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OH, GEE! HE WOULDN'TTELLALIE... COULDNTTELL ALIE—

A Delightful Com-
plete School Story
-of Tom Merry & Co.

“ TOP
row !I”
! “What ?”

" morose and angry

“crowded.

|

|

'in the upper regions

" him;

|

GEORG

at §t. Jim's,

CHAPTER 1.
Crooke Asks for 1t!
that

.+ “Chuck it
at once!” snapped
Crooke,

The row stopped
—in sheer astonish-
ment! Fellows
locked at Gerald
Crooke of the Shell -
as if they could not
quite  believe their
ears, as indeed they
couldn’t quite.

Crooke had sud-
denly opened the
door of his study,
No. 7 in the Shell,
in the School House

at- St. Jim’s. He
stared out into the
passage with a

face.
© The passage was

On a half-holiday
it was unusual for
the studies to be
crowded; but then, ~
it was not usual for
the rain to be com-
ing down in tor-
rents.

It +was coming
down now, as if a
big reservoir had
opened somewhere

of the air. It
dashed on the roofs,
it splashed on the
windows, it turned the old quadrangle into a weeping
swamp, -and the playing fields into a soaking morass. Even
Tom Merry admitted that football was impossible that
afternoon; and Figgins of the New House agreed with
and the House match, due that day, had been
postponed.

Hence the row that was going on in the Shell passage
in the School House.

A fellow had to do something, and most fellows’ minds
were running on football. Gerald Crooke’s mind, indeed,
had run on cigarettes—rather unfortunately for himself, for
his Housemaster had dropped on him smoking in a box-room,
with painful results for Crooke. Mr. Railton had dealt
with him faithfully, and Crooke had retired to his study
to bemoan his injuries—till disturbed by the terrific shindy
in the passage outside.

It had to be acknowledged that the fellows were making
rather a row. .

A few of the Shell had started it with an old football—
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, and Talbot and
Noble and Grundy and a few more, But other fellows, with
nothing to do on a rainy afternoon, had soon joined up.

" A noise attracted the juniors, as a candle attracts the moths.

A contingent of the Fourth came along—Blake & Co. from
Tune Gem LiBrarY.—No. 1,192,
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Study No. 6, then Levison & Co. from Ne. 9, them 2 o
more. “Passage ™ football did not follow the rules of
game very closely; but it was exciting, it ‘was ilara
it was ever so much better than frowsting in the sindies or
blinking out of a window saying things about the weather.

Had a master or a prefect butted in with am erder i«
stop the row the jumiors would have been mildly surpr
for they expected masters and prefects to turn a juds
deaf ear on a rainy afterncom.

But when Crooke of the Shell butted in theyw
astonished. For Croocke was nobedy—a junior like the rest,
and the least considered of juniors.

And the foothallers, pausing in the hilaricus game as-
Crooke hooted at them, stared at Crooke.

Crooke stared back at them morosely, savagely. He had
a lot of aches and pains, resulting from an application of

-Mr. Railton’s cane, and his temper, never good, was vile

that -afternoon.

“Chuck it!” he repeated. ‘“Stop it at once! You know
it’s against House rules! I'm not going to stand it !”

“You—you—you're not going to stand it!” ejaculated
Tom Merry.

“No!” snorted Crooke. “I'm net!”

“And who the dickens are you?” inmquired the captain
of the Shell. S

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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—AND THAT'S THE START OF ALL THE TROUBLE AT ST. JIM’S|

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the
Fourth warmly. Pway let us know, Cwooke, who the
mewwy dickens are you?”

“Have they made you a prefect lately?” inquired
Manners.

“Or are you just talking out of the back of your neck?”
asked Monty Lowther.

“Come and join up, fathead, instead of frowsting in
there!” suggested Blake.

“On the ball!” snorted Grundy of the Shell. “What's
the good of wasting time on that rotten slacker? GCet on
with it.””

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Go it!” said Tom Merry.

‘q_ws-b‘-ns.mu‘nsn\u\us-psnsususmf

“I'm doing lines,” he said. “Rail
ton’s given me lines! I'm not going
to try to write lines with this racket
going on! You've got to stop it!”

“Write your blessed lines in the
Form-room, then.”

“I'm writing them in my study.”

Tom Merry breathed hard.

“Will you get out of the way,
Crooke ?” he asked.

“No.

“Then you'll be shifted.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

— Crooke, generally despised in his
Form for his smoky, frowsy ways,
resented dislike and contempt strongly.
It was quite a satisfaction to him to
butt in like this, with right on his side
for once in a way.

But Tom Merry & Co. were not
‘bothering. very .much’ about the rights
of the matter. Crooke was in the way,
and having been, as they considered,
_rather _patient . with him, without
effect, they proceeded to shift him out of
the way. '

Five or six fellows crowded round
Crooke, and grasped him.

He' struggled.

“Let go!” he bawled. . “Hands off!
I'll yell for a prefect!”

“Yell away!” snorted . Grundy.
“And if you're going to yell, I'll give
you something to yell for.”

. And Grundy gave it, with his hoot !

Crooke yelled—a yell that rang through
- the School House and might have been

heard almost as far as the New House.

“Chuck him into his study !” shouted
Xangarco.

.“Hold on. Tl kick him in!” said

Grundy. " “That's what he wants!”

- And Grundy let out with his heavy

boot a second time; but this time

Crooke - wriggled out of the way and

escaped it.

But every bullet has its billet. George Alfred Grundy’s
hefty kick missed Crooke, but landed on the football which
was mixed up with the legs of the crowd. The ball shot
into tho air, straight for a gas-bracket. With a crash, glass,
globe and mantle flew into a thousand pieces. ’

A shout of laughter went up.

““Oh, well shot, Grundy! Well shot, sir!”

“Goal! Goal!”

Suddenly another shout was heard.

“Cave! Railton’s coming!”

“Bai Jove !”

\

I

[T

“Look out—-"
Some of the fellows dodged
away into the studies. DBut

Crooke came out into the.
passage. The passage was
wide, but not very wide for
football, and in the middle of
it Crooke was in the way.
Evidently he wanted to be in
the way. He was in one of

He wanted to swamp his Form-master
with ink, . ., .

Who did ?
Why, George Washington, Junior !
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there was no time for most of
them to dodge. Mr. Railton,
Housemaster. of the School
House, was close bchind
Trimble. :

He strode on the scenc with
a frowning brow.

. o -
those malicious, disgruntled e 5 T 5 e 5 ¢ T e e 85 e 8

tempers when an ill-natured
fellow likes to make himself a general nuisance.

“Stop it!” he snapped.

“l':,ou silly ass!” roared Tom Merry. “Get out df the
way. ’

“I won’t!”

“Barge him into his study!” roared Grundy.

“Clear off, you ass!”

“Bai Jove! If you do not wetire, Cwooke, you will bag
a feahful thwashin’!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
excitedly.

Gerald Crooke stood his ground. He was, in a way,
within his rights. Football indoors was against all House
rules, written or unwritten. A fellow who was working in
his study could not have done much with such a terrific row
going on outside. Crooke certainly had not been working ;
he never did any work if he could help it. Still, he was
within his rights. He broke most of the House rules him-
self; but now they were in his favour.

“Boys! Silence! What
does this mean 7”

Crooke, released, sat up and spluttered. Round him stood
the rather dusty and dishevelled juniors, blinking at their
Housemaster. There was silence, save for the breathless
gurgling of Crooke,

“Groogh! Oooogh! Woooogh! Oooocooooh !”

e
CHAPTER 2. *
“SIX * for Gussy !

R. RAILTON frowned severely.

Like a judicious Housemaster, he had been
turning a rather deaf ear, on a rainy afternoon,
to an unusual amount of uproar in the junior

quarters. But there was a limit, and the juniors reached
it, in dealing with Crooke. Crooke had put the lid on, as
it were.

Tae Grou, Lierary.—No, 1,192,



you have proceeded to ragging 7

“What does this mean, Merry 1'%

‘“>Hem !

“Crooke! Get up, Crooke!”

Gerald staggered to his feet.

“You have beén playmg football here, Merry ¥
“’Hem! Yes, sir!”

““ And as no notice was taken of this disregard of the rules,
“ N-n-not exactly, sir!” stammered Tom. | e We—we—7"
“Crooke appears to have been roughly handled ” said the

Housemaster. ‘‘I require to know the reason.’

Mr. Railton appeared not'to remember that only an hour
ago he had caned Crooke for smoking in the box-room.
Crooke might be a dingy slacker; but he was entitled to
Justu,e

“You see, sir—" stammered Tom.

o Pewwaps you had bettah leave it to me to explain to
Mr. Wailton, Tom Mewwy! You see, sir—"

“You need not speak, D’Arcy{”

“Weally, sir—* :

“Kindly be silent!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Merry, explain this to me at once!” Sald Mr. Railton
reluctantly

“T wanted them to stop the row,” gasped Crooke., “I

‘was writing lines in the study—the lines you gave me, sir!

I couldn’t work against such a row.”
“Quite so! Merry, there is some excuse for your for-

. getting the rules of thé House when you are confined indoors

by the rain; but you should have ceased at once when
Crooke requested you.” -

Tom Merry stood silent.

He had a great respect for his Housemaster, but he was
not going to enter into a wordy altercation with a fellow
like Crooke about the nghts and wrongs of the matter.
Crooke was technically in the right, though all the fellows
knew that he was in the wrong. 'Tom, at all events, was
not going to bandy words with him.

“I am surprised at this, Merry,” said Mr. Railton.

“You are junior captain of ‘the ‘House,-and it is your duty

to keep the rules; not to break them. I shall gw yeu
five hundred lines, Merry.”

“Very well, sir!” said Tom quietly.

“ Every other boy concerned in this uproar will take one
hundred lmes ” said the chsemaster, ‘and let there be no
more of it.”

“Very well, sir!”

There were dark looks among the School House juniors.
Popular as Railton was, the sentence was strongly resented.
But the fellows stood sxlent ‘with the exception of D’Arecy of
the Fourth. That elegaut ‘youth felt bound to enter a
‘protest.

‘“Weally, Mr. Wailton—?* he began warmly

“You need not speak, D’Arcy.

“Undah the ecircs, su I feel bound to speak,” answered
the swell of 8t. Jim’s. “I do not wegard this as just.”

“Wha-a-t I eJacula.ted Mr. Railton.

“Y am suah,.sir, that you mean to be just,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I am qmte suah that you would not be unjust,
lsxr, if you weflected a little. But as you have been wathah
hasty——""

“Upon my word!” e]aculated My, Railton. “D’Arcy,
come here! Now bend down!”

Mr. Railton had brought up ‘a cane under his arm. He
slipped it down into his hand.

" “Bend over, D’Arcy !” he rapped out

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood erect.
gleamed through his g]lttenng eyeglass.

“Do you hear me, D’Arcy?”

His noble eye

Mr. Railton’s voice rumbled like distant thunder. He -

was not accustomed to waiting for his orders to be obeyed.

“I heah you, sir!” answered Arthur Augustus calmly.
“But I fail to understand you, su'

“T have told you to bend over.”

“I am perfectly awah of that, su-! But I think I have
a wight to know what I am goin’ to be caned for.”

“You are going to be caned for impertinence, D’Arcy.”

“I should be vewy sowwy, sir, to be xmpertment to a
gentleman whom I wespect so . highly,”  said Arthur
Augustus, with great dignity. “I certamly did not mean
to be impertinent. I was merely pointin’ out that you are
achn wathah hastily and thoughtlessly——"

“If you do not immediately obey me, D’Arcy, I shall take
you to Dr. Holmes for a flogging. For the last time, bend
down !”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“I will do so, sir.
hound to obey your ordahs, even when they are unjust.”

TeE Gen Lisrarv.—No. 1,192,

““PEN\EA in Tom Merry's study that
. not the usual cheery function.

As you are my Housemastah, I am
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Wha,ck, whack, whack 1

When Mr. Railton wielded the cane he seldom wielded
it hard. The S8t. Jim’s feilows always said that ?
from Railton was a lighter sentence than one from M=,
Rateliff, of the New House. But on this occasion tie
School House master let himself go,

Whack, whack, whack! )

It was six, and it was a very severe sxx. The Cane fairly
rang on Arthur Augustis D’Arcy. -

That elegant youth squirmed and wriggled under

infliction. Not a sound came from his lips; but his ar
cratic features were thsted into contortxons of g
anguish,

The sixih whack havmg been admxmstexed Mr. Railion
tucked the cane under his arm again.

Arthur Augustus straightened up )

“I trust that that will be a warning to you, D.A?—f} .
said Mr, Railton. ‘

*“Thank you, sir; but I am not awah of beini’ in
need of a wauun’,” answered Arthur Augustus, ‘with grea:
calmness. s '

His friends waited in-deep apprehensmn M. Rail
made a motion as if to slip ‘the cane into-his hand
But he refrained, and, turning away, went down the
without making any chOlnder

Arthur Augustus stood very still. Blake and Herri 3
Digby enecircled mm and marched him away in
to Study No. 6 in the Fourth. The crowd in the
passage dispersed with gloomy looks.

Gerald Crooke, with a vaunting look at ihem; o
back to his study. He had several narrow escapes
went, of punches and kicks. But the fellows did
to brmg back the Housemaster, and Crooke was <
enjoy his triumph—such as it was,

CHAPTER 3.
The Vials of Wrath!:

rainy- afternoon was
The Terrible Three
of the Shell looked very thoughtful. Tom Merry
had five hundred lines on hand; Manners and
Lowther a hundred each.

Blake and Herries and Digby had come to tea with glum
looks. Arthur Augustus, who was also due, had not come.
Blake explained that he was getting over his licking in
his own study. He was disinelined for tea. A large
of lines was not inspiriting; but the juniors were thinl
less of their impots than of Arthur Augustus.

“The old ass, you know !’ almost groaned Blake. “Of
course he was quite right; but you ecan’t talk io a House-
master as if he was a human being !

*“Railton ‘had to pitch into bxm »” agreed Tom Merrr.
“All the same, it was rotten!”

« All that cad Crooke’s fault!” grunted Monty Lowther.
. “Let’s go and rag Crooke after tea!” <ugoested Herries.

“And bring Railton on the scene again!” said Manners.

¢“No; thanks!”

“ We can kick the brute to-morrow,” said Tom. = Blow
Crooke! Gussy shouldn t have talked to Railion like that!
All the sanme—"

“The fact is,

I'm rather worried about Gussy,” said

Blake, - “He’s got his jolly old back up! If he cheeks
Railton again—-"
“He’s ass cnough for anything ! groaned Dig. “He's

rlnlouchmg about the study with glittering eye! I don’t
. like it ;

Tom Merry looked grave.

“We'd better look after him a bit, and see that he
doesn’t come near Railton till he’s got over the hckmg,
he said. . He will be all right to-morrow.”

Blake nodded. .

“Gussy never bears malice,” he said. “DBut just at
present he’s feeling that he’s been unjustly treated. And

- you never can tell what Gussy Wlll do when he’s got his

silly back up.’

And 'tea being rather hastily over, the six juniors went
along to Study No. 6 in the Fourth, to cheer up the swell
of St. Jim’s with their company and draw his noble mmd
away from his wrongs.

The rain was over, and the dusk was falling on the old
‘quadrangle. - A fine cvening was following a dismal after-
noon. It was not yet time for lock-up; and some of -the
fellows had gone out of the House, and Tom Merry & Co.
intended to_get D’Arcy out of doors; there was nothing
‘like a run in the fresh air to clear the cobwebs from the
mind and to drive away a sensg of injury.

(=
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The light was on in Study No. 6 as they arrived there.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was standing by the study table,
his faco a little pale, and with a set, fixed look on it

~that made his friends uneasy.

On the table before him was a large bottle, which,
according to the label, contained indelible marking-ink. .

D’Arcy was apparently about to draw the cork when the
juniors came in. He glanced up at
them, still with the same sct look on
his noble face.

“What’s the game, old chap [
asked Tom Merry, with great checri-
ness. ' “Going to mark your collars,
or what ?”

“I am not goin’ to mark my
collahs, Tom Mewwy.”

“Not going to take a drink, I
suppose?” asked Monty Lowther,
with an cffort at humour.

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“You know those verses in Lewis
Carroli,

““Fill up your glasses with treacle
and 1ink,
And anything else that is
pleasant to drink,” ”

Arthur Augustus did not smile.

“You fellows want anythin’?” he
asked. > - A

“Only your pleasant company, old
bean,” said Manners.

“Weally, Mannahs——"

“What about ragging Crooke?”
asked Herries. “Think - it would
cheer you up a bit, old chap$”

Gussy’s lips curled. .

“I wegard Cwooke with uttah
disdain!” he answered. “I should
wefuse to touch that weptile with a
barge-pole.” :

“Thanks!” said a sarcastic voice
from the passage. ‘

Gerald Crooke was glancing in at
the open doorway, a sneer on his
face.

His glance dwelt curiously for a

large bottle of marking-ink on which
Gussy’s hand rested. .

. Herries made a jump towards the
deor.

“You rotter! I'll jolly well—"
- Crooke promptly vanished.

“Pway do not soil your hands on
that wottah, Hewwies "’ said Arthur
Augustus. “If you fellows do not
want anythin’ you had bettah go.
I do not want my fwiends to be
mixed up in this.”

#In what?? demanded Blake suspiciously.
“The marking-ink?” asked Lowther.
. “Nothin’, deah boys! I am not goin’ to tell you fcllows

anythin’ about it{ This is a mattah for me alone.”

“What is, you image?” demanded Blake.

“I wefuse to be called an image, Blake!”

“Look here!  What are you up to, Gussy?” asked Tom
Merry.

It ‘was clear to all the fellows that the noble Gussy was
up to something. .

“I wepeat that you fellows had bettah know nothin’
about it. "Pwobably there will be a feahful wow. Besides,
vou fellows were only lined; you were not licked by
Wailton !” .

“You're planning Railton ?”
oxclaimed Tom.

“Pway do not ask any questions!” said Arthur Augustus
frigidly. “I do not want to dwag you into twouble for
waggin’ a Housemastah.” ’

- “Ragging ~ a Housemaster !”
dazedly. “My only hat and um
ing about ragging Railton?”

“I think I had bettah not tell you, deah boy. It is
safah for you to know nothin’ whatevah about it. Dut if
Wailton thinks,” went on Gussy, in a tone of deep and
thrilling indignation, “if he thinks that I am the fellow
to take injustice lyin’ down, then he is vewy gweatly
mistaken. 2

something "up against

repeated Tom, almost
brella! " Are you drcam-

I am not that sort of fellow!
“Oh crumbs!” said Blake helplessly.
“I have been tweated,” said Gussy, “with wank in-

justice! It was absolutely wank! I have been made to

bend ovah and been whacked! I am not the fellow to take
it lvin’ down.” :

“But you didn't take it lying Jdown!” argued Lowther,
“You took it bending down.”

Something, descending from above, collided with Crooke’s head and sent

him flying ! -
Tz Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,192,



“This is not a mattah for fwivolous jokes, Lowthah! ¥
have been w'onged! I am not standin’ it! Wailton is
goin’ to be sowwy for it! I feel that it is up to me to
make him sowwy for it. But I would wathah that you
fellows had nothin’ whatevah to do with it.” )

“Wha a-at are you thinking of doing ?” gasped Mauners.
“You’re not going to punch Railton, I suppose ?”

“Or strew the hungry churchyard with his bones?” asked
Lowther. .

“I wefuse to tell you what I am goin’ to do! It will
be bettah for you fellows to be able to say, with perfect
twuth, that you know nothin’ about it when there is a
wow about Wailton. bein’ smothahed with purple ink.”

“Oh, my summer hat!” ; .

“So that’s it !” gasped Blake. “That’s what you've got
that marking-ink for? Ragging Railton?”

“Yaas, wathah! I mean, I pwefer not to confide my
intentions to you fellows! Pway do not ask me awkward
questions.” . B . .

The juniors gazed at Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Evi-
dently the swell of St. Jim’s was in deadly earnest.

He had been given “six —unjustly, as he firmly believed.
He was going to avenge that insult to his dignity.

Vengeance was to take the form of a ragging—drenching
Railton with indelible marking-ink, that might take days
or weeks to wear off. But the sorrow of Railton, compared
with the ultimate sorrow of Gussy, would be as moonlight
unto sunlight, as water unto wine!

Gussy was not in the mood to consider that. His friends
kindly considered it for him.

“You frabjous chump!” said Blake at last. ‘It would
mean akfyl’ead’s flogging at the very least! It might mean
the sack. s

“I care nothin’ whatevah for the consequences, Blake.”

““Look here, you fathead——"" said Digby.

“I wefuse to be called a fathead, Dig.”

“You’re not going to do it!” roared Herries,

“Wats!”

“Gussy, old man—" pleaded Tom Merry.

« Arthur Augustus waved his noble hand in.dismissal of
the subject. =

“Pway say no more, deah boys!
mind, and 1 beg you fellahs to keep cleah of -it!
wun away.”

“And {ave you to get on with it?’" gasped Blake.”

“Yaas I”

“Do you think we'll let you, you howling ass?” bawled
Herries.

“I twust, Hewwies, that you are not thinkin’ of inter-
ferin’ with my personal liberty of action!” said Arthur
Augustus, with frigid dignity. o

“ Aren’t we?” grinned Blake. ‘We are—just a liitle!”

“Just a few!” said Dig.

“You’re not going to rag Railton, you fathead! Rail-
ton’s all right, you chump! He may be a bit of an ass at
times, but he’s all right! We’'re jolly well going to take
care that you don’t rag Railton.” -

“Wats 1"

“ And here’s for a beginning !” remarked Herries, and he
jerked the bottle of marking-ink away from Gussy, and
tossed it through the open study window.

““Oh erumbs!” gasped Tom. “If that falls on anybody’s
napper—"’

‘“Yaroooh !’ floated up from the dusky quad.

Apparently the bottle had fallen on somebody’s napper!
Judging by the fiendish yell the napper was damaged, and
the somebedy was wrathy.

- “Oh crikey !” gasped Herries.

“You uttah ass!”

“Who was it7” gasped Manners.

The juniors crowded to the window and stared down into
the thickening dusk of the quad. But the dusk was too
thick for them to see anyone at the distance below, and
there was no further sound from the recipient of the ink-
hottle. The juniors strained their eyes into the gloom and
listened’; but they stared and listened in vain.

“T never thought——"

CHAPTER 4.
} A Mystery ! )
ERALD CROOKE had had the surprise of his life.
G Crooke’s . smoky ways had often landed him in
trouble; but .on this particular afterncon they
) seemed to bring.more ill-luck ‘than usual. He had
been caned by Railton, but the caning had not done him’any
good, Crooke had strolled out of the House in the dusk,
to solace himself with a'cigarette, . - ’
He wanted to smoke, ‘or fancied that he did. And he did
not feel inelined to, venture on smoking within the House.
Tee Gem* LiBrARY.—No, 1,192,
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For that reason. Gerald sought a secluded spot in the old
quad. Below the windows of the Fourth Form studies there
was a quiet spot between two buttresses where a fellow
wfaia] .practically -hidden, unless somebody passed in iront
of him,

There Crooke ensconced himself.

In the thickening dusk he was invisible in that cosy corner,
and there he put a cigarette between his lips and took
out his match-box: There :was rather a wind after the rain,
and Crooke took off his hat to shelter his cigarette while
he lighted it, also to screen the glimmer of light from
anyone who might be in the quad.

Then the ink-bottle happened. .

Crooke was watchful enough, safe and secluded as
cosy corner was. But, naturally, he was not waiching the
sky for falling bottles. Danger irom that direction he had
not thought of. . .

Something descending from above collided with Crooke's
head, giving him a smart tap and sent him fiying.

Crooke let out one startled yell. He had had rather a
sharp knock, though had the bottle struck him fair and
square it would have been a much harder tap. As it was,
glancing off Crooke’s head, the bottle had landed in lLis
hat without breaking, -~

With the bottle sti?l in his hat, Crooke ‘stared upwards—
and saw the lighted window of Study No. 6 far above him,
He guessed then whence the uncxpected missile had come,

Crooke gritted his teeth.

For the moment he suspected that the Study No. 6 fellows
had deliberately dropped that missile on his head.

But he realised the next moment that they could no:
possibly know that he was there, and eould nob sce him in
the gloom if they looked down from the window. s

He groped in his hat and disinterred a bottle of marking-
ink; the same bottle, evidently, that he had seen on the
table in the study. p

Some ass had thrown it out of the window, with a reckless
disregard for possible heads below.

Crooke rubbed his head. There was a slight bruise under

~his hair where the ink-bottle hed glanced off. A moment

or 4wo. later the lighted.window high above was crowded:
with faces iooking down, A voice floated-to €rooke’s cars—
the voice of Tom Merry. - 2

“Can’t see anybody! But it jolly well hit somebody.”

“If it was a master I'll bet he’s coming up to the study
now !”  That was Lowther’s voice.

Crooke grinned below in the darkness, He was well
content to let the juniors suppose that the falling bottle had
strueck a master, and that vengeance was on their track.
He rubbed his head and kept silent.

“Anyhow, Gussy won't be able to play the goat with if

“now,” came the deep voice of Herries. ‘“I’ve stopped ithat.”

“If you fellows think you are goin’ to stop me fwom
waggin® Wailton—"

“Shut up, you burgling fathead!
might hear you !” hissed Blake.

“I do not care whethah anybody heahs me or not, Blake!
I am not goin’ to take an unjust lickin’ lyin’ down——"

“Will you dry up, you image 7"

- “T wefuse to .dwy up!” -

“Look here, that bottle jolly well biffed somebody,” said
Tom Merry. “He’s gone, and if it was a master he’'ll come
up here. I think he’d better find the study empty when he
comes.” _

“Yes, rather!” ’

“An alibi, Samivel, an alibi!” said Monty Lowther.
“Come on! We'd better be occupied with the innocent
amusements: of youth in some other place if a beak’s coming
up here looking for a giddy victim.” :

T wefuse—"

“Take his other ear, Dig.”

“ Yawooogh !” A ’

The light went out in Stady No. 6, Fdintly a howl floated
from the open  window, indicating. that Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was being persuaded—forcibly—to leave the study
with" his friends. Then silence, . )

Crooke, with a sour grin on his face, lighted his cigarette,
and smoked it. He understood now. Gussy, in his resent-
ment, had intended.to use the bottle of purple ink in a
ragging on Railton, and his friends had intervened. Crooke
had, in fact, guessed that something of the sort was in the
wind when he had seen. D’Arcy in the study with ‘that set
look on his face and the bottle of ink under his-hand. Now
he was sure of it. PR .

Gerald Crooke had food for thought as. he stood leaning
against the wall between the buttresses smoking his cigarette.

To judge by the glitter in Crooke’s narrow, close-sef eyes,
the thoughts that were passing through his mind were
strange ones. Sl ol e

He finished his ecigarette, threw ‘down the end, and

Anybody in the quad
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stamped on it with his heel. He was about to light another
when there was a sound of footsteps and voices in the gloom.

“Buck up! It will be lock-up in a minute or two.”

“Pway leave me alone, you uttah asses—" .
.. Gerald Crooke glided rapidly away in the opposite
direction.

“Hallo! There's somebody !” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Crooke was wearing a grey jacket; dark, but lighter in
hue than the usual jacket worn at St. Jim’s. Tom had a
momentary glimpse of him as he scudded away into the
darkness. The grey tweed jacket vanished.

“Hallo !” he called out.

The shadowy figure vanished without an answer.

“Look here, we shan’t find that blessed bottle in the
dark !” said Blake irritably. “It's tco jolly dark—"

“I am not askin’ you to help mo look for it, Blake. I
should gweatly pwefer you to mind your own biznay.” .

“You howling ass! We're not going to let you find it .
snorted Blake. “I dare say it’s broken to pieces, but if
it isn’t—"

“If it isn’t, I'm goin’ to find it—"

“You're not, you burbling chump !”

The juniors arrived at the foot of the wall below Study
No. 6. They were rather
puzzled about the mystery

"Where was the ciang ot a bell from the Fouse.

“Lock up!” said Blake. “We've got to get in. Come
on, Gussy!”

‘The juniors started for the House doorway. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy lingered behind, still groping about in
the gloom. Blake turned his head and yelled to him.

“Come on, Gussy!” -

“Wats 1

“Lock-up, you fathead!”

“Pway do not call me a fathead, Blake! I dislike such
expwessions.”

“Will you come in?” shrieked Blake.

“Not at pwesent.”

“You'll get lines, Gussy,” said Wildrake.

“1 am quite wegardless of lines, Wildwake.”

“Oh, bag the silly ass and run him in!” exclaimed
Blake.

The juniors hurried back to collect Gussy. . Ho was
stooping and groping at the foot of the wall when three
or four hands were laid on him, and he was jerked away.

“Welease me, you wottahs!” roared Arthur Augustus.
“I wepeat that I wefuse to allow you to interfere in this
mattah ”

“Yank him along!”
“You uttah wuffians !”

of the ink-bottlee. No
exasperated master or pre-
fect had materialised in
the House to inquire who
had thrown the bottle out
of the window, neither
any junior come into
the House in an inky or
enraged state.” Yet the
bottle certainly had fallen
on somebody—as  witness
the yell that had been _
heard. A -junior might
have been expected to
follow up that yell with
some personal remarks
addressed to Study No. 6;
but thero had becn |
nothing of the kind. !

Gussy’s epinion was that ||
the ink-bottle, which was |
a fairly thick and strong
one, had not been broken
by the fall, and he wanted
to retrieve it, for the pur-
pose for which he had
intended it His comrades
had followed him into
the quad, quite determined
that he should not retrieve
it. Gussy was not going
to rag Railton—not if his
chums knew it.

In the deep gloom the
juniors looked round for
the bottle, but they did
not find it. Blake had-an
electric torch, which he ?
flashed to and fro. But

—

our wicked artist !

? FIFTY YEARS HENCE

=0
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Baggy Trimble in after years—as sesen by in
Baggy has decided to
take it as a joke, He says: ‘* A chap of my

“This way, fathead 1”
? “I wefuse to take one
step! Yawoooooh!”
1t was all very well for
Arthur Augustus to refuse,

Va ama

but with his persuasive
friends round him his
refusal counted for

nothing. He was marched
off forcibly, raising
strenuous objections as he
went. il -

Still objecting, Arthur
Augustus  was  marched
into the House. And the
mystery of the missing
ink - bottle remained a
mystery.

CHAPTER 5.
An Inky Rag!

R. RAILTON lcft
M Masters’ Comi-
] mon - room  as

. half - past  ten
(:hi)ned out from the
clock-tower,

He walked away in the
direction of his study
with  Mr. Linton,  the
master of the Shell.

There had been rather
an interesting discussion
Common - room that
evening, and it had kept

breeding can aﬁal"p to laugh at such le:fe %?Effglaﬁfltoﬁatﬁfé
ings ! : N ¢
? Lathom, master of the

the bottle could not be

Fourth, had been dis-

found. :

That was not surprising, as it was in the pocket of
Gerald Crooke, who had already dodged into the House.
But it was rather surprising to Tom Merry & Co.

“Bai Jove! Where can the beastlay thing be, you know ?”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in annoyance.

“Must be somewhere about!” grunted Blake. “And I
suppose we've got to find it, to keep it out of your hands,
you ass!”

“It hasn’t broken, anyhow, or we should see the ink
about,” remarked Manners.

“Blow it !” grunted Blake. “And blow Gussy—"

“Hallo, old men!” A cheery face appeared in the gleam
of Blake's electric torch. “You fellows lost something?
I guess I'll help.” It was Wildrake of the Fourth, the
Canadian junior. .

. “Good man!” said Tom Merry, with a laugh. “Just
the man we want. You're the rea. goods at picking up
sign and following a trail, Wildrake. We’re looking for
an ink-bottle that that ass Herries chucked out of the
window. Tell us which way it went.”

Wildrake laughed.

“I guess that beats me!” he said.
you want it for$”

“We don’t want it—only to keep it out of the hands of
@ dangerous lunatic.”

#Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“What on earth do

cussing a certain obscure
passage in Euripides, which each of them believed meant
something, though it was far from casy to elucidate just
what it meant, Possibly it did not mean anything, and
probably it did not matter very much whether it did or
not.  But the Housemaster and the two Form masters
found the discussion intensely interesting. Each of them
had found a different meaning in that obscure passage,
and each was convinced that his own elucidation was the
right one, and considered secretly that the other two were
inadmissible, and, in fact, rather asinine.

Railton tore himself away from Euripides at last, and
from Common-room, leaving Mr. Lathom shaking his
head. Linton accompanied him to Masters’ passage, point-
ing out, as he went, that his own theory was palpably and
obviously correct. Admitting that Euripides had meant
something, it seemed certain to Mr. Linton that he, Linton,
had pinned down the elusive, ancient gentleman as a bug-
hunter pins down a butterfly. Euripides was not an ecasy
man to corner, but Linton felt that he had cornered him,
and was surprised that Railton did not share his view.

hey were still going strong, when Railton reached his
study door.

There they stopped; Linton still unexhausted.

But the Housemaster had Greek papers to correct before
he went to bed, and Euripides really had to go.
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Mr. Linton having unguardedly paused for breath, the
Housemaster struck in hurriedly:

“Well, T must really get to my papers. Good-night,
Linton !?

And he turned to his study door.

The door was ajar.

Railton noticed this, for he had shut the door on leaving
his study some time before. Still, he attached no great
importance to it—for the moment. Somebody must have
been in his study, that was all.

He pushed open the door and cntered.

Crash

Splash !

Yell!

Mr. Linton, turning away to go down the passage, spun
back, with a surprised and horrified exclamation.

“Railton !” he gasped.

“Groooogh 1

“Goodness gracious 1”

The figure that tottered in the doorway of Railton’s study
was hardly recognisable as that of the School Housemaster.

Never had Victor Railton been taken so completely by
surprise.

" For the moment he hardly knew what had happened,
but he knew that he was drenched with something—horribly
drenched.

“Railton !” gasped the master of the Shell, gazing at a face
streaming with purple ink, his eyes distended with horror
and amazement,

“‘ Grooocooooh ! gurgled Railton.

‘“Bless my soul !”

“Qooooh! Gug-gug-gug! Goooooh !”

Mr. Railton clawed at his face. He gouged his eycs. He
staggered and spluttered and gurgled.

Purple ink, mixed with water, drenched him. Something
—which turned out to be a flat tin pan—had fallen from
the top of his door as he pushed it open and entered, and
it had fairly bonneted the Housemaster. It had been full
of ink mixed with water; and the contents had drenched
Victor Railton. Purple ink streamed over his head,
streamed down his face, streamed down his neck. He was

of the ink, inky; more empurpled than if he had been,like- :

the ancient Greek cmperors, born in the purple!

It was a booby-trap; and Railton had walked into it
unsuspectingly. He knew now why" his door had been set
ajar.

JRailt(m gouged watery ink from his eyes.
about him with a purple glare.

“ Who—what—who—who has done this?” he gurgled.

Mr. Linton could not answer that question. He could
only gasp with horror.

“A—a trap has been laid for me—in my own study!”
gasped Mr. Railton. “I—I—I am smothered with—with
ink 1

It was only too terribly true!

Mr. Railton was not merely smothered with ink, he
streamed with ink; he reeked with ink; he lived and moved
and had his being in ink ! . .

And it was not, so to speak, common or garden ink, it
was purple marking-ink—ink of a rich hue and an indelible
nature! It was the most unpleasant kind of ink 1magmabl’e
to get into one’s hair and over one’s face and down one’s
neek ! .

Under its coating of ink, Railton’s face was crimson with
wrath.

He was a good-tempered master, a thoroughly good-
natured man. But the best temper and the best nature
might have failed any man in these circumstances. Railton
was in a towering fury.

“ A—a—a booby-trap !” he gasped. “This is what the boys
call, T believe, a b-b-booby-trap! A trap laid for me—in
my own study ! Upon my word! Grooh!”’

“TIncredible!” gasped Mr. Linton. “Outrageous! Un-
heard of! Amazing! Unparalleled! . Unbelievable!”
Linton, at the end of his available adjectives, gasped.

Railton’s face set grimly under the ink.

He was collecting himself, having already collected the
ink. His jaw squared in a way that boded ill to the author
of the booby-trap.

¥ The NEXT ISSUE of the g

He glared

; “ GEM ” will be on sale
MONDAY, DECEMBER 22nd.

9. .

’ ” IBRY.NO 11

P

i T OM MERRY opened his eyes and blinked.

THE GEM LIBRARY

He cleared the ink from his eyes, turned on-the light in
his study, and stared round him. .

He did not, of course, expect to find the culprit there.
He was looking for some sign of him, some clue io the
perpetrator of this unheard of outrage.

But there scemed no clue.

. The flat tin pan lay on the floor, still very inky, though
its contents had been shed on the Housemaster. Ink lay
around in a pool. Ink streamed down Railton. Ink
splashed the door. The atmosphere was redolent of ink.
But that was all.

The tin pan had been lodged, one end on the door, the
other resting on the door lintel. For that purpose the deor
had becn left rather widely ajar—wide enough for the per-
petrator to squeeze out, after setting the booby-trap. And
he was gone—probably long gone—leaving behind him only
the pan and the ink.

Railton’s inky face set very hard.

“Some junior——"" gasped Linton.

The Housemaster nodded. Obviously this was the work of
a junior; it was scarcely possible to suppose that a senior
had laid a booby-trap for his Housemaster. True, it was
amazing that any junior should have ventured to rag
Railton, especially in this awful way, but there could be
no doubt on that point.

But it was an hour since junior bed-time. It foilowed
that some junior had left his dormitory after lights-out
and crept down stealthily to Masters’ passage to carry oub
this iniquitous plot.

“‘ Linton,” Mr. Railton’s voice was like a knife. “Linton,
will you kindly visit the junior dormitories without delay—
somet’?ing may be discovered. I must wash off this ink at
once. -

“Certainly, sir, certainly.”

Mr. Linton whisked away to Common-room, to call other
masters to his assistance. Mr. Railton made a direct line
for the nearest bath-room. He wanted to discover the
delinquent, but still more he wanted hot water and soap—
plenty of hot water and plenty of soap!

In a steaming bath-room™ Mr. Railton rubbed and
serubbed, and scrubbed and rubbed. He looked at his

veflection in the glass and rubbed and scrubbed, and

scrubbed and rubbed again and again. -

~ " But it was not for nothing that that ink had been

advertised as indelible. There is plenty of ink on tha
market which, advertised as indelible, will come out in the
wash. This particular brand of ink unfortunately was the
genuine goods, and lived up to its reputation.

When Mr. Railton was tired of rubbing and scrubbing,
and his skin felt tender and sore, he was still inky! Much
was gone, but much remained. He had streaks and spots
which would not come out, which had to be left to the hand
of time. In places he looked like a zebra. In other places
he looked like a leopard. And when he emerged, at long
last, from the bath-room, breathing hard and deep, the
cxpression on his striped and spotted countenance might
have stricken terror to the heart of the evildoer,

———

CHAPTER 6.
No Clue !

The light had flashed on in the Shell dorfhitory
in the School House. -
Mr. Linton stood in the doorway looking in.

Tom rubbed his eyes and sat up in bed. Other fellows
awakened and sat up and stared sleepily, in surprise, at
their Form master.

Mr. Linton advanced into the room.

‘“ S?’mething’s up !” murmured Monty Lowther, under his
breath. )

It was clear that something was up. It was very unusual
for the fellows to be awakened by a Form master after
lights-out. And the expression on Mr. Linton’s face was
grave, not to say portentous.

“Merry! I see you are awake,”” said Mr. Linton.

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

‘“Are you aware whether any boy has left this dormitory
since lights-out?”’

Looking up and down the row of beds Mr. Linton could
see that every one was occupied. If a Shell fellow had been
‘out, he had returned and gone back tc i >

“No, sir!” said Tom in amazement. * Nobody’s been
out that I know of ! Of course, T haven’t been awake!”

Mr. Linton nodded and w-lked along the row of beds.
Two or three fellows were still asleep, or, at least, had
their eyes closed, and Mr, Linton called each of these,
awakening him. They all sat up in bed and blinked at the
master of the Shell, ?
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®Has any boy
here loft this dormi-
tory ?”

There was no
answer.

“If any boy has
been out of the
dormitory I com-
mand him to say so
at once!” said Mr.
Linton in a deep
voice.

“No takers!”
murmured Monty
Lowther, sotto voce.

There was silence.

“Has anything
happened, sir?”
ventured Crooke of
the Shell at last.

“Yes, Crooke.
Something very
serious has  hap-
pened,”  answered
Mzr. Linton gravely.
“I hope and trust
that no boy in my
Yorm is concerned
in it; but it is
necessary to make
sure.”

He did not tell
the curious fellows
what had happened.
He scanned the long
row of sleepy,
startled faces,

“I'm sure no-
body’s been out of
this dorm, _sir,”
said Crooke.

“Have you beecn
awake, Crooke ?”

< no, sir,”
said Crooke hastily.
“but fellows would
have woke wup if
anybody had started
moving about.” :

“No omne hag .
heard anyene moving since lights-out?” asked the Form
master.

“0Oh, no, sir!”’

“Very well,” said Mr. Linton, “I think—T fecl—that the
delinquent must have come from another dormitory. You
may go to sleep again, my boys. Good-night.”

“(ood-night, sir.” T

Mr. Linton left the dormitory, turning out the light.
He had told the fellows that they could go to sleep again;
but they were not disposed to go to sleep promptly, after
that surprising interruption of their slumbers, He left the
dormitory in an excited buzz. . .

He went along to the Fourth Form dormitory. The light
was on there, and Mr. Lathom was in the room. 'The
Fourth were all awake, sitting up in bed, as surprised and
curious as the Shell.

“Have you found anyone absent, Mr. Lathom?” asked
the Shell master.

Mr. Lathom shook his head.

“No one, sir! My boys are all present. Of course, I
expected to find them all present.  But in your Form—-"

“My boys are all in bed. as I naturally expected to find
them,” said Mr. Linton coldly.

“Possibly a boy in the Third Form——" said Mr. Lathom.

“ Possibly! Let us go to Mr. Selby.”

“But what’s happened, sir?” exclaimed Jack Blake. “Is

93
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“Yes, Blake! You will hear about it in the morning.”
said Mr. Lathom. And he left the dormitory with the
master of the Shell and closed the door.

Thoe two masters proceeded to the Third Form dormitory,
where they met Selby, the master of the Third, coming
away. They gave him inquiring looks. :

“My boys are all in bed ard they deny that anyone has
been out since bed-time,” said Mr. Selby. “I am certain
that that is the case.”

“Wkat makes you so certain of that, Selby?” asked Mr.
Linton. v
- Belby ‘gave 'a sniff.

13

Never had Victor Raiiton had such a

1 am assured that no boy in my Form would venture to

s

surprise ! He knew that he was drenched with something
dark and horrible !

assault a Housemaster,” he said. “To my mind, if is im-
possible.” :

“That is exactly what I think about tho Shell!” re-
marked Mr. Linton. “It is incredible that this outrage
was the work of a Shell boy.”

“While it is, of course, impossible that a Fourth-Form
boy can have done anything of the kind!” observed Mr.
Lathom.

The three masters looked at one another.

Un}ess the culprit was a senior, Fifth or Sixth, it was
certain that he was in the Shell, the Fourth, or the Third.
There was no getting away from that. Nobody supposed
that the culprit was a senior man. But each of the masters
felt certain about his own Form. Kach was very sensitive
on the subject.- A rag on a Housemaster—an assault, as
Mr. Selby called it—was an awfully serious matter. In all
probability it would lead to an expulsion. Discredit would
be reflected on the Form master to whose Form the young
rascal belonged. The three gentlemen were very anxious
to escape that discredit. Hence their implicit belief in the
innocence of their own Forms.

“We must be sensible!” said Mr. Selby acidly. *This
outrage was perpetrated by a junior boy. That is abso.
lutely certain.”

. “Granted,” admitted Mr. Linton. “But surely a very
junior boy—not a boy old enough to be in the Shell. Such
utter thoughtlessness——"

“There was more ruffianism than {houghtlessness in the
act, in my opinion,” said Mr. Selby. “And I understand
that & number of boys, belonging to the Shell and the
Fourth, were punished by Mr. Railton to-day. There was
some sort of a riot in the juniors’ quarters, in which no
bloys ?f the Third Form were concerned. The inference is
clear.”

Mr. Linton and Mr. Lathom drew a little together. They
were both up against the infcrence drawn by the Third
Form master. .

“Do you imply that this—this rag was an act of revenge,
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sir, for the punishment inflicted by e, Raliion ea czrtain
boys?” exclaimed the master of the Shell,

“To my mind, sir, it is an absolute certainty,” said Mr.
Selby tartly. “Some revengeful boy hes done this.”

“Highly improbable ¥? said Mr. Lathom. “I am convinced
that no boy in my Form would nourish feelings of re-
venge—"

“I am _convinced that no boy in my Form would dream
of avenging a punishment received from his Housemaster,”
said Mr. Linton.

“Yet the outrage has occurred,” said Mr. Selby sar-
castically. “The motive is clear to me, if not to you. I
imagine that it will be equally clear to Railton.”

“T cannot believe—"

“I cannot credit—" .

‘“We had better report to Railton, at all events,” said
Mr. Selby. “The matter is for his judgment.”

Mr. Selby whisked away. Lathom and Linton glanced
after him with dislike and then glanced at one another,
doubtfully.

“An unpleasant suggestion on Selby’s part!” murmured
Mr. Lathom.

“Very!” said Mr. Linton. “Selby is not a pleasant
man, Lathom. To my mind, this extraordinary prank
shows @ thoughtlessness of mind only to be found in a very
young boy—such as a member of the Third Form.”

“I agree with you entirely,” said Mr. Lathcm. “I cannot
doubt that the culprit will be found in Selby’s Form.”

And they followed Mr. Selby down to Railton’s study.

In that study, the three masters had to wait a little while;
Railton being still busy with scap and water. While they
waited, Linton and Lathom chatted amicably, being quite
united now. Mr. Selby maintained a dry and sarecastic
silence, his looks speaking volumes. There was rather a
strained atmosphere, till Mr. Railton came in—newly swept
and garnished.

“Have you discovered anything, gentlemen?” asked the
Housemaster.

“Nothing, sir,” said Mr. Linton. “Every boy in my
Form was in bed and had cvidently heen fast asleep until
awakened by me.”

“The same applies precisely to my Form,” said Mr.
Lathom.

“And mine !’ snapped Mr. Selby.

Mr. Railton compressed his lips.

“The boy, whoever he was, had ample time to return to
his dormitory and affect to be asleep,” ho said. “The
matter can go no farther to-night; but in the morning it
will be gone into very thoroughly.”

“I suggest, sir——" said Mr. Selby.

Railton gave him an inquiring look.

“I suggest, sir, that this outrage was an act of revenge”
on the part of some boy punished by you to-day,” said the
Third Form master.

The Housemaster, rather to the chagrin of Linton and
Lathom, nodded.

“That has already occurred to me,” he said. “I think
it is very probable. The young rascal must have had a
motive for such a daring and dastardly act; and that,
doubtless, was the motive.”

Mr. Selby gave his colleagues a superior smile. Linton
and Lathom bit their respective lips; looking as if they
would rather have bitten Selby.

“However,” added Mr. Railton, “we will investigate
the matter in the morning—for the present, good-night,
gentlemen.”

The three Form masters left the study and went their
ways. Mr. Railton, spotted and streaked, sat down to
correct Greek papers. But his thoughts wandered many
times from the Greek papers; and the glint in his eyes, tho
grim set of his lips, boded ill to the unknown culprit when
he shculd be discovered.

CHAPTER 7.
Trimble, the Tattler !

i Y beloved ’earers!” said Monty Lowther oracu-
larly. “Something’s up
The fellows did not neced telling that.

. Most_of them had known, or guessed, over-
night, that something was up; and immediately after rising-
bell in the mormng, there could be no doubt about it.
After prayers, all the school knew.that something very
seriously was up. The New House know it as well as the
School House, and in view of ‘the evident seriousness of the
matter, rather rejoiced that they were well out of it.

. Mr. Railton, who seldom missed chapel, cut it that morn-
ing.  Possibly he was_anxious not to display his streaked
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and spotted complexion in public before the same becamse
unavoidable.

More hot water and soap. more rubbing and scrubbing,
hat morning had helped; but had not wholly delivered
Railton from streaks and spots. He was still zebra-like in
places, leopard-like in other places.

He breakfasted in seclusion in his own study.

Exactly what had happened, no one knew as yet, or few;
but there were many surmises and theories, = The Sixth
Form prefects, of course, knew, and looked duly solemn
and portentous. The masters: knew; and their united
gravity outdid that of the ancient Roman Senate on the
celebrated occasion when Brennus butted in. Ratcliff,
Housemaster of the New House, was heard to mutter that
such things'never occurred, he was glad to say, in his House.
Fellows who heard him wondered what things, and burned
to know.

Only Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth, had news before
morning school; Baggy being a fellow who always had
news. That it was something to do with Railton, and that
it was serious, all were aware; and some of.the fellows were
troubled about it—these especial fellows being D’Arcy’s
especial friends! And they might have been observed, oc-
casionally, darting questioning and dubious glances at the
thoughtful countenance of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
Trimble weighed in with the news that Railton had been
shot by a burglar over-night.

This, if true, would have relieved the minds of p’Arcf’s
friends; though, of course, they would have been {rightfully
sorry for old Railton.

But nobody believed it was true. - On demand Baggy
Trimble modified his yarn; Trimble was accommodating in
such matters. So long as he got listeners, he was not
particular what they listened to. On second thoughts, as
it were, the cheerful Baggy revealed that Railton had not
been shot by a burglar, but had been knocked down by a
tramp.

It being pointed out to Baggy that, in either case, the
police would have heen on the scene, instead of masters
and prefects going about like a lot of boiled owls, Baggy
further modified his story, and announced that Railton had
been knocked down by a St. Jim’s man.

Feeling that details were required to bolster up a story
twice modified to suit demands, Baggy declared _that
Railton’s eye had been blacked, and that his nose was
swollen to the size and ripeness of a rich, red tomato.

That was why he was keeping out of sight, Baggy
declared; his eye and his nose in that startling state were,
so to speak, for private consumption only.

“Bai Jove! Have you seen Wailton with a black eye? ?*
asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, staring at the inventive
Bagpy. ..

“Of course I have.” Baggy Trimble was nothing if not
an eye-witness. ‘“And I can tell you his nose is as black
as .the ace of spades—I mean his eye—"

“You silly ass!” grunted Tom Merry.

“Well, wait till you see him!” said Baggy. “From what
I hear, he was knocked down by a prefect——"

‘““Oh, my hat!”

“Whether it was Kildare or Darrell or Rushden T can’t
say for certain,” said Baggy medestly. “They’re keeping it
rather dark. It may have been Knox of the Sixth.
Raillton, ’I fancy, caught Knox breaking bounds at
night——"

“Oh, ring off, fathead!” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard you as a .fabwicatin’ ass,
Twimble.”

Baggy Trimble snorted and rolled away in search of
other hearers. Figging & Co., of the New House, tackled
him in the quad, curious to know what was the matter in
ti‘le other House. Baggy was more than willing to oblige
them.

“You see, this is how it was,” explained Baggy. * From
what I hear, Railton caught Knox of the Sixth breaking
bounds after midnight—""

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Figgins. *Straight?”

“Oh, quite certain! Knox turned on him like a tiger,
and hit him fairly in the eye.”

“Knox of the Sixth did?” gasped Kerr.

“Yes, and Railton went down like an ox! When they
picked him u .

“Who picked him up?” gasped Fatty Wynn.

“Linton and Lathom! They saw the whole thing, and
rushed up and picked up Railtonl Blood was streaming
from his nose—"

‘““Because he was hit in the eye?” ejaculated Figgins.

“I understand that Knox got in a second punch, Railton’s
nose wasn’t just squashed—I¥ think it was actually broken !*

“Great pip1”’

“Knox, so I hear, will be sacked,” said Baggy. “Of
course, there’s nothing else the Head.can do.” :
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“Well, this beats the band!” said Figgins & Co., in
amazement. And they were going back to theit House with
the amazing news when Knox of the Sixth strolled by,

-looking his usual self, and evidently not a fellow to bo

sacked.

Whereupon, Figgins & Co., realising that Baggy had been
imposing on their simple innocence, collared Baggy, to jam
his head against one of St. Jim’s ancient elms. In vain
Baggy ‘hurriedly exonerated Knox, and named Cutts of

-the Fifth as the delinquent. Figgins & Co. jammed his
head on the tree, and left Baggy roaring,

Eixcept for Baggy Trimble, who drew cheerily on his
fertile imagination, nobody knew what was “up.” But
doubt and uneasiness was growing in the minds of several
School House juniors. Blake and Herries and Digby looked

- at Arthur Augustus D’Arcy with dubious dismay. Some-
- thing had happened to Railton, and only the evening

before Gussy had been barely restrained by his faithful

friends from ragging Railton. His friends wondered

‘dismally whether what had happened to Railton had any

purple ink mixed in it., The masters’ visits to the dormi-
tories the previous night showed that some fellow was
suspected of having gone down after lights-out; and it might
have been Gussy. Up to bed-time his friends had kept a
careful eye on him, but after lights out, naturally, they
had gone to sleep, and the swell of St. Jim’s had been

- left to his own devices.

They were worried—all the more because Gussy was look-
ing very unusually thoughtful that morning. What was he
thinking about so seriously? His friends wanted to know.

“Blessed if I like it!” Blake muttered to Herries and
Dig. “Can the born ass have been up to anything last
night?” ) '

“Did he bag that bottle of ink, after all 7" asked Ierries.
“You know he stopped behind and we had to go back and
collar him.” .

“Has Railton been inked?” muttered Dig. .

The Terrible Three bore down on them with serious faces.
They had just heard the order that Fourth and Shell—the
School House sections of those Forms—were to assemble in
Hall, instead of going in to their Form-rooms as usual for
first school. i .

““That means that a Fourth Form or a Shell man has been
up to something!” said Blake, when they told him.

“What about Gussy?” asked Tom hesitatingly. *“Was he
ass enough—> :

“He’s ass enough for anything!” groaned Blake. . “We

‘watched him till dorm, but after that goodness knows.”

“Better ask him,” said Manners. “Railton’s not Leen
seen yet, and something’s happened to him. Let's ask
Gussy.”

“Here he comes!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy joined tho group. His noble
bro}w was reflective, his expression very serious. They gazed
at him.,

I have been thinkin’, you fellows,” said Arthur Augustus
soberly. ‘ i

Lowther did not ask him what he had done it with. Even
the humorous Monty was not feeling humorous just then.

“Somethin’ has happened to Wailton, and some Fourth

-or Shell fellow is mixed up in it,” said D’Arcy. *Pewwaps

you fellows wemembah that last night I was thinkin’ of
waggin’ ‘Wailton.”

“Yes, you ass!” grunted Blake.

“I was feelin’ vewy wild, you know,” said Arthur
‘Augustus. “But on weflection, I wealised that Wailton was
not weally to blame. He was wathah an ass, of course; but
a fellow must not expect too much sense fwom a -House-
mastah. I was vewy wong to think of waggin’ him. I
am vewy glad that you fellows butted in and pwevented
me :

“Oh!” ejaculated Tom Merry. -

“Now that somethin’ has happened I feel it all the more,”
explained Arthur Augustus. “It would be wathah howwid
to be the fellow that the Beaks are aftah now, wouldn't it 7"’

“Thank goodness you had nothing to do with it, whatever
it was, you ass!” said the captain of the Shell. -

‘* Yaas, wathah!” assented Arthur Augustus. v

Wildrake of the Fourth .came along. FHis face was
grave. L L :

“You fellows coming in?” he called out. “Time for
Hall. T say, have you heard what’s happened ?”

“Only Trimble’s silly rot.” = -~ .. )
_-*“T’ve seen Railton!” said the Canadian junior. “Spotted
him looking out of -his study window! It’s pretty serious,
I think.” -

* What’s happened to him$” . )
“‘His_ face is-all marked with spots and stripes—ink of
some sort——"" a2 :

*“Ink !” said six voices faintly.
I " (Continued on next page,)
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Wildrake looked at them. He was rather surprised by
the unnerving effect of his words on Tom Merry & Co. X

“Yes, it was. ink, I guess,” he said. *“Not ordinary ink,
or Railton could have washed it off. Some sort of “purple
indelible ink.” .

Tom Merry & Co. stood dumb. .

“Well, better come, or you'll be late,” said the .Calmdl‘an
junior. “You don’t want to be late this morning, The
Beaks are awfully solemn.”

And Kit Wildrake walked off to the House.

Tom Merry & Co., heedless, stood in frozen silence! Ink—
purple indelible ink—on Railton ! They gazed specchlessly
at Gussy.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur' Augustus. “That is wathah
cuwious, if Wildwake is wight! I wonder who can have
inked Wailton 7” )

“You—you—you wonder?” gasped Blake.

“Yaas.” b

““Oh dear !” groaned Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was not a very observant youth.
But he observed now that something scemed to be aﬂiiqting
his friends. He turned his eyeglass from face to face with a
puzzled expression,

“Is anythin’ the mattah, deah boys?” he asked.

. Jack Blake groaned.. There was no other way of ex-
pressing his feelings. The other. fellows stood silent.

“Weally, you fellows—"
S"‘(l}ct into Hall, you fags!” called out Kildare of the

1xth,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at D’Arcy, looked at one
another, and started for Hall. They said nothing; their
feelings were too dismal for words.

—

CHAPTER 8.
Befcre the Beak !

13 AILTON ragged I
That was it!
The whisper passed from mouth to mouth in
Hall, where the two Forms were gathered.

The moment Mr. Railton entered, the mystery was
cleared up so far as concerned what had happened.

His countenance spoke for itself.

The proverb declares that the leopard cannot change his
spots, nor the Ethiopian his slun. And Mr. Railton was
in the same unfortunats state as the leopard and the
Ethiopian.

What had happened to him was apparcnt at a glance.
It leaped to the eye as it wore.

Fellows stared at him and whispered. Six fellows felt
their hearts like lead in their bosoms. Gussy had done it!
Three Shell fellows, and three of the Fourth, had no doubt
whatever about that.

How c¢ould they doubt?

They had known D’Arcy’s intentions, and, knowing them,
had put a stop to them up to bed-time. But those inten-
tions, obviously, had been earried out. Purple indelible
ink marked the vietim of the rag. Somebody had inked
Railton. Who but Gussy?

THE GEM LIBRARY

Strangely enough, Arthur Augustus seemed perfectly
calm and seclf-possessed, indeed unconcerned. Gussy was
guilty, it scemed that he possessed a nerve of iron. i

Not_ entertaining the slightest doubt of Gussy’s guilt,
Tom Merry & Co. could only hope that it would not come
to light. They could make allowances for the exasperation
and general fathecadedness of the noble Gussy, which the
school authorities were not likely to make, .

The Head was not present. As a purely House matter, it
was being dealt with by the Housémaster. But Mr. Linton
and Mr, Lathom came in with Mr. Railton, as the masters
of the Forms concerned.

Mr. Railton’s face was stern. Its dignity was somewhat
marred by streaks and spots and smudges, which would
have had a rather comic effect at a less thrilling moment.
But its sternness was unmistakable.

His ecye, as it travelled over the assembled Shell and
Tourth, resembled the eye of Hamlet’s stately pater—an
eyes like Mars, to threaten and command. Some of the
fellows felt as if it bored into them. Fellows whose con-
sciences were not very clear, like Crooke and Gore, of the
Shell, and Mellish and Trimble of the Fourth, felt very
uneasy under that searching, penetrating ey2, and dropped
their own.

Whispering died away. There was a dead silence, and a
pin might have been heard to fall, till Mr. Railton spoke.

He spoke briefly. In a few words, he told the_assembled
Forms what had happened in hi- study the previous night.
Some boy had crept down secretly from his dormitory, to
set a booby-trap m his Housemaster’s etudy, at a time
when, no doubt, he knew that the Housemaster would be
in Common-room. There was littlo doubt that the boy in
question was a member cither of the Fourth or of the

hell.

The previous day, Mr. Railton went on, he had occasion
to punish a number of juniors for a riot in the junior
studies. One had been caned; ono given a very heavy
Imposition ; others smaller impositions. It had occurred to
him that the outrage in his study was possibly the outcome
of some reckless feeling of revenge, Ho hoped not, he
trusted not; but so it seemed to him. The facts had to be
ascertained. The culprit was given a chance of owning up.
If he did so immediately, he would be taken to the head-
master and flogged with the utmost severity. If he did not,
ho would be expelled from St. Jim’'s as soon as he was
discovered.

Pause !

It was a thrilling pause.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther simply could not
help looking round at the Fourth, to watch the expression
on Gussy’s face. They observed that Blake, and Herries,
and Digby were doing the same.

But Gussy’s face was quite unconscious.

In the silent Hall it was impossible for Gussy’s friends to
speak to him to urge him to take his chance while it
lasted. They longed to hear him speak. A Head’s flogging
was bad enough; but it was a mere nothing compared
with the “sack.” If only Gussy had sense enough to stand
forward and take the tide while it was at the flood, as it
were——

Gussy made no movement, .

Blake, standing by his side, pressed his arm, as a hint.
D’Arcy’s glance turned on him in mild surprise. He evi-
dently did not understand the hint.

Silence reigned unbroken for a long long minute. Then
the deep voice of Victor Railton was heard again.

“For_the last time, I call on the guilty person to stand
forward and admit what he has done.”
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‘Silence once more. o :

The guilty person, whoever he was, obviously had no
intention of admitting what he had done. Head'’s
flogging had no attractions for him, even as the alternative
of a possible expulsion. ' T I .

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton, between compressed lips,
“the matter now passes ous of my hands. Investigation
will undoubtedly reveal the guilty party, and he will be
dealt with by the headmaster.”

Silence again. The juniors wondered breathlessly what
was coming next. It was plain that they were not to be
dismissed yet.

“1 shall now,” said Mr. Railton, “question the boys to
whom punishment was given yesterday. Merry!”

“Yes, sir!” .

“Do you know anything about this matter?”

Tom hesitated a brief moment. The question was an

~awkward one, as he had no doubt whatever that he knew
“ who the culprit was.

“I had nothing whatever to do with it, sir!® he
answered. ) L

But Railton’s keen eye had noted that hesitation, brief
as it was.

“That is not a direst answei to my question, Merry,” he
said. “I asked you whether you knew anything about the
matter.”

Tom Merry coloured.

“I can only speak for myself, sir,” he said firmly, “I
never even knew anything had happened till Mr. Linton
woke us up in the dormitory last night.”

“I may explain to you, Merry,” said Mz, Railton quietly,
“that you are bound to state anything you know. This
matter is too serious—much too serious—for anything to
be kept back. It amounts to an assault upon a member
of Dr. Holmes’ staff. Until it is cleared up, every boy
present will be under suspicion. I quite understand that
you desire to say nothing that could be construed into what
the boys would call ‘sneaking.” But in this serious matter

ou mus' trust to your Housemaster’s judgment in that.

command you to tell me anything you may know of this
matter.” .

“I know nothing, sir,” said Tom steadily. “1 have my
own opinion; and that is-all.. I can’t mention a fellow’s
name on that.”

“You know nothing for certain?”

“No, sir.”

“Very well. D’Arcy!”

“Yaas, sir.”

“Can you tell me anything about this matter?”

. Six pairs of ears hung on i)‘Arcy's reply. When it came,
it came like a thunderbolt to them.

“No, sir” 4

“I caned you yesterday, D’Arcy, and you were im-
pertinent enough to express the opinion that your punish-
ment was unjust.” ’

““Yaas, sir; but on weflection I have altalied that
opinion, sir,” said Arthur Augustus cheerfully. “1 still
think it was wathah thick—" !

“What ?”

“Wathah thick, sir! But on the whole—" :

“Were you concerned in what happened in my study last
night?” .

“No, sir.”

“Do you know anything about it?”

¢Nothin’ whatevah, sir.” '

. Blake drew a deep, deep breath.  Digby turned his face
away. George Herries stared at Gussy almost open-
mouthed. If the swell of St. Jim’s was lying, he was lying
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'witnbrlz wonderful nerve. His face was perfectly calm and
equable. ;

The Terrible Three exchanged dismal glances. Arthur
Augustus, whom they had always believed to be the soul
of honour, had told Railton that he knew nothing what-
ever about tho ragging. 1t was difficult for the chums
of the Shell to believe their ears. Certainly, a fellow
could not be expected to give himself away. But a direct
falsehood—from Gussy! 1t was simply staggering to Tom
Merty & Co.

“Crooke !” :

There was @ movement of surprise when Crooke’s name
was called by the Housemaster. Crooke was not one of
the fellows punished for rioting in the Shell passage the
previous day.

Crooke was observed to start. But he answered quietly:

“Yes, sir.” :

“Do you know anything of this matter, Crooke?”

“No, sir.” :

Nobody supposed that Crooke knew anything about it,
but some remembered that he had been caned the day
before for smoking, which was doubtless the rcason why
Railton questioned him.

There was a pause.

Mr. Selby’s suggestion that the ragging was an act of
revenge, rather than an unthinking prank, was certainly
working in the Housemaster’s mind. He had questioned
the two fellows who had been caned, and the fellow who
had been given.a heavy impot. ‘Their answers were the
same. They knew, or declared they knew, nothing. The
juniors shifted uneasily, wondering if the inquisition was
to go on. It was some moments before Mr. Railton spoke
again. : .

“That the culprit is here present, I am assured,” he said,
“and I strongly suspect that his identity is known to other
boys. For the present you are dismissed; but I may say
that I have not the slightest doubt that a discovery will
shortly be made, and the boy who was guilty of the out-
rage in my study will then be expelled from the school.”

The Housemaster made a sign of dismissal, and the
Forms filed out. The juniors broke into an eager buzz
of discussion on their way to their respective Form-rooms.
But there were six fellows who were grimly silent—three
in the Fourth, and three in the Shell. For that Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was the guilty party—they had not the
slightest doubt—and they were feeling absolutely sick about
it.

CHAPTER 9.
A Rift in the Lute !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY jammed his eyeglass
into his noble eye, looked at Tom Merry and Man-
ners and Lowther, and 'oocked again.

It was morning break.

Shell and Fourth were out in the quad, most of them
discussing the “outrage ” in tho Housemaster’s study, and
asking one another the question that was now a burning
one at St. Jim's—“ Who ragged Railton ?”

The Terrible Three, -vith thoughtful and rather dismal
faces, were coming down the path under the elms, when
Arthur Augustus appeared in the offing.

’_I(‘lhey coloured uncomfortably as they saw him, and turned
aside. . :

Hence tho surprised stare of the swell of St. Jim’'s.

It really looked as if ‘his friends in the Shell were

(Continued gn mext page.)
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appwove of, I shall be glad to heah what it is.”
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avoiding him, and that was so surprising, that Gussy could
scarcely credit the evidence of his celebrated cyeglass.

Such a matter could not be left in doubt. Gussy changed
his own direction so as to intercept the Terrible Three.

‘Chey turned aside again.

This really left no. doubt on the subject. Colour Aushed
into the aristocratic face of Arthur Augustus.

He quickened his pace, and arrived in front of the three.
They had to become conscious of his existence then. They
stopped. :

“Pway,” said Arthur Augustus;
suppressed anger and j
meanin’ of this?”?

Tom and Manners and Lowtler
fortable.

“If T am in cwwah,” said. D’ Arcy, with quiet dignity,
“I heg you to set me wight. But it appsahed to me that
you were avoidin’ me."” )

“Um!” murmured Tom Merry.

“I have not the slightest objection to dwoppin’ your
acquaintance, if that is your desiah,” said Arthur Augustus,
Olympian in his indignant loftizess. “But I requiah to
know the weason of this vewy cxtwaord'nawy action on
your part.”
© ““Oh, rats!” said Tom. . “We're not chucking you, if it
eomes to that. But—well, you know it’s too thick.”

“Too jolly thick!” grunted Manners,

““There’s a limit 1” snapped Lowther.

“I-am quite in the dark as to your meanin’,” said Arthur
Augustus calmly.” “If I have donc anythin’ that you dis-

his voice trembling with
indignation—"pway, what 1is' the

looked very uncom-

“Do you expect us to approve of dashed lies?” demanded
Manners bluntly. -

“Lies?” repeated D’Arcy.

“Yes! What else do you call it?”

“Am 1 to undahstand that you accuse me of lyin’?”

“Yes, if that lump of lunacy you call a brain can under-
stand anything,” said Monty Lowther. *‘It was a .difficult
position; but you got yourself into it. You had no right
to lie yourself out of it.”

Arthur Augustus’ face set hard.

“I have no idea
“and I do not desiah to know. I gathah that you wegard
me as a liah, That bein’ the case, of course, our acquaint-
ance cannot continue.”

“Please yourself about that!” taid Tom Merry shortly.

“I have always considered you my fwiends,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I am -disappointed in” you. I am forced to
wegard you with contempt.”

“You cheeky ass!”

Gussy waved his hand.

“That will do! Fwom this moment, I cease to . know
you!” he said. “You will oblige me by nevah speakin’ to
me again!” }

With that the swell of St. Jim’s turned on his heel and

_ walked away, his noble nose in the air.

~Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another.

They were intensely exasperated, and disposed to follow
the lofty Gussy, up-end him, and rub his noble nose in tho
quad, It was really too “thick ¥ for him to attempt to
carry off the matter in this lofty way.

“The cheeky fathead!” breathed Lowther. “ After lying
to Railton—lying like Trimble or Crooke or Mellish, it—"

“He knows we know he did it,” said Manners. He must
know tgat. Of course, he got that bottle back last night,
and— . .

“Of course,” said Tom. “It’s rlain enough. He jolly
well knows that we know he did it! I've a jolly good
mind—"

“Say, young ’uns!” It was Wildrake of ths Fourth,
and he strolled up with a puzzled look on his face, *Ex.
cuse my horning in, but is anything the matter?”

- “More or less,” said Tom.

The Canadian junior smiled,

“I guess that’s a polite way of telling me to mind my.

own business,” he remarked. “All right, if you like. But
you seem to be edge-wise with :he one and only, and I'm
sure sorry to see it. You've becen {riends a long time, and
¥ guess you're rather jays to let any little misunderstand-
ing break it up.” :

“It’s not a misunderstanding,” said* Tom,

“When a fellow tells lies- -~ began Manners, and broke

oilr,

Wildrake looked at him.

“Is that what you've got against D’Arcy?” he asked.

“We don’t want to talk about it,” said Tom.
-“That’s all right; but Manners said—-"

“Better forget what I said,” snapped Manners, “and
don’t mention it to anybody1”
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“I guess you know I'm not a chatterbox,” said Wildrake
quietly., “But though you guys would rather I shut up
and stepped off, m going to wiake a rcraark. If you
think Gussy has been lying, you're riaking a siliy mistake.
He hasn’t.”
“You don’t know anything about it.” T
“I know a lot about Gussy,” answered Wildrake. “He’s
some ass, in a good many ways; but he's just as straight
-
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as a die. He would no more tell lies than he would rob

a blind man. You’re off the mark.”

“Well, let it go at that,” said Tom. “We can’t talk
about it, without risking getting him into bad trouble—so
there’s an end.”

“If you'd tell a man, perhaps T could help you get it
clear,” suggested Wildrake.

The chums of the Shell were silent..

“Well, T'll only say, then, that you're the three prize
boneheads from Bonehead Town,” said Wildrake, “and
if you're going to cut Gussy, I guess you can cut me, too,
and be blowed to you!”

And Kit Wildrake walked away, frowning.

*Cheeky ass!” said Manners.

“Well, I suppose it's natural, as he doesn't know any-
thing about it,”” said Tom Merry. ‘I’d never have believed
it of D’Arcy before to-day. But is there a doubt about it?”

“None at alll” o= .

“It’s beastly—but there it is!” said Lowther. “We did
everything we could to stop D’Arcy, and -we couldn’t stop
him. He ought not to have done it, and he ought not to

. have told lies about it. It leaves a nasty taste.in'a fellow’s

mouth,”

2
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Tom Merry nodded, and the Terrible Three resumed
their walk round the quad with glum faces. When the bell
rang for third school they passed Arthur Augustus going
into the House. They glanced at him as they passed, but
Gussy seemed quite unaware of it. He looked straight
hefore him, and there was no more expression on his aristo-
ératic face than on a wooden image. Whether the Terrible
‘Three were “cutting ¥ Gussy or not, there was no doubt
that Gussy was cutting them!

‘CHAPTER 10,
Chucked Out !
ACK BLAKE gave a grunt of sheer discomfort.
‘Blake and Herries and Digby were in Study No. 6
in the Fourth. :
- “D?Arcy had not yet cdme in; but they were expect-
ing to hear his step in the passage. And they were feeling

" very uncomfortable,

“It’s rotten!” growled Blake.
“Beastly |” agreed Dig.

‘“Better not say anything about it,” said Herries. *‘ After
all, what could Railton expect when he asked a fellow a
direct question? A fellow isn’t going to ask for a flogging.”

“Well, no; but——" Blake shook his head. No doubt
ti}gr{{s were excuses for Gussy, but it was altogether too
thick.

‘““A master shouldn’t question a man and ask him to
find hi{nself guilty,” argued Herries. “I know it’s thick,

b t——?>’

He broke off as Arthur Augustus came in. Blake & Co.
were-uncomfortably silent. ~They were trying to feel the
same as ever towards their noble chum, hut they knew that
they could not. :

“I've got somethin’ to speak to you fellows about.”
Arthur- Augustus sat down. ‘“Pwobably you have noticed
that I have not had anythin’ to say to those Shell fellows
to-day. I think 1 had bettah explain, so that you will know
what to do. I am takin’ it for gwanted, of course, that you
are standin’ by me in the mattah.” :

‘Blake & Co. regarded him silently.

“I have dwopped Tom Mewwy and Mannahs and
Lowthah.”

(‘Eh?’)

"“They have insulted me.”

I‘Oh !)’ N &

“But for the fact that we have been fwiends so long I
should feel that I had no wesource but to give them a feahful
thwashin’ all wound,” said Arthur Augustus. “But I am
lettin’ them off that on the gwounds of formah fwiendship.
But, of course, I cannot continue their acquaintance.”

“What the merry thump are you driving at, you ass?”

“Weally, Blake—" : :

“Those fellows won't give you away, if that is what you
mean,” grunted Herries. .

Arthur Augustus raised his eyebrows.

“I am unawah that there is anythin’ concernin’ me that
they could give away,” he answered.

*“Oh crumbs !

“If you will kindly explain your meanin’, Hewwics—"
said Arthur Augustus, with quiet dignity.

“Oh rats!” growled George Herries. . -

“I do not wegard that as an intelligible answah, Hewwies.
Howevah, to wesume, those uttah wottahs have accused me
o ‘!}Igﬁ,;” For what weason, I cannot undahstand—"

~

“But such an accusation bweaks off all fwiendship, of
course.” v :
Blake drew a dcep breath. Herries and Dig stared at
D’Arcy blankly.: . -
“I disdained to inquiah their weason,” said D’Arcy.
“Pwobably they have some sillay bee in their bonnet. But
until they withdwaw. their wotten words and apologise, of

course I cannot speak to them again.”

“My only hat!” gasped Blake."

“You silly ass!” roared Herries, exasperated. ‘“Did you -
expect them to believe you when you told Railton youn
knew nothing abous the ragging?” ’

“Of course.”

“But you did it!” yelled Dig. )

Arthur Augustus stared at him and rose from the table.

“ Are you pottay, Dig?” he inquired;-

“X think you must be!” hooted Digby. Do you think
that we don’t all know that you ragged Railton?” ;

“You heard me tell Wailton that T did not, Dig?”

“Yes; and { can tell you it made me feel pretty sick.”

“Bai Jove!”

‘“Me, too!” said Herries.

D’Arcy gazed at them.

“Is it possible,” he asked slowly, ‘‘that you fcllows are
undah the impwession that I wagged Wailton ?”

“Didn’t you?” shrieked Blake.

‘“Certainly not!. 1 have alweady said so.”

“Oh, great Scott!” - .

“Then who did?” gasped Herries.

“I have not the faintest ideah.”

“Draw it mild !” . .

‘“If you doubt my word, Hewwies, I shall have no wesource
but to add you to the numbah of fellows to whom I do
not speak.”

“QOh, come off !” exclaimed Blake. “Didn’'t you pick up
that beastly bottle of ink last night under the study
window 77 :

“1 did not.”

“Then who did?” yelled Blake.

“How should I know, deah boy?
he was, has not confided in me.”

“Rotter is the right word,” said Dig. “It was a rotten
trick to play on old Railton.” .

“T agwee,” said Arthur Augustus, “and as I mentioned to
you this mornin’, I am sowwy that such an ideah came to
my mind. I was feelin’ vewy wild, or I should not have
thought of it. I am vewy thankful that I nevah cawwied-
it out.” ;

“But you did!” howled Blake.

Arthur Augustus’ face set very sternly,

“Do you mean that Mewwy and Mannahs and Lowthah
believe that I did it, and that they think I was lyin’ to
Wailton 7 he asked.

“Of course they do.”

“And do you mean,” went on Arthur Augustus, with a
slight tremble in his voice, “that you hold the same
opimion 7 ’

“Of course we do.”

“ Aftah I have told you—"

‘“What’s the good of telling crams? We know you did it,
and you know we know, so what’s the good of gammon ?”

“Bai Jove!”

“You had that beastly marking-ink all ready to rag
Railton, and Herrvies chucked it out of the window. You
went out to look. for it, and we came with you to stop you.
You hung back when we came in for lock-up, and we had
to yank you back to the House. You’d picked it up, and
never seld a word about it. You went down from the
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dorm while we were asleep, and ragied Railton, And I
call it rotten!” roared Blake.

“It would certainly be wotten if I had done it,” said
Arthur Augustus quietly. “I am vewy glad indeed that
I nevah did. This is vewy: shockin’ and painful to me. I
have alweady been forced to wegard my fwiends in the
Shell with contempt, and to dwop their acquaintance. ‘It
is vewy painful to me to have to take the same line with
you fellows. But there is no othah wesource.”

“You—you—you—"". gasped Blake. :

“There cannot be fwiendship without twust,” said the
swell of St. Jim’s. “I am sowwy, but there it is!”

“We've got to believe dashed lies because you tell them—
is that it?” gasped Herries. T ’

“You have got to believe that I am uttahly incapable of
tellin’ a lie, if our fwiendship is to continue,” answered
Arthur Augustus calmly.

“Oh, Christopher Columbus !”

“George Washington Junior !” . !

“I am willin’,” said D’Arcy, with stately dignity, “to
give you a chance! If you immediately expwess your
wegwet for this wotten suspicion and wank distwust of a
fwiend—"

“I don’t think {”

“Then you will kindly note that you are on the list of
persons to whom I do not- speak !” " said D’Arcy. “Pway
do not addwess me again !”

“You cheeky idiot—-—"

“That is enough!. Pway leave this study.”

“What ?” roared the three together.

D’Arcy pointed to the door.

“You can scarcely expect me to continue to share my
studay with fellows with whom I am not on speakin’ terms
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—fellows whom I wegara with uttah contempt and
aversion,” he said. “Pway gol”

“Isn’t it our study ?” shrieked Digby. X

. “Not now, Digby! .I wefuse to share this studay with
you any longah, and I wequest you to wetire fwom it "

“My hat! Why, you frabjous, foozling fathead——"

“That will do!” said Arthur Augustus frigidly. “I
shall not bandy words with fellows I dislike and despise.
Get out !” i

“You—you—you—-—"

“Are you goin’?”

“Going !” said Blake dazedly. “No, you footlin frump,
we're not going; though I've a jolly good mind to imd you
in the passage on your cheeky neck !”

" “I should pwefer you to go quietly,” said D’Arcy. “But
if you do not go, I shall thwow you out {”

“You—you—you’ll throw us out 7"’ gurgled Herries.

“Yaas, wathah !”

.. Oh crikey! Why did they send that chap to St. Jim’s
if there was a vacancy in any lunatic asyﬁ\m?” gasped
Blake. )

“Are you goin’ ?”

“Fathead !”

“For the last time—-"

“Idiot !

Arthur Augustus pushed back his spotless cuffs. Grim
determination was in his noble face. Like the Alpine
gentleman in the poem, his brow was set, his eye beneath
flashed like a falchion from its sheath,

He advanced to the astonished three., )

“I am sowwy to have to use wuff méasures with fellows
Whtq? ,were once my fwiends,” he said. ““But you are goin’
out ?

And Arthur Augustus started on the necessary—but diffi-
cult—task of throwing three fellows out of the study.

Arthur Augustus was of the stuff of which heroes are
made, and he never counted odds! DBut the odds, though
not counted, were unfortunately there.

Three pairs of hands fastened on the swell of St. Jim’s.
Blake & Co. were in a state of exasperation, which was not
to be wondered at, in the circumstances. There was a
struggle, a crashing of chairs knocked over, a clatter as the
study table went rocking.

“Hallo! What’s this game?” asked Talbot of the Shell,
putting an astonished face in at the doorway.

“I am chuckin’ these fellows out!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. »

“Wha-a-at ?”

A flying figure spun past Talbot, and landed in the
passage with a bump and a yell.

But it was not one of the three! It was Gussy !

He sat up dizzily in the passage. :

“Oh cwumbs !” he gasI)ed. “Oh cwikey !”

) “Mg de?;r chap,” exclaimed Talbot, in sincere concern,
what—

“It’s all wight!” gasped Arthur Augustus,

He scrambled up, and charged back into Study No. 6
like a whirlwind. Again there was a struggle, and again
a flying figure shot through the doorway and landed beside
Talbot. Again it was Gussy! '

“My dear fellow——" gasped Talbot.

He assisted Gussy to his feet, and helped him away. Even
Gussy realised that it was futile to charge into the study
again; and he lacked the necessary wind !

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus, “Bai Jove !”

And Talbot gently led him away, gasping and spluttering,

CHAPTER 11.
'Did D’Arcy Do It ?

“ OVI-\ !77
R “ Rubbish !
“Billy asses!"”

Those comments, and many more of the same
sort, were freely made in the School House.

The murder was out, so to speak, -

Blake & Co. and Tom Merry. and his. friends never said,
and never meant to say, a word that might bring home
to Gussy the guilt of the rag on Railton. In such a matter
silence was golden. :

It was Gussy who talked, and he fairly talked from the
housetops ! 8 )

All the House knew that D’Arcy was no longer on friendly
terms with the Terrible Three; and that, more serious and
startling to relate, he was at daggers drawn with his old
chums in the Fourth.

All the House knew he had been chucked out of Study

0. .

Naturally, they wanted to know why. .

Six juniors were grimly silent on the subject, But Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy made no secret of it. ‘

>



EVERY WEDNESDAY,

D’Arcy told the House—in fact, he told the world.

His friends—that is to say, his former friends—suspected
him of being the man who had ragged Railton. They
suspected him of having uttered a falsehood when he denied
it. Every fellow who wanted to know about it, knew!

D’Arcy, thrilling with an indignation which his former
friends could only suppose to be assumed, explained freely.
He had dropped those six fellows—dropped them like hot
bricks! Henceforth, they were trifles light as air, which he
regarded not. .

‘The general opinion of the House was that D’Arcy was in
the right. A fellow who was guilty would hardly make
the matter the talk of the school like this ! Prefects heard
about it, and looked curiously at Gussy. Obviously, the
masters would hear about it. D’Arcy plainly did not care
if they did!

It was rather hard on Tom Merry & Co, They could-not
give their reasons without producing what was practically
proof of Gussy’s guilt, and getting him sacked from the
school. That was not to be thought of. '

So, though plied with questions, they maintained a stub-
born silence. They hoped the matter would die away before
Gussy was lagged !

But it showed no sign of dying away.

The Beaks were still hunting for the man who had ragged
Railton. As soon as they heard this they would concen-
trate on Gussy! That was a cert.

It was dismal enough for the six! They were intensely
oxasperated with Gussy; but they did not want to hurt
him, they wanted to save him. They wanted to keep his
misdeeds dark. Why he made the affair the talk of the
whole House was a mystery to them.

“If he had the sense of a bunny rabbit,” said Lowther,
“he would keep his silly head shut about it !”

“But he hasn’t!” said Manners.

“He’s asking for it !’ said Tom gloomily. |

Trimble rolled up to the Terrible Three, his fat face
eager.

“I say, D’Arcy says——"

“Oh, shut up!”

“But _he says you say he ragged Railton! Did he?”
gasped Trimble. “I say, you might tell a fellow! How do
you know he ragged Railton?”

“IXick him!” said Tom.

“Yaroooh !”

Baggy Trimble retired with his curiosity unsatisfied.

But the chums of the School House could not kick the
whole House. They were worried with many questions, As
they had nothing to say—at least, as they refused to say it
if they had—opinion went strongly against them.

“You fellows are simply fatheads!” Levison of the Fourth
told them. “Gussy never had anything to do with it

“Would he be shouting it all over the House, if he had ?”’
demanded Clive.

““Oh, rats!” was Tom Merry’s answer.

They were more polite when Talbot of the Shell tackled
them on the subject. But they had nothing to say. What
they knew was as good as proof against Arthur Augustus,
and they were going to keep it dark.

Blake and Herries and Dig were in the same uncomfort-
able position.

Their knowledge had to be kept secret, for D’Arcy’s sake;
and at the same time D’Arcy was taking up the attitude
that_he had cut them because they entertained a wrongful
suspicion of him,

It was really hard to bear. .

They really could not understand why Gussy wagged his
noble ckin on the subject. From every motive of caution
he should have been silent.

“JI—1 suppose it’s not possible that he never did it?”
Blake hazarded. He was almost driven to doubt what
seemed a dead certainty.

“Well, we know he did !’ said Herries. -

And Blake nodded! There could be no doubt! How
could there be, when Gussy had been barely restrained from
that very act earlier in the evening, and it had happened
as soon as their eyes were off him?

After tea Blake & Co. walked in the quad. They joined
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, who were looking
worried and glum.

““Getting_thick, isn’t it?” asked Blake. .

‘As that Indian chap at Greyfriars would say, the thick-
fulness is terrific,” answered Monty Lowther,

“I'd never have believed it of Gussy! Telling awful
whoppers, and making out that we've gobt up a suspicion
against him——*

“He must have done it!” said Tom.

“Who the dickens else? It was his bottle of ink, and we
knew he meant to souse Railton with it. Of course, he
picked up the bottlo when he stopped behind in the quad
lazt night—"

“1t’s clear enough!”

P
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“If we hadn't stopped him he would have done it last
evening.,  As it was, he did it after lights-out.”

““The silly ass )’

“I don’t mind him being a silly ass—I'm used to that—
but telling these fearful crams—" Blake snorted.

Arthur Augustus, walking loftily in the quad, came on
the six juniors. He passed them with averted eycs.

They glared at him. He passed their glare unregarded.
D’Arcy’s noble nose was in the air—so much in the air, in
fact, that he trod on a banana-skin without seeing it,
skidded violently, and finally came to rest in a gasping heap
at the feet of Kit Wildrake of the Fourth.

Wildrake grinned. *

“Well met ! If you're not too busy giving the marble eye
to your old pals, D’Arey, I'd like to speak to you.”

“Oh! Ah! Certainly, deah hoy!” )

D’Arcy picked himself up and  walked away with
Wildrake, Tom Merry & Co. staring after him morosely.
Kildare of the Sixth came out of the House, looked round,
and came towards them, .

“What’s this about D’Arey and that ragging 7’ he asked.

No reply. . -

“From what I hear, D’Arcy is saying that you fellows
accuse him of having ragged Railton!” said the captain of
St. Jim’s. ’

“We haven’t accused him,” said Tom. “We've said
nothing, and don’t want to say anything.”

‘You’ve nothing to tell me—as a prefect?”

‘‘ Nothing 1”

“I fancy you will have to tell Railton ! said Kildare,
and he went back to the House.

Blake gave a groan.

“The fathcad! The ass! Why couldn’s ho shut up? If
he’d said nothing it could have been kept dark. Now—?

“Railton will screw it out of us!” said Tom. “He will
know that we know, and we can’t tell him lies.”

Considering that they were no longer friends of the great
Gussy, Tom Merry & Co. might have been expected to caro
little what happened to him. But it was clear that they
cared a great deal.

And when, some time afterwards, the summons came to go
to the Housemaster’s study they repaired thither with heavy
hearts. The fat was in the fire now, and they felt that it
was all up with Gussy.

CHAPTER 12,
Wildrake on- the Trail!

{3 PILL it,” said Kit Wildrake.

Arthur Augustus looked surprised.

“Spill what?” he asked.

“I mean, give it a name! Tell an old pal all
about it,” said Wildrake. “Look here, Gussy, there’s some
}:gioticlz”misunderstanding somewhere. Lect me help you clear
it up!

D’Arcy shook his head.

‘‘There is no misunderstandin’, Wildwake. My formah
fwiends have doubted my word! That is all.”’

“You mean, you’ve told them that you never ragged
Rajlton, and they don’t believe you1”

“Yaas.”

“But why do they think you did ?”

“I weally cannot_imagine, Wildwake! It is uttahly in-
explicable to me! If you will excuse me, I would wathah
not discuss 80 vewy painful a mattah.”

“Well, I won’t excuse you,” said Wildrake cheerfully.
“I tell you I’'m going to help you sort it out.. Dash it all,
D’Arcy, you know Pm your friend; and a friend of those
chaps, too. Give me a chance to clear it up.””

“But there is nothin’ to cleah up, deah boy. They have
pwactically accused me of lyin’. That is all.”

*“They believe that you did it,”” said the Canadian junior.
“They must have reasons—good reaschs, they're not fools,
and they’re your friends. They won’t tell me anything,
because they’re afraid of damaging you by letting things
out. What is it they know, or think they know 2’

“ Nothin’ I

Wildrake breathed a little hard. But he was a patient
fellow, and he was determined to set matters right if he
could.

“What put the idea into their heads?’ he asked.

“Pwobably hecause I was thinkin’ of waggin’ Wailton,
aftah he licked me yestahday,”” said Arthur Augustus, after
some thought.

Wildrake started.

“Oh, my hat! You were thinking of it 7"’ he ejaculated.

“Yaas! You see, I was vewy waxy. I was goin’ to
dwench Wailton with that markin’-ink, for givin’ me six
for nothin’.  But those fellows butted in, and latah on, aftah
weflection, I changed my mind.” . .
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Wildrake gazed at him.
“ And you’re surprised that they suspect you?”’ he gasped.
“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy innocently. “You see, I

~ have told them I did not do it. Surely that was enough?”

Wildrake judiciously did not argue that point.

“It was your marking-ink that Railton got?” he asked.

“Oh, yaas! I suppose so.”” -: . .- . B es

“That means that some other follow bagged it and ragged
Railton with it?” Ea .

“I pwesume so0.” : =

Wildrake regarded him dubiously. Arthur Augustus had
admitted enough, more than enough, to justify the belief
of Tom Merry & Co. The Canadian junior felt his own
Yet the fact that D’Arcy admitted so much,
without a second thought, indicated innocence.

“You can't guess who might have got hold of it?” asked
Wildrake. . :

“I1 have no ideah!”’

“Where did you leave it ?” .

“I1 did not leave it anywhah, deah boy. That ass Hewwies
thwow it out of the studay window.”

Wildrake started again, as he remembercd. . .

“Was that what you were hunting for last evening, just
before lock-ups—you and the others ?”

“Yaas.” ‘

“You didn’t find it?”

({3 No »

“But they must think you did if—" .

“You see, 1 was wesolved to find it, and I stayed back
when they went in. And then they came back and dwagged
me away. The uttah asses think 1 found it then, and had
it aftabhwards.” g el :

“My only hat!” said the Canadian jrnior. ~ “I never
saw a clearer case. Can’t you see that they’re hound to
believe as they do¥”

“ Weally, Wildwake—* o4 - . .

“You can bet your silk socks that Railton will think
the same, if he gets on to it,” said Wildrake.

Arthur Augustus became frigid. )

“If it means that you agwee with these wottahs, Wil-
drake, I shall thank you not to speak to me any furthah!”

“I don’t,” said Wildrake cheerily. “They can’t help
thinking as they do, knowing that you meant to rag Rail-
ton. But I'm coming to the thing from a diffcrent angle.
I guess I'm taking it that you didn’t pick up -that ink-
bottle. But somebody must have, if it was the same one
used on Railton. The question is, who picked it up?”

D’Arcy shook his head.

“You've no idea ?”

“None, deah boy.” i

“Nobody about, so far as you know, when Herries
chucked it out of tho study window 2”

“Only the fellow it dwopped on.”

Wildrake jumped,

“By the great horned head!” he ejaculated. “You tell
a story in a queer way, Gussy—on the instalment system,

I guess. For goodness’ sake, let me have the wholo
caboodle! The bottle dropped on somo fellow's napper ?”
“Yaas. - You see, he yelled.”

“You didn’t see who it was?”

_‘(NO’JJ e R

“He was gone when you cameo down after the bottle $?

“Yaas.”

“If the bottle tapped him on the head, that would
account for the fall not breaking it. Must havo left a
mark, falling from the height of the study window—smart
tap !” said Wildrake. “We want to find a fellow with a
mark on his napper under his thatch.” ’

Arthur Augustus shrugged his shoulders.

“We can’t go wound both Houses, deah boy, scwatchin’
fellow’s heads,” he remarked.

Wildrake grinned. '

“Nope. But if we get at him, a bruise on his roof will
elinch it,” he said. “Look here, Gussy, if you didn’t pick
up that bottle of purple ink and rag Railton with it, it
looks as if the fellow who got it on his napper did it. He
may have known your game, and figured that suspicion
would fall on you, and see him clear, Some mean swipe
with a grudge against Railton, and no friend of yours,
either.” ’

“But I had not told anybody.” = .

“The way you keep secrets, old bean, would put the
world wise,” said Wildrake. “TLook here, sooner or later
Railton will. get this story, and jump on you. He will
screw what your friends know out of thém, dnd you will
be a goner.. We've got to stop' that.” The Canadian
junior looked very determined. “Wo want that guy!”

“Yaas. But don’t you think Wailton will take my
word 7. asked Arthur ‘Augustus, in surprise, )

“Against. all that evidence?™ ' - B

“Yaas, wathah!”
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“Wake up, old-timer!” said _Wildrake. “There are
plenty of fellows who would lie themselves out of such an
awful scrape, and Railton will” think that you're onc of

»

them. ) s

"~ “Bai Jove !”

The Canadian junior thought hard.

“Somebody picked up-that bottle,” he said. “Nobody's
mentioned doing so, which looks as if he wanted to keep
it dark. Most likely it was the chap it dropped on; he
was on the spot. Who's the chap? It’s pretty late to look
for sign; but there's a chance. Come on!”

Kit Wildrake dragged the .swell of St. Jim’s away, te-

the House wall under the windows of Study No. 6.
“Weally, Wildwake—> murmured Arthur Augostus.
“Can it, while I get a look—see ?” said Wildrake.
“Wight-ho, deah boy 1

. Arthur Augustus watched the Canadian junior with mild

Interest as he proceeded to make a meticulous examination

of the ground at the foot of the wall, and especially be-

tween the two thick buttresses.

. Wildrake had learned trailing on the Boot Leg Ranch
in Canada, and his skill had often made the St. Jim’s
Scouts open their eyes wide. But that Wildrake would be
able to pick up any “sign ” here seemed a wild impossi-
bility to D’Arcy. So far as Gussy’s noble eye could seo
there' was_absolutely no clue to the fellow who had been
standing in the darkness under the high window when
the ink-bottle was tossed out.
. But the gleam that came into Wildrake's eyes scemed to
indicate that he was finding something.

“By gum!” he ejaculated.

Ho turned to D’Arcy at last. £

“Did Crooke know anything about your stunt?” he asked.

“Cwooke ?” repeated D’'Arcy. “Not that I know of.”

“Sure?” persisted - Wildrake.

“I _wemembah he looked into the study - while I was
speakin’ to the fellows, and the ink-bottle was on the table,
uw S— - |

“Fathead! Let’s go and see Crooke.”

“But what are we goin’ to see Cwooke for?” asked
D’Arcy, in bewilderment.
. To ask him what he did with the bottle of marking-
ink that dropped on his head on this spot yesterday even-
ing,” answered Wildrake. .

The Canadian junior walked away, and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy followed him like a fellow in & dream,

r——

CHAPTER 13,
Crooke’s Last Chanece !

ERALD CROOKE removed a cigarette from his
G mouth as a tap came at his study door. He heid
the cigarette under the table, as he grunted:
“Come 1n!” b

The study door opened, and Kit Wildrake entcred.
é,fz\er him came the elegant figure of Arthur Augustus

rey.

Crooke stared at them. He was on friendly terms with
neither of the Fourth-Formers, and certainly not expecting
a visit from them in his study. His cigarette came into
sight again, and he replaced it in his mouth.,

“What the thump do you fellows want?” he asked,

“Just a chin!” answered Wildrake. “I've just got it
from Trimble that Tom Merry and his friends have been
called to Railton’s study.”

“What the deuce has that to do with me?”

“Lots! Railton’s going. to put the screw on, and get
out of them what they think about D’Arcy and the ragging.
It's high time that the real guy owned up,” explained
Wildrake. .

Crooke gave an almost convulsive start. His angry eyes
drooped under the clear, steady gaze of the Canadian.

For a second terror gripped Crooke.

But he pulled himself together. He told himself sav-
agely that Wildrake could know nothing, whatever- he
might suspect.

“You seem to me to be talking out of your hat,” he
said carelessly, but with' a crack in his voice. “What has
it to do with mo?” ~ i :

“Heaps! You're the guy!”

Crooke rose to his feet. ,

“If that’s a joke, I don’t like

your brand of humour,” he
said. “Get out of my study!” . :

“I guess I'll get out, if you like, so quick that you won't
seec my heels for dust,” answered Wildrake. “But if I do,
1 go_straight to Railton.. I'm not seeing D’Arcy sacked
to cover you, you scallywag.” :

“I—I think you're mad,” said Crooke huskily, “What
do you mean, if you mean anythin’ ?” -y

“I am giving you a chance,” said- Wildrake, very quietls.



EVERY WEDNESDAY,

“If you own up to Railton, you get off with a Head’s flog-
ging. If you wait till you're found out, it’s the long jump.
Better take the chance.”

Crooke struggled for breath. Arthur Augustus locked
on, in the silence of utler wonder.

“What makes you think I know anythin’ about it?”
asked Crooke at last, his voice husky and strained.

“Tll tell you! Just after dusk yesterday evening, you
went out for a smoke. You sneaked into that quiet corner
between the buttresses, under the windows of the Fourth
Form studies. You smoked a cigarette there. Herries
chucked a bottle of marking-ink out of the window, and it
fell on your head. You yelled; and after that, for reasons
of your own, you kept quiet. I guess if I scratched your
hair, I’d show up the place where the bottle hit you.”

Crooke’s hand went involuntarily to his head.

He withdrew it instantly; and Wildrake smiled.

“Yep! The mark’s there,” he said. “You bagged that
bottle of ink and kept it, figuring that what you aimed to do
would fall on D’Arcy if it fell on anybody. I guess you
wanted to get back on Railton for licking you for smoking.
You sneaked down from your dorm after lights out and
planted that booby-trap in his study. Your best guess is to
go and tell him so before you’re found out.”

“I—I never—"

Wildrake turned to the door.

“Hold on!” breathed Crooke. “I—I tell you I was not
there. If you think you saw me, it was some other fellow—in
the dark—"’

“Some other fellow wearing your dandy grey jacket?
Can it1”

Crooke trembled.

‘“Hang you! If I'd known you were nosing about—"
He broke off. “How did you know? You rotter, if you
saw me——"" .

“Bai Jove! Weally, Cwooke——" ejaculated Arthur
Augustus,

“ Hang you!”

“I wefuse to be hanged—I mean—""

-Wildrake broke in.

“Are you going to Railton, Crooke? If you’re not, I am
—and at once! This is your last chance.”

“I’'m going |” said Crooke, his face livid. “But I'll make -

s 2

you pay for this some day, you sneaking, spying—

Wildrake made a stride towards him, and Gerald Crooke
broke off, and dodged round the table.

“You miserable scallywag,” said the Canadian junior,
¢ you make me sick. You played that dirty trick on Railton,
and you were willing to let D’Arcy get 1t in the neck for
you. By gum! I guess I've a mind to take you to Railton
by the collar, and not give you a chance—"

‘““Hands off 1” yelled Crooke shrilly.

He escaped from the study.

Wildrake and D’Arcy followed him downstairs. Crooke
lost no time. He had a last chance of eluding the “sack ”
by a confession; and he hurried to Mr. Railton’s study.
From a little distance the two juniors watched him tap at
Mr. Railton’s door and enter.

Wildrake gave a sniff.

“Let’s get out,” he said. “ That fellow leaves a bad taste
in the mouth.”

They went into the quad.

“Bai Jove, you know,” said Arthur Augustus slowly. “I
am vewy glad you butted in, Wildwake ; but if you saw him,
why did you not say so befoah?”

Wildrake laughed.

“T never saw him,” he answered. “I never thought of
Crooke till I picked up sign under the study windows.”

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“ Aro you sewious, deah boy?” he asked.

“Sure |”

“But I did not see any sign,” said the bewildered swell
of St. Jim’s. “I weally do not undahstand how you found
out it was Cwooke.”

“It was easy enough, fathead!
show you.”

They returned to the spot between the two buttresses
under the high window of Study No. 6 in the Fourth.

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass firmly into his eye,
and took a survey of the surroundings. But the ‘“sign,” if
sign there was, was invisible to his noble eye.

“I can see that somebody was standin’ here,” he said.
“The gwound is damp fwom the wain yestahday, and
wetains the twaces. But we knew that alweady.”

\ “Open your eyes a bit wider, old bean,” said Wildrake
g6od-humouredly. “Begin at the beginning!. A fellow
picked ou}:: t?his cosy corner after dusk last night to stand

e‘l; . ” o
«3 weally cannot guess. . . . .
Yell, I guess he had a reason,” said Wildrake, “and I

Come along and T'll
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. “Open your psepers a little wider still, and you’ll sce &
cigarette-end that’s been stamped into the ground.”

“Bai Jove! I did not netice that.”

“Crooke smokes,” said Wildrake, “and Crooke had been
caught smoking in the House yesterday and caned for it.
He took his next smoke out of doors.”

“But there are othah smokay wottahs besides Cwooke,”
said Arthur Augustus dubiously.

“They don’t wear dandy grey jackets, though,” said
Wildrake. “Run your eyes over the wall—close—and you’ll
see, where the stone is rough, that exactly seven tiny strands
of grey, from a grey tweed jacket, were left there. Crooke
had a grey tweed jacket on last evening—I believe he’s the
only fellow in the House who wears one—the only junior,
anyway.”

“Bai Jove !”

D’Arcy was silent for a moment.

“And Cutts of the Fifth often wears a gwey tweed
jacket,” he said.

“Quite so! But look at the height from the ground—
Cutts’ jacket would have left that sign nearly a foot higher.”

“Bai Jove!”

“It was a junior,” said Wildrake, “and I reckoned it
was Crooke! Then you told me he had seen you with the
ink bottle in your study. I knew Railton caned him yester-
day; and I knew he was a revengeful scallywag—when
revenge can be had safe! He gave it away when I tackled
him, that he had a bruise on his head, where the bottle
tapped him. So it all boiled down to Crooke.”

Arthur Augustus was silent for a moment or two.

Then he nodded.

“Wight as wain,” he agreed. “I was wathah surpwised
at first—but now I see that it is perfectly simple. I suppose
I could have worked it out myself if I had taken the
twouble, as it is vewy easy aftah all}”

Wildrake chuckled. .

“I shouldn’t have explained,” he said, ‘“‘then you’d still
think it jolly wonderful. Let’s go and see if the fcllows are
through with Railton.”

“T do not desiah to see those fellows—""

“Rats! Come on!?

“Weally, Wildwake—"

“Come on, fathead!” ) .

And Kit Wildrake grasped Arthur Augustus’ reluctant
arm and marched him back to the House.

CHAPTER 14,
All Serene !
r r OM MERRY & CO. stood dismally before thée.r I"orm

master,
They were feeling in the lowest possible spirits.
Mr. Railton’s brow was stern. His keen eye ran
from one gloomy face to another. 1f Railton had doubted
before that the half-dozen juniors knew the secret of the
mysterious ragging, he could not have doubted it now. Their -
dark and dismal countenances betrayed them.

“Merry!”

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Tom.

“When I questioned you to-day, I had an impression that
you I(’I,IEW more than you desired to state. I am now assured
of it.

Tom Merry shifted uncomfortably.

“I require you to tell me what you kiow 1’ said the House
master quietly, “The others will do the same.”

Six pairs of lips set firmly. Friendship might be over, or
fancied to be over; but the chums of the School House
were not going to give away an old pal.

“I have already told you,” said Mr. Railton, in a deep
voice, “thal this is a serious matter—a very serious matter.
Youd\Y,ill speak freely to me, or I shall take you to the

ead.

“We've nothing to say, sir I’ mumbled Blake. .

“I think you have much to say if you choose,” answered
the School House master dryly. He glanced at the study
clock. “I will allow you five minutes to consider the matter.
If you have not spoken out frankly by that time, I shall
take you to Dr. Holmes, and leave the matter in his hands.”

Mr. Railton turned to a heap of papers on his table and
busied himself with them. -

Six dismal juniors looked at one another.

They were not going to speak! At the same time, they
knew that when they were before the Head, they would have
to speak. It was a situation of the mlost excruciating
discomf{ort.

The minutes crawled by.

Tuac Gem Lisriry.—No. 1,192,
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Mr, Railton, calmly marking papers, his streaked and
spotted visage bent over his work, took no notice of the
juniors.

They shifted from one leg to another. They exchanged
fdi'}mal, glances. They could have groaned.

ap !
Mr. Railton glanced up.
“Come in!”

Crooke of the Shell entered.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at him without much interost.
But they wondered what made Crooke look so white and
sick. The black sheep of the House, obviously, was not in
his usual high and palmy state,

“What is it, Crooke?” Mr. Railton eved the wretched
Crooke very curiously,

Crooke cleared his throat.

“I—I—]——"" he stammered.

“Well 27

“I—~T’ve come to make a—a—a confession, sir!”

Mr. Railton started a little.

“Indeed! You may proceed, Crooke.”

“It—it was I, sir—-"

“What was you?”

“I—I did it, sir!” Gerald Crooke geemed scarcely ahle
to get the words out. “I—I did the ragging, sir!”

There was silence. Tom Merry & Co. almost staggered.

Not for one moment had they thought of Crooke. It had
been so fixed in their minds that D’Arcy had carried out his
intention, that they had not thought of looking furthier.

Crooke’s confession fairly took their breath away.

“It was you, Crooke?” "Mr. Railton’s voice was like ice.
“It was you fixed up the trap with a pan of purple ick in
my study ?”’

“Ye-ees, sir! It—it was only a lark!” groaned Crooke.
“I—I was sorry afterwards—-""

“And yvou have come here to tell me s0?”

“Yes, sir!” Crooke recovered his courage a little, Aftor
all, he was owning up; and it was possible to put a good
complexion on it, “I—I felt that Y had to, sir, after—after
I heard that another fellow was being suspected,”

Tom Merry & Co. almost fell down. This—from Crooka !

“You heard that another boy was suspected, Crooke?”

“Yes, sirl
it was D’Arcy.

I—I was afraid you'd hear of it, and—and

Tom Merry—all these fellows here—thought.

think so, too! So—so when I heard vou'd sent for them,
I—I came—-"

Crooke, scared as he was, had evidently not lost his
cunning.

Mr., Railton gave him a very keen, penetrating look. Bat
knowing nothing of Wildrake’s intervention in the affair, he
had to give Crooke credit.

l ’_‘Y)()Ju are aware, Crooke, that you will be flogged for

his ? p

“Oh, yes, sir! I—T can’t help that! I—T had to come.
I—I couldn’t let you think—"

“Very welll T hope your motives are as you state,
Crooke.” There was a lingering doubt in Mr. Railton’s tone
“Certainly I am very glad that you have made this con-
fession, and that this unpleasant matter may come to an
end. In the circumstances, I shall deal more leniently with
you. I shall cane you myself instead of reporting you to the
Head for a flogging.”

He turned to Tom Merry & Co.

“You may go!” he said.

And they went—gladly.

As they went down the passage there was a sound of
swishing, and a sound of lamentation, from Railton’s study.
Gerald Crooke was suffering for his sins.

“Bay, you guys,” Kit Wildrake hailed them. as they cama
out into the sunset in the quad. “This way!”

“Weally, Wildwake, I do not know those fellows:"
objected Arthur Augustus. “Piway let go my arm!”

“Rats!” said Wildrake cheerily. :

Tom Merry & Co. came up. They eyed the swell of St
Jim’s rather sheepishly. Arthur Augustus eyed them in
return, with lofty frigidity.

“Crooke’s owned up,” said Tom, with a jerk. “It was
Crooke who ragged Railton. He's owned up—frightfuily
decent of him !”’

“Oh, frightfully!” agreed Wildrake. with a grin. - “And
it would have been still more frightfully decent, if I hadn't
found him out and made him !”

And Kit Wildrake proceeded to explain to the astonished
Tom Merry & Co., and Blake & Co. exactly how he had been
the means of forcing Crooke to confess to Mr. Railton, with
the result that D’Arcy and the rest of the School House
juniors were once more the best of friends.

THE END.

Tomanm:
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NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME!

“SKIMPOLE, the SPARTAN!”
. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

A Side-Splitting, Breathless, Long Complete
Yarn of St. Jim's.

Another Great Story of

“YOUNG THUNDERBOLT!”
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

. Another Gripping Instalment of Our Brilliant
. New Serial :

“THE RANGERS' RECRUIT!”
By HEDLEY SCOTT.
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“The TERROR of TAVISTON !
A Thrilling Complete Yarn by
W. H. MORRIS.

AND

POTTS, THE OFFICE-BOY

= in another laughter mak r.
E Last, but not least, there’s old *Whiskers ” who's
£

ready .0 answer your questions |
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A Roaring, Tearing, Complete Foothall and Flying Yarn!

YOUNG [HUNDI

7 Arfhurﬁ-/?'an?f i _

CHAPTER 1.
The Birthday Plane !
“ OUNG ’un,” said Mr. Harland Jackson, “what
i would you like me to give you for a birthday

present?

“T’'d like a Butterfly, dad,” Clifford Jackson
shot back, his eyes ablaze with enthusiasm.

“Hm! All right!

Only I don’t want you to go and

break your meck. As soon as you can fly you can go to
the works and choose your own bus.”

“Is that a bet?”

“It’s a promise, young 'un.”

“I say, you're not going to the works till this afternoon,

are you, pater?”

“No; there’s a deputation
They want me to be mayor.
though. I don’t want to rest
rown, or the town to feel that
way about me. You think

aver what you want for your’

birthday, Clif.”

Clifford’s eyes danced as he
left the breakfast-table, and,
seizing a cap, raced through
the grounds to the gate. A
brisk run brought him within
view of the Butterfly Works,
and as he scanned the lines
of the great workshops, saw

coming up from the town.
I’'m going to turn it down,
under any obligation to the

1
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the smoke belching from the tall stacks, and the planes
ranged and scattered on the testing-ground, his cheeks flamed
with excitement to a decper red.

His dad had built this place; the prosperity of the town
was due to him. His dad had invented the famous Butterfly
engine and designed the Butterfly Minor, the Butterfly
Major, the Hawk Butterfly, ard the Eagle Butterfly—the
finest flying machines in the world.

The boy made for the huge-domed show building, and
zoing up to McFarlane, the show-room manager, said, as
he pointed to a wonderful red-and-gold bus which had a

special stand of its own:
[

I say, Mac, that’s the best baby you’ve got, isn’t it7”

“Ayl

She’s the bonniest machine if you want to carry

a. passenger or twa, d’ye ken,” answered Mae, eyeing the

boy with undisguised approval.

smaller; she carries one.”

“But the wee Minor is

HHHTTH RO GO TR T T T

CLIF JACKSON SAVES A FOOTBALL
CLUB

And gives his father the greatest advert of a
lifetime !
S

“I'll have that one, then,” said Clif; and he told Mae
all about his father’s promise.

“All verra weel,” said Mac. “But you canna fly yet!
You’ll ha’e tae learn first.”

Clif laughed.

“I learnt weeks ago, Mac—the moment I came home from
school. I got Hank Parsons to take me up and show me
how. I was flying by myself in a week. 'Then Hank took
me over to the Stag Lane Aerodrome, and I got my A
certificate.  Since then I've passed every test, and I'm a
fully qualified pilot. Look!”

Mac examined the certificate, and gasped.

“You're a wonderful boy,” said he.

Clifford turned away with a laugh.

“It’s all right then. Tll get Hank and the boys to take
1the bu’s out and fill her with juice. I'm gonna fly back
home,”

“You canna do that wi'out
I have your father’s permees-
sion,” protested Mac. “Ill
just ring him up on the
phone.” .

“You'll do nothing of the
kind, Maec,” said the boy.
“That’ll spoil everything.
want to surprise dad.”

“Oh, verra weel,” said
Mac, giving way. “You'll
. surprise him richt enough,
And I suppose I’ll get mysel’ intae trouble.”

Clif beamed as he helped Hank and the mechanics to run
the Butterfly out on the testing-ground; and as soon as
they had filled her with fuel he swung the engine into
action. He climbed up to the pilot’s seat and settled down
li)n the cockpit. Hank followed him, but Clif waved him

ack.

“No, Hank. I'm flying her home alone.”

“But she’s runnin’ green,” objected the pilot. “Let me
help you handle her. She’ll want a bit of nursing.”

“I can nurse her all right, Hank. You just get the
boys to pack up and take the sections of a Butterfly shed
over to the house and set it up near the lawn. I want
the best, mind. I'm going over now. So long!”

Before Hank had time to shout good luck Clif had started.
Taxi-ing easily along the ground, he circled, came into the

Tpe Gem Lisrary.—No, 1,192,
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wind, and the next moment was mounting grandly. He
deliberately took & risk, too, by driving straight at the
factory buildings, clearing tho roofs by a few yards, and
then diving between the towering stacks. A fluttering hand
showed over the side. Hank could see the kid looking down
—imagined that he could almost see his grin. As the
Butterfly sped straight for the town Hank took off his cap
and scratched his head.

“Apart from the wonderful knack he has of scoring goals
I can see now why the boys at St. Clement’s nicknamed him
Thunderbolt,” he said, turning to the group of men who
watched, admiringly, the rapid retreat of the finest Butter-
fly Minor yet built in the works. “Young Thunderbolt’s got
the nerve of Old Nick.”

At home Clif’s father found it pretty hard work to fight
the -deputation who had come to ask him to accept the
office of mayor of the town. He had said “No” for the
fiftieth time, and they were still pegging away at him. One
after tho other they advanced some argument in favour
of Mr. Harland Jackson’s acceptance of the honour. They
were still going at it when an aeroplane whizzed round the
house, flashed across the lawn, rose high in the air, came
back, looped the loop, swooped down till it almost hit tho
roof, then soared again. .

The.din it made drowned the speakers’ voices. They

“It’s some reck-

rushed to the window.
“Great Scott!” shouted Clif’s father,
less fool in & Butterfly Minor! Why—why—it’s my show
machine! Whoever’s taken it from the show-room and
brought it here will get the sack—even if it’s Hank !”
Round swooped the Butterfly again to soar above the
trees, slow down as it circled back, and make a perfect
landing in the middle of the lawn—not even a single flower-
bed or border being damaged.
: “By George, that was above a joke!” Clif’s father tore
down to tho lawn and was just in time to see a boyish
figure climb down from the pit. It wasn’t Hank—it wasn’t
any of the men he employed on the testing-ground. Why,

. the man looked like a boy—a mere kid.

Stepping neatly down the youngster jumped the last few
feet and swung round.
-Gee! It was Clifdl 5

“Why, young 'un,” stammered Clif’s father, looking con-
fused. “What’s all this?”

T T T T T L L

THRILLS!
Book-length
Yarns of
SEXTON
BLAKE for
4d. ONLY!

No. 265—THE SECRET of the
THIEVES' KITCHEN

An amazing long complete novel of detective adven-
ture abroad, introducing Dr. Huxton Rymer—the
notorious international adventurer. By .. H. TEED.

No. 266—THE FENCE'S VICTIM

A powerful drama of cunning crooks in which
Sexton Blake unravels a problem- of = baffling
mystery. By DONALD STUART.

No. 267—THE NIGHT RAIDERS

sensational narrative of clever detective work
and breathless thrills. By ANTHONY SKENE.

No. 268—THE LOMBARD ST. MYSTERY

A gripping long complete story of erime in London,
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“I1 went fo the works and selected this bus, dad,” said
Young Thunderbolt, with a grin. “And she’s a beauty—she’s
—she’s—grand {”

But, young ’un, I said—— Why—well—what have you
been doing—#lying 7”

“Use your common, pater,” answered the boy, with a
reproachtul glance. “I haven’t been training silkworms.”

And he handed his astonished but admiring father a
whole bundle of flying certificates.

Y

CHAPTER 2.,
Closing Vown !

HAT was in mid-August. Since then the football
scason had opened with a big bang, and the usual
crop of sensations. Some clubs which had been

. reckoned good enough to run away with a League

championship had failed utterly, whilst others, considered
by the experts to possess a very poor side, had started win-
ning from the first match and gone on doing it. Thunderbolt
loved football, and his favourite League team was the City.
He used to go to see them play when he was a tiny kid,
and whenever he was unable to play a game himself he
went to see them now.

But the City had a rotten side. The gates had been bad
for years, and since the season opened they had lost every
match away and at home, and were down at the botfom
of the League table.

Games played, 12, Games won, 0. Games drawn, 0.

Games lost, 12. Goals for, 11. Goals against, 64. Points, 0.
\’Zh%t a record! It gave Clif a pain every time he looked
at it.
And Clif, who played centre-forward for the Butterflies—
the Works” tcam, who had a wonderful ground attached to
the factory—reckoned that the Flies were almost good
enough to knock spots off the City.

Young Thunderbolt had scored 6 goals against Springdale
in Saturday’s match, and 6,000 wildly excited enthusiasts
had cheered him on. The gate at City Road, the City's
ground, had totalled a beggarly 3,500, and when the last of
the seven goals had been scored against the City there were
hardly enough of these left to line the rails.

On Monday morning Clif thought he would take a walk
along City Road and take a peep in at the ground if the
gates were open. A dismal drizzle was seeping down when

. he got there, and he saw a sour-looking man blocking up

the wicket. Clif buttoned up the collar of his mac and
stepped up to him.

“Any of the players here, Snarler?” asked Clif, as he
came to a stand.

“No! It’'s Monday! They're not likely to come Tucsday
or Wednesday, or Thursday. The team’s rotten, the club’s
broke, The directors are sick of finding fresh money.
We're %oing to shut up_sho;;) and a good job, too—and if
you call me Snarler again, I ig wring your neck, you cheeky
young cub !” said the man, aiming a cuff at Clif’s head.

Clif ducked, and drew back as Snarler, who was the
City’s trainer, pinned a notice on the gate and then slammed
the wicket. This is what Clif read: “Notice. City Foot-
ball Club. The directors of the City Football Club deeply
regret to announce that next Saturday’s Reserve match
against East Side Rangers in the Town League will be the
last game played on the City ground.”

Phew! Young Thunderbolt read the notice through
twice, and then, as some working men drew near to have
a look, he tore it down and put it in his pocket.

The men came up <

“Hi, nipper, what was that bill you took down?” said
one of them, eyeing Clif suspiciously.

“It was a joke,” he answered. “Snarler, the trainer, put
it there.”

“Snarler gives me the pip with his sour face,” said the
other man. “Reckon he's gotta lot to do with the way the
team plays. Say, you're Young Thunderbolt of the
Butterflies, aren’t you? Wny don’t you plaf' for the City?
You’d make a corking fine centre, you would.”

Clif'’s active krain was working rapidly,
schemes.

“Maybe I will some day,” he said.

The other man jerked a thumb at the gate.

“There’s a board meeting going on 1n there now. The
boys haven’t had any wages for three weeks. They think
the club’s gonna shut down.”

Clif walked on, and as soon as the men were out of sight,
he doubled back, leapt at the gate, slung himself over the
top, and dropped inside the ground. He knew every inch
of it, and, racing past the rusting stand, made for the
office_building at the far end. As he ran up the steps he
saw Snarler barring his ‘way. He explained, and the
trainer sncered. .

evolving
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“What? Want to
interrupt the board
meeting, do yer?” he
snapped. “You’ve got
some <cheek breaking
into the ground, you
have, and if you. don't
hop 1t quick, T’ll set my
boot behind yer! Now
beat it —and make it 7
snappy !” /

Clif looked over ¢
Snarler’s shoulder into
the hall. A murmur of
voices echoed from be- -
board - room %2
door. If he could only
get in there! While he Z
was thinking, Snarler ! Z
gripped him roughly by 2
the. shoulder and whirled
him round. Then he
sent Clif spinning and

%

him. But Clif squirmed, 7
and Snarler missed by a ¢

mile.  Then the boy

swung round and kicked

the unbalanced traimer’s

legs from under him.

The next moment he had

leapt over Snarler’s

launched an ugly kick at 2 (ﬁm\)
ey

sprawling body, and was 2

As ciif sirode in, the man rose and struck him on the head with th; spaaner !

banging at - the . board-
room door. :

The door opened, Clif
slid by, and the next
moment was standing
heside the chairman.
Young Thunderbolt had
scored again,

CHAPTER 3.
Football—and Airplanes !

6 HO are you, and what the deuce do you want?”
asked the chairman, glaring at Clif.
“It’s young Thunderbolt, who plays for the
Butterflies’ team,” said the manager, answering
the question.

“A boys’ team attached to an airplane works,” jeered
the chairman. “This is young Clifford Jackson, I présume.
Boy, how dare you interrupt the meeting ?”

“I heard that the City was about to bust up, and 1
wanted to save the club—that’s all.”

“You save the club?’ The chairman was amused. “How
would you do it?®

“Give the team a rest. Tind plenty of money to pay
wages and discharge old debts and to help carry on. Find
a fresh team, and put the City bang up on top of the
League.” Clif spoke as it all that was not only easy, but
an accomplished fact. Someone laughed. .

“Turn that boy out, and let’s get on with the business of
winding up the old club!- snapped another director.

“And you'd do all this yourself, eh?”

The chairman’s lips curled in a sneer.

“I’d do the best I could; my dad would do the rest.”

The chairman leant forward.

“Very well, then, you go and ask him, boy. And tell
him this. He’s the only man who can save the City. We
are all backing out and cutting our losses. We have put
the whole team on the transfer list. We play our last game
here on Saturday. Your father can be chairman, manager,
and the whole board of directors if he likes. All we wani
is our money. The club owes us £20,000—and we’ll walk
out for half—"

Clif nodded and rushed away. ;

When. he burst into the private office. he found his father
engaged in talking to Sandy McFarlane, and for once his
father was annoyed. R .

“You mustn’t bother me now; I’m engaged on an im-
portant business proposition, Clif,” he said.

“And I reckon I know. what that is,” replied Young
Thunderbolt. “Clippers have: got -that Brazilian order for
200 planes, and the works loses a big contract. It's. a
shame, because the Butterfly’s much the better air bus.
Clippers advertise better than we do, though. What we’ve
gotta do is get back in the limehght. And I know a way
we can do it.” N .. o
-““Bless my soul, listep, to the laddie!” cried Sandy, polish-
ing the glasses of his specs and lifting up his hands. “It’s
#'most time you had him in the beesness, chief.” - ’
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Mr. Harland Jackson smiled.
ways appealed to him.

“ What’s your plan, young 'un?” he asked encouragingly.

Clif banged the notice he had torn from the gate of . the
City ground down on the table and talked for five minutes
breathlessly, never letting the others get a word in.

“There it is, guv'nor!” he ecried. “The City directors
are going to chuck in their hand. The players are going
to be scattered. The best football club the town ever had
is _going west, and you can save it. Everybody will start
talking about you, and, of course, they’ll” talk about the
Butterfly plane. And listen, Snarler’s a rotten trainer.
He’s tired the .players right out. They’re so outa form
that I reckon the Butterflies could beat 'emn and—> . -

Clif’s father put aside the statement he had been study-
ing and set some blue prints in a drawer. His cyes were
bright as he looked hard at his son.

“They didn’t call you Young Thunderbolt at school for.
nothing, Clif,” he murmured. “The moment you played
for the Butterflies we began to win matches. The side’s
the talk of the town. The. board meeting is still sitting
at the City ground, you say?” He used the telephone, and
was soon talking to the City chairman. While he talked
CLif listened. “AHN right, you have no objection to my
taking the reins if I pay you fellows off and elect another
board. H’'m. You want a lotta money. I'll drive right
over and see you now,” he concluded.

Clif went with his father to the City ground, and sat in
the car waiting while bis father was discussing matters with
the City directors in the board-room.

In an hour his father came back, and Clif saw that
he was smiling.

“Young ’un,” said Harland Jackson, as he climbed
into the car, “the City club will carry on. I shall’ pay
these men out and run it on my own with people I can
trust. You are going to help me put the City back on the
map—"

“ Not- forgetting the-Butterfly plane,” grinned Young
Thunderbolt. “We mustn’s let Clippers beat us to a big
deal like that Brazilian contract a second time.”

 CHAPTER 4.
Young Thunderbolt’s Great < Ad."*: .

ARLAND JACKSON_ did make things hum. ' The
directors had their money the next day. Then he

8 paid the players a month’s wages; and told them
that they would be sent to the seaside for a ress

after they had played Saturday’s Lea ue, match and angther
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engagement. which was fixed for Wednesday next weck.
The players were both pleased and at the same time
mystified. .

“If you play the Reseryes instead of the first team,” said
Grover, their captain, “you’ll go from bad to_worse.”

“I'm not going to play the Reserves,” smiled Harland
Jackson. “I have no settled plans—yet.” e

“What team do we meet on Wednesday, sir?” asked
Grover. .

“My Butterflies,” replied the new chairman.

“A team of kids from the plane works,” laughed Grover.
“I've heard that your son, Young Thunderbolt, is a corking
good little player, Mr, Jackson, and that he scores a lotta
goals. But it’ll break his hcart playing against our chaps.
L can’t see what uso it is and how anybody’s coming to seo
the game. We'll play on the Works’ ground, I suppose?”

“No. At City Road. Thunderbolt prefers it!” -

Grover grinned. : ; .

“ Well, I will say the kid has an iron nerve,” he admitted.
% What have you got behind this; Mr. Jackson?” -

“I consider my boy is clever enough and good enough
to lead tho League team, Grover. I want him _to be pro-
perly tested, and if ho does well enough I am going to-give
him_the chance.” . ;

When Snarler, the trainer, heard, he went nearly mac}.

-1 can sce Harland Jackson's idea !” ho snapped. ‘“He’s
all out for advertisement. He must be off his rocker to
think that his kid, Young Thunderbolt, is any class outsido
a Works’ team. Some of you boys may think the City is
saved, but you mark my words, Jackson will get sick of
the cxpense in a few weeks and shut down. And the
works won’t be long following it. Clippers are beating the
Butterfly Company. I've got a cousin in tho Butterfly
Works. Clippers have beaten the Butterflies on a big con-
tract, he says, and soon they’ll be paying off hands.”

Grover swung round on him with eyes ablaze.

“Shut your croaking, Snarler!” he cried. “You always
were a nasty piece of work. I like what I've seen of Young
Thunderbolt, and they tell me he did marvels at football
at school.”

“ Already Clif noticed the papers were full of references
to Mr. Harland Jackson having stepped in and saved tho
City. Incidentally, they all talked about the Butterfly
plancs. On Saturday there was more talk. ) .

That afiernoon the Leagus team played away at Bir-
mingham, and were beaten by six goals to one—the best
show they had put up for a long time. Tho Reserves also
lost at City Road. . .

But at the Butterfly Works' Ground the ’Flies piled up
no fewer than thirtean goals against the Town Banks’ team,
of which grand total Young Thunderbolt scored nine off his

wn boots.

Snarler’s cousin, “Crook " Garside—he was called )
¥ Crook ” because he had had the bridge of his nose broken
in a street fight—went to the Works' ground to seo the
Butterflies play, and reported that night to Snarler.

“You can change your mind about the kid, Snarler !” he
cried. “I know football Young Thunderbolt is as clever
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as paint. They couldn’t tackle him, or obstruct him; his
feet twinkled everywhere the other one’s weren’t, and the
way he crashed the ball into the net was a licker! Take it
from me the League team wen’t have any walk-over on
Wednesday; they’ll be lucky if they win!”

- Snarler scowled as his cousin drank up the drink he had
been tasting, and left the bar in which they had met without
saying -a word, )

In the morning, when Young Thunderbolt gvent soaring
up into the blue in his Butterfly Minor, Snarler was lurking
out in the lane. : L

Whatever was Snarler hanging about in the lano for,
Cliff wondered; but Snarler was such a funny. sort of man
that he presently put the fellow out of his ‘mind, But
Snarler went away with an idea. He would like to burn up
all the airplanes.” Well, why not burn up one?

On Wednesday Young Thunderbolt would be full of the
game in which he was going to play. . Mr. Harland Jackson
would be busy at the Butterfly Works till lunch, and then
motor straight to the City ground.- -Mrs. Jackson was away.
Only the servants would be left in the house, and it would
be easy to creep to the garage to force the-door and put a
match to the petrol he would pour on the floor. :

He would slip out through the shrubbery. He kpew a
Wway to get to town without being scen. He would be at
the City ground early enough to prove an alibi. And hc'd
see to it that Young Thunderbolt got to know that his
plane was burnt up before the game was very old.

That would upset the kid, he reckoned.

And so, at the very time when thousands of excited foot-

ba‘ll. fans were streaming towards the City ground, pro-
mising the biggest gate of the season, for it was early-closing
day, Snarler, who had hidden himself in the grounds, crept
unscen to the garage in which Clif’s Butterfly Minor was
stored, and forced the lock with a jemmy.
. After casting a sharp look round ho crept inside. Cover-
ing his face up to the eyes with a silk neckerchief, he pulled
his cap down and went to work, pouring petrol over the
floor of the shelter and getting the match ready.

But it happened that Young Thunderbolt had mado up
his mind to startle the football crowd, and give his dad’s
Butterflies w smashing advertisement ‘by flying to the
ground, and just at_ that moment he was hurrying to-the
lock-up to get the air-bus out and tune her up ready for
the flight. Snarler heard his step just as he struck the
]ma‘-;sh, and, blowing the flame out, crouched jemmy in
hand.

As Clif strode in, Snarler rose and struck him several times
over the hecad with the jemmy, and kicked the boy as he
went down.

Spurning the lifeless figure with his boot, Snarler then
beat it for safety, getting to the gates of the football ground
just before some-of the turnstile entrances were closed.

(Continued on page 28.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Hot Words !

“ ONSTROUS !” '
James Hartley’s lower jaw jutted out aggres-

sively, his eyes narrowed to fine pin-points of

rage, and, to give outlet to the overwhelming
anger that burned within him, his gnarled, work-scarred fist
crashed heavily on the flimsy lacquer table that separated
him from- his son.

“Incredible!" Ugh!”

Hartley junior, six foot of brawn and muscle, seemed to
tower over his father. =~ With steadfast, blue eyes that
offered a_ mild reproach, he waited for the storm to sub-
side. This was not the first occasion James Hartley had
plunged off the deep end. He
was an irascible old gentle-
man given to outbursts of this
nature, but it was generally
agreed, even by Hartley’s
worst enemies, that his bark
was worse than his bite.

“Well, hang it, Bill!” He
shot the words like a stream
of bullets from a machine- Z

say? Have you lost your
tongue 77

Bill’s sheulders shrugged.

“What is there for me to say, guv’nor, except I'm
sorry 17 .

“Sorry—sorry !’ stormed old man Hartley. “Does that
give me back the hard-earned money I've spent on you?
Does that make up for this terrible. disgrace? Sent down
from Oxford! Disgraced |’ He glared at his son. “Why,
you don’t even look ashamed !”

IR
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. Bill’s lips tightened. TFor half an hour or more he had
listened to this tirade. Never had he seen his father in
such a rage. There was cause for it, he reasoned with
himself—just cause for it. Old man Hartley, one of
Nature’s rough diamonds, self-made, and proud of it, had
expected great things from his nineteen years’ old son.
With commendable self-sacrifice he had toiled night and
day to build up a business that would ensure a prosperous
future for Bill. All that he had accomplished, as was
proved by the busy chimneys of Hartley’s Iron Foundry,
and a six figure bank balance.

Old man Hartley knew the value of money. Me had
slaved to accumulate it from the distant days of his youth.
Thus it was something of.a wrench for him to provide
the necessary fees and allowances when Bill went up to
Oxford. He had consoled himself .with the thought that
Bill ‘would amply justify sueh “extravagance ” when the
time came for him {o take his place in.the world of
commerce. - :

Now, in his second year at the *Varsity, Bill’s career,

as his father dreamed it, was

:_-gmumummnnnmnnuummnmummmmmlmmumnmmmlmmummml__t; finished. They didn’t want

SIX FOOT OF BRAWN AND MUSCLE

. .. TWOPENCE IN HIS POCKET....

BUT HE'S “GINGER FOR PLUCK”
AND THAT'S WORTH QUIDS!

gun. “Have you nothing to  FHIMIIEEBHRIIRINOHIENERmms

his boy at Oxford. He had
been “sent down,” or, in the
language with which Hartley
senior was more familiar, he
had been “sacked.” For a
moment a flicker  of pain
shadowed- the stern old face,
and Bill involuntarily made
a movement forward. Then
he drew back. Old man
Hartley was himself again on the instant.

“I’ve spent:thousands of pounds on your education, my
boy,” he said harshly —“thousands! Thousands wasted!
Tht:'c')’wn away! Ugh! I was a fool, and you an ungrateful
cub !” '

“But—" Bill had time only to utter that one word
of remonstrance. Then old man Hartley was “off ® again.

“Silence !” "ho barked. “I'm disappointed in" yon!
You're a waster! When I was your age we knew the
value of money! We didn’t waste our opportunities; or

HHHHTTHTTTTT
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our parents” money !” He chuckled mirthlessly. “We had
to work!”

“Dad "—Bill's voice was very quiet, in striking contrast
to his father’s bull-like roar—“you haven't asked me yect
why I was sent down——"

“Confound  it, sir!” bellowed Hartley senior. “Am I
interested in that? Isn’t it enough that you are here, that
they don’t want you at Oxford? A son of mine—— ‘What
will they say at the foundry when you start there?”

It was Bill’s turn to laugh mirthlessly. .

“You needn’t worry about that, dad. I'm not starting
there.
“What ?” .

Father and son faced each other. The likeness between
them at that moment was most pronounced. The same
keen blue eyes, the same thrustful jaw and tight, set lips,
the same flaming red hair, which even with the passing
of fifty years had not dimmed in the case of Hartley
senior. b

For seconds there was a silence broken only by the
nlaonl?tonous movement of the pendulum in the grandfather
clock.

“So ”—James Hartley was the first to capitulate—*so
that’s how you talk, is it? That’s your modern idea, young
man. ‘Well, you can take it from me that you're not
skulking here, living on my money——" . .

“Your money ?” There was a heap of scorn in the words.
“I've heard nothing else but moncy since I was a child.
That’s all you live for, guv’nor. But rest easy. I'll not
eost you another farthing.” W

“Eh?”  James Hartley was obviously taken = aback.
“What are you going to do?” ; Can

Bill strode towards the door. With his hand on the knob
he turned and faced his father. g

“I'm going to earn my living,” he said quietly. “Don’t
worry. Perhaps later on you’ll think better of me. Good-
bye, dad!” : el

‘Some impulse stirred James Hartley to retract most of
what he had said. ‘Some whispering voice told him that
he had condemned his son unheard. As Bill swung out of
the room James Hartley’ made an involuntary move for-
ward. He checked just as suddenly and bit his lip. - With
chin sunk upon his chest he stood, a living statue of stub-
bornness, but the statue moved instinctively as the front
door of the house closed, and the crunch of moving foot-
steps over the gravel drive came to him. -In two strides
he was at the window, plucking the curtain aside. His
anxious eyes saw Bill, carrying a suitcase, striding out
resolutely towards the open road, and at the sight some-
thing of old man Hartley’s stubborn composure fled from
him.  Unknowingly his hand brushed away a tear that
coursed its way down a weather-beaten cheek; uncon-
sciously he swallowed the lump that rose in his throat.

“He’s a good boy, really.” The words were strangely
soft. “I was too hard on him. I must—"

But a turn in the road completely blotted out Bill's figure.
fle was gone.

CHAPTER 2.
Bill Forgets Himself !

'OMMUNING with himself, Bill swung along at an

even pace. He was telling himself already that

“his parting from his father had lacked dutiful

decorum. And in the midst of this sclf-ccnsure he

({:‘a.med face to face with the daughter of his father’s old
riend.

“Bill!1” TIrene Marshall’s pretty face lit up. “This is a
surprise !”

Bill’s rugged face bécame suffused with a crimson blush
that almost rivalled the colour of his hair. By Irenc’s
wholchearted grecting it was evident that she knew nothing
of Bill's change of affairs. He muttered an embarrassed
greeting in reply and stood silent, overwhelmingly con-
scious of the girl’s presence.

“You've not heard the news?” he asked suddenly.

Irenc’s face flashed concern.

“Ted’s all right, isn't he?”

It was natural that her first thought should be of her
brother, for to Irene, Edward Marshall meant very nearly
everything in the world.

“Oh, Ted’s all right!” answered Bill. “Ag least, he was
all right when I left Oxford.”

“Left Oxford?” Tiene’s eyes knitted in perplexity.
« “7hy____n

Bill forced a smile.

“I've finished there,” he said. “I got into a mess, and— -

and—well, they fired me.”

“Oh, I'm sorry!” Irene did not display that curiosity
for which her sex is so noted. “I'm awfully sorry! Poor
old Bill t”
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Bill laughed. N&w that he had told Irene he felt bettor.
And looking at her then he told himself that everything
had been worth it. Even taking the shame and disgrace
that was by right Edward Marshall’s was worth it. Never
from Bill Hartley would Irene know of her weakencd
brother’s escapade; of his pitiful appeal to Bill to help
him; of Bill's self-sacrifice that had spelt ruin to a bril-
liant career.  Back into Bill's mind swept a picture of
Edward Marshall, almost tearfully beseeching him to heip
him out of his latest folly. Well, for the sake of his
charming sister, Edward Marshall had been given another
lIease of life, and the cost was the ruination of the chum
who had stood by him from prep days through thick and
thin. It had been a heavy price to pay; but now Bill did
not mind. Irene had been spared—that was all that
mattered.

“Poor old Bill,” said Irenc softly. “And what are you
going to do now ?” - She noted the suitcase.

“I'm going to work,” said Bill, with a lighthearted smile.
“I'm going to make my fortune.”

“ Where 7 -

“Eh? Oh—er—London !” replied Bill, somewhat vaguely.
And he picked up the suitcase and squared his shoulders.

In the silence _that followed screeched the Klaxon horn of
a motor-car. Next moment there was a thcatrical applica-
tion of brakes, and a small two-seater car skidded to a
standstill beside them. At the wheel sat & fellow of about
Bill's age, sleck, and well-groomed, with pretensions to
handsomeéncss - that a superfluous ‘eyeglass somewhat
discouraged.

“’Morning, Miss Marshall 1 - .

The newcomer detached himself from the car and lounged

~towards Bill and the girl. He seemed unconscious of the

former’s presence until Irene reminded him of it.
“‘Oh—er—good-morning, Hartley !"” i o
‘Bill’s lips set in a tight line. Instinctively he disliked

- Marchant Buxton; his effeminacy, his gushing plausibility

and man-about-town air which clothed him like a garment.
Furthermore, Bill knew in his heart of hearts that Buxton
was a wrong ’un. e * ¢
Tho dislike. was mutual. :
“Just back from Oxford,” drawled Buxton:
it's awfully bad luck about Hartley, isn’t it ?” .
Bill felt an overwhelming desire to kick the sneering
dandy, but he nobly-restrained it. Buxton prattled on.
“Why on earth didn’t you come to me, old fellow, when
you found yourself hard up?’ he said; more for Irene’s

“I say,

~benefit than Bill'’s. “I'd have helped you out.”

Irene shot Bill a shrewd glance. The innuendo conveyed
by Buxton had been enough, as doubtless that young man
intended.

“Why can’t you keep your mouth shut?” snapped Bill,
with rising anger.

Buxton affected pained surprise. -

“But I naturally thought Irene knew that you'd got the
bullet from—-"

Smack !

Something scemed to snap within Bill. With a roar of rage
his fist shot out and Buxton collapsed in a near-by puddle,
victim of as'clean a straight left as boxing has cver seen.

“You worm !” snapped Bill. “I’ve wanted to do that for
vears. Get up, you crawling snake in the grass, and have
some more.”

Regardless of Irene’s horrified gaze, Bill towered over
Buxton. In his heart welled a great rage. Here was the
schemer that had played on Edward Marshall's weak
character Bill felt surc. ~ Always had he frowned on
Marshall’s association with Marchant Buxton and tried to
wean the weak-charactered Ted away from him. But of
this Irene knew nothing.

‘“Hang you!” Buxton, nursing his chin, rose to his fect.
“Hang you, you confounded thief! How dare you lay
your filthy hands on me!”

And that was all Marchant Buston had time to say, for
Bill steadied him with a right, and then returned him
to the puddle with a full-powered left.

“Bill "—TIrene’s face expressed her horror and condemna-
tion—* Bil|l—"

Bill, breathing hard, realised too late the presence of &
member of the fair sex. Unconsciously he glanced at his
barked knuckles, then at the hapless, sprawling figure of
Marchant Buxton. Apologies flew to his lips, but they were
stifled as Ircne Marshall turned her back on him and went
to Buxton’s assistance.

With a scornful smile creasing his mouth Bill picked up
his suitcase, and, without another glance at the pair behind
him, strode off in the direction of the railway station. A
feeling of exultation surged through .him; he could feel
afresh the impact of his fists against the supercilious face of
the one man in the world he really loathed. What he did
not realise then was that he had lo_st, by his ungallant
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beBuviour, the friendship of the girl he admired most in

Zthe urmetse, and that in the mudmed figure clambering

S out of the puddle with a damaged nose and’ & discol oured

_€ye hé had finished creating an enemy \\ho would affect his
- future to a marked degree, even as he had been instruz mental
= in.disgracing him in the past.

. . . . . v . e

‘“CTre. wot’s your graft?

The coffee-stall keeper came out from behind his narrow
counter and :qualed up to Bill. Hartley threateningly.

‘““Easy, old man,” said B1 11, with a grin.

“Not so much of the * o]e man’ or your glib tongue!”
growled ‘the proprietor of thre * gutter hotel.” W hich we
don’t like the likes of you rawnd ’ere!”

Bill sighed.

Just a month had elapsed since his farewell to his father—
a month of bitter disillusionment, short commons, and un-
comfortable sleeping quarters. Now, with but twopence
’twixt him and starvation, - Bill roaUy found the great
metropolis, as so many other unfortunates lmd found it,
a city of disillusionment. J )

The few pounds he had possessed had gone. His wautch
“and chain, now safely housed in- a very obliging gentleman’s
pa“nblol\mg establishment, had furnished him With a couple
‘of pounds.
“he jingled in che pocket of his shabby trousers.

“Clear outa ’ere, before I sets the boys on yer!”

Having delivered himself of that dark threat, the coffee-
“stall keepbr returned to his business behind the counter.

Bill stood where he was.

For the last three days and nights he had patmm—ced the
coffee stall, eking out his small change in rationed portions

of sausage and “mash and stewed tea. That he was not
popular “with the coffee-stall proprietor and his clientele
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had been very evident from the first, for despite his shabbi- .

ness and apparent poverty Bill Hartley was a very different
_being from the stall’s usual habitues. And as such he was
viewed swith suspicion and dislike.

To-night when he had approached the plopnetor for a
cup of tea Bill had been jostled by the rest of the customers.
Amid a low murmuring of protest Bill had fronted the
counter and prepared to spend his ]ast twopence.

“You clear horf!” The coffee-stall
obviously out to protect his regular customers,
want-a nark rawnd ‘ere! Now- DI've said it !”

“We don’t

. smile.

These had rapldly dwindled to the twopence

proprietor was
“of this powerful new sportin_q serial next weel:.
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A “park”! Bill mulod to himszelf. He had heard the
term before as being the underworld description of a spy
in the pay of the pohce. or a plain-clothes man himself,
but never had he expected to be taken for one. The situa-
tion was ironical. Why, even a nark possessed enough to
provide him with a supper and a place to rest his head.

" “You- misjudge me, old chap,” said Bill, with an engaging
“I m no nark. I'm a down-and- out, if you like, but;
no nark.’

“Haw, haw! We've heard thet before!” chuckled the
pxopnctor “They always give us that yarn. Now you
clear orf while you're safe. D’you hear?”

Bill’s eyes glinted. He had suffered this outspoken coffee-
stall keeper for a long time. A hasty temper had always
been reckoned one of Bill’s weaknesses, and that, allied to
an empty stomach and a feeling that the entire ‘world was
taking a kick at him while he was down for a count,
blOII(Tht an irresistible yearning to take the'cheeky coffee- stall
propuetm by the seruff of his neck and shake him' for the
rat he was.

Tt only wanted the irritating smile of 1he conqueror that
dwelt on the man’s face for a fraction of a second to
bring Bill’s yearning to a head. With a roar he darted
forward and cleared the counter in an effortless Ieap

“You' little’worm!” he snapped. *“Why, I cou d break
you in half !

“Jerusalem!” The coﬁee-stall ‘keeper let fall a well-
filled tureen of tea he was boiling or stewing, and the
scalding liquor swamped over -two of his best customers
lounging against the other side of the counter.

In a moment the air was filled with roars of rage and
fury. Fists from right and left were flourished in_ the face

‘of Bill Hartley

“Lemme go!” howled tne coffee-stall keeper. “Lemme
go, durn yer! Ah—"

His voice broke off in a note.of triumph as from out of
the crowd of customers shot a hand firmly gripped round
the neck of a bottle. Then, before Bill Hartley - knew
anything about it, the bottle descended on his unprotected
head, giving him a brief vision of flashing lights,” to be
ﬁnallv “blacked out in a curtain of darkness.

(Bill Ilartlc’y seems fo have come up against a whole
‘bunch of troubte, doesn’t he, chums ?  But he’s a double
fisted fighter, Looh out, then, for a red-hot instalment
4 The
more you read about Bill, the better you'll like hini!)

YOU CAN BUILD

686

WORKING MODELS
WITH A No. 3 '
MEGCANO OUTFIT

Think of it—a different working model
every day for nearly two years! That
is what it means to possess a Meccano
Outfit No. 3. One day you build a
crane that will lift heavy loads; the
next you build a steam wagon that will
carry mxmature ‘goods from one point to

" another and give you hours of fgn' the
day after you build a pit-head gear,
complete with a cage that will descend
or ascend as you desire. And even this
large number of models—686—does not
take into consideration all the meny
splendid things you can invent and con-
struct yourself !

Meccano is real engineering in minia-
ture—all the parts are miniatures of the

sesessassessasnsetsores,

Complete

corresponding parts  in engineering Outfits
practice. They are all standardised and from
.1nterchangeable and can be used to make 2/-

hundreds of different working models.-
There is endless fun, endless variety
—when you have Meccano !

MECCANO

MECCANO LTD; DEPT: 36 QLD SWAN

FREE ‘TO BOYS
This Fine Meccanc
Book

Write to-day for_ this thrill-
ing Book ! - We will send you
a copy, post free, in return
for the names and addresses
of three of your chums,

The book is brimful of .
illustrations - showing the
splendid engineering models
that can be made with
Meccano, All the Meecanc
Qutfits are fylly described,
and many other interesting
details of this wonderful
hobby are given,

LIVERPOOL



“bolt stumbled out of her and down the steps to the turf.
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YOUNG THUNDERBOLT'!

AContinued from page 24.) T

When Grover led the City tcam on. to. the field most of
the gates had been closed. In the Butterflies’ dressing-room
the Works team’ was waiting for Young Thunderbolt to turn
up, and wondering what was keeping him, g L

“Where is my son 7 cried My. Harland Jackson, striding
in. “I'm told he hasn’t turned up 17 - e M

“He hasn't, sir,” replied Clif’s -big pal, Dribbler Ianson,
80 called because he was a dandy at working the ball. “He
said he would be here carly. I reckon there's something
wrong.” 5 : i

The Butterflies waited in the dressing-room until the
crowd began to stamp and shout, and then went out to
play—ten men, a team without a captain, minus Yeung
Thunderbolt, the foothall genius who had made the side,
and they
the, game would prove a flop. * Their chief, - Mr. Jackson,
would ‘become ‘a” laughing-stock. “The City club” would
receive another mnasty, jarring blow. Young Thunderbolt
would lose his popularity. % ; : .

Dribbler Hanson could not raise a smile as he called to
Grover’s spin of the coin. Ile lost, and the Buttegflies faced
@ tearing wind. And then, just when the referee was about
to blow the whistle, a red-and-gold bus—Thunderbolt’s
Butterfly Minor—hurtled down out of the clouds and cireled
for the playing pitch. B e 2 .

“She’s gonna land!” yelled Grover, leaping out of ihe
way. - ) hy e g m ‘

As'the players. scattered, the bus drove her nose for the
turf,’and 50,000 people read on the streamer that tailed out
behind her the legend~~“ When you Fly—Fly a Butterfly !

As Dribbler raced to the stopping plane Young ~Thundfil'-

(o
was wearing his football things, 1is face was scarred and
cut and his head bandaged.

change—and~fly hore—

.. With Dribbler

‘all knew, that they didn’t stand a chance, and that -

- Clif 22 asked Mr. Harland "Jackson,

cr,. and v
-to brainimo
: just in timeital
~I'm gonna™play {” oL
.. Play! Young Thundethok played the game of his lif
that afternoon. ‘Though he had to duck every timethe ball
came to Lim in ‘the aiv because of the cuts the spanuner bad
made, there was nothing wrong with his twinkling feet.

playing ‘grand foothall beside him, and
always slipping the ball through, he was able to beat the
tired and Jistless pros, who bad almost forgotten how to
play the game, and his shots at goal sent the ball in at
such a pace that the goalkeeper sometimes did not see which
way it was coming until it was too late.

Clif’s Butterflies team.was trained to the minute. They
played for sheer love of the game. In speed, pace, and
trickiness they were better than the City men, and Grover
admitted, when his team retired beaten by five goals at the
end,” that the City hadn’t had a chance. s e
- “But_we’re not done yet, sir,” he told Clif’s father. “Give

' m

T

us a rest, and try us again, and I bet we produce the
goods,”.; Ll Bt e . . . ;

~ Snarler was silent as the crowd marched through the gates
singing. < vm -

who attacked_you,

-“Do you know who the scoundrel w _you
he droye ™ his .boy

a

home, ‘while a gang from the works packed up and trollied

home the Butterfly Minor. s i
“No; -he “wds ‘masked;” answered Young Thunderbolt.

Yrroraw ak

“But it doesn’t matter, guv'nor. My head will soon mend—=
and what did you think of that advertisement T gave your
Butterflies #” < . s

The father tightened his hand on Clif's arm.

“Young 'un,” he answered, “there are no words.”

THE EXND, . i

(Look out for next rveel’s GEM, and another topping
story of ¢ Young Thunderbolt "—you'll vote it a real
corker, chumns.) . .
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2 BILLIARDS AT HOME =
r ! week
Remember. you #¢ dealing
Aed o direct——we finance our own
system, :
[ .
‘Perfect reproduction To
©f Full'SiZe Tabies . ur :
Y SIZE Deposit | -Monthly CASH
Brass Frame Pockets,
'Adjustable Feet to Payments
nns;xreaperéect ltlavel 3ft.2in.x11t, &in, 8/- 5'- 19/-
surface. omplete § ., ¢ 5 o 4 /e ] 1o
,with two Cues, three § 2 {t‘ 9 in. X?;i‘t' P 10/ Gig :232
‘Compo Balls, Mark-| 41f. 4in. X2t 3in.| 14/- 7/ fa
Ing Board, Spirit{4{t.9in.x2it. 6in.| 20/- | 10/- | 42/
‘Level, Rules, and | 5{t. 4in. x2ft.10in.| 24/-'| 12/~ | 52/-
3 .. Chalk, . 2

SPECIAL OFFER i fing zottsums,
Slate Bed Billiard Table }ii, 2oxd, s 57 /@
GEQ. GROSE & CO0., 8, New Bridge Street, London.

} Send Sor Illustrated List with Xmas supplement of Jokes and Games. .

Christmas Stamp Casket Free

Included in the Free Casket are Matlock
Tweezers (with Spade Ends), KRISTAL-
- KLEAR Envelopes, * Marvellous Matlock
Mounts, and A FINE SET OF 4 RARLE
SIAM—a Gift in Themnselves! The Hand-
some Metal Gift Casket has hinged lid
showing in Colour THE HIGHEST
ENGLISH PRECIPICE-at Matlock, the
Home of Philately. It also combines in a
unique way a WATERMARK DETECTOR
and an ACCURATE-ALL-METAIL PER-
FORATION GAUGE.* Send :3d. postage,
AN or-if you would like a POWERFUL MAG-
ue ) . NIFYING GLASS T@ BE INCLUDED IN
THE CASKET, 4d.-in all must be sent. ASK FOR APPROVALS.
y ICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK, ENGLAND.

V!
- Your Height increased in 14 days, or money back.
i ' o <+ Amazing %om'se, 5/-. Send STAMP NOW for Free
i ] . -Book..— STEBBING S%STEM, 28, Dean
] - * ) .

Road, LONDON, N.W.

{ SHYNESS.—For FREE particulars simple home, |
BLUSHING’ %u'e 'Write Mr. HUGHES, 7,- %oilthampton
Nsido cgim ow 1. .

(Box 167),"LONDON, W.

MAGIC TRICKS, isturce 208, o Venimioquis

Price6d. each,4ferl W. Harrison, 239, PentonvilleRd.,London, N.1.
Sale, Hire, and »Exchange.

SUPER clNEMA FILMS ! 1-8 reelers. Samples: 100ft.
1/-, 200ft. 1/10, Post Paid - MACHINES Cheap. — ASSOCIATED
FILMS, 34, Braufoy. Road, Tottenham. o R

Size 4ft. 4ins. x 2ft. 3ins. Complete with -

EverythinglorStamp Collectorsinpictorial Metal Case.
[ —

. (Ab -),/including Al Bar-
300 STAMPS FOR 6% (Atroad 1)) tnoluding Alrpost Bar- |

;Waﬁk, Gold Coast, etc.—W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.
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ARE YOU A BOY "DETECTIVE? ",
Have YOU sent yet for the marvellous new ‘t BOYS’ SECRET
SERVICE BOX * which has so rapidly becoins the craze all oyer’
Great Britain?  Look at the contents!{ .1, Handsome Metal Boys’
“8.8.”. B 2. “Phial of ' “S8.8.” Invisible Ink (for 'secret

messages); 3. Phial of wonderful * $.8.” Luminous Ink (shines in
the dark); 4. Supply of *“§.S.” Fingerprint Detection Powder;

5 hﬁuguifymg Lens; 6. *“S.8.” Secret Code-Mask; 7. Fascinaung’ %
00. »

3 mmed with *“Things the Boy Detective Should Know.”,

and amusement | Price complete only 11d., post free.
pecial Presentation Outfit, similar to above but with
i of Invisible and Luminous
ing Leus; one ounce tin of
de Masks-and

larger phials
ful

the Book. T o one e EACH of our
new wonderful Invisible Ink and Luminons Paint Powders, for
makiug up exira supplies at home, Price complete only 2/4,

post free, g %
“Both Boxes rcpresent the utmost value for the money!! YOU ﬁ,
MUST have one for Xmas! Your Chum will want one as welll |
Let us send him one as.your Xmas-gift to him, and we will enclose
iree a handsonie Greeting Card bearing your name, - BUT ORDER
EARLY, and please write VERY PLAINLY, enclosing postal order,
to —THE  BOY DETECTIVE SUPPLY.STO RES. ﬁ
Desk . G.” 32, CATHCART STREET, <GREENOCK. =
MAG'G TRIGKS AND PUZZLES.—Baffling,” amusing, mys-
terious  Just the thing for party fun. Try
them on your pals-—you’ll score every time. Sample selection, 1/6, with
List of 150 Tricks, Puzzles, and Jokes.—John J. Richards, Coventry. .
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Call ite,
Hlustrated CINEMATOGRAPHS
nmct:e- _FILMS AND ACCESSORIES,

PROJECTORS PR
Film Spools, Rewinders, L hting
) Sets, Screems, Sprockets, tCe .
————=——(0\ FrLms ALz LENGTHS & SUBJECTS.
at30 vovinis. N3/ FORD’S {Pspt A 82,2707 suen
STOP STAMMERING ! utssoussclt as £ 4 par
HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W .G.I.
¢“BOY KING ” TRIANGULAR PKT. FREE !

'-110 different including world’s youngest ruler. 2d, postage only. -«
LISBURN & - TOWNSEND :(U.J.8.), LIVERPOOL. -

HEIGHT INCREASED, {onpicte course, 57 clients g

monials free.—P. A. CLIVE, narrockou_se,’ Colwyn Bay, N. Wales.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?
Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will learn how ta rid yourself
of . such a terrible affliction free of charge. . Enclose stamp.
Address in confidence: T. J. TEMPLE, Specialist, ‘' Palace House,"”
128, Shaftesbury Avenue, LONDON, W.1. (Est. over 25 years.)
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