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“The Black Shadow,” of Middlesex, writes:

Get ready !

) If Tom Merry is 16, why is he not
in the Fifth?

Is he the best footballer in the
Fourth? Best boxer? Best cricketer? Or is it
Talbot? Best at athletics? How tall? Talbot
used to be the most popular fellow in the Fourth.
Why is it Tom Merry now? How old, how tall,
is Kildare? Ditto Dr. Holmes? Try and solve
this cold—I mean code:

XI I XIII XXII V XVII XXV
VII XV _XV IV I XX XIX XVI XV
XvIiil XX,

I've given it to the Home Office. I am the
greatest code inventor of all time.

P.S.—I'm going to Winchester Collego shortly.

Axswer: “I AM VERY GOOD AT SPORI.”
Right? Wateh your arithmetie. “1,” your first
letter, ig the ninth letter of the alphabet, not the
clecenth. It might give the Home Office a
“ehill,” but 1 didn’t “catek cold” over your
“eode.” Re your umply-eight gquestions aboui
Tom Merry. Credit as he would be to any Form,
Tom Merry is NOT in the Fourth. He i3 in the
Shell, *twixt Fifth and Fourth. Best footballer,
wes. DBoxer, yes. Level with Talbot at ericket.
Merry i3 a crack athlete. Height 5 ft. 5% ins.
Both he and Talbot enjoy plenty of poapulari!y,
and ‘are great friends. Kildare, 17 years 8 months,
just over 6 ft. I thought of knocking on Dr.
Holires' door and demanding details, but thought
better of it. The Head looks 5 ft. 10 ins.

P.S—Polish up your arithmetic before you go
to Winchester, won't you? What, there already?
Too ball

B. D., of Manor Park, writes:

For the first timé in the history of your
column you are about to be stumped. And if
ou were not such a “good little Georgie” I'd
?)et you two ta one in quids you don’t answer the
last two questions:

1. When shall we get yarns about Glyn, Kerr,
and Talbot?

2. How many *“William” books have there
been ?

3. Where does Richmal Crompton live?

P.S. You won't print this because you are
scared of being made out a dunce!

Axswer: It would be a shame to take your
money! Up to the time of writing twenty
“William gooka have been published. The
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Jack Blake's here to answer your letters and
deal with your queries. Write te Am cfo
The GEM, Fleetway House, Parringdoa Street,
London, E.C.4. Be as candid as you like—Jack
Blake likes a plain speaker, being by wature a
John Blunt himself! But keep your letter
SHORT, and enclose if possible a photo of your-
self for reproduction on this page. No photos
can be relurned.

e ———
author Richmal Crompton lives in Bromley,
Kent. Now, whose face is red?

Kerr fipures prominently in the present mew
series. Giyn and Talbolt will hace their turn
S00n.

P.8. Scared, huh! Try again!

“Very Brainy,” of Essex, writes:

Blake, old son, ask Kerr to solve this:
7 19 2 8 7 12 9 18 22 8
12 21 7 19 22 8 26 18 13 7 8
2 9 22 5 2 9 22 1212 23
Meanwhile, I'll work it out myself

AXSWER : Owing perhaps to your-clear figurea—
or ponsibly to his deductive faculties—" Detec-
tive ” Kerr took exactly 10% . secs. over this
message. It reads: “THE STORIES OF THE
SALNTS ARE VERY GOOD.” How done?
Well,. 22 oceurring five times suggesied it must
be “E.” Highest number in your code is 26—
number of letters in the alphabdet. If E was 22,
letters had to be numbered 1 to 26, A to Z. 1i
trorked out nicely that way.

“ Keen Cricketer,” South
writes:

1. What sort of ball do you bowl?

2. Can you bowl a “googly " ?

3. Who are the two opening bowlers for St
Jim’s Junior Eleven? :

4. Who is the St. Jim’s Junior Eleven’'s wicket-
keeper ?

5. Who is St. Jim’s most stylish bat?

6. Who are the first six most popular chaps at
St. Jim's?

ANSWER: 1. A4 round one. 2. Sometimes.
3. Kangaroo and self. 4. Kerr. 5. Tom Merry or
Talbot, take your choice. 6. I should say Kildare,
Tom Merry, Talbot, D'Arcy, Figgins, and one
other. No; I don’t mean myself this timel

of Durban, Africa,

BRIEF REPLIES.

G. Miles, of Andover, Hants.—Yes, we have a
cross-country race, and I compete. I was third
last time. No cinema at Rylcombe, but they
show latest films at Wayland Empire. John
Wright, of Holloway.—Gordon Gay & Co. will

p up again. Fees are fairly high at St. Jim’s.
%(:'a.nk Levison is thirteen.



SPARELING OPENING YARN OF A LIVELY NEW SERIES OF HOUSE RIVALRY, FUN,
AND RAGGING AT S8T. JIM’'S!

“ Oh crumbs | " breathed Fatty as he peersd out by the seorst door.
Fourth Form passage Iin the School House, and he had a back view of Baggy Trimble
ino secret passage had led him |

the open doorway of Study No. 8. T

CHAPTER 1.
A Hot Chase !

#QITAND and deliver |”

Monty Lowther of the Shell at St.

Jim's gave that command. He levelled a

fountain-pen at Fatty Wynn, in playful imitation
of a highwayman’s pistol.

Fatty Wynn of the New House stood—but he
did not deliver!

He had to stand, because Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther were lined
up in his way. But he
was not going to deliver if
he could help it!

The Falstaff of the New
House had emerged from out
the school shop, with a
cheery grin on his plump
face, and a large bag in
his hand.

That cheery grin on
Fatty’s plump face told of
the happy anticipation of
8 spread! e good
things required for the
same were packed in the
bag. Fatty was starting
towards the New House,

(Copyright ia the United States of America.
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Ventuaring into rival territory with-
ragging
fellows with impunity, Figgins & Co.
take full advantage of Fatty Wynn's
amazing discovery—a hidden entrance  let you have a bun out of

into the School House !

by
MARTIN CLIFFORD ii:nor  thuk over
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into the
nding in
rival territory!

He was lookin

when the three School House juniors barred the
way, and he was called upon to stand and
deliver.

“Look here——" began Fatti.

He backed a step or two, his plump fingers
closing tighter on the handle of the bag.

Tom Merry & Co. advanced as he retreated.

They were smiling cheerily. But they were
going to capture that convoy. Since the new term
had started, Figgine & Co. of the New House
had had rather the better of the “ war ” between

the two Houses at Bt

This was a chance

of getting level. Tom
Merry & Co. were mnot
losing it.

School House “Hand it over, old fat
tulip 1” said Tom Merry,
laughing. “Prize of war,

ou know! Perhaps we'll

the bag—'

“Might ask Filgqins &
Co. to the spread!” sug-
gested Lowther.

“Good egg! If the
can stand the spread, we’
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that bag, Fatty, and run off and tell Figgins and
Kerr they can come to the feast, if they wash
their necks for the first time this term, and put
on clean collars!”

Fatty Wynn gave a backward jump, as the
three Shell fellows pushed on. But they followed
him up, grinning.

He was cut off from the New House! The
farther he retreated, the farther he was from
home, Figgins and Kerr were not to be seen.
They were in the study in the New House, pre-
paring for a happy gathering—while Fatty got
in the supplies. He did not look like getting them
in now! All sorts of scrumptious things were

acked in that big bag. It was going to be a
east of the gods—%ut, apparently, in the School
House instead of the New House!

Fatty gave another backward hop.

Then the three rushed.

Fatty, in deperation, swung the bag round his
head! Fatty was plump, and he was stocky, but
he was strong almost as a horse; and the bag,
heavy as it was, was nothing to him. He swung
it round as the Shell fellows rushed—and it
crashed on Manners, spinning him over against
Lowther. Both of them, with a simultaneous
howl, rolled on the earth, bumping against Tom
Merry's legs, and sending the captain of the
Shell staggering.

Fatty Wynn turned and shot away.

“Oh!” gasped Manners.

“Oooh ! spluttered Lowther.

Tom Merty recovered himself, and shot in pur-
suit of Fatty. Manners and Lowther scrambled
breathlessly up. They followed their leader,
gasping for breath.

Fatty had a start. But Tom Merry was close
behind. Fatty had a wild hope of circling round
and getting to his House by an indirect route.
But there was no chance of that.

“Stop that porpoise, Gussy!” shouted Tom
Merry, as he sighted the elegant figure of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth ahead.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was leaning on a little
gate, which gave access to the precincts of the
old tower—a spot that was out of bounds for
juniors, There was a meditative expression on
the noble countenance of the swell of St. Jim’s.
Perhaps he was thinking out a new waistcoat, or
a2 mew pair of trousers.

But at Tom Merry’s shout, Arthur Augustus
forgot waistcoats and trousers. As a School
House man, he was ready to join in a House row.

““Yaas, wathah |” he chuckled.

And leaving the gate, Arthur Augustus shot
like an arrow into Fatty Wynn’s path.

Fatty did not pause,

With Arthur Auguétus in front, and Tom
Merry close behind, he had no time to pause. It
was a moment for action—grompt action !

He sped on—swinging the bag round as he

sped.

It caught Arthur Augustus in his noble ribs,
and fairly knocked him off his aristocratic feet.

“ Yawooh ! roared Arthur Augustus as he flew.

He flew, and crashed!

Leaving him for dead, as it were, Fatty tore
on, with Tom Merry hardly a yard behind. The
next moment, Fatty tossed the bag over the little
gate on which D’Arcy had been leaning, put his
hand on the top, and vaulted over. Tom Merry’s
grab just missed him as he went.

“QOh!” gasped Tom. He was going too fast to
stop suddenly, and he bumped on the gate.
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As he did so, a fat face looked over it, and a
fat fist came punching.

“0Oh!” gasped Tom again, ss a set of fabt
knuckles landed.

He sat down suddenly.

Fatty Wynn grabbed up the bag again and ran
on. He was out of bounds now; and the rule on
that subject was strict, for the remains of the
ancient tower were in & ruined state, and far
from safe for explorers, But Fatty recked nothing
of bounds, and nothing of danger—Fatty had to
save that img of tuck if he could, and nothing else
mattered. It was possible to doége pursuit in the
ruins of the old tower, and that was all David
Llewellyn Wynn cared about.

He darted into an opening of the dismantled
walls, where once a great oak hall-door had
stood, and dizappeared.

Tom Merry picked himgelf up, gasping. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy struggled to his feet, groping
for his eyegliss. Manners and er came
panting up. After them came Blake, Herries,
and Digby, of the Fourth, who had spotted the
chase from a distance.

“QOh cwikey!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.
*Oh cwumbs! I am all dustay—bai Jove!”

“ After him !” panted Lowther.

“Qut of bounds over that gate | said Manners.

“Blow bounds——"

“No beaks about,” said Tom Merry. “We're
not going to be beaten by the New House! Come
on !”

He scrambled over the gate. Manners and
Lowther followed; Blake and Herries and Dig
brought uﬁ the rear. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
shook his head. He was already fearfully dusty,
and scrambling over a gate was too rough on
a fellow’s trousers. Arthur Augustus trickled
away to the School House in search of a clothes-
brush, which mattered more at the moment than
the capture of whole cargoes of New House tuck !

But there were six School House men on the
trail of Fatty Wynn, They came up to the
ancient portal of the old tower, with a rush and
a whoop.

Within, a dim lifht reigned, the ancient win-
dows being more like loopholes than windows.
In that dim light a fat figure was spotted—Fatty
Wynn, getting his breath, standing beside the
opening of the stair that led down inta the crypt
under the old tower.

Fatty was not keen on plunging into those
dark, damp recesses, But he was ready to do it
if it was necessary to save the bag of tuck!

“There he is!” roared Blake.

“Collar him *

“Stand and deliver, you New House sweep :”

“Bag him!”

Tom Merry & Co. rushed in. Fatty Wynn
slipped into the ancient stairway, bag i hand,
and vanished in the darkness below.

“Come out of it, you fat frog!” roared Monty
Lowther.

“Rats!” came floating up from the gloom.
“School House swabs! You come down here, and
I'll wallop the lot of you.”

“By gum!'!” exclaimed Blake. "“Hear that?

“You'll

Come on.”
“Hold on!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
never find him in the dark—it’s black as a hat in
the crypt! Anybody got a torch?”
“Qh, yes,” said Blake sarcastically. “Likely
to carry a torch around on a half-holiday in
summer 1*
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“Well, you can’t see in the dark—you’re not a
cat, you know, but en ass—"

“You cheeky Shell fathead—" .

" Somebodfy cut in and get a torch |” said Tom.
“The rest of ua will watch for him here! There’s
no other way out—he can't dodge.”

“I'll gol” said Dig. “I'll be back in two
shakes|” And Robert Arthur Digby cut off to
get a pocket-torch.

Round the top of the old stairway five fellows
stood on the watoch. There was, as Tom had
said, no other way out of the crypt, and they
had only to wait for Dii to return with the
torch to root Fatty out of his lair. It looked
as if that magnificent supply of tuck was going,
after all, to adorn a tea-table in the School
House—while Figgins and Kerr, over in the
New House, waited in vain for the return of
the wanderer |

CHAPTER 2.
Fatty Wynn Makes a Discovery !

PP LOW I” murmured Fatty Wynn.
Fatty stood at the foot of the stone
stair—the precious bag gripped in his
plump hand. It was as black as a hat in the
ancient crypt, and Fatty did not want to move
from the faint glimmer of light that came from
above if he could help it.

The old flagged floor was far from safe.
There were loose and broken flagstones—there
were pitfalls; in fact, there was ample reason
for Dr. Holmes having placed the old tower
strictly out of bounds,

But as Fatty heard the voices of the School
House fellows from above, he knew that he had
to shift.

If they trailed him in the dark, he could
dodge easily enough. If they trailed him with a
pocket-torch, his game was up. And that was
what they were going to do.

Fatty groped in his pocket for a matchbox,
struck a match, and moved away from the stair,

Ile tested every flag before he trod on it. He
moved slowly, is only chance now was to find
some recess where he could lie low, in the hope
that the enemy would get tired of the hunt and

ive it up. Which was possible—for the dark,

amp ¢rypt was far from an attractive spot on
& sunny afternoon in June.

The mateh went out, and he struck another.
He groped to the wall of solid, Frimy, damp
stone. e moved along that wall, feeling it
with one hand as he went.

Suddenly, that groping hand missed the blocks
of stone and sawed empty space. There was an
openinﬁ of some sort in the wall at a distance

the

from stairway.
Fatty came to a halt and struck another
mateh,

It looked, in the flicker, like the opening of a
passage, hnrdlf more than two feet wide. But
1t extended only five or six feet. as he could see
by the light of the match.

Why the ancient builders, long centuries ago,
had formed that deep alcove in the wall of the
vaulted crypt, Fatty did not know, and did not
bother to consider. Tt looked like a chance to
dodge the School House enemy.

In that narrow recess he would be out of sight,
unless a fellow flashed a light right into it. And
if he were cornered there, only one fellow could
get at him at a time, and Fatty Wynn was

prepared to put up a stout defence. This, really,
was just what Fatty Wynn wanted.

He stepped into the recess. The match went
out, but he did not need its light now; he had
m]I:{ to grope.

e groped on.
“Qoooooco !I” gasped Fatty all of a sudden.

; ‘I;he solid earth seemed to give way under his
eet.

It had looked firm enough in the glimmer of
the match; solid blocks o%' stone, like the rest
of the ancient ﬂoorinﬁ. But as he reached the
end of the recess, the flagstone on which he stood
aeemed to vanish all of a sudden, and let him

OWIl.

He had no time to think of saving himself.
He did not know what was hapraning. In the
Ewn]l{khng of an eye, he was falling into black

arkness,

Bump |

“QOoogh ! dgaspad Fatty again.

He sat and spluttered.

He had not fallen far. He had, in fact,
fallen hardly more than three feet. But it was
a nasty jarl

For a long minute Fatty sat spluttering, too
startled to move. Then he scrambled to his feet.

“Ow |” he roared the next moment, as his head
ganig'ed on solid stone above him. “Oh ecrikey!

w »

He ducked quickly,

How there could be anything over his head
when he had fallen through an opening caused
by the flagstone giving way was quite a mystery
to_him. Certainly he had mnot expected it,

He sat and rubbed his head ruefully.

Before rising again, he struck a match and
stared up. His eyes ped as he stared.

Over him was a solid roof of stone.

Fatty fairly blinked at it

Ho had fallen through. That was self-evident,
for there he was! But the stone over him was
unbroken,

“0Oh crumbs|” breathed the amazed Falstaff
of the New House.

The match went out. Getting on his knees—
careful to keep his head low this time—he struck
another,

He was in a small square space, walled by
stone. In frort of him was an opening—
evidently an underground passage, the roof so
low that a fellow could only have passed along
it bent double.

Fatty did not think of exgloringl that dark
passage by the light of matches. He gave his
attention to the roof over his head.

He groped over it with a plump hand.

It stirred under his touch,

One end of a long wide stone tilted up, the
other end down, as he groped.

Then Fatty understood.

That stone moved on a pivot in the centre.
One end dipped if trodden on, and shot the
fellow who trod through the opening, and then
the stone resumed its former position.

“By gum |” said Fatty, and his eyes gleamed.

The more ancient parts of the old buildings
of 8t. Jim’s had manr secrets, Fatty quite in-
advertently had stumbled on one that had never
been discovered. .

Probably that dark recess in the wall of the
old crypt had never been entered for hundreds
of years. Nobody could have had any reason for

Tae Gex Lmrary.—No. 1,635
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entering it. So that secret of ancient times had
remained undiscovered.

This, it was clear, was the entrance of a secret
underground passage, probably connected with
the School House, portions of which dated back
to early Norman and even Saxon times. The
New House was quite modern—hardly a couple
of hundred years old!

Fatty was quite interested in that _unexpected
discovery. But he was still more interested in
eluding “the School House enemy, and getting
safe to the New House with that f:ml.go of tuck.

Tiltin utg one end of the moving stone, he put
his _hea rough the aperture, able to stand
upright now.

A flash of light in the vault caught his eye.
Evidently Tom_hier:ly] & Co. had the torch, and
had descended into the crypt to hunt for him.

“Where’s that New House tick?”

“Can’t be far away!” .

“You stick at the stair, Herries—in case he
doubles back. Cellar him if he shows up there |”

“T'll collar-him all right!”

“We're bound to get ium 1”

“ Where are you, you human balloon ?” shouted
Monty Lowther, “We’ve got you all right—you
may a8 well show up |”

atty Wynn grinned. But for that unexpected
discovery, t.hey would probably have got him;
but they hadn’t got him now | )

He let the stone slip back into place, ducking
under it as the light approached the alocove.

They were not likely to enter that alcove; it
was sufficient to flash the light into it to ascer-
tain that he was not hiding there. = |
4 F;tty waited a few minutes, grinning in the

ark.

Then he cautiously tilted the moving stone
again. There was darkness above, and he pushed
it up and put his head out,

Voices floated to his ears once more.

“Where on earth is he?”

“We've rooted through the whole show !”

“He jolly well came down here—we saw him !
Where is he?”

“0 where and O where can he be?” sang
Monty Lowther.

“Well, this beats Banagher!” said  Jack
Blake. ‘“Blessed if I see how he can have dodgéd
us, when we've got the light!”

“There’s an alcove ia the wall there—"

“I've looked into that—he's not there!”

“Then where is he?”

“Echo answers where !”

Tom Merry & Co. were gﬂite puzzled. Fatty
heard the captain of the Shell call to Herries
at the stair. .

“You haven't let him pass you, Herries?”

“No fear 1’ :

“Then 1'm blessed if I make it out1”

“Must be here somewhere!” said Manners.
“Sure you looked into that hole in the wall,
Blake 7

“Yes, assl” )

“Well, show the light there again, and let
me look.”

Fatty Wynn promptly ducked, and pushed the
stone shut, In another moment or two, Blake
was flashing the light of the torch into the deep
alcove. But only bare, damp stone met the eyes
of the School House juniors.

Fatty waited a few minutes; then he was peer-
i“.il out again.

is_eyes gleamed. .
Jack Blake was standing with his back to the
Tre Gex LiBrary.—No. 1,635
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alcove in the wall, flashing the light across the
vault. The other fellows were rooting round
the orypt.

Fatty suppressed a chuckle.

Without a sound he clambered up through the
gfom.ng, the stone shutting after him noise ]

e ttﬁ)toad along the recess towards Bleke.

Jae Blakmstunll , had not the faintest
idea that any was ind him., A fat hand
suddenly grabl from bebind at the torch in
his hand, and ﬁubbed it uuK._
Shutting off the torch with his right hand, and
glungmg the vault into darkness, Fatty gave

lake a_shove between the shoulders with his
left, sending the School House junior staggering
forward.

Blake gave a yell of amazement as he went,
falling on his hands and knees on the s,

Fatty Wynn cut back into the alcove. The
movmﬁ stone d-ﬂ?d under his feet and shot
him through Falstaff of the New House
vanished like a ghost at cock-erow, leaving Blake

rawling and yelling, and the other School
ouse fellows groping and shouting in the dark.

CHAPTER 3,
Way Out !

“ HAT the thum 2
“Where'’s lge light1”

“Blake, you ass—"
“Turn on the light, you duffer!”
“Ow, ow! My hat! Yow-ow!” roared Blake.
“Who pushed me ever? That New House tick
got behind me! Oh crikey! I've banged my

nose 1"
“Blow your nose! Where is he?”
“Owl Oh! Owl”

“Where’s the light?” roared¢ Digby. “Why
don't you turn on the light? What bave you
turned it off for?"

“Ow! Wowl”

“Blake, you ass| Where’s the torch 1" shouted
Manners.

“ How should I know 1” roared Blake. “That
New House swab matched it away. He got be-
hind me, I tell you! Bhoved me over!”

“Well, you ass|”

“You fathead 1”

“ How could I help it when he got behind
me?” roared Blake. “It must have been that
New House tick. I suppose it wasn’t one of you
pushed me over”

“Ts the torch ﬁtme?”

“Haven't I told you so, fathead 7"

Fatty Wynn, with the moving stone tilied,
listened, and grinned. blackest darkness
reigned in the c:spt. under the old tower. Tom
Merry & Co. had little chance of rooting him
out now.

“Well, that tears it,” said Monty Lowther.
«1f Blake’s made that New House sweep & pre-
sent of the torch——"

“You blithering Shellfish, I tell you he hiot
behind me and snatched it}” bawled Blake.
“Think I’ve got eyes in the back of my head?”

“You've got nothing in your head at all, old
bean—nothing in the way of brains, at any rate.
If you've given him the torch—"

“If you can't talk se“n;.hl[onty Lowther, shut
% ,kor 'l jolly well p your head | roared

ake,

It sounded as if Blake of the Fourth was get-
ting rather excited.
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With Arthur Augustus in front and Tom Merry colose behind, Fatty Wynn had no time to pause. I
was a moment for prompt acstion and Fatty swung the bag roun
IE ribs and falrly knooked him oft his feet.

his nob

*“Well, what did you give that fat tick the
torch for?” inquired _M‘cmt.ii

“That does it!” hissed Blake, and he egroped
in the direction of the voice, and punched.

“Yarooh|” came a sudden yell from Digby.
“Who's that hittini me in the eye?”

“Oh crikey | Is that you, Dig?” gasped Blake.
“1 thought—"

“H a, ha ha1”

“Ow! You've bunged up my eye—"

“Sorry, old ochap! Where’s that idiot
Lowther 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wow! My eye—"

“Tet's get out of this!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“We can’t do anything here in the dark.
Yaroch! What's that—"

*Oh crumbs, is that you? Where's Lowther?”
gasped Blake,

“You howling ass!” howled Tom Merry. “If
you're so jolly fond of punching in the dark,
take that !’

“Yurroooop |I” came a roar from Manners.
"Yo’t’a blithering idiot, what are you hitting me

or 1
“0Dh crikaﬁl I thought—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“For.goodness’ sake, let's get out of this! Stop
laying the goat, and let’s get out! We can't
E that New House swab now. Let’s wait for
him at the top!” exclaimed Monty Lowther,
“Good egg! He will have to come out sooner
or later.”

as he sped. It uu‘rm Quesy In

¢ Yawooh { ¥ he roare

“Come on!”

“By gum, we'll jolly well get him, if we have
to sit in the old tower till calling-over |” pan
Blake. “I dare say he can hear us all the time.
Do you hear that, Wynn, you Welsh rabbit?”

“ We're going to wait for you, Wynn 1” shouted
Manners. “You may as well come up, you
barrel {”

“0Oh crumbs, where's the stair?” snorted Dig.

t“_Thls way |” called out Herries, from the stone
stair.

“Where the dickens——"

“Don’t barge into me!”
th"' ?’l,l soissors | I shan't be sorry to get out of

is

The School House crowd groped and stumbled
in the dark, seeking their way back to the stone
stair. All of them were glad enough to clamber
out of the orgpt. They were as determined as
over to get KFatty Wynn—in fact, more deter-
mined than ever! But they were fed-up with
ex]glormg‘élark' and dismal vaults.

atty Wynn chuckled as stumbling footsteps
and disgruntled voices died away up the stair.

He had beaten the School House to it, so far.
He was safe, and the bag of tuck—the prize of
war—was safe, also. :

But his escape was cut off. Emerging from the
crypt by way of tho stair was emerging into the
clutching hands of the enemy.

But now that he was provided with a torch,
Fatty had other resources.

Tre Gem LisrarY.—No. 1.635.
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That underground passage must lead some-
where. Obviously, it could not have been built
for nothing, and it had to have an outlet at the
other end. Fatty Wynn, now that he had a
light, was going to look for that outlet.

Fatty chuckled at the thought of Tom Merry
& Co. sitting round the stairway of the orypt,
waiting for iim to come up, when he was not
coming up at all.

He flashed on the torch, took the bag in his
left hand, and, ducking his head, started along
the stone passage. ;

The roof slanted ugwa.rd, and, after covering a
few yards, he was able to walk upright.

The passage was narrow—hardly a couple of
feet wide—the roof only a few inches over his
head. Where it led he had no idea, for he could
not calculate the direction, but it had to lead
somewhere. .

Step by step, flashing the light before him, he
advanced till, after he had covered a consider-
able distance, his way was stopped by a spiral
stone stair.

That, it was clear, was the way out.

Up the stair went Fatty—up and up till the
constant winding made his head almost giddy.
But he reached the top at last.

He flashed the light round & small stone-walled
room. In one t there was a narrow ?en..mg
in the stone, closed by dark ancient oak. Plainly
it was a door.

Fatty shone the light on it. He could discover
no sign of a lock of any ki He pushed on
the door, but it remained fast.

“Blow |”* murmured Fatty.

He gro along the edge of the door. There
was a sudden, faint click; he had pressed some
hidden spring.

He pushed, and the oak maved. He shut off
the torch at once as a glimmer of daylight came
to his eyes. )

It was obvious that he was within a building,
and little doubt that that buildi:g was the School
House. Fatty carefully pushed open the oak
door a few inches, to peer out before he ventured
to step out. After his narrow escape at one end
of the secret passage, he did not want to fall
into hostile hands at the other end.

“0Oh crumbs !” breathed Fatty, as he peered.

He was looking out into a passage. He spotted
a row of doors, and Fatty knew them at a glance,
The secret passage had led him into rival
territory.

The Fourth Form passage in the SBchool House
was one of the oldest parts of the ancient build-
ing. Some of the studies were ancient rooms,
unchanged for centuries—some of them were
newer. Walls of enormous thickness separated
some of the old rooms, which were panelled in
old oak, black with age, as Wwas nearly all the
passage—all of it, in fact, except where modern
alterations had been made.

The oak door which Fatty had partly opened
was & panel in the passage wall. There was a
step down from it of one or two feet.

l?stt grinned at the sight of a fat figure in an
open rf:mrway-—that of Study No. 6

He had a back view of Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth Form.

Baggy was speaking to some fellow in Study
No. 6. His squeaky voice reached the New House
junior’s ears,
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“But I say, Gussy, old chap—”

“Pway do not addwess me as Gussy, Twimble 1”
came a voice from the study. “I1 object teo it
vewy stwongly.”

“I'll give you a brush down, if you like,
D’Arcy! Where did you pick up all that dust?”

“I was knocked ovah by a New Houge boundah,
Twimble! I weally wish you would go away,
Twimble! I am wathah busy.”

Fatty W}i.nn put his head out and glanced up
and down the passage. No one else was in gight;
few fellows were indoors om & half-holiday in
June, Trimble’s back was turned. Fatty resolved
to risk it. He stepped silently through the aper-
}t;;re in the wall and shut ﬁa oak door after

im.

Once shut, it looked exactly like the adjoining
panels, and no one would have dreamed of guem-
ing that a secret door was there.

“I say, D’Arcy, old chap——" Baggy was going
on.
“Pway wun away, Twimble 1*

“The fact is, Gussy, I was going to ask yom

something! Tve lent my last balf-crown to
Talbot of the Shell—"
(14 w.ta !”

“If you won't lend me half-a-crown till Talbot
squares—"

“I do not believe that Talbot would honah you
by bowwowing half-a-cwown fwom you, Twimble }

way shut up and wun away }*

Fatty Wynn, stepping silen the
eﬁl‘g;]n}-thomlddleof'l‘rim s podgy beck !
g

“Yoooooop |” roared Trimble.

He flew headlong into Study No. 6. There was
another yell as he Jan there: He had
apparently landed on Arthur Augustus D’Arcyt

“Yawooh! Twimble, you ass—oh ewikey }|”

“Ow! Wow!” roared Trimble. “Somebody
banged me in the back—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Fatty Wynn.

He looked in at the study doorway. Arthur
Augustus was sitting on the floor, gasping for
breath. Baggy Trimble was rolling; spluttering.

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus, as he
stared at_fhe New House junior in the doorway.
“Is that Wynn? Bai Jove I”

Arthur Augustus jumped up_and rushed. The
bag swung as he rushed, and met him in the
walstcoat ! Arthur Augustus went over back-
wards as if a cannon-ball had struck him. He
stumbled over Trimble and landed on the fat
Baggy with a crash,

There was a gasping how! from D’Arcy. From
Baggy came an exlil.rlng squeak as all the wind
was driven out of his fat cireumference.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Fatty. And he ran for
the stairs.

“What’s the row?”  Kerruich of the Fourth
came out of his study, “What—— Oh, my hat!
Who—hoooop I

The Manx junior flew as the bag whirled and
crashed. Fatty Wynn flew past him, reached
the stairs, and went down three at a time.

At the foot of the staircase a dozem fellows
stared at him. But masters and prefeets were
about in that region, and “House rows” im-
practicable.  Fatty Wynn, breathless but grin-
ning, walked coolly out of the School House and
cut across the quad to his own House.
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CHAPTER 4.
The Weary Walters !
1] NYBODY getting fed-up?” asked Monty
Lowth i g P

er.
“Just a few I grunted Manners.

“We're sticking it out!” declared Tom Merry.

“I'm going to wait here,” said Jack Blake
«till call-over, if that fat grampus doesn’t crawl
out before then! I'm going to have that bag off
him if I have to wait for hours, and hours, and
hours.”

“Worse for him than for us!” remarked Digby.

“Blessed if I know how he's sticking it all this
time |” said Herries. “Must be simply putrid
down there in the dark.” X

“Well, I suppose he knows we're waiting!”
said Tom. “But we'll jolly well wait "

“Yes, rather1” .

Six School House fellows were getting fed-up—
fed right to the chin! But they were determined.

They had waited half an hour for Fatty Wynn
to emerge from the crypt. He had not emerged.

Not for & moment supposing, or dreaming, that
Fatty had found another way out, they were
going to wait till he came up.

That there was another way out of the old
crypt, none of them knew, or had ever suspected.
Out of bounds as it was, it had been explored
many a time, and no such discovery had been
made, or thought of.

So it did not occur to any of the impatient
watchers that Fatty Wynn had escaped by un-
known ways.

But it did ocour to them that %erhapa he had
dodged out in the dark after Blake had lost
the torch.

Herries had been on guard at the steps. Herries
declared that the New House junior had not

assed him there. He pointed out that though
ga was no cat, to see in the dark, the fat blighter
couldn’t have passed him on the narrow stair
without touching him; and no one had brushed
by him. Therefore, Fatty was still in the vault.

But when half an hour had passed, the other
fellows began to feel a little doubtful on that
point.

They found it tiresome enough to wait in the
old tower, watching the stair for Fatty to come
up—and i*‘ntty, below in the damp darkness,
must have found it absolutely beastly.

Moreover, they had shouted to him more than
once to come up and get it over, and there had
been no answer, Thaﬁ might have expected, at
least, a catcall from the New House man below.

8till, Herries was positive on the point that
no one had passed him while he was guarding the
stair. So they still waited and watched, getting
more and more fed-up every minute.

How long they might have waited cannot be
said, but at length an elegant figure appeared
in the doorway of the old tower and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s eyeglass gleamed at them.

“Bai Jove! I wondahed if you fellows were
still heah!” remarked Arthur Augustus. “I've
been lookin’ for you. What did Jyou let that New
House boundah get away for?

“We haven’t let him get away, ass!” grunted
Jack Blake. “We're waiting for him now, fat-
head! And we're g;oing to grab him when he
comes u?. dummy 1*

“Weally, Blake—"

“Look here, what about getting another torch
and go down after him?"” exclaimed Herries.
“I'm jolly well fed-up with this!”

“Goin’ down aftah whom, Hewwies 1”
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“That New House bladder of lard, ass!”
grunted Herries.

“Bai Jovel! Do you fellows think that Wynn
is down there?” asked Arthur Augustus, in
astonishment.

“We know he is, fathead!”

“But what makes you think so, Hewwies "

“Fathead |” roared Blake. “We chased him
down there, and he never came up, 8o he’s down

there now.”

“But he isn’t, deah boy! How could he be
down there in the cwypt when I saw him in the
House a quartah of an hour ago?”

“What ?” roared all the six,

“Dreaming ! hooted Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies——""

“What do you mean ?” demanded Tom Merri.
“We've been watching that hole like cats watch-
ing for a mouse for over half an hou

Then Wynn must have got out somehow, deah
boy! He was in the Bchool House a quartah
of an gour i:'amd he kno:hed t‘ﬁwmﬂ: e into
my studay and bar, me ovah with a bag—"

zYou a’iw him 7§e§auad Manners.

“Yaas, wathah [”

“You saw Fa.l:ty Wynn in the House a quarter
of an hour ago?” gasped Blake.

“Yaas, he was there all wight!” Arthur
Augustus chuckled. “Have you fellows been
watchin’ for him heah while he was gone?
Ha, ha, hal”

Five fellows turned concentrated glares on
George Herries.

If Fatty Wynn had been in the School House,
obviously he had been out of the crypt! There
was only one explanation, so far as ¥1Pom Merry
& Co. could see—he must have passed Herries
in the dark!
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" Herries, you ass—*
“ Herries, you chum
“You let him pass you!” roared Blake.

“I didn’t!"” roared back Herries. *He never
passed me! Wasn’t I sticking on that stair to
see that he didn’t? He never came u

“Then how did he get out, fathead!” roared
Manners.

“Blessed if T know! He never passed me !”
declared Herries positively. “You see, he
couldn’t have without my knowing.*

ik A‘SE !”

“ Fathead 1"

“Chump ”

“I tell you he never passed me on that stair 1”
roared Herries indignantly. “Gussy’s dream-

L

ing—he just dreamed that he saw him in the
House—"

“Bai Jove! I tell you he knocked me
ovah— *

“He couldn't have—"

“But he did, Hewwies |”

“Rot! He's still down in that crypt—you see,
he must be, because he never passed me coming
l‘p_l'!

“Bump him!” hooted Blake.

“Look here !” yelled Herries. “I tell you—"

“ And I tell you that he must have passed you,
and you never saw him, and we’ve been waiting
here half an hour for nothing!” reared Blake.
“And that New House tick chortling at us all
the time! I dare say half the New House know
that we're waiting here for him and killing them-
selves with laughing—"

“T tell you—"

“Bump him !

Five exasperated juniors collared Geaorge
Herries. They had had that long, weary, exas-

erating wait for nothing—and Fatty Wynn,
gack in his own House, chuckling over it. It
was really too much. They collared Herries
aight and left, and bumped him on the old stone

ags.

ump !
“Oh! Ow!” roared the hapless Herries. “I
tell you he never passed me—"

Bump ! .

“Wow! I tell you he's still there—"
Bump !

“Yoo-hoop! I tell you—*

Bump !

“Ow! Wow! Ow! Oh, mx hat! Owi”

Tom Merry & Co. streamed out of the old
tower. George Herries was left sitting on the
flags, gasping for breath. .

It was some minutes before Herries tottered
away after his friends. And he was stil! con-
vinced that Fatty Wyan was in the crypt below
—because he was quite sure that Fatty hadn’t

assed him on the stair in the dark—as, indeed,
E'stty hadn’t ¢

—_—

CHAPTER &
Enoeks From Knox !
T EEP it dark !’ said Figgins,
“Yes, rather | agreed Kerr.
“Ehi Why?” asked Fatty Wynn.

Figgins & Co. were taking a stroll in the quad
after tea.

The in the New House had been duly
di of. That carge of tuck, sfter ils man:
adventures and narrow escapes, had, after
safely reached itz destinstion, snd Figgins & Co.
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gtnc] a large party of New House juniors had done
1t justice. '
Juring that spread Fatty Wynn had been too
busily occupied for conversation. But after it
was over, and he walked out with his chums,
Fatty gave them an account of his strange
adventures in the old tower

“By gum!” said Figgins. “What a cateb )
Keep it. dark, old fat fruit—keep it fearfully
dark I

“J don’t see—" said Fatty.

“You wouldn’s!” lg‘raas Figgins. “You
don’t see anything unless tim can eat il—you
haven't time to notice anything elee. Why, you
plump old grampus, can’t you see that this is the
catch of the season?”

“No end of a catch I'" grinned Kerr. “ , if
Fatty’s got it right, we can drop in at the Scheol
House whenever we like—"

“ And nohod; the wiser !’ chuckled Figgins.
“What larks!”

“Oh!” said Fah‘.{. - gum, 80 we can!
Why, we could walk in and walk off tuck from
their studies—"

“Trust you to think of that!” said Figgins.
“Never mind the tuck in their studies, you fat
old octopus! We can give them beans all along
the line. We can make that mouldy old House
zli.tdup Iancl howl, and they’ll never know how we

1 ‘t "

*“ Got that torch, Fatiy?” asked Kerr.

“Yes; Pve got it in my pocket.”

“Then let's go and explore}”’

“Come on !’ said Figgins gleefully.

The New House trio headed for the old tower,
Fatty’s chums keen and ::5“ to explore the
secret passage under the quad.

They went warily, not iar%ettin; that the old
tower was out of bounds. But it was a good
deal farther from the New House than from the
School House, and there were no New House
prefeets about. .

Cautiously they strolled in a casurl sort of
wng to the little gate in the corner of the guad,
and paused for a few moments to make sure that
the coast was clear.

Then quickly they whipped over the gate.
Tl}golﬁe;,t moment all three gasped together:

Within the wall a Bixth Form man was Jean.
of ihe Bixth, a School House

i M JC B BB i
rette, 18 on B
thr:é’; of tha:::s. seen it befors it vanished.
Knox jumped.

In that quiet, retired, secluded ?o! out of
bounds for innfon, the bad hat tbe Bixth
had ie-lt.‘qmt.e mmm‘ pulting on s huul:a:.nll‘l
was quite an un 5 ;
Enu:ﬁ?mthmiuniﬂu::ﬁymnin

e g

Ii was an equally unpleasant surprise to
Figgins & Co.

Enox was a House prefect, not a
B e s i, and Hiay

cuse men. 8ti was &
wmmtolbom:dz. And he was evi
mn:god at the interruption of his smoke,
by the fact that juniors had him with a
cigaretie. .

“You young sweeps, what are you doisg here 1*
exclaimed Knox, keeping his foot on ihe eigar-

ette.
“Dh! We—we just jumped over the gate,
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Knox |” stammered Figgins.
jump back at oncel”
“1 shall report this to your Housemaster |”

sna.%;ad nox.
“Oh lor' I” eaid Fatty Wynn.

A report to Mr. Ratolif was far from a
pleasant prospect. Ratty had a heavy hand with
& cane.

“Look here, Knox,” said Figgins warmly, “it's
nothing to do with you—you're a House prefect
in the other Housv—not a School prefect!”

“Nothing to do with me, isn't it ?” asked Knox
unpleasantly. “Waell, I'll let you know about
that, you cheeky young rascal! And Ratcliff
will let you know whether you can go out of
bounds,”

Kerr set his lips.

“You're going to Ratcliff, Knox?"” he asked.

“Yes, you young rascal I” snapped Knox. “I've
got my guty to do.” . )

“Are you going to mention to him that you
were nmnking here 7

“Wha-a-t?

“If you're such & whale on duty, it's your
%{ty to report yourself for smoking | pointed out

err.

Figgins

“All right—we'll

ve an involuntary chuckle at the idea
of a Bixth Former raporting;Elimnelf for smoking.
Fatty Wynn blinked at his Scottish chum, What
Kerr said was true enough, no doubt; but it was
hardly a judicious way of talking to the bully
of the Sixth.

“By gad!” said Knox. His eyes glinted at

r‘

“Better let it drop,” said Kerr. *“You can
leave the New House alone, Knox. We've got
prefects of our own, you kmow.”

“I shall report you to your Housemaster !”

“Oh, all right! As you're such a whale on
daty, I'll follow your example!” gaid Kerr.
“Mind if I ra_‘)ort you to your Housemaster for
smoking? Railton will let you know wheéther
you can smoke cigarettes or not!”

Knox of the Sixth breathed hard and deep.

The fact was that his own offence was more
serious than that of the juniors. They had
jumped a gate out of bounds—Knox was smoking
cigarettes, which was very striotly forbidden—
and prefects were ted to set good, not bad,
examples to the smaller fry.

“Get out of it !” muttered Knox. “I may not
gl:k to Ratcliff—get out of it at once, you young
ticks 1”

Tiggine & Co. were ready enough to get out of
it! Ezploring the secret passage had to be left
till the coast was clear. .

They clambered over the gate, satisfied that
Knox—on second thoughte—was not going to
report them to Ratty.

Knox had his official ashplant under his arm,
He slipped it into his hand and stepped behind
them as they climbed the gate. o was not
ing to report them to Ratty—but he had some-
thing else for them!

Swipe !

“Yarooh |” roared Figgins as the ash landed
on his trousers.

Bwipe |
i Wgoooop 1” yelled Fatty Wynn.

Bwipe |

Kerr gave a yell.

Those three awiEes were delivered with light-
ning swiftness. The next moment Fi%gina & Co.
were over the gate; but they had had one each,
and every one was one of the best!
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“Ow! Oh! Ow!” spluttered Fatty.

“Wow |” gasped Figgins.

“You cheeky bully!” roared Kerr.

Knox grinned over the gate at them.

“Now cut,” he said, “or I'll come and give
you a few more |”

Figgins & Co. cut—with deep feelings. A

-House prefect of the Bchool House had no right

whatever to whop men of the other House.
Knox had assumed that right. Anyhow, they
had had the whops. They wriggled as they

retreated from the spot.
go Figgins, breathing hard.

“Never mind I” sai
“We'll make that 8chool House swab sorry for

this |”
“Wow 1” gaid Fatty Wynn, “Can’t handle a
prefect—ow | Wow |”

“Something might happen to him to-night!”
said Figgins darkly,

“Eh? How?”

“Guess, fathead!” grunted Figgins.

“Good egg!” said «Kerr. “We’ll come baock
and explore that passage after that rotter is
gone—and to—ni;-ht—"

“After dorm,” said Figgins.

“But we shall be asleep in bed after dorm!”
said Fatty Wynn. “I jolly well know I shall
bez at any rate |”

‘That's all right,” said Figgins. “You won't
be afleap after we lug you out of bed by your
ears |”

“Oh, I see!” said Fatty.
“Fancy you seeing an
grunted Figgins. “Let that

wait—we'll give him whops I”

An hour later, when Knox of the Sixth had
been long gone, Figgins & Co. revisited the for-
bidden gpot and explored the secret passage.
And that evening, over prep, deep plots were
laid in Figgy's study.

CHAPTER 6.
Trimble Causes Trouble !

I} HAT--—" ejaculated Tom Merry.
He gave quite a start.

. It was prep, and the Terrible Three
had arrived at their study, Btudy No. 10 in the
Shell. It was dark in the study, and Tom
uttered that ejaculation and gave that start as
he put his hand to the switch to turn on the
light as he entered.

““What's up?” asked Manners.
“Seen a ghost?” yawned Lowther.
Tom was sta.rinF round the study.
“Nobody here !I” he said.

“Expect anybody here?”
staring.

“No. But I thought I heard somebody move.”

“Getting nervy in your old age ?” asked Monty
Lowther,

“Fathead 1”

Tom threw_the door shut, and the three Shell
fellows sorted out their books for prep. They
sat down round the table.

“Want all the floor?” asked Manners, as he
?ul'. his feet under the table. “Might give a
ellow a spot of room |”

“Well, you want a lot with those feet |"” agreed
Lowther. “But I'm not_in your way, fathead!”
“If that's your hoof, Manners, shlft it 1" said
Tom. “You don’t want it over this side of the

table !”
Tae Gex Lierary.—No. 1,635.
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“It isn’t, ass1”

“If it’s yours, Lowther, collect it, and pack it
away somewhere !”

“It isn’t, chump !”

“Well, it’s gone now !” Tom stretched his legs.
“All right I” The chums of the Bhell started on

prep.

I\Pn.nners looked up after a few minutes.

“1 suppose you can’t help being a funny ass,
Monty,” he said in rather acid tones. “But
prep’s prep! Btop it!”

“Stop prep?” asked Monty.

“No; stoi larking! I don’t want a row in
Form with Linton in the morning if you do!”

“Who's larking, ass?” .

“You are! I suppose it's your idea of a lark
to bang a fellow’s knees and make him drop
blots 1’ grunted Manners.

“Who banged your silly knees?” demanded

Lowther,
“You did !” grunted Manners, “If you didn’t,
Tom did! Chuck it1”

“But I didn’t, old bean!” said Tom Merry

mildly. “I’'m trying to wangle rotten Latin
verbs——"

“Why, there it is again 1" exclaimed the
exasperated Manners. ‘Look here, if you

fellows can’t stop larking in pre

“Who's larking, you silly ass?” demanded
Lowther.

“*Oh, perha.;)a I only fancied that you keep on
bumping me !” yapped Manners. “I'll kick out
next time, and then you’ll fancy it, too1”

There was a ucumf of hurried shifting under
the table in Study No. 10. Somebody evidently
was taking warming by Manmers’ remark.

“That’s better,” eaid Manners. “Now chuck
i !)}

“T tell you—" exclaimed Lowther.

“And I tell you—" exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Well, chuck it, anyhow 1 said Manners, and

he settled down to work again.

“Well, you chuck it!” exclaimed Lowther
warmly, “Which of you silly idiots is shoving
my foot?”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Manmners.
“Good advice!” eaid Tom. “Don’tl”

Monty Lowther glared at the pair of them.
Somebody undoubtedly had shoved his foot.
Monty drew that foot back and kicked out with
it. That was an easy way of settling who was
the shover!

The result was unexpected,

“Yarooooh !” came a sudden anguished roar.

The Shell fellows fairly bounded. That roar
came from under the table.

“What the thump——" gasped Tom Merry.

“Who the dickens——" stuttered Manners.

“Tt's somebody under the tablel]” gasped
Monty Lowther. The mystery was elucidated at
last. “Who——"

“Ow! Oh crikey! Ow! Stop kicking, you
swab 1” came a yell from under the table. “Oh
crikey! Oh jimm 1 Wow!"

“Trimble | yelled the three together.

“I ain’t here!” gasped Baggy Trimble. “I
mean, it was only a lark! Don’t you kick me
again, you swab! Wow!*

The three Shell fellows stopped and stared
under the table.

A podgy figure was huddled there.

It had been huddled in hiding. But there was
not a lot of space under a study tabla for a fat
Fourth Former and three pairs of legs. Con-
tact had been bound to be established.
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“You fat foozler |” roared Tom Merry. *“What
are you doing there?”

“QOh, nothing I” gasped Trimble.

“It was you I heard when 1 came in—"

“Hoof him out |” growled Manners.

“I—F—1I say, I-I—*

“What have you been up to in this study 1™
demanded Lowther.

“Nothing, old chap! ¥—I just dodged in here
to get away from Cutts of the Fifth!” gasped
Trimble. ‘‘He was after me ”

“ Whose ’Em have you been scoffing1”

“Eh1” imble passed a paw over his
mouth, on which the signs o E‘I.ft were plainly
visible, “Oh| J—I hayen's been osting jam !
I’ve hardly tasted jam this term I*

Manners stepped to the study ecupboard. He
looked into it. Just within stood a jar of jam
nearly empty—with a table s&iin in it

It was obvious that Trimble had been busy in
the dark, when the sudden arrival of the owners
of the study startled him, and caused him to hunt
for the nearest cover,

“Iliggi léun = Baidananners. d Trimble, still
5 ere, you know I” gaspe rim sti
under the table. “Look here, I—I haven’t

touched your jam! I—I say—whoo-hoop I”

Monty Lowther introduced his boot under the
table. It jammed into Baggy’s fat ribs, and
Baggy rolled out on the other side.

There Tom Merry’s foot met him, and rolled
him over towards the door.

“Ow!l Will you stop kickin
roared Trimble, as he scrambled up.
I didn’t—yaroooocop |1”

“Don’t kick him out yet!” exclaimed Manners.
“T'll let him have the rest of the jam, down
his neck 1"

“QOh jiminy !” gasped Trimble.

He mede a wild bound at the door. He
dragged that door open and bounded through.
Jam down the inside of his fat neck was one
thmg; Jlam down the outside was quite another.
Evidently Baggy did not like it outside I

me, you cadsi”
“J tell you

He bounded into the ?.anﬁ?, and careered
away at top speed for the Fourth Form guarters.
Tom Merry and Monty Lowther rushed after
him; Manners was too late with the jam.

Two boots reached Baggy Trimble as he
reached the corner of the passage, They landed
together, answered by a terrific roar from Baggy.
He shot round the cormer.

Baggy could not, of course, see round corners.
And he was in too great a hurry to look before
he leaped. Knox of the Sixth was walking up
the Fourth Form passage—Knox being on dut
in prep that evening. He met Baggy in fu
career.

Knox went over like a ninepin. Over him
rolled Baggy, roaring.

Tom erry and Lowther
corner the next moment, natural
to find a heap of humanity in their way., They
stumbled over Knox and Baggy, and added them-
selves to the heap.

“Oh, my hat1”

“Oh scissors!”

Gerald Knox, with three juniors rolling over
him, eprawled and spluttered. He hardly knew
what was happening. It seemed rather like the
impact of a runaway lorry! Knox spluttered and

ed round the
not expecting

gurgled,

"%h jiminy 1” ﬂguped Baggy. .
He wriggled off Knox, picked himself up, and

gshot on. Knox sat up, grabbin

at gaspin
juniors. He captured an ear and a neck. It
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was Tom Merry’s ear and Monty Lowther’s
neck! They roared in unison !

“0Oh!" gasped Knox! He staggered up, still
grasping the ear and the meck. He was not
lotting his ]irisonars escape] “Who— Ohl
Merry—Lowther | Larking in the passages in
prep, what?”

Knox glared round. There had been a third
arty on the scene, he knew, but that party—a
at party—had already vanished into a Fourth
TForm study. However, he had two of theml

He released the ear and the neck and grasped
his ash.

“Bend over!” gasped Knox.
toes !"

“T,o0k here—" panted Tom Merry.
never saw you—"

“You see——" gasped Lowther,

“Ves, I see,” agreed Knox. “You fanoy you
can lark in the passages in prep and knock a
prefect spinning| I'll give you something to
cure all that! Are you going to bend over, or
do you want to go to Railton?”

Tom Merry and Lowther exchanged a glance.
Then they bent and touched their toes.

“Touch your

(1] We

1l

i

" r | | : "_.}“i | !i' .! -fi;i

L | f | 0

Knox shouted in the ho
was his misfortune th
Knox. ‘' Oocococh! Wooooch!l"

of awakening another 8ixth Former and getting a light on the socene. it
he opened his mouth to
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There was no help for it. Knox was a House
prefect with *whopping privs,” and it was not
only his right, but his duty, to administer “toco
to juniors who left their studies in prep to lark
in ‘the passages. Baggy’'s jammy exploits in
Study No. 10 were no excuse—even if the Shell
fellows had been disposed to mention Baggy.

Swipe, swipe!

That was for Tom.

Swipe, swipe !

That was for Lowther.

“Now go back to your study,” said Knox,
“and if you come out agein in prep, look out
for squalls.”

Tom and Monty walked back to Study No. 10
—wriggling. Manners, pot of jam in hand, met
them at the doorway.

“Haven't you got him?” he asked.

“Ow! No! Knox got us!” gasped Tom.

“Ow! Wow!” moaned Lowther. “I shall
have to stand to prep! I'll slaughter that podgy
porker to-morrow—wow "

And prep was resumed in Study No. 10 in the
Shell, interrupted occasionally by gasps and
squeaks from two members of the study.

| / J_r'
JI | y' [

j'lr" :fi ! Ir I-'; H,i
. Hl | _“-1 l (IH‘

K7a ¥

shout as the ink arrived. * Gurrr h1'" gurgled
& Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Figgine & a'. b

Trae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,635.
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CHAPTER 1.
In the Siilly Night !

EORGE FIGGINS sat up in bed in_the
Fourth Form dormitory in the New
House at St. Jim’s and peered round him

in the darkness.

All was silent and still now that the last stroke
of midnight had died away. Only_the regular
breathing of many sleepers came to Figgy’s ears.

“Yon fellows awake?"” whispered Figgins.

“Sort of1” came back a whisper from Kerr.

“Tatty isn’t! I say, Fatty |”

No answer from Fatty Wynn. Fatty was deep
in the land of dreams—dreaming, probably, of
that day’s magnificent spread in the study.

“T'll soon wake him!” murmured Kerr,

Fllgqms and Kerr turned out. Neither was
fearfully keen on turning out of bed at the
“witching time of night.” But plans had been
laid, and those plans were going to be carried
out.

“Urrggh!” murmured Fatty Wynn, as his
plump shoulder was shaken, “QOoogh! T'll have
another tart|”

Figgins chuckled.

“Guess what he’s dreaming of 1" he murmured.

Keorr chuckled, too, and gave the fat youth
another shake. Fatty Wynn came out of the
land of dreams and blinked in the dark,

“Ooogh! Wharrer marrer?” he murmured
sleepily. “Why, 'tain’t light yet! Wharrer you
waking me up for, I'd like to know?”

“Time |” said Figgins, “ Just turned twelve |”

“Oh!” Fatty Wyon remembered the plots laid
in the study in prep. At the time Fatty had been
keen, indeed enthusiastic. Now, however, his
keenness and his enthusiasm seemed to have done
rather a fade-out.

“Oh!” he repeated. “I—I say, wait a
minute! Look here, you fellows, it's a topping
idea to rag those School House swabs, but—but—
now I come to think of itz another night—"

“To-night's the night 1" said Kerr.

“T mean, another night would be just as good,
in fact, better!” argued Fatty Wynn. “What I
mean js—" .

“You mean you don’t want to turn out of
bed 1

“Yes—I—I mean, no! I'm fearfully keen, of
course—keen as mustard! But—I mean to say—
ragging a prefect is a bit thick. Of course, Knox
is only & Bchool House pre, and a swab and a
bﬁ:l] ; but—but, after all, he's a pre, and I really
think—"

. “You really think you'd like me lo tip this
jug of water over you?”
Eh! Oh, no!”

Fatty sat up quite suddenly.

“QOut you come |” said Figginas.

“Just a minute " gasped Fatty.
tick! What I really mean is this—it’s putrid,
damp, and dark, and spidery in that secret
passage—cold and chilly, and—and all that—and
i‘m afraid you fellows might catch cold! I—I
never thought of it when we were talking in the
study, but now—"

*We'll chance it !*

““Well, I shouldn’t like you chaps to be laid u
with a cold, with the cricket coming along, an
all tha iy

“You're more likely to be laid up with a ¢old
than we are!” said Kerr. “You ses, I'm going
to tip this jug of water over you—"

“Keep off, you ass! Look here, come tu think
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of it, two’s company and three’s a crowd !” said
Fatty. “I rea.Hy think you fellows would get
through better without me. What I'm afraid of
is_getting in the way " '

rip |
“QOoogh!” gasped Fatty, as a trickle of cold
water ran down his back, *I say, stoppit! I'm
coming, of course! But—"

Drip
“T.00k here, Kerr, you Scotch chump——"
“Have the rest?” asked Kerr,

“0Oh, nol Stoppit! Loock here, you fellows,
what I really meant to say is—gerrooooghl
Ooooocogh ! Ooooch 1”

Drip, drip, drip!

Fatty Wynn turned out.

Bed was warm and comfortable, and dark,
secret passages at midnight far from attractive.
But cold water dripping down his back settled
the point. His loyal chums were not leaving
David Llewellyn Wynn out of this adventure.
Raiding the rival House at midnight, by unknown
and unsuspected ways, was too tremendous a lark
for old Fatty to be left out of it—and that was

that |
But Fatty was sleepy. He groped for his
trousers, but instead of putting them on, he

peered at his chums in the gloom.

“T say, if we get copped going down—" he
mumbled, I mean to say, it's fearfully risky
breaking out at night—"

“And you a giddy Welshman!” said Figgins.
“Think of the men of Harlech! The men of
Harlech roused from slumber without having
cold water dripped down their necks! Think the
me;l n’::;f Harlech would have cared for a spot of
risk ?

“0Oh, nol! But—'tain’t the risk, really!”
mumbled Fs.tgl. “But—"
“Give him the rest of the jug, Kerr|”

“QOh, it’s all right—I’m coming!” said Fatty
hastily.

Ang he plunged into his trousers

The three dressed quietly in the dark., They
left the Fourth Form dormitory on tiptoe. Once
wide awake, and fairly committed to the adven-
ture, Fatty recovered his keenness.

There was a certain back window that Figgins
& Co. knew—and by that window they dropped
ona by one out of the House.

Tt was a fine June night, with a starry sky.
No lights were to be seen in any windows—all
St. Jim’s was deep in slumber at that hour—save
the adventurous three. But they kept carefully
in the shadows as they cut away to the old tower.

Not till they were in the ancient doorway of
the tower did Kerr flash on a light ey
descended the stair into the crypt.

Damp and dark and dismal looked that ancient
rccess 1n the glimmer of the torch, Bui Figgins
& Co. were not nervy.

One by one they dropped through the aperture
of the moving stone, and ducked their heads in
the subterranean passage.

In single file they trod on by the hidden way
to the spiral stair that gave access to the interior
of the gohool House—the enemy’s stronghold.

In quite a short time they were at the summit
of that stair, and the panel-door was opened, and
they looked out into the study passage.

It was black as a hat!

Sixth Form studies, on the ground floor, were
bed-rooms also; but all the junior Forms rlept
in dormitories, far from the siudies. Nobody was
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likely to be anywhere near at hand at that hour
of the night. .

“Here we are!” grinned Figgins, as he
step ed through the doorway.

“What:ho 1" chuckled Kerr.

Fatty Wynn followed them out.

Kerr, with the light glimmering, led the way
towards the stairs. But Fatty paused outside
ﬂtutﬁ' No.

“Hold on, you men!” he whispered.
“What's up1” Figgins gave a start. ‘“Heard
ln;thing—-— ¥

T0h, no! I say, this is D’Arcy’s study!”

“Blow D’Arcy's study!| That can wait! We're
after Knox's scalp first1” .

“Yes; but, I aa&‘. what about raiding the study
cupboard first? Ten to one there’s something
in it! And, to tell you the truth, I'm hungry!

“Kill him !’ said Figgins.

“I mean, I a!wn.%a get hungry if I'm woke up
at night,” urged Fatty. “If there’s a cake or
anything—"

“Come on |”

“What I mean is, it’s no end of a lark on them.
I'm not exactly thinking of the cake, but of the
lark. You blithering chump, what are you
barging your silly hoof at me for?”

“To help you along! Get going!”

“J tell you it would be a lark on them. I'm
thinking of the cark, not of the lake—I mean,
of the lake—that is the cake—I mean, the lark
notlt,he cake. And I say—— 8Stoppit, you mad
ass |"

Fatty Wynn rolled on.

CHAPTER 8.

Inky !
ERALD KNOX awoke suddenly.

Knox had sat up rather late in his study
before he turned in. He had not been
burning the midnight oil for studious reasons; he
had been smoking cigarettes, and consulting a
sporting paper on the chances of Bonny Barne
winning the Wayland Handicap. But at mid-
night, Knox of the Sixth was fast asleep in bed,
and if he was dreaming, he was probably dream-
ing of the chance—if any—of bagging a win on
Bonny Barney. Certainly he did not dream that
the three New House juniors he had swiped that

afternoon were anywhere at hand.

What woke him was a quite surprising happen-
ing. The bedclothes were suddenly whipped off
his bed.

Knox sat up in quite a dizzy state of astonish-
ment.

It was black as & hat in his study with the
blinds drawn. He could see nothing but
blackness.

It seemed to him that he must be dreaming

18.

Bedclothes might slip off, or roll off. But for
the whole outfit to whisk off at one fell swoop
was really remarkable.

“What the dooce——" gasped Knox.

He groped round him.

The bedclothes were gone. He sat in his
pyjamas, with not the ghost of a sheet, or the
lmtre of a blanket anywhere near him. It was
absolutely amazing. Even his pillow was gone,
A pillow really couldn’t slip off, or roll off, with
a fellow’s head on it. But it was gone. It had
whisked away from under his head with the rest
of the outfit.
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Knox sat groping and blinking, and as he did
so the pillow suddenly came home again. It
came with a whiz!

Plop |

The pillow plopped on Knox’s face, and folded
itself round his head before it dropped on his
knees.

“Gurrrrggh |” gasped Knox. .

It seemed to him that he glimpsed a movin
shadow in the gloom. The pillow was whiske
away again.

Whiz! Plop!

It returned—on Knox's features. He dropped
on his back, the back of his head tapping on the
bed-head. Knox gave & roar.

It was answe by a subdued chuckle from
the darkness.

Then Knox at last understcod. Somebody was
in the room, and that somebody was a ragging
junior,

Knox had been ragged many a time and oft.
He was rather Eiven to bullying, and he had a
heavy hand with an ash—exercising his * whop-

ing privs " to the full, and often a little over.

Inly that evening he had given Tom Merry and
Manners a couple of swipes each, instead of the
admonitory flick that old Kildare or Darrell
would have given them. So if a chance came
any fellow’s way of ragging Knox, Knox gener-
ally got the benefit of it.

But this was very unusual—invading a pre-
fect’s room in the middle of the night, yanking
off his bedolothes, and pelting him with his own
pillow. This was the limit, and a little over.
be]'gnoz breathed rage as he clambered off the

He was going to switch on the light without
the loss of a second, and identify that ragger
before he could bolt. And that ragger was going
to be marched in to his headmaster in the morn-
ing for a flogging. And, on the spot, he was
going to have the biggest hiding Knox could
give him to go on with!

The lighting switch was by the door, and the
g::raged prefect groped to the door o,nd’ switched
it on.

But no light came.

He heard the click of the switch. It should
have been followed by the light in the lamp,
but it waen’t. The reason was simple. e
lamp had been extracted from its socket before
the raggers started operations. It did not suit
Fig ins & Co. to have light on the subject.

“You foung rascal 1” hissed Knox, in helpless
rage. Is that you, Tom Merry?"”

'%hera was a chuckle.

Knox made a fierce qlunga in the direction
of that chuckle. He could not see the chuckler.
He could see nothing, not even a chair that was
in his way. He stumbled over the chair, barked
his shins, and gave a howl:

(1} Oh!l!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Oh gad!” gasped Knox.

He rubbed damaged shins, and glared.

Three separate chortles reached his ears from
three different directions, and he knew that
there was not, as he had supposed, one ragger
on the scene, but three raggers.

He groped round the study.

In his trousers pocket was a box of matches.
Kunox always carried matches; he needed them
fi:-rt-hh.iuﬂsmﬁkei.I But hg ha.:ll to ﬁncl‘i hiud troulla‘ra
in the dar e groped and groped, and ca t,

&‘n GeM megg.—No. 1,635,
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not trousers, but a head of hair! One of the
raggers was in his clutches.

“¥Yooo-hooop |” came a deafening roar from
the ragger, as Knox clutched his hair, tightening
his grasp as he realised that he had made a
capture.

*Got you!” hissed Knox.

He could not sec whom he had got. But he
had got him, whoever he was, and had little
'doubt that it was Tom Merry or Manners or
Lowther. Anyhow, he had got him.

The next moment, however, Knox himself was
“got.” As the captured one roared in Knox’'s
grasp, his comrades, guided by the sound, closed
in. Invisible hands grabbed at Gerald Knox.
One caught his nose, another caught his ear.
Both tugged.

Knox gave a roar that the ancient Bull of
Bashan might have envied, celebrated as he was
for his roaring.

He let Fo his prisoner, and lashed out frantic-
ally on all sides. His fist hit something, answered
by & wild yell. It was apparently a nose, and
that whop in the dark tapped the claret.

Figgins & Co. were there to rag Knox; but
they scemed to be getting a fair share of the
ragging themselves, Figgy certainly had mot
anticipated that jolt on the nose.

Three fellows backed away from Knox towards
the door. Knox heard that burried retreat and
charged after them.

The door was open. Three fellows were
bﬁmched in the doorway. Knox crashed into the
three.

He had them now, or, rather, they had him.
He grabbed, and they grabboed. Three pairs of
grabbing hands wera more efficacious than one
grabbing pair. Knox went dcwn on the floor,

umping.

“The ink—quick!” He heard a hurried
whasper.

He squirmed wildly to get away. He did not

want the ink. Wanted, or unwanted, it arrived—
a stream, splashing over the sprawiing prefect |

Knox shouted, in the hope of awakening
another man along the passage, and getting a
light on the scene, It was his misfortune, and
not his fault, that his month opened to shout
ag the ink arrived.

Knox'’s intended shout changed into a horrid
gurgle.

His mouth was rather larfe;
plantﬁ of ink in the ink-bottle,
mouth to capacity.

What there was no room for in his mouth went
over his face.

“Gurrggh |” gurgled Knox. “0ooch! Wooch !
Grooogh!| Ooooch |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gerrooooghi! Woo-goocogh !”

“Cut!” whispered a voice. “Bomebody’s
coming |

Three grinning young rascals backed out of
Knox’s study. A door cipened along the passage
Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim’s, looked out.
The uproar in Knox’s study had startled him out
of slumber.

But Figgins & Co. were swift.

Kildare of the Sixth had a momentary back
view of three figures vanishing round a cormer.
It was dark 1n the passage, save for the glimmer
from his own doorway. ’I‘hey were gone in &
twinkling.

Ho stared along towards Knox’s doorway, from
which horrid sounds floated.

TaE Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,635,
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“Gurrgh! Woooooch] Oooooch! Ooooooi”
5t tW_lmt; on earth——" exclaimed the St. Jim’s
captralin,

e switched on the passage light and hurried
along to Knox’s study. e jumped as he saw
the strange and startling figure that sat up in
a sea of ink! A face as black as a Hottentot’s—
or blacke lared at him, spluitering ink.

“What—who—" gasped Kildare. “Is that

“What’s the matter §”

“Gurrrggh !”

“Why the dickens don’t you answer me 1”

“Wooooch| Grooogh! My mum-mum-mouth’s
full  of—grooogh |—ink |* urgled Knox.
“Wooooch! I'm chook-chook-choking—urrrggh |
Those young rascals—urrrggh! Those young—
gurrggh |”

“QOh, it’s a rag !"” said Kildare. " This is pret
serious—ragging in the middle of the night! Di
you see who they were?”

“Qoogh| Three of the Shell, I think—gooogh !
Tom Merry—ooogh!—and the other young—
gurrggh !—rotters—urrrgh 1”

“I'll go up and give their dorm the once-over |
I don’t see how you spotted them in the dark,

though.”
tted them—grooogh—but

“Qoooogh—I never s d the
I whopped them for larking in the—grooogh—

assages this evening, and think—ooo%ihl 1
ﬁeard one of them speak, too, and I think—
wooooogh !

“T’ll go up, anyhow |”

Kildare went, leaving Gerald Knox still argu-
ing with the ink. Klildare made a round of
the junior dormitories in the School House, but
he found them all silent and slumbering. Tt did
not_occur to him to explore the Fourth Form
studr Eln.ssage ; but had it occurred to him it
would have bheen too iate——FiEgim & Co. were
already on their way home by the secret passage—
Figg;lr holding a handkerchief to his nose as he
went |

CHAPTER 9.
Not Guilty !

&4 \OM MEWWY——*
“Yes, old image !”

“You are & weckless ass, Tom
Mewwy I” said Arthur Augustus D’Arecy
severely.
Tom stared.

“What’s biting you, old bean?” he inquired.
“Wandering in your mind——"

“If any!” added Monty Lowther,

“T am weferwin’ to your weckleszs wagging
last night, Tom Mewwy! Wasn't it you who
were wagging ?7”

“My dear chap, I'm not a dog’s tail |” remon-
strated Tom. “I wasn't wagging.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don’t be an ass, Tom Mewwy! When
I say wagging I mean wagging, not wagging,
as you know vewy welll You have been wagging
Knox of the SixthI”

“Not Fuilty, my lord |” answered Tom, laugh-
ing. “I'd be glad to—but I haven’t.”

“Bai Jove! Wasn't it you fellows ?” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus in surprise, “I've heard that
Knox says 1t was your crowd.”

“It wasn't your lot?” asked Manners.

“No feah! I should certainly not allow Blake
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or Hewwies or Dig to be so weckless! It’s feah-
fully sewious to wag a Sixth Form pwefect—
though, of course, evewy man in the House would
be vewy glad to wag Knox, as he is such a wotten
outsidah [”

“More power to their elbow, whoever it was!”
said Tom. “I thought it was Study No. 6 when
I heard of it.”

“Might have been Levison and his lot[” re-
mnrkeg Lowther., “Hallo, here's Levison| You
been ragging the Knox-bird, Levison?”

Levison of the Fourth laughed,

“No; haven’t you?"”

“ Absolutely innocent!” said Monty Lowther.
“Wildrake, did you turn out last night to pay
Knoxy a visit?”

“] guess not I” answered Wildrake.

“He, he |” from Baggy Trimble. “I jolly well
know whom Knox whopped last evening! I
fancy I{nox knows who ragged him!”

“Was it you, Trimble?” asked Levison.

Baggg jumped. L.

“Me?! No! Don't you go saying it was me!
Knox wants somebody whopped for it, and he
won’t care much who it is, so long as sdmebody
is. I can tell you Knox is awfully fierce this
morning.”

After breakfast crowds of School House fellows
were discussing the startling happening of the
night. Everybody had heard by that time
that Knox of the Sixth had been ragged in
his quarters—culprits unknown, but suspected.

Neither Knox- nor anyone else surmised for a
moment that the ragging had come from the
New House. The Houses were locked at night,
and even a professional cracksman would not
have found it easy to enter after lock-up. Not
a man thought of the New House in connection
with the matter at all.

Many of the fellows had heard that Knox
suspected the Terrible Three. It was rumoured
that he had reported them to the Housemaster,
and that Railton was going to take the matter
up before class, . .

But as the three were absolutely innocent in
the matter they had no special ;nmgwinEs. Knox,
as the fat Baggy remarked, might be keener on
getting somebody whopped than on making sure
of the right man. But a Housemaster could be
depended on to see justice done.

Darrell of the Bixth came out of the House
and glanced round shortly before the bell was
due for class. He beckoned to the three Shell
fellows.

Baggy gave a fat chuckle. . ;

“Better pack, you fellows " he adyised. “This
won't be just six; this will be a Head's flogging |
Shove a lew exercise books in your bags.’

“You fat chump!” said Tom Merry. “We
never touched Knox——"

“He, he!” chuckled Baggy.

“Never heard of it till this morning——" said
Manners.

“He, he!”

“Can’'t you take a fellow’'s word, Baggy?”
asked Lowther.

“He, he!” .

B?qy‘s cackle seemed to indicate that he
couldn’t.

“Well, you can take a fellow’s boot, at an
rate |” remarked Monty—and Baggy took it, wit
a thud, his fat cackle changing suddenly into a
terrific roar.

Then the three hurried over to Darrell.

“Housemaster's study |” said the prefect.

And they went in.
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Mr. Railton was found in his study, with a
grim, stern brow. Knox was there, in so savage
a temper that he could barely suppress it, even
in his Housemaster’s presence. His eyes gleamed
at the three as they came in.

“Merry! Manners! Lowther!” rapped Mr.
Railton. “Did you leave your dormitory after
lights out last night?”

‘No, sir.”

“You did not come down to Knox’s study?”

€« NO, Hi.!.'.”

Mr. Railton scanned their faces keenly.
glared at them.

Knox, in point of fact, was far from sure that
the three were the guilty 1{:m.rl:iets. He founded
his suspicion chiefly on the fact that he had
whopped two of them the evening before. But
if that evidence was good enough for Knox it was
not likely to be good enough for his Housemaster.

Knox had told his tale of woe, and the House-
master was determined that such reckless culprits
should be found and punished. But he was
rather more particular than Knox about making
sure first.

“I've no doubt, sir, that these were the three,”
said Knox.

“I think, Knox, that there is a very consider-
able doubt,” said Mr. Railton dryly. “You have
told me that in the struggle in your study you
dealt a blow which landed on the face of one of
the juniors in the dark. None of these three
faces shows any signs of such blow.”

“Oh I” said Knox.

He glared at the three. Knox had little doubt
that there was at least one nose in the ragging
party that would bear outward and visible signs
of the combat in the dark. He had said so to
the Housemaster, fully expecting that Tom
Merry, Harry Manners, or Monty Lowther
would show a damaged nose!

But all three noses were absolutely normal.
Knox glared, and glared again, but he could not
glare damage into a mnose. - Plainly, obviously,
evidently, none of those three noses had lntefy
had a knock.

“Oh said Knox at last.

“Certainly the boy who received your blow
cannot be one of these three,” said Mr. Railton.
“Merry, I accept your statement that you did
not "leava your dormitory last night. ou may

“Thank you, sir!” said Tom.

The three left the study. Knox left a few
moments later, and hurried after them. He
overtook them as they went into the quad.

“Hold on, you young sweeps!|” he snapped,

“ Anything to oblige |” said Tom politely. And
the three held on.

“You've mar;gged to stuff Railton,” said Knox.
“You can’t stuff me. I fancy two of you were

Knox

there. 'Who was the other who stopped my
punch?”

“QOh, don’t be an ass!” said Tom. “We knew
nothing about it till this morning. And if we

knew anything we wouldn’t tell you.”

Knox’s eyes gleamed.

“That’s not the way to talk to a prefect,
Merry 1” he said. “I'll whop you for that!”

“Oh, all right!” said Tom cheerfully. “Come
on, you men—let’s go back to Railton, and ask
him whether we're to be who%i:d. and whether
he thinks we stuffed him, as ox says!”

Knox caught his breath. He gave the three a
look, and turned quickly and walked away,
leaving them grinning
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CHAPTER 10,

The Wrong Man !
11 W !” roared Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
Arthur Augustus was not accustomed
io roar. The repose that stamps the
casto of Vere de Vere was Gussy’s long suit.

But circumstances alter casesl A fellow who
stepped on & banana-skin, shot over, and landed
suddenly on his nose an the cold, hard, unsym-
pathetic earth might be excused for momentarily
forgetting the meanners and customs of the
aristocracy, and adopting those of common
mortals.

Anyhow, Gussy roared.

Baggy Trimble had dro&ped the banana-skin
about. That was just like Trimble. Arthur
Augustus had stepped on it without noticing it.
That was just like Gussy.

A moment ago, D’Arcy had been walking with
elegant leisure. Now he was turning suddenly
into a catherine-wheel.

He hardly knew what was happening. But he
knew that his noble nose knocked on the solid
globe. The globe was so solid that it left no
doubt on the subject.

“Owl Oh! OQoooh!” roared Arthur Augustus.

He scrambled up.

The knees of his trousers were dusty. That
in itself was a catastrophe. But even that
catastrophe paled into insignificance compared
with the state of his nose. There was a pain in
his nose! Gussy could bear pain like a Spartan.
But there was a spurt of red. Gussy dabbed a
handkerchief to his noble proboscis, and it came
:wa.s red-spotted.

“Oh cwumbs!” breathed Arthur Augustus,
overwhelmed with dismay,

This was fearful |

Evidently, he was going to have a decorative

nose,

He dabbed and dabbed. The more he dabbed,
the more spots appcared on the handkerchief,
He took out his pocket-mirror, and surveyed his
nose. It was red. It was slightly swollen already.
It exuded crimson. It was not a thing of beauty,
and far from being a joy for ever! The pain 1n
it was a mere nothing in comparison with its
appearance.

“Oh cwikey |” groaned Arthur Augustus.

He held his handkerchief to his nose as he
walked off towards the House. He wanted to
bathe that nose before the bell went. He was
anvious to do his very best to restore that nose
to normal before he went into class.

The sight of the swell of St. Jim's walking
with a bandkerchief to his nose naturally drew
attention.

“Hurt your boko?” asked Levison.
(14 Ya“ I”

“Knocked it on somebody’s knuckles?” grinned
Grundy of the Shell.

“No, I fell ovah—*

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy. “Don't let
Knox see it—he will %uess where you fell over|
He's asking all over the shop after a fellow with
a damaged beezer.”

“Bothah Knox!” answered Arthur Augustus,
and he walked on.

He passed Knox of the Bixth a few minutes
later, and Knox jumped as he saw him.

. Knox was in eager search of some School House

junior with a damaged nose. Having found a

Bchool House junior with a damaged nose, Knox

had no doubt that he would have one of the
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raggers at least. And a junior passing Knox with
his nose hidden under a handkerchief was really
asking for it. Knox of the Sixth bore¢ down on
Arthur Augustus at once,

“Stop !” he rapped.

“I am in wathah a huwwy, Knox.”

“Take that hanky away !" snapped Knox, “Let
me see your nose |”

“Weally, Knox—"

“Take that hanky away at once !”

“But weally—"

Knox reached out and knocked the handker-
chief aside. A red and damaged nose was re-

'l e A ,‘-:

~ W
| B\ /1
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“ Upend the tabln‘“ sald Figgins. ** Hang the

grinned as they se
prise 1"’ went on Figgins. * | say,”

vealed! A dozen fellows gathering round stared
at it

“He, he!” cachinnated Baggy Trimble. “It’'s
B:ircyi I thought it was Tom Merry, but it’s

rey n

“So I've spotted you, D’Arcy, have I?”* said
Knox grimly. “Come with me.”

“I wealla‘ have no time now, Knox!” expos-
tulated Arthur Augustus. “I1 want to bathe my
nose befoah class.”

“Your _nose can wait till Railton’s ceen it!®

grinned Knox.
“Bai Jovel I fail to see why Wailton should

lity e cankt st

to work on ltud.y No. @. “P WY,
sald Fatty Wynn, t_}:al;‘gllng imself at the study cupboard, ‘' these bananas are
UL

be intewested in my nose, Knox!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus in astonishment.

“Come along, you young rascal I” <

“D’Arcy never had that nose this morning
Knox!” sald Cardow of the Fourth.

“Didn’t he?” sneered Knox. “We'll see what
Railton says about that! Come with mo ac ence,
D'Arey ¥

“But weally, Knox—"

“Do you want me to take you by the collar?”

“I should wefuse to be taken by the collah,
Kunox ! answered Arthur Augustus with dignity.
“ As you dre a pwefect, I will follow you, but you

sl” u Ha, ha, ha!’' The New House raggers

see the School Houss ticks enjoy their sur-

are wasting valuable time! I want to bathe my
nose.”
“Follow me, you young sweep |”
And Arthur Augustus followed the bully of the
Sixth to his Housemaster’s study. Mr. Railton,
who was preparing to go to the Sixth Form
Room, glanced round impatiently. He started a
little at the sight of a junior with a handker-
chief to his nose.

“What is it now, Knox1” he asked.

“T have brought D’Aroy here, sir, as I have no
doubt that he was one of the raggers in my study
last night,” explained KXnox.
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“T trust that this is not another mistake, Knox !
Hardly half an hour ago you had no doubt that
the offenders were in the Shell, and D’Aroy is a
Fourth Form boy!” said Mr. Railton rather
sharply.

“(.I))ne of them, sir, was struck on the nose in
the struggle, and I am sure bears the signs of it
this morning,” said Knox. “D’'Arcy was deliber-
ately hiding his nose with a handkerchief when I
saw him in the quadrangle—"

“I was doin’ nothin' of the kind, Knox |” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus. “I was holdin’ my
hanky to my nose, because it was tapped—"'

“I1 compelled him to let me see his nose, sir,
much against his will, and found that it had been
damaged by a blow," said Knox.

Mr Railton frowned. , .

“Remove that handkerchief, D’Arcy|” he said.

“Yaas, sir|”

“Upon my word |” Railton stared at the dam-
aged proboscis, “You have certainly had a hard
blow on the nose, D'Arcy! Have you
fighting 7"

* Certainly not, sir.” -

EKnox’s eyes gleamed. If a fellow with a nose
like that admitted that he had not been fighting,
where had he got the nose? It was quite clear to
Gerald Knox !

“D'Arcy! Were you one of the boys who en-
tered Knox's study last night?” asked Mr.
Railton sternly.

“Bai Jove! No, sir!” :

“You have received a blow!” exclaimed Mr.
Railton. “Tell me at once where you received
that blow, D’Arcy.”

“0On my nose, sir!” answered Arthur Augustus
innocently.

“Wh-a-t 7

“On my nose, sir !” F .

“I warn you not to trifle with me, D’Arcy!”
exclaimed the Housemaster.

Arthur Augustus blinked at him,

“] am not twiflin® with you, sir! I am an-
swahin’ your question! You asked me where I
weceived s blow——"

Mr. Railton breathed hard. L

“Did you receive that blow last night in Knox’s
study 7 he ;upped.

“Qh, no, sir !’ -

“Then in what place did you receive it?”

“In the quad, sir.”

“You have said that you have not heen
fighting 7" " [

“Not at all, sir.”

“D’Arey! You can scarcely expect me_to
believe that some boy struck you on the nose with-
out cause—" i

“Certainly not, sir.”

“Tell me at once, D'Arcy, who caused that
dam to your face |” exclaimed Mr. Railton.

“Y don't know, sir!”

“You do not know!"” exclaimed the House-
master blankly. . p ’

“I haven't the foggiest, sir! I was taken quite
by surpwise. I should like to punch the uttah ass
who was wesponsible, but I have not the least
ideah who he was.” ’ .

“TUpon my word 1” said Mr. Railton, staring at
him, “D'Arcy, if you cannot explain how you
came by that injury, I can only conclude that it
hap ened in Knox's study last night—"

%ut I can explain all wight, sir,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I don’t know who caused the damage,
as I did not see him dwop the banana-skin—"

“The—the what?”
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“The banana-skin, sir!”

“Bless my soul | What has a banana-skin to do
with it?"” cxclaimed Mr, Reilton, )

“A vewy gweat deal sir, as I slipped on if,
and—"

“You slipped on a banana-skin 7"

“Yaas, sir, and banged my nose—"

“Oh| When did this occur, D'Arcy ?” .

“ About ten minutes ago, sir! I was comin’ in
to bathe my nose when Knox gwabbed me. 1
pointed out to him that I was in wathah a huwwy
to bathe my nose, but he insisted upon bwingin’
me heah. If you are done with me, sir, I should
be vewy 5[:{1 to io and bathe my nose.”

“T—I do not believe a word of this, sirl”
hooted Knox. “I—"

“Bai Jove! You are an awful wottah, Knox 1"
exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly.

“8ilence, D'Arcy 1”

“Yaas, sir; but Knox is an_awful wottah to
expwess doubt upon my word! I am weally quite
surpwised that you allow him to wemain a
pwefect [

“Leave my study, D'Arcy |”

“Yaas, sir| But I think—"

“] shall cane you if you say another word,
D’Arcy | Leave my study at once |” E

Arthur Augustus left—with his handkerchief
to his noble nose again. He did not utter any
more words, but he gave Knox a glance of lofty
scorn as he went.

When he was gone, Mr. Railton fixed a rather
grim look on Knox.

“This is the second time, Knox, that you have
made a ridiculous mistake and an unfounded
accusation 1” he said. “Kindly make no more
reports to me unless you can be certain of what
you say.”

“But——" stammered Knox,

“That will do!” rapped Mr. Railton.
may go.”

And Knox went—with feelings that he could not
have expressed in words |

“You

CHAPTER 11.
The Raiders !

13 H jiminy!” exclaimed Baggy Trimble, in
alarm.
Bsgiy had cause for alarm.

After class that day most of the School House
men had gone down to the nets. Hardly a fellow
was up in the studies in the glorious June
weather. In that deserted state of the junior

uarters, Baggy Trimble naturally expected a
clear field for certain investigations he had to
make—not unconnected with possible supplies of
tuck in the study cupboards.

Btutho. 6 seemed to the fat Baggy absolutely
safe. He had watched the four owners of that
study, arrayed in flannels, with bats under their
arms, fare forth for a spot of cricket. Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther, who were likely
visitors to Study No. 6, had gone with them.
Baggy Trimble, when he sneaked surreptitiously
into Study No. 6, did not for a moment expect to
be interrupted.

But alas for Baggy !

Standing at the study cupboard, he had fin-
ished a cake, but had not had time to begin on
:]ha jam, when footsteps stopped at the study

oor.

There was no escape for Baggy. He had not
even time to scramble under the table as he had
done in Tom Merry's study. He had barely time
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to cram himself into the lower half of the cup-
board, among the lumber there, and draw the
cupboard door shut when the study door opened.
e heard a chuckle, r

“All clear!” came a voice that made the fat
Baggy jump as he heard it. It was not a School
House voice. It was the voice of George Figgins
of the New House !

“Right as rain, Figgy "
this time.

“They may miss us at cricket!” came Fatty
W;nn’s dulcet tones.

‘Let them | They won’t guess where we are |"”

“Hardly |” chuckled Fatty.

Baggy Trimble almost wondered whether he
was reammg. i

He realised that it was a House raid; Figgins
& Co, were on the warpath. They, as well as the
podgy Baﬁ , had calculated on the coast bem?
clear. 8till, it was very surgnsmg for three o
the enemy to penetrate into the House unnoticed.

“This is no end of a catch, you men |” went on
Figgins. “Bo long as we keep the secret, we've
got those School House swabs just where we want
them."”

Baggy wondered what the secret was.

“They'll get a bit of a surprise when they come
in from the cricket,” went on Figgins. * Mustn't
stay too long—if anybody spot us going, the
game would be up.”

“] wonder what they've got in the cupboard
to—"

“Never mind the cupboard, you cormorant—"

“Well, we're here for a rag,” said Fatty Wynn
“and they jolly nearly got our tuck yester yi
I'm going to look I” :

Baggy Trimble suppressed his breathing as the
fat Fourth Former of the New House came across
to tho cuphoard.

Had it been the owners of the study who had
arrived, they might not have had occasion to

It was Kerr's voice

open the cupboard, and Ba, might have
escaped detection. But Fatty nn's interest in
study cupboards was almost as keen as Baggy’s

own |

The door flew open, and Faity Wynn surveyed
the interior of the ul;per cupboard. He did not
lock down, and Baggy still hoped !

“By gum! Here’s a pot of jam!” exclaimed

Fatty.
- (good! We'll ladle it out over the armchair {*

“We jolly well won't, Fig&yl You can shove
the ink on the armchair! You're not goufo;:o
waste jam!” exclaimed Fatty warmly. *Look
here, it will be no end of a jest on them to scoff
their grub, You fellows get on with ragging the
study while I scoff the grub—see? 'Iqmt'l
division of labour—"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“This looks good jam! I wonder where they
keep their spoons!| I—— Oh, my hat! Great
pipl What—"" Fatty gave a startled yell.

‘Don’t roar, you ass—what’s the matter?”

“There's somebody here 1" ﬁnsped Fatty.

“Somebody in the cupboard? What rot1”

“ Look 1”

“Trimble !"” howled Figgins.

“Oh! I—I say—" Eaupod Trimble. “I—I
say, I—I—— Leggo! ggo my ear, Figgins,
you New House swab! Leggo nﬁ neck, Wynn,
you Welsh rabbit! Leggo my collar, Kerr, you
Scotch blighter—— Yaroooh 1"

Three pairs of hands hooked Baggy Trimble
out of the study cupboard like a fat winkle from
a shell.

He roared.
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“Shut him up !” exclaimed Kerr hastily. *“Ie
will bring half the House here at this rate!”

Figgins grabbed up a duster. Baggy's mouth
was open, emitting @ wild yell. Figgy crammed
the duster into it, and the yell changed into a
suffocated gurgle.

“Keep him quiet |” breathed Kerr.

“T’ve got him all right1”

Figgins knotted the duster behind Baggy's fat
head. Baggy could only gurgle feebly. He was
plunged into the study armchair, and a blind-
cord secured his fat hands to the arms of the
chair, Figgins & Co. were quick workers. They
were quite surprised by Baggy’s unexpected
presence in the study. But they made very short
work of Baggy | )

“That's all right |” grinned Figgins. *Now sit
there, Trimble, and watch! You get a front seat
for nothing.”

“Urrggh |” mumbled Baggy.

“Quiet |” breathed Kerr. “Somebody’s coming !
Somebody’s heard that fat freak burbling.”

Footsteps came up the passage to the study
door, Evidently some fellow had heard the roar
from Study No. 6. .

Figgine made a hast{ sign to his comrades. The
game was up if the alarm was ?ven while they
were in the enemy’s quarters. It was an unex-
pected danger—Baggy had rather disconcerted
the plans of the New House raiders. But Figgins
was equal to the emergency.

The three raiders backed swiftly behind the
door, cramming themselves against the wall in
a row, so that the door would hide them when it
opened—unless the newcomor stepped in. In
which ocase, they knew what was going to happen.

The door flew open. Tompkins of the Fourth
looked in. Clarence York Tompkins had appar-
ently been in his study when he heard the roar
from Study No. 6, and he had come along to see
what the matter was.

He stared in.

“Is anﬂthing the matter here?” he asked.
“Why—what—what are you doing tied up like
that, Trimble?” )

Tompking’ eyes popped at the sight of the fat
nggy in the armchair. He stared at him. He
blinked at him. He goggled at him.

Baggy strove to speak. But all he could utter
was a suffocated gurgle.

“Ooooooogh 1"

“Who tied you up like that, Trimble?” asked
the astonished Tompkins,

¥ Urrrrgh 1”

Tompking stepped into the study. He was
quite surprised at the sight of Baggy in his pecu-
liar predicament. He was still more surprised
when he stepped in. Two pairs of hands suddenly
grasped him, and upended him, while a third
fellow quickly shut the door.

“Qh!” spluttered Tompkins.

“Get a duster or something, quick!” panted
Figgins, “I’ll keep his face jammed in the carpet
till you get it.”

“oooooogh |’ gurgled Tompkins,

“Buck up with that duster |’

“Qoocooocogh 1”

Another duster was rooted out. Clarence York
Tomgkins, in a state of bemused bewilderment,
found it knotted over his mouth. Then his wrists
were tied to the legs of a chair,

Figgins & Co. smiled down at him.

Tompkins blinked at them dizzily. Where
ithree New House juniors Lad suddenly sprung

from was a mystery to Tompkins.
“0.K.,” chuckled Figgins. “Get on with it!”
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Figgins & Co. got on with it—Falty Wynn
devoting himself to the study cupboard, no doubt
on the principle of equal division of labour,
Fatty found a tablespoén, and jam dizappeared
at a rapid rate.

“By gum, this is good jam !” said Fatty. “I
suppose that fat tick Trimble was here after this
jam. Greedy pig! That guzzling porker is
always scoffing tuck—never saw such a fellow fo
eat. By gum, this is good jam!”

Fatty finished the jar.

“You fellows like bananas?” he asked.

“ Blow the bananas!” answered Kerr, who was
busy transferring the contents of a bottle of gum
into the inkpot—Figgins having already streamed
the ink impartially over the features of Baggy
Trimble and Clarence York Tompkins.

“Well, I'll have them, if you like,” said
Tatty. *“There’s only seven |”
“Upend the table,” said Figgins. “Hang the

carpet over the legs!”

‘““Ha, ha, hal|” .

“This will amuse those School House ticks
when they come inl Pity we can’t stop to see
them enjoy the surprise !”

“T say, these bananas are good |
like biscuits?”

“May as well hang the curtains over the
carpet—"’

“Ha., l’lﬂ., ha 1

“These biscuits are all right!” said Fatty
Wynn, “If you fellows have finished, I'll put
the rest in my pockets. Pity to waste them.”

“Well, I think we’ve done enough !”" remarked
Figgins, surveying the dismantled study. ‘‘No
yeal harm—just a gentle rag to show those
fatheads they can’t keep their end up with the
New House. May as well leave them a
message |” .

Figgins dipped a finger 1n streamin% ink, and
prcﬁ:eeded to indite a message on the glass on the
wall.

You fellows

“3CHOOT. HOUSE SWABS !
THIS IS WHERE YOU LAUGH!
Bigned, .
Figgins & Co.”

After which Figgins & Co.—after peering out
cautiously into the passage—retired from the
study, and shut the door on Baggy Trimble and
(!larence York Tompkins. Those two unhappy
youths were left to wriggle and mumble.

CHAPTER 12,
Quite Mysterious !
s TPAI Jovel”
“ whab__i,
L {4 w‘hu__'_ll

(1} How_"

Four fellows fairly stuttered. They blinked
into Study No. 6 with almost unbelieving eyes.
Arthur Auiuatus’ eyeglass dropped to the end of
its cord. Arthur Augustus could hardly believe
his eye, or his eyeglass, at what he saw.

Never had Blake & Co. been so astounded,

They had come in to tea a little late, after a
spot of cricket. Figgins & Co. had long been
gone. Baggy Trimble and Tompkins were still

there. They had no choice in the matter.
Trimble and Tompkins blinked dolorousl st 1{.113
ad ha

amazed quartet in the doorway. The,
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a long wait—which, in the circumstances, had
seemed longer than it really was,

“ Anything up?” asked Tom Merry, pausing
with Manners and Lowther as he heard the
gasping ejaculations of Blake & Co.

“ Look !’ gasped Blake,

*“Oh, my hatl"”

The Terrible Three looked—or rather, stared
and blinked! The slate of Studh No. 6 startled
them as much as it had startled Blake & Co.

“Who—" ejaculated Manners.

Monty Lowther pointed to the loocking-glass.

“Figgins |” he said. .

“Those New House swabs!” gasped Herries.

“Goooogh!” came gurgling {from Bagﬂ
Trimble, Baggjil was chiefly anxious to
released. "“Qoogh!”

“Urrggh |I” gurgled Tompkins.

Blake stepped in. He jerked away the dusters,
Two hapless prisoners spluttered for breath.

“Urrgh!” gurgled Baggy. ‘““Why didn't you
come in before? Wurrgh! I've been here for
hours and hours a.nd—llgrooog_h—-—”

“QOh dear!” gasped Tompkins, "I say, get me
loose, will you? I've been tied up here for more
than half an hour.”

“What did you let them do it for?” roared
Blake.

“T couldn’t help it, could I?” gasped Clarence
York. "I heard a row in the study, and came
to see what it was, and they got me——"

“Look here, you know, you get me loose!l”
howled Baggy. “I'm all inky! I'm cramped |
I'm ?qomg to the Housemaster | Let me go, will
you "

Tompkins was released. He wriggled out of
the study, gasping for breath. But the new
arrivals did not seem in a hurry to release Baggy
Trimble. They glared at him.

“You're going to the Housemaster, are you
demanded Blake.

“Yes, I jolly well am!” roared Trimble.
“Think I'm going to be tied up like a turkey,
with a duster in my mouth! I'm jolly well going
to ’I'I.a.ilton the minute I get loose! Now let me

5
H

Blake & Co. were in a state of towering rage
at the sight of their dismantled study. They
were boiling—almost boiling over! The Terrible
Three shared their feelings to a great extent.
But Baggy’s ideas of reporting the raid to the
Housemaster did not seem popular, all the same.

“Voy fat toad |"” said Manners,

"Yagl Will you untie me?” yelled Baggy.

“No, stick there, you podgy piEier b

“Yes, stick there!” agreed Blake. ‘You're
going to the Housemaster, are you? Let me catch
vou going to the Housemaster, you foozling fat
freak! What were you doing in the study at all,
I'd like to know1” _

“I—I came to borrow a dic!” gasped Trimble.
“Fatty Wynn had the cake, as well as the jam
and the biscuits and the bananas. He had the
whole lot! He went off with his pockets full of
biscuits. Will you let me loose, so that I can go
down to Railton about this?"

“Any ink left in that pot, Dig?"”

“Yes—no—it's gum in it1”

“Hand it over |”

“Keep that away from me!” yelled Trimble,
as Blake inverted the inkpot over a fat face and
the gum trickled out. “Ooogh! You rotter, keep
that gum away—— Ow! Wooogh !"

“8till going to the Housemaster?” asked
Blake.
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“Yes!” roared Trimble, “I1 églly well am! I
—urrrrggh I’ He shut his mouth suddenly as the
gum trickled in it. * Wooooch |”

‘““Blessed if T can make this out|” exclaimed
Tom Merry in perplexity. “There weren't many
fellows about, but somebody must have seen: those
New House ticks come in,”

“How the thump did they get in and get out
giﬁl?m anybody stopping them?” exclaimed

ake

Bernard Glyn of the Shell looked in.

“ Anything up here?” he asked. “Oh crikey!
Yes—I see there is| Who did this?"™

“Bignature on the looking-glass!”
Lowther.

Glyn stared at the inky message.

“Well, that beats it !” he said. *“How did they

et here? They never passed me on the stairs!
've been sitting in the window-seat on the middle
landing ever since class, working at maths—and
no New House men came up.”

“Do you do your maths with your eyes shut?”
hooted Herries.

“I tell you no New House men came up!”
roared Glyn. *“I'd have stopped them fast

said

enough |
“Perhaps they came down the chimney!”
grunted Herries.

“Must have got in_at & window somewhere |”
gaid Tom Merry. “But it’s jolly queer! Any-
how, they've been here—and got clear | We shall
have to make tho New House sit up for this!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“_Look” at the study|” gasped Blake. * Look
at 1t—

“Urrgh!” gurgled Trimble. “Look at mel
I'm all inﬁy! ill you—gerrogh—let me loose

—oogh—

* gtill going to the Housemaster?” hooted
Blake,

“Yes, you dummy—let me lo

“Any water in that kettle, Dig?”

€ YBB !"

“Pour it down his back!”

“Oh jhainy " Baggy Trimbl led wildl

jiminy ! Baggy Trimble wriggled wi

as the water straameﬁ down his podgy back. "i
say—ooogh| Stoppit! I—I ain't going to the
Housemaster | Will you stoppit? Wooch [”

“0Oh, let him have the lot in case he changes
his mind |” said Blake.

Dig let Bagg% Trimble have the lot!

Then the fat Baggy was at last reledsed.

“Now boot him out!” said Blake. “And if
where near the Houaemaatar; Baggy,
ton hears a word of this, you're going
to be scragged |”

“Beragged isn't the word,” said Tom Merry.
“You're going to be slaughtered, Baggy! Ta
that as a tip 1"

“Yaas, wathah!”

Baggy, yelling, was booted out of the study.

“We don’t want any beaks in this,” said Blake.
“We'll make those New House blighters sit up

ou An
yod & Rai

all right! Oh crumbs! Looks like tea in the
study "

Tom Merry laughed.

“Come an

tea In Btud{1 No. 10, and then we’ll
all lend a hand getting the study to rights,” he
said; and that suggestion was adopted.

And over tea seven School House juniors dis-
cussed ways and means of making Figgins & Co.
sit up for their sins; though how Figgins & Co.
had got away with that raid, unseen and unsus-
pected, remained a puzzling mystery.
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CHAPTER 13.
Another Mystery !

1) HERE'S my trousers?”
“Who’s got my socks?”
“What silly ass has been larking ?"

“What thumpini chump——"

“Who’s got my bags?”

The rising-bell clanged in the dewy morn. In
the Shell dormitory in the School House, Tom
Merry & Co. turned out—to meet with a surprise.

Overnight, Tom
folded on a chair by his bed. There was not
on that chair in the momigﬁ. The captain o
the Shell stared at that chair, and Inquired
wrathfully for his clobber. From up and down
the dormitory came similar inquiries, in every
tone of wrath and excitement.

“Somebody’s been ragging our clobber1”
roared Gore.

“Who’s got my bags?" yelled Kangaroo.

“Who’s enaffled my shirt?” howled Monty
Lowther.

“Who's snooped my socks?” bawled Racke.

“What the dickens has happened to our
clothes?” exclaimed Talbot.

“Look here, if you've been larking, Lowther,
you ass, cough up my clobber I” howled Crooke.

“You silly owl!” hooted Lowther. “My bags
are gone |”

“Jolly nearly everythingI seems to be gone!”
exclaimed Tom Merry. “Is this a dorm raid?
Those Fourth Form fatheads—"’

"There was excitement and exasperation up and
down the Shell dormitory. Obviously there had
been a raid in the night.

While the Shell fellows slept, some person or
persons unknown had crept into that dormitory,
and made an extensive ection of clothes.

Some lfa.rmemts had been left—the raiders prob-
ably had been pressed for time. One fellow had
his trousers, another had a shirt, another had a
gingle sock; there were a few jackets, and some
collars and ties. But there had been a fairly
clean sweep.

“That ass Lowther I” hooted Racke,
BhStlzlspicion turned on the funny man of the

ell.

“I tell you my bags have been snooped!”
roared Monty Lowther, “and my waistcoat and
shirt, too! And my collar and tie 1

“Must be a dorm raid,” said Manners.

“That's it,” agreed Tom Merry. “‘Some of
those Fourth Iorm goats have bagged our
clobber.”

“I'm not standing this!” howled Racke.
“Took hers, we can’t go down in pyjamas, I
suppose 7"

“We jolly well can’t!” snorted Crooke. * And
I'm jolly well going to yell for a prefect 1”

“You yell for a prefect, and I'll give you
gomething to yell for!” said Grundy. “Let's
go and mop up the Fourth, you men, and get
our clobber back !”

“Come on!” said Tom Merry.

Evidently the Shell could not present them-
selves in the regions below clad only in the light
and airy garb of r;i)yjamua. They had to have
their clothes. And there was no time to lose.
It was not a long interval between rising-bell
and early prayers. Tom Merry threw open the
dormitory door and led the way.

Obviously it was a raid, and equally obviously,
as it seemed, it could only have come from the
Fourth, The Third Form could hardly be sus.
pected of having the neck to raid the Shell, and

had left his clothes neatly
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the senior Forins did not indulge in dormitory
raids. As for the New House, nobodg thought
for & moment of the New House—for how could
New House men pomibl;r have got into the School
House after lights out S

An excited crowd in pyjamas arrived at the
door of the Fourth Form dormitory. Tom Merry
hurled that door wide open.

The School House Fourth were up, but not yet
down. Blake stared round in astonishment at the
crowd of excited visitors in the dormitory
doorway.

“What——" he began.

“QGo for them |” roared Grundy.

“Mop them up !” shouted Tom Merry.

“Bai Jovel What——" gasped Arthur
Augustus D’'Arcy.

The Shell rushed as one man.

Fourth Formers were barged right and left—
taken quite by su:kpnsa by that sudden and unex-
pected attack, Blake & Co. slmply had no chance.

“Now where’s our clobber?” shouted Gore,

“Where's my trousers?” yelled Lowther.

“Cough it up before we scrag you, you Fourth
TForm fatheads !” exclaimed Tom Merry. “Now
thtani1 Blake, where’s our clobber? Bump him
till he oougﬁn it up 1"

Fourth Formers were sprawling all over the
dormitory. Jack Blake struggled frantically in
the grasp of two or three Bhell fellows.

“You mad asses|” he roared. “Wharrer you
up to? Yarooh!”

LI

"Oh!:;rumbsl Ow [”
“Where’s our clobber?” roared Tom Merry.
“How should I know "

Bump |

“Yoo-hoop! Leggol Oh crikey!”

Bump |

“Bai Jove! Have you fellows all gone
potu{, » gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
scrambling to his feet. “Come on, deah boys!

Wush the wottahs!”

Arthur Augustus rushed to the attack. Monty
Lowther put a foot in the wn.¥, and Arthur
Augustus nose-dived, with a fearful yell.

“Yawooop 1"

“Now, then, where’s our clobber!”

“Cough up my trousers, you fatheads!”

“You blithering chumps!” shrieked Blake.
“What do you think we know about your silly
clobber 17

“Haven’'t you raided our dorm?” demanded
Tom Merry.

“No, you ass! No, you
blitherer! No, you dangerous maniac!”

“Then who has?”

“How should I know, idiot? How should I
know, Junatic? How should I know, dunder-
head "

“You uttah nsses—"

“Rag them till they cough it up!” roaved
Crundy. *Somebody’s got my trousers! Have
you got my trousers, D’Arcy?”

“Vou fwightful ass, Gwunday—"

“Hold on!” gasped Tom Merry. He realised
{hat the reprisals on the I'ourth had been a
little hasty. “Look here, Blake, our clobber’s
gone! We—we thought it was a dorm raid, of
course—"’

“You thundering idiot, wait till I get at
you!” gasped Blake. “You polty, pifling, pie-
faced chump—"

(Continued on page 36.)
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No, vou fathead!



THE NORTH-WEST TRAIL!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Yen Chin, the wily Chinee of Cedar Creek, is determined to join
Frank Richarde’ holiday party to the wild North-West, but his
cunning means of achieving his object have the opposite effect!

Yen Chin, Too !

uLAST day at school,” remarked Bob Lawless.

“No more blessed work for weeks to
come !” said Chunky Todgers, with great
satisfaction.

Frank Richards laughed. He was looking for-
ward to the summer holidays, but not exactly
for the same reason as Chunky. He did not
object to work.

‘We're going to spread ourselves a bit these
holidays,” went on Bob Lawless, “A few days
at home just to make our people happy—ahem !”

“Ha, hal”

“And then the North-West trail,” said Bob,
with glistening eyes. “Just our hosses and gi
and ourselves, and all the North-West in front of
us. Ug the Cascade Mountains, perhal?u right on
through the Coast Range to the Paocifio. As
ChunEy’s coming with us, we’'ll make him do all
the chores |”

“Qh, will you?” said Chunky Todgers warmly.
B‘;’Ha’ll be useful if not ornamental |” grinned

ob.

"Whi, you jay!” exclaimed Chunky,
Chunky Todgers was far from believing that he
was not ornamental, and he had no desire to be

u

“Tt will be ripping [ said Vere Beauclero.

*“The time of our lives, Cherub!” said Bob.
“I m?pose your popper won't mind you coming
away for a few weeks1”

Beauclerc shook his head.

“No; father will be away himself, as it
happens. I've told him I'm going on a holiday
with you fellows, and he’s glad!”

*Good I”

“] say, there’s been s lot of strikes in the
Cascade Mountains,” remarked Chunky Todgers
thoughtfully. “Suppose we find a gold-mine—"

“T'11 bring home in my hat all the gold-mines
you find, unky. Hallo, you lump of yellow
wickedness, what do you want?”

Bob Lawless addressed that polite question to
Yen Chin, the Chinee of Cedar Creek School.

The chums of Cedar Creek were standing in
the gateway, chatting, while they waited for the
bell for afternoon lessons—the last lessons they
were to reccive for many merry weeks. VYen
Chin came wriggling up, with an agreeable grin
on his yellow face. .

“No mole schoolee aftel to-mollow,” he said.

“Just found that out?” .

“You chappee ﬁoea away,” said ¥en Chin,
“Me heal talky-talky. You goee on long journey
Neorth-West—oh, yes?”

(13 Corrwt I”

“Me comee North-West with handsome Bob,”
eaisl Ye,n.l Chin, “You likee me comee?”

“You likee me comee, Flankﬂr”
“ Ahem |” murmured Frank Richards.

“You likee Chelub?”

Vere Beauclerc coughed. As a matter of fact,
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,635

the chums of Cedar Creek were not yearning for
the company of the Chinee on their North-
Western trip.

“You likee me comee, Todgee?” asked Yen

.
“No fear!” answered Chunky. “No heathens

in this outfit 1”
“Chinee velly nicee boy,” said Yen Chin
e tinkee likee comee |”

sorrowfully,
“The fact is, four’s company and five's a
“You wouldn’t like it, Yen

crowd,” said Bob,
Chin 1”

“No wantee nicee Chinee?” said Yen Chin.
“Allee light! You go choppee chippee |”

The chums of Cedar Creek grinned as Yen
Chin marched away with that remark,

“Hallo, there’s the bell I” exclaimed Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. went into the school-
house, There was a busz of voices in Miss
Meadows’ class when the schoolmistress came in.
That afternoon most of the boys and girls were
thinking more of their coming holidays than of
their last instruction at Miss Meadows’ hands.

“Silence, please |” said Miss Meadows.

The lesson proceeded. The lesson ha%)ened
to be geography, and it dealt with North-
Western Canada, and so Frank Richards & Co.
were more than usually interested in it. That
was the region where they were to travel.

But the lesson was suddenly interrupted by m»
terrific yell from Bob Lawless.

“Yaroooop I”

Bob leaped to his feet as he yelled. Miss
Meadows spun round towards him, almost petri-
fied. All eyes were turned on Bob.

“Lawless |” exclaimed Miss Meadows.

“Ow! Ohl I—I—— Sorry, ma'am |” gasped
Bob, with a crimson face. “8-s-something stung
my log 17

“ Wgat (i

“A—a—a mosquito, or something, ma’am !”

“There are no mosquitoes here, Lawless. Take
your seat at once, and be more orderly, please I”

“Ye-es, ma'am |”

Bob Lawless sat down again, amid a grinning
class, But he did not sit still for long. Five
minutes later he interrupted Miss Meadows with
a war-whoop worthy of a Red Indian, and
leaped to his feet,

“Yow! Owl”

“Lawless |” almost thundered the Canadian
schoolmistress. “How dare you !”

“I—I—I was stung again!” gasped the un-
hapﬁ’y Bob. "Somagody stuck a pin into my

le

n the form behind there were Chunky Todger
Tom Lawrence, and Yen Chin, All three o
them stared at Bob and grinned.

Miss Meadows came among the desks. -

“Did one of you touch Lawless with a pin?”
she exclaimed severely.

“Nunno, ma’am |”

“Certainly not, ma’am !"
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“No touchee Bobbee,” murmured Yen Chin.
“No leachee—how can1”

“That is quite true. These boys could not reach
ﬁp, Lawless, without leaving their seats,” said

iss Meadows,

“All the same, somebody stuck something into
me,” said Bob. “It hurts like anything. Ow 1*

“This 18 very extraordinary. You may change
places with Richards, Lawleas1”

“Yes, ma’am |”

Bob changed forms with his chum, and Frank
Richards sat down in his place. Miss Meadows,
with a very severe look, resumed the lesson.
_But there was destined to be another interrup-
tion, It came from Frank Richards this time.
He jumped up suddenly with a howl that rang
through the class-room, and caused all the class

to stare round.
“Yah! Yah! Oh! Oh, my hat! Owl[”

Four in Trouble !

¢ ICHARDS 1
“Yow-ow-ow |”
“How dare you interrupt the lessons,
Richards!” exclaimed Miss Meadows angrily.
“Somebody stuck a pin in my leg, ma’am|”
stammered Frank.  “Somebody behind mel
Ow, ow ¥
“Lawrence | Todgers|
touch Richards?”
“No, ma’am 1”
“Richards, I am afraid you are deliberately
wasting timel” said Miss Meadows -eternly,
“This appears to me to be a joke concerted
between you and Lawless !”
“(0Oh, no, ma’am [

Yen Chin! Did you

2

I—1—

The chums shook thelr fists at the Celestial, who kissed his hand to them In response. Th
set the horsse In motion, keeping his distance.
awless, ' bring back those hosses |

a little nearer and Yen Chin promptl
roared Bob

“Beauclere, take Richards’ place! Richards,
you will take this seat under my eyes 1" said the
schoolmistress severely.

Frank Richards ogeyed with scarlet cheeks.
Vere Beauclerc, with a rather puzzled lock at his
chum, took the place he vacated.

Miss Meadows, good-tempered as she always
was, looked angry now, She concluded that the
exuberance of spirits, natural on the eve of the
holidays, was leading some of her pupils to per-

trate a “rag ” in class For it really seemed
impossible for anyone at that desk to be resched
by a pin from behind without the action being
geen by the whole olass.

And ocertainly Lawrence, Todgers, and Yen
Chin had not moved from their places, and,
without moving, they could not get within reach
of the fellow in front.

Beauclere, who was a rather more serious
natured fellow than his two chums, was certainly
the last member of the class likely to enter into
a rag during lessou-time. But before ten minutes
had elapsed Miss Meadows was interrupted by a
shar ory from him.

L1 h l’ ]

The schoolmistress’ eyes were fixed on him at
once.

“Beauclerc "

“J—I am sorry, Miss Meadows,” stammered
Beauclerc. * Someone ran a pin into my leg!”

“You must be well aware, Beauclerc, that you
are stating an impossibility |” exclaimed Mies
Meadows. “No one could do so without
stooping. and certainly no one has stooped.
am sorry to see that three boys whom I have
regarded as my best pupils have entered into &

| ]
el “
i\"

'f. My I'I

drew
hin,”
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scheme to show disrespect to their schoolmistress
on the last day of term.”

“Miss Meadows, I—"

“That is enough!” rapped Miss Meadows,
“Richards, Lawless, and Beauclerc, come out
before the class|”

Frank I}ichﬂrda & Co. obeyed, with crimson
faces. Miss Meadows pointed to the corner of
the class-room, where Mr. 8limmey, the assistant-
master, was busy with the youngest class.

“You will join Mr. Slimmey's class for the

resent,” she said. “Mr. Slimmey, will you

indly take charge of these three unruly boys?"

* Certainly, Miss Meadows.”

There was a general grin as the three blushing
culprits went to Mr. S8limmey’s clasu; where they
were placed in a row of little girla of about eight
or nine. Frank Richards Co. were bein
ridiculed as a punishment for their suppose
disrespect, and they felt it keenly. Their cheeks
were burning, and they longed for that after-
noon's lessons to be over.

It was about a quarter of an hour later when
a sudden, terrific yell from Chunky Todgers rang
through the school-room. He leaped up so
suddenl{ that he nearly pitched Tom Lawrence
off the form.

“Yaroooh! VYah! Yawp!”

Chunky Todgers fairly bellowed.

“Todgers|” shrieked Miss Meadows.

“Yah! Ohl Somebody's stabbed me|” yelled
Chunky. “I’ve been stabbed in the leg!
Yaroooh! Oh crumbs!”

“(Come here, Todgers!”

“Yow-ow-ow "

“Come here, you bad boy!”

“0Oh dear |” moaned Chunky, as he limped out
before the class.

Swish .

“Now go and take your seat with the other
unruly boys!” said Miss Meadows sternly. “If
there is any further disorder, I will detain the
whole class for an hour this evening !”

Chunk; Todgers rolled away dismally to Mr.
Slimmey’s ocorner, and was there accommodated
with a seat between two smiling little girls.

There was no more disorder in Miss Meadows’
class. If it was a rag, the threat of detention
had been sufficient to make an end of the little
game. -

When lessons were over at last, and Miss
Meadows dismissed her class, she came towards
TFrank Richards & Co. with a stern brow.

“You have displeased me very much,” she

said quietly. “I am sorry to punish you on your
last day at school. But you will be detained for
one hour I will set you a task.”

“But, ma'am—"

“You need not speak!”

“But I aessure you, Miss Meadows—"

stammered Bob.
“Bilence |” . .
There was nothing more to be said. While
the rest of the school marched out Miss Meadows
set the unhappy four their detention task, and
they were left to it in the deserted school-room.

“It’s too bad!” grunted Bob Lawless. “Miss
Meadows has got mad with us now, and she won't
hear a word,’

“ And we weren't to blame!” groaned Chunk¥
Todgers. ‘‘Somebody ran a pin into my leg;
know that !”

“Same here!” said Frank,

“ And here!” smiled Beauclerc.
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“But I don't
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quite see how it was done, either,
nobody close to me.”

“Miss Meadows doesn’t believe it, anyway,”
said Bob. “Some beastly jay having a lark
with us somehow. Hallo, you yellow imp!
Vamoose the ranch !”

Yen Chin trod softly into the deserted school-
coom, and came up to the detained quartet with
an expression of deep sympathy on his little

yellow face.
“Me sollyt”

There was

“Pool old Flanky!” he said.

lm“Al’l’ serene, kid] No bones brokem, you
owW.

“You like&ﬂgaee 'way?” asked Yen Chin.

“Can’t, duffer! We're detained, aren’t wel”
grunted Bob Lawless,

“Me askee Missy Meadee,”

“Fathead 1” said Frank. “You'll get detained,
too, if you're cheeky to Miss Meadows.”

“No cheekee; me askee. Me gettee you off,
you askee me comee on holiday in North-West,"
said Ven Chin, and he toddled out of the school-
room.

Frank Richards & Co. settled down to their
detention task. They had no faith whatever in
Yen Chin being able to beg them off. They did
not quite know the facts yet.

Ungrateful !
'3 OME in!” oalled out Miss Meadows as a
tap came at her study door.

. Yen Chin wriggled into the room. The
schoolmistress gave him a smile. Yen Chin was
a thorough little rascal in many respects, but he
was a cgood_fellow in some ways, and the queer
lg:ﬁ.lel lestial was rather liked in the lumber
school.

““Well, what is it, Yen Chin1"” she asked.
“Me solly.”

“What1’

“Pool li'?" Chinee boy bad,” said Yen Chin
sorrowfully. *Wicked old heathen, you bet 1”

“What have you done, my boy?"” asked Miss
Meadows, mﬁom that the Chinee had come
to her to confess some little fault that troubled
his tender comnscience.

“Me stickee pinnee in ﬁ?l old Flanky.”

“" :Vhat 1" exclaimed Miss Meadows, with s
start.

‘“Me plickee them with pinnee,” said Yen
Chin. *Chinee velly bad b No can say how
solly. ldMFt'll:t ls?pl::; to %Ln Mtia;dee because
pool o n in, , yes!’

Miss Meadows’ look e very stern.

“Do you mean to say, Yen Chin, that Richards
and the others were stating the truth all the
time 1" she asked.

“Collect! Lookee!”

The Celestial held up his boot. On the toe
of his boot a large pin was fixed, point outwards,

Miss Meadows stared at him. Bhe could see
how Frank Richards and his chums had been
jabbed with the pin without the young rascal
getting near them. Yen Chin, while keeping his
lace on his form, had simply stretched out his
Fe under the desk to make his attack.

o Canadian schoolmistress was speechless for
some moments. .

“You wicked boy |” she exclaimed at last.

“Chinee awful solly.” .
c];'.“;hy have you come and told me this, Yen

ln ”

“Pool old Flanky kept in. Bad conscience,”
said Yen Chin. “TFeelee must tellee Miss
Meadee.”
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“I am glad you have so much conscience,” said
Miss Meadows. “As you have confessed this of
your own accord, Yen Chin, I cannot very well
punish you. If it had come to my knowledge in
any other way I should punish you severely.”

“Me solly.’

“I hoe}a you are sorry. You have acted very
badly. You may go!”

“Me tankee beautiful Miss Meadee.”

And Yen Chin glided from the room with an
expression of penitent remorse on his face. As
soon as he was in the passage, however, that
expression gave place to a wide grin, and he
chuckled softly and silently as he glided out of
the schoolhouse. Yen - Chin’s remorse was
evidently only skin-deep.

Miss Meadows proceeded to the school-rcom,
where she found four dismal youths buried in
their task. .

“My boys, you may go,” she said kindly. “I
am sorry that I misjudged you. It seemed so
impossible that eﬁour statement could be correct
that 1 concluded you were playing a foolish,
practioal joke. I find that was not the case.”

Frank Richards & Co. rose to their feet,
wondering how Miss Meadows had learned that
much. But the schoolmistress explained at once.

“Ven Chin has confessed to me,” she added.

“Yen Chin!” exclaimed Frank. ¥

“Yes; he had a pin fastened on his boot,”
said Miss Meadows. .

“The young scallawag!” exclaimed Bob.

“] am sorry you have been detained for mo
fault,” said Miss Meadows.

“Jt doesn’t matter a bit, ma’am,” said Frank
cheerfully. “I'm glad you know now that we
were not being disrespectful.” .

The four boys quitted the school-room with
great satisfaction. _ As they crossed the
playground towards the corral for their horses,
they met Yen Chin. Four glares of wrath were
turned at once on the Chinee.

“You pesky jay!” howled Chu Todgers,
%::ding a fat fist at the youth from the Flowery

“You young rotter!” exclaimed Frank
o led k-eyed, yell

“You—you pigtailed, pink-eyed, yellow-
skinned u{n of ng'peaky heathen !” roared Bob
Lawless.

“No savvy,” said Yen Chin, ‘““Chinee good

boy. Me askee Miss Meadee lettee you off

Me good pal.”
“Jt was you all the time, sticking a pin in us
with your foot!” exclaimed Beauclerc.
Yen Chin backed away. .
#“Miss Meadee talkee too muchee,” he said.
“No wantee Miss Meadee tellee you.” .
“Tot's duck him in the creek!” exclaimed

To&ﬁen. . .

“No duckee poor 1i'Y' Chinee. Me gettee you
off 1” urged Yen Chin, “Me good boy; velly
fond of nicey old Flanky. Now me comee with
you on holiday-—oh, yes!”

A ently Yen Chin thought he had a strong
olaim on the gratitude of Frank Richards & Co.
for getting them off detention. But considering
that he had been the cause of their detention in
the first place, the chums did not see where the
claim for gratitude came in. -

At all events, if Yen Chin expected gratitude
he was disappointed. It was quite somethin
different that he received. The four at
follows rushed up and collared him on all sides.

Yen Chin wes slammed over & ch, and
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Chunky Todgers started operations on him with
his satchel.

Whack, whack, whack |

As the satchel was full of baoks it was rather
a _formidable weapon, and Chunky laid it on
with all the vigour of his podgy arm. Yen Chin
roared and wriggled.

“You lettee up! Yoop! Poor 1i'l" Chinee
solly ! Oh clumba| Ugly Chunkee stoppee! Ugly
old Bob lettee go! VYah!”

Whack, whack, whack |

The final whack burst the satchel, and Chunky’s
books were scattered far and wide.

“Hold him!” panted Chunky. “I'll give him
gome more |"”

“That_will do,” said Bob Lawless, laughing.

Yen Chin was released, and he boltad out
through the gate.

Chunky collected up his books, and the school-
boys led their horses out of the corral. Then
Frank Richards & Co. rode away through the
timber for Lawless Ranch.

Off For The Holidays !

EDAR Creek School broke up the next day,

and Frank Richards & Co. rejoiced thereat.

They had laid plans for an excursion of

unusual magnitude and interest. Frank had not

forgotten his brief trip into the wild North-West,

and he was very keen to see more of that wide,
half settled countéy.

The chums of Cedar Creek were to travel on
their “lonesome,” as Bob expressed it, lackin
after themselves, as theg were quite capable
doing. Bob Lawless had all the cool, self-
reliance of the young Canadian, and his father
had :11;) doubt of kis ability to take care of

self,

The holiday trip meant a good deal of hard
work, for the schoolboys had to camp out, to
care for their horses, to hunt and fish for most
of their food, and do everything for themselves.
But hard work is one of the natural conditions of
existence in the Canadian West, and even Chunky
Todgers did not want to slack all the time.

Several days passed very cheerily in making
E-:‘pnrahons for the journey. rank, Bob,
uclerc, and Chunky were continually riding
over to one another’s homes to make arrange-
ments about the “ outfit.”

When all was ready, and it was time to start,
the “outfit " gathered at the Lawless Ranch.

Bright and eargr in the summer’s morning the
chums of Cedar Creek took the trail. Mounted
upon their horses, and with a pack-mule led
with baggage pa.nf:ed on its back, they started
on the Western trail.

Three rifles and & shotgun and a hunting-knife
and axe apiece were the armament of the party.
Chunky Todgers had a desire to carry a revolver
—a desire upon which his chums sat at once.

Mr. and Mrs. Lawless accompanied the
quartet for a few miles on the wniem the ranch
buggy, to see them off as far as the ford of the
Indian River. .

“'Pake cara of yourselves, my boys,” said
Mrzs. Lawless, when th:g parted.

“You bet!” said Bob.

“You rely on me, ma’am,” said Chnnky
Todgers. “T'm locking after them, you knmow.”

“Good-bye, Bob! Good-bye, Frank!”

The riders plunged in at the ford. On the
other side they stopped to wave their hands at
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the rancher and his wife in the buggy, which
then turned back towards the ranch.

. Then the four trotted on across the green, roll-
ing prairie. The sun rose higher upon a wide
expanse of green, with dusky timber in the
distance.

The chums of Cedar Creek were in great
spirits,

“Off at last 1” said Bob Lawless, “By the way,
I rather expected to see that Chinee again. E{a
hasn’t shown up !*

Frank Richards laughed.

“This trip wouldn’t have suited Yen Chin,” he
said. “Besides, I believe the young rascal is
wanted in his pater's laundry guring’ the
holidays "

,“Well, my popper was in two minds about let-
ting me go,” remarked Chunky Todgers. “He
said there was lots to be done on the farm.
I've promised to work like thunder the last week
of the vacation, I've promised mopper a big
ﬁld nugget if I hit on a bonanza in the Cascade

ountains-|”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
eled,”

“I guess I'm going to keep my eyes
said Chunky, wition sage nod of .it_a ead. “ We
may come back from this trip millionaires !”

At which Chunky's companions roared.

A good many mifes glided under the pattering
hoofs before the adventurers camped for the noon-
day rest in a clump of timber beside a lilvsrz
spring. The horses were staked out, and Bol

awless went into the wood with his gun to look
for dinner.

Chunky Todgers cooked the dinner at a fire of
E;l:la chips, with great satisfaction to himself and

is comrades.

After dinner the chums of Cedar Creek laid in
the grass to rest and to give the horses a rest
before taking the trail again, The four horses
and the pack-mule were staked out with the trail-
ropes on the edge of the stream at a little
distanoce.

The faint sound of the crop-cropping of the
animals came to the ears of the nohoolﬁoys as t:,?
rested in the rich, long grass. The sound ceased,
but they did not notice it for some time. It
occurred to Bob Lawless at last, however, and he
sat up in the grass and looked about him. The
next moment he bounded to his feet.

“ Jehoshaphat I he exclaimed. “The hosses!”

“What's the mattér with them 1"

“Gone [” yelled Bob.

The campers were on their feet in a twinkling.
‘They dashed along the stream to the spot where
the horses had been ro| No sign of them was

seen., Close at hand was the timber into
which the animals had evidently vanished.

“My only hat!” exclaimed Frank Richards.
“You couldn’t have tied them safely, Bob!”

Bob Lawless snorted. '

“Do you reckon I don't know how to stake out
a horse?” he demanded. “They've been [et
loose, I guess !”

“There’s nobody here but ourselves,” said
Chunky Todgers.

“You a.:&l There must be—some dashed
horse-thief, I guess! Look at that rope!”

Bob Lawless held up the end of a trail-rope
still attached to the peg. It had been out
through with a knife.

“Oh, my hat!” said Beauclero in dismay. “A
horse-thiet, right enough! Almost under our

eyes, too *
‘?%ome on !” exclaimed Bob.
Tre Gex Lisgary.—No. 1,635,
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The trail of the horses into the timber was
E!um- enough in the grass. Bob had caught ug
his rifle as he ran from the camp, and he hel
it in readiness for use as he started for the timber
with a grim ] on his face.

The trail of the horses and the pack-mule was
easily followed through the timber, and
came out on the plain beyond. Bob, shading his
eyes with his hand, gazed out over the sunlit
prairie.

“There they are!”

. Far out on the plain a bunch of steeds came
into view, with a single rider in their midst.

No Lunck for Yen Chin !

FRANK RICHARDS & CO. stared hard after
the stolen horses, and at the solitary figure
of the rider. They were half a mile away,

but even at that distance they could discern

something familiar about the rider. His form
was dimmnutive, and he was evidently a boy—a
boy of small size at that.

They've stopped,” said Beauclero.

Bob Lawless breathed hard.

“Gimme the slasaes, Franky 1”

Frank Richards slipped his field glasses from
the leather case slung over his shoulder, and
handed them to his chum. Bob lifted the
binooulara to his eyes, and then he uttered an
angry exclamation.

“I thought so! It’'s the Chinee |”

“Yen Chin!” 'yelled Chunky Todgers.

“T guess so|”

Frank Richards drew a deep breath.

“Not a horse-thief, after all! We shall get
the gees back.”

“And ‘I guess we’ll make that heathen smart
for this trick I” growled Bob Lawless.

The four schoolboys strode out on the plain,
the grass rising thigh-deep around them. They
hurried in the direction of the halted group of
steeds, which was the direction in which they had
come from home,

As they came closer Yen Chin was easily
recognised. He was mounted upon a wiry-looking
Indian pony, and he held the trail-ropes of the
four horses and the pack-mule in one hand. The
captured animals were cropping the grass, and
Yen Chin sat motionless on his pony, regarding
the chums of Cedar Creek with a grinning
countenance,

Evidently he had observed them in pursuit,
and was waiting for them to get nearer, though
it was doubtful whether he would allow them to
get near enough to recapture their mounts.

It was tiring work tramping over the rough
rairie in the hot sun, and the tempers of Frank
ichards & Co. were not improving as they

tramped on. It was clear to them that Yen Chin
had n watching them when they started, and
had followed on their trail unnoticed, with the
intention of Ylnyin this impish trick on them at
their first halting-place.

If they got mnear enough to reach Yen Chin
with a trail-rope, they intended to give him a
severe lesson on practical jokes of this kind, But
as soon as they were within hailing distanoce,
Yen Chin held up his disengaged hand.

“Stoppee !” he called out.

The chums did not reply; they put on a spurt
to get nearer. Immediatel Y’en Chin set his
fony in motion, and started off, the led horses
o)

llowing him at the end of the trail-ropes. The
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whole bunch trotted away, leaving the schoolboys
hoﬁelasal in the rear.

By Jerusalem, I’ll lambaste that heathen
when I get mear him 1” exclaimed Bob Lawless.

Chunky Todgers gave a prolonged gasp. He
had more fat to carry than his companions, and
he was at the end of his tether.

“We o-ccan’t get near him|” he gasped. “I
say, I ocan’t keep on!”

“Go back to the camp and look after our
truck,’; said Bob Lawless. “We'll see about the

osses |

“All right!” gasped Chunky.

And the fat youth limped away on the back-
trail, quite content to leave to his comrades_the
difficult task of running down the elusive Yen
Chin. How the Chinee was to be run down was
a mystery, as 8 matter of fact. On foot the chums
could not nfet near him unless he chose.

They halted at last, panting for breath. Bob
Lawless put his hands to his mouth and shouted
despera.telz.

“Yen Chin! Halt!”

The Chinee looked back over his shoulder,
grinning. As soon as he saw that the pursuers had
stopped, he stopped also, but evidently ready to
trot off again at a moment’s notice.

“Allee light 1” he called back. *You stoppee,
me stop h, yes!”

Bob breathed hard.

“Give us back our horses, you yellow scamp !”
he exclaimed,

“You wantee hossee?”

“Yes, you young rascal!”

“Bob Lawless old lascal, velly ugly!”

“Will you bring back our horses?” shouted
Frank Richards.

“Me blingee backee if wantee. You wantee
me comee on holiday with nicee pals?” asked
Yen Chin. :

“Nol” roared Bob, understanding now the
reason for the little Celestial’s trickery.

“Then me no blingee hossee.”

“T’1l scalp you!” roared Bob, _

“You catchee me firstee ! said Yen Chin cheer-
fully. “Wantee long leggee to lun aftee hossee,
you old lascal 1”

“QOh, by gum!” murmured Bob. “If I was
only near enough to %i\re him ¢ne right on the
nose, the grinning little pagan!” .

“Ven Chin, don’t be a silly beast!” exclaimed
Frank “We're going to have the horses, if we
follow you all the way home; and then you'll
get the trail-rope1” )

“No homee,” answered Yen Chin. “Goee
on holign. , takee hossee, you bet! Li'l Chinee
velly deep old lascal—oh, yes!”

The chums shook their fists at the Celestial,
who kissed his hand to them in response. They
drew nearer, and Yen Chin promptly set the
horses in motion, kee m% his distance, )

Bob Lawless suddenly brought his rifle to his
shoulder.

#“Yen Chin, bring back those hosses, or I'll
wing you!” he roared. ]

Yen Chin looked back and grinned.

“No shootee pool 1i’l Chinee |” he called back.
“(Gleat sheliff derson come along with lope
and hang up on tlee—oh, yes1” .

The eat was evidently useless. The wily
little Oriental was quite well aware that Bob
would not pull the trigger upon him. But Bob
was not in & mood to be_trifled with. .

“I won't wing you, Yen Chin, but I,"']o.ﬂf
well drop your pony in its tracks | he exclaimed.
“Mind, I mean that! You take another step
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away from us with those gees, and down goes
your pony |”

“Good 1" exclaimed Frank Richards. “You
can do that. It's-;y‘uur own fault if you lose your
pony, Yen Chin !’

The Celestial's grin suddenly vanished, His
pong Bsreaentad an easy target to Bob’s rifle. It
nee but a slight pressure of Bob’s finger to
bring Yen Chin’s pony rolling in the grass, and
Yen Chia along with it

“Go on, and take the hosses, you chaps!” said
Bob. “I'll keep him covered. {f he takes them
only a ?ard farther away, I'll drop him in his
tracks |”

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclero strode on
towards the group of horses,

Yen Chin hesitated. He did not want his pony
shot. Hie father, the laundryman of Thompson,
would certainly have had a very painful inter-
view with him if he had come home and
announced that his valuable pony was dead.

He was watching Bob’s face to ascertain
whether he really meant to carry out his threat.
Bob’s rifle never wavered for a moment. Yen
Chin watched Frank and Beauclerc uneasily as
they came nearer.

“You no wantee 1i'l Chinee comee?” he asked
sorrowfully.

“No fear, you tricky little beast |"”

“Me no likee you.”

“You’'ll like us still less when we get near
enouﬁh to boot you |” g.nswered Frank.

* velly ugly

Frankkﬁichards aughed.

“ Chelub velly u%y old lascal 1”

“Thanks |” said Beauclerec.

“Bob Lawless ugly old lascal, too,” said Yen
Chin, “Ugly old Bob! You no shootee, me
leavee hosgee |”

The little Chinee threw down the bunch of
trail-ropes, Then, when Frank and Beauclerc
were within a few éards, he clapped spurs to his
pony and dashed off.

Bob Lawless lowered his rifle. Yen Chin did
not mean to stay for the licking he had earned;
but he had to be allowed to escape. Shooting
his pony was a desperate resource, only to be
used for recovering the horses, and they were
recovered now.

Frank and Beauclerc gathered up the trail-
ropes.

“J guess I've a good mind to run him down
and lambaste him !? growled Bob, as he sprang
on his horse.

But Yen Chin, who feared exactl¥ that {Jro—
ceeding, was riding homeward as if for his life,
and even the pleasure of lambasting the
mischievous heathen was not worth an afternoon’s
riding. !

Only too thankful to liave recovered their
horses, the chums mounted and rode back to the
timber.

“Got ’em)” exclaimed Chunky Todgers, as
they rode up to the eamp. “Good! You gaiqots
wilf have to keep a sharper eye open after this.”
B‘;JI guess we've done with Yen Chin,” said

oD.

“I wonder?” remarked Frank Richards
thoughtfully. He was by no means so certain
that the pertinacious little Chinee was done with.
But nothing was to be seen of Yen Chin as the
chums of Cedar Creek rode out of the timber in
the sunny afternoon and resumed their journey
towards the wild North-West.

Next Week: ‘‘ YELLOW CUNNING!?"”
TeE GEM Lmrary.—No. 1.635.



THE JUNIOR ORICKETERS OF THE BENBOW FIND THEMSELVES UP AGAINST IT IN
DEALING WITH OPPOSITION FROM THE SENIORS.

Mr. Vavasour jumped up, tangling his head

and shoulders In the molqultn net. ' Bless

my soul ' he sjaculated. " Oh dear!” ‘' |f

u please, sir—'"' an Jack Drake.

‘Leave my oabin, boy!" thundered the
Form-master.

A Very Kind Offer |

OYNINGS and Poole of the Fifth Form came
along to Cabin No. 8 on the Benbow, and
the first-named tapped at the door,

There was a buzz of merry voices within Jack
Drake's study. Quite a number of the Benbow
juniors seemed to be gathered there, and two or
three voices were speaking at the same time, to
an accompaniment of clinking teacups and
saucers.

No doubt that was the reason why Poynings’
tap was not heard.

‘Seems to be some sort of meeting on,™ re-
marked Poole.

“Only a gang of fags having their tea,”
answered Poynings carelessly. “I'm going in "

He did not tap aEmn. He threw open the door
and !ooked into Cabin No, 8.

The study was well-filled. Drake, Rodney, and
Toodles, the owners of the study, were there.
Daubeny of the Shell was there with Torrence,
Sawyer major, HEstcourt, Rawlings, and Conway
of the Fourth were also there, ‘fhera really did
not seem much room for the Fifth Formers to
come in at all |

But Jack Drake glanced up, with a cheez
grin, and signed to tﬁem to enter—if they coul

“Trot in, old tops!” he said.
to tea?"

Poynings could not help giving a =niff at that.
He had not come to tea. As a senior of the Fifth
Form he wasn't likely to come to tea. He might
have honoured a Shell study, but the Fourth was
quite beyond the limit.

But the fact was that the Fifth were not of very

Tue Geu Lierary.—No. 1,635,

“Have you come

RIVAL
CRICKETERS!

By Owen Conquest.

much account on board the school ship. There
was a crowd of Fourth and Shell on the Benbow,
but only a few of the senior Form had come on
the voﬁage. And although they firmly believed
that they made up in importance what they
lacked in numbers, they hmi that belief entirely
1;0 themselves The juniors did not share it in the
east.

“8it down,” continued Drake hosritg.bly.

“Blessed 1f I know what they’'ll sit onl” re
marked Tuckey Toodles. )

“What’s the matter with the deck?"” inquired
Sawyer major.

* | Move your feet, SBawyer, and make
room for them to sit down !” exclaimed Rodney.

Poyninga frowned.

“I'm not going to sit down,” he said. “I came
here to speak to you, Drake.”

“Not to tea?” azked Drake.

“Certainly not 1" )

“Well, I thought you might have, cgou know—
I hear you can't get any further tick from Mr.
Ca.P 8 in the canteen |”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Don’t be cheeky I” advised Poole. " Look

LR R R TR LT TR T T E LT TR R RO

Jack Drake & Co. decline without

thanks the Fifth Form offer to take

over their cricket matech against a

West Indian eleven. But the rival

cricheters of the Fifth are not to be

denied—as the juniors of the Benbcw
discover !

TN

here, some of you fags had better clear off. Can’t
talk with a gang of fags buzzing around.”

“That's so,” agreed Poynings. *“ %‘hera'l
enough mosquitoes, without so many fags!

There was a buzz of wrath from the tea-party.
The Benbow juniors did not like I_Jamghoompamd
to the mosquitoea which were visiting the Benbow
in large numbers as the old ship lay at anchor
in the Trinidad harbour.

“Do you want us to go, Drake!” bawled
Sawyer major.

“No fear! Stay where you are!” answered
Drake. “You two fellows had better be more
civil, or you'll be the fellows to go—and on your

necks| 1f you've got anything to say, Poynings,
get it off 3{:uu' chest and travel. W’e're talking
cricket. Most of these chaps are in the St. Wini-

And you're interrupting.”
eak about,”
“1 hear

fred's eleven.
“That's what I've come here to
said Poynings, a little more politely.
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fou fags | .ve fixed up & cricket match with some
ellows asuore, in Port of Bpain.”
“ %‘]il‘t’s st%' 1 t d crick hi
ear they play pretty good cricket on this
island,” continued Poynings. “I saw a game
yesterday, and the play was quite good.”
_ “How_do you know, Poynings?” asked Drake,

“Y watched them.” i

“But you don’t know cricket when you see it,
old top I” .

There was a chortle from the tea-party. Cecil
Poynings looked wrathful for a moment, but he

med himself. He had not come there to
quarrel with the captain of the Fourth, if he
could help it. i )

“To come to the point,” he said, “I under-
stand that you’re playing this Trinidad team
to-morrow 7”

“Oh! Yes!”

“Yaur master, Packe, has given you leave—"

“Exactly! You seem jolly interested in our
proceedings all at once,” said Drake.

“You've made up some sort of an eleven to
ph%vt.hase Colonials, I suppose?”

“We couldn’t play them without, could we?”
asked Rodney. ) ) .

“Well, to come to the point—" said Poynings

agamn,, g . g
“You're a jolly long time coming to the point,”
remarked Drake. ‘FBut. take your time; the
night is i
“"Ha, ha, ha1” L
“To come to the point,” roared Poynings,
“we've come here to tell you that we're taking

a hand in the game."”
[ You !!l

“Just so. You see, we'd like to get s little
cricket,” said Poynings cond ingly.
“There's not enough of the Fifth on board the
Benbow to make up a team, so it looks to me
as if we shall have to play with the fags, or not
pla; at all.”

“Rotten 1” said Poole. “But there you are.”

“There we are, are we?” smiled Drake. “Not
quite, I think. 'You gee, your services are not
tequired in the team.”

“Don’t be an ass,” answered Poynings politely.
“7]l take the captaincy myself for the occasion.
I shall ?Elay Poole, Hamersley, Tomlinson of the
Fifth. That's four—"

“But I tell you—"

“That’s four. I shall have room for seven
juniors. Give me the list you’ve made for the
eleven, and I'll make selections from it.”

i Bni___l’

“Where’s your list? I shall be guided, to some
extent, by your selections, Drake, as I don’t know
much sbout your fag cricket.”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Drake. ‘“Here's the
list, but you’re not going to touch it, you cheeky
chump! ~ You're not playing in the match to-
morrow! We don’t want any Fifth! Under-
stand that?”

“Don't be an ass, Drake!” said Poynings
patiently. “I should think you'd be lad to play
n 8 g team with us, instead of leading a
scrubby gang of h;s to a licking I”

“Well, I’m not !"” grinned Drake. “Not at all.
And I wouldn’t be found dead in the same team
‘n‘t.h t:i,?’?oymngnl Trot 1”

“Travel 1”
And there was a chorus from the junior tea-

party :
'I‘.get out, Poynings 1"

Deelined With Thanks !

ACK DRAKE had risen to his feet, and most
of his guests had followed his example. The
Jjuniors looked wrathy, but Drake was

smiling a little.

‘Since the crickef match had been arranged with
Arthur Cazelet, the captain of S8avannah Juniors,
Drake had felt a deal of the responsibility of
cricket captain. Every junior on board the Ben-
bow wanted to be included in the team—even
Tuckey Toodles, Jack Drake had made his
selections according to his own judgment, which
seemed like unto the judgment of Sclomon to
those fellows whom he had chosen to play, and
vari like sheer imbecility to those fellows whom
he hadn’t! He had had many an argument with
Fourth and B8hell, but certainly he hadn’t
exxectad the Fifth to butt in in this way.

At home at St. Winifred’s, Ptgning:rwould have
smiled with lofty scorn at the e idea of
ﬁgum.iﬁ in & junior cricket match. But here it
was different. This was the first chance of cricket
gince the Benbow had shaken out her sails and
left old England astern, and, as Poynings had
remarked previously to Poole, beggars couldn't
be choosers.

It did not seem to have occurred to Poynings
that the juniors might raise objections. The
honour he was doing them was immense. Even
if he did not look for gratitude, he e the
fags to be pleased. But they weren't pleased; on
téhath point there was no room for a shadow of

oubt.

So_far from being either pleased or grateful,
the junior cricketers looked as if they were pre-

to reward Poynings for his offer by hurling

i Gbatqdily Ir%m the st!udy.

i out, Poynings!”

‘“Travel offI”

“%mk Lem out!” ho::ﬂeid Tlucke_v e‘Ic‘lo%dles

““You cheeky young ans!” roar 'oyhings.
“What do you mean by this? I tell you I'm
taking the match into my hands—"

i R.“])?

“Come off!”

“Do you mean to say you don’t want the
Fifth in the match at all?” ejaculated Poynings,
more in astonis t than in anger.

“Surprising as it may seem, we don’t!”
answered Jack Drake. ‘“You see, it's our
match, and we're playing it. Besides, you're
rather a fumbler at cricket, you know."”

“What ?”

“ And Poole rubs his fingers with butter before
a match,” said Sawyer major. ““I judge by the
way I’ve seen him dealing with easy ecatches.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“8o0 now you can walk,” said Drake. ““We've
made our meaning clear, I hope?”

Poynings did not walk; he knitted his brows.

“You refuse—"" he .

& YGB, ass!”

“Well, in the circumstances I shall take no

notice of that,” said the Fifth Former. “I'm
going to play in the match as skipper, and in
shall hand

case of a.niv fag cheek on the subject,
out some lickings. Is that clear?”
“Quite!” grinned Drake. *“And in case you
don’t travel off this minute, we're going to put
you in the passage on your neck. Is that clear?”
Poynings did not answer the question. Doubt-
less he thought it was time to proceed from words
tbo (llwtmns, and nip this insubordinate spirit in the
ud. e
He made a rush at Drake, knocking aside
Trae Gex Lmrary.—No. 1,635.
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Tuckey Toodles and trampling on Rawlings’ feet
as he rushed. There was a roar of wrath and
protest in Cabin No. 8.

i h'“n!l!

;'901 s f hand Poyni
ive or six pairs o 8 were upon Poynin
of the Fifth before he oould reach Drake  He

came down on the deok with a bump.

Poole made a movement to help him, and was
promptly collared and whirled forth into the
passage, and the door slammed after him.

Poynings was struggling on the floor with three
gr four juniors l'mavﬁing on him, pinning him

own.

‘“Lemme gerrup!” he roared. “I’ll

ou! You cheeky fags, how dare—

g ! Oh!”
‘ ﬁ?:ld him[” said Sawyer major. “I've got a
pineapple for him!"

“Ha, hal Go it, Sawyer!” .

Poynings sprawled on his back, struggling in
vain to ow off the gr of his captors. Hi
head was lifted, and Sawyer major squeezed the
pin le down the back of his neck. Pineapples
are cheap in Trinidad, but even had this one

ex: ive the juniors would not have

grudged it to Poynings of the Fifth.

“Go it, Bawyer!”

“Yaurrrrgh!"” spluttered the Fifth Former, as
Sawyer major squeezed away industriously at the

ulverise
rooogh !

ent fruit. ‘“Oh, you cheeky youngogﬂlnin!
Oooooch | | You young rotter! oop|”
“Now give him a mango!”
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Groooch |
“Kick him out now!"” exclaimed Jack Drake,
Iaughing.

“Open the door.”

Rodney pulled the door open, and Poole, who
was bumping on it outside, staggered into the
cabin, He was met by Poynings as the latter was
swung towards the doorway. The two Fifth
Formers rolled into the passage together.

Bump, bump! )

“Oh! Ah! You ass, keep your silly elbow
out of my eye!” shrieked Poole. .

"Odwl Don’t 'am! jour ;i(lllypknao into my ribs,
ou dangerous idiot!” rav oynings.

v "Hn,nin, ha!” TR

“Golly!” It was the voice of Tin Tacks, the
colou gentleman, as he grinned along the
passsge. “ What de matter, l‘insa' Jack?”

““Bweep up this rubbish, Tin Tacks,” called out
Jack Dr.ke.

“Yes, sar.” .

Tin Tacks had a mop in his hand, which he had
just been using, and he %rpoaedod to sweep up the
rubbish—otherwise, the Fifth Formers. Poynings
and Poole yelled frantically as they were swept up,
the juniors roaring with laughter.

The hapless Fifth Formers were considerably
dishevelled and dusty when they escaped at last
to the deok.

Jack Drake & Co. returned to Cabin No. 8 to
finish their interruFted tea, and further to discusa
the arrangements for the cricket match ashore on
the morrow.

Diplomatic !

1 HEEKY little rotters!”
“Ungrateful little cads!”
“What's 8t. Winifred's coming to, I
woniiar?"d by gad!
“1 wonder "
Tae GEM mg.mt.-—No. 1,635.
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Poynings and Poole were communing on deck
after having visifed their quarters to refit after
action, so to put it. It had taken them quite some
time to refit, for they had been very severely
handled in the Fourth Form quarfers. And
Poynings and his chum wers way of being
dandies, and they prided th ves upon being
natty and spotless. However, now ¢t wete
an y arrayed in spotless attire, and they felt

etter.

.. But they felt wrathful and indignant. A kind,

if somewhat Iofti offer on their part had been
refused with black ingratitude, which only made
them the more de i that the Fourth

termined
Formers should be over-ruled. The dignity of the
Fifth was at stake. Besides, they wanted to play
in the cricket match. It was not probable that
the Benbow fellows would get any cricket after
the school ship left Trinidad and proceeded on her
way up the Orinoco River.

“It's no good thrashing the little beasts, is it?”
Poyﬁl:ru remarked doubtfully to his comrade, *If
we B’u;n at home ﬂ 8t. Winifred's, well and
good. But on ship——"’

“Too many of 'em,” agreed Poole.

“But we're Toing to play cricket.”

*“Yes, rather!”

You'd think they'd be jolly glad to have a
Fifth Form skipper for their fag team,” said
Poynings. *“Naturally, I expected them to jump
at the chance.”

“Instead of which they jumped at you,” said
Poole.

Poynings frowned.

“Don’t be funny,” he said. ““This isn’t a joke.
The question is, what’s going to be done wil'.lg the
little cads? Hallo, what do you want, you cheeky

f‘ ”

Eecil Poynings addressed that question to Egan
of the Bhell, who came sidling up as the Fifth
Formers stood chatting under the after awni
Egan had not been on the scene in Cabin No. ;
he had not “buried the hatohet ” like Daubeny,
End was still on warlike terms with Jack Drake

0.

“I’ve heard about your jaw with Drake,” he
said. “I've had it from Daub. They won't let
you into the cricket if they can help it.”

“Mind your own business!” snapped Poynings.

“I'm going to give you a ti M

.“When I want tips from fags I'll mention the
circumstance to them,” said Poynings, with lofty
contempt,

Egan did not heed. He saw an opportunity of
scoring over Cabin No. 8, and that was enough
for him,

“They won’t take you into the eleven,” he
said, * The{ll boot uyou out if you try to bully
them. But I can tell you how fo work it !”

Poynings shrugged his shoulders soornfully,
but he paused to listen. As a matter of fact,
determined as he was to ocaptain the Benbow
aricl;aberg in tl:e l?:vn.m}:{al& mﬁtch, he 1!dig l::ot
see how it was to worked. Nature, which had
blessed Poyn;llldgs with a remarkably filoocl opinion
of himself, had not endowed him with a brilliant
intellect. And there was no doubt that Egan of
the Shell was keenness itself,

“I know you've got your knife into Druke"‘
said Poynings, with a ocurl of the lip. “You'd
like to do him a bad turn!”

amrLes D ey
you’'ll have to get on the right side o: e."

“Mr. Packel How1!”

“Packe’'s given Drake & Co. leave for to-
morrow to play Cazalet’s team outside Port of
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Spain. Mr. Vavasour was asked, too, as senior
master. They think it’s just a cricket match,
but—"

“Well, so it is, isn’t it?”

“There have been plenty of rows between
Fourth and Shell since the Benbow put to sea,”
remarked Egan.

“I don’t want to hear about your fag rows I
said Poynings loftily.

“Talk sense!” snapped Egan. “Suppose you

went to Mr. Vavasour, the Shell master? He’s
senior master, and what he says goes. Make him
understand that there’s a stunt on for a big rag

between Fourth and Shell, when the cricketers
are ashore to-morrow. Suggest that, for the sake
of order and so on, you're willing to take a place
in the team, and play with the juniors. You
know old Vavasour—awful stickler for law and
order, and he doesn’t know or care anything
about cricket !”

“QOh!” said Poynings slowly.

“Ten to one he’ll think it a first-rate idea for
some of the Fifth to take part in the match to
look after the juniors,” said Egan. “It’s just
what the old donkey would think. If you can
get him to give an order to that effect, you're
all right\ Drake would have to knuckle under
then |

Poole whistled softly.

“By gad!” murmured Poynings.

It was quite a good scheme, and, knowin
fussy old Mr. Vavasour as they did, neither o
the Fifth Formers doubted that it would be
successful. Only they had not thought of it.

Egan had thought of it for them, however.

“Well, what do you think?” asked the cad of
the Shell, v«m.hr.hingl Cecil Po‘yninﬁs eagerlf.

Poynings curled his lip again. He was glad of
the suggestion Egan had made, but he despised
the junior for making it.

“T may think about it, Egan,” said the Fifth
Former negligently. “I may do as you suggest.
You can cut off now.”

Egan walked away, not at all
curt dismissal. He saw that he
point, and that was all he wanted.

Pgnings met his chum’s glance.

“Cunning little beast!” he said. ““Of course,
T'll drop in on

ut out by the
ad gained his

it’s a corker—just the thing.
Vavasour at once |”

“Good luck, old scout !” grinned Poole.

Cecil Poynings drog ed imn on Mr. Vavasour,
the master of the ell, without delay. He
found that gentlemen reeding Cicero, under a
mosquito-net in his state-room. Cicero was Mr.
Vavasour’s favourite author—a circumstance at
which most of the Benbow fellows marvelled.
From the porthole there was a view of the level
city of Port of BEain, with masses of green on
the hills beyond, bright in the tropical sunshine,
But Mr. Vavasour had no eyes for tropical
soenery; he was enjoyin what Sawyer major
had dwrea%ectfull called “his old pal Tully.”
However, he laid Tully down when Poynings
presented himself.

Poynings cunpingly began by a remark concern-
ing Cicero. This put Mr, Vavasour into an
cxcellent humour, and he occupied the next
twenty minutes with remarks of his own, “in
Verram,” to all of which Po;imings listened with
the keenest interest—outwardly, at least. When
Mr. Vavasour tired of Verres, Poynings diplomat-
jcally brought the subject round to the day’s
leave the juniors had for te-morrow.

He hinted his fears of a glorious *‘rag?”

a3

between Fourth and Shell, out of sight of the
masters, on the morrow.

“The fact is, ngvnings," said Mr. Vavasour,
“I was thinking asking one of the Fifth to
accompany the juniors, as I do not care for the
excursion myself, and Mr. Packe will be busy.”

Poynings smiled sweetly, This gave him a good
opening, and he took advantage of it. He men-
tioned that the Fifth Formers on board the
Benbow would be willing to play in the ericket
match, and to undertake that %sw and order
would be duly observed ashare.

“An_excellent idea,” said Mr. Vavasour.

“Only, if a rag is intended, the juniors may
raise some frivolous objection,” said Poynings.

“The juniors will not be allowed to raise
frivolous objections,” said Mr. Vavasour dryly.
“I will give Drake instructions—I understand
that he is the head of the junior cricket club.
How many of the Fifth are willing to go?”

“There’s only four of us, sir, and we're all
willing—for the sake of seeing that nothing un-
pleasant occurs, of course !”

“J am very much obliged to you, Poynings. 1
realise that this is an act of seli-sacrifice on your
part.”

“Qh, sir ” murmured Poynings deprecatingly.
“Of—of course, it's rather infra dig for us to
play cricket with juniors, but—but for the sake
of law and order, and—and discipline—"

“Quite so; I appreciate your conduct. I am
obliged to you for your thoughtful suggestion. I
will instruct Drake to this effect. The cricketers
will be placed under your charge!”

“Very good, sir!”

Poynings strolled out of the cabin, and winked
at the greenish waters of the bay. And Mr,
Vavasour turned to Cicero, very pleased to think
that Poynings was such a_ thoughtful and self-
sacrificing vouth, He had never observed it
before, which made him all the more pleased to
observe it now.

Up Against It !

6 HAT rot!”
“Hallo !”
“What thumping cheek 1”

“We won’t stand it!” roared Jack Drake in
great wrath.

Dick Rodney and Tuckey Toodles regarded him
with astonishment. Slaney, the steward’s mate,
had brought a note to the cabin, and Drake stood
with the note in his hand after Peg Slaney had
gone, staring at it. The contents of that note
seemed to excite the captain of the Fourth.

“What on earth’s the row?” asked Rodney.
“Who's it from 1”

“Mr. Vavasour. And he's potty!” Drake
togﬁed the note upon the table. ‘‘Look at it!” he
sal1d.

The note was short, but not sweet—at least, to
the three heroes of the Fourth. It ran:

“My dear Drake,—I think it will be advisable
for some senior boys to accompany the cricket
team to-morrow. oynings, Poole, Tomlinson,
and Hamersley of the Fifth Form will therefore
be included, and the matter will be in the hands
of Poynings, who will have full authority.
Kindly see that these instructions are carried
out in every particular. H. Vavasour.”

Dick Rodney gave a howl of wrath.
Tee Gex Lisrany.—No. 1,635.
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“1’oynings has
exclaimed.

“Of course he has!
stand it !"

“Go to Packe,” said Tuckey Toodles.
“Vavasour doesn’t understand anything about
ganies, but Packe does.”

“Vavasour’s senior master, though,” said
Rodney slowly. “The Head put him in charge
over Packe.” -

Drake paused.

“Packe would sympathise,” he said. “But—
but we don’t want to cause any dispute between
two masters. Vavasour is an obstinate old bird
and Packe would have to give in. I think I'll
go and see Vg}vasour myself and try to get him
0 sSCe reason.

‘‘We're not standing it, anyhow,” said Rodney.

“No fear!”

Jack Drake left the study, calming his wrath
as well as he could. He tapped at Mr, Vavasour’s
door, and a rather irritable voice bade him
enter. Mr. Vavasour was still sitting under the
mosquito-net with Cicero, but an enterprising
mosquito had penetrated under the edge of the
net, and was buzzing round Mr, Vavasour with
deadly intent. Using the revered Cicero as a
weapon, the Shell master made frantic swipes
round at the mosquito, and only succeeded in
knocking & hole in the net. In these circum-
stances a little irritation was pardonable, but it
was rather an unlucky moment for the junior to
arrive,

“Well, well, what is it?” snapped Mr.
Vavasour, pausing in his exertions, and very red
in the face.

“This note, sir—’
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“There is nothing to discuss in that, Drake.
You may go.”

“If you please, sir—"

Bash! Mr, Vavasour put in another swipe at
the mosquito, and knocked another gash in the
net. He breathed hard, and very nearly uttered
a word that Form-masters are not supposed to
utter.

“Go away, Drake |” he gasped.

“May I—I say just a word, sir?” said Drake
hurried{y. “About the cricket match to-morrow,
sir. It’s & junior ma &

“I know—I know!”

‘““We don't want seniors in the team, sir—"

“ Probably not—probably not! You prefer to

o left to your own devices, and to cause &
disturbance some absurd dispute between the
two Forms, { understand perfectly.”

“B-b-but—"

“I cannot help thinking,” said Mr. Vavasour
sternly, “that you desire freedom for some
absurd rag, as you call it. Understand me,
Drake—you will carry out my instructions in this
matter, or your leave from the ship to-morrow
will be rescinded.”

“0Oh, sir!” gas&md Drake.

‘You may go!”

“B-b-but, sir—"

Smashl Mr. Vavasour got the mosquito ab
last. Cicero came down on him on Mr.
Vavasour’s knee with a crash. The mosquito
vanished from the scheme of things, Unfortu-
nately Mr, Vavasour’s knee suffered nearly as
much as the mosquito, and his own vigour
caused the Form-master to utter & howl of ﬁmn.
He dilumped up, tangling his head and shoulders
in the net.

“PBless my soul! Upon my word! Oh dear!”
ejaculated the master of the Shell.

“If you please, sir—"

“Leave my cabin, boy!” thundered Mr.
Vavasour, glaring through the swathes of the
mosquito-net tangled round his_head. “How
dare you bandy words with me? Leave my cabin
instantly, or I will cane youl”

“QOh 1"

There was no argument possible after that;
Mr. Vavasour was already glaring round for a
cane.

Drake hurriedly quitted the cabin. He scudded
back to the deck, where he nearly ran into
Poynings and Poole of the Fifth. ose cheery
youths grinned at him,

“What time were you going to start in the
morning, Drake?” asked (fecil Poynings affably.
“Find out!” snapped Drake, . .
“Well, never mind—I'll fix the time,” said
Poynings coolly. “Be ready at nine o’clock, will

you?"

“Go and eat coke!”

“Any more cheek and I ghall cut your name
out of the list, Drake!” said the Fifth Former
warningly.

“Cut it out, anyhow,” suggested Poole.

“You silly asses—"" began Drake.

Poynings held up a commanding hand.

“That's enough! You're scratched, Drakel!
I shan’t play you to-morrow. I'm making up
the list, which will be posted in the Common-
room. Now cut off.”

Drake, choking with wrath, tramped a.w;’y to
Cabin No. 8, leaving Poynings and Poole
chortliniiod .

Dick ney looked at him rather anxiously
as he came in, red and wrathy.

“What luck?” he asked.
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J. Murray, No, 3 Ben Nevis Flats, Hardie Street,
Darlinghurst, Sydney, New BSouth Wales, Anunstralia ;
age 12-14 ; running, cricket, swimming, stamps British
Empire and U.S.A.; all let answered.

. ‘Doughty, Portland Ward, Harlow Wood Hospital,
near Mansfield, Notts ; age 15-16; stamps and mator-
cars ; China, ﬁzyp 5 Holland, Germany, France; reply
guaranteed.

The Anglo-Argentine Correspondence Club desires
members in all parts of the world ; age 12-25 ; member-
ship free ; ma%:.mme. Full parhicuiars from the Secretary,
15 ct Road, Woodford Green, Essex.

7D eon, The Retreat, High Btreet, Market Har-
borough, Leicestershire ; age 13-15 ; cigare.{‘.te cards, fillms,
cycling ; Australia, America, especially New York.

E. bell, 10, Camhrid,ia Street, Franklin Town
Kingston P.0., Jamaica, British West Indies ; stamps and
coins ; ggg of wor’ld; all letters answered,

F. Wood, B M/F P E D, London, W.C.1 ; all ages, all
topics, all countries.

G. Carlyle, 12a, Bournbrook Road, Birmingham ;
jcture postcards, illustrated magazines, stamps; 2
rtters answered.

E. Syrett, 16, Crondall Street, Moss Side, Manchester 14 ;
age 14-17 ; stamps and sports ; Canada, hgypt., Australia,
and 8. Africa.

J. Wilson, 7, Eawanupadu Street, Cape Coast, Gold
Coast, British West Africa ; age 15; cycling, running and
liockey ; 8. Africa, Egypt, Germany, Scotland,
N. Zealand, Australia, En nd.

The National Union of Labelists, 119, Brownlow Road,
New Southgate, London, N.11, wants new members.
Apply to the above address enclosing stamped addressed
enveiope. Only serious collectors required.

The Exchange Pen Pals Club, 34, Gladstone Road
Chippenham, Wilts, requires members urgently in all
of the world, Write stating your age, hobbies and
countries in which you want pen pals. There is no
subscription, but members are expected to take the
monthly magazing., Please send stamped addressed
envelope when ap*:lying.
mmackwn. g%. amoe Aﬁemgh B, TD!‘I%IIIHIZ;. Oﬁtaﬂo,

; age 14; p aphy and souve unting.

8. Hailford, 7, London and. Tooting, London, B.W.17 ;
gtamps ; mwazere' all letters answered,

. T. Euchner, 103, Bickley Street, Tooting, London, 8. W.17;
stamps ; anywhere ; letters answ :

J. Woodford, 32, Garrick Road, Worthing, Sussex ;
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R. Thompson, 85, South Parade, Ormeau Road, Belfast,
Northern lrehni ; age 13-15 ; stamps ; anywhere cverseas
except Egypt.

A. Cook, 184, Moss Street, Blackburn, Lancs ; age 16
up: any subject; Great Britain, Canada and U. AL
all letters answered.

W. Russell Barrow, 8, Luis Street, Woodbrook, Port of
Spain, Trinidad, British West Indies ; age 12-16 ; stamps,
sports, newspapera ; anywhere.

G. Hockin, 4, Llantrisa.nt Street, Cathays, Cardiff ;
stamps, films, reading ; Russia or British Dominions.

J. Penney, 72, Market Road, Ballymena, Co. Antrim,
Northern Ireland ; age 15-16; motor racing ; England,
America and the Continent.

D. Bacon, 20, Havelock Road, Bruee Grove, Tottenham,
London, N.17; age 11-14; stamps and sport; New
Zealand.

W. Currie, 4, Bridgwater Road, Taunton, Sorerset ;
age 13-15 ; stamps, films, skating ; preferably overscas.

G. Minter, 11-12, The Broadway, Eastney, Sonthsea ;
age 13-17; stamps, films, sport, hotography an
swimming ; anywhere in British 1sles ; all letters answered.

Miss A. Smyth, 2, Hannan Street, Maroubra, Sydney,
Anustralia ; girl correspondents, age 13.

P. Firman, 73, Harley Road, Gt, Yarmouth ; age 12-14 ;
stamps ; Maita. Gibraltar, Gold Coast,

T. ohn, 7, Angel Street, Tel-Aviv, Palestine ; age
15-18 ; atamps; B.W, Indies, Australia. Canada, Malaya

PEN PALS COUPON
17-6-39

J. W. Boucher, 80, Southdown House, Pytchley Road,
Dog Keunel Hill, East Dulwich, London, B.E.22 ; back
pumbers of the Companion Papers bought, sold o1
exchanged.

Miss J. Nicholls, 20, Hawthorne Avenme, Uplands,
Swansea ; girl correspondents, age 16; fllms music,
sports ; U.S.A., Switzerland, ¥rance, Canada, Tica.

A. Campbell, 2, Rufford Aveuue, Rochdale, Lanes ; age
13-14 ; stamps and newspapers, fims and swimmjﬂﬁ

Miss V. Ta.lylor, 54, Wellesley Road, Grove HIll, dles-
brough ; girl correspondents, age 16-18; general topies ;
anéwhere except British Isles.

. Khaw, ¢/o Chop Koe Guan, 63, Beach Street, Penang,

stamps ; W. Indies,

New Zealand, Tasmania, Hawali, Africa; all letters
answered.

K. Magnus, 3, West Avenue, Newton chllm, Kingston,
Jamaica, British West Indies ; stamps; Canada, 3
South America and South Sea Islands.

Miss G. Rippon, 20, Glanmor Crescent, Uplands.
Bwansea ; girl correspondents, age 18-18 ; sports, fllms,
mueic, dancing ; U.8.A., France, Belgium and nd

E. Lowman, 49, Fisher Avenue, Parkstone, Dorset ;

Btraits Setflements ; any age;

age'le-lz; eycling, roller skating, gardening. 15-18 ; films, film stars ; Australia, U.8.A., Canada.

IlllllllIllllllimilIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIlI':Hllllllll"IIIIIIIIIIII|lllllll'IlllllllﬂllﬂtIIIIIIIIIHIHI“ﬁ““lllﬂl“llm“ﬂﬂllﬂ"ﬂlﬂﬂlllmmﬂlmmuﬂﬂh
Drake gave a snort. . “But,” said Rodney, his face bresaking into a
“Rotten! Vavasour is as obstinate as a mule.  grin, “there are ways and *

We've got to hand the match over to the Fifth,
or not play at all.”

“But if you explained——" )

“Tf I’d said another word I'd have got licked,
and sll leave stopped for to-morrow into the
bargain !”

#0Oh, my hat!”

Jack Drake tramped up and down the study
with knitted brows.

«0ld Vavasour doesn’'t catch on, of course,”
he growled. “We've got to toe the line or
soratch the game. And we can’t disappoint
Cazalet, when he's fixed “E a date for us.
Bosides, we're going to play the match.”

“Yes. rather!”

“But we're not going to play as the tail-end
of a Fifth Form team,” eaid Drake, “We've got
to deal with those cheeky bounders somehow. We
shall have to let them come ashore in the party,
I suppose, but—"

nd means—
“ And we've got to think of them 1”” said Drake,

That evening Poynings of the Fifth was in
high feather.

But in Cabin No. 8 there was a deep and secret
discussion, in which Drake and Rodney and
Daubeny and Sawyer major sll took part. And
when that diseussion was over there was satisfac-
tion in the faces of tho juniors, which seemed to
hint that they had devised a way out of the
difficulty. And Poynings of tlie Fifth, who was
looking forward very keenly to swinging s bat
on the Savannah cricket ground, was very likel
to be disappointed. In Cabin No. 8 a plot ha
been plotteg? but how it would turn out, the
morrow was to decide.

Next Week: “ FOOLING THE FIFTH!"
THg Gex Liprary.—NoO. 1,635,
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(Continued from page 23.)
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“Bomebody's got my bags!” roared Grundy.

“Turn those Shell rotters out!” bawled
Hervies, “Back up, you men!”

Herries grabbed a water-jug.

“ Look here—" bawled Grundy. “I—

Oooogh 1"

A stream from the jug interrupted Georgo
Alfred Grundy, and le spluttered instead of
bawling.

I'he Fourth Korm were rallying now. Tom
Merry & Co. backed to the door. They realised
that the missing clobber was not, after gll, in the
Fourth Form dormitory. Where it was was a
mystery; but it was not in the possession of
Blake & Co.

“Come on!” said Tom hastily.

And the Shell retreated up the corridor. Ouly
Zrundy, drenched and raging, remained

“Look here, I'm unot going without my
slobber 1" roared Grundy *“I'll jolly well—
Yaroooop !”

There was a sortie from the Fourth Form
dormitory. Grundy got tho benefit of it, Blake
& Co collared Grundy, bumped him on the floor,
and rolled him along the passage, By the time
Grundy escaped, he rather wished that he had
not lingercd.

The exasperated Shell gathered in their dormi-
tory again.

“Chapel bell soon—'

“Where's our clobber?”

“We've got to have our clobber—

“Wha the dickens——"

“Where the thump—"

“Oh, my hat! Here's Railton !”

The buzz died away as Mr. Railton's
face looked 1 at the door

“Merry,” he yapped, “what does this mean?
What do yon meun by draping the banisters
with vour clothes?"

“Wha-a-t 7"

“0Oh gom !

slern

“How dare you play such a foolish trick!”
thundered the Housemaster. “The clothes
belong to this dormitory—I have seen the names
on some of the garments.”

“ We—we—we—"' stuttered Tom Merry.
“We—we missed our clothes, sir—"
“Have—have—have you scen them, sir?”

stammered Manners.

“A large number of garments are on the
banisters!” exclaimed My, Railton. “If you
did not place them there—"

“QOh, nol"

“We've been hunting for our clobber——"

" We—we've just been and—and asked the
Fourth 5
“This is extraordinary1” exclaimed M.

Railton. “Go snd take away your clothes at
once! I shall inquire into this very strictly 1"

The Housemaster sirode away, frowning.

“On the—the banisters!” gasped Tom Merry.
o But “.ho___n

“Let's go and bag them ! said Manners.

The Shell proceeded down the corridor again.
This time they passed the Fourth Form dormi-
tory—greeted by cat-calls from within as they
passed—and went to the landing

There a surprising sight burst on their view.
The curving banisters, down as far as the study
landing, were adorned with all sorts of garments
—{nckets and waistcoats, trousers and shirts,
collars and ties and socks! That uncommon
sight had probably startled Mr. Railton. It
made the Shell fellows Lreathe wrath!

“Well, here's the clobber, at any rate!’
Tom Merry.

And they scudded down the stairs, collecting
clobber—which had to be sorted out when they
got it back to the dormitory. It was rather a
rush that morning for the School House Shell
to gi.-t down before the chapel bell ceased to
ring

said

Railton, as lie had promised, inguired strictly
into that extraordinary episode. But he made
no discovery. Neither did Tom Merry & Co.
It remaoined n mystery—and was likely to remain
one till they discovered Figgins & Co.'s secret.
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