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CHAPTER 1, to tea and
A Sheek for Figgins & Co. t

L Y HAT!" (1 “ Have
M ﬂ‘zt\:‘:; ggﬁ:ﬁemlé{" ;m'_:f the srdines gone, too! "And  the
who uttered that rem: m:s?)sh dear!” said TFatty Wynn dis-
And George Figgins did not sound very mally. “Don't say eversthing's gone;

pleas . | Figgy!”

He was at the cupboard in his study
The door was open, and Figgins was
staring inside. In the study itself were
Kerr, the jynpior from Scotland, and
Wynn, commonly called * Fartr
err looked at his leader in s

W the matter, I

o

VFxggms turned round, aud glared at
Fatty Wynn.
% Wyml. you chump,” he cxclimed,

“where's that giddy cake I put in t.n
wpbmrd
“What do I. know about
demanded.- Fatty Wynn wrathfully.
‘A !'at lot, I should sar!” growied

it ?"

Fizgin
"Great Scott!”  ejaculated Kerr.
;Dont say that the cake has gone,
isgy
1t has!” said Figgins grimly. * And
‘s a fat, gormandising chump going,

4
too!"

Fatty Wynn rose hastily to his feet,
and backed towards the deor. Kerr
watched him, his expression as grim as
that of his leader, i

"Futty ‘Wrynn,” said Figginsg dramati-
cally, “where did you last see that
cake?”

“I say, you know‘" said Wynn
hastily. “You're making a great mistake
if you think I pinched the cake!™

Tiggins looked at Kerr, and the
Scotch junior nodded.

Honour bright—you haven't touched
it 7" asked Figgins.

“Honour bright!” said Fatty Wynn
firmly.

Tiggins looked distressed.

“Then I suppose that's all right,” he
anid slowly. “ But look here, you chaps!

: This is rotten! There’s half the School

hzgms pointed to the cupboard.

“Thern you arel!” he said grimly.

“Look for yuursol\m' Evergthing eat-
alle has been seoffed !

“My hat!”

Fatty Wynn wae almost beyond
speech, He had been looking forward to
the feed that was to be held in the New
House .study that evening. But there
could not bo a feed without food, and it
certainly looked very much as if fle
School ~ House juniors would be dis-
appointed when they arrived,

“1 ‘wonder who it was?” said Kerr.
“Redfern—a rag perhaps!”
Fatty Wynn jumped.
“M-mroy stars!”
you now, Fatty "

ded Korr and Figgins.
' Trimble—the School Iouss rofter!”
exclaimed Fatty Wynn angrily. “ Here,

come on, you chaps! We'll give him
scoff our grub!™

“Are you sure?” asked TFiggins
angrily.

“Certain!™ said Fatty hastily. “I

saw the rotter coming out of the House
as I came in from classes. [Iere, come
on!

Figgins and Kerr needed no further
bidding, Their grim expressions boded
ill for the fat sneak of the Fourth.

Baggy Trimble was found in Study
No. 2 of the School House. The New
House juniors had no need to gquestion
him, He jumped to his feet and denied
having been in the New ITouse before
they spoke. He was seized in a moment,
and borne to the ground.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Yow-ow-ow! Ow!"” he yelled. *Oh
dear! Rescue! Fire!”

THE FALL OF
MR.

A Magnificent Long Com=
plete Story of Tom Merry

Martin 'élifford.

RATCLIFF!

the chums of
Jim’'s.

-

Co.,
St,

O OO 2 ST O R N S——

“Bump lim again!” said George
F-'*gmf- grimly.

mp, bump, bump !

lcm‘ Groogh! Yoop!" yelled

Baggy Trimble,

He began to feel very sorry he had lefd
classes early and raided Figgins & Co.'s
study !

Bump, bump, bump !

Figgins and Kerr and Wynn bumped
the fat junior until they could bump him
no more. They were panting for breath
as they dropped him to the ground for
the last time, But Trimble did not stop
howling at the same moment.

“Yow! Oh dear!” he gasped.
“Yow! You've busted my collar-bons,
you silly cliumps 1

“We'll bust vou _altogether if you
pinch our cake again!” said Figgins
darkly. And the New House Co.
rveturned to their study.

Two minutes later the door was thrown
open, and a number of juniors trooped
into the study,

Tom Mmuv, the junior ecaptain, came
in first. He was followed by a junior
who wore a monocle in his eve, and who
was dressed neatly in an Eton suit. iy
waiscont was white—as white as his
collar, which meant that it was as white
as white conld be,

This . was Arthur Augustus D'Arey,
second son of the Larl of Eastwood,
known to his intimates as Gussy.

“Bai Jove, Figgay!” he said. “Can
I smell cookin' "

“You can’t!” said Tiggins grimly.
“And I'm sorry to tell you chaps that
the oake I spoke about has  gone,
it

All the juniors from the School [im se
looked at Fatty Wynn.

“Good old Fatty " ‘murmured Monty
Lowther, the humorist of the Shell. “T
suppose you have a biscuit we can share .
between ug?”

“IIa, ha, ha! T don't suppose he has
left onme ! said Jack Blake, leader of
Study No. 6 of the School Holue bl 1§
there is one little biscuit left, Figgy, you

TaE Gex LiBrary.—No, 625,
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wught to atu:k it in a ghu case and
xhibit it :

exhi

“Ha, hn, hal”

. It wasn't Fatty,” said Kers quistly.
“Jt was Trimble—we've just come back
from bumpzng him ”

“But we're m funds, as it happens,”
said Figgins. “I think we’ll send Fatty
dewn to the tuckshop to buy some mure
tucl 1

“That's the stuff, FJQS}', old man!”
said Fatty Wynn entilusushcs'ly. “TI'll
go with pleasure !”

“You'll bring it all back—haenour
brxghV asked Kerr cauuougly.

“Every crumb!” said Fatty eagerly.
“What shall we bave? = Sosses, ham,
vgkgu, k]matoos, and perhaps a few

“Here's a giddy qmdle'. my son 1
interrupted Figgins. ‘Hup

Fatty “hopped it”’ qmckly enough.
The prospect of a good feed was about
the only thing that wowld make Fatty
huarry—with &e possible exception cf
oecesions when Fatty Wynn  played
between the goll-po?is. i

*8it down, you chaps!” eaid Figgins
hospitably. ‘‘Manners, there’s a mew
photograph-album wfuch might interest
you i the bookease.”

“Good " said Manners instantly:

The juniors managed to find room to
sit down round the five. Arthur Augus-
tus D' Arcy, who moved
found there was only the
n minute after hggms had i
to be seated.

He stood. up, siurveying the coal-box
doubifully through his monocle,

“It’s all tight, Gussy " said Figgins,
with a chuckle, *It was dusted only a
{fortnight ago!”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Figgay, pway
don’t. think me wude, deah hoy!™ said
(.ursy bastily, “I was thinkin’ of my
twousahs—" i

“8it down!” growled.Jack Blake.

By way of helping his nolde chum,
Blake gave Gussy a push. The Swell of
5t. Jim's sat down hurriedly.

“Ow! Weally, Blake—" Le began
hotlv, and jumped to his feet.

Now, don't make a fuss in another
.m&n study, Gussy ! said Blake warn-
ingly. I wouldn't have brought you out
I Lhoughl you were going to let down
the House—""

uvited them

* Bai Jove, Blake ! exclaimed D" Arcy
Tastily. “I didn't meﬂn—
. “That’s all right!” broke in Blake
magnanimously. * it wi !

“Vewy well, Blake!” said Guesy

loftily,  “But T weally think I shall have
to ndmlmlmh cowwection \Lhen we we-

turn
“Oh  dear!” sighed ‘T'om Met'r,\.
“Isn't there any stopping that dummy
Arthur  Augustus D’ Arcy gazed

witheringly through his eyeglass at the
{eader of the Sh%[ but refrained from
passing  any remark ‘hat look, in
D’Arcy’s opinion, was mme enough.

Tom Merry chuckled, and wuﬁ\ed at
Blake.

TFatty Wynn arrived at that moment,
laden with bags and parce]s

“Here you are, Figgy!”
uap;-rl “Haven't heen 10115, have 17"

u haven't!” said Figgms; with a

“But it will be eome time before
eb anything for il.”

eally, You're not
going to bear malice, are you, Figgy?”
s1d Fatty Wynn dlsmaﬂy.

Fatty’s prospects of shaving in the feed
disappeared with Figging' remavk. But
he noticed the wink t’ t_Figgins ex-
changed with Kerr, and his heart beat
again.

he =aid

&rin.
you

I—

But he wae wice endmgh nct to let

Tat Gen Lispany,—Ngé, BES.
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his leader know that he had seen the
wink, and proceeded to lay the table.

But that feed was destined not to be
eaten—at least, not by the School House
Juniors.

The study door was suddenly flung
open, and there appeared the New House
master, Mr. i That gentleman

was undoubtedly the niost unpopular

master at St. Jim's, mainly on account
of his bullying wayu.

There was a frown on his brow when
he walked in; but when he saw the feed
that was beiug prepared the juniors
could uot see his eyes at all. The
master’'s  brows almost completely
covered tlmn

“ Figgine!” he rapped out ag last.

The juniors had jumped to their feel
as Muv. Ratcliff entered the study, and
they etood surveyi him nervouslys
J.m,ve was always trﬁlt when Mr. Rat-
cl:ﬂ visited a junior’s study.

“Y.yves, sir?” said Figgins slowly.

“I came to see you about the two hun-
dred linee I gave you yesterday morn-
|niz Iszml Mr. Ratcliff, lifting his brows

tt

“Oh, siv! I—T—T'd forgoiten them,
sir!” stammeled Figgins.

“But I hadn’s!” rapped ot Mr Rat-
cliff, *Have you done them 1"
-no, sir-
o, of ‘course you haven't,
interrupted the master sarcastically.
stead of doing what you are told you
prefer to waste your time overeating

“We're not, sir—" began Kerr
quietly,
“Bilence, Kerr! Don’t dare to talk

to me when I'm epeaking to Figgins!”
Rateliff.  “I said over.
eating, Figgins! And T presume these
juniors have come lo accnmpany you in
your gluttonous habits—"

* Bai Jove, sir " murmured D’Arey
indignantly.

“Hold your tohgue, sir!” barked the
master. 1 was sg:nking to Figgine! I
know you cannot expected to be any-
thing else but disrespeetful in the Schoal
House, but I'll have you understand that
T am master of the New House!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy flushed and
bit his lip. He knew, as did all the other
juniors, that Mr. Ratcliff was referring
to the manner in which their House-
master, Mr. Railton, had always treated
them.

Mr. Raiclif believed very firmly that
to spare the rod meant spoiling the child
—or junior, as tlhe case might be. Mr,
Railton, on the other hand, treated his
juniors in a just manner. Needless to
say, the two Housemasters were not
friends.

But Tom Merr ry was not geing to let
Mr, Ratclifi- have matters all his own
way.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said politely.
“D’Arcy did not mean to be disrespect-
ful. He couldn’t be if he tried!”

M. Rateliff smiled ironically.

“The School House motion of what
is meant by the word ‘respectful’ is
not my notion!” he said, with a sneer.
“T have said enough. Figgins!”

“ Yy said Figgine,

“You will proceed to do the lines I
ordered you to write immedialely ¥
rapped out the master. “Yeu will not
be n.lluv.cd to hold this disgusting orgy

I—
“é‘ Bai Ja\e 1" exclaimed D’Arcy hotly.
ir—’

“Silence! T forbid you juniors to
stay lete whilsi one of my juniors is
under punishment | snapped Mr, Rat-
cliff. “You will go to your own House
at once!"

Tom Mervy felt like anewering the
Iiquscmaster back. Bui that only meant

g

that Mr. Raklnﬁ"s wrath would dcsconﬂ
upun Figgins & Co.

He led the School House juniors out
of the study without a word, But
D’Arcy cou]g not resist turning round
and gazing coldly at the Housemaster
through his monocle,

Mr. Rateliff bit bis lip angrily, and
opened his mouth as if to speak. But
he thought better of it, and turned to
Figgine & Co. Mr. Ratcliff was not
anxious to rub shoulders nlth Mr. Rail-
ton if con help it. Mr. Railton
strongly objected to the \lew House -
master punishing juninru- of the School

ouse.
s (.-et thuu linea written at on ig-
gi L) Mr. Rateliff, c}h
this unsoem ly feeding is not to conimue
you understand!”

“Yes, sir!” said Figgins' & 9’0.,
unison, i
And Mr. Rateliff departed.

“Beast ! said Figgins disgustedly, -

“Cad!” growled Kerr

“ Rotter | smpp Wynn; and added
nmm hnghtiy. “Anghow, he's left ue
the feed ¥

"Hnug ihe feed!™ said F:ggxmau

Hus Faity Wynn mnelu‘d some con-
solation in_the fact the feed was

still to come, althéugh i‘t was: forbidden
for the time being.

Figgins & Co. had received a shock.
\Iter sll the trouble to which they had
ﬁme they could not entertain Tom

erry & Co.

And therein Figgins & Co. found much
to grumble at.

CHAPTER 2,
And One for Ratiy:

I ICT fellow, Ratcliff ™
N It was Jack Blake who
made that remark. The School
Housge juniors were on_their
way back to their studies, in obedience
to Mr. Ratcliff's orders,

“He's a beast!” said Lowther, with a
frown.  “And he j just beast,
either!” 4 ¥ itk e

““‘Rather not!” =ai i sullenly.
“1 wich I could biff him !” i T

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy ahock his
head.

Wathah not, ~deah boy,” -ﬁa said
slowly, “Fwightful bad “bifl a
mastah ! But—but I'd Like-fo 3¢b some-

hud\ else biff | him, bai Jovel”
“Ha, ha, ha!” reared the juniors. 5
“What's the difference?” demanded =
Jur‘k Blake. .
*3My hat, Blake!” said Monty Low- - %
ther. “T kfibw I'd sooner stand by and 4
see anuther chap biffed than be biffed %

mysel
“Rats!” said Jack Blake. And the.
subject of

biffiig Mr. Ratcliff was- .
drop

pped. s
But- the School House juniors did not
forget the New House master. As
Monty Lowther would put it, Mr, Rat-
cliff was a nightmare—he haunted the
juniors of both Houses.

The party met Dr. Holmes, the. re-
spected Head, of St. Jim's, as they were
entering  their own louse, and they ’
moved aside to let him pass. T
Al, Merry!” said the Head, as the
light from the lamp at the foot of the
steps shone on Tom~Merry's face. I
should be glad if you wo kindly. in-

orm Mr. Ratchff that I desire to sew
him in my study—at one

“Certainly, sirl” Sdld Tom Merry
promptly.

And he §ped across the quad .towards
the New House again. Tom Merry did
not hurry because he thought that the

end’s tope sounded like trowble for
Mr. Ratelifii. Dr. Holmes was rouch
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The H-nd was seated at his desk, & worried rruwn on his face, when the New House mastor enterod.
nnplu’anl news for ynu," hagan Dru:h:r Holmes.
I tru

‘' The manager at the
“ My security " ejaculated Mr. Ratcliff.

bank has asked me if your soourity is good. -

“ 1've rather

(See chapter 2.)

}:ked by the majority of fellows at St.

He entered the House, ran_up the
~stairs, and knocked upon Mr. Ratclifi’s
study, door,- A sharp, metallic voice bade
him enter.  But Mr. Ratcliff. did not
gnc the junior captain a chance to
ﬁell“?r the Head's messag

f you have come to lajii complaint,
Morry.” said Mr, Ratclif sourly. “I
will tell you beforehand that I will not
listen to 1t!”

“ But sir—"" began Tom Merry.

“T1 won't listen to it!" snapped the
New House master. “I have forbidden
Figgins to allow you to make pigs of
yourselves—""

Tom Merry flushed.

“ Fxcuse me, sitr——" he began again.

“I presume you have come to com-
plain 77 interrupted Mr. Ratcliff.

“Not at all, sir,” answered Tom
Merry ooolly. “1 merely came to ask
Ull—

“I’w already informed you
#Dr. Holmes requires your presence in

his study at once, sit!” ‘wound up Tom
Mﬂl‘ry coldly. * That is all T have to say,

And the junior captain turned and left

the study without another word.

Mr.- Rateliff !ruwned and took up his
mortar-board. Two utes later he was
knogmg at !he Head's study door.

Mr. Rate ‘11[{ went into the study, and
closed the door behind himself. © The

Head was sitting at Lis desk, a worried
frown on his brow. Ie looked up as the
New House master entered.

““ Ah, Mr. Rateliff,” ho said. * Please
be smted “T've rather unpleasant news
for you."

Mr. Rateliff started.

“Indeed, sir!” he, exclaimed.
sorry to lLear that!™

Dr. Holmes nodded. e evidently was
net enjoying the interview,

“Ahem! The manager of the bank at
Rylcombe has just been speaking to me,”
he said slowly, as if it pained him to
speak, “They've—they've been asking
me if your—ahem l—your security is
good I trust:

“My socuut‘ {2 e}aculated Mr. Rateliff
in surprise. “Indeed, sir! Might T ask
"i]_\‘ they should ask you?"

“Ahem! It appears you are consider-
ab]\' oveldmwn at the bank, Mr. Ratcliif

“Indoed I'm not. sir!"

“‘_\hem’ The manager says you are.
I really think he ought to know ! sai
the Heud raising his brows slightly.
“This i3 a painful subject to me, Me.
Rateliff. do nct like mtﬂricl‘mg in
aﬁhn gentlemen’s business.”

Ratcliff nodded. He ocould not
halp ﬂunhmg what his answer would
have been if it had been Mr. Railton,
the School House master, instead of the
Head, to whom he was speaking.

“I quite understand, sir,” be

Twpm

“ But—but a great mistake haa
Perhaps you would not

P

quictly.
been made.
mind my using your telephone, sir?

“Not l—not at all !"" answered Dr.

Holmes, a touch of eagerness. “I
most sincerely hope the manager is
wrong.”

Mr. Rateliff took ¢ Ptle receiver, and

placed it to his ear. Giving the number
of the bank in vacombe, he waited to
be put lhmugh

“Ah! Ig that the wmanager? No?
Then please put me tiuuugh to him. I'm
Mr. Rateliff, of 3t. Jim"

There was another elmu, ait, and then
the Housemaster spoke again.

“The manay ex'i Mr. Rateliff, speak-
ing from St. T understand—ahera!
—that vou hoce bee.\ asking Dr. Holmes
if—yes, yes, 1 quite understand your
point of view. But since when, might T
ask. has my account been overdrawn!"

There was another short pause, and the
Head saw Mr. Ratoliff’s face gradually
pale until it looked positively ghastly.

“What! Go-o-0-0od gracious me!
Dear me !”

Mr, Ratcliff gasped the words out.
That he had received a great shock was

evident. He put down the receiver, and
turned to the Head.
“Ahem! Alas! You—vyou will excuse

me, sirmbub—but I'd rather not explain
how-—ahem !”
The New House master broke off, and
wiped his brow with his handkerchief.
Taz (iex Linrarr.—No.
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The Head nodded - sympathetically,
although he did not like Mr. Rateliff,
“1 quite understand, Mr. Ratcliff,” he
#aid quictly. “If T can be of any use to
you, 1 should be pleased—very pleased !”

Thank you, sir!” said Mr. Rateli

=

slowly, “Indeed, I thank you. But—
but I have l’t‘cﬂi\'cli a great blow, sir.  As
you know, a schoolmaster dces not

receive a very great salary. My private
income has now—excuse me, sir, I shoutd
like to return to my study !
“Certainly I said Dr. Holmes, and
rose from his chair, and cpened the door
for the New House master to pass out.
Mr. Ratcliff did nct get out of the
School House without being seen. Baggry
Trimble, the fat jumior of the Fourth,
passed him on the way to his study,
which was No. 2 in the Fourth Form

. passage.

Mr. Ratchiff passed him without a

lance, but Baggy Trimble saw at once
that something was amiss. ] New
House master’s face was still as white as
when he bhad first heard the message
over the telephone, whatever that was.

Buggy Trimble’s eyes glimmered, e
watched Mr. Ratchff pass round the
corner of the passage, and down ihe
stairs, then ran as fast as he could—whicli
was not very fast—to Jack Blake's study.

He burst into the room, his eyus
shining with excitement.

“Hallo!” said Jack Blake quickly.
* House on fire, Baggy "

Trimble shook his head excitedly.

“No; something better than that!”
ho said hastily. .

Tom Merry, = Moniy Lowther, and
Manners, of the Shell, had gone back to
Blake’s study after lcaving the New
House, and they gazed questioningly at
Baggy Trimble as he spoke.

“Going to stand us a_feed ¥ asked
Monty Lowther sarcastically.

“No; better than a feed!”
Trimble.- #Raity's in trouble!”
he Co.’s stared at oue another.
" “Off your dot?” .athed Manners

said

But I passed him on the
irs just now,” said Trimble; aud pro-
el to draw upon his imagination tow
he saw he had caused a sensation.
i faco was white—as white as Gussy's
~—ahem I-T) Avey's waistcoat | He was

“Nunno;

The juniors roared with laughter, and
Baggy Trimble locked annoyed. But
thinking that the juniors were glad to
hear that My. Ratcliff was in trouble, he
continued his story—with slight additions
to the truth.

“When he saw mec he paused,” he
said cagerly. “He glared at me, and I
thought flames darted out of his eyes
and—"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Baggy !"”

“Fact!” eaid Trimble warmly.
“Then, after one fiendish grin—-"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Bai Jove!”

“He walked on !” finished up Trimble.
1 think he’d just come from the Head's
study. Perbaps he's got the sack I”

“No such luck !” said the junidts in
unison.

“Bai Jove! T wathah hope the beast
leaves Bt. Jim's!” said Arthur Augnstus
thoughtfully, “I'm suah the school
would be a far more pleasant place with
Watcliff out of the way!”

“Gussy,” sighed Monty Lowther,
“why raise false hopes in our manly
breasts ?**

‘‘ He, ha !?

. The news which Baggy Trimble Had
imparted had evidently not upset the
juniors.  If it had been-Mr. Railton
whom Trimble had seen, there would
probably have been a deputation from
the juniors to the lar Housemaster
to see if they could do anything for him,

But Mr. I{amliﬁ was a differcnt matter
altogether.

Baggy Trimble, having finished telfing
the juniors all that he knew, hurried
away to spread the news round the rest
of the studics.

Tom Merry looked thoughtful when
the door had closed bebind Trimble.

“0f course, Baggy was talking out of
the back of his neck,” he =aid slowly,
i

“We hope he wasn't!” said Roberi
£, nr Digby shortly. 4

“Well, yes. But as we bappen to
know that Ratchiff has been to the Head,
1 suppose we can moderate Trimble's
varn, and eay that something has upset
the old bird,” went on Tom Merry.
“ Now—T wonder if he’s been wigged by

grinding his teeth with rage, and his | the Head?” 5 i
pevspiration was splashing on  the [ “Quite likely 1" said Jack Blake.
passage ! “Te's always up to some bullying trick
“Ha, ba, ha!” in the New House. I expect the Head
JTANUARZE.
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has found out something and has choked ,

him off I H
“He always looks ¥.said Monty
Lowther. *I expect ‘Baggy Trimble saw

him under a light; he would look more
rotten than usual then !

*“Ia, ha, ha!™

* Nothing to laugh at ! said Lowther,
“Doésn’t he always look rotten 7

“Wathah !” said D'Arcy warmly. “I
must say, Lowthah, you are cowwect
there !”?
_ At that moment_ there came anothbr
interruption. Figgi

burst mto the st

y. X
“Heard the news?” asked Figgins ex--

citedly.

“What news?!” demanded the two
Scheol House Co's.

““Ratty !” almost shouted Fatty Wynn.

The juniors looked interested. ']?hey
were likely ‘%o hear something sound
from Figgins & Co. They would not
draw upon their imaginations, as Baggy
imble had done.

“He’s in  trouble!™ said Figging
quickly. “My hat! And I'm jolly glad
the beast has got. it in the neck!”

“Rather ! agreed Fatty Wynn,

“But we don’t know exactly what the
trouble is,” put in-Kerr. “You gee, all
we heard was that he'd been to sce the
“That's_ right,” interrupted Tom
“I tock the message from the

“Good!" said Giggine enthusiastically,
taking up the story. ‘‘Then Redfern
heard him walking up and down his study

“My
““Bai Jov
* Groani Great Scolt!” >
Tom looked doubtfully at
Figgina.

“Redfern hasn’t made a mistake?” he
asked cautiously.

“No, Redférn’s not like your Baggy
Trimble—"

“He's not ours!” “gwowled Monty
Lowther. “We wouldn't own him for
all the tea in China!” !

“Well, he’s in your roiten—ahem! T
mean, he's in the School Tlouse,” said
Figgins, hastily correcling himself as he
saw the warlike expressions that immedi-
ately leapt into the School House juniors’
faccs on the mention of their Ilouse.
“0ld Ratty’s got it in the neck, and
serve him jolly well right, the beast!”

Figgins & Co. had suffered much under
ihe harsh ruling of Mr. Ratcliff.  More
than -once New House had been
driven inte pévalt by the bullying manner
in_which Mr. Ratcliff treated them.

N‘g‘:v that it seemed as if the House-
master was in trouble, he had few
sympathisers, and Figgins & Co. were

not amongst that few. The juniors werg

Dot beart malice exactly, but they
could nat“%lelp feeling glad that Mr.
Ratcliff was sampling somrething like
the trouble he had caused them.
“Perhaps the beast will have to leave
St Jun's!” said Fatty Wynn suddenly.
“Then we can have as many feeds as

“Shut up about the ér\lb!” snapped
Goorge Figgins, “Can't you thinksof

anything else besides grub, you fat
cormorant?" :
“Yes, rather,” wret.urned Wynn.

“Ratty, for instance!
The juniors smiled. 2
“I wondah—I wondah!* murmured

1’ Arcy.

“¥on wonder what, fathead?” asked

Jack Blake cheexfully. . ;
Arthur Augustus turned a withering

stare on his leader.

¢ n. Figging & Co,, their eyes
shining with delight and excitement, -

]
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“ § don't like the beast—ahem !—Mr.
when it cames to kicking a chap whan

Ratcliff any mors than you do,” began Monteith.
“ pown and out? " echoed the juniers. (Bes Chapter 3.)

he’s down and out ! ™

““But | draw the lins

“Weally, Blake, I utiahly wefuse to
be cawactewised as a fathead !” he said
coldly. “I must ask you to withdwaw
that wemark !”

“Rats!” said Jack Blake coolly.

“If yon say * wats’ to me, Blake—""
the dustbin, somebody,”  groaned
Lowther. “He talks like a blessed
mophone !"
Wex"g.,, Lowthah— Y
D’Arcy fixed bis eyeglass firmly :gﬁu
eye, and - stared coldly at the ell
junior.
“IF you were not a visitah to this
¥. *'I should be obliged to adminis-
tah a feahful thwashin’!"
“And Blake would be bound to fetoh
a stretcher!” said Lowther cheerfully.
wondering, Gussy! If you've got any-
thing sensible to say—"
“Bai Jove, Lowthah, if you persist
—" said Gussy hotly. “Howevah,

“Oh, take him out, and dump him in
“Brrrr !

Monty Lowthah!” he said

“But that doesn’t tell ns what you were

Tt in an awkward posish. I'm your host,

*so cannot be wude to you. I was won-
dewing, deah boys—"
“So0 you sgaid before!” said Tom

Merry. “Is it a painful operation?”
“Ha, ha, ba!”
Arthur Augustus glared at the Shell
‘junior witheringly, but not fer worlds
would D’Arcy have been rude to a fellow

in his study who did not belong to if.

That, in D'Arcy’s opinion, would have
been the height of .

“I'm sowwy, Tom Mewwy, but I shall
have to cut you off the list of my
fwiends,” he said icily.

“8o long, you chaps,” said Figgins,
making his= way towards the door.
“8orry I ean't stop to sce what Gussy's
wondering ; he takes too jolly long !"

Pway wait, deah boys,” said D'Arcy

“I was wondewin’ if Mz, Watchiff has
been disappointed about his clobbah not
awwivin’,” went on D"Arcy, but that
was as far as he got.

“Chump !’ growled Blake.

¥ Dummy 1"

“Idiot 1"

“Asg ™

These &nd other remarks of a
similar nature, broke from the juniors.
Had they thought a moment, they might
have known that D’Arcy would think
of clothes as the source of Mr. Ratcliff’s
trouble. Clothes, to D’Arcy, was like
grub to Fatty Wynn—one of the most
important things of life.

“Bai Jove, you chaps! T absolutely
wefuse to listen to any more wibald
wemarks ! he said hotly. * As for Blake

(& Co., I shall |atal have the pleasuzh

of administahin”
“A feahful thwashin'!”
finished up for him,
That was the last straw, With all the

Lowther

dignity that he could put into his ex.
pression, D'Arcy surveyed the grinning
Then, with his nose high in

Juniors,
the air, he left the study.

“Good-bye, Bluebell ! chuckled
Lowther.

Gussy did not reply. Te was past

words, and blows, to a fellow who was
a visitor to the study, could not even
be thought of.

The juniors left in the study chuckled
as they looked at ona another.

*Gussy hasn’¢ helped us very much,”
said Figgins, with a grin. “But we know
the beast has got it in the neck somehow,
or through something, and: that's all we
jolly \vel? care !

“‘Rather !” said Kerr and Wynn.

And the New House juniors, almost
jubilant because theiz intensely-disliked
Housemaster was in trouble, nodded to
the School House juniors, and walked
quickly back to their own House, leav-
ing Tom Merry & Co. and Jack Blake
& Co. to discuss the matter.

CHAPTER 3.
A Check to Celebrations !

&4 MMY " s
It was George Figgins who
shouted the name.

om Merry & Co. were croas-

ing the quad to the tuckshop after

dinner the day after Mr. Ratchiff had
Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. 625.
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stopped their little fecd
study.

The Shell juniors stepje
for their rivals to come

“Hallo!” said Tom Me

to the tuckshop ™

“T should jolly weil iLirk we are!™
d Fatty Wynn warm)
‘Wel‘e going to order ﬂe biggest
ed yon've ever heard akout 1
ut—but Ratelifi—

“Ratcliff, my sonm, i
George Figgine, with a ¢

in Figging’

and waited

“Going

cst!” gaid

The Shell juniors stared.
What's happenec! esiicd  Tom
Merry quickly.
“ Ratcliff, the beast, iz leaving St
Jim’s !”  announced Flbphis gleefully,
"“The New House in the future will be

n lace of happlneg! and jor, instend of
en of hate!’

“Good!” said Monty Lowther, “My
congrats !”

“TFhanks !” s-m. Figgins & Ce.

Tom Merry locl thoughtiul.

“¥ou haven't any ide
trouble 7" he asked, as the
way to the t.mkehop.

“Not the faintest!”
“And. what's more, I don’t jolly well
care !

Tom Merry did not reply to that.

“So you're 2 a big f(‘11 to
celebrate Ratelifi’s going, I ¥
said Manners. * Jnﬁy gozd idea

“Rather I said Falty Wynn heartily.
“I consider that the i"est i

“Of course, you chaps ar
Cy. will come over this evening?
Wigging, turning to Tom Merry.

Tom Merry hesitated. He liked the
New House master no more than did
Figgins & Co.

“We'll come!”
Lowther.

t is the

' Blake &
7 said

foniil

raid Manrners and

Pom Merry nodded, but did not speak. |

“That's that!” said Figgins. ['l\rﬂ{:
aver as soon after lessons as you can!
‘The juniors walked into the tuckshop,

where Fatty Wynn ordered the biggest
fced it had ever been his pleasurc to
order. Wynn did not tirouble abeut

money—Kerr was in funds.

Tom Merry & Co., their eyes opening
wider and wider as Fatty ordered article
after article, began to i’uok forward to
tha evening with renewed mterest

The: partook of a couple of cakes and
a hottle of ginger-beer, then left Figgins
& Co, to see about the feed.  As a matter
of st fact, Figgine and Kerr had very

I
little to do with it—Wynn was guite
capable of looking after that.

Jack Blake & Co. were in their study,
which was No. 6 of the Fourth Form
passage, when Tom Merry & Co. arrived
io give them Figgins & Co’s invitation.

They promised to be on the top line
two minutes after they were released
from classes.

And they kept their word, They hur-
ried straight from the class-room’ after
lessons to the New House, and made
their way to Figgins & Co.’s study.

The table was already laid, Fatty
Wynn had seen to that as soon as he had
got back from the tuckshop. The table
Iutem.lT:y groaned under the good things
upon i

The '\cw House Co. were there, and
with them was Redfern. y

“Wo've come!” said Blake cheeriiy.
“And I must say that table iz a real |
giddy &m!ure A pity old Rawhﬂ' can’t
Ivme giddy school uuy day in the

H , ha, ha 1"

# \‘.’e dml t want him to!" said F)ggms
promptly. *Once is enough! We den't
want to see him any more !

Fatty Wynn looked up from the fire,

TeE GemM leumr —Ne. 625,

e thelr |

said Figgine. |

i

ke was busy eocking sausages,
, and tomatoes. The fat junior's
cyes were spau‘klu‘g'.

1 suggested to Figgins that we should
].ew) up the day every month !” he said.

“But old Figgy doesn’t seem to cotton
o to the idea at alll”

“If it was only colton
necessary, my fat tulip,” said
‘l’d be on-the idea like a shot.
cash that’s necessary !”

“Well, we might when we're in
funds I said Fatty Wynn, with a glance
towards the good things on the table.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
arrived at moment, and D'Arey

hat  was
iggins,
But it's

ihat

No. 35.—TOWSER.

A noble animal. the properiy of
(-m.ge Herries, whu places his value
Has figured
ad\!.murm and
lms muly friends at St. Jim's; a few
real epemies, though the great
Arthur  Augustus D'Arey 'u-p.ircnll)
had a great objection to him.
doubtful, though, whether his (b
Jmlmn is so strong as he pretends it
be. No other dog in the world
hkn Herries' bulldog.

immediately became rigid. He had not
forgotten tho way in which the Co. had
spoken to him in Study No. 6 of the
Scheol House.

Monty Lowther saw what was happen-
ing, and went straight across the st: u'ly
to the nchle son of the house of Eas
W0

“Gusﬁy]" he said contritely,

D'Arey turned loftily, and surveyed the
Shell junior through his eyeglass,

‘Snrely we're going to be {friends—
we're all guests of Figgins & Co, you
know !” went on Lowther, * ».urciy you
won't spoll our enjoyment by not speak-
inyg to us?

“Arthur Augustus smiled slightly.

*Of course, if you look at it like that,

Lowthah: * he began.

“I do! Wedo! We does!”

“Then, of course, I accept your
apology ! said D’Arcy magnanimously.

‘Pway shake hands, deah boys !

| should be celebrated.
lgnger interrupt us when we want to _

He shook hands solemnly with Mon%ﬂ"

Lowther first, then extended his hand 1
Tom Merry and Manners. There W
not thu glmst. of a smile on the Sh
Junior’s lips.

Futty Wynn announced that the feetl
was ready a moment later, &
juni{lrs crowded round the tab
t was not room for the lap
and '\laxmers and Lowther st
sclves in the armchairs befora’

They lost nothing by so .
atts W ynn, despite his great liking for
& Tecd, would not let them go hungry in
order to satisly his own-appetite. Fatt;

Vyin was in his element as7
took caro that his guests la

There was little chatt.mg.
food was being consumed:

n was eal ng., Fij
ef, a cop of tea in: }us
*Gentlemen !” he sai

“MHear, hear!” said the gentlemen
w’nmlv

“1 rise to drink the haa]’l’h of the”
gucah’”

“What-ho!"

Thesiéalth was drunk with enEhu:lasm

-—in tea.

“We are gathe together on tJns—-
er—

“Suspicious occasion!” .murmured
Lowther, ™

“Rats! Shut up, TLowther, you
chump!” caid the chairman. “This very *

auspicious occasion, when a great piece ef
luck has come the way of your humble
friends—"

“ Hurrah !”

“Ratty, the beastliness of whom wou
all know, is hopping it from the nob’e
pn.cmc!a of dear old St. Jim's—-"

“Hurrah! Pip-pip!”

“Sa we're celebrating the event as it
The beast will no

entertain the gentlemen of the School
“Ripping "

“We shall be able to visit them more
often, because we shall have a lot less
lires to do—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

4o I ask you to raise your glagses—
nunto, 1 mean your cups, and drink to
our jolly good luek !

Figging & Co.’s eyes were glimmering

with excitement. The tyraut of the-
| New House was making his departure, -
| for what reason nobody as yet knew,

Bui Ratty was going, and that was .all
that mattered.

The health cailed fer was drunk, and .

Fatty Wynn rcfilled the oups. ~The
juniors gvere beginning to get excited.

Arl.bi Augustus, D’ Arcy rose to his
feet as soon as Figgins sat down, his
cup of tea in his hand.

* Gentlemen, I am not goin’ to muke a
long speech e%

“ Another plecc nf ek 177 chuckled -
Loxther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

o \\ea}lx deah boys—I mean, gcntle-
men,” st I Arcy, with dignity, “I

i lmr;, you're not goin’ to mﬁe“wupt me.

when weplyin’ to our fwiend Figgins”
bwilliant speech——-""
urrah! Loud
]'Jrfgms

*We wejoice with them, not so much
because old Watty is going, but because
il means so much to our wespected
fmends l'lggm»& Co. 1"

“Hear, hear |”

“So I ask all gentlemen of the School
House to stand, waise l]mr cups, and
dwink to_their gond luck 1"

The School House juniors rose to thei
feet as requested by their noble ch\::i
and the toast was dvruuk with increa:
enthusiasm.

cheers!” grinned




T and the corridors rang with

- Manr
the New

Every Wednesday,

rits of Lha juniora were rising
‘a8 t};;g; minutes sped by. They began to
gat_excited, and Lowther put the finish-
g touch to matters.

*For Ratty’s a rotten old rotter " he

“ni
e song was taken up with gusto,
their voices.

Fatty Wymn, who was far from
ul, was allowed to shout the words
ta'the gnDd old tune of “For he's a jolly
g,god fellow !’ uninterruptedly.

“ Where is Ratty 7" asked Tom Meiry,

o Bie
m[l

answer Figgira joy
“Come on, you chaps! Le
have that song again! It's top-hole!’
But the juniors were destined not to
sing it again. The door was suddenly
flung open, and Monteith, the New
Hoause prcfect walked in, and carefully
shut the door behihd him.
“Hallo, Monteith!” said Figgins

t]ujek-]iyi-I ““Come on, old son.  There
are still 4 fow sosses left1”

tea!"
8! Good old Monteith "
e’s a jolly good fellow !
started the song again, and
House préfect, althongh he
tried hard, could not get silence until the
Jjuniors from both Honses had fnished
rdaring out their delight.
“Ynu fathead; said

Monteith

H0h, come""sa d Tom Merry remon-
stratively.  ““ We're expnre:ug you to
make a speech—acknow!edge our, song,
you know !

“T'll speech you,
. Monteith, with o I gh. ow, ook
lmre. Fou chapa, this i3 not play mcr the
gam

"Bal Jove, Monteith!” exposlulaled
the swell of the School House., “I s
you know—-7"

“Shut up, D'Arcy, there’s a good
chap,” broke in Monteith. “I mean
\vhat I say. You fellows are not playing

the ghme!”

“But—but aren’t you glad old Ratty
is gomg #" demanded Figgins warmly,

s, T am, for that matter I’ replied
'\lﬁrtmlh instantly. “But I am not
showing it like you chaps are doing.
}'iay the game; don’t kick a man when

he’s down!"

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that,
deah boy ! exclaimed D’Arcy.

“My hat! Nor did I'”

The juniors locked at one another un-
easily, and the New House prefect took
his opportunity to rub it in.

“I don’t like the beast—ahem !—Mr.
Ratcliff, any more than you. But I draw
the line when it (nnms h) kicking a chap
when he’s down and out!”

“Down and out!” r.-chced the juniors.

“Yes. I don’t know exactly what the

trouble is, but T believe Ratty has been

tho victim of a swindling rotter who's
bunked with his cash and securities, Got
them on a forged order, or something.
That's why Ratty is leaving St. Jim's.
He can't keep up his position here, and
his domestic expenses elsewhere, on the
salary he gets at 8t. Jim’s. He's going
to find more lunmhu work, I think.”

“My hat!

“So there’s no need for vou chaps to
work yourselves up intoa pitch of excite-
ment just because he’s going. I'm glad
enough in one way, but when a rhnpa
down, I'm not kackmg him, however
much a rotter he is! And I'm sure, from
what T know of you fellows, that you're
not the sort to do so, either.”

The juniors were silent for a moment.
Then Tom Merry turned to the New
House prefect.

“You are right, Monteith,” he said
slowly. “The rotter—I mean, Mr,

F
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Ratciiff is down and out, if what yon
say is correct. There's no need for us
to rub it in!”

Figgins looked distressed, and Arthur
Augustus looked positively worried. Not
one of the juniors present had given a
thought to the t{rouble in which Mr.
Rateliff was involved. hey were only
glad because he was leaving St. Jim's.

Monteith nodded, and left the study.
Mr. Ratcliff, had he heard Alonteith's
words, and seen the effect they had had
on the juniors who were colebrating his
going, might have had a tremor of con-
science at the way in which he had
treated the House prefect.

But Mr, Rateliff knew nothing of what
had happened in Figgins & Co.’s study.
He was packing his bag, his face \\int_e
and tense, and a grim, bitter twist to his

ips.
The celebrations had rceeived a check,

No. 36._Mr. HENRY SELBY,
© MA

Third Form Master, Rather sour-
tempered and severe, and rtules his
juniors with a rod of iron. A good
master, nevertheless. Probably much
excuse for his severity, for he has
a very wnrnly crowd of youngsters to
y,'uvcrn Wally D'Arcy and his happy
band, though quite decent little
fellows, are sufficient in themselves to
tax the cnergy and patience of any
master.

and very soon after Monteith had gone
the School House ors _returned to
their own studics, leaving Figgine & Co.
thinking deeply over the words of their
prefect,

CHAPTER 4.
A Question of Help!
L1} HE question is—"
“Ta be, or, not to be!"

¢ Exactly !’

Jack Blake sat in the big
armchair in Study-No. 6, staring thought-
fully into the fire. Tom Merry & Co.
wero also in the study.

The juniors lnnked at the leader of the
Fourth Form Co. in surprise. It was not

like Jack Blake to be very sariouz.

Three-halfpence, 9

“What is the que 1, Blake?” asked

The question is," said Blake slowly.
“Is Rateli be helped, or is he not
to be hely

The_juniors nodded. The troubles of
the Now House master had  occupied
much of the juniors' thmlgh(: durmg the
night that had pi since the feed in
George Figgma

Monteith had touc! ud their soft spot.
When a man was down, the juniors of

Jim’s, like most qgnrhmen who
wed the-game, thought more of help-

g than kicking.

Hnd it been anybody else but Mr.
Ratcliff who was in trouble, there would
have already been many consultations
amongst juniors as to what was to be
done to help the troubled one. But Mr,
Ratcliff was not liked—he was hated by
the juniors at St. Jim’s,

The Now House master had only him-
sell to thank for the feelings of the
juniors towards him. He had ruled over
the fellows under his care with a rod
of iron, so to speak. He was a beast, as
they put it, and not even a just beast.

Much can be forgiven a man if the
punishment he ladles out s merited,
thongh it might be as stiff as the
imagination ean conceive, and far more
than fitted the crime. Mr. Ratcliff had
never thought of anybody’s feelings—he
had punished at every opportunity.

It was not to he wondered at that the
juniors were inclined to be joyful

ecause his reign had come to an end.
It was only natural. But Monteith bad.
touched them to the heart when he had
pul a check to the obmt:ona
ack Blak:

alrs.

f course, it for Figgins A Co. to
start a  whee said erry
thoughtfully. * We'll back l]mm up, if
they start something good.”

Manners and Lowther nodded, but
Blake & Co. merely looked tlmughtfu[

“Perhaps Figgay would wathah we
suggest it,” said D’ Arey slowly.  “You

“sea. deah boys, old Figgay and his chums

ones \\tl,m have suffahed
~.uni Blake.
we were helping Figgy
celebrat murmured Tom Merry. T
must say I feel a bit of.a pig for display-
ing joy L\e-:nu,o a man’s down. I should
like to wipe that o

“Weally, Tom uIe“’\\'V that’s just how
1 feel abeu: it, deah boy,” said D’Arcy

kly, T feel a beastlay pwig. How-

much a wottal old Watty was, ¥
th was ht when he sal

't be kicked.”
, if it was old Railton—"
bi\gm: Digby. .
That 3 @ different
p‘:wa Manners. “ Railton is a_jolly fine
(‘u{]) and Ratty is a rotter, Whether
we he
a rotter in my opiniol

The juniors agreed there. They could
never think of Mr. Rateliff in the same
way as they thouzht of their own IIouse-
masier,

“It's meorely a question of sym‘pa!h
said Tom Merry, “T know I've stoos
the Hall and seen a chap cxpcl!ed—u
rotter to the core, But I've folt =o1ry
Eur l‘llun A

fiave been th
most at Wa

es; yet still glad he’s leaving B8t.
Jim's!” Sﬂpplﬂmentﬂd Herries. “1 thinl
we might wait a day and see if Figgy
says anythmv If not, we might tact-
fully speak to him about it.”
“Yaas, wathah!" said D’Arcy. "Yol'_
could lcave that to me,-deah boys. It

would chumh a fellah of tact and
judgment- iy
“PBrrere " said '[.m\thu “Don’t joke

Tae Gem Liprany.—No. 625,

matter!” inter- '

Iped him or not, Jhe would still be .
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.
when there’s a sevious matter being dis-
cussed, Gussy!”

“Tm not jokin'i” exclaimed Gussy
indignantly. q

“Well, whatever you're doing, you're

to be funny, T suppose?” %m\cled

Lowther.  “Yon know perfectly well
that a delicate matter like_that can’t be
left in the hande of a Fourth Form
kid—"

 Bai Jove, Lowthat

“Fourth Form k
leaping to his feet,

roared Blake.
jolly well show

on—->""

i What Blake was going to show Low-
the was noi known, for at that moment
the door opened, and Figgins & Co.
appeared, 3

“J gay, you chaps, we want to spezk
to you!” said Figgins at once. “Sorry
{o stop your giving Blake a thick ear,
Lowther, but—" 2

“He couldn’t give a mouse a twisted
taill” snorted Jack Blake. “And Tl
jolly well show—" ]

“Shut up, there’s. good chaps!” said
Kerr quickly, “It's serious bizz we've
come over about.”

“Ratty?" asked Tom Merry. -

4 Veg” veplied Figgine. *The fact is,
we're. rather sorry we celebrated old
Raity's downfall. "Noi so much becaus>
he's down, you know, but because ald
Monteith rubbed it in_about kicking.”
“We see,” said Lowther, with a
chuckle. **You’re very lucid I i

“Rats!” growled Figgins, “The thing
ie, you chaps, do you think we could
dacently help Ratty, whilst feeling glad
at the same time that he’s left St. Jim's?”

“T think so,” said Tom Merry thought-
fully. “As a matter of fact, we were
talking about it hefore you came in.”

“Oht Perhaps you've thouzht of a
wheeze?” said Kerr,

“Not yet. But we'll help you_find
cne, and work it up for you if you like,”
answered Jack Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! Count on us, deah
boys1™” )

& Thanks muchly ! said Figgins grale-
fully, “We—we came to sce if it would
be all vight to do a chap a good turn
whilst intensely disliking him. 1t's a
funny way to put i, I know, but you
vhaps understand.”

“Wathah!”

“Quite s0,” said Tom Merry quietly.
“T¢'s a New House affair, really. We've
nothing much to do with R. —"

“And a jolly good job, to
Manners.

“But, going back te old Monteith,
when a man’s down I reckon it's up to
snme chap to give him a helping hand !
e has not enough friends, so we'll have
to help. The guestion that now arises
: »

. “How ™

“ Exactly !

The ijuniors Tooked rt one another.
They were not entering  with much
enihusiasm into the business of helping
Ar. Rateliff. But they were agreed that
something ought to be done. :

“The only thing is, we don’t want to
make a great show that is going to bring
us in the quids by the hundreds!” said
Figgins, with emphasis.

““Bai Jove! Why not, deah boy?”
acked Arthur Augustus, in surprise.

“Because that might bring him back to
At Jim's ! said Figgins.

“And that wouldn’'t do!” said Kerr

irmly.

".\?ot @ bit!” said Fatty Wynn, with
cmphasis,

“Just give him a buck-up,” went on
Figgins. “That's all we nced do. All
right1”
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The Schoolhouse juniors agreed wiih|
the New House Co. on that point. They
did net want Ratty back any more than
did Figgins & Co.

“It's a case of ‘abserice makes the
heart grow fonder ' 1 said Lowther, with
a chuckle. .

*“Ha, ha, ha!

“He has gone, I suppose?” asked|
Herries. H
“Yes; first train from Rylcombe this
morning ! replied Kerr. **Now, what

shall we dot”

Tt was rather surpeising that Figzins &
Co. had come to the Bchool House
fellows for help. A keen vivalry esisted
between the two Houses, and it was
usually eomething pretly big before
either House appealed to the other for

elp. ,
“ A sale of work?’ suggested Herries.
“Ratst  Sell old Towser!” snapped

said  Avilmr  Augustus

y “Wippin'  ideah, Digbay !
Towsah has no wespect whatevah for a
fellal’s twousahs, and 1 expect he would
fetch about a fivah at a show !”

Herries snorted.

“Ves, I'm likely to part with Towser
to help-a beast like Ratty ! he growled.
“Let me cateh anybody trying to sell
Towsy {”

dance?’  suggested DManners
thoughtfully.

The juniors nodded.
something in that,

“YWe want something new, if we can
think of it,” eaid Figgins.

““Then you've come to the right pluce
ta get it 1" said Blake warmly. * Always
rely on a School House chap to think of
anything that’s pew !”

“Rﬁ‘/i P

“ Look here—"" began Blake hotly.

“Chuck it, yon chaps!” said Tom
Merry hastily. ~“ Don’t row now. Wait
until we've thought of something !

“That’s the ticket!” said Lowther.

“If there was only ice ahout—"
began Tom Merry.

*“Aly hat!”

“Great Scott!”

“You were thinking of an ice carni-
val 7 asked Kerr quickly.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry. “But, you
sec, there’s no ice, and we couldn't fix
any particular day for that.” '

There might be

“Aight get Gussy to go and stare at|
i the river like “

at, Gussy,” he said, |
he staves at us sometimes!” suggestoed
Lowther. *That would freeze a blessed
iceberyg !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

_%That's all right, Gussy. You needn’t
apologise!”  said Lowther magnani-
mously.

“T wasn't going to apolozise, you ewass
ass!” snorted Gusey disdainfully.

“Then I accept it!” said Lowther
calmly.

D’Arey surveyed the humorist of the
Shell coldly, and Lowther grinned.

“Now, if you'd only go and stand by
the river like that, Gussy,” he said,
“vou'd freeze the giddy water!”

“And then we should be able to hold
the carnival,” said Manners, with &
chuekle.

“Bai Jove! Yon wottahs!” exclaimed
D'Arcy hotly. I shall be compelled to
administah—"

“Leave it till to-morrow, Gussy!” in-
terrupted Blake. “Look here, you chaps!
There's no reason why, we shouldn't have
everything ready for a carnival, and then
hold it when it freezes.”

“Quite s0!” agreed Tom Merry.
And so it was agreed that the juniors
should prepare for an ice carnival, to

Now N
SALE.

help Mr. Ratcliff through his troublous
times. S .
“It's too late to think of making .

the arrangements, or seussing (lo#aifé
before classes,” said Figgins. *Perhaps

we'll come over this evening after tea.”
“Come over to tea!” said Tom Merry
quietly. “Blake & Co. will be coming
along to our study. We're in funds just
now I’
“What-ho !” said Fatty Wynn heartily.
“Then that's that !” said Figgins. “ So-

long, you chaps!”
And the New House Co. deparied.
Tt was Kildare, captain of
St. Jim's, who gave vent:iio

‘M
that ejaculation. Kildare was

not at St. Jim's. Ie was walking down
the Strand, in London,

The St. Jim's captain was also eaptain
of games, and he had come to Londen to
buy some snorts gear, Kildare stopped
very suddenly as he saw that' which
caused him so much surprise.

Across the road stood a man. whose
clothes, though well cut and well made,
were covered with mud. There was some-
g very fam to Kildare abont that
it and its wearer when he first saw him.
But when the man turned and glanced
his way, Kildare recognised him.

“My hat!” he exclaimed again. “Iv's

19

CHAPTER 5.
Ralty in Rags!
Y hat!” i

Raity

Kildare did not stop and stare at Mr.
Ratcliff. He walked quickly across t)
road. Bui so bewildered was he by th
sudden appearance of a man who had left
St. Jim's a fortnight before that he was
almost knocked over by a motor-omni-

| bus,

But Kildare paid no heed to the abuse
which the driver hurled at his head.
Kildare could see Mr. Rateliff, , late
master of the New House at 8t. Jim's.

So far, Mr. Ratcliff had not ncticed
Kildare.  The first intimation he had
that Kildare was in London was when
he falt a light tap on his shoulders,

_ Mr. Ratcliff swung round, bitterness -
in his face.

“What— Oh, Kildare!” he gasped.

“Yes, sl said ildare warmly.
“What does this mean, sir?”

£  eizculated Mr. Rateliff. “ You

> now, Kildare?”

1 ir 1" answered the cap-
tain of St. Jim’s warmly., *Your sge
demands that respect, if nothing else
does—now.”

Even Kildare was not friends with
Mr. Ratchiff.  More than once theve
had been * words’ between the youthful
captain of St. Jim's ‘and the New
Honse master, and Kildare had generally-
come out hest.

But Kildare felt a great wave of pity
run through him as he saw the pitiable
plight of the late schoolmaster.

“Frcuse me, sir—ahem!—bui have
you—ahem !—had any grub?” he asked
nervously.

Mr. Ratcliff flushed,

“Th-th-thank yon, Kildare!” he stam-
mered.  “As a matter of strict fact, I
have not.”

“Then that's rather fortunate, sir,”
said Kildare with a smile, “because I
haven't, either. T should feel honoured,
sir, if you would be so kind as to accom-
pany me to a restaurant.”

Mr. Ratclifi stared at Kildare with
something like his cld stare.

“Are you sure, Kildare?” he asked
sharply. v

“Quite, sir!”

That was a white lie of Kildare's. Ho
had bicakfasted only an houi before, .
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. Kildare flashed past Tom Merry, and seemad almost inseparable from Monteith.
at the vital moment, and the race went to the School House.

(See Chapter 6.)

““ That’s the stuff to give them ? " roared Tom Merry-

But Kildare was twa feet in front

but he knew perfectly well that Mr.
Ratcliff would not accept any money
with which to pay for his meal. The
only course was to take Ratty into a
restauwrant.

Kildare looked !h'lrplf up and down
the street, and noticing a not too con-
spicuions restaurant, he led Mr. Ratcliff
to it

Tt was not until meat and bread and
fice was laid before them that Mr.
:Jiff spoke.

You have wondered what has hap-
1 to me, Kildare?” he asked quietly.
Well, ves, sir,” said Kildare frankly.

“Then I think that if T were to ex-
plain to you the cause of my sudden
dewnfall from prosperity, it would not
go any further ?” went on Mr. Rateliff.

“T'd--I'd rather not listen, sir.
Couldn't you- :

col

“But I wish to speak to somebody !”
said Mr. Ratc f" and his tone was as
bitter as e had ever heard.

*“Kildare, you do not know how abso-
lutely friendless @ man may be when he
is dawn 1”

“I've a good idea, sir,” =aid Kildare,
es the other hesitated,

*Ah!  An idea! That just about
sums it up, Kildare ! =aid \Ir Rateliff
bitterly. **No on#who hasnot suffered
us I have suffored #his last week or so
can know what it renlly means. 1 am
friendless. I am in rags!

“Not quite friendless. sir,” said Kil-
dare slowly. * You have one hern sir 1”?
" asked

“You bear no malice, Kildare "
iff incredulously.

““Then, for that T thank you. T heard
—1 thought everybody was dead against
me. But to tell you my story, Kildare.
Until the day before I left St. Jim's 1
was pretty well-to-do. Bul a man w huv;
name L need not mention forg
signature and secured some very \ahmbla

securities, not to mention a large sum
of money, from the bank in Ryleombe.
I had just passod through a cheque for

a considerable sum, and there was no cash
to meet it when the bank-manager came
to pay it out. He rang up the Head to
see if my security—if I was good enough,
as many words—to stand tho money,
as I \xau overdrawn at the bank.
poke to the manager myself, and

tht.n learm-d that 1 had already drawn
my securities and a buge sum—for a
man in my position, that is—the day be-
fore. 1 hadn't, Kildare! Not one
penny-piece did T draw fru-n the bank
myself. It was a forgery !

“My hat! Is it as bad as that, sir?™
said” Kildare in surprise. -

“Fvery bit!” said Mr. Ratchiff bit-
terly. “I have been trying to get work
to do—work that will bring me in suf-
ficient money. to keep body and soul to-
gether. But will they look at a man

of ny age, Kildare? Nof a bit of it!”

Never before had Kildare seen Mr.
Rateliff in so bitter a mood. It was
evident that he was suffering intensely
by reeson of his pesition.

Kildare slipped his hand carclessly
into his pocket, kept it there a mom
then drew it out. Mr. Rateliff did not
feel his hand as Kildare slipped into his
pocket a pound-note. That was all that
Kildare had left ont of the moncy he
had hreught with him,

“YWell, you must excuse me, sir!
said Klldme, gl\ncing at his wristlet-
wateh. “I promised the Hlead I would
be back by dimner-time today 1 can
only just catch my train.”

Mr. Ratchiff held out his Land.

“Thank you, Kildare!” he said grate-
fully, “I’m cbliged to you, and very
glad to have met you. But I do not
wish the Head to knosw that 1 am

this state of,poverty !”

“ Your w‘ix% sh;
said K.ildaru quiel
luck, sir!”

Mr. Rateliff nodded.

“Good-bye, Kildare!” he said.

They shook hands and parted, but
when he reached the door of the res.
taurant, Kildare suddenly stepped back.

“Watch the *personal’ column of the
¢ Daily Mail,sir!" he said quietly.

"Thé next mbment he had gone, leaving
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be respected, sir,’
“And jolly good
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Mr. Ratcliff to try and puu.e out what
he meant by that get remark.

Kildave caught his train with a few
minutes to spare, and although he had
papers to read, he could not fix his
attention to them, The picture of Mr.
Ratcliff, in his dilapidated state, was con-
stantly before his eyes.

He reported to the Head, but made
no mention of the fact that he had seen
Mr. Rateliff.

Five minutes later a fag poked Lis head
mto Tom Merry’s study.

“You're wanted!” he said, _peering at
Tom Merry. “And you're in for it!
Kildare doesn't half look wild I

“You cheeky " said Tom
Men‘y l’mi.l*}l

he fag Banged the door and ran off
as hurd as his legs could carry him. He
had no wish to see what Tom Merry

b7, M

“anted to jump so quickly from his chair

“Bcltcr go, T suppose 1” growled Tom
Merry. “Don’t think it's a row, though.
He's'been to London to buy sports gear,
so I expect ha wants to know what the
juniors want.”

“That's about it!” nzrued Manners.
© “Give him ‘my love, " ealled
out Lowther cheerily, as izla aadsr left:
the study.

Kidare was walking up and down his
study when Tom Merry entered in re-
sponse to Kildare's invitation.

““ Ah, Merry!” said the ecaptain of St.
Jim’s. “You can keep a secret, I sup-

ose ?
E"lom Merri stared. Kl.ldam did not
very often ask a Shell fellow to his study
to tell him a secret.

“My hat! Yes, of course!” he ex-
chimed.

. “Well, T saw Mr. Rateliff to-day-

© “Great pip! In London 0

“Yes; he told me a story—a pitiful
story, I might mention. He was in
rags, Merry, or jolly near it.”

“ My un]y aunt! Is it as bad as that,
Kildare?

“Apparcu.‘l_/ s0, Merry. He nsked me
nrot to tell the Head. I haven't done so,
but he didn’t say 1 was not to speak to
von. You will see that it does not get
abroad—it might reach the Head's cars.’

“Sure!” said Tom Merry warmly.
“PBut I suppess I can tell my chums—
they will keep it dark enough?”

Kildare hesitated.

“Seeing that T was going to ask you
somethmg I think you may as well,” he
said slowly, “Look here, Merry ! What
I want to know is—can’i vou juniors
do mmatlnu;fnr Ratiy—I mean, Ar.
Ratchiff 2

“We are—when the time r.-cmer"' said
Tom Merry.

He told Kildare how they had made up
their minds to hold am ice’carnival if the
chance came.

Kildare's eyes shone.
< “That's a topping ahmt"
2T hope it freezes soon !
© “We shall have the races, but no
All the entrance fhes will 0 to
After the races, the skates
will be"sold by anction—all that goos to
the funds. I think we should get a
decent bit, Kildare.”

“T dare say you \v_ill N
Kildare. “An j’
pleased with you
concerned-——"

“Figgins & Co., as well,”
‘Merry hastily.

Kzl:]are started. .
“Figgins & Co.!” he repeated.
they anxious to help Ratcliffe, too?
" “Rather!1” said Tom Merry heartily,

¢ They came over and saw ua about it.”

“Then. they're good chaps!” said
Kildare warmly. ““ Anyhow, it's in keep-
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he said

v 1" said
T’n} very
fer juniors

said Tom

« Are

ing with the characier they've got—
sportsmen all 1"

“Rats! A_he'n' Serry, Kildare, old
chap, but you're talking rot,” said Tom
Merry, flushing slightly.  “You ecan
leave the bizz to me, and we'll help old
Ratty. Oh, but how are we going to
find_him 7

“1 tol_d him to watch the ‘Personal’
eolumn in the © Daily Mazil,” ** explained
Kildare. “He will do so. We can

advertise for him when we want him.”

¥ Good!" said Tom Merry.

Manners and Lowther were as sur-
prised as Tom Merry had beea when they
were told that Mr. Ratcliff was in rags.
They felt more pleased than ever that
they had decided to help him.

When the Shell juniors went to Study
No. 6 and told Jack Blake & Co., they
were inclined to be doublfu'l The idea
of Ratty in rags was a little too thick to
thmk about, as Blake gaid.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed D'Arcy dis-

tressfully, “Doi Jove! I think I will
send Watty the fivah T had fwom the
patah this mornin’. I'm fwightfully

iear such bad mews, Tom

i yow aent that. fiver a\wly'"

“I'm wanting to borrow some
5 buy Tewser some hiseuits!”
Towsah van starve, deah
1 Gussy warmly.
“Do you mean to say. that you'd allow
to starve before that rotter
R demanded Herries hotly.
")ana. “wathah! Watty is a wottah,

but he is some use on earth!” said
n A\rcy witheringly.

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

wt was too much for Herries, He

ed at his noble chum, and the two
d on to the floor.

Yow! Gewwoff, Hewwies,
FOou wi — Yow!” velled D’Arcy.

“Ow!” roared Herries, as a fist
crashed into his ear. “Yow! Oh, my

hat! Gussy, you—you chump——"

“Drag him of, Blake !”

Tom Merry and Jack Blake. chuckling,
dragged the combatants aport. TVArcy
-*DJF panting for breath, and very
murh dls evelled. -

“Don't you speak of Towser like that
-\za:n vou dummy !" snorted Herries.

“1 wefuse to be called a dummay!”
shouted Gussy. “Weleass me, Blake!
1 desiah to administah a feahful—"

“You'll both get bumped in a
minmte 1" said Blake darkly.

“Well, he shouldn't—""

“Hewwies shouldn’t—"

“Qh, chuck 'em out!” growled Blake.

Herries was seized by Tom Merry and
Digby, and Monty Lowther and Jack
Blake grabbed D’Arcy. In a moment
the two juniors were being whirled to-
wards the door.

“Welease me, you wottahs!" shrieked
D'Arey.

“You

erries.

The burbling chumps and the rofters
did not stop in their efforts. DArcy
and Herries wers pitched into the
corridor, and the door was banged.

For a moment Herries and D’Arcy
lirled threats to the juniors behind the
closed door, but, realising their im-
potence, went to the dormitory to chango
%heu' collars and wash the dust from their
aces.

burbling chumps!” howled

CHAPTER 6.

The Ice Carnival.

" RRRR! It's cold!”

Monty Lowther shivered and
stooped down befere the fire in
the study. He Hadl been down

to the gates to post a letter.

t ! thought you w

“3plendid!” said Tom Merry em.hu-
sinstically.
Lowther looked round at his leader.
“Eht"

““Splendid I repeated Tom Merry, -

“ Look hers, Tommy I” said Lowther
heatedly. “If you say it is splandnd ba-
cause I'm shivering with cold——"

“I don't! "' interrupted_ Tom Merry
cheerfully.  “I am saying that it's
splendid because it may [freeze, and we
shall bo ablo to hold the ice carnival I

v hat! T'd forgotien all about
that!” said Lowther quickly. ‘' Great
pip! I impe it freezes like one o’clock I"

Lowther's hopes were fulfilled. [t
froze hard during the night, and the
next morning, when Tom Merry hurried
to the window of the dormitory, he gave
& cry of joy.

“Hard ns nails, T'll bet!” he said joy-
fully. “Come on von chaps. Turn out,
and we'll go over 'and see Figgins & Co.*

Figgins & Co. were up and dressed and
in their study when Tom Merry & Co.
put in an appearance. Figgins nodded
cheerfully.

“ Hallo, 3&? chaps " ‘he cried. “We
were comingi$wver to see you, only we

uldn't be up yet!”
om Mesry 0. wrathfullv
their, New House 1

“ Eatheads !™ said anr@ w
ingly.

”(,mlmp * snorted Tom

“ Asses! growled Lowther. §
Tiggins & Co. returned the glare Mlh
interest,

“If you've come over for a thick ear or
three before breakfast,” he said warn-
ingly, “you'rs going the right road to
get them !

“Rats!"” snorted Tom Merry again.
“You couldn’t give a mouse a fat ear!”
It looked like trouble between the two
Co’s. But the arrival of Jack Blake &
Co. stopped it.

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy.
chaps up

R 're in bed and fast asleep!™
er, with a chuckle. “F sup-
.pose chumpg have come over to tell

Figgins & Co. that it's freezing ?”
“Just the very thing, my son,”
Jack Blake. "Isn't that so, Dig?”
“1t is!" agreed Dighby. “Ts that what
vou came for, Herries !

“ Precisely I said Herries solemuly.
“T don’t know what Gussy thinks about
it

“ Pwecizelr the same as Blake !” said
D'Arcy, with a chuckle,

Lowther flushed. z

Look here, you chumps—" he
began hotly.

“Don’t “quarrel in the Now House,
please,” said Kerr with emphasis on.ths
fast wor Wcm quiet, respectable
fellows over here !”

School House juniors glared at New-
House juniors, and once again trouble |
was averted by the arrival of another

arty. Monteith walked into the study,
Em eyes gleaming with pleasure and ex-
[:lte!m‘-
ppmg frost, you chaps!” he said

aru

ferry.

“Are you

said

i Gomg to hold your ioce
carnival to- day ?"”

“We is!" said Lowther, with a
chuckle. “That is, if the Head says tho

river is safe !”

“Good ! said Monteith.
my skates out!”

The fact that there ‘was going to be an
ice carnival as soon as the river was safe
was well known fo everybody at St
Jim's. There was excitement in the air
the whole of the mor'mng

But Dr. Holmes, wh

wea thick

the river to see .m%‘;
enough to hold Half 3 im’s, came

“I muet get

whosment down to

back, and sternly forbade any skating
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until later in the day. As it was then
freezing hard still, the fellows were not
so downhearted as they might otherwise
° have been,
1t was a Baturday, and thercfore no
lessons were held duving the afterncon,
It was moreover, fortunate that thece
was no football match for juniors or
seniors that day.
Al five o’clock the Iead gave the wore
-y.that skating might commence. But it
was pitch dark,
he moon would be up in a couple of
hours, but that would be too late to start
tacing. The next day was Sunday, and
there could be no skating. The juniors
also had to face the fact that a thaw
might set in at any moment,
1t was decided to raid the neighbouring
woods, and make torches: Half the
Lnuors of St. Jim’s followed Tom Mejsry
Co. in the raid, and torches were scon
obtained.
Nobody knew exactly what was

zoing
to happen, save the three Co.’s. The
fellows were ssked, by notices stuck on
all boards, to congregate on the river-
bank the first time skating was allowed.

That was enough for the majovity of
fellows. They were content to wait and
gee what Tom Merry had up his sleeve.
It had been arranged amongst the three
0.'s that Tom Merry should be leader,
e had thought of the carnival.
t-half-past five the roads were liter-
teeming with juniors and seniors of
both Houses. Everybody had pairs of
skates slung over their shoulders by the
straps.

The torches were not lighted until the
ciowd  reache: ¢ river-bank. Tom
Merry & Co., with Figgins & Co., and
Jack Blake & Co., were well in front,
and there was a small mound of old logs
erected by the time the majority of the
fellows arrived.

‘Tom Merry got.straight te work.

“Light up some of the torches, you
chiaps!™ he shouted.

The torches were lighted, and pre-
sented a pretty pieture as & rned
brightly, throwing a vellow I the
faces of the assembled fellows™Trom St.
Jim’s.  All round the frost hung on the
botghs of trees and on the bank of the
river.  The ice glimmered enticingly
under the light of the torches.

Tom Merry climbed on top of the logs.

“(,.‘:enﬁcmuni" he shouted. “We are

et

* Hurrah 1"

“Don’t interrupt, there’s good chaps!”
£aid Tom Merry pleadingly. “We have
not much chance. I am much cobliged
to you all for keepin%‘ off the ice until
now. I asked you, in the notices I placed
on the boards, to keep off, as we desired
to hold a"cs.rnivul for a very charituble

chject—

“0ld Ratty would be pleased to know
we referred to him as a charitable
object " said Lowther.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“8hut up Monty I said Tom Merry

- angrily, “Blake, biff him if he inter-
rupts again! Gentlemen, I want you to
"+ . place confidence in me when I say that
" the charges being made for racing are
.z poing to a worthy cause! I am nob at
iiber_fy to say why we want the money

“I know—and it’s sound enough!™
sang out Kildare,

There was no mistaking Kildare's
voice, and loud cheers greeted his words.
‘When the ceptain of 8t. Jim's backed up
the captain of the juniors there was yo

- doubt that things were strictly on the

square.
Not that the {ellows would not have
- taken Tom Mes#y's word for it. The

3 popular az Kildare,
re!” said Tom Merry,
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with a-laugh. “Much obliged for those
few words ! ntlemen, there are going
to be races—everybody who goes on the
ice is ex?ec!cd to drop a boblet into the
coffers of the Co.”

*“ Hurrah 1"

*Gentlemen not dead set on the giddy
races,” went on Tom Merry, warming to
his work, “are requested to line the
route with torches!”

** Hurrah 1

“Will the leaders of the different
Forms please get, up their own races

whilst we take in the splosh?”
“They will!™  yoared the whole
essembly.

*Then please come round in a queue.
drop in your boblets, and get on the
icl? P sang out Tom Merry enthusiastic-
ally,

** Hurrah !** .

The fellows, entering into the fun of
the proceedings, lined up, singing and
ing jokes, ;

The three Co.’s held out their eaps,
and the “bobs ™ poured into them.

Some fellows dropped two or more
shillings.  Kildare was seen to dvop a
pound-note, which Tom Merry picked
out of his cap and slipped into his pocket,
with a grateful smile. Tt would be safer
here, as it might otherwize have blown

away.
" Many of the fags had come, and Wally
D’Arcy, the young brother of thetmore

stately Gussy, was amongst the skaters. !

old Tommy!” he sang out
cheekily, es he dropped two shiliings
into Tom’s cap. “If you would induce
Gussy to lend me a threepenny-bit I'd
give you that at once !
veally, Wallay !
elder brother. *VYou should not joke
about a sewious maitah like this! If
you want any money I shall be glad o
Tend it you!’
¢ ii‘Dish it out, then!” said Wally cheer-
ully.

Gussy searched through his pockets,
and flushed. Ile had not a penny-piece.

“I'm sowwy, Wallag—"

“Been spending your cash in riotous
living, I suppose!” said Wally severely.

“No; as a matlah of fact, deah Loy,
I've given it all away!”

YOht

Wally did not say any more. ITe knew
that Arthur Augustus, with his usna!
generosity, had dropped every half-penny
he had into the pile of silver collected.

At last the final shilling was dropped,
aud the whole of St. Jim's almost was
on _the ice.

The route where the races were to be
held was lined on two sides by fellows
holding torches. Races were held, and
the excitement rose to fever pitch when
it became kuown that Kildave, Darrel,
and Monteith were to race down the
whele of the lighted route.

The fellows lined up in two long rows,
keeping a wide lane of beautifully smaoth
ice clear for the competitors,

Tom Merry was asked, and accepted,
the job of judging the result. He waited
at the end of the line for the competitors
to come down the “lane.”

The light from the torches was so good
that he could sece the start. Kildare and
Monteith came away together, Darrel not
getting into his stride quite so quickly
a8 the other two seniors,

“Go it, Kildare !

““ Stick it, Monteith !

“New House!"”

“ School House!”

The scniors raced at terrific speed.
Darrel had picked up some of the ground
he had lost at the start, and when two
liundred sards from Tom Merry they
were almost level. Kildare was a foot
or so in frout.

**Bchool House!”

expostulated his

Three-halfpence E

“Kildare!”

“ No—Monteith 1"

Darrel tried haid to keep up the pace,
but Kildare was too strong for him.
Monteith kept it up, however, and the
two seniors raced neck and meck, with
Darrel a_couple of yards to the rear.

Tom Merry could have danced with
excitement as the racing seniors ap-
proached him. He knew that it waa
going to be a close race. Kildare put on
a spurt, which Monteith answered with
another.

Neek and nock! Fifty yards—forty—

* No—yes—yes 1"

Kildare flashed past Tom Meryy
seemned _almost inseparable from
icith, DBut Kildare was two feet in front
at the vital moment, and the race went
o the School House.

“That’s the stuff to give them !” roared
Tom Merry. “Here, come on, you
chaps! More House races!”

The idea was taken up on all sides,
and the two Houses pici(mi their own
teams. There were four in a team, twc
from each House. Kildare and Monteith
offered to act as judges, and Tom Merry
was released from the enerous position.
There might have been trouble with only
a junicr to say which House had won!

CHAPTER 7.
‘H

. Once a Rotter!
again.

1
Tom Merry roared out as ho
saw the dim figure of a skater
on the ice.
Where's that cash?” he shouted

The figure seemed to spurt.

Figgins & Co., Jack Blake & Co., with
Manners and Lowther were tying up the -
silver they had collected into their hand.
kerchiefs and scarves. They were almost
out of range of the light cast by. the

mru}}‘\ea, i i ik
They looked up ey hep}i Tom
M‘e‘rry‘s stentorian cry. B

welsher 27~ demanded-.” Menty
Lowther loudly.

“Yes. Come on, you fellows!” cried
Tom Merry, * After him!”

D’Arcy came sweeping towards them, a
torch in his hand. He was a graceful
skater, and looked fine as he appreached
the juniors, '

‘- “C'ome on, Gussy ! roared Jack Blake.
“There's a bilker1”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Gussy indig
nantly. “The wottah!”

Ife changed his direction, and sped
after Tom Merry, who was already down
the river after the figure he had seen,

D’Arcy was fast, and caught up with
the Shell leader.

“T vote we bump the wottah when we
catch him!” gaid D’Arcy, in’ disgust.
*Faneay bilkin’, bai Jove! He's the only
one that has [” .

“Rather !” said Tom Merry grimly.
“If he’s anything like my weight, I'll
punch his silly napper ™

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Hi! Where’s gour cash!” roared
Jack Blake, spurting on behind the
leaders.

Tom Merry discovered, as they began
to overhaul re in front, that his
hepes of punching bilker's head was
remote.  The figure was not & member of

St. Jim’s at all, but a man.

He carried a bag in his hand, and every
now and then he would turn his head o
see how far he was from the juniors of St

im’s,

Tom Merry frowned, )

“That’s not a St. Jim's chap,” he said
slowly. “But I'll wager he’s been up to

Tug Gem Lisnany.—No. 625,
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1io good ! See? Ie keeps louklng round
to see if we are near him!"

“Bai Jove! I was thinkin® the same
thing, deah boy!" exclaimed IArcy.
“I vote we collah him !”

“No harm in that!” said Tom Merry,
*We can apologise !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Dut they were saved the trouble of
apclorrismg The man in front suddenly
struck a piece of wi that had frezen
mto the top of the ice, and was sent
spra\v]mg.

‘hey were going at a trmﬁ speed,
and it needed all the juniors’ ekill to steer
clear of the man, for. they had not been
Efteen yards from him when he fell.

D’Arcy held the torch high as he swept
past the fallen man, and turned swiftly
to come back.

The bag the man had carried had burst
open, and several bundles of paper were
scattered on the ice.

Arthur Augustus slowed down as he
approached the man, who was sitting up,
rubbing one arm.

“Kxcuse me, deah sir,” said D’Arcy
politely.  “But vou appeah to wathah
dwead our catchm you up! I hope
theah’s nothin’ w" on" i

The man smiled

“Not at all. If you would leave me
your torch, I eould pick up tlie papers
that have fallen from my bag without
troubling you,” he said. “ Poubiless
Il:]:es somebody waiting for rou down

D’Arcy hesitated. e was suspicious,
for the man had done his level best to
get away from them. Ilis anxiety to do
80 was obvious from the many times he
had turned his head. An honest man,
reasoned I¥ Arcy, would have asked them
what they meant by it.

" As he {N!Blf!h'd Tom Merry came up.
Plake, Manners, and Lo were com-
ing in opposite (]nrechon Tom
\Merry went straight to ono of the
bundies of papers, and picked it up.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy heard him
gasp in surprise.

‘ Banknotes !" exclaimed Tom Merry,
beiween his teeth.

The man on the ice swore bencath Lis
breath. He ahi gered to his feet, stiding

untll he gained his balance.
ut them in the bag, please!” he
#aid buskdy “They belong to me!”

Tom Merry picked up another bundle of
papers, and gave still another gasp.

“Ratcliff !"" he shouted, in his excite-
ment. Here. collar him!"

The juniors had gathered round the
man, and they made for him as Tom
ery shouted. But the man was too
quick for them. He fAung out both arms,
sweeping the juniors clean off their
balance.

Manners and Lowther slipped to the ice
with a crash, a om Merry and
D’ Arcy crashed into one another in their
effort to grapple with the man.

ey went to the ice, and by the
iime they got to their feet the man was
well down the river.

“Let him go !” panted Tom Merry, for
the breath had been knocked out of his
_tudy by the fall. *We shall never catch

im! IHere! Look at these apers !

‘The torch had been sent flying out of
D’Arcy's hand as he collided with Tom
Merry, but it stil rned on the ice.
He quickly pick up, and hurried
to the side of his chuma.

The papers in Tom Merry's ha.nda were
Becurities, and across the top of each
bundle was n alxp of pa ]})er bearing the
vame “RATH FF " inlarge capita.'la.

“The loss oi t.haso put Ratty in rags!”
said Tm:n Merry, between his teeth.
¢ Now wo've got them back he'll have to
have , Figgy !”
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“He's loakmg ucflh:r the cﬁs‘h with Kcrr

and Wyn ack Blake. “My
hat! He’ll be sorry to hear of this little
capbure !

“Bai Jove! TPoor old Figgay!” said

D’Arcy sorrowfully.

Not one thought did the juniors give to
what the capture of the papers meant to
Mr. Ratcliff, other than that they would
lxrmf; him back to St Jim's, = Their
whele thoughts were for. Figgins & Co.,
who would have to suffer anew the ruling
of the bullying master,

“Come on!” said Tom Merry, with a
shrug of his shoulders,  *We must go
and see Kildare!"

“Bai Jove! What a surpwise!”
lated Gussy.

The juniors gathered up the remaining
bundles of papers, and Tom Merry placed
them in the bag, and, with D’ Arcy light-
ing the way, the juniors raced back to the
scene of the carnival.

As they approached, the excited shouts
of the fellows became louder and louder,

ejacn-

Figgins & Co. were on the bank, still
tying up the cash for Ratty, when the
juniora came upen them.

“Iere, ¥iggy!"” said ’iam Merry,

“That little lot is no good!"
Figgins & Co, stared.
“My hat

prise. T

thergabouts 1

ut — but Ratty will be coming
mek " said Tom Merry quietly.
“C-c-c-coming back " stammered Fig-
gins & Co. in unison,

“Yes. That rhap we chased wasn't &
bilker at all!™ ained Tom Merry
softly. * He had Ratty’s secuu‘ues in
a bng and bundles of banknotes!”

“My-m-m-my hat !” stuttered Figgins,
leaping to hm feet.  “Th-th-that's put
the lid on it !

Gg gnodneas gracious !
Fatty Wynn.

Kerr was silent, but a bitter smile
curled at the corners of his lips,

It was some minutes before Figgins &

Cui reeovered f&'om ;ttsmrka’}bmuhmeut

and cl in, and could ask Tom Merry

all thahﬂad happened.

“1 suppese the chap missed the even-
mg train to London,” said Tom Merry.
“The ice would be the guickest way to
Wayland Junction. That's my opinion
of hew he came to be here!™
e tl?n ovel I mnevah thought of

a

“But that doesn’t explain why he
bunked. He could have stopped, and we
should have seen fhat he wasn't a St
Jim's chap!” said Manners,

“Ah, but I shouted, ‘Where's that
cash p7mmm . of course, the bob to go
on the ice. He ‘st hava' thought other-
wise, and taken it for ranted that we
knew all about his pinching the a«’ﬂnr
ues and cash. Therefore, he bunked I’

“Bai Jove!”

“That's about right, Tomm} "

*And the rotter will be coming back,"”
said Figgins, between his teeth.

“Perhaps he’ll be all right when he
hears about this,” said Herries con-
solingly.

‘ Perhaps he won't!” snapped Figgins.

Kildare came racing up a moment
later, and his eyes flashed as the news
of the capture was told him.

“I'm_very glad—for Ratty's sake,”
said Kildare quietly. “But—but I'm
sorry for youw chaps, in a way."

“So are we!” growled Kerr.

“What's going to be done with the
cash? asked Fatty Wynn, “Shall we
stand a feed Lo all the chaps?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Trust Fatty to think of a feed "' gaid
Lawtlmr. with a chuckle.

“No!” said Kildare ﬁrm]y. “Tt will

am:ulabed Figgina, in sur-
ere’s  twenty quid liere, oe

" stammerad

1 pound which Kildare

go to the Cottage Tospital, if the chap
are willing,”

The chaps proved willing, but !h(s-ro
was considerable surprise when they wera
told that the *charitable object” whe
had needed the cash was no longer
necessitous.  Bur  they were willing
enough to let the money go to the
Cottage Hospital.

The ice carnival had been a greak
success, and no one knew what a great
blow to iheir joy and happiness the
transferring of the monies received really
meant to the juniors,

There was no smile on Figgins & Co.’s
faces as they returned to St. Jim’s, their
hards deep in their pockets,” They felt
more  bitter than ever towards their
master,
ildare reported to the Head as sgon
as he got back to St. Jim's, and Dr.
Helmes was eager to know all that had
happened, He sent for Tom Merry, who
explained the chase on the ice, the fall
of t!w thief, and his subsequent nscaglc.

Howcvﬂr ”* said the Head, “ we have
the money, and Mr. Ratcliff can be
found, I dare say, by the lnsertmn of
advertisements in the papers.”

Dr. Holmes did not know that, but for
Kildare having slipped a pound-note into
the master's pocket, he would not have

been able to buy papers in which to see 2

the

advertisements.

“1 think you are right, sir,” said
re. “Might I suggest the
sonal *  column . of the * Dail)(

\in'l e

Tom Metey chuckled inwardly as he
listened.  Kildare had quickly thought

of how it was best to let Mr. Ratcliff
have the good news—good news to Mr.
Ratchiff, at least.

The Held nodded.

“That is a very able nuggestxun,
Kildare,” he said applovmgly will
send a letter to the offices at once,” g

Tom Merry was dismissed,
returned to his study.

and

Tt 'was Tuesday morning that ell St.
Jim” w that Mr. Ratcliff was coming
back™a. the school. Many fellows who

were sorry he had gone. in such trouble,
suddenly - discovered they were wmore
sorry still that he was coming back.

This spplied particularly to the New
House juniors. They were literally mad
with disgust. They had thought the
tyrant had left them “for ever. But now
he was coming back.

Kildare was going to London to meet
him. That was all the school knew about
the business. But Tom Merry rightly
guessed that it was to eqnip the House-
master in new_clothes that K#ddare had
really gone to London.

The advertisement, as everybody knew,
asked Mr. Ratcliff to meet Kildare at
Euston Station at noon on Tuesday. But
not one fellow at St. Jim's ever knew
how much careful suggesting it toak
before Kildare was ab?o to get what he
wanted into the paper.

Mr. Ratcliff arvived, and went straight
to the Head.

“I am very glad see you back, Mr.
Rateliff,” said Dr. Holmes, shaking the
master warmly by the hand. * Very glad
indeed! T regret, Imwe\sr. to see that
you are looki g ill.  Half-starved, T
might have sai

“Ome finds it difficult to eat when one
is troubled” sir,” said Mr.
Ratxhﬂ' easily.

Holmes had been far nearer the
tmth than he thought.

Mr. Ratcliff had certainly not-starved,
bul he had gone sparingly  into
d lefi in his,

in mind,

pocket,
Kildare had received that pound nols

[ on his ‘way back to St. Jimplowith the

-
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Housemaster. But Kildare did not tell
his companion what the thiee Co.’s of St.
Jim’s had done for him, or how the
money, originally intended for him, had
beon sent to the Cottage Hospital, .

As they fully expected, Mr. Rafcliff
very soon made his presence felt amongst
the juniors of the New House. Figgins
& Co. were the first to rub against him.

ey were in their etndy, sit-
ting moodily before the fire, when the
door was opened without the preliminary

“ Figgins 1"

Figgins turned quickly as the old
bated, metallic tones reached him.

*“Yes, sir?” he asked slowly.

‘*Have you done those lines I gave yon
before I—ahem !'—before I went away?
demanded Mr. Ratcliff,

Figgins & Co, started.

“N-n-no, si said Figgins Jamely.

“Then you will do four hundred:!”

ped Mr. Ratcliff. “That will per-

sITap
‘- haps teach you that when T pive an order

it is to be carried out! See that I have
them by to-merrow evening!”

And Mr. Ratcliff left the study—and
left an impression upon the juniors they
were not likely to forget. Mr. i
had not been in the House moie than an
hour before he had gone tc see.if Figgine
had written the lines!

It was not to be wondered that the
juniors stared, their eves flaming with
anger, at one another.

‘' The awful beast !" eaid Figgins hotly.

“The rotter!” snapped Kerr angrily.

“T'd keep a chap like that without
grub for weeks!” said Wynn grimly.
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Tom Merry & Co, came over to the
New House study after tea, and found
Figfina & Co. very downhearted. They
could hardly believe their ears when they
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think of it, he was something like you!"
He broke off as he realised what ha
was saying. But it was too late,
Mr. Ratcliff snatched at the cane on'

were told of Mr. Raicliff’s visit to “the~fdbis desk, and Tom Merry's eyes flashed,

juniors,

“Did you ever?” asked Tom Merry.

“No, never!” said Manners and
Lowther together.

**All of the—— Hallo, Gussy, what's
the trouble?” said Tom Merry, as the
Fourth-Former entered the study.

“Watclif wanis you, Tommy!” said
Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy. “I say,
Figgay, you look down.”

“1 feel it!” growled Figgins.

He explained to D’Arcy the cause of
his downheartedness,

Tom Merry, with a nod, went off to the
Housemaster’s study. He found Mr.
Rateliff sitting at his desk, poring over
the securities recovered from the man
during the carnival,

“You were, I understand, largely
responsible for the recavery of these
securities, Merry,” said Mr. Ratcliff at
onee. ‘' At the same time, I understand
it wes a pure accident that put you on
the man’s track.  However, thank you!”

“Yes, sir!” said Tom Merry die-
gustedly.

He moved towards the door, with the
intention of leaving.

“One noment,” said Mr. Rateliff.
“Did you—er—did you sce the man,
Merry?" -

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry quietly
and coldly.  “He was fairly tall, well
built, small, cunning eyes, a dark
moustache, and—and, yes, sit—come to

Then the Housemaster seemed to gulp
something out of his throat, and moved -
his hand away from the cane,

“*That—that is all, Merry,” he said.

Tom Merry left, and ran off to Figgins
& Co., when he found Jack Bmke & Co.
had joined D’Arcy, Manners, and
Lowther,

They roared with laughter when he
told them what he had said.

“I don't take back a syllable!” he
said, when he had finished. ~ “Of all the
rotten rotters, he's the rottenest!”

“Hear, hear!” assented the juniors.

“I—=I—I wish he was still in rags!”
said Fatty Wynn fiercely.

The_other juniors thought much the
same, but it was no good their wishing.
Mr. Ratclif was master of the New
House, and it was certain that whilst he
held that position, Figgins & Co. would

ave & warm time.

As a result of the business which had
taken Mr. Rateliff from St. Jim’s, the
Juniors consider that there are occasions
when it is permissible to kick a man
when he's down.

. They raised their boots, as Figgins put
it, but did not kick. But he was jolly
certain they would kick if the opportunity
should arise again!

i THE END,
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CHAPTER 1.
Eaeinies in the Making,
HROUGHOUT the whole of the
kingdom there is no othe o0l
quite like “Harmood's A
home college for the sons of
Britons over-seas ™ is the deser
which the founders themselves
iven it.
From great sheep-farms, from catrle-

@

ha

ranches, from tea-plantations, and trad-

nz-stetions, from every far-flung outpost
»f Empire, and from uﬁ manner of queer
scttlements where the Union Jacl
symbol of power, Harmood's boys
come.

The school itself stands in one of the
fairest parts of England, not very far
tom the old-world town of Bigelesdale,
and on an elevation overlooking the river
which plays such a big part in the sport-
ing life of Harmood's.

It was on the day following the river
finals that Jim Quinton, who, yesterday,
had_stroked the winning senior four,
strolled into the Sixth Common-room.
Even .among the crowd of giants which
made this year's Sixth something of a
reeord, Quinton scemed to stand on a
pedestal of his own. When he actually
stood among the others this afternoon the
difference was accentuated by his dress.

Practically all the ather fellows were in
shorts, and wearing sweaters, or at least
soft collars and flanncl coats. Quinton
wag arrayed in dark tweed and wore a
stiff collar, while a hard felt hat was
stuck firmly on his head, and he carried
a stick and gloves. One would have
judged him for a very determined young
man of business rather than a schoolboy.
But then Harmood’s turned out men !

““All dressed up and nowhere to go!”
one of the fellows in the Common-roora
called out. “What's the game to-day.
Quinton? What about the spread this
afternoon.”

“Off I Jim Quinton, over six fect in
height, and broad in proportion, squared
himsell and faced the gathering. *“T'm
sorty, you chaps, but I've got another
appointment. Just seen the Head, and I
have to go! We'll have the birthday
spread to-morrow. The stuff will keep all
right till then. I'm very sorry!”

Eiveryone in the room had wakened up
now.  There were more questions and
comments, but everyone accepted the sad
mews. Quinton's grand birthday celebra-
tions were postponed till the morrow.

There was a general conversation going
on before Quinton could escape. Two
or three were anxious to know if he had
really heard the very latest scream. It

/7
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was too funny altogether! Br:
the outside edge and the froze

“What's Bracster done now?
was anxious to hear the yarn.
“He hasu't tried the
then?” Willoughby asked
t on the other three of the Senic
Want: to boivow cne of the
zongs to show his dear pater,
coming to sec him to-day You sce
Braester's idea? Oh, he's admitted it to
Reardon! Wants to fool his governor
that he won it ! He's a marvellous fellow
is Bracster {”

The two or three who were standing

near laughed loudly. It seemed quite an
abenrd story. but the fact remained that
Bracster had done his utmost to borrow
one of the winner's bromze medallions
given after yesterday's race. They were
biz three-inch gongs, and in due conrse
cach proud winner would have his name
inscribed in the space left for that pur-
pose. And Bracster wanted the loan of
one to show his father, and to boast of his
prowess in winning it! Bracster, who
hadn’t even been in a losing four!
No, Bracster didn't ask me!”
nton lauzhed with the others at ihe
story.  “We're not exactly on the best of
terms these days! Well, T'll cut along
The spread stands fixed for to-
morrow !"

Quinton went out and down the stairs
to the main entrance. A long drive led
to the big gates, and it was just as he was
nearing the gates that Quinton became
aware of a row somewhere among the
trees on his right.

He was in a hurry, but instinet com-
pelled him to turn into the shrubbery,
and a very few yards brought him into
full view of the conflict.

A very small boy, rough and
dishevelled, without cap and with his
shirt-collar torn loose, was just in the act
of flinging himself violently npon a thin,
lanky fellow, nearly as tall as Quinton
himself, but lacking the breadth and the
manliness of Quinton.

The fury of the small boy was amazing.
He had no earthly chance of bringing the
bigger fellow down, though that was
apparently his ambition.

“Give it me back, you cad!” he
gasped, and clung to his opponent in a
desperate  effort to overthrow him.
“It's Give it back !”

By this time; Quinton had recognised
the two. The little chap was Ridman,
cox of the winning seniors yesterday, and
his tall opponent, who at the moment

Slor was
Limit!
Quinten

was contemptuouvsly amused, was Dillon
Bracster of the Sixth,

“Whet's the trouble here?” As a
prefect, Quinton had cvery right to i
terfere, and the sound of his voice had
an immediate effect on both.

Ridman relaxed hjs futile efforts, and

tared at Quinton. Br
ster’s face had lost irs amusement, and
he turned on the intruder quickly.
“I's none of your business, anyway,
Quinton !" he said meaningly. *So push
il you?”

But Ridman had found his voice now.

“He’s taken my gong—the senior four
gong, Quinton !” he gasped. “T wouldn't
lend it to him, and he took it from me "

“Is that correct, Bracster?” Quinton
remembered the story he had heard in
the Commonroom, and there was a
steely coldness in his voice.

“Mind your own business!” Bracstor
retorted, and began to turn away with an
air of indifference.

Quinton was on him in a flash. He had
seized . Bracster and whirled him round
with a swiftness which surprised that
youth.
© “Hand it up—quick!” Quinton was
not, troubling to argue the point as to-
whether it was his business or not.
“Give the thing back to Ridman, or you
know what will happen I

Bracster knew what the threat meant
only too well, Tt was but a few weeks
since he and Quinton had brought a long-
continued enmity to a head, and the-
result had not been pleasant for
Bracster.

Yet he made one last attempt to bluff.

“How do you know I've got it?” he
demanded. “Are you going to take a
kid's word—"

“Give it up—now !" ordered Quinton.

It had the desired effect. With a
sudden movement DBracster pulled a
square, Hat case from his pocket, and
Aung it violently from him,

“Take the thing !” he snarled. “You'll
pay for this, Ridman! As for yon,
Quinton ot

“Yes? The senior boat captain en.
couraged him to go on. “What are you
going to do. Bracster?” 2
. As no answer came he turned to the

junior,

“You'd better clear now, young Rid-
man!” he suggested. “And I wouldn't
carry that thing about in your pocket.
You give it to me to-morrow, and I'll
take it with mine to be inscribed. Run
away !"

The youngster needed no second bid-
ding.  Bracster also turned and went
slowly back to the drive, but Quinton
kept near him.
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“What was the idea, exactly, Brae-
ster?” Quinton asked calmly, siill keep-
ing pace with the other as he tirned
towards the gates. ‘*You weren’t hoping
to tell anyone that you won the thing,
were you!”

Whether it was the sense of defeat or
whether it was the calm assurance of
Quinton’s tones which stung Bracster
into some show of fight, cannot be sai
But he stopped sudden]y now, and faced
Quinton.

His face had gone whiter than ever,
and his lips were quivering with rage, so
that he-gasped the words out, passion-
ately and wildly,

“Vou'll pay for this, Quinion! Oh,
Tll make you pay for it, and when you
least expect it! You think you can bully
and interfere with me just when you
like. But you'll regret it! I'll have you
crawling to me presently ! I'll bring you
down—-="

““Oh, dry up!” Quinton laughed at the
childish threats, and no faint premaonition
touched his mind that *one day the
threats might be fulfilled. “‘hhy can’t
you behave decently, Bracster?”

But Bracster was still breathing out his
lhrwtl

“You're cock of the walk for the
moment! Everyone’s afraid of you. But
you wait ! I'll get square with you! Il

”

_ make you
“ Like to try now?" suggested Qu mloa
ominously. “No, I'm sorry! 1 can’t
waste the time at present. But Pl talk
to you later, and give you every chance,
Bracster! So-long |”

They had reached the gates, and
Quinton realised that {wo etrangers were
standing under the archway. Tt was for
this reason he had cut his speech short.

As he passed them, he was conscious of
the fact that they were both staring at
Lim intently, and he felt a sense of res: ni-
ment. I‘hev were both tall, middle-aged
men, and, after he had p-xsm] Qur.luu
could have sworn that he heard them
mention him by name, although he had
never seen them in his life before.

“0ld Man Quinton’s ™

son ! In a
startled whisper one of the men spoke o
the other, and Quinton caught the wor

He turned when he had gone a f
wmore yards. The two ren were sha
hands with Dillen Bracster, and Qui
guessed that one was Braester's fal
and the other a friend, who, repert sa d,
were visiting the school to- day. It was
to impress these two apparently that
Bracster had gone to such trowble to
gain the loan of cne of the Senior Four
medallions,

However, Quinton had quite enough to
thimk about on his own account, and very
speedily forgot Bracster and his childish-
wess, as well s his two visitors,

It was some considerable time since
Mr. Bracster had seen his son,
greetings tq-day were very brief, nor did
his friend, c,{ir. Kerson, waste much time
on the youth.

“Who's that fellow who just left you?
Mr. Bracster indicated the retreating
form of Jim Quinton. “Is it Quinton,
Diljon a”

*Yes; he's an out-and-out buuuder,
Bracster aus“ercd *T've just been—"

i 1" Mr. Bracster and his friend
abmost forgot young Bracster's presence
and became quite excited.

“You couldn’t mistake him!” Kerzon
was saymg “I'd know him anywhere.
I'm going to staft on the job right now,
Braester. You talk to vour boy, and
oxplain the idea to him. Put him wise
to his part! D'm_ gaing to follow our
young friend, Quinten, and see if he
really is meeting 1aﬂock*1’}1 find omt
all T can! The game’s begun! See you
to-night! Good-bye!™
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He waved his hand and hurried off
down the road in the same direction that
Jim Quintonhad taken.

Mr. Bracster smiled as he turned to his
son. His face was red and ornamented
with a heavy moustache, but there was
the same curiously sly look about his
eyes, and the same litile eneer playing
about his mouth as there was on his
son's face,

“8o that's James Quinton, is it?” he
asked musingly, “A nasty fellow to
argue with, T imagine! You're not fond
of him, Dillon?”

“I hate him ! Bracster had forgotten
his desire to impress his father and his
frmnd in his own personal bitterness.

“I'm glad!” Mr. Bracster appeared
pleased \uth his son's outburst. “ Tl tell
you now that he is my enemy and yours,
Just as his father was before him. Den't
forget that, Dillen! The fortune that
shonld be ours now belongs to James
Quinton. lts in your hands to put the
matter ri my hoy !"

Dillen %mcstet laoked at his father in

1 nreehalfpence,. 17

Head. It simply asked Jim to meet
Mr. Matlock at the Crown Hotel as soon
after four o’clock as possible. He had
evidently written to the Head on_tho
subject, too, for, without asking him,
Jim had been given permission to stay -
out until any hour he chose, and it was
largely the Head's attitude which had
aroused Quinton’s curiosity.

My. Matlock was in his room at the
hotel, and Jim was taken up to him at
once, The legal man was sitting at the
table with quite a numbesr of important-
looking papers before him, but he rose
at, once, and came forward to meet Jim
with a \\ek'om;ng smile,

“Many happy returns of the day,
Jim !"* were his first words, and there was
a pemlmr carnestness in  his voice.
very, very many happy returns!”

“Thank you, sir!” Tt surprised Jim
that Mr. Matlock was even aware that it
was his birthday to-day.

“ You are cighteen to-day, Jim—a won-
derful age!” ‘the legal man went on.
“And to-day you enter inte your

The negro,

with a queer cry, raised the IEJ of the box, and drew forth
a beautiful goldcn chain, which he held before the astonished Quinton.
{See page 18.)

amazement. If this were trne—if his
father were also planning against Jim
inton, he was quite sure. what the
would be. Quinton would go

result
lown |

His Father's Will
IM QUINTON very speedily forgot

.everything but his own errand,

Once or twice on his journey to

Bigglesdale, he took out the letter
which t'e Head had handed to him, and
read it through again,

Yet there was nothing very exciting in
the letter. Tt was from Mr. Martin Mat-
lock, solicitor, who, slnce the death of
Jim's father somewhere in Africa three
years ago, had assumed any respousibility
ihere was regarding Jim.

On one or Lwo occasions Jim had spent
part of his holidays with the Matlock
family, and once or twice Mr. Matlock
had come to the school to visit him; but
his letter to-day had come through the

But come and sit down! We

lieritage !
I'll get them

have a lot to talk about.
to bring us teg.”
racually, and with all the precisi
which only 2 legal man can employ,
Matlock explained the object of his visit.
“Yt was your fntlier’s with that on your
eighteenth™ birthda; he full position
should be placed before )uu, * he began.
“These papers ]1(‘1’8 explain all that
know, but these ”—he raised a brief-
sized linen envelope, carefully sealed—
“are for you alone. This contains in-
formation which is for you and for no
other person. Let me relate the whole

‘story as I know it.”

Some parts of Mr. Matlock’s story Jim
alread; Jmen but many details he had
never ﬁe Lefore, and he followed every
word ca*oful!'_»‘, only occasionally inter-
rupling to ask a question when every-
thing was not quite clear,

Briefly, John Quinton, Jim’s father,
had spent the greater part of his life in
practically unknc\m regions of Central
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Africa. TIn due course he had settled
down in the country of the Karradons, an
independent kingdom about which as yet
very little was known.

Here he became so powerful that the
Ling himself was ruled hy him, and he
had'established trading corine tions which
must have brought great wealth both to
Quinton and those who worked with him.

The few white travellers who ever v
tured so far, returned with glow
reports of the order and the system
which was being established in what hud
hitherto been regavded as an unc
v Only the difficulty of getting mw
ited others from going, and, in any
it had come to be regarded as
u uton’s claim,

‘1 believe he was rezarded almost as
"2 god by the natives,” Mr. Matlock said.
“ e was a very wonderful and a very
lovable man. When he died, he appa-
vently held out the hope to them that in
due course his son wonld come to therm
and take his place. His land and his
cattle, and all the wealth he had ave bsmg
cavefully watched over—for you, Jim!
He had big schemes on fost, but did rot
live to see them fulfilled. Now the choice
lies with you. Let me show vou his last
n:slmctwm to me, and these different
papers.”

Ior an hour or more they went through
the various papers, reading and stu
each in turn. The sealed package " 1
Myp. Matlock had already pointed out
was handed over still unbroken, for Jim
to study later when he was alone.

“ You will run no visk of loxmg them,
7" Mr. Matlock asked. “I imagine
re of considerable value, and douht-

th
less cunlm’n information which should not

be made publie. It is, of course, for you
to decide whether vou will take up your
heritage, or_ not. Den’t hurry about
a decision, though there are
others—"

“T shall follow my father's wishes to
the letter, sir!” Jim said quickly. “That
is quite certain !

There could be no mis‘ukinig
though for & moment Mr. Matlo
at him carefully.

“T am very glad, Jim!" he said, at
last. “It is eum.iy what I eq.ecbed
There may be some dangers and diffi-
culties—bul you are your father's son!
Aud from alf T can gather, it is a very
svonderful heritage he has left to you !I”

Mr, Matlock rose to turn on the light,
for it was growing dark. Scarcely had
he done so, when a tap came at the door,
and it was opened very quietly.

i Into the room came a tall, brown-com-
plesioned man, draased in wilat a;apeﬂred
10 be a "= suit of
Yet there was something of the soldier
in his bearing, and ke raised one han

in semi-military salute to Mr. Matlml\
TFhe latter at once stepped forward, and
whispered something, upon which the
man retired immediately.

“There are, of course, other people
who- are anxiously awaiting your deci-
sion, Jim,” Myr. Matlock explained, when
hie came back. “Two or three of them
o alveady in this hotel. The man who
e in just then is Tim Daly, and he

one of vour father's most trusted
assistants.”

“Did he know-—" Jim began.

“ Everything I"* Mr. '_\Intlock answered.
“Tie has come to England in the hope
of ar(‘ompanymg you out there. There
is another very giweer fellow, Erik, who
wos your father’s personal attendant,
valet, and general handyman. I don't
know what nationality he is, but he
speaks English perfectly.  Appavently

“Piinted and pul-lrsnad every W’eﬁﬁda by the Pi
he ouse, Fatr

Adverrissment offi loatway

his tone,
ck looked

ATt toavast ot Africa S Ansiralusla) . 100 5d,
ol agents Tor Awstraila and New Boaland: Measra, Gordon & Goleh, Led.; and Tar Ganads, The DIporisl News 00., Lul.—Sscurday, January sist, 1929,

they had all arranged to meet at my office
yesterday, The other man, Nijellah they
call him, so far as I can make out, is a
native, and he——"

A tap at the door, carefully regulated,
yet inzistent, mtmupted Mr. Matlock,
who went forward again.

Into the room came three men. One
of them, the Euglishman, Jim had
alveady seen. Just behind him was a
very small man, dressed with almost
painful neatness, and holding a bowler
hat very firmly in his hand. In appear
ance he was not unlike a Jap, and at first
sight Jim would, incorrectly, have put
him down for one,

Behind him came a slightly taller man,
who was certainly the most outstanding
of the three, He was a pure negro, with
big, staring eyes, which were fixed on
Jim from the first moment he entered
the room. The expression on his face
was one of wonder and amazement, but
as his features never changed this was
apparently his normal expression.

is dress was more typically English
than either of the white men. He wore
cl-coat, light-grey trousers, and
stiil lighter spats; a striking silk tie of
green and yellow, ornamented with a
brilliant scarf-pin, was carefully adjusted
about a collar that looked amazingly
white in contrast with his ebum skin,
Yet Quinton was impressed by the fact
that theve scemed nothing absurd in his
dre: In some way he needed and
descrved a brilliant setting.

Jim sprang to his feet at once. Only
Tim Daly came forward, however, and
Mr. Matlock intreduced him.

“I'm pleazed to meet you!” he said
briefly. “You're like your father
You're tnkmg the iob? That's fine, Mr.
Quinton ! Erik!

The little man came from the back of
the room,

“8it down, Mr. Quinton !” Daly whis-
pered, and there was something in his
tone which suggested that he was not
giving a command, but merely showing
Jim the ropes.

“Bazar Quinton!” Daly waved his
hand to Jim, and Erik, standing stifily
before him, bawed.

“He'll look after you, Erik will,”
Duly commented. “You can trust
Erik

o [’m sure——" Jim began; but Erik,
at a sign from Daly, had turned, and
another call brought the negro fum;mi
Jim Quinton was sitting upright in his
chair, feeling unusually self-conscious and
not a lit puzzled, He realised that
Daly was standing by his chair on the
right, and that Mr. Matlock was stand-
ing on the left.

“ Bazar Quinton ! Daly cried, as the
negro came nearer.

Immediately the black man went down
on cne knee.  In some mysterious way he
suddenly produced from behind him a
carved box; which he balanced on the
other knee. At the same time he began
to make weird noises. His voice was
harsh and powerful, and even while he
spoke he kept those great dog-like eyes
of his fixed on Quinton.

“This is Nijellah, a fairly important
fellow in Karradon,” Daly explained
quietly. “He helped your father; and
your father made him!"

“Tell him T’'m glad to meet him,”
answered.

Now, had anyone told Jim Quinton of
this scene an hour before he would have
asserted that nothing could keep him
from laughing. Yet at the moment he
felt no hint of laughter. From the brown

Jim

NOW _ON
SALE,

carved box which Nijeliah was slowly un-
fastening came a wonderful aroma, which
in some way made Jim think of great
forests, and brought back almost for-
gotten memories to his mind.

The room seemed very quiet, and
felt that both Tim Dalyand Mr, Matl
were standing by him very solemnnly.

1:
seemed a long time since he left Har-
mood's this afternoon, and before him a

new world was slowly opening.

“The King's gift for your birthdax
It was Daly whe stayed Jim's wand
thoughts. The negro, with a queer
had raised the lid of the box. One ha
Lept the box in place on his knee; the
other was held poised in the air, palm
upwards.

On a background of plain, dead black
lay a wonderfal gold chain, coiled round
a  spawkling, Hashing oval, which
seintillated and dunced with ten thousand
iant lights. As Quinton leaned for-
d the myriad colours changed, catch-
ing up new lights, and sending back fresh
beams of liguid colour, -

He heard a little ery of amazem
from Mr, Matlock. standing just beh
him. Before Jim could turn to him,
Nijellah had cavefully raised the & d
pushed it forward on te Quinton’s k

“Take it!" whispered Daly.

“But what ean I—" Quinton began,
ml[ 1hmd of his gift

1i tell him you are pleased. and thak
_\o! are o lm(k with us to thank
lhe king yourself,” Daly said, and speks
in some weird tnngus to the negro.

The beaver of the king's gift was on
both knees now, and sat mute and stili
until Daly had finished. Then he bent
his head forward till it almost toucke:d .
Quinton’s boots, and slowly drew back
again,

A moment later he was on his feet:
Very slcf\rly Nijellah backed, until he
was level with Erik, but all the tirae his
eyes were fised on Quinton. In turn Jim
found it impossible to do more than gaze
fixedly back at the man.

Daly stepped forward, and with the
two went to the door. Opening it, hs
allowed Erik and Nijellah to pass cut,
but came back to Mr. Matlock and Jim
himself.

“Extraordinary I” Mr, Matlock was
the first to break the silence. “But this
wonderful chain, and the precious stone,
\\hatmer it may be—what i3 to be done

ees.

Tim [
“It's Mr, Quinton’s,”
morrow he'd better hand it to Erik to

ly shrugged his shoulders.
he sai i

look after for him. He'll have to wear it
occasionally—out there !”

Ho waved his hand, and again Quinton
felt something touching his |magmahon.
The scintillaiing stone and its myriad
calours, the queer aroma of the box, and
this strange performance in which he had
played a part, all filled his mind with
wonder, What strange adventures lay in
waiting for him in_that mysterious
country of which Daly spoke as “out .
there''?

“¥You didn't mind the little ceremony,
Mr. Quinton?” Daly asked suddenly.
“T#'s better ; your father always believed
in it. And vou'll be like him out thero
—the Big Man!

Jim closed the box and put it on ths
tubie, then turned to Daly.

“When do we go oub there?” ha
asked, and his voice showed no trace ot
a\cll;ement

“Ah!” Daly drew up a ohmr, and Mr.
Matlock also sat down, ““You're like tm’.\
old man! Well, I'll give y
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T know them I’m not hiding fram you
(he fact that there’s cerfain dangers.
Things have altered a little in the past
three years. Jven in this country there
are ene or two people with schemes. Bub
we'll pull !h\ough. You're the Big Man,
you know.’

8o Jim sat and listened to as strange a
story as he had ever heard. It was not
the story Mr. Matlock had told him. Ti
was the story of a great dream, and of
its slow m.cumpl;shment 01d Man Quin-
ton had been the Big Man—and he had
left a son to succeed him!

Tt was after eleven o’clock when Jim
Quinton_rose ‘at last. It was late, and
there might be difficulty in getting in.
Tim Duly offered to aceampany him; but
“Quinton wauted to be alone. 1Te iiad
much to think about to-night,

Se Daly let him go alone, and returned
to Mr. Matlock

“I'm thinking he won't be quife
so niuch alone as he fancies,” Daly told
Mr. Mallock ~ Eiik’s on duty from to-

" oday

The Fight Begins,
UINTON had left the wonderful
carve d box, with the king's gift,
* in Mr, Matlock’s care; but the
packet of personal papers was
\.snfu]v reposing in his inner pocket. IHe
" “meant to read them at the first oppor-
“tunity.
~= “He was about hall-way on the road to
‘Hrmood’s schiool, when the big lhead-
lights of a car shone behind him;
‘and Quinton drew into the side.
slowed down almost to a stand-
stilk as it drew lovel with him.
“@oing to the school? 7 someone
called to him. “Jump in! We're going
there 1™ -

There were two men
in the car—one at the wheel, and
one sitting in the back, Ile could not
recognise “cither of them, but they had
oh\mmly recognised hm:, or guessed his
destination.

The door at the back was alveady open,
and Quinton, without hesitation, jnmped
in. Tt was really jolly decent of these
pecple to give him a lift,

A moment later the car was moving
on.

“You're Quinton, aren't you?
lho man who was ting by him.

am, sir,” Jiny answered. “T'm
afraid T don’t recognise you, though, in
this light.’

“No®’ The man laughed, and it
seemed as thongh at that moment the car
gave a jolt, for the man lurched towards
him. The next moment Quintan realised
that something had been jammed over
his face, and he was hruﬂung a sickly-
sweet scl {\rzi
e made an vﬂ'mf to pull it away; but

vas almost on top of him, and
ery ounce of his strength.
The whirring of the wheels hiad risen to
a roar in his ears, and queer lights were
dancing before his eyes.

And then he had a vague idea that
someone else had jumped into the car
and was dancing wildly before

The dancing figure was Imnmg over
the man at the wheel. Quite suddenly
the car came to a dead standstill, after an
unpleasant swerve, and’ Jim could no
langer see the figure of the man at the
wheel. o

“Yon are better,
[queer high-pitched
“You can vise 7"

The litlle figure had put ofe arm
through Jim's, and was ]:elr)mg him to

Quintnn tm‘nml.

* asked

Bazar Quinton?"” a
voice asked him.

stand. upright. The door of .the car

was open, and very carefully Quinton
stepped down. He stil! felt dazed and
uncertain of himself.

“Ynu will go back to the mchool,

» the little m: asked, and Jim,
ing, found himpsell \ml!mm along.

“What happened exactly? Wha are
vou ?2 he asked at last, and was annoyed
with himsell because he felt so heavy and
stupid.

STt is  Erik, your
came the answer. “I followed ar-d
sprang on the car lest evil came. They ™
—he waved ane arm hackwards towards
the car—* are enemies. shall go back
to them and le.un all about them when
you are safe!™

Jim was too dazed and uncertain of
everything to ask further questions, He
felt very grateful to this little fellow,
but at present all that he desired was
to et back to the school and to_ bed,

The - porter was expecting him, but
Jim had only a vague recollection of

servant, Bazar,”

bidding Erik good-night, and of going -

upstairs,

He undressed and {umbled into bed
still in a maze. Yet his mind remem
lm-ed the’ papers, and he put them under

the pillow for safety. <

That night he slept heavily, and
strange dreams troubled his rest, "Scime-
one wakened him in the morving, and
for some hours after rising he was still
suffering from a headache.

During the afterncon he locked hxmsdi
in his own room and read through the
papers which his father had left to him.
And now, for the first time, Quinton
began to realise the magnitude of his
heritage. It was not only the wealth of
which he would have control, but the
tasks which this was to a:mmpiuh —thg
fulfilment of the wpnde:[ul plans for
which his father had di







