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Cutts started, and his biood thrilled to-his. héart, for suddenly from
theopeningin the ground a head and shoulders rose into view. The close-
.cropped bullet-head—the dirty, savage face, with four days’ stubble of
-beard on the chin—the gleaming, desperate eyes—the mark of the broad
.arrow on the torn and muddy tunic—betrayed the convict. It was

Jonas Racke—No. 101« (A4 thrilling incident in our long, complete school tale taside,)
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CHAPTER 1.
One Hundred Quid!

o WOKE?”
g I% Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of the Fourth Form at
St. Jim's, asked the question.
And Blake and Herries and Digby replied sadly and
solemnly ¢ - 2

)

¢ Stony !’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
expected satisfaction, He mnodded quite cheerfully, and in
fact smiled.

¢ Vewy good!” ;

“ Good, you ass?”’ said Jack Blake.  ““I don’t see any-
thing good about it! I've just asked-Tom Merry for a loan

" to tide us over till Saturday, and I find that he’s stony, too!

8o is Manners; so is Lowther; so is Kangaroo. All on the
<1 am stony, thou art’stony, he is stony !” said Herries
Jugubriously, And Digby - went on—Dig. being a great
etes stony, ils
sont stony.”
¢ Yaas, it’s

There was unusual excitement in the guiet countryside. A <
broken out of Blackmoor Prison—and warders and mounted constables were seeking him far and wide,

received that reply with un-_

wathah wotten,” sald Arthur Augustus. 3
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Jonas Racke—Convict 101—had

£100 Reward! These words, in large letters, were to be read on most of the hoardings and dead walls in Way- {

“ Howevah, as vou are all stony, without any pwospect of
waisin’ the wind, pewwaps youwll be willin’ to back me up in
waisin’ a weally considewable sum of money.”

“Like a bird!” said Blake immediately. “Like a whols
nest of birds! What's the little game? Ilave vou found
out where the Head keeps the funds?”

“ Weally, Blake——""

“Do you know a millionaire who's going home to-nighd
down a dark lane?” g

“ Pway be sewious!”

¢ Or has Cutts of the Fifth put you on to a dead cert. foz
the Swindleton Handicap ?”’

“ Pyway listen to me, deah boys! In the first place, wa
are all stony bwoke. My patah has somehow failed to reply
to the urgent telegwam I sent him, and that telegwam wan
away with my last tannah. We are all bwoke to the wide,
and it is sternly necessary to waise some money. I’'ve his
on the ideah.” :

< YWell, out of the niouths of babes and sucklings,’? said
Blake thoughtfully.. “If you can raise enough for tea it
will be a giddy blessing. Whom are you going to borrow it
of? Pve tried nearly all the Fourth and the Shell.”

¢ T'm not going to bowwow it.”’
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© Can’t steal it; it’s against the rules,” said Blake, with
& shake of the head. :

“X wegard you as an ass, Blake! We are goin’ to earn
the money!” 2

“My hat! How much?”

‘A hundwed pounds!”’ :

Blake and Herries and Dighy staggered against the wall
of Study No. 6 in the Fourth-Farm passage in the School
House. They seemed overcome.

“ A hundred pounds?”’ said Blake fuintly.

13 Ya)as'77

“ And we are going to earn it?"

“ Yags, wathah!” 3

“He'll wake up presently,” said Herries. i

“ Weally, Hewwies, I am not dweamin’. We can camn a
hulndvs:ed p?unds——quito easily, in fact; and the only diffi-
eulty is ’ :

Oh, there’s a difficulty 7’ asked Jack Blake sarcastically.

¢“7J was beginning to hope we should have the hundred
pounds in time for tea. We'd have had an extra pot of
jam. - It would run to it out of a hundred pounds.”
. “Yaas, there’s a difficulty. The question awises,” said
Aythur Augustus thoughtfully, polishing his eyeglass,
¢ whethah we should be justified in takin’ the money aftah
'ﬂif had’ earned it. That i3 the point I am wathah doubtful
about.’ .

““Oh, that’s all right! We are justified in taking any-
thing we can get when it’s tea-time, and there isn’t a shot
in the locker,” said Blake. “I can settle all your doubts
on that point at once. Just point out the chap who's gob
the hundred pounds, and we’ll take our cricket-stumps and
gtart on him.”

‘““Flear, hear ! said Digby and Herries heartily.

“Will you be sewious?”” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “ 'We
ean get that hundwed pounds quite simply, with a chap of
my bwain powah to diwect the opewations. But I am not
certain that we should be justified in takin’ it. What we've
got to do is to assist justice, and back up law and ordah.”

Blake wrinkled his brows in reflection.

“Well, I don’t approve of law and order, as a rule,”” he
gaid. “ But I'd back up law and order at a hundred quid
@ time, any day. One could siretch a point.”

“In a sense, it is our duty as citizens to do the best we
ean in the mattah,”” Arthur Augustus remarked. “1T sup-
pose you agweo with me there.”

“(ertainly,”” said Blake. “I don’t know what you're
talking about, but I agree with you. . I always was an
egreeable chap.” : R

“But whethah we could take the money after wunnin’
the chap down, that’s what I'm wathah doubtful about.”

“Whose the chap?” asked Blake, beginning seriously to
wonder whether his aristocratic chum was a little bit off
his “rocker.”” “ And where is he?”’

“ He’s hidin’ in the woods.” .

“0Oh, he's hidin’ in the woods, is he ?”’ said Blake.
he’s got the hundred quid on him ?*’

“ Certainly not !

“Then what's the good of running him down if he’s not
got the hundred quid?”

“We should get the hundwed pounds if we wan him
down,” explained Arthur Augustus. ‘I suppose that’s quite
eleah, even to your bwain.”

“(lear as mud!”’ agreed Blake.

“ Might try in tho New House,” said Herries, who had
been thinking. “Old Figgins would lend us a few bob like
& shot—if he had any.”

“ Wats !” said Arthur Augustus.
take Figgins & Co. into this ideah.
with the hundwed pounds.”

“Yes, we could do with & hundred, or even one!” said
Blake, with a sigh. “Or even five bob wouldn’t come
emiss in the present state of the exchequer!”

“ Then we ought to wiah in, deah boys, and wope in that
bundwed pounds. It isn’§ evewy day you have a chance to

G
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pick up a sum like that. It merely wests to seftle whethah
we should be jusiified in takin’ it.”

< By-p-r-v-r 1

‘I do not wegard that as an intelligent wemark, Blake.
In the first place, it is quite certain that a despewate
chawactah ought to be seized, isn'$ it 77

“Hh? 5; 5

“ He ought to be locked up and put oui of harm’s way,”
argued D’Arcy. “T think there cannot be any dispute
about that, deah boys.”

““ What the dickens——

“ But whethah we can take the money—h'm!

35

Of course,

“it could not be called blood-money, because it’s only a

question of collarin’ the chap; he isn’t goin’ to be Inng, or
anythin’ like that. Aftah all, if the Government are justified
in.offewin’ us & hundwed pounds for doin’ it, we must be
justified in takin’ tha hundwed pounds. The Government
o{:igfhj:’ to know best. They are oldah than we are—consider-
ably.’

“If we were in funds,” said Blake, “I’d buy you a strait-
walstcoat ! Does this kind of thing run in your family, or
are you the only dotty one?”’

“You uttah ass!”’

“ Let’s go over to the New House,” said Herries. “We
may be able to make a raise out of Figgins & Co., or
Redfern.”

Arthur Augustus planted himself before the open door-
way of the study and raised his hand.

“1 insist upon your listening to my wippin’ scheme, you
uttah asses! I tell you there is a hundwed pounds pwracti-
(-ally goin” beggin’ 17 .

= R

‘“ Weally, Blake—-""

“ Bow-wow !

“You fwabjous chump——

“Come on!” said Blake. *“ Wc'll go over and see Iiggins,
Are you going to get out of the doorway, Gussy, or are we
to walk over you?”

“I wefuse to get out of the doorway, and It wefuse

distinctly to be walked ovah! I am goin’ to explain o you
cillay chumps—— Yah, oh, ow! Bai Jove!”
. There-were hurried footsteps in the passage, and three
juniors ran into the study—and into Arthur Augustus as he
stood with his back to the doorway. They were Tom Merry
and Manners and Lowther, the Terrible Three of the Shell.
Arthur Augustus staggered forward as the Shell fellows
crashed into him from behind, and fell upon Blake’s breast,
his arms whirling round Blake’s neck. Blake grinned chees-
fully, and hugged his aristocratic chum so hard that D’Arcy
gave a howl of anguish.

“Ow, ow! You ass! Welease me!”

“ Certainly ! said Blake. .

He released Avthur Augustus so suddenly that the swell
of the Fourth sat down on the study carpet. A little cloud
of dust rose from the caipet, and a roar from Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy. :

“Yawooh !”

’

CHAPTER 2.
Convict 101,
b AVE you chaps heard "’
H Tom Merry asked the question breathlesslyv.
The Terrible Three had evidently rushed inte
Study No. 6 with news.

“That depends,” said Blake. “ We've heard Gussy talking
like an ass for the last ten minutes, Nothing else.” 2

“ Weally, Blake—"

Arthur Augustus picked himself up, and searched about
the study frantically for a clothes-brush. He was very
dusty.

“ (ussy has been dreaming dream of hundreds of quids,”
said Digby. ““We were talking to Him gently and humour-
ing him. I've read somewhere that that’s the best way with
lunaties !”

“You fwightful ass, Dig— & :

“But what’s the news?’ asked Blake.
been ragging you?”’ -

“Oh, no,” said Tom Merry;: “more serious than that!
There’s a notice on the board——"

“Tve scen notices on the board before,” yawned Blake.,
“In fact, quite a lot.?

“ Ass! This is from the Head. Bounds are drawn, in.
Nobody to go out of the school gates until further orders,
excepting in company with a master.”

“ Wha-a-at !

‘“Bai Jove!l”

“Rotten !”

¢ What on earth for?” ecxclaimed Blake
“T'm jolly well not going to stand it, for onel

“ New. House

indignantly.
9
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Suddenly a change came ove the man’s sullen, desperate face. As Cutts stood looking down upon him, the sun-
light through the broken roof gleamed on Cutts’s hard, clear-cut face. And a sudden flush of recognition came into
the convict’s eyes! He panted breathlessly.

‘ Master Cutts(”  (See Chapter 8.)

¢ Wathah nob!” .

“The convict,” Tom Merry explained.

¢ FEh? What conviet?”

“There's a convict escaped from Blackmoor Prison.
Frightfully desperate character—he half-killed a warder in
getting away, and he’s hiding now somewhere in the woods
or on the moor. And the Head is afraid he may go for us
if he drops on us. Awful rot, of course; but just like these
blessed headmasters!” said Tom Merry disparagingly.

“ By Jove!” said Blake. * What's his name—or, rather,
his number ?”

“ His name’s Racke, and his mumber’'s 101,” said Tom -

Merry. * There's a full deseription of him in the Rylecombe
paper—a thick-set man, short and stumpy, with a bulldog
In broad-arrows, of course—he hasn’t
been able to get a change of clothes so far as anybody
knows. That’s what he’ll be looking for, of course—a change
of clothes, and some change in the way of cash. I suppose
it would be rather dangerous to run into him.”

Blake chuckled.

1 don’t suppose he’d want to change into Etons,” he
remarked; “and, even if he’s a small man, he would be too
big for our clobber. I don’tsee the danger, and I don’t see
keeping inside gates till the bobbies run him down. There

wettSa  THE MYSTERY, OF THE PAINTED ROOM ! °

was a convict escaped before, and he was quite a barmless
chap. You fellows saw him.”

“This one is different,” said Tom Merry., “He's an
awful character. The paper says that when he was arrested
ho nearly killed two policemen, and he's expected to put -
up a fight when they wcollar him.* You can guess how
anxious they are to get hold of him—there’s a reward of a
hundred pounds offered for him.”

* A hundred pounds!” exclaimed Blake and Herries and
Digby together.

“Yes; a hundred pounds reward!”

“Is that what you were blabbing about, Gussy?” asked
Blake, a light breaking upon his mind. :

“1 was not blabbin’, deah boy!"”

#Ts that the hundred quid 2"’ shouted Blaka.

“ That’s the hundwed. soveweigns—- %

“ Quids—"

“ Soveweigns——" ;

“My hat! So Gussy was thinking of trailing down ths
giddy convict to his lair, and collaring the hundred quid!”
chuckled Herries. © Oh, crumbsi” ;

* Ha, ha; hal” :

7 wegard it as a wippin® ideah!” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. ©We should be backin’ up law and ordah,
Tue Geyu Lisrarr.—No. 301
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and welievin’ the countwy of a vewy despewate chawactah.
And the hundwed pounds would come in veiy useful.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”? roared the Terrible Three. :

“T fail to see anythin’ whatevah to cackle at. You chaps
know that I’ve got a gift as an amateur detective. You
wememlah the time I ?potted Levison in one of his wotten

ames—quite up to Sherlock: Flolmes or Sexton Blake!

Vith me as the leadab, there is newweason why we shouldn’s
wope him in.” -

Tom Merry wiped his eyes. :

“Fancy Gussy as a convict-hunter! Ha, ha, hal”

“1 twust you fellows are goin’ to back me up. You
Bhell chaps can comse into it if you like; only, of course, it
1s undahstood that I am leadah! I don’t want to pub myself
forward in any way; but a mattah like this wequires a
fcllow of tact and judgment !”’

‘¢ Hra, hra, . ha1”

“Weally, you silly asses——""

“Ha, ha, 13173, I'”” roared the juniors. ;

Tho idea of the swell of 8t. Jim's tracking down the
desperate No. 101 and capturing him threw the juniors
almost into hysterics. They roared, and they yelled, while
Arthur Augustus glowered at them indignantly through his
eyeglass. The swell of St. Jim’s was in deadly earncst, and
he did not see anything funny in his scheme.

“If you wottahs cannot be sewious—"’

f“Ha, ha, ha !’ o

T shall ewoss ovah to the New IHouse, and take Figgins
& Co. into the ideah,”’ said Arthur -Augustus. “I gave you
¢haps first chance, as you are my fwiends——" ;

“’Ha, ha, SEAE

“Oh, wats!”

Arthur Augustus stalked out of Study No. 6, and closed
the door after him with unnecessary force. Blake sank into
the armchair and gasped: =~ : :

“Oh, my cnly Aunt Sempronia! If that doesn’s take the
calke—fairly put the lid on! Imagine Gussy hunting the
giddy convict! Ha, ha, ha!” .

And the juniors roared again at the idea. . 5 :

“ T wonder what Figgins & Co. will say to his suggestion ?”
ehuclkled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha !

ha 1"

“  And the juniors waited with much curiosity for Arthur

‘Augustus D’Arcy’s return from the New House. He came
in about ten minutes later, and they stared. There was a
change in the appearance of the swell of St. Jim’s. Ie was
hatless, there was dust on his elegant trousers and his
handsome jacket, and his collar was torn, and his necktie had
vanished. i :

Tt looked as if the swell of the School House had been
discovering trouble on the other side of the quadrangle.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry., “Have you meb
No. 101 already, Gussy?”’

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“No, you ass!” gasped D’Arcy. “I have been tweated
with gwoss diswespect! I wegard Figgins as a wottah, and
Kerr ¢s a wottah, and Fatty Wynn as a wottah! Ow!”

“Didn’t they cotton to the idea?’ asked Blake
sympathetically.

“Yaas, wathah! TFiggins had the awful cheek to say that
he had alweady thought of it himself, and they were goin’
iﬁ wun down the despewado,” said Arthur Augustus

dignantly.  ““Of course, I wemarked that I couldn’t
possibly allow that, and as they wefused to give up the
wdeah, I gave them a feahful thwashin’ !”

“Well, you look as if somebody’s been getting a fearful
idhr_ash?ip’g " grinned Blake. ¢ Did you leave them dead or

ying 7’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They had the fwightful impertinence to chuck me out !”
eonfessed Arthur Augustus. I had not finished thwashin’
them when they chucked me out.”

s “Ha, ha, ha!”?

“J do not wegard it as a laughin’ mattah!

elobbah! I wegard them as beasts!
oin’ to allow them to hunt for my
wash the whole of the New House !”’

“You don’t mean to say that Figgins & Co. are going io

Look at my
Of course, I am not
convict, if I have to

look for that hundred quid?”’ exclaimed Tom Merry, in

estonishment.
“Yaas, wathah!”
“« My hat 1
* And they had the cheek to say that it would be one up
for the New House, and they couldn’t wisk spoilin’ the
whole thing by letting School House duffahs into it!” said
Arthur Augustus, with deep indignation.
“The ohsek!” said Blage warmly.  “Look here, you
ohaps, if the New House is going for the hundred quid,
#t’s up to the School House to do the same! They're not
going to go one better than us!” 2
“ Hear, hear!”” said Tom Merry heartily.
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“It’s our idea!” said Blake.  Gussy thought of it first.:
We'll look for the giddy conviet; and if we find Figgins & .
Co. looking for him, too, we’ll jolly well bump them, and
rag them, and teach them not to poach on our ground!”

‘“Hear, hear!” o

“Yaas, wathah, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus, with .
great satisfaction. ““ Of course, it’s undahstood that I am’
leadah!”’ :

To which six voices replied at once, and with wonderful
unanimity : E :

 Rats

CHAPTER 3.
Rival Convict-Hunters.
NE HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD !
Those words, in large letters, were to be read
on most of the hoardings and dead walls in Wayland
and Rylcombe. ¢
.‘;]fherev was unusual excitement in the quiet country-.
side. :

Jonas Racke—Convict 101—had broken out of Blackmoer
Prison, and warders and mounted constables were seeking
him far and wide. -

But in the deep woods and the wide moor that lay
around St. Jim’s there were many nooks and recesses where:
a desperate man could hide, and several days had passed
without the track of the escaped convict being found.

That he was still in the vicinity was pretty certain, but
his hiding-place remained to bo discovered. ;

And the IHead of St Jim’s, under the circumstandes, =
deemed it wise to draw the school bounds as close as the
school gates. . b

There was certainly danger in meeting the hunted man-—
hungry, desperate, and reckless as he was. So, at all events,
it seemed to the Head. But the St Jim’s fellows did net
tale the same view., 3 : ;

They would rather have run risks than hatve been confined
to the limits of the school walls. :

Indeed, the Boy Scouts of St. Jim’s would have been very
pleased to join in the hunt which was exciting the whole :
neighbourhood, and some of the bolder spirits suggested a
deputation to the Head on the subject; to ask permission.
But nebody wanted to be in the deputation, so Dr. Holmes *:
was not approached on the subject. 5 e

But, in spite of the new order about the school houn
good many of the fellows had made up their minds in privat
that they were not going to be left ous of the fun. Kiggin
of the Fourth was quite cloguent on the subject in his study
in the New House. = o Bl

“ Tt isn’t the hundred quid!” said Figgins.
hundred guid would come in handy

Fatty Wynn rubbed his well-filled waisteoat, and sighedi

“ Yes, wouldnt it7” he said dreamily. ]

““ But the beastly convict is keeping us penned up in the
school I”” went on Figgins. ‘“ The police won't be able to
find him. He may be hanging around for weeks. We can’t
stay within gates for weeks, while they’re looking in the
wrong direction for Conviet 101.” !

“ Of course we can’t!’ agreed Kerr.

“If he didn’t want us to collar him he should have chosen
some other place to hide in,” said Figgins. ‘‘ He’s no right
to lurk about here, keeping us penned up. It’s up to us to
clear him out.”

‘“ Hear, hear ¥’

‘ Besides, the School House duffers have made up their
minds to do it—at least; D’Arcy has, and the others won’t let
him run into danger alone. Now, it’s up to us, as cack-
house of St. Jim’s, to give them the kybosh !’

“ Ves, rather.” :

¢ Besides,” said Figgins generously, ‘they’ll be getting
into danger, you know. They’re not really up to a thing
of this kind. Wo can’t let those benighted kids run inte
danger.”

“ Certainly not!” ]

“So we're going to track down the giddy comnviet, and
catch him,” said Figgins. “‘It’s his own'fault for coming
rcund here. We didn’t ask him to come.”

“ How are we going to catch him?’ asked Kerr.
a Seottish youth, and eminently practical.

*Oh, that’s a detail !’ said Figgins, with a wave of the
hand. ¢ There are lots of ways of catching him. We've got
to—to find out where he is, you know, and—and ecollar him,
and—and then he will be caught, of course.”

“Quite simple ! said Kerr blandly.

“Ti’s a half-holiday to-morrow,” said Figgins. “ I suggest
that we spend it in hunting for til? giddy convict. ‘The gates

“ Of course, a -

Kerr was

will be closed, but there's a wall.’”” .
““ What about the footer?”’
“Wo can cut the footer for once.””




: Eve;jy Wednesday.

* But it’s a House match.”

$:7 know it-is, but I've bsen thinking. We don’t want to
Bo pigs. Lot the other fellows have a show in the House
mabch;” said Figgins genercusly. * Reddy talks a_lot about
g able-+to captain a footer team. Well, Reddy can be
gkipper to-morrow.  After all, we've only got the School
EHouse to beat.”

“There’ll be a row if we're caught out of bounds.”

“ Let there be! Besides, wo sha'n't be caught.”

¢ QOh, all right!’ said Kerr, ¢ T'm game, if you are
Anyway, it- will-be a run, and-as for staving within gates
until the convict’s caught, that’s ali rot!” :
¢ Utter vot!” said Figgins.

And the next afternoon, instead of chavging for the junior
football match, Figgine & Co. prepared for their expedition.
Over in the School House another party was preparing for
the same business. Tom Merry was captain. of the junior

éleven in the School House, but Tom Merry, like Figgins,-

was fecling generously disnosed to let another fellow have the
honour that afternoon. ;
“T'm going to rely on you this afternoon, Blake,”” he said,

fetting the Fourth-Former in the passage, and speaking very.

soriously. : : -
“ Are you?” said Blake agreeably.
“ Yes.  You're going to captain the team against the New
House kids.” . -
Blake shook his head.
4 Can’t be did ! he replied fersely. .
#* Oh, come, yow're up to it for once !” Tom Merry urged.
& Py up to it all the time, so far as that goes,” said Blake.

“ But I've got something else on this afternoon, and I'm.

going to ask you to fill my place in the team.”
- ¢t Look here,-Blake—"" .

s Look here, Tom Merry—

Tom Merry burst info a laugh.

“ Well, Kangaroo can captain the team,” he said. “1'm
going to put in Reilly and Ray and Vavasour instead of
Lowther, Manners, and myself. It's only fair to zive them a
look-in in a House match.”

3

“ And you can find four more, instead of us,” said Blake.
v < B ) : i4 3 si T
Yass, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arey.® * I'm

sowwy to leave the team in the lurch, deah boys, bui when
duty calls, you know.”

Y hear that Figgins & Co. aren’t playing this afternoon,”
grinned Digby. ¢ They're going on the same game.”’

“ Well, if Figgins & Co. are out of the New Hcuse team
our side needn’t be up to concert pitch,” said Tom Merry
thoughtfully. . “ I'll give Gore a chance, and Kerrnish and
Rook. They're all pretty good.”

Thero was good news that afternoon for fellows who were
keen to get into the House junior team. Xangaroo, the Corn-
stalk fellow in the Shell, was glad to relieve Tom Merry of
his duties as skipper, and, indeed, he remarked that he looked
upon that arrangement as a decided improvement in the
team. The Tetrible Three and the chums of Study No. &
were at liberty to take the trail of the hidden convict. Arthur
Augustus was_ thinking out very seriously the question of
equipment. That was certainly an important matter. The
convict might have a bludgeon, and, anyway, he was a
muscular fellow, and very dangerous at close guarters.
Arthur Augustus’s opinion was that it was necessary to go
armed. ;

“ No good twyin’ to tackle a wuff wuffian with our fists,
deah boys,” he remarked wisely. * You see, this man Wacke
is a vewy wuff beast, and I don’t pwesume for a moment that
he would fight fair. He might give one of us a feahful cwack
on the nappah with a stick, and where should we be then?”

¢ Tn hospital, very likely,” -said Monty Lowther.

“ Yaas; so 1 think wo had better take arms with us.’

“Tegs will be more useful if we meet the conviet,”
suggested Lowther.

“Pyay be sewious, deah boy. We oughi to go armed. I
think I had bettah take a wevolvah, and then there will be
no dangah.” : A

“ Not to the convict,” agreed Lowther., ¢ But what about

v 977
us!

S5 n, ba,iha

¢ Weally, Lowthah——""

¢ You're not going to play with firearms, my son,” said
Blake. ° Besides, where are_you going to get a revolver?
Weo don’t keep one in the study.”

»

£ Mr. Wailton keeps one in his studay, ever sincé the time

there was a burglawy heah,’ said Arthur Augustus. *“I'm
goin’ to bowwow it.”

“Ves, I can see him lending it to you!”' grinned Tom
Merry. * Now, if you fellows are ready, we'll start, They're
beginning the footer already, and we can get out now without
being seen.”

“ T must weally have a wevolvah!”

“ Come on!” -

“ Weally, you fellahs——"
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¢ Pake his other arm, Herries.”

_““You uttah asses! You wottahs!
Yawooh!”

With his affectionate” chums grasping him by either arm,
Arthur Augustus was walked rapidly away, and Mr. Railton’s
revolver was left undizturbed. On the playing-fields theve
were two football matches going on, and it was a good oppor-
tunity for the juniors to cscape unobsérved. There was a
corner of the quadrangle where the trees shaded the wall
from view, and towards that spot Tom Merry & Co. directed
their steps. As they came through the trees the sound of a
voice fell upon their ears. -

“ (3ive me a bunk up, Kerr!”

15 was the voice of Figgins of the Fourth. =

“ Bai Jove!” murmured Avthur Augustus D’Arvey. “ The
New House boundahs! The uttah wascals, they are goin’ to
look for my convict,” . : :

- % Shush ! murmured Tom Merry.

“ Weally, you know——"

“ They're going to be stopped!” said Tom Merry, peering
through the clump of old clins. * There are only three of
them, and we're going. to stop them.”

* Good egg !’ said Blake.

“ But they'll follow us when we're gone out,” said Manners.
- ¢ No, they won't! Cut off to the house and get a rope
while we collar them.”

“-Ha, ha, “hg!?

* Manners ‘dashed away towards the School House. - Figgins
& Co. had heard the chuckle, and they looked round quickly
on their guard at once. Tom Merry waved his hand.

“ Charge, Chester, charge!” 3

And the School House juniors charged.

Welease me! T insist?

CHAPTER 4.
Held by the Enemy!
o ACK up, New House !’ shouted Figgins. ‘

B Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn lined up at once. They

had hoped to get out of the school unseen and ua-
suspected by their rivals of the School House. But they had
chosen an unlucky moment. They were discovered, and the
odds were against them. Tom Merry & Co. charged,
and the New House trio were driven back to the wall,
resisting manfully. Tom Merry and Lowther rolled
over, roaring. But then Iiggins went down, with Herries
and Digby clinging to him, and Kerr sprawled on the ground
under Blake, and Fatty Wynn was collared by D'Arcy. Tom
Merry was up in a moment, and rushing to tge aid of Arthur
Augustus, and Fatty Wynn was brought down with a bump,
and Tom Merry sat on his chest.

* Ow !’ gasped Fatty Wynn. *° Gerroff my chest!”

“ Done ’em !’ grinned Blake.

“ Hurrah I

“ Bwavo, deall boys! Down with the New House! Si§
on him hard, Tom Mewwy, deah boy ! The beast has wuined
my necktie!”

“ (berroff 17 stuttered Fatty Wybnn breathlessly. “I've got
jam-taris in my pockets—grooh l-you're squashing them !
Ow! I'm sticky! Ow!l”

““ Ha, ha, ha !l”

“ Rescue, New House " bawled Figgins,

But therc was little chance of that shout being heard. All
the fellows were on the playing-fields. But Herries jammed
Figgins's handkerchief into Figgius's mouth, and effectually
silenced him, in case some stray New House fellow should be
within hearing.

Figgins gurgled into silence.

“ Yook liere,”’ gasped Kerr, “chuck it!
oukly )

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ Your mistake-vou're not going out. Don't you know
that it's wrong for juniors to go out of bounds?” he asked
severely.

“Why, you rotter, you're going out yourself!"
Kerr. .

“ Quite a different watter, my son, You New Ifouse kids
hiave got to be kept in order. We can’t allow you_to break
bounds in this reckless way. It's up to us, as coc®house of
St. Jim’s, to look after yow.” :

“ Yon—you—you — - stuttered -Kerr furiously.

¢ Besides, vou're going to look for my convict,” said
Avthur Augustus, with great indignation. 1 wegard
Conviet 101 as pwactically my pwivate pwoperty. Those
hundwed soveweigns and that conviet belong to me. - I'm
whackin' them out with these fellows, but you New Ilouse
bhoundahs are barred.”

“We'lll jolly well come, all the same, you beasts!”
spluttered Fatty Wynn. # Ow! You're squeezing the jam
through my clothes I

“Ha, ba, ha!”

¢ Can't let you out of bounds,” said Pom Merry, shaking
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his head. *“You might run into danger, you know. Be-
sides, the School House is going fo rope in that giddy con-
vict, You've gob to give us your word, honour bright, not to
break bounds to-day.” :

“Rats P’

i “ Here's the rope,” said Manners, coming through the
rees,

“Good egg! Tie all their wrists together,”

* Ha, ha, ha!” o

Figgins & Co. vecommenced to sivuggle, but they were
pinned down by the School Housé juniors, and they had no
chance. Manners calmly proceeded to knet the rope round
their wrists, and six wrists were tied in a bunch together.
Manners did not spare the knots. He used up a good deal
of rope, too. When he had finished, the three heroes of the
New House were helpless prisoners.  Then they-were allowed
fo rise to their feet, and they stood looking at one another
with infuriated looks. :

“ Oh, you rotters!” gasped Figgins.

“Put the end of the rope round this tree and tie it,”
directed Tom Merry.

“ What-ho I? - :

The rope was securely bound to the free. Figgins & Co.
stood with their bunched hands on the bark of the tree.
Tom Merry & Co. surveyed them with much satisfaction.

“ Now, we'll let you loose if yow'll give your word to leave
eour convict alone,” said Tom Merry. x

“ Rats I’

“Yah!”

“Go and cat coke !”

Thus Figgins & Co. ) :

“Right-ho! Then we'll be off. Come on, you chaps !’

And the School House juniors climbed the wall ohe by
one, and dropped into the lane ovtside. - Monty Lowther was
the last to go, and he paused on the wall for a moment to
kiss his hand to the infuriated New House juniors. Then
he, too, disappeared. A chuckle was heard floating back
from the lane, and the School House party were gone.

Figgins & Co. looked at one another with feelings too decp
for words. It was a sudden and inglorious end to their
expedition before it had fairly started.

* ¢ QOh, the rotters!” murmurcd Figgins wildly. ¢ We're
fairly dished! And if we're found tied up like this, the
whole school will simply howl over it.”

“We've got to be found, or we shall have to stay here all
}xh(f &’l;fternoon 17 growled Fatty Wynn., * Better yell for

e

““Sherrup! We can work this blessed rope loose in-time.
Don’t bring a gang of grinning duffers round us by yelp-
tng!” said Figgins crossly. :

“I¢'1l take @ jolly long time,” groaned Fatty Wynn, “and
F'm sticky all over! I’ve got jam all over me! Grooh!”

“Serve you joMy well vight "’ Figgins was very ecros.
“Why ecouldn't you leave the tarts alenc for once?
Brrrr-r |” ; .

“Well, we should have got hungry, you know; and—— A

““Oh, cheese it! 1f you want to gnaw something, gnaw

this rotten rope!”
- And the three juniors started on the rope. But Mannecrs
had tied those knots scientifically, and they were not easy to
negotiate. Half an hour passed, and the New House trio
were still prisoners.

“ And those rotters are hunting our convict all the time !”
gaid Figgins sulphurously. “ They'll collar-him, and geb
our hundred quid.”

“Let’s yell I’ said Fatty Wynn desperately.

“Hallo! Here's somebody coming !”’

TFootsteps approached the spot. Figgins's
.broke into a grin.

“Some more bounders coming heve to break bounds,” he
murmured. I suppose there’ll be a regular procession this
way, since the Head’s order ?”

“My bat! It's Cutts!” said Kerr,

Clutts of the Fifth came through the trees towards the wall.
He caughi sight of the three juniors, and stopped, and
stared af them in amazement,

“You young asses! What are you up to?” he demanded.

“Let us loose, Cutts, old man!” said Figgins,

Clutts grinned as he saw how the New House trio were
tied. Cutts was-a School House fellow, but the Fifth Form
were far too lofty to take part in the House rags with which
the juniors made things lively at St. Jim’s. And Cutts of
the Fifth was very much down on Tom Merry & Co., so
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there was really no reason why he should not have released
the New House fellows. But he made no meotion to do sa, -

“Who tied you up there 7’ he asked.

“A votten gang of School House rotters!”
Figgins. “I say, cut this rope, will you, Cutts?”

*“No, T won't !”” said Cutts. “I suppose you came hero te
break bounds—eh? I dor’t see what else yeu'd be in this
corner for.” :

““ Ahem I””

“ You know the Head’s orders, I suppose 7’7 said Cutts,

“Mind your own business,” said Figgins independently,
“You're not a prefect—and yowre not in our House, anys
way. If you won't let us loose, you can go and eat cokel”

*Haverany other juniors gone out 7"’ asked Cutts.

“Find out!” : : 2

“Don’t you know it’s dangerous, with an escaped convich
Iurking about the place 7’ said Cutts. * Whoever tied you
up there did you a good turn, and T'll leave you there.*
And Gerald Cutts went towards the wall.

“Why, you rotter,” howled Figgins, *you’re going fo
break ‘bounds yourself !”’

Cutts made no reply, but drew himself up on the wall
He had ‘evidently come there with the intention of breaking
bounds.

“Give my kind regards to the sportsmen at the Green
Man,” said Kerr sarcastically.  “And don't forget to re-
niember me to Griggs, the bookie.”

¢ And put on a bob each way for me!"” said Fatty Wynu.

Cutts made no reply to these remarks. Cuits was the
black sheep of the School House, and Figgins & Co. had
little doubt that he was bound upon one of his little ex-
peditions which were whispéred of among the juniors.
Gerald Cutts cultivated manners and customs that would
certainly have earned him the ‘“sack” if they had become
known to the Head.

It was not so very long since Cutts of the Fifth had plotted
with a bookmaker to give away a match in which he played
for St. Jim’s, and Fatty Wynn had been the means of des
feating him. That had not endeared the fat Fourth-Former
to Gerald Cutts. The Fifth-Former glanced back at the
tied-up juniors and grinned, and then dropped from the
wall into the road.

Figgins grunted.

“No luck! The beast might have untied us! This is all
through you showing him up over the Wallaby match, Fatty,
vou fat bounder!”

“Tet’'s yell for some of the fellows,” mumbled Fatty
Wynn. “I’'m sticky all over! And I'm getting hungry.”

“Rats! We're not going to get a grinning crowd round
us !’ growled Figgins, *“ Wait till we get loose.”

““ Look here—"

¢ Shurrup !”

And Figgins & Co. worked away more or less patiently at
the rope. They were released at last, and Fatty Wynn made
a bee-line for the School shop. His exertions had made him
hungry. Kerr regarded Figgins doubtfully.

“ Are we going now ?” he asked.

“Of course we are!’ growled Figgins. Do you think
we're going to let ourselves be done in the eye by those
School House bounders? Come on! Blow Fatty! IHe can
gorge himself on jam-tarts while we're roping in the giddy
convict ! i

And Figgins and Kerr dropped from the school wall—
yather late for their expedition—but, as Figgins said, better
late than never.

grunted

CHAPTER 5.
A Great Catch,
TOM MERRY & CO. halted in the wood, somewhat at a

loss.
They had started out on. the expedition chiefly with
the intention of going one better than Figgins & Co.
of the New House, and without any very clear idea of how
they were to run down the hidden convict. :

But that problem faced them now that they had arrived
upon the scene of operations.

Somewhere in the dark woods that stretched for miles on
"miles, somewhere, perhaps, on the wide moor towards Way-
land, the hunted man was lying concealed.

But where?

A dozen warders and mounted policemen had hunted for
him for days, and they had found no trace of the man; only
traces heré and there where he had contrived to purloin food.

Tom Merry & Co. realised that they had taken on a task
of an unusually large size, and they stood on the footpath
and gazed at one another dubiously.

Round them the wind was whistling through the wood,
'bearing. off the dead leaves that fluttered continually from
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the hranches. The trees wers go stripped of foliage that it
was easy to ses t6 a great distance into the wood. And the
masses of dead leaves retained traces of a trail where a foof
passed; but a good many feet passed on that footpath, from
Rylcombe Lane to Wayland. The conviet might have passed
there, but there was no way of discerning his track from the
others. He might be lurking near them in some spot where
the trees grew in thick clumps, but if he was, they could
not see him. After some. moméhts of silence, Tom Merry
burst into a laugh.

“ We might as well have left this to Figgins & Co.!” he
remarked. *° T admit that I don’t know just where to jump
on No. 101.”

- % Gussy's leader,”
he'll lead us.” :

“Good,” said Blake, ‘Let him run on ahead like a dog,
and follow his instinct.”

¢ Weally, Blake~—-""

* That will lead him to a tailor’s shop,” said Lowther.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Pway don’t cackle, deah boys. The convict may be just
behind, for all you know. We don’t want to alarm him;
my ideah :s to take the wottah by surpwise. If I had Mr.
Wailton’s wevolvah I would covah him with it, and—""

. You couldn’t,” said Lowther, with a shake of the head.
" Why not?” demanded Arthur Augustus.

¢ A vevolver isn’t big enough to cover a conviet.
thinking of an umbrelia.”

““ You uttah ass! I mean 1 should covah him~—I should
point the.revolver at him, vou know, and say ‘ Hands up !’ ”’

“ And suppose he didn’t put his hands up 7"

“Well, he would, you know; it’s only playin’ the game
to put your bhands up when you're covahed with a wevolval.
Howevah, owin’ to you wottahs, I haven't any wevolvah!”

“ And you haven’t any conviet at present,” grinned
Manners. "

" Wo're going to find him. I am glad you chaps have had
sense enough to admit that I am leadah——""

“On, lead on, Macduff I"" said Lowther. If we're going
on a wild-goose chase, we may as well be lead by one duffer
as another. Pile in.”

¢ 1 ghall have to think it out a bit.”

* What with?” asked Lowther.

Arthur Augustus did not reply to that impertineut ques-
tion. He wrinkled his noble brows in deep thought, and
pursed his lips, and-a faraway look came into his eyes. He
was evidently thinking hard. The juniors stood and looked
at him with grinning faces. Monty Lowther drew a little
bebkind the swell of St. Jim's, and made a motion with his
hand in the small of D'Arcy’s back, as if winding him up.
D’ Arcy was so deep in thought that he was quite unconscious
of it. A roar of laughter from the juniors woke him out of
his reverie. g :

“ Weally, you fellows; Lowther, you ass; weally, this iz
too bad. I have to do all the thinkin’, and weally, you
shouldn’t intewwupt; I've thought of a plan.”

“Pile in 1

“ The convict is most likely t6 be found in the place where
he is most lkely to hide, deah boys—-""

“Greas S 7 exclaimed Lowther, in astonishment.
“Did vou work that out in your head, Gussy?”

% Ha, ha, hal”

# Yaas; I did, you duffah. Now, when a chap’s hiding’ him-
self, nawuwally he looks for the nlace where he can find the

D So I should think, deah boys, at all events.

Suppose we twy the wuined castle first? A chap might hide
theie in the wuins, you know, and skunk away into the
] if he was spotted there. We'll make for the old castle
first, and have 2 look wound.”
 The police have searched it,” said Blake.
“Wass, but I twust we have more bwains than the police.”
““Yes, I forgot that. Come on.”

he ict-hunters marched through the wood towards
the old cast It was a mere shell of a building—a ruin
perched on the side of Wayland Hill. In the summer it was
much frequented by picn. kers, but in the chill days of
November it was quite deserted save by an occasional tourist.
The juniors came through the shattered gateway, picking
their way among fallen blocks of masonry, towards the

said Monty Lowther. * Let’s see where

You're

3

shaky steps that gave admittance to the vaults under the

castle. There was no sign of anyone but themselves in the
ruins—but Arthur Augustus halted suddenly, with all the
eagern ss of a keen Boy Scout in his face. e had discovered
a ‘‘sign.’

‘“ ook heah, deah boys!”

Recent rain had softencd the soil, and in the muddy earth
there was the print of a foot! D’Arcy’s eyes gleamed with
excitement as he pointed it out.

The juniors gathered round and looked at it, grinning. 1t
was the print of an elegant boot, such as a very well-dressed
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follow wounld wear, and was not likely fo belong to the
escaped convict. - But it certainly proved that someono had
recently been in the riiins. : :

“Thaere is the wascal's footpwint, deah boys.”

Do they have fashionable bootmsakers at Blackmoor
Prison?’' asked Lowther innocently. =

“ Ahem! The man may have changed his boots since he
escaped. Naturally he would do so if he got a chance, in
case his twack should be discovahed,” said Arthur Augustus
sagely. “ This twack is vewy wecent.”

“ How do you know ?”

Arthur Augustus smiled with the superiority of a Boy Scout
who knew his business thoroughly. :

“ Wegard it!" he said. “The impwession of the boot is
bein’ filled up by the watah fwom this puddle—but it is
not quite filled yet. It is only a mattah of minutes, howevah.
My deah fellows, it is not five minutes since that footpwint
was made."” :

“By Jovel!” said Tom Merry. * Gussy’s right. Of
course, it wasn't the conviet; but where is the chap. We
can’t see him here, and if he’s left the ruins while we were
coming up, we should have seen him.”

“ He must be in the vaults,” said Blake.

“Then hLe has gene down without a light,”” remarked
Digby, gazing into the glocmy opening. * If he had & light
we should see some reflection of it. It's dark as pitch down
there.”

The juniors began to feel a little excited.  Who could pos-
sibly have gone down into those gloomy vaults without a light,
unless, indeed, he was a fugitive from justice who dared not
risk making his presence known?

“Bai Jove! We're on the twack alweady, deah boys,” mur-
mured Arthur Aungustus, greatly excited.” “ Don’t make a
woaw ;. we don’t want to alarm him. Listen! We may heah
the wottah movin' about if he is theye."

The juniors listened intently. .

From the silence of the vanlts there came a sudden sound—
the sound of & foot clinking against a stone! Someone was
moving therd!

The juniors caught their breath.

“We've got him, deah boys! Ile’s comin’ up, and we'll
nab him as he comes out,” Arthur Augustus whispered ex-
citedly.

¢ (Got into cover--quick !" muttercd Tom Merry. <

The juniors backed away from the opening, and hurriedly
crouched behind masses of masonvy close at hand. If the
man came up from below to leave the place, he would have
to pass close by them, and he would be within reach. Befores
he could even see them, they could spring upon him.

“ Jump the instant you see him,” muttered Blake. * Ile’s
a desperate chap, and we don’t want fo got our nappers
cracked with a bludgeon.”

“Wathah not "

¢ Listen! He's coming.”

¢¢ Shush, deah boys.” p =

The juniors crouched in cover, their hearts beating viokently.
Who could it be but the convict, lurking in those dismal and
chilly recesses without a light¥ Anyone who had a fancy for
exploring the vaults would certainly have taken a light. It
was impossible to move about in safety without one. Un-
doubtedly it was Jonas Racke—Convict No. 101—and he was
about to fall inte their hands. i

They could hear the footsteps clearly on the shaky old
stone steps. Closer, closer, the unseen individual was out o
the vaults now, in a moment more he must pass the mass of
masonry that hid the juniors, and he would see them then.

A figure in overgoat snd cap came past the edge of the
masonry, and the juniors leaped at once—together! There
was a loud yell from their victim as he went crashing down,
with half a dozen juniors sprawling over him, clutching a
him. And the voice of Aithur Augustus D’Arcy rose in &
chirrup of triumph.

“ Huwway! We've got him! I{‘tiwway g

2

CHAPTER 6,
Caught.
“ N W! Ohl Groogh!”
¢ Hold him tight!”
“ Hands up, you wottah!”
“QOw! Ah! Help! - Groogh!
gconndrels! Let me gerrup!”

The prisoner was sprawling face downwards under the hoap
of juniors; but there seemed to them to be something familiaz
in the muffled voice that came from him, in accents of fury.

11 say, this ain't a conviet,” gasped Blake,

“ Wats ! It's No. 101—hold him—-" /

“Geroff ! You young scoundrels, T'l lick you to death for
this !” :

¢ My hat! Thet’s Cutts’s voice !’ ‘ :
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“ Cutts of the Fifthl”
“ Great Scott 1 - ) >
The juniors released their prisoner as suddenly as if be

had become red-hot all at once” They gazed at Cutts of the.

Fifth in dismay as he staggered to his feet, his face convulsed
with rage. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s jaw dropped. Even
Arthur Augustus had to admit now that it wasn's the
eonvict, o s
Cutts of the Fifth was in an unenviable state. The convict-
hunters, under the impression that he was No. 101, had not
handled him gently.. He had rolled in puddles and mud, and
he was smothered from head to foot, and his collar was torn

ut.

He shook his fists furiously at the dismayed juniors.

“ You young villains! I—T'll smash you! I—ri—

“ Baj Jove, it’s really Cutts, you know [ ; .

“ Awfully sorry, Cutts,” said Tom Merry. “We didn’t
bnpv}v i_t‘; was you. We took you-for somebody -else—honour

right.’

‘“You young lar!’ howled Cutts. 3 £

“ We took you for somebody else of the same kidney,” said
Monty Lowther blandly. ‘“Another chap of your kind,
Cutts—chap who very likely started as you've started—six-
i)enny nap, and pubs of a night—and he’s finished in prison.

hope you won't, but I have my doubts. Take warmng by
Convict 101, Cutts, old man.
eonme a good boy like us!”

The infuriated Fifth-Former made a rush at Lowther; but
tho Co. lined up at once, and Cutts, realising that he had
geven sturdy juniors to deal with if he tackled one, paused.
The big senior could probably have handled two of them, bub
the seven would have made short work of him. And they
wero quite prepared to do it.
tako they had made; but they did not like Cutts. He was a
bully and a blackguard, and they would have handled him
with pleasure,

“ Tt was weally a mistake, Cutts,” said Arthur Augustus.
“ Wo apologise for the mistake most profoundly.. From one
gentleman to anothah. an apology should be quite suffish.”

“0Of course it should.” said Blake. “ If you apologise hard
enough, it will get the mud off his clobber—perhaps.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“VYou are out of bounds. you young rascals!’ said Cutts.
¢ Il report this to your Housemaster. ;

“ Better report yourself at the same time,” grinned Blake.
“ You're out of bounds, too, Cuits. Same order applies to
she Fifth, you know.” )

Cutts bit his Lp. That was quite truc—indeed, he was
moro likely to get into trouble for breaking bounds than
ihe juniors if it were known, for as a senior he should have

nown better. A certain amount of irresponsibility was
gllowable in a thoughtless junior, bus a Fifth-Former was a
genior, and a sense of responsibility was expected of him.

“ Better agree to keep cne another’s little secrets,” smiled
Tom: Merry. “ We won't give you away, Cutts, if you're a
good boy.”

“You young scoundrel I

¢ Better language, please. If you don’t want to roll in
the mud again, you'd better take care how you talk to us.”

“Yaas, wathalh! We certainly shall not allow you to apply
g(zch(_’c.\'ccodingly oppwobwious epithets fo us, Cutts, deah

oy .

“““What were you doing here?” said Cuits, between his

ECtl,

*“That’s our business.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ -

“ You said you mistook me for someone else,
mentioned the conviet

unting for:the convict?’

“Yaas, wathah-~I—I mean, we're not sillay asses, but
we'ro huntin’ for the convict, We thought we had found
%.h‘? f‘?p’ast.. What were you doin’ down thers without a
gt T

“ My lantern: went out. you young ass, and I dropped my
matches, and couldn’t find them in the dark!” growled Cutts.

‘Fhe juniors conuld not help grinning at that simple ex-
planation of the fact that Cutts had been in the dark.

But the Fifth-Former had not explained what he was doing
fn the vaults even with a light, and they could not help
wondering.

Was Cutts of the Fifth after that £100 reward, too?

“Youwd better clear off,”” said Cuits. * By the way, can
¥ou lend me somo matches, one of you?”’ 2

Gerald Cufts was feeling inclined to slaughter the juniors,
eertainly; but that was no reason why he should not ask a
;m'o*.]n' of them. Gerald Cutts was a decidedly practical

outh.

Tom Merry passed a matchbox te Cutts.

“ Now clear off I’ said the Fifth-Former.

“ Wats 1

“ Why should we clear off ¥ exclaimed Tom Merry.
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know now what we’re here for, and we’re going on. My
ou’re on the-same track.”’

“ What ot !’ said Cutts, * Do you think I've got time to
waste hunting for a convict! That’s for the police to do!”

“There’s a hundred quid reward.”

‘“ Rubbish 1”

“Then what were you doing in tho vaults?”

“ Exploring them, that’s all. I’ve a taste for—for archeo-
logy,”” said Cutts—"in fact, I'm taking it up as a study.”

The juniors grinned. They knew that Cutts was nob_a
truthful person when it suited him to be otherwise; and the
explanation was decidedly lame.

“ Well, we’ll study archzeology, too,”” said Tom Moerry.
“If you've got a lantern, we can all study by the same

ht>?

light.” .

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Will you clear off I” shouted Cutts angrily.

‘‘No, we won't I”? :

Cutts glared at the juniors furiously; but they faced him
with cool independence.. They had as much right thero as
the Fifth-Former had, and they were not to be bullied.
Force was out of the question against such odds, and Gerald
Cutts had to make the best of 1. He picked up his muddy
lantern, jammed it into his overcoat pocket, and turned
away.

“T say, Cutts, if you're going, you may as well lend us
the lantern;” called out Monty Lowther.

Cutts did not reply. He strode away, and disappeared
among the masonry.

“ He's aftah our convict,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘T feel
quite suah of that. The awful wottah? That convict’s ours,
and it’s pwactically burglary on Curts’s part to think of
collahin’ him.”

“Did our respected leader think of bringing a lantern with
him to search the vaults?” Monty Lowther wanted to know.

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of it, deah boys! But that's
all wight. It’s only a quartah of an hour to Wayland, if
}you wun hard. Tom Mewwy can wun there and buy a bike
amp.

“Thanks 1’ said Tom Merry.

“ Pway don’t be a slackah, deah boy. We'll hunt wound
for twaces of the convict while you are gone, and keep an
cyo open for Cutts. It would be just like that wottah to
come sneakin’ back twyin’ to collah our convict.”

“Look here—""

“ Who's leadah of this partay?”’ demanded Arthur Augustus
loftily. ‘“ As commandah, I command you to wun to Way-
land and get a lantern.” Buzz off!”

“ Hear, hear !’ grinned Blake. ‘‘Buzz off! Obey orders!”

“No mutiny on this craft I’ chuckled Digby. * Buck up,
Tommy !

“Tm jolly. well not going to run about all the afternoon!”
roared Tom Merry. “ I came out for a convict, not for a
lantern!”’

“Obey ordahs, deah boy. You call yourself a Boy Scout,
and you back up against the ordabs of your commandah!”
said Arthur Augustus severely. I am surpwised at you,
Tom Mewwy. Wun off at once, and wun like anythin’ !’

Tom Merry breathed hard through his nose.

“Well, Tll go,”” he said. “ But if I ever undertake to
follolzv your lead again, you frabjous, burbling jabber-
wock—"’ ;

“T wefuse to be called a jabbahwock! Cleah off at once!”
said D’Arcy commandingly. “ Here is a half-soveweign.
Jollay luckay I had a wemittance this mornin’!”

Tom Merry took the half-sovercign and started off for
Wayland. Then the other fellows began to cxplore the ruins
for traces of.the convict. No. 101 was certainly concealed
somewhere, and the ruined castle was as likely a place as
any other, and Cutts evidently thought so, too. But hard
as they hunted, no traces were to be found. Cutts’s track
was found again, but that was all. If Jonas Racke, No. 101,
had been there, he had been careful to leave no tell-tale foot-
prints.

The juniors gathered again round the stairs leading into
the vaults. Tom Merry was not in sight yet.

“Let's .get down,” said Blake; *‘ we're wasting time,.
We've got lots of matches, and we can twist up Gussy’s collar
and tie to make-a torch.”

“ Wats 2

“ Well, the matches will do. I'm going,” said Blake.

There were several boxes of matches among the juniors.
After some hesitation théy decided to start. Blake led the
way with a wax-vesta flickering in his hand. They descended
into the vaults, the glimmering matches casting a dim and
uncertain light round them. Dark and gloomy, damp and
chill, were the deep vaults stretching apparently endlessly
under the old castle. The building above was in ruins, but
those strong old stone arches had stood for centuries un-

_ changed.

“Bai Jove, I wish I had that wevolvah !’ murmured Arthur
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Kangaroo threw his arms round the burly form of the ruffian and grasped desperately.
shouted. Redfern and Reilly and Fatty Wynn dashed into the cell to the rescue,
(See Chayter 15.)

they eried.

{
““Help! Ielp!” he |
“ My hat ! It*s the conviet [ "

Augustus. “Tt would be vewy wotten if the wascal wushed
on us all of a sudden.”
¢ Ahem! I would!”

“Still, as he isn’t here, there’s no danger,” said Monty
Lowther cheerfully.,  ‘“ Let’s hunt for him, and hope we
sha’n’t find him.”

‘“ Bai Jove, what’s that?”’

It was a sudden crash from above. The juniors rushed back
to the stair, and looked up. Above them was pitchy dark-
ness, instead of the glimmer of daylight.

“Gweat Scott, the stone is closed!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus in alarm. * The convict has shut us in!”

““More likely Cutts, you ass!”

‘““Oh, the wottah!”

The juniors rushed up the steps. The heavy oblong stone
that closed the opening had been lying beside the aperture
when they descended. It had evidently been rolled mto its
place by hands from above. But it was not quite closed.
There was a thin streak of light to be scen. And through
that narrow opening came the sound of a well-known voice.

¢ Caught I’

And the convict-hunters yelled in chorus.

¢ Figgins I

NEXT
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“THE MYSTERY OF THE PAINTED ROOM!”

" CHAPTER 7.
Right on the Track.

IGGINS and Kerr chuckled.

F They had the same idea—of searching first the

ruined castle. They had arrived late on the scene—
certainly. But they had arrived in time to see the last of tha
School House fellows disappear down the steps to the vaulg,
And then to close the stone upon them had been very quick
work, The tables were turned now——it was Figgins who had
the upper hand. He had wedged in a chunk of brick to keep
the flat stone from completely closing, so that he counld s:)eak
to the juniors below. But there was no chancs of the Co.
raising the stone from underneath. It was too heavy—
especially with the weight of the New House juniors upon i

“ Figgins, you wottah,” shouted Arthur Augustus, “waise
that stone at once !”

= Hats!”

“ You feahful outsidah——"

“ Rather glad to be an outsider just nosw,” chuckled
Figgins. “ Better than being an insider, under the circe.
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kerr. ¢ This iz where we
Tae Gex Lizrarv.—No
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“ Have you found our convict?? continued Figgins. ¢ I’f
you have, you can hand him.over to us. He’e our property.”

“ You wottah! IHe’s ours!” shouted D’ Arcy.

“ Have you found him 1 o

“ Not_yet,” said Blake; “but were going to. This is a
School House job. Look here, get that stene up.”

‘“ No fear?”’ 5

“1 ordah you——

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Bai Jove! I shall give you a feahful thwashin’ when I
get out, Figgins® said Arthur Augustus, breathing hard.

“You've got to get out first,” said Figgins cheerfully.
“This is where wo gloat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s a wotten twick——"’

““ Nearly as rotten as tying fellows to a tree,” chuckled
Tiggins.

“ You wanted to huut for our conviet—"

“ You mean you wanted to hunt for ours.”

“ 1 wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort.
Wacke as our pwivate pwoperty.
stone

“ No fear! You're going to stay there till you promise to
let our conviet alone,” said Figgins. ¢ My dear chaps, this
job is above the weight of the School House. We're the
chaps to tackle it. Bus I'll tell yon what, when we gei the
hundred quid, we'll stand a feed and let you come.”

““ Wats!”

“Well, you'll etay there till you give your giddy parole
to let our convics alome,” said Figgine. “ We're going to
close the stone right down, and pile rocks on it. If you find
the convict, you can keep him there. We'll come along again
this evening and ask you whether you've changed your imninds.
Ha, ha, ha{”

£ Ha; ha&la. 7 velled Kerr,

“Ha, ha, ha|’ roared another voice. “ This is where I
come in!” And the School House juniors on the stair yelled
with delight: * Tom Merry |7

It was Tom Merry.

The captain of the Shell had returned from Wayland, to
find Figgins and Kerr sitting on the stone, and his chums
imprisoned below. Tom Merry did not waste time. He
x‘lufshled upon the New House juniors and smote them hip and

_thigh.

Figgins and Kerr had not been expecting that attack.
They %iad supposed Tom Merry to be below in the vaulis,
with the rest of the School House party. His sudden arrival
took them completely by surprise. Figgins went rolling over,
and Kerr went rolling across him, as Tom Merry charged;
and before they could rise, the Shell fellow gripped the stone
and rolled it back with a terriiic effort.

The stone crashed back into its former place, and the
entrance was clear. In another second Figgins and Kerr
wers up again, and piling on Tom Merry—but too late!
From below the School House fellows came up with a rush.

Figgins and Kerr were seized by many bands, and bumped
over and sat upon. And the School House fellows chortled
with glee.

‘“Tables turned once more,” grinned Blake.
where the New House gets it in the neck.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah !

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

£ Joliay lucky I sent Tom Mewwy te Wayland for the
lantern. You sco the advantage of having a fellow of tach
end judgment for your leadah, deah boys.”

“Of course, you knew the New Houso bounders were
coming here,” Monty Lowther remarked sarcastically.

‘“You must judge by wesulis, deah boy, and my awwange-

- ments have turned out a gweat success,” eaid Arthur
Augustus loftily. “ Some chaps are born to command, you
know. Now we've got to ges wid of theso boundahs; and
lock for our convict, before that wottah Cutts ecollahs him
and wobs us of the reward.”

Figgins uttered an exclamation.

“ Cutts? Is he on the track, too 7

‘“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ Jolly lot of nerve, io look for the eonvict by himself,”
s2id Kerr. “I don't think I should care to meet No. 101
alone,”

“ Three giddy parties scarching for Neo. 101 — to say
nothing of the warders.”” grinned Tom Merry. “ We can’s
stop Cutts, but we can bottle up the New House. Figgins
old man, you've gob to chuck it.”

‘““Rats!” said Figgins politely. :

“ Then I'll tell you what,” said Tom Merry, “ we'll go Co.
~—us up against Cutts of the Fifth. Lower School sticks
€ogether against seniors.”

¥ Qood egg ! said Figgins. “ I'm on.”

¢ Weally, %‘oxn Mewwy, you forget that I am leadah, and
hat all suggestions of that kind must pwoceed fwom the
eadah,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy severely. * Figgins;
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deal boy, I shall be vewy pleased if you will go Co. with us
in lookin® for the convict.” :

Figgins grinned.

* Delighted, Gussy !

“Done I said Kerr. . ;

“YVewy well,” said the swell of §t. Jim's, “it’'s & go. You
can get off their necks, deah boys. Now, if you've bwought
that lantern, Tom Mewwy, we'll search &e vaults, and
collah the convict if he is there, without givin’ Cutts a chance
to step in and wob us.” s

“ Hear, hear !

Tom Merry lighted the lantern,

Figgins and Kerr joined the search-party cheerfully. The
juniors descended into the vaults, Tom Merry leading the
way with the lighted lantern. :

“Pway be on your guard, deah boys, and don’t talk, in
case the wottah heahs our voices;” said Arthur Augustus.
““ Battah keep silent.” §

* Shurrup 1"’ y

“ Don’t be cheekay to your leadah, Blakel”

“ Don’t jaw, old chap !’ said Figgins.

“ Weally, Figgins—"

“ He must be wound up,” said Monty Lowther. “1I vote
that we wait here till he runs down.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

“You are makin’ a feahful wow with that cacklin’, deah
boys,” said D’Arcy. “ The wottah will take the alarm and
cleah off if he is heah.”

“ No way out!” said Herries. g

“ Yes, there is, though,” said Tom Merry, ‘some old
scientific johnny who was éxploring here last term discovered
a bricked-up passage, and it was opened to sec what was ou
the other side. 1 remember seeing it in the local paper at the
time. They found a brick passage under the ground, leading
n}way somewhere—to the monl’s cell in Rylcombe Wood, I
thinl.”

“ Yaas, I wemembah now. If the wottah takes the alarm,
he can cleah out and escape to the woods. Pway be quiet.”

“We'll look for the passage first, and see if there’s: any
sign of him,” said Tom Merry.

Heo led the way, flashing the lantern before him in advance.

The juniors were very much on their guard. They hardly
ihought that the convict was therc—but it was possible—it
was a likely enough place to hide. And if he was there;, and
they discovered him, he would certainly be a rough customer
to tackle. If he had a bludgeon, and the will to use it, even
nine sturdy juniors would need to be very careful in dealing
with him. Indeed, it was quite possible that if the search-
party discovered the convict, there would be a sudden flight
instead of victory and capture.

* Here’s the passage,” said Blake.

The juniors halted.

A dark opening showed in the stone wall of the vault.
Masses of brick lay about, as they had heen left by the work-
men months before, when the bricked-up passage was opened
under the direction of a distinguished archaologist. Beyond
the opening the passage was dark and gloomy. The juniors
shivered a iittle as they looked into it, and smelt the strong,
close, earthy odour that came from it

“ Not a giddy cheerful spot!” murmured Monty Lowther.

““My hat! Look here!”

* Tom Merry stooped suddenly.

On a jagged point of the broken brickwork was a fragment
of cloth, evidently torn from the clothing of someone who had
p}aﬁsed in a hurry in the darkness, and probably stumbled
there.

And upon the fragment of cloth, as Tom Merry held it up
in the light of the lantern, showed a well-known mark.

It was the broad arrow—the brand of the prison.

The juniors gazed at it with bated breath.

There was no doubt now. B

The convict had been there.

The juniors looked at the tell-tale fragment as if they
could hardly believe their eyes. They had entered upon the
convict-hunt in & half humovrous spirit, and with very little
real expectation of coming upon Jonas Racke, No. 101.

6

. It gave them a thrill to learn that they were close upon

him, after all; that he was probably at that mement within
sound of their voices. They drew closer together, casting
¢uick and uneasy glances round them into the darkness.

“ Bai Jove,” murmured Avthur Augustus, “we're weally
cn the twack !”? e

Most of the juniors had brought sticks with them, in case
they should be wanted.  They grasped thelr weapons a little
more &»i{g‘hbly now. If they.came upon the hunted, desperate
iman, there was no doubt that their weapons would be
wanted—and all their courage, too.

“ He’s been here,” said Tom Merry, flashing the lighe
round.  “ He may have heard usg, or more likely heard Cutts,
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whenl he was here, and bolted by this passage. If that's the
case, he’s got to the wood long ago.  And—-"

“And Cutts may have gone to head him off I Blake
exclaimed excitedly. I was surprised that he cleared off
so easily and left us in possession. He’s finished here, and
he’s gone to lay for the convict at the monk’s cell. He could
cover the distance in half the time above ground, and he'd
get there first” -

“Gweat Scott! The deep wottah!”

““ Let's get after him !’ said Ffigins.

Tom Merry shook his. head.

¢ He's more than half an hour ahead, and it's mot so long
as that to the cell in the wood. If he headed No. 101 off, the
rotter ‘may have dodged back this way. We'll go through
the })assage."‘

SeIt's jolly visky,” said Kerr.
=88 Oy, e b 1%

“Pity I didn’t bring Towser,” said Herries regretfully.
“Towser would smell him out like a shot !

¢ Never seen a shot smell anything out,” remarked Monty
Lowther. ;

“Ass! T mean z
. “I repeat that it's jolly risky,” said Kerr. “I'm game,
if you fellows want to go, but it’s a mug's idea. - Let’s
get on.” ;

“ Weally, Kerr——"

“Oh, we're not going to chuck it up mow!” said -Tom
Merry. “ There are nine of us, anyway.” :

“Time to run when we see the convict, too,” Monty
Lowther- suggested cheerfully.

“ Suppose you fellows wait here while I go for Towser?”’
suggested Herries.

*“ More rats! Come on!”

And, led by Tom Merry with the lantern, the adventurers
plunged into the noisome darkness of the underground
passage. i

k]

CHAPTER 8.
The Capture of Convict 101.
UTTS of the Fifth stopped.

He had hurried down the hill from the old castle,
and had taken a short cut through the wood, at a
good speed. He had reached a deep glade, surrounded by
trees half-stripped of their foliage by the autumn winds,
and deep in dead leaves. In the midst of the bushes stood
a little building of stone. It was the cell of a recluse,
inhabited by monks doing penance, in the old days when
St. Jim's was a monastery, and the ruined castle was a
great and imposing building garrisoned by Norman soldiers.
Now the monk’s cell had fallen to decay—the roof was gone,
and creeping plants grew inside and out, and moss patched

the cracked stones of the floor.

There were two apartments in the old stone cell—the cell
itself above ground, and a deep, dark cellar below. Into
that hidden cellar opened the passage from the vaults of the
old castle—a secret means of escape, and communication
with the outside world in time of siege, such as most strong-
holds were provided with in those stormy days of old. For
many centuries it had lain hidden, till it was explored by an
enterprising archseologist.

Cutts of the Fifth stopped outside the stone cell and
peered in at the shattered doorway. Cutts was breathing
thard from his haste. There was a glitter in his hard eyes,
and his teeth were firmly set.

There were few fellows at St. Jim’s who would have cared
%o encounter Jonas Racke, Conviet No. 101, alone and
unaided. But Cutts of the Fifth was one of the few. Cults
was a blackguard of the first water—the very blackest of
black sheep. A public schoolboy who deliberately t:
finds many opportunities of gratifying his
peculiar tastes.  And Cutts had never neglected a single
opportunity of that kind. It was an open secret among the
fellows that Cutts broke bounds at night to play cards with
a gambling set at the Green Man, that he had gone to race-
courses on half-holidays, that he drank and smoked. Bus,
with all his vices, it could not be denied that Cutts had one
redeeming quality at least—a cool and determined courage,
an iron nerve that nothing could shake. v

Cutts knew his danger, but it did not cause him to hesitate
for a moment.

It was the hundred pounds’ reward he was thinking of.

. His latest plunge upon the ‘‘gee-gees’” had left Cutts in
difficulties for money; his dead certs. had turned out to be
dead certs. only for the bookmakers, and Cutts was badly
in want of money.

He did not care a rap for the convict, or for the damage
the man might do him if he retained his liberty. All he
cared for was the fact that if he succeeded in laying the
fugitive by the heels, or in bringing the police to his hiding-
place, he would win the reward of a hundred pounds. And
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that handsome sum of money would relieve Cutts of all his
little financial difficulties, and leave him a considerable
margin to tempt Fortume with anew.

Cutts was ready -to Tun risks for that. :

He had boundless pluck and an iron determination. Ha
had thought the matter out coolly, and determined to run
the risk. He had investigated the deep vaults under the
ruined castle, and he had heard somecone moving in the
darkness there; and he had seen the fragment of cloth
marked with the broad arrow. It was easy for him to guess
the rest. The escaped conviet had been there, the sound of
Cutts's coming into the vault had given him the alarm, and

‘he had fled by the underground passage to gain the woods,

probably supposing that the police were on his track. And
Clutts had hurried t6 the outer end of the sceret passage to
bar off his retreat. e knew that he could cover the dis-
tance above ground in half the time of the convict, stumbling
and groping along in the darkness of the passage.

Cutts drew a life-preserver from his overcoat as he peered
into the stone cell. All was quiet and still there. If -the
man was coming alomg the underground passage he had nof
vet arrivéd at the outletf. S :

If the ruffian attempted to escape that way Cutts intended
to tackle him. If he remained lurking in the underground
recesses, the Fifth Former, as soon as he was satisfied upon
that point, would hurry off to Rylcombe Police-station for
aid, and bring a party fo run the convict down in his hidden
recess.

Cutts waited and watched. :

If the man did not appear in half an hour at the-outside,
Cutts would feel pretty certain that he intended to remain
below ground. But until he was sure he did not dare to
leave for help. He did not want No. 101 to dodge away and
escape.

He waited patiently, his eyes on the interior of the cell,
the life-preserver gripped in his hand. In the centre of the
moss-grown cell was a square opening, giving admittance
to the cellar below. By that opening the convict must come,
if he was coming at all.

Clink !

Cutts started, and his blood thrilled to his heart as he
heard that slight sound in the stiliness. It was the sound
of a stone slipping under a stumbling foot.

His eyes gleamed as he watched.

Suddenly from the opening in the floor of the cell a
head and shoulders rose into view. The close-cropped
bullet-head ; the dirty, savage face, with four days’ stubble
of beard on the chin; the gleaming, desperate eyes; the
mark of the broad arrow upon the torn and muddy tunic,
betrayed the convict.

It was Jonas Racke, No. 101

The savage eves glared round in search of a foe. Cutts
kept well out of sight, péering at the man through a crevice
in the old stones. The convict came higher, still glaring
about him like a savage animal. A heavy bludgeon was
gripped in his right hand, his grasp upon 1t was tight and
tense. There was no doubt that he would use it, even to
the extent of murder, rather than be recaptured. Yet CGutts
did not falter, hiz nerve did not fail for an instant. Ile
waited.

The man drew himself up and stepped from the stone
stair into the cell. He was a short and powerfully-built man,
full of muscular strength. In a struggle with him, Cutts
strong as he was, would have no chance. But Cutts dici
not intend to tackle the ruffian hand-to-hand.

He scarcely breathed as the convict came crouching
towards-the doorway of the cell, evidently with the inten-
tion of peering out and scanning the wood for enemies.

" Cutts drew silently a little further back.

The bullet-head, the hand gripping the bludgeon. came
into sight. And then Cutts, with instant precision, struck
with the life-preserver. ;

Crash ! :

The man, quick as a hunted animal, started back, and
saved his head, or the blow would have stunned him, as
Cutts intended. But the life-preserver crashed upon bhis
shoulder, and his right arm hung paralysed by his side, his
bludgeon crashing down on the stones. The convict recled
back, with a hoarse, savage cry. He was helpless for the
moment, and Cutts did not give him an instant to recover.

He leaped forward, and his left fist, clenched, hard as
iron, caught the convict on the point of the jaw, and sen$

‘him crashing” back into the cell.

The man went heavily down, dazed, half-stunned by the
blow. .Cutts was upon him in a second. His right knee
was planted upon the convict’s chest, pinning him down,
and the life-preserver whirled in the air.

“Resist, and I'll brain you!” said Cutts ‘coolly, withou}
a shake in his voice. : :

The man glared up at him dizzily. : ;

Dazed as he was he was about to struggle, but the weapon
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raised above his head was ready to descend, and he shrank
convulsively from the threatened blow., It would have
stunned him, if it had not fractured his skull,

“Pon’t, guv'nor!’ panted the ruffian.
I give in!”

“You'd better ¥ said Cutts grimly.

The man blinked up at him wretchedly.

“Lemme off, guv'nor! You*re a young gentleman—yeou
ain’t a warder—you ain't one of them blooming ’tees!
Watcher want goin’ for a poor cove? S'elp me, I've ’ad a
’ard time of it in the cells, I ’ave! Let me off, guv'nor!
Wot does it matter to you if I go?”’

“Tt matters exactly one hundred pounds!” said Cuits
coolly. “1If you've got that sum about you, I'll take it, and
you can go to Jericho, for all I care!” =

“Blood-money !’ said Jonas Racke hoarsely. “You
want the price of a cove’s life? That's wot you're arter, and
you a gentleman!”

“Don’t struggle!’’ said Cutts. “I shouldn’t have the
slightest compunction about braining you!  You are a
dangerous wild beast, and if your stapid skull were eracked
it would be no loss to anybody. If you make any attempt
to resist, down comes this life-preserver, and you won't
know what happens next!”

With his left hand he drew a loop of cord from his
pocket, and passed it over one of the convict's wrists, and
tightened it. He had come prepared. The hunted look
deepened in the ruffian’s eyes. He made a motion as if
to resist, but stopped. He knew that the murderous blow
was ready to descend. TFor the moment Cutts, of the Fifth,
the public school boy, gentleman as he would have called
himself, was as ruthless and unscrupulous a ruffian as Jonas
Racke himself. The man quailed under his steady, remorse-
less eye, and allowed his wrists to be drawn together, and
bound with the cord.

Cutts worked quickly with his left hand. The two strong,
hairy wrists were bound together, the cord knotted sccurely,
and Jonas Racke was a prisoner.

Then Cutts rose to his feet, breathing hard.

_ The convict lay at his feet, panting. e was helpless now

“-his hands bound—and Cutis’s weapon ready to strike. The
desperate ruffian who had baffled the police for three or
four days had been daptured by Cutts, of the Fifth, single-
handed.

Cutts looked down upon him, a grim smile of triumph on
his face. There was, perhaps, a gleam of something like
compassion in Cutts’s look. The lawless blackguard of St.
Jim’s had something in common with the ruffian who lived
by breaking the law. But if he pitied the hurt, dirty,
miserable wretch at his feet, it did not make any difference
to Cutts’s intentions. Jonas Rake, Convict 101, was worth
exacily a hundred pounds te him.

The man’s*look was hopeless, desperate, wild. He had
long evaded the forces of law and order, but he was laid
by the heels at last. And he knew that he bad no mercy
to expect from his captor. The seeker of blood-money was
as ruthless as the warders or the police could have been.

But suddenly a change came over the man’s sullen,
desperate face. As Cutty stood looking down upon him the
sunlight through the broken roof gleamed on Cutis’s hard,
elear-cut face. And a sudden flash of recognition came inte
the convict’s eyes. Ile panted breathlessly.

“ Master Cutts!”

Cutts started.

“You know my name?”’

“Know your name !> The convict hissed out the words
between his gritting teeth. “ Know your name! S’elp me!
¥Know your name, and know you, too, Master Cutts, though
you don’t know me—yet ! Go to the police—fetch “em here—
and me over to them-—tell ’em you’ve caught Jonas Racke—
and I’ll have something to tell "em at the same time!l”

Cutts compressed his lips, and stooped over tho man,
geanning his dirty, stubbly face. And then Cutts’s face
grew pale, )

“1 give in!

CHAPTER 9.
Catching a Tartar.
THE fear, the desperation, were gone from the face of

-

the convict now. .
He dragged himself to his fect, and stood facing

Cutts, of the Fifth, his-bound hands hanging before him.

There was a mocking grin on his stubbly, savage face.

“ Master Cutis! Fancy meetin’ an old {riead like you—
*ero] You didn’t know it was an old pal you was arter,
T'll be bound! Yeu didw't lay for to ’ave me tellin’ taley
about you, did you, Master-Cutts 1> .

“You are Peter Dunn!’ said Cutts, in a low voiee.
. Vowve changed—I didn’t know you. I understoed your
pame was Jonas Racke.”
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Racke grinned. . :

“That's my name—as good as any other!’ he' said.
“Coves in my line of business ’ave more’n one name,
Master Cutts: The perlice was arter Jonas Racke at the
time I knew you, and I was called by another name. Bup
Pve got a long memory for old friends, Master Cutts. I
ain’t forgotten you !*’ e

Cutts bit, his lip hard.

“If T'd known it was you, I should not have started after
vou,” he said.” ‘“ Of course, you know that, Racke 7"’ :

The conviet nodded.

“T know you wouldn's have dared,” he said. T don’t
know that you wouldn’t seil an old pal for 2 'undred quid—
vou was always ‘ard, Master Cutts—ard s nails!”

“T sha’n’t ba hard on an old friend,” said Cutts quietly.
“1 sha'n't take you to the station now. I'm sorry I hi$
vou. This is & <isappointment to me—I wanted the
money !”’

“*Orses again—or cards?’” grinned Racke. :

“ Both !’ said Cutts coolly. ¢ But that doesn’t matter
now. I'm going to let you loose, of course. Youw'll take
vour chance. If you're caught—I suppose you will be, in the
Jong run, you'll hold your tongue about me? It won’t do
vou any good to give me away.” :

“Cert'nly ! said Racke, with another grin, “I've eld
my tongue so far, ain’t 17°° : )

Tt was decent of you, but you were always a sportsman,”
said Cutts. “I'm sorry you should be in a hole like this.
1’d help you if I could. “Anyway, I shall let you go. Put
out your paws !’

The convict- held out his bound hands, and Cutts untied
the cord he had knotted carefully on the sinewy wrists.

“You got something to smoke about yer, Master Cutts?”’
caid the convict hungrily. ‘I ain’t tasted terbacco fur—it
seems years on end.” ;

Cutts drew a packet of cigarettes from his pocket,” and
passed them silently to his peculiar friend. Cutts was pex-
fectly cool and calm, though there was bitter rage in his
heart. His schenie for making a hundred pounds had sue-
ceeded, only to ba swept away lile a house of cards at the
last moment. He did not dere to provoke the enmity of
Jonas Racke by handing him over to the police—that was
all there was about it. He had to bear his bitter dis-
appointment the best he could. :

Racke lighted a cigarette with the matches Cuits handed
him, and grinned with enjoyment.

*“Rather a change in the programue, this, ain’t it, Master
Cutts 77 he said.

*“ A great change,” said Cutis.

“ And you're going to ‘elp me,”’ said Racke; “I'm in a
bad way. Was it you who scared me outer the vaults? I
thought it was the police.”” 5

“Tt was I I should advise you not to return there, either
—there are a gang of kids from my school searching for
you there i”

“I'm in a bad way,”’ repeated the conviet. “ I'm ’ungry.
Ain’t tasted nothing fur two days. I must ave clothes to
get away in, Master Cutts!”

Cutts drew a deep breath.

“T can't do that for you,” he said. “Think a minute!
Tt .means imprisonment to help a conviet to escape the
police. I'm sailing pretty near the wind in letting you
loose now—you know that—and in holding my tongue about
having seen you. I can’t do more!”

The bulldog jaw of Jonas Racke seemed to. become
squarer, and the grin faded from his face. He stared
savagely and threateningly at the schoolboy through the
blue haze of the cigarette-smoke,

“You're goin’ to ‘elp an old pal!” he said. “You “elp
ne, and I'll ’old my tongue, whether I’m caught or geb
away ! But if you don’t “elp me, Master Cutts, 1 opens my
mouth the minute the perlice lays ‘zuds on me! And you
can lay to that!” 4 2

v Bo reasonable!” said Cutts, inwardly cursing the greed
of money that had led him to engage in the pursuit of the
hunted man. “I've done all I can !’

“You're going to do more, or——""

#Or what 7 said Cutts, with a steely glitter in his eyes.

“Or yowll be shown up !’ said Racke savagely. * They
can’t send you to prison, I s'pose, as they can send- me.
But for a young gentleman in your position, it would be as
bad, I reckon, to be disgraced, and kicked out of school.
If vour ‘eadmaster knew that you came to sce prize-fights,
and laid money on them, I recicon it would be all up with
you at your school !’ .

“T don’t deny that!” 3

“ And that ain’t all I can say,” pursued Racke—‘“not by
no means! You remeiber the time you ‘ad a big sum laid
on a certain Peter Dunn, wob was fightin’ the Bermondsey
Bantam, Master Cutts?  And it tarned oyt that the Bantam
Was in wonderful form, and your money was going to be
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lost. You know what happened to the Bantam. The. police
are still looking for the two indervidooals unknown wot

. -lambasted the Bantam in a dark lane, and left him lying
© with a cracked ’ead.

That was violent assault, Master
Cutts; ,and if it was known tbat them two was you and
me 1 5

You could not betray me without betraying yourself in

' that matter.”

Racke chuckled. s
. “ A little more won't ’urt a fellow who's doing a ten-year
©] ain’t got nothing to risk. Three
months’ *ard won’t come ’eavy artor ten ycars’ penal. Buta
month would settle you—for life i’
“You wouldn’t be believed!
said Cutts, pale to the lips now.
Tt was the most reckless piece of blackguardism that Cutts

You couldn't prove it!”

. had ever been engaged in, and he had believed that it was
.~ buried, out of sight, for ever.

¢ « cr. But it bade fair to rise and
haunt him now, owing to his unlucky capture of the escaped

convict.
“Prove it!’ said Racke reflectively. I think I could.

~The Bantam caught sight of one of them as knocked him
.down—he'd Lknow him again, too, though he wouldn's

think of lookin’ for him in a big public school—not unless
he got a hint. P’r'aps my word alone wouldn’t be taken.
P'r’aps the Bantam’s alone wouldn't convict you. But the
two together would settle your hash, I reckon. Talen alon

- with the fact that you 'ad big money laid agin him—an

that cotld be proved. And I tell you the Bantam is mighty
spiteful about it, and ain’t forgotten it. You can't afford
to quarrel with me, Master Cutts!”

Cutts knew that. !

His heart was sinking. His greed for the blood-money
had landed him in a fearful position. Hitherto, he had had
no fear of this man betraying that past buried episode—the
man, ruffian, as he was, had :ilis own sense of honour, in his
own way, and he stood to be imprisoned if the facts came
to light. But now circumstances were altered. To a man
condemned to ten years' penal servitude, the risk of im-
prisonment was, of course, nothing. Racke had nothing
to lose now by betraying him, but Cutts had everything to

_lose by being betrayed. In spite of his coolness, his brain

almosf reeled as he thought of it—the whole of his secret carcer
as a blackguard laid bare—his gambling, his visits to secret
prize-fights, and that crowning act of ruffianism by which
he had risked, not only his good name but his liberty.
Whether he would be punished for that mattered litile—if
it came to light he would be utterly ruined, and that was
enough. g

Agitated as he was, he did not allow his face to betray his
thoughts. Jonas Racke watched him keenly, but Cutts’s hard,
clear face remained unchanged.

“You're a good plucked *un!’ said Racke, at last. “ Bub
you've got to toe the line, Master Cutts. I'm sorry fur it,
but there you are! I've got to keep away from the beaks. I
ain’t got anybody to ’elp me, only you. You can do it, and

“T'm

.you must!”’

“ 1 will do it,” said Cutts, with a reckless laugh.
under your thumb, and it will be an adventure, anyway.
What do-you want? Clothes, food, money?”

“ That's it,”” said Racke cagerly; *“and I tell you, Master

"Cutts, you stand by me, and I'ra as mum as an oyster, caught

or not. You ain’t nothing to fear from me, if you don’t go
back on me. Selp me, I wouldn’t ask you to run the risk,
only wot’s a cove to do?”’

Cutts nodded.

% 11l help you!” he said. ¢ You'd better clear out of this.

- You left a rag behind you in tho vaults, and if those kids find

it they may come along here. I'll get you some things at the
school; and bring them to you after dark. You'll have to
wait for me sémewherc—in the wood will be the safest. Take
the rest of the cigarettes, and here's a couple of quid, in case
you have to bolt without seeing me. Mind, I'm going to do
my level best for you, and I rely on your acting like a sport
if you're caught after all.”
- 4 &6lp mie!” said Jonas Racke,  “I never was a nark.
Mum’s the word.” -
“ Right-ho! Get into the wood now, and lie low. You'll

hear the ¢hurch clock strike at midnight, and at midnight T'll

bo ready for you. Come back here, then, and T'll be here.

-Don’t fail.”

“ You bet!”

¢ And now, hark!”

Trom below came the sound of a voice. It came from the
cellar underneath the mossy stone floor upon which they were
standing.

¢ Fleah wo are, deah boys, and the wottah’s not heah!”

Cutts gritted his teeth. Jonas Racke made a spring for
his bludgeon, a desperate look on his face.

“T'll run for the woods?” he muttered, with a quick, in-
quiring glance at Cutts. The Fifth-T'ormer nodded quickly,
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and the convict disappeared from the cell. Cutts stepped
quickly towards the opening in the floor. There were only
four steps from the cellar to where he stood, and if the juniors
came out now they would infallibly see the convict as he ran
for the wood. Io was clearly visible through the gaps in the
shattered walls of the old cell.

They had to be kept below until Convict 101 was clear, and
that was Cutts’s business now. He stepped to the opening
with his fists clenched and a savage gleam in his eyes.

CHAPTER 10.

Very Suspicious! :

OM MERRY & Co. had followed the passage to its end,

They crowded now in the cellar underneath the old

stono cell, and Tom Merry flashed the light of the
lantern round him. e

“ Nobody here!” he remarked. £

¢ Oh, he’s got clear, unless Cutts has headed him off !’ said
Jack Blake. “And I don’t fancy Cutts could do it on his
lonesome. Anyway, let’s get out of this. I want to breathe.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ .

Tom Merry came first up tho steps. The other fellows wers
crowding behind him. . Tom started, and halted suddenly, as
he caugflt sight of a figure bending over the opening above.

“ Look out!” g

“ Bai Jove! Is it the convict?”’ :

¢ Ahem! No, it’s Cutts!” said Tom Merry, recognising the
Tifth-Former. * You ass, Cutts, you gave me a jump!
thought it was the giddy convict for a minute.”

¢« Keep where you are !’ said Cutts grimly.

Tom Merry stared. =

“Why shouldn’t we come up?’ he demanded. * We're
jolly well not going to stay in this cellar. We’ve had enough
underground to last us for a long time.” .

“ Pway, don’t be an ass, Cutts!”

“Jf you como up I shall knock you down!” said Cutts
coolly.

“ Why, you rotter—""

“You cad!”’ g

“ You feahful outsidah!” :

« T beliove he’s caught our convict, and he wants to keep
him to himself I’ yelled Figgins excitedly.

¢ Have you got our convict, Cutts, you cad?”’

“If you have got him, Cutts, you wottah, I insist upon you
handin’ him ovah at onco! I wegard him as our pwivate
pwoperty.”’

¢ Yes, rather!”

% T,00k here, I'm coming up!” said Tom Merry. If you
play the giddy goat, Cutts, yow'll get hurt. Iere goes!”

Tom Merry ran up the steps. 5

Cutts struck out without hesitation.” Jonas Racke had diss
appeared into tho trees now, but Cutts dared not let the
juniors emerge until the man was at a safe distance. The
blow would have sent Tom Merry rolling down the steps, bub
Cutts almost over-
balanced himself as his fist met with no resistance. As he
lurched forward over the steps, Tom Merry sprang up again,
and butted right into him bodily, and Cutts went reeling
backwards. y

Bump! 7

Tom Merry leaped out from the stair as the Tifth-Former
fell, and the other juniors came swarming up after him. Cutts
sprang to his feet, but it was too late, the juniors were pour-
ing out, and there weré too many for him to tackle. =

% Now, what’s the little game?” demanded Figgins indig-
nantly. * Why don’t you want us here? Have you found
our conviet?”’ . :

“You cheeky young scoundrels——

“ Pway modewate your language, Cutts!

33

Othahwise, we

. shall pitch you down into the cellah!” said Arthur Augustus

warmly. ;

Cutts gritted his teeth. IIe was inclined to run ¢ gmuck ”
among the juniors, hitting out right and left. But there was
no doubt that if he had he would have got very much the
worst of it. The juniors looked suspiciously about the stone
cell. Cutts’s conduct was inexplicable, unless he had mads
somo discovery he wished to keep from their knowledge.

Convict No. 101 was certainly not in the cell. The littls
place was crowded by the juiiiors, and there was no hiding-
place in it large cnough for a rabbit. Nor was there any,
sign of the convict having been there.

% Have you seen him, Cutts?” Tom Merry asked.

¢ Seen whom?”’

¢ The convict.”

¢ What rot! Of course 1 haven’t.”

“ Didn’t he comoe out this way?’ asked Blake.

“Tf he had I should certainly have seen him, I supposs,”
said Cutts, lying with the case and facility that comes of long
practice. =

T cannot undahstand it,” -said. Arthur Augustus
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ing for Jonas Racke, same as we are.

“T feel suah that he came this way. I think T heéard =
hiin ahead of us in the pa¥sage once or twice—somebody, at
all ¢vents, and that somebody must have come out. Hasn’t
anybody at all come out here, Cutts, deah bey "

¢ Nobody, of cour said Cutts.

“ Very remarkable if true,” said Kerr drily.
Clutts gave the Scottish junior a fierce look.
“ Don't yau believe me??

“No, I dou't,’”” satd Kerr coolly,
to keep us down there? There was someth here you didn’t
want us to see. What are you here at all for? Vou're look-
}iy belief is that
you've watched him come out, and perhaps vou knew where
to find him at this minute.” :

Cutts laughed.

*“You're welcome to thin
more time to waste on you.’

And Cutts left the monk’s cell.

The jumiors looked at one another. Cutts's aciions cer-
tainly required explaining, and they could only be explained
on Kerr's theory., That Cutts had found an old acquaintance
in No. 101, and had let him go, of eourse the juniers had no
means of guessing. That did not oceur to their mirds for a
moment. It was more probable that Cutts had seen which
way the fugitive went, and intended to track him down, and
wished to keep Tom Merry & Co. off the scent, -

“ We'll keep Catts in sight,” said Tonr Merry. ““T suppose
he has as much right to loek for No. 101 as we have, but he
has no right to try to stop us. If he knows which way the
giddy convict is gone, and is following him, we'll follow Cutts,
and he’ll lead us om the track. I can’t quite make Cutts out,
but it’s very suspicious.”

“ I wegard it as vewy suspicious indeed. We'll keep an eye
an that wottah,” said D’Arcy. ““ He's not goin’ to twack
down our convict.”

And the juniors guitted the monk’s cell, and followed on
the track of Gerald Cuatts. Cutts glanced back and saw
them, and smiled grimly, He had guessed that they might
follow him, and he had taken a direction oppesite to that
taken by Jonas Racke. He walked on quickly, the Co.
shadowing him, and by a roundabout course reacked
Rylcombe Lane. Then he walked straight on to the school.

*“ Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, in sarprise. * The -
wottal’s goin’ home, deah boys.” .

““ Looks like it,”” grunted Blake.

¢ Pewaps he i¢ twyin' to deceive us—to thwow us off the
twack,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sagely. ¢ We'll keep
him in sight.”

.]' ‘Tbey kept Cutts in sight all the way down the lane to St.

im’'s.

To their surprise, Cutts stopped at the gates of the school,
a}nd ]rang. The juniors watched him from some distance down
the lane,

“He's giving away that he’s been out of bounds,’® said
To,m Merry. * Taggles will report him when he lets him
T

“ Why were you trying

k so,” he said. ¢ 1've got ne
b

=

‘“ Yaas, wathah.”

¢ Blessed if I understand it. He'll get into a row for
breaking bounds. The gates have been kept shut all day
on purpose to keep the fellows in. Cutts will have to confess
that he cleared out over the wall.”

“ It is vewy odd.”

Taggles, the porter, cpened the gate. He seemed sure
prised to see Cutts. The Fifth-Former went in, and the gate
was closed and locked again.

“We're not going to trouble Taggles,”
“we get in as we got out.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah.”

The juniors climbed the school wall, in the dusk, and
dropped within, one after another. They came out from
behind the trees, and strolled towards the School House.
Gerald Cutts was just going into the School House as they
caught sight of him again,

“ Blessed if this doesn’s beat the whole deck,” said Blake,
“ What did Cutts want to keep us out of the monk’s cell
for, if he wasn’t on the track of our convict.”

“1 suppose he can’t be off his wockah,” said D'Arey
thoughtfully.

7 can’'t make it out,” Tom Merry confessed. * He may
have watched No. 101, and seen where he’s hidden himself;
and he may mean to get out again after dark and spot him
and hand bhim over to the police. But it doesn’t seem guite
clear. And now he's given away the fact that he was out
of bounds, and that’s simply looking for trouble. Taggles
will be sure to report him.”

The juniors were puzzled. Cutts’s conduct was extias
ordinary, and only of one thing could they be sure—that
the cool and umnscrupulous Fifth-Former had some very good.

grinned Figgins;

.reason for all that he did.
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The School, House j
the last to go, an
““0Oh, you rotters !+ roared Figgins wildly.

uniors climbed the wail one by one, and dropﬁed into the lane outside. DMonty Lowther was

he paused on the wall for a moment to kiss

“ We’re fairly dished !

whole school will simply howl over it!”" A chuckle was heard floating from the lane, and the School House |
party were gone. v

is hand to the infuriated New House juniors. |
And if we’re found tied up like this, the

(See Chapter 4.) .

The juniors entered the School House and found Kangaroo
full of news.

“ We've beaten them !I”” was the Cornstall’s first remark.

“Eh! What?’ In the intense interest of tracking down
No. 101, Tom Merry & Co. had forgotten all about the junior
House match.

“Two goals to one,” said Kangaroo.

“Oh! The House match! Good!”

‘1 wondah where that wottah is now,” D’Arcy remarked.
# Kangawoo, deah boy, did you see which way Cutts went?”’

& Cutts! He’s just gone into the Head’s study.”

“ Bai Jove!”.

That was the climax. Cutts had gone directly to the
Head of St. Jim’s. For what? The juniors could only
wonder—but they were soon to know, :

CHAPTER 11,
3 Dished!

o ASTER Merry !”
: M Lynn, the boot-boy of the School House, pa

his head into Tom Merry’s study, after =

respectful tap at the door. The Terrible Thiee
wore getting tea in their study. Their long outing in ¢
afternoon had made them very hungry.

Tom Merry gave Lynn a nod and-a cheery smile,

“ Hallo, kid! What’s wanted?”’

“I'm afraid yowre wanted, Master Merry,” said Lyam
ruefully. “You and Master Lowther and Manners, sy
in the Head’s study.”

“ My hat!” said Lowther.. “What's the row now?”’

Tee GeM Lisrary.—No. 36
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“ Some beast knows we've been out of bounds, and has
reported us,”’ groaned Manners. ¢ More trouble!”

“ Cutts " said Tom Merry abruptly. :

¢ Cutts? He couldn’t report us without reporting himself.”

¢“He's worked it somehow-—the rotten sneak. He's not a
prefect; and he’s ro right to report us—it’s sncaking, like a
fag telling tales!” Tom Merry exclaimed indignantly. © By
Jove, we'll let the rotter kmew what we think of him. Ias
anybody else been sent for, Lynn?”

¥ Yes, sir, All the young gentlemen jn Study No. 6,”
said Lynn. * And Toby has been sent over to the New House
for Master Figgins and Master Kerr.”

“ The whole giddy family,” grunted Lowther. *“ Lucky for
Fatty Wynn he stayed behind to feed. Go and tell the Head
we're busy, Lynn, but as soon as we've had tea we'll give his
order our very best attention.”

Lynn grinned. He was not likely to take that message to
the Head of St. Jim's.

The Terrible Three left their tea untasted, and descended,
overtaking Blake & Co. on the stairs. Blake and Herries
and D’Arcy and Digby were looking lugubrious. Figgins and
Kerr came in, Toby, the page, having fefched them over from
their own House. They were not looking cheerful.

I say, this is jolly rotten, ain’t it?”’ said Figgins, ¢ That
awful beast, Cutts, must have given us away.”

“But he'll get it in the neck himself, .too, I suppose,”
Herries remarked.

¥ No fear!” said Kerr. © He's got some scheme on—one of
his blessed deep schemes. You can bet your Sunday socks
that Cutts won't get into trouble. Tho trouble’s for us.”
~ ““Yaas, I feah that is the case, deah boys,” said Arthur

'ug‘ustus‘., “ Flowevah, I shall put it to the Head, as an old
8pOTE—rr

“ Bow-wow !” growled Blake.

‘And the glum juniors made their way to the Head’s study.
Breaking bounds, after the epecial order issued by Dr. Holmes,
was a serious mattor—as they realised now for the first time.
They had not given the mafter much thought before—mnot
expeoting to be reported to the Head. But they were
obliged to think of it ncw, and they realised that it was
sorious. Arthur Augustus remarked lugubriously, that the
Hoad was certain to be © watty.” And there was no doubt
that the swell of 8t. Jim’s was right there.

Dr. Holmes was looking decidedly stern when the juniors
came in. Gerald Cutts was still in the study.

“ My boys, a very serious matter has been brought to my
notice,” said the Head. * It scems that, in spite of my notice,
that bounds were to stop at the school gates until further
notice from me, you have left the school this afternoon.”

The juniors hung their heads.

They had no defence to make.

**More than this!” continued the Head. * As you are
aware, the school bounds were drawn in, owing to the danger
of the escaped convict being met by any boys who went out.
Such an encounter might prove very dangerous. I hear now
that you have not only broken bounds, but you have actually
been in scarch of the escaped convict—a very dangerous
and desperate man, who might have done you serious bodily
harm if he had been found by you.” \

* Thera were nine of us, sir,”’ said Figgins.

‘:IYEMS’ wathah, sir; e could have haudled him vewy
easily.” )

¢ 1 doubt that,” said the Head. A strong man, probably
armed, would not allow himself to be overpowered by boys.
In any event, some of you would certainly have been
seriously injured in the struggle with such a man.  You
foolish lads; do you not realise that one or more of you
might actually have been killed in such a struggle?”

** We weren't afraid, sir,”” murmured Blake.

¢ Apparently they were not:  But what should Thaye said to
your parents in such a case? Do you think I restricted the
schoo! bounds for nothing, or for the purpose of curtailing
your liberty? Did you not understand that I had good
reason for my action, and that it was your duty to obey me?”’

The juniors loocked very shamefaced. The Head's tone was
grioved rather than angry, and they realised more clearly
than ever that they had done wrong. Punishment they were
not afraid of; but it was decidedly unpleasant to feel that
they had done wrong, and had caused concern and anxiety
to the kind old headmaster, whom they all liked and re-
spocted.”

“ 11 say, sir, we—we're sorry!” stammered Tom Merry.
# Im afraid wo didn't think very much before we went out,
zir. It was just a lark.”

“ Yaas, sir; and I'm afwaid I'm most to blame, as I was

feadah, and got the othah chaps into it,”” said Arthur
Augustus penitently.

Tho Head smiled a little.

“I am glad you understand that you have done

. wyrong, at all events,’”’ he said.
-Tar Gex Lizrary.—No. 301
“THE MAGNET ”’ LIBRARY,

... Every Monday.

Then his face became stern

again. “ Thero is still a more serious side to the matter, I
understand that you were actuated by a desire to obtain the
reward offered for the arrest of that wretched man’” -/
“ Ye-¢c-es, sirl”’ e
1 know that a hundred pounds is a large and tein'plfng
sum of money,” said the Head. * But, not to mention that
vou had no chance of winning it, can you not see -that
it was utterly unworthy of you to think of doing so? That
money is the price of a man’s liberty—a man, certainly, who
ought to be in prison—but it is not your duty to-take on the
work of detectives and policemen. You should be ashamed
jto.’touch such money, cven if you had succeeded in winning
16 S
The juniors were crimson now. o=
They wished inwardly that the Head had caned them all
round, instead of talking to them; it would have cut.much
less deeply. .
¢ The money is, in fact, blood-money !’ said the Head very
severely, “ For ths police it is a different matter—they have

. their duty to do. But it would be disgraceful for you boys

to touch such money.”
¢ I—I suppose it would, sir,” said Tom Merry. :
“1 had my doubts about it fwom the first,” said:Axthur
Augustus dolefully. I wemarked to Blake that I didn’$
weally_know whethah we were justified in takin’ it.. But we
were hard up, sir, you see, and a hundwed pounds meant: tea

3

in the study for the west of the term.”

Dr. Holmes smiled. ;

¢ 1 am willing to believe that you acted svithout thinking,”
he said, “ and I hope vou realise now that it was unworthy
of you to think of taking the money, even if you had had
any opportunity of doing so.” .

*“ Yaas, wathah, sir.” el

T don’t think we should really have taken it, sir, if it had
come to that,” said Tom Merry honestly., ¢ We didn’t think
very much about it; bus if it had actually come to taking the
money, I think we should have left it alone, when we'd
thought it out.” ;

T hope so,”’ said the Head.

“ You see, sir, we had to capchah the convict first,
was the most pwessin’ bisnay,” said Arthur Augustus.
could leave thinkin’ about the weward till aftabhwards.”

“ You had not the slightest prospect, either of finding him
or of capturing him,” said the Head. * The police have been
searching for him in vain. You were not likely to succeed
where they had failed. It was a very foolish enterprise, as
well as being very wrong.”

“Bub we got on the track, sir,”’ said Tom Mersy.

“ Nonsense, You may have fancied so, but you - svere
certainly mistaken. Now, I shall not punish you, my boys,
if you will give me your word not to leave the school again
till the restriction upon bounds has been removed.”

The juniors looked dismayed. i

The Head was kindness itself—and they could not refuse
such kindness—to say nothing of the severity of the punish-
ment which would have followed such a refusal. But if they
gave their word, they had to keep it. There was no guestion
about that. And so they saw, in their mind's eye, tlie pros-
pect of success fade away like a mirage. The intended hunt
for the convict—successful rivalry with Cuits of the Fifth—
and the eclat of making such a capture vanished now.

They looked at Gerald Cutts, and their looks were not
loving. The Fifth-Former had brought all this upon them,
after ho had been engaged in exactly the same cnterprise
himself. Their feelings towards the black sheep of the Fifth
were very bitter at that moment.

¢ T suppose Cutts reported us to you, siv?” said Tom Meiry
at last. .

53 YCS."

“Did he report himself as well? If it’s wrong for us te
hunt the convict, I Suppose it’s just as wrong of Cutts, sir.”

¢ What nonsense arc you talking, Merry?’ said the Head
sharply. “You do not suppose that a senior boy would enter
upon such a ridiculous expedition, surely?”’

“ But he was on the same tack, sir—I mean, he was doing
the same as wé were—looking for the convict!” exclainted
Tom indignantly.

““ Nonsense!” 2

“ T have alveady informed the Head why I left the scheol
this afternoon,”’ said Cutts calmly. - ¢ You can hardly make
Dr. Holmes beligve any nonsense of that kind, Merry.”

¢ Clutts has told me all,” said tho Head.

¢ But—but—"

“Repeat what you have said to me, Cutts,” said the
Head. * The juniors seem to be under some misapprehension
as to your motives.” . =

¢ Certainly, sir. I heard by chance some foolish chatter
among the juniors, which made me aware that they intended
to scarch for the convict.. I found that some of them had

That
“We
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" broken bounds.
"prefect; but he was pleying in a football match, and most

T left the school to look for ther :
“ruined castle, and they confessed that they were looking for

refused to obey as I was not a prefect. I
“school myseli with the intention of reporting them to you,

Every Wednesday, “THE GEM?*

I should have informed Kildare, as head

of the prefects were playing, too, so I decided to act myself.
Although not a prefect, I felt that it was my duty as a senior

“to look after the silly young duffers.”’

“Ahem! Your view was quite right, Cutte.” -
" T'was afraid they might get into some danger, sir, and
1 found them at the

I ordered them to return to the school, but they
I returned to the

the convict.

sir, at the risk of being regarded as a tale-beaver.
 senior bog*, I felt that it was my duty to do so.

As a
If they had
by any chance come upon the convict, some of them might

 have been seriously injured, perhaps murdered. I felt that

for no consideration ought I to allow them to run such risks,

“and as they refused to listen to me, 1 had no resource but
© 0 Plauce'the- matter in your hands, sir.
1

"

You acted quite rightly, Cutts, I hope you understand
now, Merry, that Cutts has acted in the matter from the
hest motives.”

Tom Merry's lip curled. ;
Ho knew that Cutts was lying, of course; but it was uscless

- to say so to the Head.. The Fifth-Former’s explanation was
. perfectly plausible, and the juniors could not prove it to be

untrue. And Tom Merry, too, disdained to be drawn into
a squabble and mutual recriminations with the unscrupulous
vascal of the Fifth. He made no veply to the Head's ques-
tion, and the other juniors were equally silent. It was use-
less, as well as humiliating, to bandy words with a Har.
‘ And now,” said the Head, ' upon receiving your promise
not to repeat your conduct, I shall pass over what you have
Of course, you will give your promise? I insist upon

“ We promise, sir,”” said Tom Merry quietly. “ We won't
break bounds until the notice is withdrawn, and we won't
try to track the convict down again.” :

“ Very well. T have your word?”’ said the Head, glancing

“.over the troubled faces of the juniors,

“ Yes, sir,”” said all of them at once,
“Then you may go!”

*“ Thank you, sir!”

And they went!

CHAPTER 12.
Kerr Thinks It Out!

i OTTEN ! ~ . :
W That was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s verdict, as
the dismayed juniors gathered in Tom Merry’s

study in the Shell passage.

Tom Merry & €o. were decidedly glum.

They had been on the track of the convict. Although the
Head smiled at the idea, it was the fact, all the same; and
they had had hopes of success on a second attempt.

That, as Blake remarked, was knocked on the head now.

They had given their word, and their word was sacred.

. Not under any circumstances could they go outside the

“‘tc Tom Merry & Co.

walls of St. Jim’s until the Head’s notice was withdrawn.
And that left the field clear for Gerald Cutts! :
They realised that only too clearly. The cad of the Fifth,

with his usual cunning, had cut the ground away from under

. their feet.

He had left the matter open to himself; he had closed it
Cutts of the Fifth had been one too
many for them!

“1t’s quite wight about the

weward,” said D’Axcy.

~. “ When X come to think of it, you know, I wouldn’t have

. Manners.

s can't take me im. e . )
- cleared us out of the way because we’re his rivals, and he’s

touched it.”’ . ! . : =

“ We could have given it to the poor,” said Herries. “I
don’t think I'd like to keep that kind of money, when 1
come to think of it; but we could have given it to the vicar
for the poor in Rylcombe. They nced it badly enough.”

““ Yaas, wathah !’ 3

“ And that awful ruffian ought to be laid by the heels,”” said
“ He was put in prison for half-killing and rob-
bing an old man, and he nearly murdered a warder in
eseaping. He ought to be shut up like a wild beast. I think

we're justified in helping to get him collared, so long as we
« ‘don’t touch the reward.”

“ Quite wight, deah boy.”

““ But it’s all up now,” grunted Blake. ‘' Cutts has done us
in the eye. He's pulled wool over Dr. Holmes’s eyes, but he
I know his little game. He’s simply

going on with the little game himself.”

““No doubt about that,” said Kerr quietly.  He knows

" we were on the right track, and he may think we know more

than we do. Why was he so keen to keep us out of the
monlc’s cell, and why is he so keen to keep us within bounds?
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Depend upon it, the convict is hidden somewhere neayr thad
old cell, and Cutts knows it.”>

** The rotfer!”’

““ The beastly spoofah !”

*“ And Cutts wouldn’t have any scruples about collaving the
rveward,” said Figgins. “ The Head might talk to him till
he was black in the face, but Cutts would collar the cash
all the same, if he could do it.”

““ Yaas, wathah!”

“ And we can’t stop him,” said Monty Lowther. ¢ Ile’s
dished us. We know now that he knows a lot, and if we
followed him next time he goes on the war-path, we could
find out what he knows. Very likely he suspected that we
would, and that’s why he’s dished us with the Head. He's
too deep for us.” g

“ Perhaps we're not quite so dished as Cutts supposes,™
said Xerr in his quiet way.

The juniors all looked at Xerr with new hope in their faces.
For the reward they cared nothing, and for the convict very
little. But they were very keen to get even with Cutts, if
they could, and to prevent the cad of the Fifth [rom
“ dishing ” them. They would have given a very great deal
for a chance of defeating the astute schemer who had played
this treacherous trick upon them. -

And Kerr, as all the juniors knew, was the fellow to think
of a way out of the difficulty, if a way could be thought of
at all. Kerr was as keen as a knife, and the canny Scottish
junior was often found equal to problems that baffled his
comrades. Iiggins made no secret of the fact that Kexr
furnished the brains of the Co. Indeed, it was pretty certain
that Xerr could have made himself leader of the New House
juniors, if he had ever wanted, or thought, of supplantin
Figgins, an idea which would certainly never have entere
his mind.

* Go it, Kerr, old man,” said Figgins encouragingly. “I

“ Asleadsh, I am

can see you've got some idea.”

‘“Yaas, pile in, old chap,” said D’Arcy.
willin’ to considah any suggestions fwom my followahs.”

Kerr grinned. ,

‘“ Look at the facts,” he said. ‘‘ Cutts has dished us like
this because he knows where the convict 1s. That seems
plain enough to me., So far as ¥ can see, Cutts’s intention
15 to get the man collared and claim the reward, though he’s
so jolly deep that you never know what he rcally is up to.
Well, Cutts wanted to keep us away from the monk’s cell.
{ take that to mean that No. 101 1s there, or near thecre,
somewhere. Cutts can’t afford to let the grass grow under
his feet. The man may be xun down any minute. My idea
is that he won’t waste time. Now he’s got rid of us, he'll
be on the track again at once. It may not be safe for him
to break bounds again before dark. He knows we shall keep
an eye on him. I think he'll get out when we'rve in the
dormitory.”

* Quite likely.”’

* Yaas, but what’s the good of knowin’ that, deah boy?
The twouble is that we can’t follow the wottah when he does
get out.”

“ We can’t,” agreed Kerr. ““We've promised to keep in-
side bounds, and we've got to do ik, But we've only
promised for ourselves,”

“Ah

“ We've promised, too, to give up looking for the convict.
Well, we'll give it up. No. 101 can go and eat coke! Bub
it’s up to Cutts to give it up, too, as he’s made us give it
up; and we're going to make him. We've got pals who will
help us—who haven’t made any giddy promises.”

‘“Bai Jove I”

“Fatty Wynn, and Redfern, and Kangaroo, and Reilly,
for instance,” said Kerr. ¢ They haven’t made any promises
about bounds.”

D’ Arcy looked very solemn.

“But we can’t let our fwiends look for the eonvict, Kerr.
Our pwomise implies that we give that up altogethalh.”

“I know that, fathead !” said Kerr'pleasantly. ‘“I'm not
suggesting that our friends should look for the convict.
That idea is chucked up for good. We've given our word,
and we can’t either break it or sneak round it. Putting up
ihe other fellows to look for the convict would be practically
breaking our promise. The convict can go and eat coke!
He's oft the card now. Our business is with Cutts.”

“That’s it I

“Cutts has dished us, and we're going to dish Cuits.
He’s prevented us freom looking for the conviet. Were
going to prevent him. That's my idea.”

“ Hear, hear!” :

“My idea is to keep Cutts under our eye—after lighfs
out, as well as before,” said Kerr. “If he goes out—as I
believe he will--he's got to be shadowed. We can’t shadow
him, but the other fellows can. They're not going to look
for the convict. They're going to look for Cutts.. Cutts is
going to be stopped. Of course, if they came on ih® convic
Ter GeM LiBrRARY.—No. 30L
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by accident, it would be their duty to collar him if they .

could. But the bizney is with Cutts. If he breaks bounds
to-might, he's going to be shown up. He's shown us up, and
lied to the Head about us. We're entitled to show him up in
his turn.- If he goes out, I suggest that our chaps collar him
outside the school walls, and ring up Taggles, and bring
Cutts in by force.”

“My hat!”

“Then he can invent some fiore lies for the Tead I”* said
Kerr. ‘“We've got it in the meck through his giving us
away. He's going to be bottled up in the same way.”

“ Good egg!” -

“df he goes out——" said Tom Merry.

“I believe he will go out. He can’t let the time pass.
The conviet may clear out at any minute.”

¥ Quite so.”’

¢ Better still, the fellows can collar him and tie him to
the school gates, and then ring up Taggles,” said Kerr, with
a grin. “ He's going to have tit for tat—what he's done for
us, we'll do for him.”

“ Yaas, wathah ! I wegard it as bein’ perfectly justifiable
to show Cutts up, as he’s shown us up !’

*“ Hear, hear!”

“I'll cut over to the New House, and fetch Reddy and
Fatty,” said Figgins. * You chaps get Kangaroo and Reilly
here, and we’ll put it to them.”

“ Right-ho !”

Ten minutes later the four juniors were in the study along
with the Co., Fatty Wynn and Redfern of the New House,
and Kangaroo and Reilly of the School House, were fellows
who could be relied upon to any extent. And when the
details of the matier were explained to them, they were
quite keen to render aid in punishing the treachery of the
cad of the Fifth. :
“We'll collar the cad!” said Kangaroo confidently.
“We'll take a rope, and rope him up to the school gates;
and after that he can worry out what lies he likes, but he'll
have to own up that he was out of bounds, and that he was
telling lies this afternoon. That would follow, of course.”

“ Faith, and we won't miss him !’ said Reilly. “It was a
dirty trick, telling the Head about you, and we'll make him
sorry for it intively.””

““ What-ho!” said Redfern emphatically.

“We'll watch the beast I said Fatty Wynn. “ We'll keep
an eye on him all the evening. T'll station myself in the
inckshop, in case he comes there.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Wynn——""

“We'll all keep an cye open for him till bed-time,” said
Tom Merry. “But if he goes, I fancy he will go after dark.
But there are enough of us to keep the cad shadowed, and
we'll make him sorry he told tales to the Head about us.”

“Yaas, wathah ! He ought to be wagged as a sneak !”

fiCan’t rag the Fifth,” said Blake. *But we can show
him up, and prove that he was lying this afternoon—and
that will be better than a ragging.” =

And the juniors agreed that it would. And then the
raeeting broke up, with the understanding that Cutts of the
Fifth was to be watched, and not lost sight of for a moment,
by someone or other of the Co.

CHAPTER 13.
Kangaroo Makes Discoveries,
@ ERALD CUTTS was very busy that evening.

3]

He knew that he was doing a very risky thing, but
there was no help for it, and he set about it with his
usual coolness and quiet determination.

If he performed his part of the agreement, he knew that
he could rély upon Jonas Racke to hold his tongue, caught
or uncaught; but he had to pay the price of the secret.

He did not waste time in useless regrets for the greed that
Lad led him, in the first place, fo take up the hunting of
the convict. It had landed him in his present difficulty; but
1t _could not be helped now, and it was futile to cry over
spilt milk. And, as a matter of fact, there was something
in the adventure that appealed to Cutts’s reckless nature.
It gratified him to think that while the rest of the school
was fast asleep, he would be stealing through the dark woods,
to meet the desperate man whom all the other fellows would
have avoided as they would have avoided a wild beast.
And,_ so far as he cared about the matter at all, his sym-
pathies were with Racke. The man was up against all law
and order—and so was the blackguard of St. Jim’s, in his
Dieart. There were few things that Cutis respected. i

In_his study—which he had to himself—he prepared the
bag he was to take to the old cell in the wood. He had to
obtain clothes for the convict, and that was his most difficult
task. Money he was able to borrow in the Fifth—food he
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obtained at the School tuckshop. But a change of clothes
for No. 101 was a difficult matter. He might have obtained
old clothes from Taggles, or the gardener, or one .of the
stablemen, but he dared not take anything that could pos-
sibly be identified as belonging to St. Jim’s. In the event of
the convict’s capture, the police would ingquire very strictly
into where he had obtained” a change of clothes. And if
they were traced to the school, there would be very serious
danger for the fellow who had supplied them. :

There was nothing for it but to buy clothes, and that Clutts
decided to do. He could get ready-made clothes at a shop
in Wayland, where he was not known, and could give a falsa
name there—indeed, he could make some slight changes in
his appearance, so as to avoid the possibility of identification
afterwards. :

He could think of no safer plan.

To carry out that scheme, he had to visit Wayland before
the shops were closed. : g

The Head’s order made it impossible for him to leave the
school in the ordinary way, and he had no choice but to
break bounds secretly. 3

His plan was to take the bag with him, with the articles
it already contained, and put the new-bought clothes into if,
and conceal it in the wood, and at midnight return to it, to
carry it to the place of appointment. >

The plan was simple enough, and he did not see that he
was likely to run any risk so far, especially as he had
warded off the danger from the juniors.

He knew that Tom Merry & Co. could not quit the school
after their promise to the Head; even if they had been
capable of breaking their word, they would not have risked
a flogging.

He did not fear them now.

Cutts waited till the November dusk was thickening in
the quadrangle. He had told his chums Prye and Gilmore
that he was going to “swot” that evening, and would sport
his oak, so no one would be surprised to find his study door
Jocked, and his absence would not be suspected in the Fifth.

And nobody outside the Fifth, of course, was likely to visit
his study. ;

As the dusk thickened over the quad., Cuits slipped out of
the house by a side door, with the bag in his hand.

The thick dusk concealed him from observation by chance
passers—and it also concealed from him the fact that a
keen-eyed junior tracked him across the quadrangle to the
school wall. ‘

It was Kangavroo of the Shell.

Cutts went through- the trees, pitched the bag over the
wall, and climbed after it, and the Cornstalk junior stood
for some moments in hesitation. - . ;

The juniors were scattered-—some of them in their studies,
and those who were keeping watch for Cutts weve at different
points, looking out for him. Only Kangaroo had seen him
slip out of the house by the servants’ door. -

If the Cornstalk went to warn his comrades, he would lose -
track of Cutts; and, on the other hand, if he followed him,
he certainly could not think of tackling Cutts single-handed.
1t was a difficult matter to decide, but Kangaroo decided it
by slipping over the school wall and shadowing Cutts. The
sight of the bag in the Fifth-Former's hand had aroused his
curiosity. What Cutts could be taking a bag out for was a
mystery the Cornstalk could not fathom. s

Cutts walked rapidly down the road, and took the footpath
through the wood. Kangaroo followed liim at a distance,
catching shadowy glimpses of him every now and then.
Cutts did not once look behind. Kangaroo expected him to
leave the path and plunge into the wood in the direction of
the ménk’s cell, but he did not. He strode right on to the
Wayland road, and strode along it to the town.

Kangaroo was amazed.

“ The rotter isn't after the giddy convict at all,” muttered
the Cornstalk. “It's something clse—one of his rotten
games, I suppose. Poof " =

But he kept Cutts in sight in the street. -

Cuits turned. into an alley, dark and shadowy, and
Kangaroo paused. For a moment he fancied that Cutts
guessed that he was followed, and was dodging. But as he
hesitated, Cutts emerged into sight again, his appearance
so changed that Kangaroo barely recognised him., His school
cap had disappeared, and he was wearing a Jarge tweed cap,
pulled well down over his face, and had a thick muffler
round his neck, with his overcoat buttoned up to the chin
1Ljound it. And a moustache was sticking upon his upper
ip.

Kangaroo whistled softly.

“Ten to one he’s going to a rotten gambling-club,’”’ he
murmured ‘I know his little games. But why hasn’t he
left it till after calling-over?  He will have to turn up at
call-over with the rest of us, or he'll be missed.”
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Cuits went on down the streef.

Kangaroo watched him enter a shop; over which appeared
in large letters: .

“J. Moses. Outfitter.”” _ :

And a large placard ia the window announced that Mr.
Moses’ guinea suits were a marv of quality and cheapness.

That was the climax. -

That Cutts, the dandy of the Fifth, could be thers to buy
cheap, ready-made clothes was impossible. Not for himseli,
at all events. And if not for himself, for whom?

Kangaroo waited, in such a state of astonishment that he
pinched himself to mako sure that he was awake. Was it
possible that Cutts knew that he was on the track, and was
leading him on a wild-goose chase? It was not likely. He
would have been more likely to turn on the Shell fellow and
lick him. )

In ten minutes Cutts came out of the shop. He had neo
purchafes visible about him, but if he made any they were
doubtless disposed of inside the bag he carried.

. He strode away down the street in a hurry.

Kangaroo hesitated a moment, and then boldly entered
the shop. Mr. Moses, the dealer in reach-me-downs of great
quality, was making an entry in a book.

“ My friend gone?” asked Kangaroo coolly.

‘“ A young gentieman has just been here,” said Mr. Moses,
rubbing his hands. * He has only just gone.”

“Did he get the clothes?” asked Kangaroo, with an inward
feeling that he had missed his vocation, and ought to have
been a detective instead of grinding Latin in the Shell ab
St Jim’s.

“Yeth, certainlyI” said Mr. Moses. My thirty-shilling
serge suit, medium size, with cap to match.”

“Oh, crumbs!” said Kangaroo.

“Vat can I do for you, young shentleman?’ asked Mr.
Moses. ‘“ My guinea suits &

“ Thanks, I'm nos buying anything!” said Kangaroo. ‘ By
the way, I suppose that was my friend, and I've missed him.
You know his name?”

“ Yeth—Mr. Jones,”’ said the dealer in reach-me-downs.

‘“Thanks! I shall catch him if I hurry,” said Kangaroo.

He hurried out of the shop.

Cutts had bought a ready-made suit of clothes and a cap,
and perhaps other articles; Kangaroo had not stopped to
ascertain, He had given a false name. Why?

h()u.‘uts had disappeared when Kangaroo came out of the
shop.

From the direction he had taken, Kangarco guessed that
he was returning to the school; and it was hardly likely that
he was going convict-hunting with a bag of clothes in his
hand, anyway.

The Cornstalk ran all the way back to St. Jim’s.

In Rylcombe Lane he caught sight of Cutts again, striding
at a good pace towards the school, and without a bag.
Somewhere or other en route the Fifth-Former had disposed
of the bag of clothes. .

Kangaroo dodged through the hedge and ran along in the
fields for some distance, till Cutts was left well behind. Then
he came out into the road again and dashed on to the school.
He climbed the school wall, and dropped into the quad., and
uttered a yell as several pairs of hands grasped him in the
darkness

“ Got the wottah!”

‘“Hold him!”

“Fairly caught, breaking bounds!”

“Leggo, you asses!” stuttered Kangarao.

And there was a gasp of surprisec from the juniors who
collared him,

‘““Kangyl”

CHAPTER 14,
Cutis’s Secret,

OM MERRY & CO. released the Cornstalk and stood
round him, peering at him in the gloom. Kangaroo,
out of breath afrer his rapid run, gasped and panted.

*“Kangaroo!” repeated Blake.

“ Bai Jove!” :

“Did you go out after the spalpeen, Kangy darling?”
asked Reilly. J

‘6 Yes.9)

“ We found he was gone,” said Tom Merry. “His study
door’s locked; but I climbed the ivy to his window and
looked in, and found he wasn’t there. Then we knew he
had skipped, and we thought he had dodged out without
being seen.”

“Rats!” said Kangaroo. ‘“He wasn’t likely to dodge me.
We learn to keep our eyes open in Australia ”’

“Wats! -1 considah—--"

“He's coming back,” said Kangaroo. ‘‘Comeaway! He
may be here any minute now.”’ f i

>
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‘“We thought we had him-when you dropped in,” chuckled
Figgins. “ Let’s stay here and wait for him and collar him.
We can prove that ie was out of bounds, and repert him,
the same as he did us.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

“That’s the little game,”” said Blake.

“No, 1 tell you!” breathed Kangaroo.
thing out; I’ve got something to tell you.
what 1t means, but it’s frightfully fishy.
house. Never mind Cutts now.”

Greatly impressed, the juniors gave up the idea of captur-
ing Cutts as he came in, and they hurried into the house.
Kangaroo did not speak again until they were gathered in
Tom Merry’s study, with the door closed.

Then he related his adventures.

The juniors listened with blank amazement.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. ‘‘ Cutts must
be fwightfully hard up if he is weduced to buyin' weady-
made clobbah. I suppose that is the weason Wh{ he's fo
keen aftah the hundwed pounds woeward. Poor beast! I
can feel for a chap who has to wear cheap clothes.”

“ Ass! The clobber wasn’t for himself.”

“ Weally, Kangawoo—-—-—"" ¢

“(utts has been buying clothes, has he?” said Kerr
thoughtfully. “ And he took out a bag and didn’t bring
it back? And Fatty knows something about what was in
that bag.”

¢ Fatty does?’ said Kangaroo.

The fat Tourth-Former grinned. :

“Didn’t I tell you I was going to kecp watch in the
tuckshop?” he said.

“Keep watch on the tarts, rou mean,”’ said Kangaroo.

“Well, perhaps I had some tarts while I was there,” said
Tatty Wynn. * You see, Dame Taggles has a fresh lot of
tarts in to-day, and they’re simply ripping. I only had
eightcen, as well as the dough-nuts and the pincapple——""

“ Blow what you ate!” growled Kangaroo. ‘‘What have
you found out?”’ <

““Cutts has been buying gruh,” said Fatty Wynn. “He
bought three dozen sandwiches, and a pie, and some cheese
and biscuits. He didn’t want that kind of grub for a feed
for himself; he has better things than sandwiches for his
tea. He put them into a bag he had with him. I was
thinking at the time that we might raid that bag——"

“Brrrr!” said Figgins.

“This looks jolly queer,” said Kerr.

“What do you make out of it?” asked Tom Merry.
it1 It’s your bizney as a Scotsman to think it out.”

Kerr grinned.

“Tt alters the case,” he said.
already that Cutts knows where to look for the conviet.
made up our minds about that.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Now, when he clears out of the school, instead of
hunting for the convict, he buys clothes, which Je certainly
doesn’t intend to wear himself. I suppose he isn’t dotty
enough to huy clothes for nothing?”’

“He couldn’t,” said Arthur Augustus sagely. ¢ Clothes
have to be paid for, you know. And Cutts must have pald
cash at Mr. Moses's shop.”

6 Ags!” said Kerr politely. “I mean, he wouldn’t bu
clothes without a reason. I—fe wants them—not for himsel
woe know that. Cutts wouldn’t be found dead in a suit 9‘
reach-me-downs.”

“1 must wemark that Cutts is quite wight there.”

“They’re not for Cutts, so they're for somebody else,” sajd
Kerr, whose quick, keen brain had grasped all the facts
their true perspective. ‘At the same time, he has been
buying grub, which pretty certainly isn’t for himself. He
wouldn’t buy three dozen sandwiches for a feed in his study.”

“Well?”? ‘said all the juniors together. Some of them
guessed what Kerr was coming to now, and they were
breathless with excitement. .

“Who is it that’s in need of grub and clothes more thamn
anybody else?’ said Kerr quietly. -

“(Convict No. 101, of course,” said Tom Merry, with &
deep breath.

“Pai Jove!”

“ And Kangaroo says he hasn’t brought either the bag
or the clothes back with him.”

“That’s so,”’ said Kangaroo. ‘‘He got rid of them some-
where between Wayland apd Ryleombe Lane. I know that.™

““Then who’s got them?” said Kerr grimly. “Kids,
chaps, and fellows, we haven't quite tumbled to Cutts's little
game—till now. 1 believe he was after the convict whem
we spotted him at the ruined castie. But something hes
happened to change his plans, or else we were mistaken-then.
Cutts 1s0’t after No. 101 row ta capture him. He's helping
him to escape!” :

A breathless hush followed Kert’s announcement.

* Bai Jove !” said D’Arcy, at last.
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I don’t know
Come into the

’

“Go

“ We were prefty certaim
We
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“My hat!”

¢ Oh, erumbs !’

. % Howly smoke!” .

“1 believe Kerr’s hit on it!” said Figgins excitedly.
¢ There’s no other way of explaining what Cutts has done.
But why should he do 167"

“ Yaas, explain that, Kerg, deah boy.”

Kerr laughed.

“ I can’t explain that,” he said. “I don’t know. Buf in
the newspaper reports about Jonas Racke, it's mentioned
that he used to be a prize-ighter. We know that Cutts has
been mixed up in betting on prize-fights. Racke may be an
old acquaintance of his, and he may be helping him for old
times’ saka.”

¢ (utts of the Fifth isn’t that sort !’ said Blake promptly.

“Well, no, he isn’t,”’ admitted Kerr. *“Then I can't say.
Perhaps the man knows something about him—Cutts has all
sorts of secrets to keep, as we know; and this man Racke
may know something that put Cuits under his thumb. Cutts
is just the chap to get into a fix like that, with all his blessed
foxy cunning. But whatever his reason is, it’s pretty clear
what he’s doing. He’s helping the convict to get clear—and
my opinion is that he met him to-day at the monk's cell, and
fixed it up with him.”

“ And that’s why he was trying to keep us out.”

€% Y !)1 .

¢“ My hat! Cutts is sailing pretty close to the wind this
tithe I said Tom Merry. * It means imprisonment to help a
convict to escape.”’

“ But we can’t give Cutts away ! said Blake.

““ Wathah not. He is an awful wascal, but we couldn’t
wisk disgwacin’ St. Jim’s like that,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “ We shall have to keep mum.”

“ Seems to me we're done, then,” said Digby. ¢ If Cutis
has handed the clothes to No. 101, he won't be going to eee
him any more.’™

¢ Perhaps the man was waiting for him in the wood, and
he handed him the bag as he came bark from Wayland,”
said Tom Merry thoughtfully.

Kangaroo shook his head.

T don’s think so,” he said. “I was pretty close behind
him, and he must have been quick about it. More likely
shoved the bag somewhere for the convict to find.”

“The question is, deah boys, what we ought to do?"” said
Arthur Augustus. *“ Cutts ought not to be allowed to help a
despewate cwiminal to escape.”

“Faith, and ye’re right,” said Reilly. “But phwat are
wo going o do intirely ¥’

T oan’t understand it,” said Tom Merry slowly. “ Kerr
scems to have worked it out all right, but why should Cutts
do it? Is it possible—""

He pauced.

“ Go on, dezh boy !"" =aid Arthur Augustus enccuragingly.
¢ As leadah, I am quite willin’ to héar your opinion on the
mattah.”

4 Oh rats!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“ 1 was thinking he might be laying some trap for the
convict in some way. Cutts is so jolly deep there’s no telling
where to have him,” said Tom. * He may have shoved the
clothes there for Racke to find, to tempt him to make a break
and try to get away, and then he could give his description
to the police. I don’t say it’s probable, but I’'m certain that
Cutts was after Racke, the same as we were, in the first
place; and I don’t see why he should change his intentions.
Anyway, whether he’s helping the convict, or whether he's
trying to entrap him, we're up against Cutts all the time—

~we're agreed about that.”

‘ Hear, hear!” -

“ Whatever little game Cutts iz playing, we're going to
slop it, and frustrate his giddy knavish tricks.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

““He played a dirty trick on us, and lied to the Head—
and it's up to us to make him sorry,” said Jack Blake;
¢ but if he’s finished with the convict, he won’t break bounds
again, and we’re dished once more.”

¢ Looks to me as if he’s going to dish us all the time," re-
marked Redfern.

“We den’t know that he’s finished with the convict yet,
whether he’s for him or against him,” eaid Tom Merry. “ Heo
may be laying a trap for him, in some way we don’t catch on
to, or he may be helping him. He may have hidden those
clothes somewhere, intending to take them to him later. Any-
way, I suggest keeping the watch on Cutts all the same, and
spotting him if he breaks bounds.”
~ “Yaas; as leadah, I considah that is best,” said Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully. ¢ Cutts is so fwightfully deep, that
we can’t tell what he is up to; but if we catch him out of
bounds, wa can make him sowwy for telling the Head about
us. Cutts is goin’ to be watched, and soonah or latah we
shall catch him nappin’.” . Es s
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Cutts was not feeling particularly easy in his mind just
then; but he would have felt still less easy if he had known
the decision that Tom Merry & Co. had come to. :

CHAPTER 15,
An Unexpected Capture,
ALY¥-PAST eleven chimed out fromn the clock-tower of
St. Jim’s.
The old school was wrapped in slumber. 2
The last light in the last window had been extinguished,

-and all the fellows were—or should have been—fast asleep in

the dormitories. :

But, as a matter of fact, there were several wakeful fellows
in the School House just then. ‘

Tom Merry & Co. had not relaxed in their purpose.

. They had to admit that, as a matter of fact, they could noi
quite fathom what Cutts of the Fifth was “up to ”; but what-
ever it was, one thing was certain, and that was that it was
something rascally, And whatever it was, they meant fo baulk
it, in retaliation for his betrayal of them to the Head. Cnits
had stopped. that promising convict-hunt, just when the
juniors felt themselves to be on the high-road to success, and
they wanted very much to make Cutts sorry for his inter-
ference. And if the rascal of the Fifth was planning to help
the criminal Racke to escape the officers of the law, it was
very much “up” to them to chip in. While, if on the other
hand he was scheming to entrap the convict, and finger the
reward, they were still more determined to stop him. They
did not intend to let him reap the reward of his act of -
treachery if they could help it.

After lights out, Fatty Wynn and Redfern had slipped out
of the dormitory in the New House, and stolen quietly over
to the School House. They were joined in the shadowy quad-
rangle by Kangaroo and Reilly, and Tom Merry and Blake.
The latter two could not leave the precincts of St. Jim’s, but
they could help in keeping watch for Cutts. If the Fifth-
Former came out of the house, they knew the way he must
come—by means of the box-room window and the outhouse
below. And, in the shadow of the outhcuse, they kept watch
and ward for him,

It was a weary vigil—the night was cold and chilly—but
they did not give in. And as half-past eleven sounded from
the clock-tower, they were rewarded.

There was a slight sound m the darkness, and they
crouched back in the shadows as a dark figure dropped from
the outhouse, within a few yards of them.

The juniors scarcely breathed."

They could not recognise Cutts in the darkness, but they
knew by the size of the figure that it was not that of a junior,
and they had no doubt whatever that it was the rascal they
were waiting for.

The shadowy form stole away silently round the School
House, and equally silently the juniors followed.

As he crossed the quadrangle, a gleam of starlight fell for
a moment on his face, as he turned back to glance towards
the house.

Then the juniors recognised him.

It was Cutts of the Fifth. -

His face was very pale—deadly pale, it looked in the star-
light, and there was a drawn and tense look upon it.

Cutts did not see them in the shadows, and after one
hurried look back, he ran on towards the school wall and
climbed it, and dropped into the road.

The juniors were only a few seconds behind him.

“Out you go!” whispered Tom Merry. * We've got to
stay here; but you four »

‘“ Right-ho !

Kangaroo & Co. climbed the wall and dropped into the
road.

Tom Merry and Blake remained behind. The temptation
to follow the others, and sce the end of the adventure, was
strong. But their promise to the Head held them fast.
They were bound in honour to remain within the school walls.

The Cornstalk and his companions knew what to do. Cutts
had gone outside the school walls—he had broken bounds.
And Kangaroo had a cord in his pocket, and they intended
to collar Gerald Clutts by force, and tie him to the outside of
the school gates. When he was found there, it would be inter-
esting, as Lowther had observed, to hear what reason he
would give for being out of bounds. It was very improbabls
that he would be able to lie himself out of the scrape, and
he would be sorry that he had betrayed Tom Merry & Co. to
the Head. It would be tit for tat.

But it was easier to lay that excellent plan than to carry i

out.

When the four juniors dropped into the road, and looked
round for Gerald Cutts, he had vanished from sight.

There was a November mist on the road, and it had
swallowed up the cad of the Fifth from sight.
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The 'jiihiors.scanned the road, and listened intently; but
there was no sign and no sound of Cutts of the Fifth.
“ Dished again!”’ groaned Redfern.

“Qure, and he’s one too.many for us,” said Reilly.

“ Phwat are we goin’ to do now, mtirely? You're leader,

Kangy.”

“We'll make for the monk’s cell in the wood,” said
Kangarco, “ If he’s going to see the convict, that’s where
he’ll head for, We can buck ap and gét there before him, and
nab him when he comes.”

“Suppose he doesn’t go there?” suggested Fatty Fynn.

“Oh, rats! We'll suppose we've missed him when we do
miss him,” said Kangaroo. “1It’s the only chance, anyway.”

“Oh, I'm game! I've got some_ sandwiches, anyway,”’
sa.ldr ’I:‘atty Wynn, beginning to munch as he spoke. * Have
onp !

“QOh, blew your sandwiches!”’ said Kangaroo crossly.
“ Come on! If you’d been thinking a bit more about business
and a bit less about grub he mightn’t have given us the slip.”

*“ Well, he gave you the slip, too.”

““ Oh, don’t jaw! Come onl”

The four juniors hurried away. It was useless to wait there
for Cutts’s return. He might be cautious enough to get into
the school at some other point. Kangarco & Co. hurried
down the lane, and plunged into the wood, Kangaroo leading
the way by a short cut. He knew the woods well, and even
at hight he was in no danger of missing the track. They
heard three-quarters chime_out from Rylcombe, and a few
minutes later they came in sight of the old stone cell, glimmer-
ing in the glade in the dark wood.

Through the opening in the trees overhead the starlight
glimmered down, pale and ghostly on the ragged grass and
the drifting dead leaves.

The place was still and silent.

“ Not here yet, anyway !” muttered Kangaroo.

“Let’s get into the cell and wait for him there,” suggested
Redfern. *“ We shall be out of sight there. If he spots us
he won’t show up.” 5

“ Right-ho!”

The juniors cut quickly across.the glade, and yan into the
yuined stone building.

It was very dark inside, though there was a glimmering of
starlight through the gaps in the shattered roof.

Kangaroo ran in first, and as he did so there was a hoarse
exclamation from the darkness within.

*“ That you, Master Cutts?”’

Kangaroo felt a sudden thrill

A figure loomed up before him, a squat, thick-set, power-
ful figure, and the glimmer of starlight showed the broad
arrows on the ragged clothes.

It was the convict!

1t had not occurred to the juniors, in their haste, that the
man might be actually concealed in the cell itself, if he was
waiting there for Cutts.

But he was there, and the questioning words had scarcely
passed his lips when he realised that it was not Cutts that
he bad to deal with.

“ Selp me!”’

Ho leaped straight at the Cornstalk, his right hand in the
air, with the murderous bludgeon in it.

Tf the Cornstalk had lost his nerve at that ferrible moment
he would have fallen at the ruffian’s feet, stunned or worse,
under the crashing blow.

But Kangaroo, surprised as he was, did not lose his
courage. It was too late to back out, the ruffian was upon
him. He did not even stop to think. By instinct he lowered
his head, and rushed at the ruffian nnder the upraised arm,
and evaded the blow, at the same time throwing his arms
round the’ burly form, and graspinz desperately.

“ Help, you fellows !’ he panted.

My hat?”’

“It’s the convict!”

Kangaroo was strong and sturdy, and he was fighting for
his life now. He knew that! But in a very few moments the
muscular ruffian would have finished with him if there had
not been help at hand. But Redfern and Reilly and Fatty
Wynn grasped the situation in a moment, and they piled in
to back up the Cornstalk.

Four sturdy juniors were grasping the ruffian now, and he
could not use his bludgeon. Reilly dragged it away, and ib
crashed on the fioor, The man fought like a wild animal,
kicking, struggling, tearing.

But he went down with a crash, and the four juniors were
on top of him. A

They had not come there to meddle with the convict. They
would gladly have avoided that fearful encounter, But there
was no help for it now. They had to overcome the ruffian
or take the consequences. And they fought for the mastery
as fiercely as the ruffian himself fought.

In silence, broken only by shuffiing feet and gasping breath, -
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th]el fearful struggle went on in the dimness of the old stond
cell, o

Reilly and Redfern had hold of the man’s thick, powerful
wrists, and in spite of his efforts he could not loose them,
Kangaroo was on his chest, and Fatty Wynn’s arms werd .
wound round his neck in a deadly grip, almost choking him,
S:rlong and savage as he was, the ruffian’s struggles weakened
at last.

Kangaroo dragged the cord from his pocket, which had
been intended for quite a different person.

Redfern and Reilly dragged together the wrists of the
exhausted ruffian, and the Cornstalk looped the rope round
them, and knotted it.

Then the panting juniors were able to relax their efforts,

They held the convict, however, while the Cornstalk bound
his feet with the remainder of the cord.

Jonas Racke lay helpless on the floor as they rose from the
desperate struggle. They were breathless, dishevelled, ang
badly bruised, but they had won! The odds had been too
much for Cenvict 101.

The man lay bound, and from his lips poured a torrent of
curses and foul epithets, which effectually banished any coms
passion the juniors might have felt for him.

“ Shut up, you brute!” said Kangaroo, in disgust. ¢ Shove
something into his mouth. I can’t stand that!”

Redfern jammed his handkerchief into Racke’s open mouth;
and the convict was perforce silenced. g

“ My hat!” gasped Redfern, mopping his brow.  We've
caught him! We've woke up the wrong passenger, but we've
canght him !”

“ Hurray for us intirely !”

Kangaroo grinned breathelessly. *

“We came here to catch Cutts, and we've caught the giddy
convict instead !’ he remarked. * We were blessed asses t8
yun into him like that, but it’s turned out all right. My hat!
It gave me a jump when he came for me!”

“"Sure, and it’s worth a hundred quid, too!”’

Kangaroo whistled. He had forgotten the £100 reward
offered for the apprehension of Jonas Racke, Co&lvict 101.

But he shook his head.

“ That belongs to the whole Co. if it belongs to anybody,”
he said. ““ But I shouldn’t care to touch it for one, and Y
don’t suppose the Head would let us, either. If we hand this
brute over to the police we shall have to confess that we weré
out of bounds to-night.”

““But we must!” said Redfern.

“7 suppose so!”’ .

“ Hush ” muttered Fatty Wynn. “ Shush, you fellows!
Here comes somebody, and I'll bet you a dozen jam tarts to
a dough-nut it’s Cutts of the Fifth.”

It was Cutts of the Fifth. He had a bag in his hand, and
he came quickly up to the doorway of the stone cell, as mids«
night c¢himed out from Rylcombe Church.

CHAPTER 16.
The Triumph of the Co.
@ UTTS bwrried towards the stone cell, little dreaming of

“ We've got to.”

what was to greet him there.

The sounds of the desperate combat had died away
before the Fifth-Former reached the glade, and he had not the
faintest suspicion that there was anyone in the cell with the
exception of the convict.

He stepped into the doorway, and peered into the gloom of
the interior.

** Are you there?’ he muttered.

Kangaroo chuckled.

“Yes, we're here,”” he said.

Cutts started back.

““ Noble! You—what—what—

“ Qure, and we're all here,” grivned Reilly. “ T’s plazed
we are to mect you. Cutts darling. Have you got the rcachs
me-downs for your friend Racke?’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” $

“ And the sandwiches?’ said Fatty Wynn, grinning.
“ Racke won’t want them now. They'll give him sonie
skilly in the police-station, you know. T’ll have thiose sand-
wiches, if you don’t mind. Y've finished mine.”

Catts gazed at the juniors in blank amazement and terror.

* What are you doing here?” he gasped, at last.

“ Waiting for you!”’ chuckled Redfern.

“ For me! What—"

“ And just to fill in the time, you know, we've captured
your friend Racke,” said Kangaroo coolly. * You'rc a bit
too late with the grub and the clobber. We're going to take
vour friend to the police-station.”

Cutts, with a white face, stared down at the bound form
of the convict. s

Jonas Racke glared up_at him. Te could not speak witl
the handkerchief stuffed in his mouth, but his look was most
‘expressive.

?
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“ You've—you've caught him{” stammered Cutts.
* Liooks like it, doesn’t i9” s
Cutts made a movement towards the convish

sprang into his way, his eyes gleaming.
“ No, you don’t!” said the Cornstalk grimly.

Kangaroo

¢ We didn’s

come here for him, but now we've got him he’s ours, and-
A

you're not going to help him, Cutts.”

“J—I—— Why should I help him?” i

“ Blessed if I know. But I know you came here to give
him clothes and things, and help him to get away from the
police.” .

# I—T didn’t.

&5 Rats P

“ Let—let me speak to him,” stammered Cutts.
won’t try to let him loose.” ;

“ You-can speak to him, but if you try to touch him we
shall pile on you,” said Kangaroo warningly. ‘ You're jolly
lucky not to be denounced to the police for helping an escaped
convict. And we'd denounce, you, too, only we don’t want to
disgrace the school.”

*Yes, rather.” 2

Cutts had dropped his bag, and Fatty Wynn had already
opened it, and found the sandwiches, and started upon them.
Tho cad of the Fifth cast a desperate glance at the juniors.

o expression of his glance showed that he was calculating
the chances of a struggle, and Kangaroo &-(lo. were ready
for him. But the Fifth-Former knew that he had no chance
against the four of them, and the thought left his mind almost
a3 soon as it had entered it. . ' .

He bent over Racke, and jerked the handkerchief from his
month. A curse burst-from the lips of the captured convict.

* You've given me away [’ he muttered. e

It was that fear that was tugging at Cutts’s heart-strings—
the fear that Jonas Racke would believe that he had betrayed
him, and would betray him in his turn.

“1 haven't, Racke!” he muttered hoarsely. “ You've
heard what these brats were saying. I didn’t kmow they
were here. They must have spied on you and found you out.”

“We did®'t come here for him,” said Kangarco. * We
eams here for you, Cutts, and we caught the wrong bird.
But it’s a more valuable bird, so we don’t mind.”

* Make them let me go !’ the convict mutiered hoarsely.

Cutts rose, his face white and desperate. -

* Leg him go, you kids. You don’t want the reward. It's
&}ao;l’;money, anyway. = What do-you want with collaring

m

j o

(L S

“Duty!” said Kangaroo calmly. ‘ We're going fo take
him to the station. This will be a giddy triumph for the
8chool House.”

¥ Dhe New ITouse, you mean!” said Redfern warmly.

* Oh, rats! Why—"

“ Bosh! I tell you——"’

* Will you let him go?”’ muttered Catts.

* No, we won't!” eaid the four juniors together. They
might differ as to which House ths credit of the capture be-
longed to, but they were quite agreed on that point. They
hsigmxde the capture, and they meant to keep their prisoner.

* Look here—"" urged Cutts.

* Oh, checse it!” said Kangaroo.
the law to let him go now that he's caught. You know we
oan’t do it. Blessed if I know how youw’ve got the cheek
to ask us, and admit that you've got a convict for a pal.”

* You don’t understand,” said Cutts hoarsely. * I—ho—-""

“ No, I don’t understand, and I don’t want to,” said the
Cornstalk. “ All T understand is that we’re going to get this
rotler to the station, and hand him over to the police.”

Cutts gave a hopeless look at the convict, and passed cut
of the cell without another word. He could not help him
noy. Even if he had been able to get him out of the hands
of the juniors by force, he could not expect them to be silent
with regard to his action; and that would be as bad for him
as anything Jonas Racke could say.

The Fifth-Former tramped away with misery and fear in
his breast.

Jonas Raclke must know that Cutts had not betrayed him—
that he had done his best for him. Hs must rcalise that.
But in his rage at being captured, might he not blurt out
what he knew about Cutts, who, whatever he intended, had
failed to help him? Tt was only too likely, and as the rascal
of the Fifth walked away, the picture of ruin and disgrace
was before his eyes.

- Kangarco & Co. did not waste a thought upon Cutts. They

sw he was a rascal, thongh they did not know the motive
of his latest example of his rascality, Their business now
was with the convict, and for the sake of sccuring that valu-
ubls capture they could afford to let Cutts go. And the fear
they read in his white, drawn face made them willing to let

im off any punishment, so far as they were concorned, He
;rw paying dearly enough for.his treachery towards Tom

arry & Co.
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“ Now for ths station,” said Kangaroo. ° Hallo, he’s bs-
ginning his pictureslanguage again! Shove that hanky into
his_beer-trap, Reddy !~ -

And the convict’s feet being loosened just sufficiently-to
allow him to walk, he was marched away by the triumphant
juniors of St. Jim’s. S 5

: 3 x 2 % . » . .

Tom Merry & Co, were awake in the Shell dormitory when
Kangaroo came quietly in. It was nearly two o’clock in the
morning, and the chums of-the Shell were gefting anxious.
Kangaroo came in alone; Reilly had gone to the Fourth Form
dorm., and Fatty Wynn and Redfern to their own House.
Tom Merry was sitting on his bed dressed. He uttered an
exclamation of velief as the door quietly opened, and the
Cornstalk stépped in and closed the door behind: him,

“ You've come back at last, Kangy!” . %

“ Here we are again!” said the Cornstalk cheerily. “I've
got a swelled nose, but otherwise no damage done, though
15 was a tussle with the rotter,”

“ Who—Cutts?”’

*“ No, the convict !

“ What!” A dozen voices gasped oub the word.

Kangaroo explained.

“ Well, my only hat,” said Tom Merry, * you've captured
the giddy convict !

“ Exactly.” )

“ And he's in the s

“Yes; safe as hous

“ Great Scott!” !
¢ And there’ll be a licking to-morvow for breaking bounds,”
id Kangaroo. ‘It must come out now. But it was

on now?’ asked Menty Lowther.

33

.

“Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry. “ And Cutts, what about
“ We let him alone. I think we can afford to let the poor
blighter alone, too. It looks as if that man Racke knows
some secret of his, and Cutts is in a mortal funk that he’ll
let it out now he's caught. He looked simply sick,” said
Kangaroo. ““ Cuits gets it in the neck this time, and we
vope in all the glory. Now I'm going to bed.”

And in three minutes the Cornstalk was fast asleep, but
for some time after that there was a buzz of excited talk in
the Shell dormitsry.

St. Jim’s woke up to a senzation in the morning.

The whole schocl buzzed with the news.

Of Cutts’s share in the matter nothing was said. Unless
the convict betrayed him his secret would be kept. Tom
Merry & Co. had no desire to see him expelled from St.
Jim’s, enemy as he was to them. But all the school knew
that four juniors had captured the escaped convict, and
handed him_over to the police. Kangaroo, Redfern, Fatty
Wynn, and Reilly were the herces of the hour. -

But their renown did not bring unmixed satisfaction. The
Head sent for them, and caned them for having broken
bounds, and as they rubbed their smarting hands, he com-
plimented them on their courage. Kangaroco & Co. would
willingly have dispensed with the compliments if they could
have dispensed with the licking, too. But the smart of the
cane faded away, and the glory of that great capture re-
mained, and lasted much longer. .

There was no doubt that they were entitled to the £100
reward, but the Head expressed his opinion very plainly on
that subject, and the juniors willingly agreed that it should
be handed over to the Cottage Hospital in Rylcombe. As for
Cutts, he spent a good many days of racking anxiety, and
the effect of it could be read in his pale and harassed face.

But Jonas Racke did not betray him, and at last the rascal
of the Fifth was able to breathe fréely. fe had had a
narrow oscape, and he knew it, but whether it was a lesson
to him was another matter. Jonas Racke went back to his
well-deserved punishment, and Tom Merry & Co. had the
pleasure of endowing a bed in tha cottage hospital with the
£100 reward!

THE END.

; NJE::»!:T’ WY SN E ST |
) Grand Winter Momb r of
S 1 : 99 ;
 THE GEM” LIBRARY.
<

d Many Special Features, imciuding
) Grand OColoured Gover.
)

Drder in Advance.

T e T 0 R

Price 24,

“THE PENNY POPULAR,”
Every Friday. :




: Every Wednesday.

#THE GEM” LIBRARY.,

One Penny. 23

SURE SIGN. | :
Aunt Eliza came up the walk and #d to her nephews
“ Good-morning, Willie! Is your mother in?”
“ Qure she is !’ replied Willie. *‘ Do you suppose I’(} b?
working in the garden on Saturday morning if she wasn’t?
~—Sent in by A. Simmons, Upper Edmonton, N.

Mr. Tsaacsteins * Mr. Goldstein, did a gentleman come in
here a leedle vhile ago mit his hat smashed and dirfy and
puy a new one?” :

Mr. Goldstein: “ Vell, maype he might. I dunno.”

Mpr. Isaaecstein: ‘¢ Vell, if he did I claim a percentage.”

Mr. Goldstein: * Vhy is dat?”’

Mr. Isaacstein: ‘‘Pocause it vos my lettle Tkey vob
throwed the panana peel on der pavement.”’—Sent in by
C. R. Hurst, Leigh-on-Sea.

: WASN'T HE LUCKY? = |
-~ “ e had crossed the Atlantic twenty-sivin times and
niver got drowned but wanst.”

#“Tndeed! And which one of his trips was he drowned
on?”

“OFm not sure, but Oi think it was the twenty-sivinth.”

“He was lucky. Many a man would have gone to the
bottom on his first voyage, instead of waiting till the last.”

“Right ye are. More people are drowned by water than
by railroad wrecks.”

“ Ah, it’s a fatal death, begorra!”—Sent in by C. H.
Smith, Suffolk.

CARRIED OUT. : !
“ 1 sent in some very brilliant suggestions

Have

- Contributor :
yesterday showing how you can improve your paper.
you carried out any of my idens yet?”
% Bditor: “Did vqu meet the office-boy with a waste-
paper basket on the stairs?”

Contributor: “ Yes.”
- Rditor: © Well, he was carrying out your ideas!”—Sent in
by H. Jones, Hull.

A LIGHT CHARGE.
Wife: ““John, have you ever heard of the Charge of the
Light Brigade 7”7 _
John: “ Why, yes, dear! Here it is ir this envelope.”
Wife: “ But, John, this is the gas bill.” g
John: * Well, dear, isn't that the charge of the light
brigade 2”°—Sent in by W. Hutton, Belfast.

A PARTIAL RESCUE. |
The’ seedy individual (who had come up just after- the
rescue) ¢ : <
« Are you the cove wot has just pulled my boy out of the
geq ?”
The other (modestly, after effecting a very gallant rescue):

“Yes, my friend. But
that's quite ail right. Don’t
say any more about it.”

The seedy one staved.

STt -isn’t orl right. - Wot

about ’is bloomin’ ’at 7’ —Bent
in by J. Riggins, Glasgow.

Teacher (to class): * What
did Abraham say when he
came to the place where he
was going to offer up his
son 7”7

Tommy: * Please, miss, he
said, ‘There! I have for-
gotten the matches !’ "—Sent
in by Miss G. Llewellyn,
Pontypridd, S. Wales.,

NEXT
WEDNESDAY!

MONEY PRIZES OFFERED !

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD &
Steryettes or Short, Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution used the senders will
receive a Money

ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED .#
The Editor, * The Gem ?* Library, Gough House,

Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C.

THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS [N ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.

No correspondence can be entered into with regard to this Com-~
petition, and all contributions enclosed in letters, or sent in
otherwise than on postcards, will be disregarded.
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“THE MYSTERY OF THE PAINTED ROOM!”

A POINT OF LAW.
¢ Do you see that man over there?”
detective spoke in a low whisper, and his friend locked
quickly round, scenting a mystery. :
“Yes,” he replied just as cautiously.
“Well, he’s a professional forger !’ :
“Then why don’t you arrest him?” asked the friend.

The world-famous

“Can’t!” said the ’tec.” ““It’s not breaking -the law te
make horseshoes.”—Sent in by W. Jones, Monmouth.

g A PROBLEM. : :

Little Willie had been given a pear by his father. After
demolishing it he suddenly. exclaimed : A

‘“ Father 1 : :

“ Well, sonny 7’ was the reply.
_““If I had been a twin would you have given the other
little boy a pear too?”

*“ Of course !I”” his father answered.

*“ Well, father, do you think it is fair to cheat me ou} of
the other because I happen to be all in one piece ?”’—Sent
in by Miss L. Shepherd, Littleborough, near Manchester.

e

2o . THE SUPERSTITIOUS COSTER.

Yes, it was supersition as made me marry my old
woman,”’ the coster confided to his friend. ‘ Yer see, it
was a toss-up between Mary Jane an’ Anna, and I was
going along wondering which ter ’ave, when I saw a cigar
lying on the floor. Blowed if it didn’t say ‘’Ave Anna’
onit! So I ’ad ’er!”—Sent in by W. Marsden, Manchester.,

TIT FOR TAT.

Very warm indeed had been the argument.

““ Look at me!” cried the well-known lawyer, in crushing
tones. ‘I never took a drop of medicine in my life. I'm
as strong as any two of your patients put together !”’

“Pooh1” retorted the successiul doctor. ‘I never went to
law in my life, and I'm as rich as any two dozen of your

clients put together!”--Sent in by E. G. Payne, West
Ham, E.
LIKE THE DEW, HE WOULD SETTLE.

“How kind of you,” said the girl, ‘““to bring mec ihése
Jovely flowers! They are so beautiful and fresh! I think
there is some dew on them yet.”

“Yes,” said the young man, in great embarrassment,
¢ there is; but I am going to pay it off to-morrow.”’—Sent
in by A. Wilkinson, Manchester.

WELL WORTH IT.

Mrs. De Smyth had lost her pet, a microscopic absurdity
of a dog that she called Marcus. She was in deep distress,
as two whole hours had passed since she broke the sad
news to Scotland Yard, and dear Marcus was still absent.

Mr. De Smyth was just off for a month’s golfing, and as
he was sayjng farewell to his
weeping wife—her tears were
for Mareus—she implored him
to insert an advertisement in
the papers before he lef§
London. $

Her husband did not forget
her passionate request, and
next morning she read:

“ Lost! A ragged lapdog
with an absurd tail and one

Prize.

ear. Disgustingly fat and
-wheezy. Answers to the name

of Marcus—sometimes. - If re-
turned alive, ten shillings re-
ward will be paid. If stuffed,
two pounds.”’=-Sent in by Fe
Grosart, Glasgow.
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A Magnificent New Sto;’y’
By BRIAN

of the Old-Time P;ize-Ring'.
KINGSTON,

PAGINPINGINPENINI NI NSINI NPT NG IAPINS I NN TN

READ THIS FIRST.

Hilary Bevan, a sturdy young Britisher of gentle birth,
who has been living in the country, walks to London

TO SEE HIS FATHER,

8ir Patrick Bevan, whom he has not met for three years.
Arriving at his father’s house, Hil learns that the latter has
been absent for three days at the house of Sir Vincent
Brookes, one of the leading bucks of the time. He also learns
that Sir Patrick has earned the nickname of

“PLUNGER” BEVAN,
and is hoavily in debt, having dissipated his fortune.
Bending his steps to Sir Vincent Brookes’
Grosvenor Street, Hilary
FINDS HIS FA'!:HER AT THE GAMING-TABLES,

where he has been for three days and nights.

Sir Patrick rises from the table an utterly ruined man.
Hilary’s next act is to accept a challenge offered in the prize-
ving ab Moulsey Hurst. FHis opponent is a Jew pugilist,
Barney Isaacs by name, while Hil, fighting under the name
of: Harley, beats him, and awakens the interest of a young
Corinthian named D’Arcy Vavasour,

HiL DECIDES TO ADOPT THE PRIZE-RING AS A CAREER,

and at a supper which is attended by the leading patrons of
% The Fancy "* Vavasour matches him for a thousand guineas
aglainst any boxer of his weight that Sir Vincent Brookes may
gelect.

The fight takes place at No Man’s Land, in Hertfordshire,
and after a terrific mill, Iil is victorious.

Sir Vincent, hard hit by his losses, vows vengeance on Hil.
He sevks out Sir Patrick Bevan, and, posing as his friend,

ersuades him to come forth from his retirement.

While Sir Patrick is at Sir Vincent’s house, the latter in-
forms him that he has news of Hil, and suggests that he
should write and beg him to visit his father., Thus it comes
about that Hil receives a letter from his Tather just as he is
sbout to go to a supper at Lord Alvanley’s house with his
i)'a»‘bron. 1il excuses himself, and Vavasour apologises to

ord Alvanley for his absence.

(Now go on with the story.)
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The Wager.

Bub a second surprise for the host and his guests diverted
their attention from the frst. Sir Vincent Brookes begged:

leave to present one well known to thom all—Sir Patrick ..

Bevan., All welcomed him heartily, good breeding prevent-.
ing the slightest reference to the misfortune that had deprived
society of his presence.
moment, Sir Patrick’s anxiety about his son retreated into
the background.

Only D’Arcy Vavasour, having greeted his old friend, stood
apart. The letter to Hil and Sir Patrick’s appearance needed
some reconciling, and no explanation su?‘gested itself,  Siv
Vincent seized the opportunity to approach Vavasour:

“71 have to offer you my apclogies, Mr. Vavasour,”” he
began, with an ingratiating smile. :

The stare that met him was insolent in its coclness.

“ T cannot conceive any need for an apology from youw"”
replied Vavasour drawlingly.

¢ For our—er—unfortunate—er—meeting in the lane,” went
on- Brookes. I was overexcited; -indeed, I am. willing to
admit that T did not know what I was doing. I deeply regret
my ridiculous recklessuness, and can assure you, Sir 4

“ &ip ’—and Vavasour’s eyes were very cold, his tone con-
temptuous and by no means lowered—* I fear T am wholly
as ignorant of that to which you are referring as I desive to
be of your existence.” L

Turning on his heel, he moved to where stood Squire
Oliver, and began to tallk with him.

Tt was a plain and deadly insult, and the baronet’s face went
Livid. Vavasour’s words must haye been heard by others.
Biting his thin lips, his eyes restless, he retreated, conscious
that more than one was looking at him curiously.

“ You shall pay for this one day!” he muttered between
his teeth.

During the progress of supper he remained very quiet,
scarcely speaking. Nor was it until the servants had left the
room, and tongues loosened by good wine were wagging.
freely, the conversation turning upon the battle between Ned
Harley and Fennel ihat his voice was to be heard.

*What is that you say, Vavasour?’ shouted Sky Blue
Brayne from the furthor end of the table.  You will not
back young Ned Harley again?”

" THE PENNY POPULAR,”
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js what I did say, Mr.
§ Nor any other boxer.
nectibn with the Ring.” -

‘“After such winnings as Harley brought you?” queried
Lqr&iYar_nxoﬂth. “ Did not the lad satisfy you?”’

“'I_jf[o did. It is the conduct, not of those who fight, but
of those who would use the fighters to their own despicable
ends that has determined me to take spch a resolution.”

Half a dozen loud voices went to and fro across the long
table; - Above t.hcmg by dint of vast exercise of his lungs,
Mr. Brayne made his heard. g
I ,-my gad, sir, since you will not recognise a good
man when you see him, and will risk nothing on him, I will "’
shogt_q_d; the. young man.  “I am ready to back Ned Harley
agﬁmst any man in England—none excepted !” :

i %Q weight excepted ?”” roared a dozen immediately.

rejoined

Brayne,” came the gquiet
I have scvered my con-

¥es,' gentlemen ;. I claim nothing for weight,”
Bragpe,:on whom wine and excitement wers making only too
obvigys an impression. “ T except no man.  And, to show
Pmm earnest, I will back Harley for ten thousand pounds.
Ten-thousand pounds, 'gentlemen, you can produce no man
who will beat Ned Harley in a fair stand-up fight! Gad,
@yoythink T have seen the man fight and do not recognise
his quality?”’ .

And then there Wwas a Cead silence; the maguitude of the
suny.2b, stake held the listeners speechless.

“Pen thousand pounds—no, guineas!’” repeated Brayne,
looking about the table, his round, -foolish face beaming with
a kind of ‘stupid superiority and fatuous self-satisfaction.
“Ten thousand guineas; money in_the stakeholder’s hands
to-morrow. Ned Iarley beats all England!”’ He Dbrought
‘i his fist on the table with a bang that set the glass and
ringing ‘and jangling. “ And I lay two to one!l”

G A Hopeless Task.

he man is dirunk,” whispered Lord Yaimouth to D’Arcy
Vavasour. *“ Also he is impertinent, it seems to, me. [
thought you had taken this Harley under your wing.”

““Certainly he remains my friend,” replied Vavasour
quietly.~ © But he is frce to find any backer he chooses. I
have finished with the Ring.””.

“Indeed; a losg that.’ Did the fellow disgust you?”’

“ Harley? By no means. It was the conduct of some of
the gentlemen decided me.” : 7

And then Vavasour heard himself addressed by half a score
excitedly demanding what was his opinion of Mr. Brayne's
challenge. i

“ Why,” he replied, “it is ons I had never offered
myself.” o ’

“You fear your man would be beaten "

%My friend,” said the dandy gently, “ I am not accustomed
to be’ fearful. At the same time, I have suflicient sense to
recognise the impossible.”

“That means Ned Harley can’s do it.. Vavasour ought to
know. Mz Brayne is trying to smoke us. The challenge is
preposterous,’’ ¢

%‘Ihese and other expressions of opinion flew across tho
table: " .

Brayne, the vacuous smile still on his lips, looked from one
to another, still standing in his place,

“ GGentlemen,” he drawled, “ you have all much to say in
derision of my challenge, and the man I believe to bo the
finest fighter in Ingland, but I notice not one of you is
anxious to .accept the challenge. Shall I repeat it?”’

Recklessly prodigal in all matters of money as the young
man was, always with a view towards making himself a con-
spicuous and talked-of figure in society, it is doubtful if Sky
Blue Brayno would have issued his challenge but for the sly
promiptings of his meighbour—a tall and thin gentleman, who
otherwise had been very silent—a gentleman named Cokeley.
Cokeley’s artful flatteries and cunning suggestions had been
the reason for Brayne’s astonishing challenge,

I

““ Are we to believo that you really make it seriously 2
inquired Lord Alvanley.
My lord,” replied the wealthy simpleton pompously, “in

matters reflecting upon my judgment I do not jest. The
challenge is serious, I regard Ned Harley as invincible.”?

A shout of uncontrollable mirth followed this statement,
but without affecting Brayne. When it ceased, a quiet, well-
bred voice was heard inquiring who Ned Harley might be.

Tiwenty pairs of surprised eyes were turned on tho speaker.

“ Qir Patrick Bevan, where have you been existing 77
drawled Brayne incredulously.

Onco again in his cwn element, Sir Patrick Bevan had for
the moment forgotten his downfall. Ilis old companions had
been only too glad to see him, and had made such evident.
Brayne's careless question reminded him acutely of his real
position. But he had courage. g

“T think it is well known that I have vacated the place I
once occupied,” he said, with dignity. *“For some time I
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have been in retirement, and events have transpired of which
I am igporant. I ask again—who is this Ned Harley?”

They told him: Three present could have told him the
actual truth, but each had his reasong for withholding it. Im
two minutes Bevan had his son’s doings in the Ring made
known to him.

‘ And now, Sir Patrick, what is your opinion?”” Sir Vincent
asked, with flattering deference. ** You have personal know-
ledge of every great fighter of the past decade and more;
vhat think you of the chance of a lad-not yet twenty, under
twelve stone, against the best in England?” °

“One who has fought but twice in the ring,”
John Shelly. : ¢ : $ 2 2

“ And beaten age, weight, aid strength each time,”
amended Captain Barclay. ‘I held the watch when Ned
Harley fought his sccond battle, and a better fighter and
gamer lad never took off his shirt.” -

“ Which makes you inclined to agrce with Mr. Brayne’s
challenge, captain?’ asked Brookes, :
. “Noj; I won't go so far as that, good lad as Harley is.”

“ And what says Mr. Jackson?” asked Sir Tatrick.

All eyes were turned to the master.— - &

“1 have seen Harley; I think highly of him. I endorse
Captain” Barclay’s words.  But I would not try & man too
highly,” was the answer. : e :

““And so I would say,” said Sir Patrick; ¢ though I have
gcen nothing of this paragon.’ . = !

“Nor shall you until he is in the ring—or just before,”
was Sir Vincent’s mental comment.  Aloud he . said:.
1“ Then, Sir Patrick, you would accept Mr. Brayne’s chal-
enge?l? ~ -

added Sir

Bevan's eyes flashed; but before he could answer Brayne

spoke. - =

“If Sir Patrvick Bevan will back his judgment 'agai;ﬁ?t.
mine, I shall feel honoured. Bub I venture to say he will

regret it.”’

“ Yours, sir, being the outcomic of a vast esperience,’*%

sneered Sir Vincent. ¢ Well, Sir Patrick?”’

The gambler’s spirit in Bevan was still strong. Junningly
ho had been led into this matter; subtle flattery had been
applied; he belicved here .was a chance to renew his shat-
tered fortunes. So much Brookes found opportunity te
whisper to him.

“Tyke up the challenge. You gannot lose. Harley is &
good man; bub there are better. And Brayne, reckless fool,
deserves a lesson,” came the soft whisper.

“Po you accept my challenge?’ Brayne called loudly.

For an instant Bevan hesitated, his eyes travelling down
the table. They met at Vavasour’s, but failed to read their
warning. They came back to Brayne, and the latter wae
smiling derisively. :

Tho gambler’s mind was made up.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said slowly, ‘‘ you have asked me
for my- opinion. I have never seen Iarley; you all have,
and opinions seem to be divided. I can remember secing Jent
Beleher in his first fight in London. You, Sir Thomas
Aprecce, will call it to mind, I dere say. He fought
Paddington Jones, and he won, although he was barely
nineteen years of age. This Ned Harley may be a second
Belcher, T cannot say. But my own opinion I know, and it
is that fighters, such as Jem Belcher, are born but once in @
century; and in epite of all I have heard of this new
phenomenon I cannot believe such a lad is the best in alk
England. I will accept Mr. Brayne’s challenge.”

And at this announcement, three-fourths of the table
broke into noisy: and tumultuous cheering. :

“1 congratulate you, sir, on your—er—your courage,’”
said Mr. Brayne, bowing low. i

Sir Vincent Brookes smiled as a man well pleased with
himself. % A

But one man of the company fels grieved, although his
palo face showed no sign. Something, thought D’Atcy
Vavasour, is afoot, but what, he could not determine. Nor
did he see in what manner he might have intervened to
spare his old friend the amazing revelation that socner or
later must come. 5 : ;

TIo withdrew from the gathering, which immediately fell
into warm discussion of the merits of the fighters of tha
day. Brayme, too, left, and the discussion became warpier
and less restrained, suggestions as to Sir Patrick’s choice
of an opponent for Ned Harley being freely offered.

Name after name waé mentioned, merits weighed, and
qualities argued, Sir Patrick taking part with restrained
excitement. = Finally, he sat back in his chair.

“ My choice, gentlemen—there is no reason why T should
keep ‘it secret—lies between Carter and Bully. Power.
Spring is not yet well enough tried to be considered. Im
Tom ghelton I have no confidence; and for George Cooper,
clever as ho ig, T am fearful. This Ned H rley hits hard, you
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gay. Well, in Power f(g C_arti’a’r he will find an opponent as

illing to receive as ive. i
Wl'il‘iﬂr%o were those who c%isagreed with his judgment, but to
challenge his decision, once made, was an impertinence of
which none present would have been guilty. And certainly
the punishing power of both the men named was admittedly
severe. Bup Sir Patrick himself would have been surprised
to Tealise, as in his excitement he did not, that in his choice
he had been simply voicing the cumningly’ conveyed sug-
gestion of his false friend. Without knowing it, he had been
led into saying simply that which Brookes desired he should
say.

Ti was near to tén o'clock the morning following when

Hil, having - left his horse at the mews where D’Arcy

Vavasour’s cattle were stabled, turned into St. James's
- Street. Rising with the dawn, he had snatched dn ecarly

breakfast before returning from Horsham.

He was depressed. His errand, for the best of all reasons;
had- proved fruitless. Arriving at Horsham overnight, he
had ‘gone direct to the tiny cottage where his father lived,
only to find it closed, and no one about to give him news o
its tenant. Later, in conversation at an inn where he spent
tho night, he heard quite by chance that his father had left
the cottage the previous afternoon, driving in company with
a stranger to the yokels. ;

Of the geénuineness of the letter he' was thoroughly
* agsured ; the idea of forgery he at once scouted. And at the
iin " he obtained ample proof of the identity of the in-
habitant of the empty cottage with his father.

Ultimately he concluded that Sir Patrick must have been
called from the cottage after writing the letter. His first
- thought was to wait until his falher’s return, whenever that
might prove to be. Then it occurred to him that the matter
might not be so simple as it appeared, and that it would be
woll to informn Vavasour, and ask his advice.

. - Vavasour’s own man opencd the door when he knocked,
.vespectfully wished him good-morning, and handed him a

6.

“ Brought here, My. Harley, the first thing this morning
- by a servanb of Mr. Brayne,”” he said. “ I was requested to
put 15 in your hands without delay.”

(An exira Ipng instalment of this spiendid story
wili be contained in next Wednesday’'s Grand Wintes
Rumnder off “THE GER ' LIBRARY. Order EARLY. Price
Twopence.) e .
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The only nomes and addresses. which can be printed:in
these columns are those of readers living in any: of our
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Great Britain dnd
Ireland. - : i

Colonists sending in their names and addresses  for
insertion in the columns of this popular story-book musg
stato what kind of correspondent is required—boy or girl;
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish.

Would-be correspondents must send with each notice two
coupons, one taken from ‘“The Gem,” and one from the
same week's issue of its companion paper, “ The Magnet”
Library. Coupons will always be found on puge 2 of both
papers, and requests for correspondents not containing these
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded.

Readers hing to reply to advertisements appearing in
this column must write to the advertisers direct. No corre-
spondence with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medium of this office. =2

All advertisements for insertion in this Free Exchange
should be addressed: “The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.7

s

H. Jones, Post Office, Murray Strect, Gawler, - South
Australia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader.
~ Miss M. Crawford, 73, Corrie Street, Fairview, Joha
burg, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond
boy reader, age 15—16. -

I'. Gray, care of Robertson & Moffat, Bourke Street
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with a
g}rl 1r5eader interested in posteards, living in England, ag®
I5—10.

H. 8. Clarke, Post Ofiice, George Street, Brisbane, (ueens-
land, Australia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader
living in England, age 19—20. :

C. W. Jdohns, Knigi S
Australia, wishes o co
the British Isles.

T. Wheatley, Hygeia, Lyon Sireet, Feran
Australia, wishes to correspond with a reader, a
in England.

J. Beal, care of Burns Philip, Brisbane, Queensland,
wishes to correspond with readers in- England or Canada.
age 14—15,

_ Miss P.-Raymond, care of Post Office, Broken Hill, New
South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers
interested in stamps, age 18—18.

_Miss L. Lisle, Edgecliffe, P.0., Sydney, New South
Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with boy readers in
the United Kingdom, age 14—15. :

Wilfred McKay, 255, Wilton Avenue, Toronto, -Ontario,
Canada, wishes to correspond with a girl reader interested
in photo%raphy, age 14—15, ; i

Miss K. Scott, 15, Charles Street, Hamilton, Ontario,
Ca'na.da, wishes to correspond with girl readers, age 15—16.
Will Miss E. Austin, of New Zealand, write to this reader?

T. D. Stokes, care of T. W. E. Stokes & Son, Rata Street,
Tokomaru, via Wellington, New Zealand, wishes to corre.
spond with a girl reader living in the British Isles, age 16,

iss B. Armstrong, 4, Gordon Terrace, Military Reserve,
Port Elizabeth, South Africa, wishes to correspond with boy
readers, age 18—20.

N. Dunckley, Main Street, Blenheim, Marlborough, New
Zealand, wishes to correspond with readers, age 14.

J. 0. Kleb, 353, Schubart  Street, Pretoria, Transvaal,
South Africa, wishes to correspond with a girl reader in
England, age 16—17.

H. Groves, 72, Edgevale Road, East Kew, Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with a British girl
reader, age 13-—14, ;

Miss Maggie Field, Manors, near Pinetown, Natal,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond with readers
living in the British Isles, age 13—15,

Vicioria,
living in

Victoria,
e 17, living

e

==
The Editor specially requests Celonial
Readers to kindly bring the Free Corre=-
spondence Exchange to the nofice of their
frignds ————————————
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"GRAND NEW SERIES OF FOOTBALL ARTICLES!

Above everything else the men in the half-back, line must

be workers. Of course, in the ideal football team there is no
roon anywhere for the player who does not want to put his
whole heart into every game from start to finish; but in
the half-back line there must be not only the liking for
work, but the physieal strength which will enable a young
player to go through the whole of a gruelling game at top
speed, and be almost as fresh at the end of it as he was at
the beginning. ®

The reasons for the necessity of hard workers in the half-
back line is fairly obvious. Ilé is—or should be—going all
the time. When his own forwards are attacking, the half
should be up in the vicinity of goal with them, and when
cin its furil comes lie time for his side to defend, then
helter-skelter, the half-back must come to lend a hand—or,
perbaps, I should say, a foot—in keeping the other fellows
out.

There are times in the course of a match when forwards
get a short rest, and when full-backs, too, need not #lo much
except keep their eyes open, but for the half-back who wants
to get through the whole of his
duties there is no rest whatever,
Therefore, if you have players
in your team whoe are not as
fond of hard work as they might
be, then don’t put them in the
half-back line, or’ they will let
the side down. * :

Remember that the half-back
line is the backbone of a side.
With a poor half-back line you
will mever win your matches,
no  matter how brilliant your
forwards, or how safe your
defenders.  But if your half-
backs -are sound all through, -
ihen they will pull the side to
~iciory, even if your forwards
or defenders are nothing to boast
about. Let me explain further, and in the course of the ex-
planation the reader may pick up one or two tips as to how
his half-back game may be improved. It is really so neceg-
sary for the half-back to be both an attacker and defender,
that T can scarcely say which is the more important part of
his duties. Much may depend on circuinstance.

Anyhow, we will take the half-back’s game so far as help-
ing the forward is concerned first. Now, it is no good having
the best forwards in the world if those forwards do not get
the ball given to them in such a way that they can display
their goal-getting ability—theiy cleverness, and all the rest
of it. You may have a centre-forward who is & terrible man
o shoot, but what is the good if he never gets the chance to
put his power to the test because the half-hacks do not give
him the ball in the proper way ?

Here, then, is work for the half-back. Te must be ever
pushing the ball up to the men in front of him. And he musé
not always make the obvious pass, either. Some wing half-
backs feed nobody else but the men on their wing, but that is
“a mistake—they should occasionally bang the ball over to the
other side of the field. To give the ball to the player with
the best chance of doing something good with it is the idez.

When the pass has been made the half-back has by no
means finished—he should follow up behind the forwards—
o that if they are in difficultics the hall can be touched to

Next Wednesday: “TIPS TO WIN MATCHES!"

Passes along the ground should be the idea T
borne in mind by the half-back who would
attain to the ideal.

v 0f N

Sheffield Wednesday
and
International Half-Back,

the half-back for him to take his part in the attack. If a
team appears to have eight forwards when attacking, then
rest assured the half-backs are doing their duty, and also lock
ont for trouble for the other side.

Many a game has been won by a ehance shot from the balf-
back, and this is another direction in which the half-back may
be very useful to a side. In facl, was not the very last Cap-
Final, played at the Crystal Palace, won by a goal rescued
by a hali-back? That should he sufficient evidence of the
value of the half-back following up the forwards.

Ou. this point of the half-back and the question of goale
scoring, I must be careful, however, lest I do more harm
than good.  Now, it is not really the half-back’s part to score
goals—that is the work of the forwards, and because of their
position they should be given every opportunity of getting
the ball into the net. A half-back is not justified in shooting
& yoal when there are other players on flis side waiting for
the ball, and in a better position for doing some damage with
it. That must be the half-back’s guiding star in this matter
of shooting. Is there anybody else in a better position? If

not, then the half-back can well
T~ P e
.‘/’ A .v.///“‘/.'
/%7;”%"‘
Y s

go on and try his luck.
/' ks
7

Passes along the ground, too,
& -

should be the idea borne in mind
by the half-back whe would
attain to the ideal.. 1t is so
much easier for the average fore
ward to get the ball under cone
trol if it comes to him along the
iwf than when he has to try to
get it with his head. = Full:-backs,
as a rule, are a bip bigger than
forwards, and when it i3 a case
of heads up, the defenders
stand the best chance of getting
the ball first.
meniioned that a  team
wlhich “appeared to- have eight
forwards when they were attaclk-
ing was likely to do somé damage in the course of the
afternoon.. In the same way, if that side appears to have
five fullbacks when the cther fellows are trying to score,
then there should not be much damage done by them that day.
Every player in the opposing forward-line should be
covered, and, moreover, the half-backs should have an
understanding with the full-backs before the game starts as
to which men they will cover on the ordinary run of things.
The centre-half will, of course, keep a careful eye on the
opposing  centre-forward. :
Then the wing half-backs will take either the inside wing
men of the opposition or the outside. . There is a good dea)
of difference of opinion as to which is the better policy o
these two; but for my part I think it is better for the halfe
back to take the outside man, while the full-back takes the
insider, - But really it does not matter a great deal—the
point is that the half and the full-back shonld have this
anderstanding—that when the other players attack there
shall be no cases of fwo playeis going for one wing man and
leaving the other entively .on his own.

\ - & &
/ Z %VM~
Tre GEM LipRABY.—No. 501

By WILLIAM HIBBERT,
. of Newcastle United.
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5 .. ©OUR GRAND WINTER NUMBER

will make its appearance on Wadnesday next, and a grand
-#urprise it will prove for all my chums. To begin with,
-A MAGNIFICENT COLOURED COVER,
-superbly printed on the best plate paper, will adorn the
-outside of this splendid .number, a_new departure for THE
GeyM Library. First in the list of contents will come
“THE MYSTERY OF THE PAINTED ROOM!"
a glorious, 50,000-word long, complete tale of the famous
“Chums of 8t. Jim’s, by Martin Clifford. This talented
awthor has excelled himself with a vengeance in this magni-
ficent story, which deals with a mysterious affair that occurs
at Eastwood House, the home of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
of the Fourth, where a jolly holiday party of St. Jim’s boys
are being entertained.
Tom :\fI(\‘L‘J'V & Co. ¢
e

e very prominent, of course, while

Wally D f the Third Form, also takes :
good de tion with the clearing up of

strange
yarns ever penned by N

S THE MYSTERY OF THE PAINTED ROOM!”
will be a rare treat for every reader.

In addition to a

SECOND, LONG, COMPLETE STORY,
“dealing with circus life, a

SPLENDID NEW GAME,
specially designed and printed, at great expense, for my
» Gemite’’ chums. will be given away with next week’s
number. This game is something guite novel, and iz
entitled:

“THE RACE TO THE TUCKSHOP!"
Beautifully illustrated, our special Gem Library game is
bound to prove an enormous attraction for -the winter
gvenings. s . ;

The price of the wonderful budget of good things will be
“twopence, bub my readers may rest assured that they have
mever before been offered such amazingly good value for
this outlay as will be represented by next week’s

teresting

3
@
THE DENBY DALE PIES.

. One of my Lincolnshire chums sends me some very interest-
ing particulars of the famous pies which used to be baked
in Denby Dale, Yorks, on great occasions.  As my chum
remarks, the figures given are almost incredible, but I
believe them to be quite correct. Thanks for your interest-

ing contribution, H. A.!
¢ Scunthorpe, Lines.
“PDear Editor,—I am writing to tell my fellow Gemites,
and also Fatty Wynn, about some big pies- made and eaten
at Denby Dale, Yorkshire. There have been fiva big pies
- baked (on record). The first pie was baked after George III.
recovered from a bad mental attack. In 1815 {conclusion
of Peace) a pie was baked containing half a sheep, twenty
fowls, and half a sack of flour.
¢ In 1887 (Jubilee) the largest pie of all was baked. There
were over 300 pounds of crust, and 1,850 pounds of beef.
“The Repeal pie (1846) was 1 ft. 10 in, deep, and 7 ft. in
diameter. Tt took ten and a half hours to bake, and. held
between 300 and 400 birds and game., Sixty thousand people
visited ¢he Vale on the o ion

“ The fi

September, 1887. No dimen-
sions a rsons dined off it, and enough for
1,000 mo No game was placed in that pie, but
there were 47 st. of beef, 1 calf, 1 sheep, 104 st. of potatoes,
and 48 st. of dough. —

“ T don't suppose you can print all this, but I thought it
might be of interest to your readers. The sizes of the
different pies are all from good authorities, but neverthe-
less they are rather incredible. Wishing the good old paper
every success.—Yours truly, H A

OUR MEASUREMENT CHART.

So many readers write and ask me questions in regard fo
their measurements, whether they are above or below the
normal average, etc., that I think the measurement chart
printed below will prove a useful guide to a large number
of my chums who take a proper interest in their physical
development. <

(Owing to great pres-
_sure on our spuace,; the

usual article has been e »
omitted, and will appear

GRAND WINTER NUMBER! on this page next week.) ————ar R
. CIIART OF IDEAL MEASUREMENT ACCORDING TO HEIGHT.
4 =f I3
- &
¢ |-w !l wtlolelel sl ol I % a | =
- o] ) ~* Q © S ) =2 =1 — - - X1
('hest Contraction | 30 30.6 | 31.2 | 31.8 | 32.4 | 32,9 | 33.7 | 344 | 35 35.8 | 36.6 | 37.3 1 37.9 | 38.6 39
Chest Expansion 34,1 | 347 |35.3 | 35.9 {367 | 37.6 | 38.3 | 39.1 | 40 40.5° | 41.1 | 41.8 | 42.3 | 42.7 | 43.1
Waish i s 24.3 1 25 25.9 26.3- | 26.9 27.8 28.6 | 29.5 | 30.3 3Lk |82 32.8 | 33.6 34.4 | 35.3
Upper Arm,_R et e P T IR0 S 1A 1128 1 13 13.4 | 13.7 14.1 | 14.4 | 14.7 | 15.1 | 156.4 | 15.8 | 18.1
Fore Arm, R.....| 10.9 ; 11.01{ 11.3 { 11.4 | 11.6 | 11.75| 11.9 | 12.1 12.4 | 1263 12,68 12.8 | 12.97! 13.1 13.3
Upper Arm, B o= =y 12.1 124 -12:8--153.1 13.4°| 13.7 5 14.1+} 14.4 14.7 { 15.1 15.4 15.8 16.1
Fore Arm, L..... 10.9 ! 10.01] 11.3 | 11.4 | 11.6 1 11.75] 11.9 | 12.1 124 1 312.53]| 12,687 12.8 | 12,97} 13.% 13.3
Thigh, B..oo.. .. 181 | 186 | 19 | 19.6 | 20,1 | 20.54| 21.08| 21.6 | 22 | 22.5 | 22.0 | 23.4 | 23.0 | 24.6 | 233
CYE S S e oW 12,24 12.4--12:661-12:8 "] 13 13.2 | 13.35] 13.49| 13.7 | 14 14.3 | 146 { 15.2 | 168 | 18.1
Thigh, i cevsons - 18:1-1°18.6 | 19 19.6 | 20.1 | 20,54 22.08] 21.6 22 - 17225 | 22.9 [ 23.4 | 23.9 1 246 t 25.2
4 u’lg - et e ] 12.2 1124 | 12.65] 12.8 13 13.2 | 138.35{ 13.49| 13.7 14 14.3 | 14.8 | 152 15.8 16.1
Weeltdisvsivriie | 12.4 | 12.7 | 12.8 | 13.1 13.4 13.6 13.7 | 13.85( 14.3 14.7 15.2 | 15.3 156.8 | 16.1 16.6
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A Magnificent New, 50,000-Word long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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GIVEN FREE
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different kinds of free gifts for

. phones, Air Guns, Engines,
All you need do is to send u
to sell or use at 1d, each.

forward gift chosen according
we send you. Start Early.

PVERRRIAS

e

FILL IN THIS COUPON.

ROYAL CARD CO. (Dept. 6), Kew, London.
:Dear Sirs,—Please send ms a selection of Xmas and
New . Year Cards and 1914 lisb of Free Gifts, as

b

mentioned above.
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As an advertisement we give every reader of
this paper a splendid present absolutely FREE
simply for selling 12 Cards at 1d. each.
mounted, Embossed Folders, Glossy, ete.) Our
' up-to-date Prize List contains hundreds of

ing Ladies’ and Cents’ Gold & Silver Watches,
Ostrich Feathers, Furs, Cycles, Telescopes,
Chains, Rings, Accordeons, Cinemas, Gramo-

address on Coupon below (or a posteard will do),
and we will send you a selection of lovely cards
When sold send us
the money ‘obtained and we will immediately

below or send a postcard now to—j
THE ROYAL CARD CO./
(Dept, 6), KEW, LONDON.

e

ELLING 12 BEAUTIFUL

CARDS AT 1d. EAGH\..

b,

(Gold-

everyone, includ-

Toys, etc., etc.
s your name and

to the Grand Lisb
Fill in Coupon
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A Thrilling Scene from the Splendid Complete Tale o1 Jack; Sam
| & Pete, entitled: “MARCHING ORDERS!",

3 =
An Amusing Incident in the Exciting Complete Story of Tom Merry
& Co, entitled: ““THE TRUANTS!"”
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