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My Dear Chums,—

This week | want to tell you just a
little about the new serial which | have
secured for the * Gem.” This splendid
yarn is called, * The Valley of Surprise,”
and it is a surprise, | assure you.
course, it is a mistake to suggest that the
old world has all been explored. We
have Sir Ernest Shackleton starting in
his ship, the Quest, te prove the contrary.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Anyhow, the auther of ** The Valley of
Surprise ©” shows that there is plenty of
genuine romance left.

Talk about a surprise! You will be
ready to admit the coming serial is all
that, and more. It describes just those
fascinating adventures, which after read-
ing about, you find yourself thinking
over later on, wishing all the time that
you could find yourself a passenger on
some trim-built ship en route for farther
lands. 1 am not going to give away the
story. It will suffice to say that the
travellers fetch up in a positive wonder-
fand! There is a splendid atmosphere of
reality about this serial, and 1 am sure

you will like it when it commences in a
shart time new,

Naturally 1 sheuld like to draw atten-
tion ‘toe the gay-spirited * 8t Jim's
News.”” The ingenious and smartly
edited little supplemegnt has come to stay,
and 1| fancy everybody appreciates the
sidelights on the schoesl, and. the interest-
ing news concerning the charnchrs—usti
for which there is no pnalhfa room in the
regular stories.

Next week's ‘“ Gem ”" will epntaip a
really magnificent story of the famous
chums, and you must not miss this one
en any account.

YOUR EDITOR.
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Hreveeee
MISTAKEN.

Old Lady: “Where can I 3et a ticket
to Pernzance, my mm

Porter: - "Thmugh “that pigeon-hole,
madam."”

Old Lady: * Don’t be uilg! How can
I get through that pigeon-hole—a stout
woman like me #°—C, George, 56, Bruns-
wick Road, Handsworth, Bmmmgham

THOROUGH ENJOYMENT.
The .last tramp found the pantry
iuppvlu-_s exhausted, but the mistress made
it- 2 rule never to turn anyone away

EHIPI{v-hnnded
ere’s a penny for you, my man,”
she said to the d- luukmﬁ individual
svho. stood under the porch holding out
his hand. ~*“I'm not giving it to you out
of chamy, but because it pleases me.

“ Thankee, mum,” said the 't
- but couldn’t you make it a shilling an:
enjoy yourself thor hly’”—M;u Fda]
Davies, 1, Mil treet, Trecyman,
Aberdare.

A MBFIT.
that eus-

Bhopkeefer- “What made

tomer walk out? Did you offend him?”

Asggistant: © I don’t know. He ssid he
hat to suit his head, and 1

showed him a soft one.’—E. Oummlng,

34, Median Rowd, Clapton, E. b.

WONDERS WILL NEVER CEASE.
Grnndpa finished telling his grandson,
about the clever tricks the con-

Jurer {md perfurmed at a reemt enter-

tainment. “That's nothing,” aaad,
Johnny, “to what our grocer did!”
“ And whnt did he do¥” ““Why, he tdok

the threeshilling and the two-and-four
butter out of the same tub!”—N. Green,
22, New Road, Stepney, E. 1.

. THE ONLY WAY.
Landlady: “I believe in letti
boil for thirty minutes. That’s tl

ooéee

e only

‘OWN

way to get the goodnebs out of it.” New
Boarder (tasting his coffee and leavmg
it}: “You succeeded admirably, ma’am.
—Williara - Fullerton, Camp Lodge,
Blaris, Lisburn, Belfast.

MISPLACED ADVICE,

Two countrywomen were
about thrift.

“D’ye see that purse?” demanded one.
with a triumphant air. “It’s the one I
bought. when I was married, twenty
years ago, and it’s as good as new now.

“That's nof,bmg 1’ replied the other

& You know my husband—
John?”

“O:f course I doI'  What about him,
Nell

“Hos my first husband, and you've

ree. Dop’t you preac-b thrift to

me |"—Miss Jean y, 33, I}clxthna

Street, Btockwell, S.W.0.

arguing

A FEAT OF STRENOTH.
Two boys were having an argement
e their respective strengths.
said the first boy, “I go to

seel

CORNER.” §

Half-a-crown is paid for all contributions printed on this page.
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HELD UP, "y
A little boy was playing with a pin in
ol, and was ordered to give ii to
his teacher, * Give me that pin at e,
Billy!” said the mistress. “ Bo ¥
came from Bill “Why do you cry?”
asked the teacher, * Because that! ‘.ph]

held my trousers up!” wailed Billy.—
Miss Vera Martin, 34, Church Street,
Twickenham. i

JUMSBGO. h

Jumbo, made famous by P. T.
Barnum, was an African elephant, eleven
feet six inches in height, and six tons in
weight. He was captured when young,
and at three years of age was transferred
from the Jardin-des Plantes to the
Zoological  Gardens, London. Mr,
Barnum bcﬂ&%ht Jumbo for ten thousand
dollars in 1882, and took him to America.
where for three years he was the chief
circus attraction. Jumbo came to appd
A was killed when crossing a
rail-track in Canada, ~ His skin is
mounnted, and stands in the Barnum
Museum, at Tuft’s College. The skelo-
ton is_at the Ameuclm Museum of
Nntumé Hsftory .—dJ. A, Dennis, 1, For

the well and pn!l up twenty gallons of .Rold,

water every morn

“That’s nuthmg'” cried the other. ﬁ
the river |

“I take a boat and pull up
every day.”’—Miss Nancy Laing, Dunure
Terrace, Troon, Ayrshire, N.B.

im uomfl;‘nt wedu:t o,
men to g-remu!
“What have 1 done?” (:r.wd fha other.
But the effect was quite spoiled, for a
g f voice fmm the gaﬁel‘ shouted :
glnkaa mu and ’ave a look 17
B. R. 18, Alredule Road, South
Faling. W. 5.’

RATIONAL.

“And what is the dollie cal[ed my
dear?” , * Margarine.” Wh éer: you
ﬁl\'o her such 8 nnme?” ause
aven't nn% but ’er.”—E. Strauss, 54,
Broomhall Btreet, Sheffield,

VERY POLITE.

A 3 man sitting in a crowdcd
train ga.ve up his geat to & lady. The lady
gat down. * Beg your pardon,” said the
young man, “but did 1 you eay

anything 7" *“No,” was the reply; “I
md nothing » Oh, T thought yau  aid
*Thank you! ” B'm ﬁle young fellaw.
—Arthur Grfqy andos Road,
Cricklewood,
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A Grand Long Complete
By Martin

CHAPTER 1.
« Gated.”

[ OTTEN !” =
R * “T¢’s the limit !”
“The giddy limit !” .
“Pway be patient deah boys!” said Arthur
13

Augustus D’Arcy.  "TH wathah disconcertin’ to be gated
like this, but un the cires—"

“Jt's all rot 1"

«Bosh 1"

«Undah the cires,” repeated D'Arcy of the Fourth firmly,
“the Head is quite wight. It is certainly vewy disconcertin’,
but I appwove of the line Dr. Holmes has taken.”

Arthur Augustus D"Arcy addressed the group of exas rated
juniors in the quadrangle at St Jim’s in_his most fatherly

3 tly, Arthur August imagined that his
approval settled the matter, and that the grousing would cease
forthwith, Ho was mistaken. A dozen voices answered him,
and ge'unsweﬂ were not of a complimentary nature.

s 17

«Fathead I" .

“Weally, you fellows——-"

“ We're gated!” growled Jack Blake.  Every dashed
fellow in the dashed school has got to koep inside the dashed
gatesevery dashed :l:g\—-—"

What & lot of dashes!” murmured Cardew of the Fourth,

_«All_because a- dashed lion has escaped from a dashed
cireus !”” continued Blake warmly.

“Yaas, but—""

“] guess it would be no joke to meet that pesky lion on the
road,” remarked Kit Wildrake. “Better to be gated than
gobbled, Blake.”

“Yaas, wathah!" -

“That's all very well,” said Tom Merry, “but we don’t
want to be shut-up within gates for goodness knows how long.
it's rot, in my opinion, e chaps in the village aren’t kept
indoors."”

“The Head is wesponsible for us, Tom Mewwy,” said
Arthur  Augustus, Wand with a fewocious lion pwowlin’
awound— 2

“Rot !” said Baggy Trimble.

“Weally, Twimble—"

“Who's afraid of a lion?” said Baggy Trimble valiantly.

“Yon are, for one, my fat pippinl!” remarked Monty
Lowther, and there was a hm%l\.

" You'd jolly well see, if the beast came this way,” said
Trimble disdainfully. * Nothing to be airaid of in a lion.
You've heard of the power of the human eye on animals,
All you have to_do is to fix him with your eye.
requires nerve. 1f I came on the lion, I should fix him witl
my eye and quell him, you know—"" .

“] can ses you doing it!” chuckled Manners.

“Ha, ba, ha ! .

Y jolly well wish I had tha chance,” said Trimble, “I
know what would halnpen if the lion jumped over the wall at
this minute. You fellows would bolt for cover.”

41 rather fancy we should,” agreed Tom Merry. 1
shouldn’t feel like staying to argue the point with the lion.”

“Wathah not I’

«Well, I shouldn't bolt,” said Trimble loftily. “1 should
face him with perfect coolness and iron nerve. Fixing my eye
upon him, I should advance, and—""

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

Baggy Trimble had succeeded in introducing some much-
needed comic relief into the strained situation.

The state of affairs af St. Jim’s just then was not agreeable,

and it was no wonder that the juniors were “ grousing.”
The previous day the lion had escaped from Sankey's Circus,

Clifford.

and it was still at large. The animal had taken to the woods,
and though it was being hunted on all sides, it had not been
captured yet.

those circumstances, the Head of St Jim's had very
wisely decided to kog tha whole school within gates.

Undoubtedly, the 's decision was a wise one, but it did
not recommend itself to the juniors, .

They did not want to be ated, and they did not wani to
be “coddled,” as some of them regarded it. They were
prepared to_take their walks abroad as usual, and chance
meeting his Majesty the King of Beasts.

But that was nob to be! The fiat had gone forth, and all
8t, Jim's was gated till news should be received of the capture
of the lion, from Kildare, the captain of the school, down
to the smallest fag. . 2
i Hence the warm discussion in the quadrangle after morning

essons.

“ After all, the dashed lion can’t be avarywhere at once,”
said Jack Blake. *“If he's in the woods, as they say, we can
keep olear of the woods. I don't see why we shouldn’t go
along the river.”

“No reason at all,” said Kangaroo of the Shell. * But the
Head means business.”

“Yaas, wathah, And I weally think—""

“Oh, dry up, Gussy!” implored Blake. “It’s bad enough
without you giving us a sermon on the subject.”

“Weally, Blake—""

“I¢s utter rot!"” said Trimble, “If you fellows will back
me up, we'll clear off. Fm quite willing to join in hunting
for the lion. In fact, I think we ought to lemi a hand. Once
I gob him fixed with my eye—"" ;s

‘There's somethin’ in what Trimble says,” remarked
Cardew, in a thougbtful sort of way. “¥f he could once look
the lion full in the face, his features ought to do the rest!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You sifly ass, Ea:dew 1" roared Trimble. “I don't mean

that. I mean—

“You fellows know the effect of Trimble’s features on a
chap who secs ‘them for the first time,” continued Cardew._
4Tf he came suddenly on the lion, the lion might be expected
to faint. In a fainting condition e might be secured—"

“Ha, ha, ba!” .

Baggy Trimble snorted an, rily.

He did not like his valour being taken as 2 joke. With the
lion a zood many miles away, and the high school walls
around him, Baggy Trimble's courage was unbounded. He -
was prepared to face unflinchingly any number of wild beasts
that weren’t there L :

“Y¥ou can cackle,” he snorted. But if the lion happened-
to come this way, you'd see. While you fellows were scooting
for cover 1 should fix him with my eye, and—and—
Wha-a-at's the matter, Cardew 1"

Trimble broke off suddenly, as he saw a startled look on
Cardew's face. Cardew was staring towards the gates, through
the metal bars of which a strip of the road could be seen.
 Good heavens !" gasped Cardew.

“Wha-a-at—"

“Did you fellows see it? Run ™ shouted Cardew. *Don’t
wait till the lion jumps over the gate.”

“Yaroooooh !” ) . e

Baggy Trimble forgot all about ﬁxnécg}lthe lion with his bold,
unflinohing eye. He started for the School House at a frantic
run, colliding with Arthur Augustus T’ Arcy, and sending that
noble youth staggering aside.

“Ow! Bai Jove!” gas D’Arcy.

“Oh! Ow! Help!” spluttered Trimble, as he scudded
frantically h;‘r the open doorway of the School House.

w

Ha, ha, ha!”
Tag Gex Linrary.—No. T10.
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Everybody but Trimble knew that it was a false alarm, and
that Raiph Reckness Cardew was pulling the fat Jjunior’s leg.
But Trimble was too terrified to think of that. = He bolted
breathlessly up the steps and into the School House, and met
Kildare of the Sixth in the doorway. The eaplain of St. Jim’s
was just stepping out as Trimble bolted in. There was a
terrific collision, 2

Cra

“Oooooooooh ! gasped Kildare, as he reeled back and sat
on the floor. Baggy Trimble staggered breathlessly,

The captain of St. Jim’s was on his feet in a moment. He
grasped Trimble’s collar as the fat Fourth-Former plunged on
for the staircase.

G t are you up to; you fat lumatic?” roared Kildare,

i mb% vigorously,

** Yarooooh !” -

“ You—you—-—="

“The lion ! yelled Trifble. “He's jumping over the gate !
Yarcooh! He's got some of the fellows already—— Leggo!
Help! Rescue! Lions! Yow-ow!”

Kildare, still grasping Trimble by the collar, stared out into
the quad. The roars of laughter there showed that the lion
certainly was not present. -

" You fat duffer!” exclaimed Kildare, shaking Trimble
again. “There’s no lion! You-you silly, funky duffer !’

“Yow-ow! Cardew said—— Yarooooh!”

“Somebody's been pulling your silly leg,” said Kildare.
: But you shouldn’t bolt about like a mad bull, Trimble, and

knock prefects over.  Hold out your hand.”

“Oh dear!” 2

‘Whack !

Kildare's ashplant whacked on Trimble’s fat palm, and then
the captain of St. Jim’s strode out of the Sechool House, still
very much ruffied. And Baggy Trimble lﬁl;emd his pod%y
pq.wa and gasped, and glared out at the yelling juniors in the
quad, E
“Cardew, you rotter—"" -

*“ Why didn’t you stop to fix him with your eye?” inquired
Cardew,

*Ha, ha, ha!” .

Baggy, Trimble did not answer that question. He rolled
a.w:‘y, with his fat hand tucked under his arm, grunting.
And no more was heard from Trimble of what he would
if he found himself face to face with the lion. =

. CHAPTER 2.
Grundy is Disgusied, ’
OM MERRY & CO. went into the Form-rooms that
.afternoon, thinkinﬁ & d deal more about the
escaped lion than about their lessons. Masters as well
as boys were in an unusually thoughtful frame of
mind. Mr. Linton of the Shell looked very serious, and so did

r, Lathom of the Fourth, Mr. Selby, the ter of the
Third, was in a state of nerves that was very trying to his
pupils. Wally & Co. of the Third confided to one another in
deep, fierce whispers that they wouldn’t be able to stand much
more of Selby; indeed, ggie Manners actually expressed a
wish that the lion migi:t gobble him ug!

It was not only in St. Jim’'s that the escaped lion caused
excitement.
for some miles round the country, there was general alarm.
Performances had stopped at Sankey’s Circus, Mr. Sankey
and his men were seeking the escaped animal, up and down
and round abeut, though as yet quite without success,

Mounted constables were on the roads looking for him, The.

whole countryside, in fact, wes alarmed and on the look-out.
Cottage doors were loeker.f, and farmhouses shut and barred ;
cattle driven into shelter. A large and fierce lion at liberty
was a decidedly serious matter, .

It was probable that the animal was keeping to the woads,
which were extensive, and in places very thick
inaccessible. But hunted from the woods, it might turn to
the lanes or the roads; and it was quite within the bounds of
possibility that it might be scen in the High Street of
Rylcombe or the qmdmngls of 8t. Jim’s! g

The 8t. Jim’s fellows did not like being “gated,” but most
of them acknowledged that the Head was quite right to keep
them within bounds;, on reflection. Some of the fellows,
indeed, were in a blue funk, and showed it plainly—such as
Trimble, and Racke of the Shell. Aubrey Racke was seen to
glance nervously over his shoulder as he came to the Form-
room. (eorge Gerald Crooke actually stared into eve dusky
corner of the Form-room before he sat down at hialgeu](, as
if dreading that the lion might be lurking there.

And undoubtedly all the fellows were graver than was their
wont. 'The roar.of the escaped lion had been heard once at
the school, and nubod{‘ wanted to hear it again, The Head;
as he ““took ** the Sixth in Greek that aftetnoon, hoped every
moment to hear the telephomo-bell ring, to give him the

TrE Gem Lisrary.—No, T10.

In Rylcombe and Woodend and Wayland, and -

and almost

wolcome news that the lion had been recaptured. But the
telephone-bell did not ring,

e was one fellow in the Shell who took a sarcastic view
of the general seriousness. That was George Alfred Grundy.
Grundy had already confided to his chums, Wilkins and Gunn,
that it was all *rot,” and that the best thing the Head could
do would be to turn out the whole school to help hunting
for the lion. And any eign of irepidation on the part of his
Form-fellows brought a contemptuous snort from Grundy.

“ Loak in the mipot Crooke!” he called out, with crushing
sarcasm, as Crooke of the Shell sat down. Mr. Linton had not
arrived in_the Form-room—he had stopped to speak to
Mr. Railton, the Housemaster, in the corridor. no doubt on
the subject of the escaped circus lion.
e stared round at Grundy,
“The inkpot?” he repeated. .
“Yes. The giddy lion might be there, you know,” said
Grundy in the same sarcastio vein. “Look in your das&, too!
up the chimney! You won’t be eagy in your mind till
ou’ve done it !
© “Oh, you're an ass !” said Crooke.
i o, ]:fie's not on the form behind you, Racke,” continued
rundy. # .
Racke gave George Alfred a -v:ge lock.
““ What do you mean 1" he snapped, .
He's not on the form behind you,

LY § me;:d whai:, say. Jorm,
60 you needn’t keep on peering over your shoulder !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” “ ¥ ;

Do you think I'm afraid?” howled Racke angrily.

“I know you are,” answered Grundy coolly., “So's Crooke,
so's Clampe, so’s Gore—"

“I'm not!" roared Gore.

“Yes, you are! So's Skimpole—"
Skimpole blinked at Grundy mildly through his spectacles.
“My dear Grundy,” he said, “I do not boast of being cast -

in heroic mould, but I trust I should not give way to unworthy
trepidation if I found myself in a situation that approximated
to actual jeopardy- s

“Go it, Skimmy !"" said Monty Lowther admiringly. *Give
him the whole giddy dictionary 1 ¥

“‘Lots of you fellows are shaking in your shoes,” continued
Grundy, with a sisdninful glance nruung. “You, Wilkins, and
you, Gunny—— :

Gunn;

= bh, draw it mild !” remonstrated Wilkins. Gunn shrugged
his shoulders, and said this He had long ago given up
arguing with George Alfred Grundy.

‘ Manners looks jolly solemn——" continued Grundy.

“So would you, if a silly owl had sat on your films in the
atudgv,’? said the amateur photographer of the Shell. .

" Well, if it’s your dashed films, it's all right, but if you're
worrying about the lion—" -

o Fm not worrying about the lion,” said Mapners, “I’'m
being worried By the ass!”

a o

, Manni "

“Oh, shut up!” said Manners unceremonicusly, *Why,
don’t you ever give jour chin a rest, Grundy?” = .

G} er, too——""

“ What about little me ?” asked Monty Lowther.

“ Well, you’re not so jolly funny as usual,” sneered Grundy.
“1 fancyegou'm a bit cold about the feet.”

“You ass 1 7

‘“And Tom Merry——"*

“Hallo I”” said the captain of the Shell, i

“ You look jolly thoughtful all of a sudden,” jeered Grundy.
“Thinking about that idiotic lion—what?”

“1 was thinking whether Linton would come in and
interrupt me if I rnibcd your silly, cheeky nose on the hearth-
rug,” answered Tom Merty.

Grundy snorted. Grindy, in truth, was not afraid. He had
genty of bulldog courage, and very little reflection. But

rundy was not content with being unafraid himself. He
could not be satisfied without thinking that he was the only
fellow in the School House who wasn't afraid. Grundy was
often consci of a iderabl iority over the other
fellows in many ways, and he liked to think of himself as the
stern, strong character standing erect and steadfast amid a
shivering crowd. As a matter of fact, there were not more
than two or three funks in the whole of the Shell. But the
facts did not matter to Grundy. He was above facts.

“ Disgraceful, I call it!" he said. “’Tain’t as if you hadn't
somebody to show you an example. at me! Keep your
n me, and for goodness' sake stop shaking in your

“Wha's shaking in his shoes ?"’ roared Kangaroo,
" You are, for one !” retorted Grundy undzuntedly,

“Why, I-I-Tll—" spluitered the Auatralian junior,
jumping up: .
“H‘:fd on, Kangy,” exclaimed Talbot, “Linton’s just .

ontsi z4
“* The silly owl isn’t worth bothering about, old son,” said
Tom Merry. “Let him blow off gas.” . -
“Serve you all jolly well right if the lion did hop in,”
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said Grundy. Xt would be a lesson to you. I'm ashamed
of the whulys lot of you—afraid of a lion! Bah!” .
“Who's afraid, you blithering blatherskite!” hissed

Bernard Glyn.

“Look at Racke—" jeered Grundy.

“Here comes Linton!” 5 T %3

Mr. Linton entered the Form-room only gus\, in time. Three
or four juniors were on their feet, with the intention of
collaring Grundy and rubbing his nose in the hearthrug. The
master of the Shell glanced at the juniors icily.

“What are you doing out of your places?”

“Oh!  Ah! em ! .

The Shell fellows dropped hurriedly back into their seats.
Mr. Linton gave his Form a severe glance, and lessons
began. -

But certainly attention was not very ﬁrmhy fixed on lessons
that afternoon. Fellows' thoughts” would wander to the
escaped lion, and the hunt that was going on for him. Racke
and Crooke cast many uneasy glances at the door, which had
been left open, as the afterncon was warm. If the Form-
room had been like an oven, Racke and Crooke would have
preferred the door shut. .

When lessons were over, Racke and Crooke went directg
to their study; they did not care even to walk in the guad.
But the quad was crowded by other fellows, most of whom
gothered round the gates, or surreptitiously mounted to the
top of the wall, screcned by the trees, in tﬂa hope of secing
something of the lion hunters. And there was great excite-
ment when the report of a rifle was heard echoing from the
direction of Rylcombe Wood.

CHAPTER 3.
The Ass in the Lion’s Skin,
& 'M chipping in!”
1 " Grundy made that remgrk, some time affer tea, in
Study No. 3 in the Shell, in the School House.
Wilkins and Gunn were tlnnkigg of going down, after
tea, but the great George Alfred signed to them to remain.
*'Chipping in!” repeated Wilkins vaguely. .
Grundy nodd
“That’s it!
“ You're chipping i
pn;:.r.lt_zd. “If it's disgraceful,
it

1 call it disgraceful 1"
in?" asked Gunr.,
why do

i

“Don't misunderstand me, Gunn.
Don't be a bigger fool than you can help,
old chap,” said Grundy kind[vy. “J mean
it's di ceful the way fellows are going
about shivering and trembling on account
of that dashed lion escaping from-the
circus!”

“ Ave they?” yawned Wilkins.

““Yez, they are!” hooted Grundy.

#1 haven't noticed it."”

“Well, I have, and I think it's dis-
graceful !”

“Look here, Grundy, old man,” said
Wilkins seriously, “I dare say you're not
afraid of the lion, as you say so; but
other fellows have got quite as much
pluck as you have. And they don't like
vour trying to glorify yourself by making
out that they're funks.  There'll be
trouble in the Shell if you don’t chuck it.
That's a tip.”

“There'll be trouble in this study,
Geprge Wilkins, if you give me any of
your checky rot,” said Grundy trucu-
lently. *It's not only the Shell, either;
the Fourth are in a blue funk, too.
can excuse it in the Third; they're only
fags. But fellows of our standing ought
to show a little more grit. I'm gding to
chip in and give 'em a lesson.” 5

““Oh, have it your way!” said Wilkins
resignedly. “ You'll get scragged by the
Form if you keep on, that's all.”

“T've got an idea,” pursued Grundy,
unheeding. “I'm going to give 'em a
iﬂ“Y goo fright, by springing the lion on

“That's it. Railton has gone out to help hunt for the
lion, I hear; anyhow, he's gone out, and there's nobody in
his study. I'm going to bag the eiun, put it on, and go
roaring——""

“Roaring !"” murmured Wilkins faintly.

“Yes, roaring,” said Grundy impressively; *“and you'll
see all the funks jolly well shown up. I fancy they’ll all be
ashamed of ithemselves when they find it's only me in a
lion-skin, Tt will be a lesson to them. What do you think
of the idea?” & ¥

“Potty !" said Wilkins, without_ hesitation,

** Absolutely balmy!” concurred G

Grundy started to his feet. Grundy did not like opposition
at any time; but opposition in his own study was not to he
borne. He pushed back his cuffs and glared ab his study-
maies.

*Where will you have it?”" he roared.

“I—I say, Grundy——" stammered Wilkins.

“Are you going to help me in this stunt, or not?” de-
manded Grundy. “If you're not, you're no pals of mine,
and I'm jolly well going to hide you. I can’t speak fairer .
than that.”

“ But think how idiotic it is!” objected Gunn.

" Yes or no!"” roared Grundy.

Wilkins and Gunn exchanged a helpless glance. They did
not want to fight Grundy; besides, they were expecting
Grundy to stand a handsome supper in the study that even--
ing, and that was a consideration. -Grundy certainly wouldn't
stand a handsome m:f)per to fellows whose friendship he had
cast off, and who had scrapped with him in consequence. Sa
Wilkins and Gunn resigned themselves to their fate, as they
usually did ini dealing with the great George Alfred.

iad Ke\ayil our wool on, old top,” said %"i]kins pacifically
“We'll help you, of—of course. In—in fact, it—it’s quite
a funny idea. Ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha!” echoed Gunn feebly.

“No need to cackle ‘Ha, ha!' like a
parrots,” said Grundy, only half-placated. *
can see that it’s a_gm:d wheeze—""

air of giddy
owever, if you

“Oh, splendid!”

“ T-t-topping !"'

“Well, then,” said Grundy, “T'll cuf down and borrow
Railton’s skin. I'll take a bag to shove it in, so that the

Q3
)

em.

“Eh?"

“You know that old lion-skin in
Raitton’s study,” said Grundy. “The
head’s pretty cmnglato, with glass eyes;
the rest of it is a bit scraggy, but it will
do. I'm going to borrow that lion-skin,

“ What are yo

Yaroooh !

said Kildare.

u up
vigorously.  The lion!” yelled Trimble.
He's got some of the other fellows alread:
Rescue! Lions! Vo
# But you shouldn’t bolt abou
and knock profects over.
. plant whacked on Trimble's fat palm.

to, you fat lunatic 7 "' roared Kildare, shaking Trimble
“ He's jumping over the gate!
f eggo! Help!

& §omehody’s besn pulling your ﬂ|ll% teg,”
ike a mad bull, Trimble,

Whack ! Kildare's ash-

Hold out your ham

and put it on—"
“ Pyt it on?” repeated Gunn.
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Ieﬂoh;,n won’t notice.  You chaps stop here till I come

*‘Oh, all right!” .

Grundy left the study, and Wilkins and Gunn looked at
one another.  Wilkins tapped his forehead significantly.
Gunn nodded in a dismal sort of way.

“Grundy isn’t a_bad chap,” he said. “A fellow can stand
him—sometimes. But what does he want to be such a silly
idiot for?"” -

‘“ Goodness knows! Born so, I suppose.

“T don’t mind his thinking he can play cricket and footer.
Lots of silly idiots play nearly as bad as Grundy. But this,
you know—->"

*It’s the limit,” said Wilkins. *“There’ll be a row if he’s
caught playing the fool with old Railton’s lion-skin. If he
gets a jolly good h’cking it may do him good, though.”

“Y hope so!" said Gunn, though whether he hoped that
Grundy would get the licking, or that it would do him good;
e Caoega Alfred ed to_the study

great George red returned e in
hand, 5 & few minutes.  He locked the door -fmarb'ﬁim,
opened the bag, and the grim head of a lion, with red,
o})en ji looked out. But Wilkine and Gunn were not
alarmed ; il had seen that awesome head often. enough in
the Housemaster’s study. They only wondered where
Grundy found the awful cheek to borrow the Housemaster's
lion-sgkin.

“Here it is,” said Grundy, turning it out on the floor.
“The head’s splendid, you know; I can_get my head inside
it. The skin will cover me mostly, and I've got some old
canvas that will do the rest. You fellows will it me up in

¥

“1—1 seb.”

“Well, lend a hand, and don’t stand there gaping!” said
Grundy encouragingly.

Wilking and Gunn lent a hand. Grundy, with the lion’s
head over his own, certainly locked a fearsome object. The
fore-paws were plete, and what ined of foreleg
skin was fastened on to Grundy's arms with twine. The rest
of the skin hung down his back, and more twine was called
upon to fix it. The hind legs and the tail seemed rather a
mistit; but as Grundy could not see it, he could not remark
upon it, and Wilkins and Gunn did not worry. So long as
they satisfied Grundy, and kept him quiet, that was all they
cared about.

Grundy looked at himself in the glass, looking out between
Hf:fe open jaws of the lion’s head, and he grinnod at the
effect.

* Looks & bit ten’igying what?” he chuckled.

“Oh, no end 1” said Wilkins. E

“I fancy the fellows will jump when they see me creeping
along the passage,” said Grundy.

“I say, I've heard that that Canadian chap, Wildrake,
brought a revolver with him from -Canada,” remarked
Wikkins casaally. “I suppose you wouldn’t mind if he potted

S i
ight damage the skin,” said Gunn. * Railton thinks
¢ skin, . He would kick up a row if he found it
with a hole in it, and smothered with blood,”

%“That's all rot,” said Gmndlq calmly. “Wildrake hasn't
any revolver. t was only Trimble’s yarn. He's got a
lasso, but I fancy he hasn’t nerve enough to try lassoing a
Yion.”

”

“He's struck me as having lots of nerve,” remarked Gunn.

“0Oh, rot!” X

Grundy dr on his hands and knees, and blinked up
@t his chums through the lion's jaws.

“ Do 1 look natural?” he inguired. y

Wilkins almost choked, and Gunn coughed violently.
Grundy looked exactly like what he was—a junior with a
lion’s skin roughly fastened over him. But it was no use
arguing with Grundy, and his chums did not attempt it.

“Natural as life, if not more so,” gurgled Wilkins.

“Well, it couldn’t be more natural than life,” said Grundy.
» 'E}gﬁ's rather idiotic, Wilkina !

P

“But if it looks like a real lion, that’s enoug&: said
Grandy. “You fellows go out of the study. Turn light
out first, When you hear me roar, just raise a shout of
“The lionP Seel”

“Oh! Ah! Yes” )

Wilkins turned out the light, and quitted the study with
Gunn. In the Bhell passage they looked at one another for a
moment, and then Wilkins whispered, “Come on!” He
hurried along to the Fourth Form puﬁe. and threw open
the door of Study No. 2. That study belonged to Trimble,
Mellish, and Kit Wildrake, of the Boot Leg Ranch, British
Columbia, Trimble and Mellish had not yet turneﬁ):p for
prep. But Wildrake was there, just sitling down ta work.
He glancad up inquiringly as the two Shell fellows looked in.
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¥ puiufe, a roar that mi‘iht have been that of a li
soum.

" he was not likely to succeed.

“Got that lasso of yours handy?” asked Wilkins, i a

hurried whisper,

“J guess s0.” Wildrake nodded towards the coiled lasso
that hung on a nail on the study wall.. “What about it7”

“Like a chance_of lassoing a hon?” ;

The Canadian junior jum .

“A—a what?"”

“1 mean an ass in a lion’s skin,” said Wilkins. “I suppose
you've read old sop’s fable about the ass that went around
in a lion’s skin—" &

“Bure!”

“Well, he's come to St. Jim’s, and will be loose in .the
Shell passage in a few minutes. is name’s Grundy. Den’t
mention that I told you. Ta-tal” .

Wilkins hurried away with Gunn, and they went down-
stairs, chuckling. Kit Wildrake stared after them blankly
for a moment or two, then he grinned. He rose from the
table, took down the lasse, and stepped out into tlw'g:-'lgs.
And as he did so there came a formidable roar from _Bhalb :

on, bul

e roar of George Alfred Grundy.

fled much’ more like

= Grundy Trles !
OM MERRY and Manners and Lowther were chatting

in Btudy No. 10, in the Shell, lazing away a few
minutes before beginning prep. Their cheery .chat

was suddenly interrupted by a peculiar sound in: the
passage, echoing thmf_ﬁh the open doorway. It was some-
thing like a roar, something like a bellow, and something like
a yell. It startled the Terrible Three. They had .never
heard anything like it before. But they did.not take it for
a lion’s roar for one moment. Grundy was not so expert as

in ‘. e 1

he sup d jestic veice of the king of
beasts. . - Sk

“What on earth’s that?’ exclaimed Tom Merry, ix
astonishment. . %, .

Roar!

“Hallo! Look! What—what—— My hat!” yelled
Lowther.

Som&thing came in view outside the doorway. For a
moment the hearts of the Terrible Three stood still as they
saw the grisly outlines of a huge lion's head. The next

instant, however, they saw Grundy’s sleeves and trou
which did not match the lion-like part of his attire, an
relieved the chums of the Shell at once.

stared blankly, hlessly, at the ext:
apparition. i

i ¥

P Grundy roared again, and passed the doorway,
going along the passage. X

““ Mum-moum-my hat!” stuttered Lowther. =,

“Somoe silly owl playing tricks with Railton’s old skin !
gnlazped anrmers. “Railton will skin him I”
- Roar

There was & yell in the passage. Racke and Crooke had
looked out of their stnd{ to see what the row was about, not
&ruming that it was & lion’s roar they heard. A glimpse of
the lion’s head was enough for them. They fell over one
:another in backing into the study.

“Shut the door!” screamed Racke. “Lock it!”

But Crooke had already bolted into a corner, and was
frantically trying to climb to the top of the bookease. -

“Help! Lions! Help!” yelled Racke.

Roar : .

The lion's heaed appeared in the half-open doorway, and
Racke, with the courage of desperation, sprang to the-door
and slammed it. It slammed op the lion’s head, and there
was another roar from the lion, which sounded more human
than leonine. g B
T “Yai f”

Racke turned the key and dropped palpitating into a chair.
T

, roar!
Grundy was going it awain. Tom M and Manners and
Lowther rus out of Study No. 10. angaroo and Dane
and Glyn came running along. Gore and Talbot turned out,
and_from the Fourth Form_ gquarters there came a rush of
juniors—Blake and Digby, Herries and D’Arcy, Julian and
Kerruish, and Reilly—but first of them all came Kit Wild-
rake, with a lasso in his grasp. There were shouts of
surprise on all sides as the lion was sighted, or, rather, the
lion’s skin, with Grundy’s arms and legs trailing about under-
neath it.

“Bai Jove " gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. ‘“‘It’s some
thundewin’ ass—"" .

“The ass in the lion’s skin!” chuckled Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Roar!

Grundy put the whole strength of his lungs into that
terrific bellow, puzzled by the sounds of laughter in the place
of the expec cries of terror.” He had e: to spread
panic far and wide, being too obtuse to realise what £xdnl
results might have followed if he had ded. F it

h
'fha juniors were yelling ‘with
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Iaughter, and the sounds of merriment drew even Racke
pr:ig Crooke out of their study. .
“I{'s the giddy lion,” chuckled Wildrake. BStand clear,
you galoots, while I rope him in!” -~

Whiz!

. Grundy may have known that the rope was coming. But
ho'was too incommoded by the lion's skin to be.able ‘to
doilge it. The loo mtleﬂyuver the lion’s head, and down
over Grundy’s shoulders, and it was instantly dragged taut.
The amateur lion rolled over in the passage, gasping and
spluttering, amid shrieks of laughter.

“Drag him into my study ! shouted Tom Merry. “We'll
make sure of him now we've caught him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groooogh !” spluttered the lion.
. Half a dozen juniors gr the rope, and the hapless
liop was dragged heels-over-head into Study No. 10. By this
time Grundy ‘as roaring, not as a lion, but plainly as George
Alfred Grundy. But his roars were not heeded. He had
starled on & career as & lion, and Tom Merry & Co. chose
to take him at his own valpation, as it were.
- “Tis him up before he can bite!” shouted Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah!” .
* “3it on his head !"

“Jump on his.legs!”

“Grab him 1"

H it had been a real lion, certainly the juniors would not

have thought of sitting on his head and jumping on him.
But they were guite prepared to sit on Grundy’s head and to
);@{ on Grundy. And they did.
*Teggo! Gerroff! Chuck it!” roared the lion. “Yow-
' oWdtny-ow-woooop I
v % Ha, ha, ha!”
. “Woell roared, lion!” chuckled Lowther.
1" “Gerroff I” yelled Grundy. ‘“‘I—I—I'm not a lion! Yow-
ow! I'm Grundy! Wow-wow!"

“Stuff and nonsense !” said Tom. “ Get the poker, Manners,
and bash him on the head! Smash his head right in, an
make sure of him !

_“What-ho " said Manners.

Grundy struggled frantically.

“I'm not a lion |” he roared. “ Yaroooh! Gerrofi! Keep
him away with that poker! Help!”
: “Stand clear while I smash hia head
in I”" shouted Manners, brandishing the
poker.

“Give him a weally fwightful whack,
Mannahs, and finish him ng!”

“Put your beef into it, Manners !

e juniors stood clear, and Grundy
ntr_ngild frantically up, with the lion-
skin hanging round him, and the lion's
head hanging down his back. The
nspr\]ct he presented made the juniors.

ovl.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

CGrundy made a spring for the door-
way; but he had forgotten the lasso.
The pull of the rope brought him up
sharp, and he tumbled over on his
back.

. “Now then, Mamnmers !” .

“!..aa;1 into him with the poker!”

Crash !

Manners brought the poker down a
vard from Grundy’s head with a terrific
crash. There was a yell of terror from
Grundy.

“Yoop! Help! Do you want to
murder me, you mad idiot? Oh dear!
Let me loose! Can’t you see I'm not a
lion, you blithering owls? I'm Grundy !"

“Ha, ha, ha!” "

“Cave !” piped a voice from the pas-
sage. ‘“Here comes Linton {”

There was a scattering crowd as the
master of the Shell strode up to the
doorway of Study No. 10. But the
crowd of fellows inside the study
couldn’t scatter, and Grundy couldn’t.
Wildrake hurriedly jerked the lasso off
the captured lion as Mr. Linton
rustled up.

tored the Form-master at last. “Is—is—is that you, Grundy ?
Are you out of your senses? What are you doing with
Mr. ﬂtiimn’n lion’s skin? How dare you? Doy, are you
insane "
“Nunno, sir! Oh dear! I—I—"
“ What you mean by this ‘absurd prank, Grundy?"

" thundered the master of the Shell,

“J—I—I did it to scare the—the fellows, sir!” gasped
Grundy.

“What?" )

“Toto teach 'em to have some pluck, sir!”

“You uiterly obtuse and ridiculous boy,” exclaimed Mr.
Linton, aghast, “can you suppose for one moment that any-
one would take you for anything but an excessively foolish
young rascal? Your trick might have been dangerous. You
stupid fool—"

“ Wha-a-at?"

“Follow me!” thundered Mr. Linton. : x

Grundy followed his Form-master. He _made desperste
efforts to get rid of his leonine adornment as he went, but
Wilkins and Gunn had fastened it on too well. The lion-skin
was still trailing round about Grundy as he limped into Mr.
Linton’s study.

He left the Shell passage rocking with laughter.

But -Grundy had nothing to laugh at persomally. He
received a severs caning for meddling with the lion’s skin, and
five hundred lines for attempting to cause a panio in the
school, and he limped back to his study a sadder if not wiser
Grundy. And at intervals till bedtime he had the pleasure
of hearing howls of laughter echo along the Shell passage,
and even Wilkins and Gunn, when they came in to prep,
were grinning, And Grundy, in a mood of dismal pessimism,
felt that he was a much misunderstood fellow—as he bhad
often, often thought before.

CHAPTER 5.
His Majesty Looks ’n.
ONTY LOWTHER certainly was to blame. "
" The Shell were .in their Form-room, in the
and their attention was suj

morning, on 1
entirely upon P. Virgilius Maro and the

s be fix
construing thereof.

“Whatever is the meaning of this
dreadful din?” exclaimed the master of
the lsheli. “Merry—why—why—what—
what—""

Mr, Linton stopped, fairly dumb-
founded. He stared at George Alfred
Grundy as if Grundy mesmerised him.

“Hallo!
Three atood

“ What on sarth’s that? "’ exclaimed Tom Moerry, in astonishment. Roar!
Look! What—what
game in view outside the doorway.
still as they saw the grisly outlines of a huge lion's head.
mnext instant, ho

wever, they saw Qrundy’
not match the licn-li

—— My hat!* %o'llod Lowther. Something

o
users, which did
and relieved the chums of the

slesves and

ke part of his
PAT “Shell at oncs.

“What-a-at—what—what—"  stut-
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That ancient classical gentleman, who has bored so_many
{enenhmm of schoolboys, ought to have been boring Monty

owther along with the rest of the Shell. ;

Instead of which, Monty Lowther had found a little harm-
less and necessary relaxation in scribbling on the fly-leaf of
his book—scribbling there, to preserve Eia brain-waves, in
order to copy thbmr out-afterwards. Two or three fellows
who could read over Lowther’s shoulder, grinned.

The humorist_of the Shell was celebrating Baggy Trimble’s
Right from the imaginary lion the previous day. .

t had occurred to Lowther’s humorous brain that a Latin
ode to Trimble would ‘“‘go down ™ splendidly in the next
number of the “8t. Jim’s News.” Fellows who were able
to read the Latin would be greatly tickled—fellows who
couldn’t read it would at least be greatly impressed by the
Latin, Latin verses would give the paper a tone, at the very
least. Besides, the whole tﬁing \\'uurld show how jolly clever
Monty Lowther was, which was something.

So  Monty Lowther had started on an “ODE TO
TRIMBLE,’ and he started with a pun on Virgil. I

Instead of the familiar “ Arma virumque cano " of the
Mneid, Monty Towther brilliantly started with *Crura
puerumque cano.”

Tom Merry and Manners chuckled over his shoulder as
they saw it, It struck them as funny.

_Instead of beginning, like Virgil. “Arms and the man I
sing,” Lowther was beginning, “Legs and the boy I sing.”
This was an allusion to Trimble’s running powers in the hour
of danger. .

After that brilliant beginning, Lowther sto; . Maki
Latin verses a humorous turn was not mﬁ easy; an
deep in thought on the subject, Monty Lowther forgot that

_ he was in class, and that the eagle eye of Mr, Linton might
fall on him at any moment.
‘* Lowther |”
Monty gave a sudden start.
“You will go on from where Talbot left off, Lowther,” said
Mr. Linton, in a grinding voice.
“QOh!” ‘murmured Lowther, in dismay.
He hadn’t the faintest idea where Talbot had lefs off; he
had not been listening at all. ,
o f]‘I-nm waiting for you, Lowther,” remarked Mr. Linton
icily. . A
*“Yes, sir; I—" stammered Lowther.

“ You need not speak to'Lowther, Merry I’ rapped out Mr,
Linton suddenly. -

“0Oh, no! Oh, no, sir!” stammered Tom.

“You are not aware of the place, Lowther?”

T8 At b

““Bring your book here, Lowther.” . 5

Monty Lowther came out before the class with his book.
He understood now that Mr, Linton's eye had been on

im, and that he had been seen scribbling on the fiy-leaf of

irgilis Mare. There was no help for it, and he handed
the book fo the master of the Shell, who opened it at the
and looked at the commencement of the * Ode
{0 Trimble * with a brow of thunder. -

“What is this, Lowther?” rumbled Mr. Linton.

“Jt—it—it’s an ode, sir,” stuttered Lowther.

* Crura pwerumque cano!” said Mr. Linton, with a puzzled
brow. “So far as I can.see, Lowther, this is an idiotic pun
on the opening line of the Eneid,” . .

Lowther was silent. Fe had_to admit that it was a pun;
but he wasn’t inclined to admit that it was an idiotic ene.
But he knew better than to argue that point with his Form.-
master. Form s, like lunidtics, had to be b d

*Bo this is how you occupy yourself in class, Lowther, o
the exclusion of such trifling matters as lessons,” eaid Mr,
Linton, in & sarcastic vein.

“Oh, sir!” murmured Lowther. )

“You will take this specimen of imbecility to Dr. Holmes,
in the Sixth Form-rcom, and request him, in my name, to
punish you,” said Mr, Linton.

“If—if you please, sir, I—I—"
“Got”

Monty Lowther went. He knew perfectly well that the
escaped lion in the neighbourhood was on Mr, Linton’s
nerves, as it were, irritating him, or the master of the Shell
would not have been so severe. But it was no use pointing
that out to Mr. Linton. With a grim face, the humorist of
the Shell—no longer humorous—left the Form-rcom, followed
by sympathetic glances from his comrades.

“ What rotten luck!” growled Lowther, as he found him- !

self in the passage.

He was in no ﬁxn‘y to arrive at the Sixth Forproom.

He knew that the Head did not like being interrupted when
he was teking the Sixth on a personally-conducted tour
among Greek roots. And certainly Monty Lowther did not
want to interrupt him. ¥ AR

There was a door open at the end of the corridor,. giving
a glimrp,of the gr and sunny quadrangle. Feeling that
he might as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb, so to speak,
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" closed; 1t usually stood of

Mnnl.{. Lowther strolled along to the door, and strolled out
into the quad. Ten minutes cr so out of class would be some
ﬁompemuon for the caning he was going to get from. the

ead. -

But Lowther's luck was out again. Whether Mr, Linton
was icious, or whether it was by chance, the master:of
the Shell certainly ﬁoh.nccd out of the Form-room window,
and beheld Monty Lowther sauntering at ease in the quad-
l'anglui his hands in his pockets, apparently enjoying himeelf
serenely.

* Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr. Linton. He turned to
the ‘fies;}' “ Merry! Kindly keep order here for a few
minutes 1

My. Linton hurried out. of the Form-room, whisked along
the passage, and rustled cut into the sunny quad.

There he looked round for Lowther. .

That cheery youth was sauntering a dozen yards away,
with his back to the Form-master, unconscions o&’ him.

Mr. Linton was about to call him, sharply and angrily,
when a sudden sound from the direction of the gates drew his
attention, There was a shout, followed by a louder shout,
then a perfect roar of voices, and a sharp, rmiin'g report o
a firearm. Then a deep, resunant roar that woke every echo
of the old quad. "
i s ?’Iess my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Linton, ** The—the—the

on 2

Something long and sinuous flashed in the air from :the
road. It came down inside the school wall. The lion, hunted
and driven from the w leeing in the lanes, had been
run down at last by the hunters—right up to the walls of .St.

im’s. And as the hunters closed in on it, the animal ||
lea the wall, and- was now loping across the quadrangle,
with foaming jaws, right towards I!Er. Linton. ryd
The lion was evidently wild and excited and enraged—the .
natural result of the hunting. Mr. Linton blinked at_him for
a moment, rooted to the ground with horror. Monty Lowther
was staring at him, too; and Monty Lowther came ck
towards the open doorway with the speed of an arrow . im

flight.
““Run, boy!” gasped Mr, Linton
He tore after the junior to the door.

There was a loud, reverberating roar in the quadrangle.

The lion, enraged, ruthless. savage, rushed in pursuit of the
flesing fgurcs:. Lowther darted fa amd stood holding the
door, to slam it as soon as Mr. Linton was inside.

But the master of the Shell was not a practised sprinter.
He ran frantically, pufing acd blowing, and caught his legs
in his gown and tumbled over. He rolled over just outside
the door.

“ Quick, sir!” panted Lowther.

Hg did not stop to think The savage beast was close at
hand; but Monty Lowther cushed out again, grabbed hold
of the fallen and breathless Form-master, and fairly dragged
him into the house. Uncéremoniously he rolled Mr. Linton
on the floor inside, and sprang back, with throbbing heart to
the door. As he slammed it, a savage muzzle and glaring
e.y&s were within two feet of nim i

1

am ! :
A frightful roar. sounded outside. :
The lion was so close, that the slamming door struck him on
the nose, and evidently hurt him a little. iy
In frantic haste Lowther locked and bolted the door, with
the lion roaring and raging outside. :
Mé Linton nlI: up danfedg" i ;
G iood eavens!”’ he panted. <
s Fﬁg t now, sir,”’ a!ammgred Lowther, white as a sheet.
“ He—he's shut out!” - 3
* The master of the Shell staggered up, leaning against the
wall, and gasping for breath.

“ Thank you, Lowther!” he stuttered. * You—you pulled

me in just in-time! You—you should not have gone out,
however. I had sent you to the Head! You—| ut never
mind now. Give the alarm at once! Oh dear?

There was no need for Monty Lowther to Hiva the alarm;
the roaring of the lion had given it effectually enough. In
every corner of St. Jim's oed the loud and savage roar,
carrying consternation to every heart. Windows and doors
wera slammed and fastened, snd the lion, baffled and enraged,
stalked to and fro in the quadrangle, roaring furiously.

- CHAPTER 6.
The Lion at St. Jim’s.
“ AT Jove! It's the mewwy old lion!”
Lessons, needless to say, had stopped at once.
In every Foi wild exci t E,
Many of the fellows erowded out from the Formne
rooms into the corridors in a buzz of excitement and alarm.
The t door of the Schonl House - was, fortunately,
in the daytime, but since the
escape of the circus lion, Mr. Railfon had given instructions
for it to be kept shut. That was fortunate, for had it been
otherwire, the lion would certainly have been raging in the
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House by this time. The hunters were already in the quad-
rangle, ing in on the savage brute. i

Mr. Railton, Kildare, Darrel, and the other prefects hurried
about the house, looking to doors and windows. Mr. Ratoliff,
Housemaster of the New House, looked out of the Fifth
Form-room with a face like chalk. i

< Ta—is—in that the—the—the lion?"” gasped Mr. Ratcliff.

4 Yes!" said Mr. Railton tersely

« Good heavens! It is—is scandalous! The—the brute
should have been—been- caught long ago! Good heavens!”

* Calm yourself, Mr. Ratcliff,”  sai
miaster, in & low tone. “ Pray think of the example to the

s!”

ys !
{4y -
Mr. Rateliff couldn't think of the example to the boys; he
- could only think of the danger to his skin. He retreated into
the Fifth Form-room, palpitating.
# Barricade the door, my boys!" he said faintly. -
Cutts of the Fifth winked at St. Leger. Mr. Ratcliff was
master of the Fifth, and not a popular master.
C‘“ Suppose the lion gets in at the window, sir?” suggested
uits.
Mr. Ratoliff started
“The windows_are closed—"
“3o could easily bump thiough the glass, sir."”
“True! Whatever shall 've do? dear!
Mr. Ratoliff limped out into the corridor.
“ Blessed old funk!” growled Lefevre.
Mr. Ratoliff was not tho only terrified person. Baggy
Ttimble, howling with dread, had bolted into a cupboard in

Oh dear!”

the School House- |
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“He can't get at us!” said Tom Merry.

“N-n-no; but he's jolly close—"

Crack! Crack!

“They're firing at him—"

There was another roar, loud and fierce, but more dislant.
Tom Merry climbed to the window again.

In the distance he caught a glimpse of the lion, loping
away under the elms with the pursuers hot after him.

Driven almost to the wall, the hunted animal made a
desperate leap, and cleared it.

“He's gone!™ shouted Tom.

“Gonet” .

“He's jumped the wall.”

“Thank goodness!” said Digby,

“Yaas, wathah.”

“Now we can get out!” growled Grundy.

But the doors were not opened yet. A little later the
stout figure of Mr. Sankey, the proprietor of Sankey’s
World-Renowned Circus, Hippodrome, and Menagerie, came °
up the steps of the School House, and the door was opened.
Mr. Railton met the circus proprietor.

‘ Morning, sir,” said Mr, Sankey, mopping his brow, and
then fanning himself with his silk hat. * Awfully sorry
you've been put to all this trouble and alarm, sir. It's all
safe now; he's gone.”

“Thank you for coming to tell us,” said the School House
master courteously.

_ " Don’t mench, sir,"” said Mr. Sankey.
it is, indeed!
that bl

1 | ““This "ere is a go,
The blooming circus is shut up till we ba

palpitating,
‘rooke had fled

the . Fourth . Form-room, and was squatting,
among easels and blackboards. - Racke and
to:their study and locked themselves in.
But most of the fellows remained cool enough.
Mr. Railton's coolness ana calmness, and the example of
the prefects, ancounped them
“ Aftah all, where's the dangu.h, deah boys?” said Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy upientl%: The lion can’t get thwough
wick w-l}:,s. you know. e needn’t mind his woarin’. Lef

m woar.

*“He_could bump through a window,” said Mellish, with
chattering teeth.

“Watal He could, but he wouldn’t!”

- Not _likely,” snid Jack Blake. * Besides, they're after
him, and they’ll have him soon. Chance for you with your
giddy lasso, ildrake!”

“1 guess I'd be willin
Canadian junior. * No

“ Ha, ha! Not much!
lassoing Grundy.”

Tom Merry was looking from a windaw in the corridor.
There was a crowd in the quadrangle now. Mr. Sankey, the
cirous proprietor, with a gun in his plump hands—Hercules,
the lion-tamer, Joey Jorrocks, the clown, and the “ Lamb,”
the circus boxer, and five or six other men with guns and
gtch!nrks, and two or three policemen armed with rifles.

to take the chance.'- said the
asking Mr. Railton, I suppose?”
It wouldn't be quite as safe as

wt numerous and formidable at they were, they scattered
back when the enraged lion made a sudden desperate ru:
at them. There were two -r three shots, but only one of
them grazed the lion, and the animal fled across towards
the New House.
" In school hours the New House was almost deserted, the
Form-rooms being in the School House. But the servants
there had already closed and barred doors and windows, and
the lion skulked round the house without being able to enter
- and take refuge there. After him went the shouting hunters.

e crowd di from Tom Merry's view.

“This is getting rather. iting,” ked

tain
of the Shell.

“Yaas, wathah!"’

« Where's Trimble?’ asked Monty Lowther. ‘ Chance

riow for Trimble to fix him with his glittering eye?”
“ Ha, ha, hal” i -

¢ Trimble’s lyin’ low in the Form-room,” chuckled Cardew.
«] heard an easel fall over in the cupboard. I fancy
Trimble's under it.”

“a, ha, ha!”

< Hallo, here’s Grundy! What's the row, Grundy?"

Grundy was frowning blackly with wrath.

“What do you fellows think?"” he spluttered. “I asked
Railton to let me have his old service revolver, to have a
go at the lion, and what do you think he said? Told me
not to be & fool! Me, you know!”

“Bai Jove!”

No g‘md ‘his telling you that!” remarked Manners. “You
can’t help it, can you, Grundy?”

And the juniors chuckled. .

A terrific roar, close up to the big door of the School
Housé, put s_sudden end to the chuckling. The lion was
close at hand. Only the strong oak separated the crowd
of 8t. Ji savage claws of the king of

im's fellows from the
beasts. - .
“M-m-my bat!” murmured Blake tensely.

g lion, sir. Tt's a dead loss to me. Never know:
an animal give so. much trouble. But he's been grazed by
some of the bullets, and that makes him extry savage.
Course, I don’t want that lion killed—lions is expensive, &3
you know, uir‘{u_'me has rose since the war, like everythiu,
olse. But he’ll have to be shot if we can't get him bac
to his cage. He's killed two sheep already, auf I shall have
to pay for them. It's 'ard on a man, sir.” .

And Mr. Sankey jammed his silk hat on his perspiring
brow, and rolled away disconsolately.

Mr. Railton directed the St. Jim's fellows to return to
their Form-rooms; and lessons were resum But there
was little attention given to lessons, by boys or masters
either. Lessons were & very perfunctory performance for
the remainder of the morning; and all were glad when they
were over.

CHAPTER 7.
Wildrake’s Resolve !

1] OUSE bounds!” said Jack Blake, with deep disgust.
’ “ That's wathah wotten.”

“] guess it's the pesky limit,” said Kit
Wildrake.
“The Head's right,” said Tom Merry. ‘' That dashed

lion may get into the quad or the playing-fields again! It
would .be & precious go if he landed among us some time.”

 Yaas, wathah.” .

No doubt the Head was right; but “ House bounds ¥ were
a very painful infliction. Not only were the St. Jim's
fellows unable to go out of gates, but_they were now con-
fined to the limits of their houses. Even the quadrangle
and the playing-fields were barred to them.

It was the only safe way; for there was.no telling whether
the hunted and driven animal might return, W ether in
fleeing from the hunters he might not penetrate again into
the school precincts. .

“Bug dash it all, this can’t go on!” exclpimed Grundy
of ﬂz,e Shell, in great wrath. “We're dashed prisoncrs
now.

“Rotten!” growled Blake.

“Jt’s only safe!” said Talbot mildly.

Snort, from Grundy.

“We don’t want to be safe; we want to be let alone,” he
retorted. “I'm willing to take my chance.” g

4 Wats, Gwunday. The Head is wesponsible—"

¢ Rubbish!” snorted Grundy. “ Why, do you fellows know
that the grub's running short? The tradesmen won't como
along to the school becauss of that dashed lion.”

“That'll be serious for Trimble and Fatty Wynn!" said
Lowther.

«“\Well, 1 like my dirmer, too,” said Grundy. “1I can tell
you I don’t want a lunch of bread and cheese instead of a
dinner! Not much! I'm willing to % down to Rylcombe
and fetch up the stuff. I told Mr. Railton so. And he
called me & 1g;)_ung donkey. Called me a fool before! Me,
you know! Nice, isn't it.”

“Mr. Railton evidently knows gu t" remarked Lowther.

“QOh, don’t be a funny ass! Bread and cheese, becauso
they funk meeting a dashed old lion!” said Grundy indig-
nantly. "Snmgthmf ought to be domne.”

“They're doing all that c'll‘n be done,” said Tom Merry.

'HE
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“ Perk 1 shouldn’t have put it quite like that. What I

“1 believe there’s twenty or thirty people b ing that
giddy lion now.””

“%'hy don’t they catch him, then?” growled Grundy.
kf'é real lion isn’t so easy ‘to catch as an ass in a lion's
skin,” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” . '

St. Jim’s was eager for news of the lion, and several times
there was a ring on the Head’s telephone. But the only
news that was received was not very hopeful. .

‘The lion had fled to Wayland Moor, and he, being pursued
there, was supposed to have taken refuga in the depths of
Wayland Wood, on the other side of the moor, 3

Since then he had not been seen, and whether he was still
lurking in the woods, or had fled across the open downs,
was not known. But the alarm was spreading far and wide
in the countryside; sporismen were turmng out everywhere
to help in the hunt—three or four hundred men with guns
were seeking the lion by this {ime. But the animal seemed
to be lying low in some ohscure corner, and all trace of
him was lost. ) . s o

That was all the news St. Jim's received that day; with
the result that “ House bounds” continued to be enforced.

It was “rotten ”; all the fellows agreed on that; but it
couldn’t be helped, and they had to make the best of it.
That evening, Kit Wildrake of the Fourth dropped into
Tom Merry's study, with a serious expression on his sun-
burnt face.

“No mere news of the pesky lion,” he began.

“None !" said Tom. "I fancy the poor brute has had a
scare, and is lying low in some corner. Mayn't be seen again
for a day or two.” ‘ < .

“And may maul anybody who comes near him, in the
meantime,” said Wildrake,

“ People will have to be careful.” )

“Well, everybody can’t be gated like us,”. said Wildrake.
“I guess the farmers and their men are carrying on, just
as usual, and chancing it.” ‘

Tom ilerry 1 .

“It's a rotten business,"” he said.
Sankey, too. What have you got in your nod
I can see you're up to something. .

“I guess I’ve been doing some thinking,” said the Cana-
dian junior, taking a seat on the corner of the study table.
“T yeckon that I could be jolly useful in this business.”

“How ¢ asked Manners. * You can't lasso a real lion?

«“J guess I could,” said Wildrake confidently. “Y lassoed
& painter once in British Columbia—"

What did the painter say.?”

“He growled and clawed, but I had him.” .

«“Growled and clawed,” said Lowther, in wonder, “I can
tell you that if you lassoed a painter in Englan:’l, he would
jelly. well have you up before the county court. i s

T don'

“ Tt’s rough on poor old
5]2, Wildrake 7

“Bh)] What?” Wildrake burst inltnln laugh. I

our inter, you ass! mean & pan )
m?‘.ghfo: p:°m“ orr!a felee !'1: yTom Merry laughed. "Bu'lgh a
'3

lion is.a rather more serious proposition ’Wﬁdruke.
Head would never allow you to try. He’s answerable for
you to your people in Canada.”

¥ guess my folks would svant me to lend a hand if they -

ew how matters siood. B
h"Brih‘sh Columbia is rather too far off to ask them,” said
Tom, with a smile. “I suppose the Boot Leg Ranch isn’t on
the telephone.” :

T guess it is!" answered Wildrake. I can tell you the
Canadian telephone system would make you pretty sick of
your telephones if you saw it at work. But it's too far to

hone, of course, from this little island. Never mind that.

'm dead sure that my popper would want me to chip in,
and that lets me out. You see, it's not only using the rope,
but I can run down the lion and give them a chance at him.
He’s disappeared, but I guess I could pick up- his trail easy

enough.” z
“T dare say you could,” assented Tom. “I've seen you
at that, Wildrake. But you're gated.” o
“You don't think the Head would let me go and join
Sankey’s hunting-party if 1 put it-to him?” .
Tom Merry laughed.
“I’m jolly sure he wouldn's.” -
“Quite sure!” said Manners. -
Wildrake ncdded thoughtfully. . .
“Y guess I wanted your opinion,” he said. “Of course,
if T asked the Head, and he gave me a direct order to ke
clear of the business, I couldn’t disobey him. So perhaps it
would be safer not to sk him,” *
‘“ But, my dear chap,” said Tom Merry, *you can't——r"
“¥ guess I'm going to,” said Wildrake coolly. * You see,
1 can be of more use than a hundred of the fox-hunters and
rabbit-shooters that are turning out to_look for the lion.
T've done real hunting in British Columbia, not your English
style of rooting after r little beasts that can’t help tgnm-
selves.  Excuse me,” added Wildrake, colouring a little.
Tae Gexm Lisrary.—No. T10,

only gavé him a grim glare. His
‘however, as he rg:logngad Kit Wildrake, who had

mean i3, I've had some experience of hunting, not fooling
after foxes and rabbits, and I guess I'm the antelope that
ought to be locking for his nibs the lion. And if we don’t
get news of him in the morning I'm jolly well goimg.”

“ But——" said Tom.

“Keep it dark, of course.”

“0Of course,” said Tom. %

And Kit Wildrake nodded to the Tarrible Three, and
strolled out of the study. Tom Merry & Co. locked at ome
another.

“Y believe he’s right,” said Tom. ‘But the Head—"

The Terrible Three did -their prep, thinking a good deal
of Wildrake and his resolve. It was rather an anxious night
at St. Jim’s. In the morning Kit Wildrake dodged into the
prefects’ room at an early hour to the telephone, and
rani the police-station at Wayland. - He asl for news
ai‘; tat. t that nothi Y

uj
e lion, and received the 1
been seen or heard of the animal since the previous after-
noon. Wildrake hung up the receiver, znd quitted the
%efech’ room with & determined expression on his
hen St. Jim’s gathered to breakfast there was an empty
place at the Fourth Form table. Kit Wildrake, with 4&is
coiled lasso slung on his arm, was breakfasting on bread-amd-
cheese as he strode swiftly along the lane down to Rylcombe,
heading for Sankey’s Circus. R
CHAPTER 8.
, ‘Wildrake Takes a Hand !
R. BANKEY, propristor of the Woild-Renowmed
Circus and Hu rome, was probably the most
worried man in Sussex that morning, if not inll
wide England. He bolted an early breakfast, drmmk

the coffee too hot, scalded his mouth, and made remaris

that testy gentlemen do make when they drink their
coffee too hot. He stepped out of his van, and he stepped
into it again. He stepped in and out of the big tent. He
grumbled at Joey Jorrocks, and he swore, actually swore,
when he tripped over a tent-peg. He groused at Hercules,
the lion-tamer, and snorted at Lamb.. And altogether Mr.
Sankey made himself Wdecidedly . unpleasant to everybody
connected with Sankey’s World-Renowned Circus. And when
a sturdy junior of St. Jim's came across the field towards
the circus camp, and nodded to him with & smile, Mr. Bankey
is grim face relaxed a little,
: come to
the rescue one evening in the circus and controlled a savage
horse. And he contrived to nod almost amiably to the
Canadian junior.

“Good-morning, Mr. Sankey!” said Wildrake cheerily.

“"Morning to youl” said the circus-master. “ What the
thunder are you doing out of school, young man? Your
headmaster ought to keep you safe inside the house till that
blinking Hon's caught.”

“T’ve come to help you catch the lion, I guess.”

In spite of his sorel {;tried temper, Mr, Bankey smiled.

1 wish you could,” he said. “We can't catch him, that’s
a cert. Humtin’ high and low, up and down, and rownd
about. Nearly had him a dozen times, and now he’s given
us the slip and bunked, vi ‘minfed, ished into thin
air! Next we shall hear of him he'll have mauled somebedy
into a l_msg_ltal case, or torn up a farmer’s sheep, and give
me a big bill to pay! 'Tain’t worth living, I can tell you,
the life of a circus man! And now we've lost track of him,
the whole blessed county seems to have turned out to hunt
him,” continued Mr. Hankey morosely. “Men with rifles,
men with shotguns, dashed old whiskery .farmers with
blunderbussés of Queen Anne's time. 1 hope they won’t blow
each other into small pieces, that’s allL*

Mr. Sankey paused for breath, »

But he ran on again before Wildrake could speak. He was
full of grievances.

“You ee, that there lion’s a vallyble e£nimal,” he =aid.
“T'd rather he was shot than anybody hurt, of course; but

he's a vallyble animal. I want to catch him. I don’t want

the whole county of Sussex filling him with lead. You catch
my meaning? I'd give anybody a ten-pun’ note that could
put me on to where that bally lion is hiding hissalf 1

“I won't ask you for a ten-pound note,” said Wildrake,
with a smile, *“But I'm going to try to put you on to where
the lion is.”

Mr. Sankey started. He dropped his hand eagerly on the
schoolboy’s shoulder.

“You've seen him?” .

“Not since he came along to 8t. Jim's yesterday.”

“QOh!” The ter looked di inted.  “Then
how the thump can you tell me anything when you don’t
know i

“Let me explain, Mr. Sankey. Take me to where you saw
the lion last, and I'll iry to pick up his trail—"?

““His trail!” repeated Mr. Sankey blankly.
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"m from the Boot Leg Ranch, B.C.,"” explained Wildrake.
“I've tracked elk and coyote over harder country than this.
I've followed a painter through timber bigger'n any you
ever see over here.. I've trailed a loose mustang miles over
the prairie. Let me try my luck on-your lion’s trail.”

“Oh gad!” said Mr. Sankey, staring at the junior. It was
evidently a new idea to the circus-master. * What's that
rope you've got there?” g
“My lasso. I brought it from Canada with me. Like to
see me show you how it's done!” asked Wildrake, smiling.

“Let's see,” said Sankey. “I've seen you ride, anyhow,
and you ride like an angel. Let's see you use the rope.”

Wildrake glanced round. A mongrel dog was scuitling
away from one of the vans, with a bone in his jaws. Wild-
rake’s arm swept up, and the lasso uncoiled and flew.

The dog wes not an easy object to lasso, and he was
scuttling away at a good raw, and at a good distance. But
the next moment he was rolling over on the ground, caught
in the tightening noose. He yelped loudly with alarm and
indignation as he was hauled in by the schoolboy lassoer.

“Well done!” exclaimed Mr. Sankey admiringly. * You’d
make a turn in my cireus, yon would, if you wanted a job.
Dashed f I wouldn't make room for you, young man, if
you wanted to.” .

Wildrake laughed.

b ¢ I'm not after circus stunts at present,” he_ said,
releasing the dog from the lasso, and patting it kindly.
“I'm after your giddy lon. I believe I could pick_up his
trail, and with half & chance I’d rope him in as I did that
dog. IE your lion-tamer knows how to handle him he could
fix up the brute as soon as he was roped.”

“Give Hercules a chance, and ha’ll%e all there,’” said Mr.
Sankey. “If you could do it, by gum—— Bu o

“ﬁy not try?” said Wildrake. “You're only marking
}:jma"haro, anyhow, -as you don’t khow where to look for the
10T =

“Blessed if I don’t!” said the circus-master,

5

“ Good eg
“Here, Hercules, Jorrocks, Lamb, Bill, Jack, Sam!”
shouted Mr. Sankey, and his company gathered round him.

Mr. Bankey old;) ained in a few words, and ‘there were
several grins and many curious glances at the Canadian
schoolboy. Wildrake: coiled up his lasso calmly. Evidently
the circus crowd had not very much faith in him, and perhaps
Mr. Bmal:ly hadn’t very much. But it
was agreed that they might as well give
the boy a chance to make good his words.
It was at least as good as marking time
in the circus camp, in hourly expectation
of hearing news of a tragedy.

In a very short time the hunting-party
was ready to start. Hercules, the lion-
tamer, carried a rifle, as did Mr. Sankey,
to be used in case of extremity. Joey
Jorrocks, the Lamb, and the rest wern
armed with iron bars or bludgeons, and
some of them carried ropes and ins
for securing the lion if caught. They
started from the circus field, and headed
for Wayland Moor, where the lion had
last been seen on the previous day. .

Meanwhile, Tom Merry & Co. were
%glmg into the Form-rooms at St. Jim’s.

e absence of Wildrake caused mririne
and alarm, but the Terrible Three kept
his secret. There was a terrific licking
waiting for Wildrake when he came back
—breaking school bounds at such a time
was quite unpardonable. And the Head,
annoyed as he was, would probably have
been much,more annoyed and alarmed,
had he known Wildrake's object in quit-
ting the school without leave. Bat only
Tom Merry & Co. could have enlight-
ened him, and they were careful not to
do so. But it was an anxious morning
for the Terrible Three in the Shell Form-
Toom,

CHAPTER 9.
Tracked to His Lair.
113 EST ’ere!” said Mr, Sankey.
The hunters halted in the
midst of the wide moor, which
glimmer and thers with

n
be seen against the sky. In another direction, across the
moor, was Wayland Wood—sn extensive patch of old forest,
surviving from the days when Druids had stalked under its
ancient trees: .

*“You saw_him here yesterday?” asked Wildrake.

*Late in the arternaon,” said Mr. Sankey, *“I had my field-
glasses on him from the hillock yonder, and I lined him
against that old hut, But when we came along he had
vanished.”

Wildrake approached the hut indicated by Mr. Sankey—
the burnt fragments of an old shepherd’s helter, Ha pro-
ceeded to make a careful examination of the ground round
it. Already he had examined a track left by, the lion in a
soft flower-bed at 8t. Jim’s, and familiarised himself with
the trail of the paws. Wildrake had trailed many a wild
animal in Canada, in his time, but naturally had never had
to deal with a lion before. In a few minuies he picked up
the “spoor,” as it would be ealled in Africa. The marks of
the “pads " showed in a muddy hollow.

‘Here's where he’s been,” said Wildrake,

We saw them blessed marks yesterday,” said Mr. Sankey.
they ain’t any use.” <
guess I can follow them.”

*More than I can, then.”

Wildrake smiled, and gave his attention to the trail, It
led him from the little hollow over a stony ridge. o
marks that he found were slight enough, but  to his
experienced eye every atom of ** gign ” told its own story Mr.
Bankey & Co. followed him, with dubious looks.

£ 'fzere are You goin’?" called out Hercules, the tamer,

at last.
** After the lion, T guess.”
*“You think he went that way?”
“No; I know he did.”
““How do you know?” asked Joey Jorrocks.
**Because he's left sign.”
' Well, let's see it through,” said Mr. Snnkey resignedly.
“If there's any l:sﬂ there, as you call it, I can’t see it, but
I'll take your word for it, Master Wildrake, Lead on!™
ildrake was already leading on. The faint “sign » led
him across ridge, and then across a level and into a deep
hollow where rain had gathered into a pool. This was nearly
a mile from the starting-point. But at the pool the hunters
had ample proof that the Canadian junior was on the right

i)

A

golden broom, and brisiled with tufts of
utragglin%_ bushes and thickets,

R and the i field lay far
behmd, with Rylcombe Wood, out of
which the lion had bean routed the day

as a lion, hut

heeded. He had On & caroer
to take him at_his own valustion, ae it were, and treat him as one.

Half a dozen Juniors grasped the rope, and the hapless lion wase dragged
heelg—over-head in i e .

this time Grundy was roaring, not

to Study No. 10. ¥
But his roars were not

as Qeorge Alfred Qrundy.
a8 & lion, and Tom Merry & Co. chose

before. In one direction was the town
of Wayland, the smoke of which could
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track. For in the soft mud by the water were a dozen or
more_tracks of the lion's pads. " The brute had stopped there

to_drink.

Wildrake looked at his companions with a smile.

*“What price that?"” he asked. -

“Right as rain!” exclaimed Mr, Sankey. “If it ain't
lucl}cl, you're a clever young scallywag, you are. Get on
with it.” 7

“* Follow on, then!” said Wildrake. .

The whole party looked more hopeful and confident now.
T[‘:oy realised ‘that the Canadian junior knew what he was
about.

For some distance the Canadian led on directly the

Tell All Your Chums How Good the *“ Gem " Is! i

thickets. The lion, crouched in the hollow under the screen
of bush and brnmﬂle. ‘had been ro B movement was
heard, a rustle, and another deep and terrifying growl, R

*‘I guess I've spotted him now,” said Wildrake. ““Light a
flare and chuck it in—the bushes won't catch; they're not
dry encugh. It will scare him out. I've seen a painter
scared out like that at home.”

Wildrake carried out his own instructions himself. He_
g‘athorpd a bundle of the driest leaves and twigs he could
ind, tied them ether with a box of matches in the middle,
lighted them, and tossed them among the straggling bushes

that covered the lion's lair. A loud roar sounded as the flare

distant wood, but abruptly he swerved off to the right.

“Sure of that!” asked Hercules.

“Sure!”

“Then he didn’t make for the wood?”

““He turned off here, at any_ rate. I dare say we'll soon
see the reason. I guess he was heading for the wood, and
something called him aside.”

They soon discovered what it waa that had called the lion
aside gmm the direction he waas following. The half-devoured

carcase of a sheep was found in the thick grass. Evidently
. the hapless animal had sighted the lion, and fled, and had
been run down and killed by the savage brute. There were
many traces of the lion’s meal, and the track then led on
through the grass in the direction of Wayland Wood.

“] guess he was going to look for cover after his feed,”
said Wildrake. “ We ought to find him in the wood.”

“Good ! said Mr. Sankey.

They pushed on steadily.

Twice or thrice the trail was lost in stony patches on the
moor, and Kit Wildrake “tried ” to and fro, patiently, till
he found it again. It led them right into a %vlade of Wayland
Wood at last. There it was lost again, and found once more,
and Kit Wildrake led the way onward into the deepest depths
of the old forest. . .

“Keep your eyes peeled now,” he said, looking back over
his al::ou der. ““I guess we may start the game any minute
now,”

“We're rmzd¥l for him !” growled the tamer.

From somewhere in a distant part of the wood the report
of a gun was heard, Doubtless some other party was
“gunning ” after the lion, and probably shooting at_a
shadow. Mr, Sankey gave & snort as he heard the shot. He
was no doubt thinking of the value of the escaped lion, which
would disappear if the brute were knocked on the head. Mr.
qunkey had_a very natural desire to recapture the fugitive
anve,

“Wildrake stopped at last.

There was-a rugged slope before him, thick with bushes and
creepers, and a tree here and there. Higher up the Blotgo
the trees grew thickly. At the bottom of the slope the
ground was broken, and there were many dark openings
screened with bushes. The Canadian junior held up his

and.
:‘_éguesa 'we’m home!” he said. -
1 ae?
“ There's the track!” muttered Wildrake. It goes

through that clum;
again. And the hill is beyond; he can't have gone farther.

's there; he's made a den there in a hollow, and he's at
home, I reckon.”

Mr. Sankey drew a deep breath. Hercules nodded; now
that the Canadian junior pointed out the indications, the lion-
tamer could make them out.

““ He's there,” said Hercules. é %

“1'd rather send in my card before I call,” murmured Joey
Jorrocks. Mr. Sankey frowned at him; it was no time for
Joey’s jokes of the ring. .

“‘This is your business, Hercules,” said the circus-master.
* Are you goin’ in for him?"”

Hercules grunted, but did not reply. He was accustomed
to doing “stunts ” with the lion inside the ; but rootin|
into a shadowy hollow of the earth after a t that
lately tasted blood, was quite a different matter. The tamer
had no desire to be torn in pieces.

“I guess he’s got to come out,” said Wildrake. *“If we
can get him out, I can drop the rope on him as he shows
up.

“You'd have the nerve to stand by and do it?” breathed
Mr, Sankey. B

‘Wildrake laughed softly. - .

*“Sure! Leave that to me.”

“Beat the bushes, then, and pop off the guns,” said Mr.
Sankey. “That’ll scare him out, I reckon.”

“q guess s0.”

The hunters began to crash on the thickets with their
bludgeous, and half a dozen shots were fired into the hill-
side, 'The disturbance soon brought out proof that the lLion
was there. eep growl camé from the depths ef the
Tre Gex Liprary.—No. 710.

of bushes, and there’s no track out

ped, hing from the flame, buzzed
Bxp‘[oslve]y.

“*8tand clear!” yelled Wildrake.

There was a rush back as the thickets moved and shook.
From the bushes a long, sibuous body launched itself, landing
in the glade. The lion, & full-grown animal, with bristling
mane, was a terrifying object, as he stood out clear to view
clawing the ﬁ?’ roaring fiercely. Mr. Sankey dodged
instinctivel ind a tree, Mr. Jorrocks swung himself into
a branch, the rest of the party scattered back., Kit Wildrake
did not move, save to swing up the hand that held the coiled

rope.

Whizl

The lasso flew. i

The lion was starting to lope away into the wood as the
loop of the lasso dropped over his grim head.

A drag on the rope, and the noose tightened round the neck
of the huge brute.

A frightful roar awoke every echo in the wood.

Wildrake, the rope's-length distant from tbe lion, took a -
rapid turn of the end round o tree, and knotted it swiftly.

en he dashed away among the trees for safety as the half-
throttled animal came tearing towards him.

ight to the end of the rope the lion pursued him, and had
not gsmng lasso held, the Canadian junior might not have
escaped. . B g

But as the lion’s rush carried it to the length of the rope it
{.aui:aned, and the noose round the huge throat was drawn
ighter. Y

There was a choked howl from the brute.

For the next few minutes the scene was terrible.
struggled and howled and rolled over and over, tearing up the
grass and earth in his fury. The hunters, at a safe distance,
watched him, with tn.le faces, the guns raaéy if he should break
loose. But Wildrake had done his work well. The throttling
cord grew tighter and tighter round the animal's throat,
choking him. The hapless brute did not comprehend how it
was held, and its struggles were blind and impotent. When at
last it succeeded in getting its tecth on the rope, realising,
perhaps, how matters stood, it was almost exhausted; and
Hercules, seizing a favourable moment to rush in, dealt it a
heavy blow on the head with an iron bar.

“Y guess it's a cinch !" said Wildrake.

Mr. Sankey clapped the Canadian junior on the shoulder.

“Thanks fo you!” he exclaimed. “By gad! I'd like to
have you in my circus, my boy. If ever you want to change
vour school for the ring, remember that I'll make it worth
your while 1"

And Wildrake grinned. He did not “calculato ¥ that that
time was ever likely to come,

A couple of hours later, a cart was driven ul}mm Sankey's
Circus, and in the cart was a dazed and very humbled and,
subdued lion, chained securely. And Kit Wildrake, efteg
seeing the captured animal turned into its cage, set out for
St. Jim's, wondering what was going to happen to him by

issi ing’s school without leave.

a 8

The lion

CHAPTER 10.

The Hero of the Hour.
1 Al Jove! It's Wildwake!” :
“Hallo, here he is!” shouted Tom Merry.
Kit Wildrake, with his lasso on his arm, was
knocking coolly at the door of the School House.
Dinner was over at St. Jim's, and the *“Saints,” still
confined to House bounds, were grumbling and grousing in the
studies and along the passages. Wildrake was sighted from
If a dozen windows as he came across the quad, and Mr.
Railton went to the big door to ppem it.
The Housemaster frowned grimly at the returned junior,
“Come in, Wildrake !" -
“Yes, sir,” said Wildrake meekly.
“ Kindly hurrr yourself,” said {b. Railton sharply, “The
door must be closed.” £
“Oh, certainly, sir ! But there’s no need to close the door,
sir“—ﬂm h;)'l,a's caught !” d

“T guess he's safe back in his cage now, sir.”
“ Are you sure of that, Wildrake "



Next Week’s

“Quite sure, sir. Isaw him shut in!”

“1 am very glad to hear it,” said Mr. Railton. “But that
does not excuse you for lenvmiv_; the uc!mol without permission,
Wildrake, and missing your le You have “disregarded
the Head's order in gomg out of the school, and you will
be dealt with very severely. I shall not cane you, Wildrake,
a.l I undar!und I.E.vat it is Dr. Holmes' intention to administer

ing !

*Oh, holy smoke !” murmured. Wildraki

There was the buzz of a bell in the dlslﬂnee It was the
ielephone in the Head's :tuﬁy. But nobody heeded it just
then—excepting the. himself,” Fom Merry & Co. gave
Wildrake o of -ymp-m but tlleg did not venture to

in the p ey

were burning to know wimt had happened since the Canadian
junior had taken French leave, however.

‘“Where have you been, Wildrake ?” inquired Mr. Railton,
fixing his stern eyes on the junior.

“I’m gorry I cut lessons, sir,” said Wildrake frankly. “I
guessed I could be of some use in looking for the lion—"

“What 7"

*“They'd lost his track, sir. and I figured it out that I.could
pick it up again,” "explained Wildrake, "lo I went down to
Sankey’s Circus to offer my services, sir.*”

“'Bless my soul !" exclaimed Mr. Railton, aghast. * How
dared you do anything of the kind without the Head's
permlmonl"

“I—1 guess I'd have bcen glad to_have the Henrl’
permission, sir,” murmured Wildrake. ‘' But—but—"

“But you knew he would not rn.nb ynu permission to go
into such terrible danger, if you ui

“J—I was afraid he wouldn’s, sir,” confmed Wildrake.

* And Mr, Sankey sent you in.cx I suppose? In that case,
wh,i dl]d you not return fo the school sconer?”

The dmr of the Head’s study opened, and Dr. Holmes came
down the corridor. Mr, Railton turned from Wildreke to
the headmaster.

* Wildrake has returned, sir,”” he said. “He tells me that
the s-m.ped lion has heen reckpturod and taken back to the
mrcua,

“Quite s0,” said the Head. “I have just received the news
by telephone. Mr. Sankey was kind emough to ring me up
and tell me that there was no further cause for alarm. Yon
will Tet tha boys know that the restriction of bounds is now

d. Arthur A D’Are

“Mr. Baniey has also told me,” resumed the Elaad “that
the capture of the lion was due to a boy belenging to this
school, who found the animal's track, and followed him, and
;’:ude{red it possible to capture him Ly catching him with a

' Bloss my soul 1”
“My only hat!" ' murmured Tom Merry; and Manners and

Extract from “St. Jim's News.” tirte e
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Lowther grinned. The Terrible Three knew now that
Wlldrnkel ex edition hdd been a success.

“A boy belonging Lo this school, sir!™
of the Sixth in wonder.

exclaimed Kildare
“ Lheére wag (mly one boy out of

gates to-day—Wildrake of the Fourth:
“ Preci 1” said the Head. ‘‘And that is the name thai
Mr. Sankey gave me a few minutes ago on the telephone I
“Bwavo, Wildwake ! T yelled Arthur Augustus D*Arcy, quito

forgetful for the moment of the august presence in which he
stood. And the swell of 8t. Jim's waved his eyeglass in the
air with great enthusiasm,

But Dr. Holmes did not rebuke the exuberant Gussy. He

iled.
“Wildrake!” he said,
* murmured Wildrake meekly.

“ You have been guilty of a very serious dereliction of duty
i leaving the school without permission, and in failing to
appear for lessong m your Form-room|” gaid the "Head
magisterially.

** 11 guess I'm sorry, sir—""

“ Had you asked my permission, I should have refused it,”
said the Head. *That would have been my duty to your
parents, As matters have turned out, however, I have to
admit that your confidence in yourself was well-founded, and
you have certainly dis; glu;ved _great courage apd resource. It
was my intention to administer a flogging, Wildrake, for the
anxiety you have caused. DBut I cannot overlook the fact
that you bave probably saved lives by what you have done
t!;nn moming B

Bwavo !
“Silence, please! 1 cannot pass over your offence,
Wildrake, You will take five hundred lines !""

“Yes, sir.”
“And T will add,” said the Head, “that I am very proud
that a 8t. Jim's boa should_have acted as you have done, in
helpmg so ‘materially to effect the capture %of a dange‘mus

And somewhat to Wildrake's surprise, the Head shook
hands with him, And then there.was a roar of cheering. As
the Head returned to his study Tom Merry & Co. made a rush,
and Wildrake was collared, and mounted shoulder-high, an
carried in triumph out of the School House and round the old
quadrangle.

That day Kit Wlldrnke, of the Boot Leg Ranch, was the hero
of the hour. that evening half a_dozen follows were
lending a hand in ﬂmng the five hundred lines. And when
those lines were taken in to the Head it is extremely probable
that the old man noted the renmrknhle variety of hands;
but if he did, hs did not sa All he said was a kind word
or two and a kind good-night to the schoolboy lion-hunter,

THE END.
(Anoth ificent, long c lete stery of Tom Merry
& Co. in next week’s “ GEM.” This yarn entitled
#“ Levison to the Rescue ”’ must not be missed.)

much more dificult fo get a correct and
artistic result than it sounds.

ird way is called the *oblioue
dissolve,” apd this is by far the most

THE MYSTERIES OF SCREEN PHOTOGRAPHY.

By HARRY MANNERS.

difficult of them all. Camera-men hate it,
for it means double work for them. This
effect is obtained with the wid of & dissolve
machine, which is fastencd to the fromt of
the flm camera, and with this wonderfn!

HAD an offer the other day to go over
a cinema studic when a number of
d!!bcult. double exposure scemes were

0 be made, and as I am frightfully
keen ull camera work, as most of you know,

1 simply jumped at the idea.

T hope some of the readers of the “St.
Jim’s News” will be as interested as I was
to know how these things are done.

Well, to begin 'lt-h. “double exposures,”
as they are termed, are used when the
producer._ " show dream fi es,

screen. ou G_W

the fire lhin‘mn upoa when suddenly

ees him lonuthhli which has
happéened aome time before in-his life. The
incident he is dreaming about appears upon
the cinema screen for a minute or two and
then just as suddenly disappears.

‘There are three ways of doing this busi-
pvess. One is technically known as the “split
stage,” another the *transparent exposure,”
and the third the “oblique dissolve.” The
firat is by far the simplest.

Half of the film in the camera is “masked ”
namely, covered over with a brass dise. The
other half is exposed with the character to
be double-exposed in position.

When the necessary number of feet of film
is taken, the character cbanges his position
and the film is unwound, and the mask 'is
changed to cover the half of the film which

as been exposed. hen the little scene is
taken all over again.

This is how the scenes where a ma
seen to be talking to himself are made,
is reall guiw simple when you think it nllﬁ.
and I g hink have a shot at Cardew
one hese rlun..he ought to be pleased
with the resulf,

Now we come to the second method. This

‘which ghoxls or transparent
The scene is first of

nla

way.
for instunce, where
appear.
The picture Is n.kul with a1l the charae-
n the height of the camera
from il gmnnd il measured, and the dis-
tance from the spot where t.he fairies are
lu.ppoud to appear is nlao Doter
e film is rewound in the ecai men and
um mnuy little fairies are put in front
of a black velvet curtain in the studio.
They are then photographed, and, of
course, appear on the to) th
which has just been acted.
-

iries are required to

P o 8 scene
It is naturally

Ghiﬂg En) part of the film can be exposed

Tlll.l 15 “the device used in ecenes which
show characters relating incidents of their
childhood, and =0 on. instance, an
actor may be shown walking along a river-
bank. He remembers that it was here many
years ago he had dived in to rescue a child
who had fallen in.

His thoughts are shown in the comer of -
the film, and this gradually fades into the
picture until the whole film is taken up by
pictures showing the man jumping In as be
did years agG.
Then the thought-picture fades away again,
and the man is seen continuing his walk
along the river-bank. It is a very clever
bul dmeu!t business to get a utia!nctorr

ln a new film entitled “Peter Ibbetson,”
l record for double-exposure photography is
up, and there are altogether three
lmndred and ninety-eight of these scenes.
Now, I'm going along to see if 1 can fix
up a picture of D'Arcy eyeing himself
thmngh l]u monocle, or Baggy Trimble fight-

in|
fn: ver: keen on this double-exposure

business !
HARRY MANNERS.
Tre GeM LiBrARY.—No. 710.
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. THE SECRET OF
PEPPER'S BARN.

STRANGE HISTORY RECALLED.

By ERNEST LEV I8ON.

has far more history behind it than

one would suppose when viewing it

in the ordinary way. It stands
in the centre of a feld, a quarter of a mile
fronr Rylcombe village, 'and about a hundred
yards to the right Rylcombe Wood.

It is fairly obvious that, to begin with,
the place was constructed with. =& special
purpose. in_view. A secret tunnel from the
Monk's Cell in Rylcombe Wood leads out into
the feld, and some few centuries ago a
prainy person decided %o build. a cottage
over' the exit, so that, in the case of
emergency, he would stand a good chance
of escaping via the tunnel to the Monk's Cell
and away through the wood,

He only completed  the first four walls
of the cellar, which hid the opening into
the field, and then for some unkmown reason
forsook his task. -

Descending to more modern times, about
ten years ago an old squire living near by
was shown these ruins by the Archeological
Society, and thought it would a
iden to fimish building the place. On the
top of these four flint walls_he bad builk
a solid oak bungalow. But, like the former

empt, it was never finished, and the

" PEPPER‘S BARN * is a structure which

L
of the gully has been climbed you would find
vourself on a level with the front entrance
to_the barn agaio.
The space underneath was at one time
used as a storehouse. Above the barn 18
which access is obtainable by &
ladder, which is nailed perpendicular with
the wall, inside the barn floor.
The- loft is kept aired and dry-by a sky-
light in thé roof. i
The barn has been standing for many
years now, but it wasn't introduced into
the stories until Tom Merry decided upon
it as a suitable piace to hold the debates of
the 8t. Jim's Pariiamenc.
At the time when Tom Merry made that

Cardew. And then how he collected {from
the jupiors four individual rents, and left
{he temants to fight it out among them-
sclves who had most right to take possession

Cardew asked me to write this article
because I am the only fellow who has ever
heen beld prisoner in the dismal storehouse
under tho barn. My younger brother Frank
wns the means of securing Wy Tescue.
When he arrived, Outram_the fellow who
had been holding me captive, yielded to
renson, and was convinced that I had really
come to him as a friend, aud not as an
enemy.

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No, 710.

'Edited By TOM MERRY.

The greatest. occasion when -the barn »
'ﬂrgllred gprmniwem.iy in the stories was when St, Jim’s
‘om Merry held his first parliamentary

debate, Cardew, Clive, and mysell thought

in b{ boys of T

and we got into the cellar with some nolsy
i“ttmﬁ:mgl-n When .!Mr S:pel{_;ermhad gﬁﬂy
of chinwag under way, Cardew, Clive,
gnd your humble siruck up & bright Little rivalry to 8t. Jim's
“tune.” Before tlmgeew!ll pult up & plank |y, eait
and descend into the cellar, wo mizsled by h;od o
the back entrance, climbed up the incline O 5 8.

interry] rliament:
ceived w:

a quiet smoke and a.game o cards, with no
fears of an inquisitive prefect dropping in.

House,” and fairly fumed the Parliament out L‘";:fhw Tady
cellar ceiling and into the barn floor. Ra words:

in full evidence, they were blamed for baving

hammer, saucepan-lid, watercan, etc.—were |, g,
created the frst disturbance. itk

school for girls which,
hopes to estal

UG

N
TN

R

For Ever

debate, Ciedew, Clive, and myicll WONLC | Miss PRISCILLA'S BRILLIANT
indulged SCOO0P,

There can be not[iinghah%&e really useful
A

he hew
, it is said, Miss Priscilla
blish in the melghbour-
Miss Priscilla’s kind-
&

in

from the golly, and sscaped over the felas, | bearted solivitios ate wel known, agd “she
o o 'mk'u l: 5:_. ment; e; | occasion of the recent arrival of Timothy at
ceived was Lo ot the purpose of enjoying | S5 Jiw's shre kanded Treasury note for &

But the whole

[erTy.
ancial weight of the mew. college will.not
They called the cellar the “Sporting Club fall on the shoulders of the amiable.and

question. It seems, she

in
of it, when the smoke trickled through the | 5re el Tt e by P e 01 Conntry,
!

ountry.

& Co. were caught, and as the instruments— af‘lt;hreaa"?tj?lc::g, ;":z“‘“““ will be named

ble personage who lived

e year 300. Obviously the ular term
be St. Jill's, andw-r: hn!':nopto'

offer a
he new foundati

And though they were walloped, the wallop- few words of W
Pepi
incident. Old Pepper Was on the make, and

d oy 1o tirundy o0 t0 & fatos
and accordingly lel rundy o0 a
scent, of thlnkln% that he—Pepper—was a BAQQY'S
food-hoarder. - The whole thing was

born detective, paid
ference. Brazil—Uncle Josiah

ast, wh
reopened the 8t. Jim's Parliament, of course Uncle Josiah has
E'eg)per'l ‘Barn cal in. " self to be distinguisi
8al

was due entirely to

e VAL

A ;i-zram, explaining the extraordinary

" ne n‘z{lln’g.g't to have had of e
o Barn ame lix"m::ths-?ﬂer ‘this The Advance of Science.

per-

fectly clear when Pepper was the better off Few would credit Bag

by twenty pounds for damages to his barn, | interest in the wonder{llsxl progress -made by

and Grundy, who tlmuﬁht himself a heaven- sclentific investigators during recemt years.
early for his inter- | It appears that Baggy has an uncle in

George Alfred Grundy was the victim. CHEQUES WRITTEN A
L Ab-ine time when this naprened the 3al|  THOUSAND MILES OFF,
“down » ‘on food hogs. P S i

Bl1G BOON.

y Trimble with deep

Trimble, & gentleman

The week before | en Tom Merry | busily engaged in the rubber trade.

not so far shown.him-
hed by benevolence, so

me use_again. can <
“fly aaly léiml in u:: nen‘r t’(eut.u:le O.hehb?rn {;r as his l{!:ﬂn'.w {3: m':‘-‘ern_ed, at least; but
wl ain figure in some interesting stories. aggy explained the other ni
ag S MEST LEVISOR. P o night that this

his uncle not realising
how badly money was
Tequired. - in Study
No. 2, especially by
Bagay, since Kit Wild-
rake is mot short of
funds.

Baggy ked a
oumber of fellows to
witness an exhibition
of the mew system of
distance writing the
other  might.  The
results” were really
wonderful. Baggy
placed a blank sheet
of paper on the table,
turned out the lights,
and then *“spoke" to
Brazil, as he called it.
There was & scrabch-
ing nolse in the dark,
and when Baggy turned
up the lights there
was the sheet. of
paper—only it was nok-
blank. It bore the
words, “Pay Bagley
Trimble One Hundred
Pounds.” Underneath

signature,
rather serawly—
Josia rimble.”

Bagi
is all right, but he has
not been able to cash

riddie of Pepper’s Barn.

it yet.
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Film Actor’s Hard Life.

NOT 50 EASY AS IT LOOKS,
. By BALPH RECKNESS CARDEW.

plcture there happened to be

nrbiﬂﬂlr
lling fistic encounter.

a th
Tt was between Thomas Meighan, the hero,
mﬂ a villain wlm rsjoicel in the nmame of
“All Hands and ieterson.” Quite a
munthful, isn't lr.f Weli it became neces-
for Mr. Meighan to have a punching-
bd, dumb-bells, Indian chbl, and other
inary enve}ue devices - n_his hotel,

any comfort-lovin fellow
hata the werd “ films,"” dnn‘t you think? Bub
the worst is yet come !
A ut a fortnight later the prodlwer called
T g o
ﬂng on w is Bg.
“Yery well,” he answered cheerfully
enough; but the r artiste nearly nnﬂnpaad
when he was introduced to some hefty
fighting fellow.
“Your lpur:rlns plrtnerl" dm:!stsd Mr. Pro-
ducer ami well-known

Russian wruﬂa
Thomas Mui%hnu gasped. In front of him
stood a mo: erocions-looking fellow, about
fteén in weight, hands like a muplu
young h: a pair of lovely cauli-
flower ears—the trndamurk of lha prize-
hter. No wrmdsr they called him “Al
ands and Feel
The man eould speak a litue Eugll-h nnd
expleined that “he quit hen
knocked his last nppnnm s cver t.ha
ropel. and laid bim out for a couple of

decidedly L d

School House v. New
House.
axcmna s'rlwndLB )

LLED.™

By OOUIIN ETHMEL.

LECTIONS are nlnyl populnr amon;
the excitable juniors, and great w:
theh joy ﬁen t found a Ibu%lce

on

he position u treasurer m the clubs,
suddenly left, and the office was now vacant.
*“ Sleath’s Dll!' mln!' said Figgins, while
the B8chool House decided that -George
Richard Bruce Darrel was the most suitable
persho: for the job.

re were about an equal nDumber of
House and

School New House juniors
gathered round the board, and it was only
mtnr-l, ‘when l‘imlm lll o say t-hat

New House maﬁm he post, as

House at 8t. s, Ihlt Jack Blake & Co.
shuulﬂ want to t the

Figgins nqn:rdnd up to the, and nled him

h.l.t Iss
you thlnH" retorted Blne

?uick!y. "l shouldn't be likely to tie a

in the hlke-:l;gd for the night., llke
you did your prefect
And a{“n wave of his band the School
House juniors grasped their - New House
enemies, and sent them hurtling down the
l&epu into the quadrangle.

ort: while before the fellows n?.hﬂmd
to count

given sl arrel l.n
wﬂ.hdnw Kildare, naturally, did not see
eye to eye with that mggﬂhnn, and the
result was that Monteith, to give the New
House any chance of a victor:r, bad per-
suade Figgins to “F underhand tricks on
School House juniors.

And the eve of the election saw Jack Blake
locked in a box-room high up in the New

Figgins had carried out his contract well,
and the only chanee Blake had of escaping
s by the window her with the risk
nl breaking his necl lake took the risk,
and got free. He arrherl in the hall [ust
in time to save the School House from
d.e!eae, and yet mot in time to enable them
The election proved a draw of a

hundred and twenty to either side.
So a fresh election for the post of treasurer
held the following

“Yes!" the newco) reapanded at _the
same time twisting hls face into a painful
attempt at a smile.

There was a tense silence for . moment.

Th.en in order, apparently, to justif:

hhs p fighter remarked thal he mnlct mll
!1 deeent 501 o! a scrap when he
sked ‘l‘homm Mejghan there could

ought

be no possible shade of duul:t. ahmlt the truth
of this statement. “Er—excuse me,” he
stammered; “I'll be back im a momcnt l"

’.l'he artiste walked over to the g

hen are you going to take hnao ﬁghe

seenel‘i * he asked.

“In a week's time,” was.the reply. But
l.hln w-s not good enough for Thomas

i I rou want me to Ilght that hruiner, you’'ll
have to postpone it for a fortnight,” said.
“I mmt have time to work out some pnnches.
I have nut had a film fight for a long time,
and if ¥ expeet me to give and take with
this feilov ynu II have to give me time to
get my wind up!”

So it was agreed to
another lnrtnighb am tln.t Is why
Me:ghm gets up every morning at seven
o'clock and F!ﬂ.s ln a good balf-hour at the

punching-ball

He took tl precaution to inform  the
villain that the nght would he l --Jk-over
for him, and that he coml e if he
liked with perfect safety; but me nbar is still
very nervous, Now you can realise why your
humble is not so keen on becoming a film
star as he was. There seems to be a caich in
everythin' nowadays.

BALPH RECKNESS CARDEW.

me the affair for
Thomas

Wednesdny (1 expect you can twig now why
a new boy was so greatly sought after.)

And a pew boy did come, in the person
of a George Edward Barby.

Jack Blake lppmprmt.e!y cnl':d bz
“ You nincompoop! You waster! You
slacker! You un-English, lntl foutball, slub-
sided apology of a cross-eyed scarecraw
Perhaps, with this weird description, you can
5nbher ‘what sort of object this new buy

as !

But whatever he might have been, be was
the who could decide which House
s]muld win_the election, and, of

ins & Co. and Blake & Co. made
bo ure the mew boy into their own
and so obtain his important vote.

Jack Blake & Co. were the party who met
him at the station, and they got their find
successfully into the old cab. But when oo?
reached the darkest area in Wayland W
Herrles, who was acting as an ontrider, wau
pulled off his bike by Figgins & Co.,
were ambushed behind the hedges :hend

Blake quickly to!d the driver of the cab
to stop, and with the new boy he took to
the woods, making for St. Jim's at top speed.
With seven fellows in close pursuit ul their
leader, Herries and Dm y had grave doubt
her jould be able to’ get

lans
ouse,

even|
doubts 'm'e in perfect order. Figgy did
capture the new boy, and then, to George's
surprise, Herries & Co. successfully collared
the weedy Barby again, and led him to their

utud in at

’ emr lerby atayed there, and which
llonu he supported in the election, I shall
have to disclose next week.
COUSIN ETHEL.

course, .

Caught by Mr. Se!by!
was ru—;;snmanr
JUSTIFIED ?

S8y QERALD CUTTS {h Form).

HAT worm Selby will be shot one of
these days. !\Dt hare I proved

Mm gmltirt of liste: versa-
for his

iberately
Mfr\uijng into a private room and marching
away with property valued at three pounds
!mnd -sixpence. Moreover, he got away
ree, and managed to inflict severe
D“ﬂls}lmﬂnh upen his” unfortunate victims.
It was a rather hot day In September, and
a haif-| hnllda:e when the clock indicated

t-o-ﬂnrt:. isht fellows had just con-
gregate: ether in & comfortable box-
room. raonn are not usually comfortable
apartments, this ome had had" wmc

but
decent furniture lhilted into it to make it
appear so. A e polished oak table, eight

easy-chairs, and l um!.l eablnet were
nrramzed for t.he
entioned, eight !ellnwn hud. xstheled w!th

of enjoying a quiet smokin;
concert, with a. ilme :ﬁ m?ol cards to g
liven t,hmsn up a

Pipes, cigars,. and cigarettes were pro-
duced, and each fellow smoked according to
his own choice, At three o'clock ca were
introduced, and I firmly insisted upon a
game of smap. 3 N

Five minutes later a ferce and exclting
game was in progress, with five guineas for
the fellow who won. Then siddenly there
came 'a tap- at the door—nothing like our
uwnsgm-nrrangcﬂ pasaword—and & silky voice
call

“Any chance, you fellows?’

In a state of great excitement, I went
to the door and cautiously opemed it. Of
course, you know, I expected to see Mellish .
or Pigantt or some little bounder like¢ that.
80 can't you guess how I felt when, Instead
of seeing anyone like Mellish or Piggott,
it turned out to be that watery-eyed,
two-faced rat, Henry Selby, the master of

'orm at

Oh, whar. a
cunning tripe-hound he is! Do w1
felt as though I could have booted hm all
down the stairs, and out into the jolly
fountain. .

Of course, he must have heen mooching
about the corridors as usual, listening at this
corner, or standing behind the curtain until
he heard our lwt cries of “Snap!” Now I
come to think it, we did yell a trifle
loudly when the pruspectu of the five guineas
grew nearer and mnearer. The remaining
seven of the crowd, Racke, Crooke, Cardew,
St. Leger, the Hou. Cecil Adriance, Coutts,
and Stagland, stood by the table !ookillg
rather scared. I was, nstnrn}]y, the only one
who showed a_deflant attitude. In fact, T
really think old Selby half-expected me to
give him anlift under the {nw for his con-
founded impertinence. But I don’t expect he
would have admitted it though.

Anywny, the long and short oz it was that
Selby made us hand over our treasured pipes
—most of us s children smoke pi
while the fat cigars of Adriance nnd Camzw,
and the Egyptian fag of 8t. f\:
squashed under his heel. The pipes, mighb
remark, were worth respectively: Racke's, two
guineas, amber mouthpiece, heavy gold haml,
and a very rare and expensive wood; your
humble’s, silver band, unique design, fifteen
bob; Coutts’ cost half-a-dollar, and Crooke’s
and Stagland's cost one-and-six a-piece.
Selby collected them up as if they were some
mlce which had been dead for a month,

with an jrritating smile told us we could
elther do him two thousand limes, or have
the matter taken before the Head. We all
decided to do his rotten lines. ThenSelby sug-
ested that as it was a half-holiday we could
start on them straight away. And so we did,
while, I've not the slightest doubt, he went
away to Wn;lnnd and pawned our valuable,
specially made-to-measure, pipes. Oh, what a
life a poor fellow has to live!
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"A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College. By IVOR HAYES,

NEW READERS START HERE.

Tom Mace, the son of a crack wing ip for
Millford College. The poor cireumstances in which ke 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
wupon Tom, and tries to persuade the lad to leave a window open,
30 that he can enter the school at night. Returning late that
evening, Tom is questioned by his Form-master,
is stariled when Tom méntions the name nf Meadows. The
mysterious Mr. Mullins, who knows something about Meadows, dis-
misses Tom with a slight punishment. The _following day Tom
sees Mr. Gale, whom he had seen in conversation with Spikey
‘Meadows when journeying to the school. Mr. Clale warns the lad
against this man. Later Tom's mother comes to the achool, and
Lundy takes this opportunity of insulting her. Tom would have
fought the smob but for the promise to his mother not to fight.
Tom is again visited by Spikey Meadows, the incident being wit-
nessed by Lundy and Mr. Gale. Lundy is rather interested, and
meets Spikey Meadows himself. He is encouragéd by him to place
a bet. Mainly through Tom's efforts, his Form 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 scholarship. lad,.for most of the fellows are heartily sick of
Lundy & Co. But Lundy is not satisfied, and the point is to be
determined by a fight. Tom knocks ELundy down, but Bradshaw,
who is keeping time, tries 6 cheat him of victory.

After lights out one evening Mcadows waits outside the school,
intent on seeing Lundy. When he arrives Meadows informs him
that he has brought him bad news. :

* Bad news!” gasped Lundy. ** Do you mean our horse lost 2™

(Now read on.)

The Plot Against Tom.

EADOWS nodded. B
“J do!” he said
« That means I lose a fiver,”

* Hang 1" A
eenner ! said the ruffian laconically. * You put a fiver
each way, you remember. I've had it booked.” N

“ach way !” gasped Lundy. *“ But, hang it, I can’t afford
to lose ten quid!” ) :

Mr, Meadows shrugged his shoulders. .

“Well, you'll ’ave to afford to pay it!” he said. “That
bookie friend of mine’ll come along asting for it soon.”

Lundy scowled.

“Oh, leave that over for a bit!” he growled. * Braddy,
can you lend me anything ? Thought you said that horse was
a cert, Meadows !" . ) i

“Tve lost two quid over it!” lied the man, with a well-
feigned look of grievance.

@ had hoped that he would have a useful hold over Lundy.
He knew that the horse would lose, and the horse had lost.
So had Lundy. R -

“Well, what about this jaunt? Thought you were going
to take us to some place to play cards!” said Lundy.

“That's off ill you can pay that debt,” said the man.
“Jf you can’t pay that, you can't play cards for quids. 1
don’t play for nuts, you know.”

Lundy looked perfectly ferocious. And Bradshaw and
Garnet, it must be confessed, looked relieved. From the first
they had rot been so keen as Lundy on this midnight expedi-
tion. But he had led, and they had followed. %
“Wait a bit, thuugﬁx," said Meadows. “If you- promise to
do me a favour, and keep your mouths shut, I'll reward you
well. Il cancel that debt—pay the man.myself.”

As. there was no wan to pay he was not being over-
g‘g\nerous. But Lundy, naturally enough, was not aware of
that. .

“What is it you want?” he asked eagerly.

Meadows lowered his voice.

“There’s & kid at this school—Mace.
on that kid—"

“8¢ have 11" said Lundy, with vicious emphasis. -

“Well, then, it'll bs more pleasure than labour,” said the
eracksman. “ All you've got to do is to down that kid at
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said Lundy.

Now, I've got a down

every turn. Now, the man I've got a grudge against i3 his
father. Mark my words, that kig‘u be in a burglary soon.
If this school ain’t robbed before long, I shall be surprised !
That kid’s father is a burglar by profession!”

“What!"”

“Bai Jove!” ?

Lundy & Co. shouted their amazement.

“You—you don’t mean that!” gasped Lundy.

Meadows nodded. "

“It's the truth,”” he said. “ Like father, like son. If you
#nd anything stolen, you can bet your lives it's Tom Mace
at_the back of it!” - :

Lundy whistled. He believed the man at once. It did not
occur_to any of the three that Meadows himself might be
mixed up in the affair.

“8on of a cracksman! I say, that's great!” exclaimed
Lundy. “By Jove, I knew he was low-down. But I never
hoped for that!

And Lundy did a war-dence of joy.

“T'|l settle him yet!” he cried joyously.

“Vou settle him, and I'll let you off the debtl” said
Meadows artfully.

Ti was cunningly planned. Meadows knew, well enough,

that the police would discover that soieone had left a window
open. And he knew, too, that they would look for some
inside mccomplice.
. They would not suspect a master. And, as through Lundy
it would be known that Tom, the echolarship lad, was the
suzglrnl a burglar, the police would be satisfied that Tom was
guilty. :

Lundy Again !

“* O on Lundy, put it on the board!"
Garnet grinned and nulged his leader’s arm.
Thus a)mournged. Qimon Lunly affixed to the
green baize notice-] yd in the school Hall, the
piece of paper he had in his hand.
The three knuts were standing in the Hall, eyed curiously
by several fellows who were standiug around,
« Hallo! What's that, L\:nd??" exclaimed Gordon.
Lundy, with a sneer on his lips, pointed to the paper he
had affixed to the board.
“That,” he said, ‘iz a little illustration indicating what
The tall figure with the muﬂfer and
i from his pocket is
urchin is our Tom—

Millford is coming to.
the jemmy and life-preserver stickin
father of the small urchin. The smnlf

'om Mace—'"

-4 Tom Mace!” shouted Gordon.

« What the dickens!” exclaimed ILll

Lund{i laughed.

“ Perl nF's you don’t see the point of the caricature?’ he
sneered, * Well, I can tell you for a fact that Mace's father
is 8 crook—he's just a burglar. You know he was an errand-
boy before he came here.~ Well, his father is Bill Mace, the
cracksman!”

¢ Rot!" snapped Gordon.

But all the same, he and one or {wo others pressed forward
to inspect the crude drawing.

Aud while they were gathered in a group round the board,
a cheery voice made itself audible in the passage.

<« What cheer!” came Bob Peel’s strident tones,

Lundy turned and drew back. He had no desire to face
Peel just then. But there was to be no escaps for him.
Gordon, Hill, and Smythe tock hold of him, and would not
let_him move.

Bradshaw backed hastily Jown the passage.

+ Let me go!"” shouted Lundy to his captors.
Take your hands ofl me!”

But Gordon merely laughed.
waa awed by the imperious Lundy.
Was over.

“ Hang you!

Time had been when Gordon
But new—Lundy’s day
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Rider and Peel, with Tom Mace, frowning and worried
behind, ate%ped up to the crowd. s

“ Now what's wrong "’ asked Peel.

Gordon, indicated the notice-board, and the crude drawing
that was attracting so much attention. ¥

Then Peel, realising that his suspicions were right, that
this- was some new plot i is chum, pushed aside
geveral fdllows and glared at the motice upon the board.

. “ Who did that?”’ he roared, turning round.

Lundy drew back slightly, then shrugged his shoulders.

I did!” he retorted. * And it's true to life. That's
Mace and his burglar father.”’

“ His cracksman.father?’” repeated Peel. * What do you

mean

“ Mean 7" echoed Lundy. * Why, that Mace's father is a
burgglr! Ask him to deny ity

“Deny it!” laughed Peel bitterly. 1 don't see why he
'E"L‘I?’» trouble to deny anything so wild and unfounded as
tha

Lundy sneered, and wrested himself free from his captors.
“ Magce can’t deny it!” he said And then he turned to
the mew boy. * ow’s Bill Mace, the cracksman?®”’ he

j 4

Tom Mace’s face went quite white. :

#J-]— What do you mean?’ he stammered.

Bob Peel turned to hi um in surprise. - He could tell
from the tone of Tom's voice that all was not well. And so
could the other fellows.

“ Look !”" sk d Lund ly. ““He can’t deny

That’s your

it! Look at his facel &f course it's true!
Form capt'in! That's your hero!l Son of a burglar!”

“ Son of a burglar!”

The was taken up by the whale up of juniors in the
Hall, and there were mutitered remarks and exclamations.

‘Tom’s face went scarlet, then white again as he felt all
those accusing.eyes were upon him. He tried to speak, but
his tongue clove to the roof of his mouth.

14 J—f—" he stammered..
“ Dy it, Tom,” said Bob Peel, “ and T'll smash. Lundii”
Deny it! How Tom wished he ‘could—how he wished that

his father were an honest man like the fathers of all these
lads! But he could not deny Lundy’s imputation. It was
true ¥ -
«“J—1 can’t deny it!”’ said Tom miserably. *But, oh,
\\'hn,lg' does it matter? Why must you bring that up against
me?

“t Iy’s bruel” cried Garnet joyfully.

“ Then your father is a t.hie?‘—-—y’

“ And you captain of the Form too!”

These amazed cries rang through the Hall, and Tom started
back. The fellows were in a semi-circle round him now,
and he felt like a caged-in animal.

“ Leave him slone!” shouted Peel, when he recovered from
the shock “nf Tom’s surprising admission. * What does it

matter——
< Matter!"” exclaimed Gordon.

“ Tt matters & lot! It's

a fine thing to have a burglar’s son as Form-captain! Jove!

H;. mi t! it the cups and s—and goodness knows
what

“Posh!” ma Peel. And Rider, after some slight

At that Bob Peel stiffened, and he clenched his fists.

“You'll do nothing of the sort!” he said, throu h his
“1 den't want any fnnu¥ tricks from you, Lundy.
‘'he 'Head probably knows it alrcady. Anyway, it's not
Tom's fault. But if 1t's qI»t‘end round the school, I shall
know whom to blame—you, Lundy!”
The former leader of the Form scowled, and bit -his lip.
E‘hen, with a careless uhmg_uf the shoulders, he turned on
18 h.e]o o

“ Ceme along, chaps” he said. “ Leave that young
bu to his kind little friends!”
he had gone, Peel turned to his chum.
“Tom!" he exclaimed. “ That wam't true? Your father
isn’t—isn’ I %
Tom Mace his head dully.

nodded b
“Yes, Bob,” he said. “
I thought that that was in
they found out, Bob?”

father is a cracksman! But
the past—a secret. How have

Bob Peel shook his head.
 #Pgor old Tom!” he said softly. * Poor old chap!’
“ The Form won't like it,” said Rider, rather uneasily,

giving Tom a keen look.

«T know—I know!” muttered Tom, * O, that it should
come now, when I thought I had lived down their snobbery!
It is cruel!” .
 Perhaps they'll forget,” said Peel. ““But—but they're’
fanny chaps. Lundy w"i‘l‘l!‘hnu & lot to say now that you've
admitted it.”" And Peel looked quite worried.

11

Meanwhile, Lundy, with Garnet and Bradshaw behind him,
had goue to see Mr. Mullins, the master of the Fourth.
Lundy tapped on the door, and at a multered *‘ come in,”
entered, leaving his companions outside. i
The master was pacing up and down the room, hia hands
behind his back, his face worried and anxious.
“« Well,”” he snapped, ** what is it?"” . :
Lundy’s jaw dropped in sheer surprise. It was not usual
for the Form-master to speak to him in that manner. As &
rule, Mr. Mullins was servile where Lundy, Bradshaw, and
Garnet were concerned.
Now he wheeled upon
“ What is it? What is it?” he snapped.
Lundy looked surprised; but he had come here to speak to
the master, so he hesitated no longer.

74 My, Mulling,” he said, * P've found out something aboul
Tom Mace. I ouiht you'd like to know.” Ho paused, bul
Mr. Mullins, who had flung himself into a chair, did " not
even look up. * His—his father’s a burglar, sirl” finished
Lundy dramatically.

My, Mullins almost leaped from his chair.

them in a perfectly fierce manner,

“ A—a burglar! Where did you hear that, Lundy?
Where—" .

“ Where?” ejaculated Lundy, startled by the master's
manner, *I heard it from—from someone.”

The master quivered slightly.

“ A burglar,” he repeated more oalml{l. “ A MilMord lad’s
father a burglar! Surely, Lundy, you have been mistaken ;
someone has purposely misled youl”

Lundy shook his head.
. You can ask Mazce himself, sir,” he said. ‘‘ He admits
1t I

Mr. Mullins was silent. i

"Ver¥ strange,” he mumbled. “Why, anything might
hal?en. There might be a burglary!  Good heavens!”
And he feigned alarm so well that not for an instant did
Lun‘Ic}fv suspect that this was no news to the master.

“He ought to be sent to Coventry,” said Lundy. ik |

shall spread it around about his father. One ought not to
l:eep Tsll-ent about such a thing. Surely the Head must
now 1° ]

“Of course, of course,” said Mr. Mullins. “But I-I

shouldn’t make too much of the matter, Lundy."”

“"No, sir,” said the Fifth-Former. ‘But
would like to know.” .

“Thank you,” muttered Mr. Mullins; and Lundy could
not_help noticing then how the master’s hand trembled.

This evening, somehow, the master did not seem ‘himself.
lSnmeLhing was worrying him, though what Lundy could not

I thought you

ell.

With one last curious look at the master, Lundy left the
study. No sooner had he gone than-Mr. Mullina rose to
his feet and paced the study in agitation.

“T don’t know whether it’s good or bad, this discovery !”
he muttered. “It will be all over the school in a moment
now. Everyone will know! But Meadows is coming to-
night! When the picture has gone, when it is known that
there must have been an inside hand, Tom Mace will be
suspected. ”

That thought seemed to comfort the master, and his
worried frown relaxed.

The Burglary.
L HAT was that?" g
- Tom Mace sat up:ifhl: in bed, and blinked
sleepily about him. The dormitory was in dark-
ness, and he could hear no sound. Yet
quite sure that he had been aroused by some noise.
awake, he listened intently.

“Bob ! he whispered to his chum; but there was no
answer,

So Tom, deciding not to wake Peel, crept out of bed,
slipped on his trousers, and searched around for his slippers.
Then he stood upright and listened again.

From below came a slight creaking, and Tom’s. heart beat
faster. He looked along the row of which in the gloom
he could see but faintly.

“ Anyone awake?” he asked, as ‘he moved to the door.

From somewhere down the dormitory a sleepy voice

replied :
“Who's that?”
The voice was
it belonged to his chum.

Tom was

Wide'

sy

t, and for a t Tom hoped

“It's Tom !” he answered. “That you, Bob?”

A If“mt was the reply.

“No; it's Lundy. are you doing, mooching about
at this time of night, Mace?”

“Tom did not reply. He wanted no argument then with

Lundy. So, very softly, he stepiped across the dormitory, and
opened the door.
Out on the landing he stood listening, but no sound came
Tux Gem Liprary.—No. 710
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to his ears. The ndlse he had heard from below was not
repeated, And Tom thought that perhaps his imagination

was playing with him.

But nol That same (irstenoﬂs creaking came from
below, and now Tom crapt own the stairs very softl;

A whispered word he heard, then footsteps very soft, fixntiy
dying away. Tom hurried forward to where he thoughb the
noise had come from.

He stopped before the Head’s study, and caught his breath.
Theh;’wr was open! It meant a burglary, Tom was certain
of that.

Yet the school was well guarded against such midnight
outries. The windows were fastened securely with patent
catches, and everywhere were bur, dglar alarms.

Haw then, has this burglar entere: Tom’s first thought
was of fpﬂmy Mendows. Spikey could have entered cu.slly
enough if Tom had left & window open for him. But T
had not dcne tha

Urged by a audden impr u]la he entered the room and

peered round. But all was in dorkness. He felt along the
uall for the switch, but could not find it.

He was not used to the room, and he nearly knocked an
ornament from a shelf as he % roped round. ~ Then, quite
suddenly, the'm was & creak. He stopped still, and pressed
his back to the wall.

The nudm ht intruder—could he be returning?

It was & footfall, soft and stealthy. Someone entered the
rooms A hand brushed beside Tom’s face, and—flick [—the
light was turned on. =

The switch for which Tom had gro| had been just above
his head. But now Tom forgot about -the switch—forgot
ever%lhmg in amazement.

u !” he gasped.

For the :mdmght intruder was no other than Mr. Gale,
the new master! For a moment silence reigned.
hMr HGa]a stared at Tom, equally surprised as the lad

1mnse

““What does this mean, Mace?” he asked sternly.

Tom did not reply. He locked at the master, then
round the study, and as he caught sight of an empty
picture-frame he started.

He looked from the empty frame with its thin strip of
canvas still round the sides, to the master in il oorway.

You Simply Must Get This

“That picture,” cried—"“you have stolen it! at
is why Jou, are here!l  You have come to steal the
pictures!” That is why vou were speaking to Meadows in
tli:e f!!rmn You and he are hand-in-glove together! You
thiel

The master started and blinked with surprise,

“I1” he answered with a short laugh. “It is you who
will iuffer for this, Tom Mace! 'hat it is Spikey

'hps tightened, and he shut the d
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Meadows' domgs I do not doubt. Bui you—you are tha
inside accomplice

Their voices were not softened, and presently there came
footstops from above, as others in the school were
awakened.

“What is it—what is it?”
t'l::lhe headmaster’s voice came du\\'n to the two
stu

hat is Dr, Mason!” exclaimed Mr. Gale.
\\here you are, Mace.

Tom laughed.

“1 escndpe "’ he cried. “You would like me to, so that
you could make your story good!’

Now the headmaster was upon the sceno with quile half
the school jn a clameuring crowd behind him

“What is it—what is it?” cried Dr. Mason.

He looked wild and agitated, his .dressing-gown girdle
trailed the floor, and he gazed from master to boy in
bewilderment, &

Then his eyes,
picture-frame.

“My picture gone—the best one—the most valuable one

one! Who has done this?”
@ looked at the master, then at Tom Mace, inquiry and
amazement on his kindly face,
5:0“3 Df mmora, aemom,
ruund

the Head
presence. He t.umod to them.

“GOI" he cried. “Mr. Johnson, Mr. Hicks, see that the
boys go back to bed, There has been a burglary; the lads
must not be here.”

The masters, -rather reluetmtl it said. hustled' the

drwhsn they had gone the

unwilling juniors off to bed, an
headmaster turned round upon the two in the study, his

in the

“Keep
It is useless to attempt to escape.

searching the room, sighted tho empty

and masters clustered
became aware of their

“Now,” he said
what has occurred.”
Tom Mace stepped forw rd.

“It is my duty, sir,” he said,
as an accomplice of tf:o bu lnr

“An nccomplwe"' cried the head master. * What do you
mean, Mace! ou mad?”

“I mean,” nul 'om steadily, *‘thet on my journey to
the school T heard this man in conversation with a rogue
—a man of disrepute named Spikey Meadows. What con-
nection should a master_here have with Meadows? I sug-
gest that he is responsible for this. Ask him why he is
\\andarmg sbout the school fully dressed at this time of
night

sm]y, “Mr. Gale, tell me precisely

to denounce this master

et sawzsssasmss
s
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