all
i “Bu
moment, seein’
you might be in it.
do my hest to thrash the three of yo
you ‘ad bin. An’ T ain't rightly su
that T could have made a good job on

“But why?™ asked Clive.

“Bomethink 'appened
answered Bingo darkly.

‘Something certainly had happened;
but it could hardly be possible that Bingo
was talking of what they knew.

They waited for him to say more.

Tt came with a rush.

“My little gal—"

“Didn’t know you had a girl, Binks.
Thought you had twenty, by gad!” said
Cardew.

“Well, T used to "ave, that's a fact.
Nothink in it—on’y walkin’ of 'em out
an’ all that. But this is different—this
is my gal. Yon get me?”

They certainly got him. His deadly
earnestness made 1t plain that Reginald
Bivks, no longer. the general lover, had
succumbed  to the “charms of one

It

larst night

finrticu]ar girl—that Bingo meant it this

“(io on,” said Levison,
“Jt's arf-killed ‘er!” blurted
Tee Gem Lisrary.—No. 623.

out.

(:T!T'l |
Like |
_we believe that there is trickery in|

the back of his red hand
across his eyes. * Seems she didn’t know
nothink about this ghost business. She'd
on'y jest got back from an ollerday.
*Ousemaid at the vicarage, she i, you
know. An’ she come along 'ere larst
night about ten o’clock, comin’' back
from scein’ an aunt of 'ers that lives over
| the moor. She's got pluck—she am't
afraid of the dark.  Well, I dunno the
rest, not rightly. She’s seen somethink,
an’ she dragged ‘erself "ome somehow,
more’n ‘arf out of 'er wits. She’s in bed
at the vicarage now, an’ the cook says
as—— Oh, I can’t stand it!"”

Bingo broke off, his utterance choked.

Cardew laid a hand on his shonlder.

“Look here, Binks.” he said. *Yester-
day you believed in ghosts.”

“Yuss. Ain't sure as 1 don'i to-day.

Binks, drawing

No. 29.—REGINALD MANNERS.

vicarage and tell the cook, or somebody?
Tt does make a difference when anyone
knows that it wasn't ghosts, but only
some sweep playing tricks, doesn't it? I
was horribly scared last night ; but T don’t
think I should be now I know.”

Bingo looked from one to another of
them, and into his eyes there came a
gleam of hope.

“T'll go now, straight away,” he said.
“T wanted to see if I could find out any-
think ‘eve: but leave that to you
gents,  After all, it's 'er what matters.
An' I'm sure you're right, Mr. Clive—
it would ease 'er miad to know it wasn't
a ghost, bless ‘er!”

ingo departed in haste. and the three
set themselves to solve the problem of
getting into the mill.

Their talk with the butcherlad had
made them keener than ever to find out
all about the mystery.

But it was fast becoming less of a
mystery to them. That Knox was in it
they felt sure. Cutts, St. Leger, and
Gilmore, of the Fifth, might be. Racke
and Crooke, they felt certain. were not.
Banks. the bookie, might be, but hardly
Jolliffe. The landlord of the Green Man
would not leave his comfortable fireside
for the old mill on a January night;
but Banks was a bird of prey, and where
the carcase is the vultures gather. There
were other possibles. Knox had d
reputable pals ai Way ho  some-
times visited the Green Man: and among
them was one, Mr, William Griggs, whom

ayla

Manneré minor. A spoilt child, way-
ward and self-willed, but with little
real vice in him. Has been led astray
more than once by older fellows, and
has caunsed ms‘l major no end ol
trouble, Wally D'Arcy has taken him
in hand, but finds him distinctly a
handful,” The list ready to acknow-
ledge Wally’s teadership of the six who
stand closest to him, but still one of

them for weal or woe.

But—but don’t you see. sir? Ghosteses
or no ghosteses, it’s up to me, thrs thin
is! Nellie’s been ’urt, an'—an’ I jest
got to find out!”

“We were here last night, too,” =aid
Levison. “ Not just we three—more than
a dozen of us. It was later than when
Miss—than when your girl came along.
We saw something. Tt looked like a
ghost, but we know it wasn't! Get on to
that, Binks—we know for certain it
wasn't!”

“And if your girl knew, it might help
to_calm hér down,” Clive said sympa-
thetically. *“Couldn’t you go up to the

Levi: held a very likely fellow to be
cancerned in such a business as was this.
-“Here we are!” said Clive. “If one
of you gets on my shoulders he ought to
be able to get in through that window.”

The window was at the back. On the
whole, the lower part of the mil] was still
in o tolerable state of repa indeed, it
looked as though some tinkering-up had
been done to it quite lately.

_Levison squeezed in. though it was a
tight squeeze.

y need to come after me,” he said,

“r n't be long.”
wites he had completed

n fen mi
inspection.
an’t find any definite evidence of the
whost fakery,” he told his chums.  “But
there's amount of evidence that the
place has been used for merry meetings
irtely. Empty bottles, fag-ends of cigars

cigavettes, a torn card or two,  And
there are locked boxes. 1 hadn’t any-
thing to force them with, or I'd have done
it like a shot, I found this, too!”

He held out a small piece of paste-
board.

Tt was evidence as indisputable as they
could have hoped for. Knox's card, with
af pencitled 10 U for £5 on the back
o ! ¥

it!

“The wine must have been red, by
gad, when any of the crew likely to be
there was careless with that valuable
document !” remarked Cardew.

“T01 bet it wasn't Banks!™ returned
Tevison, who had known the bookmaker
only too well in his unregenerate days.
“He wonldn't lose it.” i
(‘]"‘H w did they keep warm?” asked

“PDoes it matter whether they kepb
arm or not. Sidney?!” said Cardew.
The frigid—ahem !—Hades of the old
Norse belief would be quite a good
gadwet for that erowd.” .

“T don't mind whether they Tkept
warm,” wered Clive. “But T felt
curious.”

“On, there's a big spirit-stove in the
place,” said Levison. ‘‘And there are
plenty of rugs. They didn’t trouble to
hide them.”

“Any bottles
asked,

not empty?” Cardew
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“Didn’t see any. They'd lock the full
ones up, no doubt. Why?”

“Nothin’ much, Pity that there’s such
a prejudice against poisonin’, im't it!
An ounce or two of arsenic among that
crew would be quite a serviceable
expedient.” >

“T say, Ralph!” protested Clive.

“He ~doesn’t mean’ it, ass|” growled
Levison,

“Not sure T don’t,” Cardew said. *It
was bad enough for Grundy an’ those
other chumps. But playin’ their dashed
tricks on women an’' girls is too thick
for anythin’. Poor old Bingo!”

CHAPTER T.
The Advance Guard.
T HERE was a meeting in Study No.

10 on the Shell passage that

afternoon,  Exeept for Grundy,

unavoidably absent, all  the
fifteen whe had shaved in the expedition
of the previous night were present. But
no one else was asked except Bemnard
Glyn, who had eome very near to splisting
with his chums Noble and Dane for not
Jetting him into the affair carlier.

“You were so busy on that fatheaded
jnvention of yours, old chap,”
Kangarce apologet *You hadn’t
eycs or cars for anyth clse,”

“7d eyes and ears good enongh to find
out that you bounders weve up to some-
thing !" snapped Glyn.

They took him along, having no choice |

in the matter, Blake and Herries and
Digby did not bring Arthur Augustus
along; but he came. He walked in,
suuffling o little, just after the others had
assembled.

“T take it vewy unkindly of you all
he said. ' Blake, Hewwies, Dig,
neval look upon you as fwiends
fwiends, again! Tom Mewwy

“But you'd such
chap,” said Tom.

“My cold is wathah my own
take it 17 replied Gussy stifily.

“Qurs, too,” said Manners,

1 weally fail to see——"

“YWe don't want to catch it, do we,
dummy "

“You weren't fit to go last night, and
you're not going te-night, CGustavus,”
Blake said.

«T was most unfaihly chiselled out of
goin” last night, an’ T go to-night, i am}y-

the

affaih, I

Fourth, with immense decision.
CA strait-wai i
growled Gore.
“Thank you, Gore. But what I weally
most need at the pwesent moment is a
clean handkahchief.  Will you kindly
twot an’ feteh me one?”
“0h, it’s no use arguing with Gussy!
He'll be in eanny to-morrow, no doubt:
but he'll have company there, anyway.”

stcoat is what be needs!

“Now, let’s hear.al! about it, Levison,”
Tom said.

Lovison told his story, briefly and
clearly.

 And you mean to say that you got on
to this last night, and never said a giddy
word to us?” exclaimed the Kangaroo. -

“You'd.the same chance of getting on
to it that I bad, Noble.”

71 hadn’t, then!”

“Why not "

“Because 1 haven't your braine,
I'm not so blessed cool !

“ Basy enough to keep cool last night,”
yeplied Levison, with a shrug.

“More than cool. I know I shivered
—-with cold and {right,” said Talbot,
emiling.

Lowther arose.

“Gentlemen, I beg to put it to the
meeting that Levison has deserved well
of St. Jim’s,” he said solemnly.

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah [

“Don't rot!” said Levison.

and

a roiten cold, ald
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“My dear chap, T'm not votting. I
mean it !”

“Thanks, then, Lowther! But there
really wasn't much in it. And the real
subject for discussion is what we're going
to do to-night.”

Tom Merry's suuny face 8ok on a
grim look.

“We're going to attack in force,” he
said.  ‘““And we're going to put thaose
brutal cads through it, whoever they are,
and whatever the consequences may he

“There won't be any consequences,”
said Clifton Dane. ' They'll have to
take what we give them. If they went

-

| No. 30.—EPHRAIM TACCLES.

The porter of St. Jim's, 2nd 2 famous
character in that great seat of learn-
ing., His conversation with the fellows
of S§t. Jim's usually cousists of:
“wWhat I says is this ‘ere!” and

 You young rips!” Very polite and

affable when he scents a'tip. Much

aggravated by juniors who declare

that he has stood at the gate for over
a century,

Yor us gfterwards, and let out their game
they’d bhe lynched.”

“An’ has it occurred to you fellows
how you are goiw’ to effect an entrance I
drawled Cardew. * Excuse my mentionin’
it. A minor point, of course, but one
that has some slight bearin’ on the pos-
gih’i’litiws of puttin’ the evildoers through

“My hat! T hadn't thought of that!”
admitted Tom.

“Break the blessed door in!" growled
Herries. !

“We've a better plan than that,” said
Levison. “Cardew and Clive and I will
go on_in advance,.and hide curselves in
the mill. Wo'll find some way of getting
the doar open for you when we hear your
signal.”

“ But if you can get in ai the window,
why ean't we ?” asked Kangarco.

| Julian & Co.
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“Tt wouldn't be so easy for a <rowd.
And you don’t want to have to lay siege
to the place,” Levison replied.
T“Douen't it mean going early #” asked

om.

“T've thought of that,” said Levison,
“We shall have to be there in goed time,
for we den't know what time the
bounders ﬁalhor. Dummies in cur beds
—that's the game! And you fellows
hwry up and get into bed.  Then Kil-
dare won't smell a rat and go examining
the dummies, Half the dorm in bed
when he comos will leok all right on &
night like this,”

“Bai Jove! You weally
thought things out, Levison, deah boy

“Havin’ the wherewithal for the pre-
cess, my noble kinsman,” drawled
Cardew.

“If you mean to insinuate, Caidew,
that I have no bwains—"

“My dear man, how conld anyone
look at you an’ be in any deub: atout
that 7

“Ha, ha, hal”

«T accept your apology, Cardew. But
I do not undahstand in the vewy least
Wwhat these silly asses ave cacklin’ at

“Are our forces stromg emcugh?™
asked Tom.

“We onght to be able to do all that's
needful,” replied Talbot. " But there
ave other fellgws who would like to e in
this, and I don’t see any special reaeon
why they shouldn’t be.”

“Figgy & Co, will be sick if we Jeave
them out,” Tom remarked. -

“Bit dangerous taking New Ionse
follows in,” said Gore. “Old Ratty often
slinks ifto dormitories to see if anyone’s
2bsent.”

“QOh, it’s too cold for him to go pre
1 around to-night !” Digby said,
we have those three.”

And Redfern & Co.,” said Lowiher.
And the fellows from No. 57 put

have
y

| Blake.

“ Yaas—Julian an’ Kewwuish—""

«Durrance and Lumley-Lumley.” Tom
said, unheeding Gussy.  *“And I think
thai’s about enough—unless ycu want 1o
thke Skimmy, Talbot?”

Talbot shook his head.

“As a scientific examination into
spaokery this would be a wash-ont, and
as an adventure Skimmy wounldn’t cave
about it,” he repiied.

“T'll see the New House fellows,” saick
Tom, “Blake, you might speak to
Roylance, you can tell
Durrance and Lumléy-Lumiey about it.”

Thus it was settled, and a dozey mexd
were added to the sixteen at the meeting,
for no one refused to go along.

It was mnot long after prep when
Laevison and Clive and Cardew stole out
of the School House and over the wall,
well wrapped up againgt the cold.

Again the weather had changed. Snow
was once more falling, and & gusty wind
blew it against their faces as they left
shelter. 3 .

«Not much like South Africa, Sidney—
eh 1" said Cardew,

“Brrrre ! No, it's not! And it'e not
much like the study five, is it, Ralph?”

““Habet!” chuckled Levison.

But both he and Clive knew that their
chum was ready cnough to leave the
study fire for anything that he thought
worth the doing. 2

No one wagabout the mill when they
reached it.

But has it oceurred to you that, quite
possibly, no one will come on such a nightl
as this?” returncd Cardew to Clive's ex.
clamation of pleasure at their being i
good time,

“Oh, don’t be a beast!” said Clive.
1 think they’ll come,” Levison said,
Tre GEM LIBRARY. 4
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“[ scem to feel it in my bones that they
will.”

“That's only because you want them

t2." rveplied Cardew shrewdly.  * Now,
all that I feel in my bomes is deadly
cald.

“Don't you want them to come?” in-
guirved Clive,
* “0Ou the whole. yaas, dear boy. But I
never expeet to get what I want, My
of this weary world js that
what a fellow doesi’t get,

n grinned in the gloom. That
o speech came well from such a

ad.n‘iing of fortune as Ralph Reck-

sooilod
ness Cardesw,
They got in throngh the windosw, Clive,

ths best gymnast of the trio, coming last,
:s:.(l hauling himse!t up with very little
holp.

Ouece juside, Clive and Levison Tound
themselves somewhat infected by Car-
dew’s pessimism.

It was very cold and comfortless in the
old m Hardly did it seem possible
that Baa nd the other local sports
o were believed to be of the miil-
would leave their snug bar-par-
or that Knox and the other St.
Jim’s gay dogs would steal out on such a
night.

But they had been there on nights as
bad. And Cardew gave the cther two a
crumh o

“You will be rejoiced to hear that
Knox no lenger has the toothache.” he
said. “ He had the offending molar out
to-dar.”

“I'm not rejeiced !™

“But it means there
aff‘uis coming.” said C

growled JLevison,
a better chance

said Clive,
»w patted him on the head.
“Bicuey grows intelligent!” he said.
* But we must beware, Ernest, of graftin’
upon his ingenuous mnature our low

1" snapped Clive.
ve'd  better go upstairs”
Lovison,

“Yaas. I'm not sure that Knox an’
his kind friends would give us the
heartiest welcome possible 'if we stayed
here,” answered Cardew.

The chamber in which they were was
that formerly devoted to the grinding
work. But the millstones had been re-
moved long since.  Above were rooms
that might have been used as stores, or

said

might have been living.-rooms. A crazy
ladder led to these.
Up thiz ladder they went. That it had

baen used lately they were sure, for
Grundy & Co, had seen the pretended
ghost appearing somewhere near the top
of the mi

They reacked ihe floor above the grind-
ing-chamber, and passed on to the next.

Cardew  Hashed an  electric-torch
around.

“ Look ! eried Levison. “I didn't come
up here this morning, Tf T had I'd have
found out more !”

For there lay a sheet and a mask. and
by them a bottle of phosphoric paint.

“ Listen !™

Cardew grabbed each of his chums by
an arm.

Thew stood silent.

Somcone was getting in at the window,

Then a voice said:

“Jigger it! T've tored my trousers!”
zo!" cried Levison.

@ H ALLO, there!”
They went down, and he

CHAPTER 8.
A Surprise for the Gay Dogs.
Binks had heard them, but
did not recognise their voices.
ascended. They met him on the middle
THE GEM LIBRARY.—No, 623,

floor, and for a moment his red face was
ull of rencwed suspicion.

“It's all right,” drawled Cardew.
“We're only the advance guard. The

rest will come along later, an’ this den,

=

of sweeps an’ blackeuards will be cleared
right, or we'll know the reason

Binks' face faded

said awkwardly. “1
‘ave theught wrong of

suspicion on

S

v he
ought

to

¥ ir]?" asked Levison.
“'Eaps better!” replied Binks. “T've
seed "er I® a minute. I told ‘er about
you youne gents, an’ she wanted for me
to say ‘ Thank you! She says if cver I
ightin® with any of you agin after

glad said Clive. “T
say, Binks, it fook some pluck to come
here alone !

“You've come ! growled Bingo.

“Yes; but there arc three of us”
answered Levison. “Did you expect to
meet anyone here, any of usf"

“Dunne as T did.”

* What did you intend doin’, by gad!™
asked Cardew,

“I meant to sec as there wasn’t no
playin’ at ghosteses to-night, not if T
'ad to throttle someone to stop it!" re-
plied Binks grimly.

“Well, we'd better hide now,” Levison
said.  “Where shall it be?”

“Up above,” returned Cardew,

S fWhy ?”

“The ghost properties are there. No
one can use them without comin’ up,
an’ if anyone comes up we'll attend to
him ! &

They ascended to ,the top floor, and
hardly had they “reached it when the
sound of a motor-car was heard,

Peering from the opening at which the
apparition had shown itself, they saw
the car driven up close to the mill, and
by the light of its lamps they were able
to recognise one of those who got from
it.

it.

“The dear Griggs!” whispered Car-
dew to Levison. “This is the Wayland
contingent. Thought they'd be in it.”

“But that cad hasn't a car,” said
Levison.

“Probably his employer’s, Fellow that
looks like a pukka chauffeur there. One
of the crowd, no doubt, givin’ his pals
a joy-ride.”

“Nice night for it!*

“Well, Ernest, dear boy, the
not the sole attraction, y'know.’

Three had come in the car. Presently
the burly Banks came on foot, in two
areatcoats and apparently ebout a dozen
mnffiers. The four could hear Grigzs
chaffing  him about the way he was
wrapped up.

Griggs’ voice carried, and so did that
of Mr. Banks. Tt was possible to hear
practicelly all they said.

ride was

- “Young gents from the school comip®

to-night, T wonder?” rumbled the book-

maker.

“Oh, they'll tome! Knox is no end
keen on gettin’ his revenge,” answered

riggs, in his higher-pitched tones. 1
say, don't any of you let on that I've lost
that I O U of his! He'll pay if he
thinks I've got it, but not if he knows T
can't produce the thing!”

“That's all right ! Banks rumbled. “T
say. what's the matter with broaching a
bottle while we wait for them?”

There appeared fo be nothing gthe
matter with that, from the point o®view
of the Wayland trio.  But the hottle
could hardly have been uncorked when
the 8t. Jim's seniors arrived upon the
scene.

There were only two of them. Knox

Now 0%
e

was one, of course, and Levisor made ouy
the other to be Cutts,

The greetings exchanged below showed
that he was right. There was some
coarse chaff about the spook business,
from which it was easy to gather that
the assembled half-dozen blackguards
thought it clever and funny.

Clive heard Bingo grit his teeth, and
knew that he was thinking of the little
housemaid at the vicarage. And Clive
thought of Grundy. He was naturally
not so fond of Grundy as Bingo was of
his Nellie: but his generous indignation
had been aroused, and he was not the
only fellow who appreciated fully the real
pluck that Grundy had shown.

The haunters of the mill settled down
to their revelry, A

Above, the four took counsel. and
agreed that if anyone came up to play
spook he should be bound and gagged.
Levison produced from his pockets: a
small ball of strong twine and a spare
handkerchief, and Cardew congratulated
him sarcastically on living up io the Boy
Scout motto of “Be prepared!”  Bat
Cardew did not add that he himself had
come likewise provided.

Then they waited for the three curlew
calls which were to be the signal of Tom
Merry"s approach with his small army.

Of ene thing they were uncertain—by
what the spookery was governed. Did
the rascals below practice it on chance, or
was a watch kept, and did the appar
show up when anyone drew near? Against
that there was the fact that the last few
nights had been very dark, and that it
had hardly been possible to distinguish
the figure of anyone until it was close at
hand. Yet Grundy and his companions
on the Menday, and the crowd on Tnes-
day, had run into a spook manifestation
in such a manner as to suggest that the
rascals were aware that someone was at
hand.

That problem was never solved, bat its
solution muattered little. What is cer-
tain, and what did maiter, wos that Knox
was in the hands of the four when the
curlew calls sounded through the snow.

He came on unsnspectingly, and was
zagged almeost before he know that they
were upan him. They were binding him
when they heard the curlew call.

* Knox's startled eves opened- wider
when he saw Levison snatch up the sheet
and mask.

“Quick!” hissed Levisen. “Help me,
Ralph! Bingo and Clive, hold that cad

down !”

“What are you golng to do?" asked
Clive.

But Cardew asked no questions. His

mind leaped at once te Levison's plan.

The mask, daubed with some of the
phosphorous paint. was slipped on to
Levison’s face. He robed himself, and
hurcied down the ladder.

Then Clive understood, and gasped. Tt
was a bold stroke, just like Levison.

They had been sure that they would
find 2 way to let their comrades in, but
they had not thought out a way. The six
mill-haunters  were all bizger and
stronger than any of the St. Jim’s juniors
inside the place. though Bingo was pro-
bably a match for any of them. But,
anyway, they were six to four, and it
might not have been so easy to open that

0or.

But, with a little luck, Levison would
do it easily enough noy. The other five
had seen Knox go up, and had no sus-
picion that there was anyone else up there
to come wn. Levison was much
shorter than Knox, but in the circum-
stances that fact was hardly likely to ba
noticed. He had only to play his part
boldly, and they would take him for the
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epectre going out to frighten anyone

passing.

And neither Cardew nor Clive doubted
their chiim's boldness.  Failure would
have surprised them.

Cardew stole dawn after Levison as far
as the middle floor. Bingo and Clive
were left to guard Knox. They did not
attempt to tie him up. They had all
they knew how to do to hold him, for he
struggled desperately. It was dark, too,
for Cardew had taken the electric-torch
with him,

“Yow!?

Bingo got the knee of Knox in the pit
of his stomach, and crashed down almest
on top of Cardew, clutching at the ladder

- as he went, and thus breaking his fall
somewhat.

Knox's fist smote Clive right between
the eyes, and Clive’s hold loosened.

The prefect tore the gag from his
mouth, and yelled frantically to hie pala.

But it was too late!

Levison had slipped out, with no more
thaxt a casual glance from any of the five
below. And now Tom Merry and his
band were surging in.

Knox tumbled down the ladder almost
on top of Bingo, and before the butcher-
lad could elutch him had reached the
lower flight, and was following Cardew
down. Clive also came, and he and
Bingo were only just behind Knox.

Below, the assailants of the mill weye
in such force as gave the half-dozen bad
eggs who had played their blackguardly
gamae there na chance.

Tom Merry and Talbot, Figgins and
Kerr, Noble and Dane, » Blake and
D’Arcy, Julian and Kerruish, Redfern
and en_and Lawrence, Manners and

Lowther, Roylance and Durrance, and-

the rest crowded in, till the place was
full to overflowing. Behind them all
came Levison, who had waited to tear
off his mask and sheet.

Banks and Cutts, Griggs and the other
two Wayland sparks, stared at Knox as
though they could not behieve their eyes.
Levison had got past them without sus-

icion. They had taken him for Knox.

ut here was Knox, aud here were a
couple of dozen or more sturdy juniors
bent on taking it out of them!

‘“’Ere, what's all this mean?” growled

Banks, with a desperate cffort at bluff.
“You'll soon sce!” snapped Tom
Meiry. N =

Bingo pushed his way through to face
Knox. It had been the prefect who had
gone up to prepare himself for playing
ghost; and, naturally enough, Bingo heid
bim guilty of having played ghost the
night  before, and scared Bingo's girl
almost to death. -~

Levison and Cardew and Clive knew
better. Knox had been an absentee then.
But they did not think it worth while to
correct the butcherlad’s mistake.

And Tom Merry and the rest of the
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new-comers paused. Somehow, without
knowing just what had happened, they
understood that Bingo had a heavier
reckoning to make up with these
cowardly rascals than they had.

* Put your 'ands up!” roared Bingo.

“Stand back and give them room!”
eried Tom Merry.

 What'’s bitten you, butcher?” snarled
Knox.

Cntts grinned,  Though they might
make these night expeditions together
now and then, Cutts and Knox were not
really friends. The Fifth-Former had
been given one of the biggest surprises of
his life when Binks bad thrashed b
and he was rather pleased with the no
of Knox's getting just such another sur-

prise.

“You dirty 'ound!” roared Bingo.
“Call yourself a gent, an’ go scarin’ of
gals an’ women? Put your fists up, or
you'll get my bunch of fives acrost your
ugly mouth !™

“8tand back and give them room!”
repeated Tom, trying hard to clear a
space for the combat. “You, Banks,
get back into that corner! Your turn
will come all right, I promise you! But
it's Knox's first!™

Still the prefect hesitated. FHe was
sick at the turn uffairs had taken. His
Sixth-Form prestige would avail him
nothing here, he knew. These juniors
would deal with him as they would have
dealt with Racke or Crooke. And i
the story leaked out he would be a prefect
no longer; worse than that, he would
almost certainly be sacked!

Bingo had waited long enaugh.

Smack!

His open hand smate the face of Knox
with the sound like the report of a
pistol. :

Then Knox's fury woke,
hard at i€ directly.

‘Thero was no time to put the fight on
a regular footing. Neither Binks nor
Kunox thought of rounds or seconds, any
more than they thought of gloves.

No time, and no nead. Carpentier did
not deal with Joe Beckett mere speedily
than the butcher-lad dealt with Gerald
Knox.

Knox might have the advantages of
weight and reach. His strength was
not greater than Bingo's: his skill was
distinctly less. There was in the butcher-
ad the making of a champion, and now
he was a living flame of fur,
That was on Knox's jaw, and
it made him reel.

Biff! He took it on the nose, and
blood spurted.

Bang! Right on the mark he got it,
and fell, and lay helpless.

They werc

Bingo stood over him, his nostrils]

quivering, his eves gleaming.

“E's "ad ’is little lot,” he said. ‘''E
won’t come up for no more. Is there
any of you who's game to take 'is place?
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You, Banks, you walkin' beer-'ouse?
You, Mr. Cutts, who ought to be

ashamed of yourself to be in this? You
with the shover’s cap, that looks a bit
more like 'arf a man than any of the
rest of ’em?”

* Laokee ‘ere, young Binks,” began
Banks. “I 4

“Don’t you talk to me, or T shall
bloomin® well go for you! If you crew
of dirty tikes had whai you deserve
yow'll all go to the stone-jug for this

ame [* :

“ What's the gdod of bullyraggin® us?™
snarled Griggs. “The ghost idea was ~
Knox’s, an’ he's had his dose.

“You?’ snapped Bingo. *“What can
I do but give you the rough side of my
tongue? If you was to stand up to me
I should kill You, you two wards of
shaddy! Hi, you in the shover's cap,
ain’t you on?”

Binks had picked out the best of a
bad- lot. The fellow who had driven
Griggs and the other Wayland specimen
over stepped forward.

“T'll fight you if you like!” he said.
“But before I start I'd like to say that
I'm sorry T was in this, and that I sha'n’t
easily be caught in anything like it again.
If anything’s happened to anyone that
matters to vou, take it out of my hide!
You can lick me, T know, but I dare say
I deserve it.”

Bingo's hands fell to his sides.

“ What bloomin’ change am I goin’ te
get out of lickin' you after that?” de-
manded the butcherlad. “Look ‘ere,
best thing you can do, if Mr. Merry an’
the rest of these gents agree, is to clear
outer this, an’ drive straight off ’ome!
Never mind Griggs an’ Buckle: they can
foot it!”

" No, I was in it, and I'm not going to
shirk my share of what's coming,” re-
plied the chaffeur.

“What are you wearin’ thaf for?”
asked Bingo, pointing to the strip of
variegated ribbon on the fellow’s chest.

“TFve the right!” came the quick
reply.

“¥uss. You was a man, onst! T
reckon you might make one again, if
you tried ‘ard. Griggs an’ Buckle an’
Banks, they never was men! An’ these
other two—rwhy, they're on’y schoolboys,
though T dessay they’re both older than
me.

There was a certain rude eloguence
about Bingo. The fellow had been
deeply moved, and the manhood in him
spoke. Tt spoke to the chauffeur, as his
erimson face showed. It spoke to Tom
Merry and the rest. Perhaps it spoke
even ta Cutts, for he hardly looked com-
fortable.

“1 give it up!” said Bingo. *“1t's for
{ou now, sir; you put this thing through,

teckon.¥

he said that, and
to go.

It was to Tom Merr,
as he said it he turne
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g "Yfm ra not going, are you, Binks?"
Baid T

i Yuaﬂ T’ve done what I come for."”

Bingo looked down at Knox, who had
come to himself after a full minute of
bblivion. Knox looked up at him with
‘a scowl.

Bingo walked out,
into the snowy night.

and disappeared

CHAPTER 9.
Retribution.
L1 E'LL take Banks first,” said
W 'om erry. “He's the
oldest.”

“And the ugliest!” added
Lowther, humorously.
ou'd better be careful "ow you lay
'ards on me, young gents!” eaid the
burly bookie. ‘“llletc‘ is such a thing as
the lor', you know.”

*You ¢an have all the law you want,
if that's your game!” replied Tom. “I
t think the law allows- the kind
&f thing that’s been done here, thougl:
they say tho law is an ass. But we're
going to put you through it, whatever
v happen to us afterwards for doing

Banks looked appealingly at his com-
panions in villainy, Perhaps oven yet
he t!mu.:nt that bluff might choke the
Juniors of

But none of the others thought so.
Knox and Cutts knew them too well.
Criggs and Buckle were plainly afraid.
The man who wore the strip of ribbon

. loolkas usted with himself and his

s was no hero.  Eveu had
they made a struggle he would not ha ave
counted heavily in it

“TFiggy. Red Kangaroo, will yon
attend to Ban rapp 95 out Tom.
Gieorge Figgins, Dick Redfern, and
Harry Noble stepped forward, their
heanung faces indicating that they were
qu:Eo pleased with the job assigned them.
‘ Take his coat off I” ordered Tom.
Ir. Banks was divested nr his coat.
Take his waistcoat off !
“’Ere, I say:
“Dmn you say anyithing!" suapped
n

waistcoat came off. Tom, with a
hand to his chin, looked at the fellow.
Lowther spoke.
“Take his t—-~"
“ Here, hold Lavd!
protmt:‘d Kerr.
“ My dear chap, T was only about to
suggest that his temperatore mwhi be

There's a limit!”

taken before we go farther, rep[u-d
Lowther.,  “What did you imagine 1
nt%”
“He. ha, ha!”

Mr. Banks did not join in the merri-
ment, though even Cutts Knox and
Griggs and Buckle gnnnnd fvohlv

“Got those canest™ asked Tom.

Blake produced a bundle of a dozen or
so supple canes,

“Do you think as T'm goin’ to be exned
hl\e a bloomin’ kid?" roared Banks,

“No. know you are!” snapped
'm up, you fellows! Chve,
you might lend a hand if

he's troublesome !
Mr, Banks was troublesome; but the
halt:dozen hefry juniors were too strong

for him. With hands and feet bound, he
was laid over the table, from which cards
and bottles had been s\wm He squirmed
and swore; but he was helpless,

NOw oN
SALE.

“An
tione
There were at

volunteers for the job of execu.
-inquired Tom.
sast a score. Tom chose

s laid on with vim.

“Yow! Ow! Stop it! T ean't stand
no more, ourse you!” yelled Banks.

But Herrics paid not the slightest
heed.  The cane split, and he took
another,

¥ Bunks,

soleinn

Banks™  said  Cardew
“what an exceedingly slovenly
person you are! Your little breeches
can't have been brashed siuce they came
from the tailor's hands, by gad! Phew !
What a dust I
That will do, Herriez!" said Tom.

h, I could go on for a lot longer
vel,” auswered Ilerries cheerily.

Banks groaned. He was past cursing.
Herries gave him a final stinging cut that
di fur t e second care. _Then they put

i side,
‘i\’\' e'll take you next, Cutts!" Tom
i

w dare! Took here, Merry! T
promise you that if you try that game
with me Ill make. ynu all repent of it
I kill you, by gad!”

sk ’Iom answered coolly.
Lawrence, Roylance, Talbot,
n, attend to him 1"

P
B

s W lI
“ Blake,
Manners, and

The six chosen were as ready to risk
lhc}\nath of Cutts as Tom himself, and
in the

grip he was helpless.

you will operate?” Tom said,
Fifth-Former. purple with ire,
ing and bellowing, was laid in

position. , .
“Oh, rather!” cried Blake, seizing a

]

ne.
And he laid on with a will. When it
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came to the actval exdurance of punish-
ment, Cutts chowed more fortitude than
Banks had do He clenched his teeth,
and Blake drew from him no mcre than a
groan or tw
Cutts was lifted vp and lai
was not adjudped safe to release
“Gusey, Dig, Juli
Tumley, Hammend,
vodness to attend 1o Mr,

44 0‘1 lor;k here, young Menry, a joke's
goln, ut I don't sce v\hy Foeu want ro
any fmthe: protested the
t think cut the

ghost dcdg_e, it wae Yeur
did thu\( 12

**Shut up, yeu cur

Julian operated on Griggs, and went
t his work with real satisfnetion.
ggs hed more than once gaid nasty
things abont Julian's uncle, Mr. Moss,
and the nephew hm’ leard of these,

The other Waylind blade submiited
with ne more 1t a word or two ol
pleading, and Lo to it that he
got what was due to him

19

snarled Knos.

“Now we'll tuke you, Knox!” said
Tom.

“1I'm L vefect I snarled Ihf‘ S th-
Former. defly you to teuch

Strd\ght in the eyes Tum looked him.
“I wonder rou aren’ 't ashamed 0 tatkc
about that.” he said * How long do you
think you'd be & prefect 1[ the Head and
aw of what you've been doing
ve the worst of the whole

“0Oh, you wonr't sneak—I know you
better than that " sneered Knox.

“I'm not_so sure that it would be
sneaking. I'm nect sure that we don't
owe it to the honour of the scheal to liave
you kicked out. But you've had one
lesson n»mght and you're. going te have
another, and I'll see that it's cne you'll
reme! ml:u- by Jovel”

Tom meant to wield the cane himself
in this case, and they all knew why.

Guilty though lie was, Knox was &
prefect, and to lay hands on u_prefect
was a school crime. Tom had led; he
would take the biggest visk.

But not without an offer from someone
as ready as he to tako it,

“Thomas,” eaid Cardew gravely, “I

£
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shail esteem it a favour if you will let me
play ex ioner this time!

“Can’t be did, old chap! It's my job!
But you can l.eip to tic him up. Come
along.  Levison, Dane, Durrance,
Taibot !”

Knox strnggled furiously. He got
nee in the face with his fist, and
. CliftonDane's nose bleed with a
But® his

na
savage jab from lns clhow.
struggles weve ueeless. Ife was overcome
&t length, and E-;d face downwards on

wish !
il Lis arm ached, and
“taved and ewore  and

still I\I ox
threatened.

“1 theught you'd
I'm just about done!”
throwing down the cane.
151 saaat(hml it up, anticipating
Cardew by the fraction of a second only.

And Le laid on until Kuox’s oaths
ceased, he fell to whimpering, his
spirvit breken for the moment,

The punishment was: savage; but it
was mo more then the Sixth-Former
He had cared nothing ot all
se resulis of the cowardly imposture
be had planned; he would have gone on
with the game, unheeding the sufferings
of his victinis, had he been allowed to go
on, A mere ordinary flogging was not
cnough,

He would scheme vengeance later, they
Lknew., They cared little for that; but 1t
did not serve to lighten his punishment,
naturally.

t and Kerr together eried to Levi-
Si fo stop.

el be fainting in o minute ! said
Keorr.

‘Go on till he faints,
growled Kangaroo.

“No, stop!” said Tom,

He turned to the chauffeur,

“We can't do that Lind of thing to a
matt who put in three vears over the
he said.
ank you!” muttered the fellow.
Then he hfted his head, and looked Tom
straight between the eves. I thipk I'd
put a bullet through my head if you
did 1" hp said, “I may be a bit of a black
sheep; but i’m not woolly lamb enough
ta bear that 1"

tived first, but
admitted Tom,

Levison 1"

Three-halfpence. 17

“We're guing to carry these five out
and roll them in the snow, just to (ml'
them off,” went on Tom. * When we've
gone you can untie them if you like;
but it's for you to decide, Only we must
know first. “They wouldn’t be much loss ;
but we can’t afford to have any of them
pegging out, you know!”

¢ You can leave them
rephed the chauffeur,

Banks was picked up, hurried through
the door, and shot into o snowdrft,
Gn"gs and Buckle followed hi

“You'd better think twice, Mcri‘y‘."
snapped Cutts, as Tom and thiee or foul
maore seized him. :

“Oh, we've done cur thinking!"
replied Tom,

Cutts was Hullg on top of Banks, Then
lKno‘c was carried out and shot on to the
1e4]

"(zn,ggs,” said Tom, “
phcn

with me,"”

who owns this
client of my governor'g!®
m:m\blod Giriggs.

“1 guessed as much. Well, if we hear
of any of you using it again after to-
night your governor will hear about i,
too—that's all. Come along, you
fellows !” .

And the juniors formed up into column
of fours, and marched off through the
fast-falling snow.

They had taken a heavy risk. They
had incurred the \engehﬂ hatred of three
who might yet he dangerous. Griggs and
Buckle counted for a ]|H|P but Banks
was a_bad enemy, and Cutts would nob
vest till he had had some measure of
revenge, and Knox, with his authority
as a vrefect, was certain to find means
to make them smart before long.

But they had solved the pystery of
the mill, and had put a stop to the
ghostly mnm[cmtcnmns, and the future
could take care of itself.

Sc they marched back in triumph,
whils behind them the discomfited
enemy, like the heathen of old, raged
furiously.

THE EXD.

(Another grand lunz nuwnleu school story

of - Tom -Merry St. Jim's, mext

week, enh'!]ad " Mllﬂhﬂ I Secret! ™ Order
your copy early.

REGINALD WRAY

SYNOPSIS.

Dick Danby, a stalwart lad of sixteen,
obtains the promise of partnership from
Captain  Morgan Kidd, skipper of the
anxilliary schocner Foam, and his daughter
Stella, o a treasure eruise to the wrecked
Pathan.  Dick is the sole survivor of the
Pathan, which was torpedoed, and is lymg.
half iuhmergcd off an island in the South
Seas. In the strong-room of the ill-fated
ship is two million sterling in bar-gold and
money, and the Dragon’s Eye—a wonderful
diamond

Utto Schwab, posing as a Dutehman—though
reality the commander of the U-boat which
nk the Pathan—and Sulah Mendozza, a
villainous Malay, are their unsérupulous rivals
for the treasure,

Harry Fielding and_Joe Maddox join the
expedition, also Wang Su, a Chinese boy.

They reach the island off which the Pathan
is sunk, and a fierce encounter with the Red
Rover takes placa, in which our friends are
victorious.

Later, it is discovered that Otto Schwab and
Mendozza are in league with the natives of
theisland. Work on the wreek is commenced.

Wang Su obtains the Dragon's Eye, unknown
to the others. That night Dick and Wang Su
destroy the Islanders’ war-canoes by fire,

Next day Otto Schwab is taken prisoner, and
ha informs Captain Kidd that Mendozza and
the Islanders are going to attack the Foam,

(Now 7ead on.)
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Against Overwhelming Odds.

T is scarce necessary to record that no
one slept on board the Foam that
night,

It was with miyed feelings they
watched the approach of day, for to their
dismay, they found the schooner
rounded by a thick mist, which hid from
view everything a dozen yards away:

But though the increasing light told
that the san was mounting higher in the
heavens each minute, there was not a
breath of wind, and even the bright
beams of the orb of day secmed unable to

disperse  the blanket of  mist  which
liemmed them in on every side.
Scarce a word was spoken. Every ear

was strained to catch the first-sound of
bare feet creeping over the coral reef
which would herald the approack of tiwic
ves.

But when hour succeeded hour, i
nothing lappened, the crew of the Foam
began to hope thet Mendozza wou ith-
hold his attack until either the weather
.cleared, or the tide arose sufficicnt'y to
‘enable them to warp.

hat was the longest morning Dick
‘Danby ever remembered,
\ Much to his disgust, Captain Kidd had
posted him in the stern, when he would
far vather have been in the bows. on
which, he felt assured, the first br
the attack would fall. His closest
penions were two Kanakas ami hips,
and he would have the whole after-part of
the vessel to protect against a possibie,
though, perhaps, improbable, atiack,
. Harry and Joe were in the bows, the
rest of the Kanakas lined the bulwarks
to the waist, whilst Stella was perch
ithe  cross-trees  of the ruain 5
anxiously watching for the rising of the
mist.
v Wang 8u had blandly refused to be
assigned to any post, pleading that he
was “a velly flightened Chinaman,” and
would be much more useful below than
on deck.
| As by this time all on board knew the
Chinaman had not a streak of cowardice
in his corposition, and that his plea of
being too frightened to fight was only an
excuse, Captain Kidd very wisely allowed
him to have his own way.
1 As for the skipper, his post would be at
the Bull Pup once the fighting com-
menced; until then he kept all on the
alert by patrolling the vessel from storn
to stem.

He was longing for the fight to com-
mence, and fuming every minute it was
-delayed.

i “Cau’'t make out what the half-baked
Ftr;x!es are waiting for, Dick !™ he said,
aalting for & moment by Danby's side.
i “Tor canoes, most likely,” replicd
“Perhaps they were not able to
persuade the other jslands to give up
their craft, and hauled us ashore so that
3 houldn’t give them the go-by whilst
they were waiting.”
i Maybe!” agreed the skipper doubt-
fully. *1f so, they'll find themselves left
behind.  The tide is already lifting the
Foam's stern, and coming in fast,
In_another hour we—-"
} He broke off abruptly, and hastened
towards the bows, as a_sudden burst of
gifle-firing came from the reef, followed
by a_chorus of ferce, bloodeurdling vells,
fpo close at hand that Dick knew the
stiltackers must have crept unseen within
triking distance of the schooner.

A moment later the loud, sharp erack
of the quick-firer rang out, and, peering
{‘hrough the mist, Dick saw stabs of fire,

chich told him that his comrades were
l'hnrd at it.
" Printed and published
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His first impulse was to rush forward
and join in the fray, indeed, he had
reached  the mizzen-mast before  he
realised that, by so doing, he would be
negleeting his post, and leaving the stern
of the schooner unguarded.

“Rotten luck i he growled, as he
turned to-retrace his steps. “The other
chaps are getting all the fun, and I'm
tied here, ell dressed up and nowhere to

ven as the last words left his lips he
realised that he was in for an even more
exciting time than the shouts and shots
from the bows told that his comrades
were experiencing.

Like a distorted jack-in-the-box. an

Islander's head. appeared over the stern.
His fa convulsed with the lust of
blood rendered even more repulsive

kuife he carried between his

more men from the cances, which had
crept close to the Foam's stern, whilst
the Malays engaged the attention of the
defenders around the bows.

Like an overwhelmirg flood they
surged forward. g

Clubbing his rifle, for every mom:
he could delay the savages’ advance
would be of vital importance to his com-
rades, and he was determined to die
rather than retreat an inch before they
were ready, Dick faced -the - howling,
jostling. everconfident crowd,

A roar that might almost be said {o
rival the bark of the Bull Pup resounded
in_his ears. The next moment, Captain
Kidd, whitling a buge cutluss above his

head. was on his right.
Shriller, t as death-defiant as -his
skipper's shout. Kuo uttered the war-cry

of his iribe, as, wielding an axe in both

Swiftly Dick Danby's rifie spra:
back into the sea with a bullst

ng to his shoulder, and the islander fell
through his forshead.

(8ea this page.)

teeth, to enable him to use both hands to
clamber over the bulwarks.

Swiftly Dick Danby’s rifle sprang to his
shoulder, and the Islander fell back into
the sea with a buliet through his fore-
head.

The bloodeurdling yells that arose from
beneath the stern warned Dick that the
savages were attacking in force, and a
loud ery of warning burst from his lips
as he fired at a second savage, who ap-
peared close to where the first ad been.

By this time the bulwarks as far as the
ship's waist were lined with the clay-
bedaubed heads of yelling Tslanders.
Fearing lest his retreai should be cut off,
Dick stepped back to the mizzen-mast.
firing as quickly as he could pull the
trigger, until his magazine was empty ;
then, drawing his  automatic pistol
scattered dcatg amongst the clustering
savages.

Tor a moment the nttackers paused,

a

hands, he flung himself at the
who were closing in on Diok’s le

For nearly a minute the three, fighting
as men will who fight for their lives, held
the Islanders at bay.

But, though reinforced by Joe Maddox
and a Kanaka, they con!g not hope to
hold back such overwhelming numbers.
Inch by inch—not one of which but was
hotly contested—they were driven
until three-parts of the ship was in the
Islunders’ hands.

Urged on by their chiefs and skull-
adorned priest, the Islanders swept down
upon the little party, thinking to swamp
them by sheer weight of numbers,

But Britons never fight so well as when
their case seems hopeless.

And hopeless indeed it appeared to be.

Assailed from the recf by a constant
stream of bullets from the rifles of Men
dozzn and his Malays, whose attack hail
only been intended as a feint to draw tho

savages
ft.

2

drunted by the death-dealing weapons of
their white foe, but every second brought
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defenders of the Foam felt that this was
indeed the end, and that they had only
sueceeded in tecovering the Pathan’s
treasure to enrich the German and the
Portugee.

Already. the Tslanders were swarming
below, or climbing the rigging, to h
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covered from the svypiise of the smake
gad’s dramatic appearance, the deck was
clear of every foe save one, and le, a
wounded pricst, envaged at the treacher-
ong part played by the god hie had tended
s0 assiduously for many years, raised him-
self on one clbow, aud, with a last dyi

Three—h-alfpen:e. 19

fighting had ceased. was about to carry
him belpw when, to his utter amazeinent,
a sffisi 5T Tary convulsed the Ch '
face, and he looked aceusingly a
as he cvied, or rather shrieked:

“You thiei ! You gleat, heap-big thief!
Wang Su savee you lif, vou lob pool

R. FIBLD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenue, IIJDBERSFIEI.D.

. Al..‘iﬂ CHEA
REE.

their spears down on- the dauntless b effort, launched his spear at the |.H‘ Chi 1ans '

ﬂ{'&r spurting apparition. _ Dick looked at his Faithful little sevvant
o far as the first-named were con- The in alarm  vather than anger, for -

cerned, this was a decided advantage to fairly in : 5 !!10‘14.]][ lmn delirions.

the B"'—'i‘hcf‘ as they immediately co pain 11:m from its intevior, as it stum- “That's all right, Wang! Don't puits

menced looting the vessel, finding that a
safer and far more profitable employment
than huling themselves upon men who
had not even the common sense to kinow
when they were beaten,

They ann released Otto Schwab, who
rushed on de

jened by ruge, he smatched a
shark” s-to-ut'x studded club from a native,
and rushed at Captain Kidd,

The next moment a squeal of iervor
burst from his lips, Dodging the rage-
blinded Germnan, the skipper scized him
by the threat and belt, and seemingly
without an cffort hurled him over the
side.

Overawed by this exhibition of mrugth
ond daring, the Eslanders drew hack.

But onl },' for a moment.

The next they surged for:
more, their bloodenrdling shr
H:mugh the mist,

“Good-bye, skipper! So-lo
chaps! Our nombers are u
Dick, frantically theusting a chip mtu the
magazine of -his rifle.

Even as he spoke, a loud explosion,
aecompanied by a clond of smoke, came
from the head of the cabin stairs, and
the next moment the Ielanders recoiled
as they saw  their snake god, huge
tongues of fire shooting from his gaping
m(\uth moving unsteadily towards them.

Surprise held 1l motionless for a
fraction of a second; then, howling with
terror, thoy torned and fled, scorched by
the he\v breath of their outraged dei

Almost before the Britishers had re-

deck.

summons back his

of his

B

had
the

flicting a

ard” anee
ringing

bloed w

from its
tozethey
Snatching up a

lee light.

But his voice w
finding that, for a

bledd a few steps, then sprawled on qu\
revealing a pair of wildly-kie
vellow legs that had
Amazed ar the result of
priest opened his mouth, probably to

but, gnessing his intention,
wave lim his quietus with the buit-
ifle, eve he dragged the feaihered
head from off Wang Su. and knelt by his

The spear had struck the brave China-
man in the lower part of his body, but
glanced off some hard substance in
chly-embrotdered ponch in whic
Dick had scen him deposit his joss. stol
Pieveing the bag,

|
Realising that if the
con | not stopped his brave
bleed to death, and usmble to withdraw
the head of the spear, Dick wrenched it
aft, and it dropped on deck.
with the ewbroidered

Danby tied it round Wang Su's
the wound,-und, forming it into a tourni-
quet, soon nfqppod ilie bleeding.
all vight, old ehan!
for shadowland iust yet,”
uringly.

replied the C hinanau,
s very weak, and Dick

yourself in a fover over uo\hnw What
is it yow've lost?” he asked soothingl

ted it - \'n5| stealee pool Chinaman’s ”
iis blow, the | he yveplied, more calmly, though c\uicnllv
atill Jabouring wnder giedl. excitement.

fleeing  companions, “Oh,
Dick Dauby.,

that’s the iwnhfe, is it?
keep your ])lgtmlon, it's here! It
d | Joss, for it certainly saved you
replicd  Danby, pickfng np  the
broidered bag, and trying to disentangle
it from the shark’s teeth with which part
of the haft, as well as the spear’s head,
was studded,

Now a shark’s footh is made to hold
things, and even though they had been
\ from their rightful owner's jaws,
v still did their duty, with the resnis

the fearful weapon | 1.

had bit decp inte Wang Su’s thigh, in- | {pa fhe bag pr in halves aml
rible wound from which the | something fell on deck, which rojled

ouring in a steady stream. | {owards the scuppers,
w of bload wered A" oy of ho hurst from the

e servant would | qunded Chinaman, a ery that ended in
an ejaculation of delight as Dick b.-m
swiftly down and seized the object

as it was about to disappear through a
seupper-hole into the sea.

Give it me! Give pool Wang him's
Joss 1" pleaded Wang Su.

But Dick Danby did not veply.

He was gazing, m amazement and
rising anger, at the glistening object that
lay in his hand.

It was the Dragon’s Eyel

Chunther fine instolment of this gicet
adventure story will appear in iert Wedies-
day’s GEM. Ne zwre to order your copy in
adrance.)
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