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Lord Conway, a fugitive from the police in connection with 5 ten thomand

pounds diamond theft, finds loyal helpers and safe refuge at St. Jim’s.

But Tom Merry & Co., the faithful supporters of Gussy’s elder brother,

are not prepared for the treachery of a cad of the school who suspects
their secret! .

CHAPTER 1.
Bad News!

& POST“MH N 17 -
Six or seven juniors of St. Jim’s, crowded in the
doorway of the School House, shouted “Hurrah 1”
as Blagg, the postman from Rylcombe, was seen toiling
across the quad in the hot August sunshine.

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther and Manners were lean-
ing up against the door, apparently too tired by the hot
weather to stand without assistance. J
Herries and Digby were sitting on the stone balustrade
outside. Arthur Augustus, the swell of the Fourth Form,
stood in the middle of the doorway, in the most elegant
attitude. Hot as the W?etéler was, Arthvgr AﬁguZus (P’Ar;iy
did , not, y, n any support. e stood quite
erect, 'withagpis eyeglass screwed into his eye, watching the
old quad. .

1t was a half-holiday, and the weather was blazing.
Cricket practice, by common consent, had been postponed
till the sun was a little lower; and there happened to be
no special match on that afternoon. It was just the weather,
as Blake of the Fourth had suggested, for a run up the
river.

Baut alas !

Funds, which were always in a fluctuating state in the
junior Forms at St. Jim’s, were “down ” now—very down.
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—the Terrible Three of
the Shell—were stony. - The chums of the Fourth were
almost in the same hapless condition.” Only Arthur Angustus
D’Arcy was able to scrape up a few odd shillings. It was
just the afternoon for a nice little excursion, and tea at a
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riverside inn—but funds were wanting. There was one
ho; the afternoon’s post.
he juniors of the School House—like most juniors of the
school—lived always in hopes of a remittance arriving.
They had their regular allowanees of pocket-money, but they
had, as a rule, affectionate uncles and aunts, or elderly
cousins, or even grandfathers, who sent them extra tips.
And besides the regular relations, so to speak, there was
always a possihlht{ of a stray uncle or aunt turning up
and sending a little reminder in a financial shape. And
the juniors had agreed to wait till the afternoon’s post came
in, to ascertain whether a remittance might arrive. Nobody
was expecting one, as a matter of fact. But, as Monty
Lowther pointed out, it was the unexpected that always hap-
};:ened, And there was a chance that the unexpected might
appen that afternoon.
D’Arcy’s “governor,” in icular, might send even a fiver
—and even five shillings, let alone five pounds, would*have
been very welcome to the stony juniors. They waited for

‘the postman—and the postman was late. Perhaps Blagg

found his bag heavy to carry through the dusty lanes on that
blazing afternoon. Perhaps he paused at certain wayside
places of refreshment. At all events, he was late, and the
juniors were growing impatient. It was too hot to be angry,
or they might even have lost their tempers.

The sight of the postman toiling in was a welcome relief
to all. Never had the squat figure of Blagg seemed so
pleasing to the eye.

Arthur Augustus D*Arcy scanned the postman through his
eyeglass, and then turned that gleaming adornment upon
the chums of the School House.

“I've eiOt a wippin’ suggestion to make, you chaps,” he
remark

Blake yawned.
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“Wait till the cool weather comes,” he said. “We can
stand it better then.”

“Weally, Blake—" ] .

“Let’s ﬁfave it in the autumn,” said Monty Lowther, with.
& nod, “of, better still, in the winter. Or perhaps you coulfi}
make it while you're at home in the vac and we needn’t
be bothered at all.”

“ Weally, . Lowthah——" . . _

“Blessed if Blagg isn’t crawling like a blessed cater-
pillar 1” said Tom Merry. “Suppose we go and meet him.

“Too hot !’ said Digby. :

“Yans, wathah! He may not have a lettah for any of
us, and then it wouid be so much twouble wasted.”

“ Quite right,” said Monty Lowther, with a yawn.

“T was goin’ to suggest that if there is a wemittance for
any of us, we should agwee beforehand to share it out tlxll
alike all wound,” said Arthur Augustus. “If we make the
awwangement in advance, it will be as fair for one as for
anothah.” . «

«“Good egg!” exclaimed Tom Merry heartily. Jolly
good idea! I'm willing |” .

“Same here !” said Digby. “I'm not expecting anything,
so really it will be a ripping idea !”.

“Ha, ha, hal? . ; -

«T wegard it ‘as a good ideah, you.know !” said Arthur
Augustus modestly. “ You see, I may get a fivah fwom my
governah. He's wathah ‘a decent old sort, you know,
though he has his little ways—" ,

“Lord Eastwood is a ripping old sort, and he hasn’t any
little ways |” said Jack Blake. “I decline to allow you to
speak disrespectfully of my esteemed friend Lord East-
wood |”

“You uttah ass!”

“Blagg 1” sang out Monty Lowther. “Blagg! Come
hither, come hither, my little Blaggy, and do not linger
so IJ’ s 5 E

MARTIN

«I’s quite poss that I may get a fivah fwom my governah,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, after bestowing a withering
glare upon Blake, who bore it quite serenely. “And I may
get a wemittancs, t wom my eldah bwothah, Lcn;d Con-
way. Conway-is wathaR*an_ass, but he's all wight!’

«1 should think there ought to be a letter for one of us,”
said Herries thoughtfully. “My pater might be sending
me something. I told him in my last letter that I wanted
a ngir col}ar Bflor ’l“owlsfr.” e

“Bla a urry up ! . .

The gé)gcmt:mal.n gfooked up at the juniors, and grinned
through the perspiration that was clinging to his red face.

“'Fre I am, young gents !>

“Anything for us?” i

“One letter for Master D’Arcy, sir 1”

“Bai Jove |” . .

Blake slapped the swell of St. Jim’s upcn the back.

“Gussy, your idea was simply ripping!” he exclaimed.
“We’ll all share alike—what ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy cheerfully. “I stand by

.the awwangement, of course. Whatevah is in the lettah,

you chaps share in it.”.

13 on »

“Hear, hear!” ) -
© “Pway hand it ovah, Blaggy, deah boy; and there’s a
tannah for you!” X

“Thank you kindly, sir!”

“Buck up with the letter, Blaggy !”

“Hurry up!*

“ Quick I” :

The postman grinned, and with a leisurely hand sorted
out the letter for D’Arcy. It was too hot for hurry.

Blake took the letter from the Rylcombe postman’s hand
and tossed it to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“There you are, Gussy!”

“Thank you, deah boy!”

Blagg shouldered his bag again, and went round the side
ffttthe House. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy glanced at the
etter.

_“Oh, it’s not fwom my governah !”

“Don’t say it’s only a  tailor's bill!® groaned Monty
Lowther. “Ha, ha, ha!” ~ :

“Nothin’ of the sort, deah boy! .It's fwom my majah,
Conway, and I shouldn’t wondah if there is sumethin’ in

P

]

“Open it and see!” shouted Manners.
. “Yaas, wathah!” . ;

Arthur Augustus inserted a penknife in the envelope, and
slit it open. He drew out tﬁe lettér from within. The
juniors watched him eagerly; there was no enclosure—
merely the letter, and nothing more.

Jack Blake gave a snort.

“I'm rather inclined to agree with you, Gussy—Conway
is-rather an ass!” ‘ ;

Arthur Augustus nodded as he unfolded the letter. He
glanced at it, and his look became fixed.

A strange, startled look came into his face, and the colour
ebbed from his cheeks, leaving his face deadly white. His
eyeglasil dropped from his eye, and swung at the end of
the cord. ‘

‘Oh!' Good heavens!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy muttered the words in a low,
choking - voice, and staggered back.

“Gussy !”

“What is it?” .

“What’s the matter, Gussy, old man?”

“Bai Jove!” '

Jack Blake clapped D’Arcy on the shoulder. - All the fun
was gone out of his face. His chum was in trouble; he
could see that. i t

“What is it, Gussy? Is it bad news from home?”

“Oh! Yaas, wathah! Poor old Conway !”

. “Not—ill 27 . .

“Tll! No.” :

“Not——"" Blaké could not speak the word.

D’Arcy shook his head. . .

“Dead? No—he's all wight. Oh deah! Poor old Con-
way! The idiots!”

SRR

“The uttah asses!”

“What!”

“I—I—I'm sowwy !” said Arthur Augustus. “I—TI can’t
§ho_w'gou the lettah, deah boys. I—I can’t tell you what’s
m 1t ! ’ ’

“Can’t we help you, Gussy?” ¥

The swell of St. Jim’s shook his-head miserably. -

“No, deah boy. It’s imposs.” : . ’

“Lord Conway is in trouble?”

“Yes; howwible twouble !”

“We won’t ask you any questions, Gussy, if you don’¢
want to answer them,” saild Tom Merry quietly. “But if
we can advise you—"> .

“I'm afwaid you can’t, Tom Mewwy, old son. You'll
hear all about it soon, I suppose—fwom the papahs.”

The juniors stared at him.

“¥From the papers!” exclaimed Digby.

“Yaas 1” ¢

“Good heavens!” said Tom Merry. “What is it—an
accident ?”

“No I

“Then, what—— But I won’t ask you. If we could do
?.nytlglmg, Gussy, you'd tell.us; mind, we’re ready all the
ime.

“I—1 know that, deah boy. I—I think I will wetiah now.
I—I've had wathah a shock! It’s thwown me into quite a
fluttah ! Poor old Conway !”

Arthur Augustus thrust the letter into his jackét pocket,
and moved away towards the staircase. The others did not
follow. They knew that the swell of the School House
wanted to be alone.

They remained in the doorway, staring at one another.
Snipe of the Fourth came by, with a quick, inquisitive
expression on his face. Snipe iad caught a few words, and
he was very curious.

“ Anything wrong ?” he asked.

“Mind your own bizney !” said Blake gruffly.

The cad-of the Fourth turned to Tom Merry.

‘“ Anything wrong with Gussy 7”

“Find out !”

“Oh, all right, I will!” )

Snipe turned towards the stairs.” Tom Merry stepped
after him, and laid a heavy hand upon his shoulder.

“Don’t bother Gussy now, Snipe; he’s had some bad
news from home and he doesn’t want to be worried.”

“I suppose I can speak to a chap if I like?” said Snipe

_defiantly.

“No, you can’t!”

“Look here, Tom Merry——" .

“If you put a foot on the stairs, Snipe, I'll sling you
down them head first,” said Tom Merry, in low, quiet tones.

Snipe gave him a savage look ; but. he did not go upstairs.
He swung away, and went out into the quadrangle.

“1 wonder what the matter can be?” Blake said, in a
low voice. ‘It must be something pretty bad to cut Gussy

-like this.”
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“Yes; it’s rotten !” . .

“I don’t think P’ll go out this afternoon,” Blake said.
“You fellows can buzz along, if you like.” | :

“1 don’t feel much inclined to go out,” said Tom Merry.

“Same here !” )

“I think the same.” : .

The juniors were all of the same mind. Many a time
they had made fun of their elegant friend, but in a time
of trouble there was only friendship and honest con-
cern in their hearts. What was the matter? They ecould
not tell; but they were too deeply concerned for D’Arcy to
think of a holiday that afternoon.

They hung restlessly about the doorway of the School
House. Arthur Augustus had gone up to his studfr, ‘and he
did not come-down again. After a time Jack Blake went
upstairs to the. Fourth Form passage, . - : P ;

Ho paused outside Study No. 6. The door was closed.
Blake listened for a moment; he did not want to disturb
D’Arcy. X : . - ) -

Thero was a long, deep, quavering breath in the room—
almost like a sob. The swell of St. Jim’s was there. )

“Qh deah! Poor old Conway! It’s feahful! What evah
shall I do? Oh deah!” :

Jack Blake passed on with a clouded brow. He could not
force the confidence of his chum; but his heart ached for
D’Arcy at that moment, and he wished that his chum would
tell him what was the matter. . :

—-——

CHAPTER 2.
_ The Man in Hiding!

« LACKERS!” said D’Arcy minor—more gencrally
known in the Third Form'as Wally. —
The Third Form junior paused in the doorway
of the School House, and directed his remark to
Tom Merry & Co. The chums of the School House did not
usually “slack,” but certainly they looked as if they were
slacking at the present moment.

“Rats ! said Monty Lowther. .

“Slackers !” repeated D’Arcy minor. “What do you
mean_ by hanging -about the House on a sunny afternoon
like this?*

“More rats!” .

“Still, it’s just as well,” said Wally. “I've come to look
for you. I want you.”

“What’s on?” .

“Blessed if I know!” said D’Arcy minor. _“But it’s
rather mysterious. I suppose you know the old barn in
the Wood Field 7 n

“Yes, rather !” -

“There’s somebody there !”

“(Eh?), e - =22 . . .

“There’s somebody there,” repeated Wally, “and it’s jolly
mysterious! I thought I'd come and fetch some of the
fcllows to have him out.” ' . .

The juniors stared at D’Arcy minor. They did not quite
understand what he was driving at.

“Look here! Are you pulling our legs?” demanded Tom
Merry.

“Not at all.” ’ ¢

“Why shouldn’t there be somebody in the Wood Field
barn? 9,"I'ramps often go to sleep there. ~Who is there—a
tramp ?

“I don’t know. This is the how of if,” said D’Arcy
minor. “I dropped into the‘barn——->

“You've been elimbing on the roof 7’

“No, ass. I've been over to Wayland, and I passed
the barn on my way back. I had Pongo with me, and
Pongo ran into the barn. Of course, I thought he had
gone after a rabbit, and I followed him. A rabbit would
have come in all right for tea in the Third Form Room,”
explained Wally. :

“You poaching young rascal!” :

“Qh, draw it mild! It's not my fault, I suppose, if
Pongo goes for rabbits,” said - Wally warmly. “Well, I

followed Pongo into the barn, and I heard somebody

scuttle up the ladder into the loft as I went in.”

“Ho wanted to get away from Pongo, I suppase.”

“Qh, rats! It wasn’t a rabbit—or if it was, he had the
feet of a man and a very decent pair of boots on,” said
Wally. “That was all I saw The trapdoor slammed down,
and when I went up the ladder it was tight, and I
couldn’t open it.” . !

“What did you go up the ladder for?”

“I wanted to look into the loft.” o

Monty Lowther shook a warning finger ‘at the scamp of
the Third. »

“Curiosity, my son, is a_serious vice——" he began. But
the hero of the Third Form interrupted him without
geremony. ‘ ' . . : i

“Oh, bosh! Don’t play the giddy ox! I came here to
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get some fellows to have the chap out, whoever he is,?
said Wally. ; :

“Jameson and Gibson_have gone over to Ryleombe; like
a pair of silly asses, so I'll fake you kids, if you like.”*

The Fourth Formers and Shell fellows looked ‘speech-
lessly at Wally. To be called kids by a fag of the Fhird -
Form was a little too much. o b

“You cheeky young ass—" began Manners .wrathfully,

“Oh, cheese 1t! Where’s Gus?” :

“In the study,” said Blake. - ; ¢

‘Wally snorted. i - ‘ :
. “What on: earth is he doing in the.study om a blazing
da‘g 1\%:1(3 this?” he demanded. “Got an impot?”

5 e

"“What's_the -row, then?”. . ‘

The juniors were silent. Wally was D’Arcy’s younger
brother, and perhaps.entitled to know that there was bad
news from home. But, after all, it was the business of
Arthur Augustus to tell him if he was to be told.

“Better ask him,” said Blake, after a pause:

Wally looked from .one to another in surprise..’

“What’s on?” he demanded. . “I can see that there’s
something on. Anything ‘the matter with old Gus?”

“Ask him; he’s in the study.”

“My only Aunt Jane! What's all the blessed mystery
lq})(ou,g?" demanded Wally. “Well, I'll ask him, if you
ike. .

The fag tramped into the House and up the stairs. He
stopped” at Study No. 6 in the- Fourth Form passage and
kicked at the door, and then turned the handle. The door
did not open; it was locked. -

Wally kicked again on the lower panels, and augmented
I"“i summons by hammering upon the upper ones with his
fist. ~ R

“Gussy !” he roared.

“Hallo! Is that you, Wally, deah bdy?” -

“Yes, rather! Let me in.” --- ~

“I—I don’t want to be disturbed just now.”

- “My only Aunt Jane! Are you beginning to take a nap
in the afternoon, you blessed old fogey?” shouted Wally.

“Weally, Wally—" N

“I want you to come out.”* o

“Imposs.” .

“I’ve .got something on,” said. Wally. “Look here—"

“I’'ve got to go out and keep an appointment in about
half an hour, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus, without
opening the-door. “Pway excuse me.”

Wally grunted. :

“Oh, I suppose it will take you all that time to get
dressed, then,” he said. “All serene,” you blessed old
duffer 1

“Weally, Wally—* . -

But Wally was gone, and his piercing whistle died away
down the passage. He descended the stairs by sliding down
the banisters, and joined the juniors at the door of the
School House. . -

“Gussy coming out?” asked Blake eagerly.

Wally shook his head.

“No. He says he’s got to keep an appointment in half
an hour. Look here, will you fellows come? My view
is that there is something up.”

“How do you mean?” -

“Well, you remember.there were a blessed lot of footpads
hanging around this neighbourhood last week,”” said Wally.
“ A couple of silly duffers were. robbed.”

“I was one of them,” said Blake, frowning.

“Yes; I said duffers,” said Wally cheerfully. “Well,
some of them have been arrested, but not all. I shouldn’t
wonder if that chap hiding in the barn was one of the gang.
He may have nipped-in there to keep out of the way of
the police. Anyway, he’s-up to no good, or why should
he slither off into the loft, and fasten down the trapdoor
when he heard somebody come into the barn? The barn
is jolly lonely, and it’s pretty clear to me that he’s sneaked
in there for no good.” - )

Tom Merry nodded slowly.

“T shouldn’t wonder,” he said. “But it’s a good.quarter
of an hour’s walk from here; and I should think he would
be gone before we got there.”

“Not if he’s one of that gang. He wouldn’t dare to cross
the fields in daylight. The police are still looking for them,
and all the keepers on the estates round here have been
warned to look out.” -

“Might as well go,” said Digby “If Gussy is going out
to keep an appointment, he won’t want us; and it’s no good
hanging about doing nothing.” :

“Quite right!” . i

“Pll take you there,” said- Wally loftily. “If ii’s a
footpad in hiding, it will be a feather in our cap to bag.

.

him, and it ‘will make the New House':chaps simply green, -

with envy. Figgins & Co. will be simply wild.” =~ - -
That was enough to decide ‘the School House juniors.”
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Creak—crash ! ¢ Look out!’ yelled Manners, but hia
warning came too late. The ladder, not strong enough
to stand the strain that Tom Merry & Co. put on it,
suddenly broke in half. = The four juniors descended
in a wild heap, and let out yells of anguish as_ they
smote the floor. “Ow! Oh! Yaroogh!2
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They had nothing to do, and a chance of scoring over the
New House was not to be neglected. i

“We'’re on,” said Tom Merry.

“Yes, rather!”

“Buck up, then, and come on.”

And, with Wally in the lead, the School House juniors
crossed to the gates, in-the westering sun.

Wally gave a shrill whistle, and Pongo bounded up.
Herries paused. 5

“Might as well fetch Towser,” he remarked. “If there’s
a dangerous character in the barn, Towser’s the dog to
tackle him.”

“Oh rats! He’ll fight with Pongo,” said Wally.

“You can carry that mongrel.”

“That’s all very well, but——"" -

““I’ll catch you wup,” said Herries, and without any
further argument, he hurried off to the kennels behind
the School House for Towser, the bulldog.

Herries overtook the otherseat the stile in the - lane.
Towser was with him, and Towser made 'a straight line
for Pongo. Wally caught his shaggy favourite up in his
arms just in time-to save him from being pinned.

“Look here,” roared Wally, “you keep your beastly
brute off my dog !” :

“You keep your beastly dog out of his reach!” retorted
Herries. “Not that there’s much danger of Towser touch-
ing him. Towser’s rather particular what he bites.”

Wally glowered, and marched along with Pongo’in his
arms. . In the westering sunlight the juniors reached the
ol@ barn. With a growl, Towser ran into the barn—he had
evidently smelt the presence of a stranger.

There was the sound of a loud bang.

““That’s the trapdoor,” said Wally. o

The juniors rushed into the barn. It was empty, save for
Towser, who stood in the middle of the stone floor, growling
as in disappointment. .

Up

CHAPTER 3.
The Wrong Man! -

OM MERRY & CO. looked about them in wonder.
The stranger, whoever he was, whose presence
D’Arcy minor had discovered in the barn, was
evidently still there. )

1t was equally evident that he had descended from the
loft after Wally’s departure. Doubtless the loft was a stuffy
place to stay in for any length of time, especially in the
hot weather. But the sight of the bulldog had scared the
stranger to his place of refuge again.

The trapdoor at the top of the steps had banged down
before the juniors could get into the building.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Blessed if I can make it out,” said Monty Lowther.
“ Either it’s one of the footpad gang, as Wally says, or else
it's some humorous joker playing tricks with us.” ’

“We’ll soon see.” . ) ‘

Tom Merry ascended the ladder, and tried the trapdoor
above. It was closed, and seemed to be fastened, for it did
not move under the steady pressure of his hand.

“It’s locked or bolted,” said Digby. :
““Can’t be,” said Monty Lowther. “I've been up in that
loft before. There’s no lock or bolt, or fastening of any

_ kind, on that trapdoor.”

“It seems jolly tight,” said Tom Merry.

“Then he’s standing on it.”

“My hat! He must be!” } )

Tom Merry put his shoulder to the level door, and braced
himself upon the ladder. He exerted all his strength to
) Tue GeM Lirary.—No. 1,383.
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force the door up. Tb shifted ever so.little,.and the ladder
under Tom Merry’s feet strained and creaked.

Tom Merry ceased to press, with a gasp. The task was
beyond his strength.

“Call out to the bounder,” said Wally.

Tom Merry rapped out on the under side of the trap-
door with his knuckles.

‘“Hallo, there!” he shouted.

““Are you there 7” bawled Monty Lowther.

Rap, rap, rap!

There was no reply. .

That the stranger was there, was certain; but he did not
answer, and the trapdoor was not rcleased from above.

“Who are you?” shouted Blake. :

No reply. -

“Look herc! If you .care to show yourself, we shan’t do
you any harm!” Tom Merry called through the trapdoor.
*“We suspect you of being one of the footpads, and we’ro
going to make sure—savvy !” ‘

Silence. - .

“It can’t be an honest man, or he’d answer;” said

anners. “I’m jolly certain it’s somebody in hiding.”

“ Might be one of the Grammar School chaps japing us,”
Herries suggested. . i

Tom Moerry shook his head.

“Can’t be that. He couldn’t have remained here all this
time. He couldn’t guess that Wally would come back with
a crowd of us.” )

“No, that’s so.” .

“It’s one of the -Nobbler’s gang, for certain. Locok here!
You chaps get on the ladder beside me, and brace your-
selves under the trapdoor, and we'll give a big shove,” said
Tom Merry. : )

“Right you are! ; :

The juniors crowded upon the ladder. “Four of them sue-
ceeded in getting their shoulders under the trapdoor, with
their feet firmly f]anted on the rungs of the ladder,

“Now, then, all together!” shouted Tom Merry.

And the juniors gave a simultaneous heave.

Creak! Crashl!

But-it was not the trapdoor that gave way. It was the
ladder. The old, rotten wood did not stand the strain, and
the ladder cracked across and broke. - :

“Look out!” yelled Manners.

»
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School Stories by Frank Richards !

LA ‘" Fillm g %
2 : s (7 LAY g IS ""V"‘

B / /
Z

‘ 3.‘ 4%’“4;’\""/ ' i/

Billy Bunter’s tales about his wealthy, titled re-

lations have always been taken with a grain of

salt by his echoolfellows at Greyfriars. But,  °

amazing as it may seem, Bunter, theimpecunious,
suddenly becomes

Bunter, the Billionaire!

Bunter without a penny in his pocket 18 a vastly
different fellow from Bunter with money to burn.
If you want a real good feast of fun and fiction
read the first of a grand new series of EXTRA.
LONG, COVER-TO-COVER school varns of
HARRY WHARTON & CO., the popular Chums
: of Greyfriars. You'll find 1t'in

The MAGNET

Now on sale at all Newsagents, = - D.
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Bump! Crash! : Bump! . e

Four juniors sprawled on the floor of the.barn with wild -
)e(I} BW 1 3

€« Oh !”

€« Yah !J’

“My hat!”*

The rotten ladder was falling to pieces. Tom Merry
& Co. sat up and groaned. They were not really hurt—only
very considerably bumped. Above them the trapdoor re-
mained sealed as fast as ever.

“Well, of all the asses—" said Wally. -

“You young cheeky fathead—"

“Oh, pick yourselves up and sort yourselves out!” said
Wally, with a sniff. “Blessed if I know how we're going
to _get up to the loft now!”

It was rather a question. . The decayed ladder was in
fragments, and all the king’s horses and all the king’s men
could not have put it together .again, as in the celebrated
case: of Humpty Dumpty. The trapdoor of the loft was
far above the juniors’ heads, and there was po possible
means of reaching it .

“We might climb on one another’s shoulders,” Blake
suggested vaguely.

“Rats! We couldn’t open the door that way.”

B ot hap d ther, I should think,”

“But the chap can’t get down, ei , I shou! hink,”
Digby remarkeg. “Locie here! Tve got an idea!” He
sank his voice to a whisper. “Let’s get out—"

“Bosh!” said Monty Lowther, rubbing his bruises. “I'm
Eot_g&ttmg out till we've collared that rotter, whoever

e 18 ¥ ’

“Ass! I don’t mean to go away for good. Let’s get
out and leave Towser here on guard,” Dig whispered;
“then the chap, if he wants to bo?t, will have to drop out
of the window of the loft. He won’t care to tackle Towser
in the dark, I should think.” -

‘“Not much,” said Herries.

“Well, then, we can make a pretence of going away, and
we can watch in the bush close by the barn, and collar him
as he gets out. He won’t stay here all night—you can be
sure of that, after what’s happened. He’ll know we shall
spread the news that he’s here.”

Digby’s idea seemed a good one. The only objection to it
was: that-it.was gettm% dark, and that at dark the gates
of St. Jim’s were locked by Taggles, the school porter. The
juniors would have to miss calling over. - -

“And that means lines,” remarked Manners.

“Who cares?” said Digby.

“Well, I do, for one,” Blake remarked. “But I think
that if we explained to the Head that we stayed out to
collar one of the footpads who attacked him the other
night, it would be all serene.”

*“1 should think so.”

“We’ll risk it,” said Tom Merry.

“Right you are!”

Herries stationed Towser on the floor of the barn; under
the trapdoor. He pointed to the trapdoor, and Towser
understood perfectly.

“Watch him !” said Herries. “Seize him, Towser !” ~

And Towser showed his teeth with a gleam in the dusk
of the barn. Towser was an unreliable dog in some
respects, but he could be relied upon this time.

‘“Watch him, Towser!”

The words could be clearly heard by the man above
in the loft, and he knew that he was being watched by a
bulldog. And it would have required a very bold man to
jump down from the loft into the very teeth of Towser
n_the dark. ’

The juniors crowded out of the barn. It was getting
dark in the fields, and Rylcombe Wood was a blur. Far
away through the evening haze ihe grey tower of St. Jim’s
soared skyward over the trees .

The juniors stood chatting outside the barn till the dusk
was thick enough to hide their movements. Then they
tra}rlnped away, still talkin§ loudly for the man in the barn
to hear. . ’

Behind a.thicket at some distance they halted.

“Take care now,” said Tom Merry. “This is where Boy
Scouts come in useful. We've got to get back t othat
bush beside the barn without being seen.”

“Right-ho 1 .

The juniors crept back towards the barn through the
thick dusk. In a few minutes they were under cover of the
flowering bush, within six yards of the barn, on the side
where the wall of the loft was pierced by a .window.

Within the barn Towser was patiently watching the trap-
door. Outside the juniors were watching, less fpai;ieni;ly,
but quite ‘as vigilantly, the only window in the loft. There
was no escape for the man hidden there. :

Whichever way. he attempted to leave the loft he was
certain to be seen. And if he remained there, it was only a
question of sending for the police, for the juniors.were

~
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firmly convinced that this man was-a member of Nobbler's
gang of footpads. h .

They waited while the darkness thickened over the fields
and the woods.

Suddenly Tom Merry held up his hand. .

From the darkness had come a sound—tho sound of a

footstep. But it did not come from the direction of the
barn. It came from-the distant road—someone was cross-
ing the field from the road to the barn. g

“Hist!” murmured Tom -Merry.

“Hist yourself 1” said Blake. . N

“Quiet 1 : )

“Rﬂts !1) .

“Someone’s coming,” murmured Tom Merry. “It’s some-
body coming to the barn., ~ Logk here! The place must be
a rendezvous, and that’s another of the gang coming.”

“Sure as a gun,” agreed Monty Lowther.  “Let’s collar
him! Hark!” ' - L

A sharp, clear whistle rang out from the gloom—tywice in
succession. It was answered by a whistle from the barn.

“It’s a signal!” ) -

“My word !”

Tom Merry made a sign to the juniors. The footsteps
came right on, and as a dark form loomed up in the dark-
ness the juniors of St. Jim’s made a rush. In a momcut
they were round the newcomer, and had seized Lim.

There was a startled gasp from the stranger. He
struggled in the grasp of the juniors, but they had him
down on the ground in a twinkling. )

“(Careful 1” gasped Blake. “Hold his hand; he may have
a revolver!” VoL

“Bai Jove!” .

——

', CHAPIER 4.
A Sudden Surprise! -

[} AT Jove!” : )
_ That sudden exclamation from the stranger they
‘had seized stupefied the juniors.
They let him go as if he had become red-hot.

- Blake gasped.

“D’Arcy 17

“Gussy I” murmured Tom Mecrry, dazed.
<o ““Arthur Augustus !” g e
¢ “Great pip!” .

The juniors released the swell of St. Jim’s—for it was
really he. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rose to his feet and
groped for-his displaced eyeglass. He was breathing very

ard. .

“You—you tttah asses!” he gasped.

“Gussy !” e T

“You feahful, frabjous chumps!”

“D’Arcy !” .

“You burblin’ fatheads——" <

”

“Gussy, old man—

“You have wumpled all my clothes and simply wuined
my necktic,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “What are
you doin’ here?? . -

“By Jove!” said Tom Merry. “It’s a mistake. But
what are you doing here? Did you know we were here 7’

“Wathah not!”. .

“Then you didn’t come to join us?”

“Certainly not, you ass!” ’

“Then, what are you here for?” demanded half a dozen
voices at once.. - ’

D’Arcy smoothed down his rumpled trousers without
replying.

“We took you for one of the gang going to join the chap
in the barn.” replied Tom Merry. :

D’Arcy gave a start.

“Chap in the barn!” he murmured.

“Yes; tbere’s_a chap hiding in. the loft over the barn,
‘and ‘we’re going to have him out,” Tom Merry explained.
““We suspect him of being a member of the gang of foot-
pads who attacked the Head the other night, and robbed
you and Blake.”

(13 Ass l!’

‘CEh 2]

“Fathead !” -

“Look here—"

“The man isn’t a footpad, you uttah ass!”

“How do you know?” Blake demanded.

“Weally, Blake—" :

“Qussy knows something about him,” said Digby. “He
was signalling to him as he came up; they whistled 1o cach

“What

-other:®? . -

“My hat—so they did!” exclaimed Manners.
does 1t mean, Gussy 7

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“What do you know about this chap in the barn?”

“Weally, you see—"

#The young ass!” said Lowther. “He might have becen

€
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'ﬁoing into danger, you know, with this scoundrel in the
arn.” - ,

“You uttah ass! How dare you call my bwothah a
scoundwel ?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Monty Lowther staggered in surprise.

*Your brother ?” he cjaculated.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Your brother’s here!” said Blake, ' pulling Wally
forward. -

“Here I am, Gussy!” said Wally checrfully. “What on
earth put it into your head that I was in the barn?”,
‘ rthur Augustus coloured. 3

“I—I—I—" he stammered.

““Oh, you're off your rocker I’said Wally.

“Weally, Wally—" .

-“Well, now you’re here, you can join us,” "said Blake.
“That chap in the barn must have heard us, I supposec;
but it doesn’t matter. We're going to watch for him.”

*“Weally, Blake—"

“We know he’s a had egg, whoever he is!” Blake
excladimed. “Towser’s watching for him in the barn, under
the trapdoor, and we're going to watch here, If he docsn’t

A PROBLEM!

® Quack Doctor (addressing
crowd) : ¢ Two years ago, my
friends, I was a physical wreck.
Now I’m going to tell you what
- wrought this wonderful chux%g.;;

Voice .in crowd :
change P *°

Half-a-crown has _ been
awarded to N. @G, Foster,
Beech  Cottage,  Greenham
ﬁt‘)immon, near Newbury, Berk-

re.

come out soon, it would be a good idea for one of us to
ﬁugboff to the police station in Rylcombe and fetch a
obby.”’

“Good egg!” said Digby. “I'll go, if you like!”

“Well, we can’t wait here all night,” Tom Merry said
thoughtfully. ‘‘And, now that the man has heard us, we
can’t expect to take him by surprise. It would bo better
to fetch a policeman.” )

“I—I—considah—"' : :

*“But suppose it’s only one of the Grammar School cads
playing a jape on us?”’ Lowther suggested. ’

Tom Merry shook his head.

“One of the Grammar School chaps wouldn’t stay out
after calling-over like this for a jape,” he replied.

_“Well, who's going for the bobby? We. can give him a
tip if he’s not wanted after all.  He would do the walk any
time for a bob.” .

“Quite so!”

“Buzz off, Dig, and buck wp.” -

“Right you are!”” said Digby.

Arthur Augustus I)’Arcy caught the junior by the arm.

“Hold on, Dig, deah boy!” he exclaimed.

The Fourth-Fermer stared at him. :

“What for?” he asked. *‘The sooner we get it over, the
better. - There will be a row if we don’t get back to the
school pretty soon.” -

“Yaas,; but—?2

“Blessed if I can understand you, Gussy!” said Tom
Merry, in perplexity. “You whistled when you came up.
bDocs.;that mean that you were signalling to somcone in the

arn ?” :

D’Arcy was silent.

“Do you know who it is?”’

“Yaas,” said D’Arcy at last.

“Who is it, then?”

No answer. . .

“Youwre not pulling our leg?” asked Tom Merry sus-
piciously.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“By Jove!” exclaimied Blake abruptly. “Do you mean
to say, Gussy, that this was the appointment you had—you
were coming here to meet this chap in the barn?”

D’Arcy flushed in the dark. : i

“Yaas,” he said.

Wally chuckled. ;

“Then we’ve been on the wrong track,” he said. “1
suppose it’s_a# lady all the time.” )

“Weally, Wally—"’ )

“If she was a lady, she has jolly big feet, that’s all,”
said Wally. “But perhaps Gussy prefers ’e mbig.”

: : ‘Tae Gea Lisrary.—No. 1,383.
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“You diswespectful young ass—*

“Look here, Gussy, explain yourself !” Blake exclaimed.
“Who is this chap in the barn, and what have you got
to do with him?”

“I can’t explain, deah boys.” X

“You don’t mean to say that you’re getting mixed up with
Lumley-Lumley’s old friends, and Snipe’s friends, the
bookmakers *” ;

“I wegard that question as an insult!”

“Then, what are you making ouu this giddy mystery

about?” Blake demanded, exasperated. “If you know the

chap in the barn, who is it1”

“You—you see——"’

“EBxplain yourself, you ass!”

“Undah the circs—"

“Hark |” shouted Herries. “He’s coming, and Towser’s
got him{”

Gr-r-rr!

Tt was the voice of Towser from the shadowy barn,
growling, yapping, snarling. The juniors rushed towards
the doorway. Arthur Augustus dashed after them.-

«Qall him off I” he shrieked. “Hewwies, call him off I*

“Rats I’> said Herries.

D’Arcy grasped his arm.

“Hewwies, old man, call the bwute off; he’s my
bwothah I”’ = - .

“Towser’s your brother?” exclaimed Herries, in amaze-
ment. g

“No, you ass; the man in the barn!”

“But Wally’s here I” ) ’ )

“My eldah bwothah, you ass—Conway !”

“Great Scott! Lord Conway?” -

“Yaas. yaasl”

“My hat!” Herries rushed into the barn. “Towser!
Towsy! Towsy, come off - Towser! Towsyl” ~

Grrrrrt Grrrrl

CHAPTER 5.
. .~ Wanted by the Police ! -

OWSER was growling furiously.
The interior of the barn was dark as pitch. Tom
~ Merry struck a match and held it up. The light
flickered through the shadows of the barn.

The juniors expected to see a man struggling with the
bulldog, with Towser’s jaws fastened upon him somewhere.

But no man was visible. Towser was standing under the
trapdoor growling fiercely, and the trapdoor was closed.
What had happened was pretty clear. The man had made
an attempt to descend, and had found the bulldog ready,
(a.ind had retreated into the loft again and closed the trap-

oor. |

Herries patted Towser’s head. L.

“@Good old Towsy!” he murmured. “Isn’t he a ripping
dog, you-chaps?”’ . . o

“ A’ little too ripping, if he had started ripping Lord
Conway’s bags with his teeth,” said Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ,

Tom Merry struck another match, and held it up so that
he could see the face of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The
swell of St: Jim’s was pale and worn-looking -

“Is it true, Gussy?” Tom Merry demanded.

“JIs what twue, deah boy?” )

“That it ‘s Lord Conway in the loft?”

“Yaas.”

“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally. “What on
earth is old Conway playing hide-and-seek here for? Look
here, youw're' gammoning, Gus!”

“Weally, Wally—"

“If it was Conway, what did he want to bolt into the
loft for 2"’ demanded Wally. “IPe must have known Pongo
when Pongo smelt him out. It’s all rot!”

“I—I can’t explain—~7"

“You'll have to. The fellows will all chuckle over this.
They’ll think there’s insanity in the family, I should say,”
said Wally. “What on earth—-="

“You mustn’t tell the fellows.”

“Why not?”

“VYou'll see it in all the papahs to-mowwow, I expect,”
groaned the swell of St. Jim’s.

Wally looked startled. The match went out, and from the
darkness came Wally’s voice, sounding strangely husky.

“What is it, Gussy? Is there trouble at home ?”

“Yaas, Wally, deah boy.”

“Bad .trouble ?”’

“Howwid !”

“What’s happened ?”

“I suppose you must all know now,” groaned Arthur
Augustus. “Conway told me to keep it a secwet that he was
here, and I was comin’ here to meet him seewetly. I hadn’t
the faintest ideah that you chaps were here, of course.”
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A voice came from above, The man in the loft had heard
all that was said. The juniors heard the trapdoor open.

“If you will keep that bulldog quiet, I will come down.”

“Towser’s all right, sir,” said Herries. He recognised
the voice of Lord Conway, the eldest son of the Earl of East-
wood, at once. ;

“Very well.”

Herries grasped Towser’s collar with a firm hand. Tom
Merry struck a match, and a handsome athletic form swung
itself out.of the trapdoor, and dropped into the barn below.

It was Lord Conway |

He looked pale, worn, almost haggard now—travel-stained,
torn; but it was the young man they knew well—the man
who had been always a kind brother to - Arthur Augustus,
and a kind friend to all the juniors.

A few months ago he had taken Tom Merry & Co. on a
cruise. in his yacht to the South Seas; and in that voyage the
juniors of St. Jim’s had learned to like the viscount more
than ever. .

The match went out; darkness swallowed up the viscount
iz;nd dthe juniors. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s voice was

eard. .

“T'm awfully sowwy, Conway, old boy. T kept the secwet
all wight. These chaps came here quite by chance. I know
it’s wotten for you. But you can wely upon them to keep
the secwet. That’ll be all wight.”

“You can cerfainly rely upon us, Lord Conway,” said
Tom Merry. “I don’t understand in the least what’s the
matter, or why you should want to keep your visit here a
secret, but if you do, we’ll keep the secret right enough.”

“Yes, rather 1” said all the juniors together.

There was a short silence. The juniors waited for Lord
Conway to speak. -

The viscount spoke at last. His voice was strained and

~husky.

“Thank you, my lads!” he said. “Since you have seen
me, I had better explain. You will see it-all in the papers
to-morrow, in ‘any easé, as Arthur says.”’ ’

“Yaas, wathah!” groaned the swell of St, Jim’s.

“Y am suspected of a crime—"’ 3

“What, sir?” v

“I think you fellows know me well enough to make it
needhelss for me to say that I am innocent,” said the viscoun
proudly. &

“We know that, sir,® ~ - v " =

“Yaas, wathah|” . =

“But suspicion has fallen upon me. It is partly my own
fault—I cannot tell you exactly how. I hope that in a few
daf’_s it will be cleared up—but I cannot tell. But now the
police are in search of me.” i X

:“'%‘Zhe ,g)ohce 1” said Tom Merry, in a horrified whisper.

es. .

“To arrest you?”

€« 'Ye .?’ <

‘“You—you don’t mean to say that there is a warrant oup
fo‘r‘ youx;,arrest, sir 7 muttered Monty Lowther,

" “Good heavens !” = .

“I wrote to Arthur, and told him to meet me here,” said
Lord Conway quietly. “I knew this old barn, and I thought
I should be safe here till I could see him. It is necessary for
me to hide for a few days, and I thought of the old tower at
St. Jim’s, and the secret passages in the School House.
meant to ask Arthur to help me—" .. 1

“Of course, I'll do anythin’, deah boy,” said D’Arey
brokenly. : :

“Now you are all in it~—" )

“We’ll  all stand by you, sir,” said Tom Merry firmly.
“Blessed if I care whether it’s lawful or not. We know
you're true blue, and that’s enough.”

“That’s vewy kind of you, Tom Mewwy.””

“We all say the same I’ exclaimed Blake.

“Thank you!l” said the viscount softly. “It will turn
out all right; I am sure of that. My dear boys, I would
not ask this of you, but—but I have no choice. You will

help to hide me, then? Somewhere in 8t. Jim’s I should . '

think I could be stowed away in safety, and you could bring

me in food when it is safe.’
“Yaas, wathah I —

“We'll do it with pleasure, sir,” said Tom Merry. “We
ha,ven:t forgotten how kind you have been to us many a
time.’ :

““Rather not, sir !’ '

“We’ll stand by you to the finish,” Monty Lowther ex-
claimed.

“Thank you again. There must not be a word said en
the subject of my being here,” said the viscount. “I will
remain here till later, and then you can let me into the
School House. I think I remember- ygu telling me, Blake,
that the secret passage opened from a panel in your study.”

“Yes, sir. It's been serewed aip now, but I've no doubt
we could get the screws out again,” said Blake. -7
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“It’s a wippin’ ideah,” said D’Arey, “and if the police
should ceme, ‘they will nevah think of a secwet passage.
But, of course, they’ll nevah suspect that you are in hidin’
at St. Jim’s.”

“I hope not,” said Lord Conway.
will remain here—"

“Come to the school at half-past ten, sir,” said Tom
Merry. “We will help you in over the wall, and get you
into the School House. You will be safe here until then.”

“Good 1” said Blake. . “That will be after lights out.
We can sneak down from the dorm and let you in, sir.”

“It’s a shame,’”’ the viscount muttered—*it’s a shame to
drag you into this.”

“ Rubbish, sir!”

“Well, you had better be gone now,” sa.,id Lord Conway.

“Leave me now. I

*You will be late for calling-over as it is.’

Ml |
Bt
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“T’ll get up to the study now and look at those screws in
the panels,” said Jack Blake. “Better to have them out
ready. U’ll do that while you others are at prep.”

“Good egg!”

The Terrible Three went to their study in the Shell
passage to do their belated prep, and Blake and Herries and
Digby and D’Arcy went to Study No. 6.

Snipe, of the Fourth, met them outside the study. The
cad of the Fourth was very curious. He had not forgotten
the incident of the letter in the afternoon. His keen green-
grey eyes scanned Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s face very
sharply. :

*1 hope it’s all right now,” he remarked.

D’Arcy looked at him.

“I fail to undahstand you, Snipe,” he said frigidly.

“Your bad news from home, I mean.”

“Weally, Snipe— )

" it seems that your elder brothu: is a thief,” said Knox, with = sneering iaugh. '‘Oh!* The prefect said “Ohl?
as D'Arcy’s fist thudded on his chin, and he went flying through the doarway as if he had been shot from a gun.

“Yaas, wathah! You'll be all wight here, Con, old son?”

“Yes, yes!”

And the juniors shook hands with Lord Conway and left
the barn. The man who was hiding from the police remained

alone in the darkness.

CHAPTER 6.
~ Snipe Discovers!
ILDARE, the captain of St Jim’s, met the juniors as
they came in.
3 He jerked his thumb towards Mr. Railton’s study
oor. - t .

“That's your way,” he said. .

“Vewy well, Kildare, deah boy,”” said Arthur Augustus
cheerfully. .

And -the juniors went in to see the Housemaster of the
School House, and received an imposition apiece for missing
call-over, without saying a word 1n their defence, excepting
that they were very sorry to be late—which was true enough.

“Never mind the blessed lines,” said Tom Merry, as they
left the Housemaster’s study. “We can do them. Lucky
Railton never. asked too many questions.”

¥ Yaas, wathah |” .

g !

*1 hope 1t’s nobody ill—""

“It is not.”

* Anything gone wrong at Eastwood ?”

“Pway mind your own bisney, Snipe I’

Snipe shrugged his shoulders.

“Is that the special D’Arcy brand of politeness?” he asked
sneeringly. = < Where have you fellows been all the time?
I noticed you mssed call-over.” =

*Fmd out!” . s )

And the chums of the Fourth went into their study, and
Blake siamnmed the door with considerable emphasis in
Smgp's inyuisitive face.

The cad of the Fourth stood silent in the passage, an
expression of wonder and spite on his thin, keen face.

“What on earth’s up?” he muttered. “What. does it
mean? There’s something jolly wrong. and they’re mixed
up in 1t—Tom Merry, too, as he went out with them. I'm
jolly well going to get to the bottom of it.”

chk Blake gave a snort as he turned on the light in the
study. -

“Blessed if I can stand that chap!” he exclaimed. “He
gets on my nerves. What does a chap want to inquire into
other chaps’ bisney for?” '

“Because he’s a howlin’ cad, deah boy.”

~ TeE Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,383.
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“You get on with your prep,” said Blake. “Fll find 8

screwdriver and begin on thesé screws. It will be a long

job.” Ty . ce b e
. “We'll take it.in turnps, deah boy.”

“Yes; that’s a good-idea.” - - i i f o .
- Blake;who*wa$ an amateur carpenter in his spare’time,

had a box of ‘tools in his study. He selécted-a screwdriver,-

and” examined the secret panel. The Fourth: Form passage
in> the -School ‘House was one of the oldest parts of. the
sehool. - The ﬁrtitions: between _the studies were modern,
but-the. wall t ran along the back: of them was of oaken

panels, and was part of the original building. .

It was in this wall-that the sécret panel was p‘lacea, which

had been discovered by accident some time before. By the

Head’s orders it had been screwed up to prevent juniors '

from exploring the dangerqus recesses of the secret pas-
sages. . : .
.- The screws were many and strong, and had been driven

* in tightly. It was likely to be a task of some hours—and
a tiring task—to get them all out again. Blake started
work with steady patience. . ’

The study doer suddenly opened, and Smipe  came in’

without knoeking.
* “ Excuse me, you fellows—-"
‘He stopped, staring at Blake. Blake took the screw-

driver hastily away from the screw he was manipulating, .

and turned crimson. He gave the cad of the Fourth a
furious look. ) )

“You rotter !” he shouted. “What do you want?”’

~ Snipe grinned.

,;‘.I’ just looked in to borrow a Latin dictionary—"
“You lying ¢ad!” said Blake. “You came in to spy.”
“Yadsas, wathah! -You are a spyin’ hound, Snipe!”
Snipe gave a shrug.. 2y - ’ :

51 didn’t know yeu were trying.to open the secret panel,”
he said. “How should I know?. What the dickens do you
want to- open it for?” ‘

‘Herries rose from the table. He did not speak a word,
but he seized hold of Snipe and swung him round. -

“Ow I”” roared Snipe. “Ow! Leggo!”

Herries let go, but not till he had planted his heavy foot
fairly behind the cad of the Fourth. .

‘Snipe flew through the doorway as if he had been a shell
projected from a powerful gun. ,

“Yaraooh!”’

He bumped against the opposite wall, and rolled on the
lintgleum. Herries stood in the doorway, pushing back his
cuffs, e
. “Now come im again, if you like!” he said.

_Apparently Ssipe did not like. He crawled up, and

limped away down the passage, muttering furiously to
himself, :

Herries closed the study door.

CHAPTER 7.
In the Night!
IGHTS out in the junior dormitories.
The Fourth Form—the School House portion of
the Form, at all events—were all in bed as Kildare,
. of the Sixth, turned out the.lights.
“Good-night, kids!”
- “ Good-night, Kildare!”’

The dormitory closed. The juniors chatted with one

another from bed to bed, and one by one the voices died
away. - B

But there were some who did not sleep. Blake, Herries,
Digby, and D’Arcy were to meet the Terrible Three in the
Shell passage at a quarter past ten.

¥ When ten o’clock struck most of the juniors were asleep.
Ten minutes later ‘Blake sa} up in bed, and quietly slipped
out and got dressed. Digby and Herries and Arthur
Augustus followed his example. Then the juniors silently
quitted’ the dormitory.

As they crept down the dormitory passage three forms
loomed up dimly in the-gloom. -

“Here we are,” said Tom Merry’s voice.

“Good 1” said Blake.

- “Yaas, wathah!”
_ “Let's get to the box-room then,” said Tom Merry.
*Hush |7 )

The juniors remained silent and still ‘as a faint footfall
was heard in the gloom.

They listened with bated breath. )

If it should be a master or a prefect on his round they
bad a very good chance of being discovered and sent back’
to their dormitories, and in that case what would happen
to Lord Conway, waiting outside the school wall?

The footfall came nearer. ;

““It’s not_a master I’ muttered Tom Merry. “It’s some-
body creeping, and a master wouldn’t creep.’ o
T#e Gem Lisrary.—No: 1,383.
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“It might be Knox, the prefect.?? .

““ Quite poss, deah hoy.”

“ Listen !’* R

The footfalls ceased. - 5ot o & -

In the darkness of the Shell passage, someone was stand-.

ing -within a féw paces-of the chums, buf they caught only

a dim shadow.
- Who was it? Sl DO ; C :
- Not. a master, or a prefect, creeping, abeut .in the dark
}1]11 t‘l()lis mysterious ‘way, careful not to let his footfalls be-
eard. - ; L o . .
A voice came softly from the shadows.
. “Are you duffers there?” : g
Tom Merry gasped.
“Wally 1” X
There was a faint chuckle, ‘ ;
“So you're there?” said the scamp of the Third.
“Yes, you young ass. You startled us.” oz
“Frightened you, you mean?” chuckled Wally.
“ Weally, Wally——"" [ ’ = .
“What on earth are you doing here?’’ demanded Blake.
“Why ain’t you in bed in the Third Form dorm ?” E
“Why ain’t you in bed in the Fourth Form dorm?” de-
manded Wally in his turn, - .. :
“We're out to help Lord Conway.”
“Well, so am 1.”
“You young ass!”
“Yaas, wathah! I certainly agwee with Blake, Wally.

/.

" You are a fwabjous young ass. The best thing you can do

is to go stwaight Dack 4o bed.” 0 s :

T%U which Wally’s reply was monosyllabic and disrespectful.

“Rats ! ;

-“You cheeky young beggar !’ cE owie :

“I’ve got a suggestion to make,” said Wally. “You can
go back to bed, if you like, and leave the whole matter to
me.. Or'Tll come with you. There isn’t any third course.”

Tom Merry laughed lightly. " t

“J suppose we’d better take the cheeky young rascal with
us,” he said. “You can come, Wally, but don’t make a
row.” . A

“Rats!” . 5

“This way to the- box-roons;”” said Tom Merry, and he led
the way, to save further- arguments. * There evidently was
no getting rid of the scamp of the Third, whether he was
of any use in the party or not. .

The juniors ascended the box-room stairs, and went into
the room, feeling their way in the dark. Outside the box-
room was a flat lead of a lower roof, and from that the
juniors had more than once reached the ground by means
of a rainpipe. A rainpipe, however, might not he sufficient
for Lord Conway, and on-this occasion Tom Merry had
provided. a long and strong rope, knotted ‘at intervals
through its length. . i

He drew the rope out of the empty box in which it had
been concealed already, and stepped out of the window
upon the leads. C

One end of the rope was secured to a chimney stack and
the other allowed to slide down inte the darkness below.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his eye
and peered down into the darkness. ¢ I, *

“Bai Jove! That looks a long dwop!” he remarked.

“Let me help you down,” said Monty Lowther. “I could
tiedthe end of the rope round your neck, just under the chin,
an >

“Pway don’t be a silly ass!” . :

“No need for us all to go down,” said Tom Merry. “We
don’t want to go in a crowd and attract attention.”

“ Wathah not 1”2 : . :

“‘iYou Fourth Form chaps had better remain here,
an ____)) . !

“Wats 1”

“You see—2

“You Shell fellows can stick_here,” said Blake, “and—"

“Now, don’t be a silly ehumf s LI

“Qh, dry up, all of you!” said Tom Merry. “TFour of us
can go and meet Lord Conway—the ‘others stay here. I'm
leader, so——" . . . : ’ -

“Ahem! You've made a delightful mistake,” said Blake.
“You see, I'm leader—" : e

“Rats I” said Wally. “As the chap here who has most
hoss sense, I think—" :

“Weally, you know—"

“We're not getting on very fast, are we?” Tom Merry
remarked. “And Lord Conway will be waiting by this
time. Let’s leave it to Gussy, as he is the party most
directly concerned in the matter.” ¢

“Jolly good ideah !” i} . g

«“Well, all right, we’ll leave it to you, Gussy,” said Blake.

“Then I make it hearts,” said D*Arey. “I—I mean, I'll
settle it! Tom Mewwy, Blake, and Wally come with me,
and the west wemain here I ~ o

“What an utterly rotten idea §’ said Lowther.

“8illy, in my opinion | said Manners,
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“ Just like Gussy, though,” said Digby.

“QOh, very like!” said Herries.

“Weally, deah boys—"

“Come on!” said Tom Merry.

And he swung himself down the rope.

D’Arcy and Wally and Blake followed, and the rest of
the juniors remained on the leads of the building, waiting
for them to-return.

With cautious steps the juniors made their. way round
the School House, and cut off towards the school wall.

From many windows in the School House lights were still .

shining—the masters were up, and most of -the Sixth.
But the quadrangle was dark and silent.
The juniors reached the school wall, and Tom Merry
climbed the slanting oak, and reached the top of the wall.
He looked, up and down the road outside.
The night was dark, only a star or two gleaming in the
dusky sky. Tom Merry gave a low whistle.
, It was answered from the deep shadow of the wall. A
* tall figure stepped out into view.
“Is that you, sir?”
“Yes, Tom.” s
“This way, then.”
A minute more, and Lord Conway was helped over the
school wall, and steod within the grounds of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 8.
. The Secret Passage !
HE juriors were trembling with excitement.
The first part of the scheme had worked success-
fully; they had quitted the House in secrecy, aud
Lord Conway had been admitted to the quad.

The next step was to get him into the School House.

Tom Merry took hold of the young man’s sleeve.

“This way, sir!” he said.

“Yes, Tom.” ! ]

“Come on, you fellows!” . d

“Yaas, wathah! Are you all wight, Conway, old boy?”

“Yes, Arthur!”

“IIGIO da}lgah since we left you in that wotten old barn?2
“None.”

»fYou’ve got here without bein’ seen?”

“1 think so; in fact, I'm certain!”

" “Jollay good !” ~

“Quiet 1¥ whispered Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
 “Hush] Hush! . Somebody’s coming ”

They stood stock still in the darkmess. A dim figure
loomed up and passed them as they stood in the black
shadow of the elms. : -

Someone was coming from the School House towards the
wall on the road. < Lo~ .

The shadow passed; the faint sound of footfalls died
away in the deep night.

-Tom Merry. drew :a deep breath.

“That was a narrow shave.” .

“Who was it?” muttered Lord Conway. *“Is there any
suspicion—is someone on the watch?”

“No; it was Knox, the prefect.”

“Knox—a prefect !”

“JY think so; I believe I know his outline. He’s going to
break bounds, and go down to the Green Man in Rylcombe |
It"g ahliﬁtle way he has!” .

“He didn’t see us; ‘and he“won’t be back for an hour or
two at least. Come on!” .
HTom Merry led the way round to the back of the School

ouse.

Lord Conway and the juniors followed him. Tom Merry
groped along the ivied wall for the rope. He found it, and
gave it a jerk as a signal to the juniors on the leads of
the outbuilding.” <

There was a faint whisper from above.

““All serene!” o

“Will you climb first, sir?” asked Tom Merry. “There
are knots all along the rope.” .

“Quite easy, 1 think.”

Lord Conway went up the knotted rope with perfect ease.
The juniors followed him, and they stood in the gloom on
the leads. .

“Get the rope in, Blake!” said Tom Merry, as he led
the way to the window of the box-room.

“Right-ho 1” ) )

Blake coiled the rope over his arm, and was the last in.
The rope was stowed away in the -box it had been taken
from, and Monty Lowther closed the window softly. s

““Where now " muttered ‘Lord Conwa .

“To Study No. 6, sir. You know it well, don’t you?”

The viscount laughed softly gufags s o

“Yes; I've had tea with you there—just before we went
on our voyage to the South Seas,” he remarked.

(Cohtinued on next pages)

MAKE THE AND WIN

JESTER HALF-A-
SMILE CROWN!

Do you know a good jke 2 Ifao, send it to “THE

GEM JESTER,” 5, Carmelite Street, London,” E.C.4

(Comp.). Half-a-crown is awarded to the sender of
every joke that appears in this column.

NOT TAKING CHANCES !
House-hunter: “I want a house in an isolated place, at
lea;}!;i five Xmes frmfllany other residence.”
tate Agent: “I see, sir. I suppose you want i
the simple life.” PR on. went o poaciiae
House-hunter: “No. I want to practise the saxophone !
Half-a-crown has been awarded to W. Rutherford, 64, May-
flower Street, Belfast, N. Ireland.
* * *
L AN EYE TO BUSINESS.
Small Boy (to not-so-famous cricketer): “Can I have your
autograph, please, sir ?” .
Cricketer : “ Whatagain! But I only gave it you yesterday!”
Boy: “I know, but I need five of yours to swop for one of
Don Bradman’s!” . i . . .
Half-a-crown has been awarded to R. Keverne, 77, Wardrew
Road, 8. Thomas, Exeter, Devon. T
- * * *
A LUCKY ESCAPE.
Club Bore (ending long fishing story): *“And would you
believe it—that fish got away from meerter allt” F
Victim : “ Lucky fish. I wonder how he managed it.”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to Ronald James, 8, Canterbury
Avenue, Ilford, Essex.
* * *

A ‘“ HANDY  ANSWER!
Warder: “Hey! What are you doing with that file ? ”
Convict : “ Why, surely you haven't any objection to my
manicuring my finger-nails { i
Half-a-crown has been awarded to William Harris, 25, King’s
Drive, Heaton Moor, Stockport.
* * *
JOHNNY’S SUBJECT!
% Well, boys,” said the teacher, “ you can draw anything you
like this afternoon.” e o
Half an hour later, he inspected the work of his class.’
“ Why, Johnny Brown,” he said, ‘your. drawing paper is
blank. Why haven’t you drawn something ?

Johnny : “I have. It's the Invisible Man!” -

Half-a-crown has been awarded to N. Hodgkiss, 44, West Bank
Street, Salford.
. % ® *

OUT DF TUNE!

Musician : “ When I bought these shoes, you guaranteed me
petfection in everything about them.”"

Shopwalker : “"Quite so, sir. Any complaints 7

- Musician : “Yes. One of my shoes squeaks in D flat, and
the other in ¥ sharp.” i
Half-a-crown has béén awarded to E. A. W. Blake, 112, Dun-
combe Road, Upper Holloway, London, N,19. ) :
* * =
(STOAT)ALLY DIFFERENT !

Teacher : “ What boy can tell me the difference between a
stoat and a weasel 7’

Bright Lad : “ Please, one is weaselly distinguished, and the
other is stoatally different !’ ' -
Half-a-crown has been awarded to Stanley - Prescott, 247,

Newton Road, Lowton, near Warrington, Lancs.

‘ * * .

A WELCOME WARNING ! . :

. | . «
Kind Old Lady : * Here’s sixpence for you, and, by-the-bye

the lady next door wants her rugs beaten.” :
Tramp :. “ Thanks for the warning, ma’am{
Half-a-crown has been awarded to J. S. McCowan, Bengeo

School, Hertford. g " o N .
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“Yaas, wathah l”

“This way, sir.’

The juniors trod away carefully from the box-room They
reached the Fourth Form passage, and Blake opened the
door of Study No. 6. The juniors crowded in, and Blake
closed the door carefully.

“We shall have to have ‘a light,” he muttered. “See if
the blind is down, Tom Merry. I put it carefully down
before I went to bed.”

“Yes, that’s all right.”

“Good !’

Blake struck a match softly, and lit a bicycle lamp which
he had in readiness. The juniors stood, with pale, excited
faces and beatmg hearts, while Jack Blake felt over the
panelled wall

The traces where the screws had been were visible enough
but Blake had filled up the holes with putty, and so the
fact that the screws had been taken out was not immediately
perceptible,

Unless the panels were looked at carefully, no one was
likely to notice that the screws were missing.

Blake was feeling for the spring,

There was a faint click in the darkness.

A wide panel shot open, and a dark aperture behind was
revealed.

Lord Conway stared into it with wide eyes. The opening
did not seem inviting, but it meant safety to him!

“There you are, sir 1” said Blake.

“Thank you, my lad! Is not this secret panel known in
the school 77

“Oh, yes;most of the fellows know about it 1”

“ Then if the police should come—"

“They d hardly think of looking ‘here, sir.”

“But if they did,” said Tom Merry, “there’s a way out—
a secret trapdoor giving on to the roof, and you could get
out that way, and down the ivy into the quad. Of course,
that would be only as a last resource.’

Lord Conway looked reflective.

. Once when I came here,” he said,
amateur _theatricals. -
beards and moustaches and. greusepmn -

“We've got them now, sir.”

“Then I think I will. borrow. some,” said Lord Conway.

“1 have done 'something in the amateur theatrical- line

- myself, and T-
save me if I am driven from thxs retreat.”

.“Bai Jove! What a wippin’ ideah !”

“Rlppmg"’ exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Good egg!” said Monty Lowther. “Suppose we dis-
guise you now, su‘, before you go into the passage, in case
it should be needed ?*

Lord Conway hesitated.

“I don’t like keeping you out of bed,” he sald “I—"

“O"h rot, sir!” sald Tom Metry. .. *“We want to help

ou!

“Very well, then »

“The thmgs are all in this study,” said Tom Merry
“We can give you a change -of clothes, and any dlsguue
you like.”

“Yaas, wathah!” '

And the juniors lost no time.

“you had a show on—

—_—

CHAPTER 9.
In Hiding!

ORD CONWAY waited while Blake dragged out the
chest under the cupbodrd which contained the
clothes used by the juniors in the theatrical perform-
ances, and Tom Merry opened the case of grease-

paints and powders

“Here’s some clothes that would do, I think,” said Blake.

He sorted out a shabby black suit of clothes. It was &
man’s size, and had been worn in som@&play by a man-
servant. In their little shows the juniors sometimes pressed
a gardener into service for parts a boy could not take. The
suit was shebby and respectable, and very different from
the viscount’s own clothes. Lord Conway seemed to shiver
a little as he looked at the things, but he nodded his head.

“Bai Jove! ‘I don’t think anybody would wecognise Con-
way in those feahful clothes 1” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather not »

“Don’t make a row!” said Wally severely

“Cheeky young beggar !”

“Will you put them on, sir?” Tom Merry asked. @

“ At once!”

Lord Conway changed his clothes. The difference in lrus
appearance was startling when he was clad in the suit of
shabby clothes. s

“Bai Jove, what a dlﬂewence 5
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-stair the junior halted; the lamp
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“Now some smudges on the face,” said Blake.

Next, Lord Conway’s eyebrows were roughened up and
touched with charcoal, and a dab-of red was smudged on
his nose,

In the dilapidated-looking man of mlddle age now repre-
sented, few would have dreamed of recognising the hand-
some young viscount, .

“Bai Jove, it’s wonderful ! "’ ejaculated D’Arcy.

“A1,” said Wally.

o That is wathah a vulga.h e‘{p“esslon, Wally—"

“Br-r-r-r!”

“Weally, you young wascal—"

“Now, we’'d better get you some bedclothes, sir,” said
Tom Merry. “You will want to'go ‘to tleep m the -secret
passage.”

Lord Conway shook his head. = *

“I have been accustomed to roughing. 1t in the
“I can sleep on a hard floor very
well.”

“But we can get the things, and—"

“If the -passages were searched,, they would be found
here, and it would be a proof of my presence, and of com-
plicity on the part of someone in the school.”

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that 1?

“I suppose you're right, sir,” said Tom Merry slowly;
gbut it will be horribly uncomfy for you to sleep on the

oor.

“That is little.”

“ Luckil g the nights are very warm this time of year,”
Blake said. “You won’t be cold. But—-—

“I shall be all right.”

“ As for grub, you can nip out into the study and get it,”
said Blake. ““We’ve got a lot in the cupboard here ready,
and T've packed this little bag with sandwiches and cake
and a bottle of ginger-beer. = You can hang it on your
shoulder.”

“Thank you, that was very thoughtful.
get hungry.”

“Now we’ll show you how to get out of the passage if you
have to.”

““ Good ')’

The juniors entered the secret passage.
panel after the last of themhad entered.

Before the juniors lay .the .mysteripus recesses of the
ancient building; haunts wherein the olden time monks had
hidden from their persecutors, and.where—if old tales were
true—many a secret orgy had been celebrated by the
brethren of the cowl and sandal.

Black passages, tenanted by spiders in myriads, w1th
great webs stretched across in the darkness; stone steps,
rotting with age and mould grim, dark walls of stone!

Blake paused, lamp in hand at the foot of the stair that
wound upward in the thmkness of a great stone wall.

.“Here we. are ! he said.-

“Where does that leud? asked Lord Conway.

l“To the roof of the School House—the oldest part of the
place 2

“Lead on, then,” ’

Blake ascended the spiral stair. It was -narrow and
choking. The air was misty and hea\f}, At the top of the
leamed upon solid stone
round him, with no trace of an outlet.

Lord Conway leoked puzzled.

“Tt looks to me like the end of a blind alley,” he said.

Blake nodded.

““1t looks like it, but it isn’t,” he said. “Look here !’

He pressed upon the corner of a huge square stone.

It turned as on a pivot, and a breath of fresh air came
through. Lord Conway looked out of the opening.

“You can get out on_the roof,” said Blake. “In the
corner—yonder by the chimney- stack——theres thick ivy to
climb down on, and under the ivy are hidden points of
stone for the hands to take hold of. - It was all arranged,
five hundred years ago or more, by the chaps who used to
dig here.”

“It’s wonderful 1” said Lord Conway

“Jolly lucky for us now !” said D’Arcy.

Blake closed the stone, and they descended Ten minutes
kafterﬁthey stood by the secret panel in the wall of Study

I shall certainly

Blake closed the

“Will you sleep in the study, Con, old boy, and wetiah
into the secwet passage in the mornin’ 2 D’Arcy asked.
“It would be more comfy:”

Lord Conway shook his head.

“No, I will be on the safe side—accidents I\ught happen.”

“ Vewy well.”

“ And now, %ood-mght 1” said the young man in a moved
voice. “I shall never be able to thank you sufficiently for
what you have done for me.”

“QOh, rot, sir 1” said Tom Merry. “It’s nothing l"‘

““ Wathah not{”

(Continued on. puge 14.),
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'HALT HERE, CHUMS, FOR YOUR EDITOR’S CHAT.

Let the Edit

be your p'al’.' Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :

%

The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,
- Farringdon St_reet,'London, E.C4.

ALLO, chums! ‘-Have you ever
noticed what widely-separated
- - k

parts of the world readers who as
for Pen Pals write from ? If you
keep your eye on the feature at the foot
of this page for a few issues, you can read
addresses in practically every country
in the world. It shows that fellows appre-
ciate a good thing like the GEM wherever
th«;{ are ! g
o wonder, when Martin Clifford writes
such ripping yarns. He is at the top of his
form again next week, in a grand, long
complete story entitled :

« THE BOY FROM NOWHERE !**

Mystery and thrills are the twin key-
notes of this great yarn. A strange new
boy arrives ab the school—a boy who
knows neither his name nor where he comes
Arom. What is the mystery of this new-

jcomer ? Who.is he ¢ Where does he come
from? ‘These are the problems that
baffle Tom Merry & Co., and Martin

Clifford’s masterly powers of story-telling

,weave around this unique situation a
yarn that will grip you to the last word.

Next week's issue contains anothel

instalment of our magnificent serial,

of course, and there are all the usual

- features—*“ Tom Merry’s

“The Gem Jester,” * The

Editor’s Notebook,” and so0 on. :

So step it out to the newsagent’s next

Wednesday, chums !
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THE FLYING TUG !

If recent experiments are anything to
go by, the day is not far off when aero-

lanes will cover the whole world towing
ines of gliders filled with goods behind
them, During the tests which have been
made, a powerful plane took off with three
gliders in tow, took them wup to a good
height, and then made long flights across
country, while the pilots of the gliders
released their aircraft one by one, and
volplaned to earth. It is hoped that, ‘in
the future, a * flying tug ” will be able to
start off from, say, London, with a string
of gliders in tow, and will then travel to
distant destinations, dropping the gliders
at various points along the route. .

BEES * CLOCK IN * TO WORK !

A bee-keeper who wanted to know how
hard his charges work has just perfected a
really amazing device which records every
time a bee enters or leaves the hive. It
‘consists of what is known as a selenium
cell operated by .an invisible ray. The ray
shines across the entrance to the hive and
on to the selenium cell. When a bee gets
in the path of the ray, it cuts it off from
the cell, which then, by a complicated

PEN PALS COUPON
18-8-34.

HEas
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system of electrical impulses, operates a
recording instrument. When first tried
out the system failed becaunse some of the
bees came horme drunk with honey, blun-
-dered into the delicate instruments at
their * door,” and put the apparatus out
of order! But the device has now been
perfected; and its records show that, during
the “ rush hours,” about one hundred bees
pass through the hive every ten seconds.

A LIGHTNING FREAK ]
“ Lightning from the clouds plays queer
tricks when it strikes the earth, bub
rarely has there been such a freakish
-discharge as that which struck a man
at Ramsgate. The * victim ”’ was hurrys
ing into his hotel to shelter from the terrific
downpour of rain which accompanied the
thunderstorm when he stepped on a wire
mat charged with electricity, and received
a terrific shock. The lightning didn’t kill
him, for, apart from -the shock to his
nerves, the only damage done was to his
back collar stud, which was completely
burnt away. What happened was that the
electricity ran through his body till it
reached the metal centre of the stud, and,
in passing throuih this, generated so
much heat that the celluloid in the stud
caught fire.

- WHAT’S A BOLOMETER ?

James Reid, a GEx reader at Streatham,
wants to know what a bolometer is. It's
an instrument used for measuring heat,
Jim, and is”80 sensitive that it can detect
the heat of a candle five miles away.s
During the War, experiments were made
with_bolometers to try to trace enemy

. aircraft at night through the heat of their
engines, and In some. cases the bolometer
picked up the tracks of a raiding aircraft
Iong before it could be heard even by the
sensitive microphones used by the anti-

_aircraft batteries. 5 .

IT MADE ME LAUGH !

Fh:st Actor: * Hallo, Jones, I hear
you’ve got a part in a new show. What’s
the salary ? ”’

Second Ditto:  « There isn't any.

-But we eat a real pudding in the second
act!?

EDITOR.

THE

o
mebte oty

J. B. Jones, 5, Acacia Grove, Eugliaheombe Park, Bath,

A tree Teature which brings together readers all over the
world for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to
each other. 1If you want a pen pal post your notice, together
with the coupon on this page, to the address given above.

.. Migs Phyllis van Rensburg, 112, Henry Street, Bloemfontein,
Orange Free State, South Africa, wants girl correspondents in
US.A. Sport; films; age 17-20. .

Crichton, P.0. Shannon, District Bloemfontein,

Orange Free State, South Africa, wants to_hear from stamp
collectors ; age 12-15.

" Cecil Sheppard, 555, Hovel Street, Albury, N.5.W., Australia,
weits & pen friend, age 16-17, interested in science and who
would like to learn a little about Australia.

__Ron Hudson, 26, Bartle Avenue, East Ham, London, E.6,
wants pen pals in Ireland, Hungary, Rumania, and Italy ;
age 16-}’;1 ; swimming, tennis, sports, and books.

“Pillon Marsh, P.O. Hamburg, Cape Province, South Africa,
wants pen pals. .

. Miss Lily B. Hartley, 19, Henover Crescent, Brighton,
‘Sussex, wants girl ‘correspondents in England, Scotland, and
Ireland ; films, story writing ; age 13-15.

A. 8. Taylor, 64, Broomfield, Adel, Leeds, 6, Yorks, wants a
pen pal, preferably in the British Isles; age 12-20; home
cinemas, county ecricket, Test matches.+

Som., wants to hear from readers who have made a hobby
of the old issues of the * Schoolbdys’ Own Library.” )
Miss Patricia Weekes, 64, Harri n Drive, Lenton Sands,
Nottingham, wants a girl correspondent in Africa, Australia,
or America ; age 11-15; films, sports, stamp collecting.
Miss Friede Salmon, 73, Seen Keen Terrace, Causeway Bay,
Hong Kong, ' China, wants girl correspondents in Hawaii,
Europe, Canada, and U.S.A. Age 15-17. !
Bernard H. Brodie; Cricklewood, Chesterfield Road, .Orange-
zicht, Cape Province, South Africa, wants pen pals interested
in sport; age 13-16.
Peter Watts, Rippledene, Road,
Middlesex, wants pen pals; ‘age 11-13; music, engineering
Isidore Sacks, Hotel Rio Grande, Muizenberg, South Africa,
wants pen pals interested in sport ; England and Australia ;
age 14:16. N %
g;l[iss Phyliis Russell, 110, €ampbell Street, Hobart, Tasmania,
Australia, wants to hear from Guides ; interested in sports ;

Wraysbury Staines,

‘age 17-18.

Basil Arbuckle, Bellevue, Amanzimtoti, South Coast, Natal,

" South Afriea, wants correspondents.

Miss Dulcie E. Wilson, Hill Rise, Harden, N.S.W., Australia,
wants girl correspondents.

Geoffrey Stokoe, 13, Frederic Street, Marygate, York, wants
pen fpsds ; age 11-13; swimming, books, and cycling. - Overseas
preferred.. .

Jack Robinson, 5, Elm Street, Great Harwood, near
Blackburn, Lancs, wants to hear of a correspondence club ;
sports, literature,; drawing. - ! . :

% (continued on page 28.) .
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“Well, good-night!?

“ Good-night, sir!” )

“Good-night, Con, old boy! Wely
on us i .

The secret panel clicked shut. TLord
Conway .was left in ‘darkness and solitude.
The juniors left the study silently. .

“It’s rotten hard on your major,
Gussy !” Blake remarked.

“Yaas, wathah!” said
Jim’s heavily.

“Beastly,” said Wally.

“Good-night, you chaps!” . .

The juniors separated. —Wally going
back to the Third Form dormitory, the

the swell of St.

Terrible Three to the Shell quarters, and |

Blake & Co. to the Fourth Form dorm.
They turned in, and slept all the sounder
for their unusually late hours.

CHAPTER 10.
Gussy Hits Out!

T. JIM’S was astounded the mnext
morning !

Astounded is hardly the word—b

they  were
clectrified !
_ The news got out by degrees.

The Head himself was the first who
knew—it was in the newspaper that he
perused over his breakfast.

Some of the masters learned it next—
then the seniors—and finally the juniors
got on to the matter, and the whole school
knew.

They knew—and stared.

That it was true there was no doubt—
for it was in the papers. All the papers
had it that morning. The evening papers
of the night before had had it; but even-
ing papers never found their way to St.
Jim’s.

After second lesson the school buzzed
with the amazing news.

amazed, stunned,

Fellows ™ collected in little groups and °

discussed it with bated breath.

They read and talked and marvelled on
only one sybject.

Féllows met one another, and the first
remark of each was: “Have you heard
that about D’Arcy’s brother 72

To which each invariably replied:
“Yes.” .

For all had heard it by this time.

Some Yellows spoke to D’Arcy about it.
Most of them were too delicate to mention
it to the swell of St. Jim’s. They knew
that it must be an awkward and un-
pleasant subject for him. :

But others were hardier.

Snipe, in especial, questioned the swell
of the Fourth when that Form came out
after morning lessons. .

He walked up to D’Arcy before a crewd
of fellows and spoke loudly. D’Arcy was
looking pale and troubled. It was clear
that he knew all about the black news as
well as anybody else did. .

“I say, D’Arcy,” Snipe exclaimed,
“have you heard ?2 )

D’Arcy jammed his monocle into his
gyg -and turned a freezing glance upon

nipe. )

“Heard what?”’ he demanded.

“ About your brother Conway ?”

“ Weally—" : - .

“He’s robbed a diamond merchant of

. ten thousand pounds—— Ow!”

D’Arcy’s fist-shot out in a flash, and
Snipe went down upon his back with a
bump that seemed to shake the passage.

D’Arcy stood over “him,’ his - fists
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LOOK ,
THROUGH

TELE\LI_S_OR
- MISS

PRISCILLA
FAWCETT
SPEAKING

My dear boys,—1I want to talk to you about
my darling Tommy. I mean Tom Merry,
your junior lieutenant, or captain, or what-
ever the word is. :

You probably know that I am Tommy’s
guardian, and he may have shown you some
of the knitted woollen underwear which I
send him periodically, I always warn him

you boys are always running about in all

: series. g

sorts of weather at your sports, and if he Hello, though—watch Figgins snd Fatty [i

) House to-the fore this times—fs
stolid old Fatty, putting a straight. bat:da
F his end up, whie:Figgitis;
once having got his eye in, hits withrfree domx-fii
Leather-hunting forf
the ¢ Aussies > now—but how they can field ¥{to se
““ Squiff ”’ alone is worth fifty runs to hisfa
side in the * fours” he saves!
Jim’s won’t make a big total this venture..f
Figgins is still there—20 not out—when. tha

were to catch a cold it might turn to some- | yror
thing serious. yon.

I know I must a:%pear a shade old-fagshioned
to some of yeu. Perhaps I am, but ¥ don’t
mind. I believe in old-fashioned remedies,
and in taking care of yourselves. Why, good-
ness me, you boys of to-day seem to think
nothing of risking your limbs in hazardous
games like footit and crickball, if I have got
them right, while when you are at the seaside

Australian.
goes Lowther !
Four down for a handful of runs!

: ! s goes on the *“ Ashes* are in the
to wear it next to his skin, because I know pockets ! _This is the deci mg match of

everything, kee

all round the wicket.

A gaping wicket—howzatt, umpire ? § e
back to the pavilion goes Tom Merry, juliiorF: ¢ ¥
captain of St. Jim’s, clean bowled by oné of §
the fizziest balls that ever left the hand of |-
8. Q. 1. Field, star bowler of the * Aussies ¥
Yes, the ‘ Aussies ’ are here for the’laat:
visit—and  how ! ]
gathered from Greyfriars, Rookwood, “and
other schools, are one hundred
Noble and Field are bowlis
out the Saints one after another—oh, thure W
Blake follows—and Herries:®

Noble’s teant;

you are impatient to be off on some dangerous | ). 5" i 1ot falls with the total at 32.

escapade.

But there it is, I suppose boys must seek
adventure, and all my efforts to tie my
Tommy to my -apron-strings are useless!
He’s a darling, devoted boy, and I know he
thinks the world of me, as I do of him, but
I hear he has literally fought his way to the
leadership of the junior school—his Form-
master’s very own words—and when I think
of my -darling Tommy engaged in & bout of
fisticuffs I feel & little faint. ~_Still, I suppose
it is all right, so long as he wins every time—
excepting for the poor lad he defeats ! .

A’ very unpleasant-looking boy who said

open convincingly.
roy hits out, and is caught at 25.
with ease from the very first ball.
watch, boys!

that was!

Against & moderate total the Australians
Noble is soon set. Candf
Squiff batsfke

Did you hear
those stumps rattle ? That’s Fatty Wynn, p&
Field leaves with only
Derwent comes in—crash !
first ball !

per ‘Gem

“ Aussi

I this

Butee.

Clean bowled ¥
Wynn is on form.
Crashity-crash—wickets are tumbling. The
¢ Aussies’ ” turn to collapse now!
for 35—pretty stunning, what ?

Funny how nerves upset even good pléysts :

AlL out

his name was Gore spoke to me just now and |iD vital matches. Brilliant flashes aré, fol-

asked if I was Tommy’s nurse. I told Gore |lowed by sudden landslides.

Saints g

that I was certainly responsible for Tommy’s | #gain with hope and determination written:

bringing up—but before I could go on Lowther | O1 their faces. Merry and Figgins are thed

and Manners, Tommy’s chums, led Gore off opening pair. Watch Merry—how’d you like

quickly by the arms, and I heard the most | t0 be in his shoes ? I wouldn’t !

A ** duck ”

ful vells fi i iately |in- the first innings—his second and final
:K,er. yells from the quadrangle immediately chance to make good, and many runs expected

Perhaps it is just as well sometimes for an | of him !

old lady like myself to shut one eye !

SNAPSHOTS.

before.

Tom Merry takes centre coolly as
if he-were Hobbs himself. He faces the-first’
flashing delivery from Squiff, the bowler who
spreadagled his

wift through the slips the red sphere speéds—

Clack !

Blake: “What's an unanswerable|she’s gone for “ four,” boys, and Merry stands

question ? 2
Lowther : *“ One you don’t know the an-|next!
swer to !’

Crooke teased Herries’ doé, Towser. |

intended.
. . £ * . . .

Gussy offered to join the school choir——

But his voice was not re-¢ quired |

“ What is soap ? ”* asked Mr: Selby. - | Clack!
No fag has solved it yet ! i

: He leaves that to Merry, whose eye.
Boundary four againl % A%
Boundary six! High and clean over the

cool and calm as & statue to receive the

Merry’s example has & good effect, - What{.
a lot depends olr; & skipper ! Fj b
gz}:si(liy, makingklmns in his rec] Fess‘stjzle.
: h 1 ade too reckless, aren’t you, Figgy, old
Crooke is going on better than Herries | > 0 Ok; diiny, foke &{wek atgngi
wending his way pavilion-wards—victim
a smart catch by Squiff ! ]

Blake. is- mext man—stolid Yorkshire.
Blake makes no attempt to provide firewo:

8 begins

iirty

Fraid $t.Ha
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L rslm ] 5313[1;0119%z his eyes blazing with wrath and-
il ) ; indignation.
g ”lil I EDITOR “You uttah cad and liah!” he panted.
l i e ! Y % “You uttah wottah ” ’
i 3 ; Snipe sat up dazedly.

“Ow !” he groaned,

“You lying cad! Wepeat those words
and I will wipe up the floor with you!”
shouted- Arthur Augustus.

“It’s in the papers!” groaned Snipe.

“It ,may be in the papahs,” said
D’Arcy, “but no one will say to me that
my bwothah is a thief without gettin’ it
stwaight fwom the shouldah!”
MONTY “QOh, rats!” said Mellish of the Fourth.

“I suppose we're not called upon to
believe that the police are all wrong just

LOWTHER because Lord Conway is your brother.”

“You may hold what opinion you like,
CALL]NG I suppose, so long as you do not state it
1 in my pwesence !”’ said D’Arcy.
- “Hear, hear!” said Blake.

Hallo, everybody ! “Quite right!” chimed in Tom Merry. -
Can’t go out in this & ‘‘And we’ll back you up, Gussy, all along

Week Ending August 18th, 1934.

IN DECIDING GAME

ropes !. Heads, boys! Merry is right among
ithe runs—but Blake does no more than hold storm, as ih he line.”
nd:fon. Something seems to be bottling him up. » 88 the camper 3 the line.

: o said as the tent blew “Yes, rather 1 /
¢ oo 8 el 10t and oy | way over i hoad b gong wny § sk vou, doah boye!” said Arthur
or goos ! Dighy fares the same! What's further, let’s say we think the team which is & Augustus.
;i this, bowling that Merry scorns but which fired w1t,}’1 most ambition deserves to win the Lefevre of the Fifth came up. He was
reduces his partners to impotence ? Merry | ; Ashes ”! A local farmer complains that 8 looking very curious. Lefevre wasn’t a
dn't. like that first innings 3 duck,” and he’s insects cost him £200 a year. Why on earth & bad sort of fellow, by any means, but he
o it out now with a vengeance! The does he buy them, anyway ? J?S?- amoment § had a touch of inquisitiveness, and in-
aro coming and going, though, pretty —Skimpole on the phene. Skimmy says § quisitiveness had been given out to him
Merry smashes out sll round the f‘i.“ihtonss:f;}l"?r paper wﬁould C%‘{'el' the whole & in greater quantities than discretion.
=g cet—goily, hope I can bat like that some :rantse to ;ﬂe":: 8 sports ?1]'3 th:t.si? bufrwho He gave Arthur Augustus a patronising
spcflay L. - M%rl'y’s century is in sight—bang!| o oi Excxalseup : m;;su’- }‘i " h 1one & pod. )
jiajClgan over the pavilion for his hundredth run | tcgu Sa;ndybay bef:iu.se hee llslatessay:?ulk?n:e;]; “Bad news about your brother, -
wax FAnd the last wicket falls with St. Jim’s total stones, and he has just found the only pebble D’Arcy,” he said,

pt.126—104 of them Tom Merry’s ! on the beach—with_his baro foot! Hallo, } 11 4id ho come fo do it?”

The “ Aussies *’ need 124 to win. There’s|it’s Fatty Wynn this time. He says since “ > ”
mo: if they go- for bowling. Noble does and | accepting & lif% on the pillion of & mot’;)r-bike, Lg‘f%rrea_ d "I‘hg. o'y whet Lasy s
does Squiff! A nice, steady start. No|he knows what it is to be * bumped off ! - He didn’t do it.” - CoTee arts
ashing at it, but they’re quickening rapidly. | Here’s a tip on how to drive & motor-car Oh, he did it right enough! It's quite
oblo:scores slower then Squiff. The Grey- | successfully : The faster you go, the easier it clear—2
grs man' passes his twenty, approaches|is for disaster to overtake you! Got it ? “y, h1” .
Hihirty. Fatty Wynn is doing all he knows| We met a man at Brightsea who is good for L arooon.: dow ith labl
i se%a,rate them—once break up this pair | half a million. We personally would be very, efevre sat down with remarkable
and the rest may collapse! Merry adroitly | very good for less than that! A Scotsman suddenness. ’ .
Hays a fielding trap for Squiff—and he walks | was fishing when he hooked up an old boot. There was a buzz_in the passage. It
ro. fright into it! Lowther makes a lightning | He is still trying to hook up the other one! § W2S almost unprecedented for a Fourth
p and the ball is fast in his hand ! ** Aus- | Now, one for Wales: Why wouldn’t Noah Former to knock down a fellow in the
sies’  first wicket g)artnership broken at 57. | have a Welshman in the Ark ? Because he § Fifth. , R
iComroy plays for safety while Noble goes after | was afraid of “ leeks | Interval for lemon- But Arthur Augustus D’Arey’s blood
khe runs, Fatty Wynn bowls maimﬁcently, ade—sorry we can’t reach you! Talking of § Was up, and at that moment he would
Bregping the score down. Merry changes kis | refreshments, what’s the difference between probably have knocked down a Form-
fbowlers repeatedly, never letting the batsmen | a riddle and an elephant sitting on & bun ? master 1f the latter had cast any aspersion
petsle down! Captaincy may dispose of [ One’s a conundrum and the other’s a bunun- 3 Upon the honour of his brother.
these dogged * Aussies ** 'where sheer bowling | drum | Was there anybody who hadn’t Lefevre sat up dazedly.
cpoamnot ! Crashl Conroy’s - bowled—Der- | heard that one before ? .Thanks! I'm so “Yow |” he mumbled. “W-what was
vent of Higholiffe follows.” Fatty Wynn hits | glad! Or as the seventeen-stone female 8 that? That’s what I say—— Ow! Why,
fa * spot ? and sends back three batsmen |singer bellowed: * Carry me home to Ken- & you cheeky young hound, Tll #mash
i!l% ! “ Aussies ” fighting now, backs to | tucky | —have a heart! A Wayland rustic § you!”? ~ ]
Fthe:wall, Gordon Gay of Rylcombe Grammar | who has reached the age of a hundred and He sprang up and rushed at D’Arcy.
:School' and Harry Noble of St. Jim’s are|three and has mever had his beard trimmed But Tom Merry & Co. closed round the
grsgpartners in a fierce effort to hold off the St.|wants estimates. Just one more, or you'll § swell of St. Jim’s at once, and the captain
ol fJim’s pttack ! They want twenty to win!|miss your train. The fussy old lady appealed £ of the Fifth was pushed back,
.infTwo fours, reckless shots by Gay, bring vie- | to the guard: ‘ Nearly all the seats are full, «ands off I” said Tom Merry tersely. -
ten:ptory oply 12 distant. Noble smashes a six— | and I must sit with my back to the engine ! ” & - « h him!” d  Lefovre
sizorly powed | Now, whe? Sobacponn| P Wi, midan atgmersd 0"t | bl b IR i e
hiz shoulders, lifts the next one from Wynni{“ Hop in. I'll have the engine put on the \\‘1"1"6«}17{1 sf;,yl T'll smash him 1”
ats |

k":;ﬁlear of th;sl ﬁeldsm«;ln. Butbwhag: l\%enz other end for you!

doing out there on the very boundary Chin, chin, chaps ! «

?:1;1 tmlgg‘r Merry sprin;ds-dovivn comes the ba.g : ¥ ‘getho;xjt °f.;h’°i‘way1:1 I— You had
like & meteorite. erry leaps upward an ] “Bosh !” sai 'om Merry. “You had-

a:)}fﬁﬁ‘okwaivd—fgﬂps, holds ghe bﬁ safe and firm CALIBAN'S PUZZLE CORNER no right to speak about D’Arcy’s brother

o {in the palm of his hand! Victory for St.| Mo names of ten- St. Jim’s juniors & 28, YOU did 12

sk t|Jim’s in the Fifth and Final Test Match. s 3 ; ~ “None at all 1” said Blake.
wold 4 w! Oh, hurrsh! Hurrah, St. Jim’s ! :ri gld‘g.eg .very cunningly in the squares

said

‘ “What! His brother is a thief!?
nds | And threo heary cheers for the losers!. | making  al.|F S ] R Biff! ] ,
i }et- | O 4 L ‘I:ggsgel:, t down again
te; A sat dow ain, .
ﬁ,f.'i (?wr.; ngW D C MW l_E C “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Reilly. “Faith,
their names Y and it’s like a jack-in-the-box entirely [”
illil each of S RBE [E ILe‘fievge staggf'x;:d 1?21 The jgni{)ﬁs
L the squares. - closed in a soli alanx roun e
Solution O’f After%h%(;ss 1 IRIYIY L K D G R %u?_hed, e}:lic(iited swei of St.f Jim’s tqnd
ing your first efevre had no chance of executing
Last w-eek . legtes;, you RAE K HG vengeance upon him. The Fifth Former.
Puzzle can o fIAIT RN AN R rubbed his nose and glared at the juniors,
eourse move Y R B and finally walked away.
clock - wise R The juniors turned.out into the sunny

X

_m
m
y

—N quad. Knox, the prefect, was standing
Tre GeM- Liprary.—No. 1,383,
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1

‘in the doorway, and made a motlon “of gnarding his pockets
as D’Arcy came. by. .

“Tiook out !” he exclmmed

And there was a laugh from some fellows lounging by the
door. Arthur Augustus haIted and turned a blazing eye
upon the Sixth Former.

" “What do you mean by that, Knox ?2 he exclaimed.

“.Knox laughed a sneering laugh.

.- “Oh, T Was afraid it might run in the family, that’s all
gef sald “It ‘seems that your ‘elder brother is a’ thief,

e . .

* Crash! '

* Knox, the pxefect caughﬁ D’§ toy ’s fist on his chin and
went ﬁ,)mg through ‘thé doors &y as “if .he’ had been ghot
'from a gun.°
E' “Oh! Ow!”? - -

#- Right down the Schoal House steps he went rolling, to
Jand at the bottom, dusty and dishevelléed ‘and aching all
over.

b~ It was amazing that the elegant junior of the Fourth-

coulJ have put so much force in that blow.
“My hat !” murmured Tom Merry, “I shouldn t lxke to be
& punching-ball when Gussy is gomg it strong !”
i “Ha, ha, ha!. No!”
! Knox staggered up. He had never been respected by the
juniors; he did not deserve respect. Once he had been very
Inear losmg his prefectship for his conduct towards them.
‘But to be knocked down by a fellow in the Fourth Form was
a very new experience for him. He charged up the steps at

D Arcy x;nth a murderous look,

“Stop 1”

f My Railton, the Housemaster of the School House, rapped
out the word.

-, Knox paused. by

3. What does this mean?” demanded Mr Railton sternly.
: Knox was trembling with rage, and he could hardly speak
distinctly.

“He knocked me down,” he exclaimed—“knocked me
‘down the steps—-D’Arcv dxd—I a prefect' I—-I-1—"

i “D’Arcy 7 -

ﬁt “He called my brothet 8 thlef, sir 1. said Arthur Augustus
in a -shaking voice, T ll o’ the same agam, sn-, if he
repeats his words 12 _°

“You have no nght to do anvthmg of the sort, Knov

“It’struel” yelled Knox. “It’s urthe papers P

“The papers are often mistaken.”

“The poliee are:looking for him.”

“The police are often mistaken, too.”

“But—but—"- .

“And even.if it were perfectly true, which T do not for
one moment beljeve, it would be utterly caddish and un-
generous to cast it up at D’Arcy,” said Mr.: Railton. “If you
applied such a term to-his brot er I canmt be surprxsed that
he struck you.. It.is Very wrong for a jumior to strike a
prefect, but .in- tius case the provocation was very great, and
I excuse D’Arcy ;

“Thank you, sir.” .-

" Knox was in such a'rage that he dared not speak, or he
would have said words that would have caused trouble for
him.  He turned away in bitter silence,

i D’Arcy .ap{)roached the Housemaster timidly.
' “Mr. Wailton, you said that you don’t belicve-the charge
against my bwothah,” he muttered.

Mr. Railton ldoked down at him with a kindly smile.

“Not for a moment, D’Arcy. I know Lord Conway well,
and I believe. him to be as true and honourablc as you are
yourself. It is some terrible mistake.”
| “Thank you, deah sir, thank you!”

“You must try to bear this patiently, D’Arcy,” said the
Housemaster in his deep, kind voice. “Try to be patient
and to keep your temper. I am sure it will be found out to
be nothmg but a mistake
i, “You're vewy kind, sir, and—and I will keep my tempah
if T ean, sir,” ? faltered Arthur Augustus,

CHAPTER 11.
Under Suspicion !

HE story.was a strange one, yet thele did not scem to
be room for a mistake.

The diamonds, to the value of ten thousand pounds,
were missing, and .it was supposed to be rd
Conway who had taken them.

.The papers published the whole story, with a photograih

'of the jeweller’s shop in Hatton Garden, photographs of

jeweller himself, his wife, and his little girl and her

%avounte kitten. - They would have published photo graphs

of the coal cellar and the coal therein if they could have

obtained them. There were photographs of Lord Coniway

and Lord Conway’s father, the. earl, and a view of Kastwood

House, where Lord Eastv.ood lived, and another view 'of St:
Tae Gem Lisrasxi—Ne. .1,
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Jim’s, the Public school where Yiord Conway’s brothers were
educated.

There was a reptmt of Lord Conway’s maidén speech in
Parliament, and there was a sketch of the steam-yacht
which had lately been wrecked in the South Seas. In short,
there were all the particulars, important and unimportant,
with which the reporters are accustomed to feed the. un-
healthy curiosity of a portion of the %ubhc Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy groaned in spirit as he saw his family name and his
family affairs dragged into that dreadful publicity.

But worst of all was the charge against Lord Conway.

Mr. Shenstein, the Hatton Garden jeweller, had sent those -

jewels to Lord Conway s rooms, on the request of his lord-
ship written on his lordship’s own paper.

There the viscount was to select a diamond tiara, which
he intended to give as a wedding present. to a lady of hls o
famlly who was about to be married.

Lord Conway’s position was unquestioned, the .
]ewellers messenger had, of course, had no hesitation in

leaving the diamonds there, Lord Con\\ ay not yet bemg out

of bed when they arrived.

The diamonds were called for later,

They were gone! -
4 VZhat was more startling was that Lord Conway had gone,
00

Mr. Shenstein had been unable to believe his ears at first.

A noble viscount “bolt ” with his diamonds ! Lord East- .
wood’s eldest son, heir to the earldom, steal!

It seemed 1mposstble ! :

But ten thousand pounds was not to be llghtly lost, and
Mr. Shenstein remembered how young ‘men got into debt,
even those with the best prospects, and are driv en to
desperatlon in their efforts to raise nmioney.

~Telegrams flew—to Eastwood House, to every known resort
of Lord Conway. He was not to be heard of, and the
diamonds had diasappeared.

Mr. Shenstein went to the police. N

The Scotland Yard detectives, of course, knew all about
it as soon as they were told.

Lord Conway was in debt—he had had the diamond orna-
mentssent him on approval in order to'make a coup before
he bolted—and he was gone, and Mk, Shenstem s dlamonds
were gone with him.

And Scotland Yard put detectives on the track at once.
The well-known Inspector Fix was placed in charge of it,
and search was made for the missing vxscount up and down
and round about.

The country was ringing with it.

It came out that a friend of Lord Conway’s had been
staying with him overnight at his rooms—a Mr. Raby.

The police looked for Raby to get information respecting
the viscount, and found that Raby had disappeared, too. -

Then the theory seemed mevxtab]e that they had fled -
together with their loot.

It was discovered that Raby was an old friend of the
viscount, that they had been at school together, and that
they had always been great chums in all parts of the world.
And it came out that George Raby had saved Lord Conway
from the jaws of a bear in the Rocky Mountains, narrowly
escaping death himself in doing so. Raby had almost lost
the use of his left arm from a bite of the grizzly, and by
that injury he could be known at once and tracked.

“Poor old Waby!” Arthur Augustus remarked, almost
tearfully. “He was an ass, you know, old Waby, but a vewy
good-natured ass. You wemembah him at our place in the
cwicket week?”

“1 remember,” said Tom Merry.

“Ho was weak and always gettm into twouble, and
Conway was always gettin’ him out,” said D’Arcy “But,
of course, he wasn’t a tluef That’s imposs.’

“It’s a very odd case,” Tom Merry remarked. “It seems
clear that the ]ewels were sent to your brother’s rooms and
never came back.

“Yaas, that’s cleah enough.”

“Somecone must have taken them.”

“Yaas, that's extwemely pwob.”

“Why doesn’t Raby come forward ?”

D’Arcy shook his head.

L Pewwaps he’s fwightened ; he ‘may be afwaid of
suspected,” the swell of St. Jim’s remarked thoughtful]y

“ More likely to get suspected if he bolts than if he
doesn’t.”

“Yaas, that’s so, too.

“ And Lord Conwa.y said Blake, with a puzzled look—
% what on earth has he bolted for ?”

D’Arcy shook his head.

“He 1s in hiding, stowed away at the. school,”’ ‘said . Tom
Merry in a low voice. “But why? When he is suspected
why doesn’t he own up?”

“ Blessed if I know |”

“The .proper_thing for a suspected man to do surely

to face the music and prove his innocence,’ > said xgby. e

“Yaas, but— e

-~
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“But what ?”

“But 1 dare say he has his weasons.’

“I suppose he must have, or he wouldnt be in hiding,”
said Herries. “But I must say it’s jolly odd !’

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon Herries.

“I twust that doesn’t mean you suspect my bwothah of
stealin’ the beastlay diamonds, Hewwies 2’ he smd.

Herries snorted.

““Of course I don’t, ass!”

“All wight, then.”

“But I said it was jolly odd, and it is jolly odd !’ said
Herries. “Blessed if 1 can make head or tail of it! A sus-

. pected man ocught to face his accusers—l mean, unless he’s

got jolly good reasons for not doing it.”

“In that case, then, I should say that he had jolly good
weasons,”” 'said Arthur Augustus, somewhat stiffly.

*‘Yes, I-suppose so, but—"

“Not much good jawing it over that I can see,”’ Tom
Merry remarked. “Anyway, we know that Lord Conway
is innocent, and that settles t.hat

“Oh, yes, rather I®

& Yaas, I should wathah say so!”

But all the juniors, including D’Arey lumself were very
much puzzled and disquieted.

Lord Conway was innocent. -Of that they did not_allow
a moment’s doubt to enter their minds. But why did he
hide from the police? Why had he fled, when he must know

that his flight and his remaining in hldmg must expose him-

to_the blackest suspicions?

It was a question they could not answer.

“We' shall have to give it up,” said Monty Lowther.
“Let’s go and have & row with the New House chaps and
forget all about it.”

“Good egg » =<

“Hallo I” excla.xmed Tom Merry.

ol Wha.t’s the matter?”’

“Look I”

Tom Merry’s hand rose to point to the gates.

A man with a square, powerful figure, in an inspector’s
uniform, had.entered, with two constables at his heels.

. The-two policemen belonged .to Rylcombe; the other man
was a stranger. The juniors looked at them, and the same
thought entered all their minds at once.

“Bai Jove !|” murmured Arthur Augustus.
. “The police!”

7 “Gweat Scott I’

“The police!”_ said Tom Merry qmetly

come to search the school 1»

"4 CHAPTER 12.
The Search!

NSPECTOR FIX and his two companions were shm\n.

into the Head’s study. But they had been seen by half
St. Jim’s, and the whole school was in a buzz with the
news.

' Two policemen and a Scotland Yard inspector !

The meaning of the visit was clear. !

St. Jim’s was to be searched.

The authorltxes suspected that the missing viscouht had

come to St. Jim’s.. He had two brothers at the school there,
and the old place was full of nooks and crannies where a
fugitive might be stowed away. And what could be more
natural ?

The suspicion was quite natural under the circumstances,
but most of the fellows laughed at the idea.

“The asses!” said Kangaroo of the Shell. “As if the
chap could be here ”
“Yes, awful rot, isn’t it ?” said Clifton Dane. * But you

never know what the police may or may not think.”

“I suppose they’re going to search the school,” Gole re-
marked. “I wish them luck !

“VYes, rather!”

“The duffers 1
Gl“ Awful agses, aren’t they, Tom Merry ?” said Bernard

yn.

“I dare say they are,”’ assented Tom Merry.

“Do _you think Leord Conway came in this direction ?”

“He’s often been in this dlrectlon, hasn’t he?”

“I-mean since he bolted,”

“That’s for the .police to find out, isn’t it?’’ said Tom
Merry. “If he’s here, I dare say they 11 find him.”

o Let’s ask D’Arcy if he’s seen him,”’ said Hancock of the

Fou

“Oh “let D’ Arcy alone!” replied Tom Merry.

“But we might ask—"’

“Let him alone, I say! What’s the good of jawing to
him about it? Can’t you see he s sick about it aheady 7

“Well, perhaps you’re right.”

Several fellows, however, asked D’Arcy whether his
brother had come to see him since he had bolted. To .each
and all of them D’Arcy made the invariable reply: -
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“And they’;'e

m

«“Oh wats! Don’t bothah !”
Snipe did not ask him. But there was a peculiar green

gleam in Snipe’s eyes. Snipe was thinking of the
peculiar incident of the  previous day, and it seemed to
Snipe that at last some light was geing let in on the
mystery.

Snipe was, in consequence, keeping hls ears and eyes
open.

Inspector Fix -and hls two companions_ were shut up with
the Head of St. Jim’s for about ten mimutes.

Then Dr. Holmes sent for Mr. Railton,

The Head, looking very disturbed and distressed; ex-
plained the matter to the master of the School House.

“Inspector Fix suspects that Lord Cenway may have
come here to conceal himself,” said the Head.

“Most unlikely,” said the Housemaster.

“You have seen nothing of him?”

“ Nothing.”

“And heard nothing?”

“Not at all.”

“The inspector wishes to search the college.”

Mr. Railton nodded.

“No objection to that, that I can see,” he remarked. “In
fact, it will be really more satisfactory, under the
circumstances

“Very good !” said Inspector Fix, in a dry voice. - “First,
however, should like to see the brother of Lord Conway.‘
He has a brother or brothers here, I understand.”

“Yes—two—one in the Fourth Form, and the other a
mere lad in the Third.”

“Let me see the Plder then, if you please.”

“I will send for -him.”

And Arthur Augustus was summoned to_the Head’s study.
Toby, the page boy, came for him, and found him with

A Book-Length Yarn for 4d. only!
Marooned on an island, Ken King

—famous all over the Pacific as

‘KING OF THE ISLANDS "—and

Kit Hudson, mate of the ketch * Dawn,”
stumbled on a mystery and ‘solved it,
but only after a host of thrills that
make this yarn one you mustn’t miss.

Ask for No. 442 of

BOYS’ FRIEND
LIBRARY =i 4™

Tre Gem Lifrary.—No. 1,383,



.

3

Tom Merry & Co. The chums of the School House had
been expecting it. -
“Master D’Arcy wanted in the *Ead's study,” said Toby.
“Vewy good, Tobay,” said-D’Arcy
And 'L'oby-went his way. - The swell of -St,. Jim’s looked

:at his comrades in great d;stress

“That ;means ‘that the police “boundahs are: goin’ to ques-
tion me,” he remarked. )

STt looks: like it, old fellow.”::.~: :

“It will be. deuold awkward posish for me,” said D’Arcy
slowly. “Of .course, I .cannot .tell them -any cwammabhs,
and 1 cannot tell them that old Conway xs here. What
am I to do?’

“ Better say nothmg 2 sald Digby. -

“But that would look suspicious, . too, sald Blake “If
Conway wasn’t here, of course, : you'd say. so at once.
you don't say so, 1t s equal to admitting that he s here.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Then what’s to- be done?” said- Dig.

“Blessed if I know1”

“1 shall have to- be guided by eircs, I sup ose,” sa.xd .

D’Arcy. “Anyway, I have to_go to the Hea s study,
suppose.”

“I suppose s0.”

Arthur Augustus made his’ way slowly to the apartment
wghere the- mspeetqr from - Scotland Yard was waiting for

im

Mr. Fix looked ‘at him very keenly.

¢ “This is Master D’ Arcy » said the Head.

‘Inspector Fix nodded.

“You are-the btother of Lord Conwa.y ?” he asked.

““Yaas; wathah!”

“You are aware- thah Lord Conway .has fled from his
rooms in London, and cannot be found?” the inspector

“Do you l\now Where he is?”

D’Arcy turned his:eyeglass frigidly upon the mspcctor

“I do not wegard-that question as cwicket,” he said.
“1 wega.rd it as wotten to ask a chap to give away a chap
he knows.”

“D’Arey,” said the H ad warningly.

Mr. Fix coughéd behifid his hand.

“I sympathise with the ynun%g‘entleman * he said.. “But
I am here to do my duty ave you seen your brother
to- dﬁly’ ,Ma.ster D’Arcy 1 ,

“Did you see him yesterday?”

“I decline to answah that question.”

“D’Arcy !

Arthur Augustus turned to the Head.

“I am sowwy, sir,” he said; “but I must decline to
answah that question. - The cha.p has no wight to ask it.”

Inspector Fix coughed again.

“Has your brother come to this school to seek conceal-
ment ?” he asked.

D’Arey did net reply. .

“Do you not wish to answer, young su‘?”

“I have nothin’ to say’™

“ Nothmg'i” asked the mspector, thh a smile.

“Nothin’ whatevah.”

“Very well; I'm satisfied,” said Inspector Fix good-
temperedly. “r quite understand . your feelings, and
sympathise yith them. I will now proceed to search the
school with your permission, Dr. Holmes.”

Certamly, sir 1 said - the: Head.

And Arthur Augustus realised, mlserably enough that
his replies had had just the effect he had dreaded—the
effect of assuring the:inspector that he had, in. reality,
seen his brother since the latter’s “bolt ” from London.

“You may go, D’Arcy,” said the Head gently.

And the swell of St. Jim’s went.

Then the search began.

Inspector Fix had left two constables at the gates of
the school, and there were thrce more posted about the
place where they could keep watch for any possible fugitive
endeavouring to break away from the buildings.

Two constables accompanied the inspector in his search.

They went up and down, and through and round the
School House in the most: thorough manner. .

The New House was left till later—as both Conway’s
brothers were School House boys, he was, of course, more
likely to have sought refuge in that House. The School
House, too, was an old, rambling” building, -full of nooks
and crannies, and the New House was modern and com-
pact, and.it would have been difficult to. .conceal a stow-
away :there,

Crowds of fellows followed the pohce in their search—

at_a distance.
Every nook“and eorner of the old building was ransacked.
Even the empty es in the ‘box-rooms—were ‘examined,
and the” wide, “ald ¢
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boards in the studies. ~Study No. 6 was given a very
thorough search, and Blake & Co.. became an®ious when
the oak fmnellmg was tapped in“-one or two places. But
fortunately the pelice  discovered nothing, and the search
went on m other quarters They looked everywhete, but
in vain.

The police at the gate’ had "orders to aIIow no one fo
pass out—no one whatever. But no one attempted to go.

For a whole hour the search went on untn'mgly

Then Inspector Fix called a halt.

. He was still as suspicious as éever fhat Lord Conway was
in the school; D’ Arcls;s manner of answermg him in the
im of that. -

But if Lord Conway - was there, he was not fo be be-
}tlrayed and there did. nof seem to be any means of finding

The mepector paused, baffled, in the Form-room passage,
and consulted with his two followers. -It was then that
Snipe-of the Fourth came up thh an expressmn oi nghteous
determmatxon upon his face.

“Have you. finished, su“?” he asked :

-“Don’t “ask questions !” snapped Mr. le, somewhat
crossly.

“I mean, I could suggest—"

“Qh!”  The inspector’s manner alteled at once. “What

-could you suggest my boy

“If you haven’t searched the secret pa»sages, sir——"

- Mr. Fix’s eyes gleamed.

“Secret passages! So there ar secret passages here‘?”

“Yes, sir. 1 thmk it is my duty to tell-you, and assist
justice, if I can,” said Snipe, in a very virtuous way.

Thte inspector--did not expréss any opmxon upon that
poin .

“Where are the secret passages?” he “asked. :

“ Theres one. that opens through a panel in D’Arcya
study,” said Snipe

Mr. Fix gave a start. ) ®

“D’Arcy’s study?"

“Yes, sir.” }

“Take me there at once.” .

“That panel has been securely screwed up lon agp * said
Mr. Railton, who had beatd what Smpe said, ‘not with
a favourable ear. =

“Oh!” said the mspector

“It was unscrewed vestetcla.y, sir,’ said Snipe.

“QOh, are you sure?” o

"“I saw Blake unscrewing 1!; sir. D’Arcy was preqent I
wondered at the time what they were doing it for.”

The inspector’s eyes ghttered

“Take me to the room,’ he sald concisely.

“Yes, sir Follow me, please!”

And in two minutes Inspector Fix and his followe1s were
11111 Study No. 6 in the Fourth Form passage in the School

ouse.

CHAPTER 13.
In Danger!

AT Jove!”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered the exclamatmn
as the inspector entered the study.

The chums of the Fourth were there, and so were
the Terrible Three The study had been already searched,
and then the chums had gathered there, with the idea of
keeping as near to the secret panel as possibie. They were
uneasy about it. It might be remembered at any time by
some fellow who might injudiciously blurt out the facts in
the hearing of the gentleman from Scotland . Yard. -

The panel certainly looked innocent enough. Blake had
leaned an easel against it, and there was a chair -backed
against the wall, as if that were a spot no one had any
need to approach )

The inspector’s keen eye noted the chair and the easel
at ?nge as he entered the study for the second time, and he
smile

That smile atruck the chums of the Schocl House lxke a
cold chill.-

“Do you wn.nt anything here, sir?” asked Jack BlaLe,

as calmly and politely as he could.

“Yes; I want to search the study.” ’
“Bai Jove! You have searched it once, my deah sir 1”?
“Yes; and now I want to search it again.”

“Are we to turn out our pockets, sir?” asked Monty
Lowther, with polite sarcasm. “I’ve suspected Gussy: more
than once of concealing criminals in his watch-case, sir.”

Mr Fix laughed. .

“No, you need not trouble about your watch-cases or
pockets ? he said. “I shall be satlsﬁcd if you open the
secret panel:”

The juniors stared at him in dlsma»y. e

The thrust was so sudden that they could make no attempt Az
to conceal their feolings. -Arthur Afigustus’ jaw: drepped. -
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““ Very well done,” said Inspector Fix, r
go yet, Lord Conway-1’ . With a sudden spring, Lord
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hing out a hand and grasping the young man’s shoulder. % But you cdn’t

ay tore himself from the Inspector’s grasp, brushed aside

the policeman; and leaped out into the quad !  ‘*Stop him 1’ yelled Mr. Fix. _-

“The—the secret panel ?”” he murmured.

“Certainly | ‘ .

“My hat!”

‘ “Please open it at once,” said Mr. Fix politely, but

rmly.
“Secret panel?” said Blake reflectively.: “Did you say
a secret panel, sir7”

“Yes, I did.”

“If you think there is a secret panel here, sir, perhaps
you had better look -for it,” said Blake. “Are you sure
you haven’t been reading a newspaper serial story, sir,
and that it hasn’t got into your head?” .

The inspector smiled.

“Will you kindly show me the panel?” he asked.

“Weally, Mr. Fix—" :

“Then Y will ask Mr. Railton.”

“Weally—"

The inspector stepped to the door. The Housemaster
was in the passage, and he stepped into the study as Mr.
I'ix spoke to him.

“I should be glad if you would show me the secret panel,
sir,” said Mr. Fix. -

“Certainly !” . .

Mr. Railton stepped to the panelled wall and removed
the easel and the chair. The inspector smiled again. Mr.
Railton glanced over the wall, and then looked at Blake:

“This panel was screwed up by order. of the Head, Blake,”
he said.

“Yes, sir,” said Blake.

“The screws have now been removed.”

“Ye-es, sir.” .

“Who removed them?” - .

“I did, sir.”

“We agl took a hand in it, sir,” said Digby.

« y.JJ

“We—we wanted to open the panel, sir.”

Mr. Railton said no more. He pressed the spring, and
the panel flew open,- disclosing the dark aperture beyond.
Jack Blake lurched against the mantelpiece and knocked
off a large jug, which fell upon the fender with a terrific
crash and was smashed to atoms. go- .

The Housemaster looked at him quickly;

“Blake!”

“Very good,” said the inspecter quietly.
enough.”

He stepped into the opening, followed by the constables,
electric lamps lighting the way.

. Mr. Railton remained behind, looking sternly at the
juniors,

“Blake,” he exclaimed, “I can only take it that Lord
Contvay has come here and that you have concealed him
in the secret passage. You knocked down that jug to alarm
him and warn him that the police are here.”

Jack Blake hung his head, and did not reply.

The Housemaster was about. to speak again,” but he
checked himself, and followed the constables into the secret
passage. .

It was clear that the inspector believed that he was
upon the track of the fugitive already, and that the capture
of the viscount was only a question ef time.

The chums of the School House looked at ont another
miserably.

“Bai Jove, it’s all up now!” groaned D’Arcy.

Tom Merry shook his head. )

- “There’s a chance,” he said. “It will talf® a good hour
for them to search all the passages behind the walls. In
that time——" . .

“Lord Conway will kmow they’re after him, and he’ll
get out by way of the spiral stair,” said Manners, in a low -
voice. “But he ean’t stay on the roof. It’s overlooked by
several upper windows, and he might be seen there.”

“He can get down into the quad without being seen.”

l“lEvery outlet from the school is being guarded,” said

ake.

“But there is the disguise.”

“Yaas; that’s the last chance.”

“Let’s get out,” said Tom Merry restlessly.

“That is

may be able to help him.”

“Yaas, wathah!” ’ :

There was no sign of the police returning from - the
secret passage yet. The chums of the School House quitted
Study No. 6, and went out into_the . sunny afternoon.
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F;‘:ggins & Co. of the New House came over to speak to
them.
“Jolly exciting, ain’t it?”2 said Figgins.

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

“I suppose, as a -matter of fact, Lord Conway is here,”
Figgins remarked. “Is there anything we can do?”

““Nothing—except keep mum,” said Tom Merry.

“We'll do that.” ; :

“Of course, wg don’t believe a word against old Conway,
Gussy;” said the Co. together. .

“Thank you, deah boys,”’ said D’Arcy. ‘“Of course, it’s
all a wotten mistake !”

“QOh, we know it is.”

“This way,” said Tom Merry. .

They strolled round the Sehool House. = In a secluded
corner, shadowed by buildings, was a-thickly ivied wall, and
under the ivy was concealed the stone projections by means
of which it was easy to climb to and from the roof.

A man had just dropped from the ivy.

Figgins and Co. stared at him in astonishment.

He was a man with dark, rough eyebrows, rusty black
clothes, and a generally tired and dusty and dilapidated
appearance.

“My hat!” ejaculated Figgins.

“That’s not & detective, surely ?”

The stranger laughed softly.

“No,” he said. *“You know my voice, I think, Figgins.”

Figgins jumped. -

“Lord Conway!” - - .

CHAPTER 14.
Mr. Bunn’s Young Man !

ORD CONWAY was breathing hard after his exer-
tions. But he was quite himself. e was perfectly
cool, in spite of his narrow escape and the danger
that still surrounded him.

“You got out of the passage all right, then, Con?”’
S&i‘d D’Arcy.

“Yes,”” said the .viscount. “I heard a crash in your
study and was on my guard at once. I closed the stone
behind me at the top of the stair, ‘and came down this
way from the roof. Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn will say
nothing, I’'m -sure.”

“No fear!” said Figgins & Co. together.

“The gate’s guarded, sir,” said Tom Merry uneasily,
“and—and a fellow might come round the corner here
any minute.”

“Where can he hide ?” muttered D’Arcy. )

“It can’t be done. It will have to be faced out,” said
Tom Merry, after a moment’s thought.  “That inspector
chap is jolly keen, and if he found a stranger hiding
about he would guess a disguise at once. Lord Conway
bad better not be seen talking to us, or it will throw
suspicion on him at once. I’ve got an idea. He can wait
in Taggles’ lodge.”

“Taggles’ lodge?” ;

“VYes; he can be Mr. Jones, the young man from
Bunn’s, come about the bill we owe him.”

“Bai Jove!” )

“Figgins can take him there and explain to Taggles.”

Figgins whistled.

“Right-ho {” he said “I'll do my best.?

“ Better give Taggles a tip.”

“That’s all right. I'm in funds now.”

“Jolly lucky,” said Tom Merry; “because we’re not.”

“All sergne. Will you come with me, sir?

“Certainly,” said Lord Conway. “It’s a bold game;
but it’s the only chance, so far as I can see.”

And he walked away with Figgins.

Tom Merr; t in his pockets. He had an old bill from
Mr. Bunn, for“confectionery supplied. He ran' after the
disguised viscount and thrust it into his hands.

“That’s the bill,” he said.

Lord Conway laughed. -

“Thank you, Tom; you think of everything.”

The dxsgfnised viscount walked across the quadrangle with
Figgins. The policeman at the gates eyed him as he went
into the school porter’s lodge, but not with any particular
interest. He had Lord Conway’s photograph and descrip-
tion; but neither was in the least like the rusty, shabby
man who was going into Taggles’ lodge with Figgins of the
New House. .

Taggles looked up with a grunt as they came in. He
eyed the stranger in his suspicious way. He eyed Figgins
more suspiciously still. .

“Wot is it?” he asked.

Taggles had been a victim of many junior japes, and
Taggles was generally on his guard when dealing with
fellows in the Fourth and the’ Shell. . .

“Do you mind if Mr.. Bunn’s man waits here for a bit,
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Taggles?” asked Eiggins, showing a half-crown’s milled
edge between his thumb- and finger.

Taggles was all politeness at once.

He had glanced at the bill in the young man’s hands,
and saw Mr. Bunn’s name upon it, and he had no sus
picion of the facts

“Suttingly, sir,” said Taggles.
suttingly. Sit down, sir.”

“Thank you,” said Mr. Bunn’s supposed young man, in
a cracky voice, very unlike Lord Conway’s usual deep,
clear tones, “T wi'l. It is hot weather this afternoon, sir
—very hot, even for August.” -

“It is,” said Taggles—“it are! Very tiring and very
thirsty weather it are!”

And Mr. Bunn’s young man sat down. )

F'fgins slipped the half-crown deftly into Taggles’ horny
hand. . He drew the porter aside, and spoke in a low

“He can wait ’ere,

voice.

“You understand, Taggy,” he murmured. “The chap
is not to be allowed to get in with that little bill.”
Taggles grinned i
. “Yes. sir.”
_“If he asks for Tom Merry, tell him he must wait a
little longer, and keep him quiet,” said Figgins. _“Tom
Merry doesn’t want to get that little bill—not till after
the afternoon’s post gets in. You savvy?”

“Master Merry’s expectin’ a remittance by afternoon
post. I suppose. sir?” i ) .

Figgins did not reply to that question, but he winked.

“If you can keep him here till afternoon post, Taggy,
it will be worth another half-crown to you!” he whispered.

“T’'ll manage it if I can, sir,” said Taggles, with a wink
in reply to Figgins' wink. “You rely. on me, Master
Figgins. I hunderstand.”

Tt was very doubtful if Taggles did understand; but
Figgins was quite willing to let 1t go at that.

“All right,” he whispered. “I rely on you.”

He turned back to Mr. Bunn’s young man, who was
sitting bolt upright with his back to the window.

“You don’t mind waitin’ ’ere a bit, Mr. Jones?” he said.
“No, sir,” said Mr. Bunn’s young man, in his cracked
Zoice; “But how long am I to-wait? I have the bill
ere.”

“Yes, yes, that’s all right.” ; s

“Perhaps you will take it to Master Merry yourself, and
tell him I am waiting here for the money?” Mr. Bunn’s
young man suggested. .

«“Ahem !” said Figgins. “I—I'll mention to him that
you're here, Mr. Jones, certainly. Perhaps you'd better
keep the bi’ll till you see him.”

3 u ___’ &

“If you don’t mind waiting a bit—"

“T ain’t going wirthout the money,” said Mr. Bunn’s
young man acidly. .

“0Oh, the money’s all right, of course

“T “ope it is,” said Mr. Burn’s young man darkly.

(];‘iggins winked again at Taggles, and quitted the porter’s
lodge.

The school porter was all civility to his guest. A half-
crown was a big tip, and the prospect of another in an
hour’s time was very gratifying to Taggles. He knew
that Figgins was a fellow of his word, Tag les meant to
earn that other half-crown .if he could—he did not guess
how easy it would be.

“J don’t remember seeing you about Mr. Bunn’s before,
sir,” said Taggles. “Perhaps you are a noo young man ?”

41 have never worked for Mr. Bunn before,” said the

1

uest.

g.“ Ha, I thort I'd have known if you had, sir!” said
Taggles. “I ’ope your chair is comfortable,” he added, as
Mr. Bunn’s young man shifted.

“Yes, yes, quite, thank you; but perhaps I ought to see
Master Merry—"’ )

“1 shouldn’t *urry—""

“But I have this bill—" .

«Tt will keep, sir. Could I get you anythin’ to drink?”
suggested Taggles. - g .

“Perhaps a little milk and water—not too strong,” said
Mr. Bunn’s young man.

“Suttingly, sir.” ; ;

Mr. Bunn’s young man gave a little start as a shadow
crossed the open doorway and darkened the sunlight that
fell into the lodge. .

The shadow came to a point at the top—the helmet of
a 1gIoliceman! ]

r. Bunn’s young man raised a paper and looked at it
seriously. _ i

The policeman stepped in.

“ Anything wanted ?” said Taggles.

“Yes, we want to search the lodge,” said Mr. Fix, follow-
ing the constable in. “We have the authority of D=,
Holmes.” . . . .

Taggles sniffed, <




. viscount was not with t
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“If you think I’'ve got any thieves ’id about “ere, you
can search and welcome,” he said. “I’'m sure me and
Mr. Jones don’t mind.” .

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Bunn’s young man, in his
cracked’ voice,

The search in the secret passages of the School House had
evidently ended.

There was now a trace of irritation in the usually calm
and placid countenance of Inspector Fix, of Scotland Yard.

On -the discovery of the secret passage opening from
Study No. 6 be had felt certain of the capture of the
stowaway of St. Jim’s.

But the passages, in all their winding recesses, had been
searched in vain.

There was no trace of the young man.

The inspector had asked Mr. Railton if there was any
other exit from the passages save that into Study No. 6.

There were two, and Mr. Railton had pointed them out
to him. One was by means of a panel into the Head’s
study, but the Head was there, and 1t was certain that that_
had not been used by the fugitive. The other was by the
stone door_at the top of the spiral stair, giving access to
the roof. By the latter, Mr. Fix at once made up his mind,
the stowaway had gone.

Mr. Fix had sear%hed the roof, and had discovered in the
ivy traces of a rapid descent. His last doubt that the
fugitive was on the premises vanished. But where was he?
How had he vanished in the open sunlight, in the middle
of the day? He could not have left the spot where he had
climbed down from the roof without appearing in full view
of a hundred windows and hundreds of pairs of eyes. Yet
Mr. Fix questioned right and left without cbtaining any
satisfaction. X

Either all St. Jim’s was in a conspiracy to defeat him,
or clse the viscount had vanished into thin air—or else—
what else_there was to think, Mr. Fix could not guess.

And so Mr. ¥ix was growing what the.juniors of St. Jim’s
would have described as “ratty.” _

The inspector glanced at Mr. Bunn’s young man very
crossly, and took no further notice of him.

The policeman searched the lodge through carefully,
Taggles looking on with expressive sniffs.

The. search occupied a quarter of an hour.

Then Mr. Fix and his myrmidons left the lodge, leaving
Taggles and Mr. Bunn’s iouhg man together.

““Dear me ! said Mr. Bunn’s young man, -in his cracked
voice. “Dear me!~ Whom are they scarching for, Mr.
Taggles?”’

“Fellow named Lord Conway, who’s stole a ’eap of
diamonds,” said Taggles. “They won’t find ’im ’ere.”

“No, I hope not,” said Mr. Bunn’s young man. “Dear
me! The time is getting on. Perhaps it would be better
for mé to go and look for Master Merry.”

“I’d wait a little longer, if ¥ was you, sir,” said Taggles.

"And Mr. Bunpn’s man waited.

—t

CHAPTER 15.
Caught ! .
OM MERRY & CO. had watched Mr. Fix and the
constables enter the porter’s lodge.
Their hearts were in their mouths, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy leaned against one of the old elms,
and his face was the picture of misery.

“Buck uf), old man!” said Tom Merry comfortingly, as
comfortingly as he could. “Xeep your pecker up, you
know.”’ )

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy heavily. :

But he did not look as if he were keeping his pecker up.

He breathed a deep sigh of relief when the constables
emerged from the logﬁf’ and he saw that the disguised

em. Figgins’ eyes danced.

“My hat!” he exclaimed in a subdued voice. “They’ve
missed. him }”’ 5

“Bai Jove |” 4

“They haven’t seen through the disguise,” Tom Merry
said, “and if Taggy lets him wait in the lodge till they’re
gone—" . .

Figgins chuckled.

“Taggy will keep him there if he can,” he said. “There’s
a half-crown for Taggy if he does.” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thank goodness!”’ murmured Arthur Augustus.
Conway's got tk_xrou%h that all” wight.
been a feahful time for him.”

Inspector Fix came over towards the juniors. There was
a deep wrinkle in Mr. Fix’s brow, ! )

“Found him, sir?” asked Monty Lowther cheerfully.

Mr. Fix frowned darkly.

“No,” he said, “I haven’t found him !* .

“Would you like to look in the kenmels, sir, or in the

“0Old
But it must _have

2

drinking fountain? There’s the letter-box in the Scheol
House, too——"

“Shut up, Monty !” murmured Tom Merry.

“Rats! I'm only trying to help Mr. Fix with sug-
gestions, and to make easy the path of law and order, and
justice and things.”

Mr. Fix smiled sourly.

“You don’t care to tell me where Lord Conway is,” he
said. “Well, 'm having the place carefully watched, and
I know he is here. I shall have him soon. He was seen
leaving the train at Wayland yesterday, and I know he
was here.”

“Weally, my deah sir—"?

"‘Keef) your secret if you like; it’s only a matter of
time. I don’t leave this school till I’ve seen him.”

The constables entered the New House, evidently. with
the intention of searching that building. -
“My hat!” said Digby. “He’s sticking to it1” .
“Confound him !’ muttered D’Arcy. “Why can’t the
chap be satisfied and go away?” . ) ;

“He feels-pretty certain tia.t Lord Conway is here.”
The bell rang, and the juniors went in to classes.
Needless to say, their thoughts were very little upon their-

BB T RS BB RSB NN S N R 18

SOME FUN!

Convict : ¢ When does the
fun begin P *

Warder :  What_fun? *

QOonvict : * Well, the judge
said that I was to be sent here
for the time of my life.”

Half-a-crown  has  been
awarded fo Alan Gill, 57,
Bransty Road, Whitehaven,-
Cumberland.

&

work that afterncon. But mest of the masters made allows,
?}xllces for the excitement in the school, and dealt easily with
em.

Afternoon lessons seemed an eternity to Tom Merry & Co.

It seemed to them that the hour of dismissal would never
come. -

It came at last, and the juniors poured out of the Form-:_
room into the quad, eager to know what had happened
during the afternoon.

They felt pretty certain that the stowaway of St. Jim's
had not been captured; they would have heard of it, even
in_the class-room.

But what had happened?

Tom Merry caught sight-of a. ppliceman the moment he
put his head out of the House. The constable was resting
against the stone balustrade by the side of the School House
steps. Another could be seen in the distance by the gate-
way. The school was still being watched. -

“Better have a look in Taggy’s lodge, Figgy,” Tom
Merry suggested. )

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Right you are!” said the New House junior.

Figgins strolled round to the porter’s lodge. Taggles was
not there; his duties had called him away. But Mr, Bunn’s
young man was still in the little sitting-room. He looked
up eagerly at Figgins, ’ ;

“You’ve been here all the time, sir?” muttered Figgins.

“Yes—more than two hours.”

“And Taggy—" .

“He does not suspect anything; he’s only been trying to
keep me here. But he must begin to wonder,” said the
young man. “The police have not gone yet?”

“No, sir; they’re not going till they’ve found you, Mr.,
Fix says.”

“If Mr. Fix sees me here a second time, he will suspect,”

said Lord Conway quietly.
leave the school.”
- Figgins nodded.

“1 suppose so, sir.” :

“Tell Arthur that I will be in the old barn to-night at
ten; -until then I shall hide in the woods, if I can get s
far,” said the young man. :

“Very well, sir.” . .

Figgins left the lodge. He joined the juniors outside
the School House, and communicated ‘what Lord Conway
had said to him. .

“It.will be wisky twyin’ to pass the officah at the gate,”
said Arthur Augustus doubtfully. )

“More risky to remain,” said Tom Merry,

“Yaas, I suppose so.” .

“The. police-don’t intend to go—and if they stay, Lord

Conway can’t.” .
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“You're wight, deah boy.”

“And T don’t see why. the man at the gate should stop
him; after all, he’s only Mr. Bunn’s young man.” ’

“Quite twue.” - o

The juniors strolled -down to the fountain in the quad.
from which they could obtain an easy view of the gate. A
few, minutes later the rusty black figure of Mr, Bunn’s
young man emerged from the porter’s lodge.

D’Arcy drew a deep breath.

“There he goes, deah hoys.”

“Good luck to-him!”

“Yaas, wathah!”? ) .

Mr. Bunn’s young man went to the gateway with a jerky
walk. The _policeman on duty there. stepped into his path.

“Are you going out, sir ?” he asked. e

“Yes, officer,” said Mr. Bunn’s young man, in his
cracked voice. 5

“Sorry, sir; "but I've orders to stop you.” )

“Stop me; officer 2’ said Mr. Bunn’s young man, in tones
of great surprise. -

“Yes, sir; inspector’s orders 1”

“But I have, waited in the porter’s lodge for over two
hours, and T-cannot see Master Merry !’ expostulated Mr.
Bunn’s young man. “Mr. Bunn may be getting anxious
about it.” -

The policeman grinned. = | R . i

“I cannot let you pass, sir,\without asking the inspector,”
he said. .

“Goodness gracious!” _

“’Tre’s Mr. Fix, sir; I’ll call him.”

Inspector Fix came up. He was looking heated and
irritable. In spite of his firm conviction that Lord Conway
was at St. Jim’s, stowed away somewhere in the old school,
a doubt had crept into Inspector Fix’s mind. Was it
possible that he was on the wrong track, after all—that he
was wasting time at St. Jim’s? It wasnot a pleasant reflec-
tion for the gentleman from Scotland Yard.

“Well, well, what is it?” exclaimed Mr. I'ix sharply.

“Am I to let this gentleman pass, sir?” _

Mr. -Fix looked sharply at the young man from Mr.
Bunn’s.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“Mr. Bunn’s young man, if you please, sir.”

“Ah, I saw you in the porter’s ge, I think!”

“Yes, sir. But. Master Merry has not come to see me,
and I shall take the bill away with me, sir. I cannot wait

“here any longer.”

A peculiar expression dawned upon Mr. Fix’s face. In

the porter’s lodge it had not been so easy to scan Mr.
Bunn’s young man’s face closely. In the sunlight it was a
different matter, and Mr. Fix’s eyes were trained to detect
signs of make-up.
. Deciding to take no risks of the young man escaping, the
inspector invited him to step into the porter’s lodge again
tobe questioned. Then he reached out his hand and grasped
the young/man by the shoulder.

“Very well done,” he said—* very well done, and I never
guessed it till now! But you can’t go yet, Lord Conway!”

With the spring of a tiger, Lord Conway tore himself
from the inspector’s grasp, brushed aside the policeman,
and leaped out into the quad.

“Stop him !” M1¢ Fix yelled.

' CHAPTER 16. |
Good News!

. TOP him!”
The inspector’s voice rose to a shriek. .
Lord Conway bounded through the ‘gates into the
road, and as he did so two stalwart forms in blue
bore down upon him, and he was seized.

He struggled for a moment—but only for a moment. He
realised that he had no chance, and he dropped his hands.

“Very well,” he said quietly. “You have me—TI shall not
resist,” -

“ Better not, sir.” :

The constables drew back into the gateway. Lord Con-
way stood betwéen them.

“Well, inspector,” he said, with a rueful smile; “so you
have found me !”

Mr. Fix laughed.

All his good_humour had been restored by his success, and
by the knowledge that he had been right all along—that the
man he sought was at St. Jim’s,

_“Exactly, my dear sir,” he said; “I have you! A nice
little game of hide-and-seek, sir; quite a nice little game.
And now——" .

“Conway, old boy !”
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“ It ias Arthar” Augustus' voice. Tho swell of 8t Jim’s
ran - into the gatewaf',—hls eyes burning.
“Con, old boy, we'll back you up; we’ll—-"
Lord :Conway shook -his head. .
“The game’s up, Arthur. Don’t lose your head.”
“ Weally, you know—" :
“You must not resist the law.” -

w6

]

“Quiet, old fellow,” said Conway, laying a calming hand
upon the swell of St. Jim’s. “Quiet !” 3 :

“But—but—but you’re not goin’ to be awwested, Cor!”
gasped D’Arcy. S - o
. “That depends entirely upon -Lord Conway,” 'said the
inspector quietly. “If he likes fo tell us where the diamend
thief l}f’ hle’s as freeas air. Otherwise—" ' :

S What 17 oo

- “Wheré is Mr. Raby?” asked the inspector.

Lord Conway set his lips.

“Where is he, Lord Conway?” - o

“I have only this to say, Mr. Shenstein will be paid if
the diamonds are not recovered.” .

“Then I'm afraid we must take you into custody, sir,?
said the inspector.

“Oh, Conway !” - .

The inspector turned t% Arthur Augustus D’Arcy with
quite & benevolent smile. /It was surprising to see the effect
of success upon Mr. Iix.

“You need not be worried about your brother, Master
D’Arcy,” he said.” “If he chooses to tell us where the thief
is, all will be well; if he does not, he must be content to lie
under the suspicion of being a confederate. Mr. Raby was
in" your brother’s rooms, and. he bolted - with the
diamonds—" )

- “My governah would pay for them, I know that,” said
D’Arcy. ‘

Mr. Fix smiled again.

.“Yes, but he would not pay for the rest of Mr. Raby’s
little misdeeds—forged cheques and other little things,” he
said. -“ We' want Mr. Raby, and we’re going to have him.
Lord Conway expected to draw the whole pursuit upon
himself by 'bolting suddenly; and certainly he proved him-
self guilty to the reporters. When the case was put into my
hands I knew what was what. We want Mx. Raby; and I
don’t -think ‘Mr; Raby will find it easy to get out of

. Englland.” o8 ‘
“T trust that he will,” said Lord Conway quictly. “Raby

was led into this by designing rascals; he was more sinned
against than sinning. He saved my life, and I was bound
to stand by him.”

Inspector Fix shook his head. B

“It won’t do, my dear sir—it won’t do,” he said. “I shall
have to ask you to come with us.” -

“I'm ready.” - .

“Perhaps Dr. Holmes will lend us a conveyance.” .

Five minutes later Inspector Fix was driving away with
his prisoner in the Head’s car. But that explanation had
left the juniors of St. Jim’s relieved at heart; and it

chased the clouds from D’'Arcy’s face. As for Wally, he

yelled with delight when he heard how the matter really

was.

. “Isn’t it just like old Con?” he exclaimed. “Isn’t it
just like him? Of course, he was standing up for somebody
else, and he was bound to, as the chap saved his life. It’s
just like my old duffer of a brother. I can just see Gussy
doing it, too; if one of you chaps came a mucker.”

“I twust I should always stand by my fwiends,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity. “But I
know that none of my fwiends would evah do anythin’ so
howwible as stealin’. I am afwaid Conway has been vewy
careless in his selection of his fwiends, and I shall talk to
hxmh?ewiously on the subject when this affair has blown
ovah I

#Dr. ’Olmes wants to see Master D’Arcy in his study 1”2
announced Toby. .

“Bai Jove! Now for a waggin’,” said D’Arcy. i

But, contrary to expectations, ‘a ragging did not await
the swell of the Fourth.

Dr. Holmes questioned him as to what had happened, and
Arthur Augustus told the whole story.

“I do not say that I either approve or disa.pprove,’* said
the Head when he had heard everything. “I only say
that I am glad that matters have turned out so well.” You
must not do anything of this sort again, D’Arcy.”

“Very well, sir,” said D’Arcy meekly.

He could say that safely; the circumstances were
peculiar, and were certainly never likely to arise -again.

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy quitted the Head’s study,
flegelin 2 perfectly well satisfied with the Head and with

imself. . -

But. the chums of 8t. Jim’s awaited further news with
great anxiety. .

Lord Conway had placed himself in a very peculiar and

(Continued on page 28.) - TR
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THE MASTER WHO IMPRISONED TWO BOYS IN A DUNGEON!
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
¥ Some schoolboys from Australia take over River
House School, near St. Frank’s, for the summer, and
immediately the two schools are at grips in a friendly
“ war.”” After a cricket tch bet the hools,

Jerry Dodd, of St. Frank’s, discovers that one of the
Aussies, Jim Sayers, is an impostor; but Lkeeps his
discovery secret, because he wants t&ifind out what the
impostor’s game is. Handforth and Dodd go to the
River House School one night to investigate. Through
the window of a study they see Mr. Rutter, an Australi
master who is secretly in league with Sayers, talking
with the impostor. Unfortunately Handforth makes a
noise and the master darts to the window,

Rutter’s Cunning !

. the study window open, and leapt out. The sound
from outside had made it clear to him that some-
thing, ‘or somebody, was there. =~ But when the

‘master_stood outside the window he saw nothing. Not a
sign of any living thing.

“What on earth——" began Sayers, at the window.

“Quiet !’ hissed Rutter. '

They stood like statues. Not a sound broke the stillness
of the night. No echo of running footsteps, no swishing
of bushes.

Rutter moved up and down, and he cursed as he caught
his knee against the brick angle of the cucumbet-frame
near by. Then he walked a short distance in the other
directian, finally returning to the window.

“What was it?7” whispered Sayers. |

“Nothing,” growled the other. “At least, nothing that
matters. A prowling cat, probably. Sounds are always
exaggerated on a warm, still might like this. Move aside;
P'm coming in.” .

“Geewinnikers! I'm relieved,” said Sayers. “I thought,
for a moment, that somebody had spotted us.”

“1 was at the window before they could have escaped,”
said Mr. Rutter. “The truth i3, boy, we’re both' getting
jumpy. It won’t do. We-shall have to cut out-these secret
‘meetings. They’re foolish, anyway.” .

“Why are they foolish?” said: Sayers. “We must have
g talk now and again; and it’s risky in the day-time.”

“'% Nothing of the sort,” said Mr. Rutter. “You can

. RUTTER was a man of instant action. He flung

CHOOL frOM
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always make an excuse to come to my study, and if we
have anything to say, we can say it in private. To meet
like this ai night is dangerous; and you mustn’t come down
to me again, Sayers. Lei that be thoroughly understood.”

“Talking like a real schoolmaster, aren’t you?” sneered
Jim Sayers. “Better keep that sort of thinF for the other
chaps. You can’t order me about as you like.”

“All right—all right!’ snapped the master. “But we’ll
say mo more now. I'm going to.bed, and you’d better go
to bed, too. See that you don’t disturb anybody.”

He closed the window, and pulled the catch into position.
A moment later the light went out, and silence descended.

Outside, Jerry Dodd and Handforth were not three yards
from the window, and they were congratulating themselves
upon the astute way in which they had fooled the Australian
master.

Lying flat on his back Jerry raised his.hands, and gently
slid the glass “light ” on the cucumber-frame. From the
inner side of the dusty glass he and Handforth had seen
the light go out in the study, and they knew it was now
safe for them to,emerge.

“Phew! That's better!” breathed Handforth. “It was
getting pretty stuffy in here.”

There were no cucumber plants in~the frame; nothing
but grass and weeds. Jerry Dodd, in that crucial moment,
had spotted the frame, and he had seen that the glass top
was half back. Jerry knew that there was no time to
escape, and he had yanked Handforth’s arm. Both of
them had scrambled into the frame, and Jerry had pulled
the 1ié;ht right over. It had all been done in a’ matter of
seconds.

And there the two St. Frank’s boys had crouched, hidden
by the dusty glass, whilst Rutter had searched about not
two yards away. But it had been a narrow shave.

“Lucky thing for us they didn’t think of looking in the
frame,” murmured Jerry. “It was our only chance; and
the dodge worked.” .

“What do we do now ?” whispered Handforth.

“Go home, of course.”

“But we’ve done nothing. : )

“Haven’t we? We’'ve seen Rutter and Sayers together.
We know they’re in league,” replied Jerry grimly. And
look here, Handy, we've got to keep this thing strictly
under our hats. ‘We miustn’t tell' a soul. Promise me to
keep mum ?” '

»
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“Why, yes; but I don’t see—"

“We mustn’t let these Australian blighters know that
wo've twigged their game,” continued: Jerry. - “I'm
ashamed to admit that they're Australian; but facts. are
facts. The time is not yet ripe for us to take any action.
We'll lie low and watch.” ’

“That’s it; we’ll play the waiting game,” said Handforth
eagerly. “By George! We'll shadow them wherever they
go! And, in the meantime, it’s our secret.”

The two St. Frank’s juniors were under the impression
that they had hoodwinked Rutter; but they little guessed

‘that in reality it was Rutter who had hoodwinked them.

For-at that very moment, whilst they talked in whispers,
the Australian schoolmaster was not six feet away, his face
%iddeh behind the rusty grille of ‘a cellar. Every word he

eard. . Tt

Rutter had acted with considerable ingenuity. -With the
quick brain of the desperate man he had grasped the situ-
ation, -and had then behaved accordingly.

In that first minute, when he had climbed out of the
window, he had caught a glimpse of the cucumber-frame
top moving. In that flash he knew that the intruder, or
intruders, had sought refuge under the light. He had
glimpsed the figures lying under the glass.

Had he chosen he could have exposed them then and
there, challenging their right to be in the River House
grounds. . s : .

But he knew that they must have overheard something
of what had bcen said in the study. And if he precipitated
a showdown it would mean exposure on the spot, and the
wreckage of all"his plans. )

Somebody was suspicious—somebody had crept to the
study window, and had seen him and Sayers together.
That was serious enough. But who were they? And how
much did they actually know ¥ .

Rutter saw in a moment that he had a unique oppor-
tunity here of discovering the identity of his enemies. That
they were not ready to take action on their own account
was proved by their desperate move to conceal themselves.
Keeping his head, Rutter might yet save the situation:

So hé had affected to see nothing; he had told Sayers that
the sound had been made by a stray cat—knowing full well
that his words were clearly audible to the lurkers in the
cucumber frame.” He had lulled ‘them-into a scnse of falso
security. Cunningly, deliberately, he had hoodwinked them.

Immediately after switching off the light in the study he
had-sent Sayers up to bed. And, like a rabbit, he had bolted
down into the cellar, making straight for that open grating.

Thus the scheming schoolmaster was there now. He had
heard every word of the whispered conversation between
Jerry Dodd and Handforth. He had recognised- Handforth's
voice—and the other voice was Australian. " Dodd, of course !
Jerry Dodd, the boy who came from Bathurst—the same
district of New South Wales as the real Jim Sayers!

This was an _alarming encugh discovery. Clearly Jerry
Dodd suspected.  That was the reason for his midnight
visit. Jerry believed that there was something wrong with
the impostor. In a word, it was palpable to Rutter that he
and his schoolboy confederate were walking on the edge of
a volcano.” But as yet they were safe. ’

The two St. Frank’s boys had pledged themselves to
secrecy; Rutter had heard them say that they would play
the waiting game. o

Well, he would play the waiting game, too.

The advantage was with him, for he knew what they were
intending and thus he could be ready. A little careful
planning, and he would have the upper hand.

The Hunters Hunted !

HE hot August days slipped by. Nothing much
mattered at St. Frank's except cricket. Nipper and
his stalwarts again played a junior test match
against the boys of the Australian School. It was

a fine match, keenly played by both teams, and it was tho
Australians who by hard hitting and fine bowling forced a
victory. °

“Well, that makes us all square, chum,” said Curly Baines
after the game. “Later on we shall have to have a final
test match to decide the rubber.”

“Meanwhile, we’ll see what we can do about the rcal
Test Match at the Oval,” grinned Nipper.

“We're planning to go,” said McVittie eagerly. “No
need to worry about this week, of course. The match
doesl?”y start until Saturday. All the best play will be next
week.

Everybody was agog concerning the big Test Match. The
St. Frank’s fellows and the Australian boys were equally
excited. And for the time being, japes were “off.” Not
that the rival schoolboys would not indulge in a jape at
short notice if the opportunity arose. -

Handforth. although he played cricket in the matches,
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seemeda strangely preoccupied. He had formed the habit
lately of going off alone, and not returning for somie hours.
And he mever enlightened Church and McClure as to' the
nature of these mysterious missions. They were becoming
a bit fed-up, for they had never known Handforth to keep
a secret for so long. Their burly leader had not let an
incautious word slip out, and when they had: questioned
him he had brusquely told them to go and eat coke. *

Mr. Rutter, at the Australian School, had kept his eyes
well open. So far he had said nothing to Sayers, He was
not willing to trust the boy too much. Sayers believéd that
everything was all right, and it was better to leave him
that way. )

Curly Baines and the others were giving Sayers the cold
shoulder. - He 'was not sent to Coventry, but more or less
ignored. All the boys of the Australian School had been
incensed at the publication in the ‘“Bannington Gazette”
of a highly coloured account of the outrage at St. Frank’s.
Little did they guess that Mr. Rutter himself had given the
newspaper reporter all the necessary details! , The
Australian boys felt that they had been dishonoured, and
for that reason they were reluctant to indulge in any further
japes, lest evil-minded people shiould misunderstand.

Mr. Rutter knew quite well that Jerry Dodd and Hand-
forth had been shadowing him.  Evening after evening the
schoolmaster had gone out for walks—not because he cared
for country walks, but because he was anxious to learn if
he was being shadowed. On some occasions it was Jerry
who followed him, on other occasions Handforth. - They
watched his movements closely; but, naturally, they had

never seen him engaged in any suspicious activities. Thev~ 3

believed, moreover, that their own movements were unsus-
spected. Well, this was all to the good. e young amateur
detectives were still keeping their secret, and they were
playing the waiting game as they had arranged. :
Yet Rutter was now beginning to get a little anxious.

He knew that he must soon act, or the two St. Frank’s
boys might take others into their confidence. They would
-grow tired of this shadowing business. So far Rutter and
Sayers were safe. But how -long would it last? -

. _ . . . . L3 s [y L] ;]

“Going out, Handy ?” g

"Edward Oswald Handforth, looking very absent-minded,
halted in the Triangle. he evening was overcast-——sultry
and thundery. It was not yet dusk, although it looked like
it owing to the lowering clouds.

Church _and McClure, who had been lounging on the
Ancient House steps, chatting with Archie Glenthorne and
Fullwood and “Skeets” Bellton, approached their rugged-
faced study chum. -

“Going out?”’ repeated Church casually.

“Oh, T don’t kngw 1” said Handforth m a careless voice.
“I might.” ’

“We'll go with you if you like,” said McClure generously.

“Well, I don’t like,”” replied Handforth, frowning. “I
thought I left you fellows in the Common-room.”

“That was ten minutes ago,” said Church. *“You passed
us on the steps just now, and you didn’t even see us. What’s
the matter with you, Handy ?” 7

“Nothing, ass !’ : .

“There’s something on your mind—some secret or other.”

“Rot 17

“You’re always going out on your own, and when you
come back you never say what you’ve been doing,” con-
tinued Church. “It’s not like you, Handy. There’s a new
waitress~down at thc tuckshop, I know, and at first we
thought—"’

“Who told you to think?” demanded Handforth, turning
red. - “Blow the waitress! I haven’t even seen her. What’s
she like 2”” he added, with a show of interest.

“Oh, voung—between fifteen and sixteen,” said Church,
giving McClure a nudge. “Small, you know, but dainty
and graceful; red-gold hair and hazel eyes.”

- “My only hat !” said Handforth, with a start. “And you
say she’s in the village tuckshop?”

“Come with us, and treat us to ice-creams, and we’ll
introduce you,” said McClure. “She’s certain to serve us,
of course, as soon as she catches sight of you.”

They went out into the lane, and, at first, Church and
McClure thought that they had “clicked.” But suddenly
Handforth came to a halt in the middle of the lane, and
he shook his head. .

“This girl will have to wait!” he growled. “It’s a
beastly shame, of course. I'd like to go down with you
chaps and be introduced, but it can’t be done. I've got

* to meet Jerry.”

“Jerry Dodd ! said Church, in surprise. o

Handforth did not appear to hear. He was thinking—
and - he was absent-minded, and when Handforth was
absent-minded he had a way of letting things slip out. -~

“Let it rip,”2 said McClure.r “This' girl -is mors
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important, Handy. Come with us to the tuckshop.- Where
else do you want to go, anyhow?” ’ :

“It’s no good you questioning me about Rutter, because
I won’t tell you anything,” replied Handforth fmpatiently.

Chuarch gave McClure a wink.

“My dear chap, we wouldn’t think of questioning you
about Rutter,” he said.. “Perish the thought. Why should
we worry about one of the. masters of the Australian
;qhog}l’? 1f it comes to that, why are you interested in

im ? .

“I'm not going to tell you chaps anything, until I've
proved, beyond question, that Rutter is a crook,” declared
Handforth firmly. “I'm keeping that secret to myself. I
know he’s a crook, of course but I've got to prove it.
That’s why Jerry and- I are shadowing him.” '

“Well, we wish you luck,” said Church. “But don’t
you think you’d better be careful? It’s a tall order,
following a schoolmaster about. You might get yourself
into trouble.” s

Handforth was still very absent-minded. .-
 “Somebody’s going to get into trouble—and it won't be
Jerry and “me,” he replied dreamily. “By George!

257

“Well, you can ask all you like—and I shan't tell you
anything ! interrupted Handforth gruffty. “ What was L
talking about just now?” PRI L.

He tried to remember, for he had a dreadful suspicion
that he had been incautious. However, his chums were
looking very calm and inngcent. - ¥ 1

“We were asking you to come to the tuckshop—to meet
the new waitress,” said Church. : .

“Oh, yes! Well, I can’t come!” said Handforth. “So
long, you chaps! Tl see you later.” _

And without giving them an opportunity of saying any-
thing else, he broke through a gap in the hedge, and
went striding off across an empty meadow. They saw him
plunge into the depths of Bellton Wood beyond.

g g Vi{ell, what do. you make of that?” asked Church af
ength.

“Sounded like a lot of bunkum to me,” replied the
Scottish junior. : i

“Pm not sure of that,” said the other, frowning.
“Handy was so absorbed that he didn’t even know what
he was saying. His thoughts were miles away.” ]

“But what he said doesn’t make sense,” declared

' As Handforth and Dodd watked across the floor of the old abbey ruins, one of the big stone slabs on which they stepped

th their

suddenly gave b

‘The next moment they wer:hplunging down into a black abyss!
hed the

r. Rutter

gri d malici

Ruttel,' and Saycrs are going te-get it in the neck before

ong !’
“%Vcll, Sayers deserves it—Sayers is a cad!’ said
McClure. . .

“A cad? Ie’s worse than that!” declared Handforth.
“He’s an impostor!” — ’
“Of course he is,” said Church.

“ A rotten masquerader, using Sayers’ name,”’ continued

Handforth indignantly. “And that -béast, Rutter, is in

“co’ with him. But don’t worry! Jerry and I are
going to get to tho bottom of the mystery, and then we’ll
have those blessed crooks just where wé want them !”

““%3 y?u’re going to meet Jerry Dodd now !”

es.’

“So that you can shadow Mr. Rutter ?”°

“We've been doing it all this week,” said Handforth,
with a grunt. “Haven’t discovered much yet, worse luck.
But to-night things may be different.” He suddenly

“Eh? What
have you chaps been asking me?” - :
-“Now, don’t be an ass, Handy,” said MecClure.
“Haven’t you said all along that you won’t tell us any~
thing?  We were asking you—"" S

gly as he wat

of his trap.

McClure. “Mr. Rutter, of the Australian School, a
crook! Sayers an impostor, using somebody else’s name!
Why, it’s drivel! And he and Jerry. Dodd are shadowing
Mr. Rutter, trying to get evidence!”

They both laughed.

“Poor old Handy!” said McClure.
a pretty ‘girl couldn’t draw_ him !”

They came to the conclusion that there was nothing in
it. They knew their Handy of old; he had discovered

“Even the lure of

‘many a mare’s nest, and most of his chases, undertaken

in the guise of detective work, proved to be wild goose
chases. So Church and McClure just shrugged their
shoulders and gave the matter no further thought. -

. . . . .

Meanwhile, Handforth met Jerry Dodd at'the farther
side 'of the wood. The Australian was perched up a tree,
armed with binoculars. From that eyrie he could see the
River House School clearly. - i -

“ Just in time, Handy,”’ said Jerry -as he slithered down.
“Rutter’s gone out for a walk He’s-taken the footpath

this time by the river.”? ) .
Tes -Genmi Lisrary:—No. 1,383.
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¢ Alone 12 y
E “Yes.” . .

“ Another wasted evening, I suppose,” grunted Hand-
forth. “Blow Rutter and his walks! Why can’t he do
something crooked? I'm getting fed-up with this sort of
thing, Dodd.” : . . : .

“Then you're not much of a detective,” said Jerry Dodd.
“A good detective sticks to his man for days—weeks—
months, if necessary. He never gets impatient. Sooner or
later Rutter will show his hand, and then we'll have him.

They hurried away, taking the empty, deserted meadows
beyond the wood. ‘It was a short cut to the river, and
Jorry knew that they would easily overtake the Australian
schoolmaster. .

“T think we ought to take some other chaps into our
confidence,” said Handforth, after a short silence.
“Church and McClure, for instance. And what about your
own study chums?” .

“Rats,” said Jerry. “It’s no good telling Jarrow any-
thing—he’s too long-winded. He’s such a peaceful chap,
too. As for ‘ Boomerang,’ he wouldn’t be any good to us—
although he’s an Aussie. No, we'd better keep it to our-
selves.”

“Well, Churchy and Mac are getting troublesome,”
growled Handforth. “They questioned me as I was coming
out this evening.”’ .

“You didn’t_tell them anything?”

“T don't think so.”- .

“What do you mean—* you don’t think so? ’ * asked Jerry
Dodd. “Don’t you know?”’ .

“Of course I didn't tell them anything,’”” growled
Handforth. “I can keep a secret_as well as anybody. But
they question me so much that I shall let something out
before long. Better let me tell them right off. They’ll

L Well,.we’ll talk about it later,” said Jerry Dodd. - “Tor
the present, we'd better keep on the alert. We shall be on
Rutter’s trail in a minute.”

'y

“help, too.”

Sure enough, when thef,7 broke through a hedge soon after-
wards, they saw the tall, straight figure of the Australian
master on the towing path, not a hundred yards ahead.
Mr. Rutter was walking leisurely along, smoking his pipe.

But he never once glanced back. His attention was held
by the view ahead of him, and it was soon a%parent that
he was on the look-out for somebody. For when a figure
appeared from behind some willows, Mr. Rutter walked
forward sharply. Handforth and Jerry Dodd, crouching
back into the cover of the hedge, saw that the newcomer
was Jim Sayers. Schoolboy and schoolmaster were talking
together earnestly. “

“This looks a bit different,”” murmured Jerry. “It’s the

. first time they’ve met since we've been on this shadowing

game, Handy. It looks like business.”

“By George! I hope so0,” breathed Handforth.

It was .well they crouched far back into the hedge, for,
through the tall grasses and weeds at the hedge bottom,
they saw Rutter and Sayers looking searchingly about them
—as though to make sure that they were unobserved. Then,

For Next Wednesday—
“THE BOY FROM NOWHERE”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

Who is he? Where does he come from ?—this
nameless bo: 'from nowhere who arrives at St. Jim's
* in next week's great yarn. You simply must read
all about this amazing newcomer, and how Tom
Merry & Co. eventually got to the bottom of a

baffling mystery.

“The School from ‘ Down Under’ ”
By E. S. BROOKS

'Mo_re, ripping chapters from this popular serial, -
telling how the chums of St. Frank's hoodwink the
utter.
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iétiiﬁ;ﬁéd; they went off at a brisk walk, still keeping to the

‘towing-path.

“Come on !” murmured Jerry. i

He dived -through the hedge. Handforth followed. Keep-
ing well to the other side, where their movements were com-
pletely screened, they followed. And at the bend of the
river, some half-mile up, they saw thatthe quarry had left
tho stream. The two Australians had taken to a narrow
footpath, leading to a yellow cornfield, which ultimately went
to_the Edgmore cstate. .

It needed every care to keep out of sight now. By
making a wide detour, and running hard, they got to the
other side of the cornfield. Then, cfouching down, they
waited. - ‘ .

In due course, Rutter and Sayers emerged. There was
open parkland in front of them now, but they were not
walking leisurely. They strode on as though they had a
purpose—and Handforth saw, with a sudden start, that they
were making for some ivy-covered ruins which towered
picturesquely skywards some little distance ahead.

“My only sainted aunt! Do you twig that?” murmured
Handforth. “They’re going to the old abbey ruins!’’

“Didn’t I tell you?” said Jerry, his eyes burning. “There
is something on this evening !” .

There was no longer any question of it. Rutter and his
schoolboy companion would never have come to the abbey
ruins unless they had a definite motive. The shadowers
followed, crouching low and keeping well out of sight.

It was easier now, for dusk had descended. Under that
lowering sky the old ruins took on a sinister aspect. The
gaunt piles were full of shadows.

Mr. Rutter and Jim Sayers were just black shapes now.
They vanished amongst the ruins, and as soon as they had
disappeared, Jerry Dodd and Handforth broke into a run
and went racing across the open, exposed space. Breath-
less, they arrived at the crumbling, ivy-covered walls. Jerry
laid a detaining hand on his companion’s arm, preventing
him from entering the ruins. .

They peeped round, concealed by the festooning creepers
which half choked an entry. Rutter and Sayers were stand-
ing within. ) ¢

The floor of the ruins was grassy, with great stone slabs

here and there. The roof was the sky, and on every side

P

_burly leader of

the broken and jagged walls arose like shadowy sentinels.

“Yes,” Mr. Rutter was saying, in an earnest voice. “ We
can’t wait any longer, you young fool! This thing must be
done to-night. What's the matter with you? Are you.
afraid ?”

“Aw, forget it!” said Sayers tartly. “I’'m game enough.
Go on—lead the way.” .

They moved forward, and Mr. Rutter went plunging
down some crumbling stone steps which led to the old
vaults. Sayers followed. For some moments Handforth
and Jerry heard the sounds of the. footsteps, then came
complete silence. ‘ ) k& )
. “Well I'm jiggered !” murmured Handforth, with a catch
in his voice.

“Come on!” said Jerry after a few moments.

They broke cover, and went walking across that roofless
space. They took®four strides, and then, without warning,
one of the great stone slabs, on which they stepped, tipped
beneath their weight.

. They flung up their hands, shouting in alarm, but it was
impossible for them to save themselves. They went shoot-
ing down, plunging feet foremost into a black abyss.

The Trap! '

HUD! Thud! -
. The two startled Removites, after whirling down
into the mysterious blackness, suddenly. crashed
against something fairly soft. They went rolling
over in the inky darkness, bruised and battered and grazed,
but with no bones broken. X
Jerry Dodd was the first to sit up. He was dazed and
bewildered, and he was under the impression, at that
moment, that he and Handforth were the victims of an
accident. ' But in a flash he had reason to change his mind.
“Look!” he gasped. )
A gurgle sounded from Handforth, for at the moment the
1 ‘ Study D was half-blinded by dust, for, in
falling his. head had slithered into a cornmer, where there
was a pile of loose earth.
Jerry, however, saw something which filled him with rage
and dismay. o
Overhead there was a slit of daylight—at first it had been
a square. It grew smaller and smaller until, finally, it
vanished altogether. And to Jerry Dodd’s ears came a
thud. He knew just what had happened. The great stone
slab had returned to its original position ! =
The two boys were in total darkness. ‘And somewhere
above them. Rutter stood in the deep dusk witha triumphant
expresssion on his sallow face.’ .
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‘@r. E. S. Brooks welcomes letters from readers.
Write to him c/o The Editor, The GEM, Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

THAT grievance of yours, Eddie Rowas, Montreal, is

scarcely justified. To quote your letter: ~“I can’t

understand why in the wide world you have a whole

school of Australians, besides five or six at St. Frank’s,
while you have absolutely no Canadians.” Let’s take this in
the proper order. The reason I have introduced an Australian
school into the present serial is that we, in England, have been
entertaining the famous Australian Test cricketers ; and as the
Editor of this go-ahead Old Paper always likes to give his readers
something topical, he and I thought it would be rather a good
wheeze to feature our ‘‘ cobbers” and rivals, the Aussies.
Unfortunately, the great Dominion of Canada cannot offer us
anything quite parallel in the way of sport. Now, as for your
grievance. In Study No. 1 in the Ancient House, there is a great
pal of Ralph Leslie Fullwood’s—to wit, Clive Russell. And
Clive Russell, let me tell you, Eddie, is as thoroughly Canadian
as you are. In the Remove, he represents Canada—just as
Jerry Dodd represents Australia.

21

The St. Frank’s Junior X1, W. E. Townsend, Huddersfield, is
made up as follows: Nipper (captain), Vivian Travers, Harry
Gresham, E. O. Handforth, Jerry Dodd, Reginald Pitt, Jack
Grey, R. L. Fullwood, Jimmy Potts, John Busterfield Boots, e
and Bob Christine. Jack Grey is the wicket-keeper. Other \
Removites and Fourth Formers who are frequently in the 4
Junior XI are Charlie Talmadge, Hussi Khan, Tregellis-West, 5
Yorke, Oldfield, and Clapson. -

* » * ¥

‘ Names List,” No. 7. Modern House Fourth Form : Study
No. 1; Bob Christine, Roddy Yorke, Charlie Talmadge. Study
No. 2: Hubert Churchman, George Holland, Ernest Lawrence.
Study No. 3: Harry Oldfield, Len Clapson, Billy Nation.
Study No. 4 : Sessue Yakama. The latter, a Japanese boy, has
the privilege of a study to himself.

JERIY: =
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* * *

If there is an occasion for detective work to be done, in a
forthcoming serial, Harry C. Blundy, Ilford, it’s any odds that
Nelson Lee will be brought in to do his stuff. But, after all, in a
story like * The School From ‘Down Under’,” there is not much
for a man of Nelson Lee’s capabilities to do.

B et 4 gt

* * *

Believe it or not, Richard P. Rowe, Skegness, the E. S. B.
portrayed at the top of this page is yours truly—the author
of all the St. Frank’s stories. -As I have had occasion to.remark
on other occasions, however, you mustn’t take too much notice
of that photograph !

—
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EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

He had rushed up the stairs just in time to see what had
happened. d

“It worked, boy—it worked !” he gleated.

The boy who was using the name of Jim Sayers stared in
horror. He was aghast. .

“But—but I don’t understand !” he stammered. ““What
happened 7*°

“The two boys who were following us walked into the
trap which I had prepared for them—that’s all!” said
Rutter grimly. ‘“Like fools, they fell right into it! And
now they’re below us—imprisoned in a 'dungeon so strong

“that—" :

£

et

- and that I heard their talk,” concluded Rutter.

“But we can’t do ‘a thing like that!” protested Sayers,
pale with fright. - “ You’re mad, Rutter!” -- '

“I should have been mad if I had not taken care of those
interfering brats!” retorted Rutter harshly. “You young
idiot ! on’t you see that we're in danger? Handforth
and Dodd know too much—and for days they have been
trying to learn more.” :

“Dodd !” said Sayers, with a gulp. “But Dodd is Sayers’
neighbour, in Australia !”

‘“And if he does not know that you are an impostor, he
su§pec’t’s it,” said Rutter. ‘‘Listen, boy! I’ll tell you some-

He told Sayers of what had happened that
night at the River House School. ‘

‘The young fools never guessed that I had seen“t]}%em—;
ut
found out then that they were determined to keep the secret
to themselves. So it was safe enough for me to let them
go. Since then they have been shadowing me. I knew
that they were shadowing me to-night. .= At one time I
thought 1t would be necessary to capture them one at a
time. Far better for them to have fallen into the dungeon

together.”

“But—but what are we going to do now?” asked Sayers
hoarsely. “With Handforth and Dodd, I mean?”

“There are two things we can do with them,” replied
Rutter, his voice cold and deadly. ‘“We can either keep
them prisoners down there for good—>

“For good?” repeated Sayers, frightened at™ thé dread
suggestiveness of the words.

“Yes, for good!” snarled Rutter. “Either that, I say,
or we can think of some way to ensure their silence. In
any case, they are safe for the time being. They can’t get
out, and nobody can trace them here. There will be a hue
and cry, of course; but nothing can be discovered. In any
.case, we are safe enough.” )

“I’'m not so sure of that,” said Sayers uneasily. “You
say there’s no real evidence; but if Handforth and Dodd
get away, or are rescued, they’ll talk.”

“Whatever they say, they can’t prove that we trapped
them,” replied Rutter. “In Heaven’s name, boy, why can’t
ﬁou realise that we’re in a tight corner? Something drastic

ad to be done. I did it, that’s all. Now ‘we’d better get
away from here. If there’s any more talking to be done,
we’ll do it on the way back to school.” .

-

3 e < . . . .

Jerry was the first to get to his feet after the fall into the
dungeon, and when he pulled an electric torch out of his
pocket he was gratified to discover that the bulb was not
smashed. The beam of light shot out, hovered round, and
rested upon Handforth. .

“By cripes !” ejaculated Jerry, with concern.

Handforth’s face was smeared with biood and grime. He
was sitting on a great pile of dried ferns. It was this
“cushion » which had broken their fall, saving them from
broken bones. Rutter had spent many hours at dead of
night tipping the dried ferns into the dungeon.

“You're hurt, chum !” said Jerry, with concern.

“It’s nothing—only a nose-bleeder,” said Handforth,
blinking. “Jolly good thing you’ve got that light, Jerry!
Whoa ! My left ankle’s twisted a bit, and it’s giving me
what-for. Where are we?”

Jerry flashed his light round. He saw a grim stone
dungeon—solid walls and a solid floor. There was a door
to the dungeon, but it was of immense thickness. He
walked over to it, and put his shoulder against it. There
was no sign of movement. Overhead, the stone roof of the
dungeon was quite out of reach. In any case, that stone
slab was certain to be securely fixed.

“We're in a nasty mess, Handy,” said Jerry quietly. \
“What’s more, we were trapped like a couple of feather- N
brained children,” '

“Trapped ?” repeated Handforth, jumping to his feet.

“What else? We were fools to walk into it !” said Jerry ¥
Dodd bitterly. “Rutter must have known that we were 5
following him; he must have known for days that we've
been shadowing him, too. And this evening he led us here, ¥
into the ruins—he knew that we should walk over that i
loose slab. Jumping kangarcdos! And we haven’t an atom §
of proof; not a single scrap of evidence against Rutter. %

b}
x

Even if we do escape, we can’t accuse him of harming us.”
Handforth pulled himself together.

“What do you mean—if we do escape?” he repeated.

““There’s no “if’ about it! We've got to escape. Dodd!

Unless we do we shall starve to death.” 5
“T don’t think so!” said Jerry grimly. :
He swung his torchlight round, and then Handforth saw,

for the first time, a big two-gallon jar in the corner. It was

full of water. Beside it stood an old wooden box, and in |

the box there were several loaves of bread, a tin of biscuits, L

and a whole cheese. It was a significant discovery. - 1
“Food! Enough to last us two or three weeks,” said h

Jerry. “You see what it means, Handy? Rutter has no s

intention of starving us—but he means to keep us {

prisoners.” ) §
“Prisoners—in this dungeon—where there’s no difference

between night and day!” said Handforth hoarsely. - ‘
And they looked at one another with blank consternation. \
Then their expressions changed, for in that silence they i

heard a slow, measured knocking ! {

(Is someone coming to the rescue of Handy and Jerry
already ? Don’t miss . next W ednrnesday’s thrills and \
surprises ) . ’ i L \ A

»
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dangerous posmon byshis chivalrous, not to say quixotic,
notion of standmg by a friend who had. gone to the" dogs

But on the morrow came good news. « -

The news of Lord ‘Conway’s arrest hiad: becn telegraphed
all over the country; and the next day came frcsh hews—
that Mr. Raby-had giver himself up :

The astute“1nspéctor had 1eckoned upon tha.t

It showed that there was good in the man. True Rabv
had had no real chance of escape. Lord Conway’s effort
to gain time for him might have turned out well, but the
watch was too close for him to have much chance of getting
out of the country. But as soon as he heard that Lord
Conway was suspected. and arrested, ,Ra,by l\éva] ‘ed to the

tta wottah aftah all, s
‘he pught to be ‘sent to

8o, you seé, the.chap wasn’t
D’Arcy remarked.  “All the same,

pwison. Chaps who s to pw 1son,' in fact
I wath thmk he” ought to" " h somcthln lng
with boilin’ oil in it!”

Raby did go to prison—and Lmd (Jonway was 1cloased
His innocence was made as clear-'as” Raby s gullt s

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was the
congr tulatxons from the other fello“
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PEN PALS ]

(Continued from page 13)

t St Juns
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XEXR

C. Chisnall, 29,- Kenslow .Avenue,. B
Nottingham, wants pen pal- in Nottingha
cricket, rughy, cycling, stamps, swimi

Miss Bernice Robms n, S
Australia, wants girl ¢
India, Pacific Islands -

Miss Mary Blair Browr
South Africa, wants girl conespondents in England Canad
Australia, and New, Zealand ; outdom sportsv, age 18-21:

G. Arthur Bai n
wants correspon entrs
Oscar Nomm,™
*orresp‘ondents. = He

. Ellis, 2347
wants a corresponden
Colwyn Neely;
Natal, South Afrrca’

Jack Hudson, 60 Englehal:dt Street, Albury N S VV
Australia, wants inge. stamps and photo: .
Ernie, Jeffs, 26 Wl“lS Street, ' Armadale; S.E

G}er any and Spain. %
‘m ll 12, Talhn, Estoma, wants

nterested in art and’ sport
““Berea .. Road, Toll = Gate,
to hear ﬁom a’ stamp collector in’

more especially in -Ireland; Hollywood, ;and South " Africa.
Interested in wireless, talkies, and all sports ; age 13-15. -

Edward Downes, -80,: Ward Street, North Adelaide, South
Australia, wants pen pals mterested in stamps and sports 3
age 13-16.

Miss B. Tmcker, 115 Bury Road Hemel Hempstead Herts,

wants a girl correspondent, age 13-15, who is mterested in
dancing and sport gt e

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDA

'e01plont “of end]ess

-

x

K ]
T
'******************************wj

s London, s E 4,""
Durban, p

Australia,” wants, pen- pals..m “any English:speaking . country, -

- age 13;16.

The quixotic chivalry of Lord Conway apgealed to their
3 gmr%on, and they voted him * ‘a yhéro; and &
el jd}e%ﬁ glory \\a,s re ébted upon the siwell of the
¢liool House. -4 % f A :
iffhn.d come; out that Sn dpe was the fellow‘ wl o-betra ed
ithe secret passage to the sedrchers of ‘the’ School House: but
-in-the joy of the good news, Arthur ‘Augustus felt that he
could forgive him.
“You are an uttah wottah, Snl e,” said ’ Arey wagging
a contemptuous finger at the cad of the Fotrth. - “In fact,
I cannot help w egardm i3{7ou as a weptile'!”
“Hear, hear !” said B
““ Bty undah the cu'cs, as things have tulned ‘out all
vxght I think we had bettah let the wottah -off,” said,
Arcy -~ “@Give” him one kick, Hewwiés; you ha\e the
blg%st feet »

”’

And Heules gave Smpe one klck, \\luch helped him to ™+
quite a considerable distance.

And Snipe looked as if he had a pain somewhele “Ixen
_he walked away. afterwards. - ek § et
£ x“No\v, you fellows come to the t ks 1
“I've just had a fivah fwom iy gové
L evewy chap who’s glad to hear the good new
Conway can’ come and feed!” -.

“And, to’ ]udge by the number of
Arthur Augustus to the tuckshop, abou
1e301011)g 1n the good news. { -

MR T L. THE END i

( The new boy who didn’t know. lus name aml qgldg;c
—m neact ueek’s gwppmg story of the chitims b
W’

‘Miss "Rene Miller, 12,” Boyd Avenue, Thornbur

wants girl “correspondents *in Canada; :Alstrg .Singapore,

, India,"and South Afmca £ mte sted m ﬁlms and photo-

hy ; age 18-21;° S IR

oe; 92; Cavendish Roa.(l, ersal,v Manchgs’cer, 7, wan

members for his Aeronautlcal Correspondence Soclet . Wri

& for rticulars. ; ¥

Miss “P. - Cun ng am, 101 Marlboroug Road Sandford

Ranelagh ‘Dublin; -girl’ 'y
The’ Piopeer, Club

« sPondents

eccano, and animals. - .
5 J. Meath, the Raggatt Lutterw,
Warwickshire, wants girl i
. hai,"and India ; art and
« W, Prophet, Toronto,.G.P.O.;*
-wants a pen pal in England, Austraha,
less; age 14-18, .. =+ ..
* Norman Abrahamse, 9, Stanley Vlllas, Stanley Ruad Clare-
e Town,.South Africa, wants pen pals in Canada an
terested in cricket : 3 ago 13-14.
aylls, Wi hltehall Alcester, Warwwkshlre

'ants ipen,
rts', and to®

wants pen pals e=peclally in (
ew Zealand. ... :

France, Austraha,

Ivah Bradley, 11,

Austraha, wants pen
TR

anwhere abroad “except U
oD penceley 63, Christchurch’A;
N.W.6,” wants pen pa]s "Hobbies and

3 kmds “of” sport

[GEORGE GROSE, "wg:;*gg:ﬁ!" LUDGATE GIRGUS
Special _ OHW'EXTRA STRONG

'FOOTBALL ‘'JERSEYS

All coloure and Desngns

Carriage FP d 1 2/9 per doz.

SEND FDR ILLUSTRATED LIS”’ POST FREE.

= _MAKE MON EY
HAS €

No cash or expenence 'needed S nd ostcard row for large~

o

coloured Catalogue and Members’ Cards to AUSTIN DAV]S, w The !

iBarbados, Guiana, -Trinjdad and -Tobago, Jamaica; algo - “Album),
‘Mounts, - Gauge, éte. -+Send 2d. postnge, requesting approvals,—
:EESBURN & TOWNSEND, Ltd. (Dept. U.J.S.), Livérpool.

BE TALL ;

I TREASURE ISLAND PACKET FREE!!-57 diff. stamps;.i

Your Height increased in 14 days or'Money Back.

Amazing Course, - 5/-.  Send STAMP NOW for

fzec book. —STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, :Dea.n
oad, LONDON, N.W.2."

.. Write for.: my
of the best -ALL-BRITISH. Cycles.
14 DAYS' APPROVAL." CARRIAGE
PAID, Cash price £3:10:0, or.terms,

ll accessories FREE‘ Value’ 21/-

- 14 mwom.ms CYOLE
1m:¢mn; *n§§

AR AR
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