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THE VICTIM OF THE JAPE OF THE TERM AT ST. JIM'S WAS A MASTER |—

G IET

Waorking switily and sllently,
won't get this door o.;tn
Thre

CHAPTER 1.
The Raiders !

Y T'S rotten!” said Tom Merry.
“8Simply rotten!” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!|” chimed in

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy dolor-
ggsly. “ Awfully lgenhfully wotten, deah

ya 1"

it was. For it was a hali-holiday at
St. Jim’s, and the day of the Junior
House match, when Tomn Merry & Co.
of the Bchool House had intended to give
Figgine & Co. of Lhe New House the
licking of their lives, and Figgins & Co.
bad intended to give the Bchool House
fellows a never-to-be-forgotten whack-
ing.

One side must have been disappointed
in any case; but, as it happened, both
gides were cfiaa.ppuinted, for tha
was far too wet for playiug al al

And Tom Merry & Co., as they stared
out of the window into Lhe quadrangle,
where the ol clms were still glistening
with recent rain, grumbled. The rain
had ceased at last, but large pools of
water had formed on the footer pitch,
und play that afternoon was out of the
question,

Team Merry had made a pilgrimage to
the pitch to see whether thero was a
chance. He came to the conclusien that
there wasn't. And he came back lo
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Lowther drove a serew through the sdge of the
In & hurry ! ** he murmured.
» know that it was Mr. Ratcliff they were ecrowing up in the

the School House with muddy boots end
a frowning Lrow, and pronounced that
it wus decidedly, undeniably, and ex-
cocdingly rotten.

“The guestion is, what are we goin,
to do with the afternoon?” growle
Lowlher. “Footer is offi—right off 1”

“Might be able lo take some photo-
graphs,” Manners remarked, in a
thoughtful way.

“Br-r-r-rr-rr 1"’

“Tewwaps we might get up a liltle
coneert,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arey.
“T should be vewy happy to contwi-
bute a few tenah salos.”

“You might bo?’ agreed Lowther.
“But the happiness would be strictly
limited to yoursclf, youn see.”

RIS

Many a time have Mr. Ratcliff's
heavy-handed  methoeds with
juniors brought down trouble on
his head. But never has the sour-
tempered New House master had
such a hectic time as when Tom
Merry & Co., smarting under
an unjust punishment, set out to
get their own back!

AR TR TR g

et

door slantwiss Into the Jamb. ‘' Figgy
Tom Merry and Nannera chuckled. JLittle did the Tearrible

study 1

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“There’s only one thing 1 can think
of,” said Tom Merry, after considor-
able thought. “We can rag tho New
House chaps. If we can’t beat them gt
footer, we can rag them. After all,
that's what the New House chaps ars
for—to be ragged ™

“Hear, hear "

“But the beasts arc indoors, and we
can'l raid their House " said Mannors.
“Ratty would be down on us. He has
rheumatic pains in his little feet in
rainy weather, and it makes his littlo
{emper tatty.'

“Riggins & CUo, are going to have &
fued in their study "' growled Iderries
“1 saw Fully Wynn taking in a pie
from the tuckshop!”

Tom Merry grinned.

“What price screwing Figgins & Co.
up in their stndy while they're having
their foed ?"" he askedl.

“Uonldn't he done!” sail Blake,

“You Fourth Torm kids coulin’t do
it,” agreed Tom Merry. “But I think
we could !

“h, ratal™

“Yaas, wathal: wals!” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arey. “1f I wove a bettin'
chap, Tom Mewwy, T would bet you a

( Copyvight in the United States of America. Al rights reserved, and repr

fival that you eouldun't tlo it !”

“Mig alher boumders would cateh yon
at 1t, aml mop up the floor wilth you,”
sail Blake.
itk permisaion strictly forbidden.)
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—A LIVELY LONG YARN OF FUN AND ADVENTURE WITH TOM MERRY & CO.

WITH RATTY,

*And you Shell chaps couldn’t do it,
anyway!” said Herrics, “It's above
your weight, you know, a thing of that
sort.” E

Tom Merry sniffed.

“T'll take Gussy's bet !’* he said.

“But I didn't make a bet, deah boy!
I said if I were a bettin' chap,” said
Arthur Augustus. "“Bettin' 18 not
wespoctable,”

“0Oh, draw it mild " said Monty
Lowther. “We are told to respect our
betters. "’

*Ha, ha, ha|"

“Weally, Lowthah, if you persist in
makin' wotten puns on a wainy aftah-
noon: i

“I'll take Gussy's offer 1" said Tom
Merry firmly, “Of course, I couldn’t
permit him to bet, It's my duty as a
member of a higher Form to keep you
kids fromr entering recklessly on the
road to ruin. But if we succeed in
screwing Tiggins & Co. up in their
study, Gussy spends his fiver in a feed
in our study. If we don't, we stand you
g feed in Study No. 6. Is it a go?”

“ (ood eg%!” said Blake. Done !

“Weally, Blake——"

“Donel” said Herries and Digby
togcthcr. “Gussy agrees.”

* Weally, you know—"

“Right [ said Tom Merry. “Low-

ther, old man, get the scrowdriver and
B ﬁim]nt and some screws out of your
toolehest, and wo'll start.”

“And we'll hang round as mear as
we can,”  said Blake generously.
“You'll want uns to carry you home

after the New House chaps have done
with you."”

“Ha, ha, hal"

The Terrible Threa of the Shell

eniffed in chorus Monty Lowther went
up to the study for his screwdriver and
the other requisites. Monty Lowther
was the owner of a toolchest, and some-
times did carpentry in tho study.

He soon came back with a gimlet in

one hand end a gerowdriver in the
other, and o fow screws,

“If you follows nre weady, we'll
start,” he said,

Lowther put the screwdriver, the

imlet, and the screws out of sight in
gis pockets, and the Terrible Three loft
the School House. They walked off
with an air of great eonfidenco; but
inwardly they were not feeling guiie
so confident as they looked. They had,
in fact, taken on rather a big order,
To gain entrance inlo the New Ilouse
unobserved, and to screw up the door
of a study in the Tourth T'orm passage
there, without being discovered and
captured by the enemy, was no easy
task. But, having taken it on, the
Bhell fcllows wouﬁl not allow them-
selves to mppear doubtful about the
result,

Blake & Co. watched them go with
a grin,

" As soon as they're in the New House
we'll stroll round and pick up the
pieces when they're chucked eut on
their necks!” grinned Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”

They watched the Terrible Thres
across the quad, and the trio dis-
eppeared into the porch of the New

House. Then the School Houose fellows
strolled out into the quadrangle, with
the charitable intention of picking up
the pieces when the Terrible Three
were ejected with violence from the
New House,

CHAPTER 2.
The Wrong Vietim !

[ UIET "' murmured Tom Merry.

Q Manners and Lowther were

not making a sound, but.Tom
Merry was leader, and as

leader it was, of course, his business to
give directions.

“Quiet yourself, you mss!” grunted
Lowther, “Don’t jaw "

“Lock here, Monty——"

“Look here, fathead i

“8Bhug up!” murmured DManners.
“Don't rag now! Looks as if we've
really %ct # chanee, if we're careful.”

It did look like it. It happened that
the New House fellows were holding a
meeting of she New House Junior
Dramatic Society in the Common-room.
T'rom that apartment came a buzz of
voices, but the door was closed. The
passages and the stairs were deserted.
Tho raiders wera in lugk.

They tiptoed up the New House stairs
and gained the Fourth Form passage.
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There was no one in sight. Some of
the study doors were open, and the
juniors could ses into them; but the
studies were untenanted.

“I'hey’re holding some giddy meect-
ing downstairs!” murmured Tom
Merry. “This is simply a slice of
luck, my infants !’

“Unless Tigging & Co., are down-
stairs with them, and we can’t screw
them up !” grunted Lowther.

“H’m l,,

Tom Merry had not thought of that
for the moment.

But they were soon reassured.  As
they listened outside the door, they
heard a sound of someone moving inside
the study. It was unmistakable—tlhey
could hear papers being moved on the
study table, and a shufile of feet.

“MThey’re here!” murmured Tom.

And Manners and Lowther nodded,

“Buck up with the screws! 'They
might open the door any minute [* mur-
mured the captain of the Shell.

“Leave that to me!” said Lowther,

By
MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

He produced a gimlet from his
pocket and began to bore into the door
with a steady Eilamd, silently, He drove
the gimlet through the edge of the door
slantwise into the jamb. Then he with-
drew it, and inserted the screw and
applied the screwdriver.

Lowther made hardly a sound as he
worked. In a couple of minutes the
screw was driven home to the head.

The Terrible Three chuckled silently.

It would have required a great deal
of force ta pet that door open without
the serew being withdrawn. And the
raiders wete not finished yet.

Lowther knelt close to the door, and
drove the gimlet in again, this time
alanting through the door to the floor
Leneath, A screw was speedily driven
into the hole made by the gimlet.
Lowther, rather red with exertion, rose
to his feet with & triumphant grin.

“They won’t get that door open in a
hurry [ he murmured, *May ns well

ive 'em & few more to make sure,
though.”

“Cave!” murmured Tom Merry.

He had caught sight of a junior
coming up the staire. It was Redfern
of the Fourth.

.The Terrible Three backed out of
sight, and slipped into a study of which
the door was open. They hoped the
junior would pass on; hut as soon as
they were in the study, Tom Merry
made a discovery.

“I—I' say, this is Reddy’s study!”
he murmured,

“0Oh, my hat! You ass—"

"Well, you didn’t notice—"

"I'm not leader!|” grunted Lowther,
“I think A

“8hush ! said Mannors,

Redfern’s footsteps came along the
passage, It was possible, of course, that
he was not coming to his study, If he
passed on, all would be well. If he
camg in, he was certain to discover
the raiders.

The Terrible Three crammed them-
selves behind the door and waited. If
the alarm was given, it would not be
easy for them to get out of the House;
a single yell from Redfern would alarm
the crowd of juniors below. They lis-
tened breathlessly to the approaching
footsteps.

The footsteps

paused outside the
study, and Redfern came in. The
door was half-open, and Redfern
¥1ts]:cd it wide open &s he entered.
here was the sound of a loud crack
as thg door collided with Manners'
head, and a yelp from Manners.
“OW.I”

Redfern jumped.

“Why, what—who—— Hallo | School
House eads! My hat!”

“Collar him I” gasped Tom Merry.
The Terribla Three leaped at the New
House junior. To collar Redfern, lock
him in Lis study, and bolt—that was tha
programme. But matters did not go
according to programme. Rodfern was
o particularly wideawake youth., Ie
mnade a backward spring through the
doorway inte the passage, and the
Terrible Three tumbled over ons
Tue Gem Lisriry.—No. 1,458,
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snother instead of Redfern. The next
instant Redfern was tearing along the
passage towards the stairs, and bawl-
ing at the top of his voice:

* Rescue | Schiool  House
Rescue [

e went down the stairs three at a

time.
(1]

cads!

un for it!” gusped Lowther.

The Shell fellows ran down the pas-
gage. They cdescended the stairs by
means of thoe banisters, with a wild
whiz, aud rolled over one another in
the hell below,

Redfern had the door of the Common-
room open, and was shouting to the
juniors meecting there.

There was a rush of feet.

“Qelioo]l House cads| It's a raidl
This way ¥

A crowd of New [louse juniors cama
swarming out. Foremost among them
was p tall, slim junior, and afrer him
came a decidedly plump youth—and the
Terrible Three gasped as they recog-
nised Figging and Fatty Wynn, And
Kerr, the other member of the famous
Co., whom the raiders had believed to
be screwed up in their study, came
dashing out after them, followed by the
crowd,

"M-my hat!”? gasped Tom Merry.

They had serowed up Figgins' door.
Someboedy was in Figging' study. But
Figgins Co. ovidently weren't.
Figgins & Co. were here—rushing ab
them with warlike loaks.

There was no time to think out the
problem then, The Terrible Three
made for the doorway; and the New
House crowd made for the Terrible
Three.

Three juniots hounded down the steps
together—twenly bootls came crashing
behind to help them go! Three wild
roars awoke tho echocs.

“Qh|*

“ O\v I,,

“” Yah !)’

Threo raiders rolled over one another
outside the House.

* After them !” roared Figgins.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
pitked themselves up in a twinkling
and ran. After them rushed the New
House crowd, determined to capture
them and avenge the raid on their
quarters,

The Terrible Threo dashed across the
quadrangle as if they had been racing
on the cinder-path.

“Collar em [ yolled Figging, “ We'll
toach 'em to raid our House! We'll—

“Rescue!” shouted Blake, and the
Fourth Formers dashed to the aid of the
Terrible Three.

There was a collision of the two
parties in the quad, and the New Ilouse
pursucrs had to stop. For a few
moments there was a tussle, and then
the Terrible Threo and their rescuers
retreated into the School IMouse; and
the Now Ilouse crowd, after deliverin
a series of wvells and eat-calls, returne
to their own side of the quad. In the
School House, Tom Merry, Manmers,
and Lowther gasped breathlessly, and
Blake & Co. grinned.

"“Lucky for you we were on the spot,”
chuckled Blake, *They'd have wiped

up the ground with youl I told
you sa !
“Yaas, wathah'! And you will

wemembah that I told you sa, too, deah
boys !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"You owe us_a feed!” grinned
Herrics. “I saw Figgins & Co. in that
crowd. You haven't screwed them up in
their study 17

“1 can’t understand it!1” gasped Tom
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Merry. “We've screwed up Figgy's
door—and there was somebody in the

study! Of course, we thought it was
those bounders, It must have been
somebody else.”

‘"Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's somebody at Figgy's study
window,” said Kengaroo of :Ee Shell,
wlio was looking out of the study
window. “I can’t sce who it is—he’s
toa far away——"

Y Get your glasses, Gussy 17

The juniors rushed up to Study No. 6.
They were very curious to know whom
it was that the Terrible Three had
serewed up in Figging' study,

Arthur Augustus produced his hand-
some opera-glasses and focused them
upon the study window in ‘the distant
House, Then he staggered back.

“Oh cwumbs! Ol scissahs! It's

It was Mr. Ratcliff, the Housemaster
of the New House, whom the raiders
had serewed up in Figging study. And
the silence of utter dismay fell upon the
hapless raiders. "o scrcw up the rival
juniors in their study was a howling
joke. Bub to serew up a Housemaster,
wnd a particularly bad-tempered ITouse-
master at (hat

“Well,” said Jaek DBlake, apparently
essaying the role of Job'’s comforter, “I
must say you chaps have really been and
gone and done it now !

CHAPTER 3.
A Rat in a Trap!

IGGINS & COQ. returned hilari-
ously to the New House.

The School House raiders had

been caught in the act, and they

had been kicked out of tho New House

and chased home to their own guarters.

Figgins & Co. had reason ta feel
trivnphant.
“The bounders!” said Tiggins.

“Tancy having the cheek to raid us—in
our own quarters! ¥ wonder what they
were going to do if Reddy hadn't
spotted themn 7%

“Might have been after my pie,” said
atty %\'ynn, with sudden anxiety, "I
told “you, Figgy, it would be better to
have the feed before the meeting—=

“They didn't take the pie away, any-
how,” grinned Kerr. “They went in too
big w hurry to think of taking anything
with them.”

“T{a, ha, ha!” .

“Might have taken it inside,? said
Pratt,

“PBut they wers in my study,” =aid
Redfern, “That’s where I found the
bounders 1

“Might have eatcn my
same,” said Fatty Wynn. “1T think I'll
go and sce if it is safe. You can't be
too sure in a really important matter.”

The New House juniors crowded
upstairs to see what damage, if any,
had been done by the raiders, Figgins
had half expecied that the uproar
would have brought DMr. Rateliff out of
hiz study—which would probably have
meant lines for all concerned. But there
wis no sign of the Housemaster, much
o Figgins & Co.'s relief,

The juniors came up to the Fourth
Torm passage, and Fatty Wynn turned
tha handle of the door, But the door
did not cpen, Thero was a sound of a
nmovement within.

“AIy hat!” oxclaimed Fatty, in amaze-

i, all the

ment, “Thera’s one of the bounders
still here! He's locked himself in 12
“Phew I”

“(h, good 1" grinned Figging. '*There
were more than three, then; and this
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chap couldn't get away in time. Wo'll
make an example of him [

“Yes, rather I

Figgins knocked at the door and shook
the handle imperatively.

“Let us in, you rotter |” he shouted
through the keyhole. “We've caught
you, you waster | We're going to make
an example of youw!¥

“Piggins, how dare youl"

Tipgins staggered back in horror.

There was no mistaking the rasping
tones of Mr. Rateliff, the master of the
NB\\I'{ Housle,‘ 1

"“Ratty ¥ he gasped.

“0h, my hat1*

There was an angry knock on the
inside of the door.

“Lel me out at once, Figgins! How
dare you play this trick on your House-
master !  You wicked, ruffianly boy, I
command you to let me outt”

*Mad!” murmured Redfern. ‘““Quite
dotty! How can we let him out when
he's” locked himself in? I've often
thought Raily was rather dotty.”

*“Do you hear me, Piggins?”

“Vaes, sirl” gasped IFiggins, “I—1
dido’t know it was you in there, siv, 1
thought I was talking to some chap in
the School House, sir.”

““Nousense, Figgins! You knew per-
foctly well that I was heral You de-
liberately locked me in the study!™

ST didn’t, sir! I haven't been here
at all—and the ley’s on the inside o
the door,” said Viggins, “I ean see it
in the keyhole. You must have locked
tho door yourself, siv.”

“What| What! ¥ow dare you say
anything so absurd? I—" Mr. Rat-
eliff broke off as lie discovered that the
key was indeed on the inside of the
lock.

Heo tried to turn the key, znd then
made the further discovery that theé door
was tot locked at all.

“Tha daor is not lecked, Iiggins!”
said Mr. Rateliff. *You arc holding it
fromn outside. I conumaud you to open
tha door at oneel 1 shall punish you
severely for this!”

“The—the doer won't opem, sir. Are
you sure, siv, that you haven't locked
it ¥ stammered Figgins. “1 don't see
why it won't open if it isn’t locked.”

The scrows that Monty Lowther had
driven iulo the door were buried deep in
the dark wood, and could not beé scen
williout a special search for them, And
it did not occur to IFiggins for the
wement that the door had been screwed

up.

“You know very well that the door is
not locked, Figgins. You are keeping
it shut in some manner. You knew I
was here, and you have fastened me in.
I shall deal with you severely for this,
Figgins. Open the door at once |”

Figgins turned back the handle ond
shovoed the door hard. But it did nob
Move,

“] can’t open it, sir,” he said. “It
seems to be jammed, somehow. Try if
you can open it from inside.”

“TFiggins, how dare you lie to me—"

Figging flushed with anger.

I'm1 uot lying,” he retorted. "There
are a dozen fellows here, and they can
all sce that the door won't open.
don't know anvthing about your being
in the study, either. Ii’s nob usual for
a master to be in o junior's study with:
out the fellow knowing.”

“Shut np, you assl” murmured Kerr,
catching Figey's arm. X

#“ Jolly good mind to tell him what 1
think of him!” growled Figgins.

The juniors ll knew what to think
of Mr. Ratelif. The Housemaster had
not gone to the study for any reason that
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figtop "em I ' roarsd Mr,
Dates, panting after Tom
Merry & Co. Tha two
farm-hands put up thelr
plichtorks in a defensive
attitude, and the threse
Jjuniorse had to halt. He-
tween the enraged farmer
and hisa men they had no
chanoa of eacaping!

would have done him eredit. Mr. Rat-
clif had stealthy, inguisitive tvays that
made him very unpopular. He had
gone to Figping' study during Figging'
absence from it for reasons of his own—
to make an investigation, he would have
said. To spy, the juniors would have
said—among themselves, of course, and
not to Mr. Ralcliff.

It was particularly exasperating to
the Housemaster to bo caught in the
act; for although he was satisfied with
himself, he was not anxious to draw
publio attention upon his little peculiar
Ways.

The angry Housemaster shook the
door-handle furicusly. But the juniors
either could not or would not let him
out, and he crossed to the window in
the hope of sceing some semior in the
quadrangte whom he could call to the
rescue.  Fortuntely, Monteith, the head
prefect of the New House, was just
coming in, and Mr. Rateliff shouted to
him from the window:

“Monteith ! Monteith 1"

The prefect looked up in surprise at
hearing his name shouted from above.

He stared in astonishment at the
angry face of Mr, Rateliff staring down
at him fromn the window of the junior
study.

“Did you call me, eir?” he asked.

“Yes, Monteith! The juniors have
fastened me up in this room (¥ said Mr.
Ratcliff, breathing hard. “Will you
come and release me?”

“Certainly, sir!” said the astonished
prefect.

Monteith hurried into the House, and
up tho stairs. He found a crowd of
juniora all talking at once outside

Figginsg' door. The juniors were get-
ting = little scared now. ‘They could
imagine what Mr. Ratcliff would be
like when he was releascd.

“The young rascals!” Monteith ex-
claimed. “¥ou will catch it for this!
Open the door at once, Figgins |7

“I ecan't,” said I'iggins, "It seems to
be fastened, somehow. I mean, Mr.
Ratcliff says he hasn't locked it; but it
won’t open.”

Monteith tried the door.
faat.

“Are vou sure it isn't locked, mir?"
he said through the keyhole.

“Of course I'm sure,

It remained

Monteith 1™

rapped out the Houscmaster. *“Don’t
be foolish I
Mouteith turned red. e did not

exactly like being told not to be foolish
before & ecrowd of juniors. Most of the
juniors grinned.

“Well, T can't copen it
Monteith shortly,

“Are nol the boys holding it?”

“No, they are nol.”

“Then it must bo [astoned in some
manner from outside,” said Mr. Rat-
cliff.

Monteith made a careful examination
of the door. He felt over it, and felt
the head of one of the serews driven in
so deftly by Monty Lowther. Then he
understood.

“It is serewed up, sir 1™ he said.

“My hat! Berewed?” said Figgins,
in wonder. Then he burst inte a
chuckle involuntarily. He understood
now what the School House fellows had
done. They had screwed up the
Housemaster in mistake for himaself |

Monteith locked at him sternly.

sir,” said

“This iz no laughing matter, Figgina,
You will get into trouble over thia.”

“I1” exclaimed Figgins indignantly.
"I didn't do it! I hadn’t the faintest
idea that the door was serewed up 1"

;Tllcn \\"ihg did it?"I He k

iggina did not reply. e knew very

well who had done it, but he did not in-
tend to say so. It was not his business
to “sncale.”

“Borewed up!” said Mr. Ratoliff,
spemming to speak with difficulty. “The
suthors of this—this outrage shall suffer
for it| DPray get a screwdriver, Mon-
teith, and release met”

“Very well, sir,”

The prefeet hurried away, and re-
turned with a screwdriver. He un-
serowed first one and then the other of
the screws. Then tho door swung open
and Mr. Rateliff strode forth, with rust-
ling gown and Aaming face,

" Now,” he thundered, “which of you
serewed up that door, knowing that I
was in the study?”

There was no roply.

“Was it you, Figgins?”

“No, sir.”

“I do not belicve you. The assump-
tion is that it was you, ns I was in your
study, And if no ane else here admits
having done this—" Mr. Reteliff
paused, and swept his little stecly eyes
over the crowd of juniors; but no one
spoke, “Very well. Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynn, you will follow me to my study !
I shall cane you meost scverely |

“We didn’t do it, sir,” said Kerr,

“Bilence 1

Mr. Rateliff stalked away. The three
dismayed juniors followed him. They
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were adjudged guilty, and there was
no way of saving themselves—unless by
giving away the Terrible Three. And
that did not even enter their minds.
There was always warfare botween the
juniors of the two Houses; but it was
always fair and loyal, and not a fellow
on either side would have dreamed of
“sneaking.”

But just a3 the Co, were following
Mr, Ratchiff inte his study, Tom Merry,
Manners, end Lowther arrived on the
scene. They followed Tiggins & Co. in.

Mr. Rateliff picked up the cane, and
turned tound, and then stared in sur-
prise at the School House fellows.

“What are you doing here 1* he asked
harshly.

“JIf you please, si—" began Tom
Merry.

“Have you anything to say to me?”

“Yes, sir. It was we who screwed up
the study door,” he said,

“What |” i

“Figgins hadn't anything to do with
it, sir,” said Tom Merry. “We were
japing Figgins, We heard somebody in
the study, and thought it was Figgy,

and sorewed up the door,”
Mr. Ratclif breathed hard. He
understood that the School House

juniors had ochivalrously come over
from their House to mwn up as soon as
they knew that their little jole was
likely to get somebody clse into trouble.
But Mr. Ratclif did not feel any
admiration for such chivalry. He was
only exasperated.

“You dare to admit this, Merry?”

“Yes, sir. We had no idea you were
in the study.” .

«1 do not believe you, Merry!” said
the Housemaster, between his teeth, “I
believe this is s trick to save Figgins,
Kerr, and Wynn from their just punish-
ment. Doubtless, you hope that I shall
let them off, and then hand you over
to your own Housemaster, knowing that
1 do not approve of Mr. Railton's
leniency. Well, Merry, you will be dis-
appointed. Your offence has been com-
mitted in my House. I shall take your
punishment into my own hands1”

Tom Merry flushed.

“Wea don't mind that, sir., We don’t
want you to report us to Mr. Railton.
But wo didn’t mean any harm, sirt We
thought we were serewing I'iggy up in
the study—"

“Do not repeab that ridiculous story,
Merry. I know perfectly well that this
was & concerted trick among you all.”

* Tt was nothing of the sort, sir.”

“Clartainly not, sir,” said _Figﬁins.

“Silence 1" said My, Ratcliff, his thin
lips closin%'tight‘ “7T shall cane you all
in turn. You are all equally culpable,
to my mind. Hold out your hand ”

There was nothing for it but to abey.

The juniers went through the caning
with feelings too deep for words. Tho
injustice of it cut deeper than the cane,
Any other master at 8t. Jim's would
havo nceepted 'om Merry’s cxplana-
tion, and dismissed Figgins & Co. un-
punished. Not so Mr. Rateliff. A
victim once gathered into his net had
litile chance of escaping unscathed,

The six jumiors were caned in turn.
Then Mr. Rateliff threw the cane upon
the table, and waved his hand towards
the door.

“You may go,” he said, “and I trust
this will be a lesson to youl”

Tho juniors went without a word.

But outside, in the passage, they
looked at one another, aud they found
words cnough.

“The rotter 1” murmured Toin Merry.

“The beast I

“The cad I”
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“He's all that, and mare,” seid
Figgins miserably. It was jolly decent
of you fellows to come over and own up.
But it was no good with Ratty. a
was wild with us, you see, because we
found him spying in our study through
vou fellows screwing him in. He was
bound to put us through it, the cad!
8till, it was jolly decent of you to come
over |”

“ Jolly decont I” said Kerr.

“Ves, rather,” said Wyun, rubbing
his plump hands; “and—and you ecan
come up and have some of my pie, if
yon like.”

Tom Merry groaned.

“T don’t feel much like pie now,” he
said, I feel like slaughtering Ratty !
If you ever find a dead pig lying about
the quad, you'll know what’s happened
to Ratty | So-long 1”

And the Terrible Three returned
lugubriously ta their own House,

-——

CHAPTER 4.
A Blg Order!

e AUGHT it bad?” asked Blake
sympathetically, as the chums
of the Shell came back into
the School House,

The Terrible Three groaned in chorus.
“¥Yes, rather!1” .
“Nevah mind, desh boys” said

Arthur Augustus camfortingly.  “You

did the wight and pwopah thing in

aownin® up, you know, and geriin

Figgins & Co. off.” .

"%ut we didu't get them off " said
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Manners. “Ratty pretended {o think
that we were ull in the game together,
and he licked them, too.”

“Bai Jove!”

“ Awful cad 1” said Blake. .

“ Tt we'll make him sit up for it
said Tom Merry, “How were we to
know that he was spying in Figging
study? He's licked us as much as if
we'd serewed him up in his own study.
He's o beast | But we’ll make him sorry
for himself, somehow.”

“Wo jolly well willl” said Monty
Lowther, with a grimace. *Anybody in
the prefeets’ room, do you know?"

“Most of the Sixth are ount,’”’ said
Blake. “What do you want in the
prefects’ room?"

“T want to uso the telephone.”

«Well, you oan use it if the prefects
are there, if you ask permission.”

Monty Lowther grinned,

“«But I don’t want to ask permis-
sion,” he explained. “It’s a giddy little
secret. I think I'll go and see if the
room’s empty.”

Monty Lowther walked away towards
the prefeets’ room, and the other fellows,
curious to know what the idea was the
humorist of the Shell had in his mind,
followed him.

Monty Lowther tapped at the door
and entered.

The room was sacred to the use of
the members of the Sixth Ferm who

|
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had attained the rank and dignity of
prefects, though other members of the
Sixth sometimes used it. But juniors
were guite barred.

Thers was a telephone in the room,
which fellows were allowed to uso after
asking o prefeet’s or & master’s per-
mission. 1f there had been anyone in
the room, Lowther had an excuse ready;

“but, fortunately, the Sixth werae all out

of doors.

“All serene!” he remarked, as he
approached the telephone and tock up
the receiver,

“What's the little game?’" demanded
Blake.

“ Listen, and you’ll find out !”

On the shelf under the telephone was
the telephone directory, and Monty
Lowther glanced into it quickly.

A voice camo from the ‘exchange to
know what number he wanted.

“Wayland 1001.”

Lowther waited patiently with the
reeeiver in his hand. The other juniors
rogarded him in surprize; Waylaod
1001 was the telephone number of M,
Rutter, the outfitter and general
provider in Wayland, from wlhom the
juniors obtained most of their sporting
requisites.

A voico came through.

{ss th:'nt Rutter's?” asked Lowiher.

" Ves)

“'I'his is St, Jim's. Kindly book an
order for Mr. Ratelil, New House,
Si. Jim's!?

“Yes, sir”

“Phree dozen foolballs and three
dozen foolball jerseys as advertised,”
soiel Monty Lowther,

“\With pleasure, siz”

“Kindly deliver them to-morrow
morning al half-past nine, as nearly os
possible."”

= Our van shall eall at that time, sir.
Can we supply you with anything else?
We specially recommend our football
Loots.”

“No, thank you, that will do. Kindly
deliver without fail at half-past nine
in the morning. Remember, Mr. Rat-
clii—Horace Ratelifi, New House,
St. Jim's.”

“Cortainly, sir.”

Lowther rang off,

Tom Merry & Co. stared ab him
blankly. The nerve of Lowther’s pro-
ceeding simply took their breath away.

“Bai Jovel"” said Arthur Auogustus
D'Arey. “You awful ass, Lowthah!
What will Watty say when they delivah
those things to-mowwow mornin'?¥

“1 really don’t know," said Lowther
blandly. *“But whatever he says, it will
be interesting, I think.” And he rang
up again.

“"Wayland 108,”
exchange. “ Hallo,
Wayland one
Robinson 17

“Yes, this is Robinson’s,”

“Have you a very comfortable arm-
chair—real leather, well padded, at o
moderate price? This is 8t. Jim’s.”

“Certainly, sir. Our special library
easychair is exactly the thing you want,
gir. 'The price is absurd. Mercly six
guineas.”

“H'm! Six guineas! You can recom-
mend that cham

“ Absolutely, sir.”

“Could you deliver it here at s
quarter to fen to-morrow morning, with:
out fail "

“(lertainly, siv.”

“Very well. Deliver to Mr, Rateliff,
New House, St. Jim's, and kindly send
the bill with it, and instruct bearer
to ask for payment.”

“With pleasure, sir,'?

he said to the
hallo! Is that
nought eight — Mn
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And Lowther serencly rang off. Tom
Merry sank into a chair and gasped.
The othar juniors grinned and starved at
the humorist of {he Shell. Monty
Lowther prided himself upon his sense
of humour. But eertninly his sense of
humour had never Lecn known to pro-
ceed to this length before. And he was
not finished yet.

After a minute had elapsed, he rang
up the exchange onee more, and aske
to be put on to Rylecomble 606.

“That's Bunn!" cxclaimed Blake.
“What do you want with Bunn}”

“You'll see. Hallo, hallo! Is that
Mr. Bunn's. the confectioner’s?”

“*¥Yes, sir.”

“This is B8t. Jim's. Can you fulfil a
large order ot n very short notice—two
hundred jam tarts and one hundred
pound-calies — currant cakes—by fen
o'clock to-morrow morning "

“Certainly, sir. My ostabilishment
c]ould casily fulfil a larger order than
that.”

*YVory well. Kindly deliver to My
Rateliff, New House, 8t. Jim's, without
fail at ten o'clock to-morrow morning.””

“Very well, sir. Thank you, sir.”

Lowther rang off, Ha gave the
exchange one minute's rest between
rounds, as he expressed it, aud then
rang up again. This time it was for
Mr. Wiggs, the costumier and tailor,
and dealer’ in ready-made clothes in
Ryloombe. .

“Halle! Is that Mr. Wiggs?”

“Yes, sir,”
it Mr. Wiggs speaking "

“¥es, What's wanted

"This is Bt. Jim's," said Lowther,
disguising his voice as well as he eould,
for ha liad a personal acquaintance with
Mr. Wiggs. “The last time I—er—
i)a.saed your establishment, Mr, Wiggs,

noticed that yvou were—er—advertis-
{‘ng & new lino in ready-made attire for

oys.
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and twenty pork chops, at a quarler
to eleven to-morrow inorning, person-
ally to Mr. Rateliff, New LHouse, at
this school—S8t. Jim's.”

“ Most certainly, sir!”

“Certainly, sir! My two.guincs suits  “Vank him away from that tele-
are a marvel—for style, Bl, wear, com- phone,” said Tom Merry faintly. “The
fort, and elegance, They ave fully —the awful sss! DMonty, old man,
equal to th,e fifiy :=]1illing siits sold by  chuck il !
rivals in Wayland.’ “One more order,” said Monty

Quite so! Uan vou send me fifty of 7 .10 "« Ratty ought to be laying in
your two-guinea suits immediately, Mr. coals, It’s good ecomomy to buy coals

Wigga? Can they be delivered by ten
o'clock—aliem !—I mean a quarter-past
ten fo-morrow miorning, without [ail,
Mr. Wiggs?"

“QCertainly, sir | The sizes

“All of a size, please—the same size
as the sample suit outside your shop,
Mr. Wiggs. 1 may rely on you?”

“ Absolutely, Mr., Ratcliff [

“Thank you! Good-bye!™

“You—you awful ass|” yoared Man-
nors, o8 Lowther blandly rang offl
“Chuck it! What will Ratty say when
they deliver fifty two-guinea suits to-
mortow moerning ! My hat) Whom are
you ringing up now, you frabjous ass?”

“Pilbury, the chemist, Hs,]llo, hallo |
Is that Me. Pilbury?”

“Yes. Who is there®”
the roply on the phone.

“This is 8t, Jim's, Kindly deliver
twenty large-size botiles of cod-liver oil
to-morrow morning, al half-past ten, to
Mr. Rateliff, New House, 3t Jim's.”

“Very well, sir.”

“Drag him away " purgled Blake.
"There will be an earthquake to-mor-
row, if this goes on. Shut up, Lowther !
Ring off, you ass!*

“i‘-h. ha, ha!*

“I'm ringing on,” grinned Lowther,
busy with the telephone again. “Thank

in large quantities. You saye a lot of
money that way. 210 Wazpland, miss,
please ! Thank you! Hallo, Lhalle! Is
i that 210 Wayland—Welsher & Co., coal

metchants ?”
114 a3

“This iz 3t Jim's, Kindly tell me
your lowest winter price for twenty
tons of good house coal.”

" We can do a good house coal at filty
shillings a ton, at present, sir, taking
twenty tons. We could make a reduc-
tion for n larger quantity.”

“Indeed | A substantial reduction "

“Iifty tons could be supplied. for
forty-five shillings a ton, sir—best
quality house coals. I may add that we
defy competition.”

“Very well, Male it fifty tons. Only
X require them to be delivered at a time
when I can personally superintend the
mattar. Do, please, let your vans
arrive here at eleven o’clock to-morrow
morring.”

“Certainly,
arvanged.”

“Kindly deliver to e, Ratelif, Now
Mouse, Bt. Jim's, and send the invoice
at the same time. I do not want any
account to run,”

“It shall be as you wish, sir.”

came back

sir; that ecan be

vou, missl Will you give me 8017 “Thank you I
hank you! Hallo, hallol Is that Lowther rang off. He was turning
Mr. Snorks?” over Lhe lemves of the telephone bool

“This ia Snorks,”

b r when his chums made a sudden swoop
“Kindly deliver ten legs of mutton

on him and bore him off by force. He
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was rushed oub of the prefects’-room by
main forec,

“That's enough!” said Tom Merry,
laughing till the tears came into his
eyes.  “Anything after the fifty tons
of coal would be an anti-climax., Ha,
ha, hai”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I fauncy Ratty will be rather worried
to-morrow morning, with so many
tradesmen delivering their goods,” said
Lowther thoughtfnlﬁn

The Terrible Three chuckled glee-
fully, consoled for their licking by the
anticipation of the surprise and rage
of Mr. Rateliff when a,lr those articles,
so rocklessly ordered by Monty Lowthar,
were delivered to him in succession on
the following morning,

CHAPTER 5.
Hare and Hounds !
1 HE question isn’t gettled,” Jnek
tﬁlake remarked, after a
ine,

“What question "

“What are we going to do with the
giddy afterhoon?” replied Jack Blake.
“My iden js that we want to prove a
strong alibi for this afternoon.” There
may be inguiries to-morrow as to
whether anybody was scen near the

telephone. Let’s make it a paper-
chase.”

“Who says paper-chase " asked Tom
Meorry, “Hands up for hare and
houndas 1”

Many lands went up. It +was

obviously the best way of filling up an
otheorwise empty afterncon.

“Right-ho I” said Tom Merry. * Look
out for the scen ussy’'s contribution
to the next number of the *Weekly*
will do. Tear 'em up small—"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“And Skimpole’s scientifie books,”
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said Lowther. “It will save him from
the awful labour of reading them.
Who's going to be hare?”

“Three hares this time,” said Tom
Merry. “We three, as wo're the best
runners in the Lower School.”

. egg !’ said Manners
Lowther heartily. .

The Fourth Formers did not say
“Good egg!” oy E;a z

“Well, of all the silly asses!” began
Jeck Blake emphatically.

“Yaas, wathash! Of all the cheeky
duffahs—" .

“Vou chaps leave off talking about
yourselves for a bit,” suggested Lowther,
*and let’'s get to blsnegi.”

The scent was made, all sorts and eon-
ditious of papers being torn up for the
purpose. Old exercises, and fly-leaves of
volumes, and old magazines and num-
bers of “Tom Merry’s Weekly,” and
scicntific books belonging to Skimpole,
and volumes of goatry belouging to
D'Arcy, were added to the pile, and
throe bags were soon filled. The word
went round that hares and hounds were
starting, and a large pack gathered.

Figgins & Co. aud a crowd of New
Houee fellows joined the pack, and
more than a hundred fellowas lined up
in the quadrangle to start.

Mr. Railton, the master of the School
House, waa in the quad, and he smil-
ingly agreed to start the hunt,

The Terrible Three, looking very fit
in their running clothes, with their
bags of scent slung on, stood ready for
the Housemaster to give the word, The

ound was wet and it was cold, but
the sun was shining, and it was likely to
turn out a pleasant afternoon.

“The run goes round by the wood,
over the moor; and back te Ryleombe
over the bridge and the level crossing,”
said Tom Merry, ““When you fellows
get in, you'll find us at tea.”

“Weally, Tom Mowwy—"

"(Go1” said the Housemaster. i

The Shell fellows trotted off, and dis-
appearcd out of the gates of St. Jim's,

They had five minutes start before
the pack was let loose on them, and they
made the mest of it. Tho three hares
were in splendid form, and they ran
fleetly down the road, and took the

ath over the ficlds towards Wayland.

here the scent was dropped as they
ran, They were in the midst of wide
fields when the sound of a bugle on the
clear air was wafted to their ears.

“That's Blake's toot!” said Monty
Lowther. “They’re after usl”

“Come on 1"

The hares ran on flectly. ;

They turned into the wood, lea\unﬁ
the scent among the underbrush, an
waded across the woodland stream. All
the hounds who did not like water
would have a long way to go round
there, &and the pac would be
diminished, On (he opposite bank the
scent was laid again, and the juniors
camo out at last on the high road to
Wayland. They turned off before they
reached the town, however, and ran
upon the widoe, lonely moor, scattering
the scent as they ran. Another ta-ra-
ra-ro on the bugle warned them that
they were scen, and they looked back
and saw the figures of the pursuers
dotting the moor in the distance.

“They're sticking to us,” said Monty
Lowther. “Let’s give 'em a run across
Mr. Oates’ farm. Qates will make
things i]ea.snnt for 'em.”

Tom Merry looked serious.

“QOates is_a bad-tempered old chap,”
he said. “He may cut up rusty. You
know he’s sworn that he won’t allow
schoolboys across his land, ever since
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and

the time he caught Mellish and Levison
chasing his ducka.”

“But we're nice good hoys, and he
ought to be pleased to see us.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“He ought Lo be, but he won't be!”

“And we shall get through all right,
and wo _can leavo the pack to argue it
out with Oates, or go round!” added
Lowther.

*(Oh, all right 1"

The juniors dipped into a deep hollow
of the moor, that hid them from the
sight of the pack. Keeping undeyr cover
of the depression in the ground, they left
the scent along the hollow, and then
through deep thickets, till they came
to the first field belonging to the ex-
tensive farm of Mr. Ontes. It was very
likely that they would get through
Mr. Oates’ land uncaught, .but the pack
would probably find trouble there. But
that, as Monty Lowther observed, was
their own business.

Unfortunately for their calenlations, it
was tho hares that found the trouble,

As they came dashing ncross the
ficld, leaving the scent in their wake,
a good distance now shead of the pack,
a portly gentleman in gaiters, with a
very rwddy face, stopped from the farm-
liouse in the distance and sighted them.,

His ruddy face became ruddier at
the sight of the three schoolboys tearin
across his ficlds,. and leaving the tral
of torn paper. He waved a riding whip
in the air, and shouted to them.

“Hi, there!l Get off my land! Go
back! D’'you hear?”

The juniors apparently did nol hear.
They kept on, The stoub farmer began
running 1o intereept them,

“It’s all right1” panted Tom Merry.
“We shall get past before he can stop
us. The pack can talk to him 1”

The three juniors dashed on. The
fanner failed fo intercept them, but he
came thundering in Lheir wake, gasp-
ing for breath as hie ran.

“Hi, Garge! Hi, Joe !’ he roared.

Two stout countrymen appeared from
o haystack, with pitehforks in their
hands. They looked at the farmer, and
they looked at the vunning juniors,

“Slop 'em !” roared Mr. Oales. “Stop
'em! D’you hear?”

The two yokels stood in the path of
the Terrible Three, with the evident
intention of stopping them.

“Bump ’em over |” said Tom Merry.
“We can't stop now! I don't want
to go back and talk to Oates|”

“Ha, ha, ha! No!l”

But it was not so easy to bump over
the yokels, As the schoolboys bore
down upon them, they put up their
pitchforks in a defensive attitude, and
the Terrible Three had to halt. They
could not run on the prongs of the piteh-
forks, Garge and Joe grinned.

“Happen you'd betler stop,”

Garge,

“]E:t’s get by, like good chapsi” said
Tom Merry. .

But Carge shook his head. Evidently
he was not a good chap.

The Terrible Three Jooked back.
TFarmer Ontes was lumbering on, and he
had a big mastiff with him. The juniors
did not like the look of the farmer, and
they liked less still the look of the
mastiff. N

Tom Merry whistled softly.

“Tooks to me ns if we’'re in & fx1”
he murmured. .

“Dodge them across the ficld 1” said
Mauners,

But the farmer shouted again.

“Stop, you young raskils1 Fetch 'em,
Cesar ! eteh em 1"

He came panting up.

“You try to run, and Casar’ll stop

said
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vou fast enough |” he grunted, *Mark
'em, Ciesar|”

The mastiffi showed his teeth and
growled. Between the farmer and his
men and the mastiff, the unfortunate
hares had no chanco.  They had to
stop.

“Look here,” said Tom Merry,
“we've doing no herm trotting over
the field, Mr. Oates.”

The farmer grunted.

“Some of you was chasing my ducks
the other day I

'l'T]mi: wasn't us!  We wouldn’t do
it »

“Youre all the same,” said Mr.
Oates. “And ain't you seen the board:
‘Trespassers will be prosecuted.—By
horder * ¥
. “Yes; we thought that was your little
E:g:c, you know,” explained Monty

wther,

AMr. Oates grunted.

“You'll find it ain't a joke ! he said,
“You belong to St. Jim's, I s’poze?”

" Ahewm 17

“I'll soon find out. I'm going g
Ryleombo presently, and I'll take you in
the car and drive you up to the sc hool,”
said Mr. Qates. "I darec say your
‘eadmaster will recognise you.”

The juniors regurded one another in
dismay. To be taken back to St. Jim's
i My, Qales’ car, and delivered up to
the Head—it was not to be thought
of. But there was no eseape. Three
men and a mastif were moro than
a match for the three heroes of the
Shell.

“I say, My, Qates—" began Tom
Mervy.

The farmer interrupted him.

““Don't you say nothing,” he said.
“ULain't for you to talk. Bring 'em
along, Garge and Joe, and T'll lock ’em
up in the stable till we'vo ready to take
‘em to the school. Pass the word round
fo the other 'ands that there are a
maob of schoolboys yonder to be kept
off the land.”

And the Terrible Three, five minutes
later, were disposed of in Mr. Oates
siable, and a key was turned upon
them.

CHAPTER 6.
Escape !

1 Y only sainted avnt | groaned
i\iomﬁ Lowther.
£ dear 1”

“(reat pip!
f'I‘ha Terrible Three bemoaned their

ale.

The run thet had started so cheer-
fully scemed likely to end in_disaster.

They were locked up in Mr, Oates’
stable, end they had to remain there
till Alr. Oates took them to the Head.
The juniors knew what the result would
be. Dr, Holmes would have no choice
but to punich them for trespassing on
the [armer’s land.

“What a rotten end of a runl!” said

T?f% _Mer{y, o
isgustin
- Rotgt“en I"8
“The farmer’s men will be_keeping
the pack off, though,” said Tom

Meyry thoughtfully, after a pause.
“They'll have to go round, and it's s
good way If we could get out of this
we might get ahead of them still1”

"But wn can’t get out!”

YWe'll try 1”

Tom Merry tried the door of the
stable. It was scourely locked on the
ountside. There was n ladder into the
loft over the stable, and he mounted
into the loft. The loft doors were
closed, kvt there was a little window,
not made tc open. Tom Merry looked
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through the window. It eommanded
an extensive view of the country, T'ar
in the distance he could see back the
way they had come, and he caught
sight of the pack. More than ffly
fellows in Bt Jun’s eolours had been
stopped on the border of Mr., Oates’
ground by a group of farm labourers,
armed wilh pitchforks. The pack were
arguing hotly with the farmer's men,
who cvidently refused to let them
pass, and declined to listen to their
rensonmgﬂ.

“Well, Sister Anne, do you see any-
thing ¥ demanded Lowther.

The chums of the Shell had followed
Tom into the loft.

“They've stopped the pack,"”
Tom Morry.

“That's good ¥

“And I faney about all the farm
hands are over there—ncarly a quarter
of & mil~ away—blocking the way.”
Tomt Merry remarked, “If we could
get out of this there wouldn't be any-
body to stop us. The mastiff's over
{here, too. ‘}t's n case of all hands to
repel boarders.”

Monty Lowther looked from the little
window,

“I can’t see old Oates among them,”
he remarked.

“Well, wo could handle Qates by him-
self, wilhous Ins blessed mastiff and his
Garges and Joes with their pitchforks.”

“This window isn't made to epen.”

“Wea car change nll that, though, A
window enn be made to open by shoving
somelhing  through il It's quile
simple.”

“Iu, ha, La!"

It was ilte only way, and the Terrible
Three realised it. They did not want
to do any dnmage to Mr., Oates
praperty. and if they could have
opened the window without damaging
it, they would willingly have done so.
But it was evidently necessary to
smash ik, and the domage had ta be
risked,

Tom DMerry  looked round for a
weapon. Tliers was nothing but hay in
the loft.

“You two fellows hold me up, and
I'l! push my foot through it,” he said.

“That's the ideat”

Torr Merry mounfed on the shoulders
of his chums, and erashed his foot upon
the little window, The frail sashes and
the gla=s flew out togother.

Crash, erash, erash!

said

There was a shivering of broken
fragments of pglass on  the ground
puizide.

Tom Merry jumped down from his
chums' shoulders,

“PBuck up!” he said. “The farmer
will have hrard that.  We've got to
cleay before he can call his men back.”

“Quick’s the word, then ("

Tom Merry, carefully aveiding (ke
remaining f(rogments of glass, climbed
theough the little window, and hung on
oulside with his hands. There was a
drop of ten feet to the ground, hut
that did not trouble him much. Bui
just as he was ready to drop the stout
farmer came tearing round the stable.
He had heard tho smashing of the glass.

Mr. QOates stood petrified for &
moment oz he saw the shivered glass
on the ground, the broken window, and
the junior hanging to tha ledge.

Then he utlered an oath and strode

towards Tom Merry, grasping his
riding-whip.
Tom we= hanging in a specially

favourable position to be lashed with
the whip, and Mr. Oates had no doubt

that after a lash or twa the junior
would be glad (o scramble in at the
broken window again.

But he did not know Tom Merry.

As the portly farmer arrived bencath
him Tem Mevry let zo, and he fell and
landed fairly upon Mr, Qates’ broad
chest.

His fall was broken, and, by the
terrific roar the farmer gave, it might
fiave been supposed that he was broken,
too.

Mp, OQates rollod over on ta the
ground, and Tom Merry rolled aver

im.

“Quick " gasped Lowther.

He was out of the window in a twink-
ling, and he aropped and rolled on the
farmer's gaitered legs. Manners came
bounding down the next moment, an
bumped inte Mr. QOates’ chest. The
farmed gasped and roared.

“Ow, ow! Oh, Garge! Joe! Casar!
Yow! Yah!”

The gasping juniors scrambled up.
Tom Merry, with great Jpresence of
mind, picked up the %al'mer 5 whip, and
tossed it upon the roof of the stable.
Then the juniors ran.

The farmer staggercd up.

“Okt” he gasped: "“DOwl
Garge! Joel Groogh!”

He cast a vain glance round for his
whip, and then dashed sfter the juniors.

The farmer’s wife came running out
of the house ms they dashed away, but
they avoided a eollision and ran round
her, leaving the stout dame staring
blankly after them as they sped across
the fields.

“*Make for the
gasped Tom Merry.

“Right-ho "

They ran fleetly on. After them came
Myr. Oates, lumbering along like a run-
awny rhinoceros, and shouting to them
to stop—a thing they were very unlikely
to do in Lhe circumstances.

Tirld after field was crossed at a
terrific speed, and that speed told sooner
upon (he stout farmer than upon the
lithe juniors. My, OQales dropped
belind. At the end of the third field
the juniors looked back, and saw the
farmer at a standstill. Mr. Oates kad
Lialted wt the last fence, and was
shaking both fists after them iu help-
less ruge. .

The juniors halted, loo. The terrific
Lurst had almost winded them.

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry,
“That was & runl We're well out of
that 1

“He'll go up to the school and com-
plain for a eert,” said Manners. “Ep
can’t have liked our dropping on him |”

“Ta, ha, ha! No, come onl| Afler
all, he mayn't be able lo identify us
if he doer go to the Head. Sufficient
for the run is the trouble thercof, any-
way. Good-bye, Mr. Oales!”

Monty Lowther kissed his hand to
the enraged farmer,

“ (lood-bye, Bluebell "' he called out.
“We'll meet you round the bandstand
another time, ducky 1™

Whereat Mr. Oates seemod more
furious than ever. He began scrambling
over the fence, as if to toko up the
putsuit again, and the juniors started
to run once mmore, dropping the scent
as they roan.

In a few minutes more they were
past tha border of Br. Oates’ land, and
the farmer had disappeared from view,
They ran on at a more moderake pace
down btownrds the railway-line and the
level-crossing.

{Continved on the next pugel)

Cemsar |

level-crossing !

Make the Jester Smile and
Win a MATCH FOOTBALL!

Send your Joke to The GEM Jester,
I, Tallis House, John Covpenter Sireel,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

NOT A HIT! .
#Y¥ops,” said the actor, “I'm going to
retire.”
“¥You'll be missed when you leave the
stage,” said his friend. .
“Phat's just it—I'm tired of being
Lt !
A foolball has been awarded to
(i. Cordin, 107, Crown Btreet, Edge
Hill, Liverpool.

* - L]

TOO POLITE.
Clustomer: *Why is it that I mever
get what I ask for in this shop?”
Assigtant: ' Perbaps, madam, it is
because we are too polite !"
A foothall has been owarded to
P. Rowland, The Star Ion, Dang-
bourne, Berks.

L] L2 L]

CROOKED.

Two-Gun_Carson was playing poker
with some Kicking Mule punchers 1n the
Red Dog Saloon, when he suddenly
jumped up and drew his Colt threaten-
ingly. .

i oys,” he drawled, *this game ain't
being played on the level, Fuess.
Slippery S8am ain't playing the hand I
dealt him "

A special prize has been awarded to

N. Harris, Krrno, North Aunckland,

North Island, New Zealand.

» - -

SILLY QOOSEI
The teacher had told the story of the
goose that wanted to be a swan, and was

mocked st for it,
“And now," he concluded, "what's
the moral of it 7" K .
“A person should be satisfied with
being a goose | answered the dunce of

the class.

A foothall has been awarded to
R. Keating, 5, Bath View Terrace,
Mallow, Co. Cork, Ircland.

» ] ]

NOT TO-DAY!
1'wo Cockney friends met in hospital.
“'Allo, Bert!”
“Allo, Bill i
“Come in 'cre ter die?”
“Nah, yesterday!”
A foothall has been awarded to
M. O'Donchoe, 54, Ellison Road,
Streatham, London, 8.W.16.

% “ "

TRIALS OF ANOTHER BORT.
Old Gent: I suppose you've had a
lot of hard trials in your lime?”
Tramp: “ Yes, guy'nor, but only one

sontence |V

A football has heen awarded to
H. Jones, 46, Fairholme Avenue,
Ciidea Paork, Iissex.

Tug Cex Liprany.—No. 1,458,
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CHAPTER T.
A Daring Rescua !

HE Terrible Three chuckled as
thl_oiy ran. .
Liey had escaped, and if
there was to be trouble after-
wards, they could meet that when it
came. It was no use meeling trouble
half-way. They were still well ahead
of the pack. The pack would have to
go round Mr. Oates’ farm and pick up
the trail again on the other side, and
they wero evidently not round yet, for

the hares could see no sign of them.

The Werrible Three felt that they
were eutitled to take it n little ensy.

Ahead of them was lhe railway track,
witiL the level-crossing. Beyond thab
was the lane to Ryleombe and the run
home. It Jooked as if the hares would

et home easily ahend of the hounds.
%‘he level-crossing was approached biY
the gtile on either side, and the rail-
woy line was marked off by = low
fence.

There was n signal-box in the dis-
tance. As the juniors came runming
easily down the green slope towards the
railway they caught sight of the signal
and & train in the distance.

“That's the London express,” said

Manners. “Better wait for it to go by.
1t passes this level-crossing jolly
quick |

“*Right-ho 1*

And the juniors slackened down to &
wall; but suddenly, ms they sauntered
on towards the stile, Tom Merry gave
a jump.

“Great Seott ! he ejaculated.
“What's the matter 1”

Tom Merry did not reply. His face
had gone suddenly white. Without a
word; he broke into & desperate run for
the level-crossing. .

There was a screech from the engine
as the train came thundering along the
line. For a moment Manners and
Lowther believed that Tom Merry had
taken leave of his sepnses. Then they
saw what he had seen.

In the very centre of the railway
track was a {ittle girl of five or six,
playing with & doll, and the high hedge
hid her from the view of the man in
the signal-box, and until he rounded
the bend the engine-driver could mnot
see her; and then, of course, 1t would
be too late!

The unconccious child was in the
path of the express, her innocent face
bent over tho doll in carnest interest,
while r horrible death was rushing
down upon her st lightning speed.

The juniors turned white as chalk.

They halted, petrified.

The train would, be by in a few
geconds, before they could reach their
chum to drag him back from death, for
they lknew that Tom Merry meant to
das u?on the railway track and drag
the child to safety.

They felt sick.
 “There’s no time[” panted Lowther.
“He'll he— i

Ha could not finish. They walched,
their brains in a whirl of horror.

A shriek again from the engine!

The child, startled, looked round.
Tom Merry did not elimb the stile; he
cleared it at a single bound.

Then he was upon the track.
h'le train was rushing down

1m.

[ —

upon
The engine-driver had seen all

now, and his face was white, It was
too late to stop the thundering
express,

Tom Merry grasped the child.
He could almost feel the rushing
Ture Gem Lirary.—No, 1,458,

engine upon him, He mada ona des-
perate bound for safety, with the child
in_his arms.

He was rolling on the ground the
next moment, and the train was roar-
ing by with o thunder of wheals,

The express rozred on, and Tom
Moerry staggered up dazedly

The child was in his arms, unhurt,
The junior gazed almost stupidly after
the vanishing train He had suc-
ceeded, Lbut he had been o near to
death that his brain was swimming with
the reaction.

Not till the train had passed could
Manners and Lowther see him again,
pnd for those horrible seconds they did
not know whether their chum was
under the grinding wheels. But when
the exprees had flashed by, they saw
him standing on the farther side of the
track, holding the little girl, who was
erying with alarm.

“Tom |7 yelled Maunners and
Lowther,

“It—it's all right!” gasped Tom
Merry,

A freckled, fresh-faced young woman
pame rumming from the adjoinming field,
shrieking hysterically. She clasped
the little girl from Tom Merry’s arny
weeping over her.

“It's all right now, miss,” said Tom
Merry, “She's not hurt|”

The girl could not reply. Bhe could
only sob. The juniors understood that
the child was her sister, and the young
woman had seen her on the rmilway
track only when Tom Merry seized her
to spring for safety.

She could mot speak, but the child
was speaking, chiefly worried by the
loss of her doll, and far from
realising the fearful danger sho had
escaped.

“It's all right now,” said Tom
Morry comfortingly, *Nothing to ery
about now, you know.”

“(Oh, thank you—thank you! What
would mother have said if—iF——"

She could say no more.

“Jolly glad we came by in time!”
gaid Tom Merry.

And the juniors nodded and walked
on,

Manners and Lowther regarded their
chuim with somewhat peculiar locks.
Tom Merry was silent. He had
passed through the valley of death,
and for the moment his sunny face was
clouded.

“Well, Tom?* said Manners at last.

"Well 7" said Tom Merry, coming

out of his reverie with a start.
“¥You awful assl?
" ?,I

“Vou frabjous fathead [ said
Manners, in measured tones. “Do you
know when you started to run for that
kid there simply wasn't a dog's chanee
for you?”

Tom Merry smiled faintly.

“I'm afraid I dido’t stop to think,”
ho replied.

“Just like you,
Lowther.

“I suppose so,”” said Tam.

“Aod we both think you're au ass
and the best silly idiot in the world "
exglaimed Manners.

“ Checse it 17 said Tom Merry,

“You—you don't know what we felt
like when we had to wait for the train
to go by before we could see you,™
said Manners. “0h, Tom, you fat-
head [?

“[t's all serene, anyhow !'" said Tom
Merry. “DBut not & word about Lhis at
the school.

“Why not?” demanded Lowther.

“Ie’s afraid of being made & giddy

wasn't  it?” said
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hero|” grinned Muanners, “Why, I
was thinking out & s]l‘alenchd descriptive
article for the ' Weekly '—"

“Look here—"

“And I'm going to do a poem on the
subject for the 'Weekly,”” said
Lowther. “ Something in the form of a
limerick—Ilike thia:

“There’s a champion duffer named

BTTY,
Who's a very soft idiot—very——

“That's all right for the beginning,
isn't it? Very deseriptive, snd—"

“Oh, dry up, Monty| Look here,
don’t jaw about this at the school, or it
will come out that we're the threa chaps
wha were on Mr. Oates’ land, and
jumped on him from his own window.
JWe don't want to give ourselves away.”

“Something in that,” said Lowther,
with a nod. "“But you are entitled to
march home with musical honours—* See
the Conquering Hero Uomes' you
know—"

“Shut up!” roared Tom Merry.

But it was agreed that the adventure
should not be mentioned. The story
would infallibly lead to the identifica-
tion of the Terribla Three as the juniora
who had handled Mr. Oates so roughly.
The hares arrived at the school, and
they changed out of their running
cloihes, and they were cheerfully sitting
down to tea in the siudy when the pack,
tired and cxasperated, came straggling
in.

CHAFTER B,
Facial Disguise !

liBAI Jove! Here the boundahs
arel”

Arthur  Augustus  D'Arey

made that remark es he locked
into Tom Merry’s study.

The passage was crowded with tired
and muddy hounds.

The Terrible Three grinned st them
serenely.

#(Got home?” asked Lowther, in sur-
prise. “Didn't expect you yet.”

“Look rather n muddy crowd, don't
they 77 remarked Manners, “You want
a wash; Gussy."

“Yaas, wathah!| T think I do," said
D'Arcy. “I have had a tussle with a
wuff farmah man. He wanted to pwe-
vent me fwom followin’ the twack, you
kiow, and, of course, I imsisted upon
passin’. And the wuff beast dwopped
me into a ditch, you know.”

““Ha, ha, ha !t

“There is nothin’® to laugh at, deah
boys, It was wotten.”

“Wo had to go round Oates' land, and
picked up the trail st the level-crossing,”
said Blake. “Of course, we should have
caught you if it hadn't been for old
Qates.”

" Rats !f'

“We understood from the farmer's
men that they had locked you up in a
stable,” said Herries. “How did you
get away "

“Rtone walla do not a prison make,
nor iran bars o cage,” said Monty
Lowther. *“Wa hopped it. Uo and
wash yourself. T told you we should be
having tea when you came back—so we
gre. Seat|”

And the muddy pack scattered.

“Beaten thosa kids!” sald Mont
Lowtler, eracking a fourth egg, witi
great satisfaction. “Of course, they
didn't have a look in "

“0f course not|” said his chums, in
lizarty agreement.

“But I jolly well hope old Ontes won’t
be along here to-morrow morning witha



EVERY WEDNESDAY

iddy complaint,” said Lowther. “He
ooked very waxy when wae left him.”
1 don’t suppose he'll be able to pick
ns out,}” said Tom Merry thoughtfully,
“If he complains that three fellows have

trespassed on his land, he'll have to
identify them. We shall lock a bit
different in Etons, you know. He saw
us in running-things. Aud we might
make ourselves look a hit dilferent, too.”™
_ “Good egg! Wc'll disguise ourselves
if he comes to identify us!” said
Lowther, with a chuckle. “T can squint
when T like. You ean pull your faces
a_ differeut way, you know, and look
ltllﬁ't’:rcnt. Let's do some practice after
ea.”

“Good egg! We'll disgnise ourselves
if he comes nlong to lodge a complaint,”

And when tea was over the Terrible
Three did some practice before the
glass, and pulled the most horrible faces,

Blake looked into the study later, and
he gave quite a start as he saw Monty
Lowther  squinting  horribly,  and
Manners with his mouth twisted np one
side, and Tem Merry wrinkling his
brows in & dreadful frown.

Blake stured et them blankly.

“Gane dotty " he asked.

Lowther squinted at him, and Blake
backed out in alarm.

The Terrible Three burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! It's sll right, Blake.”

“What on earth S

“We're practising disguising our
chivvies in case Oates comes along to-
morrow,” Monty Lowther explained,
“Do you think he'll know me with that
squint "

“Hap, ha, ha! T fancy not! It makes
you look horribly ugly,” said Blake.
“Buk it's a different kind from your
natural Jooks—"

“What "

“Why not try to make-up as a good-
looking chap " suggested blake. “T'hen

4 ler
A

il

As the portly farmer arrived bensath the stable window, Tom Marry lot go.
And by the terrific roar the farmer gave it might have been suppoeed that hs

broad chest, and hls fall was broken,

was broken, too [

11

there wouldu't Le the slightest risk of
idenlification—"

A volume of Viegil hurtled througl
the air, and Blake retreated, chuckling,
into the passage, and slammed the door
just in time.

That the incensed Mr. Oates would
comne up to the school to complain was
certain, As had happened once before
on & somewhat similar occasion, the
Head would order the boys to be as-
sembled, and the farmer would have to
identify the culprits, And if he sue-
ceeded in identifying them, there would
be a painful interview with the Head
afterwards,

The scheme of altering their faces so.
g3 to escape identification seemed an
excellent one to the juniors, and they did
a considerable amount of practica,

When they came down to the Common-
room, after finishing their preparation
that evening, they had on what Lowther
called their new faces.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, turning his eyeglass upon
them as they came in. *Gweal Scott !
What's the mattah with your eyes,
Lowthah ¥

* Ass!™ said Lowther.

“Wreally, deah boy—"

Lowther squinted at him,

“Do you recognise me?" he demanded,

“Yaas, you assl”

“Well, Oates doesn't know me so well
83 you do. The squint will do for him.
He'll remember seceing a nice-looking

chap, and he won't koow me if
squint.”

“Bai Jove! That’s wathah a good
ideah 1” said the swell of Bt. Jim's
thoughtfully. “The old boundah is
sute to como and complain.  DBut why

-l

"’(:Wﬁ/%/
o "/Z///’
: 7

The junior landed upon Mr. Oatea"
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not disguise yourselves pwopally, deah
boys? You could put on false mous-
taches—"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“I fail to see any cause for laughtah
in that wemark. There is nothin' like a
false moustache for a weally good
disguise.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roaved Bluke. i |
think I can sce Railton's face when he
ﬁn?s three kids in Hall with mousiaches
onl”

"Bal Jove! I nevah thought of (lat,
you know 1”

‘““Ha, ha, ha [

Figigins of the New House lookad .
Lowther squinted at him, and Figgina
stared.

“Got a pain anywhere, Lowiher ” he
asked.

“Oh, you gsa!” said Lowther crossly.
“Do you recognize me, too?”

YKnow that face anywherc!"” said
Figgins cheerfully, “You don't ofteh
see a face like yours, Lowther, excepting
on some old-fashioned gargoyles i

“Look here, you New House
bounder—"
“What's the news, Tiggy?"' asked

Tom Merry. “Have you como over to
tell us something? Is Ratty on the
warpath again?”

Figpins grinned.

“Yes. He's as mad as a hatter. He
says somebody has been larking with the
telophone. Wa were able to prove an
alibi, so it's all right for ps.”

. “Telephone?” said Monty Lawther
innocently, * Anything gone wrong with
Mr. Rateliff’s telephonot”

“No; it scems thal Snorks, the
butcher, has rung him up to ask him
whether he must have the legs of mutton
and pork cheps at a quarter to eloven,
a5 his man usually goes on his rounds a
little carlier. Ratty was nstounded, It
seems that somebody has telephoned to
Snorks to deliver legs of mutton and
pork chops te Ratty to-morrow morning
at a guarter to eleven, and Snorks says
he was phoned from here. Ratty had
us all up and questioned us; but the
«mly phone in lthe New House is in his
own study, sa he couldn’t make out that
any of us had done it. Quecr, 1sa't it

::Awfully queer,” said Manners.

Has he countermanded the order for
the pork chops and legs of mution?™
asked Lowther,

“Of course, they won’t be delivered
now,” said Figgins. *‘I wondered if you
fellows knew anything about if.”

“Us1” said Tom Merry, “Why, what
should we know about if%”

P‘1ggms chuckled.

"‘Well, I thought you might,” he eaid,

I shouldn’t be  surprised if some
other tradesmen have had orders on the
telephone,” Monty Lowther remarked
dreamily,  “These things do happen,
you know,”

': Yaas, wathah 1"

.“Then it was you, you bounder ! said
Figgina, “Well, I don’t mind; he's our
Housemaster, but we don't own him.
Ho's o rank outsider 1

“Figgy, old man, you're talking sense.
Come and have somwo of these chestnuts,”
said Blake affectionately.

And Figgins did; and the rivals of 8t.
Jim's parted on the best of terms.

CHAPTER 9.
Prompt Delivery !
R, RATCLIFF was looking o
little sourer than nsnal as he
went into the Iifth Form

Room the next morning,

Mr. Rateliff was Form-master of the
Toe GeM Liskary.—No. 1,458.

Fifth, and the Fifth were not proud of
him. Being a senior Form, they were
exempi from caning, otherwise there
would have been some smarting palms
in the Fifth Form Room that morning.

“Looks ratty, doesn't he™ murmured
Lefevee of the Fifth, as Mr, Rateliff
came in. ‘“What’s been upsetting his
nibs, Cutts "

Cutts shook his head.

“Blessed if T know. I know we're
guing to have 4 rotten morning

“Somebody’d been rotting him on the
telephone  yesterday,” said Bray, "I
heard in the New House somebody had
phoned for legs of mutton and things to
be delivered to Ratty this morning, and
Ratty can’t get on to who did it. It
wasn't anybody in the New House, 1
know that. He ecan’s prove it was a
St. Jim's chap at all, Anybody might
have used the telephone anywhere.”

“Silenca here, please,” said Alr.
Rateliff, looking round sourly. *' Kindly
remember that you are in the Iorm-
room, ‘This is not & junior Form, kindly
remember, and T decling to allow
chattering and whispering.”

The I'ifth Formers looked daggers at
their Form-mastor, Tt was evident that
Ratty was more ratty than ever that
morning.

Lessons had hardly started in the
Fifth Form Room, however, hefore they
weve interrupted.

There was a (ap at the door, and
Taggles, the =chool porter, put his
liead in.

Myr. Ratcliff looked round angrily.

“¥You should not come here when
lessons  are on, Taggles,” he said
sharply “You should know better, my
man, Go away at onee !

“Wery  well,  sir,”  said
sulkily, ' but wot—"

“Kindly go 1™

“¥es, sir; but wot am I to do with
the footballg?*

Mr. Ratcliff stared at him,

""Are you intoxicated, Taggles?” he
rasped ouk.

“No, I win’t, sir,” said Taggles very
gruflly, “and I don't take it kindly, sir,
that you should insinivate that I am,
siv, The 'Bad, sir, is puffickly satisfied
with my conduct; an’ if you am't
salisfied, sie——"

“I1f you are not intoxicated, what do
you mean by coming hera with a
vidieulous question? I know nothing
about foolballs, I take no interest in
such frivolous things, as you should
know.”

“AIr, Rutter's man says as "ow ‘e was
hinstructed to wait for the money, sir.”

“What! The money for what?”

“The footballs, sir, and the faothall
jerseys wot you hordered,”

" Mr. Ratclif seemed rooted to the

QoT.
“Foothalls! Toothall
Ordered by me | he exclaimed,

“Yeg, sir, they've come.”

“1 did not order them.”

“Which Mr. Rutter’s man says as "ow
'a was specially hinstrueted to deliver
them at ‘arf-past nine this mornin’ to
you personally, sir.”

‘It is some idiotic mistake. Tell the
man I have not ordered anything of tha
kind and have had no communieation
with Mr. Rutter, They may be for Mr.
Railton, I have no use for such non-
sense. Tell the mano to go away.™

“Wery well, sir.”

Taggles retired, shutting the door
with more foree than was really
necessary, and Mr, Ratcliff, very muclh
ruffled, went on with the Fifth.

The Fifth were grinning. They sus-
peeted a jape, and they were not sorry.

Five minutes later Taggles was back
again, He knocked at the Form-room

Teggles

jerseys!
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door and opened it, and looked in with
a tecidedly surly expression.

The Fifth Form master glared at him
as if he would eat him,

“Well, what is it? he snapped.

"The man says as 'ow there's no
mistiake, sir, The footballs and things
were hordered by you over the telephone
yesterday afterngon,”

Mr. Rateliff breathed hard. He began
o understand. He remembored the mis-
understanding with Mr. Snorks, the
butcher,

“Tell the man I did not order them,”
he said. “It was a joke of somebody—
somebody I do not as yeb know, And
don't come back here again. I refuse
to hear anything further on the subject.
Ga away at once "

Tageles grunted and went. BMr. Rat-
cliff swept his Form with a furious
glance.

“There is no oecasion for merriment
in this ridiculous occurrence,” he said,
“The next boy who laughs will be re-
ported to the Head for impertinence.”

And the Fifth Formers tried not to
langh, The lessons went on, Mr. Rat-
¢lif ragging the seniors with all his
great powers in that line. Ee was just
making Lefevre feel that life was not
worth living in "a world where there
were such poets as Horace, and such
Form-masters as My, Ratcliff, when
Taggles locked in again,

Lefevre, who would hava welcomed an
earthqugke at that moment, was glad
to see him. DBut Mr, Rateliff was not.
He had succeeded in confusing Lefevre
lo such a point that the Fifth Former
was i a ptate of uiter misery, and
naturally the master did not like to be
interrupted.

He gave Taggles a savage glare.

“I told you not to return to mé about
those foothalls, Taggles. How daré-you
disobey my orders! I refuso to hear
anytliing more about the matter! Mr.
Rutter may take what measures he

pleases, I will not hear a word about
the matter, I—*
“Tgin’t  that matter, sir,” said
Taggles surlily, “It's the armchair,”
“What [

“The armechair’s come.”

“Are you mad?”’ shricked Mr. Rat-
cliff. “What arinchair?”

“TFrom Robinson’s, sir.”

“Robinson's. Who iz Robinson?”

*Furniture dealer in Wayland, sir.
They’ve sent a man over with it special,
as you wanted it at a quarter to ten this
morning without fail. The man says
hie's brought the bill by your special in-
structions, sir, and ‘e’s waitin’ to be
paid.”

“I know nothing about an armchair "
shouted Mr, Ratcliff. “I have never
heard of Robinson’s, and I have not
grdered an armchair 'Tell the man so,
Don’t come back to tell me what he
suys, I refuse to know what he says
Tell him to take the chair away, and
don't come back here.”

Taggles breathed hard mnd retired.
Taggles was petting into a bad temper
himself by this time. He met Tahy,
the page, in tho passage, and confided
to him that Mr. Ratelifl waa either mad
or drunk, he didn't know which; but the
odds wera on the madness.

In the Fifth Form Room only Mr.
Rateliff’'s fierce eyes kept the fellows
from bursting imta a roar of laugliter.
It was evidently a “rag ” and a rag of
unusual richness. The TFirth Form
master was so agitated that he began to
inake mistakes himself, instead of
cutching his pupils in mistakes, and un-
fortunately at that moment hé was
tackling Cutta.

Cutts was as cool as an iceberg, and

{Continued «t foor of nexl page.)
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Champions of Speed and Sport! :

Pen portraits of the subjects of this week's Free Gifts that
will add a new interest to the pictures.
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W. R. HAMMOND.—Holder of the
record for the biggastu score in inter-
national ericket, Wally " Hammond,
Gloucestershire and England all-rounder,
has been in “big" ericket for Afteen
years, and he is still young enough to
have muny more seasona ahead of him.
His batting record was 336 not out (ten
6's and 23 4's!) ngaingt New Zealand,
in 1033, At fielding, he created another
record by catching ten Surrey batsmen
in one match. e is generally considered
the fincst living slip-fielder—and ns a
change bowler he is worth his place in
any side,

ERNST HENNE.—Whai Sir Maleolin
Camphbell has been doing in tho motor-
racing world for the past few yeurs, lirnst
Henne, Germany's champion motor-cycle
speed-king, hoa been doing on his two-
wheelers. Hiz stresmlined B.M.W. two-
wheelers have now held the world'a
motor-cycle record, on and off, for the
past seven years. In the summer of
1835, he reached 154 m.p.h., and now his
super-speadiron is being tuned-up for an
attempt to reach three miles a minuts !
Henne also holds the sidecar record, at
128 m.p.h.

H. I. BROOK,—Twelve months after
he learned to fly, thiz world-famous
airman broke the most coveted long-
distance sole record in aviation—the
Australin-England record. Beven days
19 hours, and 50 minutes after taking off
from Dorwin, Auvstralia, in hiz Miles
Faloon cabin monoplane, he reached

Lympne, England, beating the previous
best time for the flight by several hours.
Brook hns been called the * hard hack ™
airman, so often have his record-attempts
been ruined by misfortune, But this
plucky Yorkshireman showed the world
by his Australia-England flight that a
stout heort and a fast British plane can
beat the bad-luck bogey in the long run !

H.M.S. CODRINGTON.—Destroyers are
somelimes called the * greyhounds of the
sea,” and TILMS. Codrington, fastest
destroyer in the British Navy, certainly
deserves that litle. On her trials, in
rough waler, she pvernged 39 knots for
four gea-miles, which works out at well
over forty miles an hour in terms of land-
speed.  You imagine a 332 feet long
warship eleaving the water ot that speed,
and you'll get some idea just what it
means. The Codringlon was built in
1930, carrics 8 crew of 185, and has
engines of $0.000 horse-powoer.

MAX GROSSKREUTZ.—Never ask Max
what hia full Christion names are—he's
a bil touchy on that point. Between
you and me, though, they've Maximilian
Octavius—still, stick to plain ' Max ¢
Thiz great speed-champion first sprang
to fame in 16828, when he won the
Australisn S8peedway Cliampionship. Since
then he has ridden on practically every
track in Britain and ** down under,” and
holds the remarkable record of being the
only Australinn to have ridden in every
Test matech sinee 1830, Yo is amazingly
strong, ond has survived accidents (hub
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would have put moat other riders out of
the speed pame for life. As a matter of
fact, he's been reported killed no less than
throp times, yet has still bobbed up
smiling !

CAPT. R. B. IRVING.—You've probably
never heard of this great seaman in your
life; that's because he's just about the
most modest famous man in the world.
Hin job is captaining the Majestic, the
biggest British liner nfiost, which is a
mighty big iu‘b. He has to look after a
56,621 ton liner travelling at 25 knota,
& crew of 700, a passenger complement
of over 3,600, and & set of engines totalling
64,000 horss-power, To do all that at
one time, even with able msaistance, i
a job for which super-seamen only need
apply !

GRAF ZEPPELIN.—This giant German
airghip has already flown over a million
miles—and she’s still going sirongl
Her job is to carry meails and passengers
from Europe to Pernambuco, South
America—and shs does it at 80 m.p.h. |
The first Transatlantic flight wea made
in 1920, since when she hes made over
a hundred sirnilar voyasges. It's a great
tribute 1o this giant gusbeg—and to her
degigner-coramander, Dr. Hugo Eckener
—thnt in &ll the meny miles she haa flown,
she lLias never met with & serious accident.
The Graf Zeppelin is, in faot, the only
completely succeseful giaat airship ever
built.

VICKERS VICTORIA TROOP-CARRY-
ING PLANE.—One of the latest idews in
military tactics is to carry troopa into
aclion arcas by means of specially-designed
planes known as troop-carrisrs. The
Vickers Victoria mechine which we show,
ia tho fastest plane of this typo in the
R.A.F. Carrying 22 men, with full
piuipment, she rushes them into action
at 110 m.p.h.  Alternatively, she cun be
used for transporting ammunition and
guns,

UL R T T T e T T R G AT

Le avenged the sufferings of Lis Form-
fellows upon Mr. Ratclif by catching
the master, and showing him up, and
making him admit that he was wrong.

Mr. Ratclilf was by this time in a
state of mind bordering on homicidal
mania. Then eame another tap at the
dooy, and Tagglos presented himself.

There was & suspicion of a grin on
Taggles' rugged face.

“Please, sir, the stuff's come from AMr,
Bunno's.”

“What 1”

“The jam-tarts and eakes, sir,”

“This—this is a plot!” gasped DMy,
Rateliff, as the Fifth burst inlo an irre-
pressible chuckle. “Ti is a. vile plot.
Do you mean to say, Taggles, that Mr.
Bunn has delivered goods here in the
belief that they were ordered by me.”

“¥Yes, sir. Two ’wnudred jam-taris,
sir, and one 'undred pound-cakes, sir,”

“I refuse Lo accept the goods! Jam-

tarts [ Good hcavens! e, Bunn
must be mad! What can he suppose I
want  with two i

hundred jam-taris?”
shricked Mr. Rateliff. “Te{] the man
to take them back. Tell him to tell his
master that he is a fool. Go away at
onee.”

“¥es, sir,"

“Lefevre, you were laughing. Take
& hundred lines! Culis, how dare you
lnugh? 'Take five hundred lines! Take
five hundred lines, Prye !

And the Fifth did not lavgh any more.

Mr. Ratcliff was raging, Ha could
hardly control himself sufficiently to go
on with the lesson. But by the time he
bad settled down another interruption

was due.  The Sehool porter put his
head into the Forni-room.

“II vou please, sir—=>"

Mr. Rateliff turned round with alwost
a yell,

“How dare you come here again,
Taggles? Go away instautly!”

* But the clothes have come, sir.”

Ihe—the what "

“Tlo ready-made clothes from Mr.
Wiggs, sir.  Fifty of 'ein, sir. Tho man
‘as ”thc Lill, sir; one hundred guineas,
sir,
“It's a wicked plot. I did not order
them. Taggles, if anytling moro is de-
livered at the school for me, refuse to
take it in. I have ordered nothing.
Now go away, and dou’t come back.
Do you understand 27

“Yes, sir,” said Taggles.

Mr. Ratelif mopped his perspiring

row.

“I—1 shall leave you for a short
tine,” he rapped out.” “I feel too dis-
turbed to contitue the lesson, Lefevre,
I leave you in charge here. If there is
any negleet of your work, you will
answer for it to me.”

And Mr, Ratcliff strode out of the
Forin-room and slammed the door be-
hind hiin.

The Fifih Formers burst inte a yell
of luughter as scon ae he had gone. "In
the passage Mr. Ratcliff came suddenly
upon Taggles talking to Toby.

U158 pmad,” said Taggles—" mad as a
'aller] Hordered things right and left
by telephone, and now 'e won’t take
em! Bhouldn't wonder if they sum-
monses Tim—"

“Taggles 1"

“Ho! I—I didn’t see you, sir! You
moves 50 quiet [ said Taggles.

“You were speakiug of me, Taggles.”

“Ho, no, siv]! I was a-talkin' about
the weather, sir,” said Taggles. “Looks
to mc like more rain to-day, sir—don’t
you think?"

Al'. Ratclif did not state what he
thought on that subject. Taggles re-
tired, to send away Mr, Wiggs' man
with the fifty two-gninea suits. Mr.
Rateliff took a turn in the quadrangle
to calm himself. He realised that he
was the vietim of n joke, and he had an
uncasy ruspicion that there was nmovre to
come. His suspicion was well-founded,

A few minutes later he caught sight of
the chiemist’s boy from Mr, Pilbury’s in

the village, with a parcel, outside
Taggles’ lodge, arguing hotly with
Taggles.

Mur. Rateliff swept down upeon them.

“What is it—what is it?” he de-
manded.

“Please, sir, I've brought the cod-
liver oil, sir, and Mr. Taggles says it
win't ordered, sir,” said Mr. Pilbury's

0y.

* Cod-liver oil!” gasped Mr. Ratcliff,

“Yes, sir. Twenty large-sized bottles.
Ordered by telephone yesterday.”

“T'ake 1t away 1" shrieked Mr, Rat-
cliff. “I did not order it!”

“But I took down the order myscli,
sir, when you was talking to Mr. Pil-
bury over the telephong, sir.”

“I did not order it, I tell youl
an infamous plot! Take it away |

The chemist’s boy picked up his big

parcel.
Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,458.
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“Very well, sir. 'Ere's the bill.2

“Pake it awayl” 2

“Will you pay now, sirl”

fGol"

The chemist’s boy cast an alarmed
look at Taggles, and Taggles, taking
advantage of the fact that Mr. Rat-
clifi’s back was turned to him, tapped
his forehead significantly. The chemist’s

boy whistled softly, understanding what
that meant. .
Unfortunately, Mr. Ratcliff turmed

round just in time to ocatch Taggles in
the act. He gave the school porter a
thunderous look.

“Taggles, what do you meant What

are you doing 7"
: | gl | H
ead, sir, said

“ Seratchin’ my .
Taggles innocently, * No ’arm in that,
gir, I opel”

Mr. Ratcliff strode away without re-
plying. He was almost at boiling-poind.
The chemist’s boy shouldered his pareel
and retrecated, with the firm conviction
that Mz, Ratclif was mad, and he left

Taggles with the same conviction.

CHAPTER 10.
Cheap Coal [
6 ERE we are again!” said
Monty Lowther gonially.
At  eleven o’clock the

juniors were allowed out of
the clazs-room for a quarter of an hour,
They came trooping out into the sunny
quadrangle in great spirits, The Fifth
wera out, too, and the talk of the
Fifth was very interesting to the
juniors. It showed them that the jape
upon the Fifth Iorm master had
worked quite satisfactorily.
"““Pha coal hasn't been delivered yet,”
Tom Merry remarked, with a glance uf
the elock tower. *It's just eleven.”

“J wanted that to Le delivered under

my petsonal supervision,” remarked
Lowther, “I told them that on the
telephone.”

“Ha, ha, ha[*

“I say, Ratty's in a stato of Junacy,”
said .FLElgins, jﬂinmg the chums of the
School House. “He's just gone inta the
New MHouse, looking as if he wanted to
commit nine or ten murders all at
once [

“Hﬂq. ha, ha 1M

“Any of you young rascals been tele-
phoning to tradesmen?” asked Cutts,
stopping to inquire of the juniors.

“Us ! said Tom Merry. “ My dear
Cutts, how can you ask such a thing 7”

“Wags, wathah, Cuttel I wepard you
as a suspicious boust, you know [”

Cutts laughed and walked away. Ie
was pretty sure of the matter, but it
was no business of his. He enjoyed the
ragging of Mr, Ratclif as much as

anvone,

Tom Merry & Co, waited for the
arrival of tha conl. Thoey gathered
round the side entrance, where the vans
would arrive, and it was Blake who first
caught sight of them, and shouted to his
comrades.

"“"HHere they come ™

“Hurrah [*

A line of coal-vans were coming along,
with grimy men upon them, and big
dray horses pulling along that huge con-
signment of coal for Mr. Ratelilf.

The juniors simply yelled at the sight.
_ Tho joke had gpread amang the
juniors now, and nearly all the tellows
who saw the coal-vans knew that their
arrival was due to Monty Lowther’s
humorous activity with the telephone.

The vans drew up at the tradesmen’s
gate.

A huge, broad-shonldered, dusty giant
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desconded from the foremost van and
rang the bell. He looked in surprise at
the yelling juniors, Ta the coalman
there was nut‘hing[surpriam Or Comic in
the delivery of fifty tons of good houto
coal nt forty-five shillings a ton. But
to the St. Jim’s juniors it seemed very
funny indeed.

It was Toby, the page, who came
down to the gate. Toby locked at the
coalman and at the coal-vans, and
seemed surprised.

“«J didn’t know there was any coal
hordered,” eaid Tohy. “It amn’t for tho
Gchool 'Ouze, I'm sure of that.”

The coalman cousulted his bill.

“Mr. Rateliff, New 'Onse,” he said.

Toby jumped. He had heard of the
varions articles that had arrived for the
New House master that morming, and
he thoupht he could guess
what the arrival of the coal
meant.

“\Ow much 1s there?”
asked Toby faintly.

“Jifty tons of 'ouse coal,”
said the coalman,

“Tifty tons! My word!"

“Where am I to deliver
it 7" nsked the man, **Didn’t
vou know it was ordered?”

“Mhat I didn't,” said
Toby, with a chuckle; “and
I dare say Mr. RatelifE
didn’t either. My word!
T'd better tell 'in afore you
take it in. Whait ‘ere.”

“Wot am I to wait for?”
demanded the coalman

“1 think there’s a mis-
take.”

“Mhere's no  mistake.
Fifty tons of ‘omso coal—
an’ ‘ere’s the hinvoiee 1V

“Vou wait Terol” said '
Toby. i

And Toby scuttled off, The :
coalman grunted. His mates,
wha had descended from
their wvans, grunted, too. :
They didn’t sce why they =y
should have to wait. The -
either,

ling to

juniors didn’t see it
and they were wil
giva advice,

“ Botter get the coal in,”
said Monty Lowther. “I'll
show you the way, if you
like, You come this way to
the back of the New House,
and shoot it into the cellar.
Quite simple !"”

“Thank you, sir!” said
the coalman., “It'll take us
a lidy time to empty that
lot, and we've got other
jobs for this afternoon.”

“Draw it mild, Monty!”
murmured Tom Merry.

Lowther looked at him in
Surprise.

“Ay dear Tomn, surely
you don’t want this pgood
man to waste his time, He's
got plenty to do to deliver
fifty tons of coal ut a sack a time, and
get back to his dinner. It would be o
shame if he were kept waiting for his
dinner.”

" Yaas, wathah |

“This way,” said Monty Lowther.
“T']]l show you where the New House
coel-shoot is, and you can do the rest.”

“Thank you kindly, sir1”

“Not at all! This way I

And Monty Lowther started off to
show the way, followed by a long line
of coalmen, cach bending under the
weight of a sack of good house coal,

The juniors locked on with great
enjoyment.

“The New House hasn't got anccom-

 Man
to dellver that coal ! !
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modation for filty ton of coal at once,”
murmured Kerr.

"Ha, ha, ha ¥

“] dare say they’ll find rocom some-
where,” grinned Blake, “If the cellars
won't hold it, they can pile it in the
garden.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Meanwhile, Toby waa leoking for Mr.
Ratclif. Ho found the New House
master in his study in the New House,
where he hod retired for a nerve rest.
He glared at Toby as the cheerful youth
in buttons presented himself. Mr. Rat-
oliff would have glared at any visitor
he had received at that moment,

“Well, what is 149" he snapped.

“Jf you please, sir, the coal’'s come

“What coal?” asked Mr. Ratelifl,

i

“Fifty tong of 'ouse coal, sir, for the
New 'Ouse.”

“1 did not order it! Tell the men lo
take, it back! X rcfuse to take it] I
refuse to bandy worda on tho subject!
Toll the men to take it back! Do you
hear 7%

“¥es, sir,” said Toby.

“(io nt once! Not a word morel
Col”

Toby went. IHe hurried back to the
gates, and to his dismay, found (hat
consignment of house coal in the full
process of delivery. A long line of coal-
men followed ono another to the New
Houso, delivering coals. An_obliging
junior had slipped into the IIouse and

Stop 1" exclaimed Nr. Ratcliff, as the burly
Crash | went the coal, an
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opencd the coal-shoot, and the sackiuls
wera descending inte it one after
another.

Toby gasped nt the sight.

“Look ’ere!” he exclaimed. “You'ra
not to deliver that coal, Mr. Ratcliff
seya as' "ow it wasn't hordered, an’
you're to take it back!”

The coal foreman grunted.

"It was hordered, and my horders
was to deliver it,” ho said, “An' we'vo
put in three tons alrcady!|”

refuse to hear a word on the subject,
Ga !*

““But, sir—*
“Gol Leave this room|*

Toby had no choice but to go. He
had done his best, and if Mr. Ratcliff

refused to hear him he could do no
more. He went.
Mr. Rateliff sat down again, fuming,

He was getting into a homicidal tempor.
But his repose was soon disturbed ogain,

|I' “Oh crikey |” This timo it woa the New House house-
“Git on with it, mates! It's a tidy keeper who came. She knocked at the
lot, and it'll take somo time!” deor, and opened it without waiting to
3 be told to do so, and flounced in.
Mrs. Kenwigg was a portly dame,
L e i, and, as a rule, extremely dignified.
= 7z But there is no denying the fact that
: her movements, as she entered tho
| . study, eould only bo described as floune-
' —_— ing. She was indignant, and sho was
: ; = anunoyed. P
i, ot —— - “Mr. Rateliff, sir—"
R — “ My good woman, what is
" — SE— J the matter 7 said Mr. Rat-
— S e cliff peevishly. “I trust yon
. = = . have not cone to trouble me
5 - R b o with household matters
‘y? - = —— -~ I now? 1 am in no humour
: e R
| / 2 e “I'he coal, sir——"
: i "'""'_'-f “Oh doar) I have ordered
; : s R gt them to tako it back I”
- ‘i | - ¢ 2N — “But they are delivering
| 'ﬁ : . it [ shricked Mrs. Kenwigg.
. M o il gy “What!” Mr. Ratclifi
R Y : — = juu?'l;:‘yed up. ““Delivering
% P, e e | ————— ]t
DS G N e P — “Yes, sir| And we'vo got
o = e ihe e¢oal in for the winter,
! e =, =i windl tho cellars are nearly
2 ' ’ full. Yon ordered this coal
2 SR witliout consulting me, your
: = e ALY housckeeper, sir, and never
Ry N ool pave me a word of warning
] s _;%'3;' : rhat it was coming to-day,
¥ e = i g
AT ) . “Y did net ordor it!”
i -'j.'}:" i \\ shricked Mr, Rateliff. "1t
-2 ‘-,?g.. e | s :IJ. wieked, infamous plot,
Y A g T and—" :
” * o “It is being delivered.
! g ey« They are shooting it into

Iman waas shooting in another saok.
tloud of dust arose, smothering the New House mastar,

“You'd better keep the rest back——*

"I{EEP back nothin',” said Lhe coal-
man. “I'm hordered to deliver this 'ere
coal, and I'm a-doin’ of it|”?

And the coaly procession went on,
and clouds of black dust rosa from the
recesses under the New Flouse, as sack
after sack was shot into the opening.

Toby, at his wits' end what Lo do,
rushed round the House agam, and
harried to Mr. Ratclifi’s study.

The New Houso mastor received him
with an angry {rown.

“Well, what is it now ?” he snapped.

“The coslman, sir—"

“Don’t say another word to me abont
the conlmen |” shouted Mr. Roteliff. “I

‘' Don't you dare

-+ the cellar, and the cellar is
~., overllowing 1"
“ Lrond ﬁemrmml I will
socn put o stop to that 1”
And Mr. Rateliff rushed
out of the study.

CHAPTER 11.
Mr. Rateliff Is Very Raitty !

T AVE ™
‘ : “"Ware rats!”
‘"Here ho

comes |

The word passed among
the juniors in o whisper as
Mr. Ratelilf appeared in
sight. The New IHouse
master looked excited. His
scholarly cap was on a littlo
gslant, and his gown was
ﬂyin? in the wind. FHis face was red,
and his eyes were gleaming.

“Manl Stopl Don't you dare flo
deliver that coal!™ he exclaimed, as a
burly coalman was shooting in & fresh
sack.

Crash| went the eoal, and a clond of
dust arese. The Housemaster coughed
and jumped back. The coalman looked
at lnm stolidly.

“'Pain’t my business, sir 1" he said.
“You'd belter speak to my boss!”

“Your—your what? Oh, your fore-
man, I presume you mean. Where is
the man? Stop delivering that coal at
once ! Cannot you sco that the ccllar
is full 2
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“"That nin’t my business, sir(”
r‘f’f.ﬂ'&.rn you & fool?” roared Mr. Rat-
cliff.

“No, I ain't!” said the grimy man
surlily, “And I don’t allow no one to
call mo one, sirl So don’t you do it,
that's all |®

“Whore is the man in charge here?

_}1 ;1;5‘51515 upon seeing him! Where is
e
“TAllol Wot's wanted 7”

“Are you in charge of these men 7”

“¥Yes, I ham!” said the conl foremean.
not at all pleased hy Mr. Ratclifi’s
bullying manner. “Wot's the trouble?®

“I did not order that coal. I forbid
you to deliver it|”

“You Mr. Ratclif, New 'Quse?”

“I am”

“Then you're the genbt as the coal's
assigned tol”

“I tell you T did not ordoer it! If
you do not immediately go away, I will
telephene for the police, and liave you
arrested t”

Tho conlman looked dangerous.

“Lool ’erel” he said, “I1 was

hordered to deliver that there coal ere.
If. you want me to take it back, 585
s0, and I'll take it back. That's alll
You houghter 'ave said so afore any of
1t wns delivered, Wot's been delivered
vou'll ’ave to pay for!"
. "I refuso to pay a penny. It is an
infamous joke. I did not order the
coanl. I order you to take it back at
onco ¥

“Don’t deliver any more, mates,” said
tha coal foreman., “Tho gentleman 'as
nltun:.;:.] 1s. mind. Get back to the
vans.

The procession turned round, and the
sacks wero taken back,

“Now rentove the ecos] you have

already placed in my cellara|” comn-
manded Mr, Rateliff. d ;

“Don't you talk silly I” said the coal-

man.

“What! What|”

“'0Jw can we git coal up outer the
cellars¥”  demanded the coalman.

“Wot's there will "ave to stay there, an’
you'll be charged for it !”

“'Taka it back at once |”

“Ow_ecan I7” roarcd the coalman,
losing his temper. “Do you think I
can go down on my 'ands and knees in
your bloomin’ cellar pickin’ up bits of
coal I

“I do not care how you do it, so lon
as you leave none of your coal here, T
did not order it, and ivn‘;fusa to take it.
I shall not pay o penny I”

“You can scttle that with my boss,”
sanl the coalman.

“Will you take that coal away?”

“Don't be o hass!” said tho coalman.

“You—you ruflian! You—you dare
to address mo—mo—in that manner? I
—I will have you arrested! I will—*

Tho conlman {urned his back on Mr.
Rateliff, and strode awary.

Qutside the gate Lhe men were load-
ing up Lthe vans egain with the sacks of
coal that had been taken down, snd
with the empty sacks that bad becn
r]u%livm'cd* The foreman checked ithem
ofl.

“You sign this 'ero paper?” he eaid
tﬂ Mr- Rﬂtﬂliﬂi

""'What?"”

“You sigzn for receiving lhree tons of
‘ﬁusia cﬂﬁ.l. ! :
“1 will not sign it

the coal ! =

“It’s delivered,” said the coalman,
“and you've got te sign for 1, sir
can't go back without it being signed
for.”

“I refuso to sign the paperl You
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are a fool—vou're an idiot! I did not
order the coal! Gol”

And Mr. Raleliff stamped furiously
away. Tho coalman staved after him in
8 slow, stolid way, evidently under the
impression that he had to deal with =
lunatic.

“It's a shame!” said Monty Lowther
sympathetically. “1 should appeal to
the headmaster, if I wera you.”

“Ain't that dotty gent the ‘ead-
master 7" asked the coalman,

" Certainly not!” gaid Blake. “He's
only a Housemaster. The best thing
you can do is to see the Head.”

“Thank you kindly!"” said the coal-
man. “I should get ‘auled over the
coals, T tell you, if I went back without
that paper signed. But I s'pose it will
be all right if the 'eadmaster signs it7”

“Right as rain!” said Lowther.
“This way! Hi, Toby "

“Ves, Master Lowther,” said Toby.

“8how this gentleman in o the
Head,” said Lowther, iDr, Iolmes
has got to sign his paper.”

Toby glanced hesitatingly at the

dusty, grimy coalmuan, woudering what
the Head would say wheu he showed
him into the study. The coalman
appeared to understand the page's
rellections, and he dropped a heavy and
grimy hand on Toby's shoulder.

“You show me to the ’cadmaster,
young feller-me-lad I he said.

“Orlright,” said Tebr. “Den’t you
’old me—you’'re making my tunic black.
Foller me !”

The ecoalman followed.

Toby led the way to the Head's study.
Dr. Holmes started up in amazement ab
the sight of the grimy man from tho
conl yards

“ What—what—" he begamn.

“T want this ’ere paper signed, please,
sir,” said the coalman. “Cogls
hordered by Mr. Rateliff, and ‘e's
changed ’'is mind. Can't lake back the
three tons wot is delivered, The gontle-
man won't sign for the three tous, sir.
I can't go back without my paper
signed, sir.”

# J—I—I do not understand !” gasped
the Head, “Do you mecan to say that
Mr. Rateliff has ovdered coal and mow
refuses to take them in—"

“That's 15, sir! Three tons was
delivered by the time he changed 'is
mind, Somebody 'ave got to sign this
‘ere paper.”

#This is—is extraordinary. I fail to
understand it. My good man, surely
there iz some mistaie 1 said the Head
helplessly. “Toby, request My, Ralcliff
to step over here |”

#Yes, sirl”?

“Wait a few moments, my good man.
I have no doubt Mr. Ratelilf will be
able to explain,"

The New KHouse masier entered the
study a few moments later. He was
still flaming with wrath, and he staved
in surprise at the sight of the coalman
in the Head's study.

“What does this mean?” gasped Mr,
Rateliff.  “Mpn, have you dared Lle
come here H

#T want this 'ere paper signed I” said
the eoalman stolidly.

“What i3 the meaning of this, DMMr,

Ralelif ?*  the Head nsked, with
asperity. “I{ is a most cxiraordinary
occurrence—imost  extraordinary, and
unpleasant ¥

“It i3 a plot, sir—an infamous plot |
Someone has been impergonating me on
the telephone—ordering all kinds of
things to be delivered Lo me by the
tradesmen in Ryleombe and Wayland.
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I did not order this conll It is
infamous |* .

“Three tons of 'ouse coal is delivered,
sir,” said the comlman. “The gentle-
man didn’t tell me not te deliver it (ill
after I’d delivered three ton!”

¢ [—I—I did not know the man was
delivering it. ! .

“MThe man is not to blame, evidently,”
said Dr. Holmes. “You had better sign
the paper for the amount delivered, Mr.
Ratcliff. After all, it will do no harm
to purchase three extra tons of coal at
this time. Please do as the man
wishes,”

There was evidently no other way of
gelting rid of the coalman, and M.
Ratcliff realised it. He signed the
paper with an exccedingly bad grace,
Satisfled es soon as the paper was
signed, the coalman departed.

“his i3 an extracrdinary thing, DMr.
Ratelif,” said the Head, when the
grimy gentleman from the coal yards
was gone. “Who could have imper-
sonated you on the ftelephone? Do you
think it was someone at this school?”

«1 think it nust have been, sir, It is
outrageous—unheard of ! But it was
not a boy in my own House. I have
inquired strictly, and none of them have
aceess to my telephone. T am sure thab
it was a Bchool House boy—and I think
T could name half a dozen among whon
the culprit could be found.” .

Tt was evidently a foolish practical
joke,” said the Ioad. “Bub we canuot
proceed on suspiciofn, Mr. Rateliff,
TUnless you have o definite idca who the
culprit is, T think it would be belier fo
mention no name. Of course, you will
moke inquiries, and I will ask Mr.
Railton to do se.”

And Mr. Ratcliff had to be satisfied
with that. IHe returned to his own
House in a whirlwind of rage, and
hoxed the cars of several juniors whom
ho met on the way. There were a good
many inquiries made on tho subject of
that” mysterious ordering of goods for
Mr. Rateliff without his knowledge. But
To discovery was made, My, Rateliff
suspected that either Tom Merry or
Blake could have told something if
they had chosen, but he could nof be
sure—and, of course, the telephone
might have been msed by anyone any-
where,

Mr. Ratcliff, burning with rage and
hatred, was compelled to let the matter
drop. But he still nursed a hope that
the culprit might be discoyered, and
he gave the matter a great deal of
thought.

He would not have been left in any
doulbt on the subject if he could have
logked inte Tom Merry’s study after
the eoalman had gone. The study was
crowded with fellows who had retired
there to laugh in safely, And they were
laughing,

““Poor old Ratty !” said Tiggins, wip-
ing his eyes. “Poor old Ratty! He's
got it in the neck this time, and no
mistake I”

“Nice for the Tifth this afternoon!”
grined Lowther

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, if he loses his little temper
and licks Cutts, all the better—Cutts
wants it1” said Blake. “Poor old
Ratiy 1™

“Ha, ha, hat"

And the juniors were still grinnin,
gleefully when the dinner-bell rang, an
they went down.

Kildare met them in the passage. The
juniors ceased to grin, and looked
properly innocent and scrious ss they
canght Kildare's cye,

“1 suppose you don't know anything
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about that telephone business,
three 7 said the S8t. Jim’s captain.
“T7a!” exelaimed the Terrible Throe,
in astonislunent. ‘*Oh; Kildare!”
Kildare laughed, and did nov ask
any more guestions,

you

CHAPTER 12,
Not a Suceess !
13 ISTER ANNIE, Sister Anne, spot-

S test thou anybody coming ?

It was Monly Lowther who
asked the muestion.

Tiggins of the New Llouse had kindly
consented to keep watch for Mr. Ontes
il he should appear in sight. TIor il
Alr. Oates came, ‘the Terrible Three had
to ecarry out their new and first-class
idea of disguising themselves from
recognition by contorting their features,
It was Tiggins whomn Monty Lowther
playfully addressed as Bister Anne.

Afternoon lessona were over, and the
former had not come—though the
Terrible Three had sat through lessons
it the momentary nnticipation of hear-
ing his voice. That My, Osates would
forgive Lhem for the daomage they had
done—though quite against their will—
was not to be hoped for, and it was only
a question what time he would arrive to
draw down the wrath of the Head upon
them.

 Bister Anne—Sister Anre——"

Tiggins grinned,

“Look out, you chaps ™ he said.

“Can you see hLim?" asked the
Terrible Three in chorus.

“Yes; I've just spolted him in his old
. He's coming hero.”

“Dh crumbs |”

Monty Lowther .peered cautiously
round a corner of the gateway. There
was Farmer Oatfes, driving in hisz car
towards the school, red and ruddy as
ever. He did not look bad-tempered,
certainly, but there eould not be any
doubt about what he was coming to St.
Jim's for. The Terrible Three groaned.

“All because thrpe innocent children
trotted over his beastly land!” said
Monty Lowther. *“What on earth was
land made for ?”

“Get out of sight,” said TFiggine

“He'll spot you ns soon as he gefs in
here. Ge and bury yourselves, and don't
show up unless the school is called

together,”

“What-ho

And the Terrible Three promptly dis-
appeared, Figgins took off his cap
very respectfully to Farmer Oates ns
he drove in. The stout farmer stopped
his car. He recognised Figging as one
of the pack that had been kept off his
land and prevented from following the
hares the day before.

“Hallo! You were one of the young
razcals [ he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir,” said Figgins. “I suppose
you haven’t ecomo here to rcomplain
about yourself for keeping me off your
land, have you?*

The farmer laughed.

“Hnw, haw, hLaw!
rascal 1"

Then he drove on, leaving Figgins
in a state of great astonishment, The
New House junior could not understand
the farmer’'s good temper. Certainly
Tarmer Qates looked the best-tempered
man that ever came to get a junior
canad.

Mr. Ratelif encountered Farmer
QOuates as the latter got out of his car.
The New House master was looking very
sour, _ All inquiries on the subject of
the telephone jape had been fruitless so
faor. Mr. R.-a.tclli was just coming awsy
after speaking to the Head on thae

{Continued on page 18.)
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Let the Editor e your pal.

ALLO, Chums! Next Wednes-
day’s number of the Gem will
contain two niore great yarns
—anoiher masterpiece from

the pen of Martin Clifford, and the
concluding story of Owen Conguest's
gripping mystery series of Rookwood.
In addition, of eourse, there will be
eight more coloured pictures to add to
your collection.  These will eomplete
the splendid set of 32, Scc thal you
don't miss them:

“A COCKNEY AT ST. JIM'S [

Tlhis is the title of the next St. Jim's
yarn, in which Martin Clifford intro.
duees an amazing and amusing character
to the school. ‘Arry *Orace 'Ammeond,
he ealls himself, but what he lacks in
aspiratezs he makes up for in coolness,
keenness, and a ready wit, ’Arry is
a character you will take lo on the
spot, He's a cheery London Cockney,
whose father has made a fortune and
sent: lis liopeful son to 8t Jim’s to
become a gentleman, "Arry’s mode of
gpeech and manners and customns make
him the objeet of ridicule, but the
Cockney takes it all in good part.
Nevertheless, he finds himsel% in plenty
of trouble, but, backed up by a cheery
nature and two hard fists, he comes up
smiling every time |

Look out for this ripping yarn. It's
one that you won't want to put down
ouce you start reading it

“ THE MYSTERY MAN UNMASKED !"

Owen Conquest winds up his grand
mystery series of Jimmy Silver & Co.
with: as thrilling a stery as you could
wish for. The unknown ragger of
Rookwood 15 at last bowled out! Wha
ho is, and how he is at last caught, I
will leave you teo find out when you
read the yarn. But when his identity
is revealed, it causes a biz shock at
Rookwood.

By the way, have you had a shot at
winning one of our fine match foot-
balls? Send a joke along to-day. Tho
Jester has plenty of [ootballs to award

Write ta him to-day, addressing your letters @
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

—and jolly fine omes they are! Only
the hest British-made match balls arve
good enough for GeEM readers—at least,
that is my view.

LUCKY TO BE ALIVE.

Diving to earth, the plane crashed
with such foree that the muochine was
completely wrecked, the engine being
smashed adrift from the cm\%]ing. The
odds against a pilot escaping alive
from such a crash must be a thousand
to one; so Bryan Walker, an Austra-
lian Air Force pilot, must consider
himself one of the luckiest men alive
after surviving such a smash.

With other pilots, he was engaged
in flying mancuvres, during the
course of which each man had to put
his machine inte & nose-dive as near
the ground as possible. Walker
miscaleulated and dived too low, and
couldn’t pull his plane out of the dive
in time to prevent a crash., At terrific
speed, his machine struck the ground
and bounced along for over a hundred
yards, before coming to rest, a heap of
mangled wreckage, with the engine
lying some distance away. If Walker
had stayed in the ecockpit he would
certainly have been killed, but as the
plane bounced along he was thrown
out of it! When he was picked up
afterwards, he was suffering from
shock and head injuries. But %0 must
be thanking his lucky stara that le's
alive to-day |

FROM JAZZ TO LESSONS |

The clanging of the old schosl hell
will =con be i

heard no mors in
elementary and secondary schools in
Czachoslovakia more  modern

mothod of calling boys and girls to
school is to be fried out. A wireless
signal will be sent out each morning

PEN PALS COUPON
25-1-88
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at cight o'elock, and, approprintely
enough, it will be followed by a
fmarching song, after this style:
“Pack up your bogks in your old
schoolbag, and march, mareh, march|”
Arriving at school the children will
then start the day's work by listening
to an intercsting radio talk. This will
be followed by a recital of classical

f music and then some jazz. And so,

with the strains of some favourite
dance tune ringing in their ears, and
inspiring them to work, the boys and
girls will begin lessona.

It remains to be seen what new ex-
cuses will be offered for arriving late
ab school |

Lifo should certainly be more cheery
for Czcchoslovakian boys and girls, but
tho sanie cannot be said of the young
people living in Bulgaria, Laws in that
country are very strick. If you are
under ninetoen you mustn't go out after
sevenr o'clock in winter and eight
o'clock in summer unless you have your
mother or father with you, Bo if you
want to go to the pictures with a pal
you must take & parent with you—even
if you are eighteen! And if a boy is
caught by a policeman out of doors,
and he is not wearing his school
uniform, he can bo arrested and fined |
Queer, the customs of some countries!

PLAYING SUBSTITUTES.

Bubstitutes for injured eor tired
playcrs n football matches are per-
milted in sonie countries, J, Jackson, of
Derby. In Germany, for instance, if a
man is crocked or tired out, another
player may come on and take his
place.  In this country, however, the
authorities have always frowned on this
practice. Buf there is at least one ocon-
sion on record when a substitute was
allowed to play in place of another
man.

This happened in the Inter-
national match between Wales and
England in 180B. Dick Roose, the
Welsh goalkeeper, was badly injured
and couldn’t resume. Permission was
granted to Wales to play another man.
But where could a first-class goalie,
qualified to play for Wales, be found
at & moment’s notice? A board was
sent round the ground, informing any
goalkeeper, born in Wales, to vepart at
the oflice. Luckily, Dai Davies, Bolton
Wanderers ?oalie, was watching the
match, and he tock the place of the
injured Roose. He played in the
second half of the match, but he was
unable to save his country from defeat,
England winning 7—1

TAILPIECE.

Mistress: “When you wait ot the
table to-night, Jane, be careful you do
not epill anything.”

Maid : "f)nn't worry, ma'am—TI'll
keep iy mouth shui [*

THE EDITOR.

T T T T T T T T T T T R TN TR

A free featura which brings together readera all over the
world for the purpose of exchanging topios of Interest to each
IFf you want a pen pal, post your notice, together
with the poupon an thia page, to the addresa given above.

Road, Cabbage Hall,
0.

other.

Cedric W, Humphreys, 6, Lampater
Liverpool 6 ; stamps, cycling; age 16:2

J. Burns, 184, Garngad Hill, Townhead, Glasgew ; age 16-17;

eycling, stamps, films, sports,

Yorkshire ;

gardening ;

stanps, stage ;

Neil G.

Gooff. Bickley, 57, 8t. Jude's

British Empire, States.
lalcolm Ferguson,

overseqs § aga 13-15; stamps.

obinson, 20, Wyatt Avenue, Burwood, Sydney,

Australia ; age 13-17; butterflies and moths.

Wm. Holmes, 38, Thorney Lane, Midgley, Luddenden Foot,
Pen-pal exchange.

Robert Denny, 19, Bohem Road, Long Eaton, Notts ;
oversesns; Fuming, sport.
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Hanwell, Middlesex, W.7; girl correspondents ; photography,
SBouth Africa, Surrey.
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subject, and the Head had shown some
slight signs of being bored with it
My, Rateliff knew the farmer by sight,
and ns the portly gentleman naturally
had no business at the school, the House-
master guessed abt once that bhe had
come to lodge some complaint. That
was a matter after Mr. Rateliff's own
heart, and he saluted the farmer very
politely,

“(Good-afternoon, Mr, Qales!”

“rAftornoon, sir!” said Mr. Oates.
“I've dropped in to see Dr. Holmes!”

"I trust none of the boys have been
trespassing upon your land again?” said
My, Rateliff, not quite stating the facts,
As a matter of fact, he trusled that
they had.

“That's it, sir!” said DMr. Oates
“Three young rascals, sir.”

“You know their names?”

‘t'That's jest what I've come to find
ou ”n

“Ahl
them 7

“Quite sure of that, sir.”

“Pray come in. I will take vou to
the Head at once. Dr, Holmes will do
everything he can, I am sure, to sec
justice done.”

Mr. Ratcliff greciously showed him
the way to the Head's study. Dr.
Holmes concealed a yawn at the sight
of the New House master; but Mr.
Ratcliff had not come back to talk about
the telephone outrage again. e pre-
sented Mr, Qates,

“Mr. Oates has called to complain of
some of the juniors trespassing on his
land yesterday, sir,” said Mr, Ratcliff,
“I have taken the liberty of bringing
him to you at once.”

And Mr. Rateliff retired, in the com-
fortable conviction that there was
trouble brewing for somebody, and pro-
bably for the boys he specially disliked.

Ten minutes later the word went
forth for the Junior Forms to assemble
in Hall.

Jack Blake brought the news to Tom
Merry's _Btudf. where the Terrible Three
were lying low. Monty Lowther met
him with a horrible squint, and he re-
coiled,

Doubtless you could identify

“My hat! Don't spring that too sud-
denly on Ouates, or he'll have apoplexy,”
he said. *You're wanted, All Junior
Forms to assemble in Hall, The prefects
have been instructed to sco that all the
juniors are there.”

“Oh rats!”

And the Terrible Three came discon-
solately downstairs, After the fcast
comes the reckoning, and the hour of
retribution had cvigantly arrived.

The Junior YForms—the Shell, the
Fourth, the Third, and the Second—
assembled in Hall The First—the
babes, as they were called—were not
wanled. The prefects called out the
names to ascertain thot all were there;
then the Head entered the Iall by the
upper door, accompanied by the stous
and ruddy farmer.

Dr. Holmes
assembly.

“My boys,” he said, "I understand
that theve was a Junior paper-clhase
vesterday, in which most of the Junior
boys took part. Therce were three hares,
and they crossed the land belonging to
My, Oates, in spite of prohibition.
These three boys are wanied. Let them
como forward.”

There was no movement.

The Terrible Three looked as uncow-
scious as they could. I[ildare glanced
at them, and Monty Lowlher Lad the
nudacity to half-close one eye and wink
at the captain of 8t. Jim's. Kildare
almost burst into a laugh, but be turned
it into a cough just in time.

“If the three boys do unot come for-
ward, Mr. Oates will pick them out,”
said the Head.

Bilence.

“Pray pick out the bovs, Mr, Oates.”

“Clertainly, sir [” said Mr, Oates.

And the stout farmer descended from
the dais and came along the assembled
%uuiors. He scanned all the boys care-
ully as he passed.

Hye recognised many members of the
pack, but Le had nothing to do with
them; they had not entered his land.

He pansed as he came opposite the
Terrible Three.

Monty Lowther was squinting atroei-

glanced over the

Having been forced to leave his last schaal,
one would naturally expect Eric Wilmot,
the new boy in the Greyfriars Remove,
and nephew of one af the masters, to lie
!ow and say nothing. But Eric Wilmot
is something new in new boys—apparently
ent on making himself as unpopular as he
can in his new surroundings. Here's &
yarn in a thousand, starring Harry Wharton

The MAGNET

Dort

& Co., the chums of_ Greyfriars !
mis3

“THEOUTSIDER!”
by Frank Richards.
in this week's issue of ” The Magaet.”

Zd

Al all Newsagents.
Every Saturday.
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ously : Manners had a big chunk of
toffee in his cheek, giving him an ap-
Ruarunce of bad toothache; and Tom
ferry had twisted his mouth sideways
in a really alarming manner.

Thus they faced the inspection of the
former.

In BEtons end bread collars they
looked, of course, very different from
their eppearance in rumning clothes
and that, added to the contortions of
their features, should have saved them
from rccognition.

The farmer, in fact, did not recognisa
them ; but he wes struek by Lowther's
squint, snd he slopped and stared at
him as if fuscinatec{).

“(tood 'eavens!” he murmurecd,

Ha was about to pass on, when Mr,
Ratelilf's rasping voice rapped out,
Mr, Rateliff really had no  business
there at all, but Mr. Rateliff was a
gentleman who liad a finger in as many
pies as he could. Blr. Rateliff way on
tho spot o lend any assistance possible
in identifying the culprits.  And Mr.
Ratelilf spotted at once the facial con-
tortions of the Tervible Three.

“Merry 1’ he rapped out.

“Yps, sir ¥ said L'om, spenking with
some difficulty, ns he did not want to
untwist his moullt while the farmer’s
eyes were upon him.

“Why are you twisting your mouth
in that ridieulous manner?” demanded
M. Rateliff.

t Eh, sir "

“Is 1t 1o
Merry t¥

“QOh, sic!"

“Lowther, 1his is the first time I have
seen you affiicted with a squint! Ts it
natural, Lowther, or is it asswmned?”

*Oh 1" murmured Lowther,

“Manners, take that out of your
mout}_ll, I#

prevent  recoguilion,

whatever it is!
it 33

“And kindly resume your normal ap-
searance,” said Mr. Rateliff acidly. “1
}oar you are attempting to deceive Mr,
Dates.”

The Terrible Three looked at Mr.
Rateliff as if they could eat Lim. The
game was up uow; and Lowther's
snuint and Manners' swelling in the face
and Tom Merry’s twisted mouth disap-
peared all together,

Mr, Oates nttered an exclamation,

“They are the three!” .

“T thought so!” said Mr. Ratcliff
grimly, “Kindly step out here, Merry,
Manners, and Lowther [”

The ehums of the Shell, with fecelings
too deep for words, stepped out,

“Tre they are, sir!” said Mr. Qates,

The Terrible Three followed him to

the Head. Dr. Iolmes looked at them
over his gold-rimmed pince-nez.

“Aerry | Manners| Lowther! You
were the haves in the paper-chase
vesterday  afternoon?® asked Dr
Holmes.

]

“Yes, sir,’”’ said Tom Merry resign-
edly.

“Why did you not come forward?"
_“}Y\’e—we dido't want to be licked,

BIT.

The llead coughed.

“They were attempting to avoid re-
cognition, Dr. Holmes, by contortin
their features,” =aid Mr, Ratcli
spitefully.

Dr. Ilolmes smiled,

“As these boys admit the fact, the
matter is now settled,” he said.

“Not quite, sir,” said Mr, Ouates,
“I’'ve got a question {o put to these
voung gentlemen, with your permigsion,
sir.

*Certainly, Mr. Oates.”

“If—if you please, Mr. Oates,” said
Lowther meekly, “we're awiully sorry
for what happened."’
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“I want to ask you young gentlemen
n question,” said Mr, Oates. “You
dropped en my 'ead from my window,
and you run off. You got off my land
afore I could reach you, and you went
over the level-crossing?”

“Yes, pir,” gaid Tom Merry, in sur-
prise, wondering what was coming.

- Naow, ' said ng. Qates impressively,
“which of you was it that took my little
girl off the railway line jest as the
express was coming by 1

The Terrible Three jumped. A bomb-
shell dropping inte the old Hull could
hardly have mstonished them more than
that unexpected question from Mr.
Oates,

CHAPTER 13.
Tom Merry—Hero !

HEBRE waz a buzz among the
juniors erowding the Hall,

The Head was smiling,

Mr. Rateliff bit his lip, He
began to see that the farmer’s visit had
not exactly the object he had supposed
and wished,

“My hat!” murmured Jack Blake.
"“This is the first time I've heard of
this. What is the old boy getting at?”

“VYaas, wathah!”

The Terrible Three wers silent, Mr.
Qotes wos regarding them seriously,
He turned to the crowded, cager fellows
looking on.

“Young gentlemen,” he said, "I
dessay you thought 1've come ‘ere to
have a lad punished for lrespassing on
my land, Well, 1 was coming hera for
that—'specislly arter they broke my
window and dropped on my 'ead—but
aftor that I ’eard somethin', which I
‘ave told your ’eadmaster. My eldest
girl was out with my little Alice, and
the kid had wandered away and got on
the railway line. 8he was right under
the express when one of these boya
ulled her out, and nearly got hisself
Eillad in deing it.

“When my girl came in, erying and
in hysterics, 1 knew that it must have
been one of them, 'cause it happened
ot the level-crossing only Bve minutes
arter they got out of my stable. If
they ’adn’t got out, my little girl would
'ave been cut to pleces by tEu train.”
The stout farmer's wvoice shook, *“The
boy that did that was one of the best!
I've come ’ere to give 'im a father’s
thanks, and to tell ’is schoolmates to be
proud of ’im, It was the bravest thing
I've ever come across. And now I want
to know which of you young gentlemen
it was?” added the farmer, turning to
tho Terrible Threa,

Tom Merry's face was scarlef.

Manners and Lowther, delighted at
the turn the affair had taken, pushed
him forward,

“Here's the giddy hero, sir!"” said
Lowther.

“That's the chap!” said Manners.
“ke wanted to hide his light under a
_u!shcl, but murder will out. Iere he
13 »n
“Shurrup I* murmured Tom Merry.
There was a yell from the juniors in
the Hall.

“(Good old Tom Mecrry! Brave

“Bo it was you, young gentlemani?”
said Mr, Oates,

“I—I dido’t know it was your little
%rl, of ecourse!” stammered Tom
Merry.

The farmer grinned.

“¥You wouldn’t have left her there if
you’d knowed that, I suppose?” he saia.

“No, I didn't mean that. Bunt—but
ou know, I couldn’t
have let the kid be run over, could I7”

“Yes, you could,” said the farmer.
“¥You could 'ave thought of your own
danger.”

“I dida’t stop to think,” confessed
Tom Merry.

"That's just it 1* said the farmer. “If
you'd stopped to think whether you'd
visk it, my littla girl would haye been
killed, ¥'d like to shake bands with you,”
suitl Mr. Qates, holding out a big red
hand. “I had been rough on you, and
you sayed my little girl from death, end
you might have been killed yourseclf.

“I'm glad you came to no harm, and
I'm sorry I stopped you coming on my
land; and Fm glad you broke m
window and dropped on my ’ead, un
it would 'ave served me right il you'd
dropped 'arder. And if you ever want
to come on my land again, you're to
do just as you like; it’s free to yom
and all your friends; and when you feel
inclined to drop into the farmhouse fo
tea, my missus will be more than glad
to ses you.”

Tom Merry shook hands with Mr,
Oates ‘fla.d]y enough. He was only too
pleased to see the matter end thet way.

"I am very glad that Mr. Oates hae
brought this matter to my notice,’” said
Dr. Holmes. " Merry, Iynm proud of
you, It was a very gallant action. You
did wrong in trespassing upon Mr,
Oates’ property, but the result has been
g0 happy that I'm sure Mr, Oates is
glad that you went there.”

“ And will be glad every time Master
Metry comes again, sir,” said Mr.
Oates. “He and all his friends will
ia}}:vnys be welcome to do what they
l 'E."

And the stout farmer shook hands
with Tom Merry again, and nodded his
head to Dr. Holmes, and retired.

“Three cheers for Tom Merry!”
shiouted Figgins.

“Hip, hip, hureah 1”

" And thwee cheeahs for Mr. Dates "
chirruped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Hip, hip, hurrah!*

1

it was nothing,
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The old Hall rang with it. And the
Head smiled approval. As Dr, Holmes
retired there was a rush of the fcllows
towerds Tom Merry, ond he was seized
and hoisted on the shoulders of three or
four juniors, and carried out of the
Hall in triumph.

“Round the quad!” shouted Blale.

Tom Merry struggled.

“Put me down, you asses!

“Wats!”  said Arthur Augustus,
“We'ré pwoud of you, deah boy! ¥You
have dene exactly what I should have
done in the cires—"

“Than which there can be no higher
praise ” murmured Monty Lowther,

*Ha, ha, hal”

“March him wound the guad, deah
boys 1"

“Let me gol”
“¥ou silly aszes|
Stop it! Don’t play the giddy goatl’

“True heroes are ever modest,”
grinned Blake; “but we're going to give
you your proper allowance of glovy!"

“Hear, hear |”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Tom Merry was rushed out into
the quadrangle, high on the shoulders
of his schoolfellows, emid a cheering
throng.

Blake produced s mouth-organ, and
placed himeeli at the head of the pro-
cession, buzzing out: *“Sce the Conguer-
ing Hero Comes!? But Digby tapped
him on the shoulder.

"“Play something moaore appropriate,
you ass!’” said Dngby.

Blake stepped his musical eforts for
a moment to glare at Dighy.

“Asal” he said. *There isn't any-
thing more afgropriat.e than that.”

“ Blessed i see it! Why not p]ag
*Bee the Conquering Hero Comes’'?

Lagga!”

erlled Tom Merry.
ou frabjous chumps !

said Dighby.

Blake % ared,

“You fatheand| That's what I was
playing I

“Oh1” said Dig. in astonishment.

" Were you?”
Blake disdained to reply. He buzzed
on again, and the procession marched.

Right round the guadrangle they bore
the crimson-faced and exasperated hero,
asmid thunderous cheers. 'There was

only one glum face looking on—Mr.
Ratelif’s,

Mr. Rateliff would have stopped the
demonstration if he had dared, but he
knew that the Head was ]ookin% on
from his study window with a smile of
uﬁ:proval. The old headmaster was very
pleased to see the St. Jim’s fellows
rceognise so spontancously the heroitm
of their schoollellow,

" Hurrah! Hurrah!|*

"Bwavo, Tom Mewwy!"”

Right round the quadrangle and back
ta the Schoo| House, where the flustered
hero was set down at last on the stepa.

(Continued on the next page.)
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“gpeech | shouted Figgins.
“Yaas, wathah! A Eiew gwaceful
zords suitable to the occasion, deal

0.”

Tom Merry snorted.

“ All right1” he said, “I think you're
a lot of asses! If you collar me again
I shall hit out! That's all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thore was s tush, and Tom Merry
venished into fthe chool  House.
Manners and Lowther found him in the
study, smoothing ont his Tumpled attire,
and putting on a new-collar.

“Tommy, we're proud of you," said
Manners.

“Bravo " chortled Lowther.

Tom Merry did not reply, He picked
up a big cushion and rushed upon his
faithful chums, and smote them hip and
thigh, and drove them out of the study.

And after that there was peace for
the hero of 8t Jim's.

CHAPTER 14,
Lowther’s Latest Jape!

L] ERRY !”
¥ Yes, sirl"
Merry, stopping.

“Y wish to speak to yon,
Merry,” said Mr. Ratcliff, with his thin
lips looking very tight and spiteful.

“Yery well, sir.”?

Mr. Ratcliff had stopped Tom Merry
in the quad the day after Mr. Oates’
visit to the school. Theo Terrible Three
had almost forgotten the telephone jape
by that time; bnt Mr, Ratcliff had not
forgotten it, as his next words showed.

“T've been making inquiries,” said
Mr. Riteliff. “ It appears that you were
in the House at the time those orders
were given by telephone to the trades-
men on Wednesday.”

Tom Merry groancd inwardly. It
was just like Ratty to be always raking
up ancient history in this way.

“Was I, sir?"” said Tom.

31 Xres‘!)

“We had a paper-chase that after-
noon, sir,” said Tom Merry innocently.

“Put I have ascertained the times,
and T find that you did not start on
the paper-chase until after the lrades-
men had received those orders,

“Indeed, sir!??

“T suspected all along,” said Mr, Rat-
cliff, “that you were the author of that
exceedingly foolish practical joke.”

#Did you really, sir?”

I did. Do you deny 1t?”

Tom Merry was silent.

“] have asked you A& question,
Merry #” said Mr. Rateliff, with a
glitter in his eyes.

“T can't answer it, sir,’? said Tom
Merry.

“What "

“It isn't fair to ask me,” said Tom
Meiry respectfully, but firmly. “It’s
making use of me to find out who did
it. It's mot my business to give a fellow
awny, or to betray myself if T did it.
The Head wouldn’t thiok so.”

“ Are you aware, Merry, that you are
speaking to & Housemaster, to whom
you owe respect and obedience?” thun-
dered Mr. Ratelifl.

“¥You are not my Housemaster, sir,”
said Tom Merry. “If Mr. Railton
guestions me, I am bound to answer.”

“Don't bandy words with me, Merry,
T ask you if it was you that gave those
orders to the tradesmen on the
telephone. ™

“T have nothing to say, sir.”

#Y shall take your silence as & con-
fession.”

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,458,

said Tom

“You may please vourself about that,
of course, sir.”

“Then I shall place the matter before
the Head.”

“Yery well, sie.”

My, Rateliff paused. He knew that
the Head ‘would not approve of
catechising the boys one after another,
in the hope of catching one of them
tripping. Mr. Ratclifi was proceeding
on the blindest suspicion, for he had
no ovidence that those telephone calls
had been made from the school at all.
The Head had shown very plainly that
hie was tived of the whole matter, and
that he would mot call a boy up ta be
examined nbout it unless there was soma
real evidence against him. It was
simply tempting a boy to tell fulsehoods,
the Head liad told Mr. Rateliff. And
so Mr. Ratcliff's statement that he
would plage the matter before the Head,
was, in fact, mere © gas,” as Tom Merry
suspected.

“Vou are insolent, Merry " said the
New House master, at last.

“T don’t mean to be, sir, But I don't
think it's right to ask me to give in-
formation about myself or any other
fellow."

“De you dare to criticise my
methods "
Tom Merry did not answer. He was

determined that Mr. Ratcliff should not
catch himn tripping.

“1 repeat, Merry, that I feel cerfain
that it was you, If you choose to con-
dealt with

fess, you may be < morse
leniently than otherwise.”
Tom Merry almost smiled, He was

not likely to take a bait like that, even
if lie had been the practical joler in
question—which he was not.

“ Huve you anything to say, Merry?"”

“Neg, sir.”

“You are an impertinent boy I said
Mz, Rateliff, and he suddenly reached
over and boxed Tom Merry's ears.

Then he walked away.

Tom Merry staggered, :

Heo +was more astonished and indig-
nant than hurt. DBoxing ears was not a
practice in favour at 8t. Jim’s, and the
Head would certainly have been angry
if he had scen Mr. Ratclifi’s action,

Tom Merry rubbed his ear, and slood
simply simmering with fury.

«allo! What's the trouble?” asked
Manners, coming ot of the House with
his cameras under his arm.

Tom Merry glared.

“Ratty | He's smacked my napper [

“My hat! What for?”

*Because he thinks I telephoned for
those things the other day,” said Tom
Merry sulphurously. “The cowardly
beast ! To dare to lay his hands on me—
a Behool House chap, too”

# He's an awful beast 1 said Manners
sympathetically, “The rotter ought to
be brought to his senses somehow.”

[ shonld jolly well think so 1" ehimed
in Monty Lowther, coming up. *He's
asking fellows questions all tha time,
trying {o get them to give themselves
awey, Something has got to be done.
I've got an idea—"

Tom Merry grinned.

“ You go and bury your ideas, Monty !
Weo shall never hear the end of your
telephone wheeze as it is[”

“ My dear chap, Ratty ecan't box
School House chaps and then go on as if
nothing had happened,” said Monty
Lowther severely, “I'm surprised af
you! It's on insult to our study, and
to the whole House. Ratty has got to
be made to realise that the way of the
teansgressor is hard, and I've got an
idea, I had it before he pawed your
napper, as a matter of fact, and that's
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an additional reason for making him
sit up. It's a brilliant idea, and only
requires a length of insulated wire, and
I have borrowed some from Glyn's
study. He's gone ouL.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, I'm on,” he gaid. “He's not
going to box my ears for nothing.
It's an insulb, and it hurts, too.”

“I've been helping Bernard Glyn
with some of his experiments,” Lowther
explained. “He had the things we want
and I've borrowed them, I suppose you
know how an clectric bell is worked?!
When you press the button, it—"

“MRings 1 said Manners.

“Yes, fathead! Bubt when you press
the buttom, it brings the two terminals
inte contact, and that sets up a
current, which causes the bell to ring."

“Ves; I believe I know that"
yawned Manners. “Do you make any
charge for these lessons in the elements
of electricity ?”

“Ass1 My idea is this: Old Ratty is
busy on exam papers now. Ie spends
a lot of time on them, trying to make
up regular twisters that the fellows
can't gob through, He gets frightfully
ratty at being interrupted when he's
doing them. TI've planned a regular
series of interrnptions for him ”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“All that's wanted is for his study-
bell to koep on ringing, so (hat the
housemaids will keep on going lo see
what he wantz.”

“I suppose ha won't ring his study-
bell unless he wants to, will he?”
demanded Tow AMerey.

Monty Lowther nodded calmly.

“Yes, he will, That's where the
joke comes in. He's going to ring his
study-bell whenever he sits down in his
chair to work.”

“But he won't!” roared T'om.

“Yas, he will, becanse I'm going to
altach an extra wire to it, and put a
button under his cushion on the chair,”
Lowther explained. “Ile can’t sit
down then wilhowl pressing the button.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(.lBut 3;?1.1’1] have to get into lis
study——
“Tasy enough. He'a in the School

House now, asking the prefects ques
tions. He's guessed somehow that ik
was the telephone in the prefeets’ room
that was used the other day. and he
thinks some of the seniors may have
scen a chap hanging aboul there.
He'll be some time, and I shan’t he
longz. You fellows can hang round
under lLis window, and whistle as he's
coming, and Tl slip out and hide in
Tigey’s study.”

“Good ege! Got the wire?”

“Yes; in my pocket."

“Come on, then'

The Terrible Three strolled over {o
the New House. Figgine & Co. mich
them there, and were somewhat inclined
to give them a lostile receplion. Bud
a few whispered words put I'iggins &
Ca on the bost of terms wilh the
Schaool House fellows.

Moniy Lowlher sauntered into the
Tiouse, loaving his chwing on the wateh

ontside. Two minutes later he was in
Mr. Ratelif's study with the door
closed.

Monly Lowther set to work quickly.
Electricity had not been lhought of
in the days when the New House was
built, and when it was installed there
the wires had been placed outside the

walls, not under the surface as in
modern houses
Mr, Ratelif’a bell was beside the

fireplace, and the wire raa from it down
tha wall, very carefully and neatly
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disposed of in the angle beside the
stone square pillar at the side of the
grate, There it disappeared under the
floor.

Monty Lowther turned back the edge
of the carpet, and scraped the wire on
a level with the floor until the cover-
ing was scraped away and the two
wires inside were revealed to view,

Cavefully keeping the 1iwo wires
separate, he attached the two ends of
bis insulated wira to them, and then
replaced the binding as well as he
could.

He pulled his own wire along under
the carpet; and jabbed a hole in the
carpet under Mr. Rateliff’s swivel-chair,
for the wire to emerge.

He wound his wire round the centre

il

His chnms met him outside with a
glance of inquiry, ) o

“My infauts,” said Lowther, *this is
where we bunk! Upon the whale, [
don't think Raity had better sce us
here when he comes home. He might
stispeet thab some naughty boys had
been in his stody.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

And the Terrible Three departed.

CHAPTER 15.
Many Interrupiions !
R. RATCLIFF retived to the
New House in a2 decidedly
bad temper. The School
House prefects had been
unable to give him any infermation,

They had been out of the House at the

i) IﬁHl
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He settled down to work.

A minute later there was a tap at
the door, and Sarsh, the housemaid,
appeared.

Mr Ratcliff stared st her,

“Vog, gir?’? said Sarsh.

“What do you want?” snapped Mr.
Ratcliff., “If there iz anything wrong
below stairs go to Mrs, Kenwigg, Do
not hother me.”

“You rang, sir!”

“Y did not ring.” i

“] thought I heard your bell, sir.’

“You were mistaken.”

Sarah retived. Mr. Ratcliff ;grunted
and settled down to work agam. DBub
he was not left in peace. In a minute,
or less, there was a tap again at the
door, and Sarsh put a surprised face
into the room.

Mr. Ratcliff pavsed outeide Tom Merry's study, hia whole attitude that of a epy.  Old Ratty will never let my little

Joke on him rest,” came Monty Lowther’s voice.

he had heard enough.

leg of the swivel-chair, and brought it
up the back of the chair and through
an interstice in the ornamental back.
To the end of the wire he attached a
flat bell-push. He raised the cushion
from the chair, placed the bell-push
there, and laid the cushion lightly down
again,

The weight of the cushion was not
sufficient to depress the bell. But as
soon as anyone sat in the chair, the
cushion would be pressed down hard,
of course, and then the push would be
depressed.

Monty Lowther worked quickly, and
in five minuten all was done.

He left the study in a mood of
gerene satizfaction.

i gut | fancy he won't bowl me out ! ”?
But he didn’t know that Ma a had phot h

The master's e?es glinted ;

time when the Housemaster guessed
that the telephone had been used, and
Mr. Rateliff more than suspected that
they were very much tickled with the
jape -and not disposed to help him in
is search for the practical joker.

Hence the dark -frown upon JMr,
Ratcliff’s face as he came into his study.
He had only one consolation—it was
his task to prepare the examination-
papers for a forthcoming exam, and he
could make them, as Lowther expressed
it, “regular twisters.”

The New House master closed his
door, and growled to himself, and sat
down in his comfortable chair at the
table, and drew his papers and pen
and ink towards him.

d him eavesdropping I

grap

“Do you want anything?”

“No, I do not! Please do not come
here unless I ring.”

“But you rang, sicl”

" What I"

“You rang, sirl” said Sarah firmly,

Alr, Rateliff rose to his feet and sur-
veyed the maid with a stony glare,

“What nonsense is this, Sarah? I
repeat to you that I did net ring.
How dare you tell me I rang, when I
tell you I glid not ring | It was prob-
ably some other hell. Go and see.”

“It wasg your bell, sir. The cook said
g0, too ™

“The cook is as stupid as you are,
Sargh. Xindly go away.”

Tar GeM Liprary,—No, 1,458,
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Sarah retired, or rather flounced,
away. Mr. Ratcliff, very much annoyed,
sat down to his work again, quile un-
consciously ringing the bell by doing so.
In two minutes there was a sharp knock
at his door, and DMrs. Kenwigg, the
Neow House housekeeper, came m, with
a very red face, Mr. Rateliff jumped
up irritably.

“Upon my word, Mrs, Kenwigg!
Cannot I be left in peace for a few
moments together?”  he exclaimed.
“How am I to work with these endless
interruptions? What is it now?"”

“You rang, sicl”’

“What "

“Sarah has been up twice, sir, when
vou rang,’”’ said Mrs, Kenwigg, “ Now

have come myself. I cannot under-
stand your playing a joke upon a ltouse-
maid in this way, Mr. Rateliff, and it
is my duty to tell you so0.”

Mr. Raiclifi almost choked.

“ Joke,” he roared—‘joke! DMrs.
Kenwigg, am I in the habit of playing
jokes on servants? Ave you out of your
penses !

“I am not, sir," said Mrs. Kenwigg
sharply; “but I think you must be, sir.
First ordering fifty tons of coal just
after conl was laid in, and now ringing
the bell and telling the maid you do not
want her when she comes—"'

“I did not ring the bell I’ shricke
Mr. Ratcliff, almost in o frenzy. “I
tell you, Mrs. Kenwigg, that I have not
touehed the bell sinco I entered this
room !

“The bell rang, sir

Mr, Ratelif jumped up.

“Nonsense |" he cxclaimed. "It must
be a trick of some sort——"

“The bell's stopped ringing now!”
came Sarah's voice from the distance.

A gleam of suspicion came into Mr.
Ratehff's eyes as he heard the house-
maid's voice. As soom as he had risen
the bell stopped ringing. He immedi-
ately suspected a trick.

He dragged the cushion from Lis
seat,

He almost staggercd at the sight of
the bell-push there, with the wire eurl-
ing down the back of the chair to the
floor.

He grabbed up the bell-push, and
dragged up the wire.

“Tt is a trick!” ho yelled. “Some-
ono has attached this wire and bell-
push to my bell, so that it rang when-
ever I sat down. It is infamous!”

“Ha, ha, hal*

The housekeeper could not control her
amusement,

Mr, Rateliff glaved at Mrs. Kenwigg.

“I do not sec anything to laugh at
It is infamous. Someone shall be most
soverely punished for this!” shrieked
Mr. Rateliff,

And he caught up a cane, and rushed
from the study.

R

CHAPTER 16.
Mr, Ratelifi Climbs Down [

1] A, ha, ha!”
H “My hat! Ha, ha, hat”
Tom Merry and Monty
Lowther roated.

It was an hour sinee that peculiar
geene 1n Alr. Ratcelitf's study, wsnd the
chums of the Bhell had received an
account of the disturbance in the New
House from the grinning Figgins.

Tom Merry and Lowther were in the

study. Manners was out somewhere
with his camera, as usual, but the
other two were quite adequately

occupied in chuckling over the discom-
fiture of Ratty.
“Tf I could only have been there,”
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,458,

sighed Lowlher. “That's the worst of
a little joke on Ralty—chap can't see
his (ace,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8till, we saw him when the ecoal
came,” grinned Lowther.

“T'oor old Ratty! He isn't up to
our weight.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

The chums of the Shell, as they
roared with laughter, did net hear a
faint crcak in the passage. The door
was open slightly, as Manners had left
it. They did not know that Mr, Rat-
chiff was coming along the passage, and
that he had hecard their laughter, and
their carcless words, and stopped to
listen.

That was quite Mr. Rateliff’s way.

He had 2 custom of going about very
quietly, nnd hearing things never in-
tended for his cars, and using them
against the speakers. That was one
reason why Alr. Rateliff was so un-
popular in his own House, as well as
in the Sehool Ilouse, or perhaps more
so_there,

The Housemaster paused oufside the
door, and bent his head to listen, his
whole attitude that of a spy. here
was no one else in the passage, and,
if he had heard s footstep, Mr, Rat-
cliff would have been on his guard at
once, and would have changed his
attitude promptly, Quite unconscious
of the eavesdropper just outside their
study door, Tom Mecrry and Lowther
ran on.

“0ld Batty will rever let this rest,”
grinned Lowther. “But I fancy he
won't bowl me out—what?"

Y"Na fear!”

““He hasn't got on to the iclephone
japer yet, Ha, ha. ha!”

Ir. Rateliff's eyes glinted; he had
heard encugh., In his excitement wt
making the conclusive discovery, lie
had not heard thres short, sharp
clicks along the passage. He burst
inte the study.

“Bo I have discovered you!"
{hundered.

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther
started up in dismay. Thoy knew at
once that the Housemaster had been
listening.

Tom DMerry faced him, his
gleaming with scorn.

“You have discovered what, sir?” he
asked coldly.

“Tha author of the outrage with the
telephone, and the more recent outrage
in my study 1" thundered Mr. Ratclill,
“You are condemned out of your own

he

eyes

mouths! I have heard you discussing
vour wickedness. TFollow me to the
Tead !"’

Manners entered the study. He had
his camera in his hand, and a genial
smile npon his face,

“Tollow me to the Head !” said Mr.
Rateliff harshly. “You had belter
come, too, Manners. I am sure that
vou were in this plot as well.”

“Would you mind waiting till T
develop my photographs, sir?” asked
Manners, with deadly politeness,
“I've got some that will interest the
Head very much. I took three snap-
shots just pow in the Shell passage,
sir—ihves  really good interiors.
snapped the door of the study, and I
had the good luck to snap it just when
you were there."”

Mr, Ratcliff turned white.

Tom DMerry and Lowther pgasped.
They understood.

Manners had come upslairs ta return
to the study just s Mr, Ratcliff was
playing the eavesdropper outside the
door of the study, and the amateur
photographer of 8t. Jim's had had the
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great presence of mind to snap Mr
Rateliff in the very aet of playing the
spy- .
“You—you have photographed me,
Manners 7 gasped hlv. Rateliff.

“Yes, sir; close to the door—very
close, in fact, sir.”

Mr. Rateliff breathed painfully, He
was gquite satisfied for his own part with
his own methods of gelting information,
But to be photograplied in (he act of
playing the spy; to be shown up to all
the school as an eavesdropper; to be
branded in the public paze—his head
seemed to swim at the thought.

“CGive me that camera, please,
Maunners 1” he said at last, in a husky
voice.

Manners put his camera behind him.

“It's my camera, sir,” he said.

“Do you dare to disobey me?"”’ thun-
dered Mr, Ratelilf,

“It's my camera and my films,” said
Manners.

There was a long pause.

“You—you are guite mistakon in
thinking that—that I was listening at
the door!” said Mr. Ratcliff at last,
thickly.

“Then the photographs wor't do sny
harm, sir,” said Manners demurely.

“The—the photographs might lead to
misapprehensions,” muttered Mr. Rat-
cliff. “I prefer to—to destroy them., I
sk you, as a favour, lo give me the
negatives, Manners, In the circum-
stances, I will overlook your conduct,
and nothing more shall be said about
the affair of the telephone or about
what happened in my study this after-
noon.”

“You promise, sir?"

“Yes, I promise you that.”

Manners exchanged a glance with his
comrades, Mr., Ratelif had heen
brought fairly to his knees, andl the
juniors could feel almost sorry for him.

Tom Merry and Lowther nodded
assent to Manners’ unspoken query, and
the amateur photographer of St. Jim's
opened the camera, took out the roll of
films, and handed it lo the TFlouse-
master.

Mr. Ratclif gripped it in his hand,
and left the study without another
word.

“0Oh, my hatt” murmured Monty
Lowther. “Manners, old man, you've
saved the sityation! It was great!”

Mr. Rateliff's footsteps died away.
He was seen to go; and a few mowments
later the chums of Study No. 6 looked
into Tom Merry's study to learn what
Ratty had wanted.

They were surprised to see the
Terrible Three executing a wild war-
danee round the table.

“Bai Jovel” ejaculated Arthur
Aungustug D'Arcy, turning his eyeglass
upon the Bhell fellows in astonishment,
“Gweat Scott! What the—"

“We've caught Ratty !" sobbed Monty

Lowther. “This is the cat that killed
the ra »
“Ha, ha, ha!”

They exploinod breathlessly. And
then there was a yell of laughter from
the c¢hums of Study No. 6.

Mr, Rateliff kept his word. Probably
his love for the Terrible Threo was not
increased by what had happened. But
that was a trifle that did not trouble in
the least the serenity of the juniors who
had got even with Ratty |

TIIE EXD.

(Next Wednesday: ‘““A COCRNEY
AT ST, JIM'S!" An amazing and
mmusing newcomer arrives at 8, Jim's
in the next sparkling story of Tom
Merry & Co. Don't miss the adventures
of 'Arry "Orace 'Antmond !)
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ANOTHER CREAT YARN OF THE AMAZING RODKWOOD MYSTERY.

Dudley Vane placed tha packet In the box-aseat, and thenYstacked A
The new |unior thought the study was
but behind the armchair Tubby Muffin was conoealed—a fact
which was to have an important bearing on the Rookwood mystery !

quantity of lumber over |t.
empty,

Lovell, As Usual !

L Ol after lights out!”
Jimmy  Bilver,
head.

shaking
Arthur Edward Lovell
looked at him,

“Tathead I he said politely.

“What I mean is—" began J immly.

“Never mind what you mean, old
chap,” interrupted Lovell. “I've told
you what I mcan, If you'va got. cold
foet you can stand out on them. Bec?”

Jimmy shook his head again.
“Uncle James ” of Rookwood was not
likely to be suffering fromn “cold fect.”
Lovell, as usual, required the brake to
Lbe put on.

A dormitory raid is all very well,”
explained Jimmy, “gud 1 dare say it
would be a lark to roll Bmythe of the
Shell out of bed. T've no objection to a
pillow fight, if it comes to that. But—
er—))

For the third time Uncle James of
Rookwood shook his head,.

“But what?” demanded Raby. “No
harm in a lark.”

*And that ass, Bmythe, wants rag-
ging ! said Neweome.

* And we're jolly well going to do it 1"
bawled Lovell, in tones that rang far
beyond the end study and echeed down
the Classical Fourth passage.

“Listen ta your Uncla James ! said
Jinmmy Silver severely. " You know
what happened io Mornington a weck
or two ago. He was out of House
bounds when that mysterious beast, who-
sver he is, hammered Tommy Dodd in
the dark. Morny was nearly sacked on
suspicion—he just asked for it. Until
the mystery man of Rookwood is found
out and bunked we'd better mind our
ltep."'

“Rot ! remarked Lovell.

“Ol, don't be an ass!” exclaimed
Jimmy. ' Buppose something happened
while a fellow was out of hia dorm?

said
his

By

He would he under suspicion at once,
jusl as Morny was that time.”

Raly and Neweome nodded assent to
that. Dudley Vane, the new junior,
who was sitting on the corner of the
stady table, listening to the discussion,
nadded, too. But Arthur Edward
Lovell only snorted.  Arthur Edward
Lad many gifis and qualities, but sweet
reasaniblencss was not ineluded amon
them. Opposition only made Lovel
more determined,

“ Rubbish 1 he said, “Tor one thing,
that blessed mystery man hasn't been
heard of for & week—mnot since Car-
thew of the Bixth was eracked on the
head with a ruler in his study. DMy

[N R e nnnm

Can a member of Jimmy Silver
& Co. be the unknown ragger of
Rookwood 7 It is to their study
that the trail of the “mystery
man"” leads his trackers!
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belief is that he's got frightened at what

he's done, and chucked his potty
games.”
“You think so, Lovell?” asked

Dudley Vane,

“¥es, I jolly well do! Anyhow, he's
nat likely ta ho up to his tricks to-
night, just when we're raiding the Shell
dormitory. And I den’t care twopence

if he is!” added Lovell. “I1 told
Smythe I'd lock in and bang him
with a pillow for putting. on swank.

And if T don’t look in on Smythe to-

night, and bang him on the head with a
illow, vou can use my head for a foot-
all, Jimmy Silver”
“Thanks, but a wooden {oothall

ED
i

]

OWEN CONQUEST.

wouldn’t be much use to me1” answered

Jimny.
“Hg, ha, ha!l”
“Why, you cheeky asa!” roared

Lovell.” “T've & jolly good mind—"
“Use it, old fellow, if you've got
one,” urged Jimmy. “ Looks to me as
if you haven’t |”
Lovell glaved at him, while his com-

rades  chuckled, Arvthur  Edward
seemed at m loss for words for a
moment. Taking sdvantage of the

pause, Jimmy Silver went on:

“T don’t believe the mystery man has
chucked it. He's lying low for a bit,
that's all. I know the beaks don’t think
he's chucked it. They're watching for
him like cals, and I've e jolly strong
suspicion lhat some of the prefects stay
up at night to keep walch, to nuil him
if he prowls, Any fellow out of his
dorm is lable to be nailed and taken
up hbefore the Ilcad on suspicion of

being  that sportsman, Not pgood
enough |7

“Rubbish !" roared Lovell.

And with that, Arthur Edward

stamped out of the end study and shut
the door after him with a slam.

Hulf an hour later Mr. Dalton, the
inaster of Lhe Fourth, was HDOIIIIE lights
out for his Form, Dicky Dalton’s face,
wont to be cheery and good-humoured,
Wwas very grave in expression,

The mystery of Rookwood School
woighed on his mind., Weeks had passed
since the first of the strange and mysteri-
ous series of outrages hnd been com-
mitted, and there was not the remotest
clue to the perpetrator. The whole
staff, from the Head down, wna puzzled
and perturbed, and wondering, too,
when and how the mysterious ragger
might break out again.

Twice the finger of suspicion had been
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ointed—onea nt Lovell, once at Morn-
ington. In cach pase it had proved to
be a mistake. The mystery man was
one of some hundreds of fellows, but
whether senior or junior, or Classical
or Modern, no one could say.
Certainly, it was no time for any
fellow to be recklessly regardless of
rules. All the fellows reslised that—
except Arthur Edward Lovell.

When Dic Dalton had turned off
the light, and had gone, Lovell sat up
in be

“Better give him time to get clear!”
he remarked. . .

“Better go to sleep, like a sersible
chap 1" zaid Jimmy.

“ Who's coming with me to pillow that
ass Smythe?” demanded Lovell, ad-
dressing the Fourth Formers,

“Rats]” came in unanimous response
from nearly every fellow. .

“«Well, of all the rotten funks!” eaid
Arthur Edward, in utter disgust. “All
right, then. Y1l go alone!®

Arthur Edward slipped out of bed
snd jammed on his trouscrs and a pair
of alippers, He snorted scornfully ns he

did so. Jimmy Silver sat up in bed.
“You silly, obstinate, pig-headed
bandersnatch—" he said.
“Qh, shut upl!” snapped Lovell.

“Eeop in bed and try to get your feat
warm [” g
Jimmy stepped out of bed. Having
done his best to restrain his hot-headed
and hare-brained chum, and having
failed, Uncle James was not going to
fet him go alone. The end study always
stood shoulder to shoulder. Raby and
Nbweome silently followed his example.

Lovell blinked at them in the glimmer

of winter starlight from the high
windows. p
“Qh, ;Ou’ru corning |I” he grlmtegl.
“¥es,” answered Jimmy; “and if we

get snaflled by o beak or a prefect we'll
jolly well sorag you when we get back.”
“Leayve it to me, and I'll sce you
through all right,” said Lovell "I¢
won't take us five minutes to mop up
Smythe and Tracey and Selwyn, and
that gang in the Shell. Come on”
And the Fistical Four quitted the
dormitery and stepped out into the
dark passage, It was a quarter of an
hour since Richard Dalton had gone,
‘and that was ample time for the beak io
get olear. They had to go down the
assage, and round m corner by the big
anding to reach the door of the Shell
dormitory, They tiptoed away silently.
Jimmy Silver gave a sudden start as
they reached the landing. In the dark-
ness there he caught a faint move-
ment.
Ho stopped. his heart beating laster.
The thought of the mystery man, the
unknown lawless prowler of Rookwood,
came uacomfortably inte his mind. It

was not & pleasant thought, to run into
the ruffianly rascal who had ham-
mored Tommy Dodd senscless, and

stunned Carthew of the Sixth with &
ruler.

His three companions heard the
sound at the same moment and stopped,
too, with the same disturbing thought
in their minds.

Bomeone was hidden in the darkness
on the landing, and who could it be,
skulking there in Lhe dark, but the
mysterious prowler?

he next moment a startled yell
from Lovell broke the silence.

*QOh! He's got me! Oh!*

There was a fall, a bump. & scuffle,
and then the sounds of a desperate
struggle in the darkness.
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A Tesson for Lovell!

RTHUR LEDWARD LOVELL
slruggled wildly, almost
frantically. Ho forgot all about
the raid on Bmythe & Co—he

forgot that he was outside his dorm
after lights-out, & serious matter if dis-
covered. 1le forgot cverybhing bui the
startled horror of that sudden grasp
in the black darkness, He yelled and
howled incoherently as hie rolled over,
struggling madly 1n the strong hands
that had gripped him.

Not for a momwent did he doubt that
he had run iuto the *“mystery man™ in
the dark|

A horrified terror thrilled through all
his wveins.  Jimmy; Raby, and New-
come peered and groped round them,
striving to get to Lovell's help. Twao
struggling figures, rvolling over, erashed
against Jimmy’s legs, and sent him
apinning, He clutched hold of Raby
and Newcome as ha went, and dragged
them over with him

A light gleamed on the staircase.

Someone was hurrying up from the
lower landing, with an  eclectric toreh
gleaming in his hand.

“Have you got him, siz?”

It was the voice of Bulkeley of the
Sixth, the captain of Rookwood.

1 {hink so, Bulkeley ! Switch on the
light 1"

That answer came from the unseen
one who was grasping Lovell. The
voiee made Jimmy Silver & Co. wonder
whether thay were dreaming—for it was
the voice of their Form-master, Richard
Dalion.

There was & sudden fload of illumina-
tion as Bulkeley switched on the land-
ing light.

Jimmy, Raby, and Newcome scrambled
to their fect, Bulkeley stared at them
blankly as he saw them in the light.

Mr. Dalton staggered up, with his
prisoner still struggling in his power-
ful grasp, He, too, stared blankly ot

the three.

“Silver| Raby! Newcome!” he
exclaimied. “What are you deing out
of your dormitory? And this—
Lovell I

“Urrrggh |? gurgled TLovell breath-
lessly. “Urrggh! Oh erikey! Owl”

Mr. Dalton released him. Arthur
Edward Lovell leaned on the wall,
pusping for breath. His eyes almost
popped from his head as the light
revealed his Form-master.

Tvidently there had been & mistake
in the dark. It was not the mystery
man—it was Mr. Dalton, on the
watch for him! And it was clear that
he had taken the junior he had seized
for the mysterious prowler,

Jimmy Silver compressed hia lips.
He mentally resolved to kick Lovell as
soon as they got out of this.

“Ho it 18 you!” said Mr. Dalton
quietly,. “Explain at once why you
are out of your dormitory, Silver!”

“Tt—it—it was a—a lark, sir!” stam-
mered Jimmy. “Only a lark on the
Bhell, sirl We wera going to pillow
Bmythe—"

“And at such n time as this, when
wateh is being kept for an unknown
lawless character in the school, you
indulgo in what you are pleased to eall
e lark, after lights-outi’’ exclaimed
Ar. Dalton sternly.

Jimmy hung his head. Kicking
Lovell afterwards was all very well. As
the moment he had nothing to say.

“Lovell, how dared you resist when
I seized you?” asked Mr. Dalion.

“J—1—I never dreamed it was you,
gir " faltered Lovell. *“I—I thought
you'd gone down to your study! I—I1
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—1 thought it was that beast who had
got hold of me in the dark—that
mystery brute I

Lovell shuddered. He was reassured
now, but he was not likely Lo forget
soon the thrill of horror that had pone
through him when he was gripped in
the dark by unsecen hands!

“¥You deserve ihe fright yon have
had, you stupid boy!" snapped Mr,
Dalton. “You are fortunate not to be
suspected of being the rascal for whom
I was on the watch, 0o back te your
dormitory. I shall cane you all in the
morning with the grealest severity,”

In dismal silence the Fistical Four
trooped back to ihe Tourth TForm
dovmitory. In silence, they went in,
and Jimmy Bilver closed the door.
A the Classical Tourth were
sitting up in bed. The uproar
{md reached every ear in the dormi-
ory.

“ Bpotted 1 asked Dudley Vane.

*“ Bnafed ?*’ grinned Mornington,

Jimmy Silver breathed hard and

cop.
“That idiot Lovell ! he said.
“Oh, draw it mild!” exclaimed
Lovell warmly, “Was it my fault?"
“Whose faull was it, then?” howled

aby.

“Don't yell at mel How was I to
know that Dicky Dalton was squatting
there in the dark, keeping watch for
t‘n? mystery man 77 demanded Lovell.

“0Oh, my hat! Was he{” howled
Mornington. “And you walked into
him! Ha, hal”

“Nothing te snigger at!” growled
Lovell, “He grabbed me in the dark,
and thought I was the mystery man,
and 1 thought he was—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

: “Oh, snigger!” snorted Lovell.
'Funny, isn't it? Wo're poing lo gek
whopped in the morning! That’s funny,
too, 1 suppose?”

_ “Well, yow've jolly well asked for
it I”’ chuckled Vane.

“Trust Lovell to put his foot in it ™
chortled Pesle.

“Oh, shut up!” snorted Lovell,
"We'd better turn in, you men, in
case that ass Dicky gives us a look-in.
Better give him plenty of time to elear
now. 1 suggest waiting an hour before
we go for Bmythe.”

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcoms
blinked at Lowvell.

They had been considering whether to
lick him from one end of the dormi-
tory to the other, or to bang his head
on & bedstead. Lovell, apparently
quite unaware that he had exeited his
comrades’ dire wrath, had neot, it
seemed, given up his idea of raiding the
Shell and pillowing Smythe & Co.

After what had happened, Lovell was
still thinking of that deorm raid | Un-
doubtedly Arthur Edward was a
sticker |

fNo good talking to him[" said
Jimmy Silver. “Actions speak louder
than words—and words are wasted on
that fathead, anyhow | Collar him ("

“Tiook here——" roared Lovell.

Three pairs of hands fastened on him
like one, and Le roared as he was
swept off his feef.

Bump !

" Whooap 1”

Bump |

“Yoo-hooop !

“Now are you going out of the dorm
again?’ hissed Jimmy Silver.

"Ow! Yesl I—"

Bang |

Arthur Edward Lovell's head gmote
& bedpost. His head was havd, but the
bedpost was harder, The bed almost



EVERY WEDNESDAY

rocked under the concussion. Lovell
gave a frantic howl

"“Now, are you going back to bed??

“"Nol I— ¥arcooh|”

Bang |
"Ha, ha, ha!” came in a ripple along
the rows of beds.

“Ow! TLeggol I—I—T1 chuck it,
if you like!” gasped Lovell. “I—I—
T'll go back to bed!l Wow! My hea
aches!| Qw!” !

Jimmy, Raby, and Newecome swung
him up, and hurled him bodily on his
bed. He landed there with a crash.

“"Now,” =said Jimmy Bilver, in con-
centrated tones, “yon turn out again,
vou blithering idiot, and we'll tie you
down to the bed with the sheets ! AMind,
mean that!”

“Ow-ow | You silly ass—wow !
Jimniy, Raby, and Newcome went
back to bed

o

So did Lovell! e had more aches

i

Bang! Bang! Bang!
leaped back with a yell.
about the floor.

and pains disteibuted over his person
than he coull have counled.  liven
Arthur Edward Lovell did not want any
more.

Blumber doscended on the Classienl
Fourth dormitery. Lovell was the last
to sleep. It was quite a late Lour before
Arthur Edward forgot his aches and
pains in balmy repose,

Muffin is Mystified !

LU ARD cheese!” said
Vane sympathetically,
. It was the following morn-
ing, and the Fourth had
gathered at the door of their Form-
rooin.
Jimmy Bilver & Co. eame up the
passage to join the waiting Form.
Bome of the Fourth smiled at them as

they came. Tubby Muflin gave a fat
chortle,

Dudley

The aspect of the Fistical Four was,
perhaps, a little comic. They wriggled
up the passage rather than wzﬁked.
Arthur Edward Lovell seemed to be
trying to fold himself up like a pocket-
knife, Evidently the four had been
through it. Richard Dalton had dealt
with them faithfully for their escapade

overnight,
“ODwl” groaned Lovell, “Wow!"”
Lovell had had it hardest. Probably

Dicky Dalton had guessed that the hot-
headed Arthur Edward was the chief
offender,

“Hurt ! asked Tubby Muffin.

Lovell gave him a glare.

““Oh, no!” he said, with ferocious
sarcasm, “Enjoying it! I'm making
this row to show how amused I am [*?

“Hard lueck!” said Mornington.
“Tut you really asked for it, you know.,
Dicky was bound to come dewn heavy.”

“I don't see it,"” szaid Dudley Vane,

The sudden roar of explosions caused Dioky Dalton to jump clear of the floor.
“ Oh, crumba! ]

Look out

“No great harm in a dorm raid. That

asa Dalton shouldn’t haye been up
watching—it was his own fault the
fellows  barged into  him. Beaks

shouldn’t prow! round o’ nights”

“Well, I don’t see how they're to nail
the mystery man if they don’t watch
for him,” said Jimmy Silver. Uncle
James was wriggling, like his friends,
but he kept his just balance of mind.
“The faeb is, we asked for what we got
—at least, Lovell did] But it's all the
fault of that dashed mystery brute. I'd
like ta spot him and punch his silly
head 17

Dudley Vane laughed,

“That's not likely,” he said. *Wheo-
ever tha fellow is, he scems to know
how to Lkeep himself pretty dark.
Dalton can sit up every night, with a
wet towel round his head, if he likes—
but lic wou't snaffle him ! I rather think
Dallon amuses him.”

2b

“Shurrup 1" whispered Erroll, -as Mr.
Dalton stepped inio the passage and
came up to the Form-roamn door.

Vane coloured a little, It was fairly
plain that Richard Dalton had over-
heard his remark, which had been
spoken quite loudly and carelessly.

But the Fourth Form master took no
notice of it. He opened the Form-room
door, and the juniors went in and toek
their places.

Jimmy Silver & Co, sat rather umn-
comfortably through lessons that morn-
in%_; Mr. Dalton passed them over
lightly in “eon.” He was a kind
master, as well as a severe one on just
accasion,

There was no doubt that he was
deeply annoyed by the happening of the
night. All the fellows knew now that
watch was kept for the “mystery man "
—and among the rest, that mysterious
individual knew, It placed him on his

Bulkeley

Something that seemed alive was hopplng and fizzing
It was a bundle of jumping-crackers, thrown at them by the * mystery man.”

guard, and made it more difficult to

catch him napping.
After morning school, the Fistical
Four were feeling better. They joined

the rest of the Form in punting about
a footer in the frosty guad. )
Few, if any, of the juniors noticed Mr.
Dalton standing at his study window,
gazing out into the wintry sunlight. His
eyes were on the juniors—and he sighted
Dudley Vane wad:ing down te thoe gates.

Dicky Dalton’s eyes followed the new
junior till he disappeared. His brow
was very thoughtful. Tellows were
allowed to go out of gates hetween third
school and dinner if they liked, and
there was nothing surprising in, Vane
going for a walk on his own. But of
late days, Dicky Dalton had been very
keenly interested in the new fellow in
his Form, and everything that Dudley
Vano did had interest ‘for him. He
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turned from the window at last, and sat
down to a pile of I'orm papers with a
thoughtful shade on his hrow.

It was near dipner-time when Vane
came back.

He walked in, and sauntered across
to the House, with his hands in his over-
coat pockets. Somo of tho juniors were
still punting the ball, among them the
Fistical Tour.

Vane went into the House, and ran
quickly up the stairs, heading for the
junior studics—generally deserted af
that time of the day. As he went up the
Fourth Form passage, Higgs of tho
Fourth locked out of the doorway of
Study No. 2.

“Seen that fat, foozling, fut-headed,
piefaced, pinching, pilfering pig?’
asked Higgs.

Vane laughed.

““If you mean Muffin, I haven't secn
him.'"

“Well, if you see him, tell him I'm
gom%to smash him into little bits1”
said Higgs. “Tell him I know wha had
my apples, pnd I'm jolly well going to
whop him black and blue, and then blus
and blacl."

Higgs, suorting, turned back inle
Study No. 2. Vane, laughing, went on
up the passage to the end study.

He stepped into that study and closed
the door after him.

His study-mates were all in the quad;
he had seen them all there as he came
in. But he gave 8 quick look round the
room ag if to make sure that it was
vacant,

Then he crossed to the window
alcove, whera there was a box-seat,

He pitched eside the cushions, and
lifted the lid. Inside the rathor roomy
recoptacle was all sorts of lumber—old
exercise books, two or three football
boota, & tennis racket in & bad state of

disrepair, some ecardboard boxes, and
some dog-cared volumes—the sort of
lumbor that accumulates in junmior
studies, and is shoved out of the way.

Taking a packet, wrapped in brown
paper and tied with strmg, from his
overcoat pocket, the new junior thrust
it down in the box, and carcfully stacked
& quantity of the lumber over it,

Then ho closed the lid, replaced the
cushions, and left the study. With a
smile on his face, he went downstairs
and out of the House, to join tha fellows
punting the ball. 5

As soon as Dudloy Vanc had left his
study and closed the door after him, a
fat face pecred out from behind the
armechair, which was backed into a
corner.

It was the podgy conntenance of Ceoil
Adolphus Reginald Mulffin, alias Tubby.

l‘uﬁby stared nt the shub door.

Parked inside Tubby were the apples
Hi gs had missed from Study Na. 2.
Tubby, for the present, was keeping out
of Alfred Hipgs' sight. That was why
he was in the end study. .

He had popped behind the armechair
in the corner when Vane came in, under
the impression that it was Higgs hunt-
m%for him.

e was still under that impression ;
for, keeping carefully oui of the junior’s
si%{t, he had not seen him.

e crept cautiously out of the corner,
nothing doubting that Alfred Higgs had
looked into tho study for him and failed
to find him. He was safe now till the
bell rang for dinner, at ull events.

Tubby relled aeross to the box-seat in
the window.

Although he had not seem Vane, he
had heard him. And he wondered what
on earth business Higgs had with Jimmy
Silver’s box-seat. ¢ fellow had been
rumpling and rustling the things in the
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box, as if hunting for something, or
packing something away, Tubby was
%'oilng to know what Higgs had been up
0

He rajsed the lid of the box and
blinked in among the lumbor. Nothing
of an unusual nature met his eyes. The
inquisitive Tubby proceeded to sort
through tho heap. He gave a squeak
of surpriso as he sorted out a pecket
wrapped in brown paper and tied.

Tubby picked it up and stared at it

That neatly wrapped and tied packet
locked az if it had come fresh from a
shop—as indeed it had. Tubby won-
dored whether it contained cigarettes.
As he was Higgs' study-mate in Study
No. 2, he knew that Alfred sometimes
had cigarettes, which he keﬁt carefully

hidden from the eyes of authority
“The awful rotter!” murmured
Tubby.

Tubby saw it all—or fancied that he
did. Higgs, he supposed, had taken the
alarm, and hidden his cigareties in &
safo place—under the lumber in the
box-seat of Jimmy Silver’s studyl

But he was going to make sure. He
untied the string, and unfolded the
brown paper.

Then ho fairly squealed with aston-
ishment,

The packet did not contain cigarettes.
It containod a dozen jumping orackera
such as were used on 1\%ovcmber bth, but
seldom or never- scen at Rookwood at
any other time of the year.

“0Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Tubby.

Higgs—he was firmly convinced that it
was Higgs—had sneaked into Jimmy
Silver's study, and hidden a packet of
fireworks in the box-seat! It was
utterly amazing to Cecil Adolphua
Reginald Muffin. His e{es popped in
astonishment at the bundle of crackers.

Finallly, he tied the packet up dgain
and replaced it and clozed the lid nlg the
box-seat. He rolled out of the end
study. .

The bell was ringing for dinner now
and Higgs or no Higgs, Tubby could
not eut tifin. He rolled last into Hall,
and Higgs, already at the table, gave
him a glare—but under Mr. Dalton’s
eyes, he could not. fortunately for
Tubby, give him anything more than a
glare.

Bang !

B. DALTON glanced at his
study clock, and frowned.

It was half-past ten.

The Januery wind howled
round the ancient roofs and chimney-
pots of Roockwood School. It was long
past bedtime for all the boys, and most
of the masters had turned in.

But Richard Dalton was not thinking
of turning in. In normal circumstanccs,
he was early to bed, and early to rise.
But the circumstances at present were
not mormal, Tho *Mystety man " of
Tookwood was still undiscovered, and
Richard Dalton was determined that the
discovory was going to be made.

All the masters, from the Head down
to Monsieur Moneeau, were licen
enough, but Richard Dalton was keencst
of all. 'That was not only because ho
had boen, more than once, lho victim
of tho unknewn prowler’s enmity, There
was a suspicion in his mind, growing to
a eonviction, that the mysterious prowler
of the school was in his own Form,
Dub the task of watching and waiting
was & disagroeable and weary one, and
it brought a frown to the young master’s
brow. j

There was a light tap at hiz door,
and Bulkeley of the Bixth looked im.
Richard Dalton rose to his feck.
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" Half-past ten, sir]” said Bulkeley.
“I'm ready, if you think it any use.”

“What ha.p.lgened last night was very
unfortunate, Bulkeley,” said Mr. Dalton.
“But we must not give in. I have no
doubt whatever that, scomer or later,
that irresponsible boy will bresk out
again, and I almost dread to think what
his next action may be.”

He paused, his frown deepening.

"The attack on Carthew wes a des-
perate act,” he went on, "“Carthew is
still suffering from his injury. Difficult
as the task is, Bulkeley, the discovery
must be made.”

“But the fellow will be put on his
guard now, sir,” said the Rookwood

fap{ain; “He's pretly sure fo lie
ow—"
“] do not think so, Bulkeley, I

think he is so irresponsible, and so much
& slave to an uncontrolled temper, that
the fact that he is being watched for,
now that he knows it, may very likely
excite him to perpetrate some daring
act—some act, perhaps, more cutrageous
t]nsu}’ anything that has happened eo
T

Bulkeley’s face was very grave,

“That looks as if the fellow iz a bit
cracked, sir,” he gaid slowly.

“T1 should riot be surprised to learn
that his mind is partly unhinged,”
answered the Fourth Iorm master.
“The cficet of a shoek, perhaps, or an

illness. For the safety of all the other
boys, he must be found—there is no
telling upon whom his unreasonable

enmity may turn at any moment.. He
has generally acted after dark—and he
cannot do so without leaving his
dormitory. 1 do not think thai whal
happened last night will warn lim fo
desist. Upon refleetion, 1 think it is
more probable that it will urge him to
show ﬁis reckless contempt of what we
can do, by some extraordinary freak.”

“Yery well, sir, 'm at your orders,”
said Bulkeley, “If he leaves his
dormitory, whichever one it may be,
we're fairly certain to spot him on the
landing."”

“*1 hope so, at least,” said Mr, Dalton.
He turnod off the light in his study,
and left it with the prefect.

The big landing, en which the dormi-
tory passages opened, was in dense
darkness. Dulkeley stopped at the turn
of the staircase, and Mr. Dalton went
up to the lauding, stepping on tiptoe
and groping his way.

As he stood on the landing, peering
raund him in the darkness, the FPaurth
Form master felt a swilden ihyill. 1le
could see naothing—but he knew, some-
how, that he was not alone in the
darkness.

Ile had intended 1o watch and lizton
there for some surreptitions prowler
after Hights cut. New it occurred to him
thiet the prewler hagl been livst in the
Held, amd was already there,

iz heart beat fast,

He felt in his pocket for his electrie
toreh, and drew it out. Suddenly he
flazhed on the light.

Holding up the torch;, hn swept the
beam of %.ighl. romid in a cirele. There
was an cxelamation from Bulkeley, and
he came running uyp to join {he Form-
master on the lanmling,

"“You've seen—" le gasped.

“I  think T heard something !
breathed Mr. Dalton. 1 am sure—
hark !?

There was a sound, from (e black
opening of the passage that led up to
the door of the (lassicnl I"ourth dormi-
fory, Someone was there!

Distinetly, in the silence, both of them
Leard the scraleh of a maleh! Ig was

a startling sound to hear, for the last
thing they would have expected the
prowler to do was to strike & light,

But that was what he had done—the
lighted match itself could not be seen,
as it was round the cormer of the pas-
sage, but a glow in the darkness told
that it had been lighted.

“Quick !” breathed Mr, Dalion.

He rushed aeross the landing,
Bulkeley at his heels. From the openin
of the passage, a red spark saile
through the air, describing an zre and
dropping fairly in Mr. Dalton’s face.

Something struck him, and dropped at
bis feet.

Bang !

o what—,P

Bang, bang, bang | y

The sudden roar of the explosions
caused Dicky Dalton to leap clear of the
floor. It roared fairly under his feet.
Bulkeley jumped back with a yell.

Bang, bang, bang! )
The deafening detonations rang
through the House, shattering the

silence, awakening fellows in all the
dormitorics.

Bang, bang!

“Good heavens—what—="

Y 0h, erumbs! Leok out—"

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

The toar of explosions was almoest
continuous,  Samething thai seemed
alive, was jumping about the landing.
For soveral seconds the master and the
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prefeel were loo amazed and dazed to
act—or think of acting. Then Mr,
Dalton, heediess of the banging and
tizeing rouncl L, tore to the dormitory
passage, and rushed into it

But ihe unseen fellow who had thrown
that bundle of jumping-crackers was

poue.  In the distance. up the passage.
Mr. Dallon heard a door close.  lle
knew that it was the door of the

Classical Fourth dormilory.

He tore up the passage.

Baug, bang, bang ! roared Dehind him,
Bulkeley swiiehed on the light, amd tried
desperately (o stiwmp oui the exploding
fireworks, Dut it was not one—it was
many. A bundle of crackers had heon
fastened together, the fuses in confact;
and the foree of the explosiony hurled
them apart, scartering (Lem over the big
landing., Home of themn fell through the
binistors ta the staies below.  UOn all
sidis sainmiled the ineestant, deafening
roar of bunging erackers,

Doors opened—yoices  called—lights
flashed on.  The whole llouse was
alarmed. Beores of fellows were 1nrning
out of bed, shouling {0 know whal was
the matter. The roar of the evackers

answered  them. Bang,  bang, bang.
bang !
Ileedless  of Ihe uproar, Richurd

Dalton sped up the passagse as i he

P

were on the cinder-path, He reached
the door of the Classical Fourth dormi-
tory—and as he rveeched it, it openad
and lights gleamed out. Someone. had
switched on the light in the dormitory.
Jimmy Bilver, in his pyjamas, with a
startled face, was rushing out, as his
Form-master arrived.

“What's up, sir?” gasped Jimmy.

Mr. Dalton, without answering,
pushed him aside, and strode in.

His swift glance swept up and down
the dormitory. Nearly every fellow was
already out of bed—even Tubby Muffin
was wide awake, sitting up, and
squealing with alarm. Only one other
fellow was still in bed—and that was
Dudley Vane, the new junior,

He was raised on one elbow, rubbing
his ¢yes, and staring in the higlh. He
looked as if ho had jusi been stariled
out of slumber. Mr. Dalton's searehin
eves fastened on him ut onee. Vane div
not scem la potice it.  1le rubbed his
cyes, without even seeming to observe his
Form-master at all.

"YWhat's happened,
Morninglon.

Bang, bang, baung, bang!| came in 8
roar up the passage. Some of the
crackers were still going strong.

“Fireworks ! said Arvthur  Fdward
Lovell, in wonder, “ What silly unss is
letting off lireworks in the middle of
the night?”

¥ No need to ask that ! said Dudley
Vane, laughing, " There's only one man
at Rookwod capable of such a jape!”

sir?”  asked

“The ioystery man!” exelaimed
Lovell.

Bang, bang, bang, bang! The erackers
seemed  inexhunstible.  The  House
cchoed from cnd to end with the rx-
plosions.

Iellows from othier dormitories were
riishing aut. Already there was a croewd
on tho landing, and a loud buzz of
stariled voices. Amid the buzzing of
boyish wvoices, came the deep roar of
Mr. Greely, the master of the Fifth,
and the cxcited squesk of Monsienr
Maoneccan. But no fellow left the
Classical Fourth dormitory; Mr. Dalion
had arrived in time to stop a general
exodus.

“Silver " rapped Mr. Dalton. “Wlo
has been out ofp this dormitory?"

“Nobody, sir, that I know of!"
answered Jimmy, “I was fast aslecp
when the banging woke me up——"

"Listen to me, all of you!” said Mr.
Dalton sternly. “Someone threw a
bundle of fireworks from this passage—
and 1 heard this door close as 1 pursued
him. It is an absolute certainty that the
boy entered this dormitoryl = He
entered, Bilver, losa than a minute
before you reopened the door——"

“0Oh, my hat!” pasped Jimmy. “I
noever saw him, sir. I switchad on the
light as I opened the door—it was dark
till then—""

“The boy is in this dormitory now!™
raid Mr. Dalton. "There can be no
further doubt that he 1= 8 member of
the Classical Fourth! One of the boys
lere present is the boy who has com-
mittm{] a series of lawless outrnges in
the school, culminating in what haa
happened to-night, That bay must have
had fircworks in his possession to-day.
Does anyane here know of a boy i this
Form who lhod fireworka in  his
possession 7

There was a gusp from Tubby Mullin.

“Oh erikey 17

Andd all eves in the dormitory turned
on Cecil Adolphus Mullin,
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Under Suspicion !

LU UFFIN I”
“0h
Tubby.

: He was blinking at Alfred
Fliggs with distended eyes. Higes, like
the rest, was staring at Muflin—cvery-
body was staring at him. It was clear
that Muffin knew something,

“It can’t have been Muffin!" gasped
Lovell. *“Was it you, Muffin, you ass?"”

“0w! No!" howled Tubby in alarm.
“Don't you get making out it was me,

crikey " gasped

you fathead! It wasn’t me, siv! I-—I
wouldn't |
Some of the fellows grinned. Cer-

tainl¥, it seemed wildly impossible that
Tubby Muffin was the “mystery man.”
They would as soon have suspected the
House dame’s tabby cat.

~ “Muflin[” repeated Mr, Dalton. He
strode towards Tubby’s bed and fixed
his eyes on the fat Classical's podgy
face. “You know something of this
matter, That is elear! Tell e at once
what you know.”

“Oh, lor’! I—I—I1—"
Tubby.

“Have yon seen any boy in this Form
in. possession of -fireworks?” demanded
Mr. Dalton. He guessed ab once that
that was it.

.f‘I

stammereid

”

“BSpeal at once!"’

“0Oh dear! I—I don’t want to give a
man away, sir!” gabbled the hapless
Tubby. “He's a beastly brute, and he
kicked me for eating an apple or two,
but——"

Alfréd Higgs gave a jump! He was
the “beastly brite” wheo had kicked
Tubby for enting an apple or twe'! A
dozen fellows looked at ITiggs. His face
gresw eriuson.

“Muffin, vou must speak out,’” said
Mr. Dalton~quictly. *In ordinary eir-
cumstances I should never ask a boy to
givd information, as I think my Form
is well aware. But this is a terribly
serious matter, perhaps invelving - tlie
safety of cvery boy in the House! You
must give me the name of the boy you
saw in possession of (fireworks,”

“Bpealk ont, Tubby!” said Jimmy
Silyer. * You're bound to speak out—no
fellow will eall it sneaking.”

SBul—but I—I say, you

won't let

Higgs piteh into me?” gasped Tubby.
“Yon know what a rotten bully he
in——

“ Higgs!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton. He

swung round and fixed his oyes on the

erimson, alarmed face of the bully of

the Fourth, “Higgs! What have you
to say "

Higes spluttered,

“Fancy Higgs!” breathed TLovell,

"f]Eu.:f the elrap when you come to think
it

“Silence " exclaimed Mr. Dalton,
“Iliges | Speak! Muflin states that you
\\‘rgo in possession of fireworks to-day,
ar e,

“I wasn't1” bawled Higegs, stuttering
with rage ‘and terror, "I haven't
touched s cracker since the Tifth of
November last year.” He glared
fiercely at Tubby. “You mad young
ass, what makes you fancy I had any
fireworks "

I ';I—I'\rusn't going to give you away,
hut——"

“You mad idiof, you can fell Mr,
Dalton aunything wou like!” roared
Higgs. “It's all lies!”

“Oh, is it?” exclaimed Tubby hotly.
“ Perhaps vou'll deny that you came into
Jimmy Silver's study and hid the fire-
works in his box-seat,”

“In my study I” gasped Jimmy Silver.

1 haven't been in Silver's study this
term ! velled Higgs, “Mr. Dalton, it's
not true, Iivervbordy knows that Muflin
is a liar—"

“Calm yourself, my boy,"” said Mr,
Dalton quietly, *‘It is quite elear that
Muffin is not lying, but he may have
nade’a mistake. Muffin, what were you
doing in Silver's study "

“It was about some apples, sit—
mumbled Tubby,

“ Apples!” repeated Mr. Dalton, with
a stare,

“Yes, air, Higes missed some apples,
and made out that I'd had them, and
—and I dodged into the end study’ to
keep clear of him. as the fellows were
out. Then I heard him coming, and hid
behind the armchair in the corner, and
he never saw me, and——"

“You saw him?” asked Dudley Vane,

“Bilence, Vane ! How dare you inter-
rupt! Mufin—"

“1 didn’t ser him,” mumbled Tubby.
“But I joily well knew hé was looking
for me! I kept doggo! I heard him
fumbling in the box-scat, and after he
was gone I looked into it and found a
packet, I looked in the packet—it was
craclers! T left it there when 1 went
down to dinner, and forgot about it
afterwards—hut o

“1 nover * shiricked Higgs.

“Mulfin, vou stupid boy ! exclaimed
Me, Dalton. “ You heard someone enter

.
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the end study, who concealed the fire-
works in the box-seat, But you did not
sec him " =y

* No, sir, but,I jolly well knew it was
Higgs.” ;

“How could vou have Known, if you
did not see him?" :

“Because he was after me—"

“T wasn't after him!” yelled Higgs.
“I never looked info any study for him,
I knew I'd get him at diuner, and—""

“0h 1" gasped 1'ubby. For the first
time it dawned on Cecil Adolphus'
pewerful brain that the fellow who had
entered the end study was not Alfred
Higgs. He had taken that for granted,
Ho realised now that he had taken s
‘little too much for granted.

“Mullin, you are e stupid hoy!"
snapped Mr. Dalton. “There is no
reason whatever to suppose that it was
Higgs who entered the study while you
wore concealed therve. It was miich
more Iilm(ily to be a boy who belonged
to the study 1” :

Jimmy Silver & Co.
glances. It was not only likely,: but
fairly cortain that a fellow who ‘hid
articles in. the end study was a fellow
who belonged to ' that study; though
that fact was only beginning to dawn on
Cecil Adolphus Muffin.

“There are five boys in the end
study!” said Mr. Dalfon, slowly and
quictly. “Silver, Lovell, Raby, -New-
come, Vane! Has anycne amgng you
anything to confess to me?” g

% No, sir!'" said five voices in unison.
There was a pause.

“Rot!” broke out Arthur Edward
Lovell hotly: “I dare say it wasn't
Higgs—I don’t know who it was—but it
was some rotter from outside who stuck
those crackers in our study—if that
fool Muffin didn’t dream the whale
thing! Not a Fourth Form chap at all,
in my opinion,” =

“Thank yon for your opinion,
Lovell 1" gaid Mr, Dalton dryly. * ¥ou
will now be silent! Go back to bed,
my boys.” ;

The Classical Fourth turned in again,
and Mr. Dalton put out the light and
left them.

The next morning all Rookwood knaw
that the finger of suspicion was pointed
at the end study. It was a dismayin
state of nffairs for the cheery chums of
Rookwood. i )

(Next week : “*THE MYSTERY MAN
UNMASKED | "' Look out for the thrill-
ing garn concluding this great Rook-
wood scries. Order your GEM early.)
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