


For_Next Wednesday,
« THE REFUGEE OF ST. JIM'S.”
By Martin Clifford.

Next week’s grand, long story of the
chums of St. Jim’'s is a thrilling one
about a man who had been 2 scholar at
the school in his boyhood, and has got
into difficulties through a scheming
swindler, He is able to elude the detec-
tive who is on his track, with the assist-
ance of Tom Merry & €o., and Jack
Blake & Co. 2
sTHE REFUQEE OF ST. Jim’s”
is & most excitinﬁ yarn, and one that all
my readers will thoroughly enjoy. Order
your copy of next Wednesday's GEM at
once.

THE MAPLE-LEAF CORRESPOND-
ENCE CL!

B.

S. D. Rooke, 933, McMillan Avenue,
Winnipeg, Canada, is running a-posteard,
shm&, and antique exchange, and &
monthly magazine. He sends me a plan
of his operations, and I admire his
methods thoroughly. He has drawn up
a pruirammc, which includes bicycle-spins
for the members, picnics, ete., and his
scheme will make comradeship
and a lot of pleasure all round.

THE HUMP.

There is no need to make any apology
for dealing-with this subject. It was the
chief topic in a letter just received. The
camelious hump is very general, and the
patient, chunlermq ship of the desert has
no monopoly at all. Hew to get rid of
it? People have been seeking for a way
for centuries. I take it the best cure is
to get busy and dismiss all thought of
personal grievamces.

But the hump has its advantages, The
fellow who is weighed down this way is
at least natural; he is not swanking round
puffed up iu his own conceits. Then, as
stated, everybody is having it now.
There aro troubles. If there are mo big
ones folks find small ones and worry
about them. Fact! The world is never
really happy unless it has some little
affair to annoy it.

Some individuals will complain of the
next chap’s big boot, in a railway car-
riage, which is impeding them. We all
know that boot!

Then there is the sharp retort at the
post-office when you want a penny stamp
and have no time to wait, ox the rain
comes down when you are sporting your
best clothes and -have forgotten your

amp. Oh, there is any amount of scope
ﬁ:r the hump! But here and there in the
crowd you see a fellow who' never gets
humpy, ner ruffled. How he does this
nobody  knows. The newsagent ma¥
forget his poper. It is all the same. He
says he will come back next day. The
weather is just what he_ does not like,
for he meant to go and see a ‘cricket
match, but he remains calm. He is &
champion. Not a doubt of it. He cught
to have a medal.

STRANGE QUESTIONS.
How to cycle to Southend from London
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and avoid Barking? It wants doing. A
correspondent asked me what he was to
do about it. He wanted the nearest
route—and he did_not want ‘Barking.
Nothing against Barking, of course,
though it is not precisely a health resort
where the band plays all day long to
drown dull care and make tﬁn job of
Father Thames nice and easy as the river
slips on to the sed. <
f course, my chura will have to go
round. I should advise him to start out
to sec Epping Forest—he will enjoy thet
rt—then drop down south after London
as become a thing of the }mst If he
does, after all, find himself pedalling
through Barking he must make the hest
of it and study life and the busy bustle
of the township in question. Getting out
of London is by way of being one of the
most difficult tasks for the iraveller on
the road.’

1 remember once going south and
thinking that I would miss Croydon.
Well, T only thought this. I took short
cuts by the score, and after some hours
fancied that the nest turn would bring
me into the open country where the sheep
were nibbling the dew-laden herbage.
Would you believe it? Nothing of this
sort happened. Things you expect do
not happen. Not their way.

I found myself back in Croydon—the
Elizabethan borough, as the happy-
hearted journalists call it. It is like this
with some towns and cities. You cannot
escape {rom them. They are magnetic.
Birmingham is one of those centres which
draw the wayfarer back. You think you
havo got clear and well on the way to
Shottery to see the cottage where Shake-
speare lived, and you enﬁ up in dear old
Smethwick. But there, life is full of dis-
appointments—and the hump—and the
only way is to endure what~you can’t
cure.

ONE WHO KNOWS.

There is a slight complaint here: “I
have only one grumble to offer, and that
is the way boys are caned at the schools.
I thought caning on the hand was stopped
now at all schools, and that another part
of the body was always used. Anyhow,
that is so’at my school, as 1 have found
out twice already this term.”

My correspondent adds that for the
cane to rise and-fall for the space of three
minutes must mean about a i})mm:h'e(l and
fifty strokes®which is unlikely.

T can-tell the writer that the code
varies, and I trust he will have no further
experience of its application.

MANY THANKS.

A demobbed soldier tells me that in
France, Italy, Palestine, Syria, Turkey,
and Kgypt, the supporters of the
# Magnet ** and GEM npumber thousands,

“1 can assure you,” he writes, “that
there is nothing more enjoyed by a
British soldier than a good read at the
Companion Pajmrs.” ¥ :

He hopes that Mr. Frank Richards will
live long to continue the good werk.
And so say all of us! -

Your Editoris always pleasedto hear from his readers.
ms" Gem,” The Fleetway House,
treet,

o4,
UNANSWERED LETTERS.

There are more of these than the kind
that do get answered. Miss Muarjorie
Wells, of Belvedere Road, Burton-on-
Trent, asks me to fhank' her corre-
spondents in India, Egypt, France, New-
foundland, South Africa, Australia, Ger-
many, aad elsewhere, She has reccived
so many communications that she found
it was impossible to reply to them all.
But maybe yet she will take her trusty
pen in hand and send her best wishes.

Then “Dorothy,” of Bexhill, tells me
she is afraid her letter was boring, and
she ought_to have told me that at the
start, but as she says
“ Better Jate than never

Is a comforting refrain,
Excepting when you reach the siation
Just too late to catch the train.”

. Quite so; but there was nothing boring-
in this correspondent’s note. Sge takes
life with mighty seriousness and_yet pos-
sesses a sense of humour. It is a fine
partnership of qualities. B8he likes Car-
dew, *despite of his taint of blackzuard-
ism.” This is going rather far; it seems
to me. Cardew has his defects,. but he
has a real sense of right and wrong.

SUMMER HOLIDAYS.

Easter is behind vs, and people are all
hlk]n% shout summer trips. That is,
most folks are. Some individuals say
they never take holidays and don’t want
them. This need not be believed. Any-
how, holidays ought to be taken, even
if they are ounly half-day ones. .The
average holidaymaker-is not in the least
original. He is not crammed full of
ideas like Skimpole, who would tuck a
big book under his arm and take a holi-
day in the remotest parts of the earth
just by means of his powerful imagina-
tion.

Ordinary people get too much burdened
up with luggﬁge to have a perfect holi-
day. It’s really tho luggage that goes for
the holiday and takes thef® with it to
look after the railway porters. The tramp’
has a truer notion of what a holiday is,
and he takes one which lasts all the year
round. Then there was Borrow. e is
worth reading—the accounts of his life
with the gypsies, and how he walked
through Spain with just a pack. d

:

101 ON PARLE FRANCAISE.

R. Cunningham, Jun., 58, Rosebanlk
Street, Dundee, Scotland, is *wearying
for & French correspondent.” T hope one
of my supporters across the Silver Streals,
or here at home, will meet this reader’s
wish and write to him in the language
of France. Thero are many French
readers of the Companion Papers. |
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PRISCILLA-

CHAPTER 1.
Miss Priscilla Artives.

3 ITTLE boy !”
I Grundy went on chatting to

his chums, Wilkins and Gunn.

The trio were sitting on the
School House steps, discussing the last
football match. .

“Sehool House should never have
lost,” said Grundy. “If T bave been in
the team the score wouldn't have been
five goals to four, I can tell you that!”

Wilkins and Gunn grinned.  Grundy
thought great things of himself as & foot-
baller, but he was absolutely hopeless at
the game

“No!
twent -five to

It would have been more like
four,”- grinned Wilkins.
t1 o you mean to say,
Wilkins, that I should have allowed the
New House to score twenty-five goals?”

And the great George Alfred Grundy
clenched his fists threateningly.

“Ahem! 1 meant in favour of the
School House, of course,” hedged
Wilkins.

Wilkins had no intention of risking the
wrath of his mighty leader. Grundy
might be a duffer at most games, but
he was certainly no duffer with his fists.

* Little boy!"”

There could be no mistake this time.
The elderly lady approaching the School
House was addressing George Alfred
Grundy.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Wilkins and
Gunn, -
that laugh.
and disgust
too funny.

«YWhat are you idiots cackling at?”
growled Grundy. “It's that mad old
governess of Merry's. She's in her
gecond childhood, I believe.” ’

“Well, she seems to think that you're
still_in your first,” sniggered Gunn,

“Little boy!”

Miss. Priscilla Fawcett waved her
umbrells wildly, as she came up io
Grundy & Co. She was evidently very
excited. ¢ =

“Are you addressing us, madam?”

The expression of surprise
on Grundy’s face was really

They simply could mot resist|

in Dbis most stately

asked Grundy,
manner, ‘
He could not very well

be rude to the
strongly being

old lady. But he resented
as if he were

called little boy by her,
a mere fag. -
“] think I have seen you before, my
child,” said Miss Priscilla benevolently.
“You are a friend of my Tommy's, are
you not?”

“T belong to the same Form as Tom
Merry,” said Grundy brusquely. “T
don’t know that I'm’a particular friend

of his.

Wilkins and Gunn admired Grundy for
the way he was
They knew that
indignation at the way the
talking to him.

“Not a friend of my Tommy's? Then
you must be a very bad bor! All nice
children are friends of my Tommy's,”
pursued Miss Priscilla.

Grundy could stand no more. He
turned on his heels and walked away.
Wilkins and Gunn followed him. restrain-
ing their laughter with difficults. hey
had never seen their leader so humiliated
before.

“Gracious! What strange children:
I wonder why they ran away like that?”
murmured Miss Priscilla, as she entered
the School House,

“Good-aftahnoon, Miss  Pwiscilla!

What evah are vou doin’ heah?”
_The speaker was Arthur Augustus
D'Arey, the swell of St. Jim’s, who had
encountered the old lady on his way to
the playing-fields.

“Qh, is that you, Arthur, my dear
boy?" asked Miss Priscilla affectionately.
“Are you quite well, my lad?”

D'Arey had once paid a visit to Miss
Priscilla’j cottage at Huckleberry Heath,
and the old lady had taken a great fancy
to him.

“Yaas, wathah! TFom Mewwy will be
surpwised to see you!"

“T suppose he will, Arthur. Tell me.
does he take regularly the cod-liver oil I
send him?"

That was a poser-for D’Arcy. e
knew that Tom Merry simply threw the

he was boiling with
old lady was

MARTIN

coutrolling  himself. '

A Magniticent, Long, Com-
plete Story of Tom Merry
& Co., of St. Jim's.

By

CLIFFORD.

stufl down the sink, but he could hardly
tell Miss Priscilla that. .

“f[e — er — genewally manages to
empty the bottle in a vewy short time,
madam! T ean assuah you of that!”

1 am so glad of that, Arthur! I am
cértain it was the cod-liver oil that saved
his life at the time of that horribla
Spanish influenza. And does he put
hot-water bottle in his bed every night”
Tommy is very careless, apd I fear -thut
he may neglect to do what I have told

!

“1 am not in the same dormitowy as
Tom Mewwy, madam. Pewwaps Man-
nahs or Lowthah will tell you about
that.”

“(Oh. yes! Manncrs and Lowther are
his dearest friends, are they not? I am
so glad Tommy has so many nice friends
at the school! Do you know where he
is now, Arthur?”

7 should imagine——"

“Gussy I

It was a shout from the playing-fields.
D’Arey’s chums, fmpatient at his delay,
were calling for him.

“IWhat a hoirible
Dear me'”

“ Gussy 1”7

“ Gussy 1"

¥ Guss-us-ns-y !

T am afwaid 1 shall have to be goin®,
madam, Blake an’ Hewwies an’ Dig are
calling foah me!"

“Are you going to play some horrid
game on the grass, Arthur? Please taka
care and don't hurt yourself, my child!”

“Yaas, wathah, Miss Pwiscilla!” said
D'Arcy.

And he hurried off to the playing-
fields.

Miss Priscilla wended her way towards
Tom Merry's study. It was quite & long
time since she had last been at St. Jim's,
but she remembered where her Tommy's
study was situated.  Everything = com
nected with Tom Merry was of the
greatest importance to his old governess

“Little boy!”

It was not Grundy whom Miss Pris
cilla was addressing this time. She

»

shout " Arthary

Copyright in the United States of America.



¢ THE BEST 4% LIBRARY D~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 49. LIBRARY. 'R"

called any junior little boy if she did
not know his name,

“Little boy I - - - . .

“0Oh, come_ onl!” said Crooke im-
patiently. *‘We don't want to waste our
time talking to this old frump!”

Crooke, and his two chums, Racke and
Maellish, were coming down the stairs as
Miss Priscilla accosted them.

“Little boy, can you tell me where
my Tommy is now?”

ke winked at the other two. He
saw an opporfunity for an ill-matured
jape at the expense of the innocent old

ady, "

“Certainly, madam!” “said Racke,
rafeing his cap politely. *“Do let' me
show you the way!” y

“What's the game?" whispered
('rooke, in surprise, to Mellish.

“Dunno!? said Mellish,  “But old
Racke ian't d it for love of the old
frump, yon be

And Mellish was right.  Racke was
hardly ihe sort of fellow to do a dis-
interested act of kindness.

“That is very kind of you, my lad! I
am so anxious fo see my Tommy again!”

It was not so very long since Tom
Merry had been home for the vacation,
but every minute of his absence was
painful to his affectionate goveryess.

*“This way, madam ™

And Racke, accompanied by his two
cronies, led the way along the main
;\nT'slge of the building to the servants
hall. .

“But this is not whers T found my
Tcemmy the last time T was here!” said
Miss Priscilla, in  surprise, as she
fullowed the cad of the Shell,

“He, he. he!” langhed Mellish; but,a
guick look from Racke silenced him.

“He's been prom " said Racke.
madam.”  Ands|
e pointed to the door leading into the
servants’ hall.

“Thank you. my boys!™ said Miss
Priscilla,

And she followed Racke's directions.

Racke. accompanied by his  two
cronies, hurried back to the Shell
passage.

“What's 1he " idea, Rackef” asked
(‘u_ga)‘::e. “Tom Merry will be awfully
wihid, i

“Well. she's ouly a kind of servant her-
<elf. sa Idon't see why she shouldn't be
tuken ta the servants’ hall, Tom Merr

shouldu't Jeave his old governesses lying
about if he doesn’t want anything to
happen to them.”

And the cads of the School House
suiggered in great amusement over the
juke they had played on Miss Priscilla.

Meanwhile, Miss Priscilla went on ler
way in all innocence. She had no idea
that she wae in the servanls’ guarters.

“Well, ma'am, what may you be 2-
wanting?”

The speaker was Mrs. Towle, the cook.

* Her wide oxpanse of aproned person
blocked Miss Priscilla’s path as the
governess attempted to advance.

“Can you tell me where my
i7" asked Miss Priscilla,

Alisa Priscilla thought that evervone
must know whem she meant.  To her,
there was only one Tommy in all the
yorld.

“Your Tommy. ma'am? Will that be
Tommy Lynu, the boot-boy?”,

“No! My Tommy!" said
ness.

“One of your children, ma'am? And
what may your name be?”

“No, no, no! My dear pupil, Tom

‘Tommy

: '
the gover-

Merry! Where is he?”
“My- goodness ious!” gasped
Mrs. Towle. *““An e to goodness

you don’t expect to find your Tommy in
TaE GeEM LiBriry.—XNo. 636.

the Kitchen? d“"hy don’t you look for
i w

& o

’im in his study?
- " Kitchen!” ejaculated Aliss Priscilla,
in surprise. "I—im that bad boy shown

me the way to the kitchen instead of
Tommy’s stady? Oh dear!”

" % A joke.of one of the young gents, is
it? said Mra. Towle.  ‘“Dear, dear!
Well, you'd better sit down now and
have a rest, ma’am!”

“No, no! I must find my Tommy!”

And the old lady rose to return to the
Shell passage. But she was wearied by
her long walk from the station and
along the passages of St, Jim’s, and sank
down helplessly on the chaie which Mrs.
Towle pushed forward for her.

“T]l send Toby, the page, for Master
Merry, ma'am,” she said. “¥ou jist
make yourself comfortable-like here.”

And” Miss Priscilla sat down and
listened to the chatter of the voluble
Towle, till Tom Merry should

arrive.

Little did Racke know what would
come of his thoughtless jape! But a
reat adventure was to spring from it
cfore Miss Priscilla left St. Jim’s.

Meanwhile, Racke was relating his
practical joke on 'Tom Merry's old
En cerness to a crowd_of juniors in the
nonN-r'oom.

And the way she took it-all in,” he
said, “was wonderful !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Mellish and
Crooke and Scrope all together. R

“All I can say,” growled Gimndy, “is
that it's a mean, dirty sort of trick to
play on a poor old lady ! If she was my
old governess, I'd give you a jolly g
hiding, Racke!”

“Bah ™ said Racke.

Dt he looked uncomfortable.  He
began to reulise that he might have a
bad time of it 1f Tom Merry discovered
his jape. ‘

“Are you =saying “bah’ to
Racke?” “asked Grundy truculently,

“Nno!" stammerad Racke.

“Ha, ha, hia !” langhed Wilkins, “ He's
only saying ‘ bah’ because he’s a black
sheep! Isn't that so, Racke®"

“Oh, hang you and your jokes!"
growled Racke huffily, as he walked

me,

Way.

Ilﬁ had no objeclion to playing tricks
at other people’s expense, but he did
not like any jokes levelled at him.
“Racke seems quite put out!’” said

Wilkins. *“Did I say anything to put
him out, Crooke?”
But Crooke did not reply. He

followed Racke out of the room, and
Mellish and Scrope followed him.

“All the black sheep going out in a
flock ! remarked Gunn,  ‘“ Aren't you
going to join them, Baggy ?”

Baggy Trimble looked offended.

«Oh, really, Gunn!" protested the fat
Fourth-Former. ** I'm not a black sheep,
you know !”

“No; you're a pasty-faced ass!” said
the plain-spoken Grundy. ‘ All the same,
yow'd hang on to Racke & Co. if they
oy stoad you enough feeds!”

“Look bere, Grundy,” said Baggy, get-
ting cross, " yon needn't talk! You felt
raiﬁer small when the old girl called you
“little boy,” didn't you®"”

Heow ihe fat sneak had learned of this
Grundy did not know. - He had not
noticed Baggy at the bottom of the stairs
whilst he was talking to Miss Priscilla.

“Ha, ha, ha !" laughed the juniors,

“ And * child ' she called him, an g

But Baggy had no time lo proceed.

With a roar of rage Grundy\was about
to fling - himself at the fat Fourth-
Former, but Baggy was too quick, and
fled from the rcom. After him dashed
Grundy in full pursuit, leaving the rest
of the juniors convulsed with laughter.

The idea of Grundy's beiug treated like
a little child was really too great!

CHAPTER 2.
A Surprise for Tom Merry.
" HAVE heen thinkin’, deah boys,
at—'

“What!” gosped Blake, in
herror. * You'll be getting brain-

i boy--T mean, you
wottah ! My ideah is that we should
help Tom i{eww_y to entahtain Miss
Pwiscilla—" i

“Miss Priscilla!

* Yaas, wathah!
awwived.”

“Where is she
Blake, in surprise.

“In Tom Mewwy’s studay, I pwe-
sume.”

“Why didn't you say so before, ass?
It's our duty to welcome her to 8t
Jim’s in return for tha fine time she gave
erry Heath.”

y, deah boys——"" ¢
“Oh, don’t talk, Gussy ! said Blake.
“Study No. 6 isn’t going to be left vut
of any celebration i honour of Miss
Priscilla I X

“ Hear, hear 1” said ITerries and Digby
tagether.

“ Nor the New House Co.,” said Fig-

ins. “You can bet on that!®

“Rather !” said Fatty Wynn.

And Kerr nodded his head silently.

Blake & Co. were to have played &
footer eleven that afterncon captained
by Figgins of the_New Homse; but the
lattor had appeared on the field with the
news that half his team was in the
sanny with 'Au. Therefore, the maich
was cancclled for the time being.

The juniors were apparently unanimous
in their desire to participate in any
weleome given to Miss Priscilla Fawcett.
It was not merely the idea of having a
free feed that attracted them, but they
were really fond of Tom Merry’'s old
governess, in spite of her peculiar ways.
_ “Weally, deah boys, then the soonah
we join Tom Mewwy the bettah.”

“Lead on, Macduffer I said Blake.

And the seven jgniors marched off
towards Tom Merry's study in the Shell
Ppassage.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Monty
Lowther, as the procession filed into the
study, where he was playing chess with
Manners, whilst Tom Merry was an
interested onlooker. * What's this? An
invasion?”

“Invasion ?" queried Manners blankly.
“I'm defending, not attacking, Monty."”

“I'm not talking about the chess now,
idiot! If you'd raise your head you'd
see that seven of the most particular
shining lights of that fag Form known
the Fourth have done themselves the

onour—-"" :

There was a sudden interruption, as ~
the door opened violently and Bagey
Trimble entered, pursued by the envaged
George ‘Alfred Grundy.

“RBave me, Merry panted  the
porpoise of the School House. * Grundy
is trying to murder mel” "

And indeed the great George Alfred
looked ferocious enough for- anything.

“Vou fat werm!” shrieked Grundy.

“ Laook here; Grundy.” interjected Tom
Merry, ‘whatever Baggy ' may have
done, I object to having this study turne:!
into a slaughter-house ! < = i

“The sneaking 1otter!” ejaculated
Grundy. - <=
- And Grundy advanced towords the
trembling gy s %

“0h, really, Grundy!” protested
Baggy, as he got behind the crowd of
juniors in the study. =1 haven't done
nothing 1"

Is she here?™
I saw lLer when she
asked

now then?"
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Before Tom Merry could resist,
were a little chifd, The other ju

to all

of us,

Miss Priscilla had taken

niors could hardly restrain their laughter.
(See Chapter

I wonder? " whispered Figgins.

him to her arms and wase fondling him as if he

“ Is she

ggmg to do th-rsnmo

_ “Evidently means he hasn’t done any-
thing,” murmured Monty Lowther.
* Baggy’s, English is weird and peculiar.”

“PDone nothing!” howled George
Alfred. “Haven't you made me the
langhing-stock of the whole Common-
room "

“Oh, if that's all,” said Tom Merry,
“it jen't much! Youw've been that long
ago!”

“ ook here, Tom Merry—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tell us what you really did, Baggy !"”
grinned Kerr.

“Oh, nothing! I didn't even say that
Miss Priscilla called Grundy a ‘child’
and a ‘little boy.” How should T know
anything about 152"

Baggy’s lies were generally so clumsy
that he let out the truth unintentionally

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed the junjors.

“Is my governess here?” asked Tom
Merry, In suiprise. “\Vhere is she,
then "

“That’s- what we came to tell you
about, deah bor!" said Gussy. “ We
thought she was in vour stnday, an’ we
wanted to share in the welcome to her.”

“He; he, he !" laughed Baggy. “ Then
Racke’s. story was true! Ie, he, he!™

“Shut up, Baggy, unless you want to
2o out on your neck !”" said Tom Merry,
“What are you burbling about ?™

“ O, really, Merry, how can I shut up
and tell you at the same time—"

“It's like this. Mewry.” inferiected

o found Miss Priscilla,

Grundy.  “Ra
that mad old—-
“Take care, Grundy!” said_ Tom
Merry warningly. “I don't stand such
expressious about my governess!”
“QOh, all right!” said Grundy. *“No
offence meant. But it's true, all the
same! She called me a *child' and a
“little boy!" Me!"
“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.
11 on Grundy's face was

, Grundy!" said Tom Merry.
“YWhat was that vou were saying about
Racke ?”

“4%Je showed her to the seullery,
because he thcught she was a servani!”
chuckled Baggy. *He, he, he!”

Tom Merry grasfPed the fat Fourth-
Former and threw him bodily across to
Grundy.

“Take him and do with him what you
like!” he said.

Grundy caught Trimble in his arms,
and tucked him away under his arm-
pit as if he were ¢ infg a parcel.

~ “Wow} Yaroooh! howled Trimble.
“What Are ®ou doing, Grundy, you
rotter ™

“What are you going to do with the
fat tulip?” grinned Monty Lowther.

“Take him away to be spanked !” said
Grundy, as he walked-awky with Baggy
still under his avm.

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed the juniors.

But Tom Merry wae looking srave.

“Tet's get along and find Miss Pris
cilla!” he siid shurply.
Right-ho!"” chornsed the aszembled

“Tead the wav!

CHAPTER 2.
Miss Priscilla’s Resolution.

S that vou, Miss Faweett? Well, 1

1

Mimms, as she caught sight of Tom

neve
Such was the remark made by
the 2chool House dame, 1

Merry's old governess sittin in the
kitchen, chatting to Mrs, Tovwle.
Miss Priscilla Fawcett rose hastily.
My dear Mrs, Mimms, I don't want

ade. I've come- here guite by

11

accident.

And she related briefly the trick that
Racke had played on her.

 Naughty boys!” said Mrs, Mimms
severely. “T'll speak to the "Ead about
it . 2

“0h no! You really musin’t do that.
Mys, Mimms! I have already forgiven
them. Mrs. Towle here has been telling
me about all her troubles, and it has been
very interesting.”

“Troubles!” said Mrs. Mimms oon-
{emptuously. *Talk about troubles! If
vou had my worries, Mrs. Towle, you
wouldn't talk !

s wisely made no reply. It
v her to bandy words with
nE Gxu Lisrarv.—No.
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{he School House dame. Instead, she
attended to her cooking. ° . i
“Are you in great difficulties, Mrs,
Mimme?" asked Miss Priscilla good-
naturedly. - 5 sl
“Don’t talk about it, Miss Fawcett!
Tere is my old mother ill in bed, and 1
can’t even go 'ome to look arter ‘er.” .
“Dear, dear ! Illinbed!” Miss Faw-
cett shook her head sadly. “But surely
vou could get leave—"
“The *Fad's quite ready to lel me go,
e to take my
place,” said but women
are that independent nowadays, they’d
rather starve, or work in factories than
do any housework. Now, I can’t sce no
shame in being a dame, or even a house-
maid, that I can’t!” And she lifted her
chin. independently.

“No, of course not, my Jear Mrs,
Mipums !” seid Miss Priscilla. I think
the. domestic service is a very necessary
and_noble one.” .

“T don’'t know about noble; but it is
necessary, all right,” said Mrs. Mimms.

- = If only I coul get someane to take my
place just for a day or two, I'd be that
relieved!” 5

“Teot me take your place, Mrs.
Mimms®" Miss Priscilla said. “1'd love
to be near my Tommy |” i

Mrs, Towle looked up from her cooking
in surprise, and Mrs, Mimms was stag-
gered.

“Lawks, Miss Fawcett!”
*You ean't do no such thinﬁ‘.

““Remember,. it will be only for a day
or two !” said Miss Priscilla, “AndT am
sure everybody will be so nice that I
shall have a very easy time.”

Th was really too great a temptation to
be resisted.

“Thank you kindly. Miss Fawcets!”
eaid Mrs, Mimms. *I shall never forget
this to my dying day !” b

“ M. dy;sar Mrs. Mimme, thai is guite
ail right. Bug I have really stayed here

Wo::f' en'?ugh. I am quite resied now,

an
o

she said-
n

Gracious! What a noise!”

Mrs, Mimms.

But it was only the sound of n last
bumping_administered to Racke & Co.
just outside the door, Tom Merry & Co,
ilmd come upon them in thctasgagn_ and
were dealing with themn for the jape they
had played on Miss Priscilla,

The next minute- the juniors were
crowding_into the kitchen.

“My darling Tommy !"

gasped

And before Tom Merry could resist,
Miss Priscilla_had_taken him_into her
arms and was-fondling him as if he were
a little child.

“My dearest boy !”

“Really, auntie—" 2

But Tom Merry's expostulations were
useless. Miss Priscilla was determined
to make uF for her deparation from Tom
Merry by lavishing caresses upon him. -

“Is she going to do the same to all of
us, I wonder?” whispered Figgins. *If
s0, I'm deing a bunk !" =

“Hame here !” grinned Blake,

“That's quite enough now, auntie! 1
wish_ you would remember I'm not- three
years old!” said Tom Merry, as he
managed to escape at length,

“No, You ave fifteen, my darling
boy! How you have grown!™ .

*Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors could net restrain their
laughter any longer.

“Shut up. duffers!” hissed Manners.
Manners felt Tom Merry's cmbarrass-
ment as keenly as if it were his own.

“Vias, wathah, deah boys!” added
Arthur Augustes. “It may be  widic,
but pway don’t laugh.’”” R

And the juniors tried to follow Gussy's
advice, but they hardly succeeded. The
situation seemed ridiculous to them.

“What I says,” broke in Mrs. Towle,
“is that there ain’t room for a party in
ihis kitchen. I ain't got no room to
move about in 17

“For shame, Mrs. Towle!” said the
matron. “Arter Miss Fawceit ’as been
so kind as to hoffer to take my place,
too 1

“What ! gasped Tom Merry. * Take
Mre. Mimms' place!  What does this
mean, auntie *”

“Mrs. Mimms wishes to visit her
mother, my dearest boy. and 1 _have
offered to act as her substitute,” ex-
plained Miss Priscilla,

The juniors stared. This was certainly
something new! *

Tom Merry reddened.

“Look here. auntie, are you short of
money 7' he asked. “If so—"

“No, my darling boy ! Your uncle has
given me a liberal allowance. But there
i3 no one else o take Mre. Mimms’ place,
e

“But wvou can’t do such a
auntie ! It's impossible !”

“Yaas, wathah, madam!
imposs ! chimed in Gussy.

“Really, Master Merry,” expostulated

thing,
Absclutely

honly chance of
wouldn’t want

pMrs, Mimms, “it's
visiting my mother !
to stop me doing tha

Tom Merry hesitated. After all, a
matron’s position was not a low cue,
But Miss Priscilla—

**1 have made up my mind, Tommy !
said Miss Priscilla. “I hope I am not
displeasing my dearest boy

Tom Merry decided not to argue the
‘point.  Buf it would certainly make
things very awkward for him to have his
old governess in the servants’ Rall.

And the other juniors were also very
thoughtful.

“Poor Tommy !” said Blake. “The
rotters like Racke will have somothing-
to cackle about now !” #

“Yaas, wathah, deal beys!”

“If I hear any of them cackling.”
growled Figgi)ls, “they feel the weight

t!

of my fist I’

“Sage here,” said Herries, “T think
it's uusdut-v to back up Tom Merry ¥

“Oh, rather!” said Blake and Digby
and Kerr and Wynn all together.

“ Vags, wathah, deah boys!" chimed in
DlArcy. “T'll give the wottahs a fealiful
thwashin™"™ P55

As for Manners and Lowther, it was
taken for granted that they would stand
by Tom Merry to the last ditch,

Tem Merry locked gratefully at his
chums, He had overheard their whis-
pered remarks,

“Well, auntic,” said Tom Merry at
last, ** I suppose you must have your own
way! Come up to my study now and
have some refreshment !”

“That's the ticket!” murmured Falty
Wynn below his breath.

“Thank you, my deur boy !™ said Miss
Fawcett. “I am so glad that you agreo
that 1 am doing. the vight thing 1”

And she followed Tom Merry back to
the Shell passage, the other juniors trail-
ing in a long stream after her.

The feed was a veally good one. Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther had all
had remittances, and they spared no pains
to make the treat a success. Korr and
Wynn did the cooking, and Arthur
A_ugusl.us D’ Arcy did his iest to entertain
the old lady. Tom Merry cndeavoured
to forget what was in store for him when
the news was spread, but he could not
guite suceeed. Sull, there were plenty
of fine, loyal fellows to stand by him, and
he could afford to overlook the gibes of
such rotters as Racke, Crooke, and Mel-
lish. What really worried him was the
fact that the cads might give Miss Pris-

an fortable time.

L
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And Tom Merry determined to prevent
that if he possibly could. LS

“Buck up, old man!”
Monty  Lowther. “We'll
through this!”

“Thanks, old rhau!: ! gaid Ten: Merry,

whispered

sen  you

“I'm sure of that !*

CHAPTER 4.
Miss Priscilla on Duty.

HE Head’s consent to Miss Pris-
cilla’s scheme was not easily
obiained. ;

Dy, Holmes knew that Miss
Priscilla Fawcett was a veiry well-mean-
ing old lady. But he also kuew that she
was very fussy, and he was afraid that
she might interfere with the general run
of things in the school. ¢
“My. dear Miss Fawcetr,” he I
appreciate your resolve to sacrifive your
leisure time for the sake of allowing
AMis, Mimms to visit her invalid mother.
But I really do not think that T'should
permit such a sacrifice.”
“Dear Pr. Holmes,” protested Miss
Priscilla. “it will he no ‘sacrifice at all.
I shall just love being with the dear

boys.”
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Three-half ence. 7

Y/

T

Just as the Head lifted u
figure entersd. ‘‘Stop!™
surprise.

the newcomer shouted.
For there in front of him stood a figure exactly like his own.

his cane to a¢minister tha first cut, the door of the dormitory flew open, and a
The Head turned quickly and gave a gasp of

“ Stop 1 »

(8ee Chapter 8.)

The Head thought that Miss Fawcett
would not feel like that when she had
been at the school some time, but he did
not say so.

“Very well, then, Miss Priscilla,” he
said. “I onlv give my consent because
1 feel I cannot keep Mrs, Mimms from
her mother any longer. I shall ask ]'Il'l
to make her visit as speedy as possible.”

Mys. Mimms departed on the follow-
ing afternoon, -and Miss Priscilla inme-
dnleh took up her new position.

“He, he, he!”

It was Bngg}' Trimble’s cackle that
echoed in the Common-room.

“Got the whooping-cough?” asked
Gunn, in feigned concern. " “I'd go to
sanny, if I were you, Baggy!”

“Really, Gunn! I've got some most
important information!”

 Out_with it !" said Racke.
ight-ho!” sazd Wilkins and Gunn;
and the two juniors began shoving
Baggy out of the Common-room.

“ Whatcher doing?” gasped
junior.

*Don’t blame us,” said Wilkins inno-
cenriy. “ Racke told us to do it.”

“#Me?"? said Racke, in mu'prlee

the fat

“Yes, Didn't you say ‘out with it}
Racke?”
“Rats! I was referring to Baggy’s

information,’

“We don’t want to hear his lies!”
said Grundy contemptuonsly.
“Oh, really, Grundy—"

“Don’t talk to me, Ba"gys or I'll give

you another spanking "
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I know what he, wants to
Tom Megry cmltvmptuously.
govmness, “Miss Fawcett, 1s
lempmau dame, and Baggy
funny !

The news created quite a sensation.

“Well, that’s the Ilmit"‘ said Racke.
“What I say is—"

“] don't care w hat you say,” said Tom
Merry quietly. *T've got something to
say as well, and it is this. If anyone
tries to take advantage of my governess’
mexpﬂlellce by playmg japes on her,

have me to reckon with.”

K Hear, hear!” said Blake. W And we
reckon on all the decent chaps in ‘the
scl;ool to back up Tom Merry.””

of course!” sneered Crooke.
“It’s al] in the family '™

“T want to say llus quite npenly to
Racke and Crooke,” went on Tom
Merry. “I'll keep my eyes sp-r:ally
open for any tricks on liell‘ part, and if
there is -mnhmg like that there will be
ructions.”

“Here, leave me out of it,” said
Crooke. “I havea't done anything.”

“You'd better not,” said Tom Merry.
“I've warned you.”

“ Yags, wathah, deah boys!”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, surveying the
juniors in t (;D]TN’JOII room through his

ighly- pa':ﬂhed aponocle.  “If any fellah

say.” said

M} old
acting as
thinks it

said

twies to jape Miss Pwiscilla, T shall give
him a feahful thwashin’ !

“Look here, Merry,” said Grunds,

“you ought to be ashamed of yourself!
Why don’t you get a pension for your
governess, instead of letting her work for
her living «t her time of life?”

Tom Merry was too proud io v\tplam
but Blake s'mc:hlv made the situation
clear.

“liss Fawcelt is just doing it to get
our dame a few days’ leave,” he con-

,that’s different!” said Grundy.
“8till, I'm not going to stand any paten
medicines, or other fancy tricks, that
Miss Fawcetl may want to try gn me!”

“Nor I'" said Gore determinedly,

“ Nor I, faith!” said Mulvaney minor.
“Bure, en’ if the old dame tries to coddle
me; there'll be the dickens to pay !”

dAnd the sentiment was echoed pn all
31

Tom Merry hoped that all would go
smoothly, but trouble began tlnt very
afternoon.

Passing the Third Form class-room,
Miss Priscilla heard shrieks Ill'DL‘Q{\‘hI""
from within,

She quickly threw open the door and
entered.

A very commonplace sight met her
eyed. Mr. Selby, the Third Form master,
was detaining his pupils after school
hours fsi some breach of discipline, and

Tae Gex LiBrary.—No. 636.
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he was in the act of caning Manners
minor as Miss Faweett entered,

“You cruel man!” exclaimed Miss
Priscilla, as she hastily advanced towards
Mz, Se}i:y and snatched the cane out of
his hand.

My, Selby was thunderstruck. but his
pupils cheered loudly.

“““Hurrah!” howled D Arcy
“Go for him, ma’am!”

“8log him " yelled Jameson.

In the excitement of the moment the
boys were forgetting their customary
awe of their Form-master.

But their yells only excited Mr. Selby
move.

3] G_!u;_.cnmm 1** he shricked. *“How dare

minor.

7% 2a, ha, ha” -
“1 shall dare to speak my mind!"” said
Miss Priscilla boldly. * Has the gruel

* man hurt you, my poor boy?”

or winked at the rest.
ma'am ! he said, in a
“He hit me right

Manners 1

TP so s
whining voice.
here I

And he pointed to a spot on the palm,)
of his right hand.

“ My poor boy ! said Miss Priscilla, as
she rubbed the place that Manners had
indicated very tenderly. “Never mind!
It will be over soon !”

““Boo-hoo-ho wept Manners minor,

still winking at his Form mates,

“What a nasty, crunel man " said Miss
Priscilla, .

“Woman, when will this .nonzense,
this madness. this lunacy cease?” yelled
My, Selby, aimost dancing with rage.

“You are not [it to have hoys in your
cave, sir!” said AMiss Priscilla severely.
“You are a monster!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
. “Belby is gettin’ it!” said Joe Frayue,
in great delight. 3

“Rather!” said Wally D’Arey,
“Serve the old bounder right!” )

Mr, Selby could hardly speak for

rage. .
“(jo!” he stuitered at last, pointing to
the door,
Dut Miss Priscilla stood quite firm.
“T cannot leave the poor boys in your
care, siv,” she said. “You—"
But that was enough for Mr. Selb;

He laid his hands on Miss Priscilla’s
choulders, and began pushing her
towards the door.

“Here!
n'xim:;r, rushing forward. “8he's o
sl * =

My, Seiby turned furiously, and gave
Whally D'Avey a staggering blow.

+ That was the signal for a Third Form
rebellion.

AH together, with the single exception
cf Piggout, the fags threw themselves
on iheir Forin-maste®

At that Miss Priscilla turned.

“Aly boys,™ she said, “think what you
are’ doing, I beg you! Do not assault
this man!” M

« All right, ma’am !” said Wally cheer-
fully. . *In fora Eleuny, in for a pound 1"

And the struggle went on.

The woise attracted Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster.

He stared at the scene in amazement.

“What does this mean?’ he asked
drily.

At the sound of his voice the fags
immediately released Mr. Selby.

“This woman.” stuttered Mr. Selby
“ this female——"

“T suppose you mean Miss Fawcett?”
said My, Railton quictly.

“Are you backing her up against
me?” asked the Third Form-master
furiously, .

“Mr. Railton turved impatiently from

m,
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Stop that!” yelled D'Arvey
lady,

“Will you please tell me what has
ﬂ(‘fli}'l‘s]d, diss Fawcett?” he said.

Aliss Priscilla was evidently too excited
io sg}esk.

“ Please,
minotr.

“ Well 7 said Mr. Railton, sharply.

“Miss Priscilla stopped Mr. Selby
when he was caning Manuers minor, sir;
and then he tried to shove her out of the
door, and we all tried ito help Miss
Priscilla, s

“YWhat?

ir—" volunteered D’Arcy

gasped Mr, Railton.

““ Yes, sir " snapped Mr, Selby. “This
—oer—lady had the audacity to hinder me
in the execution of my duty!”

“1 don’t consider it a teacher’s duty
to cane a poor little boy,” 'said AMiss
Fawcett.

“Really. Miss TFawcett,” said My~
Railton, “corpoinl punishment is per-
miited by the school vegulations pro-
vided it is administered in moderation.”

“ That is a shame !” said Miss Priscille,
“There should be no such thing,”

“That is a maftet of opinion, Miss
Fawcett. I may agree with you per-
sonally, but that would not justify any
interference with Mr. Selby in his own
Formi-room. ™ : :

“I should think not!™ snapped the
Third Form-master. “ The woman cught
to be sacked!”

“I am afraid you have made a grave
mistake, madam,” ssid Mr. Railtod,
without paying any attention to Mr.
Selby.  “But I shall ask the Head to
uvur?ook it in view of your ignorance of
school management.”

“What!” gasped Mr. Selby, * Really,
Mr. Railton !

“1 have no doubt, =ir,” said the
Housemaster drily, " hat matters would
not have come to a crisis if you had
shown any self contrel.”

“8irt? -

“As for the attack on you, that is
indeed .a grave offence: I shall ad-
nﬁini;s,tcr the punishment for it person-
ally.

“What kind of punishment, sir?”
asked Miss Priscilla in concern. - “You
are not going to hurt the dear boys, are
you 7
“That is no affair of yours, madam,”

said Mr. Railton. “I must ask you to
depart.”
“But, sirt—-"

“1¢7s all right, ma'am!” sang out
Wally 'D’Avcy. o Mr. Railton's a
10
sport! - .
“Very, well; sir,” said Miss Priscilla,
“the boys seem to trust you!” And

she took her departure.
“You silly ass!” howled Manners
minor  in {Va.l]y's ear., *What the

dickens did you tell her to go for?
Now we'll get a harrible Jamming !

“Didn’t want the old thing to get her-
self into trouble with the Head,” ex-
plained 1’Arey minor.

“Silly ass)” said Manners minor.

But Wally's chums understood.

Miss Priscilla never knew what punish-
ment the Third Form received at the
hands of Mr. Re#iton, but it was a severe
one. Even Mr. Selby was satisfied.

“«
G Mis Priscilla’s little parlour.
Miss Priscilla was, of course,
ocoupying. Mrs. Mimms’ old rooms for
the time being. She was now sitting at
the fireside knitling. Before her lay a

hea) of socks and other garments which
she intended to repair during her stay

CHAPTER 5.
Miss Priscilla’s Protege.
IRL to see you, ma’am!” said
Toby. the page, coming into

_ ‘Toby's sniff increased.

at St Jim's. Her Tommy and his friends
would have the benefit of her help as
long as she was anywhere near,

““What sort of a gitl, my lad?"” asked
Miss Priscilla. =
Toby sniffed. -
“Looks like a tramp, ma'am he
said confidentially. “ You should just
see er clothes an’ ’er boots |”

Miss Priscilla shook her head at.the
disdainful p&f .

“My dear boy, it is probably not. the

poor ﬁ:’rl’s fault that she is not able to
dress herself well. You should try. mot
to be a snob!” el

e

“Have you got & cold, my boyi”
asked the old lady in alarm.  “1f7eo, T
shall ms?;ku you up a nice hot Jese of

did not wail to hear what Miss
Priscilla wanted ‘tofldose him with. He
dropped his sniff very suddenly.
“Bhall I ask the girl to come in,
ma'am ?” he said quickly. S
“Please do, my boy. and ireat her
as though she were a lady. We must
not mﬂge disﬁm-tiun.’ just because she

.happens to be poor!”

by shook his head as he departed.
Miss Priscilla was apparently a mad old
thing.

Miss Priseilla went on with her sewing
stendily. Her eyes began to ache with
the strain, but she felt that she must
do her duty. ‘

" “Please, ma’am !”

Miss Priscilla looked up, to find a
quoer little creature before her, It was
a gizl of about eighteen or niveteen, with
an old fack, and a tired, weary expression,
She wore clothes which were very old and
shabby, and patched up in places. Or
her feet were a pair of men’s bools
stitched up with coarse thread where
they had split. On her headqwas a
crumpled sun-bonnet. s

“PDo you want to see me, my gicl ¥’
asked the old lady kindly,

“Yes, ma'am, I—

The girl stopped.

She was too shy
to go o
“Sit down, my girl. Teil me, what is
your name 7’ )
Instead of answering. the girl sank
down in the chair and began crying.
Miss Priscilla’s heart went out to the
girl. She passed her hand through the
girl’s hair comfortingty.
“Pull yourself together,
Who are you, and what d

my child!
you want?™”

The girl hurriedly wiped awey her
tears.

“I'm Sairy Bond, mz'am!” she szid
abruptly. Sy

“Ah! Sarah Bond! Your parents
live in Rylcombe, 1 suppose?™

* Ain't got no parents, ma’un.’” And
she again burst out erying.

“ An orphan, arve you, my child?”

“Yes, ma’am ! my parents died

with the *fiw’, they did! I've heen living
on what they left behind , and
mighty little it was. Now it's ail gorn,

ma'am, and I can’t get no work.”
* Poor child 1™
A sudden idea struck Miss Faweett.
“Would you like to work for me, my
girl 77

ruh’s eyes scemed to dance with
sure. )
“Wonldn't I Jist,
managed to exclaim. . .

Tt was at that moment that a knock
came at tho door.

“Come in!” said Miss Prizcilla..

The Head entered.

“Oh, Dr. Holmes! How nice of you
to look me up!” sajd Miss Priscilla, as
if she were welcoming him to Huckle-
berry Heath, F e

ma'am " she
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“] haye come to see how you are
getting on, Miss Faweett!” said’ the
Head.

“Very nicely, indeed, sir!” said Miss
Priscilla. was true that things had
not gone altogether smoothly, but she
had ne desire to tell Dr. Holmes of her
troubles. . k

“Ah! Tam very glad of that! Very
glad, indeed!” said the Head.  And
then.he noticed Sarah Bond for the first
time. “ But who is this person?”

Sarah quickly rose as the Head noticed

or.

“YWon't you sit down, sir 7" suggested
Miss Priscilla.

“H'h, yes!” said the Head, seating
himself. ¥ But who is this gil, Miss
Fawcett 7"

The old lady quickly explained.

“And I am thinking of taking her on
as o seafhstress, to mend the children’s
clothes,” she concluded. *Do you think
you would like the work, my dear !

“Qh, thank you s6 much !”” said Sarah.
“Oh, ma'am, I'll work so hard—"

“ Ahem !” interrupted the Head. It
scems to me we are going 2 bit too fast.
llave you any recommendations, my
girl 7"

“N-no, sir. I've never worked afore.
But I've done lots of stitching an’ mend-
ing for my poor, dear ma afore she
died,”

“Indoed!” said the Head. “Then
T am afraid—"

“Qh, please sir! Think of what it
wiil mean to me—-"

Then Miss Priscilla spoke up.

“1 shall pay the girl out of my own
salary, if you prefer it, sir!" sho said

“Madam,” said the Head indiguantly,
st is not a question of expense. ub
I do not think we can introduce an un-

- known -person into the school withoul a
recommendation.”

Tt was then that Miss Priscitla told her
firat lie. X

“T forgot to mention. sir,” she said,
“that I knew this girl's parents per-
sonall ¥, They were very respeclable

e. :
peg{:“]‘ gasped and looked gratefully
at Miss Priscilla.

< (Oh, that alters the case. of conrse!”
said- the Heod. “Engage ber by all
means !

“Thank you, sir ! said Miss Priscilla.

Sarah Bond was too overcome to say
anylhing.

Soon after the Head departed.

‘As soon as he was gone Miss Priscilla
rang for Toby.

4Yes, ma'am?" said the School I1ouse
page, glancing coutemptuously at Sarah

ond.

“Pgke Barah to Nancy. the upper-
housemaid,” said Miss Priscilla, “and
ask Nancy to lend Sarah some of her
own clothes and shoes till we can fit her
ont properly.”

“Oh, ma'am,
said Sarah Bond.

But Toby developed an nggravated
eniff as he led the new seamstress away.
What was 8t, Jim's coming to?

“Dear me!" said Miss Priscilla to her.
solf. I must redlly sce if l}mre is any-
thing serionsly the matter with that boy.
He seems to be suffering from a severe
cold.”

Meanwhile, in another part of the
school, namely. in the New House,
Baggy Trimble ran into Fatty Wynn on
the stairs.

“ Oop ™

L
* “Yarooh!”
% You fat freak!” shouted Fatty Wynn.
¢ Look out where you are going!”
“Well, I like that, you Falstaff!”
yrowled Baggy Trimble. ™ You van into

how’ kind you are!"
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me and nearly busted me! Ow,
spine !”

“Well, what are you doing in the New
House, anyw?‘.’ Why don't yon keep
to your own dog-kennel?”

. “Oh, really, f‘\'e got some important
information for you, Wynn——"

“0Oh, I know all about it, Buggy!
I saw the tavts myself!”

“I.ptarts’ What tarts?”

“ Aren’t you talking about the new
tarts that Dame Taggles has just got in
from Wayland?”

“You never thiuk of anything but eat-

my

| Mo. 57—MISS PRISCILLA
FAWCETT.

Tom Merry's old governess. Litile
need be sald about her here, for this
week's story deals with one of her
remarkable “visits to St. Jim's. She
has some unusual ways and some old-
fashioned ideas, but she is admired
and respected by ull the decent
fellows in the school.

ing, Fatty,” said Baggy Trimble in
great disgust.

“\Well, [ like ihat. you idiot! At least,
I pay my own bills, which iz mcre than
you do——

“I have no time to discuss such yues-
tions,” said Bagwy haughtily, “ T
you're willing to stand treat for the news
I've got—'

“Rats! I thought that's what you
wanted, you cadging rotter!” said Fatty
Wynn. “You're not getting any free
feeds out of me, I can tell you that!”

“Very well, then! T tha'n't tell you
anything about Racke—"" .

“Who wants to know about Racke?”
asked Fatty Wynn contemptuously.

“Qh, it’s all vight! Only when it turns
out that Mellish- —"

“Qh, it's Mellish now, is it? T thought
it was Racke.” )

“They're both in it, of course. But I
don't mean to say anything about it if
vou ain't decent enough to 7

“ 8o Racke and Mellish are both in it,
are fhey?” said Fatty. *What is it they
are %"’

“Rats! Think U'm going to tell you
about their dressing up as the Head to
frighten Miss Priseitla—oh, T say!”
Buggy interrupted himsell. as he cealised
that he was saying too much. “Tt's jolly
mear. of vou te try and trick my in-

Three-halfpence, 9

"

formation And he
walked o
Round the corner Bagur wmet Racke
with a furious expression on his face.
“You spying hound!” hissed the cad
of the Shell. *If you say a word to any-
body about what's goivgl to_happen to-
night, T'lIl give you the thrashing of
your life! Ll vder you!”
* Really. Racke!” protested Baggy.
“Remember!” said Racke, and walked
away towards the siudy of his chum
Clam

out of me like this

e.

E. really! Racke is a beast'™
murmured Baggy. “Praps I'd belter
not say anything.”

But he had already said loo much.
Fetty Wynu, bursting with information,
told Tiggins and Kerr.

And Kerr chuckled hugely.

He knew a fine way of outwitting the
cads of the School.

' CHAPTER 6.
The Head Intervenes.

'3 Y darling Tommy '™
It was past ten o'cloc!
the fellows in the i
dormitory were supposed o
be fast asleep. As a matter of fact, most
of them were chatting and laughing.
They were all surprised when AMiss
Priscilla  suddenly entered, holding «
candle, .
“My dearest boy——"
“What are you doing here. auntie®”
lied out Tom Merry surprise.
“1 have come to sce if y
your cod-liver oil, Tomm
“Ta, ha, ha!” yelled tho Shell fellows,
Even Manners and Lowiher joined in the

have taken

‘| laugh.

“Really, auntie,” said Tom Merrs.
reddening, “I wish yon would leave ma
:}Ione! All that hovrid stuff isnle good

v

- “Tommy " gasped Miss Priccilla, in a
ocked tone of voite, “Hoi can you
say such a thing?”

“T mean it, auntie'!™ said Tom Merry
firmly. “I wish you wouldit't treat me
like & bahy!” Miss Priscilla looked so
hurt that Tom Merry was sorry for what
he had said. “I—I—— You know I'm
fond of you, auntie,” he caid, “but
really don’t see the use of filling mysel
up with all sorts of pateut medicines
when I'm perfecily fit and strong!”

“Hear, hear!” said Manners and
Lowther, and half « dozen others, .

“Why, see here. ma'am!" interjected
Grundy. *I never take any medicine,
patent or otherwise, and I can knock
vour ‘Lommy into a frazzle at boxing !”

“Oh, can_ v said Tom Merry
warmly. " T'd like to see vou do it ™

“Look here, Al

“Qhush, kids!” ‘interjecicd  Aonty
Lowther - pacifically. You'll  be
frightening Miss Priseilla.”

nd, indeed, the old lady was locking
vather disturbed.

“QOh, you bad boy!" she said. turning
3\ Grundy. “Do you dare to coniess

hat you assault my poor Tommy with
your fists?”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Really, auntie,” suid Tom Merry,
“Pm quite able to look nafier myself!
If there is any aseaulting, it's all the
other way.”

“QOh, -rather, Miss Priscilla!”_said
AManners. “You thould see Tom Merry
going for Grundy hammer and tongs!”

Miss Priscilla looked shockerd.

“Are you leamning to be a bad.
naughty Loy, Tommy?” she said.
“QOnly bad, naughty boys—"

At that moment there was an irterrup-
tion. Without any warning, the Iead
of St. Jim's entered.
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“Really, Alss Priscilla,” he said in
iey tones, ““I think it is very thoughtless
and reprehensible of you to disturh these
boys with your ridiculous foibles at this
time of night!”

“8ir, I—"

“Don’t bandy words with me, madam-!
You do not seem to realise the fact that

. T am the supreme Head of 8t. Jim's, and
you are only & menial, a servant, here!”

So surprised was Miss Priscilla at the
tone which the Head adopted towards
her,: that she sicod speechless,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Racke and
Crooke and Scrope. 5

“J guess Miss Priscilla is. getting what

for!” murmured Buck Finn.
Madam,” continued the Head, * your
rondnet deserves the seerest censure!

“I did not mean any haim, =ir!”
ventured Miss Priseilla at last. I
only—" .

“What you may have meant has
nothing to ‘do with the case!¥ said the
Head sharply. *“To dismiss you to-
moirrow is an easy. matter, and a fit
punishment for your colossal stupidity
and—" *

But that was enough, and more than
enough, for Tom Merry.

" “You have no right to talk to Miss
Fawecett like that, sir!” he said.

Racke winked at Crooke.

=T thought the ass would iuterfere !”
he said with a grin. -

And Crooke and Scrope chuciled
hngely. . .

“Merry!” said the Head shnrpi?'.
“You are impertinent—monstrously
impertinent! Get out of bed and take
your punishment, boy!"”

Tom Merry got out of bed and held
out_his hand. Tt was no use rebelling
sgainst the Head.

Priscilla_intervened,

No, si she said. “Punish me, if
like, but. do ngt hurt my Towmy!”
Woman !’ thimdered the ead.
Zet out of my way. or I shall not be
responsible for my actions!” BN

“T vefuse to—-"" began Miss Prixcilla.

“Very well, madam!” said the Head.
“'Phen “to-morrow I shall send a_tele-
pram recalling Mrs. Mimms, and if her
mother dies in consequence of the shock
of the sudden separation, the guilt will
ba on your head, madam '’

Aliss Priscilla_ tumed white. That was
& dreadful possibility.

“I—J——" she stuttered, not knowing
what to say. e

At that moment Blake, Hervies, Dleil
She

by, aud D'Arcy came into the
lormito
Bai
i oxclaimed Arthur Augustus,
saw tho Head.

Blake & Co. attempted hastily to
withdraw. But it was too late. 'The
Head had already noticed them.

**Boys,” he thundered, ‘‘ how dare you
lomi"ln your dormitory at this time of the
night#”

*P.p-please, sir—" stuttered Blake.

But there he stopped. He could
havdly explain to Dr. Holines that he
had missed Mellish out of the Fourth
Form dormitory, and come to the Shell
dormitory to see whether Mellish was
piotting a visit io the Black Dog or the
1 Man with Racke & Co.

Weally, sir—"
“Well, D'Arey?” asked the Hesd
o “Have you any explanation to

Y. :
.T‘{)ve, deah boys, now we've done
as he

. "I can only assuah you, siv, that our
intenfions were ectly honouwable,
affirm, sir, as one gentleman to
anothah-—"
“That will do, D'Arcy! You are no
Tee Gex LiBRaRY,—No. 636,

You are merely -a foolish,

gentleman,
ceited fop!” :
&)

il-bred,
“ Sir—

“You shall all be severely punished
for this Jack of discipline! Merry, hold
out your hand!” _

“Tommy !"” ventured Miss Priscilla.

“It’s alt right, auntie!” said Tom
Menrry cheerily, as he held out his hand
again. ‘A cut or two won't hurt me!”

Just as the Head lifted up his cane to
administer the first cut, the door of the

dormitory flew open, and a figure
entered.
“Stop!” the newcomer shouted.
“Stop !

The Head tarned quickly, and gave a
gusp of surprise. For there, in front of
him, stood a Hgwe exactly like his own!

“My hat!” he wmurmured. “The
Head!” )

Racke, Crooke, and Scrope gave a
scream of horror, and. the other fellows
blinked in wonder. Two Heads of St
Jim’s were facing each other.

“M-my hat!” murmured Monty
Lowther. “One of themn’s an impostor I

“Yes. But which?” asked Manners.

That question was soon settled. The
impostor had not sufficient daring to
carry on his imposture in the presence of
the real Head.

“What does this masquerade mean,
boy?” asked the nmewcomer sternly, ad-
vancing towards the impostor,

The impostor attempted to flee. But
the Head caught his arm and prevented
him from leaving the dormitory.

Miss Priscilla- was looking on in sur<
prise and relief. So the man who had
spoken and acted towards her in such a
brutal manner was not the Head at alll

But who was he?

“Remove your disguise,
boy !” thundered the Head.

“Y.yes, sir!” stammered the impostor;
and he took off his wig and moustaclios,
revealing Mellish of the Fourth! 3

“Mellish1” yelled Tom Merry and |
Manners and Lowther all together. .

*Mellish !” rapped out the Head. “Is
it- vou %

“Y.yes, sir!” stammered the out-
witted sneak of the Fourth.

“Dear me!” said Miss Priscilla, “ How
strange !™

And she-was very nearly sobbing with
relief.

“So that is what the boundah was
doin’** muttered Gussy. * The wottah !

“T'It make it hot for him when I get
him back in the Fourth Form dormi-
tory ! hissed Herries.

“Looks to me as if the Head’s going
to make it hot enough for him " said

wretched

Blake. “Jolly lucky the old fellow
turned up in the nick of time like this!™”

“Yuas, wathah!”

“1 shall deal with you presently,
wretched boy !”” said the Head. ‘ Mean-
while, madam, I must ask you to return
to vour own guarters.”

“(ertainly, sir!” said Miss Priscilla

meekly.
And she left the dormitorf® as hastily
as she could. -

But before she reached her own
quarters she was to meet with further
and stranger adventures. )

The adventures of that night were by
no means at an end.

In the Shell dormitory the fellows were
waiting to see what action the Head was
going to take. .

Mellish was pale and trembling.

Racke, Crocke, and Scrope were only
less afraid than Mellish. They had all
had a share in the plot, and they could
not depend on Mellish not to give them

| to the paint.

Head.

away.
Nor ‘were Blake & Co. quite easy in
-

The Head would wau: io
0

their minds.
know what had brought them the

late at night. .

Two Heads are Better Than One.
“ OY¥B!" said the Head, turnivg to
B the, chums of Study 6.
“What are you doing here
4 “You sée, sir—" explained
Blake cautiously.
“Weally, sir—" ventured Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy.
*It's this way, sir=—" began Dighy.
But Herries was always straight and

“We came along to see whethor
Mellish was here,” he said.

**Ah, I'see!. Quite & good yeason! In
fact, an ex;:el!en}:] reason, B};lk@.' 1 lwfi;
sumo yoygthought it your duly to lool
after thisvtlvmw]md boy, Mellish ”—and
the Head gave the speak of the Fourth a
withering look—*'bdcause yon are the
leader of his dormitory.  Very good
indeed 17 g

Blake reddened with pride. . To-he
praised by the Head of St. Jim's was
praise indeed!

“¥ have long admived your conduct as
leader of the Fourth Form i this House,
Blake,” continued the Head; "“and, in
fact, there is only one othevy—er—lad, at
any rate in the junior Forms, whom 1
might regard as definitely superior to

o,

“He means you, Tomumy!” whispered
Monty Lowther. .

“Bet you he doesn'il” said Tem
Merry modestly.

And the Head's next words proved that
Tom Merry was vight. .

“Necdless to say, I am referring to
George Figgine. He is 2 model Foin-
captain, in my estimation}”

“QOh!" gasped half a score of School
House juniors. -

That a New House fellow should Le
praized so highly to their disadvantage
was indeed a bitter pill to swallow. .

Still, Figgy was a pood fellow, and
very few there grudged bim the Head's
admiration.

“Told you so ! whispered Tom Merry.

“Silly ass1” remarked Monly Lowther
contemnptuously.

“Weally, sir,” protested = Arthur
Augustus D'Avey, “in my judgment
Tom—""

“J have no time to discuss the matter
with you, I’Arcy ! I wish now to tuin
to this serious conspiracy against my
personality which has becn perpetiated
to-night.”

Mellish trembled.

“Have you anything lo say in your
self-defence, wietched boy:™ pursacd
the Hea

“It was only a j-j-joke, sir,” stam-
mered the sueak of the Fourth.

“Only a joke indeed!” echood
“To caricature me! Boyi”
“P-please, sir, [—I—"" -

“Will you kindly stop stammering and
come 1o the point?” asked the Head,
with mock polileness

“Y.-yyes, gir! I—T

The Head saw that he mast give
Mellish some assistance if he was to get
anything out of the trembling junior,

“You are too utierly stupid to have
thought out such a scheme by yourself,
boy!” he said. *“Who are your con-

the

3

1 federates

Racke, Crooke, aud Scrope cleached
their figts in fear,

““He's sure to
Racke.

*“This is how ¢il yvou
end, Racke!” said €

sneak ! murmured

precious schemes
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1 | propose the toast of Bagley Trimb
Baggy

‘ theless, his toast was drunk.

unintentionally. (See Chapter 10.)

fe—that's me ! gonoluded the fat Junior amid general laughter. Never-
had certsinly rendered valuable services, though he had done so quite

“T was a fool to let you lead me,on!”
id Scrope.

“Bah'” replied Racke contemptuonsly.
‘You're just as miy this ag me!”
Look here, Racke—"

hut up, fathead! 1f the Head hears
us, it is all up!” *
th&.‘ Head was still busy with

not going to
names of your
* N-no, s

Should he sneak? Or should he hear
the ?\mishmcm for the fuilure of the
piot himself?

“Well, Mellishi” snapped the Head
sharply.

Theny Tom Werry spoke up.

“Y don't think it's fair, sir, to ask
Mellish to sneak on his pals, T think

Mellish has behaved like a cad, =ir,

AMerry. you apparently
judging Mellish by yourself! T know
cnough about the goy to be certain that
vevealing the n of his friends will
lie very casily on coascience.”

That remark, however, made Mellish
determined not to be a encak for once.
“J won't_tell you a ing, sir.? he
said.

The Head looked varher surprised.

“In that case, Mellish, I must vesw
the fact that I know who your ¢
federates mrc. But your action in

are

<al

revealing their names has pleased me so
I that in spite of the fact that you
have {aken the leading role in this.plot,
vou shall only be punished as much as
the rest. Racke, Crooke, Scrope, step
forw " X

The three cads of the Shell came for-

ward very unwillingly. Bat it was im-
possible to disobey the Head.
3 3 said the Head.
“XNot oniy have you plotted to im-
personate me, but you have been ex-
tremely rude and brutal te a lady who
has unselfishly undertaken heavy duties
for the sake of another—""

“That was Mellish, sir!” =aid Crooke
rvebelliously.

*“Do not dare to bandy words with
me, boy! Mellish may have been th
mouthpiece of your scheme, but you ars
all cqm}gly responasible, and I sentence
you— :

The cads waited breathlessly, and the
other juniors were also extremely
anxious to know what punishment the
ploiters were to suffer.  Would . the
Head sentence the boys to expulsion?

Suddenly the Head changed his tone,
and spoke in o voice strangely familiar
{o the juniors—a voice that was cer-
tainly not that of Dr. Holmes. v

#1 vote that we give these chaps a
yun of the gauntlet!” he said.

Then the Head took off his wig_and
moustachios, and stood revealed as Kerr
of the New House.

“Keir, you bounder:”
you spoofer !
v, you gili-edged impostor

Such were the rematks
Tom Merry & Co. greeted the gring
New House fellow

““Ha, ha, ha!"
take you chaps in¥

“You did!” said Blake.

“You did!” said Grundy

“ ¥aas, wathal, deah be
Arthur Augustus,
completely I -

Even Racke and (
Tt was better to F
House junior than the Hea

Al the same, Racke and Co. weve nod
to get off lightly.

“Line up, chaps!” suid Tom Meiry
sharply.

“J 00k here, Morry—"" began Racke.

“Don’t talk to me. Racke. You're to
be the silent victim in this act!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors lined up in two 1o’
knotted towels. ¢h St Jim'
was suppcsed to have » towel o
and it came in very useful on su

sions as these. .
objected ‘-ikimi

1
= Did 1

ared Kerr.

* chitwed in
touk us in

“Really, Merry—-"
pole, the brainy man of the 3V
do not wish—"

“Can’t help wha
Merry b e b

: %o vour places !
le meckly vheyed.
No. €36,
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Tweaty-two Shell fellows were present,
including Racke, Crooke, and Scrope.
‘D'hat left nineteen to administer the pun-
ishient, in addition to Blake and Co.
aud Kerr. The fellows lined up in two
rows, with twelve in each row. Tom
Merry, Manners, Lowther, fand Talbot
stood at the head of the right-hand row,
whilst Grundy, Wilkins, Guun and Gore

stood at the bottom. At the head of the

left-hand row were Blake, Herrics, Dighy
and D'Arcy, whilst Kerr, Noble, Dune
and Glyn stood at the foot.

Against such an array it would be hope-
lazs for the cads of the School House to
struggle. 3

Four times were Racke, Crooke
Scrope and  Mellish made to run the
gauntlet! And the blows -dealt at them
were by no means soft. At last Tom
Merry felt that the cads had been suf-

ficiently punishec

“Ow! Wow!” yelled Mellish. i

““Bhut up, ass!” hissed Racke, setting
his teeth. * You'll bring the Masters on
the scene?” -

After that Mellish took his punishment
In silence. He preferred a Form-ragging
to expulsion.

“Now then, chaps!” said Tom Merry.
1 think these fellows have had enough !

**Keep it up, Mervy!” said Grundy.
*I'm just getting into the swing of A

“Oh, rather!” ‘gaid Gore. T
haven't had nearly enough'”

Tom Merry shook his head.
“ILet them go now!” he sai
i e err.

B
**Yaas, wathah, deah boy !
And Racke and Co. went back to heir

beds.
“You come ulong now, rou

Blake to Mellish. as he piloted

«f the Fourth out of the roon.
Hervies, Dighy, and D" Arcy were ahont

to fullow him, when a sudden shidek

pierced the silence of the nighit.

i

What did it mean?

“Help! Help!”

“Bai Jove, deah b aid Arthur
Avgostus, who was sta ding near the
coor, “it's Miss Pwiscilla’s voice !

“What?” gasped Tomn Merry.

.And he hastily ran towards the direc-
tion from which the cry had procecded,
followed by the other juniors.

What was liappening®

CHAPTER 8.
Sarah’s Treachery.
SHORT while before the events
related in the lust chapter a
figure might have been seen steal-
Ing down the stairs and towards the large
door leading into the School Houwse.

It waa that of Miss Priscilla’s protege,
Sarah Bond!

rali Bond was now dressed in the
clothes which Nancy, the housemaid, had
Jinet her. And she made little or no sound
a3 she moved down the stairs and along
the main hall with stockinged feet.

When she reached the door she listened

itly to hear if there was anyone near.
heard no sound, she turned the

v in the lock.

“Are wyou there, Bill?” she asked, in
a frightened tone of voice.

“In course I am, Sairey!” said a
gruff veice.

Sarah Bond drew aside to let the figure
of & man with » muffler round his throat
cater.

“I don’t like doivg it, Bill!” said
i‘w’nruh.. “They've been so kind to me
were ! '

S More fools they!” laughed Bill
“You'll Fic used to this sort o’ thing,
eld gal!”

And he pushed Sarah Bond ronghly
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aside as he advanced towacds the staivs.
# Now which way is that there libeazy
of the Head's, where he keeps all his
spondoolics?” he asked. * 3
Sarah described the way to the library.
In the short time that she had been at
8t Jim's she lad mede lherself
thoroughly acquainted with the place.
“That's where all the gold cups and
nil those sort of things are,” she con-
clnded.
“ ANl right, Saivey ! Keep your pecker
up:” said the man, as he made his way
iu the divection Sarah Bond had pointed
out.

" Mo 5#.4?5].&7%1 [{

A scholarship hoy of the New House
Fourih Form. A thoroughly decent
and straighttorward fellow, and the
stauuch chwm of Redfern and Law-
rence, with whom he shares Study
No. 5, A strong supporter of Figgins,
the leader of the New House, A good
runner and a first-rate swimmer.

“Pick-fack ! Tick-tack ! Tick-tack !
Someone was coming near them on tip-

toe.

“Duat it!" murmured Bill.  “That
cizp’ll see me if T don't stow meself
somewhere!” «

Gt in

: -ed Sarah, poi
Priscilla’s parlour, which the

1}
my gal!™ said Bill:

And he got into the room, just in time
to” avoid "being scen by Kerr, as the
Seottish jinior passed in the Head’s dis-
guise on his way to the Shell dormitory.

“Who's that bloke?” whispered Bill,
staring after Kerr. A

“He's the boss here—iho Head! Tt's
hi!.]_]. that all the cups an” things belong

Saral, of course. was mistaken in
thinking that the cups and other treasures
of St. Jim’s belonged to the Head. He
was merely their custodian, and they
were the property of the school, N

As we know, Kerr sent Miss Priseilla
back to her quarters as soon as he reached
the Shell dormitory.

“Jist git out.my gal,” said Bill, “an’
see that all's elear! T wait in here for
yow. It seems a nice, sung sort of a

ole 1"

. surprise,
i But it was uscless,

NOW ON
SALE.

“All right, Bill!" said Sarah obadi-
ently. .

So it happened, that Miss Priscills, on
her way back to her rooms, met Saral
Bond.

“Dear me, child!” said the old lady.
“What are gou walking about for at this
time of night?”

“P—please, m'm,” said Sarah, “I’m
:lo exc'i,ted about gettin® worlk, 1 coulda't

1

“Is that so, Sarah®
along to my parlour, now, and
little chat with me!"

“Y—yes, m'm!- Certainly, m'm'"

To lead Miss Priscilla back to her own
parlour, straight into the eclutches of
Bill Painter, suited her schemes oxcel-
lently. But, somehow, Sarsh did not
like to do it. She was by no meaus a
hardened criminal yet, and Miss Pris-
cilla had treated her with great kindness.

However, there was no help for it.
Unless she_betrayed Bill she could give
Miss Priscilla no reason for not going
back to her rooms.

“Dear me, Sarah!" said Miss Priscilla,
23 ehe took the girl’s hand. * How cold
you are! And how you tremble! Is
thére anything the matter with vou?™

“No, m’m ! said Sarah Bond, as sha
followed Miss Priscilla back to the
parlour.

“M’'m!” she &id suddenly, pointing to
the stairs.  “Can you sec anything up
there

“Where?” asked Miss Priscilla, look-
ing in the direction Sarah was peinting
out. “I cannot——"" -

But it had been merely a trick on
Serah’s part to make Miss Priscilla furn
her back on the parlour. The next
moment Bill was holding o sag to the

Well, dear, come
have a

[ old lady’s mouth.

Thongh she was completely taken by

Miss Priseille tried to resist.

““ Don't be rough on her, Bill " pleaded
Sarah. “She’ a good old thing !”

“All right, my gal!” said Bill, as ie
deposited Miss Priscilla in the corner of
the room, bound and gagged. 1 ain't
doin’ nothin’ to her.”

“Bhow me the way now, Suirey!” he
continued.

Sarah continued her march towards the
library. Bill followed her as silertly as a
mouse, But suddealy there was another
intorraption.

“Yaroooh 1™

Bil] started.

“ What's that noise?” le asked.

“‘Somethin’ goin on in the boys’ bed-
room,” said Sarah. g

And she was right. Tt was Mellish
shrieking. as Grundy dealt him a par-
ticularly hearty smack with his knotted
towel. :
“ Dratted voungsters!” growled Bill.
hopes I am't comin’ across any of "er
to-night :

And he followed
way to the library.
ruption occusred.

“Crikey, Sairey!" said Bill, as he
gathered the treasures together, * Bug
this is a fine haul, an’ no mistake !”

“Look heve, Bill,” said Sarah, “you
promised me as you would never crack
another crib arter this.”

“An’ I'll keep my word, too, Saivey !”
said Bill. “We'll go to Australia an’
settle down on what we get for this little
lot, eh, me girl?”

And nothing else was spoken between
the pair as tﬁey gathered up the vala-
ables. Sarah was promising herself to
lead an honest life in future, and Bill
was wondering how much he would get
for his booty.

Meanwhile, Miss Priscilla was doiug
ler Lest to get rid of the gag.

Sarah further on the
This time no inter-
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Unpleasant thoughts chased each other
through the old lady’s head. It.was she
who had insisted on taking Sarah Boud
into the school, and if anything happened
to the school property it would ge her
fault. -

. Miss Priscilla had overheard enough to
be certain that the man who had gagged
her was a burg

For. a time she trled in vain to loosen
either her gag or her bounds. Bill was
no: novice, and he had tied the old lady
up-securely.

At last she managed to-get one hnnd
free. That was enough. She, removed

the

“f{afp 1" gha shrieked. * Help !”

We know that Tom Merry & Ca.
heard the shout in the Shell dormitory.
The rest of the School House heard it,
too, and hurried to the scene.

Bill, in the library, also heard it, and
trembled. Sarah tuinied paler even than
che nat“mlly was.

“Hang it!” murmured Bill. “The

said Barah  quickly.

gamo s up !’
“No, Bill!”
““There’s the fire-escape.’

And she pointed to the ladder leading
up to the library window.

Without a word Bill took the sack full
of valuables on his shoulders, and threw
open the window. Fortunately for him,
it wa.s a dark night.

kly he descongled the ladder,
fcllmvd by Sarah. Across the quad-
rangle he fled, in the direction of the
school wi

Msmn\-hile, the juniors and seniors and
masters of St. Jim's were thronging the
passages-towards Miss Priscilla’s parlous.

Even Wally D’Avey and his chums
were there. They might be young, but
they were as brave as the bravest:

Only Racke & Co. vemained shivering
in_bed. <

But when the crowd reached Miss Pris-
cilla’s parlour they found that the old
lady had fainted.

Bill and Sarah, specding across the
dark and silent qua,dl angle, mought that
they were perfectly safe.

But they were ignorant of cne very
important circumstance.

They did not know that Figgius and
Fatty Wynn were coming across the
quadrangle, on their way from the New
House to the School House to discover
how Kerr's little plan had worked.

Tha New House had not heard Miss
Priscilla’s shrieks; but when Figgins and
Fatty bumped into Bill they suspected
lhatr -'onwthmg had gcne wrong.

*Dr, Bill. " Get out of
¥, 01 i smash you, yon young

i0 for him!” shouted Figgins, as lu.
hurled himself at the burglar.

And Futty Wynn helped to hold on to
Bill till help should arrive.

Saral, meanwhile, jumped over the
school wall and took to her heels.

She had decided to eecupa whilst she
could.

T

Ip was not long in coming.

Tem Merry & Co. were searching the
quadrangle for signs- of the people who
had tied up Miss Priscilla.
.;,lle'e 1" shouted Figgins.
“Coming, Figgy !” )elled Tom Merry,
&s he hurried to the spot.

After that, Bill saw that mmsfance was
useless. Ile had to own himself captured,
CHAPTER 9.

The Day After,
‘H
Tommy dear! I am so glad
to hear that horrid man lLas
been captured.’

OW are you fecling, auntie ¥
'om Merry smiled. It was not often

“Here he
is?

 Mue! beltﬂr, thank you,
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that Miss Priscilla
revengeful.

Tom_ Merry and his chums were visit-
ing Miss Priscilla in her parlour aftef
morning lessons-on the day following the
burglary.

“What puzzles me,’
how the burglar got in.”

Miss Priscilla ioocked away. She had
cmitted Sarah's name from her ncccmnt
of the night’s adventures. She did not
know why she had donc so, but some
mshnr' prompted her.

** Yuas, wathah, madam!” said Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy, “It's vewy funnay !”

Miss Priscilla hastily changed the
snb]e(t *

80 you-.were pretending to be the
Head ln-!. night ! she smd mmmg to
Kerr. | ** You naughty boy !

Kert grinned.

“Well, it all turned out to be for the
best, Miss Priscilla,” he said.
best of it is that the Head has given us
a half ]ml|d1y this afternoon !™
ood 1" said Tom Merry. “']'han
we ahail able to play a ITouse match.

“ Afraid we can’t have you in the team
this afternoon, Tommy !I”* grinned Blake.

Tom Meiry looked \\arﬁke

“Why not, Blake?” he asked.

“'Phis match is going ko be Fourth
Form veisus Fourth Form,” said Blake
obstinately,

“And we don’t want you old Shell-
fish_in the team at all,”" said Herries.
“We've got enough gaf‘d men without "

“Modesty, thy name is Herries!”
remmkecl \funh Lowther.

“You'll see!” s:id Herrics,

* Vaas, wathal eah boy 17

“Whom are you playing 1” asked Tom
Merry anxiously.

Thé match might be one between
Fourth-Formers only, but Tom Merry
was anxious for the hcnour of the House,

“The best men I've got, of course,”
said Blake. " Levison, Clive, Roylance,
Broke, Julian, Lumley-Lumley, Cardew,
and us four.”

* And whom are you playing, Figgy 7

“The usual New House team, with
Thompson of the Shell left out.”

“Phew! Your tail will wag very
feebly, I‘Jggv T grmm’d Blake.

“Rats bet you're beaten to a
frazzle | "’

“Dear me!" said Miss Priscilla. “I
hope you bo)s are not going to beat
eacL other I'*

“Hn, ha, ha!” langhed Tom Merry,
“That's only a way of speaking, auntie |
Vaas, wathah, Miss Pwiscilla !

“Very well, Tommy ! Then you must
take né to the playing-fields nnd explain
io me what the game means.”

“ Al r1ght auntie! I'll do that with
plmsure

“And we'll come along, too, Miss
Priscillz " said \iamwrs “We'll be
pleased to explnm to you!”

“Oh, rather!” grinned Monty Low:
ther, who thought of all the funny ideas
about the game that he could put into
Miss- Pnsmﬁns head.

At that moment Toby npem-ed.

“ Please, ma'am,” he said, ** that Sarah
girl is hero an’ wants to speak tag u !

Miss Priscilla started. She had not
expected this.

Rut she quickly recovered hurself.

“Tell her to come in here,” she said.

Tom Merry rose ]mstﬂy as Toby
departed.

“Well, we'll sce you later auntie!”
he said.  “We mustr’t interfere with
your work.”

“ Wathah not, Miss Pwiscilla |

“Yes, Tommy dear!| Remember that
you have prnnnsed to take me to the
piumg fields !

Right-ho, auntie!”

“Good-afternoon, Miss Priscilla I

showed herself

s.ud Kerr, "is

“And the |
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And the juniors departed.

Miss Priscilla waited for Saralh Bond
to appear. What would the girl say tn
her ?

Presently the girl appeared. She was
dressed in the clothes that Naney lad
lent her, but she locked paler and niore
weary: than on the previeus da

She had had a sleepless szt

“I've come to give meself up, m'm !
she said bluntly.

Miss Priscilln, was suiprised.  She he-l
hoped that there was good in the girl,
bnt sho had not ewcpe:‘ted such a sacri

“8it down, my glr} she =aid,
tell me all about it

Sarah sank mh) a chair. But she did
not weep. She was fecling her troubles
too deeply to express them in tears.
C“Is all true what T teld you yieier-
dny "bout me an’ my parents, m'm ! she

ated

b Ah‘ Then your mother and father
died in the time of the terrible Spamnh
influenza, and you have been nt.ax‘vmg

“Yes, mm! An’ then I met Bill.
painter ho was then, jus’ Jike his nane
An’ we got cugaged an’ walked out
together.”

“Yes, T see

"Well m’m,” contimied the givl, *he
got the sack throngh tuking to -drink,
and then the troubl started. First he
wouldn’t tell me nothing hmit it, but
aftorwards be let me info it,”

“And so you helped him in Iris bur-
glaries 7™

“No, m'm. This was the first timo he
ever asked me to help him.”

“I see. Well, my poor givl, what do
you want me to do for 1 now 17

“ Nothing, m'm. ['ve jist come to beg
parden for treating you the bad way
did after you was so kind to mie, an’
t.hen I 11 give mesell up to the p'leece.”™

irl's dasue h) make guod touched

1=s riscilla. Sarah  had comwe -
to her whinin anr.] begging even, the
kind-hearted old lady would have felt ne

pity for her. But Sarah's desive to make
up for the past touched Miss Priscilla’s
heart.

“My dear child.” she szaid, “we ain
all liable to commit ervors. You are uew
a hardened sinner, and prison-life weuld
only spoil you. I should certainly not

advise you to give yourself up, unless you

think that Bill Painier
away in any case,”

No, he won't do that,
I want—="

*Yes, yes, my dear.
advice, and work out your
without geing to prison. T am willir ji]m
keep you on in my Fervice if you wish.”

Sarah Dond rose m wprise,

“M'm," she said, “‘vou are an angel "

“8it down, Savah. ‘T am uothi
an angel. T am only a humian be s
I understand the hearts of my feliovw-
creatures,”

“Then I can stay on, m'm here 2t
the school 17

“No. If you stayed on at the school, I
should feel it my duty to tell D Holmes
everything, and perhaps it is better that
I should not do that, I shall take you

ck with me to Huckleberry Heath,

?a.mmh my housekeeper, is getting vory
weak and aged, and vou will be splendii!
help for her !”

"M‘rr;. I cav't say how I thank you

will give you

m'm! Bus

But take my
salvabi

and—

“Don’t try to tell me, Sarah. I don’s
want words, I want sctions. Prove to
me by your future life that youare worth
the couhr]enco which T Lave placed in
yow.”

Then Miss Priscilla went cut of ihe
room to attend to her duties,
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Sarah Bond remained in Miss . Pris-
cilla’s parlour sewing busily.

She ‘was thinking hard, and she made
up her mind to lead aun honest life in
future, and try to be as good and kind as
Miss Priscilla Fawcett.

And as long as she bLelonged to the
household of Tom Merry’s old governess
there was every possibility that she would
succeed. ?

~ CHAPTER 10,

Miss Priscilla Departs.

HE match between School House
Fourth and New House Feurlh
Wwas an excitiug one.

Tn the first half the advantage
was all with the New House. Fatiy
Wynn was the shining light of his side.
helped the team out of difficultics
itinually.

In ihe second half of the game the
advantage was with the School House
awing to the remarkably fine play -of
Arthur Augustus D'Arey. But Figgine,
Kerr, and Wynn held their own fairly
well, \\‘ithdtho result that the contest
ended in a draw. 1
“Now for the victory feed that Tatte
wanted to celebrate threc days ago!
grinned Kerr,
*“Oh, rather!" “Iand out
the cash, Figgy i
“Can’t be did!
House leader. ) .
“Why not?” asked Fatix Wynn, in
great surprise. 2 _
“Because there hasn't been any vie

i

said Fotty.

gritmed the New

“Ia, ha, ha1” .
“XNnot been any vietory? Oh. veally,

iggy——

“Well, has there "

And he winked at the ra«
“Of course not!" said I¥
“Yictory feeds ave off 1™ 3 ;

Fatty  Wynn looked =o disappointed
that the juniors burst out langhing.

* Never mind, Fatty!™ said Figgins.
“We'll make it a_celebration of the visit
cf Miss Priscilla !

= 0Oh, rather!” said = Fatty
eagerly.

“That'is very
saicd Miss Priserlla,
lighted

soleronly,

Wrnn

ood of you, my hoys!"
“1 shall be de-

a treat,” ventured Manners,
That's all right 1" said Biake. *You
Shell-fish stood it that time. Now we
Yourth-Formers are going to stand it!”

“Rather !"* said Figgins. <

“ Besides,” said Kerr, the fecd will be
in honour of Miss Priscilla’s gallant be-
haviour on, the night of the burglary !

“Yaas, wa . deah boys!™

And the idea of celebrating the capture
of the burglar was cheered 1o the echo.

“Now, auntie,” said Tom Merry,
“what do you propose to do while these
chaps are getting the feed ready ?”

Miss, Priscilla hesitated. At last she
made up her mind. .

“1 should like to make some inquiries
about that burglar,” she said.

“You had better use the Head's tele-
phone. auntie! Shall I ceme “with
yon?"

o

And Miss

s, my dearest boy!™
towards the

Priscilla made her way
Head's study.

The Head readily gave Miss Priscilla
permission to use his telephone, and Miss
Priscilla rang up the police-station at
Rrleombe,

**How is the burglar®" she asked ner-

vo
at the

sly.
¥ Good gracious!™ said a voice
other end. “My dear Fanny N
. “Tam not Fanny !™ said Miss Priscilla,
. in surprise.
“Then therc has been some mislake,”
Tue Gex LisrarY.—No. 636,

_“B-but we've alregdy given Miss Pris-

said the v

off.

The old lady t

This time Mjss Priscilla realiy munaged
to get on to the police-station. °

*"Has the burg—has Bill Painter con-
fessed ! she asked nervously.

*OFf course he has !™ said the constable
at the other end of the 'phone.

“ And—and what does he say®”

“Told us that he got into the school to
steal the enps an’ things in the librory,
ma'am ! ) =5
- “B-but how did Le get in?”
. “Haid be had a key to the doce, maam.
Cute ale rascal, he'is!™ . -

Miss Priscilla rang off and felt relieved.
Then Sarah Boud bad judged rightly.
The burglur did vei intend to give nis
acomplice away.

 Miss Priscilla rospected the mun for his
sitence with regard to Sarall Bond, and
determined to give him a helping
when he came ant of gaol.

He might still hecome a worthy and
honest citizen, ?
“Hallo, auntie!” said Tom Mes
she returned to the juniors. “I’
some news for you

* News, Tommy
Yes. ~Mrs. Mimms has come back,
and says her mother is quite well again !
I shall have to part from vou again my
darling " - .

v at the other end. and rang

si

. a8
¢ got

wind, auniie!" said Tom
iy, “We'll all come to
Heath one  of these fine

wathab,  rmadam ! i
Arthur Augustas D'Arey, “It \\'ill'bsgg
great pleasuah, T assuah you!"
. The fecd was the snccess of the season,
Io:nrx Aerry & Co., Blake & Co., Figging
& Co., and Baggy Trimble all artended
it, and Miss Priscilla Fawcett was the
zuest of honour,

When the juniors had taken
off their apperites

gan.

My toast.” said Tom Jervy, rising,
with a glass of lemon-squash in his !\an%,
“is to the guest of the evening, Miss
Priscilla Fawcett, my worthy old
governess, but for whose bravery tha
burglar would have got away scot-free.”

*Hurrah " °

“ Hear, hear!”

“For the last few days she has heen
filling the position of dame of the School
Houze in s most eatisfactory mannver
and- g

“ Rather ™

“ And I think all you fellows will agree
with me in wishing her a bon voyage and
a happy fuiure "

The toast was drunk very enthusiasti-
cally.

“Would you like to weply, MMiss
Pwiscilla?” asked Arthur Augustus,

“Later on. Arthur dear,” said the old
lady. “I must collect my thoughts.”

“Then I call on our noble friend,
Arthur Augustus D’Avey !” said Blake,
who was acting as Master of Ceremonies.

D’Arcy rose, with a glass of soda-water
bubbling over in his hand.

“I have gweat pleasuah,” he said, “in
pwoposin’ the toast of our fwiends,
I‘.ggnn;_ Kerr. and Wyan, of the New

ouse.

* Hear, hear'™

“I am_specially pwoud to do so,
because they have played most pwo-
minent parts in_the pwoceedin’s of last
night.  Kerr disgnised himself as the
Head, an™—-"

“We know all that, old chn})," said
e, ‘‘Get on-to something fresh.”
Weally Blake——""

Go it, Gussy!” yelled the juniors.

“TFiggins an’ Fattay Wynn actually
captured the burglah, an’ gecuwed him
at their personal Wisk—"

the edge
the speech-making

8l
“
i

“Good old Figgy!”
= “Three cheers %or Fatiy "

“An’  have pwoved themseives
hewoes. We have just dwawn with them
in a House match——"

“Farm match,” corrected Tom Merry.

“ Weally, Mewwy! An' 1 hope that
next time we shall beat them—--""

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“ But 1 am pwoud to call them fiviends
an’ membahs of the Fourth Form of thia
school.”

“Rather!”

““Bo say all of us:"

*“If there are no more Loasts Ld be pro-
posed,” said Blake, *“I shall g

“Hold on, Blake!” said Baggy
Trimble. who had hitherto been too busy
eating 1o take any notice of the speech-
making.  “You have for forgollen a
very important toast.”

“Have I, DBa
then !

Baggy Trimble vose, with gingerpop
streaming ovei in the cop.

“I am a very modest fello
began.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“But I really think it is due io-my
dlgmt:" to mention the important service
which I rendered to Aliss Priscilla by dis-
covering Racke’s scheme——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh dear!”

“Isn’t he shy:"

_ “I think T have often been ovedooked
in footer and so on -7

“Get on with the wushing, Baggy!”
said Blake sharply. 3

“He never does any,” grinned Mouly
Lowther. 2

“Really, Blake—"

“Tinish up, or sit down, Baggy

“ﬁll right, Blake. Dor’t hustle e '™

it

“8o I propose ihe toast of Bagley
Trimble—that’s me!” concluded the fat
Junior, amid general langhter.

Nevertheless, his toast was

Well. go aliead,

deunk.

-Baggy had certainly rendered valuable

services, though he had done so quite
unintentionally,

“Now, auntie,”
“it’s your turn!”

Miss Priscilla Fawcett rose, beaming.

“My dear children—" she began.

“Ha, ha, ha!" langhed Herries and
Digby simultaneously: but a look from
Jack Blake checked them.

“I af not going to propose any toasts
but I wish, first of all, to thank you all
for this nice entertainment- —

Hear, hear!”

“ And also to espress my gratiinde for
the way you have supported me agnir
mug'hty and mischievous hoys duving
residence.”

“ Bai
Augustus,

“I also wish to say a word of advica
to all of you,” continued the old lady,

“Phew!” whisiled Figgins sofily,
“ Now we're going to get it:”

“And it is this. - Never judge people.
harshly; and if they make a iuistake,
give them another chance.”

e juniors wondered what MMiss
Priscilla was referring to. But she was
thinking of Sarah Bond.

The feed concluded as merrily as it had
started, and then Miss Priscilla took
furewell of the juniors. ]

When she departed, Sarah Bond went
with her.

Miss Priscilla Fawcett was no longer

said Tom MM

Jove!" whispered  Arthur

House dame. Her new posilion
had come to an end.
THE END.

fAnother grand Tong story of Tom
Merry & Co.  next  werk, entitled
“THE REFUGEFE OF ST. JIACS!”
Order your copy carly.)
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‘THE FIRST OF A GRAND NEW SERIES OF SCHOOL STORIES.

CHAPTER 1.

Iniroducing Mr. Blumt.

WY T'S—it’s too rich altogether!”
I Doblb'

in.
t's

said

ame & bit
agreed Bill

“Too rich! A bit too far!” Dicky
Dexter cchoed derisively.  *“Oh, iny
widdy aunt! The man behaves like a
combination of an ancient Egyptian

arrying the

too far! Strong

dolefully.

slave-driver, a Chinese torturer, a Bol- |

shevik gaoler, and a Prussian drill-
sergeant! He robs us of our health and
leisure, grinds us down, insults and
threatens us, treats ns like dirt, as brain-
less inanimate objects made solely for
his_amusement! It's a blazing scandal
and an outrageous injustice that sooner
or later i

“We'd better be going!” Bill Strong
upted the fierce flow -and rose.
l.?mt you say is right, kid. But
what about it? Come on, Dobbie?®’

It was four minutes to two, and the
afternoon was as bright and joyous as a
spring afternoon can be.  As the trio
rose they could see from their study
window the football-field in the distauce,
and odd groups gathering for play.

The afternoons at St. Katherine's were
free and wunfettered; a fellow could do
just what he liked beiween two and five
o'clack.

But not the Form known as the Tran-
situs!  Mr. Roger Blunt, the new
master of the Dump, as the Trans was
generally known, had other ideas.

It was only a shori week since the
schicol had re-assembled.  St. Katie’s is
rather different in some ways from the
averoge school

The parcits of mosi of Kalie's boys are
overseas.  Dexter, Strong, and Dobbin
had been of Mr. Samuel Steed’s party on
a2 holiday-trip  through Scotland = for
nearly two months, and Summy was a
real sportsman, especially away from
the school.

They came back full of hope for the
new term, but Sammy was no longer
master of the Transitns.  He was taking
the Fifth, and in his place had come
a new man—Mr. Roger Blunt. On the
very first dﬂ;’ he hng made his position
aund his ambitions quile clear. e had

l

JOLLY
Yot a1 {5 .

come: to reform the Transitus—and the
members of the Dump had smiled !

The Transitus, you understand, was a
special I'orm, a sort of stepping stone be-
tween the Fourth and the Fifth, But
not everyone passed through it on their
way up the school.

It gathered in the oddments. The
bright youth who showed a tendency to |
avold work and was too young for the
Fifth, but could slack in the Fourtu;
the big fellow who ought to be in tne
Fifth, %uﬁ wasn't good enough; or the
boy who was brilliant in some subjects
and weak in others; ull found their way
to the Dump.

Fou the past term or so tho Transitus,
under Sammy Steed, a very clever but
very trusting master, hi been the
happiest Form in the school. In one
short week of this term it had become
a hard, cruel prison-house for slaves and
swots.

All of which was due to Jolly. Roger.

This morning, for instance, he had
been disappointed with their performance
in geography and French grammar. As
a result he had broken all traditions
and all decent bounds by ordaining that
the whole Form should gather for two
hours work this afternoon,

At one minute to two every Dumper
was in the corridor outside ihe Form-
room. It was no use showing their
feelings by coming late. Roger nad
already broken them of that habit.

At two.o’clock precisely Mr. Blunt ap-

peared and opened the door. He looked
the happiest man on earth.
But then he always did. o had the

figure and carriage of a guardsman, and
his face looked as-though it had just been
serubbed. short, close-cut, reddish
moustache, very neatly-trimmed hair,
perfectly-filtting clothes, which his gown
did not_hide, all combined to make Mr.
Roger Blunt a fine specimen of 2 man.

I%c walked and talked and smiled in 2
way which suggested that he was tull of
vim and energy and bubbling over with
joy and good-nature.

“Now, gentlemen!” Roger always

| B

began in that way, and banged the desk
\\‘ih) a pointer. e seemed to enjoy the
shock of the noise. “We have two solid !
hours before us, and in that time we shall

ROGER

A.STORY OF THE
CHUMS OF ST. KATIE’S.

By Michael' Poole.

accomplish much useful work., Sawe of
you don’t scem to understand hov geo-
graphy should be studied. Your know-
ledge is lamentable. I will explain the
system you must use. Dexter, are you
bListening, sir #"

He snupped the last question out with
sudden ferocity.

“Yeg, sir! Please, sir, I was only just
bending down to get——" Y
“Th you, Dexter! Thank you! I

asked you a question which required a
simple answer.  You reply truthiully,
‘ Yes, sir!’ and that was sufficient. The
truth never requires explanation, Dexter.
To proceed ! Let us take the list of chicf -
exports from Italy as an n;?lnplc. Give

| that list, will you, Dobbin ?

. Dobbin had been sitting back and ‘star.
ing at the floor. Ho was a very tall, slim
fellow, and wore big glasses. Qutwardly
he looked a siudious boy, just as Dicky
Dexter seemed a very quiet, innocemt
little fellow, instead of a compact, con-
centrated explosive apparatus, packed
with ingenuity and the spirit of adven-
ture.

Dobbin wakened with a start from his
day-dreamn as he heard his name called.

*8tand up, Dobbin, and give us the
list I” Roger rapped out.

Dobbin stood up and tried {o cateh
Strong’s whispor, but failed.

“I don’t quite understand, sir,” he be-
gan slowly, hoping that Mr. Blunt would
repeat his question.

“You didn’'t hear it?” Roger sug-
gested. “Repeat my question, Dobbin !

“I didn’t quite understand, sir,” Dob-

bin began afresh.
The smile on Mr. Blunt's
face had becoine hard and set.  “Very
well, Dobbin, I will take you soparafely
from four to four-thirty this afternoon.
I had an engagement of my own, but I
shall cancel it for your benefit. ¥ou
will learn more in that half-hour, Dob-
hin, than you have ever learnt 1n any
thirty minutes hefore 1™

That's how the afiernoom began. By
four o'clock all but a very few had heeit
called upon to stay for another half-

our.

By four-thirty Dexter. Strong, Dobbin,
and two or three other felows had
dcﬁuilcin vited to spend the whole
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‘of the following afternoon with Mr.
Blunt.

“Don't lgok pained about it, Dexter,”
Jolly Roger said cheerfully. “Why
should I'waste my time upon you? Only
because 1 wish to make this Form
efficient, Dexter. 1t is the Ilaziest,
siackest, most backward and
ciplined Form I have ever tanght. By
the end of this term you will have re-
formed. Discipline. my boy, discipline L
You may spend every aiternoon in
school, but in the ond Y\’il will gain a

genuine desire for wor! You may
go!”
Tven the Kid was beyond the

power of finding relief words,
The axpression on his face was that of
a baby robbed of its toy. but the
ihoughts in his mind were black and
_ bitter and very deep.

“It's awfull” Bill Strong groaued at
last. “What's going 1o happen, Kid?
What about the footer teum?”

Strong was captain of the Transilus
Eleven, which last year had beaten the
Sixth. More, he was the only member
of Katie’s First who was not in the Fifth
o Sixth. As a foofbalier, osrsman, and

athlete Bill SBrong was a

CHAPTER 2.
A Depufation to the Head.
ACK in their owd study egain, the
o sank wearily into chairs.

vel.
wd what about my photographs?
What's the good of trying to make a

fortune this term?” Dobbin demanded,
and blinked through his goggles. ** Some-
thing ought lo be done about What
are we.going to do, Kid?” o
He looked appealingly at Dicky

Dexter, and o did Strong. But the Kid
was staring into space, his big blue eyes
pathetically wide open, and his baby lips
pursed into a solemn little line.

Just then the door opencd. and in came
Bunting. Barron, and Buckle, the three
Bees, who were also in the Dump.

“VWhat about it?" Bunting began.
“ean to say, this game, you chaps!
Can't go on! What's the idea? Round-
robin to Jolly Roger? No bally good!
Gio on strike? Could we? Deputation to
the Beak? Old stunt, but sound! What
about it?”

Bunting alwars jerked ount his sen-
tences. rather like a guick-firing gun.

“1t’s the limit!" Barron supported his
friend. .

“We've come to see you about it,”
added Buckle. *“We ouglit to have &
proper meeting, fix up the programme,
and then go ahead, supported by the
whole Form.”

“Talking about Jolly Roger!" in-
quived Bill Strong. :

“Of course! Golb to acl together this
time! What's the Kid think?"”

They turned to Dicky Dexter. Who
was it tamed Sammy Steed when he tried
the strict discipline act? Who was it
arranged the great Sixth Spoof only last
teem?  Who was it trespassed in Gretirex
Park, and, being caught, succeeded in
getting permission for anvone from the
school to go there when they liked.

Tt was the Kid who had done. these
things, and many more. Iu the present
crisis he would shine.
What about it, Kid:” Bill Strong
supported the appeal,

At normal times the Kid would have
been flashing ahead by now. He would
h;n-e been bubbling over with plots and
lans.,

To-day he was doleful and dull. Jolly
Roger ]?\nd crushed his vouthful spivit.
All that "he could.do was to shake lis
head.
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undis-_

“Buck up. Kid!" Strong begged him.

omething's got to be done, you know !
The footer team will simply fade away if
the Dump gets turned into a swot's
home.” :

They discussed possibilities, and the
more they talked abont it the more they
realised the injustice of it all. 'To appeal
to Jolly Roger was useless, and the only
idea which remained was to get up a
deputation to the Head himself. They
would point out to bim that the Transitus
was the football Form of the school, and
that this new system of detention and
overwork was undermining their repu-
E_aftion, their lealth, and their joy in
ife.

“37e’d explain that we're really keen
on working hard,” Buckle said hopefully,
““Che Beak is a hard-hearted fellow, but
| he's keen on_keepimg fit and all that sort

of thing. You and Bill Strong could
do the spouting. Kid. ‘d just say
¢ Hear, hear! very softiy. You've got
the idea?™

“Wash me out” Dicky Dexter
answered. “Leave me! You go nhead.

Let the Beak know all about it, and see
what be says! I'd Le some use’on a
thing of that sort, wouldn't I* What
did he say about me? ¢ Has intelligence
above the avernge, bul persistently
refuses to exercise it w isely.” No! ¥You
want okl Skelton and Mugford, and
yvou'd be all right, Bill. So woul
Bunty. but Dabbie oughtn't to go.
Leave ws.out!”

Ther tried to avgue with him, but it
was useless, In the end they were im-
pressed by his wisdom, and went ahead
without him.

In accordance with the unwritten law
at Katie’s, the deputation went first_to
Mr. Blunt to explain their hopes. He
smiled on them. and assured them that
if they felt that way it would be best to
see the Head, He had no objection, and
would forward their request.

At six o'clock on the following day
the deputation were outside Mr. Bird's
study. At one minute past the hour he
sent out word that he was rcady to see
them, and they filed in,

At a quarter-past six the deputation
came out. Somehow, they didn't look a
deputation now, but a  collection of
erushed oddments. "One ‘or two tried to
smile feebly, but seemed incapable of
speech.  Biy Bill Strong looked dazed,
and could do no more than shake his head
and wander weakly back to his own
study, where Dexter and Dobbin awaited
his coming.

“YWell? -What happened:” Dobbin
demanded.  * Any good. Bill?”
#Whew! Let me forget!" Stron

sank into a chair and waved his han
helplessly.  “ What -was going to hn}:-
pen? Was 1 going to make a speech,
Dobbin? Did vou agree that it would
touch the Head on a seft spot?"

“Wa did,” Dobbin agreed. “Jolly
good stuff it was, Bill!”

“The Beak listened to me for ten
seconds.” Strong went on. ‘‘After that
he talked. Ii- was a wonderful speech!
Never knew the Beak could talk like
that! We're the most difficult; un-
magageable and undisciplived Form in
the school.  Only his kind heart has
made him endure us so long. We're a
black blot on a fair white page, and Jolly
Roger has been brought here to brighten
us up. So far, Mr. Blunt has been over-
lenient with us, but he's defermined to
treat us kindly at first. Later on, things
are going to happen. children! Horrible
things!” ° —

“ But—the Beak really stc\lpporta this
slave-dviving ! Dobbie gasped.

“ Absolutely!  Says 1t’s nothing to

what will happen if we dou't wield

to this gentle treatment!” Bill Strong
groaned, ““It's all up, Dobbie! You've

got to grow up into a good little swot.
Me, too! And you, foo, Kid! "
‘At that the Kid sat up and tock notice.
For the past hour he had been yendm({{
some extraordinary book about * Mind,
Menery, and Mediums.” A silly sort of
book it was, but Dicky Dexter had queer
tastes at times.

He pushed the book very carefully
away now, and_stared back at-Strong.
Bill” realised them why a visitor on
Foundation Day had called Dexter a
dear, sweet little boy. )

8o that's the idea. is it, Bill?" he
asked. “They've going to crush us—
make me into a miserable litile swot? 1
should smile, Bill!"” 5

CHAPTER 2.
Dicky Dexter’s Plan,

N the next few days most of the

I Transitus settled dowsn to the havd
facts of life. s

The deputation to the Head had
taken away the last vestige of hope.
Jolly Roger even began to organise the
football team. As a player he was greal.
and it turned out he was going to coach
the First Eleven—when the Transitus
allowed him time ! :

Perhaps the swiftest conversion was
Dicky Dexter.  He became 2 shining
example of the Perfect Swot. The queer
thing aboul it all was that the Kid really
seemed to be afraid of Jolly Roger.

The moment he was called on in class
he shot up with anxious eagerness. It
puzzled  Bill  Sirong  end Dobbie,
especially in an incident which occurred
one free afternoon.

They were on their way to footer, and
had just reached: the House door when
the Kid suddenly pulled Bill Strong back
and began to struggle with him.

“No, I'm not coming, Strong!” he
cried. “Ican't! Let me go! We've got
those lines to learn. T must go back !
Please, Strong!”

“Don't be a silly ass!” Bill Strong
seized him playfully, thinking this waa
S0TO New jcﬁe, and pulled the Kid down
the steps. ¢

Just at the bottom they tumbled iuto
Mr. Blunt!

“Fullo! What's this?”" Jolly Roger's
first impression was of big Bill Strons
bullying a little chap like Dexter. What
are you doing, Strong?”’

“T'm only dragging him to footer, sir.”
Tt was the first iden that came into Bill's
mind as he released his hold on Dexter.

The Kid stood against the wall, and
though Strong had barely held him a
moment, he was panting and gasping
furiously.

“What's the matter, Dexter?” Jolly
Roger was still smiling, but he was just
a little puzzled.

“ Please, sir, I don’t want to go to foot-
ball,” Dexter gasped. “I haven't—
learned my Shakespeave vet—Strong
won't, let me stay behind, siv.”

Both Bill Strong and Dobbie stared in
amazement at Dexter. The Kid sneak-
ing—and almost crying about it, oo !

“T think you'd better go to football.
Dexter,” Jolly Roger eaid. *You can
learn tlie lines in preparation to-night.
Still, you don’t want to be too strenuous
in your persuasions, Strong!'”

Jolly Roger had passed on before Bill
Strong really woke up. Vaguely™ he
realised that_he was being accused of -
bullying the Kid.

He felt that he wanted to run away
and_hide himself Anyone could wita
easily have pushed him over with =a
feather as he turned dazedly to Dicky
Daxter.
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The-Kid was' no. longer gasping.. He
was ‘grinning gleefully.

“You great, big bully, Strong!” he
jeered. “Won't you let a little chap
caxn his Shakespeare! Rotten shame!”
© . “But—what’s the idea, Kid?"” Dobbie
asked. Strong was still too dazed to
speak. o

“Come on, Biil!” Dexter linked his
arm through the giant’s and led him
along unresisting. L “You just listen to
vour little son talking. We're going to
reform Jolly Roger! That was the first
little episode, just to prepare his mind.
Listen unto me, Bill, because hoth you
and Dobbie have got to take part in

is act1”

They went on towards the foothall
field, but for once Bill Strong did not
shine brill 11is mind would wander
to Dicky Dexter's amazing scheme for
reforming Jolly Roger!

To-night was the night fixed for the
second episode. Dicky Dexter was quite
sure that 6t cleven o’clock Jolly Roger
would be with half-a-dozen other masters
in_their common-room at 3t Katie's,

Ho was right. In a comfortable arm-
chaic Mr. Roger Blunt was baving a
pleasant chat with Mr. Samuel Steed,
It was a pleasant voom, and at this hour
a calm and peaceful quict hung over
St. Katie's.

“You really aro breaking your brood
in, Blunt?’ asked M., Stoed. He still
took a deep interest in the Transitus,
though he himscH had frankly admitted
that they needed a sterner hand than his.

“They'll be a very goad lot presentls,”
Mr. Blunt assured him. *T really like
them very much, but they want very
careful handlipg, The influence of some
of the bigger boys—"

He broke off abruptly! and evpry
master in the roam sat suddenly upright
and listened.

From somewhere just outside came a
fow moan. It was repeated, and evéry
master juinped to his fect.

Mr. Blunt was the first to step to the
door. The others immediately followed,
and they all stepped out into the well-
lighted corridor.

For an instant.each one of thom was
angry; the next they were doubtiul,
Then they became tco interested to do
more than watch and wait.

In the background were three or four
hoys in pyjamas, keeping pace slowly and
:edately with the small boy just ahead of
them, X

There was Bunting and Strong, and
Buckle and in.  But ihe chief
character was voung Dexter.

o was walking very stiffly, with arms
rigid by his side. is eyes were ver.
vide open and staring, and his moutﬁ
was also slightly open, as though in fear.
As he walked he was hall-moaning, hali-
sabhing to himself.

He came nearer and neaver the puzzied
nmasters, and as he did so the moan
c!mngeé. .

“I can’t—I can’t remember ™ he said,
vory slowly, and in a strsnge, unnatural
sort of voice. “ Farewell, a long fare.
woll. to all my greatness. This is the
state of man—this is the state of man—
1 ean’t remember! Oh!—ch! Oh!”

e was level with Mr. Blunt, but took
rot the slightest notice of him. He still
stared fixedly aheud and bégan to moan
again.

Mr. Bhint caught hold of Buhting, but
his eyes on Dexter.
What's this, Bunting? What are you
doing  here?” he asked, in a atern
whisper. "

** Please sir—Dexter |” Bunting gas
“Walking about, reciting \‘erbea;,gmmp?%-
ing, sir.  Frightfully , awkward, sir!

o

‘Dangerous !
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Strong says we musin't waken him.
‘We're watching him, sir!”
“Yes, yes!” Mr., Blugt spoke very
quietly and released his hold on Bunting.
Dexter had stopped in his walking and
had begun to recite at a terrifically rapid
rvate, and rather indistinetly.

“Tender leaves of hope, to-morrow
blossoms, blushing honours, comes a
frost, he thinks, good, easy man—good,
easy man, deasy man, deasy man—oh,

can't!  What will Mr, Blunt say?

What will he say:™ .

He put his hands to his head and turned
round, so that he. faced the master and
his friends. Appavently he was quite
wnaware of thew presence, and walked
slowly past them, wild-eyed and staring,
and still mosning aud sobbing.

By now the interest in this performance
had risen so high that both masters and
boys followed slowly after him. Along
the corridors the Kid slowly ambled, now
Tmoaring, how reciting, now rattling out
lists of verbs and mames of places, or
wailing that he couldn’t remember, and
that Mr. Blunt would be angry with him.

He reached U Do ry
Almost before the ero
door Dexter was in bed! :

Mr. Blunt and Mr. Steed went up and
bent over him,: but Dexter was sonnd
asleep, and looked a pictire of sweet
childhood. k

“Wo'd better leave him,” suggested
M. Steed, and Mr. Blunt nodded.

et back into bed!” Jolly Roger told
the others. *“Keep'a light on, Strong.”

Within two minutes the masters had
left the room, after brief whispered
instructions ‘to Strong. Not for ten
minutes after they had gooe did the Kid
make any sign of movement. Then he
sat up.

“I chortle! 1 jeer!™ he said pleas-
antly, “You'd battelg'#eep awake, Rill,
in case T start off agdin! Good-night,
you chaps! We'll hear more about this
m the morning 1"

CHAPTER 4.
Rubbing it in. -
TRANGELY enough, Mr. Blunt
mide no reference to the sleep-
walking adventure the following
morning. Ercryt.hinﬁ went just as
strenuously and energetically as usnal.

But as the Form was leaving at the
end of morning school, Jolly Roger called
to Strong to remain behind.

“About last night,” Roger began, as
soon as they were alone. T don’t want
¥ou to talk about it, Strong !

“ No, =ir,”™ Bill manageﬁ to reply, but
began to feel nervous.

““It may be that we shall have no repe-
tition,” went-on Jolly Roger. *Om the
other hand, Strong, if young Dexter
realiy is upset, we shall have it again.
Very probably to-night, and at the same
time. I know all about these cases, of
course, and if it happens again it will
show that Dexter has perhaps been over-
working. Just watch over him, Strong,
as yoh did last night. I shall be in the
Common-room if you require me.”

“Yes, sir,” said Strong.

“Ot ccurse, don’t tell Dexter too much.
He may forget all about it. But if he
really has been working too hard—if the
Form has been nverwur[imd— But you
will watch over Dexter?”

“Yes, sir,” Strong answered, and on

a nod from Jolly Roger he went from
the room,
Ten minutes later both the Kid and
Dobbie knew all-about it. They rejoiced
together. Jolly Roger was frightened.
And to-night—— .

“Just as last night,” the Kid said.
“You leave it to me! I've got one or

“

‘Three-halfpzrice, 1i

two fresh ideas. Weo'll have Jolly Roger
crawling 1"

A few minutes befere cleven that night
C Dormitory made ready. Five of therm
passed out of the room together. In a

little gonp‘tlm_v crept slowly to the
stairs, Dexter whispering his last instrue.
tion

“

?won'l start :nonnfnf.: {ill T get near
the Commou-rcom,” he told thein.

“Then you dash ahead, Bill, and drag
Jolly Roger out.  You'll bo horribly
frightened. But you know the game !’

They went down the staive, but failed
to observe the figure which had quictly
stolen from the Jittle room opposite
C Dormitory.

Jolly Roger was still smiling as Do
watched them desce the stairs. and
canght the faint whispers of Uexter's'
voice.

They went slowly along the corrido
Tt was the supreme confidence of the Kid
which kept the courage of the others up
1o concert pitch.  ~

Just before they reached the Commuoi-
room the Kid went ahead. A moment
later ke was moaning. . The performance
had begun ! i

By Bill Strong did nob Jash forward,
Jolly Roger had stopped that. But, al
unconscious of this intefruption, Dicky
Dexter had Legun to recite:

“The third day comes a frost, a killing
rost;
And when he thinks, good, easy man,
full surely 8
Ilis greatness is avipening,

root,
And then he fulls, as T do—"

nips his

A sudden whack on the back jerked
Dester forward; a liem grip about #he
neck held him quite” «till 2 moment later,

“Fxnctly, Dextor!  Most appropriate

lines!”
The Kid was rr The
bis artistic

grip simply paral
efforts. e made a den violent effort;
then realised with a sense of hopelessness
that it was Jolly Roger behind him.

Yet he made one last struggle, and
began to moan,

“No! Stop that. Dexter! Yoy pei-
fermance has gone quite far enongh 17 a
There was a nasty. commanding note
i When he was sud-
denly twisted roun lently he had very
little strength left in hin:
A swift commmand had

and

. %
sent Slron
"

the others back to their room, icky
Dexter was ulone in the world | =
“You esn go o bed, Dexter!” said

Jolly Roger st. =T will attend to
| Folt to-mioy
He was
and still the same.old Jolly Roger
Bomehow Diicky Dexter got upstaits to
C' Dermitory. They tried fo diseuss the
situation, bat it was hopeless. What was
going to happen now? 'he Kid, «f
course, woas the worst, bot they were a'l
in_it.
In the marning they weut to the Form-
LS

fall of viw, «ill smiling,

room depressed and fearfu
Jolly Roger was couce A
might have happenad last night.
went through merning schoel as vi

ouslf and fievcely

“I want you 1, Dextey !
Jolly Roger said witen the Form wos
dismissed.  Fvervons el chilled by

the herrible cold
voice.

When the last fellow had gone, M.
Reger Blimt looked up and smiled on
i Dicky Dexter standing brefore his desle.

“Ah, Dexter!” he began. “Juet lell
me all about your sleep-walking joke,
will you? Who helped you?”

(Continued an puge 20.)
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QUINTON’S HERITAGE.

Our Grand Adventure Story.

By ANTHONY THOMAS.

As Quinton approached the Karradons wit _his prisonbr, they began to
S out and gesticulate. (See page 19.)

=

A White Prisoner. .
IM QUINTON admitted afterwards
that the pain of that kick roused
him to sudden fury, He made a
desperate effort_to knock all the
fighting spirit out of Bracster.

And suddenly he realised that he had
succeeded. Bracster no longer stru ggled,
but lay still and inert.

The reaction came to Quinton then.
He felt dazed and faint with the violence
of tho fight, and for a time could do
nothing_more than lie helplessly - over
Dilion Bracater.

Tt was only for a brief space that this
faintness held Jim Quinton in its grip.
e roused himself at last, and sought for
ihe water-bottle which should be hang-
ing over his shoulder.

Tt was not there, but he found it a
moment later lying quite near him.
Evidently it had been torn
shoulder during the fight.

He drank the slightly warm water
aratefully, then turned to examine Prac-
ster. -But the latter showed no sign of
movemenit, and in the <
that his only course was fo cairy his
ensmy back to the village.

Slowly. Jim rose to his feet and looked
about him. There was no sign of Daly,
or of Dick Willoughby, but some distance
away he could eee a great crowd of
satives. Just what they were doing it
was difficult to make out, but the fighting
had apparently died down.
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He stepped forward a little way, and
almost stimbled over a body lying in the
grass. The moment he looked down he
rocognised it, and a horrible fear camo
into his mind. It was his chum, Dick
Willoughby ! i

Ho lay face downwards, and Jim was

")

READ THIS FIRST.

Jim Quintow, by the will of John
Quinton, his father. i to succeed to
a mysterious position at Karradon, in
Africa.

Jim i accompaiied by Tim Daly,
Erik, and XNijellah, who hace come to
escort him to Karradon; also his
school chum, Dick Willoughby.

Erentually the party reaches Africa,
also a riral party known as the
Karradon Syndicate, which includes
Dillen  Bracster, a cad of the Sixth
Form at Harmood's School, Bracster
senior, and Cyrus Kerzon. A Jellow
named Flaxman, head of the Syndi-
cate, remaing in England.

Later Daly ond XNijellah are cap-
tured by the vival party, and Jint,
, and Dick Willoughby continue
on to Karradon

An attempt to install Dillen Brac-
ster in Jim's place is frustrated by
Daly, who has escaped capticity,

One day, whilst Jim and Dick are
being shown round the country, the
party put up at a hut in the forest.
That wight Kerzon and his followers
appear, gut they are forced to retreat.

Shortly afterwards a great battle
beging between the forces of Malkura,
the Iing, to which our [riends are
joined, and the anzi warriors, during
which Bracster kicks Jis

i
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by his side in a moment, and raised the
body ahght.l;. As he did so the first
ghastly feeling which had come to his
mind died down, and a sudden sense of
reliof throbbed through his veins.

Willoughby opened his eyes, dully and
stupidly, but he was alive! For the
moment that was enough for Quinton !

He ran back and brought his water- &
bottle along. The liquid had a revivify-
ing effect on Dick, and he sat upright by
himself.

“T'm sorry, Jim!" he began apologeti-
cally, as soon as his mind had begun ta
grasp reelities again. “What's hap-
pened exactly? Where's Erik? He went
off after Kerzon, I think, but I hope he’s
had better luck than I had! The bmte
canght me one over the head in the open-
ing round, and I suppose they counted
me out. My hat! But I'm feeling pretty
sick about everything just now!”

He closed hie eyes for a nioment or
two, and Jim realised that he had two of
them to get back to the village now.
Rising again, he looked about him in the
hope of finding some hc!{.

t appeared evely quicker than he ex-
pected. Apparently from nowheré, there
rose before him KErik, but he was also
looking about as sorry for himself as Dick
Willoughby was.

“T am sorry, Bazar!” e said, as soon
as he reached Quinton. “ But it was of
no use. Fe has gone!”

“\Who's gone?”’ Jim asked.

“ Korzon |” Erik explained. “I had to
be careful—and he escaped me, But
later on he may come back.”

“T hope mot!” Jim asserted. “I've
seen quite cnough of him. Anyhow,
we've got one prisoner, Erik! Come and

look here!”

He led him to where Dillon Bracster
still lay, but by now he was beginning,
to move.

«Phe fighting is finished,” Erik told
Jim quietly, “Some of the Manzi have
esﬁa.;iped. but not very many. They have
made many captives—but this one is the
best of all, now that Kerzon has gone !”

He pointed to young Bracster, who was
now struggling to sit up.

«“We'll take him back with us,” Jim
said, and Erik nodded, whereupon Jim
turned to Bracster, “ You'd better come
quietly with us, Bracster ! T guess we're
going to hang on to you as a sork of
hostage in casc your friends try any mors
of their wonderful games!”

All the spirit had gone from Dillon
Bracstor now. He appeared too dazed to
do more than carry out the instructions
they gpave him. Nor was Dick
Willoughby very much better, and his
sole desire at present was to get back to
some place where he could lie down for
a time,

_The four of them made rather a queer
picture as they began to journey through
the grass towards the roadway, which
led directly to the village. It was indeed
a queer journey altogether, for as they
drew nearer the Karradon warriors they
realised more fully the fierce nature of
the battle which had taken place.

At every step almost they came acroas
been
wounded, and were now making valiant
efforts to crawl back. Here and thers
were some of the Karradon warriors. still
unhar, , searching for friends, or
assisting a -brother warrior. .

The remainder, however, were
apparently forming into small .companies
again, and Erik_ pointed out that each
group was guarding a amaller number af
Manzi men.

Some of the Karradons recognised
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Jim, and apparently also recognised his
solitary prisoner. Thereupon they began
to yell out and gesticulate, which, at the
time, filled Jim with a certain amount of
pride. He had the same sort of feeling
as when be led his four from the boats
after the race had becn won! §

Before they reached the village Tim
Daly overtook them. Ile had been amcm[?
the Karradons as the little party passed,
and had been worried for a time when he
found that Jim was not with them.

They explained just what happened,
It seemed
as though the only white prisoner who
had fallen into their hands was Jim's
solitary capture.

“ don't think they’ll all get away!™
Daly said meaningly. “An we'll
attend to this fellow ourselves!”

Bracster took no notice whatever of
anything that was said. He appeared
utferly and completely crushed. The only
time he spoke was when Daly ed on
two of the Karradon ' guards. who had
remained in the village to take Bracster
and put him in 8 certain hut, i

As soon as the two Karradons laid
honds on him Bracster made a guick
appeal to Jim.

“Quinton! _ Don’t let these fellows
take me! I'll promise faithfully—
What can T do? Don't leave me with
these blacks!”

Jim would doubtless haye acceded to
his request, but Daly insisted thab his
orders were to becarried out. Bracster
was a_prisoner; he would be properly
treated, but there would be mno risks
taken with him. .

Still prolesting, Bracster was taken
away by his guardians to a hut quite near
the king’s house. Neither Qunton nor
Will ¥ quite cared for the scene, but

they had scarccly forﬁottan the long |
.account which they ha

against Dillon
Bracster.

“Don’t you worry about it, Jim!”
Daly said, as they went to their own hut,
“You'll have to get over nn{ Enelinﬁ of
soft-heartedness so far as that fellow
15 concerned! Pity we_didn’t get the
rest of ’em, too! It would make Flax-
man’s blood curdle when he heard how
hiz_scheme had ended !”

Jim looked at Daly curiously. It was
not often that Tim gave vent to any
show of temper, but there was an un-
pleasant suggestion underlying his words

now. Quinton had beaten Bracster, and |.

he was quite normal enough to want his
old enemy to appreciate the fact very
thoroughly; After that—well, Jim ex-
peeted that it would be possible to land
Bracster into safety somehow ! But 'I;lm
Dals’s words held cut a diﬁ'erent“i:lc A

a

“You dou't suggesi we
young Bracster pay for &ll
wrong-doing?” Jim asked quietly.
mean, young Bracster was only the ‘tool
of Kerzon and Bracster senior.”

“We'll talk about it later, Jim,”
Daly said hastily, as though anxious not
to digeuss the i\éeslinn at present.
“)eantine, our best plan is to get
cleaned up, have a meal and a short
rest, and .then pay a visit to the Bazara
Malkara to congratulate him on the vie-

tory
here at times. It was your father’s idea.
and T agree. It impresses 'em. Tl‘my‘il
probably fix up some sort of celebration
for to-nmight, and. anyhow, it’s time you
and the Bazava had a real public cere-
mony together. You haven’t made
blood hrotherhood with Malkura yet.”
Jim had heard and read of blood
Wrotherhood, but of the actual ceremony
which always accompanied it he had
little knowledge. The mention of it
served to change the subject from the
question -of Dillon Bracster, though
possibly if Jim had known what was in

We are very formal people out |
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Tim Daly’s mind, he would have been
less intevested.

Actually, however, no celebration took
place that night. The warriors them-
selves were tired, and there was a cer-
tain amount of work to be dome. Vie-
tory had gone to the Karradons, but the
aftermath of victory was mnot all glad-
ness. There were a number of Karra-
don warriors who had paid the price for
the victory, and by the light of the
moon, parties of searchers went over the
battlefield finding those whom they
knew.

Tim Daly and Jim paid their visit to
Malkura, however, and the Bazara wel-
comed them. He was most anxious that
the ceremony of making blood brother-
hood with Bazar Quinton's son should
not be delayed longer than possible.

'The name of Dillon Bracster was men-
tioned, and Jim %uthemd that a proper
trial was to be held of certain prisoners.
Among those who had been captured
was Mendijah, the great medicine-man
of the Karradons, who had left them
and aided the Manzi. Mendijah had
not heen among the fighting-men, but
he and several others had been discovered
before the battle ended, and had been
made prisoners.

“They’ll get a proper trial, Jim,”
Tim Daly told Quinton after they had
Jeft the king. * You have to remember
what might have happened to you and
to most of the Karradon tribe if Dillon
Braester and Mendijah had had their
way. That's all.- Tt will be quite fair.
PBut we'll talk now about the big cere-
mony we've fixed for to-morrow night."”

During the whole of the following day
Jim was vaguely troubled in his mind
about Dillon Bracster. He began to
wish he had not let his feelings run away
with him, and that he had simply let
Bracster get away. Somehow, at the
back of his mind there was a feeling
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that this problem was going to be the
most trying of atl that he had yet faced.

He saw nothing of Bracster. Tim
Daly told him that he was being properly
looked after, but that he was being given
no chance of escaping.

Dick Willoughby was practically as fit
as ever-again after a night's rest, and he
was tremendously interested in what Tim
told him about making blood brother-
hood.
himself should be one of those admitted
to the tribal rites, a fact which cheered
Willoughby immensely.

Jim mentioned to him about his worry
over the question of Dillon Bracster, but
Dick was not particularly concerned with
what hapf:eued to him.

“Tt will give him a fright, old son,”
Dick laughed, *And that will do Brac-
ster good! I suppose he'll get back to
England one bri iu: day, but I hope I
don’t meet him there.”

Beyond that Dick refused to talk about
Bracster. Thera were more important
affairs than that. There was the big cele-
bration of the victory, for instance.

All day both men and women were
busy in the big square making prepara-
tions - for - the feast. ~Bonfires were
arrenged, and special seats were made
for the king and 'his most imporiant

uests. Long ‘before sundown the crowd

ad begun to gather. It was amaxing
where t! ni all came from, and sill more
amazing how all the food had been
brought here and properly apportionad.

The fires had been blazing some time
when Daly, Jim Quinton and Dick
Willoughby came to the great gathering.
Willoughby frankly showed his excite-
ment, and even Jim Quinton felt
strangely elated.

(There will be another grand “instal-

ment of this magnificent . adventure
serinl mext week. Order gyour copy
EARLIY.)
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JOLLY ROGER on the WAR-PATH!
(Continued from page 17.}

“No one, sir!"”

quite fairly.

¢ Btrong, Buntmg.
urged and helped you?

*No, sir. It was my own idea. They
didw't want, It was my fault, sir. I
made them help me!”

“Made thcm? You mean you bullied
them into i

“Yes, sir If only Jolly Roger
wouldn’t drag in the other fellows, it
wouldn’t be so bad!

“¥You know what punishment to ex-
pect, Dexter?”

the Kid faced him
Dobbin—they

THE GEM LIBRARY.

You \\ould think we were being over-
worked "

“Frighten me!” Jolly Roger stared
at him ﬁxr-dly “You bully Strong and
the others; you try to frighten me! I
am amazed ! I am positively astounded,
Dexter ™

The smile had gone from Jolly Roger's
face now, and he really looked amazed.

I suppose it's no use talking to you,
Dexter 7 he asked suddenly, and Dexter
guessed that they \\cm getting to busi-
ness now.

“No, sir!” he ndmarled. because it
seemed the correct thing to say.

“Isn’t it?" Jolly Roger snapped.
“However, .I'm going to talk to you,
Dexter. But not very much, You know

just as well as I do why the Transitus are
having such a stiff time just at present.
You know the one way in which they

Three-halfpence.

Ile wanied to go away and think it all
over, He wished, somehow, that Roger
hed, at least, talked more about punish-
ment. How on earth could he iell the
other fellows? )

They were waiting for him anxiously
m the upper corridor.

What’s happened, Kid?" E\er\bodv
vnsnted to know the full story. Was it 4
going to the Head?

“Nothing!  Just nothmg" It's a
wash-out!” the Kid managed to tell
them at last.

“But what about
asked. ‘‘Are we going to get :t hut "

The Kid shook his head. ;

““It's finished !” he said helplessly and
unheroically. ‘There's nothing to brag

ut,» 1 mean to say—Jolly Roger—

makes vou feel rather small, you knov\.
About playing the game with "him."”

Somehow he explained. They gathered

us?"” Bill Strong W

‘The Kid did not answer. He was afraid
that if the Head were told of this * joke,”
it would be the end of everything,

“But you admn; that you alone are

to blame?" but they weren’t quite playing the ga
O“Yes sir1” Think -about it, Dexter! "And in

“What result did you expect to]l hope you will play the game !
achieve, He nodded and

Dexter?”” Jolly Roger went
% 3 managed to mutter:

on,
“T thought it would frighten you, sir.

can have things much easier,
quite old enough to a
that your recent per
sleep-walking business were ver

But he felt horribly small as he went out.

You are
reciate the fact
ormances in the
clever,

round and Llistened, but were puzzled
and perplexed at first,

“And he isn't going to rub it in at
ail?" asked Dobbie,  ‘'Just going to
drop xthall and give us a chance to play
up to

l)"Thal;'s all ™ the Kid ngreed “He’s
a decent sort, really, is Jolly Roger.”
(Auo.!.’mr of this grnml new series next

week.) .

uture

somehow the Kid
“Thank you, sir!"
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