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Give some people a little authority and they abuse it
right and left—that’s the sort of fellow Gerald Knox of
the Sixth is. But he finds a tough handful in Tom
Merry & Co. when he takes a mean advantage of his
position as prefect.

‘CHAPTER 1.
Arthur Augustus is Shocked !

¢ g WEAT SCOTT {
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stopped.

The elegant swell of the Fourth Form at St

Jim’s was returning from a visit to the outfitters

at Rylcombe. His route lay along the winding Rylcombe

lane, and he had just con e within view of the side gate that

gave admittance to the Green Man when he utiered that
ejaculation in considerable amazement.

“Gweat Scott!”

The Green Man, a disrcputable tavérn, was of course ouf
of bounds to the scholars at St. Jim’s; although in the Lower
Forms it was rumoured that Knox of the Sixth and his
cronies were often in the habit of frequenting it for a quiet
flutter.

Arthur Augustus was one of those in the “know,” and he
regarded Knox’s excursions with great disapproval. Had
Arthur Augustus seen Knox emerging from that side gate
he. would not have been surprised, although, doubtless, he
would have strongly disapproved. The disapproval of a
Lower School boy, however, made as much impression on
the black sheep of the Sixth as a generous application of
water on a duck’s back ! :

Jut this was different. E

It was not Knox who had flung open the gate of the Green
Man and bolted into the shelter of the trees; it wasn’t a
senior at all. Tt was a fag—a member of either the Third ot
Second Form at St. Jim’s. And something about the back
view of that fleeing figure had been very familiar to Arthu:
Augustus D’Arey.

“Bai Jove !” muttered Arthur Augustus. “I wondah!”

For two or three seconds he stood there undecided, his
gleaming monocle bent upon the side gate as if to resurrect
that fleeing figure. = Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s mind was not
in the habit of working quickly. !

The sound of rapid retreating footsteps decided him.

He broke.into a trot, the trot developed into a run, and
in three minutes he was hard on the track of the figure
that had broken in on his pleasant meditations over the
matter of fancy waistcoats and the latest thing in silk hats.

o Sto i’) - #

“The swell of the Fourth shouted that command as, round-
ing a bend in the lane, he caught sight of his quarry.

But his quarry did not stop. Instead, that fleeing figure
isut on a spurt and vanished again

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“Joe Fwayne!” he panted. “The young wascal !”

It came as a great shock to the Fourth-Former that Joe
Frayne, in whom he had always placed the utmost trust and
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reltince, should be guilty of paying surrepiitious visits to
such a low-down haunt as the Green Man.  Doubtless
Frayne would not have been either flatter corigrateful fo
think that Arthur Augustus took such a great interest in
him, but it was D*Arey’s way to exereise a certhin amount
of well-intentioned and good-natured patronage with fags.”

To do him justice, the immaculate swell of the Fourth
was greatly concerned. To think that a fag of the Third
Form was playing the blackguard moved him deeply:

He put on a spuri. i i

The lane ahead was deserted. It ran in a straight line
now to St. Jim’s, and Arthur Augustus was ccrtain that no
fag could have outpaced him to that extent. I was evident,
therefore, that the fleeing fag had taken cover somewhere
in the thick bushes that lined the lane. { -

“The young wascal I’ “Arthur Augustus came to a halt.

Next moment the bushes parted-and a cheeky face peered
out at him. ‘ :

“Oh, it’s you 1” :

Arthur Augustus-wheeled sharply as lic:héard that voice, .

and his noble features contracted info a frown. . .
* “Fwayne!” : : i =

Joe Frayne of the Third Form came inta full view. The
fag was breathing hard. b sy e

“T thought it was a preféct,” he said, with a rueful grin,
“so I 'opped it good and strong.” :

H ;\7]011’ young wascal ! said Axthur Augustus,

“ER¥ d i

“You young wascal !” reiterated: the swell of the Fourth.
*I am surpwised at you, Fwayne!”

The fag of the Third grimaced. R

“You think I’ve been on the spree—what 7"’ he asked.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. Lo

“Weally, Fwayne,” he replied frigidly. “I don’t think, I
know. I must say’that T am shocked an’ painfully  sur-
pwised.” ; ;

“ But, Master D’Arcy-——" Joe Frayne, a one-time waif
of the slums, had not yet forgotten his associations of the
‘ But, Master D’Arey, I wasn’t doin’ of no ’arm!”

Arthur Angustus waved a gloved hand which silenced thé
fag of the Third.

“I am surpwised an’ shocked,” he went on. “You. of all
people, Fwayne, should wealise the follay of entewin’ such
low-down haunts of vice.”

“Yes, Master D’Arey; but—"

“An’ yet you don’t look as if you wealise the awful extent
of your follay,” continuéd Arthur’ Augustis in his best
sermonising manner. “Wathah, you appeah to glowy in it.”
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"’Ol’x,"no_. siv 1" said Joe Frayne in some confusion. “You
see—"

“For all you know, deah boy,” went on the swell of the
Fourth, “you might have been seen comin’ out of that
disweputable place by a pwefect or a mastah!”

“I know; but—-"

“A vewy fortunate thing for you that it was I who came

along,” said Arthur-Angustus severely. “You ought to be
ashamed of yourself, voung Fwayne!” :

# But——"

Arthur Augustus waved a gloved hand again, and Frayne
subsided.

“If it had been my minah,” he continued, “I should
have felt constwained to poiut out the follay of his ways
and then administah a feahful thwashin’. If my minah was
in the habit of goin’ there——" :

Joe Frayne grinned.

“Your minor does go there sometimes!” he exclaimed.

Arthur Augustus’ monocle dropped out of his cye,

“What ?” he exclaimed.

goe_ Frayne nodded,

: ‘“’hxc& young Wally has been sent there once this week
already!

“Bai Jove! The young wascal! The awful wottah!”

The thought that his young brother Wally I’Arcy of ihe
Third was in the habit of frequenting the Green Man made
Arthur Augustus’ blood run cold and hot. He turned a
ferocious glare on the fag of the Third.

“What do you mean, vou wottah?”

Frayne shrugged his shoulders.

“It's simple enough, Master D'Arcy,” he said. “That
rotter Knox says: ‘ Frayne, jest you run down to the Greeun
Man an’ get some smokes and a bottle for me—' »

“A Db-b-bottle?” ejaculated the swell of the 'Fourth iu
Lorror.

Joe Frayne nodded.

‘:-T,l,',em swells of the Sixthr do ’ave a beano now and
agin !

“A beano!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “A bottle!
Good gwacious! An’ my minah goes to fetch these things
fwom the Gween Man?”

“That he does !” said Frayne. “If we didn't do what that
awful rotter Knox told us he’d flay the skin off our back!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy seemed in danger of having an
apoplectic fit. That his minor should be compelled to carry
out such dangerous and demoralising errands came to hin:
es a great shock. If Gerald Knox of the Sixth had chanced
along at that moment Arthur Augustus would have com-
mitted assault and battery on him.

“You .are suah you are wight, Fwayne?” asked the swell
of the Fourth at length, eyeing the fag shrewdly. * You
aren’t tellin’ me a whoppah ?”

“0Oh, Master D'Arey &

“Then I pwesume that when I saw you emergin’ fwom
that awtul place you weré only cawwyin’ out the ordahs of
that wascal Knox?"”

“Of course, sir,” said Joe Frayne,-
with a touch of reproach in his voies.
“You surely didn’t think that T go to
that rotten pub because I want to?”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

All thoughts of the fancy waistcoats,
gorgeous ties, and the half-dozen
toppers he had ordered had now flown
from his noble head. He was face to
face with a very serious matter. His
brow clouded.

“What were you instwucted to feich
fwom the Gween Man, I'wayne?” he
asked at length. -

Joe Frayne looked about him
cautiously, and then drew two packages
out of his pockets. .

Arthur Augustus jumped.

One package was easily recognisable
as a bottle.

“Good gwacious!” he exclaimed,
taking the bottle gingerly and unwrap-
ping the brown paper. *Whiskay!”

“An’ the other’s a box of fags,
Master D’Arcy,” said Frayne, who was
less shocked than the aristocratic
Fourth-Former. ‘“Be careful with that
there bottle, sir. It leaks.”

“Bai Jove!”

There was silence between the two
for a space of a few seconds, what time
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s noble brow
was wrinkled in thought. Then, to
Frayne's amazement, he re-wrapped the bottle and placed
it in his pocket. Next, he took the box of cigarettes and
placed them in another pocket.

‘“’Ere, I say, Master D’Arcy!” cxclaimed Joe Frayne in
some alarm. “What are you goin’ to do with 'em?”

“I am goin’ to take charge of them, deah boy,” answered
Arthur Augustus firmly. “I am goin’ to have a word
with Knox.” :

The Third Form fag listened to that statement with
goggling eyes and wide-open mouth. ;
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“Which Master Knox’ll flay me alive if he knows that
I’ve given them packages to you !” he exclaimed. -

“Weally, Fwayne, I don’t think that awful scoundwel
will say anythin’ to you by the time I have given him a
piece of my mind.« You leave it to me, deah boy!

“But, Master D’Arcy, he'll flay you, too!” ¢

The swell of the Fourth laughed, and his face set grimly.

“We'll see, deah boy,” he observed—‘‘we’ll see! Now,

“just you ‘wun along to the school, an’ don’t say a word.

Tf Knox sends for you before I get a chance to speak to
him, you come to me!” :

“But——" began Frayne. : :

“Twot along, deah Loy,” commanded Arthur Augustus.
“T ‘will follow at my leisuah; I want to think ovah a
course of action!” . :

And, greatly excited and not a little alarmed, Joe
Frayne scuttled” off,” leaving the swell of the Fourth to
saunter back to St. Jim’s. There was a deep frown on
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s face as he watched the receding
figure of the fag.

“Knox is a wottah!” he muttered as he tramped along.
“A wascal! An’ he has the awful cheek to send my
minah on his blackguardly ewwands! Bai Jove! It's
time Knox was taught a lesson!” i :

With that decision in' the forefront of his mind, so to
speak, the swell of the Fourth stepped it out for St. Jim’s.
But a lot of trouble was destined to fall upon the noble
shoulders of Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy before the rascally
prefect of -the Sixth was taught his much-rieeded lesson.

CHAPTER. 2. - -
: Head’s Inspection !
« ¥ .F ALLO, have you been to the tailor’s, Gustavus ?”
H -~ Jack Blake swung open the door of Study No. 6
in the Fourth Form passage as he made that

: remark. : e

There was a hurried movement inside as Arthur
Augustus placed something in the drawer of the table and
closed . it. S
.Blake éyed that proceeding, and the crimson flush on
his noble studymate’s features curiously. 5

“What’s the giddy secret, Gussy?” he inquired.

““Weally, - Blake, I was not awah that there was a
scowet,” said Arthur Augustus uncomfortably.. “But you
startled me.” .

* Blake grinned. <

“Hiding some latest creations in faney waistcoats?” he
said, with a chuckle. .

“Weally, Blake—"

“Or is 1t neckties?”

“No, deah boy!”

Blake waved an admonishing finger at his elegant study-
mate.

“T1l bet you three to one in doughnuts, Gussy,” he said,
“that you've been down to the village to order some new
waistcoats, and toppers, and ties, and—-"

Arthur Augustus grinned. 3

“Well, as a mattah of fact, I have, deah boy !” he
replied. “I found that I was wunnin’ short of ties—"

“Running short?” ejaculated Blake. “Oh, my hat! But
you've got about three dozen not more than a month old.”

“Weally, Blake, a fellow must keep up appeawances,”
remonstrated Arthur Augustus. “An’ you must admit
that I was in urgent need of some more fancay waist-
coats.” *

Blake grinned.

“Ye gods! You've got more waistcoats than the rest
of the Fourth put together!”
- “You are exaggewatin’, Blake 3

But Blake paid no heed to that remark. He was staring
2bout him and sniffing.
~ “Funny!” he exclaimed.

“What’s funnay, ‘deah boy?” inquired Arthur Augustus.

Sniff ! Sniff ! Blake sniffed harder than ever.

“What's funnay ?” reiterated D’Arcy, eyeing Blake won-
deringly.

Blake stopped sniffing.

“There’s an awful niff in this study,” he said at length.

Arthur Augustus frowned. Y :

“Niff 7’ he echoed. ‘“‘Pway, what do you mean, Blake?”

Blake commenced to sniff again. :

“Tt smells like benzine——> he said thoughtfully.

“ Eh?)’ .

“Or whisky—"

“What?” Arthur Augustus almost shouted, and his face

B

erimsoned.

Blake stopped sniffing, and turned a severe face on his

~ studymate.

“T supposé you haven’t been drinking, Gussy?” he said
sternly. : 3
Tee Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,047
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_“Weally, Blake—" Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s confu-
sion was- painfully apparent, so much so that the amuse-
ment- faded out of Blake’s eyes, He looked at D’Arcy in
some astonishment.

That embarrassed junior found his eyes wandering.to the
table drawer. Secreted there were the packages he had
taken from Joe Frayne—the bottle of whisky and the box
of cigarettes. In his haste to get them .out of the way
Arthur Augustus had forgotten that the bottle leaked.
And it was obvious that the odour of the spirit leaking from
the bottle had canght the sensitive nostrils, of Jack Blake.

“You see,” began Arthur Augustus confusedly. “I—
that is—he——"

Jack Blake wondered whether his elegant studymate was
wandering in the heid. But before he could make any
further remark the study door was flung open, and Herries
and Digby, who shared Study No. 6, dashed in.

“Look out!” yelled Herries.

“The Head !’ whispzred Digby.

Blake started, and Arthur Augustus’ leaped from his
“Eil’”

“What?" ; s
The alarmed expressions on the faces of Herries and
Digby were catching. Blake caught the former by the

arm.

“What’s up?”’ he queried.

“The Head!” breathed Herries; and he began to tidy
up a number of books on the baokcase. “The Head!
Inspection !” : :

“Head’s inspection!”

Blake and Arthur Auvgustus gasped the words simulta-
neously. :

It was -only once a term that Dr. Holmes made an
inspection of the studies, and those inspections were not
heralded by ‘any warnings. Not even the Housemasters
were informed of the Head's intention.. It was Dr.
Holmes’ habit suddenly to visit the Fourth and Shell pas-
sages ;to satisfy himself that the various studies were as
tidy and as cleanly as befitted such a famous seat of learn-
ing as St. Jim’s. >

while these inspections were “on ” no one was

<al to leave his study. Usually a Sixth Form prefect

went in advance of Dr. Holmes to ensure that that order
was obeyed. :

It was remarkable what effect those two words “Head’s
inspection f* had upon the Lower School. = Fellows would
suddenly remember that the coalscuttle was hardly the
place for their footer boots; that the cupboard was not
indeed the place for a conglomeration oi broken jam-jars,
school books, and discarded articles of atlire; that it was
not conducive to cleanliness to leave unwashed crockery
adorning the mantelpiece. !

These once-a-term visits were usually attended by great
confusion on the part of the oecupants of studies. Broken
chairs that should hav> been mended long ago were made
to perch against something in an effort to hide their want
of repair; school books, with the covers off, were shoved
between others less damaged, in the hope that they would
pass unnoticed. Curtains were drawn across that section
of the window which happened to be broken. Dusters were
hurriedly brought into requisition, and whirled about in
corners where perhaps they had never whirled since the
previous inspection.

But for all these late-hour activities, Dr. Holmes had an
eagle eye for discerning the faults in the various studies,
and, belonging as they did to junior schoolboys, those
faults were legion,

In Study No. 6 Blake and his chums started to make
their apartment ship-shape with astonishing speed and
energy.

“Whose footer boots are these?’ roared Blake, as he
dragged a muddy pair of footwear from the bottom of the
bookease.

“Mine!” gasped Merries, and, with a swift movement,
he grabbed the offending boots, tied the laces together,
and then erossed to the window. Next minute he had
raised the sash, the boots were passed out of the window,
the metal tags of the laces were held in position with one
hand, while he closed the sash with the other, The boots
dangling against the outer wall of the study were now
out of sight of anyone in the study; only the small tags
of the laces were visible. Herries hoped fervently that
Dr. Holmes would not see those incriminating tags. °

Meantime, Arthur Augustus, a vietim to disquieting
thoughts, was wondering what would happen if the Head
demanded to see the contents of the table drawer. The
swell of the Fourth was all in a flutter, and even in that
moment ho was not allowed to think without interruption.
There was a sudden roar from Dighy:

“Look at these blessed neckties!”-
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He held at least & dozen multi-coloured neckties in his
hand as he spoke, which he had just sorted out from behind
a picture on the wall.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s eyes gleamed as
he ‘beheld those precious articles of adornment. “You
wottahs! T spent an hour lookin’ for those ties yestahday !”

Blake grinned.

“Guilty, Gussy,” he said, with & chuckle. “We were
waiting for you while you changed, and as you appeared to
be very undecided which tie you should wear out of the
hundred or so -you've got, I thought I'd help you to come
to a quicker decision by shoving some of the blessed things
out of sight.”

“You awful wottah !

“I shoved ’em behind that picture yesterday and forgot
all about ’em,” grinned Blake. “Never mind, bung them in
the table drawer.” /

Arthar Augustus snatched the ties and jammed them in
the table drawer on top of the bettle of whisky and
- cigarettes.

He had hardly done so when

scheol, appeared in the doorway.

Kildare, the captain of the

SN

A
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broken pane should have been repaired long before now.
You will see to it, Blake, that it is repaired.”

“Oh, yes, sirl”

“And to help you remember, my boy, you will write a
hundred times, ‘I must not put off till to-morrow what I
can do to-day! ”

“Oh! I mean, yes, sir!” said Blake mcekly, and he
watched Kildare record that impesition in the notebook he
carried.

Dr. Holmes strode across the study, opened the cupboard
and peered in. Fortunately Herries had had time to tidy up
that cupboard. It passed muster.

“To whom do these books belong ?”

The Head was examining a })ile of books on the mantel-
piece. They were a woefuf sight. Most of the covers wers
missing, the corners of the pages were torn, an: there were

S

As the Head picked up two of the veiumes from the mantelpiece and examined them, several loose leaves floated grace-

fully to the floor. ‘ Biess my soul ! ’’ he ejaculatsd.

to speak to your Form master !’

“Stand to attention!” he commanded.
tion !”’ s

The occupants of Study No. 6 stood to attention, Arthur
Augustus D’Arey taking up a position by the study table.
Next moment, with rustling gown, the majestic figure of
Dr. Holmes appeared.

His cagle eye at once spotted a broken pane in the glass
door of the bookcase.

“How long ago was that broken ?” he asked sharply.

Blake crimsoned.

“About three weeks ago, sir,” he answered, conscious that
the said pane of glass was going to earn him an imposition
of some sort.

Dr. Holmes looked surprised. ..

“Three weeks ago?” he queried. “And who broke it?”

“I did, sir.”’. Blake did not add that he had thrown a
boot at Trimble; that he had missed the fat Fourth-Former,
but the boot had not missed the bookcase. Such a confes-
sion, ‘in the circumstances, was not to be expected.

Dr. Holmes frowned.

“I will not have this slovenliness!” he rapped. *That

“ Head's inspec-

“ These books have been badly ill-treated.

Disgraceful ! 1 shall have -

(See Chapter 2.)

several stray leaves that floated gracefully to tho floor as
the Head picked up two of the volumes for a closer in-
spection.

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated wrathfully. “These books
are essential to your studies at St. Jim’s, and in their
present state they would scarcely be of use to anyone! They
have been badly ill-used !”

That was true. Dog-eared and torn, the school books were
really only fit for the dustbin. Dr. Holmes, a lover of

ooks, especially those that dealt with the classics, was
indignant. That Blake & Co. did not see eye to eye with
him in the matter of literature was, of course, another of
those little things over which Form masters, headmasters,
and their pupils never agree, and never will so long as the
world keeps turning.

But' Blake & Co.’s expressions were very contrite as they
felt the Head’s stern gaze bent upon them.

“Disgraceful!” snapped Dr. Holmes. “Reaily, I shall
have to speak to your Form master on this lamentable and
unwarrantable misuse of books that are provided for your
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instruction in the classies. Kildare,” he added, turning to
the captain of the school, “kindly see that these books are
collected and that fresh ones are issued.”

“Yes, sirl” .

“Payment for the new books to be deducted from these
boys’ pocket-money I concluded the Head.

Blake & Co. looked dismal.

“D’Arcy,” rapped out the Head suddenly, “ why do you
keep moving? Are you trying to conceal something from
me, boy?” - :

“I—Iy—-I——” stammered Arthur Augustus, crimson with

* confusion.

Dr. Holmes’ brow grew grim.

“Stand away from that table, boy!” he commanded.

Reluctantly, very reluctantly, Arthur Augustus obeyed.

“Bless my soul ”

As the swell of the Fourth moved away from the table the
Head caught sight of a coloured necktie that was wedged
in the closed drawer.

He moved towards it. o= ;

“Were you trying to conceal this tie, D’Arcy ?”

Arthur Augustus was silent. The swell of the Fourth was
an exceptionally truthful fellow, and not for the life of him
would he have helped himself out of the difficulty that h’e
knew lay in front of him by taking advantage of the Head’s
innocent question. i

Dr. Hoﬂllmes seemed to read some of the thoughts that
chased their way through Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s mind.

“Is there anything else you were trying to hide?” the
Head demanded, and then the thunderclouds grew on his
brow. To his sensitive nostrils came the pungent odour of
spirits,

P Is it possible—" he ejaculated. 3 L

Dr. Holmes then did a very undignified thing—he sniffed.
Iu fact, he sniffed several times, and with each sniff the
expression on his face grew more grim. Arthur Augustus
went erimson and pale by turns. He knew that discovery of
the incriminating whisky-bottle and the box of cigarettes
was imminent now. -

The Head. bending down, jerked open the table drawer.
A number of neckties met his gaze. But he hardly paid
these any attention. The odour of spirits was more pro-
nounced now, and he commenced to turn out the neckties
with scant ceremony. Then, with eyes that almost started
from their sockets, he saw the whisky-bottle and the box of
cigarettes, - : :

“Boy! Boy! Is it possible?” he articulated with diffi-
culty, as with trembling fingers he unwrapped the paper-
elad bottle and saw that his sense of smell had not played
him false. “Whisky! Phew!”

Blake & Co. eyed their chum in horror. Kildare looked
at him as if he could hardly believe the evidence of his eyes.
Vet there was the bottle of whisky; there were the cigarettes
wh]ilch, apparently, the swell of the Fourth had been at pains
to hide. - >

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy felt the blood rush from his face,

leaving him deathly pale. The swell of the Fourth had not -

yet quite realised the unenviable position in which that
amazing discovery had placed him.

“« D’A!‘Gy 122 3

The swell of the Fourth started as the Head’s cold voice
broke in on his ears.

“Yaas, sir }” = "

“Were you tirying to conceal these—these things?
thundered Dr. Holmes, his eyes gleaming angrily.

“Yaas, sir |? - <

“What? What?” Dr. Holmes was as much dumbfounded
as Blake & Co. Far sooner would he have been prepared to
hear Arthur Augustus give an answer in the negative. :

“I certainly bwought them into the study. sir,” said
Arthur Augustus. “These fellows knew nothing about
them.” :

“Bless my soul !” gasped the Head faintly. “Is this so?”

Blake & Co. were silent. Indeed, they were flabbergasted.
They stared at their noble chum like fellows in a dream.
The Head’s rumbling voice brought them back to earth, so
to speak. :

“D’Arcy,” he thundered, “how dare you bring such things
into the school 7

“I1f you will let me explain, Dr. Holmes——" began Arthur
Augustus.

“Explain?” rumbled the Head.
explanation !” .

And then Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s confidence deserted
him. 'To explain meant to sneak. He could not deliberately
tell the Head that the whisky and the cigarettes rightly
belonged to Knox of the Sixth. He could not even say that
he had taken them from Frayne of the Third, for that youth
would be cross-examined, which would mean placing the onus
of sneaking upon him.

D’Arey’s silence seemed to annoy Dr. Holmes beyond
measure, =
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“Well, boy, I'm waiting for your explanation!” he
snapped. : 5

But D’Arcy was silent, conscious only «of the imploring
looks his chums bent upon him and the throbbing of his
own heart.

CHAPTER 3.
In the Toils!

“ ARCY 1
Dr. Holmes spoke sternly, his face a picture
of righteous wrath.
“Yaas, sir.”

“I have found in this study a bottle of whisky and a
box of cigarettes, which you, on your own admittance,
brought here.” :

SN Ras, BT

The Head’s brow was thunderous.

“I'am waiting for an explanation, D’Arcy!” he said
severely.

“Yaas, sir,” mumbled Arthur Augustus, a picture of con-
fusion. “You see, sir, I—I 22

“Come, speak up, my boy !”

But Arthur Augustus could not speak up. He gave his
chums a wretched look, and gulped something in his throat.

“Boy "—Dr. Holmes’ patience was being taxed to its
uttermost—“I have asked you to explain!”

. “I know, sir,” muttered Arthur Augustus. “I am SOWWY,
sir, but I—I—T cannot explain |

“You cannot?” The Head’s voice resembled thunder.
“You cannot explain 2

“Nunno, sir!”?

There was silence in the study. Blake & Co. eyed their
chum in horror. - Dr. Holmes’ face set grimly.

“By your refusal to explain, D’Arcy,” he said sternly,
you leave me only one construction to put upon what I
have discovered-in this study.”

Arthur Augustus started.

“Weally, sir; I twust you do not think that I am in the
habit of indulgin’ in stwong liquah ?”

“I am loth to think so,” said Dr. Holmes, “for T have
always known you to be a boy of exemplary character.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“But unless you can explain satisfactorily to me how
these things came to be here, I have no alternative but to
judge you guilty of indulging in pernicious habits and
Liyés}l;l‘zou accordingly.” .

[

Arthur Augustus bit_his lip. Never had he been in such
a quandary. To do him justice, he realised how the Head
must have felt, but that did not make it any easier for him
to explain.  He looked Dr. Holmes straight In the eyes as
the kindly old gentleman gazed at him sternly. %
. “I'will be patient with you, D’Arcy,” said Dr. Holmes
in a softer voice. “Now come, tell me why you brought
these things here.” =

“I cannot!” said D’Arey miserahly.

_“You mean you won’t!” thundered Dr. Holmes. “Your
silence can only mean one thing, D’Arcy. I am shocked and
pained to think that a boy in whom I have hitherfo placed
Lh?){ug'g’txest confidence should begin to take to blackguardly

abits! .

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s face crimsoned.

. “Weally, sir,” he said heatedly, “you do me an
injustice I :
“Silence!” rapped Dr. Holmes sternly. “I have been
patient enough. I have found these abominable things
here; I have asked for an explanation. You have refused
to answer. As I said before, you leave only one course
open to me—"" ; g

“Speak up, you ass!” said Blake wildly. “ Gussy—-"

“Silence, Blake!?

And Blake relapsed into silence as the Head’s stern gaze
bent upon him. =

“I assuah you, sir,” gasped Arthur Augustus, “that these
w’eii,ched smokes an’ that wotten whiskay do not belong to
me.

“Indeed!” There was not much encouragement in Dr.
Holmes’ voice. “Then why are they here?”

Arthur Augustus was silent for a moment.

“Then why are they here?” reiterated the Head, his
voice rising. “This is your last chance, D’Arcy.”

“I bwought them heah, sir,” stammered Gussy. ~ “I
bwought them heah to—to—to—to destwoy.”

“What ?” exclaimed the Head. “Then where did you
get them ?” ’

Arthur Augustus was silent. Once again he found him-
self in the toils.

“Fwom—fwom anothah fellow,” he said at length.

“From whom?” asked the Head coldly.

Silence. =

Blake & Co. looked on with anxious expressions. They
knew that ‘Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was not in the habit
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of “blagging.” But how had thosé things come into his
possession?  That was a question which ecxercised their
minds just as ‘much as it had Dr. Holmes'. And why
didn’t Gussy speak up? :

“Really, D’Arcy, thig has gone too far,” said the Head
sternly. “I am very disappointed in you. You leave me
to think the worst. Kildare,” he added grimly, turning to
the captain of the school, “kindly escort this junior to the
punishment-room.” = e

“I am sure Gussy—I mean D’ Arcy—is innocent, sir,” Blake
blurted out. - “Those rotten things don't belong to him,
roally. He’s as straight as a die, sir!”

“Hear, hear !” chimed in Herries and Digby loyally.

““Silence !” commanded the Head. “You will go to the
punishment-room, D’Arcy. To-morrow you will be expelled
from the school!” :

The news almost stunned Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy. He
stood there rooted to thc floor. Next moment I\lida‘res
hand fastened on his shoulder. Mechanically, like a fellow
in a dream, D’Arcy allowed himself to be led out of the
study, unconscious of the imploring looks of his churas that
followed him

Dr. Holmes, with contracted brows, rustled out of the
room.

When he was gone, Blake turned to Herries m:-.d Digby.

“Here's a pretty kettle of fish and no mistake!” he said.

Herries and Digby nodded glumly. : :

“That fathcad Gussy looked mighty secretive when I
came into the study,” went on Blake. “I know now what
he was shoving in° the drawer.”

And he explained what had happened. e

“Of course, there’s been a mistake somewhere,” said
Flerries at length.

“{xo hon!” snapped Blake.
to you?” 3 g >

“Oh, don’t be funny!’ said Herries, with equal w,:}rmth.
“Things look pretty rotten for old Gussy, anyway.

“Instead of arguing like a couple of silly parro(:;."\':ha.t
about trying to find out exactly what has happened?” sug-

ested Dighy. °
= “ A sensible idea.” growled Blake.
ptnishment-room.” - 3

The chums of Study No. 6 walked out into the passage and
headed for Nobody’s Study. But they were not destined to
get into conversation with their ncble chum just then.

Darrell of the Sixth barred their passage. 5 :

“ About turn, vou men,” he said crisply, swishing his
ashplant in the air. St ;

“But can’t we have a word with Cussy?” asked Blake.

The prefect shook his head. B o id %

“No one i¢ to have any conversation with D’Arey, he
replied gravely. “Head’s orders. And if it's true th‘at he
was foungd with a bottle of whisky and a bc:x of smokes, I
_don’t wonder. Young blackguard! Sooner St. Jim's is shot
of him the better !” : , -

It was on the tip of Blake’s tongue to give a heated retort,
but he choked it down. No good would be done in D’Arcy’s
cause if his chums chgeked a prefect. He made a sign to
Herries and Digby, and the three of thiern turned on their
ficel and departed. :

“Now, what are we going to do?” asked Herries, as the
three juniors strolled back to their study.

“Blessed if I know,” muttered Digby.

“We know Gussy is innocent,” said Blake, half to himself.

“Lh?” Herries glared at his chum. “What are you
burbling about ?”

Blake looked up and crimsoned. i

“I said we know that poor old Gussy's innocent—"

“ And that Queen Anne’s dead |” added Digby sarcastically.
¢ Now tell us something we don’t know !”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” growled Blake. “Look here, you
men, it's struck me that that whisky might have been meant
for Knox.” C

“Something in that,” agreed Digby thoughtfully. 1

“If that’s the case, how did Gussy get hold of it?” put in

ierries. S S

Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“That’s what we've got to find out,” he said irritably, “I
vote we cut along and see Knox.” -

Herries glared.

“And ask him if it was his whisky that .Gussy collared?
Not likely ! You can leave me out on that jaunt, old scout.
I'm not asking for a licking 17 -

“Nor me, cither,” said Digby. “The whisky may or may
not have belonged to Knox, but I can’t sce myself asking
him if it was.”

Blake scowled at his chums.

“Well, I'm going to, anyway,” he declared. “Gussy’s.got
to be cleared. I suppose you’re agreed upon that ?”

“Of course!” answered Herries warmly. : :

“Naturally,” conceded Digby, “but if that’s how you're
going to try and clear him, leave me out. Herries and I
will come along afterwards and collect the piecces.”

“Idiots!” retorted Blake heatedly, and he slammed:the

“Has that only just cccurred

“Let's get along to the

door of Study No. 6 and made his way over to the Sixth
{'orm quarters.

Herries and Digby eyed each other ruefully.

" Blake’s a fathead to jump to the conclusion that the
rotten whisky belonged to Knox,” said the former, breaking
the silence. “Knox will be frightfully waxy if Blake puts the
quesiion to him.” :

Dighby nodded.

“ Fatheaded idea altogether. Tf the stuff did belong to
Knox we'd better find out from Gussy himself. And we
(‘B:Tnit do that just yet. Do you think we had better cut after

ake ?”

“Not a bad idea,” assented Herries.
to save the ass a licking.” :

And having come to that conclusion, Herries and Dighy
vacated the study.

“We may be able

CHAPTER 4. )
Blake Speaks Out !

$¢F N RAYNE!” 3
P Gerald Knox’s voice raised in angry authority
- awoke the echoes of the Third Form-room, as the
unpopular prefect poked his head in at the door.

Immediately the awful din, a usual feature of the Third
Form-room, subsided. Red-faced fags, kneeling before the
huge fire with -pen-holders, upon which were impaled
herrings, looked round apprehensively. Wally D’Arey and
Manners minor, who were arguing about the 'respective
merits of their majors, forgot their differences.

Gerald Knox obviously was on the warpath. There was
an angry frown on his face, and his right hand gripped an
ashplant.

“ Frayne ! he bawled.

There was a scuttling at the far ond of the Form-room
which did not pass Knox unheeded. In a few strides he had
reached the place. Next moment he was hauling Joe Frayne
from behind a large cupboard whither the fag had fled.

“You young rascal!” he snapped, giving the hapless fag
a taste of the ashplant. “Don’t you know yet that when a
prefect calls a fag he must obey 7”

“Yowp! Yes, lé}{nox !” gasped Joe Frayne.

Swish !

Unce more the ashplant came into play, and Frayne
writhed in the prefect’s grip.

“ Yarooooooh !”

Wally D'Arcy and his loyal henchimen looked as if they
contemplated a rescue, but there was such a savage expres-
sion on Knox’s face that it quailed them. :

The prefect propelled the hapless fag towards the door.

“ Now get along to my study at once!”

The door of the Form-room closed on Joe Frayne and the
Sixth-Former, and the fags resumed their noisy tasks.

Outside in the passage Knox ground his knuckles hard into
the neck of the squirming Third-Former and pushed him
along towards the Sixth Form quarters. Arrived at hi-
study, he- closed the door and turned the key in the lock.

Then he faced the shivering fag, with a snarl.

“You young scoundrel!” he hissed. “Why haven't you
brought me the stuff from Banks?” ;

Frayne backed a pace at the savage expression in the
Sixth-Former’s face. ;

“I—1 couldn’t!” he gasped.

“You young liar!” hissed Knox, swishing the ashplant
through the air menacingly. “Do. you know what's
happened 7

“Nunno !” gasped Frayne. 5

“Did you give the packages to D’Arcy of the Fourth ?”

“Ye-es!” gasped Frayne. “He—he took them from me.”

“You fool!” hissed the prefect. = “Do you know that
D’Arcy’s now in the punishment-room? Do you know that
he was found with the whisky and the smokes in his

_possession ?”

The fag’s eyes opened wide. It was the first he had heard
of the Head's amazing discovery, for as the Third and
Second Forms did not possess studies, they were, of course,
spared, the once-a-term visits of their headmaster.

“ls that true, Knox?” he asked,” and his eyes were
troubled. “In the punishment-room ?”

“Yes!” snapped Knox. “You young fool!
fault if he’s expelled !”

Joe Frayne spluttered.

“Kxpelled? My fault—"

The prefect snapped his teeth.

“Your fault!” he said between tight lips. “D'Arey,
fortunately for you, won’t split. He won’t say that he got
those smokes and the bottle from you, see ?”

Joe Frayne’s brow knitted.

“It doesn’t matter if he does,” he answered with some
warmth. “They weren’t mine. They were yours!”

The prefect sneered.

“Do you think the Head would believe a tale like that?”
he said. “Do you think he would believe you if you said
that those things were for me—a prefect ?*
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“If’s the truth, anyway,” said Frayne stoutly. ‘Which
yow’re always sending me to Banks for the rotten things.”

“Think again.” said Knox unpleasantly. ‘“How many
times have I cautioned you, caned you for paying visits
to the Green Man—-"

Joe Frayne’s eyes opened wide in astonishment.

‘“But you haven’t,” he said hotly.

“How many times have I let you off 2 went on Knox,
with a sneer. “What will you say if T am compelled to tell
the Head that you are a bad character; tnat 1 nave tried to
bring you to a proper state of mind without making your
delinquencies known to him? Answer me that!”

“But it isn’t true!” cried Frayne indignantly. “I've
never been to the Green Man on my own account. I've
never brought any smokes or whisky away from the rotten
place for myself. I’ve always had to do it for you.”

‘“So you think that, do you, my pippin?”’ snarled Knox.
“Well, if D’Arcy splits, if he tells the Head that he
received the whisky and smokes from you, just spin the Head
your innocent yarn. You’ll get bunked for a certainty.”

“The Head will know the truth, anyway,” said Joe
Frayne, with trembling lip. “An’ if Master D’Arcy is 1n
the punishment-room, if he’s going to be expelled, I shail
speak up.”

Gerald Knox’s eyes glittered, but he controlled his temper.

“Does that mean you’ll split on me?”

Frayne did not answer. He was not a sneak, yet what
could he do if it meant that another fellow’s reputation,
perhaps his whole life, was at stake? Should he speak out,
should he break the severest rule in the schoolboy codé—
should he sneak ? He couldn’t tell himself just then. Ail he
knew was that D’Arcy should not be expelled for something
he hadn’t done.

Knox watched the fag’s face critically. Doubtless he read
all that was passing in Frayne’s mind, for when the fag
looked up Knox was smiling evilly.

“You've thought it over,” he said softly. “You take my
tip and keep quiet. If that meddling fool D’Arcy takes it
upon his shoulders to cross a prefect he must abide by the
consequences,” i

“I won’t let D’Arey be sacked, when a word from me
would explain to the Head that he is innocent!"” exclaimed
Prayne bravely.

‘“Then you'll get sacked yourself!” snapped the prefect.
‘“If you speak on me I shall deny the whoﬁ story. In fact,
I shall say, as I remarked just now, that you are a bad
character. If necessary, 1 wiil call in Banks to give support
to my statemcnt.” s

Frayne listened to the prefect’s word with indignation
growing rapidly in his grubby face.

“You awful rotter !” he exclaimed, with clenched fists.

“We will let the cheek pass for the moment,” said Knox
softly, although he was yearning to take the fag by the
scruff of the neck and give him the biggest hiding of his
life. “But vou understand the position. Tt's either you
or D’Arcy. Personally, I don’t mind which.”

“D’Arcy won’t- be sacked, anyway,” said
courageously. “I'd sooner die first.”

But his heart was heavy as he made that brave retort.
To save D'Arcy meant putting himself in the Fourth-
Former’s place—meant expulsion from St. Jim’s, the school
that he had grown to love. For, young as he was, Frayne
knew that Knox held the whiphand. If the facts were
made known to the Head the rascally prefect would, of
course, deny them; would aseribe them to a petty revenge
for the supposed lickings he had administered to the “bad
charactered ” fag, whom he had tried to keep to the
straight and narrow path. Frayne’s mind worked swiftly.
He knew he was in the toils. He knew, too, that Banks
would not be above swearing false testimony if Knox
requested him to support his statements.

“Well 2 There was a malignant smile on Knox’s face
as he voiced the query. ‘“Have you thought it all over, you
voung rascal? Have you remembered that your past, when
you were a dirty urchin of the slums, would condemn you
on the spot 7”

“You rogue!” exclaimed Frayne passionately. “Which
T might ’ave been in the slums once; but by hokey there was
reaél gc]ntlemen there, better’n you’ll ever be or could be!”

wish ! :

Knox made an angry stride towards the diminutive fag,
and the ashplant swished through the air. Next moment
Frayne found a hard set of knuckles ground into his neck
23 he was hurled face downwards across the study table.
Then the ashplant rose and fell.

Swish, swisﬁ, swish !

Frayne tried his hardest to refrain from erying out
aloud, and he bit his lip hard although the tears gushed
to his eyes.

“There!” panted the prefect at last, tossin%lthe ashplant
aside. ““‘Let that be a lesson to you, you cheeky urchin.
Now g’(,at out of my study before I start in with the ashplant
again.
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Frayne wriggled painfully from the table and moved te
the door.

“You’ll remember what I said, you young cub,” said the
prefect through his teeth. ‘“‘It’s the sack for cne of the
three of us, It’s not going to be me, that’s a certainty.
Whether it’s you or that meddling fool D’Arcy is not my
affair. Now cut!?

Hot words trembled on Joe Frayne’s lips, but he did not
voice them. He realised the futility of prolonging that
interview. He turned the key in the lock and tottered out
into the passage. The castigation he had received had been
a severe one, and the fag ached all over.

He crawled along the passage with tear-dimmed eyes,
hardly sceing Jack Blake of the Fourth as that sturdy
junior came along,

‘“Hallo, young ’un!” said Blake cheerily. “Had a
licking 7”7

But Joc Frayne passed on unheeding, and Blake, rather
surprised at the fag’s unusual lack of friendliness, went on
his way. He halted outside Gerald Knox’s study and tapped
at the door.

“Come in!” snapped the prefect.

Blake entered.

Knox’s eyes glittered as he beheld
D’Arcy’s studymate.

“What do you want?”

“I just want to ask you a few questions,” said Blake
easily. “You may or you may not know that Gussy is in
the punishment-room——"" \

Knox started, as some glimmer of intelligence told him
what Blake’s errand was. =

“What the thump do you mean 2"

Blake went on, unperturbed.

“You may of you may not know that Gussy was found
‘with a bottle of whisky and a box of cigarettes,” he went
on, eyeing the prefect closely. :

But Knox by this time had himself well in hand. His
eyes glittered dangerously, but beyond that he did not betray
his emotions. :

“I have heard that that young rascal D’Arcy has been
bowled out at last,” he said evenly. “I must say I'm not
surprised.” 3

“Can it!? said Blake angrily. ‘“You know jolly well
that Gussy doesn’t go in for blagging.” ~

Knox’s hand wandered to his ashplant.

“May I ask,” he said coolly, ‘““why you have come here
to tell me this?”

Jack Blake's jaw set aggressively, and he came straight to
the point. o S s

“Tt’s my belief, Knox,” he said coolly, ““that that whisky
belonged to you, and—— Yooooop!” ;

Blake had not meant to say that really. But a whistling
ashplant about one’s shoulders is not conducive to mtelligible
conversation. Certainly Blake’s conversation was not in-
telligible next moment.

Swish, swish, swish!

Knox’s ashpiant wasg going great guns, and Knox’s eyes
glittered savagely.

“You cheeky_young cub!” he hissed.
speak to a prefect like that!™

“Yaroooop! Let up! Whoop!” roared Blake.

Swish, swish, swish! :

“Take that!” snarled Knox. ‘“And let it be a warning
to you. For two pins I'd take you before the Head.”

“Whoooooop! Stoppit, you awful rotter!” howled Blake,
trying to dodge that whirling ashplant. “I only asked——
Yarooooop !’ :

Swish!

The Fourth-Former made a dash for the passage, Knox's
cane just catching him a final cut as he gained the doorway.
Next moment there was a crash and a series of howls.

In his blind haste Blake had not seen Herries and Dighy
approaching- Knox’s door. But he was aware of their close
proximity a second later as he crashed into them, and they
were painfully aware of his. 5

Bump!

“Whooop!” howled Dighy. 2

Bump! .

“Yooooooop!” roared Herries.

Bump!

“Yow-wow !’ gasped Blake.

The three juniors sprawled in the passage, gasping.

Next moment fresh roars rent the air, for Kildare chanced
to come along the Sixth Form passage, and he stared un-
believingly as he saw three Fourth-Formers sprawled there.

Swish, swish, swish!

The captain of the school was naturally indignant. The
Sixth Form passage was certainly not the place for Lower
School boys to indulge their high spirits. He waded in
with the ashplant with right good will, and doubtless he put
more vim into that castigation than he otherwise would
have done when he ebserved that the juniors were the study-
mates of Arthur Augustus D’Arey, :

Arthur Augustus

“How dare you
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Bver since the Head had made the
amazing discovery in the table drawer,
Kildare had felt aggrieved with the
Fourth. In view of the evidence, Kil-
dare held no doubt that D’Arcy was
guilty; in fact, he blamed himself gfor
having been taken in so easily by that
noble youth. And once the captain of
the school arrived at that frame of
mind, he began to entertain a lurking
suspicion that the other occupants of
Study No. 6 were not all they pro-
claimed themselves to be.

Swish !

“How dare you fags make that un-
holy disturbance in the Sixth Form

passage ?” said Kildare harshly. “Get Q)
out of it—quick!” [N /
That’s what the luckless juniors were s

trying to do. They scrambled to their

-

o //j%
y

Jos Frayne crawled alon}; the passage with tc;ar-dimmad eyes,

¢ Hallo, young ’un,’’ said Blake cheerily.

feot and bolted for dear life, and Kildare, tucking his ash-

. plant under his arm, walked on.

Meantime, Blake & Co. were limping painfully into their
study, and as the door closed upon them three dismal groans
W?{lt cei!lmgwards.

=T

“Wou |7

“Yow!”

Those heart-stirring groans had hardly left the luckless
trio’s lips when the study door opened and Tom Merry &
Co., of the Shell, looked in.

They started as they saw Blake & Co. contorting them-
solves into all manner of peculiar and unnatural positions.

“What the thump’s this game, you men?"” inquired Tom
Merry. ;

And the answer came in unison:

“Vow!”

(13 “Yo“, !."

“Owt”

CHAPTER 5.
The Mixture !
HE captain of the Shell scratched his head.

Monty Lowther chuckled.

Harry Manners smiled.

But Blake & Co. seemed hardly conscious of the
presence of Tom Merry & Co. They writhed and moaned
for several seconds before they realised that this outward
and visible sign of grief was hardly in keeping with the
stoical fortitude expected of the Fourth when in the presence
of the Shell.

Horries was the first to comport himself into a natural
attitude, although his face twitched now and again.

hardly seeing Jack Blake as that junior cam2 along.

“ Had a licking ? ' But the fag passed on unheeding. (See Chupter 1.)

“What the thump do you Shell fellows want?” he asked
crossly.

Tom Merry’s face became grave at once.

“We've just heard some of Trimble’s tittle-tattle——" he

egan.

“That old Gussy’s booked for expulsion——" added
Manners uncomfortably.

“For looking upon the wine when it was crimson, and
inhaling the subtle fumes of the fragrant weed,” added
Monty Lowther, with refreshing unconcern. “Of course
it’s all bunkum!”

Herries was silent for the moment, and Blake and Dighy
forgot their aches and pains as recollection of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s plight came back to them.

“TIt’s true and it i1sn’t true,” said Herries slowly.

“Is that a conundrum?”’ asked Monty Lowther.

“Shut up, Monty,” said Tom Merry. “This isn’t a time
for joking, you ass!”

“Sorry,” replied Monty Lowther urbanely. “I thought
it was. If i* 1sn't, then I shall begin to think that the nobie
Gustavus has indeed been playing the giddy ox!”

“Can it!” enapped Blake. “Gussy’s in a deuce of a hole,
and how we're going to get him out of it, I can’t for the
life of me imagine.”

Whereupon he explained what had transpired at the
Head’s inspection, to the astonishment of the Shell juniors.

“T say, this is jolly serious,” observed Tom Merry gravely.
“Of course, Gussy hasn’t departed from the straight and
narrow path "—he coloured uncomfortably—"“1 mean, lLe
hasn’t been tempted to join the merry blades.”

“Which, from the way you say it, suggests that you think
he has,” said Herries wrathfully. ‘Look here, Tom Merry,
we believe in Gussy. He’s several sorts of an ass I'll agree,
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He’s done some thumping silly things in his time; I'll agree
on that, too. But he's never played the fool with smokes
and drinking.” .

“I--1 know—-’

“And anybody who dares to say he has,”
darkly, “ will find a fight on his hands.”

Tom Merry held up a hand pacifically.

“ Keep your wool on, chaps,” he said. “We’re only trying
to get at the facts.
to help Gussy. We must get a word with him if we can.”

Blake shook his head.

“It’s no go; old Darrell is on sentry go,” he said. “No
one’s allowed to have any communication with old Gussy.”

“I say, it’s awfully rough on Gussy,” said Tom Merry
at length. “I suppose the smokes and the whisky didn’t
belong to that rotter Knox. We knew he’s a shady black-
guard.”

“You go and ask Knox yourself I’ growled Blake, and
he explained what had happened in the prefect’s study a
short time since.

“Phew !” whistled the captain of the Shell when Blake
had finished. “Do you mean to say you had the awful
nerve to ask a prefect a point-blank question like that?”

Blake nodded morosely.

“Tm not surprised that Knoxy-woxy saw red,” gaid
Monty Lowther. ‘“Is that why the three of you were making
the study air hideous with your moans?” he added.

“Can it!” exclaimed Blake. *These silly asscs ran into
me as I dodged out of Knox’s study—"

“Well, of all the thumping cheek——" began Herrics
indignantly.

“You mean you barged into us and sent us flying !” roared
Digby. -

Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“And to finish the story, Kildare came along and piled
in with his ashplant for causing a row in the Sixth Form
passage,”’ he said. ;

The Shell juniors looked sympathetic

“Rough luck!” commiserated Tom Meiry.

“Rotten !” contributed Manners and Lowther.

“The question that matters,” said Blake seriously, “is
how are we going to help Gussy?”

The juniors were silent.

“ We can’t do anything until we get a word with the ass,”
niuttered Blake. “We shall have to wait until to-night.”

“You mean one of us sneak down during the night when
everyone’s abed, and yarn with him then?” asked Herries.

“That’s the only way,” admitted Blake. “In my own
heart I feel certain that Knox is at the bottom of this affair.
T’d like to give that rotter the ragging of his life!”

“Nothing .to stop you making e start,” . said- Monty

’

added Blake

" Lowther thoughtfully.

Blake looked at the humorist of the Shell sharply.
 ‘“What do you mean?” 5

Monty Lowther grinned.

“The rotter’s come down extra heavy on us this last few
days,” he said, “so I took the trouble of making something

extra special in the way of booby-traps for his benefit.”

*“Well, where do we come in, you ass?” inquired Blake.

Monty Lowther heaved a deep sigh. .

“It’s this way,” he explained. “Tommy and I had just
finished preparing. that booby-trep—a lovely mixture- of

soot, treacle, feathers, stale jam, and enough ink and water.

to make it run nicely—when old Railton happeued to look

Tom Merry took up the tale.

“Railton wanted to see me about the junior footer fix- *

tures for next month,” he said. “The old' bird saw what
we were making in the pail Monty had on the study table
and affected not to notice it, like the good sport he 1s—"

“But if a prefect gets swamped with the stuff,” went on
Monty Lowther, having got his second wind, so to speak,
““old Railton will know for a cert who did it.”

Blake’s brow was puzzled.

“1 still don't see where we come in,” he said.

Monty Lowther tapped his head.

“It’s there where you Fourth Form duffers want it,” he
“In the circumstances we can’t make
use of the lovely mixture, made especially for Master
(erald Knox. But there’s nothing to stop any chap raiding
our booby-trap and making use of it, is there?”

Blake grinned, and Herries and Dighy locked interested.

“There’s something in that wheeze,” admitted the
former. “That rotter Knox wants a lesson. I ache all over
where his blessed ashplant caught me.”

“Well, you're welcome {o the mixture,” said Lowther
generously.
study table. I can’t say fairer than that.”

Blake’s grin deepened. :

“It won’t take a sec to swamp the stuff over him,” he
muttered thoughtfully. “Lemme see, there’s a landing
close by the rotter’s study.”
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Monty Lowther chuckled.

**And it only wants two chaps to do the job,” he said.
“The gas is turned out in the passage; the chap with the
booby trap stands ready; another chap keeps a watch on
Knox’s study from the far end of the passage, and when
he sces the rotter comesout, all he’s got to do is to give
a signal. Then—hey presto! The deed is done!”

Blake rubbed his hands together in great satisfaction.

“Tll teach the rotter to handle me!” he said darkiy.
“Perhaps a few doses of that sort of treatment will ges
the truth ount of him concerning Gussy’s plight. Anyway,
a sample of the treatment will do the rotter good.”

Herries and Digby did not share in Blake’s enthusiasm
to the same extent. They were always pleased to join in
any rag on the rascally Sixth-Former, but their thoughts
just now were of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. True, they
could do little until they had established communication
Wilth him. Blake, however, was wildly enthusiastic over the
scheme.

“Which of you fellows will give me a hand?” he asked.

And Digby and Herries loyally answered together:

“1 will!”

The leader of Study No. 6 grinned cheerfully.

“QOnly want one of you,” he said. *Toss for it!”

Herries and Digby tossed for it, and Herries won.

“Right-ho, Herries old scont!” said Blake. ‘We'll cub
along and bag that precious mixture now.”

]Monty Lowther gave Manners and Tom Merry a knowing
glance. ;

“We'd better he off the premises when Blake bags our
mixture,” he said. “Shall we trot along and see if we can
get a word with Gussy?” g

“Might as well try,” said Tom Merry; “but I don’t think
we shall have any luck if Darrell’s on the iook-out.”

“Let's try, anyway, old scout!”

And the Terrible Three departed, what time Blake and
Herries sauntered along to Study No. 10 in. the Shell pas-
sage to bag the precious mixture. They found it, as Monty
Lowther had said, under the study table. Five minutes
later, unnoticed by any Shell or Fourth Form junior, that
Zpilai] 6c»f fearsome contents had been smuggled into Study

0. 6. ; :

“Shove it under the table for the time being,” said Blake,
with a ehuckle. ‘“We'll hang on for a quarter of an hour,
that’s the time Knox starts his round of duty for the night.”
]A‘nd Blake and Herries hung on, keeping one eye on the
cloCK, F
. If all went well Gerald Knox was going to receive the
biggest shock of his life. : =

few minutes before it was time for Kmox to start his
evening’s duty two Fourth-Formers could be scen making
their way towards the Sixth Form quarters. One of them
carried a pail that might or might not have led any chance
comer to jump to the conclusion that these two juniors were
engaged on the task of 1'eplcnishin§l the fire-buckets.

But, fortunately for Blake and Herries; they encountered
no ounc on that mission to the Bixth. . Cautiously Blake
mounted the staircase, dragging the well-laden bucket with
him, whilst Herries, having turned out the light, crept to
the far end of a “blind > passage, the only exit from which
was the box-room window. When the ‘“dirty ” deed was
done, Herries’ plan was to shin down a drain-pipe that ran

alongside the windaw-ledge of the box-room and make his: -

way back to Study No. 6. = £
Blake, in the safety of the darkened landing, was to wait
until Herries whistled the opening bars of “It Ain’t Gonna
Rain No More.” That was the signal to tell Blake that~
Knox had left his study, and was proceeding along the
passage which was bound to bring him in line with the
landing. And as Blake crouched against the wall and felt
the. handle of the bucket close beside -him he could not
restrain @ subdued chuckle. A few minutes now, and, if-

all . went well, Gerald Knox was going to get the surprise

of his life. ¢
If all went well! ‘

CHAPTER 6.
The Wrong Vietim !
6« SAY, you fellows——"
l - Baggy Trimble of the Fourth burst into Study
No. 3 in the Shell passage in great excitement.

“Get out!’ George Alfred Grundy made a
peremptory gesture and followed it up with a peremptory
command, as the fat Fourth-Former stood on the threshold
of his study. Wilkins and Gunn, who were seated at the
table playing chess, echoed Grundy’s command.

“Get_out !” :

But Baggy Trimble did not get out. He was simply
bursting with news. Ever since the Head’s inspection—
ever sinee the discovery of whisky and cigarettes in the
possession of Arthur Avgustus D’Arcy—the fat junior had
rushed around the Shell studics, eager to impart the news.

j

3
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In the Fourth it had spread rapidly, but there were still
fellows in the Shell who were in ignerance of it. s

Baggy Trimble had burst into Study No. 10 with the news,
but Tom Merry & Co had -bundled him out quicker than he
had come in. = He had burst into. Study No. 8, where
Boulton and Walkeley, two quiet members of the Shell,
for:once in their lives, had been roused to indignation and
activity that Trimble, of all people, should state openly
that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the Fourth, was
addicted to drink, and that he smoked. d

Once again Baggy Trimble had been bundled neck and
crop out of the study. But the fat junior was a sticker.
That nobody believed his extraordinary tale was not sur-
prising ; for Trimble was known to be a born fabricator, and
Arthur Augustus was known to be the model of behaviour.

Up and down the Shell passage Trimble had rushed, wax-
ing more indignant at each successive bad reception he
received, but still eager. to impart the astounding news.
Once Trimble really did possess news that was true, he was
in danger of bursting unless he passed it on.

us the occupants of Study No. 3's injunction to make
himself scarce fell on deaf ears. Baggy Trimble advanced
farther into the study.

“I say, you fellows!” he gasped.
Gussy’s been caught drinking!”

“What?'

Even Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn could not let that stag-
gering piece of news pass without showing some interest.

Baggy Trimble grinned. .

“It’s true!” he exclaimed.  “Caught in the act, you
know! Head found a bottle of whisky, half empty, in the
table drawer, and a whole box of cigars.” Trimble never
could keep to the straight path of veracity. “And Gussy
owned up that they were his—"’

“You awful young scoundrel!” roared George Alfred
Grundy, leaping to his fect. * How dare you spread such
yarns about the school I’

But the fat Fourth-Former paid no heed to the danger
signals that were gathering on Grundy’s rugged forehead.

“Fact, you know! He, he, he!” he cackled. “I always
ihought D’Arcy was a black sheep. Couldn’t pull the wool
over my eyes, you know. Shouldn’t be surprised if Blake
and the others were in it. Two bottles of whisky and a
bottle—I mean a couple of boxes of cigars in_ the t,a,ble
drawer. What do you think of it? He, ke, he! Yooop!

Trimble’s fat cachinnation came to an abrupt end as
Grundy caught him by the collar and banged his bullet-
head against the wall. : 7z

“Whoooooop !”” roared Trimble. * Stoppit, you rotter!

But Grundy did not stop 1t. He -

It

“What do you think?

“Which it’s for Master Knox of tie &ixth!” he answered.
Baggy Trimble’s eyes glistened and his mouth watered.
“T'll take it along to Knox if you like, Toby,” he said,
with as much carelessness as he could muster in the presence
of that hamper. ~ “Save you a journey; you kmow. Always
ready to help the working classes, Toby,” he added loftily.
Toby, forgetful of pesition at that-moment, felt an almost
irresistible temptation to kick the fat junior. But he man-

. fully congquered that very natural feeli

ng, =«

“Which, with due respects to you, %Iaster Trimble, I'd
rather deliver this ’ere "amper myself.” .

“Just as you like,” replied Trimble, with a great show
of dignity. ““Some of you menials are never grateful for
any recognition from the upper ciasses.”

gain came that irresistible desire to Toby to kick Baggy
Trumble, and again he manfully fought it down, and
proceeded on his way. :

“Common cad!” breathed Trimble, as the pageboy
trudged on. - “Blessed if 1 don’t see that he does deliver
that hamper at Knox’s study.” :

Which was Trimble’s way of satisfying himself that the
hamper was indeed for Knox and a justification for tracking
it to its lair, as it were.

Unconscious that he was being followed, Toby approached
Knox’s study and tapped at the door.

“Come in!”

Toby entered.

“’Amper just arrived for you, Master Knox,” he said,
and lingered, doubtless with a view to receiving a tip. But
Knox of the Sixth was never generous with his tips.
Indeed, he had been known to give Taggles, the school
porter, a single sixpence at the end of Christmas term for
all the services Taggles had rendered him. And it was
rumoured in the Lower School that Taggles, in great dis-
gust, had nailed that sixpence to the door of his lodge for
all the world to see.

Certainly if Toby expected a tip he was destined to. be
disappointed. Knox, looking up from the hamper, frowned
as he saw that the pageboy was still in the study.

“You need not wait, Toby,” he said ungraciously.

“ No, sir, certainly not, sir,” said Toby, in some confusion.
“I mean, very good, sir!”

And he departed with a grimace that fortunately was
made when his back was to Gerald Knox of the Sixth.

From the shelter of a doorway Trimble watched the page-
boy disappear from view. Then, with quickening heart
beats, the fat junior observed Knox stride oat of his study
and make his way towards the Fifth Form quarters.

That decided Baggy Trimble.”

(Continued on next page.)

banged Trimble’s bullet-head on the

hard wall, not once but three times.
Then, with Gunn and Wilkins' aid, he
threw the fat junior of the Fourth into

DON'T MISS THESE POPULAR BOOKS ! ¢

the Shell passage. :
Trimble landed hard up against the

opposite wall with a bump and a roar. THE SEXTON BLAKE THE BOYS’ FRIEND
“Yarooooh!” :
He roared still more when Grundy M’ EER—ALYL

picked up a Latin grammar and shied
it at him.

“‘Yow !J)

The book, although it was not
originally intended for such a purpose.
make an excellent cricket ball. It
found the wicket, so to speak, with

deadly accu(;'acy~—the wicket  being-
Trimble’s podgy nose. i )
“Yoooop! You rotters! Grooough!” WOULDN'T TELL!

Trimble sat there, howling and roar-

ing, until he saw Grundy pick up the pon

poker. That wss enough for Trimble. No.136.—THE ADVENTURE No.136.—L )ST IN THE
He scrambled to his feet and made off AO;:OEH}E,HBAagiHONMBArIrI-! SLAVE LANDI
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down the' passage at a great rate. Stirring’ Adventure, Eand’ Firat. A Thrilling Tale of Adventure
Altogether ‘his “news ” had rot earned Class Detective Work. By the in Aéricn. By W. MURRAY

him very much “ha’pence,” so to speak.

although indubitably it had brought

vo. 133.—THE CASE OF THE MYS.
TERY CHAMPION! A
A Stirrinzg Romance of the Boxing Rin z
and Detective Work.
“The Team of Crooks!” etc
No.134.—THE VICTIM OF BLACK
MAGIC!
A Tale of Myster,
ture, introducing :
. his Charming Companion, Mary Tremt.
N0.135>—THE DOCTOR WHO
A Fascinating Story of a True-
to-Life Drama and Clever Deduc-

By the Author of * The
Mystery of Monte Carlo!” =tc.

Author of * All Suspected '” etc.

No. 133.—GOAL-GETTER DICK!

Superb Yarn of League and Cup. By

By the Author o TOHN ASCOTT.

No 134.—THE FIGHTIN
MAJOR! b e
A Breezy Story of Army’ Life and Adven:
ture. By Carr. MALCOLM ARNOLD.

Mo 135.—THE ISLAND OF
PLEASURE!
An Abscrbing Tale of Adven
ture in fouthera Seas.:

and Thrilling Adven-
iv)r, Huxton Ry:ner and

GRAYDON.

him plenty of “kicks.”
At a safe distance from Study No. 3,
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Baggy Trimble paused to draw. in
breath.

“Yah! Rotters!” he roared valiantly.
“I’d lick ’em all for two pins!” :

And with that glorious boast falling
from his podgy lips Baggy Trimble
rolled away to his own quarters. :

He passed Toby, the pageboy, on the
way, and a sight of what Toby was
carrying made the fat Fourth-Former’s
mouth water.

““Who’s the hamper for, Toby ?”

No. 71.—THE OUTLAWS OF THE SCHOOL! -

A Breezy Book-length Story of Harry Wharton & Co., ths
Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.

No. 72—~THE SWELL OF THE CIRCUS!

An “Enthralling Story of School Life and Circus Adventure,
featuring Tom Merry & Co..
CTTFFORD.

NOW ON SALE !

b}

By FRANK RICHARDS. - A

of St. Jim’s. By MARTIN

PRICE FOURPENCE PER VOLUME.

- The pagcboy grinned.
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In two seconds he was within-Knox’s study. In three
he was turning out some of the choice contents of the
hamper. In four the most delectable contents were finding
their way into his capacious mouth. : :

And for at least five minutes Baggy Trimble was busy
and happy and shiny.

“Oh crumbs!” 3

The tread of feet in the passage without, that had a
familiar ring about them, warned Baggy that in his greed
he had overlooked the passage of time and the possibility of
Knox’s early return. .

He paused with half a veal-ani-ham pie to his mouth.

To be caught in the act of rifling a prefect’s hamper was
a heinous offence. Doubtless Trimble would receive a
flogging if Knox chose to report the matter to Dr. Holmes.
But Trimble had a feeling at the bottom of his heart that
Knox would not report such a delinquency. He would deal
with the matter himself, which, from the fat junior’s point
of view, was ten times worse.than a flogging at the hands
of the Head.

*Oh dear |”

Trimble quaked in terror for the space of a few seconds.
Then he slammed home the lid of thé hamper. In each
prefect’s room was an alcove that served as a bed-room.
The alcove was screened from the study proper by means of
2 heavy velvet curtain. d

With remarkable rapidity for a fellow of his excessive
bulk, Baggy Trimble, still with the portion of veal-and-ham
pie clutched in his grubby hand, jumped for that curtain.
He tore it aside, steadied it, and waited there in the dark-
ness of the alcove with beating heart.

A moment later and Gerald Knox entered the study. He
was accompanied by another whom Trimble was at a loss
to identify at that moment. Followed the chick of a key
turning in the lock and the scraping of chairs.

Next moment came the voice of Cutts of the Fifth.

The black sheep of the Fifth was on good terms with
Gerald Knox, an association that gave him many privileges
in the matter of breaking bounds and indulging in other
pastimes contrary to the rules of the school. For his part
Knox found Cutts a useful “ sportsman ” to cultivate, for the
Fifth-Former was well supplied with money, and he seemed
to have no particular aversion to losing a considerable
amount of it regularly to his “friend in the Sixth.”

“That’s a jolly good hamper you have there,” said Cutts
genially.

“Not bad, is it?? smiled Knox. “I thought we'd have
a little feed as a preliminary to our jaunt to-night.”

Cutts smiled, and then his face clouded. 2

“Do you think we shall be safe to-night?” he asked, in a
whisper that only just reached the alert ears of Baggy
Trimble.

“Why not ?”

“Well, Kildare’s been on the prowl. He’s spoken to
Lefevre of the Fifth and told him that it has come to his
knowledge that seniors are breaking bounds at night. Told
him to keep a watchful eye open.”

Knox spnled.

He had run the risk so often of breaking bounds that an
extra vigilance on the part of the captain of the scheol
held no terrors for him. But it did for Cutts.

“Oh, don’t worry about Kildare. He's too pi for
words !” said Knox. “We’ll have a good game to-night.
Banks is getting a crowd of his friends down at the Green
Man. . Expect the play will be fast and furious.”

“Oh!” Cutts showed more interest in the contents of the
hamper than the preparations Mr. Banks was making for his
benefit. “I say, did you get my bottle of whisky and the
smokes ?” he asked as an afterthought.

Krnox’s brow clouded.

“There’s been a whole fuss made about that blessed
whisky,” he said. “The fag I sent for it met that meddling
fool D’Arey and gave it to him.”

Chutts started.

“ID’Arcy! What the thump did he want with it? Didn’t
know young D’Arcy was a goer!”

Knox snarled. :

“Goer? That young prig? I don’t know what Le wanted
the things for, but he took ’em, and they’ve landed him in
irouble. May get the sack, for all I know.”

“Oh gad!” Cutts’ face paled. “I say, that’s a bit thick,
isn’t 1t?” he ventured.

Knox shrugged his shoulders.

“Can’t be helped,” he remarked easily. “If the truth
comes out you and I will get the bullet. Can’t waste any
sympathy on that meddling hound- D’Arey.”

“But supposing the truth does come out?” said Cutts, in
a low veice.

Knox laughed.

“It won’t, Never fear! Of course, if you like to go to
ihe Head and tell him that the bottle was for you, well—-"
he concluded with an expressive shrug of the shoulders.
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“QOh, don’t be a fool,”- said Cutts nervously.
likely to ask for the -sack like that.
if D’Arcy gets the sack.”

Knox yawned.

“Well, let’s forget it,” he said with a sinile.
This rabbit-pie is the goods.
than water to wash it down.”

Trimble quaked with excitement. He knew now how the
incriminating whisky and cigarettes had come to he dis-
covered by Dr. Holmes, and wondered whether, knowing
Knox’s secret, it would be safe for him to show himself
boldly, and march out of the prefect’s study. But second
?houghts, proverbially the best, cautioned him to stay where"
10 was.

It seemed an interminable wait, and the fat Fourth-
Former shivered with apprehensions lest his presence should
be discovered. But at last Cutts rose to go.

“You’ll meet me at the pass gate at a quarter past
twelve,” he said to Cutts, and the Fifth-Former, for what
reason he could not say, answered neither in the negative
or the affirmative.

To Trimble’s ears came the sound of the lock being turned,
the door being opened. Then, peeping through the curtains,
the fat Fourth-Former saw Gerald Knox seat himself beside
the study fire with a volume of the classics in his hands.
Inside the volume, however, was a carefully folded pink
sporting paper, which could be concealed at the reader’s
will. That little subterfuge was for the especial benefit of
at“};i master, or the Head, if either chanced to look into the
study.

Trimble ‘waited in an agony of suspense. Would Knox
never leave the study? And then a comforting thought came
to the fat junior; he remembered that Knox was on duiy
that night, and would of a certainty be leaving his study
very shortly now to go his usual rounds.

But, for all that, it scemed an interminably long time
before anything happened in the study.

There was a sudden tap at the door.

“Come in!” sang out Knox: agreeably, snapping his
volume of the classics shut. But the agreeable smile that
was forming on his crafty features died a sudden death
when, the door opening, Eric Kildare, the captain of the
school, stood framed in the threshold.

“Oh!” growled Knox unpleasantly.
want 77 >

“Nothing that will keep you long,” answered Kildare
curtly. “D’ve just received notice from Mr. Railton that
villagers report having seen scholars belonging to this school
in the vicinity of the Green Man after lights out.”

“Really I” yawned Knox. ‘‘Village gossip, I expect;
nothing 1n it, what?”

Kildare frowned.

“J don’t know,” he said.

“Y'm not
But it’s a bit thick

“Pile in.
Sorry there’s nothing better

“What do you

“But all prefects are instructed
We can’® have the school talked
about like this.” :

Knox yawned again.

“Well, if there is any truth in the report,” he said
languidly, “I expect we need look no further than the
Fourth Form passage.”

“What do you mean?”

Knox grinned unpleasantly.

“Since that young rascal D’Arcy has been bowled out, 1
fancy it's only a matter of time before we bowl out his
young scoundrels of studymates. Perhaps they are the
giddy culprits breaking bounds at night and frequenting the
Green Man.”

“Perhaps, and perhaps not,” said® Kildare slowly. *1
fancy not. The report is to the effect that senior boys are
the delinquents.”

Knox yawned again, signifying that he had no wish to
prolong the interview, and Kildare, with a quick look at
him, turned on his heel, He strode along the passage at &
quick pace, and simultaneously the opening bars of the old
song, “It Ain’t Gonna Rain No More!” reached his ears.
Kildare frowned, wondering who it was disturbing the quiet-
x}lpss of ghe Sixth Form passage, and then dismissed it from
1S mind,

Up on the landing Blake of the Fourth waited with
beating heart. The moment the first strains of Herries
signal had reached him, Blake moved from the dark gloom
of the wall to the balustrade, taking the bucket with him.
It was the work of a second to steady the filled bucket on
the rail of the balustrade. To his alert ears came approach-
ing footsteps. 3 S

All unsuspecting, Knox of the Sixth was walking into
the trap prepared for him—so thought Jack Blake,

He tried to make out the figure approaching, but it was
too dark. He heard a muffled voice, as Kildare, noticing
now he was out of the radius of light afforded from Knox’s
study, that the gas was out in the passage, fumbled in bis
pocket for a maich. IR :

It -was the moment for which Blake had waited.

Sweo000000sh ! .
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The whole contents of that bucket swooped downwards in
a terrifying stream, engulfing s wretched victim,

€« Gugggggggrrrrrrhhhhhhh 2

A choking gurgle floated up to Blake while he lingered.

“@Grooooooogh! Mmmmmmmmm ! Help!”

And as Blako heard that last cry his heart nearly stopped
beating, for he recognised the voice as that of Kildare, the
captain of the school |

“Oh crumbs!”

Unnerved at what he had done, Blake turned to flee. Bub
he had left it too late, Of a sudden a match glimmered in
the darkness and the gas-jet was lit. Blake saw Darrell’s
face in the sudden glare of light, and the prefect saw him.

“Stop!” yelled Darrell, “Blake! Stop!”

“QOh jemimy!” Blake stopped. He knew it was useless to
attempt to flee now that he had been recognised. _

It was unfortunate that Darrell, coming off duty outside
“the punishment-room, should have arrived at such a moment
—unfortunate for Blake, at any rate. 2

A moment later doors were opening all along the Sixth
Form passage, and inquiring heads were thrust out.

The sudden glare of light revealed a strange and awful
scene. e

Kildare, absolutely unrecognisable in
sooty mixture, that clung to him like a

a sticky, feathery,

them knew that Blake and Herrles had departed for tho
Sixth Form passage with that precious mixture, ‘

Did it mean that Blake had been caught in the act?

Monty Lowther and Tom Merry forgot their game of
chess in their anxiety to learn more of Trimble’s news.
They jumped up from the table and rushed toward the fat
Fourth-Former.

Trimble smirked. - : ;

He knew that he had made an impression on the junior
captain and Monty Lowther—that was something.

“What are you gassing about, you fat frog?” asked Tom~

Merry.

“He, he, he!” cackled Trimble. “Poor old Blake! He,
he, he! You should have seen Kildare—>

Tom Merry and Lowther started.

“Kildare—"

Trimble nodded. g :

“He was an awful sight—covered in soot, and treacle
and feathers! He, he, he!”

Tom Merry and Lowther jumped.

“#Kildare?” g :

“Yes, Kildare!” said Trimble. “Fancy swamping the
captain of the school with that awful mixture. Igsay,
you fellows, Blake will get the sack for a certainty. They

caught him in the act. He, he, he!”

garment, was gasping breathlessly and
gouging handfuls of the awful concoction

«BRITAIN'S SPEED MERCHANT!” -

Apparently Baggy Trimble saw some-
thing funny in the prospect of Jack
Blake’s being expelled from St. Jim’s.

from his. face. -

The passage floor about him was
covered with the mixture, for a goodly
portion of it was running off the unfor-
tunate captain of the school like a
stream. . <

Sixth-Formers, with horrified faces,
were hurrying to the scene.

Darrell, meantime, being able to do
little for Kildare, his chum, rushed up
the staircase and grabbed Blake by the
arm.
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But Tom Merry and Lowther did not.
They fell upon Trimble and smote him
hip and thigh, and Trimble’s fat
cachinnations suddenly gave place to
roars of anguish.

Next moment Tom Merry and Monty
Lowther were racing for Study No. 6 in
the Fourth Form passage. They found
Herries and Diiby at home, talking with
Manners, who had just looked in to say
that it was impossible to get into com-
munication with Arthur  Augustus
D’Arcy yet awhile. S

about -

“You awful young rascal!” he ex-
claimed fiercely. “This will mean the

sack for you!” A striking article
of topical interest.

Blake groaned aloud in anguish of
spirit as he was led into the'rﬂz;esenoe of
the captain of the school. Fourth-
Former caught a glimpse of Gerald Features
Knox as he joined the crowd. And as in this
Blake saw the gleeful expression that § -
came over the rascally prefect’s face, he
would willingly have sacrificed his days
at: St. Jim’s to have seen Knox change
places with his luckless: captain..

And while the crowd of Sixth-Formers
gathered round Kildare, a fat figure
stole past them tnnoticed in the shadows,
and safely gained the Fourth Form
passage.

It was Baggy Trimble, and this time
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Herries was grinning as he began to
recount the successful ~issue of the
swa.mf)ing incident.

“Blake ought to be back here any
moment now,” said Herries in con-

“ clusion. “I hopped it through the box-
room window and shinned down the
drain‘pipe. Ha, ha, ha! XKnox fairly
walked into it!” Tl

Manners and Digby joined in that
laugh, but it froze on their faces as they
became aware of the advent of Tom
Merry and Monty Lowther and noticed
‘the a{armed expressions on their faces.

“Y say, what’s up, Tommy?"” :

Digby put the question with a peculiar
feeling plucking at his heart.

«Blake’s caught!” said Tom abruptly.

Herries, Digby, and Manners started.

4;’) .

wonderful

he had news that he reckoned would
astound all the juniors who heard it.
In that Trimble was not to be disappointed,

- CHAPTER 7.
" For It !

G SAY— . : :
The Shell and Fourth Forms were gathered in the
junior’ Common-room after  prep when Baggy

s rimble - rushed in.

And as the fat junior was perhaps the most unimportant
member of the two Forms his entry and his ejaculation made
little impression upon the juniors. .

“1 say——"" bawled Trimble.

Monty Lowther looked up from the chess-board. He was
playing Tom Merry, and the junior captain had just made a
move that gave -Monty much food for thought.

“Say it outside, old fat man,” grunted Lowther. Your

' voice gives me a headache.” :

Baggy Trimble snorted.

“Talk about fiddling while Gibraltar was burning!” he
exclaimed,” getting a frifle mixed in his history,” “Blake
going to get the sack and you fellows don’t take the slightest
notice !” = :

To”the majority of the juniors present that statement
aroused little interest, for Trimble and his “whoppers” were
well-known. ~ -But. to Monty ' Lowther and Tom  Merry
Trimble’s news came as a shock. Both of them remembered
Blake and Herries' interition to swamp® Knox with the
glorious mixture they themselves had prepared; both of

““Caught?

The captain of the Shell nodded. =
% And that's not the worst,” he said gravely. “It wasn't

K{}ox “Lho got the beastly stuff.” :

“What?”

“ Not Knox?”

Tom shook his head.

“It was Kildare!”

His words had an electrical effect.

Herries and Digby turned white,
chums with horrified -eyes.

“K-Kildare!”

“So Trimble said |” answered Tom Merry. “And he says
that they’ve caught poor old Blake.”
¢ 0Oh, crumbs!” :

¢Qh, crikey!” :

There was no mistaking the woeful feelings of the chums
of Study No. 6. : ‘

There was silence in the study for a few moments. Then
the door was suddenly swung open and Darrell, looking
very grim, entered the study.

“ Digby and Herries!” he said briefly. “Wanted in the
Head’s study !” 5 3 Y :

Digby and Herries exchanged glances. :

s iarp!” added Darrell. “And I fancy you young
sweeps will bg mighty sorry you swamped old Kildare with
that vile stuff.” <

He held the door open for the two juniors to pass by.
They rose to their feet and walked outof the-study, Darrell
following close at their heels. Tom Merry & C?o. looked
at each other glumly. : = :
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“Phew ™ whistled the captain of the Shell. .

“Of all the luck!” breathed Monty Lowther, with a
dismal shake of the head.

“Putrid !” said Manners. “I hope to goodness the Head
doesn’t take the worst view of the case.”

The Terrible Three nodded, but their hearts were heavy.

In silence they left the study and moved along to the
Head’s study. At a convenient distance from that sacred
apartntent they waited. : = 3

Meantime Darrell had escorted Herries and Dighby into
the presence of Dr. Holmes. 3

There was an unusually hard and severe expression on
the features of the kind old Head as the two juniors
entered. Blake was standing at attention by the table.
There was a strained look on his face that touched the
hearts of his chums, -

“You boys know why I have sent for you?” said the
Head angrily. “It is obvious to me that this wretched
youth Blake could not have perpetrated that scandalous
ountrage unaided.” s

“Digby——" began Blake, in an endeavour to inform
the Head that that youth was not an active party in the
hooby-trap episode.

“Silence!” rapped Dr. Holmes imperiously.

“We—we were all in it,” said Digby loyally.
Blake was caught!”

And Herries added:

“We were all in it, sir!”

Dr. Holmes’ brow grew thunderous. In his wrath he
struck the desk before him with a clenched fist. :

*Such abominable treatment of the captain of the school,
of a prefect, is nnparalleled !” he said, with gleaming eyes.
‘“Such unruly, ‘outrageous behaviour on the part of Lower
School boys is deplorable and iniquitous.”

“ But, sir- > began Blake. : -

The Head waved him to silence with a magnificent
gesture, 2

“¥ am deeply grieved and pained that such defiance and
lack of respeci to those in authority should be rife amongst
boys in whom I had always placed the greatest trust.”

“ But, sir——" began Blake helplessly.

“Silence !” boomed the Head. ‘Do you not understand
tho respect that is due to your headmaster? Wretched
boys,” he went on, turning again to Herries and Digby,
“I am afraid that you are as wicked and as deceitful as
ihe boy D’Arcy. But I will not tolerate this loose
hehaviour any longer. To-morrow morning you boys will
he publicly flogged and expelled from St. Jim’s.”

Blake, Herries and Digby quailed. They felt the earth
moving beneath their feet.

Expelled ! :

“X must speak out, sir!” stammered Blake.
mixture, sir, was not meant for old Kildare.
Injun, sir!”

Dr. Holmes looked at the Fourth-Former with gleaming
eyes.

“Boy, are you seeking to evade your punishment by
recourse to prevarication?” he demanded.

“Nunno, sir!’ answered Blake. “But it wasn’t meant
for Kildare. We wouldn’t dream of swamping him, sir!”

“Indeed?” said the Head coldly. “Then for whom, may
T ask, was this diabolical plot schemed and carried out?”

“For—for——" began Blake, and then he stopped. By
explaining that the mixture was intended for Gerald Knox,
a prefect, would not lessen the offence in the eyes of the
Head. Swamping a prefect was not far removed from
swamping the head prefect.

The Head watched Blake’s working face, with a scornful
cxpression hardening his eyes.

“For whom?” he prompted quietly.

But Blake was silent. He gave his chums an imploring
glance; they understood his position, and their feelings
were sympathetic. That the Head was dealing very
drastically with them, they knew; more drastically, perhaps,
than the offence warranted. Yet they knew that D’Arcy’s
supposed offence had made all the difference to Dr. Holmes’
judgment in their case. The kind old Head was now
doubtless of the opinion that in the members of Study No. 6
he had been nurturing four of the most hardened and
rebellions boys under his charge. He was determined to
make an example of them as a warning- to the rest of the
school. And this strange tangle of affairs had come. about
through the good intentions of Arthur Augustus D’Arey
in the first place.

“Darrell,” said the Head curtly, “yon will take these
wretched boys to the punishment-roomi. 1 will come with

“Only

“That—that
Honest

you.”
“Yes, sir!? ;
Darrell marched out of the study and, with bowed.

shoulders, Blake & Co. followed hLim.
ap the rear.
Quite a crawd of juniors had congregated in the passage,
TEE Goy Lisrirv.—No. 1,047.

The Head brought

for Trimble’s news this time had been helisved, so many
facts being in support of it. There was a hush amongsé
the juniors as the Head rustled by.

From a safe distance Tom Merry & Co. wailched the
procession halt at the punishment-room; saw the Head
unlock the door and saw the chums of Staudy No. 6 pass
into Nobody’s Study. ’

Then came the clicking of the lock as the Head turned
the key. Monteith, the prefect of the New House, was
on duty in the passage and he swished his ashbplant as
Tom Merry & Co. uncensciously approached.

“Clear,” rapped

Monteith, “unless

you fags want a :
taste of this ash- f |
plant !

And Tom Merry
& Co., seeing Dr. il
Holmes and Darrell
returning, wisel

ly —

“cleared.” C

mon -room  that
night was a seeth-
ing riot of discus- !
sion, the topies ‘

The junior Com- ’ =

being  the swamp-

ing of Kildare and

the finding of the

bottle of whisky and

the cigarettes in .

Study No. 6. .
It was the scnsa-

tion of the term,

and it was discussed (33

breathlessly and ‘ 1

ceaselessly on  all ¢ 7 : B i

sides, s o
Il news travels x 1!

quickly, thus it be- "‘f! i“ '

caine common know- i

ledge long before bed-time that the ehums of Study No. 6
were under sentence of a public flogging and expulsion;
and no heart was heavier or more concerned than Joe
Frayne’s. That unhappy youth waged a war within himsel
that brought him the tortures of the damned, :

It was a bitter struggle, but vight triumphed over evil.
At all costs, Frayne told himself, Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
at any rate, must not be expeiled. What he was to do
to prevent that, the fag of the Third was at a loss to know,
for by clearing the swell of the Fourth it meant taking his

position himself. But one thing Frayne was decided npon—

he must tell someone, someone perhaps who could help.
And as he arrived at that decision Joe Frayne started off
for Study No. 10 in the Shell passage, to lay the facts before
Tom Merry. :

A Snare for Knox !

& AY 1 conle in, Master Merry?” :
It was a tremulous voice that roused Tom

Merry & €o. from their thonghts as they sat in
Study No. 10 just-before bed-time that night.
Tom looked up, and the hard expression on his hend-

P



ENTITLED :

“ TRIMBLE, THE TRUANT!"”

some face changed to a friendly weleome as he saw Joe
Frayne of the Third. :

“ Come in, young ’un!”

Frayne came in. The fag was obviously in a state of
great agitation, and the Terrible Three looked at him
curiously. - {

“What’s the trouble, Joe?” asked Tom Merry kindly.
“Stumped over your Latin?”

Frayne shook his head. ;

Often when he was stumped over the perplexities of the
Latin tongue he would come to Tom Merry for enlight-
enment, which the junior cap-
tain, who liked the one-time
waif, readily gave. )

“It’s not Latin this time,
Master Tom. Something much
worse.”

And without beating about
the bush young Joe Frayne
SN\ told his tale.

Suddenly a light gleamed
in the passage from the
gas, and it revealed the
figure of the escaping
_ junior to Qeorge Darrell.
The prefect, who had just
arrived on the scene, saw

of black mixture, and

saw Blake with the pail.

The next moment Darrell

was running up the stairs.

“ Stop ! he yelled.

‘““Blake! Stop!" (See
Chapter 6.)

Tom Merry & Co. lieard him in silence until he had
finished,

“Knox !”* muttered the captain of the Shell thoughtfully.
“I must say I’'m not surprised.”

“ Neither am I, said Monty Lowther. “But, as Frayne
says, Knox will lie like the very dickens if Frayne tells the
faets to the Head.”

“'The awful rotter ! exclaimed Manners indignantly. “He
ought to be sacked!™ :

‘Tom Merry nodded, and his face set grim.

“He ought to be!” he said. *“But we're going to sce that
Gussy deesn’t get sacked, anyway.”

Joe Frayne looked relieved.

¥“Do you think you can manage it, Master Tom?” he
asked. :

“We're going to make a dashed good effort,” was the
r;:ply(i _“ Meantime, kid, just hang on and keep your mouth
closed.” ;

With a grateful glance at the chums of Study No. 10, Joe
Frayne withdrew eonsiderably casier in his misd. When he
was gone Monty Lowther looked at Tom Merry inguiringly,
S ;I‘IOW are ;you going to work ‘the oracle, Tommy?” he
asked. . 2

Kildare gasping in a pool .

DON’T MISS IT! 15

“I don’t know yet,” replied Torm.
better see Knox.” ;
There was a silence in the study, cach member of the
Tc:lx‘-rib¥e Three being busy with his own thoughts.
ap ! : :

“Come in!” sang out Tom Merry,
the door.

And Trimble, who for once in his life had remembered to
knock at a door before entering, came into view.

The faces of the Terrible Three looked grim as the fat
junior appeared. None of them was in the mood for
Trimble’s fascinating society just then.

“I say, Tom Merry,” said Trimble mysteriously.
do m? a good turn, and I'll do you a good turn—see ?”

“Eh?” :

“I know what I know,” went on Trimble complacently.
“If it’s worth the loan of a guid—a loan, mind you—to get
old Gussy saved from the sack, I'm your mutton !”

The Terrible Three looked at Trimble as if he might have
been a curious specimen from a museum.

“What on earth are you burbling about?” asked Tom
Merry crossly.

Trimble grinned.

“I haven’t been in that rotter Knox's study for nothing,”
he said, with a fat chuckle. “I heard it ali!®

Tom Merry gave his chums a warning glance. He
recalled how Trimble had been the first to know of Blake's
capture,  which rather indicated that the fat junior had
been on the scene when the swamping of Kildare lLad
happened. - :

“ What did you hear, old fat man?” asked Tom quietly.

“Never mind about that yet,” said Trimble cautio
I happen-to be stony at the moment, and I'm in urgent
need of a quid to help me through—see? Now, if you'll
oblige me with a loan for a day.or two I'll put vou on to
u wheeze for getting Gussy cleared.”

As Trimble made that magnificent offer he drew himself
up to his full podgy height.

“1f it's a wheeze that’s workable,” said Tom Merry, “you
cah count on me for a quid, Trimble.”

Trimble smirked. !

““Honest Injun ?”

“Honest Injun ! replied the captain of ihe Shell,

Whereupon the fat Fourth-Former told of all that had
passed in Knox’s study that evening. Tom Merry saw the
salient points straight away. .

- Yo})’re sure Knox is going to the Green Man to-night,
fatty 7 :

* Absolutely ! exclaimed Trimble. “I heard him say <o
with my own eyes—I mean, my ears..  He's leaving the
school by the pass-gate at a quarter-past twelve.”

“Oh, good!” breathed Tom Merry. Already a scheme
was being born in his mind; a scheme which he felt wonld
be successful if Trimble’s information was to he relied
upon.

“What's the wheeze, Thomas ?7” ?1sked Monty Lowther, as
he saw the muscles working in his chum’s face,

“Tell you later,” said Tom, whose thoughts were far
away. "

Trimble waited a moment, and then conghed.

“I say, what about the quid you promised me ?” he jerked
out.

Tom Merry came back to earth with a start. He pulled
a pound note out of his pocket and handed it to the fat
junior. Y

“There you are, Trimble,” he said.

The Falstaff of the Fourth took the
greedily.

“Of course, it’s only a loan,” he smirked,
back when >

Tom Merry waved a hand.

“That’s all right, fatiy,” he said. “You’re weleome fo
it. If we can manage to save old Gussy, it will be cheap
at the price.” ;

At which Baggy Trimble could have kicked himself for
not having requested the “loan  of five pounds.

“Now travel !” said Tom eurtly. “I want to think.”

And Baggy Trimble, the richer by a pound, promptly
travelled.

“See the idea, you chaps?” said Tom Merry, when the
door was closed.

“Blessed if I
mystified.

“My camera ” began Manners thoughtfully.

Tom Merry grinned.

“You've got it, old scout—your camera. We'll he at the
Green Man when that rotter Knox starts his blagging
to-night. 1t']) be quite easy to smuggle ourselves -on the
balcony there.” . et

“Oh, Pve got it!” said Monty Lowther. “We'll wait
until the merry blades get going, then old Meaupers will do
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Treasury note

“P1l pay you

do!” exclaimed Lowther, completely
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the giddy trick with his camera. Then we’ve got evidence
that’ll force Knox’s band.” e

“You've got it!” exclaimed Tom. * And I fancy it will
work, too. Knox can lie all along the line and get away
with it, when there’s no evidence to involve him. But a nice
little picture with Knox going the whole hog with his
rotten pals at the Green Man will alter the complexion 'of
things. If Knox doesn’t put Gussy right with the Head, I'm
a Dutchman.” =

“But how will he do that?” queried Manners. e

“Blessed if I know.!” admitted Tom. But that’s his
Took-out. Knox -is not the sort of chap to jib at a few
lies. However, that’s his affair. As long as we get Gussy
out of the mire that’s all that matters,”

“And what about Blake and the others?” asked Monty
Lowther. “How do we hel them ?” : :

“That also is up to ox,” said Tom Merry. “It, s
through him that they’re under sentence of the sack. He’'ll
have to put that right, too! I'm not a bit concerned about
that rotter Knox. Blow him!”"

“Blow him! Burn him if you like,” said Monty Lowther.
“But I can’t see this wheeze coming off.”

Tom Merry chuckled.

“Don't be pessimistic, my son,” he remarked, “Let’s
try it out, anyway.”

“Well, I'm game !” exclaimed Manners.

“Count me in, too!” said Monty Lowther, ;

And so0 it was sottled. And if Knox of the Sixth could
have known of the trap that was being laid for his especial
benefit he would not have felt so pleased with himself when,
seeing lights-out in the Fourth Form dormitory, he grinned
&t the vacant beds belonging to the chums of Study No. 6.

CHAPTER 9.
Gussy Objects !
1 HIS is wotten !”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made that remark in
tones of deep disgust, and Herries, Blake, and
Digby nodded in sympathy. :

“ Abzolutely wotten !

Xt was rotten; there was no doubt about that. The chums
of Study No. 6 eyed each other gloomily. It was about an
hour since the Head had passed sentence on them for the
swamping of Kildare.

Arthur Augustus had had the shock of his life when the
door of Nobody’s Study had been opened to admit his
bosom chums, and, although he was glad of their company
in that dismal apartment, he was very much distressed to
learn that, like himself, they were under sentence of a public
flogging and expulsion,

“That wottah Knox!”
imaginary Knox in his anger.
wottah heah for five minutes!”

That’s what Blake, Herries, and Dighy were wishing.

e chums stared about their narrow prison gloomily.

truckle beds now filled, or almost filled, Nobody's

“Bai Jove, I wish I had the

Four
Study,
youths together. There was no fire in the smail fireplace,
and the flickering, gas jet pendant from the ceiling revealed
o narrow window with four transverse bars that gave a
very scant view of the quad many feet below.

More than once the chums of
critically at that window, and it was obvious that an
attempt at escape was in their minds, But a second look
at the barred window told them plainly that escape from
Nobody’s Study did not lie that WA, e
_“What are you going to do, you men?” asked Blake,
sitting on his bed with his head cupped in his hands.

““What can we do, deah boy ?” asked D’Arcy helplessly.

“There’s Frayne,” began Herries thoughtfully.
know that you, at least, are to be expelled for something
you haven’t done.. If he speaks out—-" -

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

_“I wathah fancay that if young Fwayne did speak out
Knox would manage to squeeze out of it. You see, there’s
uo pwoof anywhere. It would be just like that awful boundah
Knox to deny any knowledge of the whiskay an’ smokes.”

Blake nodded in assent >
: “That’s just what he would do,” he remarked wearily,
‘Oh, he'd fake up some tale or other that young Frayne
was a blackguard,” - :

“And if the Head probed into the matter deeply,”
observed Digby, “that cad
dragging in Banks to swear the kid’s character away.”

Which showed that Digby was very pear knowing to the
full Gerald Knox’s. unscrupulous cunning.

“Even so,"”
out—> e

Arthur Augustus shook his head.
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he exclaimed, hitting out at an

for the Head had seen fit to keep these sentenced

Study No. 6 had gazed

“He must’

Knox wouldn’t be ahove .

muttered Blake, “Frayne ought to speak .-
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“An’ get sacked himself, deah boy?” he asked. *Ii’s
an awful lot to expect of the kid1” s : e

“You're right, Gussy,” admitted Herries. . “But the big
question is, what are we going to do? Wait to be licked
and expelled 7 5 :

The chums of Study. No. 6 shuddered involuntarily. A
flogging they would iave submitted to with the greatest
stolcism, it all being part of the game. But to be oxpelled in
disgrace, to be sent home under a cloud—the thought was
unnerving in the extreme.

“There’s no doubt that the Head wouldn’t have been so

-seveah with you fellows ovah that swampin’ of Kildare if

it hadn’t been for my little twouble,” remarked Arthur
Augustus, 3

“Oh, rats!” exclaimed Blake cheerfully; but he knew
in his heart that his elegant chum spoke the truth.

“He thinks that we are a feahful lot of young black-
guards,” went on Gussy. “Bai Jove, it weally is the
blessed limit. I think I’ll wemonstwate with him in the
mornin’, an’ point out that he has been culpable of gwoss
injnstice in sentencin’ you to be flogged an’ expelled.”

“You'll do nothing of the sort, my son,” said Blake
stoutly. “We are all in this.”

“Yes, rather!” chimed in Herries. 3 =

““United we stand, divided we fall,” observed Digby, with
a rueful grin. “We're seeing this through, Gustayus.”

“Weally, Digby—"

ere _was a silence lasting five minutes in Nobody’s
Study. Blake broke it.

“I've got it I” he exclaimed suddenly.

His chums looked at him inquiringly,

“Got what?”

Blake grinned and rose to his feet, :

“Do you chaps remember how some time back a fellow
escaped from this blessed den—"

Arthur Augustus started. :

“Bai Jove!” he exclaimed. “I wemembah. It was up
the chimnay ! :

The chums were on their feet now, their faces glowing
with excitement. The small firegrate certainly gave no in.
dication of the old-fashioned chimne that stretched above
it, for the grate itself was s mocf;m affair. But the
chimney, up which, in olden days, small boys were wont to
climb in order to clean it, still remained intact. =

In a moment the chums of Study No. 6 were crowding by
the fireplace. 5

Blake shoved his head up the chimney, whilst Herries
ﬁbligingly struck a match for him and held it close to his

ead.

“It’s a chance,” whispéred Blake excitedly, “The bottom

portion of the chimney has been bricked in, but it widens
out considerably higher up. If we can manage to squeeze
through this end we shall be a]l right.”. :

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Herries and Digby enthusiastic-
ally, but the lack of enthusiasm on the part of Arthur
Augustus caused them to turn and stare at him.

Arthur Augustus was shaking his head.

“Couldn’t be done!”

“Eh?” said Blake,

“It couldn’t be done, deah boys,” reiterated the swell of .

the Fourth, :

“Don’t be an ass!” hooted Digby.
through there as easy as winking.”

“Maybe,” admitted Arthur Augustus, “but it couldn’t
be done!” he added firmly.

Blake snorted. .

“Why do you keep burbling ‘it couldn’t be done,” you
dummy ?”

Arthur Augustus looked at his chum severely.

“Weally, Blake, I object to bein’ weferred to as a
dummay. I wepeat it can’t be done,”

“But why not?” almost shricked Blake & Co. -

“A fellow’s clobbah——" began the swell of the Fourth.

“What !”
pressed in that one word.

“Look at the feahful mess I should be in if T went that
way,” said Arthur
would be covered in soot—-—

“Your trousers—-"

“An’ my jacket an’ collah would be in an awful state
aftah climbin’ thwough there.” - =

“Your jacket and c-collar !” stammered Blake.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“We could squeeze

“Weally, deah boys, much as I would like to escaée_

fwom our pwesent pwedic, I'm afwaid it is out of the ques-
tion to attempt it by way of that awful chimnay !
His chums blinked at him as if they were mesmerised.

until that sentence was executed, on account of his clothes
getting soiled with soot, was staggering to them.
“You burbling idiot |” : :
“You blessed dummy !

Blake & Co.’s feelings were adequafely ex-

Augustl.g solemnly. - “My twousahs

\
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“You foozling frump !”

Blake, Herries, and Dighy made no mistake about their
opinion of their elegant chum at that moment.

Arthur Augustus eyed his chums through his celebrated
monocle frigidly. y

“Weally, deah boys, but for the posish we are in I would
administah a feahful thwashin’ all wound for those
oppwobwious wemarks!”

““Oh, bump the silly idiot!” growled Blake.

“Weally, Blake—" began Arthur Augustus in expostu-
Jation. But that was all he had time to say. Next moment
his enraged chums grabbed him.

ump ! :

The space at their disposal was very limited, yet all the
same for that Blake & Co. managed to find enough room for
the bumping of their fastidious chum.

“Yawooooooh !” yelled Arthur Augustus. “Weleas® me,
you wottahs! Gwooooough 1

Bump! !

“Oh, cwikey !”

“And another !” muttered Blake. “We'll bump some
;en§e’,i’nto his foozling noddle until he sees what a prize ass

eis!

“ Weally, Blake, you awful wottah—— Yowp!”

Bump ! ! 3

The bumping of Arthur Augustus was performed
thoroughly. Tt was to be doubted whether such a scene had
ever taken place in the narrow confines of Nobody’s Study
xhcfore——not since it had served as a punishment-room, any-
how.

Monteith, the prefect of the New House, who was on duty
in the passage, heard the sounds of that bumping, in-
eredulously.

He came along to investigate.

“What are you young rasecals doing ?” he asked.

“Bumping Gussy!” came Blake’s cheerful response.

“Wha-at ?” gasped Monteith, in amazement.

“Bumping some hoss-sense into Gussy !”

“Weally, Blake, you wottah—"

Monteith could hardly believe the evidence of his own ears.
That four juniors in disgrace, with expulsion awaiting them
on the morrow, should while away the time in Nobody’s
Study in this manner fairly took his breath away.

“Well, ’m blessed!”” .he ejaculated faintly, and turned
on his heel and went back to his post of duty wondering the
punishment-room housed four people whose proper place was
an asylum for the mentally deficient.

Meantime, Arthur Augustus had scrambled to his feet.

e was hot and dusty, and his face was crimson with anger.

“You wottahs!” he exclaimed wrathfully. @

Blake grinned.

“Just you simmer down, my son!” he said cheerily.
“Because in about an hour’s time we’re going to escape by
way of that chimney !”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s eyes gleamed.

“I won’t!” he exclaimed. “I absolutely and positively
wefuse !”

“Your liitle mistake, Gustavus!” said Herries, with a
chuckle. “You’re going first, and if you’re too long making
up your mind we’ll bump the skin off you !”

To which Blake and Digby, with owl-like gravity, added:

“Hear, hear!” .

“Bai Jove!” roared Arthur Augustus. “I think you are
an awful lot of cads! Think of my twousahs—" ¢

“ Blow your trousers!”

“Think of my jacket——--"

“Bless your jacket!” said Herries scornfully.

“And my face!” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “It would be
covahed with soot !”

“That’ll improve it, old scout |” grinned Blake.

“Weally, Blake—="

“Ha, ha, ha!” The expression on the face of their elegant
chum brought subdued laughter to Blake & Co., and the
more they laughed the deeper grew the frown on Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s noble brow.

But gradually the frown died away. Doubtless some
hidden corner of grey matter was telling the swell of the
Fourth that he was carrying things too far by refusing:to
take advantage of a way of escape on account of his
garments collecting a little soot. .

At last he broke into a smile.

“Bai Jove,” he exclaimed, “I weally think I would wisk
even the soot, you know.”

Blake slapped his elegant chum on the back heartily.

“Good for you, Gussy !”

And for the space of the next five minutes the four juniors
were discussing their plan of action. It was decided that
they should wait unti] two hours after bed-time before
they essayed their attempt at escape. Not one of them but
was fully aware of the grave danger thsy ran, for the old-

, fashioned chimney jutted out of a roof that was at least
forty fecet above the. ground.

One false step on the
treacherous leads would mean certain death.

But the risk was a matter of small moment to Blaf{e & Co.

‘At all costs they were determined to escape from the punish-

ment-room and the unjust sentence passed upon them.
The two hours’ wait in front of Blake & Co. seemed inter-

" minable. But at last the clock in the old tower chimed

eleven.

_“Ssh!” whispered Blake, moving towards the door and
listening. “I thought I heard someone coming.”

But not a sound reached his ears from the deserted passage
without.

“The sheets !”” said Herries erisply.

In & moment the four juniors had torn the sheets from
their respective beds, and were knotting them together.
Eight sheets made a very serviceable rope, which would be
needed if the juniors were to reach the quad below in
safety.

At last the rope was ready.

“Up you go, Gussy!” breathed Blake tensely.
give you a bunk up for the first stage.”

“Weally, Blake—" All Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s pre-
judices were returning as he thought of the soot that must
necessarily become attached to him ere he reached the top
of that chimney.

But a gentle push decided him. Herries shoved the im-
provised rope in his hand.

“Tie it round your waist, Gussy,” he said. “It’ll be easier
to carry that way. Besides, you can pull it up and down
when you get to the top to tell us that it’s all right.”

“Wight-ho, deah boy!”

The swell of the Fourth made a grimaece, but he did as
he was bid. Next moment his noble head was thrust up
the chimney. ;

“Up with him!” whispered Blake. Al together!”

Herries, Blake, and Digby grabbed hold of their elegant

“We'll

. chum, and, with more haste than gentleness, began to hoist

him.

Crack !

“Yawoooooooch !”

A muffled howl floated down to the three juniors.

“You feahful chumps?’ came D’Arey’s muffled voice.
“You've banged my nappah on the bwicks ¥’

“’§ever mind that,” said Blake impatiently. “Get a move

“Weally, Blake—" expostulated the swell of the Fourth,
but he got a move on for all that. =

It was not so difficult a passage as he had anticipated.
That first shove had helped him considerably. True, vast
quantities of soot came away from the ancient bricks as he
clawed his way skywards, and a considerable portion of it
disported itself down his neck, in his mouth, in his eyes, and
over his precious “clobbah.” But Arthur Augustus stuck it
manfully. The aperture at the top of the old-fashioned
chimney took on shape at a great rate as he ascended.

“Grooooough !

“Oh, crumbs!”?

“Mummmmmmm !”

Those exclamations came from Blake & Co. in the punish-
ment-room below as the soot their elegant chum—not &2
elegant now—was displacing hurtled downwards. The roon:
was full of flying scot, and before a couple of minutes had
elapsed Blake & Co. were transformed into a trio of very
creditable-locking Christy minstrels.  Still, it had to be
endured. :

Still elimbing, Arthur Augustus chuckled as he heard the
faint exclamations from his chums below, but the chuckle
died away into a gurgle as a lump of soat became dislodged
and fell full across his noble mouth.

“Oh deah!” gasped Arthur Augustus, pausing to take
breath. “Gwoooococogh! Beastlay stuff

Then he climbed on, his feet finding convenient footholds
in the ancient bricks that many a chimney-sweep’s boy had
trod in the dim and distant past.

The swell of the Fourth breathed a huge sigh of relief
when his head emerged from the top of the chimney. Truly
he looked an alarming sight, and if he could have seen him-
self in a mirror just then it was quite possible that Arthur
Augustus, scion of an illustrious house, would have had
several sorts of a fit. Certainly his own father would never
have recognised him then. His hair was all awry, his eollar
was the colour of charcoal, his noble features were as black
as the ace of spades.

Fortunately there was no mirror available at that moment,
s0, beyond gouging the soot from his watering eyes, tha
swell of the Fourth raised himself out of the neck of the
chimney, planted his fect on the slates of the roof, and
pulled energetically on the rope.

The signal below was greeted by a subdued murmur of

“QOh,  good!” “Gussy's
through ”

“Up you go, Herries, old man!” 5

Herries was the next junior to essay the climb, ond in
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less than ten minutes all four juniors were safely on top of
the roof, Their faces radiated with smiles--scoty smiles—
but soot would come off under the gentle application of
soap and water. The first .stage of their escape was suc-
cessful. .

“Haul up that rope, Gussy,” whispered Blake.

“Wight-ho, deah boy !”

The rope, no longer bearing any resemblance to the clean
white sheets of a few minutes back, was hauled up. Then
the chums of Study No. 6 stood listening.

. No sound broke the stillness of the night save the thump-
m‘gdof their own hearts and the gentle soughing of the
wind.

A watery moon lit up the countryside but dimly. Below
the juniors stretched the quad. Then, where the faint light
merged into the inky blackness of the night, the runaways
saw Taggles’ lodge, in the window of which burned a light.

“This way,” said Blake, beginning to crawl on his
stomach over a sloping roof.

And D’Arcy, with the rope round his waist, went in
advance. Each of the juniors caught hold of the rope
and passed it once round their middle, in the manner of
the Alpine climbers. ' That part of the journey was accom-
plished in safety. SR

Once at the edge of the sloping roof there was a sheer
drop of ten feet to the leads of an unner box-room.

ZNow tie the rope to the chimney,” said Blake.

The rope was knotted securely around an adjacent
chimney, and Arthur Augustus calmly lowered himself over
the gutter and swung into space. A moment more and the
slacking of the rope' told his chums- that he was safely
landed. Herries was the next to go. He landed safely.

“You next, old scout,” breathed Blake to Dighy. :

““After you,” whispered Digby.

“You next!” commanded biake.
jawing all night.”

And Digby obeyed. =

The rope slacked again, and Blake knew that it was his
turn. He lowered himself over the iron gutter and swung
downwards. Then he began to descend. Suddenly he felt
the rope give in his hands.” Next moment it snapped, and,
with a muffled ory, Blake dropped in a heap.

“Oh, heavens!” gasped Arthur ‘Augustus in alarm. :

But luck was with Blake that night. He landed ou his
feet, and, beyond a shaking up, was nonme the worse for
that adventure. :

“So much for that,” he said cheerfully. “Jove! Isn’t it
cold?” =

“Gwooooough !” agreed Arthur Augustus.

It certainly was cold.: In their evcitement the juniors had
hardly noticed it: but row, the first sensation ‘of thoir
esoape over, the bite in the crisp night air made itself felt.

“Next stage down the rainnipe from here,” said Blake,

“Don’t stand there

leading the way. ; : ;

ne by one the juniors slithered- down that rainpipe like
monkeys, and landed safelv on thé leads of another portion
of the school building that inttel ant' fram the rest.

“Now we shan’t be long!” chirruped Blake. :

The rest of the descent was comnaratively easy, and
inside ten minutes four sooty, breathless, but triumphant
juniors stood in the old dquad.

f“f’Ssh!” whispered Blake, as unexpectedly came the tread
of feet.

The juniors drew back into the shadow of the wall with
beating hearts. Were they to he discovered at this stage of
their escape? Their hearts beat. faster still as out of the
gloom came a stately figure whose outline was very
familiar, v -

“The Head!” : :

It was indeed. Dr. Folmes, with head sunk on his chest,
was proceeding towards the rates, evidently lost in deep
meditation. Doubtless he was rondering over the events
of the day, for as he came within two vards of the crouch-
ing juniors they saw that his kind old scholarly face was
deeply trouble&fv S :

I\{)ext moment he was enshrouded in the gloom of the
night. oz
g]‘BIake & Co. heaved huge brenths of relief when his foot-
steps had faded away. Put thev waited for at least five
minutes before thev emerced fram the friendly shadow of
the wall. Then at a run thev hrole across the auad and
made their wav as silentlv as thev conld to the old oak-tree,
whose friendly branches had ~ore than once served them
well when_ it was a avestinr of laavine the school precincts
other than by passing thronoh tha main cate. Tn a breath-
less heap the fonr ijuniove nlimhad un that tree and sat
tstride the high school wall. Then, with a glance to left
and right to make sure that the coast was clear, they
dropped into the lane. : : _

Five minutes later the ruraways were trudging it briskly
sowards Rylcombe, where they intended to put up for the
night. They kent to the towpath for .most of the way, for
by crossing’ a plank lower down the river valuable time
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was saved. In addition, the chances of their being sur-
prised by P.-c. Crump, -the local constable, or any other
individual familiar with the rules of the school, were more

_remote than if they kept to the road.

But the chums of Study No. 6 were barely a hundred
yards away from the plank bridge when out of the black-
ness of the night came a cry.

The juniors stopped.

“*What was that?” asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Shut up, you idiot, then we'll know !” snapped Blake,
rather unreasonably.

“Weally, Blake—"

“Help!
The juniors started. There wase no mistaking the cry
now. Someone was in trouble. : :

“Help! Help!” 2

‘Only for one moment did Blake & Co. remain inactive.
Then with one accord they set off at full pelt for the plank
bridge, that being the locality whence the cries had come.
. And as they ran those cries grew louder and more appeal-
ing. What was more, to the growing horror of Blake &
Co., the voice was familiar.
‘IHel !P’ ‘

“The Head !” gasped Rlake in an awed voice,
“Bai Jove! Doctah Holmes!” >

. And, despite the fact that they had imperilled their necks
in that risky attempt to escape the sentence of expulsion
that hung over them all, and that it might mean all the
risk had been taken in vain, Blake & Co. put on a spurt
In a generous, whole-hearted effort to go to the succour of
their headmaster. :

CHAPTER 10,
At Dead of Night !

[ OU awake, Monty :”

Tom Merry sat up in bed in the Shell dormitory
as the clock in_ the old tower chimed a quarter
to twelve, and called out softly.

Snore! :

“You awake, Manners?”

Snore! i .

Apparently neither Lowther nor Manners were awake,
and Tom thanked his lucky star that he had had the forti.
tude to withstand the demands o sleep and- keep awake.
He got out of bed and crossed to Monty Lowther's bed.
Then he shook that sleeping junior. :

“Mummmm! -Gerraway! 'Tain't rising-bell yet!”

Lowther was obviously under the impression that it was
somewhere near morrirg. - But Tom Merry clapped a hand
ovér Lowther’s mouth and whispered in his ear:

“Shurrup, you ass!”

Recollection of what lay in front of him came to Lowther’s
sleep-befuddled mind then, for he sat up in bed and blinked
around him. . . ; 2

“Groogoough I’ he muttered. “Isn’t it cold 7

“Get dressed- sharp,” said Tom tensels.
Manners.” g =
" Manners proved to be less difficult to rouse than Lowthey,
for he was wide awake at the first shake. 3

“Grooough! Right-ho, Tommy!” he answered between
chattering tecth. ! :

In silence the three juniors dressed themselves, with the
exception of putting on their boots. With these swung round
their necks by means of the tied laces they. tiptoed to the
dormitory door, and passed out on to the landing and thence
to the box-room. £ ;

Manners fumbled in the dark there for a moment or two,
and then he found his precious camera, which he had
deposited there before going to bed. ;

“Got everything, old scout?” whispered Tom Merry, and
Manners nodded. .

Followed a faint creak as Tom lifted the sash of the
box-rcom window. Two minutes later the three juniors
were in the quad. In much the same fashion as Blake & Co.
they clambered over the school wall and dropped into the
shadowy lane. Then thov stomped to put on their boots.

“Ready ?? called out Tom Merry softly.

“Ay, ay!” muttered Monty Lowther. “Lead on,

“Tll wake

And with resolute faces the three Shell juniors dashed
into the wood and made all speed for the Green Man, little
knowing that along the townath to their left Blake & Co.
had »assed about a quarter of an hour earlier. &y

“Twelve o’clock ! remarked Tom Merry, as the chimes of
a distant clock tolled the hour of midnight. “We're a
quarter of an hour ahead of Knox!” ‘_ S

“Supposing the rotter doesn’t turn out to-night?” said
Lowther. :

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders. ; -

“We've got to chance that, Monty;”’ he remarked. “But
I’ve a feeling that the rotter will turn out. . Now, quiet!”

The three juniors came in sight of the little wicket-gate
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that gave admittance to the Green Man through the gardens
of the inn. Beyond the trees the lights of the place gleamed
out, Quietness was now essential, and the Shell Jjuniors
trudged on as stealthily and as quietly as Red Indians on
the warpath. :

In a few moments they were within twenty yards of the
billiards-room of the Green Man. That room was in dark-
ness, but directly above it was a lighted window, across
which figures moved now and again.

“That’'s where the merry card-parties are held,” mut-
tered Tom Merry, drawing his chums into the shadow of a
tree. “I got that from Cardew—-"

“From Cardew 7” queried Manners.

“The same,” said Tom. “Cardew’s been a merry blade
in‘h(ﬁl tizne, and he knows the ropes of this rotten place.”

COh 1?

The chums were silent; each of them eyeing the lighted
window and the small balcony that jutted out from it, and,
what was more important, the trellis-work that was clamped
to the side of the wall up which it was to be their means
of gaining the balcony.

While they waited in the shadows a near-by clock chimed
the quarter—that was the time Gerald Knox was suppoeed
to be leaving S8t. Jim’s. Would he come?

part’s done. All we've got to do is to wait a bit until the
rotters get going.” 3

“It’s worth waiting for, t0o,” said Lowther through chat-
f(gring ’}‘eeth, “if we can howl the rotter out and save old
1SSy, :

And Manners, clutching his precions camera, affectionately,
assured himself that he had not forgotten his flash nowder
and touch paper, and grinned cheerfully in the darkness.

Twenty minutes went by before the three juniors left their
hiding-place. That the party in the room above tho
billiards-room was going “strong” was evidenced by the

Minstrels.

The juniors asked themselves that question repeatedly as
they waited, shivering a trifle in the embrace of the crisp
March air. . Occasionally, faint sounds of coarse laughter

floated out to them from the dircction of the lighted
window. Evidently Banks and his precious cronies were
making merry. =

Crunch! Crunch!

As the sound of moving feet on the garden path reached
the ears of the waiting juniors they hardly dared to breathe.

A tall figure in a cap and raincoat approached.

The hat was pulled well down over the face, the coat
collar was turned up, and a voluminous scarf hid most of
the newcomer’s features; but Tom Merry & Co. did not
have to look twice to reassurc themselves that it was Gerald
Knox of the Sixth.

All unconscious of the watchful eyes bent upon him, the
black sheep of the Sixth walked swiftly up to the door of
the inn and knocked four times. A moment or so later Tom
Merry & Clo. saw a flood of light as the door was opened,
and Banks stood framed in the aperture.

A murmured greeting to Knox, that was unintelligible to
the watching juniors, and the door was shut; Gerald Knox
had entered.

“Good!” muttered the captain of the Shell. “The first

-

Blake & Co. coughed and splutiered as the soot Arthur Augustas D’Arcy wae displacing hurtled downwards.
couple of minutes had elapsed the three Fourth-=ormers ware transformed into a trio of very creditable-looking Christy

Before a

(See Chapter 9.)

guffaws and raucous laughter that floated down to Tom
Merry & Co. :

“Ready?”’ breathed Tom.

Manners and Lowther nodded.

Then, treading like the trained Scouts they were, the trio
moved cautiously to the wall of the inn. Arrived there,
they waited a second or two to make sure that all was well,
Next, Tom Merry tested the strength of the trellis-work
that was stapled to the wall, and a moment later he was
ascending. He reached the balcony without mishap, and
Manners, who came next, handed him the camera before he
climbed. the rail. Lowther managed to climb up just as
successfully as his chums, and, with wildly-beating hearts,
the three juniors pressed themselyes flat against the wall
about a foot from the lighted window.

The voice of Banks came to their ears quite plainly now.

“Hard luck, Master Knox!” he was saying. * Better
luck next time. Your deal Joliffe!”

There was silence for a while as the rascally landlord of
the Green Man dealt the cards. Then came Banks and
Joliffe’s voices in unison. =

“’Ard luck, Master Knox !

Evidently Gerald Knox was not having the pickings of
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the evening, wnd, for a moment Tom Merry felt sorry for
the black sheep in the hands of the unscrupulous “sports-
men,” whom, Tom felt sure, only let Knox win occasionally
in order to keep the goose that laid the golden eggs in their
clutches, - :

“’Ave a drink, Master Knox?” asked Banks. “Buck you
up, you know.”

There was no verbal reply to that invitation, but to the
three juniors’ ears came the sound of clinking glasses which
suggested that Gerald Knox was now going the whole hog.

Tom Merry waited another minute, and then he pressed
forward as near as he dared to the window without making
known his presence to the rascals inside.

An extraordinary scene met his gaze.

Around a green-baize table in the dingy room were four
Tom recognised
the bloated, dissipated faces of Banks and Joliffe; the others
were strangers to him, g

On the table were cards and little piles of money in coins
and notes. The air was fairly thick with smoke, and Tom
saw, with disgust, that Knox of the Sixth was smoking a
c}ﬁgr. A tumbler of liquor lay close to the black sheep’s
elbow,

.That he was losing was obvious from the expression on
his lean features; but the gambling fever shone in his eyes,
and it was evident to a novice that Knox would risk every
penny he possessed in the swindling game he was playing
before he’d cry off. That the cards were marked Tom
Merry was quick to see from the %knowing winks and mystic
signs Banks, Joliffe, and his shady cronies exchanged when
Knox’s attention was directed elsewhere.

Tom Merry drew back against the wall again and
motioned to Manners.

“ All ready ?” he asked in a stage whisper.

Manners nodded, and handed the chamber containing the
flash powder and automatic touch paper release to Lowther.

“Now |” said Tom.

In a trice the three juniors appeared at the window in
full: view of the occupants of the room. Xnox’s glass of
liquor was half-raised-to his mouth as the three Shell juniors
burst in upon his vision,

Flash !

There was a brilliant white light as Manners hurriedly
gave the word to Lowther, and the magnesium powder
flared forth. Simultaneously came the click of the closing
shufter of the camera, and a belching of white smoke.

Next came a mingled bellow of rage and ' astonishment
from the rascals in the room.

“Hop it !” shouted Tom Merry.

But Manners, with the precious camera and the still more
precious negative he had exposed, was already scrambling
down the trellis-work. Lowtger swiftly followed him.

The captain of the Shell was the last to make the descent,
and, as he swung one leg over the balcony and gained the
friendly footing of the trellis-work, the french windows of
the room burst open, and Knox, with Banks and Joliffe at
Lis side, rushed out yelling impreocations.

“Stop !” roared Knox. “Stop, you rotters!”

“Not this time, my tulip!” called back Tom Merry.

Kunox ground his teeth with rage. He knew what had
taken place; he knew what that white flash had meant, and
his heart failed him.

He turned on Banks and Joliffe like a fiend.

“They mustn’t get away !”’ he hissed. “I'm ruined if that
photograph should be made public. Siop ’em!”

But that was easier said than done. Banks and Joliffe
had not the same personal interest in the matter as had
Knox, naturally, and, although they raged inwardly to think
that three young “cubs ” had had the audacity to climb on
to their veranda and take a photograph of their meryy little
party, they were not disposed to over exert themselves to
apprehend them. If Knox wanted those three juniors, it
was up to him to catch them himself.

““Stop ’em yourself ! growled Banks,

But Knox did not stop to listen to his rascally *friends.”
He climbed down the trellis-work recklessly and gave chase,
But Tom Merry & Co. had gained a good start of him.
They were scudding it back to St. Jim’s as fast as their
logs would carry them, feeling elated at the success of their
enterprise,

A good distance behind them they heard the plodding
feet of Knox of the Sixth, but they were easily holding
their own. And as had been arranged, they scrambled over
the school wall and gained the leads of the box-room before
Knox was in the quad.

The prefect, baflled, stood looking up at the three juniors
as they clambered over the sill of the box-room window,
and shook his fist at them furiously.

“You hounds!” he breathed.

The captain of the * hell waved a hand to him cheerily.

“See you in your study in five minutes’ time, Kuox,” he
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called out softly—“that is, if you want to bargain for this
photo we’ve taken!”

Next moment Tom withdrew his head from the window,
and the sash was lowered. And Gerald Knox, in a state
gf t(la_rroxt and rage, clenched his fists spasmodically and bit

is lip.

He knew he was in the toils; he knew that that photo-
graph would spell hLis ruin if it should reach the hands
of Dr. Holmes, and he ground his teeth in helpless rage
and mortification. At all costs, he told himself, he must
get possession of that tell-tale negative and destroy it.

As Knox told himself that he little knew what the pos-
session of that ineriminating negative was to cost him;
little knew for what purpose Tom Merry & Co. had braved
so much.

“The hounds !” muttered the prefect savagely. “I'll flay
the hides off the young cubs!”

Dearly would the rascally prefect liked to have done
that, but for once his prefect’s authority was as nothing.
Tom Merry & Co. held the whip hand, at the moment.
Of that there was no question of doubt,

CHAPTER 11.
In the Nick of Time!
{3 ELP!” :
H As that ery rang out Blake & Co. put on an
extra spurt, for it bespoke the despairing cry of
. & man in the last stages of exhaustion.

The juniors covered the ground at amazing speed, their
own affair com:{:letely blotted out as they thought of Dr.
Holmes. Ahead, the plank bridge. that spanned the swirl-
mg waters of the River Rhyl loomed faintly. Every step
brought the juniors closer to it.

“It’s broken!” Blake panted out the words as he raced
along, with beating heart.

And Arthur Augustus, who caught sight of a figure sus-
pended by the arms, and holding on to a broken portion
of the plank, shouted out encouragement.

“Hold on, sir! We're comin’!”

The juniors racad up.

A glance at the plank told its own story. It had snapped
in the centre, not completely, but enough to prevent thc
figure, half submerged in the swirling current that raced
below, from climbing to a place of safety.

“Hold on, sir!” called out Blake breathlessly.

He heard a faint exclamation of surprise as Dr. Holmes,
clinging to the broken plank, turned his strained features
in the moonlight and caught a glimpse of the soot-begrimed
faces of those who had come to his rescue. =

“Form a chain!” breathed Blake hoarsely.

It was done in a moment.

““Quick !” panted the Head.
I can’t hold on any longer!”

There was a note of agony in the voice that suggested
that Dr. Holmes was injured.

The chain formed, Arthur Augustus planted his fect
firmly on the bank, Herries advanced a full pace, Dighy
and Blake did likewise. ~The last named was standing
perilously near the breakers in the sagging plank. It
sagged under his weight, but he continued to advance upon
it. A few moments more, and the human chain had
stretched to its full extent. Blake was now directly abovo
the clinging figure of the Head.

The Fourth-Former reached out his hands and bent down,
gripping the Head under the shoulders.

And at that moment Dr. Holmes’ grasp relaxed on the
plank. Only just in time Blake caught him from sinking
back into the rain-swollen river below which swirled
towards the weir.

It was a Herculean effort Blake gave then. He raised
the inanimate figure of Dr. Holmes inch by inch, until,
finally, he had dragged him clear_of the water and on to
the sagging plank. Under the heavy weight the plank
sank lower.

“Quick I” called out Blake, as he felt the rotting wood
give beneath him.

But there was no nced to call on his chums for that
extra effort.  Digby, who clutched his chum round the
waist, immediately strained backwards; Herries, next to
him, did the same, and Arthur Augustus did the finishing
pull. In a breathless heap, the four juniors swept back on
to the bank, Blake :till supporting the unconscious form of.
his headmaster.

“Good!” he panted, as, not a moment tco soon, his feet
left the bank and touched dry land. Another second, and
the broken plank parted in the middle, became submerged
in the swirling current below as it was sucked down, rose
again to the bubbling surface, and finally sped away from

sight towards the weir.

“My strength is giving out;
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“Good job we didn’t have to go in for him,” muttered
Herries. *‘There’s a deuce of a stream running towards
the weir.”

But nobody paid any heed to that remark. Blake,
D’Arey, and Dighy were bending over the unconscious
figure of Dr. Holmes.

Dr. Holmes’ face was white and drawn, and blue with
the cold; from the waist downwards he was dripping with
water.  But under Blake’s knowledgeable application of
artificial respiration he showed some signs of recovery.

“He’s comin’ wound!” muttered Arthur Augustus at last.

The Head’s eyes “opened.  He gazed about himy dazedly,

and a look of horror came to his fine old face. Then
recognition dawned, as Blake, pillowing his head on his
knee, inquired how he
was.
“My dear boy——">
was all Dr. Holmes
said then, but it spoke
volumes.

The juniors took off
their own jackets and
wrapped them about
their headmaster, for
be was shivering as
with the ague. They
iried to set him on his
feet, and then they
discovered that he had
injured his right side
_and his right arm.

“Ive hurt my side
and my arm,” said Dr.
Holnes faintly. “That
—that was why
couldn’t elimb back on
the plank.”

His face twisted in
pain, as, helped by
the sturdy juniors, he
stood upon his feet.

“If you will kindly
assist me,” he said, in
a faint voice, “I think
—I1 think J can manage
to walk back to the
school.”

But after a couple of steps it was obvious that Dr.
Holmes could not possibly walk the distance. The
slightest movement was a torture to him.

“Cut off, Gussy,” said Blake ecrisply, “and sece if you
can get a car, or something.” ;

“ Wight-ho I

Gussy sped off like the wind, what time his chums
propped the Head against a tree. But luck was with
Arthur Augustus that night; he roturned in less than five
minntes, accompanied by a man in evening dress and a
private chauffeur.

“Dr. Short!” muitered Blake excitedly. ‘“This is luck!”

“My dear doctor——" began the school medico.

““Ah!” said Dr. Holmes, with a wan smile. ‘“You come
at an opportune moment!”

Dr. Short, who was returning from a visit to a patient,
soon discovered what was amiss with the Head of St. Jim’s,
and quickly gave instructions to the four juniors and his
chauffeur to assist him to carry Dr. Holmes to the car.
The journey along the towpath, and thence to the car in
the lane was done in silence. Then the Head was made
comfortable. R

“Twisted the muscle of his right thigh,” Dr. Short mut-
iered to Blake, in answer to that youth’s look of inquiry.
“Not serious, hut exceedingly painful, and sprained his
rht shoulder.”

Blake passed on the news to his chums.

“You boys will walk back to the school, I take it,” said
the doctor, ‘“or, better still, run back. You’ll catch cold
in this biting air otherwise.”

“Don’t worry about us, doctor,” said Blake.

The chauffeur climbed into his seat, and the car was
about to move off, when Dr. Holmes half raised himself
on the cushions and beckoned to the juniors.

“I will sece you boys when—when you get back!” he
said, with an attempt at a smile.

“Very good, sir!”

Blake & Co. watched the car move off in the darkness.

“Good job we happened along when we did,” said
Herries, as the tail light merged into the blackness of the
night. “The old Head would have been a gonner five
minutes later.”

The juniors nodded. It was an act of Providence that
they had come along at that moment undoubtedly, for, in
his injured state, it was a practical certainty that Dr.
Holmes would have been swept away inlo the weir,

i

Blake & Co. shuddered as they visualised wnat that would
have meant, and then realisation of their own pesition
came back to them.

‘“We—we've got to see tho Head when we get back to
schoolI” muttered Blake dismally.

“Hem1”

It was not a cheerful prospect, but to go back to ihe
school, from which they were to be expelled in the mornisg,
seemed the only thing to do in the eircumstances.

“Step it out, you men!”

Blake set the example; he broke into a trot, and his
chums followed suit. In silence they ran up to the gates of
St. Jim’s.

Taggles, the =school had, been

porter, apparently,

B

The junlors took in the ecene at a glance as they raced up the

towing-path. The plank bridge had snapped in the centre,

and the figure of a man, half-submerged in the torrent, clung

tc the broken woodwork. In the moonlight, Blake & Co.

recognised the Head. ' Hold on, sir !’ yelled Blake. (Sce
Chapter 11.)

apprised of their return, for he stood at the gates with a
lighted lantern, muttering. He jumped as he saw the juniors’
blackened faces.

“Nice goings hon!” he growled, as he swung back the
massive iron gate. “What I says is this ’ere. Which——"

But Blake & Co. did not stop to listen to Taggles’ disserta-
tion. They brushed past him as if he didn’t exist and sped
on to the gchool House. Mr. Railton, in his dressing-gown,
was awaiting them.

He treated them to a glance that was half severe, half-
kindly, seeming not to notice their blackened faces and
dishevelled appearance.

“1 have seen the Head,” he said, as if to break the
awkward silence that ensued. “And I.am proud to think,
despite certain—ahem !—irregularities, that you boys belong
to my House.”

“Hem! Thank you, sir!” stammered Blake awkwardly.

“How is Dr. Holmes?” asked Arthur Augustus, and
then, as he found Mr. Railton’s startled glance bent upon
him, he began to realise, with his blackened face, what a
sight he presented. “I beg of you, sir, to excuse my feahful
appeahwance,” he added politely.

“Hem!” Mr. Railton coughed. “You boys had better
visit the bath-room before you see your headmaster.”

“Oh!” It came home to the juniors then that their
blackened faces must have startled the Housemaster.

“I will wait in your headmaster’s study,” went on Mp
Railton. “You will join me there.”

“Very good, sir!”.

The juniors sped off to the bath-room, wondering what the
outcome of their visit to the Head would be. In less thar
five minutes they were back with Mr. Railton. He ushered
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them into the Head’s private apartments and knocked at
Dr. Holmes’ bed-room door. 5
It was Dr. Short who admitted them. There was a smila
on the medico’s features. :
* How is the doctor ?” asked Mr. Railton. :
“Progressing very favourably,” answered _Dr. : Short.
¢ Beyond a few bruises and a little shaking up, T don’t think
he is very much the worse for that mishap. But it might
have been far more serious,” he added gravely.
And Mr. Railton, who knew the weir and the yearly toll
it took of the unwary, nodded gravely.
“{ome here, my boys!”
It was Dr. Holmes’ voice. : }
Blake & Co., looking very sheepich, moved forward.
“I don’t know how to tfyta.nk you, my lads, for what you
have done,” said the Head earnestly. “But for your timely

arvival, I shudder to think of what might have
bappened & 5 b
It was nothing, sir,” said Blake, crimsoning. S5
“Wathah not!” added Arthiur Augustus D'Arcy. “An’ T

o 23

twust that you will soon be well again, sir.

Dr. Holmes smiled. 2

“I shall be myself again by the morning, my dear boys,”
be said.

Blake & Co. looked rather down in the mouth. They were
thinking of the fate that awaited them in tho morning. The
Head seemed to read what was passing in their minds.

He smiled. -

“And then I shall make it my business to reconsider my
decision regarding you boys,” he concluded.

Vith a genial smile that scemed to speak well ofthe
;ision to which he referred, ho dismissed the juniors. Mr.
Railton ushered them out.

Instinctively the chums of Study No. 6 headed for the
punishment-room, but an order from Mr. Railton caused
them to stop. -

“Not that way,” said Mr. Railton. “You boys are to
refurn to your dormitory to-night.”

“Oh 1?

“Perhaps the Head thinks that chimney climbing and
voof climbing feat of yours too dangerous,” the Housemaster
added whimsically.

With beating hearts, the juniors trod quietly to the Fourth
Form dormitory. >

“I will not put on the light,” said Mr. Railton. “The
hour is late, and your Form fellows would be awake for
hours if they knew you boys were back in your dormitory
again. Get to bed as quietly and as quickly as you can.”

* Good-night, sir!” said Blake & Co.

“Good-night, my boys!”

And Mr. Railton whisked away, leaving four very aston:
ished juniors to undress and get into bed.

Blake & Co. were buzzing with excitement over tho right’s
cvents and wondering what the outcome of it all would be,
little knowing that not vory far away from them, in Gerald
Knox's study, to be precise, Tom Merry & Co., their plans
nearing fruition, were “bargaining’ with the rascally
prefect of the Sixth. :

It was exactly ten minutes sincé Tom Merry & Co. had
scrambled in at the box-room windew, leaving Knox grind-
ing his teeth in helpless rage in the quad below.

Without loss of time Manners had extracted the exposed
negative from his camera and secreted it underneath a loose
board in the far corner of the box-rcom.

“It’'ll be safe there until the morning,” said Tom Merry,
with satisfaction. “And if that rotter Knox won't do the
decent thing we’ll print from the negative and show him a
sample of the evidence we hold.”

“T'll bet he’ll cave in,” said Monty Lowther optimistically.
“ That sort of proof would frighten a better chap than
\nox.”

“ Ready, you men ?” said Tom. “Then come on, and don't
mike a noise.” :

Exereising great caution, the juniors descended the stair
case and crept along the Sixth Form passage. A light
glimmered out from underneath Knox's study door, and
J}'no()lz himself appeared as Tom Merry touched the handle of
the door.

The prefect’s face was diabolical in its expression as he
caught sight of the Terrible Three.

“Come in, you young hounds{” he hissed savagely.

“ Better language, old bean,” said the captain of the Shell
coolly. “We're here to talk business, and the sooner we get
it over, the better—-"

* For you,” added Manners meaningly. -

“What do you want?” snarled the prefect. “I don’t do
business with fags in the Shell 1”

It was a poor attempt at bluff, and it failed as miserably
as it deserved,

“Can it!” said Tom Merry tersely. “Look hero, Knox,
you know jolly well that old Gussy is not a shady blackguard
like yourself——

Tar Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,047

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d.

The prefect’s hands clenched, and he looked as if he con-
tomplated springing at the juniors. But he controlled him-
self with an effort, although his face was livid with rage.

“You know jolly well, and we do, too,” went on the
captain of the Shell cheerfully, “that that rotien whisky
and the smokes were for you.”

“You young cads—" began Knox fiercely.

Tom Merry held up his hand.

“I'm doing most of the talking in this act,” he said. “We
know all that passed between you and young Frayne, you
worm! You-thought you were mighty clever, didn't you!
But we’ve proved one cleverer—-" : =

“I'll smash you for this!” snarled Knox, in helpless rage.

“Never mind about the smashing, old bean,” said Monty
Lowther. “The question is are you going to do the decent
thing by Gussy ?” ]

“What do you mean, you—you—yon—>" Words failed
the Sixth-Former.

“We mean that we’ve got evidence that there is no deny-
ing, on a photographic plate, that Gerald Knox, prefect and
Sixth-Former, is a blackguard !” said Tom Merry: ;

“And that he plays cards and gambles at the Groen Man 1
added Manners.

“And smokes and drinks like a

concluded
Lowther frankly.

rotter !”

. - Knox made a stride towards the three Shell juniors with
: clgpched fist, but the Terrible Three faced him dauntlessly.

In short,” said Tom, “unless you do the decent thing and
clear Gussy of the rotten charge gmnging over him, the Head
1s going to receive a print of the negative wo took to-night.”

For a moment Knox staggered and his face blanched. He
knew full well what would happen to him'if that photograph
found its way into the possession of Dr. Holmes; he would
be expelled in disgrace, ruined. -

“What—what do you want me to do?” he asked at length.

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders.

“Gussy’s name has got to be cleared, not a suspicion of
doubt is to remain. How vou work it with the Head is not
our affair. You've asked for the trouble, and it’s up to you
ta get out of it as best you can.”

“And the negative ?” said Knox.
to me now !”

The juniors did not miss the cunning light that shot into
the prefect’s eves. But they were not likely to fall into the
obvious snare Knox was trying to lay.

. “Give it to you now !” said Tom Merry scornfully. “Not
hka:l:;',! You're rotter and cad enough to destroy 1t on the
spot !

‘The captain of the.Shell saw that his shaft went home.
The cunning dicd out of the Sixth-Former's face. But he
tried one more effort. . :

“Where is the negative now?” he asked hoarsely.
“Where you will never find it, my pippin!” answered
Manners. “But I'm not going to hang about here all night;
I want to get back to my bed.”

Taking Monty Lowther by the arm, Manners moved
towards- the door; and Tom Merry followed.

“Stop!” 2

Knox rushed forward and barred the way.

“Well?” said Tom Merry coldly,” eyeing the cringing
figure of the Sixth-Former scornfully.  “What’s it to be?
Are you going to do the decent thing?”

“Yes, yes,” muttered Knox hastily.
the Head to-morrow morning.” :

“First thing,” put in Tom Merry quietly—* before morn-
ing lessons.”

“Yes—yes, you young cad!” said Knox between his teeth.
“I promise!”

““Honest Injun?”

The prefect gulped.

‘“Honest Injun!”

“Good for you!” said Tom easily. *“The moment Gussy
is clearcd the negative will be given to you to destroy.”

Knox’s face creased inte suspicion.

“And how do I know that when I've spoken to the Head
you won'’t stick to the negative and hold it over me?”

Tom Merry & Co. eyed the Sixth-Former, with deep scorn
writlen in their faces.

“Because none of us happen to answer to the name of
Kuox,” replied Tom Merry, with refreshing candour. “In
other words, you rotter, you have my word—our word of
honour—that we'll keep our side of the bargain.”

Knox licked his lips. It was the best bargain he could
make in the circumstances, for he knew that Tom Merry
& Co. were fellows of their words. All the samo for that,
he did not look grateful. If expressions could have killed,
Tom Merry & Co. would have withered up on the spot.
Fortunately, expressions could not.

The Sixth-Former, looking very much like a caged wild
beast, glared at the three Shell Juniors;~but they met his
glance with the indifference it deserved.

Tom Merry’s hand was on the door-knob.

“Where iz it? Cive it

“TI—T'Il speak to
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“To-morrow morning, first thing. You promise?”’

Knox gulped something in his throat.

“I promise, hang you! Oh, T’ll make you young fiends
sit up for this!” :

But that threat had no effect on Tom Merry & Co. They
ehrugged their shoulders in disdain: and, without another
word or a look at the wretched Sixth-Former, trod silently
into the passage, and crept into the Shell dormitory.

Within_two minutes the three juniors were between the
sheets. In five they were sleeping the sleep of the just,
well content with their night’s work; whilst Knox, m a
paroxysm of rage, paced up and down his study, uttering
fierce and lurid threats on the heads of the three juniors
who had bested him. :

And, unknown to both parties, Arthur Augustus and his
chums were at that moment settling down to slumber in the
Fourth Form dormitory, not a few yards distant.

. CHAPTER 12.
~ All’'s Well !

HERE was a sensation in the school next morning,
which started in the Fourth Form dormitory; for
as the rising-bell tolled out Ernest Levison, the first
awake, noticed that the beds of Blake & Co. were

occupied. It took him but a moment to learn that Blake
& Co., who ought, by all the laws of things, to be sleeping
in the punishment-room, were sleeping ‘n their own beds in
the Fourth dormitory. s

In five. minutes Blake & Co. were surrounded by an in-
quisitive crowd. But they said little of their night’s adven-
tures. Tt was Trimble who ferreted ut “he true facts of
the case—the fat junior always did seem to ferret out other
people’s business. And the fatuous Falstaff of the Fourth
ferreted out by his usual method of tieing up his shoelace
outside Mr. Railton’s door, what time the master of the
School House was discussing the affair with Mr, Lathom.

That, however, was just before first lesson.

Blake & Co. had repaired to their study, that seeming
to be the only place of rest from the ceaseless storm of
inquiries levelled at them by their curious Form-fellows.

But five minutes before first lessons Blake & Co. received
a summons to Dr. Holmes’ study. _

A crowd of Shell and Fourth-Formers followed them up
the passage. =

Tom Merry & Co., who were more surprised than anyone
at seeing Blake & Co. at liberty, pressed forward. Tom
caught Arthur Augustus by the arm.

“What’s the game, Gussy?”’ he asked.
out of the punishment-room?”

Arthur Augustus smiled.

“Tell you latah, deah boy,” he said.

‘“But, I say,” whispered Tom, as the swell of the Fourth
made as if to pass on, “we've fixed it with Knox. He’s put
you right with the Head—at least, he’s been to see the Head,
we knows”’

It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s turn to be surprised, -
““You’ve what?’ he exclaimed.

“We've fixed it with that rotter Knox !’ whispered Tom,
with & grin. ‘“You won’t be expelled, old bean. T’'ll bet
you a doughnut that yow're discharged without a blessed
stain on your character.”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “I twust, Tom
Mewwy, you are not bein’ facetious? It is hardly a pwe-
pitious moment——""

“It’s a fact!” added Lowther, with a grin. “Trust the
Shell to help a Fourth Form duffer out of trouble. It’s

“How did you get

. brains you want, old bean!”

“Weally, Lowthah,” said Arthur Augustus. “But I fail
to undahstand. You say you’ve fixed 1t with that wottah
Knox ?” g .

“We have,” said the captain of the Shell, with a grin.

“Little us!” chuckled Manners.

“All on our giddy lonesome!” finished Lowther.

“Bai Jove, deah boys! But how did you do it?”

“Tell you later, old scout!” chirruped Tom Merry.

And he broke away from Blake & Co., as Darrell ap-

peared in the passage.

“Keep away from this end of the passage!” called out
the prefect. ‘“Any chap who gets too near will feel this
ashplant.” i

That stopped the rush of curious juniors up the passage.
They halted in a buzzing group while Blake & Co. marched
on.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jumped when he saw Knox in
the Head’s study. Really it looked as if there were some-
thing in what Tom Merry had said. The prefect was look-
ing very shamefaced as he stood there under the eagle eye
of Dr. Holmes. ; : ; :

The Head was a triflc male, and his arm was m a sling;
otherwise, he appeared to be little the worse for his narrow
escape of the night. He smiled as Blake & Co. came in,
and the hearts of those juniors leaped wildly as they noted
that smile. :

“My boys,” said the Head, without loss of time, “I have
just received an extraordinary coniession from Knox, which
throws a light on what hus been grieying me ever since 1
discovered those abominable things in your table drawer,
D’ Arey.” B o -

Blake & Co. looked sharply at Knox. That hapless in-
dividual wilted before their scrutiny

“It appears,” went on Dr. Holmes, “that Knox bought
the—hem—whisky and the cigarettes to give to Taggles for
—for a birthday present.” :

Blake & Co, jumped. Knox gulped!

“It—it was Taggles’ birthday yesterday, sir,” he said in
a husky voice.

The Head eyed him shrewdly.

“I happen to know that it was,” he said. “And it is
upon that I am inclined to form my judgment. Knox has
stated that you, D’Arcy, must have appropriated theso
things. Is that correct?”

Arthur Augustus turned crimson. His own name was
being cleared, that much he could see; but even then the
.]g\\‘ell of the Fourth jibbed at sharing in Knox’s desperate
1€8.

“If Knox says so—" he began in confusion,

The Head’s face softened.

“Did you, or did you not appropriate the things I dis-
covered 1n your study, I’Arcy?” -

That, at least, was a question Arthur Augustus could reply
to without hesitation.

“I-drd. “zir”

“And I believe you stated that it was your intention io
remonstrate with Knox and then destroy these abominable
things?” went on Dr. Holmes. :

Again Arthur Augustus was not called upon to give any-
thing but a truthful answer.

“That was my intention, sir!”

Dr. Holmes smiled, .

“A very creditable intention, my boy,” he said kindly;
“but I am-afraid it might have led to a serious miscarriage
of justice. Knox, on his own confession, became frightened
when he learned that you had been found with this—hem—
whisky in your study—?"

“I was afraid that you wouldn’t believe me if I said that
those rotten things were not for me but for Taggles,”
said Knox, lying glibly, although he felt his courage sinking
to the bottom of his boots under the Head's stern gaze.

“A lamentable weakness of character, Knox,” said Dr.
Holmes coldly. “A deplorable lack of moral fibre in a
senior boy and prefect.” :

Blake & Co. looked on wonderingly. They were at a loss
to know why Knox should make this confession, tissue of lies
that it was. But Arthur Augustus was more enlightenéd,
His lip curled as he looked at the shrinking figure of the
Sixth-Former. Not for life itself ‘would Arthur Augustus
have lied so glibly. i

The Head was speaking again.

“There is this much in Knox’s favour, D’Arcy,” he said.
“He says, and I believe him, tbat he has spent a wretched
night fighting his own comscience, There is this in his
favour. He came to me first thing and explained matters.”

Knox licked his lips. ot

“T couldn’t see D’Arcy expelled, sir:”

Blake & Co. wondered anew. This was a different Knox
from the one they were accustomed to seeing; but ignorance
is bliss, and at this stage Blake & Co. were in utter ignor-
ance of what had prompted Knox to “fight his conscience.”

“In short, D’Arcy,” went on the Head kindly, “you
would have knowingly.allowed me to expel you from this
school for an offence of which you were entirely innocent ?”

Arthur Augustus crimsoned.

“Yaas, sir,” he stammered:
fellow. I would wathah suffah the consequences, and

“A very noble spirit, my boy,” said Dr. Holmes, “a
very noble spirit; but there are limits to self-saerifice, you
must understand. - However, ‘I have been saved, thank
Heaven, from punishing an innocent party. My boy, you
are completely exonerated !”

“Thank you, sir!” breathed Arthur Augustus,
surged within him. :

Blake & Co., forgetful of thei~ own position at that
moment, could scarce forbear a cheer, but the Head was
speaking again, o Al ra : =

% (Continued on page 28.)
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF AN AMAZING NEW ‘S.CHOOL STORY !

SOME NEW BOY! All sorts and conditions of new boys have arrived at Rookwood, but none so quaint and

simple as James Montgomery Babbington.

heaps of fellows ready to oblige him in this respect !

. CHAPTER 1.
A Queer Beginning !
“R EMEMBER me to your Cousin Clarence.”

“Yes, uncle !”
“And look after yourself, my boy.

0

Don’t go
gotting into any trouble on the way.”

“No, uncle!”

James Montgomery Babbington, a mild-looking youth
with large spectacles, leaned out of the carriage window at
the London railway terminus. In his pocket was a first
class . ticket to Coombe. On the platform stood a ‘stout
gentleman who closely resembled ~ him—his uncle, Mr.
Montgomery Babbington.

“ Well, good-bye, my boy,” said Mr. Babbington.

“Good-bye, unclei”

“Don’t forget to go and see the headmaster as soon as
sou arrive.”

“Yes, uncle.”

“Mind you don't lose your luggage.”

“No, uncle !”

“Bless the boy !” cried the old gentleman testily. “Can’t
you say enything except ‘ Yes, uncle’ and ¢ No, uncle’?”

“Yes, uncle—I mean, no, uncle.”

Mzr. Babbington frowned, while James Montgoraery looked
almost ready to cry.

- Just then the -guard blew his whistle, and the train began
io move off.

‘“Well, good-bye, my boy!” =

““Good-bye, uncle !”

And James Montgomery was on his way to school.

Master Babbington had spent the whole of his life up to
this time in India, and was now being sent to an English
publio school, after a short stay in the care of his uncle.
Master Babbington knew nothing about the customs of an
English public school, and was looking forward with no
tittle trepidation to his first introduction to school life in
Togland.

. His one hope was his cousin, Clarence Cuffy, who was
already at Rookwood--for Master Babbington was bound
for Rookwood.

Babbington felt that his Cousin Clarence would be able
to put him up to all the dodges and the customs of a
public school, and in every way make his life more bearable
until he settled down.

Babbington had never seen his Cousin Clarence. If he
had, perhaps he would not have been quite so hopeful -as
io the help he would receive from that worthy.

He settled down, rather anxious in mind, to while away
the journey by reading, and as the miles flew by he became
more tranguil.

At last the train slowed down, and James Montgomery
Babbington heard the porters shouting:

“Latcham Junction! Change -here for Coombe!”

Gathering his things together, Babbington jumped from
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the carriage and sought out the local train which was to
take him'to-Coombe. -

A comparatively short journey landed him at the littla
town, and as the train drew up to the platform he looked
out of the window in the hope of secing his Cousin Clarence
on the platform.

Three boys, obviously schoolboys, were on the platform,

but none of them was Clarence.

“Oh deart”

Somewhat dismayed, James Montgomery gathered up his
bags, and the umbrella with which his uncle had thought-
fully provided him, owing to the fact that he was wearing
a top-hat for the first time, and stepped out on to the
platform. :

The three youths, who were wearing green caps, espied
him at once, and one of them came forward politely.

“ Master Babbington, I think?” he said. =

“Yes,” said Babbington.

“James Montgomery Babbington ?” continued the green-
capped youth. 43

“That’s my name.” 'S

“Good! Then come with us.” <

“Did you come to meet me ?” inquired Babbingten timidly
“It is very kind of you, I am sure.”

“Very kind of us,” said the green-capped youth solemnly.

He had a cheerful face, rather freckled, and a permanent
twinkle in his eye, but his manners were beautiful..

“Allow me to present mysclf and my friends. My name is
Pankley. This 1s Putter, Mr. Babbington. This is Poole,
Mr. Babbington.”

l“I}’ip-pip’ploascd to meet you!” said Babbington, with a

ush.

And Messrs. Putter and Poole grinned.

Giving up his ticket, Babbington passed through tho
barrier with his new friends. Outside was the station cab,
as ancient a vehicle as the weary-looking quadruped betweern:
the shafts.

“I had better have a cab for my luggage, 1 suppose?”
Babbington remarked. .

P“ F],\clnd your luggage by the cab and we will walk,” said
ankley.

The flustered Babbington hurriedly speke to the cabman,
and a half-crown changed hands.

The four juniors then walked rapidly through the old
High Street of Coombe Village, Babbington trotting along
by the side of his companions with his head rather in a
whirl.  The. three youths seemed to have quite taken
possession of him, and were hurrying along as though they
had not a moment to spare.

“Is there any hurry ?” stuttered Babbington, finding him-
self falling behind somewhat.

“Yes, come on! We must get a move on,” replied
Pankley, without turning his head. “They might be aftee
us at any moment.”

“What !” exclaimed Babbington, staring.

¥
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“T mean,” said Pankley hastily, “we must—hem—get in
before eall-over. Come along !”

Babbington duly came along, somewhat guzzled by an
ill-suppressed guffaw ~ which came from ankley’s two
friends. e :

For half a mile or more the four juniors kept up a smart
pace. Then Pankley slowed down a hit. A large red-brick
building surrounded by a high wall came into view about
a quarier of a mile away. It was, as a matter of fact,
Bagshot School, and Pankley & Co., who were the shining
lights in the Fourth Form of this well-known scholastic
institution, were feeling pretty safe now. But they had
slowed down too early. 3

From: a field by the side of the lane came a sudden yell.
“There they are !”

“ After them !*?

“Catch the bounders !”*

“Give em socks !”

Pankley & Co. gave a start. o
“By Jove, they are after us!” cried Pankley ‘hastily. -
- He grasped the startled Babbington by one arm, while
~Putter took the other. g i
“Come on, kid!” exclaimed Pankley, breaking intr &
harp trot. 3 =

Through a _ gap in the hedge on' the side of the lare

“appeared half a dozen exeited-looking youths in Etons, and -

there was an angry chorus of shouts, and what to_the
astonished Babbington sounded uncommonly like threats.”

“They’ve got him I”* -

“After the bounders!” ;

¢ What—what does this mean?” stammered Babbington,

“Come on !” cried Pankley excitedly. :

“ But—buat—-"" g

“Never mind butting! Put it on!” gasped Putter. “If
they catch us they will scalp us!”

£ dear !” S :

Babbington ran desperately, the perspiration’streaming
down his face, his spectacles awry on his nose. :

The demeanour of his companions left no doubt in his
mind that it was urgently necessary. to escape the pursuing
mob. - : :

Babbington had no wish to be scalped, whatever that
process might involve. He fairly bounded over the ground.

The leaders of the pursuit, however, were getting nearer,
and as Babbington raced towards the iron gate set in_the
high brick waﬁ surrounding Bagshot School, he realised
‘that it was going to be a near thing. Almost as he reached
the gate he felt a clutching hand behind him, and a grasp
was made upon the tail of his coat. -

“Goodness gracious !” he gasped. “They have got us !

“Come on!” roared Pankley, wrenching him along, while

- the clutching hand tightened its grasp.

Through the gate they swept, Pankley and Putter still
grasping the unfortunate Babbington, while the clutching
hand retained his coat-tails, until with a rending sound
they parted suddenly.

Through the gate sprinted Babbington and his captors,
and to the former’s relief the pursuit ceased. Evidently
the fellows behind did not care to venture into the court-

“yard, where a number of boys were walking or punting a

footer about in a desultory way.

“Done ’em !” chuckled Pankley. “Good eEL’ o

“ But—but——" stammered Babbington, mopping his brow
and putting his spectacles straight. “What! Where?
Why 9.

“That’s all right, kid!” said Pankley. “We've done
em !
“Yes, but—but my tail—" gasped Babbington. -

“Never mind! Those rotters won’t come in here. There
are too many chaps about.” And, turning round, Pankley
waved his hand cheerily to the crowd of hot, dusty, and,
apparently, indignant youths clustered on the outside of the

ate.
£ “You rotter, Pankley!” came in 2 howl from the gate.
“Just you wait !”

Pankley chuckled.

“Keep your hair on, Jimmy !” he howled. “We have only
borrowed him. You can have him back soon, if you come
and ask nicely.”

Babbington turned amazed and helpless glances from
Pankley and his chums to the group at the gate, but before
he could frame the questions that arose to his lips, he was
seized again and marched on, while a how! of rage rose
from the gates. .

Into the porch of the big, red-brick building Babbington
was -marched, with many curious and amazed glances turned
upon him as he went.

“What have you got there, Pankley?” shouted a tall boy
in a tone of authority.

“It’s all right, Mason,” said Pankley hurriedly, “Just
a little joke,” and hastened on down @& narrow passage
leading off from the main corridor. . :

2

shook his head.

Putter and Poole exchanged quick glances with their
chief, 3 : i :

* Where ?” said Putter. ’ :

“In here,” replied Pankley quickly, opening a door at
the end of the narrow passage. “In you go,- Babbington.”

“But—but what s

“It’s all right. You must go in here for a bit.” 2

“But I can’t! Why? What's this for?” panted Babbing-
ton, as he gazed into what appeared to be a coal-cupboard.
“I don’t see—I don’t understand !

“You don’t have to,” said Pankley; giving the astonished
Babbington a gentle push which sent him forward into the
darkness of the coal-cupboard. =

The next minute the door was slammed’ and there was
the sound of the key being turned in the lock. ‘In the dim
light of the coal-cupboara, Babbington gazed around him
In a state of mind which was almost idiotic. Here he was
after a hectic chase on a warm day, minus oné of his coat-
tails and locked in a coal-cupboard—a striking beginning
to the school career to which he had been looking forward
with so many misgivings! ;

“Good gracious!” murmured the- dazed youth... -*What

-can be the meaning of this?”

He removed his spectacles, wiped them with his handker-
chief, and replaced them on his nose. He locked round. him
again. Yes, undoubtedly he was in a coal-cupboard-l;- He
It was more than.he could fathom. '

“So this,” he murmured to himself, “is‘Rookwood !

CHAPTER 2.
Too Late !

« H, my hat!” “int
O Tommy Dodd, Tommy Cook, and Tommy Doyle,
the three leading lights of the Modern Fouse at
Rookwood, were stroiiug along the Coombe Road,
with a fine afternoon before them and at peace with all the
world, when Tommy Dodd made that exclamation.

The three Tommies, as the trio were called, were in-
tending to do a little shopping preparatory to putting in
some footer practice on their return. They were threo
famous fighting men, but on this bright afternoon nothing
was further from  their thoughts than fighting of any
description.

The sight, however, of an object which suddenly burst
upon their view as they were haif-way down the road to
Coombe, altered all this. The object in question was ihe
figure of a iouth in Etons. hopping along painfully on one
leg, and with a large paper dunce’s cap on his head..

The three Tommies stopped dead and stared at the on-
coming figure.

“What the dickens !’ said "Tommy Dodd.

“What on earth!” exclaimed Cook.

“Sure, and the spalpeen must be dotty entirely!” cried
Tommy Doyle, who hailed from the Emerald Isle.

The figure hopped painfully down the road towards them
as the three Tommies stared with all their eyes.

“My hat, I believe it’s that priceless ass, Cuffy!”
exclaimed Tommy Dodd.

“That duffer!”

“That gossoon !”

“He’s been in trouble again!” groaned Tommy Dodd.

Clarence Cuffy of the Fourth Form at Rookwood con-
stituted one of the principal trials of life for Tommy Dodd.
Cuffy was every sort of an ass and was always getting into
hopeless trouble

He was as green as grass and his leg could be pulled
with impunity by an infant in arms. Although he had heen
some time at Rookwood and Tommy Dodd had done his

(Continued on next page.)
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best to cure him of his simplicity by the liberal applicaticn
of a cricket stump, Olarence Cuffy was still a greenhorn.

Owing to Tommy Dodd being a distant relation of the
duffer of Rookwood, Tommy was supposed to keep a fatherly
eye upon Clarence’s career at Rookwood. Tommy had
heroically endeavoured to do 50, but had practically
abandoned the task in despair.

Now, when he saw the forlorn figure of Clarence Cuffy
hopping towards him with a ridiculous dunce’s cap perched
upon his perspiring brow, Tommy Dodd gave a deep groan.

“The dummy & he gasped. “The freak! The hopeless
jabberwock ! He’s been and got himself into a fix as usual.

it’s really the limit!” He walked up to the unfortunate ~

Clarence and gave him a deadly glare.
happened, you freak?”

“My dear Thomas{”’

“You burbling lunatic!”

“My dear Thomas, I assure you,” gasped Clarence, “1
have had a terrible time.” |

“Faith, and so it seems!” grinned Tommy Doyle.

“What happened 7 growled Tommy Dodd.

“Perhaps you would please release me, my dear Thomas,”
gusped Clarence. “My log is tied and my hands are tied.”

“I can sce that,” growled Tommy Dodd, preducing a
kuife and cutting the cords which bound Clarence’s hands

“Cuffy, what’s

and leg.  “Precious ass you are to get yourself into a fix
like this! There you are!”
“Ow! Yow! You have cut me, my dear Thomas!”

“Good thing, too!” growled Tommy Dodd.
do you mean by it, Cuffy ?”

*My dear Thomas, it was not my fault at all,” said Cuffy
pathetically. “I was merely proceeding to the station to
wect my cousin, Babbington.”

“Your what?’ exclaimed Dodd, staring.

“My cousin, Thomas—my cousin—James Montgomery
Babbington,” ;

“What !” shrieked Tommy Dodd.
vou have got a cousin coming to Rookivood?”

“Yes, my dear Thomas.”

“Great pip, another of ’em ! exclaimed Tommy Cook.

“The saints preserve us!” groaned Tommy Doyle.

“My cousin, Babbington, was coming to Rookwood
fo-day,” continued Clarence Cufty, with a reproachful look.
“He is from India, and has never been to school before.
I thought it would be only polite to go and meet him, when
those horrid Bagshot fellows——

“Horrid fellows. Did you ever hear anything like it?”
exclaimed Tommy Dodd disgustedly. “Do you mean
Pankley & Co.,.you—you blithering dummy 7”

“Yes, my dear Thomas, it was Pankley and his friends
Putter and Poole, - They tied me up like this.”

“And you let them!” ‘growled Tommy Dodd.

“Really, my dear Thomas, I could not prevent it, other-
wize I should certainly have endeavoured to do s0.”

Tommy Dodd gave a snort,

“You did not tell them about your cousin coming, I
suppose?” -

“Certainly, my dear Thomasg!”

“What! VYou—you hopeless ass!
hold of him next !’

“Good gracious; I never thought of that! Do you really
think so, Thomas?”

I}'.}'ommy Dodd snorted again, more emphatically than
eiore.

“Of course I do, you idiot! Which way did they go?”

“They went off towards Coombe after I had told them
1 was going to meet my cousin !”’ ‘

“How long ago was that?”’ demanded Tommy Cook.

“ About twenty minutes ago, my dear fellow !”

“Of course they have gone to meet him, and they will
rag him“baldheaded ! hooted Tommy Dodd. “Just like
you, you ass! Always letting Rookwood down !”

“My dear Thomas!”

“Oh scat!” said Tommy Dodd contemptuously. “You
are enough to drive a fellow dotty. Come on, you chaps,
it tw’(; run for it we may be in time to catch Pankley & Co.
vet.

Leaving Cuffy to make the best of his way back to
Rookwood, the three Tominies dashed off at top speed.

There was a shout from behind as they did so.

“*Hi, Tommy, whither away so fast?”’

Tommy -Dodd looked round to see four juniors wearing
Rookwood caps approaching from the direction of the
school.  They 'were no other than Jimmy Silver, junior
captain of Rookwood, and his three inseparable chums,
Raby, Lovell, and Newcoms.

“Come on, Jimmy!” yelled Tommy Dadd. “Pankley &
Co. are up tp their tricks again. This way !”

“Now, what

They will be getting

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Do you mean to say ;

Price 24,

“What-ho!” velled back Jimmy, and the four new-
comers broke into a run.

“We shall be too late!” gasped Tommy Dodd, who had
rapidly explained the situation to Jimmy Silver as they
raced along. “The train was in some time ago. I expect
Pankley & Co. have got -that Babbington merchant
already.”

“Tll dash in and inquire!” said Jimmy, as they arrived
at the station.

In twenty seconds he was back.

“That’s right! They met him all serene and have gono
off towards Bagshot. If we hurry up we may just catch
them.”

Fortunately, Jimmy Silver & Co. and Tommy Dodd &
Co. were among the keenest sportsmen at Rookwood and
always kept themselves fit and in good training. They

raced on through the old High Street of Coombe as if

on the cinder path, and a little way up the road through
the village took to the fields to make a short cut,
“There they are!” shouted Tommy Dodd. * Put it
chaps 1
The seven juniors put on a spurt, although Raby

Tommy Doyle were beginning to show signs of flagging, :

not being quite such expert runners as their chums.
But the Bagshot fellows, against whom Rooksvood waged
a deadly, if good-natured warfare, had espied the enemr,
and with the top-hatted figure of Babbington in their midst
were-now making a dash for the gates of Bagshot.

The chase ended at the very gates with one of James
Montgomery’s coat-tails in the grasp of Jimmy Silver.

Panting and furious the seven juniors drew up at the
tall gates, baffled.

“Faith, and let’s make & dash in after them!” growled
Tommy Doyle. »

But Jimmy Silver, the sagacious “Uncle James” of
Rookwood, shook his head.

“No use,” he said tersely. “TLook at all the fellows in
the playground. Pankley would whistle them up in a
moment and they would snatch us baldheaded. We dou't
want to hop back to Rookwood like that ass, Cuffy.”

“Well, what are we to do?” growled Tommy Dodd.

“No use hanging round here,” said Jimmy Silver. “Let’s
sit down under the hedge opposite and have a council of
war.”

The panting and overheated juniors acted upon this
excellent advice of the junior captain of Rookwood, and
the council of war was soon in full swing.

CHAPTER 3.
Rough on Rookwood !

HE Rookwood juniors remained in earnest consulia-
tion for more than ten minutes, during which
time alternative methods of attack were discussed
without any decision being arrived at.

Then there was a shout from just within the Bagshot
gates, and looking up the Rookwooders beheld Pankley &
Co. grinning, as Tommy Dodd put it bitterly, all oven
their dials.

“Hallo, you Rookwood bounders, what are you doing
there?” called out Pankley. “Plotting mischief?”

“Come out of your old casual ward and we'll soon show
you!” answered Tommy Dodd.

*You come in and see what you will get,” cried Pankley.

“Rats! What have you done with our new chap?” said
i[immy Silver severely. “We want him and mean to have
him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley & Co., feeling thoroughly
ﬁloased with themselves. “What will you give us for

im 7”7

“Nothing,” said Tommy Dodd. “We don't want him
really, but he is a Rookwood chap, or intended to be one,
and he is jolly well coming to Rookwood.”

“We were thinking of keeping him as
chuckled Pankley. “He's a beauty |’

“Probably a fearful ass,” growled Tommy Dodd, “but
you will have to give him up. Do you think you could
‘k_ec}p a Rookwood cliap in a mouldy old casual ward all
night?” ;

“We could if we liked, but we are not going to,” said
Pankley. “I'll tell you what though: We'll let one of you
come in to fetch him away—but only one.”

The Rookwooders looked at each other for a moment in
silence.

“TLooks like a trap!” said Jimmy Silver slowly.

D“dIds that honest Injun, Pankley?” called out Tommy
odd.
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Shouts of amazement rang om the crowd of Rockwooders in the gateway as Tommy Dodd came along surrounded

by Bagshot juniors. Dodd w

“Honest Injun! If one of you comes in aloie you can
have your new freak. The rest of you can wait for him
at the gate.” ¢ g

“Well, T'll go!” said Tommy Dodd.
new freak is Clarence Cuffy’s cousin.” ;

“ And you ar= supposed to be his keeper!” grimed Lovell.

“Oh, rats!” said Tommy Dodd crossly. “Well, anyway,
I suppose I'll have to go.”

“Are you coming, Tommy?” grinned Pankley.

« Yes'll -

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley & Co. {

“What’s the joke, you cackling idiots?” said Tommy
Dodd suspiciously.

“ Nothing.”

“No ragging.” Je e i
*No, you wonr’t be hurt this-time. We'll look after you,
chuckled Pankley. “You other chaps can wait here for
* Dodd. You will'see him again together with ~your precious

new freak in a minute or two.”

Tommy Dodd crossed the rcad and entered the gates of
Bagshot and then walked off with Pankley & Co. across

. the playground towards the big red-brick scheol. )

“Pankley’s up to some game or other,” said Jll]lll]._V
Silver anxiously, ‘“but he is straight enough. He won't
rag Tommy under a flag of truce.” ; :

“Faith, and I hope not,” said Tommy Doyle. *“If he
does, we’ll give the spalpeen fits.”

“Oh, Tommy Dodd will be all right,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We must just wait.” .

Five minutes passed, during which the six jubiors clus-
‘tered round the Bagshot gates like so many Peris outside
the gates of Paradise. :

At the end of that time a commotion of some sort was
observable on the far side of the.playground.

“Hallo, there’s something on!” cried, Jimmy Silver.
shading his eyes with his hand. “Over there by the big
doorway.”

There was certainly something on. Shouts of laughter
came from a hilarious group of Bagshot fellows, and from
all sides fellows came running to see what was up.

The juniors at the. gates fixed their eyes on the centre
.of the disturbance as the -crowd- moved slowly down in
theiy direction. 4

“It is Tommy Dodd,” gasped Jimmy Silver at last. “ He

_is wheeling something !”

“Wheeling something?” said Lovell. “Oh rot!”

“He is, I tell you,” said Jimmy Silver, straining his
eyes. “It’s a wheelbarrow, with something -in it.”

“There’s a fellow in it,” said Tommy Cook suddenly; “a
duffer in a top hat.”

“It’s the nmew chap!” yelled Jimmy Silver. ““Of course.”

“That’s it, and they are making Tommy wheel him
down in a wheelbarrow.”

“The bounders! The blighters! The villains!”

“ After all, this

12

it ?

‘pushing a wheelbarrow in which was seated the forlorn and dishevelled figure of
James Montgomery Babbington. My hat! It’s the new chap ! '’ gasped Jimmy Silver.

(See this page.)

The unfortunate Tommy Dodd was now seen approaching,
pushing a_wheelbarrow on which was seated the forlorn
figure of James Montgomery Babbington. The new boy’s
top hat ivas considerably the worse for wear, and his
umbrella, looking very shabby, was still under his left
arm. His face was grimed with coal dust and perspiration,
and one tail was missing from his overcoat. -

James Montgomery Babbington, at that moment, looked
far more like a scarccrow than like 'a boy on his first
day at a public school.

‘*Ha, ha, ha!” .

“What price Rookwood now?”

A yelling crewd of hilarious Bagshot juniors surrounded
the little procession. 8,

Tommy Dodd, with a pink and furious face. pushed the
barrow along painfully. Babbington was heavy, but the
Bagshot fellows would net let him get down.

This was Panklcy’s idea—the orly terms on which he
would let Tommy Dodd #ecover the kidnapped junior.

The chortles .of Bagshot were loud and long. While
Tommy Dodd scowled like a demon in a pantomime, the
Jagshot fellows chortléd; and the more Tommy scowled
the more they chortled.

Thus the little proecession came to the gates.

Here Tommy Dodd was at length permitted to put down
his load, and the unfortynate Babbington was delivered at
last into the arms of his rightful schoolfeilows

“The awful rotters!”

“What a nerve!” i

Wrathful and shamefaced, the liitle band of Rookwood
juniors ecould do nothing but shake their fists at the
hilarious Bagshot bounders; and their feelings as they
almost erawled back to Rookwood with .the rescued
Babbington in their midst, were too deep for words.

“This has done it!” groaned Jimmy Silser - at last.
“What will the fellows at Rookwood say when .they hear
about it? Those Bagshot bounders will never let us hear
the last of it.” o - :

““Something ~has got to -be done,” hissed Tommy Dodd
between his clenched teeth. “We have got to get our
own back on them or bust a boiler!” ..

“We'll do it!” said Uncle James, a determined look
coming into his blue ecyes.. “W¢'ll do' it! The honour
of Rookwood is at stake! I don’t know how yet, but we
must think something out. It’s up to us to give the
ll‘m‘gsln.t bounders the kybosh at eny cost. What do vou
chaps say?” . ;

“What-he ! taid the chaps. “Rely on us, Jimmy!
Pankley & Co. can look out for squalls!” 1

(What do you chaps think of Babbington ? Isn’t he the

i He puts his joot into it vight ard left next weele,
chums. Don't miss the continuation of this rousing
yarw, whatever yow do.)
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“Then for w hom may I ask, was that terrible concoction
in Iuldod - 44
Blake & Co. looked at cach other ‘and blush
The Head smiled. :
“ I think- T uudu'ataml 2-hie said. “You took the
ﬂof'gm{: or a (aumg—\ou must stand lw your: b
poys. - 1’Arey, kindly hand e my can
The swell of tlu, 1<0urth obe)‘ud wonderingly

e ‘eagorly,
we were
say t®¥at we had

and Digby as ih(*\ gave sup

«1"have come to thic, conclusion that I was b 1‘~h ins

. A flogging

’ o “TRIMBLE. THE TRUANT'"

Make sure of reading it I)l/ ovdering your GEM well in advance !

“I“Isl“ll“'\‘I‘l"“‘li‘ll‘l\‘;“l‘lﬁ‘ 5 g l‘-‘l‘l

. Dr. dlolmes took ilke ¢ aﬁf‘—»in hiz teft hand; for bis, U"’t
¥ bmmu upsn a sling. T T
You will “toncheyour tc:cs Blake!” Le said steruly, -
: : did so,
L8, tapstap, tap, tap; tap !
0 L‘dl\«, § siubprise, and to his chuats for that matier, et

six:light taps-that would \('ulusl\ have hurt a fly)
15 oWn \\nrd\ Herr and Dighy 1((‘c1ve([ like
“Now you ' said the IIr-ad m-mh
il "m{‘lub”l tin lu(m(

withority uud must be respected.”
Yo¥es, sir I gasped Blake & Co.,
And they \\ent With liglt heatts and joxfulfaces.
s A crowd of junions met them at the end et,hm P
n Merry & Co. w cre-to the fore. : :
'v‘r ell 777 said Tom.

""‘I am oxonah\s ated: (1§ii Loy,
> s hand gRatetully,

> go ! 12,

* sattl Avthur Au
Knox 0\\h¥3 up

Tt whs o 1(-"11"1(11‘ chiorus of astonishiment.
sefect of the Sixth should ‘own wp.to,a cha
aiother fellow was being punished amazed ﬂ)(m 3
csult that nobody believed tha, StOTYa < i

+ Tom Merry & Condid not mined t]mf 1u & way th(‘ (i
orry for tihe wr Lcn"i"ck black sheép of (e Sixth, and h#
1porary dx:m.u ¢ was nol g matter hu wished 10 tal
dl\Onf 5 =
At whai alout ?
rdew
Allh“! Aug
% Oh,-they
()dmmon
T !

ead 1"](1 3 vd uy

1 that svas remembered for many a long dqv
Jemear 1oy to cnterta in ]mn"r\ wmor
»]'.\ en Baggy Trimble, who alo enough for six, (i(‘(ldl‘"d (lu
}1{\ ad heat last o :

as a ﬁtbxtyc end 1t #ive sadveniures and nmisadventures
)ullxl' & Co,, but Sutsia®those fau cheery-vouthsand Tone
l\nO\. and perhaps Cufts of the Fifth, no one
\'mt] .why Knox was suspended as a prefect for- a.-
fortnight, Aud that tell-ta negative being d(wtmwd the
Sixth- Bormcr was not, naturally, l‘ll]l!l(‘d to _discuss, the
subject with anyone.” “At the end: of the fortnight Geratd
Knox was calléd in by the” Héad, ‘and was told, after, a
ture that lasted for hialf ai. our, that e would be given
another’ chance as prefeet,

And when Krnox resumed his dniics, it was noticeable that
he emiilated the celebrated Brer Rabbit and lav low, which
puzzled no one more Hmu the inquisitive- Bagay Trimble,
who “eouldn’t Imd oul-why !

THE

END. &
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1/6 The Bully Boy Pea Plstol i /6

Perfect Repeating “Action. Fires 20
shats . with “forée: and_accuracy.
, Bright nicke! tinish, Asillustrated- 1@
‘25 Shot, heavy model, antomatic ;pat-
tern, 2/-; 50 Shot, heavy model, automatic pattern,
2/6. Good supply cf ammunition with each Pistol.

Postage on each 3d. extra; Colonial.od. extra.—
‘A, HERBERTS «(Depnt, H), 27, Adys Road, Peckham,

.LONDON, S.E.15, . : B =i
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st

€80t %0
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pared in 1924 The 50 different unused arc an ex(Lpuohnllv fino Ltt
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