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STRANGE LIGHT SEEN IN THE RUINED TOWER AT MIDNIGHT
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Why is there a light in the old ruined tower? Why is Gussy missing from his bed at
midnight? Tom Merry & Co. scent a mystery, and they are soon hot on the trail!
Read all about it in this all-thrilling long complete yarn of school adventure!

CHAPTER 1.
Arthar Augustus is Mysterious !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY fl.ve_ his necktie a

final pat, and turned from thef ass in Btudy No. 6

in the 8chool House at 8t. Jim's. There was &

slightly worried expression upon the aristocratic
features of Arthur Augustug D’Arcy.

Blake, Herries, and%isby, his study-mates, were watch-
ing him with great interest. The swell of ét.» Jim's had
been adjusting his necktie, after polishing his silk hat,
evidently preparatory to going out. .

@ had not told his chums where he was going, or asked
them to aocompany him. He had only worn a worried
look, Naturally, Jack Blake could not help seeing that
something was *on,” and he waited for Arthur Augustus to
tell him all about it. But he waited in vain.

D’'Arcy had polished his silk_hat, changed his waistcoat,
put on_a clean collar, and adjusted his necktie in grim
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silence. That there was something on his mind was evident,
but it had not prevented him giving his tie that set which
was the despair of the Bixth Form dandies at 8t. Jim’s.

When D'Arcy turned from the glass, he found three
separato stares fooused upon him. He afferted not to
notice them, and glanced round for his silk hat. He had
placed it on the table after polishing it, and naturally
expected to find it there. But it had disappeared.

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy.

“Going out?” asked Blu{e pleasantly.

“Yaas, wathah!"”

“For a walk?"

“Ya-as, a kind of walk, deah boy,” said D'Arcy, looking
a littlo confused.

“Oh, & kind of walk—not a common or garden walk,"
said Digby. “Going to hop on one leg?"

i (‘u-rtnin!r not 1"

“Or crawl on your hands and knees?" asked H'Gﬂ‘inl.

“1 wegard that question as widiculous, llewwies |"”
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TOM MERRY & CO. SET OUT TO SOLVE THE MYSTERY!

By
Martin Clifford.

LT T T

“Or do a cake-walk 7" suggested Blake.

“Nothin' of the sort!”

*'Then what are you going to do?”

“I'm goin' out!"

“Like us to como?"

D'Arcy looked more confused than ever. He fished out
his cyeglass, and polished it with the corner of his cambric
handkerchicf to gain time.

“ Ya-as, wathah!” ho said. “I—I should like you to
come, deah boys, but I am afwaid that I cannot ask you
to do so, you know.”

“Why not?"

* Becauso—because——""

“Go on!"

* Because, you sce, it's—it's imposs I"

“You'ro going to meet someone!”

*Yaas, wathah!

“Why didn't you say it was the lady in the draper’s at
vaoomi»e, and have done with it?” demanded Blake.

D’Arcy turned pink, .

“I wegard your wemark as bein' in the worst of taste,
Blake. have a gweat wespect for the dwaper's youn
lady in Wylcombe, and I wefuse to allow you to speak o
her diswespectfully." .

“1 suppose it's disrespectful to suggest that she might bo
scen out with you,” said Blake reflectively, “Tell her I'm

Besidos, 1 am not goin' to meet any membah of the gentle
scx, deah boy.”

*“Who is it, then?”

“I am afwaid I cannot acquaint you with the facts, deah

lOl‘I‘{."
4 wafnrd that wemark as dewogatowy to myself.
h

bo ‘"

IYHako looked at him suspiciously, .
“Look here, Gusay; if you're rotting, ;rou're going the
r:qht way,to work to get a thick prize ear,” he said darkly.

*I should uttahly wefuse to have a pwize thick yah!”

"“You see, you're such an ass that we're bound to look
after you,” explained Digby. *“You admit that yourself.”

“1 wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort.”

“You had a letter this morning,” said Blake, holding up
his hand in a magisterial way.

‘I do not deny it, deah bog."

“You gave a fump at the breakfast-table when you read
it, and spilled some of your tea on my trousers.”

“1 am vewy sowwy, deah boy. I expwessed my wegret
at the time, but I am aware that it is a sewious mamg to
damage a fellow's twousahs, .and I am quito pwepared to
offalh anothah apology.”

“Never mind_ the bags now,” said Blake. “That's a
minor point. I asked you what was the matter, and
whether your noble governor had sent you a tenner, and
you didn't answer.”

“I was eatin’ my bweakfast, doah boy.”

“You kept as mum as a boiled owl in class this morning."

“I decline to bo compared to a boiled owl.”

“And at dinner you never said a word to a soul.”

“Wo are not allowed to talk duwin’ dinnah, deah boy."

Blake grinned,

“No, 1 know we're not; but we gencrally manage to do
it, all the same. After dinner we met your young brother
Wally.‘ and he was wearing the dirtiest collar he’s ever
worn since he came into the Third Form—and that's saying
a lot, And you never made a remark on it.”

“Bai Jove !”

“In afternoon school,” pursucd Blake relentlessly, “you
were more_absent-minded and a bigger ass than usual, if
possiblo.  You told Mr, Lathom that a straight line con-
tinued to infinity, was equal to the threc sides of &
dcpunonh verb.”

4:\%“1]"0";” Iam .mi)(‘ I nevahﬁ" " o

oll, it was something just like that, anyway,” sai
Blake. * You had h\'nnty-g\'e lines for is, and you haven’t
done them.”

**1 shall do them pwesently.”

*Now, most remarkable of all, when it's getting on to
tea-time, you are going out instead of thinking of tea.”

“I am not vewy hungwy."”

3
THRILLS!

“The long and the short of it is, that you've got a secret
on your chest, and you're I:eepmﬁ it 80 well that it's per-
foctly plain to the whole House,” said Blake, with great
severity,

“Bai Jove "

“As your elder, and as your guide, philosopher, and
friend, not to say your keeper, it is my duty to insist upon
knowing all about it.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“8o just ﬁ" it off your chest,” said Herries.

“Weally, Hewwica—"

“We're waiting,” remarked Dighy.

“ Weally, deah boys, I am sowwy to have this appeawance
of keepin' a secwet fwom my chums,' said D'Arcy, with
a look of great distress. *“I am perfectly aware that it is a
perfcotly caddish thing to keep secwets.”

".'%‘hen ¢elt it off your chest, ass|”

m "

“What do you mean?"

“You see, it is not my secwet 1"

“Not your secret |” exclaimed Blake.

*“ Wathah not, deah boy.”

“You don't mean to say that you're Foing around in
possession of somebody else's secret |” exclaimed Blake, in
great astonishment. “As head of this study, I must insist
upon your restoring it immediately to its rightful owner.”

*Ha, ha, ha!" roared Digby.

“Pway don’t wot, deah boy. The secwet is not mine; it
conc'c;rm hu'mthlh fellow, you know, and he has put me on
my honah,”

Blake looked at his elegant chum keenly, The distross in
the face of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was not to be mis-
taken, and Blake's oxareuion softened,

"“Now, look here, Gussy,” he said, *You know jolly
well that we shouldn't want to inquire into any private
affair of yours.”

" Yaas, wathah, deah boy.” .

‘;But“we can't have you going around like a boiled
owl—

“I wefuso to admit that I bear the slightest wescmblance
to a boiled owl!"

“With a secret on your mind,” ssid Blake. "You'nﬁpot
the ki|nd of chap to go in for mystery. SBomebody's pulling
your leg.”

Arthur Augustus glanced downward.

“You

I mean metaphorically,” said Blake, grinning.
are being dono. k here, the other week Tom erlg had
a letter, and went off to meet somebody with a Jot of

mystery, and there was no end of a buzz on the subject. We
can't have you following in Tom Merry's footsteps like a
giddy plagiarist. It looks to me as if you're rotting.”

“I'm not wottin', deah boy."”

“Then somebody is pullln{ your leg."”

“Not at all, deah boy. You see—" \

“ Most likely it's Kerr, of the New Houso," said Blake.
“He's always up to some dodql(: disguising himself as some-
body's uncle, or something. The lottor you've got was a
spoof letter, and the appointment is a spoof appointment;
und“thn. ]!nugh will be up against this study if you go.”

“ '“t' kL

“It's a joke of Figgins & Co, of the New House, or else
of the ‘l'errible Three,” said Blake obstinately.  “If it
isn't, show me the letter.”

“Imposs, deah boy! It's a secwet |” i ,
“Then how am I to know that it's not a jape if you
don't show me the letter?” .

“You must take my word for it, deah boy.” .

"“I'd trust your word, Gussy, but not your brains,” said
Blake, with a shake of the head. “It's not good enough,”

“But I knew the handwitin’ in the lettah, deah boy."

“'I'hat doesn't prove ln%thing." said Blake. * Hand-
writing can _be imitated. Wasn't that chap Gore expolled
last week for imitating Tom Merry's handwriting, for
instance " )

D’Arcy started a little,

“8o you see,” said Blake trinmphantly, “that’s*no proof.
Better ladle out the letter.”

“ Imposs I

“It’s a blessed mutiny I” said Blake. *I'd like to know
wher‘g CGussy was brought up, to talk to his elders in this
way.

“\Weally, Blake—"

“Not a word! I am ashamed of you!”

“\Veally, deah boy, I would twust you with the scowet
like—like anythin’,” said Arthur Augustus, “but it is
weally not mine, And it is not a jape.”

“Rats !"”

“It is weally nothin’ like a jape 1"

“ More rats!”

*Weally, Blake—"
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“Boat I

“It is useless fo continue a conversation which consiits
wholly of the wude wepetition of oppwobwious expwes-
sions,” said Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity.
“1 will wetiah.”

“You oan retire and cat coke!”

“ Where's my hat?”

“ What hat?

“My silk toppah.” )

“Where's Gussy’s silk topper, Dig!”

“Where's Gussy’s silk topper, Herries 2

“Whero's Guasy’s silk topper, Blake1"

“Where's your silk topper, Gussy!”

Tho chums of Study No. 6 asked the question in turn
with solemn faces. Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass
into his eye, and looked from one to another.

“Weally, deah boys, I must have my toppah.”

“Ho must have his topper, Dig.”

“Heo must have his topper, Herrics.”

“He must have his topper, Blake.”

“You must have your topper, Gussy.” .

“I wefuse to wemain here and listen to tho_idiotio
wepetition of absurd wemarks,” said D’Arcy. ‘I will go in
[ °ﬂ" 1 wefuse to woemain anothah moment.”

“Heo refuses to remain another moment, Dig.”

“He rofuses to remain another moment, Herrics,”

“Ho refuses to remain another—"

Slam |

The door closed behind the swoll of 8t. Jim's with a
slam éh“ rang along the Fourth Form passago from end
to end.

Tho Fourth-Formers burst into a joyous chuckle.

“(ussy’s got his aristocratic back up,” grinned Blake.
“He's gone off in a noble wax. But I say, what on carth
can_the matter be!"

‘“Blessed if I know "

“Qf course, it's a jape!”

* Looks like it.”

“You soo it's so like what happened to Tom Merry—get-
ting & mysterious letter, and going out to kecp a mysterious
appointment, you know, ow lightning never strikes
twico in the same place, and so it's preity certain that
there isn't » roal mystery this time. ‘I'om Merry gocs
and gets mixed up with s Portuguese and a box of
diamonds; but I rather suspect that Gussy will only get
mixed up with some jokers from the New Houso at Bt.
Jim's,”

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes.” .

’“ Erso—t:hut’s Latin—ergo, it's our business to keep an
eyo on him.”

*“ What-ho |" :

“We can't let him got into mischief, and wo can’t have
this study spoofed, and grinned at by every monkey in
tho New House,” said Blake, “We've got to look after
Gussy for his own good, and turn the tables on the New
House japers.”

“Good eggl” .

“Then come on, and wo'll keep Gussy in sight.”

“ Right-ho " .

And Blake & Co. quitted the study, and went downstairs
on the track of the swell of 8t. Jim's.

CHAPTER 2.
An Awkward Position !

OM MERRY of the Shell was sitting on tho stono
balustrade of the School House stops, chatting with
Manners and Lowther, when Arthur Augustus came

out.

‘The Terrible Threo glanced at D'Arcy at once. Tom
Merry & Co. were looking s little less cheery than usual.

They had been speaking about Gore, their Form fellow,
who had been “sacked ” from the school the previous weck.

Goro had not been liked in the Shell, and he had been
on specially bad terms with the 'I:on-ible Three, who had
frequently " interfered to check his bu"f“llg proclivities.
The fault for which he had been expelled was that of
imitating Tom Merry’s hand in a_ letter, written for the

urposo of embroiling Tom with his fricnds in the School

ouse. The fault was a scrious one, though Gore, who
was less clover than he was cunning, probably did not
fully realise how serious.

The matter had come to light, and Goro had been ex-
pelled.  'The punishment. was so severe that, though he
certainly deserved it, most of the fellows felt sorry for him.

“It's rotten to be sacked from school,” Tom Merry
remarked, as he swung his legs on the stone balustrade,
“and it's more rotten than usual in Gore's case, becauso
of tho reception he was bound to get at home. Now if I
were sacked, my old governess would believe it was the
Head's fault, and not mine, and she’d stick to mo through
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thick and thin, In thaf unreasonable way women have—
bless them! But Gore’s governor, from what I've heard
of him, is a sort of Brutus.”

“Brutus—chap who had his son’s hoad cut off, wasn't
it1” said Lowther,

“That's it—the original, genuine Roman parent,” said
Tom Merry. “Of course, Gore's governor isn't so Brutus
;llqutug: I.*alt I hﬁn P.t'l: a l:.au hhiou.totﬁ"' hl couh}n‘t

elp pitying Gore when ought of his ng home, after
the ﬁud'n letter to his father.” A

“Must have been rough.”

“It must have been awful,” said Tom Merry. "I rather
think Goro's governor keeps a thick stick for Goro in the
holidays. 1 dare say he needs it, as far as that goes. I
know he never had all the lickings he needed at 8t. Jim's,
But when Gore got home last week he must have found
the atmosphere—well, depressing.”

“Ho should have thought of that before he did what he
did do,” said Manners. “Copying & chap’s handwriting
is forgery, though, I suppose, it never oocurred to Goro
in that light. And if the truth hadn't come out, it would
have been jolly unJ:lunnl for you.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“That's so. 8till, one can't help feeling sorry for him.”
. "“Hallo, here's Gussy " exclaimed Monty Lowther, chang-
ing the topio as the swell of S8t. Jim's appeared in the
doorway. “QGoing out—and without his topper! I sy,
Gussy, what are you doing in that cap?”

“I'm goin' out, deah boy.”

“What's the matter with the topper?”

*“The silly nsses in my study have hidden it. For a silly
joke. I have wefwained fwom Puttin‘ on my Bunday toppah,
ns there is a chance of wain.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 fail to sce any ocause for laughtah,” said Arthur
Auﬁnus, turning his eyeglass upon the Terrible Three.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Whither bound, Gussy?” went on Tom Morry. “It
you're going down to the villago I'll come with you, if
{l(':u I:‘ke, and see about my new cricket bat while I'm

ero.

Arthur Augustus hesitated.

“I am not enotl* goin' to the village, Tom Mowwy.”

“Going that way1”

“Yaas, deah boy "

“Good! I'll come.”

“As & mattah of faot, deah boy, I—I shall be vewy
pleased if you will stwoll with me as far as the gates, but
no farthah,” said D'Arcy, turning very red.

‘I'om Merry stared at him.

“Hallo! What's the game?”

“As a mattah of fact—'""

“Not going to smoke in the wood, are you, Cussy!”
asked Tom h{arry solemnly. ¥ e

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—

. *“It's a dark socret,” said Monty Lowther sclemnly. “He
is going to meet & masked man under the riven oak, and
gain possession of the missing wi

“Weally, Lowthah—"

Tom Morry slipped from the balustrade and walked down
the steps with the swell of the Fourth Form. Manners and
Lowther remained where they were, swinging their legs,
and they swung them skilfully in the way of Jack Bllqm
as ho hurried out of the School House a few minutes later.

“Oh|” roared Blake.

He fell over Lowther's feot and rolled half-way down
the steps. Lowther gazed at him with an expression of
astonishment.

“Jolly good!” exclaimed Mannors heartily. “I should
like to see you do that agein, Blake.”

Jack Blake scrembled to his feet and cast a wrathful
glance at the chums of the Shell.

“I've & jolly good mind to wipe up the quad with you!"
he exclaimed. “But I haven't time—"

“Lucky for you you haven't time!”

“Have you seen Gussy1” asked Blake, letting that remark
pass unheeded.

“Yes; he's just gone down to the gates with Tom
Merry.”

“Goodl Come on, kids!”

And Blake, Herries, and Digby swung away towards the
gates. Mecanwhile, Arthur Augustus and To.: Merry had
reached them, without a single word having been said on
either side.

Arthur Augustus had opened his mouth several times, as
if tg speak, but had closed it again without uttering a
word.

Tom Merry had observed these
increasing astonishment.

He remembered a previous occasion when D'Arcy had
actad in that menner, and that was when the swell of St.

proceedings  with
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Jim's was confessing to have fallen in love with a certain
charming girl in Rylcombe. It was borne in upon Tom
Merry’s mind that the swell of the Fourth had surrendered
to another attack of the grand passion.

In the Fatewny they halted, and Arthur Augustus opened
his mouth again, but still he did not speak. Tom Merry
gave him a sympathetic glance,

“Feel it badly 1" he asked.
o Eh 13}
“Kind ol worries you, 1 suppose?”

“Yaas, wathah ("
“Going to see her now, I suppose? Well, buck up, and

"
g

“Tin?. Oh, no! I've heaps of cash!”

“Well, everything else oan be handled, except want of
tin,” said Tom Merry. “Tell me the difficulty, and I'll
advise you like a Dutch uncle.”

“I am afwaid I cannot confide it to you, Tom Mewwy,
as it is a scowet. The chap has weally put me on my
honah, you know—without askin' my permish.’.

“By Jove! That's rather cool!”

“Yaas, wathah |”

“And who's tho chap?”’

“That's & seowet.”

“What does he want you to do”

e nA e—— = y

— p— ":::-

- l -

—_— - 2

[ oA

Y

Manners and Lowther swung their legs skilfully in the way of Jack Blake as he oame out of the House.

Blake as he fell over their
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“Oh!" roared

ot and rolled half-way down the steps. Lowther gazed at him with an expression of

astonishment.

put on a cheorful smile, even if you don’t feel like it,”
said Tom encouragingly.

"I fail to compwehend you, Tom Mewwy."

“If you feel at all nervous, I'll go instead,” suggested
Tom Merry,

“1 am afwaid that wouldn't do.”

“1 dare say sho would bo just as pleased."

‘You are undah a misappwehension, Tom Mewwy. I
am not goin’ to meet a lady.”

“Oh, my mistake!”

“And if I were, deah boy, 1 should not appwove of your
alludin’ to it in that light mannah

“I stand corrected.”
. “Yaas, wathah! As a mattah of fact, there is no lady
in the case. 1 am wathah wowwied about a certain
mattah.”

“Confido in your Uncle Merry,” said Tom., “I'll help
you out. Is it tin?”

“That's a seewet, too.”

“Where is he now?!”

“That's a secwet—"

“My hat! You're going in for secrets, and no mistako!”
exclaimed Tom Merr{. “Do you think it would be a good
i;loa rto tell them all to me, and I will help you keep
them

“Pway don't wot, deah boy! This is a sewious mattah,
I should be vewy glad of your advice.”

“How can I advise you if I don't know any of the
circumstances?”’ asked Tom Merry naturally.

“ Yaas, wathah; I suppose it would be dilficult,” assented
Arthur Augustus. “Pewwaps I could put a case. Suppose
a chap asked you—"

“Yeos?” said Tom, as D'Arcy paused.

“8uppose he asked sou——"p‘

*Well "
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“Suppose, for instance, & chap asked you——"
“Co on|* -
“It's wathah difficult to tell you about the mattah, with-

?ut lettin’ you know anythin” about it, as a mattah of

act,”

Tom Merry grinned.

“Yes; I lupfoue it would be.”

" Howevah, will put & case. Suppose 1 fellow asked
you to help him=—"

" Qood 1" .

““A fellow you had nevah been on good terms with.
You'd help him1*

“1f 1 could—certainly.” )

“ Eupgnu he was in a deucid awkward potish, and wanted
you to help him out, you'd have no wesourco but to do it?

“1 suppose so, if it were ible.” .

“And supposin’ he one & vewy wash thing, you
know—acted the giddy ox, end didn't know what to do,
you'd stand by him—like anythin'1”

“I'd do my best, I suppose." .

“Yaas; but suppose you couldn't help him without
appeawin’, to & certain extent, to back him up in—in—
wejectin’ pawental authowity—"

'om Merry's face became very grave.

“That’s & serious matter, Gussy.”

“And without bweakin’ some of the minah wules of the
school,” conoluded D'Arey.

“J don't know, and I can’t say, without knowing the chap
and the circumstances,” said Tom Merry honnthv; “bat it
looks to me as if somebody is trying to lead you into
trouble, Gussy.”

“No; he’s in twouble himtelf, and wants me to help
him out.”

“He's not a friend of yours?”

“No; we have always been on pwetty bad terms.”

“What claim has he on Jou "

“Nono at all, deah boy.

“Yet he has asked all this of you?*

“Yaas, wathah|”

"Why (T

“Because I'm s ﬁood-mtur-d chap, I suppose.”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows.

“1 onn':t. make it out, Guasy. If you can't tell me any

mo

“I'm on my honah, deah boy.”

“1 see. Then I don’t see how I can advise you; but
1'd advise you to this much—mind how you go! If it’s
going to lead you to break any college rules, better go
slow. It looks to me as if you were being done by an
unsorupulous fellow.”

“Yaas; I suppose he is watheh unsewupulous,' -said
D’Arcy reflectively; “but I don’t seo how I can wefuse to
holp s chap thet's down. Thank you vewy much, Tom
Mowwy I*

And the swell of 8t. Jim's went down the lane, with a
wrinkled brow. Blake & Co. came out of the gateway.

“Hallo, here he is!” exclaimed Jack Blake, as he
sighted the elegant figure of his chum in the lane.

“Right-ho! On the track!”

And the chums of the Fourth started down tho lane
keeping D'Aroy in sight; and the swell of 8t. Jim's, burio&
in his thoughts, did not look round.

CHAPTER 3.
Baffled Stalkers !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS walked quickly down the lane,
looking neither to right nor to left, and spparently
never thinking of looking backwards.
After him went Blake, Herries, and Digby, at a
distance of about & dozen yards.

The swell of 8t. Jim's reached the spot where the foot-
path through the wood to Wayland joined the lane, and
there he stopped. All at once, as he was about to enter the
footpath, he seemed to remember caution, and glanced
quickly round him as if to see whether he was observed.

Full in his view, as he turned his head, stood Blake,
Herries, and Digby.

Arthur Augustus started a little as he saw them, The
three juniors grinned, but never a smile crossed the face of
Arthur Augustus.

Ho simply surveyed them through his eyeglass, and then
entered the footpath and disappeared under the trees.

Jack Blake wrinkled his brows for a _moment.

“Blessed if 1 make that out!” he said, in a puzzled way,
*He doesn’t scem to mind our being on the track.”

‘“He's going to dodge us jn the wood,* said Digby.

Blake sniffed,

Tae Gex Lisnary.—No. 1,324,
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“We haven't practised with the Boy Scouts for nothing.
H2 f‘olly well won't be able to dodge us.”

say,” remarked Herries, in his alow and ponderous
way, “perhaps ho was only rotting all the time, Bloke, and
he's taken you in.”

Jack Blake glared.

“Oh, do you think sot” .

“1I think it's very likoly, Ho may be only leading you a
dance, you know, so as to have a laugh against you when we
get back to 8t. Jim's.”

" ‘Igl'll;?'h ear?"’ asked Blake, pushing back his cuffs,

“Which ear?”’
“I—1I don't catch on!
"1 su

What do you mean?"
g ppose you're Iookit:s for a thick ear?”

“Eh?" Herries retreated a pace or two. " What are you
driving at, you ass?”

“1 thought you must be looking for a thick ear when you
suggested that a chap like Gussy could pull the wool over
my eyes,” said Blake darkly,

'0‘! But—"'

“Come on, and don't talk rot!” said Blake severely.
“Qussy isn't rotting. I can't quite make him out, but
there's something on."’

“If he's really going to dodge us in the wood, I'd better
out back and fetch Towser,”” said Herries. “ My dog Towser
will track him down.”

Your d01 Towser can go and cat dog-biscuits |”

“Come on 1"

.'nut’_"

“Rats! Come on!”

Herrios reluctantly gave up the idea of fetching Towser,
His faith in Towser was great.

The Fourth-Formers hurried on to the footpath, wondering
what was in Gussy's mind. Tho swell of Bt. Jim's did not
seem to care whether he was followed or not, and yct he
had 2!0!!!‘0(‘ that the object of the expedition was a great
secre
As a matter of fact, the swell of 8t. Jim's was playing
a rather deep game, deeper than his unsuspecting chums
gave him credit for.

In that cautious glance round at the beginning of the
footpath he had caught sight not only of the Bt. Jim's
fellows Iollowini him, but of three figures coming through
the wood from the direction of Wayland.

The three were Grammarians, as he could tell at a
distance by thoir caps, and he knew at the second glance
that they were Monk, Lane, and Carboy, the leaders of the
Grammar 8chool juniors in their alarums and exoursions
against the juniors of Bt, Jim's,

On most occasions Arthur Augustus would have given the
three Grammarians a wide berth, for he had only a ragging
to expect at their hands. But on the present occasion he
marched straight on towards them,

The Grammarians exchanged a grin as they caught sight
of the elegant figure honring- down upon them.

“Gussy, by Jove!” said Monk,

* And on his lonesome |”" said Carboy.

“We can't bust nis topper, as he's left it at home,” said
Lane regrotfully, * Better ‘iv. him a pumping for daring
to come and meet us in a cap.”

“What-ho 1"

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Auruulus. raising his cap grace-
fully to the Grammarians. “I am wathah glad to mees
you wottahs 1"

Frank Monk chuckled.

“Tho pleasure is mutual, dear boy!" he said.

“Yaas, wathah, I twust so. Will you pway step into the
twees heah, as I want to speak to you, deah boys, without
bein' observed.”

“Ceortainly!” said Monk. "1 suppose you know we're
goin’ to bump you for your cheek in meeting us in a cap1”

“Pway don't wot, deah boys!”

The swoll of 8t. Jim's stepped aside from the path into
the trees, and the Grammarians, wondering, followed him,

D'Arcy adjusted his eyeglass and looked at them.

1 pwesumo you wero oin’ to play the giddy goat, deah
boys?"” he remarked. * Howevah, I have placed you upon
your honah by comin’ up to meet you, and I twust that
ou wi’lll not pwove yourselves unworthy of my faith in your

nah.

“Woell, of all the cheek—""

“And I have a little favah to ask of you,”

“Ob, go ahead 1" said Frank Monk, grinning. “ We can't
refuso anything to the one and only Gussy. You deserve
nn’y\hing. if only for your check.,”

I fail to see whero the check comes in. I twust myself
to your honah, as one gentleman to anothah. Howevalh, to
wesume. I am bein’ foqlowed by thwee boundahs who have
taken it upon themselves to look aftah me.”

“Your keepers?”

“Weally, Monk, I wegard

" it as oppwobwious to
suggest—
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“Well, who are they—the village kids?"

“No. Thoy are my study-mates in the School House at
8t. Jim's—Bluke and Hewwies and Dig. I am weally vewy
much obliged to them for takin' a fwiendly intewest in my

woccedings; but I don't want them to follow me now.

t occurred to my mind when I saw you that you might
stop them,"”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"” X il

“Qf course, they will lick you; but while they are doin
g0 I shall have time to get away.”

Frank Monk gave a snort.

“Lick us?”

“Yaas, wathah; but while—" .
“Look here, you funny merchant, we'll do this for yzn:
but, of course, you know that your chums will get a feaclul
licking if we tackle them.” .
“1 am quite willin’ to wisk that, if you arc, deah boy—-

“Look here, you ass—"'

“T wefuse to be called an ass!" .

“ Botter bump Gussy first, and then bump them,” said
Carboy. *Collar him!”

“I wefuse to be bumped. I have placed you on your
honah, deah boys. I twust that you will not compel me to
wogard you with contempt.'

“You cheeky ass!”

“1 decline to be chawactewised as a cheeky ass!"

“(Oh, como on " said Frank Monk. “Gussy is too funny
tolivel Get off, Gussy, and we'll wait here for your friends.
Good-bye!"

“Thank you vewy much, Fwank Monk!” .

“Not at all. It's a pleasure to lick 8t. Jim's kids. And
you desorve any little thing we can do, for the jolly laughs

’

you give us,”
“ Weally, Monk—"" .
“Travel along! I can ‘I'leu them coming!”

“Bai Jove! Good-bye! )

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy flitted off through the
trees, and the three Grammarians took cover close beside the
footpath, lying there in wait for the chums of Bt. Jim's,

Blake, Herrics, and Digby came along without a suspicion
of what was awaiting them. They had lost sight of Gussy
on the footpath, however, and they were glancing among
the trees to rllht and left in search of him. And Digby
suddenly caught sight of » Grammar School cap among the
brambles, ;

“'Ware Grammar School cads!” shouted Dig.

“At 'em !” muttered Monk,

And the three Grammarians rushed to the attack.

The 8t. Jim's juniors had hardly time to throw themselves
wto a dofonsive attitude when their rivals were upon them,

In o moment there was a wild scrimmago in the footpath.

Blake was rolling over, with Monk rolling on him, and
Digby was sprawling under the wmﬁht of Carboy. LIIIE.
however, rolled on his back under Herries, who promptly
sat on his chest and pinned him down.

The juniors struggled desperately in the grass. But they
wero one to one, and about equal as far as muscular powers
went.

Blake finally succeeded in rolling Monk over and getting
uppermost; but it kept him busy to remain there.

igby, at the same time, was got under by Carboy, and
Carboy sat astride of him and gontly tapped Digby on his
upturned nose from time to time, reducing Dig to a state
bordering on frenzy, .

“My hat!” exclaimed Blake, remembering Arthur
Augustus, and the fact that his elegant chum had already
had five minutes to make his escape in. * Here, this
won't do!”

“ Geroof |

“Makeo it pax, Monkeir.l”

“If you admit you're licked—"2 .

“Yos, that's likely! You couldn't lick 8 Third Form fag
from 8t. Jim's 1”

“1'll1 show you!

“Now, look here, Monkey! We've got some business on
hand, and we've no time to waste on you! You'll make it
pax, orl.l‘ll—l’ll jam clods into your mouth!”

“w Ax )

“Ah! Cood |” .

Blake jumped up. and his comrades followed his example.
Both the Saints and the Grammarians showed many signs
of the combat. .

But Monk & Co. were chuckling. They had not had the
best of the combat. Honours were easy, as far as that went.
But they had cffected their purpose. Arthur Augustus had
had ample time to get clear. .

Blake rubbed his nose, from which a thin. crimson stream
was_issuing.

“Phew | I say, Monkey, have you seen Gussy 1"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“What are you cackling at?®

#Ia, ha, ha!”

"

Pom

1

Tho threc Grammarians roarcd, and Blake left off rubbing
his damaged nose to glare at them in angry ﬁerplex:ty.
i - \‘l'Vllut s the joke?” he demanded. “Have you seen
1im 27

::Ibll:,r!m, ha! Rather! He asked us to stop youl"

“And we've done it!”

“You—you rotters]”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Which way did he go?”

*“That's telling 1"

“You mcasly Grammar School rats—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You apologies for measly worms—'

“Ila, ha, ha!"”

“Oh, never mind slanging them now !” said Digby. *“Let's
look after Gius!”

*“Right you are! Come on!"

The Fourth-Formers of St. Jim's rushed on down the
lfoot ath. They left the three Grammarians roaring with
aughter.
hUp and down the wood Blake & Co. sought their missing
chum.

They went as far as the Wayland Road in one direction,
and as far as the ruined castle in another, They went up
the bank of the Rhyl, and down the I'eeder—the stream in
the heart of the wood.

But they did not find Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

They gave it up at last.

By that time it was probable that the appointment had
been kept, and was over, and the swell of the School House
was back at 8t. Jim's.

Wrathfully, Blake gave the word at last to return.

“The young bounder’s done us!” he said. *“I never
thought that Gussy was so beastly deep before 1”

“I warned you that he was pullini the wool over your
:Jyl“ﬁ !you know,” said Herries. “You remembor that,

ake !"”

“1 remember you said some silly rot or other, if that's
what you mcan. We shall have to hop 1t to get in before
lockmg-uﬁ, so come on, and don't jaw.”

“We should have found him all right if Towser had
been with us.”

““Oh, blow Towser!" said Blake, crossly,

They arrived at 8t. Jim's as Taggles was about to lock
the gates. They dodged in, and gave the porter a series
of cat-calls to relieve their feelings. Tom Merry and his
chums were in the Hall of the School House as they entered.
dusty and tired.

“1allo!"” said Tom Merry, with a grin. *Been in the
wars "

* Rats 1"

“Or through a threshing-machine?” asked Lowther.

“Brer-r-r-rererer!”

“Boxing with a motor-car, perhaps?” suggested Manners.

“0Oh, go and cat coke!”

And the chums of the I'ourth went on to the stairs, loaving
the Terrible Three chuckling.

Blake turned round as he set foot on the stairs.

“I say, Merry! Has Gussy come in?”

“(Gussy ! Yes, he came in nearly an hour ago!”

“What!” roared Blake.

“What's the matter 1"

“Oh, nothing!”

“Where is he now!"” asked Diﬁ.1

“In your study, [ think. I saw him doing some llmpginr
at Dame Taggles', and I asked him if it was to stand us
a feed, and ho said it wasn't,”

Gussy had

Blake & Co. went ugntuirs. breathing hard.
1e had been comfortably ensconced

i

been homo an hour.
in the study, en{ioﬂlenw a feed after his walk, while his
bafled chums ha en tramping up and down Rylcombe
Woods in search of him. .

The thought was exasperating.

The chums of the Fourth breathed vengeance as they drew
near Study No. 6. To add to their wrath, the voice of
D’Aroy could be heard raised in song as the{)nfpromhad.

D’Aroy was practising a tenor solo. 'Arcy, in the
belief that he was destined to be another Caruso, had taken
up Italian opera songs, and one of them was now ringing
forth from Study No. 6.

“*La donna e mobile,
Qual piume al vento—
Muta d’accento
E di pensier!’'?

Blake snorted.
“I'hat’s the finishing touch,” he said. *IHe shall have a
bumpm%thnt will break the record. Come on!”
And the three juniors rushed into Study No. 6.
Tas Gem Lorary.—No. 1,324,



CHAPTER 4
Feeding the Brutes !

“e A donna e mobile—"" .
Arthur Augustus was going strong.

He was standing bofore the big glass as he

sang, evidently studying the attitude in which he

was to stand on the operatic stage, when he had a chance

of appearing at Covent Garden as the duke in “Rigoletto.2

He did not even notice the door open, nor see the three
wrathful faces that glared in at him.

“*Qual piume al vento !’ ”

“¢ Muta d'sccento—" Bai Jovel?

“My hat!” said Blake.

D'Arcy turned round. .

Never had tho swell of 8t. Jim's been so near to a heavy
bumping as he was at that moment.

FBu:h the sight of the study mollified the chums of the
ourth,

D'Arcy had not been feoding on his lonesome, after all,
while they were hunting for him up hill and down dale.

The study table was spread with a gleaming white cloth
and @ roally respectablo array of crockery. )

And there wero good things on the table—cake and jam
and jelly. And in the fender were a meat-pic and a pud-
ding keeping warm, as well as a tin saucepan, with a dozen
eggs in 1t, ready to go on the fire. .

lake looked at these preparations for a feed, and his
heart softened.

““ Hallo, Gus 1"

* Hallo, deah boy !”

Arthur Augustus extractod his eyeglasa from his pocket,
and jammed it into his eye and looked at the three juniors.

“Hai Jovel You are in a state]”

“We've beon looking for ’you.".

“Thank 1011 vewy much "

“We're tired.”

“You look it, bai Jovel”

“We're hungry "

“T've got & feed weady for you, deah boys. T wathah
thought you would be hungwy. Go and get a wash and a
brush down, and I'll have the eggs boiled by the time
you weturn.”

The Fourth-Formers looked at one another.

The planned bumping faded from their minds. In the
face of a reception like this, how could they bump the
swell of the School House ? .

“Right-ho |” said Blake. *Come on, kids!”

And the juniors adjourned to the bath-room. Arthur
Augustus turned towards his reflection in the glass, and
slightly closed one eyo. If so aristocratic and dignified
a personage as Arthur Augustus D'Arcy ocould be supposed
to wink, we should certainly say that he winked at that
moment.

Arthur Augustus had looked for trouble on the return
of his study-mates. Perhaps he remembered the great
maxim: “Feed the brute!” And perhaps that wise saying
was ﬁartly the cause of that excellent feed being ready
for the hungry Fourth-Formers.

Arthur Augustus drew an old pair of gloves from a
drawer and donned them, and then proceeded to place
the egg saucopan on the fire.

By the time the juniors returncd, washed and brushed.
the eggs were done, and the pio was on the table, and
D’Arcy was sitting ready to carvo it.

Blako gave an appreciative glance at tho table,

*Gussy, old man, this is all right.”

“Vewy good |”

“It's cricket.”

“Yaans, wathah!”

“ Wire in, kids!”

They wired in. If the sight of the good things prepared
for them had made the juniors fee -humoured, the
feed itself was sufficient to finish the work of restoring
mattors in the study to_their old footing.

“This is & rifpmg pie |” Blake remarked.

“(ilad you like it, deah boy.”

“The eggs are iolly good,” said Herries.

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

“And the ham,” said Herries. “It's jolly ripping! I'll
take some of it round to Towser when we've finished, if
you don’t mind.”

*Good ideah, Hewwies !”

And the_meal finished with the juniors in the best of
tempers. Herries carried out about half s pound of best
ham to Towser's kennel—s gift that Towser very much
appreciated.

lake rose from the table with a satisfied smile,

“] foel better now,” he remarked.

" Vewy good ¥
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G!'Wo licked Frank Monk and his friends in the wood,
ussy.”

“Yaas; I was sure you would lick them.,”

“Well, perhaps it wasn't & very bad licking, as we
made it P“'"

“ Yaas.”

“And then we missed you.”

D’Arcy chuckled.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What are you guggling at?”

“1 was not awah that I was gugglin’, deah boy.”

“Have you a pain anywhere(”

“Urumlﬁ not !"

*“Then what—"

“I was laughin’,” said D'Arcy indignantly.

“Rats! Don't do it any more, then. I'd almost rather
you sang. Where did you go after we missed you in the
wood 1"

“1 went to my dostination, deah boy.”

‘“And where was that1”

“A secwet.”

Jack Blake sniffed.

“ Look here, you young ass!"

“1 wefuse to bo wegarded as an nss!”

“You'ro going to keep this secret business up, are you?!"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, after that feed I don’t think we'll bump you,”

said Blake. “But it's perfectly clear to mo that you're
bein, c:ons by tho New House rotters.”
"“Wats |

“It’s Figgina & Co. up to their games again,” said
Blnkln wrathfully. “They’te tuking you in with some silly
snoofl.”

P Nothin' of the sort.”

“I know better. I'm going to lock into the matter,
because it’s impossiblo for us to allow the New House
bounders & grin up against this study. As for you, of
course, you're not responsible for your actions.”

“Weally, Blake—"

* And we'll jolly well go for Figgins & Co., anyway,” said
Digby, “just as & hint that we'ro not going to allow this
study to be done.”

" But wenl:‘y, deah boys, Figgins & Co. have nothin’
whatovah to do with it."

“That's all you know,” said Blake, with a siff, *You
thin_}c you met somcbody at that giddy appointment, don't
you ”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And you think it was somebody or othor—"

“1 pwesume so, deah boy.”

“Well, it wasn’t; it was Kerr in disguise.”

“Wats! It wasn't anythin' of tho sort.”

*Look here, Gussy, can't you take my word?”

“Yaas, deah boy. But you don't know anythin' about
the mattah, you know.”

“1 know you're bemF done.”

“Well, I'm not bein' done.”

“I'm jolly well going to keep an eye on you, that's all,”
said Blake, with a shake of the head. “I know jolly well
you're being spoofed, and there's not going to be a laugh
up against this study if I can help it.”

‘“Weally, Blake—"

“Bror-rer!”

And with that intelligible and extremely lucid rejoinder
Blake closed the discussion, and began to do his prep.

Tom Merry looked into Study No. 6 at hali-past nine
that evening. It was time for the juniors to go to bed,
but Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was missing from the ranks
of the Fourth Form.

Several juniors had gone round to look for him, and
‘1‘0::11 Merry happened to be the one who looked into his
astudy.

There was a light in the study, and as Tom Merry
glanced in at the open door he saw that Arthur Augustus
was there.

Tho hero of the Shell gave a low whistle of surprise.

D'Arcy was standing at the cupboard in which the chums
of Study No. 6 kept their provisions. He was engaged in
taking out s quentity of eatables of various sorts, and
packing them into a small handbag.

Tom Merry was naturally surprised.

If it had been Fatty Wynn of the New House he could
have understood. But Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was the
last person at St. Jim’s who could be suspected of going
off for a solitary feed all on his own.

The clegant junior heard Tom Merry's whistle, and he
Enve a violent start, and turned round. A pork pie in a

asin—one of Dame Taggles’ works of art, very popular
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with the J'uniou—wns in his hand. In the start he gave
it dropped to the floor, and the basin smashed into a dozen
pieoes.

“Hallo!"” exclaimed Tom Morry,

“Bai Jove! You startled mo!"

“It's bed-time, I came to tell you.”

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy!”

“What on carth are you doing with the grub?” asked
Tom, “Not going to have a dorm feed to-night?”

“Oh, no!”

“Getting ready for a picnic to-morrow?”

“Certainly not "

“What the—"

“Then what on earth—="

"

_ll/-‘"""\

k Bl i

! Look out 1’ yelled Manners. It was too late.
rushed towards It the key clicked.

“Pway do not mention this mattah to anyone, Tom
Mowwy !” said Arthur Augustus, his face growing very
pink, ‘It is all wight.,”

*“You're going to give that grub to somcbody?"

“Y.‘ls."

“All right; it's no business of mine,” said Tom Merry,
more and more surprised by the confusion in D'Arcy’s
look. “But you'd better come along, or Darrell will be on
your track.”

“Yaas, I suppose so0.”

And Arthur Augustus thrust the half-packed bag under
the study table, and followed Tom Merry.

“Oh, here he is!” said Blake. * Where have you been?”

“In tho utud.y. deah hoy.”

The_juniors hurriedly undressed and were in bed by the
time Darrell came to see lights out,

CHAPTER 5.
Midnight Feasters |
“ QOM!"
It was the first stroke of midnight.
The sound echoed across the wido, shadowy
quadrangle, and tho faint boom came through the
School House dormitories.
In the Fourth Form dormitory in the School House only
one junior was awake to hear it; and he was half dozing.
Bll:t he started into broad wakefulness as he heard the
siroko,
“Bai Jove!"” he murmured. “That must be midnight !”

The door jerked to from oulside and as the startied Bhell fellows
Tom Merry dragged on the handle. ked I !

“ Phew | ** he gasped. ‘' it's loo

Eleven other strokes followed.

Then silence.

Arthur Augustus sat up in bed, groped for his cycglass,
and blinked up and down the long, dark dormitory,

“Are you awake, deah boys?”

'l‘thero was no reply from the dear boys, excepting a snore
or two.

“Are you all asleep?”

8till, silenco.

“Bai Jove! That's all wight!"”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy stepped quietly out of bed,
He dressed himself in the darkness, even to his collar and
tic, Then he stolo quictly towards the door of the dor-
mitory, and went into the passage, closing the door behind

him,
Tae Gex Lrary,—No. 1,324,
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There he paused, looking up and down the shadowy
passage.

At midnight every light was out at 8t. Jim's—seldom
ﬁ\'m in Masters’ Btudies there twinkled & light at that

our.

All was dark and eerily silent,

D’Arcy listened for some moments, and then moved off
cautiously towards the stairs. He descended to the passage
upon which the Fourth Form studies opened, and made lis
wnﬁy towards Study No. 6.

uddenly he gave a jump. 3

Study No. 6 should have heen dark and deserted, like
every other study in the ﬁnuuu at that hour,

Instead of which, a light glimmered from under the door,

D’Arcy stood still, staring blankly at the slit of light.
The study was occupied |

Blyl whom ?
That he had left his chums asleep_in the dormitory D’Arcy
knoew. Who was in Study No. 61 Burglars !

Burglars—there was no other possible explanation,

A shade of vexation crossed D Arcy’s face.

Burglars would have to be interfered with, and captured—
and that would excite s general alarm, and interfere
materially with his plans for the ni’ht.

i A'thg stood hesitating and doubtful, a sound came from
he study.

It was the click of a knife on a plate. D'Arcy started.
The burglars, with unexampled impudence, were un-
doubtedly feasting upon the provisions in the study—fcast-
mq‘ before they went about their nefarious work.

he click of the knife on the plate was followed by
another sound—which made the swell of 8t. Jim's start
again; the sound of a chuckle.

D'Aroy drew a deep breath.
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He knew that chuckle! Tt belonged to Monty Lowther
of 1]Im Shell. In an instant the truth flashed upon his
mind,

The Terrible Three were in the study. Tom Merry had
scen him packing his bag, and had observed him pushing it
under the table, when he called him at bed-time.

And this was the result.

D'Arcy crept on_towards the door, which was partly
open, and applied his cye to the crack between the door and
the jamb, between the hinges.

It gave him a full view of the study’s interior. i

‘Three cheerful youths were seated round the table, which
was spread with an array of good things. The bag, emptied,
lay on the floor. The Terrible Three were enjoying them-
KCLVORA,

“My hat!” said Manners, ua_D'Aron, unseen, peeped
through the crack. *This is ripping! I like Gussy's taste
in plum tarts.”

“What-ho !” said Tom Merry.
corker, too |”

“To_say nothing of the jellies,” said Monty Lowther.
“The tiolln-a are spiffing ! I think (’}uny ought to have some
sort o toltimoniurfor is skill in getting up a feed."

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Not too loud--we don't want to wake the beaks |”

“Right-ho! Pass the cake 1"

“Certainly, deah boy. Imagine it is Gussy at the head
of the table,” grinned Lowther, *“Pway what can I pass
you, Mannahs?

“i-h. ha, ha!” :

“Pway don't abstain fwom anythin' you like, deah boy.
I twust iou will do your best to entahtain ,yourlo'IVe-.“

‘Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Augustus breathed very hard through his nose.
1t was bad enough to see his bag of good things ravished
under his eyes, B}uut when ho had come to the study to fotch
it away, too. But to be imitated like this, in this disrespct-
ful manner, was a little too much, D'Arcy came very near
stepping into the study and saying thingl- to Lowther at that
moment. But he restrained himself. o had very particu-
lar reasons for not wishing anybody to know that he was
out of the dormitory that night,

* Blessed if I know why Gussy was laying in this stock,”
;:)i(ll '.I:"'" Merry., ' He told me not to mention it to auy-

“The rabbit-pie is =

“ And you didn't.” .

“Not a word! You fellows will admit that I never said
a word to you when I fetched you out of bed and brought
you here."

“Not a syllable I” agreed Manners.

“I merely said ‘ come,’ and jou canie, after T had jabbed
a wet sponge down your neck.”

**Yes, you ass "

“ And you were quite surprised to find the grub here?”

“Wo werel”

“Gussy will be surprised, too, in the morning, when he
finds that it's gonme,” grinned Tom Merry. * Blessed if I
know why he was packing it in the bag. But it was like his
check to do it, without consulting his uncles, and this will
serve him jolly well right.”

“(iood | “Pass the doughnuts 1"

“Here you are. Hushl Was that a sound 1"

“T didn’t hear anything.”

“1 thought there was something.” .

D'Arcy almost held his breath. But none of the Terrille
Threo left the table. Monty Lowther yawned.

“1t's your fancy, my son. This is the haunted study, you
know, and it might be the ghost of 8t, Jim's."”

*Oh, shut up I” said Manners,

Lowther grinned. .

“Well, as the ghost turned out to he Binks, the boots,
there's nothing to be afraid of,” he remarked. “They've
stopped up the secret passage that led into this study, too.
The oak panel has been serewed down, and blocks of stone
shoved into the passage behingd it. A ghost as fat as Binks
would never get through again.

“0Oh, cheese it1” said Manners, “Of course, I don’t
believe in ghosts, but midnight ain’t the time to jaw on the
subject.”

*Ha, ha, hal"”

“Stop your cackling. Jawing of ghosts makes me think
of that tap, tap, tap of the spectre monk. Of course, wa
know it was only Binks in the secret passage tapping all
the time, still, it 15n’t so funny at night as by day.”

“Right-ho !” said Tom Merry. *But we're not likely to
hear the tap, tap, tap now that the scerct passage has been
closed u%.

“No; but—hark 1"

“My only hat1”

The Terrible Three sprang to their feet,

Through the silence came a weird, mysterious sound.

Tap, tap, tapl
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CHAPTER 6.
Prisoners |
TOM MERRY stared at Manners and Lowther, and

Manners and Lowther stared at him.
Tap, tap, tap!

. It was the well-known tap of the ghostly monk
with which Binks, in tho sooret passage in the old walls of
8t. Jim’s, had scared the whole .school one Christmastide.

. But the secret passage was closed up now, and Binks was
in bed and asleep.

Tap, tap, tap!

“It’s someone in the passage 1" gasped Tom Merry.

“It's & jape!”

“Come on—quick "

The Terrible Three rushed to the door of the study and
flung it open.

The light from the open doorway extended geveral yards
down the dark passage; but it revealed nothing but walls
and doors.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had whisked down the passage,
and ensconced himself in the nearest study, after administer-
mf that nlwltlg. tap.

le was standing just inside 8tudy No. 7 now, with the
door ajar, a grin on his face in the darkness, listening.

The chums of the Shell stared blankly into the passage:
romewhat like the Raven's unhap;:!y mastor in the famous
poom, seeing “darkness there, and nothing more.”

“There’s nobody here,” muttered Lowther,

“There must have been somebody, though.”

“Well, it wasn’t a ghost,” said Tom Merry. “Let's get
back to the feed. It's time we were in our little bunks.”

The Terrible Three returned to the study. .

In spite of their nerve, however, they were a little dis-
turbed, and they did not continue the feed with the zest
with which they had commenoced it.
th'.D]l;“"'ed curious [ said Lowther. *Pass the jam-tarts,

ough.

Tap, tap, tap!

Tom Merry ;umpad up.

That came from the next study, chaps !*

“8ounded like it!”

"It was some chap japing us! Come on!”

Tom Merry dashed out of S8tudy Nov 6, with Lowther and
Manners at his heels. He ran into Study No. 7, but thers
had been ample time for D'Am‘lv to scuttle out first.

Tom Merry switched on the light. The three chums of
the Shell looked round the study.

There was no one to be seen.

“Look out!” cried Manners suddenly.

But it was too late.

The door was jerked to from the outside, and as
ma ls::{tud Bhell fellows ran towards it the key elicked in

0 A

Tom Merry dragged at the handle a few seconds too late.
“Phew |” he gasped.
:: Lool:"od 1

"My only hat!”

They stared at one another in blank dismay. They were
locked in Btudy No. 7 in the Fourth Form passage, without
the slightest prospect of geiting out until their unknown
captor chosa to release thom. And thoy could not venture
to make a row in the study, either, as any noise would bring
down a wrathful master upon them.

The Torrible Three wera certainly in what Arthur
Aul:'ultus D'Arcy would have rescribed as a *“douced
awkward posish.”

““Well, this takes the cake!” said Tom Morry, affer a
long pauso, which the chums of the Shell occupied by an
iutaraath study of ono another’s features,

y

“It jolly well prances off with the whole bakery!” said
Lowther.

“We're locked in.”

“We are 1”

"Bomehod{ has trapped us.”

“ What-ho I"

“The worm tapped on the wall to make ns come in here,
and already had the key on the outside of the lock. He
dodg‘od out in time for us to dodge in.”

“The rotter!”

" And we wore taken in like innocent gulls.”

“You woro, you moan,” said Lowther pleasantly. *We
followed you.”

* Exaoctly,” said Manners.

*“Oh, rats! Of course, I—well, 1 suppote I might have
atop%nd to think. So mxﬁht you fellows, for that matter.”

“When I'm leador—

“Now, don’t you begin to jaw, Lowther,” said Tom Merry
wnrml{. “Thinga are bad enough without you beginning to
jaw, put it to Mannors.”

“8o they are |” agreed Manners.

(Continued on next page.)
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Send your Jokes to—

“THE GEM JESTER,"
5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Half-a-crown will be paid for every joke
that appears in this column.

A ““SAFE " DIAGNOSIS,
b !r“cial,i‘uoman (to burglar caught at safe) : * You're working too
ard.

Burglar: * How's that ?
Policeman : ** You need arrest!"”
K. SPATCHET, 50, Whitmore Gardens, Kensa! Rise, N.W.10.

TRY IT!

Musio Teacher: * You must sing loudor.”
Pupil : “Imlinginl?u loud as I can.”
M. T.: * Let yourself go, open your mouth and throw your.
self into it 1"
DAVID H. SLANEY, 90, Woodstock Road, Moseley, Bir-
mingham,

. L] L)

] A GOOD IDEA,
Officer : * What Is the meanjng of strategy 7 '
Recruit: * When you don’ ﬁet. the enemy know you are oul
of ammunition, but just keop on firing 1"
SAMUEL ROBE, 65, Gough Road, B{rml.nghtm-
-

L] L]

NO USE AT ALL!
Jimmy : * Tom's gone home, and I haven't got anyone to
plg ‘ Indians * with | *
randfather (very bald)t “ I'll Play with you, Jimmy."

Jimmy: * You're no , you're soal already | !
WILLIAM ARKELL, 0?. Thoy:mn'ﬁ glord, E.14
. L] L]
HOW TRUE!

gn}mgﬂnlﬂ t * What makes you think I should mako n good
soldier

Motorist (who has just paid his bill): “ No enemy could
stand 1§) to the wa: you charge | "
H. BENBON, 31, Bridge Road, (rays, Essex,

L] L] L]

A POBEA!

Mr, Knowall: *“I always bolieve in fighting an enemy with
his own weapons.”

Cheeck Boi 1+ * How long does it take you to sting & woap ? !
A, TER. , 19, ﬂouthvﬁh Road, Thames Ditton.
. . L]
NO FEAR!

Dootor : * Put out your tongue,"”

Little Boy: * No fear! I did that to teacher the other day,
and I Eot caned | "'
E. G. ELLIOT, 62, Bocmead Avonue, Kenton, Middlesex.

. L)

NOT WHAT HE MEANT!
Pat had a donkey for sale, and bearing of a man who wanted
O e e R b wosersiii, detiiorgn
* If you are og for & onkey, don't forget me ! '’
J. M, ;LINDALL. If‘. Cagenove Road, Bu{nford Hill, N.l6.
Tue Gen Lisrany,—No, 1,324,
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§ The Secret of the Tower! ¢

(Continued from page 11.)
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“1 jolly well think you're a Lorn idiot!" said Lowther.
“I appeal to Manncrs.”

"80 he is!” said Manners.

“Look here, Manners—"

" What I think is—"

* Bosh 1

‘' Ass 1"

" Frabjous duffer!”

“If you had stop

“What's the of —

*Of all the li?ly dummies—"

“1f you want a thick ear, Lm\'llwr——'.'“

“You'll jolly well get one yourself——

"l'" b

“Bo will J—" . .

“Here, chuck it!” exclaimed Manners, pushing between
the two oxcited Shell fellows. ‘‘No sense in slogging one
another now. Besides, you'll wake the whole School House,
The question is how to get out of the study !”

“Well, there's somet ng in that,” agreed Tom Mlerry,
calming down a little. “But you must admit that Lowther
is an oxasperating ass.”’

““Oh, yes, certainly!” . .

“You must admit that Tom Merry is a frabjous cuckoo,”
said Lowther.

“Of course

“It scoms to me that you admit too much, Manners, T—"

“Now, don’'t you, begin again,” remonstrated Manners.
"We've got to get back to the dorm somehow. Ilark!”

“What's the row!"” .

“Somcbody in Study No. 6. Listen!”

They listened close to the intervening wall.  Faint but
unmistakable sounds could be heard in the next room.
I'ho unseen individual who had locked the door was clear-
ing a:\rny the remains of the feed, doubtless for his own

nefit.

“My only hat!” murmured Tom Morry.
havo planned all that, you know.”

"l sup| ”

*I wondor who it is?”

“It can’t be Gussy; he’s not deep enough.”

“T shounld think it was Gore. Only Gore’s been expelled,
so it can't be he,” said Tom Merry, ‘ Blake, perhaps.”

“T shouldn’t wonder, T say, let's give a turn of tapping
for his benefit,” said Lowther, with a grin.

“Good! Goit!”?

Tap, tap, tap! .

There was the sound of a gasping exclamation in Study
No. 6, which came faintly to the cars of the juniors through
the wall, and a crash.

The Terrible Threo chuckled.

The fellow in Study No. 6, whoever he was, had been
startled, and he had droEped & pork-pie on the floor, with
riuinous results to the dish.

Lowther tapped again, but there was no more sound of
.]”"c} from the adjoining study. The raider was on his
guard.

Tom Merry went to the door, and tapped there. He

d to t‘l’ﬁuk-—-—".

|

“Ile must

THE GEM LIBRARY

wanted to attract the attention ot tho fellow who had
locked him in. In Tom Merry's opinion the jape had cer-
tainly gone far enounh.

“I'say, kid |” he called softly through the keyhole,

There was no rgply. Tom thought for a moment that he
detected the sound of footsteps in the passago, but he was
not sure.

“I say, you ass, come here! We want to get back to the
dorm. We givo you best. Do you hear? I supposo you're
not going to keep us here all night? Where are you?
Answer | . .

But only the echo of the whispering voice came back.

*e's gone!” said Lowther.

Tom Merry sniffed. ) .

*“1 suppose he has, My hat, I'll make him warm for it
in the morning, if I can find out who it is!" ,

It might be
How are we to get out?”

“ Blessed if I can guoss, unless it's Mellish !

le\a. But never mind that.
“We can’t get out.”
“What price the window "
a“ Hlm LEl]

Tom Merry went {o the window, and opened it quietl{.
There was ivy below, but to climb out in the dark would
have been fearfully risky. . .

“Blessed if I like the 1dea of it!" said Manners.

Tom Merry gave a cry.

" Look—look !"’

“ What—what's the matter!”

“ Look, the light!"”

“M-m-my only hat!”

The chums o¥ the Shell gazed in blank astonishient,
Through the blackness of the night in the quadrangle a
strange and flickering light shone,

CHAPTER 7.
The Mysterlous Light !

OM MERRY stared in blank amazement at the strange,
flickering light that glimmered through the darkness
of the quadrangle.
For somc moments the cliums of the Shell were
silent with astonishment,
“It's in the old towdr,” said Monty Lowther at last.
Tom Merry nodded.
Ile know that. The light that flickered through the
darkness camo from one of the windows of the ruined tower.

The tower, one_ of the oldest portions of the original
structure of St. Jim's, had not been in a state fit for
habitation for centuries. More than half the building was
i’one, and what remained was a picturesque ivy-grown ruin.

ut the lower parts of the massive walls had stood the
storms of many hundred years, and the narrow stono stair-
case within was still intact, as well as some of the little dusky
chambers that opened off it. On hali-holidays the 8t, Jim's
fellows frequently explored the old tower, but no one could
be supposed to have any busincrs there at midnight. Yet
there was the light, gleaming through the ivy t.l(mt. hung
over one of the old casemonts,

‘“Blessed queer !” muttered Manners,

“Yes, rather! There are a lot of queer things happening
lo-nig]]t." grunted Lowther. |

“You know that the tower is haunted—"

“Oh, rats!”

*IV's jolly mysteriouns.”

R R e e R e e R e e R R R R L L R s
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“But it's not a ghost.”

“N-nno, I suppose not.”

“I suppose it's the chap who locked us in here,
Jom Merry. “He's cut across there, and—"

" hasn’t,”

“Kh? What do you mean?"

“He hasn't had time to get thore, that's all.”

Tom Merry rubbed his chin thoughtfully,

“N-no, 1 suppose you're right. He hasn't.
another chap.”

:‘lﬁ‘uh \rhom?" i

“ Burglars, perhaps,” said Manners. “What are you
sniffing at, Lowl.her?‘z' ¥
“Why, what the dickens would burglars want to burgle
a ruined tower for?” demanded Lowther. *They couldn’s
bur%e anything but spider's webs there.”

“Well, who 1s it, then1”

“Peorhaps the ghost, or a ghost-hunter."”

“It's somebody,” said Manners. *But never mind, il'a
no business of ours, anyway. How are we going to get out
of this studyt”

“Ask me another.”

“We can't stick here all night.”

Tom Merry glanced out of the window again. The light
was still burning in the window of the old tower.

He looked downwards at the ivy on the school wall. Then
he shook his head.

“I don't mind ukln&‘n risk,” he said; “but it's no good
committing suicide. That ivy wouldn't bear a fellow's
weight |

“Then what are we IOihE to do?”

“We might bust the lock on the door,”

"And make a jolly row this time of night. I can imagine
Linton’s face if he came down and fo us here.”

Tom Merry chuckled.

“I'd rather wait here till we're let out, than wake Linton.
But we may be able to pick the lock somchow. There may
be tools of some sort in the study.”

“Good! Let's look.”

“ Eureka !"’

Tom Merry held up a screwdriver he had picked from the
table drawer.

“I'll very soon have that lock off1” he remarked. *It's
only just scrowed on, on this side. I'll get it loose, and
we oan shift tl;,, key. It'sstill in the lock.”

ogg

Tom Merry set to work. With very little noise he removed
the screws, and at the end of about ten minutes the door
was |uocn|lullf‘ opened. The Terrible Three turned out the
light and left the study. Tom Merry looked a last time from
:hn window. The light was burning steadily in the old

ower,

But even as he looked it went out.

Darkness suddenly blotted away the flickering gleam.

* 8till there?” asked Lowther, as Tom Merry joined him
in the passage.

“It's just gone out.” y

“H'm| T was going to suggest a visit to tho old tower,
to_look into it,"" said Lowther.

"

said

It must be

Manners shivered.

“Ugh! Better leave it alone!”

“No tqod g now,” said Tom Merry. * Besides, I
rather think it would be better to get back to the dorm.

I'm sleepy.”
“Well, so am I, come to think of it.”

13

“Let's look in Study No, 6 first.”

They glanced into Study No. 6.

As they expected, what they had left of the feast was
gone, All that remained were fragments on the plates,
and the wrocked pork-pie on the floor.

“A clean sweep!" said Tom Merry, wilh a grin, “My
hat| I wonder who the chap was?”

“ What price waiting up for him, and nubbing him when
ho comes to open that door and let us out!” suggested
Lowther,

*“Ho mayn't intend to come back. If it’s Mellish playin
‘i tlf;ck' it’s very likely Le meant to lcave us there a
night,

g:I'll talk to Mellish in the morning.”

' Mcanwhile—bed 1"

“ All right!”

And the Terrible Three returned to tho Shell dormitory.
They were puzzled by the occurrences of the night; but that
did not prevent them from falling fust aslcep as soon as
their heads were on their pillows.

CHAPTER 8.
D’Arcy is a Little Too Previous !

“ Al Jove, there's a winh for me!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy made that remark as
he stood basking in the sun on tho steps of the
Bchool House the next morning, before breakfast.

Arthur Augustus was looking o little slecpy about the
eyes, but ho had risen about tho usual time, and no one
in the Fourth Form had the least suspicion of the way he
had spent the night. .

The elegant junior was breathing in deep gulps of fresh
morning air, and trying to enliven himself that way, to
make up for tho loss of sleep. But in spite of himsoll
a heaviness weighed upon his eyelids.

The sight of the telegraph boy from Rylcombe coming
across the quad, drew the exclamation from D'Arcy’s lips,

Jack Blake, who was sitting on the balustrade, swinging
his legs, looked round.

“Hallo! How do you know it's for you, Gussy?!”

“I'm expectin® a wiah!”

“Oht rom the chap yon were meeting last night?”
demanded Blake severely. ‘“The plot thicienl, does it?
So he's wiring youl!”

“Certainly not! I
overnah,’ said D'Arcy.

a wiah fwom my
“My governah has been gottin'
is yahs up lately. He actullry ad the check, you know,
to weply to my last lettah askin’ for a fivah, by sayin’ that
in these bad times he was short of fivahs, Of course, I don't
object to his gwumblin’ at the bad times. Evewibody does
that, and I suppose he wants to do the pwopah thing. Dut
he didn't enclose the fivah. I wegarded that as sewious.”
Blake grinned.
80 1 wote by weturn,” went on D'Arcy. ‘I explained
that I wasn't wesponsible for the bad times. I suggested
that ho should cut down his expendituah in some othah
My eldah bwothah, Conway, doesn't weally need so

am expectin’

way. !
much, you know, and I aannuled cuttin' down Conway's
allowance instead of cuttin’ down mine. Conway will

Lord Eastwood some day, and will have heaps of tin,
80 there's no weason why he shouldn't wuff it a bit now,
you know. I wegarded this as unanswerablo.”
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“Of courso it was. Has the fiver como?”

“Not yet. I told the governah I was in & deuce of a
huwwy, and asked him to wiah the cash, You can wiah the
money, you know, by payin' somethin’, or doin’ somethin' or
somethin’,"”

*Go hon!"

“I'hat's how T know the wiah is for me, I wegard the
governah as havin' played the game this time,”

“If the wire is for frou!” grinned Blake.

“Oh, that's all wight. I'm deuced short of money now,
you know."

“Blessed if I know, anyway !” said Blake., “Where's it all

one? I know you hmi two pounds yesterdny, and that
ced you stood couldn’t have mado a very big hole in it.
hope you haven't been betting,” Lo added, shaking o warn-
ing forctinger at the swell of St. Jim's.

“1 pwesume you are jokin', Blake? You have nevah
known me to entah into any bluckguardly twansaction of
that sort !” ’

“You haven't been spending it on Mild Moonshine
cigarcttest”

“Weally, Blake—"

“T'hen whoroe is it?”

“I've expended it, deah boy!"

*Oh, you've expended it, dear boy, have vou?” said Blake,
“As your uncle, it is my duty to inquire what you've
expended it upon, I can’t have you getting into ways of
reckless expenditure. And, besides, I was going to borrow
somo of it,”

“1 am oxtwemely sowwy, deah boy—’

“Never mind the sorrow. Where's the tin

" Gono tll

" Where 1

D'Arcy coloured a little.  ITo turned to look at the
telegraph-boy, who was making his way towards the Head's
house, and waved his hand to him,

The boy looked at him, and then crossed over to the School
Honse instead of going to the Hend's private door.

Blake tapped Arthur Augustus on the shoulder,

“Where's the tin?" he asked,

“ Weally, Blake-———"

“Is it a giddy seeret?”

“Ya-as, in & way.”

“0Oh, I think T eatch on! You've given it to the chap you
met last night 1" exclaimed Jack Bluke abruptly.

““N-not exactly!"

“You've spent it on him, then?”

I)'Arey was silent,

Jack Blake's brow clouded a little, and he looked very
seriously at his chum. .

“T,ook here, old Gus!” he said. *“This is a serious matter,
I've looked on that affair so far ns n jape of the New
Honso chaps, to take a rise out of our studv. But Figgins
& Co. wouldn't touch vour money. You've heen done!”

“I haven't been done !”

“Where's tho cash, then?”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“You've becn swindled by somebody "

“Weally, deah boy——"

“This wants looking into more than ever,” said Jack,
with n shake of the “I'm not going to have you
looted in this way!"” .

“T welfuse— Ah, here yvou are!” said D' Arey, breaking
off as tho telegraph-lad came up. “It's all wight.”

“Will you take it in, sir?” asked the Jad, who knew
D'Arey well by sight, having brought him telegrams many
a time and oft.

“Yaas, wathah!”?

“8hall I wait for an answer, sir?”

“Yaas, pewwaps you'd hettah !”

“ Yes, sir.”

Arthur Augustus jerked the flimsy cnvelope open, and took
ont the telegram, ITo did it ns he was speaking to the boy,
without even looking at the address.

His nction appeared to have a eurious effect upon the
telegraph-lad. His cheerful face assumed an expression of
unbounded astonishment. His jaw dropped a little, and he
stared speechlessly at the swell of 8t. Jim's,

Ho seemed incapable of speech for the moment, and in
that moment the swell of 8t. Jim’s read the telegram.

A puzzled look came upon his face,

“Bai Jove!”

“What's the matter?” asked Blake.
home 1

“0Oh, no! Why should Goah’s fathah telegwaph to me?”

Jack Blake gave a jump.

“(lore’s father?”

“Yans, wathah!”

“Laok here, sir,” began the amazed telegraph-boy, “that
telegram——"

“T.et's look at it !” said Rlake.

D’Arcy handed him the telegraph form.
eyo over it, and whistled,
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head.

“Bad news from

Blake ran his

“My son_has loft home. May prohublireturn to school.
Coming this morning, “Ricaarp Gonrg,”

Blake gave a low whistle,

“8o Goro's bunked |

‘“ Appawently.”

“Caso of the Roman parent up to date, and the kid cutting
up rough over it,” said Blake. * I've scen Gore’s govornor,
:jl!ld he 8 not the kind ‘of chap I should like to go home to in

isgrace.”

“Wathah not !”

“But that wire—"
“Look here, sir—"

Arthur Augustus was
e rush and deposited in a llt:Ihnq‘

a
0w 1 " yellod the swell of Bt,Jim'a !

The juniore rushed ug the stairs.
borne backwards by t

position on the little stone landing with a bump
made him gasp.

“That wire can’'t bo for you, Gussy. Gore’s father
wouldn’t wire to you. They've made o mistake in address-
ing lthe envelope at the post office.”

f you—

“1 cl{dn't. look at the addwess, though,” said D’Arcy, start-
ing a little. "I took it for granted that the wiah was for me.'

“Well, you frabjous ass!” .

“1 wefuse to be called a fwabjous ass! Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus stared at the pencilled address on the
torn envelopo in blank dismay. Even the swell of St. Jim's
wus a little staggered.

“What's the nddress?” demanded Blake.

“The Head |”




ING UP THE STUDIES! READ * RUCTIONS AT ST. JIM'S!’’ NEXT WEEK.

“ Phew 1"

“*Dr, Holmes, St. James' School, Rylcombe, Sussex,’”
read out Arthur Augustus, in dismay, “My deah lad, what
did you give me the wish for?”

“You signed for me to come to you, sir, when I was going
to the other door.”

“Yaas, but—"
“You said you'd take it in, sir.”
“Yaas, but—"

"I thought you were going to take it in to Dr. Holmes,
sir,” said the telegraph-boy, looking a little scared. *I1-—I
was knocked over, sir, when you opened it.”

; PR T
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‘' Bai Jove "
D'Arcy looked at the boy, and looked at Dlake, and looked

nt tho telegram. He had opened a telegram addressed to
the Head of 8t. Jim’s, and the thought of it almost made
his head swim,

“My hat!” said Blake.
Gussy 1”

“Yaas, wathah!”
“"tlg‘ wasn't the boy's fault. You'll have to tell the Head

1at.
“Of course! 1 am not likely to twy to avoid the blame,”
said Avthur Augustus. “It was all my fault—or, wathah, it
was n natuwal mistake to make.”

“Bosh ! You ought to have looked at the address !®

“You were a litlle too previous,
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“Tt is ens¥ to be wise aftah the event, Blake.”

“You ass! I—"

“I decline to be called an ass,” .

“You'll get licked !” said Blake, who was really worried
about his chum, and_teok the privilege of a worried friend
in slanging him. “You cheerful asg—="

“ Weally, Blake——"

“It mcans a licking, and-—"

“I don't know! 1 shall explain to the Head as one gentles
man to anothah

" Look here—" .

“It's all wight!"” said D'Arey, going in.

“Where are you going?

“To take this telegwam to the Head and explain.”

“You'd better let me—"

“Wats |*

“Look here—"

"“More wats!” .
_ And Arthur Augustus hurried off with the open telegram
in his hand.

"

CHAPTER 9.
One Gentleman fo Another!

R. HOLMES was at breakfast, in the bosom of hia
family, so to speak, when Avthur Augustus D’Arcy
inquired for him,

ut it was impossible to delay. Arthur Augustus
insisted upon being shown in at once, and he arrived in the
breakfast-room of 1he Head's house, and found Dr. Holmes
ut breakfast with Mys, 1{olmes and Mr. Railton, the House-
master of the School House,

Arthur Augustus had a somawhat high colour as he entored
the room with the telegram in his hand,

He bowed to Mrs. Holmes, however, in his usual inimi-
table manner; tho groatest confusion of mind would never
have made D'Arcy forget to be polite to a lady.

Dr. Holmes looked at him rather fixedly. The Hoad
never liked being disturbed at meal-times, unless for a ver
Eood cause. But the sight of the fluttering slip in D'Arcy’s

and mollified him. He imagined at once that the Fourth-
Former had received bad news, which it wes necessary to
acquaint him with,

“Good-morning, D'Arcy1”

“ Good-morning, sir! I have just weceived this wiah—"

“Not bad nows, I hopet” .

“Oh, no, sirl T twust you will excuse me for intew-
wuptin’ You at this moment, sir,” said D'Arcy. "I twust
Mrs, Holmes will exouse me."

“Oh, certainly!” said Dr. Holmes, while the good lady
nodded, with a smile. *What is the matter?"”

“I am placed in a douced awkward posish, sir.”

“Indeed 1"

“Yaas, wathah, sirl I twust you do not wegard me as
a chap who would intentionally open a lettah or a tologwam
addressed to anothah gentleman, sir?”

“1 am mrodyou would not, D’Arcy 1"

“I have had tho misfortune to open one addwessed to
anothah person, sir; but it was quite by chance, sir. And
1 was not awah of it till I had wead it.”

“That is rather unfortunate, D’Arcy.”

“Yaas, sir. was oxpectin’ a telegwam fwom my
governsh, sir—my fathah—and when I saw the boy come
in, I concluded it was for me. I took it fwom him; and
he thought I was only goin’ to take it in, you see, The
boy was not to blame et all.”

“Very good!”

“Then I opcned it, without thinkin' of lookin' at the
addwess, sir.”

“That was very thoughtless.”

“1 suppose it was, sir, when you come tc¢ think of it.
But 1 did not think of it at the time, as I thought tho
wiah was for me.”

“Well, well! I quite believe your explanation, D'Arcy,
as I am quite sure you would never be guilty of a dis-
honourable action,” said Dr. Holmes. * The best thing you
can do now is to take the wire to its proper owner, and
explain and apologise. As a matter of fact, I really do
not seo that it was noccessary to come to me."”

“] am sowwy, sir!”

“Very good! You may gol”?

“But the wiah, sip——r* .

“Toke it to the proper owner. I am sure he will fully
bolieve your explanation and accept your lpoloqy. Lot it
be a lesson to you in future to be more careful.

“Yaas, sir—the—"

“You may gol”

“The wiah—"

“Dear me! How persistent the boy is—I[ really do nol
make you out, D'Arcy.”

“The wiah, sir——"'
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“Take it to the Eonon whom it is for.”
D'Arcy held out the telegram,

“It's for you, sir—"

The Head !lfrly jumped.

“For—for me—"

‘Yaas, sirl"”

“You—you have opened a telegram addressed to me?”

“] have okained. sir—"

“Really, D'Arcy—"

“] am sowwy, sirl I beg to apologise most pwofoundly.”

“Dear me!”

The Head glanced at the teleqnm and started,

“Very welll You may go, D'Arcy. Tell the boy there
is no answer—er—and give him this sixpence,”

“Yaas, sirl”

The Head glanced at the telegram and frowned.

b’ Al:thur Augustus turned to the door, and then turned
ack,

1 twust, sir—"

“You may go, D'Arcy!”

“Thank you vewy much, sir!"”

And Arthur Augustus left the room.

; '1‘Il1e glud looked frowningly at the telegram, and read

t aloud.

“Dear me!” said Mrs. Holmes. “The reckless lad! Be
he has run away from home |”

"It appears so.”

“And Mr. Gore imagines that he may come back to
81:. ij'-.” said Mr, Railton. “I do not quite understand
that.’

“Nor I” said the Head, stirring his tea. “The boy
never showed any affection for the school while he was
here; and he must know that I should not receive him if he
came back.”

“He may have had a very unpleasant
home.”

“No doubt. And I must say that he fully deserved it.”

“Yes; that is certainly true.”

“If he reappeared here, I should send him back to his
home at once, of course,” said Dr. Holmes. “I cannot
understand Mr. Gore's suspicion that he may be here. It
is quite inexplicable to mo.”

And the Head looked perplexed all through his breakfast.

Meanwhile, Arthur Augustus returned to the door, and
tendered the Head's sixpence to the telegraph boy, and
surprised Blake by his cheerful smile.

“Not licked 1” ejaculated Blake.

“Certainly not, deah boy! I explained the whole mattah
to lilir. Holmes, and, of coursc, as a gentleman, he took my
word."”

Blake snorted.

“Well, you've got off jolly cheap, you ass!
it's fool's luck.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Oh, come into breakfast!
from home I”

“Yaas! Cuwious, isn't it?” said Arthur Augustus.

But there was a peculinr smile upon hLis face ns he spoke
that Blake did not understand until afterwards,

—_——

CHAPTER 10.
No Information !

HAT Qeorge Gore had run away from liome, and
that his father was coming down to 8t. Jim's
aebout it, was soon known all over the school.

Blake and D'Arcy, as they had lesrned it inad-
yertentli' from the Head's telegram, did not feel justified
in spea :nr of it, and they kept their own counsel; but
they soon found that it was no scorot.

r. Railton had mentioned the matter to several of the
prefects, and asked them to inquire among the boys if any-
thing had been seen of Gore ahout the school. That
inquiry, of course, placed the whole school in possession of
tho faots.

That Goro had acted like a rascal, and had richly
deserved being expelled, everyone fully agreed. Even his
former chum, Mellish, had nothing to say for him; though
it was fully believed that the onlv thing Mellish blamed
him for was beins found out. But thougl the 8chool
House fellows would have sent Gore to Coventry if he had
romained at 8t. Jim's, the fact that so heavy @ punishment
had fallen upon him disarmed their resentment. It was
tho old feeling, natural to British boys, of rot hitting a
fellow when he was down, Core was dowa; and so the
other fellows were greatly inclined to forget his rascality,
and to wish that he had been given another chance.

And where was Gore?

The chap was certainly in trouble somuowhere.
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fellows who had scen his father declared that they would
rather go away to sea than go home to him with a tale of
being sacked from school.

Gore senior was the stern parent in person. Gore had
been at home about @ week, and in that week he had
probably been made to feel keenly that he had done the
worst possible thing for himself in ing home at all. If
things had been made very hot for him, his thoughts
would naturally turn to the school he had left, and he would
wish to returni

That was impossible. But if he had run away from
home, it was possible enough that he might have wandered
back to the only other spot that was like home to him.

Yet he must have known that the Head would have no
resource but to send him back if he came. He had been
expelled from 8t. Jim's—eand a sentence of expulsion was
not easily reversed.

“Can't help feeling sorry for the chap,” Tom Merr
rem;ked when he heard the news. “1 wonder where he's

one

“He hasn’t been seen about here, anyway,” said Monty
Lowther. “I shouldn't wonder, though, if he turned up to
borrow some tin to travel off with.

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully. i

“That's quite possible. If we should see him—"

“We won't give him away.” L.

“Well, no, we couldn't. At the same time it would be a
serious business to stand by a fellow who runs away from
home. A chap has no right to do a thing like that.”

“N-no. But Gore never seemed to consider whether he
had a right to do a thing before he did il:;" grinned Lowther,
“But I don't suppose we shall see him."

“I hope we don't,”

““ We shall have the pleasure of seeing his Eovarnor," said
Manners. “I hear that he's oumlnq to-day.”

“We'll be in the quad to see him.”

Kildare and Darrell came along, and they stopped the
Terrible Three.

“Hold on, Merry! I want to speak to you,” said the
captain of Bt. Jim's,

‘Go it, kid!"’ said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“ Have you seen anything of Gore since he was sacked ?”

“No, gildne."

:: Hn”rrl anything of him?"'

“Know any fellow who has?”

“Not that I know of1” Tom Merry laughed. “I'm not
the fellow Gore would be likely to come to, you know. Wo
were on jolly bad terms.”

“I don't know. You're the good-natured sort of youn
ass who would help him, although you were on bad terms,’

Thank you!"

“Not at all. I hear that he chummed up chiefly with
Mellish of the Fourth, but Mellish wouldn't be likely to
stand by a chap in trouble.”

“Well, no.”

Kildare and Darrell passed on. The two Bixth-Formers
caught sight of the chuma of 8tudy No, 6 in the Bqudnngh-
and bore down upon themm Blake, Herries, and Digb: stood
their ground, but Arthur Augustus D'Arcy moved off.

“Pway excuse me a moment, deah boys!” he said.
goin' to have a look at Mellish’s white wabbits.”

And he walked away rather quickly.

The two prefeots stopped to speak to the Fourth-Formers,

“I'm

taking no particular notice of the departure of Arthur
Augustus. It was really Blake whom they wanted to
question., Blake knew what was coming.

‘' Have you seen mvthinq of Gore, you kids?"'

“Not a hide nor a hair,” said Blake solemnly.

“You don't know anything about him?"

“Nothing, Kildare.”

“That's all right.”

The prefects strolled back to the Bchool House, They had

uestioned half the fellows at 8t. Jim's, and they felt that
they had done their duty.

“It’s all right,” said Kildare, *“The fellow hasn't come
back. Gore senior is off his rocker I" .

And he made that report to the Housemaster, omitting, of
course, the remark concerning Gore senior,

CHAPTER 11,
Gore’s Father!

“ HERE he is!"
There was a rattle of wheels in the quadrangle,
and a clatter of hoofs on gravel. The station cab

from Rylcombe was well known at 8t. Jim's, and
at the sight of it thoe fellows knew that Gore senior had
arrived.
There was a rush from all quarters to scoe him.
It was closo upon time for afternoon lessons, but there
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was time for a look at the stern pavent before going into the
clasg-rooms,

Mr, Gore jumped out of the cab, ran up the steps of the
Head's house, and rang and knocked. The knock could be
heard half across the quad; the ring was audible outside
the house. Mr. Gore was evidently a gentleman of strong
character, and did everything in a ieavy-handed way.

He was a short, stoutish gentleman, with a red moustache
and fierce little oyes. Ho wore a black frock-coat and a
silk hat and a grey waistcoat, He looked like a groupgroul
merchant, and & man who could drive a hard bargain in
business. Nobody would have suspected him of experiencing
any tender emotions, and he was about the last man in the
world whom anybody would have gone to in a time of
trouble for counsel or assistance,

. Ho was admitted to the house and lost to view of the
interested crowd of 8t. Jim's juniors,

“Nice-looking chap 1" said Monty Lowther.
the marks on his chivvy whero he fl
prodigal son."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ More likely to sce marks on the prodigal son!" grinned
Blake. “Fancy going home to that chap and telling him
yow've been sacked from school.”

Y Phew 1"

“I can imagine hig face, and }mor old Gore's.
8 waster, but you can't help fee

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And I'm not surprised that he's done a bunk from a
nice, gentlo, forgiving parent like that,'” Monty Lowther
remarked,

* What-ho!"

While the follows were passing observations, many of them
extremely unﬂutwring to Gore's parent, that gentleman was
shown into the Head's study.

Dr. Holmes grected him courteously., He did not take to
Gore senior personally, but he could feel for him in his
worry for his reckless son.

Mr. Gore sat down upon one chair, and deposited his silk
hat and his umbrella on snother. Then he looked straight
at the Head, with so direct a stare that Dr. Holmes felt o
little uncomfortable.

“ Now, sir |” said Mr. Gore.

“Yes,” said Dr. Holmes,

“I have ull.e.d about my son, sir.”

“You had my wire, sir?”
“'T'his morning.”

“Then you expected me?"
" Certainly 1”

Have you any news for me?”
“None, I am sorry to say.”
“Huh |"

Mr. Gore fired off his questions and remarks like a suc-
cession of very rapid pistol-shots, Dr. Holmes, who was used
to more leilure’]f manners, was a little disturbed and con-
fused. He could make allowances, however, for the grioved
rnrcm’a  natural feelin in the circumstances, and a
ittle excitement was pardonable,

“Then my son has not returned to the school 1

“No, Mr. Gore.”

“I am surprised.”

“Indeed! Have you any rcason to suppose that he would
come here?” asked the Head mildly.

“Huh! If I had no reason to suppose that he would come
here, sir, should I have been likely to come here myself !
said Mr. Gore.

“I—I presume not.”

“My time is valuable, Dr, Holmes."

“I—1 suppose so0.”

“What will bo the state of my office this morning?"’ de-
manded Mr, Gore, as if the Head of 8t. Jim’s ought to be
well informed on that subject. And he paused as if for a
replty. and blew his noso violently,

‘I—1I really do not know !’ stammered Dr. Holmes, fcel-
ing that ho was called upon to say something.

“Never, sir,” said Mr, Gore—"never during the past
twenty yoors, have I missed appearing in my private oflice
at exactly ten o’clock in the morning,

*Doar me |”

"But stay! There was ono _occnsion—the occasion of the
funernl of Murs, Gore, sir. On that occasion 1 was two
hours late.”

“Indced "’

“This, sir, is the second occasion, And what will be the
stato of my oflice?’

“I—=I hope things will go on as—as well as can be
expected,”

Yes, sir. I hope so, sir; but I have no confidence that
such will bo the case. The master’s eye, sir—the master's
eye, sir. I have always found, sir, that even the best-trained

“You can sce
as been weeping over bis

! _ Gore was
ing =orry for him.”
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clerks will waste whole minutes when they do not fear
observation.”

* Really 1"

“Yes, sir, Utterly regardless of the fact that they are
paid for every minute of their time which is spent in their
place of business, they will waste whole minutes, The waste
of a single second is, of course, sheer dishonesty.”

* Dear me!”

“8Bo I must get back as quickly as I can, sir.’ .

“Pray do not let mo detain you, Mr. Gore!" said the
Head, who would have been very glad for his terrible visitor
to get back to town as quickly as possible.”

“ Business first, Dr. Holmes 1"

“Ah, yes, of course!l” . .

“ About my boy, sir. You have expelled him from thi¢
school.”

“I was unfortunately compelled, on account of—"

“Exactly. You have explained the whole circumstances
in your letter to me,” said Mr. Gore. *“I was greatly
surprised.”

** It must have come as a shock—" :

“The crass stupidity of it in a son of minc—the utter
lack of any grasp of the mere rudiments of business,”
said Mr. Gore. “fcnn understand a man forging a cheque.
He gains a certain amount of ‘cash. It is wrong—it i8
criminal; but there is common sense in it. My son imitated
a schoolboy’s handwriting, not for the purpose of obtaining
money—which would have been criminal—but for the pur:
posa of}rlaying a childish prank! The boy is a fool, sir!

Dr. Holmes coloured. :

“T hope, sir, that you do not consider that it would have
been be_ttt:_r {,or_(;_ore to imirute Tom Merry’'s hand for the

ur| of obtaining money 1" *

v “g'ortuinly not ; l‘lt \\'mﬂd have been more businesslike,
The Gores, sir, have always been a busincss-

that is all.
like family.”

“ Ah, indeed 1"

“Yos, sir, It was a great blow to me—a great blow.
Such an utter lack of business ability in a son of mine
amazes mo—astounds me.”

Tho Head was silent. He had not oxpected Mr. Gore to
sce the matter quite from this point of view, and be did
not quite know what to make of it. The business aspect of
tho case seemed to trouble Mr. Gore much more than the
moral aspect.

“When I had your letter, sir, I was amazed. I was
shocked. When my son return i . e

“1 trust ﬁou‘waro not unduly hanh with him, sir,” said
the Head hastily. . .

“Not unduly so, certainly. I considered it my”duty to
ﬂqul;‘i:tr.a.. and I gave him a very severo flogging |

“ Curioulli enough, this seemed to have only tho effect
of making him more sullen.”

“Veory curious, indeed |” said Dr. Holmes, with a tinge of
sarcasm that was wholly lost upon Mr. Gore.

4“1 kept him upon bread-and-water for three days, and
did not allow him to leave his room for that period.
thought that would be an excellent opportunity for him
to reflect upon his faults.”

“And then?" .

“Then, sir, when he was roleased from his room he had
the utoul_ndins impudence to run away from home, sir |”

‘' Amazing !

“Yes, sit. I am_afraid that he had been treated with
undue lovity at this school, and was annoyed at a little
wholesome severity.”

“Possibly so0.”

““He has now been absent several days. It did not ocour
to me that ho might have come back to school. The thought
never crossed my mind, in fact, as I knew, of course, that
you would not receive him here.”

Dr. Holmes nodded. "

*“Of course I should not, Mr. Gore.”

“Exactly. It was only when an inquiry agent whom 1
employed found that ho had taken a ticket on the railway
l'cu,:‘ Rylcombe that 1 !usrected.”

“And when was that?”

“The day before yesterday, siv. My agent, however,
only discovered the fact last night. Hence my wire to you
this morn.:ng."

“If he had come here, you would have detained him, of
course, and communicated with me1”

‘“ITmmediately.” , )

“But_as he is undoubtedly in hiding somewhere, it
occurred to me that somewhere near this school, in the
haunts he is familiar with, would be a probable place.”

“If you are sure he came in this direction—"

“T am certain!”

“Then it is very probable.”

(Continued _on e 19.)
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PEPPY PARS FROM—

Address all letters : The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Prass, Ltd.,
Flsetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chums! What do you

think of the old paper this weok ?

Grand, isn't it? And, believe

me, it will be every bit as good

next weok | Let me tell you just what I

have in store for you. Firstly, thore will

be another ripping long complete

school yarn by that grand author, SDP“I“
Martin Clifford. The yarn is called :

‘ RUCTIONS AT ST. JIM'8 | "

and tells how Miss Priscllla Fawoott, Tom
Merry's old governess, comes to stay at
the school for a while. Unfortunately,
the old lady gets it into her head that
every boy should be taught housework

~—and then the fun starta| It's » grand
i‘a.m. I assure you! Jerry Garrison and
pal Fusty will bo to the fore in

their offorts to settle with Jasper Privett
in further chapters of our gripping Westorn
thriller :

‘“ RED STAR RANGER ! "

Potts, the inimitable office boy, will be
on ade again to supply you with a
good laugh, while eight more Itughl will
appear in my column of readers’ jokes,
for each of which I pay half-a-orown.
In addition, there will be another page
from my notebook.

GRAND NEWS !

Here's a great piece of news for all
readers of the Grm, who are going to the
soaside this summer. Messrs. Cadbury
Bros., of Bournville, have ocontributed
no fewer than a quarter of a million bars
of Dairy Milk Chocolate for our readers
who buy their copies of the Gem from
beach sellers, , and other places at
most of our ular seaside resorts. In
addition to they are contributin

boxes of their delicious aaso
chooolates as at our Concert Party,
Cinema, and Gala Oon%otitionl. What
ho, fellows! What a chance for youl
Don't forget about this splendid offer
when you go to the sea, and tell all your
pals about it, too !

AN HONOURED STAMP COLLECTOR |

Here is a par o} special inlerest
to all you fellows who collect stampa.
The other day, at the Philatelic
Congress in London, Ronald H.
Douglas, of Derby, read a paper on
‘;‘uﬂ:ﬁ;rgphthtcl - Is It (ic:’o}d m"

Sou a pretty a sor
of su ¢, doesn’t it ? Yet Ronald
is only sixtecen years old, and s
the first fellow wunder twenty-one
who has ever read a paper at sucha
congress. Everyonc enjopyed

and il was said
most interesting and
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amusing one that 1was read
Pretty good for sixteen—can any of
you beat it 7

A REAL HERO!

Hero is the story of a real hero. He ia
s Fronchman and the guard of a railwa
train. His train was racing towards
Paris, when, about fifty miles from its
destination, the firoman's clothes caught
fire. The unfortunate man tried hard to
beat out the flames, but in vain, and as
a last resource, he jum, into the water
tenk which is behind the engine. In
doing so his head struck & bridge and he
wes killed instantly. Meanwhile, the
driver's olothes were also on fire, and after
he had failed to extinguish the blaze,
he leapt from the train and was kjlled.

The guard soon realised from the speed
of the train that something was wrong,
and it wasn't long before he was sure that
there was no one in charge of -the train,
Without a thought for the terrible risk he
was running, he climbed out on to the roof
of his o , and slowly but surely
began to work his way along the train.
It was terribly tiring and risky work, but
the plucky guard's one idea was to save
the passen in the train. Eventually
he reached the engine and clambering
into the oabin he applied tho brakes,
and brought the tr to a standstill,
Afterwards, he sald that his journey along
the oarriage tops had been like a night-
mare, but he stuck to it all the same.
Bravo, guard |

HE JUST SMILED |

He was only four years old, and he
was riding in a tram-car. Suddenly
the tram gave a terrible lurch, left
the rails, swung broadside across
the road, and then crashed on to its
side, Apillar-box and some railings
on which it fell pierced the side of
the tram, and stuck up inside. The
four-year-old boy laughed, while
others sorveamed. Men rushed to
extricate the passengers, and began
hacking away at the woodwork.
The boy still laughed. When the
workers succeeded in getting some
of the passengers out, one of them
was carrying the boy, and he was
laughing louder than ever, and the
lu:f that was heard of him was his
cheery lough as he was carvied away
from the scene of the crash! Inci-
dentally, the postman couldn’t
collect the letiers until the whole of
the pillar-box had been cut away.

HIS LAST GALLOP !

Hugh O'Neil was a d old racchorse.
In all his life ho had run in a hundred
and twenty soven races, and he had won
twenty-seven of them. He was a faithful
old warrior, who liked pothing better
than a Eood. hard raoe, and whatever the
result, ho slways did his bost. A month
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or two ago, at the age of sixteen, he
sold to o farmer for hunting, The
farmer found him a splendid horse, but
he was & bit too fast for the country
despite his age. Then his new owner
began to suspeot that the old horse's
hoart was goh;lg. 80 ho decided to hunt
him no more. ha&ather evening he turned
him out into a fleld with three youn
horsea for company. Suddenly the ol
warrior ‘flve a whinny, and set off round
the field with the youngsters trailing
hopelessly in the rear. At full speed he
went round the field, thoin’gullod up undes
a tree, lay down—and died. Ho had had
his last gallop.

IN THE SHADOW OF EXPULSION!

you hnow Edward Oswald
Handforth, of the Remove Form at
St. nk’s 7 Whether you do or
not, you must read of his -stirring
adventures in lo-day's magnificent
extra-long yarn in the ‘' Nelson Lee

' Handy is a champion
chum lways getting into trouble,
mostly of his own mak !  But for
uuhcmyrmold andy finds
himaself properly in the soup—no less
than the ‘' sack" something
he hasn't done! What happens to
him? Read this dramatic complete
story of human interest, telling of
Willy Handforth's fight to save his
brother from expulsion. You will
thoroughly enjoy every word of it.

THE WEEK'S BEST STORY.

A man went to an auotion sale at
Wiokford. He was not a big buyer, but
he I.hnuﬁht he might piok up a fow books
for a shilling or two, and he wanted some
books, 8o he had a fnok round.

After a bit & bundle of books came up
for sale, and he bid a shilling. No one
olso seomed to want them, so he got
for his first bid. He was quite satisfled.
He went home and undid the bundle and
one by one ho began to look through the
books. Buddenly he stop sud stared
in amazement. Botween the leaves of a
book he was examining, waa a £1 note |
He turned over the remaining pages
rapidly—and found another nine notes.
8o he bought a bundle of books and £10
for @ shilling! Lucky man !

ODDS AND ENDS |

A Rayleigh householder went unfy for
a holiday and whon he came back he found
a hr%e live owl perohed on his mantel-
piece

Captain Frank Hawks, known as the
Human Bullet, has recently broken his
own Transcontinental flight record by
ﬁging from Los Angeles to New York in
13 hours 27 minutos.

L L] L]

Siamese banks koop monkeys for testing
coins, The animals are trained to bite
the coins, and if their teeth make marks
on the ooins, they are rejected !

HE WANTED TO BEE THE SE2!

Douglas Priest, of Whyteleafe, Surrey, is
only ten years old, but thejother day he
achioved a remarkablo foat on a fuiry
oycle. I should think it is safe to =ny
that Douglas broke the world's long-
distanoe fairy.cyole record! Ho wanted
to see the sea, so he mounted his oyele an d
started riding towards Brighton. Iy
evening, ti but cheerful, Douglu:
reachod Brighton—with a punoture. Tho
police laoked after him and sent him home
again, But Douglas had secn the sea—
and ridden forty miles !

YOUR EDITOR.
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The Secret of the Tower!

(Continued from page 17.)
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“Very good. But you have heard nothing of him 72

“ Nothing.” . L.

"I presume you have made inquiries since receiving my
telegram 1"

“Yes. I have directed the prefects to inquire among the
boys, but it appears that no one has seon your son, or
heard anything from him.” .

‘‘Ias every boy in the school been questioned 1”

“Probably not; but most must have been.”

“It would be more satisfactory if every individual boy
wore questioned.” g

“T will ask tho prefects to make further inquirics, if you
wish,” said Dr, ﬁolmea. not without a slight touch of
mlpntxome.

“Thank you! I should be glad if you would.” M\r. Gore
looked at his watch. “I have to catch tho two-thirty from
Rylcombe; my time is valuable.”

It did not seem to occur to Mr. Gore that Dr. Ilolmes’
titne was_ valuable, too.”

""Then I will not detain you.”

“T have not finished yet, Dr. Holmes. I wish to refer
to the question of my son's roturn here. If you could
recoive him back——"

‘“Really, Mr. Gore.”

“He has been severely punished. It was only a prank,
after all 1"

“It was & very serious prank!”

“I have punished him, too. If he does not come back
to Bt. James', I shall send him into business immediately;
but I should prefer him to finish his education at a Publio
school. It is a question, of course, for you to decide.
I might luliiﬂlt that a little wholesome severity would
bo useful, shall certainl very severe with him
for leaving the home of a kind and indulgent parent in this

way.” Mr. Gore’s lips closed like an iron vice. “ He thought
hia last Ao an severe. Heo shall have reason to think it
was a very light one "

i

““Roally, sir—"

“As you refuse to take him back, I may as well take my
dcpar!urr—"

Ono moment, sir. I—I havo not refused—"

“Your consent, then?!”

“Pray fl\m me a—a moment to think—"

C"Ah! T observe thntryou have not formed business habits,
#ir; but it is a matter o trnlnin%; 1 suppose,” said Mr. Gore.
“I never require time to think, sir, How long do you
roquire to think? I can remain with you another four
minutea if necessary.”

“T—I should prefer a day or two—""

Mr. Goro stared.

“Really, sir! T really could not remain hero a day or
two while you think—"

“N-no, of course not,” said the Head hurriedly.
““Nothing of the sort. 1 should bo far from expecting
that—far from—from wishing it. I will write to you.”

“Oh, very well |

** Moanwhile, if I hear anything of your son, I will inferm
you at once,”

“Very good! If he turns up here you can keep him, if
he is to stay; and send him to me if you decido not to take
him back.”

“That is settled, then!”

“Very good, sir! Good-bye I

The ¥lead bade his visitor good-bye with a groat deal of
pleasure. The station eab rolled off with Mr. Gore, destined
to arrivo at his office late ton: the second time in twenty
years,

Dr. ITolmes almost gasped for breath when he was gone.
Mr. Railton camo in and looked at him with a slight smile.

“Bless my soulI” said Dr, Holmes. “I—I have had a
most disturbing interview, Mr. Railton. Mr. Gore is—is—-
Really, ho scoms to me to bear a strong resemblance to a—
o whirlwind, or—or a hurricane.”

“1 have noticed it, sir. He is a very businesslike man.”

“Indecd he is. Ho wishes mo to take Gore back into the
school, Mr. Railton.”

The Housemaster looked grave.

“That would bo a serious stop, sir.”

“T am aware of it. But I am greatly inclined to try the
experiment. In the first place, I think the lesson may have
o lasting effect upon Gore.”

“Yos, that is probable.”

“In the second placo, he scems to have heen somowhat
soveroly punished at home, in sddition to the punishment
he had here.”
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“80 I should imagine, from Mr. Gore's look.” )

““And great reverity awaits him when he is rccn‘ptured
now—unless I take him back. Of course, I should not
suggest allowing him to pass unpunished after running
away from home, Yet it is possible to be too sovere.”

e §uite true.” i

“ And—and—" Dr. ITolmes hesitated. “ As a maltter of
fact, Mr. Railton—this is quito between ourselves, of courso
—as o matter of fact, it occurs to mo that perhaps Gore's
liomo training, and—and homo infuence has not been of the
best possible, and—and—and that may havo something to do
with his extremely unpleasant character. I think, upon the
whole, that I am inclined to give Gore another chance |2

And Mr. Railton nodded.

"1 agree with you, sir.” .

“’I'hen if he is found he shall come back to 8t, Jim's, I
win anxious about the foolish lad. Do you think it pos-
sible, Mr, Railton, that he is lurking in the ncighbourhood
of the school?”

"Uiuite ssible, sir.”

“'Then if he could be found—g—" .

“I will do my best to find him, sir, and I think I can
contrive it by enlisting somo of the juniors in the search.
To-morrow is a half ﬁolidny, and I am sure most of the
boys would gladly spend it in looking for Gore.” .

A very good idea, Mr. Railton. Dear mo, I feel quite
disturbed still, and I sincerely hope that it will not be
necessary for Mr, Gore to visit the school sgain on this
matter.”

CHAPTER 13.
The Mysterious Light Again |
OM MERRY yawned, and sat uf) in bed.
It was very dark in the Shell dormitory, and Tom
Merry hadn't the faintest idea what hour of the
night or morning it might be, .

It was quite dark still, and the hero of the Shell listened
for the next chimo from the clock tower.

Why he had awakened he could not tell. .

He had becn dreaming—a curious dream in which the
burglar who had broken into 8School House a week or two
beforo was mixed up with tho mysterious light in the
tower, and both with the unexplained locking of the study
door the previous night.

Ho had started out of the dream into & wakeful mood.

That strango }’“’i’Fo"i" of the previous night had not
been explained. om Merry was still ignorant of the
identity of the joker who had locked him up in Study
No. 7. The owner of that study was ignorant of who it was
that had unscrewed his lock; the Terrible Threo maintain-
ing a discreet silence on the subject.

“Groooogh!” murmured Tom Morry, as he sat up in
bed., "1 wonder what's woke mo u?! That dream, I
sup o;e. I wonder if there’s a light in the old tower to-
night §”

Tho thought was enough to make him get out of bed. It
was the linﬁprinc thOUTht of that mysterious light which
had made him wakeful, probably.

He tumbled out of bed, and pulled a washstand to the
nearest window, mounted upon it, and looked out.

From this window, as from most of the windows of the
School House, there was a good view of the ivy-mantled
tower.

'Tom Merry drew a quick breath as he looked.

From that window he oould see the light—pale and
flickering as bofore, it streamed out into the dusk of the
quadrangle.

“Phew! It's there!”

Tom Merry gazed steadily at the light.

What could it mean?

Burglars, or any lawless intruders into the precinots of
8t. Jim’s, secmed out of the question. They could have
no business in the ruined tower; nor could thoy possibly
be supposed to come there, in any caso, two nights in
sueccession,

It could hardly bo a tumg who had taken up his abode
tiere, ecither. Tom Merry had thought of exploring the
old tower during the day, but the big door on the spiral
stuircaso had boen wedged fast somchow, barring accoss
to it.

In the darkness and silence of ths night a strange and
cerio thou%ht camo into Tom Merry's mind.

Was it tho ghost?

If tradition was to be believed, the old tower was haunted
hy the spectre of a murdered monk, and the mysterious
light was the sign that the ghost was walking.

“In the sunshine of da{) tho idea would ﬁ’lave seemed
absurd enough, doubtless, but in the still and crecpy hours
of midnight it was not so absurd,

Tae Gem Lnrary,—No, 1,324,
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Tom Merry felt a shiver run down his back. But the
next moment he dismissed the thought.

“It's rot!” he muttered. “Thero are no ghosts. It's
somo fellow playing a trick, and I'm jolly well going to
look into it.” .

He crept back to Lowther's bed, and woke his chum
with a gentle shake.

Lowther started and yawned.

* Wharrer marrer?” .

“There’s a light in the tower again.”

“Lomme alone [”

“Wake up!

*“ Grooh |

Tom Merry shook him again.

“I say, Monty, old chap, I want to go to the tower and
investigate.”

““Go, then!”

“ Aren’t you coming with me?”

Rats; no|”

“Your mistaken; you are!”

And Tom Morry hauled ghe bedclothes off Lowther's bed.
The junior started up with a yell of wrath,

“You fearful ass!’

“Get up, then !

‘"Taint rising-bell !”

“I want you to come with me.”

“I'll jolly well give you a thiok ear, you ass!”

“Oh, come onl"

“What's the row there?” came a voice from Harry
Noble's bed, as the Australian junior sat up. “Who's that
yuprmn e i .

“It's Lowthor! I'm waking him up. We're going out.”

“Nice time for a stroll.”

“There's a light in the haunted tower, and we'ro going
to investigate,” said Tom Merry. “You coming, Kangy?"”

“Good egg' I'm on!”

And the Cornstalk jumped out of bed, and began to dress.
Lowther dressed himself, too.

Manners was, snoring with suspicious regularity, He
nover snored, as a rulo, and his regular snore awoko
suspicion,

“Call Manners, Kangaroo!”

“He's fast asleep.”

“Btick this pin into him!"

“Hallo 1" said Manners, waking up suddenly.
chaps going out?”

“Yes; and so are you,”

“It's a chilly night.”

*“Then don't make me squeceze & wet sponge over you, or
you may catch cold.”

And Manners took the hint and rose peaceably.

The four Bhell fellows were soon dressed, and they quietly
left the dormitory.

From a window on the landing they had a view of the
tower, and they looked out to see if the light was burning.

It was still there.

From a narrow oasement about half-way up the ruined
structure it flickerod and gleamed out from the network of
ivy tendrils.

“That looks jolly mysterious!” muttered Noble,

“It must be & joke; somebody playing ghost.”

“Hardly.”

“It can’t be anything else.”

“But if & chap plays qhogt it's usually to scare some-
body. Now the chap who's lighted that glim in the tower
doesn’t know that anybody’s awake to sco it.”

**N-no, I suppose not."”

“Bo he's not playing ﬁhost. I suppose he couldn’t be
playing ghost simply for his own amusement, could he?”

“It may be a feed, or something,” suggested Lowther,
*Bome sort of giddy revelry by night, you know,”

Tom Merry mms.

“My hat! That's quite possible. Somo secret grubbi
business, you know. Perhaps the New House chapgl." e

“If so, there will be a raid on the grub,” said Kangaroo.

“You

They desconded the stairs ﬂuiatly. The quarter to mid-
nllght ad rung out, and the House was very silent, sunk in
sleep.

But as they reached the lower landing Tom Merry gave
a sudden jump,

“Hold on!” he whispered. *Listen!”

“What is it1”

“ Listen |”

From the stairs they had just descended came a sound of
cautious footstops, Hidden in the darkness, somcone was
sleadily descending tho stairs.
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CHAPTER 13.
The Mystery of Arthur Augustus!

HE 8hell fellows felt their hearts beat hard. Thero
was somothing creepy and ecorie in that stealthy
sound of footstops in the deep darkness of the
staircase.

*“Who—what was it?” )

Lowther leaned towards Tom Merry in the darkness and
put his lips close to Tom Merry’s ear and whispered:

‘“It's the chap who was out last night.”

“Yes, rather!"”

“The chap who locked us in the Fourth Form study.”

“ What-ho !”

“Let's collar him!”

“Hold on! Might injure him—a sudden fright,” said Tom
Me!!'ry in the faintest of whispers, * It might be a master,
too "

*Phew " .

“It would be no joke to collar Linton in the dark."

“My only hat, no!” murmured Noble. And Manno:s
chuckled silently.

“One of the masters may have seen the light, and may be

oing to investigate,’ wh{lpnred Tom Merry, “We'd better

eog‘_oﬂ the £rnt."

“Right-ho!

“Quiet now—or he'll hear!"

The chums of the Shell remained quite silent, hardly
})ru(nl.ghilll. as thoy crouched back into the shadow of the
anding.

T'ho stealthy footsteps came closer—closer—and passed.

‘I'he unseen—not so much as n shadow had been seen—
went down tho Fourth Forin passage, and the stealthy foot-
falls died away.

“My hat!” whispered Tom Merry, “ You can guess whore
he's going.”

‘."Slmg us last night.”

“He jolly well won't lock us in the study to-night.”

“Not much.' .
“Let's go after the bounder,” said Manners. “I jolly

wt'l!l want to bump him for that little trick, Come onl”

“ What's the matter now?”
“Hush—somebody coming !" \
“hMy hat! The whole House seems to be walking to-

ight.”
N .Fl‘hey crouched back again close to the wall. Thero were
footsteps on the stairs—cautious, stealthy—but easily
distinguished as belonging to two or three persons. .

The footsteps came closer. Then they ceased, haltin
within half a dozen paces of the spot where the chums o
the 8hell had flattened themselves against the wall. The
8hell fellows almost held their breath.

Then, through the gloom came the sound of a well-known
voice—whispering, but easily recognisable.

“Which way has the bounder gone?”

Tom Merry gave a gasp.

“Blake!"”

There was a sharp ejaculation in the darkness,

“Hallo! Who's that?!” .

“It's 1,” said Tom Merry. “It's all right.”

“Tom Merry?”

“Right!”

“Who else?”

“ Lowther and Manners and Noble.” Lo

“What are you kids doing out of bed at this time of
night!"" demanded Blake severely. *I don't know whether
I ought to report this to your Form master.” .

“Oh, come off |” said Noble. *“What are you doing out
of bed yourselves?”

"Lool:inﬂ- after Gussy.”

“Gussy | ,

“Yes. Have you seen him!"”

“I can't see you,” said Tom Merry, with a chuckle.

“Well, has he passed you, then?”

” Gomnbod.lv‘ passed us.”

“Good! That was the duffer,”

“But I don't catch on, What has Gussy go

“Can't make it out, unless he's walk in his sleep. But
he's been jolly mysterious lately,’” said Blake. “I'm keep-
ing a fatherly eyo on him; he was sleepy all day to-day, and
it struck me he had been up the night before. You see,
he's been keeping mysterious appointments with some
spoofer, and we'ro looking after him. I thouﬁht at first it
was Figgins & Co. trying to take a rise out of Study No. 6;
but I find that the spooter, whoover he is, has been makin
Gus spend money. That looks serious. He's got himse
tangled up in something, and we're goini‘ to untangle him."”

“] see. Then it was %ussy who—" Tom Merry pauged.

“Who what?”

“Never mind; go on.” .

#You were going to say something.”

ot up for?”
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“I've changed my mind. Go on.” .

“Oh, all right! 1 woke up scvoral times to-night, and
each fime 1 looked at Gussy's bed. Last time I looked it
was_empty, and I thought I heard the door just closing.”

" ne

“8o I called Herries and Dig—"
H"Ypu jabbed your silly finger into my eye,” growled

erries.

“And bumped your fatheaded elbow on my nose,” said
the voice of Digby.

“Woll, I was in a hurry. I didn't want to lose Gussy.”

“You've lost him, all the same.”

“Tom Merry found him, though,” said Blake, with a
chuckle, " Which way did he go, kid1”

“Down the Fourth Form passage.”

“Good! We'll go after him.”

“We'll come, 00, said Tom Merry. “If Gussy's sleep-
walking he'll have to be taken care of by an older and more
sensible chap—"

21

“There was one last night, too,” said Tom Merry. “ We're
going to investigate.”

“Good! It's curious! We'll come with you when we've
caught Gussy and yanked the young ass back to bed.”

“This way, then.” . .

Quietly and cautiously the juniors made their way into
the Fourth Form passage.

Tom Merry uttored an ejaculation.

“There’s o light in Study No. 61"

" Phew l”

“(Gussy’s in the study!”

The juniors stared along the passage. There was cer-
tainly a light in Study No. 6.

But oven as they looked it went out, and thero was the
sound of a closing door.

*He's coming back!” whispered Blake,

“Wait for him, then,” .

“Careful how you touch him, in case he's sleep-walking.
It's dangerous to wake up somnambulists suddenly.’

WHO’S WHO AT ST. JIM’S.

“ Eh?u

" Well, you can’t be too careful, you know.”

“You had better be careful, I think; you are in great
dnn%cr of getting a thick ear, Tom Merry.”

1:; his isn't o time for you kids to begin cheeking your
elders,”

" Poo-0-0-0-00f !"’

‘“Look here, Blake—"

**Oh, cheese it!” said Kangaroo.
washing 1"

“Well, if Blake will jaw—"

“ You haven't explained yet what you're up at this time of
night for,” said Blake suspiciously. *Was it a jape on us?”

*Oh, nol We're ghost-hunting I’

"You're what—whatting 7

** Ghost-hunting.”

“1f you're trying to be funny—"

“Look there |"”

“Look at what?”

“From the landing window, towards the old tower.”

Jack Blake looked, and uttered a suppressed exclamation.
The light was still f)urning steadily in the old casement.

“There's a light there|”

“Let’s get on with the

TOM MERRY.

Junior Captain of the School and leader of the
School House juniors (despite anything that: Blake
may say)! Tom Merry is also Junior Captain
of Cricket and Football, positions that he has fully
earned for himself, as he is undoubtedly the finest
athlete in the Junior School. His prowess at all
sports and his cheery nature have made him
universally popular with masters and boys alike,
with the exception of one or two members of the
* Smart Set,” whe don't like Tom because he has
no use for their rotten habits. Tom's old governess,
Miss Priscilla Fawcett, is a well-known visitor to
St. Jim's, where she causes much amusement
for his chums and acute embarrassment for Tom
by insisting in regarding him as a *‘ delicate little
boy.” What would she say if she were told that

Tom can lick any junior fellow in the School ?

“Yes, rather!”

The juniors drew close to the walls of the le e and
waited. They naturally assumed that the swell of the Fourth,
after finishing his business in the study—whatever it was—
would return to the dormitory. In that case, he would have
to pass them.

ut they listened in vain for his footsteps.

Several minutes passed; but the silence of the passage
wn}gnbmken. ek ok -

‘“He’s not coming bac whispered Digby.

“Looks like it.”

“ Hark !”

Thero was a faint click audible in the stillness.

“My hat! He's opening a_window on the ground floor 1"
breathed Blake excitedly. ‘“He's going out! Come on [

The juniors ran along the passage and down the stairs.
They found the lower hall window wnlastened; but there
was no sign of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,

“He's gone out!"”

“Yes. And we're jolly well {oing after him 1"

“1 say, hold on a minute! Is it possible—"

Tom Merry paused.
Tae Gex Lisriry,—No. 1,324,
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“Js what ible? Quick I

“Can Guup;": going Qmat. have any comnection with the
liqht in_the tower?”

"By Jove ” , -

“If we miss him in the quad we'll try for him that way,”
said Noblo. “Come onl” g

He pushed up the sash quickly, and the juniors dropped
outside the window one by one. .

The quad was very dark. Only a fow stars glimmered
in the black vault overhead, and they secined only to render
the darkness visible. .

There was no sound—nothing to be secn.
D’Arcy. Not a hint of a footstep. .

Where was the awell of Bt. Jim's? Their eyes sought the
old tower. From the casement the light was glcaming.

“Is he there? Ah, look!”

om Merry pointed. L

The light in the tower was suddenly extinguished, and

the ruin disappeared, swallowed up in the darkness.

No sign of

CHAPTER 14.
A Startling Discovery |

OM MERRY drew a deep brcath.
“He's there, kids! Come on!"
* But—but what—"
“We shall soon see!”

Thoy hurried towards the old tower. They knew the
wa{v well enough, but in the dark they had many a stumble
before they reached it. .

As they came closer tl;t&y saw that the light, which had
scemed to bo oxtinguished, was only concealed by a cloth
that had been dragged across the window. On closer view
several stray beams of light were visible. ‘

The door in the thick stone wall of the tower stood wide
open.

Tho juniors entered it, and they found the door on_ the
spiral staircase open, too. It had been wedged when Tom
Merry tried to open it that afternoon. It was prettf clear
now that it had been wedged on purpose from behind.

The juniors ltc(rped quictly upon the winding stairs,

As t a’ ascendod there came s glimmer of light from
above. The lamp was still burning in the room there.

Poor old Handy! He's properly in the soup
in this dramatic extra-long complete story of the

chums of St. Frank's. e's accused of a theft
and sacked] Yetalthough Handforth knows who
is the guilty party, he refuses to sneak. But
there is still time to save Edward Oswald from
leaving the school in disgrace, and his brother
Willy gets to work—with surprising results|
You'll enjoy no end this grand yarn which
appears in to-day's splendid number of

Nelson Leg

On Sal e Now .
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Was D'Arcy there?

Another minute would tell,

In single file the juniors pressed on up the staircase, Thera
was a sudden clink as Lowther's foot slipped on a loose
sto

ne.
s M{‘ hat 1”
Clink, clink, clink ! .
The stone was rolling down the steps, with a soparate clink
on cach one, The noise was slight, yet in the intenso
quictude, and to the startled ears of the juniors, it bad a
sound like thunder. .
‘T'here was a startled eoxclamation from the lighted
chamber above, the open doorway of which the juniors could
now see on a little stone landing.
A form came quickly into the lighted doorway, and they
recognised the swell of the School House.
" uss Iil

“Bai Jove I - A

Arthur Augustus stared down at the group of junmiors in
blank astonishment. B .
m"Guny | 8o you're not walking in your slecp!” exclaimed

ake.

*Certainly not, Blake!” .

“Then what the deuce are you deoing here?” demanded
Tom Merrj.

Arthur Augustus reddened,

“Weally, Tom Mowwy—" .

“We've come to investigate,” said Noble, taking a stop
upward. *“Get on, you chaps!” .

Arthur Augustus gave a slight ojaculation, and stepped
down one step from the landing. o blocked the path of
the ascending juniors.

“Hold on, deah boys!"

“You're in the way, Gussy!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, get out of it, then, ass!”

*“I wefuse to be called an ass!”

“We're coming up—" .

"lll’wny wetiah, deah boys! I do not wish you to come
u L

The juniors stared at him.

D'Arcy was evidently very much in earnest, and, without
using force, they could not get past him, e blocked the
way as he stood on the top step, and he hotl a hand on the
stone blocks at either side of the narrow staircase.

“Of your rocker?” asked Monty Lowther.

“1 wefuse to answer such a fwivolous question, Lowthah,”

“We'ro coming up,” said Tom Merry, “Wo saw the
light in the tower, and we've come to look for the ghost.”

*“There's no ghost, deah boy.”

“1 know there isn't. But there’s somebody here.”

*Yaas, wathah! I'm hero!”

* Somebody elso, too!”

“Weally, Tom Mowwy—

“Come, Gussy! Get out of the way! Blessed if I can
make you out. But we've come hero to investigate, and
wo'ro going to clear up the mystery.”

*There's no mystewy, deah boy1”

Tom Merry laughed.

*“*Not to you, perhaps.
going to clear it up.”

“ Besides, we've got to look after youl” suid Blako
scverely. “We've been given a lot of troublo over you the
last day or two, You'vo jolly well got to explain yourself.”

1 wefuse to ox'}llain myself [

But there is to us. And we're

“Come on 1” exclaimed erries. " 8hove him aside! We're
looking into this for his own good, and 1 must say I con-
sider Gussy ungrateful I”

I should be vewy sowwy to be considahed ungwateful—"

“Then explain yoursclf, you bounder !”

“Let us pass|”

“I am sowwy, but it is imposs!"”

“Look hore—"

“I beg you to wetiah."

“We're Joll well not going to retire,” said Tom Merry
warmly. “I don't want to have to treud on you, Gussy—"

“I should uttahly welfuse to be twodden on!”

“But I shall bave to do so if you don’t clear out of
the way!”

“Wats |”

“Rush when I saw the word!” said Tom Merry, looking
round, “If Gussy isn't out of the way by the timo 1
suy ‘Three!' rush him(”

** What-ho 1"

“I wofuse to be wushed! I—"

" Ono Ill

“I wogard you as a set of wottuhs! Undah the circs—"
“Two |”

“1 shall wesist you by force——":
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“Ha, ha, ha!?
“Three I”

“Weanlly, deah boys—— Ow "

The juniors rushed up the stairs.

Arthur Augustus was borne backwards by the rush and
deposited in a sitting J)outura on the little stone landing.
with a bump that made him gasp.

The juniors rushed past him g)to tho lighted room. Then
“"F' uttored exclamations of surprise.

The chamber was empty|

On a stone ledge stood a lamp, burning. A large cloth
had been pulled over the casement. On the floor were plates,
cups, saucers, knives and forks, and the romains of a meal,
as well as a bag containing s quantity of provisiona—the
same bag that the Terrible Three had seen in Study No. 6.
In the corner of the room were a heap of bedclothes—
the sheets and blankets so new that they were evidently
recent purchases.

There was little more to be seen.

Tho juniors gazed round the room in amazement. It
was oloar that someone had been using it to live in, and
llave‘Pm: there, but whoever it was ho was not visible now.

hy had D’Arcy guarded the room so obstinately ?
., “You uttah wottahs!”
juniors into the room. " You feahful boundahsl

He broke off, and stared round the room with a surprise
as great as that of Tom Merry & Co. It was plain that
he also expected to see someone else there. Tom Merry
tapped him on the shoulder.

“Who was here with you, Gussy!™

“1 wefuse to weply.”

“ Where is he now "

“T weally do not know.”

Harry Noble laughed suddenly, and ran towards the heap
of bedclothes in the corner. A suspicious bumpincss about
them attracted his attention. There was certainly no one
in the bed, but—

“ Hero he is I”

Noble stirred tho bedclothes with his foot. Underneath
them, hidden between the heap of blanketa and the stone
floor, a form wriggled.

“Come out |”

“ Bai Jove 1"

“Ha, ha, h

“Come out, whoever you are |”

The bedclothes were thrown aside, and the hidden forin
rovealed, A sullen, sulky face was turned to the juniors.
Tltt.oao w?s a general exclamation of surprise,

ore |”

Arthur Augustus followed the

j -

CHAPTER 15.
The Return of Gore!

“ ORE I*
It was Gorel The cad of the Shell—the tellow
who had been expelled ! )
The mystery was explained in a moment.

The juniors stared at Gore, and Gore stared at thom. The
cad of the Shell was scowling savagely. But his cxpression
slowly changed.

“You've found me out |” he snarled.

“ Bai Jove |" \

“Looks like it,” said Tom Merry., “We hadn't the
faintest idea it was you here. Why didn't you have sense
enough to keep the window covered 1

“How was 1 to know anybody would be up at this time?”

rowled Gore. * Besides, i left it to guide D’Arcy. When

[} vb here he covered the window.”

“Yaas, wathah|” )

“My only hat 1" ejaculated Blake. “So this is the
m ; t was Gore you had that blessed letter

uss!

“There is no seowet about it now, deah boy.”

“He had the colossal cheek to ask you to help him1”

“Yaas, wathah |*

" Qnd ‘IE‘ was Gore you went to mect—ch1”

“Yaas

“ And you brought him here—"

*“He came here latah that night.”

“ And that's where your tin went?"”

“Well, I lent it to Goah, you know, to make some pur-
chnses. We put our heads togethah, you know, and decided
that he could stay here for a bit, until things turned wound.”

“ D'Arcy was very decent,” said Gore, with some fecling in
his voice . “1I know it was like my cheek to ask him, but I
was desperate. There wasn't another chap in St. Jim's 1
would have asked—-

“You had your {riends—"

Gore laughed bitterly.

“They would have done a lot, wouldn't they 7"

“H'm| Not much, I suppose.” .

“1 was weally vewy pleased to help Goah. The only thing

iddy
rom,
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I didn’t like about the businecss was lpi)enwm'.t.o back him
up against pawental authowity. But I explained to Gosh
that my helpin’ him must not be undahstood as appwovin®
of his wunnin' away fwom home.”

“You fellows don’t know what ['ve been through.” said
Gore huskily. “You don’t know my father. He's not a
bad sort, in his way. But ho's aa hard as nails: He gove
me a licking., 1've been flogged here; but what you get here
was o ]Uk,. to it.”

“Then I had threo days’ solitary confinement on bread
and water,”

“My hat!”

“And then I bolted.” .

“Well, I'm not surprised,” said Tom Merry. “I'm sorry;
but you brought it on yoursclf, and we did our best for you
when the row came.” ,

“] know you did; and I shan't forsut it, either,” said
Gore. “I treated you like a mean cad, and you tricd to
help me with the Head. It was joll{i decent of you, and I
shall remember it. I've had a rough time. I had hqrd?
any moncy. I slept out of doors one night, and it rained.
Ugh! Then I thought of 8t, Jim’s, I daren't fo home.
I'll never go home. y pater would go for me baldhoaded.
I wouldn't mind so much if ho was just o bad-tempored
man, But it isn't that; he docs it from a sense of duty.
When a pater licks you from u sense of duty, you know how
he lays it on.” .

And Gore groaned reminiscently,

“Yaas, wathah! I suppose it would be wuff.”

“Then he's going to shove me into the office, and make
me work my way up from the lowest position,” said Gore.
“I won't have it. I'd rather go to sea!”

“I'm sorry,” said Tom Merry again. “I don't see what's
to bo done. I wish you could come back to Bt, Jim's—if
you'd try to be decent.”

“If T had another chance—"

“The Head isn't likely to change his mind,” said Noble.
“He had his back up awfully over that letter business.”

“T was n silly ass,” iroaned Gore. “I1—I never thought
about it really, before I did it. It was a japo. know it
was a rotien sort of jape, but it never struck me that I was
forging in imitating another chap's hand. Honest |*

“’You must be a silly ass, Gore.

“T supposo I was a silly nss, or I shouldn't Bave got into
a fix liko this,”

“Well, you needn’t worr&,ubout out finding you out,” said
Tom Moerry abruptly. “We won't tell about your being
here, you may bo sure of that.”

“Yaas, wathah! You can wely upon honourable tweat-
ment fwom these chaps, Gore.”

Gore nodded eagerly.

“Thank you”

“]1 don't know what good it will do you to ntli here,
though,” added Tom Merry. “You are bound to be dis-
covered sooncr or later,”

“1—I suppose so0.”

“ And what then?”

“1 shall have to bunk, I suppose.”

“Why not go back to your rlthcr i

Gore shivered,

“If you knew my governor, you wouldn't suggest it,” he

said.

“It wouldn’t be pleasant, I suppose—but it must come in
the end.”

“I'm not going home 1"

“But how is it to end 1”

“T don't know—and I don’t care!” said Gore doggedly.
“I'm not going back to the guv’'nor, If the Head won't let
me return to St. Jim's, I shall go to sca. I'd rather go to
sea than work in the office under the pater’s eyes. You
don’t know my pater.”

“Well, you can rely on us, as far as that goes. Only don't
let that il'hl be seen from the tower again. A master might
see it any night—"

“ A master has seen it,” said a deep voico in the doorway.

Mr. Radton stepped into the light. The juniors stared at
him blankly.

Gore gave a
utter despair.
thus moistened,

“It’s all up I* .

Mr. Railton looked at him steadily.

“1 half-expected to find you hero, Gore. I caught sight
of the light in the tower before it was covered up. It
ocourred to me that you might be, as your father supposed,
lurking in the vicinity of the school. I did not expect to
find so many of the boys of my House here at this hour.”

“1f you please, sir—" .

“You need not explain, Merry; {ou did not subdue your
voice, and I have heard enough ol your words as I came
hero to enlighten me. Who has been supplying Gore with
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D’Arcy stepped forward sturdily.

“1 have, sir.” .

“Ah! You stole out at night to do so0, I presume?”

“Yaas, sir 1"

“ And the others, I suppose, came to look for you., Ver

ood. You boys may return to your dormitory, and

all overlook this matter. As for you, Gore——"

“Qh, sir I”

“] think you have been severely punished for your fault,
sorious as it was—"

“Won't you speak to the Head for me, sir?”

“Do you deserve it, Gore?”

The cad of the Shell hung his head. .

“No,” he said, in a_low voice—"no, I don’t, sir! I—I'm
not asking it because I think I deserve it. I—I don’t know
what will become of me if the Head doesn't take me back,
sir.

Mr. Railton's face relaxed. .

“That is a better spirit, Gore. If you were sensible of
the wrongdoing you have been guilty of, there would be
hopa of your amendment.”

“I'd try to do better, sir. I—"

“Very good! Dr. Holmes has almost docided to give

ou another chance; I think I may say that ho will do so,
if you show real signs of a desire to improve upon your

ast.”

“Qh, sirl” ’ .

“1 can answer for it that you will be given a chance, at
least; and it will depend upon yourself during the next
fow weeks whethor you are allowed to remain at 8t. Jim's
after this term.”

The tears streamed down Gore's face.

“Qh, sir, you shan't be sorry for thist 1'll do my best—
indeed I will, sirt”

"I hog‘a 80, Gore. You may now go to the Shell dormi-
tory with Tom Moerry. 1 will see you to tho House.”

nd the Bchool House master did not lose sight of the
Eﬁiou till they wore safely ensconced in their several
8.

When Mr. Railton had left them, Gore—very relieved and
happy in mind—lay silent for some time.

: hen at last he spoke it was in s low and tremulous
voice.

“Are you asleep, Merry 1"

Tom Merry came out of a dozo.

“Yaw-aw!| Bomebody speak?”

“Yes, 1 spoke. Sorry if I woke you up.”

“No harm done; I shall be aslecp again jolly soon. Did
you want to say anything?”

“” -8 "

“(o ahead [”
“l—=I—-I—"

“\What the dickens is the matter?!” asked Tom Merry,
puzzled.

“] was thinking of the future,” said Gore quietly. ,

“Oh! You are a funny memhnt, to wake a chap up in
the middle of the night and tell him you're thinking of the
future |” said Tom Merry, in wonder.

“J—I— It doeen't matter. Good-night!"

“But it does matter,” said ‘Tom, Iully awake now,
“What is it? Go ahead I”

—]—"

“Go itl”

“T was thinking—"

" Ye.!ll

“You've treated me awfully decently over this matter,
Merry.”

“Oh, is that all?”

“8o0 have the other chaps.”

“That's s0.”

“ Especially D'Arcy.”

“Yes; he's a gooj little ass!”

“J—I think I'm going to try te run a bit straighter in
future. That's what I wanted to say. I—I think 1 could
do better if—if you helped me a bit.”

“What-ho! T'll stand by you like a Dutch uncle.”

“I'm going to give up smoking—and playing the fool

cnerally,” said Gore. *“1'm going to drop that rotten, silly

osh of & smart-set business. I'm going to play the game
—if I can—"

“You can—if you try."”

“Do you think so?"

“Buro of it, old son.”

“Well, I'm going to have a jolly good try,” said Core,
“That's all.”

. “Good cgg!” said Tom Merry. “I'm with you, Kecp
it up, and it grows easier. Good-night, old son!”

“ (Good-night I”

And there was silence in the Shell dormitory.

. . . . . .

The return of Ciore was somothing of a surprise to the
8t. Jim's fellows; but they were glad for him to have
another chance. His father was informed, end replied by
post, and was kind enough not to call personally, much to
the relief of the Head.

Gore had his chance. It remained to bo seen whethor the
follow who had always been called a cad would bo able
to “run straight.'”” But one thinf was cortain, In the
effort to “play the game,” he could count, at least, upon
the friendly support of Tom Merry & Co.

THE END.

“RUCTIONS ar St. JIM'S!”

NEXT WEEK’S GRAND YARN!

Miss Priscilla comes to St, Jim's and
tries to teach Tom Merry & Co. how
to do housework, with strange results,
as you can see in the cover piclure
shown alongside!

DON'T MISS IT!
ORDER YOUR COPY NOW!



FURTHER CHAPTERS OF OUR THRILLING ADVENTURE YARN!

RED STAR RANGER!

M Red Rock. T
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By JOHN SPENCER.

JERRY GARRISON and his pal FUSTY have been ‘' framed '’ and outlarwed by JASPER PRIVETT, the rascally

know that Privett is in league with gunmen who have a stronghold in the mountains,
Fusty takes Jerry to a secret hide-hole which Fusty thinks has only

one way in—but Jerry finds another, and the tiwo pals set out to explore it.
(NOW READ ON.)

The Second Bkeleton!

EHIND the pals frowned the mountains. In front of
them swept the sky. They followed the trail at a
walk, and soon saw ahead of them a way through the
high rock walls, which might have been carved by

a giant stonemason after infinite labour.

“Wonder what we shall find through there?” said Jerry,
as he urged his pinto, Paintbox, to a faster pace.

He was right near the cutting when the pony shied, and,
looking down to find the cause, gun in hand because ho
suspected a ‘Eouon snake, Jerry saw a head grinning at
him out of the lank, weedy grass.

It was the head of a skeleton.

Jorry sat motionless, his tanned face suddenly grown pale.

Ho did not hear Fusty on Jenny, the dun pony, range up
close behind him, or know that Fusty, too, was looking
down at the grinning skull,

It wos Fusty's harsh voice which broke the spell.

" Lawks, Jerri] It's the other guy |”

Jorry swung himself out of the saddle and brushed the
accumulated earth aside, so that he might the better view
tho man who lay rotting in the path.

The man had fallen upon his face. Even after all those
years somo fragments of leather lay about the feet and
ports of the boot soles, and bits of tattered and crumbling

rags.

E‘nsty helped Jerry to clear the earth aside, and so they
found two things which sharpened the keen edge of interest.
The first was a hMP of gold dust, in which were imbedded
several nuggets of fair size. And the sccond o revolver, so
badly corroded and eaten with rust that the barrel, frame
and c{llmdar were joined together; the stock-plates, of
bone, had fallen away from the suth‘nF.

'The gun lay a foot or so from the skeleton’s right hand.

Jerry continued the scarch with zeal, and, embedded in
tho stony ground ho found two more revolvers, as rusty as
the first, laying amid the crumbling leather of the holsters
that once had held them.

Then Fusty yelled.

‘Kid, I found another!”

Fusty held a fourth revolver up for Jerry to sce, only

recognisable from its shape. Ilg had found it in the ground
close beside the skeleton,

“What's it all mean?” Fusty asked, as he bont over the
pile of gold-dust and began to rake it up.

In all, the gold-dust and the nuggets must have weighed
twenty pounds or more. Jerry ﬁlﬁegl a pocket. Fusty did
tho same. And all the while Jerry did some quick thinking,

“Got any theories, Joo 1" he asked.

Fusty shook his grizzled head.

“This must be the other guy,” he admitted; *“but it's got
me beat !”

“How's this fit, then?” expounded Jerry, his blue eyes
shining as he pointed back along the path. *“ Number One
was tho guy who found the dust. Number two, whoever he
was, and there’s not & mark to show, knew he'd got it, and
trailed him. Where Number One found the gold don't
matter much now, but he ¢clumb up to the pocket, intendin’
to sleep thar.”

“In which case he must have known of it,” growled Fusty.

“Of courso ho knew of it, egg,” said Jerry. *“Probably
went there thinking he was safe. Didn't know No, 2 was
tracking him, of course. P'r'aps No. 1 laid him down to
sleep. Then No. 2 stole on him, grabbed his guns, an®
robbed him of the gold dust.”

*“And No. 2 killed No, 11"

‘“ Looks like, Fusty! No. 1 might have woke up, Then
No. 2 drilled him and headed along here down the trail.”

“How'd he kem to die, then?” asked Fusty, lips pursed
in doubt.

“He'd shot No. 1. Supposin’ No. 1 wasn't that dead,
an' rose and stuck a knife through the other guy’s back as
he went? No 2 staggered to this spot, a stolen gun in
ono hand, the socond gun in his side pocket, the bag of
gold dust in his loft hand, his own guns in his holsters,
But when he reached this point he hadn't m'ar?th to go
any farther, and pitched on to his face and died.,”

*“And what became of the hoss!” Fusty asked sceptically.

“What hoss?”

“1 said I found hoofmarks on the trail.”

It was a facer, and, after thinking it over, Jerry Car-

rison shook his curly head.
Ter Ged Lirany.—No. 1,324,
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“Dunno what became of the hoss,” he answered. * And
there's none to tell. Maybe, the critter got away alone.

Should say the shoemarks you found belonged to the pony
rid by No. 1. No. 2 might have had a hoss, likewise, these
boing no parts for a man to foot it in, Anyway, that's my
theory, pard, and it stands until you ken show me a better.
Now what say we bury decently these old bones?” .

“Nobody ken rido tho trail until they're moved,” said
Fusty, noddinf agreement. “And I'm sore to find out
what's to sce lower down.” . .

They drow their knives and dug in tho soil, scraping and
hollowing out until they had made a grave deep enough
to hold the remains.

Then, with bared heads, they lifted the skeleton and bore
it to the hole, threw in the rusty weapons, and piled the
earth on top. Then they carried as big boulders as they
oou]il lift between thom and dropped tlem on the looso
earth,

And that done, the trail was clear.

The Man on Guard!

ERRY and Fusty took their time, thero being no need
for hurry. he way between tho rock walls was
longer than they had anticipated, and when at last
tho trail opened out it broke into narrow ridges and

latoaux much too dangerous to ride. From this point a

uldor-strewn footway not as wide as a goat track led
precipitously downward. .

It certainly was a way out, but to descend it meant lead-
ing the horses, and thero was no telling, once thai started
down it, if they would ever be able to get back should
they find the path end abruptly in a sheer drop.

Jorry moved to the edge of a narrow ledge, and, drop-
ping full length, with his hands gripping the brink, peered
eagerly downward. . .,

he position commanded s magnificent viow. Jerry saw

that the mountain face dropped several thousand feet below
him, and as he slowly turncd his head he saw nothing
b“:l mountain peaks, and cloud, and patches of blue sky,
and—

“Fusty 1” he hissed, stretching out his hand behind him.
¥Gimmo your glasses!"”

“ Wherefore 1" asked Fusty.

“Don't ask questions, you old punk!” snorted Jerry.

“I'm slippin’. Want me to do a head dive? Gimme the
glasses.”

Fusty obeyed.

“8eo anything?” he asked, after Jerry had focused them

and held them in one position for several long minutes.

“T seo a-plenty, Fusty |” answered Jorry. “Sprawl your
old carcass down alongside me if your rheumatics will allow,
and set the glasses on a spot a little to tho right of that
spur where all the birds are flockin’, and then tell me if
you see anything.”

Fusty obeyed, as cool ns a cucumber, but with two red
spots burning in his cheeks—a sure sign that his blood was
racing. After looking s long while, Fusty withdrew the
glasses from his eyes. .

“ Land snakes, Jerry 1" he gasped. *That pint you showed
me's a look-out post, and a sentry is standing there with
u rifle on his shoulder. Ain't he? Or ain't he?”

Jorry nodded slowly his curly head.

“He suro is,” he said. “That's what I made out. But
as I might have been going nuts I wanted a confirmation.”
Jerry pushed himself back from the brink and sat cross-
leggod in the dust in front of the patient ponies, knowing
that even the untr{: sharp eyes could not spot them from
thu:.l I?oln-out post below. *“Old timer, what're we going
to do?"”

“A man with a gun—watchin',” growled Fusty. “Let’s
hear what you make of that, kid. I've my own idee.”

Jorry's lips tightened, and he regarded his friend with
solemn stare.

“ Fusty,” he said, “when I rode into Iled Rock and called
on you and Bheriff Jim Ross_askin’ for a job, the State
Bank was robbed by bandits. In the shoot up that followed
8im Ross was killed and I shot Al Rivers, the gunman that
got him. Then the vigilants got hold of me, and I was tricd
and sontenced to a hanging—the mayor, Jasper Privett's
gang swearin’ I killed the sheriffi. And if you hadn’t come
to the calaboose, held up the gaoler, and helped me get
away, I'd have cashed in lonf ago.

“Then Jasper Privett outlawed both of us, Fusty, set
10,000 dollars reward on our heads, dead or alive. And
here we are—and what does that show?”

“Yo're tellin’ me,” grinned Fusty.

Tt shows that it's as I always said it was—Jasper Privett,
the Mayor of Red Rock, is a racketcor, a blackmailer, a
bank robber, and & murderer. Hc's been hunting us,
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Fusty, becauso he scents we're dangerous, and he wants to
kill us under shelter of the law before wo blow up his
little game. And that sentry down there "—Jerry pointed—
“moans that we've stumbled on the bandit stronghold we
thought was up in the mountains,”

“That’'s how I figgered it mysell,” said Fusty, with a
grim smile. *“ And since wo've found it—then what?"

“We'll go back to tho arena, gather up our ?lckl, and
go down the trail with the ponies under covor of the dusk,
when it's not likely the men on watch down there will be
quite so keen,” said Garrison.

“0,K,” Fusty agreed. “I had a good look-see at that
narrow path, too, through the glasses, and it don't look
quite so bad as it might have bin."”

“ Meaning you think we can make it?"

Fusty was no optimist, and his answer was therefore
more than reassuring:

' Bure I”

The sentry on that look-out post might have had the eyes
of & hawk, but if so he did not use them—at any rate,
properl{'e—or else he gave all his attention to the trails and
tracks below and never once loocked up at the mountain
wall behind him.

Had he done so he might have wondered why every now
and then a loose stone hurtled down, or dust ran in rills.
And had he observed these phenomena he might, later, when
Jerry and Fusty were forced for a while to show them.
selves, have scen two men, wearing broad-brimmed hats,
and leading a pinto and a dun pony, swarm down the steep
hillside like cats,

But no man had ever been known to climb up there,
and dan'fer, as a rule, does not threaten from the mountain
peaks. The sentry kept his ﬁ". set the other way.

And 80 by moon up, stealthily and slowly, the two outlaws
approached until Fusty was sitting in a gap between high
boulders guarding Paintbox and Jenny, whilst Jerry, bent
double, crept noisclessly nearer and nearer to the post.

The sentry had grown feverishly impatient when at last
he heard footsteps approaching, and, leaping to his feet,
rasped out:

*“Who goes there?”

“A friend |”

“Advance, friend,” gratod the seniry, *“and give the
countersign.”

_“Mongoose I called out the newcomer, saluting rifle with

rifle.

“CGee!” said the sentry " i'm glad vou've come, Sam!
My logs is tired.  Anything goin' on along thart”

“The boss is plannin’ a raid,” said the new sentry,

The relicved man talked for a while, then wished his
pal good-night and stalked away. The new sentry lit a
cigarctte and sat down on tho rock, his riflo slanting over
his shoulder, head and body making a black silhouectte
against tho moon. And down bhelow crouched Jerry
Garrison, lariat in hand, swinging the coiled loop gently
as_he judged his throw.

Whish ! The loop swung up and settled down over the
head and shoulders of tho rifleman. Jerry straightencd
and drew the loop tight, gave the rope a _\'un?(. and—whop !
—over the top of the rock tumbled tﬁe startled man!

He dropped down on Fusty and Jerry, who broke his
fall, but before he could regain his balance or offer fight—
whack !—Jerry xlammed his right fist to jaw angle, and the
sentry crumpled like an empty sack.

They carried him away and tied and gagged him, after
Jerry hed removed his coat, his gun-belt, and his scarf and
hat, all of which he donned,

“T'm going scouting, Fusty,” said Jerry, as he began to
climb the rock. *“If that polecat starts to wriggle, whop
him another sleeping potion. I'll be back with the

Jerry found the rifle on the unguarded post, empticd its
magazine in case of accident, and crept off like & cat in the

ark.

The bandit's stronghold was of some extent, he found. as
he spied about. Men were ainginlg_rI and gambling in a low-
roofed shanty, lit by oil-lamps. He heard a horse whinny
in @ stable. Across what looked like a playground stood
a pretentions timber shack, whose lighted windows gleamed
in the dark. To this Jerry crept.

A window was open, and the blowing curtains enabled
him now and then to see a group of men soated round a
table, talking, smoking, and drinking, One of them was a
giant, with long hair and a rd, whose name, it seemed,
was Slade—at lcast, that was what the man called him.

“Well, there it is, boys,” this man 8lado said, after drain-
ing his mug end pnlling at a big cigar. “We ride into
Mongoose in the mornin’ and clean-up the bank. All you'll
have to do is to muffle yore faces, draw yore guns, scare
the citizens, end shoot-up any who try to stop our get-
away.
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Whish 1 The loop swung up and seitied down over the head and shoulders of the rifleman.
drew the loop tight, gave the rope a yank, and—whop |—over the top of the reck toppled Lthe startle

“The boss has given me the dope. I know where to find
the keys of the vault and where the gold and stuff is
hidden, We'll clean-up in a few minutes, scatter when we
reach the foothills, and kemn along here by different trails.”

“Hounds good, Mr. 8lade. But what lgout the Red Star
Ranger and Joe McKraw hidin’ up in these hills?"”
challenged ono of tho men.

“Hiding nothing |” answered Slade, with a scowl. *The
boss combed the trails clean. Jerry Garrison and Fusty have
quit the state. An' they're wise. Hang 'em on sight is the
order given, if a bullet don’t kill.”

“When do we start?” asked the grumbler,

“Bun-up—leavin' six of the boys behind to hold the fort.”

Jerry, outside, heard a door open and a man's fect ring
upon the stones. He sidled away. The man caught sight of
Jerry in the moonlight, recognised his clothes.

“Thought you was takin' sentry dooty, S8am?!” he called
out.

“B8o I am—jest goin’ back,” Jerry answered, and he
called out the watchword * Mongoose I’

]Bix minutes later he had dropped down to Fusty's hiding-

ace.

“It's all right, Fusty I” he whispered, whilst the gagged
and bound bandit wriggled helplessly in the dark. *The

lni ride into Mongoose in the morning to rob the Btate

ank. They'll leave six men behind—and as soon as they're
gone we'll take the fort.”

The squirming figure gurgled. Fusty gave it & poke in
the ribs with his boot.

“Lio still 11" he grunted. “Yo're supposed to be dead in
this act 1”

———

The Big Blow Up!

T the end of four hours the relief sentry came to
A change guard. He saw a lone rifle and peered
around, puzzled.
“You there, Sam!" he asked of the night.

Whiz! Wham! Whop! Clatter and crash!
A loop dropped over his head; he was yanked off his
fect and hurtled down over the boulder, followed by his

rifle, to bo chinned and gagged and tied up like Sam—and
Fusty donned his clothes |

It was ncaring daybreak, and Jerry and Fusty had their
ponies ready to rido.

Together they crouched in hiding, watching ponies led
out and ermed bandits mount them, wave good-bye, and

Jarry “"'d':rn':-.ddl and

ride away. Later, from below the look-out post, they saw
Ihe.lltring of horsemen making swift progres: down the
trail.

Jen_-i and Fusty, carrying the borrowed rifles, and look-
ing like Bam and his pal in their borrowed clothes, and
simply bristling with six-guns, advanced into the fort.

Thoy saw a man emerge from a shack carrying a:pail, and
Fusty put a riflo bullet clean through the pan. K: water
Euuhod and the man dropped the container to hold up his

ands, others camne streaming out of the shack.

Braang! DBraang! Braang!

Jerry and Fusty splintered the windows, end plugged the
plank walls with lead, and the men held up their hands.

“1f it ain't Sam and Butcher gone nuts!” moaned ono of
them, looking scared.

“Have another guess,” said Jerry, pulling the sarf awa
from his mouth, tilting his hat brim, and showing the re
star that shone upon his breast. “Your pals are out of
action. I'm the Red Star Ranger. Frisk them guys while I
cover them, Fusty, and lead-fill any who resist,”’

Fusty waddled bow-legged to his work, and relieved the
long-faced and siartled bandits of their six-guns aend their
knives. Then Fusty tied them up hand-and-foot, and they
slumped upon the ground.

*Jerry Garrison and Fusty Joe McKraw | moaned ono
of the prisoners. * An’ ten thousand dollars' reward—coo,
what @ break 1”

“Any more of you rats around hyar?” asked Fuety,
thrusting out his underjaw.

"IJ:Io. sir; we'ro the lot,” replicd tho man who had just
spoken.

“And a punk lot, tool” growlad Fusty. ‘Kid, let's look
around 1"

Jerry and Fusty found the quarters comfortable. The
bunkhouse contained beds and & living-room, the kitchen
being detached. The boss’ house had three reception-rooms,
in one of which they found a roulette board, and dozens o
packs of cards, and poker chips by the hundred. In the
stables were eight ponies, the harness beinineltly arranged.
There was also an oil-shed, a stores shack, a motor-house,
with petrol in plenty. And the way out crossed a ravine
by means of a lowered drawbridge, wide enough to permit of
two ponies going abreast. Below it a ravine dropped a
thousand feet down to & purling mountain stream.

Their examination over, Jorry and Fusty fetched the
ponies, and, loosing the leg bonds of Bam and his pal, drove

Tre GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,
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them up into the fort, where they tied their ankles again ©Who's gonna crash that bridge?” asked Fusty, licking his
for further security. lie'l enviously, for he had wanted to start the petrol fires.
Jerry and Fusty ate at their leisure, sampled the Boss . °1meant to, wart,” said Jerry, with a grin, *But I think
?uda'. fine oigars, and packed sovoral boxcs against the Ll band that plum to you. You'll find tho dynamite in the
uture, :
Joe McKraw searched for and found what ho wanted—a
The day wore pleasantly on. stick of dynamite, with a fuse attached—and this he set

In mid-afternoon the outlaws loosed the feet of the gecurely in a orevice in the middle of tho bridge, and, kneel-
oaptured bandits, and drove them over the drawbridge, ing, lit the touch-paper,

then tied them up in a bunch on the other side. Bzzzz )

They went back and drove the eight ponies headlong out “Time wo was movin’, kid ” he said, with a boyish grin,

of the stable nnc‘l over tho bridg:;‘. and, whl‘a wild|orio|. sent .‘I' he sot s foot in the stirrup and swung himsell up on
i t. trail. enny.

fliaen galloplig 1n panio down the' OOURSA' P} «“ Sfad and his gang went that way,” said Jerry, pointing.

That done, they omptied tins of petrol i every building, “Well T oth
and Fusty took their own ponies across. Jerry, grinnin o'll go totner, Dbut C
from n{)yto ear ;Io thinkfhgwdvgxnkho hqul‘ done mlllllt rﬁ pli‘,.":“;?'wérg“;ﬁ_’;'.;:‘mtl"“ may become hard !’
Jasper Privett, vor of Ro ock, on the raw when he n By . T N .
bo;?d of it, threw ?ighted matches into the petrol fumes and bmw,t'“ s it matter?” he said. “Let's liston to the big

started blaze on blaze. It . ; \
Haunted by the roar of flames, and blinded by choking ];,::S:, ss they reached & turn in the trail.

ut we're nowhere nig'. cur hiding-

smoke, he strode back over the bridge and joined Fusty on In @ moment the bridge was gone, blown to splinters by

the safo side. the deafening explosion. 8ix tied-up prisoners yolled in
terror as the I‘Jurning debris came hurtling down.

¢ § 5§ 9§ 5T #1 § § 5 4 5§ Slade and his bank robbers, riding up the truil, heard it,

toc:i,‘ tctr,mzldhcntslsjn;a(c]l to find thutil:' En:lt bhzinlg] to tul.lm' rill:n

and.the drawbridge gone, so that they could nnt cross the

ON SALE JULY 1st. ravine, and six \E\rhige-hcad crooks, ﬁound hand-and-foot,

all laid out in a row. :
“Who did this?” screamed Slade, mad with passion,

IF YOU WANT FULL though tho bank raid had proved a success, and every man

was weighted down with gold.

“F ' » f th
VALUE FOR MONEY tiad-'l.::t l::;i“t.ho Qted Star Ranger,” gurgled one o 0

“The Red Star Ranger 1" shouted 8lade. *“ Where is he?”
“Ridin' down the Red Rock trail 1" shouted Bam.
Get the 8lade and his men turned and looked. Thiy saw Tusty
and Jerry Garrison streaking on their ponies in'the direc-
tion of the foothills, mere dots on the trail below, and Jerry

66 (1) doffed his hat and waved it as they wont.
MAGNE I “Geot 'em ! Geot’em! Shoot 'em down!” roared Slade.
¢ But the bullets from the volley hit dust u» a long way
short of tho fleeting ponics. And Slade knew that he and

the gang could never ocatch the Red Star Ranger and his
co"tamu'.g a splendld pal, for their horses were tired from the dotble ride, and

the pinto and the dun were fresh,

And so he raised his clenched fists above his head, and
FREE l ' through set teoth utterod anathemas that mado the sun god
° wink and hide in shame behind a cloud.

Then the rain came. But the fire burned on.
“8ome bandits are going to get wet,” said Jerry, as ho

. . g Ty “ .
A Superb Photogravure plate of the “ Flying l %‘l::'t';(ll"a reinproof riding-coat. “That was grand work,

Hamburger " is given away with this splendid Lusty said nothing, but his grunt was almost a chuckle as
paper which also contains a ripping long com- he and the Red Star Ranger rode on.

plete school yarn of Greyfriars by Frank Richards (Jerry and Fusty have smashed wp the gang's head-
quarters, but they've got to smash the gang yet, so look

e § e $ 5 5§ e § et § e § 5 e 6 g ~svmmetdy  out for thrills next week!)
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