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THE WANDERER’'S TIMELY RETURN!

(A Startling Icident in the Exciling. Grand, Long, Complete School Story inside.)




2 THE GEM LIBRARY,

isall yonpay forourlmmlady 8
ot gentleman's Mead " Marvel ™
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms, Built]
¥ to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
plated: richly enamelled, exqui-
sitely lined in two colours. Sent
packed free, carciage paid on
16 PAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Prompt delivery
X Money refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in  slightly factory
solled mounts. Tyres and
Accessories 334% below shop
prices. Buy dsrect from the
{!aclor:v and save pounds.
a4 seven-year-old MEAD

which had traversed 75.000 mile
beat 650 up.io-date machines
tiroke the world's record by, covering
B4.366 miles in 365 days is explained in
Gurart catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of ine
ation abost bicycles and
contains  gigantic photos
phs of our latest models.

MEAD CYCLE CO. (Ins.)
(Dept. BBOT )
Birmingham

ON EASY
TERMS.

Terms,

Ready to wear % & Lo measure,

¥/6 monthly. Tite tor I’nurm [o-d.q w have

all the new -h-du in Tweeds, Berges, sto. Fit and

wear guaranteed. Our Easy Terms allow you to dress

wall b:ndputng o little each month, Write or Patterns

mow and see what wonderful value we are giviag.
MASTERS, LTI.

24, HOPE STORES, RYE. Estd. 1869.

s VDURS Sor

. x l.'-.

gnn] |- more, balance may

be by 6 monthly ipstalments o .

20 . Guaran ;,'url‘ Chain

| offered Fraa with every walch. Cash
retprned in full f dwsatished, Send 1 /-

aow to Simpson’s Ltd. (Dept. 2 )

94, Queeon Rd., Brighton, 30-!

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

ﬁpue time Agents wanted. Cood remu-
nevetion. No outlay. Best makes only
supplied. Particulars Free. . . .

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds
DO YOU FLUSH OR GO PALE?

s NERVOUS?

T ow
You need not continne to go thn life hudulnpp.d wlmmd:“mtdmd
dlslbﬂltil 8 45 Meryous Timidily, Bashlulness, Blushing, Sell-conscious-
ness, Bhyness, Lack of Confidence, Insomnia, m You n?: cure your-
sell in 7 days by a ury simple home method, No hmni drugs. No
auto suggestion puing self-cure for either sex. rticulars

will be sent FEEE avaulv if you write, meationing TM Fe
UJd.D., 18, l&t

ROAD, BT, ANNE'S.ON.SEA.

&)

AR A MARVEL.—Tclescopo, Fleld, Sea,
g or Opera Glasses {adjustable to sult
all nights), Compass, Mirror, Burn-
ing, Reading, and Magnifying Uiissog,
all * 7.IN-1."" Black Motal,
Pocket, 4 ina, Novell tum nlon Iudoors or
A Out. Ouly 1/8, Post elight or Mc mcg
B Hack. Fres List of \u\‘r_l!lrl' Ete.—PAIN'
PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 94, H-nmgo

”ovlesa'r HOME-—E‘]"““"&...'”%H Honl g.l-:;-m“n

DEAN CINEMA ©€O,, f4, Drayton Avenue, Weast Ealing, LONDON, W.13]

Size, Cloaed for

BTAMPS.—GL5 varioties, 64., Including BAHAMAS, WAR, SURINAM,
WIGERIA, Drit. Brrhunnui::m Ecundor, ete, aU Switzerland, 4id. 100
diff. stamps, 6d4. 20 War, 6d. B0 Colonials l ,000 Moiuts, £d.—
JIMINEZ, éa Bushey l.[lll. Hoad, Cmbﬂwai

Tue Gex Lisrary.—No, 758,

FREE JIG SAW

(Value 37%6)
to users of John Knight's

FAMILY

(o ) SOAP

Application Forms
and full particulars
in every packel, of

all Grocers, Oilmen
- and Stoves. I

AUTOMATIC REPEATER
PEA PISTOL
(As dlustrated.) 25 Bbot,

Complete with Amuminition .. ..
Part Postage, #d.

28
Shots 1/=, Poatage 3d.
Extra Am-nnuiw 6d. per box.
Iiuetrated Catalogues Post Free.
GRACE & CO., 81, Weod Street, Cheapeide, Londen, E.C.2.
BE BIG —During the past ten I ve supplied our Girvaa
® Scientifle Treatmeat r Inﬂnl.llng the bhoight to over
20,000 students. Less than 200 have wrilm to say they bave not secured
all the increase they desired. 99 per cent, of swooessful m-lu is & wonder-
ful achisvement ealth and stamioa :rnu, improved. undar ‘Ghm

0. for particulars and our £100 guarantes to BA\QIJLRI Dlilv":. A
17, STROUD GREEN BOAD, LO N, K.4.
Far-
B.

STOP STAMMERING I gurgyovssslt s Lt

HUGHES, 7, BOUTHAMPTON EOW, LONDON, W.C.l.

OUT ON SEPTEMBER 1st.

DONT MISS
THIS WONDER-
FUL YOLUME
OF “THE

HOLIDAY
ANNUAL.”

PACKED WITH
SPLENDID
STORIES AND
BRIGHT
FICTURES.

ORDER A COPY AT ONCE!

Smaller Pattern, 17




Write and Let Me Know What You Think of These Splendid Stories! 3

A Grand, Long, Complete School Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s, telling how Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
in order to save his chums from a licking, returns once again to the old school.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
A Happy Prospeet for Two!

% OMMY’S wanted!”
5 I D’Arcy minor, of the Third, put his cheeky

face into Tom Merry’s study with that announce-
ment. He grinned cheerily at three rather worried-
looking juniors.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were. supposed to
be at prep; but they were not giving prep much attention.

Mgre serious matters than prep occupied their youthful
minds.

“ Wanted ?”” repeated Tom Merry, looking round at Wally
of the Third. “Who wants me?”

“Mr. Railton.”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Rub something on your paws, old biscuit!” said Wally
of the Third. “You're in for it! Railton’s got a glitter in
his eye that I don’t like. He wants Blake, too! I’ve told
Blake! Nice job for me, isn’t it, rooting round the house
hunting for you fags?”

And Wally of the Third walked away, whistling a shrill
whistle that rang—not musically—from end to end of the
Shell passage.

Tom Merry rose reluctantly to his feet. He had half-
expected that summons to his Housemaster’s study, and
wholly dreaded it. But now that it had come, there was
nothing for it but to face the music.

“ Booked !” he said, with a grimace.

“How the. thump does Railton know?” growled Monty
Lowther.

“He doesn’t know; but he guesses.”

“Keep as mum as you can.”

“You bet!”

Tom Merry left Study No. 10, and started for the stairs.
On his way he passed No. 6 in the Fourth, and at the door-
way of Study No. 6 three juniors were standing in rather
excited consultation—Blake and Herries and Digby of the
Fourth Form.

“Hallo! Here's Tom!” exclaimed Dig, as the captain of
the Shell came along. “D’Arcy minor’s told you?’

“Yes,” said Tom. “Coming, Blake?”

Blake gave a grunt.

“I suppose so,” he said. “A Housemaster expects a
fellow to come when he sends for him. Cheeky—but he
dees! Think he knows anything about our trip to
Rookwood ?”

“Looks like it !”

‘“ And—and Knox——

“Shorldn’t wonder. Keep mum, if you can, about Knox,”
said Tom Merry. “It’s all Gussy’s fanlt! When I see
Gussy again the first thing I shall do will be to punch his
silly nose!”

“Oh, won't I ornament his giddy features when I see him
again!” said Jack Blake, breathing hard.

“Better cut off,” advised Herries. ‘Railton hates to be
kept waiting. But I don’t see how he can know anything.
Mind you don’t give yourselves away if he doesn’t.”

“Teach your grandmother !” grunted Blake.,

Tom Merry and Blake went down the staircase together—
not in_the highest of spirits.

hey passed Knox of the Sixth in the lower passage, and
Knox gave them a vicious look. Knox had had a very
unpleasant adventure that afternoon; and Tom Merry and
Blake knew more about it than Knox did. They wondered
dismally whether he suspected.

”»

Tom Merry tapped discreetly al the Housemaster’s door,
and the two juniors entered the study. They found Mr.
Railton with a grim expression on his face. It was clear, at
a glance, that he was angry—very angry; and they could
only hcpe against hope that they were not the objects of
his wrath.

The Housemaster fixed his eyes sternly upon the two
juniors as they stood meekly before him. :

“Merry! Blake! I have sent for you——" Mr. Railton
paused. “ A short time ago I saw D'Arcy of the Fourth
in your company.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Tom Merry.

“I svas under the impression then,” said Mr. Railton,
“{hat that foolish and reckless boy, who has been missine
from school for so long, had repented of his folly in running
away, and had returned of his own accord.”

Tom and Blake were silent. That was exaclly the im-
pression they had wanted Mr. Railton to have, if all had
gone well. All hadn't gone well, however.

“Under that impression,” continued Mr. Railton, “T sent
D’Arcy to my study to wait for me. He escaped by way
of the window. This drives me to the conclusion that he
did nol return to St. Jim's of his own accord.”

“Hem !” murmured Tom Merry.

“This afternoon,” went on the Housemaster, “I sent
Knox of the Sixth to Rookwood, ithe Head having learned
that D’Arcy had taken refuge al that school. Knox brought
D’Arcy away from the school, He was taking him to the
station, when, according to his report, he was suddenly
attacked by a number of persons whose faces were concealed
by flour-sacks, and in the confusion D'Arcy escaped.”

“ Is—is—is that =0, siv?” stammered Blake.

“1t is so, Blake.”

‘“Hem !

“In those circumstance:, it was surprising o see the
runaway boy here later. If he had escaped from Knox.
with the intention of relurning and giving himself up, as
I supposed. the matier would not have been so serious. But
he has fled again; so it is fairly clear that he was compelled
to return to St. Jim’s. I saw him in your company. I have
learned that you two boys were absent from the school
the whole afternoon, and returned barely in time for
evening call-over. T wish to be informed whether you know
anything of this malter.”

< Hom "

“In a word,” said Mr., Railton, *were you aware thal a
Sixth Form prefect was being sent to Rookwood to fetch
D’Arcy, and did you go over to Rookwood yourselves "

Tom Merry and Jack Blake exchanged a hopeless sort
of look. It really was wonderful how Mr. Railton. jumped
to conclusions in this way. The trouble was that the con-
clusion he jumped to was the correcl one.

Mr. Railton waited for an answer.

“You had better be quite frauk,” he said at length. “I
think you realise that this maiter is more serious than
D’Arcy himself appears to undeistand?”

“ Oh, yes, sir!”

“Then kindly answer my question.”

The juniors exchanged another glance.

“ We went over to Rookwood, sir,” admitted Tom Merry.
“We—— It was a half-holiday, you know, sir, and we
thought we—we'd run over.”

“With what intention?”

“The idea was to get CGussy—I mean, D'Arcy—to come
back of his own accord, sir, instead of being yanked—I
mean, brought—by a prefect.”

Tat Gex Lisrary.—No. 758.
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“Very good,” said Mr. Railton.
blame you for that.
“Ve-e-es, sir!”

* After he had escaped from Knox?’
*“Ve-e-es, sir!”

“And he consented to return?”’

“ Well, we persuaded him, sir,” said Blake cautiously.
We—we—we managed to persuade him.” ;

“Certainly I should not
You saw D'Arey?”

¢ him.”-

*“You mean that he did not consent to return?’

““Well, as we had hold of him, sir, he—he couldn’t very
well object,” murmured Blake. “He came, anyhow. We
thought it was all right as soon as he was shoved into
your study, sir.”

“And_ the attack on Knox?” said Mr. Railton sternly.
“According to Knox’s statement. he was atlacked by six
or seven persons, disguised in sacks. He supposed that they
were {ramps, or footpads.- I think I shall b> nearer the
facts in supposing that they were schoolboys.”

“Hem !”

“Only you two boys, I think, went over to Rookwood 7"’

“VYes, siv; only us two.”

“You were members of the party that attacked Knox, and
enabled D’Arcy to escape from him ?” :

o Hem !5,

“I believe you have friends at Rookwood?” said Mr.
Railton. *‘The other members of the party, doubtless, were
your friends there ?”’ [=>0 ’

‘“Hem!”

“I require a plain answer, Merry

“Well, yes, sir!” said Tom desperately. “ We—we thought
it—it-would be better for Gussy to come back of his own
accord, so—so we helped him away from Knox, and brought
him back. Knox was the cause of the whole trouble in the
first place. - D’Arcy would never have run away from school
but for him——"

“That is neither here nor there, Merry. I have no doubt
your intentions were good !”” said Mr. Railton sternly. “ But
nothirg can excuse an attack upon a Sixth Form prefect—""

‘“Knox wasn’t hurt, sir.”

“Only frightened,” said Blake.

Mr: Railton coughed.

“It comes to the: sume thing. He was prevented from
carrying out his duty, imposed upon him by the Head.”

“ We carried it out for him, sir,” ventured Tom Merry.

“Not precisely, . Merry. If D’Arcy had returned with
Knox, measures would have .een taken to secure him.

197

Under the impression that he had returned of his own free

will, T sent him to my study, expecting to find him here when
I zame in. He escaped by the window in the interval. His
escape, and the fact that he is still a runaway from school,
are entirely duc to your intervention.”

Tom Merry and Blake were: silent. They had not looked
at it quite like that before; but there was no doubt that Mr.
Railton was stating the exact facts.

“You do not know where D’Arcy is now ?” asked the
Housemaster.

“No, sir; only that he’s cleared out,” said Blake dismally.

Mr. Railton compressed his lips.

“Very well,” he said. “You realise, I presume, the harm
you have done by your intervention in matters that did not
concern you? I am afraid that when the circumstances are
reported to the Head, he will decide upon administering a
very severe punishment. I scarcely think that he will con-
sider anythmg. short of a flogging adequate.”

. Oh ! ’

“You have yourselves to thank for it,” said Mr. Railton.
“You may go now.”

Tom Merry and Blake quitted the study. In the corridor
they gave each other a grim look.

“ A flogging !’ murmured Tom.

Blake sparred in the air, hitting at an imaginary counten-
ance there,

“If Gussy was only in reach !” he gasped.

The two juniors went back to their studies dismally. They
had acted for the best—so they felt assured. All would have
gone well if Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had been amenable to
reason. But he hadn’t been !

That evening, Tom Merry of the Shell, and Blake of the
Fourth, were the dismallest fellows at St. Jim’s. The thought
of the coming interview with the Head, and the probable
flogging to follow, haunted their minds. And their chief
desire, their most powerful yearning, was to get within reach
of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and punch his nose,

CHAPTER 2.
Any Port in a Storm,

AL OTTEN wajn !”?
The farmers wanted rain, and quite a large
number of persons dwelling around St. Jim’s

were glad to see it coming on. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. the ornament of the Fourth Form, did not share
their gladness.
TreE GeEM LiBrarv.—No. 758. -
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Arthur Augustus, not being an agriculturist, had no use for
rain—especially that evening. :

f it had been a warm summer evening, as really it ought
to have been, Arthur Augustus could have camped out in a
field, or rolled himself in hay, and passed the night fairly
comfortably. At all events, he helieved that he could.

But, with a steady downpour from a sky that seemed all
too liquid, such a proceeding was obviously inpossible.

So Arthur Augustus groused at the rain.

He was tramping along a lane which had been dusty, and
was now fast becoming very muddy indeed.

He was a good mile from St. Jim’s, and did not know
whether his unceremonious departure had been discovered
yet. He did not care much. He felt safe from pursuit in
the rain and gloom, and that was all he cared about in that
direction. 2

The adventures of Arthur Augusius D’Arcy since he had
run away from St. Jim’s had been many and various. Twice
he had come very near to capture, and to an ignominious
return to the school—and punishment. But his luck had
held good.

" When Tom Merry and Blake had brought him back from
Rookwood, and he was put into the Housemaster’s study, the
game really scemed up. But the lofty soul of Arthur Augus-
tus had risen to the occasion. He had escaped by the window.
Mr. Railton had found his study in the same state as Mrs.
Hubbard’s celebrated cupboard. But though he had eseaped

, once more, the runaway junior realised that matters were

growing desperate.

He was almost at the end of his cash resources, for one
thing. Arthur Augustus had rather vague ideas of the value
of money. But he was clearly aware of the fact that a fellow
couldn’t pay his way without pay, and that if a fellow
couldn’t pay his way, his way was likely to bristle with great
difficulties.

He did not care to venture into a railway-station near St
Jim’s, lest a ‘telephone message should have warned

| station-master to keep an eye open for him. Likewise,

he

lhe

price of a railway-ticket would have exhausted what remaified
of his cash.

So he “legged” it manfully.

But Arthur Augustus had had a tiring day, and he was
fatigued. ~ And the rain, haying once made up its mind to
begin, went on with a deadgr and increasing persistence. It
gave Gussy’s topper a thorough wash; it trickled over hi
elegant jacket; it even trickled down his noble neckSx3

Possibly, in those disheartening moments Arthur Augustus
thought of the warm and cosy study at St. Jim’s, of supper in
the study, and a circle of cheery faces, and his resolution
wavered.

But if it wavered it did not break.

He was satisfied that he had had good cause for retiring
from St. Jim’s in the first place. That good cause still
remained—as good as ever. And his motto was, “No
surrender !” ’

“Wotten wain!” murmured Arthur Augustus a dozen
times. “It weally might have kept fine! Where is a fella
goin’ to find sheltah? Beastly, wotten wain |” 3

He tramped on. He found himself skirting a brick wall,
over the top of which drenched trees shed liberal drops upon
him. He drew close to the wall and halted. It was some
slight shelter, at least. Arthur Augustis wiped his_eyeglass,
and jammed it into his resolute eye. Back to St. Jim’'s was
out of the question. But where was a fellow tg go? .

Then the fact dawned upen him that the wall against
which he was sheltering was the wall of Rylcombe Grammar
School.

At that hour the Grammar School was locked up. The
Grammarians were at prep in their studies. No light glim-
mered through the gloom to the eyes of the St. Jim’s outcast.

“Bai Jove! If those fellahs knew I was out heah in the
wain, they would wush to give me some sheltah !” murmured
Arthur Augustus, thinking of Gorden Gay & Co., of the
Grammar School Fourth. ;

He pondered for a few minutes. Certainly he did not want
to get Gordon Gay into trouble through befriending a fellow
who had run away from school. Arthur Augustus was very
particular upon that point. But a shelter from the rain—
somewhere to lay his weary head for the night—that was not
much to ask.

His mind was made up at iast. With the aid of a buttress
and a drooping branch, he climbed the wall, and dropped
inside.

There he peered round him in the gloom.

He could make out several lighted windows in the house
now, and a glimmer from the porter’s lodge. That gave him
his bearings. ‘

Tom Merry & Co. had been round and about the neigh-
bouring Grammar School often enough—for matches with
the Grammarians, or on friendly visits, or on warlike raids.
So _Arthur Augustus knew the lie of the land fairly well. _

He trod away quietly in the gloom, through the dropping
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round his refuge.
sheltah," he exclaimed, couragecusly.

Gordon Gay climbed up into the loft, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy followed.

Qussy’s heart sank a little as he glanced

It was extromely confined as to space, and it was dusty with the dust of years, ‘' Aftah all, it'sa
‘' L ean west heah till the mornin'."
said Qay, "“and make you up some sort of a bed."

‘“'We'll got you some of our camping stufl,”
(See page 7.)

rain, And the sight of a row of lighted windows—the
windows of the Fourth Form passage upstairs—comiorted
him, At that hour the fellows would be at prep in their
studies. If he could attract the attention of Gay, or Wootton
major, or Frank Monk, he was sure that he would be given
a shelter somewhere at last.

He stopped under the window of Gordon Guay's study, at
the end of the glimmering row,

He had a vague hope that Gay might look out of his
window, and then he wonld eall to him; but Gay was not
likely to put his Liead out of the window on a rainy night.
Arthur Auvgustus waited in vain. Onece or twice a shadow
moved across the lighted window,

.The Swell of St. Jim's groped at last, and canght up a
handful of gravel. It was the only way—at the risk of
attracting attention from others as well as Gay,

Clink, c¢ink, elink, elink!

The gravel rattled on the window-panes above, and Arthur
Augustus, dripping in the rain, watched “anxiously for the
outcome,

CHAPTER 3.
A Little Misunderstanding.

HREE heads were bent over the table in the study
belonging to Gordon Gay of the Grammar School
Fourth. The heads belonged to Gay himself and to
his study-mates, the two Woottons, major and minor.

All three of the juniors were busy; prep claimed their atten-
tion, Not that the merry Grammarians were specially keen
on prep. They weren't! But Mr. Adams, their Form-
master, had to be reckoned with; and Mr. Adams had an
exasperating way of expecting fellows to prepare their lessons
during 1he%wur and a half devoted to evening preparation.
And a Form-master, like & horse, likes to be siven his head !

So the three Grammarians were hard at work at Latin

})rmc—t:‘yinz to make a dead language live, as it were.
Uhey did not quite succeed in making it live, only in making
it give feeble signs of life. But they were content to miss
the beauties of the classics, so‘long as they did enough to
satisfy Mr. Adams in the morning. ordon Gay had
remarked to his chums, that, later on, when they went home
to Australia, they weren't likely to meet many Latins to talk
to—especially dead ones! Which was indubitably true. So
the cheery trio were quile satisfied to have merely a nodding
acquaintance with the language of Virgil and Cicero.

Nevertheless, the amount of know” »dge they were acquiring
needed work, and so they were naturally annoyed at an
interruption—especially such an interruption as the clatter-
ing of pebbles on their window.

Clink, clinketty-clink !

Gordon Gay looked up.

“What's that ?" he e;aculated,

“Some thundering ass lobbing slones at our window from
the quad!" said Harry Wootton. * Monkey and his lot, I
suppose,”

“The silly asses!”

Gay returned to his work, and there was a silence in Lhe
study, broken only by such remarks a: “Hang this stuff!”
"h\\'hcre'a the giddy dic,!” Several minutes passed, and
then:

Clink, elink, clink !

Gordon Gay breathed hard. Mr. Adams, who believed
in making his boys work, had given the Fourth a section
of Livy to prepare. Now, Titus Livius is not an easy author
al the best of times, Wilth some practical joker rattling
gravel on the study window all the time, Livy was harder
than ever, the task of disentangling what really happened
in the Carthaginian War from Livy's masterly prose became
next door to impossible,

Tue Gem Lisrarv.-—No. 758.
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C1f thal sitly uss doemn't chuck it—" breathed Gordon

ay.

“He is chucking it,” said Jack Woolton.

* What #" .

“The gravel, I mean.”

“You funny s:s! Go to the window and give him a yell,
instead of giving me potty jokes.”

. “ Keep your wool on, old top,” said Wootton major scoth-
Ingiy.

' Fathead! Give him a yell, or lob him an inkpot.”

Wootton major threw up the lower sash, and was about
Lo put out his head, when a dash of rain caught him. He
jerked his head back at once.

** Stop that larking, you eilly owi down there !" he reared.
And without waiting for a reply he slammed down the
window to keep out the rain.

It's raining,” he remarked, as he came back to the table,
“I"ancy a silly aes etanding out there in the rain to lark
with us.”

“Hopa he'll catch cold!” growled Wootton minor.

The three Grammarians resumed their task. But barely
a minute had elapsed when the clinking of gravel started
on the panes aguin,

It was too much! The Grammarian trio started to their
feet, breathing wrath and vengeance,

“Can't stand that!” said Gay. “If the funny merchant
won't stop, we'll jolly soon stop him.”

*Yes, rather!”

Gay strode out of the study with his chums at his heels,
The house was locked up, and there was no egress to the
suad by the School House door. But that did not stop the
three chums, They concluded, as a matter of course, that
they were being ragged by a Fourth Form fellow of the
Grammar School—at all events by & Grammarisn—who must
have got out by a window. Gay hurried downetaire with his
comrades, and turned into a dusky passage near the Form-
1'5;0:1:7. and stopped at a window. He cpencd it softly and
«ilently.

“I say, it's jolly wet outside !” mumbled* Wootton minor.

“Run_back quick and wrap rself in cotlon-wool ! sug-
gested Gordon Gay sarcastically,

. Oh, rats ! £

“Well, follow me out, then, and keep quiet. We'll rush
that ass before he knows what's happening, and jolly well
m[}éﬁ::].lig the mud.” |

“He must be pretty wet by this time, anyhow, and a little
wetter won't hurt! Never heard of such a silly game. Come
on .

Gay climbed over the sill and dropped outside. A gust
of rain eaught him, and he gasped,

“Oh, my hat! It's wet!” stuttcred Wootton major, as
he followed.

“ Rain often is!” remarked Gordon Gay, stil] sarcastic.

“Oh, get on, old chap, and doa’t give us any sare. Yon
talk too much.”

*“ Fathead !

After that exchange of compliments the Grammarians
started, keeping close to the School House wall, till they
reached the corner. Turning the corner, they sighted the
row of lighted study windows above ; and below Gay's window,
in the rain, still a dim figune, in the very act of tossing up
another handful of gravel,

“That's the merchant!" murmuwed Gay. “Can’t make
:_:Ifmlf‘-ut. Monkey, I suppote, or Lane ov Carboy! Rush

im!

“You bet!” chuckled the two Wootlons together,

Chiok, clink. elink!

The gravel rattled on the study window above, and as the
pebbles fell back there came a rush in the dark, and the
three Grammarians collared the shadowy figure,

“Oh!"” came in a startled gasp,

Bump !

The dim form went down—hard !
darkness, and there was a howl,

“Roll him over!" chuckled Gay,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yawoooh! Gwooogh! Oh, ewwmbs!” howled Arthur
Angustus, in utter dismay and consternation, as he was rolled
in soaking gravel. “Stoppit! Yoop! . ewikey I

“My only hat!" stuttered Gordon Gav. *It's a St. Jim's
chap! T know that toot! It's the giddy one and only!"”

“D'Arcy I" howled Wooltton major,

*“Give him another !

" Bai Jove! Welease me ! Oh. you awful wottahs ! Yoop !"
howled the swell of 8t, Jim’s, as he struggled in the grasp
of the Grammarians,

“Fancy a silly ass comin
jape like that!” gasped Harry Wootton.

sson.” L

“Yes, rather !” )

" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-wooop !" wailed Aithur Augustus.

‘““Ha. ha, ha!l”
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A silk hat flew into the

a mile in the rain for a_silly
“Give him a

“Hold on!” exclaimed Gordon Gay suddenly. “It’s joll
odd. I heard from some of the St. Jim’s chaps that n'ﬁ;
ha‘asll_;u'n away fl::c“l: school 1" s

e's come A t's clear!” grinned Wootton major.
“Give him another roll.” e s

“You feahful wottahs—"

“That will do!" chuckled Gordon Guy. “Let him sit up

take notice. Think you'vo had enough, Gussy?i”

“Yow-ow-ow!"” gas Arthur Augustus breathlessly. He
struggled to his feet. “You ut'ah wottahs!”

“Shouldn’t come over herc japing us at prep,” grinned
Weoiton minor. “Feeling rather wet, old bunny?” °

“Gwoogh! I am feahfully wet and mudday. Gwoogh !”

“Ha, ha ha!”

“I did not come hesh to jape you, you uttah wuffians!™
excluimed Arthur Auvgustus, in brea wrath and indigna-
tion. “l was twyin' to attwact your attention, to ask you
for sheltah for the night.” 3

*“Oh, scissars!”

“But now you have acted like feahful wuffians, I wefuse

to do anythin’ of the kind. I wegerd you as feahful wottahs!
Go aud eat coke !
_ And Arthur Augustus clutched up his drenched hat,
jammed it on his noble head, and marched off, full of wruth
and dignity. And Gordon Gay (& Co. stared after him in
blank astonishment.

CHAPTER 4,

A Lodging for the Night,
“ Y only Aunt Belinda " murmured Gordon Gsy,
He blinked at the retieating figure of Arthue
Augustus D'Arcy. He was too astonished to do

4 anything else, for a moment or two. But as the
swell of St. J’fm's was disappearing into the rainy gloom,
Gordon Gay roused himself to action.

He made a sudden rush in pursuit of the St. Jium's junior,
and overtook him, clutching him by the shoulder.

*“Gussy, old bean—"

“Welease me, you feahful boundah!”

Gay jerked him to a halt. .

“Can it, old bean—can it!' he said soothingly. *“Wae
thought it was a j:ﬁz, honest Injun. Mean to say you're
really looking for a shelter?”

“I was lookin' for a sheltah, Gay,” answered Arthur
Augustus, with calm Jdignity.

‘;‘ﬁ heard you'd run m\raf fron: school,” said Gay, a.lmimg
at bim in the gloom, greatly puzzled.

“You were misinformed, deah boy.” -

“Then why aren't you at St. Jin's now " asked Gay,

“T have wetired with dignity fwom the scene, until I shall
weceive justice fwom my Housemastah,”

“Oh, I—I see! You haven't run away, only bunked!” said
Gay humoronsly.

“Weally, Gay—" )

“But if you're in want of shelter, you've comne to the right
shop,” sni(‘vlho Australisn junior cheerily. **Whether you've
run away, or only bunked, 1 don't care a rap! You're not
going out in the rain, unless you're setting out for St. Jim's,”

“1 am doin’' nothin' of the kind.”

“Best thing you could do,” hinted Gay.

“Wats !” )

“Thon we'll fix you up somehow,” eaid Gay, his good-
nature overcoming the coniiderations of prudence.

Wootton major and minor had come up, and they looked
at onoe another ns Gay made that remark. But they nodded
in_acquicscenco. It was quite probable that such a step
might lead to trouble for them, but they folt that it was up
to them to lend a hand to a fallow in distress. In their
opinion, Arthur Augustus ~ombined the mentality of a donkey
with the ohstinncy of s mule; but there was no doubt that
he was in distress.

“If you weally mean that, Gay—-="

“Certainly, old rabbit!” -

“You are weally vewy good, deah boy. But I vewy par-
ticulahly do not desinh 1o get you intn any twouble with the
powahs, you know,” said Arthur Augustus anxiously. “I
suppose 1t is quite well known heah that I have wun
away—I mean, wetired fwom St. Jim's—and if I were
seen —-"

“You'd bo nobbled, and sent back to St. Jim's at once,”
saidd Wootton major. “If we take you into the house the
game's up."”

“Yans, wathah!” . i

“There's the gardener's shed, ' said Gay. “You could lie
low thero for a bit, Gusev. Ti's out of the rain, anyhow.
And we could sinuggle in some thinga to make you comfy."”

“Good !" said Wootton minor. “The loft over the shed
isn't used. Gussy would be safe there”

Arthur Augustus gave the Grammarians s grateful look.

““Thank you vewy much deah boys,” he said. “But you
must be vewy careful not to get mixed up in the affaib, you
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bag, Qay ? ' ¢ Wha-a-at bag, sir 7 "’

A light was suddenly turned on in the passage, and Gordon Qay & Co. jumped round to meet Mr. Adams’ penetrating

eye. ‘‘ Another nocturnal excursion, my boys ! *’ said the Fourth Form master genially.
“Tl.e one {gu are :rylng to conceal behind you,’” said the Form-master.
See page 13.)

‘““What have you in that

know.
course.”

“Right as rain !” said Gay cheerfully.
rain is a bit too thick to be nice.”

He muttered a few words to his chums, and they cut off
to the house. ‘Gay led Arthur Augustus away through the
rain and gloom, and they reached the gardener’'s shed—a
little wooden building at the lower end of the kitchen garden.
The door opened at Gay's touch, and they groped in, and
Gay struck a match.

Aréhur Augustus shook the raindrops from him and glanced
round.

The shed was fairly well filled with the gardener’s belong-
ings—roller and lawn-mower, spades and forks and rakes and
hoes, ‘and other implements.
almost perpendicular ladder, leading into the little loft over
t%le shed, only a few feet high, with a slanting roof under the
slates.

“That’s the spot,” said Gay, as the match went out. ““Safe
and dry, if not comfy. What do you say?”’

“I shall be vewy thankful, deah boy.” :

“Right-ho! Wait a tick while I get a bike lamp.”

Gordon Gay hurried away, leaving Arthur Augustus stand-
ing alone in the darkness, shivering. He returned in a few
-minutes with a bicycle lamp, and, after closing the door care-
fully, lighted the wick. He led the way up the steep ladder
to the loft, and Arthur Augustus followed

Perhaps Gussy’s heart sank a little as he saw his refuge.
It was extremely confined as to space. and it was dusty swith
the dust of years. Spiders scuttled in the unaccustomed light.
There was a little window that was closed, and the air was
stuffy. Gay opened the window wide, keeping the light
away from it. There were two or three old boxes, some
empty cans, and one or two broken implements in the room,
thrﬁwn there carelessly out of the way, and some old, musty
sacks.

“Aftah all, it's a sheltah,” said Arthur Augustus courage-
ously., “I can west heah till the mornin'.”

“We'll get you some of our camping stuff,” said Gay. “A

If T am wouted out, I shall not mention you, of

i3
“Come along! This

In one corner was a broad and -

few ground-sheets anl old Army blankets will make you a
bed of sorts.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

¢ And some grub,” added CGay.

“You are takin’ a gweat deal of twouble, deah boy.”

“Bow-wow ! Keep the light away from the window, of
course,” said Gay. “If it were seen it would lead to some-
body asking questions. I'll stick one of these sacks up for a
curtain.” %

By the time Gay had finished arranging the sack, Wootton
major and minor came clambering up the ladder from below.
They were heavily laden with “stuff  that the Grammarian
chums used in holiday camping. A bundle was unrolled,
revealing three ground-sheets and a couple of brown blankets
and some other articles, and another package disgorged such
supplies of “grub ™ as the juniors had been able to collect
hurriedly.

“We shall have to cut,” said Wootton major.
on dorm, and if we're missed——"

“Think you can fix up all right now, Gussy?" asked Gordon
Gay, rather anxiously.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Then good-night, old top!”

“Good-night, deah boys, and thanks awf’'ly !”

The three Grammarians scuttled down the ladder and left
the shed. They were considerably wet by the time they
clambered into the window they had left open. As they
dropped inside, one after another, and were about to make
for the stairs, a voice came startlingly through the gloom:

“Your names, please!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Gordon Gay, as he recognised
the voice of his old Form-mastar. :

Mr. Adams peered at them in the gloom of the passags.

“Your names!"” he rapped out.

“Gay, sir!” mumbled the captain of the Fourth.

** Wootton major, sir.”

“Wootton minor, sir.”

“You have been out of the house after lock-up?”
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“It’s close
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“Ye-ce-es, sir.”

‘‘Have you finished your preparation?”

** N-n-no, sir.”

“ Very good!” said Mr. Adams quietly. “You must be
very wet. You will go to your dormitory at once. You will
take two hundred lines of Virgil each, Gay, Wootton major,
and Wootton minor.”

‘*Oh!l Yes, sir.”

Mr. Adams rustled away—to the great relief of the three
juniors—asking no questions. Certainly, he had no suspicion
that they had been out of the house to assist a runaway
junior from St. Jim’s.

“Nice!” groaned Gordon Gay.

“Can’t be helped,” sazid Wootton major. ‘“We've really
askgf] for it. Lucky he doesn’t suspect anything about that
ass.’

** Yes, that’s so. Come on.

Gordon Gay & Co. proceeded to their dormitory—it was
rather necessary to get out of their wet clothes. When the
rest of the Grammarian Fourth came up, they said no werd
of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The three chums realised the
risk they were taking in siy\e]tering a runaway from school,
and they did not shrink from it; but it was ohvious. that the
less that was said about the matter, the better.

But it was some time before Gordon Gay slept. He could
not help thinking of the St. Jim’s runaway in the dusty
loft over the shed, and wondering how he was getting on
with the spiders.

»

CHAPTER 5.
Niee for Arthur Augustus !
R?UI& AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was not enjoying
zs imself.
. After the Grammarians had left him, he proceeded
to camp in the loft.

The Grammarians had done.all that they could for him;
but, in the circumstances, it was scarcely possible to provide
the unexpected guest with all the comforts of a home.

Arthur Augustus was hungry—and after taking off his
drenched jacket, and wrapping himself in a blanket, he sat
down on a box to supper. Half a loaf, a hunk of cheese, and
a tin of tongue, provided an ample supper, washed down by
lemonade from a bottle. The swell of St. Jim’s felt better
when he had made a deep inroad upon the provisions.

Then he prepared to turn in.

He arranged the sacks by way of a mattress, spread the
ground-sheets over them, and covered himself with the
blankets, after carefully putting out the light.

He was tired enough to sleep; and the night, though rainy,
was not cold. He was soon in the arms of Morpheus.

_When he awakened, it was with a queer tickling feeling on
his neble nose; and as he rubbed it drowsily, he dislodged a
huge spider. The spider went into the blankets, and Gussy
shuddered from head to foot. He rolled out of bed and
groped in his pocket for matches—but there were no matches.
That was an item the hospitable Grammarians had omitted—
a fellow would not think of everything at a moment’s notice.

‘“Oh, ewumbs!” murmured Arthur Augustus,

He thought of the warm, clean, comfortable bed in the
Fourth Form dormitory at St. Jim’s. But it was rather too
late to think of that now. As he had made his bed, so he
had to lie upon it—literally.

In the darkness he groped for the blankets. and shook them
vigorously, hoping against hope that he thereby dislodged
all the spiders that might have taken a fancy to them. Then
he turned in again.

Whether a brigade of spiders crawled over Authur Augustus
in the night is not certain; but Arthur Augustus felt as if
a whole army corps of those unpleasant creatures had made
a home in his bed.

He woke up at intervals of a quarter of an hour or so,
feeling himself the centre of a universe of spiders.

Spiders mingled in his dreams—huge spiders crawled and
twisted through his disturbed imagination.

It was such a night as Arthur Augustus had never ex-
perienced before; horrid was a mild word for it. He even
came to the point of wondering whether he had acted wisely,
after all, in “retiring ” from St. Jim’s on a question of
dignity.

Even Knox of the Sixth was not quite so horrid as spiders
at_close quarters! s

Never had Arthur Augustus been so glad to see the sunrise.
Dawn came glimmering round the sack at the window at
last, and Arthur Augustus turned out thankfully.

He removed the sack, and squeezed his head and shoulders
through the little window, to take a survey of his surround-
ings. He had an extensive view of a kitchen garden, with
potatoes and cabbages all a-growing and a-blowing. Fortun-
ately, the rain had stopped; the vegetables looked drenched,
but bright sunshine came from a blue sky above. A rainy
morning would have finished the gloom that was settling upon
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Arthur Augustus; but the bright sunshine “bucked” him
wonderfully. He felt his courage and his resolution revive.

He jerked his head back, as he caught sight of a gardener
below. The gardener came on towards the shed, and Arthur
Augustus remained very still. He heard the man rummaging
about in the room below, and listened in great trepidation.
Perhaps it was the dust in the loft, or perhaps it was merely
a case of nerves? But Arthur Augustus felt an uncontrollable
desire to sneeze!

A fnecze in the little loft would certainly have been heard
below ; and Arthur Augustus struggled valiantly and desper-
ately with that impending sneeze.

The man below moved about, and it seemed centuries to
Arthur Augustus, as he held back his sneeze with mighty
efforts.

At last it would be held back no longer.
the more powerful, from its repression.

“* Atchoooooo-choo-chiooo-c-hoooo 1’

Slam

Luck was with the St. Jim’s runaway. The gardener was
just leaving the shed, and he slammed the door as Gussy’s
prolonged sneeze rang out. The gardener went his way, un-
suspecting.

“Oh, cwikey!” murmured Arthur Augustus, wiping the
water from his eyes. ‘“Oh, cwumbs! Now, I wondah how
I am goin’ to cut?” 5

The night being over, and the rain having stopped, Arthur
Augustus’ next move was, naturally, to move off. It was
not necessary to wait to say good-bye to his kind hosts—
indeed, the sooner he went the safer it would be for Gordon
Gay & Co. But the school gardener had settled down to early
work—he was hoeing potatoes within easy sight of the shed,
and Arthur Augustus could not have quitted the shed without
revealing himself at once.

“Bai Jove! Doesn’t that feahful ass want any bwekkah
this mornin’?”’ murmured the exasperated swell of St. Jim’s.
“Why the mewwy dickens doesn’t he go in to bwekkah?
IfI l,l,ad any bwekkah to go in to, I should certainly go in
to it.

But the industrious gardener worked on, unconscious 6f-the
wrathful eye glaring at him from the little loft ' window. A
bell rang from the direction of the school buildings—the rising
bell. Arthur Augustus watched.and waited; the gardener
worked on steadily, whistling softly to himself as he worked.
In the distance the swell of St. Jim’s soon heard the sound
of voices—the Grammarians were turning out. He wondered
whether Gordon Gay would venture to give him a look-in
before brekker. That question was soon answered—hg ob-
served Gordon Gay strolling towards the shed, with 'an air
of exaggerated carelessness. And at the same time the gar-
dener glanced across at the distant clock-tower and ceased
work, and came back towards the shed with his hoe, =till

It escaped—all

whistling.  Arthur Augustus backed hurriedly from the
window. :
“My eye!” He heard an exclamation outside. “That

winder’s open—now what young raskil has been pranking
about ’ere, and opening that there winder, letting” in the
rain?”’

“QOh, cwumbs!” breathed Arthur Augustus faintly.

Tt was the gardener’s voice, and evidently the gardener had
observed the little window open in the loft—and was coming
up to close it! S 3

D’Arcy heard his footsteps below, and then the voice of
Gordon Gay—bright and cheery.

“Hallo, Spuds! Good-morning, old bean

“ Good-morning, Master Gay!”

“What are you monkeying on that ladder for, Spuds—
gymnastics 7”7’ 3

“Some young rip has been in that there loft, leaving the
winder open, Master Gay.” > :

“My dear chap, I'll cut up and close it if you like,” said
Gay cheerily. “You’re not so young as you used to be,
Spuds, and that ladder’s a bit -teep.”

Arthur Augustus held his breath.

“Thank you kindly, Master Gay.” € [
back from the ladder. “‘Sure you fasten it safe, sir.’

“Safe as houses,” said Gay.

Arthur Augustus breathed again. s

The Australian junior mounted the steep ladder, and as his
head came up through the opening in the floor, he closed one
eye at Arthur Augustus, whose startled glance met him.

Gay stepped into the loft and crossed to the window. He
laid his finger on his lips as he passed D’Arcy; but the swell
of St. Jim’s understood the necessity for silence. Gay closed
the window with plenty of noise, and snapped the_ ca.tc!x.

Then he went back to the ladder, and with another wink at
Gussy, he descended.

“Much obliged, Master Gay!” said the gardener. *It’s
through leavin’ the door unlocked, you know—some young
scamp comes in larking. Tl lock it up safe enough this

1

)

The gardener ,stepped

t . g
11He()h, bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus, in the loft.
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“I.l-lock up the shed!" ejuculated Gordon Gay.
surely that's not necessary, Spuds?”

“Looks as if it are, Master Gay."

“Lot of trouble when you want to come in and out for your
tools !" urged Gay.

“Not so much trouble as 'aving young rascals iar!-:hiF
about," said the gardener. “There goes the bLreakfast bell,
Master Gay. You'll be late.”

In a state of considerable dismay Gordon Gay left the shed
and the gardener followed him out, and locked the door, and
put the key into his pocket. Gay glanced up at the little
window, but D'Arcy was cautiously keeping back from it.
Gordon Gay started for the house, and tgm gardener, a few
minutes later, walked away, snd when Arthur Augustus vea-
tured to the window again, the coast was clear.

But the coast being clear was of no use to the Si. Jim’s
rumwni now. There was only one door to the shed, and it
was locked. The little window of the loft was too small for
even the slim swell of St. Jim's to squeeze through. Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was a prisoner, and Spuds, the gardener,
went in to breakfast, in blissful unconsciousness of the fact
that he had captured the St. Jim's runaway.

CHAPTER 6.
The Sword of Damocles,

OM MERRY & CO. were not feeling parlicularly
merry and bright that morning at St. Jim's, Imme-
diately after prayers there was an interview with the
Head, for Tom and Blake—to which they repaired,

with the sympathy of their ¢hums, Herries and Digby,
Manners and Lowther, were anxious enough to hear the out-
come of that dreaded interview; but the anxicty of the two
chief delinquents was even keener. The two juniors looked
downcast s they stood before the Head; and Dr. Holmes sur-
veyed them severely over his glasses.

r. Railton had acquainted the Head with the ecircum-
stances of the case; it was only for the headmaster to deliver
judgment. His expression was not promisivg. The flight of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had caused the Head great worry
and anxiety, not to mention wrath, and his recapture would
have lifted 2 weight from the old gentleman's mind. That
yecapture had been prevented by Tom Merry's intervention.
1t was natural that the Head should notl quite see that Tom
had acted for the best.

“1 am sorry for this, my boys,” the Head began, in his
kind way, In thal, at Jeast, he was in agreement with the
culprits; they were sorry, too!

*I hope it is now clear to your minds that you have acted
with very thoughtless and ﬁurobruined reckiessness ¥ said
the Head.

“Hem! Yes, sir!"

“D'Arey, after giving uz so much trouble, is still at large,*
said Dr. Holmes. *'His father is naturally very anxious and
annoyed. I naturally share his feelings. I fear that only
severe punishment will be adequate to your offence.”

The juniors feared it, too!

“In short,” said Dr. Holines, “1 feel compelled to
sdminister a flogging, which I regret sery much.”

Still the headmaster and the culprits were in agreement to
some extent. He regretted it; and undoubtedly Tom Merry
and Blake regretted 1it, too—very keenly indeed !

“You are not aware whither this foolish boy has fled
again !" asked the Head.

“No, sir!"

“That is a pity," said Dr. Holmes. “I am reluclant to
udminister so severe a punishment, and if the harm vou have
done could be remedied, I should be able to reconsider it. It
1s possible, at least, that D'Arcy may be brought back to the
school to.day—probable, I think. In that case, I shall be able
to deal with you more _iisht[y. If IV Arcy does not return to-
day, however, you will understand that after prayers to-
morrow morning you will both be Rogged. You niay go.”

The two juniors went.

“Twenly-four hours to live!" grunted Blake, as they wenl
down thoe corridor. *I wonder if they will catch that Lorn
idiot to-day?"

“Let's hope so!" said Tom. “I think very likely the silly
owl would turn up if he knew what he had landed "us in for,
But, of course, he's for cnough away by this time.”

They joined their chums in the qundrnn*le. There was a
rather excited discussion, till they were called in to classes,
Study No. 6 in tho Fourth, and Study No. 10 in the Shell
shared an intense longing to punch the noble head of the
Honourable Arthur Augustus. A flogging was a scrious
matter—it was a good deal of o disgrace, and it was decidedly
painful. The junmiors did not blame the Head; he was unk
doing his duty—according to his lights, as Bloke put it.
headmaster couldn't rensonably be expected to see things in a
proper light—ths juniors ngreed on that. Ileadmasters, at
their age, had long outlived the slurdy common-seinga that
was to be found in the Fourth Form and the Shell! So Tom
Merry & Co. weren't down on the Head for his decision—

“Why,

which would, perhaps, have been a comfort to the Head had
he known it.

But they were intensely exasperated with Arthur Angusius
D' Arcy and iz stunt of running away from school; and, turn-
ing his old pals’ hair grey with worry, as Dig said. It was
true that Dig's hair, as yet, showed no streaks of silver. Bul
there was no doubt that Gussy's loyal chums were worried—
ets';?eeillly as their efforls on his behalf had landed them like
this.

That morning, it was noted, several of the Sixth-Form
prefects were absent; and the juniors guessed easily enough
that they were out of gates, looking for Arthur Augustus.
The runaway being again in the neighbourhood of 8i. Jim's,
that neighbourhood was being searched for him, and it was
g_;:)bable that notice had been given at the railway-stations.

o escape of the runaway for a second time was doubtfunl;
and Tom Merry & Co. could only hope that he would be
captured—for his own sake and for thewrs. 1If he came back
that day, the flogging was to be rescinded—and so Tom Merry
and Blake, at least. were simply yearning to behold once more
the aristocratic countenance of the Honournble Arthur
Augustus,

After murning claszea, Tom Merry spolled Kildare and
Darrell, of the Sixth, coming in at the gates, looking rather
muddy and rather cross. He ventured to question lge greal
men.

“Seen anything of D'Arcy, Kildure?" he nsked.

Kildare shook his head and walked on with Darrell. Tom
looked out of the gates. Knox of the Sixth was coming up
the road.

The bully of St. Jim's gave Tom an unpleasant grin as he
came in.

“Had your flogging " he asked.

“Not yet, old bean,” answered Tom cheerily.
plessure in store. Thanks for your sympathy.”

1 hope the Head will lay it on hard " grunied Kuox.

“Dear man!" said Tom. " You're #o0 kind! You haven't
fonnd D'Arcy, have you? I hope you haven't been: mobbed
by any more ioolpads done up in flour-sacks, Knox!"

And Tom beat a retreat alter expressing that hope. Knox
of the Sixth looked quite dangerous,

After dinner the Co, held another consultation—trying to
put their wits together, and guess where Arthur Augustus
might possibly have taken ﬂ."alﬂ. They were prepared to
wheel out their bioycles and run down the fugitive, and brin
himm home by the hair and the cars, if only they could hit
upon a c¢lue. But they couldn’t! Whether Arthur Augustus
vas twenty miles away, or within a stone’s throw of the
school, they could not guess; but the fact that the prefects
had hunted for him in vain, showed that, if he was near at
hand, he was lying very low indeed.

CAfloﬂmon lessons that day were a worry to Tom Merry &

0

It was after classes, when the Terrible Three were strolling
in the quad, that they sighted Gordon Gay of the Grammar
School coming in al the gates. They closed in on the
Grammarian at ouce. Ragging the Grammar School fellow
would have been a relief to their feclings.

But Gay held up his hand in sign of peace.

“Tax, old pippins!” he said. * I'm a giddy ambassador.
You fellows have lost something, haven’t youi™

“Eh? Not that we know oFT" said Towm,

“ Hasn't your donkey strayed!”

“ Our what "

“Oh! exclaimed Monty Lowther. * Do you mean ~have
vou seen—""

“ Gussy " exclaimed Manners,

Gordon Gay nodded.

“Mumn's the word!” he said, “T want to see Blake, awl
you fellows. too. Belter not speak here, there's Triunbie
teving to listen already!™

The Terrible Three conducted Gordon Gay into the Selnal
House in a state of considerable astonishment. They morchald
him into Study No. 6 in the Fourth, and Blake and Herries
and Dighy were called in; and then Gny proceeded to
explain.

“Thats a

CHAPTER 7.
Nothing Doing !

ORDON GAY sat in the armchair in Study No, 6,
and told his astonished hearers of what had happened
at the Granmmar School. Tom Merry & Co. were
relieved to hear that the St Jim's runaway was so

near al hand, But the situation was a peculiar one,
*You see, he's a giddy prisoner,” said CGav. “The
ﬁnrdum-r'n shed is locked up—I've been trying dodges all
ay to gel the key off Spuds—but he's suspicious, and he's
not teking any. He doesn’t guess that we've gol your siray
donkey locked up in the loft, of conrse. Bul he's got the key
safe, and Gussy's a jolly old prisoner. Waving our paws to
him at the window doesn’t do him much good. T reckoned
{Continued on puage 12.)
Tuz Gem Liseanr.—No, 758.
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There WHll Be Another Wonderful Number of the GEM Next Week !

School House v. New
House

SWIMMING IN THE RHYL.

By The Sporting Editor,

N Wedoesday evening an inter-House
team race took place in the Rhyl.
It was quite an unofficial affair, and
was the ontcome of a challenge
thrown out by Figgins.

The course was two hundred yards long,
hetween the boat-houses and a point level
with Little Side. Two diving-rufts had heen
towed into position, one at cither end of the
course,

The School House, and New House were
tepresented, respectiveiy, by Tom Merry,
Jack Blake, Talbot, Julian, and Figgins, Kerr,
Redfern, Owen.

Darrell and Baker consented to act as
judges, one on each raft.

Tom Merry, matehed again Figeins, beat
the New flouse leader By three or four yards,
but in spite of this lead Blake lost rather
badly to Kerr, who released Redfern a good
fifteen sconds before Blake's arrival set Tal-
bot free.

Redfern made the most of his lead, with the
result that althongh Talbot gained on him
he managed to l:iw: Owen a good flve seconds
start on the School House in the last lap.

Unknown to the 8chool House junlors, Owen
had been putting in a lot of practice of late,
and the improvement in his swimming was
something of a revelation to them. He
ploughed along with a “crawl” stroke that
took him along at a fine rate.

Jullan was coming up band-over-hand, in a
owerful trudgeon, Lut thére is no doubt
hat, with the rdvantageshe had in getting
away five secomds In advanee, Owen would
have pulled it of If ne had heen able to
keep up his gace throughout. But the
“erawl " [s a very exhnusting stroke, nnd the
New House fellow begnn to realise that he
had over-estimated nis ability in attempting
to keep it up for two huodeed yoards Fifty
yards from the raft be reverted to the side-
]-groke. and at once Julian began to gain on
int,

The exelted factions on the bunk were yell.
Ing eocouragement to their chumplons, and
thiere was a roar from the School House as
Jullan drew level.  Owen 'at once mule n
desperate elfort to spurt, but he had shot his
polt, and “ve yards from the raft Julinn
passed him and gained the victory for the
Scliool House by a narrow margin—indeed,
Darrell declared that H was within an uce of
being a dead heat. Certainly the race was
anybody & up to the last stroke.

A Warning to Fags!

Cy Darrell of the Sixih,

HEW! [I've been dropped into the
cart with a vengeance. Talk about
ehickena coming home to roost, aud
all that kiod of thing When |

jollied old Kildare into writing an article
for young Merry's paper, 1 didp't realise
what I was letting mysell in for. The
young beggars have heen chasing me round
wow, aml, of conrse, in view of the fact that
I backed them up before, old Eric is back.
ing them up wvow, and he seems to think
it's n mighty fine joke, too.
Tur Gem Lirrany.—No. 758.

Edited by TOM MERRY. _
P LT L LT LAt A Rt s L T T R T e R R TR

Goodness knows what I'm going to write
about. Naturally, there are all sorts of
things that happen In the Upper School,
but 1'm blessed if | can e what | can
put down for publication in a magazine run
by jumiors without sacrificing the diguity
of the Sixth. And if | do that Kildare will
be down on me like a hondred of bricks.
What a life! 1 see young Merry scems to
be roping the whole of the school in to
write for his rag. 1 suppose old Tapgles
will be asked to try his hand at journaltem
before long. 1 have even reen contributions
by the Third, Including that little beggar
D'Arcy minor,

1 wish D'Arcy minor would spend o little
less time writing articles and a trifle more
on keeping my study straight. | don’t know
what is coming over the fugs lately: t'eyre
getting  slacker and  slacker. It's about
time a pretty firm hand was stretched out
in thelr dircction. 1 notice that D'Arey
doesu't even put a duster over my place
pow. The result is that there's dust every-
where—on the table, the hooks, the window-
ledges; in fact, all over tlic room.

But the climax came yesterday when 1
found, at tea-time, that the tea had been
made with water that hadn’t boiled, as a
result of which the leaves were swimming
about on the top of a teapotful of cold
water. The cloth was a filthy rag that
looked ns if It might have been used as o
towel by the wlmge of the Third after a
fight with Iok-bottles—that Is, if they ever
do use towels, which | very much doubt.

I'd told D’Arcy to ﬁet a special spread
ready, as ['d invited Hushden to tea, and
so | was jolly wild when 1 came In and
saw the state of things

Rushden griomed and  shrugged  his
shoulders when he followed me into the
room

“What's the use? he sald, “My study's
just the same. It doesn’t matter what yon

sy to the young asweeps. They're all
alike."
“Oh, are they? 1 grunted. *“We!' we'll

just ace If we ean’t make ooe of trsm a
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I went to the door and yelled out for
D*Arcy.

About a minute possed, and there was
still no sign of bim. I gave one more yell,
aud then seb out In search with an ash-
plaot o my band. I found him just comin
out of the Third Form Commou-room.
grasped him by the car aod led him back
to the study. Then I shut the door.

“D'Arey,” 1 said grimly, “I've heen yell-
ing my threat out for you in the corrider,
and at last I had to set out and fetch you.
Why didn't ‘you eome at onee?™

“1 dida't hear you, Darrell,” he said.
wis busy at the time.”

“0Oh, were you? And may I ask what was
the wature of the businecss that made you
50 convenlently deaf?” 1 inguired.

“QOh, chuck it, old beau!" said this
amazing iofant. “Don't talk like old
Selby! We get enough of that in the Form-
room. It ain't fuony, you know!"

Rushden had his handkerchief out, try-
ing to look as il he wasn't laughiog, and
1 got a good grip of the ash-plant as I
twisted D'Arcy round.

“Now, my, lad!* [ said sternly. “Perbaps
you'll tell me what f““ were dolng In the
Common-rvom when [ called you.”

“If you really want to kunow,” he am-
swered, “1 was playing put and take with
Gibson and Fraype.™

“Well, you can play it here with Rush-
den and {." 1 tohrhm. “Put this stody
straight and take away the rubbish from
my fireplace. What do you mean by
leaving the place in such n mess?”

“I'm onrf it isn't my fault,” he went om
calmly. “1 do my best to make you tidy,
but it's no blessed good! I suppose you
can't help it. Aoyway, what are you howl-
ing about now?"

“Didn’t 1 tell you 1 was bringing back
Rushden to tea, and I wanted an extra
special spread? 1 sald, shaking him. *“And
what do 1 find? The recom Is in an unholy
mess, and no tea ready. Dust everywhere—
even on the tuble”

“Dust? he echoed, “Do you
mean on that plate?”

“0Of course | do."

“That lsat dust.

“Tea-cake?"

“Yes; and well toasted, too!”

“In that case, you can eat it yourself,
my son, and I hope you're of the same
opinion about [t when you've finished.
You can also drink thot mess in the tea-
pot, after which you'll set to work and turn
out this room, dust it thoroughly, clean up
the rubbish, and set another tea—and a tea,
this time. I'll give you half an bour for
the job, nnd there'll be trouble If it isa't

staring.

fts a teacake!™

done! You onderstandi”
“Yes, Darrell.”
“Gouod! And vow Rushden and 1 will

witness your consumption of the stufl you
eall toasted tes-cnke, and you won't start
on the study until every scrap bas gone—
all timy counting into your balf-hour, Eo
the sooner you commence the better”

1 don't know how he managed to eat If,
but eat it he did, though the sight made
us nearly sick, Thed we cleared, and at
the end of the half-hour ¢ame back to dis-
cover the study looking spick and apan.

If the Improvement doesn't coutinue, I
shall adopt the same treatment on future
occasions, so it behoves Master D'Arey and
his Inky-fingered confreres to profit by the
lesson, ns § am assured that other study-
owne;;onre prepared to take a leaf out of
my s
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“ MY REABERS’ OWN CORNER.”

A Splendid Tuck Hamper filled
with delicious Tuck is

fo the sender of wchat the
Editor considers ihe wmost
interesting paragraph. Half-

a-crown is awarded for each

other conlribulion accepted.

(i your name is not here this
woek It may be next,)

- —

U T
This Wins Our Tuck Hamper
A FRIENDLY HINT.

A concert in aid of a charity had
bean arranged, and all the local
stars were booked to appear. Miss
Elsie Hand, the favourite soprano,
was announced to sing, and before
she began apologised for her cold.
Then =she started with “I'll hang
my harp on a willow tree-e-e—
ahem!—on a willow tree-e-e—
oh!” Her voice broke on the high
note each time. She tried twice

more, Then a voice from the
back of the hall =aid: “Try
‘angin’ it on a lower branch,
miss.”—A Tuck Hamper filled
with delicious tuck has been
awarded to Miss Connie Basford,
61, Caldmore Roand, Walsall, =
Staffs. =
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THE VOYAQE.
A bargee was laboriously Ipuliing his

|

craft up the Thames. The lounger on
Vauxhall Bridge contemplate his
efforts with a sueer, for the barge did
not seem to move more than a foot a
minute, *Hi, mate!” shouted the
lounger to the bargeman, who looked
up. ' Bring me back a parrot |"—Half-
a-crown has been awarded to W.
Williains, 34, Market St., Hanley, Staffs.

OBSCURING THE VIEW,

The inhabitants of a certain very small
village are exceedingly proud of the
place. One day an express tiain chanced
to stop for a moment at the little
station. Seizing his opportunity, the
stationmaster, ticket-collector, porter,
signalman, ete.,, hurried to speak to o
man who was looking out of the window
of a first-class carrviage. ‘" What do you

think of this town, sir!"” he nsk.eq‘.
“Ten't it splendid?” “I can't see it,
said the passenger. ““There’s n cow

standing in front of it.” —Hall-a-crown
has been awarded to B. W. Maddock,
150, Manor Road, Leyton, Essex.

THE MOOSE.

This animal is also known as the elk,
and inhabits the northern parts of both
continents, Tt is rather larger than a
horse, and its flesh has more the flavour
of beef than venison. The tough skin
is made into parchment, leather, lines,
and cords. The sinews yield thread and
rlne. The horns serve for handles to
nives and awls, The shank bones are
employed as tools to dress leather with.
A particular portion of the hair is
employed by Indian women for em-
broidering garments.—Half-a-crown has
been awarded to A. Lambert, 95, Elm
Street, Plumstead, S.E. 18.

ST
TUCK HAMPER COUPON =

§ The GEM LIBRARY.
£ No t will be od un-
—1
=
ol

less accompanisd by one of these
Coupons, =
T T e

No Entrance Fees!

1n

THE GREATHEAD’EM COMPETITION!

Try and Win One Of Qur Splendid Money
Prizes in This New and Novel Competition!

And Quite Simple!

FIRST PRIZE X£5.
Five Prizes of £1 each and 10 Prizes of 10s. cach.
Picture Set Number Two.

WHAT YOU HAVE TO w0,

Above you will find the figures of six
well-known characters  which appear at ino-
tervals In our grand, lone, complete stories
of the chums of 8t. Jim's. Together with
these are six heads which have been de-
tached from the aforementioned figures

All one has to do to become the happy
reciplent of one of our splendid money
rizes l& to cut out and aflix each of the

ends to their correct figures

These heads are casily recognisable to old
readers of the GeM, and pew readers have
only to make a careful study of the
{llustrations appearing p the forthcoming
issues of this splendid school story paper to
become equally well acquainted with the
world-famous Tom Merry & Co.

It I8 & question of putting two and two
together right through the competition.
This is the second set st pictures in this
novel competition, and another will nrpear
each week for two more wecks, making a
total of four sets of pictures in all.

When you have worked out the first two
sets of pletures to your sutlsfaction, keep
them by you, then carry on with each of the
other sefs of pictures as they appear until

your four sets are completeq.

You will be instructed how and where to

send in your attempts for this easy com-
petition Immediately alfter the appearance
of the fourth set of 1!rict.urcs.

If this competition doesn’t appeal to you,
why mnot give ome of your chums the
oiimrt.unhy of competing for one ol our
big money prizes?

Readers may send In as many attempts
as they like, but only complete sets will be
admitted

The first prige of £5 will be awarded to
the competitor who succeeds in submitting
sets of pictures which are exactly the same
or pearest to those now in the possession of
the Editor. The other prizes will be awarded
in order of merit.

The Editor reserves the right to add to-
gether und divide the value of any or all
of the dprllu: but the full amount will be
awarded.

It Is a distioct eondition -of entr{c that
the decision of the Editor be accepted as
final and legally binding.

Employees of the proprietors of this
Journal are not eligible to co=Sale.

Tre Gem Linrary.—No. 758,
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THE RETURN OF THE RUNAWAY!

(Continued from page 9.)

I'd come over here and consult you fellows about what's to
be done.”

“ Just like Gussy to land himself like' that!"
Mauners.

“QOh, just!” said Blake.

“ He won't hear of coming back to school,” resumed Gay,
““ and, of course, we're standing by him. After dark we can
get a ladder to the window and talk to himn—-not before, cr
we'd be spotted. Of course, our headmaster would have
brought- him back here at once if he knew. Best thing for
him, too—only he doesn’t see it. and we can't give him up.”

Tom Merry rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

Blake gave a chuckle.

“ He must be getting prelty thoroughly fed up with that
loft by this time,” he remarked.

“1 imagine so,”” assented Gay. * We did our best for him.
Of course, we couldn’t foresee the gardener locking him in;
that shed’s never locked, as a rule. It's really Gussy’s fault
for leaving the window wide open and warning Spuds that
somebody had been butting in there. I was thinking that one
of his pals might come over and talk to him at the window,
and persuade him to come home, like Bill Bailey .in. the
song. Then we could ask openly for the key and let him
out—once he’s seen, of course, he will have to come back to
St. Jim’s.”’

““ Lot of good trying to persuade the ass!” growled Blake.
“ But it’s all right; we'll make him come!”

Gay shook his head.

““ That's barred!”" he said.

¢ How is it barred, you Grammarian ass?”’ demanded Blake
warmly.

“I've been speaking to you in confidence, of course,” said
CGordon Gay serenely. ¢ We're standing by Gussy, ass as he
is I haven’t come here lo give him away. If you fellows
could persuade him, for his own good, to come back, well
and good. Otherwise, you can’t act on what I've told you—
you must forget it!”’

* Tom Merry nodded.

“ That's right enough!” he said. “ But it’s pretty hard
cheese. You see, Blake and I helped him to get away from
Knox, and we're booked for a flogging to-morrow morning
if Gussy doesn't come back to-day!”

““ Hard cheese, old chappies!” said Gay. * But we're
bound to stand by Gussy, as we told him we would. Suppose
you come over and try the effect of your giddy eloguence
on him.”

“ That's all we can do, I suppose,” said Tom, looking
-round at his comrades, and there was a general nod of assent.

Gordon Gay rose.

“ Who's coming ?"’ he asked.

It was settled for Tom Merry to go; and the captain of
the Shell was soon on his bicycle and riding away with the
Grammarian junior. They reached Rylcombe Grammar
School in record time.

Wootton major and minor met them at the gates.

¢ All serene, so far,” said Wootton major, with a nod to
Tom Merry. ¢ Nobody's spotted Gussy-—he's still a giddy
prisoner. Fe must have run through his grub by this time,
though.”

“ Something's goi to be done!’’ remarked Wootton minor.

Tom Merry strolled away with the three Grammarians to
the kitchen gardens. Spuds, fortunately, was not at work
there; and the juniors were able to approach the gardener’s
shed. The two Woottons remained on watch at a little
distance, to give a signal whistle in case of danger, and Tom
Merry and Gay came under the loft window. Their approach
had evidently been seen by the prisoner within, for the little
window opened, and the noble countenance of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy came into view fifteen feet above.

“Tom Mewwy, deah boy!’ he called down.

“ Gussy, you silly old owl!” was Tom's polite greeting.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“ How are you getting on up there?”
of the Shell, with a smile.

“.It is wathah howwid, deah boy ! said Arthur Augustus.
“ There are evah so many spidahs!” <

¢ Are you coming back to St. Jim's?
13 NO !”

remarked

asked the captain

Pl

“ Going to camp there for the rest of your life?

“ Wats!”

¢ Now, look here, Gussy!’ said Tom Merry, in his most
persuasive tones. ¢ You've got to chuck this rot!” >

¢ What wot, deah boy ?” inquired Arthur Augustus calmly.

“ This silly stunt of yours.”

“1 am afwaid that I canunot discuss the posish with any
fellah who wegards my conduct as a sillay stunt.”

THE GEM LiBRARY,—No. 758.

Tom Merry breathed hard. It was fortunate for Arthur
Augl:xstus that his noble nose was out of the Shell fellow's
reach.

“ Look here, Gussy,” said Tom, playing his trump card,
as it were. ‘‘ Blake aud I are booked for a flogging for help-
ing you away from Knox yesterday. If you don't comae
back to-day, we're to be flogged in the morning.”

““ Bai Jove!”

““So play up like a little man and chuck this rot!" urged
Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“1 am vewy sowwy, Tom Mewwy, that you have got into
twouble by buttin’ into this mattah——"

€ What 7"

“ But I cannot weturn to St. Jim's until I weceive justice.”

“ Fathead!” roared Tom.

¢ Shush !’ murmured Gordon Gay.
giddy school, old chap.”

“1 am awf'ly sowwy, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus,
“but my weturn is imposs in the pwesent circs. Howevah,
I should be vewy glad to weturn if it were poss. Will you
take a message fwom me to Mr. Wailton?”

‘ What’s the message, ass?”’

“T wefuse to be addwessed as an ass, Tom Mewwy.”

“ What's the message?"’ howled Tom.

““ That is bettah. Pway tell Mr. Wailton that I am willin’
to weturn, on condish that bygones are allowed to be
bygones. I considah that I was quite justified in horse-
whippin' Knox for his insolence, and I cannot consent to be
punished for it. I am pwepared to make a fwesh start, with-
out wefewence to any old twoubles, if Mr. Wailton is willin’.
That is my message, deah boy.”

“You silly owl!” gasped Tom. “Do you think I could
give a Housemaster a message like that, or that he would
listen to it if I did?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Fathead!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Will you come back, you utter ass?”

“Nothin’ doin’, deah boy!”

“Then we're to take our flogging to-morrow, while you go
on playing the giddy ox?” demanded Tom Merry warmly.

“I am awf'ly sowwy, deah boy! But I cannot allow you to
chawactewise my actions as_playin’ the gidday ox!”

“Look here, Gussy——"

“Wats !”

There was a sharp whistle in the distance. Arthur Augustus
hurriedly retired from the window, and Tom Merry and
Gay, with equal haste, walked away from the shed.

Spuds, the gardener, came along, and cast a suspicious
glance after the two juniors before he unlocked the shed
and went in.

“If he’s caught on——" murmured Tom, watching the
Grammar School gardener from a distance.

But Spuds had not caught on. He came out of the shed in
a few minutes, and carefully locked the door after him
before he went away. Tom Merry walked back to the bicycle
with Gay. His mission had been a failure; Arthur Augustus
being prepared, apparently, to spend the rest of his natural
life as a fugitive from school.

“Well?” said Gordon Gay at last, with a faint grin.

Tom Merry frowned.

“Nothing doing!” he said.
his life when he does come back! That’s all!”

“ Awful ass, isn't he?” grinned Gay. “We'll find some way
of letting the duffer loose to-night; can’t burgle the shed in
daylight. Ta-ta!”

Tom Merry rode back to St. Jim's in an exasperated mood.
His chums were equally exasperated when they heard his
report. But there was nothing to be done—save to anticipate
the flogging of the morrow and to make infuriated promises
about what should happen to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy when
he did return to St. Jim's, if ever ho did! Tom Merry & Co.
were wrathy; and the sun went down upon their wrath.

CHAPTER 8.
Gussy’s Resolve !
3. RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was not feeling in the

“ Don't tell the whole

“We'll give him the ragging of

brightest of spirits as the sun went down.
The little loft was stuffy and dusty and spidery;
more uncomfortable quarters had never sheltered the
elegant swell of 8t. Jim’s. He was anxious—extremely
anxious—to get out; but getting out was, for the present,
quite impossible. He was worried by what he had learned
from Tom Merry—of the prospective flogging which hung,
like a sword of Damocles, over the heads -of his chums. That
thought gave Arthur Augustus more worry than his own
unpleasant situation—exceedingly unpleasant as that was.
\;{'hen darkness fell, he waited and hoped for a visit from
the Grammar School trio. Gay had called up to him that,
somehow or other, they would get him out after dark.
It was obvioualy impcssible for the swell of B6. Jim's to
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last.

D’Arcy raised the pickaxe and started on the lock. He put his beef into the blows.

surely the 8t. Jim’s junior hacked it away, till the big lock—still locked—hung loosely.

Breathing hard, and with his noble brow bede(vged with pe;spiration, Arthur Augustus threw down the pickaxe.
ee page 14.

Crash; crash, crash! Slowly but
The door was practicable at

remain much longer a prisoner in the loft, and getting him
out required rather desperate measures; but the Grammarians
had to take the risk of that. L

Gay’s scheme was to bag a ladder late in the evening, and
get up to the window with a selection of tools from his tool-
chest, and somehow enlarge the little window-frame to a
sufficient extent for Gussy to squeeze out. It was certain
that damage would be done, but Gay did not see how that
was to be avoided.

As the long minutes followed one another, Arthur Augustus
waited with growing anxiety.

That Gay would keep his word he was certain—unless
unforeseen things happened to prevent it. As it happened,
Gordon Gay had reckoned without his Form-master. The
incident of the previous night had, perhaps, made Mr. Adams
more wary than usual. At all events, when three hopeful
Grammarians, with a bag of tools, sought an obscure window
at nine o’clock, and prepared to make their exit, the light
was suddenly turned on in the passage, and they jumped
round to meet Mr. Adams’ penetrating eye.

“ Another nocturnal excursion, my boys!” said the Fourth
Form-master genially.

Gordon Gay & Co. could only blink at him. Never had
their Form-master dropped on them at so unfortunate a
moment.

Mr. Adams was smiling quite pleasantly. He seemed to
see something humorous in the situation.

“My dear boys, you seem to have a very remarkable fancy
for roaming in the quadrangle after lock-up,” he said.
“Oh!” gasped Gay. * Yes, sir!”

“Have you forgotten that it is against the rules?”
“Nunno, sir!”

“What does that bag contain, Gay?”

“Wha-a-at bag, sir?”

’ said the

“The one you are trying to conceal behind you,’
Form-master pleasantly.

“Oh dear!” .

Gordon Gay handed over the bag; there was no help
for it. Mr. Adams glanced into it, and raised his eyebrows
in surprise as he saw that it contained tools.

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. “For what imaginable
reason were you taking a bag of tools out of the house at
this hour, Gay?”

“I—I—I——" stuttered Gay, while the two Woottons stood
dumbstricken. “ You—you see—— Hem!”

“Very lucid!” agreed Mr. Adams. “You may take these
tools back to your room, Gay.”

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

“Have you finished your preparation?”

“Yes, sir; finished early.”

“Very good! You will remain in your study till bed-
time, and will occupy the time in writing out the first book
of Virgil.”

“Oh dear!”

“I will not ask what absurd prank you may have had in
view,” said Mr. Adams kindly. “But I will mention that
you will be wise to give it up. If you should, by any
chance, think of leaving your dormitory to-night, the punish-
ment will be very severe!”

Gordon Gay & Co. almost limped back to their study. ‘Gay
threw the bag of tools into a corner with a crash.

“Done!” he remarked.

“We're accumulating a fair amount of lines on dear old
Gussy’s account !”” growled Wootton minor. “Why don’t his
people send him to a home for incurable idiots? That’s his
real place!”

Tae GeEM LiBrary.—No. 758,
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“Can’t be helped!” said Gay. “The game’s up for to-night
—no breaking dorm bounds with Adams keeping his giddy
eagle eye open! Gussy will have to stick it till morning.”

“We can’t burgle the shed after daylight and let him out!”

“We shall have to chance it,” said Gordon Gay desperately;
“or else garrotte old Spuds, and bag the key!”

And the chums of the Fourth settled down to lines—an
opportunity for becoming more closely acquainted with the
classic beauties of P. Vergilius Maro, for which they were not
in the slightest degree grateful.

When they turned in, in the dormitory, there had been no
opportunity of -communicating with Arthur Augustus, and
there was to be no opportunity till morning. They could only
hope that Gussy was bearing it philosophically.

In those same hours, Arthur Augustus was finding his
philosophy put to a very severe test.

He waited and watched in the loft over the gardener’s
shed, until the striking of eleven warned him that it was
futile to expect to see the Grammarians that night. Theu
he gave it up, in a very unenviable frame of mind.

He did not blame Gordon Gay & Co., being well aware
that the Grammarians would not have abandoned him if they
could have helped it. [t was just what he described as his
““wotten luck” —that was all!

Certainly the runaway's luck was out.

He had finished his provisions, and he was hungry. When
he turned into his blankets, his thoughts were of spiders; and
when he dreamed, he dreamed of unnumbered spiders—
dreaming and waking, spiders haunted his thoughis—and,
what was worse, his blankets! .-

Arthur Augustus had tried many refuges since his flight
from St. Jim's; and they had varied, but none of them had
been so extremely uncomfortable as this, the latest.

The night seemed so long that he almost began to wonder

whether the sun had disappeared from the solar system
al'tt;lgether, leaving the Temperate Zone in a state of Arctic
night.

But dawn came along at last. Everything comes to an
end, and that long, long, spidery night ended. = A tired,
hungry, and, it must be admitted, rather dirty. and grubby
junior crawled out of the blankets, and posted himself at the
little window to watch for succour. But, like Sister Mary,
he was a long time seeing anyone coming.

But at last Gordon Gay appeared in the offing, and Arthur

Augustus, in great relief, waved a glad hand to him. o

Gay stopped ander the window, and waved back.

“Slept well, old bean?” he called up. .

“Hem! Faihly. deah boy,” answered Arthur Augustus.
“I—I slept all wight all the time I wasn’t awake, you know.

I—I say, old chap, how am I gettin’ out of this? It’s howwid -

to give you a lot of twouble, but I weally should like to get
out of this howwid—I mean, this place.”

“Couldn’t get along last night,” explained Gay. “The
Adams bird spotted us, and put the stopper on. T'm afraid
he's got a special eye on me now, and it’s risky showing up
here at all. If Adams has got an eye on you your game is up.
of course. Can’t get a ladder along now, but— You'll
have to break out, Gussy!”

“Bai Jove! How?”

“Smash the jolly old lock open with one of the spades
downstairs,” said Gay. “It’s the only way.”

“Gweat Scott!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.
that will cause a wow, old fellah.” ’

“You can’t do it without a noise, that’s a cert!”

“I mean, a wow for you fellahs. The beaks will know
th:zit sorr’rebody has been in heah. There will be an inquiwy,
and——"

“ Must chance that.” said Gay, shrugging his shoulders.
“You can't stay up there all your life. I'm sorry you got
bottled up like this. old chap. Rotten bad luck, and no
mistake!  Hallo, here comes old Spuds! I must clear.
Wait tili he's gone before you begin on the lock.”

Gordon Gay vanished. .

Arthur Augustus closed the little window hastily. Every
now and then he took a peep out. and had the pleasure. or
otherwise, of seeing the Grammar School gardener at work.
But the industrious Spuds went in to breakfast at last, and
the coast was clear.
| Then Arthur Augustus prepared for action.
| He descended the ladder into the shed, and made an
examination of the lock on the door. It was a large, hefty,
old-fashioned lock, and evidently wanted a lot of breaking
open. Gussy contemplated it for some minutes, not hope-
fully.

But there was nothing else to be done. He realised that.
If the noise brought the gardener to the spot it couldn’t be
helped. He could only hope that the subscauent inquiry
into the damage would not implicate Gordou Gay & Co.
Having made up his mind at last, the swell of St. Jim's
proceeded to work.
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“But—but

He selected a pickaxe, and started on the lock. He put hia
beef into the swipes with the pickaxe.

Crash, crash, crash, crash! 7

The shed echoed and rang with the sound of Gussy’s hefty
blows. But the lock seemed little the worse for some time:

The woodwork round it, however, multiplied signs of
damage. Slowly but surely the St. Jim’s junior hacked it
away, till the big lock—still locked—hung loosely. The door
was practicable at last. Breathing hard, and with his noble
brow bedewed with perspiration, Arthur Augustus threw
down the pickaxe.

“My eye!” It was a voice outside the shed. ‘ What the
thump! What the thunder! Some blinking tramp in that
there shed——" :

It was the voice of the gardener.

“Oh cwumbs!” murmured Arthur Augustus faintly.

It was neck or nothing now! If he was cornered in the
shed the gamec was fairly up. He set his hat on his head
firmly, jammed his eyeglass into his eye, threw open the
staggering door, and made a rush for it.

“Hi! You ’old on! Stop!” roared Spuds, as the swell of
St. Jim's came speeding out.

Arthur Augustus did not Leed. He missed the indignant
gardener’s clutch by a hair’s breadth, and ran for his life.
with Spuds shouting behind him. A few seconds more, and
he was making a wild break across the quad. How he got
over the school wall Arthur Augustus hardly knew. But
he knew that he was rolling in.the dust on the road, and a
moment later he knew that his topper had fallen off as he
clambered, and remained within the precincts of the
Grammar School. But it was no time to think of that now.
He picked himself up, and fled.

Hatless and breathless, the swell of St. Jim's ran for it,
and vanished from the indignant eyes of Spuds, the gardener,
glaring after him over the wall.

It was not till he was in the bosky shades of Rylcombe
Wood that Arthur Augustus halted to take breath.

He sat on a projecting root, panting for breath, and trying
to think what he was to do next. Once more the world was
before the St. Jim’s runaway—the wide world. But, some-
hew, since his latest adventures, the wide world had lost
some of its attraction. And a worrying thought was in his
mind, haunting him. it was getting near the time now
when Tom Merry and Blake were to receive their flogging
on his account. Tt was quite true, according to Gussy’s view,
that those two thoughtless youngsters had asked for it by
butting into the affair in their thoughtless way. Still, a
flogging was a floggmg; and he was the cause of it, and it
worried him.

And he wanted a bath; he wanted it badly. =

Whether it was that pressing need for a bath, or the
almost equally pressing need of a breakfast, or concern for
his comrades at St. Jim's, that moved the runaway to a new
resolution, probably Arthur Augustus himself hardly-knew.
Probably his motives were mixed. But, at all events, wh_en
the fugitive left the shelter of the wood, his footsteps carried
him, not out into the wide, wide world. but directly towards
the gates of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 9.
Good Old Gussy !

66 LESS Gussy!”
“Bother him!”
Tom Merry and Blake made those remarks

emphatically.  Their feelings were sghared by
Manners and Lowther, Dighy and Herries, and quite a
number of other fellows.

The hour had come!

Before morning classes the two delinquents were to repair
to the Head's study, there to be “hoisted ” by Taggles, and
to receive the punishment due.

The runaway had not returned. His whereabouts were
unknown, to the school authorities, at least, and Tom Merry
and Blake, being held responsible for that state of affairs,
were “ booked.”

Mr. Railton called to them. with a severe countenance.

“Merry! Blake! You will follow me at once!”

“Yes, sir,” groaned Blake.

“Hard lines!” said Talbot of the Shell, as the two hapless
juniors followed the Housemaster. ~ Many sympalhetic
glances were cast at the two sufferers, if that was any help.

Mr. Railton marched the two juniors into the Head's
study, where Dr. Holmes was prepared to deal with them.
The birch lay on the Head's table, ready for action.

Dr. Holmes' face was severe in expression. There was no
hope to be read in his usually benignant countenance.

“You have sent for Taggles, Mr. Railton?" he asked.

N es, BT

“Very good!”

Ephraim Taggles, the school porter, coughed discreetly at
the door, and entered. There was quite a genial expression
on Taggles' face. Occasions like this were rare at St. Jim's,
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and perhaps Taggles enjoyed them on account of their rarity.
At all events, it was clear that the respectable Taggles
derived some little satisfaction from the performance of his
painful duty.

Dr. Holmes took up the birch.

“I am sorry for this, my boys,” he said quietly. *‘Believe
me, it is as painful to me as it can be to you.”

Tom Merry and Blake made no answer to that. At the
bottom of their hearts they doubted the statement.

Anyhow, they would willingly have spared the Head that
pain. They would have let him off with the greatest of
pleasure.

“Merry first!” said Dr. Holmes.

“Now, then, Master Merry!” smiled Taggles.

Tom Merry resisted an almost overpowering desire to
punch Mr. Taggles’ smiling, cheery face. There was no help
for it, and Tom was duly “hoisted.”

At the same moment there was a loud shout in the quad-
rangle outside the windows of the Head’s study.

“Here he comes!”

“Great Scott, Gussy!”

“The giddy one and only!” roared Grundy of the Shell.
“He’s come back !” :

“Hallo, Gussy! When did you wash last?”

“Where’s your hat?”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head, lowering his birch, “is
it possible that—that—kindly glance from the window, Mr.
Railton—"

The Housemaster had already stepped to the window. Full
in_his view was the noble figure of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
—hatless, dusty, grubby, untidy--but unmistakably Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form. He was surrounded
by a crowd of fellows, all exclaiming at once. Herries was
shaking a fist under his noble nose.

“Pway allow me to pass, deah boys!” came Arthur
Augustus’ calm voices “I am in wathah a huwwy to see
the Head.”

“They’re getting the flogging now !” roared Herries.

“Bai Jove! I twust I am not too late!”

“You siily ags— "

“You frabjous owl-—"

“You burbling jabberwock——"

Unheeding those complimentary remarks, Arthur Augustus
broke into a run and broke through the crowd and vanished
mto the School House. The next minute he was tapping at
the door of the Head’s study.

Without waiting to be bidden to enter, Arthur Augustus
threw open the door and marched in.

Mr. Railton fixed his eyes upon him. The Head, birch in
hand, blinked at him. Blake gave him a ferocious glare.
Tom Merry, still hoisted, stared at him. There was a
moment’s silence in the study.

Arthur Augustus broke it. ;

“I have weturned, sir!” he said gracefully.

“I—I see that you have returned. D’Arcy!” gasped the
Head. “I am glad to see that you have, apparently,
repented of your insubordination and reckless disrespect——"

*“Not at all, sir!”

“What 7”

“I cannot wegard my conduct as diswespectful, sir,” said
the swell of St. Jim's calmly. *“‘I felt justified in wetirin’
fwom the school where I did not weceive justice. In horse-
whippin’ Knox of the Sixth, sir I was simply punishin’ the
awful cheek of a wuffian who had the audacity to box my
yahs, sir. I have not wepented in the least, as I wegard
myself as bein’ in the wight.”

H“D’Arey I excla#med Mr. Railton.

“With all wespect tc you, Mr. Waiiton, I cannot wecede
fwom that posish!” said Arthur Augustus firmly. “It was
my intention to wemain away fwom st. Jim’s until I weceived
justice heah. T have weturned because I learned that these
two thougntless youngstahs are goin’ to be flogged on my
account, for buttin’ into mattahs they are too young to
undahstand.”

“Bless my soul!” murmured the Head. x

“For that weason, sir,” said Arthur Augustis firmly,
“I have weturned to St. Jim’s, and as I am heah, sir, 1
twust you will ovahlook the weckless conduct of those two
unthinkin’ fellahs-———"

“You—you——" began Blake, forgetful
presence in which he stood.

“Silence !” said the Head.
down.”

“Yessir I grumbled Taggles.

He relinquished his victim, much to Tom’'s relief.
Augustus’ return had been in time, after all.

“I twust, sitr——"" recommenced Arthur Augustus.

“Silence! Merry and Blake, as the boy you so thought-
lessly aided to escape has returned, I shall not administer
a flogging,” said Dr. Holmes. ‘‘You will be punished, but
T shall leave that to your Housemaster, who will deal with
you later. You may leave my study.”

“Thank you. sir!” gasped Tom Merry.

3

of the august
“Taggles, you may put Merry

Arthur

The ‘two juniors left the study, lingering a little at the
door. They were anxious about Arthur Augustus now. For
days and wecks they had yearned to see him back at St.
Jim’s, so that they could punch his noble head. But now
that he was back, wrath gave place to anxiety, for it was
only too evident that the returned runaway was “for it.”

Mr. Railton closed the door on them, and they had to
go. At the corner of the corridor they found Herries and
Dig, Manners and Lowther, waiting for them, with a crowd
of fellows.

“All serene!” said Tom. “We’re out of it—except for
lines, I expect. But poor old Gussy——"

“I—I wish he hadn’t come!” grunted Blake uneasily.
“The Head was looking like a—a—a giddy gorgon! Gussy's
going to, have the time of his life!”

“Well, he’s asked for it!” said Levison of the Fourth.
“If he gets off with a flogging, he’s lucky !”

“He came. back to get us out of it,” said Tom.
awfully decent of him, and just like Gussy!” .

“Just!” said Blake. “Good old Gussy! He can’t help
being a born idiot, and he’s one of the best! I—I say, can
you fellows hear anything?”

Heads were bent to listen. There had becn a murmur of
voiees from the Head's study; now that was succecded by
another sound.

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

The sound was regular, rhythmie.
someone beating a carpet with steady strokes.
obviously not a carpet that was being beaten.

The juniors listened again with painful intentness,

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

Then the voice of the returned runaway was heard:

“Yawoooh! Oh! Oh cwumbs!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

“He's going it!” said Grundy, in an awed voice. ‘“But
Isay, they can’t be going to sack Gussy! The Head wouldn't
lay it on like that if there was the sack to follow.”

Tom Merry nodded. :

Undoubtedly the Head was laying it on. Arthur Augustus,
in acting as he had done, was quite convinced that he had
been in the right. But he was certainly being dealt with
as if he had been in the wrong. :

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

“Woooocoop !”

“Poor old Gussy!” murmured Blake. ‘He asked for it,
begged and prayed for it, in fact. But—poor old Gussy !”’

Swish, swish, swish, swish! i :

Tom Merry & Co. listened with pained faces. All the
punches and raggings and bumpings they had promised
Gussy, during his absence, disappeared from their minds
now. Arthur Augustus had erred, but he was suffering for
his error—there was no mistake about that. For once, the
Head of St. Jim’s felt that it was his duty to be severe, and
he did not spare the rod.

The swishing ended at last. -

The Head’s door opened. A faltering figure came limping
ount. with pale but tearless face. :

Not a word was spoken. Arthur Augustus was surrounded
by his chums, and marched away, in silent sympathy.

- . . - . . - . . @

“It was

It was a sound as of
But it was

Arthur Augustus D’ Arey was absent from the Fourth Form
room that morning. But he turned up to classes in the after-
noon, silent, thoughtful, considerably subdued. After lessons
there was a spread in Study No. 6, to welcome home the
wanderer; and by that time Arthur Augustus had sufficiently
recovered to smile again. :

“It was simply feahful!” he confided to his chums. “I
nevah dweamed that the Head was such a hefty old athlete,
you know. I think he was wathah tired when he wang off.
I know I was. I have been tninkin’, deah boys of cleahin’
off fwvom the school again——"

“What!” ejaculated the dear boys.

“As a pwotest against that floggin’, you know—"

“Why, you—you——" 5

“But on second thoughts,” continued Arthur Augustus,
“T shall do nothin’ of the sort.”

“Second thonghts are best!” grinned Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah ! The fact is, deah boys, that on weflection,
I feel that it is wathah a diswespectful pwoceedin’ to wun
away fwom school—I mean wetire fwom school without
permission. Although I was in the wight, you know, I have
come to the conclusion that a fellah ought not to wun away
fwom school. And I twust,” added Arthur Augustus calmly,
“I twust this will He a lesson te you fellahs1”

: THE END.

(There will be an extra special, long complete story of
the chums of St. Jim’s next weelk, entitled : *LEVISON’S
PAST ! by Martin Clifford. This is the Lind of stery
.you have been wanting. so be sure that you srder your
next week’s GEM early.)
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The Finest School and Adventure Story Ever Written!

L

STORY

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JIM READY, a sturdy lad of fourteen,
having seen his last friend faid to rest, is
Jeft all alone in the great world of chanve,
He is leaving the cemetery gates, when he
butts up against

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln).
the principal governor of the great school of
St. Beowulf's, who had heeu watching him at
the funeral. .

The two walk along the road together, and
Jim tells his vew-found friend that he in-
tends starting work at the brickfields in
Dennington. ~ The stranger smiles, and tells
Jim it is edueation he needs first. He then
withdraws a piece - of parchment from his
pocket, and, after sigring it, hands it to Jim.
It is a free pass into the great school. Jim
Is to take his chance as a Lincoln schoiar at
8t. Beowulf's.

Jim gets a warm reception {rom the
bullies of the school, but the decent fellows
welcome him

He finds a friend in Wobbygong, a plucky
lad from Australia, and the master of a pet
kangaroo, Nobby.

Nobby holts one night, but the hoys give
rhase aud capture him. Oun their return to
St. Beowulf's they find that burglars have
broken into the sehool. The ruffians are
captured. Wobby commandeers their car,
and hides it in the Haunted Barn for future
use.

Later, he learns of the scoundrel's inten-
tions of smuggling their ill-gotten gains out
of the ‘country. He plans to capture tie
plunder. At the dead of night, he and his
pals quietly dress. and gain their exit by the
box-room chimuey. They get the car out
from the Haunted Barn. and with Wobby at
the wheel, are soon driving up the long
sweep of Smugglers’ Beacon.

(Now read on.)

Pursued !

OBBY had switched off tiie lights.
He steered by the ghostly figure
of Nobby, the kangaroo, which was
bounding close in front.

“Where Nobby can go, we can go!” he
said. “I've often let Nobby pilot me through
the bush like this, and he never let me down,
2xcept once when we came on the open
mouth of an old gold mine, where the boys
had turped it in and left the hole a hun-
dred feet deep. Nobby jumped, but the car
went down in the hole, and 1 was only just
ible to jump out of it in time. You haven't
z0t any gold-mines on these downs, I reckon.”

“We've got chalk-pits,” replied Stickjaw,

“We'll take a risk on them!” answered
Wobby calmly.

They were getting high in the world now
and the mist was thickening around them.
Suddenly Wobby slowed his engine, and,
peering through the misfy night, listened.

The mistbanks were driving in from the

sea, and there were spaces of clearness
between them.
Wobby tlought he heard the sonnd of

another engine on the dark downs.
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He was not deceived.

Far away down helow them through a |
sudden cleariug of the mist, he saw the glare”
of bright headlights and heard the drone of
a powerful car,

“Boys,” he shouted, “we are chased! That
is the police car from Hangman’s Copse chas-
ing us up. That cop who jumped into his

greenhouse had a telephone in his little
cottage. We've got to get whilst the goiug

is cood. [It’s us for Martleberry Waste, where
the mist is thick. If the cops care to take
Martleberry Waste in a thick mist at full
steam, they can have us!”

“But supposing we-lie still and hide and
let them gét past us?” suggested Jim Ready.

“It’s plain you don't know much abeut
tracking, Jim, my boy!" answered Wobby.
“Our wheels are leaving a track on this
dewy grass that even a London cop can track.
They’d just run us straight down. Come
into the car, Nobby!"

Nobby leaped into the car and crushed
himself down amongst the boys. He was
wet and streaming with  dew from his

passage throuch the bushes and trees.

B-r-r-r-r-r-r!

They could hear the hum of the pursuing
car more plainly now. It was about a mile
behind then, and sounded as if it was coming
up the long slope in grand style:

Wobby put on speed, and sqon the car was
fiving uphiil, bumping and lurching in a way
that nearly made the boys seasick.

They were ncaring the top of the downs
now, and close above them an increased dark-
ness showed that the clouds were hanging
low on the mighty crests. Behind they could
hear the steady vibration and hum of the
pursuing car. She was gaining on them fast.

Wobby looked back. He could see the
bl‘urt of the powerful headlights through the
mist.

“They've got the legs of us, lads!” he
said. "They mean to have us, for they
sure think that we are some more of the
burgling gang. These are no country slops,
cither; they are ‘he Scotland Yard Flying
Squad!”

. Presently a faint hail sounded through the
og.
“Stop, you rascals!”

“Keep low in the car, boys!" cried Wobby.
*“They may shoot!"

But no shot came from the following ecar,
which was rapidly closing on them.

The boys seemed to be up on the roof of the
world now, for Smugglers’ Beacon was a well-
known landmark, fiftteen hundred feet abbve
the level of the sea.

A shout went up from the car hehind.
Her headlights now showed in a great white
blur in the fogz.

“May as well

stop!™ shouted a voice.
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“May as well stop, Punch Baker! W
got you now. You can’'t get off tie rid
Stop, and hand over the stuff!”

Wobby and his chums knew what this
meant. The Scotland Yard men were assured
that in their car were the confederates of
the gang who were already under arrest, and
that, having recovered the plate which had
been buried after the burglaries at Tanbivy
Castle and Lord Bradbury's place, they were
trying to get clear of the country with their
plunder.

“We've got into it with both feet!” mut-
tered Wobby, as he drove on. “If we get
caught, there will be too many expianation:
to be made, and we may get the dirty
kick out from the school. Supposing we
try on the yarn that we were trying to re-
cover the plate? They’ll say then that we
wanted it on our own, so that won’t do.
We've got to get out of this somehow !”

Wobby made a close study of his maps.
He knew that thcy were travelling along the
narrow ridge of Smugglers’ Beacon. If he
turned to the left and ran down the long
slope of the hill, the other car would surely
catch him, for the slope was a gradual and
easy one right away to the coast. The mist,
too, would be thinner down there. 1f he
followed along the ridge of the beacon, he
would come to a thick copse of firs known as
Jumblers Ring. This was no doubt where
t{{«ildetectives hoped to bring him to a stand-
still.

Then, somewhere to his right, was the
Smugglers’ Punchbowl, where very few
drivers would care to drive down the almost
precipitous slopes of the Punchbowl by day,
let alone in the thick fog of to-night.

Seven hundred feet in half a mile was the
run down into the Punchbowl, an enormous
hollow, two miles in® circumference. From
this there was a straight run out on to the
downs again and a clear road to Martleberry
Waste.

It was not a motor-track; it
tobogzan-slide.

“Hold tight, boys!" said Wobby. turning
in his seat. “These tugs have nearly got us.
There's one way out, though. I'm going to
take her down the Punchbhowl!”

“Oh crumbs!” pasped Stickjaw. “We'll
never reach the bottom, Wobby! A movie
actor broke his neck down there in broad
daylight !

“Never mind the movie actor!”
Wobby. “You trust to old Wobby!
goes!”

The other car was very close hehind them
now, as they could discern, in the mist
behind, a white glare of headlights.

Wobbhy, with a swift turn, went off at
right-angles to his course, and, looking back,
had a glimpse of the other car as it shot
forward on their track and then came to u
stand.

“You'll kill
a voice.

Wobby's only answer was a derisive yell,

The car rushed forward. Jim and his
chums clung tight to the seats and sides as
a4 yawning abyss seemed suddenly to open
before them. Then, with a rush and a roac,

was a

replied
Here

yourselves, Balker!” shouted
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they shot down iuto the Smugglers’ Punch.

bowl, leaving the astonishied detectives on

lBI:: cloud-capped crown of Smugglers'
con,

The Find !

AD it been daylight, and not a thick,
misty night, & good many cinema
firms would have Enld money to
have flmed that Ford motor-car

with its lond of five boys and a boxing
kangaroo as it raced down from the cloud-
wrapped crown of Smugglers' Beacon Into
ge' Eurrung abyss of the Smugglers' Punch-

The Punchbow! was an coormous freak of
Nature in these chalk downs, Two miles was
its mighty circumference, and seven hundred
feet was the fall of ita chalk slopes, which
were ns steep as the roof of a houss,

Yet, as the carload of detectives and police
pushed him hard at the top of the beacon,
the calm and cool Wobby made uo ndo of
turning sharp to his right, and plunging
down in to this chasm.

He knew that the police ear would not
follow him. Even movie detectives, who are
paid princo!{“ulnﬂu to break their necks,
would have baulked at this toboggan slide.

Detectives in real life are just as careful
of their mecks as othier people. They know
they have only one neck to break,

It might have been said that the carload
of Scotland Yard experts and police, who
were busily engaged in tracking the burglars
of Lord Tantivy's and other residences, were
entirely taken cback when the car, which
they thought within their reach, suddeuly
took this desperate dive.

They had been certain that the ear was
driven by one Punch Buker, a specialist in
motor burglaries and a daring driver. Dot
they could hurdly think that Punch Baker
would have taken thix desperate dive off the
erown of Smugglers' Beacon, daring though
bhe was, and due for seven years' penal
servitude if he were cavght.

They listened breathlessly for the smash,
as, from their halted ¢ar, they heard the
fying Ford race down Ioto that terrible

gull. But no smush came, There was a rush
and a race, like the swoop of an aeroplane,
then, from faraway down below, came a

shreill and derisive cheer,

“Well, if that don't beat the band!™ ox-
claimed the head of the Flying 8quad, as he
leaned on his steering-wheel and listened with
fraining ears. “They've got down all right,
And did you notice those chiecrs? Those
are not men—they are boys! 1'll bet my life
that wasu't Ponch Baker who shouted back
1o ns before they weat over the edge! Listen
to them!™

Cheer after cheer sounded I:Intlf in the
distance, and the pursuers could lear the
Ford coughing noisily away into the night.

“Well, gentlemen,” sald the doteetive at
the wheel, "1 set some value on my lite, If
you don't! A hundred drivers of the best
might take a ear down the Smugglers’ Punch.
bowl on & night |ike this, bot 1 doubt if one
would resch the bottom except as serap iron?!
Those were boys In that ear—schoolboys,
Only schoolboys could do such a thing with-
outl hreaking thelr necks!”

“What are you golng to do about it,
Travers?™ awked another detective In the
stranded car, rather sourly,

“I'm not going to do anything about jt!~
replicd his chief. * Whoever the young raseals
are, they bave led us on a Bind trail. Now
they are elght miles ahead of us, for we
would have to go right away back round
Hangman's Copse to get on their teack ngaln.
I'm for going back to patrol the rond™

“But what about overhauling that sehonl
~5t. Beowull's?" asked the detective. “It
would be worth while ringing up their head.
master to ask if all his boys are in bed ™

“Not me!” replied his leader. “If they
arc 8t. Beowull's boys, they may be the
same crowd that arrested the burglars the
other might. They are emart boys, those!
I liave got all their names, and at their head
is an Australian young gentleman, who can
uie n boomerang like a native. If we start
messing about on his track he may give us
n taste of the boomerang, and that would
ba worse than coming to close quarters with
Punch Buker!"

The others laughed pleasantly,

“Now we will just lave n look at thelr
trail,” sald Mr. Travers thoughtfully.

He climbed from the car, and, taking the

werful headlight from ils bracket, he fol.
e like a hound aloog the trail which
the Ford had left.

T

Presently be came upon a patch of chalky
marl, where the print of the tyres from t
fugit'i\'o car was left as clean clear as
an impress of a seal on wax,

The detectives gathered round these
marks whilst their chief took varfous paticot
measurements. Then, kneeling down, be
examined the ground with a powerful mugni-
fylng-glass under the rays of the lamp.

He rose from his knees at last, a look of
satisfaction upon his face,

“It is Punch Baker's ear, right cnough!”
lie sajd, “The mystery deepens! What are
these young raseals doing with Punch Baker's
car—this mysterious ear that was on tdc
grovnd the night of the burglary at Lord
Tantivy’s place, the night that Lord Brad.
bury’s place was burgled, and, agaln, when
the Countess of Castlewood lost her jewela?”

His companions did not answer, Well, they
kaew that Me. Travers had made no mis-
take about the print of those tyres. He was
an expert in the reading of motor-tracks, and
his research ip this direction had hel to
bring no less than three murderers to justice.

“I'm golng to look a little further into
this, gentlemen,” said Mr, Travers. *Stand
b‘y the ear whilst T follow the track down into
the Smugglers’ Punchbow],”

His companions obediently went back to
the car, and Mr. Travers, swinging the heavy
brass headlight, followed up tho trall where
the car had taken off Into the Punchbowl,

Mo whistled with astonishment as he fol-
lowed the track over the short dew-encrusted
gross of the alnge, which was 50 steep that
he could hardly keep his own footing.

“No,* he muttered to himeelf, *Punch
Baker s a bold rascal, but he would pever
have the pluck to drive down here, Only a
sulclde elub or o gang of schoolboys would
do such a thing!"

Down he went, following the track all the
way. There were places in which the ear
seemed to have bumped right off the earth
altogethier,

“Those Fords are good little cars!® mut-
tered the famous detective., ~Hanged if 1
don’t buy one myscli after this! This par-
ticular car must have been as surefooted
as a goat, or she'd have turoed turtle long
before this!™

lle bent down and shuddered over an
enormoua biur in the track.

“"ALDD! That wes a dirty alip!™ he mut
tered.  “The young devils! The young
devils! I hope ‘my boy doesu't do thik sort
of thing at schiooll™

The pood-hearted Mr. Travers felt botter
when the tracks steadied again, He seemed
to be living that rush again o spitit with
the young' daredevils who had taken it.

He was more than balt-way down the slope
when he got what he was looking for,

“Good!”™ he muttered,

There on the grass lay a crumpled object—
a schoolbay's eap.

The detective picked it up, and examined
it with satisfaction. [t bore the badge of
St. Beowull’s School—the distinetive badge
which was only worn by the Lincoln scholars,

The detective looked inside the eap, mnd
there, hall obliterated by grease and wesr.
hie read the faint outline of an inked verse.

A gleam of amusement flickered in his grim
eyer as he held the cap
close in the glare of
the lamp, and deci-
phcred the inseription

“This little cap he-
lonzs to me.
And  lits po
hut mine,
So dob't vou aneak
my Jittle eap,
Or'there will he 4
shine !
U'm sery fond  of
pubching hends,
I your fet head 1

lreadd

e
Stuck in this little
cap of mine,

Twill get a puneh
fromm me!
“(8igued)
“JACK woBpbY.”
“That's some lad!"
muttered the detective

his laundry. “1'd better not wear his cap, or
I'll get mﬁénae punched —sure!™

He laug to himsell, and then turned to
the track agaln, staring hard for a while.
continued. “It is evident that Master
Wobby was at the wheel of Punch Baker's
car when [t scoo dwn  here!™ he
continued. “It & evident that Master
Wohby is taking a leading hand in this g:m
somewhere, and playiog & hand against Scot-
land Yard. Good luck to him! 1'm not
going to interfere unless it be in the way
of protecting him and his chums. They are
Blaylug a rather dangerous game in crossing

unch Baker's trail In his cwn car!®

Mr. Travers slipped the cap into his pocket,
slowly commencing to climb that {remendous
tlope agalo, thioking deeply as he went,

It took him a long time to climb to the
top. By this time the Ford car must have
had a start of his powerful machine of at
least Ofteen miles, allowing for the start
that Wobby had galoed by his perilous aliors
cut.

A casual observer might have thought that
the chief of the flying squad, to juilge by his
leisurely movements, was giving Wobby and
his friends all the law that he could aliow,

When he reached the top of the Smugglers’
Beacon again, he found his companions
stamping round their car in the mist, chilled
and impatient.

“What have you found, Travers® arked
one lmpatiently.

“Nothing." replied Mr. Travers cheerfully.

Apparcotly he did not think it worth while
to mention the school cap that nestled i
the inside pocket of his overcoat.

A Strange Sight,

E must now return to the boys and
the car, not to speak of Nobby,
the boxing kangarno,

Nobby had been in a few tight
corners in his short, but eventful life with
Wobby, his young master. If Nobby had
only known it,"he was never in a tighter
lace than when the Ford car plunged down
nto the abyss of the Smugglers’ Punchbowl,

He sat tight amongst the boys, who clopg
round his neck, and the car swooped down
that awful hill like a nosc-diving acroplane.

Jim Ready certainly thought that their last
hour had come. So did Stickjaw.

“Crumbs!" he ahouted in Jim's ear, as the
air roared past their ears with the speed of
the car. "We are sure done for this time.
The car Is travelling faster than ever.*

Swoosh!

Down they swooped inlo one of the great
chialk folds of the Punchbowl. The car then
did a sudden slide sideways, just like an
aeroplane that strikes a gothl‘

By some miracle, Wobby held her right
tide up. There were three more mighty
downward swoops. Then they shot forward
over level ground at a tremendous speed, and
slackened as they met the gentle slope which
led out of the Punchbowl,

Wahhy, perhaps more surprised than his
companlons to find that he had safely accom.

plished this perilous scoot downhill, let loose
a loud cheer In which hix companions jolned.

It was a cheer of rejoicing to find them-
selves sale and sound.

as_he spolled ont the
words which had been

done in the marking. the mist, the bo

Far away down below, through a sudden clearin

of
saw the glare of bright headlig
the drone of a powerful car.

ink served out to and hea
Master Wobby for the
purpose of markiog
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after us They’'ll get
back on the road.”

He drove on over the
gradual rise in the
ground, heading away
to the north-west.”

“Where are you tak-
ing us to, Wobby?”
asked Stickjaw, after
they had run a mile or
two over the short
grass.

“Never you mind,”
replied Wobby calmly.
“You'll find out where
you ar¢ when we get
there. I am steering
a compass course
across the Downs.”

“Well, don't you
steer us into any more
Punchbowls!” replied
Stickjaw, whose nerves
were rather shaken by
their recent experi-
ence.

*“Well, 1 brought
You through all right,
didn’'t  I?"  replied
- Wobby. in rather

aggrieved tones. “You

Wobby clapped on the brakes of the car as a great

white shape slid up out of the fog in

a shape that looked like a phantom,
a solid monument of stone.

might have something
o say if I'd spilled
he bus. As it hap-
pens, you've nothing to
complain about.”
“Why don't you

front of them—
but which was

“Hurrah, boys!” cried Wobby. “We've
still got all our lives before us. Give the
coppers another cheer. We've got ’em beat!”

They cheered the discomfited carload of
police, whom, it seemed, they had left up in
the clouds on the top of Smugglers’ Beacon.

“Anybody got my cap?” asked Wobby. "It
went overboard coming down the slide!”

“Don't you worry about your cap!” replied
Stickjaw. “You ought to think yourself
lucky that you haven't got your fat head
knocked off!’

“I was only thinking that it might make
a trail for those cops,” replied Wobby,
“although I don’t suppose they will worry
about coming down into the Punchbow!

B R e i e T B e TR A S

| EDITORIAL CHAT.

The Editor would like to hear from
his reader chums. Address all
letters to Editor, ‘*The Qem
Library,” The Fleetway Houss,
Farringdon Street, London, E,C.,4,

My Dear Chums,—

After a trying time, Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy has returned to the foid. He has
had a good run, and none are more
pleased than his two staunch chums,
Tom Merry and Jack Blake. It was
only the swell of St. Jim's timely return
that saved them from disgrace and a
birching.  Arthur Augustus, learning
of the stern measures to be taken by the
Head, felt for his chums. It was not
possible for D'Arcy to allow aryone to
suffer for his misdeeds, so he returned,
heedless of the conssquences,

I gather from the many letters from
my readers that this series of stories
dealing with the runaway of St. Jim’s,
has proved a great success, thanks to our
esteemed friend, Mr. Martin Clifford,
who never fails to please.

This famous author goes even one
better—if it is possible—in next week’s
splendid yarn, entitled: * Levison’s
Past.” This is the kind of story you
have all been asking for. Levison, who
we all know, was once a junior at Grey-
friars. He got into black books there,
and left. Later, he was taken in at
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switch on your lights?”
asked Stickjaw.

“To show everyone where we are?” replied
Wobby. “Not me! There are funny
clearings in the sea mist that's drifting

across country, and maybe those ’tecs are
keeping a look-out on the top of the Beacon
still. The guide-book says you can see six
counties from the top of the Beacon on a
clear day, and they might see one little
motor light easy enough!”

Stickjaw’s peevishness wore off as the car
sped lightly over the carpetlike turf of the
Downs, and he began to get over the jar of
that mad swoop iréo the Punchbowl.

Wobby appeared to be driving carefully and
at a proper speed, always keeping in a
north-westerly direction.

P N

S§t. Jim's, and for a time curried favour
with the cads. Since then he has learned
the error of his ways, and has reformed.
Now Ernest Levison is one of the very
best. and his friends number many. His
dark days of the past have been for-
gotten by all save Baggy Trimble, who
is not much to boast of himself, is he?
You will think less of him when you read
‘“ Levison's Past.”

By the way, the great new * Head
'Em " competition has caught on. |
want all my readers to go in for this,
it is ever so simple, and the money
prizes are well worth winning.

You have still time to obtain one of
our splendid photo albums, in which to
house your wonderful collection of foot-
ball photographs. The price is only six-

pence. Address your requests to
* Photo Album Dept.. 7 & 9, Pilgrim
Street, Ludgate Hiil, London, E.C. 4.”

I can fuliy guarantee your being pleased
with your purchase.

Showers of congratuiatory letters reach
meé concerning our wonderful serial, ““ All
On His Own,” which is undcubtedly Mr.
Duncan Storm’s greatest masterpiece.
This popular schoolboys’” author can
always be expected to come up to scratch.
There will he another splendid long
instalment of this grand serial next
week.

I need hardly remind you that the new
volume of the ** Holiday Annual’’ will
make its appearance on September 1st.
It is to be a record number, too. Filled
with the finest of stories, articles, jokes

and other splendid features. Therein

Increase Your Circle of Friends by Introducing the GEM to Them!

Here Wobby was playing his strong suit.
Any other boy in St. Beowulf’s, left with the
steering of that car, would have promptly
lost- himself in the vast folds of the chalk
downs, which, in this district, were confusing
to all but the shepherds.

Wobby had been trained to keep the track
.in the thick bush of Queensland, where it
is a case of turn round three times and catch
who you may. He had never been across
this country before, but he had studied his
course by the ordnance map, and he had got
the lay of the land in his head.

The only things that were likely to mis-
direct him were the helps of civilisation,
automobile signs and finger-posts; but there
were none of these on the Downs.

Now and then he would take a sharper dip
than usual, and the boys would brace them-
selves, thinking that Wobby had taken a
turn into another Punchbowl.

The mists were shutting down thick again,
and away to their right sounded the plaiu-
tive piping of a curlew.

“We are getting on the edge of the grass
now, lads!” announced Wobby genially. “1
think we are somewhere near Goodman's
Hanger. There’s a stone memorial here on
the Downs put up over a famous horse that
belongeé to one of the nobby toffs of these
parts, a colonel or a major. 1 read about it
in the guide-book when I was mugging up
our trail. And, by George, here it is!”

Wobby clapped on his brakes with a slam,
and Jim’s head met against Stickjaw’s with
a crack that made them both see stars,
whilst Nobby, the kangaroo, was nearly
thrown out of the car.

A white shape had slid up out of the fog
towards them—a shape that looked like a
phantom, but which was a solid monument of
stone.

The honnet of the car touched the stone
with a light bump as it came to a standstill,
but luckily no harm was done.

“There!” said Wobby, with great satisfac-
tion. “That's what I call navigation in fog.
We've come twenty-five miles across country,
and here we are, right on the spot to the
inch!”

(Look out for next week’s cxciting
instalment! of this powerful serial.)

you can meet your chums of St. Jim’s,
Greyfriars, and Rookwood School. There
is sure to be an unprecedented rush for
this magnificent new volume, so my only
advice to all of you is to see that your
-newsagent reserves you a copy right
away. | have to impress upon you the
necessity of ordering early, as so many
readers of the Companion Papers were
disappointed at not being able to get
copies of last year’s issue. Be one of
the first to order. It is far the best in
the long run.

My chums are full of suggestions for
the further improvement of the GEM.
Did | hear someone say there was no
room for improvement? Thanks! |
-hope my Cardiff chum is fully satisfied
with the GEM Portrait Gallery. 1 will
bear his idea in mind.

Meanwhile, look out for next week's
wonderful number of the GEM, containr-
ing, among many other good things, set
number three in our easy competition.

YOUR EDITOR.
ST s

Z OUR COMPANION PAPERS.

“THE BOYS’ FRIEND" Every
Monday.

Every Monday.

“THE MAGNET"
“THE POPULAR” Every Tuesday.
* CRUCKLES " Every Thursday.
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Published Yearly.,
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BOYS! Take up PLATE

PHOTOGRAPHY
As a HOBBY and Win a
BIG CASH PRIZE

in the £3,000 All-British Photographic Competition

Boys! If you have not taken up Photography—then you're missing a jolly good thing!
It's the most interesting and fascinating hobby a fellow could have, anri :t s getting very
profitable, too. Photographic work for the Press, for uutance offers excellent prospects
of a good income—hundreds of photos are bow newspapers and magazines
at a generous price. Then again, ph otap‘apl‘:y oﬂcn efinite prospects of a well-
pnd carcer as a professional portrait atngraphnr And then there are frcquent
competitions with big Cash Prizes. In this competition, for instance, £3,000 in Cash
Prizes is offered for amateur photographs—there are hundreds of PRIZES for begimers.

But start right—go in for real Phutogrlphy—PLATE Photography—the most puc‘nul
and satisfactory form of Photographic work—the form adopted by Pressmen,
Professional and all serious Amateur thgnphers—ln fact, the nni kind of 1
Photographic work for those who want ta tgke up the hobby properiy and J;orough!y -

THIS FREE BOOK TELLS YOU HO
TO START AND HOW TO WIN

T]Jisfrecbooldcttstheﬁmtlteponthcmadtosuccessmrulphotogmpﬁy ltmnsymthebeﬁ
way to start and the best materials to buy in order to win one of the big Cash Prizes offered in this
£3,000 Competition. It tells you how to take

pictures and hci:\)vo t: ocievclop and print from your Send this Coupon To_day

own. plates, buy any materials at all

until you' have read this book and seen the WITH . STAMP FOR, POSTAGE

Cameras, Plates, and Papers recommended. To Secretery, £3,000 AllBritish Photographie
Send for the booklet now. It is Free. c"“""""“‘- 5. 0""" 5"“' Lmdbl. WI

Hundreds of Cash Prizes COUPON 05 s
for BEGINNERS | Compottion, 4, Ostoxd Seest, Landom W1

I am thinking of taking up Plate Photo-

cu"uuoo_

i graphy and entering for the £3,000 Com-
6 FPrimes of £100 i petition. Please send me free booklet, |
6 FPrizes of £25 i enclose berewith 4d. stamp for postage.

e PFPwriz=es of X210
e Pri=es of £65, &
S]O00 FPrimes of 21

Also Prizes of £30, £15, £10, and £5
cach,and 100 Prizesof 10-forJuniors. | | mwe w sieew ierrens

INEINE i s 4 s b wpesanane vbanie fb VBN bLs R ga o8 16

Address.coecocmmmervnersresossmorssas

LI L LT

....................................................................

ALL BRITISH
PHOTOGRAPHIC
COMPETITION
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Try and win one
of our big
money prizes
in an easy §
competition !
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Ve ins Poriall Gallery|

"PERCIVAL PRATT, A fember ot i

{There will be another Splendid Art Portrait Study next week.)
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