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I'LL BE HEARING FROM YOU, CHUMS—WHAT ?
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B. H. L., of Woodsmgpar, Stockport, writes:

(‘an you beat ANTIDISESTABLISHMENT-
ARIANISM? :Who is the best swimmer in the
Fourth and Shell ?

Axswer: Yours 18 a crackerjack of a word,
Lut *“antis™ are not quite in order. You can
tack the prefie anti on to all sorts of words, as
I dild myself to equal A. S. W.s INTER-
COMMUNICABILITY, but maybe we shouldn’t
allow it. Pl tell you what. Write me a 20,000-
word paper on what antidisestablishmentarianism
means, and I'll get Skimpole to pass an opinion
en it.  Of course, you wunderstand I couldn’t
pussibly print it in the Gem—but the study fire
needs lighting oceasionally even in the summer!
Sest swimmer t8 Lom Merry., Thanks for writing,
vl jellow,

“Nom de Plume,” of Nottingham, writes:

Another eniry for your longest word competi-
tion : ANTIDISESTABLISHMENTERIONISKL

I won't vouch that it’s spelt correctly, but it's
as near as makes no difference. Can you beat it?
Mr. Walker wants to know!

AxsweR: Ax another reader sent in the same
ward, and spelt it rvight, I'm ruling you out, old
chup. Not that I'm down on a fellow for not
hathering about spelling, Grundy, of course, is
the actual winner of this unofficial competition.
He submitted INEFFECTUALMUCKIN G-
AROUTDITHERINGWHILEFROME'SRURXN -
INGCOFFICIALUNMETHODICALITY. 1 think
he must harve made it up. A word like that
woulid have hurst Chambers’ and split Nuitall's
Jrem cocer lo cover. What do YOU think?

Miss 1. M. C., of Birmingham, writes:

1. From what part of Ireland do Reilly and
Mulvaney come?

2. From what part of Yorkshire do you come?

3. Does Kildare hail from Co. Kildare, in
Tieland ?

4, Why are the Third looked on as ungovern-
able? 1 am in the Third, and we pride ourselves
un our independence!

5. Ever been seasick?

6. What is the capital of the Union of South
Afvica?

Hope this isn’t too long!
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Jack Blake's here to answer your letters and
deal with your querics. Write to him clo
The GeM, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street.
London, E.C.4. Be as candid as you like—Jack
Blake likes o plain speaker, being by nature a
John RBlunt himsel/! But keep your letter
SHORT, and enclose if possible a photo of your-
gelf for reproduction on this page. No photos
can be returned.

ANSWER :

1. Reilly hails from Belfast, Aulvaney from
Tipperary.

2. That's telling; Yorkshire is the biggest shire,
you know.

3. His ancestors may have lived there, but I
believe Kildare's home is now in Dublin,

4, Let anybody tell Wally D'Arcy or anyg
member of the Third ke isn’t independent, and
khe’ll prove it—probably by force! Unruly, yes
—but not ungovernable.

5. Let me confess—the first time I felt every
bit as bad as you did!

6. Pretoria is the seat of the Gowpernment of
the Union, but Parliament meets at Capetown.
Bloemfontein is the seat of the principal court
of appeal.

It's a pleasure, madam.

I mean it/

Richard Holgate, of Bexhill-on-Sea, writes:

Are you any good at games or work? What
does Arthur Augustus D’Arcy look like when he's
punting & ball? Do you play Rugby at all?

P.8.—Did Racke make any bets on the Derby?

ANSWER: Any good, did you say? Well, I'm
not like the fellow who always worked hard at
games and played hard at work! Gussy looks
just as natly as usual when he's gglaying footer—
5&;: that doesn’t prevent him being our best
junior outside-left! We've no time for Rugger
as well as Soccer, but when “ragging ™ Figgins
& Co., of the New House, we often get in a
“aerum.” Not “half”!

P.8.—To judge by Racke's lugubrious ex-
pression after the Derby, the answer was in the
affirmative—and his cash in the bookmaker's
pocketl

Sakkie C. de Wet, of Plumstead, Capetown,
South Africa, writes:

Would Montague Lowther, I.M.P., mind if we
used some of his jokes in a concert?
P.8.—Please excuse ink blot.

Axswer: ZLowtker calling! Radio special to
South Africa! Go ahead and use jokes—stop.
Hope jokes are a success—siop. If not, keep
smiling—stop. It’s the hardest job in the world
making people langh—stop—go—stop—stop—go
stop—oh, heck, what's the matter with these
lights? STOP!!

(Continued on page 23.)



SPARKLING STORY OF SCHOOLBOY RIVALRY—STARRING TOM MERRY & CO.,
or ST. JIM'S!
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CHAPTER 1.
Snatch !

uKIND young gentleman——"
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the 8t.

Jim’s Fourth paused.

Blake and Herries and Digby, his chums—or, as
Bllnke sometimes declared, his keepers—paused
also.

It was a hot July afternoon.

The chums of Study No. 6 were sauntering,
leisurely and at ease, along a field path near
8t. Jim's when they arrived at the stile on which
the stranger sat.

He addressed Arthur Augustus as a kind young
gentleman, which, undoubtedly, Arthur Augustus
was.

No doubt Blake and Herries and Digby were
kind young gentlemen also, but the frowsy man
on the stile seemed to pick instinctively on Arthur
Augustus, whose kindness of heart and unsus-
piciousness of mind were clearly written in his
aristocratic countenance.

“'Elp a pore man what
lost a leg in the War!”
said the man on the stile,

“Bai Jove! Yaas,
wathah!” =aid Arthur
Augustus at once.

Blake & Co. eved that
hero of the War rathe:
suspiciously.

(Copyright in the Dnited States of America.

Super School Story
by
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

All rights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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A\ WITNESS !

A man who had lost a leg in the War was a
man Study No. 6 would have delighted to honour.
But they had strong doubts about that hero.

He was not a nice man to look at or to be
near. He had a large red nose, which had
evidently sustained damage in some scrap of a
much later date than 1914-18—probably outside o
public-house on a Saturday night. He had a
scent of mingled tobacco and beer that was utterly
unlike attar-of-roses. He had a sly and shifty
eye. But that he had mislaid a leg somewhere
was—or, at least, seemed (o be—clear; for the
right leg of his tattered trousers was folded up
at the knee, and he had a big stick, which, appar-
ently, he used as a crutch.

That issing leg was more than enough for
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. He had no doubts.
He ran his hands through his pockets. Blake &
Co. noticed that the man on the stile did not look
much over thirty, Arthur Augustus noticed only
that his leg was absent.

“Hold on a minute, Gussy 1” said Blake. “If
that chap left a leg on the
Somme we'll all rally

round; but if he didn't
we'll keep our ecash for
tea in the study.”
“Weally, Blake—"
“You joined up pretty
aa.rlg' for the War, didn't
you?” inquired Blake.
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“You couldu’t have been much over fen at the
time.”

Herries aud Dig grinned.

Mr. Nosey Panks turned his shifty eye un-
pleasautly on Blake.

“ Holder th=n 1 look, sir!” he said. “ Forty-five
come Michaelmas, sir.”

“Sort of Peter Pan !” remarked Bluke. “How
do you keep your youth like this? Is it the beer
does it, or the 'baccy ?”

“Weally, Blake——"

“Don't be an ass, Gussy !” said Blake. “That
i_-ha was nover in the War, and he’s pulling your
eg »

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass reprov-
ingly on Jack Blake.

It is not vewy eusy to pull m
answered; “and you can see
the r chap has lost a leg.”

~ mess he’s got it tucked up in those baggy
trucks 1” suggested Blake.

* Wats I”

b Now’, look here, Gussy,” said Herries.

“Don’t be a goat !” suggested Dig.

“Wats |” repeated Arthur Augustus. “I am
surpwised at you fellows! Where should we all
be now if those fellows hadn't gone to the War
like the bwicks they were? The least a fellow
can do is to stand by an ex-Service man.”

“Right as rain!” agreed Blake. “But not by
a beery blighter who pretends to be one! Chuck
it

“Wats ”

“Oh, give him his head!” sighed Dig. “So
long as Gussy has got a half-crown about him,
an y's only got to ask for it! Gussy would
believe that Baggy Trimble was in the War if
Baggy told him so!”

“Wats|” said Arthur Augustus, for the third
tine.

“Well, get on with it I said Herrwes, * Cough
ap the half-crown—I dare say the man’s thirsty—
and let’s get on!”

“1 shall certainly not insult a hewo of the
War with a half-crown, Hewwies, when I had a
ivah fwom my patah only this mornin’. I am
goin’ to give hinl a pound note!”

** Fools and their money are soon parted !” said
Blake sententiously

“Wats'” said Arthur Augustus, for the fourth
rme.

Mr. Pank’s sly eyes fairly glittered as Arthur
Augustus’ nobby russia-leather wallet came into
view,

Gussy opened that wallet.

Within, a crisp five-pound note could be seen,
as well as several currency notes. One of those
pound notes, Gussy considered, was ceriainly not
too much to help o veteran of the War who had
lost a leg. Gussy was so sf‘mpathetic about that
log that he declined uiterly to realise that the
nosey man hadn’t been in the War at all, and
probably hadn't lost a leg. Arthur. Augustus had
i large and enviable share of that simple faith
which the poet declares to be more than Norman
1ood.

He proceeded to select a pound note.

leg, Blake,” he
or yourself that

3

The nosey man did not wait for the selection
‘0 he completed. Apparently, he preferred notes
in bulk.

He made a sudden snatch

Instantly that wallet changed ownership |

In the same instant the nosey man bounded
off the stile and ran, leaving the stile between
wim and the 8t. Jim's juniors.
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“Gweat Scott 1” gasped Arthur Augustus.

His cye almost popped through his cyveglass os
the man ran. It was so surprising to sce & man
run so fast on one leg.

But that extraordinary circumstance was ex-
plained by the fact that the other leg—hitherto
missing—shot into sight from the trouser-leg in
which it had been tucked up!

The nosey man evidently had npt lost that leg
in the War. He had not lost it anywhere. He
had it about him all the time, ready for use if
required

It was required now, and he used it. With
both legs going strong, and his stick under his
arm, Nosey Panks covered the buttercups and
daisies at a great rate.

“ After him 1 roared Blake.

“Bai Jove! He's got my wallet!” gasped
Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove! He hasn’t lost a
leg at all; he has lots of legs!”

“Get after him !” yelled Herries.

Study No. 6 scmm{;led in haste over the stile.
Blake led the pursujt, running like a deer.
Herries and Dig were strung out behind; Arthur
Augustus brought up the rear.

But the man who hadn’t lost a leg had a good
start. He was half-across the field in the cﬁrec
tion of Rylcombe Lane. Blake put on a desperate
spurt. He left his comrades behind, and gained
on the .running man as Nosey Pank headed for
a gap in the hedge on the lane.

he nosey man glared round as the pursuing
footsteps drew necarer. He grasped his stick and
hurled it at Blake’s legs.

“(Oh I” roared Blake.

He stumbled under the crash on his knees and
went over headlong, almost buried in buttercups
and daisies. And the nosey man, with Gussy’s
wallet still gripped in a grubby hand, ran on to
the gap in the hedge and shot through it.

CHAPTER 2.
A Hot Chase!
«JT'S up to us!” said Tom Merry.

I H It ia!” agreed Monty Lowther. “It

are |

“But how—" said Tom.

“Echa answers, how?” remarked Manners.

“We can't let those New House ticks go on
ragging our House just at their own sweet will I?
said 'l'omn

“We can't,” Lowther agreed again

*“Only—" said 'Jom.

“Only » grinned Monty.

“What's going to be done?” asked Tom.

“We are!” answered Mouty.

The Terrible Three of the St. Jim's Shell had
walked out after class that day like Blake & Co.
Now they were taking a little rest, sitting on the
grassy bank beside Rylcombe Lane, in the shade
of the high hawthorn hedge.

They were discussing a matter which was grow-
ing more and more urgent in the School House
at 8t. Jim's.

For weeks past their old foes, Figgins & Co,
of the New House, had been ragging the School
House and getting away with it every time.

How they did it was an exasperating mystery.

Somehow or other, in some mysterious and un-
known way, Figgins & Co. were able to penetrate,
unseen and undiscovered, into the rival House,
They were able to come and go just as they
liked.

In the daytiine. of course, raggers from the rival
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House would have been collared and made to sit
up for their sins. But the enemy came by night |
And how the dickens Figgins & Co. got in and got
out unseen after lock-up was mystifying and
exasperating,

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were dis-
cussing that tystery as they sat at their ease on
the grassy bank by the lane, in the shade of the
hedge. That discussion was interrupted by a
sound of pounding feet and panting breath behind
the he'dglre.

They looked round at a gap that gave access
to the field beyond.

“Hallo1” ejaculated Tom.

Through that gap came a flying figure !

It was the figure of a man in tattered trousers
and a ragged c:g. with a large red nose, and
something clutched in a grubby hand.

He came through the gap in the hedge at full

t, evidently quite unaware that three Shell
ellows of 8t. Jim’'s were sitting on the bank.

He did not see theni at all, and they barely
glimpsed him, before he crashed.

Nosey Panks’ knees caught Tom Merry in the
peck and he sprawled i;eaﬁlong over the captain
of the Shell, his arms flying out wildly, one grubby

aw catching Lowther 1n the eye, the other smack-

g hard on Bar? Manners’ ear!

*Ooooh I’ gasped Nosey.

“Oh crumbs I*

“What the thumf}—”

Four figures rolled down the bank together,
Nosey mixed up with the Terrible Three. But
Gussy’s wallet remained t:fhtg clutched in the
grubby hand as Nosey rolled. He hung on to that
instinetively.

“You howling ass !” roared Tom Merry, picking
hlimself up in the dust of the lane. ““’Est the
thum " :

“Q0oooh I gurgled Noae¥.
He sprawled, panting for breath.

“What the dickens do you mean b crashjng

on us like that, you silly fathead?” yelle
Lowther.
“QOocooh 1"

Nosey sal up dizzily. He was quite as much
taken by surprise as the Shell fellows of St. Jim's.
They picked themselves up, breathless and dusty,
and glared at him. They were breathless, they
were dusty, they were bumped, and they were
angry and exasperated.

“You clumsy 'ass!”’ gasped Tom.

“You blithering chump !” howled Manners.

“I—1 sa ” Nosey staggered up, still clutch-
ing his plunder. “Look out—mad bull |”

Oh!” gasped the Terrible Three.

If there was a savage bull loose in the field
that was a good reason for the nosey man’s
hurried flight therefrom.

They transferred their attention at once from
Nosey to the gap in the hedge. They had
noticed that something was clutched in the
?’rubh paw, and might have guessed somethin
ike L{m facts. But the slarm of a mad bul
concentrated their attention on,the gup,

Nosey did not lose that chance. Gasping for
breath, he shot away up the lane in the girec-
tion of the school. In the other direction lay
the village of Rylcombe. and Nosey was not
looking for PolI]:UhtEd places—with that wallet
clutched in hts hand. The open road lay before
him, and Nosey took the open road at a good

speed.

Monty Lowther picked up his cap from the
grass, .

“Better cut, if there’s a bull aboui,” he re-

marked. “He could get through that gap as
casily as that tramp.”

“Ob scissors! Hecre he comes!” exclaimed
Manners, as there was a trampling in the field
behind the hedge.

But it was not a bull that-looked through the
f‘sp It was the red, excited face of a Fourth

ormer of 8t. Jim's! .

“Oh! You fellows!” gasped Blake. “Did you
see him?”’

“See whof

“That tramp !” gssped Blake. “He's snatched
Gussy’s notecase !

Blake came scrambling breathlessly through
the gap and down the bank.

“Oh, my hat! TIsn’t there a bull!” exclaimed
Manners,

“Did you see him?” yelled Blake.

“Yee; he cut off towards St. Jim's—"

“He’s got Gussy’'s wallet with pounds and
pounds in it|” exclaimed Blake.

“Come on!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

The mystery of Figgins & Co. was foréotten.
1 that frowsy tramp was cutting off with Gussy’s
wallet with pounds and pounds in it the Terrible
Three were prepared to render prompt assist-
ance. They started at a rnpidp run on the
track of Nosey Panks.

Bluke, panting for breath, dropped behind.
From the hedge-gap came Herries and Dighby,
and after them Arthur Augustus.

“Put it on!” gasped Herries.

**Yaas, wathah! Wun the wottah down!”

Study No. 6 took up the chase along the leafy
lane. But Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
were well ahead, doing Rylcombe Lane as if it
were the cinder-path. And ahead of them, run-
ning hard, panting and puffing and blowing, ran
the nosey man, still clutching his plunder.

CHAPTER 3.
Any Port in a Storm !
i O-NIGHT !” said George Fiﬁgins.
Kerr and Wynu chuckle
“To-night’s the night!” agreed Kerr.
“We've got them on toast |” said Fatty Wynn.
“Those School House fatheads can’t keep their

end up! We'll keep 'em on toast all through
the term!”
“We've given them a rest for a fow days”

remarked IFiggins. “I mean, a few nights! Time
we got on the warpath again, or they’'ll think
we've forgotten them! Fatty, old man, it was
the catch of the season when you spotted that
jolly old secret passage from the crypt to the
chool House! Think they’ll ever guess how we
work it?”

“Never !”" grinned Kerr.

“And to-night—" went on Figgins.

“I say, that chap must like getting warm !*
remarked Fatty Wynn.

Figgins & Co. of the New House had left the
schoo]gto walk down to the village. They, like
the Terrible Three, were discussing those
mysterious raids on_ the rival House—but from
quite a different point of view. Figgins & Co.
had the upper hand over their old rivals, in
possession of a secret of which Tom Merrly & Co.
never dreamed. And they wero cheerfully plan-
ning another nocturnal surprise for the School
House when Fatty drew attention to the dusty,
breathless, perspiring man who was coming up
the lane at & wild burst of speed.

“By guml” said Figgins, stnring

Tue Gesm LiBrary.—N
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'f'\‘\'?l:’at the dickens is he racing about like that
or
Really, it was surprising to see a tramp putting

on such speed on a hot July afternoon.

* Somebod after him, I should think”
remarked Kerr, )

»Hallo! Look |” exclaimed Fatty.

In the distance, behind the running man, three
ligures came in sight, evidently in pursuit.

“Pinched something1” said Kerr. “Look !
You can see he has got something in his fat fist—
and Tom Merry and his pals are after him

“Stop him !” said Figgins.

Tom Merry, catching sight of the three New
House juniors, waved his hand as he ran, and
shouted. His shout reached their ears:

“Stop thief |

Nosey was almost upon them now. They lined
up in his path to stop him.

Nosey slackened speed a moment, casting a
desperate look over his shoulder.

ehind him came the three Shell fellows;
strung out in the lane behind them, the four
Fourth Formers!

With seven behind and only three in front,
Nosey decided to carry on. He rushed headlong
at Figgins & Co.

“Bag him!” roared Figgins.

The next moment George Figgine was reel-
ini under Nosey's charge.

ut Kerr and Wynn grabbed Nosey together.

“Got him !” gasped Fatty.

But they had not quite got him. Nosey was
desperate. The fist that was clutched on the
wallet jammed into the widest part of Fatty
Wynn's circumference, and Fatty, with a gurgle,
went over backwards.

Kerr closed with the desperate footpad.

They struggled for a moment or two, and then
Kerr went spinning, landing with a crash on
Figgins as he was getting up.

Nosey staggered and panted,

But he charged on.

Brief as the tussle had been, it had given the
Eursuers time to cover ground, and Tom Merry

Co. were perilously near now.

Nosey ran desperately on, and passed the
school gates, where a dozen fellows stared at him.
But he was past before they had time to do
anyvthing but stare.

Onward he flew in the shadow of the school
wall. But his hopes were at a minimum now.
Ahead of him on the road six or seven schoolboys
were to be seen, and a shout of *Stop thief!”
would be enough to turn every one of them into
a clutching enemy.

Then Nosey’s desperate eye spotted a narrow
lane that seemed to run from the road past some
of the school buildings. He shot off the road into
that little lane.

From behind came a yell:

“ After him! He’s turned that corner!”

Nosey charged on. But he knew that the game
was up now. In a minute, or less, they would
come charging round the corner after him, and
his wind was almost gone.

But Nosey was not beaten yet! On his right
hand as he ran was a tall fence.

He made a frantic bound and caught the top
of the solid wooden fence. With a %ast frantic
nffo}rp he dragged himself over and dropped
within,

That finished Nosey! With his last ounce of
breath gone, he collapsed at the foot of the fence,
and lay gurgling feebly.
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Outside that high fence he heard, in a few
moments, the tramp and E‘at.ter of running feet.
But they did not stop. hey passed on. The
pursuers did not I%uemi that Nosey had made that
desperate leap. They believed that he was still
ahead of them. A voice floated to his ears:

“Come on]! We've a8 good as got him!”

“Put it on1”

Tramp, tramp, tramp! went the passing feet.
Footsteps and voices died away in the distance.

Nosey panted with relief.

_ Other footsteps followed. Other fellows were
oining in the hunt. But they passed along the
lgh ence that hid Nosey from their sight.

“Coo |” gasped Nosey.

He was safe for the moment !

He dragged himself to his feet at last. There
was a possibility that some fellow might climb
and look over the fence. It behoved Nosey to
got out of sight as soon as he could.

He stared round him, wondering where he was.

In the distance he could see high buildings.
But where he was, was a sort of yard, paved
with mossy old flagstones, encircling an ancient
building that seemed almost wholly in ruins.

Once it had been a tower, but little more than
the lowest mrﬁ was left, and a wide doorway
gt:laad open without a door. It was, in fact, the
old ruined tower of 8t. Jim’s, which had long
ago been fenced in and placed out of bounds as
too dangerous a quarter for schoolboy ex-
plorations,

Nosey tottered in at the dusky doorway.

He blinked round the interior. He was out of
sight for the moment, but full in view if anyone
came and looked in.

An aperture in the old floor caught his eye,
with steps leading downwurd. t was the
entrance to the ancient crypt.

That was exactly what Nosey wanted. It was
an absolute windfall for Nosey. In great relief
and satisfaction, Nosey cut across to the opening
in the old stone floor and peered down into the
gloom below. Then he stepgeed in and trod down
the stone stair, vanishing below the surface of
the earth.

On the stone stair it was black as a hat—
blacker, if possible, farther down. Nosa¥ egmptad
his way, step by step—and gave a start gasp
as his foot slipped over the edge of a step that
was only partly there. Before he could recover
his balance he was falling—and, with a yell of
dismay and fright, he did the rest of the stair
in one |

Bump |

* Yurrrrooooh 1”

Nosey sprawled on damp old flagstones at the
foot of the stair, and the wallet—hitherto clutched
tenaciously—flew from his hand with the shock!
He hardly noticed the loss for the moment, his
interest being centred in that crash on hard
stone.

“Qooh! Oh! Crimes!”
* Bust my buttons! Oh!”

For & long minute he sprawled. Then dizzily
he sat up and blinked round him in che darkness.

He was safe from pursuers. That was all
right. He could hide there as long as he liked,
and sneak away as soon as he liked. But the
wallet, with its five-pound note, its pound notes,
and its ten-shilling notes, had shot away into
that blackness. And Nosey Panks blinked into
that blackness with feelings he could not have
expressed in words,

spluttered Nosey.
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“ Stop thief!" F

CHAPTER 4.

Bright of Baggy!
AGGY TRIMBLE grinned.
The fattest member of the Fourth Form
. at Bt. Jim’s was standing in Study No. 6,
gazing into the cupboard of that apartment.

The four juniors to whom that study belonged
were out of gates Baggy had seen them go, so
he knew,

Baggy was interested in their movements for
ood reasons. Had they gone out after tea,
aggy would not have been interested. But
they had gone out before tea, and could not,
therefore, yet have disposed of a certain cake
that Baggy knew of,

Bagiy had calculated correctly, for there was
the cake. And almost as soon as his eyes had
fallen on it, Baggy's fat hands fell on it.

He whipped it out of the study cupboard.

Grinning, Baggy cut across to the door. With
the cake under one podgy arm, Baggy opened
the door with the other hand, and peered into
the passage to ascertain that the coast was clear.
Then he had the satisfaction—or otherwise—of
ascertaining that the coast wasn’t!

Three juniors had just come out of Study No. 9.
And Levison, Clive. and Cardew of the Fourth

iggins & Co. lined up in the path of the desperate footpad.

?;/}/
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all stared at the fat face and fat head that was
projected from the doorway of Study No. 6

“Oh!” gasped Baggy, startled.

Levison stared. live grinned. Cardew
chuckled. Guilt was written all over the podgy
features of Baggy Trimble.

He backed into the study, dropped the cake
on the nearest chair, grabbed a Latin dictionary
from the table, and emerged from the study.
Baggy had been seen. But Baggy fancied that
he knew how to throw dust in the eyes of the
beholders.

“You fat octopus!” said Levison. “What are
you up to in Blake’s study?”

“] suppose a fellow can borrow a pal’s dic
without asking you, Levison?” retorted Baggy.

Baggy held up the dictionary—proof that that
was what he had gone into Blake's study for.
“Was that what you went in for?” grinned

Clive.

“Kh? Oh! Yes!”

“Second thoughts are best !” remarked Cardew
gravely. “Stick to the dic, Baggy. If Blake

misses anything eclse from that study, we shall
be bound to mention that we saw a fat snail
crawling out.”
“Yah |” retorted Baggy.
Levison & Co walked away to the staira.
Tae Gem Lirarv.—No. 1.639.



Baggy remained, dictionary in hand, till they
were gone, Then he rolled back into Study No. 6.

He slammed the dictionary on the table.
Baggy had no real use for a Latin dictionary.
Dictionaries were inedible. He grabbed up the
cake from the chair.

But he hesitated. Three fellows had seen him

in that study. Blake & Co., when they missed
the cake, were not likely to be satisfied with a
tale of a borrowed dictionary. Baggy was
uneasy. ) )

Then, all of & sudden, Baggy’s little piggy eyes
gleamed.

He had the idea!

He stepped to the study table, picked up a
pen, and dipped it in the inkpot. On a sheet of
impot paper, he wrote in capital letters:

“THANKS FOR THE CAKE|
FIGGINS & CO.”

Grinning, the astute Baggy rolled to the study
cupboard, and placed that written message on
the dish where the cake had lately reposed.

This was nothing short of a brain-wave !

Time and again, Figgins & Co. had raided the
House since they had discovered some mysterious
wxlily of getting in and out unspotted.

rue, they generally raided after dark; but
once, at least, they had raided in the afternoon.
Who was to know that they had not repeated
that performance?

That written message, indeed, was proof that
they had.

Baggy Trimble chuckled a fat chuckle. Blake
could put this raid down to Figgins & Co. of the
New House, Leaving that message was just one
of their tricks.

Once more Baggy rolled to the door with the
cake under his arm and peered out. This time
the coast was clear,

He emerged from the study, but he did not

to his own study. He hurried up the passage
instead. There was a box-room at the end of
the passage, and in that secluded apartment a
fellow was safe from curious eyes,

He rolled into the box-room, shut the door,
and laid the cake down on top of a trunk, the

roperty, like the cake, of Arthur Augustus
B’Arcy.

].Ba. gy, grinning, opened his pocket-knife, and
sliced,

It was a delicious cake. That slice almost
niialted in Baggy's mouth. He gobbled ecstatic-
ally.

He cut another slice and gobbled on,

Then suddenly he ceased gobbling as footsteps
came up the passage, past the studies, to the
door of the box-room. .

Baggf jumped. If Levison & Co, had come
back—if they found him with the cake—that
message left in Study No. 6 would not serve
much purpose.

Oh ljiminy!" gasped Baggy.

Swiftly he opened the lid of D'Arcy’s trunk
a}:)ld ]gldropped the cake inside. Swiftly he closed
the hd.

He sat on the lid as the box-room door opened.

Three fellows entered. But they were not
Levison’ & Co.. They were Mellish and his pals
in the Shell,

“0.K. !” Mellish was saying. *“Nobody about
here! I—why—what—who—you fat bounder,
what are you doing here?”

Baggy blinked at him,

“1 suppose I can come here for a smoke as
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well as you fellows!” he answered. ‘' Have you
bought this box-room ?7”

" Well, get out!” grunted Racke.

“Hook 1t!” said Crooke.

“1 shall please myself about that!” retorted
Baggy independently; but he changed his mind
as Aubrey Racke lifted his foot.

Baggy retreated from the box-room, leaving
the newcomers in possession.

Obviously he could not disinter that cake while
they were there! Baggy did not want to divide
that cake into four.

He could only wait in the passage till the
smokers departed. He was stillpwa:tmg in the
passage when Blake & Co., warm and tired sfter
their unavailing chase of the elusive Nosey, came

up to tea.
CHAPTER 6.
Bagging Baggy !
1} HAT ass——" said Blake.

“Weally, Blake—"
“That fathead|” said Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies——"

“That goat!” said Dig.

“I1 entiahly fail to see why you fellows are
applyin’ these wathah oppwobwious expwessions
to me !” said Arthur Augustus with dignity. I
am not awah that I have done anythin'1”

‘' Passive, not active!” said, Monty Lowther.
“You've not done—you’ve been done |”

“We ask these Shellfish to tea,” said Blake.
“The study is in funds—at least, one of us is,
which comes to the same thing! Then you give
evorry dpanny you've got to a tramp |”

“I did not give anythin’ to that twamp, Blake |
I was goin’ to give him a pound note, thinkin’
that he had been in the War—but I did not give
him anythin'—you know vewy well that he
enatched my wallet and wan—"

“ Gussy all over!” said Tom Merry. *Gussy
does these things! Blessed if I quite understand
how that nosey merchant got clear—we were
right at his heels when he vanished.”

“And now,” said Blake, “we’re all stony!
We've got absolutely nothing in the study but
Gussy’s cake ! Luckily he never had a chance of
giving that to a tramp 1”

“You uttah ass!”

“But there’s lots of cake!” said Digby.
“Trickle in, and let's scoff the cake before Gussy
meets @ man who tells him that he was in the
Peninsular War, and gets it off him !”

“Weally, Dig—"

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther trickled
in. Blake threw open the door of the study cup-
board.

Then he gave a yell.

*“Look !

“ What——"

“0Oh erumbs !”

“Oh cwikey !”

Seven fellows gazed into the study cupboard.
No cake was visible. Instead of a cake, there
was a message, apparently from Figgins & Co,
of the New House,

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry.

“Those New House rotters!” yelled Herries.

“They've snafiled the cake !” howled Dighy.

“Bai Jove! The feahful wottahs!”

‘“How do they do it?"” hooted Blake, “How
do they get in and out of this mouldy House
whenever they like—in broad daylight this
time !

“It’s getting too jolly thick!” said Monty
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Lowther, “Those New House cads are scoring
all along the line [”
“Hold on, though I”" said Manners, * Did they

do it?” Manners was a fellow of few words but
much é:enetra.tion.

“Did they do it?” snorted Blake. “Can’t you
see they’'ve left a message to say they did |”

“No deception, gentlemen I" said Lowther.

“Well, if they did, I don’t quite see how,” said
Manners. .

“Nobody knows how !" said Tom.

“I mean, I don't se: how they could be in two
places at once!” said Manners. “Figgins & Co.
were in Ryltombe Lane when we were there—
the& joined in chasing that sweep who got away
with Gussy’s wallet—they hadn’t come in when
we did1”

“They did it before they went out, I suppose !”

grunted Blake. “ Anyhow, they did it! Can’t
you see what's written there?”
“Quite |” said Manners, unmoved. *“But 1

never saw it written—and anybody could have
written that in capital letters,”
“QOh1” exclaimed Tom.

" Betting up to be a detective like Kerr of the
New House!” snorted Herries,

Manners shrugged his shoulders.

“It doesn't need a detective,” he answered.
“Look at that paper. Figgina & Co. are New
House bounders, and rank outsiders—but they
wash. They don't leave sticky finger-prints when
they leave a message ” .

“Oh 1" exclaimed Tom again.

“By gum!” said Blake. He scanned that
message.

The paper bore traces—rather obvious traces—
of having been picked up by a paw that had
lately esteblished contact with sticky comestibles.
Baggy Trimble had, in fact, left his trade-mark.

”

“It isn't so very long since clnssh went_on
Manners. “If Figgins & Co. got here before
they went out, they must have hopped in straight
from the Form-room. Plenty of fellows about
the studies at that time. They must have been
peen, It wasn’t Figgins & Co. who did this. It
was some chap who wanted a cake. Know any-
body in this House who always wants a cake—
snd always wants a wash?”

Six voices answered in unison,

“Trimble !" .

“Bai Jove! If it was that fat wottah Baggay
who—" exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

“He was in the passage when we came int”
exclaimed Blake. *“We'll jolly well ask him,
ung;mw.” .

ven juniors rushed out of the study. They
almost rushed into Racke, Crooke, and Mellish—
coming away from the box-room.

“Secn Trimble?” exclaimed Blake.

“Just passed us,” answered Crooke.

*“There he is!” roared Herries.

The seven rushed up the passage.

Baggy Trimble spun round in alarm. He was
almost at the box-roem door. He had waited till
Racke & Co. clearcd—impatiently. Now they
had just cleared, and Baggy was heading for the
box-room—and cakel But that rush in pursnit
alarmed Baggy.

“You—vou—you fellows want anything?” he
stammered.

“Yes, you toad!” roared Blake

")

“A—a—kik—kik—cake I" stammecred Baggy.
“I—I haven't seen your kik—kik—cake! g{f
Levison says he saw me in your study, I only
went for a Latin die—"

“We want a

]

“Where’s that cake?” roared Herrics,

“Look here, you know, draw it mild!” pro-
tested Baggy. “Making.out that a fellow’s
scoffed your cake! If you've had a cake scoffed.
you'd better ask those New House cads about it—
they're always ragging your study. In fact, I
shouldn’t wonder if they’'ve left a message—"

* A—a—a message |” gasped Tom Merry.

“Yes—you look in the study, and see whether
they’ve left a message,” said Baggy, with great
astuteness. “Then you'll know whether it was
those New House rotters! I fancy you'll find
something of the sori !”

“He—he—he fancies we shall find something of
the eort!” gasped Blake. ‘“And he fancies we
don’t guess that he left it for usi”

“Bump him [”

“Boot him 1"

“Burst him 1”

There was no doubt on the subject now in any
of the seven minds! They all booted together.

“Yarooh!” roared Baggy. " Look here, vou
know, I never—yaroop !|—had the cake! Keep
off! I only went into the study for a Latin
cake—I mean, a diel Yow-w! I bhaven’t tasted
cake for—wow [—weeks! Oh, jiminy!”

Baggy fled for his podgy life. He raced for
the stairs, with seven fellows in pursuit, dribbling
him, He roared as he raced. e did the study
landing at record speed, and shot down the
stairs,

Blake howled over the banister as he flew:
_“You fat octopus! You're going to be booted
till you cough up that cake! Mind, you've got
it coming !”

Baggy vanished.

“Better come along to our study to tea!” said
Tom Merry, laughing, “ We've got lots."”

. And there was tea in Study No. 10 in the Shell
instead of Study No. 6 in the Fourth.

CHAPTER 8.
Not Nice for Nosey !

" RIMER " breathed Nosey Panks

It was a late hour,

Nosey was still in that safe refuge
which had saved him from pursuing clutches.

Noasey had not planned to remain so long. His
idea had been to remain in cover in that remote
and hidden spot till after dark, and then depart
under cover of night. But his tumble on the
stone stair, and the loss of the wallet, changed
Nosey's intentions.

For hours, Nosey had been groping about in
the dark for that wallet. He had not found it.

Nosey had a match-box on him. But, alas,
only three or four matches in it! It had been a
full box when Nosey had found it in somebody's
pocket; but he had done a lot of smoking since
then, and the matches had gone. Nosey struck
his three or four matches, one after another,
searching for the dropped wallet. But the brief
light ga\re out, and after that, Nosey groped and
scrambled. and secrambled and groped desperately
in the dark—with absolutely rotten luck.

The wallet had shot out of his hand when he
?rnshad. 1t might have been anywhere—near or
ar |

Nosey gave it up at last, quite tired out.

But he did not go. He was fearfully reluctant
to depart without his plunder. He took a rest,
and as he had no matches left lo light his pipe,
he chewed tobacco! He was p;oim{\ to search
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again, and yet again, crawling over the damp
old flags, groping and fumbling in the gloom,
before he made up his mind that there was
noething doing.

And even then he nourished a faint hope of
being able to * pinch” a box of matches, or a
lamp of some sort, in the adjoinm? buildings,

o

when the hour was sufficiently late for such an
enterprise. .
There was one thing that Nosey did not

forcsee—that he might have a visitor in that
dark, damp, remote spot, at a late hour. By
that time it was certain that nobody knew he
was there; and he could not imagine any reason
why anybody should visit such a place at night.

It was the unexpected that happened. From
the top of the stone steps came a sudden gleam
of light, and a murmur of whispering voices.
Somegmdy was coming—and more than one!

* Crimes !" gasped Nosey,

The wallet was not found. But it was more
imporiant that Nosey himself should not be
found !

Somebody was coming down into the old crypt,
and Nosey, forqettmg the wallet, and thinking only
of a policeman’s hand on his dingy shoulder, crept
away in the gloom, his grubby hands extended
before him, stumbling over the broken old flags.

He bumped into one of the supporting, pillars
of the crypt. He made an impolite remark to
that pillar, and groped round it, to find conceal-
ment on the farther side.

He was only in time. The light—that of an
electrio torch—was descending the stone stair.

*“Careful, Kerr!” came a whispering voice.
“One of the steps is broken, you know !”

“Think I've forgotten that, Figgy?”

“I say !” came a third voice. “We'll begin on
Btudy No. 6, what? D'Arcy had a cake from
home to-day—I heard him asking those Shell
chaps to tee—"

*“Won't be much of that cake left, Fatty.”

“Well, you never know!” said Fatty Wynn
hopefully.

Nosey, peering cautiously round the pillar,
in_mldte out three figures—one of them carrying a
ight.

.'o-sef' did not know a lot about schools, but
certainly he would have expected schoolbovs to
be Iin bed and fast asleep at that hour of the
night.

hat they could imaginably be doing in this
dPikaId underground crypt was a mystery to Mr.

anks.

His watchful eye followed the light, crossing
the erypt to the farther wall, in which a narrow
alcove opened.

The fellow with the light came to a halt at
the opening of the alcove, turning the beam on
the floor, heedless of his comrade’s injunction to
get on,

*“Great pip!” ejaculated Kerr.

“Get on, old bean 1"

“ Look !1*

Somethinﬁ on the floor had caught the eye of
Tho} Scottish junior of the New House, in the
ight.

e concentrated the torch on it, and the three
starced down at it. And Nosey, with a sinking of
heart, guessed what it was!

With that torch, he would have found it, easily
enough, Now_ these schoolboys had found it.
And Nosey wildly debated in his mind what
chance he had if he rushed on them, and put up
a ~crap for that wallet, But there were three of
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them—all sturdy fellows, It did not seem much
of a chance.

“Well, by gum!” exclaimed Figgins. “How
the dickens diﬁ that get here! It's a wallet!”

He P:cked it up.

“It's Gussy’s wallet 1” said Kerr.
initials on it !”

“(Fussy’s !I” exclaimed Fatty Wynn. “By
Have those School House rotters been down
Have they nosed it out about the
passage?”

“Must have been down here, if Gussy dropped
his wallet here !” said Figgins. “It’s Gussy’s all
right—and it feels as if there’s plenty of money
in it! Rather lucky for him that we're on the
warpath to-night—we've found his jolly old
wallet for him !”

“I don’t quite make this out!” said Kerr.
“Those School House chaPs said that that tramp
had snatched Gussy’'s wallet, and bolted with it!
They never got him—and never got it back!
This must be the same wallet.”

“Then how the thump did it get here?” ex-
claimed Figgins, in astonishment. *“How the
thump—"

“It's the same wallet—it must be | said Kerr.

“There's his

um !
ere!
secret

looking at it closely. “No doubt about that! I
fancy I know how that tramp got away from
us now. He must have got over the fence and

dodged in here !”
“Oh gum!” ;l’aid Figgins. *“And dropped the

wallet here—
“Must have—as it's here! He had it—and
I supEose he couldn’t find it again

here it is.
in the dark, and had to go without it.”

Noasey, crouched behind the pillar, listened. He
was glad, at all events, that these schoolboys did
not guess that he was still there! 5 ol
. “T suppose that’s it,” said Figgins. “Waell, it'e
jolly lucky we found it. I'll keep it for Gussy.
Get on, Kerr 1”

Nosey, watching, saw the wallet slipped into
Fl gins’ pocket,. His gaze followed it sorrow-
ully.

Then Kerr stepPed into the alcove, and his
two companions followed him in.

What happened next made Nosey wonder for
a moment whether he was dreaming., His eyes
followed the light, and he saw Kerr reach the
extremity of the alcove in the stone wall of the
crypt. Then Kerr suddenly disappeared through
the floor! .

Nosey blinked dizzily at that surprising sight.

But a moment later he saw that the wide flag-
stone at the end of the alecove was tilted on ang.
It swung on a pivot through the centre. Then
Nosey understood that reference to a secret
passage.

Kerr, standing in the aperture in the floor,
held the light, while his comrades dropped in
one after another,

They ducked their heads and disappeared, and
the stone rose to a level again, shutting off the
light and leaving the old crypt in utter blackness.

“Crimes 1” gasped Nosey.
CHAPTER 1.
The Raiders !
IGGINS & CO. had gone, leaving blacknes
‘behind them, and an astonished Nosey

blinking in the dark. And that wallet,
with its fiver, its pound notes, and its ten-shilling
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notes, was gone with them—which was the unm-
kindest cut of all! Nosey's thoughts followed
that wallet longingly.

It did not take Nosey long to make up his
mind what he was going to do. He was going
to follow on if he ooulcE and if he had half a
chance, or a quarter of a chance, of snatching
that wallet back, Nosey was not going to lose it.

He groped his way to the alcove, and groped
his way into it.

He stepped along cautiously to the end, feeling
his way to the tilting stone gy which the school-
boys had entered the secret passage below. He
found it rather suddenly. 1t tilted under him
and shot him through.

“Qoogh I” gasped Nosey, as he went.

Bump !

It was only a few feet down—fortunately for
Nosey. DBut he had quite a nasty jar as he
landed on hard stone.

He sat up and blinked.

A light glimmered at a distance.

Nosey scrambled to his feet to follow on, and
gave a howl as his head crashed against hard
stone above.

“QOooh| Oh crimes! Oo!” howled Nosey.

He ducked promptly, and rubbed his head.
The roof of the secret passage was low, as he
now discovered.

Bent double, Nosey followed the light. But
at a short distance the roof was higher, and he
was able to walk upright. Now he noted that
the hﬁilt had stop and was gleaming back.

He halted, crouching. If they were coming
back, Nosey was spotted! A voice came to his
listening ears,

“Did you fellows hear something?” It was
Kerr who spoke, and Nosey realised that some
sound from him must have floated along the stone
pa:sage. He crouched down, silent as a startled
ra

“Can’t hear anything, old man!” answered
Fl'fgins: “Come on1”

e light turned again, and proceeded onward.
Nosey, breathing relief, crept in silent pursuit.
Where that stone-walled tunnel led he could

not guess; but it had to lead somewhere, as the
three schoolboys were following it.

The light suddenly vanished.

“Crimes |” murmured Noseﬂ.

He was left in the dark. But as he groped on
he caught the light again, twinkling above. The
schoolboys were ascending a winding, narrow
spiral stair—the way up to somewhere. Nosey
silently clambered up after them. .

Up and up and up, till Nosey was feeling quite
dizzy. Then suddenly he halted again, crouch-
]ilqg hind a turn ef the stair as a voice reached

im :

“Quiet !”

“Safe as houses this time of night, Figgy |”

“Might be somebody uﬁ. There was once
beforée. Show the light while I get the panel
open, Kerr|”

Nosey heard a faint elick.

There was a faint brushinﬁ sound. Then
silence, and the last glimmer of light was gone.

Nosey crept up.

At the top of the spiral stair was a sort of cell
in the thickness of the ancient wall. It had a
doorway—now open,

Nosey put his surprised head through.

He caught the light again. The three school-
boys were at a little distance. They were in a
passage on which a number of doors opened, the
walls panelled in ancient oak, black with age.

1

It was one of these ipam;ls that had opened like
a door. They had left it open.

What it all meant was a deep mystery to Nosey.
He knew that this building was a school; but
of the two Houses at St. Jim's, and the state of
warfare that reiined between them, Nosey, of
course, knew nothing. That New House men
had discovered that secret passage, and used it
to raid the rival House, Nosey could not guess.

He blinked through the secret doorway into the
Fourth Form passage in the School House, watch-
ing the three.

.. They entered one of the rooms—Study No. 6,
if Nosey had only known it. From the doorway,
left half open, only an occasional glimmer of
light came.

osey stepped silently through the secret door-
way.

e crept on tiptoe towards Study No. 6. He
geamd into the study through the crack between
oor and doorpost.

The three were in the room. Kerr was holding
the light. Fatty Wynn was looking into the study
cupboard. Figgins, with a cheery grin on his
face, was dipping a small brush into a little can
of §nmt and painting on thé looking-glass.

osey blinked at the’ inscription as it grew
under the brush. It secemed to be something in
the form of a song. Nosey was uainted with
the “Lambeth Walk,” and he realised that it
would go to that well-known tune:

“When you School House dunderheads
Are all snoozing in your beds,
You'll find us here,
Pulling your silly legs!”

“How will thgy like that in the morning?”
grinned Figgins, “Think it will make them
wild ?”

“Just a few|” said Kerr.

E‘;ﬁg:m put the lid on the paint-pot, rolled the
br in s sheet of paper, and restored both to
his pocket.

“Come on!” he said. *“That will do for this
study! Tom Merry’s next }”

He moved towards the door.

Nosey breathed hard.

This was his chance! One knock as they came
out would send the torch flyving and leave them
in darkness. A grab at the long-legged school-
boy, a snatch at a pocket, and the wallet would
be his again. Then a swift cut back to the open
panel—and flight | Nosey mapped it out rapigly

*Come on with the light, Kerr!”

Kerr st.alilpgd out of the study with the light.
The Scottish junior of the New House was wary,
bpt he was taken quite off his
grubby fist shot out suddenly an
torch from his hand.

It clattered on the floor, instantly extinguished.

“Oh!” gasped Kerr,

uard when a
knocked the

“What——" breathed Figgins. “Here, hold
on! Who’s got hold of me— crumbs,
they're up, after all! Oh, my hat!”

?gim struggled in the darkness in clutching
hands.

CHAPYER 8.
Loft !

13 H, my hat!"

“They're up!”
“Look out!”
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Bump !

Figgins, in clutching hands, went over, while
Kerr and Wynn groped wildly in the dark. The
sudden surprise was all on Nosey's side. He
groped and clutched, and the wallet was in his
grasp.

That was all Nosey wanted! Figgins & Co
naturally, jumped to the conclusion that School
House fellows had been on the watch for raiders
and had collared them in the dark. KEscape
was their cue if they could get away. Figgins
struggled and wrenched to free himself, and as
soon as the wallet was in Nosey's clutch he
succeeded.

“Hook it [* he panted as he scrambled breath-
lessg up.

“Ow |” gasped Fatty Wynn as Nosey, starting
to run, crashed into him.

Fatty punched. It was, he supposed, a School
House man attacking—and he punched hard)

“Whooop 1” spluttered Nosey as a fat fist
landed on his bulbous nose, and he staggered
and went over, bumping.

“Got one of them!” gasped Fatty. *“Where
are vou, Figgy?”’ -

“Here! Here you are, Kerr!”

The three raiders rushed down the passage.

Nosey, behind them, gasped and grunted in
the dark, scramblin wiltfl on the floor.

Figgins & Co. did not lose a second |

How many foes they had to deal with they did
not kriow. Nosey, scrambling and spluttgring on
the floor, made noise enough for three or four,
at least. i

The raiders were qnl)L anxious to get throuih
the ﬂanel and close it before there was a light
on the scene.

All was dark, so far, and they were unaware,
of course, that their assailant was not a School
House man at all, and had no light.

If that panel was seen open Figgins & Co.'s
sccret was a secret no longer; nocturnal raids
on the School House would be a thing of the

ast, Flggms scrambled through, after him,

err, and after Kerr, Fatty Wynn—and the
pnnei snapped shut. It was only a matter of
seconds, while Nosey, clasping his damaged nose,
still sprawled and spluttered on the Hoor out-
side the doorway of Study No. 6.

Figgins gas for breath.

“We've done with them 1” he breathed.

“Safe as houses!” murmured Kerr.
can’t have seen the panel in the dark.
right 1

“I say, they must have been on the watch!*
whispered Fatty Wynn. “Must have been watch-
ing all the time—"

“They haven’t got us—that's all right!”

“Who were they? Not one of them said a
i T P

“ Blake, I expect, say, though, I’ve drop
that wallet,” said Figgins, grofping in his pocE:t.
“Whoever it was had hold of me was grabbing
me all over. That wallet's gone—"

“They’ll find it all right!” said Kerr.

“Bound to!” agreed Figgins.

“T gave one of themn a jolly good jolt!*” said
Fatty Wynn. “He jumped at me in the dark
and 1 got him on the nose, I think. I believe
I’ve barked my knuckles.”

“His nose will feel worse than your knuckles,
if you have!” chuckled Figgins. “Come on|
Got the torch, Kerr?”

“Tt was knocked out of my hand—"

“Well, we can get back in the dark; we know
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our way well enough by this time. Come onl
1 say, that was a narrow shave, though.”

And Figgins & Co. trod away down the spiral
stair, homeward bound for the New House,
nothing doubting that Blake & Co., in the Fourth
Form passage in the School House, would be
wondering how on earth they had vanished so
suddenly.

Blake & Co., as a matter of fact, were fast
asleep in their dormitory, not even dreaming
that anything was going on on the floor below.

Nosey Panks was sitling up outside Study
No. 6 in a dizzy frame of mind, clasping a nose
that felt as if 1t had been driven irto his head
like a nail.

“ Oooogh |” breathed Nosey. “Gooogh! Ow!
My beezer! QOoogh! Blow 'em! Qogh!*
osey staggered to his feet,
He realised that he was alone. The three

schoolboys were gone, He groped along in the
darkness, feeling the wall for the open panal.
It 4id not occur to him, for the moment, that
the three had gone back the way they had come
and closed the panel after them.

He groped on till he reached the end of the
passage and found himself on the study landing.

“Crimes |” muttered Nosey.

He knew that he had missed the panel; it was
not at the end of the passage. He groped back.

His foot knocked against some small object

on the floor, aud, guessing what it was, he
stooped and picked it up—the torch he had
knocked from Kerr's hand. But it \was in vain

that he tried to switch it on. The crash on
the floor had broken the bulb. There was no
light for Nosey.

o breathed hard through his damaged nose,

Finding the torch apprised him, at least, that
he had returned to the spot where the tussle
had taken place. He knew what that meant.
He had groped over that panel without finding
it. It was shut!

“8trike me pink!” breathed Nosey.

Picking out that panel among some. scores,
especially in the dark, was hopeless enough
to think of, even if he could have got it open
agam when found. Nosey realised that the way
of escape was cut off.

He had recaptured the wallet. That was
stowed away safe in his tattered pocket. But
getting away- with it was another matter.

But for that punch on the nose, Nosey might

have been first out before the panel was
closed.  That punch—which, of course, Nosey
had never calculated upon—had done it

Instead of being first, he was last—and left !
He dabbed his suffering nose again and groped
into Study No. 6. But when he lnokadg from
the window of that study, in the July starlight,
he quite gave up the idea of attempting to

escape by that window. Nosey had only one
neck, and he placed, perhaps, an undue value
on it! At all events, he preferred to keep it

intact.

“Blow I'"" said Nosey.

He turned back from the window and groped
out of the study again. He groped along the
passage in quest of & more practicable window.

At the end of the passage was the door of
the Fourth Form box-room. Nosey groped over
it and opened it. A glimmering window met
his eyes. In the hope that it might prove more
uae_fz than a study window, Nosey groped across
to 1

“Oh I” he stuttered suddenl
‘n contact with a box, and

as his knces came
e stumbled over.
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Hiz nose. already sore, tapped on that box!
Mr. Panks hardly repressed a yell of fury.

He scrumbled up, clasping his nose. Iu the
glimme: of starlight from the window he could
see now that there were a good many boxes
and trunks in the room. He threaded his way
smong them and reached the window.

But the view from that window was not
encouraging. There was a jutting roof below—
but it was some distance down, and it slanted.
Nosey did not like the idea of rolling off it
to unknown depths.

There was nothing for it but to take the risk
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There was no answer save the sound ®f regular
breathing. At that hour of the night all the
School House was fast asleep—excepting Baggy!

Baggy had good reason for being awake.

Several times, it is true, he had nodded off.
But he had awakened again every time. And
now it was late enough to be safe to stir,

Baggy was thinking of the cake. ILivery time
he had nodded off he had dreamed of it. That
cake haunted Baggy.

The smokers in the box-room had prevented
him from disposing of his plunder on the spot.
And after Racke & Co. ha.cr gone, Blake & Co.

I
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Baggy Trimble ceased to gobble as he gazed, in horror and terror, at the face peering
round the door !

of creeping downstairs and searching for a down-
stairs window that would let hiin out. Nosey
orept back across the box-room to the door.

hen he halted, his heart pounding. Soft and
stealthy, but easily audible in the silence of the
night, camne footsteps. Footsteps, coming up
the passage, directly to the door of the box-
room! Nosey had just time to park himself
behind the open door when those footsteps
reached the threshold..

CHAPTER 8.
Baggy’s Burglar |

AGGY TRIMBLE sat up in his bed in the
Fourth Form dormitory and blinked to
and fro in the shadows,

“You fellows asleep?” whispered Baggy.

were on the scene, and Baggy had forgotten
even the .cake when they dribbled him to the
stairs. After that, Baggy had had an exciting
and extremely unpleasant time,

Whether Baggy had scoffed that cake, or
whether he had scoffed part of it, or whether it
was parked, in whole or in part, waiting to be
scoffed, its owners did pot know, It seemed
impossible that even Baggv conld have disposed
of s0 extensive a cake at one sitting. If that
cake, or a poriion thereof, was still in existence,
Study No. g agreed that bagg_\' had to cough it

up.
This act of restoration they hoped to bring
about by the simple process of kicking the fat
Baggy whenever they saw him,
ow many kicks he had collected during that
Txe Gem Linrary.—No. 1.639



11

heetie evening, Baggy could not have computed
without ioiug into high figures, )

Blake kicked him, Herries kicked him, Digby
kicked him, and D’Arey kicked him. o
Merrvy and Manners and Lowther, feeling that it
wae up to them to assist, kicked him also, Kit
Wildrake, who had the iea.sura, or otherwise, of
sharing Study No. 2 with Trimble and Mellish,
joined In the game with zest; so when Baggy was
driven to his study at last for prep, a boot
awaited him there.

Baggy’s time having been spent in dodging
imﬂumcrnbla boots, he ﬁwd had no chance at the
cake,

But in prep he hoped to be able to sneak away
to the box-room while all the other fellows were
busy. But when he rose from his chair in Study
No. 2, Wildrake asked him pleasantly where he
was going, and Bsgg{l sat down again,

After prep, Baggy had to run a boot-gauntlet,
nnil again there was no chance at the hidden
cake.

Baggy was driven to his last resource—to ﬁu
down for that cake after lights out, after all the
fellows were safely asleep.

To leave it where it was till morning was im-
possible—to Bamﬂ'!- The mere thought of that
cake made him hungry Aloreover, eyes would
be upon him again in the morning, It was night
or nothing..

That was why Baggy's eyes were open when
all others were closed; that was why he awakened
again, every time he nodded off; and that was
wiy he now crept cautiously from his bed.

The Fourth Forin dormitory was buried in
slumber. Silently, Baggy drew on his extensive
trousers, and snaffled a pair of slippers belong-
ing to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Silently he
crept away to the door. Silently he stole out of
the dormitory, down the passage, and down the
staircase to the study landing,

He blinked uneasily to and fro as he went. All
was dark and silent—which was reassuring in
one way, but not in another, Baggy did not
want to run into a master or a prefect—but still
less did he want to run into a possible burglar.
In the dark silent hours, burglars seemed prob-
able to Baggy. He remembered, too, that the
New House enemy sometimes raided the School
House at night; and he did not want a meeting
with Figgins & Co. on the warpath.

With his fat heart palpitating, Baggy trod
softly up the Fourth Form study passage to the
box-room at the end.

The door stood wide open, which was unusual.

He rolled in,

He had no light, but he did not need one. He
knew exactly \\ﬁwre to find his plunder.

He reached D'Arey’s trunk and lifted the lid.
He lifted out the cake, closed the lid again, and
laid the cake thercon,

In the dim glimmer from the window, Baggy
beamed over that cauke. He gloated over it. go
far he had had only two or three slices from
thar cake. Now he was going to take cargo
aboard in bulk,

He forger possible burglars and New House
ruiders.  He concentrated on the cake. Sitting
on the rrunk beside the cake, Baggy cut slice
after  slice, and gobbled, and gobbled, and
robbled.

That the hox-room had another tenant Baggy,
of course. did not guess, When the door creaked
<liphtly, it did not occur to Baggy that someone
Lad stirred behind it.  He gobbled happily.
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But suddenly, in the middle of a happy gobble,
Baggy stopped dead. :

From where he sat, he could see the door, wide
open against the wall—dim to the view, but dis-
cernible in the starlight from the window. And
Baggy ceased to gobble, and his heart jumped
almost into his fat neck as he saw something
projected round the edge »f the door !

It was a face!

Nosey had been parked in those close quarters
for a good ten minutes. He was getting cramped.
He pecred round the door to see who it was, what
he was up to, and whether he was going.

Baggy was not gomg—at least, he had not
intended to go before finishing the cake—far from
finished yet. But he changed his mind on the
spot as hc saw that face peering round the door.

For one spellbound moment Baggy gazed in
horror and terror at that face. Then, with a howl
of fright, he leaped up from the trunk and bolted
for the doorway.

He had had ouly a brief glimpse of that face.
But that stubbly face, with its bulbous red nose,
was not that of a St, Jim’s fellow, that was
certain—it was not a New House raider—it was
—must be—a burglar! Baggy did not stay for
another blink. Baggy flew |

He went through the doorway like a bullet
from a rifle, e did the passage at about
50 m.p.h., yelling with terror as he went. He
was gone before Nosey could even think of whip-
E{ing from behind the door and grabbing him.

is voice floated back on its top note as he flew.

“Help | Helpl Burglars! Yaroooh! Oh
crikey ! Help !”

Baggy’s voice fairly rang and pealed through
the silent House. And Nosey Panks, in the box-
rooin, ejaculated in utter dismay:

“Oh crimes!”

CHAPTER 10.
A Near Thing for Nosey !

R. RAILTON, Housemaster of the School
House, started, frowned, and laid down
his pen.

Railton was sitting up late that night.

He had two reasous; one, a pile of Greek
papers to correct for the Sixth; the other, a
strong suspicion that, of late, juniors had been
larking out of their dormitories at late hours.

Twice of late Kildare of the Sixth had turned
out at night for that reason. So Railton sat up
and corrected Greek papers with his study door
open, so that any sound of disturbance in the

ouse would reach him,

Once already he had fancied that he heard
something, and had risen, stepped to his study
door, and listened. But if sounds had floated
down from the Fourth Form quarters, they had
ceased; and Mr Railton, after listening a few
moments, went back to Greek.

Now, for the second time, he heard—not some
faint distant sound, but a terrific hullabaloo !

It was no fancy th