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THE BALL OF WORSTED.
A shilling is borrowed and marked,
and made to disappear; a large ball of
worsted is then shown, it is gradually
unwound, and in the centre of it is found
the marked shilling, Very effective and simple to perform.

e~ SEND POSTAL ORDER FOR 6d.

and we will send the above great mystery, together with

THREE OTHER GOOD TRICKS, post free

v Nigger Wigs, 1/-; Countryman’s Wigs, 1/9: Comic Half-
Bald Wigs, 2/6 ; Grease Paints, 2}d. per stick, postage 1d,
X LI ¢ P

Send for List of CONJURING AND MAGIC,
Amateur Theatricals, &ec., post free,
THE CITY MAGICAL CO.,
1, Amersham Road, New Cross, London, S.E.

A SILVER WATCH FREE

For Postal Order 1s, (or 18 stamps) we will forward
a massive 18-ct. Gold Simulation Chain, together with our
generous offer of a Solid Silver Watch Free per return
post (lady’s or gent's). These watches have solid silver
cases, reliable movements, and are guaranteed time-
keepers.  We are simply giving them away to introduce
our goods, — (Dept. ), INVICTA WATCH
COMPANY, NORTHFLEET, KENT.

MOUSTACHE

A nice manly moustache positively grows in a few days
at any age by using “MOUSTA,"” the only Guarantead
Moustache-Forcer, Acts like magic on the smoothest faces. Boya
become men, Remember—We Guarantee to return
your momney in full (including postage expenses) if not
entirely successful, so that if youn receive no benefit yor
are not one penny out of pocket. Box sent (in plain wrapper)
for @d. stamps. Do not delay, but send at once to-—

i J. A. DIXON & Co,, 42, Junction Road, London, N

DEPOSIT & 1/~ WEEKLY.

As an advertisement we will send to first 1,000 applicants ¥
our £8 8s., 0d. '""ROYAL EMBLEM " CYCLE for §
1s, DEPOSIT, and on last payment of 84 weeks

at 1s,, making £4 5s. A HANDSOME PRESENT 18
SENT FREE, Write for Illustrated Catalogue. £3 15s. 0d.

Cash Price.

ROYAL EMBLEM CYCLE DEPOT
(C30), GREAT YARMOUTH,

FOR POSTAL

8§

8

AIR RIFLE FREE.

Astounding Offer by an Established Firm.
ORDER FOR 1/6
g and 5 penny stamps for posting
d and packing we will send by re-
* turn of post a handsome Albert, in appearance equal
to Gold or Silver, or a Gent's Signet Ring, or Set of Studs
or Sleeve Links, together with our genuine offer of our
uperior Amt Ripre, FREE., This Rifle is most accurate ; shoots shots,
lugs, and darts at great force, and will kill at long distance. For garden
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amusement, Birds, Rabbit Shooting, Target, and Bottle Practice it gives

t

whether you require free sample of shots, slugs, or darts.

When ordering Rifle state
Don’t delay.

he greatest satisfaction. Everyone delighted.

Send at once,—LEWIS BROS. (4, Gun Dept.), Exchange Parade, South-
wark Street, London, 8. E,

[ Genuine Lewver Simmulation

GOLD WATCH

FREE FOR SKILL.

In thix puzzle you see three lines of letters,
L ; O | D | The letters have to be so aranged that
e |t e | i@ spells the name of a well-known
A Handsome Watch (guaranteed thnekee
E U D Lady's or Gent's) will be sent entirely FREE
B|D|I

OF CHARGE, providing your solution fis
corvect and you conform to onr one condition,
R

your attempt on a sheet of paper, gether with a stanped addressed envelope,

80 that we may tell you if correct, Address : T

1ember, it co: onnothing to try, Send
4
SUPPLY CO. (Dept. 2), 42, JUNCTION ROAD, LONDON, N,

|
I SAVE YOU

Not pence—not shillings—but POUNDS, and you
can select any bike you like. Isupply SWIFT, ROVER,
COVENTRY - CHALLENGE HUMBER, PROCGRESS,
PREMIER, TRIUMPH, CENTAUR, and SINGER Cycles
pounds cheaper than the Makers or their local Agents.
RUDGE-WHITWORTHS from £3 158, Cash. Sent on

approval, 12 Years' Guarantee. Easy Payment terms tosuit you,

S E a 9 AHigh-Grade Coventry Cycle
dw, £3 128, Cash, or 5s, Monthly.
’ @
; Prompt
lrmra FOR I ’Lt_‘g Delivery

ISTS NOW. lyyE WORLD'S LARGEST CYCLEDEALER, Dept, 145, COVENTRY

The BUFFEFALO I KING AXEKR G-UN.
Shoots death-dealing bullets with terrific
force, killing Birds and Rabbits easily at
long range. Round shot, darts, or siugs
used. Send for list. LARGEST STOOK IN TIlE WORLD.
Frank Clarke, Crown Gun Works, gg, Gt. Charles St., Birmingham

How to acquire this wonderful art, in.

VENTR"-OQlHSM- Never fails, With Comical Dinlognes, &, Post paid,

Gd. stamps.  Additional p:esent included free, — IRONMONGER, Great
Bockseller, Ilkeston.

SPEGIAL BOOKS.

Tricks,” dd.

Buccess ¢

' (success certain), 4d,; * Boxing,"
i -Reading,"” 4d.; * Handouff and Gaol.
breaking Myetery,” dd. ; * Conjuring,” 4d. ; ** Book of

d,
Lot, 1/4, all post free.—F, R, IKONMONGER, Pubiisher, ILKESTON
THE UNIVERSAL PRINTING OUTFIT.
mm For Marking Books, Papers, Linen, ete, Any 3 lines of wording o
can b printed, Contaius good supply of type and everything ready
for use. Postfree, F.R.IRUNMON - ER & Co,, Station Rd,, Ilkeston.

VENTRI LOQU|SM. Anyone can learn this Wonderful, Luughable art, Failure

inatahilte rin ' i ]impunnil;lu wi’th this book, containing over 30 pages of
cuons and auusing dlalogues, Post free, @d, * Hundreds of Testi inle,"—
WILKES, World's Booksellers, STOCK'K“ON. RUGBY, D3 R

BLUSHING.

FREE to all sufferers, particulars of a proved home treatment that quickly

removes all embarrassment, and permanently ecures blushing sod

ﬂuhhh.)f of the face and neck. Enclose stamp to pay postage to Mr, D, TEMPLE
(Specialist), 8, Blenheim Street, Bond Street, London, W.

Watches, Clocks, Beautiful Rings,

DON’T Mlss THIS! Necklets, Ladiéy and Genl’s Watch

Chains, Free. Genuino offer; enclose stamp for full particulars Write to-day.
F. R. IRONMONGER & CO., Importers, Station Road, Ilkeston. .

“gem GOLD WATCH FREE.

GEM

NICK .S SELWVEIR

KEYLESS WATCHES FREE

Wo give you absolutely FREE & nickel SILVER KEYLESS WATCH—
A perfect timekebper—a genuine watch —not a cheap toy —for selling or using
48 of our beautiful Pictorial Posteards at One Penny each within 28 days.
As soon a8 you have sold or used the 48 cards and sent us the ds, you get the
watch ; there are no other conditions. If you do not want a h w ave many
other presents as per list we will send ; but do not fail to send a posteard with
your_ full name and address at once. Send no money., We trust you.—"THE

D CO., 42, Park Parade, Willesden Junction, LONDON,

T In this puzzle you see three lines of letters, These

DIE I R | F | have to be s wnged that each line spells a well-
o TR0 == known - boy's Christian name. A MAGNIFICENT
ciJ | A | K | WATCH, guaranteed 5 years(Lady’s or Gent’s), will be
— 11| sent entirely free of charge to the readers of this
Kjc I D | ¥ | paper who send the corvect answer to this puzzle and
conform to our one condition. REMEMBER, IT

COSTS YOU NOTHING TO TRY. Send your answer, together with a
stamped addressed envelope. that wemay tell you if correct, SEND NOW
to “BARGAIN” WATCH CO. (6 Dept.), 89, Cornwallis Road,
Upper Holloway, London, N.

SIMPLY TO GET IT ON THE MARKET.

5,000 genuine }-plate, or 2} by 2}, CAMERAS ABSOLUTELY FREE to all
sending 28, 6d, for samples of our famous Photographic Materials. Cata-

logue Free. Send postecard.—Hackett’s Works, July Rd., Liverpool, E.

£100 IE¥E' WNOIT "TIRCUEL

we know that we shall hear from you again, WRITE

.
LADIES OR GENTS RIEAL DESIVIA

GOILID WATCE ERIEE.

This startling announcement is a straightforward offer from a genuine firm.
years, and the Ladies’ are the prettiest little Watches on the market. f ) : €
stamps for one of our fashionable Ladies’ Long Guard or Bow Brooch, or Gents Chain to wear with the Watch, u Al
to readers of this paper we will send the Watch absolutely free (if you are not highly delighted with (‘h(". 'Wut,ch, return it to us, and we
will refund your P.O. and stamps willingly, and you may keep the Chain) if you take advantage of our marvellous offer.
the beautiful Watch we shall expect you to show it to _)'ﬁl(l)l'wfl"lell

ey
WILLIAMS & LLOYD, Wholesale Jewellers (22 Dept.), 91, Cornwallis Road, Upper Holloway, London, N.

These Watches are gnaranteed reliablé timekeepers for 5
WRITE NOW. VWith your letter enclose P.O, 1/6 and five penny
To introduce our Watches

When you receive
ds, as by so doing you further our business, We serve you well, because
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“D’ARCY’'S SECRET.”

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co
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A Tale of the Adventures of
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CHAPTER 1.
The Fourth Form Plays Rugby.

o HERE'S something up ! ”
It was Jack Blake, of the ¥Fourth Form at St. Jim’s,

who made that statement in the Form-room at twenty
minutes past nine in the morning.
The room was in a buzz.
The Fourth Form had been all at tWeir desks when the clock
indicated a quarter past nine, that being the time at which they

commenced the day’s work, and Mr. Lathom, the Form-master,*

should have been there also.

But little Mr. Lathom was conspicuous by his absence. The
big hand of the clock had crawled on minute after minute
without his putting in an appearance.

1t was now twenty minutes past. Mr. Lathom was five minutes
late, and still he had not come.

The amazed Fourth-Formers realised that they were left to
themsalves, to do as they liked instead of settling down to the
collar as usual ; and a buzz of talk, gradually growing louder,
filled the Form-room.

“ There’s something up ! ”’

Jack Blake made the statement positively, as if challenging
contradiction ; but no one contradicted him, :

A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY

No. 33 (Now Series).

* Yaas, wathah ! " said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. * I do not
womembah Mr. Lathom bein’ as much as five minuytes late
in the mornin’ before, deah boys. There is certainly somethin’ = ™
up.”

* Perhaps he's ill,” suggested Digby.

“ He wasn't ill at breakfast,” replied Blake immediately.

“I remomber he was looking very serious, though,” said -
Herries. “8o was Railton, too. Something’s wrong some-
where,”’ ey

“ That's what I was saying,” said Blake, * Thete's some~ -+
thing up. I noticed it when we first came down from the dotmis’ " . *
tory this morning.” ;

* Bai Jove! What did you notice, deah boy ? ** 4

“ Railton and Linton were standing in the hall of the School
House, talking as seriously as a couple of boiled owls, and they
shut up immediately we came by."” by

““ Yaas, I womembah that now." N o

“ Lathom was looking worried all through breakfast, and our
respected captain, Kildare, is in‘ the secrot, too, for I recall
that he was looking as if he had lost his last tanner and the last
’bus home.” . \ :

** That's so.” - ’ Bl Ve i 4
* And now Lathom has forgotten that the Fourth Form are
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waiting for him, and is neglecting his duties in a most qutrageous
way. There’s something up.” : :

‘* Bai Jove, you’re wight !

It was pretty clear to all the Fourth that something was *“ u
Mr. Lathom was now six or seven minutes late, and there was
no sign of his coming. The unaccustomed freedom was having
its natural results. "

Mellish and Walsh were sitting upon'their desks and swingin,
their legs, and Figging, Kerr, and Wynn had strolled out o
their places, and were standing in a row against the blue-washed
wall, deep in a discussion upon the respective merits of the
rugger and Soccer games.

Jack Blake turned a severe glance upon the three New House

juniors, £

* You youngsters had better sit down,” he said. * Can’t,
you New House kids behave yourselves when the master’s eye
18 withdrawn for a minute * I’'m shocked at you, Figgins !’

“ Rats ! said Figgins, ‘ What are you doing yourself ?
Talking’s not allowed in the Form-room after nine-fifteen,
especially talking rot, and that’s what you're doing.”

* If you are yearning for a prize thick ear, Figgy——'

* More rats ! ” said Figging cheerfully, -

* And many of ’em,” said Korr.

“Look here,” said Fatty Wynn, the Welsh partner in the
New House Co. ““ Don’t you slide out of the argument, Figgins.
Never mind Blake. I was saying that there’s more in rugger
than anybody can say there is in soccer——""

“ Rot ! " said Figgins,

g 3 alwn{rs play rugger at home in Wales,” said Fatty Wynn,
“and a jolly good game it is, too, Of course, I'm not saying
anything against Association. We’'ve had some jolly good games
at St. Jim’s ; but what I say is——"

* Mostly bosh.”

* Look here, Figging—-—’

‘I agree with Iigging there,” said Jack Blake cordially.
= Futty, Wynn is an ass, and no mistake, to put rugger before
socoer.’

" Yaas, wathah ! T'have never played wuggah,” said D’Afey,
‘“and I weally do not know anythin’ about the game ; but I am
quite sure you are wight, deah boy.”’ WS TR

‘“ When Gussy says a thing, it'is 80,” said Figgins gravely.
 He tells you he doesn’t know anything about the matter; and
what more can you want ? -

** Weally, Figging——"

* I'd like to show you chaps a good rugger game,” said Fatty
Wynn disdainfully, * I’d Ii{:e to have some of you in Wales for
the next vac. W}\;’d show you.”

“Show us now!” exclaimed Figging, grinning. ‘‘ Lathom
doesn’t seem to be coming, and we must kill time somehow.
Let’s game a game of rugger.”

“ Ripping ! " said Jack Blake heartily,
the game, though it’s not up to soccer

‘ It’s far and away botter than soccer, look you.”

i ;; R?;ts ! Let’s have a game, ‘though. Anybody got a
all ?

The idea caught on immediately. The juniors were ripe for
fun or mischief, and there is an old saying that somebody finds
work foridle hands to do.

The boys were out of their desks in a twinkling, School House
and New House ranging themselves into opposite sides. The
excitoment was intense.

Nobody was likely to have a Rugby ball in his pocket, or an
Association ball for that matter. As Digby remarked, it was not.
usual to come into a class-room prepared to play footer at short
notice,

But the inventive genius of the juniors supFIied the deficiency.
Two or three dusters wrapped round a school cap, and tied with
twine made a really serviceable ball, which would not have been
passed in a Rugby Union match perhaps, but which was quite
good enough for an amateur game in a school class-room.

* How many a side ? ”’ asked Figgins. * T don’tsee why any
should be left out.”

* Well, fifteen is the number,”” =aid Fatty Wynn.

** Thirteen in the Northern Union,” said Jack Blake, who
hailed from Yorkshire, and knew all about that.

** Oh, blow the Northern Union.”

 Well, blow the Rugby Union, if you come to that.”

‘ They used to play rugger with any number a side,” said
Figgins. * Let us make it the old style, and let every fellow
take a hand in the game.”

“ Good idea.”

* Now, line up, then.”’

““ You will wequire a wefewee, deah boys.””

“Good ! D’Arcy shall be referee.”

‘1 shall weally have gweat pleasuah in performin’ the duties
of a weferee, deah boys. ~ Has anybody a whistle ?

”

’

3

‘I know how to play

tE)

* Here you are.”

“ Thank you. Now if you are weady—don’t push me like
that, Stevens, I don’t like it. Pway don’t twead on my toes,
Hewwies.”

“Go ahead !
¥ Kick off !

NEXT
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* Why doesn’t that ass whistle ¢

‘I am about to whistle, deah boys.

“ Yegy ass.”

‘I wefuse to he called an ass.  Before this game of Wugg&h
commences, I must make it cleahly undahstood that the weferee
is to be tweated with pwopah respect.’’

* Whistle, you ass.”

“ Undah the cires.——' J

“ Never mind the whistle,” said Figgins, ‘‘ go ahead.”

‘ Weally, Figging——"

But the amateur Rugby players were going ahead. Fatty

* You asses ! There aren’t any touch-judges.  You duffers !
You haven’t tossed for goal ! You shrieking dummies, what do
you know about Rugby ? 1 tell you—--"

But Fatty was carried off his feet by the rush of the New
House side, and the game commenced in deadly carnest.

The goals were the master’s desk and the class-room door, and
everything else appertaining to a Rugby football field had to be
taken for a.ntmf

Are you all weady ?”*

)

" Wynn was vainly expostulating.

h“ Soc,k it to ’em ! ”’ yelled Figgins. ‘ Come on! Kick out,
there !

Fu,tt?r Wynn collared the ball, and dashed on, streaking
through the crowd of School House fellows with the prize hugged
in his arms.

There was a roar from indignant soccer players. ”

‘ Hands |

The referee’s whistle rang shrilly out.

But the game did not stop. Fatty Wynn tore on with the
ball, and dragged himself loose from a dozen hands that gripped
at him, and triumphantly scored a try by bumping t%lo \gall
down on Mr. Lathom’s desk.

There was a roar from Figgins & Co.

“pyt Try !

The referee whistled furiously.

“Hold on! I don’t allow t%nt goal, deah boys !

 You shrieking ass, it wasn’t a goal. = It was a try,
the Welsh junior, in withering tones.

“ Vewy well, if you were only twyin’, it's all wight ; but I
could not allow it as a goal,”’ said Arthur Augustus.

** We score three pointsg——"

““You don’t secore hin’ !

” gaid

“Ass ! You score three points for a tryin Rugby,” yelled
Fatty Wynn.
“Wats! You handled the ball——"

‘ Well, you shrieking fathead, what did you suppose I was
going to dgwith it ? mfb.\l is Rugby, not Soccer.” 2

“1I wefuse to be called a shwieking fathead. Such expwes-
sions applied to a wefewee on the football field are out of ordah.”

* Oh, rats! "

s ;;!z,\’ny playah sayin’ wats to the wefewce is ordahed off the
eld.

‘*“ More rats ! That’s three to us——"

“1 wefuse to allow the thwee. I am wesolved that the
authowity of the wefewee shall be wespected. The game will
be started afwesh.”’

** Get going,’’ said Kerr, *“ Lathom mawome in any minute.”’

“That’s so!” exclaimed Blake. * We've got to level up

before the game’s stopped. It’s all right, Gussy, you're allowed
to lcn.rfy the ball in rugger, and Fatty scored that try in proper
order.

“ I wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort.”

“Then go and eat coke. Take your kick, Fatty, and don’t
waste time.”

* Right you are.”’

And Fatty Wynn carried out the ball for the kick. Figgins
took the kick, and landed a goal fairly on the Form-master’s
desk.

* Hurrah ! yelled Fatty Wynn. « “ Goal !

** Five points to us,” grinned Kerr.

‘I wefuse to allow five beastly points

** Oh, go and bury yourself ! ”

** I uttahly wefuse to go and buwy myself.”

“Play up ! Z

‘* Get level, you chaps. Play up for the School House ! ?

The School House jumiors plz:*yed with a vengeance. The
game grew more and more excited. Fatty Wynn's run up the

pfield had been made before the School House party had settled
down to business, so to speak, and he did not get another chance.
There was no doubt that, whatever the respective merits of the
two varieties of the national game, this special Rugby match
was the most exciting football match that had ever been played
at St. Jim’s.

The referee’s whistle rang out again and again, but nobody took
any notice of it. Scrummages were taking place every few seconds,
and forwards, three-quarters, backs, and halves all took part
in them, so that there were sometimes as many as forty juniors
sprawling in a heap over the ball, which was beginning to show
signs of wear and tear.

The Fourth Form had completely forgotten everything now——
everything except the fact that it was a struggle of School House
against New House. That they were in a Form-room, and

"
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gupposed to be at work, and that their Form master might come
in at any moment, had completely slipped their memory.

They played up splendidly, with a magnificent disregard
for the rules of the game, and with an energy that might have
excited the envy of the All Blacks.

‘“Bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy, as he was borne along in a
School House rush, “ you mustn't knock the beastly wefewee
about. Keep off my toes. Ow, you "are wumplin’ my collah.
Oh, I am gettin’ my wibs ewushed.”

The New House rallied, and drove back the School House,
and D'Arcy disappeared under the feet of Figgins & Co.

The rush passed on, and Arthur Augustus crawled out of the
melée a mere wreck, with his jacket split up the back, his
collar torn out, his trousers rumpled and dusty, and half the
buttons off his beautiful waistcoat.

“ Bai Jove!” gasped theswell of the School House,* this is
the vewwy last time I shall evah wefeweo in a beastly Wughy
match."”

A grand serummage was proceeding. Figgins & Co. had
completely disappeared under a heap of School House juniors,
and gasps and grunts were heard under the pile.

Figgins suddenly broke loose, with the ball under his arm,
and dashed away towards the desk ; and by a remarkablo
coincidence Jack Blake broke away at the same moment, also
with the ball under his arm, and streaked for the door.

Two tries were run for at the same moment by opposing
players, but that amazing circumstance was easily explained.
The ball had come to pieces in the struggle, and Figgins had
the cap and one duster under his arm, while Blake had a couple
of knotted dusters under his.

Which was entitled to consider that he had the real ball was
a mystery. Figgins tore on to the desk and touched down,
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and Blake rushed on to the door and touched down also, and
there was a roar from every throat.

“Teyl Try!”

“Three to us ! "’ shouted Kerr.

‘“Three to us !’ roared Herries.

‘“ Why, you ass, what are you talking about ? "

“ What are you talking about yourself ? "

“It’s a try tous ! ”' shouted Figgins indignantly. * Haven't
I touched down behind the giddy desk ? "’

“ Haven't I touched down at the door t” yelled Blake,

““But I've got the ball.”

“T"ve got the ball.”

“ Look here——""

“ Look here——

“ This is the real ball.””

“ Rats ! . This is the real ball, of course. -

i

“I'm going to take the kick——' o
“ You'll take a thick ear as well if you say I haven’t scored &
try.”

5

“ You School House ass——

““ You New House fathead——""

“It was my try——""

“ It was mine——""

¢ Hand over that rag, and I'll mend the ball to take my kick
at goal.”

* Hand over that rag, and I'll mend it, to take my kick.”

“ You utter ass——""

* You shrieking fathead——'

No more breath was wasted in words. The Rugby players
closed again in a new scrum, but this time the ball was dropped
and forgotten, and School House and New House went at if

)
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hammer-and-tongs. The class-room was in an uproar such as
had seldom been heard at St. Jim’s during school-time. A wild
crowd of excited juniors swayed and roared and struggled, and
in the midst of the uproar no one noticed the door open, and a
little gentleman in glasses appear on the threshold.

CHAPTER 2.
Startling News. '
R. LATHOM, the master of the Fourth Form rat
St. Jim’s, stared into the Form-room in blank amaze-
ment, For a minute or so he seemed to think that
_he was dreaming. He adjusted his glasses carefully and looked
ngain.

“Dear me!” he murmured.
sort . of a disturbance here.
does this mean ?

' Sock it to them ! ”? \

“ Down with the School House ! **

“¥Yah! New House rotters !’

“Dear me! Blake—D’Arcy! Boys! Really—"

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed the referee in that memorable
Rugby match, looking up from a vain attempt to smooth out
his trousers. ‘‘ Bai Jove, it’s Mr. Lathom !

* Hold on ! ” gasped Jack Blake. * Pax, you bounders!”

“ Tl pax your——"

“It’s Lathom.” ”

“My hat! T'd forgotten him.”

“ 8o had 1.”

““ There appears to be some
Blake—Figgins—Digby-—what

“Hold on there! Shut up! Cease fire! Ring off!
‘ Cheese it !
2 The juniors stopped at last, understanding that a Form

master’s eye was upon them, and that they were caught in the
act. Rumpled and dusty, with many a swollen nose and black
eye among them, they scrambled back to their desks, and
shamefacedly looked at the amazed Form master.

Mz, Lathom came into the room, and walked slowly up to
his desk. He was the best-tempered master at St. Jim’s, but
the sceno ho had just witnessed would have ruffled any temper.

*‘ Boys, what does this mean ? "’

A8 no one in particular was addressed, no one took upon
himself the responsibility of replying. Blake grinued rutfally
at Figgins, and Figgins &'innnd ruofully back at Blake.

“Blake ! Figgins ! hat does this mean ? ”’

“You see, sir——"" began Blake.

* You see, sir——"" began Figgins.

Then both the juniors stopped. As a matter of fact, it was
3 not easy to explain, and sti\l less easy to make excuses, Mr.

Lathom frowned. -«

*“Go on, Blake.”

** Well, you see, gir,” said Jack Blake haltingly, * we—we
found that there wasn't anything to do, and—and we thought
you wouldn’t like us to be idle, sir——"

*Oh, my hat ! ” murmured Figgins. o

* 8-50, sir, as we always want to learn, we thought we’'d put
in the time studying the-—the game of Rugby, sir.”

““The what ? "

** Rugby féoter, sir. You know we play Association at
Ste Jim’s, but Wynn offered to teach us rugger , and we know
you like us to—to improve our minds by study, so——"

Mr. Lathom gasped. '

Blake’s look was as innocent as it could be made with the
disadvantage of a swollen lip and a discoloured eye, and the
Form master, who was not a very keen observer, did not know
exactly what to make of him. His speech was evidently
dictated by either profound simplicity or colossal cheek, and
for the life of him Mr. Lathom could not make up his mind
which it was.

“ “ And so you have tried to improve your mind, Blake, by
turning the class-room into a pandemonium ? > he said.
‘e ] : p " ()
% Were we making a noise, sir ? asked Blake innocently.
Mr. Lathom gasped again. .

* Blake, I-—I cannot help thinking that you are attempting
to delude me.  You were making a terrible noise, andgthe scene
when I opened the door was one of—of absolute hooliganism.
I—I am ashamed of you! I—I cannot quite decide what
punishment is severo enough for this breach of discipline. I
should have thought that I could have trusted you alone for a
few minutes without this happening.”

“Blake looked very repentant.

' We are gorry, sir,”’ he said.

* Awfully sorry, sir,” said Figgins.

*“ Yaag, wathah !

“* We were carried awa;
knowledge; sir,”” venture
Mr. Lathom coughed.

“ I shall have to reflect on this matter,” he said. I cannot
allow it to pass unpunished. You shall know iy decision
later, when I have consulted with your housemaster.”

The juniors locked dismayed. It might be Possible to soften
Mr. Lathom by a judicious use of *‘ soft soap,” but Mr. Railton
was certain to take a serious view of the matter.

by enthusiasm in the study of new
Blake.
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‘It is very much to be regretted, too,” went on Mr. Lathom,
* that this outrageous breach of discipline should have happened
now, in view of what happened last night.”

The Fourth Form looked surprised and interested. That
something unusual had happened at St. Jim’s they knew, but
what it was they had no idea.

‘ That,” said Mr. Lathom, ‘“is the reason why I was late
this morning, and the cause of this deplorable exhibition of—of
ruffianism. I may mention that. the Shell have been left alone
for a similar time by their Form master, but T am certain that
no such scene of riot has greeted Mr. Linton on his going to the
Form-room.”

The juniors looked duly abashed. They would have assumed
any expression possible to human features for the sake of
gvacify' Mr. Lathom, for they remembered now that it was a

ednesday, and a half-holiday at St. Jim’s, and it was extremely
likely that the whole Form would be gated. Fortunately, Mr.
Lathom appeared to have forgotten that it was a half-holiday
that afternoon.

* The Head,” said Mr. Lathom, *“‘has asked me and the
other masters to acquaint my Form with what has happened,
in order that any boy who may have heard anything in tho
night may give information at the earliest possible moment.”

My hat !’ muttered Blake. “ What on earth’s the row ?
I told you there was something up.”

*“ Yaas, wathah !’ |

** Looks like something serious, too,” murmured Figgins.

“ During the night,” resumed Mr. Lathom, * the chapel
here at St. Jim's was entered by—er—some person or persons
unknown, and a sum of money was taken away. In short, the
offertory has been stolen.”

“ Phew ! ” whistled Blake.

* There seems to be absolutely no clue to the thieves,”
resumed Mr. Lathom. *“ They entered the chapel apparently
by a window, and besides a broken lock where they took the
money, there is no sign of their visit there. Inspector Skeet
has come over from Rylcombe to investigate the matter, and
he would be glad of any information that any of the boys could
give him, Did anyone here wake in the night, or hear any
unusual gound ?”’

Silence followed the Form master’s question,

It was clear that the Fourth Form had no information to
impart. As a rule, they slept soundly enough, unless something
was on—such as a dormitory feed or a pillow fight, or a House
raid.

“’Any boy who heard any unusual sound during the night
will hold up his hand,” said Mr, Lathom.

Not a single hand went up.

“ Very well. We shall now commence,” said the Form
master,

And the Fourth Form settled down to morning lessons. But
their thoughts were elsewhere. Blake had been right in
declaring that something was ‘“‘up,” but the juniors had not
suspected that a burglary had taken place at the school while
they were safe in the arms of Morpheus. It was startling news,
and for the rest of the morning the juniors thought a great deal
more of the burglary than of the lessons they, had to do. The
wrinkle in the brow of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy showed that
deep thoughts were working in his brain.

‘“Bai Jove ! ” he murmured aloud presently,

“ What's the matter with you ?
pain 27

** No, Blake, T have not got a pain, and I wogard the question
as absurd. I have been thinkin’, and I congidah that this is a
gweat opportunity.”

* What is a great opportunity ?

** This burglawy. As you know, I have once or twice taken
up detective work in an amateur way-—-""

‘* Ha, hat
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‘Bl“l;rhﬂe is nothin’ to cackle at in my amateur detective work,
ake,”
v Your mistake ; there’s a lot.”

“ I wegard this as a good opportunity of takin’ up the work
in earnest. It would be a wippin’ thing if T twackos down the
burglahs and wecovahed the stolen pwopahty. It’s a beastly
mean thing to wob a church, anywdy, and the wotten wascals
ought to be bwought to justice.” =

* Good,” said Blake, with a sparkle in his eyes. * Tt's not
a bad idea. T think I shall turn dotective for the afternoon.”

I shall be vewy glad to weceive your assistance i

“Rats ! You can assist me if you like——"

** Weally, Blake ?

““ Silence there,” said Mr. Lathom.
somebody talking. Silence!”

And the subject was not digcussed again till the Fourth Form
was dismissed.

“I am sure there is

CHAPTER 3.
. The Terrible Three Take Up the Case.

BELL rang. A door was flung open, and the Shell
poured out, and the old oak-panelled passage, silent
amoment before, rang with footsteps and merry voices.

For it was a fine September afternoon, and work was over for the
day, and the heroes of the middle school had the afternoon free
for football and frolic,

The Terrible Three—Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—
came down the passage arm in arm, filling it from side to side,
and there were audible grumbles as they pushed their way
through the throng. But the chums of the Shell went on their
way with bland smiles, regardless of grumbles.

* You're treading on my foot, Lowther, you ass.”

 Koep your elbow out of my ribs, Manners.”

Tom Merry, who was in the middle, grinned genially.

k'(‘i‘ Come on, my children,” he said. * Don’t bother about those
ids #

*“ Who are you shoving ? * shouted Gore.

“ I may be mistaken,” said T'om Merry sweetly. ““ But I was
under the impression that I was shoving you, Gore.”

* You—you *

“You are blocking up the gangway. Now, Skimpole, get
out of the way, or we shall have to tread on you.”

Skimpole, the genius of the Shell, had planted himself directly
in tho path of the three chums, He blinked at them through
his spoctacles. g

* Pray stop a few minutes, Tom Merry——'

“ Can’t be did ! Travel.”

The Torrible Three marched on without a pause, and Tom
Merry came chest to chest with Skimpole, and the latter tried
to back away, rathoer breathless from the impact.

“Tom Merry ! Really, Merry i

“ Travel |

The three chums continued to march on, and Skimpole to
back away, while the brainy man of the Shell strove breath-
lessly to explain.

* Really, Merry—you see—it’'s most important ! It's about
the burglary—about what Mr. Linton was telling us before
lessons this morning.” “

& Skimpole backed into a mat, caught his foot in it, and sat
down, The Terrible Three stepped over him, and walked on,
Skimpole blinked after them rather dazedly,

“ Bless me,” he murmured. * That—that was almost rude
of them. T think I shall not allow therff now to assist me in
the detective work I am about to undertake.”

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther walked on into the
(?xadmngle. and came to a halt under the elm trees. 'i'here
they looked at one another. The same thought was in all three
minds.

* My infants,’
this.”

“ We are,” said Manners.

“ We is,”” agreed Monty Lowther,

“There has been a robbery, and cash has been taken from
the chapel collection—a particularly mean and skulking sort of a
robbery.”

“ Quite so.”

“It is our bounden duty to do something to clear up the
mystery and bring that particularly mean and skulking thief
to justice."

“ Right-ho.”

“Then let us have a look at the chapel now, and examine
the spot, and see if we can find any clues. When Ferrers Locke
was down here, he gave us some instruction in the noble art of
detective work, and we ought to show that we have profited
by it. Let’s go and look for clues.”

“ Just what 1 was thinking,” said Manners.

“But I say,” remarked Lowther, ‘‘ Inspector Skeet has
taken up the case, and Inspector Skeet has a silly and unreason-
able prejudice against us, I don’t know why he doesn’t like
three such nice chaps as we are, but the fact remains that he
doesn’t. And he may hoof us out of it.”

)

said Tom Merry impressively, ““ we're on to
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“ Well, I don’t think he’s likely to be on the spot,” said
Tom Merry thoughtfully. ““ You sece, Skeety was sent for at
breakfast time this morning, so even he must have. concluded
his investigations on the spot before noon.”

‘“ Ha, ha! I suppose so."”

“ Still, if we find him there, we will talk to him sweetly.”

““ Well, let’s go and try, anyway.”

T'he Terrible T'hree lost no time in going round to the chapel.
The doors were cloged, and the old verger was sunning himself
in the porch. He held up a warning forefinger to the chums
of the Shell.

“ We're just going in to have a look round,” expliined Tom
Merry.

Old Benson shook his head.

“ It ain’t allowed,” he replied.

“Oh, come off! We're allowed to go into our own giddy
chapel whenever we like, 1 suppose,” exclaimed Monty Lowther
mdignantly.

Benson shook his old head again. -

“ I've received special instructions from Inspector Skeet not
to admit anybody without the Head’s orders, Master Lowther.”

* But why ¢

“ Perhaps he thought a lot of gilly, mischievous boys might
come fooling around and looking at the scene of the robbery,”
said Benson solemnly. x

* Now look here, old boy—-—

“ It’s no good, Master Merry ; you're not going in,”

Benson was evidently determined. The Terrible Three
were inclined to shift him, as they might easily have done ;
and but for the sacred character of the building, they would
undoubtedly have done so. As it was, they walked away.
Tom Merry knitted his brows. .

“I've a jolly good mind to get inat a window,” he exclaimed.
‘“ But one can’t very well treat a religious building like that.
Benson is a beast, and Skeets is a beaster. We sha'n’t be able
to look for clues inside.” .

“ I suppose Skeet thought we might be up to something o
the sort,” remarked Manners. ‘ Perhaps he’s afraid of having
his own little efforts put in the shade.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“ 1 don’t know abeut that; but anyway, we're not going to
be baffled. As a matter of fact, it’s too warm for footer this
afternoon, and it's a grand opportunity of following up a trail
and doing some detective work.”

“ Oh, we're not going to give in, of course,
skeet.”

 Mr. Linton said that the thief or thieves had gained admittance
by one of the south windows. There was a ghower of rain last
night. There ought to be footprints.”

* By Jove, yes. Let's go and look."”

“If we knew the size of hig feet and what kind of boots he
wears, it would help us a lot. Sherlock Holmes could tell you
his Christian ndme_and what his father did for a living, from
clues like that.”

The Merrible Three, leaving Benson® gitting triumphant in
the porch, went round the chapel. They stepl})ed over the low
iron railing of the neat grass plot, and approached the windows
on the south side, T'he ancient wall=-part of the oldest portion
of St. Jim’s, grey with the weatherstains of many centuries—
was hard and smooth, and offered no facilities for a climber,
'om Merry, with his hands in his trousers pockets, cocked his
eye thoughtfully at the wall under the windows.

“ A chap couldn’t climb into that window—into any of these
windows—without a ladder or someone to help him,” he re-
marked.

I “That's certain,” said Manners, * There were two of them
at least. 'T'he ground is still quite soft, and it would show the
dents if a ladder had been used.”

“Thore's a jolly lot of footprints here,” said Lowther.

“ Of course there are; there have been a dozen or more
people investigating round here this morning. This is the
window—and these big hoof-prints belong to Inspector Skeet, I
expect. But look here—here’s a clue.”

Tom Merry knelt on one knee, and scanned the ground care-

ly.

Just underneath the window were two very deeply-indented
footprints, like those of a man who had been bearing a very
heavy weight.

“Look! These two are by themselves—Skeet has sense
enough not to spread his own hoof-tracks over them,” said Tom
Merry.  “ You see how deep they are.”

“ What does that prove ?

“ It proves that the chap who made those marks stood here
for the other rotter to climb on his gshoulders.and get in at the
window.”

“ By Jove, you're right.”

“ And look “here—here are two deep heel-marks; that’s
where the other rotter dropped from the window again, after
robbing the church.”

“ Looks like it.” ;

“ Oh, it’s right enough, my son. Now, what we want is to take

"

Skeet can go and
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the measurement of these tracks, and that’s a good start. Any.
body got a rule? »

Manners had a folding pocket rule. Ie ppoduced it, and
Tom Merry carefully measured the footprints, and entered the
measurements in_his pocket-book. He snapped the pocket-

book shut with quite a professional air, worthy of Ferrers Locke,

the famous detective, himself.

“That’s a good clue to start with,” he exclaimed. * Judging
from the size of the boots, there were a big fellow and a little
fellow engaged in tho burglary last night. We've got the size
of their feet, and we’ve only got to proceed——"

* Upwards,” suggested Monty Lowther, *“ and we shall got
to their features at last,”

* Oh, don’t be funny. I've got an idea.”

* Get it off your chest, then. I'm getting ready for dinner.”

** If you’d rather have dinner than go ahead with the investi-
gation of this case, Monty Lowther, you'd better buzz off.”

“ Oh, rats! What's the idea ?

“Why, the thieves couldn’t have got into the chapel without
first gotting over the wall into the grounds of St. Jim’s .

* Well, no,” agreed Lowther gravely. * It would be a long
sep from the Rylecombe Road to this grass plot—a couplo
of hundred yards ‘or go.”

' And if they got over the wall,” went on Tom Merry, un-
heeding, *“ they would choose a spot where the ivy makes it
gasy to climb.”

* That’s very likely.”

“It’s not likely, old chap, it's certain. Now, you know the
8pot by the slanting oak, where some of the fellows have broken
bounds before now el

“ OQurselves for example,” grinned Lowther.

“ Well, yes. Now, Y)ofore burglars burgle a place they
usually watch it a bit to see the easiest way of getting in and out,
ab loast, I've heard so. They always do in newspapers.  Now,
suppose the villains had been watching St. Jim’s, and perhaps
saw some disreputable bounder breaking bounds —they’d know
thonTa.boui’:a the easiest way of getting over the wall.”

* True,’

“ 8o the next place to look in is that shady corner by the
slanting oak, and we may find footprints there.”

‘Good. And if we find them——- "

* Well, we shall find them,” said f'om Merry. “ What's the
good of ‘iffing.” Let's find them before wo start considering
what to do after that.” 7

* Oh, right you are.”

And the Terrible 'I'hree, beginning to get excited with the
Euruuit, hurried off in search of fresh clues which, if they existed,

ad undoubtedly escaped the eagle eye of Inspector Skeet.

S CHAPTER 4.
Skimpole Sees It All,

" AI Jove, Blake, you know g4 R
*Don’t bother, Gussy, I'm thinking.”

“1 wefuse to have my wemarks chawactewised

as bothewin’. What are you going to do this aftahnoon, Blake?’

“T'm going to take up the case of the missing offertory,

and investigate it on Ferrers-Locke-Sherlock-Hohnes-Sexton-
Blake principles.”

‘ Then I shall he vewy pleased to allow you to assist me.”

 You can follow my lead, if you like,” said \Jack Blake.

The swell of the School House gave an expressive sniff.

“T should gertainly wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort. I
should be vewy pleased to have you back me up, but——"

“Then you can go and eat coke.”

* Weally, Blake——"

But Jack Blake was lost in thought, and he was not listening
to the swell of the School House. D’Arcy, with another in-
diqnzmt sniff, turned to Digby.

¢ What are you goin’ to do this aftahnoon, Dig ? »

 Nurse this confounded eye,” said Digby.

“Bai Jove! I am weally sowwy that you have a black
eye, Dig.”

*“Yes ; I wish you had it instead.”

“ Oh, weally, Dig!” Digby walked away, rubbing his
discoloured optic. ‘‘I say, Hewwies, old man, what are you
goin’ to do this aftahnoon ?

“I've been thinking,” said Herries slowly. Herries was
always slow and deliberate.
~ Jack Blake looked up.

“ You've been thinking ?” he said. ‘‘ And so has D’Arcy,
according to his own account. And yet someone said that
the age of miracles was past !

* Weally, Blake, I wegard that wemark .

“I've been thinking,” repeated Herries. * You remember,
Blake, how splendidly my dog Towser tracked down D’Arcy
the other day when he was dodging us ?

I remember how he went for Mr. Rateliff and got us into
a row,” grunted Blake.

* Well, Towser doesn’t like thin people,” said Herries. “ But
you remember that we tracked down D’Arcy and Skimpole
with him ?

NEXT
THURSDAY:

“D’ARCY'S SECRET.”

B

¢  THE BEST 3" LIBRARY o=~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBHA.RY.’

“ Well, I had an idea that Towser hit on them by chance,’®
said Blake. ‘ But he may have tracked them down. What
about it ?

“ Why, I was thinking what a ripping idea it would be to
use Towser to track down the burglars of last night,” said
Herries, ‘“ You know, detectives have bloodhounds to track
down criminals, so why shouldn’t Towser do it ? ™
“\ Jack Blake looked interestec.

* By Jove ! ” he exclaimed. “ That’s a jolly good idea.”

“ Yaas, wathah ! I am quite willin’ to accept the assistance
of Towsah.” e

* Well, I think it’s a good idea,” said Herries. * I'll go and
fetch Towser if you like, and we'll take him round to the chapel,
and make him sniff at the place where the burglars got in at the
window.”

*“Good ! Let’s have him out.”

* But I say, deah boys i

“ No time for talk now, Gussy. Those bounders in the Shell
are certain to get up to the same wheeze, and we’ve got to he
first in the fidld.”

Blake and Herries hurried away to fetch the bulldog. Arthur
Augustus made a step to follow them, and then paused with a
shake of tho head.

* Pewwaps I should be bettah able to investigate the mattah
alone,” he murmured. * Blake and Hewwies always tweat my
ideahs with dewision, and——"

The swell of St. Jim’s staggered as a junior, hurrying out of
the house, ran against him and pushed him against the balustrade
of the School House steps. Il;‘Arcy jammed his eyeglass into
his eye and gave the delinquent a withering glare. It was
Skimpole of the Shell.

& \}ou uttah ass !’ said D’Arcy, in measured tones. * What
You might

do you mean by wunnin’ into a fellah like that ?
have knocked my toppah off and wuined it.”

“ I'm sorry,” gasped Skimpole. ““I did not see you, and I
was in a hurry. qiut 1 wuntm{)tu speak to you, D’Arcy. I have
already offered Tom Merry to allow him to assist me in investi-
gating the case of the mysterious burglary, and he refused—
or rather did not even listen to me. Now [——"

‘* Are you takin’ up the case, Skimpole 77

“¥Yes ; with my great ability as an amateur detective, T
ghall undoubtedly run the thieves to earth in the course of the
afternoon,” said Skimpole. * In order to devote my attention
to this matter, I am giving up time I should otherwise be
devoting to the three hundred and thirty-fourth chapter of my
great book on Socialism. But I regard it as a duty I owe
to the school. If you care to help me, D’Arey, I shall be glad
to accept you as a colleague.”

“I am quite willin’ to let you help me.”

 Well, as asincere Socialist,” said the brainy man of the Shell,
“I must admit that your contention for equal rights is just,
though as your superior in intellect, I should naturally take
the lead. But let the question of leadership stand over—we
will waive—-—"

“ You will wave ? ” said D’Arcy, puzzled.
what, your hat ?”’

“We will waive the question. It is not important. The
important thing is to investigate the robbery and discover clues.
Shall we proceed to the scene of the erime ?  We may discover

“some tell-tale bloodstains that have escaped the observation
of the police.” X

* But it is only a wpbbewy, deah boy, not a murdah.”

“ Dear me, yes, I forgot that. But even if there are no tell-
tale bloodstains, there may be some tell-tale footprints or gome
tell-tale finger-marks.”

** Yaas, wathah ! ”

* Come along then, and let us be first on the spot.”

The juniors hurried ofi to the chapel. Skimpole was bolting
into the porch when old Benson rose from the stone seat and
stopped him with a bony finger jabbing at his chest.

* You can’t go in, young gents.”

 Bai Jove, Benson, deah boy, why not 2’

““ I've horders to keep all boys out of the chapel.”

“That is wathah unweasonable.”

‘“ It’s horders, sir.”

‘I cannot allow these absurd prohibitions to weigh with me,”’
said Skimpole, " as a Socialist I demand the right to go any-
where T like.”

** Oh, wats ! *’ said D’Arey. ““ You can’t start wowin’ outside
a church, deah boy. Come along.”

 Really, D’Arcy. it

* Oh, come along  Let’s go and look for footprints.”

*“ Oh, very well ; but I think——7"

* Come on ! "’ :

The amateur detectives followed the same way that the
Terrible Three had gone five minutes earlier. D’Arvcy uttered a
sudden exclawation. As they crossed the smooth grass towards
the chapel windows, something glimmering on the ground under
the nearest window, caught his eye.

Skimpole saw it at the same moment and sprang towards
it excitedly. It was a metal-cased pencil. Skimpole grabbed

“You will wave
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at it, and D’Aroy grabbed at it the same moment, and their
he?‘ds cz:,rﬂo in contact with a sounding biff.

e

“ Really, D'Arcy, you stugid duffer !

* Weally, you uttah ass !

“ You have hurt my head."”

* You have nearly bwoken my beastly bwain."

Skimpole rubbed his head ruefully ; but he had come out
of the collision better than D’Arcy. Skimpole’s head was
very large and bumpy, and it had the advantage of size and
weight in the collision. D’Arcy sat down on the grass and
rubbed his head, and Skimpole picked up the pencil-case.

“This is undoubtedly a clue,” he exclaimed. ‘It must
have been dropped by the thief when he got out of the window.”’

“Ow, my head ! ”

A little pain is nothing to suffer in the cause of an investiga-
tion like this,” said Skimpole, * especially considering that wo
have found a clue which has escaped all other eyes. I thought
from the first that this burglary was not committed by any
ruffians from outside, as the masters appear to think.”

Arthur Augustus stared.

:‘ Bai Jove ! Then who did it, you ass ? "’ he asked.

¢ That is not a very respectful way of putting a question,
D’Arcy,” said the amateur Socialist of 8t. Jim's mildly.

“ Well, answah it, anyway, you duffah.”

“ 1 consider that the crime was I)robubly committed by some
one within the walls of St. Jim’s,” said Skimpole. ** Suppose,
for instance, that a boy were hard up for money.”

“You seweamin’ ass! Do you think there is a fellow at
St. Jim’s mean enough to wob the collection in a church ?

“A detective can afford to be no respecter of persons. There
was a thief at St. Jim’s once, who scoffed some tin and threw
the blame on Blake, and he came near being expelled for it,
as you know yourself. You were here at the time.”

* Yaas, but——""

“ What happened once may happen again. I am sorry to
}l;a‘tle to”suspoct Tom Merry of having committed a burglary,

A s

“ What ? "

* I amsorry to have to suspect Tom Merry of having committed
a burglary, but——"

“You uttah idiot ! ”

“ Really, D’Arey ! "

 Are you wight off your silly wockah ? A

“I am judging by the clues T have discovered, and the
deductions T have made,” said Skimpole. “ You see this
pencil-case dropped here by the thief in the very act of leaving
the sceno of his crime. It belongs to Tom Merry.”

“ What 7"

“Look at the initials—‘T. M.’ on the metal. Besides,
1 have seen it in his hand before ; I know that it is his. That

roves——""

“That pwoves that Tom Mewwy has been here before us,
and has dwopped his pencil here.”

Skimpole shook his head wisely.

1 cannot admit any far-fetched theories of that sort, D’Arcy.
I take my stand on the evidence. I am sorry to sus vect Tom
Merry, but consider the facts. Tom Merry is in want o; money."’

“ How do you know "’

“T have heard him saying lately that something will have
to be done if the football subscriptions do not come in a little
quicker.”

“ You shwiekin’ ass ! ”

« Then there was the rude and really unaccountable way in
which he refused to join me in investigating the erime—un-
accountable, except upon the theory of a guilty conscience.
o dared not face my searching eye.”

“ You uttah dummy ! "’

“ Now I have discovered his pencil-case on the scene of the
crime, there is no further doubt in my mind. Come along!”

“ Where are you going ? "’ 3

«To search Tom Merry’s study for the stolen property.
T understand that there was a considerable sum of money and
a valuable chalice stolen. If I find them in Tom Merry’s
study he will undoubtedly confess.”

“ Bai Jove!”

“ Are you coming ? "’

4 No, I am not comin’.
uttah duffah, but weally——'

“QOh, very well I rely upon your honour not to put the
eriminal on his guard.”

“The ewiminal ¢

¢ Yes, Tom Merry.

ANSWERS

I always thought you were an

Don’t put him on his guard, as he may
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make away with the loot, and baffle me. 1 shall wind up tha
case very shortly now.”

And Skimpole hurried away. Arthur Augustus stared after
him till he was out of sight. The swell of St. Jim's was some-
what comic as an amateur detective, but Skimpole was whole
lengthﬂ ahead of him in that line.

“The uttah idiot ! ”’ muttered D’Arcy.
to suspect Tom Mewwy! Ha, ha, ha!
case alone, and—Gweat Scott ! "’

The swell of the School House jumped with alarm as a terrifie
burst of barking rang through the air, and Herries’ bulldog
came tearing up, with Blake and Herries dragging vainly on the
chain behind.

“ The shwiekin' ass,
I shall take up the

CHAPTER 5.
Towser on the Track.
kg OOK out ! ” shouted Herries.

” “Bai Jove! Just you keep that feahful beast

away ! "

¢ (et out of the way then !

“I'm trying to.”

““ He's jolly strong ! exclaimed Horries, gasping for breath.
“ Fold on, Towser ! Good dog—good old doggie ! Be quiet,
then. Good dog!”

Bow-wow-wow !

“ Good doggie—good dog ! "

Gr-r-r-r !

Arthur Augustus backed away from the bulldog, keeping his
oyeglass turned towards it, not venturing to turn his back in
case the animal should break loose and maoke a spring. Hoe
had before shown a remarkable predilection for the rear portion
of Arthur Augustus’s beautiful trousers.

“ Hold that bwute in, Hewwies—ow ! Oh!t”

D’Arcy, backing away from the bulldog, had forgotten the
railing at the edgo of the grass plot by the chapel, and he backed
into it, and sat down abruptly in the gravel path beyond with
a shoolt that jarred every bone in his body. His eyeglass went .
down with a clatter, and his silk hat fell over the back of his
head.

* Ow 1’ gasped D’Arey. Oht”
=+, ba, ha !

“ You—you wottahs !
was walkin’ into the wail ?
fwiendship.”

“ ¥a, ha, ha! Hold on, Towser !

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy picked himself up, adjustod his
eyoglass and his hat, and stalked indignantly away.

Blake and Herries, holding fast to the bulldog's chain, dragged
him to the trampled grass under the window.

“ Lot him sniff the footprnts,” said Horries sagely. ** He'll
get the scent, and follow it up. Look out, he's going !

“Hold him ! He's going for Gussy ! "

D’Arcy heard the words, and broke into a run, and vanished
round the chapel.

Herries and Blake with difficulty held in the barking Towser.

“he beast!” panted Blake. * What does he want to go
for Gussy for like this 27

Herries broke into a laugh.

“Ha, ha! He's been sniffing at Gussy's footprints—seo,
those nobby little footmarks are Gussy’s. That was the track
he was going to follow."”

Jack Blake looked considerably im pressed.

“ By Jupiter, Herries, old man, that looks as if he really
can follow a scent, doesn’t it ? " he said.

Herries gave his chum a withering look.

“ Did you think he couldn’t then, fathead ? ”

“ Oh, no, not exactly,” said Blake hastily. ** But that
proves it, doesn’t it ? Hallo, what is he sniffing at now, 1
wonder ? "

“The burglar's footprints, of course.”

«T shouldn’t wonder. He wants to got off again, and it’s
not Gussy's track this time,” snid Blake eagerly. ‘ Give him
his head.”

Towser had certainly picked up a trail, though whether it
was the burglar’s trail remained to be seen. He strained at
his chain, and the chums of the Fourth gave him ‘ his head,”
as Blake expressed it, and he tore off, the juniors panting on
behind. ’

He went round the chapel, across a corner of the quadrangle,
and whisked under the elms. Then along the wall ; and Blake
uttered a sharp exclamation,

“ He's on the right track, Herries.”

“ How do you know ? "’ panted Herries.

« Beonuse he’s making for the slanting oak. That's the
easiest placo to climb the wall, and that's where the burglars
got into the grounds.”

“ My hat ! I believe you're right.”’

¢ See how eager ho is—that ghows he's on the track.”

« Hallo—hold him—he’s gone i

Towser was indeed cager. He had whisked round a tree that
stood in his path, and the sudden jerk on the chain had torn it

Hold him in, Blake ! "

‘ Bai Jove !

Why didn’t you warn me that I
1 have a gweat mind to dwop your

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
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from the hands of the juniors. Blake and Herries tore on, as
they heard a furious harking and a wild yell,

In that shady corner of the old quadrangle three juniors stood
with their backs to the wall, confronting the excited dog,
as Blake and Herries burst on the scene. Blake uttered an
exclamation of surprise,

‘““Pom Merry !

* Look here, keep that fiendish dog off ! " exclaimed Tom
Merry. * I'll kick the beast if he comes near me.”

b f’,d brain him if I had my cricket hat here,” growled Monty
Lowther. *‘ The beast is simply dangerous.”

‘' He ought to be shot,” grunted Manners.

Herries seized tho trailing chain and held in the bulldog.
Towser had hesitated to tackle the Terrible Three, but was
evidently under the impression that it was his duty to do so
after tracking them down, for he jumped and snapped and tried
to get at them, while Herries held on to the chain.

" What are you three bounders doing here ? ' demanded
Blake suspiciously. ; A

* Minding our own business,” said Monty Lowther,

b Wcll, you can sheer off.  We're on the track of the burglavs

8o are we,” said Tom Merry, bursting into a laugh. Do
you mean to say that you're trying the Sexton-Blake-blughound
method, Blake ?

" Why not ?” said Blake.~ “ Towset has tracked the giddy
burglars to this spot, anyway.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha! Has he just come from under the chapel

)

window ?°’

“Then it’s a jolly sight more likely that he’s tracked us
and not the burglars,” roared Tom Merry. ‘' The scent was
fresher, you know.” .

4 g’—my hat ! I shouldn’t wonder.””

** Oh, that's all rot ! ” said Herries confidently. ** Of course
Towser is on the track of the burglars. If you fellows have been
Ewestignting, have you found any traces of the rotters just

ere 7 d

. It's a likely spot for them to get over the wall,” said Blajte.

“Yes, if they knew it," said Tom ‘Merry, “¥ ht
it was a likely spot, and we've been examining; Wt 84350
sign, They didn’t cross the wall here.” g |
" You're mistaken there, Merry. My bulldog would not be
likely to follow a wrong track,  I'm pretty certain that the
burglars got over the wall here, and we shall pick up the scent
on the other side.” '

. " You'ro welcome to try, Herries, old man. We're going
in to dinuer,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘Come on, kids! Are you
coming in, you Fourth Form youngsters ? *

“I'm going to follow the track,” said Herries obstinately.
“ You stand here inside the wall, Blake, and I'll call to you
from outside, and you can tell me when I'm exactly at ‘the
right spot.”

** Right-ho 1 said Blake. ‘ May as well try it, anyway.”

Herries dragged away his hulldog, and went out into the road.
Towser still looked as’'if he would like to sample the calves of
the Terrible Three, but he allowed himself to ﬁo persuaded by
the chain.
» Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther waited to see what would

appen.

he bulldog was heard barking on the other side of the school
;:"all, and Herries’ voice was audible in the attempt to soothe

im.

‘" Areyou there, Blake ? * came Herries’ call from the road,

 What-ho 1 veplied Blake,

** Is this the spot ?

““So far as I can judge, you're just t'other side of the wall.
How about the trail

“ Towser is sniffing about—my hat ! »

* What now 1’

‘ He's got it ! 7’ shouted Herries.
out, you bounders ! ”

“ Good old blughound !
you Shellfish ! ™

The four juniors ran quickly out into the road. Herries and
the' bulldog were going swiftly along in the direction of the
village of Rylecombe, Herries turned and waved one hand
excitedly to the juniors. ;

‘ Come on ! Towser’s on the track.”

Blake and the chums of the Shell ran on. Towser was cer-
tainly on the track of somebody or something, and he was
tugging at his chain more excitedly than in the quad. Tt looked
a3 if the bulldog felt himself to be near his quarry, and the
juniors’ nerves tingled at the thought of actually catching tho
burglars near the scene of the robbery. 3

With a sudden bound, Towser dragged the chain from Herries’
hand, and disappeared through a gap in the hedge beside
the road.

‘ After him !’ shouted Blake.

They dashed through the hedge. There was a terrific uproar
of barking, yapping, and snarling on the inner side of the hedge.

* Hurrah, he’s off ! Come

chuékled Blake. * Come on,
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A terrible combat was evidently in progress, and the juniors
came upon it suddenly.

Towser was engaged in deadly combat with a large and
powerful terrier. The juniors knew that tervier. Hé belonged
to the Rylcombe butdher, and frequently followed his master’s
cart to the school. Towser had a great dislike for him, and on
more than one occasion there had been frays.

Herries’ face was a picture as he came to the end of the trail.

It was clear that Towser had been following the scent of
his old enemy the terrier along the road, and was thinking of
anything but burglars.

** Ha, ha, ha !’" roared Tom Merry,

‘* Ha, ha, ha !’ gasped Blake.

The terrier, who was getting the worst of the combat, tore
himself loose and raced off across the field, with Towser in
hot pursuit. Tt was useless to utmm?t to recapture
the bulldog, ‘but Herries dashed off across the field in a wild
chase. Blake and the chums of the Shell turned baclk towards
the school, almost weeping with merriment.

CHAPTER 6.
Skimpole Searches the Study.

R. LINTON, the master of the Shell, glanced along
M the dinner-table, and frowned as he saw a vacant
lace.

& Whepo is Skimpole ?

No one knew. Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther had just
come in, breathless, and they were the last to arrive, Skimpole
had not put in an appearance at all.

* Very well,” said Mr. Linton, with a compression of the lips
that boded ill for the absent Socialist. ‘‘ Very well,”

And the Shell proceeded with their dinner.

At the earliest possible moment the Terrible Three quitted
the dining-hall, - The idea of taking up the case of the robbery
and tracking down the thieves, had taken firm gsession of
their minds. Cricket. was over now, but the weather wag very
warmn for * footer,” and a better way of spending the half-
holiday was not to be thought of, The chums of the Shell
had played the amateur detective before, with a certain degree

Lof CO8.

“1 wonder wheie Skimpole is ? ” Lowther chuckled, as they
left the hall. ** I suppose he's got the same idea, and is off on
a false scent.”

om Merry laughed. oo

“ Most likely. A good many of the fellows are taking up
the idea—you know, Blake and his gang are on the track, and
I hear that Figgins & Co. of the New House are going in for
amateur detective work. Gibbons says he saw Figging nosing
round the chapel just before dinner.”

“ There will be enough detectives—something ought to come
of it,” grinned Lowther. “There won’t be enough thieves
to go round if we all get on the track.”

“ Well, without bragging, I think we’re more likely to get on
the track than the others,” said Tom Merry. * You chaps
are keen enough——"

* Thanks.” ;

“ And you've got a jolly good leader——'"

‘* Blessed is he that bloweth his own trumpet.”

** Well, facts are facts, you know. But let’s get to business.
You fellows are always wasting time in jaw when, there’s work
to be done.” . :

“ Why, you've been doing all the jawing!” exclaimed
Manners.

“ Oh, don’t begin to argue, Manners, old chap.
got to get on the track of the thieves.
the wall by the slanting oak ; but they must have crossed it
somewhere, and we ought to be able to find the spot.”

“ I say, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to get hold of a weapon of
some sort. Although Tom Merry is our leader, we may come
upon the thieves——"" began Lowther.

“Good!” said Manners. “Take a knuckle:duster. By
the way, I think I'll take my camera.”

*“ Oh, rats ! ” said Tom Merry. “ We can’t fag round with
a camera-stand on a warm afternoon like this ; and besides P

“Ass 1" said Manners. ‘““I mean my hand-camera. I've
got two.”

¢ Oh, I see! No objection to that if you carry it yourself,
I don’t see what use you are going to put it to.”

I can take snapshots of suspicious characters and foot-
prints, and so on. Sexton Blake often discovers unsuspected
clues from photographs.” x

“H'm! I don’t suppose he’d discover many from your
photographs. Still, there’s no harm in taking the camera.
You ean bash a chap’s head with it if we get into a serap. Lét’s
get to the study.”

The Terrible Three hurried upstairs. Théir study door was
closed, but a noise within showed that there was somebody in
the room. Tom Merry, somewhat surprised, opened the door

uickly. Then three distinet gasps of amazement were heard.
hey knew now why Skimpole had missed his dinner.

Tho amateur detective was at work in the study, searching

Now, we've
They didn’t cross over

A Taleof Tom Merey & Co.
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‘ “ Dear me !” murmured Mr, Lathom. ‘There appears to be some sort of disturbance here! Blake—Figgins—

it for stolen loot. He was searching it thoroughly. Boxes and
lockers and drawers had been turned out, and their contents
were scattered to and fro. The table and the chairs were piled
with the wvarious properties of the Terrible Three, unearthed
from their tidy réceptacles. Skimpole at the present moment
was engaged in tugging at the drawer of the bookease, which
was locked and would not come open. © His powerful tugs were
making the bookease totter, and it looked every moment as if
it would fall forward upon the determined investigator.

**He's mad ! " gasped Tom Merry.

Lowther gave a howl of wrath.

“ Let that bookease alone, idiot !’

Skimpole had given an extra hard tug. The bookecase
lurched forward, and there was a yelp from Skimpole as it
toppled over on him. A crash of breaking glass, a thudding
of showering books, and Skimpole disappeared under
broken glass, books, and bookease.

“Qw! Help! Ow!l"”

The chums of the Shell were petrified for a moment. Then
they. dashed forward. They dragged the bookcase aside, and
then they dragged Skimpole out of the wreck. They dragged
him to his feet, and glared at him speechlessly. 1If looks could
have slain, there would have boen a dead amateur Socialist in
the study the next moment. Skimpole blinked and gasped,
and gasped and blinked, and put his spectacles straight:

* Th-th-thank you! I—I-—dear me, the bookecase appears
to have fallen over ! Bless me, it seems to have broken, too.”

“ Yes, it seems s0,” said Lowther, fixing his grip, in the
collar of the cheerful investigator. “ And it seems to me
that you are going to get broken, too.”

“The wvillain ! said Manners. ‘' The horrible, burglarious

NEXT
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rotter ! Will you explain what you were doing in our study,
maniac, before we sufiocate you, lunatic.”

“ Really, Manners——""

“ What were you up to ?” roared Tom Merry, shaking the
captive futiously. *° What werg you up to, you dangerous
maniac ? "’

“Really, Merry, I—I am quite out of breath ! - Pray release
me, and 1 will certainly explain with pleasure.”

“ Don’t let him get away, kids,”

¥ Not much,” said Lowther significantly.

The chums of the Shell released Skimpole, and stood round
him, with fixed glares of wrath, which the amateur Socialist
found somewhat disconcerting,

“ Now, then,” said Tom Merry, ‘‘ explain yourself | What
do you mean by wrecking our study like this ? "’

“ Really, Merry, I had no intention of wrecking the Hbudy.
I have simply been pursuing my investigations.”

The chums stared.

* Investigations ! In our study ?”’

‘“ Certainly.”

‘“ And what have you been investigating ? " asked Lowther
sarcastically. ** Looking for the place where we keep our
tin ? ”’

*“ Really, Lowther, I should think you know me better
than that. As a sincere Socialist it is impossible for me to be
dishonest, even if there wore no other reasons.”

* Well, what have you been busting everylhing in the study
for * Quick—before we massacre you !”

1 am sorry if anything is disordered——

“If 1 ” gasped Tom Merry. ** Listen to the rotter! If!”

“But I was bound to pursue my investigations without any

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co
By Martin Clifford.
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Veak vegard for the right of private individuals.”
Irew himself up.
rase-drawer 7’

“In my pocket, ass !

** Hand it over to me.”

* Hand it over to you,” said Tom Merry dazedly. * Hand
it over to you ? Are you right off your chump, you shrieking
ass t 7

Skimpole smiled a disdainful smile.

YTt 18 useless to attempt to conceal your guilt by this as-
sumption of ignorance,” he said. * Effrontery will not save
you, Tom Merry,” :

TS ke j

“ Bffrontery will not save you. Hand over the key of the
bookease-drawer immediately, and when the stolen plunder is
restored, I will see what can be done to save you from the con-
sequences of your crime.”

“Crime! It Me! Crime! Oh, he's dotty !”

Lowther tapped his forehead.

** Clean off,” he remarked.

* Nothing of the sort,” said Skimpole. * 8o far from being
dotty, it is my wonderful ability and extraordinary brain
power that has enabled me to so soon run down the perpetrator
of last night’s robbery.”

The chums of the Shell jumped.

*“The—the what "

“The perpetrator of last night’s robbery. I have succeeded
in tracking down the thief, and am on the verge of discovering
the loot. Tom Merry, I demand the key of that bookcase-
drawer.” =

* Absolutely raving ! "’

“ 1 am not raving. Where is that key, Tom Merry 2"

“ What do you expect to find in that drawer, Skimmy ? i
asked Tom Merry, s indignation subsiding as the ludierous
side of the matter struck him.

“The chalico and tho cash abstracted from the chapel, of
courge.” : e :

“ You think T am a thief 7 & R

:ﬁkiw shifted uncomfortably. SR R

U Well, T don’t like putting it that; - Yy You see, &
detective cannot afford to be a resx)oeter‘o! pe Ayt
taliow Wismyor /Al Slaes Tead him.> o » B

e IM'youu-wﬂl lead you into a lunatic asylund before

*Really, Merry-——" o . - ;

" Look here, you shricking idiot——"" :

Y Abuse of the investigator who has run you down will not
serve you. You arve unmasked,” said Skimpole, wagging a
bony forefinger at Tom Merry. - &

Lowther and Manners burst into a roar. . s

** Oh, this is too funny ! *’ murmured Tom Merry. *“ Hold me,
somebody. Upon the whole, I don’t think Skimpole“ought
to be killed. = Ho ought to be stuffed and put under a glass case
in a musoum.” ?

* Where is the key of that drawer ?”

‘“In my pocket—where it's going to stop.”

“1 am sorry, Merry, but I must insist upon the immediate
production of the key. A refusal to reveal the contents of that
drawer will be, to my mind, equivalent to a confession of
guilt.”

* Ha, -he, ha:t”. : ,

“Thig ribald laughter cannot turn me from my purpose.
You seo, it is impossible for me to have made a mistake. I have
followed up my clues too carefully.”

* What clues ?”’ .

“I do not mind revealing them to you now that the case is
finished. I have observed that Sherlock Holmes always relates
the workings of a case at the finish,” said Skimpole. It
may broaden your mind and improve your intelligence, my
dear Watson—I mean, Merry. You have been in want of
money latoly——""

“ Why specially lately ? ” grinned Tom Merry. ‘I generally
am in want of money. And 1 don’t think the case is a rare one
at school, either.”

“ You refused to discuss the matter with me."”

“ I didn’t want to be bored to a slow and painful death.”

“ T found your pencil-case on the scene of the erime.”

Tom Merry felt in his pockets.

“ By Jove, my pencil’s gone ! I must have dropped it there
when I made the notes about the footprints.”

“ Upon the whole the evidence is quite clear. The loot is
undoubtedly concealed in this study. I have searched every
hlace but this drawer. I have had the trouble of forcing several
ocks, but in the cause of investigating crime I do not regret
it

“ You will regret it before you leave this study,” said
Lowther.

“ I demand the key of this drawer.”

Tom Merry lifted the bookease up,
pocket, and quietly opened the drawer.

Skimpole
“ Tom Merry, where is the key of the book-

T

took the key from his
It contained pegtops,
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papers, sealing-wax, pens, and other odds-and-ends, but there
was no sign of cash or of the missing chalice,

* Look, ass ! " he said.

Skimpole looked through the drawer, and seemed disap-
pointed. He blinked round at the Terrible Three.

 Are you satisfied now ? " asked Tom Merry.

“ Yes, I am satisfled that the loot is not concealed in the
study. I should be glad if you would point out the real hiding-
place, Tom Merry."”

Tom Merry gave him a slap on the back,

“That’s it,”’ he said.

“ I—1I don’t understand ae

“That’s the hiding-place—at all events, it’s the place where
you're going to receive a hiding,” said Tom Merry, taking
Lowther’s walking cane out of a corner. ‘ Are you
ready ? "’ )

Skimpole blinked round in alarm.

* Really, Merry, 11 &

“You've got to have it for your own sake,” explained Tom
Merry. “I think about two hundred well laid on will meet
the case. What dé you chaps think ? 7

“ Make it three hundred,” said Monty Lowther.
be thorough while you're about it.”

“ Perhaps you're right. What do you think, Manners ?

3

‘ Better

“Four hundred,” said Manners. “We'll -take it in
turns.”
“Good ! Bend over the table, Skimpole.”

¢ T—I—1I shall certainly not bend oyer the table. I—I am
willing to admit that perhaps I was mistaken—I may have
judged too hastily.”

“Too late ! Collar him !” !

Skimpole dodged to the door, but Lowther and Manners
promptly collared him. Tom Merry brought the cane down
upon the table with a terrifying crack. °

“ Lay him over the table ! ” he exclaimed.

* Merry—I—Lowther—I—Manners—oh  I—I—[——"

“ Are you sorry for being such a. fearful chump ?’’ demanded
Tom Merry.

¢ I—I—oh—no—yes ! "

** Are you awfully sorry 2%

Y Xe-0008.8 4 Yooy’ ¥ :

“And you wen't never nosnore do nothing of the kind ¥
demandm{ Tom Merry. * You won’t never or ever, in or under
no or any circumstances, do nothing or anything of the kind or
any other kind ?” i

* Nemeneno ! ™

“ Well, that’s sweeping enough,’” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“ Under the circumstances we will let you off the‘licking, on
condition that you immediately restore the study to proper
order, and pay for all the damage you have done.”

* Really, Tom Merry--—" )

“ Buck up, we’ve no time to waste.”

The Terrible Three stood back against the door. There was
no escape for Skimpole, and he set to work. Replacing the
articles he had scattered was slower work than the scattering
had been, and more troublesome, and the Terrible Three
insisted upon having everything put into apple-pie order.
Except for a couple of broken locks and the smashed glass of
the bookcase, the study was more tidy when Skimpole finished
than it had been since the beginning of the term.

The amatcur Socialist was gasping and perspiring when he
ended his labours. He mopped his brow and rubbed his
spectacles,

** Now for the damage,” said Tom Merry sweetly. ‘‘I
suppose ten shillings will cover it ; and if there’s any charge
after repairs, you shall have it back.”

*“1 am sorry, Merry, but 1 have no money. As a sircere
{ seialist T cannot refuse help to any who asks it, and conse-
quently my pocket-money seldom lacts longer than the day I
reccive it. T am truly sorry——""

‘“ Which means that we've got to
said Monty Lowther,
after all,”

“ Really, Lowther

“Oh, kick him out!” said Tom Merry, laughing. It
jan’t the first time the bookcase glass has been broken, and I
dare say it won't be the last. Skimmy, you are let off with a
caution ; but the next time you come into this study you will
be slain without the option of a fine.”

“ Before I go, Merry, I should be glad if you would——""

“If I would what ?” .

“ Point out the real hiding-place of the plunder.”

“ You—you image ! Have you still got that idea in your
head 7 Oh, kick him out !’

The Terrible Three opened the door, and Skimpole was
jerked into the ])n.ﬂsu o. He was whirled round, and three feet
were planted behind him at the same moment. He went along
the passage like an arrow from a bow, and staggered right
into the arms of Mr. Lathom, who was just turning the
corner,

ay for the damage,”
“ My hat! that licking will be wanted,

”
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CHAPTER 7.
A Fresh Clue for Skimpole.

R. LATHOM staggered back with a startled gasp against
M the wall, and Skimpole fell at his feet, blindly embrac-
ing his knees. The little Form master adjusted his
glasses and stared down at him in blank amazement. The
passage was dusky, and the master of the Fourth was short-
sighted, and for the moment he could not make out what had

happened. :

“Dear me ! wh-what is” that 2 I—— Dear me! it is a
boy. Yes, it is certainly a boy L Boy, get up at once g

Skimpole staggered dazedly to his feet.

¢ Ah, it is you, Skimpole—you, who have played this rough
and foolish trick upon a Form master !

¢ J—T—sir—if you please, sir——"’

¢ Follow me ! " said Mr. Lathom, in a voice of thunder. ‘T
shall report this to your I'orm master, Skimpole, and I think
that Mr. Linton wil?’dm\l adequately with it.”

“ Oh, sir, I—if you please—you see——""

¢ Follow me !

T'he short-sighted master ¢f the Fourth had not perceived the
ohums of the Shell at the door of their study. Tom Merry ran
quickly forward.

¢ [xcuse me, sir—Skimpole was not to blame.”

The Fourth Form master turned his glasses upon Tom Merry,

“ Ah, it is you, Merry ! What did you say ? <

“ Skimpole is not to blame, sir. He couldn’t help biffing—I
mean, he couldn’t help running into you, gir.”

¢ Nongense, Merry ! Why could he not help it ? "’

“ It was quite an accident, sir.”

¢ How could it be an accident, Merry ? "

“ Well, sir, 88 a—as a matter of fuct, we kicked him along tho
passage, gir,” said Tom Merry demurely, ““and he couldn’t
stop.’

“ You—you kicked Skimpole along the passage with such
terrible veloaity !’ exclaimed Mr. Lathom. ‘‘ Really, Merry,
I hardly know what to make of this. Why did you—ah—act
in such a rough and—ah—brutal way ? '

* Skimmy had been—er-——""

“ Skimmying,” murmured Monty Lowther.

“he fact is, sir, Skimpole is tracking down the burglar of the
chapel,” said Tom Merry, ““ and—and it led to a misunder,
standing.” r

Mr. Lathom started.

“ Dear me ! Skimpole, is it possible that you know anything
about the burglary ?” said the Fourth Form master, *Tell
me at once if you do, Skimpole,”

“ Out of regard for Merry, sir, I am compelled to keep my
knowledge a secret.”

* Wh-what ?§’

“But I inten.{l to recd¥er the ktolen property, sir, and restore
it. That is all I can promise to do under the circumstances.”

“ Skimpole——"

Tom Merry’s face was crimson.

“If you please, sir,” he said hastily,  Skimmy is off his
chumpg, sir.”

“ Whewh-what ¢ .
“Tf'he ass thinks he has found a clue, and—--""
“You are betraying yourself, Merry,” said Skimpole warn-

ingly.

“ You utter ass!”

“That is not a proper expression to use, Merry,” said Mr.
Lathom. * This is a very strange matter, and I must know
more, Is it possible, Skimpole, that you suspect Merry of know-
ing something about the robbery of the chapel ? "

“ I do not wish to betray him, sir.”

“ You fathead ! " said Tom Merry. *‘ If there were anything
to l’)etm_v, youw've doné it already. Tell Mr. Lathom all about
it.”

M“ If you are really desirous of making a clean breast of it,
erry *
“ Ass ! Go on, I tell you”

“Tell me all, Skimpole.”

“ Very well, sir. T was desirous of shielding Merry, but since
he wishes a clean breast to be made of the matter, I will spoak
out. I have discovered clues which unfailingly point to Tom
Merry as the culprit.”

*“ What, ? "

“ His footprints are in the grass outside the chapel window.”

‘ Ts that correct, Merry ? "’

“ Very likely, sir. I have been there this morning, looking
for clues myself.”’ :

I picked up his pencil-case where he dropped it getting out
of the window.”

* Is that correct, Merry ? '

“ Very probably, sir. I have dropped my pencil-case some-
where, and the last time I remember using it was when I was
making notes under the chapel window.”’

“Then the excitement displayed by Tom Merry when he
found that I was searching his study proves——"

Tom Merry laughed, .
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“T think any fellow would get excited at having his study
turned inside out, and his bookease busted !’ he exclaimed.

“ T should think so, too,” said Mr. Lathom, ‘' Is it possible,
Skimpole, that upon the evidence of utter nonsense like this,
you have dared to accuse your schoolfellow of stealing ¢ "’

““ Not stealing, sir-——""

“ Not stealing ! You say that he robbed the chapel—"

: “, A detective cannot afford to be a respecter of persons,
sir.”’ .
Mr. Lathom’s severe face relaxed. <ol

“ This is too utterly absurd,” he said. “ You accuse Merry
of robbing the chapel, and at the same time shrink from apply-
ing the word stealing to the action. As a matter of fact, you
know perfectly well that Merry is incapable of such dishonesty,
but with wilful obstinacy and crass stupidity you refuse to see
the truth.”

‘* Really, sir—-—-"

““ If I hear anything more of this, Skimpole, I shall re ort your
folly to your Form master, and you will be severely caned.
Your absurdity might cause unpleasantness for Merry, but that
1 imagine your Form fellows know how to take it as it merits,
You ave the most stupid boy in tha School House.”

The genius of the Shell simply gasped. With his mighty
brain power and wonderful abilities in various directions, it was
rather a shock to hear himself characterised as the most stupid
boy in the School House. He could only stare at Mr. Lathom.

i Lot there be no more of this,” said the Fourth Form master.
« Under the circumstances, I am not surprised at Merry ejecting
you from his study with—er—with some violence, - Let there be
no more of this nonsense, Skimpole.” S

And the Fourth Form master wagged his head warningly at
Skimpole, and walked away. He left the amateur detective
looking extremely discomfited, and the Terrible Three grinning

joyously.

“ Wilful obstinacy,” remarked Manners. ‘ That’s about
right.”?: - /

“ Crass stupidity,”’ observed Lowther, * I'hat hits the mark,
too.”

“ Most stupid boy in the School House,” said Tom Merry.
“ Ho knows our Skimmy like a book, doesn’t he ? "’

““ Really, you fellows "

«youwd better take Lathom's advice, and chuck this rot,”
snid Monty Lowther warningly. * You will have a rough old
thine if yon keep on.”

“ From & sense of duty, Lowther, T shall keep on until I have
discovered the missing will—I mean the stolen cash—and
denounced the thief. Merry’s explanation of the suspicious
circumstances lets in nesw light on the subject, and Mr. Lathom’s
evident desire that [ should drop the case.points the finger
of mmricion in a new direction,”

“Eh? Havo you got another clue already ?

“1 have,”’ said Skimpole calmly. ‘‘Why is Mr. Lathom
annoyed at my having undertaken this caso ? Why does he
call me the most stupid boy in the School House, when the
oxact contrary is the case ! Why does he wish me to cease
my investigations ? "’

“ Because you are making a silly ass of yourseli.”

“ Nothing ‘of the sort, It is the natural effect of a guilty
conscience.”’

“ A-a-a-a-a what 7"

“ A guilty conscience. Upon the whole, it is cloar that the
robbery of the chapel was too difficult a job for a boy to have
undertaken. A man was ongaged upon the task, and Mr.
Lathom’s anxiety that I should drop the case is pretty clear
evidence that he i

Tom Merry shrieked. \

“ Oh, my hat ! He’s on Lathom’s track now.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Manners and Lowther.

“'his ribald laughter——"" ¢

“ Ha, ha, hat” '

Skimpole blinked indignantly at the chums of the Shell, and
went down the passage. The Terrible Three gasped as they
staggered into the study, and collapsed, laughing themselves
almost into hysterics.

“ Lathom ! He's on Lathom’s track ! sobbed Tom Merry.
¢« Oh, this is too good. I wonder what Lathom will say when he
finds that he is being shadowed ! Oh, my only Aunt Jemima ! "

And the chums of the Shell roared again. .

CHAPTER 8.
Figgins & Co., Detectives!

IGGINS, of the New Houso, rubbed his nose in a thoughtful
way. His nose was a little swollen, an effect of the
impromptu Rugby match in the Form room that

morning. But Figgins wds not thinking of that. His brow was
corrugated with the lines of deep and serious thought.

“If you're coming down to the footer this afternoon,” Kerr
vemarked, ‘ there’s no time to lose. What are you screwing
up your chivvy about 7" S ;

It would be no joke if it got fixed like that,” Fatty Wynn
remarked.
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“ Look here, you chaps, we can cut the footer for once. It's
jolly hot for footer, anyway, in September.”?

‘“T'he League matehes have begun——"

* Blow the League matches. The fact is, we've got something
else to do.” :

** If you're thinking of a feed, Figgy, I think it’s a good idea,”
said Fatty Wynn. "I get jolly hungry in this September
weather.”

*“ Is there any kind of weather you don’t get hungry in 2"
asked Kerr sarcastically.

* Well, I had a very small dinner to-day—only a couple of
rabbit-pies beside the ordinary school grub, and a few tarts,”
said Fatty Wynn. “T've got a healthy appetite, you know.
I’m not a skinny Seotehman,”

*“ No, you’re a fat Welsh rabbit,” rotorted Kerr, who came
from the land of the mountain and the flood. * I'd like to have
you up on the mountains for a vac., and I'd jolly soon bring down
some of your fat.”

" T'm getting thin already,” said Fatty Wynn pathetically.
‘“ That voyage on the steamer thinned me down. I haven't
been able to get enough to eat since we came back. And
I always get so hungry in September. If Figgins is thinking
of a pienic——""

*“ I'm not,” said Figgins.

* Oh, well, a feed at the school shop would be all right.
Dame Taggles has some new eream puffs, made this morning, and
they look ripping. I noticed some steak pies when I was in
there, too ; and you know what lovely steak pies she malkes.
Come on !

‘“Eh 1" said Figgins absently.

“Come on !

* Where ? ¥

* To the tuckshop !’

“Rats ! I'm not going to Dame Taggles’s.’

“ Oh, if you prefer the village shop, I don’t mind, though
it's a bit of a walk,” said Fatty Wynn. * Let’s get going,
anyway."

* I'm not going to the village shop ! 7

*Then where are you going ?” exclaimed Fatty Wynn
crossly. I suppose you're not going to stand here all day,
gcowling like a demon in a pantomime ?

*“Who's scowling ?

**You are,”

“I'm thinking—-—""

“ You ought to lock yourself up somewhere when you thinlk,
if it makes you look like that,” said tho Welsh partuner in the Co.
* Isay, I'm hungry.”

Figging laughod.

* Look here, you kids ; we've got work to do this afternoon,”
he said. “* Tom Merry is taking up that robbery business, and
is looking for the giddy burglar. Blake and his gang are trying
to track him down with a bulldog. Skimpole and D’Arcy are
both on the track, and I saw Gore and Mellish nosing round the
chapel window when I was there investigating.”

" Enough detectives for one case, anyway,” grinned Kerr.

“Yes ; but they all belong to the S8chool House. If the New
Houso is to keep its end up in the matter, we shall have to chip
in in earnest.”

“ Well, it’s not a bad idea.”

“I've been on the ground, and examined the footprints.
Old Benson won’t let us into the chapel. Now, I don’t suppose
Blake and Co. will do much with their bulldog, and Skimpole
will only discover mare’s nests. But Tom Merry might rope
in the enterprising burglar, and reap a lot of kudos over it.
My idea is that we should take up the case in earnest, and track
down the thief.”

“ You can’t track down a thief without a clue.”

A detective has to find his clues. You remember when
Ferrers Locks was here once, we had a detective competition,
and I tracked down Fatty, who had boned a pie 2 ?

* A pudding,” said Fatty Wynn.

* Well, never mind whether it was a pie or a pudding. I
tracked you down. That shows that I've got some gift as a
detective. It would mean a lot of credit for the New House if
we discovered the burglars. They are awfully mean rottors
to rob the collection in a church, and they ought to be made an
example of

“ Right-ho ! But what about a clue ?

** You are such a practical beast, Kerr, old chap.”

“ Well, I don’t see how we can start hunting down a gang of
burglars without a clue.”

“ We've got their footprints. But I've been reasoning the
matter out,” said Figging, with a sage look—** reasoning it out
on the true Sherlock-Holmes-Sexton-Blake-Nelson-Lee-Stanley-
Dare system, you know.  The problem is, given a giddy burglary,
to find the giddy burglars. Now, in the first place, it wasn't
a professional gang of cracksmen who cracked that erib,”

* Who—who whatted that what ?

* Cracked that erib,” said Figgins, rather tottily ; ** that’s
the true professional expression. They weren’t a gang from
London, for instance, for a professional gang would have broken
into the school as well and robbed the desks. There’s always
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alot of money here, if it were totted up together, and then,
there’s the school plate. A gang of professionals would have
scooped in all the swag.”

** The what ?

““ The swag ! ” said Figgins, who was deeply read in detective
lore. * That’s the plunder—the loot, you know. They call it
swag. Now, my idea is that some rotters who helong to the
neighbourhood watched their opportunity, and got over the school
wall and entered the chapel mu{)collared the swag.”

* Well, it does look like it.”” -

‘ Therefore,” said Figging, rather proud of his deductions,
“ therefore, we shan’t have to look far for the rotters. There
are a good many rough characters round Rylecombe, and it might
have been any of them.”

* That’s rather a big order, though.”

‘““ Still, that simplifies matters. Now, a chalice was taken,
as well as the cash. They wouldn’t be in a hurry to dispose of
that chalice——"

* Why not ?

* Because it might be traced to them. They would be much
more likely to hide it and wait for a safo opportunity of either
selling it, or melting it down.”

* Well that’s likely enough,” admitted Kerr.

“ Well, if they’ve hidden it—buried it somewhere, perhaps—
we've got to find it, and then we’ve got them.”

“Rats! I suppose they won’t have buried themselves along
with the chalice.”

“Ass! Don’t you see, if we found the spot where the loot—
T mean the swag was buried, a watch could be kept there——"

“ What on earth do you want to keep a watch there for ?
demanded Fatty Wynn, in amazement. “ Suppose they came
to take away the chalice, they might take away the watch,
too.”

Figging bestowed a withering look upon his chum.

“ You utter duffer ; I mean a watch could be kept on the
spot—I mean it would be watched-—watehed by the police

* Oh, I'seo! I don’t see why you couldn’t say that at first.”

* Oh, you'ro an ass ! A watch could be kept on the spot,
and then, when the rotters came to remove the chalice—I mean
the swag—they could be arrested.’”

“* That’s a ripping idea!” said IXerr, rubbing his hands.
¢ We've only got to run down the rotters as far as the hiding-
piace of the swoot—I mean the lag——""

‘ The swag, you mean.”’

“1 mean the loot. If we ean find the loot, we can trust the
rest into the hands of the common or garden police.”

Figgins gave a quick look at his chum, but Kerr’s face was
perfectly serious. Figgins had had a suspicion for a moment
that the Scottish partner in the Co. was rotting, but he dismissed

1t.

r “That’s it ! he agreed. ** Let’s get out into the road, and
have a look round. My idea is that the thieves would cut
into the wood for safety, and very likely hide the chalice there ;
perhaps in a hollow tree. Let’s walk down to the wood.”

Thesagacious Kerr could not help having a feeling that Figgins’
scheme was a good deal like hunting for a needle in a stack of
hay ¥ but he was too loyal to say so. Besides, a walk in the wood
on a warm afternoon was pleasant enough, and time had to be
killed somehow. Figgins & Co. strolled down the road.
There was a slightly worried look on Fatty Wynn’s face. He
did not mind the walk, but he would have preferred it to be in
the direction of the tuckshop.

“T say, Figgy, old man,” he remarked, as they drew near
the stile which gave access to the footpath in the wood, *‘ I've
thought of something. We might pick up a clue in Ryleombe.”

* How ? " said Figgins suspiciously.

“ Why, it stands to reason that the burglars must have been
hungry after being out for a great part of the night. It’s quite
possible they dropped in somewhere to have some grub. Sup-
pose they knocked up Mother Murphy for something to eat——""

“Oh, rats!” said Figgins, as he stepped over the stile,
* Come on !

“ But Isay, Figgins, it’s no good neglecting a chance, you know.
It’s worth while paying a flying visit to the tuckshop—I mean
to Mother Murphy-—just to ascertain——""

* Oh, come on; you young grampus.”’

‘“ We could have a mouthful while we were there, and-—— -"?

“ You can go and investigate in the tuckshop, if you like,”
said Figgins. * I'm going into the wood.”

‘“ Well, Figgy, since you ask me, I don’t mind if T do,” said
Fatty Wynn. ‘I don’t want to leave you, but as you point,
out that it would be better, I'll do anything I can to back you
up. Ta-ta!”

And Fatty Wynn scuttled down the road to the village.

“That’s all right,” grinned Figgins. ‘' He'd make me
hungry if he kept on with us. Let’s have a look round the
wood, Kerr.”

* Right you are,” said Kerr.

The juniors plunged into the wood. They had not gone a
dozen yards from the path when there was a rustle in the thickets,
and a fur cap and a battered bowler hat came into view amid
the twigs. The next moment two faces were visible——two

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co,
By Martin Clifford,




o

%

Every Thmdav.

rough, stubby, liquor-reddened faces—and there was a yelp

fr(!x‘n a dog in the bushes. B

o Hold on, young gents,” said a rough and threatening voice.
Hold on, by yer leave.” :
Figgins and Kerr started back in alarm. There was cause for

alarm, for the two roughs closed up quickly on either side of

them, and a couple of thick cudgels came very prominently

int‘? view. A shaggy dog was yelpingat their heels.

Don’t be afeared, young gents,” said the larger of the two
roughs, he in the bowler hat. * We ain’t going to 'urt yer—
if yer ‘ands over yer tin peaceable. Eh, Snipey ? "

_Th.s,t’s ow it stands, Dodger,” said Snipey.

Figging and Kerr clenched their fists. Two cudgels rose
threateningly into the air. ( ;

None o’ that ! ”* said Mr. Dodger savagely, ““ unless yer want
to be brained. ’And over yer tin and watches, and be quick
about it.”

“ That’s "ow it stands,” said Snipey.
And Figgins realised that there was no help for it

CHAPTER 9.
Towser to the Rescue!

OW-WOW-WOW ! A
“ Can’t you keep that brute cuiet, Herrios t

“ What's the matter with his barking,” said Herries.
1 don’t see why Towser shouldn’t bark if he wants to. It's
not a row like some dogs” barking !

“ Blessed if 1 can see any difference,” saia Blake. * Its
a fearful row, anyway.” ’ A

I don’t,see it——""

I don’t expect you to see it, but you ought to be able to hear
it. Suppose you give him a kick in the ribs ? :

“ I'd rather you did,” grinned Herries.

Blake looked at Towser, and decided not to. The bulldog
continued to drag at the chain and growl. Herries had taken
a turn of the chain round his wrist, determined that his favourite
should not slip away again. He had had a chase of half an hour
after Towser, following on the battle with the terrier, and
had missed his dinner in consequence, and received twenty lines
from Mr. Lathom. He had come in breathless and dusty
with the unwilling Towser, to find Blake and Digby waiting
for him impatiently. Blake had thoughtfully brought out
bundle of sandwiches for Herries, and the hungry hunter was
eating them in the shadow of the old wall.

‘“ Bow—wow-—gr—1-—r—T | "’

“ Nice voice, isn’t. it ? " said Digby.
nsaw on it. How far did the brute lead you, Herries, old man.’

“ Up over the hill, and round the ¢ld castle.”

“ My hat ! T'd have boiled him in 6il ! ™

“He's a jolly good dog,” said Herries. “ It isn’t every dog
that’s cunning enough to dodge you as long as that ! ™

“ Ha, ha! Whatever Towser does is right, I can see that.
Good old Towser ! ”

Gr—r—r—r ! said Towser.

“Buck up with those sandwiches, Herries,” said Blake.
“ Wo ought to be off. Figgins & Co. have gone out, and

though they haven’t said anything, T know jolly well that they’re
looking for our burglars. A lot of the fellows are on the track,
too. Irench and Jimson of the New House went out soon
after Figgins, and they both looked so jolly mysterious that I
guessed at once they were off to follow up a clue somewhere.”

“ Young Curly of the Third was trying to get into the chapel
just now,” said Digby. * Old Benson was cuffing him.”

“Serve him jolly well right 1" said Blake indignant’y.
¢ Fancy a kid in the Third Form baving the cheek to think
of taking up a case like this. Hallo, here are those Slell
bounders ! &{ave you given it up as a bad job, Tom Merry ? "

The Terrible Three laughed in chorus.

“ Not half ! ”” said Tom Merry. I was just thinking that
ou fellows are wasting your time over it. It’s all very well
or a fellow in the Shell to take up a matter of this kind, but

for you Fourth Form kids—well——"

“'To put it mildly,” said Monty Lowther, *“it’s check.”

“ Nerve ! 7 said Manners.

You—you rotten Shellfish,” said Blake. “It was our
idea from the start, and they’re our burglars you're looking

Tt

“ You could sharpen
)

“They'll be ours when we capture them,” laughed Tom
Merry, _*‘ Come on, you chaps !

The Terrible Three walked on, grinning. Jack Blake turned
to Herries, who was steadily masticating sandwiches.

“ Are you ever going to be ready, Herries ? There’s those
rotters gone off to track down our burglars.”

“ Sha'n’t be a few minutes,” said Herries.

« Hore's CGussy,” said Digby. * He's decided to join us
after all. Hallo, Gus !’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was coming down towards the
gates.  The swell of St. Jim's looked elegant. His trousers
were nicely creased, his waistcoat startling in pattern, his
silk hat gleamed in the September sunshine. He had evidently
changed his clothes since the morning. There was no “sign
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of the Rugby match about him excepting a bruise on his cheek,
which was carefully powdered over. .

He stopped, and put up his eyeglass to survey his three
chums. ;

“Did you addwess me, Dig ? "’ he asked.

“Yes, I did,” said Digby. * Have you decided to come
withus ?”

““1 should be vewy pleased to do so, deah boys, if Howwies
will chain‘up that wotten bulldog first.”

Gr-r-r-r-r ! remarked Towser. ‘

Arthur Augustus edged away from the bulldog. He feared,
not for himself, but for his trousers. Herries gave a sniff.

“ Catch me chaining him up ! he said. *‘ He's going to
track down the burglars ! "’ :

“Wats ! ~I wegard that howwid dog as an unmitigated
nuisance ! "’

“We can’t part with our blughound,” said Jack Blake,
shaking his head. ‘ We're working this case on the Sexton
Blake system, and Towser is our blughound.”

‘T know he is a wotten beast, and has torn my. twousahs
more than once. Undah the cires, T shall not be able to join

ou, deah boys ! I will, howevah, call upon you if poss. to
help me in makin® the awwest when I ?mve twacked down
the burglah.” ;

* Hay:ha, D@t " X
. “There is nothin’ to cackle at. I have vewy little doubt
of my ability to twack down the wotten avascal. ” You will
gee. I wepeat that if you chain up that wotten bulldog, I
am willin’ to take you along and show you how the case ought
to be worked.”

““ Not good enough, CGussy !

“ Vewy well ; you will be sowwy pwesently.”

And the swell of St. Jim’s walked out of the gates, and strolled
away in the direction of Rylcombe. Skimpole camo bolting
across the quad, and stopped and looked breathlessly at the
chums of the Fourth.

* Have you seen D'Arcy ? » he gasped.

“Yes. He'’s gone out.”

“Dear me! How unfortunate! T wanted his assistance
very badly. But one of you fellows would do equally well,
if you wish to have a hand’in capturing the burglar.”

“ Ha, ha ! You're on the track, I suppose ? "

"sYes, I have a very clear ease, and shall shortly possess
convineing proofs.  Will you throw up somé stones at Mr,
Lathom’s study window, Blake, and make some disturbance
80 that he will come down to the quad ? "

Jack Blake stared. ¥

“Oh, with all my heart—1I don’t think ! " he replied.

« T wish to get him out of his study. My first clues pointed
to the guilt of Tom Merry——""

“The—the—the what—of whom ?"

“The guilt 0§‘§Tom Merry. The case was very black against
him, but upon further investigation I decided that Tom Merry
was innocent-—-—-"" A

“ You shrieking idiot ! °

“T have now ascertained practically for certain who was
the burglar. T suspected all along that it was an occupant ol
§t. Jim's. You will be surprised to learn that your Form
master-——""

“ Qur Form master ! ” ;

“ Yes, the case is very clear against Mr. Lathom,” said
Skimpole seriously. * Of course, 1 do‘mot wish to be hard
on him. When the stolen property is restored, I shall give
him an oPportunity of making his escape before calling in
the police.” . .

The chums of Study No. 6 looked dazed.

¢ Lathom—escape—-"murmured Jack Blake.

¢ Yes. I suppose this is rather a shock to you—you would
never have thought of it yourselves,” said Skimpole, with a
patronising smile. “ You see, I have taken up detective
work seriously, and a true detective cannot afford to be a
respecter of persons. The })rouis against Mr. Lathom are
pretty black, but, of course, shall possess no actual evidence
until T have searched his study and discovered the stolen goods.
That is why I want him enticed out into the quadrangle.  Will
one of you fellows help me, and share in the glovy of running
down the burglar.”

“ Herries, old man, let go that chain, will you ?”

“ What for 7" asked Herries.

“Qo that Towser can have the glory of running down a
howling idiot.”

** Certainly,” grinned Herriog. $

“ Oh, really !” exclaimed Skimpole. ** I—Blake—Herries,
pray hold that chain fast—I—I—you see—oh, dear !’

The amateur Socialist ran for his life. Herries did not let
the chain go, but Towser growled and yapped futiously, and
Skimpole was fully convinced that thore was a ferocious animal
upon his track. He ran as he had seldom run before, and
disappeared round the gym. in a twinkling. Blake roared
with laughter.

“ Skimmy gets richer every day, I think,” he gasped. ¢ Faney
suspecting Tom Merry and poor old Lathom ! He'll find
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some fearfully black evidence against the Head himself next.'

‘ Ha, ha, ha !

*1If you’re ready, Herries, we’ll start.”” e

“ Right-ho ! ” said Herries. * I'm ready ! 3

“ Get Towser out into the road, and give him his head
1f there are no other dogs witbiy enifiing distance he may pick
up the trail,”

“That was an accideny, ais following the terrier—-—?"

I expect it will be an aocident if he foficws the burglars:
But, come on; no good wasting time, if you're really ready
at last |

The chums of the Fourth went out of the gateway. There
were several fellows belonging to St. Jim’s to be seen in the
road and the meadows. Cmgy Gibson and a party of Third
Form *‘ infants ” were exploring the old barn in the hope of
gckmg up a trail.  French and Jimson of the Shell, New

ouse follows, were searching in the ditch, and Blake stopped
to inquire if they had lost anything.

‘' No,” said French, turning a face red with exertion for
a moment towards the School House chums.

“ Then what are you routing in that dry ditch for 2 de-
wanded the amazed Blake. y

* Never mind,"” said French, ‘‘ we may be looking for a clue,
or Yge may not. Don’t ask any questions, and we’ll tell you
1.0 lies.’

= He, ha, ha t * 3 :

" Oh, don’t waste time talking to those Fourth Form kide ! ™
said Jimson. . ““ We'll make you School” House wasters sing
small over this, Blake.”

The Fourth Form detectives walked on, Towser leading
the way. There was a sound- of a rustle on the other side
of the hedge, and Towser growled.

* Hallo,” said Blake, stopping, ‘‘ there’s somebody hiding
there—perhaps——"" :

“Our burglars, perhaps,” said Digby excitedly, ' You
never know. They——"

““ Fetch ’em out, Towser !’

“ Hould on ! roared a voice from the edge. * Kape that

baste of the world away, you blithering gossoons, Faith, -
-

and I'll brain him else ! *

Blake uttered an exclamation of disgust.

“It’s that ass Reilly 1

It was Reilly -of the Fourth.
bulldog as the red face of the Irish junior was seen looking
from the thick hedge.

 What on earth are you doing there ? ”* demanded Digby.

“ Faith, and it’s looking for a clue I am.”

‘I suppose there’s a lot of ’em lying about behind that
hedge,” said Blake, with heavy sarcasm. * Picking ’em up
in dozens, T suppose ?

“ Bure, you know, I thought that the bastes would very
likely walk along on the inside of the hedge, when they came
up to the school, to escape notice,” explained Reilly., * I'm
looking for footprints on the inner side.”

*“ Found any ?” . ‘ .

* Faith, and I have, but I'm not sure whether it’s a man’s
footprint or a baste’s, It’s a footprint right enough.”

0. cHe, ha; ha "

* Sure and I——"’

But the Fourth Form detectives did not wait for Reilly to
finish. Towser was tugging at his chain, and they proceeded.
An athletic figure came into sight on the road, and Towser
barked. But it was only Mr. Railton, the housemaster of
the School House, returning from a stroll. The {'uniors raised

hem curiously
as he nodde;

“ Taking the dog for a little run ? *’ he said good-humouredly.

“Yes, sir,” said Blake. ‘I suppose you haven’t seen any
sus?icious characters knocking about, have you, sir ?

*“Suspicious characters ! I don’t quite understand, Blake."”

‘“ We're looking for the burglars, sir,” explained Blake,

“*The Head said that every boy at St. Jim’s should do anything
”

he could to help——

I think Dr. Holmes meant in the way of giving informa-
tion,” said the School House master, with a smile.

** Well, sir, we're looking for information, Towser is a terror
at following a track, isn’t he, Herries ? >

* Yes, rather,” said Herries, much gratified at this tribute
to his favourite’s abilities, ‘ He'll follow a track all day,
sir, if another dog doesn’t come in sight.”

Mr. Railton laughed.

“ We've picked up the scent under the chapel window,
sir,” said Blake. *‘ Towser is following it now. His only fault
is that he wants to fly at everything he meets, and won’t stick
to the matter in hand, Of course, one can’t expect a dog
to understand.” .

*“Of course not,” agreed Mr. Railton. ‘I sincerély hope
that you will have a pleasant run, and succeed in tracking
down the burglars.”

And he walked on., Blake glanced after him rather sus-
piciously.

** Looks to me as if he’s laughing at us,” he said. *“ I don’¢

Herries dragged back 4l -.

see why he should, though. Sexton Blake tracks down eriminalx
with blughounds, and why shouldn’t we ? Anyway, come
on! "They won’t laugh when we bring in the burglar in hand-
cuffs. s

‘“Have you brought any handeuffs with you?” asked
Herries.

‘“ No, I haven’t any.”

“Then how are we to take the burglar back in handeuffs ?

‘“ Oh, don’t be such a literal beast. I was gpeaking figurae
tively. If we take him back tied up with a whipcord, with
Towser hanging on to his trucks, I suppose that’s as good as
having him in handcuffs.”

“Yes, but———"" .

‘“ Oh, don’t start butting. Let’s get on.”

“Towser’s sniffing something again,” said Dig excitedly.
* Look at him ! ”

The juniors were near the stile now. Towser was certainly
excited about something. He had ceased to bark, and that
fact made Herries excited, too. Towser dragged on the chain.

“ That means that he knows the enemy is close at hand,”
whispered Herries. ‘ He’s stopped making a row so as not
to put him on his guard.”

‘ Has he ?”’ said Blake, rather dubiously.

“Yes, he has. You don’t know what a clever dog he is.
There’s jolly few things that Towser isn’t up to.”

o Wed, 1 don’t see how it can be another dog this time,”
said Blake. ‘' Not likely to be a dog here in the wood.
might be a rabbit, though.”

" Towser doesn’t go for rabbits.”

“Hm! Well, there’s certainly something the matter with
him, so we may as well see what it leads to. Get him through
the stile.” '

The juniors climbed over the stile, and Towser erawled through
it. Herries was careful not to let the chain go. 'T'he dog was
very excited. He plunged at once into the wood, and dragged
his master on, 'T'he chain caughtin a bush, and Herries fell over,
but Towser was still straining, and the junior slipped the c¢hain
from his wrist as he rose. The bulldog, with a ferocious growl,
bounded away. The next moment there was a wild yelp, a
furious exclamation of voices, and then a yell in a voice the
chums of the Fourth knew well |

* Rescue, St. Jim’s ! "’

- " Piggins 1’ gasped Blake, * Come on.”
And Blake, Herries, and Digby dashed on at top speeds

— —

' CHAPTER 10,
The Good Samaritan.

n ESCUE, 8t. Jim's 1"
R Figging yelled out the words as Towser came bounding
through the thickets. Well he knew that bulldog, his
savage face and his unmusical voice. And he knew that where-
over Towser was, Herries and his chums were not likely to be far
away.

** Brain ’im,” muttered Snipey, turning pale as the bulldog
bounded into view. * Brain 'im with yer stick, Dodger.” X

Mr. Dodger hesitated.

The two New House juniors, feeling that they were helpless
in the hands of the footpads, had been about to unwillingly hand
over their watches, when the interruption ecame. But no such
thouglit was in their minds now. Towser came on with a rush,
end Mr. Snipey dodged quickly behind Mr. Dodger. Dodger
showed a strong inclination to whizn round behind Snipey. 1t
was fortunate, perhaps, for-both of them that Towser had no
eyes for them.
the bulldog to the spot. It was the mongrel cur at the heels
of Dodger. Straight for that unhappy cur went Towser, and
in a flash he had him pinned.

Gr-rerer-rer !

Yelp-yelp-yelp.

& Rlesguel,) S};. gim’s 1" bawled Figgins.

With a rush Blake, Digby, and Herries came upon the scene.
The bulldog and the mongrel were rolling over and over in the
grass, and fighting furiously, amid a terrific din of growling and
yelping.

* This way,

‘“ Here we are,” gasped Blake.

“ Footpads !

‘* Right you are. - Go for them ! ”

With the number of the juniors increased to five, the two
ruffians, armed as they were, would probably have hesitated
to tackle them. 'i'he presence of Towser settled any doubts
they might have had. Herries was already calling his bulldog,
and the sight of his fangs was quite enough for Messrs. Snipev
and Dodger, without closer acquaintance,

“T'm off,” gasped Snipey.

My ’at ! panted Mr. Dodger.

And heartlessly leaving the unhany mongrel to its fate,
the two footpads dashed away into the wood, and disappeared
in a moment.,

‘* After them !” roared Herries,

** eried Figgins ; ““line up.”

‘“ What’s the row 1 *

It was not the two tramps who had attracted -

BT
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“They hadn’t time to rob

”

‘It's all right,” gasped Figgins.
us when you came up. They haven’'t taken anything.

*“ After them ! They're the burglars.”

“Eh1”

‘“They’re the burglars ! **

‘‘ Rats ! How do you know ? "

“ Towser's tracked them down.”

“ More rats,” said Figgins, sceptically, ‘‘ Towser’s come n
very handy, I admit, but he was after that mongrel, not after
his master,”

‘“ Nothing of the sort.
and——""

*“ Oh, draw it mild, Herries,” said Blake, laughing. ‘' 1t's
pretty plain that Towser was on the scent of this giddy mongrel
all the time.”

“ I don't think so0,” said Herries, obstinately.

“ Well, I do. Those two tramps may have been the burglars,
for a'l I know. But Towser was tracking down that mongrel,
not the tramps.”

“ T don’t agree with yon.”

“ T say, call Towser off,” said Dighy. ‘' He'll tear that poor
little rotter into ribbons. Call him off, Herries, old man., He
won’t take any notice of me."”

“ Of course he won’t,” said Hervies. “ He won't obey any-
body but me. Towser! Towser! He obeys me instantly,
Towser ! Towser! Towser !’

“ Grereriy-rer '

“Mowser ! Towser |

¢ Grerer-rerer 1

He was tracking down the burglars,

’

’

Good dog! Towser !

' ““Look here ! Keep that fiendish dog off !’ exclaimed Tom Merry. l

Towsy-Towsy !

“Towser ! Doggie ! 3
“1s that how he obeys yow

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.
instantly, Herries ? ”’

“Well, he’s excited,” said Herries. ‘' He's full of pluck.
There’s precious few dogs as full of pluck as Towser. He’s not
one of those quiet, rotten brutes that will leave off in the middle
of a fight just at a word.”

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha !”’

Herries seized the chain and dragged at it. Towser relin-
quished his vietim at last. It was time, for the wretched little
mongrel was exhausted, and was torn in several places. - Figgins,
whose heart was as tender as a girl’s, bent over him.

“ Poor little beggar,” he said. ‘‘ He's had a rough time.
Look how skinny he is. He hasn’t had much to eat for a long
time, T imagine.”

‘“ He’s pretty well cut up too, isn’t he ? ' said Herries, ! My
dog Towser is a terror for maulin’ ’em.”

“ Blow your dog Towser ! What’s to be done with this little
rotter ?

“T don’t see that anything can be done,” said Blake. ** He
ought to be put out of his misery. It's a shame that people
should be allowed to keep dogs when they don’t feed
’em properly., He looks as if he’s had more kicks than
biscuits.”

‘“ Poor little beggar,” said Figging again,

‘“ But what about those burglars,” said Herries, impatiently.

”

“Towser has tracked them down, and now-——-—
*“ Oh, rats!
mongrel,”

He was tracking down this wretched little
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D.“ISoo if he will follow the trail any further, anyway,’ said
ighy.

& Of course he will,’ said Ferries, ¢ Come on, Towser!
Fotoh ’em, Towser.,” .

Towser made a spring at the mongrel, but his master dragged
him back.

““This way, Towser! Fetch ’em, Towser.” '

Towser showed a strong disinclination to leave the spot.
Blake and Digby grinned : they had not the slightest doubt that
Towser had simply scented a strange dog from the road, and
had led them into the wood for the sole and simple purpose of
having a fight with that strange dog. But it was no use telling
Herries so,

* Come on,” said Herries, dragging at the chain, so that the
bulldog had no choice ahout procéeding. * Come on. He's on
the scent again !

“ Why, you're pulling him,” said Digby.

“ Well, I'm he‘p'm‘g him a bit over the rough parts,” said
Herries, colouring.
minute,” \

** He doesn’t look much like it now. You'll choke him if you
help him over the rough parts as hard as that.” :

* Look here, are you coming ? ** exclaimod Horries, crossly.

* Oh, yes, certainly. Coming along, Figgy ?

“T'd like to,” sai Fig&im. “T'm going to look after this
little beggar, though, Can’t leave him ﬁ:re, hurt as he is.”

* Good chap t  So-long.” ¥

The chums of Study No. 6 disappeared into the wood with
tho bulldog. Kerr loo{ad»‘l't his le curionsly. Figgins was
picking up the wretched specimen of the canine tribe.

“ What are you going to do with that little rotter, Figgy 2’
‘asked Kerr, ¥ oy

* Take him to the vet.'s in Ryleombe,”

“ You'ro—you're going to walk through Rylcombe High
Street with that mangy little mongrel in your arms ?

IMiggins eoloured.

* Well, why not ? The poor little beggar can't walk,
had a bite in the leg, and another in the neck.”

“ Oh, all right : T don’t mind. People will stare.”

“ Let ’em stare.”’

¢ Oh, certainly.. Let's get off,” ;

T'he New House chums left the spot where they had so nearly
been robbed, Figgins carrying the dog in his amns. Th# litde
animal seemed to understand, for it was licking its bonefactor's
hand, and its eyes were turned up towards Figay's face with a
curious expression that went right to the junior’s heart.

" But I say ! remarked Korr. * He belongs to the roiters
who tried to rob ug——

“ They’re not likely to come forward to elaim him.”

* Neno, but he belongs to them.”

* What right have they to keep a dog at all 2"
Figgins, indignantly. * Look how he’s been starved,
see where he's been licked, too.”

“ All the same-——""

“ Well, you're right.
them ; but they S‘il
Figging, obstinately.

* What are you going to do with him 2

*“ Why shouldn’t I keop hin#? ™

* Rather a rotten mongrel for a pet !

“ Well, I don’t suppose anybody would take him for a
thoroughbred,” said Figgins, with' a glance at his. shaggy,
dirty protegé. ‘‘ Not even on a dark might., But he'll fatton
up. And the little beggar is fond of me already !

' He'll make your waisteoat in a fearful state.”

 Blow the waistcoat,” * 3

Figging had evidently made up his mind. Kerr said no more,
but he gave his leader a slap on the shoulder that expressed his
feelings, and nearly knocked Figgins over. They went on
towards the village, and Kerr’s prediction that Figgins would
be stared at was amply fulfilled. Half the village scomed to
turn out to look at the long-legged junior carrying a shaggy
mongrel in his arms.  Figgins's face was erimson, but he marched
Atraight on, like the Pilgrim in his immortal Progress, without
looking to the right or to the loft. atty Wynn was standing in
{)hol doorway of the tuckshop, and ho stared as much as any-

ody.

* Hallo, Figgy, where did you find that 2 " he asked.

“ Oh, go and eat cokernuts,” said Figgins, And he strode on,
leaving  Fatty staring, A little further on an elegant figure
came into view,

* Bai Jove, Iigging, where did you pick up that bwute ? ™

“ Rats,” said Figgins, *

“ Weally, Figgins,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, “TI did
not mean to pwovokée you by that question, and there is no
need to be wude about it. The poor little beggah seems to have
been hurt.” ’

“ Towser's been at him,” explained Figgins, more amiably
a8 he saw that the swell of 8t. Jim’s was not poking fun at him.
“ He's hurt.  I'm taking him to the vet’s.”

* Bai Jove, that’s weally wippin’ of you, Figay. It isn't
every fellow who would spoil his waistcoat for the sake of a

‘Come on, he'll be tearing ahead in a

He's

exclaimed
You can

IE I can find the beasts I'll buy him of
an't have him back, at any price,” said
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stway dog,” said D’Arcy, admiringly. * Have you plenty of tin,
old boy ¥ The vetewinawy surgeon will want to be paid.”

“ Yes, I've enough, thanks, Gussy.” ;

“ Vewy good. I wegard you as a decent chap. Of course,
that waistcoat of yours is a feahful eut, and awfully wumpled,
but still, you’ve spoiled it in the cause of kindness to animals,
and T weallv considah i :

Figgins did nbt wait to hear what D’Arcy really considered.
He strode on, with most of the tag-rag of the village at his he.elﬁ
by this time. A youth with a round, cheerful face was coming
down the street, and he stopped to look at Figgins. It was
Frank Monk, the leader of the juniors of Ryleombe Girammar
School in their frays with the boys of St. Jim’s.

“ Hullo ! ” exclaimed Monk. ** Nice pretty little pet you've
got, Figgins."

** Oh, take your face away,” responded Figgins. ;

““ He's been hurt,” said Monk. ‘° What are you doing with
him ¢ "

“ Taking him to the vet’s.’

By Jove, a good Samaritan ! 1 was going to lick you twe
fellows,” said Monk. * Now I won’t.” : R

* You needn’t won't,” said Figgins fprom?tlf'. “T can give
him to Kerr to hold while you lick me, if you feel inclined to take
on the job.”

*If it’s all the same to you, Figgy,” said Kerr, “ I'll tackle
Monk while you go on holding the mongrel.”

Frank Monk laughed. "

** It's all right, kids. I'm not on the warpath this afternoon,
and I wouldn’t chil) you now for worlds, Figgins, you'ro.a
long-legged cherub.’

And Frank Monk strolled away.

Figgins strode on. The erowd round him was thickening now,
and some of the commonts passed upon him and his pet were
unpleasant.

“’Orrid-looking beast, ain't it,” said one villager.

* Still, he oughtn't to treat it like that;”’ said an old woman
* The poor dumb brute can’t 'elp being what he
is, and he’s no right to use it like that. See the cuts on his pore
body, and see how’s he’s been starved. Shame !”

* Shame ! " chirruped the village boys in ¢horus.

*“ Shame ! Shame !

“ Why don’t yer feed yer dorg ? "

“ The Society for the Prevention oughter 'ear of this !

** Shame ! »

* Who starves 'is dog 2"’

“ Shame t

Figgins marched on with a beautifully crimson face. It was
useless to attempt to explain to the indignant erowd. They
followed him to the garden gate'of Mr, Bones, the local veterinary
surgeon, and watched him with anxious interest as he knocked at
the door and waited for it to be opened. )

“E's going to have it killed now,” said the old woman.
 Best thing he could do, after the way he’s treated it.”

“Yah! Why don’t yer feed yer dorg ?”

Figgins was glad when he was ushered into the house by a
maidservant, with Kerr and his shaggy protege, and the door
closed. The erowd gave a final groan, and dispersed.

»
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CIHAPTER 11.
“On the Scent."”’

4 USSY, by Jove !
Frank Monk stopped as he caught sight of the swell
of St. Jim’s.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was standing under the big tree
outside the Green Man Inn in the old High Street of Rylcombe.

There was a shade of thought upon his brow, and he did
not perceive the Grammar School junior,

The Grammarian grinned.

D’Arcy was evidently lost in thought, and Frank Monk moved
up quietly behind him with the intention of startling him out of
his reverie by knocking his hat over his eyes.

But D’Arcy’s profound reflections were interrupted before
Monk could get near him.

A gentleman with a shiny face and raucous voice came along
the street pushing a barrow and announcing his wares in a
monotone to the inhabitants of Rylcombe.

“ Kippers ! ’Addicks ! Kippers ! ’Addicks !”

Arthur Augustus looked round him with an expression of
disgust. In the strong sunshine and warmth of the September
afternoon, the smell from the fish-merchant’s barrow could not
be said to be inviting ; and, as a matter of fact, some of the had-
docks had seen their best days, and if they remained upon the
barrow much longer would probably require killing a second
time, to judge by the scent.

“ Bai Jove!” muttered D’Arcy. * What is that howwid
smell ? Is there somethin’ w'ong with the dwains in this
stweet, I wondah ? "

Then he saw the barrow, with its flat board and its enticing
arrays of haddocks thereon, and he turned quite pale as he
caught the full gcent.

* Kippers ! ’Addicks | *

4 Tale of Tom Merry & Co
By Martin Clifford.
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“ My good man,”’ éa,id D’Arcy faintly, “ T—oh v

?

“ Yes, sir.  Fine kippers, sir,”’ said the fish-merchant, thinking
he had found a customer. ** Excellent fine kippers, sir. Three
for twopence, sir. ’Ow many can I give you, sir t”

D’Arey nearly fainted at the idea of being supposed a possible
purchaser of those extremely ripe kippers. He waved his hand
at the fish-merchant.

“Take it away,” he murmured. 2

“ E]‘ r »

“Take it away.’”

‘ Take what away ? ”*

“ That bawwow, It distwesses me !

“If you've got anything to say agin my ’addicks,” said the
fish-merchant, letting go the barrow and pushing back his shirt-
sleeves, ** if you've got a.nything to say agin my ’addicks, young
gent, you'd better say it.”

D’Arcy retreated in alarm. He had heaps of pluck, but not
quite sufficient to enable him to face the fish-merchant. He
felt that he would faint if that extremely greasy and fishy
individual came near him.

“ Pway do not get excited,” he said. ‘ Pew’aps 1 was w’ong
to J»ass wemarks upon your—your fish. Yaas, wathah, upon
weflection, I admit that 1 was w’ong, and I apologise.”

“ Which I hain’t looking for trouble,” said the fish-merchant.
“If you apologises 1 overﬁ)oks it, as one gentleman to another.

Kippers ! ’Addicks ! " 2
Arthur Augustus turned away, his scented handkerchief to
his nose.

Frank Monk was feeling in his pockets, and his hand came out
with a piece of string and a couple of fish-hooks. He stepped
quickly towards the %sh-merclmnt.

“Til have one,” he said, placing twopence on the board.
“ I only want one, but a very, very ripe and niffy one—savvy 2 ”

F He jerked his head towards D’Arcy’s back, which was turned
towards the barrow, and showed the fish-hooks.

The fish-merchant grinned.

“ Which I've got one ere that’s powerful strong, sir,” he mur-
mured.
over it. You can have that.”

The *““ too too " kipper was dragged from its ghy retirement.
Frank Monk turned pale as it was uncovered. The scent was
l really palpable. He turned pale, but he grinned.

* Will that do, sir 2

“Will it do 7 said Monk, * well, rather ! Here’s another
twopence. It's worth it. Why, you can almost hear it talk.”

To fasten the hook on the kipper was the work of a moment.
It remained only to fasten the other hook to Arthur Augustus,
and that was not difficult.

Frank Monk hurried past him, and ran against him, apparently
by accident, and jammed the second fish-hook into the back of
his jacket.

“Sorry ! " he exclaimed. “ I’'m in a hurry ! ”

“ Weally, Fwank Monk——"

“ I wanted to get away from that smell,”” said Monk.
isn’t it ? - Rich, not to say gaudy.”

“ Weally, it is howwid,” said D'Arey, ‘‘ and it seems to lingah
cloge to a chap, too. T feel as if I shall nevah get it fwom my
' nostwils.”

Frank Monk hurried on, almost choking with laughter. The
fish-merchant was going on, and Arthur Augustus walked in the
opposite direction. Strangely enough the scent of the kipper
seemed to follow and cling to him.

“Bai Jove, this is feahful ! murmured D’Arcy, quickening
lis pace. ‘I have noticed before that when you get a stwong
smell fairly in the nose, it's very difficult to quite get wid of
it. It seems to haunt one.”

The scent of that kipper certainly haunted Arthur Augus-
tus.

Ho hurried on for gome little distance, but the smell was still
about him, and, what was stranger still, several dogs had com-
menced to follow him, sniffing anticipatively.

“Bai Jove ! What's the mattah with those beastly animals 7"
muttered D’Arcy. * Scat, you wotten mongwels ! Get away
at once, you beastly dogs ! ”

He waved his hand angrily at the curs, and they scattered
back ; but as soon as he turned again they closed up once
more.

One brute, bolder than the rest, made a rush straight at
D’Arcy, and the swell of St. Jim’s jumped out of the way only
just in time.

He gave the dog a shove with his boot—not without gqualms,
for the boot wasshiny and immaculate, and the dog was a mangy
cur. The animal yelped and retreated and barked furiously,
and from five or six other brutes came sympathetic barking.

The yapping and snarling increased, and D’Arcy began to get
oxcited. Several people had come to their doors, and were
looking on, and they were all laughing.

“The complexion of the swell of 8t. Jim's grew more and moro
erimson, with mingled anger and mortification, as the crew of
gtreet curs gathered round him again.

“ Be off ! he exclaimed, shaking his fist at them. * Bo off |
Wun away, you wotten dogs !  Wun away immediately 1

But the dogs did not run away.

 Ripe,
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Arthur Augustus walked on, while yells of laughter came from
every spectator. The School House swell cast a glance of in-
dignation round him. It was inex plicable that all the. stray
dogs in Rylcombe should take a sudden fancy for following him
about, but it was rude and heartless of the people to regard it as
a matter of merriment. It was really most annoying.

“ Weally, this is absolutely cxm:rewa,tin’ 1" murmured the
distressed swell of St. Jim's. ~ *“ And the smell of those wotten
kippahs seems to be clingin’ tome all the beastly time. 1 supBose
1 caught a whiff of it, and it won’t come off, and that’s why those
beastly dogs are followin’ me. It is weally exaspewatin’ !
Gerroofi-ff, you brute.” 5

Another cur had made a ﬁr:’%p at the jacket behind.

D’Arcy was growing alarmed.

The village policeman came round a corner, attracted by the
uproar of snapping and yaﬁping and snarling.  Mr. Flump had a
most important look upon his face. Nothing had ever happened
at Rylcombe, and Mr. Flump’s office was a sinecure ; but at the
same time he had a very great idea of the majesty of the law. A
dog fight in the village street was an occasion when Mr. Flump
came out really strong.

“Fre, wot's all this ’ere 7’ he exclaimed.
my word !

He had caught the scent of the kipper. ]

He staggered back, and dragged out a huge handkerchief and
clapped it to his nose.

“ My-—-my word ! he gasped. ?

Arthur Augustus breathed a sigh of rolief as he saw the polices
man. The representative of the law ought to be able to rescue
him from his distressing predicament

“ Pway, my good man——""

“ Keep off 1’ exclaimed Mr. Flump in alarm. * Don’t you
come near me, young man !”

“ Weally, Mr. Flamp——" P

“Keep off ! You 'ear me t” : ; 2

Arthur Augustus stopped, and stared at the policeman in
blank amazement. The dogs gathered round, eniffing and
yapping.

“Mr. Flump, T am bein’ mosgt extwemely annoyed by these
stway curs, and I call upon you to disperse them—r="

“ Don’t you come near me ! " ’

“T am afwaid you are dwunk, Mr. Flump.”

Mi. ¥Flamp turned scarlet.

A% a matter of fact he had just turned the corner from the lane
behind the Golden Pig, and his moustache was still wet,

“ You—you keep off ! " : : 7 £

“ I insist upon your digpersin’ these howwid ‘animals,” said
D’Arcy, coming nearer to the policeman. ‘It is your beastly
duty, and-——-"" ’

“(o away ! " purgled Mr. Flump wildly from behind the hand-
kerchief.  ** Go away!”

“ T wefuse to go away."”

And D’Arcy came on.

Mr. Flump gasped, and turned tail himself. Thero was no
standing the conversation of that kipper. :

“(ome back!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly.
“ Mr. Flump, you're dwunk, sir. T insist upon your immediately
dispersin’ these beastly dogs.”

But Mr. Flamp only dispersed himself, ’

Arthur Augustus stared after him in amazement. He was
quite pale now. The strong scent of the kipper was worrying
him very much, and he was astounded that it should cling.
about him so long.

Bow-wow-—y-a-a-a-ap !

“ Oh, wun away, you wotton mongwels 1 exclaimed D’Arcy,
“ T ghall weally kick you geverely if you do not wun away.”

The dogs retreated from his brandished foot, but did not go
far. They were watching their opportunity.

The sight of Frank Monk sitting upon a rail, and doubled up
with laughter, gave I’Arcy another hope of aid. He hurried
towards the Grammar School junior,

“ 1 say, Fwank Monk-———""4

““ Hero, you keep off | Keep your distance 1

* Weally, Fwank Monk, I-——" ,

“ Keep away, I tell you!” J

“ T want you to help me digperse these wotten mongwels——

“ Keep off ! Oh, my Aunt Jemima! Ow!"”

Trank Monk slipped backwards off the rail, picked himself up,
and dodged away. Arthur Augustus stared at him. The
Grammarian kept his digtance.  One sniff of the kipper wasg
more than enough for him.

** Weally, evewybody seems to be mad or intoxicated this
aftahnoon,” murmured D’Arey. ‘‘Ah, here is Figgins !
Figgins has nevah weally tweated me with pwopah wespect, but
I am sure hie will lend me a helpin’® hand unduK the cires.”

Figgins and Kerr were coming down the street from the
veterinary surgeon’s cottage. They had left the injured dog
there to be cared for. Arthur Augustus hurried towards them,
and the New House juniors put their hands to their noses,

“ I say, Figging, deah boy 4 :

“ Keep off 1

“ What do you mean ? "

“ Keep off ! "Ow! Keep away !

“ Wot's—ow—

]

(1]
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*“Kerr! I say, Kerr——"

“TPTravel 1 " yelled Kerr.
near us with that scent ?
Travel ! Bunk! Scoot !

* Weally, Kerr &

But Figgins and Kerr did not stay to listen. They ﬂcudt_]ed
off, and Arthur Augustus was left in a greater state of astonish-
ment than ever. Thoe number of the curs following him had
increased. It seemed as if not only Rylcombe, hut half Sussex,
had produced all its available stray dogs for the occasion.
And there wero some cats now joining in the procession and
eyoing the dangling kipper hungrily. D’Arey swept round
his foot and cleared theé animals back. He was beginning to
lose his head now, between the terrible smell of the kipper and
the worry of the persecution. But still he had not the slightest
suspicion of the facts. The kipper weighed little, and was well
out of sight behind his back.

*“Bai Jove! This is weally howwid  and intolewable,”
muttered D'Arey. ** I—1I think I had bettah wun for it.”

He quickened his pace. There was a general yapping from
the dogs, and they started in pursuit. Fatty Wynn was stand-
ing in the doorway of ‘the tuckshop, and he stared out at the
swoll of St. Jim’s in amazoment.

‘** Hallo, Gussy ! What's the row ? Are you stealing those
dogs "

* Weally, Wynn, T don’t know what the wow is, I—T-—
What's the mattah with you, deah boy t Wynn—Fatty
Wynn | ”

But Fatty Wynn did not answer. ¥e had suddenly caught
a whiff of that kipper on the breezo, and it did not agree with
the pork pios, sausage rolls, ham sandwiches, jam pudding,
currant cake, buns, tarts, and ¢ream puffs he had been eating,
Ho bolted into the tuckshop, slammed the door, and set
his foot against it. D’Arcy looked in at him through the
glass.

** Pway open the door, Wynn, deah boy.”

“Can’t! Shan’t! Go away!”

‘' But I want to come in, to get away fwom these feahful
beasts.”

“ Go away 1"

I want to come in, deah boy.”

“CGo away 1

Fatty Wynn kept hig' foot jammed against the door, and
there was no opening it. A dog made a spring at D’Arey’s
back, and rotreated with a mouthful of the kipper. 1'here
was a more terrible yapping and snapping than ever. Arthur
Augustus felt that his head was turning round. Hoartlessly
“ofused refuge by Fatty, he turned from the tuckshop, and
faroke into & run. 4'he dogs set up a furious chorus and broke
mto a run too. A yell of laughter followed D’Arcy from the
villago street. But he was past caring for that now. He
dashed on, quickening his pace as he ran, and left the villago,
and seudded along the country road towards St. Jim’s. With
bark on bark, yap on yap, the stray dogs of Rylcombe
swarmed in pursuit.  D'Arcy’s alarm increased at every
step.

“ Bai Jove! Suppose some of them have hydwophobia,”
he murmured. “ I—I think thoy must be mad. Evewybody
in Wylecombe seems to be mad this aftahnoon. And—and
how stwange it is that the smell of that howwid fish should be
still hangin’ about me! I didn’t touch any of that dweadful
man’s dweadful kippers, and yet I seom to smell of them as
stwongly as his bawwow did, or stwongah.”

Yap, yap, yap ! Bow-wow-wow !

D’Arcy dashed on. Theroe was a sharper and louder growl
from the hedge beside the road, and a big bulldog, with three
juriors dragging on his chain, camo bolting out. The juniors
were trying to stop him, but there was no stopping the bull.
dog now. He had sconted the kipper.

*1It's Gussy ! Hold on——""

““ Blake, deah boy—-—"

‘“ Herries, hold in that beast !

“I—I can’t!” :

Grer-r-r |

Towser leaped straight at D’Arey. But he did not seize the
swell of St. Jim’s. He spied the kipper, and tore it away, and
retreated, growling over it, to the other side of the road. D’Arcy
reeled against a tree breathless. He hardly understood what
had happened, but he realised that he was saved from the dogs
now. “They had transferred their kind attentions to Towser,
and were snapping and yapping and barking and howling round
him. But Towser showed a terrible set of teeth over the kipper,
and the stray dogs of Rylcombd showed those teeth great
respect. They yap?ed in a circle round the bulldog, looking
for fragments from his repast.

* Bai Jove ! "’ gasped D’Arcy.

Blake burst irto a roar.

* Ha, ha, hat The end of the trail again, Herries ! »

““ Oh, rats ! growled Herries.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ What do you mean by coming
Got away ! Go and boil yourself !
Ow!"”
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CHAPTER 12.
The Terrible Three on the Track.

5 REAT Scott ! ¢ .

@ Tom Merry uttered an exclamation.

His eyes were blazing with excitement as he bent
down on the grassy bank of the Ryll, and Manners and Lowther
were at his side in a moment.

The Terrible Three had been.strolling quietly along the river,
discussing the case they had taken up, when Tom Merry had
suddenly halted with that exelamation. :

** Look here ! g

It was a lonely part of the river-bipk. Far away behind
the chums of the Shell was the school boathouse. Round them
were thick old trees, all along on the left extending the wood
which, on its other side, bordered the Rylcomhe Road. The
river ran under overhanging branches, and here the ground
was soft and grassy, and easily held tracks. And in the soft
turf by the river Tom Merry was scanning the prints of two
pairs of boots.

* Someone’s been here,” remarked Manners,

“The burglars of thé chapel,” said T'om Merry quietly.

“H'm!"” said Monty Lowther.

“It’s a fact, Monty. I'd know those tracks again anywhere.
See! Here are those ‘made by the smaller man—the chap
who dropped out of the chapel window. You notice how the
right heel goes deeper than the left, the same as in the tracks
weo found under the chapel window.”

“ My hat! You're right, Tom,” said Lowther, gotting a
little excited. “1T suppose that shows that the chap’s got a
club-foot or something, and we can trace him-——"

Tom Merry shook his head,

** More likely he’s got an old pair of boots, and one is worn
more than the other,” he said. ‘“ If he’s a tramp, that’s very
likely., He's got a good heel on the right boot, and a worn-
down one on the other—nearly on his uppers. Perhaps an odd
pair of boots ! Look at the larger track, too. The measuro-
ments are exact.”

Tom Merry brought out the pocket-rule and measured the
footprints, and compared the result with the notes in his pocket-
book.

The tally was exact !

The chums of ‘the Shell were excited now. There was no
doubt that they had hit on the tracks of the burglars of the
previous night, and the fact that the tracks were there was a
proof of many things.

*“ It shows that they are still in the neighbourhood,” Manners
remarked,

* Very likely a couple of rough characters belonging to
Ryleombe,” suggested I‘,owther.

 More likely a couple of tramps in the vicinity for a time,’”
Tom Merry said quietly.
Notice how the grass is bent here. You sée, some of the crushed
stalks are already straightening up again,”

“Talk about Sherlock Holmes !

“ Well, it’s a fact, isn't it 7 Ferrers Locke showed me how
to use my eyes,” said Tom Merry modestly. “‘I'he rascals
didn’t come ‘along here after the robbery. They have been
along here lately—perhaps only half an hpur ago, perhaps less
than that.”

“ By Jove !

Manners and Lowther looked round quickly,
a grip on his stick, and Manners on his camera, But there was
nothing to be seen of the enemy. Manners, the amateur
photographer of the Merry Hobby Club, opened the leather case
in which he carried his hand camera slung over his shoulder,
and took out the folding camera.

“ T'd better take a snap of these footprints,” he said.

Tom Merry grinned.

* Certairly ! It will serve as a souvenir, anyway."

“ Lots of things are discovered from photographs in the
detective line.” said Manners warmly. * This snapshot may
come in awfully useful in identifying the rascals.. I'll take
a couple of snaps, one of each pair of hoofs,”

“ You'll jolly soon get your camera full up,”’ remarked
Lowther, *“ and you won’t have any room left for the burglars
when we collar them.”

* That’s all right. I’ve got twelve filmg in, and I've only
used two so far, to snap the footprints outside the chapel.
This will leave eight.”

And Manners snapshotted the footprints. Meanwhile, Tom
Merry was making a further examination. It was only in the
soft, damp turf near the river that the footprints were distinet.
But there were fainter traces further back from the bank. The
toes were pointed towards the water, and it was pretty clear
that the two unknown men had come out of the wood, and
gained the river bank, and it looked, from the traces they had
left, as if they had been running at the time. But the trail
ended up on the bank, and Tom Merry was somewhat puzzled.
I Can’tmake it out ? " asked Lowther, noticing the thoughtful
wrinkle upon his leader’s brow. * What's worrying you ? "

““ These tracks. You see that they come out of the wood ? '

Lowther took
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“ No doubt about that.”

‘“ They keep on right down to the water. Youa can see here
that the fellows went into the rushes. The rushes are snapped
down here, just where the footprints end on the bank.”

“That's s0,” admitted Lowther. ‘‘Looks queer, though:
I suppose they didn’t come down here for a swim with their
clothes on.”

“It's eurious, though. The footsteps come right down to
the water, and there’s no trace of them having turned back.”

It was amazing, but it was true. Manners clogsed his camera
and joined in the scanning of the rushes. It was plain enough
to all three that the unknown men had come through the wood
to the river, gone straight down the bank through the rushes,
and had not turned back. Tom Merry cast a glance out over
the shining, rippling river. Those quietly flowing waters could
have told a mf(‘

¢ Curious,” said Lowther again. ‘' What could they want
to go into the water for ¢ They must have gone into it.”

“It’s pretty clear they did.”

“ 1 say,” said Manners, turning rather pale,
that—that——""

He paused, and his chums looked at him inquiringly.

“ Is what possible 2" asked Tom Merry. ‘‘ What.are you
driving at 7"’

“ Well, is it possible that—that they found we were on the
track, and—and I say, that would be horrible.”

Tom Merry shook his head decidedly.

“ My dear kid, we are A 1, first-class, non-skidding successes

¢ Is it possible

NEXT
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in the detective line, but I really don’t think we’re terrifying
enough to make a couple of burgﬁu's go and commit suicide all
of a sudder,” he said.

“ Well, it crossed my mind,
for 2™

‘“ Blessed if I know,” said Tom Merry, utterly mystified.
“They can’t have wanted to wash themselves, and besides,
if they had bathed we should see some trace of their having
taken their clothes off. They didn’t even stop to remove
their boots. They would have sat down to do it, and there
would be traces where the grass was crushed. They went
into the water with their boots on.”

“I don’t get on to it at all,” said Lowthep. ‘' If they were
runaway niggers in a story, escaping from a bloodhound, thay
would naturally take to the water ; but tramps in this country
never get near clean water if they can help it ! ”’

Tom Merry gave a jump.

‘* My only pyjama hat !

“TI've hit what 77’

“ What they went into the river for!” exclaimed Tom
Merry excitedly.

“Ih ? You don’t mean to say that someone was stalking
them with a giddy blughound,” grinned Lowther.

* What price Blake & Co. with Towser "

Manners and Lowther jumped, too.

“ My hat!” said Monty, after a pause. ‘‘ There may bo
something in it. I won’t admit for the decimal fraction of a
second that that fat-headed dog Towser could get on the track

What did they go into the water

You’ve hit it.”
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y -
of anything but a hambone or a bloater. But Blake and his
gang went into the wood, 1 know—Reilly said he saw them going
over the stile with Towser, some time back. They may have
happened on our burglars by accident.”

‘That's the only way Towser would ever get on the track,”
paid Manners. * The tramps—if they are tramps—may have
been snoozing in the wood, and Towser woke them up.”

** But in that case, where's Blake now ? ’ said Lowther, looking
towards the green, dusky depths of the wood. * He ought
tode here with Towser.”

l"(;: Oh, they'd lose the track, of course, those Fourth Form
Kids.” | :

“Well, yes ; com» to think of it, they would.”

*“All the same, the two tramps, or cracksmen, or whatever
they are, would be awfully alarmed at finding themselves being
hunted down with a dog,’” said Tom Merry. ** They wouldn’t
know that Towser couldn’t track a bunny rabbit for toffee.
They’d think he was on tho trail, and they'd naturally take to
the water to throw him off the scent.”

It really looked as if the chums of the Shell had discovered
the roal solution of the mystery. They felt quite certain about
it, anyway.

“1 suppose they didn’t swim the river,” said TLowther,
glancing out over the Ryll, which was wide and deep and
swiftly-flowing at this point.

“ Rather mot !’ grinned Tom Merry. ‘It would take a
jolly good swimmer to cross it here. Besides, there would be
no need. They would only have to wade along the shallows
for a little distance to throw the dog off the track.”

“ Then if we follow the bank———"

* Bxactly.”

“ Blake & Co. may have been before us, though,” exclaimed
Manners, S

*““Bosh ! If they had been here they would have left tracks,
the samo as the enterprising burglars, my boy.”

“ Ah, yes, I forgot that.”

“Of course you did ! Jolly lucky for you chaps that you've
got a fellow with you who doesn’t forgoet things,” said the hero
of the Shell severely.

¢ Oh, don’t crow ! ~ Lot’s got along.”

They moved along the river, eagerly looking for tracks.
Here the water was shallow near the bank, the mud visible in

ellow ridges beyond the reeds. But about twenty yards

urther up, the mud disappeared, and the water ran deep over
a hollow.

“ Look out sharp, here,” said Tom Merry quickly. ‘‘ They
couldn’t have gone further on in the water without going up
to their armpits.”

¢ Here you.are—here’s thoe tracks!”

“ Hurrah !

There they were, sure enough! The crushed reeds showed
where the two waders had dragged themselves ashore, the
mud clinging thickly to their feet. There was mud on the
rushes, and in clots on the path up the bank.

“My hat! We're fairly on the track now,” muttered
Lowther. “ Do you see that some of this mud here is still
moist ¢ Tt isn’t long since they were in the water.”

Manners looked at his watch.

*“1 say, you chaps, it’s nearly tea-timo at St. Jim's.”

Tom Merry sniffed.

“If you want to gorge, Manners, instead of capturing a
couple of burglars, you can go and gorge. I'm going on.”

“I don’t want to go and gorge. I just mentioned that it
was tea-time.”

“ Well, don't mention it again, old chap. Come on!”

“T've got some toffee in my pocket,” said Lowther,
you're perishing, Manners, you can have some of that.”

“I'm not perishing,” growled Manners. * Can’'t a chap
open his mouth without having a couple of silly asses jump
down his throat ?”

_ “If you're going to keep on grumbling, you'd better have
vhe toffee.”

“Who's grumbling ?

“You aret”

“ Look here, Monty Lowther——'

“Peace, my children,” said Tom Merry. *“1Is this a time
for dogs to bark and bite, and the angry passions to rise, when
we are close on the track of two burglars * Peace! Let there
be peace, you asses 1A

‘“ Oh, all right ; only if Manners is so fearfully hungry——"
“I'm not fearfully hungry.”

“ Why don’t you have the toffee 7

“ Blow the toffee ! ”

* Well, I'm getting peckish myself,” said Lowther blandly.
I’ll have some, I think.” - s

And he took a packet of toffee from his pocket, and com:
menced on a chunk. Manners eyed it rather hungrily, and
Lowther held out the packet.

‘ Have some, old chap ? It's good !”

And Manners grinned, and took a chunk.

‘ Have some tofiee, Tom ?

“ Well, 1 don't mind if I do.

COTf

&

If we're going to have a scrap,
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we don’t want to be hungry. We can't fight hungry. But
chew it as you come along; there’s no time to lose. This
mud is quite wet, and I shouldn’t wonder if the rotters are
hiding 'anywhero among those trees. Keep your peepers
0 | o

p’i‘nhere was no need for that warning. The thought that the
burglars of the chapel might be within a dozen paces kept the
chums of the Shell on the alert.

“ There’s the bridge,” remarked Manners a few minutes later.

Rylcombe Bridge rose before their view.

The bridge was high above the sloping baniks, and half hidden
by trees and thickets from the chums of the Shell. Through
the thickets Tom Merry caught a glimpse of a battered bowler
hat, and the next moment of a fur cap near it. He drew a
quick breath. A

“There they are!’’

The Terrible’ Three halted, their hearts beating, and looked
at one ahother. In the thickets, close by the brickwork of the
bridge, two men were lurking—and . it seemed impossible to
doubt that they were the two whose tracks had been left under
the chapel w}i{ul;;w of 8t. Jim's, and found again on the grassy
the v
Yot—the Ylibility of a mistake made the juniors pausg.

e woulg be no joke to pounce on a couple of innocent
chaps,” muttered Tom Merry. * It would make a row, and we
should get guyed if it got out at St. Jim's.”

‘* But—there can't be much doubt.”

 They're lurking there,” said Manners in an excited whisper,
“ They’re keeping out of sight, you can see that | Why should
they be lurking 7 " i

* Hark ! "’ muttered Tom Merry,

There was the sound of a clink from the thickets under the
shadow of the bridge. It was the sound of a trowel striking a
stone.

Tom Merry's eyes blazed with excitement.

* You hear that, kids ? "

“Yes; they're digging."

“That’s it. They've stolen something and they're going to
bury it, in case they're nabbed, to keep it safe, and to get rid
of the evidence.” e

“ You're right—right as rain 1" & -

“ You see, it’s made them nervous being tracked by a bull-
dog, and they want to get rid of the evidence,” said Tom Merry.
“ That’s how I work it out.”

“Ten to one you're right, too.” A

“ Lot’s get on ; we'll take a squint ab their boots first, and if
they’re all muddy, it will show that they’re the two men who've
been wading in the river, and that——" . 3

“That will be proof enough, I should thinl."” 3

“ Proof enough to collar them on, I should imagine, Come.
on, kids. Follow your uncle ! - . e

The Terrible ‘Three grasped their sticks and hurried on.
The rustle of the thickets as they hed through was plainly
audible in the still afternoon, and the sound of the trowel
suddenly ceased. There was a stamping sound, as though
disturbed earth were being crushed back into its place, and
then a crash of the thickets.
trailers had so far soen only the hats, wero in full flight towards
the wood.

“They’re runni

“ After them 1 yelled Tom Merry.

The chums dashed recklessly forward. One glimpse they
caught of their quarry, and they saw a burly man in a bowler
hat, and a slighter one in a fur cap. Both had boots that
squelched as they ran, and left a track of wet mud on the
gl'(lﬂs.

“Run for it, Snipey !”

““ Come on, Dodger !

Tom Merry heard the panting words from the trees. Ho
dashed on, but the thick wood had swallowed up the fugitives,
and the rustle of the thickets died away in silence.

”»

CHAPTER 13,
Skimpole Knows!
g BAI Jove, deah boys, I feel absolutely exhausted, you

know ! "’
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gasped out the words.
Blake, Herries, and Digby were yelling with laughter, and
Towser was—finishing the kipper. The stray dogs from
Rylcombe watched, like Lazarus, for the crumbs from the
rich man’s table, but Towser did not leave a crumb. H»
seemed to like his kippers ripe.

Gre-rer-rer ! was the only remark Towser made when tho
stray dogs came too near. He finished, and the others, with
yelps and snarls enough, trotted away disappointed. Towser
sat in the grass and licked his chops. A fine flavour of kipper
seemed to %w.ng about the bulldog, but apparently he did not
mind if.

“ Simply exhausted, bai Jove ! said D'Arcy, jamming his
moaocle into his eye and surveying the chums of Study No. 6
with a disdainful glance. * And I weally wegard it as wathal
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tad form for you wottahs to be cacklin’ away like a lot of geeso
when T have been tweated with uttah diswespect.”

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”

“T wegard you as a set of beastly boundahs.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus turned away with a sniff. He looked for
a soft spot on the grassy bank beside the road to sit down upon.
Blake and, his chums yelled again and again. The adventure
of the kipper seemed too funny for anything.

*“ Oh, my only hat ! gasped Blake. ‘ Fancy Gussy buying
a kipper in such a really ripe and tasty state——"

I didn’t buy it -

“ And carrying it home tied to his jacket so that it couldn’t
get away——"’

“ Ha, ha, ha ! roared Herries and Dig.

I wasn’t carrying it home——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I have been the victim of a practical joke,” said Arthur
Augustus with dignity. Tt must have been Fwank Monk
who fastened that wotten kippah to me. The wottah was
near me when the beast came by with his bawwow, and he pushed
against me vewy wuffly fwom behind. He must have fastened
o that feahful kippah then, though I weally don’t know how
he fixed it on. My jacket must be stained with the howwid
thing.- T shall give Fwank Monk a feahful thwashin’ when I
see him again.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus sank down on the grassy bank, and reposed
there gracefully for about a millionth part of a second—and
then he leaped to his feet with a fiendish yell.

“Hallo! What’s the matter ?

“Ow! Oh! Oh! Ow!"”

* Mad ! ” said Digby, shaking his head solemnly. ‘‘ The seent
of the kipper has done it !” ;

“ Or else it is grief at the loss of the kipper,” said Blake.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! Naughty Towser.”

* Ow ! wow ! wowowowow ! "

D'Arcy certainly did look as if he had taken leave of his
senses. He was dancing in the road, with both hands clasped
behind him just under the end of his Eton jacket. His face
expressed terrifie anguish.

“Ow! Ow! Ow! BaiJove, you know !

* What's the matter ?

2 h“ Ow“! I—I've sat upon somethin’—-ow-owow !—-somethin’
sharp !

* Ha, ha, ha ! "

“Ow ! ow ! It's still stickin’ into me,” wailed D’Arcy.
“ Pway see if you can find it, deah boys, I am suffewin’ untold
howwid anguish.”

*“ Shift round, then. Ha, ha, ha! It's a fish-hook.”

“Ow!owlow!” !

Blake drew the hook away, and D’Arcy yelled again, and
wriggled with great discomfort. The chums of the Fourth were
yelling, too, but with merriment.

s Tw,t, wottah must have fastened the beastl

Ow! Ow!™

kippah to me
with a beastly fish-hook ! ” gasped D’Arcy. will give him
# feahful thwashin’ for this astoundin’ impertinence.”

*Ha, ha, ha ! "

* Oh, pway dwy up, you cacklin’ asses !

“ My hat,” said Blake, almost weeping.
in my inwards, and a pain in the ribs. Cgus
of me some day, I feel that.”

** There is nothin’ whatevah to laugh at.”

‘“Ha, ha! Gussy hasn’t got on the scent, but the scent has
got on Gussy. Ha, ha ! ™

‘** Ha, ha, ha ! "

Arthur Augustus did not sit down again. He did not feel
at all inclined to sit down again yet. He took off his jacket,
and looked mournfully at the stains the kipper had made on the

tloth. i

“I shall nevah, nevah get this cleaned,” he said. * Bai
Jove, 1 shall give Fwank Monk a thwashin’! The thing still
smells feahfully.”

* You might take it a little farther away, if you don’t mind,
Gussy.”

‘“ Weally, Blake——""

 Better, bury it,” said Digby.
uwnx.”

* Weally, Dig——""

“You must do something with it,” said Hepries. * Towser
will never pick up the track of the burglars so long as that
niff is hanging round. It's an awful nuisance that D’Arcy had
to come this way with his kipper.”

“ It wasn’t my kippah——"

* We should probably have had the burglars by this time.
I rather think they made towards the river,” said Herries
thoughtfully. * You remember that Towser turned quite
suddenly and made for the road. We thought he was close
upon them, but as a matter of fact, it must have been this
beastly kipper he scented.” :

*“You ought to have wrapped it up, Cussy,” said Blake.

“T've got an ache
sy will be the death

Y Bury it before it walks

'l‘!fU DAY:

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

 “ARCYS SECRET.”

One Pennv. 21

o
* You oughtn’t to carry a kipper like that along a public road.”
“T have already explained to you that——- ¢

“ 8till, it’s lucky Towser killed it again before you got it tol
the school. We should have had to bar it in Study No. 6.”

I wepeat that I have alweady——""

“If Towser is strong enough to move, after the kipper,
Herries, we may as well get on the track again,” said Blakes
“ Unless you fellows would rather get home to tea.”

“I'm not going home to tea,” said Herries. ‘It isn’t often
T get a chance to show what Towser can really do, and I'm not
going to miss this one. Besides, Tom Merry is on the trail,
too, and we’re not going to be done by those Shell bounders.”

*“ Not mueh,” said Digby. *‘ I’'m surprised at you, Blake.”

* Oh, rats ! said Blake. * I'm willing to keep on if you are.
T only hope we sha’n’t track down any more terriers or mongrels
or kippers, that’s all. Are you coming, Gussy ?

“1 should be very pleased to do so, deah boy, but I must
weturn to St. Jim’s first to change my jacket. If you like to
wait half an hour for me——"

* Make it half a minute.”

“ T am afwaid that would be wathah imposs. Blake.”

“Then we won’t wait, thanks. Cut off.”

Arthur Augustus went up the road to the school. A youth
with a bumpy forchead and an enormous pair of spectacles

assed him. It was Skimpole. The brainy man of the Shell

ad his eyes fixed on the ground, and did not see I’Arcy. He
came straight on towards Blake & Co., and did not see them
either, being buried deep in reflection. He did not see Towser
till he ran intq him, and a terrific growl made him jump clear
of the ground. ~

“Oh! Dear me! Oh!

Skimpole.

“ What are you running into my bulldog for ?”’ demanded
Herries.  ““ Are you looking for a bite ?

“ Certainly not, Herries. Please hold that bulldog securely.
I do not like his looks.”

‘ He doesn’t seem to like yours,” grinned Blake.
was eyeing Skimpole very suspiciously, and growlin
tone. But for Herries’ grip on the chain he woul
have sampled the amateur Socialist’s skinny calves. '

“ I am rather glad to kave met you, Blake,” gaid Skimpole
keoping a nervous eye on the bull)r'!q . ‘I should be glad ni
yo\'ar..p&st.ance in arresting the T)ﬁ\'glé."’ G~ bR

« *“Have you found him again ? e

“Yes. Upon further investigation T decided that my theory
was not wholly correct, and that Mr. Lathom was innocent.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” y

It is no laughing matter, Blake, the clearing of a respectable
Form master’s name from a serious charge,” said Skimpole
reprovingly. ‘It might have meant penal servitude for
Mr. Lathom if——" 3

** Oh, choke him, somebody ! ™ :

“I wish you would listen to me. T found an opportunity
of searching Mr. Lathom’s room, but there was no trace of the
chalice or the stolen will—I mean, the cash, But while I was
engaged in the search Kildare came in.”

‘ My hat ! Where did you get it 7 **

““ Get what ?

“ The licking."

~aOnN Kilgare came in to see Mr. Lathom, and he seemed
surprised to see me there. He asked me, quite rudely, to
explain how it was I was turning Mr, Lathom’s desk out.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha !” : A Y

‘8o I had to explain mi,' suspicions. Instead of listening to
me patiently he caught hold of me by the collar, boxed my ears,
and ejected me from the room with what I cannot but charac-
terise as unnecessary violence.’ >

“No wonder. Still, I'm glad to hear that Lathom’s name is
cleared,” said Blake. ‘I suppose you’re on the track of some-
body else now, aren’t you 1 aggles, the porter ; or the Head;
or our housemaster ?’ 3

“I should not hesitate to suspect either the housemaster
or the Head if . necessary,” said Skimpole. “ A detective
cannot afford to be a respecter of persons. But as a matter of
fact, T have fixed upon a different person, or, rather, persons.”

* Oh, you’ve got your eagle eye on two of them, then ? "

“ Yes, upon. further consideration I think that there were
two concerned in the robbery. The extreme violence shown
by Kildare pointed indubitably to a guilty conscience——"

‘“ A—a what ! Kildare ! ”

* Yes, certainly. I really wonder that I did not see the
truth before, with my vast abilities as a detective. You see,
Kildare, ad captain of St. Jim’s, can go out when he likes, and
can leave the house at any time in the night if he chooses, with+
out anyone noticing. He is negotiating for the purchase of a
new set of goalposts for the senior foothall club, and they cost,
money ; and I've heard that he’s going to make a present of
them to the club. Just after he licked me I heard him talking
to Monteith in the quad, and he mentioned my name. They
both looked towards me and laughed.”

= Nothing surprising ig that, surely 7"

“ It was evidently effrontery, a bold attempt to cover up
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their uneasiness. It did not take me long to conclude that they
were partners in guilt. You know Monteith never has borne
a very good character.”

“Oh, rats ! He wasn’t a nice individual once, I know.”
said Blake ; *‘ but he's all right now. He’s turned over a new
leaf, and he chums up with Kildare.”

“ They are evidently confederates e

“ You howling idiot !

* Now, as Kildare knowa I am on the track,” went on Skim-
pole, unheeding, *“ I guessed that he would try to get the plunder
away from St. Jim’s as soon as possible. That is what has
a}clt,ually happened. They left the school, and I shadowed

. them——""

“ Lucky they didn’t see you !

“T think they must have seen me, for they disappeared all
of a sudden when I had turned a corner. I suppose they went
into the wood, and, of course, that was to bury the plunder
or hide it in a hollow tree.”

“ You shrieking dummy.”

‘“ Now, I want you fellows to back me up. We can rush
upon them in possession of the loot, and t{:nt will be good
enough.  We shall be four against two, and though they are
seniors I think we might——'

“ You want us to help you ? Lt

“Yes. You see——"

“ Well, we'll do the best we can for you,” said Blake, with a
w;ink at his chums. *“ Let’s do our best for Skimmy, you
shaps.”

‘“Certainly,” said Herries and Dig together.

“Thank you very much,” said Skimpole. *“I am quite
willing to share with you the glory of having seized the robbers
and compelled them to disgorge the—ow-—what are you doing—
roally—ow ! Dear me ! "

Skimpole suddenly found himself sitting in the grass, with
his hat over his eyes. He gasped in amazement, and pulled it
off, and blinked round again. The chums of Study No. 6 had
disappeared in the wood, and Towser's bark was dying away
anong the trees.

‘ Dear me,” murmured Skimpole, “ that was—really—well,
I cannot but consider it as rude. I feel quite upset ! Dear
me ! "

CHAPTER 14.
A Trifling Mistake,

e R-R-R-R-R-R ! 7
“Hold on,” muttered Blake, “ Towser can hear
somebody ! Hold on, Herries.”

Herries dragged on the chain. Towser was growling in a low
tone, and the chums knew by this tigne that it was a sign that
he was on the track of something or somebody. It might be a
terrier or a mongrel or a kipper, as Blake remarked, but it was

.certainly something or other.

The low growl died away, and Towser pushed on through the
wood with open jaws. Tho chums of the Fourth followed him
eagerly.

* He's got the sdent again,” muttered Herries. “I was
protty certain that {\e wouldn’t lose it for long, you know.

owser is too keen fot that.”

Jack Blake grunted. He had a strong suspicion that
Towser had not been on the track of the burglars at all, that
the terrier, the mongrel, and the kipper had in turn attracted
him, and that he was quite innocent of having followed any
acent from the footprints under the chapel window. But he had
not the heart to say so, in the face of Herries’ touching faith in
his favourite,

I can hear somebody,” muttered Dighy.

There was a crash in the thicket.

“ There they are!"

“ Collar them ! "

“ Hold that beast in, Herries,” yelled Blake; “it’s Tom
Merry !

Three forms came charging through the wood with brandished
sbicks, and stopped suddenly at the sight of Blake & Co. and
Towser.

“ Hold on, kids !

“It’s not them !

“It's us,” said Blake. ‘ Keep-that beast quiet, Herries.”

“1 don’t see why he shouldn’t growl if he wants to,” said
Herries. “ It does do{;s good to growl. You can’t say it's
unpleasant to listen to.”

‘ It sets my teeth on edge.”

 Oh, blow your teeth ! ” s

‘ What are the kids doing here ? "’ demanded Tom Merry.
“We thought——"

“ Who are you calling kids ? " demanded Blake aggressively.

“ That won't do, Blake,” said Manners, with & shake of the
head. * You should say ¢ whom are you calling——""

“ Oh, ring oft t What are* you Shell-fish doing here, getting
in the way of fellows who are tracking down burglars ? '

“ Have you seen them ? *' exclaimed Tom Merry excitedly.

““ Seen who-—whom ? " -
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“The two rascals we're looking for—a fellow in a bowler hat
and one in a fur cap, with muddy boots, and chivvies like Bill
Sikes.” g ;

“ What do you know about them ? ”’ asked Blake.

“ Have you seen them ? "

“ Yes, more than an hour ago, in the wood—two rotters
answering to that deseription.”

“ My bulldog tracked them from the sehool,” said Herries.
* He followed their scent from St. Jim’s to the wood.”

“ Rats ! " said Blake. * Towser smelled out a little mongrel
beast they had with them, and went for him, and ever since
then Herries maintains that they were the burglars. Of course,
they might have been. It would be two rotters about their
sort.”

“I don’t know about Towser following the trail,” remarked
Tom Merry ; ‘* but——"

“ 1 do,” interjected Herries.

“ You do what ? "’

“ Know about Towser following the trail. My dog could
follow a trail with his eyes shut. He's a terror at following

“ Kipper ! " said Digby

“ Oh, if you're going to be funny——'

“ Well,” said Tom Merry, * whether Towser trailed them or
didn’t trail them, they're t?:e enterprising burglars.”

“ What on earth do you know about it ?” demanded
Blake.

* We've tracked them down.”

“Tracked down your giddy grandmother ! .

“ Fact, my boy. We've worked it out, and they dodged us
in the wood, or we should have had them. When we heard you
we thought we had them again.” ¢

Blake chuckled.

“ And when we heard you we thought we had them,” he
remarked.

“Ha, ha! Look here, suppose we join forces over this ?
The two rotters are in thegwood somewhere, and they'ro a
dangerous pair of beasts to judge by their looks.”

"gVVell. you see, there’s only two of them,” said Blake doubt-
fully ;: * that would be only a third of a burglar each for the
six of us.”

D“ [ don’t see why we should give our burglars away,” said
igby.
“ Oh, suit yourseli! We'll go on on our lonesome. I dare

say we shall manage better without you Fourth Form kids

* Not much doubt about that,”” Monty Lowther remarked.

“ Look here, you Shell-fish ought to clear off, and leave us a
clear field. Those burglars belong to us by rights.”

“ Rats ! We've tracked them down.”

“ We spotted them first,”” said Blake hotly.

“Yes ; but you didn't know they were burglars, you said so
yourself,”

“Oh, I did,” said Herries ; ‘I knew it. I knew that my
dog Towser——"

* Oh, fry your dog Towser !’ said Blake crossly. ** Fact is,
we don’t know that they're the burglars now, and we're not
going to take the word of a Shell-fish forit.”” .

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Tom Merry, with unfailing
good humour. “I'll tell you how we've worked it out if you
like.”

* Well, go ahead.”

Tom Merry explained how the tracking had been done on the
river-bank. The Fourth Form chums listened with great
interest, espeecially Herrics. The fact that the two rascals had
taken to the water was a tribute to the tracking powers of his
dog Towser, and disposed him to agree with Tom Merry in every
point of the story.

“ Well, that sounds pretty plausible,” said Jack Blake, with
a nod. ““If I had been in your place I should have erept up
quietly and pounced on them.”

“If you had been in our place you’d have mucked up the
whole business,” remarked Monty Lowther, with a sniff.

““ As you've done,” grinned Digby.

“ Oh, don't argue !’ exclaimed Tom Merry.
such kids for arguing.”

* Who-—whom are you calling kids ?

“ Never mind that. Shall we join—allies or rivals ? More
chance of catching the thieves if we go Co.”

* There's something in that, but——""

There was a rustle in the thickets, and Towser started and
showed his teeth. The juniors looked eager and alert. Blake
nudged Tom Merry.

““It's all right—we'll go Co. Stand together.”

“ Right you are. I expect that’s the burglars.” *

“That’s what I was thinking.”

¢ Come on, then.”

The six juniors plunged through the thickets, Herries leading
the way with Towser. There was a sudden shout from the
thick foliage.

* Keep that rotten beast off

* Figgins ! ejaculated Tom Merry.

Figgins it was—and the Co. with him.

“I never met

'Rl
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burst into an open glade, and stopped as they found themselves
face to face with the New House trio.

Jack Blake Fave a grunt of disappointment.

** Hang it all, Figgins, this is the second time ! ”

* What’s the second time ? ** asked Figgins, in astonishment.

“The second time we’ve found a silly ass when we were
looking for a burglar. The first time we ran into Tom Merry.”

Figging chuckled.

*“ Still looking for the giddy burglar ? »

“ Yes ; and we're on the track. Have you secen anything
of the bowler hat and the fur cap ? ” asked Blake.

Figgins shook his head.

¥ l%lob since they tried to rob us. 1T say, I've taken that little
mongrel to the vet. in Rylcombe, and he says it will be all right
in a day or two. He's going to cure it and send it up to the
school.’ S

“ Good, I'm more concerned for its master now, though.
We're really on the track—no gammon.”

*“ Honest Injun ? ” asked Figgins suspiciously.

“Yes ; honest Injun. Tom Merry has tracked the rotters,
and proved beyond a doubt that they are the fellows who
robbed the chapel.” .

* That was pretty clear from the start,” said Herries.” ‘‘ My
dog Towser was not likely to run down the wrong persons.”

" How do you make it out, though ?” asked Figgins, who
had lingering doubts—not of Blake’s assurance, but of the
accuracy of his information.

e Telf] the giddy Doubting Thomas about it, Merry.”

Tom Merry detailed his proofs. Figgins & Co. were con-
vinced ; and, indeed, it was hardly possible to entertain any
doubt upon the matter. The difficulty was to find the two
rascals in the tan&led depths of the wood.

“It’s all right,” said Figgins. ** It’s pretty clear—if we can
find them.”

** We shall be able to do all that.

** Giye the beastie a chance,” said Kerr. * We may as well
stick together over this. If there’s a crowd of us, the rotters
are not #o likely to show fight, and it would be no joke to get a
crack on the head from a jemmy, you know.”

** Right enough ; come on.”

* Come on, Fatty ; what are you looking so thoughtful about
~any idea of getting hold of the burglars ? " asked Kerr.

“ The burglars I\ Oh, no; I wasn’t thinking of them. Do
you know, Kerr " ‘ :

“ What is it 2 Buck up !” said Kerr, impatiently. Tom
Merry & Co. were already starting.

“ Why, I was just thinking that—do you know what the
time is ¢’ ;

** No, I don’t.”

“It’s half an hour past tea-time.”

“ Oh, rats ! ” said Kerr, turning to follow his leader, who was
hurrying on with the School House juniors. Fatty Wynn ran
after him.

* But I say, Kerr, I'm jolly hungry. I didn’t have much in
the tuckshop at Rylcombe, only a few pies and puddings and
things.  And I get so jolly hungry in this September weather.”

“Go and eat coke, then ! ” said Kerr heartlessly.

** Oh, really, you know, old chap——"

But Kerr was not listening. He caught up with Figgins,
and Fatty Wynn, with a grunt of discontent, quickened his
pace and caught up with him, too. Herries was going ahead
with Towser, and it looked as if the dog had scented something
a{;ain, as he was running on without having to be dragged
along.

“I say, Figgins,”” panted Fatty Wynn. “1I suppose you
don’t happen to have any toffee about you, do you ?”

* No," said Figgins.

* Or—or any milk-chocolate, or caramels ? »

“ Not one—not the ghost of an aniseed-ball,” said Figgins
cheerfully.

“I—I'm afraid I can’t keep up unless T have some refresh-
ment .

* §it down, then.”

* Really, Figging—-—""

+But Figgins was cutting on, and he did not reply. Fatty
Wynn grumbled and kept on. Towser suddenly stopped, and
Herries nearly fell over him. Tom Merry threw up his hand
to his followers as a signal to halt.

* At last ! ” he gasped, in a whisper.

* Where are thoy ? = Keep that dog quiet, Herries.”’

‘ He’s quiet enough. My dog never makes a row when it’s
time to be quiet. In a case like that, you can always depend
upon my dog Towser | ”

* Cheese it ! muttered Blake.
Merry 1"

* Yes, rather ! Tom Merry’s eyes were blazing with excite-
ment. * Look there ! ” He pointed through the trees.

”

My dog Towser

“Did you see something,

The juniors followed the direction of his finger, and there was

a general quick indrawing of breath.

Through the openings of the trees could be seen, partly
visible through the bushes, the backs of two individuals sitting
on the turf,

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

“D’ARCY’S SECRET,”

One Penny, 23

They were leaning back against the bushes to rest, and only
glimpses could be caught of their backs, and of the rest of them
nothing whatever could be seen.

* Jove ! ” muttered Blake.
-——};ou seo | ”

‘ Not much doubt they’re our game ! :

‘* Quiet, there ! If we alarm them they may scoot off again.’?

““ Quiet yourself, then.” :

“Come on!” muttered Tom Merry. * Wo mustn’t give
them a chance to bolt this time. Creep up as quictly as you
can, and suddenly pounce on them when I give the word.”

‘ When I give the word,” said Blake.

* Oh, rats ! Come on, and quiet does it,”

The juniors of St. Jim’s crept forward. They approached’
as close to the bush against which the two backs were leaning
as they could without giving the alarm. Then a bough sagged
and creaked as Manners pushed it, and there was a movement

|
“ We've got ’em.  Two of ’em

visible. Further concealment was useless. With a yell the
juniors rushed forward, trampling recklessly through the *
thicket. ;

* Collar them ! yelled Tom Merry.

And collar them tﬁe juniors did. In a twinkling the two une
seen individuals, overwhelmed by a fierce rush, were sprawling
on the turf, pinned down by a sprawling heap of juniors.

CHAPTER 15.
Honours Divided \

b HAT—how—who—-—" )
* Why—who-— what ! "’
“ My only hat ! ” gasped Tom Merry,

He had reason to, gas;).

For, as soon as that frantic charge was over, and the juniors
had time to look at the two individuals they had rolled on the
grass and swarmed over, they discovered that they were not the
two ruffians of whom the party were in search. ’

* Get up ! panted BlnLO, making the same discovery at the
same moment. *‘ It’s Monteith ! i

* Get up ! gurgled Figgins. * It's Kildare !” :

IE their, prisoners had suddenly turned red-hot, the juniors
could not have jumped up more quickly.

Kildare and Monteith, looking startled, breathless, and
rampled, serambled up. 4 -

* You young rascals !’ roared the captain of St. Jim's. *‘ Ig
this one of your little jokes ¢

“ You young villains |’ gasped Monteith, the head prefect
of the New House. ‘‘ I’ll teach you to——""

* We're awfully sorry,” said Tom Merry, penitently.

“ I’ll make you sorrier—-—""

“TIt was a mistake——""

“ That’s all very well,” said Kildave grimly, “ but if a couple
of chaps can’t take a stroll in a wood, and git down for a rest and
a chat, without having a dozen young monkeys egcrambling
over them by mistake, it's time somebody was licked. Don’t
you think so, Monteith ? »

The New House prefect nodded.

“ .

ixactly You take Merry, and I'll take Figging—-"
“Hold on,” exclaimed Tom Merry broubhlesﬁy. “ We'sd
sorry, you know. Besides—you don’t know what we took you
for.”

“I don’t care much——-""

** We're tracking the burglars.”

“ You young asses !’ said Kildare, laughing.
take us for the burglars.”

“Yes. You sce, we could only see your backs, and we knew'
there were two of them, and——"

“ We're on the track, you see,” said Blake. ‘ We've {;ot
proofs, and we know they’re in the woods, and so we——’

Kildare and Monteith exchanged glances.

*“ Now look here, youngsters. ‘‘I suppose this is all gas ?
Do you really know anything about the burglars or not ?

* We do—rather.”

‘“Then explain what it is—you explain, Merry.”

In a few minutes Kildare was in possession of all the important
discoveries made by the juniors. He looked startled at first,
and then satisfied. It was evident that he saw matters with the
eyes of the eager burglar-hunters.

* What do you think, Monteith ? »

“I think we can let them off their licking,” laughed the
refect. A
P I think so too. There is something in this. Now answer
me carefully, Tom Merry. Yousay you heard the rascals digging
near the bridge ?”

* Yes, rather. I guessed at once that they had some loot,
and were hiding it in case they should be arrested.”

*“ That’s clear enough,” assented Blake. ¢

* Clear as daylight,” said Figgins.

Kildare smiled.

“ Suppose, instead of burying some fresh plunder, my lads,
they went there to remove some previously concealed ?* he
suggested.

- AH1

“Did you

I—I nover thought of that.”

T fTom Merry & Co
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“ After attempting to rob Figgins and Kerr, and being
geared by that hunting with the bulldog, it is more than probable
that they made up their minds to cut,” said the captain of St.
Jim’s. ** While they were hanging about in the vicinity,
they would naturally have hidden the stolen chalice and the
cash, in case of arrest. If they had been taken with nothing
upon them nothing could have been proved. But if they made
up their minds to cut and run, they would naturally return to
t{lo hiding-place of the loot, and get it out to take away with
them.”

Tom Merry's faco was a study.

*“ Well, I suppose you're right, Kildare,” he said slowly. “1
—I didn’t think of that at the time. If we had looked in the
place where I heard them digging, I daresay we should have
discovered the stuff." :

“The swag,” said Figgins.

¢ Woell, then, the best thing we can do is to make a straight
run for the bank at the bridge, and see if they are there.”

“Good ! I say, we hadn't thought of all that, and it's jolly
lucky we went for you, Kildare, or the Totters would have
got away with the loot after all,”

“ Very likely, Let’s got off. You had better tie that dog
up, Herries, in case he gives the alarm.”

“ In—in case he what ? ” ejaculated Herries.

“In case he gives the alarm to the rotters when we got near
them.”

“My dog Towser wouldn't give the alarm.
keen for that. Why, he——""

“ Well, if you can answer for him——

¢ Of course I can. Why, it was he who first scented out the
burglars, following their track clean from the chapel at St. Jim's
to Rylcombe Wood, and—-—"

He's too jolly

"
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¥ ¢« T've very little doubt of it too,” said Kildare, smiling.
“ But don’t be downhearted—you've done very well, all of you.
1f the stolen property is recovered, and the burglars arrested, it
will be due to the juniors of 8t. Jim’s—though I think a couple
of Sixth-Formers will have a hand in the finish.”

“ Good,” said Tnm Merry. * We'll follow your lead if you
like to hunt for the rotters——-—"

“ T don't know that it will be necessary to hunt for them,”
Kildare remarked. ¢ Their encounter with you will probably
only malke them all the more eager to leave this neighbourhood.
Don’t you think that, after dodging you in the wood, they
probably returned to that lonely spot by the bridge, to recover
their plunder and bolt with it "

. Tom Merry jumped.
* Why, of course ! '’ he exclaimed.

NEXT
THURSDAY :

“D’'ARCY'S SECRET.”

“ Well, come ‘“There's no timo to
lose now.”

They hurried off through the wood. Kildare, who knoew
every inch of the wood, led the way by the easiest and shortest
cut to the bank of the Ryll.

They came in sight of the gleaming waters of the viver, bright
in the rays of the setting sun, and turned up the bank towards
the bridge.

“ Quiet now,” whispered Kildare.

The spot was very quiet and lonely. The banks here were so
ru%und and well-wooded that few feet ever trod them. The

along,” said Kildare.

,old stone bridge rose high above, and the branches of the trees

completely concealed the bank from the view of anyone looking
over the parapet.
{Continued on page 26.)

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co
By Martin Clifford.
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Towser showed signs of restiveness, but he did not bark.

Olink ! Clink !

Tom Merry turned to Kildare with a blaze in his eyes.

“You heard that ? " he whispered. *“ A trowel on a stone.”

The captain of St. Jim’s nodded.

“ I heard it. They're there.”

“ We've got em,” muttered Blake.
Matilda ! We've got ’em !

“ Quiet,” muttered Kildare. * Separate, so as to surround
the spot, and if they cut, jump on dmm and hold on ! There
are enough of us to eat them, if it comes to that.”

The juniors scattered, creeping through the thickets in a
way that recalled to their minds the time when they played Red
Indian in Rylcombe Wood. Kildare and Monteith went straight
on. There was a sudden husky exclamation under the trees.

“ Wot was that, Snipey ? "

I didn’t ’ear nothin’, Dodger.”

“T did!” gasped Dodger. ‘* Cut, Snipey, cut !’

Snipey promptly cut. But Monteith was :-at)ringiug upon him,
and the rascal went down under the prefect’s weight. Dodger
eluded Kildare, and ran ; but Tom Merry leaped on him like a
terrier, and he was followed by Blake, Figgins, and Digby.
Under the weight of the four juniors, Dodger went to the ground,
struggling furiously. Kildare came up in a moment, and the
ruffian was secured.

“ Got them ! yelled Figgins.

“ Lemmeo go,” gasped Snipey.
and I don’t know nothing about it.
school, nor inside the blooming chapel——

“’0ld yer tongue !” panted Dodger.

“T tell you I ain’t never——"

“ Come, come, that's no use,” said Kildare.
Look at this.”

Ho pointed to a hole that had been excavated under a tree.
The trowel lay beside it, where Dodger had dropped that
implement in the moment of alarm. At the bottom of the
excavation a gleam of metal showed, and Kildare stooped and
plucked out the chalice. It was half-full of money.

Dodger muttered an oath.

“The game’s up ! he said.
did it, though, "ang yer."

“ Simple enough,” said Herrios genially.

“ My only Aunt Mary

“1'm an honest man, I am,
I've never been near the

”

“ You're caught !

¢ Blessed if I know 'ow you

“ Tt was wy dog

AAANANANANNNANNANNANNANNNNANANNANNANNNANNVY
THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GRAND STORY.

Towser ! He's tracked you down! I'm sorry for you, you

rotters ; you hadn’t an earthly when my dog Towser once got

on your track!’ I
. . . . . . « L

Tt was a surprise for 8t. Jim’s ! i

When Tom Merry & Co. returned to the school, and announced |
that the thieves were under lock and key at the village police |
station, and that the stolen property had been recovered thero
was incredulity at first—but when Kildare and Monteith
endorsed the story, there could be no further doubt. :

The nine juniors were the heroes of the hour.

Skimpole reluctantly parted with his beliof that Kildare and
Monteith had been confederates in committing the crime, but |
he maintained that all the clues had pointed that way, and
that the actual discovery was really in the nature of a fluke.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was a little annoyed, too. He had
changed his jacket, and got rid of the last lingering scent of
the kipper, and was ready to go on the trail again, when Tom
Merry & Co. came in with the announcement that the hunt was
over.

“It’s weally wathah wotten,” said Arthur Augustus. 1}
weally think you might have waited for me, deah boys. 1
should have wejoined you in about half an hour-——" |

“ The burglars would have been in the next county by then,” |
remarked Tom Merry.

“1 ghould have twacked them down, deah boy.”

“Oh, Towser could have done that, as far as that goes,”
remarked Herrios. * Towser takes the cake this time; I
think you’ll all agree to that.”

t * No fear !’ said Tom Merry. It was us—we tracked ‘em.”

% Oh, rats,” said Figgins. “If we hadn’t met them in the |
wood——""

“ Well, come to that, if Kildare hadn’t thought where to look
for them——"

“ Bosh,” said Herries. “Tt was my dog Towser did the
trick, wasn't it, Towsy old boy ? )

Towsy “old boy said ** Gr-r-r-r,” but whether in assent or |
dizsent could not quite be decided.

THE . END.

(Another splondid long, complete tale of Tom Merry
& Co. next Thursday, entitled ''D'Arcy’'s Secret.”
Please order your copy of the GEM in advance.)

By

LAST WEEK’S OPENING CHAPTER.

vavid Steele, fifteen years of age, is forced through cir-
cumstances to leave the little North-country village which
had been home to him all his days.

Wrexborough is his destination. He tramps on hour after
hour, but at last, being too tired to move, falls to sleep
on the banks of a canal. He is awakened by voices, and
overhears a vile plot. Ie resolves to frustrate it, and is
successful in saving the victim's life. It is necessary for
him, though, to resort to the canal, and he and his wounded
companion float down with the stream.

. . . . . . .

Micky Jones, the son of John Jones, had been left in
charge of the barge Annie May. Micky did his duty by
falling to sleep—and he was a sound sleeper! The rising
wind did not trouble him at all, as it ought to have done,
seeing that he had neglected to make the barge fast to the
bank, with the result that presently it began to swing out
into the canal.

But this was how it happened that Mr. Jones’s absence
and his son’s carelessness saved two lives: David Steele’s
senses had almost left him when his companion’s head
grazed the barge, and one of the arms that had been clutch-
ing him so tightly relaxed its hold and shot upwards, and
then the boy felt himself drawn up to the surface, and his
lungs were filled with a blessed draught of air.

{Now go on with the story.)

NEXT
THURSDAY:

THRILLING TALE OF THE COAL-MINES.
MAX HAM]LTON.

-

“D’ARCY'S SECRET.”

> THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Micky’s Departure and David's Strange Find.

David Steele was too dazed at first to understand that their
struggles hiad carried them against the barge as she lay across
the canal ; and, clinging with both hands to the gunwale of
the boat, he drew in breath after breath, cons¢ious only of
physical relief from the pressure of the water.

So weak was he from his prolonged strain that it was some
minutes bofore he could summon up strength to scramble aboard
the barge and lend a hand to his companion, who, even more
oxhausted, sank heavily upon the deck of the Annie May
as soon as he had managed to reach it.

It was at this juncture that Micky appeared upon the scene.

The sound of something falling upon l»‘w deck exactly above his
head had aroused Master Jones from his slumbers, and, hearing
David’s footsteps, he had leapt out of bed in some trepidation,
At first he imagined that the unexpected sounds denoted the
roturn of his father ; but Mr. Jones had expressly declared his
intention of not returning till the morning ; and, remembering
this, a sensation of uneasiness began to creep over Micky,
whose courage was not his most prominent quality. An awful
story which he had once heard—a story which he scornfully
disbelieved in the daylight, but which was apt to recur to his
memory in the watches of the night with terrifying effects—
flashed” into his mind now. It related to the unpleasant
practice of drowned men who were in the habit of rising out of
the water at dead of night and of elimbing on to passing barges,

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
By Martin Clifford. .
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where they would sit, pale and dripping, a fearsome sight for
human eyes ! :

Micky’s teoth began to chatter. He knew that it was all rot 3
but he also knew that he should never sleep another wink that.
night until he had convinced himself that a row of drowned
men were not sitting with their feet dangling over the gunwale
of the Annie May.

: Cautiously he protuded his head and then his body from the
door.

‘“ Is that you, dad ? » he asked in a quavering voice ; and then,
with & howl of terror, fell flat upon his face.

*“ The ghosts ! ”* he yelped—*‘ the ghosts ! *

Closing his eyes to shut out the sight of the two dripping—and,
as he thought, supernatural<~figures, and stuffing up his ears
with his fingers, Micky emitted a series of hideous yells—yells
which redoubled when David tried to bring him to reason by
shaking him, violently,

When at length the truth was brought home to him—which
was not for some minutes—Micky scrambled to his feet, looking
both foolish and relieved. Once convinced that his visitors
were of flesh and blood, however, he tried to atone for his curious
reception of their arrival by stretching the hospitality of the
barge to its utmost limits. He had the stove alight in no
time ; and while the water was boiling for a jorum of hot tea,
David and his companion stripped off their wet things and,
wrapping themselves in blankets, strove to restore the warmth
to their chilled bodies,

To the elder of the two it was still a mystery how he got into
the water. Stunned from behind during his lonoli walk across
the moor, he was absolutely ignorant not only of the motive for
such an assault but of the identity of his assailants. He listened
with amazement to David’s account of the deliberate attempt at
murder which he had frustrated—an account in which the boy
#poke modestly enough.of his share in the adventure—and when,
Palzlvid had concluded he stretched out his hand to him grate-

ully.,

*“ My lad,” he said huskily, “ I sha’n’t forget what you have
.done for me to-night ! I owe you my life twice over—a service
If ever you want,
you have one in William Scott !’

* William Seott ! broke in Micky, who hgd been listening,
open-mouthed, to David's story. * You ain’t the Mr. Wilkum
Scott, surely—the chap what owns the Wrexborough Coai-
mines ?

Scott nodded.

‘“Golly 1 murmured Micky incredulously ;  *‘ and  to
think you should = be sittin’ there dressed in dad’s old
blanket !

Seott laughed at his amazement, but grew grave again
dirvectly.

 You say you never caught sight of these men’s faces,” he
said musingly ; ‘“ and for my part, I have not the faintest idea
who they can be. = Yesterday Ishould have said that I had not an
enemy in the world.  Well, I am absolutely determined that the
matter shall bo cleared up. I will set the police on their track
the first thing in the morning, and they wan probably be able to
find some clue to the mystery. Meanwhile, my boy,” he
added, laying his hand on David’s shoulder, *“ you had better
purn in and go to sleep,”

David was nothing loth-—he cquld hardly keep his eyes open.
Micky hospitably insisted that his visitors should oceupy the
two bed-places, and curled himself up on the floor Ey the
stove.

An appetising smell of frizzling bacon awoke David in the
morning. Scott, though still looking pale and weak, was already
up and dressed, and David was not long in following his example,
I& was surprised to find how shaky he still felt ; and when Scott
announced that Micky was going to walk into Wrexborough
after ‘breakfast and send out a carriage to convey himself and
David, the latter was relieved to think that he should be spared
the tramp of which he would usually have made light. Micky
was furtger instructed to call at the police-station and lay
immediate information of the attack, with the request that an
Lnspaotor would call upon Mr. Scott as.soon as he arrived

ome, o |

Armed with these commissions, Micky departed, while David,
urged by a curiosity to look upon the scene of his adventure by
daylight, crossed the railway-bridge, and, walking along the
track, reached the spot where Scott had lain in the way of the
train,

As he turned away, with a ghudder, something bright lying
among the heather caught his eye. He stooped and picked if. up.
It was a red leather pocket-boolk.

Was it Scott’s ? If not, it must have been dropped by
one of his assailants, and might furnish the desired clue.
'.gg hurried back to the barge as fast as his feet would carry

im. i

“ Have you lost a pocket-book, sir ?”” he inquired eagerly,
rs soon as he came within speaking distance, ;

. Why ! ”»

% No,” returned Scott,

g THWAY: %
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“ Hurrah ! cried David ; * then it is a clue ! One of those
brutes must have lost this,
It belonged, most likely, to the man with the lantern. He bent
over you when you were on the line.”

As he spoke he held out the leather case triumrhn.ntly.

To his surprise, a cry—a ery of unmistakable horror—burst
from Scott’s lips. 7

“No, na!’ he execlaimed,
from David’s outstretched hand,
true !

He tore the case open as he spoke, and gave a rapid glance
at its contents. Then, white as ashes, he staggered back a pace,
covering his face with his hands, while David stared at him
in amazement.

Suddenly Scott started as if an idea had struck him.

‘* Btop that boy !” he cried. * Stop him, for Heaven’s sake !
Stop him hefore he gets to Wrexborough — before he sces
a living soul! At all costs this must be kept from the

snatching the

pocket-book
ST

isn’t—it can’t be

Mr. Scott Alters His Mind, and Micky Objects to the
Alteration.

David could scarcely believe his cars. A few minutes
before Secott had despatched Micky on his errand to
the mnearest police-station, with a recommendation to use
his utmost speed-——had expressed his firm and unalterable
determination to spare neither pains nor money in hunting
down the authors of the dastardly attempt to murder him-—
and now, when a clue to the mystery was suddenly and un-
expectedly placed in his hands, in the twinkling of an eye his
mind was changed.

“ Run after him,” he repeated impatiently.
sake run ! "

An idea that Scott was perhaps becoming light-headed, that
the blow he had received might have inflicted some injury to his
brain, flashed into David’s mind.

*“ Are you sure, sir,” he stammered, ‘‘ that you mean what
you say-—that although you know that two men have done
their_best to murder you, you don’t want me to set the police
afber them 27 ’

@ * Lsee what you are thinking,”” Scott returned ; * but T know
periectly weli what I am doing—my mind is as clear as ever it
wag—and 1 tell you,” he continued passionately, * that no
inquiries must ever be made into last night’s outrage—that, if
it be possible, that outrage -must remain a secret between you
and me and the boy yonder. It is a matter of more than life
and death to me. Ay, and to others. Boy, you do not know
what it would mean to me if—if this horrible thing were made
publie. If you could only guess, you would not hesitate to do
what T ask you—you would stop that boy and bring him back
before it is too late.”

There was a despairing appeal in his tones that David could
resist no longer.

** All right, sir ! ™ he answered. .

And a murmur of relief broke from Scott’s lips as the lad
started off in pursuit of Micky. Then, resting his chin on his
hands, the mine-owner stared bafore him like one oblivious of
‘his surroundings, his eyes still distended with the horrified
expression which had come into them when he spatched the
pocket-book from David’s hand.

Micky Jones had a quarter of an hour’s start, and was hurrying
along as fast as his legs could carry him. Mr. Scott’s last words
had been : ** Hurry up, my boy, there’s half a sovereign waiting
for you if you're quick !  And half a sovereign represented a
sum of money greater than any over which Micﬁly’a fingers had
yet closed. With that glittering bait in view it was no wonder
that David had some difficulty in overtaking him, and great was
his astonishment on being ordered to return.

Scott started up as he saw the boys approaching, and hurried
towards them, thrusting the tell-tale booE into his inner pocket
as he did so.

“ Thank heavens you have brought him back !’ he
said. ~ And then, turning to Micky, he went on anxiously :
“ You ,hn,ve not met anyone, have you, my lad, since you left
here ?’

Micky vouchsafed no direct reply.

‘ What about that ten bob you promised me ? ** he demanded
sulkily.

Mr. Scott, with a gesture of impatience, extracted from his
pocket a shining coin, which he tossed into Micky’s dirty and
outstretched hand.

* There you are. Now answer my question.
or spoken to anyone since you left me ?

“ Not to a living soul, gov'nor, ’cept him,” returned
Micky, nodding his head in the direction of David, his eyes
all the while fixed in fond admiration upon his glistening
treasure.

' For Heaven’s

Have you seen

Mr. Scott took two or three hasty steps backwards and for- =

wards. It was evident that he felt himself placed in a dilerama
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—that he realised that his secret was, to a certain extent, in the
power of these two boys. David, the mine-owner instinetively
folt he could trust to hold his tongue, but with regard to the
other he had considerable doubts.

There was a moment’s silence. Then Scott turned and faced
the two lads. His face was even paler than before.

“ Look here, my boys,” he said. I want to know if T can
trust you both to hold your tongues on this matter—if you will
give me your word of honour not to mention, without my per-
mission, the real story of my adventure.”

He fixed his eyes first on David as he concluded, waiting for
his answer.

“ Very well, sir,” said the boy slowly. “T'll give you my
word. The sccret’s yours, and I'm bound to keep it if you
wish it. Only——"

* Only what ? "

Da,vic'v lifted his eyes frankly to the mine-owner’s.

“ Do you think it’s safe, sir * Do you think that when they
find they’ve failed, these rascals won't make a second attempt?

Mr. Scott was silent.

“T cannot help that,” he replied bitterly, at length. *1I
must trust not—and take every precaution. But I have your
word ? "

¥ X, 8ir,”

“Cood! And yours ?”

Micky looked up cunningly. It struck him that here was a
favourable opportunity for a bargain.

“ What'll you give me if T don't say nothing ? " he demandod
boldly, his eyes twinkling in anticipation of another half-
sovereign.  What'll you give me, eh 2 he repeated, a shade
less confidently, as Scott fixed his eyes sternly upon him.

“Tf I ever hear of your talking of me or of my affairs,”” he said
coolly, ““ T will give you—the soundest thrashing you ever had
in your lifo. Remember that, young man. I always keep my
promises."”

Scott had not mistaken his man—or his boy, rather. Micky’s
jaw dropped, and he shuffled uneasily beneath the penctrating
gazo fixed upon him.

“ Didn’t mean no ’arm, gov'nor,” he murmured feebly. I
won’t say nothing, blowed if T will ! ”’
“ You had better not,” said Scott significantly. “And now

that we have sottled that matter, remember you have not éarnod
that half-sovereign yet. You have got your errand to WreXw
borough still to do. Co straight to my house, tell the butler
I have met with an accident, and ask him to send the carriage
for me here. Be quick !

David Begins His New Life.

Before David fell asleep that night he lay for some time
wondering whether he was indeed the same boy who had
started from Thorpe Western with only a shilling or two
in his pocket.

He had soon learned that Scott had meant what he said when
he told him that he had found a friend. As the mine-owner had
said to Micky, he was not a man who went back on his promises.

As soon as Micky had departed for the second time, Scott set
himself to draw David’s history from him ; and, having learnt
the boy's objects in coming to Wrexborough—his ambition to
carve a way for himself in the world, and his desire to make a
home for his mother in the
future—he had said quietly :

“1 think I can be of use g
to you, my boy. At least T

000000o<>o<>ooo<>o<>o<>o<>o<>o<>o<>o<>oooo-<>o<>¥<

their shoulders to the wheel, and because you enter my
service as a pit-boy, there iz no reason why you should not
in after years rise to something very much higher.”

David nodded eagerly.

“ I'll do my best, sir,” he said.

“T am sure you will,” Scott returned, * I rely upon you to
work your own way up ; for, if you are to be respected by your
comrades, David, there musgt be no suspicion among them that

our getting on is due to favouritism. You understand, my
{’ud ?  You are to begin at the bottom of the ladder, and earn
your own advancement.”

So the matter was settled, and David’s heart felt lighter at
the idea that the much-desire 1 employment had been so speedily
secured. -

Scott made no further allusion to the boy's promise of silence.
He trusted David thoroughly. A keen judge of character, he
knew he could rely upon his word. !

David, on his part, did not return to the gubject which he saw
that the mine-owner wished to avoid, evident though it was
that it was weighing heavily upon his thoughts.

The house of the rich colliery proprietor, situated outside
Wrexborough, was a mine of wonders to David Steele, and he
felt shy and awk ard as his host led him through the imposing
hall, flanked on either side by rooms which seemed absolutely
palatial to his unsophisticated eyes.

William Scott, however, was not the man to forget the duties
of a host. He soon set the boy at his ease, and before he had
been ten minutes
be conscious of his
boots.

“ You are my guest for the present, David,” Scott said, laying :
a kindly hand upon the lad’s shoulder. *‘ When I have made
arrangements for your entering upon your work we must see
about finding you a comfortable lodging. Till then you must
make yourself at home here.”

They had scarcely arrived when the manager of the mine
came hurrying up to inquire for Mr. Scott.

« There’s a ramour among the men that you have been seri-
ously hurt, sir,”’ he said, grasping Scott’s hand in evident relief,
wand I came off at once to set their minds at rest. If you ever
had any doubt of what they thought of you it would have been
removed if you had seen their anxiety to have news of * Left.
handed Billy.””

Scott laughed.

“ That's my nickname here,” he said, turning to David. “ A
respectable one, isn't it ? 1 owe it to my left-handed bowling.
We're great cricketers in these parts, and Wrexborough is proud
of its team. Well, you can tell the men there is nothing much
the matter with me. I took a wrong turn last night, and
walked into the canal. Fortunately the consequences were not
gerious ; but they would have been if it had not been for this
brave lad, to whom I owe my life.”

< And that scar on your forehead, sir ? * inquired the manager
looking at the long, red weal on Scott's temple.

The latter reddened.

“T must have struck my head in falling,” he returned hur-
riedly. ‘It is nothing. And now, Grafton, I want to talk
to you about my friend
here, David Steele. Ho
wants work. I conclude we
can make an opening for

travel-stained clothes and pmuddy

can offer you work in the
mine for the present, and if
I find—as 1 believe I shall
—that you are as intelligent

him in the pit.”

“ Certainly,  sir,” sail
Grafton, nodding kindly at
David. “* We want a tram-

and hard-working as you
are quick-witted and plucky,
I shall make it my business
to look after your career.”

David flushed with plea-
gure, but Scott eut short the
words of thanks that he tried
to stammer out.

“ You owe me no thanks,
David. It is I who shall
always owe them to you.
Even if I am able to help
you up the ladder of life, I
shall still be in your debt.
I shall do my utmost to do
80, you may be sare; but,
remember, your future rests
in your own hands. If you
work hard and make good
use of your spare time, I
will see that your efforts are
not thrown away. There
are prizes in every walk of
%ifo Yor those who will put

is a story you’ll like.
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can start to-day.

- «
mer or two. He can begin
on his duties as soon as he

WHOM TO WRITE TO: The Editor,

“ GEM ”
Street, Fleet Street, London, who will
z be pleased to hear from you,

=
“D’ARCY’'S SECRET."

Mystery pervades St. Jim’s.
are left out in the cold, and the solving of the
secret costs them very dear.

Hard knocks are given and taken with great im-
partiality and, be it also mentioned, good humour.
“D’ARCY’S SECRET’’

P.S.—How do you like the Competition ? Don’t forget you
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likes. He knows what they
are, of course.”

“ I have explained to him
what a trammer is,” replied
Scott, smiling — *“ the lad
whose duty it is to bring the
tubs of coal from the face of
the seam to the shaft. I
want you to keep your eye
on the boy, Grafton,” he
continued, in a lower tone,
so that the words did not
reach David’s ears. ‘‘He
saved my life last night, and
therefore I am bound to he!p
him on in life if I can ;. but,
besides that, I think highly

Library, 23-9, Douverie

Tom Merry & Co,

The EDITOR.
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of his pluck and intelli-

gence.” ;

g (To be continued next
Thursday.)

Printed and pubiished weekly by the Proprietors 23, Bouverie Street, London, England. Subscription, 4s, 4d. per annum,

Saturday, September 26th, 1908,

in the house David had forgotten to
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