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THE HEAD OF ST. JIM’S HELD TO RANSOM BY CROOKS|—

iy

Hal 4

Dr. |
the Head.

CHAPTER 1.
The Order of the Chuck!

“ OUNG shaver!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arvey of
the Fourth Forin at St. Jun's

was standing in the gatewny
of the old school, locking out into the
road, when that remark fell upon his

ears.

That the remark was addressed to
him, there could be doubt,

The dusty, sunburnt man whom he
liad noticed tramping up the road from
the direetion of Ryleombe Village, had
stopped directly opposite D'Arcy, and
he%ad his keen black eyes fixed npoa
the swell of St. Jim's as he spoke.
There was no one else in sight, either
upon the road or in the gateway. It
was therefore quite evident that it was
Arthur Augustus who was addressed;
and as D’Arcy did not reply, the
stranger repcated lis remark,

o Young shaver I

8till D'Arey did not speak. His gaze
remeained fixed upon the leafless trces
noross the road, as if he were totally
unaware of the sumburnt man's exist-
nnce, and quite unconscious of the keen
black eyes. If Arthur Augustus had
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a t to go, and both Pete Caraon and the Beetle stood in his way.
“ 8tand back ! "' exclaimed Carson. And Dr. Holmea started as he saw the muzzis of a revolver pointing

at his body.

condescended Lo speak, he might have
explained thet he was not saccustonied
to being addressed in such disrespectful
terms. But he did not condescend to
speak.

i Deaf 7" the  strangsr
pleasantly.

Arthuy Augustus flicked a speck of
dust from the sleeve of his immaculale
Eton jacket, but gave no olher signs
of life.

“Are you deaf, you young swab, or

inguired

only silly?” asked the sunburnt man,
No reply.
A large, sinewy brown Land drop-
ped upon Arthur Augustus D'Arcy's
shoulder, and the man shook him te

attract atiention,

]-fTh.‘.n 1the swell of 8t Jun's woke to
He.

“Pway Lake your hand fwom my
shouldah !

“Lock here——"

“Will you kindly wemove your hand
fworr miy shouldah?” asked Arthur
Augustus 1'Arey, with great politeness
“You are wumplin® my jacket, mnd
pewwaps soilin’ the cloth. T shall take
it as a favah if you will kindly wemoave

your hand. Otherwise I shall have no
wesource but to give you a [feahful
thwashin’.”

All rights re

NAPPED

* Let me pass ! said

The man staved at hin, and burst
into a lnugh. He was amused; but it
was o laugh that was not wholly
sleasant to hear. DBut le removed
1is hand from tha Fourth TFormer's
shoulder.

* Look here!” began the man,

“Were you addwessin® me?*

1 reckon so.”

“Then, if you wish to addwess e
again, pway do so in & more wespectful
term,” said the swell of 8L Jim's in his
most stately way. “1 am mnot used
to bein' chawactewised as a young
shavah,”

The man laughed again.

“Js this 8t. Jim's?" he asked.

“¥Yauas."

“Oh, good! T was afraid T had
missed the place,” said the stranger.
“This is St. Jim's, hey—and the head-
naster is Dr. Holmes 1”

“Y ‘!

“Good ! Much
shaver.”

And the man entered Lhe old gateway,
Arthur Augustus looked at him i
stately surprise.

“Twamps are not admitted here,” he
said, with emphasis.

nbliged, young

“ What 7"
“If you come on a message fwom ore
ith ission atrictly forbidden.)

d, and d
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of the twadesmen you must go to the
side entwance,” D'Arey explained. *If
ou are—as I pwesume—a twamp, you
u‘r;iYhatter clear out.”
ou cheeky young cub!”
D'Arcy’s eyes glittered behind his
ey‘eilass.
‘I am sorry to have to administah
& thwashin’' to n perfeot stwanger,” he
said, pushing back his cuffs, “But in
oires, I have no othah wesource, I
wegard you as & wude beast. Put up
your hands [*

And Arthur Augustus advanced upon
the sunburnt man, sawing the air with
8 pair of delicately-gloved fists. 'The
stranger stared at him, and hacked
away. KHe was s short, thick-set man,
not much taller than the slim junior
but evidently very much stronger, His
thick compact figure looked as if it bad
the strength of a bull.

“You silly young swab—"" he began.

“Put up your hands, you wottah,”
said Arthur Augustus, pushing his sillc
hat & little farther bmﬁ on ﬁis head,
and letting his eyeglass drop to the
end IoE ifs cord, “I am going to thwash
ou "”

“Hallo! Gussy—Gussy!”

It was a_shout from the quadrangle
a3 two juniors came dashing up. One
of them was Tom Merry of tho Shell,
and the other was Jack Blake of the
Fourth. They ran between Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy and the sunburnt maaq,

""Hold on, (fussy!”

“Wealliy, Blake !”

“What's the trouble?”’ asked Tom
Merry, in wonder. "“What on earth
are you going to fight with a tramp
for, Gussy?"

I am sowwy to have to spil my
hands upon such a person, Tom Mewwy,
but he haes twecated me with the gwossest
dizwespect. He——"

“Hold nn, Gussy! You'd betier get
out of here, my man,” said Tom Merry,
turning to the dusty stranger.

The man laughed unpleasantly.

“I reckon I'm coming in,” he said.
“I'm on a visit to your headmaster,
Dr. Holmes."”

Tom Merry laughed. A mare unlikely
visitor for the reverend Head of St.
Jim’s could not be imagined.

“You'd better buzz off,” he said.

“] reckon not.”

“Pway stand aside, deah boys, while
I thwow this wottah out,” said D'Arey.

“Loock here, Gussy——"

“Wats! I'm pgoing to thwow him
out "

“But look here—"

Arthur Augustus was not listening.
Hs eluded his friends, and made a rush
at the man in the gateway. This time
the stranger did not back away. He
stood waiti_nﬁl;_ for the swell of Bt. Jim’'s
with a peculiar grin on his dark face,

Arthur Augustus laid hands upon him
and swung him round to the road.

“Out you go, you boundah I

The man seemed to stiffen

up in
D'Arcy’s hands.

He returned gns for
Erip. and the swell of Bt. Jim's suddenly
ound himself in a grasp of iron. He
was held perfectly helpless, and the dark
face grinned into his.

"' Not so fast, young shaver,”
“Bai Jove I”

D’Arcy struggled violently. The sun-
burnt man grinned and swept him off
Lis feet, Arthur Angustus was swung
into the air as if he had been a baby
and tossed like a sack through the gates
way into the dusty road.

Bump |
. The swell of 8t. Jim's landed, sprawl-
ing, in the road.

_His silk hat went in one direction and
his eyeglass in another, and the elegant
junior rolled in the dust.

“Owl Yow! Gwool"

The sunburnt man gave him ona
glance end laughed, and tramped away
into the quadrangle towards the School
Houge of 8t Jim's. Arthur Augustus
sat up in the dust and gasped.

Tom Merry and Jack Blake stared
after the stranger, and then looked at
the dusty junior., Arthur Augustus
seemed bewildered. He blinked at the
two juniors, evidently in a state of
great bewilderment.

“‘Bai Jove "

“Ha, ha, ha |” roared Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“Ha, ha, bhal” ye!!ec]y Blake.

“Weally, Blake, deah boy——"

Jack Biake helped his chum to rise,
Arthur Avgustus found his eyeglass, and
jammned it into his eye.

“Bai Jovel Was—was that an—an
carthquake ?'" he stammered.

“Ha, hs, ha "

“Where is that howwid wuffian 7"

ORI

Kidnapped by gangsters and
held a prisoner in a lonely cot-
tage, there seemed little hope of
freedom for the Head of St. Jim's
—unless he paid the five hun-
dred pounds demanded by his
captors ! But neither Dr. Holmes
nor the kidnappers bargained for
the pluck and resource of those
cheery chums Tom Merry & Co.

R

“*He's gone in,” chuckled Tom Merry,
“I suppose he has really come to see tha
Head, after all. You were a little bit
too previous, Gussg.”

“Bai Joval TI'll give him a feahful
thwashin' |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus gathered up his silk
hat, and, without even waiting to dust
his clothes, he rushed into the quad-
rangle after the sunburnt stranger. The
latter had already reached the door of
the Scheol House.

CHAPTER 2.
A Btrange Visitor!
HAT do you want here 7™
Kildare of the Sixth, the
captain of St, Jim’s, asked
that question in & very
ebrupt tone as the sunburnt, dusty man
came into the wide oak-panelled Hall of
the old School House of St. Jim's.

€@

By
MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

Kildare had just come out of his study,
&nd he was considerably surprised to see
the stranger in the House.

The mon did not seem at all taken
aback by the abrupt address of the St.
Jim's captain. H% locked at Kildare
with perfect coolness.

reckon I want to see your head-
master,” he said,

“What 7"

“Don't I spesk plainly?” said the
sunburnt man, with irritating calinness.
*X reckon I want to see Dr. Holmes."

Kildare locked at him with suspicion.

“¥ou can send your mame in by the
page if you like,” he said.

he man nodded.

“Yeos; I suppose I can, but I reckon
Tl go in myself.”

Kildare stepped in the man’s path.

“You won't,"” he said grimly.

“Who'll stop me?"

YT will.”

The sunburnt man looked at tho
stalwart captain of St. Jim’s and noted
his strong, athletic figure, and paused.
Kildare was & tougher opponent to
tackle than the elegant Fourth Former
had been.

I reckon you can take in my name,"
he eaid.

“Very well, What is it?”

“I'Il write it down,"” said the man
coolly. *“It ian't for you to see.”

“You can do as you like.””

“T reckon I can.”

The man drew a stump of peneil and
& fragment of paper from his pocket
and wrote & {ew words, and folded the
paper. Theno he locked at Kildare,

“Can you give me an envelope?” he
asked.

The Bixth Former stared at him.

“What do you want an envelope
for?"” )

““To put the paper in."”

“Why "

*Bo that the name cannot be read?”

Tt cannot he read as you have folded
the paper, if there ia any need for
secrecy.”

The man grinned.

” Pa.]](:era are easily unfolded,” he
remarked.

Kildare fushed crimson.

“Do you think I should unfold it?"
he askeg angrily, taking a step towards
the sunburnt man,

The latter looked at him steadily.

“Well, no. I reckon you wouldn't,”
he said. “Take the paper as it is."

Kildare took the paper without
anolher word end strode away in the
direction of the Head's study. FHe was
very much puzzled. The man, tattered
and dusty as he was, had about him the
air of one who had seen better davs.
He seemed to have perfect confidence,
too, that the Head of 8t. Jim's would
soe him on demand. That he was not
merely a tramp with an unusual gift of
impudence KiFdare felt sure. t was
possible that he was someone whom the
Head had known in better times, and he
was now in need of assistance. That
seemed to the captain of Bt. Jim's the
likeliest theory. .

The sunburnt man remeined in the
Hall, He stoed with his hands in his
pockets, locking round him _with cool
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inquisitivencss.  Baveral follows came
by, and they el looked at him and
wondered to see Lim ihore,

Arthur Angustus D*Arcy came in, Tol-
lowed by Blake and Tomy Merry, and
D'Arey’a cye gleamed hehind his cye-
glasa as he saw the stranger. Ife came
up to him directly.

“You wuflian !”

The man clinckled sofily,

Tom Merry end Blako boih caught
hold of the swell of £t Jun's and
dragged hiin away from the stranger.

“Don't be an ass, Gussy,” advised
Blake. “You can’t tackle him here,
you koow, You musin't kick wp a
row in the House.”

“Weally, Blaké—"

“You're not two yards from M.
Railion's door,” urged Tom Meory.
“Don't ﬁlay the -giddy goat, Gussy.”

“Weally, Tom Eleww f—"

“Como up to the study.”

“1 wefuse—"

“Oh, rats! Come on!”

, And Actlr ilufuatu.‘?. still expostulat-
ing, was marched upstairs between Lhe
{wo juniors. )

The sunburnt man looked after them
and grinned. Monty Lowther and Man-
ners of the Shell came into the Honse,
aud stopped as they saw him.

“Halla!” said Monty Lowther,
“What do you want, my man?”

The mnan lookdd at him.
~“T reckon thet’s no busincss of yours™
he answered.

Monty Lowther flushed.

“What I mean is, your look to me lika
a tramp, and yowd better get out!”
hoe cxclaimed. ""We don't allow your
sort in here.”

“Perhaps you ean put me out
gested the man.

“J dare say I could,” said Lowther,
“only, you'd mnke my clothes dirty if
I touched you, Shall wb pitch him out
Manners

“Certainly {* said Manners.

The man backed awey a little.
Between them, the two Shell fellows
would certainly lhave given him plenty
to do to defend himself.

“#1 reckon §Ivou’d better go slow,” ho
remarked. “I'm here to sce the head-
niaster; and I've just sent my name in
to him."

Monty Lowther sniffed.

“0ld friend of Dr. Holmes, I sup-
pose 17 he said sarcastically.

“ Exactly I”

“Well, of all tho check—"

“Blessed cheek |” said Manners.
“HMe's a tramp, of course. I'll tell you
what—Herries has got his bulldog out
in the quad, and Towser dislikes trampa.
Let's whistle Towser in, and he’ll see
whether.the chap’a a Lramp or not.”

“Ha. ha, haI”

Mannera went to ilie doorway.
Ilerries of the TFourth was taking
"Towser for a run, end he was just pass-
ing the door Manmers called him in.

* Herries, this way!™

Herries looked round.

“Hallo |”

“Bring Towser in,
here.”

“Cood egg!” said Herries. “Come
on, Towser! Tramps, Towsy—tramps!”

And Herries came in, with Towser
on a chain. The sunbumt man backed
away in alarm. He was not afraid of
the schoolboys, but he was evidently
afraid of the bulldog. And Towser's
toeth looked formidable enough to make
anybody feel afraid when the bulldog
opened his wide jaws and growled.

" Blessed check of a tramp {o come in
here,” said FHerries, “Seize him,
Towser |
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1”7 sug-

Thero's a tramp

Gr-rrrl

“ Keep that dog off ! velled the sun-
burnt man. “Do you hear?”

(et out, then!”

"I've got business here.”

“Rats I*

"I'm waiting to see the TIcad—"

“Bosh! Buzz out1”

The sunburnt man's hand went to the
back of his belt, and it swung into view
again with something in it that gleamed
and glistened. A revolyver was levelled
at Towser as tho bulldog cantiously
advanced upon the tramp.

“ My hat 1" gasped Manners.

“{all that dog off, ot I'll lay it dead
o tho fleor,” eaid the sunburnt man
savagely.

“ Tawser |

Gy-r-r-r |

Kildare came hack down the passage.
IIe stered in amazement at the sight of
tho deadly weapon, and frowned.

“Herries, take that dog away.”

*Ye-cs, Kildare!"”

“ And you'd beiter put that gun away,
vou ruffian,” eaid Kildare sternly.
*You covld ba arrested for having it
in your possossion.”

The sunburnt man gave him a savags
lock, and then shd the revolver back
into his pocket.

“Fhe Head will see you,” said Kil-
dare. “TFallow me!”

* Bereno 1

The sunburnt man fallowed the eap-
tain of 8t Jim's. The juniors in the
ITall stared dt one another in blank
aimazement.

“The horrid
Manners,

“ And the Head’s going to see him!”
said Mouty Leowther. “My hat! 1
wonder what-it means?"”

“Something jolly odd about it, I
know ihat.”

“¥es, rather {*

They looked after the man. Kildare
had tapped at the door of ihe Head's
study and shown the tramp—if tramp
he was—into the presence of the Head
of 8t Jim's. And tho chums of the
Shell went their way, amazed,

Tawser |

ruflian I muttered

CHAPTER 8.

Bad News !
R. HOLMES, the Ilecad of 5t
Jin’s, was standing in his

study.

In his hand he had a dirty

fragment of paper, which the man bhad
sont, in to him by Kildare.

There was a strange expression upon
tho kind old face of the Head.

His brows were wrinkled in a slight
frown, and his checks secemed a little
paler than usuanl. Kildare had noticed
that he changed colour when he read
the message, and he had wondered.
Dr. Holmes looked steadily at the sun-
burnt man as he came in. Kildare fol-
lowerl him into the study.

“This is the man, sir;” he said.

“Very well, Kildare.” -

“T think I should tell you, sir, that
this man is armed,” said Kildare. “I've
seen o revolver in his hand ¥

Tho Head started.

“Thank you, Kildarel

EC.

*Yes, siv.”

The Bt. Jim’s captain withdrew, and
closed the study door. The eunburng
man had taken off his shabby slouch
hat. In spite of his cool impudence, he
seemad to bo somewhat impressed and
abashed by the grave dignity of the
Head of S8t Jim's.

“¥Yeu sont in this note to me, my
mant” said Dr. Holmes.

But you may
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“1 reckon se.”

_Tho Head glanced at the
cilled fragment of paper.
gerdwled upon it ran:

dirty pen-
The words

“T have a message from your brother,
whio is sick and needs assistance.”

That was all.

“Yon eome from—irom
elzo ? asked the Flead.

“Yes, James Holmes 2

*“ Where is he now "

“In the village.”

“He wishes to ses ma?”

“1 reckon s0.”

“He is ill

o YQS.”

“What is lils complaint #*

The senburnt man grinped.

“Same old complaint.” he said—" too
much to drink and teo little to eat 1"

The Head’s face did not relax.

“You secm to lmow something of my

BOmMecna

younger brother,” he said; “but I do

not gceept your word in any way. You
do not Jook to me a reputable person,
What is your name

The csunburnt man shrugged his
shoulders.
“Carson,” he said. “That is necar

enough, at all events.
other names at other times.

“] know the name,” said the Head.
“Ay brother has written to me from
America, snd he mentioned the name as
that of an unscxupulous sharper with
whom he had come into contact.”

Carson grinned.

“Wa are good friends now,” ha said.

“J shall not believe that without

roof,” said the Head coolly. "If my

rother is in England again mow, and
in need of assistance, why deces he not
come to me himself or write I”

“He cannot come, end he will not
write. He wishes you to see him if you
are willing to help Lhim. If not, you can
say so0.” !

“I shall elways be willing to help
him,” said the Head, “even if he has
once more taken to the evil paths I
hoped he had abandoned for over. But
I shall not take the word of a man of
your character. You certainly appear
to know snmethiui of my brother, bug
T have no proof that he’is in England
at all. In fact, I have the best of
reasons for supposing that he is in
Canada at the present moment,”

“ And you had better allow that sup-
position still to exist,” said the sunburnt
man, with a grin.

“Why 1 asked the Head sharplf.

“ Beeause if it werk known that ha is
in Englnnd, he would not be safe.”

y not”

“The police ™

Dr. Holmes turned pale,

“¥ou mean to say—" he began.

“J reckon he was innocent, of course,”
sajd Carson, with a grin; “we zll are.
But you can hear the =tory from his own
lips "if you care to see him. I don't
expect you to part with money till
you've scen him Naturally, you want
proof.”

* Most decidedly.”

“J rackon you can sce him as soon a8
you like.”

“7 shall do =0 * -

“Come this evening then,” said
Carson. “Jim is sick and badly in need
of help. I've been looking after him
ever since we landed in England, but
I'm pretty well at the end of my tether,
I guess Will you see him to-night 1*

Yes.”

1 may have had
&

* Bereno, ihen !”

“Whera ean I see him{* v

“He doesn’t want anybedy to kmow
exactly where he is, for the best of
reasons,” said the sunburnt mam; “but
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* Not so fast, {oung shaver !
was swapt off h

he will be glad to sco vou. I will take
you there. T will wait for yom in the
road this eveming at any honr you
please.”

“Very well,” said the Ilead. *1 will
leave the schoo! goles nt nine o'clock
precisoly. But I warn you that if this
13 & trick to obtain money from me, you
will not succeed, Unless T actually see
my brother, I shall not part with a
shilling

“That’s a bargain.”

“Very well. Kindly go now.”

The sunburnt man ie?t the study.

Dr. Holmes sank into n chair,

The grave calmness be had main-
tained while the sunburnt man was in
the study seermed to desert him now that
he was alone.

The kind old faee was pale, the Lrow
deeply wrinkled. An old tronble, which
the Head of St. Jim's had helieved to
be over for ever, had risen again to
confrant him, His vounger ULrothor—
handsome, happy-go-lucky Jim Ilolines
—had always been a trovble io him, yob
the Hend's affeation had never waverod.
He had borne all the trizls and troubles
the scapegraoce had brought upon him
with cheerful Fortitndo,

And ot last it seemed that Jim had
determined to lead a steady lifo. lie
had started in Canada, and had written
him veports of his progress which gavoe
great satisfaction o the old ITead, Was
it all over now? Ilad he fallon into
his old ways, and fallen lowor than of
old? If he was now hiding near the
school—sicle, penniless, and anted by
the Eo]me——it was ¢ torrible endmyz to
all the Head's hopes for him.

There wes a tap at the door, and Me.
Railton eawe in.

8 feet and ewung in the air as If he had been a baby,

—_—
_— = C——
i_:_———:______-——_::-—__.

--,."-'-—-:'-___—:——F,_.___-_-____-——'_I-—-—:__—-___——-

.._-—_-———-_"___-,..:."“

" sald the sunburnt man, as Acthur Augustus rushed at him. Next moment D'Arcy
Then the stranger toesed him liks a sack through

the gateway into the dusty road !

Dir. Holmes straightened up.

But the Housemnaster of the Beliool
House could not help sreing the signs of
distress in his face, and he paused.

“You do not wish to be disturbed,
sir?” he asked.
“Yes, yes! Come in!”

Mr. Railton elosed the door.

“I have had bad news,” said the
Head. *“PBut—but I hope it will not
turn out to be so bad ms has been re-
ported to me. But I shall know for
certzin this evening. You lave the
examination papers Lhere?”

“Yes, sirt

“Very woll; let us get to work (”

And the two masters were soon hnsy,
and tha Head, with an effort, drove tho
thoughts of the troubling eommumica-
tion he had received from his mind,
But in spite of himself his brow re-
mained wrinkled with care and the
usual eolour did not veturn to his face.

CHAPTER 4.
Kerr Takes the Cake !

& Al Jove I
“Hallo, Gussyl
trouble now 7"

“There poes

What's" the

that fealiful

wotinh "

Arthur Augustus 1Y Arey was standing
at the window of Btudy No. 6, in the
Fourth Forin passago ina the Bchool
ITouse—the study he Xhared with Blake,
Herries, and Dighy of the Fourth. The
rhums of Btudy No, 6 were getting tca—
at all svenls, Blake, Icrries, and Digby
wore. Arthny Augustus IY Arey was still
fecling  eonsiderably  rufiled by  his
encounter with the sunburnt man, and

——

ke could not devote himself to cornnion-
place tasks.

Az he looked from the study window
he saw the stranger crossing the quund-
rangle towards the gates, walking with
an_easy and carcless saunier.

Blake joined D'Arcy at the window,
and looked out.

“He's seen the Head, I suppoze,” he
remarked.

“Ii is vewy wemarkable that
Head should consent to sce such
extwemely disweputable wottah !

“¥es, it's queer, Mind how you fry
those sausages, Dig|”

% rats 1" said Digly.
think I can't fry sossingers?”

“Are you going to open the sardines,
Ciussy ¥ asked ITerries.

" No, Hewwices, I am not goin’ to open
the sardines. 'The last time I opened
the sardines I hod a stain of beastly
oil on niy enff.  Blake can open the
sardipes.”

““What
Bluke

"Oh, pway don’t argue, deah boys! 1
was thinkin® that, in lho cires, 1 ought
to pwoceed to follow that wottah and
give him o Lealhful thwashin’, Ile has
tweated he with gwoss  diswespeet.
Whal do vou think, Blake?”

1 think wou had hetter open the
sardlines,”

“Weally, Blake——"

“Why the tickets doesn't Tom Alerry

the
nu

“Tlo you

about my cufls?” howled

came " said Blake, looking et his
watch. “Those three fatheacds are
coming to tea, and they're lnte. Tom

Mlerry's going to bring o enke."”
Baug !
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The impact of a heavy boot sent the
gtudy door flying open, and Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther—the Terrible
Three of the Bhell—marched in. Tom
Merry earried a large paper package in
his hand.

““Here you are ! he exclaimed cheer-
fully.

“That the caka?"
L3 Ye a3

“Good ! said Dlake, with satisfac-
tion. " It's a jolly big one.”

“I1 bargained with Dame Taggles for
the biggest she had,” said Tom Aerry.
*“We came jolly mear losing it 1

“How’s thati"”

“Figging & Co. spotted us bringing it
in, Tom Merry explained. *“They
inades a rush for it, but I dodged into
the House just in time.”

“Good I

“Yaas, wailiah remarked Arthur
Aygustus DPArey. “By the way, Tom
Mewwy, I want to ask your advice.”

“Co it, my sen!"” said Tom Merry
cheerfully. “Always ready o give
adviee to kids1”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy-

“What's the trouble?” asked Moniy
Lowther., “Have you decided to remon-
strate with the Head about the kind of
visitors he reccives?”

“1 am wondewin® whethah T weally
ought to follow that wufllan and give
him a feahful thwashin'.”

“The only question is,” ssid Lowther,
“how are you going to do it? Will yeon
insist upon his keeping his hands in his
pockers while you thyash him ¥

“Weunlly, Lowthah—"

1 don't sce how you can mruage it
otherwise,™ grinned Tom Merry.

*“Weally, you nss—"

Clink !

A pehble rattled nu the window of
tho study. Blake crossed to it and
looked out, Three figurcs were dimly
visible in the gloom of the guadrangle.
Blake recognised Figging, [Kerr, and
Wynn, the heroes of the New House.

“Fallo, you New House bounders!”
raid Blake. “What do you want? las
Faity Wynn got his eye on our cake?”

Figgins grinncd.

“0Oh, it's your cake, is it 7" he said.

1

"

*We've got it,” eaid Blake. “It's a
niice big cake, frill of plums, and weighs
three pounds. Doesn’t that make your
moulh water, Fatty 1

“0Oh [” sajd Fatty.

“Ja Herries there?” asked Iiggins.

(lYCSID

Hervies had just opened the sardines
Ilz came to Lhe window,

“What's wanted 7 he asked.

“It’s about Towser. I supposa it's all
right.”

“All right!” cxclaimed Herrvies, in
alarm. “What's all right? ¥s anyhody
meddling with my bulldog? T'11—7

“Then you didn’t tell them he was to
be killed ¥ asked TFiggins, in astonish-

nient,

“Killed ! roared Hevrics, “My dog!
My hat! Why, I—>

Herries said no more. Ile paunsed

only to snatch up a cricket stump, and
rushed from the study.

Figgina & Co. niclted away into the
gloom.

“My hat!”? exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Of course, I suppose therg ism't any-
ody in the House, except Hervies, who
wouldu't he glad to gee the last of
Towser. But—"

“But this is rather thick,” said Blalke.
“We'd beiter back him up!”

“Tha sossingers are done!”
Dighby.

“I'm going to back up Hervies,” said
Blake, **Towser i3 o beast, but Herries
would be frightfully cot up if he were
hurt, Come on, you chaps. Tea will
wait,”

“Yaaz, wathal [

Blake ran out of the study, and the
ather fellows followed him, Toweer had
heen in danger of death on more than
one occasion, When he got loose, he
had playful ways which were appre-
ciated by no ono but Herries, In
Herries’ cyes, Towser could do no
wrong. DBut several fellows owed long
rrudges  against Towser. Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy frequently complained
that T'owser had no respect whatover for
o fellow’s trousers, but Le was willing
to baek up Herries in defending his
favourile,

said
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In a minute or less tho sludy wea
emply. '

Two minutes
cautiously
member of
in.

He grinned usdhc 3awW gha.t tho _ruﬁm
was empty, aud stepped i quietly,
Kerr hfd a packohﬂ) under his armn
exactly resembling in shape and size tho
wrapped-up cake that Tom Merry had
just purchased at the tuckshop.

The cake was still lying on the table
where Tom Merry had placed if, not yoi
unwrapped. To pick up Tom Merry's
cale, and substitute his own parecl gor
it _ocm(lipictl Kerr but o second, Then ho
quitted the study.

later ihe door was
O{Jgucﬂ, and IKerr, the Scols
Mgging & Co., put his head

CHAPTER &.
With Compliments !
L QWBER! Tawser |
Herries shouted the name of
Liis favourite as Lo reached the

leennels,
A whine frem Towser's kenuel
answered him. Horries stopped breath-
lessly. He bad rvan without n pauso

from the School Honse, stump in hand,
ready to do battle in Towser's defence.

Ia paused in amazement ss Towser
~.\'hiuuiJ in reply. The place was in
dusk, and quite deserted. No one was
thore, and it was evident that Towser
was ot in danger.

"Poma Meorry & o, camne racitg up
after Herries, and sriived in a breatl-
less crowd.

Tom

What's
I’?- ,
“Nobody's liere!” growled Mervies.

gasped
AMer,
“Powser’s

happened

all  right.  Arow’t  you,
Towsy £
And ho patted Towser's huge Lead as

the bulldog rubbed it against his leg.

“We've Eilad a vun for nothing,” said
Tom Merry. “Iiggy was pulling your
leg, you duffer I?

“The uttah wottah! He—7

Tom Marw burst into o laugh. .

"o didu't say Towser was being
hurt,” he remarked. ¢ He simply ashkal
Herries if he had told anybody Towszer
was to be killed.”

“The bounder 1” said Blake, laughing,
too, “Wa've been fooled. b was a
little joke to give us a run round hevo
{or mnothing.  He knew that llerriea
would rush off withour stoppug to
think, like a silly ass—"

“Look here, Blake—" .

“ And that wo should run after him
to prevent him from comunitting mii-
slaughter,” chuckled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, it's all vight,” said Herries, in
great relief. ' They’d better not tolch
my bulldog, that's all®

Y Bai vt ve—"

¥ Let’s get back,” saxd Dighy.
sossingars ought to be eaten
they're hot.?

And the juniors, breathing hard alter

T
while

F tleir rapid run, returned to the School

Monse. There was no sign of Figgzins
& Co. in the quadrangle. which was jush
as well for the New House juniors, u3
they would certainly have been bumped
havd if Tom Merry & Co, had [lullen in
with thlem just then.

The juniors erowded anto Study No. 6.
All looked ns tlicy had left it, and
Digby lifted the dish of broiled sausages
out of the fendor. Tom Merry & Ce.
and the Ifourth Tormners had poaled
FOEOUTGER DI ”Iis Decﬂ.&ioﬂ fO]' an cxtru.
rood feed, and it certainly locked vory
mviting. The big cake was larga
enongh for seven juniors to make a meal
of, or a dozen of them, for that matter,

“Pass the sosses, Dig,” said Blake.
“You can unwrap the ceke, Guasy.”
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] am wathah busy at the pwesent
moment,” 1

“All right., Unwrap it, Herries.”

#“How can I unwrap cakes when I'm
cating sosses?"

“They're jolly good,” said Tom Merry.
"They’re cooked as well us Fatty Wynn
himself could have cooked them.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Pass tho bread-and-butter, Gussy.”

“Certainly, deah boy.”

“ Have another soss, Gussy *

b“I” will twy anothah sanzage, deah
oy. .

And tho sausages were disposed of to
the general satisfaction, ond tho sar-
dines followed them, and then Tom
Merry cut the string of the large packet
on the table, .

Ho unrolled the paper, with all cyes
fixed upon him. Mra. Taggles' threo-
pound cakes cost half-a-crown each, and,
naturally, they were not very frequently

found in‘iunior‘slqdiea. It was a specia

treat, and the juniors were anticipating
it keenly. .
Tom Mevry took off the wrapping of

brown paper, and then looked puzzled.
He expected to find & wrapping of white
aper inside, and inside that the cake.
ut instead of that he found a second
layer of brown paper.

“Blessed if I remember sceing Mra.
Taggles put all this paper round it!"
he exclaimed,

Ho unwrapped the second paper.

A cordboard box was disclosed.

Tom Morry gezed at it in astonish-
ment,

“AMy only hat!”

# What's the matter 7 asked Blake.

“Look at that box.”

“Well, Mrs. Tuggles sometimes puts
the cakes in cardboard boxes, docsn't
she? What's the matter with it7”

“The cake wasn't put into & box."”

“It's in ono now.”

Tom Merry looked utterly bowildered.

“Blessed if I can understand it at
all|” he exclaimed. “I watchod Dame
Taggles wrapping that cake up, and I'd
swear there was no hox.”

“QOh, wats!” said D'Avcy., “Thero
must have been n box, or it wouldn’t be
here now. Pway take the cake out,
deah boy " . .

Tom Merry cut the string that was tied
round the cardboard box, end took off
the lid. TInside \\'as.:dpa.rcel wrapped in
brown paper and tied.

The juniors were all on their feet now,
and gazing at the mysterious paclage in
E‘cnt surprise. It was ovident that

oro was something decidedly wrong.
The porcel disclosed inside the box as
not largo onough to contain onc of Dame
Taggles' three-pound cakes.

“It must bo vewy much smaller than
usuel, deah boy,” remarked Arihur
Augustus. “Tom Mewwy has bwought
a two-pound cake by mistake.”

“I didn't,” said T'om Merry.

“Then you have brought the wrong
parcel from the shop.”

“I haven't. It's just as Mrs. Taggles
handed it to me."”

“Oh, rats! You've been dreaming.”

Tom Merry cut the new string, and
unfolded the paper. Inside the smnller
parcel a fresh cardboard lox of a

smaller sizo wus disclosed. The juniors T

gazed at it in blenk amazement.
“Gweat Scott ! Where is the eake?”
“I—I can't understand it.” _
“You've got the wrong parcel,” said
Digby.
"1 haven't, I tell you.”
“Then where is the cake *”
" (Goodness knows!”
“Open that blessed thing, and sce
what's inside it,” said Blake.
The thing was opened. Inside was o
smell wooden box, and when thab was

opened it was found to be closely packed
with pebbles, which gn\m weight to the
pafeca. On the pebbles was lying a
note.

Tom Merry picked it up dazedly.

“My hstlg » £ v

“Wead it out, deah boy.”

"The—the rotters!”

*“ What is it ?” asked Manners.

(I'LWk !Jl

Tom Merry held up the note. It was
written in a large and sprawling hand,
easily recognised as that of Figgins of
the Fourth. And it ran:

“Thanks] With Figgins & Co.'s
compliments 1"

“Bai Jove!”

CHAPTER 6.
A Bad Catch !
OM MERRY & CO. stared
blankly at the note.
For some minutes  they

could not understand it.

That their old rivals of the New
House had japed them was certain, bui
they could not imagine lLow Iiggzins
& Co. had done it.

. “You ass!” said Blake, at last, break-
ing the silence. “ You've lot Figgins
& Co. raid the cake after all.”

“But—but how have thoy dono it?”
gnagﬁud Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther sud-
denly, “That was why thev sent vs on
o wild-goose chase after that rotten
bulldog—"

“That what?” demanded Herries.

“Rotten  bulldog,” said Monty
Lowther innocently

“Look here, you fathead—"

“But I don"t sce—" began Dlake.

“They saw Tom bringing the cako in,
and they got up a pareel to look like it,
and they must have slipped in here
while we were ont——="

“And changed them! My hat!”

“Bai Jove!l” .

“And now we'ro done,” said Dighy.
“All through——"

“Towser,” said Monty Lowther.

“Oh, rats!" said Herriea erossly.

"I wegard this as wathah woiten,”
said Arthur Augustus D'Avev. “It dors
not mattsh so much sbout losing the
cake, but wo have been dono by tho
New Housoe boundahs. I think we ought
to go vvah and give them a feahiul
thwashin”.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Lucky they didn't take tlic sosses,”
said Dighy. .

“Let's go over and sec I-‘ig%ms. " said
Bloke, with a very warlike look. “If
:Ecy'r? eating the cake we shall catch

em.”

“They'll be on the look-out,” said Tom
Merry doubtfully.

“0Oh, come on!”

The School House juniors streamed
ott. Thoy had little {lope of recover-
ing tho cake, but thero might be o
chanee of bumping Figgins & Co., which
would make matters even. Thoro was n
I’ln]%glt light- streaming from the window
of Figgina' study in the New House, and
three figures could Le scen there, seated
in a row in the window. They were
Yiggins, Kerr and Wynn.

“Hallo!" sang out IMiggins, as the

7

“We're eating the cake,” snid
Figgins, looking down upon the School
House juniors with a sweet smile, **It's
rippin 1"

“Splendid !” said Kerr.

“Jolly good cake,” said Fatty Wynn,
with his mouth full. “Did you find
Towser all right, Herries, old man?”

And the three New House juniors
roared,

“Ha ha hal”

“Bai Jove, you wottahs—"

“You can come in if you like,” said
Tiggins; *wo're ready for you. Come
upstairs, and we'll roll you ‘N again.

ou're welcome |”

: You—you‘—you—l-—’" 2

“Hear us smile,” said iggins.
“Who's Cock House at 5t. Jim's ?58‘

“We are! Ha, hs, ha!”

“Oh, let's geét away!” said Blake
orossly, “We can’t get at tho bounders
now, but they'll be coming out pre-
sently for their evening sprint,” he
added, sinking his voice.

“¥Yaas, wathah "

And the School House juniors re-
turned, It was the invariable custom of
I'iggins & Co. to take & sprint round
the qusdra.ngla before bed unless they
were very busily ocqupied, and l'om
Merry & Co. determined to be on tho
watch for them.

At a guarter to nine the heroes of the
School House quietly slipped out into
the quadrangle, and took wup their
rqs;t!on near the fountain, which
'iggins & Co. would pass if they took
their usual path,

It was intensely dark in the
quadrangle, and hardly a star glim-
mered in the black sky.

The juniors waited and listened for
footsteps, Nobody else was likely to
cross tho quad at that time of might,
and there was little danger of making
s mistake. But, as a matter of fact,
the juniors were too keen upon bumping
Viggins & Co. to think of the possibility
of a mistake,

“Hark 1” oxclaimed Tom Merry sud-
denly, in a suppressed vaice.

The gravel on the path was grinding
under & boot,

“Go for them!™

'Iihc School House juniors made a
rush.

‘'om Merry and Blake bumped into a
dark form, and bumped it over, and
rolled on it; and there was a gasping
cry.

“Bless my soul |

The juniora il_lmped away from the
fallen form as if it had suddenly beconie
red-hot. For they knew the voice.

It was the Head !

“B-bai Jove I"! gasped D'Arey.

“Bless my soul I” What is this—who is
it? Boys! How dare you!”

“Oh, sir 1"

“We're sorry, sirl”

Tom Merry und Manners lent a hand
to the Head to rise. Dr. Holmes gnined
his feet. Blake found his har, and
handed it to him. The Head was in
coat and gloves, evidently geing oul.
IIe gasped Eim’ Lreath.

“ %nys, what are you doing o of

your House at this hour? I—I— Wy

did you nttnck me in that way?"
(C'ontinued on the next puge.)

juniors came into
the radins of li
from the

Yiouse windows.

Tom Merry & Co.
halted.

“Give us_ our
cake 1” roared Jack
Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You rottors—"

ew
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“ We—ua thought it was Figgins, sir,”
slammered Tom Merry.

“Ga into your House st ouce, and take
fifty lincs each[* said the Head.

" Ye-os, M

Tho juniors moved off disconselatcly ta
the School House. Dr. Holmes, breath-
ing very hard, walked on to the side
gate and let Limself out with a key,
Tom Merry & Co. entercd the Schoal
House in dismay.

" Bai Jove, that was wolten I mul-
{ered Arthur Augustus.

“What the dickens is the Head going
ot for at this thoe of night?” saiil
AMouly Lowther crossly, "Il wasu't our
fuult.”

* Cau't be lelped now. anyway.” said

Tinn Moerey.  “Figging & Co. huve pgot
llr!rf. But I hope wo dido’t huet the
vad’?

“Yaas, wathah!?

Aud the School ITouss juniors wend
inte tha Common-reem, giving up, for
thatevening ab loast, further thought of
reprisals against Figeins & Co.

CHAPTER 7.
Caught in a Trap !

R, HOLMESY clased the lit)Ie gule
l)lu.’himl Tt and the lock clicked
shut.

Tt was very dark in the lanc,
amid oll the darker from the shadow of
tlte high school wall and the overhang-
ihg trees insido,

e Head walked along slowly fo the
arcnt zates, and as tho sound of foot:
“leps was heard, & figwo detached
itsetf from the shadow of the wall
From the clock tower of St Jiwm's the
lipnr boomed out. R

“7s that vou, sir 7’ came a voice tie
Moead knew. All he could sce was i
(im shapo againsi tho darkness of ihe
night. But it was tho voice of Carson.

"yes,” replied the Head steadily.

“(ivod! You ara on time.”

%1 am punctual,”’ said tho Head.
“Pray lead the way, and led us lose no
time,”

Carson chuekled softly. .

#“ Vary well, Come on,” lic said,

'The Head followed hiw. .

Al the country reund St. Jim's was
very well known to the Mead. He ex:
pected to be led to tho village of
lylcombe, but before tho village was
veached the man stepped off into a path
that led through the wood. The wood
was dark and lonely; the trees, stripped
of their leaves, barely discernible in the
hlackness.

The Head stopped in_the path.

“\Vhere aro wo going?” he mshed
abwuptly.

“Mo Jim Holmes.”

W1 ymderstood that he was in the
village.” .

“ 1t wouldn’t have been safe for him
to go there,”’ said Carson.

“Then where is he?”

“Tn a cottage on tle river—by the
Wayland Road.”

" Very well.” .

No more was said as the guide led
tha way 3 Dr. Holmes followed Tim with-
out o word. 'Phey passed through
Rylcombe Wood by the footpath, and
csmao out on the edge of the Wayland
AMoor. I'rom thoe darkness came a soutid
of running water.  Whera the wooll
joined the moor & stream that fed the
River Rhy! ran between steep banks,
abd thers wns a glimmer of light frowm
a cottage windaw. The litlle two-story
building was vory lonely, with uo other
habitation within o mile. Dr. Holmes
knew ths cottage. It had sieml -
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tenanted for a very long time, and a
botter place could not have been chosen
Ty his brother, if it were really necedsary
for him to keep in hiding. It was
called Moor Cottage, and the lonely
moor, with its deserted quarries,
stratehed round it, and behind was the
waod.

The guide made directly for the glim-
mering light, which had evidently been
left burning in the window as a sign.
They reached the cottage, and Carson
opened the gate of the unkempt wild
garden, overgrown with weeds and
bushes. He lnocked at the cottage door
and whistled in a peanliar way.

The Head of 5t. Jim's gave him a
quick look of suspicion.

“Why that signal?” ha asked,

= I1's to let my pal know who's here.”

I there anyono in the eottage bosides
wy brother??

“¥es; the man who's looking after

liim—my pal, the Bectle.”
_ An expression of strong disgust cnnie
inta the kind, scholarly foce of the Head,
It scemed as if his guict, grave nature
liad .been brought suddenly in ccutact
with the vulgarity and coarscness of
the crimimal classes, and he shrank
from it.

Dearly he would have liked to turn
lLis back upon the cottage, upon Carson,
and his pal the Beetlo, and return to
3t. Jim's, but he thought of his brother.
If Jim, tflle scapegrace younger brother,
lay sick in that desolate place, it was
his doty to stand by him.

The door was apened, and a dim light
glimmered out, A tall, thin man in
shabby clothes, with a cap on the back
of his head, peered out at the two forms
in the doorway

“That you, Petei”

“Yes,"” roplied Carson.

The Beetle retreated to allow Carson
and his companion to enter. He closed
the door again, and a koy grated in the

ock.

The Head locked round quickly,

“Nothing like making sure, sir,” said
the Beetle cpologeticaliy.

Dr, Holmes nodded without speaking.

“This way,” said Carson.

T'he door opened directly into a rocmn
which was evidently the kitehen of the
cottage. At the back of tho room a
rickety wooden stair led up to the two
hed-room, and the Head [ollowed
Carszon up the stairs,

Dr. Holmes stooped hiz head as he
entered the Rrst room. A feeble light
was burning from a guttering candle
stuck in the neck of a bottle. The sur-
roundings were sord’d and dirty. Dr.
11olines shuddered as he entcreds., Had
his brother come to this?

A bed was in one eorper of the room,
Lalf in shadow. In the bed a young
man lay, with a pale face, only dimly
soen in that light.

*“You returned, Pete 7 whispered the
sich man.

“Yes, old pal”’

“ And my brother??

“Te’s come,” N

“T’m here, James,” gaid the ITcad of
8t, Jim’s, advancing towards the bed.

“Thank you for conung,” came fhe
whispering voice.

“ Juntes, is it really you?”

“ Do you doubt it, Henry 7”

“Lot me look at you,” said the Head
firmly. “My brother Jumes is suppose
to be in Canada have not heard
from him for some tims, but he wwas
roing West. and that may account for
it. L shall not easily believe that he has
{allen inie erime nd disgrace, in spite
of itis roekless early years. T must be
salisfied that you eve my Lrather?

“Da vou not kuow my face, Henry?”

The 1lead gave him g scarching look.
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The face he saw was very pale and
somewhat hendeome, and, so far as
could be seen in the dim, glimmering
light of the candle. it was that of James

olmes,

But the Head of 8t. Jim's, quiet and
scholarly end retiring es his nature was,
was no fool. It was not casy lo impose

upon him.

Ho picked up the candle and bent
over the sick man and scanned his
features closely. The man bore the
s.crutmfv well

“Well 7 he seid at last.

“1 suppasc dyou have told the tvuth,”
said. the Hea “1f iuu aro nob my
brother, you are verv like him.”

“1 am your brother,”

The Head sat down by the bedside.

“How did you come to this?” he
asked.

The
gosture.

“1 have been a fool,” he said,
same old tale.,”

“And your promises to me?”

“1 have no excuse to offer, Ilenrys™

“And you are ill 1’

“Da I not lock it1”

“You do,” suid the Head quictly,
scanning the face of the sick man in the
dim light of the candle—"you do,
Joutes.  But answer me one question.
What did you do with the £200 you re-
ceived in Quebec?”

“1t went like Lhe rest.”

“All of it9”

“Every penny.”

Dr. Holmes rose to his feet. His cyes,
burning with indignation, turned upon
ete Carson

“Kindly allow me to pass,” he said,
as Carson drew between him and the
stairs,

The feeble voice came from the bed.

“Do you desert me then, Henry "

“] do not desert you.” said the Head;
“T give you two hours to throw up thia
raséally praetence and escape from the
nni?hbuurhoad. By that time the pelice
will bhe lecking for you.”

“1s that your answer
brother ¢ ]

“¥You are not my broiher,” said the
Ilead guietly “1 mpever sent my
brother £200 in Quebee. If you were my
brother you wonld kmow that. You
have attempted to impose upon me by
vour likeness ta my brother. You are 8
scoundrel sir 1

And Dr. Holmes voice trembled with
anger gnd scorm.

Carson uttered an angry oath.

“Then the game's up I” he exclajmed.

“¥es,™ said the Head of Bt. Jim's in-
dignantly, “the game is up, as you
express 15

Carson smiled eneeringly.

" Not o fast, 1 reckon1* he said; and
he called out to the man below:
“ Beetle !

“Hallg, Petel”

“ Come up here.”

“You bet!”

The lang—limbcd ruflian came up the
wooden, ricketv stairs. Dr. Holmes
made a movement, and both Pete Car-
son and the Beetle stood in his way.
There was a glimmer of steel as the sun-
burnt man drew his hand from behind
him: @& revolver was glinting in the
glimmer of tho candle.

a feeble
“The

young man mado

lo your

CHAPTER 8.
Kidnapped !

L mo passi”? .
De, Ilolmes’ voice shock

‘L
with angry indignation as he
endeavourrved to push his way

past the two ruffians to the stairs,
“Brand back \”
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“¥ will do nothing of the sort! I—*
Clielz |

Dr, Ilolmes started back, in spite of
himself, as the muozzle of the revolver
touched lus body

Carson grinned evilly.

“Better go slow,” ho remarked.

’ Rr. Ilolmes faced him calmly, seorn-
ully.

:"Yon dare not use that weapow,” he
said quistly, “Whniever may he tho
ways of the country you come from.
you dare not use that weapon in
Ingland, You would be hanged, sir,
if you were to do so,”

The gick man sat up in the bed and
kicked the bedclothes off, 1le was grin-
ning; his grin looked strange cuongh
o his pallid face, But it was clesr
now thet his pallor was merely Llhoe
offect of make-up.

“I only helf expected it to work,” he
said, and his voice sounded slrong
enough now. “But wo have aunther
stri.¥ to our bow, Dr. Holines.”

“You have soon given up your
hypocrisy, siy,” said tho lcad.

The man shrugged his shoulders.

He stepped to a rickety washstand
and drew & wet sponge over his face, and
then proceeded to towel it. As he did
¢o he spoke with perfect coolness. Il
was clear that this man, the youngest
of the three, was the leader.

“They all said I wes lke Jim
Holmes,” he smid, “and I reckened I
was like enough to pess for him in
o dim light. and made up like &n
invalid. But you were sharper than we
gave vou credit for, sirn"

" Your wretched trick is useless now;”
said the Head. “You have made mo
anxious about wy brother, but I think
I could forgive you now that I know
he lu,is not fallen so low ns I wos led Lo
sar.”

“Your brother is perfectly well, end
digeing gold, I believe, in the Canadian
North-West,” eaid the other coolly. "I
knew him thers, but did not get on
with him. ‘When he was tipsy some-
times he blurtey ont enough for me to
know his history, nnd when e¢ireun-
stances made it negessary for me to give
Canada a rest, I thought of this little
EBmC.’,

“You have had your trouble for your
paing, sir”

"1 guess not.”

The Ilead smiled contemptuously.

"You can hardly espect to gain any-
thing fromn me now,” he said.

“That's whers you make o mistake,”
eaid the other coolly. “That's just
what I do expect. This was only a
irial Tun, as it were. As it has faijlred,
I hove nnother string to my bow.*

“You will get nothing from me.”

“Qive it to bim straight, Kid, and
geb it over,” growled Carson.

‘“"Hold vour tongue, Pete, and leaye
me to manage inatters my own way.
You see, my doar sir, we know enongh
aboul you to know that you could
afford, if you liked, to Land z cheque
for five Llundred pounds to a brollier in
distress.”

"I =hall eertainly not hand anylhing
of the sort to you.”

The Kid smiled agreoeably.

" [ rather reckon you will,” he replied.
“But we shall see.”

"What do you mean?" acked the
Iead, in amazement. “ Why should 1
pive yon tnoney when [ have proved
vou to Lo nu impostor and a cheat 7

“Because you ecannot help yoursell,”
said the Kid ecolly. ' In the first place,
supposing that your brother was here,
hiding from the police, vou have kept
your visit a sceret.”

"“That is true. What of {hat?”

YA great deal,” said the Kl **You

pre hero—and you are going to stay
here.”

" Stay the Tlead
dazedly.

Y Bxactly 1" i

“1 shall eertainly not stay heve! Why
should I do so? Are you mad?” nsked
tho Flead of 8t Jim's, in angry wnaze-
ueut,

The Kia shook his head.

“Nob at all.” .

“Do you mean that you will delain
mo by foree?”

“1 puess so.”

The Head stared at him. That the
three ruffians would venture upon any
Sll(.'!l COLEED Ilﬂ[l nevenr 0(“3[11‘1'1‘.?(1 to Ililﬂ.
To his quiet and law-abiding mind, il
seemed  wildly  impessible  that  even
these vuflians could think of introducing
Wikl West outrages inte a peaccable
lingliall eointiyside,

. "Are you speaking sevionsly Dr.
Holmes asked nt last,
“Quite.” )
':You”n-ill detain me here by fovee "

here 7" ropeated

Xl

UL when B7

“Till you band vz a cheque Tor five
hundred pounds, snd the chegue has
been eashed, nnd wo Liave the moeney i
onr pockels.”

“¥You sre mad !

Thao Kid laughed,

“You will see,” he replicd

Dr. Holmes made another movement
towards the stair. ‘“Uhe Beetlg stepped
in the way, and Pete Carson raised lis
revelver,  Whe Kid tourned on him
sharply.

“I?ut that gun away, you fool 1

1 guess—-"

“Put it away |”

Carson sullenly obeved. .

“There is no need for that,” suid (he
Kid smoothly I think the three of u=
could bandle our vespretod friend oasily
enough if hie should boe so ill-advised as
to attempt violence. Do yon nol think
g0, air?”

The Heud smiled contemptnongly,

“I think that you rcan do as vou like
if you daro to use violenee Lowaurds me.”
he said. “T am an eld man, and you
are three to one, Bul there is a law
in this country to punish yon.”

“If we are caughl. Dlease sit down,
sir, You must be tired.”

The Head mate n negalive mestnre,

“Yery well,” said the Id, sealing
himself upen the bed and nursing one
knee as he talked, “Lel ine explain the
situation to you a little. You have
come here without anyone knowing it.
Nobody suspects for a moment Uint yon
are here, thal you have been kidnapped.
that there is o scheme for holding you
to ransom, When you ave missed from
{he school it will be kumown that you
left of your own accord, and thiat youl
have meot with violence will be an in-
admissiblo theory. Ii will he suppased
thal you are abseniing yourseli for
reasong  best  lkuown  to  yourself.
capecially it

TWell 7" said the Head, as the Kid
pansed.

“ Bspecially,” went on (ho young. man.
with perfoet coolness, “as a toTegrum
will be received at the school, signed
with your name, stating that yon are
detnined unaveidably, and asking Mr.
Railton to talka your place temporarily.
You see, [ am well posted up to the
work I have taken in hand, Whil do
you think?”

The Head conld only slare at him
blaskly.

“Do vou Lhink (hat vou will be found,
or cven loaked for®" asked the Il
blandly.

{Continued on the ncxl page.)

Maoke the Jester Smile and
Win a MATCH FOOTBALL!
Send veur Joke to The

GEM  Jeiter
1. Tallis Houre John Carpenter Street
Lendon, E,C.4 (Comp. ),

BEATEN BY THE BANK!

Kind Tady (io conviet): " What are
Four in prison for, my man®"

Convie! = “Well, ma’am, ne and the
Bank of England 'ad a contest to scw
who coulld make the best pound noies,
and the Bank wou”

A foothall haz  been  awarded 1o

J, Skipsey, Orehard Holel, Tortman

Hivee:, Aarlle Arch, Loudon, W.1

* # »

A "GORZEOUS" TIME!
Jolimy had been the guest of honour
atn pariy the day befors, and his friemd
was cegatding him enviously.
“IMow was it? ITave a good titne?’
“1id [ was the emphatic reply. 1
win’t hungry veot !
A football has been nawarded to
D. Lution, Castlewellnn Hoad, Ban-
Lridge, Co. Down, Leoland.

L] & L]

NO EXCUSE]

“The woxi time yon arn late, Tommy,
yvou must bring an excuse froni your
father,” said the teacher.

“Il¢ ain't no good nt excuses!" ex-
claimed Tommr,  * Mother linds him
ont every time!”

A fountain-pen has been awarded o

Miss 2. Lester. The Muazels, Winsor

Lane, Winsor Wondlanudz, Tlants.

* * *

PRECAUTIONS!

Wedieal Ollzor: “Now. sergeant, 1
an very concerned as to the quality of
(e drinking water. What preeantions
to vou take against infection 7"

_ Bergeant: " Well, sir, first wae Rlter

il.
M.OL: “Cood |
Sergeant s *Then we Loll it
M.O : * Fxeellent 1M
Bergeant: “Then we drink ginger
ale b
A propelling pencil liaz been awarded
1o Mtizs A1, Shimmin, &, lbany
Street, Douglaz, Isle of Mo,

¥ L] L

KEEPING TEACHER COMPANY !

“Now," said the teoehor, “you are all
blockheads, but thera must be ons whao
exeels in something, if enly ignorance.
Lot tho biggest duffer stand up.”

T'a (ho feacher’s surprise, one boy
slood wp.

“0b,” he said, “I'm glad to see tlal
one ol yon has the honesty to adinit his
ighoranee 1"

Ik isn't (hat, sie.” said he boy. "1
ladn't tho licavt to sce you standing by
vourself
A foolball has  been  awarded to

B. Munroo, 26, King Ldwurd's Roadl,

Middleshrough, Yorkshire.
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“¥You will not keep me here long, you
seoundrel | said Dr. Helines.

“Why not §*

“1 shall be traced.”

“We shall see,” replied the Iid.
“What I chiefly rc%rct. is that it will ba
very incouvenient for you, as you will
have to stay in a single small roomn and
live an decidedly plaiu fere. But doubt-
less that will bring you to a reasonable
view of the situation all the more
quickly.”

Carson and the Beetle chuckled.

“What do you ask of mel” asked
the Head quietly.

“Tiye hundred pounds.?

“You will certainly never pef any-
thing of that sort. If you will let mo
leave this house without further trouble
I will give you what loose money I have
nhdéut me.”

The Kid laughed.

“We are not pickpockets, I reckon,”
he said. *“Yecu can keep your looso
easl, and your watch, too. We aro
oul for higher stakes, and we are going
to get that five hundred quid, or know
tho reason why.”

“You will certainly get nothing of
tho sort out of mo!"” said Dr. Holmes
contemptnonsly.

“Wa shall sec.
the cheque?”

“ Most: decidedly.”

“Perhaps vou will be in a more
nn_wnable frame of mind to-morrow,”
aaid the Kid, rising. *Meanwhile, may
I tyvouble you ta enter your room?”

Ilo opeued the door of the adjoining
bod-room.

Dr. Holmos east one glance at the
stairs, But the two powerful raffiana
wera in the way, and cither of them was
mara than a malch for the Head of Bt
Jim’s, even if it had not been incon-
sistent with his age and his profession
io enter into a violent struggle with
them., Without a word the Head of 8t
Jim’s stepped into the adjoining room,
and the door was closed upon hin

There was o click of a key in the lock,
and it struck strangely upon Dr.
{Tolmes’ ears. He was o prisoner, held
to vansom, and it seemed to the Head of
Bt. Jim's like a strango dream from
which he must presently awaken.

You refuse to sign

CHAPTER 9.
Missing !
R. RAILTON, the master of the
School House, knocked at
Kildare's door.

It was a late hour for St
J [m‘ga—hal{»gast ten, Kildare had secn
the Shell off to bed at half-past nine,
and then he had retired to his study to
worl till half-past ten, his own bed-timo.
1Te was just finishing when the House-
naster knocked, and came in.

Kildare rose from the table.

There was a troubled frown upon Mr,
Railten’s face, and tho captain of Bt.
Jim’s eould sce at a glanca that some-
thing was wrong.

“Kildare, I
linow—"

AMr, Railton paused,

“Yes, sir1” paid Kildare in_guiringly.

“Where the Head has gone?”

“IHas he gone out, sir?t”
l’t Yes. "

"1 did mot know it, sir.”

“Mrs. Holmes has told me that he
las net come in,” My Railton ex-
plained. “8he is & little anxions about
i, I think, as he has been—well, I sup-
poso it doez not matter if I mention it
to you—a little troubled about gome-
thing this evening.”

2 Ah 1" said Kildaro.

Mr. Railton locked at him sharply.

Tae GeM Lirnany.—No. 1,464.

suppose you do not

“What of,
Kildaro 1 .

“I thought the Head seemed a bit
bothered about that tramp chap who
came to =ee himn this afternoon, that's
all, sir,” said Kildare frankly.

AMv. Railton nadded,

“1 was thinking of the same thing,”
he said., “I did not know that the Head
intended to go out, and a8 he has ex-
plained nothing to Mrs, Holmes, she
seems anxious, I thought I would esk
you if you knew anything.”

“Nothing, sir.”

“Very well.” -

“You are going to stay up, sir?”

o fa} 3

are you thinking

“Shall T stay up with you, sir?”

Alr. Railton shook his head.

““No, thanks. It is not necessary.”

And My, Railton returned to his
study. He was looking and feeling very
troubled. There was a very strong
bond of friendship between Mr. Railton
and the Hcad, tempered with deep
respect on Lhe younger man’s part. He
romembered what the Head had said in
Lig study aboui having received bad
news, of which he would know moro
that night.

It sc¢emed clear to My, Railton that
something lad happcened, and he was
very anxious for the return of Dr.
Holmes.

I sat in Lis stndy reading till eleven
o'clock chimed out, and then he rose un-

casily,
Hzalf &n hour passed, whila Mr.
Railton paced bhis study. HalF-past

eleven.
The House was now quite silent,
Everyone, with the exception of Mr.
Railton and Mrs. Holmes, had gone to
hed, There was o light tap at Mr.
Railton's door. and Mrs. Holines came

n
The Housemaster bowed to her very

Y.

“Dy, Helmes has not veturned, Mr,
Railton.”

“I know it,” he said. “T cannot
understand it; it is inoxplicable, DBut
T should edvise you to go to bed,
madam—or, at least, to lie down. I
ghall wait up for Dr. Holmes.”

“What can have happened ?”

BIr. Railton shook his head.

“T cannot imagine. The Head must
have been’ detained somewhere.  Vou
are sure Lhat you did not know where
he was going 1"

“1lo gid not tell me.”

‘It 15 very strange.”

“Thera has becn some accident,” said
Mrs. Holmes, in a trembling veice. "I
am sure of it. Nothing elsc could keep
him away.”

Mr. Bailton was silent. Ife could not
help thinking so himself. There seemed
to Lo ne other way of explaining the
strange absence of the Head. 1le per-
suaded Mrs, Holmes to go to Lher room

at last, and waited up alone.
Twelval
With deep, booming sounds  the

strokes came through the stillness of tho
night, waking strange echoes in ihe old
buildinga of 8t. Jim’'s.

Mr. Railton throw cgpen his window
nnd looked out.

Stars were twinkling in the sky. T
was dark but clear, and the old irecs,
gaunt and lealless swayed slightly in
the wind.

Where was lhe Head? What had
happeno ?

The Housemaster shut tho window
and paced his study again, He did not
know what to do. It was unlikely that
the Ilead would absent himself until
midnight without giving a_reason; yet
it mig%lt so casily happen that he might

be detained sofiewhere., Losing a train
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would nceount for it if he had gone
gome_ distance from 8%, Jim’s., Bui he
would have telephoned in that case.

Mr Railton felt & natural hesitation
about commencing a search for a man
who might come m at any moment, and
who then would be surpriced and cer-
tainly not pleased at having been
searched for. The fact that the Head
had not mentioned even to his wife
where he was going seemed to indicate
that he did not desire attention to be
drawn to the matter at all,

Mr. Railton ceuld not help thinking
that ihe secrel expedition had something
to do with the tramp who had called in
the afternoon. For many reasons it was
possible that 1he Head d);cl not wish the
maiter to be made too public.

Thore was a knock on Mr, Railton’s
door again, and he turned uncasily as
it opened. It was Kildare this time.
The captain of St. Jim's was fully
dressed.

*“Has not the Head returned, sir ?” he
asked.

Mr. Railton shook his head.

“Thero must have been an accident,
then.”

“I am beginning to fear so, Kildare.
Yet, in caso of an accident, it is very
gtrange thot word is pot sent to the
sochool, Even in case of a fatality, Dr.
THolmes would have proofs of his iden-
tity upon him, and they would com-
municate with us ot onee ™

“Tt iz very strange, sir. Would it ba
any use to look for him71”

“In which dircction, Kildare 1"

The captain of 8t. Fim's was silent.
They did not kmow in which direction
the Head had gone, or even whether he
had taken a train nt Rylcombe or not.

1 think, perhaps, we had better wait
till mornitg,” said Mr. Railton. “If
Dr, Holmes is not here by dawn, I will
go down to the village and make in-
guiries.”

"YVery well, sir.”

And Kildare retired.

The rest of St. Jim's wera sleeping
soundly, In their dormitories, Tom
Merry & Co. slept the slecp of Elealthy
vouth, little dreaming of the shadow
that overhung thie fate of their beloved
headmaster.

Mr. Railton did not slecp. Tfa was
still wide awake and watching when Lhe
first grey streaks of the winter dawn
crept 1n at his study windows.

nd the Head had not returned.

Mr. Railton put on his coat and lat
and quitted the School House. The
early morning nir blew refreshingly on
his tired face as he strode across the
quadrangle. ITe let himself out, and
walked down to the village.

Kildare was up very soon afterwards,
and he went to Mr. Kailton's study and
found him gone, and waited anxiounsly
for his return, It was broad day when
the IHouscmaster of the School Ilouse
came back.

The rising-bell clanged out, and the
hoys of 3t. Jim's were turning nut to
a new day's work and play.  In tho
bright, sunny quad a crowd of juniors

were punting a_footer about before
breakfast as Mr, Railton came in,
“Bai Jovel” ejaculated Arihur

Augustus D’Arcy.  “Mr. Wailton has
been out early | Good mormin’, sir ™

“Good-morning " said Mr. Railton
absently. i

He entlered the School Honse, leaving
thoe juniors surprised at his pale an
troubled looks.

“Homething's gone  wrong
where,” opined Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah I*

Kildare et Mr. Railton cagerly as
ho eame in, and followed the_tired ond
troubled Yousemaster into his study.

EQlNe-



EVERY WEDNESDAY

The caplain of 8t, Jun's read the result
of his nquirics in his looks.

“You have heard nothing of the
Heand, siv?”

“No, Kildare. I have inquired at the
station, -and found that hé did not go
there last evening, and at Wayland, and
he was not seen there. Nobody, appar-
ontly, bas seen him. In tho eircum-
stances, I have laid the matter before
Inspector S8keat, at Rylcombe, and he is
going to have Dr. Ilolmes searched for.
There was nothing else teo be done, 1
think.”

“1 am sure of it. sir.” p

“I hope wt &hall hear news soan, if
only for Mrs. Holmes’ sake.”

And Mr. Railton went to the Head's
house to tell what he knew—and it was
little enough.

In & yery short time all 8t. Jim's
knew the cause of Mpr, Railton's
troubled looks. The Heed was missing ;
he bad been away all night, and no
news had been received of him since he

nitted St. Jim's. The 8t. Jin's
cllows simpply gasped when they heard
the news.

Where was Dr. Holmes? They liltle
guessed how near he was to St. Jim's,

CHAPTER 10.
The Captive Schoolmas:ier !

[ OOD-MORLNING, sirl”

It was a cool and mecking
voice,

Dr. Holmes raised liis head.

e had been slecping.
Tor the greater part of the long night

the eaptive schoolmaster had paced the
narrow limits of the reom in which he
was confined, his eyes wrinkled and
Lroubled.

He had thought of 8t. Jim's, of his
wife's anxiety, of the alarn that would
be caused at the school by his dis-
appearance,

To the Head's guict, serenc nature,
everything in the nature of disturbance
and scandal ond sensation was detest-
able. The talk that would go of, the
suvising and the conjecturing that his
disappearance would cause—he thought
of them all and shuddered.

Ile would have given very much to
Le back in the old schoo!l. But he
would not give what his captors de-
manded. It was not merely the money,
although he could ill-afford Lo part with
such & sum as five hundred pounds.
But his principles would not allow him
1o vield to the demands of o kidnapper.
Ti he- had consented to purchase his
freedom from these ruffians, he would
have despised his own weakness. At
any cost, he was determined that he
would not yield to the demand that
had been made upon him.

Ho had thrown himsolf upon tho
truckle bed at last, and slept. He was
in an uncasy slumber when a knock
at the deor awakened him. and he
raised liis head to seo the Kid in the
room, looking at him with a mocking
smile.

Dr. Flolmez rose to his feet.

“(iood-morning ¥ vepeated the Wid
coally,

The Head did not reply.

11

“I hope you have slept well,”” said
the Iid.

“I have not slept wery well,” said
the Head.

“I am sorry.”

The Head was silent,

“But you have only yoursell to
blame,” the Kid went on cheerfully.
“You have but to sign a cheque for
five hundred pofnds—"'

“I shaoll do nothing of the sort!”

“And to promise to take no steps to
recover the money, or to put the Jiolme
on our ftrack,” went on the Kid, uwm-
heeding. “Then you can go.”

“If that is the price to pay, I shall
never go,” said the Head co_ldly. "y
will not part ‘with one shilling to a
gang of ruffians, and I certainly shall
use every endeavour to br_inq you to
justice when I am free again.’’

The Xid shrugged his shogplders.
There was a growl of anger from the
adjoining room, and the sunburnt man
put his head through the doorway.
There was a click as ho moved the
exlinder of his revolver, .

“Lemme deal with him, Kid,” said
Pete Carson.

“Get out ! said the Kid,

“But—"

“And put that gun away, you fool!l
Do you think you aro in the Rocky
Mountains here!” said the Kid ivrit-
ably. “Put il away|”

“Oh, have your own way !’ growled
Clarson sullenly., “I'd treat him as we
did the Mexiean in San Antonio.”

The Kid laughed. 3

“You are not in Texas now,” he said.

The School Housge junlors made a rusth at a dark rorm. Tom Merry and Blake bumped it over and rolled on it, and

sre was m gasping ory.

Y Bless my ‘soul'l

Boye, how dare you!"

It was the Hoad | )
Tug Gex Liseiry.—No, 1,464.



12

“Leave him to me, Dr. Holmes, 1
suppose you have thought over your
position here?”’

“ Undoubtedly.”

“You realize
escape?”

The Head glanced round the little
room, There was but one window—too
small for a man to pass without squeez-
ing—and it was strongly barred, and
outside ne wire-netting was nailed over
it, And the only door fa.\'n upon the
room occupied by the ki

that you cannot

idnappers. It
was very elear that there was no escape
for the captive hoadmaster. The Kid
watched his restless gaze, with a
grin upon his handsome, reckless face.

“ Well, sir?"

“Yes,” said the Head slowly; “you
have mo 4 safe prisoner.”

“Then you had belter come to
terms.”

“ Impossible I"

“Five hundred pounds is not so much

ta l_voll."

“'Five hundred pence, and it would
make no difference. I cannot consent
to [g.sy money to a gang of criminals.”

The sunburnt man growled again,
and there was & muttered curse from
the Beetle in tho next room. But the
Kid showed no sign of anger.

"“You will reinain, then,” he said.

“Until I'm found,” said the Head.

“That is not likely to happen.”

“1 shall certainly be searched for,”
sajd the Head. "I trust that I shall ba
found. In sny case, I shall not yield
to your demand.”

The Kid gave a shrug.

“\Weo shall see.”

He quitted the room, and locked the

deor uwpon tho outside, Dr. Holmes
paced up and down the narrow
chamber. He was thinking of the

school, and of the excitement and alarm
iis absence would couse there. He
conld send no word; there would be no
exEIana.tion. What would they think?
What could they think? The cunning
of the kidnappers in making usc of his
scapegrace brother’s name to draw him
into the toils had prevented him from
saying & single word as to his Jestina:
tion when he left 3t. Jiw’s, There
would no clue, "even if he were
senrehed for, Where were the seavchers
to look ?

The doot was opened, and a tray was
pushed into the room. It held a plate
of dry crusts and a jug of water. That
.t;_ns.t.ha breakfast for the Head of St.

Im e.

I'or & long time Dr. Holmes left it
untouched. But as tha morning
advanced hunger assailed him, and he
ate and drank of the meagre fare.

It was very cold in the prison
chamber, He pneeid uneasily up and
down—six steps in one direction, nnd
then six returning. In the next room
he could hear mn sound of clinking
glasses, and the smell of tobacco came

strongly through the door. He heard
words that indicated that the three
vasenls wero playing eards. Gambling,

drinking, snd smoking nt an early hour
in the morning.

The Head's lip curled with scorn.
And these were the men into whose
hands he had faller.

CHAPTER 11.
A Little Argument [

IGGINS of the New House came
dashing across the quudrangle
alter breakfast with a very red
and excited face, R

Tom Merry & Co. weore just coming
I'ue Gex Liorary.—No. 1,464.

out of the School House as Figgins
came panting up, and he almost ran
into their arms.
They were round him in a moment,
*Here's the New House bounder.”
“Collar him 1”
“Yaas, wathah!”
“Where's our cake, you rotler?”
“Bump him 1"

“I¥old on!” gasped Figgins, “I—l1
say—*

%ump !

“Yow| Pax! I say, pax ”

“ Weally, Figgins—
“I came over hero to speak to you
chaps|” roared Figgins. “ Leggo!”

The chums of the School House
grinned, and released the long-logged
chief of the New House juniors.

“Why didn't you say so before,
then?” demanded Tom Merry.

“Yow! You didn’t give me & chauce,
you fathead!”

"Ha, ha, ha!”?

Figging dusted himself down wrath-
fully.  The Bchool House fellows stood
round him and chuckled. As e matter
of fact, they had mot sup that
Figgins was dashing across the quad lo
raid the Schoo! House single-handed;
they had chosen to mistake his inten-
tions, as Figgins knew very well.

“Look here, you chumps—"
Iiggius. . )

“We're looking,” said Monty Lowther
blandly.

“The Head’s disappeared!”

“Whose head 7*

“Chump! Dr. Holmes has

cared !” said Iiggins excitedly.
Eeard it over brekker!”

Tom Merry laughed.

“8o did we,” he said, “ At any rate,
he left the school last night, and hasn't
como back. I hope nothing has bap-
pened 17

“QOh, I thought perhups vou hadn’t
heard the news!" said IFiggins,

Jack Blake gave s snilf,

“Rot!” he remarked. “Of course
we've heard it. The Head’s o School
Ilouse chap.”

“What?”

“Well, the Head's hounse is part of
the School House,” eaid Dlake. “I
look upon the Head as a Schoo! House
chap.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Rot!” said Figgins warmly. “Why
should—"

“] don't want any L(rouble,” said
Blake, pushing baclk his cufls as though
he did. “But I'm williug o tight any-
body who says that tho Ilead isn't a
School House chap1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on, then!” said TFiggins,
assuming a very warlike nlptqdc.
“It’s about time I gave you a licking,
I think!”

Tom Merry pushed between the two
warlike lourth Formers,

“Hold on,” he said. “Its quite
possible that there’s been some ucci-
dent, and something's happened to
Dr. Holmes. In the ecircumstances it
would look rotten to start fighting!”

“"Yoas, wathah! There’s such a
thing as keepin’ up appeawances, deah
boys I"" said Arthur Augustus severely.
“I quite agwee with Tom Mewwy,
wegard you as o pair of weckless
boundahs |”

Blake dropped his hands.

“Oh, all serenc 1" he zaid. “ Perhaps
you're right. But I can’t stand New
House cheek, you know '™

“These things ere only seut lo twy
us, deah boy,” snid Arthur Augustus
D'Avey. *DBut if you fellows have

snid

disepy
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finished gassin’, I've got somethin’ to
say. The Head has disappeahed |”

“Go hon!?

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Aunybody coming down
footer ¥ asked Dighy.

“Weally, Digby—""

“I'va got to go and see to Towser,”
said Herries.

“ Flewwies, you nss—" .

Monty Lowther wayved his hand
soothingly to the swell of St. Jim's,
who seemed to be growing excited over
these Incessant interruptions.

“Keep calm, dear boy.”

“VWeally, Lowthah—"

“Don’t lose your head,
one ‘Head already!™

“Pway don't make any of your wotten
jukes "on a sewious mattah, Lowthah!
I stwongly object., I havo been think-

in'—"

“Oh, draw it mild|” said Lowther
incredulously. =" .

“I havo been thinkin’,” seid D'Aroy,
taking no notice of Monty Lowther,
“ihat as the Hend has disappeahed, he
onght to be locked for and found.”

“Splendid,” said Tom DBlerry. “I
wonder whether anybody else has
thought of it?"”

“Fao, ha, hal”?

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Gussy had better suggest it to some-
hody.” said Blake solemnly. “It's s
brilliant idea, and nobody else will
think of it.”

“Pway don’t be an ass, Blake! What
I mean i that we ought to_look for
the Head. It is our duty. I'm quite
willin’ to take the lead, as o thing of
this sort wequiahs a fellow of tact and
judgment to take the lead. If you
chaps will back me up, I will see the
wholo bisney thwough. What do ¥ou
sny 1"
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“Weally, deah boys,” said D'Arey,
as the other fellows made that reply
with singular unanimity—*weally, you
know——"" .

“It’s not a bad idea to look for the
Head, as for as that goes.” said Figgine
doubtfully. *If you School House chaps
will back me up—"

“ Bosh I

“Look here!” .

“Of course, it’s a thing we ought to
teke up, we juniors,” Tom Merry re-
marked in a thoughtful way. “I sup-
E“o;a the masters will be looking for

im, but you know what they are.”
“And I surﬁmse the police will search,
too,” said Digby. "But you know
low much they are worth.”

“1 daro say tho prefects will lake a
hand,” Manners observed. “DBut if
the Head belonged to me, 1 shouldn’s
care to leave the eearch in the hauds
of the prefects.”

“ Rather not!” "

“Quite  wight, deab boys,” said
D’Avey. “That is why I suggested
your backin’ me up, as it wequiahs a
fellow of tact and judgment—""

“Oh, cheese it, you knowl” said
Figgina, “1 admit that it's & matter
for juniors to look into, but a New
Iouse chap will have to take the lead,
of course.”

“Rats1”

“Yaas, wathab; wats|”

“Tiook here, you chumps—"

“Look lhere, you [athead—"

“What I say is—"

“Rot 1"

1 tell 3‘01.1——-‘”

* Piffle |”

“Pl jolly well—*

‘!' ‘Yﬁh !Jl

to the

We've lost
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Blake and Figgins came to grips and
rolled in the quad in a loving smbrace.
Kildare came out of the 8chool House
with a troubled expression upon his
handsomo face. Ho caught sight of tho
juniors, and came up, frowning.
":Bla.l’c’et Figgins |”

" 0“( IJJ

“8top that! You should be ashamed
to be fighting when the achool 18 worried
ubout rhe Head!” exclaimed the Bt
Jim’s captain sharply.

Blake and Figgins separated, lookiog
very red and confused,

“H'm!* murmured Figgins,

“Ahem I” said Blake.

Kildare looked at them wvery sternly,

You had better keep quiet, all of
vou,” he said. “Mrs, Holmes is in a
state of great anxiety, and so are we
all. ¥ supposs you don't want Lo appear
unfeeling 7

The juniors were silent.

Tho captain of St. Jim's walked away.
Figging and Blake were crimson. Arthur
Augustua D'Arey jammed his eyeglass
into his eyc, and regarded them witﬁ an
air of preat severity,

“I told you so, deah boys.”

“Oh, rafal” said I"iggins crossly.

“Weally, Figgifis—"

“Go and eaf coconuts!”

And Figgins tramped away towards
his own House, his usually sunny iace
quite clouded:

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy bestowed his
attentions upon Jack Blake, who was
looking very clouded, too.

“Blake, you ags—"

“Oh, shut up [

I told you—"

Biff !

Blake smote the beautiful sillc hat
of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, and it
floated nway from the head of the swell
of Bt. Jin’s,

There was & wild ejaculation from
IPAroy as the shiny topper splashed
into a puddle left by receni rain.

“Oh! You wottah! You feahful
wottah 1*

He rushed to rescue the damaged
topper. He lifted it up dripping with
muddy water. He turned round to take
vongeance upon Blake, but he was gone.
Blake had tramped into the School
House with his hands thrust deep into
his pockets, and his brows wrinkled,
and Arthur Augustus was left to wipe
his muddy topper, unavenged.

CHAPTER 12.
The Telegram !

HE day passed et Bt Jim's—a
Sl‘-[‘li.]’l[ft’} day enough for the old
school.

There was still no news of the
Head.

In every interval from lessons the
juniors esked one another eagerly for
the news; but there was no news.

Mr. Railton had nothing to tell,

Inspector Skeat, from Rylcombe, had
coine to see him about noon, end they
had had a long talk in Mr. Railton’s
stfuld}' But that wos gll; nothing came
of 1k,

The inspector had promised to do his
best to obtain news of the Head, but
the task was almost an impossible one.

Dr. Holmes had . disappeared without
leaving & trace behind,

He had said 'not a word as to his des-
tination, or as to the probable time of
his return, although it had been undet-
stood that he was returning later in the
evening.

He had not been seen in Ryleombs or
Wayland, and had eertainly not taken

JUST
MY
FUN

Monty Lowther
Calling !

Hallo, everybady |

You heard about the bird's-nester
who got caught on a bough ! He was
% up with the lark,”

“I dou't see anything in wireless,”
saya Skimpole.  Patience—television
ia on the way.

News : 200 Parliomentary
Seats Lost."” So the candidates
weill really stand 7

I hear Australian woodemen had a

tres-chopping competition. Who
won ? on't " axe " me !

Stock Exchange News: “ Silver
Unchanged.”' Nobody spending

much ! Rubber Rose Considerably,”

Presumably it was inflated. * Cotton

;«]’\-’eas Quiet.” No thread to follow
T,

It was young Frayne who thought

you could find crab-applec in the
BoB.

“Who are vyour three favourite
authors 7" demanded Mr, Selby.

* Shakespeare, Jack Hobbs, and Don
Bradman,” answered Wally ID'Arcy.
“ You mean to say you regard all three
as great writers 1" gasped Mr. Selby.
"“*Well, perhaps not Shakespeare,”
amended Wally.

Mr. Linton says & certain sort of
crab induces & lung complaint. Seaside
crabs, however, often stimulate the
lungs | Yow-wow !

* Meaquito Menace Being Fought
With Squirt-Gun." The end be-gun.

I hear Clifton Dane's sister thought
& football conch hed four wheels,

As the 2d-sfone company pro-
moter said: ‘¢ Gentlemen, I plun

I DT T LTI

a train at either station. The Head of
8t. Jim's waz too well-known i
aeighbourhood to pass unnoticed.

Telephone and telegraph had been at
work during the day, and if there had
been any accident in which Dr. Holmes
was invelved, certainly news of it would
have reached Bt. Jim'a.

But no news came.

What had become of the Head?

The mystery seemed utterly impene-
trable.

The ronds and the wood had hbeen
searched, but in vain, Lven Wayland
Moor was visited by mounted policemen,
and searched ap and down. Pedestriansg
had fallen into the old guarries some-
titnes, and if the Head had crossed the
moor in the dark, that might have hap-
pened to him, But it was almost un-
imaginable that he should have gone
in that direction at night. Still, the
search was made, and nothing was dis-
covered.

It secmed eertain, to a disintercsted
onlocker, that Dr. Holmes bad absented
hinself of his own aceord—that nothing
bhad happened, excepting that for soma
reason best known to himself he did not
choose to return to St Jim’s.

Butb at 8t. Jim's no oue was likely to
place failh in such a theory ag that.
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to develop o corporalion second o
none !

* What ia it that makes the world go
round § " aska a writer. Detour signs,

usually,

From the Third: " Give me an
example of perpetual motion," said Mr,
Selby. * A bad helf-crown circulating

in Seotland, sir,” replied Jameson.

Two tenms of plumbers turned out
for a football mateh, One team had
to go back for their football boots, but
it didn't matter, because the other
team had forgotten the ball.

The postman dropped a ?auka,ge of
lass on the school steps, ‘' Crash-on-
elivery ' t

“ What's better than a lazy hour by
the fire 1 ' msks Kangaroo. Two.

Femember, a grievance is seldom
eured by boing nursed.

Btory : ‘' These are some of the best
ecigars out," eaid the generous fellow,
giving them away. “ You were right,”
said his friend, meeting him again,
" they were much the best out 1"

“ Have you seen 'A Midsummer
Night's Dream ' ! " paks a reader. No,
but I've just had a midwinter’s night-
mare.

“ 1 think I could make a croomer,”
says Digby. Make him what {

A horn grumbler is a chaop who
dislikes eating because it spoils his
appetite.

Oh, you heard about tho earpenter
who was slwoya on the make ¥

Story: " What should I get,"
inquired thie man who had just insured
his property against fire, ** if the place
wera to be burned down to-night 1"

* About ten wyears, I should say,”
re}’l!ied the insurance agent.

ry this : * Speak up now,"” gaid the

optician, testing young Jamesomn.
“ Can’t you see the lettera on the chart
—BELMYOQUX1"” *“Yeslcan
see them all right,” said Jameson,
*“ but I can’t pronounce the worda!"

Heard after tho House 'match
Pratt: “1 could kick myself for
missing that goal | "' Figgins : * Better
let me do it for you—you might miss
again I On the ball, boys !

A ST O R R R T A AT

They knew that Dr. Holmes would not
elarm the wholo school, and infliot cruel,
anxiety upon his wife, if he could
possibly help it. .

If he did not return to the school, it
was because he could not. And if there
had been no accident that could bo
heard of, what had happoned? Was it
passible that the Head had fallen into
ruffianly hands, and was detained n
prisoner somawhere against Lis will?

The theory seemed too wild for
credence.

The fellows went into afterncon school
in an excited frame of mind, which left
them with little altention to bestow
upon their lessons,

But the masters were patient. B

The masters were trouEled by the dis-
appearance of the headmaster; and
they had another trouble, too. '.'ln the
Head’s absence, the senior master of &t,
Jim'’s assumed his authority, and Mr.
Rateliff, the Housemaster of the New
House, was senior master. Mr, Rat-
cliff wns very unpopular, and his eleva-
tion into authovity, if it lasted long,
was likely to make Lim even more un.
pleasant than ususl.

Afternoon lessons were over at last
and when the boys were diamissed, they

THE GeM LipRArRY.—~—No. 1,464.
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I;urrilid to inquire if anything had been
Leard,

Nothing had been heard.

But news was coming. It was just
after five o'clock when the telegraph
I:ruf' from Rylecombe came up from the
sohool House, with a buflcolourced en-
velope in his hand.

He was spotted at once, and every-
body guessed that tlie telegram con-
tained news of the Head, and quite an
srmy followed the lad into the House,
eg ?r fn:i information,

‘e telegram was for Mr, Railton.

The Bechool House master hind seen the
telegraph boy from his study window,
and he had come out into the Hall, He
took ihe telegram and opened it immedi-
ately. The crowd of fellows, seniors and
jumiors, gathered round him thickly,
cager but respectful.

Mr. Railton uttered an exclamation of
surprise as he read the tclegram.

“News, sir?” asked Kildare. “May
we know 7V

M{T Rféﬁ“' rindd%jl.

es, ginly. 1@ wire IS appor-

ently from Dr. Holmes, and is sentil'i:um
London., I will read it out to you.”

A pin might have been heard to fall,
B0 Intense was the silénee ns the Bchool

House master began to reud out tlio
message.

"ﬂnavﬂidnhly detained in London,
Writing later to explain.—Horuza,”

Kildare drew a deep breath.

::Then-ha is safe, sir1” he said.

“*Yes, I suppose so,” said Mr. Iailton,
w“}j& ndpll:tz ed look.

“And he is staying away ef his ow
aecord I said Daireﬁ of I]vm Sii:th.am
“Yes, if this telegram is from him.”

o3 grdt

I shall take it to Inspector Skeat im-
madiately, and wa nhnlr inquire ot tho
Iuston Road Post Office, in London,
whence it was dispatched,” said Mp.
Railton, “It'is eesy for anyone lo send
a telegram.”

l"ﬂh ]II

And Mr. Railtor departed st onco.

He left the fellows in & buza.

Upinion was divided as to the
telegram. |
. Many of the fellowa fully believed that
1t was from the Head, and that the
anxiety and the alarm was & storm in
a tencup. Other fellows, who favoured
the theory of kidnapping, held that the
kidnapper had sent the telegram to put
the rolice off the scont.

Inguiry et the post office in London
certainly should have revealed some-
thing, and the fellows waited cogerly
for news,

It wasg Iate that pight before the result
of the police inguiry at the London post
office was known.

As soon as the news was received, Mr.
Railton allowed the whole school to
know. It was only fair that the boys,
who were quite a&s anxious as the
masters, should know what was going
on, And they learned that a detective
had made inquiries at the Euston Road
Post Office, and learned that the tele-
gram had been handed in by an elderly
gentleman with white hair, wearing
glasses and a sitk hat—a pentleinan
whom the young lndy in atlendance
judged to be, by his appearance, a
clergyman or & schoolmaster.

Thet settled it with most of the St
Jitn’s fellows.

Dr. Holmes had handed in tho tele-
gram himself, and there was no cause
for anxiety. Most of the fellows felt
relieved. Mrs. Holmes, though greatly
puzzled, was thankful that the Head
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was safe, But there were few fellows
at 8. Jim’s who still held to the theery
of foul play. The school settled down
to wait for the Head's return.

" 1] L] L] &

And while the whole school waited
for His return, for the miost part sntis-
ficd that he was safe and well, tho
captive schoolmaster waited and
watched in the prison ehamber in tho
lenely cottage on the moor.

A day had passed—a day of monotony,
anxiety, and physical discomnfort to the
Head of St. Jim’s.

He was cold and he was
hungry. Another meal of
bread-and-water had been
givml him, and that was all.

Yhen darkness descended
no light was afforded him,
and he sat in the darkmess,
hearing the voices thirough
the partition from the ad-
joining room, But thore
werg only two volees now—
thoso of Poto Carson and the
Beetlo., The Kid appearcd
to have gone. It was late in
the evening when the Head
heard tho voice of the leader
of tho gang of adventurers
again,

The door of his room
opened, and a candle glim-
mered in. The Kid entered
with his hat on, evidently
having just returned from &
journey.-

He nodded caoolly to the
Hedad as he held up the
candle and saw Dr. Holoies'
pale and harassed face.

“ 3t here?" he said, with
o ogrin. -

“Yes, I am still here,”
said Drv, Holmcs nuietiy,

“And =ae obstinpte as
ever?”

“ As determined as ever.™

The Kid langhed.

“We will not argue about
a word,” ha said. “I've
beenm on a journey to
london. I've sent a fele
gram to St Jim's.”

Tho Head frowned.

“Then you have become a
forger as well wes a kid-
napper, you scoundrelI” he
said batterly,

“If you like to put it that
way—yes,™

“The police will inquire
at the post oflice; they will
discover thab it was not 1
who eent the telezram,”

e
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again. Dr, Helmes was le#t to himself
in the darkness.

CHAPTER 13,
Tom Merry’s Theory |

HE, next day wa: Wednesday—a
I half-holiday at St, «Jim’s.

As o rule, the 8t, Jim's fellows

would have thought of footer

that afternoon, and of nothing else. But
for once 8 good many fellows gave no
thought to the great winter game.
There were many who were gtill anxious
about the Head. The telegram and the

. : - A man came dashing through the wood, hia faco pale andt

iﬁﬁlﬂ:’hﬂ Head  coutemp sight of the junturs,ghut w?l'.’hnut ﬂnaih:’g & glum?n in thejr
Tho Kid grinned. NPT Y
“They w:ﬁ discover that

it was you,” ho replicd. “I made

myself up in what I flatter myself

was & skiJful disguise to represent

you; ond the man who sent the tele-

gram will be found to answer to the

deseriplion of the Head of St Jim's™
Dr. Holmeg heart sank.

“Thers i3 no chance for you,” said
the Kid. *“They will not even scarch
for you any longer. Had you not hetter
make up your mind to tho inevitable

“I have made up Iny mind.”

“Ma pay the meneyt”

wr N‘D.l

“VYery welll Another tweuty-four
hours on bresd-and-water may bring
you to your senses,” said the Kid
carclously.

And he withdrew, taking the candle
with him, and the door was locked

subsequont inquiry had satished some:
but it had not satisfied all, and among
those who were uneasy were Tom Merry
& Co.

Tom Merry thought more about the
matter than about his work during
morning lessons that day, with the result
tnat he gained o total of a hundred and
fifty lines from Mvr. Linton, his Form-
master. DBut he gave the impositions
hardly a thought.

His brow was still wrinkled in re-
flection when the Shell were dismissed
and he came out of the Form-rooin with
his comnrades. Then he was startled out
of hia reverie by a thump on the back
from Lowther, and he gave a jump.

“ Lowther, you ass—"

“What's the matter with you?" de-
nanded Lowther, ““What do you mean
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and a amoking revalver In hia hand.

ractiom.

by going about'like a bear with a sere
héad 7

Tom Alerry laughed.

“I wasn't aware that I was going
about liko that,” he replied. “I've been
thinking about the Head. I'm certain
that telegram is o fake |

Monty Lowther nodded,

“I shouldn't wonder,” he mszented.

1 can’t help thinking that the Head’s
disappcarance has something to do with
that rotten follow who came to see him
on Monday,” said Tom Merry sbruptly.

“Quite possible. But—>"

“OF course, it seems a pretty wild
theory to imagine that the Head has
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it was the sunburnt man agaln.

It Herrles 7

been Lidnapped,” Tom Merry said.
"{l'nlgv it's still more unlikely that he
would stay away and make people
anxious for nothing.”

" Bui the telegram,” said Manners.

“That could have been gent by any-
body, and that anybody could "easily
have disguised himself to resemble tho
Head in general a pearance,”

“That’s rather thick, Tom.”

“Well, why wasn't the telegram sent
on Monday night to save Mrs. Holmes
from a night's anxicty 7

“Blessed if I know |

* Becauso it wasn't sent by the Hoad,”
said Tom Merry firmly. * Beeause the
[lead wasn’t in Londou at all. Some-
body is keeping him away from the
gchnol, and that someone either went to
London to wire in the Head's name, or

‘% b EO
" s

S
o "1..": L

] i
L L
'-l' L L
]

He passed within
YWhom had
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ot somebody there to do it. That's whyopinion. and Arthur Auvgustus D'Arey

the telegram came on Tuesday, aflter
they had made sure of getting Dr.
Holmes into their hands.”

“Phew I” said Lowther. “You work
it out like Sexton Blale, Tommy |

“Besides, if the Head went ta
London, how did he get there?” de-
manded Tom 2Alerry. *All the people
at Rylcombe and Wayland Stations
know him, and they all declare that he
never took s irain at either of those
stationa.™

“Yea, that right enough.”

“Thero's no other stotion within
miles. And why should he walk six or
geven miles across country lo
o station where he wasn't
known, instead of taking a
train at Rylcombe, as usual,
if he was going to London?”

“That's & poser.”

“It shows that the Head
never went to London at
all,”* said Tom Merry firmly.
“And my belief is that he's
still quite near St Jim’s
He would have taken a
train if he had been going
any distance; and if he has
been kidnapped, or anything
of that sort, he could not be
taken far without discovery.

1herefore—"
“Erga—" szaid Monty
Lowther,

“Thoerefore, he's still

somewlore in the neighhour-
hood. You remember that
Gussy was kidnapped once
by some rotters who wanted
to make money out of his
father, Lord Eastwood.
Somcthing of the sort may
hnve happened to ithe
Heed.”

Monty Lowther whistled,

“Sounds more like &
newspapor report than real
lile,” he remarked.

“But, newspaper reports
are reports of things that

happen in real life, you
ass|”

“ Yes—sometimes,” ggreed
Lowther,

“Well, that’s my idea of
what's happenéd,” said Tom
Merry. “Now that the
telegram has been received,
I expect the police will let
the matter drop, or they
won't take much trouble, at
all ovents. And if the Head
has been rcally kidnapped,
then—""

“ Phaw !I*

“Anyway, 1 think he
ought to be looked for,”
saidd Tom Merry.

“ ¥You mean that we ought
to lock for him?"

(14 Y‘E-E-’—’
“Wel, I'm game,"’ said Monty
Lowther. *It's a good way of spend-

ing a half-holiday, if you think it will
do any good.”

“It wou't do any harm, if it doebn’t
do any good,” said Menners; "and I
can take my camers, and get a few
filins, so the time won’t bo wasted.”

“Oh, blow your camera!” said Tom
Merry, “Let’s go and see Blako about
it, and see if he's willing to join."

" Right you are”

Blake & Co. wer: punting o ball
about in the quad whilo they waited
for dinner. They left off as the
Terrible Three come up, and they
listened with great attention to what
Tom Merry had o say. Blake
evidently agreed with Tom Merry's

was still moro emphatio.

“I am convinced that that woitah
who came here on Monday has done
some injuwy to the Head,” he said.

“Blessed if I know why you should
fecl so sure about it 1" said Digby.

! 18 an uttah wascall He
tweated mo with gwoss diswespeet and
called me a *young shavah.’ A fellow
who would do that would do &ny-
thin' 1"

“Ha, ha, ha|”

"I fail to see any cause for wibald
laughtahl That man is an uttsh
wottah, and I feel sure that he had

somethin’ to do with the Head's
wemarkable dizappeawaneo. you
fellows were willin’ to follow my
lead—"
“Rats I

“Weally, deah boya—>"

*Nover mind about the leadership,™
said Tom Merry. “Let's look for the
Head and see if we can got on the
track.”

"“"Hear, hear ™

“The question is—how are we going
to begint” said Digby.

“Not much question about that, I
should thinlk,” said Herries. “There’s
only onoe way to begin.”

“How's thati””

“T'Il fetch Towser.2

"Towser [

"“Yos,” said Herries, a little defiantly
“Towszer. You kow jolly good
Towseer is at following o scent. If I
can get him on the track of the Head,
of course he'll hunt him down as easy
as winking.”’

“"Weally, Hewwies—~—"

“Oh, Towser can come!” said Tom
Merry.

"1 stwongly object to Towsah
comin' | That beastly bulldog has no
wespeet  whatevah for & fellow's
twouzahs P

“Towsor's coming I’ said Herries

obstinately. “If the Mead's loat,
Towser will nase him out in no time.
We've only got to show him semcthing
that belonged to Dr. Halmes, and he'll
track him down—same as & blood-
hound.™

"Wats 1

“Look here, you tailor's dummy—"

“Bai Jove| J—="

“Peace, my children,” said Tom
Merry. “We'll take Towser if Heiries
will keep him on a chain.”

“ And muzzled, deah boy.”

"IRatal" said Herries.

The bell, ringing for dinner, inter-
rupted the discussion. After dinner
the chums of the Scheol House pre-
pared for the expedition. Herries wag
so bent upon giving Towser a chance
that Tom Merry & Co. had not the
heart to deny him, though their faith
in Towser was nil.

Herries brougit Ly fuvourite rowil
from the Lkennels, and joined the
group of juniors in front of the SBchool
House,

Arthur Augustus D’Arey ostentati-
ously withdrew as far from the bulldog
ns possible,

“‘Ready ?” asked Herries,

“Yaas, wathah I”

“Got something belonging to the
Hoepd ¥

“ Aliem

“Towser can's start without that*
said Llerries.

“Perhapa we had better start with-
out Towser,” said Monty Lowther.

“Oh. don't be funny, Lowther!”

“1lello!” said Kangaroo of the
Shell, coming up. “VYou fellows off 1
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" Herries ia,”
“Ha, ha, hal
Herries glared at Monty Lowther.
But with %‘owaer showing a stron
desire to bolt just then, his master ha
plenty to: do to hold him in, without
g;y%‘lng attention to the humorist of the
ell,

said Lowther.

“We're going out, Kangsroo,” said
Tom Merry. “¥You can coma along if
vou like, We're going to look for Dr.

olmes.”

“Good |
stalk.

“We want something bclonging  to
the Head,"” said Herriea. “Something
for Towser to sniff—to start him on
the scent,”

Kangaroo grinped.

“T'Hl get yoa something,”” he said.

*“Jolly good, if you ean—something
belonging to the Head, mind.”

“¥es, rather! Will & hat do?”

“¥en if you're sure it belongs to the
Head."

“Hats generally do belong to the
head,” Monty Lowther remarked.

“Oh, cheese it!” said Herries crossly.

Kangaroo disappesred, and returned
in a few minutes with an old silk hat.
The Terrible Three grinned as they
looked at it. It was an old topper
which the Bhell fellows sometimes used
in amateur theatricals, but they did not
know senything sbout its having hbeen
once the property of Dr. Holines. But
they did not feel ecalled upon to
venturg an opinion. .

Herries took the hat and looked at it,
and held it out o Towser,

“Now you watch him I he eaid.

And they watched Towser.

I'll come,” said the Corn-

—

CHAPTER 14.
Towser Leads the Way !

OWBER sniffed at the silk hal,
and did not seem to be particu-
Inrly interested. He sat down in
the quadrangle and closed his

T

eyés

The juniora grinned.

“Bai Jova, Ld's goin' to sleep!" re-
marked Arthur Auguostus.

“Ha, hn, hal"” B
“0Oh, do shut up!” said Herries
irritably. " How the dickens iz Towser

1o get on the scent when Gussy's jawing
all the timei"

“Weally, Hewwies—"*

“Quicti, Give Towser a chanee,”

They, gave him & chance. Herries
vammed the silk hat under his chin, and
the bulldog had to open his eyes.
made & snap st the stlk hat, and tore off
-1 mnsideraglo portion of the brim with
his teeth, apparently under the impres-
sion tl¥af it was something to cat.

“Does he always begin like that?”
asked Kangaroo.

Herrics made no reply.

'The juniors waited %or Towser to getl
to wor]]c. The bulldog appeared to be
in no kurry. He rent the portion of the
hat that he had torn off with his tecth,
and, apparently disgusted wilh it as an
article of diet, left it, and closed his
mouth and his eyes again.  Herries
jerked zather savagely on the chain,
and Towser reopened his cyes and rose
to his feel.

“He's getling on the seent,” said
Herries.

“Bai Jove !”

“Do be quict!”

“Weally, Hewwies, ol man—"

“*Bhut up I

Arthur = Avgustus  breathed  havd
through his nose, but he obeyed.
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Herries dragged on the chain, going in
the dirsction of the spot where the
juniors bad “bumped " the Head on
londay night, in mistake for Figgins.
From that spot Towser was likeliest to
p;iak up the scent, if he picked it up nb
all.

Towser had nio choice about going—
Herries dragged on the chain, and ha
had to go. Errived on the spot, Herzics
jammed the torn hat under Towser's
nose again. i

Towser locked round, sniffed, and
began to lope off towards the school
gates.

Herries' eyes gleamed with triumph.

“What do yom think now?"” hae
demanded.

“1 think he’s scen the gates, and
wants to go for a run,” Monty Lowther
remarked innocently.

“0Oh, rot”

Towser was certainly going now, He
dragged on his chain, and Herries had
to pui on speed to keep up with him.
The juniors followed fast,
might or might -not be on the track, but
as they had mot the faintest idea in
which direction to look for the missing
schoolinsster, one direction was as goo
as another to them,

Tawser trotted out of the rfsﬂ:zmtay of
8t Jim’s, and into the road, with the
juniors elese behind,

In the roadway Towser paused, as if
at a Jloss. Herries waiched him
anxionsly. After so good & beginning
he did not went his favourite to fail.

“(Go i, Towser,” ho said en-
couragingly. “Stick to it, Towser, old
boy. Buck up, Towser "

Towser started again.

Ha trotted down tle road in the diree-
tion of Ryleombe, the juniors following.
Kildare, who had been down to the
\'illagre, met them in the road.

“Where are you youngsters going?”
he asked.

“Looking for the Head.”

“0Oh 1" said Kildare.

“Towsar i3 on the track,” explained
Herrics. “We hopo to {ind Dr. Holmes
pretty soom, if he is still in the neigh-
bourhood, Kildare. Towser is simply
marvellous at following up a scent !

Kildare smiled, and walked on.
thought that if the finding of the Head
depended upon Towser's powers in
following up a scent, Bt Jim's was
likely to Lo without a licadmastier for a
long time.

But there was no doubt in Herries’
mind. Herries' faith in the bulldog and
its wonderful powers was guite touch-
ing. Indeed, Monty Lowther had
declared, in one of his homorous
moments, that lie was quita touched by
it, and that he firmly belicved that
Horries was “touched,” too,

“Hallo " exclaimed Herries
denly. “Look héere!”

Towser was dragging at the chain,
and was plunging inte tho wood that
ran beside the Jlane. Hia eyes were
gleaming now, and ho was evidently on
the track of something.

“He's got a scont ! shouted Herries
*"Come on!”

sud-

“What prica rabbits?’ murmured
Lowther,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Towser dragged furiously at the dhain,
and plunged recklessly through the
thickets. Herries dashed after him at
top speed, and tho jumiors put on pace
to keep up with him, But they soon
becams separated in the tangled
thickels.

Arthur Angustus D’Arey kept closo
behind Herrics for some tima, and when
he turned to call to the others to kecp

He
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up, he found that they had disappeared
from sight.

“Bai Jove !” gasped D’Arcy. “Haulls,
you fellows | .

But no vyoice answered him. He
turned again to follow Herries, but
Herries and the bulidog had both dis-
appeared.  The swell of Bt. Jini's was
slone in the wood.

“Bai Jove, that’s wotten 1’ ejaculated
D'Arey, .

He_ ran on, in the lope of finding
Herries again. There was 2 rustle in
tire thicket, and D'Arcy paused.

“JIs that you, Hewwies?”

Crash |

An unscen figure leaped upon - the
swell of 8t. Jim’s from behind, and ha
was hurled to the ground,

A knee was planted in the small of his
back, and D'Arcy was: pinned to the
ground, wriggling under the heavy knee
very much like a worm. His face was
buried in thick grass, and he could not
raise his head sufficiently to see about

Towser him

:: Cot }}im I'* said a deep voice.

“Ahal Silence!™

I'Arcy shivered.

He understood.

In hooting for the kidnappers of the
Head, be had himself fallen into their
hands, He had no doubt upon the
subject. It was only foo clsar.

He tried to shout for help, but his
capiors, as if anticipating that, pressed
the back of his head, and his aristoeratic
features were jammed yet more tiﬁhtly
in the grass, choking his ery; and he
gurgled instead.

L S 13

“Keep still, will you?” .

Arthur Augustus felt hiz heart sink
at the sound of the surly voice.

“Not much!” he said defiantly,
“Welease me at once, you howwid
boundah——*

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥You will not laugh latah om, you
awful scoundwel! Ow1”

The ruffian ground his
Arthur Augustus’ bacl.

*Tetch me the chopper, Bill I’ a grulf
voice said.

“Bai Jove |”

“Not s0 cocky now, are yer?” went on
the gruft voice. “Hurry up, Bill I

“1 wefuse—"

“Keep still, d'yon ‘eart?”

“You bowwid wullian !” said D’Arey,
muking frantic struggles.

Tho fellow who was holding him down
was hard put to it to keep him down.
But he did hold D’Arcy, all the sams,
as a sturdy yell testified next moment.

0wl Gwoogh | Qoooh | You
beasily wuffian! Take my nose out of
the gwound ¥

“Hurry up, Bill 1* roared tho rufian,
“Bring that there chopper—guick 1

D'Arey struggled madly. But it was
no use’ the fellow kept his head buried
in the grass

“I'l jolly well cut yer ’eand off I he
exclaimed.

“1 wefuse—="

“Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey gave himself
up for lost. In his present state of
exciternent the laugh sounded like one
of those terrible spasms so ably por-
trayed by shilling shocker writers. Such
words as blood-curdling and fiendish
glee instantly ocourred fo poor D'Arey.

“Wa will cure you young cubs onga.
and for all,” went on the vuflian.

“Wats I .

Arthur Augustus, in diro peril, as he
considered Limsclf. was determined not

(Continued on page 18.)
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Let the Editor be your pal,

ALLO, Chums! 8ince the GeM
started to award ripping match
footballs for published jokes,
the response from readers has

been terrilie. 'That Iugubrious indi-
vidual, the Jester, tells mo that never
before have so many jokes poured in
from readers, Ile's having a very
busy time sorting out the best efforts.

He informs me, however, that quite
oftenn he comes ocross o joke which
inakes him smile, only to discover that
the sender has forgotiten to append hia
n.ne and address. Bear thiz in mind
when you are sending in your joke.
Bevaeral renders would hoave won a foot-
ball if I had known where to send it!l

In giving awny footballs for jokes, I
didn’t everlook the fact that I have
many readers of the f{air sex. Hand-
some fountain-pens aud propelling-
peneils are offered as prizes to those
girl readers who can make the Jester

Yerackk his face.” Next Wednesday
there is another prize sclection of
jokes.

In this number yow will alse find
another great story of St Jim's, It is

valled :
8T, JIM’S MISCHIEF-MAKER No.1!”

This is a powerful yaru of a strengo
mystery in which Tem Aerry & Co.
and others find thiemseelv = up agrinsg an
unknown mischief-maker, His cnuning
schemes cause all =ovts of troulile fox
the chums of St. Jinm’a, bubt they are
cowpletely ballled as to who their
enemy is,  BErpest Levison, tho ead of
the I'ourth, is the junior most likely to
play treacherous tricks But he is
rnled out by Tom Merry & Co., for he
higs had to leave the school owing to
his father being ruined. Crooke and
Mellish are alss likely culprits, Lut it
is proved that it camot be them. Who
is the zecret schemer? Yeou'll find the
answer to this problem in noxt week's
gripping long yarn. Don't miss ik

“SAVING LOVELL'S BACON I*

1f ever there was n chap wha simply
asked for trouble, then ]’-'Jria nama is
Asthur Edward Lovell, of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood. Gated by the
Tead for every half-holiday, Lovell
yet declavea his intention of going with
Jimmy Bilver & Co. to play a match at

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

Bagshot. And such is the emphasis
with which Arthur Edward makes his
statement, that it is soon kunewn all
over Rookwood! A master and a pre-
feet keep a watch on him, but does
Lovell care? Not he! Ho's goingt
But is he? Not if Jimmy Bilver & Co.
can save their chum from a flogging or
worse. You'll read with great enjoy-
ment this latest effort of popular Owen
Conquest’s, which, wit Monty
Lowther's fun corner, completes this
splendid pumber., 111 be “seeing *
you on this page next Wednesday,
chuma.

ESCAPE FROM ELECTROCUTION !

Air pilets have amazing escapes ab
times, hut few could have had such o
lucky “bhreak ” as a young amateur
pilot a little while ago. Mr. Avery was
Aying a new imachine to a friend in
Switzerland, and when meaving his
destination, in the evening dusk, n
storm burst. 1o deeided to land, and
found o snitable spot. Suddenly, as ha
was planing down in semi-darkness, he
felt a torvifie shudder in  ths plano
followed by a splintering of wood.
I"lying speed was considerably checked,
and anly clever handling of the machine
sgved Ar. Avery from a nasty crash.
As it was (he propeller and  under-
carriage wera damaged. But what was
that compared with the young pilot's
own escapa—for he had struck two
70,000-volt wlevated cables, and had
come very near to being clectrocuted !
1fad the cables not broken, Mr. Avery
would never have flown another plane.

A CAT-ASTROPHE !

Talking about electricity, here's an
astonishing story from Ontario of how
the current generated by a cat’s fur
caused an explesion.  The poor old
puss had been roped in as a stray by

an inspector, and his hours were
numbered, Ile was to bo “put to
sleep™ in the lethal chamber: but

pussy must have sensed that someiling
was going to happen to him, for he
wiigzled nnd writhed and  scratched

. disappeared |

PEN PALS COUVON
7-3-30
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and eclawed a3 the inspector pushed
him into the chamber.

His struggle for life was not, without
its reward, for the friction of ita fur
set up. static electricity, and the gas in
the chamber exploded. The inspector
was knocked out by the force of the
explosion, and when. he came to he
found that all the clothing had been

8 burn. off him. Not only that, the lethal

chamber was in ruins, and the cat had
Talk about a cat having
nina lives! Thia one must®*have had
more than his shara,

TWENTY INCHES TALL!

“Who is the smallest man in the
world #  When I received this ques-
tien the other day from a reader in
Newcastle, I thonght that here was a
problem that would stump me. But by
a strolie of luclk I happened to come
across the very nnswer 1o his question.
The werld's smallest man is & dwarf
living in South Africa. He is a Zulu
named Sampire, and, believe it or not,
he is only one foot eight inches in
height. Usually, dwaris are nngainly
creatures, but Sampire is  perfectly
developed, and has s Lkeener intelli-
genes Llian men nearly four times his
licight  His growth during the last
four years has been barely a quaiter
of an inch. Being a dwarf has its
advantapges. 1t only takes three-
quarters of o yard of wmaterial to make
Sampire a subl

A MONSTER TELESCOPE ]

YWhat the naked eye can sca clearly
at a distance of twenty feet, the
monster new telescope being buil: at
Mount Palomar, near San Diego, will
bring into view just as clearly a dis-
tance of 2,500 mles, This will give
you o rough idea {J. Lewis, of Gicen-
wich) of the power of thia telescope,
whicvh will be the largest in the world.
Tia lens ia in. oeross, and 't is
640 000 times more powerful than the
human cyo! Tt is reckoned that the
moon, viewed through this telescope,
will scem only twenty-five miles away
from the earth.

DO YOU LIKE SCHOOL STORIES
with an cqunal amount of fun and

thrills?  Yes! Then make a special
point  of reading “The Greyfriars
Digmond-Diggers 1  in  this _week's

“Magnet.” Harry Wharton & Co., the
famous chums of Greyfriars, aro guests
of Jim Valentine, whose uncle has
found a fortune in the uninhabited
regions of Brazil. Following close on
their trail is O Lobo, the “ Wolf,”* who
ia desperately determined to capture
one of Jim's guosts and trade hia life
for the secrct. Don't delay—read this
rand school and ndventure yarn to-
ay!
TAILPIECE.

Father:s “Your teacher, Jehnny, has
written to say that he cannot teach you
anythiug.”

Johnny: “There!
was no good i

THE EDITOR.

I always said hae

PEN PALS

respondents ;

A free featurs which brings together readsra all over ths
waorld for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to sach
If you want a pen pal, post your notice, together
with the coupon on this page, to thoe address given above.
23, DBruton Street,
age 12-13;

othor.

Miss Gladys Williams,
Manchester ; girl ocorrespondents ;
filmy, camping,

1413,
Mory  Side,

snapshots, E.17;

Miss . Hasris, 74, Lawrence Road, Hove, 3, Sussex j girl cor-
oga 17-25; oversens.

Douglas Haig Ryuhond, 8, Plumer Road, Woodsteck, Cape
Town, Sauth Afriea ; age 15-17; sports, snaps,

Miss Eileen Northrop, Eest Anglican Children's Sanatorium,
Nayland, near Colchester, Essex} girl correspondents; age

Miss Peggy Good. 34, Barelny Road, Walthamstow, London,
girl  corregpondents ;
{Continued on page 22,

age 17-18; films, swimming.
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to sliow the white feather, though Bill
might be coming with fifty choppers.

“There are othahs whe will avenge
my death;,” he said stoutly. “You are
a vulgah wuffian "

. His assailant pushed hiz nose deen
into the grass again to stop hig altor-
anges,

“¥ou dare not use your giddy
choppah I” said Arthur Augustus, when
the pregsure on his head was releascd.
"It would bo murdah, you wuffian!”

“It will be {* said the ruflian sternly.

“Wats | I wefuse to believe it—"

“Bill1” shouted thHe fellow. “Buck
up with that chopper!”

“*Hallo {” came an answering ery from
Llie woods,

“I thought he wouldn't be much
longer,” said the roffian confidently,

“Bai Jove I

D'Arey began to struggle desperately
again, buk that kanee in the small of

bis- back was an insurmountable
obstacle,  He could not shift the
ruffian,

“Bai Jove !"

_“Bay your prayers, young feller,”
snid lus captor.

"Not much 1” said D'Arcy, a note of
hope in his veice,  “That was Tom
Mowwy 1"

“Bill 17

“Wais |"

. ""Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came answer-
ing shouts that were unquestionabl‘y the
voices of the Terrible Three. “What's
up? Wha's thaii®

“Help! Murdah, deah boys—"

“My hat!” came Tom Merry's checr-
ful voice. “This way! The one and
oily’s in trouble again!”?

"Buck yp, Bill1” roared his assailant
as D'Avey made really fearful struggles.
B \'\,c. can do the lot in wlile wo're aboutk

it!

“Tom Mewwy! Ielp! Aurdali!
IIp's goin' to use a choppah 1”

“Wiho is?" came an answering shout
ag a rustling was heard among the trees
and bushes. Three figuves burst into
the glade where D’Arey was held a
prisoner.  “My only hat!” exclaimed
T'om Merry.

“Weally, Tomm Mewwy—"

Meking' one supremo cffort, Arthur
Angustus managed to get out of tho
rrasp of his adversary,

In n second he was on his feet, and
turning to close with the yufian.

“Beizn  him  Tom Mewwyv!” he
sheuted, “The kidnappah, deall boys!
I have him——*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Toin Mewwy I"" expostulated
D’Avcy, struggling furiously with his
assailant,

“You silly assl”

“Bui I've got Bai Jove! Tiggy "

Arthur Augustus stood petrified to
find that his assailant was none other
than Figgins.

“Ha, La, ha!™

“Weally, deah boys—"

“1la, ha, hal”

CHAPTER 15.
A Shot in the Wood !

RTIIUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
stared blankly at Figgins.
. Figgins stopd with his hands
in hig pockets, grinnin%-. Kerr
and Wynn were with-him, end thoy were
grinning, ten lom Merry & Co. stood
vound, yelling with laughter. With tho
excoption of Herries and his famous
bulldog; the whole party Rad gathered
on the spot, attracted by the sound of
the. struggle.
The: junioys ecemed-  almost
THe Geu LsRary.—No. 1,464
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hysterics, and Avihur Augusfua was
scarcely able to believe his cyes.

“Tiggine " he gasped breathlessly.
“You uttah wottah1”

“Ha, ba, ha'”

Figgina of the New Ilouse nodded
cheerfully,

“Yes, here I am!” he eaid

“You jumped on me—"

“¥Yes, I believe I did.”

“And you wore holdin" me down, and
pwetendin’ to be a feahful wullian, and
callin’ for a choppab, you uttah
wottah 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jovel I—I—I—"

The juniors'shrieked with merriment.
D’Arcy was cleaning mud from his face
and from his clothes. Ha was too busy,
for the moment. even to attack Figgins,
bni there was a deadly gleam in his
cyes.

Figgins nodded blandly to the School
House juniors,

“Wo cane out to hunt for the ITead,”
he said. “I suppose you fellows are
on the same track "

“Yos, rather!”

“Good! You can help us, if you
like,” said Kerr,
“Rats | We'll let you help us, if

you'ra good.”

¥I shall wefuse to take any furthah
steps uniil I have given Figging a feah-
ful thwashin’,” said. Arthur Angustns
D'Arcy. * He has thwown me into quite
o fluttah, and wuined my necktie, I
wegard him as an uttah beast {?

Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy brushed
down his clothes very deliberately.
There was & determined expression
upon his aristacratic featurcs, which
meant mischief,

Juck Blake slapped him on the back.

“It’s all right, Gussy! We've saved
vour life, vou know |

“Hu, ha, ha !

“Weally, Blale—"

“ Besides, I don’t believe Figgy would
have cut your head off really. Would
rou, Fig{;y i :

“Couldn't,” sald Figgins blandly, “I
haven't a chopper with me.”

“Fa, ha, ha 1

“I wefuse to liston to these wibald
gnd diswespeotful wemarks. In Lhe
cires, T oonsidah it impewative to give
Iiggins a feahful thwashin®,”

“Order 1™

“1 wefuse to ordah—I mean—-="

“Ha, ha, ha !

Avthur Augustus pushed back his
cuffs,

“Will you kindly put up your hands,
Figgingt”

" Ha, ha, ha !

The swell or 8t. Jim'’s advanced
wrathfully npon Figgins. The long-
{limbed hero of the Wew House backed
away behind Tom  Merry, grinning.
D'Avcy followed him  round, and
Figpins dodged behint Blake, and then
behind Lowther,

“You uttah  wottah shrieked
D'Arcy. “1I insist upon your stoppin’
immedia.tefy «o that I can thwash you !”

““Ha, ha, ha[”

“If you are afwaid. Figgins—"

“0f course I'nm afraid,” said Figgins,
“Can't you see me trembling? Can't
you hear my vojijce is sh-shaking 7

1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You are wottin’, you wottah——
Ow1”

Arthur Augustus fell over a. foot—he
did not see whose foot. He sat in the
grass and groped for his eyeglass,

“Bai Jove! Owl”

“Pax.” gaid Tom Merry. “Make it
pex, Gussy old man. 1 vote that we
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join forces to look for the Head, instead
of having House rows now,”

“Apreed,” said Figgine, “We éame
onb to look for him, but we haven't had
much luck so far,”

“Bettor have some dandwiches beforn
we go on” Fatly Wynn remarked,
“Tortunately, T thought of bringing
some with me,”

Arthur Augustus serambled up.

“In the cires, Figey, 1 will mnot
thwash you till aftal we have found the
Head—"

“IFor this relief many thanks !* sighed
Tiggina,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But immediately tho Head is found
I shall give you a fealiful thwashin’.”
Arthur Augustus polished his eveglass
and jammed it into his eye, “Now 1
am weady to lead you.”

“(Go hop 1™ :

“Where’'s Horries, I wonder?” said
Blake. “Wo're all here now, excepling
Horries, I wonder where that Llessed
nilldog has led him to ?®

“A long way away, I twust,” sdid
Arthur Augustus D'Arey, with o eniff,
“We shall get on bettah wilhout
Towsah., Pway do not call Hewwics,”

“Hark !” shotited Fom Moerry.

He held up kis hand.

Crack !

Clearly and rharply through the
silence of the wood came that sharp
sound,

It was the report of a revolver.

The sound passed and the echoes died
away afong th~ treecs The juniors
stood petrified gazing af ono another in
blank alarm,

“Good lheavens ! muttered Kerr.

“It was a revolver,” said Tom Merry,

“Yaas, wathah1?

“¥You remember that man whe eame
to 8t Jimm’s had a revolver on him %"

“Can Ierries have—" Tom DMorry
paused; he dared not frame lhe ler-
rible thought in words, Was it possible
that Herrics had met ‘a foe and that—
What did that sudden ring of a revalver
shot in the lonely wood mean?

Suddenly thero eame the spund of n

weavy body plunging through ihe
thickets. .
“Look out!” muttered Figgins.
man eame dashing through {he

wood ot top speed. He did nol sce the
juniors. Ho was tearing through tho
wood in the direction of the moor, lis
face pale and set, and there was a
smoking revolver in his hand.

He dashed past within sight of the
group of horrified juniors, but without
casting n glance in their direction. It
was evident that he did not sée tham.
ITe had disappesred in a few scconds.
but those seconds we-o enough for Tom
Merry & Co. to recognise him.

It was the sunburnt man—the {ramp
wlto had accosted D'Arecy an the pre-
vious Monday at the gates of 8t, Jim's,
and who bad insisted vpon sceing the
Head,

Why was he running? What had he
done?

There was one terrible thought in tha
minds of all the juniors. Rlake mado o
movement Lo follow the man, but Lom
Merry stopped him,

“Ilerries I  he “Liel's
lock for Herrics.™

Blake nodded williout a word, Tho
juniors plunged through the wood in
the direction the .sfunburnt man had
come from, peering in the bushes, liston-
ing with straining ears and beating
hearts, in tetror every instant of coming
upon a still, inert form in the thickets,

secing a pale, upturncd face—a face
they knew.

whispered,



EVERY WEDNESDAY

CHAPTER 16.
Right on the Track !

R-B-R-R-R!
It was a low, deep growl.
Tom Merry held up his hand.

. "Towser!” he muttered,

The juniors trotted on more guickly,
Tom Merry caught sight of a 8t. Jim's
cap through the thickets and ran for-
Era:g. It was Herries, He turned his

ead.

He was kneeling on the grass, a hand-
kerchief in his hand, and a stain of
blood was on the handkerchief,

“Herriea I

"Hallo 1*

113 ND."

" Thank goodness I

The juniors came up, panting, their
hearts thumping wildly with relief.
Herries was unhurt, The blood on the
handkerchief was Towser's bloed., The
ﬂmo}’a of 8t. Jim’s understood now.

erries end Towser had come upon the
sunburnt men in the wood, and the man
had fired at the bulldog.

"That's a welief, deah boys!” gasped
D'Arcy. “We—we fea.hed—y-" i

“I'm all right,” said Herries, with a
ﬂ'\mt. “We came on the villain—

ave you seen him?*

“Yes; he passed us.”

Ik wan the same chaP who was at 8t,
Jim’'s the other day,” said Hertias,
“We came on him suddenly; he had
smared a rabbif, and Towser went for
him. It wasn’t for the rabbit. Towser
wouldn't think of going for a rabbit
when he was out on an important
scont.”

Y 'm 1
JYou can say ‘H'm' as much as you
Like, but I know Teowser !” zaid Herries
crossly, “ Towser knows his bisney. Ha
went for the man, and I ealled on him
to give in, end the howling rotter
erked ont his rotten gun and shot &t

owser. He might have killed himn.”

“Ia Towser hurt muecht"

“No; only a serateh along the ribs,”
said Ierries. " Just a bit of skin shot
off. But the villain might have killed
him—he meant te.”

“Bai Jove, I'm wnobt surpwised, if
Towsall was goin’ for himI” said
D'Avey.

Herries snorted.

MTm jolly well going to settle with
him for it as soon as Towser’s all right,”
he said, dabbing at the bulldog with the
handkerchief, ~“Towser's mnot much
hurt, and ho'l! be able to pick up the
scent again. I'm going to track that
villain down, Tf the Head has been
kidnapped, I'm convinced that that man
had a hand in it,”

“Why?” asked Kerr,

" Weﬂ, beeanse he fired at Towser, for
ons thing,” enid Herries. " Besides,

what is he doing in the neighbourhood ?
Bnarmg rabbits, teo.”

*We'll follow on his track, anyway,”
esid Tom Merry. “It's odd lis bein
atill in the neighbourhood. Unless he's

up to some mischief. And if there's
anything in our theory, he must have
had a hand in e Head’s dis-
appearance,”

Yaas, wathah |”

“Better wait for Towser,” zaid
Herries.

Tom Merry smiled.

“You can follow with Towser,” he
said, “The man was making direct for
the moor, and he was crashing through
the thickets aa fast sa he could. 1o
must have thought that Towser was still
after him.”

Herries chuckled.

“¥es; he was scared out of his wits,”
he said. “Towser did go after hiin a bit
till I stopped him to see how much he

was hurt. You'd better wait for Tows:
—he'll follow the trail like s blood-
hound if you give him a chance.”

"“Well, if he does, you can e¢atch us
up,” said Kangaroo,

“Oh, just as you like!”
Herries. “You'll make a mue
without Towser, that’s all.”

And Herriez went on attending to his
damaged favourite.

Tom Merry & Co. turned in the direo-
tion taken by the fugitive, and tramped
quickly through the wood. They were
keen to get on the track of the sunburnt
man again.

Upon that man all Tom Merry's sus-
icions centred, and the discovery that
ho was still in the neighbourhood of St.
Jim’s cenfirmed his theory that tihe
ruffizn had had a hand in the Head's
disnppearance.

The burried flight of the ruffian had
left plain cnongh tracea in the wood.
The soft soil reteined traces of heavy
foolfalls, and the tall thickets showed
whore the ruffian had crashed through.

Tom Merry & Co. had had a_good
deal of training as Boy Scouts, and they

could lpiq‘.:]c up a trail that was not very
difficult.

The trail in the present case waa easy.
and they followed 1t with scarcely a halt
to. the edge of thio wood, where, stand-
ing among the thinning trees, they saw
the great expansg of Wayland Moor
stretching before their gaze.

Therae the trail was lost. An expert
tracker, no doubt, could have followed
it farther, but it was lost to the eyes of
the juniors of Bt. Jim’s.

“Well, it's certain that he came as far
a4 this,” said Figgins.

“Yans, wathah|”

Tom Merry scanned the moor with his
oycs, Chere was a single column of
smoke rising in the distance from a
lonely coitage, but no other habitation
was 1n sight. There was a thoughtful
frown vpon the Shell eaptain’s brow.

rowled
of it
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“ Woll?* aaid Monty Lowthoer.

“The chap is here somawhere,” said
Tom Merry. “He came this way to
goet on the moor—and that looks as if
he's digging here.”

“That's so "

_"That cottage is the only place in
gight,” said Tom Merry.

“ But—"'

“You know that cottage,” said Tom
Merey., “We've often passed it.”

"Yaas, wathah”

“There was nobody in the place the
last time we came by it—it had been
unoccupied for a long time,” aaid Tom
Merry. “You can sce that there’s some-
body there now. There’s smoke com-
ing from the chimney.”

" Bai Jave I”

“The cottage has been taken during
the past week, then,” said Tom Merry.
“ And that ruflian, whose ndme we don’t
know, has disappeared here. ¥ looks
to me as if he’s the chap who’s taken
the cottage. It fits in very well.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What do you chaps think ?”

T think it's very likely," said Kerr.
“One thing's certain—and that is that if
he isn’t in the cottage we've lost him
for good, as he's not in sight; so we
shall have to investigate at the cottnge,
or chucle the whole bisney, as far as that
fellow’s concerned.”

Tom Merry nodded,

*We'll investigate at the cottage,” he
said,

" Come on, then, deah boys.”

Tom Merry restrained the cager swell
of 8t. Jim's.

“Hold on, Gussy. If that fellow’s in
the caotlage lLe's watching from the
window to see whother lin’s being fal-

Iowed, It wounld be a mug's game to
follow him thers in the daylight,
especially as it gets dark early. It will

be dark in an hour.”

“(Good,” said Figgina, “We'll wait
for dark, and then erecep up to the
collage.”

“I'm going to see this thing through,”
said Tom Merry determinedly. “ Bnt
there’s oue thing for you fellows to
think of—that man's got a rovolver, and
docsn't scem to mind if he uscs it
There's danger.”

“Wats t”

“Yes, rats!” eaid Figgins, "If the
ITcad’s there, we're going to have lim
out, and the shooter’s no more
dangerous to us than te you, for that
matter.”

“Yoas, wathahl And it would Lo
quite imposs for o D’Aroy to wetweat
and leave nnothah chap to face the
dangah—gquite imposal”

“Then we stick it togethor?” said
Tom Merry.

“Y¥Yes, rother ¥
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Falty Wynn was the only one who
did net speak. He scomed to be deeply
buried in serious reflection. Figging
clapped him on the shoulder, and the
fat Pourth Former came oub of his
reverie with & start. .

“Not afraid, Foity?” Tiggins asked.

“Eh? Afraid of what?” esked Fatty
absently.

The revolver,” _ .

“Oh, blow the revolver!” said Fatty

eavishly. “I was thinking, Tom
d{ell:ry suggests waiting here till after

ark.”

“Yes. Isn't it a good idea?” .

“It geems impossible to me” said
Fatty Wyon.,

“Why impossible 7’ demanded Tom
Merry, in surprise. “It seems to me
easy enough.”

“Because I've
wiches left.

“Ha, ha, ha t* .

“Blessed if 1 see anything ta cackle
att* zaid Fatty Wynn, "I'm jolly
hurn, now, and I've only got three
sandwiches loft. I shall have to share
out—fair play's a jewel| But how far
will three sandwiches go among eleven
chaps )

Tom Merrf grinned.

“You shall have thein all, Fatty,” he
said. “I never feel quitc safe with vou
when youwre hungry Rolt the lot, and
give us a rest 1™

*“0Oh, really—" L

But  Fatty Wynn's objections were
very faint apd half-hearted. The threo
gandwiches disappeared in record time,
and then Fatty Wyon waited con-
fentedly for dark with the vest.

CHAPTER 17.
Tracked Down !

HE dusk was already crceping
over the dim, lcafless woods., 1t
deepened and darkened, and the
wild wastes of the moor were

tost in shadows.

From the lonely cottage by the stream
a light gleamed out into the dusk,
twinkling like a star from afar.

Tom Merry & Co tramped about to
keep themeelves warm. Dut they wero

atient. It was almost dark when

erries came up with Towser. Ierries
was looking very cross.

“Blesged if I could find youl” he
exclaimed.

Monty Lowther chuckled softly.

“Why didn’t you malke Towser fallow
our track " he wmguired.

Herries did not appear to hear the
question.

“What are you waiting hera for 7* he

,?nly got three sand-

Merry  explained. Ilerries
nodded approval.

“ Jolly good idea!” he said. "I know
perfectly well that that rotter has Lad
something to do with the Head's dis-
appearance, A man who would shoot at
a dog would do anything.”

“Yanas, wathah! And he called me a
! voung shaver '—"

“1 wondor if there are any more of
them there, though?” said Tom Merry

thoughtfully. “There might be a gang
of them.”
“Well, there are a pgang of us"

grinned Fipgins.
~ “0One of them has a revolver—*

“Fle wonldn't dare to wse if, except.
ing on Towser. But it would be n jo{lly

ood idea to cut ourselves cudgels,” said

lake. *“They may be useful, and it
will fill in the time *

“Good egg!”

It was certainly a good idea. liach of
the d]unmrs cut & stout cudgel in the
wood, and, thus armed, they folf more
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preiared to Face the unknown dangers
of the lonely cottage. . .
Tom Merr% pointed with his sfick
towards the lonely little building. It
was swallowed up in the gloom now, bub
two lights gleamed from it, from the
upper and the lower rooms.

“More than one man there,” he re-
marked. “The same man wouldn't
have lights going in two rooms of the
house at once,”

“Quite wight, deah boy.”

“Dark ecnough to get on now, I
think,” said Kerr.

* All serene !”

The juniors, cager to come to close
quarters, quitted the wood and stole
across the inoor towards the lonely
cottage.

They knew the ground thoroughly
well; ‘many a time in their training as
Boy Scouts they had camped and trailed
on Wayland Moor.

“Keep that dog quiet, ITerries I” muk:
tered Tom Merry, as Towser growled.

Herries snilfed,

“You can tvust Towser.”

“But he'll give the alarm.”

“No, he won't.”

“Do keep him guiet, there's a good
chap.” .

“And keep his beastlay jaws farthah
away fwom my twousahs, Hewwics, you
ass |’ came in muffled tones from Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.

“Look here, B'Arcy—”

“Quppose Hevrics stays behind with
Towser,” said Kangarvo in bland tones.
“What I'm ofraid of is that the rotters
may shoot Towser, They wouldn't dare
to fire on us, but they would shoot
Towser as soon as look at him.”

Herries pulled his bulldog to a halt.

“1'll keep Towser here,” he said. “If
there’s a fight, we come on

“Right yon are!” said Tom Merry,
grinning in the darkness

And, thus relieved of the assistance of
Towser, the St. Jim’s juniors crept on
closer to the old cottage.

They reached the fence that sur-
rounded the ra; Fed. unkempt garden,
and there Tom % erry called a halt,

“ Hold on, you chaps!” he whispered,

“Yans, What is it, deah boy 17

“Wo'd better do some scouting before

going on. Oune of us can look round,
and—-"
“Vowy ,gocd. I chall be qguite

willin'—*
“Ahemt I'm going.”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"
“Porhaps I'd better po,” murmured
Blake.
“Rot I whispered Figgins. “It would
he better to have a New House chap en

hat I”

the jo
“Oh,
Wynn,

“What's the matter, Wynn ?*

* Look 1”

Fatty Wynn pointed excitedly to-
wards the window of the lower room in
the cottage. The glass was uncurtained,
and the juniors could see into the room.
A forin passed the window 2f intervals
as ¢ man moved about

“What did youn see—the Head ? said
Aanners excitedly.

“The Head—no.”

“What, then?"

“That chap’s cooking sausages,” said
Fatty Wynn excitedly, “I can amell
themt from here. 1 suEpusc there’s no
reason why we shonldn’t have those
sausages if we raid the place?”

“ Y ou—you—yol »

“You fut bounder!”

“8hut up

ejaculated Fatty

nmy

“Woll, you cee, I'm {frightiully
hungry, and—* .
“Dry upt” growled Figgins, in

disgust.
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“Yes; for goodness’ sake, get your
eyes off the sosses !” grunted Digby.

“Cheess it, you asses!” murmur
Tom Merry. “Wait here while I go
scoubting, Figgy can coms with me;
you other chaps stay here.”

And Tom Merry glided away without
stopping for argument.

Tiggins followed him into the garden,
and the other fellows, growling a little,
remained whera they were,

Tom Merry and Figgins looked in ab
the lower window as they drew closer to
it. There was but one man in the lower
room of the cottage—a man they had
never secn before. It was the long-
limbed ruflian whom his comrades called
the Beetle,

The sunburnt man was not to be seen.
Doubtless he was in the uppor room.

“Two of them, at least,” murmured

Fig%ns.
“Yes, Let's take a look round the
back.”

“Right-ho I"

They crept round the-cottage. Here
the Eardm was longer, stretching down
to the reedy bank of the strcam, The
lower room extended over the whole
ground floor of the cottage, but there
were two rooms on the second story.
The back room was guite derk.

Tom Merry and Yiggins peered up at
the window, and Figgins caught his
companion’s arm excitedly,

* Do you see that?” he muitered.

“What is ie?” -

“There's wire netting nailed over the
outside of the window.”

“And thera aro bars nacross the
window, too,” mmurmured Tom Merry.

*8 i Jove! That showge—"

“There’s' somebody shut up in that
room.™

The juniors were greatly excited now.
The window was shaded from distant
view by a tree, but they stood just
below, end it was not too dark for
them to see that the window was secured
agajnst ingress or egress. There could
be but one abject in thus seeuring the
window—there was somebody eonfined in
the room a prisoner.

“Tha Head,” muttered Tom Merry.

“Yeas, rather!”

“Hush! Look!"”

A light glimmered in the window,

The two juniors drew back at once
into the cover of the tree, peering out
from behind the trunk at the window
where the lif;ht glimmered. The cottage
was so small that the second story win-
dow was not eight fect from the ground,
and they could almost see into it, All
the upper part of the room was visible
to them, as the window was unblinded.

A young man came into view—they
could see his head and shoulders and the
candle he carried, He was & stranger (o
the juniors, but in his handscme, reck-
losa face they thought they saw some-
thing familinr—a likeness to the younger
brother of the Head, whom they had
scen long age at St Jim's,

The sound of & voice came from the
upper room, but the juniors eould not
distinguish the words, The young mnn
was speaking.

A voice amswered, in decp and indig-
nent tones, which eamao audibly from the
window, shut as it was, to the juniors
outside.

“You may save your breath, you
rascal | I will never consent.”

Tom Merry jumped.

“Dr Holmes " he multerrd,

Figgins squeezed his arm exeitedly.

#¥es, rathor! ‘Whe Head—we've
found him”

The voices went on, and the juniors
caught a word hers and there. Then
there was silence aud the light disap-
peared.
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“Let's get hack to the others,” mut-
tored Tom Merry.
. And.they crept back to where the
juniors were waiting impaticntly outside
the fenco.

CHAPTER 18.
The Fight In the Cottage!

i EALLY, Tom Mewwy—"
“Hush 1”
“You have kept us waitin’

a feahfully Jong time.”
“Wea've found him| ”
“Whom 1" whispered Blake cxcitedly.
“Not the Head 1”
“Yes."

[, A" ’ - .
i
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With the other Juniors, cudge!s In their hands, waltin
Then they

poleed it over their heads.

“AMy hat!”

“Bai Jove ¥

"He's shut up in the back room on
the second story,” sai om Merry.
“We'va heavd his voice; he's there right

enough. There's a third chap in the
san'i—-s young man, so wg have threo
of them to tackle, at least.”

“What about getting in at the
window 1"

“Can't ba did,” said Figgins, “IVs
bacred, and Lherg’s wire uctting over
the outside. They’ve got the Head right
enough *

“Mhe wascals

“What's the programme, then?”

asked Xerr.

“We're Tﬁng to rescue the Head.”

“Oh, of coursei DBut does ho
know—"

Tom Merry chuckled.

“Know? If we called up to the win-
dow, he'd tell us to go and fetch the
police, or something like that.  And
they’d very likely take the alarm and
shift him off somewhere else.  We're
going to carry this thing through our-
selves.”

“¥nas, wathah t”

“There are thyeo of the rollers whom
we've seen; I don't suppose there aro
any more, There are ten of us, withaut
Towser. We oughi to be able to handle
them,”

“What-ho |”

heaved It with nﬂ thelr strength at the doer.
under the Impact and fHew open.
“T suppose all you [fellows are
game ™

“Yes, rather|”

“Then como on,” said Tom Aerry.
“1 don't know whether the front door
is locked, but in any ense we ean bump
it open with one of these big stones,
Then we’ll make a rosh.  We'll have
that long-legged chap a prisoncr belore
ithe others ean get downstairs, for a
start. Thon it will be a fight.”

“Good I”

Tom Merry and Figgwns seleeted a
large. heavy stone, of which there wero
pumbers scattered on the moor, and
stole silently towards the door of the
cottage. The rest of ihe juniors were
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behind them, with their cvdgels ready
in their hands, Kerr had' thoughtfully
taken a length of whipcord from his

lcet, and made a logp in it. Herries
iad rejoined hie camrades, with
hand on Towser's collar. Towser was
likely to lend good aid when it como
to o fight, and it did not matter if ho
gave the alarm now.

Togother Tom Merry and Figgins
raised the henvy stono in their hands
and poised it over their heads. Then
they heaved it with all their strength
at_the door,

Crash ! .

The door shivered and splintered
under the impaoct and flew open. The
stane rvolled in, and after it polted tho

to charge, Tom Merry and Figgine raised the heavy stons and

Crash ! It shivered and splintered

juniors in a sudden rush, shouling ex-
citedly,

The Beetlo was engaged in the very
prosaic occupation of turning frie
sausages out of a frying-pan into & dish.
Ile dropped Lhe dish with s crash in
surprise, and the sausages wero scat-
tered in the grate. Before he eould do
anything else, lie was collared by half a
tlozen pairs of hands, and whirled over
on the floor of the cottage.

“Look after him1” murmured Tom
AMerry, and he dashed for the stairs.

Rerr was kneehng on the Bectle, snd
Tatlty Wynn and Blake were ho\dlpg
him,” In a twinkling Kerr had tho whip-

Tne Gex Library.—No. 1,464,
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cord noose over the man’s wrists and
drawn tight and knotted. The Beetlo
was out of the fight before it started.
Tom Merry was up the staira in &
twinkling, Figgins behind him, and
then Lowther and Manners,

in the upper room the Kid and Pete
Carson had been playing poker. At the
crash below they had leaped up in
nmazemont,

Then Tom Merry came dashing into
the room.

The sunburnt man gave a yell of rage.

“Thunder! What the—"

Ho dragged a gun out of his hip-
pocket. Whether, in Lis rage and fear,
he would have used the revolver can-
not be snid. He was given no chance.

Tom Merry’s cudgel was lifted as he
ran forward, end it descended with a
torrific erash upon Carson’s right arm
as he tried to level the weapan.

Carson uttered a shriek of B'g‘an%,
and staggered back ngainst the wall,
tho gun dropping to the ground. His
right arm hung uscless at his side,
and his faco: was deathly white with
pein.

The Kid east a wild glanco round,
and eanght up a henvy stool. That his
scheme was finished—that his plan for
extorting money from Dr. Holmes had
come to nothing now—he knew, He
was thinking only of saving his liberty.
He made s feint of rushing forward,
and then dashed at the window. Tho
heavy stool orashed down, breakin
through glass and sach; and the Ki
flung bhimself bodily through the
apening.

_ 'The juniors heard him fall heavily
into the garden below.

For a moment they stood open-
mouthed in amazement. Then Tom
Merry shouted :

“ After him-1”

The juniors crowded to the window,
excepting Figgina and Lowther, who
wore holding the disabled Carson, and
searching him for weapons, In the
dim gorden a man was rolling over
and over, with a dog gripping him.
The Kid and Towser were engaged in
desperate combat,

“He'll be killed!” pgasped Tom
Merry. “Herries, call off Towser!"

“Towser | Towser|”

Tom Merry leaped from the window.
Herries ran out of the eottage. DBe-
tween them they drogged Towser off
the gasping, exhausted Kid. Threo or
four more of the juniors piled upen
the kidnapper, and he was soon
secured. In three or four places his
clothing was torn, and stains of deep
red upon it showed that Towser's
teeth had gone deesper.

There was n sound of knocking
above. Tom Merry hurried upstaim
again. The Head of Bt Jim's was
knocking at the inner side of the door.

“All right, sir!” called ont Tom
Merry.

*Is {hat you, Merry?"”

* Yes, siv.”

Tom Merry unlocked the door; the
key was in the lock. He threw if open,
and the IHead came out into the room—
Dr. Holmes, pale, fatigued, slmost
emaciated, but Dr. Holmes, the man
they had searched for and found!

The Head gazed at the juniors and
the sigos of conflict in amezement. He
seemed to he unable to credit his eyes.

“My dear boys,” he exclaimed, “I
heard your voices| T could not pelieve
it was real, How did you come hero?'

“We—we guessed something had hap-
ened, sir, and that the telegram from
Eundon was a fake, sir,” said Tom

Merry.  *“We—wo took the liberty of
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said the Head, in o voice tense with
emotion. “I shall not forget what
owe vyou, I was kidnapped on Monday
night by these villains, and they de:
manded five hundred pounds as the
price of my freedom.  What has be-
come of them?”

“They’re prisoners, sir—ell thres.”

“Bless my soul! I hope and trust
that none of you are hurt, my dear
Loys.

“Not at all, sir,” said Figgina
cheerily.

“Thank Heaven for that| You have
run  tervible risks,” said the Hea
softly. “I thank you from my heart
for your gallant conduct !”

A voico came up the stairs—the voice
of I'atty Wynn.

“I say, yeu chaps, you'd better come
and try some of theso sausages. They'ro
prime {”

The juniars laughed, and Dr. Holmes®
face broke into a smile.

The juniors remzined on guard over
the prisoncrs at the cottage, while
Figgins sprinted to Bylcombe Village to
warn the police.

Inspector Bkeat had the kidnappers
in charge in less than an hour, and
then the juniors returned to 8t Jim's,
trinmphant.

Dr.” Holmes had already returned
there, and tho school had heard with
emazement of his stronge adventure.
All 8. Jim’f knew of the rescue by the
time Tom Merry & Co. arrived, and all
the school turned out to meet them.:

The Sixth and the Fifth joined with
the juniors in doing honour to the
rescuers of the captive schoolmaster,

Tom Merry Co. were marched
across the nuadrangle in the midst of
8 cheering crowd, and Mr, Railton
greeted them very warmly as they came

There was a savage growl below, and
& yell of terror from the Kid.
“Towser | yelled Figgins.

leoking for you, sir, and here we are.”
“¥Yans, wathah!' .
71 ghall not forget this, my boys,'’

inte the School House.
(Continued on page 28.)

e e,

PEN PALS.

(Dontinued from page 11.)

Jimmy Thomss, Church Farm, Pinner, Middlesex; s&ge
10-13; riding, sports, engincering ; England and overseas.

Jack Manning, 103, Elm Park Road, Reading, Berks; age
13-16 ; ataniﬂ; sports, films; Afriea, Malta, U.B.A.

Jack M. ks, 6, Methloy Drive, Chapeltown, Leeds, T;
age 16-18; pwimming, mgby: Yrancs, Belgium, Amvcrien.

Duncan Dakers, 14, York Place, Duncdin, €2, New Zsaland ;
sge 18-16; amateur theatricals, filme.

Miss Ethel Stephens, 16, Dunblane Street, Roslyn, Dunedin,
N.W.1, Otago, New Zealand ; girl correspondents ; age 15-17.

H. J. Dovys, Kirkwood Street, Cambridge, Waikato, Now
Zealand ; atamps, sporta.

Miss Vora Forstor, 16, Lingfield Gardens, Lower Edmonion,
London, N.9 ; girl corregpondents ; age 14-17 ; art and eyoling,

Donald A, Burbidgoe, 97, Milton Rond, Honwell, Middlesex,

wa; 15-16 ; ewimming, eyeling, photography.
Eric Harris, 40, Wentworth Gardens, Palmers (Green, London,
N.13; geology, mining, camping.

W. M. Creighton, Inverugic, Mons Avenue, Newlands, Cape
Town, South Afriea; Glms, football, wild birda.

Rupert Dixon, 4, Norfolk Road, Observatory, Cape Town,
South Africa ; age 14.10; stamps, aports.

Miss Hnzel West, Balearres, Main Road, Muizenberg, Capa

E’m. Sonth Afriea; girl correspondents; age 17.19; sports,.

Miss Beryl D, West, Balcarres, Main Road, Muizenbery,

Caﬁe Town, South Afrlea ; Ejgfiri correspondents ; age 17-19.
. T. Wyldbore,125, Now England, Paterborough, Northants ;

Belgium ; Charleroi pen pal if possible,

Erio V. Williams, Bronllwyn, Caradog Road, Aberystwith,
Wales ; stomps: oversess.

Edgar H. Perrin, 217, Eastern Avenus, [lford, Essex ; age 16
up; Isthmian Leogue football.

@G. B. J, Bridge, 107, Elm Avenue, Ruislip, Middlesex ; age
15-18; Germeny, France ; seamanship, model railwaya.
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A. B. Bussell, 41, Jellico Avenue, Belfast, [reland ; ngo 18.22;
stampa, painting ; overseas,

Bob Wales, 652, Beresford Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba,
Canada ; British Empire ; Pacific Islanda; age 11-13.

Victor Haynes, 270, Hollowsy Road, London, N.7; age
I7-18; stemps, views.

Bustsce Netscher, 2, Convent Road, Bangalore, South India ;
age 15-16; England, U.8.

Edwin Tribble, 18, Spurstowe Terrace, Dalston Lane,
London, E.8; ago 18-30.

Miss Barbara [ves, 1, Bhackays, King Btreet, Combsmartin,
Korth Devon ; girl co ondonta,

Leslie Morrish, 46, Talbot Road, Dc‘nfqanham, Essex ; age
11-13 ; overseas; stamps, ciparetto cards.

Bob Reindorf, Palm House, 32, Commeoercial Road, Winneba,
Gold Coast, West Alrlea. )

Misa Jean Harris, 9, The Mesdow; Highland Road, Amersham,
ﬂuil;s; girl correspondents; al home and overseas; age

W, J. Prentice, 38, Elgin Street, Hawthorn, Melbourne, .2,
Australiz ; mateh branda.

Miss Margaret Pateman, 11, I{endale Road, Hitchin, Herts }
girl correspondents ; age 14-15.

Douglas Griffin, 40, Otley Drive, Ilford, Essex; ape 11-12;
Kenys; cigaretto cards,

Edward Tranter wanta to hear from correspondents who wrote
to him ; addresses lost ; cfo Reclor, Bt. Mary's Schaol, Nesbit
Rouad, Bombay, 10, India,

Miss Pamela Hitchonough, Talbot House, Parkgate, Wirral,
Cheshire ; girl correspondents ; London ; sports, films, pats.

8. 0. Brimfield, Grove Estefe, Glenorchy, Hobart, Tasmanis,
Australia ; age 16-18.

George W. Burdett, 45, Besirico Road, Newfoundpool,
Leleester ; ago 15-20.

Miss Mariou Bunten, 27, De Waal Streat, Pretorie, Transvaal,
South Africa; girl correspondents ; a%e 15.20; stamps.

Owen Williams, 64, Bedford Rosd, Bootle, Liverpool; 20;
age 14:16; lawn tennis, stamps, autographs, photos, drawing.

Wesley W. Taber, 12, Lee Park, Blackheath, London, 5.E.18 ;
age 12-15; wireless, stemps, model planes; overseas.

Miss Joan Foreman, 75, Huddersfield Road, Moltham, near
Hudderafield, Yorks ;' gir! correspondents ; age 18-21 ; doncing,
tennis, musie, films,



THE MASTE® WHO MADE HIMSELF THE LAUCHINC-STOCK OF ROOKWOCD !

Instend of banb &

slipe cut fram impot paper,

A HModern Jape !

i HAT'S the joke?”
Tommy Dodd, standing at
the window of his study in

Manders’ House at Rook-
wood, chueklod.

His chums, Cook and Dayle, wore
silling at the study table, writing lines.
Mr. Manders, their Housemnaster, had
handed ofit impots that day—as he too
frequently did.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle,
thercfore, were in uo chuckling nood.
They were looking grim and glum.
They dglnnccd up as Tommy Dodd ex-
ploded into merriment, Something he
could seo in the quadrangle, apparently,
nmused Tommy Dodd.  So they asked
him what was the joke.

“Lovell,” answered Tonuny Dodd.
*“Come and look.”
“Blow  Lovell!" grunted Cook.

"We've %(l)t to get these volten lines
done for Manders—Dblow him, too!™

“Tm getting fed-up with Manders,”
growled Doyle. “His lemper's gelting
vworse and worse, Kver since that tramp
jitehedd into him 3

“Never mind Manders ! inlerrupted
Tommy Dodd. *“Come and leok at that
Clussical ass. He’s at it again.”

Leaving their lines, Cook amd Doyle
joined tho captain of the Modern
Fourth at the window.

It was a bright spring aflernoon, and
plenty of fellows were to be seen in the
uad.  Among them, Arthur Edward
Lovell, of the Classical ¥ourth, was
yuito near Manders' House.

With a set and serious expression on

the Head pulled out from the notecass a wad of

His eyes Axed on the top elip, on which

wag written In capital letters the word : #* FATHEAD " “ Mr. Manders,”
sald Dr. Chishoim, '* have you taken leave of your senses 7 *

his face, Arthur Edward was rooting
through o shrubbery beside the House,
evidently in senrch of somcthing.

Cock and Doyle, mueh as they wern
worried by lines and Manders, grinned.
It was the umpteonth time they hLad
seen Arthur Edward Lovell rooting in

the vicinity of Manders’ Ilouse. 'I'hey
knew what he was after,
“He's a sticker, isn’t lhe?’ saii

Tommy Dodd. *“Tt's weeks since Dr.
Clisholm’s wallet was lost, but Lovell

LTRSS

Mr. Manders was never one for
minding his own business. But
never has the Modern master’s
inqaisitiveness placed him in
such an urhappy position as
when he interfered in a jape
intended for another !

H TR O TEHITTFHETTTTH T

ig still after it. I've scen Lim at if
twenty times at least,™
“8illy ass!” said Coolk. “1t will
naver be found now.*
“That,” said Tommy Dodd, *is whera

you are mistaken. Levell's going to
find 2 wallet this afternoon.”
“Lh! How?"

“I'm going to help lim,” cxplained
Tommy Dadd.

Cook amd Doyle stared at their Teader,

“You?” said PTommy Cook, *\haat

By OWEN CONQUEST.

The wallet
pickpocket,
Pogprers, who pinched it from the Tlecad,
chucked 1t away somewhere befors hao
was nabbed. Goodness knows wherao ir
I helieve every inch of Rool-

good will that do him?
can’t be  found, That

went.
wood has been searched for it. Mipght
have chucked it over the wall inte the
road. It ¢an’t be found.”

“ Look here.”

Tommy Dodd slipped his hand inlo
his poeket. He drew it forih with an
avticlo in 1t that made his chuws

jump as they saw it.

That article was a small wallet, which
looked—at the first glance—as if it avern
made of Russia leather. Al the sceoml
¢lanee, it eonld bo seen to be made of
iinitation leather.

“0Oh, my hat!” ecjaculaled Cook.
“Yeou've found it7” .
“MTha Heod's notecase!”  exelalmed

Dayla.

“Not oxactly,” said Tommy Dodd,
zrinning.  “I found it—in 8 shop at
Latcham. I gave two bob for it. 1
thought a jape on that Classical ass
was worth two bob.” He chuckled.
“ You see, we've all had a deseription of
that jolly old wallet, so I was able fu
pick out ono cxactly like it to look at.
‘I'he Head's notecnse was full of hank-
notes—and this is going to be full of
impot paper—can’t afford banknotes.”

“0Oh ! ejaculated Cook and Doyl
together. .

*Any fellow secing this wallet lying
around wonld jump to it that it was the
Head's,”  oxplained  Tommy  1adil.
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“Even a bright fellow would—and is
Lavell bright?’-’

“Not so’s you'd notioe itl”
Cook.

“That's how I'm going to help him,
If 1 drop this wallet fairly under his
nose, cven Lovell will spat it. Faney
his joy when he picks it up.”

“Ha, ha, ha I*

The three Tommies of Manders' House
chuckled in chorus,

Nobody at Rookwood expected the
headmaster's lost wallet ever to turn
up again, excepting, perhaps, Lovell of
the Fourth. Dr. Chisholm had given
up hope of ever secing that wallei and
the forty-five pounds ten shillings it con-
tained, If it was still within the walls
of Roolrivood School, it was hidden so
deep that no eye was likely to fall en

grinned

it.

But Lovell frequently put in an hour
or so of his leigure time In rooting after
it. He had a -special reason, Boing
“eated '’ for all half-holidays that term,
Arthur Edward hoped to placate his
headmaster by performing such a signal
service as finding the lost wallet,

Turning from the window, Tommy
Dodd picked up sheets of impot paper
from the table, and a pair of scissors,
rnd eut slips to the size of currency
notes. These he packed carefully insido
the two-shilling wallet. When it was
shut and fastened, it had all the appear-
ance of being stuffed with notes, as the
Heoad’s wallet was well known to have
been.

"Natural as life, what?” grinned
Tommy. “Lovell will jump for joy.
And his face will be worth watching
when he looks inside; DBy gum, I'll put
& message for him inside.”

Opening the notecase agnin, Tommy
Dodd spread out the wad of “notes,”
and on the top onme wrote, in large
capital lefters:

“FATHEAD !

Cook aund Doyle yelled.  Obviously

such a jape on a Classical man was well

worth twu shillings of anybody’'s money.

They looked out at Lovell again. Ho
wans stirring -amort the shirubbery, in
earnest search for what it was prelty
cortain was not therc.

Suddenly he gave a bound. His voice,
raised in surprise and anguish, floated
to the enrs of the three Tommies.

“ Yaroooooh I"

“What the dickens
Tommy Dodd.

Lovell straightened up, and pressed

» ejaculated

his hand to his neck, as if he had felt
n sting there. He stared up st tho
windows of Manders’ House, aud scemad
puzzled

The three Tommies walched him in
surprise. What was thie malter with
Lovell, they could not guess, Ho acted
like & fellow who had been stung by a
wasp. Bub there wore corlainly no
wasps about so early in the year

However, ho stooped again, and re-
sumed rooting.

few moments
another wild yell, and Lovell fairly
bounded.

*“Whoop { came his wild howl. He
pressed a hand to his leg, and glared
round him in amazement and rage.

Then the three Tommics spotted the
{ace of Legyett, of the Modern I'ourth,
at another study window., There was a
catapult in Leggett's hand, DLvidently
Albert Leggett was giving himself a
little entertainment by cotapultiog
Lovell, who was within easy range.

As Lovell. glared, gsnather pellot
landed on his chin, and he roarcd.
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later there was

Then, shaking his fist at Manders'
House, the Classical junior stalked away
towards his own side of the quadrangle,

“That tick Leggett | gruntéd Tommy

Cock. ‘“He ought to be scragged for
catapulting a fellow !”

“He's going to bel” said Tommy
Dodd.

 Leaving his chums at work on their
lines for Manders, Tommy Dodd left
the study and went along to Leggett's.

He kicked the door open, and Leggett
spun round from the window, and stared
at him.

Tommy held out his hand.

“Catapult, please,” he zaid tersely.

“I've got mo catapult!” growled
Leggett. Albert was not a truthful
youth. It was strictly a%ainst the rules
of Rookwood for ang fellow to possess
such = dangerous implement.

"Isn't there one. in this study 7 asked
Tommy Dodd.

" Ng. "

o

nT wonder if you could find one if T -

banged your head till you didf”

“ Look here——* began Leggett.

He baclked round the study table as
Tommy Dodd came at him, then he
niade a rush for the door, but Tommy's
ghra\'sp was on him before he could reach
1k.

“Legzo}” roared Legeett. “I've not
got a—— Whooooooop 1”
Bang 1

Leggetit's head emote the wall; he
wriggled and roaved.

“ Have another 7" asked Tommy Dodd

fably.

“1 tell you I've not—— ¥oooop !*
Bang |

Oh, you rotter, here it is1” gasped
Leggett, and he jorked the catapult
from under his jacket and handed it
aver.
. "I thought you'd he able to find one
if you tried,” grinned Tommy Dodd.
He put his foot on the implement and
broke it into pieces. “Now I'm going
to shove these bits down your back.”

Leggett wriggled and howled ss the
fragments of the catapult were stuffed
down inside hié collar, Leaving him
wriEglmg and howling, Tommy Dodd
walked out—and, with the imitation
leather wallet in his pocket, went to
loak for Arthur Edward Levell,

Found !

L E, he. he!”
Tubby Muflin ehuckled.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, ond
Newcomoe grinned; so did
other follows.

Arthur Edward Lovell at the moment
was rather calenlated to provoke lilarity
in the observes.

Coming away from lhe Modern side,
Arthur Ldward approached the Head's
Iouse with one liznd pressed to his neek
and the other to his leg. .

He seemned to hava a pain in either
spot, and those two pains seemed to {ill
Liz thoughts, and it did not seem to
oceur to him that a fellow looked a little
anusual walking alonT with one hand to
his neck and the other to his leg.

“What's that game, Lovell i ecalled
J:ILIl'l Mq?mingtou. “ New sort of physical
jerlks ¥

“Think it’s funny?” grunted Lovell,
glaring at the smiling juniors,

“Well, a HLttle,” admitted Jimmy
Silver. “What are youn doing it for”

“I've been catapulied I”  hooted
Lovell. “A tick in Manders' House got
me with s catapult from a window!
And if a fellow had friends who could
do anything but grin like o lot of potty
hyenas they’d back him up in getting
l_l_ol(lluui that Modern cad and giving him
np
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“Who was it?” asked Raby, as Lovell
stood rubbing the injured places.

“Y don’t know; but I saw Dodd,
Cook, and. Doyle at their study window
grinning like monkeys.”

“Tt wouldn’t be them,” said Newdome,
" Catapulting’s a rather dirty trick;
they wouldn't do it*

“Parhaps yon think I feneied it!*
hooted Lovell. “T'm jolly well going to
bash Tommy Dodd, and chance 161""

“What's the good of bashing him if
he didn't do it ?” inquired Jimmy Bilyer
mildly.

“Well, he's a Modern tick, anyhow !”

“What about tea, old chap?” asked
Jimmy Bilver soothingly. “We've becn

waiting for you——"

“Blow tes !” growled Lovell. “I'm
going to bash Tommy Dodd before tes.
¥0u”fellows can come with me if you

ike,

7 think I'd rather have tea,” grinned
Roby.

“Have tea, then—and be blowed to
you |” snapped Lovell. Evidently those
stings from the catapult had ruffled
Arthur Iidward’s temper considerably.

Ho rubbed his neck and he rubbed his
leg, and his eyes pleamed in the direc-
tion of Manders’ House. He wonted to
ﬂmch a catapulter's head, but any

odern head would have served his
turn in his presens irate mood,

S0 it was with considerable satisfac-
tion that ho spottcd Tommy Dodd stroll-
ing along from Manders' House, with
his hands in his pockets, and a cheery
gmile on his face.

Lovell eut across to intercept the
Modern junior. He was not in tho least
awarc (hat that was exactly what
Tommy Dodd would have asked him to
do. Arthur Idward, quite uncon-
sciously, was playing into the hands of
the japer,

Tommy, to his surprise, showed signs
of alurm at his advance. Nobody had
sver suspected Tommy of funlk before,
He stared st Lovell, stopped, turned,
and ran.

“Here, hold on!” roared Lovell,
charging afte: him,

Tommy seudded en. ITe did not head
for Manders' House, which wounld have
been a safe refuge; he cut sway by a
path under the beeohes

“ Funk |” roared Lovell.

Ho raced in rpurﬁnit.
Lovell's mind—Tommy had
catapulter,

Bat, as o matter of fact, Tommy was
looking for a likely spot to drop the
spool notecase. Dropping it in tho
middle of the quad wounld not have
gorved his turn; it wonld have been
rather too palpable. It had to be
somewhere more or jess out of sight i
Tiavell’s leg was to be pulled according
to plan, Under one of the old benches
by the beech-trees seemed to Tommy a
good spot,

On one of thoso benchos eat Tubby
Muflin. Tubby had sat down there to
dispose of the contents of a packet of
toltoc.

Dusy swith the toffee, Ceril Adolphus
Reginald Muilin did net heed  the
Modern junior as he came ecudding by,
with Lovell racing behind.

But bLe had to reed them when
Tommy Dodd, coming to n breathless
halt, dodged round the long bench and
gigyfully tipped off Muffin’s cap as be

1

FO.

“Oh J” ejaculated Tubby.

Lovell came panting up.

“Now, you Modern ho
gasped.

Tommy Dodd, behind the bench,
grinned ot him breathlessly. TLovell
charged round the bench, Tomny

Evidently—to
been the

rotter 1™
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Dodd retreated round and they
changed places. .
“You rotten Modern funk, I'm going
to lick you I hooted Lovell
“You couldn’t lick a postege stamp 1
answered Tommy,

it,

That waa enough for Lovell, He
charged round tha bench again.

Thia time Tommy did not dodge.

Buddenly catching Tubby Muffin by

the collar, he jerked Fim off his seaf,

and with & _ewing of his arm sat him

down just in front of the charging
ovell,

“Whooop I'* roared Muffin.

He had renson to roar. Lavell, unable
to stop in time, stumbled over him and
sprawled, Mullin, flattened out, roared
gnd howled and squealed; Lovell,
broathless from the shock, sprawled on
him and gasped, while Tommy Dodd,
grm_ning. cut off at top speed and
vanished. Unseen by either Muflin or
Lovell, he had now parted with the two-
shilling notecase stuffed with slips of

Then both of them dived at it and
clutched.

Thud I

Two heads came
terrific concussion.

Bival Claimants !

H |” roared Lovell.

“Ow!® squealed Tubby

Muffin,

Lovell staggered, nearly fall-
ing. Tubby Muffin staggered, and sat
down on the notecase,

*¥You clumsy ass |” gasped Lovel), rub-
bing his head. “You silly chump! You
—you—— Get upl Get cut of the
wayl Do you hoari”

Tubby Muffin, else rubbing his head,
sat tight. He was sitting on the lost
wallet—now found—and he continued to
sit on it. Lovell might fancy that he
had found that wallet, if he liked.
Tubby’s idea was that he had found it.

Lovell glared down at hipw

together with a
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“Keep him off I’ yolled Muffin. *I

say, Jimmy, I found it1*

“I found the Head’s wallet 1" bawled
ovelr,
“Wha-at 7"

“It was stuck in this grayel, and got
turq:d up hore—that fat idiot’s sifting
on it”

“0h_erumbs I .

“I found it}” yelled Tubby indig-

nantly. “I sey, Jimmy, that man
1:_'o§gerﬂ must have shoved 1% out of
sight under the gravel—it turned up
when that fathead Lovell sprawled over.
I gaw it, and I've got it.”
With the three juniors holding Lovell
back, Tublc)]y ailifted hia  position,
grabbed hold of the notecese, and rose
to his feot.

The chums of ths Fourth stared af it.

“My hat! Xt's found, then!” gasped
Jimmy Bilver,

“Yes, and I

jolly well found it 1?
Lovell Wrencimdy

himself loose, and

For an Iinstant Lovell and Tubby Muffin gazed at the notecass lying In tha..?ravai.

glutched. Thud !

imgot paper; it was left for Lovell ta
find on the gravel path under the
becches.

Gervoff !”  squealed Muffin,
You're squish-squish-squashing
me! Will you— Oocogh | Gerroff |

“¥You fat ass!” ;ﬁntc Lovell.

e wriggled of Muffin and ai-a;igered
to his fect; he stood gasping for breath
as Tubby serambled up, also gasping.

“You silly fathead |” gasped Tubhr,

“You fat blitherer!” panted Lovell.

TBoth of them broke off suddenly.

In the gravel of the path, consider-
obly kicked op at that epot, lay o small
cbject on which their eyes fell at tho
gsime moment.

It was & noteease,

It was—or loolked—an expensive noto-
cnse of Russia leather, exaetly like the
Head’s lost wallet.

It looked as if it mignt have been
buried in the gravel and kicked up by
the scramble that had taken plece.

They gnzed at- it—for an instant

Two heads came together with tar_ii_iﬁc concussion.
u

¥

“Will you shift, you fot idiot?” he
roared. :

“Ow! No; I won't!” gasped Muffin.

“That's the Head's notecase, you fat
chump! You're silting on it!” howled
Lovell.

“I know that. I've found it !”

“I've found it!” roared Lovell

“You haven't—I have!”

“Why, you silly, choecky,
podgy, piffling fat rabbit—

“You can call a follow names,
gasped Muflin, “but you jIcIly well ain't
bagging that polecase! T've found it!
I'm going to take it to the Head.”

“¥ou're not |” shrieked Lovell. “Gek
up, or I'll kick you!”

“Hold on, Lovelll” Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome came running up
and grasped Lovell, TInstead of goiug
in to tes, they had wabched Arthur
Fdward's wild and whirling proceed-
ings, and now it scemed to them time
to weigh in

Bliihering

L

Oh !’ roared Lovell.

Then both of them dived at It and
 Ow | ' squealed

made a jump at the fat Classieal.
‘L'ubby Mufiin promptly shoved the note-
cuse into his pocket,

“Hand it over, you fat snail't” roared
Lovell.

‘' Shan’t I" retorted Muffin.

“I tell you I found it—"

“And I tell you I jolly well did*

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed
wratll. How many bours of his leisure
he had spent hunting for that lost wallet
ha could hardly have counted. Now it
was found—and there was a rival
claimant.

A crowd of fellows began to collect on
tha spot, to see what was up. There was
o buzz of excitement at the news thag
the Head's notecase ‘was found.

“Lock here, Muffin,” said Jimmy
Bilver. “You seem both fo have spotted
it—but it's no uge to you, Lovell may
get off his gating if he hands it over
to Dr. Chisholm. So hand it ont.#
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“Blow TLovell! retorted Tubby
Mufiin. “‘There’s over forty pounds in

this notecase, and—"

*There'll be less by the time the Head
gets it if it stays inm your hands!”
chuckled Mornington.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“You checky rotter!” roared Muffin
wdignantly. “ Think I'm going to pinch
the Hend's currency notes? He's bound
to Land out & reward to the finder.”

"Dh  erikey|” ejeculated Jimmy
Bilver,

“"Iic can't do less,” argued Muffin.
“According to the description, there's
forty-five pounds ten shillings in this
wallet, Well, if the Head gets that
back, a Bver wouldn't hurt him.”

“¥ou fat bounder!”

“Look hers, Mulfin, you slug—"

“You ecan jaw [” said Muffin disdain:
fully. “I fancy you'd be alter a reward
fast enough if you'd found it. You
jolly well keep off, Lovell. T found
this wallet, and I'm keeping it till tho
Head goea to his study aftir tea, and
then I'm going to take it to him.”

Arthur Edward Lovell clenched his
hands. He was strongly tempted to
grasp Cecil Reginald Mulfin and take
the wallet away by main force.

But, angry and disappointed as he
was, Arthur Edward had a sense of
justice. Mulfin’s claim was at least as
good as his,

Both of them had secu the wallet at
the same moment, and it was Muflin
who had got hold of it. Muflin’s claim
was, if anything. a little better than
Lovell's.

Lovell stood uncertain, and Tubby
Muflin, with & wary eye on him, backed
awny, the wallet safe in his pocket.

L _here—" began Lovell.

“Nothing doing,"” grinned Leggett.
“You're done, Lovell You won't be
able to stick the beak for a reward.”

Lovell gave the ocad of Manders’
House a glare.

“Do you thick I'd do it?” he roared.
“Do you think I'd take anything for
finding it—ecxcept getting off a gat

qu ) fd
“Well, that's a reward, isn't it?”
grinned tt.

Lovell did not answer that guestion
in words. He grabbed Albert Leggett
by the collar and banged his head on a
beech.

The malicious grin departed from
Leggett’s face at once, He wriggled
and roared. Lovell was shout to deliver
another bang. apparently finding solace
in the prooess, when Jimmy Silver
dragged him away from the Modern
junior.

*“Chuck it, Lovall—"

Lovell snorted.

“I'm jolly well going to have that
wallet ! he snapped, and he started at
a tun for the House, the direetion in
which Tubby Muffin had retrcated with

his prize,

Muffin looked back over a faf
shoulder, Onc glimpse of Lovell was
enough, He dashed into the House and
scudded up the stairs. Lovell, in hot
pursuit, had a glimpse of a fat figure
vanishing into Study No. 2 in the
Classical * Fourth passage. The key
turned in the lock as Lovell reached

the door.

He banged on the door.

“Muffin, you fat ecoundrel!” he
roared,

“Yah 1"

“T'll spiflicate you~—"

o n

“ 1 kiek you all over Rockwood—"
" VYahi”

Arthur Edward Lovell gave it up.
Tre GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,464,

Muffin the Magnanimons §

IMMY SILVER & CO. sat down
to ten in the end study in » rather
less cheery atmosphere than was
customary in that celebrated

apartment.

Lovell's face was ﬁloomy end glum,

It was all through Lovell’s fatherded
intervention that the pickpocket,
Poggers, had escaped after being
caught; hence the ‘gating’ that had
been awarded Lovell by his incensed
headmaster. Matters would, no doubt,
have been set right had Lovell found
the wallet and restored it to its owner.
And, against all probebility, he had
found it at last—only to see it found
and snafled by another fellow at the
same moment!

It was enongh to make & fellow glum.

*“I'll smash him [* said Lovell, for the
tenth or eleventh time.

“Well, after al!, he found it, as much
Bs iyc»u did,” remarked Raby. “You
renlly can’t bag it off him, old chap.”

“1 know that. But I'm going to
smash him!”

The door of the end study opened.

A fat face looked in.

The Fistical Four stared at Cecil
Reginald Mufin in surprise.  Arthur
Edward Lovell rose to his feet, with
quite a deadly look on his face.

“]—I sny, I—I’ve come to tell you
you can have it, Lovell,” eaid Tuﬁ‘by
Muffin just in time.

i Eh?‘ﬂ

“ What 7"

“ You—ryou see,” gabbled Tubby, “I—
I've been thinking it over. I—I don’t
want a reward from the Head. On the
whole, don’t you fellows think it would
be rather mean to stick the Head for a
reward ?”

“Rotten 1” said Jimmy,

“Well, there’s nothing mean about
me, I hope,” said Tubby,

“What a hopeful chap,” remarked
Newcome,

“Well, I mean it. I'm not going to
take it to the Head. 'Why shouldn't
Lovell, if he wants to?” said Tubby.

They gazed at him.

Had they been aware of the true con-
tents of that wallet, they might have
guessed that Tubby Muflin had looked
into it while he had it safe in his study,
agnd discovered that a roward was the
least probable thing & fellow was likely
to receive for taking it to the Head,

“If Lovell can get off his Fat.i.nﬁ. let
him,” said Tubby. “But, look hero !
One good turn deserves another. I
hn.:en‘t”had my tea.”

Tubby blinked at the table in the end
study. The Fistical Four had nearly
finished tea, and there was little remain-
ing in the way of provender,

“1 found that wallet,” said Mulffin,
“T'm going to let Lovell have it if ne
likes. I say, Mrs. Kettle has got some
new cakes in. I think a fellow might
stand a fcllow a tea, if a fellow lets a
fellow—"

Jimmy Bilver laughed.

“Right a% rain!” he said. “Let's go
and sec Mrs. Kottle's now cakes.”

“Whers's the wallet?” asked Lovell.

“In my pocket,” answered Tubby.
*I—I'l] let you have it after—after
tea.”
“(Oh, all right!”

Tubby Muffin's fat face, which had
been rather overcast, brightened as he
solled away with Jimmy Silver & Co.
Ha, like Lovell, had been disappointed,
though in a different way. There was
not going to be any reward from the
Head, But a spread in the tuckshop
was grateful and comforting.
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Yovell's face was brighter, too, as he
walked into tha school shap with his
friends, All was serene now. Ha ha
found that wallet, just as much as
Muffin had—and he could truly state to
the Head that he had found it. Dr.
Chisholm could not do less than let him
off the galing in consequence, Prospecta
were good.

Tubby Muffin boamed as he sat down
to cake in the tuckshop.

He liked cake, and even Tubby Muffin
was satisfied, or almost satisfied, with a
five-shilling c}:ulum cake all to himself !

He gloated over it, and he gobbled1

Jimmy Silver & Co. had s doughnut
each, t¢ wind up their tea. The cake
was wholly left to Tubby.

Having finished their dnu_ghnuts,_and
settled Mrs. Kettle's bill, Jimmy Silver
& Co. saw no reason for delaying till
Tubby had finished.

“Trot it out, Muffin,” said Uncle
James, .
#I sajd after tea,” objected Muffin,

“] haven't finished yet.” Possibly
Tubby dreaded that, when the wallet
was handed over, a discovery would
follow that might interrupt the cake on
its downward path, Obviously, in the
peculiar circumstances, it was prudent
to finish the cake before handing over
the wallet.

But Lovell was impatient. .

“Look here | The Head's in his stud
by this time!” he exclaimed. ' Chuc
that wallet over, fathead, and let a
fellow ocut.”

Tubby gobbled. i

“Look here, you fat ass|” exclaimed
Lovell warmly:

Gobble, gobble |

“Dao you want us to stand here watch-
ing you parking cake?” demanded
Lovel{ exasperated. “Why can’t. you
hand it over now, you Billy mes?”

CGobble, gobble!

“Well, Muffin said after tea,” said
Jimmy Silver, *Hang on, old chap—
it won't take him long at the rate he's
going. Muflin can’t be expected to leave
off eating, even for a second, so long as
there's anything left.”

It was quite a large cake. Muffin
finished it to the last crumb and the
last plum. But he was finished at last.
He sat looking very shiny, and breath-
ing rather hard.

“Now !” snorted Lovell.

Tubby Muflin slipped a fat paw inta
his pocket. He was not feeling wholly
ensy in his mind as he drew out the
notecase. He wondered how Lovell
was going to take it when he found
what was in it. Anyhow, he had had
the cake.

“I—I say, I—I haven't opened it, you
know,” murmured Tubby, Bz he pro-
duced the wallet. *“I—I don’t know
what’s inside.”

“We all know what's inside—we've
had that from the Head,” answered
Lovell. I mnever supposed you'd
opened it, you young ass!”

Tubby stared at him, :

“ Aren’t—aren’t you going to open
it?” he asked.

“0f course pot!” snapped Lovell,

“Think I'm going to pry into the
Henad's notecase? hat do you mean "
“QOh!” gasped Tubby. “You're—

you're going to—to take that notecase to
the Head without opening it?"

“OF course 1 am, fathead!”

“Oh crikey ! gasped Tubby. “I1—TI'd
have let you have it sooner if you'd told
me that, I—I1 mean—7"

“What the dickens do you mean?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“QObh, nothing !” said Tubby.

Lovell walked across to the door. Ho
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was anxious to get it safely handed over
to the Head. ’fubby blinked after him,
with an expression on his fat face that
caused Jimmy Silver, Raby, and New-
come to stare at him dubiously and
suspiciously. It was clear to them that
something was smiss, though they could
not guess what,

“Oh erikoy!"” gasped Tubby, “I—I
&y, is—is—is Lovell really going to
take that to (he Head—without leoking
intg it{*

“Why shouldn’t he *" asked Jimmy,

" seissors ! mumbled Tubby.

It had never oceurred to Tubgy's fat
miud that Lovell would hand over the
wallet to the tlead without looking
inside—any more than it had occuyred
to Tomy Dodd when he planned that
remarkably jape.

Rutembering what the wallet con-
tained, and what was written on the
top slip of paper, Tubby fairly gasped
at the idea of ity being Mhanded to the
stern and severe headmaster of Rook-
wood.

“I=1 say! Call him back!" he
stuttered,
“He's gone now,” said Newecomo.

"But why—="

"Oh erikey !

“Look heve, MuHin—"

“Oh erumbs! He'll get into a vow !
gasped Muflin, “1—1 don't know whg
fixed it up, unless it was that Modern
fathead, Tommy Dodd. 1 cah't make
it out. But—but—but—— [ mean, 1
don’t know what's in that notecase. 1
don’t know anything about it But—
but, T say, Lovell will get into a fewr-
ful row if he lands it on the Head.
The Beak will think he did it on
purpuse.”

“That he did what?"'

“0h, nothing!" said Tubby, “JI—1
tever knew it was spoof, of course,
when T offered to let Lovell have it
Nothing of the kind, you know. J—I
really thought it was the Ieud's note-
cage all the time.”

Jimmy 8ilver jumped,

“Isn't it?"” he gasped.

"Oh, yes—no! I—I mean——  I—I
—I think, if I were you, I—I'd call
Lovell back,” stanimered Tubby, *“I—
I— Oh lor!”

Jimmy Bilver yan te the door of the
tuckshop to cull Lovell hack. I1 wis
very right and proper, of course, on
Arthur Edward's part io land over
the wallet without having opeoed it
But, after Tubby's extraordinnry gab-
blings and stammerings, Jimmy con-
sidered it only judicious te make stre
what thal wallet really contuined be-
fore passing it on to the leud,

But he was too late. 'That
was no longer in Levell's hands.

wallek

Mr. Manders Asks For It!
R. MAXDERS barked :

M Y Lovell! &top !

Lovell stapped unwillingty.

He was halfway (o the
House wheu the Modern master barked
al him.  Mr, Manders was coming
sway (rom the Llead's Tlouse, and he
met Arihwr Bdward face in face, ol
his sharp, glinting eyes fastonadl at

once o the notecase in Arthur
Bdward's hand.

"¥Yes, sir,” prunted Lovell, “ I'm in
rather a hurey, sir.”

“1 have fold you to siop snappedl

My, Manders ecidly. * Answer me,
Lovell! 1 have heard talk among the
juniors that the headmaster’s wallet,
okt several weeks ago, has been found.
Is that the case?”

"Yes," grunted Lovell

“'When was it found{” snapped Mr.
Manders,

“About an hour ago.”

“Then it should have been handed
over at once,” said the Modern master.
“I have just inguired of Mr, Dalton,
and he has told me that he has heard
nothing of it. Is that it in your
hand §%

“Yes,” muttered Lovell.

“Give it to me,” said Mr. Manders.

Lovell's fngers closed more tightly
on the well-stuffed wallet, It had to go
to the Head; but Lovell was the man
to take it to him. Lovell had good
reasons for wishing to be the man to
deliver the goods.

“Do you hear me?"” rapped Mr.
Manders, '"The wallet should have
been given up at once. I will take it
to. Dr, Chisholm.”

“I'm taking it to him now, sir.”

Mr, Manders' narrow eyes gleamed,
Hy was never patient of contradiction,
amd he was an interfering gentleman.
Moraover, a wallet containing money
certainly should bhave been handed over
to the owner inunediately,

“Why did you not take it at once,
Lovell 7’* he rapped.

' Another fellow found it at the same
time, and we had rather an argument
about it,” explained Lovell. “Dut I'm
going now,"

Mr. Manders held out a thin, elaw-
like hand.

“Nonsense I” he snapped.  “I shall
certainly not allow an article of such
value to remain in the hands of a eare-
less, thoughtless boy for one moment,
longer. 1 command you to hand it to
me [*

Lovell looked at him. Manders, as a
Modern master, had no right to give
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orders to Classical fellows., Still, he
was a Housemaster, and it was difficult
to refuse obedience.

Arthur Edward hesitated a moment
or two, and then, with feelings that
could not have been expressed in words,
haoded the notecase to Mr. Manders.

Mr. Manders whisked back into the
House with it,

He hurried to Dr, Chisholm's study.

Mr. Manders was very pleased to be
the man to restore the,long-lost wallet
to its owner. Dr. Chishalm, it was
certain, would be extremely gratified
by the recovery of a considerable sum
of money which he had given up os
hapelessly lost, Manders, it was true,
coitld not elaim to be the finder; but lic
had, at least, taken the wallel from
the cureless hands of a thopghtless boy
who had delayed to haud il over, an
might huve lost it again. It was @
chance for Manduers Lo ingratiate him-
self with his chief; and Munders never
lost such a chance,

He tapped at the llead's door mnd
entered.

Dr. Chisholin, busy with papers af
his desk, glanced np as the Modern
master stepped in,

“Mr. Manders—" IJe¢ did not
seem pleased by the interrfuption.

Tlhe  Modern inaster hastened tg
vxplain.

“I am glad, sir, to be able to tell yon
that your lost wallet has been re-
covered.”

“Indeed |” exclaimed the Head, ll;iﬂl
very lively signs of iiterest. I ‘had
quite given up expecting i

“Hers it is, sir.” ) )

Mr. Manders laid the wallet on the
Head's writing-tahle,

Dr. Chisholm’s face, generally rather

Fl
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expressionless, expressed animated satis-
faction as he piclked it up. Forty-five
pounds ten shillings was not & small
sum, Undoubtedly, the headmaster of
Rookwood was extremely gratified—for
the moment |

His first glance at the leather wallet
expressed sheer satisfaction—his sccond
doubt—his third perplexity.

“That, sir, is your wallet,” said
Mr. Mandors, And he waited for
thanks.

He t\mt,ed m vaii.

“That, gir,” said the headinaster, ‘with
a roturn oﬂf his habitual cold and formal
manner, “is nob my wallet. It resembles

it very closely, in superficial appearance,
but it cert,am.fg is not the wa ?ﬁ:t I lost.
However—"

He openad the wallet.

1is puzzled expression gave place to
the grimimest of looks as he hooked out,
not & wad of banknotes and currency
notes, but a wad of slips cut from
impot-paper,

is eyes fixed on e !op slip There

he read .a word, written 10 capital
letters, that made him doubt Lhe evi-
dence of his eyes:

“FATHEAD !

Dr. Chisholm gazed.

Mr: Manders gazed.

There was an_ awful silenee in the
Head's study. Ii lasted only a moment
—but it was & Jong mement. The Head
broke it:

“Mr. Manders, may I aesk whether
you have teken leave of your senses?”

“Hir!” gasped Mr, Manders.

“ I gepeat, sir, have you taken leave

of your semses? oh @ trick—such an
ebsurd trick as th:a—-——
£ Tut put-tvick, sir!”  gasped Mr.

‘-'Buch a foolish, insensate practical

ke as this—unworthy of a thoughtless

y in: the nd Form, and per-
petrated by a Housemastet—"

“Dr. Chisholm 1”

1 am amazed, u:r 4 Chisholm

roso to his feef. Amamtl—ast,oundpd
-—-ou.t-raged-—dumbfounc!edl If you are
in your senses—"

fl—I—-  What— I—I—-I-1
never—I was not—I—I—=" Mr. Man-
ders babbled helplessly.

“JIf you are in_your senses, snr, eX-
claimed the Head, “this is an’ insult {
An insuls, sie! You may regard ‘it as
n prnctlcal joke, You may rogard a
headmaster, sir, ns a '[l,)o per -mhject for
icactioal jokes. und to say that
l do not agree mth. you 1’

absurd

#Take t.lus

rul_uhislx away !

Needless _to 82y, I shall expect your
rew na’tmn'l y
r, I—I—[—"
“You need say no more, sir! I shall
be obliged if you will leave my study !”
“4I—1 never—"
“Thore, sir, is the door!”
“A]lou—allow me to explain
“1 will ullow you to leave my qtuch
sir,” said Dy, Chisholm, pointing to tho
door. Iundly go i
“But I-1I
“Will you go, sir?”

—J—"

Mr. Manders went.
He went in quite a dizzy state. He
almost . tottered as he went. DMr.

Manders had a perfect genius for inter-
fering in matters that did not concern
him, “and it had often led to trouble.
But never had he put his foot in it to
this extent. Never Lhad Mr. Manders
so deeply and sincerely repented that
he had not minded his own business !

. . L] . .

Rookwood roared over ib.

0Of course, the facts eame out. First
of all, Jxmmy Silver & Co. shool them
ouit of Tubby Muflin,

Muflin knew what was in that wallet;
that was why he had so generously let
Lovell have it. That was why he had
been so dismayed at the idea of Arthur

Edward taking it to the Head un-
opened.

What would have happened lad
Avtlror. Edward done so hardly bove
thinkmg of. Lyckily, Manders had
sayed. him by his genius for inter-
forum.

Manders, of course, did not send in
his resignation; he sent a note to the
IILnd instead, explaining the matter.

Manders m.plmnud that he had not pe:-
Eetmtud that absurd pmctlml joke, but

been the victim of it. ' He de
manded an inquiry.

Which, of course; apprised the whole
school of whit a,dp happerwd and
caused Rookwaod to roar.

Lovell was called on the carpet; but
he liad imnumerable witnesses to prove
that ho really had picked up that spoof
riotecaso under the beeches; it was clear
that Lovell was not the japer.

Who was?

Thoe Head never knew, and M.
Manders never knew. And it ivas ex-
tremely ' lucky for Tommy Dodd that
Manders never knew, ad he lknown,
Tommy's life would hardly have been
worth living in Manders' House after-
wards !

(Next weel:: ““ SAVING LOVELL'S
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THE KIDNAPPED HEADMASTER !
(Continwed from page 22.)

Clifton Dane, Reilly, and Lumley-
Lumley, and Glyn, and some more of
the fellows had prepared a feast of
honour in Tom Merry’s study, roady
for the return of the rescuers. And,
needless to say, the horops of the hour
were fully prepared to do it ]ust;co

School House afid New House juniors
sat down to tea in a crowded study on
the best of terms, very well pleased
with themselves, and one another,

Herries looked the most cheerful of
all. He regarded the rescue of Dr.
Holmes as a tribute to the wonderful
powors of Towser, and he was not slow
in saying so. -

“I suppose you'll all admit
Towser can follow a scent now,'”
remarked, with a glance of challenge
round the table.

“Yes! unythmg from a red herring
to a rabbit,” said Blake.

“He found the Head—"

“Didn't he follow the track right ta
the wood, and put us upon the track
of that rotter who shot at him 7’ de-
manded Herries excitedly. * TIf Kan-
aroo hadn't shown Towser that old hat
Ec]ongmg to the Head, and put him
Holmes wouldn't

thal:

on the trail, then Dr,
ha\e been found yet.”
“Ha, ha, hal” roared Kangaroo.
Herries stared at him.

“What are you cackling at?’ he
demanded.

“Ha, ha, ha! That old Llile didn't
belong to Dr, Holmes.”

w hﬂ.t t"

YYou said I was {o got something
lmlnngmg to the head,” said Kangatroo

blandly, “so I got a hat. A hat be-
longs to the head.”
Eou—-—you— m:—-—
a, ha, ha " shricked the juniors.

Tom Merry held up his hand.

“Centlemen, order! Towser is s
wond.erfui dog. Fill up your g-!esses to
Towser.”

“Heoar, hear!”

And Towser's health was drunk in
ginger-beer, and Terrics was satisfied.

And no one over shook Ilerries’ firm
conviction that to Towser, and Towser
alone, was due the rescue of their re.
spected headmaster when he was kid-
napped.

(Next Wednesduy: “ST. JIM'S
MISCHIEF - MAKER No. 11"  Who
is the mystery man of Sf.'Jl'm ’s‘ tohose

BACON!" ]’ ool: out far this ) oNs
parrof the ck of i 1, starring
A‘rﬂmr Edward Lovell,)

mnongullle jun_fow‘; ? Dou't miss this
great yarn—order your GEM early.)
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