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Burning for revenge, Aubrey Racke is determined to stir up
strife and trouble all round in the Lower School at §t. Jim’s.
But even the cad of the Shell does not bargain for the success
that attends his cunning schemes !

CHAPTER 1.
Gussy Chips In !

6 ARROOOOOH 1’
i That wail of woe fairly rang along the Fourth

Form passage at St. Jim's, In Study No. 6
Jack Blake lifted his head and listened.

“Sounds like trouble somewhere V'’ he remarked.

“It was Trimble’s voice,”” said Herries carelessly. “The
fat ass is always in trouble of some kind! He deserves all he
gets, too !’

“I expect he’s been up fo his grub-raiding games,” said
Digby, with a chuckle. “Perhaps old Wildrake’s laying -

into him. T hope he lays it on well, for— Hallo! There
it goes again 1
“Yow! Yoooop!”

“That was Mellish’s voice!” said Herries, looking inter-
ested at last. “ Wildrake must be pitching into ’em both.”

“Yaas, wathah!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
shaking his head.- “It must be vewy twyin’ for Wildwake
to have two such feahful funks and slackahs in his studay,
you know. I fancy that—— Bai Jove! They are weally
goin’ it wathah stwong!”

“Yarrooooogh! Yow! Yooocop! Stoppit!

Crash! Bang! Crash!

They certainly were going it—whether it was Trimble,
or Mellish—or whoever it was. And the howls and yells
were accompanied by various significant bangs and crashes.

“Sounds more like a serap !’ grinned Blake,- getting to
his feet. - “My hat! Is it possible those two funks are
scrapping 77

“It makes the eighth wonder of the world if they ave!”
chuckled Digby. “Let’s o and see, anyway.”

“¥Yaas, wathah !”

Tue Gen Lisrarvy.—No. 1,097.

Yow-ow-ow !

COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY—

RMS i WAR /

Martin
Cliflord

The four chums of the Fourth hurried from the room and
made tracks for the study Wildrake shared with Trimble and
Mellish. If the two biggest funks in the School House were
scrapping, then the scrap was likely to be worth seeing—
from a comical point of view.

Blake & Co. found several grinning juniors alrcady con-
gregated round the doorway of Wildrake’s study.

“Come on, you chaps!” called Levison of the Fourth.
“The sight of a lifetime—Trimble %nd Mellish scrapping !”

“Going great guns!” grinned Dick Julian. * Especially
at yelling 1”7

“My hat!”

“Bai Jove!”’

With varied expressions of astonishment, Blake & Co.
looked into the study. There was no doubt about it—Baggy
Trimble and Percy Mellish were scrapping. And they were
going it with a will—both vocally and fistically, so to speak.

They rolled about on the carpet, punching and pummelling
each other. On the window-seat Kit Wildrake sat and
watched, tears of merriment streaming down his face.

“Well, my hat!”’ gasped Blake. “You might have warned
us you were giving an entertainment to-night, Wildrake.
This is great! Go it, you cripples!” .

“What started it, Wildrake?’ grinned Herries. “Trimble
boning Mellish’s grub, or Mellish sneaking about Trimble?”

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Wildrake. “Look at’em! Every
hit a fiuke, and every punch an accident! And they both
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want to give up, and daren’t! Trimble started the trouble
—pinched and scoffed a packet of Mellish’s chocolate. Go
it, you cripples!” ;

Trimble and Mellish were “going it "—though, judging
by their howls of anguish, they seemed desperately anxious
to stop it. Yet the wild and whirling conflict still went on,
simply because both combatants were vengefully determined
to have the last blow. 'Trimble suddenly sighted the crowd
in the doorway.

“Help! Draggimoff, you fellows!” he shricked. “I’ve
told the cad I didn’t bag his rotten chocs, but he won’t——
Yooooop !’

Mellish’s fist stopped Trimble’s vow of innocence.

“Bag my chocs!” shouted Mellish. “Of course you did,
you fat thief! The stuff’s round your—yow !—rotten chivvy
now !”’

@

“Yow-ow! I tell
you I didn’tl?
howled Trimble.
“Besides, they were
only measly things
—cheap and
Yarcoogh! Yow!
Stop him, you
fellows! Yow!”

Punch, punch,
punch |

Neither seemed to
know just how to
stop—they wanted
someone else to do
the stopping. By
the look of things,
the scrap seemed
likely to go on in-
definitely. The on-
iookers were
howling with laughter at the sight of the gasping com-
batants, who were doing more ducking, dodging, and yell-
ing than punching.

“Bai Jove! This weally must be stepped !’ said the kind-
hearted Arthur Augustus, who did not join in the general
laughter. “I am surpwised at you f{ellows! Twimble—
Mellish! Stop, you sillay asses!”

And the swell of the Fourth stepped forward to stop the
fight—always rather a risky undertaking. Arthur Augustus
had rather a weakness for chipping mn on other fellows’
business—always with the best intentions in the world, of
course. Gussy always did mean well. And more often than
not he suffered for his well-meant actions,

He did so now.

As he stooped over the struggling pair one of Trimble's
wildly-waving fists took him clean under the chin.

“Yawwooogh !”

It was the turn of Arthur Augustus to howl; a punch from
Trimble’s fat fist was no joke. Gussy staggered backwards
and sat down with a terrific bump on the carpet.

But he had accomplished his object; his intervention
stopped the fight, if it could be called a fight.

With Trimble’s attention momentarily engaged on Gussy,
Percy Mellish jumped up, obviously with the intention of
going while the going was good.

Unfortunately, the sneak of the Fourth was in far too big
a hurry to notice Arthur Augustus, who was just scrambling
to his feet. As Meliish jumped for the deor he went head-
long over Gussy.

Crash !

It really was a terrific fall for the hapless Percy Mellish.
e went down flat, his long nose scraping for several inches
along the carpet until his head brought up against the book-
shelves with a thump.

“Yarooop!”’

“Ow! Ow! Oh, bai Jove!” i

Arthur Augustus was also hurt; but he made nothing like
so much noite about it as did Mellish. That junior howled
fiendishly. Then he staggered to his knees, and, sighting
the face of Arthur Augustus scarcely a foot from him, he
smote it—hard, and with vengeful fury.

Biff!

“Yawooogh

Arthur Augustus sprawled on the study
carpeb.

“You—you footling, glass-eyed tailor's
dummy !” hissed Mellish, almost beside him-
self with rage and pain. “You—you silly,
clumsy fool, D’Arcy! You—you—"

Percy Mellish suddenly stopped short,
realising just what he had done. Biffing the
fat and flabby Baggy Trimble was a very

122
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different matter from biffing Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
who was a repowned man in the Fourth with his fists.
Being a funk of the first water, Percy Mellish suddenly
realised that he had ‘“done it.” ~Trimble had been guilty
of a similar- crime, of course. But that had been an acci-
dent; he had certainly not intended to punch the noble and
aristocratic nose of Arthur Augustus.

But now Mellish had done it—and with malice afore-
thought, so to speak. There was no accident about that
fatal punch. There rolled Arthur Augustus, the renowned
fighting-man—bowled over like a nine-pin by his fist!

Mellish ‘shivered.

Arthur Augustus would exact a terrible vengeance, of that
there was not the slightest doubt whatever. 3

The sneak of the Fourth suddenly decided not to wait
to discover just what Arthur Augustus would do; though he
could guess. He decided, as before, to go while the going
was good.

_ He scrambled up just two seconds before Arthur Augustus
did. For Mellish was a prophet ; the noble Gussy did intend
to exact a terrible vengeance. He was hurt—hurt as much

< by Mellish’s allusion to a “glass-eyed tailor’s dummy’’ as

by Mellish’s vengeful fist.

Gussy scrambled up, raging, and jumped for the door
just two seconds after the sneak of the Fourth did.

But those two seconds were enough for the fleeing Mellish,
and he made the most of them.

“Look out I’

“Oh, my hat *

The laughing crowd round the doorway made way with
great haste; Mellish was not standing on ceremony. He
went through them like a knife through butter.

“Come back!” shricked Arthur Augustus, the crimson
streaming from his aristocratic nose. * Como back, you
feahful wottah! Stop him! Stop the wuffian !”

But Percy Mellish was gone; and, in spite of Arthur
Augustus D’Arey’s. wrathful commands, he certainly had ne
intention of returning.

CHAPTER 2.
Chess—and & Move !

€ HEY’RE at it again!”
Tom Merry passed the remark, with a chuckle,

as he eame along the Shell passage with Monty

Lowther and Manners. At vhe corner of the pas-
sage two clderly gentlemen in caps and gowns were standing
together, deep in discussion—though it sounded more like
a rather heated argument than just a discussion.

“They’re at it again!” repeated Tom Merry. “It beats
me hollow. "I can understand anybody getting excited and
%lthusi:a’stic when discussing footer, now; but chess—

r-r-r! %

“Qh!” Manners and Lowther also chuckled as they under-
stood what Tom meant when he stated that Mr. Linton and

Mr. Lathom, the two masters in question, were “ at it again.”

But Manners, who was something of a chess enthusiast him-
self, refused to allow Tom’s remarks to pass.

“Well, why shouldn't they be at it again?’ he demanded.
“Chess 1s a jolly good game, Tom. 1f ou played oftener
you'd be the better for it, old scout—intellectually, I mean.”

“Bow-wow !”’

“It's a game that keeps a chap good-tempered and
normal,”’ said Manners sagely. “Linton and Lathom arve
frightfully keen on it, and they are quite decent as inasters
oo ; but look at Ratty and Selby, f'rinstance, neither of 'em
play, and they’re both mean ill-tempered old hunks!”

“Well, there’s something in that!” admitted Tom Merry,
with a chuckle. “But by the sound of things, Linten and
Lathom are none too sweet-tempered now. They’ll be
scrapping soon if they keep on. Hark at ’em!” :

Undoubtedly Messrs., Linton and Lathom were chess en-
thusiasts. It was common knowledge that both scholastic
gentlemen spent practically all their leisure either playing
chess or discussing and arguing about their favourite pas-
time. And, though very good friends, their arguments very
often became rather heated, and provided the juniors with
amusement,

Chess between the master of the Shell and the master of
the Fourth was something in the nature of a never-ending
tournament, in which each fancied himself the victor. Hence
the frequent heated, though quite friendly, arguments on
the subject.

Up to now all the juniors had heard were snatches of the
conversation in which knights and castles and bishops and
king’s pawns predominated—sounding weird and wonderful
to the ears of the non-chess players.

But as the Terrible Three strolled slowly nearer the re-
marks became more personal and illuminating.

“ Pardon me, my dear Linton, but——"

“You are certainly in error, my dear Lathom—"

Tre Gem Lisrarv.—No. 1,097.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

, any case.

Price 2d.

A B};t allow me fo point out that in our last three games,

“Two, my dear Lathom—two!” said Mr. Linton firmly.
“TIf you remember——

“1 remember that after I had opened by moving king’s
pawn, white knight to king’s bishop’s third, and black——"

Mr. Lathom had just got as far as that in pointing out
his moves, when he made another move—a move of a dif-
ferent kind altogether. It was not a chess move at all, and
it was a very forcible one caused by the arrival on the scene
just at that moment of Mellish and D’Arcy of the Fourth.

Mellish came round the corner with a rush, the raging
Arthur Avgustus hard at his heels. Then—

“Look out! Mellish, you ass—""

Crash !

Tom Merry's frantic warning came too late—much to6
late to be of use. Into the back of the august Mr. Lathom
went the hapless Mellish, his head acting as a battering-ram.
. Mr. Lathom gave a sort of yelp, and crashed forward
into Mr. Linton. Not expecting the sudden, blundering
embrace, the latier gentleman sat down on the linoleum
with a resounding bump. “ :

The master of the Fourth went sprawling forward with
him, still clasping him fondly.

“Oh, gweat Scott!”

Just in the nick of itime Arthur Augustus pulled up—on
the brink of further disaster, as it were. Mellish was on
his hands and knees, half-dazed, but realising, with growing
horror, as he blinked at the struggling figures in caps and
gowns, just what he had done.

“Oh, my hat !’ gasped Tom Merry. “Now for trouble!”

Mellish seemed to realise the full extent of the disaster
at last. As he did so he jumped up and turned to bolt,
hoping against hope that he had not beep recognised. Un-
fortunately, he ran right into the arms of Kildare, the
captain of St. Jim’s, who had just eome hurrying up.

“No, you don’t, kid}” said Kildare grimly.
where you ave, Mellish”

Mellish did as he was ordered; to disobey was futile, in
Kildare, aided by Tom Merry, helped both
mqst{erls‘ to their feet. They stood gasping and panting
pam uily.

“Ow! Ow-ow!” gurgled Mr. Lathom.
Kildare! I—I am very hurt indeed ¥

“And T also!’ gasped Mr. Linton. “Ow-ow! I am con-
Ziderabig hurt and severely shaken. That—that wretched

oy——

“That—that reekless young raseal I’ stuttered Mr. Lathom.

The two masters blinked round in search of Mellish. That
unlucky youth would have been modest snd kept out of
sight if he could; bui he could not. He shivered as the two
scholastic gentlemen, both rubbing themselves painfully,
glowered at him ferociously. :

“Mellish I’ gasped Mr. Lathom,

“gretched boy '’ panted Mr. Linton. :

“Ow! Oh dear!” groaned Mellish, who was hurt enocugh
himself by the collision. “It—it was an accident, sir! Tt—
it wasn’t my fault, sir! D’Arcy was chasing me, and—"

Mellish stopped short. He had well-earned the title of
the sneak of the Fourth; but he rarely-did his sneaking
openly. Mr. Lathom scarcely heard him, however,

“Wretched boy!” he hooted, getting back his wind with
a rush. “I am well aware that it was, on the face of things,
an accident. But it was an accident that should never have
occurred. You are well aware that it is a breach of rules
to go rushing about the House in that manner ! Scandalous!”

“Abominable!” gasped Mr. Linton. “Such reckless
horseplay is disgraceful, and cannot be excused.”

“Certainly not!’ said Mr. Lathom. “I am very much
shaken and hurt, Mellish—"’

“And T also!”’ snorted the Shell master.
merited severe punishment, Mr, Lathem.”

“He has, indeed ! ; .

“Were he a member of my Form, Mr. Lathom, ke should
be punished very severely indeed. A severe caning and an
ample imposition should meet the case, Mr. Lathom,” said
Mr. Linton, looking quite viciously at the shivering Mellish.

Mr. Lathom bridled a liitle. He had already been feeling
a trifie irritated with his colleague over the chess argument.
Now, Mr. Linton’s suggestion as to punishment seemed to
imply that the master of the Shell wished to teach him his
business.

“You can safely leave the matter of punishment in my
hands, Mr. Linton,” he said stiffly, “Mellish, you wiil
accompany me to my room without delay.”

“QOne moment, sir|” interrupted Arthur Augustus.

He stepped forward gracefully. Whether Mellish sneaked
or not, Arthur Augustus had no intention of keeping oub
of the limelight—whether it was an unpleasant limelight or
not! : .

“One moment, sir!” he repeated. “Pway allow me to
explain that it was weally as much my fault as Mellish’s,

¢ Stand

“Thank you,

“The boy has
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The crowd of Fourth-Formers in the doorway roared at the sight of Baggy ‘Trimble and Percy Mellish rolling abeut on the

carpet, punching and pummelling each other. On the window-seat Kit Wildrake sat and watched, tears of merriment streaming
down his face. ‘“ This is great! '’ gasped Jack Blake. ‘f Qo it, you cripples!’ (Seec Chapter 1.)

You sece, I happened to be chasin’ Mellish, or he wouldn't
have wushed into you at all.,”

“Qh, indeed, D’Arcy!” said Mr. Linton, switching his
ferocious look from Mellish’s white face to the serene
countenance of Arthur Augustus. “Ah! Another Fourth
Torm boy "’ Mr. Linton’s tone implied a lot—clearly that
he had expected it, and that members of his own Form
never did such things. “Ah! Of course! Then doubtless
you will also receive.the punishment you so richly deserve,
D’Arcy. Were you in my Form——"’

“I’’Arcy is not in your Form, Mr. Linton !”” snapped Mr.
Lathom quite crossly. “He is in my Form; and, therefore,
the question of his punishment rests entirely with me.”

“Very good, Mr. Lathom ! said Mr. Linton, with dignity.
T must confess that dealing with unruly and undisciplined
boys would be an unusual task for me; and I, therefore,
gladly leave them in your hands, sir.” . =

With which parting shot, Mr. Linton limped away with
as much dignity as he could muster in the circumstances.

Mr. Lathom glared after him, pink with wrath. It was
just as well, perhaps, that Mr. Linton had walked away.
The little argument over the question of chess victories
had made both gentlemen rather cross; and the accident
had added fuel to the fire, so to speak.

Having glared at his colleague, Mr. Lathom glared at the
two culprits. : :

«Follow me!” he boomed. “Follow me at once!”

“VYaas, sir!”

Arthur Augustus followed, sedate and unmoved. Ie was
‘in for trouble, but the swell of the Fourth was not the
fellow to whine. Mellish was, however, and he groaned
and glowered, and followed with lagging footsteps.

“Oh, you rotter, D’Arcy!” he whispered vengefuily.
“This is all your rotten fault!”

“Wats!”

“I¢’s you he ought to lick, not me!” groaned Mellish.
“The beast has a down on me, too! T'm booked for a lick-
ing alreﬁdy over those lines he gave me this morning. And
NOW—— : .

“You should have done your lines, - Mellish! As for this
unfortunate accident, Mellish, you were wesponsible for it
in the first place by punchin’ me and callin® me wude
names. Furthermore, you should have looked where you
were wushin’.” i

Which was all- the sympathy Mellish got af the moment.

The next moment Mr, Lathom reached his study door, and
the two victims of his great wrath entered that dreaded
apartment. and the door closed behind them.

CHAPTER 3.
A Cunning Scheme !
R. LATHOM was usually one of the best-tempered
M little men in the world. He was kind, and he
was forgiving and considerate. Ths Fourth Form
considered themselves very lucky indeed to have
such a master as little Mr. Lathom.

But at the-moment Mr. Lathom wa: most emphatically nef
his usual mild and good-natured self. Instead, he was in a
very wrathy state indeed. The fall in the Shell passage had
hurt him considerably. Moreover, his dignity had sufered,
and the whole episode had been humiliating in the extreme.
But what huirt him most was Mr. Linton’s attitude in thes
matter.

To begin with, Mr. Linton had earned Mr. Lathom’s
grave displeasure over the matter of chess. The question
as to who was the better player, and who won the majority
of the interminable games, had always, more or less, been a
moot point between the two masters. They had argued the
point many times and oft—quite good-humouredly, and in a
spirit of friendly rivalry.

Before tea that evening, however, something had hap-
pened that had quite upset the good-humour of the rivals
in the matter.

While discussing chess with the Head, Mr. Lathom had,
rather incautiously, and in response tc L'r. IHolmes’ subtle
flattery, admitted that he invariably got the better of the
innumerable encounters on the chess-board between himself
and Mr. Linton.

Unfortunately, Mr. Linton had accidentally overheard
some of the conversation, and Mr. Lathom’s gentle bombast

‘had filled him with great wrath and indignation.

After tea he had taken his rival to task about it.. He had
been sarcastic, and he had been ironical; he had been icily
reproachful and coldly biting. =~ A heated argument had
thereupon resulted—the argument Mellish and D’Azcy had
interrupted so very abruptly and rudely.

Now, Mr. Linton had added to that displeasure by being
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sarcastic concerning discipline in the Fourth—suggesting

- that only in his—Mr. Lathom’s—Form were unruly boys to

be found. .

Really, Mr. Lathom felt that he did well to be angry.
And he also—unfortunately for Mellisn and D’Arcy—felt he
did well to vent his anger upon the cause of this final
humiliation.

Which he now proceeded to do.

He took his cane from his desk in ominous silence as the
two culprits stood before him. "

“] am going to cane you both severely!” he snapped.
“You have caused grievous bodily injury to myself and Mr.
Linton. Moreover, you have disgraced me and my Form
by your unruly behaviour. You must learn that the School
House is not a bear-garden, and that rushing about and
horseplay is not permitted or excused. Hold out your hand,
Mellish.” : 3

Mellish held out his hand—£irst his right and then his
left. Thrice Mr. Lathom’s cane descend=d upon each hand.
Then the angry master turned to Arthur Augustus, and that
youth got exactly the same,

“In addition, you, Mellish, will do me five hundred
lines !” gasped Mr. Lathom, breathing hard from his exer-
tions. “Now go—both of you—and I trust this will be a
lasting lesson to you. Ah! One momen. that reminds me,
Mellish. Have you done the hundred lines I gave you this
morning in the Form-room ?7” o

Percy Mellish, who was doubled up with anguish, shook
his head, quite unable to reply for a moment. Then he
panted out:

“No, sir! I—I haven’t finished them yet!”

Mr. Lathom gave a snort.

“You were ordered to bring them to me at the close of
afternoon lessons, Mellish I”” he Tapped out. ‘It is now five
o’clock. If the hundred lines I gave you are not handed
in by six o’clock I shall double them. Now go!” e 2

The two victims tottered out of the study, both groaning
and hugging their burning hands. Mellish’s eyes were glit-
tering, and he turned furiously upon Arthur Augustus when
the door had closed behind them.

“QOh, you rotter, D’Arcy!” he hissed. “You ought to
have had the same as me—it was your fault more than
mine. You only got a licking, you cad!”

“Bai Jove! If you call me a cad, Mellish——"

“So you are!” gasped Mellish vengefully. “A rotten
cad! That’s six hundred lines—and I've not done one yet.
And that nundred will be doubled unless it’s-done by six!
Oh, you beastly cad! And Lathom 1s a bigger cad!”

“Weally, Mellish—"

“You’ll have to help me. with the rotten lines!” gasped
Mellish furiously. “You’ll jolly well have to do. It’s all
your fault!”

“Wubbish! If you had not stwuck me and called me
wude names, this would not have happened, Mellish!” said
Gussy severely. “Howevah, as I was wesponsible somewhat
for your wushin’ into Lathom, I will help you with your
lines.”

“QOh!” Mellish was rather astonished to hear that,

“None the less,” resumed Arthur Augustus. “Though I
will help you with the five hundwed to-mowwow, I uttahly
wefuse to allow you to wefer to me as a tailor’s dummay
and a cad, Mellish. In the cires, I have no othah wesource
than to punch your nose, Mellish.”

“Look here, you silly—— Yooooop !’

Mellish ended with a startled yelp as the fist of Arthur
Augustus smote his nose. It was not a hard tap, but it was
quite unexpected, and it caused Mellish “o sit down with a
thump. Arthur Augustus gave him a disdainful glance,
and walked away. His honour had been vindicated, as it
were, and he felt no further interest at the moment in
Percy Mellish.

That junior scrambled up, his eyes glittering with spite
and fury. Fortunately Mr. Lathom had not heard the
little commotion, and, hugging his aching nasal organ,
Mellish ambled away, seething with fury. Knocked about
by Trimble, punched by D’Arcy, and licked and lined by
Lathom, the sneak of the Fourth felt just then that life was-
scarcely worth living. :

But the thought of the hundred lines to be finished before
8ix sent him to his study. He did not want them doubled,
Even with the help of D’Arcy—if that youth really meant
;q help him—Mellish knew he had = terrific task before

im. i
Wildrake greeted him with a chuckle as be entered the
study. Trimble was out—apparently not wishing to risk
further trouble, even with Percy Mellish.

“Hallo, here you are!” said Wildrake, who had heard of
the accident. “ Well, what did you get from Lathom—six
of the best 77 ‘ =T ; 2

Mellish gritted his teeth.

“Yes; and five hundred lines as well I’ he said savagely.
“The old beast has a down on me—he always had !” .
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“ Well, you shouldn’t be such a crawling little worm,”
said Wildrake cheerfully. “Thes masters as well as
fellows would love you a bit more, old tdp.”

““Oh, rats!” snarled Mellish. “He only licked D’Arcy—
didn’t line him at all. It isn’t fair. I’ve a good mind not
to do the beastly lines at all!”

“You'd better I grinned Wildrake. “I guess you’ll have
’em doubled if you don’t. Get down to ’em, and dor’t
whine ! :

“Oh, rats!” snarled Mellish “T tell you it’s a beastly
shame, and not fair. Anyway, I’li pay that beast Lathom
out somehow; and I’ll pay D’Arcy out, too! T'll teach him
to punch me for nothing !” |

“Better not try,” advised Wildrake. “Unless you want
more trouble with Lathom, and another biff from old Gussy.
You’re a cheerful sort of galoot, I guess, Mellish.”

With that, the Canadian junior strolled out. He was
obliged to put up with a great deal of Mellish’s company,
but he was not fond of it, and avoided it when he could.

Left alone, Mellish glowered, and settle! down to do the
hundred lines. He had already done more than fifty, and
it did not take him long to finish. Having counted them,
he took the ill-written scrawl of lines along to his Form-
master’s study.

The study was empty, and Mellish threw his lines
viciously on the desk. He was about to turn and depars
when he paused. It was nearly six o’clock, and the lines
had to be handed in by that time, But if Mr. Lathom stayed
out long he might question when they had been brought.
Moreover, Mellish had wanted an opportunity of speaking
to the master. He wanted badly to explain just exactly
how the acecident had occurred—that it was all D’Arey’s
fault and not his. Even if he didn’t succeed in getting his
lines cancelled or reduced, he might get that cad D’Arcy
booked for the same dose!

it was a pleasant thought to the sneak of the Fourth, and
he decided to wait. As lLe stood by the desk his eyes
happened to fall en a pile of papers lying thereon. | Being a
nosy youth, Mellish stooped and looked at the pile, turning
the sheets over to do so.

As he did so his lips curled in a sneer. The varions
numbers and pencilled remarks on the sheets obviously
referred to chess. Mellish knew what the pile was now.
It was the treasured record of games innumerable on which
Mr. Lathom and Mr. Linton had spent hours and days
and terms, all totalled up neatly and ecarefully.

_Mr. Lathom specially was a_very painstaking and exact
little gentleman, and the hoarded records he kept docketed
and ready to hand to prove any possible argument.

In Mellish’s eyes the records were not worth the paper

they were written on; but he knew they were the apple ’

of their owners’ eyes, so to speak.

“Fancy the beastly old brute wasting time on that rot!”
grunted Mellish to himself. ““My hat! I've a jolly good
mind to——"

Mellish paused, a glitter of spite toming into his eyes.
Why not burn them? He owed Mr. Lathom a grudge, and
it would be getting his own back a bit. And nobody would
know who had destroyed them, : o

_For a moment or two Mellish dallied with the tempta-
tion, and then his hatred and spite got the better of him,
and he slipped quickly to the fireplace with the pile of
sheets, his ears cocked for the sound of footsteps.

it was done in a moment. & x <

The sneak of the Fourth’s first impulse had been to toss

the whole bundle into the glowing coals. .But caution bade

him pause at that. If he did happen to be found out—
Better just make Mr. Lathom think his precious records
were destroyed. In the belief that Lathom would suffer

just the same, Mellish told himself. And if he was bowled -

out—well, he could produce them then. o
Hastily detaching the top sheet, Mellish dipped it in the
flames, allowed it to burn half through, and then, snatching
it  out again, he stamped out the flame with his boot-on
the hearth. ~Another thought struck Mellish then, and. he
hurried to the wastepaper-basket, leaving the half-burnt
sheet in the hearth. e S
The basket was nearly full of wastepaper—most of it old
impots done by juniors for the master of the Fourth. Grab-
bing a pile of these, Mellish crammed them into the fire,
ramming the pile well down into the heart of the flames with
the poker. Then, after watching the pile burst into: flamhe,
Mellish was about to hasten from' the room when he paused
again. ; A

His impot! It would never do to let the master know

he had been there at all. Far better to have his imposition .

doubled by failing to hand in his hundred.lines tq time.
Tt would be worth far more than that to get his own back
so neatly on his enemy. . iy o R
Leaving the half-burnt top sheet still lying in the hearth,
Mellish stuffed the rest under ‘his jaeket. Then he grabbed

his hundred lines, stuffed them into his pocket, and left the
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more than a little at the = teard Linton and Lathom arguing about their giddy

study, his heart thumping
thought of what he had done. chess——"

He reached his own study, and foun d it still empty. “T am afwaid it is wathah more sewious than that, deah
Culﬂfﬂll"' c‘osnw the door, Mellish got a chair to the book- bov*"’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus, shaking his head.
case, and standing upon the chair he mrl the pile of ches = vere wanglin' wathah heatedly, you l{ wemembal,

Cy
vecords on the dumv top, shoving the pile well down he‘nm&l when Mellish barged inte them. Then ‘Linton started to
the ornamental beading, Then MMellish took his lines out of wih it in about the Fourth bein’ unwuly and undisciplined,

his pocket and coolly qe~trovcd part of them. you know. I could see Lathom was watty about it—feah-
If Mr, Lmhom :x:LeJ for them that evening he could say  fully watty! I’ve nevah known him lay the cane on as he
he hadn’ hed them yet, and show what he had done, dld this evenin’,” added Gussy, rubbing his hands ruefully.

suspicion Lathom might have that he “Tm afwaid—0-:

Well, there’s something in that

thus remov
had been to the study ‘at all. “Phew

s

admitted

Perc ’\'0 h was a very crafty \outh and though he  Blake, with a chuckle. I say, it would 1 rather a lark
knew his | ired lines would be doubled, he felt it was well if they had a real row. Let’s go and see what happens.”
worth it “Good egg!”

e Blake led the way out of the study with a rush, and his
CHAPTER 4. chums follolx\'cd Ieagtenly enough. A row between maxsters

= was an unheard of happening—quite unprecedented, in
Trouble in High Plages ! fact. It would be \\ortr;x scging1 and h(}.‘)zu'ing thought

'd Lathom are having Bialet Co

Como 5‘"“ hear ’em e They arrived in Masters’ Corridor, to find several fc‘lows.

= Buzz off, Syou fat clam!” o including Baggy Trimble, already ":rmmod Hme Baggy

: But iP’s a fact gasped Baggy Tvimble, his fat  pincolf Tiad one fat ear almost to the closed door of '\Ir

faco ablaze with excitement. ‘I happened to be passing  yro400 tudy

Limon s study, and I heard 'em going it! They're &qunlr "Comoh awy‘:.v o fieca” o

bling about chess, or some silly rot like that. 1 heard he added, a t:'iﬂ.e}unemily R i e
: 2 . g rifl 2asily, § ; ¢

Tmthom telling Linton to come to his study and he’d fight . dropping for my liking.”

“I SAY, vou fellows, old Lnnon

i I S"\y,,,
toc much

01 e ol Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.  “I nevah
‘;)xr :"Ms ﬁb?c‘ = - thought of that, Blake. Let us go. Twimble, you fat
ot if DY Lol 29 x
E t wWobtdh——
$ \\eﬂ‘ he wan {o go to his atxluv for some reason, o s 2 S e ee
anyway,” amended Trimble. “I bet it's to scrap—imust be! Rats!” breathed Trimble. ““I say, hark at ’em!
{ heard Lathom say. ‘Come to my study and I’ll show Raised voices ceitainly came from behind the closed

matter ! Those wera his very  door—the voices of Messrs. Linton and Lathom undoubtedly.
words,”” ended the fat Fourth-F impressively and with }}l{t the JULLIOTS could not distinguish a word, though
great oxcitement. “Come along—quick ! Trimble evidently could, having very big and cfiicient ears
And Trimble rushed away. and being near the door.
"The chums of Study No. 6 of the Fourth As Blake and the rest stood undecided the Terri
other. There was quite a shocked express came along the passage with Talbot.

vou, and we can settle

i}

le Three

of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Hallo, what's on?” said Tom Merry staring.
“Bai Jove!” he murmured in great alarm. How Trimble held up a warning hand.
wotten, vou fellows! Fancy Form masters offewin’ to- . “They're going it!” he :mmrered “My hat! Quiet!”
sewap, you know!” “What the dickens—" began Manners.
“You silly chump!” snorted Jack Blake. ‘Can't you see
it's only one of Trimble’s wonderful yarns? I expect he's (Continued on next page.)
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“Linton and Lathom are squabbling, I believe,”. said
Blake, grinning. “I think we'd better clear——"

‘“Let’s hope they-get to a scrap!” said Lowther, with a
soft chuckle. “I should like to see a good set-to between
’em, the dear old birds! Two to one on Linton, anyway !’

“Rats! 1 bet Lathom could knock your old frump into a
cocked has!” said Herries witheringly. *Lake old Linton’s
cheek to—"

“You leave old Linton alone!” snorted Manners. “We're
not allowing kids in the Fourth to slang our giddy Form
master, are we, Tom?”

“Who are you calling kids——" began -Blake warmly;
and the matter nlight have developed into a Form row there
and then, but Tom Merry grinned and chipped in.

“Cheese it!” he said hastily “Chuck 1t, Manners! I
say, it’s hardly the thing to i

Hallo, look out!
The door of Mr. Linton'’s study suddenly opened, and
Mr. Lathom came out, looking:pink and angry. Behind
him came Mr. Linton, looking angrier still, his own features
giving evidence of his feelings.
Mr. Lathom was talking as they emerged, looking over

* his shoulder to his colleague as he did so.

“It is the only way, as you suggest, Mr. Linton!” he was
retorting acidly. ‘I have already taken out the records,
and they are now lying on my desk ready for you to inspect,
if you wish, sir. I trust then—> ¥

Mr Lathom broke off abruptly, having caught sight of
Trimble, who had jumped away quickly, but not quite
quickly enough. 5 .

“Trimble, what are you doing here?” he thundered.
*“How dare you loiter about this passage, boy? Go at once,
and—— Bless my soul! Why, there are quite a number
of boys—”

“Members of your Form, of course!” snapped Linton,
quite failing to see the Terrible Three and Talbot. "

“And members of your Form also, including the junior
captain of the Lower School!” snapped Mr. Lathom, with
biting sarcasm. *“Boys, how dare you loiter here? Leave
this passage at once!”

“Yes, indeed!” snapped Mr. Linton, glowering at Tom
Merry and his chums, “Merry, and you other Shell boys,
take fifty lines each Gol” -

“Oh crumbs !”

The two masters marched away, Mr. Lathom leading the
way to his own study higher along the passage. Both of
the masters evidently took it for granted that their orders
would be obeyed. Tom Merry and his chums and Blake &
Co. did obey—not quite liking the idea of listening in any
case. But Trimble stopped—as did one or two others—too
excited and interested to go, despite the risk of staying.
But only Trimble—with one fat ear near the keyhole of Mr.
3a3hom’s study door—quite heard what took place in the

udy.

Having closed the door behind him, Mr. Lathom walked
to his desk, Mr. Linton behind him, looking calm and frigid.

‘““Now, Mr. Linton,” remarked the master of the Fourth
icily, “we shall soon settle the matter once and for all. I
have all the records here, all carefully docketed—carefully
dated, ’?nd kept up to date. As you will see, I have
not——

Mr. Lathom paused, with rather a gasp, his eyes scanning
the top of his desk.

“Bless my soul 1’ he murmured. “I am quite certain I
left the records on the desk, Mr. Linton. It is very strange.
They do not appear to be here now.” :

“Very strange!” agreed Mr. Linton, with a certain dry-
ness in his tone that made the master of the Fourth go pink
to the ears.

“I repeat, Mr. Linton,” said Mr. Lathom tartly and with
no little heat, “I left the records safely on my desk before

- eoming to your room, sir. They should be he-e now.”

He started to open drawer after drawer in the desk,

.evidently coming to the conclusion that he must, after all,

have placed them in a drawer before leaving the study.

But he drew blank. They were not there. The treasured
records had gone. Where?

As he glanced dazedly about him, Mr Lathom met Mr.
Linton’s eyes, and he flushed crimson. Actually, Mr. Linton
was fully expecting his colleague to produce the records, not
for one moment really believing that he did not intend to
do =o. It was sheer irritation and temper that caused the

- master of the Shell to be sarcastic and pretend not to

believe so.

“They must be in the study somewhere, Mr. Linton,” said
Mr. Lathom, biting his lips in vexation. “I assure you that
I am only too anxious, sir, to settlo this deplorable dispute.”

“Quite so—quite so !”” said Mr. Linton, with icy politeness.
“It would be a pity if the records were lost—a great pity.
Dr. Holmes would have been greatly interested in them, I
am quite sure.”

That was really nasty of Mr. Linton—evidently he was
etill sore over the conversation he had so unfortunately over-
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heard between the He¢ad and Mr. Lathom. Mr. Lathom
went crimson once again, and started once more, with a very
flushed and determined face, to hunt for the missing records.

As he started to ture out drawers and cupboards, Mr.
Linton strolled grimly to the fireplace, and was ! about to
take his stand there with his back to the fire when his eyes
fell upon something in the hearth. :

It was the half-burnt sheet of paper—the top sheet of the
records. Something familiar about the sheet took Mr.
Linton’s eagle eye ‘at once—he had often enough seen the
records, of course.

“Ah1” he exclaimed. :

Stooping, he picked up the sheet and glanced swifily at it.
Then another exclamation left his lips—a very startled ex-
clamation indeed this time, as he saw that it was indeed the
first sheet of the famous records of his struggles on the chess-
board with his rival. = -

“What—what——" - Little Mr. Lathom came up to him
hastily, struck by the tone in his colleague’s voice. * What—
bless my soul I

Mr. Linton said nothing—then. He handed the half-
burnt sheet with a dramatic gesture to Mr. Lathom.

Mr., Lathom took it, giving a violent start as he did so.
He blinked and blinked at it.
eyes, he saw something else—the charred, blackened scraps
of paper still showing amid the flames in the grate. -

Obviously papers iad recently been burnt there—sz pile
of papers—a thick wad of sheets of paper!

" The inference was unmistakable—just as Mr. Linton’s icy
glance was unmistakable.

“Bless my soul!” repeated Mr. Lathom in great horror.
“Mr Linton, that—that 2

“Is the top sheet of tae records, Mr. Lathom * ended Mr.
Linton, with deadly politeness. “I presume,” he added, with
a wave of his hand towards the flames, “that the rest of the
records are—there, burned and destroyed.”

“Bless my soul! Good heavens |”

‘It is most unfortunate,” said Mr. Linton, his voice tremb-
ling a little. “Most unfortunate indeed, sir. But it saves
us the trouble of examining them, of course. It is now
impossible, I presume, to settle our dispute—to prove my
won in our
encounters on the chessboard, I have more than held my
own. It is very unfortunate indeed for me, Mr. Lathom.
But I am surprised—more than surprised, sir.”

There was deep indignation in Mr. Linton’s voice; there
was also not a little scorn a great deal of sarcasm, and a
world of meaning in his words.

Mr. Lathom staggered back, going quite white.

It was impossible to doubt just what Mr. Linton meant.
He supposed, obviously believed, that the master of the
Fourth had purposely destroyed the records, so that he could
not be called upon to make good his claim—the claim he
had even made to the Head.
= Mr. Lathom stared at his colleague, as if rooted to the

oor.

Was it possible? Was it possible that Mr. Linton, his
colleague of many years, tried and trusted friend, was accus-
ing him of wilfully destroying the precious records?

The look in Mr. Linton’s eyes was enough to tell him that.

“Mr. Linton !” he gasped. “Sir!
am I to believe, that you suspect I have maliciously
destroyed the records in order to serve a dishonourable pur-
pose of my own?” -

Mr. Linton hesitated. To do him justice, he would have
hesitated a great deal longer had he been cool and col-
lected. But he was already very angry indeed with his old
friend. Mr. Linton was very proud of his prowess on the
chessboard. He loved to relate his victories to anyone who
would listen to him. His unfortunate overhearing of Mr.
Lathom’s mild bombast on the subject to the Head, how-
ever, had quite upset him, and made him feel very jealous
and cross.

At the moment, however, he felt he could believe nothing
else. The evidence was there. It was he who had suggested,
during their argument that evening, to settle the matter by
a careful and thorough scrutiny ef the records. Certainly
Mr. Lathom had agreed to do so. But he had not been very
eager to do so—Mr. Linton remembered that point now.

Moreover, there the evidence was before his eyes. - The
mass of blackened paper in the glowing fire—the top page,
half-burnt through, which had evidently fallen from the fire
and so escaped being consumed with the other sheets.

What else was he to think—to suspect? He was astounded
and hurt. That his old friend and adversary should descend
to such means of hiding the proof of his skill was amazing
and horrifying. But there it was—and now all the cherished
records of his, Mr. Linton’s, victories were gone for ever—
utterly destroyed.

That their destruction was a far greater 'oss to the pains-
taking Mr. Lathom did not occur to the master of the
tshheu at all in the heat of the moment. Ho hesitated, end
b en——

Then, following Mr. Linton’s-

Am I to understand,

(LR s
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«“I—] am compelled to wonder, Mr. Lathom!” he said,
with deliberate and icy politeness. “ Though doubtless you
can explain just how the—the accident occurred, just how
they came to be burnt in your fire, sir ?” : ¢

It ;zlvas enough. Mr. Lathom gasped with indignation and
wrath.

“You—you are well aware, sir,” he stammered, “that I
can no more explain that than you can yourse.f, Mr. Linton.
I left the records safe on my desk before coming to you.
return with you to find them—or what remains of them—on
the fire. I am shocked—astounded shat you should accuse
me of such a mean and despicable action!”

“Mr. Lathom,” returned Mr. Linton coldly, “I am pre-
pared to have this matter investigated before making any
such acousation. As the matter stands, it is most unfortunate
that you should have been somewhat reluctant to refer the
matter to a careful examination of the records. It makes
one wonder, indeed, why——"

“What? Enough!” cried Mr. Lathom, his voice tremb-
ling with indignant anger. *“That is enough, Mr. Linton!
Kindly leave my room, sir! Be good enough to leave my
study, sir, and oblige me by refraining from entering it
again, or speaking to me agair until you have sent me a
;‘Yl‘itti?,n apology for your despicable and unfounded accusa-
ion

“Very good, sir—I will certainly leave this study at once,
Mr. Lathom !” said Mr. Linton, bridling at once at the tone
of his colleague’s voice. “So bs it !”

He departed, with lofty dignity, carefully opening the
door, and as carefully closing it after him. Mr. Linton
prided himself on his self-control, and he had no intention
of showing temper in the matter—certainly not to the extent
of slamming the door, though he felt much like doing so.

There was a sudden scuttling of feet in the passage as he
emerged. He was just in time to glimpse a pair of fat legs
as they vanished round the corner of the passage. But the
master of the Shell was too disturbed and agitated to notice
or wonder to whom the fat legs belonged, even if he saw they
were fat. And so Baggy Trimble got away safely with the

-great news, eager and almost frantic to spread it far and

wide,

¢ Be good enough to leave my study at once, i¥r. Linton,” cried Mr. Lathom,
his voice trembling with indignant anger, ** and oblige me by refraining from
entering it again !°*

snapped the master of the Shell.

1 will certainly leave this study at once, sir!?®
‘8o be it!*" (See Chapler 4.)

Mr, Linton and Mr. Lathom had quarrelled—they wers
not now on speaking terms! 1t was amazing news, and very
soon the whole School House was buzzing with it,

CHAPTER 5,
A Form Matter !

(1] Y hat! It’s true, then?”
“Yes; pistols for two and coffee for ons
next,” grinned Monty Lowther.
“Quarrelled! Great Scott!” chuckled Aubrey
Racke. “Fancy the beaks squabbling like kids! Nice
example for us little boys, I must say.”

“They’ll be scrapping next,” said Crooka.

“I hope they do,” said Mellish viciously. “I—I'd like
to see Linton punch Lathom’s nose, the beast!”

“Oh, would you?” said Blake pleasantly. “So you'd
like to see your own master licked by a Shell beak—ech?”

“Yes, I jolly well would !”” said Mellish, his eyes glitter-
ing with friumphant spite. “Lathom’s a beast! And I
hope—- Yarrup! Wharrer you at. Blake, you cad!”

“Kicking you for being unpatriotic,” said Blake, giving
Mellish another gentle drive with his boot. “As a Fourth
form man it’s up to you to support home industries and
back up Lathom. Allow me to point the fact out to you
with this—"

Thump!

“Yoooop !”

Again Mellish yelled, and then he scuttled away, taking
no further part in the discussion in the junior Common-
room.

There was no doubt about it—the news of the splig
between the two Form masters had caused a sensation.
Moreover, by the look of things it was going fto causse
something else—trouble between the juniors in the Fourth
and Shell.

Naturally, the Shell fellows were disposed to “back up”

-their own master, while the Fourth-Formers were disposed

to support theirs,
Trae Gem LiBrarv.—No. 1,097,
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For there was no doubting the truth of the matter. As
a genessd rule nohody believed Trimble’s yarns. Only
Trimble had overheard what had passed in Mr. Lathom’s
study. None the less quite a number knew of the trouble
beforehand, and quite a number had seen the two masters
pass each other and give cach other the ‘““cut direet,”
likewise the “marble eye.”

It was the sensation of the hour, if not of the term.

It was unprecedented.

“This comes of playing such piffling games as chess,”
remarked Blake, *as Mellish vanished. “I must say I'm
not surprised. = Why the dickens can’t the beaks play
sensible games like footer, instead of footling games like
chess.” z

“You dry up, Blake!” said Manners warmly. ¢ Chess
is a jolly good game. As for the question as to which
was the better man—DLinton or Lathom—I plump for
ZlLint’on, TI've seen him play. It was an epic game—nothing
ess,” 3

“Bow-wow ! retorted Blake scornfully. “T'm blessed if
I know anything about such a footling game, but I do
Inow Lathom could lick Linton-into a cocked hat.”

“Then why did he destroy the dashed reccords?” said
Racke, with a sneer. “Tell me that, if you can?”

“Fathom didn't destroy the rotten things,” snorted
Dighby. * If you say he did, for one, I'll punch your silly
nose, Racke,”

“Will you?” sniffed Racke, feeling in this instance that
he could be sure of the support of the Shell fellows
present. “But that won’t alter facts.  If Lathom wasn’t
afraid of the records being examined by Linton, he wouldn’t
have burned the dashed things!®

“Oh, cheese it!” said Tom Merry peaceably. “Don’t
talk rot; Racke! If you say Linton’s as good a man, if
not better than Lathom, then I'm with you all the way,
and further. But 1 don’t think anyone really belicves
Lathom destroyed those silly records—not even Linton
himself. TLathom’s a decent old bird 3

“Thanks for nothing!” sniffed Herries. “But we don’t
think the same about that rotter, Linton! He’s no right
to have charged old Lathom with such a rotten trick. He’s
2 beastly cad, and—"

“Well, my hat!” spluttered Grundy. “You heard that,
Tom Merry? If you're standing by and hearing old
Linton slanged then I’'m net, and this’ll prove it.”

With that George Alfred Grundy—always on the look
out for trouble—hit George Herries a hefty clump on the
nose with his fist.

That did it.

It usually took less than that to start a Form row.

In a flash Grundy and Herries were scrapping furiously.
With a praiseworthy intention to stop the scrap Tom
Merry unwisely plunged in.

Unfortunately, his intentions were mistaken by the
Fourth Form fellows. Dighy gave a roar, and, jumping
in, 'he grabbed at Tom Merry. Lowther wasn’t going to
stand that, and he took a hand, and before anyone scarcely
knew jt three or four scraps were in progress in the Com-
mon-room. fn a few seconds after that nearly every fellow
had taken sides, and the room was full of tramping, strug-
gling figures. -

Great friends as they were Tom Merry & Co., and Blake
& Co., took sides against cach other. It was a “Form
matter,” and theére was nothing else for it.

Only Racke and Crooke kept out of it. That precious
pair did not mind hard woirds, but they disliked hard
blows intensely. The two cads of the Shell were not heroes.

They looked on with grins, quite prepared to enjoy the

scene, so long as they were not in 1it. ;

The battle raged fast and furious, and the dust rose in
‘clouds in the Commecen-room. The tramp of feet, gasps
and yells and roars filled the air. Streaming noses and
darkening eyes were soon as plentiful as blackberries in
summer.

But it did not last long—even without Racke and Crooke,-

the Shell fellows were In the majority, and one by one
the struggling, gamely-fighting  Fourth-Formers were
evicted from the Common-room, the evictions getting quite
brisk towards the end. :

Jack Blake, game to the last, was the last to go. He
went sprawling out. into the passage with a bump, and
the Common-room door closed.

The battle was over. It was unlikely the Fourth would
seek to renew it. Tom Merry & Co. gasped and panted as
they hugged their hurts and fastened collars and ties
that had broken adrift in the melee.

“Phew !” gasped Monty Lowther.
work, and no mistake.
this business, Tommy.” =

“Well, let it come!” gasped Grundy, who had fought
like a Trojan. “Phew! I'm ready for as much scrapping

- as those kids want }”’ :
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CHAPTER 6.
Unfortunate for Racke !

(3 ELL, if they want trouble they can have it
quickly enough ” said Tom Xerry, frowning as
he buttoned his collar. “Those Fourth kids are
getting a bit too cheeky for my liking lately.

They need putting in their places.”

“ Hear, hear !”

“And that reminds me,” said Tom, looking round him
grimly. “Racke started this trouble really, but I noticed
he didn’t lend a hand in the scrap. Oh, there you are,
you rotten funks!” he added, as his glance fell upon
Racke and Crooke’s grinning faces. “It was all very
funny, wasn’t it, Racke? But I noticed you kept out of
15, you worm !”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Racke uneasily.

“Pitch em both out after those Fourth bounders!™
Lowther, in disgust. B

“And give ’em a good bumping first,” snorted Gr
warmly. “J spotted Racke standing looking on and griz

ing like a blessed Cheshire cat! Why didn’t you lend a
, you rotten funks?” he ended, with a roar.

“Becanse I didn’t choose,” said Racke sulkily. “I'm
dashed if I'm goin’ to scrap either to back up Lathom or
Linton! They're both rotten beasts! As for backing the
Form up—what about Tom Merry, the dashed leader of
the Form? He was backing up Lathom a minute or two
ago, though he knows jolly well old Lathom did it.”

“That’s enough, Racke I” snapped Tom, his face flushing
angrily. “I've stood quite enough check from you. Ous
you go!” !

With that Tom Merry grabbed Aubrey Racke by the
collar and whirled him round. Then he planted a hefiy
boot behind him, and started to rush him to the door.

“Leggo, you rotten cad!” howled Racke. “I jolly well
won’t go! Leggo! Yow-ooop!” -

He struggled furiously to aveid Tom’s hefty beot, and to
hold his ground, his face set doggedly and savagely.

“Rescue !’ yelled Racke furiously. “Crooke, Gore,
Lumley—rescue! Back up your own Form! Tom Meriy's
backing up that beastly old fool, Lathom, and——>

“Racke! How dare you!”

It was a scandalised, angry voice from the door which had
opened, unnoticed by the excited juniors. And on the
threshold stood Mr. Lathom himself |

There was a sudden silence. Tom released Racke as
though that mischief-making youth were red-hot. Racke
himself almost fainted. Without the slightest possibility of
a doubt, Mr. Lathom had heard his last furlous words—
possibly he had heard more. ¢

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Lowther.

Mr. Lathom’s face was pink with outraged wrath.

“Racke I’ he gasped. “I—I heard you refer to me in a
most outrageous and insulting manner a moment ago. You
—you actually dared to refer to me, a Forin master of this
school, as a—a beastly old fool !”

“Oh!” gasped Racke. “I—I—you must have been mis-
taken, sir! I really said——"’

“Silence! Do not add falsehoods to your scandalous
behaviour, Racke !”” said Mr. Lathom angrily. *“How dare
you? I distinctly heard you refer to me in those terms.
You will be punished with the utmost severity for such
gross disrespect to a master !”

Racke’s face darkened. He took it that Alr. Lathom
intended to punish him himself, and he meant to have a
say in that. With the knowledge that the master of the
Fourth and the master of the Shell were at loggerheads,
Racke felt quite safe in resorting to ““cheek,” feeling quite
cerbain Mr. Linton would back him up. 3

“Mr. Linton’s my Form-master, sir!” he said sulkily.
*“1 appeal to him, sir. You've no right to punizsh me.”

**Oh, indeed !’ said Mr. Lathom, his lips sctting. “Oh,
indeed, Racke! Very good! I will respect your right in
that regard. I will not punish you myseli, but I will take
you. before the Housemaster, who will know how to deal
wi‘L;}(l) i:.l}’C,h gross-respect and impudeénce.” :

Racke gave a dismal, dismayed groan at that. 'The juniors
looking on could not help chuckling softly. Obviously,
Racke had not thought of Mr. Lathom doing that—having
“banked ” on his reporting the matter to Mr. Linton.

In such circumstances, Mr. Railton was likely to deal far
more sternly with Aubrey Racke than either Messrs. Linton
or Lathom. =

Racke’s face was a picture. —

“Oh!” he repeated. “I—I say, sir—I'm sorry! I—I never
meant—"" : :

“Silence !” Mr. Lathom raised his hand and cut Racke’s
whining appeal short. “Silence! You will follow me a
once to the Housemaster, Racke. Boys!” <

My, Lathom turned to the staring crowd. : - :

“Boys!” he repeated sternly. “I came to investigate &
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disgraceful uproar that came from this room some moments
ago. I see that you h#ve been fighting.”

Tom Merry & Co. did not deny the soft impeachment—
with their damaged features and ruffled attire 1t was futile
to do so.

“As you all appear to be members of the Shell I cannot,
of course, deal with you myself,” continued Mr. Lathom,
with a trace of bitter sarcasm in his tone. “But it is my
duty to report such an unseemly disturbance. Each boy
in this room will report himself to Mr. Railton for punish-
ment.” {

He motioned to Ratke, who followed ‘him out, glowering
back furiously at Tom Merry as he did so. The passage
was empty—all the Fourth-Formers had evidently fled at
the approach of Mr. Lathom. In grim silence, the master
of the Fourth led the way to Mr. Railton’s study.

‘Che Housemaster was seated before the fire with a pipe
and a newspaper. He frowned as Mr. Lathom entered with
Racke trailing dismally behind him.

“I regret to have to disturb you, Mr. Railton,” said
Mr. Lathom, whose face was still pink with indignant
wrath, “but I have to report a most unseemly disturbance
in the junior Common-room. Something approaching a riot
has, apparently, taken place there. Hearing the commotion,
I went to investigate, and found at least a score of Shell
boys with disarrranged attire, and bearing obvious evidence
in their persons of having been fighting—a state of affairs
they did not attempt to deny to me.”

““Oh, indeed !” said Mr. Railton, frowning. *“But—"

“1I ordered them to report themselves toyou in due course,
Mr. Railton,” proceeded Mr. Lathom. ¢ As they were not
in my Form, I could not, of course, deal with them myself—
indeed I considered the matter too serious to be dealt with
by a Form master.” ‘

“Quite right, Mr. Lathom }” said Mr. Railton, who could
see that his colleague was agitated and angry. “But this
boy—Racke ?”

“He’s treated me with gross disrespect and rudeness,”
explained the master of the Fourth, with great indignation.
“As I entered the room I overheard him refer to me by
name as a ‘ beastly old fool I’ ”

“What ?” . ¥

e then added to his insulting behaviour by impudence,”
continued Mr. Lathom, his voice trembling with wrath.
“He had the-astounding impudence to point out the fact
that I was not his Form master, and that I had no right
to punish him. In the circumstances, I felt I had no course
other than to bring the boy to you, sir.”

Mr. Railton laid aside his pipe and paper, and rose to his
feet, his face very stern. - S5

“You did quite right, Mr. Lathom, in bringing the boy
before me,” he said sternly. “This is

11

They looked quite startled at the expression on Racke’s
face, and the traces of tears in his eyes.

“Phew!” gasped Crooke. “You've had it hot, then, old
man! Hard lines!” :

Racke said nothing for the moment. He collapsed intc the
study armchair, panting. Not for a long time had Aubrey
Racke had such a thrashing as this. Mr. Railton knew the
cad of the Shell only too well, and he had no mercy for him,
knowing his mean, spiteful nature.

Crooke and Mellish eyed him in silence for some moments,
too afraid at the look on Racke’s face to speak. But Crooke
ventured to speak at last

“Hard lines, Racke!” he repeated again. “But that
rotter Lathom was bound to make it hot for you after
hearing that. And you shouldn’t have made matters worse
by cheeking him, you know.”

“Shut up!” hissed Racke. “I've had it hot, I tell you!

But—but T'll make that brute Lathom squirm some-
how for this. As for that cad Tom Merry—it was all his
fault! T'll get my own back on him, too!”

“Like I did, eh?” grinned Percy Mellish.

Racke locked at him suddenly.

“What do you mean, Mellish?”’ he demanded.
grin at me, you snivelling worm—-—"

“I'm not grinning at you,” said Mellish hurriedly.
fron{)‘i}t. What about the way I got my own back?”

WAl

“What about . those giddy records?” grinned Mellish.
“Who d’you think made 'em disappear, Racke?”

“What?” gasped Racke, his pains and aches forgotten
as he stared at the grinning sneak of the Fourth. “It wasn’t
7Ou- .
“Little me!” grinned Mellish, quite enjoying Racke’s
astonishment. “The giddy records aren’t burned at all.
But I know just where they are, old top!”

“Well, my hat !” said Racke. :

“I thought it would be some satisfaction to you to
know who did it !” said Mellish. “Lathom licked me yester-
day and piled lines on me, the beast. That was how I got
my own back. I found the records on his desk when I took
my lines in, and I left the first sheet half-burned in the grate
and collared the rest.”

And with gloating glee Mellish explained.

Racke’s eyes glittered as he finished. 3

“So you were going to make the records appear again
when yow'd made Lathom squirm for a bit?” he said,
gritting his teeth. :

“That’s the idea! I shail wait a bit and then—"

“No you jolly well won’t!” said Racke thickly. “Lathom
isn’t goin’ to see those dashed records again, my pippin!

(Continued on next page.)

“If you

“Far

very serious. Racke, what explanation
have you to offer for your scandalous
behaviour ?”
“I—I'm sorry, sir!” panted Racke.
“J—I dido’t really mean what I said
»
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“That is no excuse!” said Mr. Rail-
ton harshly. “You must learn to have
more respect for a master of this
school, Racke, than to refer to him in
such disgraceful terms, and afterwards
adding to your offence by gross
impudence.” :

Mr. Railton took a stout cane from
his table drawer. Aubrey Racke
shivered; he had need to shiver, know-
ing only too well the strength of the
Housemaster’s right arm.

“Touch your toes, Racke

“Oh dear! But, sir, I'm sorry——"

“Silence! Obey me this instant,
Racke!” thundered the Housemaster.

Racke  obeyed. The next moment
Mr. Railton was wielding his cane as
though he were beating a carpet.

Racke’s worst expectations were
rcalised. © He gasped and gasped as
the cane rose and fell, and by the time
the Housemaster had finished he was
fairly howling.

“There!” said Mr. Railton, throw-
ing down the cane at length. “Let
that be a lesson to you, Racke! Go!”

And Aubrey Racke went limp as a
rag, squirming like an eel, and gasping
like a damp squib. It had been a
record licking for the cad of the Shell,
and his face was white; and his eyes
glittering as he tottered- to his study.

Crooke was there, and also Percy
Mellisk of the Fourth. + - Ba :
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Youm gom to hand ’em over to me, and I'm goin’ to
burn ’em, Mellish.

** But—but—"

“Shut up, you smvelhng little worm!” snarled Racke.
“Think I’'m goin’ to miss a chance like this of gettin’ a
bit of my own back?
Mellish, by—no, by Jingo, I won’t!”

““What——" began Crooke.

He eyed Racke’s gleaming eyes curiously.

“I've got a better wheeze even than that!” breathed
Racke. “What about gettin’ hold of the dashed records and
plantin’ ’em on Tom Merry? It was that cad’s fault—"

“Phew! Yes, but Lathom will get the silly things
back, then. Thas will be doing him a good turn, Racke! T

“Will it7” said Racke. “Not when I've finished iwith
the dashed things. I shall destroy half of each sheet
and make ’em useless in some way. Then I'll plant the
ruined parts on that cad, Mury somechow. It’ll not only
get Merry into hot water, but it’ll cause no end of trouble
between his lot and those Fourth cads——BluLe and his pals.
We owe them all a few grudges.”

“Gad!” breathed Crooke. “I say, that's rather thick,
though. Don’t do it, Racke!”

“QOh, dorn’t be a rotten funk!” sneered Racke. “My
hat! Think I'm missing a chance like this after what

I’ve gone through with the lot of them! I’ll teach Lathom
to get me thrashed, and that cad Merry to boot me just
when he likes! - Trouble, eh? Gad! We'll cause some
-trouble all round now {”

“Oh, dear!” Mellish was regretting now that he had
opened his mouth at all, anxious as he had been to earn
the praise of the fellows he toarhed for. “I—I say, Racke,
chuck the idea, it’s too risky ”

Racke got up, his face set Lard,

“Come on, you snivelling worm!” he snapped. “Come
and find those records now or I'll make your miserable
life not worth living. Not only that, if you don’t I'll
tuu npin’ well give you away to Lathom myself 1

“Oh! I—I say-———” Mellish paused. He saw with dismay
that it was useless to argue with Racke now. That ruthless
young blackguard’s face was determined and uny 1e1dmg
“Oh, all—all uvht"’ he gasped. “The bundle’s on top of
our bookease.”

“Come on, then!”

The three left the study, the expressions of both Crooke
and Mellish showing the uneasiness with which they
regarded the scheme. It was a little too thick even for
them, and certainly too risky. DBut they saw it was no_use
tryinv to persuade Racke from it. The cad of the Shell
was likely to feel the effects of thai terrific thrashing for a
long time yet, and he was more than ready for any
rascality to get his own back.
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I’ll finish the job you've begun;.
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Price 2d.

The trio made tracks for Mellish’s study. There was
every prospect of still more trouble in the Nchool House
at St. Jim’s !
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CHAPTER 7
Trimble Tumbles !

AGGY TRIMBLE came along the Fourth Form
passage in rather a stealthy manner, and he looked
guiltily to right and left as he did so. To anyone
who knew Baggy, and from the fact that he had

something hidden under his jacket, it was clear that Baggy
had been “up to ” something.

And Baggy had! Under %he fat Fourth-Former’s jacket
was a large plum cake. A few seconds ago that cake had
reposed on a shelf in Grundy’s study capboald Baggv
had “found” it there—Baggy being an expert in finding
things to cat. in study cupboards.

In Baggy's view findings were keepings. .So Barrgy had
taken possession of Grundvs caks, and was now taking
it stealthily along to his own study to devour at his
leisure.

1t was Grundy’s own fault. of course. Baggy had asked
the great man of the Shell quite frankly to let him have
a bit of the cake, and Grundy had refused. He had even
added a hefty boot to the refusal. lIl"‘leOle Baggy fels
guite justified in helping h]mself to the cake, just to teach
Grundy to be more generous and unselfish. TLuckily Grundy
had been out of the sthdJ likewise Wilkins and Gunn,
and the finding process had been simple.

Still, Bam} was not feeling very easy in his mind as
he h'uueu to Study No. 2, and he looked many times
and oft over his shoulder as he went. It was most un-
fortunate that Wilkins had come along just as be was
leaving Grundy’s study Wilkins was a suspicious beast,
and he might easily blame Trimble when the cake was
missed !

Sc Baggy lost no time in scuttling
of No. 2 with his prize.

Luckily the study was unoccupied, and Baggy breathed
in relief. If Wildrake had-been in, the fat Fourth-Former
was well aware that he would have been made to return
the cake. Wildrake was a beast who didn’t agree on the
point of findings being keepings. Ard Mellish—well,
Mellish would have insisted upon sharing the cake as the
price of his silence.

Trimble didn’t want to share the cake, big as it was.

Once inside the study Trimble locked for the key. But
it was not in the lock, and Baggy grunted as he closed
the door. Thea he looked about him for a place to hide
the gorgeous cake. At any moment Wilkins might miss

the cake and come after him— being
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such a suspicious beast !

Trimble’s roving eye fell upon the
bookecase and he grinned. It was just
the place he wanted—a place nobody
would dream of investigating.

Breaking the cake in half for present
consumption, Trimble hastily wrapped
the other half in a piece of paper, and
dragged a chair to the ‘bookcase. Then
he shoved the wrapped half of the cake
on the top of the bookcase—or, at least,
he tried to do so.. But somethmg was
there already, and Baggy gave a grunt.

“What the thump——"

Standing on tip-toe, Baggy groped
over the beaded edge. His fat hand
encountered the little bundle of paper
there, and he gave another grunt. The
top of that bhookecase was Trimble’s
favourite place for hiding things, and
he felt quite indignant at the thought
of someone else using it for a like
purpose !

He also felt curious about the bundle.
It hadn’t been there when hg had used
the hiding-place last.

Baggy reached up, and with an effort,
just managed to get a grip on *he
bundle. Next moment he

A Powerful Yara of Thrilling 2 2av0 =
Adventure among the Apache Indians startled gasp as the chair beneath him
O Conosiie. BT ARTHUR gave a dangerous wobble, and he mads

a frantic-clutch at the edge of the book-
case.

That did it!

The bookcase was a fauly massive
_piece of furniture, and the shelves of
books made it still heavier, but it
.could not have been expected to with- -
stand a sudden pull with all Baggy

Trimble’s hefty a»mrdupcus behind 1t.
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It lurched forward, and then - things moved so quickly
that the fat Fourth-Former hardly knew what happened.
One of his wildly waving feet sent the chair, already
insecurely balanced on three legs, bumping over.

For one dreadful second Baggy remained in mid-air
without any visible means of support. The next ac-
companied by a miscellaneous assortment of bocks, he had
landed on the floor with a bump that shook the study.

“*Yooooop !”
Crash! Bump! Crash!
“Ow! Yaroooh!”

“Under a miniature avalanche of weighty tomes, Baggy
Frimble sat and roared. Luckily he had released his hold
on the bookcase before it had been dragged right over,
or his damages might have been much more serious.

It was some minutes before Trimble had regained his
breath and recovered from the shock. With many grunts
and groans he scrambled to his feet at last, his first thought
for the half-cake he had dropped. Luckily it had sus-
tained no serious damage and, placing it on the table,
Baggy turned his atteniion to the books and papers that
were strewn over the floor of the study in great profusion.

As he did so, his look becams fixed on some of the white
sheets of paper at his feet—evidently part of the bundle
that had been hidden on the top of the bookcase. Trimble
grabbed them up, and one glance at the figures and neat
handwriting that covered them made him jump almost clear
of the floor in alarm and astonishment.

For he recognised the papers in a flash!

They were the precious chess records—the very things all

/the fuss had been about!

“Phew !” gasped Trimble, almost forgetting his injuries
now. “Who the thump’s put the silly things there? 1

wonder—my hat! Mellish! It’s that beast Mellish! Only
this evening he was vowing to get his own back on old
Lathom. Of course! Phew!”

For a few brier scconds Baggy eyed the sheets, wondering
what to do in the matter. Then his eyes suddenly began
to gleam, and he gave a soft chuckle. The top of the
bookease was certainly not a safe hiding-place now.  If
Mellish went there to look at the bundle he would find the
cake there, of course.

Hurriedly Baggy collected the strewn papers together
and stuffed them under his waistcoat. Then he stacked
the pile of books back on the shelves, and took a big bite
out of the unwrapped half of the cake as if to aid him in
his reflections on this new turn of events.

His first thought had been to rush with the records to
Mr. Lathom and thus earn the Form master’s undying grati-
tude. His second thoughts were more cautious. Lathom
would never take his word at any time, and he might
easily think he had had the blessed papers all along.
Besides

Other thoughts were working in Trimble’s mind now.
But ke had not long to think things over then, for hurried
footsteps suddenly sounded in the passage, and Baggy
started up in alarm.

It was Wilkins after him, of course—possibly Grundy and
Gunn as well.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Baggy.

He looked wildly about him. Then, grabbing the un-
wrapped half of the cake, he dived beneath the study couch.

He had scarcely done so when the door opened and
three juniors entered. But they were not Grundy & Co.
They were none other than Mellish, Racke, and Crooke.

(Continued on next page.)
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Qur freakish know-ali
knows ali there is to
know and if there’sany-
thing you chaps want {o
know, ali you have to do
is to drop him a line.

Q. What is a flange ? regiment ab

maneeuvres.

Whates, it is not to say that there
are not smart linguists about. Nor
7 Form-master “ pulling
> as you suggested, when
ou that plenty of people
learn over twenty. If I told you
how many I know, you might think
I was boasting. And what about
Sir George Grierson, author of
“The Linguistic Survey of India.”
Amazing as it may seem, that
Government official knows no less
than 178 languages and 564
dialects !

Q. What is the difference be-
He noticed | tween a salaam and a salame ?

A. A dickens of & lot, Duncan Belcher.

A. This is the projecting rim of a wheel
such as that which you may see on the
wheels of a railway locomotive or. coach.
On the railways, the flanges of the wheels
act a3 & means for keeping the wheels on
the metal and especially when going at a
speed round curves. :

Q. When was the fork introducead into
England ?

A. In the year 1660—on November
12th, to be precise, Fred Kelly. It was
brought by an eccentric traveller named

" Coryate. In
those days in
England
there was no
such table
utensil as a
fork, most
people pre-
ferring to
‘tuck in with
their fingers.
But Coryate
A fiange—a projecting rim during his
of a railway’/loco. whesel. travels -in

Italy made the acquaintance of folk who |

were using 8 strange pronged imple-
ment to avoid touching the food with
their fingers, So Coryate took a specimen
of the fork home with him, and degpite
tht;lribald jests of his pals, wielded it at
table. :

Q. Where is  White Man’s Grave »* 2
A. It is West Africa, C. F. D., which
has earned this grim name.

Q. Why do soldiers break step while
crossing a bridge ? -

A. “AReader Since the Firgh Number ”
who sent in this query, saw recently a

that whereas they all kept time in march-
ing, they became a sort of rabble when
crossing a wooden bridge across a stream.

“Why ?” he asks. Simply this, that if
the soldiers had kept step while crossing
the bridge, the ““punch ” of their feet in
unison would have set up vibrations which
might have put a dangerous strain on
certain parts of the bridge. By breaking
stap, an even weight was given while
the troops passed over. By the way,
“ Roader Since the First Number,” you
must bhe getting on a bit in years! Eh,
what ?

Q. Is it possible to learn twenty
fanguages ? 2

A. My aunt, yes! Because you find it

difficult te learn even English, Charlie

.h &h l::n .ﬁ

A Signal gantry—see what the Oracle
: says about it! -

A salaam is en Oriental salutation, mean-
ing “peace be with youw” In India
the salaam is madse by bowing the head and
body. The salame is a “ native ”’ of Italy
—it'is a sausage highly salted and flavoured
with garlic. So you see, Duncan, if you
were feeling peckish in a strange land, it
would make all the difference whether
anyone gave you a salaam or a salame.

An  Oriental
salutation —
salaam.

Q. What is a gantry ?

A. It is a kind of bridge or platform
built to carry railway signals, travelling
cranes or other. such things. It is also
the name applied toa kind of wooden
stand for holding large barrels. °

Q. What is the difference between the
Jacebites and the Jacobins ?

A, They must not be confused in history,
¢ Swotter.” The Jacobites were sup-
orters of the Stuarts, whereas the
acobins were a party active in the
French Revolution.

Tae Gem Lmrarv.—No. 1,007,
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“Here we are!” said Racke, his voice trembling with
eager excitement. “Shut that rotten door, Mellish, and
keep your ears open. On the bookecase, did you say?”

“Yes,” said Mellish sullenly. *Look here—remember if
it comes out, I had nothing to do with it !”

“Oh, shut up, you little funk!”

Racke dragged a chair to the bookcase—the same chair
Baggy had used. He jumped up on it and felt over the
top of the bookecase.

Then he growled,

“No signs of it here, Mellish!”

“Let me get it!” said Mellish, looking surprised.” “Tt's
there, of course—it must be!”

He took Racke’s place on the chair, and after feeling in
vain he peered over the beading—also in vain. The bundle
of sheets containing the chess records was gone—of that
there was not the slightest doubt. -

Mellish searched and searched, and then he jumped down
to the carpet, his face quite white.

“It’s gone!” he pauted. “Somebody must have found
the thing there. I know I put it there!”

“Rot! You couldn’t have done!”

“But I did!” cried Mellish frantically. “I know T did!
Somebody must have found it!”

The thought of it being found there filled Mellish with
sudden dread. Everyone knew his feelings against Mr.
Lathom, and whoever did find it there would kuow at
once that he was responsible.

Underneath the couch Baggy Trimble could have grinned
as he heard the tremble of fear in Mellish’s voice. Ie lay
still as a mouse.

‘“Well, search round the blessed study!” sniffed Racke.
“I bet you put it somewhere else. If anyone had found
it there would have been a rumpus before this They’d
take it straight to Lathom—Wildrake would for a cert.”

He started on his own account to search, opening the
cupboard and peering inside. Mellish, almost beginning to
believe himself that he must have changed the hiding-
place and forgotten, also began to hunt about in a desul-
tory sort of way.

But it was Racke who found—Trimble!

Quite suddenly he caught sight of the fat junicr’s leg
stilt,iking out from the back of the couch, and he gave a

3

2
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“Primble! That fat rotter’s here—hiding

“Oh!” gasped Mellish, while Trimble himself gave a
groan of dismay.

It changed to a yell as Racke grabbed his leg and
hauled him viciously out from bencath the couch.

“*Now, you fat rotter!” snapped Racke. “What’s this
game? Why are you hiding under that couch—your own
dashed couch?”

- Mellish glowered at Trimble—he suspected Trimble knew
Wl]:(erc the records were at the moment, but he dared not
ask.

Trimble gasped in alarm, as the ‘trio of cads glared at
him, but for once Trimble kept his head.

“Oh!” he gasped. “I—I thought it was that beast
Grundy, and those beasts Wilkins and Gunn.”

“What?”

“Not that this is their rotten ecake!” said Trimble,
taking another bite from the hefty chunk in his hand.
“It belongs to me, of course—came by this evening’s post,
you know! I—I hid under the couch because—because,
well, I thought the beasts might think it belonged to them.
Just because Wilkins spotted me leaving their study, he
thought—>>

“Oh

The brows of Racke and Crooke, at all events, eleared.
They understood now—or imagined they did. Trimble had
pinched one of Grundy’s famous cakes, and Trimble had
dived beneath the couch, believing Grundy was after him.
They had already unwrapped the half cake on the table,
and it was clear to them that they had interrupted Trimble
at the work of demolishing it.

‘The slab of cake still in Trimble’s hands, and the crumbs
on his fat cheeks, bore out that supposition.

But Mellish still eyed Trimble suspiciously.

“Look—look here, Trimble!” he burst out. “Have you
taken anything from that bookease this evening?”

“Eh? The bookcase?”

“Yes. I put something there this evening,” said Mellish
fiercely. “It’s gone now. Have you seen 1t?”

“Seen what? = What was 1t?’ asked Trimble, with
apparent carelessness, “Some grub? If you think I'd lower
myself by boning anybody’s grub, Mellish——"

“Oh, leave the fat ass alone!” grinned Crooke, who
was rather relieved than otherwise that the records were
missing again, “Can’t you sce he knows nothing, the fat
grub-raider.”

“But—but——" Mellish paused.
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Trimble obviously had been hiding under the couch.
And knowing Trimble as he did, Mellish felt it quite
impossible that he could have refrained from showing
knowledge of what had been on the bookcase if he had
really known. Trimble knew nothing about it.  Then
why make him more suspicious by asking further. Mellish
felt thankful that none of them had mentioned the records
by name,

Trimble chuckled—seeing the shivering Mellish was still
a trifle suspicious.

“He, he! I say, you fellows, what have you been up
to?” he said craftilyl “What were you after on the book-
case—somehody’s grub?”

“You fat- ass!” :

“Cigs, then, T bet!” said Trimble. “I say, it’s rather
thick hidin’ ’em in this study—might be found here and
get Wildrake or me into a row!”

“Ob, dry up!” snapped Racke. He was bitterly dis-
appointed, and he felt like venting his disappointment on

Blake & Co. arrived just in time to see Mr. Lathom floundering out of
from head to foot with mud, and he looked a sight. ** Sis

someone. “‘Shut up, you fat ass! Come on, you fellows—
no good stopping here! I fancy——"

Racke got no farther than that. At that moment there
came the hurried tramp of heavy feet in the passage, and
then the door flew back with a crash

It was followed by & roar of wrath from one of the
three fellows, who appeared just then in the doorway.

“My hat! There it is—there’s the dashed cake now,
and there’s that fat burglar!” :

Grundy & Co. had arrived.

Trimble gasped as he sighted their red and furicus faces.

Nemesis was at hand for the grub-raider.

“The—the fat burglar!” gasped Grundy, glaring at the
half-slab of cake on the table, and then at the piece still
clutched in Trimble’s fat fist. “Why the fat little beast
is scoffing it now. My cake! Smash him!”

“Yarroogh! -1 say, you fellows, it’s a mistake!” yelled
Trimble, in great alarm. “This is my cake—it was sent
from Trimble Hall this Yow! Leggo, I tell youl!?




~ment.

Trimble’s wails reached the ears of a number of Fourth-
Formers in their studies, and they came rushing to investi-

gate.

Blake, followed by Herries, D’Arcy, and Digby,
appeared first in the open doorway, and they were quickly
reinforeed by Levison, Julian, and half a dozen other
Fourth-Formers.

“My hat!” yelled Blake, in wrath and astonishment.
“It’s Grundy’s crowd and Racke and Crooke—bullying
Trimble! Cheek! Cliuck ’em out!”

“Yaas, wathah! Teach the wottahs bettah than to waid
Fourth quartahs, deah boys!”

And Blake & Co., followed by Levison and the rest,

_ rushed into Study No. 2 and laid violent hands on the

Shell - fellows.  Racke and Crooke howled and tried to
explain, as did Grundy & Co. But their yells fell upon
deaf ears. There was a wild and whirling scuffle in the
study, during which Baggy Trimble—with the records still

R e )

e ’,Waﬁr-ﬁﬂed ditch that ran through the woods. He was covered
isped Blake.

¢ What has happened 7 ** (Se¢e Chapter 11.)

safe under his ample waistcoat—sneaked ou’ and made
himself scarce.

CHAPTER 8.
: - Trimble Tries It On!
N Study No. 2 the struggle waxed fast and furious.
Racke and Crooke were easily disposed of, though in
his fury even Aubrey Racke put up a bit of a fight.
The two black sheep of the Shell went out of the study
very soon—{lying out one after the other like sacks of coke,
to fall in the passage outside with hearty bumps.
The Fourth-Formers were not inclined to be gentle with
Racke and Crooke. :
That precious pair scrambled to their feet and tottered

= away—with still more vengeful feelings against Blake &

Co. Racke himself was seething with anger and disappoint-
He thought that with the records in his hands he
would have had a weapon that would have not only “paid
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out ¥ Lathom, but Tom Merry & Co. as VEil: Yow the
weapon was gone—had vanished completely. Either Mellish’
had been spoofing him for some reason or other, or else some-
body else had taken the documents. His great scheme had
come to nothing.

Having thrown out Racke and Crooke, the Fourth-Formers
who had done so, returned to help with the throwing out
of Grundy & Co. :

Trimble was gone, and with him all thoughts of ven-
geance—for the present, at any rate.

It was not an easy task. Grundy was raging, and his
chums were hardly less furious. On top of this they were
handled by the kids of the Fourth—handled in no gentle
manner. 3

Grundy himself was bellowing at the top of his voice—but
he was also putting up a tremendous fight. It could not
last, however. This time the odds were in favour of the
Fourth-Formers, and no aid was at hand.

Gunn went out first, and then Wilkins followed him. A
few seconds later Grundy—all arms and legs—also went
flying ous of Study Ne. 2

He dropped in the passage, and immediately scrambled
up again to renew the unequal struggle. But as he saw
his chums just disappearing along the passage, he gave the
idea up—even Grundy had glimmerings of wisdom at times.
With a homicidal glare and a shake of his fist at the grin-
ning Fourth-Formers in the doorway, Grundy tottered away,
looking very much the worse for wear indeed. He vanished,
and Blake turned back into the study.

“What was the trouble about, Mellish?” he demanded.
“What were those checky Shell-fish after here?”

Mellish licked his lips. He had kept out of the struggle.

“It—it was that fat fool Trimble,” he said, pointing
to the chunk of cake still adorning the table. “He pinched
Grundy’s cake, and Grundy and his pals eame after him.”

“Oh!” gasped Blake, with a rueful chuckle. “So that
was it!” Blake saw now that they had been a trifle too
previous. Certainly if Trimble had “boned ” Grundy's
cake, he and his chums had some justification for coming
after Trimble. Nonme the less, Blake felt that Grundy & Co.
should have come and made their complaint to him before
resorting to assault and battery in the Fourth quarters. “Obh,
well,” he added, “‘Grundy asked for it, anyway. He isn't
going to be allowed to come here kicking up a giddy commo-
tion just when he likes.”

“Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus.

“But what were Racke and Crocke doing here?” de-
manded Herries.

“They—they came to see me,” stammered Mellish.

“Oh, did they?” snorted Blake. ‘Well, it’s a pity you
can’}';’ find pals in the Fourth, Mellish—that’s all T’ve got to
say.

**Hear, hear !”

With that, Blake and his followers departed, leaving the
hapless Mellish to himself. Earlier that day, Blake & Co.
would not have troubled if Study No. 2 had been filled with

" Shell fellows. DBut a lot had happened since then. Once
again the rivalry between Fourth and Shell had been
,roused—with the masters of both Forms at loggerheads, it
was only to be expected.

Biting his finger-nails, Mellish sas and stared at the
_closed door in utter dismay. The discovery that the precious
chess records had vanished, had filled him with alarm and
fear. Where were they, and who had found them? Even
now Wildrake or someone might be handing them over to
their owners—to his undoing.

Mellish shivered. It was becoming more and more clear
to him that either Wildrake or Trimble had found them.
Who else was likely to look up on the bookcase for any-
thing ?

With sudden anxiety Mellish began to hunt round the
study again, hoping against hope. He was busily engaged
on his vain task when Trimble came in, a fat grin on his
face.

Trimble’s waistcoat was not quite so bulky now. The
chess records had been safely hidden under a loose floor-
board in the top box-room—Trimble had already seen to
that. The fat Fourth-Former prided himself that he had
hoodwinked Racke & Co. very neatly indeed. He also con-
gratulated himself on having had amazing luck in escaping
the attentions of Grundy & Co. Trimble was feeling quite
cheery-as he entered Study No. 2 now.

What he intended doing with the records, Baggy had no
very clear idea as yet. But he knew he was going to make
good usc of them—somechow. He was afraid to take them
o Lathom in any case. So why not make use of them—of his
knowledge concerning them? Besides, only that evening
Mellish had licked him—or tried to do so. if only to make
Mellish squirm, Frimble was prepared to put his knowledge
to some use. < S

“He, he, he!” he sniggered as he sighted Mellish’s dismal
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face. “Youwre looking a bit down in the mouth,
old chap.”

“Shut up!”’ snarled Mellish.

“Worrying about the giddy chess records, what?” asked
Baggy cheerfully. “My hat! I didn’t know you were so
fond of old Lathom as to worry about his silly old records.
Fancy that!”

Mellish looked at him.

“ What—what do you mean, Trimble?”

“Nothing, old c¢hap!” said Trimble. “I say, I wonder
what Lathom and Linton would do to the chap who really
did burn thosesrecords, Mellish? I bet they’d yank him
before the Head and get him sacked—after causing all this
trouble. Don’t you think so, Mellish, old chap?”

“Look here,” stammered Mellish, eyeing Trimble’s fat
face fiercely. “What—you know jolly well Lathom burned
the dashed things.”

“He might have done, and he might not,” said Trimble,
with a fat chuckle. “Someone else might have burnt ’em—
and they also might not! They might, f'instance, have only
burnt the first sheet to make Lathom and Linton think they
‘.xkflere all burnt. D’you think that’s possible, Mellish, old
chap?”

Mellish was on his feet now, his eyes fixed fiercely on
Trimble’s fat face.

“Look here, Trimble!” he panted. “What—what are
you gassing about, you fat rotter?”

“The chess records, of course!” returned Trimble. “It’s
my belief they’re not burned at all, and that some un-
scrupulous chap is hiding ’em to pay Lathom out, old
chap.”

“Trimble—"

“You'd hetter look out if that’s so,” said Trimble,
shaking his head. “Everybody knows you were vowing to
get even with old Lathom—everyone in the Form heard you
gassing. If the records did happen to be found, it might
be thought that you’d hidden ’em, Mellish.”

“You—you rotten cad!” hissed Mellish. “I'I—['ll—"

“Go on!” grinned Trimble, quite enjoying the situation.
“Punch my head if you iike—I don’t mind. I say, did you
find what you were looking for on the bookcase, old chap?”

“You—you fat cad!” breathed Mellish, certain now of
his suspicions. “So—so it was you? You'd got them—"

“Got what?” asked Trimble innocently.

“You know what!” hissed Mellish. *Look here, what’s
your rotten game, Trimble? If—if you've found anything
on that bookcase top youw'd better hand it over to me, you
fat cad!” ;

“T might have found something, and I might not!” said
Trimble cautiously, “It all depends. I say Oh, good !”
Trimble broke off as he sighted the chunk of cake still on
the table. “Oh, good! 1 say, this is jolly good cake,
Mellish. Much better than yours, old chap. Still, I think
T’1l have some of yours when I’'ve finished this, old man.”

“Will you?” ground out the sneak of the Fourth. “You
jolly well won’t, you fot rotter! Look here—"

“Yes, I think I willl” grinned Trimble, munching away
at the cake. “I say, I'm rather worried about what I
found on the bookcase, Mellish,” added Trimble, shaking
his head. “I think I ought to take it to Lathom, you
know, and explain where I found it.”

“You—you—-" %

“In fact, being a chap of principle,” said Baggy virtu-
ously, “I think that’s what I ought to do. I am an awfully
honourable chap, Mellish. Not like some fellows I know.”

“You—you won't, Trimble!” muttered Mellish, realising
by this time that his suspicions were only too correct.
“Look here——"

“T only said I might!” said Trimble. “It all depends.
I don’t like the idea of sneaking on any chap—even on a
chap who's known as a sneak,” he added, with a grin. “I%
all depends, as I say, how the chap treats me.”

“QOh!”  Mellish understood what Trimble’s game was

1]

3

" now. He meant to make capital out of his discovery. “Oh!

If—if you really want some cake, Trimble—"

“He,  he, he! After I’ve finished this, old chap. But I
say, I'm awfully worried, Mellish. I was-expecting a regis-
tered letter by the evening post; it hasn’t arrived. It’s
rather unfortunate, as I'm awfully hard up at the moment.
1 suppose you couldn’t change the—the cheque in advance
for me, old chap?” -

“You—you silly fooll” said Mellish, gritting his teeth
as he realised he was fairly under Trimble’s fat thumb.
“You fat rotter; I'm practically stony!”

“Well, I can believe that,” said Trimble, with a sneer.
“You're a poverty-stricken bounder, if you doo’t mind my
mentioning it, Meilish. Still, I think old Racke might cash
the order—I mean the chegque in advance. Think he will?”

“You fool! Racke will half kill you if yvou go to him!”

“1 fancy not!” grinned Trimble. “Not when I mention
that I found something on the bookcase. I'm rather keen
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on palling with dear old Aubrey. He, he, he! I think PII
run along and see the old chap now.” :

“Do,” said Melllish viciously. “You’ll get the licking of
your life, too!”

“He, he, he!?

Trimble snigggered again, and went out, nodding quite
cheerfully to Mellish. As a matter of fact, Mellish was not
Trimble's game at all—or, at least, not unless Racke and
Crooke failed him. For Trimble fondly imagined that the
two black sheep were “in it ” in regard to the chess records
as much as Mellish was. And Trimble meant to make
capital out of Aubrey Racke. Racke was a wealthy youth
who would be a horn of plenty upon which Trimble could
draw at any time he wanted.

That was Trimble’s idea, at all events. In his famous
obtuseness, Baggy Trimble was far from realising just what
his intentions amounted to. To Baggy, findings were keep-
ings, and knowledge—however come by—was his to make
good use of for his own ends. Besides, Racke & Co. had
done wrong and deserved to be punished for it.  Much
better for him to punish them instead of the beaks—better
for Racke & Co. and better for Baggy himself.

Baggy began to feel he was doing quite a praiseworthy
action as he thought of that way of looking at it.

He rolled into Study No. 7 in the Shell quite cheerfully,
closing the door after him as if he had come to stay.

Racke was there with Crooke. The two were lounging, one
on the‘ expensive and elegant couch, the other in the
expensive and elegant armchair. Being a wealthy youth,
Aubrey Racke had found it easy to surround himself with
luxuries.

He glared at Baggy in some amazement.

Racke was sore in body and mind—very sore. He had
been roughly handled by the Fourth-Formers, and he had
been thrashed by Railton. Racke ached all over and felt as
if he had been through a coffee-grinding machine. So that
he was not in a pleasant mood—not the mood to be affable
to callers like Baggy Trimble. =

“Here, get out, you cheeky fat sweep!” he snapped.
“My hat! Coming in here as if the beastly fat worm
owned the place!”

“Oh, really, old man—"

“QGet out!” roared Racke furiously. “Why, I'lIl—"

“I say, old chap, just a minute!” grinned Trimble, feel-
ing himself quite the master of the situation. “Youw’ll ask
me to stay, I fancy, when—"

Whizz ! E

“Yow-ocop !”

Bump'! = s

Trimble sit down on the expensive carpet—hard. The

“cushion Racke had hurled at him with deadly aim was a

heavy one, and it quite bowled the fat juniorsover.

“Get out!” roared Racke. “Perhaps you will now, you
fat toad!”

Trimble scrambled to his feet, his.eyes gleaming.

“You—you rotter, Racke!” he gasped. “Just you wait
until youw’ve heard—" ;

But Racke didn’t wait until he had heard—he jumped up
from the couch and flew at Trimble. Racke was not in
the mood to hear anything from Trimble just then. He
gra.bll)ied the fat junior and brought his boot into play with
a will.

Trimble howled with anguish, and vainly tried to make
Racke hear what he had to tell him.

But Crooke had jumped to aid his chum, and before he
quite knew what was happening Trimble felt himself whirl-
ing through the doorway. Then he felt a sudden, painful
shock, and found himself sitting on the linoleum in the
passage, staring at the closed door of Racke’s study. »

“Ow!” he gasped.. “Ow-ow-ow-ow! Yow-ow-ow! Ow!
Oh. the awful beasts! Why, T'll—>

He serambled breathlessly to his feet, obviously with the
intention of having another try to make Racke understand
just where he stood.  But second thoughts prevailed—
fortunately, perhaps, for Trimble. It was obviously not a
suitable time to “try it on” with Aubrey Racke. In his
rage Baggy felt strongly inclined to go straight to Lathom
then and there and tell of his great discovery. But again
second thoughts prevailed as he thought of Racke’s well-
lined purse—and also the risk to himself.- And so Baggy
Trimble tottered away and gave it up~for the time being!

CHAPTER 9.: |

An Unfortunate Meeting ! ‘ 3

OLLOWING om the events of that evening there was
great excitement in the Lower School at St. Jim's.
As Tom Merry had feared, the scrap in the Common:

: room between Shell and Fourth did not look like
being forgotten—as such scraps usually were. Often enough
there were little differences between the two Forms, and
often enough there was trouble. But the scrapping was
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good-natured scrapping, and there was no ill-fecling on
either side.

Actually there was no ill-feeling now bebween Shell and
Fourth for that matter—unless one took into account fellows
like Racke & Co. and Mellish, who were always in a state
of more or less ill-feeling with the rest of the fellows in
other Forms. For all that, feeling ran high, and Tom
Merry saw trouble ahead. It was only the thing to back
up one’s own Form master—which both Forms naturally
did. And as they could not keep from discussing the
matter, the danger of more trouble was 'always present._

In any case, as Blake remarked, things were getting
_rather slow, and a good bust-up between the two Forms
would liven things up a bit and make life worth living!

By morning it was common knowledge in the school that
Mr. Lathom and Mr., Linton had quarrelled, and were not
on speaking terms. By noon that day—a Wednesday half-
holiday—-there was scarcely anyone who had not had
evidence of the quarrel. :

In the House and in the quadrangle Messrs. Linton and
Lathom passed each other without speaking, as if the other
did not exist. It was looked upon by most as rather a
lark, and the cause of it—the missing chess records—as a
bit of a mystery.

Mr. Lathom had made wide inquiries as to who had
‘visited his study that evening—to mno purpose. It was a
blank mystery to the little master of the Fourth.

Whether the Head had heard about it nobody knew.
Tf he did he had said nothing, apparently, to anyone. Mr.
Railton must have known about it. He could not help
having seen the attitude of the two gentlemen when they
‘had occasion to approach each other. In fact, Baggy
Trimble claimed that Mr. Railton had tried to chip in
in an effort to heal the breach—to no purpose.

At all events the affair caused endless excitement and
discussion in the school that morning. School House and
New House took sides in the matter by common consent—
the junior part, that is. Tt was not a matter of House
rivalry now, but of Form rivalry. Figgins & Co. were in
the Fourth, and they soon let Tom Merry and the rest
of the Shell juniors knmow it.

Tom -Merry was feeling very glum indeed about the
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affair. It was a lark in one way; on the other hand it
was beginning to be rather a nuisance. All the  Shell
fellows who had taken part in the scrap in the Common-
room the evening before had reported themsclves to Mr.
Railton as instructed by Mr. Lathom, and Mr. Railton had
caned the whole lot of them in no gentle manner.

But though the Fourth fellows had escaped free without
punishment, Tom ~Merry - and his chums harboured no
malice, either against them or Mr. Lathom. It was Mr.
Lathom’s duty to report them, and that was all there
was to it—in the view of the majority.

It was not this that troubled Tom, however. As the
junior skipper he was afraid the trouble might possibly
begin to interfere with the footer; and he soon had proof
that it was going to do so. Tom had wanted a little
footer practice that afternoon—a scratch match between
Shell and Fourth. But Blake & Co. had declined the offer
that morning, telling the junior skipper with more vigour
than politeness to ““go and chop chips!”

As a matter of fact Blake & Co. had arranged to do
some shopping in Rylcombe that afternoon, and they saw
no reason to change their plans to please their rivals of
the Shell.

Tom Merry felt deeply exasperated about it.

“ Mucking up a whole afternoon !” he growled to Lowther
and Manners after dinner. “I must say I'm surprised at
those Fourth asses! Blake seems to have got his ears
up fairly. And cid Figgy’s backing them up.”

“Let 'em rip!” said Lowther. *Let’s go for a stroll,
and T'll tell you fellows about those jokes I've thought
out for the ¢ Weekly.” *

Tom Merry chuckled.

“It’s a half-holiday, you silly ass!” he said.
us hard brain work on a half, old chap?”

“You—you——-> spluttered Lowther. Any ecriticism of
his home-made jokes always made Lowther wrathy.

“Cut out the jokes,” said Tom Merry, “and we’ll come
for a walk with you right enough. As a matter of fact
I was going to suggest a stroll over to the Gramnmar School
to talk over a fixture with Gay for a fortnight’s time.
What about it?”

“Rather risky,” said Manners doubtfully. “It’s only
two days since we sent Gay and his pals home with their
legs tied, and their heads swamped with bran-mash. They
won’t have got over that yet.” e

“Rot! They won’t have forgotten it, perhaps. DBut
japing takes a back seat to sport,” said Tom Merry con-
fidently., “We’ll explain that it’s a friendly visit to dis-
cuss footer, and it’ll be all right.”

“Hum! Let’s hope so.”

Both Manners and Lowther were doubtful. But they
agreed, and the Terrible Three started out a little later.
They took the path across the fields, which was a short cut
to the Grammar School, hoping thereby to catch Gay and
his chums before they turned out for the afternoon.

But the Terrible Three were not fated to reach the
Grammar School that afternoon.

The Shell fellows were half-way across the meadows when
a sudden, shrill yelp from somewhere ahead reached their
ears.

“Hallo! Someone in trouble!” grinned Lowther. “My
hat! It almost sounded like—"

“0ld Skimmy !” said Tom Merry, frowning. “I say,
suppose it’s some lout bullying the poor duffer? Come
on!’ :

He started off in the direction from which the distant
sound had come, his two chums at his heels. Herbert
Skimpole of the Shell was a youth most emphatically not
able to take ‘carc of himself. His brain-power and stores
of knowledge were weird and wonderful—weird and won-
derful in another way altogether.

He was weedy, and generally regarded as a most fearful
duffer—a fit mark for raggers.

So the Terrible Three ran hard, being rather fond of
the weedy scientist of St. Jim’s. They arrived at the
scurce of the trouble with a rush. -

It was as they had expected. Lying on his back in
the dry ditch bottom was Herbert Skimpole. On his chest
was a Grammar School youth—they recognised him at once
as Lacy of the Fourth—one of the Grammarian cads.
With him were Carker and two more Grammar School
fellows with shady reputations.

"Tom Merry and his chums dropped over the stile, and
\vfere upon them before Lacy and his pals were aware
of it.

Lacy was just in the act of stuffing a horrid-looking
frog down the back of Skimmy’s thin neck.

That hapless youth was wriggling frantically, and the
Grammarians were roaring with laughter.

Their laughter ceased abruptly, and Lacy gave a wild
and astonished howl as Tom Merry grabbed:  him by the
collar and sent him whirling. : : ~
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As he scrambled up Lowther caught him and held him
fast, while Manners just managed to catch Carker before
that youth could flee.  Four to three as they were—counting
Skimpole as of no account—the Grammarians were not the
sort of fellows to attempt to try conclusions with the
redoubtabls Terrible Three.

The next moment Carker and the yelling Lacy were flat
on their backs in the grass, with Manners and Lowther
seated -on their respective chests.

Tom Merry hunted for, and found the frog. He brought
it over to Lacy, handling it tenderly. Tom had no inten-
tion of using the frog fér the purpose for which Lacy
ha,gi'ipiltended it.* But he wanted to give that caddish youth
a fright.

£ gow, we’ll see how Lacy likes the idea,” he said.
“You can trot on, Skimmy, old bean. We'll attend to
these merchants.””

“Yarroooogh !” howled Lacy, as Tom poised the frog
over his features. “Take the beastly thing away, you
rotter ! | Oh, gad! Take it away! If:you dare——"

“Luckily for you and the giddy frog I'm not such a
rotter as you!” said Tom scornfully, as he lowered the
frog and allowed it to hop away over the grass. “But
you've got to pay for ragging a St. Jim’s chap—a chap
who can’t defend himself. You're going to have a dose
of mud down your giddy necks instead of frogs, my
pippins.”’ . :

But Tom had spoken a little too soon. The next
gave a sudden convulsive jerk, and sent
Manners sprawling off him, Then he tried to jump away,
the thought of having mud shoved down his neck lending
him extra energy. And at that ‘moment newcomers
arrived. ;

Beyond the stile and the ditch was a little slope down
which the footpath ran to the stile. And over the brow
of the slope suddenly appeared four juniors wearing Gram-
mar School caps. They were Gordon Gay, Frank Monk,
Carboy, and Harry Wootton.

Tom Merry & Co. had no need to go to the Grammar
School. Gordon Gay & Co. were here on the spot. The
next moment Tom Merry & Co had good reason to wish
they were neot. -

“Well, my hat!” gasped Gordon Gay, sighting the scene
below. “Quick! Giddy Saints ragging some of our chaps !
The cheeky rotters ! :

:‘ It's only that cad, Lacy !”” began Monk. Still—""

“Well, he’s a Grammar School man !” snorted Gay. “My
hat! Tt's dear old Tom Merry and his pals. What about
that bran-mash the other day? We'll give ’em bran-mash !
Just the chance 1 was hoping for!”

He started down the little slope with a rush, his chums
at his heels. The memory of the bran-mash smothered over
their heads was enough for the Grammarians, i

“Look out!” yelled Tom Merry, suddenly sighting the
enemy. “Back up! Here, hold on, Gay—pax!”

But Gordon Gay and his chums were taking no “pax.”
Nor had the Terrible Three any time to mention the matter
of the footer fixture. The next instant they were scrapping
desperately. Tom Merry rolled over as Gay -jumped at
hlz}‘l, but he was up again in a flash.

S“Run for it!” he yelled. “Here’s that cad, Lacy, and
his pal back again.”

It was true; in the sudden attack Lacy and Carker had
seen their chance and bolted. But on sighting who the new-
comers were they had soon hurried back again, also the
two who had bolted carlier. It would soon be a matter of
eight to three—terrible odds, despite the fact that Lacy & Co.
were of little use as fighting-men.

.. 8o Tom Merry and his«chums acted wisely and made a
desperate effort to get away. ’

Lowther went first, leaving his cap behind him—it was
no time to think of caps. He sent Frank Monk sprawling
into the ditch, and was over the stile in a flash. Manners
followed him the next instant, missing Harry Wootton’s
frantic grab by an inch. Before the Grammarians quite
realised their intention, all three Saints had broke away
and were fleeing. Tom Merry butted both Gay and Carboy
in their respective waistcoats before making his leap for
liberty.

The next instant the Terrible Three were dashing at a
great speed back the way they had come.

A roar eof baffled wrath from the Grammarians followed
them. Gay & Co. could scarcely believe for the moment
that their victims had slipped through their fingers.

“ After them!” howled Gordon Gay. “My hat! Fancy
letting the bounders get away like that ! After them!”’

“Yes, rather!”

Seething with wrath at the easy way they had allowed
their rivals to escape, Gay, Carboy, Wootton, and Monk
went in pursuit at top speed. They disappeared over the
stile and vanished from the sight of Lacy & Co., who made
no atterapt t6 follow.  Lacy gave a deep sigh of relief.
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“Phew! That was a near thing for ius!” he panted.
“Those beastly St. Jim’s cads would have made us sit up!
That weedy freak’s gone, I suppose?”’

“Long jago!” grinned Carker. :

“Good job for him!” snarled Lacy. “Never mind! A
miss is as good as a mile; and let’s hope Gay and his blcssed
pals capture the rotters! I'd like to see them boiled in oil!
It isn’t the first time Tom Merry’s handled me, by a long

chalk—confound the cad !” —
“Let’s clear, in case they do happen to come back!”

“They’ll watch coming back, with Gay on their tracks,’’ "

sneered Lacy. “Besides, we've promised to meet Racke
g}x}ld Qrooke here. They should be along soon now, blow
them !”’ . '

And Lacy took out a cigarette-case and passed it round;

and soon the shady four were pretending to enjoy a smoke

as they waited for the arrival of their St. Jim’s “pals.”

—_— = s

- CHAPTER 10.
Racke’s New Scheme !
11 H, here you are, Mellish! Thought you weren't
coming I’ sniffed Racke. ~
Racke spoke with his customary sneer—he always
did when addressing his toady, Perey Mellish.
There was little love lost between either of the three pals.
But Crooke was in Racke’s study, and his pursuits and tastes
were similar to Racke’s:
youth—the sort of pal a fellow like Crooke was likely to
make. ~ Percy Mellish found the crumbs that fell from the

Moreover, Racke was a wealthy

rich man’s table, as it were, very agreeable to him; while.

both Racke and Crooke, for their part, found the sneak of
the Fourth useful—as a toady and general hanger-on.
Mellish looked flushed -as he joined the cther two at the

gates. : = 2

“It’s all right!” he panted. “It would have been all
right if I hadn’t done any of the dashed lines, I believe.
Old Lathom—the beast—had forgotten all about them! I

gave him what I'd done—and what that cad D’Arey did——"

“D’Arcy?” echoed Racke.

“D’Arcy agreed to do some for me,” explained Mellish,
without sign of gratitude. “He did three hundred for me—
the silly fool! Good job he did, too; for I'd done only a
hundred. Anyway, Lathom’s let me off the rest, thank

goodness ! I thought he’d gate me for this afternoon for not.

3

bhaving the roften things done.”

“Oh, come on!” snapped Racke. “And blow Lathom!

And blow you and your lines! T suppose you haven’t found

those dashed records yet?” .

Mellish’s face darkened. Since the previous evening he:

had not had an opportunity of speaking again to. Trimble,

nor had he had the chance to tell Racke of his study-mate’s’.

little “game.”” But from the fat grin on Trimble’s face he

knew that junior had no intention of dropping his game—-

far from it. Trimble, obviously, was only waiting a chance
to get him alone, when Wildrake was out of the way. <

“No, I haver’t found them,” said Mellish, gritting his
“Did Trimble come to see you last 111§ht, Racke?”

tecth.

“Yes.”” Racke grinned at the recollection. * He went oub

much quicker than he came in, the faf little beast! But——"
“I suppose he didn’t tell you what he was after, then?” "

said Mellish, looking about him cauticusly.

“Eh? No, I didn’t give the beast a chance! Bu\t-—'”‘
“Well, T'll tell you!’ said Mellish, his eyes glinting.

“The fat little beast must have taken those records off the

bookcase, after all.”

“Wha-at?” z

“He’s as good as told me!” said Mellish savagely. *That
was what the fat little worm came to see you about, Racke.
He thinks you had a hand in taking the records; and he
means to secrew cash out of you—and me, too !’

Racke stared, and then his face looked ugly. :

““Oh, does he?”’ he snapped. “He thinks he’s got us under
his thumb, Mellish?”’

“Yes, I suppose so! He hasn’t actually said he’s got the
rotten records, but it’s only teo thumping clear that he
has?”’

And Mellish was beginning to tell his conversation with
the cheery Baggy Trimble, when that fat youth himself came
rolling up to the trio breathlessly.

“Qh, here you are, you fellows——> he began somewhat
reproachfully. “I say, Mellish, why didn’t you tell me you
were starting out so early?”

There was a note of command in Trimble’s fat voice,

and Mellish gritted his teeth.
“Clear out!” he snapped. “Clear out, you fat clam!”
“My dear man, 'm coming with you fellows,” said
Trimble calmly. “I heard you were meeting your pal-Lacy,
from the Grammar School. Well, Lacy’s rather a pal of
mine, you know,” o oo o oo :
Racke gave the fat junior a curious look.
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‘¢ Produce the proof, you silly fools ! !* burat out Tom Merry. °*f Produce If if you can ! > Jack Blake’s answer was to draw a

scavl from under his jacket and fiing it en the table.

“80. you'd like to come with wus, Trimble?’ he said.
i Mi,elhsh was telling me you’re rather keen to pal on with

“He, he, he!” giggled Baggy. “Se Mellish has told you,
~ what? That’s right! It’s a go, then! Pm ready to be pals
with fellows who’ll be pals with me, you know. Of course,
as a high-minded fellow, I know I really ought to go and
have a chat with Lathom; he’d be awfully interested to hear
some news I have for him. Still, on the other hand, I can’t
see pals of mine sacked, or flogged, can I? It wouldn’t be
pally at all. So it’s a go; I'm coming, old ehap !’

“Not at all I’” said Racke calmly. “You’re going, Trimble
—not coming. And this is to help you go”

With that Aubrey Racke grabbed Trimble suddenly by
the collar and raised his boot.

Trimble howled in startled surprise and anguish as
Racke’s boot landed on his fat person zgain and again.
Then Racke gave him a vicious swing and sent him whirl-
ing away, to collapse on the ground in a yeiling heap.

Racke was really quite a hefty fellow when dealing with
fellows like Baggy Trimble!
~ Leaving the fat junior roaring on the ground, Racke led
his companions through the gates.

_ Mellish’s face was white.

“You—you’ve done it now, Racke” he stammered. “The
fat beast will go straight to Lathom and split now.” 2

“Oh, shut up, you rotten funk!” snarled Racke, turning
on him in disgust. “Trimble can’t harm you; he can prove
nothing, you fool! Vou’ve only got to deny any knowledge

- of the dashed records.” ¢

“But—hbut everybody knows I vowed to get square with
Lathom!” groaned Mellish.

“Rot! That counts for little; it’s proof that counts!”
sniffed Racke. “You'll see; Trimble won’t dare to say a
word. If he does—well, they’re in his possession, after all,
and yow’ve only got to deny everything. Blow the dashed
things, anyway !”

- And Racke refused to discuss the matter further, being
tired of the subhject. He felt quits safe himself, and he was
not the fellow te worry about the troubles of others—
eertainly not those of the sneak of the Fourth.

But Percy Mellish’s faco was guite haggard as he walked
along the field path after Recke and Crooke. Again an
again he looked back over his shoulder to ‘see if Trimble
‘had followed ; he hoped he had, instead of going to Lathom.
Once he felt sure he spotted the fat junior behind, and he

7

Then he drew a cap from his pocket and tossed it beside the scarf. ~f There
it is, then !’ he snapped.

(See Chapter 13.)

felt like stopping, in the hope of having a talk with Baggy
—a talk that would keep the fat youth guiet for a time.
But the fear of Racke’s seorn kept ﬁim from deing that,

A moment later the trio reached th- stile where Lacy &
Co. were awaiting them.

“Oh, here you are, you cripples !” sniffed Lacy. “ We've
been waiting for ages, Racke! - Got plenty of fags, old
bean? I hope you have, for I've nearlv run out!”

Racke nodded, his lip curling a little. Eveu the Grammar
School fellows seemed to rely upon his well-lined pocket to
supply luxuries,

“Yes! I’'ve got a few.
for I’ve none.”

““Yes, rather!” grinned Lacy.

“Let’s make for a quieter place than this,” said Racke.
“Hallo, someone been scrappin’ here?”

Lacy grunted and told the 8. Jim’s trio what had hap-
pened. He had just finished when Rach: pounced upon
something lying in the grass. It waz a cap. Ilis eyes
gleamed as he noted that the nanie insid: it was Lowther’s!

The next moment Laecy grinned as he picked up a scarf.

“Here’'s a scarf, too!” he grinned. “Rip the dashed
things up, in case they come back for ’em ™

“Hold on!” snapped Racke.

A strange glitter came into the caed * the Shell’s eyes as
he snatched the searf from Lacy’s hand. Like all articles of
clothing a4 St. Jim’s, the scarf had a name-tab stitched to
it, and Racke grinned unpleasantly as he saw that the
scarf belonged to Tom Merry.

“Hold on!” he repeated slowiy. “I fancy these are goin”
to be no end useful, Lacy, old bean! You’d like to get a
bit of your own back on Tom Merry and his pals, I
suppose ?”’

“Ves, rather!” admitted Lacy, his face taking on an
ugly look. “Wouldn’t I just!”

“Then I'll show you how !” smiied Racke. “When we
came along we spotted one of our masters goin’ for a walk
through the woods—he took the turning by the last stile, any-
way. A little beast named Lathom. You know him, of
course ?”

Lacy nodded wonderingly.

“Y.yes,” he said. “ But—"

“Right! Then my litile wheeze is for you chaps to put
hankies over your faces as masks, and down old Lathom.
You needn’t hurt the old chap—just rol. h'm in the mud a
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bit—plenty of that in the woods. Just roll him in the mud,
and then bolt for it. Quite simple and safe—with ordinary
care!”

Lacy & Co. stared—as well they might.

“Well, 'm dashed!” gasped Lacy.
%o do that—us?”

“Yes, old chap.”

“Likely!” sniffed Lacy.
Racke !” :

“T would, quickly enough, only Lathom might spot us by
our clothes and figures—without seeing our chivvies,” smiled
Racke. “But he’ll scarcely know even your faces. And

“Youre askin’ us

“Do your own dirty work,

with hankies with holes torn in to see through—well, you'll

be safe enough.”

“But—but what for, you ass?” snorted Lacy. “What
the dickens have we to do with Lathom? How will that be
gettin’ our dashed own back on Tom Merry and his pals?”

Racke held up the cap and scarf.

“By droppin’ these bits of evidence on the scene of the
giddy assault,” he said coolly. “See the idea now? You
chaps bolt and leave this evidence behind—a cap with
Los:x;ther’s name in it, and a scarf with Tom Merry’s name

“Phew 1”

“Lathom got them all a licking last night,” explained
Racke cheerily. “The Shell fellows are supposed to be no
end sore with dear old Lathom over it. Well, there's the
motive, and here’s the giddy evidence, old beans. Now will
you take it on?” -

Lacy gasped.

“Tt—ilt’s too risky!” he said, shaking his head at last.
“ All very we!l for you chaps. But what about us who take
the risk ?”

“If the idea of gettin’ your own back doesn’t tempt you
enough,” grinned Racke, “then I’ll call our little debts off.
I think you owe me about two quid, Lacy, and these other
chaps owe me a bit one way and another. And—well, if
wou insist on us helping I'm game—though four of you
should handle old Lathom easily enough.”

“1—1 say,” stammered Crooke, eyeing Racke in amazed
alarm. “You don’t really mean 1t, Racke?”

133

“Of course !

“ Assaulting old Lathom, and throwing the blame on
Merry and his pals?” gasped Crooke.

“Just that! You’re helpin’, if necessary, old bean!”
said Racke deliberately. “If you don’t, you can look out
for fireworks! Mellish can keep out of it. He’d faint from
sheer funk on the spot, and muck the thing up.”

__Mellish breathed freely; for once he felt quite thankful
that Racke had such a poor opinion of him.

. “Well, T think I'm game enough,” said Lacy slowly, look-
ing at his three chums. “It should be easy. I know that
little old blighter, Lrathom. He once reported me to our
Head for cheeking him, the sweep! Yes, 'm on. It's
worth the risk, anyway. You on, Carker?”

Carker was by no means keen, nor were the other two.
But they agreed reluctantly after the advantages had been
po_inte(_i out to them more clearly. Racke’s eyes were
glittering as the rascally scheme was fixed up and agreed
upon. In his view, the new scheme was much more satis-
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factory than “bagging * the chess records, and throwing
the blame on to Tom Merry alone. g
“That’s settled, then!” he smiled, stuffing the scarf bear-

ing the St. Jim’s colours under his jacket, and ramming the

cap into his pocket. “Now, let’s get off. I know just the
very place for a giddy ambush, and old Lathom won’t be
long before he comes back. Buck up!”

“Yes, rather!”

The precious swarm of rascals swarmed over the stile and
made for the distant woods. They had scarcely gone when
a fat, startled face peered out from the ditch a few yards
away from the stile.

It was the face of Baggy Trimble. Mellish had been
right when he had imagined he had spotted Trimble behind
them. Trimble was a sticker, and he had followed—stiil
hoping to make Racke see that he had him under his fab
thumb. If he could not do that, the cheerful Baggy was
prepared to follow just to find out what Racke & Co. were
up to. Trimble knew that the shady trio sneaked away on
halfs for the purpose of smoking, or piaying games that
were not approved of by the school authorities.

If he could catch them in the act—failing his being taken
in as a pal, of course—Baggy felt it would be one more
little item to hold over their heads.

But he had not been prepared for this. : .

He had almost blundered upon the little crowd, but the
sound of voices had warned him in time. And something

about the muttered conversation had made Baggy play the

eavesdropper—a little game at which Baggy was e past-
master.

. Baggy was no scout—his person was not built for scout-
ing. But he managed to get near enough to hear withoute

being spotted, for all that,

And he had heard: practically all—or enough, at all
events, to satisfy him. Now he raised himself a little and
blinked after Racke & Co. and the two Grammarians in
startled amazement.

“Oh!” he gasped. “Oh, the awful rotters!
cads! Fancy playing a rotten trick like that!”
Trimble snorted with virtuous ind:gnation,

He knew what he ought to do, of course He ought fo
jump up, rush across to the woods, and warn Mr. Lathom.
Trimble’s first thought was to do that—he felt an unaccus-

tomed glow of virtue and pride as the thought came to

him.

Unfortunately the glow, being unaccustomed to its new
habitation, so to speak, soon departed, leaving Trimble
with a second, and less virtuous, thought.

If he did—if he did jump vp and rush off to warn Mr.
Lathom he might easily be caught doing it by Racke & Co.
In fact, he would &lmost certainly blunder into them—even
if he could catch up with them in time. Moreover—

And then a third thought entered Baggy's bullet head.

Why not let them roll that beast Lathom into the mud?
Lathom had licked him only that morning—wasn’t that
sufficient reason why they should? And hadn’t he licked
Baggy Trimble many times and oft—too oft to be
recorded, in fact? The old beast deserved it for treating
Baggy Trimble so badly. If Racke and his
conspirators intended fo really harm the old beast it would
be a different matter. .

(Continued on next page.)
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Cheer Up, Chums/!

Bs Tom Nerry & Co,. dropped over the stile, they saw Herbert

Skimpole lying on his back in the dry ditch bottom, with a
- @prammarian on his chest in the act of stuffing afrog down the

hapless Skimmy’s neck. Three other CGrammar School-
fellows looked on; roaring with laughter ! (See Chapter 9.)

e Z

. Besides, the fourth brainwave quite settled the matter

for Baggy.
~ He was locking for something to strengthen his hold
over Racke & Co., and—here it was. With the knowledge

- of Racke’s disgraceful rascality in his hands, Baggy need

not fear being kicked by Racke again,

- Baggy grinned a fat, satisfied grin.

- He quite overlooked Racke’s intentions towards Tom
Merry & Co., though it was doubtful if that would have
made much difference to Trimble. Baggy would doubtless
have remembered some time when Tom Merry had kicked
him, and thus earned what was coming to him!

Having quite settled the matter to his own satisfaction,
Baggy Trimble rose fo his feet, and after a cautious blink
‘about him, rolled away. But not towards the woods—he
rolled on cheerily towards St. Jim’s. There was no need
to follow to see what happened. If the deed was done—if
Mr. Lathom was actually assaulted and rolled in the mud—
Baggy would soon know about it; all the school would
scon know about it. >

So Baggy rolled on his way, chuckling, and leaving

_Racke and his fellow-conspirators to carry on with the

scheme.

CHAPTER 11.
A Startling Discovery !

33

“You silly chump——
“I uttahly wefuse to be called ‘a sillay chump,
Jack Blake!” snorted Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
with some heat. “Before we go any further, I must
insif’t upon an=instant apology for your wude remarks to
me.
“Oh, all right!” groaned Blake wearily, while Herries
and Digby grinned. “I apologise, Gussy. I'm sorry I
called you a silly chump, old chap. I should have called
you just a born idiot, and left it at that I
“Weally, Blake—"
Arthar Augustus breathed hard as he stood on the path
in Friardale Wood. It was all he could do to prevent
‘himself committing assault and battery on his grinning

-~ chums.
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“Now, cheese it, Gussy!” said Blake, laughing, as he
saw that his noble chum was about to turn back his cuffs
in great wrath. “All serene, old chap! Only pulling
your leg a bit! But for goodness’ sake do drop that silly
idea of chipping in between Lathom and Linton.”

“I wefuse to dwop it, Blake!” said Arthur Augustus
haughtily. “I have thought the mattah out vewy care-
fully. This wediculous twouble between Linton and
Lathom must be ended. It cannot go on, deah boys!”

“Go hon!”

“I have decided to take the mattah in hand before it is
too late!” said Gussy modestly. “It is wathah upsettin’,
to say the least of if, to see such two old fwiends as
Mr. Linton and Mr. Lathom at loggerheads, you know.
Moreovah,” said Gussy impressively, “it is goin’ to cause
a gweat deal of twouble between the Fourth and Shell
unless it is stopped. I pwopose to stop it before it gets
any furthah. Yaas, wathah!”

“My dear man—"

“I wefuse to be turned fwom my purpose, Blake. I
shall see both Mr. Linton and Mr. Lathom sepawately,
and speak a few well-chosen words in season to both of
them. I shall point out that both are actin’ in wathah a
childish mannah, and are settin’ the whole school by the

ahs.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Y am quite confident that I can heal the bweach, you
know,” said Gussy modestly. “There is some w’etched
mistake somewhere, you fellows. Lathom didn’t burn the
wecords, of course—we know he would be the vewy last
fellow to do so.” :

“That’s right enough!” agreed Blake, with a chuckle.
“But—->"

“And I am quite certain Linton -does not weally think
he did, eithah!” resumed Gussy, shaking his head sagely.
“Therefore, all that is needed is for some fellow—a fellow
with delicate tact and judgment, like myself—to bwing the
two togethah again.” 3 o

“Yes, quite so!” agrecd Blake solemnly, winking at
Herries and Digby. ‘ Easy as falling off a form!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Gussy innocently. “I weally,
ought to have thought of chippin’ in before, you knows
Howevah, I am glad I have thought of it at last.”

Tre Geu LiBrarRY.—No. 1,097



‘92 Every Wednesday.

“But will you be feeling so glad after yow've done it?”
queried Blake, with interest. “You won’t be able to sit
down for a week or so, to begin with. And—"

“Wats! Your wedic wemarks will nevah turn me fwom
my purpose, Blake, and—— Bai Jove, 1 do believe that is
Mr. Lathom ahead of us now, deah boys!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, in some excitement.

“My hat, I believe it is!” agreed Blake.

.The woodland path was fairly straight. In the summer-
time the thick foliage made it impossible to see far along
it. But in the winter one could see for a considerable
distance. 3

They could see the figure of a man ahead of them
quite clearly—though he was much too far away for the
chums of Study No. 6 to recognise who it was. None the
less, they had overtaken Mr. Lathom on the path when
going to Ryleombe, and they guessed the figure ahead was
the master returning from his walk.

“You fellows wemain in the weah!” ordered Arthur
Augustus. “Do not attempt to chip in, or you will wuin
evewythin’, deah boys. Lathom will not be pleased to
have iwwesponsible youngstahs like you chippin® in, you
know. Leave it to me!”

“You—you cheeky ass!” gasped Blake. “Here, stop,
you footling dummy !” he added, in alarm. “Don’t do it,
vou born idiot! Stop him! Oh, great Scott!”

Blake suddenly broke off, with his hand grasping the
elegant jacket of ‘Arthur Augustus. And that self-willed
youth had also stopped short abruptly, for he had also
seen what Blake had seen. _ °

It was remarkable—as remarkable as it was alarming.

One moment the distant figure ahead of them had been
alone, walking along slowly; the next, other forms
swarmed around ib.

Something—a coat it looked like—was wrapped round
the distant man’s head, and then he was whirled from the
;mtchmg juniors’ sight off the woodland path into the
Tees. :

Tt had happened in a flash—he was gone even as they
glimpsed the startling happening.

“QOh, bai Jove!”

TFor a single instant the four St. Jim’s fellows eyed
each other in startled amazement. The next they were
running at top speed towards the scene of the unlooked-
for happening. :

“Footpads, I bet!” gasped Herries. *Put it on, chaps!”

T don’t believe they were footpads!” jerked out Blake.
“This is no end queer. Buck up! Hark! That's Lathom’s
voice right enough!”

“Help! Help!”

The voice, faint as it sounded, was the voice of the
master of the Fourth—they did not doubt it.

“Coming!” yelled Blake. “Hold on, sir! Coming

“Yaas, wathah!” bawled Arthur Augustus. “ Wescue,
St Jim’s! Hold on, deah boy—I mean, sir!”

At top speed, Blake & Co. rushed to the rescue.

In a few brief seconds they had reached the spot—the
juniors had fairly flown. They arrived just in time to
see Mr. Lathom—it was he, right enough—floundering oub
of a deep, water-filled ditch that ran through the woods.
He was covered from head to foot with mud, and he
looked a sight.

He gasped and gurgled frantically.

But he was alone. His assailants, whoever they were,
had gone. They had evidently taken fright at the sound
of Blake and D’Arcy’s yells, and had bolted while the
going was good,

To the juniors’ ears came a distant crashing in the
undergrowth—that was all. It died away swiftly, even
as they rushed up to Mr. Lathom. < =
: ;;Sir!” gasped Blake. “What has happened? Who was
it?

He picked up the master’s stick and handed it to him.
It seemed a futile thing to do, but there seemed little elso
to be done. Mr. Lathom did not seem to be injured at
all—only breathless and muddy—very muddy, indeed, and
very wet. To attempt to brush him down secemed a hope-
iess and impossible task.

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Lathom. “Ow, ow, ow! G-good
heavens! I—I have besn assaulted, boys—savagely
assaulted by some unknown miscreants. Ow, ow! 1—I
am feeling very shaken and distressed.” =
- “We'll rush off after them, sir 1” said Blake eagerly. “If
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vou're all right, sir—"" - :

1 am not hurt—not injuréd at all!” gasped Mr. Lathom,
looking dazed and helpless. “But—but I fear it would be

‘useless to follow them, Blake. Ow. ow! .I am feeling very
‘uncomfortable and cold. - The rascals took me completely

by surprise—the attack was sudden and unexpected.

’struig’sed,' but it was useless, for they were numerous,

thin! -
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“Didn’t you spot any of them, sir?” asked Blake, in some
astonishment, “'They—they weren’t footpads——"

“No—no, indeed not!” said Mr. Lathom, rising anger
and indignation in his tone now. “I am confident they were
not footpads—possibly they were village boys, though why
they should play such a disgraceful and foolish prank is
beyond me.- They had handkerchiefs over their faces, and
50 I could not recognise them. Indeed, I had no time to see
anything clearly, the attack was so sudden and swift. I—I
must make all speed to the school to change, as I am very
wet and uncomfortable, boys.”

Blake’s face was very grim, and he gave his chums a
meaning glance—a glance they did not guite grasp the mean-
ing of. The leader of Study No. 6 did not ask any furgher *
questions of his Form master, however. -

“I am all right now, Blake!” said Mr. Lathom. *I
thank you very much for coming to my aid so promptly.
Had you not done so—had you not answered my ery for
a-lgl and alarmed them I am at a loss to think what they
might have done to me. But—but they shall be found out—
they shall be discovered and punished., whoever they are!”
he ended, with intense and trembling indignation. * You
need not accompany me to the school—I do not wish to
interfere with your recreations.”

“Very good, sir! TIf you're quite sure you don’t need
help 2 -

“Quite, thank you, Blake!”

And with that the master of the Fourth ambled on along
the woodland path, the juniors touching their caps as he
went. Blake was glad to see him go—he had not wanted to
accompany him for very good reasons.

“Well, my hat!” he breathed. “Well, the—the daring,
rotten cads, whoever they werel I wish we'd gone after
them and chanced it—but it’s too late now. In any case—
come on! I'm going round a bit, my nippins !”

“But what’s the idea?” demanded Herries. “I could see
you'd spotted something; Blake. Got an idea who it was?”

“T hope to have soon,” said Blake grimly. “I know it
was some fellows from St. Jim’s, anyway.”

“What ?”

“Bai Jove !” -

“T spotted something ir the grass and dead ferns when T
hunted for Lathom’s stick,” breathed Blake, bis eyes on the
departing figure of the Form master. *It looked to me like
a scarf, and it was red and white—St. Jim’s colonrs.” -

“Phew! Then—"

“Tt looks as if the rotters who attacked Lathom were St.
Jim’s chaps,” said Blake grimly, his eyes gleaming. “Buk
we'll soon know. I wasn’t going to split to Lathom, of
course, -though the rotters deserve it, whoever they are!
Come on!”

Mr. Lathom had disappeared by this time round a bend
in the woodland path. The juniors Lurried back to the

spot where the assault had taken place. Blake soon found -

and picked up the scarf. .

He also soon saw the name upon it, and he jumped, his
faco ablaze with excitement and blank amazement.

“Merry I’ he gasped. “Great pip! Would you—you
believe it possible? Well, if this doesn’t—— What’s that,
Gussy ?” =

“ A cap,” said Gussy, holding up the article he had just
found. “A St. Jim’s cap—with Lowthah’s name in it {”

“Phew! That settles it, then!” gasped Digby. “Well,
Tm jiggered ! Who'd have thought those Shell rotters could
have done such a thing! Fancy attacking an old chap like
Lathom—such a decent old bird, too !”

“«PBai Jove! I have nevah had such a shock in my life,
deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus in great distress. Weally,
I can scarcely believe it possible !” :

Blake took charge of both the scarf and the cap. Then, =
after another careful huns round for further evidence, with
no result, the Fourth-Formers started back for St. Jim’s,
seething with excitement and anger. Blake had stuffed the
scarf into his overcoat pocket, likewise the cap. :

“Well, this beats cock-fichting > breathed Jack Blake, a
dark frown on his face. “I knew those Shell rotters were
ratty with Lathom about reporting them and getting them
licked last night.. And it’s only reasonable and natural they
should back up Linton. But—but—->7> :

“This is altogether too thick ! growled Herries.

“VYaas, wathah1” N g

«“We’'ll see about this !’ snapped Blake hotly. “We can’t

split, of course, though they deserve it. But we'll make them —

sit up for it! And we've finished with the cads after this as
regards being friends. = Fellows who play dirty, caddish

tricks like- this on an old chap like Lathom deserve to be

kicked out of the school I” = :
And D’Arcy, Herries, and Digbhy agreed with him theve.

Their. faces were dark as they tramped back to St. Jim's.

If Racke's intention had been to cause further trouble
between the two Forms he had succeeded—only too weill
That, at least, was what it looked like now. s =
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CHAPTER 12.
Real Trouble !

LAKE & CO. found a little excited crowd gathered
round the gates when they tramped in a few minutes
later. Several Fourth-Formers were there—including
Baggy Trimble—as well as one or two Shell fellows.

They looked puzzled, and were in a buzz of discussion, the
subject of which was soon clear.

It was Mr. Lathom.

“He, he, he!” sniggered Trimble, as Blake & Co. came
through the gates in a gloomy band. “I say, you fellows,
seen Lathom ?”

““Yes |” snapped Blake.

“You’ve seen him ?”” grinned Trimble. “So have we. He
came in a few minutes ago fairly wallowing in mud. And
what d’you fellows think? 1 suppose you've heard,
though——"’

“Heard what, you fat clam ?” demanded Blake.

“About him getting attacked in the woods,” grinned
Trimble in an excited squeak. “Some fellows—1 mean, some-
body bowled him over and rolled the old chap in the mud.
He looked a shocking sight 1*

“Oh, and who told you about it?” snapped Blake, glanc-
ing at the rest.

“You needn’t glare!” said Trimble. “We overheard
Lathom telling Kildare about it when he came in—he met
him just by the gates, you know.”

“Oh!” said Blake. He had wondered if Trimble and the
othiers knew anything else. “Look here, Levison,” he went
on, turning to speak to Levison, Cardew, and Clive. “ Have
Merry and his pals come in yet ?”
__“Eh? Oh, yes, they came in ten minutes ago,” said
Levison. “Why—" .
“Looked as if the dear men had been scrappin’ ” said
Cardew, eyeing Blake’s face keenly. “But a8
“So they looked as if they’d been scrapping, did they?”
. said Blake grimly.
“Well, Lowther hadn’t a cap on, and they all looked

They also intended to do more—to show their anger and
scorn by treating Tom Merry & Co. with contempt and
scorn, 7

Tea was soon ended in Study No. 6, and very soon the
expected visitors began to arrive, looking a trifle excited and
curious. Levison & Co. came first, followed by Julian, Ham-
mond, Kerruish, and Reilly. Soon the study was nearly full
with the most important fellows in the Fourth—excepting
Figgins and tha New House fellows, who had not been
notified,

Blake came to the point at once.

“It’s about this rotten assault on poor old Lathom!” ke
began grimly. “You’'ve heard about it, of course?”

*Yes, rather®

Everybody had heard about it in the Fourth-—Baggy
Trimble had seen to that, apparently.

“We saw the attack from the distance, but we didn’t see
who the fellows were,” said Blake. “They’d vanished when
we arrived on the scene. But we know who they were, for
all that.”

There was a buzz.

- “You know?” ejaculated Levison. “Just tell us who it
was, then,” he added grimly. “'They’ll know about if
from me!”

“Grammar School chaps?” inquired Cardew.

“No,” said Blake briefly. He opened the table drawer
and drew out a cap and a scarf. “We found these things
on the spot when we rushed up,” he added. * Luckily
Lathom hadn’t spotted them, and-—well, they.speak for
themselves.”

There were whistles of amazement as the cap and scarf
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rather the worse for wear,” said Levison, smiling. il 4
suppose they’ve had a bit of trouble with the Grammar
. School chaps.”

- “I think not!” said Blake. “Look here, you chaps,” he

added, lowering his voice. “Come along to our study after

tea, and bring as many Fourth chaps as you can get
- together.” :

“ Why, what the thump——"

“Never mind why now;” said Blake quietly. “I’ll ex-
plain then. Just turn up, and you’ll know.”
The four Fourth-Formers went indoors to tea. Blake did

not wish to act too rashly—he wanted a little time to think
things over. It was a decidedly unpleasant situation, and
needed careful handling. Not for one moment did Blake
doubt the evidence—why should he? Certainly it amazed
him beyond measure to learn that Tom Merry, of all people,
had acted so meanly and caddishly. Still, the motive was
there, and the-evidence was there. Whether Tom Merry

' - and his helpers had realised it or not, they had acted like

cads in assaulting a decent “old bird ” like little Mr.
athom. Possibly they had never intended to be so rough
with him as they had been. But they had'done it—there was
no getting away from that. . .
Blake & Co. thought it over well during tea, and talked it
over well. ‘And the conclusion they arrived at was that it
could not be allowed to rest where it was. Reporting the

- Shell fellows was out of the question—it would be sneak-

_ing, whether they had deserved it or not. But Tom Merry
and his fellow raggers would not escape scot-free, for all
that. They would be chatged with the offence, and the
chums of Study No. 6 intended to tell thé ‘Shell fellows just

what they thought of them.,

“RAG AND
BONES !”

S——

were handed round from hand to hand, and the names on
the tabs read. . -

“Tom Merry and Lowther !”” breathed Clive. “Well, who
on earth would have dreamed it? And you say there were
more of them?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Then they were Shell fellows!”

“Of course!” repeated Blake impatiently. “ That’s clear,
I should think! Well, what do you fellows think about it?”

“Beats the jolly old band!” said Cardew. ‘‘Likewise
scoffs the giddy old Huntley and Palmer! But my dear
young friends, do be careful, and don’t act rashly—yet!
There may be some jolly old mistake somewhere. Before
spreadin’ the news round, why not tackle dear old Thomas?”

““We’re jolly well going to do that!” snapped Blake. “I
wanted to get you fellows together first. We’ll all go
together and have it .out with the rotters! - And there’s no
time like the present.’’ - : 7

Tue Gen Limmany.—No. 1,097,
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Blake jumped down from the chair he had been standing
on while addressing the assembled Tourth-Formers. He
siuffed the scarf under his jacket, and the cap in his pocket.
Then, with a grim and determined face, he gave the word
and led the way to the Shell quarters.

- The Terrible Three had not finished tea yet, and they
jumped up in some alarm as Blake & Co. kicked open the
study door and marched in.

“Hallo!” snapped Tom Merry, sighting_trouble at once
from the threatening looks of the deputatich. “What's this
mean? You want me, I suppose?” .

“Yes, we do!™ snapped Blake, eyeing him steadily. *I
think you know what we’ve come about, too!”

“I don’t understand you,” said Tom quietly.

“Then I’ll explain,” said Blake. “As the leader of the
Tourth, F've cone to ask you what sort of a rotter you think
vourself? I've come to ask you to explain if you can, and
excuse if you can, your attack on Lathom this afternoon.
'The Fourth want to know, and, what’s more, they mean to
know ! :

£ ¥aas, wathah !

\

CHAPTER 13.
; The Accusation !

HERE was a silence.
Tom Merry himself looked bewildered for a

moment. Then his face set hard, and a gleam came
into his blue eyes.

Though they had escaped from Gordon Gay & Co., the
Terrible Three had not spent a pleasant afternoon. In Tom
Merty’s view it had been a wasted half-holiday, and Tom
was a fellow who hated wasting time. Moreover, the situa-
tion in the Lower School was getting on Tom’s nerves. He
snw that it was going to lead to slackness and a falling-oif
in sports and games, not to mention trouble in general.

“You—you silly fool, Blake!” he gasped at last. “Are
you mad?”

“Not at all! I mean exactly what I've said.”

“You--you think I’ve had a hand in that rotten assault
on Lathom?”

“Yes, I not only think it—I know it!” snapped Blake.
“Peny it if you can, Tom Merry. You and your rotten
pals waylaid Lathom on the way through the woods. You
collared the old chap and hdndled him roughly, rolling him
in the ditch. We've got proof.”

“That’s wight!” said Arthur Augustus, eyeing Tom
through his monocle with frigid curiosity. “Pway give
us your explanation, Tom Mewwy. We are entitled to one,
in my opinion.”

“VYes, rather!” said Clive. “Out with it, Tom Merry!”

“You—you've got proof!” almost yelled Lowther.

: “Yes,” said Blake. “We've got proof all right, never
car I

“Then produce it, you silly fools!” burst out Tom Merry
in great anger and exasperation. “Produce it if you can!”

Blake’s answer was to draw the scarf from under his
jacket and fling it on the table. Then he drew out
Lowther’s cap and tossed it beside the scarf.

“There it is, then!” he snapped.

Tom Merry jumped.

“That—that’s my scarf!” he gasped.

“And my cap!” snorted Lowther, wth a scoffing laugh.
;An’(’i is that your precious evidence and proof? Well, my

atl

“Isn’t it enough?’ roared Herries wrathfully. “We
found them on the spot where Lathom was attacked—the
scarf and the cap. Now what d’you say?”

“You—you found those things on the spot where Lathom
was attacked ?” gasped Tom Merry. “What a howling fib!
Why, we haven’t been in the woods to-day, and those things
haven’t, either.”

“You don’t deny that they’re yours, then?” said Dick
Julian,

“Of course not. Why should we ?”

“Nor that you came in looking as if you'd been
scrapping or something, and Lowther came in without
his cap ?”

“Not at all. It’s quite true, We—we’d had a scrap with
the Grammarians,” said Tom, looking bewildered now.
"Th,z,zt was how I lost my scarf, and how Lowther lost his
cap.

“Very convenient!” said Blake, quite unable to resist the

snear. - “Very convenient to have an excuse like that
ready.’
“What! You—you don’t believe us?” shouted Tom

Merry, quite losing his temper.

“Is it likely ?” asked Blake scornfully. “Who else would
want to attack old Lathom? ~ Would any chaps from the
Grammar School? TLathom suggested it might have been
villagers: But T’'m certain he doesn’t think so, and we’re

LIBRARY, Price 2d,

quite certain they weren’t, What object could they have
1]n g‘ttackmg a harmless old chap like Lathom? Tell me
that!”

“You—you—you—" Tom sgpluttered helplessly.

“You can keep your femper {” snid Blake. “ You needn’t
be afraid of our sneaxing and giving you away, Tom
Merry. We're not sneaks in the Fourth, But T'll tell you
this much—we've finished with you after this. We don’t
look upon you as our skipper, Tom Merry, and we’ll have
nothing to do with the Shell, either in sports or anything
else. Linton and Lathom aren’t on speaking terms, and
I don’t wonder, if Linton’s anything like the chaps in his
Form. And we'll not be on speaking terms with the Shell
chaps. Got that?” :

Tom Merry and his chums had—only too clearly! 2
~ Tom Merry’s face was crimson with anger. His eyes
blazed. Blake had made ‘a move as if to end the inter-
view and depart. But he got no chance. Tom’s fist shot out
and clumped home on his nose.

Biff!

Blake roared. He did more than roar. There is nothing
more effective for rousing temper than a sharp rap on the
nose, and Blake’s peaceable intentions vanished at once.

He struck swiftly back at his old chum, and the next
moment the two were scrapping furiously., - =

Lowther gave a roar—he had been trembling with eager-
ness himself to get to grips with the Fourth-Formers, and
hurl their charge back in their teeth, as it were. He saw
his chance now., -

“Throw the cads out!” he yelled.
Manners! Rescue, Shell—rescue!” 3

Lowther’s yell rang far and wide, and having scnt the call
out Lowther flung himself without further ado at Herries.

The next second a terrible scrap was raging between the
Shell and Fourth. 5 3

But the cramped guarters soon proved inadequate for the
situation, and the fight spread out into the passage, other
Shell fellows rushing up to join in with a will. :

Blake and his men were soon outnumbered three to oxe,
but they put up a terrific scrap for all that. .

Such a state of affairs could not possibly last long, how-
ever. The noise soon brought Kildare and a couple of other
prefects flying to the sceue of the uproar.

They asked no questions. They just piled in with ash-
plants, and, amid a further uproar of yells and howls of
anguish, the battle gradually lessened, and finally stopped.

Stinging ashplants were not things to be argued with,
and tho Shell and Fourth fled in frantic haste before the
charge of the prefects

Order was restored at last. The passage was soon cleared,
and Kildare, breathing hard, glanced into Study No, 10,
which presented the appearance of having been struck by a
cyclone and a hurricane combined. :

The Terrible Three were there, and they looked sights.

All three were groaning and nursing injuries, and all three
looked as though they had been arguing with a threshing
machine. They scarcely had the energy to look upas
Kildare thrust his red, angry face in. -

““QOh, you are herc. Merr he snapped.  “ So this is how
you keep order in the Lower School, my lad?” : i

Tom Merry said nothing.

“Any more of this,-Merry,” said Kildare grimly, “and
you’ll hear something from me—and Railton, too! You're:
junior skipper, and it’s up to you to keep order and put
down these silly squabbles! It's getting a bit thick, kid!
And I warn you that if you don’t start taking your job a
bit more seriously, there’ll be trouble. Gobt that?”

Again Tom did not answer—he couldn’t! But Kildare
withdrew without waiting for a reply. He took it for
granted that Tom Merry had “got it."” -

And Tom Merry drew a deep, deep breath.

It was the last straw. The whole Lower School was seb
by the ears. He and the rest of the Shell had been charged
by the Fourth with a cowardly and mean offence. The two
TForms were not on speaking terms—they were now deadly
enemies. Tom’s authority as junior skipper had been flouted,
and the Fourth had refused to acknowledge him as their
skipper any longer. There was the grim prospect of endless
trouble ahead, and, obviously, no Fourth-Former would play
footer or any other game with a Shell man. The footer
and other games ‘were as good as ruined %

It was an appallingsprospect. And the last straw was that
Kildare apparently blamed him for it, and looked to him
to end the trouble. How on earth was he going to end it?

Tom Merry groaned in deep bitterness of spirit. ‘

Nover in his experience had he been face to face with
such a hopeless situation. And how was it going to end? =

All St.' Jim’s was asking that before bed-time that eventful
evening! -

“Co for ’em,

* {Continved: on page 23.)
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Syd and Bob have always wanted to visit the East, to wander through the native bazaars, sesing sliaaige sfgits and
viewing still stranger objects for sale—like any ordinary teurists. They visit the East--but, NOT like ordinary tourists !

| THE TRAIL of the

A Mysterious Disappearance !
HE sun had long since sunk behind the cupola of the
mosque when Steve aroused Bob and Syd, and bade
them put on long, Arab cloaks.
spcken. Young Mustapha led the way.
were heavily shrouded.

To all outward appearances, the streets of the native
quarter were deserted, as they crept along in the deep,
black shadows. The pals tried to keep an idea in their
heads of the direstion in which they travelled; but in that
labyrinth it was impossible to keep account of the twists
and turns.

Then suddenly they stopped, and the pals saw dimly, over
their heads, a window—a sort of casement window. And
it was openl!

Steve helped Mustapha to clamber up cautiously. He
poked his head in, withdrew it, and muttered something to
Steve.

“All clear,” said Steve. “In you go!”

. Mustapha disappeared into the aperture, then appeared
again, leaning out. Steve motioned to Syd to jump up
next. A leap, a thrust from below by Steve, and Syd
clutched at Mustapha's hands and entered through the-open
~window.

Bob followed, and he and Mustapha hauled Steve up.

Steve had an electric torch, and by its-light they found
themselves in a hut very much like old Mustapha’s, though
a little more elaborately furnished. The place was unoccu-
pied at the moment, and Steve was busy getting his party
hidden behind a curtain that screened one wall.

“And mind!” he hissed. “Not a sound, and not a move-
ment until I butt in. After that it’ll be every one for him-
self, and if we get scattered we meet at old Mustapha’s
place. If you don’t know the way, make for the mosque
and take the alley cpposite the side door. Get me? Now
lay low. They’re coming!”

- The crooks arrived. A key grated in a rusty lock. A
door swung open, admitting a draught of fresh air, then
closed sharply, and Karl Sweetman entered with his gang.

Twisty Baker reached up and applied a match to the

Not a word was
All four

LACK RUBY!

By
PERCY A. CLARKE.

(Introduction
on Page 26.)

AT

crazy oil lamp that hung from a beam in the rool. Sweet-
man appeared to be in a temper. ¥

“You made a mess of things, Ah Wong!” he was saying.
“If you can’t get 1id of two mere boys, with all the cut-
throats from the wharves to help you—"

“Fate,” said Ah Wong, shrugging his shoulders.
tly, me fail. Just fate.”

“Me

“Bah! Don’t tell me fairy tales like that!” rasped
Sweetman. “When 1 want a thing done I see that it’s
done. You fail ' me again, and you know what your fate

will be. I won’t let you off so lightly next time. But
listen. This is no picnic we’re on. We've got to keep that
Black Ruby where they won’t find it. I suggest that we
take it in turns to carry the sparkler. IPve had it now
for some time, and they will make a bee-line for me to
get it back, as that cub did after that train smash in
France. You take it for a bit, Twisty.”

He handed the Black Ruby to Twisty Baker.
removed the cotton-wool and admired the scintillating
facets of the huge gem. He sat on the floor—there were
no seats in that hut—with his back to the curtains that
concealed the pals,

Peeping from the folds of that curtain Steve Barrett saw
the Black Ruby -within reach of his hand. He could not
resist. He acted with incredible speed. ~ His long arm
reached and grabbed it from Twisty Baker’s wire-like
fingers. The crook snarled in alarm, but Steve’s other arm
shot out. Bunched knuckles caught Baker behind the ear
with stunning force, and he went down like a log. But Steve
had the Ruby!

Sweetman was on his feet in a flash. His hand went to
his hip-pocket for his gun. Bob came out from behind the
curtain with a rush, grappled the boss crook round the
waist, and brought him to the floor.

Syd had Buily Mahon by the throat, and Mustapha came
creeping out after Ah Wong, when suddenly the Chinaman
leapt—not at Mustapha, but up to the beams of the
ceiling. His yellow hands clawed the swaying oil-lamp and
brought ‘it down with a crash.

For a space there was darkness—utter, impenetrable
darkness. Then came light—the glaring, terrifying light of
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enormous flames shooting up and licking the beams,

scorching the walls, It was an inferno, and the pals were

{I’x{gl‘x}tir}g in the midst of it for their lives—and the Black
uby !

Inside the hut it was like a furnace; the heat was
terrific. The rickety shelter was built of wood that had long
since dried out in the glare, of the tropical sun, and now
burnt like matchwood. The flames licked the beams
hungrily, crackling viciously, spitting and hissing, casting
sparks in all directions. Great clouds of pungent smoke
filled the hpt as the dusty, heavy curtains caught fire.

And on the Aaming floor Bob and Syd rolled over and
over, locked in deadly combat with the crooks. Steve was
the only one on his fest. He swayed on the balls of his
feet, ready and willing, waiting for Bully Mahon to come
at him. Ste ¢ knew his job. He could have gone after the
big tough, but Mahon’s right hand was behind his back,
and Steve guessed what that meant.

Syd had brought Mahon down with a crash, and was
throttling him, when the tough lashed out with his feet, and
Syd rolled clean over the exp%oded oil-lamp to the other side
of the hut. He fetched up against Twisty Baker, who had
fallen, half senseless, from the impact with Steve’s fist. His
senses had just returned, and he grabbed out with his
wire-like hands. He got Syd round the body and they
wrestled grimly on that fire-licked floor.

And Steve was watching Bully Mahon. Mustapha was
struggling with Ah Wong. The Chinaman had his knife out,
but Mustapha’s lean hand gripped his wrist and held that
gleaming blade suspended in the air. Their legs were inter-
twined. They swayed to and fro amidst the flames.

Steve had ell his attention centred on Mahon, who was
creeping towards him, his right hand still behind his back.

Bob was in the corner on top of Karl Sweetman. A grim
struggle was taking place there. For once Sweetman was
no longer debonair. He was a savage. He fought tooth
and nail. He bit Bob’s arm, and snarled like a wild animal.

Bob hit him, but Sweetman was harder than he appeared to :

be. Bob’s fist crashed full in his face. The crook’s head
went back and cannoned on the ficor planks. His face was
contorted with pain, but he still fought, biting and kicking.

Bob used strategy. He just had to do something. He
pretended to be hard hit, and rolled clear. Sweetman gave
a grunt of triumph, and leapt to his feot. But Bob was on
his feet at the same moment and leapt at his opponent
as Sweetman braced himself to strike,

Bob got his blow in first.

Crack ! ;

His bunched knuckles connected with Sweetman’s jaw and
dropped him in a senseless heap.

In an instant, Bob had spun round to help somebody else.
And it was then that Bully Mahon sprang at Steve. His
right hand flashed into view, brandishing a wicked clasp-
knife. Steve had been waiting for that knife, and he knew
what to do. One brawny hand clutched at Mahon’s right
wrist and held it firm. Steve’s right came up in a vicious
upper-cut. The clenched fist caught Mahon on the side of
the jaw.

1t was quick, so quick that Bob had no time to realise that
Steve was capable of looking after himseif. For, as Steve
struck, so Bob rushed in to his rescue and struck Mahon at
the same time. As Steve’s fist crashed on the tough’s jaw,
so Bob’s fist landed with amazing force on the tough’s
ear. Bully Mahon just grunted and went limp. He swayed
for 2 second, then toppled sideways, knocked-out to the
wide. No man living could have remained on his feet after
those two blows.
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Australian dragged Twisty Baker off Syd and hurled him
on one side. The crook seemed to flatten against the oppo-
site wall, then he dropped half senseless to the floor. :
The flames shot up around them now. - A beam fell from
the ceiling, throwing up & shower of sparks. Ah Wong
moaned, and slowly struggled to his feet. -
teve sprang at a_curtain that still hung on one wall,
and pulled it down. He flung it on top of the remains of the
oil-lamp that lay in the centre of the hut. It served two
purposes. For it smothered the flames for a moment, and
revealed the window by which they had entered. Towards
this aperture the victorious pals struggled. 5
Syd =

Steve stood there and helped them out one by one.
went first, then Bob, then Mustapha. And then the
Australian came out in a hurry.

“Out of this, as quick as you like!” he rasped as soon as
he alighted outside. “Remember, head for the mosque!”

In 2 moment they had fled. There was no need to explain
why they had to hustle. For one thing, Steve had the
Black Ruby, and the crooks were bound to be on their
heels. And for another, the stillness of the Oriental night
had long since been shattered. Men were rushing in all
duﬁzctlons—men of all nations, white, black, coffce-coloured,
vellow.

Whistles shrieked and men shouted. The bells at the
mosque were clanging. And behind the pals a dull red
glow showed where the hut was burning. The leaping flames
had penetrated through the crazy roof and lit up the native
quarter like a hugo candle. -

The fire alarm had been given. Soudanese police came
rushing with fire-fighting appliances, and troops from the
barracks came out at the double. Fire in the native quarter
was worse than a riot. for in that collection of tumble-
down wooden huts there was no knowing where and how
the outbreak would finish.

But much as they hated Sweetman and his gang, the pals
were greatly concerned. :
“D’you think they got out of that hut?” queried Syd, as ¢

he ran beside Steve.

“By George !” rasped Steve. “D’you think I've gob time -
to worry about them now?”

“But,” put in Bob, “I don’t like the idea of them being
burnt to cinders—" S

His voice trailed away into mnothingness. They were
racing down a long, narrow street. At the other end a
light streamed cui into the night from a window, and in
the path of that light four men suddenly appeared. =

Steve halted abruptly, and the others followed suit. It
was easy to recognise those four men. Karl Sweetman and
his gang had won clear of the flames and were secking
the Black Ruby again! g

“This way !” cried Steve hoarsely, and they dived down
a side alley, knowing that the crooks were on their trail.

If that native quarter was a maze by day, it was hopeless
to find cne’s way at night. But Steve seemed to know his
way, for he rapped out instructions. -

“hLIeft! Now right! Head for the mosque! Under that
arch 1” 2

And so they fled, in and out of alleys, round corners. And
by reason of their superior sprinting qualities, Syd and
Bob drew ahead.

They rounded & corner into a streebs that seemed very
dark and deserted. They raced on until—— : =

Crack! -

A revolver-shot sounded close behind them. They spun
round, and saw Steve turning back. =

“ Mustapha's got it!” he

Bob ard Steve stared atb
each other for & second,
grinned and then, realising
that seconds were precious,
spun round. Bob saw Mus-
tapha grapp'ing with Ah
Wong. He went up behind
the Chinaman and seized him
by the neck. Mustapha re-
feased hi hold, and the
Chinaman was hurled bodily
on toon of Mahon.

Meanwhile, Steve skipped
across t¢ Syd and Twisty
Baker. Syd was having a
rough-house. Baker had
wriggled on top of him and
was doinz his best to squeeze
on Syd's ribs. But Steve
caught Bak:. by the scruff of
his neck and one leg. With a
monstrous heave, the big
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INTRODUCTION.

Trailed across two continents by a gang of cunning crooks, Steve Barreft,
in possession of a Black Ruby, eventually reaches England. With the
aid of this Black Ruby, Steve has hopes of making his fortune, for the
ruby is the Tey to a clatm of land in Queensland rich in precious stones,
The crooks, however, succeed in gaining possession of the Black Ruby
and make good their escape. Steve enlisis the services of Bob Crompton
and Syd Dyson, two plucky, athletic fellows, with whom he sets off on &
wild dash south on the trail of the Black Ruby. After a series of exciting
adventures the chums retrieve the precious stone. Their efforts to shale
off Sweetman and his gang by boarding a fast boat bound for Egypt, prove
of little avail, however, for just as they are newring Alexandria the crooks
sneal the yuby again and get clear in o native bout, Leaving his chums
in @ mud hut in the care of en old Arab named Mustephe, Steve sets out
on his own to discover the hiding-place of the gang. A forged letter
purporting to have come from Steve shortly afterwards leads Bob and
Syd to a jeweller's shop in the vicinity of which they are attacled by Al
Wong, the Chinese member of the gang, and a crowd of Arabs, Turks, and
Lascars. Thanks to the timely intervention of Mustapha and Steve, the
mob is dispersed, after which the chums veturn fo the evil-smelling Rt
to vest, determined to_carry on chase in pany with Mustapha’s
son, after dark that night.

(Now read on.)

- Syd began.

called.

He disappeared round the
corner. For a bricf moment
Syd and Bob stood there in-
active, then they went after
Steve, back round the cor-
ner, and stopped.

They gazed about them.
They stared at each other =
in  stupid  bewilderment.
The place was deserted.
There was not a soul in #
sight. Steve and Mustapha
had vanished completely. ==

The Peeul—iar Stranger !

€@ ELL, I’'m blessed !”
gasped Bob.
“They
have got far!”

“In any case, Why—
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Then suddenly at the far end of the street appeared
the dim figure of a man. It might have been one of the
crooks—they couldn’t see—but it reminded them that they
were still in danger.

SNo sense in stopping here!” growled Syd. “Can’y do
apything. Better make for the mosqu~. Come on!”

They continued on their way, walkiny rapidly round the

cqrner, and down the dark, deserted street. Behind them
* the sk% glowed red where the hut was still burning. They
could *hear the noisy confusion of the fire-fighters. Before
: them all was darkness and quiet. Apparently the native
. population had left their dwelling in this part of the town
to see the fire. s
- The pals walked rapillly on their way. At last the dome
of*the. mosque showed dimly ahead against the background
of: the star-studded sky. The amazing disappearance 'of
¢ Steve and Mustapha was bewildering, but obviously there
- was nothing else-for the pals to do but go on to the mesque
- and try to find old Mustapha’s hut,
*  But as they rounded the first corner they came to, they
butted into Ah Wong and Bully Mahon. The Chinaman
hissed, and Mahon ripped cut an oath. There was no
alleyway at hand to dive down, so the pals continued on
their way.

The: two boys leapt forward. Bob’s fist landed on Ah
Wong’s nose and toppled him over. Syd's bunched knuckles
got Mahon between the eyes, and sent him staggering. The
next moment they were past the crooks and sprinting again,

“Round the block !” panted Bob. “Got to shake them
- off before going to the hut. Round th2 block!”

And round the block they went; bur Ah Wong and Bully
Mahon .were close behind—too close to be pleasant. They
could hear the thudding of the crooks’ feet cn the uneven
stones. Bully Mahon was panting audibly, so close was he.
; “Keep going, Syd!” hissed Bob. “Got to fool ’em some-
ow |7

Round the corner they sped, and strong arms seized them
and hauled them into a dark doorway. Syd hit out
savagely.

“Let go!” hissed Bob, lashing out with his fists.

Someone cursed fluently in Arabie, and ths other fellow
spoke—in English.

“Keep quiet, you idiots!”

It was Steve! And the pals froze in the darkness—
merged into the dense shadows, and kept quite still as Ah

~ Wong and Bully Mahon went chasing past the doorway

and down the street. y

.+ Then, without a word, Steve led the way, swiftly, silently,
across that street, down a dark alley, oui the other end,
along another street and in at a hut. Thc door was closed
and bolted. Someone lit an cil-lamp, and they found them-
sclves in old Mustapha’s hut.

The pals slumped down on the couch arrangement that
“ran along one wall. Old Mustapha still sat there, pulling
away at his hubble-bubble pipe, as if nothing out of the
ordinary had happened. Young Mustapha limped painfully
across the floor, and said something to Steve in Arabic.

“Sure,” replied Steve.  “We'll fix it for you.”

- Young Mustapha sat down on the floor. and Steve went
down beside him and began to probe about in the calf of
his leg. Eventually he sighed with satisfaction, and held
up a revolver bullet. -

“Guess that was a chance shot of Sweetman’s,” he said.
“And only just pinked you, Mustapha. I we had been a
few yards closer, you’d either be in hospital or a cemetery
row. That was a ncar thing for wvs.”
©“And a rummy go,” put in Bob. “ What happened?
where on earth did you two get to?”

" ‘Steve grinned as he glanced up.

“Jumping wallabies!” he exclaimed. “Haven’t you
guessed yet? It’s asplain as the nose on your face. Sweet-
man and his.crowd caught sight of us rounding that corner.
Karl got mad, and took a pot-shot with his gun, and got
Mustapha in the leg. Down went Mustapha, and I went
back to help him up.”

“Yes. But you vanished,” said Syd.

3 « “Like, Lucifer, we did!” retorted Steve. “I had Mus-
= tapha up on his feet, but one leg wasn’: a lot of use to him,
and them crooks were coming on with a rush. T reckoned
‘you boys would go on, so, rather than lead them to you,
‘we dodged in a doorway, and, finding the door unlocked,

And

‘we waltzed into the place and out the back door into .

another alley. We properly got those crooks rattled: And,
having fooled them, we set out to look for you. And, tell
you what, boys, hunting needles in haystacks is kids’ play
to finding anybody in this show after dark.”

“J believe you!” growled Boh. “Compared with this
place, Hampton Court Maze is just bun!-! We must have
gone over the same ground time and time again.”

“And I,” put in Syd, “was secared stiff in case we should
sort of run into ourselves fiom the back. T'm stiff and sorc
and fagged out. I'm hungry and thirsty and dirty and—-"

DR £

“So'm I,” agreed Steve. ‘“But what does that matter?
Look 1 !

He stretched out his hand and showed them the Black
Ruby reposing on his palm. The flickering rays of light
from, the oil lamp gleamed and scintillated on its facets.
Bob drew in his breath sharply,

“You're right, Steve,” he said. “It was worth it!”

Syd said nothing. He was staring at tho gem as if
fascinated. But, in reality, he was thinking hard. Steve
igazed at the Ruby, a grin of eminent satisfaction on his
ace.

"’.We’ve got it again,” he said, “and it’s up to us to keep

1t .

“Put it away, and let’s cat}” said Syd sharply.

Steve started, and stared at him, then obeyed. He stowed
the Ruby in a pocket in the stout leather belt that was
round his waist® He spoke to Mustapha, and before long
they were eating and drinking with much relish.

Appetites appeased and thirsts quenchod. they stretched
themselvgs on the benches, too tired tc taks much notice
of anything, although in that squalid hut there were plenty
of little things calculated to worry eny European—little
things thai bit.

But the pals needed sleep, and they ot it. Steve needed
sleep, and he made plenty of noise about it. His snores
were sonorous, and at any other time the boys would have
shied something at him, but now they were too exhausted
cven for that. ! ! - g

Then young Mustapha woke them. Ho had been sleeping
n'msﬂy on the bench, but was wide awake now. He shook
Steve, and spoke to him in Arabic, and Steve came to
carth with a gasp.

“By George, bhoys! That tender for the P. & O. boat
leaves at dawn. We’ll have to buzz if we're to catch her.
Come on! Hustle !”

A few minutes later they lefs the hut and headed
cautiously for the quay, in case any of the crooks happencd
to be lurking in the doorways. -

Shipping officials, Government offieials, Sudanese police,
various -types of beggars and hawkers, always to be found
in the tropics, were crowding the quays, even at that carly
hour. With his back to a crate of machinery sat a dirty
Arab, his hands outstretched, chanting his plea mournfully.

“* Backsheesh ! In the name of Allah! Backsheesh !
Great is Allah and Mohamed his prophet ! Backsheesh 1

Bm_‘. the pals_pas’sed on round the crate to the quay side,
all littered with tho conglomeration of merchandiso and
commerce. Hogsheads and harrels, boxes and trunks, crates
and bales were strewn about in confusion. People hustled
hither and thither. The tender was moored to the quay.
Fellaheen ran to and fro along her gangways with boxes
and trunks and packages on their heads. j

The boys gazed about them, interested. But Steve,
hardened traveller as he was, studied the Europeans present.
Suddenly he grabbed Bob’s arm and spoke curtly.

“Look! Who's old Svenskhem tailed up with now?”’

They gazed suspiciously at the big Swede. He was jab-
bering away to a Sudanese policeman, and not making much
impression.  And by his side stood a debonair man, neatly
dressed, smoking a cigarette. The stranger was a military-
looking man with a black moustache. He was bronzed as
if he had spent much of his life in the tropics. He stood
crect and held himself as if the barrack square was not
strange to him,

“And yet,” murmured Syd, “he strikes me as familiar.
Where have I seen him before?”

“And I ought to know that face,” put in Bob.

“And I can’t place him!” growled Steve. “But these
soldier chaps are all alike. Those sergeant-majors turn ’em
out according to pattern like sansages out of a machine.
But—dingoes! Look at the old apple-chewer going red in
the face! Let’s see what the rumpus is all about.”

They approached Svenskhem. Steve slapped
familiarly on the shoulder.

‘“Cheerio, cabbage-eater !” he cried. *Why the sermon?”

“I want to know if this is the tender for the Maharanec?”

“Yes,” answered Steve. “This way, gents. This is the
tender, and we'd better get aboard quickly. She leaves in
five minutes.”’ )

They walked towards the tender.
strangely excited.

him

X Svenskhem seemed
He talked rapidly to his friend, then
turned to Steve.

“Meine frient von pig dealer in der jewels vos. He buy
from me vot I buy in der native bazaars, und der pig brofit
I make. Und I tell to heem I haf seen a ruby dot plack
vos, und he not believe. Poot you show heem, ain’t it?”’

Steve turned on the Swede, fairly snarling at him.

“You keep your mouth shut about that ruby,” he hissed,
“or youll meet trouble—big {rouble!”

{So the three chums have got the ruby back again!
But what’s happened fo Sweetman and his gang ?  You
can vest assured they’ll furn up again very soon. Look
out for next week’s instalment. It’s better than ever.)
Tee Gev Lmrary—Ne. 1,097,
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Two Forms At War!

(Contmued from page 24.)

Racke and Crooke volled about on the couch in their
|study o nearly helpless with laughter. Trom afar they had
theard the commotion, but they had not troubled to go oui
to sce what was happening. There was no need to go ouf
—they knew without domn that. DPercy Mellish was there,
but lie was not latghing. THe scemed 10 be acared out of his
wits by the result of Racke's little scheme of vengeance.

But Racke and'Crooke were not scared--ai least, Racke
was not, and Crooke pretended not to be. -
Aubrey Racke's face was flushed with unholy glee. Never

had ‘any sclieme of his met with such complete success. Tt
was a rmnp]e‘ro triumph for the cad of the Shell.

‘All was quiet now, however. The prefects
thiv passage, and-the Fourth-Formers Lad departed to their
owi qumtm\_all C\copnnn Mellish, who dared not venture
out yet. :

The door of Racke’s study opened gently and a fat fmu
insiriuated itself into the room. It was ng,(_\ Tyimble, and
Baggy was wearing a fat, satisfied grin.  Racke’s'ldu grlml
censod abruptly and ho pointed to the door. :
he snapped.
éd thé door and came right

into the room.

“ITe, he, He!” he sniggered. * “ What 4 seream ! 1 say,
Racke, old man, conmatua. You pnl]cd that off rather
néatly, T must say!” =

A Hh? <What's ¢ you fat worm?

Rac ko s sat bolt upright on the (oml.. A stifled exclamation
came from Glerald Crooko : o 3
“1 say it's all right!” said Trimble hurriedl; FifL-
niing, however, “No need to get up, Racke, old man! 1
say, the bl cssed” Lower ‘\(}mo‘ s fairly” up~1rh down. = You
re qllv ‘are a goet, Aubrey!” i F
3 lou~“§lou @l;“ek\‘ fat rotter!” hissed I{:mm looking

qmto st ¢d novw. ““}mt the thump do you mean? “\\’}w
has 1t got to do with me, you worm 7" ’

“0h; nnlhmg_ at~allly said Trimble ¢ 1(‘c:fu”‘3. a1 l\nm\
nothing, of course. I'm yvour pal, Tm((\(‘ ain’i And I'm
Lacy’s pal, too. e e ¥
¢ What—what—=-"  Racke halted, halt ¢, as if to
fling himgzelf ‘at the Q‘rinni fat junior. ; 5 % £1

& J)rm\ not, Aubrey !’ Jaggy, with a fatl chucl Kle.
e

T wonder whai \\(ml(l hd];‘cn if it came ouf,who
d:(l attack old Lathom and ¢ wed

you ask me, -Aubrey,

it wasn’t. Tom Merr.v and 'his" lot

at gl Tn my opmmn somechody found that scarf and
cap, and planted ’em on the spot to. shove the blame on .
Tom Merry. Dou't you think so, Aubrey?”

Racke breathed hard. - There was no mistaking the mean-
ing underlying the grinning fat junior's remar He eyed
errm \\()Hi\lll\' But he did not move. . .

Sut never mind t} 2 said = Trimble: = ¢ Rather

an unplm sant- subject-

It's my opinion this affaiv
uxH mjd with the sack

for someone.- But I say, Aubrey.
1t have waited for_me this. afternoon. 1 followoed
far as the stile across the meadows, you know.”
ou—you did?" e -
5 YC~ old man! But vou happened {o be

talking fo

busy
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had cleared.

all this rampus? :

% .

some” friends from the CGrafmmae School,” said *Trimhia
blandly, “so I thonght 1 wouldw's. utormm ¥oi, you know!
Kind of'me, wasn*t:it?’

“You—you fat cad!” hissed Racke. i =
-“But we're going “fo be awfully good pals after thi
aren’t e, Auwa 7V resumed 3,‘mr : SRk e
see e :

“Get out!” breathed Racke, his eves glinting dany
“Get out of my study, you fat cad!” 5
“Ob, all right!” said Trimble loftily.
about your fu(‘nd&hlp Racke,
top. 1 think Tl trot along to see Blake now: .md 1'%
appointment with Tom Merry, tob. And 1. rzthom & ratl
special pal of mine, you know. 1 want to sug
my belief that it was that rotter Lu(\ and come mmo ('"
who attacked him.”
And Trimble volled fo the door cavelissly.
Racké called him back hoarsely.
“Hold on—hold on, Trimble!”
“ Sorry; I'm in rather a hurry!” s
i Blake's promised to cash a 10"1\tc10¢ letter
banknote-~for me. It hasn't come ye
this evening— but Blake™will cash it in :\(Tmm‘r»
being such a pal of mine, you know.  And 1
S a\h |:~fm«‘ the .tu t‘k:’HOp cl SO*‘:Ollgf';l

‘Tmenet? ;:.nlu‘u
I can mm‘\ find friénds,. ﬁh:l
¥

“Stop!” panted leu- meeting Crooke's
“Lock- here, T'll -ca -that. banknoie- for
like.  How much v Trimble 22 5.0,

“Ten bob, ()](l (lap ¢ Loyt e
SEWEhat 7 3

for & l(-m
“want, the ten

1 mean the ]mln\l m( s,

buvidedly, S Buf I only on a.(((mm _ 1oy

s 1f you'd liketo hiand me ten-bob hov ; e
Silently Racke .oni\ out his wallet; extr 1(1: d : “n shiH{
nofe, and 5~"mh d ir into Trimble's fat Imv
S A hanks ! said Trimble Jossly.~ Mind; 6t’s & loan. .
instst wpon. paying it lxﬂck then my cheque =1 Jnrfm‘x
hanknote,” the tenner, yon kpow-=comes! W el I i

off, or I'il be oo late “for “the tu(lnhop old man’! ~See
laver; Aulm\ : X
; Am Baggy Trimble df\]mt\-d hastily, chuckling. :

eancd.

Aubrey Racke dropped on the“couch (lﬂ‘ﬂlll. :md

kalh strddenly “all the sweétness. had- gone Our of his
snecess—vanishing like - mi o the morning - sun
1rimble knew the iruth- ho (‘.C\Hbru -3 tl«n\

hie meant to make c
was not worrying
hurt him-to part
had suddenly gripped h

secret with

Trimble knew—and a
to remain a scerct fong. The obtuse
bound to let it out soconer or lafer.

In Study No. 10 of the' Shell; 4om
not looking fs rd to the-future it
But his feelings, compared. with' those of ; v
might almost be described as cheerful!l " = w 5
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(How ¢s ihis  extraovdinwmy sitnation going 1o, end,
chunes 2 Be sure you wead the exciting vscqaw’ o Heis
yarn, entitled : “ A SPLIT IN THE SCHOOL ! " qvhich
will appear in next week’s bumper issue of the GEM., -
An early order will sarve disappointment.) o We
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