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TOM MERRY'S DOWNFALL—A VICTIM OF FAKED EVIDENGCE!

e PrLOT AG
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1] did not write this la

impudent falsshoode 7 ¥ said the Head.
pocket, and you deny having written it

CHAPTER 1.
Late Hours !

" UARTER 710 TENI[” said
Monty Lowther, glancing at
the clock in the Common-room
in the School House at St

Jim's. “Time you kids were in bed !*

“Bai Jove |”

“ Jolly queer the prefects don't give
a8 & look-in!” said Jack Blake of the
Fourth, with a puzzled look. " What's
happened to them?”

“Vgas, wathah!” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arey thoughtfully. “As a
mattah of faect, deah boys, we ought
weally to go up to the dorm without
waitin’ to be told I*

To which there came reply in & kind
of chorus:

“Rats !

It was & quarter of an hour past the
usual bed-time of the juniors of B,
Jim's. As a rule, the prefect whose
duty it happened to be to see the lights
out for the juniors was prompt enongh
in seeing them off to their dormitories.
Put on this special evening thcre was
certainly something wrong somewherc.

The Third Form had gone; but the
Fourth and the Shell were still un-
troubled.
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tter, sir,” protested Tom M

i

“The Iettar'f
l )

If the prefects had forgotten junior
bed-time, there was mo Teason why the
juniors should not forget it, too; that
was low the Fourth Formers and the
Shell fellows locked at it. Moreover,
Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell,
was out, and had not come in yet, and
his ¢hums had naturally decided that
they couldn’t go to bed without him—
unless they had to.

“It's queer!” said Bloke again.
“Whe's secing lights out for the Shell
chaps ta-night 1

“Kildare,” said Monty Lowther.

“My hat! Kildare is generally as
punctual as the giddy rismg-bell 1 said
Blake, in surprise. * Bingham is look-
ing after us, and he’s a careless
B-SS""_"

“Shut up!” murmured Dighy, catch-
ing sight of Bingham of the Sixth, who
had just appeared in the doorway.

“My doar chap,” said Blake, who had
his back to the doar, “everybody knows
that Bingham is a careless ass!”

“Thank you, Blake !” said the prefect,
stepping into the roomi.

Rlake whirled round.

“0h1 Is that you, Bingham, old
man ! he said cheerfully, “We've just
been wondering what had become of
you. I was just remarking to Dig what

Favesr Ui : A

erry. ‘' It'a mot in my hand.” ! How can you tell such

written i & disgulsed hand, is found sealed in your
i | did wot write it, sir!' exclaimed Tom.

AINST

a careful amd punctual person you
are—"

Bingham laughed.

“Well, cut off to bed 1" he said. "I've
been studyiug, and I didn’t notice the
time. Off to bed with you!"

Blake rose, with a yawn.

“¥You Shell fellows had better go up,
too,”" said Bingham. *‘Kildare's gone
out, I believe, and he won't be pleased
to find vou np at this time when he
comes in [

The Bhell fellows looked
another, and did not move.

“We're waiting for Tom Merry,” said
Monty Lowther politely.

Bingham of the 8ixth locked round.

#“Tsn't Merry in?” he asked.

“No. He's gone over to Wayland;
you gave him a pass out of gates
vourself,” said Monty Lowther. " Don't
you remember ?”

“Oh, yes, now I come to think of it!
But he ought to be in by now,” said the
prefect. * Get & move on, you kids I”

The Fourth Formers marched reluct-
antly oul of the Common-room, and the
roomn was left to the Shell. They had
not taken Bingham’s hint that it was
time to retire. There was & very
peculiar look upon Monty Lowther's

at one
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face as he watched Bingham go out
with the Fourth Formers.

*Qur respected prefect has forgotten
the great and glorious example of
Georga Washington,” Monty Lowther
murmured to his chum Manners.

Manners looked up from a chess

roblem.

“Th—what's that?" he said. “ What
do you mean?”

“Bingy said he was studying, and
didn't know the time passing,” said
Lowther, “He isn't much given to
burning the midnight oil, as a rule.
Did you notice his boots?”

“Blow his boots I’ said Manners.
*How could T notice his boots when I
was working out this problem? Look
here, would you move the rook
king's fourth?”

“Blow the rook, and blow the king's
fourth I* said Monty Lowther. “I'm
thinking of Bingy's boots [ )

“What on earth’s the matter with his

to

boots?” demanded the estonished
Manners.

“Wet 1" said Lowther, *“Muddy !
It's raining 1*

“Well 1V

“Well, how did Bingy get his boats
wet and muddy by staying in his room
studying 1"’ asked Lowther, with a grin,

“Blessed if I lknow,” said Manners,
“and blessed if ] care! Why should
he come in and tell us 2 whopper for
nothing? Don’t you set up as 8 Sexton
Blake, Monty. Lend me a hand with
thia giddy problem. Now, look here, if
I move the rook te king’s fourth, and
then white moves the bishop—"

“Yaw-aw-aw!” yawned Monty
Lowther. “I'm too sleepy for chess
problems1 Still, we won't go to bed
till Temmy comes in |7

“Where on earth has Tommy gol to?"
snid Knngarm, cotning over to the two
chums. “Ho's very late, isn’t he?"

“Beems so. But he's got a pass out;
Bingham gave it to him."”

“Everybody seems late to-night,” re-
marked Bernard Glyn—" Kildare, Tom
Merry, and Bingham. Bingham's been

out. He had mud on his bags—I
woticed that.”
“] noticed it on his boots,” said

Monty Lowther. “I wonder what he
told a whopper for? No business of
ours, though,”

*“Quesr that Bingy should have given
Tom Merry a pass out, too,” said Kan-
garoo thonghtfully, “He doesn’t like
Tommy. They had a row only yester-
day, and Tom Merry stopped him bully-
ing young Frayne of the Third. I
should have thought Bingham would
have given him a thick ear sooner than
8 pass. Queer Tommy asking him for
one, too,”

*“Tommy didn't ask him; he offered
it,” said Lowther. “He heard Tom
soying that he wanted {o go over to
Wayland with Brooke, and said he'd
En‘a him & pass out for the evening, if

o'd like.” ;

“Very forgiving chap!” said Kan-
gﬂl’DD._ »

*¥e-es,” agreed Lowther. “Must be,

@

thaugh nobody's ever mentioned before

that Bingham was a forgiving sort.
But he must be; I expected him to give
Blake lines for calling him an ass just
now, but he tack it quite sweetly.”

Kangarco looked at the clock. .

“Ten ¥ he said, “Tom Morry is
sticking it out to-night. Hallo, here he
18 »

There were hurried footsteps in the
passage outside.

The chums of the Shell turned towards
the doorway, expecting to see Tom
Merry.

Bub it was not Tom Merry who ap-
peaved; it was Kildare of the Sixth,
the captain of St. Jim's, )

Kildare had his coat on, wet with
rain, and his boots were muddy and
splashed. His face was excited, and he
was breathing fast,

“Is Tom Merry here?” he asked
abruPtIy.

“No,” said Lowther.

Kildare glanced round the room.

“¥You are sure ?” he asked,

“Yes,” said Lowther, looking in sur-
prise at the St. Jim's captain's excited

With startling suddenness Tom
Merry finds himself involvec
in a plot designed to end in his
And only too
well does Bingham, the rascally
prefect, d h
intentions—but Bingham rechons
without the loyalty and astute-
ness of Tom’s chums !

complete disgrace.

in his

face and wondering what had happened,
“He went home with Brooke—the day
boy in the Tourth, you know—for the
evening."”

“He had a pass ont,” added Manners.

“Then he is out of dooral” eaid Kil-
dare. *“I thought s0. A pass out doesn’t
hold good after bed-time; he ought fo
be back at half-past nine at the latest.”

“Might be staying out of the rain,”
suggested Lowther, anxious to save
trouble for his chum, "It's been raining
hard, Kildare.”

“I know it has,” said Kildare. "I've
been out in it. Did Tom Merey say he
was going home with young Brooke?”

“Yeas; they went away together.”

“ Brooke's mater invited him,” said
Manners.

“Oh 1" said Kildare grimly. “Well,
got off to bed, you kids. You needn't
have waited up till I came in, Buzz off
at once [

“All right”

“I—1 say, has anything happened,
Kildare 1" asked Lowther anxiously.

“Yes,” said Kildare shortly,

"Nothing wrong with Tom Merry, is
there?”

“Yos 1” growled Kildare,

“Bomething has happened to himi"

gaked Manners and Lowther together,

in alarm.

“Not yet,” said Kildare. *Some-
thing’s geing to happen to the young
rascal wﬁen ﬁe comes in, though! Don't
jaw; get off to bed |"

“But 1 say: * :

“Go to bed!” exclaimed Kildare
angrily.

Monty Lowther gave it up. Kildare
of the Sixth was usually one of the best-
tempered fellows at Bt. Jim's; but he
was evidently in anything but o good
temper now. The Shell fellows went up
to their dormitory, and Kildara followed
them in grim silence.

CHAPTER 2,
A Startling Accusation !

HIi Shell undressed in sileice, and
turned in. All the fellows could
see that something unusual had
happened, and that thete was

trouble in store for the captamin of the
Forin when he returned to the school.

Kildare’s face was set and angry—
angrier than the juniors had ever seen
him before.

Tom Merry's chums wers puzzied and
anxious, But it was evidently no use
nsking Kildare guestions.

The captain of 8t. Jim's was about to
turn out the lights in the Shell dormi-
tory when foots]iﬁps camealong the pas-
sage and Tom Merry appeared.

Toin Merry came hurriedly into the
dormitory, his handsome face wet with
rain end red with haste, The rain was
dripping from the cap he had taken off
and his boots were muddy: He breathed
hard ds he eame into the Shell dormi-
tori, and guve Kildare an ‘mpologetic
00,

“I'm sorry I'm so late, Kildare!” he
exclaimed. * It really wasn't my fault 1"
Kildare fixed & grimn look upon him.

“Where have you been?” hLe de
manded.

“I've been home with Brooke.”

“ Anywhere else 7"

“NG.”

“Then why are you so late ?"

“I stopped, for shelter from the rain.
I hadn't my coat with me,” explained
Tom Merry, “It came on to roin jusk
after I left Brooke’s.”

“Where did you stop?”

“In the woog. I came home by the
short cut meross Ryleombe Wood,” said
Tom Merry, I should have been in by
half-past nine, but for the rain. I had
a pass out till bed-time, you know.
Bingham gave it to me.”

“And you've been nowhere but at
Brooke's and waiting in the wood out
of the rain?”

Nowhere else, certainly.”

“You didn't see me while you wers
out

Tom Merry looked surprised,

“Hee you, Kildare! Noj;
know you'd been out.”

“You didn't pass mec on the Wayland
Road I

“No; I haven't been on the Waylan
Road.”

I didu't

“You haven't seen ansgbody bub
Brooke 1
“Brooke, and his mater and his

gister,” said Tom Merry, in wondar,
“That’s all.” ‘

“Then how do you account for (his?"
Kildare groped in hizs pocket and drew
out a handkerchief, stained with mud
ond wet. ' Whose is this?”

Tom Merry looked at the handker
chief.

“Mine,” he said. “There are wy
initials in the corner—' T. M,” #
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“¥eg,” said Kildare; “there-are your
initials in the corner—'T. M.’ When I
picked it up en the Wayland Road 1
saw the initials en it, and knew that it
wag yours.”

“You picked it 1

¥On the Wayland Road, half an hour
ego,” said Kildere. “You passed me
there, nnd ran away as sool s I came
hy you; and you dropped that handker-
chief as you ran.”

Toni Merry flushed crimson,

#T didu’t 1 he exclaimed. “I tell you
I haven't been on the Wayland Road
to-night! You have made a mistake 1”

“Why don’t you sa.j' ' nok speakmﬁ
the truth, and have done with it?” saic
Kildare angrily. “I passed you and your
companion on the Wayland Road, and 1
recognised him. T didn’t recognise you,
hecause you had your face muffled up;
but I know you were a St. Jim's fellow
hy your cap. When I picked up that
handkerchief I knew that it was you,
and when I got back here I found that
you hadn’t come in.”

Tom Merry looked blankly at ihe
raptain of 8t. Jim's. i

There woe o ‘dead silence in the dor-

where "

mitory. .

The Shell fellows were sitting up in
bed, looking on at the strange scenc in
wonder. They understood now ihe
meaning of Kildare's angry look when
he came in, and his inguiries alter the
miseing Shell fellow.

“Well,” said Kildare grimly, “what
have you to say now?”

Tom Merry drew & deep breath.,

“Only wha. I've said already,” he
replied, I camne back directly from
Brooke’s, and never set foot on the
Wayland Road at all. 1 don't know
how anybody came to have my hand-
kerchief sbout him.”

“Do you expect me to believe that1”

“Ves I dal” Tom Merry exclaimed.
“All the fellows here ean, tell you
whether T'm in the habit of telling lics
or not.'”

“Hanr, hear'” said Monty Lowther.

“Hold your tongue, Lowther!” said
Kildare sharply. -

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Lowther
tindauntedly., “¥Yom can’t expect me
to hold my tongue when you're ealling
Tommy a liar I”

“No fear!” said Manners. “T'm
jolly well not going te hold my tongue,
pither | Tom Merry has told you the
truth |

“Hear, hear I”” shouted Kangaroo.

Kildare frowned angrily.

“J wish Tom Merry deserved your
faith in him, that's ull,” he said. “But
he doesn’t. e was on the Wayland
Read tomight, and he has denied it.”

“1 wasn't there!” said Tom Merry.

“Buppose he was there,” said Ber-
nard Glyn, “what then? It's no
evime to be on the Wayland Road, I
suppose I

“It's not the way home Irom
Brooke's,” said Urocke malicicusly.

“Qh, you shut up, Crooke!”

"Tammy might have come
that way,” said Clifton Dane.

“PBut 1 didn't,” said Tom AMerry. “I
came through the wood by the short
cut. Look here, Kildare, there’s a
mistake somewhere, but I think you
wnight take my word. If I had eomo
round by Wayland, why should I deny
it—even if I wanted ta lie?"

"Yes, answer  that " growled
Lowther. *“There would be no need to
make a secren of it,”

“You know porfectly well why
you've denied it, Tom Merry. Yon
know that I recognised your com-
panion,” said Kildare sternly.

Tug GexM Lierany.—No, 1,443.
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“My companion! What do Fou
mean ?"’

“You were with a man nebody at
this schopl 18 allowed to know-—a rascal
who is known lo be the worst character
in Wayland. You werve with Pudsey
Smith.”

Tom Merry started.

“Pudsey Bmith] What rot!
cven know the man !”

“¥ou ought not to kuow hin, aud I
wouldn't have believed that you did, ™
said Kildare. “Only I saw you with
him 1"

“You didn'tl T wasn'l
was somebody else !”

* Bamebody clse whe had your hand-
kerchiof in his pocket, and swas called
by your name, I suppose?” said Kil-
duro  sarcastically. ' Pudsey Smith
called out: ‘Ilock it, Tommy! as I
cu.szu.!lnp, aind vou hooked it.”

T don’t

there! It

My hat I murmured  Monty
Lowther.
“Now what have you to say?”

denmanded Kildave.
Tom Merry locked dazed.

“I—1 can only Tepeat what- I've
said,” he replied. “It wasn’t I who
was there. I camd home by the shork

cut through the wood.”
You stick to that?”

"7 stick to it because it's true!”

“Very well,” said Kildare, between
his teeth. “Your will have a chance of
sticking to it beforg the Head in the
morning. Go to bed now.”

" Kildare, I give you my word—"

“Go to bed |”

Tom Merry went to bed in silence.
Kildare switched out the light and
quitted the Bhell dormitory without
another ward.

Ag soon as he was gone there was a
buzz of voices in the dormitory.

CHAPTER 3.
Quite Convineing !

i OMMY ™
“Tom Merry, old man!’’

“You ass, Tommy!”
“What have you been up
to, now, yon chump?”

“Pudscy Smith! My word!”

“The high and mighty Tom Merry
found out at last!” said Crooke, with
a chuckle, “The model youth is dis-
covered! The good little boy who
could never do wrong is shown wup!
My hat| Pudsey Bmith! What a choice
friend

Whiz |

Monty Lowther's pillow  sailed
through the air and descended upon
Crooke.

L0 Ow I!’

“Shut up !* said Monty Lowther, in
a sulphurous voice. “I? you cackle
again, Crooke, I'll get out of bed and
slaughter you!¥

“Ow! You rotter—"

“8Bhut up [ roared Lowther.

And Cracke thought he had better
shut up.

“Now, Tommy, let’s know what this
means,” said Manners.

“Blessed if T know what it means !’
said Tom Merry, in a dazed way. “I
can’t make it out. It's extraordinary
the fellow having my handkerchief.”

“Veory  extraordinary!™  snecred
Crooke.

“ Quite remarkable I obscrved Gore.

“And bis name being Tommy, too,”
said Bernard Glyn, “That’s Jolly
queer, Tommy. I suppose you're
quite sure you weren’t there?”

“You ass!” said Tom Merry, "Of
course I'm pure!l I suppose ought
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to know whother T was on the Way-
land Road' or not ¥ .
“Well, yon ought to,” said Gore,
“1 wasn't there! I left Brooke's
place at a few minutes to nine, and 1
should have been back here by hali-
past but for the rain.”

*Very unlucky, that rainl” said
‘Crooke,

There was the sound of somebody
getting out of bed.

“Look  here, Lewther,”  hegan
Crocke, in  slarm. “Oh)  Ah!

Yarcooh !"

Monty Lowther’s grasp was upou the
cad of the 8hell, He was dragged out
of hed, and descended with a bump
upon the Hoor.

“Ow! Wow! Leggo!” he roared

“Yos, I'll leggo when I've spanked
vou ! said Monty Lewther savagely.

Spank, spank, spank

“Owl Ow! Owl”

“Let him alone,” said Gore. “1 sup-
pose he has a right to doubt Towm
AMerry's word if he wants fo?" i

“That’s where yon make your mis-
lake,” said Monty Lowther, “He
hasn't, and you haven’t, Will you
kindly attend to Gore, Mannersi”

“¥es, rather I’ paid Manners, lcaping.
out of bed.

“Tf wou come near me—"" hoegan
Giore, sitting upright and grasping his
pillow. *¥aroocoh!”

Bump |

Gore rolled on the fleor, and there was
a renewed sound of spanking,

" Yow-ow " reared Core.

“(Go it 1" yelled Kangaroo.
want any help?”

“N.opo!] 1 think I can managel”
gasped Manners.

Spank, spank, spank|

“Ha, ha, ha 1™ !

“Now, then, are you quite satisfied
that Tommy has stuck strictly to the
bonds of veracity?” asked Monty Low-
thér, sitting on Crooke’s chest, end
pinning him down hy .shecr weight te
the ficor. 4

“Owl”  roared
Yow 1M

“Not eatisfied yet?
man |”

“*Hallo1" said Kangaroo.

“Hand me my jug, will you?”’

“(Certainly 1" said the Cornstalk.

“Yow |” roared Crooke. '*'Don’t you
spill that water over me! Yow—ah—
ooosh! Groogh!”

Water swamped upon the head of the
unfortunate cad of the Shell. He gasped
and roared snd struggled wildly, )

“Yow! Okl Lemme gerrup! Owp!”

“Are you satisfied with Tommy's
voracity 7 asked Lowther sweetly.

“Yow! Oh! Yesl”

“Tully satisfied 77

2

“Da you

Crooke. “Neol

Kaugy, old

“Groogh! Yes!” groaned Crooke.
“Oh, you beast! T'll pay you out for
E]}ns | Yow! I'm wet! I'm drenched!

wl’

“(Good ! said Lewther calmly. I
thought I should be bl to satisfy you
if I used enough water.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Monty Lowther released his victim,
and Crooke steggered up, with water
running in little rivolets from his hair.

“Now, if you'd like to finish this
little matter with your fists, I'ni ready
for you,” said Monty Lowther.

“(Ow " groaned Crooke,

Apparenily he did not want to finish
the matter. He scrambled away to his
washstand, and began to mop his licad
furiously with his towel.

Monty Lowther turned _towards
Gearge Giore, ‘who was extended upon
h}is hac¢k, with Manners sitting on hia
chiest,
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“ Don’t you aplll that water over me [ " roared

i Now are you

satisfied that Tam Marry I8 telling the truth 7 " grinned Lowther.

“(lore, old man, it’s your turn!” he
remarked.

“Keep off 1" yelled Gore.

“Are you satisfied with
veracity 1"

“Owl Yes!
you beast [

“Tully and

Y“Owl Yes!

“8orry you spoke?'

“Yes! Keep off I”

“Well, if you're satisfied already, 1
needn't swamp you, and it's a waste of
water,” Lowther remarked. “But if
you're not really fully satisfied, T should

quite happy to oblige, You've only
got to sny the word.”

“Garraway "

“You're more easily satisfed than
Crooke,” remarked Lowther, setting his
jug back on the washstand. “Rotter
%or you. Let the cad go, Manners.”

Gora was allowed to rise. He was
breathing fury, and as soon as Manners
released him, he made a wild rush at
Monty Lowther.

Lowther was ready for him, and thev
embraced quite affectionately. In two
geconds Gore's head was in chancery,
end Lowther was hammering away
cheerfully at his features.

Gore bellowed.

“My hat!” exclaimed KXangaroo.
“Bhut up that row | You'll have all the
giddy prefects here soon {"”

“Cave!” shouted Glyn,

The warning came too late.

The dormitory door was thrown open
and Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of
the School Mouse, strode in, and
awitched on the electric light. The
Housemnzter looked thunderstruck as
he gazed st Gore and Lowther.

“What—whet does this mean?” le
asked. “Bays, separate at once! How
dare you fight at this hour? It is dis-
graceful ! hat does this mean?"”

Monty Lowther obediently released

Tommy's
Keep that jug away,

Eompletely satisfied ?”

Core, and Gore staggered away from
him, with his nose streaming red, and
one of his eyes closed, gasping with pain
and fury.

“What is the cause of this?” de-
manded Mr. Railion sternly, )

“Only a little argument, sir,” said
Lowther respectfully. **Gore was not
open to conviction, and I was trying my
hardest to convince him.”

There was a chuckle from the 3hell
fellows: and Mr. Railton frowned.

“Take a hundred lines, Lowther,
Go back to bed at once, both of you!
If there is another sound from this
dormitory, I shall come back with a
cane.”

And the juniors turned in.

Mr. Raifton, with a frowning glance
at them, turned out the light and with-
drew.

“(hy 1" groaned Gore.

“Your own fault," said Monty Low-
ther politely. “I don’t allow anybody
to cast giddy aspersions upon Tommy,
Tommy, old man, now the interruptions
are over, what have you got to say for
yourself #"

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Nothing,” he replied, “XKildare's
made & mistake, that's all; but how it's
come zboot, I don’t know any more than
vou do.”

“Tt looks bad for you, Tommy," said
Manners. ‘“Kildare's going to have vou
up before the Head in the morning.”

T know it; but it can’t be helped.
It's a gueer business; but the facts are
just as I've told you. I can't say more
than that.”

That it was s queer business all the
Shell fellows agreed. Tom Merry's
chums toolk his word without a doult;
and if anybody else felt inclined to
doubt it, no one felt inelined fo share
the unhappy fate of Gore and Crooke,
s0 no doubts were expressed,

But the Bhell were puzzled very much

over the matter and it was a long time
before they slept.

Tom Merry was the most wakeful,

It was aimost midnight before the
hero of the Bhell fell asﬁeep; and then
his sleep was troubled, and he dreamed
that he was being chased along the
Wayland Road by Kildare and Pudsey
Smith, waving handkerchiefs at him.
from which vision he was aroused by the
rising-beéll.

CHAPTER 4.
Cheer Up !

i OE!”

J Joe Frayne, of the Third
Form at 5t. Jim's, gave & start
ss his name was rapped out

close by his ear. He was standing under
one of the old elms in the quadrangle
at Bt Jim’s, leaning against the trunk,
pnd with his hands thrust deep into his
pockets.

His youthful brow was corrugated in

an cxpression of deep thought,

Wally—otherwise D’Arcy minor of

the Third—had come out to look for

him, and he regarded Trayne’s
thoughtfu! brow with disapproving
astonishment,

“Jae, you young ass!"

“¥Yes, Measter Wally,” s5aid Jos

Trayne meekly.

Wally snorted. Wally was the younger
brother of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of
the Fourth, but he did not much re-
semble that elegant junior in his ways.
He did not err upon the side of
politenocss.

“Look hers, you young cuckoo,
what's the matter with you?" he -de-
manded, “You've been looking down
in the mouth for two days now. You
started it on Mondey, you kept it up
all dayv vesterday, and now this morning

Tae Gex Lipeary.—No. 1,443,
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vou slithored off from the dorm before
rising-bell, and I didn't know what ha
become of you. Look here, Joe, I'm
not having 1t.”

Frayne smiled faintly.

“I'm all right, Master Wally.”

“ Rats 1" snid D'Arcy minor. "}Ereak—
fast will be rendy soon. You can't take
a chivyy like that into the dining-room.
Cheer up !

“I—1 can't "

“What's the matter
demnnd}fd Wally.

“ Nothing.”*

*“Then E.'lmt ara you downhearted

nh“',%: . 11 right.”

s all right, .

“ Heard soxiething from those giddy
old acquaintances of yours, chaps who
knew ynu before Jou came to at.
Jim's?? nsked Wally, eyeing the waif
of the Third in a suspicious sort of
WAY.

Frayne shook his head.

“Then what’s the worry 7 demanded
Wally, “I know Bingham of the Sixth
was ragging you on Monday, But I
suppose that isn’'t hanging om your
mind, is it

Joe was silent. . .

“My only Awnt Jane!l ‘e}_c;lalml:cl
Wally, in surprise. “Is that it?’

Joe coloured. i
“Master Bingham is ’ard on & feller,
Le said. “There's some people as think
that & bloke nin't straight because he
was born in & slum, and only come ta
this ‘ere school through the kindness of

Master Merry.”

Wally snorted more emphatically than
before. -

Joo Frayne, as all St. Jim’s knew,
was a waif of a London slum, and it
Merry's  kind-

was through Tom
heartedness that he had been brought

to St. Jim’s, . .

Tom Merry’s uncle was paying his
foes there, and Tom Merry was his
friend and protector.

D'Arey minor had stood by Joe from
the first; partly, perbaps, because some
of the more snobbish fellows 1n the
Third had been down on him.

Wally, being the son of a lord, could
afford not to be snobbish. And nothing
made Wally more furious than to hecar
a sneer or gibe -about Joe's ecarly days
in the slums, Most of the fellows,
indeed, were too decent to give Frayne
any trouble on that seore.

“Took here. Joe,” said Wally
savagely, ‘‘do you mean to say that
Bingﬁmm has been chipping you about
the slum?

“Not exactly that, Master Wally.”

#0h, don’t Master Wally me, you
young ass. Can't you call me Wally?”

“Yos, Master Wally.” .

“ Fathead | Now, what has Bingham
been doing ¥

“ N—nothing.”

“You said he didn’t think you were
straight, because onu‘d, been born in a
slum,” said Wally. “I'll show him!
What did he say to you?"

“Tt—it’s all right! Master Tom
stopped him ragging me,” said Frayne.
“He ain't said anythin' to me since”

Wally growled.

*I'll jogi]y well teach him not to rag
vou,” he said, *Prefect or no prefect,
he’s not going to hit below the belt.”

“J—1 say, Master Wally, don’t you
go for to say enything to him!" ex-
claimed Joe, in alarm, *Master Tom
has stopped him, end he can't do any-
thing now, $o long as Master Tom hLas
the Felter, and——"

Wally stared at him,
“The letter! What letter ?”
- J—"
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with you?”

“Took here, I don't like riddles,”
said Wally crossly. “Tell me what
you're talking about.”

Joe's faca was crimson with distress,

“I—I can't, Master Wally.”

“Why can’t you?"

“Because—because I wasn't going to
say nothin' about it, you know.”

"' About what "
* About—about that, you know.”
“What letter are you talking sbout?”
Joe was silent,
“You mean that Bingham gave you
letter to talke somewhere?’
“¥Ye-ea
“ Where
No answer.
“And Tom Merry’s got it 1"
ilence,

“Won't you tell me, Joe?"
“I—I can't, Master Wally. I said too
much already, I—I promised not to
speak about it—not to say a word,”
said Joe, in distress,

ally grunted.

“You young ass! Why didn't you
sai 50 before? Da you think I'd have
nsked you questions it I'd known that?”
il I‘m

“I—1 s'pose not,” faltered Joe.
sorry, Master Wally.”

Wally regarded him with doubt and
anxiety.

“Ts the affair, whatever it is, all over
now ?” he demanded.

“Yes, yes!”

“Then what are you so down in the
mouth fori”

(13 I_I_ll

“T'1l jolly well go to Bingham, and
give him my opinion of him,” said
I’Arey savagely. “I'll jolly well—~

Joe utteraéz a cry of alarm.

“Don’t, Master Wally. Hold on!
You can’t say anything to him; it'll
look as if I've broke my word.”

Wally paused.

“Well, yes; that's so,” he said.
“But, lock herel TI'm not going to
haye this go on, Joe. You shouldn't
have promised. You ought to have
come to me and told me all about it.”

[ YE'ES.“

" Now, cheer up, and den’t look =0
beastly glum,” said Wally. “If the
affair’s all over, what is there to worry
about? You're not afraid of Bingham,
are youl”

“0Oh, no, Master Wally !”

“Then what's the trouble with you?™

“I'm thinkin' of Master Tom,” con-
fessed Joe. “I—I'm afraid that Bing-
ham will go for him, somechow, over
that letter. I—I—" Te paused.

Wally looked perplexed.

“Blessed if T can make head or tail
of.it [ he exclaimed. *“It seems to me
youw've acted like a silly young ass, any-

way. Cheer up, Do you hear?’
“Yes, Master Wally,” said Joe
meekly.

“Can't you grin?? demanded Wally.

Joa grinned feebly,

“That's better,” said his chum.
“Keep that up. You needn’t worry
about Tom Merry. EHe's able to take
care of himself.”

“Yeg; I—I suppose 30,” said Joe.

“As for Bingham, he's a rotter!”
growled Wally.  “ ¥You don't want to
bave anything to de with him. Ti's
jolly wc‘f] known by some fellows that
he breaks bounds at night, and he goes
out for things he wouldn’t care to
explain to the Head or Mr. Railton.
He's a giddy blackguard, and that’s the
long and short of it.”

“1 think you're right, Master Wally.”

1 know I am,” said Weally. *“He'll
come a cropper one of these days, ¥ou
give Bingham a wide berth, and den't
even fag for him if you can help it.
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My only Aunt Jane, you're looking
down in _the mouth againl Grinl”?

Joe grinned.

‘“That's better. Now come in to
brekker, and if I see you locking glum
again, I'll punch your silly headl”

And Wally linked his arm in Joe

rayne's, and marched him into the
School House.

They met Blake, Herries, D{Eby. and
D’Arcy, the chums of Study Na. in
the Hall, and all the four Fourth
Formers were leoking decidedly glum.

Wally stared at them.

“Blessed if it isn't catching1” he
exclaimed. “What's the matter with
rou chaps? What are you down in the
mouth for?”

" Haven’t heard ?”
Blake.

“ Heard what

* About Pom Merry.”

Joe Frayne started.

“Master Tom ain’t in trouble, is he #*
he asked quickly.

“¥aas, wathah!” gaid Arthur
Augustus.  “Of course, it’s sall wot;
but it looks like vewy sewious twouble
for him. Wa shall stick to him, and
buck him up,”

“But what's eskad
Wally.

““He was out late last night,” said
Blake. “Kildare's going to%lave him
up before the Head this morning. I've
heard it from Kangaroo. There was a
0w in the Bhell dorm last night.”

“Well, he went home with Brooke,”
said Wally. “Nothing serious m stay-
;T_lg a bit late, is there? It only meana
inea,”

Jdack Blake shook his head.

“Ii’s worse than lines this time,” he
said. “Niidare declares that he saw
Tom Merry on_the Wayland Eoad, in
company with Pudsey gmith. t can’t
be true.”

Joe Frayne turned white.

“Pudsey Smith?” he said faintly.

you growled

happened

“Yes, Of course; it'a all rot |

“Yaas, wathah |”

“Tom Merry denies it?* asked
Wally.

“0Of coursal”

“Then it's not true.”

“Wathah not,” said Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. '“But it’s jolly queeah. If
Tom Mewwy had anythin’ to do with
Pudsey Smith, we have all been vewy
much mistaken in him; and I, for one,
won't beliave it, unless Tom Mewwy
tells me so himself.,”

“Tt’s not true,” said Joe Frayne, in a
low voice. “It can’t bel nly—"

“Don’t you be cut uf} about it, Xkid,”
said Blake kindly. "It will come out
.';.]{f right. Tom Merry will elear him-
self,”

Joe Frayne was silent. There was a
frightened expression in his eyes, and
he moved away without speaking
agalin,

Wally strode after him, and caught
him by the gleeve,

“What's the matter, Joe?"” he asked
sharply. “You don’t believe this about
Tom Merry surely?”

Joe gave him a miserable look.

“Master Tom *as gone and got ’'imself
inlo tronble,” he muttered, “and it'a all
my fanlt |

“What on earth do you mean? You
don’t think that Tom Merry was rea.]];r
with that awful rotter, do yout™
demanded Wally.

But Joe Frayne declined to LAy
snother word; but when he took hia

lace at the Third Form table for

reakfast, he looked as if @ll the
troubles in the world had descended
upon his young shoulders.
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CHAPTER b.
Nothing to Say!
TOM MERRY was the eynosure of

all eyes as he sat at the brealk-
fast table with the rcat of the
Shell that morning.

The Bhell fellow kept ﬁis head very
ereet, and his face, though a little pale,
was composed and calm.  All the School
Houso kuew of the trouble in store for
him now; the affair in the Shell dor-
mitory of the previous night had becn
talked about up and down the quad,
and the fellows over in the New House
knew almost as much aboul it as the
School House fellows.

Gore was logking very much of a
wreck at the table; one of his eyes was
closed, and his nose seemed mnearly
twice its usual size.

Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell,
glanced at him sharply, bub made mo
remark. Monty Lowther and Manners
looked worried and miserable. At the
Sixth Form table Kildare was very
taciturn. The matter was worrying the
captain of St. Jim's very much.

Tom Merry had as good a reputation
s any fellow in the House, and it was
a painful surprise to Kildare to dis-
cover him, as he believed, to be guilty
of such duplicity,. He would have
trusted Tom Merry to any extent,

revious o that ocenrrence, and the
eeling that his faith and confidence
had been misplaced made the captain
of 8t Jim's very bitter,

When brenkfast was over Kildare
called to Tom Merry as the fellows
came out of the dining-room.

The Shell fellow guietly followed the
captain of St. Jim's to his study.

vildare closed the door, and stood
with his eyes fixed upon Tom Merry's

ace.

“Well 2 he said.

"Well I repeated Tom Merry.

“Have you anything to say ?”

“(Only what I said last night.”

“You still deny knowing Pudsey
8mith, the biggest blackguard in the
neighbourhood ¥ asked Kildare sav-
agely.

“Yes."

"Look hera!” said Kildare, more
quietly. “I don't want to be too hard
on you, Merry, if you own up and do
the decent thing. So that you meedo't
tell any more lies about the matter, 1'll
ex);}lain to you,"

“I've told no lies!”

“Dor’t interrupt me! I'll explain to
you how I came to find you out. It's
peen known for some time that some
Bt. Jim's fellows, or, at least, one,
chummed up with that outsider, Pudscy
Smith. He's having a London boxer
down to his place in Warland for a
glove contest, and it's perfeetly well
known that one 3f. Jim’s chap, at least,
has been over there, He's Eeen secn,
The Head heard something ahout it,
and he asked me to make inguiries, and
to see whether there was anything in

it. That's how I came to be over there
Inst night, when I found you with
Pudsey Smith.”

“You did not find me; it was some-
body else.”

“Bomebody else with a handkerclief
Bearing your initials on him,” said Kil-
dare, with angry sarcasm.

“The name is nothing. Tom isn't an
uncommon name,” said Tom Merry.
“As for the handkerchief, I don’t know
how te account for that. I might have
dropped it somewhere, and that fellow
may have found it."’

“I'm afraid that kind of explanation
won't do much good, Merry. Look
here! I cannot Eeliu\-'a that you have
been playing the double game all the

time that you have been in Co.
with Lhat gang of rotters at Pudsey
Smith's place, If you. will explain to
me how yvou got into it, and give me
some reason to believe that you will
keep clear of such things in the future,
I'll do my best to make this easy for
you."”

Tom Merry's
calmly.

“I can't do that,"” he said.

“Why not?” .

“ Because I don’t know Pudsey Smith,
and have never spoken to him in my
life.”

Kildare's eyes gleamed.

“You are poing to keep that up,
then?* he demanged.

“1 must keep it up, as it's the truth.”

“Can’t you see that yon're doing the
worst thing possible, Merry?” said
Kildare, with much patience. " Now
you're found out, the best thing you can
do is to make a clean breast of it."
“I've nothing to make a clean breast
»

eyes met Kildare's

of.

“I want to know whether any other
fellow at St. Jim's is mixed up in this?*
said Kildare. “If any older feilow has
led you into it? I know what the other
fellows say about I{nox and Sefton,
and if they have influenced you 0

“Knox and Sefton have never spoken
to me about Pudsey Smith.”

“I'en you have got into it all by
yourself "’

“1 never got into it.
albput the man.”

Kildare clenched his hands,

“I won't go to the Head about it
now,” he said. “I'll give you until
this afternoon to think it over, Merry.
If you're semsible, you'll confess."

“I'd confess if I had anything to con-
fess,' said Tom Merry quietly. “ But
I haven't anything.”

“You have mever had anything to
do with Pudsey Smith?”

“Never 1”

“And you don’t know any fellow at
St. Jim's who has?"

Tom Merry did not reply.

“Ah!"” said Kildare, “We are get-
ting to something now. You do not
deny that you know some fellow here
who has had dealings with that rascal 7'

“It's not =a fair question,” said
Tom Merry. “I’'m not-called upon to
sneak about another fellow."

“Then there is somcone.”

I don't think you ought to ask me

I linow nothing

7

pected the malter to be cleared up,
one way or the other.”

“ All the prefects?” asked Tom Merry,
in & rather peculiar tone.

“Yes; in both Houses.”

“Welf, I hope it will be clearad up,”
said Tom Merry, “I can only say that
I have got nothing to tell you.”

“Very well, you can go. I'll leave
this matter over till the morning. Clome
to iny study after third lesson, and tell
me all about it, and I'll do my best for
you. Otherwise, you will taken
before the Head.”

“Then I must be taken before the
Head,” said Tom Merry quietly, 1
think you might have a little more faith
in me than this, Kildare, You've
alwoys known me to be decent,”’

“I've always SuPpoaed you to ba
decent, you mean!” snapped Kildave,
“I'm finding out my mistoake now,
Get out !”

Tom Merry left the study without
another word,

“ Master Tom [

Joe Frayne was waiting for the cap-
tain of the Shei‘lI in the passage, Tom
AMerry looked at the waif of the Third
rather grimly,

“Hallo, Joe!” he said,

“Have you told him, Master Tom?"

“Told him what?”

; "ébout- what you zaw Pudsey Smith
or.

Tom Merry stared at the fag.

“You young ass!’ he replied angrily.
“I haven't seen Pudsey Smith, Can't
you take my word, either?”

“But—but I—I thought Kildare said
he saw you with him,” said Joe.

“He was mistaken.”

Joe Frayne drew a deep breath,

“Then you ain't seen that man,
Master Tom ?*

“0f course I haven't, you young fnt-
head {"

“I—I thought you p'r'aps ’ave seen
'ini about that letter,” faltered Joo.

“Well, I didn't, Joe. I never thought
of seeing him,'’ seid Tom Merry curtly.

And he walked away, leaving Joe
Frayne looking very worried and dis-
tressoed.

Mr, Linton found Tom Merry very
much preoccupied in the Shell Form
Room that morning, and Tom Moerry
received a hundred lines for carcless-
ness in his lessons. But he did not
mind that. Indeed, he hardly noticed

(Continued on the next page.)

that.”

“You've admit-
ted it, at all
events. Is it a

friend of yours?"
N 1
his

NO DEPOSIT

30/ =value
for 8’9

“Grive
pame?”

“I ean’t tell vou
anything. It's not
fair to ask me to
accuse anybody.”’

*Very weol,”
said Kildare. “T'll
say no moro &b
present,  But this
matter is going to
be thrazhed out to
the very end, and
yeour part in it will
come to light, and
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it. He was thinking of something

more serious than lines. -
Kildare's sccusalion was worrying

him. It hurt Lom’s feelings to tgink

that the prefect, whom he had always
liked and admired, would not take his
word that he knew mothing about the
affair of the might before. But the
junior realised  that unless he equlil
yoove Nis innocende, his position might
Lccomu serions,

CHAPTER 6.

Mr. Smith Confesses !

. PUDSEY SMITH was

NI sealed upon a bench outside

his little public-houze on the

Wayland Road, with a mug

nf ale upen the seat beside lim and
a Dlack pipe in his mouth.

Ar, Pudsey Smith Jooked very
choerful and contentil.  He was in lus
shirt-sleeves as  the afternoou  was
Warin.

The old ex-pugilist drank his L‘no.r_'r
and puffed at his pipe with enjoy-
iment.  He seemed to be enjoying lis
thonghts as well as his beer anckhis
nhiveo, for occasiomally he broke into
a litile chnekle.

ile locked up lazily as
pratisedd outside the publie-house.

a footstep
e,

as he saw who thie neweomer was, fle
olil pugilist straightened up i his
sent, und took the pipe from  his
ol

The newcomer was Kildare of Bt
Jim's

e hamndsome, athletic f
S, Jim's stood befare the old " pug/’
fixing a grim look upon him. Tudsey
Saiith affected to be al lLis case.

W9 Apternoon 7 hie satd.

Eillara lid not answer the greefing.

“['ve poine fo ask you a question or
two, Mr. Smith.” he said abruptly.

Alr. Smith nodded.

wait down, sirl” he said
“T know wot von're arter!”

“Tudend 1

v e M raid Podsey. “You've got a
little hit en the glowe contest atwoeen

senior  of

affably.

5}1_0 Bermondsey Chicken and Clobber
im,

Kildare made a gesture of disgust.

“Tt's going to be a nice little scrap,”
said  Mpr. BSmith, apparently not
noticing Kildare’s gesture. “But if
you waht a tip from me I ain’t givin’
informution away. I don’t 'ave nothin’
to do with bettin’. I keep a respect-
able honse, and I've got to consider my
licence. But if you'd ears to see the
fight »

41 ghouldn't care to see it, thank
you I'" said Kildare.

“No hetlin® wouldn’t be allowed on
my  premises, anyway,”’ said M.
Smith, “I've got to think of the
name of my ‘ouse. Ieller can be re-
spactable, I ‘ope, though ’e's ’ad ’is
day in the ring, and stoad up to ’eavy-
weight champions in ’is time.”

And Mr, Smith emplied his mug.

Kildare looked over him keenly.

Mr. Pudsey Smith had been a power-
ful and brawny man in his time, but
like many ald heroes of the ring, he
had run to seed since his retirement
from active service. He had developed
corpulence, and his cheeks were fab
and red and flabby, and a triple chin
descended in rolls of fat upon  his
callar. Mr. Piudsey 8mith had had a
nwme in the ring ouee, but he did
ok look as if he conll have put up
mueh of a fight just now. The arhletic
St Jim's fellow conld luve made rings
round him, and Me Smith was quite
aware of that faet, and perhaps that
was one canse of his cxerssive eivility.

YT met you on the Wayland Road
last night,” said Kildare abruptly.

Mr. Smith nodded,

“Alers tukes a litile stroll up the
rondd of a " he said. Y1t

hovenin',
keeps me in condition,™

“You had a lad with you.”

“Qirnth, I did 1" assented XMe. Smill.

“Who was it?”

Mr. Smith grinned.

HYDaon’t yor know?" he asked.

“1 think I know, but I want you to
tell me.”

“That
gameg,’”

tha
ain’t

playin’
113 I

Le
Smith,

wouldn't

satd Mr,
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givin’ anythin® away, No ’arm in &
hoy speakin' to me, I g’pose! S'pose
it "was a young gentleman interes

in the manly art of self-defence,
stopped to pass the time of day with

me?  What ‘arm in that?”
“Plenty of harm in that,” said
Kildare. “But that wasn't all. You

can say what you like, Mr. Smith, but
most people know that betting docs go
on in this place of yours, and if the
police about here were a little sharper,
von would be ron in.”

“If you've come ‘ere lo insult me,
voung gent, you'd better gol” said
Ar. Smith with dignity.  “I1 ain'é
takin® any lip from anybody !”

“Home fellow frem St. Jim's has
boen  scem  about here,” continued
Kildare, unhdeding. “I came along
here last night to look for him.”

“Indeed |”

“] found him talking to you on the
road. It's pretty clear to me that he
had just left this place, and you were
wilking down the road with him.”

“Quite a mistake,”’ said Mr. Smith.
“1 ’ape you don’t think as ¥'d allow
any boys on these ‘ere premises out of
school, arter lours, teo!”

“T am quite sure you would, if the)
had meney enough to make it wort
vour while,” said Xildare coldly.
“Now, I want to know the name of
that 8t Jim's fellow who was with
yvou last night.”

Mr. Smith’s jaw set obstinately.

41 am’t nothin' to tell you,” ho said,

“*“What was hiz nume?”

“Find out!”

“T'm poing to!” said Kildare grimly,
“ (el up 1?

“Eh

“And put your hands up

ii\\‘fﬂt l”

“T'm going lo give you a hidin
said the captain of St. Jim's coolly.
“You've loo cunning to let lhe law
feuch you, although everybody knows
what goes on in this place. DBut yeu
won't he allowed to get St Jim's
fellows here for gambling on fights.
You'll give me (he name of that fellow
who was with you, or I'll give you a
hiding 1”

My, Pudsey Smith blinked af him.

1 suppose you lknow I've been in the
ring 7 he said. “You'd betler be care-
ful "ow you piek a scrap with me !

“T1']l take my chance.”

“Look ’ere, I don't want a row with
vou |” said Mr, Bmith, showing no dis-
position to get up, “If T was as young
is 1 used to be I'd wallop you tih Fou
‘owled ! But T ain’t! I'm not going to
scrap with you.”

“Wou will unless you give me the
name of the fellow who was with yon
last night on the road when I met you |”

“¥ou ‘eard me zpeak 'is name!”
growled Alr, Smith,

#T heard his Christian name, that's
all, If he had heen with you for no
Larm you wouldn’t have called to him
{a run when I came up.”

My, Bmith chuckled.

“1 was jest torkin’ te 'im,” he zid,
“If you want to know who it was you
needn't ask me. I g'pose all the fellows
at your school ain’t named Tom? Make
a list of the Toms, and Rnd out which
was away from the school, It ain’t fair
to ask mo to give a pal away.”

“(iive me his name!” seid Kildare,
pushing back his euffs. “I give you one
minute |

“Took ‘ere,” said My, Bmith, “the
kid was doin’ no ‘aym! 'E was jest
askin® me a bit about the form of the
Bermondsey Chicken.”

“His name?”

“That’s all it was, and I ain’t tellin’
vou no morg] TFind out for yoursell!”

17
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Kildare stepped towards the publican,

Mr. Pudsey Smith shrank back in his
seat, looking very much alarmed.

“"Ands off |” he roarcd.

“Get up e

“] won't! ’Ands off! I'l 'aye the
law on yer!”

Kildare's grip «closed wupon the
shoulder of the fat man, and he was
jerked to his feet.

“10ld on!” he exclaimed. “I don't
mind tellin’ you the name; as fur as
that goes.”

“What is the name?”

“You sce, I don't want to get the
young gent into trouble. I “wasn't
doin’ no 'erm—jest askin' a question
shout the Bermondsey Chicken—takin’
a hinterest in boxin', you knaw, which
I'm sure is natural enough in any young
gent.”

“His name?’ grm\-l(-rl Kildare.

“Tom Merry!” snarled the publican.

Kildare drew a deep breath, .

“That is enocugh !’ he said quietly,
“Thank you!”

He released the publican and strode

away.

My, Pudsev Smith stood looking aficr
him and hlinking in the sun. There
was & very peculiar look upon the fat
face of Mr. Bmith. As Kildare turncd
from the wood into the pathway
throngh Rylcombe Wood and dis-
appeared from sight Br. Smith burse
into a loud and prolonged chuckle.

“My here!"” he murmured. “Well,
he msked for it—he was determined fo
‘ave the name! My heye! I want a
drink_arter that!"

And Mr. Pudsey Smith went into his
bar and mixed himself & particularly
strong cockteil, and chuckled with
enjoyment as he consumed it.

CHAPTER 1.
Before the Head !

“ ASTER MERRY !”
M It was the voice of Toby,

the School House page. Iec

came plodding across the
usdrangle of Bt. Jim's to where Tom
&erw Co, were chatting by the
football field.

Tom Merry turncd round. He knew
what was wanted,

“Well, Taby 7"

*“'Tad wants you in 'is study, Master
Merry I”

“Thank you!”

“Master Kildare
Tom,"” said Toby.
was you [ .

And 'Toby, having delivered
friendly warning, departed.

Tom Merry drew & decp breath,

f‘d\\’el], I've got ta go through it,” he
said,

“Yaas, wathah!” said  Arthur
Augustus IV Arey. “It's beastly wotten,
Tom Mewwy, desh boy! But surcly
the Head will take your word ¥

“Kildare doesn't.”

“I wegard Kildare as an ass|”

“He'a several zorts of an ass!” said
Monty Lowther.
that Tan:lmﬁ
about it if he
But it was
handkerchief,”

“Must have been a Bt. Jim’s fellow
who was with 8mith,” said Jack Blake.
“The question is—what fellow was it?”

“Bai Jove! Suppose we twy to find
out how many chaps werc out last niFhr,
deah boys, and we may be able to show
up the woal wottah I

*I don't think anybody was out,”
said Manners glumly, “Monty and I
have been asking some questions. We've
asked Fl%lm & Co., and they've asked
the New House chaps, and it scems that

is there, DMaster
“I'd look out if I

his

“He ouglhl: to know
wouldn't {ell any lies
had seen that old pug.
jolly queer about the

nobody helonging to the New House
had a pass out.”

“And nmobody in the School Housc
exeopting me,” said Tom Merry,

“The only chap who was out besides
Tom  Merry was Brooke,” said
Mannera, “He had gone home, of
course, as le's a day-bey. But Tom
hll_en‘y teft him al his house, so he's out
of i,”

“It wasn't Brooke,” said Blake, ' We
all know that. His people could clear
him, too; they'd know whether he was
out after Tom Merry left.”

“Yaas, wathah [

“Then who the dickens could it have
been? I suppose it's eertain  that
Kildare saw somebody ?”

“Well, that's pretty certain,” said
Kangaroo. “Kildare isn’t ass enough
to faney it. He said clearly that the
chap was wearing a St. Jim's cap.”

“Nobody had a pass out excepting
m;;'self, and npobody seems to have
missed calling-over,” said Tom Merry,
“The only explanation is that it was a
senior.”

* Phew [”

“Do you know whether Bingham was
out, you fellows? It was Bingham’s
turn to sec lights out for the Iourth
last might, T believe.”

“Ay hat!” snid Blake. "“"He didn’t
ocine to see lights out till & quarter to
ten. Kildar: was later; but we were
all remarking about Bingham being
late. He sald he had been studyin
and had forgotten the t{ime—
remember,”?

“Yaas, wathah "

“My hat!" said Manners excitedly.
“And Bingham is a little chap, you
know. He is broad-built, but he's
ghort, and in the dark he could easily
be taken for a jumor,”

Tom Merry nodded.

“And he had mud on his boots lask
night,” said Monty Lowther. “You
remember, I mentioned it, Manners,
and said he was whopping ?”

“T1 remember it [*

“You'd better buzz off and see the
Head, Tommy,” said Blake. “No
good keeping him waiting. But we're
Jolly well going to look into this.”

Tom Merry gave his chums a nod
and hurried nway towards the School
House. He left the juniors engaged in
an excited discussion.

Bingham met hiun in the passage a3
he eame in and signed to him to stop.

Tom Merry paused, with a look of
dislike upon his Face. The short, thick-
set senior wae no taller than the Shell
fellow as he stood facing him,

"1 hear you're in trouble, Merry,"
Bingham remarked.

“Yes,” gaid Tom Merry shortly.

“I'm sorry. When I gave you that
pess last nighi I had no idea you were
going to do anything so reckless.
thought you ware simply going to see
Brooke at his home. "

Tom Merry's eyes flashed.

“1 did simply see DBrooke at his
home.”" he said, " You know jolly well
that I've never had anvthing to do
with Pudsey Smith, Bingham.”

Bingham looked surprised.

“How should I know !” Le asked:

“*You know well enough! If I'd
had anything to do with the man
my=elf, why should I have interfered
when you wanted to send young Frayne
on a message to him 7 demanded Tom
Merry hotly.

Bingham laughed.

i I've got a jolly strong sus-
picion who it really was with Pudsey
Smith last night '’ said Tom Merry, his
eyes gleaming

{Continucd on the nert page.)

MAKE THE JESTER SMILE
AND WIN HALF-A-CROWN!

Send your Joke to The GEM Jester. 5,
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 ( Comp. ).

CONCRETE EXAWPLE.

Each boy in the class was told in turn
to stand up and give an cxample of an
English proverb. ~All of then succceded
except Bmith minor.

“Now, look at me!” said the teacher.
“ Although 1 awmn bald, I can—7

“Ah, T know, sir 1" interrupted Smith
minor. “‘Empty barns mneed no
thatch ' 1"

Half-a-crown has bheen awarded to L,

Brice, 64, Whatley Avenue, Merton

Park, London, 3.W.20.

- - #*
NO COMPLIMENT.

Johnny (to visitor): “Please, Nr.
Brown, are you a good swimmer ?*

Mr. Brown: “No, Johnny. Why did
you ask "

Johnny: “'Cos I've heard father zay
many times that you could just manage
to keep vour heag above water !”
Half-n-crown has been awarded to A.

Morawaka, Bt. John's College, I’ana-

dura, Ceylon.

* " *
HELPFUL.

Qld Lady (to driver of steam-roller):
“] say, my man, have you noticed a
pound of butter lying in the road?”

Driver: “H'm! Well, come to think
of it, ma, I did notice a bit of a bump
a little way back !”

Half-a-crown has been awarded o T.

Cairns, 36, Raydons Road, Dagenhans,

Essox.
* *

HE SAID IT.

One of Bimpkins' unstomers was
notorious for his slowness in mecting his
debts. In desperation. Simpkins sent
him the following letfer:

“8ir,—Who bought a lot of goods
from me and did not pay? Youl Wio
promiscd to pay in sixty dars? You!
Wlo didn't pay in six months? You!
Who is a scoundrel, a thief, and a liar?
—Yows Lraly, JoHN BIPKING.”
Haulf-a-crown has been awarded to JJ.

Morris, Ilola Hill, 8mithills, Bolton,

# * %
PROOF.

Teacher: “Is your father a wvege-
tavian, Willie 7

Willie: “Yes, sir. He has carroty
hair, a caouliflower ear, a beetroot face,
and a pen that leaks!” )
Half-a-crown las been awarded to G.

Nelson, 39/6, Murad Bey, Heliopolis,

Egypt.

* * *
NOTHING DOING.

Tather (to lazy son); “Why don't you
get out and fnd a job? When I was
your age I was working for three
pounds a weck in & store. and at the
end of ten years X owned the store !”

Hon: “You ean't do that nowadays.
dad—they have eash registers!”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to 1L

Duntliorne, 109, 8tag Lane, Ldgware,

Middlesex.
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*“Wha, thent?
“Youl”
The prefect laughed again.

“QOh, you are t.hmkmg of sqmrmmg
out of it by pushing another fellow in,
then?” he said eneeringly. “Well,

ou wou't find it answer. As it

appens, I've talked to Kildare about
the matter, and it seems that when he
mel you and Pudsey Smith it was just
on half-past nine, and I was seeing
the Tourth Form to their dormitory
ghout that time.”

“You were late seeing lights out for
the Fourth.”

“Yes, I believe I waz a few minutea
]Illl.,

‘A quarter of an hour,’”” said Tom
Merry.

“I was in my study—*

“Making your boots muddy
doors " said Tom Merry.

Bingham started.

“Who saw my boots were muddy
Jast night?? he asked sharply.

“Fellows who saw you come into the
Common-room at 8 quarter to ten.”

The prefect gritied his teeth.

“Thank you for telling me !” he said
bitterly.

Tom ’\aIerry Lit his lips. He felt that
he had been imprudent in speaking too
freely to the prefect; but it. was too
fate to think of that now.

He burried on to the Head's study
pud knocked at the door.

“Come in!’* came the deep voice of
Dr. Holmes,

Tom Merry entered the study.

Dr. Holmes was seated at his
writing-table, and Kildare stood by the
window, Both of them were looking
very grave and seriouns.

The Head of 8. Jim's fixed his eyes
npon Tom Merry.

"You know why I have sent for you,
Merry " he said.

"1 ean guess, sir.”

“Kildare has made a
charge: against you.2

“I know it, air.”

“¥You deny it?”

“Totally, sir.”

Kildare made an angry pesture; but
the Head signed to him to be silent.

“Let Merry speak, Kildare,” he
said. “ Where were you last evening,
Meryy 1

t Brooke’s place!”

“1 have questioned Brooke,” said
the Head. “He says you left his
place about nine o'clock, so near as he
can remember.”

“That is correct, sir.’

“You did not arrive at the school
until ten.”

I gtopped for shelter from the rain,
sir.’”

" ¥ou did not meet the man Pudsey
Smith, the landlord of the Peal of
Bells, on the Wayland Road, Merry 17

“Na, sir; T did not go that way;
that way wounld have been much
longer. 1 took the short cut lhroug]l
the wood from Wayland Moeor.’

“¥You are aware that Kildare heard
Mr. Bmith address his companion by
your Christian name, and that the lad,
in  fleeing, dropped a handkerchief
which vou acknowledged to be yours?”

“Kildare says so, sir.’

"“¥You do not mean to impl
Kildare's word 1
sternly,

" Oh, ne, sir I said Tom Merry at
onee.  “I know Kildare wouldn’t say
anything that wasn't true, sir. But
he might have been mistaken about
hearing the name.’

‘He was not mistaken,” said the

THE Gex Lisriry.—No. 1,443

in-

very serious

doubt on
said the Iiead

Head. " He has visited Mr. Smith at
his homo this afternoon, and has
extracted a confession as to the identity
of his companion last night. ”

"“Then tlm.t settles the matter, sir.”2

“ Quite s0."

“I'm glad of it sir,” said Tom
Merry, with a breath of relief.

Dr, Holmes frowned.

“Glad of it, Merry! What do you
man ¥

Tom Merry looked surprised.

“T mean that I'm glad I’'m cleared,

sir,  If Mr. Smith told Kildare the
name of ihe fellow concerned, that
clears mnie, surely. Kildare doesn't

think he saw two fellows there.”

Dr. Holmes looked at him long and
hard.

“ Bither there is some extraordinary
mistake in the matter, or elie you are
the meost consummeate young rascal I
have ever encountered!” the Head ex-
claimed. “The name (hat Mr. Smith
gave to Kildare was your own!”

Tom Merry staggeled

. \1lne, pir "

" Yes

Ay, Smith pave Kildare my name?
He said that I was with him ?"' gasped
rlD]l\lr ’\Iarly

“ps a lie!” shouted Tom Merry,
forgetting everything else in his anger

and exeitement. “It's o lie!”
“Merry! Do you dare to say that
Kildare—"

“Nat Kildare, sir; he's been taken in,

that's all. But that villain, Pudsey
Smith, has told him a lie, 1 know
that !
“You do not know this man Smith#*
“No, sir I”!

“He is neither n friend nor an enemy
of voura?”

“Neither, sir! I've happened to see
him on the Wayland Roacd somectimes,
gir, but I've never spoken to liim.”

“Then he can have no cause to dis-
like on '’

ot that I know of, sir.”

“Then why should he seck to injure
you by giving your name if you were
not with him %ast night " demanded the
Head.

Tom Merry looked dazed,

“I—1 don't know, sir,™

“Kildare reports to me that Mr.
Smith was very unwilling to give the
name. He prevaricated for some time;
and it was only with greéat dlﬂiculty
that he was made to speak.’’ said the
Ilead,

:And then he gave my name "

k]

“Thr\n he must have done it to de-
ceive Kildare, and protect the fellow
who was rcaIIy with him,” said Tom
Merry, "I certainly wasn’t there,
Another fellow from St. Jim's is thick
with Pudsey Smith, and Smith was try-
ing to screen him by dragging me into

“Why should he drag you inta it
when he does not know you?”

“I—I don’t know.”

“ITave you any reason to suppose
that he even knows your name, if your
statement 1s correct that you have never
spolen 1o him 77

“I—1 don’t see how he could know
& ™

“Then you are condenined out of your
own_mouth, Merry.”

“ He—he may have heard my name—
and it was the first that eame into his
head, perhaps, when Kildare asked
Lim,” stammered Tom Merry.

“ Nonsense 1”

“He told a lia, anyway, sir.’

“You persist, in spite of lh1s concla-
sive evidence, that you have never had
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any dealings with this man?” asked the
Head patlantly.
gir.”
“Very well; the investigation must
go further. If you have been mixed u
with these rascals, T think it is probable
that you may have gomething in your
personal belongings to prove it—some

communication, perhaps, ”  said ths
Head. “It is Kildares sug astmn
i d1dn’t thmk of it myself, sir,’ sa:d

Kildare. *“One of the prefects sug-
gested it, and I thought there might be
somethm,g in it. There might be notes
about bets, or records of debts, or some-
thm or & letter.”

&nto possible.
Of the kind, Merry?”

Certamly not, sir |?

“ Are you w1111ug for your belongings
to be searched 1

“Quite willing, sir.”

* And your person”

“(Certainly, sir.

“Very we 11 "The Head touched the
bell, and Toby, the page, appeared so
quickly that a suspicious person might
have faneied that he had been very near
the door. “Toby "

*Yes, sir,” sa.ld Toby, with a glance
of commiseration at the pale, harassecl
face of the hero of the Bhell.

“1 wish you to search Master Merry;
to turn out all his pockets, and place t o
contents on the table,” said the Head.

Toby looked hesitatingly at Tom
Merry.

*Go ahead, Tob " gaid Tom "\Ierry,
forcing a smile. don t mind.”

""Yes, Master Merry.”

And Toby, with s very shamefaced
air, began the search,

Erom the msu‘le breast packct of Tom
‘\Ierr{‘s jacket e

Have you anything

and Tom Merry, as he saw it, gave a
sudden start, and his face Hushed
crimson.

“Hold on!” he exclaimed. *'That

letter isn't mine.”

" Give it to me |” said the Head, in a
voice of iron. .

The letter was handed to him.

Tom Merry made a movement gs. if
he would catch at it; Dr, Holmes placed
it upon his desk, and laid his han upon
it.

CHAPTER 8,
The Letter !
RIMBON and silent, Tom Merry
stood there
It was not surprizing if both
the Head and Kildare read in
his flushing and troubled face the signs
of conscious guilt,

Dr. Holmes fixed a stern look upon
him as he stood with his hand upon
the letter on the table.

“T shall look &t this letter, Merry,”
he said,

It is not mine, sir.”

““Whaose is it, then7”

Tom Merry did not answer.

“How did it come mto your possess
sion if it’s not-yours?”

The trcubled aok deepened upon Tom
Merry’s face, but he (113 not answer.

Dr. Holmes mn,de a gestura to Toby.

“¥ou may go,” he said. “I do not
think any further search will be neces-
sary.”

¥ ag, sir!” said Toby.

And with a lock of commiseration at
Tom Merry, the page lcft the study, and
closed the door softl

Dr. Holmes pi{:kedy up t’ﬂe letter and
glanced at it.

It was seeled, but there was no name
or address upon the envelope,

The Head took a paper-knife in his
hand and slit the envelope.

A single sheet of paper was inside,

drew a sualed u.l.l'er.'"
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written upon in & backward, slanting
and, jn pencil.

Dr. Holmes unfolded it, and read it,
and n frown gathered upon his brow,

. “Bless my soul|” he exclaimed, *Is
it possible that there ean exist such
dL‘Thcrty in so young a lad?”

l'om Merry's ¥ips trembled.

"It is not my letter, sic!™ he stom-
mered,

“Bilenca |V

Dr. Holmes handed the
Kildare.

*I wish you to read it,” he said.

“Yes, sirl”

The captain of St. Jim’s glanced at
the latter, and started,

"My word I he murmured.

“It iy clear proof,” said the Ilead.
“Merry, there is no further doult in
my mingd, That letter is a ¢lear proof.”
.1 do not know what is in the letter,
sir," said Tom Merry steadily. “It
cama into my hands sealed, and I have
never opened it.'

“Let him see it, Kildare.”

Kildare handed the letter
Merry.

The junior’s senses almost swam s he
read i, and realised what a fearful
proof it was against him.

The letter ran:

letter to

to Tom

“Dear Pudsey,—1 shall try to get over
to-night, but I don’t know whether I
shall bo able to manage it, as K. has
his eyes very much open now. Some-
body must have beéen talking. But I
shall manage to see the scrap, you may

bet on that.
“Your Par.”

There was no other signature.
“You can see that that is not my
m'-‘ihr}g, sir,” said Tom Merry.

nobody’s writing,” ~ said (he

A 8. Jim’a boy had been sean with Pudsey Smith, and Kildare Intended to know his narme.
the shoulder ol the ex-pugil|st, Jerking him to hie feet.

Head; “the hand is slanted backwards
for the purpose of disguise. Whoever
wrote that letter disguised his hand;
perhaps he did not wish it to be even in
the power of Pudsey Simith to betray
him. You did not trust even your
associate.”

“1 did not write that letter.”

“How can you tell such impudent
falsehoods?” said the MHead, losing
patience. “The letter is found sealed in
vour pocket, all ready for the past, aud
yet you deny having written it [”

“I did not write 1t 1"

“I should never have dreamoed that
Merry could lis like this, sir!” eald
Kildare, sghast. “I've been as much
deceived in him as anybody.”

"Ie shall not have an opportunity of
deceiving us any further,” said the Head
grimly. “I ask you Lo confess, Merry.”
"I will confess how this letter cawmns
into my possession, str, if you wil] liston

to me,” said Tom Merry miserably, “I
hope you will believe me,”
“I think that is very improbable,

Merry; but T am willing to listen to
what you have to say, at all events,”

"It was given to o fng on Monday,
sir, by anothor fellow,” said Tom Merry
steadily. “A fag of tho Third Form—
a kid I've always stood by, and whao
always comes to you for advice when hie's
in a bother of any sort.”

Tom Merry poused. The evident dis-
}ngief in the Head's face disconcerted
111m.

Kildare turned away lowards the
window with a gesture of disgust.

“You may go on, Merry,” said the
Ilead.

“You do"nut believe me, sir 7"

n "

“Veory ;vcll, sir. This letter was
given to the fag ['ve mentioned to be

the namel”

‘“'Oid on ! " gulped Pudsoy Smith.

11

taken to Pudsey Smith. He wouldn't
take it—he refused—and the senior——"

*“It was & senior, then, who gave him
this lettar ¥

“Yes, sir,”

" Qontinue."”

“The senior threatened him, eand
licked him, and I interfered. T've
always stood by that kid. He's had

troubles enough pince he came to St
Jim's, and I was the cause of hiz comins
here, and I was bound to protect him. i
chipped in, sir, and when I found what
the matter was, I took the letter from
him. The senior wanted to get it bazik
then, but I wouldn't part with it
zaid I'd keep it by me, and if he ever
tried to lead_the fag into his rotten
games again, I'd show hin up, sir.

I never meant that letter to come to
light: and it was understood that 1
shouldn't give him away if he lot the
fag alenc. If he worried him again, |
wus going to hand the letter to Kildare.
It's not my business, of course, what
Bixth Form fellows do, and it's not for
a junior to interfere if they care tn
disgrace themselves; Lot I wasn't goiuyg
to have a kid dragged into it,”

“What fag are you alluding
Alapyy 27

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Frem what he said, sir, he can only
mean Joo Frayne,” said Kildare,

“Was it Frayne of the Third Form,
Merry 1"

*“Yos, sip”

“In taking possession of this letter,
then, you were acting as the protector
of Frayne against o gixth_ Former who
was trying to lead him into bad con-
neetions.”

“I don't know whether the rotter
wanted to do cxactly that. He wanted
a messenger between him and Pudsey
Smith, and he Lhought young Frayne

to

His strnn?tgrlp cloasd upon

‘i don
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could do it, because Frayne was brought
up in a slum and has been through a
lot of things that other fags here don't
know anything about. He was wrong
whout Frayne; thero isn't a more decent
kid in the school 1

The Head looked hard at Tom Merry,

**And what s the name of the senior
concerned, Merry 77

Tom Merry was silent.

“You heard my question, Merry 1"

“I don't think I ought to give his
name, siv. It was understood that I
wasn't to produce this letter if he let
young Frayne alone.”

“Will Frayne bear out your state-
ment ¥

“Yes, siv.”

“Fetch Frayne here, Kildare.”

“Yes, sir.”

Kildare quitted the study., Dr.
Tlolmex sat silent and grave while he
was gohe, .

Tom Merry stole a timid glanee at his
face. The Head did not Delieve him,
that was clear. But the headimaster o
8t, Jim’s was a just man, and he would
not leave a stone unturned io get ak the
truth,

If there was a chanee for the accused
he should have it

Kildare returned in & few minates,
followed by the waif of the Third, who
was looking very startled and scared.

“Come in, Frayne!” said the Iead
kindly.

“¥Yes, sir,” murmured Joe.

* Joo—" began Tom Merry,

“Say nothing, Merry,” said the Head,
with a frown. “I do not wish you io
prepare Frayne for the questions I am
going te put to him.”

“I was only going to tell iim not fo
mention names, sir,” said Tout Merry,
flashing.

“Trayne,” said the Head, “were vou
given a letter on Monday by a member
of the Bixth Form to take to a man
named Smith in Wayland ¥

Joa Frayne cast a scared look at Tom
Mervy. .

“ Answer, Joe,” said the captain of the
Shell. “Tell the Head everything he
wants to know.”

"“ Yoz, sir ™ said Joe.

"Was this the letter 7

Dr. Holmes showed
addressed envelope.

Frayne looked at it.

“Tt was like that, sir,” he answered.
“Jest a plain envelope, with a note
inside it, six. I didn't sce the nofe.
The bloke wanted me to take 3t to Blr.
8mith at the Peel of Bells, sir, and I
wouldn’t.”

« And what happened then i asked the

the elit, wn-

Head, evidently surprised at.the rcady’

corroboration of Tom Merry's state-
ments. .

“Master Tom interfered, sir, and toak
the letter. He said that he would keep
it, and if the bloke didn't let mo alone,
he'd show it up agin 'im. I ‘ope that
wasn't: wrong, sir. DMMaster Tom only
wanted lo proteet me from the bloke.

sir. 1t wasn't right of him to try an’

TOPPING FREE GIFTS.
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being piven in exchange for coupous from
Rowntree's Cocoa, These are scme of the
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Set, a Wateh, 8 big Box of FPaints, and
there are lots more besides. Ask Mother to
pet you Rowntree’s Cocoa—Iit's good for you
and tasztes fine. Tell her it costs only &id. a
1lb. tin and every tin containg 3 Free Gitt
Coupons,  Send a posteard to Dept. 0.0.3,
Rowntree & Co,, Ltd, The Cocoa Worka,
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gifts and a Free Voucher value 8 Coupons,
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gok me to po to the Peel of Bells, sir.
I should ’ave been punished if anyhody
'ad seed me go in there,”

“Quite true, Frayne,” said the Head
quictly, “Any boy in this school known
to visit such a place would certainly be
ntost severely mmished, Now, Irayne,
think earvefully before you answer me
again. Is thia story true, or is it a con-
coction between you and Merry 77

Y¥h, sir? T don't understand 1

“L¥id you know that Merry was to be
brought before me this morning #* .

*“All the school knows it, sir.

“I)id he arrange with you that, if he
were found to have a certain letter in Ius
possession, ven should come here and
tell this story ¥

“Cortainly not, sir?® said Joe, in
wonder. ¥ Master Tomm was goin’ to
keep that letter dark if the bloke let me
alone.”

“Do you know whether Merry was in
comimication with Pudsey Smith?”

YT know he wasn't, sir, 'E ain't that
sort,” said Joe.

“What is the name of the senior who
gave you the legter, with instructions to
carry it to Pudsey Bmith ¢

Joo cast a look of distress at Tom

Merry.

“Master Tom ! he muttered. “IT—I
oughter tell 'im.”

Tom Merry was silent.

T command you to tell me,
Frayne!” said the Head sternly.
“Listen to me. TUnless it can be

Erow.‘.d that this letter was given to you
y someone else, and hauded to Merry,
Merry  will be  adjudged guilty of
hayving written it himself—and he will
be expelled from the school,”

“0Oh crikey I said Joe, in dismay.

YIf any scnior at this school was so
wicked as to attempt to induce you to
take a letter to such a place as Alr.
Bmith’s  publichouse, he does not
deserve to be protected by you, Frayne.
It is your duty to tell mo the truth, and
it is the only way to save Mervy {rom
punishment.”

Frayne cast an appealing look at Tom
Merry.

“T rust tell 'im, Master Tom!” he
mutlered.

“Don’t look at Aerry, Frayne I” said
the Head sharply. “Now, what ean
vou tell me—is this story a tofal inven-
tion, or was the letter really given to
you by a senjor?®

“Yres, sir, it was.”

“Who was the seniori”

“Bingham, sirv, the prefeet,” stam-
mered Joe. “I wasz bound to tell "im,
Master Tom. After all, it’s Binghan's
own fault—'e’s eaused all the irouble |”

Kildare uttered a sharp exclamation.

* Bingham 2

“*Yaos, Master Kildare.”

“Impossible 1 exclaimed the Iead.
& Bingﬁam——a prefoct 1™

“It’s true, siv.”

“ Do you say that it's true, Merry 1™

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry; “as
Frayne's givéen vou the name, I must
stand by Eim. I}t. was Biugham,”

#(all Bingham here, Kildare ¥

H¥es, sir,”

And Kildare left the study for the
seeond Lime.

Joe Prayne stole a miszerable glance
at Tom Merry,

“I 'ope I ain't done wrong, Master
Teom 1 he muttered. It was all Bing-
ham's own fault—'a oughin’t to ‘ave
given me the letter. We ain't ealled on
to protect ‘im—it was 'is own look-out.

Tom Merry nodded without speaking.
The study door reopened, and the cap-
tain of Bt. Jim's came in with the
accosed prefect.
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CHAPTER 9.
Condemned [

INGHAM was perfectly cool and
self-possessed as he éntered the
Head’a study.

He glanced at Tom Merry and
Joe Frayne, but it was a casual gfsmce,
a4 if he did not connect their presence
in the study with himself in any way.

“Kildare says you wani to see me,
sir,” he said respectfully.

“Yes, Bingham,” said the Head, with
a sigh. “I'm trying to straighten out
the most extraordinary tangle, and I
want your assistance. Frayne has
brought an acousation against you, and
Merry corroborates it,”

“Indeed, sir!” Bingham glanced at
Frayne and the captain of the Shell.
" Before yon go inte the matter, sir, I
think I ought to tell you that these two
boys are very thick, and I have sue-
pected them of brcukini bounds, and
paying visits to a place kept by a man
named Pudsey Smith. On Monday I
questioned Frayne on the subject, {mt
he denied it; and my suspicions were
still stronger with regard to Merry.”

Tom Merry's eyes blazed.

“Liar 1" he exclaimed promptly.

“Bilence, Merry!” exclaimod the
Head, in a voice of thunder.

“He is lying, sir!”

“Bilence!  Bingham, Frayne says
that on Monday you gave him a note to
Pudsey Bmith, at the Peel of Bells, at
Wayland, and that Merry took posees-
sion of it. Is there any truth in this?*

W None, sir1?

“My heye !”
*Oh erumibs |

‘iBilence, Frayne! ¥You did not give
Frayne a note, Bingham?*

" No, sin”

“ITave you any acquaintance with
Pudscy Smith?”

“ None, szir.”

“Great Scotti?
Merry.

Bingham smiled slightly.

“If I gave Frayne such a note, sir,
and Tem Merry took it, I suppose it is
still in existence. Let them produce

gasped Joe Frayne.

murmured Tom

“This iz the note, Bingham,” said the
Head. )

The prefect glanced at it

“That 1s certainly not my wriling,
sir. 1t is n disguised hand.”

“Yes, that iz evident, Bingham.
You know nothing about this note 7?

“Motling, siv.”

“Vary well. I am almost ashonmed to
have asked you; it is only too clear that
it is an impudent invention of thias
junior’s.”

“Bingham has not told the truth,
gir,”  eaid Tom Merry hopelessly.
“That iz the mnote he gave Lo Joa
Frayne, and I tock it, and told him
that if he tried to get Frayne into
trouble again, I'd give it to Kildare, I
didn’t know that the note was in a dis-

uised hand, and that it wasn't signed.

never opened 1it.*

Lingham shragged his shoulders.

“1 suppose I need hardly defend
myself from such a ridieulous accusa-
{ion, sir,” he said. ‘“This is evident]
a note that Merry has written to sen
lo Puadsey Smith, and as it has been
found upon him, ho has invented this
preposterous story to account for it. If
any proof is necessary, Kildare will tell
vou that I suggested searching Mernry
for evidence.”

“That is s, sir,” said Kildare,

“I should hardly have done so if
ineriminating  Jetters  belonging  to
myrclf had been in Merry’'s possession,”
the prefeet remarked.
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“ You rotter | burst out Tom Merry.
“You knew the letter was in a dis-
guised hand, and that it wasn't signed.
You knew that if it was found on me,
it would be supposed to be written by
me.)‘

Bingham laughed.

“Come, Merry !’ he said. “You will
not be able to make the Head helieve
this nongense. Why do you not con-
fass, and throw yourself' upon Dr,
Holmes' mercy

“You hound 1"

¥ Bilence I"' said Dr. Holmes.
“Bingham, you are. comfplctely gxoner-
ated. Merry has been found guilty of
a wicked ifalsehood, and he has led
this foolish youlh, younger than him-
self, into the same wickedness. That
is_only too clear. Frayne came here
with his story all ready, and I suppose
they had arranged it beforehand, in
case that letter should come to light
before Merry had succeeded in sendin,
it to Bmith. Frayne, you may go.
regard you as being under the in-
fluence of this wicked lad, and I shall
take into consideration your unfor-
tunate antecedent, and pardon you.
Leave the study."

Jae hesitated,

% Master Tom—"" he began.

“GO!”

Kildare took Fraynme by the arm and
led him to the door, and pushed him
outside the study.

“Master Kildare,” said Joe in a
voice of agony, *Master Tom is inno-
cent | swear—'

The door closed upon himn.

In the study Tom Merry stood silent
and pale. It geemed to the unfortunate
junior that he was tangled in a web,
through the meshes of which he could
not break,

In his simplicity he had entered into
this eontest with the rascally prefect,
and he had fancied that he held the
upper hand, but the prefect’s plot had
eompletely turned the fables upon him.

He was helpless now, at the mercy
of his enemy; not & word he said would
be believed, and his wellknown in-
fluence over Joe Froyne only gave
colour to the suspicion that Joe's evi-
dence was concocted, and designed to
clear him, regardless of the truth.

“Merry,” said the Head, in slow and
measured fones, Y1 am greatly dis-
appointed in you. It is only too clear
that you have been deceiving me all
alonig, You have practically led a
double life, and I am glad that you
ara discovered before you have an op-
portunity of corrupting others as well
as that foolish boy Frayne. Now that
the case is clearly proved against vou,
I trust you will have the decency to
confess.

Tom Merry shivered.

“1 have nothing to confess, sir”

“You still deny it?”

“T must, sir. Dingham is lying. I
should never have dreamed that any-
body ecould tell such fearful lies as he
has.” said Tom Merry brokenly. 1
know I can't make you believe me,
sir. Bub I've told you the truth.”

“You certainly cannot make me
believe you, Merry,” said the Head
coldly, “I am not likely to beliove
outrageous falsehoods, Kildare, take
Merry to the punishment-room, and
lock him in and bring me the key.”

“Dr. Holmes! You will not—"

“I1 shall communicate with wour
guardian, Miss Faweett, immediately.”
said the Head coldly. “ You can hardly
expeet to remain at this school after
what has happened. For the sake of
Miss Fawcett, an old and venerzble
lady whom I greatly esteem, I shall

Hallo, everybody | You ought to pity

turtles. Beeause theirs iz a hard case.
Your chair has a right to complain.
Decause it's always sut on. Ever thought
of wearing banana skins? They make
potl  “wlippers,” Pause here for a
reath, “Why does that old pig keep
trying to come into my rcom?’’ asked
the summer boarder. *'[‘hat’s his room
in the winter," explained young Jos.
‘Wother: “From your references I sce
you have had four places in tho last
montli I “VYes, sir,” said the office boy
brightly, “that just shows how much in
demand T am ! “Now, D'Arcy minor,”
said Mr. Selby, “there are two words
I want you to stop saying. One is ‘ oke,’
and the other is *scatty.”™ ™ “Yes, sir,”
said D'Arcy minor. * Which words are
they ! You heard of the chap who
went into the huge multiple store, was
whisked up in the liff, and eaid: “Is
this the boot and shoe department?”
“Yes, sir,” said the salesman, *Give
me a couple of corn plasters, will you?"
came the request! A big order "to
boot ! Then there was the optimistic
corn cure merchant who opened up

next to the hikers’ haostel. a did a
“sore’-ing trade! Listen: “I can't
stick peppcrminta,” said Mellish. “By
gum, no,’’ agreed Crooke. VYes their

noses were “glued” to the window |
A Matabele warrior strangled a rattle-
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snalke in Afteen minutes. Tvery minute
his companions thought he would got
“rattled | Do actors live in Acton?
Or hilliard players in Kew? Or ad-
mirals in Fleet? All right, I don’t
know! Gore says he had the stitch
watching a foothall match, Ile was
“hemmed” in by the ecrowd. Gussy
wants to know wiat's the best thing to
take before singing? Your breath, Gus.
Then there was the amateur firoman
who connected his hose with the petrol
pump.,  With  “sparkling” results!
“I've just had a lovely dream,” said
D’Arcy minor to Gibson one morning.
“T drcanted I was on lire, and you were
putting me out with ginger pop!”
Then there was the Channel swimmer
who took the wrong turning and found
himself at the North Pole. The' frozen”
truth ? .

An elephant story: “Poor thing, it's
had a lot of worry,” said tho visitor,
looking at the clephant. “Why?"
asked his friend, “Wkell, look at its
wrinkles " A reader asks if it's true
that a rhinoceros has a tusk on its
nose. Yes, the rhino is “ivory-tipped,”
and its temper will “catch alight”
pasily. It never “draws’ away, and+is
hard to “put out.” A “Hery” proposi-
tion! Which cigarctie is worst for you,
asks another reader, the first or the
last? The first usually is the last, ol
chap! Story: “This {s a small loaf for
fourponce,” said the eustomer, *You'll
not have so much to carry,” said the
baker. “Then hera's threepence—you
won't have so wuoch to count!”
snapped the customer. Last: The
officer of a big lincr shouted to the
barge to got out of the way. “Who
are you{” came the reply. “The first
officer of this ship,” shouted the liner's
officer. “Then talk tp your cquais!”
bawled the bargee. “I'm the captain
of this ship I

Ahoy, there, chaps!
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not expel you publiely. T shall break
the dreadful news to ber as gently as
possible, and ask her to remove you.
In order not to give her too painful o
shock, I shall nol send you home
directly, I shall ask her to come here
and prepare her mind for it before I
tell her the baseness you have been

uilty of, which makes it necessary
or vou to leave the school. I shall be
more considerate to Miss Fawcett,

Merry, than you have shown yoursclf;
vou must know what a grief this will
be to her.”

“It's enough to Dbreak her heart,”
Tom Merry muttered.

“I am glad you have the grace to
be sorry for the harm you have done,
at all events,” said the Head.

“1 have done nothing. That fellow
has lied "

“Bilonce | Take him away, Kildare !”

“Come, Merry!” said Kildare
grimly.

Tom Merry followed him blindly
from the Head’s study.

CHAPTER 10.
In the Punishment-room !
LL 8t Jim's knew of Tom

Merry's disgrace before he had
been in the punishment-room
for ten minutes,

Joe Frayvne had related what had
happened in the Head's study, and a
crowd of fcllows had seen Tom Moerry
following the captain of Bt. Jim's to
the pumshment-room.

The key had been turned upon him,
nncll Kildare had taken it to the Head's
stucty,

Tom Merry was locked in—away
fromn his chums—to await the arrival of
his guardian, who was to take him
away from $St. Jim’s.

The news almost stunned his chums,

A melancholy group gathercd in ‘the
passage outside the locked room to
discuss the matter, and to them Joo
Frayne told his version of the incident
of the letter,

Tom Merry's chums nuturalli,‘ be-
lieved that version, but it was ouly too
clear that they would not be able te
upset Bingham's account of it.

Their faith in Tom Merry was the
result of their friendship for hin, and
that was not evidence of his truth.

“We've got to do something,” said
Aanners., “Tohy told me lie's posted
a letler to Miss Fawcett from the Head.
She will bo here to-morrew to take
Tommy away.”

“PBai Jove, it's wolten [” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.  “Somethin  will
have to be done before to-mowwow.”

“Bingham will have to be shown up
somchow,” said Monty Lowther, *But
lLow——=""

“Wo've got to see Tommy and falk
it over with him,” said Jack Blake.

“He's locked in,” said Lowther
Liopelessly.

“Lot's bang on the door,” said
Dighy. “We ean tell him through the

kevliole that we're backing him up,
anyway.”

“Yang, wathah!”

The . punishment-reom was at the
end of tho Fourth Form passage ni thy
extremity of a deep recess. It was il
one of the oldest portions of the school,
an obscurc room in a sccluded corner,

Tug (izM Lisrany.—No. 1,443,
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with stone w. l%, and a little window
locking out apon a narrow space
between hiph walls, It had once been
weed as a study, bul it was secluded
and badly lighted, and had been do-
gerted for that reason; and 16 was
sometimes  called by the fellows
as Nobody's Study,

Thao recess which led to it from the
passnre was dimn and dusky, and closed
at the end by the heavy caken door.

The juniors evowded into the recess,
and twa or three of thein knooeked
cauticusly at the big oak door. They
dicd not want tie knocking lo reach the
cars of the prefects, as anybody con-
fined in the punisliont-room was sup-
posed not to be spoken to.

There was a movement inzide the
FGCIN,

“Hallo I called out the voiee of Tom
Mervy from within.

“Hallo, Tewnny 1?

Tom Mercy eame to the inside of tho
door,

“We're all here, Tom, old inan,” said
Monty Lowther, through Lhe keyhole.
“We just want to tell you that we don't
believe a word against you, and we're
going to stand by you 1”

“Yaas, wathah }”

“Thank wyou!” said Tom Merry,
"1'm afraid it's all up with me here |
The Head is down on me, and Binghamn
lias mode him believe that I wrote a
lotter to Pudsey Smith, and if was
found on me. I suppose Irayme told
you about it?"?

“Yaas, deah boy 1V

“We're going to prove it sowmchow 1”
said Manners. “We'll make that cad
Bingham own up, f we lLave 1o scalp
him !:I.'ll

“I don't know what can be done,”
gaid Tom Merry, through the keyhole.
“It’s a plot of Bingham’s. I suppose
he was afraid I should show the letter,
and he's fixed this up to diseredit me
beforehand. It has been arranged with
Pudsey Smith; he told Kildare himself
that I was the fellow with him last
night.”

“Tho rotter I”

“I'm coming in to see you after
lessons, Tommy,” said Monty Lowther.
“We've got to have o jaw over this and
decide what's to be dome. The Head
has written to Miss Fawcett, and she
will most likely be here to-morrow.
't'.'-rhe’v?‘ got to get something dome before
| ﬂ- L,

"I wish we could, 3onty |
I'm shut up here——"

“While you're shut up here, we're
going to work for you. We can't talk
to you now. BSotnebody will be along
im o minute to stop us. I'm coming to
see you after lessons.”

" But you can't get in here.”

"There's the window.”

» Bit——" .

“T'll bring a knotted rope with me,”
said Lowther, in a low voice at the key-
hole. **You can let down a cord from
the window and pull it up and tie the
end, so that I can eclimb up. If you
haven't any siring, you can sirip up
your necktie, and make a cord of that
good enough to pull up a rope with.”

“Good I

“I1'll bring you some prub, too. You
won't get much here on punishment
diet,” said Monty Lowther,

“Thanks, old man [”

“Cavel" called out Blake from the
passage, where he was keeping watch.

Bingham camo striding towards the

roup of juniors, He turned out of the
%ﬂurth Form passage into the dusky
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But while

recess before the door of
the punishment-reom. Hae
smiled sneeringly as
looked at the juniors.

“Bo you are dall horet?® Q
he exclaimed.

“¥ans, watuuh!” =zad
I¥ Avey.

“I suppese you knew that
no onue is ollowed to com-
mumcate with a [fellow in
blie punishient-ronin #”
said Bingham.

“Oh rats]”

“Yuas, wils, and many
of them !"

Bingham scowled.

“Yau will take fifty lines
each, every fellow herel?
he exelaimed angrily.
“And if you are found here
again vou'll be caned I

“Go and eat coke !

|1

1

5 P R
s - ol =

“Rats 1

“Cad |”

“Rotter 17

Bingham ¢lenched  his
hands, He had authority

as a2 prefect to punish the
juniors for talking to him
. such uncomplimentavy
tertna;  but  their respect
for him as a prefect was
gone. They looked wupon
him ae a cowardly plotter
and the enemy of their im-
prisoned chum,

It would not have heen
safs for Bingham, prefect
g3 he was, to attempt to
pumeh the exasperated Co.

“I shall report this to
Mr. Railton | he said.

“Report, and be oana s 7
hanged |* said Blake. ST

“Yaas, wethahl I we-
gard you with wutiash con-
tempt, Bingham| You are
o waseal [

"Will you go!” shouted
Bingham.

“¥es, we'll go,” s=aid
Lowther, “But you know
our opinion of you! ¥You
aro a cad and a rotter, and
we'll show you up yet !”

The juniors moved away down the
paszage.

There was & shadow upon many faces
that afternoon. Monty Lowther and
Manners felt the disgrace of their chum
keenly, and most of the Shell fellows
were depressed. i

Tom' Merry’'s personal friends be-
lieved in him: but other fellows, of
course, went by the evidence, and the
evidence certainly was overwhelmingly
against the hero of the Shell.

Crocke and Gore, indeed, declared
their firm belief that Tom Merry was
found out at last, and that he dessrved
what had happened to him; and
Lovisan and Mellish of the Fourth took
the same line. DBut they did not venture
to express their opinion in the presence
of the Co.

In the Feurth Iormy, Blake and his
comrades were Tom Merry's cham-

ionz, and they were loyvally backed up

vy Figgins & Co. of the New House.

Figgins & Co. were the rivals of the
School House fellows: but, as Figgins
remarked, on an occasion like this
House rows were off, and i1t was time
to rally round.

Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence of the
New House took the same view. In his
hour of need it was clear that Tom
Merry had iriends in the rival House
at St. Jim’s as well as in his own House.
But whether his friends would be able
to help him to any extent berond sym-
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Tom Merry's loyal chums gathered outslde the punishmen

a word against you,”’ called out Monty Lowther. " And w

warning, and Bingham, who had sohemed for Ton

athising with his misfortunes was very
gm‘:htful. ,

After lessons Monty Lowther secured
a rope, coiled it up, and concealed it
under his jacket. -

Bingham was keoping an eye on the
punishment-room, and two or three of
the Co. lingered in the passage, as ii
to wait for an opportunity of speaking
to Tom Merry through the keyhole.

This little devico kept the prefect
hovering near the spot, and left a
elear ficld for Monty Lowther outside
the House,

Ho strolled out inte the gquadrangle,
and sauntered round the old chapel, and
as soon as he was sure that he was not
observed, he slipped into the narrow
entry between twe high walls upon
which the window of the punishment-
room looked.

There he tossed up a Debble to the
window, .

ITe heard the window open above, and
Tom Merry looked out at him.

tCood old Monty ! murmured Tom
Aerry.

A string composed of threads of a
torn-up necktie came fluttering down
from the window-sill. p

Monty Lowther caught the end of it,
and attached it to tho end of the rope,
which he uncoiled from his pockef,

The string was drawn up, and the
rope followed it, and after a few
minutes Tom 3Merry waved his hand
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“ We Just want to tell you that we don't bellove
golng to etand by you.'"" Then there came a sudden
n)’d diegrace, strode angrily towards the group.

from tho window as a signal that he
had eccured the end of the rope.

Monty Lowther hung upon it for a
few moments to test it and then
climbed it, hand-over-hand.

In a couple of minutes, he reached the
window-sill, and Tom Merry helped
him in,

Monty Lowther crept silently in at
the window, drew in the rope after him,
and closed the sash.

CHAPTER 11.
A Council of War |
L ERE we are again |"” murmured
Monty Lowther.
“Good old Monty,” said
Tom Merry.
The rcom was very dusky, for the
emall window gave fitﬂﬂ light. The

atmosphero wes chilly, The only furni-
ture was composed of a table, a chair,
and a bed, Nobody's Study was not a
cheerful abodo; and as Monty Lowther
glanced round the room, he remembered
tho iegend of St, Jim’s, that the room
was haunted.

Dut there were more serious matters
than ghosts ta be thought of now.
" Better whisper,” said Monty Low-
ther, in a low voice, “Bingham is
kecping an eye on the passage; he
doesn’t mean us to get at you if it
can be stopped.”

Tom Merry’s eyes burned with anger
at the mention of the name.

“The rotten cad!” he
muttered. “I suppose he
won't be easy in mind till
I'm fairly out of the
school.”
~ “Not likely! He’s play-
ing a nsky game; and he
koows that vyou've got
chums to stick to you, and
that we won't leave a giddy
stone unvurned to get the
truth out.”

“It's jolly decent of you
chaps,” said Tom Merry,
with a break in his voice.
“Bome chaps weuld go
baek on a fellow in my
position.”

“Rot 1" eaid Lowther,
‘Don’t we know you're true
blue ?”? Heo fumbled in his
pockets, and produced
scveral neatly-tied pack-
ages. "“Put theso out of
sight; they’ll be a change
from the grub you get here,

Ham  sandwiches, hard-
boiled eggs, cakes and
tarts, and two bottles of
pop.’- &
Tomm Merry smiled
faintlyy,. He was thinking

of anything but a feed.

The packages were de-
posited out of sight under
the bed.

Monty Lowther sat on the
table. _

“Now let's decide what's
to be done,” he said. “We
mayn't have much time,
In the fivst place, what do
you mean by keeping these
giddy seccrets? If you'd
told us about that rotten
letter gt the time, on Mon-
day, this wouldn't have
happened.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“1 wish I had,” ho said:

“Well, let 1t be a warn-
ing to you, my infant, not
to keep secrets from your
uncle,” sard Monty Lowther
magisterially. “How did it
happeni?®

“Bingham was trylng to get Frayne
to take a letter to Pudsey Smith, I
suppose he'd fixed, it to meet Smith at
his place, and he found Kildare was on

the watch,” said Tom Merry. ''There

have been suspicions about 8t. Jim's

fellows going there to watch a fight,
and all %ha prefects have boen warned
by the Head to look into it. Of courso,
Bingham was told, along with tho
nthers, and so the Head put the cad on
his guard, Bingham fancied that Joo
would be willing to do ﬂ,n:,rthu{]lg shady,
you know, from the poor kid having
been in the slums before he came here;
but hc was mistaken, and I chipped in
and took tha Iletter. Dingham was
awfully wild; but I defied him, and
kept the letter. I told him that if he
tried anything of the kind with I'rayne
again, I'd show the letter to Kildare,
and I'd keep it as a guaranteo of his
good bchaviour, If he did the decent
Lthing, neither Frayne nor I would say
a word about it. I thought that was a
good arrangement; I eouldn’t have tho
cad sending Joe to such a place and
such a man.”

Monty Lowther nodded.

“T thought that would be an end of
the matter,” said Tom Merry rucfully.
“But I suppose Bingham fancied him-
self under my thumb, so long ns 1 had
his letter, and was afraid that 1 should
let it all out seoner or lator. He was
very ratty, toco. 8o he thought out
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this rotten scheme, to nip it in the
bud, and put the letter on mo.”

“What was in the letter 7%

“I never knew till it was opened in
the Head's study to-day. I maturally
supposed that Bingham had written 1t
in his own hand, and that it was signed.
It turned out to be in s disguised hand,
and without a signature—so it might
ns well have been wrilten by me as b
Bingham, In it he told Pudsey Bmi
that he couldn’t come because “K”
that’s Kildare—wna on the salert, but
that he wouldn't miss the Bﬂmli"

“The sorap " repeated Lowther.

“Ves; there’'s going to be & fight at
Pudsey Smith’s place, so0 I wunder-
stand. You know he has fights there,
and fellows go there to sce them and
he]g:;n ]thﬁm.’ ] 3

wther's eyes gleamed.

“Do you. kﬁcwgwhen the fight 18 to

be?” he asked.

Tom Merry shook his head,

“Sp Bingham said in the letter that
he wouldn’t miss it{” said Lowther.
“You're sure of that?"

“Quito sure !

“Good ¥ e

Tom Merry looked at him in u1rm$}ir.

“Don't you see?” said Lowther. f
there’s a fight coming off at Pudsey
Smith’s place, and Bingham 13 very
keen on it, he won't miss it, And we
may have a chance of catching him on
the hop if we can find out when the
Egrl;.iria ﬁﬂtlilﬁ."

iy ha

i Iﬁl:"}ﬂaT a chance,” said Lowther. “We
shall have to kecp it dark, of course;
but if we keep an eye on Bingham we
may bowl him out over that.”

"““Qh,_good 1" ‘

“ Pudsey Smith must be in the game
to fix this on you,” Monty Lowther
remarked, after a pause.

“Thet’s certain, You see, it's clear
enough that some 8t. Jim’s chap 18
mixed up with him, and if it's proved
to be me, that leaves Bingham clear,
and he thinks he will bs able to go
there without risk.”

“He's & deep beggar|”

“If I'd known how deep he was I
shouldn’t have kept that letter on me,”.
said Tom Merry ruefully. " That was
{lie worst thing against me. Of course,
Bingham denied knowing anything
pbout it. It was Bingham who sug-
gested to Kildare searching me for
cvidence; and that was how the letter
came to light. Who could have sus-
Fncted him of being such a deep rotter?
Te pays me out and mekes himself
quite safe at the same time, And when
T'm sucked from the school the whole
thing will blow over, and he will be
able to go to Pudsey Smith’s place to
sce the fight without danger. That's
how he's worked it out.”

“Thers's many a EHP, you_ know,”
said Monty Lowther. *It isn’t ended
yot, If Miss Fawcett takes you away
to-morrow, Tommy, you mustn’t go
home. You ecan stay in Rylecombe till
ive’ve got this matier settled, and then
we'll have you back in triumph.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“I hope so, Monty.”

“Oh, wo'll do 1612 said Monty
Lowther confidently. “I must say
you’ve been rather an ass, Tommy; buf
you couldn't foresce that Bingham
could so ounning. As Frayne
wouldn’t take his letter he went to see
Pudsey Smith apparently on Tuesday.
I suppose he hns soma rotten business
with Eim that couldn’t be neglocted—
some giddy betting, or something of
that sort. But ho ram o big risk.
Kildare very nearly caught him with
Pudsey Smith on Tucsday night. It
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was jolly unlucky your having gone
home with Brooke that evening.™

“That's why he gave me the pass out,
eo that I should be cut on the same
evening,” said Tom Merry. *‘He knew,
of course, that Kildare was going to
keep an eye an the Wayland Road near
Pudsey Bmith's place. I was surprised
when he offcred me the pass for the
evening; but, like an ass, ? thought he
was trying to be decent after having
acted like a cad the day before.

“He wanted me to be out last even-
ing, and I fell into the trap, When I
went home with Brooke he went to meet
Pudsey Smith; and, knowing that
Kildare was on the alert, he was watch-
ful, and he was muffled up so that he
couldn’t be reccg”'lmsed if anybody came
upon him.  When Kildare surprised
them together he bolted before old
Kildare could collar him, and Pudsev
Smith called out ‘Hook it, Tommy !
They’d arranged that, so as to give
Kilcfare the impression that it was 1.

Lowther nodded, .

“It’s all clear to us,™ he said; "but
we can’'t make it elear to the Head,
that's the trouble. We should have to
have jolly strong proof before he'd
believe that one of his prefects was such
an awful rascal.”

"That's so. The handkerchief, too.
Eildare thinks I dmﬁpcd it in running;
but Bingham must have taken it with
him with the intention of droppin% it
if Kildare came upon him. "He had
everything cut and dried. I think it's
very likely that the meeting wasn't b
chance, as ¥ildare thoughf. I think
very likely Bingham knew he was on
the road and fixed the whole scene for
his benefit.”

“Quite likely, Then he bolted full
pelt back to 8t. Jim's, looking for you
on the Wayland Road, and got home
first, and came into the Common-room
with o yarn about having been study-
ing and forgetting the time. I noticed
at the time fthat his boots were muddy,
ag if he'd just come in—so dd
Kangaroo.” .

“Why, if you told Kildare that—"

“If T told Kildare that, m¥ son,
Bingham would say that he took & turn
m the quad to get some fresh air, or
some yarn like that, and so made his
boots muddy.”

“Ye-es, I guppose he would. There
doesn’t seem any way of eafching snch
an awfully slippery boast.”

“Well, we've pained this much: we
know it was Bingham; we can't prove
it, but we know he was with Pudsey
Smith last night; and we know that he's
golng to see the fight whon it comes
off,” said Monty Lowther, “That's
what we've got to work upon. If we
can_ prove that Bingham goes to the
Peal of Bells for Jrﬁa fight that will
settle it, I should think.*

He won't go if he thinks you are
shadowing him, MMonty.”

“We shall have to be awfully care-
ful.” agreed Monty Lowther. 1 won't
tell the other chaps about it—only
Manners, My hat! Sugpose Manners
could get a snap of him, with his
camera. among those cads at the Peal
of Bells!”

“Aly hat! That would settle it !”

. The chums of the Shell went on talk-
ing in low tones, discussing every aspect
of the matter; but suddenly” Monty
Lowther raised his hand.

“Listen !

There were footsteps outside. They
stopped at the door of the punishment-
Toom.

Monty Lowther slipped off the table,

“Caughi 1" he murmured.

There was no tine to cscape by the
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window. There was no place of conceal-
ment in the room. The door

eand Monty Lowther braced himself to
face tho music.

Toby, the School House page, entered
with a tray.

“ Hallo, T'aby {*

Toby stared  blankly at Mooty
In lhis surprise he almost
dropped the tray.

“ M-Master Lowther | he gasped.

“Mum's the word, Toby!” murmured
Lowther, “Don’t give me away—
there's & good chap!”

“I—I've brought Master Tom his
tea,” said Toby dazedly, setting the
tray upon the table, “'(w did you gef
'are, Master Lowther? The ‘Ead gave
me the key to unlock the door, and it
was locked when I put the key ini”

“(h, I came here through the key-
hole 1" said Lowther cheerfully.

Toby grinned, snd mnodded towards
the rope on the floor,

Tom Merry kicked it under the bed.

“You'd better, gei hout, Master
Lowther!” he said, “I ain’t sayin'
nothin’, of course. I know Mnster Tom
is innocent,”

“Good for you, Toby! (Goed-bye,
Tom, and keep your pecker np!”

Monty Lowther stepped oub of the
punishment-room. Manners, Kangaroo,
and Jack Blake were in the passage,
looking very anxious. Lowther joined
them quictly, and at the same moment
Bingham came striding along  the

passage from the direction of the stairs.

Clear off, you juniors!” he ex-
claimed sharply. |
“Can’t we go in and say & word or

two to Tommy?* asked Lowther, with
much meekness.

“No, yoit can't1” growled Bingham.
fC0lear off 1"

The juniors cleared off. Ringham
cvidently had no suspicion that Lowther
had just emerged from the punishment-
room. He waited grimly in the passaga
till Toby camo out and locked the door
rgain,

CHAPTER 12,
A Painful Interview !

R. HOLXNES rose from his chair,
and sal down again, rose agnin,
and coughed.

The sound of wheels in the
drive outside announced (he arrival of
Miss I lla Taweeit, Tom Merry's
old governess and guardian, and the
Head cxpected her to be shown into his
study any mement,

The interview was likely to be a pain-
ful one, and it was no wonder that the
Ifead shrank from it.

But it had to be faced,

T}r. Holmes coughed again uncomfort-
ably &s ‘Uoby announced Miss Hawcett.

The kind old lady came into the study,
und accepted the chair the Head offered
her with o gentle smile.

“I was very much surprised fo receive
vour letter, dear Dr. Holmaes,” said
Miss Priscilla. “But I was very glad
to come and see my dearest Tommy.
How is het"

Dr. Holmes coughed again.

“Ahoem ! He is guite well in health,
Lliss Faweett.”

“I am so glad! Dear Tommy is so
delicate, you know, and he will never
understand that he must take eare of his
health,” said Miss Faweett. “You are
guite sure that he is well 2

“Quite well, madam.”

“He has not caught a cold 7"

“Not that I am aware of”

“Docs he eat well P

“I—I think so."

“Ile is not looking pale?”

l(N_no.)l
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“J am so relieved,” said Mies Pris-

cilla. “Your letter guite alarmed ms,
I was afraid that my dearest boy had
caught a cold.”

Dr. Holmes suppressed & smile, Hs
would not have been likely to write an
urgent letter ta DMiss Fawcctt if Tom
Merry liad caught a cold. But to the
dear old lady the figure of Tom Merry
flled uwp the horizen. It had never
occurred to Miss Yawcett that Tom
Merry was growing up; to her he was
still the infant she had brought home
from India at & tender age, and she
was continually glarmed for the health
of the sturdiest fellow in the Lower
Forms at St. Jim's.

How to break the unpleasant pews
to Miss Fawceeit that Tom Merry was
in disgrace, and had {o leave St. Jim's,
was a puzzle.

Dr, Holmes coughed, and coushed
again, and Miss Faweett’s unsuspizrous
mien made his task all the harder.

“Then my darling hoy is quite well?*
emid Miss Fawecett,

“Quite, madam.”

“T suppose he was anxious to pee
me?'" said Miss Faweett musinglly. T
wae just like the dear boy. Where is
he, Dr. Holmes 1™

“Al'lﬁﬂl [u

“T ghould like to gee him.”

*Yees. I—I wish you to ser him,"
said Dr. Holmes hesitatingly. “The—
the fact is, Miss Faweett, I—T think it
will be better for you to remove Tom
Merry.”

“From the nsked Miss
Pl"‘iseilla‘;
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“Ah, you think the air doesn't agree
with him?' said DMiss Priscilla,  “I
have been anxious upon that poing
saveral times,”

“N-not exactly.”

“1 have consulted the school doctor,
sir, and he assured me that the situa-
tion was most healthy,” said Miss
Fawcett. “But if you think that dear
Tommy's health is likely to suffer here,

“It—it is not that.”

“Then I do not understand,’” said
Miss Fawcett perplexed. “Why' do
vou wish me to remove him if his health
is satisfactory 7"

“The fret is, madam, he—ahem !—
he—— Tt will Lo better for him to
leave the school. There hes been some
—some trouble.”

“Oh dear!"”

“Tom Merry lLas been very .reckless,
madam,* :

“The poor foolish lad! I know he
was alwbys reckless,” said Miss Foweett

weakly, “I sce that you have been
breaking this gently to me, D
Holmes,”

“Yes, that is s0, madam.”

“My darling Tommy is ill, after all.”

“0Oh, no—no "

“Then it is an accident?”

“N0<,,

“He has been playing those dreadful
dangerous games,” said DMiss Priseilla
tearfully, “1 have =aid to him many
times that he should not trouble so
much about scoring goals and things
when he is playing ecricltet, but he
always smiles when I speak about it.’”

The Head smiled, too; he ecould nob
help it.

“My dear Miss Faweett—'"

“I—I hope he has not broken a limb,
Dr. Holmes? Tell me, please! I—1
can bear it now. I am prepared.”

“0h, no; nolhing. of the sort! He
is quite well in health.”

“Then what ever has happened?”

“Ho has done wrong.”

(Continued on puge 18.)



Let the Editor be your pal.

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :

The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flestway House,
Farringdon Street, Londeon, E.C.4.

ALLO, Chums!—Here we are
H again with all the news of next
week’s best school yarns. As a

in his letter the
other day, ‘*Martin Clifford’s stories
get botter and betier.” Ile has cer-
tainly been wriling some extra-special
ones recently. Next week there’s
gnother on the prograumme. It is called

“THE CAPTAIN’S RIVAL 1"

reader said

It's a great story of the footer field
and the rivalry that breaks out between
the seuiors of the two Ilouses at St
Jim's. Usually it’s the juniors who
keep alive the rtivalry between New
House and Bchool House, the seniors
being too lofty and dignified for such a
high-spirited pastime. But next weck
ou will read how the seniors of both
},—Iouses get to grips, and they are far
from friendly over it, Friction first
starts between Kildare and Monteith,
the two Iouse leaders, over the
selection of the St. Jim's First Eleven.
The New Houre wants more members
in the team, The School House nvers
that there are too many alrcady. And
in his task of trying to smooth matters
over for the good of St. Jim’s, Kildare
finds that in Monteith he has a rival
whose object seems to be to make that
task as difficult as possible.

Watch out for this gripping yarn of
eport, fun, and adventure. It's too good
to miss.

The same may be said of the next
ner\'e—tmEhn%]ch&pt-ers of our wonderful
Bt. Fraunk's thriller,

“ THE BLACK HAND AT ST, FRANK'S 1

In epite of the careful precautions
taken by Nelson Lec to ensure the
safety of Nipper & Co. from their
enemies, the sinister Zangari has over-

A free feature which brings together readers all over the
world for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to sach
If you want a pen pal, post your notice, together
with the couvpon on this page, to the address glven above.

othar.

Eric Harris, 40, Wentworth Gardens, Palmers Green, London,

K13 ; geology, mining ; age 16 up
Norman Banbury, 64, Church

ton, Stalis ;

ago 12-14 ; stones, stamps,

Mies Joan Catherall, 1, Cloverdale Square, Smithills, Bolton,
Lansashire ; girl correspondents; cricket, eycling, football ;

sge 15 vp; Dominions.

come them. At last ho has in his
clutches those who are a danger to him.
What will he do with hiz schoolboy
prisoners, who have yet to make the
unpleasant discovery that they are the
captives of a ruthless killer? Read all
about it in next week's thrill-packed
iustalment.

Finally, the Jester has another fine
seleetion of readers’ prizewinning jokee,
and Monty Lowther is full of wit and
humour again. Don't forgel to order
your GEM carly, chums!

THE MECHARICAL MAN!

All sorts of devices for defeating the
aims of Burglar Bill have been in-
vented from time to time. The in-
vizible ray, which, as soon as it is
broken by an intruder, flashes a warn-
ing to the night—wa.bchmnn, is probahly
the safest and most efficient so far. But
the recent invention of a German
engineer is certainly unique. He has
made & mechanical man which can per-
form the duties of a night-watchman
just as efficiently as if it were alive, If
there iz an ai:temﬁt at burglary the
mechanical man will ring up the polico
and give warning, In the same way i
will also warn the fire brigade if a fire
breaks out, In the event, however, of
something going wrong with the robot
one wonders what would happen. Ti is
to be hoped that the police and the fire
brigade won't get a series of false
alarms |

THE PRICKLY FIREMAN!
Talking about fires, a farm warker

PEN PALS COUPON
12-10-35

Btreet, South Melbourne,
8.(.5, Yictorin, Ausiralla ; ogo 16-18; writing, films, sporta.
Misa M. Penny, 7, Sydney Terrace, Lower Cspo, Warwick ;
girl correspondents ; age 14-16 ; Old Gems, cycling, reading.
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Folix 8chift, 31, York Streot, Borea, Johannesburg, 5. Africa ;

U.B.A., Germany,

filma.

8.E.15 ;
M. A.

Canada, U.5.A.
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in Bouth Sweden was burning somé old
tree-branches he had cleared np when
he was astonished to see a hedgehog
scurry out of the fire. Ha watched thae
animal curicusly, and saw it rush to
some water. There it drank feverishly,
souttled back to the fire, and ajeote&
the water from its mouth over tha
burning branches. Then the animal

p five-fighter scurried back to the water

and repeated its performance. Wonder-
ing why the hedgehog was trying to
ut out the fire, the farm worker
icked away the burning wood, and
then the hedgehog’s object was re-
veuled. Beneath the fire was e hols,
and in it were five baby hed%ehugsl
Pluckily the mother had been Aghting
the flames to save its young. ]

SOME HIKE !

For s footer fan to travel two
hundred miles to see his team play &
Rugby match shows his great en-
thusiasm for his favourifes. But to
hike that distance and then hike back
again—well, he must be one of the
world’s most ardent foothall supporters,
But Leslie Atkinson, who recently
walked from Lancashire to London to

sea Oldham play  Streatham and
Miteham, had "a double reason for
making the hike., It is his proud

record that he has walked to every one
of Oldham’s “away ” matches for six
years, and he didn’t went to spoil that
record. So he set out on the two-
hundred-mile trip to London, and it
took him just over four days to do it
And he had the satisfaction of seeing
his team win]

'AN OUTSIZE MEAL!

How would you like to sit down te
thizs meal? 8ix eggs, six rashers of
bacon, steak and fried potatoes, and
coffee, You might shift that lot 1f you
hadn’t eaten for two days. But it's
certain _ you couldn’t manage two
hundred and forty apples on top of it,
and then, two or three hours later, put
awny four pounds of spaghetti, three
boncd chickens, a pis, and several
bottles of wine | But that's the outsize
appetite of a barber in Philadelphia
\\Rlo recently demonstrated his powers
as a trencherman. T should imagine
that even Fatty Wynn of St Jim'p
would give him best ]

TAILPIECE.

Faiher: “How much ?longer am I
going on supporting you?” .

Son: ““Telf, pop, you're in the pink
of condition !”

THE EDITOR.
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Miss Bobbie Williams, Sunnyside, Cavendish Rqa.d, .'H;an-
leaze, Bristol ; girl correspondents ; age 13-15 ; music, acting,

Migs V. Rayment, 151, High Street, Peckham, London,
irl correspondents ; age 15-18
ichardson, 46, Iladminton Road, Balham London,
5.W.12 ; ope 10-12 ; animals, books, tramns.

A. Kelly, 103, Whitehall Road, Handsworth, Birmingham,
21 ; overseas ; swimming, stemps.

Miss Jean M. Maecrae, Devonia, 2, Malvern Road, Monh
Albert E.10, Victoria, Ausiralia ; girl correspondents :
18-19 ; eport, films.
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“Impossible "

“My dear madam——"~

“Dr, Holmes["

"“The proof is complete—"’

onsense | *

“Madam |”

* Nonscose | repeated Miss Fawcett.

“My dear Miss Fawcett—" said the
Head faebly.

"I'm surprised at you, Dr. Holmes!
OFf course, I know that you are making
a mistake; but, still, it is very surpris-
ing that you should make suoﬁ [
ridiculons acensation against my dearest
boy. I am very much surprised,”

"Madam |* said the Head.

“I decline to hear a word of itl I
can only hepe, Dr. Holmes, that you
will come to take a more scnsible view
of the matter. Surely you have known
om long. enough to know that such a
Ellpgmi_tion is the height of ubsurdity "

*Madam 1"

“What does Tom say himself ahout
the accusation?”

“He denies it."

“There!” execlaimed Miss TFawcelt
trinmphantly, “1 told you sol He
denies it, of course. And surely that
settles the matter.”

“Unfortunately, madam, it does not
ecttle the matter. He has allowed him-
self to become mixed up with a rascally
set of persons, among them o retired
pugilist.™

“Nonsense I

“It iz proved that he was with this
man—""

“Perhaps he was trying to reclaim
him, and teach him the error of his
ways?" suggested Miss Fawcett.

“Hp denics. having been with him."

“Ah, that alters the case. He waos
pot with him, then,”

“It is clearly proved.”

* Nonsensa [”

“The man himself has admitted it.""

“He has spoken untruthfully.”

“Kildare found them Llogether ™ .

“Kildare iz o truthful boy,* said
Miss Fawcett, “Xe was mistaken™

“A letter was found upon Tom
Merry, which he had been about to
send to this man Smith.”

“ Impossible !”

“I have the letter here,” said the
Head, laying it upon the table before
Aliss Fawcett’s eyes. The old lady
edjusted her eyeglasses carefully an
scanned the letter,

“This ia not Tom's handwriting," she

said,

“The hand is disguised.”

* Nonsense "'

" Really, madam, you make this inter-
view very painful to meo'' said the
Head mildly. *8urely you must know
that I should not have decided to send
Tom Merry away from the school with-
out making every possible investigation,
and establishing his guilt beyond the
possibility of doubt.”

“This 1s a plot.”

“Madam "

*1 exonerate you, Dr. Holmes," said
Miss Fawcett, waving her glasses at the
startled Head. *“You have evidently
been deceived.”

* Miss Faweatt 1*

“But I am very much enrprised, sir,
that your eredulity should be imposed
upon in this way, 'The headmaster of a
Public school should be more careful.”

“Madam, this is unbearable |” ex-
claimed the Head. “I have no more to
any, I will send for Tom Merry and
leave you together. You will oblige me
by teking him away from the school ab
once,"’

Miss Fawcett rose, shaking her
umbrella at the Head in anger.
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“I shall eertainly do that!" she ex-
elaimed. gshall not ellow him to
remain here among wicked enemies and
with a foolish headmaster,”

“Madam !* ghouted the Head.

“A foolish lieadmaster to believe silly
accusations against him,” eaid Miss
Faweett. “T am purprised at yon! A
man of your age shonld reafly have
more _diserimination. You shoek me,
Dr. Holmes 1

Dr. Holmes seemed about to choke.

“I will send him to you!™ he stut-
tered and guitted the study.

Miss Priscilla sank into her seat
again. Bho was erying now., A few
minutes passed and the study door
reapened to admit Tom Merry,

CHAPTER 13.
Ex!t Tom Merry !

OM MERRY came into the study
with a pale face and hesitating
manner; but if he had had the
slightest doubt of his old gover-

ness, her greeting dispelled it nt ouce,

Miss Priscilla tottered towards himn,

“ My darling Tommy 1" she sobbed,

“The Head has told you ?” asked Tom
Moerry, es he kissed the old lady upen
her withered check,

“Yes, deafest. There is some silly
aceusation against you.”

“It's not true—""

“I know it is not, Tommy, As if my
davling could act in a disgraceful
manner I said Miss Priscilla, vegarding
him fondly through her lears.

Toin Merry choked. The simple trust
and faith of Miss Priscilla went straight
to his heart.

“1 am glad you believe in me," he
said.

“Of course I believe in you, Tommy,
As if T could believe anything against
vou! I have changed my opinion of
Dr. IHolmes very much. 1 suppose it is
the appreach of sccond childhood,” said
Miss Faweett thonghtfully.

Tom Merry smiled faintly.

“¥ou mustn’'t blame the Head," he
said. “They've worked il up so that it
laglks pIausig]a enough, and Dr, Holmes
has been taken in."”

“¥ea; I told him that was how it
was,” said Miss Priscilla, with g nod.

“But I've got to leave St Jim's,”
said Tom Merry.

i M’y darling boy 17

“It's rotten[” said Tom, with a sigh.
“I don't want to leave all the fellows.
But if the truth comes out after-
wards—"

“It must come out,” said Miss Faw-
celt., "It im impossible to believe that
such a ridiculous slander can Inst long.
My poor boy! I am sure that Dr.
Holmes will apologise to you far this
when the truth is made known.”

“But I've got to %) now,” said Tom
Mervry miserably. My box is packed,
I can’t eyen say good-bye to the fellows,
They're 1n the Form-room.”

“Come 1" said Miss Fnweett, with
dignity. “Let ua go, my dear child.
I hope the time will come when Dr.
olmes will be sorry for these base sus-
picions. Come I

And leaning hbeavily upon Tom
Merry's arm, the old lady lefl the study.

Dr. Holmes was not to be seen. Ap-

arently he did not wish to face Miss

riscilla Faweett agein.

Taggles, the porter, had already
plncedg Tom Merry’s box upon the
station taxi, A% Miss Faweett and Tom
Merry came down br the door 1there was
a rush of footsteps, and Monty Lowther
and, Manners ran up.

“We've got leave from Mr. Linton to
see you off, Tommy!” said Monty
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Lowther., “How do you do, Miss
Faweetb? T'm sorry this has happened,
but it will come out all right. Nobody

here believes it about Tom.”
. Monty Lowther was exaggerating a
little in the excitement of the mpment.

Miss Fawcett shook hands with the
chums of the Shell,

“1It is ridiculous,” she said. “I hardly
know what Tommy is accused of, bul 1
know that he is innocent.”’

“Of course ba is, ma'am,” said Man-
ners, ““All his friends know that, and
we're going to prove it somehow.”

“1 hope you will,” said Tom Merry,
with a sigh

“No Euuhb about it,” said Monty
Lowther cheerily. “Look here, I don’t
think you ought to go home, Why not
stay in Rylcombe till we've cleared it
up and you can come hack 1"

Tom Merry smiled,

“That may be a long time, Monty—if
at all. Miss Faweett can’t stay in Ryl
combe, Bui—but if anything turns 1p,
you can Jet me know al }?nclﬂehvrrv
Heath, and you bet I shnll comu back
by the firsy train.”

'.'I.B.ight-hal It's rolten that you're
going.”

“Beastly 1 said Manners.

The chums of the 8hell followed Biss
IFaweett into the taxi, and it drove off,
The cab disappeared out of lhe gates
of 8t. Jim's.

Tom Merry enst & long look back ab
the old echeool.

Would he ever sce it again?

Was this a last farewell to the scliesl
where he had spent ro many happy
hours, and where he lefl so many loyal
chums?

At the thought of it & lump rose in
his throat.

"Cheer upl” said Monty Lowtler.
“IU's bound to come out all right
You're leaving a good 1nuny friends to
work for you while you're gone,
Tommy."*

“I lknow, eold chap,
Tom Merry's voice broke,

In moody silence they diove to the
station.

Manners and Lowther saw their de-
parting chum inte the trwin.

Aliss Faweett was erying softly behing
her veil. Tom Merry shook hands with
his chums from the window of the
carriage,

“ Buck up, Tommy !" said Lowther.

“Cleer up, old man |”

“Good-bye, MMiss Fawcett [*

The train rolled out of the station.

Munners end Lowther watched it with
lugubrious faces as it disappeared down
the line; then they looked glumly at one
another,

“My hat!" said Lowther,
isn't utterly rotten——="

“I feel like hammering that awiul cad
Bmgham 1" exclaimed Manners angrily.

“The rolter 1

“But we'll show him np somehow |

The chums of the Shell left the station,

They were silent and gloomy ns they
walked back to St. Jim's,

The parling, and the uncerlsinty of
the future weighed hemvily upon their
spirits,

“We've got to be carcful,” Lowther
muttered, as they entered the school
gates. '“Bingham’s got to be bowled
oilt somehow. But mum's lhe word.
Ile mustn't suspect that we're going to
wateh him.”

Manners nodded.

“If he knows we’'re on the watch he
will be careful, aud you know he's aa
slippery as an cel,” said Lowther.
“Wa've got to catch him nappipg, same
as he oaught poor old Tommy. ﬁoat &
And let him suppose that the

but—but-—*

“If this

gyllable.
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matter’s ended, and we've made up our
minds to it.”
“I understand.”

They tramped glumly into the quad-

rn..lnafla.

orning zchool was finiched, and the
fellows had come out of the TForm-
rooms, A crawd surrounded the chums
of the 8hell as they came up to the
Bohool House.

“He's gone—eh?” asked Gore.

“Vep,” said Manners,

“Tha Terrible Three are reduced to
the Terrible Two,” grinned Crooke.
“Well, I don’t complain, for one™

“T'H give you something to complain
of, then,” snid Monty Lowther savagely,
and he hit out with all his force, and
Crooke ralled in the guad.

“Henr, hoar 1" said Jack Blake. “If
you want any more, Crooke, you can ask
me for it ("

“¥Yaas, wathah said  D'Arey,
“And if you weIpeat Cwooke's caddish
wemarks, Gore, I shall givé you a feah-
ful thwashin’.”

Gore did not repeat
shrugged his shoulders,
BWAY. -

Tom Merry’s friends were in a very
touchy humour just then, and it was
‘not safe for anybody to say anything
sgainst Tom Merry, “ sacked ” from the
school a3 he was.

During the afterncon, Levison and
Mellish of the Fourth showed signs of
damage, the vesult of incautious
remarks upon the subject, and in the
New House Figgins & Co. had several
fights upen the subject.

Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy proposed
raiding Bingham’s study and ragging
the prefect, but the other fellows
frowned upon that hasty suggestion.
As Monty Lowther said, if anything
was to be done, it would have to be
done with cautien, if the unserupulous
prefect was to be cau(i:ht napping.
And the best way to lull him into a
sense of false security was to let the
matter drop.
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them. He
and walked

CHAPTER 14.
Loyal Chums !
TOM MERRY was gone from St

Jim’s,
The prefect’s plot had suc-
ceeded, and Tom Merry was
ne; his place knew him no more.
is ohums missed him at every turn—
in the Forin-room, in the study, on the
football field, Tom Merry was missed.
Monty Lowther and Manners looked
very gloomy after his departure, but
of their sccret hope that he would
return they said nothing.
They waited.
It had been agreed among ihe chums
that Bingham’s movements should be
obsorved; but, aa if the prefect guessed

something of the sort, he was very
much on his guard.

That day, and the next day, he did
not stir outside the walls of 8t. Jim’s,

Tom Merry was gone, but life at St.
Jim’'s went on in the old way.

On_ Saturday, as soon _as morning
school was over, Monty Lowther and
Manners left Ht, Jim’s and walked
away towards Rylcombe.

When they reached the stile in .the
lane they turned into the :footpath
through the wood, and erossed the wood
to the Weyland HRoad.

They camo in sight of the Pcal of
Bells, and caught sight of Mr. Pudsey
Sinith seated upon a bench ontside the
building, his usual place in the after-
noon.

The two Shell fellows gritted their
teeth at the sight of the old pugilist.

“There he i3!” nmttered Lowther,

‘“Keep out of his sight, Manners.
This way 1”

The Shell fellows stopped on the edge
of the wood, which bordered the road
opposite the little public-house.  The
Peal of Bells stood at same distance
from the town of Wayland.

A paling and a ditch separated the
road from the weood, and behind the
Ea]ings the Shell fellows were able to

eep a watch upon the inn and upon
the road which ran past its doors.

They settled down to watch.

Lowther had judged very shrewdly
that Bingham was only biding his time,
and waiting for a safe opportunity of
visiting his old haunt, and on the half-
holiday, when all 8t. Jim’s would be on
the playing-fields, the raszeally prefect
would find his opportunity.

If he eame to the Peal of Bells that
day, the two watchers could not fail to

see him.
They sat in the grass and watched.
An hour passed—and then anocther.

Monty Lowther yawned.

“ Blessed if I should like to be a giddy
detective [ he remarked. * It must get
on a chap’s nerves in the long rum, I
should think {”

Manners nodded.

“¥es, rather. But this
Tommy’s sake; stick it out!”

“0Oh, yes! I'm not thinking of
chucking it 1*

Monty Lowiher glanced along the
road again, through an opening in the
wood palings.

My, Pudsey Bmith had gone into his
house, and presently he appeared in the
doorway, in talk with a short, bull-
neeked youth who had several teeth
missing.

“ That's the Bermondsey Chicken!”
said Monty Lowther, “I've seen his
portrait in the paper.”

Manners whistled softly,

“Then the date of the fight cant be
far off |

is  for
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"My hat, mo!” said TLowther
excitedly. “I'll bet it's coming off to-

day—td-night, an aijj"’

*If it’s to-night, Bingham will be
along here some time,” said Manners.

The Bormondsey Chicken and the
landlord of the Pesl of Bells disap-
peared into the building again,

A lifht rain began to fall, and the
Shell fellows kept under the trees by

the palings.

Monty gﬁuwt‘ner had taken the pre-
caution of bringing a packet of sand-
wiches with him, and when tea-time
camo round, the two amateur detectives
were glad of the sandwiches,

“No luck so far!” said DMlonty
Lawther.

“Never
stoutly.

Several times footsteps on the rogd
made the juniors lock out yith
renawed hopé; but they did not sight
the prefect of 8t. Jim's.

The road was not a much-frequented
one, but a good many people passed,
and the eyes of the juniors weiched

say die!” said Manners

them cautiously from behind the
palings.
But the one they songht did not
conme.

But as dusk began to fall, Monty
Lowther’s keen eye noted a pcculiar
circumestance.

good many pedestrians came
along to the inn and cntered quietly
and stayed there They were not ordi-
nary wayfarers in quest of liqll:‘ud
refreshment. For the most part, the
were men of sporting appearance, an
there were at least two or three of
them whom the wetchers could not mis-
take for anything but bookmakers.

“There's getting to be quite a crowd
collected in there,” Lowther remarked
thoughtfully, “and you see the kind of
men they are, Manners, old man.”

Manners nodded.

“It’s pretly certain the fight’s
coming off this eveningi”

“1 ghould say so.”

“And Bingham will be there. Most
likely he won't come till after dark”
said Lowther, in a low voice. “Where
do you think the fight will take place
—in the house. or somewhere at the
back 1*

“In the big shed at the back, I
should say,” eaid Manners thought-
fully. “Pudsey Smith is keeping it
dark, you know. He's enly pretend-
ing it's a glove-fight; it's nothing of the
sort. They'ra going to slog with bare

knuckles. Everybody knows it.”
“Except the policel™ grinned
Lowther
“ BExactly.™

"1f Bingham comes after dark we
shan’t stop him entering,” said Lowther.
“Then wo'll seout round the building

{Continued on the next page.)
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Bs soon as it's dark enough not fo be
seen.”

“ CGrood 1*

The darkness thickened on the road
before them. Thoy could maeke out
nothing of the opposite building now
save the lizhted windows,

There was a soft whistle in the wood
and Lowther started.

He whistled low in reply.

Footsteps followed, aud Jack Blake
came .out of the trees and joined the
chums of the Shell by lhe palings.

"Well, I've found you,”’ be remnrked
breathlessly.

“Any news?” asked Lowther.

“Yes. Bingham’s left the school.”

Lowther’s eyes gleamed.

“Bure?” he asked.

*1 watched him go. He went out on
hiz bike, and I henrd him mention to
Lefevre of the Fifth that he was going
to see n fellow at Abbotsford. He
borrowed Lefevre's bike-lamp. Abbots-

f?}'d' the opposite direction from
this.”

“Which means—"

“That's he’s coming here,” said
Manners.

“Just so,” said Blake, with a nod.
“He'll put up his bike somewhere,
and walk back to the Peal of Bells, T
reckon, I don’t see why he should
choose a rainy evening for a long bike-
ride to Abbotsford. It’'s an excusa for
getting away from the school”

“I believe the fight is coming off to-
night here, ¥ said ywiher.  “I've
seen the cliap they call the Bermond-
sey Chicken, and a crowd of sporty-
looking characters have been going in
on and off some time past.”

“Then Binghem will be here?”

“We're sure of it”

Blake peered out into the dark road
through the opening of  the palings.
Ounly the winking lights of the Peal of
Bells caught his eye.

“Bingham can't miss it,” he =aid.
“It stands to resson he won’t, and I'm
pretty certain he's got bets on it.”
“glll,t_e eertain,” said Manners,

“Only we shan't see him from here, ”
said Blake doubtfully.

“He may sneak in at the back way,
too, in the dark,” Manners remarked.

“Pm going to scout round the
place,” said Lowther. * There's nothing
elsc to be done, ¥t's the only way to
find out.”

“Phew ! It's risky(”

“No good sticking here,” said
Lowther. “The giddy fight may be

taking place, and Bingham watching
it, while we're wasting time.”

“That’s so. Perhaps I'd better do
the scouting, though,” said Jack
Blake thoughtfully.

Monty

“Rats!”  said
promptly.

“Well, I've had a good deal of
practice as a Boy Scout.”
.. “Ho have I, haven’t I?" demanded
Lowther warmly,

"“¥Yes: but—but I—*

Lowther

“Ob, rot!" said Lowther. “I'm
gumg. Look here, you fellows had
etter stay here, and wait for me to

whistle. ¥ou know my whistla, If
You hear me whistle, you'll knaw thal
I've seen Bingham go in, and you're
to_buzz off to Bt. Jim’s and bring
Kildare here as a witness. He'll come
if ‘yon tell him how the matter stands.
I won't give the signal unless I'm sure
of Bingham being there.”

“Mind you don’t make a mistake,”
said Blake dubiously.

“Oh rats |”

“Then, if you whistle, we're to take
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it that Bingham’s there watching the
fight, and one of us is to cut off to St
Jim’s ¢t

“That's the programme.”

“All serene, then, Mind you don't
get spotted.”

*Trost me [”

Monty Lowther moved away in the
darkness, Night had fallen now, and
the woods were enwrapped in  deep
gloom. The lonely road waz deep in
shadow, save where the glimmering
lights of the inn penetrated the night.

Blake and Manners watched and
waited anxiously.

The minutes passed, seeming like
honrs to the anxicus juniors.

An hour slowly crawled by.

“AMy hat!” murmurved Blake rest-
lessly. “I wonder where Lowther is?
I wonder if they've spotted him—"

Manners clutched his arm.

“Hark | he breathed.

Clear and soft, from the darkness of
the road, came Monty Lowther's
whistle,

Rlake drew a deep breath.

“Fe's seen him "

Manners cautiously answered the
whistle, Then there was a deep silence,

“I'm off!” muttered Blake,

And he disappeared into the wood in
the direction of 8t. Jim's.

CHAPTER 15.
Kildare is Called In !

ILDARE was at work in his study
K when there came a hurried
knock nt the door, and it was
thrown hurricdly open, and a
panting and rainy junior came in.
The captain of 8t Jim's stared af

1.

“Blake 1" he exclaimed, in surprise,

Bleke gasped for breath.

He closed the door behind him and
turned towards the 8t. Jim's captain,
panting,

Kildare rose to his feet and gazed at
i‘h?: junior almost in alarm.

iWhat on earth's happemed?” he
exclaimed,
“1 want you."
“What "
“¥You must come 1" panted Blake,
“Are you mad, Blake?”
“No!"  said Blake bresthlessly,

“We've bowled him out, that's all1”
“Bowled who out?"”
“Bingham "
Kildare frowned.

"Look hers, Blake, let that matter
rest 1" he exelaimed. *I know you kids
have some idea that Bingham fixed that
charge upon Tom Merry; but the idea is
utterly ridiculous and unjust. Nothing
of tho sort is the ease. Bingham is
sorry for him, and he had nothing to do
with the matter."

““He's bowled cut now.”

“I will not listen to anything against
him,” said Kildare, “Let the matter
drop, for goodness’ sake., As for Tom
Merry, the sconer you forget there ever
was such a fellow at St. Jim's, the
better,” said Kildare harshly.

“Do _you know where Bingham is?”
asked Blake.

“¥es; he's gone on a ride to Abbots-
ford.”

“Buppose he were at the Peal of Bells
with Pudsey Smith and his gang, at this
very moment 7" said Blake.

The 8t. Jim’s captain stared.

“Tmpossible !"' he said.

““But if he weral"

“1 rofuse to suppose anything of the
sort 1" said Kildare testily, "What
nonsense are you talking "

“Wouldn’t you take that ss a proof
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that lie was lying about Tom Merry—
that the letter found on Tom Merry was
really Bingham's, just as Tom Merry
said—and that Bingham was the fellow
you saw with Pudsey Smith on Tuesday
cvening 1"

“Really, Blake, this is all ret t™

‘“Bingham was out that night,” said
Blake. “He came in late to scc the
Fourth to bed. He said he had been
studying in his room, and hadn't noticed
the time pass; but his boots were muddy
and his bags were web with rain.”

“He might have been in the quad.”

“He might, but he hadn’t. He was
the fellow you saw on the Wayland
Road with Pudsey Smith, and the whale
thing is a plot between them,” said
Blake, “and I'm going to prove it to
}'Ol.l.“

“How are you going to prave it?"
said Kildare impatiently, vet somewhat
impressed. in spite of himself.

'B{] taking you to the Peal of Bells
and showing you Bingham among that
gang.”

Kildare started.

“"But he's not there!” he exclaimed.

“He is there |

“¥ou mean to say that you have seen
him 2" asked Kildare.

*Lowther and Manners and I have
been watching for him,” Blake ex-
plained. “Lowther was scouting close
to the house, while we stayved behind
some palings. Lowther gave us the
signal that he had seen Bingham go in.”

“It’s impossible 1"

" Lowther saw him "

“Great Scott 1" muttered Kildare.
“If this should be truse——"

“Tt is true !" said Blake.

“I ean't believe it !”

“Well, come and see.
lieving. Weo're going to see this
through,” said Blake, “If you won't
corne, I'll go to Mr. Railton."”

“0Oh, T will come!" eaid Kildare,
picking up his cap, “I'm bound to look
into the matter as head prefect of the
School House, But I shan't believe this
about Bingham unless I sée it wilh my
own eyes, Lowther may have been
deceived.”

“You will gee I’
Kildare guitted the study with Dlake,
They left the Bchool House together,

Arthur Aupgustus D'Arey caught
Blake's arm on the steps.

“Have you discovahed anythin’, deah
bo‘}r?” he nsked, in a whisper.

‘Yes; but mum's the word t”

“PBut, what—"

“Can’t stop! Mind, not a word|”

“Yaas, wathah!"

And Blake and Kildare disappeared
into the darkness of the quadrangle.

The eaptain of St. Jim's strode along
so rapidly that Blake had to break intg
a trot to keep pace with him.

Kildare’s brow was contracted, and
there was a glint in his eyes. Tt boded
ill to_the treacherous prefect if Kildare
found him with Pudsey Smith. In spite
of himself, Kildare was impressed by
the earnestness of the junior, and a sus-
picion was born in his mind that he had
been deceived; that he had been made
the tool of an unscrupulous rascal, wha
had ruined an innocent lad to cover up
his own misdeeds.

They tramped through the shadows
of the wood. The rain had ceased. but
the ground was wet, and the road was

ark.

Where the footpath ended in Way-
land Read, 2 shadowy figure loomed by
the gate, and Manners started towards
them,

He had left the place whera watch
had been kept to wait for them at the
end of the footpath, )

“*Is that von, Blake?" he breathed.

Beeing is be-
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“What-ho I

" And Kildare!”

“Yeog,” said Kildare shortly.

“Good ege! We've got him now ¥

“Got whom1”

“That ead—Bingham [

“Where is Lowther 7 asked Kildare.

*“He's gone back to wateh them. He
enme over to speak to me about ten
minutes ago,” said Manners in a
whisper. “The fight's begun, and it’s
going on in the shed at the back.
Lowther says it's an awful slogging
mateh, and he saw Bingham making
bets with a bookmaker there.”

“Can you guide us to the place?”
asked Kildare.

s yau will oblige mie by taking Tom Merry away from the
guardian, rase, shaking her umbrella at the Head in anger.
allow him to remain here among

“Yes: but den’t make a row, They’ll
put out the lights in a second if there's
any alarm, and Bingham will bolt.”

“TLead on, then ¥

“This way ¥

Manners led the way across the dark
road, with Kildare and Dlake at his
heels.

They moved round to the rear of the
inn garden and climbed over the fence.

Manners whispered that an ostler was
kecping watch at the garden gate, and
that no one eould pass without the
alarm being given.

A sound of murmuring voices greetad
their cars as they dropped on the inside
of the fence.

Then there was a shout.

“PBrave, Clobber 17

“(o it, Chicken ¥

The fight was evidently in progress.

Kildare set his lips.

At the back of the inn was a large
shed, and, although the door was closed
and’ the shutters  fastened over the
windows, gleams of light came out from
several chinks in the wood.

There were sounds of many feet and

I

Il

many voices inside the shed; and as the
St. Jim's fellows drew near it, they
heard a heavy thud.

“One of ‘em
Manners.

A voice came from the shadows.

“This way |”

It was Lowther’s voice.

Lowther's voice was recognised, but
he himself was invisible until they were
very close to him, .

A shadow moved, and a glimmer of
light came from & chink in the shed.

Lowther's hand groped for Kildare's.

“This way1” he murmured. “FPut
your eye there and lock

down |”  whispered

I/

L/

0

CHAPTER 16.
The Truth at Last!

ITHIN the shed {here was a
blaze of light.
A erawd of men were stand-

ing about or sitting on benclies
encireling a roped riung,

In the ring two men, stripped to the
walst, were facing one another, spar-
ring.

They were net wearing gloves, and
their faces and bodies showed signs of
fearful punishment.

The audienee were looking on at the
brutal gcene with evident enjoyment,

My Pudsey Smith was prominent,

aecling as timckeeper,
_ Among the hrntal faces clearly shown
in the Light Kildarc looked round fov
the face he had come there to see—
Bingham's,

At first hie could not see it.

Were the juniors mistaken, afier all?
The fight was in progress; but that was
no business of Kildare's unless Bt, Jim's
fellows were present,

i

school at once,” said the Head.
¢ | shall certainly do that,' shs exclaimed.
wicked enemies and with a foolish headmaster!”’
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*Can you see him?” multered Monty
Lowther.

[ »

“Look in the far corner—chap with
his face muffled up.”

Kildare started as he applied his eye
again to the chink.

Bingham, probably rot wishing to _be
generally noticed in that disreputable
assembly, was standing in a corner o
the shed in talk with a fat, r\_lddy-faced
man, whom Kildare recognised as a
bookmaker well known in Wayland.

The &t. Jim’s prefect had his raincoat
on, with the coﬁ’u._r turned up, and hie
cap was drawn down low over his fore

1

1)

Wise Fawcett, Tom's
' | shall no

At a glanee he would not have heen
known; but now that Kildure’s aiten-
tion was specially directed towards him,
lie recognised Bingham easily enough.

He gritted his teeth,

There was no deubt about it now.

Bingham of the Sixih, the prefect of
8t. Jim’s, was there, watching the fight,
and evidently discussing bets with the
bockmaker.

Me. Banks had a book in his hands,
and was making an entry in it as
Kildare looked.

“ Batisfied now ¥ asked Fowther in &
wlhisper.

“Yes,” said Kildare.

“What are you going to do "

“J’m going to take Bingham away.”

“Phew I”

“There may be a row if you interrupt
the fight,” said Manners. *“They're nat
a very pretty crowd, Kildare.”

X ‘:‘You juniors keep away; I'm going
in.
“We'll stick to you, you bet!”
Kildare moved round to the door of
Tar Gem Lirany,—No. 1,443,
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thie shed, no longer taking the trouble
to be quiet in his movements.
He reaclied the door and struck upon

Crash! . o

There was a lond exclamation within
the shed.

“Who's there?”

“1 am.”

“ Who—who's that?” ;5

“My name is Kildare, -of 8t. Jim 5
Mr, Pudsey Smith! You kaow me!
said ICildare, through the door. “Open
thia door at once !” .

“Hang yer !"” muttered the cx-pugilist,
betseen Lis teeth. “Wot do you wank
‘ere ?” N

1 want Bingham, and I am not going
to leave without himl I you don’t
open the door, T'll smash it in iy .

There was & muttering of voices 1
the shed. .

Kildare, impatient, threw
against the ‘door, eand
ominously.

In two minutes the door was half off
its Liinges, and the senior looked in.

There was & sudden yell from the
ather side of the shed. A little door
at the side—planned for such emer-
gencies, in all probability—had opened,
and o glare of light for a tnowent
illuminated the wet, dark bushes.

The door closed again immediately,
and fhcm was the sound of a fall and a
struggle.

“T‘ﬁh e !"K'ld !

“This way, Kildare!” e

Kildare ds;shed round the building.

On the ground three forms were
sprawling and rolling in a desperate

his weizht
it ereaked

struggle.
One of them, the undermost, was
Bingham, and Manners and Lowtler

were clinging to him and pinning him
down, in spite of his frantic struggles.

“Here he i3!” roared Blake,
And lLe sprang to sid the Shell
fellows,

“You'd better give in, Bingham,”
said Kildare quietly, “I saw xou there
and recognised you. You're found
out I”

Bingham's struggles ceased.

“Kildare !” he muttered.

“Yes.”

“Don’t give me away to the Head,
Kildare,” said Binghem hoarsely. *I—
1 happened to hear the ﬁg'ht was going
on, and looked in. I—

“Don’'t tell lies, Bingham,” said
Kildare coldly. *You've told enough
lics, 1 should think, You left 8t. Jim's
on your bike, pretending you were

aing to Abbotstord. Where is your

ike now?” .

11 left it at Wayland Station.”

“ And happened to walk here—a mile
from the station,” said Kildare sar-
castically. “You had better think
out something better than that to tell
the Head, Bingham.”

The prefect groaned.

“Ki]gare, vou won't tell the Head!
It's ruin for me!”

“What was it for Tom Merry when
vou lied about him?” demanded Monty
Lowther wrathfully. “If Kildare didn't
tell the Head, we jolly well should—
and we're three witnesses.”

“The game's up, Bingham,”
Kildare guietly, “Come!”

The prefeet rose to his feet with a

said

ORI

He attempted no further resistance;
it could not help him now.

With a drooping head, he walked
away in company with the captain of
8t. Jim's.

Lowther, Manners, Blake
followed gleefully.

They were triumphant. They had no

Tae Gex Lisnary.—No. 1,443,

and

compassion fo waste upon the Er,cfect.
He had lied away Tom DNerry's
honour, and retribution had overtaken
him at last, and the chums of the
Behool House could feel nothing but
satisfaction, <

“Won't Tommy be pleased ¥ grinned
Monty Lowther,

“What-ho 1"

“Hallo! There's some of the fellows
at the gates!”

Arthur Augustus I¥ Avey, Dighy, and
Herries and Kangaroo were in the
school gates.

“He's found ont!” yelled Lowther.
“Caught in the giddy act! Found out
and done in! Three cheers for us!”

“Yaas, wathah! deah
Bl:l_\" 1!‘!‘

A triumphant procession of juniors
escorted Kildare and his wretched com-
panion to the School House.

Kildare toock Bingham directly to tha
Head's study.

Bingham was deadly pale, and he
moved like one in a dream.

Dr. Holmes gazed at the two seniors
in blank astonishment as they came in.
He rose guickly to his feet.

“What is the matter, Kildare?! he
exelaimed,

Kildare pointed to Bingham.

* Ask him, sir,” he said.

“Bingham ! What—"

Bingham groaned.

., The cool nerve he had shown in wind-
ing the chain of guilt about Tom Merry
had quite deserted him now. He was
l.! le as death and trembling in every
iml, He knew that he was ruined,
and the knowledge had deprived him
of what little courage he may have

Huywwah,

possessed,
“1—1—"" he stammered, * Oh, sir,
I—I'm sorcy—I—"

“He has lied about Tom Merry, siv,”
said Kildare; “that's guite plain now.
I have found him at Pudsey Smith’s
place, watching the prize-fight end
making bets with 2 bookmaker.”

“Cood heavens!™

“He is hand in glove with that gang.
That is why Pudsey Smith made out
that his companion of Tuesday might
was Tom Merry—to shield this rotter {”
said Kildare, with flashing eyes. “It
was & plot between them,”

The Head's brow was like thunder as
he fixed his eyes on the shrinking
wretch before him.

“Is that the case,

Bingham " he
exclaimed.
113

(1]

“You lied, then, when you said that
vou did not know Pudsey Smith and
had no connection with him?”
degp{anc}ed i"],le Head.

“If that fact is established, the rest
follows,” said the Head. “It appears,
then, that Tom Merry’s and Irayne's
statements were frue; and that the
letter was really yours, Bingham

The prefect could not speak,

Of what vse were words to him now |
the truth: was known, and falsehood
could not save him,

As the Head gazed at the miserable

lotter a contemptuous pity came inlo
112 face.

“You do not seem to have the courage
of your vices, Bingham,” he said. ¥ You
know, of course, that I shall expel you
from this schaol ¥

“I—I suppose so, sir,” groaned
Bingham. *“I—I don’t know how
shall face my pater. If—if you'd let
me off this time, sir—"

The Head interrupted him.

“After you have done your best to
ruin a boy who is proved to bo inno-
cent ! he thundered.

“I—I was driven to it,'" groaned
Bingham. “Tom Merry had the letter
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—T eouldn’s be sure he wouldn't pro-
ducs it—and he wouldn't give it back
to me when I asked him. I—I had to
get in first word, and make out that
the letter was his. If he had given it
back to me, I—I shouldn’t have done
anything against him.”

“Your excuses are as bad as your
crime, Bingham,” gaid the Head
harshly. “You have caused a serious
wrong to be done—you have made me
act unjustly. Go! You will leave the
school this very might |”

Dingham cast a wild look at the
Hcead, and then turning, tottered from
the room.

"The Head turned to Kildare.

“ How did vou come to know of this,
Kildare?" he asked.

“Tom Merry's chums found it out,
sir, and caused me to go to Pudsey
Smith’s place,” said Kildare. “Here
they ara ™

He signed to Lowther, BManners, and
Blake to come in, and they entered
the study, looking rather sheepish.

“You have done well, my boys,” said
the Head. “I am only sorry that my
faith in Tom Merry was not so sirong
a8 yvours.”

“J—T say, sir—"" said Blake, hesi-
tatingly.

“Yes, Blake?”

“May I—I send him a telegram. sir,

and say he con come back to St
Jim’s " asked Blake.

“Yes, certainly.'””

“Hurrah I"  shouted Blake, forget-

ting in his joy that he stood in the
august presence of the Tlead.

But the Head ounly smiled.

The telegram was duly sent, and the
next day there came a reply from the
missing junior, announcing that he was
returning to St. Jim’s early on Monday
moraing,

Monty Lowther waved the telegram
in the air end cheered when he re-
ceived it,

And on Monday morning, when Tom
Merry's chums requested leave from
classes, in order to meet Tom Merry
on his return, the masters of the Fourth
and the Blicll granted it at once,
doubtless having had a bint to that
effect from the Head,

When the station taxi drove up, with
Tom Merry in it, there was a roar of
cheering from the erowd of juniors ab
the gates. )

They rushed to open the door.

Tom Merry's face was very bright
and happy as he stepped out,

“ Here he is again!’" roared Manners.
“ Ag large as life, and twice as naturall
Hurrah I

“Hip, pip, hurrah!”

“Bravo!”

= Shoulder high " yelled Figgins.

“Hold on!l’ gasped Tom Merry,
laughing. #Cheese it! I'm jul.lﬁ
glad to get hack—glad to see your ol
chivvies again! Bul—"

“Bring him in'”

“Hurrah [

Tom Merry was swing up on the
shoulders of ILowilier and Manners,
and carried bodily inte the quad.

Round him the rest of the juniors
surged, waving their caps and cheer-
ing onthusiastically.

That evening there was a most gor-
geous celebration in  Tom Moerry's
study, and the hero of the lLour was
the junior who had so nearly been
ruined by the prefect's plot!

(Next Wednesday: “THE CAP-
TAIN'S RIVAL!'—a powerful long
&t. Jim's yarn of football, fim ond
adveniure. Malke sure yon don’t miss
i, chums.)
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NELSON LEE WINS A TRICK—BUT THEN HIS ENEMIES PLAY THEIR TRUMP CARD !

By

The Prison Barge!

HAT is tho sinister activity
W which is being carried on at
(Gallows Mere, an old house
near 8t, Frank’s School? That
in the problem which baffles Nelson Lee,
the schoolmaster-detective. To all
appearances, Dr. Zangari, who lives
at Gallows Mere, is a harmless
sstronomer, but Lee knows that
astronomy is only a blind to Zangari's
pecret and lawless *“‘game.” The detee-
tive, however, is powerless ta act until
he can get clear evidence to warrant a
police search,

Ever sinco Nelson Lee and eight boys
of St. Frank’s became involved in the
mystery, following the murder of an
unknown airman, their lives have been
in danger from masked men in black.
It is. obvious to them that they are a
menace to Zangari, and, thercfore, he
is determined to “silence * them,

Several secret attempts have already
been made on the lives of the school-
boys, but in vain. Zangari, growing
more and more nervous, plans a day-
light raid on 8t. Frank's to capture
the eight boys and Nelson Lee. An
acroplane flies over the school, dropping
gas bombs. In a short space of time all
the inhabitants of St. Frank’s are un-
conscious—all except Nelson Lee, who,
seeing what was happening, had quickly
donned a gas-mask.

Meanwhile, on the River Btowe, o
large barge moors near the school play-
ing fields, and from it & dozen men,
dressed in black, with gas-masks on,
emerge from the hatches and advance
on tha silent stricken school !

HE twelve mysterious raiders,
clothed from head to foot in
black, advanced openly across
the playing Gelds in the day-

light towards the school buildings of 3t.
Frank's. There was no one to question
their right, or deter their progress.
I'or everybody in the great school
wis sleeping—struck down by the in-
visible .gas which Dr. Zangari's agent

—

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

had spread over §t. Frank's from the
aeroplane. Everybody—except one.

In Common-rooms, in the senior day-
rooms, in the masters’ quarters,
studies—all had sunk into the sound
sleep which had immediately followed
inhalation of the invisible vapour.

An amazing situation.

Even people in Bellton Lane, stricken
as they neared the school, were lying
just where thcéy had fallen. Thus, in
open daylight, the masked raiders were
permitted boldly to invade the scheal.
Many boys, seniorz and juniors, were
lying in the Triangle. The black
fisures spread out, and boy after boy
was turned over, and his features were
keenly scanned,

“No, Not this one,” said the man
in charge of the invading party. *‘Nor
this—nor this. Leave them. Waste
no time.”

e looked about him, his face com-
pletely hidden by the black mask whicl
covered his head; even the eyes and
mouth slits were covered with Dblack
gauze, This man was he who scrved
Dr. Zangari as butler at Gallows Mere.
He was in charge because he knew the
eight boys by sight—the eight boys
who knew too much! IMe pointed to
the Ancient House.

“This way,” he
Italiam.

The enemy, apparently, had an efli-
cient intelligence department; they
knew to which Housa their intended
vietims belonged. There was no hesita-
tion. Into the Ancient House 1licy
went; they examined boy after Loy,
and then pazsed on,

And at the top of the great West
Tower a ﬁﬁure, grotesque and fear-
some, crouched; & figuro with great
zaucer-like goggle eyes, noscless, and a
tube where its meouth should be. In
other words—Nelson Leo wearing a
gas-mask ] The detective, horrified at
ihe disaster which had befallen the
school, was nevertheless alert. He was
exasperated at his own helplessnoss,
for he could do nothing.

If he attempted to leave the school
he would undoubtedly be seen—and

said briefly in

ruthlessly shot down, He could not
Lkgpe to win through against a dozen
armed, desperata men,

S0 he watched—and waited.

He was convinced, by the very nature
of the attack, that the invisible gas
was harmless. For if the enemy had
planned to destroy its eight schcolboay
enemies by this drastic means, regard-
less of the great loss of life of others, it
would lave been unnecessary to raid
the school. The very fact that the
twelve masked men were on the pre-
mises proved that they had come to
fetch the eight—and Lee himself. Dut
Nelson Lee, thanks to his own prompt
action, was beyond their reach.

The consolation, however, was a
small one, Lee had known that the
enemny was determined, but even he
had not been prepared for a drastic
daylight raid of this nature. All he
could do was to look on.

Meanwhile, the search of the Ancient
House progressed. In Study D, in the
Remove passage, Edward Oswald
Handforth had collapsed on the foor,
half in and half out of the window,
which was open. Evidently, he had
been “struck ” as he had opened the
window. His chums, Church and
MeClure, were unconscious on the floor.

“This one—yes,” said the leader,

after a brief examination of nd-
forth's features, *“Take him, And
this one. And this one. Three we
have. Good ™

Three of tha figures in black, without
a word, lifted Handforth and Charch
and McClure, and carried them out.
They worked speedily and efficiently.
The leader identified Nipper, Tommy
Watson, and 'T'regellis-West in Study C.
Three other figures in black carried the
sleeping juniors away.

There were but twe more—Archio
Glenthorne and William Napoleon
Browne, Archie was soon found, sleep-
ing quite normally, apparently, on the
lounge in his own study. But Browne
was a senior, and it was some little
time before tho raiders reached the
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Fifth Form studies and identified him,
Then he, too, was removed.

8till the search wenht on. But now
tho boys were ignored. Men ounly were
turned over and scrutinised,  The
raiders were looking for Nelson Lee.

They failed in their search; and,
having failed, consulted.

There were but four men; the other
eight, each carrying a prisoner, had
left the school premises.

“Lee 18 not here,’ said the leader
with concern. *‘It is strange. Our in-
formation, as ever, was reliable, We
were told' that the man Lee had been
goen fo return to the school, and had
not gone out agein.”

“Then he must be here, Francesco,”

said one of the others, shrngging. **We
will search again. He cannot have
escaped. No living thing can have

epcaped.”

Francesco Ricotti, the man who acted
a5 butler, was troubled.

“Vas, we will sgain search,” he
replied. “If we return without the
man Lee, our mission has failed. It is
important to get the boys, yes; but
Lee is mors dangerous to us than a
thousand boys. We have our orders;
we must obey them.”

In WNelson Lee’s study they {found
evidence that the defective had recently
been nt his desk. They found his hat
and his overcoat in the cupboard. But
of Lee himself there was mno trace.
Again they made a guick search of the
Ancient House, and this was a com-
paratively easy task, for most of the
sleeping figures were boys, and needed
no examination, There were only a
few men, Definitely, Nelson Lee was
not among them.

Ricotti divided his forces. One took
the West House, another the TFast
House, and & third the Modern House,
snd Ricotti himself went to the head-
master’s quarters. Ten precious, tense
minutes were thus wasted, They met
Bg‘!‘l}ﬂ in the Triangle.

iz useless,” said Francesco

Ricotti. “‘Lee iz not here. We have
searched every inch—even to the
towers,”

Yot, at that very moment, through &
crevice in the stonework, Nelson Lee
wag looking down upon the four bafiled
searchers! It was true they had
gearched the towers, but the man who
had mounted the West Tower had been
unable to get upon the roof, The door
was secured. His search had been
oursory, for he had never really be-
lieved that Lee would be in such an
unlikely place. It made little differ-
ence, however. Had he foreed the
door, Lee would have been ready for
him., The detective, in fact, had been
prepared to make a swift atiack—and
then don the black clothing and mask
of his victim. But such a2 move had
not been necessary,

“Come,” suid Ricotti, *Already we
have spent too much time, and now we
are taking risks. We must go. TIb is
a pity wo have not secured the man
Lee. But he has escaped us only for
the moment."

Without further delay, the four men
hastened across the playinﬁ fields, and
they reached tha river. The barge lay
moored against the bank, an innocent
looking vessel. At the helm &tood &
man in rough clothes, with a weather-
beaten face—a typical bargee. Silently,
without s word, the four black figures
slipped below to join their com-
panions—and the prisoners.

The raid on 8t. Frank's was over.

A motor started chugging in the
barge, and scon the clumsy vessel was
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making Teisurely propress up-river.
Just o commonpince barge, unlikely to
attract any attention, It ploughed on
sluggishly into the gathering dusk.

In the forward hold the eight young
Frisoners were still sleeping ; in the after
1old the twelve raiders, having removed
their headgear, wera talking, Francesca
Ricotti, the lender, was in o grim and
sullen mood.

“Jt is useless to talk, comrades,” he
said in Italian, “We have failed."

“But the eight boys—"

“Boys1” snapped Ricotti. “It was
the man Lee wg should have captured.
How he escaped I eannot tell. No. 1
will be angrf’. Men who fail to accom.
plish their allotted task are punished.”

“But if Lee was not there, Francesco,
how could we geize him?” demanded
one of the others, gesticulating excit-

edly, “8hall we be punished for
nothing
‘‘Na. 1 listena to no excuses,”” replied

Ricotti sombrely. 8o, comrades, we
must be ready.’

“But the accursed Lee cannot
escape,” protested another man. “We
did not find him, yet we fook measures.
We left something in his voom, did we
not 2 he added cunningly, “8omellin
hidden—something unsuspected. No.
will admit, then, that we did all within
our powers—yes{”

Whatever the nature of this.grim and
terrible organisation, it was evident that
Dr. Zangari was held in swe by the
menibers, Dr. Zangari wag No. I; his
word was law; his punishment for
failure was death., As Ricotti had said,
No. 1 listened to no excuses,

So the barge plugged on. Mile after
gmle it slowly covered, winding, twist-
ing, as the dusk of the dull autumn day
increased. The countryside up here was
dreary and deserted. A bridge loomed
up shead. The bargee at the tiller,
chanling monotonously, deftly steered
his vessal throngh the stone erchway.

Thud |

A figure had dropped from the bridge
—almost as the barge was clear, It
landed eclose by the man at the tiller,
and a startled expression leaped into the
bargee’s face. Something hard, some-
thing round, was pressed into the small
of his back.

“ Make no sound, my friend,” said a
goft voice in his ear. *“ Continue your
voyage, and tazke orders from me. The
thing you feel in your back is the muzzle
of a gun, and if you make one false
move, one sound, I shall #

The bargee gulped, but made no other
sound, In the voice of the man beside
him he had detected a grimness which
chilled his blood. One glatice at the
face nf the man with the gun was
enough.

1t was the clearcut face of Nelson
Lee!

*Procecd as you are,” murmured the
detective calmly. * Remember my
warning.”

Tho barga procesded. A wide reach of
tho river stretched ahead, with meadows
on one side and thick woods on the other
—woods which eame down almost to the
water's edge, The normal course for
barges was in midstream. WNelson Lee
with his free hand pointed.

“Steer towards this bank,” he ordered
softly, indicating the bank of forest-
land. " You see the overhanging tree?
When you reach it stop your engine at
onece, You understand 7’

“YVes,” muttered the bargee, his voice
hoarsa.

The vessel altered its eourse; it
neared the bank, and at the vital
moment the engine ceased, As though
by magic, dark figures leaped on board
from among the trees—ten, fifieen,
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fwonty, twenty-five. Figurea in uniform,
each carrying a gun, Police!

“Hold this man |’ rapped out Nelson
Lee, mow throwing caution to the
winds. “You there, Lennard? This
way [ll

Chief Inspector Lennard, of Scotland
Yard, joined Lee. They dived into the
barge's cabin, but, as Lee had expected,
they found it empty. In a moment the
were on deck again. The bergee ha
been secured; the police, divided into
two parfies, were removing the hatches,

The aftar hatch was off first; the
beams of many electric torches flashed
downwards, JIn the hold were twelve
men, some of them struggling to don
their headgear.

“Put you- hands up|” shouted Len-
nard curtly. “If they try eny tricks,
men, shoot, They may bave poison-gas
bomi:is—and we're taking no chences "

But the surprise was complete. ¥ran-
cesco Ricotti and his men were utterly
unprepared for any such developmeut as
this. They saw the uniforms, they saw
the guns, and without hesitation they
raised their hands. They knew they
were caught like rats in a trap, and eny
show of resistance would have been
madnesa.

One by one they came out of the hold,
and each man was handeouffed, taken
ashore, und searchzd. Thus the whole
twelve were dealt with. Police officers,
under Inspector Jameson, marched the
prisoners off through the wood to a
neighbouring road. Here stood &two
police vans ready.

Meanwhile, the forward hatch had
been raised. Nelson Lee, Lennard, and
Dr, Brett, of Bellton, desconded. Torch-
lights flashed upon the unconscious

risoners. Swiftly, but efficiently, Dr,

rett made an examination,

“They're all xight,” he said at length,
with satisfaction, *B8till suffering from
the ecfects of that peculiar stuff, of
course, but when they wake up, I think
the{y‘ll be unharmed.”

“Cood !” said Nelson Iee, "I want
vou to tell your men, Lennard, to carry
the boys out and put thern in the wait-
ing cars, They must be rushed back to
8t. Frank's without & moment’s delay.”

“ Just a minute !" said the Yard man.
1 gtill don’t quite understand how you
managed all this, Lee. Don't forget, I
only had & few words with you on the
phone, and then at Bt. Frank's you
rushed off—"

“We've got twelve of the beggars,”
interrupted Lee, with satisfaction.
i That'ﬁ be n shock for No. 1, won't it?
Not & bad hour's work, Lennard, But
T'm not claiming much eredit; it waas
mainly luck which enabled me to turn
the tables in this way.”

“Luck—nothing |I” grunted Lennard.
“Tt was your presence of mind.”

“I can't give you eny details now,"
gaid Lee. "I'll only tell you this—as
soon ag I found the school was com-
pletely in the grip of the mysterious

as, with everybody unconscious, I made

or my bed-room telephone. One intake

of breath there would have knocked me
out, and I knew it. But by removin
my gas-mask for a moment I manage
to give the number I wanted; then I
replaced my mask and listened. When
I pot hold of the police station I re-
moved the mask again and said just
sufficient to let you understand what I
wanted."”

“I'm jiggered if I understood,”
replied Lennard. “I knew, of course,
that you asked for as many police as
we could muster. We got busy at once,
What did you do then ™

“Knowing the raiders were searching
for me, I went up into the West Tower ;
in other words, I concealed mysell from
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As the barge neared the bank dark figures leaped on board from among the trees—figures in uniform, each carrying

agun! Polige!l
tho eunemy,’”” replied Lee, smiling.
“Howover, it was weorth it. From the

tower I watehed for your coming, Len-
nard. As vou know, you reached the
sehool soon after the raiders had gone.”

“Yes; and by then, fortunately, the
wind had carried the invisible gas
away,” said the chief inspector. ""Not
from the interior of the school, theugh;
geveral of mmy men were bowled over
a3 soon as they entered. Then you
. appeared on the seene, and gave us in-
structions regarding this rendezvous.
Of course, I understand now. The barge
only made slow progress, so we were
able to get ahead of it nicely. A smart
idea of yours to drop from that bridge,
Leal Well, I thin?( we have every
reason to congratulate ourselves. This
ought to bo something like a knock-out
blow for Zan—for No. 1.”

“Make no mistake, Lennard—the real
fight is only just beginning !” replied
Lec grimly, “Well, we must be going.
The sconer we get thé boys back to
8t. Frank’s the better 1?

Two 1nofor-cars were waiting, Lee
drove one, Lennard the other. There
were four unconscious boys in each:
When 8t. Frank's was reached it was
nearly dark. Lights were glowing
normally in the windows of the various
Houses; there were no figures lying
prone out of doors, for police officers,
on Lee's instruciions had carried them
inside. .

Nevertheless, the victims still slept.

Again acting on Lee’s instructions,
men had gone through the school,
switching on lights. Nipper, Hand-
forth, Archie, and the others were taken
back to their studics and left there—
just as they had fallen.

The police officers took their depar-
ture. The school, to all intents and pur-
poses, was the same as at the beginning
of the raid. Not a master, boy, or ser-
vant knew that encmies had been in
their midst, and, later, police officers.

For they had all slept throughout the
excitement.

Nelson Lee and Lennard went to the
former’s study in the Ancient House.

“What's the reason for all this?”
asked the inspector curicusly. “Yeu
can’t possibly hide it from the school
that something extraordinary has hap-
pened.”

“No; but the boys need never know
—or the musters, either—that the school
waz raided by a grim and dangerous
enemy,” replied Nelson Lee. Dﬁ.\bod
need ever know what actually happened.
My object is to prevent s panic. I
don't mean a panic amongst the boys,
but amongst their parents, If parents
get to know the real truth, St. Frank's
will be virtually stripped of pupils. It
niust be kept quiet, Lennard 1”

“Well, I don’t know how you're going
to manage it, but I dare say you have
some ideas,” said the inspeetor. “It's
another feather in your cap, Lce!
Twelve more men grabbed, and the kid-
napped boys rescued | Good work [®

The Awakening School !
N ELSON LEE did not share his

official colleague’s enthusiasm.

“Good worlk, as far as il goes

—yes!® he admitied. *But

take notc of the enemy’s cunning, Len-
nard ! There is still no proof against
Dr. Zangari. There's not an atom of
evidence that the raiding party cainc
from (allows Mere. One thing 1s
certain: Zangari will redouble his
cfferts after this, and we must be ready.
I want you to go now, Lennard; at any
moment the sleepers may awaken, and I
don’t want you to be herc. But hold
yourself ready for instant action; I may
comuiunicate with you at any hour. In
fuct, I have already determined tpon
certain plans, and I shall need your
help. But Tl tell ‘you later—by phone.”
As they sat there in that quict oom,
with 8t. Frank's so ominously sileut

* Hold this man ! ' rapped out Nelson Lee, indicating the terrified barges.

about them, they knew nothing of the
“object  which Francesco Ricotti had
laced in Nelson Lee’s study., Even Lee
imself, alert as he was, suspected
nothing.

“But, look heore, what's going to
happen when the boys awaken?” asgked
Lennard. “The masters, too, and the
servants? There']ll be the very dickena
of & commotion, Lee! ¥You can't hide
a thing like this.”

“No. Soon everybody will awalken,
naturally, and some, of course, awill
awaken before the others,” replied the
detective. “That will lead to a good
deal of excitement, and perhaps a scare,
But I shall be there, and TI'll make
cortain that there is no panic. 1 shall
cause a rumour to be circulated that
tho ‘invisible gas attack’ was in the
nature of some idiotic practical joke.”’

“M'm! Think they'll swallow it ?”

“There'll be nothing else for them to
swallow,” retorted Lea. “Nohody will
have come to.any harm; mothing has
been stolen; nobody saw the masked
figures. What clse can it but a foolish
practical joke? Naturally, there'll be
a mystery about it and a deal of specu-
lation, but as soon as the masters and
boys find they are suffering no ill-
offects——  Well, T think we'll manage
to smooth things over somehow without
the school knowing the actual truth.”

And so it proved,

Fven while Nelson Lee was speaking,
nany of the vietims, in all parts of the
school, were rousing themselves. The
lust vestige of gas had disappeared. In
junigr studies, in Common-rooms, in
kitchens and dormitories, masters and
boys and servants were rocovering. As
most of them had been struck dowmn in
virtually the same mioute, most of
them, being healthy, recovered at the
saina time. Whele groups of boys-sat
up, yawning, looking about them in
bewilderment. Nobody knew what had
happened.

Tne Gen Lisrary.—No. 1,443,
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At first there was econfusion. There
were no ill-effects, only a tired fecling.
Those who were slow in coming round
attracted the nitention of the others.
Masters, yawning, went about in utter
stupefaction Then, when memory
began to stir, the strange aeroplane was
recollected, and the thermos-flask-like
things which had been dropped. After
that the excitement began to grow; the
boys went about shouting, making in-
quiries, asking a thousand questicns.

Bui Nelson Lee was busy; he started
the rumour that some fool in the aero-
plane had dropped harmless gas bombs
ag a practical joke on one of England’s

reatest Public schools. In all proba-
ility, the perpetrator would never be
discovered, for nobody had taken note
of the plane’s index letters.

And while this story was passed from
mouth to mouth, uru]5 while the schoel,
now fully recovered, began to get over
its first excitement, ccrtain boys—eight
boys, in fact—knew {lie truth.

Nipper, Handforth, and the others
oollected in Study U. Nipper had called
them together.

“T don’t pretend to understand it,”

paid Nipper seriously, “but this business
was no practical joke, you chaps. It
was done by Zangari's men |”

“But why?" asked Handforth.

“To grab us, of course |”

“But we weren't grabbed.”

“Homething must have gone wrong,”
replied Nipper. “Anyhow, I don't
be]fieva thet practical joke yarnl We'ra
going straight to my guv'nor—all of
us

“ A suggestion, Brother Nipper, I was
about fo make myself,” said Browna.
“Let ua waste no further time. Brother
Lee is undoubtedly the man
approach.”

In a body, then they went to the
detective’s study. Anhicipating some
such move, he was awaitinig them. He
thought it advisable to be perfectly

to

fr He told them just what had
ha‘?%ned. . .
ou can't ,meTn it, guv'nor " ejacu-

Iated Nipper at length, .

“Begad, it sounds foo frightfully
smazin' to be true |”

* Absolutely 1”

They wera all staggered. .

“By George!” snid Handforth, with
Feeling. “Do you mean to say we were

actuelly bagged, sir? 'That we were
earried away, shot in a bavge, and taken
up the river? Then you swooped down
with a lot of police, rescued us, and
grabbed the crooks?”

“You have put it neatly, Handforth,”
gaid Lee dryly. “That is just what
haﬁpeneﬂ." i

And we missed it alll” pgroaned
Handforth, *“Crumbs! What a frost!
Wo missed everything "

“Be thankful you are safe and sound
—back &t the school,” retorted Lee.
“You know, of course, what would hava
happened to you if the barge had
renched its destination? You would
have been in Zangari's hands; and I
dont think I am taking an alarmist
view if I say that you would have becn
in very gren.t danger.”

“*But Zangari couldn't have meant to
kill us,” said Nipper shrewdly. *If =0,
he wouldn’t bave gone to the trouble
of kidnapping us, He would have Lilled
us here, in the school I"

“Yes, there’s that point—and I'm
thankful about it,” replied Lee. ‘I can
only conclude that Zangari has deecided
to change his tactics. "He realises tha
great danger. Therefore, his aim is to
talie you Erisoner—sn ‘that if you talk,
you can do no harm. I suppose you
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realise, also, that es this raid has failed,
another will follow ?"

“By Georgel Really?" said Hand-
forth, his eyes sparkling. “Then we
shall get some excitemient, after all|”

“1 don’t .think you will, Handforth,”
replied Lee grimly, “You are snll going
away.”

i hat I’l

“0Oh, I say, sir!”

* Cheese it, Mr. Lee |

‘ Fortunately, the school—and by the
school, I menn its inmates—has come to
no harm,"” continued the detective,
“But we can't risk any more sensational
happenings of this kind. I believe I
can smooth things over. There will, of
course, be & bit of a sensation, but as
nobody has come to any harm, it will
pass. However, there can be no more
of it. You eight boys cre the cause of
the trouble, and you must therefore be
eliminated. In other words, you are

oing away. The epemy will know you

ave gone, and, consequently, BSt.
Frank's will thercafter be safe.”
“When are we pgoing, sir?” asked

Nipper.

“*To-night.”

“But—but I don’t agres to it, sir,”
burst out Handforth indignantly. * How
can we continue our investigations if
we're sent away?”

“I'm afreid your investigations will
have to go by the board, Handforth,”
retorted Nelson Lee. "“Good gracious,
don’t you vealise that the danger is
deadly? Now, listen to me. There must
be no further arguments. You must do
exactly as I tell you. You are goin,
away to-night. Your schoolfellows wi
believe that you have gone home——"

“Believe " interrupfed Tommy Wat-
son. ‘Do you mean that we aren't
going home, sir?”

“No. That would be
risky.”

“How risky, sir?"

“You are to be secretly removed, and
you will be taken to & sccret destina-
tion,” answered Nelson Lee. "Now, I
have already made certain plans. The
thing must be done at once, for it is
possible that Zangari, furious at the
failure of this evening's raid, will take
fresh steps. I have made certain plans;
I am now going to give you carefu
instructions. I want you to listen atten-
tively. Without telling anything to the
other boys, you will put on your stout-
est shoes, don your overcoats and caps,
and go out to the achool garage. There
you will find a small molor-canch wait-
g, with drawn blinds."

Oh, I say, sir, this is a bit thick "
objegted Handforth dismally. * Fancy
being smuggled away from the .giddy
school like that | suppose  you're
having the coach round et the garage so
1:ha.ii none of the other chaps will sce

e

“That’e one reason,” agreed Lee,
nodding. * For you will not go out 1o
the parage until after calling-over.
Therefore you will attract no attention,
Nobody will see you., The coach itself
will depart unostentatiously; and as
the blindt will be drawn, if there are
enemy Sspies, they will not be able to
see within.”

“And where is the coach pgoing to
take us, sir?’ asked Church.

“That I can’t tell you,” replied Lea,
“Now, boys, let me once aguin assuve
you that all this is very necessary,
Listen earefully now; I have some very
precise instructicns which you must
bear in mind.”

much too

Dr. Zangari, st Gallows Mere, had
heard the startling news.
At first he was stunned; he could not
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believe that his plans had so miscarried.
He had taken every precaution. But
news had come in that the barge had
been raided, snd that twelve valuable
men—thirteen, including the bargee—
were in the hands of the polica, It waa
known, too, that Nelson Lee was the
cause of the disaster.

Rapidly recovering from the shock,
Dr. Zangari becams a furnace of white-
hot temper, His fury was vitriolic, and
for some time none of his associates at
Gallows Mere dared go near him, When
he had calmed down somewhat he
talked with & man named Carlo
Mazzini. ]

“This dog Lee i3 our greatest men-
ace,” said No. 1, his voice unsiead
with rage. “Lee must die. He shall
die to-night. Hoe is a venomous snake.”

“Venomous snakes, you will remem-
ber, are apt to turn and bite,” replied
Mazzini. “Lee will not be so easily
killed."”

“Are we to be foiled, are our plans
of years to be ruined by one mani”
snarled Zangari, his eyes burning like
coals, “Attend, Mazzinil To-day I in-
structed all members to report at mid-
night. Fortunately, many have ulready
arrived. We have, then, sufficient men
hers now."

“You suggest another raid on the
school "  asked Mazzini dubiously.
“There may be police—"

“There are no police,” interrupted
the other. “T'wo spies are oo duty
there; one has reported by telephone.
The cunning of this man, Lee | It seems
he has managed to smooth things over.
Nobody &t the schaol knows what zeally
happened.”

“Would it not be better, Excellenfﬂ
to wait?” asked Carlo Maezini. *All
may be lost if we are too precipitate.
Surely this is a time for lying low1”

*“In a way, my friend, you are riqht »
replied Dr. Zangari thoughtfully. **We
must have the boys, yes. Later, we will
decide how we shall get them. Perhaps
our chance will come early.” A cunning
light entered his eyes, **What will Lee
do after what has just happened? He
knows that the eight boys are a danger
to tha school. ‘herefore, it is likely
that he will send them away. Good!
We must keep careful watch; we must
know of all that goes on. If we can seize
the boys, we'll keep them alive. I have
clianged my mind, Mazzini. It would
be dangerous to kill them—now. But
geize them we must, so that we may hold
them as hostages. The situation has
biecome critical, and we must safeguard
ourselves,™

“I think, Excellency, it is time for us
to abandon everything,” replied Carlo
Mazzini grimly.

“Tolke care of your tongue, fooll”
snapped Zangari, *Men of this organi-
satiu::lt have been eentenced to death for

“But the danger, Excellency,” pro-
tested Mazzini, turning fmle' “I only
speal this way because 1 feel it is use-
loss to go on. It is nol only the man
Liea; there are others from Scotland
Yard; the county police are becoming
more and more active, too. We are sus-
pected—here, in this house. So far they
are without evidenes, thus they cannot
act. But how long will this last 2"

“ To-night, Mazzini, we shall strike—
and we shall suceeed |” retorted Dr,
Zangari, “The two spies at the school
arg roliable men; I awwit their poxt
report."”

At the very moment the two spies
in guestion, as black as the night it-
self, ware lurking in the neighbourhood

8t, Frank's., Their danger was
Clothed as they were, they were

0
slight.
i If the place had

virtually invisible.
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been surrounded by police officers the
might have moved about unchallenged.
But they were satisfied that the school
was unguarded. By this time the ex-
citement had died down. 8t Frank's
was almost normal.

The enemy spies were aware of the
fact that w small motor-coach had
entered the school premises from the
rear. It was brought to a stop just
ontside the main garage where all was
quiet. The fact that two uniformed
police ofticers accompanied the coach
was significant. And these men now
proceeded to druw blinds within the
vehicle. It stood ready; its engine
ticking over. The driver remained in
his seat; the two police officers stood
near the door, waiking.

They had not to wail long, for Lheir
arrival had been timed to the minute.
Eight figures appeared from the diree-
tion of the school—eight boys well
clothed ready for travelling. They all
carried suitcascs,

And the spies, unseen, but watehful,
kuew the truth thenm. The eight boys
who had given so tuch trouble were
leaving—were being sceretly removed
from 8t. I'rank’s in this eoach with the
drawn blinds. Aud the spics chuckled
with inward contempt.  'This  man,
Nelson Lee, was nol so smart, after
all. Did he really imagine that such
a crude and simple plan would serve !

One by one the eight boys cntered the
coach. Not a word was spoken; but the
light which streamed out through the
open doorway was all-revealing. There
was no trickery sbout this. The boys
waere Nipper, Watson, Tregellis-West,
Handforth, Church, MeClure, Cilen-
thorne, and Browne.

But having entered the coach, the
boys proceeded to do something which
the watchful spies did not sea.

Inside the vehicle with the drawn
blinds; there was a square hole in the
floor. Nipper was in the lead. He
left lis suitcase, which was & mere
blind, on the Hoor. Then he silently
lowered himsell through the hole. His
feet found & ladder. He went down
and down into the repair pit, over
whicl the coach was standing. Only a
smell scetion of the repair pit was un-
covercd, but it was sufficient,

One by one the boys descended.

Thus, while it appeared that they lad
all enteved the coach for the journey,

they actnally entercd it only for a
moment—immediately to  make their
secret exib. Nelson Lee was noi so

werude, after all,

This trick was brilliant, in its way.
Never for a moment had the detective
lost sight of the fact that Zangari would
bave spies on the watch. Very well,
then! Lee had given the spies some-
thing to sce—somecthing to report.

1t was all done very quickly, very
eiliciently. The instant the last boy
had entered the two police officers fol-
lowed them inside, and the door was
closed. The driver rceeived a signal;
he switched on his headlights, and the
coach moved off, leaving the school
premises by the rear as it had entered.
To a watcher it seemed absolutely con-
vincing that the eight boys had entered
the coach, and were being driven away.

And onc of tlie spies, running like a
black shadow, climbed a pole some dis-
tance away, which carried telephone
wires. With his special equipment he
tapped the wire, and within a single
minnte Dr, Zangari was in posscssion of
the false news that his eight schoclboy
enemies had left St. Frank's in a
maotor-coach with drawn hlinds,

A Trick to the Enemy !

] Y George! YWhat a game!”
B whispered Handforth tensely.
“Can’t beat the guv'nor
when it comes to strategy,”
said Nipper, “You see, he had an
idea that Zangari might have a spy
on the job; that our departure would
be reported, and the coach held up
somewhere on the road. Let ‘em hold
it up. By the time they've discovered
their mistake, we'll be well out of
reach.™
“The point is, Brother Nipper, where
shall we be?'’ asked Browne, with in-
terest. ‘I think I may say, with truth,
that 1 am a patient fellow. But it 1is
an undeniable fact that life has re-
cently become heetie,  To-night it is
positively chaotic. We not only drop
thirough floors, like demons in the pan-
tomime, but we lurk in pits, and we
are left completely in the dark as to
anr ultimate destination.  The know-
ledge, moreover, that we shall have
no further opportunity of taking a
smaclc at the Black Hand Gang grieves
me to the quick.”

“1 say! Black Hand Gang!” ejacu-
lated Handforth, with = start. “1
wonder if— That's it! You've hit it,
Browne! Those blighters at Gallows

Mere—Dr. Zangari, and the others—

aure all members of the Mafia !
" (heese i, fathead !
“Don’t air your ignorance|”
“Ignorance ¥ repeated Handforih
truculently. . .
“They're right, Handy,* said Nipper,
with patience, *“The Black Iand

HBecrot Society, the Mafia, the dreaded
tervorist gang of Italy, was smashed
In any case,

Up ¥ears ago. it's no

h
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good making wild guesses. Don’t for-
get, the guv'nor told us not to talk.”

“Hats” We're only whispering 1”

A rumble sounded, amd a moment
later s shabby-locking covered lorry
backed into position near the garage.
Actually it came to o standstill imme-
diately over the pit, the beards of which,
of course, were now in position. The
boys had been holding their whispered
conversalion in complete darkness, with
the pit Hoorboards overhead covering
tliem,

There were two men in charge of
the lorry—two ordinary-looking van-
men. The sharpest eyes could not have
detected that they were plain clothes
police officers. They spoke cheerily and
openly as they proceeded to unfasten
the rear door of the larry, and unload
tha vehicle. A number of packing-cases
were carried into the garage.

By the lalk-of the men it appeared
that the packing-cases contained some
new  equipment for the school gym-
nasium. In other words, a perfectly
ordinary lorry, delivering a perfectly
orcdinary load. And as soon as the
lorry had unloaded,to o certain point
a squaie hole appeared in the Hoor,
By this time Nipper had removed & sec-
tion of the pitboards. e was watch-
ing and waiting. He saw the hole
appear in Lhe lorry floor, just off the
centre, clear of the driving shaft

“All serene, you chaps|'” he whis-
pered, *Be ready to follow me when
I give the word.”

Ile waited., It had all been pre-
arranged by Nelson Lee. The sup-
posed lorrymen, having removed the
last packing-case, closed the rear doors
of the vehiele with some noise. 'There
was trouble with the caleh, too, which
el

|
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caused a bit of a delay, And whilo
this delay lasted the eight boys climbed
nimbly up, squeezed. through the hole
in the 'figor, and sere safely within,
MThe last of thern had cven replaced the
pithoards, 5o that when the lorey should
drive away evbrything would be quite
normal.

Tle men, having securod tlie fasten-
ing, went round to tho [vont of the
veliicle, lit cigarettes, climbed in, and
drove away. -

“Well, riow we ean talk came Hand-
forth’s voice owt of the darkness in-
sitde fhe yehicle, “Crumbs! I wonder
where the dickens we shall finish up?
Do vou mean to say vour guv nor didn’t
give you the slightest idea of where
wi're going, Nipper?”

" Not the slightest,” replied Nipper.
“Hettor for us not te know. We may
I going to London, or we may he going
to. the ‘Bouth Coast, That's an idea,
vou chaps, Perkaps the guvinor hirved
a private yacht for ns. Plenty of e
available at this time of the year, and
we shiould be safe enough at sea. Any-
liow, whatever the plan i3, you can be
jolly certain that we shall be safely
tucked away.”

“That's just it,” growled Handforth.
“Safely tucked away! That means
there’ll be no more excitement for us”

“As far as I'm concerncd, Flandy.
I've Lad enough,” remarked McClure.
“ My only hat I We've been jolly lucky
to escape so far, and it couldn’t last
muel longer. Far better for us to clear
put, and leave Mr. Lee and the police
to get on with it. Anything for a quiet
life I

The others, in the main, were in
agpeenment with him.  Handforth and
Nipper were the only two wlho realls
togretted this secret flight. It savoured
to them of quitting, and they hated the
very thought of it. But whereas Hand-
forth grumbled, Nipper was content to
ahide by Nelson Lee's decision,

The lorry, rumbling through Bellton,
took the road to Caistowe. And Cais-
towe was a seaport. Perhaps, affer all,
Nipper's theory would prove to be right,

he boys, however, knew nothiug of
their divection; within the lorey they
could see nothing, There was not even
a crack between the doors through
which they could see out, The journey
to them was & mystery one: they did not
know how long if would last., or where
it would lond them. In this alone theve
was a cortain amount of thrilll FTurthoy-
more, they felt very safe. Nelson Lee's
precautions had freed them from ranles-
tation.

Bt they bad been told that there was
very Dittle ehanee of a hold-up. No
miatter what happened on the road, they
were noi o stop, Thelr instructions
were to keep goiug,

A gnile and a halt from  Caistowe,
where the voad was narrow and lonely.
they found it impossible to carry out
their instruetions to the letter.  Two
ohjeots lyving on the road came into e
lieam of the lieadlarmps, 14 wad now
raining  lLavd, and the ovening was
thoroughly wretched. with a Ingh wind
blowing and the road ronning  with
water,

“What's thal alicad
officer who was driving,

Never mind what it iz, Samg—deive
straight on'' said the other. =~ *“You
know what Mr. Lennard said."”

“Yes: but; hang it. we can't vun ovir
people " protested the dyiver, I's a
totor-hike. The chap must lave
skidded, Can’t vou sse? TP we g on,
we shall run viglt over Lim

This was quite true. A wmotoroyele
was Iving broadside across the road, and
near it sprawled the Agure of a an,
one leg cenmpled under Lim,  To pro-
ceed without moying him  aside—for
there was nol sifficient room to swerve
in that narrow lane—would mean' killing
the man. The disguised policemen were
alert, but they had every reason to be-
lieve that the lorry was not under sus-
picion. This looked to them lilke a very
ordinary motor-cyeling  aecident. and
common humanity demanded that thex
should do something.

Even 2o, they tool their guns oul as
they ch’?}‘;[iﬁ‘fd to the road and went for-
ward, The next moment they felt that
their fears were groundless. For they
saw an ominous pool near the head of
the prostrate motor-cyclist. They bent
over liim—tlen, without a sound, both
men fell forward.  Tle invisible gas
again | They had seen nothing to aroyse
their suspicions. and thus, prepared for
trickery as they were. they were, never-
theless, completely fricked,  And even
as they fell, two rouglily dvessed ien
stepried ‘quickly thfougl the hedge,
clitwoed into the lorry, and revved Lp
the engine. Other men with lightning
speed swept the unconscious police
officers and the motor-eyele clear, The
motor-cyelist had rizen to his feet; the
ponl of blood was a fake. The gas had
evidently been localised, for although
the men in the road wore gas-masis, the
two on the lorry were not protected.
Tliere was really no reason why they
should be, for they drove on during
the next instant, and the Lalt from hrsi
to last had mot cceupied more than

muttered the
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tired as to the reasons bub it had gong
on again so soon afterwards that they
forgot the incident. Certainly they had
no suspicion, no knowledse, that they
wera now boing driven by the enemy |

Tt was a trick to Dv. Zangari!

In spite of every precantion. he had
seized the schoolboys, Yel. actually, he
awed this success” to modern séience—
and  the  forethought . of  Trancesco
Ricotti. It was fhat ingenious rascel
who had left a cortain *objeet " hidden
in Nelson Lee's sindy. He had remover
the top drawer of Lee's desk, and had
fised the little instrument to the wood-
wark at the back of the drawer, Tliere
il was coneealed—unsuspected,

Tt was o very sensilive instroment—a
miiniature microphone. It reguired no
wires.  Yet, outside. concealed in the
shinhbery a homdeed vards away, one ol
Zangari's spicd hoad been able to hear
every word which was spoken in (hal
voow ! IMop, fixed to his person, he lal
(he eonteolliig instroment, with ears
phones. It was a delicate instrument,
with o powerful battery and ting valve,.
On pressing the switeh, the  voives of
those within the voom caine to his eacs.
The range of the “wireloss listener
was only two hundred gavds; beyond
that it could not eperate,

Tor the spy. listening, had heard
Nelson Lee's instruetions to the schoeals
bots! He had heard Tee telling them
to get inta the moloecoach, and then
descend lirongl the loor to the pit.
ey to wait for the lovey, In this way
Zangari had known every dstail. When
his other spy had tapped the wire, and
had informed him of the departuve of
the hoss in the coach, Zahgari had
alveady known that the boys would
actually leave in the lorsy !

86 the coach had been allowed to go
on its way unmolested, and measures
had been quickly taken ‘fo deal with
the larry. As soon as it took ihe Cais
tawe Road an ovdinavy-looking privain
car overtook (he velifele. The rest hail
been casy. for inside the ear were tha
motor-cyelist and Lz achine—and
others.

The lorry drove of.

Near Caistowe it turned aside, went
down a tatrow by-lave, joined wp with
another road, and finally veached the
Bellton-Bannington Road.  Along this it
proceeded for a cervtain distance, furned:
off. and plunged on into the rain and
clorleness.

Apd the eight schoolboys, sitbing cons
tentedly  within, went onwards itk
drenning that they weve in the hands of
e enemy |

(Where ave Nipper & Co. being faken,

On went the lorry. The disguizerl  pwenty seconds. and rwehat will happen to them? More
police  officers in  charge were both Inside, the schoolboys kuew that the big thrills from this super serial next
arimed, and they kept their guns handy. lorry had stopped, and they had conjee: tweel)
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