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GUSSY GOING GREAT GUNS AT GREYFRIARS!

(An Exciting Incident from the Thrilling Long Complete School Story inside.)
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GEORGE WILSON (The Wednesday F.C.) and
JOHN FORT (Millwall Athletic F.C.)
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QEORQE WILSON.
Centre-Half of the Wednesday.

T i generally admitted that of all the post.
tions on the football fleld, the one which
is the most difienlt to fill satisfactorily
Is that of centre-half. Thut being so,

it follows that a player chosen to play in
Engli=h International mutches in that position
pains u greut howour and in most of the Inter-
nationals xince the war, George Wilson, of the
Wednesduy, has been given the ecceutre-lnlt
herth. This means, of course, that in the
eyes of the selectors, he is the lLiest centre-
half in the length and brewdth of the land,
amld those people who see Wilson at all regen-
Jlurly ure wot juclined to doubt tle aecuracy
of this summing up.

From start to tuish of the most strenuons
game he can be depended upoi to e in the
thick of the fght: now pushing the ball
throuy!t to the men in front of him, and anon
falling back to p I b goul in o munner
which few cau equal. In addition to his
rlieer foothalling ability, he is alsao u wise
captala, awd JU§s no fault of Lis that the
Sheflield elub, for which le plays, is ln the
Secowd Division,

Born at  Blickpoo!, Georze Wilzon first
learmad to pluy football on the Him snds
which are to De found wihen the tide gres
out at the Lancushire sepshle resort. From
there e went for a spell to Morceambe, but
onme buck to his pative Blackpool to play for
the premive elub of the town in 1911, Wilsen
gtuved "at home © until nearly the emd of the
ME-20 eeqson, amd then, anxiows to geton in

the feotball world, he was transferred to the
Wedinesilny for o sum of threg thousand
prouuls,

It venli seem that the chagtge dil him
geod, for hie las certainly played better at
shefleid than cver he did at Bluekpool, aml
at the cuudery eentre be was promptly made

capitibic o thie side, just as le had been enp-
tant ot Wiackpool. In the army during the
war, e came Laek with wounds, and a

Belglon Jtedal of Honour.

JOHN FORT.
Full-Back of Millwall Athletic.

N thir pust few zeasons there has been
we nicte  conslstent or  consclentions
pluyer on the books of the Millwalk elub
1 right,  fullback Johu  Fort,

Btrony’ It, und weighing a few pounds
over twelve stone, he §s a fine example
of u <tundy and stalwart defender who

cun kick well from almost any angle, and
who declines to be hustled off the ball once
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he is in possession. He is also a believer in
the virtues of the pood square shoulder charge
48 & wiy ol edging his opponents off the ball.

Fort is 4 native of Lancashire, having been
born at Leigh, and learoning his football with
a club pamed Plank Lane Juniors at the same
time us Hibbert, now of Oldham Athletic. At
the nge of nineteen years Fort took up the
gume ns o profession, and his first big club
was Exeter City. There he stayed from 1011
to 1914, when he was transferred to Millwall,

In the old Bouthern Leugne days he played
for that hody in representutive matches, and
that be hus since the war heen considered
among the bhest backs in the country |s
proved Ly the fact that he has twice played
in Iuternational trial matches. Plavs cricket
aml howls during the summer as 0 way ol
keeping bimself fit for the more strenuous
winler gome.

C. M. BUCHAN,
(Sunderland and England.)

¢

1c
aof the above well-knowrn Foothaller
will be presented FREE with next

A1 Wondes pud TON Phatograph

week's GEM. Yonu should make
sure of a copy by ordering EARLY .

Farringdon

House,
Stroet, London, E.C4.

My Dear Chums,—

There will be a first-rate action pheto
in next week’'s GEM, showing C. M.
Buchan (Sunderland F.C.and England). 1
believe it is pretty well unnecessary these
days to say much cencerning this splen-
did series, for everybody knows what an
excellent feature it is. But | will just
peint out that the ** Magnet' next
Monday will give portraits of great

excallence of Tom Cairns (Glasgow
Rangers F.C.), and Sam Chedgzoy
(Everton F.C.), while the * Boys'

Friend "' has a treat next week in its
photo of Eugene Criqui, the famous
French Feather-weight Champion of the
World, the man who won laurels when
he met Charles Ledoux last February.

Of a certainty Mr. Martin Clifford has
never turned out finer, or grippier, yarns
than he is doing now. The celebrated
author scores fresh points each week. |
can just let next week's story, * The
Refugee at Highcliffel” tell its own tale
when Wednesday comes round. We can
guess something of what might happen
when so distinguished a fugitive takes
shelter under the hospitable wing of
Highcliffe,

Mr. Duncan Storm is-carrying on in
record style in his serial, ** All On His
Cwn."” There is heart in this yarn, and
wit, for Mr, Storm has a real sense of
humour (see the Bombay Castle tales),
and | do not think F could have done
hetter than add the yarn in question to
the GEM Dbill of fare.

The * Popular' continues to pleasa
everybody with its coloured plates of
railway engines.

To wind up, | have a very important
bit of intellipence to impart, namely, that
the new wvolume of the ** Holiday
Annual ' will be on the market on
September 1st, Take a word of advice,
and order early, so as not to be dis-
appointed, for there will be a record
rush for the most popular season’s book
which ever issued from the press.

YOUR EDITOR.
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“MY READERS’ OWN CORNER!”

Tuck Hampers and Money Prizes Awarded for Interesting Paragraphs,
(If your name is not here this week it may be next.)
SR

ST

A NEEDLE IN THE AIR.

Place a magnet on a litile stand above
the level of the l.’||'1u; then T g o sl
sewing-needle with a thread within o
little distance of the magnet, Keeping
hold of the thread to prevent the nevdle
attaching ilself to the mmgnet., The
needle m éndenvouring to fly ta the
magnet, and being nurevented by the
thread, will remain suspended in the air,
—W. Law, Cress Green, Lastinglon,
near Stouchouse, Glos.

IR TR
E TUCK HAMPER COUrQOn =
= Ths QEM LIBRARY.

1d

No attempt will be d un=
less accompaniead by ons of these

=

IRk

= Coupons. =
SOOI EE T
Tne Gex Linrary—No. 754.
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A WILD DUGCK.
During hnrvest-timie the summer before

lnst 1 canght a wild drake, which stil
lives with e, 1 was going to work in
the ficlds, and saw a great many wild
tducks. They all flew off but one. It
conld uot iy, and T eaught it and placed
it an my satchel, 1 left the satchel in a
patch of stinging nettles till dinner-time.
and afterwanrds T took the bird home ond
pul it amwongst the fowls Well, it grew
ns tame as BH}'I]!IIIF after three or four
meonths, It will feed from my hand. Tt
lizhts the cockerel and always wins, It
liws the ran of Lhe garden, and is ofien
soon in tho pord, where he wili step till
feeding-time. It hos full liberty, and
Jdoes pot wanl to go away, It slsuds on
my shonlder,~Hall-a-crown awarded to
Jamez Davies, 1, New Road, Chipnall,
Cheswardine, Market Draylon, Salop.
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This Wins Our Tuck Hemper

THE SAILOR SCORED.

“T thought, sir—" began the
sailor, *“Thought!" thundered the
officer, who was reprimanding the
man. * You are-no: supposed to
think !” *“1I beg your pardon, sir,”
saidd the satlor. A few days later
the sailor was sent ashore to got the
officer 2ome cigarette-papers, and ns
the ofticer had no change, he gave
the man a five-pound noteand said :
“(ret me some cigarctte-papers,”
The sailor returned, staggering
under the weight of a heavy load.
“What on ecarth have you got
there?"" n<ked the officer., *Your
cignvette-papers, sir. You did not
tell me how many vyou wanted.”
“Tut what do you think I can do
with five pounds’ worth of cigar-
ette-papers ¥ “Don't know, sir,”
replied the sailor. “1 am not sup-
posed to think !""—A Tuck Hamper,
filled with delicions Tuck, hos been
awarded to Miss N, Richards, 70,
Ella Road, West Dridgford, Notts,
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Another Splendid Long Complete Story of St. Jim’s Next Week. 3

A Grand, Long, Complete School Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s telling how Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
the runaway from school, shines in a great cricket match at Greyfriars,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Nox, and *nox, and Knocks !
4 P OLLY dark!” murmured Tom Merry.
“All the better!” remarked Munnera.
“Yes, but don'l shove!"
“Who's shoving?” asked Blake’s voice.
“You are, you ass!”

“You mean you're in the way, fathead!” suggested
Blake pleasantly.
“Look here

“Shush!" murmured Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell, breathed hard, and
suppressed his feclings.  Certainly it was no time for an
argument with Blake of the Fourth.

arkness hung like a black cloak over the old quad-
rangle at 8. Jim's. It was a warm summer’s night, almost
breathless, but deeply dark, with hardly a star glimmering
i the sky.

AL that hour—mnearly eleven o'clock—the six juniors ought
1o have been in bed in their dormitorics—where they were
supposed (o be.  Dul the enterprising juniors of St. Jim's
“”l" not, at all times, exaclly where they were supposed
to be.

Tam Merry, Manners, and Lowlher had silently quitted
the Shell dormitory while the rest of the Shell slumbered—
what time Blake and Herries and Digby stole out of the
I'ourth Form sleeping quariers.

They had foregathered in the quadrangle, under an old
elm. From several windows in the School House, lights
glimmered through the curtains; but in all other spots 1t
was intensely dark.

Six_juniors were on the war-palh,  The destined victim
was Knox of the Sixth; and Toem Merry & Co., quite
hidden in the blackness under the elm, were walching the
gravel path—for Knox.

The bully of the Sixth had cansed all the trouble which
had led Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy of the Fourth to run
away from school. D'Arey's chums felt that it was up to
them to make Gerald Knox suffer for his sins. Ilis sins
were many: and his punishment was to be in proportion.

But as Knox was o Sixth Form prefect, it was necessary
to bo very cautious in dealing with him—very cautions
indeed. Handling a prefect was a serious maller.

Hence the nmight attack which the half-dozen avengers
had planned.

Jack Blake had a ericket stump under his arm. That
st and Knox were Lo inake close and painful acquaintance
if all went well,

There were five other paiis of hands o hold Knox while
Pluke put in his operation with the cricgt stump: then
there was to be a sudden flight, and decp, dark secreecy.

Meanwhile, the six juniors watched and wailed.

Tt was rather difficult to keep wateh, with the darkness
«n thick that a hand held np before the eves could hardly
be :een: but the juniors depended on their hearing,

Iknox was due lo pass nlong thut path sooner or laler,
and when he passed the thunderbolt would fall.

Tom Merry & Co. waited with all the patience they could
muster. It would have been more judicious o wail in
silence, but as the long minules crawled by there were
whispered and muttered remarks. Tt was nsky to leave
the dormitory at such an hour; riskier to remain ont of
it for a long time, and thecy felt that il was inconsiderate
of Knox to keep them hanging about like this.

“\When is that brute coming!"” murmured Manners, as
eleven strokes boomed .ut from the clock tower.

“Can’t be long now,” said Ton Merry.

“Just like the cad, to keep ns waiting (ill midnight !
grumbled Herries.

“Even Knox could hardly keep il up so lale as thal,”
said Tom Merry reflectively. **1le’s a giddy goal, bul not
s0 giddy as that! Ile won't be long now.”

“Bother him!"

“Bless him!”

“ Betler not jaw!"
along—"

*Yaw-aw-aw ;awned Manners, ]

“Suppose he isn't gone out, niter all?™ suggested Herrivs.

Tom grunted.

“That's a cheerful supposition, when we've come here lo
bag him on his way in!" he said, =

“Well, we only had it from Trimble.”

Another grunt.

“0h, it's all right !" said Blake. *Trimble lold us plainly
that he heard Knox mention to Cutls of the Fifth that he
was going to sce a man in Itylcombe to-night. That means
billiards at the Green Man. We all know what a black.
guard Knox is.”

“Yes, but he mayn't be gone blagging to-night, all (le
same, Trimble i3 a fat idiot &'

Herries scemed unconvineed.

But there was a general grunt from his comrades, When
they had taken all this risk and trouble to cateh Kuox, they
did not like to think thal the sportsman of the Sixth mighe
be in bed in his room all the time. Calching Knox on an
oceasion like this was the chance of a lifetime, as it were.

Knox could nol possibly admit that he had been ant of
bounds at such an hour; so after he had been duly stnmped.
there was no danger of an inguiry to follow. Even if
Knox suspected the identity of the stumpers, he would
have to keep the affair dark, in the cirenmstances.

“1 say, I'm jolly sleepy,” vawned Ierries.

“You goncrufly are!” grunled Manners,

“Look " here, Manners—-"

“ Patience, my sons!" murmured Mouly Lowther. * Don’t
rag! 'This is the chance of a lifetime for stumping Kuox!
We shall be able to give him knocks—"

“O0Oh, cheese it!"

“Uyeeen, in the shadew of nox!™ continued Monty Tow-
ther, whose punning proclivities never could he restrained.

“What the thump do you mean—the shadow of Knox*"
grunted Tlerries. “Knox won't have a shadow, when
there's no light!”

“'Phe shadow of nox—don't they tearh you in the Fourih

suid Dighy, “If he hears us, coming

Form fthat nox is Latin for  night?” asked Monly
sarcastically.
“Oh! s a rollen pun?™

“1U may =ecm roticn to a Fourth Form falhead!” eaid
Lowther.

ITerries was about to make a heated rejoinder, when Torx
Merry whispered swddenly :

“Shush! He's coming!"

The six juniors searcely breathed.  Along the gravel path
came the sound of erunching foolsleps,

The victim was arviving.

Blake let the stump slip down [rom under his arm, and
took a firm grip wpon i, The five other fellows stood
ready to jump on Gerald Knox as soon as he came abreast
of the ambush., They peercd out into the gloom, but conld
see nothing. But the footsteps came nearer and nearer;
and at last a faint, shadowy form loomed in the surrounding
darkness.

*Now !” breathed Tom Merry.

I'uk Gex Liprary—No. 754
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4 A Real ACTION Photograph of Popular C, M. Buchan Given—

There was a reckless rush,

The juniors grabbed the shadowy form, and it came down
on the gravel with a bump. It was rolled over almost with
the same movement. Jack Blake was ready. The stump

lwart down.
hack !
“Ooooooopw“_ I" came in a muffled yell.

Wh

“Ow! Oh! Ah! Oop! Help! Bless my soul, what—
what—what— Help! Footpads! Police! Help!”

If the victim of the ambuscade had become suddenly red-
hot, Tom Merry & Co. could not have released him more
quickly. For the voice was not that of Gerald Knox;
Trimble’s information had not been exact, after all. The
;_oicu was the voice of Mr. Selby, the master of the Third

orm.

Really, Tom Merry & Co. weren't to blame. They ocould
not be expected to know that Mr. Selby had been out that
evening, or that he would be returning at the time they
were expecting Knox of the Sixth to come sneaking back to
his study window.

It was simply a disasirous catastrophe for which nobody,
really, was to blame. -

But it was an awfully serious catastrophe! Stumping a
l"ﬂ_rm-!muur—l.he bare thought almost made their heads
swim

They let go of Mr. Selby with amazing speed, and backed
off. r. Selby rolled on the gravel and yelled for help.

Six horror-stricken juniors fled into the ni

Behind them they could hear the powerful voice of Mr.
Selby, who seemed to be under-studying the celebrated Bull
of Bashan in his roaring. How they got back into the box-
room window, Tom Merry & Co, hardly knew.

They did not exchange a word. There was no time for

words,
They bolted into their dormitories, like rabbits into burrows,
und plunged into bed.

They were between the sheets, while Mr. Selby was still
roaring in the quadrangle, and doors were opening, and lights
Mlashing and voices calling.

“Oh, my hat!"” murmured Tom Merry. “We—we shall
have to keep this fearfully dark, you chaps !”

“Go to sleep!" breathed Manners,

“What awful luck!” groaned Monty Lowther.
were nox and knocks, but no Knox! What?"

““Cheese it, for goodness’ sake!"”

““Hallo, what's going on?" came a sleepy voice from
Grundy's bed.

The Terrible Three did not answer. They composed them-
selves to sleep, but it was n long time before they found
repose in the arms of Morpheus,

CHAPTER 2,
A Bob for Bunfer !
g. RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY

“There

used.

It was a blazing afternoon, e swell of St, Jim's,
far enough now from his school, stood in the chalky
lane on the hillside and pushed back his shining

topper. Gladly, at that moment, would Arthur Augustus
have exchanged the toy for a P or a straw. But
his departure from St. Jim’s had been too hurried for the
packing of bag, . D'Arcy of the St. Jim's Fourth had the
clothes he s! up in, and the handsome topper that gleamed
on his noble head. Tho rest of his rather extensive wardrobe
was still at St. Jim's. g

In the blazing sun the sea glimmered in the distance, and
round him the n downs and the rich fields of Kent. And

ncross n fields, rich hedgerows, and leafy trees, the grey
old buildings of Greyfriars School rose into view. Many a
time had F I‘;en

rthur Augustus looked on that fine liqilzl, w
coming over with a cricket or football team to play Grey-
friars. He was now looking on it in very different circum-
stances. He had run away from St. Jim’s, and, with all his
sublime confidence in his noble self, he was feeling rather
at a loose end.

He pushed his hand topper farther back from his
perspiring brow, and fanned his noble forehead with his
handkerchief, It was warm—indubitably warm—and there

were gnats and midges, and a great many of them seemed
to have taken a fancy to Arthur Augustus.

““Well, there's Gweyfwiahs!" remarked Arthur Augustus.
* Wathah warm work walkin' fwom the station. But in the
cires a fellah is bound to save money. When I wun out of
money I weally do not quite know what I am goin’ to do.
Howevah, suffish for the day is the evil thereof; I have not
wun o_u!tot money yet.”

i

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave a slight start, as he was
hailed from the thick bank of treces by the roadside, He
glanced round quickly.

Tae Gew Linrary—No. T54.
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Billy Bunter of the Greyfriars Remove nodded again.

“Coming over to us a visit, old top?” he asked.

“1 was 5:inh'.n' or. d’wbppin' in to mopwm, " answered
Arthur Augustus. -

“Wharton's playing cricket this afternoon,” said Bunter.
“It's a half-holiday, you know. The Remove are playing
Highcliffe.” 5

Bunter ran his fat fingers through the paper bag, as if in
the hope of finding there a tart he might haye ov
There was no tart; but he picked up a few jammy crumbs
from his knees, and devoured them.

“Jolly glad to see you, Gussy !” he continued. *‘I haven't
I'orgot[eniow you put me up when I came over to St. Jim's,
you know.’

“Oh!" said Arthur Augustus,

He did not remember having been glad to see Bunter on
that occasion. But Bunter was full of cordiality now, whether
his visit to St. Jim's had been a success or not.

“Topping to seo you here!” continued the fat junior.
me and sit down and have a rest.”
“Thank you, Buntah! I wathah think T will be gettin' on
to Gweyfwiahs.”
“ Right-ho, I'll trot along with you!” said Bunter,
“Pway don't twouble, deah boy."” )
“No trouble at all—in fact, a pleasure,” said Bunter,
scrambling out of the grass.
“Bai Jove !" said Arthur Augustus. =
Billy Bunter rolled on by his dide as he resumed his way
to Greyfriars, :
“Jolly long way to pay a visit on a half-holiday, D'Arcy!"
Bunter remarked. -
Ll Y.u" —_
Arthur Augustus did not intend to confide to William
George Bunter the fact that he had run away from school.
e .%I the more honoured, you know," said Bunter. “I say,
D' Arcy, did you Jpass a postman on the road?”
“No, Bunter.
“Ii’s rather annoying,” said Billy Bunter confidentially,
“He's late. He's got a remittance for me, and he's late.”
“That is weally too bad.”

“Yes, You see, I'm expecting a postal-order this after-

** Are you weally ?” g )

* For ten bob,” said Bunter, eyeing Arthur Aungustus in a
sideloug way. *‘As the postman’s so late, probably it won't
come in time for tea.”

“But it is not noahly tea-time yet, Buntah !"

“Well, I have my tea fairly early,” said Bunter. “I sup-
pose you wouldn't mind Iendmg me the ten bob, and taking
the postal order when it comes "

Arthur Augustus did not reply.. :

1 should really be obllfud if yon would !" hinted Bunter.

“The fact is, Buntah, I have to be vewy careful with my
money now,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Short of it, what?” asked Bunter sympathetically.

“Yoas, wathah.”

“T know what it's like. I've been there,” said Bunter.
“I've sometimes been stony for—for hours, because a postal-
order was late. A follow can’t be too careful with his money.
There's no risk in this case, of course, as I shall hand you
the postal-order immediately it comes.”

“If you will excuse me, Buntah, I would wathah not make
anybody a loan at the pwesent time."” i

“Very sensible, too,” said Bunter, “Neither a borrower
nor a lender be, you know. Bul this isn't a loan. You simply
hand me ten bob, and then take the postal-order. T say,
don't walk so fast, D'Arcy ! I can hardly keep up with you [

The swell of St. Jim's slackened a little.

*“Well, abont that ten bob !" said Bunter cheerfully.

Arthur Augustus hesitated. It really was not casy to refuse
Bunter, as lﬁl cheerful youth was determined not to take
no for an answer. )

But Arthur Augustus, with all the world before him, and a
limited capital, felt tho stern necessity of husbanding his
resources. He hesitated, but he shook his head.

“1 am sowwy, Buntah .

“I hope,” said Bunter, with dignity, “that vou do not
doubt that T shall square immediately the postal-order
arrives."”

“ But it may not awwive, Buntah.”
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over almost with the same movement. Jack Blake was roa
came in a muffled yell. " Footpads! Police! Help!"

With a reckless rush, the juniors grabbed the lhldowlﬂmélnd it a;m. down on the gravel with a bump !
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It was rolled
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“ Absolutely no doubt about (hat,” said Bunter. “IU’s from
one of my titled relations.”

* Bai Jove !"

“But I'll tell you what,” said Bunter. *“Make il five."

“I am sowwy, Bunlah, but I cannot even make it five,”
said Arthur Augustus firmly.

“What I really meant to say was that half-a.crown would
gee me through,” explained Bunter.

“Would it weally?"

“0Oh, yes, quite !"

“Then I am sincerely sowwy that T cannot iend you half-a-
cewown, Buntah," said Arthur Augustus politely.

“Look here, D'Arcy—"

“Powwaps I am walkin' too fast for you, deah boy," said
Arlhur Angustus considerately. “if you would wathah take
8 west——""

“Now I think it over,” said Dunter, unheeding, *'1
could make a bob do till the postal-order comes. 1 suppose
vou're not short of a bob, D'Arcy? It's rather unusual for
ma to borrow money, but the fact of the matier is I could
do with a bob,"

Arthur Augustus slid his hand into his pocket.
was a shilling, in the limiled state of his fipunces.
all, it was cheap to get rid of Bunter at the price.

He drew out a shilling, and dropped it into Bunter's ready
hand—ready and jammy and sticky,

“Thanks, old top!" said Bunter carelessly.
you know your way to Greyfriars, of course.
gol an appointment to keep in the village.

“Bai Jove !"

Billy Bunter turned back in the direction of Friardale, and
scuttled off, leaving the distinguished guest without ~eremony.
Arthur Augustus stared after him through his eveglass. It
was probable that Bunter's suddenly remembered appointment
was at the village tuckshop, and that Gussy's shilling enabled
him to keep it.

“Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus again. “1 cannot
help wegardin’ that fellow Bunlah as = wathab howwid
boundah [ e

And  Arthur  Augustus

A shilling
But, after

“By the way,
I remember I'vo
See vou later.”

D*'Arcy  resamed his way lo

Greyfriars, relieved at least of Dilly Bunter's. fascinaling
socioty—a relief that was worth a shilling at the lowesl possible

compulation,
‘H
Five juniors were loafing at the gales of Grey-
friars, apparently waiting for somebody, when the
elegant figure of the swell of St. Jim's came up the road.

Arthur Augustus’ face brightened. He was glad to see
Harry Wharton & Co., and they, evidently, were glad to see
him, as well as surprised.

Wharton and Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent aud Johnny Buli,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur, came out of the gateway to meet the unexpecled
visitor,

The greeting was very cheery cn both sides.

“Jolly glad to =ee you, old scout!" zaid Harry Wharton.
* Any more of the St. Jim's chaps coming along 7"

Arthur Augustus coloured slightly.

“No; I am on my own,” he answered. “Bein' at
Folkestone, you know, I thought I would wun ovah and sce
you chaps.”

“A hlplp,\r thought ! said Wharton, smiling, though he
eould not help feeling surprised that Arlhur Augustus was in
Kent at all that day,

“Welcome as the flowers in May old scoul!" said Dob
Cherry.

“The welcome is lerrific, my esteemed and ludicrous
friend,” remarked the Nabob of {Ehauipur.

“You fellahs are vewy good,” said Arthur Augustus. *“I
met Buntah on the woaJ, and he says you are playin® ewickel
this aftahnoon——"'

“ Waiting for Highcliffe to turn up, when you came along,"
said Frank Nugent.

“Like to see the game " asked Wharton.

“Yaas, wathah '

CHAPTER 3,
Arthur Augustus at Greylriars |

ALLO, hallo, hallo !™
It was Bob Cherry’s stentorian voice.
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“(ome along in,” said Harry, and Arthur Augustus walked
in at the gates with the captain of the Remove, the rest of
the Co. remaining to wait for the Highcliffe cricketers.

A good many lEca]lown nodded cheerily to Arthur Augustus
1)'Arcy in the Greyfriars quad. He was quite well known
there, and most of the Greyfriars fellows who ‘had met him
liked him.

Harry Wharton led the way firsi to the school shoF.
judiciously considering that a little light refreshment would
|)robub]¥ ge weleome to the visitor after a journey in the hot
swmmer. s afternoon. :

In Mrs. Mimble's dusky little shop, in the welcome shade
from the hot sunshine, Arthur Augustus sat on a high stool,
and cheerfully nccepted the refreshing ginger-pop and’ jam-
tarts.

Harry Wharton remained with nim. joining in a ginger-pop,

olitely giving his time to the distinguished visitor, until the
?Iighc[yi e cricketers should arrive—when he would be wanted.

“Qort of extra holiday at 8t. Jim's now 7" he asked.

“Not exactly, deah boy.” I ,

“Didn't you say you were staving at Folkestone ¥’

“Yaas. But—" D'Arcy paused.

Harry Wharton opened another ginger-pop, lo cover the
awkward pause. He realised that the swell of 8t. Jim's was
rather at & loss what to say, and he wae not curious, though
he was surprised. ) )

But Arthur Augustus went on, after some consideration.

“The fact is, Winrlnn. I do not want to appeah heah \!lldn!}
false colours. I have wetiched fwom St. Jim's for a time.

“Not left?" ejaculated Wharton,

“Naot pwecisely. 1 still belong to St. Jim’s, of course.”

Wharton looked at him, startled.

“Vou haven't cleaved off from school without leave?” he
exclaimed.

“*Yaas.”

“Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Wharton.

“That is how the mattah stande, deah boy.”

“You've run awey from school?” exclaimed Wharton,
aghast. g

“Not at all. 1 have wetizhed fwom £t. Jim's for a time, as
I did not weceive justice,” explained Arthur Augustius,
thwashed a pwefec ”

“You whatted a what 7" shrieked Wharton.

“Thwashed a Sixth Form pwefect,”

*Great holy smoke "

“My Iousemasinh took whet T considahed a wathah un-
weasonable view of the mattah, and he was goin’ to lick me
for thwashin’ Knox ot the Sixth. 8o I wetiahed fwom the
school.”

“You—yon dau't eall it running away from school 7

“Not at all. I shonld wegard that as an undignified
puoceedin’. 1 simply welinhed with dignity fwom the gcene.”

“Oh!" said Harry.

“My weturn is wathah
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Augustus. T certainly shali not weturn unless Mr, Wailton
decides to do me justice; But my fathah sent me back when
1 went home. So I am wathah on my own, you know. Of
course, that is all wight, as I am quite capable of lookin’
aftah myself in evewy way."”

Wharfon had some slight doubts upon that point; but he
did not state them. He only looked at D’Arcy m dismay.

“T am goin’ to put up at the inn in Fwiardale for a time,”
continued Arthur Augustus. *It will be cheapah, you know,
and I have to be vewy careful with money now, as I am
thwewn on my own wesources, 1 have only about four or five
pounds left. That will last me a feahfully long time.”

“But what will you do when it is gone I"" asked Harry.

“T shall considah that latah."

“My dear chap, you've got friends here, you know,” said
Wharfon. *“Quite & lot of us would be pleased to—""

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy!" he said. “But I am

not goin' to bowwow any money. If T get weally feahfully
hard up, I shall w'ite to my aunt Adelins, or pewwaps to my
consin Ethel for a loan. But it is all wight so fah. I thought
I would tell you how the mattah stood, so that you would
not be undah any misappwehension, you know."”
" “That's all right,” said Harry. “Jolly glad to see you,
whatever reason you had for clearing off from 8t. Jim's. But
—if you'll let me say so—don't you think it would be wiser to
go back to school 2”7 i

“I cannot do so vewy well, you sce, as my Housemastah
persists in wantin’ to lick me for thwashin' Knox. It is a
question of personal dignity.”

“Oh!" eaid Wharton.

Arthur Augustus imbibed ginger-beer with satisfaction and
calmness. He had made Wharton feel very uneasy ut he
certainly scemed to be suffering from no uneasiness himself.

“1 think I can hear the Highdcliffe chaps, eaid Harry.
“You'd like to see the game and have tea with us after-
wards 7"

*“ Yaas, wathah !”

“I think I could get permission to put yuu up at Greyfriars
to-night, if you liked,” added the captain of the Remove.

“Thank you vewy much! But it might come out that I
had wun away fwom school—I mean, wetighed fwom school
without leave, and that would get you into twouble,” =aid
Arthur Augustus. “It is a vewy gweat pleasuah to me to
wun ovah to see you, but T will not impose on your kindness.
Aftah tea I will twot off to my inn.”

“But, my dear chap—"" said Harry.

“Wharton !" came in Bob Cherry's roar from the distance,

“ Chewwy is eallin’ you, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus,
“You are wanted on the ewicket-gwound.”

And the two juniors left the fnckshop together. and Arthur
Augustus D' Arcy walked down to Little Side with Wharton,

CHAPTER 4,
Keeping it Dark !
;IT'H a giddy mystery "
L]

Grundy of the Shell stood on the School House
steps at St. Jim's, and propounded that opinion, in
his positive way.

\Mr. Selby, the master of the Third Form, was walking in
the quad, wnd Mr. Selby's face, never happy or cheerful,
jooked much more cross than was its wont.

Tom Merry and his comrades looked at Mr. Selby, and
looked at one another. They were thankful that the Third
Form master's glance did not dwell on them. Mr. Selby
had no suspicion that the chums of the Shell and the Fourth
had been respansible for the amazing happening of the
previous might. If he had guessed that he had ﬁmcn mis-
taken in the dark for Knox of the Sixth he might have
guessed that D'Arcy's friends were the authors of the
unheard-of outrage. "But naturally he did not think of Knox
in connection with the matter

Mr. Selby was puzzled. All St. Jim's were puzzled, with
six exceptions. The stumping of Mr. Selby was a deep
mystery. The Third Form master's susbicions centred on
some members of his own Form—Wally D'Arcy, Reggie
Manners, and Levison minor. He was not popular with his
Form. But the fags had been questioned, and had denied
all knowledge of the affair. Mr. Selby was perhaps :vcecrtiul
of their denials; but the Head had seen the fags, and was
satisfied that they had been sound asleep in their dormitory
when Mr. Selby had been handled by some person or persons

unknown.
“It's a giddy mystery!” repeated Grundy, looking at Tom
Merry & Co. “Can you fellows account for it?"

“Which!" asked Monty Lowther.

“That attack on old Selby,” said Grundy. “Only the
Third have any reason to scrag him, and the Third wouldn’t
dare! Who could it have been?”

“I've thought a lot about it,” said Tom Merry gravely,
“but 1 can't undertake to name the giddy culprit.” ’

“Was it you, Grundy?” asked Bowther innocently.
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Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave a slight start as he was hailed by a voice from the roadside.
On the grass sat Billy Bunter of Qreyfriars, propped against a big trunk, with his fat little legs stretched out before
him. Hoe held a paper bag in his fat hands, and there was a smear of jam upon his plump face. (Se¢ puge 4.)
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He glancsd round quickly.

Grundy jumped.

“1? Wharrer you mean?”

“QOnly asking a friendly question, dear boy.”

“Fathead !”

Grundy walked away, frowning. Tom Merry & C'o. smiled.
But they frowned, too, as a fat junior came rolling out of
the house. Baggy Trimble stopped and grinned at them.

“You fat spoofer!” said Blake savagely. “ You told us
that Knox—"

Blake broke off suddenly. It occurred to him that it was
only wise not to confide to Trimble the result of his delusive
gﬂoxl‘lmation with regard to the movements of Knox of the
Syixth.

Trimble gave a fat chuckle.

“I could only tell you what I heard Kunox say to Cutts,”
he grinned. “If he changed his mind that's net my fault.
Did you fellows look for him?”

“Tind out!” grunted Herries.

“Well, I'm trying to,” said Trimble. “Somebody was
out in the quad last night, anyhow, when Selby was collared
and stumped.”

Trimble winked at the six chums, who regarded him
grimly.

“Trust me,” he said. “I'm not giving you away. You
i\'erel laying for Knox, and you bagged Selby.. What? He,
he, he!” Ty

*(Go and cat coke!” growled Manners. el

“My dear chap, I'm not giving you away to the giddy
enemy,” said Trimble. “You can rely on me. ¥onour
bright, and all that! I'd scorn to give a fellow away. I
say, Tom Merry—— Hold on, old fellow! T say, I've lent
my last pound to Figgins of the New House.”

“Rats!”

“T hate to dun old Figgins for a pound!” said Trimble.
“(ould you fellows raise it, do you think?”

Tom Merry & Co. looked at Baggy Trimble. They quite
understood. A pound was the worthy Baggy's price for
silence. Monty Lowther was the first to speak.

“Blake old man, did you wake up last night?"" he asked.

Jack Blake started.

“Eh? You know T—— I mean yes, I did.”
“Did you notice whether Trimble was his bed in the
dormitory?”

“Oh!” said Blake. “No”

“Tither of you fellows wake up in ths night?” asked
Lowther, regarding Herries and Digby inquiringly.

“Yes,” said Herries and Dig together, grinning.

“Did you notice whether Trimble was in bad?”

“No, we didn’t.”

“It looks pretty bad for Trimble if that comes out.”
remarked Lowther. “Where were you, Trimble, last night
about eleven o’clock?”’

Baggy Trimble blinked at him in alarm.

“Where was I? In my dorm, of course, fast asleep in
bed.”

“Can you prove it?”

“Prove it?” hooted Trimble. “OFf course T was there!”

“Then it’s odd that three fellows in ycur dorm woke up
and didn’t see you in bed at the time.” %

“How could they see me when it was as black as a hat last
night?” yelped Trimble.

“Don’t ask me conundrums. T know jolly well that if
three witnessez spoke up, and said they were awake and
couldn’t see you in your bed in the dorm at the time of the
attack on Selby, it would look jolly black against you.”

Trimble gasped.

“Why, you—you awful beast, are you trying to put it on
to me?” he spluttered. It was you fellows all the time.
You know it was!”

“What we know isn’t evidence,” said Monty Lowther
calmly. “But we know that Selby is like a bear with a sore
head, and that he would jump at the chance of making
somebody sit up for stumping him. If he knew that it was
you, Trimble—"

“Tt wasn't me!” shricked Trimble.

“If he knew that it was you it would be pretty stiff for
you. Handling a Form-master is a rather serious matter.”

“But I didn’t handle him!” shrieked Baggy, in dismay.
“T was fast asleep all the time. Never even heard him yell,
though some of the fellows say they woke up.”

“ Well, if you can prove that it’s all right.”” said Lowther.
“T know Selby’s jolly keen on getting a giddy victim, and [
don’t suppose he cares much who it is, so long as he bags
l(:me. If Blake and Herries and Dig tell him what they

now——""

“Then Il tell him it was you chaps!” howled Trimble.

“(Can you prove it?” '
Tue Ges LiBrary—No. 764
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“Three witnesses against one!” eaid Tom Merry, entering
into the game, as it were. * I'm afraid your word wouldn’t

taken against three, Trimble.” h 3

% E!peci:.‘i]y with your juicy reputation for lying " grinned
Manners.

Baggy Trimble blinked at the juniors in utter alarm and
dismay. Well he knew that his reputation as a dealer in
untruths would be remembered against bim if he bandied
accusations.

“But—but you fellows know it was yor!” he stuttered.

“We know we didn't see you in your bed when we woke
up about eleven,” said Blake. “We could stite that.”

“1 think a clue like that would be enough for Selby,”
remarked Dig. “I'm sorry for you, Trimble. But a fellow
who handles a Form-master—"

“It's the limit,” said Manners gravely. *“Gussy whacking
a prefect was enough. But stumping a Form-master—""
It's altogether too thick, Trimble,” said Tom Merry.

“But I didn't do it!” raved Trimble. *You fellows did.”

“1 feel that it's up to you, Blake, to tell Mr. Selby what
¥ou know,” said Monty Lowther. *“The matter's too serious
or us to let it out of consideration for Trimble.”

. 1 agree,” said M ers; “unless Trimnble can give us a
)ollyhgood explanation as to why he did it.” i

. “But I didn't—1 wasn’t—I never—" stuttered Trimble,
in dire consternation.

“Can you give a
Monty Lowther sternly.

“How can T when I never did it?” gasped Trimble.
_“That's enough! We'll take him to Mr., Selby, and let him
sift the matter to the bottom,” said Lowther.

“Good egg "

Jack Blake promptly seized Trimblar::f the collar. The

explanation, Trimble!” demanded

fat Fourth-Former w :f led and spluttered.

“Leggo! I never did it! I—I was in the dorm! I—I
—leggo! I won't go to Selby—you know jolly well he’d jump
on a chap with any evidence! I—I say, I won't say a word

t you fellows! I—I don’t want a pound! Leggo my
collar !

“Too late!" said Lowther mercilessly. *Yon've accused
us, so we're bound to have it out hefore Selby, Come on!"”

1 won't!" babbled Trimble, “I say, Tom Merry, make
hrm"leggo! We've always been pals! Oh dear! lgn:mr«:t\\--

“Well, perhaps we might let him off.” said Tem Merry.
" But in that case, he will have to be bumped for pulling our
qu. about Knox.,"

1—1 say—'
Bump !
" Yaroooooh !
Bump !
“Oh dear! Rotters! Ow, ow, ow!”

Trimble sal in the quad and roared.
eyed him severely.

**Now, we're going to let you off with that, Trimble,” said
Tom. * But another word of your accusation—""

* Your malicious accusation—"" said Lowther,

“Your slanderous accusation——"" said Blake fiercely.

** Another word of it, and you go before Selby, and we state
what we know !" said Tom. "Ysou know what to expect for
handling a Form-naster——"*

"“1—1 say, I didn’t—I didn't, really—-" wailed Trimble,
from the botlom of his heart wishing that he had not
attempted to *“touch " Tom Merry & Co. for that pound.

“Only your word for that!" said Lowther. *“What's your
word worth 1

* Why, you know yourself yon—"

*Yank him along to Selby !" exclaimed Lowther.

“Yow-ow " .

Baggy Trimble {ump('.d up and fled. He disappeared at o
great rate; and Tom Merry & Co. brake into a chuckle.
Buggy Trimble had been silenced quite effettively. The bare
thought of being accused of the attack on the Third Form
master made Baggy shiver with dread. Certainly, the juniors
would not have accused him, but Baggy, judging others by
his worthy self, did not feel at all sure of that.

“I fancy that fat villain's bottled up!” grinned Monty
Lowther. ‘“And nobody else has n suspish. 1 say, what are
wa going to do to Knox next?”

. Nothing next!"” said Blake promptly. *We'll give him
a rest until Selby has blown over. After what happened last
night— Wow " Blake broke off, as Manners jammed a
boot on his toe.

Mr. Selby was coming towards the House, and he was just
within hearing. Blake had stopped only in time. The Third
Form master paused, and gave Blake a sour look.

I canght a remark from you, Blake,” he said.

Blake's heart beat.

“Did you, sir? Oh, yes, 1 was saying, after what happened
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last night, I—I should think you feel rather seedy to-day, sir,
said Blake demurely.

“Do you know unyﬂu’ni about it, Blake?”

““1, sic?" ejaculated Blake, to gain time,

“Yes. 1f you are aware that certain members of my Form
atlacked their Form-master in such an outrageous way, it is
your dut{’ to tell me their names.”

Blake breathed more freely. Certainly he knew nothing
on that subject; in fact, he had the best reasons for knowing
that Wally & Co. of the Third were innocent.

*“Well, Blake?” snapped Mr. Selby sourly.

*“I don't know anything about the Third, sir,” said Blake,
"“Indeed, sir, I can't believe they would think of treating you
in such & manner, sir, It seems altogether impossible to me.”

Mr. Selby grunted, and walked on.

‘“A giddy narrow escape!" murmured Tom Merry, when
the master of the Third was out of hearing. “My dear
children, a still tongue shows a wise head. Not another

jolly old syllable on the subject.”

*“Only, if Selby should fix i1t on D'Arcy minor somehow——"
murmured Blake.

“Then we own ur. of course.”

“*Or make Trimble own up!” chuckled Lowther.

*Ha, ha, hal”

And Tom M & Co. went down to the cricket, and
dismissed Mr. Selby and the mysterious attack in the quad
from their minds, l);ali.ng fairly secure by this time that the
facts of that mysterious matter would never come to light.
But Mr, Selby—who, naturally, was not able to dismiss it from
hiz mind quite =o lightly—was still sourly and savagely on the
gearch; and his search was to have unexpected results,

CHAPTER 5.
Gussy’s Innings !

ARRY WHARTON wore a thoughtful look.

It was Frank Nugent’s idea. Frank said it would

be only civil, and Wharton thought it out. Frank's

suggestion was that Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the

distingui visitor to Greyfriars, should be asked to play in

the Highcliffe match. The swell of 8t. Jim’s had been accom-

modated with a comfortable shady seat at the pavilion, and he

was going to watch the game. But although that was pleasant

enough on a summer’s afternoon, undoubtedly-playing in the

match would be pleasanter. And all the Famous Five liked

Gussy, and were desirous of making his visit to Greyfriars as
agreeable as possible.

“He’s n good man,” Nugent remarked “IHe's played up
well against us in the St. Jim's matches. Give him the offer,
Iarry.”

“Jolly good idea,” said Bob Cherry. *But it means a
Greyfriars man standing out. And we're all fairly keen on
playing Highcliffe.”

*We are—we is!" said Johnny Bull.

“The keenfulness is rather terrific,"
Jamset Ram Singh.

Nugent smiled.

*I shall stand out for him, of course, as it's my idea,” he
answered. " It won't damage the team, Harry, D' Arcy’s quite
up to my form. And it would be only civil.”

“Right-ho!” said Harry Wharton. *“If D'Arcy cares to
play, good enough. T'll ask him."”

“Put it that a man’s standing out, and ask him if he'd
like the place,” said Frank.

**That's right.”

Wharton crossed over to Arthur Augustus. The swell of
8t, Jim's turmed a genial smila on him. A couple of the
Ilighcliffe fellows were speaking to him just then—Courtenay,
the Highcliffe junior captain, and De Courcy, the elegant
youth, who was called the ‘“ Caterpillar.” The Caterpillar
knew Gussy quite well, and was evidently pleased to meet
him unexpectedly at Greyfriars,

“Feel up to a game of cricket this afternoon, D'Arey?”
asked Wharton.

Gussy's face lighted up.

" Yaas, wathah! But how——"

“One of my team has spoken to me about standing out,”
explained the captain of the Remove diplomaticaily. *If
you'd care to take his place I'll tell him it's a go.”

“Bai Jove! 1 should weally be deli hted,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “They are playin’ a junish House match at
St. Jim's to-day, and I weally ought to be in Tom Mewwy's
team. T would like cwicket above anythin’, if you weally want
me, you know."

** Done, then!™

“But, bat Jove, I cannot vewy well play in Etons and a
toppah, you know—"

“That's all serene. Nugent will lend you his things; just
about your size,” said Harry.

“That is vewy kind of Nugent."”

" Not at all,” chimed in Frank, coming up. *Trot along
with me, old scout, and I'll see you fixed up.”

observed l.Iurree
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“Thanks awfully !”

_ Arthur Augustus trotted cheerfully away with Nugent. It
was obvious that he was delighted to join the Greyfriars team
in the game. His pleasure was quite a sufficient reward to
Frank Nugent for the latter’s self-sacrifice. When he had
-disappeared with Frank, Courtenay and the Caterpillar looked
at Wharton rather curiously.

“Our old pal seems to have got himself into a bit of a
mixture,” the Caterpillar remarked. “Did you know——"
He paused.

“Has he told you, then?” asked Wharton.

“Yes,” said Courtenay. “I’m sorry. Ile doesn’t seem lo
realise how serious it is, I think.”

Wharton knitted his brows a little.

“Tm afraid that’s so,” he said. ‘“Running away from
school is a jolly serious thing, though he doesn’t quite see it."”

“Not runnin’ away,” said the Caterpillar gravely. “He
has only retired from St. Jim's on a matter of personal
dignity.”

"The juniors smiled. :

“No good advising him to go back, I suppose?” said
Courtenay.

“I’'ve tried that,” said Harry.

“But it’s serious—"

“What a neck, you know!” grinned the Caterpillar.
“Dashed if I don’t follow his giddy example some day, when
I get bored at Highcliffe. I've a jolly good mind to make
him come home to Highcliffe with us and put him up there.
Mobby, our Form-master, would fix it—Gussy being the son
of a lord, Mobby would welcome him with open arms.
course I shouldn’t mention that D’Arcy was a giddy fugitive
from justice. If he leaves St. Jim's :
over this affair, I shall persuade him to
come to Highcliffe for good. That
would be rippin’!” G

“I should try to get him to come to
Greyfriars,” said Harry, laughing. “I'd
like him here, no end. But I hope it
will turn out all right at his school. Time
we got going, though.”

he two captains tossed for innings,
and Wharton won, and elected to bat.
He opened the innings for Greyfriars
with Bob Cherry at the other end. The
innings was going strong when Arthur
Augustus returned to the field in
Nugent’s flannels and with Nugent’s
best bat under his arm. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh joined him.

“The esteemed Wharton has put you

down thirdfully,” he remarked.
_ “Bai. Jove! Has he?” ejaculated
Arthur Augustus, not quite catching on
to the nabob’s fearful and wonderful
variety of the English language.

“Third man in,” explained Johnny
EBull, with a grin.

“Oh, yaas! I see.”

“You won't be wanted yet,” remarked
Vernon-Smith. “Wharton is making the
fur fly, and Bob Cherry looks as if he will last.”

“The bowlin’s wathah good !” remarked Arthur Augustus.
“*Those Highcliffe chaps know how to play cwicket.”

“There goes the Caterpillar,” said Squiff. “I wonder
what he will be able to do against Bob?"

“Nix !” remarked Tom Brown.

But Brown was mistaken. De Courcy, the champion
slacker of Highcliffe, was on his mettle on this special occa-
sion, and when he exerted himself he was very good indeed.
His second ball knocked out Bob Cherry’s wicket, and Bob
retired into the pavilion looking rather blue.

“Man in!”

“I'm weady!” .

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy walked cheerfully out to the
vacant wicket.

The Greyfriars crowd watched him with keen interest, to
see what show the St. Jim's fellow would put up against
Highcliffe.

“Good man!” said Vernon-Smith, as D’'Arcy cut the
next ball away for two.

“Jolly good!” said Nugent.

“The goodfalress is terrific!”

“My hat! There he goes again!” exclaimed Smithy. And
the Bounder clapped his hands in appreciation.

Arthur Augustus was good at cricket, and he seemed at
the top of his form now. The Caterpillar’s bowling was
dangerous, but the swell of St. Jim’s was quite able to deal
with it. The batsmen were running, and thrice they crossed
the pitch before the leather came in. Highcliffe were active
in the field, and the batsman was calling on their activity.

There was a cheer from the Greyfriars crowd, and Arthur
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Charles M. Buchan

(the Famous Inside-right of Sunder-
land F.C.,and English Intcrnational).
You can only make sure
of one of these splendid
real photographs by
ordering your GEM

well in advance !
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Augustus beamed. He was glad to get into the game, and
still more glad o be doing well for his kind hosts.

The innings proved to be well worth watching. Wharton
was caught out by Courtenay, and Johnny Bull took his
place, only to be clean bowled by the Caterpillar. Hurree
Singh was next man in, and he paired with Arthur Augustus
for quite a long time; but he was first of the two to go.
Vernon-Smith joined the swell of St. Jim’s, who was still
going strong. The Bounder had bad luck, fallirg to a smart
catch by the Caterpillar. Tom Brown was Gussy’s partner
when the swell of St. Jim’s was out at last in an heroic
attempt at four. 2

Arthur Augustus came back to the pavilion, with forty
runs to his credit. Harry Wharton clapped him on the back.

“Good man!” he exclaimed.

“Ripping !” said Bob Cherry heartily. “I didn’t know
we had picked up a rod in pickle for Highcliffe when you
blew in, D’Arcy.”

Arthur Augustus smiled.

“T have been wathah luckay !” he remarked.

“1 say, you fellows: 55

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Roll away, Bunter!”

“I say, my pal D’Arcy practically won this match for
you,” said Billy Bunter, who bad rolled on the field, look-
ing very red and sticky and shiny. *Lucky I asked him to
Greyfriars, wasn’t it? I've been waiting to speak to you,
Clussy, only you were such a thumping long time at the
wickets. About that boh——" :

“Nevah mind that, Buntah!” said
hastily. 2y : =

“But I must mind it,” said Bunter, blinking at him. “I'm
a rather particular chap in money matters. I owe you a
bob, and I want to settle the matter.

“Vewy well.” d

“The post will be in soon,” said
Bunter, “and as my postal-order will be
for five shillings, if you care to hand me
another——"" -

Billy Bunter got no farther than that.

Bob Cherry laid an iron grasp on his
collar, and the Owl of the Remove
travelled away at express speed, with
Bob as conductor.

He was ‘bumped down in the grass
at a safe distance, and Bob left him
there, with a deadly threat of what
would happen to him if he approached
the pavilion again.

“Beast !” howled Bunter.

But he did not come to the pavilion
any more, and the question of the
“bob ” was left unsettled, particular as
Bunter was in money matters.

“All down for seventy!” said Harry
Wharton at last; and Arthur Augustus,
looking very bright and cheery, went
into the field with the Greyfriars team
for the Highcliffe innings.

CHAPTER 6.
News for Mr. Selby !

MR SELBY breathed hard, and his eyes glinted.

Arthur Augustus

. The master of the St. Jim’s Third was taking a
little walk in the Head’s garden that sunny after-
noon. He was still in a bad temper—the effect of

the stumping had not yet worn off. It was natural enough
that Mr. Selby should be cross about that incident—and
perhaps it was natural that his suspicions should turn upon
certain members of his Form with whom he was not popular.

On the fence of the Head’s garden three fags of the Third
sat in a row, eating toffee and chatiing and laughing. Tom
Merry & Co. were at cricket; but D’Arcy minor, Reggie
Manners, and Levison minor, of the Third, were taking it
easy. Mur. Selby sighted themi through the shrubberies, and
their laughter fell not pleasantly on his ears.

He suspected—he was practically convinced—that these
three erring youths had collared him in the quad the night
before, in vengeance for canings and lines handed out in the
Third Form room. All he wanted was some evidence.

Mr. Selby trod very softly among the shrubberies. He
had a right to feel cross; but he certainly had no right to
play the spy on the cheery members of his Form—but that
was what he proceeded to do. Wally & Co. had not the
faintest idea that he was at hand; their backs were towards
him, and he made no sound as he drew nearer.

Silently, in fact stealthily, the unpleasant gentleman came
within hearing, and bent his ears to catch evidence of the

(Continued on page 12.)
THE GeEM LiBrary-—No. 754.
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Grundy’s Treasure
Hunt,

THE SEARCH ON ABBEY
ISLAND.,

By George Alfred Qrundy.

(I have never before published an article
by Grundy. Not that these don't come
to hand. They do, but they are so hope-
less thut they defy all attempts to edit them
into a readable form. The following, how-
ever, is too priceless to miss out. I have
licked it into some sort of shape, aml passed
it for publication.—Tom Merry, Editor.)

Qrundy Has an Idea!
WONDER if anyone has ever had to

put up with two such absolute
idiots for study-mates as ['ve got?
They are the last word. Not

that I expect a lot of them, mind you, I've
told them over and over again that 1 only
wunt them to baek me up. 1'll do the
thinking if they'll trust me und follow where
1 lesil. You'd think that wis simple enough
for anyone, wouldn't you? But can they do
it? 1 ask you! Luriness, thot's what It is.
Pure boune-idleness,

Last week, for instance, 1 was on to the
biggest thing of the century. The absolute
pouds! Something that would make Tom
Merry and Bluke and all that gang go potty
with envy, 1'd worked it all out, and I only
wanted Wilkins and Gunn to back me up and
abey my orders without guestion. And, ns
usunl, those two nsscs let me down.

What do you say to hidden treasure in the
school? Makes you sit up and take notice,
deesn’t 16?7 Buot it's troe, and it was me,
George Alfred Grupdy, that found out all
ahout it.

I first thoueht of the possibilily when 1
wos  reading o jolly good yurn  called
*Preasure leland.” 1 don't suppose many of
the fellows have ever read it, but it started
me thinking. (Great henvens! A wonder he
didn't finish up in the sanatorium.—T, M.)

There was an island in the story, where a
lot of treasure was hiddeén, and a ecrew ot
Johunies went out aud got it and then 1
remembered that there I3 an lsland nt St
Jim's, called Abbey Island, on the Lhyl, and
that it Is nearly the same shape as the ssland
In the story, beaides belng the same Kind of
fland—surrovmded by water, und gl that sort
of thing, I mean

Now, It stunds to sense that if treacote is
hidden on lslands there must be -ome off the
Ahbey ITstand, The old monka lad poty and
pots of money, and they must Save hidden It
somewhere. They couldnt have spent it, he-
canse there weren't many shops in those dayvs,
It stunds to sense it must bove Leen lildden
somewhere,  You'd have thouzht that even
Wilki nd Guun could have spotted that;
but when I explained it all to them they
were ns dense as o plece of malegany.

Of course there wonld be n chart showing
where It was hidden, only the job wis to get
hold of It, 1 thought it might he somevwhere
in the Hbrary, and though Wilkins and Gunn
amd me had searched there one afternoon
(uiad you ean bet I saw that they did the
thing properly), we couldn't find a thing., A
lot of the fellows wanted to kpow what we
were looking for, and the next dav Cardew
vulil that he'd got something that might
Itterest me.

Tnr, Gem Linrary—No. 75,

Edited by TOM MERRY.

The Chart at Last !

We went to Cardew's study, and he showed
me a plece of paper that had a plan of Abbey
Island on it, and was all greasy and dirty. In
one corner wus a lot of old-fashioned writing,
hard to read, all about the treasure and how
it was hidden nway, and there was an arrow
pointing to the place where the chest was
buried. Cardew wouldn't tell me where he
got the paper from, and he said that he
didn’t want a share in the treasure. 1 sup-
pose the slacker was too lazy to help look
for it. That's just like Cardew. He's worse
thun those two chomps in my study. Think
too much of making themselves comfortable.

When 1 showed the chart to Wilking and
Gunn they had a bit of a shock. 1 thought
it would surprise them a bit, but I'm blessed
if the silly asses didn't start raising objee-
tions, 1 expect they were jolly jealous
that they hadn't thought it out for them-
selves, and been the first to find the chart.,

They both said that the paper it was
written on was quite modern, and that, any-
way, paper wasn't invented when the chart
Wis sup to be made. They even had
the cheek to suggest that Cardew had made
it himself. As If Cardew could take me in.
Me, George Alfred Grundy! XNof likely!

Perhaps the paper and the ink and all that
were modern. That only proves how cunning
the old chap that hid the treasure was. I
they'd written a chart on parchment every-
hody would have reallsed that it was the
goods, and that is what they wanted to pre-
vent. Otherwise what was the good of hiding
the trensure at all? It wouldn't have been
sufe. By using a Kind of paper that hhdn't
been  invented in those days they threw
everybody off the scent, as they wanted to
do. Everybody, that is, with no more brains
than Wilkine and Guou. I'm not taken in zo
easily. I've got more brains than to be
diddied by a little dodge of that kind.

Auyway, 1 said it was geouine, and that
was enough for Wihkins and Guun. 1 take
jolly good care timat my word goes in this
study.

If they don't koow what's good for them,

NEWS

I slung lumps of earth al Cardew & Co.,
but they waro too far away for me to
reech them,

(IO

well, it's up to me, that’s all. They arcued
and argued for all they wese worth, but it
didn’t make the least bit of difference, sl |
made it plain to them that [ should expect
them to back me up, and as 8 commencement
I got them to hunt me up some spades and
picks and things ready for the treasure huont.

The Visit to Abbey Island.

We packed the kit ahoard one of the oldest
but stoutest tubs in the boathouse on Satur-
day afternoon, and set out for the island. We
had to bave a pretiy strong craft =o as to he
able to earry the chest back with us—these
treasure chests weigh a tidy bit as a rule.

When we landed on the island 1 set out for
the spot marked on the chart. You had to
find three trees that are growing together,
and then mark out ten paces from the taliest
one. We found the trees all right, although
that nss Wilkins wanted to make ont that
they weren't more than thirty vears old, and
therefore couldn't have been there when the
chart was made hundreds of years ngo. He
didn’t see that it was part of the same scheme
for putting people off the track, like using
{mper that hadn’t been invented at the time.

suppose an ordinary fellow would have been
decefyed by it, which just goes to prove liow
clever those old monks really were.

Anyway, I marked ont the ten paces, and
then set Wilkins and Gunn to work digzing.
while I got an old blanket ready to count out
the treasure on. and a erowhar to open the
hox when we found it. Of course they went
at the job with as much vim as a couple of
warmed-up corpses, ns was only to be ex-
pected. As a matter of fact, they wouldnt
have been there at all if 1 badn’t taken the
precaution of locking them up in the study
after dinner, and then leading them down to
the boathouse by the ears.

I kept them at it till they'd dug a hole
nbhout four feet deep, and then, as nothing
had come to light, | grabbed a shovel and set
to work myself.

We went down about eight feet without
finding anything more than worms and roots,
and then I began to think that perhaps 1
hadn't marked out the ten paces properly, or
that the fellow who made the chart had maide
a mistake in the number. I stopped dips
and looked round, to discover te my ama
ment that neither Wilkins nor G
the I dashed off nt once in senrch of
them, and digcovered that the checky sweeps
had actunlly left the Island in the heat wiile
my back was turned, and left me stranded,

They were nearly at the boathonze when 1
spotted them, and though I yelled out to
them to ¢ome back they took no Lilessed
notice. They teok the boat lo and wmle 1or
the School House
tt on the lslpnd, 1 velled out in the hope
1g heand, but for a long time there was
1o 1 of anybody. 1o about lindl an hour,
though, n crowd of fellows came treoping
down, with Cardew in frout of them.

They asked me if I'd found the treasure, aml
were grinning like a set of jacknsces. 1
dlung lumps of earth at them, but they wore
too far away, and in the end they told me
that it was a joke of that jdiot Curdew.
Hearlng about the search in the Hbrary, Le'd
mule that chart out for a lark and passal 1v
on to me, 50 that It wasn't a genuine one
at all

But they don't pet over me that way,
They may say Cardew did it for a jape, hut
I know better. It was done to put mie off the
scent, but it haso't succeeded.  ['m certain
thet there is treasure hidden on the Abley
Island, pnd you bel that I'l uneurth it before
I've finjshed.

What's more, I'll keep a better €ye on
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Wilkins and Gunn the pext time we go over
there to dig it out.

I spent more than ho!f an hour on that
hlessed fsland before those fellows turned up,
and then 1 had to listen to a lot of their
silly eachle before they sent a boat over for

me.
NOTE BY RALPH RECKNESS
CARDEW.

I certainly made out the chart, as
Grundy describes, but it was only done
for n joke and a sort of playful dig at
the iden of his searching in the library. 1
certainly never anticipated that he wonld
regard it seriously, and when Gunn came into
the Scliool House and told us that Grund
was digeing for treasure on the icland,
according to instructions on the chart 1 was
uz stuggered as anyone. It only goes to
prove that there nre degrees of idiocy almost
beyond belief. *

My Comic Column.

By Monty Lowther.

The St. Jim's Junior Eleven whacked
Rylcombe Grammar School at cricket last
Wednesday. *“Cheer wp!" said ome af
tiordon Gay's supporters to him after the
mintch, *The day, remember, is * hours 1"

. . -

Gordon Gay was go overcome that his sup-.
porters really had te hold him up.
. -

According to Mr. Linton, in lessons on
peology, “we are all beggars—living on the
crust of the earth.”

L] - -
Poetic puzzle (no prizes offered):

G0 look for a youth with monocle neat,
U-rbane and knuttish, and so debonair!
Sports beasutiful toppers, wears spats on

liis feet.
Surpriving, however, when this fellow you

meet,
Y.ou find that he's not all there!

Terhert Skimpole went aronnd Bt. Jim's
last half-holiday, making frantie eflorts to
borrow a watceh; hut none of the fellows had
any " thne ™ to spare!

The Ryleombe locnl fire brigade went on
strike last week, It is understood that they
threatened to join the Bakers' Union.

. . .

Bagey Trimhle, speaking on the subject of
German reparations in the Junior Debating
Society, the other day, said: * For my part,
1 woulid annex the whole of Prussial® The
grecdiness of Baggy Trimble seems to know
no hounds,

- Ll -

We lewn from the Rylcombe Gazette that
a misguided yokel of the village was charged
Iast week with stealing x mirror from out.
side n second-land shop In the Migh Street,
and got three months' “hard.” e might
have heen let off more leniently if he had
pleaded in his defence thut lie had taken *a
plags too much,”

L] . -

Mr. Rallton objects to smoking in the
Scheol Mouse. Bot when the Commen-room
chimuey acquired the habit, our respected
Housemaster had no say in the matter.

ST. JIM'S AGONY COLUMN.

A, A, D'A—C n village pump, T Sat.
weur those lovely lavender spate.—Thyllis,

NOTISS to all whom it may konsern, Take
Need that (rom now on 1 will not he respon-
sihle for any detts or diseases contracted hy
my fathieadal major, Bagey Trimble, of the
Fourth, - (8ine) Teddy Trimble, Srd,

Capable fag wants work, any Kapassity,
low wages aksepted from really hind wnid
casy-golng employer; good refs.—G. Paget,
ril Form.

Will person who burgled rabbit-ple from
cupboard, Study No. 0, Fourth Form, Eindly
have the decency to return the dieh, as same
was horro

LOST,
tort
to liny
Yourth.

Bagey Trimble.~-Coing aud see me At onee,
waiting ;ulxiullrlf for the twa beh you bor-
rowed at Leginning ef term; puy up, o get
thiiek eur.—Lowther,

bo

ed.—J, B
In Ryleombe, Baturday Iast, pet
answers to name of Willy, helieved
followed <omebedy home.—J. Lennox,

How to Drive a
Motor Cycle.
By derrold Lumley-Lumiey.
BBFDRE setting out on your first ride

on a motor-bike, it is best to insure

hoth yourself and the bike, If the

bike Lelongs to somebody else, it is
the owner’s funeral if it gets smashed up;
but it is best to effect a personil insurance
in case the juunt results in your own funeral
as well.

It may be as well, before going further
with this article, to describe a motor-cyele
and its working for the benefit of the un-
Initinted. A motor-cyele derives its pame
from the fact timt it iz a form of cycle with
a motor in it

years of scientific research have determined
that the faster the back wheel revoives, the
greater the speed of the motor-cycle. The

certain motor-cycle engines that hate the
gight (or the smell, perhaps) of the stuil.
Petrol is admitted from the tank to the
engine through the carburettor, and is fired
by a spark from the mugneto. Do not
attempt to start operations with a tinder
lighter or a similar sparking coptrivance
when the magneto refuses to fire, or else the
probability is that the whole machine will

fire.

Sit firmly In the saddle, and take an easy
urlz of the handlebars, the fingers of the
right hand ready to work the levers. If the
machine is fitted with a kick starter, give it
a good kick, but be careful lest the thing
retaliates and kicks you back. (Motor-
eyeles are revengeful things.) There being
no kick starter, shove off with your feet, or

get the crowd to give you (I mean Lhe
motor-bike) a shove.
The conditions being favouralle, the

machine should start,

It is as well not to travel too fast at first.
Keep a straight course, and if you see a brick
wall ahead of you don't look at it, and per-
haps (f you are lucky) the thing will not
notice you and pass you hy. Remember that
the pavement is for foot passengers only,
and motor-cycles are distinctly out of place
there. Blow the horn it anybody gets in
your way. If it won't work, you can still
“hblow " it.

Take things calmly, but do not attempt to
“iake " fences, walls, or other obstacles, as
motor-cycles are trained only for flat work,
aud wiil not jump.

Keep your engine well oiled, but don't
scorch. or [you are linble to be pulled up
by the police. 1t is rmslhle that if yom
lose control you would be eternally thankful
for any policeman to pull you up.

Wihien stopping, apply the brakes gently. Uf
the hrakes refuse to work, and the engine
won't shut off, then you are beyond human
aid. ‘Ihe hest plan is to muke for the
nearest river, canal, or pond,and drive into
it. Water has the advantage of being much

softer than hrick walls and lamp-posts, and

motor-bike is learning how to stop.

HIS EXPERIENCE WITH A TYPEWRITER.
last month has heen spent in

Balmylem,

it uvotil bedtime. More often than not he

unpleasant interview with Mr. Linton. These

The whole wrt of Jearning liow to drive a
Activity.

Skimpole's spare time during the

a  volnme—of lis  wonderful work on
Jdown to write, and he ie generally hard at
the result that the next morning scce an
pole o the least, however. lmpositions may

EVERY MONDAY_.PRICE 2¢

you do stund a chaneo of getting out.

y .
Skimpole’s Literary
tWB understand that the whole of

writing another volume—ar part of

Directly nfter ten each evening he settles

completely forgets all about his prep., with

things do not appear to wun{ Huerbert Skim-
I

(Twig?) The engine (when -
working) turns the back wheel round, and -

engine runs on petrol, although there are .

1

Skimpole went ping away at his
writer without looking at the result,
which was startling.

come, nnd prep. may go (to the wall), but the
immortal treatise upon Balmylsm goes on lor
ever.

Skimpole Intely invested in a typewriter—
one of those portable aflairs—to wid him in
speeding up the rate of production. He
wrestled with the intricacies of the nll' aratus
for a long time, as Skimmy is terri IP" tlow
ut learning about anything that doesn’t end
in * ism ™ or * ology,” and the nction of the
writing machine purzzled him fearfully.

The first attempt he had at mastering it
produesd something that might he rezarded
as a sentenee written in some foreign and
unknown language,

It was something like this:

“ ghe {Irs t P4INY 6P1 ELo fb@Lmyl sma
Lialdd 0w nbt T{e!Reas.™

Skimmy went tapping away withont looking
at the result until he had reached the end of
the first Hne, and when he looked up he
nearly had a stroke of paralysis. He ot once
senl the maching hack to the agents, pointing
out that they bad seut him the wrong type.
He explained that hie desired to write in Eng-
lish, wherens the machine they had supplied
had evidently heen designed for the writing
of Russinn or Choetaw,

The people returned the typewriter with the
suggestion that possibly the peeullar resuit
was doe to the inexperience of the operator,
and advising him to make another attempt.

Skimpole settled down to read the hook of
instructions again.  The savant of the Shell
hins o fixed ldea that theory is all that
matters, und that skill and proficiensy i
everything may be obtained by reading hooks
upon the subject and by applying super-intel.
ligence to what he calls a * mastery of the
fundamental principles.” If he wantel to
learn to throw o ericket-ball stralght he
would settle down to a study of dynandes,
trajectory, and the thcory of the fiight of pro-
jectilez, and then work out the probahle
course of the hall as a parabola on graph
paper, after which he would be eatistled that
hie had suceceded even If he'd vever had a
erickei bafl In hizs hamd.

He tried that method with the typowriter,
and by the thme be'd tinlghed reading he must
have known pretty well all there wis to know
about typewriters, But he was as fur ¢l as
ever from belng able to work one.

At that point he decided that it would be
a good ides to practice, =0 he started ol

The first evening was enough for Gare, whao
refused to stand the clicking nolse in the
study. So Skimmy had to give up his
machine, with many protests that Gore was
arresting the mareh of projress by Lia e
tolerance, which didn't worry Gore woith
talking nhout.

%o Skimmy lias gone baek to -hia pen and

Ink, with which he turna ot some tweuty
hects each evi v An Gore dostroys thesin |
the next duy 1 4 ot pecessitate nuy in-

alenlation to detern
great treatise will he

volved mathooe
exnot!ly when SKimny's
Foadly  for pmbllention.

Tz Gra Lisrany—No. 754,



12 “ THE REFUGEE AT HIGHCLIFFE!"”

«GUSSY AT GREYFRIARS!”
(Continued from page 9.)

fags' delinquency. He fully expected to hear incriminating
remarks concerning that mysterious outrage of the night.

““The silly old ass!” Wally was remarking.

Mr. Selby's eyes glinted green. So that was the way
D'Arcy minor alluded to his Form-master, was it?

“ Awful duffer!" said Reggie Manners.

“Thumping chump!” said Levison minor. ’

“Here, you fags mind what you're saying!" said Wally.
“None of your cheek, you know!"

“Well, you've been calling him all sorts of names your-
sell,” said Manners minor. .

“'Well, T can if I like, but you're not going to,” said
i I krow that.

D'Arcy minor, “Of course he is an ass.
Still, he's always been jolly decent to me. and you
fags aren’t going to call him names!”

“Rot!"” said Reggie Manners,

“Looll:'here. young Reggie—"

(IBM “i

Mr. Selby lislened, growing astonished. He did not

remember ever having been decent to D'Arcy minor, as
Wally phrased it. . . :

“I know where he is now,” continued Wally. “The Head
would like to know, but I'm jolly well not going to tell him!
T could put my finger on him, 1f I liked.”

Mr. Selby started convulsively. -

For a moment he supposed that Wally of the Third knew
that he was there, listeping surreptitiously. Dut the fags
did not look round: and it began to dawn upon Mr. Selby
that he was not, afier all, the subject of their conversation.
They were speaking of somebody eclse, as the Form-master
now began to realise. ! 2

“Where is he, then?" asked Levison minor.

“ At Greyfriars!"” said Wally.

“My hat! How do you know?" X

“T don't know ; but I'm pretty certain,” said Wally sagely.
“You see, he sent Blake of the Fourth a postcard from
FFolkestone, and said he was going to see some [riends. Well,
Folkestone's near Greyfriars. Gussy wouldn’t go all that
distance for nothing. Depend on it, he's butted in al
Greyfriars," . . ;

“Shouldn't wonder!" said Levison minor.

Mr. Selby drew a deep, deep breath.

He understood now. )
It was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s escapade that the fags

were chuckling over; and it was Arthur Augustus whom they
were discussing.

THE COMPANION PAPERS'
SPEGIAL FREE GIFTS.

Next Week's Splendid List of Real Photos.

MONDAY.—In the “ Magnet " are pre-
sented TWO REAL PHOTOS of

T. CAIRNS (Glasgow Rangers
F.C.), and S. CHEDGZOY (Ever-
ton F.C.), who are two very famous
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G“ Not :f ‘word. of co:ilr:ré" continued Wally. bl { {.}id
ussy’s after an extra iday, we're not going to sel the
beaks on his track.”

“No fear!” said Reggie.

*Of course he’s an ass!" said D'Arcy minor. “I've often
told him so. He will get it in the neck when he comes back.
All the more reason why he should have a time while
it lasts, I know they'll welcome him at Greyfriars—very
likely get him put up there, you know. OFf course, the Head
will never think of that, or Railton either.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Selby backed away through the shrubberies. -

He had not heard the evidence he wanted to hear; indeed,
he was doubtful now about the justice of his suspicions.

Dut he had heard something else quite as interesting.

He krew where to lay his finger on the fugitive from
Sk Jim's now! D'Arcy of the Fourth was at Greyfriars
Sc{l\oolll! lenti 1 h

‘ally was evidently right on that point.
reflection convinced Mr, gelby of that.

The Third Form master was smiling as he walked out of
the Head's garden a little later.

His plans were already made.

As D'Arcy was not in his form, it really was no business
of Mr. Selby, but Mr. Selby was a gentleman who never
could mind {lis own business. The ﬁild and the House-
master were maturally very anxious to trace the fugilive
from St. Jim's so was the Fourth Form master. They had
all failed. Mr. Selby was going to “bult in," and succeed
where they had failed.

He did not like Artbur Auguslus personally; in fact, he
disliked him. Mr. Selby suffercd from indigestion and want
of exercise, and in consegitcnce he disliked. quite a large
number of people. Arthur Augustus was one of the number.

The thought of dropping his hand on D'Arcy's shoulder
at Greyfriars, and marching him off ignominiously, was quie
a pleasant one to Mr. Selby's bitler mind.

And it would be a triumph, to walk into the matter and
achieve an easy success, where all others had failed.

Mr. Selby had nothing special to do that afternoon. and
he did not object to a railway journey. if somebody was to
be made uncomfortable at the end of it.

A few minutes’

Wally & Co. were still eating toffee and chatling on the
fence, when the Third Form master walked out of the gales
of St. Jim's, and headed for the railway-station. The fags
little dreamed that their coreless talk had given a clue to
the St. Jim's runaway, and that Mr. Seiby was speeding to
Greyfriars as fast as an cxpress train could carry him, to
Iny his authoritative hand on the shoulder of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, and march him back in ignominy to
8t. Jim's and punishment.

CHAPTER 7.
On the Wrong Track !
[ ELL caught!"
“Good man!"
“How's that 1"
The Caterpillar made a grimace.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey sent up the ball, and caught it
again in the palm of his hand.

D'Arcy was smiling cheerfully.

Ile had caught out the Caterpillar, and it was a wicket
down for Highcliffe. It had not been an easy catch by any
means, De Courcy did not give the field an easy life. But
Arthur Augustus had done it, and the Greyfriars crowd
cheered.

“ Man in!" said Courlenay, a little seriously.

His best batsman had fallen to Gussy's masterly catch, and
matters were looking grave for Highcliffe. It was a single
innings game; and Greyfriars were at for their
innings, while Highcliffe d taken 60 for nine wickets,
The sun was sinking in the west, the shadows of the old
elms lengthened round the sunny cricket field. On both
sides the game was well contested, it had been a hard and
fast afternoon for both elevens. The Cnlﬂz:lhr had done
well, and he had seemed quite set, with Smithson stone-
walling at the other end, and Courtenay had hoped to see him
:il?islln ngl out. Arthur Augustus had knocked that hope on

e head.

De Courcy smiled ruefully as he joined his captain at the
pavilion,

“Kick me, old chap!"” he said.

Courtenay smiled.

“You've done well, Caterpillar,” he said. * You couldn’t
help that catch. That £t. Jim's fellow is a good man in
the field.”

“Unlucky for us when he blew in!" sighed the Cater-
f:llnr. “Jolly glad to see him, but he's cost nus the game.

was beginnin' to be afraid that there wouldn't be light
enough to finish. But now—"

“Lots, I'm afraid !" said Courtenay.

L Well, they may pull it out of the fire yet,” said the
Caterpillar, “ Only ten wanted to tie. Go it. ye cripples!"
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Wharton clapped him on the back.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was out at last, and he walked back to the pavilion with forty runs to his credit.
“ Qood man !’ he exclaimed.
didn’t know we had picked up a rod in pickle for Highcliffe when you blew in, D’Arcy !

Harry
“ Ripping ! >’ said Bob Cherry heartily. “1
(See page 9.)

The Caterpillar tossed aside his bat, drove his hands into
his pockets, and strolled away. He had played up with
unusual vim that day; not because he was keen on cricket,
but to please his chum; and he had wanted very much to
help Highcliffe win. But the Caterpillar was a philosopher
in his way; and he did not allow the result to worry him.
He had little doubt that the tail-end of the Highcliffe
innings would soon peter out in defeat; and as he did not
want to watch that happy outcome, he strolled off the field.

“J say, old chap——"

“Dear old Bunter!” said the Caterpillar. “Fancy meetin’

ou! Race you to the gates.”

“J—I say—stop!”’

Nothing would have induced Billy Bunter to race that hot
afternoon, as De Courcy well knew. He started with long
strides, and Bunter dropped behind, and was left.

The Catervillar smiled genially as he stopped.in the old
gateway, and leaned on a stone pillar. He had'to kill time
till the Highcliffe innings ended, and he lounged contentedly
in the shade, ready, however, for another race if Billy Bunter
appeared in the offing.

His glance fell upon a rather thin, cross-looking gentleman
who was coming up the road.

“Gad! What a happy face!” murmured the Caterpillar.
“Man who enjoys life, and makes it pleasant for others—I
don’t think! Life’s full of worries, but it’s somethin’ not to
have a face like that!”

Somewhat to the Caterpillar’s surprise, the cross-looking
gentleman stopped at the school gates. He looked tired and
irritated. As he turned in at the big gateway, De Courcy
politely rdised his straw hat.

The cross-looking gentleman stopped. Probably finding
De Courcy in the gateway, he took him for a Greyfriars
junior. De Courcy, on the other hand, supposed that the
gentleman was a Greyfriars master whom he had never seen
belf(oril—that he was of the schoolmaster species was unmis-
takeable.

“YWarm afternoon, sir!” drawled the Caterpillar politely,
as the cross gentleman evidently had stopped to speak

“Yes, yes! Can you tell me where D’Arcy is?”

“D’Arcy?”’ repeated the Caterpillar.

“He is here, 1s he not?”

“A St. Jim’s chap named D’Arcy is visitin’ here, cer-
tainly !” said the Caterpillar, wondering why a Greyfriars
master, who had just come in, should be asking about the
visitor. .

“You have seen him here, my boy ?”

“ Yes‘77 -
“Ah! Very good!
said the cross-looking gentleman.

once !”

((Eh?”

“T have come for him,” explained the cross-looking gentle-
man. “1I shall, of course, explain things to your headmaster;
but I desire to make sure that the boy does not elude me.
Please show me where he is at this moment.”

The Caterpillar drew a deep breath,

He understood now.

This cross-looking gentleman was a St. Jim's master, and
he had come over to recapture the junior who had run away
from school.

A glimmer came into De Courcy’s eyes.

As the gentleman evidently took him for a Greyfriars boy,
the Caterpillar left him in his mistake. He had no intention
whatever of helping to hand over the fugitive of St. Jim’s.

The Caterpillar’s brain worked quickly.

“Ts D’Arcy here without ieave, sir?” he asked innocently.

“ He has run away from school.”

“Oh! And are you his headmaster, sir ?” :

“No, no! I am Mr. Selby, the master of the Third Form
at D’Arcy’s school. Pray show me where he is!”

Tre Gem LiBrary—No. 754.

Then there is no doubt about it?”
“ Pray take me to him at
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* Dear me!" said the Caterpillar. “I thought D'Arcy was
in the Fourth Form at St. Jim's."

“That is the case!" snapped Mr. Selby.

“T see. You are nol his Form-master, or his headmaster,
but just buttin’ in out of sheer kindness of heart!" said the
Caterpillar, with polite and smiling impertinence.

r. Selby frowned. )

“Take me to D'Arcy al once, or I will complain to your
headmaster, bey ! he snapped. P .

“It's a pleasure to oblige you, sir,” said the Caterpillar
urbanely. * Please come with me."

1le turned out of the gateway, and Mr. Selby followed him
in—still under the impression that it was a Greyfriars boy
who was guiding him.

IF'rom the crickel-field there came a roar.

“Well bowled !

“Good man!"

“ Gireyfriars wins!"”

The Caterpitlar made a grimace. The long-coniested match
had ended, and the Ilighcliffc innings hud petered out as he
had anticipated.  Bul the Caterpillar did not glance in that
direction, He wanted to keep Mr. Selby as far from the
cricket-ground as he ocould.

Arthur Augustus, all unsuspicious of the avenger on the
track, was there, and De Courcy could imagine his Eecllpgs it
this ill-tempered-looking gentleman suddenly collared him in
the midst of the cheering crowd.

Whether Arthur Angustus was ri%ht or_wrong in taking
I'rench leave from school, it was the Caterpillar’s intention to
stund by him, if he could,

[e led the way towards the School 1ouse,

Mr. Selby accompanied him without a suspicion thal he was
turning his back on the fugitive he sought. =

Near the School Ilouse door, however, the Caterpillar
swerved, and led his companion past the buildings.

*“Is not D'Arcy in the housa " snapped Mr. Selby.

“No, sir!  Will you come this way?" asked the Caler-
pillar politely.

“Yery well!” grunted Mr, Selby. )

“Caterpillar ! Frank Nugent of the Remove came culting
acrose.  * Your friends want you! The brake's ready!"

De Courey bit his [ip. Nugent glanced in some surprise al
the cross-looking gentlemnan, i

“Right-ho!" said the Caterpillar, recovering himself at
once. “Hold on a minute! 'I‘llj'nis is o master of St Jim's.
Ile has come over for some naughy boy who has run
away—""

“Oh!" gasped Frank. 5

“He wants (o see D'Arcy at once, and I'm guidin® him,”
explained the Caterpillar.

“Oh!" repeated Nugent. * But—— Oh, yea! I—I gee!”

With the eye that was farthest from Mr. Selby the Cater-
pillar winked at the Greyfriars I]uaiar. i

*“As my friends want me, I'd better be gettin® back,” he
said,  *“Would you mind guidin' Mr, Selby?"

“Oh, cerlainly !"

Nugent understood that he was to keep Mr. Selby occupied
04 long as possible, while the Caterpillar reached Arthur
Augustus and put him on his guard.

“We are wasting time !" exclaimed Mr. Selby, loudly and
angrily, “I command vou to show me at ouce where the
boy D'Arey is skulking ! "

“Go ahead, old bean!" said the Caterpillar to Nugent, and
he raised his straw hat politely to Mr. Selby, and departed for
the ericket-ground.

“This way, sir " said Nugenl.

And be led Mr. S8elby round the buildings, with the cheery
intention of keeping Mr. Selby on the march just so long as
Mer. Selby consented to foliow his guidance,

—_——

CHAPTER 8.
Up Against It !

“ "ARCY, old bean!" g (e—
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was standing with the
ericketers, chatding pleasuutly and cheerily, while

the Higheliffians, ready to depart, waited for the

Caterpillar,

* Yaas, deah boy?" said Arthur Augustus.

“We're ready to get off, Caterpillar I murmured Courlenay
in his friend's ear.

De Courcy only nodded to his chum, without answering.
ITe approached Arthur Augustus.

“Know a thin old bird at St. Jim's named Selby!" he
nsked,
. " Yuas.
in surprise.

“ Like to see him?"

“Bai Jove! No!"

“He's come!"”
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My minah's Form-mastah,” gaid Arthur Augustus,

“Come?" repeated Arthur Augustus blankly.

“Just that!" smiled the Caterpillar, * Lookin' for a coon
like you, you know!"

“Gweat Scott!”

Arthur Augustus gave a quick, alarmed look round. Mr.
Selby was aboul the last person in the world whom he desired
to see. .

Fortunately, the St. Jim's masler was not in sight. The
Caterpillar had tuken care of that, and now Frank Nugent
was taking care of it. At present Mr. Selby was on a voyage
of discovery which was not intended to lead to discoveries.

Harry Wharton's face became very grave.

“A master—come for you, D'Arcy !'" he said. * Then they
know you are here?"

“I weally do not know how they know,” said D'Arcy,
E{!rplexed. “I have certainly not mentioned it. Howevah, if

r. Selbay has come heah for me—— You are suah of that,
deah boy " ) . 3 i

** He asked me to guide him to you, and I guided him," said
the Caterpillar. ** I think T must have mistaken the direction,
because he's gone round the School House——""

“Ha, bha, ha!"

“ Where is he now #"" breathed Bob Cherry.

“T'other sido of the buildings, with Nugent leadin' him
on by his jolly old nose.”

“ Bai Jove I

“It seems Lhat you've run away from school, which was
naughty,” said the Caterpillar. “If you want to go home
with the Selby-critter, I'll give Nugent a whistle. 1f not——"

“Perhaps it would be better, D*Arcy,” murmured Wharton,

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I wefuse uttahly to go back with Mr. Selbay,” he replied.
“In any case, I should not allow him lo inlahfeah with me, a4
}1; is}ll-ml. my Form-mastah. It is like his cheek bultin® e
ike this!"

i “The cheekfulness is terrific,” said [Turree Singh. * Bul—
hugt—a=""

“ But " said Wharton.

“1f he speaks Lo the Greyfriars ITead, you will be handed
over," said the Caterpillar. * And you can’t punch Selby, I
suppose ?"

“Weally, he is askin’ for it, buttin' in like this. But, of
course, it would be howwid form to knock a Form-mastah
down. T shall have to dodge the interfewin’ boundah.”

“1f we can help——" said Hnrrg.

“Thank you, no, deah boy ! Selbay will yarn to your head-
mastah, and you would get into a wow."”

““Never mind that!"

“But T do mind it, deah boy. T did not come heah to get
my fwiends into twouble.” ~ D'Arcy glanced down at his
flanmels.  “T had bettah change and cleah off at once.”

Billy Bunter rolled up to the group, grinning.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

“D'Arcy's wanted,” said Bunter,
bird—"

“ Dry u !li

“He's just pulled Nugent's ear,” said Puntar, with a fat
chuckle. “I saw him, you know. T heard him say he
believed that Nugent was leading him in the wrong direction,
and was in league with the young rascal. Are you the young
rascal, I Arey?"

“Bai Jove!" .

“He's gone into the School House, and he's asking for the
Head,”" said Bunter, blinking at the dismayed group of
cricketers. *He says that D'Arcy has run away from school.
1 say, Gussy, old man, have you run away from school?
He, he, ha!" ~

Billy Bunter, still chuckling. was pushed aside as Frank
Nugent came racing up breathlessly.

“Took out!" gasped Nugent.

“He, he, he!” came from Billy Bunler.
Gussy! He's on your trail.™

“Shut up, Bunter!” roared Dob Cherry,

“He, he, he!”

“The fat's in the fire now !" gasped Nugent, ™ He tumbled
to it, Caterpillar. He had the cheek to pull my ear when he
guessed—"

“The impertinent old boundah!" exclaimed Arthur
Augustus indignantly. “I feel bound to apologise for him,
Nugent, deah boy.”

Frank Nugent laughed.

“Never mind that,” he said,
getting at the Head., No time to cul to waste.
hooking it?"

“Yaas, wathah!" .

“You could dodge him, and get back to St. Jim's on your
own!" suggested Harry Wharton, who could not help think-
ing that his own school was the best place for Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, in spite of the question of dignity that
stood between him and St. Jim'a,

“Imposs, deah boy!"”

“There's a grim old

“Look out,

“1le's in the house now, and
Are you
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“Then the only thing is to cut!” said Harry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Your clothes ” began Nugent.

“Cut in Frank’s flannels; the clobber can be sent on,”
said Harry Wharton hastily.

“Yes, do; that’s the idea!” said Frank at once.

“If you do not weally mind, Nugent—"

“Not in the least.”

“Tt is wathah imposin’ on your kindness, I feah—"

“Bow-wow !* No time to lose, you know.”

“Vewy well. I—— Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
broke off with a gasp as the Caterpillar seized him suddenly
by the arm, and fairly yanked him into the pavilion.

“Just in time!” smiled the Caterpillar. ‘ Gather round,
you fellows! Screén our merry guest from the Selby bird’s
ferocious eye !”

“Bai Jove! What——" gasped Arthur Augustus.

_l‘l‘Just spotted him bearin’ down!” explained the Cater-
pillar. o

“Oh cwumbs!”’

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round the doorway with
some of the Highgliffe cricketers. Some of the latter were
already in their brake, which was waiting close by the
cricket-field. All was ready for the Highcliffians’ departure
as soon as this strange affair left the Caterpillar at liberty.
But the Caterpillar evidently meant to see Arthur Augustus
through somehow.

D’Arcy peered out cautiously.

Mr. Selby was coming down to the cricket-ground with
long strides, and plainly he had a definite object in view.
Naturally, he had learned soon enough that D’Arcy had
played for Greyfriars that afternoon, and so he guessed that
he would be among the cricketers.

In fact, his first question in the School House had elicited
the information that D’Arcy was on Little Side.

If necessary, Mr. Selby intended to call on the aid of the
headmaster and the Greyfriars prefects to secure the runm-
away. Such a request could scarcely have been refused.
The Head would certainly have taken a serious view of such
an action as running away from school. But once he was in
the truant’s presence Mr. Selby could rely on himself, and
he hurried to the cricket-field to drop his bony hand on
D’Arcy’s shoulder, and lead him away.

Arthur Augustus jerked back his head, after peering out,
in dismay.

Escape was cut off now. 2

He could not emerge from the pavilion without going into
full view of Mr. Selby, which meant recapture, unless he
résorted to the really desperate expedient of knocking Mr.
Selby down. And that, though it might be thought of as a
last resource in extremity, was not really a practical pro-

position. Knocking Mr. Selby down was not, in fact,
feasible.

“Bai Jove! I seem to be cornahed!” murmured Arthur
Augustus.

“The cornerfulness is terrific!”

“Shall we—shall we collar him, and hold him while you
hook it?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Bai Jove! No.”

“1T say, you fellows, the old bird’s coming
Bunter.

“Shut up, Bunter!”

,“What on earth am I goin’ to do?” murmured Arthur
Augustus. But even in that moment of extremity the
polished politeness of the swell of St. Jim’s did not fail him.
“Tt is weally too bad to wowwy you fellahs like this. I can
only say I am awf’ly sowwy.”

“Rot!” said Bob cheerfully. “The question is, how are
we going to keep you out of the beak’s claws?”

“Yaas, wathah! But—"

My move!” drawled the Caterpillar.

"“If you’ve got a wheeze cough it up quickly !’ said Harry
Wharton. “He’s elosing in.” g

“We're just goin’ back to Highcliffe.” said,sDe Courcy.
“D’Arcy can get into the middle of the crowd of us, and
get into our brake—"

“Bai Jove!”

“Lucky he’s in flannels. He won't be noticed in a crowd
of us. Keep your head down, Gussy, and put your eyeglass
in your pocket. Somebody else can start munning the other
way, and give the Selby bird the impression that D’Arcy is
bolting for it.”

““Oh, gcod!”

"“““Good old Caterpillar!”

“But,” ejaculated D’Arcy, “it may mean twouble for you
chaps—"

"“Dear man, we thrive on trouble,” said the Caterpillar.
“Trouble jolts the monotony of existence.
listen to your kind uncles!”

" “Yaas; but——"
“ Exactly. Come on!”
All the juniors at hand “caught on »’ at once, and played

P

squeaked Billy

Come on, and.

up manfully. The Highcliffe cricketers ranked round Arthur
Augustus, screening him, and at the same time six or seven
of the Greyfriars fellows went chasing round the pavilion, as
if in pursuit, yelling:

“Stop! D’Arcy! Do you hear? Stop! D’Arcy!”

Mr. Selby paused and glanced round.” He saw ‘a figure in
white—which was Squiff’s, as a matter of fact—vanish round
the pavilion, with half a dozen juniors shouting in pursuit.
He broke into a trot after them.

“Stop him!” he shouted. ‘Stop him, my boys! He has
run away from school! Stop him, and bring him to me at
once !”

“Now’s the time!” murmured the Caterpillar.

The Higheliffe crowd marched for their brake, with Arthur
Augustus in their midst. In a minute, or less, Arthur
Augustus was sitting low in the brake. with Highcliffians
crowded round him, and the vehicle was in motion.

T;le Caterpillar smiled as the brake rolled out into the
road.

“Qur win!” he remarked pleasantly.

CHAPTER 9.
Looking After Gussy !

R. SELBY grinned. It really was not dignified for
M a Form-master fo grin; but Mr. Selby was so
pleased that he did it.
Success was very gratifying.

He had followed that hot chase round the pavilion, and he
came on pursuers and pursued. A figur: in white flannels
was sprawling on the ground, and Harry Wharton & Co.
were holding him there, and also screening most of him from
view. It was, in actual fact, Squiff of the Remove who
was sprawled face down in the grass. But Mr. Selby did not
know that. b L

All he knew was that a junior in flannels had been ove:r-
taken and collared, and he did not doubt for a moment
that it was D’Arcy—whom these kind youths had collaved
to oblige him, and out of respect for authority and law
and order, and such considerations.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull sprawled over Squiff, and
Harry Wharton was clutching the back of his head, and
two or three other fellows were holding him, so that there
was really not much to be seen of Squiff. Which made it
natural, indeed, inevitable, that Mr. Selby should fall into
a little error on the subject.

“Got you, you bounder!” shouted Bob Cherry, as Mr.
Selby came breathlessly up. ‘“Got you all right!”

“The gotfulness is terrifie.” ; :

“You won’t run away again, you sweep!” -exclaimed
the Bounder.

“Hold him, my boys!” exclaimed Mr. Selby, hurrying up.

“We've got him right enough. sir!” said Harry Wharton.

“ Grooogh !” came from Squiff. :

The Greyfriars juniors were playing their part well—so
thoroughly, indeed, that Squiff was nearly suffocated. But
he was suffering in a good cause. Already the juniors
could hear the wheels of the departing brake, which was
bearing the St. Jim’s runaway to safety.

“J am very much obliged to you, my young friends,” said
Mr. Selby, with unusual graciousness. ““Do mnot let him
escape ; he has given his headmaster a great deal of. trouble !”

““ Has—has he, sir?”

“Tet him rise,” said Mr. Selby, “but hold him till T
have my hand on his collar; he is very—very elusive.”

Squiff began to struggle at that point, and all the juniors
were kept very busy for some minutes securing him again.
So Mr. Selby had to wait. Meanwhile, all sounds of the
Highcliffe brake died- away in the distance.

‘“All serene now !” murmured Wharton at last.

And the captured junior was allowed to rise to his feet,
very crumpled and breathless. Mr. Selby’s bony grip was
on his shoulder at once—but in a moment more it was
relaxed, and the St. Jim’s master stared and blinked at
Squiff in angry amazement.

“This is not D’Arcy I’ he exclaimed furiously."

“D'Arcy, sir?” repeated Bob Cherry innocently.
you think this was D’Arcy, sir?”

“D’Arcy !” said Johnny Bull. “Who’s D’Arcy ?”

“I'm Field, sir,” said Squiff meekly. “Thank you for
coming up and stopping these fellows japing!”

Mr. Selby gritted his teeth.

Whether these young scoundrels—for that was the expres-
sion Mr. Selby mentally applied to the heroes of Grey-
friars—had deliberately pulled his leg, he did not know;
but certainly they had wasted six or seven minutes of his
time, and in that interval Arthur Augustus D’Arcy might
have fled anywhere.

With his teeth set, and his eyes glinting, Mr. Seiby rushed
back to the pavilion.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a grin:

(Continued on page 19.)
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The Story of

READ THIS FIRAST.

JIM READY, a sturdy lad of fourteen,
Liaving seen his Iast friend laid to rest, is
feft all alone in the great world of chance.
He is leaving the cemetery gates, when he
butts up against

A KINDLY STRANGER (Jobn Lincoln),
the priocipal governor of the great school of
5t. Beowull's, who bad been watching him at
the funeral.

The two walk along the road together, and
Jim tells his npew-found friend that he
intends starting work at the brickfelds in
Dennington.  The stranger smiles, and tells
Jim it is education he needs first. He then
withdraws a piece of paréhment from his
pocket, and, after signing it, hands it to
Jim, It is a free pass into the great school.
Jim is to take his chance as a Lincoln scholar
at St. Beowull's.

Jim gets a warm receptioa from the bullies
?[ the school, but the decent fellows welcome
him,

He finds a friend in Wobbygong, a plucky
Ind from Australia, and the master of a pet
kangaroo, Nobby, Wobby 15 giving a lantern
show, when Nobby makes a bolt out of the
window. The boys follow by the =ame exit,
and mounting some hunters on which the
scholars of St. Beowuoll's are put through
the riding-school, they chase and capture
Nobby.

Ou their return to 5t. Beownlf’s, they find
that burglars bhave broken into the school.
The rufians are captured, Wobby com-
mandeering their ear and bhidiog it In the
Haunted Barn.

Wobby wext learns of the scoundrels’
intentions of smugeling their ill-gotten gains
out of the country by a fishing-smack.

“Then the Mfishing-smack won't get her
cargo, Wobby!" says Jim Ready, smiling.

(Now read on,)

—_——

Back to School !

€« ET your life she won't!"” replied
Wobby calmly. “But there's some-
thing else going to happen.”
= “What him?¥" asked Lung.
“We are going to get that fishing-smack
and board her,” replied Wobby calmly.
His chums stared at him.
“Catchee fish junk?" demanded Lung, In.
eredulous tones. 1
“Why not, Chinkey?" asked Wobby.
“They murder us!™ said Lung.
“What does that matter?” usked Wobby

casually. “We are not s0 easy to murder as
all that, Think of the glory of it all if it
comes off! We take the bags and fill them

with old bricks, we get aboard the lugger and
cateh the rascals when they are not ex-
pecting it, and we sail the fishing.craft into
Barham TPort, a prize of war. Won'l the
coppers be mad when they find we've done
it all, You just leave it all to me, boys*”
udded Wobby. “I'll see you through! Now
we'll get, or we'll have old Blackbeard, the
pirnto&puttlns salt on our tails. I'll tell you
more of my dark plans anon!"

He led the way out of the Haunted Bara,
making for the school wall, which backed on
to the woods,
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Nobby was very tired now. He wanted to
sit down on his tail all the way, but his
muster showed how, if you jumped on
Nobby's tail, e would jump, too.

They dropped softly into the little sunk
lane under the school wall, Down here they
could hear voices. It was the doctor and

Blackbeard Teach and  Monsicur de
Blanquieres returning from the police-
station.

“Quick, boys!™ whispered Woblby. “Over
the garden wall, or we are undone!™

Swiftly bie climbed the wall, sitting astride
of it. Then he dropped his arms and grabbed
the weary Nobby by the forepaws., There
wasn't a '}ump lett in Nobby now; he was as
flabby as a spent catty. All the elastic had
gone out of him. His master havled him up
and dropped him gently on the safe side of
the wall. Then he helped up his chums, and
they dropped into safety as the doctor and
Blackbeard and Monsi de Blanquieres
came round the corner of the lane.

Luckily for the party, Monsieur was
making  such a mnoise with his excitable
chatter that neither heard the thump wlhen
the tired kangaroo was dropped to the
ground. They crouched in the shadow of the
wall and listened.

“Really a most remarkable lot of boys!”
the doctor was saying. “ Especially that
Australian boy, [ think he and young Ready
showed the greatest resource to-night. And
to think of him smuggling that absurd
kangaroo into the school, too!”

“1 believe that youtlh would smuggle any:
thing,” said the de voice of Blackbeard
Teach. “From the character that this Mr.
Frisky Smith and the policeman were giving
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him, ic seems that we shall need to keep our
ere on Master Wobby. The constable tells
me that Wobby came near braining him with
his boomerang to-night!”

“Ah, Monsieur de Teach!" exclaimed
Monsienr de Blanquieres. “You spik of zat
Australian boy, Wobbee! 'E's a cool 'aod.

'E is what you call 'im—some nuts—eh?”
The voices died away up the lane.
“Listeners never hear any good of them-

selves,” said Wobby philosophically. “If old
Blackbeard is going to keep his c¢¥¢ on me
I'm going to keep my eye on Blackbeard, or
he may get stepping through some of my
deep-laid plans., Come along, chaps! Wa
will be into schiool ten minutes ahead of the
doctor. Tread on old Nobby's tail and make
him hop !

They made their way to Dormitory No. 1.

There was no attempt made to put the
worn-out Nobby back in his sack. He was
put into the box-room with a pile of holdalls
and odd garments for a bed, and be showed
no disposition to move.

“He wants food!™ said Wohby, “Let us
Paﬂv‘e the remnants of the feast for the poor
ad!"

He fed Nobby with bizcuits, jam-pulfs, and
quarters of orange. Then he rubbed his legs
with embrocation.

The dormitory was buzzing with excite-
ment, wanting to hear all the exciting news
of the pigiht: but Wobby was taciturn, and
wonld tell them nothing.

“1t's getting on for davlight, boys,” he
said. “Blackbeard must be cruising about
somewhere in the offing. OGet into far
bye-byes, and I'll tell you as much as it is
good ror you to know to-morrow morning.™

Wobby rolled into his own bed, and pulled
the clothes over his head. Mz pretended to
go to sleep.

Blackbeard Teach came along presently,
and peersd into the dormitory to see that
all was quizt. There was not a sound beyond
the deesp steady breathing of the boys, sleep-
inz the sleep of health and innocence.

Now and then, from the hox-room, came
an dull, beavy thump. This was Nobby,
banging his great tail on the floor a= his long
hind legs twitched convnisively. The jam-
puffs he had eaten were not sgrecing with
the kangarco. He wus dreaming that he way
heing hunted over miles and miles of country,
and that he was being shot at with pistols.

There was one boy in that dormitory, who,
though pretending to be asieep, was wide
awake, his restless brain teeming with
schemes for the unearthing of half a dozen
caches of buried treasure, and the arrest
of a whole gang of intermational burglars.

Wobby was atill scheming when he [fell
asleep, hugging beneath bLis pillow that
precious pocket-hook which contained all the
plans of the enemy.

The Signal for Help !

IM READY was bewildered by the swilt-
ness with which he settled down in
8t, Beowull's School.

Generally be found everyone ready
to help him and chum with him. But there
were exceptions to the rule.

Slurk, with his gang of bullies,

Mudd,
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Todeson, and the rest, had marked him down
28 their prey, and now and then from these
there was a sneering whisper of “Towney
cad!” as he passed them.

He soon found, though, that as a Lincoln
scholar he had powerful supporters. “Touch
me and you touch the lot!” was the motto
of the Lincolns, and Jim knew that the
magic ery of “Lincolns ahoy!” would soon
bring the Lincoln scholars buzzing to his
Tescue.

But he had no desire to shout “Lincolns
ahoy!” without’ very good reason. :

Then, again, he had Wobby, the Australian,
for a chum, and Wobby, with his lawless
good humour, was a personage to be
reckoned with. The bullies had evidently
decided between them that Wobby was a
fellow to be left severely alone, or, if pos-
sible, to be coaxed into their gang.

So, having made a false start with him,
%hey started off on the other tack, flattering
him over his exploits of the previous might,
and affecting to take a great interest in his
tame kangaroo, which had been bedded down
with a vast quantity of hay in the doctor’s
stable.

Here the kangaroo made himself very
happy in a loose box, hopping round, sniffing
at the rails, and occasionally jumping up to
the great enjoyment of the Lower School kids
who swarmed to the stable to see this mew
curiosity.

Wobby soon showed himself wise to the
move of the bullies.

“That gang o’ smoogers are very polite to-
day!” he remarked to Jim. “They are a
two-headed lot, ready to face about where
the meat is; but I'm nix for their push,
though they’d like to make the white-
headed boy of me. It makes me sour to
hear that tug, Slurk, skiting on that he’s the
king pin of the school, when anyone can see
that he and his crowd of stiffs are no more
than a crush of larrikins, if you take ’em
apart. And I dom’t like that mnigger,
Washington Smith, either—the one they call
Jack Johnson. You watch out for that
nigger, Jim, my son,” added Wobby.
“They’'re schooling him on to make a mark of
you. He’s as stupid a Jim Crow as I've ever
struck. If he comes for you, kick him in
the shins for a start. It’s no good hitting
a nigger’s head. Then send up a signal of
distress.”

“What do you mean, ‘a signal of distress,’
Wobby?” asked Jim.

“This,” replied Wobby, drawing from his
pocket a small, red-painted object with a
short fuse, like a bomb. “That’s a maroon,”
he said modestly. “Home made, it is.
There’s six ounces of the best black gunny
tied up tight with string, and when she
goes, she goes with a bang. If that nigger
gets after you, set a light to that, drop it
somewhere mear him, and he’ll think he’s
blown into the middle of next week. It’ll
make a bang that will bring me on the spot,
and if I don’t make him wish he was back on

thie old Swanee River, where he was born, my'}

name ain’t Wobby !”

Jim took the maroon from his chum,
greatly amused at the novelty of the idea.
He had never heard of signalling in this
fashion for assistance against a bully.

None the less, he did not underestimate
the powers of Jack Johnson.

Jack was a hefty great nigger, nearly six
feet high. He said he had been a prince in
his own country, but Wobby said that he was
only a Barbados nigger whose father had
made a fortune in sugar plantations and
selling second-hand clothes.

“Yaw! That stif a prince!” exclaimed
Wobby. “Why, he’s just a buck nigger, and
goodness knows how he got into the school,
unless he came here as an object lesson.
Mark my words, Jim, he’s out for ‘mischief !
Those Slurkites are egging him on to stoush
you, and he’s mad to show them that he
is one of the boys!”

Jim laughed. He was not very much afraid
of the big nigger.

“Got any matches?” asked Wobby, who for-
got nothing. ;

“No,” replied Jim.

“Then what’s the good of my signal
marcon if you haven’t got any matches?”
asked Wobby. “Here’s a box, and mind you
take care of them! Youll want that
maroon before you have done.”

Sure enough it was not long before Jim
had need of his signal.

It was a half-day holiday, and his chum,
Stickjaw, had volunteered to show him all
round the great school, with its rambling
buildings and outhouses.

Instalment of this Magnificent Serial Next Week!

Originally .a monastery, St. Beowulf’s
covered many acres of ground, much of it in
fine school buildings ancient and modern,
much of it in queer walled gardens and
paddocks, surrounded by high stone walls
rising to twenty feet.

It reminded Jim df some ancient fortress,
with its many ramifications and ifs many
courts, some of which had been herb gardens
in the -days of the old monks, who, according
to history, had made a sort of patent
medicine factory of St. Beowulf’s.

These queer courts all had their names.

There was the Rat Pit, the Slaughter House,
the Hole in the Wall, Sloper’s Island, and
the Fag Yard.
- In some of these queer, unroofed squares
were tennis courts and fives courts, but they
were not used much by the boys, who pre-
ferred the magnificent playing fields.

Jim was mostly interested in the Rat Pit,
which lay next to the Hole in the Wall court.
The Rat Pit was entered by a great heavy
gate, and the only communication between it
and the Hole in the Wall court was a small
hole in the thickness of the wall, surrounded
by square-cut masonry.

This was really the old leper’s squint, for
Hole in the Wall court had once been the
site of the ancient church of St. Beowulf’s,
and the Rat Pit had been the courtyard of
the lepers’ hospital, when leprosy was still
a dread scourge in England.

In the Napoleonic Wars this place had been
a prison for French sailors, who had left neat
inscriptions and clever carvings in the
stone.

It was these inscriptions which aroused
Jim’s interest, and he started to decipher
them with care.

“Oh crumbs!” exclaimed Stickjaw, who
hated anything of an improving or educa-
tional character. “You go on reading your
old inscriptions. ‘I'm going to buzz round to
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the tuck-shop. I want to read the label on
a pop bottle. That’s more my line!”

Jim was left alone in the Rat Pit. He was
eager to learn all about this wonderful old
school of which he was now a scholar, and he
carefully studied all the inscriptions within
reach. Somehow or another he had managed
to pick up a fair knowledge of French.

He climbed the wall to get a nearer reading
of the inscription of Alcide Maret, boatswain
of the Irench frigate, Alcestic, and a
prisoner of war, when the clang of the great
gate of the Rat Pit made him look round.

The nigger, Jack Johnson, accompanied by
Slurk himself, had entered the gate.

0dds Against Him !

HERE was an old chain and staple
attached to the great oaken door,
and into this Slurk slipped a new
padlock. His face showed an evil

smile as Jim, clinging to the wall, looked
down on him.

Hallo, young Towney cad!” said Slurk,
looking mp at his victim. “So we’ve caught
you at last! In the Rat Pit, too!”

«yYaw-haw! Yaas, we hab cop you at las’,
Mister Town cad!” said Jack Johnson, his
great, blubber-lipped mouth opening like a
letter-hox, as a grin spread over his face.

Jim took a glance round. He was indeed
caught. The stone walls of the Rat Pit were
at least twenty-five feet high, and there was
no chance of climbing them. Higher up,
where the mortar had weathered out between
the stones, the masons had been at work, and
had filled every crevice with cement. There
was no chance of climbing up and dropping
on to the roofs of the outhouses beyond.
The Rat Pit was a couple of acres in extent.
There was plenty of room for the chasing of
the rat.

The two bullies advanced leisurely across
the great quadrangle. Jim was clinging to
the wall about nine feet up, his toes holding
insecurely in the spaces between the masonry.

«Come down out of that, young Towney
cad,” said Slurk. “It’s no good shouting to
your precious Lincolns for help. A bob pad-
lock has settled that. Now you are geing
through it. None of your kangaroos, efther,
this time!”

Slurk drew from his pocket a cob of rope,
a cob that was made of three-ifch tarred
hemp, with a hard Turk’s head turned in the
end of it. The nigger who always did what
Slurk did produced a similar cob.

« Aw-yow, yaas!” he grinned. “ We put you
t’rough it, Mister Town cad, suah as my

‘name am Washington Smith. We gib you

hiding you ’member plenty long
time. You no hab got kangaroo friend now!”

Jim looked down on the two bullies. He
could not hang where he was much longer,
for already his fingers were stiff and cramped.

With a sudden bound he leaped back frcm
the wall ovér their heads; and reached the
ground, awkward as the backward jump was,
without losing his footing. -

Jack Johnson turped and made a dash at
him.

Jim, remembering Wobby’s advice concern-
ing the thickness of niggers’ heads in geyeral,
and the touchiness of their shins in particular,
landed the nigger a hearty kick on the shin,
with the most surprising results.

He was wearing his heavy boots, and the
kick was a good one.

piccaninny

The two bullies
advanced upon
Jim, who was
clinging to the
wall, his toes
holding in-
securely in the
spaces between
the masonry.
“ Come down
out of that,
young Towney
cad!” cried
Slurk.  You’ve
got to go
through it
now !¥
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Jim marked his fal-
len cob, and raced
down on the unhappy
son of Ham Ilike a
whirlwind.

Jack Johnsom was
still standing on one
leg, raising his moan.

Jim swept down, and
grabbed the  [fallen
colt, gave Jack =
hoost that sent him
crashing to the

ground, and avoided
Slurk’s  outstretched
hand with a swift
duck.

“Yon young devil,

Il kill you!" panted
Slurk.

Jim felt better now.
He had almost put
one of his enemies
out of action, and he
was armed. If Slurk
conld cob be conld
cob,

Slurk had stoped by

the fallen nigger.

“Thera was a blindin
which echoed throug

towards m.
mendous ban

Suddonly Jim's hand flew up, and Slurk and his friends
caught a %I.Impn of a red object flying through the alr

t flash, and a tre-
the high walls of
the Ret Pit, like the explosion of a shell.

“Get up, you roi-
ter!” he howled,
angrily kicking the
nnhappy Jack John-
SO0, “You are a
bheauty, you are. You

Jaek Johnson, standing on one leg like a
stork, let ont a desolating hiowl,

“Yow-ow!" hie moaned, giving forth a great
\ “My laig! Ow my lnig! He hab broke
my lalg!”

He dropped his rope cob in his anguish,
and Jim saw this as he dashed off with Slurk
in swilt pursuoit.

Jim had taken sparingly of dinner that day,
but Slurk had tocked into beefsteak pudding,
followed by several helpings of plummy
Spotted Dlek. Further, hie had been to the
tuekshop concocting his plot, and there had
consumed all the crenm buns and stodgy
?woeu that he could get his ndmirers to pay

or,

The juniors were all flush of ensh at this, the
Leginning of Term, and Slurk hnd done pretty
well, He soon found, as he ehased Jim round
thie Rat Pit, that the Pit was a little too
large for his sport. Jim roced three yurds
ahead of him all the time, twisting and
dodging and avoiding corners in a style that
shiowed he would make a good forward for the
sehool when lis time came.

The fatal kiek on the nigger's shins was
still kzeping that gentleman busy. A nigger's
shiins are more vulnerable than his funny bone,
#o Juck Johnson had got pleaty to get nlong

with.

“Ow! My Inig! My Inig!™ he howled,
nursing bis hincked sbin in agony. *He win
nroke—my laig!"

sestesteteieetete il i s

: game ratting, and the
first time you get one you lay down and
howl!”

Jaek Johnson stumbled to his feet.

“If he'd kick my haid, 1 wouldn’t hab mind,
but he kicked my laig!" he grouned, as he
limped along.

“1'Il kick your other *laig " as well if you
don't come out of your trance and get into
the game!" growled Slurk, * Head the young
brute off, you sllly duffer!"

The chase commenced again, hut the steam
was out of the nigger.

Jim nimbly avoided 8lurk, and it eame to
Jack Johnson's turn.

“1 teach you to Klek my laig, yo' white
trash!"” yelled Jack Johneon, and, dropping
his head, he played the old dirty nigger trick
of butting like n goat, or, rather, like a
battering-ram.

Jim sidestepped that tremendous woolly
head and kieked again.

It wus a first-class kick this time, and a
dismal howl went uwp [rom the nigger as he
rolled on the ground.

“Law sakes! He hab Kick my udder laigt™
Iie moaned. “Ow-wow! Dis niggzer am Killed!™

Slurk had eome to a stund, panting and
pufling.

woolly

on headed ass!™ e exelaimed
wrathfully, * \\'hy coulidn’t you entel him ™
“Wow!™ howled Juek John=on. * Ty

time dat [ go to cateh him bie Kiek my 1

Gift Number Early!

There were hammerings on the door and
yells of “Slarkey!”

The rest of the bullies had arrived to ses
u:l baiting of the poor helpless little Towney
cad.
Jim, with white face and gleaming eyes,
stood, cob in hand, at the far end of the high
walled enclosure. He knew that these
ruffians were zoing to put him through it,
but he meant to make a fight of it!”

“Open the gate, Slurkey!” ealled the voices
outside. us in to see the fun.”

“Wait a moment!” called Slurk, glancing
at Jim with an evil grin. “We've got him
safe, chaps, but he takes a bit of catching.
The Rat Pit is too large for the rat. We
want a few more terriers!”

He unlocked the gate, and his crowd of
followers entered. including Todeson, Sponge,
and Mudd, Pretty well the whole clique were
there.

“Now we ought to cateh him between ua,
boys!” shouted Blurk. * Never mind thot
nigger. He's only been hacked, and he don’t
like it!"

Jim's hand went to his pocket. WWe had
aimoat forgotten the marmon, Swiltly he
struck a mateh and applied it to the shork
length of fuse.

“What's he up to now?” grumhiled Slurk as,
with his crowd, he advanced on that belpless
little figure.

Suddenly Jim's hand flew up

Slurk and his frieuds bad a glimpse of a redl
chjeet like a ericket ball fiying through Lhe
air towards Lhem.

There was a blinding flush aml o tremen-
dons bang, whichi echoed through the high
w.'\llllu aof the Rat Pit, like the explosion of o
shell.

The bullies jumped fn a mass from the
ground and raced back.

At first they thought they were killed to a
man; then they saw the puff of blue smoke
which floated through the still air of the
t Pit, and al=s the red torn envelope of
nted string that was smouldering on the
ground.

“The dirty yonung snarchist'”
“It's 4 bomb! Go for him, boys!

He made” a rush ot Jim, and that wvals.
heavy colt of rope whistled through the nir

He caught the welt of the cob on lus
shoulder, and it gave Lilm sampe idea of the
welght of this tarred hemp, He judged Mudd
to be the weakest In the second ling of bullics
anil went straight for him. bowling him over
and making theough the cordon.

Jack Johnson was still out of action, sitting
on the ground, shonting: *Oh, my laig!™ with
the tears coursing down his black cheeks.

Then the rat hunt started,

Jim gave them all u run for thelr money
IMe was playing for time now. If Wahby hadt
lieard the explosion of the maroon he would

b coming to Lia help.

{There woill be another grand long
instalment of this exciting serial in next
week's issue of the GEM.)
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“GUSSY AT GREYFRIARS.”
(Continued from page 15.)

“Dished !I"" murmured Bob Cﬁerrﬂ. y

“The dishfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Singh.
“The esteemed and ridiculous D' Arcy has departiully bunked
lttung1 ago.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled back to the pavilion. Mr.
Selby came out of that etructure, breathless and almost
raging. A good many Greyfriars fellows stared at him. It
struck them that this bony gentleman was making himself
very much at home on their cricket-ground.

““Where is D’Arcy?” raved Mr. Selby.

Nobody took the trouble to answer; in fact, the Grey-
frinrs fellows were clearing off the ecricket-ground now.
Mr. Selby, in a state of simmering fury, darted away for
the School House, to call on the assistance of the head-
master, *

That assistance was duly granted, and for half an hour
the Greyfriars prefects looked for the visior from St. Jim's—
more_or less thoroughly. They could only discover that he
cerlainly was no longer within the precincts of Greyfriars
School.

That much was nscertained beyond doubt; but in what
direction he had fled, nobody knew or cared to tell

The only satisfaction Mr. Selby received was an assurance
thut if lJ'.-trcy reappeared at Greyfriars, a telephonic message
should apprise St. Jim's of the fact immediately.

With L‘mt Mr. Selby had to be content—more or less.

But he was in a Hunnish mood when he started for the
cailway-station to return to 8t. Jim's—without a prisoner.

He had been very near to success, awfully mear it; but
a miss was as good as a mile,

Mr. Selby scowled ali the way back to St. Jim's, and gave
his fellow-travellers on the express the impression that he
wae a very ill-tempered gentleman—as he was. And when
he nrrived at St. Jim's and reported to the Head that
D Arey had been at Greyfriars, Dr. Holmes was glad to
voceive (hat much information, but his look showed that
hie was slightly surprised at AMr. Selby having taken it upon
himeelf to pursue the missing junior to such a distance.

And that was all the thanks Mr. Selby received for his
nfteinoon's work. The only good result of Mr. Selby's
j in fact, was the missing of that evening's prepara-
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tion in the Third Form room by the Third—which caused
the heartiest rejoicings among Wally & Co.

On the following day Tom Merry & Co. learned of Alr.
Selby’s journey and Arthur Auguslus’ nairow cscape.

Tom Merry chuckled. .

“Good!” he said. ‘‘1 was feeling rather sorry for Selby;
but now we can consider that we stumped him for going
after Gussy—we simply, paid him in sdvance!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" -

“But where is that awful ass Gussy nowi"

“Goodness knows!" :

And the whereabouls of the St. Jim's fugitive remained
a mystery to his chums and to his headmaster. Greyfriars
certainly was closed to bim since Mr. Sclby's visit; and in
what dircction he had turned his wandering steps ¢ould not
be guessed.

said Blako.

Arthur Aungustus D'Arcy, as a matter of fact, had not
travelled v r. ] 5

After the Highcliffe brake was well away from Grey-
friars, the swell of St. Jim's was prepared to take leave
of the cheery juniors who had rescued him from the
pursuer. But the Caterpillar shook his head.

“What we have. we h-'ld!" he said playfully. “You
can't go wanderin’ around in Nugent's cricketih’ things,
old bean. You're comin’' on to Higheliffe with us.”

“Bai Jove!”

“That's the programme!"” said the Calerpillar. “I tell
you, 1 shall only have to say a word to Mobby, and he
will fix it up. To-morrow I'll bike over and get your clobber,
old bean; in the merry meantime, I'll lend you some things.”

“But, deah boy—"

“\We shall take it very bally if you don’t put up at
Higheliffe to-night.”

“Bai Jove, if vou put it like that, old r:hxr—-—-"

“T do put it like that!” said the Caterpillar solemnly.

“Phen, if you can awwange it, deah boy, I will accept
vour vewy kind invitation with gweat pleasuah,” said Arthur
Augustus,

“Good man! .

The Caterpillar could—end did—arrange it; and that
night the St. Jim's wanderer siept the sleep of the just
under the ancient roof of Highcliffe.

THE END.

(Will Arthur Augustus be {racked down in his nete
hiding place ? De sure and vead next week's splendid
parn, entitled: ** THE REFUGEE AT HIGHCLIFFE!"
by Martin Clifford. Yow iwill find it a vollicking fine yarn.)
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\The S lims Porci Gallery|

HAROLD BATES, @ Member of

(Another Splendid Art Portrait Study Next Week.)

Tae Gy Lisrary—No. 754,



