


“8KIMPOLE'S REST CURE "

is the title of iext week's splendid story,
_by Mz, in Clifford. Tt describes the
teinarkable events whicl éccurted when
Skimpole, the gemius of the Shell, was

mpelled to take a rést from his arduous
e of the works of Professor Balmy-
crumpet. With dramatic suddenness his
eyesight fails him, and he is obliged to
cexse work,

SKHVPOLE’S REST GURE

is brémght about by a remarkable cause,
which is revealed towards the end of the
stoty. Order your copy of next week's
"GeM at once, and read this fine yarn.

FHE POPULAR STORY.

Scares of letters I get deal with the
kind“of yarn the writers prefer, but do
you know that it ail comes to the same
thing in the end? A boy or a git], or a
man, or a woman—I ‘must be exact to
make my point—likes the real story.
There is passing interest for a bit ‘of ex-
travaganes; for something in the farce
line, or for a tale about magiesl happen-
ings, but the general reader always comes
back to the human story.  Why? Be-
cause he is-there himself. That’s all!
Tho writers who succeed in their ¢faft are’
.these who have found, accidentally or
otherwise, the key to the heart of the
world. The story may be of the simplest
texture, no plot to speak of—the less
really the better—but there is the nﬁllt
note in it; there is some little tender
scene, or somebody says something which

. finds an immediate response.in the mind
reader. o .tale without this
motive must go to the wall.

Perhaps I may be boring you by this
glimpse into the veritable hinterland of
&tory-writing. If o, many apologies, but
i i interesting. I was reminded of the
fruth of what I say only the other night
when glancing through & fale which was

blished many years sinde, and which

es yebt. Tt will go on living because it
B¢ human fecling in it. And what was
i all about? Thet is haed to say—just a
Mind man who kept the news 1l
dhsaster from his brother. and lived.alone.

&

Your Editor ia tlways pleasedto hear from his readers.
Gem,”

Address : Editor, Thé “

The brother was really responsible for the
tragedy. And there were children in the
tale as well—real children who lived and
thought, and fancied things, as kids will.
It is more than possible the stofy would
be scoffed at by some as being minus plot.
But it-had life in it—the life yon and 1
and everybody live, and if you do net
care to read ahout kfe, well, you must be
very curious-minded indeod.

Now, in the case of weekly tales in fhe
Companion Papers, I receive myriads of
letters discussing them, and it 1s cheery
enough to sce how the readers talk over
the doings of some character who has
done something rather splendid and
tender. Dorig Levison displays the right
kind of fortitude, and this is what I get
the week after: *Can’t we have another
story bringing in Doris?”  Or Ralph
Reckness Cardew shows the deeper chord
in his nature, and everybody wants to
hear more. There is not s day passes but
what something like this  comes in.
The. jolly families of hoys and girls
far away in sunny Queensland write to
‘me in this strain. They want the same
thing, the rame note of homeliness and
triith, @b as their sisters and brothers at
home or in the North-west.

Yes, it is life all the time, But I take
exception to objections regarding details
in the stories, such as a statement that
Tom Merry could not have got the better
of a footpad, Tt is right enough that
tales should describe exceptional cases. A
story which appeared in one of my papers
@ long time since is often referred to now,
I doubt if it will ever be forgotten. It
showed the last sacfifice of a brave fellow,
who proved the worth of the soul within
him by laying down his life for his friend.

Now, onc does not want ead stories
very often.n this seties. But the highest
motive can be shown without hurting
anybody’s feetings. Where there isreality
in a tale the reader secs all the details,
turns back to read again, is so immersed
in the yarn that for a time the outside
world is fnrﬁottun entirely, byt the said
world is only lost sight of because of
something which is real—like the world.

The Fleetway Houss,
Farringdon Street, London; E.C. 4.

. FRONF HiLt,
Many thanks to a girl friend in Hull

for her kind note of thanks. Sha
that the re?ly to her last conimi

made hér forget that ehé was tired but;
with work. i

1t is kept in a wallet fo keefi 3 e¥5in,
becanse whm}'ft am old I shall redd b
over fo myseH, ardf redlise thit ﬁgml[_
wag_ young I was a Siipporter of the Conrt -

‘panion Papérs.” < -

What my correspondent roally waft isi
a G.HLF.C, initials whiclr . stinid .for
“Greyfriars Herald ” Friendship .
OF course, as things are, ¥ fael that wo
have such & club, though there is no
register of members. It would fake & lot
of paper, i .

As to growing old, I half fancy Miss:
G. M., of Hull, will never do that, gew
interests, vivid impressions, a sensé of .
duty, all the crisp sensations of a gud
and grateful life prevent folks growing -.
old. And then, naturally, it is rather -
teresting this growing old so long as. you
keep young—which will be the stylé in .
many instances which come under iy
notice. Of course, we all know that heaps;
of people never really get the best oiff of:
life because they try to imitate the eat:-
wheo is said to have died of caré.

As to that matter, I have my ownl
private opinions. Most likely that cat|
never died at all, but merely went gnd|
took lodgings at some comfortable g;;x—‘
shop, to mitigate the boredom, fish-shéps
being the Mecca of cats: What is jm-
portant is to keep up his keen interest in:
ife, Then you win through po matter
what happens, for you will be rushed on. .
and on to even more interesting things.. -
For there is far more in life than anybody
has yet discovered

SEXTON BLAKE and TINKER
also appear in this week’s * Detective
Library.”  You get COLOURED ..
pictures and 28,000 words of the véry
best reading mattér—three hours of
solidenjoyment—in every rumber of {hé

A grand new series
of complete yarns,
telling in thrilling
fashion of the battle
of wits between the
famous detective,
NELSON LEE, and

JIM THE PEN-
MAN, the master-
forger. Each story

18 eomplete in itself.
* Begin these amazing
narrafives this week
in the “Detective
Library.” =
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CHAPTER 1.
Pander Arrives,
P o

3 “Blake, “of

Fourth Form at.8t. Jim’s,"as he
entered Study No. 6 in the Fourth

Form passage of the School House.

D’Arcy, Herries, and Digby, his
study-mates and chums, looked up. ;

“Anot what?” asked Herries,
“Impot?”

Blake shook his head.

“No; another new chap,” he
answered.  “I've got to meet him at
Rylcombe in half an hour’s time,”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.  “There’s an epi-
demic of new chaps lately, deah boys!™

‘“ Rather !” said Herries, with a snort.
*Blessed if I can see why every pater
wants to send his son here !”®

“Why shouldn’t they?” asked Blake,
in surprise.

“How do I know?” retorted Herries,

George Herries was not in a go

temper. Towser, his bulldog, had
~ broken locse that morning, and had
taken a piece out of Mr. Ratclifi’s

_minded his aristocratic ch

_-that,” answered Blake,

trousers,

Mr. Ratclif was the New House-
master-—a gour-tempered individual, who
had few friends and many enemies. He
had blamed Herries for the dog having
broken loose, and awarded him a few

hundred lines.

“Theah was Twimble minah,” said
D'Arcy, “Then that chap Malcolm
came aloh, oh

!‘He was a boothoy,” Jack Blake re-

um.
“And now theah's- anothah fellah
comin’ 1"

“What's his name, Blake?” asked

|§-b_v_
“Gander — Pander — something like
“Any of you

" chaps cominﬁadnwn to the station with

me?  Old Railton collared me in the

- “passage just now, and said I was to go,”

A;;.Emh wathah, dc.it‘]h bo; l!l” said
ur Aupgustus quickly. “I’Il ce
With ploasush 17 .

“Of course, we're_all
head!” growled Herries. ;

At any other time Jack Blake would
have taken exception to his chum allud-
ing to him as a fathead. * But Blake
knew that Herries was not in the best
of tempers that day, and let him off, so
to speak.

“We'd better be getting along,” eaid
Blake. “Come on, you chaps!”

He led the way out of Study No. 6,
and almost ran into Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther, the chums of the
Shell, who were about to knock at the
door of the Fourth-Former's study. .

“Hallo, Tommy ! said Blake. “Sorry
can’t stop, old thing, but we're going
down to Rylcombe to meet a new chap.”

“My hat! It's raining new chaps
lately I said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!" said D’Arcy approv-
:’)ngh‘. “That's just what I said, deah

oy.'"

b L EEh
coming, fat:

“ Great minds think alike, you know,
Gussy,” said Monty Lowther ‘seriously.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Weu]ly. Lowthah, I see no cause for
laughtah 1"

“I do!” said Lowther, with a'chuckle.

.But he did not explain what ke saw in
his own remark to make him laugh.
D’ Arcy surveyed him coldly through his
(rinonocle, and allowed the.subject to

“Well, we'll come along "with you,
Blake,” said Tom Merry, “We wwere
only wanting a jaw.”

“Meet us down
said Blake.

Tom Merry & Co. hurrfed awar to

“their own study to get their hats and

coals.
Blake & Co. were waiting for them at

GHTING FO
THE FAGS!

A Magnificent Long Coms
plete Story dealing with
the Adventures of Tom ’
Merry and Co., of St

at the gtbegj-;then,"‘

Jim’s,

|

MARTIN CLIFFORD

By

s

the gates, and the party procecded
mﬁﬁtﬁyk{omh St?inon. p—

& trair from Eendon was already in
when they urrivarl&

There was no mistaking the new boy.
He was the only passenger who b
alighted from the train who was dressed
in Etons, a well-polished topper set
neatly on his head.

There was ove thing about the junior
that Blake & Co. and Tom Merry & Co,
noticed ab once. He had red hair. It
m;s not a brown; it was red—glaring
red.

“Good old Ginger!” chuckled Blake
softly. ~ “I can see this kid having a
warm time !

“And I see chaps having a warm
time, if they got near him,” added
Mmll’t‘y Lowther. “He's almost red-

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The new junior looked round as he
heard the laughter of the juniors from
St. Jim’s. le flushed, and advanced
nervously towards the two Co.'s.

‘“Are you—are you from St. Jim's?”
he asked nervously.

“Yans, wathah, deah boy!” said
D'Arcy warmly. “Allow me to wel-
come you to Wylecombe!"

“Th-thanks!” said the new boy.

“What’s your name, old top?” asked
Tom Merry.

"Pem; Pander—and . I'm  for the
Fourth.” ;

“Bai Jove! That's my Form, deah
boy I” -

Arthur Auﬁ:stus D’Arcy made that
remark as if he owned the Fourth Form
at Bt Jim's.

“I see,” said Pandor.
tain of the Form?”

“Well, yans, in a way!” answered
D’Arcy foftily. “At least, T diwect the
weal captain, who always follows my
example and advice!”

TrE Gex LIBRARY.—No. 628.
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“My hatl™ exclaimed Jack - Blake,
“You cheeky ass! You dummy!” °

“ Weally, Blake, you must admit—>

“1 admit you're a dummy!” snapped

. Blake. *Captain of the Fourth!
should like to see the kind of captain
youw'd.make, Gussy!” °
- “He'd insist upon the chaps wearin,
r*d, white, and blue waistcoats, and al
manner of different ties during the day !”
said Lowther, with a chuckle. A
fancy-dress parade every morning!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wats! Pandah, deah boy—"

“Look here, Gussy !” said Jack Blake.
“Did 1 come to meet ihis red-headed
feilow, or did you?®”

“Weally, Blake—

“Shurrap!” growled Blake.
on, Ginger!” '

Pander ‘seemed te gulp something
‘down in his throat. He turned to the
leader of the Fourth with a flushed and
ted face,

- I may as well tell you right now,”
ho said nervously., “I object to being
called * Ginger "1™

" That’s all right, Ginger,” said Blake.
“Vou'll object to a lot of things,
Ginger, before you've been at St Jim’s
very long. = Ratcliff, for instance,
Ginger!”

‘‘Ha, ha, hal”

.. Pander became still more confused as
the™ juniors laughed at Jack Blake's
remarks.

“Look he-here,” he s=aid indignantly.
“TN have to show vou how much I
object, if you persist. I shall really, vou

now !”

”
“Come

MBlal.ce stared at the new beoy in sur-

- prise.
“ Not asking for thick ears the day you
arrive at St. sim's, are you?” he asked
warmly. .

“I'm not askEnF for anything,” said

" Pander calmly. *Only that_vou refrain

from calling me Ginger. T don’t like

“You're quite wight, deah boy,™ said
D’Arcy; and, turning to Blake, added
reverely: *‘You ought to know bettah
than to make fun of Gingah—I mean
Pandah! He can't help having we
hair—*

“Any more than you can help being
an ass!” said Lowther,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bai Jove, Lowthah! I ghould be
cowwy to have to adminisiah a feahful
thwashin’ in _a public place,.deah boy,
but I'm afwaid 1 shall have to!”

Tom Me; took Pander by the arm
and marched him towardsethe exit.

“Come on, old chap!” he said. *“ We'll
leave those two asses to argue, Gussy
can’t keep off arguing; and Monty
Lowthor—that’s the chap with the funny
face—can't help trying to be funny.”

“1 se0,” said Pander, with a smile,

“Here, Gingerl You wait for me! I
came to fetch you,” eaid Blake indig-
nantly. *Where's—"

Pander toock his arm from  Tom
Merry’s, and turned to Blake. His face
was usi_mj and red, and Blake chuckled.

Blake had no wish,to offend the new
junior. Blake was not that sort. But he
could not resist poking fun at the red-
headed juwior.
- “Look here, Blake!” said Pander.
“Tll joliy well punch your head if you

call me *Ginger’ again !

“My hat, Ginger——""
That was as far as Jack Blake got.

Pander advanced towards him, evidently

very nervous and confused. DBut his

hands were steady as he put them in a

fighting attitude before the astonished

Fourth Form leader.

“My  hat!” exclaimed
THE Gen Lisrary.—No. 628,
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“That chap knows something about
boxing, or I'll eat my hat!”
“Rather!” said Tom Meiry, with a

“I can sce Blake receiving a

chuckle,
surprise in a minute !

Pander’s attitude towards Blake
astonished that worthy. 0 was a
fighting-man of no mean prowess, and
for a new junior to threaten to punch his
head was almost unheard of.

“Look here, Ginger—" he began
warningly,

The next moment he had to use all his
skill to ward off a w  that came
siraight for his nose. He deftly turned
the blow aside, only to reccive a light-
ning left in his chest. ;

Blake sat down on the station platform

with a bump.

“Yow i ﬁe velled.  “Aly hat! Tl
spiflicato you, Ginger—""

“Get up!” snapped Pander, stiil w—:;iy
flushed of face, “T'l teach yeu to call
me Ginger, you freak!”

o tars!” gasped Digby.

-m-my s
“0ld Blake'll pulverise him!”

Jack Blake certainly did his best to
pulverise Pander. But the red-headed
Jjunior simply refused to be pulverised.

Blake jumped to his feet and went for
Pander ag if he had owed him a grudge
all bis life. But the Fourth-Fermer's
blows were all turned aside with the
case and grace ished
boxer,

Try as he would, Blake could noé reach
any epot on Pander’s face or body. The
other juniors stood ~ by, staring in
amazement at the red-headed new hoy.

They could not understand how. he
eould appear so confused and nervous,
yet face Blake so coolly, .

“Bai  Jove!” murmured Arthur
Aungustus  D"Arey. “Pandah can
punch 1* .

Pander conld punch, and he showed
that he could the very moment the words
left D’Arcy’s lips. Feinting with his
right, he took Blake off his guvard, and
landed a hard left on  the Iourth-

"or ’s chest,

DBlake went to the platform with
another bump.

“Ow! Yow!” he gasped, “My hat,
Pander—""

Tom Merry grinned as be stepped for-
ward, as Blake rose to his feet with the
evident intention of continving the
fight.

“Lock here, Bluke!” he said remon-
strativelv.  “Yon don't want to fight
this chap as if he were Mellich, or a
worm of that kidney. Wait until you get
to 8t. Jim’s, and have the gloves on.”

. Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arcy approv-
ingly. “You're quite wighi, Tom
ewwy 1"

Pander turned quickly, and looked in
iso at the junior captain. Then he
looked again at 1)’ Aroy.

““He's not white !”* he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared with laughter, and
it was Arthur Augustus who shed
confusedly,

“He means " wight "—it’s his lovely
accent,” explained Lowther, with a
ohuckle. t. Jim’s would not be St.
Jim’s if we didn’t have Gussy and his
lovely accent!” B

“Ha, ha, ha1”
“Bai Jove, Lowthgh—""
“Oh  dear!” sighed Tom Merry.

“Here’s two more arguing now! Shut
up, yog fatheads, and let Pander get to
St. Jin's!”

Pani rinned, and held out his hand
to Jack Blake. Blake took it and shook
it warmly, _

“Y¥You're all right, Pander,” he said
heartily. *“And I won't call you Ginger
if you promise me one thing.”

S
e

“What is it?” asked Pander cauntis ..

ously.

“You give me the first option when
we get to 8t Jim’s to have a go at you #

with the gloves!” said Blake.

“Granted !” said Pander, and grinned
again,

Pander was evidently one of the mosE
curious of new bays. As he talked to the
juniors on the way to St. Jim’s, his face

tinuall ed confusedly. But that
he was really quite calm and collected
had been demonstrated to the juniors on
the platform.

-]

No junior who was excited or confused
_could have treated Jack Blake's blows as
if they were flakes of sow be
bruched awagy.

Monty Lowther was quite right when
he said he thought thews was a warm
time in store for some of the fellows at
8t. Jim's. That Pander would be called
“ Ginger ” was certain. Lowther ha
humorously suggested the warm time on
account of the red hair of the new hoy.

. But the two Co.’s knew that the warm

time would come from Pander's fists.
He could punch, and would doubtless
make the best use of that punch,

Tom Merry & Co. and ?:ck Blake &
Co. felt that they were going to !ike this
flushed, confused new hoy. .

CHAPTER 2.
Trimble Ges “Ginzer.”
L ALLO ! . .
Baggy Trimble hailed Pan-
der as soon as the new boy
came from Mr. Railton’s
Jack Blake had escorted him
there on arriving at St. Jim’s,
Pander turned and stopped,
Baggy Trimble was not of prepossess-
ing appearance. He was fat, and Pan-
der did not take to him as he had the

study.

two Co.'s who had met him av the .-

station.

“I expect
Baggy Trimble.
me, Ginger, old chap—

Pander flushed.

ow're hungry ?” suggested

“You come aleng with

“Don’t call me Ginger!” he seid
quietly.

“Oh, really, Ginger, old cha »

“Don’t call me Ginger!” said Pan-
der again.

A fat  smile overepread Bagpy
Trimble's face.

“That's all right,” he said casily.
“We're going to be chums. We can

eoon get used to each other—T'll lock
after you.”

Baggy [Jrimble was thus the first to
make a mistake. He took the_confused
blush of the new junior to mean nervous-
ness. He had yet to learn that Pander
was quite cnpagle of looking after him-

“Thanks!” seid Pander. *Will you
ahonjr‘ me the way to Blake's study—er

“Trimble I said that worthy. * That's

| my neme—everybody at 8t. Jim’s knows

mﬁmme. You'd have soon heard it.”

aggy was quite correct in that state-

ment. But Pander would not have heard

;gry favourable information concerning
im,

“You don’t want to go to Study
No. 6,” went on Baggy easily. *They’il
give you a rolten feed there. Come with
me to the tuckshop!”

“But "

“That’s all right, Gin—old son,” seid
Baggy, and, thrusting his arm_through
one of Pander’s, hurried him ‘down the
stairs towards the tuckshop.

“Look here, Tremble—"

“Trimble, please !” -

“Ah, yes—Trimble, of course! I
promised to meet Blake & Co. in their

study as soon as I had finiched with the .




{ Tom Morry shot out hls righ
4  cheet the blow stopped, and

ander was knocl!

t—hard and true for his opponent.

(8eo chapter 3.)

in the middle of Pander's ]

Full
ked clean off his feet, and fell on llla back to the fioor.

Housemaster. I will come mth Fou
another time, if you don't mind.”

Baggy Trimble looked annoyed. He
mads a practice of collaring new boys at
the first opportunity and escortmg them
to the tuckshop. hera Baggy Trimble
would consume a large quantity of tuck.
When it came to paying for the tuck,
Baggy had always mislaid his purse—and
the new boy paid under the impreesion
that Baggy would pay him back later on,
That impression, needless to say, lasted
but a few days.

It now appeared as if Pander was
going to slip through his fingers.

“Oh, leave Blake & Co. out of it!” he
said. ‘They're only after getting a feed
out of you

“Really !" said Pander, in surprise. I
gldgt think they were chaps of that

mnd.

Baggy grew confidential as they paused
at tﬁmﬁ of the stairs. P
they’re not much good, you

softly. ‘“They're al“nvs
collaring new boys to get a feed out of
them before they know the ropes. But I
sometimes manage to collar them first
and I give them a feed myself. Thnts

the way new chaps should be looked after
in my opinion !"

“Y.y-yes!"” suid Pander. *'But I—"

“That chap 1)’ Arcy, ['rinstance ! went
on Trimble. “He's 2 son of the Earl of
Lastwood—a poverty-stricken family with
just a title to live on! Now, my pater,
vou know——"

“ Excuse me,” said Pand@t confusedly,
“but I'd rather not—

“That’s all right, Ginger!” said
Trimble importantly.

Pander's eves gleamed.

“Dnnt call me Ginger!” he said
quietly. “1I object to it! If you persist,
I shall have to biff you—I shall really,
you know ["

Baggy Trimble stared. He looked at
the confused, flushed face of the new
fighting-man, but it appeared to him
that Pander was easy to memuma

“Don't make me cross,” ‘he said
sevi erely “I don't Jike Ilckmg new boys
—ag I I said, I would rather give them a

“Yea " murmured Pnnder and looked
up, the sta.mL “I must—

“But I shall consider it an insult if

you refu.se to accept my hospitality !”

interrupted Bag gy threateningly.
*Ginger, my son—""
Pander had reached the end of his
atience. He shot out his right arm, and
aggy Trimble cullapsed to f.h Wﬁ:o‘md

ow-ow-ow 1" at did
you do that for, Gmgar ""

He blinked lndlgnmtl{) at the red-
haired junior, and took his courage in
both hands as he noted the nervous
expression on Pander's face.

He was on his feet in a moment, and
went for Pander like & bull at'a gate.

“I’ll  epiflicate - you!” he " roared.
“Just lemme get at you!”

But that was just what Baggy Trimble
could not do. "And if Blake could not
do so, then Baggy Trimble would fail
in a thousand years.

Trimble found that his blows vwere
swept aside, although his weight called
for greater strength from Pander. Then
Bagtgy received two sharp blows under
iua at chin, and down he went.

Ow! Groogh! Gin—nunno, T didn’t -
mean to offend old chap!” he
groaned. *Why dydn t you tell me you
d1dn’t Like it?"” -

I told you—"" began Pander,

But he was interrupted. Three jur
THE Gex L18RARY.~-No.




eame through the doorway, and stopped
as they saw the recumbent form of the

sneak of the .
What's all the

“Hallo !
trouble ¥

It was George Figgins, leader of the
New House juniors at Jim’s who
made’ that remark, and Baggy Trimble
jumped. He had no wish to meet any
of the juniors at that moment. "

“My pal Pander,” he said, hastily
jumping to his feet. “We—weo were—
ahem—just going to the tuckshop !
Nunzno—I mean, we were just having a
litile spar—*

“Rats!”"  snapped Figgins shortly.
“Yer're jolly well sponging again, you
fat worm i

“T wasn't—Ginger—Ow !

Baggy Trimble did not wait to com-

lete Eis sentence. Pander just tapped

im under the chin as the barred name
slipped out, and Ba Trimble ran up
;,l_m ctairs as fast as ifsylegs would carry

mn.

Figging & Co. grinned.

giddy

“New chap. eh?” ‘said Figgins.
“Which Heuse 27 e

" Oh—Seschool 1 said Pander con-
tusedly.

iy

A votten place I* said Figgins. “You
to_have, come over to the New
- That’s where all the real lifo

Jh
vt stiil, T suppose you'll je,
sight, Ginger ! went on
1 tickle you up
we, you chaps
and Wrnn nodded solemnly,
“We will, Figgy !” they essented.
" Pander did not scem to understand
exactly what was meant. He bhad yet
to learn of the rivalry of the two Houses.
But Pander had heard the hated name
applied to him, and he fushed still
more,
“Don’t eall me Ginger,” he said

fhietly, . .

“We call the School House chumps
anything we like,” said Korr loftily,
“We're cock-house at St. Jim's, you
kiow 1’7

* That’s all right, so long as you don’t
call me Ginger !” said Pander. " Perhaps
you'd show me the way to Blake's study,
you fellows 7¥ -

“‘Certainly 1 said Figgins & Co,

And they led thé new junior to Jack
Blake’s study, where Tom Merry & Co.
were aleo waiting,

*“All right, Pander?” asked Blake, at

along
3 iggins,
sometimes, Ginger—
9%
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once.
gone !

“We met him giving Baggg Trimble
zinger !” chuckled Figgins. * Baggy was
after a feed—-—"

“You've been a jolly long time

*No, he wanted to stand nie one—>
began Pander.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”
+ "Baggy wouldn't stand his young
Fminor “a” feed!” said Blake, with a
chuckle. “When he’'d got you in the
tuckshop, my son, he woul suddenly

find that he'd left his purse on the grand
pis_rdw”in the study, and you would have
paid !

“He's not a decent chap?” asked
Pander nervously.

“He's 3 worm'” said the juniors,

And Baggy Trimble's hopes of ever
persuading i’mdcr to enter the tuck-
shop with him disappeared from that
moment.

' Where do you come from, Ginger?™

asked Fatty Wynn. ‘
Pander flushed.
“Don’t call me Ginger!” he sgid
quietly. *If vou chape persist, T shall

have to biff you—-I shall, really, you
know !*?

Figgins & Co. stared, and the School
House juniors chuckled. They antici-

some fun.

They were not disappointed, The three
New House juniors staved at the flushed
face of the new boy. =

“If there was not such a crowd of you
chaps, I'd jolly well punch this kid’s
head ! said Figgins warmly.  * Cheeky
young ass !

“We sha'n’t interfere!” said Jack
Blake coolly. *“That is. of course, unless
Pander wants any help !

" He'll want an ambulance ! growled
Fatty Wyon. “Look here, Ginger—2

Fatty Wynn  suddenl found it
Necessary to put up his fists. Pander.
apparently confused and nervous, made a
dart for the fat junior from the New
House, brandishing his fists in a war.
like manner. -

Figgins and Kerr looked on, expecting
to see the now School House junjor swept
off his feet and bumped on the floor.

But it was Fatty Wynn who went to
the round—hurriedly.” Pander moved
his fists like streaks of lightning, and,
catching Fatty Wynn a hefty blow in
the chest. sent him sprawling.

“Yowl”

“I'm sorry, but I won’t be called
Ginger !

“My hat 1
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“The cheeky bounder !

“Go it, Pandah, deah boy I said
Arthur Augustus encouragingly.

Figgins gave vent to a roar like an an- -
rage:i bull, and charged at the flushed, |
red-haired junior.

But he was served in mueh the same
way as Fatty Wynn. The only difference
was that Figgins inanaged to land a blow
on Pander’s shoulder. A moment laier
Figgins was on his back, wondering
what had hit him.

Kerr made as if to attack the red-
baired junior, but Tom Merry and Jack
Blake intervened,

“Pax, you chaps—o*
Me

rry.
“It'H be pieces!” ooted Figgins,
springing to his feet. “I'M jolly well
strew the study with the duimy !
Pander stood by, looking an with the
samx;: flush” of embarrassment on his
Cheeks,

began Tom

“Half a jiff, Fi - said Tom Merry
hastily, « Pmd,e:g:%ynll right—ke objects
to han%r called Ginger—tliat’s all.  Ha
biffed Blake on the platforn: at Rylcombe
for the same thing-——*

Tl give him Ginger ™ yoared Kerr..

“You couldn’t in a month of Sundays 1
said Jack Blake caolly, “I couldn’t wet
at him, so I'm jolly sure you New Houee
duffers can’t1”

“My hat! We'll jolly well show——?

“Shurrup!” yelled Tom Merry. “He
can box, can Pauder, and punch! If he
objects to beiny called * ringer * he _
should be left aione. The gym is the
place to settle differences,”

.“Come on, then, young Pander!” said
Figgins eagerly, and turned to the door,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack Blale..
“You can't to-day, Figgy !

WER

l“I'w; got first biff at him ! eaid
ake

Blake. .
“Line up in a queue!” chuckled Tow-
er.  “I'm going to have a shot at
Pandy myself 1"

“Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arey.  “1
shall ask Pandy to accept a. perfectly
fwiendly challenge myseH, deah boys!”

Pander grinned. There was something
about him that the juniors liked, althcugﬂ
they could not understand the peeuliar
manner in which he flushed every time he
spoke to them.

“I'll take the whole giddy school on
one at & time!” he said, with a chuckle,
“But all T ask you chaps is this, don’t
call me ‘ Ginger’! I can't help having
red hair!” -
*“No, rather not!"

I might call that chap * Lanky '——"
Figgins flushed.
“*You'd better not ! he said darkly.
“Or that other fellow, ° Tubby-tub-
|

tul

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You do!” said Faity Wynn indig-
nantly.

“And that Scotch chap, “Jock, the
Shocker '——»*

“My hatl I'll-—"
heatedly.

“But T won't!” gaid Pander, with a
smile. “I fully expected that I should
be ragged, but I can ladle out the ginger,
I can really, you know.”

Figgine and Wynn rubbed their chests,
and ruefully agreed that he could.

And, although Figgins & Co.’s visit 1o
the School House had once ed like
leading to a general scramble, maiters
turned out well, and they left the House
discussing the new junior, with whom
they had come in such violent compact,

All three agreed on one point, that it
would be necessary for them to have the
gloves on with Pander at the earliest

began Korr
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Theee-halfpence, 7

Gussy passed Tom Merry & Co, twenty minutes later,
neither to right nor to left.

Auguztus D’Aroy looked

om Merry

©f acquaintonces. (Seo Chapter 5.)

and the Shell fellow:
T & Oo. were no fongsr on his list

s were atill laughing. Arthur

rossible moment.
who did not exactly care for the exertion
of boxing, agreed {o that.

But, although neither would admit it,
they felt o little doubtful as to how the
contests would end up. Pander could
punoh, they knew already.

CHAPTER 3.
Several Fights,

" EADY 1"
R “V.y-yes."
Jack Blake asked the qnes-

s tion, and Pander replicd in his
confused and nervous manner,

Pander had been at St. Jim’s for
several days, and had been subjected to
a continual shower of inquiries as to
“how was Ginger?” E

He had stood it for some time, and had
then proved that Ginger was in the pink
of condition by ladling out what he called
*““ginger ” in the shape of good, hefty
punches.

Even Fatty Wynn, |

In those few days Pander.had come to
be respected, and not only for his punch-
ing powers. He was a likeablo fellow in
many respects. "

Blake & Co. had nicknamed him
“Punching  Pander,” an appellation
which Pander did not object to. But he
was still very confused and nervous at the
least provocation.

Blake was cager to test his strength
against Pander, with the gloves on, in
the gymnasium. He persuaded Pander
to accompany him at last, and Tom Merry
& Co., with Figgins & Co., accompanied
Blake’s chums to form a ring.

Tom Merry accepted the position of
referee,

“Right-ho, Tommy !” said Blake.

“Time!” called Tom Merry.

Blake led off with a straight right, and
got it home on the side of the new boy’s
head. It was a hard blow, and half the
juniors.presént expected Pander to go
to the floor with a {ump.

But Pander shook his head like a
terrier coming out of a pond, and darted
a left at Blake which nearly took that
worthy's breath away.

“ My hat!” murmured AMouty Lowther,
“He's like a streak of lightning !

The fight continued, but it was obvious
that Pander was not doing his best, Blake
dropped his hands at the call of time,
and glared at his opponent.

“You’re not trying, you fathesd!” he
said indignantly.” “Do you think I'm
like Baggy Trimble, and can’t take a few
taps?”

“B-sorry I murmured DPander.

“I'll jolly well call you Ginger all the
rest of the term if you don’t buck up!”
said Blake. “I'm spoiling for a scrap,
you chump !

The interval betweon rounds went by,
and Tom Merry called for time again.

This  time " Pander; although  still
flushed, did not treat: Jack }ghke 5o

THE Gem Lisrary.—No. 628,
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lightly. He went in with a rush, and
hamnicred blows upon the Fourth Form
leader.

But Pander kept away from his oppe-
nent’s face. ¢ would not hit above
Blake's shoulders. But blow after Elow
landed on his chest, although Blake did
his level best to keep Pander off.

ander’s hands moved like lightning.
The watching juniors could scarcely see
them as they shot awiftly towards Blake’s
chest.

Biake was puffing for breath at the call
of time, and Pander looked anything but
comfortable. Tt was obvious that iz was
not enjoying the contest.

“My hat!” gasped Blake. “He's a
terror!  You can’t see him coming
along 1”?

“He's ginger, you know!” murmured
Monty Lowther, with a chuckle.

“He's jollay good, deah boys!” whis-
peied D'Arey. “I don’t believe I could
give him a thwashin’ myself !’

“T don't believe you could, Gussy!”
said Jack Blake, with a snort.

Tom Merry called “Time!” avd the
third round commenced. -

It did not go the full course. A dozen
blows landed on Blake’s chest, and he war
panting for breath’ before half-wayx
through tlie round.

_Bcareely a blow landed upen Pander
Blake could not get through his oppe-
nent’s guard,

Pander drachd his hands suddenly and
shragged his shoulders. y

“T can knock you out any time T like.
Elake!” he said coolly. “*What's the
good of carrying on?”

Blake grinned sheepishly.

“T admit ¥Tm beaten!” he said.
“But—but—— My hat! ¥You can serap,
Pander 1”7

Pander smiled, and flushed more than
ever,

- “Let me have a go!” said Figgins
eagerly.

He took the-zloves frem Blake's hands,
and Blake put them on Figgins handa.

*Perhaps Pandah doesn’t want to
p any morei” suggested Arthur
Angrastus quietly.

P'ander flushed again.

“Ju-just as you: like!” he said care-
Irasly. 5
* Right ! said Figgins quickly.

Blake and Figgins were a good match,
neither was better than the other. But
Pander was too good for Figgins, and
Figgins admitted as much after two
T

.

ounds.
“7 weally think I'd bettah have a shot,
dezh boys " said D’Arcy slowly.
“T shouldn’t, Gussy!” said Lowther
scriously.
* And why not, Lowthah?"”

“ Because it i3 unfair to your father.”

D’ Arcy stared.

“Weally, Lowthah!” Le said, in sur-
prise. “I fail to see what my patah has
to do with my ecwappin’ I”

“Tt wouldn't be the scrapping he'd
have anything to do with, Gussy,” said
Lowther. *It would be your funeral, and
I ask you—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lowthah, I wegard you as a jokin’
dummay!” said CGussy witheringly,

“Howevah, since that is your natuwal
sinte——
“Ha, ha, ha!?
“Ome for you, Gussy !”
Arthur Augustus smiled, and Lowther
flushed

e was used to playing jokes,
aving them played against him.

But Tom Merry interrupted.

" Look here. Pander,” he said guietly,
“if you are not tived——"

Toe GEM L1eRARY.—No, 628,

“Not at all,” said Pander instantly.
“Put the mits on, Tommy !”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave up the
idea of boxing with the redoubtable Pan-
der as Tom Merry put on the gloves.
The Shell leader was the finest boxer in
the Lower School, and better than many
fellows in the seniors Pander would
have his work cut out to beat Tom
Merry.

“How many rounds®” asked Figgins,
who was referce.

“Three only!” answered Tom Merry.
“More would be unfair to Pander, as he
has already had two fights!™”

No. 41.—PERCY MELLISH.

Form, A sneak and a toady. Wil

te with Racke & Co, in any
ually ready
is purpose.
h  Bagey
often sue-
exploite.
y all the

The worst fellow in the Fourth ’

low-down scheme, but is
to turn on them if it suits
Shates Study No.
Trimble, whom he has
cceded in drawing into shad:
Has made himself despised

decent fellows in the school.

Pander did not reply. .

“Time!"” called Figgina. )

Tom Merry, his eyes gleaming, waited
for the rush he knew would come. He
met_the blows that came like lightning
for his chest, and swept them aside with
no little difficulty.

There was an immense force behind the
blows, and Tom Merry had never en-
countered such lightning-like moves.
Pander seemed to be worked by electri-
city, for no sooner was one arm swept
aside than it was back again.

But Pander did not have things all his
own way. Tom Merry was probably the
stronger of the two, for once, when he
leuded a terrific right on his opponent’s
chest, Pander staggered back.

Instantly his hand went up to cover his
fece; but the next moment he saw that
Tom Merry was standing back, a smile
on his lips.

“Time!"” called Figgins,

“Why didn’t you hit?” asked Pander
at once. = 3
“Your face?’ asked Tom Merry.
“ ey 1

my face?” asked Tom Merry.

ander did not reply, but stood wminﬁ
for Figgins to call time for the secon
round to begin. His face was nearly the
colour of his hair.

The second round saw blows taken and
given lavishly, Both were puifing slightly
towards the end, but not one g]uw had
touched either face.

With*the third round came the end,
And it was an end that the juniors had
not looked for, or considered likely.

Pander landed two terrific blows on
Tom Merry’s ohest, and the Shell junior
staggered back. Pander was on himn like

a streak of lightning, and Tom Merry
almost lost his balance under the
onslaught.

But, with a suddenness that surprised
all present, Tom recovered. With
a quickness that equalled Pander’s, Tom
Merry shot out his right—hard and true
for his opponent.

Full in the middie of Pander’s chest
the: blow stnp&ed, and Pander was
knocked clean off his feet, and fell on his
back to the floor, -

His face was whiter than the juniors
had ever seen it as Tom Merry jumped
forward o pick him up. The fighi was
over; Pander could not possibly zo on
sﬂfr that blow.

It was too much!” said Tom Merry

repentantly.  “I shouldn’t have taken

ou on after you'd fought Blake and
iggy, tool”

“It’s all right, Merry!” said Pander,
sitting up an ruhbmq,his chest. * That

| | was a clean knock-out.

He peered almost wonderingly at the
leader of the Shell as he spoke. .{s Blake
aftorwards remarked, anybody would

Bithink he bad never been knocked out

before.

The juniors escorted Pander over to ™
tho Schoo] House and up to the dormitery
for a refreshing wash. Figgins & Co.
veturned to the New House.

Both Blake and Figgins were satisfied.
They had met a better man with the
gloves than themselves, and, being sports-
men, admitted as much, ¢

Despite his defeat by Tom Merry, Pan- .
der’s reputation as a boxer was nob-3
dama, The fellows who had called
him Ginger to his face did not imme-
diately take it for granted that because
Pander had been licked that they could
cnce more hurl the hated appellation at
the new junior,

Pander’s punches were to be respected
—even_with the gloves on.  But every-
body noticed that from that moment -
Pander’s manner changed.

He became more reserved than ever.
He hardly spoke to Blake & Co. . .He
passed them often enough, and went on
with a smile and a nod.

Nobody kiew where he spent the
greater part of his spare time. Digby
and Herries thunﬁhl he was sulky hecaus:
Tom Merry had beaten him, .

But Blake and D’Arcy refused to
believe that that was the case. What-
ever was wrong with Pander, he was not
sulking. 3

“P'waps he's homesick, deah boys,”
said D'Arcy after they had passed Pander
in the Fourth Form passage one morning.

“Rats!” said Blake. **I don’t believe
he’s well 17 ;

“His clobbah has gone astway,
p'waps?” went on Gussy thoughtfully.
“I weally think I had bottah speak to
him, deah boys.”

“ And you'll get your head punched!”
said Herries. *““Let the chap alone; we

giddy wing, can we?”
“Wathah not!. But—7 s 2
D’Arcy did not finish his sentence. He

“How meny times could you have hit - .

can't take every new junior under our, -
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was frowning thoughtfully as they en-
tered the study, and he was still thought-
ful when they went up to the dormitory.
Pander was there, already in bed. And
half the Fourth Form found themselves
asking a question. .
What was wrong with Pander?

CHAPTER 4.
A Surprize for Three,
the undis-

L TARCY 1”
D Wally D’Arcy,
uted leader of the fags of

gt. Jim's, turned as he heard
his name ealled.
He was with Curlf- Gibson and Joe
Frayne, his inseperable chums,
“Hallo?” he said cheekily.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

“Yet's !
together.

ander smiled, and led the way across
the quadrangle to the roadway.

He chatted sport all the way to the
woods, and, although their thoughts were
chiefly occupied with trying to think for
what resson Pander had asked them to
the woods, the three fags could not help
feeling that Pander was a decent chap.

Wally simply ached to make fun of
the new junior's hair, It was on the iip
of his tongue to call him “Ginger!” at
every opportunity, but he reframed.

Gibson and Frayne took the cue from
t]heir leader, and behaved in their very

est.

He did not know the speak It was
the new boy of the Fourth who had
bailed him.

“¥Your name is D'Arcy, I believe?”
asked Pander. ‘

Wally D’Arcy nodded. He was staring
with eyes that twitched with merriment
at the red hair that had called forth so
much humour in the Fourth—for.a time.

“Yes, that's me!” said Walls, with
another cheeky grin. .

Pander hesitated. He did not know
what to make of the younger brother of
Arthur Augustus D’Avcy. He was-inky
—no other word would describe hi

There was ink on his collar, and a great
blot of ink smudged the backs of his
hands. His forehead showed traces of
another blot which had been half wiped

ol.

Curly Gibson and Joe Frayne were in
much the same state. i

After the wonderiul cleanliness of
Advhur Augustus, Pander found it diffi-

_cult to believe that this was the voung
brother of the elegant junior of the
Fourth,
“I wanted to
said Pander, flus
thought I heard
you as Wally.
you ‘ Wally,” T suppose?”
“ Not at all, old son!” said Wally.
He began to wonder what Pander was
getting at.
“Would you three chaps care to come
with me to the woods?” asked Pander,
as if he had just thought of what he had
meant to say.

Wally D'Arcy and his chums stared.

“Tg the woods?” repeated Gibson.

“Of your dot?” asked Wally quickly.

“Barmy !” murmured Joe Frayne.

Pander became more confused than

ak to you, Wally,”
Eﬁ?ng confusedly, I
rour brother speak of
on’t mind my calling

ever.

“H’'m!” he murmured. *I—T know
it's rather unusual to ask fags to go out
with Fourth-Formers, but—but this is
special,”

Wally stared at the Fourth-Former in
amazement.

“Look here, Ginger,” he said trucu-

", lently, *say what the game is, and per-
; kaps we'll come!”

Pander bit his lip as the hated .name
came from Wally’s lips. But he did not,
for once, offer any objechion, or warn
D’Arcy minor of the danger of repeating

“It’s just a little idea of mine,” he
said lamely. f course, there’ll be a
little feed afterwards!” ¢

Wally & Co. pricked up their eais.

“Now youre talking!" said Wally
promptly.

“What-ho!"”
phatically.

Curly Gibson did not speak. He was
looking curiously at the Fourth-Former.

“Will you come?” asked Pander.

Wally hesitated. He was surprised at

e peculiar request,
“Shall us?” he asked, turning to his
chuma.

said Joe Frayne em-
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_enemies, except the cads of the Form.
A steady worker and a good scholar,
and a very fair sportsman. Shares
Study No. 3 with Grundy and Gumn,
the other member of the trio of
chums. The wpames of Grundy,
Wilkins, and Gunn invariably occur
together.

L

When they reached Rylcomibe Woods,
Pander turned charply and halted just
inside,

“Know of a decent clearing?” he
asked.

Wally stared.

“My hat! You've got me beat!” he
said, in surprise. *What on earth do
we want a clearing for?”

Pander flushed.

“Show me to a clearing, and T'll tell
you!” he said.

Wally turned to his . chums,
touched his forchead significantly.
“Off his dot!” he murmured.

He led the way to the nearest clearing,
and turned again to the Fourth-Former.

“Now, if vou don't explain, me and
my pals will have to bump it out of
you!” sgid --Wally firmly, without
troubling to be grammatical. *“Got i¢?"

Pander flushed again.

“As a matter of fact,” he

and

“said un-

said Frayne and Gibson]

—{a;g;a' faces, and became more confused.

Three-half pence, 9

easily, “I've always been used to the
cnmﬁanv of younger boysg than I.meet
in the Fourth Form. That’s the real -
reason why I asked you to come here.”

“My hat!”

“You see, your brother is older than
T am—at least, I think he is. He behaves .
as if he were——" o

““Gus always tries to make out he'sold; :
enough to be another chap’s ‘grand-#
father!” chuckled Wally.  *“But, still,” ~
Gus is 0.K.” i

“Well, I thought I would ask you
chaps if you'd be pals—" -

“My only topper! Pal up with a
Fourth-Former!” gasped Wally.

Curly Gibson and Joe Frayne were too
surprised to speak. ey had never
heard of a Fourth-Former wanting to be
chums with fags!

The Fourth Form juniors usually-
looked upon the fags as mere infants—
sent to St. Jim's for the sole purpose of ~
saving them the trouble of looking after
the prefect’s wants.

Pander flushed at the s:rprise on the

ou see, to a chap who has
the association—"
ey |” murmured Frayne, * That's
a good 'un!”

. “To the association of younger chaps,
it is difficult to get used to older fellows.
They seem out of place, you know.
aeublges, I want to teach you chaps how- .
x.” '

““Oh, my giddy aunt!” gasped Wally.

That was another surprise, 4

“We can already box!” said Gibson. .
“And you'll jol[!:i well know it if you
pull our-legs much longer!” i

Pander laughed.

“I mean—the right way to box,” he”
said slowly. “You see, I have done 2
good bit of it——"

“With your younger pals?” - said
Wally.
“No. With fellows older than myself.

But—but I can’t_explain to you exactly
what I mean. I just ask you chaps to
trust me. I'll teach you all the best
tricks at the game, and stand you feeds
after every lesson, if you'll be pals with
me!” : i .

Wally & Co. looked at -one another.
They were surprised, more than they
had ever been in their lives. They were
flabbergasted. &

“My hat!” said Wally, in amazement
“ Are you serious, (Ginger?”

Pami;r flushed again.

“Pander is my name,” he said, a trifla
coldly. ““Please don’t call me that other
name. It sounds unpleasant to me.”

Wally chuckled.

“I'll bet they've called it out a few
times since you came to St. Jim’s!” he
said lightly.

“Yes; and I've ladled out some ginger
for it, too,” said Pangder shortly. *I
licked Blake—TI licked Figgins—and Tom
Me: Licked me!”

“My hat! Didn’t Gus want to Hght
you?” asked Wally.

“Yes; but decided nof, I think!”
laughed Pander.

anfuy hesitated. + o x

suppose you're not chumming up
to us because Tom Merry licked you,
are you?" he asked suspiciously.

“Noj not at all!”” said Pander hastily.
#1—I—I wish I could explain_to you,
Wally, But I can't!”

Curly Gibson shrugged his shoulders. _

“1f there's a feed at the end of every i
lesson,” he said, “I, for one, don't rhind
Jearning a fow things-with the gloves. ;
After all, Wally, it’ll come in useful!” 3

“ What-ho !" said Joe Frayne, -

“But—but_we haven’t got any gloves
here ! said y. .
TeE GEx Lreeary.—No. 628.




. another the next,

* lesson,” said Pander quickly,

‘minutes.

“You don't want them for the first
I “1 want
1o teach you the right and the wrong way
‘to guard blows, That's really the first
ibing to learn—to save yourself fivst,”

Wally D’Arcy offered himself for the
purpose of demonstrating the right and
wrong way to guard blows. Pander was
1o’ punch at him, and explain how he
should have guarded the blow when once
he got through. s

There was considerable mystification in
the fags’ eyes as they watched their
Fourth Form teacher, Pander was
Aushed and confused as he lunged out at
Wally, and stammered slightly as he
stopped every blow short of tlie fag's
body, and explained how he had got
through his guard.

Wally was convineed of ome thing
before the lesson had proceeded many
i Whatever the real reason for
Pander’s strange behaviour, he could
ox. There was not the slightest doubt
abont that, and the fags found them-
selves feeling glad that Pander was not
allowing the punches to get home.

He was like a feather in the wind; he
was in one spot one second, and in
Wally was almost
«dazed as he swung round and round to
keep face to face with the new Fourth-
Former.

‘He dropped his hands at last, and
gazed sﬂamgiengly at his teacher.

*Are you potty, Pander?” he asked
sharply.

Pander stared.

“No. Why?’ he demanded. .

“I'm blessed if I think you're quite
right!” growled Wally, *“You're in one
giddy place cné moment, and the next
yow've disappeared! How the dickens
do you think a chap is going to biff you
if you don’t stand still}” i

Pander chuckled. He was evidently
becoming niore at ease with the fags.

“That’s the art of boxing, Wally!”
he said. “Get where yon can hit your
man, but can’t get hit yourself!”

Wally snorted.

“T like to stand up to a fellow!” he
growled.  “But still, T suppose there’s
sense in what you say!” }
. “Comé on, then!” said Pander, with
another chuckle, )

o kept the three fags at it. turn and
turn about, until the darkness began to
set in. Then he suggested returning to
St Jim'’s. .

The fags found themselves slaring at
the red-headed junior as they walked
guickly back to the school, They Jiked
him, -and he was evidently most desirous
of keeping on friendly terms with them,

But for what reason they could not
guess. Pander was a good companion—
he could chat on any subject, even the
little things that appealed to the fags
more than anything else, = R

“Btraight to tuckshop ! said
Pander, as they entered the gates of
8t. Jim’s. I can do with something to
eat 1”?

“What-ho ! said Joe Frayne eagerly.

Pander led the way into the little shap,
and Mrs. Mimble served them with cakes
by the ecore, bisenits. chocolate, dates in
boxes, and nuts—at Pander’s request and
with Pander's money already on the
counter to pay for them.

The fags opened. their eyes wider and
wider as the Fourth-Former ordered
article after article.

“He’s clean off his dot!” murmured
Curly Gibson. “As mad as a March

are I’

“He's the kind_of madman I like to
meet I chuckled Wally.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Pander smiled as he heard the
THE GeM Lierary.—No. 628,
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laughter of the fags. But when Mrs.
Mimble had put the last article before
him, he gathered them all up in his arms,
and made for the shop door.

“ Here !
asked Wally hastily.

“To your room, of course!” said
Pander. :

“M-m-my rocm!” stammered Wally.
““D-d-dy’mean you're going to share that
feed with us in our room 7’

“Certainly I said Pander. “Wa're
pals, ain’t we ?”

“What-ho!” said Joe Frayne, and
ave his leader a dig in the ribs. *Don’t
e an ass, Wally ! 3

Wally almost staggered out of the tuck.
shop. He could not for the life of him
see why a Fourth-Former should go to
all the trouble that Pander was geing to
for the saks of three fags!

He showed the way to the fags' Com-
mon-room, and there Pander deposited
his'purchases on the table. He helped to
get the fire ready, and then to lay the
table.

There seemed no more obliging fellow
in the world than Pander. He insisted
on helping wash-up when the feed was
consumed.  He would not take a date
with him when he left “in case they fels
hungry during the night.”

He went at last, and Wally D'Arcy
stared at his chums in a manner that was
almost comical in its bewilderment.

*“He's clean daft !” he said.

*“ Must be ! said Curly Gibson, with a
shrug of his shoulders,

“Daft or not,” said Joe Frayne with
emphasis. “He's a jolly decent sort 1"

“Because he stands us a good feed ?”

Wally, clenching his fists pug-
naciously. 5

“No—nunno!” said Joe Frayne
hastily. * Just because—just because he
is—that's all I

And with that lucid explanation as to
what constituted Pander’s good qualities,
Joe Frayne suggested they should get to
their prep. 2

But it is to be feared their thoughts
were more upon the subject of Pander
and his peculiar bebaviour than upon
their lessons, and Mr. Selby, their Form-
master, would doubtless notice that some-
thing was amiss when he came in to in-
spect their hooks on the morrow !

CHAPTER 5.
Gussy is Troubled.
“ AXDAH !

P Arthur Augusius D'Avey, of
the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s,
called to_the new junior as the;

were leaving the Form-room after lessons
the following morning.

Paunder, if be heard, heeded not, but

walked straight on.

“Pandah, deah boy!” said Arthur

Augustus. *“Pway stop a minute !”

Without being deliberately rude, Pan-’

der could not continue to walk away
from D’Arey. He stopped and turned.

“ Pway come to the study, deah boy !
said D’Arcy. “I want to speak to you !”

“Thanks, but I'd rather not!” said
Pander, flushing. -“I have an appoint-
ment.”

“Bai Jove! I do not want to detain
you,” said D'Arcy hastily. “But, as a
mattzh of fact, Tom Mewwy has asked
me i}f you are any good st footah, and

;

Pander’s eyes

“My. hats!
can’t 1"

He finished @p Lis sentence lamely, and
flushed furiously under the curious gaze
of the swell of St. Jim’s.

%}camed for p moment.
. should—but—but I

“You're wathah mystewicus, deah

Where are you going?” |-

boy,” said D'Arey, with a frown. “Pway
%t think—" :

““ That's all right,” said Pander hastily,
“The fact is—""

“Yaas, deah Loy?” said D'Arey as
Pander hesitated.

“The fact is—I don’t want to play "

“Bai Jove! You don’t want to play
footah I" ejaculated D’Arcy, fixing his
eyeglass in his eye, and staring in sur-
prise at the red-haired jumior. ‘‘Bai
Jove! A fellah who can box like you is
genewally an all-wound athlete.  Surely
—surely, Pandah—you are not a
slacker |7

Pander flushed.

“Not me!” he said with emphasis.
“I could—T could—but,’ I've told vou
alveady, I’Arey, I can’t play !”

“Excuse me, deah boy,” said D’Arey
firmly, ““but you're makin' a. mistake.
You did not say you couldn’t play—you
said you didn’t want to!”

{‘Same thing !” replied Pander shortly,
¢ Excuse me, gut I must be going !

If it were not bad form, Arthur
Augustus would have asked Pander
where he was going. But D’Arcy conld
not bring himself to ask the now junioe
such g question, and Pander, wich 2 nod,
passed on.

Gussy would have been more than sar-
prised if he could have seen Pander a
few minutes after they parted. With
Pander was Wally D’Arey, Curly Gib-
son, and Joe Frayue.

. The quartette was in the tuckshop talk-
ing boxing, and mastidating pastries.

But Arthur Augustus was in Study
No. 6 of the Fourth-Form passage, a
worried frown on his aristocratic brow.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured thought.
fully. “Bai Jove !”

Blake looked up from a book he was
teading. -

:“What's the matter with yeu now,
dummy 7" he asked shortly.

Arthur Augustus fixed his monocls
miore firmly in his eye, and surveyed the
leader of the Fourth coldly.

“I wefuse to be alladed to as a
dummay, Blake!” he said loftity. “If
you cannot wefwain—-""

* What are you ‘ By Joving * about?”
demanded Blake again. “That's the
point 17

“Tm wathah owwied, deah boy,”
said D'Arcy with a frown.

Blake was all sympathy in a2 moment.

“Tailor, Gussy *” he ssked quirkly,

“ Bai Jove! Wathah not, deah boy I
exclaimed D’Arey.  “But I'm no* sure
it is not worse than bein’ dJisappointed
about one’s clobbah !”?

Blake, Herries, and Dighy stared.

“My hat!” ejaculated Herries,
“Something radically wrong then.
You're not worrying because Towser's
off l:)is feed, are you, Gussy? Because

““Hewwies, T wegard you as an ass of
the first watah!" said D’Arcy ‘wither-
ingly. “If Towsah went off his feed*
altogethah it would be a good thing—
he’d peg out, deah boy 1"

“You “silly ass!” roared Herries,
“Don’t you talk about my Towsy peg-
ging out——*

“No such luck!” growled Blake,
“Bhut up, Herries, and let our prize
chump talk for once. He hasn’t spoken
for quite two minutes, and he must be
gelting tongue-tied 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally Blake——

“That’s all right, Gussy!” said Blake

cheerfully.  “Tell your Uncle Jack all
about your troubles. But if you're in
love again——"

“Ha, ha, ha!?
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* B-b-bai Jove!’’ gasped Arthur Augustus. It was Pander who gripped him—Pander, the red-haired, new
junior of the Fourth Form! The next moment D’Arcy was whirlsd towards the door, to be flung head first
= into the passage. (See chapter 6.)

The juniors roared with laughter.
They had not forgotten Arthur. Augus-
tus' experiences when last he fell in love
—with the girl in the bumn-shop.

“Weally, Blake, I wegard your
fwivelity as bein’ quite out of place when
a chap is in a sewious posish!” said

D'Arcy coldly. * You see—"

“My hat! Youre not really in
trouble, are you?” demanded Blake.

“Pater forgotten the fiver?” asked
Herries.

“Can’t be that!” said Dighy. “He

had one yesterday "

Arthur” Augustus D’Arcy shook his
head.
_“It’s not that, deah boys!” he said
slowly. “You see, I pwomised Tom
Mewwy—— Bai Jove! Heah he is!”
. ~The study door was flung open, and
Tom Merry, with Manners and Lowther

appeared.
% Cheer-o!” said Tom Merry brightly.
“Excuse us! We've come io see
Gussy !"”

D’Arcy flushed.

“Bai Jove! I'm sowwy, Tom Mewwy,
but I weiwct. I cannot keep my pwo-
mize ! e said misetably. “You
sualite

Tomn Merry & Co. stared at the swell
of “the Fourth in amazement.
Merry would have spoken the next
moment, but he felt Monty Lowther
pinch his arm for silence.

The humorist of the Shell
solemnly at Arthur Augustus.

“ Are you going to tell us, Gussy, that
you've broken your promise?” he said
slowly and with emphasis.

“Pai Jove! I'm sowwy——" began
D’Arcy nervously.

“Sorrow killed the cat—I mean,
sorrow cannot help you, Gussy,” went
on Lowther solemnly, and winking at
Blake &. Co., to stop any remark they
might be thinking of making. *I'm sur-
prised at you! How could you?”

“Bai Jove, said D'Arcy
distressfully. “I—"

“It would have been different had
your name been Mellish,” interrupted
Lowther solemnly. “We should have
expected him to break his promise. But
a D’Arcy—nevah—I mean never !

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Tt is not a laughin’ mattah, Blake!”
said D'Arcy sevcregly.

“You solemnly gave us your promise,”
went on Lowther, *“and you have broken

looked

Tom |

it! Henceforth, we cannot be fwiends—
friends. You are cut out of wills without
a shilling—I mean, off the list of cur
acquaintances—and none can say but that
vou deserve it !”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

Blake & Co., with Tom Merry and
Manners, could restrain their laughter
no longer. ;

The expression on D’Arcy’s face, as
Monty Lowther afterwards remarked,
was enough to make a cat laugh. It was
as miserable as if the elegant junior had
committed the worst crime in the annals
of St. Jim’s. .

To what promise Lowther was refer-
ring to, Blake & Co. had not the slightest
idea. That D'Arcy knew was obvicus.

He looked at first one, then ancther
of the juniors. But D’Arcy did not
smile, His face was serious enough ix.all
conscfence.

“Bai Jove, I believe you are wottin’,’
Lowthah, you wottah |

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Woitin’—1 mean rotting! After you
have made a solemn promise and broken
it!1” said Monty wther coverely.
“D’Arcy, 1 believe your polished
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manners are all spoof! I believe you are

a heartless rogue! I eve—""
“Bai Jove, Lowthah,! I—"
“You cannot expect that Blake,

will allow you to re-
, surely?'" went on

- Ynu’ have broken
»

Herri¢s, and Digbg
gmain in this study
Herries relontlessly.
all the rules of decency—

“PBai Jove ! .

«There is nothing else for us to do
but to return to our study. We cannot
ask of you the favour we were——""

“ Favah !” ejaculated D’ Arcy.
“ Haven't—haven’t you come about my
pwomise "

Monty Lowther stared at D’Arcy in

“Your promise?” he repeated. “We
know nothing about your promise—only
that you've broken it!"

Blake & Co. looked amazed.

“Look here, Lowther—"
Blake warmly.

4 We don’t know what the dummy is
talking about,” said Lowther, with
another wink at the leader of the Fourth.
“We came in, and he told us he couldn't
keep his promise, What the promise is—
orwas—or will be—we don't know, and
Jont jolly well care. Bub if a fellow
can’t keep a promise, he can’t be a friend
of ours!”

Arthur Augustus rose from his chair
and stood before Monty Lowther, staring
frigidly through his monocle at the
humeorist of the Shell.

“ Lowthah, T wegard you as a waggin’
wottah !" he said icily. I pwomised
Tom Mewwy that I would bwing Pandah
down to the footah feld—"

“QOh, my hat!” shrieked Tom Merry.
“Ha, ha, ha!” i
_“But Pandah won't come!™ went on
D’Arcy coldly. “I wegwet circs. have
compelled me to bweak my pwomise—""

“Ha, ha, hat” &

“Ya--wo came to borrow five bob!”
gasped Manners. ~“Oh, Monty, you
silly dummy ! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y'd forgotten all about the footer!"
exclaimed Tom Merry, between fits of
laughter. *“Gussy, you're forgiven !
Ha, ha, ha !”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stared from
Tom Merry & Co. to his hilarious chums.
Then, after one withering stare at Monty
Lowther, the swell of St. Jim's walked
out of the study with his nose high in
the air. =

“Lowthah!” mimicked the Shell
junior, after the door had closed behind
D’Arcy. “Lowthah, I have no wesource
fut to cut you off the list of my fwiends!
I wegard you as a waggin’ wottah——"

“Ha, , ha!”

'Arcy heard that shriek of laughter,
and flushed angrily. The swell of the

&iﬁnityf}w was aNgry
with Lowther for pulling his leg. He
had promised Tom erry to bring
Pander, the new junior, down fo the
football field for a trial, but Pander re-
fused to go.

That amounted to a broken promise, in
1'Arcy’s opinion. It was not his fault
that Pander would not go with him, but

A

. surprise.

began

. he did not look at it in that light.

‘hat was I’Arcy's trouble—a trouble
wwhich Monty Lowther had made the best
use of—in his opinion.

He passed Tora Merry & Co. twenty
minutes later, and the S]Zell fellows were
still laughing.

Arthur  Augusius D’Ar
neither to right nor to left.

Co. were no longer on his
scquaintances !
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CHAPTER 6.
Pander’s Treachery.
¢« CYOMETHING'S wrong!"”
S Thus Jack Blake.
He was \131'{1 emphatic in that
remark, and the chums of Study
No. 6 locked at their leader.
“What's up now?” demanded Herrios,
who was pohshin% Towser's collar.
“That chaj ander ! said Blake,
“Have you chaps noticed what he does
with himself 7" =
“ ND I

“Nor have I!” said Blake cmyhatic-
ally. “I wanted that chap to teach me
a few things with the gloves. But he
won’t mix with any of the Fourth-Form
chaps !”

“That's his look-out!" said Herries,
with a snort. “I'm not going to run
after'a new chap and ask him to be

palli."
“Nor 1!” said Digby.

“Bai Jove, Blake!"” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.  “Come to think, I've
nevah seen Pandah with any of the
Fourth!”

“That's why I say there's something
wrong ! said Jack Blake. “A fellow
who comes to St. Jim's generally tries
to make puls with everybody until he
sorts out the rotters from the decent
chaps. But Pander hasn't cared abouf
that !"”

“iWathah mot! I had to bweak a
pwomise to Tom Mewwy—""

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Pway cease that wibald laughtah,
you chaps! Lowthah is a waggin'
wottah "

“He had you on small pieces of toast,
Gussy !” chuckled Blake. “He didn't
remember what you promised, and they
wouldn't have said anything if you'd told
them Pander wouldn't play. My hat!
You were born to have your leg pulled !”

“Weally, Blake— Howevah, we
will say no more abont that mattah!™
said D"Arcy, with dignity. “The fact is,
I am not on fwiendly terms with Tom
Mewwy & Co.—"

Arthur Auiustu.s broke off, and froze.
Tom Merry & Co. entered the study at
that moment

Although’ a night had passed since he
had asl Pander to play football,
D’Arcy had not forgotten what had fol-
lowed. Monty Lowther grinned as he
saw the frigid expression on the aristo-
cratic junior's face.

“Got over it, he asked
lightly.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not reply.

Monty Lowther winked at the others.

“As one gentleman to another,
Gussy,” he said solemuly, “I trust you
are not going to r melice ?""

Arthur Augustus thawed slightly.

“Tf you are weally sowwy, Lowthah,
T—"" he began.

“T  am, frightfully—terribly—most
awfliy " said Lowther, without so much
as a smile.

,“l’.{‘hen, ofd c]gum 1 accept ynlu!'
apology,” eai 'Arcy magnanimously.
“Pway considah the mattzh at an end "

“Thanks !"” said Lowther fervently.

“H'm!” said Tom Merry hastily.
“Ahem!”

The juniors had as much as they could
do to refrain from laughing.

“We came to see you chaps about
your -hea specimen,”  said
Manners quickly. “What's he doing?
He hasn't been down to footer; and, in
our apli‘niun, he ought to be a decent

er.
';Bacauza he can box?” asked Blake,
with a smile. i
“No: because®he can move on his

Gussy?”

8

pins. He should make a first-class for-
ward!" B

“As a matter of fact,” said PBlaks"
slowly, “we were. talking about Pander
when you came in. Squat down before
the fire, you chaps, and we'll talk the’
matter over.” - -

Tom Merry & Co. squatted.

“ Pander carefully avoids the Fourth,”
went on Blake, with a frown, Wa
know nothing about the chap. We don’t
know what he is—who he is—where he
js—or what his father does for a living."

“YWeally, Blake, that has nothin' to
do with us!” eaid Arthur Augustus
D’ Arey 'severe]jj. “We don't want lo

pwy-
“Who said

- “Rats!” snorted Blake.
we did want to know?”.

“Well, you said—""

“Chump!” growled Blake. “I was
merely stating a fact. Pander keeps to'
himself, and it's not good for him.
That's the long and short of it!”

Tom Merry nodded.

“You don’t think he is wild because
some of the chaps call him- Ginger?”
he said thoughtfully.

Blake shook his head. ~ :

“No,” he said emphatically. *He
whacks into the chaps who call him that,
after he’s warn em that he doesu’t
Hardly anybody rags him about-
his hair, now that they know he can use
his fists.”

“Then what's troubling him?”

“Blessed if I know!” said Blake.
“The silly ass just disappears after

lessons, I thought I saw him once with i
Gussy's young rip of a _brother—" L

“Minng with the fags!" ejaculated”
Meery. “‘Imposs!”

“That's what I thought!” said Blake.
“8o I never troubled to ask him if I
had seen him.” i : 5

There was silence for a few minutes. [
The juniors were perturbed. It was
unusual for a Fourth-Former to keep so
much to himself. Even Mellish and
Baggy Trimble, sneaks though they
were, chummed in with somebody. 2

But Pander had not bean seen with
any of the Fourth-Formers. V|
with whom, did he spend his spare
time? .

. That was a question to which tha
juniora could find no answer,

“Fotch him up here and ask him,”
said Digby suddenly. y

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Can’t do that,” he said slowly. “If
Pander wants to keep to himself, let
him. But I must say I should like to see
how he shapes at football.”

'The question was to be solved for the
juniors without their troubling to send
for anyone.

The door of the study was suddenly
flung opetn, and a dozen or more fags
appeeared.

Tom Merry & Co, and Jack Blake rose  *
to their feet. : “

“What do you want, kids?” asked
Blake severcly. *Don't you know that
infants should be in bed at this time of
the evemn;z?"

Wally D"Arcy, who was in front of the

fags, with his faithful chums, Curly
Gibson and Joe Frayne, grinned
cheekily.

“And don’t you kids know that now.
and then you want tickling up?” he

asked.

The Fourth-Formers gasped.

“My hat!” exclaimed Blake. “¥ou
cheeky ragamuffin! I'll jolly well punch
your silly napper!"”

“Wally, you young wascal—"
began Arthur Augustus severely.

“i Rats 1" gaid Wally cheerfully. *Tom
Merxrzv, you ought not to be here!”

B ‘l‘.l:r ou cheeky——"" began Tom Merry
otly. -




“%3ha. Fourth.Form chum went  on
“3Wally, in the same cheerful tones, “You
!

i e
d in  their

‘ean go, or you can be
Tom Merry & Co.
tarn.
Afy hat! We'll scalp you!” roered
Manners.
“Rals!”
T “Pifilel”

School House?”

“The fags! Hurrah!”

The fags behind Wally D" Arcy roared.
Blake & Co. set their teeth. t was
staggering.

Never before had the fags openly come
to rag the Fourth-Formers. They had

- ragged the studies in the absence of the
occupants on more than one occasion.

- But when the - Fourth-Formers were
at home, Wally D"Arcy and his followers
usutlly gave them a wide berth.

“Rush ’em1”

Wally D'Arcy led the rush that imme-

diately followed.
Blake & Co. staggered under the
weight of a score of fags, and Tom

Merry & Co. were taken by surprise. But
the surprise did not last long.

Using their open hands, the Fourth-
Formers cuffed right and left. But the
fags took not thgnﬂhbesl heed.

Bleke found hi f opposed to Wally
D'Arcy, and’ Arthur Augustus and
Manners were attacked by Curly Gibson
and Joe Frayne respectively.

Blake did nob often find much_ difi- | de

culty in euffing Wally D’Arcy’s head. But
Wally scemed to have learned something
in the course of the last few weeks.

He kept Blake at bay, until Blake
began to get angry; then Wally had no

chance, E
He was collared, picked up, and
ca':-ried bodily towards the door.

howled #Ne've

rap !’ | Wally.
» to scrap, you silly ass1”

We'll scrap you!” panted Blake.
Yow " :

“ Groogh 1" .

Crash! Bang! Crash!

Trbles and chairs were sent whirlin
in all diroctions as the juniors struggle
with the fags. Collars began to Liter
the floor—ties had been there within
three minutes of Wally D’Arey’s appear-
ance,

© “Chuck *em out!” roared Tom Merry.

“Yah! D-d-d-do it!”

“Boost them 1™

“Ratsl”

The juniors were finding all their work
cut out to keep their feet against eo

- many fags. -They might have done
better had they used their fists, but fists
were barred against fags.

There came the pattering of feet down
the corridor, {'ust as Blake reached the
door with Wally D'Arcy in his arms.

It was Pander.

“Clome on, Pander!” shouted Blake,
“There's a rag!”

Wally D’Arcy turned his head.

‘]‘ Pander,” he foared, “back up your
pals!”?

Pander hesitated. His face, usually
flushed, ame quite white. o
rlanced inside the study at the whirling
orms of the fags and juniors.

““Come on!'" roare ake.

“Biff ’em!" roared Wally, struggling
desperately for fredom.

Still Pander hesitated.  Instantly it
_flashed into Blake’s mind that Pander
wes a coward. Bui Blake had seen him
fight, and a coward does not usually go

in for boxing.
“Go on, Pander!” shouted Bloke in
disgust. “There's ewarms of fags
-~ inside!”

Wally. struggled desperately, and with

% As it s, this is a little 1o do with |
'

THE GEM LIBRARY.

an effort that surprised Blake, wriggled
himself free.

vally did not at once dart inside the
study, as Blake anticipated.

e ran towards the hesitating Pander,
and, with fists clenched, and fievce,
Llazing eves, faced him.

“Back up your pals,” he said fi
—*“or mever come near us again!

Pander whitened still more, and tuined
on his heel. .

lake gasped in surprise. Pander was
deserti his Form—refusing to help
them when t}uay requived all the assist-

ceely

ance they could get to save their study
from the swarming fags. .
Pander was a coward! -
“Pander!” roared Blake, *Come

back, you cowardly rotter!”

Pander swung round, his face burning,
1ot with confusion, but with anger. He
clared for one second straight into
Blake’s eyes, then rushed for tg'e study.

“(Ggod 1" shouted Blake,

Wally D’Arcy, as soon as he saw that
Pander meant to take part in the fight—
or scramble—rushed at DBilake, and
collared him round the waist.

“Yow 1

“Groogh I”

“Ont with them !”

“We'll fag ’em!”

“Rats 1" =

Those, and many other gasping ejacu-
Iations, greeted Pander as ﬁe yoached
the study.

A moment later,
D’ Arcy felt himself gripped by the shoul-
r. It was a grip that was too powerful
for a fag—and he turned round angrily.

He dropped his hands and stared at his
assailant, unable to believe his eyds.

“B.b-bai Jove ! he gasped.

Tt was Pander who gripped him—
Pander, the red-haired, new junior of the
Fourth Form!

His face wos white and tense, his hair
Wnrmg as if ablaze in contrast.

he next moment D’Arcy was whirled
towards the  door, to be flung head first
into the passages

Arthur Augustus

CHAPTER 7.
The Result.

t'j 7 OW-0W 1”
Arthur  Augustus - D'Arey
d as he met the floor

K“Il;@

with a bump. He was on his
feet in an instant, but Pander was gone
—insido the study.

A moment later, and Herries came out
—very quickly. He collapsed against the
wall, ‘and slid to the floor with a gasp.

“M-m-m-my hat "

“Gooooh 1"

Herries staggered to his feet,

“D-did you see who that was?” he

anted.
“Yaas, wathah! Pandah!”
“Pighting on the side of the fags!”
“Yaas, wathah1” :
The noise of the fighting juniors and
fags could not fail to attract attention.
There was n the sound of runnin;
feet, and Kildare, captain of the school,
appeared, with his cane in his hand.

He passed D’Arcy and Herries without
a glance, and rushed into the study.

“Qtop it! he roared. “Shut up! Do
you hear?”

Swish, swish, swish!

Kildare laid stress on his commands
with the cane.

“Ow !

p

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow |

Wally D’Arcy yelled lustily as he felt
the stinging cuts of Kildare's cane, an
swung round angrily.

His jaw dropped as he saw the angry
captain. : =

“Bunk !” he roared, “Kildare!”

The scrambling ceased as if by magic.

“Theee-halfpence,

The fags forgot the fight—forgot every:.
thing else, save that they must *bunk.”

In a surprisingly short time, the sindy
was cleared of all save the juniors who
I.I‘sunﬂy occupied it, and Tom Merry &

0.

Kildare, for the moment, was chaeing
the fags to impart a few pariing cuts
with his cane.

The study was all but wrecked; not a

chair or a table was on it leﬁ:. Lhe
hookease was on jts side, the - ooks o
the floor in all directs Ink hed

stained the carpet, the inkpot crushed
under somebody’s -heel.

dare came back to find tir two
Co’s staring almost dully at the
wreckage. "
“You young asscs!” he suapped
angrily. “What the dickens is all the
row al i

Head !” o erily.
f‘(l)gear this mess up, and be shary about
it!

And with that, he swung row
hecls, and left the study, ban
door kehind him.

Blake grinned sheepishlr.

“Gaod old_Rildsre!” he said.
krew jolly well it was & rog "

“And some rag!” said Tom Merry,
trying to put.a crushed aund crumbled
collar into somgthing like its proper
position.

“Oh deah! M.
wuined !” groaned D' Arey.
Wally to-mowwow! The young ass!

“ And you‘ll t another puir of hags
done in!” growled Blake, * That litile
Eemﬁ;r has been learning boxing i My

at !

.

on his
g the

“He

twousahs  are
“Til thwash
It

Blake, suddenly remembering Pauder,
looked quickly ‘vound the study. But
Pander had disappeared. )

The Fourth Form leader clenched his
fists angrily.

“'That Pander chap—the red-headed,
ginger-looking dummy 1" he enid fiercely,
“T'll scalp_him !”

“ Bai rd

Jovel

wottah 1” o

“1 haven’s! Where is the tcad?”

Tom Merry looked surprised. Ile had
been engaged in the thick of the fray,
and had not seen Pander.

“What's the matter with Pander?” he
demanded.

“Matter !" snorted Blake. ™ Only that
the rotter fought on the side of the

1

ags .

“My hat!”

“Goe whiz!” -

“ Are. you sure, Blake?”

Blake snorted again.

“Qure! I'm jolly sure! The heast -
chucked Guasy and Herries out on their
necks !”

“Yaas, wathah! I was taken by sur-
pwise, deah boys!”

“And me!” growled Herries. I
don’t care if he's Carpentier’s chief
sparring-partner—I'm jolly well going to
fight the rotter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you ianghing at, Blake?”

“My dear chap, he'll knock spots off

ou ! -

“TLet him!” snapped Herries. * But
Tl give the beast a wallop or two to go
on with !” .

Herries was wild—very wild. He had
been defeated by a member of his own
Form instead of helped.

Tom Merry looked grave. .

“I say, it's o bit t.hir"k"’ he =aid

forgetten  the

d | sharply. A new chap, too!

“New chap or ngt, he’s going through
the mill!” said Jack Blake ang:q;ll-.

“He's going to get o Form ragging !

Tom Merry hesitated.
Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. €28,




*“I should be sure that he understands
what he’s done!” he said thoughtfully.
“You dan’t know him—or what he's
been ddmg with himself since he
arrived,”

“We'll try him!” growled Blake.
“Come round to our dorm to-night, and
gea what happens!”

“Right you are!” said Tom Merry,
%, l\rle'u-“hx I Ghmk I'll go and have a
W'lah and brush up.”

“Bame  here!”
 Lowther in unisom.

Arnd Tom Merry & Co. left the study;
and DBlake & Co. set to work_ to pick up
the furniture and wipe all signs of the

- rag from the carpets and walls.

In the fags'-room, Wally D'Arey was
frowning _thoughtiully. %‘ur}_v Gibson
m&d Joe . Fraync were, as usual, by his
side.

The fags had not trcublod to clean
their clothes since the fig

“That was some dust up"’ chuckled
Wally.

“It was!” agreed his chums.

“Pity  Kildare came i went on
Wally thouihtfuliy . “We might have
wiped up the giddy study! My hat!
Here's Pander! I'd forgotten all about
him in the excitement!™

Pander, still very white of face, came
to“ ards the leader of the fags.

Hafllo!” he said slowly.

\VaH_y hit his lips,

said Manners and

“Bit down, Pander!” he said. *I
want to speak to you!"

Pander sat down. Curly Gibson and
Joo Frayne remained silent: they half-

expected what was to {ozluu, and they
left it to their leader.

“Pander,” said Wally fiercely,

. a rotter!”

Pander started to his feet, and clenched
his fists. A flush swept over his face, up
to the roots of hiz hair, where it seemed
to disappear, leaving his face whiter than
ever.

He sat down.

“Iam!"” he said, in a low voice,

“Yet yvou're a jolly good pal!” said
Wally, with the fiercest of glares. *“You
stood up for your pals—you deserted your
Form! It was my fault; I forced you to
fight on our side! Of the ‘two, I'm
blessed if I know which is the worse!
What do you say, Joe?’

“Same as you!" said Joe Frayne
promptly.

“And you, Curly?”"

“Same as Joe!”

“Thore you are, Pnndez g sald Wally
D'Arcy tnum;phsntly. “There's pals
{or ou! You'll.get ragged to Pimlico

ack to-night m the dorm ; but we're
gumg to be there!

Pander started.

“Why?" he dcmanded,
what they'll give me!”

“We jolly well know you can!”
growled f ‘“But we're going to
be there, all the same. We're going to
have something to say to Blake & Co.!"”

Pander started to his feet again,

“No!" he said. “If you do, I'll chuck
you up, Wally!”

1 “ Rats ! sa;d Wally cheerfully. *“We're

8 .
}nPande: hesitated a moment.  Then,
after one glance at the three fags, he
left the room without a word.

you're

“I can stick

CHAPTER 8.
Seiting Matte:s Right,
MGODD-E\‘IGHT! No mnoise,
mind !”
) With that warning, Kildare
turned out the lights in the
Fourth Form dormitory. A dozen voices

bade him “Good-night!” for Kildare
TeE GeM Liprary.—No. 628.
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enjoyed immense - popularity amongst
the juniors,
Jack Blake sat up in his bed as soon
as Kildare's footsteps had died away.
“Gussy !

““Yaas, deah boy!”

“Don’t go to sleep!”

“Wathah not!"

There was a subdued murmur of voices
in the dormitory. Everybody knew that
Pander, the red-haired new boy, was
going to be tried for his treachery to his
Form-mates as soon as Tom Merry & Co.
arrived.

And the Shell juniors were not long
in_putting in _an appearance, "wenty
minutes after Kildare had turned out the
luzhts in the Fourth Form dormitory, the
door opened again, and the three juniors
came in.

“That you, Tommv‘ asked Blake.

“It is!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.
1 Wll}iere s lhe giddy court?”

Blake ]umpnd out of bed, and lit a
candle. "In a moment a dozen other
candles were lighted. "

They were taken to Jack Blake's bed,
and stuck by their grease to the locker
at his side,

“Now we're ready for the prisoner!”

!ald Blake shortly.
“ Hail, called Monty
Come

Oh Gmga-r'”
Lowther, in his deepest voice.
}uth,ar, varlet, and be tried for your giddy

life

.‘ a, ha, ha1”

“Shuah e sald Bhke
“Don’t make a row!

““Wish I'd brought Towser!" growled
Herries. ““He would bite anyone who
Llcked up o shindy !”

“And make one ten times worse him-

wa rning]_v.

self1” snorted Manners, ‘“‘Rats to
Towser!”

“Look here—""

“8hush, vou ass!” said Blake.
“Pander!

Vgt

Pander answemd in the softest of

tones.

“Come here!” snapped Blake.

‘Without & word, Pander rose from his
bed, and lppmlx{.hed Blake's bed. Tom
Mer & Co. seated themselves, and
Herries, Digby, and D'Arcy squatted
near by.

In the centre’ of the little group stood
Jack Blake, his face set and determined.

Pander stopped opposite him, and
folded his arms acmsspﬁzz chest,
“You know why you're here?” asked

Biai%’.
"Ham you anything to say?”

“No
Jack BlaLe ritted his teeth angrily.
“T ghould have thmlgh yml’d have
thing to say he said
gha *You ]ome&' with a cromi of
g.ag fags in a rag on your own Form—
and your Form leader at that!—aud our
study was wrecked. You know jolly well
thnt Fou should have boosted the fags

“And if X did®”

Pander was calm and collected. Onl
his face, white as the sheets on Jacl
Blake's bed, showed he felt his position.

nd if you did!” snorted Blake,
“Then you jolly well ought to be
ashamed of yourself! We don’t know
much about you; we know you can
fight! This isn’t a personal grievance,
though, but an offence agumst the Form,
You'll get ragged to-night, and T'I1 ﬁght
you, with or without g!mes, as you like,"

Pander's eyes flashed for a2 mom
Blake got ready for a possible attack.
But there was no need. e light of
battle died from Pander's eves the
moment after it appeared.

. fwiend.

.get it over!” said Pander bltter!v. “T've

“Go ahead ! he said curtly.
Tom Merry frowned. There was some-
thing about” Pander that he liked, .b
for the life of him he could not think
that Pander was » coward that des
his side for the nnarm, even though the
eremy be a band of fags.

“Knotted towels—run the gauntlet!™
said Jack Blake, between his teeth. * You
jolly well ought to know what that -
means! It's the sign of disgrace with the
Form. I don’t believe Mellish would do
as you have done!”

“Bai Jove, Blake!” said D'Arey, "
rizing hastily to his faet “Pway allow
me to act as pwisoner's fwiend!”

Pander shot him one grate[ul gim!ca
before he continued. -

“As  vou - like, smd Blake
shortly.

It was obvious Qhat Blake, as )udg
was - unfitted for his self-appointed
position. As leader of the Forin, ha felt
keenly the desertion of Pander to the
fags, and was biased on that account.

He had asked for Pander's story, 'it-
is true. But he had not encouraged
Pander to speak. He was & new boy,
and might not, for all he knew, know the
ropes.

“In the first place, Pandah has not
said why he went over to the side of the
fags!” said D'Arey firmly. “As the
aggwieved chap—I should say, one of
them, for Hewwies was also thwown
out of the studay by Pandah—I should
like to ask Pandah if theah is any special
weason why he should not help us—his
Form—in a time of twouble and stwess?”

Pander opened his mouth, but shut
it again withoul speaking.

“Pandah, deah huy, said D'Arcy
seriously, “I am twyin’ to be your
You're not & coward—we all
know that. Why did you fight with my
bwuthah Wally?”

“Because—because—oh, hang it all
you chaps, get into the slogging, and

ass!”

nothing to say!”

Blake & Cn ‘shrugged thclr shoulders,
and took up their towels. 1’Arcy mada-
one last appeal v

“1 shall utmhls‘ wefuse to take part
in this dwastic {;uniahment, unless you
explnm or, wathah, answah my ques-
tion!” he said firmly.

“There's enough-to do it without you,
D’Arcy.!” said Pander bmerlv “Shut
up. there's a good chap!™

“1 wefuse to shut up!"” said Gussy
obstinately. “I am your fwiend at this
moment. I wefuse to shut up. -Gentle-
men of the juwy—I mean, gentlemen of
the dorm, pwi lsmmh has not yet answered
my guestion.”

“That's his own look-out!" said Blakd
shortly.

“Excuse me, but it is also_niine I said
D’Arcy stoutly. “Tom MeV\ wy, as
leadah of the ‘School House juniors, I 3
desiah that you exercise your aulhomur,
and compel Pandah to pwopound !”

Tom Merry laughed, albeit a trifle un- <

~

easily. .
“I can't make the chap speak,
Gussy,” he said quietly. “If Pander

from the Form

"\e\\\ well,” said D’ Arcy resignedly.
“But I should like vou to undahstand A
this, Pandah. I uttahly wefuse to believe = .
¥you acted caddishly——"

“Rats!” said Blake.
us!”

“He acted unwisely. I'm not con-
vinced he knows the wopes!” retorted
Arthur Augustus ﬁrmly “He should
have joined in with us, it is twue. But I
ask you to beah in mind, deah boys, that
not one of those pwesenb can claim to -

“He descrted




Every Wednesday,

ve been achum of Pandah’s, Thercfoaly,
beyond the fact that it was his Form, he
need not have fought for us.”

Blake hesitated.

“Do you think you ought to have
fought for your giddy Form-mates,
Pander?” he asked suddenly.

Pander’s reply came instantly.

“Yog

“Then why didn’t you, deah boy?”

“I prefer not to say I”

Arthur  Augustus  shrugged
- shoulders, He had doue his best,

Pander looked at him, and moved as
if to speak. But he shut his mouth
tightly, and turned to Blake,

“I'm ready !

Blake turned fo the passage between
the beds.

“Line up, you chaps!” he exclaimed.

his

re were sufficient of the Fourth:

willitig to wield the knotted towels. But
Tom Merry & Co. stood out,

Parder walked calmly to the far end
of the dormitory. There was an ironical
grin en his face as he stood waiting for

" Blake to give the word to run,

“Ready?” said Blake. *Then—"

“Half & jiff, young Blake !”

A gasp of amazement broke from the
Jjuniors- who were lined up.  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy turned swiftly as he

- recognised his brother’s tones.

Blake frowned.

“What do you kids want? he de-
manded.

**¥ou—and Pander * said Wally cheer-
fully. “Come in, you chaps!”

Fully thirty fags trooped silently into
the room. E{-Ery one of them was armed
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with a cricket-stump, & bat, a stick, or

| a heavy ruler,

“What do you want Pander for?”
asked Blake,

“We want him so that you sha’n’t lay
into him[” said Wally, and his tones
grew fierce as he went on. “We've come
for business, armed to the giddy teeth.
Pander is cur pall”

“Your pal!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

" Pwecisely, as Gussy would say!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shush! Don’t kick up a shindy.
We'll get it in the neck if old Selby
Lears us!" said Wally warningly.
“ILook here, you frosty old birds—"

“My hat! TI—"

“You'll listen to me, Jack Blake!”
eaid Wally cheerfully, swinging his
ericket-stump careleasly. “Pander came
to us, and asked us to pal up with him.
Says he—"

“8hut up, Wally !”” said Pander wildly.

“Rats!” said Wally coolly. *“He told
us he was used to younger chapsassoc—
How much was tha$ word, Joe Frayne?"

“Ask me another!” grinned Joe
Frayne. -

“Anyway, he was used to mixing with
younger chaps than you old fossils, so he
came to us. He taught us to box.
Think I've improved, Blake?”

Blake grinned.

“Rather 1

“Then, when we dusted your studies
for you—I mean, raided Study No. 6, he
came up. I called to him to back up his
puls. He did. What would you have
done, Jack Blake*

Tbree-.ha!!);.vence. B

Blake did not hesitate, He turned to
Pander.

“Why didn’t you tell us that?” he
demanded. =

“Ir was a promise!"” said Pander.

“Half & jiffy, you chaps!” said Tom
Merry. “Look here, Pander, I t
you've slighted your Form-mates preit
rottenly. g.[ would spin the yarn if
Wwere you l”

Pander hesitated for a monent, and
welked slowly towards the cluster of

¥
I

lighted candles on Blake’s locker, His
face was egain flushed.
“I will tell you, then,” he said, in a

low voice. *“I'm here at St. Jim's, yay-
ing my own fees. I made moncy Qexing
in a ring at a show—-"

“My ﬁat (e

“Then, when I met chaps like Blakae
& Co., Tom Merry & Co., nct to mention
D’Arcy, the eon of an carl, I thonght
they would rather not have a boxing-
chap for a pal. So I chummed up with
young Wally, 1 guessed he wouldn't
ask questions, In return for the fri
ship T taught them to box. V.

two things. I had to stick to my pai
fight for my Form.

“To one I owed little, to the o+he
a lot. T chose the former, and, by
I'm jolly glad I did! There ¥
you chaps, you can chip me how you
but don’t call me Ginger !”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha "

“My hat!” i

Blake stared for a full thirty eeconds

(Continued on page 20.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Jim Quinton of the Sixth Form at Har-
mood's, Bigglesdale,” by the will .of John
Quinton, his father, is {o succeed
position at Karradon in Africa.
of mystery is attached to the
John Quinton really held; but is supposed
to have been almost as powerful as the king
himself. Mr. Matlock, the late John Quin-
ton's solicitor, makes known details of the
will to Jim Quinton, who at once decides to
carry out his father's wishes, He is then
introditced to Tim Daly, Erik, and Nijellah, &
negro, who are to be his servants. .

In their presence the solicitor hands to Jim
a sealed packet of E.:!pern, which John Quinton

is son's pe

had Jeft solely for perusal.

Jim has enemies in Billon Bracster, another
Sixth-Former at Harmood's, Bracster senior,
Cyrus Kerzon, and a fellow named Flaxman,
who call themselves the Karradon Syndicate.

An attempt by Dillon Bracster to obtain
Jim's private ‘papers fails. Next day
Bracster junior lemves the achool on.. his
father’s orders,

Jim is kidnapped, but is rescued some days
later by his. friends and Dick Willoughby, a
achool chum, who has joined the party.

It is discovered that the Syndicate have
stolen Jim’s papers, and have sailed for Africa
on the Artemus. Jim and his friends, with the
exception of Mr. Mattock, follow immediately.

(NOW READ ON.)

On Board the Arlexnus,

“ E can't transfer our cabins till

we've left Marseilles,” Cyrus

Kerzon told his friend,

enry Bracster, as they

walked up and down the deck of the

Artemus. “They've still got an idea

that Mr. Daly’s party will join the ship

at Marseilles! All their baggage is

aboard, of course. Quite amusing!
What "

They laughed together at the prospect.
ifor the next six months at least Tim
Daly and_his friends would be hunting
zll over England, and possibly on the
Continent as well, in the hope of finding
young Jim Quinton. Adolph Flaxman
could be trusted to give them any
Enml:er of clues which would keep them
usy !

Tt was quite certain that after Mar-
seilles there would not be the slightest
objection to the Bracster party trans-
ferring to the more pleasant cabins which
Tim g)siy had booked. Secure in this
knowledge, Kerzon and Bracster, accom-
‘panied by Dillon, went ashore almost as
soon as they touched the great French
port, and did not even trouble to see if
any teJeFrams had come for them. Tt
was early days for Flaxman to begin
sending them messages.

They did not return to_the ship until
a short time before she sailed again, and

anﬂﬁonyﬁuoﬁi’iﬁ
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only then did Kerzon discover that there
was_a cable waiting for him.

“Leave it to you now. All support.
Cabling Mombasa agents fully.

. ARmIRMAR.”

“Arikman " was Flaxman's tele-
graphio name; but the message puzzled
Kerzon, and he handed it ovér to Henry
Bracster.

“8illy sort of message " he grumbled,
“It was only handed in the morning after
we left. What do you make of it*"

“Just a word of cheer!” Henry
Bracster laughed. *“ Nothing in it at all'!
Let's go on deck.”

They reached the deck just in time to
seo an interesting spectacle.  Dillon
Bracster had remained on the deck, and
as he walked along had suddenly come
face to face with two fellows who, as he
fondly -imagined, had-passed out of his
life for ever. y

Jim Quinton and Dick Willoughby
had been on the Artemus some hour
before they saw Bracster. On  their
journey through France Tim Daly had
suggested that if and when they did
meot the Bracsters, the best plan would
be to assume surprise and even a certain
amount of pleasure. Daly had alread
discussed the question of tia papers witl
Evik, and the little man was still feeling
bitter about his experience at Biggles-
dale, Before the end of the present
voyage he hoped to retrieve his reputa-
tion to some extent. ;

But Quinton and Willoughby had not
become diplomats yet.  They freeied
Bracster as they would have done at

Quinton was the

Harmood's.

“Hallo, Bracster!"
first to sﬁeuk, and when Bracster turned
to face him, and saw the two of them
befora him, he started back as though he
had been shot.

“Don’t run away, Bracster!” Wil
loughby begged, and put his hand on his
arm. “We're froing to be companions
on this trip, I hear. -We shall have quite
a lot to talk about!”

“I— What do you mean?” Brac-
ster was struggling to hide the unplea-
sant fears which were surging into his
mind. “Let me go, Willoughby! You
can't start your i:u.llyinq here. "We are
not at Harmood's now!”

He jerked lumself from Willoughby's
Fraa and turned to run. Both Wil-
oughby and Quinton started forward in-
stinctively to seize him again, and it
was at that mement that Bracster senior
and his friend Kerzon made their appear-
a

nece.
“Don't be in such a hurry, Bracster!™

Quinton was saring. “I want to have a
quiet talk——" =

He stopped abruptly as his eyes fell
on the astonished face of Cyrus Kerzon.
For the moment both Henry Bracstet
and his friend were too utterly astoundo:d
to move. They simply stood stock-still,.-
staring at Quinton in startled wonder,

“A ow d'you do?”
tecovered himself at last, and made an

attempt to pass off his surprise. “l\E_et
before, haven't we? Ses you again
tater. Come along, Dillon! "Just look-

ing for you.”

%o seized Dillon Bracster by the arm
even more firmly than Willoughby had
done, and swung him round.” Henry
Bracster had apparently not vet re:
covered his power of speech, and simply
turned on his heels. A few moments
later the three of them had disappeared
down the companion-way.

“That’s the crowd we're up against!™

Kerzon - "

4

Quinton said quietly, when .they had -

one,  ‘“Three beauties, aren't they?
ghouldn‘t be surprised if they cleared
off the boat before we lcave here. It
gave them something of a shock when
they saw me, quite fit and well!”
They went back to Tim Daly, and re-
ported to him the news of their meecting.
It did not surprise him greatly, as he
knew they were on the boat, though he
had been rather hoping to avoid them
for the first day or two. Nor did he
share Quinton’s view that they might
bolt now that they knew their plans gnd
gone astrng.
“Not likely, Jim!” Daly answered.
“Kerzon knows too much now. But
we'll have those papers from him before
this trip is finished I %
Daly was right in his idea. The Brac-
sters and Cyrus Kerzon did not leave the
boat, though as far as possible they-
avoided any meeting with Jim Quinton
and his friends. On his side, Tim Daly
appeared equally anxious to avoid them,
and spent most of his time in his own
cabin, or with the first mate, with whom
he had struck up a friendship. 2
Nor did Quinton see very much of Erik
or Nijellah for the first few days after
leaving Marseilles. It is true that the
little man came to Quinton each morn-
ing, but after that he simply disappeared
until the following morning. But Jim
guessed that Erik was not idle, from the

few hints which Tim Daly had given . .

im.

One fairly hot night Jim and Wil
loughby were taking a last stroll on deck
b:{ore turning in, when Daly came to
them,




‘Every Wednesday.
; wanting your help,” he said
. quietly. “Erik has found out at last
whet we wanted to know, and there may
be a little rough work. Come to my
.-cabin for a few minutes.” X
_Here he told them briefly of all that

Erik had done during the past few days
and nights. Kerzon had evidently ex-
pected that some attempt might be made
to obtain possession of Quinton’s papers
again, and since Marseilles, at all events,

ey had been in his ession. He ha
‘gome to the trouble of making a kind of
chest-protector which#held the envelope,
eo Erik nsserted, and this protector he
wore night and day.

When he slopt his revolver was handy,
and he had the elder Bracster in the
game cabin. The two, indeed, were very
xarely out of cach other’s company.

7 +But Erik has his own methods,” Daly
: told them. “He’s going to get the

s pnjujem at two o'clock, he says. But it

will be better for us to stand by in case

‘of need. The first officer is on waich,
and lie knows something; but, of course,
we don't want to drag him into it if we
can poseibly avoid it. Il tell you what

1 want you to do.” -

He gave them careful instructions, and

- after that Quinton and Willoughby re-
tived to their own cabin again. At ten

_ minutes before two o'clock they went
cautiously out.

Jim took up his position in a shallow
recess not more than five yards from’
Kerzon’s cabin. Willoughby was further
awey; and somewhere in the vicinity
Tim Daly was on guard. It might be
.that none of them would be needed, but

_they were prepared for all emergencies.

Very little had been said concerning
Erik's plans beyond the fact that he
iy was going into the cabin. Jim watched

, . carefully, but during the first fifteen

‘minutes he saw no sign of Erik, nor was

] there the faintest sound from the cabin.

At first Jim felt -a touch of excitement
- tingling in his veing, and he held himself
tense and on the slert. Bub gradually,
as the minutes went by, and there was
- neither any sign of Erik nor any sound,
v he began to feel a little disappointed.
_ The gentle murmur of the calm sea znd
the rhythmic throb-throb of the engines
-seemed to stifle all the sense of adven
ture which he had felt for a brief space.
Suddenly he was galvanised into alert-
ness again. There came a "ba? ery of
ain and fear. Once before Jim had

i

eard exactly the same agonising call,
but to-night its effect was different. He
simply held himself ready.

Yet ho jumped forward too late to

intercept the httle figure which flashed
past lim in the dim light. Perhaps it
was as well, for he caught the gasping
message Erik gave bhim.

“Right! Come away!” Jim caught
the words quite plainly, but \before he
could act upon them a shot rang out,
and instinctively he jumped back to his
recess.

He stayed there for not more than
two seconds. The tall figure of Cyrus
Kerzon loomed up in_front of him.
Whether Kerzon actually saw him or
not Jim was not very certain; but his
arm, as he came near Jim, was half-

= raiged, and he could see quite plainly
the weapon tilted back in his ham{

In that position Jim had a chance, and
he.took it. He gripped Kerzon by the
wrist with one hand, and with the other
jerked the weapon out. It fell to the

loor, for Jim had all his work cut out
now to withstand the sudden onslaught
his opponent made.

other moment, and the two were
grappling ‘with each other fiercely, and
for the time Quinton had no other
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thought. but the desire of the fighter to
bring his man down.

Before he had time to accomplish it,
however, both he and Kerzon were
seized by other men who had come up.
Jim staggered back, gasping for breath,
but still watchful. '

“What’s this game?” The man who
held Jim spoke first, and his uniform told
that he was ono of the ship's officers.
“Fighting is not ellowed on this boat,
you_know!”

“I've been attacked and robbed while
asleep!” Kerzon gasped, and tried to
shake himself from the grip which Tim
Daly was keeping on him.

““And you accuse this man?’ the first
officer asked. “Very good, sir. We'll
investigate the matter and settle it at

noh.”

once.
He still kept hold of Jim, and now|
spoke to hi

m.
“I'm sorry to treuble rou. :ir,” he

E -Tiaree«igalfpaﬂce-. 17

captain of an ocean liner has to play
many Paﬂe at times, but there is pothing
he dislikes more than being called upon
to act as judge in a quaerrel between his
first-class passengers. On this occasion
he began the inquiry with a series of
questions, short and sharp, addressed to
Kerzon.

In the interval Kerzon's temper had
subsided, and he reelly wanted time to
consider the problem of how to make the
most of this opportunity. - The eaptain’s
abrupt methods never gave him a chance,
and the chief officer's very short and
direct answers when guestioned did net
help Kerzon.

The eaptain asked Quinton one or two
fcmt—hlunk guestions, Had he been in
Kerzon's cabin? ad he taken the
papers? To which Jim simply replied,
without any added explanation, by a

irect negative.

There was & good deal more question-

he stumbled and fell forward.
mark.

Tim Daly still continued to advance, waving his arms slowly.
One of th
(See page 19.)

.Buddenly

e arrows had at last found it

gaid in very stiff and formal tones. * But
you heard the accusation made against
you? I'll be glad if you will come with
me—and you, gentlemen, too!”

A Kight Attack.

HE whole rty, including Tim
Daly and Willoughby, whose task
appeared to be to guard Eerzon,

were led to the captain’s cabin.

As it happened, he was not resting, and
the chief officer came out in a moment
or two and called” them all in. The
captain was quite ready to act 2s judge
and jury at once.

AMeantime, Tim Daly had managed to
get a chance to whisper to Quinton a few
words of advice beforo they entered.

“Say nothing !” he ‘advised, *Know
nothing about the papers or anything.
'!gluu were just taking a stroll.  That's
alt” .

Now, although the captain was willink
and ready to listen to any number of
arguments, he was not exactly in the best
frame of mind when his chief officer led

the little party into hia gabin.

ing, but Eerzon's case grew weaker,
until it became obvious that he was not
oven anxious to support his own side of
the guestion. minton insisted on the
fact that it ‘was Kerzon who m the

attack, and that he was just as anxicus

as anyone to have the whole question
cleared.

In the end there was no other course
left for the captain but to refuse to go
farther with the matter. If Mr, Kerzon
wished it, the whole business could be
reported at the next port, and a proper
legal inqu.i:g made. Beyond that, it did
not seem that anything more could be
done at present.

Kerzon acceptadatidecision with even
more readiness thin Quinton. The cap-
tain was annoyed, the first mate was
almost openly sarcastic, and Tim Daly
aliowed himself the privilege of making
one or two audible remarks about people
who made wild accusations against any-
body and everybody.

They were leaving the captain's cabin
then, and not until they were outside did
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Kerzon attempt to make an reply to | best point. We sha'n't stay there very Jim was Daly’s constant companig
Daly. Just for a moment, as t] ey turned | long, but you'll have & litile railway eversthing that was done now, and-f
to descend the stairs to the deck, the two journey of nearly six hundred miles uP explanations were made to him.
men found themselves side by side. to Port Florence before the real travel- porters were a mixed crowd, and only

“*Satisfied?” Daly asked calmly, then ling begins,” very few of them were Karradons, who
stepped back quickly as Kerzon tried to He laughed as though some jest lay | acted as askaris, or military police. - Tha
grab him by t%e arm. behind his words, but almost immediately Iurmduns' considered themselves alto-

“I'll get even with you, Daly!" | his face straightened again. gether too important to act as porters.
Kerzon snarled, as his temper once again “It will be interesting to see what There were one or two quite important

got the better of his self-control, *I've course the Bracsters and Kerzon take people among them, so Daly tol Qs‘i,?‘;
Bot a long account up against you, and now. Keep vour eyes open. I rather | ton, and they greeted Nijellah with,
youw'll pay it in full one day!"” . fancy they’ll come off with us.” enthusiasm.  Some of them. too, were

“I'm ready I” Daly retorted ; and then, During” the afternoon the Artemus formally presentqgl to Quinton, who was
as the first officer came up, he went down, gradually drew inshore, until from the | now beginning 5 learn more and more
the companion-way. deck they could see the cluster of white | of the customs of the people amongst

Kerzon followed him, but said nothing | buildings which marked the European | whom he was going to live.
further. And Tim Daly went on to his quarter of the town, with the greater| The a}]anhty of baggage and packages
own cabin, where, a few moments later, | collaction of curious huts and odd which Tim Daly ha collected, amazed
he was joined by Jim Quinton and Dick erectians of the big native town, and Jim; but there came a day when every-";

Willoughby. i the old fort, still standing as a memento | thing was in order, the donkeys were
“Quite a successful evening, boys!” | of the days when Portugal’s sailors were [ laden, the little light carts hed heen
he told them cheerily, *The march to among the pioneers of exploration. packed, and the porters had been nssigned

the captain’s cabin wasn't exactly in the i i ir | to_ their proper duties. Late in the
progl‘u‘:’nme, but it’s all panned n}:lt well, baggz Sxﬂfce’ﬂ,?'"}n;f;eie?ﬁﬁ atlzlndﬂﬁ:; afternoon, the queer g:r.oceglion mioved off
and I don’t think our friend Kerzon will fnm“-(.-ﬁ]s to friends they had made on |© the first stage of its Journey to the -
want to take his case any further. Here | board, kept, them all foile o until the | ounfry of the Karradons. :
are your papers, Jim!” moment (?nma to climb ‘intoaythe boat | _ Dick Willoughby, who was conscienti-
From underneath the pillow of his which was to take them ashore. Ag it | 0USly k_eepmgba diary of his experiences,
borth hie produced the old linen envelope, | ha ned, they were the only passengers | 12d quite a busy time in recording his
and han\:fgd it over to Quinton, ' ‘Thlzp'-‘ Wors disembarkin, ‘vhem iend mpressions during the next few days.
“Do you think they'll be safe in my | Quinton stood up in th bgwe of the boat | 10 him, and to Jim Quintan, everything
keeping—nfter what has happened?* Jim tnwwave again ?o [rierelrh still watching E;? :ﬁgﬁgﬁ"lihf’mﬁng—he }:Efa‘zv:wrgx-

. vha 8 . ho , the
ﬂm'mhg;!;lé““):']gl;rs * Daly answered; ;11::;“ ‘mnl:o'tulm ? ecit[;u ior {:]l;e gh'f)?ﬂhlc periodical excitement when some of the _
“and I guess you won't let them go in | By G&mpb :L"drit. o z'.s}l:nduhim n:“f donkeys upset the regular routine of their.

a hurry again.” I don't think Kerzon or m-:l“s r{h e T the taff-rail. | TOTK, fo the strange, calm nights, when
the Bracsters will have the nerve to N ungh_ osts sgm‘ e d; they took their chief meal round the
WOIry you any more on this voyage. frj(:;]rd é«l:-]n;ol%erzol:cs RESRILOD And: his [':mP'ﬁ“! and listened to Tim Daly’y
5 * T < ' - 2 stories. - 2
A%ﬁ?ﬁ:ﬁ'“ﬁgﬁ;ﬁtﬁﬂi’; ;g;e?;:? The | “The Bracster crowd aren’t keeping | “They liad been on their journey some
incident of that particular night simply | 5 company, after all, Tim,” Quinton | fve os ety dece au. apartfrom the i
faded into the limbo of forgotten.events, | called to Daly. They're on the deck { evitable little complexities which were
and Kerzon showed no :gnclinatiun to | Bow, having a farewell glimpse of us, und to arise, everything had zone with.
raise the question again. He and the | W2l be quiteshappy without them ! out a hitoh. During the day they entered
two Bracsters kept themselves out of the Quite ™ Tim Daly agreed. *Where |a vast forest-land, and at night had en.
way most of the time, and only on vory | 22 they going, T wonder? The first | camped in g big clearing which was~
fare occasions did Jim Quinton or Dick | flicer was o geriain they were bound Queof the rocognised halés on the way up
. 1 : or Mombasa, VI e_ll ¥ il ge € arradon. .
st o K | e s et s, | i
leave the dining-silwn without attracting g‘fe{ﬁu"' ,»LEt s hope wo've seen the last | ¢ t."“mﬂ» ;nghlpmde the ring lf'iﬂﬂ:_:‘"*

. B i em ! parties ha eir own particular fira,

:_gem “aﬁ;’:ﬁ:"n of Tim Daly or his two But in his own mind, Daly was puzzled. | The majority of the carricrs were in one
prl:v chands oy met Dillon Bracster | He knew something of Kerzon and his | corner mukmmmrq sounds which was

on deck, he would tarn deliberately and [TePutation, and would actually have felt apparently their idea of evensong.

vetrass his steps in order to avoid 3 eak- | more comfortable if he had come ashore. | Nijellah, and some of his friends, were

i:g to thein P! 1t amused both Q“]ann His game would at least have been fairly | gethered together some distarice away,

and  Willoughby, who were now

plain in that case, and it was uncertainty, | while Daly,” Quinton, and Wiliou{'hb:v.

thoroughly enjoyi the voyage, and L‘-\‘glecinllr when dealizg with white men, | with Erik knocking about in the back-
, ;

they spoke to 'I‘imn%)a!y of the obvious | ¥ n

ich perplexed Tim Iy and made him | ground, made & little party of their own.
discomfiture of their enemies,

uneasy, ) . X They had_been mdulgmti in remini-
“T guess the three of them are wis})ing Of this, however, he said nothing to his | scences to-night, and for the first time
theﬁ',u never set out on this trip!

companions, and if anyone guessed what | during this trek Dillon Bracster’s name
W was in his mind, it could on| v have been | had eropped up.
them, and they haven’t got an ounce of

ughby laughed. = “We've beaten Erik. But at present the little man was | “Woe seem to have shaken them off
fight left in them! Donic you think so, | ore discreetly silent than ever, and | pretty thoroughly !” Quinton laun hed,
' ,

during the next two or three days he | “What port would they be likely ta

r. Daly?” p_— became a sort of minor shadow to Jim | touch after Mombasa? T suppose they'd
i X 1',‘3?5 50,” Tim Daly answered. Quinton. At the least sign of trouble, | get off there?” )
B‘,"t T'm not too sure about it yet, -I Erik appeared. “I don’t know,” Daly anewered slowly.
don’t think they Te enjoying this passage By the end of three days, their stay in | “ As a matter of fact, T was told, after
at present, but I'm inclined to think the town which is the gateway of British we'd landed, that the Braestera and their
they'll stick to their plans, whatever they | poce Africa, came to a close. Tt had been | friend Kerzon iwere coming ashore at
may be. There are one or two fairly | f,1 of interest to both Quinton and Mombasa, but had meade arrangements
. influential people backing them on this Willoughby. The train_journey which | to keep clear of us. I didn’t tell you at
expedlﬁron, and they ,kPO“' too much now followed, was occupied chiefly in listening | the time, as T thought we were bound to
to throw it up. We'll talk about that to Tim Daly's exé;!imtions of ‘what had | see more of them. However, they don’t
later.” . . been accomplished in this country since | scem to have kept up the. chass, so T
But if Tim Daly still kept his ecyes first he had seen it, and prophecies of | fancy they must have abandoned their
open for the least sign of any new move | what would be accomplished in the |idea. I had the feeling, somehow——
on_Kerzon’s part, both Quinton and fulness of time. Hallo I
Willoughby took “advantage of Svery- | After the train journey, there followed He jumped to his feet quickly, and-
thing that went on aboard the Artemus, several strenuous” daye at the railhead. Quinton noticed the startled look in his
For them the voyage did not drag, and | Daly had planned everything many | eyes as he stared out into the blackness
when, one brilliant morning, Daly in-.| months before, and had timed his arrival beyond the circle of fires, .
formed them that he expected they would [ here to within, a week. All the porters A queer, shrill  whistlin sound’
be going ashore that day, both the |and the donkeys which were to be used attracted Quinton's attention, Eomething
youn, "‘e.“ expressed surprise, on their jcmm?jv to the Karradon country | fell into the firo as he stood up, and he .
ey re putting us ashore at Mom- | were encamped within a mile or two of | fancied it was a short arrow.
basa,” "Daly explained. “That's our’ the railhead, Tang! Tang! Quinton was quite
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; and it scemed as though
1id dozens of arrows weré flying
iglt From the group of
rs-in the far corner came a ery of

ain, and’ their low, monotonous chant-
g changed to a wild jabbering.
55 THE donkeys were beginning_to make a

% e, and Nijellah and his friends were
5, #alling out instructions apparently to the
bers.. In a ferv moments the scene
changed from one of calm peace to

al pandemonium.

%0 What's  wrong, Tim?” Quinton
ipped Daly by the arm as he asked the

100, then instinctively drew aside

& BN arro vi!:izze(f}')’la’fi his face.

awnng round quiclkly.

Get do .Jim! Lie down, Wil

If%:ﬂ- e

*Hut what aré you going——" Quin-

gﬁ hﬁm as he ‘saw Daly pick up his
fle; which had be¢n lying near.

“Pon’t argue now, Jim!” Daly said
ickly. “Get down—I'll tell yon what

fo do Iater 1”

FHis toné was jmperative, and Jim and
Willoughby realised that their

ent job was to obey. They lay flat on
ground, and Jim, raising his head,

aw. that Tim Daly had slung_his rifle
8ver hiy shoulder, and was g for
ward, His arms.were upraised, and he

s moving them about in the manner of

who i¢ making signals."

_iThe row of porters and the donkeys had
icreased, but Quinton scarcély noticed it
or_the moment. He was fascinated by
ifir Daly, who still continued to advance,
Vi his arms slowly, while in the light

front the fires "Jim caught the gleam of

the arrows as they flashed ahout him.
Suddenly he stumbled and fell forw
é-of the arrows had at last found its
onrk.

netantly Quinton rose, hut before he

uld get on his feet, he felt himself

‘it Ik again. Turning swiftly, he
pund Erik just behind him,- and it_was

’E‘ who had draﬁged Jim down agafn. .

‘Not yet, Bazar!” he whispered.
Wait ! ¥ will go to-him!”- -

__Quinton T'A_k Command,
RIK would . have ecrawled awns
E there and then, but Quinton hel

him back. A
“What's happened, Erik?” he
¢ ‘nsked q,uickly. “Who's causing this
4rouble 17’

Frik hall-rose, peering forward as
{hicugh to see into the ddrkness beyond
the fires. A« he did so, Quinton cdught
eight of Tim Daly making an effort to
iurn round, apd to beckon for someone
o come to him. The next moment he

had dropped to the ground again, and his
- rifle spol

e. Whether he could see any-
thing or not was doubtful, but he evi-
dently intended to let his enemies know

' that ivae was armed.

: After that Erik did not trouble to
explain further, but began to erawl for-

- ward.  Jim_ decided to follow . his

example, and Dick Willonghby came

«only. a hitle way behind.

"By now the noise from the porters had
died down to some extent, and, although
. &n occasionial arrow winged over m,

g‘e first fierce atiack had quictened. Tim
‘“Daly, however, still kept up his shooting.

He stopped for a time when Erik
ecrawled his side, and began to talk
to him. - Quinton and Willoughby crept
- up on the other side, and lay down near
v, him. Almost about the same time
Nijellah and two or three of his frienda
had also come near~to Daly.

“Hallo, Jim! So you've got here,
dfter all!” Tim Daly turned at last to
Quinton.  “Tve been telling Erik what
‘40 do. - Don't understand this trouble yot,
fu’:rz e brutes have given me a little

. - It's nothing! I wanted to get
of * them nncL" explain we were
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friends, but they don’t seem to under:
stand. - We've never had any rea)
trouble with the Manzi-tribe before. You
and Erik, and as many mote as you can
gather, have got to get away from here
at once!” |

“What about you?”’ Jim asked quickly.

“TI'm staying!” Daly retorted.
“There’s one of our hidden dumps not
so very far from here—Quinton Dump.
Erik knows where it is. Get along there
as quickly as you can with as man

animals and boys as you can get hold of. -

Wheré's Nijellah?”

The big native crept forward, and lay
by Daly’s side for a time. - Just what
arrangements were made Jim could not
gather, but Tim Daly turned to him pre-
sently and explained,

“YT don’t think there is anything to
worry about, Jim,” he told him. *“But I
want you to carry on just as I tell you.
I'll hope to join you at the dump later,
but if I'm not there within twenty-four
hoursor 50 you can come and have a loock
for me. T might be needing you them.”

It was useless for Quinton to argue
that he and Willoughby would prefer to
stick with Tim Daly. The latter had
planned everything out, and it was up to
Jim to see through the part which had
been given to him. -

“Fve undertaken to land you safely
in Karradon,” Tim Daly said. “Nijellah
and one or two of the others will stay
with mie here. We'll have a chance of

arleying with this crowd who are attack-
ing us if there aren’t too many white men
hanging round. FErik knows the way to
the dump. Get along there as quickly
and as quistly as you cani 1 expéct
most of the boys have bolted.” Goad-
bye, Jim! Seo you presently at the
dump.”

Quinton whispered to Willoughby, and
a few moments later the two of them,
with Erik, were erawling back. As Daly
had expected, most of their porters had
taken to their heels at the first sign of
trouble, preferring the unknown dangers
of the forest to the risk of a poisoned
arrow. Thers were, however, some
cight "or téen natives still waiting, and
most of these were Karradons.

Under Erik’s directions the donkeys
wera quickly laden again. Some of
them, unfortunately, d™ managed to
break loose, and had followed the desert-
ing porters, It was not possible to take
all their packs, nor could the light carts
be taken, and these were dragged to-
gether and left. c

It was difficult work; and‘the light

from the fires had grown low owing to
lack of attentipn. This helped them in
one way, however, as they were not
troubled at all by the inysterione enemy
who had made so sudden an attack, and
were apparently siill content to lie in
wait,
The last that Jim saw of the camp was
4 ecircle of slowly-dying fires, and in the
centre the dark form of Tim Daly and
Nijellah, with two others who had been
selected to stay with them. Tim still
kept up his firing, but was not using too
much ammunition. Nor was the hidden
foe very busy just now. An occasional
arrow, followed by a solitary ecrack of a
rifle, merely served to remind the men
in the centre of the fire circle that their
enemy was waiting and watching.

Jim felt very doubtful about their
prospects of getting away from the place
without bringing upon themselves a more
definite attack. The donkeys were moved
into the forest a little way, and, so Erik
explained to Jim, they were to stay there
for n time in charge of a certain nurmber
of_bays. -

Erik, with two of the Karradon boys,
and Quinton and Willoughby, were to go

ahead first. Tiw Daly had ofdered it;
and Jim did not argue against if.

‘‘He’s probably got some scireme in his -
mind,” Jin  told Willoughby, ‘%I
don’t quite see it yet, and 1 -certainly
don’t like pushing on without him. But
ge knows more of this game than we
0.

Despite Jim’s fears about getting awa:
unobserved they managed fo-accomplish
it without interference of any kind. But ~
now they no longer followed a well-
marked track, but plunged into what
ecemed at first to be a hopeleds jungle.
Erik led the way, and after a little time
he made full use of the small torch he -
carried.

It was a journey which Quinton re-
membered long afterwards. Now and
agnin the flash of Erik’s light revedled a -
dense mass of clinging tendril§, forming
a thick curtdin between the huge trees,
through which it seemed utterly impossi-
ble to make & way. And Erik would
pause and stare at the tree, as though
seeking for some sign, then slowly move
on again, white @uinton and the three :
hehind him struggled carefully. after him. it

At times the silence was oppressive
and deathly, at others strange sounds,
unpleasant and threatening, would boom
forth, or of a sudden the quietness would
be broken by screeches aud weird cries.

Quinton’s admiration for his_faithful
servant, Erik, increased steadily that
night. Had it not been for the little
man’s quiet calm plodding and the con-
tinual encouragement of his light, the
fear of the forest would have grip
both Quinton and Willoughby. It was
overpowering and terrifying, ‘and even
Jim Quinton, big, strong, and couragéous,
felt conscious of his own weakness and
helplessness. -

“Not long now, Basar!” Erik turned
to him at last, and Jim was glad to hear
the sound of his voice,

“That's all right, Erik!” Jim tried
to laugh, it it seemed wedk and puny.

For another hali-hour or so they strug-

led on before Frik stopped again, *The
orest, so far as Jim could tell in the
circle of light from Erik's torch, was
not quite so dense here.” As the light
swept the zround about them he fancied
he could see a clearly-cut narrow path-*
way which descended iairl{x steeply.

They went ddwn the pathway carefully
for perhaps five minutes or so. Suddenl
Erik turned at an abrupt angle, and; A
when the light was next Rashed om,
Quinton found he was standing in what
appeared to be a eavern, the roof of
which was twenty to thirty feet high.

Before he had time to express any
wonder Erik had switched on an electric-
light which stood on the rough fable
Quintont had caught sight of in his first
glimpse of the place.

“@reat Seott!” Dick Willoughby was
laughing, but there was just a hint of
tremor in his veice, a testimopy to the
tension at which he had kept his néerves
during these past few hours, * Darkest
Africa, and the Electric Light Company’s
© It’s great! What's

All down one side of the cavern were
tusks of ivery, carefully piled “and
arranged, and its effect, before their eyes
had grown guite accustomed to the light, -
was strangely impressive. Ty

Actually there was not gquite-so much
ivory as their first impression led them
to supposs, but there was gyuite snough
to provide a fairly respectable fortune
for the man who sold it. How it had
come to be accumulated here Quinton -
was to learn later. S s %
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we're not snobs,
Pander,
4 hands with Blake,

at Pander, then he moved forward with
outstretched hand,
“Pander,” he said, almost angrily,
*you are as big an ass as Gussy, but

D’Arcy cheerily.

you're a decent one !
Give us your fist 1"
blushing

*8o-long, Pander, old pal " said Wall
Blake & Co. next time we come !*

* Fine pals!" said Pander.
Pénder became the friend of many a
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