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My Dear Readers,—

¥ think 1 may fairly let the splendid
features of this week’s * Gem ” speak
for themselves, confident the number of
the ever-popular weekly will be approved
by all my friends. There are several
matters which I want to refer te, and
among them is a letter from a Carnadian
reader who speaks in sueh terms of
Cardew as might make the chdracter in
question flush with pride, if he were
made that way. But Cardew is proof
against compliments,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

In answer to Jack Tinsley (Walsall), |
can say that the * Gem™ and the
“ Boys' Herald” are the only beys’
papers printed in double celumpis.

In response to numerous requests 1
have arranged for a new series of stories
dealing with a fierce feud between the
School House and the New House,
“These yarns will be welcomed by every-
body, | feel sure. We have had tales
somewhat on these lines in the past, and
the return to what has always been a
fascinating sort of rivalry between the
heuses will be heartily welcomed.

“ Mowadays, we are hedring much mare
about the secret passages at $t. Jim's.
The old vaults have never been

thoroughly explored, even now, and Mr.

Martin Clifford proposes to -deal” with

the subterranean passages with which
the ancient part of St. Jim’'s if-ileney-
combed, in a new story which wi
duce Ernest Levison and his mimge;
his sister, Daris:

- 3150

1 have long had the idea for this tale
in my mind. Ernest Levison, it will be
remembered, left his former scheol,
Greyfriars, under a cloud. In the forth-
coming tale this cloud will be dissipated,
and it will be shown that “ Levison of
st. Jim’s,” as he must remain, has Teft
behind him at Greyfriars the reputation
of a great sporteman, and the very best
of fellows, YOUR EDITOR.
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ANSWER TO =
‘READERS. £

-TIIIlI A T

BETTY AND BYRiE (Chester).—The “ St.
Jim’s News " has certainly come to stay,

my chums, The “gun” used to fire
down Trimble and Grundy in Pepper’s
barn was constructed from a long pipe
and three sofa springs. I cen't say
whether a lobby Wlli bn built beside the
barn to make the affair more realistic.
Your remarks about Levison are a bit
too previeus, for next week he will have
quite a long article in the “Bt. Jim's

News.” 1 am sorry that there was no

plan published in last week’s issue. You

see, it was under the control of the

assistant editor, Ralph Reckness Cardew,

and he arranﬁed things according to his

own ideas. Next week, however, thers

will be another druwmtsh and Cardew has
given his pal Levison the task of supply- -
ing the accompanying article.
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An Interesting and Thrilling Story Dealing with Sankey’s Famous Circus
and the Chums of St. J:ms.

By Martin Clifford.

CHAPTER 1.
Handling a Ruffian !
GUESB that somebody s in a hurry I®
“Yaas, wathah !”
Kit Wildrake and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, of the
- Fourth Form at St Jim's, were seated on a stile in
Rylcombe Lane, Behind them was the footpath that wound
away through the thick wood,
two juniors of St. Jim’s had been chatting, when the
sound of hurried footsteps on the path came to their eara.

Wildrake glaneed round, and Arthur Augustus, after paus-
ing to fix his csl.ebrutad eyeglass in his eye, followed the
Canadian junior’s example.

Thud, thud, thud!

The rnpld heavy foot:l.eps were ng_proa.chm them, but the
runner was not yet in.sight. The thick trees by the winding
Path hid him from their view, but they could hear his

boured pmtmg as he came on.

in a dickens of 2 hurry, I guess!” said
W\lriraka. "Hallo' Here he is !

A fat man with a florid, perspiring face came into sight on
the footpath, ganmng on towards the stile that gave on the
lane. A silk hat was set a little sideways on his head, and
the top was crushed in, as if from the blow of & stick.

“Bai Jove! It's " Mr. Sankey!” ejaculated Arthur
A ustus, in surprise.
e merry circus man ! said Wildrake.

The two Fourth-Formers the fat gentl at a
ﬁalance. Sankey’s World-] Renowned Cirous, Hippodrome and

enagerie had been camped at Rylcombe for over a wesk,
and most of the 8t. Jim's fellows had visited it once or twice
or thrice. - The stout and ponderous Mr. Sankey presided in
-the ring, in evening . clothﬂn, and lgﬂrg-uus waistcoat, and
silk topper, and a whip in his hand—a figure of the most
imposing dignity during the performances. But Mr. Sankey
was not looking very d nified now. rémnted puffed, and
penﬁ:red as he came thudding on towards the stile. As he
reached it, he reeled breathlessly, and clutched at the top bar
for support.

“Ow! Help!” hegaspe
“Somebody af!er ]you L Mkad Wildrake.
“Oh! Ow!

“Bai Jove!"”

The circus master clung to the stile and panted; and there
was again a sound of footsteps on the path throu h the trees.
Sogpe unknewn person, as yet unseen, was evidently in hot
pursms of the circus proprietor.

- “Some pesky tramp, I suppose,” said W’lldm]ﬂez in wonder.
“Buck up, nfr Sankey ! e'll stand by you if he comes
u

"Ymu, wathah !” said Arthur Augustus taking a business-
llke gnp on his nobby malacca cane. “We'll look aftah you,
gir.”

Mzr. SBankey spluttered.

“It’s that ruffian Benson—the man I sacked for-ill- treatlng
a horse I”” he ga . “He laid wait for me in the wood ! Tve
had my hat smashed in! Ow! I jﬂ!l managed to get nway‘
He'a been drinking! Ow! Oh r!

“Bai Jove !|*®* Your toppah is wea.lly wuined !” said Arthur
Augustus sympathetically. “A man must be an uitah bwute
to wuin a fellow’s toppah! There are some things that are
Eeallg’ boyond the limit! The fellow must be an uttah

“Here he comes !’ said Wildrake, quietly.
The Canadidn junior jumped down on the inner side

of the stile, as & powerfully-built man, with a hard, stubbly. .

face, came into sight, runnin hatd towards the stile.
},?rthur Augustus D'Arey jum down by his side, graspin
is cane.

Bill Benson, who had once been known in Sn.nl:ez
Circus as “Texas Bﬁl was a dangerous customer to®ackle,

_went over on his side; and

as both the juniors knew. But they did not mean to leavo
the fat and breathless Mr. Sankey at the ruffian’s mercy.

Bill Benson slackened down, as he saw the two schoolboyr
ltan with ]us lur-ur amp]u)er

Bwi up, dr: B, boy I"" mu:mured Arthur

Augustus. Thera is goin’ to be a scwap !

“1 guess so!"” said the Canadian junior grimly.

“He]p"' spluttered Mr." Sankey.

Benson’s halt was only momentary. The ruffian’s Sushed
face and burning eyes showed that he had been drinking, and
he was in a savage and reckless m

There was a stick in his hand " and he swung ]::e:r as he

rushed hght at the circus proprietor, taking no of the
two 8t. Jim's juniors.
“Stand by you hoo] n!” panted Mr. Sankey. “T'Il
h.e? Jou pmmutedl lmve you arrested! Oh! Ow!
Crash !

As tha ruffian rushed down on Mr. Sankey, Kit Wildrake
ducked under his uplifted arm, and butted him.

Wildrake's hard head came with a crash on Bill Benson's
ribs, and the ruffian staggered aside and roeled over.

His stick swept down, Wildrake escaping it by a bare inch.

fore he could recover his belance, Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was uj thur Augustus might he the glasa
of fashion and the mould of form in the Lower School at St.
Jim’s—he might be the most elegant junior that ever lounged
gracefully in the old quad; but he was also a fighting man
when his noble was roused. His clenched fist felt liky
& lump of iron as it crashed on the stubbly point of Dill
Benson's jaw.

The cirous-rider went to grass with a heavy bump. :

The next instant Kit W:f drake had torn the al:ck from his
hand, and sent it spinning away over the tree-tops.

Benson lay in the grass of the footpath, and gasped.

But he was struggling -up the next moment; and if ho
had Famed his feet, thero would have been serious troubln
for all the trio by the stile. But the juniers were too guick
for him,

Arthur Augustus hit out again as he was rising, and Beuson
e next mnmem Kit Wildrake's
knee was jammed in his ribs, pinning him down.

“Pile on him, D’Arcy ! gasped ‘ﬂg\dmkn

“Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus’ knees were added, and hetween them tho
two juniors alrlyﬁpmned .the ruffian in the s, -

He struggled rcely under their w striking out
savagely, but Wildrake grasped one hairy wrist, and I'Arcy
secured the other. dgthe ruffian’s arms were mercilossty
twisted till he gave in.

Then he lay panting, and pourmg' (ml fierce curses.

Be ter I please Wildrake.

'rol]ey of oatEs answered him,
uess I'll give you soméethin,
e grimly, and he twuted bacl

to stop that,” said

Wlid the ruffian’s arm till

Benson howled with pain. ‘‘Now are you going to quit
swea.rmg?"
“Oh, oh! Ow! Yes!” gasped the ruffian.

“J guess you'd better I”

“By gum!” ejaculated Mr. S8ankey, recovering his courags,
und some of his ponderous dignily, as he saw that the

““sacked " circus-rider was secure. “I'm much obliged to -
you youngsters!"

“Pway don’t mench, my deah sir!” said Arthur Augu:
gracefully.

“I guess we've got him safe,” said . Wildrake. “Do ¥yo
want to give him in charge for assault, Mr. Sankey?"

“Yes, yes; he will be safe in the stone jug!" said tho

“Can you hold him till T fetch a pol iceman from

the village "

us

ringmaster,

".I.‘ml. Gem Lisrary.—No, T09.
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T guess we'll fix him,” answered Wildrake.

He jerked off the ruffian’s necktie, and Benson's wrists were
dragged together and bound. A twist or two of his arm put
a stop to the ruffian’s attempted resistance, "

“Now lend me your necktie to tie up his feet, Gussy!
said the Canadian junior.

“Weally, Wildwake—"

** Buck up!” >

«] am sowwy to disoblige, deah 'bo{‘. but I must wefuse
to allow my necktie to be used for anythin’ of the sort,” said
Arthur Augustus. “If you like I will take your tie and bind
his hoofs.”

“T guess not!”" grinned Wildrake. * Here, he's got a belt
on. That will do!”

Kit Wildrake unbuckled the circus-rider’s belt, and buckled
it again, tightly, round his legs between knee and ankle.
Then the juniors rose rather breathlessly to their feet.

“T guess he's 0.K. now, Mr, Sankey,” said Wildrake.

“7 think so,” said Mr. Sankey, with a smile, looking down
at the furicus, writhing ruffian. *He will keep, while I walk
down to the police-station.” Mr. Sankey felt in his pocket.
“If you young gentlemen would like to visit the circus again,
you're welcome at all times. I'll give you @ card that will
ad.mir.”you to the best seats all the while we stay in these
parts.

“Bai Jove! That's vewy good of you, Mr. Sankey.”

“One good turn deserves another,” said the circus pro-
prietor, with a emile, and he handed the cards to the two
juniors, Then he adjusted his battered hat, and walked
down the lane towards Rylcombe village.

Wildrake looked at his watch, -

“Time we got back to the school, D’Arcy,” he remarked.
“Tom Merry ,i,s expecting us at four—" 5

"Wight-ho!
Bill Benson spat cut a curse.
““You're not leaving me like this, you young 'ounds!” he

howled,

T guess you're safer like that,” answered Wildrake, eye-
ing him with cool contempt. ‘Mr, Sankey will be back in
ten minutes with a policeman.” «

““Yaas, wathah.” .

Wildrake and Arthur Augustus stepped over.the stile again,
and walked off towards St. Jim's. ~And a volley of oaths
from the tied-up rufian followed them till they were out

of hearing.

CHAPTER 2.
Trimbie’s Luek,
" OMMY, old top!” - -
“‘Scat !” said Tom Merry gruflly.
Baggy Trimble's affectionate greel.inﬁ did not
seem, somehow, to please or gratify the captain
cf the Shell.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther had come out
of the School House at "8t. Jim’s and were saunter-
ing towards the gymnasium, when the fat _Fourth-Former
appeared in the offing Bn§gy Trimble had on his most in-
gratiating smile; but the errible Three knew Baggy too
well_to heed his smiled. They walked on regardless,

“If you call me Tommy,” said’ Tom Merry, in measured
tones, “T'll shake you till you burst, Trimble. That’s a
tip.” . .

T say, old chap, don't be stuffy, you know,” said Trimble,

following the Terrible Three towards the gym. “T say,
there’s an extra special turn at Sankey's Circus this
evening.” ¥

“Time Gussy and Wildrake turned up,” remarked Manners,
g}a;:c'mg up at the clock in the tower. *“The mill begins
at four.”

“Trust Gussy to be late!” observed Monty Lowther.

“Bow-wow I chimed in Jack Blake of the Fourth, joining
the Shell fellows. ‘There’s ten minutes to_go yet.”

“If Gussy has got into.,a necktie shop in the village he
won’t be home till morning,” said Lowotgler.

“Tom, old chap!” murmured Baggy Trimble, * I'd like
to take you to the circus this evening, if we can get a
pass.

“Rats I” .

“I'm going to stand treat—"

“Rot !”

“T just want you to come,” said Trimble. *Only for your
company, old fellow. I'm paying for the tickets. Really!”
Tom Merry laughed.,
“ And when we get to the door youw’ll discover that you've
left your purse at home,” he remarked.
o ere, you know—" E
“Oh, _scat ! -
Tom Merry shook off the importunate Trimble, and walked
on with his comrades. There was a most important affair
Tae Geu Lisrary.—No. 709.

-stopping in the
*Has

Clive 1” roare

on in the gym that afternoon—a six-handed mill, botween six
hool House boxers and six of the New House.

Tom Merry wasn't interested in Sankey’s Circus at
the moment, even if there was an extra special turn for
that evening. The Terrible Three, Blake, D’Arcy, and
Wildrake represented the 1 House in the contest; and
the New House was represented by Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynn, Owen, Redfern, and Pratt.

The New House crowd were already in the gym, and the
School House party arrived there short of two—Wildrake
and D’Arcy not having turned up so far. Baggy Trimble
wasn't interested in the mill, though a crowd of other fellows
were g?hering to see it; he was interested in raising the

rice off admission to the circus that evening. And he bore

own on Herries and Digby, as he caught sight of those
two cheery Fourth-Formers coming out of the School House.

But he did not spezk to them after all. George Herries
stopped, and lifted his right boot, as Trimble approached.
And Herries’ intention was so obvious that Baggy changed
his course, and steered clear of the chums of the Fourth.
He wheeled off towards the gates, where he sighted Study
No. 9 just coming in—Levison, Clive, and Cardew.

*You fellows coming to the circus to-night?” asked Baggy,
path of the trio.

the boxing started ?” asked Levison, without replying.
“ Bother the boxing! The circus—" ¥

“Come on!” said Clive, and he started for the gym,
pushing the fat Fourth-Former unceremoniously out of the
way.

“I've a jolly good mind to come after you and lick you,
aggy Trimble indignantly.

The South African’ junior stopped, and looked back, with

smile.
“T'Il wait!” he called back.
Baggﬁr Trimble turned a deaf ear, however. He rolled
through the old gateway, and nearly rolled into Talbot of
t{\ee Shell, who was coming in. He caught Talbot by the
sleeve. .

“1 gay, Talbot, old chap—" .

“Don’t stop me,” laid"l‘albot good-humouredly. “There's
a boxing show on in the gym at four, and I don’t want to

miss_it. .
Trimble carelessly, “I

a

“QOh, that will keep,” said Baj
want you to come to the circus this evening—

“Thanks; I don’t care to. Let me pass, Trimble, there’s
a good chap.”

“There’s an extra special turn,” said Trimble. * Lions and
tigers, you know—they weren’t there when we went last.”

Talbot jerked his sleeve away and walked on quickly. .

“Of all the beasts!” murmured Trimble. ““I was offering
to stand treat, too! Hallo, here’s the other rotters.”

The “other rotters” alluded to were Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy and Kit Wildrake, who were coming quickly up
the road. Baggy Trimble rolled to meet them,

“You fellows-———" he began. - X

“T guess we can't stop; we shall be late |” said Wildrake.
“Come on, D’Arcy, or Tom will be getting his hair off.”

“But, T say—" howled Trimble.

D'Arcy and Wildrake walked on rapidly, and Baggy
Trimble was left once more to waste his sweetness on the
desert air,

The fat Fourth-Former rolled on discontentedly down the’
lane. Baggy's luck seemed out that afterncon. The price
of admission to the evening performance of Sankey's World-
Renowned Circus, Hippodrome, and Menagerie was not to
be raised apparently. Baggy would have been glad of a
small loan. of threepence for ginger-beer; but even that
seemed to bo outside the rahge of practical politics.

He had tried a dozen fellows in the quad—he had tried to
soften the heart' of Dame Taggles, at the school shop—in
vain. With a faint, lingering hope of softening the heart
of Mrs. Murphy at the Hlage shop, Baggy rolled on towards
Rylcombe, As he cam® by the stile in the lane, he decided
to rest there for a few minutes—Baggy hated exertion.
But aﬁlht? came up o the stile he jumped.

ORI 3 p

On the other side of the stile, in the grassy footpath, a
man lay bound hand end foot., He. yelped out the appeal
for_help as Baggy Trimble came within  his range of
vision.

«“My hat!” ejaculated Trimble. .

He leaned on the stile and looked over. 3

Bill Benson blinked at him sourly and suafely. But
the ruffian hoped to get Trimble to release him, so he
choked back the desire to hurl a volley of curses at the
fat, grinning junior. >

“How on earth did you get like that, my man?” asked
Trimble.

“Lemme loose!"

“Tied up like a giddy turkey,” grinned Trimble.
of our chaps been larking with you?”

“I,;u!ie me, please!” gasped Benson.

“ Some
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“Why, I knew you now,” said Trimble. “ You're the
man that was sacked from Bankey’s Circus for doping a
hurhlul;, and you robbed Tom Merry of a banknote. I know
Fou!l

.Benson ground his teeth. He was in mortal fear every
moment of seeing Mr. Sankey return with the villa.ge polige-
man. Mr, Bankey had had plenty of time to reach the village
by now. ‘And the prospect of being put into gaol to answer
a charge of assault and batlery was nol an attractive one to
the ruffian, *

“ Please untie me, sir,”” he said, with a civility he was far
{rﬁn‘n"feelin&. “ Some—some young fellows did this for a
nrk.

“# I dare say ?ou tried to pick their pockets,” said Trimble.

“I—I didn't! I swear—""

“ I'm not going to interfere, anyhow.”

“I—-1'l give you five bob to untie me!"' gasped Berison.

Baggy Trimble, who was turning away from the stile,
tdrned ﬂuck. He was interested at once.

“ Did you say ten bob?™

“ J—1I said fiye—""

# Good-bye!” said Trimble: ) .

“ Hold on! Il mske it ten bob!” snid Benson, gasping.
“II'm getting the cramp, sir1” ¥ . "

f Got tfxe money about you?” asked Trimble, eyeing him.

“1¢’s in my g:c L . )

.‘l‘ Mind, ten bob!"” said Trimble, preparing boget over the
stile.

“* Yes, sir, certainly; and I'll be much obliged to you as
well,”" said Benson, with a silky civility that contrasted curi-
ously enough with the rage he was choking back. * You're
very kind, sir!” b . e

““Oh, not at all!” said Trimble airily.

doing you a ﬁood turn, my man.” g

. He unbuckled the belt round the man's legs, and then
started on the necktie that secured his hands. Bill Benson
waited very quietly while he was released. His manner,
indeed, was so civif and respectful that Baggy le was
quite deceived. Wildrake had knotted the tie very carefully,
and it took Baggy some time to untie it. But it was off at
last. 5

“ There you are!” said Baggy. -
Benson rose to his feet, mstiy a glitter in his eyes. Baggy
Trimble had done him a good turn, though with a mercenary

“1 don't mind

CHAPTER 3.
- Three for the Cir:us.
“ US, old hoss!"
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy frowned portentiously
as his cheerful minor, Wally of the Third, addressed
1

The swell of 8t. Jim's was reposing in the armchair in
Study No. 6, in the Fourth Form passage in the School
House. He was looking a little tired. 5

The six-handed mill in thmym had been quite a strenuous
affair. The School House won on points, Leferre of tha
Fifth being the referes, and Lefevre's decision had rather
enhanced his reputation in the School House. On the other
hand, Figgins & Co. had departed with the firmly fixed
opinion that Lefevre was a champion ass, and that it was a
wonder how he had ever squeeszed into the Fifth Form at all.
Having won the contest, the School House boxers felt very
well satisfied with themselves; but that did not alter the fact
that Arthur Augustus’ nose was a little less Greek in shaps
than heretofore, that his chin felt bumpy, and that he was
fatigued. However, he was prepared to be as fatherly as
ever to his cheeky minor, when that slightly grubby youth
put his head into Study No. 6. Tt was being &idressed zs
“ old horse " that made Guaa"v1 frown. That mode of address-
ing could not, by any stretch of the imagination, be called
respectful, or swtable from a younger brother to an elder
one.

So the swell of St. Jim's put his eyeglass into his eye,
serewed it there securely, and tusned it on Wally of the Third
in a crushing waf.

* Weally, Wally,” he said, * your mannahs gWOW WOrsa
and worse evewy day. I am surpwised at you, Wallr! Your
mannahs are simply shockin'!" -

* Hear what he's saying about you, Reggie3” said Wally,
addressing someone behind him in the paseage.

[anners minor, of the Third, looked in. Over his.shoulder,
Levison minor was visible. The three fags were generally
tugethsr,‘ and they had come in a body to Study No. 6, for
wl at“;mrpose was yet unknown.

“What are you slanging me for,
demanded Reggie Manners.

“1T was not slangin’ you,

D'Arcy major?"
Weg'ﬁia—"

motive. He really was not & proper
object for Benson’s savage rage. ut
the ruffian was in a state of fury that de-
manded a victim, and the hapless B-gEy
was the only victim at band. Little
dreaming of what was about to hacfpen,
BIF y ’frimble extended a fat hand.

¢ ‘fen bob !I"" he remarked pleasantly.

Benson did not answer in words.

He made a sudden stride at gy,
gripped him by the collar, and uw_rug im
off his feet. There was a terrified yell
from Trimble.

“Qh! Ow! Leggo! Help!” .

He yelled again and again as the
ruffian’s boot smote him behind. Baggy
struggled and wriggled in Benson’s grasp,
roaring with indignation and anguish.

The sight of Police-constable Crump's
helmet in the lane was like a sudden
vision of heavenly bliss to Baggy
Trimble. .

“Help!" he yelled. “Murder! -Help!
Police )" . :

Bill “Benson sighted the policeman at
the samo moment. With a swing of his
arm, he tossed Trimble over the stile, and
the fat Fourth-Former crashed on Mr.
Crum%;l plump knees. There was a howl
from Mr. Crump as he went atng_genng
backwards, Trimble co]lal;emg at his feet.
The next moment Bill Benson had
vanished into the dusky shadows of the
wood. .
_“What's this ’ere mean?’” roared Mr.
Crump wrathfully.

“He's running I'" shouted Mr. Sankey.
“ After him! He's loose—-""

“Yow-ow-ow I"" howled Trimble.

Mr. Crump, grasping his truncheon,
clambered over the stile, followed by the

* You said I was shocking—’

circus proprietor. Baggy Trimble picked

himself up, dazed and breathless.
*“Ow, ow, ow, ow-wow I"" he mumbled.
“QOh dear! Oh crumbs! Oh crikey!”
And in the very lowest possible spirits,
Baggy Trimble limped away, while Mr.

sowwy to

me your necktie to tie up his feet, Q. 1" gai
Canadian ]lllnlnr-. k‘g-'—" o ol:‘“' ™ ."1 :l::

soblige,
to be used for anythin® of the sort,”
like 1 will take your tie and bind his hool

“ Weally, Wildwal
deah boy, but I ms:l'l: wefuse to allow my necl

ktie
Arthur Aunu'h.tu-. “It you

Crump and Mr. Sankey vainly sought for
the vanished ruffian in the dusky wood.
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““ Quite a mistake, deah boy,” Arthur Augustus explained
laberiously. ** I was Ekuenkin’ to Wally. I wemarked that his
mannahs were shockin’ i

*“ Wall, Reggie's my Manners, isn’t he?” said Wally.

‘The three E} s chuckled. .

** I perceive that you are makin’ a sillay joke,” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity. “ Pway don’t WOWWY me TIoW with
wolten jekes. 1 am feelin' wathah fatigued.”

“ Figgins give you & warm time with the gloves?"’ asked
D’ Arcy minor sympathetically * Your nose looks a bit of a
prize-packet.”

“ Weally, Wally—""

** But to come to business, old hoss—"

“ [ stwongly object to bein’ addwessed as an old horse,
Wally. Burely
and unsuitable form of addwess to your eldah bwothah!”

“Well, I suppose young donkey would be more suit-
able !” remarked Wally, in a reflective sort of way. .

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ To come to business, young denkey——"" resumed Wally.

* You uttdh young wascal—" 5 X

“ ] suppose you're not going to the circus this evening,;

: bk o .

us .

“ No, deah boy!” 2 )

“ You couldn’t very well take that nose anywhere in
publie,” agreed Wally.” * Well, as you're not going, kid, you
can lend us the money you were going with—" =

*“ But I wasn't goin’, anyway.” - :

“ Suppose you had been going, then,” said Wally argu-
mentatively, “ You save the tin by not going, and you can
lend it to us. You would have gone into the three-bob seats,
in your swanky way; we're satisfied to go in the bobbers—
we're democratic in the Thi: So hand over the three bob,
dear old geegee, and we'll clear.” .

o g nhfll be vewy pleased to lend you thwee shillin’s,
Wally,” said the swell of the Fourth, groping in his pocket.
b | Lwust you have your Forn_rmastaﬂ‘u permish to go out of

?

gates? .

“ Where's the three bob?”’ asked Wally, without answering
that question immediately.

“ Heah you are!” - ey o "

Walter Adolphus D’Arcy slipped the three shillings into his
pocket with much satisfaction.

“Thanks no end, old top,” he said. * You're a real good
sort, Gussy! You can’t ]gelp being an ass, and I've always
said. so. I stand up for you in the Third, I can tell you,
Gugsy. When_fellows say you're an ass, I always say you
can’t help it. Don’t I, you chaps? . e

““ You do!” agreed Reggie Manners.

“ Always!” grinned Frank Levison. g

*“ You are a cheekay young ass, Wally!” said Arthur
Augustus. *“I feah that I do not give you enough thwashin’s
for your own good. But has Mr. Selby given you leave to
70 to the evenin’ performance at Sankey's Circus?”

“We haven't asked him,” answered Wally.

“You are goin’. to ask him, I twust?”

“What’s the good of asking him, when he’s sure to say
no?” demanded Wally, “You know what a rusty, crusty
old bird he is.” -

““Weally, Wally, 'you should not allude to your Form-
mastah as a wusty, cwusty old bird,” said Arthur Augustus
reprovingly.  “It is not wespectful. I do not wholly
appwove of Mr. Selby, as I consideh that his mannahs leave
much to be defiired; but you youngstahs should be wespect-
ful to him. I twust you will wemembah what I say, Waliy.”

= dear chap, you say too much for anybody to remem-
ber. %ou’re like the giddy little brook, you know—you go
on for ever. Ta-ta[” o - .

“But you must get leave fwom Mr, Selby—

“Bow-wow !”

"Unlll:su you do, Wally, I wefuse to allow you—-"

“Bosh I :

Wally & Co. departed from. Study No. 6, and went
whistling down the Fourth-Form passage. Arthur Augustus
was left with a rather worried look upon his face. 1t was
pretty clear that the three fags were going to the circus
ihat evening without leave, which mlf t prove a serious
matter for them if it came to Mr. Selby’s knowledge. It
was true that Mr. Sel was_a cross-tempered gentleman,
who was likely to refuse leave for no reason whatever except-
ing that he was cross-tempered.  8till, discipline was
discipline, and Arthur Augustus could not approve of
lisobedience. .

Unfortunately, " Arthur Augustus’ disapproval weighed
anly a feather-weight i= the scale. He rose from the arm-
chair, with the idea of !4Jlowing the fags and remonstrating.
But he realised that his remonstrances would only draw
upon him a volley of “cheek ” from Wally & Co., and that
they wouldn’t affect the fags in any. other way.

Arthur Augustus was still thinking the matter out, while
he gently caressed his damaged nose, when Blake ‘and
Herries and Digby came into the study for prep.
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ou are awah that it is a \'e\\'{] diswespectful -

“Hallo!
cheerily.

“My nose is all wight, Blake—" s

““Looks rather red to me, not white,” remarked Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—"" )

“ Wildrake put up a jolly good show,” remarked Digby:
“That Wild West bounder can box. He gave Redfern
plenty to do.” i '}

“He wasn't bad,” said Blake, ““not at all bad. What's
that worried brow abeut, Gussy?  Lost a fiver, or has
somebody sat on your Sunday topper ?” Tz

“I was thinkin’ of my minah, Blake—" S

“Oh, bother your minor! No need to worry about him I

“I am afwaid he is lookin’ for twouble— !

“He’s bound to find it, whether he looks for it or not,”
answered Blake, getting out his books. *“Let him rip !”

' He’s going to Sankey's Circus—"

“No harm 1in that,” said Dig. “We've been.”

“But he hasn’t got leave fwom his Form-mastah—" -
“Selby’s a bit of & pig,” said Blake. “But I dare say h
won’t know anything about it. Wally will cut after prep
and get back in time for bed. He won't see half the per-
formance; but he will like it all the better because he
oughtn’t to be there at all. Let him rip, I tell you !"” -

““I hardly like lettin’ him wip, Blake, undah ihe cires,:
You see—" - "

“I see we'd better get on with prep,” said Blake. “You'd
better do the same, Gustavus, if you don’t want a scrap with,
Lathom in the morning.”

“Oh, all wight.” &

Arthur Augustus gave his attention to prep, though still
rather worried about his reckless minor. Still, worrying
wasn’t much use, and prep had to be done. "

In the Third Form-room the Third were gathered to prep
with Mr Selby—all Forms below the Fourth having 1o do
their preparation in the p of a master, Wally,*
Reggie, and Frank Levison were particularly good. at prep
that evening, and Mr. Selby, who generally had a suspicious

e upon the cheery trio, had no fault to find with them on
this occasion.” For n wonder, ke snapped at Wally un!i
once, and at Manners minor only twice, and at Fran.
Levison not at all.

And when Mr, Selby retired, glad to have done with the
Third for the day, and the Form-room broke into the usual
buzz, Wally & Co. qll_llmﬂy subtracted themselves, as it were’
When Frayne and Hobbs and Jameson looked for them a
little later, they were missing. .

The three young scamps were dropping quietly from the
walls of St. Jim's, bound for the circus nr.sR lcom{)e. -

The evening performance was likely to be half aover by

How's the merry old boko?" asked Blake

.the time they reached the circus, but that was a matter of

little moment. As Jack Blake had sagely surmised in.
Study No. 6, Wally & Co. were going to enjc& the circus
chiefly ause they were there in spite of Mr. Selby.

The three flss trotted cheerfully away in the autumn
dusk, heading for Rylcombe. But as it happened, they
were not destined to pay in Arthur Augustus’ tﬂraﬁ shillings
at the ticket-office that evening, and to sit on the wooden
benches watching the. performance of Sankey’s World-
renowned Circus, Hippodrome, and Menagerie. .For as
they reached the field, lighted by flaring nephtha lamps, -
where the circus tent utooﬁ, a roar of voices came to their-
cars—a roar of wild excitement from the directicn of the
circus tent.  Across the field from the tent a crowd was
rushing, and more and more were pouring out of the big -
tent in wild excitement and alarm, yelling and shouting. :

The three fags came to a halt, in astonishment and

dismay.
“Bomething’s up |” said Wally, '
“ Looks like it,” said Reggie Manners. “Listen!”
“The lions ! e lions are loose |” came a wild yell above

the roar of terrified voices. 4
“My only Aunt Jane !” ejaculated Wally.
Evidently there was going to be no circus for the scamps
of the Third that evening !

CHAPTER 4.
Arthur Augustus Doesn’t Tell,

“ ANNERS! D'Arcy! Levison!” %
. M Kildare of the Sixth looked into thé junior

Common-room in the School House, and rapped
out the names. i
Tom Merry & Co. were all in the Common-room, chatting
after prep. anners was seated atghe chess-table with Tom,
and had just announced to_the cafein of the Shell that he
was mate in three. Tom Merry was wrinkling his boyish
brow over the board when Kildare looked in. Monty
Lowther and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy were watching the
game, both of them offering advice occasionally, whicg was
received with gruff ingratitude by both players. Levison,
Clive, and Cardew were in a group by themselves. Kit
Wildrake was listening to a thrilling tale of Baggy Trimble's
who related how he had been brutally asualﬁtod by Bill
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Benson after releasing that gentleman from his bonds out
of sheer kindness of heart.” And the Canadian junior assured
Baggy that it served him .right” for meddling, much to
Baggy's indignation. The general hum of conversation
stopped as the captain of 8t. Jim's appeared in the door-
way and rapped out three names in quick succession. -

Manners locked up from the chess, and Levison glanced
round. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his celebrated
monocle upon Kildare in leisurely imquiry.

“What’s wanted?” asked Levison.

“You three are wanted,” answered the captain of the
school. “Mr. Selby wishes to speak to you in his study.”

“I'm rather busy now,” grumbled Manners, “Mr. Selby’s
not my Form-master, Kildare.”

“Nor mine I” said Levison.

“Nor mine, bai Jove !" said Arthur Augustus.

“Quito so!" agreed Kildare. *But he wanls to speak to
ﬁ:u, and you'd better go. He will probably speak to

r. Railton otherwise. Now hook it !”

The three juniors rose to obey. It was true that they were
not under Mr. Belby’s orders, but a Form-master was a
I'orm-master, after all. . Kildare walked away, but the
three juniors were in no hurry to follow. They intended to
go, but they were in no hurry.

“Don't go, you fellows!"” called out Grundy of the Shell.
I wouldn't [ ) .

“Selby will complain to Mr Railton if_we don’t,” said
Manners. “We don’t want a row with our Housemaster.”

“Like his cheek to send for you, I think I growled Grundy.

“Form-masters are entitled to cheek us juniors,” remarked
Monty Lowther gravely. “We cannot rebuke them for
impudence as they do us. It’s a very unfair arrangement.”
-“Ha, he, ha !" .

What the thump can the fellow want?” asked Cardew of
the Fourth. “What have 4

ou been up to, Levison?'

“Nothing that I know of,” said Ernest Levison, !nughitﬁi.

“I fancy it's something to do with our minors. We've
three got minors in Mr. SBelby’s Form.”

“Qh, that’s it, of course !"" exclaimed Manners.

“Yaas, I wegard that as vewy pwob,” said Arthur
Augustus, with a nod. “I know those thwee young wascals
are out of bounds. Pway be vewy careful not to mention
that circumstance to Mr. Selby, you chaps.”

“Out of bounds!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Yaas.”

“Where are they, asked
Manners, frowning.

“Gone to the circus, deah boy.”

“The young duffers!” said Manners.
I suppose there's ﬁoeing to be a dashed
row with Selby! rve them right if
they get licked!” .

“Yaas, I agwee; still, we don’t want
to put Selby on the twack!” said Arthur
Augustus. “Bettah go, I think. Come
on, deah boys!"” . 3 3

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy led the way
from- the Common-room, and. Manners
and Levison major followed him. They
arrived at Mr. Selby’s study, tapped dis-
creetly at the door, and entered.

The master of the Third greeted them
with a frowning brow. That was nothing
new, however; Mr. Selby was frowning
oftener than not.

“You sent for us, sir!” said Manners,

“Yes, Manners, I sent for youl!”
rapped out Mr. Selby, fixing -a grim
glance on the three juniors. I require
to know wheth on are ted
with the present whereabouts of your.
minor?”

“0Oh!” said Manners.

“ Manmners minor, Levison minor, and
D' Arcy minor are all missing,” said Mr.
Selby. “I find that they disappeared
immediately after preparation i the
Third Form-room, &nd they are not in
the school at all. I have ascertain

then?'

that.  Eyidently they have . broken
bounds. It is my duty to find them at
once; and if you can render any assist-

ance it is your duty to reader it.”
The three juniors were silent.

*“Huh!"” snapped Mr, Selby. He eyed the juniors angrily,
evidently desirous of * catching them out " if he could. He
proceeded more categorically. ““D’Arcy major, answer this
queslion—do you know where your brother is at this
moment 2"

Arthur Augustus paused to reflect. He knew it was Wally's
intention to visit Sankey’s Circus that evening; but certainly
he did not know whether Wally was there or not, or where
he was at that moment. So he felt that he could reply truth-
fu]l{zm the negative, snd he did.

““You are sure you do not know, D'Arcy?”

“ Quite suah, sir!”

“Did you know
bounds "

No answer,

Arthur Augustus could not reply truthfully in the negative
to that question, and_he had no intention of replying untruth-
fully, or of giving Mr, Selby any information. So he re-
mained silent. = Y

The Form-master's eyes glittered. He felt that he was on
the track now.

“ Answer me, D’Arcy. I can see that you know something.
This is a serious matter. Three boys of my Form have le%t
the school after dark without their master’'s permission or
k‘nowlm{ge, _ I do not know, what trouble they may be getting

lves int hat d ful proceedings they may hLave

that gour brother in‘ended to break

in mind—"

“My_young bwothah is certainly incapable of doin’ any-
thin’ disgwaceful, -sir!” sai rthur Augustus hotly,

“That 18 what 1t is my duty to ascertain, D'Arcy. Tell me
at once where he is!”

“1 do not know where he is !”

*“Tell me all you know of bis intentions, then !"

No answer.

'“1f you wish me to take you before the Head, D'Arcy, 1
will do so!” said Mr. Selby harshly. “I cannot allow this
matter to pass. If those unhappy boys have fallen into evil
associations—"'

‘“Uttah wubbish !”

“What !"" roared Mr Selby.

. There is nothin’ w’ong in youngstahs wantin' to go to tkas
circus 1™ exclaimed Arthur Augustus hotly. “If you would
have given them leave sir, they would have asked you.™ -

“8o they are gone to the circus?”

‘““Have you anything to tell me,

Manners?”
Nothing, sir!” Between the trees that lined the lane ahead was a patch of starlight,

And you; Levison? and In that patch a terrible figure loomed up. The thres fags stopped

“ Nothing 1" said Levison. dead. It was the lion! Has tail was towarda them ; but as they stopped,
“And you, D'Arey?” the huge head turned, and two flaming eyes glittered and rolled.
“Nothin’ at all, deah boy—I mean, - -

sir " = Tue Geum Lisrary.—No. T09.
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“[ do not feel at liberty, sir, to betway a confidence,” said
Arthur Augustus. T have nothin’ to tell you. ¥ven if you
kakﬂdl;r‘l’e before the Head, Mr. Selby, I shall wefuse to say a
word :

“You utterly ridiculous boy, you have already told me that
the three boys are gone to the circus!”

“ Weally, Mr. Selby——" L

Mr, Selby waved a bony hand in dismissal.

“You may go!” he snapped.

“Vewy well, sir1”

had almost cleared off, and doors and windows Were being
locked and barred and bolted throughout Rylcombe. he
ihree h? stayed by the-fence, fascinated by the sight, for-
etful of danger.in the excitement of the moment. Joey
orrocks canght sight of them, and came running across.
“You kids get home !” he called out.
" Any danger?” asked Wally.
The clown panted. =
*The lion’s loose—the big lion! The others have been
caught, but the big lion’s ‘{isappe:nred ! For gobdness’ sake,

The three juniors left the study, Arthur Augustus f ing, *

and Manners and Levison grinning.

“Bai Jove! It is vewy hard to wemain wespectful to a
person like that. you know I Arthur Augustus remarked in
the passage. ‘ Fancy askin’ us to give the youngstahs away,
you know. I am vewy glad you fellows had the gumption
not to answzh him.” . ¢

““Ha, ha, ha !” roared Levison.

“ Weally, Levison——"

“Good old G 1" chuckled Manners. : 5

“I hape the omoundah did not guess fwom anythin’ I said
that those young scamps have gone to the circus, Mannahs.
1 was quite wesolved not to tell him anythin’,”

“Ha, ba! I rather fancy he did |

“Just a trifle !” chuckled Levison.

“Bai Jove! Do you weally think so?” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, in great distress. “I was vewy careful .to say
nothin’, you know. I was wathah nervous of you fellows, as
you haven't much tact or judgment; but—> "

“He, he, ha!” .

Apparently Mr. Selby had derived all the information he
needed from. Arthur Augustus, in spite of that noble youth’s
determination tn tell him mﬂ;ing. For a few minutes later
he emerged from the SBchool House in coat and hat. He let
himself out at the side gate into the road, and stepped out
briskly for Rylcombe.

Wally & Co. were at the circus, their enjoyment was
likely to be interrupted. Mr. Selby was not the man to let
them have the entertainment out and punish them afterwards.
He intended to march them out of the circus-tent, and march
them home; and he would feel a dense of duty well done as
soon as he had made three*fellows thoroughly miserable.

But befure Mr. Selby reached the circus-field on the out-
skirt; of the village, something happened that drove the three
delinquents entirely from his peevish, trouble-seeking mind.

In the dim starlight of the lane, shaded by big trees, a
shadow loomed pp famtly before him. - Mr. y, - thinking
that possibly he had sighted one of the truants, started swiftl:
forward. en there came a sound that fairly froze the bl
in his veins.

It was a deep, rumbling growl!

He stopped as suddeunly as if a bullet had struck him,

The shadow moved, and emerged from the 4arkness of
overhanging foliage, and what seemed like two ballé of Hame
glimmered through the dusk at the startled Form-master.
And around those flaming orbs loomed the huge head and
name of a full-grown African lon.

CHAPTER 5.
Treed,
“ 00K it!” said gie Manners.
“ Better i agreed Levison minof.
Wally of the Third hesitated.
) The crowd was streaming across the field, scattering
in every direction. The alarm and terror were general

In the flare of the naphtha lights, Mr. Sankey could be seen
—resplendent in evening-clothes, gorgeous button-hale, ﬁdd
chain, and diamond studs. He looked like a man beside him-
self with anxiety and terror. He was running to and fro, a
great deal Jike a frightened chicken ;_waving his plump hands,
and shouting almost incoherently, Joey Jorrocks, the clown,
was yn]l{l’l% to the crowd to be calm—without much effect.
Joey was far from calm himself, as a matter of fact. Three
or four circus-men could be seen with guns and staves in their
hands. One man was driving back an obstinate camel that
was intent on escaping and two men. with a strong net, had
bagged a lion-cub, and were dragging it back to the cages,
From the menagerie came a loud roaring and bellowing ;
the caged animals were wildly excited. The excitement of
the scene made Wally reluctant to depart—in spite of the
obvious wisdom of “ hooking * it.

“1 say, this is a go!” remarked Wally. “I wonder if the
lions are really I 2

ok ! yelled Reggie suddenly.

In the distance, across the field, a sinuous body was to be
seen, with five or six of the circus men tround it.” It was the
lioness, and the fierce animal snapped and clutched every
moment at the men who were bent on capturing her, and was
only driven off them by blows of their cudgels. A rope was
fAung round the animal atelast, and she was overthrown and
dragged back to the cage. By that time the frantic erowd
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you t get 2 out of danger !’

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Reggie. =

““We ought to have clea off at once I” muttered Frank
Levison, as the clown ran back to the tent. “Let's cut!”

“I wonder how they got loose 1 said Wally. “Can’t have
been an accident. Somebody’s done this—" s

“Let’s cut, you ass!”

*“Oh, all right! We shall be in in good time for bed, any-

w,” said D’Arcy minor “Come on, you kids; don’t Le
scared !

“Who's scared 7" demanded Reggie warmly.

“Well, don’t be!” said Wally. “Come on!”

The three fags darted away down the shadowy lane. The
excitement of watching the scene in the circus field had taken
up their thoughts hitherto; but now that they were in the
dusky lane, !,h:F realised more clearly the danger of the situa.

felon hand had released the wild beasts. And
the big lion, the most dangerous of all, was still loose—where?
What if the terrific brute was in the lane—on the very road
they had to ,ﬂus to get back to the school 7 :

It was as likely as not!

Even Wally of the Third rather regretted now that he h
undertaken that reckless excursion that eveming. Keeping
their eyes well about them, the three fags ran on as fast as
they could, for the school. Every shadow in the shadowy
lane was full Iof thr;sar‘\;’n terrsal tIn then'é nm}v.

i out !’ gas ally suddenly. *“Stop!"™

““What !” panted Frank, stopping.

Wally caught him by the arm.

*“There’s somethin, o

“The Hion I’ shrieked ie.

Between the trees that lined the lane shead was a patch of
starlight, and in that patch a terrible figure loomed up.

The three fags stopped dead, their hearts palpitating with
terror.

It was the lion!

Its tail was towards them; but as they stopped, the huge
head turned, and two ﬂlnu;:ig es glittered and rolled.
*e“Oh’ Heaven |” moans eggie, almost fainting with

rror. . -

Wally gripped his arm, ; ¢

| Thz Eva uick 1" .

He dashed through the hedge by the road, dragging Reggie
Manners, and Frank Levison %z]lnwed fast. In a few seconds
they . were clambering into a big tree, and they stopped
breathlessly on a high branch.

“I—1 say I” quavered Reggie.
you know !™

“Shut up!” growled Wally.

“ But—but 1 4t
‘*“ Perhaps he hasn’t seen us!”
“Oh dear! I wish we hadn’t come out!”

“Fat lot of good wishing that now!” growled Wally,
though he was fcrvent'ly wishing the same thing himaeﬂ.

“Do shut u;} gie 17

ree fags clung on the high branch, and watched the
lane below feverishly. ws moved in the lane, as boughs
stirred in the starlight. But the lion was not seen for some
time. It was probable that the animal was bewildered, in his
new freedom, and possibly he was not meaning mischief, at
present, at least. There was no sign of his coming towards
the tree into which the fags had climbed. Wally caught sight
of him at last—the dim?ﬁlugﬂ form lay in the grass by the
roadside, crouching. And suddenly there came to the fags’
ears the sound of t 8 body was approaching from
the direction of St. Jim'e.

‘‘Somebody’s coming !” panted Levison minor.

. “Better shout to him—"

* And bring the lion on to us!” mumbled Reggie, through
his chattering teeth.

“ Shut up‘,tka—g' I

Wally wa the dim lane anxiousty. The lion had
moved away a little distance towards the village before
crouching down in the grass—perhaps having looked for the
vanished fags. The tree to which the juniors clung was be-
tween him and the school. Whoever was approaching from
8t. Jim’s would pass under the overhanging branches before
coming upon the lion. Wally swung himself to a lower
branch. ’

A form loomed up in the gloom. Wally was about to call
out a wnrnmg.’ when the form stopped, as a deep, savage
growl sounde: m the lion. The kuge brute dragged him-
lel.!' out of the grass,

ood heu.vq*l" 3

“Lions can climb trees,
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The fags knew that voice.

5. Belby 1" breathed Regyie. .
“" '“Looking for us!” muttered Frank Levison, guessing at
once why. the Third.Form master was coming down the iL.m
towards the village just then.

Another deep growl came from the lion. He stood puwing
the ground, his eyes flaming at the Form-master, who stoo
frozen to the earth in utter terror.
© “Mr. Selby!” Wally, lying over the lowest branch ovet
the Form-master's heal, called to him. “Mr. Selby!”

e Form-master started violently. .

“Get through the hedge, =ir, quick—before he ;umps!
There's a gap close hﬁ this tree | Get through, and I'll help
you into the tree! Kor goodness’ sake, sir, be quick! He

may sprinil"

“Good heavens!” moaned Mr. Selby.

He was too terrified ‘to act for the moment. But another
savage growl seemed to electrify him into action.

He made a jump for the hedge, and scrambled blindly
through, and collided with the tree-trunk, and gasped. His
‘hat went flying as he clambered frantically at the trunk.

“Help, help!” he panted.

Wally got a grip on his collar from above, and dragged.
" Frank Levison ventured down, and helped. ie hung on
.where he was From below came a loud and reverberating

roar.
1t was only a fow seconds, but it seemed an age to the
terrified Mr. Selb{ before he was dragged into the lower
branches. Certainly he would never have reached them with-
- out the aid of the fags above. He clambered higher, breath-
lessly. There was a brushing and a rustling ow, as the
lion paced sava, under the tree. The sound of the terrible
.animal fairly underneath him, almost made Mr. Selby faint
o, sir d Wall
old on, sir!” ga. ally.
“Oh, Heaven! E[e?;aa"' v

*“A bit higher, sir! There's a forked branch here where.
S n

you'll be safe

Mr. Selby was landed safely in the fork of the high
branches, & good Enrtz feet from the ground, with swimmin
brain and throbbing heart. Below, there sounded again an
again the roar of the lion, reverberating through lﬁe dusky
wood with & thousand echoes. :

But the animal made no attempt to climb the tree. He
paced under it, roaring, and finally emerged into the lane
ﬂgBl.l’l. . &

““ He—he's going !” breathed Frank Levison.

‘Wally peered ‘through the foliage. He caught a glimpse of
the huge animal, loping away along the dusky lane in the
direction of St. Jim's. 1In a minute the lion had disappeared
from sight, 2

CHAPTER 6.
Cardew Brings Nows.
R&L‘PH RECKNESS CARDEW, of the Fourth Form,

strolled into the common-room as nine tolled from the
clock-tower. Tom Merry and Manners were engnfed
upon another game of chess, and Levison and Clive
were looking on at it, along with D'Arcy and Lowther and
Talbot. Tom was struggling hard against a more powatful
opponent; and there was a sweet smile on Manners' face—a
smile that indicated a certain “mate " up his sleeve, as it
were. Tom’s kmg had had a_series of narrow escapes, and
was being slowly but mrelg driven to doom. Cardew strolled
up to the table, and stood looking on with his hands in his
pockets, and a rather curious smile upon his handsome face.
“You fellows awfully deep in chess?” he yawned.
“It's wathah an intewestin’ game,” said Arthur Augustus,
“I think Tom Mewwy is goin' to be beaten. He wefused to
‘move the wook when I advised him to.”
“Ass!” grunted the captain of the Shell.
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“He couldn’t have moved the rook, .Gussy,: ,remarked

Wildrake. ‘It would have left his king in

‘“ Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that!”

“ You wouldn’t!” remarked Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah—""

‘“ Any of you fellows know anythin' about natural history 7"
S o mutural b ™ grunted Tom Me;

‘“ Bother natural history! 'om Try.”

** More interested in cﬁm?' .

* Yes, ass!”

¢ Btill, natural history’s an interestin’ topic, in some circum-
stances,”” said in a thoughtful way. “ Clive, old
man, gou come from the country where the merry lion goes
up and down seekin’ what he may devour?”

“ What about it, duffer?” szkmfsidney Clive.

Levison looked at Cardew rather curiously. He could see
that there was something behind his chum's bantering
manner. .

“I'm interested in lions," explained Cardew airily. * Can
you tell me, Clive, whether lions can jump gatea?”

_ I dare say they can, if the gate isn't too high,” said Clive,
with a stare.” ‘““ I've seen a lion jump over a palisade.”

** How high?”
. ** Blessed if I remember,” said Clive.
in the karroo, and I saw him at a distance. I thin
palisade was about seven feet.”

* Qur school wall is higher-than that,” remarked Cardew.

Clive laughed

“ I suppose there isn’t any old lion prowling round St. Jim's
looking for a place to jump over?” he remarked

‘It was a lion-hunt
k the

* Weally, Cardew, you seem to be talkin' out of your hat,
deah bo{l " said Arthir Augustus.
“Well, I'm interested in the matter,” explained Cardew.

“1f you're too deep in chess, I won't worry you; but really
I should like to know whether a lion could jump the school
wall if he wanted to. really wish I'd given a bit more
attention to the entrancin’ ‘subjoct of natural history.
Wildrake, my Wild-Western pipping is it true that you
bmuigh!. a gun to 8t Jim's with you?"

“1 guess not.”

“I've heard Trimble say he's seen it—"'

“It was a_ tin-opener Trimble saw,” chuckled Wildrake.
“ His merry i.mn)ginntixin did the rest.” *

“ Ha, ha, ha!’

Y Well, a gun would come in handy now,” said_Cardew.
* Railton’s his old service-revolver in his study, T believe.
Blessed if I don’t think I'll borrow it!"

“What on earth are you driving at?” demanded Kit
Wildrake. Most of the lookers-on at the chess had turned
their attention to Cardew now.

“ You see, I've just met a lion,” explained Cardew.

“ What?" ¥

“ Rats!” .

Cardew shrugged his slim shoulders

“ Horrid for a fellow to have his word donbhed-'-eapeciaig
such a serioue and sober merchant as myself,” he remarked.
““ Astonishin’ as it seems, dear men, I've just met a lion—
3u1te a big old lion, with a set of téeth that would make a

lentist’s fortune as an advertisement. Luckily, there was the
gaitel between us, or I shouldn't be here to tell the thrillin’
tale!”

Tom Merry looked round.

‘ Mate in two!” ners .

But Tom Merry did not heed. His eyes were fixed on
Cardew, with a startled look. 4

“ Are you gammoning, Cug,aw 7" he asked. **Is theré any

yI

sense in what you're sayin
ardew. ‘“I'm statin’ the facts, if

»

“ Is there ever 7"’ ask
that's what you mean.”

“ You've seen a lion ?”

iy Ki“ﬁ of Beasts, claws and mane complete, as pictured in
natural history books for the young!” answered Cardew, with

a e ;

“ Where?" demanded Tom. 4

There was a buzz in the Common-room. A dozen fellows
had gathered round Cardew. One thoughtful junior closed
the door quickly. i

“If you're not playing thaéuat, tell us what you've seen,
you howling ass!” exclaimed anflmn of the Shell.

* Listen, and I will a tale unfold,” said Cardew calmly.
‘* A short while back, I went into the quad for a stroll—bein’
bored by the honourable end entertainin’ company here.
Btrollin’ along by the gates, I saw somethin’ in the road—
somethin’ that growled loud—not unlike Herries' cornet—""

* Ass!" interjected Herries

* Lookin' at it through the bars of the gate,” continued
Cardew, unmoved, “I recogni -the merry old lion, as
ictured in natural history bcoks for—~~ But I've said that
sefore. He saw me, too, and came up to the gat.e and clawed
through the bars. Apparently he wanted his supper—but
though I rather pride myself on bein' a goodnatured and
obligin’ chap, I didn’t feel called upon to stand him his supper
in tﬁe form he wanted it in. Tt would have been too pamnful
for me ?remn:!ly. Besides, we hadn’t been introduced.”

o Bai ove liag

“Ts all that true?"’ demanled Levison, blankly.

* Honest Injun! I jumped back from the gate—the dear
old lion was rather long. in the reach,” said Cardew. “ Having
taken a good look at him, I departed, not carin’ to push the
acquaintance closer. I gathered that he had escaped from
8ankey's Circus, but T 't ask him.”

“ My only hat!”

** Of ciiise, he mayn’t be the menagerie lion,” said Cardew,
“ that’s why I wanted you fellows to tell me somethin’ about
natural history. I don't recollect ever meetin' any in Rﬂ;
combe Wood, when I've been ramblin’ there. I wouldn't
certain; but I feel fairly sura that the old fellow has escaped
from a cage somewhere—probably from Sankey’s Circus. And
now,"” continued Cardew, smiling round at the !h:rtle'd faces,

“““can any fellow here tell me anythin’ about a lion's jumpin’

powers? If he can jump the achool wall, I feel that somethin’
ought to be done.” i
Phew!™
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“Don't be alarmed)” said Cardew soothingly. “If he
comes in here for his supper. he's practically certain to bag
Trimble, as the fattest and juiciest fellow present—""

‘ ¥arocach !

Baggy Trimble made a wild dive under the table.

Cardew looked round with a smile. J

“Don’t blush unseen, Trimble, Remember, too, that a
fellow ought to be kir;cl to animals, and the lion must be in

want of his supper—""

“ Yow-ow! ﬁeelpl"

““ Very likely you could save all our lives, Trimble, by
offering yourself up as a merry sacrifice—I_believe lions only
take one supper at a time. Do you know, Clive?”

“Don’t be a silly ass,” said Clive sharply. *I'm going to
warn Mr. Railton at once—if it's true.”

“Is it true, Cardew 7"’ exclaimed Tom Merry.

“ Why not amble out into the quad and see?” sugmted
Cardew. * The jolly old lion is probably still there.

“ My minor’s out of gates!” exclaimed Manners suddenly,
turning pale. He rose hurriedly, knocking over the chess.

“ And mine!” exclaimed Levison.

“ Bai Jove, and mine !’

The three juniors made a rush for the door, and in a
moment more they were out of the Common-room. Tom
Merry and Lowther rushed after them, followed by Wildrake

and Levison and Clive, and Kangarco, Talbot, and Blake &
Co. Ralph Reekness Cardew sank nto an armchair and
stretched out his elegant legs. -

“ What a thunderin’ lot of excitement!” he yawned. ** All
because a jolly old lion is nosin’ round the gates. But I'd
really like to lymow whether he can jump over the wall. Do
you knowt Trimble 7

“ Yow-ow! Help! Keep him off!”
*“ My dear fat friend, he's not here yet! What a merry
wrprise, though, if he should look in at the door yonder ™
smiled Cardew.

“ Wow!”

Baggy Trimble squirmed out from under the table, darted
to the Soor, slammed, and locked it.

Cardew chuckled.

* New. suppose he gets

“ Oh dear ¥ i

“The glass wouldn’t stop him,’ 1
“ Trimhle, old. man, you see what ecomes of bein’ 2
graspin’ ”gmb-hunwr. I you weren't so. jolly
Pt

¥ t:%_—
“You awful rotter I" gasped Trimble.
Cardew glanced at _the window. . .
* What’s that movin’ on the glass?” he asked. “Is it a

branch 1”

*“Yaroooch .
Baggy Trimble unlocked the door, and bolted out of the
. 1 Up the stai he went as fast as his fat

Tittle' I could carry him, and he did not stop till he reached
his study-in the Fourth Form passage, where he im-
self in.

Cardew leaned back in his chair and chuckled. Bg'this
time wild excitement reigned throughout St. Jim's; but it
was not sha Ralph Reckness Cardew. - He did not
trouble to shut the door after Trimble. He sat lazily in the *
armchair, looking towards the open doorway, and wondering
—lazily; 24 if it 'were a problem that did not concern himself
in the least—what he would do if he saw the grim visage of

the escaped lion looking in.
T They believed Cardew’s strange tale, but his satirical
and mocking manner left a doubt in their minds.
They wanied to know whether it was true or nof. Manners
was- pale 1s chalk, as he thought of his minor. Regﬁ;a
Manners was at the circus—and if the lion was locse !—the
bare possibility of .it was enough to wring Manners' heart.
And Levison and DA were feeling the same as Harry
Manners. In their own different ways, the three juniors were

- deeply attached to their minors.
The Terrible Thres of the Shell ran down towards the

in st the window ?"* he suggested.

remarked Cardew.
greedy,
fat and

' CHAPTER 7.
: To the Bescue!.
OM MERRY & CO. came out into the starlit quad-

rangle with a rush,

gates. Cardew’s cool query as to whether a lion could jump
they did not care, Manners was thinking only of Reggie.

A sudden, deep, rumbling sound came through the night

[ Py that thunder”

Tom set his teeth.

Monty Lowther knew that it was; he had heard: the lion
roar in the cage at Sankey’'s Circus. There was nofurther
The roar came from the road that passed the walls of St.
Jim’s at one point. .

the schoal wall was a very important question just then—but

air, and Lowther paused, and gasped: q
"It’s a lion !”’ he said.

doubt. The lion was loose, and he was very near the school.
Tre GeEx Lierary.—No. 708.

3 “Bz,x-i Jove !” gasped Arthur Augustus.
ro—

He pointed to the gates.
Quiside in the road & hu
starlight. It was the lion. ﬁ;i;
%e‘ juniors.

“Young Wally

wild figure was seen in the
e animal's back was tewards
He was glaring away down the road towards
v wbe.  From the directi o{ the village lights were
advancing, and there was & sound of shouting.,

“They’re after him ! panted Lowther.

The juniors ventured nearer the gates. Tom Merry clam-
bered to the top of the stone pillar beside the gate, heedless
of the fact that he was within reach of the lion’s spring, if
the savage animal should turn his way. But the lion’s atten-
tion was evidently fixed on the advancing party in the road,
and he did not look round.

From the top of the pillar Tom could see the crowd coming
up from the village. -It was led by a powerfully-buili man
with a rifle in his hands, Tom had seen him before, at the
circus, and recognised the_ lion-tamer, whose name on_ the
circus-lg:iln was Hercales. He was f(\llowed by Mr. Bankey,
also with a gun. Half & dozen other circus-men were wil

m, and several rustics armed with pitchforks. Three or
four of the men carried lanterns, and flashed the lights to and
fro as they advanced.

The lion, crouching in the road, glared at them as they
came on, and there was a sudden halt when they sighted him.

“There he 181"

“ Look out!™

“Come back, Tom,"” called out Lowther anxiously.

Tom Merry dropped back within the gates.

““He's off ! exclaimed Manners,

A quiver ran through the lion’s body, and he locked for &
moment as if he were going to spring at the hunters. But
the flashing lights and the shouting disconceried him, and he
changed his mind. He turned, and skulked away in the
shadow of the school wall. 3

Encouraged by his retreat, Mr. Sankey and his party came
on more boldly, waviug the lanierns and shouting.

LhThl'ey passed the school gates, and pushed on in pursuit of

e lion.

“What's all this blessed row?” inquired Taggles, coming
out of his lodge. “Nice goings hon! What’s 1t all about?”

_*“Lion escaped from the circus!” said Wildrake.

Tlﬁgleﬂ blinked at the juniors, and made one jump back
into his lodge. The next moment they heard him locking and
bolting the door. school-porter evidently di

'he old not -

- want to see the lion

“Bai Jove! Taggles appeahs to be wathah alarmed ™
remarked Arthur Augustus D'Arcﬁ.

There was a shout across the dusky quad,

“* All juniors into their Houses !"

It was Kildarg's voice.

“] guess we're going to be rounded up safe,” gaid
Wildrake. 7

“Jt’s only sensible,” said Blake. ' The lion may dodge
into the school grounds to get away from that crowd.”

“] guess.it’s likely enough.” .

“I'm not goin’ in,” said Arthur Augustus quietly.

“Conie on, ass!” exclaimed Blake, :

“Pway welease my arm, Blake. My minah was at the
circus, and I'am goin’ to see whethah he is safe.”

“Look bere—"

“Same here,” said Levison, between his white lips,
“Heaven only knows what harm that brote may have done
already! If he’s goi Frank, he can get me ss soon as he
likes! I don’t care!” And Ernest Levison clambered over
the gate.

“ But—"" began Clive.

Levison did not heed him. He ng down inta the road,
and Manners of the Shell was only a. moment behind him.
Biake was still holding D’Arcy’s arm, and trying to reason

_with him

“] dare say Wally’s all right—-"
“Tm goin'——

“¥You can’t help him, anyhow I'" urged Digby.

“T'm goin’ 1"

“ Look here, Gussy—"

“T'm. goin® 1”7

Tom Merry and Lowther exchanged a look. Tt was the
wildest of hair-brained adventures, to venture out, unarmed,
toeseek the fags, with-a savage, goaded lion prowling in the
vicinity. But Manners, heedless of danger, had gone, and
his chums were not the fellows to desert him. Kildare and
Darrel and two or three other prefects were calling out in
the quadrangle, roundi. ﬁ}sha&umora up into the Houses, and
there was no time to be lost. Tom Merry and Lowther, with-
out a word, clambered over the wall and dropped into the
rond. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy tore himself away from
Blake, and followed. )

Jack Blake compressed his lips.

“We can’t let_him go alone!" he said.. “Come on, you
fellows! Study No. 6 sinks or swims together.
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*Ves, rather1”

“8top!” Kildare of the Sixth came racing up.
back directly! How dare you go out1”

“You ree, Kildare—" 2

“8top!” %

Kildare grasped the juniors as they were clambering over
the wall, and dingged them back by main force,

“You see,” panted BlaKe, * I’Arcy—"

“Has D’ Arcy gore cut?” roared Kildare, in great wrath.

“His minor’s out of gates. He’s gone after him, and we
were—"

“ Come

“The young idiot! Get back into the House at oncel”
“ But we—-"
“Take them in, Darrel, will you?”

“¥You bet!” said Darrel, and he shepherded the three
juniors off to the School House. Rushden of the Sixth cap-
tured Clive, and marched him off at the same time. Up and
dcwn the duakf guadrangle went the prefects of both Houses,
rounding up all the fellows who were out of doors, and march-
ing them back to safety The alarm of the escaped lion was
all over the school. 8t. Jim’s was buzzing with such excite-
ment as it had never experienced since t
air-raids in the war.

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House, was in
the quadrangle, giving directions. Mr. Ratcliff, of the New
House was not to be seen, but the New House prefects were
busy. When the roll-call was taken in Big Hall by the Head
personally, there were & good many names to which * adsum "
was not answered. The Head, with a troubled and frowning
brow, marked down as absent quite a list of juniors—Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther, of the Shell; D’Arcy, Wild-
rake, Levison, of the Fourth; Lanners minor, D'Arcy minor,
and Levison minor, of the Third. Nine juniors were out of
gates; as well as Mr, Selby, the master of the Third Form,
and the Head's brow was corrugated with deep anxiety,

And his anxiety was well-founded. Within the walls of
8t. Jim's, with doors bolted and windows locked, distant
sounds penetrated—the crack of a rifle and the deep, furious

roar of a savage lion.

CHAPTER 8.
In Direst Peril,

“ 00K out!”
Tom Merry panted out the
words as & shadow loomed in

the lane. But  the
moment he was relieved. *

It was a man's figure that came
through the dusk, and the juniors recog-
nised Joey Jorrocks, the clown of the
circus. Manners caught him by the arm.

*Stop a minute—"" he panted. ;

**Have they gone this way?” demanded

next

the clown.
© “Yes, yea! But tell me!” Manners
panted for breath. “Has there been

ainy—has the lion injured anybody, or
—or—"

*“Not that's known,” answered Joey.

“My Joung brother was at the circus,
and— E

“There’s been some folks shoved and
trampled,” said Joey Jorrocks. “But
that’s all'1 know. All the animals have
been got in, excepting the big lion.
They're after him now.”

“How did it , happen?’ asked Tom
Merry.

Jorrocks gritted his teeth.

“That villain Benson! He attacked
Mr. Sankey in the wood to-day for sack-
ing him, and some kids handled him——"

“I guess that was usf” said Wildrake.

“ He was seen hanging about the place
after dark, by one of the men,” went on
Joey Jorrocks. ‘“‘There was a sudden
alarm that the animals were loose—he
wasn't seen to do it, but there ain’t much -
doubt. He opened the lion's cage, and

old days of the

“What time did it happen?” asked Levison,

“What does that matter?” exclaimed Manners impatiently,
*Let’s get on. -I'm going on——"

“1% may matter a lot,” said Levison quietly. “ Wait &
minute! When were the animals found loose, Jorrocks?™

“ About half-past eight. The evening performance was full
on, and it would have been the lion-tamer's turn in a few
minutes more—"

“Then the fags can hardly have been in the circus,” said
Levison. “Prep in the Third Form-room did not finish till
eight-fifteen this eyening, and they had to get from the school
—nearly a mile. They couldn’t have arrived before the
panie.” a3

““You locking for some of the school kids * asked Jorrocks.
*I saw three of them by the field fence—"

*That would be the irce 1" exclaimed Tom Merry.

“I warned them to clear off,” said Joey Jorrecks.
went, I believe; they hadn't been in the eircus.”

“Oh, good!"” exclaimed Levison.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Hold on!” said Manners uneasily. “Perhaps it wasn’t
Reggie—I mean, perhaps it wasn't the three we want. What
were they like, Jorrocks* Was one of them anything like
me?” He struck a match for the clown to sce his face clearly:

Jorrocks nodded.

“One of them was very like you, sir; and one a good deal
like this young gentleman!” He indicated D’Arcy.

“That settles 1t 1" said Tom Merry. .

“You boys had better get into safety,” said the clown,
and he hurried on up the shadowy lane after Mr. Sankey’s
hunting-party. .

The group of juniors did not heed Mr. Jorrocks' advice,
good as it was. They had come out to seek the three fags,
and they-did not intend to go back without them.

They consulted hurriedly.

‘If they turned back when Jorrocks spoke to them they
ought to have been back at the school hef:m we came out,
s!alirl Manners. “Something must have happened to stogp
them.”

“They

“The lion must have come down this lane, to get to
Bt. Jim’s as it did,” muttered Levison thickly.

1ot loose the camel and a panther, too.
They’ve _been rounded up and_caged

again. You should have seen the bi me 7" Manners struck a match for the clown to see his face clearly.
tent when the news got out that the wils orrocks nodded; ‘““ One of them was very like you, sir, and one a good
beasts were loose.”  Jorrocks shivered. deal like this young gentleman " He indicated D*Arcy. * That settles

“It's a wonder people weren't killed.

“What were they like, Jorrocks 7

it ! said Tom Merry.

Was one of them anything like

Panic, if fou like. I never want to see
anything like it again [*
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“ Oh, bai Jove!” breathed Arthur Augustus.

“They may have taken to the woods,” said Tom Merry.:

“I guess that’s more likely than not,” remarked Wildrake.
“Let’s look for them, and don’t think of the worst till we
know it's hnpﬁ)enad.”

“Come on "

The six juniors burried down the dusky lane, and, reckless
of the possibility of attracting the atfention of the lion,
they shouted the names of the missing fags. "

Suddenly, to their intense relief nmf delight, there came an
answering shout.

“That you, Gussy?™

“Bai Jove! It's Wally!” Arthur Augustus :ll;:ﬁaed in his
racks. *Where are you, Wally, you young wa, i

There was a chuckle in the darkness.

*Over your head, Gussy|”

“ Bai Jove!”

The junior stared upwards into the thick mass of foliage
of the big tree overhanging the lane.

“"Are you all there?” panted Manners,

“I'm here, Harry " faltered Manners minor.

“Thank Heaven! Safe?”

“ e

“And I'm here!” said Frank Levison, peering down from
the branches. “Have you seen anything of the lion?”

“Yes. He's E_ono past the school,” said Tom Merry.
““There’s a crowd after him. Come down, you young asses,
and lot’s cut. We shall get into a frightful row for being
out of gates.” .

““Yaas, wathah!”

“We'd have come down before,” answered Wally. “We
saw a party go by with lanterns, and reckoned that the licn
was mizzling off somewhere. But we couldn’t.” -

o not? Come down at once!”

“0ld Selby’s here.”

“Mr. Selby!"” exclaimed Tom, in astonishment,

Wally chuckled.

* His merry self I’ he answered. *“We yanked him up into
the tree; he jolly nearly walked into the lion. You should
have seen the merry funk he was in! Talk about cold feet!”

“Bui Jovel Is it possible, Wally, that you are speakin’ in
that wotten way ofpyour Form-mastah in his pwesence?”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus, greatly shocked.

**Oh, he can’t hear me,” said Wally—* he's fainted I""

“Gweat Bcott I

“We've had no end of a job with him,” siid Levison
minor. “He's stuck in a fork of the tree up here, and we've
had to hold him ali the time. He'd have fallen when he
fainted if we hadn’t held him.” ; .

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“We can him down, perhaps, if some of you fellows
help,” said Frank Levison. *“We're afraid of drogg)in him
if we move him. We shall have to carry him to St. §'i ¥
:09' :’E' we get him down, unless he comes to. He's in a dead
aint, =

“We'll come up,” said Tom.

**Yaas, wathah!" .

A faint and feeble voice was heard in the deep foliage.

“You insolent young rascals! How dare you speak in
that manner! I shall punish you severely—"

*“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally, in utter dismay.
“He's come to!” ; ’

“Oh dear!” groaned Frank Levison.

“My hat!” murmured Monty Lowther. “There's going
to be trouble for those merry fags when Mr. Selby gets them
home again after. this!” . .

* *“ Hark!"” exclaimed Wildrake suddenly. ¥

There was a loud, reverberating roar in the distance. It
was repeated, closer at hand, and there was an echo of
running feot.

*“The lion !”

“Good heavens! He's coming this way!” panted Tom
Merry. “ U? into the tree, quick—all of you !”

“Buck up!” yelled D’Arcy minor. &

“‘Bai Jove!”
S ’I‘tom Merry & Co. clambered into the big tree in frantic

aste.

. Holding on to the bmnchez they looked down breathlessly
into the lane. The running figure of a man came into view
in the starlight. Wildrake uttered an exclamation.

“It's Benson, the circus rider—"

“The man who let the wild beasts loose!” muttered
Manners.

The running man stopped, staggering with exhaustion,
and panting for breath. It was not only exhaustion that
troubled him, however; he had heen drinking, and his eyes
were glazed as much by strong drink as by fear, as he
stared back along the lane. A huge form, that moved with
incredible swiftness for its size, was loping along the-lane,
ovidently in pursuit of the circus rider. The lion had dodged
its r_mrtgers nnd‘ d“}’g”ﬂ hackl; nnsﬂevidin_ﬁge EoAnw;I. Turk-
ing in the vicinity after doing his evil worl thaps gloating
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over the harm he had done—had fallen in with the escaped
beast. The man’s coat was ripped from shoulder to wrist,
where a claw- had caught, showing how close the lion had
been. Blood was dripping from his finger-tips. Tom Merry
shouted to him.

*This way--get into the tree! Here—here—quick!”

Villain_as the man was, it was no time to think of that.
The juniors thought only of the fearful peril he was in.
The exhausted, half-intoxicated man staggered, and stood
unsteadily, staring upwards at the bnncEns; and - then, as
he caught light of the lion rushing down on him, he gave
a shriek of fear, turned, and ran desperately again, A long,
sinuous body launched itself*through the air, and came down
nﬁam—und a long, fearful scream rang out in the night, as
::_a stafgering man went down' under the spring of the
on.

CHAPTER 9.
Rough Justice.

b 00D heavens!”
G Tom Merry scrambled down the tree. <
Benson had fallen to the earth, screaming again

and again, and the lion was erouching over his prey.

Tom scrambled down, hardly aware of what he was doing,

l‘:lul- unable to-keep back while the wretch lay under the lion's
aws.

“Come_back, Tom!" yelled Lowther.

“Tom Mewwy—"

“After him!” muttered Wildrake. -

Tom Merry dropped into the lane. He had no means of
attacking the.lion—and once within reach of -the fearful
animal. one lash' of a claw would have killed him. But he
did not stop. He waved his hands and shouted at the lion,
to draw his attention from the man struggling under the
paws—and in that he succeeded. The lion glared round with
burning eyes at the new enemy, and undoubtedly that saved
the life of the hapless wreich on the ground.

Lights flashed along the lane—there was a roar of voices
in the distance. The hunters were close on the track of the
lion again. :

The great brute lifted himself from the fallen man, and
whitled round towards Tom Merry.

“Tom!” yelled Manners.

But Tom was on his guard.

As the lion turned on him the Shell fellow leaped back
through the hedge, and darted round the tree. In & second
he was clambering in the lower branches ninin.

Something struck the tree-trunk a foot below his boot as

e clambered thi hat clutched and tore. It was the
claw of the savage beast he had so narrowly escaped. White
and shaken, Tom swung himself into safety, and the lion
roared below.

The terrible animal turned back through the gap in the

ige. Benson, covered with blood, was striving to drag .
himself away. For a moment the lion glared at him; but
the flashing lights and shouting voices were close now, and
the animal turned again and loped away into the recesses of
the wood. &

The crashing of the underwoods and thickets told which way
he had gone; and the sounds died away in the distance as
Mr. Sankey and his party came panting up.

The juniors descended from the tree. The lion was gone,
and it was safe now, They gathered round the fallen man,

At a glance it was to be seen that Bill Benson was terribly
injured. He lay in a pool of blood, with a colourless face
looking upward, breathing in gasps.

Mr. Sankey came up breathlessly.

“It’s Benson!” he exclaimed.

The circus rider gave a groan. %

. “You let the- lions loose, Benson!” said the circus pro-
prietor, fixing his eyes upon the man’s ghastly face.

Benson groaned again.

“It serves me right!” he muttered.
he got me! He got me—I'm done for!
And he groaned again and fainted.

Mr. Sankey knelt by his side and made a hasty examination.
The schoolboys gave him their handkerchiefs to bind up the
insensible man’s lacerated arm and shoulder.

“Carry him into the village, two of you,” said Mr. Sankey.
“He will recover all right, if he's taken care of. He'll never
be the same man again, I reckon—and serve him right, after
what he’s done! Did you young gentlemen see which way the
lion went?"” 4

“Into the wood.” answered Tom Merry, and he pointed the
way. . g
“I reckon we've got a hard night's work afore us, then,”
said Mr. Sankey. *You youngsters ought to be indoora.
Come on, men!”

Two of the Ten carried the insonsible circus rider away,
to be placed in the Cottage Hosglu] in the village. Mr.
Sankey and the lion-tamer and the rest plunged into the
wood, in hot pursuit of the lion.

I let them loose—and
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“Better get back to St. Jim’a while we’ve got the chance,”
said Manners. * Come on I

*“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Help me!” Mr. Selby’s querulous voice came from the
branches overhead; the juniors had forgotten him. "I
cannot get down without assistance! I cominand you to
help me——"

“No need for that, sir,” said Tom Merry quietly. “ We're |

ready to help you.
« “Don’t be impertinent! Help me at once!”

Tom Merry and Wildrnke clambered into the iree ugain
to help the Third Form-master. It was not an easy matter
to get him down, for Mr. Selby was trembling with appre-
her}:i:t:; and full of nervous fears. But he was landed salely
at

“Now return to the school, all of you!" he said sternly.
“f shall punish Manners minor, Levison minor, and D'Arcy
minor severely; as for you others, as you are not in my
Form, I shall report you to the Head for being out of
bounds!™
. “Is that_your way of thanking us for helping you, sir?”
inguired Kit Wildrake.

“Don't be insolent. Wildrake!

Lowther winked at his comrades.
i “Do you fellows hear anything?” he asked.
ion- ;

Before Lowther could say more, Mr. Selby, with a yelp
of terror, was speeding up the read towards the school as

Follow me at once!"™

“Is that the
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you get in, sir?™ asked Tom Merry polilely.

“Can't

“You see cannot, Merry! Don’t be foolith!™
anapped Mr. Selby. d 8

“Ahem !”

“Bettah climb ovah, deah boys.”

““Come on!” said Tom.

The juniors climbed the wall, Mr. Selby eyeing them
angrily.

“Kindly help. me over!” he snapped at last.

The juniors kindly helped him over; and perhaps it was by
accident that Mr. Selby landed on the inner side of the wall
with a heavy bump. If so, it was an accident that Mr. Selby
certainly deserved. A few minutes later the little crowd
were hammering at the School House, where they were
promptly admitted.

s » CHAPTER 10.
The End.

OM MERRY & CO. were severely called over the coals
by the Head; but, taking into consideration their
motive in going to tj:e rescue of the fags, Dr. Holmes
let them off with a lecture. And Mr. Selby, much to

his disappointment, was deprived of the pleasure of punish-
ing Wally & Co. After he had heard the whole story, the
Head pointed out to Mr. Selby that the fags had undoubted!y
saved him from t lion, whi Mr, Selby grudgingly
admitted; and, having admitted it, even Mr. Salby had

fast as his long, thin legs could. go.

]
that t{u
When they reached the school gates

ing frantically and d

2 in| it

The juniors chuckled
as they followed at a more leisurely pace.

did not lose time by the way, however, mindiul
hunted lion might emerge from the wood
they found Mr.
at the bell. Taggles, tho
porter, had not come out of "his lodge. Tngg]es was not
going to open the school gate again that night.

dormitory rejoicin.
But_there was

Eioy

anticipation.

splend;
Don’t miss this exira

to let the delinquents off. So Wally & Co. went to their

ﬁ'me sound sleep in St. Jim's that night.
The thought of the escaped lion was in all minds; and the
whole school looked forward to the morrow with uneasy

{Get next week’s ** Gem ' which will contain another
id, long complete story of the Chums of St. Jim’s.

yarn. Oul next Wednesday.)

>

{“MY READERS OWN CORNER.”
H Half-a-crown is paid for all oontﬂ'bnﬁo:ts p:-inted on this jingc. :

‘NOTHING TO LAUGH ABOUT.
An old lady visited the Zoological

JUST IN TIME,
Excited Speaker: “I've been to the

Gardens, and, after wandering about for
some time, she went up to a and
tap) him on the shoulder with her
umbrelia. “I want to ask you,” she said,
“which of the animals in the Zoo you
.consider the most remarkable?” he
kee) scratched his head. * Well,
ma’am,” he said at length, “after care-
“ful consideration I've come to the con-
zlusion that the prize goes to the laugh-
i:g hyena.” "’indead," said the old
lady, “and why do you consider

‘hyena so remarkable?”  “Well, ma’am,"”
was the reply, “he only. has a meal once
a month, he only has a sleep once a week,
and he only has a drink once a year, so
what he's” got to laugh ebout is a
mystery to me.”—Bernard Goodman, 44,

Spills “Meadow, Upper Gornal, near
Dudley, Staffs.
VERY NEAT.
A witty lecturer was giving a lecture

o0a “Fools,” in a village hall, and the
chairman, also witty, remarked to the
audience: *“ We are here this evening to
listen to a lecture on fools, by one of the
greatest "—he paused a minute—" lec-
turers of the day.” At the end of the pro-
ceedings the lecturer returned thanks for
ihe ¥lenant things said about him. “1
should like to feel,” he said, “that you
do not consider me such & fool as your
chairman “—he halted here for a space—
“would make me out .
Gundry, 40, Milton Avenue, East Ham,
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Front, gentlemen. I've been wounded
twice—once in the leg, once just here.”
He put his hand to his chest, “Liar!”
houted a ber of the audi “If
a bullet had hit you there it could not
have missed your heart.” “I know,”
retorted the other, “but my heart leapt
into my mouth and the bullet just missed
it.”—F. Keeling, 166, Brunswick Street,
Leicester.

THE FROaQ,

The frog is of the amphibia class that
breathe by gills in_their early life, and
by lungs in their adult condition. Their
eggs are laid in ponds in March, and
consist of black yolks imbedded in a

latinous mass of the white of egg. A
ortnight later the tadpole hatches, and
attaches itself to a water weed. At the
start it is practically a fish, breathing
with ‘gills, and using its tail for swim-
ming.  Itshind limbs develop and its tail
dwindles, and its gills disappear. In
three months it is a irog.-—ri’endez
Crichton, T4, Gower Street, Kelvinside,
Glasgow.

A MERE SHADOW,

A soldier returning from the front lines
in India, after being down with fever,

which had made him quite thin, was met |.

by a [riend on the quay, who greeted
bim thus: “Hallo! Isityou? I'm glad
to see you're back from the Front.”
Soldier: *“Good heavens! 1 did mnot
know I was so thin.”—William H. Lea,
145, Cross Road, Foleshill, Coventry.

Hosteves

SALUTATIONS.

Two elderly women were awaiting the
train at Redhill Station. They were going
to Looce, in Comwall “Go and get
the tickets, Martha,” said Hannah, who
was nervous, though the train was not
due out for half an hour. Martha did as
asked, and, finding the office not yet
opened, tapped on the shutter. “Two
to Lboe,” she said to the clerk who
opened it.  ‘““Pip-pip!” he responded.

and banged the shutter down again.—F.
Rese, 27, New North Road, Reigate,’
Burrey.
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Great Relay Race Resuit,
TOM MERRY'S FINE EFFORT.

SKIMPOLE CREATES A SEN-
SATION.

By REGINALD TALBOT.

ATURDAY was a glorious day, and, Ind—
dentally, the occasion of our frst great
sporting event. Bhortly after twelve,
the runners who had ln take up I.hclr
positions at the greatest distances from the
achunl departed. Lawrence, Wynn, Digby,

e, Kerruish, Levison, Lumley, and
Scrnpn left at 12.15, and went by train to
Abbotsford, -accompanied by two prefects.
The latter four had only to walk along to
the High Street, and wait until the former
four ran up. others, of course, had to
talt; % two-mile walk out to the railway
via

The reat of the fellows who had to m
a considerable distance chose cycles, tnxjs,
and motor:! ts to convey them to their
place of waitin]

At two uclock "Raflton fired his pistol, and
Relay 1 commenced. If you h.ne got the
list printed in last week's “Gem " near by,
you will observe that your humble is one
of the four entﬂlnta. I won the first relay
hands down, and my partner in Relay
made off like lightning. Noble came in ubout
a hundred yards behind mec, and then his.
second partmer, Lorne, flew off. Frere panted
up .third, and eased the anxious Con-
tarini, and then Racke crawled in, utterly
winded, and almost on the verge of collapse.
By the time Hammond started away my
second partner, Wyatt, had reached our
third man—ahem !—Trimble. Before 1 vro-
ceed further I want to make a remark about
Racke.

Not knowing the date. for which this event
was fixed, Rucke had arranged a smoking con-
cert this afterncon at the Green Man. He
was naturally furious when he found his
name on.the list as on: of the first relay
runners. When Racke ficished his run, be
was left on the towing-path of the River
Rhyl, and about five minutes’ walk from the
back entrance of the Green Man. Kpox had
been the prefect in charge of the .second
group, and he was Ie]:llmgkjmrt’:ra wild wiﬂz

Railton_for choelln% such
part. Knox was holdini vlrt! " in his
study at Bt. Jim's, and e mn e post-hai

to get back to it wl e second mlny
had all started off. 'l‘hls latt Racke a clear
field for crossing to the Green Man and keep-
ing his appointment. This bhe did, arriving
at the pub in flimsy running- tuga He
conld not have enjoyed himself very much In
that attire, but appnrently Racke had worked
things out ahead. Frida g evening he cycled
down to the village with a big parcel, and
guve a local boy half-a-crown to take it to
Abel Joliffe, the landlord of the Green Man.
So when Aubrey arrived at the village ‘inm,
he immediately changed his togs, and no
doubt spent a very eonnvml afternoon.
Racke's a bit of a fox, isn't
Hammond finished second in Relay 2, and
then Blake went off in Trimble's wake, Con-
tarini_finished $hird, and released Manners.
Then Lorne erawled in, and away tore George
Now, old Figgy's race was un-
;ues:hmabl: the aput of the lot. l!ngs:r
rimble was a third of the way
Twe Gex Lmeany.—No. 708,

Figgins!

dited By TOM MERRY,

Wayland Moor when Figgy started. Blake
was overhauling Trimble rapidly, and Man-
ners was about two hundred yards behind
them. Before they covered another hundred
yards the New House leader had ca!u,'hi
Manners up. He bounded over res
fences five-feet-six in height, whicl mk
the other three ab least half a minute to
iate! Figgy won the third relay—a
ce of a mile and three-quarters, after
baving started !a.lb—by a clear six hundred
yards! l ve known
ond, and
Manners, who ran splendidly, came in third—
less than a dozen yards behind Blake. Of
af

Wa{’lmd Moor he paused for three minutes
some mucky sherbert-water from a
vezuior. hxi w'lnh I could have planted
im !
eilly ran very well affer the leg-up
Figgins had given them, and the fourth
relay stood to his credit. Mulvnne! also ran
plneeﬂ us second by beatin
ich came in thlr
| hnmr Biake lift-up—cam
. Digby kept the well-established lnl
ol the third division. Lawrence made up for
Clampe's bad run by coming In second.
Wyne and Brooke came in levef

The Return Course.

Lumley-Lumley, who suffers with his heart,

Imd to take his run steady, and the result

that Ernest Lev in_the

lalt half mile of Relay and gave Dick

Julian, id Relay 7, a good quarter of a mile

start. Kerruish and Lumley ran in dead-
heat. Scrope lost all our chaneces again.

But Relay 7 contained another mrpriae
of the Figgins type. Clifton Dane—who has
some Indian blood in his veins—started last,
uud outstripped Julian by tem yards. He
had to move mighty hard to do it! D'Arcy
also paced along well, I!Id M c&me in at
Julian’s heels..  Gibl yards
behind Gussy. This mmlted in He[lash Cl{",
Prnﬂ-. and Lennox all starting

Thla I'!llj’ was fated to be-
startling of the lot. Pratt can:'lxt up the
other three after one hundred and fifty yards
had been covered. Then Mellish's wind gave
out, and he had to crawl along sluwly
Next Clive developed stitch, nnd took
minutes get over it. Then shoi'ed
himself to be a dark horse. and he moved
mrer the gmund with amazing Lennox

progress for us &ln il

waysu!’e

8
5
g

This seeme bave done
bha del:e.nl thing for once. He had given
smoking the go-by and taken to training.
Cardew commenced second in this race, and
travelled at about the fastest rate a snail
can move. Smith started away next, and
then Kerr was released. Chowle won Relay 9.
Kerr came in second, Smith third, and Cardew
last. This lagy idiot actuvally had the cheek

saunter up with a fag in his mouth!
Koumi Rao was first away from Minnow’s
Erot- Qore got off second, Reddy third, and
last.  The [nﬂl:n kid muost have
slmmred alung like grglscd lightnjng, for he
released Skimpole a-good five minutes before
Dnrﬂnca got away

oo! to St. Jim's is
just a mile, and Tom Merry stood to win

easily. Aftet Skimmy had been running for
eight mlnum*hc was seized with the desire
to read the

on
_which he :nrmd under his arm. 8o absorbed

e become in pifiish pages

its “potty,
that he floundered into a hal !-dry bog which

separates the return track to 8t. Jim's fmm

a big private residence.
Wi il at last scrambled out of
be had taken a shurh

\l
iall& a third of the distance 8t. J'Ims
then became struck with the idea of
winning for his
in grand style to
A skinny object, eovcre'l wlth green slime
and clinker dust, was what the crowd waiting
Bt. Jim"s fi eyes n?n
T Merry, who ran for all he was worth,
cau,f,hﬁ :ighh *of Sklmpole when the studenf
fessor Bals gzroumpett was only fifty
yards from the school gates. Tom spurted
magnificently, and covered three yards to
Skimpole's one, and if the school gates had
been another four yards om, the captain of
the Shell would have won. Skimmy puffed
under the old archway with Tommy fifteen

rty, and scuttled alon,
Fie noat N

ards behind him. Durrance and Herries
re in level.
This fs the first event Skimmy has ever

won in running races, and he was mildly sur-

could givé no answer. 8kimpole forgets some
thlng,s ahout two mimutes after they bave

happened. But the fellows soom workea
$his out, and several tried mak
objection. Railton promptly told them thelr

objections were groundless. The relay races
between each appolnted ﬁlaes were to be as
straight as the e s when conditions
allowed. All the lan four could have gome,
through the ballast bog had they known
what a distance it would save, and Railton .
said Skimpole deserved to win for having‘
been hmvn enough to wade through it. o
Professor Balmyerumpett’s wonder-
Sul wurh have proved themselves really use- '
ful—for probably the first time.

REGINALD  TALBOT.

3{Making Things Comfy

Out West,

LIFE ON THE OPEN PRAIRIE,
By KIT WILDRAKE. :

HERE are many usefu little wheezes
'W]iic]‘l scouts and campers can learn
from those who live almost entirely

in
whi ou are camping lyuu don’t mind
a Ie' hardships ; t.hntl all part of the
game. But, at the same time, you don't
w-nt something to happen thab is ~oing
to_spoil your 1=me holiday altogether.

The boys on the ranches out West often
have to make their beds on the grnnmi
with the sky as the roof, because there'’s no
alternative, and if it’s been raining a good
deal, and the ground is thoroughly soaked. it
looks as if they would be in for a pretty
rough time. But-are they? Not on your
life, boys!

These red-blooded lads of the pralrie are
used to combating a few hardships like this.
Let me tell you of a little trick we used
to do at my home in Boot Leg Ranch.

Bometimes the men had to go out for «

good hard ride !;o mlmd up some straying
:anla and it wasn't a matter of going over
a meadow or two, I can assure you.

I often used to accompany them on these
expeditions, and at the ena of the day we

were so saddle-sore and tired that we were



glad encugh to lie down just where we were,
without even troubling to run up a little
but of branches of trees.

Dirk Mace, the foreman f the ranch, and
a real handyman, always knew what to de in
an e'nergenc!

On one occasion I had persuaded my
father, the boss of Boct Leg Ranch, to let
me go with Dirk and some of the cowhnn
who were trailing down a number of men
suspected of cattle rustling. We started
very - early in the morning, “and at sundown
Dirk called a halt, and we were all mighty
pleased, too; to get a rest, for we had been
over someé of the worst muntry that horses
bad ever been asked to

It was all rocks and hilll. and thick under-
growth, and, added to th t had rained
like fury best part of i.ine dsy. Unfor-
tunately, we had so far not even been re-
warded with a glimpse of the outluws we
were after.

The ground, of course. was soaking -wet,
and I wondered if we should have to stand
up all night, for it would have beecn madness
to have attem,
we knew that there was no_ shack
miles of us. But all the time I was thl.jkmg
Dirk Mace was busy, and I somehow felt
that he would sec us through all right.

He had already lit a big bonfire, and it was
very comforting to sit mear it, and feel the
warmth-giving glow. Already our drenched
clothes were almost dry upon uvs.

One of the other boys prepared a hot

drink, and then I noticed that Dirk hace
was startini to light another big bonfire.
“8ay, * 1 gaid to him, “You will be

roasting us ve if you make another fAre
like the othe ]l

The ranch foreman looked at me, and there
was & humorous smile upon his brown, hand-
eome flce

“I'm going to let the first one out in a
mj:mte o he replied, and I could tell by the
way he said it that he had somethinz in
view that was not yet apparent to a tender-
foot like me. In a few minutes the sccond
fire was blazing away right merrily, and the
first had- already hegun fo die down, as we
had put ne more fuel wpon it.

“That will be the night fire,” said Dirk;
indicating the new one to me. “And this"—
he commenced to rake the last glowing
enibers with a stick in order to back them
down—"this is where we are going to sleep—
when it's cool, of course !*

Dirk’'s wheeze was now quite plain to me.
When the first fire had completely gone out,
all that was left was a carpet of nice dry
wood ash, and all around where the big blaze
had been burning furiously some while before
the grass was charred, and the ground beau-
{ifally dry.

There was plenty of room for all our merry
party, and we quickly fell off to sleep. The
second t us warm in the night air,
and we awoke in roing thoroughly re-
frelhed and withont thn slightest traces of

remember this, boys, if you are faced
wlth a similar dlmculty Even if you have
a tent with you, it is an dry
the ground first, and lhe:l pitech it on the
spot where your fire was burning. There's
nothing like looking after yourselves, is there?
Yes. we caught the cattle rustlers the next
day, hut that is another story. It was a
long and exciting adventure. and perhaps
some day I will tell you all about it. if
Tom Merry can find room for me.
KIT WILDRAKE.

“Monty Lowther's
Brtght Idea.

THE GREA'I‘ FISH STORY.
By '_rom MERRY.

T was on the occasion of a hall the
other day when Harry Manuners, Manty
Lowther, and myself were seated
together, discussing ways and mcans

of passing the few spare hours before teu.

_8tudy No. 10 could mevcr boast of its
gooluess, but on this particular occasion, with
the. sun scorching in upon us, it gave one
an absolute feeling of laziness.

To make matters worse, Manners and
Lowther had perched themselves up on the
window-aﬁl, and were keeping out what
little fresh air did have a chance of
coming in.

Suddenly we were interrapted by a knoek
on our door.

‘to sleep on the grass, ln!lcl |

The "St. Jim’s News.

“Come in, fathead:!” Manners shoutel for

e.
0f course, I was greatly perturbed. Sup
sing it was a master, or, worse still, '.Ile

Il’ioad himself? Whateve- would hi: lave

thought of us? i
- Well, thank goodness it was only tie

Fourth-Form bounders. Of course, we all

rolled up our sleeves to stave off a pussiblie

jape, should one he intended.

The chaps were not in that mood, however,
and had come in to have a little chat,
being in the same position as ourselves.

Well, .we got thinking and th ilzlmvg
we could not drive the mail hame, as it
were. Then dear, delightful old (ri:ssy tried
to enlighten us on some mew fashiods, but
2 bosh with a cushion scon finished him,

“Quict, chaps,” 1 said; “this- won't co.

Why the dickens can’t someone think of

somcthing to do?”

There was then som. shouting in the corri-
dor outside, as though a heated argtment
was in progress.

)

but

Our door swung suddenly open, and there
on the threshold stood our worthy, be-
spectacled old friend, Skimmy. Before he
could utter an apology, Monty grasped him
by the shoulder.

“ Wherefore t.run thusness?” he demanded
in a harsh

The Irlghtener] Skimmy looked at him, and
offercd an explanation of his intrusion.

“ My -dear fellows,” said the weedy youth,
“¥ have just been expounding the tale of
the loaf and the ten fishes to Wynn, hut he_
seems to think it is an im ibility to feed so
mwgny nen on one loaf, and with ten fishes—"

Thu

mp !

“Oh'“ yelled Digby, as he fcll forward,
hanging his nose on the woaden tahle, having
been propelied by lowthers rough handling.
“What the merry dicken,

“Desist!" yelled Mcnty tmnncnl‘ “I've
—TI've really gob it.”

“You haven't,” interrupted Digby, rolling
up his sieeves in a warli ike attitude; “but
you're going to, and now

He was_ promptly held back hy several

ands, and Monty Lowther was asked to ¢x-
p]ain this nudden outburst.
ally, Dig, old man, I eouldn't help
it,” said Monty sorrcwfully. “It's like this.
I've got a whae:e. and a real good cne, too.
Talklng about fi
'he juniors loal:ed on spellbound at the
exclteﬂ Lowther, whose mouth was’ now
opening, but with no sound forthcoming.
was some scéconds before Monty con-
tinued :

“Listen, you fellows. and ! wiil a tale
unfold. As we are fishing for something to
do, and our friend has ¢ome in with a
fishy yarn, it has occurred to me that we
can while away the time dangling the sus-

pended pin, and_endeavouring to tempt the
tlny 'tiddler What say you?”

It was not long hefore the

occupants

grasped the situation, and then, with cne

bound, they pounced upon their chum in
a bod,

¥.

The juniors strn-ghtnway ventured to ask
Kildare to accompany a party of them down
to the river on a little fishing expedition.
The captain of the schoo!, kind and con-
siderate fellow that he Is, got interested

in the notien right away.

It was a cheerful party, some from the
New House, others from the School House,
h a rod and line apiece, and
command of Eric Kildare,

to the River Rhyl to fish
for the ei\ulve "'.IddIer To make the outing
more interesting, pm e gffered a silver-
handled walking-stick fo the member of the
party who succeeded in getting the first bite.

Arthur Augustus remarked it was a “weal

certainty ¥ for him, as when he last fished
with Earl Eastwood he landed eight pounds’
worth before bis uncle had baited his line,

The river was soon reached, and the party
scattered themselves on the bank, rods and

lines at zero, waiting for the order to
*“bait up.” 5
The order given, all fingers twitched

nervously with the exception of ome, David
Llewellyn Wynn, who, strange to say, had
eaten his bait, having had.to satlsl! an
ezeute attack of hunger en route. Of course,
this meant a false start, and the lzule dlfﬂ
culty was gol over by “all. setting to work
with a will to dig for a worm with which to
bait Fatty’s pin. The pecessary item was
soon found, and, with a s Ins!: all Tlines
dropped into the water |

The fishing erowd watched m!gnt!y for their
Boats to bob, indicating a possible bite.
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Excitement came very eurly in the way,
of a terrific shout from Herbert Skimpole.
It was not the learning of Professar Baim
crumpett that cansed this sudden cuiburst,
but, needless to say, the naturalist of S§.
Jim's was the first one to get a bite—a real
live bite it was, too, and on his very ear!
A saucy gnat, having spotted Fkimmy's ear
sticking out like the eails of a windmill,
had alighted thereon, and made a playful
hi A sharp clap with his right haud,

.am! Sklmmy 8000 succecded in drumming out

so pestered him, the
little anjmal falling a Iirelsan thing by hi
side. hm| evidently bitten off .uore than
it could ¢

A hnglat 1d.za then struck Wynn, the noted
x:cﬁ.h:- of t.h New House. Hu riedly drawing
line, he Bfﬂxnd the dead guat to his
pm, and then slung his line in agaio with
the others.

There were cries of annoyance {rom both
sides as the dropping line disturbed the fish
preparing to gobble ilbe delicious luxuries
Ir!au;.llng before their noscs from the cother
ines.

All was soon quiet agair.

long.

Suddenly Wynn, with a sharp movement,
nearly upsetting his chums and sending them
rolling into the water, drew in his iine,

There was amazement written on all faces,
for there, shining in the sun. was a real live
fish—and Fatty had caught it.

he winner of the walkms:-xhck was pro-
claimed with much an lause. He can he
scen any day now walking alcng swincing
his stick, and lcoking the very cateh of the
season himself.

Towser, The Terrible
Tyke.
NO WONDER FIGGINS
LAUGHE

but not . for

By GEORGE HERRIEE.

We were feeling a trifie riled. By “we"”
1 mean Blake, Digger. and Gussy, and
myself, who share Study No. & George Fig-
gins had been on the war- puth egain, and
succceded in carr; |||g out & jape in a manner
far too successful for our geuenl liking. So
I conccived the idea of zending my dear old
dog Towser across to the Casual Ward for the
purpose of obtaining a suitable trophy with
which we could crow over Figgins for ever
mare

took Towser just five minutes to get
‘Lhe sort of thing we wanted. My pet roshed
back into the study panting, and carried a
considerable portion of somc unlucky indi-
\udul]'s nether garments.
“Figgins'!" we cried, :As Blake beld up the
plece of glrmanb to i
“ Looks raﬂ;l:: nl:i expensiv& cloth for Figgy

to. .wear, it?" remarked Dighy
culmlﬂl!

hat very moment George Figgins
enumd the study himself. He had a bright
smile on his face, and we noticed with

puzzled frowns that his nether garments were
quite intact.
“You fcllows aren't hall
trouble !” he remarked ominously.
We stared at him with many misgivings.
And then Blake asked him what he was gass-

about,
“ Well,” rinped, “your dear bowzer
Towser has ]nn? paid a brief visit to the New
House, and :mked out half the seat of old
Rateliff’s trocks!” .

STOP PRESS.
Miss Ethel Cleveland on Iioihlay.
In our last issue Miss Cleveland
ended her article by saying she would
write this we m  how George
Edward Barby spent his first days at
8t. Jim’s as a new boy. You will see
that her article is missing, and my
explanation is that she has gone away
for a holiday. Her article will appear
next week as usual

N’O PARLIAMENTARY MEETING.

bates this week are also of—for
iu.ll explanations sce next week's
issue. There will also be a splendid
article with a dia, dgram deu]mg with
sceret pansage- and Pepper's Barn, by
Ernest Le

M MERRY.
Tar Gex mer.—No. 709,
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A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College. By IVOR HAYES.

NEW READERS START HERE.

Tom Mace, the sor of a er wins a p for
Millford College. The poor circumstances in which he has lived
earn for him the scorn of Simon Lundy Co., the school snobs.
Spikey Meadows, a friend of Tom's father, Mr. Bill Mace, calls
upon Tom, and tries to persuade the lad to leave a window open,
&0 that he car enter the school at night. Returning late that
evening, Tom fs gquestioned by his Form-master, Mr. Mullins, who
is startled when Tom mentions the name of Meadows. The
mystérious Mr. Mullins, who knows something about Meadows, dis-
misses Tom - with a slight punishment. The following day Tom
sees Mr. Gale, whom he seen in conversation with Spike
Meadows when journeying to the school. Mr. Gale warns the la
againat this man. Later Tom's mother comes to the school, and
Lundy takes this opportunity of insulting her. Tom would have
fought the snob but for the promise to his mother not to fight.
Tom s _again visited by Spikey Meadows, the incident being wit-
nessed by Lundy and Mr. Gale. Lundy & rather interested, and
meets Spikey Meadows himself. He is encouragéd by him to place
a bet. Mainly through Tom's efforts, his Porm win an important
cricket match, and his companions suggest that an election should
be held for a new Form captain, It goes strongly in favour of
the "scholarskip lad, for most of ti Jellows are heartily sick of
Lundy & Co. But Lundy is not salisfied, and the point is to be
determined by o fight. Tom knoeks Lundy down, but Bradley, who
i keeping time, tries to cheat him of victory.

(Now read on.)
Tom Mace’s Vietory ! 2
OR a moment no one doubted Bradshaw's counts.
But before he could count out *four” quite two
seconds elapsed.
**Fair play !” howled the crowd. *Take the watch
away !"” 7

Bus the Sixth-F who was ref ing had taken -the
precaution to check the count, and he sang out *“Eight!”

Lundy heard that and jumped up. e was savage now—
hia temper out of control. And those who watched knew that
he was a bepten man.

His temper had gone, and unless he recovered it this
would be the last round.

He went at Tom like a bull at a gate—madly, blindly. E

Tom staved him off, but he was up against the side of the
ring now. Garnet stood behind him, and Garnet gave Tom’s
ankle a sly, cruel kick. 4 :

No one saw it; they were watching the fighting, not the
fighters' feet.

‘Thus when Tom in pain dropped his left arm for & second
there was a gasp of surprise,

With,a sweeping right swing that had every ounce of his
weight and strength behind it Lundy caught Tom just under
thakleft ear, almost lifting the scholarship lad’s jaw from its
socket.

Down like a log went Tom. - He did not open his eyes, he
did not move at all; he seemed dead to the world, ,

Panting and triumphant, Lundy drew back a pace.

Tom's hour of triumph seemed short indeed.

“Now who's captain?’ hooted Garnet, and there was a
deep silence.

The Sixth-Former had already started to count.

“One!” counted the Sixth-Former, amidst a hush.

Tom Mace stirred slightly, though he did not rise, but
remained as he had fallen, a helpless figure on the gym floor.

“Who's captain 7" .

That query echoed through the gym, and reached the ears
of Tom. Yet he was powerless to move. That cruel kick
that Garnet had given him still hurt, but it was forgotten.
Somehow he seemeq to feel no pain, although his whole frame
\vnfs subjected to a peculiar numbness he had never felt

fore.

Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. T09.

“Tom!” whispered Bob Peel anxiously.

man, there’s a chance yet!”

ob Peel’s tone was pleading, and his face was worried and
exceedingly anxious. gor the cheerful fellow could not bear
the thought that his chum was to be defeated—and by such
a fellow as Lundy.

Moreover, it was a fight for the captaincy.  Peel could not
forget that, and now it would mean that Lundy would retain
the leadership, and probably the juniors would lose faith in

o .

“Come on, old

L. -

Valiantly, though his brain swam, Tom Mace strove
gallantly to rise to his feet. The Sixth-Former was still
counting :

* Bix—seven—"

Tom Mace stirred s!iqht] , and Peel shrugged his shoulders.

“The poor old chap’s done!” he-zaid. * Unless— My
word! He's gelting up! He's up!” b

By an almost superhuman effort, Tom Mace had - raised
himself on one arm, then though his head seemed to hang
like lead, he had got on to his feet. He ducked away from

his opponent, 5
- Lundy . ga: with amazement and annoyance. He had
thought and hoped that Tom was a beaten man. When the'"

scholarship lad had fallen so heavily, the bully of the Fourth
thought 2ll was over. But he had been mistaken, as he learnt-

now.
“@Go in and finish him, man |” shrieked Garnet.

*Yaas, absolutely !” echoed Bradshaw.- '*Finish him, you
know. Wipe the cad up, Lundy, old man.”

And that is just what Lundy would have liked to have
done. He gritted his teeth, and, crouching low, went for
his smaller opponent‘ i

Tom Mace's head was clearer now, and he watched Lundy’s -
every movement warily. With the return of his senses. {in
brain had quickly thought over the last few moments before
that terrible right swing that had -floored him.

He remembered the kick upon the ankle—he could hardly
&o_r g it, for the aching sensation in his leg wmade him limp

ightly.

ft was then that Tom knew there had been treacherous
work of wome kind, So during the last few seconds of thal
round he kept well into the centre of the ring.

Lundy’s eyes had a strange glitter, venomous and vicious,
and his lips formed a thin, straight line—a line that always
speaks of cruelty.

The crowd was silent now. To most of them it seemed that
this round must be the end—with only one end, too—the
defeat of Tom Mace .

Once, twice, Lundy rushed, but each time Tom side-stepped
and sent into the cad’s face a left, which, though stinging,
bad not the power or speed of Tom’s usual punches. .

Now Lundy was more careful, and he approached, with his
usual erouch, waiting for a suitable chance to hook over one
of those lefts. .

A gasp went round the ring as Lundy rushed, and Boh
Peel gave an exclamation of dismay. hh was the end.
Bob was sure of that.

To most of the fellows present Tom Mace resenibled a
wounded but very game bird, with Lundy the cruel, ready to
spring. ‘

He sprang, aiming at Tom's head, ready for the side-step
and the left lead that he felt would follow. Being prepared:
for that left, Lundy hoped to avoid it, and send home a haok
that would finish the fighf for ever.

That hook might have cSme off if only Lundr could huve
made Tom Mace miss that lead. But he couldn’t. His head
seerned a magnet that drew the scholarship lad’s left glove,
and not only drew it. but held it.



Another Splendid Portrait in Next Week’s *“ Gem.” - 17

The sound as Tom’s gloved fist met Lundy’s mouth, could
be heard above the many whispers: N %

Then, even as Lundy staggered back, came the referce’s
eall of “Time !"

Into the human ring ran Garnei, with Bradshaw at his -

heels, and' between them the two led their leader to his
: But, apart from his two bosom pals, Lundy was left
alone.

In Tom Mace's corner, though, there was a small erowd of
{]:lluwn all endeavouring to shake the scholarship lad by the

alone knows!" exc! ed Bob Peel. ‘“Honestly, I thought
you had _5cme for , Tom."

“So did' 1,” nodded Rider. My stars, wasn't Tom’s a
punch, though ?”

“It was,” said another who stood by. *And if it hadn't
beerll ,Eor time being called, old Lundy would have gone right
out !” - .

And that seemed the general opinion. 'No one appeared to
be in any way sorry for E:nd , or at all hopeful that he would
succeed. Even if he won the fight and ngainod the cap-
tainey, it was doubtful if he wouiﬁ bhave any loyal supporters
awmongst the juniors. ”

was fanning Tom as for dear life, while Rider sponged
the scholarship lad's face,
_ And Tom Mace 'llgI back on the chair that some thoughtful
junior had brought him.” Tom's head ached, his ankle ached,
and in his position many fellows would then and there have
thrown up the ﬁﬁ‘ht

“By the way, Tom,” said Peel suddenly, “ whatever made
you drop your guard and let Lundy get home on you ™

Before replying to that question, Tom glanced round at

faces near to him. and then across to where Garnet was
tporigmg his leader’s face.

“Tll tell you another iime,” said Tom.
aching like fury.”

At that rather jumbled announcement Peel blinked, and he
looked anxiously at Rider.

But Rider, who was sharper witted than Peel, lau?hed.

“1 get you, Tom,” he said. *Weren’t you in front of
Garnet-at the time, old man?"’

Tom Mace nodded and smiled. Rider had caught his
meaning.

“Then I'll stand behind the dear chap this time,” said
Rider, ‘““and keep my eyes skinned.”

The referee called “Time!” and the two Principds went
forward into the ring again. Rider took Peel's arm.

“Chump!” he whispered. “Don’t you understand?
Garnet hacked Tom’s ankle—that’s why he dropped his guard.
Watch for squalls this round !” ¢

Peel whistled and understood.

The second round opened rather tamely, for Tom being
sfightly lame, could not open hostilities, and had to leave
that part of the fighting to Lundy. But that youth was not
80 sure of himself now as he had been in the first round.

He had no affection for those stinging lefts, and he wanted
to steer clear of them. But in that he had set himself a
rather difficult task. Once he went in to a lead, but could
not get away quickly. 2 B

Like_ lightning Tom hit to his opponent’s jaw, and again
with his right to the ear.

“"dE let out a gasp, and, much shaken, went back, fol-
lowed by Tom’s relentless, drumming fists, which played
havoe on the cad’s face and Hig

“ Follow him up !” came a roar from the crowd.

*Knock him out!”

-“Now for a oner!”

Tom knew that he had got Lundy beaten—knew as well as
R iager fell 1 d rapidl bl

e bigger fellow was losing und rapidly, at every blow.
Into the Se of the ring wentﬁndy, with Tom Mace close
upon him, Now Lundy was by Garnet, and that fellow was
watching keenly out of his ratlike eyes.

. Bmash, sma:
body. Ti punches they were, and for half a4 second
Lundy dropped his arms, as he drew back from a left,

Then was Garnet’s chance. But suddenly that wonderful
opportunity passed. Dick Rider, wide awake, and watchful,
stipped his arm round Garnet’s waist, and to that fellow's
dismay, lifted him clear of the ground, and back. -

Not a word of protest did Garnet utter; he was too sur-
And Lundy, as he saw his trickster companion foiled,
almost lost heart. i

Yet in Lundy there was aomething that bade him give his
?p}gonmt one last punch—one reminder of the hatred that he
eld,

So he rallied, and went into the attack. This change of
front, purprising though it was to the juniors who formed the
ring, did not amaze Tom. For the scholarship lad, like a good
boxer, had been watching-his opponent’s eyes. )

He saw_that attack coming a second or so before it arrived.
And Tom knew the form it would take,

nd. .
“How on earth ﬁ.u got_up after that smasher, goodness
=

“My ankle is

! went the punches upon Lundy’s head and ;

~.blaff.

Lundy’s left feinted a drive; then, as Tom had expecied,
his right came up for a swing.. Quick as lightning Tom
muntgmd,_and went in to close quarters.

A right jab, that bruised Lundy’s ribs and made him gasp,
took away the last vestige of that fellow's ebbing spirit.

A smashing right on' the mark crumpled the ex-Form
captain up, and sent him recling back, just to comfortable
h!&{ing d;stanoe.

en clean as a knife through butter went Tom’s left, with
the whole of his lithe body behind it. And Lundy, with one
last gasp that seemed to be the signal of defeat, went toppling
back like a felled tree.,

“"(;’l,ut!" cried Bob Peel, with a light-hearted skip. *“He's
out !

The referee and timekeeper held up his hand for silence,
and commen to count.

“ Une—two—three—"

Eagerly the crowd waited and watched. But Lundy was
out; no doubt about that, If that blow on the solar plexus
bad not been enough, the left to the point of the jaw had
been all too sufficient. Now the big fellow lay a silent,
unprotesting, crumpled heap.

“ Six—sgev eight—nine—out !”

Lundy la‘ym:hll.

r rose that bade fair to lift the roof from the
gym. Lundy was out—completely out

Tom Mace was once more the hero of the hour.

“ Hurrah !”

“Tom Mace!"” &

The gloved captain of the Form bowed and smiled.

“Thank you'!” he said softly; then stooped to raise his
fallen opponent. And he was the only one there to do it. -

Garnet had gone, with Rider’s vigorous boot behind him;
and Bradshaw, when he saw the way things were going, had
gone, 100, lest someone should pick & quarrel with him. For
2ll he knew, Tom Mace might decide to fight him,

And the first thing that Lundy heard as he came to wera
the cheers for Tom Mace. To f‘ y that was worse even
than the defeat, and that had been bad enough, in all con-
science. :

Tom Mace was now the hero of the hour—captain of the
Form. And Lundy had tried so hard to keep the scholarship
lad under—had tried hard to make. the other fellows scorn
Tom, even as Lundy himself did. . ¥

_ Rogues In Couneil. :
DUSK was_falling as Mr. Mullins, the master of the

Fourth Form at- Millford College, came ocut of the
School House and commenced to cross the quad-
rangle, &

A slight breeze was blowing through the tree-tops, but the
evening was nev eless warm, almost oppressive.

My. Mullins was whistling to himself, as though he seemed
happy. Yet there was no reason for that happiness. For
had not Tom Mace that afterncon made himself popular
throughout the school? And Mr. Mullins hated Tom—
possibly for no other reason than that the lad was at Millford
on_a s ip.

By now he had reached the gate on the far side of the
quasrmgle. The small gate was locked, but Mr. Mullins

_took from his pocket a key.

It was a private gate, to which masters alone had the key.
Thus when they came in late at_night they could let them-
selves into the school grounds without disturbing the echool
porter, or anyone else who might hear the glanginghl;eil.

As yet it was only just past nine, The juniors had gone
to , but lights still showed from various windows high
up in the front of the school, which told that masters and
seniors were still awake and in their studies.

Mr. Mullins had no desire whatever to stay in the school.
To tell the truth, the master of the Fourth was not particu-
larly fond of school life, but he had adopted it from force
of necessity. i

Out in &m small path that. led from the side door down
to the lane that ran by the front of the school, he waited,
locking round.

Ho thought he had heard & noise. His thin lips tightened.
The first Iiought that entered his mind was that the sound
might have been caused by some juniors breaking school
bounds. That was why the master waited, keeping close to
the wall, so that he could see without being seen.

A snapping twig, a footfall, and a figure stood before

him. Mr. Mullins started and raised his eyes, staring at the
man. He was big and shabbily dressed, and he leaned closer,
. and peered into 5:3 master’s face.

“You!” he said. My stars!”

Mr. Mullins drew back against the wall. :

“ What do you mean?” he asked hoarsely, attempting a
“Y don’t know you, my man. Why are you hanging
round here at_this time of night?”

The -man grinned.
Tue Gem Liprary.—No. 709.
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%(Clome off it!” he said. “Don’t work that gaff with me.
8'pose you think I don’t know you. I'd like to know how you
thought I'd forget?”

“I don't know you"' sna ped the master.
from this school, man, or I will rouse the porter

The master waved his hand, and the rufﬁnn be{ore him -

sneered.
“Not so fast, matey,” said the man.
all nght. You can’t ]né Spikey Meadows.”
“3-8pikey Meadows!”
“0Oh, chuck it, Edgar, whatever you call yourself now !
“ Mullins—my name is Mullins, and I am a master at this
school.”
“(Oh, well, then, Mullins.

g Get away

#You know me

1

That’s as good a name as any

other—eh? You were Morris when I klww you. A master
T’ve seen you about ’ sre,am though you' ed
your 'air, and changed a bit, I Taven't furgotten. ] hall
never forget the time—"
Stop!” cried“the master, *That is over now. I am a
mump—

Ii{ key Meadows nodded.
16

iding?” he sneered. You

“Well, it was a good way.
had an eddication, and you nl\\ays was 2 penman.

4
Dunt suppose you had much difficulty in geumg a job
ere,”

“j don’t understand you,” said the master,

Spikey Meadows clicked his teeth.

“Come off it!” he snarled. “Cut the cnck!e, Bullmn, or
Mullins, whatever it is. I know why you're 'ere, You're on
iha same job as I am—tha ’eadmaster’s pictures!”

“The headmaster’s—"'

Mr. Mullins dropped his jaw.

“So that's your game!” he cried. * You're hanging round
here so that you can get into the school and get those!”

“ Surprises you—eh?” he said, “You'd never think of
such a bad, wicked mhame as that! Oh dear, nol’ He
lowered his voice. “Now, you listen to me. is is a big
deal. A mwan I know's offered thousands for those p:cturen,
nndﬁm on the job with another bloke, one Bill Mace.”

A

“Yeos, Mace, father of your bright scholard, Tom, of that
ilk, Know 'i

“Of course I” anapped the master.
on_scholarship,”

“That's nght » said Spikey. “That kid's a nuisance,
though. Rill and me thought he'd do the open window stunt.
Then things 'ud be easy. He could do several things for us,
too. Those pictures are in the ’eadmaster’s h'bmry—

Mr. Mullins was anxious and silent. He had been in per-

tual fear ever since he had been at the school. And now

“He's a new boy, here

is fist thought was to resign.

Ybﬁ." Simply Must Get This Week’s ** Boys® Herald "}

But Meadows seemed to read the mastor’s tl:o ta.

“1 ain’t finished ” said the tuffian. ot by any
manner of means. is kid lmtnugmdwus,lmt you are.
You re going to leave that window oOpen, or up comes your

aimnst_you with a bang!”
2 g { ejaculated the master.

t—what do you mean"'
“¥You want me, a. master of to leave a window
open, so that you can come in n-d -tenl the pictnres! You
jce——-""

fool! T will report you to ﬂm pol

Meadows gave a gratin,
i “Oh, yes Fhe nl’n gnun s very fine, that! “But, listen
0 The .

It is you tl:ae 1l be reported, my friend. Wou've been
’idden down ’ere for a time, but your game'll be up if I'm

lagged by the police.”

r. Mullins wen't guite white. Here in the school he had
deemed himself safe. He had gone straight, too, and had
thought that his past was qmie forgotten. But now, with

ea.gowa return, alllsoem black again.

“Do what I ulk repeated Bpikey Meadows, “and i
leave you alone. Th Im'Eet you're alive, Mullins,™

muster was trembling with agitation now.

“ Why couldn’t you leave me ulnns!" he groaned. “I have
done nothing to you, Mmduws

Meadows shook his

“Will you do it?” he uled angrily.

And then after another long pause, the master nodded.

had & key to that side-gate.” said Meadows. “ You
can g:va me that. It will npnmva very useful. And don’t
forget—leave that small window open to-morrow night !”

'he master nodded weakly.

“All right,"” he said. I will!”

Mr, Mullins turned on his heel and, after handing the key
of the side-gate to Meadows, Tetumed to the school. He had
ceme out for a stroll in the cool night air. But he did not
fe;l l‘:’ks ha‘nlmll now.

nd while the master was pacing the stud; ing to clear
his mind of doubts and fsxrs),’a u.r§ dy, Bra iaf:,ylrﬁi Garnet
were creeﬁl ng across the quadrangle to the side-ga

Lundy hed a key to this gate. o had taken 3:0 liberty of
pudo:mng Mr. Muiling’ one day, and had had a copy made
of it. The gate, to his surprise, was unlock:

The three knuts stopped. They had come there, breaking
bounds, to me={ Spikey Meadows. Lundy was more keen
than ever now to find out from Meadows the truth about Tom

Mace.
“Hallo !” said Lundy.
Meadows came forward.
- Hnllo me lads !" he said. “I've got bad news!"”
“Bad news!” ejaculated Lundy. ‘Whut about? You

don't mean Pride of lha Mornmg lost !
(A splendid is grand school story
ml Waduuday )

“ Here you are !”
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