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A. S. W,, of Chingford, writes:

I have been for hours looking through the
dictionary, trying to find the longest word in the.

The lol)"c% 1 can find is
NICABILFLY. Can you beat

English Iancrua e.

ERCOMM

Coming to the top after some deep
diving into Webster's and Nuttall's, 1 can equal
yours with another twenty-letter word, INCOM-
PREHENSIBLENESS ; but I can’t beat it, unicss
won  will allow ~NON-INOCONTROVER?-
IRBILITY.  While' I spare a moment for my
prep, perhaps somebody else can oblige?

P. M., of England, Europe (with a Holloway
postmark), writes:

ITow do you do, Blake,
enjoy your breakfast? What's the meaning of
tisket, a-tasket, swing, making it hot, luva
duck? I hope you enjoy vour tea.

AXSWER : ZLisket a-tasket is to be /uuml in the
popular song, and no (Zaubt it was put in Lo rhyme
with basket. Swing is the name given to
dizzy  jazz wherein  player or ' crooner venders
rhythim rather than exact notes of score. Making
it ot may apply to my morning cup of coffce
or to the tea I'm looking forwartl to now:
uppiiul lo musie, it means ‘““going’ to town,”

‘swinging it raising roof, or splitting /‘u[lllfl.
Luva duck has nothing to do with the FEnglish-
man's love of roast duck. That reminds me.
Gussy 8 burning the toasl, Z;_/ the smell u] it.
Excuse me, old fellow!

old chap? Did you

“ Anxious,” of Cardiff, writes:

My pal and I have been having a most fierce
avgument on our pet ~ub]oct Cain you save
blood being spilt by answering these: 1. Who
won the  British  Junior Tlguu Skating
Championship at Empress Hall, Earl's Court,
on ]anu:u y 2%rd and 24ih? 2. Did Sahu tako
pari? Aund if so, how many points did be
obtain?

WER: In my diary T find this entry:
ceilia Colledge retained the European Amatcur
slrtfuw Champlonship, scoring 1.848.5 points, to
beat Megan Taylor, with 1,837.4 points, while
third place fell to 14-years-old Daphne Watker,
wew phenomenon of the ice. I believe I
remember @ film of Sabu at the rink, but I
didn’t hear he skated.,

). Herman, of Kaapstad, South Africa, writes:

As a South African, I have one grudge against
yeou, Why haven’t you kept up your ‘Rugger?

:fkﬁun-l\

_spaee, but much appreciate all j _/uv

the S.E.

deal with your queries. Write to him c¢/o The
GEM, ~ Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.CA., Be as candid as you like—Jack
Blake likes a plain speaker, being by.nature a
John Blunt himselt! But keep your letter
SHORT, and enclose if possible a photo of your-
self for reproduction on this page. No photos
can be returned and no replies given by post.

there are enough fellows in the Junior

School to justify a Rugger as well as a Soccer
team?

ft would give fellows who are rarely in
(T a chance. For a Rugger XV,

DAXNE
GLYN, HERRIES, DIGBY, REILLY
CLIVE, CARDEW
LUMLEY-LUMLEY, HAMMOND, JULIAN.
KERRUISH, LAWRENCE, OWEN, KOUMI
RAO, GORE. e

This still leaves the Soccer XI \){Laq, \'v;iti}.
few reserves ! : Pt
AXNSWER:

Had to cut your joll

say. I l'rim
Merry decides to adopt tlw suggcsfzon, however,
1 can imagine quite a “scrum ” jor places!
You can rely on this: If we tale up Rurmu, we
shan’t dn things by ‘‘halves,” or even ilutr-
quarters.” Your XV is a very smart “tpry,”
anyhow. We're almost “converted ™t -

“An Emhloyee of S. A. Smart & Son,

Gloucester,” writes:

Send you a hob by the next post if you ean

* unswer these:

I'in 15 years of age. How tall should I be?
Where is the Red Sca?

Who is the eleverest chap at St. Jim's?
Whe is writing to you? boy or a girl?
S.—Sorry I can’t send a snap, but it would
give the show away.

Axswer: 1. Weight for age tables vary, but

Hewwe

(4

Hammond of the Fourth is 15 and hps 5 feet

2 dnches. . What's an inck or two  bglween
jriends, anyway?

2. Between Egypt and Arvabia, the Red Sea
extends from the Isthmus of Swez, 1,200 miles to

to the Strait of Bab-el-Mandeb,

ik l'ltt_/ say Ruslzdrn, North, and Pudley are
the “big brains > of the Sizth, though Kildare
is elever enough to combine sport and study in
fair propaertions.

4, Neither. Your handiuzimr] clearly rverveals
wow to be one of the Siamese twins. 1! ell, you
umcd for it!

-—C:oas the pmtal order “& €07
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Jack Blike's here to-answer your /ettc:a and -
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rammed the pudding into his mouth.

5 JiM's HUNGER STRIKER!

While Blake & Co. held Arthur Augustus, Tom Merry cut off a piece of beef-steak pudding and
held it out on a fork. Qussy writhed and wriggled furiously and set his teeth.
‘¢ Qwooogh ! ’ spluttered Arthur Augustus.

S ‘J‘/')

But Tom simply
“ Oh cwumbs !

You wottahs ! *’

CHAFTER 1.
Gussy Chips In !
s QIOUNDS like Wally,” said. Jack Blake.
“More trouble!” grinned George
Herries.

“The kid’s catching . it!”
Arthur Digby.

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St.
Jiwn's, ejaculated :

“Bai Jovel”

The chums of the
Fourth had just strolled
up the passage in which
the Third Form was
situated, and had stopped
in - astonishment when
they heard sounds of tur-
moil and strife proceed-
ing from that room.

The voice of Mr., Selby
could be heard, shouting
at  somebody. a
“somebody ” was yelling
as though «in pain, -and

remarked Robert

Few—if any—fellows would go on
hunger-strike merely to protest against
apologising to a Form-master.
that is the course Gussy takes—and .
it’s left to his chums to try to save
him from wasting away to a shadow !

by
MARTIN CLIFFOR

(Copyright in the United States of America, All rights reserved, and repreduction without permissi

Jack Blake & Co. recogunised the dulcet voice
of Walter Adolphus D’Arcy.

D’Arcy minor was evidently in trouble with his
Form-master again. D’Arcy minor was very
often in trouble with Mr., Selby. Indeed, it
seemed as though Wally was born to trouble,
tribulation, and strife.

It was time that prep was over in the Third
Form Room, and the chums of the Fourth had

3 come along to invite

Wally to a “spread” in
Study No. 6. They did
not often extend invita-
tions to. D’Arcy minor,
“but as the Third Formers
were playing the Fourth
a footer match on the
following Saturday, Jack
Blake - & Co. had be-
thought - themselves to
“have Wally in to tea and
discuss arrangements for
the match over the festive
board.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

strictly forbidden.)

But
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“Ay hat!” exclaimed Blake. “Selby niust be
chasing Wally round the Form-room. I wonder
what the little beggar’s been up to?” '

“They’'re going it, and no mistake!
Dighby.

Crash!

The door of the Form-room was suddenly
dragged open, and the form of Wally D’Arcy
dashed forth. Wally’s hair was dishevelled, his
face was flushed and excited. Ie hugged a
shaggy mongrel beneath his arm.

“Gweat  Scott ! ejaculated  Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “Wally, deah boy it

“Yiand back. Cus!” panted Wally. “Selby’s
after me and Pongo! Oh, my hat! Here comes
the old bird {”

AMr. Selby pounded out of the Form-room,
waving a canc aloft.

The master of the Third Form scemed in a
tearing rage. He saw Wally in the passage, and
made a bee-line for him.

Wally promptly dodged the cane and scuttled
up the passage, still clutehing Pongo, his shaggy
pet.

“D’Arcy  minor! Stop!  Como  back!”
shrieked "Mr. Selby. “I command you to
surrender yourself and that dog to me!”

“Rats | responded Wally recklessly. “You're
not going to touch Pongo! He's going back to
his kennel ! ’

“You insolent young scamp '’

Al Selby fairly flew after Wally, who was
making towards the stairs at the end of the
passage.

Jack Blake & Co. followed. cousiderably sur-
prised, and wondering mightily.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
D'Avcy. *Wally, you weckless young ass

“Qtop, D’Arcy minor!” cried Mr. Selby, his
gown flowing in the manuer of a cail behind him.
“If vou don't stop, it will be all the worse for
yvou !

“You shan't touch Pongo!” retorted Wally,
looking back defiantly at the master. “IHe's a
defenceless animal, and I'm not going to see him
swiped with vour rotten cane! Oh crumbs!”

Pongo had taken maiters into his own hands,
so to speak. Sceing his opportunity to escape
from his master’s arms, he gave a wriggle and
a jump and landed on the floor of ihe passage.

1)

said

Augustus
5

“Oh crumbs!®  gasped  Wally,  halting.
“Pongo! Pongo, old chappie i
“Bow-wow-wow '”  barked Pongo excitedly,

and he turned to greet Mr. Selby as that incensed
gentleman dashed up.
Mr. Selby came to a

sudden  full-stop  as

Wally’s shaggy pet turned upon him. Pongo
eved Mr. Selby viciously.

“Gre-r-r-r-r 1 he growled.

Mr. Sclby backed hastily away.

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed. “That

animal is going to make an attack upon me!

D’Arcy minor—" .

“Good old Pongo!” said Wally, chuckling,
“Seize the cane, old man!”

Jack Blake & Co. gasped.

“Wally, you fwabjous little idiot!” exclaimed
D’Arcy major in horror. “You can’t allow that
howwid dog to go for Mr. Selby !”

“Mr. Selby went for Pongo first!” grinned
Wally. “Blessed if I thought he’d make such a
fuss about bringing a dog into the Form-room
for prep! Poor old Pongo couldn’t rest in his
kennel, all through the growling of that rotten
bulldog of vours, Herries!” :
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“Look here——" began Herries, brisiling with
wrath at Wally’s disparaging reference to
Towser.

“Keep that dog off !’ shrieked Mr. Selby, as
Pongo = advanced towards ¢ him, growling.
“D’Arcy minor, I command you!” -

“He's got his mad up, sir!” grinned Wally.
“Hc’s a cute little beggar, and T _suppose he’s
going to have some of his own back on you, sir,
for swiping him with the cane when you dis-
covered him in the IForm-room cuphoard !”

“Gr-r-r-r-v 1 growled Pongo.

“Good heavens! Help!” cried Mr. Seclby,
skipping away. '

Jack Blake strode forward quickly and grasped
Pongo before that shaggy animal reached Mr.
Seclby. Pongo snapped and growled, but was
held firmly by Blake and Herries.

Wally D’Arcy glowered.

“You ass, Blake * he began. -

“Weally, Wally, it is imposs to allow that dog
to attack Mr. Selby, whatevah the pwovocation,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arey severely. “I con-
sidah——"

“D’Arcy minor! You shall now be punished

1 oxelaimed Mr. Selby, recovering his
self-possession and striding towards Wally, his
cane upraised.

Wally eyed the
backed away.

“Look here, sir—" he began. “I’'m not—yow-
ow ! Oh crumbs! Yah! Yarcoooh!”

Wally uttered these cries of pain as M
Selby’s cane descended upon his shoulders with
stinging force.

“T'1l teach you not to bring dangerous animals
into the Form-room, and place my personal
safety in jeopardy, D’Arcy m_igm-'f,%” exclaimed
ALr. Selby, between his teeth, {*Take that—and
that—and that !” .

And at cach repetition of ihe word “that,”
AMr. Selby brought the cane down heavily on the
person of Wally D’Arcy.

Wally fell back, gasping with pain.

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

“Varoooooooooch ! Yow-ow-ow !” wailed Wally
involuntarily. Usunally, he was as tough as
nails, but those stinging cuts inflicted upon him
were more than he conld bear. He roared.

Mr. Selby, thoroughly enraged, followed Wally
up as the fag retreated down the passage, lashing
Lim unmercifully with the cane.

Wally's howls resounded down the passage.

iTaCk Blake & Co. looked. meaningly at cach
other.

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
his monocle glimmering in his eye.

Thwack, thwack, ihwack!

“Yoop! Oh crumbs! Help!

“AMy hat!” exclaimed Blake.
half laying info the poor kid!”

“Bai Jove !” gasped D’Arcy, pushing back his
cuffs, and advancing upon Mr. Selby. “This is
beyond a ,joke, deah boys! I'm mnot standin’
that 1”

“Hold on, Gussy!” exclaimed Blake.

But Gussy did not ‘“‘hold on “—at least, not as
Blake meant it. He grabbed Mr. Selby’s arm
as it was raised to deliver another blow of the
cane upon Wally’s back, and he held it firmly.

“Stop, you wottah I” he exclaimed.

Mr. Selby’s face went quite pink, and he
wrenched his arm free '
L¢I’Arey major! How dare you!”

“TLeave my minah alone, Mr. Selby!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus, whose noble blood was

canc apprehensively and

Ow-ow !”
“The rotier isn’6
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boiling in his veins. “ I considah your tweatment
of ‘him quite bwutal, and quite without weason !
You arc exceedin’ your duty as a mastah!”

“Wha-a-at?” stuttered Mr.  Selby. -

“1 wepeat that you are exceedin’ your duty as
a mastah, Mr. Selby I” said D'Arcy firmly. “1
wegard yvou as a bwutal wottah, bai Jove !”

My, Sclby stood rooted to the floor, gasping
incoherently, Blake, Herries, and Dighy looked
at their chum in utter astonishment.

“Gussy, old man!” breathed Blake.

“1 am fully awah of what I am doir’, Blake !”
said D’Arcy haughtily. “I am givin’ Mr. Selby
to undahstand that I pwotest against his bwutal
iweatment of Wally, and that it must stop
immediately !”

“Great pip!”

Mr. Selby’s face worked spasmedicaily,” and
stormn clouds settled on his brow. He set his
teeth and, grasping the caune firmly in his hand,
whirled round on D’Arcy.

“D’Arcy major, you—you insolent rascal!” he
exclaimed. “Ilow dare you address me in that
manner % .

D'Arcy did not reply. He stood like a paladin
of old, his eyeglass gleaming in his eye.

“You ass, Gus!” exclaimed Wally, under his
breath. “He'll go for you!” .

D'Arcy major sniffed. My, Selby’s eyes
glinted.

“Hold out your hand, D’Arcy major!” he
grated. “I shall canc you severely for your
1mpertinence.”

“Wubbish !” said Arthur Augustus.

“Wha-a-at !” .

“I considah that I am quite justified in
pointin’ out your misconception of duty, Mr

Selby !” said the noble swell of the Fourth. “f

wefuse to be caned by you, anyway! I wefuse
to see my minah bwutally ill-tweated -

“D'Arcy I” gasped Mr. Selby. “Your insolence
is unprecedented, boy! Obey me at once, and
hold out your hand!”

“I wefuse !”

“Gussy ! said Blake appealingly. “Gu
old man, you can’t kick against the traces!”

Gussy did not even hear.

“Tor the last time!” went on Mr, Sclby
furiously.  “Will you hold out your hand,
D’Arcy major?”

“[ wepeat that I wefuse, Mr. Selby!”

Whack !

Mr. Selby brought the cane down heavily
across the shoulder of the Honourable Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, and the swell of St. Jinmi's
uttered a gasping yell of pain.

“Yow-ow ! Oh cwumbs! Ow!”

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Mr. Selby’s ire was roused, and he lashed
Arthur Augustus in a manner that suggested the
beating of a carpe:.

“Yawoooh! Yow! Oh, you beastly wottah!”
roared Arthur Augustus. “How dare you canc
me! Yoop!”

The noble Gussy’s blood was fairly up. He
whirled round upon the Third Form master,
grasped the cane, and endeavoured to wrench it
from his hand.

Mzr. Selby hung on to the ashplant and closed
with D’Arcy.

The master and the Fourth Former then pro-
ceeded to perform a species of tango along the
passage, locked in_each other’s embrace.

“My only Aunt Jane!” gasped Wally, who had
now recovered Pongo from Jack Blake. “Go
it, Gus! Ha, ha, ha!” .

é

Jack Blake, Herrvies, and Dig did not laugh,
They realised that this was a very serious affair
for Gussy. Wrestling with a master would be
regarded by the Head as a heinous offence.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey and Mr. Selby hugged
each other with quite brotherly affection, and
sailed down the passage towards the stairs.

“Look out!” roared Blake, in alarm, as the
two strugglers ncared the top of the stairs.
“You'll fall down, and—— Oh, my hat!”

Crash |

Mr. Selby and Gussy had reached the top of
the stairs, still wrestling furiously., They toppled
on the brink, hovered a while, and then, with
two wild yells, they went rolling down the stairs
together,

CHAPTER 2.
On the High Horse !
UMP, bump, bump!
“Yawooooll!” roarved Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.
“Yah! Oop!” shrieked Mr. Selby.
They both went down the stairs like sacks of
coal, bumping most horribly meanwhile.
Jack Blake, Herries, Digby, and Wally D’Arcy
FOTE R s

SUPER

New Easter Holiday Series

STARTS NEXT WEEK!

Featuring the Chums of St. Jim's on a
Grand Tour in an Air Liner!
Look Out for the First Great Yarn:

“ THE FLYING SCHOOLBOYS ! ”

And Don't Forget to Order Your GEM Early.
TR T R

stood on the top landing, open-mouthed with
horror,

“My giddy aunt!” ejaculated Blake. “Gussy
will catch it now! He—— OL! Great Scott!
Look out, Taggles!”

Taggles, the school porter, carrying a pail of
whitewash, had appeared at the bottom of the
stairs, evidently intending to mount them.

“Look out!” shricked Wally D’Arcy. “Clear
ocut of the way, you chump—— Oh crumbs!
That's done it !”

Crash !

Mr. Selby and D'Arcy reached the bottom of
the stairs, and cannoned forcibly into Taggles.
The St. Jim’s porter fell, bowled over like a
ninepin, and his pail of whitewash went up in
the air, to fall upon the three strugglers on the
floor.

Swooooosh ! .

“Gurrrugh !” gurgled Mr. Selby, as a torreat
of whitewash enveloped his head.

“Oh deah!” gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
as the. whitewash surged over his beautiful
clobber.

“Ow, ow, ow !” moaned Taggles, sitting up in

. Tur GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,624,
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a puddle of whitewash and blinking dazedly.
. ¥ t!

around him.  “Wot the dickens Ay ‘a
Mr. Selby, sir!”

Mr. Selby danced to his feet and dragged
Arthur Augustus up afterwards. He shook a
clammy fist beneath Gussy’s nose.

“You little rascal!” hooted the Third Form
master. “You are responsible for -this—this

affair! Taggles, cease those ridiculous noises and |

clear this mess up! Come with me to the Head,
D’Arcy !”

Gussy groped for his monocle, cleaned the
whitewash from it, and jammed it into his eye.
He looked severely at Jack Blake & Co., who
had come downstairs grinning. Then he re-
garded Mr Selby with a lofty air.

“Vewy well, sir,” he said. “I am quite

pwepared to explain mattahs to Dr. Holmes. I

need hardly point out that this would not have
happened if you had not made that bwutal
attack upon me at the top of the stairs!”

“Silence, D’Arcy ! grated Mr. Selby. “ IFollow
me to the Head’s study at once !”

And, squelching whitewash as he went. Mr
Selby stalked off.” And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
followed him, his noble nose high in the air.

A shrick of laughter from the boys who had
assembled followed them. -

Wally of the Third looked round him and
whistled. .

“My only Aunt Jane ! he exclaimed. “ Gussy’s
going to be hauled before the beak! What's
woing to happen now? My only sainted Aunt
Jane! I'm going to be in this!”

And Wally followed in the whitewashy foot-
steps of his major and Mr. Selby.

On the way fo the Head’s study, the Terrible
Three met Mr. Selby and Gussy.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther stopped
and stared. They could hardly Dbelieve their
eyes.

"« Gussy |7 murmured Tom Merry. “What the
merry thunder has happened ?”

“Lots!” replied Arthur Augusius. “I had to
intahfere in Mr. Selby’s tweatment of my minah.
Mr. Selby wenl for me, and while we were
westlin’ we fell down the stairs and collided with
Taggles, who was at the bottom with a pail of
whitewash. I'm goin’ {o see the Head 1iow, deah
hoys!”

“Great pip!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” murmured Lowther
quite faintly. - N

“You're in for it, Gussy!” said Manners.

T’ Arcy sniffed.

“The Head is sure to see the dwift of my argu-
ment when I explain affaihs to him,” he said.
“PDon’t wowwy, deah boys; it will be all wight!”

Mr. Selby wheeled round. .

“D’Arey, do not stop talking to those juniors!
Tollow me!”

“Vewy well, sir.”

Mr. Selby squelched on. = Arthur Augustus
1’Arcy followed in quite a dignified manner,
oblivious to the fact that his clothes were plastered
with whitewash. o

““Poor old Gussy!” said Tom Merry. “Iallo,
here's Wally with that mongrel of his! Ilave you
been up to anything, Wally?”

“Only hid Pongo in the Form-room cuphoard!”
grinned Wally. “I'm going to the Head, and ex-
plain what a beast old Selby is. Gussy's not going
* 1o stand alone.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“There’s going to be squalls!” said Monty
Tue Cex Lirrary.—No. 1,624
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T.owther, SWally, if T had a minor like you, I'd,

drown him!”

“Rais!” said Wally, and he passed on his way.
' Blake, Ilerries, and Digby joined the Terrible
Three in the passage. They were not looking
happy. They realised that Gussy was “in for it.”

The noble Arthur Aungustus, however, was quite
calm and collected as he followed Mr. Selby into
the Head’s study.

Dr. Holmes was seated at his table, writing,
when Mr. Selby swooshed in. He gave a violent
jump as he saw the state the Third Form master
was in.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed the Head, rising.
“Whatever has happened, Mr. Selby? How
come you to be in such a disgraceful condition?”

Mr. Selby seemed to choke. .

“This junior is the primary cause of the affair,
sir!” he stuttered. “I have brought him to you
for the severe punishment he deserves! I am in-
capable of dealing with him.”

* “Bless my soul!”

“This hoy obstructed me whilst I was punishing
another junior,” said Mr. Selby, in trembling
tones. ‘“He actually tried to wrest the cane from
my grasp—struggled with me, sir! I, of course,
resisted hés violence, and he dragged me down-
stairs .

“Weally, Mr. Selby—" Dbegan Arthur
Augustus hotly.

“T repeat, sir, he dragged me downslairs,” said
Mr. Selby furiously. “Taggles was at the bottom
with a pail of whitewash. There was a collision,
and—and—you see the result!”

“Yes, I see the result, Mr. Selby,” said the
Head coldly. Then he turned to Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “D’Arcy, is it possible that you——"

“T did not dwag Mr. Selby down.the stairs,:sir,”
said Gussy respectfully, but firmlwis‘He and I
were stwugglin’ for the cane, and we both fell
down togethah!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Dr. Holmes, his
face hard and stern. “How dare you, D’Arcy,
wrestle with a master in order to prevent him
doing his duty!”

“Weally, sir, I considah that Mr. Selby was
exceedin’ his duty!” said D’Arvcy. ‘“He was
bwutally ill-tweatin’ my minah——"

“It’s a lie!” hooted My. Selby. “D’Arcy minor

had the effrontery to introduce a dog—a ferocious .

dog—into the Form-room, and when I essayed to
chastise the brute, which was growling at me,
D’Arcy minor seized the dog and raun away with
it. I followed 2

“You caught my minabh, and lashed him like a
bwute!” said D’Arcy cuttingly.

‘““Rubbish!” panted Mr. Selby: “I was merely
caning him——" .

Tap!

The person who tapped at the Head's study door
did not wait for an invitation to criter.. He came
in very hurriedly. It was Wally D'Arcy, still
chautching Pongo.

“1’Arcy minor!” exclaimed the Tlead. “What
is the meaning of this intrusion ?”’ y

“T've come to stick up for old Gus!” said Wally
cheerfully. “Mr. Selby’s not going to have it all
his own way. Don’t look so scared, Gussy. I'm
here to stand by you!” .

“Weally, Wally—-"

“This is the junior I was punishing. sir!” said
Mr. Selby viciously. “See, he still has the
ferocious brute with him—-"

“Grorr-r-r 1”7 growled Pongo, looking hungrily
at Mr. Seclby. i

The Third Form master backed hastily away.

\ P
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Mr. Selby and D’Arcy bumped to the bottom of the stairs and cannoned into Taggles. The St. Jim’s

porter was bowled over like a ninepin, and his pail of whitewash went up into the air, to fall upon the

three strugglers on the floor. ‘‘ Qurrrugh!”’ I?_uraleder. Selby, as a torrent of whitewash enveloped
is head.

“1'm here to stick up for my major, sir,” said
y, addressing the Head respectfully. ‘“Mr
1})’ was pitching into me—-"

Y Boy!l” -

“ Ahem!” coughed Wally. “I—I mean, he was
Witiing me like a brute with the cane, when Gussy
- 1 mean, my major—interfered. Then Mr. Selby

vent for him, and then Gussy—I mean, my major

got his back up—I mean, went for Mr. Selby—
I-I mean—-"

The faintest semblance of a smile twitched at
lie corners of Dr. Holmes’ mouth, but quickly
«':uicﬁ]. His face was hard and stern as he regarded
Wally.

“You commiited a very serious breach of the
school rules by bringing an animal into school
premises, 1)’Arcy minor,”_said the Head severely.
“When Mr. Selby discovered the.animal, it was
ouly right and proper for you to surrender it—"

“Mr. Selby whacked Pongo with the cane, sir!”
said Wally stoutly. “I'm not going to have old
Pongo whacked; I'd rather be whacked myself.”

#1 struck the ferocious creature in self-defence!”
grated Mr. Selby. “The brute was about to
spring on me——""

T have no doubt you acted in a proper manner,
Mr. Selby,” said Dr. Holmes. ‘“D’Arcy minor,
vou deserved to be caned most severely. D'Arcy
major, your offence in obstructing a master in his
duty is even more serious.” -

“Weally, sir, I considah——"

“1 can barely credit you with such conduct,
D’Arcy major!” said Dr. Holmes severely. * You
have acted in an insolent manner towards Mr.

Selby, thus causing him this unseemly violation
of his person. You will kindly apologise to him,
D’ Arcy.”

Arthur Augustus set his teeth hard, and his
eyes glinted.

“I am sowwy, sir,” he said. “But in the circs,
I feel bound not to apologise to Mr. Selby.”

“What!”

“I considah that his tweatment of my minah
and myself has been most bwutal, and that he is
entirely in. the w'ong!” said D’Arcy firmly.
“Therefore, I cannot apologise to Mr. Selby until
he has first apologised to my minah!”

““Bless my soul!”

Mr. Selby. strode forward, trembling with rage.

“The insolent young monkey!” he stuttered.
“Ile has no right to criticise me—a Form-master—
and to demand that I should apologise to his
minor! I shall certainly do nothing of the kind!”

“Vewy well, Mr. Selby,” said D’Arcy quietly.
“T wefuse to apologise to you until you have
altered your mind!” b

The Head compressed his lips tightly, and
reached for a cane.

“Hold out your hand, D’Arcy!” he said grimly.

Arthur Augustus obediently extended his palm.

Swish ! .

D’Arcy gasped, but quickly recovered himself.
That swish was a stinger, but to show signs of
pain over a mere caning before Mr. Selby was
certainly, to Gussy’s idea, infra dig. So he nerved
himself for the next swish.

“The other hand, D'Arcy!”

Tue Gem Tisrary.—No. 1,624,
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Swish !

D’Arcy’s hands were smarting and aching,

for the Iead had laid on the canc with all the
force he could muster.

Swish ! Swish !

The operation® was repeated,
Ilolmes laid down the cane.

“Now, D’Arcy,” he said very quieily, “you
have been punished for your impertinence. You
will now have the goodness to apologise to M.
Selby, and ihen we shall consider the matter
closed.”

“1 am sowwy, sir

“D’Arey, will you obey me?”

“I wegwet that, in tho cives, T must wefuse
to ohey you, sir,” replied Arihur Augustus
unwaveringly. "

and then Dr.

“T considah that Mr. Selby——

Dr. Holmes’ face was hard and stern.

“Do you tealise, D’Arcy major, that you are
dc‘lilbcrately disobeying your headmaster?” he
said.

Arthur Augustus looked deeply distressed.

“Bai Jove! I'm feahfully sowwy, sir, that
you should think me lackin’ in pwopah wespect
for my headmastah. Howevah, I considah that
this is a mattah between Mr. Selby and myself.
I am not sowwy I intahfered with him, and I
should wegard it as my painful duty fo intah-
vene again if he bullied my minah—"

“D’Arcy 1”

“T mean it, sir!” said D'Arvey fomly. “Aftah
havin’ tweated my minah bwutally, I considah
it wight and pwopah for Mr. Selby to apologise
to Wally. Until he does, it is imposs for me to
t.ay I am sowwy for the way he has been
tweated.”

Mr. Selby’s face had turned quite green.

“I’Arcy, how dare you take it upon yourself
io dictate to your masters!” exclaimed Dr.
ITolmes. “1T shall waste no more time in words.
Unless you apologise to Mr. Selby immediately,
T shall have you removed to the punishment-
room, and you will remain there until you decide
to render Mr. Selby the apology that is due.”

Arthur Augustus drew himself up to his full
height. Usually he was one of ihe most, urbane
of fellows, and very easy going. But the
Tlonourable Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had a. very
strong will of his own, which could be adamant
when D’Arcy decreed. e decided thati this was
an occasion upon which he must be as firm as a

rock. X
“Well, D’Arcy ?” said the Head, after a pause.
“Very well, sir,” said Gussy evenly, “I am

quite willin’ to go to the punishnent-woom

wathah than tendah Mr. Selby an apology. I

wepeat that it is imposs for me to do so, unless

he first apologises to my minah !

“Gussy, old chap,” exclaimed Wally, in
pleading tones, “don’t get on the high horse,
vou know! Mr. Selby needn’t apologise to me
I don’t want his rotten apology——"

“An apology is due to you, deah boy,” said
D'Arcy major gently. “I am goin’ to take the
course which I think is wight, and uphold the
twadition of our family. Let it nevah be said
that a D’Arey gave in to the will of the
oppwessah 1”7

Dr. Holmes made an angry gesture, and rang
the page’s bell.

“T will take you at your word, D'Arcy,” he

said. “You will probably come to your senses
after a night of confinement in the punishment-
room. Al, Toby! Fetch Mr. Railion, will
you ?”’
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Toby, the page, fetched Mr. Railion. .

The Housemasier looked in amazement at Mr.
Selby's whitewashed condition, and at the D’ Arcy
brothers. His face became troubled when the
facts of the matter were laid before him.

“Will you kindly remove ihis hoy - to the
punishment-room, Mr. Railton,” said the Head,
m conclusion, “No chance must be offered for
his escape.”

“Very well, sir,” said Mr. Railton, “I suppose
there is nothing in D’Arey’s allegation that Mr.
Selby was treating his minor in an excessively
harsh manner?”

“None whatever, sir!” exclaimed M. Selby

with asperity. “Thé two unmitigated young
hooligans
“Kindly moderate your expressions, Mr.

Selby,” said the IHead coldly. “Mr. Railton,
D’Arcy major may go at once. D’Arcy minor,
vou will surrender that dog of yours to Taggles,
who will have mstructions to place it in the
kennel, and see that it is kept there. Mr. Selby,
that is all, I think.”

Arthur Augustus, his eye gleaming, followed
Mr. Railton from the room. He went with his
nose held high in the air.

Mr. Selby’s eyes were glinting. - He was quite
satisfied that he would humble D’Arcy.

Wally D’Arcy was dismissed from the Head's
presence, and later, after conversing with Dr.
ITolmes, Mr, Selby went in quite a good humour.

CHAPTER 3.

On Hunger-strike !
&« ICKED?”
Jack Blake asked - that . question
anxiously as Arthur Augustus walked
into the passage. His chums were awaiting him
there.

Mr., Railton glanced af them, and walked on.

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Avcy, rubbing his
hands. *“*The Head caned me, so I don’t mind
so much. But I’'m not goin’ to knuckle undah to
My, Selby. No feah!”

“Where are you going with Railton?”
Blake. “Is he going to lick you, too?”

“No, deah boy. He's takin’® me t{o the
punishment-woom. The Head says I'm to be
kept there until I apologise to Mr. Selby.”

“AMy hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“T am afwaid I shall have to spend the west
of the term in Nobody’s Study, deah boys,”
caid D'Arcy. “TFor I certainly have not the
slightest intention of apologisin’ to Mr. Selby.”

“(Gussy, you frabjous ass—"

“T wefuse to be called a fwabjous ass, Blake !”
“Look here, you burbling fathead, you
can't; ”

“1D’Arey !” exclaimed Mr. Railton, from the
end of the passage. ‘“Are you coming?”

Arthur Augustus hwrried after the House-
master, and his chums looked at one another
despondently.

“Gussy’s in avother scrape!” groaned Blake.
“When the chump gets on his high horse there’s
no reasoning with him. Let’s come and see him -
shut up !” !

And the chums of the School House followed
in ihe footsteps of Arthur Augustus and Mr.
Railton.

Before going to the punishmeni-room Gussy
requested that he might be allowed to change his
clobber, a request that Mr. Railton good-
naturedly conceded,

asked
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Tieu, having changed his whilewasny gar-
wents, the noble swell of the Tourth followed
Me. Railton- to Nobody's Study.

Jack Blake & Co. followed at & distance.
My, Railton turned the great, rTusty key in
the ud\, and threw the door oper:.

“ Vou must go inside, D'Arcy,” Le said quietly.
YVewy \\oll sir,” gaid Arthur Augustus, and
he slepped into Nobod}, s Study.
g room was cold and bare. He could.rnot
Eu}n s a shudder as he looked in.

“D'Arcy,” said the Housemasier gently, “1
trust that vou will soon think the matter over,
do as Dr. Holmes requests you. I amn sure
4o does not desire, as I do not desire, that
shiould be confined here!”

“Ihank you vewy much, Mr, Wailion!” said
D' Azcy gratefully, ” “But I assuah you, it is
quite imposs for me to apologiso to Mr. Selby,
and, in tho cires, I must wemain here until that
decwer is wescinded. If, howevah, Mr. Selby
apologises to my minah, 1 chall \\crm'd that as
., and shall then wendah him an apology.”

Mre. Railton looked curiously at the swell of
St Jim’s, and when he departed, after locking
the door of tho punishment-room, there was a
troubled look on the IIOUSCH]R*LC_[S handsome
face,  Perhaps he could sce deecper than Dr.
tlalines, and realised that I’Arcy, though acting
upoir an exalted sense of dignity, was not wrong

{ mam
Augustus looked round his prison and

it L«hooogvl‘ he said.  “This is jolly wotten!
Bm 7’1l nevah give in 1?

ie looked out of the grimy window, which was
g wltd by ivon bars. The only view was a drear
expatse of brick walls.

fOh deah ! said D’ALC)

tHe sal down on the hard bed, and, clasping his
hands  belween  his  knees, relaxed into deep
thought.

did uot feel cheerful. Mr. Selby  was
probably gloating” over him, and that thought

rred D Arcy’s deLLmnnatxon again, He had
i:nself called upon to chip in when the Third
master had been ill-treating his 1ainor, and
he nas not sorry. He could not apologise to Mr.

Selby unless the master first apelogised to Wally.

And, as that did not appear at all likely,
Arihur Augustus gloomily realised that his out-
look was by no means rosy. He would not for
a moment think of wavering.

When the noble Gussy was on his dignity, wild
horses would not drag him down.

But he felt that it was incumbent upon him in
some manner to remedy his predicament asg far
as pmﬂblc

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus sud-
denly.

The light of iuspiration had entered his eyes,
and he gave a chuckle.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“What a wlppm ideah! Tl go on hungah-
stwike as a pwotest against.my unjust impw 1aon-
ment ! The Head will then wealise that I'm in
earnest.  Yaas, \\athah I'll go on hungah-
stwike, bai Jove

Arthur Auffualuq seemed quite elated at the
idea. IHe could rely upon his determination and
will power. D’Arcy prided himself upon his firm-
ness. It was his opinion that he could be as
firm as a rock; but Blake said he was as obstinate

" as a mule,

Tap!

9

Aribur Augu.—stus Jjumped from the bed and
approached the (oo.

I say, Gussy

it was Wally’s voice.

“Yaas, Wally?”

“You burbling cuckoo !”

“ Y\ Lat !”

“Why the J;ump don't you ger yourselt out ot
m- wess ¥ said W all) s voice in urging tones.
"I don’t need Selby’s silly apologies! He's an

old tartar, you know! Take my tip, Gussy, and
forget all about things. You've been licked.”

“Weally, Wally, I cannot forget Mr. Selby's
wolten behaviour! 1 miust stay here until—"

“Oh, you ass!”

“ Weally, \Vally——-—'

* Better give Selby some soft sawder, old chap!
Don’t play “the giddy ox, you know !” said Wally.
|11rough the keyhole.

‘Wats 17 respondud his major. “I'm not goin’
to bow and sewape to Selby! I wegard him as
a wottah! The Head will have to welease me
soonah or latah. T've made up my mind to go
on hungah-stwike !”

"l(l)h. my sainted Aunt Jane!” ejaculated
Wally.

“ I mean it, deah boy !” said Arthur Augustus.
“l'm goin’ to wefuse all my gwub as a p\\otc:t'
t s the only way to make the Head see weason !”

“(ussy, vou fatheaded mule—"

"Then anociher voice interposed. Ti was the
voice of Kildare, the captain of St. Jim's.

“Cut off, D’Arcy minor, you young rascal!
Don't let me catch you hanging about here
again!”

“There w as a scuffle outside, and the footsteps of
1’Arcy minor were heard receding down. the
passage.

BILLY BUNTER
IN THE LIMELIGHT!

“’ou kuow Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriars
Remove, of course! And you're also
acquainted with Jack Drake, the boy
’tec! Well, these two popular characters
appear prominently in

“"The Clue of the Purple
Footprints!

—the grand 35,000-word school and de-
tective adventure yarn of HARRY
WHARTON & CO., by famous Frank
Richards, appearing in our champion
companion paper—

AGNEr

On sale at all Newsagents
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“D'Arcy I” exclaimed Kildare, rapping at the
door.

“Yaas, Kildare !” )

“The Head wishes to know whether vou've
decided to apologise to Mr. Selby. He told me
to inform you that he is very sorry to have to
keep you here, and he hopes you have come to
your senses. You can be released at once if you
tell Mr. Selby you are sorry.” )

“Weally, Kildare, it’s imposs for me to tell
Mr. Selby I am sowwy, for I should be tellin’
an untwuth,” replied Arthur Augustus, through
the keyhole. “Thank Dr. Holmes vewy much for
his considewation, but tell him my mind is made
up, and I cannot think of wavewin’ |”

“Better think it over, young ’'un,” said Kildare
in {ones of concern. “It’s jolly bad form to dis-
obey the Head, you know.”

“I have no desiah to disobey the Head, but, in
the eires, I am bound to do so,” said Arthur
Augustus distressfully. “I twust Dr. Holmes will
not misconstwue my conduct. I can’t back out,
Kildare.”

“You'll think differently in the morning, you
voung ass!” said Kildare. “Well, if you refuse
to come out you must stop there. I'll bring you
in some tea.”

“You need not, Kildare !” said D' Arey, through
the keyhole. “I wefuse to have my tea !”

“Why, you young idiot?”

“T'm on hungah-stwike, you sce!”

“Great Scott !”

“I mean it, Kildare! I'm going to wefuse all
my gwub until T am unconditionally weleased
fwom this woom ! It’s the only way to pwotest!”

“You reckless young ass!” breathed Kildare.
“Do you think yowll f{righten the Head by
refusing your food 77

“I hope to make Dr. Holmes wealise that I
am actin’ undah a sense of injustice and mis-
undahstandin’, Kildare !” replied the prisoner in
Nobody’s Study.

“l}’ou’ll make yourself ill if you don’t cat your
grub.”

“Pwobably, deah bhoy. That wests with the
ITead and Mr. Selby.”

“But—but it will be yvour own fault.”

“I shall wegard myself as a martyr in the
cause of justice and humanity ! replied Arthur
Augustus, with dignity. “Pway don’t twy to
persuade me {o altah my mind, Kildare! I'm
as firm as a wock, you know I”

Kildare looked helplessly at the door, and then
walked away.

It was no use arguing with the swell of St.
Jim’s. The stalwart Sixth Former was of the
opinion that D’Arcy’s views would change after
a night spent in solitary confinement in the
punishment-room.

e went straight to the IHcad's study and
acquainted Dr. Holmes of D’Arcy’s ‘determina-
tion.

Dr. Holmes knitted his brows with anger when
he heard.

“The impertinent young rascal! Kildare,
instruct Toby to take D’Arcy up some cocoa and
bread-and-butter. I ‘will sece D’Arcy in the
morning.”

Toby, the page, was dispatched to the punish-
ment-room with a tray, upon which was a plate
of bread-and-butter and a cup of cocoa.

Kildare opened the door, and the tray was set
down on the table.

Kildare did not utter a word. ITe looked hard
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at the prisoner of St. Jim’s, and ihen followed
Toby from the room and locked the door.

As the captain of 8t. Jim’s went down the
passage with the key in his hand, Tom Merry &
Co. came along. They siopped when they saw
Kildare blocking their path.

“You kids must keep away from the punish-
ment-room ! said Kildare curily. “It’s against
rules to speak to a boy detained there! Mind, I
shall report any boy I find talking to D’Arcy!
I must do my duty !” :

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another dole-
fully and turned back.

“I say, Kildare,” said Blake anxiously, “I
hear from young Wally that Gussy has gone on
hunger-strike. JIs that right?”

“The young idiot says so,” replied Kildare
grufily. “He’s just had some grub taken in to
him. If he doesn’t take it there will be trouble
in the morning.”

Tom Merry & Co. went info Study No. 10 in
the Shell passage to discuss the state of affairs.
They were really concerned for Arthur Augusius.

“Poor old Gussy !” said Monty Lowther. “He's
got his back up, and no mistake. I wonder if
he really means to go on hunger-strike 77

Blake grunted.

“Ie’s as obstinaie as a mule,” he said, “The
ass would starve himself rather than give in if
he’s made his mind up! He’s a burbling chump,
of course, but—but Selby was really in the wrong,
you know! He lost his temper when he pitched
mto Wally. Selby’s a beast !”

“Iear, hear!” exclaimed the others heartily.

“And Gussy’s on the high horse,” said Blake
gloomily. “He won’t apologise to Selby, and if
he’s on hunger-strike, that meaus that he won’t
touch grub until the Head lets him out of the
punishment-room. CGooduess knoas how .it's all
going to end !’ T T

And the chums of the School House scttled down

" to a gloomy tea.

Tom Merry & Co. could not be happy-in the
circumstances, They wondered vaguely what
would come of Gussy’s hunger-strike,

—

CHAPTER 4.
No Surrender !

R. RAILTON opened the door of ihe
punishment-room  next  morning  and
entered, .

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was cifiing on the
cdge of his bed, arranging his tie by means of a
pocket-mirror. The swell of St. Jim's was fully
dressed and immaculate as usual.”

Mr. Railton glanced hard at D'Arcy’s face and
saw that it was a trifle pale; otherwise, ho was
as placid and serene as ever. : :

“Good-mornin’, Mr. Wailton !’ said Arthur
Augustus, placing the mirror in Lis pocket and
rising.

“Good-morning, D’Arvcy! Ah, T see you have
not eaten the food sent up io you yesterday
evening.”

“No, wathah not !

The tray stood where Toby had placed it on
the table, the bread-and-butter hard and dry.

“My dear boy,” said Mr. Railton, in deep
distress, “do you not anticipate the fruits of your
folly? If you refuse to partake of food you will
become ill, and you will have nobody to blame
but yourself. Surely an apology to Mr. Selby
is far morc preferable to——"

“I pwefer to-go hungwy, sir, wathah than bow
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LAUGH
THESE
OFF!

—with Monty
Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

The archery experts have been discussing
the best type of arrow. Apparently the
broad one is now out of favour,

The B.B.C. broadcast a running commentary
on an eclipso of the moon not long ago. Many
well-known stars were present.

Brief Report : Baggy Trimble, guest dur-
ing the vae. at Gussy’s party, complained
of feeling ill, and took a glass of lemonade,
his cap, his coat, his departure, no notice
of anybody, a taxi, a couple of pills from his
pocket, and finally a week in bed. Taking
ways, has Trimble.

Lowther’s Air Raid Tip: How To Prevent
A Bomb Dropping In Your Morning Coffee :
Drink Tea.

Remember, whoever hopes to get a living
oul of horse-racing is a chump. Or a book-
maker. -

An American visitor complains that the work
of many English business men comes to a full
stop after lunch. It isn’t really a full stop—
just a coma. Snor-r-re!

Stdp Press : It is now believed that the
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down to Mr. Selby,” said Arthur Augustus re-
spectfully, but firmly. “I have been caned, and
{ wegard that punishment as quite suflish.”

“But surely, D’Arey, you do not imagine you
can intimidate the Head into releasing you—"2

“Pway allow me to assuah you, Mr. Wailton,
that I have no intention of intimidatin’ the Head.
I twust he will not think me lackin’ in pwopah
wespect for my headmastah. But I feel bound to
pwotest against my 1mpw150nmeut here, and I
am goin” on hungah-stwike just to let Dr. Holmes
sce that I am in carnest, and that I wegard
myself as bein’ in the \\‘ighu, and Mr. Selby in
the w'ong.”

Mr. Railton laid a hand upon the Fourth
Former's arm and looked him steadfastly in the
face.

“D'Arcy, I ask you not to act in so reckless a
marnner. You do harm to yourself by refusing
food. It is now time for breakfast, and I will
instruct the page to bring you some food—"’

“Thank you, sir,’’ said D’Arcy very quietly, but
in determined tones. *“ But I cannot eat any food
until T am released fwom here. It will be hardly

- was only getting his own back.
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burglar who brolke into a Rylcombe resi-
dence and took an umbrella and two books

EUHITE I

“ Film Actress Gets Publicity Through Pet
Lion.,” This is known as signing on the dotted
lion,

“ The Matterhorr Scaled in Neéw Film.”
The triumph of mind over Matterhorn.

Rumour has it that Crooke of the Shell has a
double. Two bad!

Reader wants to know if he can become
an actor when he grows up. That depends
on how long he can go without food !

Third Form flash : * Write down the names of
the 11 greatest people in the world,” said Mr.
Selby. “After a while he noticed D’ Aru minor
gnawing his pen. ‘ Can’t you decide, D’Arcy
minor ¢’ asked Mr. Selby.  “ I can’t make up
my mind who is going to be the goalkeeper,”
explained Wally,

The modern schoolgirl certainly knows
howe to sew, we read. Sew what ?

The average judge is very much older than
the average financier, we hear. The former
can often give the latter as much as twenty
years. . ‘

During the showing of a film in Germany
a man shot himself, we hear. Some of
them are pretiy putrid, I know, but « fellow
ought to have more seclf control than that.

EXTRA: Read * Leaves From My Lag
Book,” by an exjail governor. For auld lag’s-
syne ! Wow ! '

Now I'm going to have a well-earned rest.
Good luck, chaps !

=

necessawy, therefore, to instwuct Toby to bwing
up my bweakfast. I am as firm as a wock.”

“My dear boy—"

“Pway do-not twy to persuade me, sip, 1
wepeat that I am as firm as a wock !”

Mr. Railton looked despairingly at the swell
of the Fourth and retired.

A little later he returned with Toby, who was
bearing another tray. Upon it repo<cd a dish
of fried bacon and eggs, which looked very appe-
tising indeed, some bwad and-butter, marmalade
and a pot of coffee, with cup and saucer, mllk
and sugar.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked hungrily at the
tm'», and then turncd his face away.

“Here is your breakfast, D’ Arcy,” said Mnr,
Railton geatly. “Make a healt) meal, and think
matters out afterwards. I am sure you will then
realise how foolish you are to resist the Head s
orders. He has no desire tn penalise you.’

“You are vewy kind, sir,” said D’Alcv quietly,
“But T feel bound to wcfusc thxs food. Toby,
deah boy, please take it away.’

“Leave it here, Toby, and take the other tray

‘Tue Grv Lisrary.—No. 1,624,
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away,”” said Mr. Railton curtly. “D’Arcy, I will
leave you here with this food. As you have had
nothing since yesterday dinner-time, no doubt
the pangs of hunger will help you to overcome
your obstinacy. You are, in my oplmon, a very
foolish boy, D’Arcy.’

“Weally, sir *

But Mr. lRallton was gone. The key grated in
the lock, and the swell of St. Jim’s was left alone
in his prison.

The smell of the eggs and bacon and “coffeo
ﬁ%lul the dreary room with a warm, appetising
glow.

Arthur Augustus cast longing looks at the food
before him, but his iron will would not waver.

“Oh, it's wotten !” murmured the swell of
St. Jim’s, gazing out of the dnty window.
“Weally howiwibly wotten! I'm feahfully
hungwy, but it is my duty not to touch the gwub.
I am as firm as a \\ockl

The lonely junior turned from the window,
and, in order to place the breakfast as much ou
of temptation’s way as possible, he picked up the
tray and placed it under the bed.

Then he sat down on the bed and relaxed into
a. reverie.

Ile was awakened from his reverie by the
entrance of Toby, wlhio had come to make the bed.

-Knox of the Sixth was outside to see that the
prisoner did not escape. ‘But D’Arcy was not
thinking of bolting; he knew the passage was
"ualdt,d

Toby made the bed—and, of course, discovered
the tray underneath.

“Take it away, Toby,” said Arthur Augustus
firmly. “1 have no intention of catin’ it.”

“(Oh, Master D’Arcy !” murmured Toby.

Then the school page dived into his pocket
and drew forth an envelope.

This he handed to D’Arcy—only just in time,
for Knox's sour face appmxed in the door way.

“Buck up, lazybones!” he rapped. Dont
you take that iray away; leave it on the table.”

Toby hesitated, then hu laid the tray down on
the table.

lxnox leered exaltingly at Arthur Augustus.

“In a pretiy fine pickle—what?” he chuckled.
“You'll have your back bent . yet, you little
sweep 17

“Weally, Knox, I wegard your wemarks as de-
cidedly impertinent,” said the swell of St. Jim’s
his eyeglass glinting. “Pway wemove your faco
fwom view—it wowwies me !”

Knox pushed back his cuffs and advanced into
the room; but when he saw Arthur Augustus also
push back his cuffs and stand his glound fear-
lessly he turned back.

“You’ll suffer for your check!” he cnﬂpped.
“1f I had my way I'd have you sacked

Knox slammed the door after Tobv had " de-
]mnted and locked it.

‘The wottah!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

Then he remembered the letter Toby had
secretly conveyed to him.

He took it from his pocket and opened it.

The enclosed missive was in Jack Blake’s
hand, and read thus:

2

“Dear Gussy,—We haven’t had a chancé to
get near the door to speak to you—Selby and
Knox hang about like wolves. You're a silly
duffer to go on hunger-strike. We all say so.
For goodness’ sake eat your grub, or you'll
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fade away to a shadow! Selby’s not worth all
that trouble. Cheerio! Your old pal,

“Jack BLakE.”

“Bai Jove!” said Gussy. “It’s vewy good of
Blake, but I wepudiate his wemark that I'm
3 5111'\{’ duffah. I’'m perfectly in the wight, bai

ove !

The bell for classes went, and Arthur
Augu:tus smiled ruefully when he realised that

I his chums were going into the Form-room
fol lessons, whilst he was languishing in soli-
tude in the punishment-room.

The pangs of hunger gnawed at him, but the
Fourth Form junior steadfastly resisted the
temptation to eat,

Arthur Augustus went over to ‘the window
again, and stared moodily forth. Ile gave a
start of surprise when he caught sight of Wally.

The Third Former waved his hand reassur-
mglv, and grinned.

‘Good gwacious !”” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
“The young wascal ogght to be in his Form-
woom. I wondah what he intends doing?”

Wally had scuttled away, and Arthur
Augustus  was left to his own wondering
thoughts. Certainly Wally ought then to have
been at lessons with My, Selby. The bell had
rung ten minutes ago. Surcly Wally was nct
playing truant?

A shrill whistle from below caused Arthur
Augustus to look down again. Wally had a
tall ladder with him, evidently borrowed from
Taggles’ lodge, and a bundle.

Wally placed the ladder against the wall until
ithe top reached just below the window-sill of
the punishment-rcom.. Then Wally began to
mount, carrying the parcel with him.

“Bai Jove ! gasped Mthur Augustus.  “The
weckless young boundal

“Coming, Gus!” called Wally, from the
ladder.

Arthur Augustus dragged his bed towards the
window, stood on it, and opened the window.
The iron bars across the inside pluented him
from climbing through.

“Wally, you young ass!” he e\clalmed
“Why aren’t you in your Form-woom?”
~ “Selby licked me for chucking ink pellets at
Curly Gibson,” said Wally. *“After the fourth
whack I pretended to faint, ‘and, when Selby
brought me round, he was so frightened that

hie excused me. Properly took in the old rotter, ~

didn’t 177 -

“Bai Jove! You'll get into:a feahful wow,
vou little boundah, if he catches youl”

Wally chuckled.

“I don’t care for Selby!” he-said. “He
can go and eat coku ! D've bmughp you some
grub, Gussy!”

“Tm afwaid I cannob cab it, deah boy.”

“Now, look here, Gus 7 began Wally,
ﬂ]oweung at his major.

"My pwinciples won't allow me to take any
Avthur  Augustus
severely, “I’'m on hungah-stwike, you know.”

Oh, you blitherer! Youw've had no grub
since dinner yesterday, have you?”’

“*No, deah boy.”

“Then, for goodness’ sake, éat some of this,
Gussy ! implored \Va]ly “There’s a rabbit-
pie,.a cake, some ham sandwiches, a bag of
tarts, some chocolates and

“Don’t tell me, deah boy !’ exclaimed Arthur
Augustus hastily. “I weally cannot accent

&
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them, Wally. “It would be contwawy to my
wesolutions, you know.”

_ “But, Gussy, yowll be ill!” gasped Wally,
in great surprise. “How the thump can you
exist without grub? You'll have to give in
sooner or later.”’

“Wathah not, deah boy!” said  Arthur
Augustus, with spint. “I should wegard it as
my duty to hold out to the last”

“You can’t stay here for cover, Gussy,”
groared Wally.

“1 should pwefer to stay here for cvah wathah
than apologise to_Sclby. whom I wegard with
uttah contempt. I considah that he bwutally
ill-used you, Wally, and that an apelogy is duc
fwom him to you first.”

“Oh, my only Aunt Jane!” groaned Wally.
“I’'m sorry youve got into this scrape, Gus,
and you can rely on me to stand by you. But
vou're as obstinate as a mule, you know.”

“Weally, Wally i

“Don’t jaw, Gussy. Here’s the grub. Can
vou_reach it?” )

“Yaas, deah boy,” sail Arthur Augustus
calmly. “But I'm not goin’ to.”

“Gussy, old man, don’t be a _chump, and—'

“I wefuse to be a chump—I mean >

“(Good heavens!”

The sharp, spiteful veice of Mr. Selby broke
upon his ears. )

Wally almost fell off the ladder when, looking
down, he beheld his Form-master glaring up at
him.

’

13

CHAPTER 5.
Selby Goes “ Up in the Air>’!
66 H crumbs!” ejaculated Wally.
Arthur Augustus gave vent to an ex-
clamation of dismay.

“Wally, deah boy, you'll get into a feahful
wow !” . :

Wally of the Third set his teeth hard.

“D’Arcy minor,” cried Mr. Selby, “come
down this instant! You have evaded lessons
this morning by means of falsehood and subte-
fuge. You depraved little rascal, come down
here immediately !”

“Rats!” responded Wally.

Mr. Selby almost raved.

“D’Arcy minor, I command you—

“You excused me this morning, sir!” called
back Wally defiantly. “Leave me alone! 1
want to speak to my major. It’s all your fault
that he's in this mess!”

“Wally, deal: boy exclaimed Arthur
Augustus from behind the iron barg

(2]

Wally waited until the Form-master had almost
reached him, and then swung himself under-
neath the ladder and commenced to climb
down. WMr. Selby halted in amazement and
blinked down quite stupidly as he saw the Third
Former descending -beneath him.
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,624,
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“TI don’t care!” said Wally recklessly.
. “']Imo Gussy, take this grub!”

D’Auv minor, you insolent young
seoundrel 1 cln ieked Mr. Selby, almost dancing
with rage. “Come down! Do you hear me?”

Wally heard Mr. Selby, but he did not budge.

“Very well,” said M. Selby, between his
teeth, T will climb up and fetch you down {”

“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally, as
Mr. Selby, suiting his action to his word, com-
menced to climb the ladder.

The hero of the Third looked appealingly
at his major at the punishment-room window,
and thrust the bundle of tuck upward. But
Arthur Augustus, with a white, anxious face,
refused it.

Bump!

Wally dropped the parcel, and it landed on
the quadrangle below.

Mr. Sclby was half-way up the ladder.

“Oh mumbsl” gasped Wally. “Look here,
slr

“As you disobeyed my order to come down,
I have come to fetch you!” grated Mr. Selby,
between his teeth.

Wally waited until the TForm-master almost
reached him, then, grasping the side of the
Jadder with one hand, he swung himself over
and underneath. Then he commenced to climb
down swiftly underneath the ladder.

Mr. Selby, almost at the top of ihe ladder,
halted in amazement, and blinked down quite
stupidly as he saw the Third Former climbing
down beneath him. .

Wally looked up and chuckled. Then, as
Mpr, Selby clumsily commenced to climb down
backwards, a new idea occurred to the-young
scamp of the Third.

The ladder was rather an old one, and
several of .the rungs were loose.

Wally took his penknife from his pocket, and
as he climbed down he hacked at the rungs.
My, Selby, making clumsy efforts to get down,
did not perceive what Wally was doing.

By the time Wally reached the bottom of the
ladder he had wrenched six rungs from their
places, thus leaving a long gap between - Mr.
Selby and the ground.

When Mr. Selby reached the last rung and
found his legs dangling into space, he glmed
do“ n in amazement.

(Good heavens!” he exclaimed, sceing that he
coull not get down any farther.

“Ha, ba, hal” chortled \’\ allx “Rotten
ladder, sir, isn't it?  What a nuisance, those
rungs coming out just when you want to get
down?”

“You young rascal!” raved \Ix Sclby, clutch-
ing the {adder very tightly. “This is a trick—
an audacious trick! How am I to get down?”

“Dunno, sir!” replied Wally checrfully. “If
I were you, T'd slide down!”

M. Selby blinked applehensl\ely downwards,
but did not attempt to slide down. He was not
an athletic gentleman, and he was afraid of a

nasty bump.
“D’Arcy  minor,” exclaimed  Mr. Selby,
trembling with rage, “you shall be most severely

])\mi<hcd for this! Run and fetch another ladder,

\\ 1lly D’Arey did not move.

¥rom the barred window above ihe scared face
of Arthur Augustus looked down. The prisoner
in Nobody's Study trembled for the fate of his
llHllOl
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“][dp ¥ shrieked Mr. Sdbv, raising his voice
on high. ‘“Help, help!”

“Oh crumbs !’ exclaimed Wally,

The gowned figure of Dr. Holmes had
cmerged from the School House.  The Head
gazed at the scene before him in horror, and
made haste towards the spot.

The sight of Mr. Selby a prizoner up the
laddex astounded him.

B‘I’o% my soull” he exclaimed. “Mr. Selby
'—311

“I have been made a prisoner up here by that
ummitigated little rascal!” hooted Mr. Selby,
trembling with rage. “He eseaped from the
Form-room under the pretence of being ill, and
came here to communicate with his major. Bemg
suspicious, I came out of the ¥orm-room to see
where he was, and eventvally discovered him
here—mounted upon this ladder, speaking to hLis
major.

“He refused to come down, so I climbed up
after him. Then the reckless young miscreant
climbed down the underneath of the ladder, and
—and I believe he removed those rungs pur-
posnly.”

‘Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head, turn-

.ing with a thunderous face towards W ally “Is

it possible, DAlcy minor, that you are guilty
of such conduct ?’

“I wanted to speak to my major, sir,” said
Wally stoutly. “The burbling ass won't eat
grub, so I thought I might persuade him to eat
some if I took it to him. There’s the parcel of
Luck on the ground.”

Ax(y minor, your disregard of discipline is
amazing I”’ exclaimed Dr. Holmes angrily. * “ You
must be taught that the rules of the school cannot
be flaunted in this manner. Kindl§ replace, those
rungs in the ladder, so ihat 3’!1, Selby  can
descend !

Wally did so, not daring, of course, to disobey
the Head’s command.

Mr. Selby angrily climbed down, and at last
rcached solid earth.

“Come with me, D’Arcy minor,” said the Head
grimly.  “I will see that he is sufficiently
punished, Mr. Selby. This food will be confis-
cated.”

“Very well, sir!” grated Mr., Selby, and he
swished away in a raging temper. .

Wally D’Arcy followed the Head indoors and

. turned to wave a hand cheerfully to his major.

“Bai Jove !” exclaimed that youth in deep dis-
tress, as he watched Wally disappear into the
School House with Dr. Holmes.. “Whatevah
will happen to Wally now? The young boundah !
e is in for a feahful wow now, bai Jove!”

And Arthur Augustus sat down on his bed and
spent the rest of that morning in gloenyy, hungry
silence.

CHAPTER 6.
Forcible Feeding !
IFTER lessons that morning Tom Merry & Co.
were assembled in Study No. 10 in the
Shell passage, the headquarters of Tom
Merry & Co.

The chums of the School House were looking
glogmy and glum, Their thoughts were with the
lonely junior confined in \obody Study. It was
not only the fact of Gussy being shut up thexc
—that was the lesser evil—hut the prisoner’s
hunger-strike was what worried them. They
knew that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy would not

&
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T =g Detective Kerr Investigates

No. 37.

THE
MISSING
BOAT RACE
MASCOT.

CHALLENGE from Gordon Gay of
/A Rylcombe Grammar School to Tom Merry

& Co. to meet the Grammarians in an
cight-oared race on the River Rhyl resulted in
series of before-breakfast trials for Tom Merry
and his crew. A mascot, in the shape of a
small metal Saint James, given to the crew by
Miss Priscilla Fawcett, Tom Merry's guardian,
was missed one day after practice. D’Arcy
minor, the coxswain, said it was not missing
when they launched the boat.  Suspecting that
~omcbody not well disposed towards the crew had
removed  it,  “Detective ” Kerr proceeded to
investigate.

Nere: Oh, Sturgis! You were down here carly
as usual, I suppose?

Srereis: Yes, Master Kerr. It's my job to open
up the boathouse and get things ready for
vou young gentlemen- when you come down.

Kerr: You didn’t see the mascot taken, yet you
were here the whole time till we arrived?

STURGIS: Perhaps not the whole time, sir. 1
had to row across the stream yesterday
morning, for instance, to get some timber
across from the other bank, and anybody
might have slipped into the boathouse then.

Kire: I say, Wally, you're absolutely certain
the mascot was on the boat when we tock
to the water this morning?

D'Arcy Mivor: Well, Kerr, I think so. I said
1 was sure on the spur of the moment, but
now I come to think of it, it may have been
vesterday I noticed it. It’s been fixed to the
wash streak in front of bow's seat for a
week now. And I suppose it's casy enough
to take a thing for granted, and then find
it’s missing.

Kenr: So it might actually have been taken
vesterday or the day before?

DArcy Mixor: It’s possible—though I can't
immagine who should want to play such a
trick.

Kerr: ilallo, Grundy! You wanted a place in
the 3t Jim's crew, I believe?

Crryoy: 1 did.  As the best oarsman at St.
Jin's, I think I'm entitled to it. But, of
course, Tom Merry can't see my merits. He
rows in a totally different style—in a different
class altogether-—so he can hardly expect to
appreciate my abilities! Why, T came down
carly this morning and watched the practice.
It was laughable !

Kerr: You weren't down before the crew went
off, T suppose ?

Grrxpy: Yes, T was. I stripped out, and
showed Sturgis, the boatman, what I could
do in a skiff. He said it was a remarkable
display. But he thought he heard somebody
m the boathouse, and rushed off.

Raeke: Not me again, Kerr, surely? Have a
heart !

Nern: What's the matter? Guilty conscience ?
I wasn't going to question you, Racke.
Racke: All the same if you were. I'm sure Tom

Merry will lose, anyway !

Pmrim‘r: What were you asking Racke about,

Kerr?

Krrr: Why do you want to know, Piggott?

Pi1georT: Not about the winner for the three-
twenty ? Racke knows it. - He has had a tip.
But he won't tell me, the beast!

Kere: No. We were discussing rowing.

Picgorr: Oh! I offered to cox.Tom Merry's
crew, but he preferred Wally D’Arcy.
Favouritism, of course!

Kerr: What makes you want to shine at sport
for suddenly?

Piceorr: Why not? Think I can’t steer a boat
as well as Wally? TI'm not such a duffer
as Grundy, I hope! You should have seen
him in a skiff. He’s a scream, really!

Krrr: I can believe that, Piggott. If I see Tom
Merry, I'll tell him you were disappointed
at not being given a chance as cox, and see
what he says.

{Huas Piggott stolen the mascot? If so, can you
see how it ecan be proved against him? Kerr's
solution will be found on page 33.)
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‘waver one jot from his determination. Would
ihe Head give way? They wondered. That
seemed hardly possible.

*“Oh, this 1s too awful for words!” groaned
Jack Blake. “Gussy has had nothing to eat
<nce dinner yesterday, and it’s almost time for
dinner to-day ! Twenty-four hours without grub !
Poor chap! He will be ill by to-night! Good-
ness knows how long he'll keep it up! He's so
jolly obstinate 1"

“Young Wally tried to persuade . him this
morning,” said Monty Lowther. “Selby was
locking murderous when I saw him just now.”

The chums of the School Ilouse grinmed feehly.

They had heard all about Mr. Selby’'s adventure
on the ladder that morning.

“Wally's had the licking of his life!” said
Toin Merry. “I saw him 1n the quad a little
while ago, He was wriggling like an eel!”

“Serves the young beggar right!” grunted
Bhlllie. “If he was my minor I'd skin him!”

Tap! .

“Oh, come in, fathead!” cried Tom Merry.

The door opened and Mr. Railton walked in.

o Merry gasped with dismay when he saw
My, Railton.

“That is hardly a polite way to invite a visitor

Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,624
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into  your
tartly.

“1 am so sorry, sir!” exclaimed Tom, going
red. “I had no idea it was you!”

“Very well, Merry,” said Mr. Railton, his face
clearing. “I have come to ask you boys whether
you would care to—aliem !—persuade D’Arcy to
take his food. He has just refused his dinner,
and his breakfast is still untouched. Perhaps, as
you are chums of his, you might he able to
remonstrate with him. He is a very foolish
vouth.”

Tom Merry & Co. jumped up gladly.

“Yes, rather, sir!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“We'll do our best to knock some of the obsti-
nacy out of the chump! Ilow many of us may
go, sir?”

“You, Merry, and Blake and Herries and
Dighy I consider will be sufficient,” replied Mr.
lRa}iItgn. “(Come along with me at once, my
ads!

Tom Merry, Blake, Herries, and Dighy fol-
fowed Mr. Railton with alacrity.

Knox was mounting guard at the end of the
passage where the punishment-room was situated.
Ie scowled at the juniors as they passed into the
room with Mr. Railton.

Arthur Augustus was sitting on his bed when
Tom Merry & Co. came in. He jumped up and
regarded them with evident surprise.

“Iallo, Gussy!” exclaimed Blake, making a
mauful effort to be cheerful. “We've come to
help you cat your dinner, you know !”

“Bai  Jove!” cjaculated Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, adjusting his monocle. . “You surpwise
me, Blake. I have alweady wefused to eat my

HE TR T T

study, Merry !” said Mr. Railton
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dinnah. It is against my pwinciple, you know.
I'm on hungah-stwike 1

“Oh, you blithering ass!” exclaimed Blake,
careless of what Mr. Railton thought of his
slang.  “Can’t you see how dotty you are? Now,
(}ussy,”be sensible, and don’t play the giddy
ox- .

“I wefuse to have my conduct widiculed,
Blake ! ‘replied Arthur Augustus firmly. “My
IImpw’I,sonmcut in here is uttahly unjustified, and.

“But you can’t live without grub, you chump {*
cxclaimed Blake,

“Weally, Blake—"

“Have your dinner, Gussy, there’s a sensible
chap !” urged Tom Merry. ‘“You won't do any
good by hunger-striking 2

“On the contwawy, Tom Mewwy, I hope to
be weleased | said D’Arcy, with asperity. “I
feel bound to wefuse my gwub. Please take it
away, deah boy !”

An appetising-looking dinner was on the table.
Blake glanced at it and picked it up.

The dinner econsisted of beef-steak pudding,
peas and potatoes, with apple dumpling to
follow,

“Look, Gussy!” said Blalke, holding out the
tray temptingly. “Surely vou can’t refuse this!
Pile in, old chap! You must bhe hungry !”

Arthur Augustus turned away, biting his lip
hard.

“Take it away, Blake !” he zasped.

“Gussy I” murmured Tom Merry persuasively.

“Have a good feed, Gussy !” said Herries.

“Nothing like a good dinner to buck you up,
old chap!” urged Robert Arthur Dighy.

“I don’t want it, deah boys!®

Jack Blake glanced at Tom’ Merry and the
others. a2 r

“He’s obstinate ! he said. “We must cure him
of his obstinacy. If he won't cat his grub, we'll
have to make him cat it. Hold his blessed nose
and cram it down his neck !

“Good idea!” exclaimed Tom
thusiastically.

Arthur Augustus turned pale.

“Bai Jove!” he exclaimed. “Look here, yon
fwightful boundahs, I wefuse to be foreibly fed!
I shall ceasc to wegard you as fwiends if you
attempt any such thing!”

“Nab him!” said Blake.

Mr, Railton stood in the doorway and did not
interfere as Tom Merry & (o, grasped Arthur
i&u]gustns D’Arcy and bore himi-backwards on the
sed.

“Yawoooooh |” _ roared D’Arcy, struggling.
“Welease me, you howwid boundahs! Gwooogh!
Ow!? - :

“I’ve got his nose, Tommy ™ said-Jack Blalke.
“That's right, Dig and Herries—hold his arms
and legs! Now, Tommy, give him the grub !>’

“What-ho !” chuckled the captain of the Shell.

He cut off a piece of heefsteak pudding and
held it out on a fork.

Arthur  Augustus  writhed
furiously and set his teeth.

Tom simply rammed. the, pudding into his
mouth,

“Gwoooogh! Oh ewumbs! You wotitahs:
Yawoooh !” spluttered Arthur Augustus.

“Swallow it!” roared Blake.

“Yewwugh 1*

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The St. Jim’s hunger-striker had no choice in
the matter, | The first morsel of beefsteak

Merry  con-

3,

and wriggled
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vudaing went down, and Tom Merry & Co.
roared.

Their roars of laughter changed to roars of dis-
way, however, when all of a sudden the bed gave
way and Arthur Augustus fell out of their grasp.

Crash {

* Yawoooh 1”

*Yoooo000p !” roared Herries, as the end of
the bed lunged forward and cannoned into his
chiest.  “What the merry dickens——"

“I'he rotten bed’s down !”” roared Blake.

The bed in the punishment-room was an old
one, and the struggles of D’Arcy upon it had
caused the framework to give way. ]

The St. Jim’s hunger-striker, thus released,
was up in a trice, grasping a bolster.

“You howwid boundahs !’ he gasped, standing
in the centre of his wrecked bed. “The first who
attempts to weach me I shall stwike, bai Jove!”

*Oh crumbs !

Tom Merry had dropped the beefsteak pudding
and the apple dumpling. TFortunately, thosc
articles were mnot spoiled.

The chums of the School House stood back
and regarded their warlike schoolfellow in
cousternation.

Arthur Augustus, his eyeglass glinting, held the
bolster aloft.

Jack Blake made a dart towards him, but
fell back when the bolster thudded upon his head.
Dighy, who followed up the assault, roared with
pain as the bolster whirled round upon him and
seut him crashing upon the iron rail of the bed.

Thud! Whack! Wallop!

Tom Merry & Co. attacked Gussy in foree, but
he swiped away energetically with the holster
aud beat them back.

Clang, clang, clang!

“There goes the dinner gong!” exclaimed Mr.
lailton, hastily interposing. “Boys, please
desist and go down to vour dinners. I shall have
io fiud other means of dealing with this foolish
vouth !”

“Yow-ow

“Oh crumbs 1

“Oh, my head!” )

Torn  Merry, Blake, Herrvies, and Dighy
preseuted a battered and dishevelled aspect as
they withdrew fromgthe bedstead at Mr., Railton’s
command.

*Vietowy, bai Jove!” chuckled Arthur
Augustus D’Avey, whose face, pale before, was
row flushed. “It’s no use twyin’ to feed e, deah
bic I am as firm as a wock !

“You blithering ass!”

“You dunder-headed jabberwock !”

“Dear me! Boys, please go!” exclaimed Mr.
lailton hastily, as Tom Merry & Co, thus
delivered their opinions of the hunger-striker,

The dinner-bell had ceased to ring.

“{i0 down to your dinner at once!”

Tom Merry & Co. retired, darting expressive
zlavces at Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
© Mvr. Railton set the dinner upon the table and
al-o went, locking the door behind him,

12
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CHAPTER 7.
Ways and Means !
GQOMETHING'S got to be done!”
Thus Jack Blake, after tea thai day.
Tom Merry, Manners, Lowther, Digby,
Ilerries agreed that something certainly
ought to be done. ;
“The silly ass has gone all day witheut anyv-

“all that tommy rot.
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thing to eat!” said Blake almost tearfully. I
heard irvom Kildave that Gussy has refused his
tea, and that he looks guite ill. How the poor
chap must be suffering {7 ‘

“Qh, it's rotten!” . ’

Three figures loomed up in the dusk of the
guadrangle. They were Figgins, Kerr, and Wy
of the New House,

“Hallo, vou chaps do look blue!” remarked
Figgins, “How's Gussy?”

“Starving 1Y said Blake shortly.

The heraes of the New House looked extremely
synipathetic. .

*Jolly serious affair, you chaps,” said Figgins,
“Gussy can't last long on air, you know.”

“The poor chap musi be going through it,”
remarked Xerr quictly.

Fatty Wynu nodded.

“Yes, he must be,” he said feelingly,
ou earth D’Arcy does it, I don’t kuow.
did he last have a meal, Blake?”

“Yesterday dinner-time,” replied Blake.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped the Falsiaff of St. Jim's
in horror. *Aud it's tea-time to-day! Oh, my
hat !”

Fatty Wynu shuddered at the bare thought of
undervgoing that ordeal himself.

“The question is.” said Tom Merry, “how are
we to get Gussy out of his scrape?” The Head
wor't give in—nobody can expect him to, hardly.
Aund Gussy is so obstinate that he’d rather die
than give in!”

“The silly chump !”

Wally D’Arcy walked up aud joined them.
Wally was looking considerably worried.

“Gussy's still on the high horse,” he said. “I
say¥, you chaps, we've got to get old (ius out of
this. We mustu’t let him stay in Nobody's Study
any longer. I shan’t have any brother left by
the end of the week.”

“You ought to be in there instead of him!”
growled Blake.

Wally gave a snort.

“Why couldn’t the Head lick we insiead of
wanting (Gus to apologise to Selby?” he ex-
clairaed. “I've just been to the Head and offered
to have a flogging on condition that Gussy is
released; but he said that Gussy had insulted
Selby, anud owed him an apology, and if hae
refused he must take the consequences, and that
tho discipline of the school must bo upheld, and
Gussy’s an ass, but he’s a
good ass, and he means well, and I'm going to
stand by him. I'm not going to leave my major
siranded. Somehow, I'm going to get Gussy out
of that rotten prison.”

“You'll never do it, kid!” said Tom Merry.
“Blessed if I know how this will end. The only
way is to get Selby to apologise to you. Gussy
would bow down then.”

“Bat how the merry ihunder

“How
When

am 1 {o get
{(Continued on the next page.)
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Selby to apologise to me?” demanded Wally.
“He hates me as much as I hate him !”

Suddenly Monty Lowther gave a chuckle. That
chuckle developed into a roar of mirth.

Monty's companions turned to him with glares.

“What are you laughing at, Lowther?” de-
manded Blake gruffly. “This is no laughing
matier

“No; but we'll make it!” chuckled the
hwnorist of the Shell. *“I’ve got an idea, chaps.
It's risky, but it might work !” .

“What is it?” demanded many cager voices.

“W¢'ll dupe old Selby to-night,” said Monty
Lowther swiftly., “He takes a walk round the
quad every evening—a constitutional, you know.
Well, to-might he’s going to sce old Gussy in the
quad. Now what would Selby do if he saw Gussy
scooting out. of gates? Chase him, eh?”

“But how the dickens will Selby spot Gussy
scooiing out of gates?” roared Blake. “Gussy's
in Nobody’s Study, and there’s no chance of
geiting him out!”

“It won't really be Gussy,” explained Nonty
Lowther sweetly. “Selby will see a second edition
of Gussy. Old Kerr, dressed up 1?

“Wha-a-at?”

“Me ! gasped George Kerr.

“Yes, you, old chap,” said Monty. “You've
impersonated old Gussy before, haven't you?
Well, you could do it to-night. It will be as casy
as falling off a form in the dark. Selby would
chase you, and you'd lead him into Rylcombe
Woods, and disappear.  Then Selby will be
attacked by masked ruffians, who \vili pinch his
hoots and lock him up in the old woodman’s hut.
Those ruffians will be myself and Tommy in
disguise.”

“ My hat!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Then, while Selby is in the woodman’s hut,
minus his boets and unable to get back to St.
Jim’s, young Wally will happen along, as if
by accident, and discover Selby there. Selby
will ask Wally to run back and fetch some boots,
of course. Then Wally will ask Selby to apologise
to him first in exchange for that small service.
You know how funky Selby is of catching cold?
Ie’d do anything, I reckon, rather than stay
in the woodman’s hut all night. He'd apologise
to Wally, and then everything in the garden
would be lovely.”

Tom Merry & Co. drew decp breaths. They
looked at Monty Lowther in admiration.

“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Waliy
D’Arcy. “What a wheeze! Can we do it?”

“Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry enthusiastic-
ally. “Are you going to impersonate Gussy for
this evening, Kerr, old chap?”

“Rely on me!” chuckled Kerr, the amateur
actor of St. Jim's. “TI’ll work the giddy oracle!
It's a good idea, Monty!”

“What luck if it works!” exclaimed Figgins.
“Gussy will apologise to Selby, of course. We
needn’s tell him how we've worked it, though.”

“No fear!”

“T say, vou fellows ! said Faity Wynn eagerly,
*“Gussy will be simply ravenous when he does
come out of the punishment-room. Let’s all whip
round and stand him a stunning feed this evening,
ch?”?

“Good old Fatty!”

The chums of St. Jim’s whipped round liberally,
and Fatty was entrusted with the task of prepar-
ing the feed for the hunger-siriker when he was
released that evening—as they were quite con-
fident he would be. :
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Aand they set to work on the arrangements for
duping Mr. Selby.

CHAPTER 8.
The Jape on Selby !
“ OODNESS  gracious!” ejaculated M,
Selby, 'ha.ltmg_in amazement.
i He was taking his evening “constiiu-
tional 7 round the quadrangle, a little later, when

’

the evening shadows had fallen over St. Jim's.

The two disguised juniors suddenly dashed forward arnd: gras
muttered one, in'a gruff, villainous vcice. ‘“ The old bird is sp
you rascals ! *’ panted

Mr. Selby suffered with indigestion, and his
physician had prescribed this ‘daily exercise as
a means of combating that discomforting
complaint.

The masier of the Third Eorm, in walking
round by the Cloisters, had caught sight of a
figure lurking there that caused his eyes {o open
wide.

“(Goodness gracious!” ejaculated Mr. Selby
again, peering at the elegantly dressed junior
hiding in the shadows. “D’Arey major! Can it

be possible that he has escaped? D’Arcy, stop !”
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The object of Mr. Selby’s attention jumped out
into the moonlight, as though frightened. A
monoele glittered in his eye, and there was no pos-
sible doubt in Mr. Selby’s mind that this was
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth, who had
somehow succeeded in escaping from the punish-
ment-room.

“Good heavens! The young scoundrel!
D’Arcy, come here at once !”

But “D’Arcy ? did not obey that order.

arid grasped the Third Form master. ‘¢’Old ’im, 'Arry 13
pird- is spyin’ oh us—that’s what he’s up to!’’ ‘ Release me,
** panted Mr. Selby.

rq:'l P

"
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N

Tnstead, he turned and streaked across the quad-
rangle towards the woodshed.

“Qtop 1 sereamed Mr., Selby, dashing off in
pursuit. “You hear me, D’Arcy? Stop!”

“Go and eat coke, you wottah I was the reply,
in the unmistakable aristocratic tones of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

Mr. Selby simply tore along. It goaded him to
madness to think that D’Arcy had escaped from
detention in_the punishment-room. The longer
D’ Arey remained there before apologising to him

19

the better Mr. Selby liked it. He was furious
at the thought of being deprived of his prey.

“Stop!” he shricked. *“D’Arcy, I command
you to stop !”

But the disguised Kerr did not stop. He dashed
away at top speed, with Mr. Selby in full
pursuit.

Kerr was a good runmer, but Mr. Selby cer-
tainly was not. The junior vanished round the
outbuildings, making for the side gate. He was,
however, careful that Mr. Selby should keep ecasy
trace of him.

Kerr chuckled as, dashing through the gate into
Rylcombe Lane, he heard Mr. Selby pounding
and puffing along laboriously behind him.

The pseudo swell of St. Jim’s made for
Rylcombe Woods.

Mr. Selby, puffing and blowing like a pair of
very old bellows, followed at top speed.

Once within the shadows of Rylcombe Woods,
George Kerr slackened his pace. He could hear
Mr. Selby crashing through the trees after him.

“Hallo, Kerr!”

It was Tom Merry’s voice, in an undertone,
coming from behind a clump of brambles. But
the figure who stepped out did not at all resemble
the captain of the Shell. His appearance was
more that of a particularly ruflianly footpad.
The person who followed looked even more
villainous and disreputable. He greeted Kerr in
a cheery voice, which was none other than
Monty Lewther’s.

“Worked it, Kerr?”

“Like a charm!” chuckled the pseudo swell of
the Fourth. “Selby’s after me like a cat after
a mouse! Hark! Here he .comes!”

“Oh, good !” said Tom Merry. “Now to work
the footpad act! This is where you disappear,
Kerr!”

““What-ho 17

- And Kerr disappearcd.

Next minute Mr. Selby come stumbling through
ilie trees, dishevelled and considerably scraiched.

The disgnised juniors waited, and then, all of
a sudden, they dashed forth and grasped the
Third Form master roughly.

“’0ld ’im, ’Arry!” muttered one, in a gruff,
villainous voice, “The old bird is spyin’ on us—
that’s wot ’¢’s up tol”

“Release me, you rascals ! panted Mr. Selby,
going pale with fright. *“I assure you I am not
spying upon you! I am chasing a reprobate
pupil of mine, and—"

“Haw, haw, haw !’ guffawed the other foot-
pad. “’Ark at the old bird, ’Erbert! Tryin’ to
stuff us up, ain’t ’e? No, mate, we’ve ’ad enough
of you interferin’ blokes spyin’ on us! Let’s put
‘im somewhere where ’e can’t spy on us, *Erbert !

“Wot-lio ! chuckled ’Erbert. “Into the wood-
man’s ‘ut with ’im, ’Arry !”

“Release me !’ shrieked Mr. Selby, struggling
desperately.  “I promise I will not act as ins
former upon you! I am merely chasing a school<
boy. He will elude me if you don’t releasc meq
immediately ! Let me go!”

“No fear!” said ’Erbert. “Rush ’im away,
‘Arry, and if ’e shouts stuff that old ’anky of
yours into ’is mouth!”

Mr. Sciby shuddered at the bare thought, snd
was hurled away, struggling and protesting.

The woodman’s hut was reached, and into this
the two “footpads” dragged the luckless Third
Form master.

Mr, Selby was almost frantie.

Tue Gem Ligriry.—No. 1,624,
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“Help |” he yelled. “Help!”

“Haw, haw, haw!” laughed ’Arry derisively.
“You can 'ow! till you're blue in the face, old
bird, but you won't make nobody ’ear you—not
till mornin’, et any rate. People ain’t so fond
of roamin’ in these ’ere woods late o’ nights,
unless they are poachers like us—see?”

“You miscreanis, release me!” panted Mr.
Selby, “I will not give information to the police
about you—"

“Yes, we trust you—I don’t think!” snorted
"Kirbert, dragging at Mr. Selby’s arm. “Kim on
inside! That’s right. Got that rope, 'Arry?
Good! We'll truss 'im up!”

Mr. Selby struggled and protested violently,
but to no purpose. His arms were bound behind
him, and he was dumped down in the corner of
the woodshed. Then, in order to make his
escape more unlikely, ’Arry and ’Erbert calmly
removed Mr. Selby’s boots, and walked away
with them.

“You'll be found in the mornin’, old dear!”
chuckled ’Arry, as he and his ruffianly com-
panion departed. “Don’t ’owl like that ’ere.
Surely you don’t mind spendin’ the night in this
little wooden 'ut! No, mate, nobedy will find
vou this side of six o'clock to-morrow mornin’.
Nighty-nighty !”
© As the woodshed door rattled to, and the rusty
key was turned in the old padleck, Mr. Selby
struggled to his feet.

“Oh, my goodness!” he moaned, wrenching
fruitlessly at the bonds upon his hands. “Those
ruffians quite misunderstood my purpose! I
shall catch my death of cold if I remain here
throughout the right! Yow-ow!”

' Mr. Selby uttered this fiendish yell as hLis un-
protected feet came into contact with a sharp
stone.

Still with his hands clasped behind him, Mr.
Selby hobbled gingerly towards the door.

He thrust his shoulder against the door, but
it would not budge.

"~ Thud, thud, thud!

"~ “(Good heavens!” gasped the luckless Third
Form master, turning away baffled. “ Whatever
shall T do? Yarooooh!” .

& -Again one of his bootless feet struck something
sharp, and the pain caused Mr. Selby to dance
about on one leg like a Dervish.

i At last, he reached the little window. The
glass had been broken out of the frame years
ago, but there was not sufficient space to enable
him to climb out—even if he managed to reach it.
, “Oh dear!” moaned Mr. Selby. “This is in-
tolerable. Help, help!” .
. From the dark woods came the echo of his
voice.

Thump, thump, thump !

“Help !” shrieked Mr. Selby frantically.
¢ Then there came a hurried footstep outside,
and an cexcited voice cxclaimed :

* “Hallo! Who’s that yelling?”

> Mr. Sciby heaved a deep sigh of relief. He
recognised the voice as that of Walter Adolphus
D’Arcy of the Third. . )
© “Is that you, D’Avey?” he exclaimed. ¢ This
is I—Mr. Selby, your Form-master!”

“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally, in
tones of elaborate amazement. “Can that really
be you, sir?”

“Ves, D’Arcy, it is really I!” cried Mr. Selby
eagerly. “I have been molested by two ruffianly
footpads, and made a prisoner in this shed, and
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my boots have been taken away. D’Arcy, my
dear boy, please release me, and run back to
St. Jim's for another pair of boots.”

“QGreat pip !”

Mr. Selby kicked the hut wall impatiently.

“Do you hear me, D’Arcy ?” he exclaimed.

“VYes, sir!” replied Wally, quite cheerfully.

“T'hen please do as I ask you, my boy !” cried
Mr. Sclby, controlling his passion.  “I must get
back to the school as soon as possible.”

“ Ahem !” coughed Wally diplomatically. ¢I—
I say, sir, it may not be you. How do [ know
that it may not be some rascal imitating your
voice, so that I shall let him out?”

“I tell you, it is really I—Mr. Selby, vour
Form-mastér I” shricked Mr. Selby, almost tear-
fully. “D’Arcy, I implore you, open this door,
aud then fetch me a pair of boots from St,
Jim's ¥ =
_ “All right, sir, T'1] risk it !” said Wally. “Bui,
I say, sir——"

“Well, D’Arcy?”

“If 1 release you, will you say you are sorry
for the way you pitched into me the other day %”
asked Wally, with cherub-like innocence. *Qne
good turn deserves another, you know.”

Mz, Selby breathed hard through his nose.

“Very well, D’Arcy minor,” he said, with an
cffort.  “I—I am sorry the—the incident oc-
curred. Now will you open this door?”

“Yes, rather, sir! "Half a tick!”

Wally soon had the door open. He gave an
inward chuckle when he saw Mr. Selby standing
in his socks, his hands tied behind him.

He complied with Mr. Selby’s urgent demands,
and "untied his bonds.

Mr. Selby was free at last.

“All serene, sir |” said Wally cheerfully, “Why
on earth did they take your boots?”

““The miscreants were poachers, and were under
the impression that I was spying on them, and
intended giving information to the police,” stut-
tered Mr. Selby. ‘This is why they made me &
prisoner. They are well away by now. I was,
in fact, pursuing your major, wﬁo has escaped
from the punishment-room.”

“Gammon!” said Wally. “The place is tco
well guarded for that!”

“I tell you the young rascal has escaped!” ex-
claimed Mr. Selby. ‘Do not stand there arguing
with me, D'Arcy minor! Have the goodness to
fetch me a pair of boots from St. Jim's. Be as
quick as possible.”

“Yes, sir!” said Wally dutifully, and he scam-
pered off.

A little way in the depths of the woods, Tomn
Merry aud Monty Lowther met him.

The Shell fellows had removed their disguise.
They greeted Wally with grins,

“0K., kids!”  chuckled Wally. “Selby's
aptlogised.”

“0h, ripping!”

“The old bird looks quite nobby in his socks,”
said Wally. “It's a pity he hasn't got to walk
Fack to St. Jim's like it. There are some jolly
hard stones in the lane!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You heartless little beggar!” exclaimed Tcrn
Merry, laughing. “You'll find Selby's hboots
along the path there. Buck up over the job,
Wally. We want to get Gussy released, and have
that speead in the study afterwards.”

¢ 0h, of course!” said Wally, becoming alert at
once. “* Although I haven’t been on hunger-strike,
I could jolly well do with a feed. So long, you

X
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fbap‘s! I'll find Selby’s boots and give ’em to
him !”’

“Buzz off, kid!”

Wally “buzzed ” off. He discovered the boots,
artfully laid there by ‘‘’Arry ” and ‘“’Erbert,”
and ran swiftly back with them to the woodman’s

ut.

Mr. Selby was surprised to see him back so soon.

“No, sir, I haven’t been back to St. Jim’s
already,” explained Wally. “You see, I happened
to find these in the wood. Those rotten footpads
must have thrown them down.”

“That is most fortunate, D’Arcy,” said Mr.
Selby.

And he commenced to put on his boots.

Wally essayed to depart. :

“Do not go, D’Arcy,” said Mr. Selby nervously.
“I think you had better—ahem!—walk with me
back to St. Jim’s.” )

“In case those footpads turn up again, sir?”
asked Wally. *Right-ho!”

Mr. Selby glared at Wally; then, having
affixed his boots, he stood up and walked out of
his temporary prison.

Wally D’Arcy followed him, chuckling.

CHAPTER 9.
Gussy Apologises !
AP!
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jumped up from
where he was sitting on his bed in the lonely
punishment-room.

The solitude of the dismal room was getting on
his nerves, and the craving for food made his
plight more distressing.

The knock at the door startled him.

Tap!

“1 say, Gus!” -

The voice through the keyhole was Wally’s, and
Arthur Augustus realised with wonder that his
minor’s tone was jubilant.

‘“Wally! You young boundah!” he ejaculated.
“Wun away, deah boy! Nobody is allowed to
speak to me, and if you are caught you will be
licked, bai Jove!”

‘“Rats!” retorted Wally through the keyhole.
“I say, Gus, you are coming out of there to-
night! Selby has apologised to me !”

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, quite
taken aback. .

‘“Honest Injun, Gussy!” chortled Wally. “I
rescued him from the woodman’s hut in Rylecombe
Wood this evening, and he apologised!”

Arthur Augustus gave a gasp.

The startling news had quite taken his breath
away.

“(weat Scott!” he exclaimed. “You have sent
me into quite a fluttah, Wally. Did Selby weally
say he was sowwy?”

“Yes, rather!” said Wally jubilantly. “He's
really apologised to me, and everything in the
garden’s lovely, old son! You'll apologise to him
now, Gus, won’t you?”

“Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus, slowly and
wearily. “I shall be pleased to apologise to him,
as fwom one gentleman to anothah.”

“Good!” eried Wally. “Then I'll go and tell
him!”

“Bai Jove! Look here, Wally—"

But D’Arcy minor was gone. )

At the end of the passage he ran into Knox.

Gerald Knox gave a yelp as Wally’s head struck

. him in the waistcoat, and he fell back against the

wall. :
(Continued on next page.)

THE
EDITOR’S
CHAIR

ALLO, CHUMS!—I have just been planning next
I I Wednesday’s super issue, and I can tell you, it
was a real joy preparing the stories for the
printer, but it was a real problem fitting them into the
space! You see, the opening yarn of Martin Clifford’s
great new St. Jim’s series is longer than usual, and I
really wanted another two pages to get it all in. But
by a little wangling, I have succeeded. So next week’s
new yarn will be exactly the same in length as Martin
Clifford typed it. -

I feel that the features “Laugh These Off!” and
“Detective Kerr Investigates ” deserve a rest after
such a lengthy run. Readers will be more than com-
pensated by the extra length of the grand new St. Jim’s
story, It is called:

“THE FLYING SCHOOLBGQYS!”

Thanks to the generosity of Gussy’'s pater, Lord
Eastwood, Tom Merry & Co. arc booked for the most
exciting holiday trip of their lives—a tour on the
Continent in a sumptuous air liner. What a grand
holiday! Wouldn’t we all like to be going with them,
eh? But if we cannot travel with the chums of St.
Jim’s, we can do the next best thing—read all about
their adventures! )

But before the fiying schoolboys depart, Arthur
Augustus hecomes involved in a very strange affair in
Wayland Woods. An American in fear of enemies en-
trusts into Gussy’s eare a little black box. What it
contains is a mystery, but from that moment danger
dogs the St. Jim’s chums on their holiday trip, and the
black box in Gussy’s possession is the cause of it!

Whatever you do, chums, don’t miss the opening story
of Martin Clifford’s new series. And another thing—
tell all your pals the good news. They’'ll .want to read
the yarn, too.

Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letter :.
The Editor, The GEM, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

“HANDSOME ALF!”

Frank Richards & Co., in the runaway balloon, find
themselves in the thick of thrills in  North-West
Canada. They succeed in landing after a perilous
cruise, only to run into worse peril in the shape of
“Handsome Alf”! Alf Carson, to give him his right
name, enjoys a certain amount of notoriety of an un-
pleasant kind in the North-West, being the leader of a
gang of lawless ruffians. But that cuts no ice with
the Cedar Creek chums when they run up against him.
Handsome Alf has to climb down, but he swears to
“get ” them, and afterwards it’s touch and go for
Frank Richards & Co.!

Lastly, we have another grand story of the boys of
the Benbow called “Lost At Sea!” It tells of the lively
events that lead up to a terrible calamity—Jack Drake
being struck down from the maintop in the darkness
and falling into the sea! And only his enemy,
Daubeny, knows about it!

Altogether next week’s pumber is a thriller. Chin,
chin, chums! :

- THE EDITOR,
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When Kuox recovered his balance, he made a
dive after Wally, but that cheerful youth was
well on his way up the passage. Knox peounded
after him.

He was surprised when the fag, on reaching the
Dottom of the stairs, made for the Head’s study.

“Come here, you young rascal!” roared Knox.
“THI give you the licking of your life, young
D'Arcy.”

Wally had reached the Head's study door, and
hie 1‘11|§hed straight into the room. Knox follow-
ing him,

Mr. Railton was with the Head. Both masters
sprang to their feet in alarm as Knox and
Wally D’Arcy entered so precipitately.

¢ Knox—D’Arcy minor!” exclaimed Dr. Holmes.
“YWhat is the meaning of this?” :

“1 discovered this junior at the door of the
punishment-room "' gasped the bully of the Sixth.
“He ran away when I tried to grasp him. I
chased him here, and——" .

“I was coming to see you, sir,” interposed
Wally quickly.. “My major has sent a message.
1Ie is willing to apologise to Mr. Selby!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Dr. Holmes.

Mr. Railton’s worried face lit up with a ray of
joyful surprise. i

“Good gracious! This is indeed gratifying!™ he
exclaimed. “Is that really the truth, D’Arcy
minor 77

“Honest Injun, sir!” gasped
jovously. “Try him, sir!”

The Housemaster turned eagerly to Dr. Holmes.

“The boy has given way at last, sir,” he ex-
claimed. “His common sense has overruled his
obstinacy P

The venerable Head of St. Jim’s nodded.

“Will you kindly bring Mr. Selby here, Mx.
Railton ?” he said. “I will go and see D’Arcy
major, Knox, in the circumstances, D'Arcy
minor is excused. You may go!”

And Knox went, scowling. .

Dr. Holmes went up to the punishment-room
and opened the door. i .

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood facing him.

The noble swell of St. Jim’s looked haggard
and pale, and his eyes had lost their brightness.
‘i"ven his monocle seemed to have gone dull.

“D’Arcy major,” exclaimed the Head, “is il
irue that you have consented to apologise to
Mr. Selby?” . .

“VYaas, thav is twue, sir,”” replied Arthur
Augustus guietly. “He has told my minah that
ho is sowwy, 8o, in the cires, I will wendah him
ilic apology that is due, as fwom one gentlemau
10 anothaﬁ. That will make things all wight.”

“Very well, D’Arcy.” said Dr. Holmes, much
relieved. “Step this way with me, will you?
You shall have the opportunity at once of
apologising to Mr. Selby.”

The Third Form master was already in the
Flead’'s study when Dr. Holmes and D’Arcy
arrived. .

Mr. Selby stared at Arthur Augustus like one
in a dream.

“Good gracious!” he ejaculated. ‘You—you
have just fetched the young rascal from the
punishment-room, sir?”

“Ves, Mr, Selby,” said the Head dryly.
“T’Arcy major has been there ever since Mon-
day, as far as I know.”

“But—but.” stammered Mr. Selby, “I saw
him with my own eyes, in the quadrangle this
evening. T chased him into the Rylcombe Woods,
where I was attacked by footpads—-"
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Wally D'Arcy

“Imposs, Mr. Selby!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “I have not left the -punish-
ment-woom since Mr. Wailton locked me in there
on Monday.”

“At what time did this occur, Mr. Selby(”
asked Mr. Railton coldly.

“It was cight o’clock,” said Mr. Selby.

Mr. Railton smiled sardonically. )
~ “Well, Mr. Selby,” he said, “you might he
interested to know that at precisely cight o'clack
this evening I was with D’Arey in the punish-
ment-room, endeavouring to persuade him to
drink some cocoa.”

Mr. Selby was floored. '

“You-must have been mistaken,” said D
Holmes dryly.  “However, D’Arey major has
come here for the express purpose of apologising
Is that so, D’Arcy ?”

. said Arthur Augustus slowly. “T am
sowwy,  Mr. - Selby, that you suffered sc
gweviously in our twouble on Monday. I apolo-
gise for my wuff tweatment of you. I twust you
will. accept that apology, as given fwom ore
gentleman to anothah, and that you will considal

cvewythin® all wight.”

Mr., Selby seemed to choke.

“Well, Mr. Selby,” said the Head, raising hi-
eyebrows and peering at the Third Form maste:
over the rims of his eyeglasses. “ID’Arcy major
lias rendered you an apology. Is that quite
satisfactory 77

“Ye-es.” stuitered Mr. Selby at last.
am satisfied ! )

'And, with a choleric look around him, Mr.
Selby retired rather hastily from the Head's
study. )

“I am glad you have brought this painful
matter to a close, D’Arcy,” said Dr. Holmes, re-
garding the swell of St. Jim’s severely. “I have
no doubt that you were convinced that you were
justified in the course you took. But surely, my
boy, you could not expect me, as headmaster of
this school, to lower my prestige so far as {o

3
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accede to your demands?’

“I twust you do not think I have ovahlocked
the wespect that is due to you, sir,” replicd
Arthur Augustus, in a very weary voice. * But,
as“I pointed out to you pweviously, sir—"

. Yes, yes, my lad!” interposed the Head.
1T{\le matter now 1shhap;k))ily ended, and we
shall say no more on the subject. Y
“Thank you, sir!” ! Mok
And the St. Jim’s hunger-striker went.

Outside, his chums were eagerly awaiting him.

Upon hearing that everything was settled, they
raised a cheer, and immediately rushed Gussy
away to Study No. 10 in the Shell passage. )

There was a feast fit for the gods awaiting
him, Fatty Wynn having performed his task of
preparing the feast like a hero.

It was a merry gathering that partook of a
meal from the festive board that evening.

Tom Merry & Co. simply piled D’Arcy’s plaie
with good things. .

Arthur Augustus was nothing loath to devour
the goodly viands thrust before him, and he out-
did Fatty Wynn in that oceupation.

Everybody was glad that the battle between
Arthur Augustus D’Arey and Mr. Selby had
ended amicably; but none was more glad thax
Gussy himself, who had stubbornly fasted in his
role as the St. Jim’s hunger-striker !
Nextaweek : ¢ THE FLYING SCHOOLBOYS! ' -
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Carried Away !

6 OU f{ellows seen it?”
Churky Todgers asked that question
cagerly as Frank Richards & Co. jumped
off their horses at the gate of Cedar Creek
School. .

“Seen what?” asked Frank.

“Tt, of course!”

“But what is ‘it ’?” asked Bob Lawless.

“Then you haven't seen it,” said Chunky. “I
haven’t, either. But Lawrence has, and Hopkins.
They say the balloon’s coming this way.”

“The what?” exclaimed Frank Richards in
astonishment.

“The balloon,” answered Chunky. ‘Tom and
Molly Lawrence saw it when they started for
school this morning. A man from a Thompson
ranch saw it last evening—he was saying so in

- Gunten’s store.. Jolly queer, isn’t it?7”

Frank Richards glanced up at the sky. Fleecy
clouds dotted the wide expanse of blue in the
bright spring sunshine. But there was nothing
else to be seen, save a distant cagle winging its
flight towards the mountains.

In the Cedar Creek playground a good many
of the fellows were standing with their heads
thrown back, looking up at the sky.

“But it’s rot!” said Bob Lawless. “Where
could a balloon come from in this section? No
gas for it, I guess, if there was a balloon.
You’ve been eating too much maple sugar, and
dreaming, Chunky !”

“Must have come from somewhere,” said
Todgers. “Over the line, perhaps.” ;

“That’s a jolly long way!” said Frank.

“Well, Lawrence has seen it,” said Chunky
Todgers. “I say, Molly, you've seen the
balloon, haven’t you?”

Molly Lawrence nodded.

“We saw it over the timber as we came up
the trail,” she answered. “It was just drifting

MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

T R T U THI T

Cast adrift in a balloon—unable to land

—heading for wunknown peril! Never

before have Frank Richards & Co. been
faced with such a situation.

AT TR R TR

“Who was in it7” asked Bob.

“I couldn’t see anyonc.” .

There was a sudden shout from Dick Dawson,
who had climbed to the top of Mr. Slimmey’s
cabin to obtain a better view.

“Here she comes!”

There was a rush for Mr. Slimmey’s cabin at
once. Dawson, astride of the ridge at the top,
pointed exeitedly.

“There she comes—over the timber by the
creek ! Noebody in it, that I can sce.”

“Look !” exclaimed Frank.

All the Cedar Creek fellows could see it now.
The balloon was drifting low over the timber,
and a rope, dangling from the basket beneath,
brushed in the trectops. There was a large
hook at the end of the rope, which caught
occasionally in a bough, and gave the balloon a
jerk; but 1t broke loose again. It was catching
only in the twigs at the summit of the trees,
which gave little hold. The great gas envelope,
drifting..on the wind, loomed larger and larger.
It was coming directly towards Cedar Creéek
School, over the trees. . :

There were exclamations on all sides.

Miss Meadows, the schoolmistress, came ouf
of the schoolhouse t{o gaze upward. Mr.
Slimmey stepped from his cabin, ~ Even -the
black stableman came out to see the unusual
spectacle above.

“It must be adrift,” said Frank Richards.
“Can you see anybody in the car, Bob?”

“Nix,” answered Bob.

“Maybe somebody down in the car. out of
sight,” said Vere Beauclere. “It’s jolly odd!
That grapnel must have been thrown out to
catch, 1if possible; the man wants to descend.”

“The galoot may be ill, if there’s anybody in
the car at all,” said Eben Hacke. “And I guess
there must be. The balloon can’t have started
on its travels all on its lonesome.”

Every eye was fixed on the oncoming balloon.
It was drifting lower now, but it still kept clear
of the trees. It was so strange and novel a
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sight ab the backwoods scheol that nobedyv atb

Cedar Creek was thinking of morning lessous
inst then. Even Miss Meadows forgot that it
was_time for the schiool bell to ring.

“It's going to pass right over us,” said Kern
Cunten, the Swiss. “I guess if that bLalleen's
astray it’s worth roping in!”

. “Findings keepings !” remarked Keller.

“If it’s astray a galoot would have a claim
1o salvage for roping it in,” remarked Eben
Hacke thoughtfully, “It's a bit too high up
for a lasso, though, I reckon!”

“Just a trifle,” grinned Bob Lawless.

“Dear mei” said Mr. Slimmey. “This is very
remarkable ! Lawless, you have very good cyes.
Cannot you see anyonc in the car?”

“Not a sign, sir.”

“It is very odd. Perhaps the voyagers have
Janded, and the balloon has broken away,”
remarked Mr, Slimmey thoughtfully.

“ I guess that’s it,” said Bob, with a nod.

Clatter, clatter, clatter !

“Hallo! Here comes somebody in a huarry!”
exclaimed Lawrence.

A horseman came dashing up the trail past the
school gate. He rode with- his eyes glancing
upwards, evidently watching the floating balloou.
Somewhat-to the surprise of the schoolboys, he
mned in at the gateway, and jumped off his
liorse.

The man was & stranger at Cedar Creck. Io
was a tall, thin man, with a sharp nose, and
gold-rimmed spectacles. It was easy to sec that
he belonged to the other side of the *line »—
ithe border between Canada and the United
States,  He stood with his head thrown back,
watching the balloon as it came slowly on, drife-
ing on the soft breeze of spring.

**Oh  thunder I” the schoolboys heard him
exclaim.  “Hyer she is, and out of rcach!
guess this is no cinch !” ‘

“ Looks like the owner,” grinned Bob Lawless.

“Is that your balloon, sir?” asked Irank
Richards.

The big American looked at him.

“Yep!” he answered tersely.

“Anybody in it?”

3 Nope 1

“ Left you stranded ?” asked Kern Gunten,

““Correet 1” .

- The American gentleman was evidently a man
of few words. He looked up at the balloon
again, and then looked at the lumber schoolhouse.
1le seemed to be calculating.

““She’ll pass over the shebang ! he was heard
to mutter. .*There’s the hook hanging loose, and
a* good hand with a riata might rope it in.
T'here’s a chance, by gumm!” He looked at the
schoolboys again. “Youngsters, is there .a boy
hiere who knows -how to handle a lasso 7"

“You bet!” answered Bob Lawless.

“Lots!” said Frank Richards with a smile.

“Boys, I reckon there’s a chance of roping in
that balloon, if a younker here has the nerve to
zet on the roof yonder, and try for it as it
passes over. I calculate T'll stand a hundred
dollars, spot cash, to the fellow who does it!”
said the big American. “Who's the best hand
with a lasso here?”

“Bob’s the man,” said Frank at once.
““There’s a chance, Bob. Go in and win!”

“I guess I'l try. if Miss Meadows will leb
me,” said Bob Lawless. “I don't want any
dollars, though. I'll do it to oblige you.”

“So long es you do it, never mind the rest,”
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“Tll ask Miss Meadows.”
“Schoolmistress—hey ?” asked the American

'g(-ntle:}nan, looking round. “I guess I'll ask that

lady 1’

He strode across to the porch of the lumber
schoolhouse, where Miss Meadows was standing,
and_raised his hat.

“Madam,” he said in his brisk way, ©Hiram
K. Chowder at your service. You see that
balloon? That is my property. I guess I've
bieen chasing it for twenty-four hours !

“Indeed !” said Miss Meadows with a smile.
“I hope you will succeed in catching it.”

“I guess I hope so, madam. That balloon’s
worth well over a thousand dollars!” said Mor.
Chowder impressively. “I've had bad luck with
that balloon. I've made twenty ascents, more or
less, and never had such bad luck. But what
can a galoot do when he’s caught in a sudden
gale .of wind? I calculate I got off cheap in
being blown northward to this hyer section,
instead of being smashed up, as I might have
been.”

“You were fortunate,” said Miss Meadows.

“In a way, yep!” said Mr, Chowder ruefully.
“When I got the hook to hold on to a tree
vesterday morning I reckoned it was 0.K., and
I climbed out to ask where I was, and whether
there was anything in the grub line going. And
hang me if that rope didn’t drag loose, and the
halloon float away before my eves! I guess I
was mad! It was hours before I could get hold
of a hoss and follow that balloon; and a dozen
times I've lost the track of it when the blessed
wind changed, and up and down this hyer valley
I've been inquiring after it.”

Mr. Chowder paused for breath.

Miss Meadows was sympathetic. She under-
stood that Mr. Chowder had some request to
make, and that - this explanation was a pre-
liminary to it. 5

Mr. Cliowder pointed at the balloon with a
leng thin finger.

“You watch it, madam,” he said. “That
balloon is going to pass right over your school-
house hyer.”

“ It seéms so0,” assented Miss Meadows,

“A good hand with a lasso might rope it in.
You see, the big hook’s floating,” said Mr.
Chowder. “I don’t say it’s easy; I say it’s pos-
sible.  'Will you let that young galoot get on the
roof and try, madam ?”

Miss Meadows hesitated.

Bob Lawless had already got hold of his trail

rope, and was forming a noose to turn it into a

lariat. Bob was evidently quite ready for the
venture, risky as it was.

“I guess, madam, that kid looks hefty, and he
wor’t break his neck,” said Mr. Chowder per-
suasively.  “That balloon’s worth a lot to me,
madam. ‘T earn my bread, I guess, with making -
balloon ascents in the iStates, and if I don’t get
Ler back, I calculate 'm a busted man!”

“Lawless I

“Yes, Miss Meadows?”

“Do you wish to try to oblige this gentleman 7

“Yes, Miss Meadows,” said Bob eagerly. “1 .
think I might be able to do it,. too !”

“Very well,” said the schoolmistress. “ You
may try, Lawless; but take every care, and do
net run too much risk.”

“T'll be careful, madam,” said Bob.

“I guess 'm much obliged to you, madam,”
said Mr. Chowder. “Youngster, if you rope in
that balloon for me, I'm your debtor for life.”
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Black Sam brought a ladder from the stable,
and Bob, with his lasso over his arm, clambered
up to the high ridge of the schoolhouse roof. All
eyes were on him as he stood perched there,
lasso in hand. The balloon, drifting low, was
past the timber now, and rolling on towards the
school. In a few minutes it would be over the
playground, and then it would pass over 'the
schoolhouse roof. The iron hook would dangle a
few yards above Bob’s head.

A clear eye and a skilful hand were required
for such a “catch”; and even so, the chances
were ten to one against success. But there was
a chance, at least; and a chance was worth trying
for the sake of the stranded American gentleman.
Bob Lawless intended to do his best.

There was a breathless silence in the crowd as
the balloon drifted closer and closer, The great
gas cnvelope towered above the upturned faces,
the car swaying under it, and the loose rope
dangling to and fro.

Bob, astride the roof ridge, had his clear eyes
fixed on the floating hook as it swung nearer and
nearer. -

Mr. Hiram XK. Chowder stood motionless,
scarcely breathing, so keen was his anxiety that
this faint chance of catching the truant would
materialise.

(Closer and closer. Bob’s arm moved at last
with an elastic swing, and the rope flew. There
was a gasp of anxious cagerness in the crowd
below as the noose of the lasso smote the floating
iron hook in the air.

“Caught | yelled Frank Richards.

“Hurrah !”

“Well done, Lawless!”

The balloon was floating on, and it could he
scen that the lasso noose was looped on the iron
hook. The noose closed up at once as the hoolk
dragged away. .

Bob, on the ridge, paid out the rope, or he
would have been dragged away. He threw the
loose end of his lasso downward to his chums.

“Catch hold!” he shouted.

Frank Richards and Beauclerc rushed to catch
the rope, Mr. Chowder with them. For Bob
alone eould never have dragged the great monster
downward. But almost as they reached the rope
it was suddenly whisked away under their eyes
into the air.

A strong gust of wind had caught the balloon,
and it shot suddenly upwards. The trailing rope
vanished above their heads. And then, as they
looked up, Frank Richards & Co. uitered-a cry
of horror. Bob Lawless was holding on to the
rope with both hands in a strong grip, and as
the balloon shot upwards in the windy gust, Bob
was dragged bhodily from the roof and swept
away into space.

Captured !

1] OB !” shouted Frank Richards.

B “Good heavens !” gasped Beauclere.

Miss Meadows’ face was white,

“Qh, Jerusalem crickets!” exclaimed Mr.
Chowder. .

Up and up went the balloon, with horrified
eyes watching it from the playground. Below,
on the lasso attached to the iron hook, swung
Bob Lawless. So sudden had been the ascent
that Bob had been snatched, as it were, from the
schoolhouse roof as if by a giant hand. He had
only time {o close his grasp tighter on the rope
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as 'he was whirled away, swinging to and fro in
the air.

In"a few seconds the earth was a hundred yards
below him. It was rather by instinct than by
thouglit that he tightened his grasp on the rope
as he swung into space. Now his teeth were set,
and his face, though white, was cool and steady.
He was holding on to the lasso for his life!

“Boh!” groaned Frank. .

Vere Beauclere caught his chum’s arm.

“Frank! After him! The balloon must come
down again! It’s only a gust of wind that drove
it up. It was floating low before = After him!
Get to the horses!”

Frank nodded.

They ran together to the corral, and led out
their horses without another word. It was no
time to' think of school, or even to ask leave of
Miss Meadows. They mounted in the gateway
and dashed away in pursuit of the floating bal-
loon. Three or more of the Cedar Creek fellows
followed them. Past the school buildings, the
chums rode across country in pursuit of the
balloon.

“He’s holding on |” breathed Frank.

“Thank Heaven for that!” muttered Beauclere.
“Bob’s got plenty of nerve, and if he holds on
he’s safe.” '

It must come down,” muttered Frank.

They rode hard after the balloon, keeping pace
with the floating monster. Cedar Creck School
was left far behind. It was certain that the
balloon must descend again to its former level,
and then the lasso would trail on the ground.

But if it descended farther, or too suddenly,
what would happen to Bob, then? And if he lost
his hold—

Bob Lawless was keeping his hold. Both his
hands were strong in their grasp of the rope, and
he had succeeded in twisting it round one arm
o make his hold more secure.

The carth was fifty yards below him, and a fall
meant death, sudden and terrible. But Bob
Lawless’ nerve was good. So long as he held on
he was safe, and he was holding on. His arms
were beginning to ache, but he was by no means
at the end of his strength.

Below him the rope trailed among the iree-
tops as the balloon drifted on. It was settling
downward again.

“Hold on, Bob!”

Frank Richards’ shout floated up to him from
helow, and he knew that his chums were follow-
ing him.. The balloon was floating now over a
thick belt of timber, and Frank and Beauclere
had been compelled to come to a halt. The timber
was too thick for the horses. There was nothing
for it but to dismount, The horses were sent
trotting back to the school alone, and the twe
chums plunged into the timber.

Here and there, through openings in the trees,
they caught sight of the balloon again, drifting
slowly on the gentle breeze, and settling lower
and lower. s

Bob Lawless, hanging between carth and sky,
felt his boots brush against high branches in the
timber. The wind was so light now that the
balloon drifted more and more slowly, and once
or twice came almost to a stop over the trces.

Bob T.awless looked downward as he swung
over an open glade.

“Bob!” came in a shout from below.

Frank and Beauclerc were running across the
glade beneath him. It was: easy .to:keep pace
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with the scarcely moving balloon. Lower and
lower it settled, and the end of the long trail
Topc was -almost within reach of the schoolboys.

Bob Lawless, setting his teeth hard, began to
slide down tho rope, hand below hand.

Frank and Beau kept pace below, watching for

n chance to catch the end of the lasso. It came
within reach at last. annk made a spring

upwards, and caught it in both hands and held
on, The jerk tautened the rope, and the ballocn
surged down a little. Vere Beauclerc scized the
rope the next moment,

“Come on, Bob!”

it was safc enough for Bob to slide down now,
with the end of the rope on the earth. He came
down fast, and landed on the ground. He did
not let go the rope.

Bob Lawless stood panting, his cheeks white,
Tu spite of his nerve, he had been through an
« v;»cuenco that had told heavily on him.

“Bob, old chap!” gasped Frank.

Bob smiled faintly.

“That was-a close call!” he muttered. “I—I
thought I was a gone coon when I was whisked
n.f the roofl”

“*1—I thought so, too, Bob.

“Only o bit dizzy.’

“Take a turn of the rope round a stump,”
said DBeauclerc. “The wind may catch the
Hizlloon’ ugam and all threec of us might be
dragged up.”

“Oh, by gum! Yes,
«\(Lumed Bob.

The rope was hastily passed round a tree twice
and tied. The balloon settled lower, and the iron
fook was almost within reach now.

You're not hurt 77

get a move on!”

“Thcre! The dashed thing cant float away
again |” exclaimed Boauclmc Welve caught
it for Mr. Chowder; you're entitled to tie

hundred dollars after all, Bob.”

The rancher’s son laurrhod

“0Old Chowder can lmop his dollars,” hc said.
“But I'm glad we’ve bagged his blessed contr ap-
tion for him, How far are we from the school”’

““Six miles, at least,” said Frank.

““0Oh, Jerusalem 1*

“And we had to send our gees bacl at tho

umher, said Beauclerc. ¢ Still, we've got the
Lalloon. Hallp, here comes Gunten !”

Kern Gunten, the Swiss, came hurrying across
ine glade. Half a dozen of the Cedar Creek
follows hLad followed in pursuit, but they had
turned back at the timber, losing sight of the
balloon there. CGunten had kept on, however—
not because he wished to be of any service to
Mr, Hiram Chowder, but for more selfish reasons.
His eyes glistened as he came up, and found the
balloon secured.

“We've got it!” he exclaimed.

“We !” ropoa.ted Bob.

“Well, you've got it,” said Gunten. “I
yeckone il you were done f01 when you were
carried off, Lawless. You had a nerve to hang
on to that rope as you did!”

“1t was that or a broken neck,” said Bob.

“0ld Chowder was nearly \\eepmg when 1
came away,” gl‘mned Gunten. . “His horse was
~pent, and we left him miles behind. T say, this
looks like being a good thing, you fellows.
Chowder oﬂ'ered a hundred dollars for bagging
Liis- balloon.”

-‘fI don’t want his dollars,” said Bob curtiy.

“You mean it’s worth more?”

“1 mean I don’t want anything.”
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“Look here, that’s rot!” said Gunten. “Wo
can stick him for three hundred at least; it's
worth that for sa]vage. You fellows follow my
lead in this. I’ve got a business head ”

. Frank Richards & Co. looked at Gunten. The
eyes of the Swiss were glistening with cager
mu-d Evidently he thought he saw the oppor-
tunity of a profitable transaction at the expense
of the unlucky American.

“It’s a regular cinch,” went on Gunten. “The
man himself said the balloon was worth over a
thousand dollars. We’re entitled to somcthing
per cent for salving it for him.”

“You had no hand. in it, Gunten.”

“T'll stand in with you, and get you more
than \ou could get for yourselves,” said the
Swiss, “Look here, we can make a legal claim
hefore the sheriff, If Chowder doesn’t agree to
pay, 1110 balloon can be detained until the
matter’s settled in court.”

“ My hat 1"

“You see, Chowder’s in a foreign countr;
Lere,” grinmed CGunten. “He’s left the United
States over the line. He’s in Canada now.
Wln my popper could work it like a charm,
anct put lom to no end of expense before he
could get the balloon back. He knows the law.
Look here, vou fellows stand in with me, and
Tl undertalie to screw a hundred dollars each
for us out of the man.”

“Do you thmk we want to screw money out
of a stranger in distress?” roarced Bob L‘l\\]e~<
“Oh, don't be a fool, Lawless! I tell you, it's

a rvegular cinch!”

“Not- good enough!” said Trank Richards,
laughing. “We are going to hand Mr. Chowder
fris balloon free of charge, Gunten!” )

“What do you get out of the business, then?”
de manded Gunten.
“ Nothing.”

“ r_‘;trangc as it may appear to you. CGunten, we
don't ‘'want anything,” remarked Vere Bcauclc-rc.

Gunten gave a snort of disgust.

“You can’t fool me!” he answered. “You
want to stick the pilgrim for the dollars, and
) 2
leave me out. That’s your game!

“'Oh, shut up!” said Bob Lawless roughly.

“Youw're a worm, Gunten, and you don’t under-
stand a decent chap 1”?

“1 think we can pull it in now, -

]t seeins to be settling down.”

“Good!  All together,” said Bob.

The three chums pulled on the rope, Cunten
\.a.t(,hl]]"‘ them with a savage scowl. The

Lalloon scttled lower in the gladc, clear of the
trees, and the grapnel came in reach. Lower it
came and lower.

“Stand clear!” shouted Bob.

And the chums of Cedar Creek jumped back
as the great wicker basket bumped into the grass.

said Trank.

Sent Adrift !

RANK RICHARDS drew the rope in, and
-wound it about the tree. Then he ]umpod
into the car, to be followed by his chums

and Gunten.

The. great gas envelope
Liranches of the trees,
hopped .on the gwund
(‘aptwo now.

‘I suppose the chap will sail this nomo if he
eets. a good wind,” said mank Richards., “We've
only got to fotch him here.”

“By gum! I'd like to go up in it,”

bumped on the
and the wicker basket
but the balloon was a

said Bob.
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“Ilrfgkon we' couldn’s sail back te Cedar Creck
—eh !

Frank Richards laughed.

“Not unless you can_ guide the balloon,” he
said.  “It depends on the wind, and the wind’s
blowing away from Cedar Creek.” :

“Well, after we’ve had a bit of a rest; we'll
go and tell Chowder it’s here, safe and: sound,”
said Bob.

“Listen to me, you fellows,” urged Gunten.
“There’s no need to say a word to Chowder till
he agrees to our terms., He’d never find the
halloo}u in this timnber; it can’t be seen over the
trees.”  m

“Will you stop chewing the rag, Gunten?”
exclaimed Bob Lawless impatiently. I tell you
we don’t want to make anything out of the
galoot !” .

“And T tell you you're a liar!” said Gunten
angrily, “Don’t tell me silly yarns like that!”

Bob’s eyes gleamed. ’

“You cringin’ foreign worm !” he exclaimed.
“You think everybody’s as big a rotter as you
are yourself. But you can’t call me a lar,
Gunten ¥’

“You're Iying, and you know it!” said Gunten
savagely. “You want to make a bargain with
(_‘h?\!\:der, and leave me out. Hands off, you
iool I

Bob Lawless, with gleaming eyes, grasped the
Swiss, Gunten struck at him savagely, and Bob
uttered a sharp cry as Gunten’s knuckles crashed
into his face. ;

“By gum !” panted Bob.

He grasped the Swiss by the back of the
collar and swung him over the rim of the car.
Gunten hung there, his heels kicking against the
- wickerwork. )

“Yon rotter!” shouted Bob .wrathfully. “Get
out! If you don’t vamoose instanter I guess I'll
come after you, and lay the trail rope about your
carcass.”

With a swing of his arm Le tossed the yelling
Swiss into the grass. Gunten sprawled at full-
length. He sat up dazedly.

Bob Lawless shook his fist at him over the edge
of the car.

“Vamoose !” he rapped out,

“You rotter!” hissed Gunten.

“Vamoose, I tell you!”

Cunten staggered to his feet. His face was
white with rage and hatred as he glared at the
three schoolboys in the car.

Bob Lawless picked up ‘an empty mecat {in
from the bottom of the car, and it whizzed
ihrough the air as Gunten stood panting and
shaking a furious fist at him. The Swiss yelled
ags the missile caught him on the chest. He
dodged back into the thickets.

“Good riddance !” said Boh, rubbing his nose
where Gunten’s knuckles had landed. “By the
great gophers, I've a jolly good mind to give him
a taste of the trail rope. I will if he comes
back.” '

“He won’t come back,” said Frank, laughing.

But Frank Richards was mistaken on that
point. The Swiss had not gone far.

The three chums sat on the inside seat of the
car, resting before they started on the long
tramp back to Cedar Creek, and chatting care-
lessly. They did not guess for a moment that
Kern Gunten was still at hand.

The Swiss, with a savage gleam in his eyes,
had crept back through the thickets on his hands
and knces, and was now: close behind the trec

“You—you—->

As they looked up Frank Richards & Co. ut-
tered a cry of horror. Bob Lawless was
holding on to the rope, and as the balloon shot
upwards in the windy gust, Bob was dragged
bodily from the recf and swept away into space !

round which the rope was secured, Keeping well
out of sight behind the tree, he opened his clasp-
knife, and sawed through the rope. In a minutie
or less 1t was cut through. Gunten tied the loose
cnds together with a length of twine to keep the

" rope in pesition,

The balloon was no longer sccurced. At the
first motion the iwine would snap like thread,
and the rope would whisk away from the trunk.
But, with tho weight of the three schoolboys, the
car was planted firmly on the grass now, and the
great gas envelope towered over them, almost

motionless.
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Gunten was not finished yet. He put away
knife and came round the tree. Frank Richara
& Co. did not see him till he caught the rim of
the car and clambered in again. Bob Lawless
started to his feet angrily as the Swiss jurmped
into the car.

“You've come back, you coyote !” he shouted.
“By gum, I’ll give you something that will keep
you away!”

Gunten did not even look at him., He grasped
one of the sacks of sand, and before Bob could
seize him, or even un(,.ersmnd what he was af,
he raised it over the rim of the car with a great
effort. The sack went over the rim and crashed
on the ground, and Gunten leaped after it, just
escaping Bob’s fist. He rolled in the grass beside
ihe sack.

“What on carth—-——— ejaculated Beauclerc.

“Is he mad?” exclaimed I'rank Richards, i
wonder.

Gunter’s action astounded all three. Why the
Swiss should leap into the car and pitch out a
bag of sand and himself was a mystery. But the
next minute they understood.

“Great .Scott ! She’s going up!” shouted Bob
Lawless, as the car rocked under their feet.

Frank rushed to the side. To his amazement
and horror, the grass, and Gunten sprawling in
it, were six or seven yards below. The rope,
whisking away from the tree, _dangled loose. It
had been cut short, and the iron hook and the
lasso lay on the ground, only a few yards of
rope hangmﬂ from the car.

“It’s going up!” gasped Beauclere,

“He’s cut the rope!” yelled Bob.

Below, Kern Gunten scrambled to his fect. He
!ool\cd up after the rising car with savage exulta-
tion in his face, and shook his fist at the three
schoolboys peering over the rim in utter dismay.

“Good-bye !” he shouted mockingly. “I hope
f'ou’%l come down this side of the Pacific. Ha,
ha, ha!

Gunten’s yell of mocking laughter died away
below. The balloon was rising rapxdlv above the
tree-tops.

“Hold on!” gasped Frank.

The car rocked wildly. Bob had given a hasty
glance down, avondering whether the distance
would be too great to jump, but the rise was
too sudden. Already the loose rope was brush-
ing the highest branches of the trees. And the
balloon was rising higher. The heavy sack of
sand had made all the difference. As the balloon
rose above the timber a gust of wind caught it,
and it went sailing away across the forest.

Kern Gunten watched it go till the tree-tops
hid it from sight. His mocking laugh died away.
As the balloon vanished a change came over the
face of the Swiss. He had intended to give the
chums of Cedar Creek a fright and a shock, and
he did not care much if they were hurt, But it
was borne in upon his mind now that the matter
was probably more serious than he had thought.

It was quite possible that a serious accident
might be the result of his rascally trick, and
that he might have serious consequences to
answer for. At that thought the rogue of the
lumber school changed colour.

“Gosh !” he muttered uncasily.
were killed !”

He glanced round quickly. He was alone in
the wood. No eyes had secen him, save those of
the schoolboys carried away in the balloon, and
if they did not return alive He shuddered at
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fhe thought, but his thoughts were all for himself,
Hn}imuud qmdxlg and strode away through the
inBer
It was a long tramp back to the plain. As he
camc oub of the timber he caught sight of a
Lorseman on  tho trail. It was Hiram K.
Clowder.  Mr. Chowder spotted him and rode
Up.. .
“Been the balloon?” he called out. “Seen that
vounker?  Is he safe?”
‘Yes, I've scen him,” said (mnleu calmly
lne balloon's come down in a glade.”
“Oh, good!” exclaimed Mr. Chowder, in great
16_410 £
© Lawless landed all right,” said Guuten calraly.
‘Iuchards and Beauclerc joined hlm there. 1
thivk they're going up in the balloon.”
“What?” yelled Mr. Chowder.
“Well, T saw them pitch out a sack of sand,

- and the balloon went up,” said Gunten. ©Only

u lark, T guess, Mr. Chowder.”

“Ouly a lark !” gasped Mr. Chowder. “The
voung idiots! "They may all break their necks!
Ok, the pesky young jays!” He put his lmad
back and stared at the sky over the trees. O,
Jerusalem crickets! There she goes!”

Afar in the distance, high over the trees, the
balloon rose into sight from the plain. Gunten
glanced at it, and tramped on towards the lumber

-school. Mr. Chowder had not thought for a

moment of doubting his statements, and the
rogue of (,Ldar Creek felt himself secure if the
victims of his cowardly trick did not come back

Mr. Chowder sat his horse motionless, w atching
the balloon, growing now to a speck in the dis-
tance over the timber. He was still gazing after
it hopelessly when Gunten looked back. again. The
Siwiss shrugged his shoulders and uauqvcd on to
Cedar Creek.

Between Earth and Sky !
¢ T—1 say, this is no cinch!{” groancd Bob
Lawless.

Frank Richards was a little pale. The
balloon, so far, was clearing the tree-tops, but
now and agawn the car rocked against a very
heavy blauch and it spun and oscillated, and
the a(hf\OlbU\\ were flung down.

How to make the balloon descend was beyona
their knowledge; they had never been in one
before, and knew nothing of such things. They
held on desperately as the car rocked and
bumped.

Ahead of them the ground was rising towards
the Thompson Hills, and the thick tree-tops were
ftp s higher level. Frank pointed in front of
niin.

“We've got to go higher, Bob!” he gasped.
“If we crash into that the whole thing may be
smashed up, and then—-"

Bob Lawless understood..

“1 guess that’s so, Franky. Pitch out a sack,
and we shall float clear at any rate.”

“Betier,” agreed Vere Beauclerc. “If the gas
bag should bump into the trees it might burst,
and that would be the finish.”

It was pretty clear that only by rising could
they stave off a catastroplie. Frank Richards
grasped one of the sandbags, and Bob lent him
a hand. It was heaved over . the side, and
disappeared, crashing through the tree-tops.

The result was startling. Relieved of the
weight, the balloon shot up almost like a rocket.
The three chums held on tenaciously, dazed and

Sl
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giddy. The balloon, heeling over a little before
the wind, floated on; but the car was steady
now. -

Frank Richards ventured to look over the side
again. There was no danger now from the tree-
tops. For the highest of the trees on the acclivity
was more than three hundred yards below the
car. The woods looked one shapeless dark blur.

The car floated level, and there was no need
to hold on now. The chums sank into the seats,
and looked at one another. -

l *“Well, this is a go!” said Frank Richards at
ast.

“It is, and no mistake!” said Bob Lawless.
He clenched his fists. “I guess I wish I had
that villain Gunten here!”

“No lessons this morning, anyway,” remarked
Vere Beauclere, with a faint attempt at humour.

“I guess I'd rather be doing Canadian history
at Cedar Creck,” said Bob. ‘“How are we going
to get out of this scrape?”

“There must be some way of getting the thing
down,” said Frank, gazing up at the great
envelope swelling overhead. “Perhaps you pull
one of these cords. I think there’s a valve or
something—"

“We can’t get down among the trees, Frank,”
said Beauclerc quietly.

*“No, that’s so.”

The balloon rolled on.

It was strange country that was spread out
beneath the schoolboys. The earth was too far
off for them to distinguish anything but the
green of the plains, and the darkness of the
woods. High overhead the sun burued in a sky
of almost cloudless blue.

That there was no immediate danger was clear,
and, as they realised it, the three chums took
comfort,

“After all, we wanted a ride in the balloon,”
said Bob Lawless, with a faint grin. “Well,
we've got it !?

“I—I suppose ii’s safe enough,” said Frank
dubiously,  “Old Chowder must have como
hundreds of miles in it when he was blown
away ”

“We've only got to learn how to handle the
thing, Franky.” .

“Only !’ said Frank.

"lHallo, there’s somcbody downstairs!” said
Bob.

“Downstairs,” as Bob Lawless called it, was
on the plain below. TFar down, looking like
moving speoks, two horsemen could be seen,
staring upward. .

“Cowboys. I guess,” said Bob. “By thunder,
I wonder where we are now? I wonder if we
could get down, Franky, now we're past the
timber 7

Frank Richards wrinkled his brows. He
could guess that the cord above his head worked
the valve, by which gas could be allowed to
escape to make the balloon descend. But the
mechamism was quite unknown to him, and if
too much was allowed to escape at once it meant
a sudden rush down to earth—perhaps death.

He hesitated. .

“Better try, Frank,” said Vere quietly. “If
we keep up much longer, goodness knows how
we shall get home, if we land at all! Wc're a
good twenty miles from..school now !”

“All that !” said Bob Lawless. “Twenty miles
on Shanks’ pony isn’t like the same distance on
horseback, If we get stranded in the hills—"

“Better try it,” agreed Frank.

He grasped the eord, and the three schoolboys

1)
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breathed hard as he pulled it. What the result
would be’ they could net tell, hut they had to
take the risk." . #

But thefe was no result. Frank pulled the
cord, and pulled again, but nothing came of it.

“Let me try,” said

Bob Lawless tried, with the same result.

. “I—I suppose there’s a valye or something,
isn’t there ?” muttered the rancher’s son, a little
pale now.

“There must be. But—"

“It’s jammed, I guess.”

Frank Richards drew a deep breath.

“Either it's jammed or it’s fastened, and—and
we don’t know how to open it,” he said. “We—
we can’t get down.” :

Vere Beauclerc jerked at the cord. But the
result was the same as before. The three school-
boys were grave and silent as the balloon drifted

Cool and courageous as they were, Frank
Richards & Co. werc dismayed by the strange
position in which they found themselves; and
they could not help wondering whether they
would ever see Cedar Creek again.

. . . . iy .

Miss Meadows came out of the lumber school-
house after lessons that day with a troubled
face. Cedar Creek School dispersed in unusual
silence and gravity.

Kern Gunten had told his tale at the school,
and naturally, he had heen believed. That the
rascally Swiss had deliberately sent his school-
fellows into danger was not a suspicion that was
likely to oceur to Miss Meadows.

She believed that Frank Richards & Co. had
recklessly attempted an ascent in the balloon, and
she was too alarmed for their safety to feel angry
with them. News of what had happened had to
be sent to the Lawless Ranch, and to the remit-
tance man’s. shack, where Vere Beauclerc was
expected home.

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant master, mounted his
horse, and rode away to take the news; there
was nothing else to be done.

Soon after Mr. Slimmey had departed, Hiram
K. Chowder rode up to the lumber school in the
gathering dusk. The big American was tired,
and his horse was spent, Miss Meadows called
to him hastily.

‘“Have you any news, Mr. Chowder 1”

Mr. Chowder shook his head.

“Nope 1

“Those unhappy boys—"

“Pesky young scallawags!” said Mr. Chowder
wrathfully, *“ Why eouldn’t they let my balloon
alone? "But I’'m geing after that balloon, Miss
Meadows. Hiram K. Chowder never says die—
not Hiram K.1 I guess I'm after my property,
if I have to trail it down as far as the Pacific
Ocean, madam. €an you lend me a horse? I'll
leave my eritter here.”

“Certainly,” said Miss Meadows. “I only
hope you may get some news of those unfortunate
boys.” :

Hiram K. Chowder ncarly snorted.

Miss Meadows was thinking of the three
schoolboys, but Hiram K.’s thought§, not un-
naturally perhaps, were for his property.’
Mounted upon a fresh horse, the big American
took the trail, in a chase that even Hiram K.,
sanguine as he was, could hardly avoid looking
upon as hapeless.

Next Wednesday: ‘‘ FANDSOME ALF!”
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ON THE HIGH SEAS, BOUND FOR THE WEST INDIES, 1Y BOYS OF I'HE BENBLOW HAVE
NO LITTLE FUN AND EXCITEMENT OVER—

Jack Drake dragged the mop, streaming with

inky water, from the bucket. Swoosh !

“ Yurrrrggh !’ spluttered Daubeny, as the

inky mop was driven into his startied face.
¢ Yoooogh ! "’

After Dark !

AP -

Mr. Capps, the steward, grunted, and

put down his glass of toddy. Mr. Capps

had retired to his little state-room after the

labours of the day, and he did not like being
disturbed.

The deor opened, to reveal Jack Drake and
Dick Rodney of the Fourth Form. Mr. Capps
eved them unkindly. ‘

“Time you was in bed,” he said. “Don't
say you want anything from the cantcen—it's
closed.”

“TIt isn’t that,” said Drake, with a smile.
“We're ‘just off to bed, Mr. Capps, and 1
wanted to speak to you first. It's about your
man Slaney."” )

Mr. Capps frowned. He did not
pleased about his man Slaney.

“Bless Slaney !” said Mr. Capps emphatically.
“1f I'd knowed the kind of lubber he was,
he’d never have set foot on board the Benbow.
1 shouldn’t wonder if the captain sticks him
ashore when we touch at the Canaries, DBest
thing te do with the lubber.”

(iBth“____Yﬁ

“fle drinks,” said Mr. Capps indignantly.

Drake glanced at the glass of toddy at the
worthy gentleman’s elbow, and grinned.

“But I've something that belongs to him,”
he gaid. “You know we found him tipsy in
our cabin this afternoon. He—"

*I veported him to Captain Topcastle,” said
Mr. Capps, “as in dooty bound.”

“Well, he left something in my cabin, and
1 want to give it to him. I've been looking
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The
MYSTERIOUS

DOCUMENT!

By Owen Conquest.

for him. aud can’t find him,” explained Drake.
“Where s her”

Mre. Capps grinned:

“Nor you won't find
“lle's dn tho clink.”

“The elink?” repeated Drake.
“That’s it—locked in, on bread and water
for  twenly-four  hours,”  sald the steward.
“That’s Jow the skipper ’ave dealt with ’im.
Hie won't steal another bottle of rum from .ihe
cs agin in a hurry, and make a beasi of

clf in a gentleman’s cabin. Not ‘i !”
Drake whistled.

*Oh, that’s why I can’t find hitn!” he said.

“I dessay. If you've got anyihing that be-
fongs to ‘im, you can give it to 'im to-merrow,
or leave it “ere with me ”

“AIL serene ! Tl see him ro-worrow,”
. “Good-night, Mr. Capps!”

e iwo juniors turned away, leaving Mr.

Capps to the enjoyment of his toddy.  Thes

'l

him,” he answered.

—r

E
said

BT HBI R e e

Vernon Daubeny doesn’t hesitate at
theft to get hold of the mysterious
decument in Jack Drake’s hands, thus
laying himself open to Jack’s jape!

IO

returned  thoughtfully to  the
guarters on the Benbow.

“1 shall have to keep that Spanish paper
ail night, then,” Drake remarked. “1 wish
ihe tipsy ass hadn’t left it in our cabin. Like
his cheek to go to our quarters to guzzle stolen
vum ! tlallo, there’s Daub !’

Daubeny of the Shell loomed up in the

shadows.  Daub’s nose was swollen, and there
was a scowl on his face. He disappeared the
next moment, and there was a muttering of
voices in the darkness, IEgan and Torrence
were with him.
. “They’d have rushed me again if you hadn’t
beerr with e, Roduey,”, Drake remarked, as
il:e {wo Fourth Formers went into Cabin No. 8.
“ Daub’s determined to get hold of Slaney’s weird
document, if he can. He was watching us. 1
suppose he knows Slaney is in clink, and 1
cau't give it to him to-night. I wonder—"
1o paused.

“What now?” asked Rodney.

Fourth  Form
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“Daub’s made up his mind to bag the docu-
ment, if he can. I wonder if he’ll think of
coming here to-night after lights out?”

Rodney nodded.

“Very likely, I thmk ” he said. “He could
sneak in here while we’re asleep easily enough ad

“We'll be ready for him, if he does,’”’ said
Drake.

He left the cabin and returned in a few
minutes with a steward’s mop, and bucket half-
full of water. JInto the bucket he poured the
contents of the study inkpot, and half a bottle
of mdehble ink. Rodney watched him with a

gr1

« Is that for Daub?” he asked.

“You bet!”

“Bed- tlme, you fellows,” said Tuckey Toodles,
coming into the cabin. “I say, Drake, you
can’t give that Spanish paper to Slaney; he’s
in eclink. You'd better hand it to me for
safety.”

“Rats!”

“Of course, I wouldn’t look at it,” said
Toodles. “I wasn’t thinking of that. And I
haven’t borrowed a Spanish dictionary from
Dr. Pankey to work at translating it. Don’t
you ;uhmk so for a minute.

S8

“I’ve just seen Daub and Egan and Torrence
whispering together on deck,” said Toodles.
“ Izla.ub was saying he’d have it before morning,
and—-’

“Oh, was he?” said Drake grimly. “Well,
if he comes for it, it isn’t the document he
will get.”

“T’d look after it like the apple of my eye,
you know——"

‘Cheese it, fathead!”

Tuckey Toodles gave a discontented grunt.
Ile was very anxious to get his fat hand on
the mysterious document left in Cabin No. 8
by the intoxicated one-eyed seaman, Peg Slaney.

Tuckey had been dreaming dreams of buried
treasure in the Spanish Main, on the strength
of that my sterious paper.

The. juniors turned in by the light of the
swinging lamp in the alleyway outside.  Mr.
Packe, the master of the Fourth, made his
rounds seeing that his Form were "all in their
hammocln, and that there were no lights burn-
ing. The Benbow was a wooden ship, and
lights had to be looked after very carefully.

But after Mr. Packe had gone, Jack Drake
slipped from his hammock. He felt assured
that Daubeny of the Shell would pay a visit
to Cabin No. 8 that mght in serach of Slaney’s
document. On the morrow it was to be returned
to the owner, after which Daub was not likely
to have a chance af it.

The knowledge that the word “oro ”—Spanish
for gold—occurred in the document had made
Daubeny very keen about it, added to what
he had heard of Slaney’s boasting among the
crew of treasure that he knew of in South
America. If Peg Slaney had a valuable secret,
he was not a good hand at keeping it.

What happened to the document after he had
returned it to Slaney, Drake cared nothing,
but so long as it _was in his keeping, he meant
to keep it safe. IHe put the mop in the bucket
of inky water, and placed them near his ham-
mock. = Then he got back into his_hammock and
waited. If Daubeny came creeping in in _the
darkness, he was going to-meet with a surprise.

There was a glimmer of moonlight in at the
porthole, but the greater part of the cabin was

black. Save for the sound of the wind in the
rigging, and the oecasional shuffle of a footfall
on the deck overhead, all was silent.

Tuckey Toodles was  soen fast asleep, but
Rodney remained awake in his hammock. Tlm
chums  did not speak. Half an hour passed,
and then Drake’s -quick ears caught a sound
of movement outside. There was a faint
shuffling of socked feet, and then a murmuring
whisper.

Then softly and silently the door opened.

Drake gripped the handle of the mop a little
harder, his eyes gleaming, The visitors had
arrived.

“You fellows asleep?”

It was a whisper in the gloom.
g1.nned but he made no sound.

You fellows awake?”

Daubeny’s voice was a little louder this time.
Only  the resonant snore of Tuckey Toodles
answered him

“It’s all nght Daub,” came Egan’s Wllh[)el
“Go ahnadl Don’t risk waking them.”

Drake

“Hush ¥’
“Can you find the rotter’s jacket in the
dark ?’ 1t was Torrence’s whxspcr now. ‘“‘Don’s

bump on their hammocks.”

“T shall have to_turn on my electric torch,”
whispered Daub. “You fellows stand ready io
rush them if they wake up and turn out. I'll
simply collar Drake’s clobber and bolt with it.
We can search it afterwards.”

“Right-ho 1

Daubeny turned on the torch, and stole softly
into the cabin. The next moment there was a
sudden commetion.

Jack Drake dragged the mop, streaming with
inky water, from the bucket. )

Swoosh }

“Yurrrgggh!” spluttered Daubeny wildly, as
the inky mop was driven into his startled face.
Yoooogh I*?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Yooogh 1

The torch thudded to the floor and went out.
In the darkness Vernon Daubeny clawed and
dabbed frantically at his face. Drake slid ous
of his hammock, dipped the mop into the bucket
again, and rushed forward. Daubeny went stag-
gering out of the cabin, bumping into his startled
comrades, and the mop lashed impartially over
all three of them.

roared Radney.

“Oh! Ah! Ow!”?
O“ Oh gad! Hook it! The beasts are awake!
w i

“Yurrrgh !*

Three mky and breathless raiders fled down
the passage. They almost ran into Mr. Packe,
who had ‘been roused out by the uproar. Drake
chuckled and clesed the cabin door.

Outside Mr. Packe’s angry voice was heard,
and the stammering replies of the bucks of the
Shell, O\phmmg that 1t was “only a rag.” To
Judge by Mr. Packe’s tones, he was not at all
placated by the explanation. Jack Drake
chuckled as he turned in.

“I fancy we shan’t sece Daub again to-night,”
he remarked.

“I think not,” said Reodney, laughing. “I
fancy we shall see hlm in the mmnm"—\nth &
pmbald complexion.”

‘Ha, ha, ha i
Drake placed the Spanish document under his
Trg GeM LIBrRARY.—No. 1,624,
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pillow for safety, but there were no rmore visits
to Study No. 8 that night. Vernon Daubeny had
given it up for the present.

Drake Has An Idea!

ACK DRAKYE grinned when he sighted
Daubeny of the Shell on the deck of the
Benbow the next morning.

Daub had done a great deal of washing and
scrubbing, but he was still showing signs of the
indelible ink. He bestowed a savage scowl oun
Drake, turned his back, and walked away to
Lreakfast.

After breakfast Drake and Rodney came cn
deck again to enjoy the sea-breeze before lessons.
The old Benbow was bowling along under her
mainsail, foresail, and topsails, as gallantly as
in the da},'s of old, when she had sailed under
Nelson'’s flag. Far as the eye could reach in all
directions stretched the wide waters of the
Atlantic. Big steamers loomed up astern and
glided ahead in the distance, “walking” past
the old windjammer; but speed was
object with the school at sea.

“I've got an idea, Rodney,” said Drake, as
the juniors stood by the longboat davits, looking
out at the sunshine on the sea. “Daub is awfully
honn on getting hold of that paper o

“So it seems!” said Rodney, with &

“You'd better take it into class with you.”

“But I’ve got an idea. Daub doesn't know
Spaiish, and if he got hold of the paper he would
have no end of trouble getting it translated
without giving the secret away.”

“But you're not going to let him?”

“It's a stunt,” explained Drake. “I'm not
going to let him have Slaney’s paper, but if he's
keen about translating a Spanish document,
there’s no need to disappoint him. Suppose we
borrow a Spanish book from Dr. Pankey and
make up a mysterious document for Daub?”

Dick Rodney stared at his chum for a moement,
and then burst into a laugh.

“Good wheeze !” he exclaimed.
of time before lessons.”

The two chums found Dr. Pankey in Lis cabin,
and the medical gentleman greeted them with a
kindly nod. Dr. Pankey was keen on Spanish,
a language he knew as well as his own, and it
had been arranged for the doctor to form a
Spanish class on hoard the Benhow, for the
fellows who cared to study it. A good many of
ihe juniors had put their names down, thinking
that a smattering of the tongue of Cervantes
would be useful, as they were going to a Spanish-
speaking country. Drake and Rodney had been
the first to join up, and the class was expected to
commence soon. Dr. Pankey nodded with be-
nignant approval when Drake asked for the loan
of a Spanish book. He had a fine assortment in
his cabin, which looked more like a study than
a cabin.

“You can look at this,” he
Spanish edition of ¢Gil Blas,” which, as yocu
know, was written in French. If you have not
vet vead it in French or English

“ Nunno1”

“Then you shall read it in Spanish when we
get on a little with our class,” said Dr. Panl\s v.
H}ou may take it away and look at it, if you
ike

“Thank you, sir,” said Drake.

The two Fourth Formers carried off the
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volume te Study No. 8, and for the following
ten minutes they were very busy there. When
they came on deck they were smiling.

Daubeny eyed them sourly. Twice he had at-
tempted to get hold of the Spanish document,
aud twice he had been foiled. If Drake carried
it with him to lessons that morning, little chance
remained for Daub.  After lessons Slaney would
be released from the clink, and would recover
possession of his property. Daub had not quite
given up hope, but very nearly. .

The chums of the Fourth did not scem to ob-
serve Daubeny. They passed a few feet from
1-1m. talking:

“Safe enough here,”
Daub’s eyes g]lttelf.d
Drake and Rodney passed on and stopped ncar

Il_lc mainmast, still chatting, without a glance at
rim,

Vernon Daubeny moved away and strolled
round the mainmast. Keeping the mast between
him and the Fourth Formers, he listened.

Drake closed one eye at Rodney.

Daub was keen enough as a rule, but he did
not guess that Drake had made that remark, in
passing him, in order to put him on the scent,
The Shell fellow had taken the bait.

Drake’s voice, quite loud enough to
Daubeny where he was lurking, went on:

“If 1 keep it about me, those rotters may try
to rush me again, Rodneyl”

“But is it safe?”

“Well, my desk is safe enou"u

“1f yvou've locked it
“It doesn'’t lock, but I've put it under a lot of

papers.  Who'd think of looking there?” said
Drake. * Besides, Daub goes mto class the same
time as we do. It's all right.”

Without a glance in the direction of Daubeny,
the Fourth Formers walked away.

Daubeny quitted the spot, his heart thumping.
He had overheard enough, for he had not the
slightest doubt that the Fourth Formers’ remarks
referred to the Spanish document.

He joined Egan and Torrence a few minutes
later.  Both of them were looking rather ill-used
and sulky. after their experience in Study No. 8
the night before.

“It’s all right, you chaps,” breathed Daubeny.

“I don't feel all right, for one,” grunted Egan.

“ About Slaney’s paper, I mean.”

“Blow Slaney and his paper! We shall never
lay hands on it, and I wish we'd never tried,”
said Torrence morosely.

“That’s all you know,” grinned Daubeny.
“T'm going to lav hands on it this morning; I
know where it is.”

“Where,
breath.

“In Drake’s desk, in his cabin.
while the rotters are at lessons,”

“We shall be at lessons, too.”

it can make an excuse to get out for a few
mmutcs answered Daubeny, with 2 grin. “I'm
goin' to have that paper, I can tell you. Therc'll
be nobody about during classes.”

“Hallo, there goes the bell!”

Drake and Rodney joined the Fourth Formers,
and Daubeny & Co. went into the Form-room
with the Shell. In fine weather classes were held
in the open air; the Shell on the poop, and the
Fourth on the main deck, rather to the enter-
tainment of the crew of the Benbow.

Jt was casy enough for Vernon Daubeny to
make an excuse to quit the class for a few

Drake was saying.

reach

then ?” asked his chums together in a

T'll bag it
said Daubeny.
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minutes after lessons had started. He dis-
appeared below, and when he came back, Egan
and Torrence eyed him breathlessly.

Daubeny tapped his pocket as he sat down
again. It was a sign that he had captured the
prize. And the three bucks exchanged glances
of catisfaction.

In the class on the main deck, Drake and
Rodney grinned at one another. They had seen
Daubeny go below, and they did not need telling
the reason. Daubeny was in possession of the
mysterious document—a much more mysterious
document than he supposed !

(————

Seeking the Secret !

AUBEXNY of the Shell was anxious for
lessons to terminate that morning. Lessons
never did please the slacker of the Shell;

but on this occasion he had particular reasons
for his impatience. The Spanish document in
his inside pocket seemed to be burning a hole
there. He had found it under the papers in
Drake’s desk, but had not had time to take more
than a hurried glance at it. That glance had
shown him that it was written in Spanish. He
was burning with impatience to get to work on
it. He could have cheered, in his satisfaction,
when Mr. Vavasour dismissed the Shell at last.

“(ome on, you fellows!” he exclaimed, catch-
ing his chums by the arms and dragging them
away.

“You've got it ?” Egan exclaimed breathlessly.

“Yes, rather!”

“But I say—we can't read it, you know !”

“I'm going to borrow a Spanish dic from the
doctor. el lend me one like a shot. We can
make it out with a dic!”

“We'll try, anyhow !”

Daubeny had no difficulty in borrowing a
Spanish dictionary from Dr. Pankey. With the
dictionary the three bucks hurried to their cabin,
and closed and locked the door. With a hand
that trembled with excitement, Daubeny drew
the document from his pocket.

It was a soiled-looking sheet of paper, written
in a straggling hand, in a language that was a
mystery to the bucks.

“Now to make it out,” said Daubeny.
“Hallo !”

Tap!

The Shell fellows gave a guilty start as there
came a knock at the door.

“Who's there?” called out Daubeny.

“Little me!” answered Jack Drake’s voice.
“Have you been rummaging in my cabin,
Daub?”

“(ertainly not!”

“There’s a paper missing from my desk !”

“PBetter ask Toodles—he’s the chap most likely
to rummage in your desk, I should think!”

“0Oh, I never thought of Toodles!”

Drake’s footsteps were heard departing.
Daubeny chuckled.

«T dare say he’ll guess that we've got it,” he
said. “I don’t care—he can’t prove anythin’!”

Yo fear! Let’s get to work,” said Egan.

The Shell fellows bent eagerly over the paper
on the table. It ran: ~

“Blas de Santillana, mi padre, despues de
haber servido muchos anos en los ejercitos de la
monarquia_.espanola, sc retiro al lugar donde
habia nacido. Casose con una aldeana, y yo
naci al mundo dicz meses despues que se habian
easado.”

““My only hat!” murmured Egan. “Blessed if

a9
20

T can make head or tail of it! I wonder what
it means?”

Daubeny looked puzzled.

“T had a glimpse of it yesterday,” he said. <1
thought I saw the word ‘oro’ in it—Spanizh
for gold, yon know. It deesn’t seem to be here,
after all.  Of course, I only saw it for a tick.
But it must be about gold; that blackguar!
Slaney is always bragging in the fo'c¢’sle about
what he knows.” The hands chip him about his
buried treasure | :

“Silly ass not to hold his tongue if there’s any-
thing in 16!” remarked Torrence.

“A fellow like that can’t hold his tonguc.”
caid Daubeny contemptuously. *“As soon as he
gets a little grog inside, his chin begins to wag.
Now we've got to make this out. We can guess
some words., Frinstance, ‘ espanola’ must mean
¢ Spanizh,” from the spelling; ¢ anos’ must mecn
‘years’; and ‘mundo’ must mean “world.
and ‘dicz’ must mean ‘ten.” Spanish is aliko
enough to Latin to guess that much.”

“That doesn’t help a lot.” )

“Get hold of the dic. Begin with ‘B TFind
‘Blas.” ”

Egan sorted through the dictionary, but to the
disappointment of the cager seekers after know-
ledge, Blas was not given,

“Rotten thing!” growled Daubeny. “Trv
¢ Santillana.” ?

Santillana  was- net {0 be found in the
dictionary.,

“I.zay, this is rotien'!” said Egan, looking
rather blue. “Are you quite sure it's Spanish,
Daub 7” -

“Yesg, ass; but, now I think of it, Santillana
is pretty certain to be the name of the place.”
caid Daubeny, “Names of places aren’t in the
die.”

*The place where the treasure is buvied, per-
haps '™ exclaimed Torrence, his eyes glistening.
“Very likely. Try ¢despues.’”

“It means after or sinee,” said Egan, afier
consulting the volume.

“Good! TN wnte down the words as you
dig them out. Now ‘servido.” .

“Tt isn’t here.”

“Aay be a past participle—looks like one,”

L T
DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.
Solution:

Krer: As apparently nobody had been seen at
the boathouse apart from the regular crew and
Grundy, it was difficult to deeide who could have
removed the mascot. Grundy had reason to feel
aggrieved, convinced as he was of his own—non-
existent—prowess, but Grundy was not the fellow
to stoop te a petty act of that kind. Not until
Piggoit said how funny Grundy had looked in
a skiff did I realise that Piggott must have
been somewhere on the scene that carly morn-
ing. Sturgis, the boatman, had heard somebody
in the boathouse, but had not scen who it was.
If Piggott, who thought he ought to have been
cox, was there, it was with reason! Questioned
before Tom Merry, Piggott admitted taking the
mascct for spite. He restored it, and, somewhat
to his surprist and relief, Tom Merry let the
matter drop. Raece result? St. Jim’s beat -
Grammarians by the length of a canvas. A
great vietory, thanks—perhaps—to the lucky
mascot | ®
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said Daubeny, “Of course, paat parhap]oa

mmhtnt be gncn in the die. .Try ¢muchos.””
“Many,” said Jgan

“Good! And ‘anos.’

“Years.”

“Ripping! We're getting on,” said Daubeny,
scribbling \.ith his pencil.  “Wc've got ¢ singe
many. years,” at any rate!”

“Of “course, it will be many years since the
ircasure was buried, if it belonged to the old
buccaneers,” said Torrence.

“Of course. Now ‘ejercitos.’

“Tjercito is an army.”

“Oh gad! I den’t sec what an army has {o
do with it. Still, there was a Spanish army 1n
Venezuela once, when 16 was a Npanisl colony.
Try ¢ lugar.

“That’s a place or disirict.”

“Good! And ‘donde.””

“Where,” said Lgan,

“We're getting on. If we get most of the
words written out in ,cirlhh, we shall be able

to guess the rest, and make out the meaning of
"

3

the thing.

It was quite unhkc the usual customs of the
bucks to be fagging over a foreign dictionarvy;
but now they fagged over it as if they loved it.
The verbs were the chief difficulty, as the
different oonjugations, of course, were not to ke
found in the dictionary, and without a knowledge
of the language, they could not be reduced from
the infinitive. But even with the verbs the
enterprising Daub was not wholly unsuccessful.
There was at least onc infinitive in the document

—“haber,” to have—and it was easy to guess
that “habian ” was another form of the same
word. :

By the time the dictionary had been squeezed
dry, so to epeak, Daubeny had compiled the
following—putting in blanks for the words net
}'nt clucidated :

. father, after . have . .. many years
in the armies of the Spamﬂh monarchy . . . to
the place where ... with a pcasant ...and I
... world ten months after....

The three bucks surveyed that rather un-
plommng result and looked at one another.

“ Blesse I tan sce any sense in that!” said
Egan. 'SOInetlung about” his father in it. Tt
doesn’t look much like a clue to a giddy buried
treasure, I must say !” .

“Of course, we haven’t got it all,” said
Daubeny, refusing to admit that ho was dis-
couraged. “Tho dashed verbs are a puzzle.
But we'll get something out of old Pankey about
ln'lt *

“You can't"show him the paper ! g

“Of course not, acs’ We'll go to lum one

aftol auotner, and ask him a word cach. See?
“Good I’

And Daubeny unlocked the door, and the bucks
left the cabin.  They were baffled so far, but they
felt they were on thc track, and Daubery was
very hopeful.

Not a Treasure Clue !

R. PANKEY, the cheery medico of the
D Benbow, was rather surprised. “He was
keen on Spanish, and on his scheme of a
Spanish class for the boys, and he was glad
to sce the juniors taking an interest in thc
matter. But he was surprised, all the same.
He was taking his ease in a camvas chair on
Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,624
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deck when Daubeny arrived, and politely asked
him what “retiro >’ meant. ~

A minute later Kgan travelled along with.

an inquiry as to what ‘casose” meant in
Spaunish.

“Married,” said Dr. Pankey.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Igan inveluntarily,

He had not evpoctod to find any reference to
matrimonial  affairs in _the mysterious document.

Five minutes later Torrence appeared in the
offing.

“Would you mind telling me what ‘nacido’
means in pctnléh sir?” he asked meekly.

“l'ronoun(c it “nathido,” > said the doctor,
with a smile. “It means born.”

O, I—I mean thanks!”’

The doctor returned to his book, but he swas
interrupted again. Daubeny appeared before
Lim for the second time, and the doctor re-
garded him rather shalpl\

“Can you tell me, sir, whether ¢ Santillana’
is the name of a place?” inquired Daub
respectfully.

The doctor smiled.

“Undoubtedly,” he answ cred.

“In South America?” asked Daub cagerly.

“Passibly; but certainly in Spain. Are you
reading ‘Gil Blas’ in Spanish, as well as
Drake?” asked the doctor.

Daubeny started.

“‘Gil Blas’?” he repeated. “That's the
name of a book in I'rench, isn't it?”

“Certainly; but I lent Drake a Spanish trans-
lation this morning. From your mentioning
Santillana, I supposed you are reading it, or
trying to,”’ said Dr. Pankey, smiling. “‘Gil
Blas de Santillana,” you know, is the lLero of
the story by the great Le Sage.”

“I—I didn't know ” stammered Daubeny.

A horrid suspicion smote Daub. He remem-
bered the absence of the word “oro,” which he
was almost certain he had seen in the mystericus
document. And it came into his mind that the
paper he had abstracted from Drake's desk,
though soiled, was not quite so old-locking as
the genuine document. It began to dawn on
the great Daub that he had not overheard
Drake’s and Rodney’s talk unknown to them, as
he supposed;  and that his lofty leg had been
pulled

“Come!” went on the doctor. “If you are

trying to study a Spanish book, I will help -

you, my boy. You and your fnende have been
&ﬂung mo several \vmds that occur in the open-
1ug paragraphs of ‘Gil Blas’ in Spanish. Is
that what you are trying to read?”

“Oh dear!” gasped Daubem “The—the
awful rotter——""

“What?”

“I—I mean, T've been had,” stuttered

Daubeny. “1—I—‘ Blas ' de bantlllana '—of -

course, I was an idiot not to see it.’

“Will you kindly explain what you are talking
about, Daubeny?” asked the doctor, with some
acerbity.

“I—1 Look at this, sir, and tell me what
it is,” said Daub desperately, handing the
m\&teuom document to the docfor.

Dr. Pankey glanced at the paper and raised
his eyebrows.

“(an vou read it, sir?” asked Daubeny.

“Do vou w15h me to translate this, Daubeny?

“Ye-e-es, sir.’

933

“Very well.” ¢Blas de Santillana, my father, '

afier having served many years in the Spanish
(Continued on page 36.)
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A free feature which brings together readers all over the
1ld for the purpese of exchanging vicws on matters of mutual
intevest. If you wish to reply to a notice published here you
must write to the Pen Pal direct. Notices for publication
<hould be accompanied by the coupon on this page, and posted

2_3 (The GEM, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
CA

N. Mc¢Bean, 21,
Australia ; any .1"(' :

Grant Avenue, Rose Park, South
any subject except stamps ; Ircland,
Hong Kong, Americ , New Zealand, Malta, and Gibraltar.

iss J. Silson, 5 , Roberts Avi cnuc Kensington,
anneshurg, South Africa ; girl cou@pmulontx, age 13 ;
stamps, swimming, hockey, and pressed flowers ; lndm,
Baypt, and Hawaiian Islands.

Miss C. Hertz, 49, Titwood Road, Shawlands, Glasgow,
Scotland ; girl correspondents, age 17-20; sports, films,
stamps, ;,anral topics ; any parf of the world.

Miss A. Boswell, 36, Freeth Street, off Jordan Well,
Coventry, Warwickshire ; girl cuno\pnnd(nh age 16-20 ;
daneing, stamps, music, swimming, and films; any I)al‘t
of world India preferred ; all letters answered.

. Graziani, 104, Herne Hill, London, S.E.24 ; age
14- 1() ne\\epapers genoml news and topies ; New lurk,
Waslnngtou, and Pittsburgh,

E Graziani, same address as above ; age 12-14:
u".uefte cards, newspapers, autographs, and matters of
ceneral interest ; 3 New York, Washington, and Pittsburgh.

D. Sinclair, 21, ]\ensmgtou Avenue, ()l(l Col\\\n,
N. Wales ; wanted, Dack numbers of the GEM, * Magnet,”
- \(hunlhn\s ()\m and ‘* Popular.”

N. McLeod, 86, Verne Road, Baulkwell, North Shields,
Nonhumherland ; age 13 ; hooks and sports ; anywhere

in France.

Miss 1. Lissoog, 58, Roberts Avenue, Kensington,
Johannesburg, South Afriea ; girl correspondents, age
12-15; swimming, hockey, tennis, and stamps; India,
Amenca Hawaiian 1~1andq, and Egypt.

R. Shaham, P.0. Box 220, Kobe, Japan : age 13-20;
labels, stamps, coins, and scenery: anywhere abroad,
especially in Hong Kong, Canada, and U.S.S.R.

. Darke, 123, The Oval, Warley, Smotln\l(]\, Staffs ;
pen pals .my“here in Furope except Great Britain and
Eire ; all letters answered.

F. Gray, 7, Beighton Street, Darnall, Sheffield 9 ;
zir]l eorrespondents, age 19-21; swimming, films, and
reading 3 anywhere except England.

Miss J. Meyer, P.O. Box 4, Petrus Steyn, Orange Free
State, South Africa ; girl correspondents, age. 13-15;
collecting pressed flowers, swimming, and tennis ; India,
Ameriea, England, Swi zerland.

D. IOLL\\UOII 396, Wood Lane, Stannington, Sheﬂield
photos, films, and autor'mph:; all letters answered ;
anywhere.

I. Lubinsky, 35, Bertrams Road, Bertrams, Johannes-
burg, Transvaal, South Africa ; age 16 ; cverything except

<tamps : anywhere.
Miss L. Middleton, Lower Uaul, Isle of Tiree, by Oban,
krg;lklure Scotland ; girl correspondents ; age 13-16;

stanips, 1)hotog1aphv. painting, or any other mteustuw
topic ; anywhere ; alk letters answered.

Miss E. Breet, Westwards I'arm, P.0. Fontainebleau,
via Johanneshurg, South Africa ; girl correspondents, age
16 upwards ; stamps, snaps, posteard views, autographs,

and films,

Miss E. Dempsey, 18, Edwy Parade. Kingsholu,
Gloucester ; girl correspondents, age 15-18; games,
reading, and any other subjects; anwlmu exeept
Hnglzmd

S. Shneck, 13, Fort Road, Sedgley Park,

Prestwich,
Manchester ; stamps and general topics ; British Colonies,
South Afuca France, and Belgiun.

Miss H. Pahncr, Cevallog, 193, Lemas De Zamora,
Buenos Aires, Argenhne girl couupumhnb, age 17-19
general toplcs South of England.

N. Swart, Sa, Malan Street Bethlehem, O.F.S.,- South
Afriea ; age 13-17; all =port~ stapps ; any where in the
world. -

A. Howells, 17, Linda Street, Coburg, N.13, Victoria,
Australia : age 11-14; stamps and new SPapers . any where
exeept Lngland. Ameri ica, and Canada.

D. (w(‘) er, 87, Baillie Street, Horsham,
Australia ; age 10-16; stamps and Scouts :
«xeept Australia and Canada.

Vietoria,
anywhere
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Yup Swee Chung, 53, Sims Avenue, Singapore, Malaya :

any pub of world exe ept l‘n"land. and Malaya.

', 3550, Park Ay LIIML, Montreal, Canada ; age
ing, m clmg, model acroplane buﬂdmg; British
ndia, U.S.A., and South Africa.

W, Mai, Box 3 Hamilton, New Zealand ; all ages
stamps, new; hapers ; an)\\hue, espeeially itlands and
forcign eount

The Anglo-Argentine Correspondence Club desires new
menbicrs, age 13-20 3 all hobbics and interests ; all parts
of the world : write to either of the presidents ¢ 17, Page,

156 lmqut Roml Woodtord Green,. Essex, and A, H.
Cheer acucho, 279, Lomas De Zamom, Buenos Aires,
Algentme.

L. H]lmn, 15, Bye Street, Audenshaw,
: (‘\Lll.,\!l”lll" UCWPAPCTS
5 B. Kirkland, 193, West Strect, Pietermari

South Airws,, girl wuoqmndmte age 1:
ted in all topics, except stamps; all parts of

Manchester ;
anywhere d]'ludd

°

PEN PALS COUPON
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Keddy. 206}, Windsor Street, Halifax City, Nova
IC‘HU(‘I, Canada ; ~’mmp\ 5 anywhere except Canada and

J. Sackey, ¢/o J. Teboal, Police Station, Agon Swedru,
B. West Africa ; pen pals; England and Scotland.

F. Kelly, U)JU Hutchion Street, Montreal, Quehee,
Canada ; pen pal@, age 11-16; any country ; all etters
answered.

L. Howarth, 6, Dancholme Road, Kingsway,

Levens

hulme, Manchester 19 ; pen pals, age 16 up\mrd~; Tan-
uamn\.l Kenya or \10(11.1
- \Luu\ 16, Beckett’s Parr Drive. Leeds 6 ; age h4-

tamps, coins ;
rance and U.S.

Miss V. Phillips, J(‘l owie, South Australia :
Tes)x »udcnb age 15-17; \(\ture ¢ Be andlna\ ia,
North and South America and New Zealand.

W. Warne, €, Short Street, Singapore ; pen pals, age
14-16 ;_anywhere except \hh\a

B. Hutton, 17, Nelson Drive, Leigh-on-Sea, Essex :
age 11-14 (ncket, Soccer, cigarette cards, ships, railwayvs
and pets ; Auxtraha, South Afriea, L‘dmda, New Zealand,
and Surrey, England.

8. Hutchinson, 68, Hallowmoor Road, Wisewood Estate,
Sheffield 6 ; s age 13- 15 ; stamps, newspapers ; any where
except British Isles ; all lettma answered.

. Chang, ¢/o Sin lhnng 23, Telok Ayer Strect, ~1nca-
Straits Settlements ; stamps, matchbox labels :

Buush Empire, (\pumll\ Canada ;

girl cor-
Asia,

D. \\ ‘llhr 132, Hook Rise, Tolworth, Surbiton, Surrey :
age 14 upwards: de tective w s bc»\mg, Soccer and
aviation 1 British Empire and U.S AL ; all letters answered.

Yong Song Hwa, 49, Leith Street, Penang, Malaya : age
13-16 ; postcards and other things of interest : Al
Australia. Canada, U.S.A. ., and Egypt.

S. K. Kay, 70, T Aver Street, Singapore,
stamps 3 W, Indies, ,\L\\louu(ﬁdnd, h Ameriea,
and New Zealand.

Miss €. Bembridge, 5, Rose Avenue, Mount Street,
New Basford, Nottmgham : girl correspondents, age 13-

H mps, posteards and newspapers ; Ameuc India,
. and small islands.

Walton, 71, Leighclifi Road, Teigh- tm-%m Essex;
3-16 ; (ulmg, vachting, running, films and photo-
z an\ where,
E. Kenney, 33, Conisborough Crescent.,
London, S.E.6 ; age 14-15: stamps, cigarctte
British mer(\. prefe mhh Canada.

Miss B, McManus, Heath Road, (‘hplmn London,
S.W.8; girl mmupnudmlt@ age 15-17 ; 3 stamps and
plcfure posteards ; all letters answered ; anywhere,

Lim Kiong Hock, e/o Agricultural \chool Serdang,
Selangor, Federated Mnlay States ; pen pals, age 16-19
Franee and Switzerland.

Miss A, Clapperton, Yloral Bank, Gorebridge, Midlothian,
Scotland ; girl correspondents, age 15-18;  fils, film
stars, stampe, sport 3 abroad.

V. Minard, 42, Woodley Square, Aston Drive, Bulwel,
Notti g)xsm' age 13-21 1 stamps, sports, spapshots and
curios ; .8 AL Bevpt, Afriea, Pacitic Tslands.
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Malaya ;
Europe.

Catford,
cards;
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armies, retired to the place Where he was born,
He married a villager, and was born ten
months afterwards, It is, the begmqmg m the
Spanish version® of  “Gil Blas,’ said I)v
Pankey, still puzzled. © Someone has copied ﬂ
out of tho volume I.lent Drake this morr .
T do not recognise thé hand—"

“Oh 1" mumbled Da ubeny.

He thanked the doctor foer;iv and ‘,nh.ww,
He rejoined his cn!'n‘s, who looked at him in

vager inquiry.
“Got 167" asked Egan and Torrence toget brr
“Spoofed !’
“What 7"’
“It is not the document at all,”

Daubeny savagely. that ra(x that
practical jokin’

“Eh—who?”

"“That rotter,
7

“That vyotter Drake!” breathed D
"He's written a lot of ot out of
silly novel, and put it there for me to find.

They let me hear them talking on purpose.
Oh gad!”
Daubem clenched his hands in helpless wrath.
For an hour -the bucks had been .fagging
over that precious document, to discover at last
that it was a fmgmen’c from tl”e Spanish trans.
lation of a French nov,
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k@ that's the best of

Daubcm glanced round with lon »umg brows:
Pog Slancy, newly released from the *clink.”
had* confe .on deck with a sullen face. Jack
Drake had gone to mect ]mn at\ once,. & n\xom
o be rid of the docuwment in his hreast pocket.
Daubeny. hurried aeross the deck to thun. /I&
vas_in timie to hear Drake speaking. - s
“You left thl-s paper in my study \yesler
Slaney. - T've been keeping it for you
\Lme\ eyes glittered. e cluiched “ai
vellow- 100ng pdpnr as Drake held it -out.
“I--1 .missed ? _he mutiered. **I. couldn'y &
coine, after a]l, as I was in the clink. “Lhank
you kindly, sir! I won’t forget thi
Drake noticed Daubeny and tuy
\\mn a smile,
“Getiing on with-
asked agr "0'1\71}‘.
vour study.
“You spoofir’
“ Found auv

the

1

Spani
were

your

“You

jol!y

clues to buricd fveasure in e
f!!\L paragraphs of ‘Gil Blas’?”
“You—you ' Daubeny .1Imml choke
“1f *01‘ re interested I can lend you the
I've done with it now. I'm not makn
any more mystery documents {o leave in
desk for you to find, you know.”
Daubeny swung away, choking with
Drake walked off with Dick Rodney, bot
iors laughing merrily. Before evenin
fellow on the Benbow knew the stor
Spanish clue, and Daubeny waz chippe
subject till he fervently wished that -1
uever sterious documer
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