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: CHAPTER 1.

V“." W

. Digby, who couldn’t answer.

i

‘ A Modern Knight-Errant.

HAT'S the matter with Gussy?”’ ;
Blake, the leader of the Fourth-Form juniorvs
at St.. Jun’s, ‘asked the question of his chum,
Terries, and Herries asked it of Blake. Both of them asked
Then all three questioned
Tom Mervy, who shook his head and gave it up.
- The chums of Study No. 6 were puzzled, and so
Terrible Three—puzzled and somewhat exasperated.
The extraordinary behaviour of Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
-the swell of St. Jim’s, was worrying them at a time when they
had sufficient to worry them already.
. Warfare between the ¢ Saints” and the neighbouring
Grammar School in Rylcombe, always in the air, had recently
‘broken out with redoubled energy, and the juniors of St.

were the

. Jim's had enough to do to keep their end up against their

rivals.

As a matter of fact, they had not'succeeded in doing this
very well lately. They had formed an anti-Grammarian
Co., consisting of Tom Merry & Co., Blake & Co., and Figgins
& Co., of the New House. The latter firm was reinforeed
at present by the presence of Marmaduke Smythe, the
millionaire’s son, who was a former member of the famous
New Hougse Co., but who had left St. Jim’s, and was now
on a visit to his old school.
been working on the principle of the Macedonians of old—
they elected a new leader every day from among their
number, with full powers of chieftainship—for the time. So
far, this system had not proved a success. Blake, Lowther,
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and Figgins had, in turn, led expeditions against the
with results disastrous to tne St. Jim's juniors. 7

The Grammarians were in high feather.” Their success was
unbroken, and they had actually won back two-tnirds of a
precious document which had been wrung from them in the
past by their rivals. This document, which was an ‘ac-
knowledgment from the leaders of the Grammar School that
they had been thoroughly licked, bad been divided into three
parts by the victorious St. Jim’s juniors, and one third had
been preserved for many a long day in the study of each of the
three famous Co.’s. Now but one fragment remained to St.
Jin’s, and Frank Monk & Co., of the Grammar School, were
confident of gaining that.

The juniors of the old college, on the other hand. were on
fire to regain what they had lost, but the question was how
this could best be accomplished ?

This problem was exercising the minds of all the leading
lights of St. Jim's—including D’Arcy—until one worning.
‘Then Arthur Augustus had shown this strange preoccupation

enemy,

-which was so puzzling to his chums,

The Terrible Three observed it in time. They exchangel
notes with Blake, Herries, and Digby, but none of the six
could throw any light on the subjact.

They were talking about it after early chapel, when Avthur
Augustus passed them, walking alone with a pensive brow.

The swell of the School Houss evidently did not see thewmn
staring at him. He walked by with his nose in the air, a farc-
away expression in his eves, and what Blake described as an
idiotic smile upon his chivvy.

““ What’s the matter with him 7 muttered Blais.

5 { Y
s ER S
he have gone off his rocker in the night 7"
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. “ ¥You must not talk in the class-room. D’Arey,
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« “ Perhaps he’s thinking out some terrific wheeze for bring-
inig the Grammar cads down on their marrowbones ?*
suggested Tom Merry,

“ Possibly.. Let’s ask him.” :

“If he is,” said Dighy, “he won’t tell us What it is unless

he’s selected captain. You know what an obstinate mule hs.

can be when he likes 1” e . :

“ Well, let's ask him, anyway !’ sxclaimed Herries. “Ha
looks as if he’d got something on his chest, or was composing
a poem or something. He may be making up something for
the next number of the ‘ Weekly,” you kuow. Poets often
look like that.” - ;

The juniors approached D’Arey, and so preoccupied was
the sweil of the School House with his mystericus reflections
that he did not see them until he had walked right into Tom
Merry, and dropped his eyeglass with the shock.

Then he gave a sudden start. ; S

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, that is extwemely wuff and wude
of you!” he said crossly. ‘ You ought not-to get into my
way, and make me wun into you ! e

““Why don’t you look where you are going, and not wander

“round bike a giddy moon-calf 7’ demanded the hero of the
Shell severely. :

“Eh?” said D’Arcy vacantly. 3

“ Why don’t you look where you're going 2" bawled Tom
Merry. ““ Are you deaf?”

" Yaas, wathah! I mean, no, certainly not "’

“'That sounds rather mixed. Are you off your rocker ?”

¢ No—yes— — Pway don’t bothah me!”

The juniors looked at one another.

It was certain that Arthur Augustus had something on his
mind, or he would not have answered at random like that.

“ Are you thinking about the Grammar School 77 asked
Blake,  ‘‘Thinking out some wheeze for knocking Monk
& Co. into a cocked hat ?” )

* Gwammah ‘School?”’” said Arthur Augustus vaguely.
“ What Gwammah School?”? s -

. The chums stared blankly at D’Avcy.
School 7
Grammar School ?
rocker ! - e

- My dear kid,” said Blake kindly, if there’s anything the
matter with you, just confide it to your uncle. What’s the
trouble 27 : .

© Twouble? I am twoubled by a set of inquisitive asses,
you know I”” said D’Arcy. “1I haven’t any othah twouble ab
-pwesent 1"

“‘Look here,” said Dig, “you're going to work the right
way to get used a duster, Algernon Adolphus. Do you
want to be used to wipe up the quad ?”’

“ Certainly net, I distinctly wefuse.
me [’

““ Then tell us what’s the matter with you? What are you
_mooning about ?’ : ‘

- ¥ Nothin’. =1 do not wish to be bothahed——!

** There’s to be a meeting of the Co. in the wood shed—

““Eh? Meetin’? I can’ come!”

& What I

Six voices howled out the word together. :

The juniors were simply astounded. Not come to the
meecting ! The world was surely coming %o an end !

“Are you wandering in your mind, Gussy 7

What Grammar
They could scarcely believe their ears. What
Certainly D’Arcy must be right off his

Pway don’t wowwy

_asked

Lowther. “If you want a dostor, say so, and we’ll wire for
2

-one.
 Pway wetire and leave me in peacs

** We'll leave you in pieces if we have much more of your
rottin%‘)i” ex?,laimed Tom Merry.. “ What the dickens do you
mean by —— -

A bell began to ring, and the hero of the Shell broke off.
The juniors trooped in to morning lessons. As they went into
the Fourth Form-room, Blake caught Figgins's eye, and ac-
‘quainted him with the strange mysteriousness which had
haunted the swell of the School House that moraing.

.. Figgins grinned expressively.

“1 say, you don’t know what's the matter, do you ?”’ asked
Blake, in astonishment. “ We can’t get on to it ourselves,”’

“4Ha, ha! T think I can form a guess.”

* Well, what is your guess, then ?’

* Don’t you remember the time when the doctor’s niece was
staying at the school?” grinned Figgins. “D’Arcy fell in
love with her. He looked just like that then ”

Blake gave a start.

“My hat! Do you think, then——"

 Well, it looks like it. You can see that for yourself.”

Blake rubbed his nose thoughtfully. :

I remember that time, of coursc.
abous like a calf. But who is there at St. Jim’s for him to
fall in love with? It can’t be Mary, the housemaid, can it 27’

“Ha, ha! Perhaps it’s Mrs. Mimms, the house-dame.”

* Take your seats, boys,” said little Mr. Lathom mildly.
you are late.”

%)

Gussy “was mooning

- Txup Guu Lisrary.—No. 168,

“ornce more over his face.
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“Yaas, wathah! I mean, I am sowwy, sir.”? .

Arthur Augustus took his place. Figgins watched him
curiously. Under cover of his books the swell of St. Jini’s
drew a letier from the inside pocket of his jacket, and began
to read it, evidently not for the first time,

- Figgins nudged Blake as he saw D’Arcy’s action,

*“ You see that, Blake?” :

“My word! ¥Yes. I remember he had a letter this
morning.” :

“That's it, then,” chuckled Figgins, “ and it’s from some
lady. My hat! The
Gussy was excruciating the last time he was in love, and if
he’s got another attack, it will be sométhing tp lkeep: us
cheerful in the evenings.” 2 -

The swell of 8t Jim’s was so absent-minded during
morning school that any master but Mr. ‘Lathomn would have

been extremely exasperated. As it was, he escaped with an

imposition, which he forgot before the class was dismissed.:
‘The chums watched him go out into the quad. He drew

the letter from his pocket again, and read it under the elnms.

The idiotic smile Blake had remuarked upon was seen to play

*‘ Hallo, lock there !’ exclaimed Dighy suddanly. -

Gore, of the Shell, whose lapses from the paths of decency
were becoming sadly frequent of late, was approaching the
swell of St. Jim’s from behind, with the creeping motion of a
cat, and all of a sudden he reached out and snatched the
etter, -

Arthur Augustus gave a shriek of rage.

Gore tore off with the letter, and D’Arcy started in hot
pursuit. Gore was giggling as he ran, and the chums couid
not help laughing, too.

“ Stop I’ shouted D’Arey. Stép, you waseal ! I say, stop-

him, deah boys! The wottah has stolen my beastly lettah,
you know.” o =
- Tom Merry ran into Gore’s path.

“ Get out of the way !’ shouted Gore.

Tom Merry, without replying, caught him by the collar.
E’Ac{cy came panting up, and he tore the letter from Gorels

and. S

“3 have a
Gore,” he exclaimed.
vou know,
letter.”? : -

“Oh, go and ecat coke I’ said Gore, walking away 1l-tem-
peredly. He had intended to read that letter out to a selech
circle of juniors, and he was disappointed.

“You are a weally wotten wascal,
I weally believe that you would have wead my

D*Arcy put the letter into his pocket with a great'sighgf. -

relief: :
“I am extwemely obliged to you, Tom Mewwy,”” hesuid.
t That wascal would have wead the letter out, and it would
have been vewy compwomisin’, you know.” o
* What the dickens does it all mean?’’ asked Tom Merry.

.~ Why can’t you explain like a sensitle, sane person? Who

is that letter from ?” :

* From a lady,” said D’Arcy— a lady in gweat distwess.
I cannot tell you more, as it would be bweakin’ the confidence
the fair cweature weposes in me.” ; -

“Ha, ha! Beauty in distress, and you're going to rescue
the fair damosel from the wicked enemy |
Lowther.  Gussy, you're.too funny fo live.”

. I uttahly fail to see anythin’ at all funnay in the matter,”
said D’Arcy frigidly. ¢ There is nothin’ funpay in beautay
in distwess.”” & :

“ My word, if you're not off ! said Blake, coming up.
“Tell us who the letter is from, Gussy.
housemaid 77’ Ea

* Pway do not make such fwivolous wemarlks on ‘such a
sewious subject, Blake.”

head.

Arthur Augustus gave a start. : :
* Weally, Lowthah, I fail to see how you can possibly
know 2

“But I do.
Rylcombe——

*“ Lowthah, I am uttahly disgusted with the fwivolity of the
suggestion.”

It’s from the girl in the confectioner’s shop in

“Then who is it?” exclaimed Digby. “Is it from Tom

Merry’s old governess ® :

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ howled Herries. - .

“ Here, draw it mild!” said Tom Merry. “ No jokes on
that subject, please.” -

Digby made a graceful bow.

“Sorry! That was a slip. You know we all respect Misy

Fawoett, Tom. But who can the lady be?”
** The doctor’s niece isn’t here——77
“ Pway don’t make such wemarks, deah boys! You pain
me.” :
** Then yow won’t tell us?”’
“Certainly not !

Newen

Sale.ld,

* No, I knaow who it’s from,” said Lowther, shaking hix
y 3

re’s going to be some more fun, I think.

good mind to ‘give you a feahful thwashin’,:

exclaimed °

Is it Mary, the



Every Thursday,

“ Gussy, are you looking for trouble?” asked Blake. “ Are
you vearning to be used as a duster to clear up some of the
mud in the quad.?” :

“ My dear chap, can you ask me to bweak a confidence?”

“No, of course not, but we know that’s all rot.”

<] hope,” said D’Arcy, with emphasis, “*that no gentle-
man pwesent doubts my word?” :

““ My dear lunatic—""

1 stwongly object to bein’ addwessed in that oppwobwious
mannah.”’

“Never mind; youw'll get used to it. We don’t doubt your
word, you know, but we think you are being hoaxed. In
a word, the fair one is rotting.”

“T have no mote to say to any of you on the mattah,”” said
Arthur Augustus haughtily. A suggestion that the lady
who has w'itten to me is wotting is simply unpardonable.
I no longah wegard any of you as my fwiends.”

The Co. gasped in unison.

Arthur Augustus was riding the high horse with a
vengeance now.

< Suppose we made you captain——’

¢ Anothah time, deah boy. At pwesent I am occupied
with more important affairs, Pway wun away and play!”

And D’Arcy walked off, with his nose in the air.

The Co. stared after him, and at one another. Theve was
nothing to be made of Arthur Augustus. That was clear.

L)

CHAPTER 2.
The Tryst.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS, having escaped from his in-
quisitive friends, proceeded to a quiet corner of the
old quadrangle of St. Jim’s, and proceeded to read

the letter over again.

It was written in.a small and delicate hand, evidently
that of a female, and it was couched in the most engaging
terms.

No wonder it had made so deep an impression on the swell
of the School House. It ran as follows:

“PDear Friend,—Will you pardon the boldness of one who
admires and esteems you in thus venturing to address you
without an introduction?

" T am in great distress of mind, and nced a brave and
gallant friend to help me, and the moment I saw you I knew

os=that an appeal would not be made in vain to your noble

heart.

“You are so distinguished from your schoolfellows that
my eye sought you out at once, and my heart told me that
heve was the friend I needed. :

“Will you help me? Will you try to help me? What my
trouble is I cannot tell you in writing, in casc my persecutor
should—— But I must not say more. I dare not! Will
you meet me and let me confide all to you?

“T rely upon you. I know that you are courage and
generosity personified. Take pity on an unhappy one who
has no one but yourself to help her, and meet me at the stile
in Rylcombe Lane at half-past three this afternoon.—Yours
imploringly, A PERsECUTED MAIDEN.”

D’Arcy had read the letter through a dozen times already,
but his eyes flashed and his fists clenched as he read it again.

A persecuted maiden!”’ he muttered. ‘ Howwible! I
am just the wight fellow to help her. I will dwop on the
persecutah like a sack of bwicks, and give him such a feahful
thwashin’ that he won’t be able to cwawl about for a week.
Yaas, wathah!” !

Then his face softened.

¢ Distinguished fwom my schoolfellows!” he murmured.
“ Yaas, wathah! Women have such keen insight, wathah,
and they can see these things. I should nevah get Blake or
Tom Mewwy to admit it, but this lovely girl can see it at
ance. I will wush to the wescue! Wathah!”

He put the letter in his pocket at last. s

Then he went into the School House with a slow step and
o thoughtful brow. He had something of more consequence
than a row with the Grammarians to think of now.

He looked at his watch. It wanted an hour and a half to
the time of the meeting, and as the walk might take half an
‘hour, it was time to dress.

D’Arcy snatched a hurried dinner, and repaired to his
quarters to dress. The place was littered all over with shirts
and ties, hats and spats, waistcoats and collars, before he had
finished.

Hoe was going to meet a lady in distress, and it was, of
course, requisite to put on his very best gear, and D’Arcy did
not fail to do it

When he had finished dressing he certainly looked as neat
as a new pin, and quite fit to win tho heart of any lady,
distressed or otherwise, in the United Kingdom. . -
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He surveyed himself in the tall glass which had been
brought into Study No. 6 at his own expense, pier-glasses not
being as a rule furnished in Fourth Form studies.

The result was quite satisfactory.

From the summit of his high, shining topper to the soles
of his shoes, from his beautifully set tie to his nobby spats/
from his diamond sleeve-links fo his gold-rimmed eyeglass,
from his fancy waistcoat to his lavender kid gloves, Arthur
Augustus was a picture.

““Vaas, I weally think I look wathah nice,”’ he murmured.
“Distinguished from my schoolfellows! Yaas, wathah!
What' keen insight the girls have, wathah!” .

Arthur Augustus picked up his gold-headed cane, and
wallked out of the School House. .

Many an admiring eye watched him go. :

“My word!” said Monteith, the head-prefect of the New
House, to Kildare. * Gussy looks more ripping than ever!
That kid ought to be in a shop window.”

Kildare laughed.

“ Whither bound, D’Arcy?” he inquired, as the swell of
the School House passed.

D’Arcy looked at him languidly. '

“T am goin’ out for a little wun, Kildare,” he said.

“ Going out for a little one?’ said Monteith, looking
puzzled. ~*“ What little one? Whose little one? You're not
going to mind a baby, are you?”’

D’Arcy gazed at the New House prefect with a perfectly
withering expression.

“T am going for a wun,”’ he replied eoldly.

And he walked on with his nose held high. .

He passed out of the gates of St. Jim’s as the elock in the
tower boomed out the quarter past three.

Arthur Augustus gave a start.

“ A quartah past!” he murmured. ¢ Weally, it has taken
me longah to dwess than I expected. I shall have to wun
like anythin’.”

And he started at a trot down the lane.

It was impossible to “ wun like anythin’,” however, as the
wind showed a strong inclination to blow his silk hat off, and
it was impossible to look after it and to keep his eyeglass on
at the same time, especially as he had to carefully avoid the
rrllud in the lane for the sake of keeping his beautiful spats
clean.

That run along Rylcombe Lane was, in fact, a forture to
Alrr.thl.;r Augustus, but he faced it manfully in the cause of
chivalry.

The stile came in sight at last, and D’Arey could now hear
the village church clock, which chimed out the half-hour.

He was just in time at the rendezvous. He stopped breath-
less at the stile, and was rather relieved to sce that no one
was there. The lady was not on the spot yet. It gave him
time to look himself over and remove all traces of his hurry.

He rubbed two or three spots of mud from his trousers, and
wiped his eyeglass and adjusted it. He settled his collar and
tie to his satistaction. Then, five minutes having elapsed,
D’Arcy looked up and down the lane. .

But there was no beauty in distress to be seen. .

D'Arcy’s heart sank a little. He remembered the im-
memorial privilege of the gentle sex, to be as late for any
appointment as their humour might dictate. How long was
he destined to wait at the stile in Rylcombe Lane?

1t was very cold weather, and a keen wind was blowing
from the wood. D’Arcy was warmly clad, but it was cold
work standing still. He looked this way and that way,
hoping that the fair damsel whose wrongs he had come to
right would soon appear on the horizon. He was so engaged
when a sudden sound of sobbing broke on his ears.

1t came from the other side of the stile, and in a moment
D’Arcy whirled round and glanced along the footpath which
led inte the wood.

Under the trees, half-hidden from view, he couvld see a
form, and the garb showed that it was a member of ths
superior half of humanity. D’Arcy could have kicked him-
self. Of course, the persecuted maiden was waiting under
the trees to escape general view from the passers-by; just the
thing a modest and retiring persecuted maiden would do!

Arthur Augustus crossed the stile and approached the
fomale form under the trees. The persecuted maiden was
wearing a long cloak, which covered her to her feet, and a
very large hat. Her handkerchief was held to her face, and
so D’Arcy could not see it, and the sound of sobbing
increased as she heard the footsteps of the swell of St Jim’s.
Although her face was covered, she had doubtless had a peep
at the junior from behind the handkerchief. i

“ My dear young lady——"" sdid D’Arcy, raising his topper
in the most graceful way—a salute which was quite lost on
the maiden, as she did not look up. :

The sobbing increased in violence, and Arthur Augustus,
who fully understood how his voice must have made the
lady’s heart beat, was quite concerned.

“My dear young lady,” he said, “I—I weally ewish you
would twy to calm yourself! You are in no dangah now.
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If your persecitah should” come along, I will give him
a feahful thwashin’l” e B =

A gurgling sound came from undernecath the xxal;dlzerchlgf.

But for the fact that the fair unknown was Stricken with
grief, D’Arcy would have imagined that she was laughing.
But that, of course, was impossible. 2 :

“ You are quite safe with me,” said Arthur Augustus,
approaching nearer. ‘‘Pway calm youhself! I wecexv_ec}
your lettah at the school. It was you whe w'ote that charmin
lettah, of course?”’

“Yes;” came in a faint whisper from under the hand-
kerchief. = G

“I was weally extwemely honoured by your confidence,”
said I’ Arcy. “ 1 made up my mind at once to wush to the
wescue, and I huwwied like anythin’.
that I know your charmin’ name.”

“F—1 will tell you later.””

The words were murmured in broken fones.

“Pway do not ewy!’ said Arthur Augustus. “Pway
wemove that handkerchief, so that I may see your beautiful
face, my deal fwiend!”

Agam that gurgling sound.

**No, no; I cannot! I must remain unknown,’’
maiden, in a hurried whisper.
all ‘would be lost.” - .

I weally do not compwehiend.” >

I wiil explain afterwards. Even now my enemies may be
on the track, and they may find me here at any moment.
Suppose they should find me with you?”’

And the fair unknown trembled violently. .

The swell of St. Jim’s grasped his gold-headed cane, an
looked decidedly warlike.

“Let them all come!” he exclaimed. “1 do not care if
they dome, my fair fwiend. You are quite safe with me.
will pwetect you. I should weally and twaly like to meet
your base persecutah at this moment. I would give him a
feahful thwashin’——"’ v

“ ¥Yes, yes; but T am afraid—I am afraid!”’ :

“* There is absolutely nothin’ to be afwaid of,”’ said Arthur
Augustus reassuringly. *‘ Theré is no one in sight. And if
there was, am I not here to pwotect you to the last dwop of
my blood? Pway weassure yourself!” .

2 But I tremble—I tremblc!” :

“Pway do not twemble!”

“But 1 do. And—and, oh, come farther into the wood,
where T'may tell you my torrible story unscen!”

“ With gweat pleasuah{”’

With her handkerchief still held to her eyes, its folds quite
concealing her face, the persecuted maiden led the way
farther into Rylcombe Wood. :In spite of the handkerchief,
she scemed to see her way protty well.

D*Avey followed, feeling rather nonplussed. He had come
there to rescue a distressed beauty from some terrible danger,
and how was he to do it unless he knew what was tho
matter? And a horrid fear was weighing on his mind that
the persecuted maiden might go into hysterics.

The persecuted maiden stopped under the thick trees, some
twenty yards from the lane. There was a sound of sobbing
again.

“ How brave, how noble of you to come to my aid!”’ she
murmured.  “ But I knew the appeal would not be made in
vain—I knew that you would come! Are you not dis-
tinguished from all your schoolfellows by your courage and
your noble bearing?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”’

. Are you not the bravest and the handsomest of all the
jnniors at St. Jim’s?’?

“ You weally flattah me.” s

“Not at all. Could I fail to see how you stand, in every
respect, head and shoulders above any other fellow at Sf.
Jim’s 2 :

« “ Well, no, pewwaps not,” said D’Arcy.

Then he looked rourd quickly.

A sound had come from under the frees, and it sounded
50 remarkably like a suppressed chuckle that D’Arcy was
alarmed. But there was no one in sight.

“Could I,” went on the persecuted damsel enthusiastically
—“ could T mistake that noble bearing, that haughty glance,
that fiery eye, which seemed to tell me that a Paladin had
revisited the earth in—in an Eton suit?” >

“‘You are vewy flattahin’,” said D’Accy.

Then he swung round again.

_This time he was certain he had heard a chuckle behind
him. He screwed the eyeglass into his eye and stared among
the trees. The colour mounted to his face @s he distinetly
saw a foot showing from behind the trunk of a.big cak.

It was a boy’s boot he saw, and he could not have any
further doubt that the scene had witnesses—probably from
the Grammar School.

And a terrible suspicion shot into his mind. Was it all a
hoax? The persecuted damsel—was she a humbug, and had
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she led him into a trap? It was curious that ste should have
persisted in keeping her face covered all this time. = :
“No,” went on the maiden—*‘ no, I could nct be mistaken !
When I saw your gallant form and imposing brow, I knew
that T was saved, and that I had only to—+1o write you a
note, to make you ‘ wun like anythin’ to the wescue.”” :
D’Arcy gave a jump. .

It was certainly not in keeping with a persecuted maiden’s
character to paredy his exquisite style of speech in this way.:
¢ Weally 2 :

The

began D’Avey haughtily.
There was a shout of laughter behind the trees.
spectators could contain it no longer. D’Arcy turned crimson,
“T am afwaid that a deception has been pwactised on me,’

he said. “I am weally suwpwised at your conduct, madam.”
“Oh, say not so!” cried the persecuted damsel, in great
distress. “If you look upon my face you will know why I

have led you hither.” L -
‘]‘T{wn pway let me see your face!” said D’Arcy. relenting
a little.
The handkerchief was lowered at last. D’Arcy looked at
the face under it, and nearly jumped off the ground. ;
It was not a grief-stricken female face he saw; it was the
grinning countenance of Frank Monk, the chief of the
Grammar School juniors |
¢ Fwank Monk ! ;
e
CHAPTER 3.
The Ransom.
o A, ha, ha!? - .
It was a yell of laughter from the wood. N
S Fwank Monk I’ repeated Arthur Augustus dazedly.
He could only stare helplessly at the persecuted maiden,
who had turned out in such an unexpected manner to he the
Grammarian leader. - e
Monk was nearly hysterical with laughter, long suppressed.
“Fwanlt Monk, you are a beastly cad !’ said D’Arcy indig-
ngnt];;A 8o you w'ote me this wotten, beastly lettah, did
-

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Monk: “I got my sister to write
Edorimen? L ,

“And you bwought me here for nothin’, did you?”

* Ha, ha, ha ¥ : :

“1 wegard you as a cad—as a beastly wottah! T concidah
you a wank oufsidsh !”’ :

“Ha, ba, ha |?

“I despise you feahfully !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” : £ o

“I would give you a feahful thwashin’, but you a
worth it ! said 1’Arey; and he turned to stalk away
tically. S e

But half a dozen Grammarians were crowding out from
their ambush, and Carboy and Lane biocked the patheof the
indignant swell of St. Jim’s.

Frank Monk, hiccoughing with laughter, threw aside the
cloak and hat, and stood revealed in his proper person.

“Stand aside ! exclaimed I’Arcy, as the Grammarians
stopped him. “ Stand aside, or I shall pwobably lose my
tempah and stwike you with violence !”

“Collar him I’ shouted Frank.

“ We've got him !’ grinned Carboy, and he laid his hand
on D’Arcy’s shoulder.

But Arthur Augustus was in earnest, and his fist crashed
on Carboy’s nose with a force that made the Grammarian
roll over on the ground, and split D’Arcy’s olove. ,
20w !” roared Carboy. * He’s nearly busted my hoks!
Hold him !”

Lane was already holding him. Several other Grammarians
came to his aid, and Arthur Augustus was secured. He did
not resist very much. A rough-and-tumble scramble would
have spoiled his clothes. :

“Pway do not lay your unpleasant paws on my collah 1”2
said Arthur Augustus frigidly. ‘I am your beastly pwisonah,
but I stwongly object to havin’ my collah soiled 1>

“T’m afraid you're going to get the collar and the rest of
you soiled,” said Frank Monk. “ What price rolling him in
the pool in the weood ?”?

“Good !”” seid every voice ab once.

Arthur Augustus shuddered.

““Pway do not do anythin’ so extwemely beastly I”” he ex-
claimed. “You are a beastly set of wuffians, I know, but
you should dwaw a line somewheah.”

‘“Lemme see,” Frank said, considering. “Of course, you
know what we’ve played this little jape off on you foz, Gussy
Adolphus ?” e e :

‘“ My name is not Adelphus.” . .

‘“Well, Algernon, then.. You know what we want?’

““ Yaas, wathah! VYou want a feahful thwashin’ [ :

“Ha, ba! I don’t mean that. We want the remaining
part of the surrender document which you fellows have in
Study No. 6 at St. Jim’s.”?

Sale.1d.
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“ My dear young lady,” said D’Arcy, raising his silk hat in the most graceful way, ‘“‘I—I weally wish you would

try 1o calm yourself !

You are in no dangah now !

feabful thwashin’” (Sec page 3.)

Ii your persecutah should ci

ome along, I' wiil give hima

Arthur Augustus gave a start.
¢ Ah, is that the weason of this wascally pwoceedin’?” he
said. *“Well, I assuah you that you will be disappointed,
you know.”
“1 don’t think so.
=~ nothing.”
‘ Let’s souse him in the pool!” said Lane impatiently.
“T wefuse to be soused in the pool.”
¢ Wait a bit!” said Frank. ¢ Where's that letter? He’s
got it about him.  Now, Gussy, how would you like that
touching epistle made public property at St. Jim’s, and the
s;ory of this pathetic meeting in a wood told to all the
chaps 7”7
1’ Arcy turned pale at the thought. He stood a great deal
of chipping from the juniors of St. Jim’s with great serenity.
But this would be a different matter. If the whole school
knew how he had been taken in, he felt that he could never
face the fellows again.
His ears burned at the thought of the chaff he would have
to undergo. Figgins & Co. would get hold of i, and never

“THE SCHOOLMASTER’S RESCU

We haven’t taken all this trouble for

NEXT
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let him hear the end of it. There would be endless references
to it in ¢ Tom Merry’s Weekly.”

Frank Monk watched the expression of D’ Arey’s face, and
knew that he had won.

* Now, make up your mind,” he said. * We're after the
document, and we're going to have it. We've got two-thirds
of it, and we want the other third. Then we're going to
paste it up together, with an inscription on it to the effect
that we licked St. Jim’s hollow, and got it from them as a
trophy of victory, and we shall keep it hanging up in the
common-room. See the idea? We've got to have that docu-
ment. If you don’t let us have ir, Gussy, you'll get chipped
to death.”

“1 should wegard it a bweach of confidence to tell any
of these circs. to the fellows at St. Jim’s.”

“Rats! Pay up your ransom, and welll keep mum, of
course.”

“ Weally, Fwank Monk——"’ . ;

“Come, yes or no. If you don’t agree, we’ll send this
letter to Gore at St. Jim’s, with a full explanation of the
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whole thing. - He’s the chap to spread it over the school and _
make the most of it.” .

“Pway don’t do anythin’ of the kind 1

= f\"‘? we t?l have our document, then 77

“ It is weally not my pwoperty. It belonegs io the whole
study, and there are four of Iu,s."y -

“ Ves, I know; but the word of one binds the lot,”’ said
Monk. *I know your rules. If yeu promised to give up
the document, Blake would lot you do it.”

*“ Yaas, wathah; but they might give me a study lickin’
for pwomisin’.”? s :

“1 shouldn’t wonder. That’s your look-out.  Are jou
gomng to send-us the document, or are you going to be shown
ub at St. Jim’s, and rolled in the pool into the bargain:?

‘I am in your hands.”

“You agree 2"’ demanded Moni.

“ Yaas, wathah !”’ said the swell of the
a sigh. “But T considah——7 °

** Never mind what you considah—you promise 77’

et wathah! Honah bwight !”’ : .

“”Goodl” said Monk, with much satisfaction. “Let him

go.
The Grammarians escorted Arthur Ancustus to the
and saw him down the lane to St. Jim’s,
School House walked away looking very cresifallen. The
Grammarians howled with laughter as he-went, and thab
scund was the lass D’Arcy heard of them.

In a dejected mood the swell of 8¢, Jim's entered the old
gates.  There he ran right into the Clo. Thoy stared at him,
noting his changed demeanour instantly. They surrounded
him, and asked ‘questions, and there was 1o escape for Arthur
Augustus. : : :

“Hallo1” exclaimed Tom Merry. * Have you rescued the
damsel in distress already ? You haven’t beeu long gone.”

“Gussy has established a record for rescuing damseis in
distress,” said Lowther. “Have you restored her to the
arms of her sobbing parents, Gussy?”

{Oh, pway don’t wot! Let me pass I’

 Nonsense!” said Blake. “ Haven’t you any thrilling
adventure to tell us about 7’ :

¢ Certainly not.”

“ No hairbreadth escapes in the imminent deadly breeches—
I mean. breach?” -

“ Pyway don’t make such fwivolous wemarlks!”

“ Haven’t you slew the fraitor? Haven't you siain: the
Jabberwock 77 : ;

“I wefuse to discuss the mattah at all,” said Arthur Augus-
tus. “ Pway let me pass, or I shall pwobably lose my tempah
and stwike you.”?

“ Rats!” said Marmaduke Smythe. = Explain instantly
what deadly perils you have been in, Gussy.”

I haven’t been 1n any beastly deadly pewils,” said D’ Arcy.
“1 want to speak to you thweé fellows—Blake and Hewwics
and Digby—on an important mattah. Let these othah
boundahs go and play at mables.”

“Come along, then,” said Blike.
g0 and play at marbles.”

The chums of the Fourth marched off to their study with
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, leaving the rest of the Oo. con-
siderably puzzled. ; >

D’Arey did not_speak a word till they were within Study
No. 6, and then he closed the docr carefully and turned to
his ecmrades. :

They watched him in some surprise.
find some difficulty in beginning.

“Well, what’s the matter 7’ asked Blake at last. “Have
you something to say, Gussy? {If you have, old fellow, say it,
and don’t keep us here all the afterncon.”

¢ Weally, Blake—-

“Come, get it off your chest, Gussy. Did you find that
the damsel in distress had changed her mind and run away
with a soldier?”? S
- “Pway be sewious, Blake!
hardly know how to begin.”

““The beginning is a good place,” said Blake.

“Or you could tackle it in the middle if you found that
come easier,” suggested Digby. S
__ “Or begin at the end and work backwards,” said Herries,

“if you fancied it that way.”’

“ Pway allow me to speak. T have had a most unfortunate
encountah with the Gwammah Szhool cads, you know.”

““Have you? And what happened 2’ :

“I was a pwisonah, you know, and I have pwomised to
send them the fwagment of that document of suwwendah,
you know, which we have in the study 2

The swell of the School House was interrupted by & howl
from three throats simultaneously.

¢ What I" roared Blake, Digby, and Herries.

‘T have pwomised to send them——""

_ “You—you—you howling bounder I’*

““You utter ass!”

‘“ You frightful lunatic !’
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.- -Come to London
to see the Coronation:

Sehool Iouse, with

stile,
The swell of the

“You other houndahs

D’Arcy seemaed to

This is a sewious mattah. I

“1 wefuse to be called a fwightful lunatic. I wefuse to bo
chawactewised as a howlin’ boundah, I uttahly wefuse to be
designated as an ass.”’

“ You—you—you

“ The—the villain !
(23

Oh, there ain’t a word i
The wretch ! The crocodile |

wefuse—-"’

“ Monster !” howled Blake. ¢ Don’t you know that that
serap was all St. Jim’s had left to show that they had licked
the Grammarians?”’

*“ Yaas, wathah! I was quite aware of that— "7

“Don’t you know that Tom Merry’s share is gone, and
Figgins’s share is gone, and that we've been crowing over
them because we were taking better care of our little bit 7

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ And now you’ve been and given it away!”

* It couldn’t be helped, you know.”

“Grororr! There are times, Gussy, when you need
killing, ‘and need it awfully bad. When that last bit is gone,
what is there to show that we ever licked the Grammar
School 777 .

1t can’t be—" :

“ You ought to have helped it! Have you promised,
honour bright?” .

*“Yaas; I haye weally pwomised, honah bwight !

“Then 3t will have to be done,” said Blake. “We're
diddled, dished, and done. The trophy of victory will
depart from the walls—" .

¢ All through Gussy playing the giddy ox !”” said Dighy.

“ Well, he knows what to expect,” said Herries, ‘A
itu«iiy licking 13 a light punishment for this. He wants

oiling !’

“ Beiling in oil,” agreed Blake. “ Wo can’t do that, but a
study licking is guite in order. Gussy, are you ready 2’

* Certainly not! I wefuse to have a study lickin’! I——7"

“ You can refuse till your hair turns ginger, but you are
going to have it all the same. You horrid image !

“I should say so!” exclaimed Dighy. *You helped to
give Blake one when he let the study down one time, I ve-
member, and we made him fairly squirm |’

“That was a vewy diffewent mattah. Blake can be
imidled wuffly if you like. 'But as for myself, T have to
considah my dig., and it would go against my dig. to allow
You to tweat me with diswespect” :

¢ Collar him)* .

“1 wefuse-—"’ ; e 5
But D’Arey’s refusal did not save him. His chums ssized
him, and for the first time in his career D’Arcy experienced
a study licking. ' : =

He did not enjoy it! : -

Exactly what happened he.did not know then, and never
quite knew; but it seemed to him as if an earthquake or a
cyclone had suddenly struck Study No. 6.

When it was finished, D’Arcy sat in the middle of the floor,
looking round him, and wondering whether the world had
come to an end. ;

His clothes were dishevelled and dusty, his hair ruffied :and
wild, his collar torn cut, and his tie hanging over his .
shoulder. Hi§ face was streaming with a mingling of red
and black ink. He was sitting on his silk hat, which was
crushed into the shape of a concertina.

The chums had left the study. Arthur Augustus rose
slowly to his feet. He had never felt such a wreck in all his
natural life.

“I—I weally feel quite exhausted !” he murmurcd. “ And
I shall nevah speak to those feahful wuffians again! I no
longah wegard them as fwiends!”

CHAPTER 4.
Defiance.
HE afternoon post the next day brought a letter to St.

Jim’s from tﬁg Grammar School, acknowledging the

receipt of Study 6's share of the famous surrender
document—which had been posted by Arthur Augustus, as
i honour bound.

““ The
quits with them again soon. Any more, Blake ?”

Blake was reading out the letter, which had been addressed
to Study No. 6. He nodded, with rather a curious expres-
ston.

“Yes,” he said.

“Go on!” i

“*P.S., " read out Blake. “‘Under the circumstances,
we, the juniors of the Grammar School, are quite willing to
allow the warfare to lapse between us, on the understanding
that the position is perfectly equal. Having won back the
document you won from us, we are satisfied. Now that we

“There's a postscript. Listen I

‘have got our own back, and proved that the Grammar School
‘is top dog, we are willing to admit you to terms of

equality.”
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Tom Mesry burst into a laugh.

“ Well, of all the cheek!” he exclaimed.
That mouldy old Grammar School top dog !

“ We're not going tc agree?” said I‘lggms

“ Not much' When they acknowledge ‘us top dog,
make peace.’

“ Wathah, deah boys!” said D’Arcy. “I weally think we
%md bettah _weply in stwong terms to Fwank Monk, you
know.’

“Top dog—eh?
T like that!”

we'll

“ Rather 1
“JTeot me ses,”” said Tom Menv taking a pen, ¢ how shall
wo start? Dear Monkey

“ That -sounds wude,” said D’Arcy.

I should wecommend a dxgmﬁed style, and T w “ally think
3ou had bettah let me w’ite the lettah, Tom Mewwy.”

“Rats! ‘Dear Monk,—Yours to hand.’ That “will do.

¢ Many thanks for your kind suggestion, but we are fa1 from
-admitting that the Gxammar School is top dog——"’

“That's all right,” said Monty Lowther. *Tell ’em we
consider it bottom domr and a low-down sort of a mongrel of
a bottom dog at that

¢ That would be diswespectiul—"

‘¢ ‘Far from admitting that the Grammar School is top
dog,’”’” went on Tom Merry S as a matter of fact, we
consider it a bottom dog, anfi a measly, mongrelly sort of

“ Good !” said sevu‘al voices.

“<Ag for the dooument you have managed to collar on
the instalment plan—"""

““Ha, ha, ha I’

“ ¢ We’re going to get it back agam unless you destroy it;
and if you do that, we shall take lt 23 a confession  that
youw're afraid we shaﬂ get it back

“ Yaas, wathah !’

“¢T hear that you are framing it, and putting it up with
San mscmphon————-

““ Yaas, that wottah Monk told me so, you know.’

““¢And keeping it as a trophy. You won’t I\eep it long.
We are going to collar it back agam, unless you lose your
nerve and make it safe by burning it.’

. “Good!” said Figgins. * That’ If make it all right. Monk
would as soon burn off his eyebrows as burn the document
after that!”?

¢ That’s the idea, of course.’

“ But how are we going to get it back?’ said Marmaduke
doubtfully.  That ransom business wouldn’t work, you
know. They wouldn’t give it up.”

“Oh, wait till T am captam deah boys!” said D’Arcy. “I
shall thmk of a wippin’ plan when the time comes. Only
wait

¢ Wait till you’ve dons it before you start gas»sm Guasv

“Tf any gentleman pwesent accuses me of gassin'——'

“Oh, dry up while I finish this letter !” said Tom Merry.
“Tet's get it postod and done with. You can take it to the
letter-box, Gussy.”
© 8o the letter was posted, and, as the Co. expected, it
brought a prompt reply from the leader of the Grammar
bcho'ﬂ jumniors, in which Frank Monk declared that the docu-
ment in question would never be destroyed, and that it was
hanging in a frame on the wall of the. common-room at the
Grammar School, ready to be taken by the juniors of St.
Jim’s if they could get at it.

“ And you won’t be able to work the ransom business,’

- the letfer went on, ¢ because I've made all the fellows swoar
that it shall never be gn en up under any circumstances what-
ever. And they won’t go back on thewr word. So you can
get it if you are able. You're welcome to try, if you like.”

“ We'll fry,” said Tom Merry, “and we’ll do it, too.”

But how it was to be done was a question that remained
to be answered.

Tom Merry was thinking it out. but he had not hit upon
any idea yet, and the others confessed that it was too much
for them.

And just at present there was another matter occupying
the minds of the Co. D*gby had received a letter, to his
dismay, to say that his father was coming down to the school,
and Dig was to return home with him, Sir Robert ngbv
‘had conceived the idea of sending his son to school in France,
for a time, at any rate, to improve his knowledge of the
language. Dighy did not like the idea at all, and his chums
were prepared to do all in their power to keep him with
them. Unless something could be done, Dig would be gone
on the morrow, and unable to take any further part in the

campaign against the Grammar School for the rest of the

term

o \Ve’\e got to persuade Sir Robert to lezne him here,
said Tom Merrv decidedly. “The only question is—how’s it
to be done?”

Digby shook his head dolefully

““You see, my governor won't understand the importance
of our giving the Grammar School the kybosh, and my being
here to lend a hand,” he remarked. “I’ve often noficed that
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grown-up people don't attach sufficient importance o the
things that really matter. :

Tom Merry nodded. He had noticed that himself.

“Tet’s think of a jolly good reason why Dig should stay,”
he said. “I suppose your governor is- & reasonable chap,
Dig, and will listea to reason? I dare say he wouldnt
understand about the Grammar School, as.you say; but

¢ Blessed if I can think of anvthmg”’ said Blake. “ We
could say that Dig ought to stay because we want him—-"

““ But Sir Robert mightn’t think that convincing enough,”
Lowther remarked.

i Exactly So what’s to be done?”

“I don’t know about that,” said D’Arcy. ‘As 3 gentle-
man, Sir Wobert Digby would be bound to wespect the
wishes of othah gentlemen, and if we put it to him
politely——"

“My dear Cussy,
"\xasted on a chap’s “obstir.ate goxemor
“ We’ve got to think of a crood gag.

“T think you are quite wlong, Tom Mewwy. I weally
think I could pwevail on Sir Wobert to aHo“ Dig to wemain
if T twied,” said Arthur Aagustus, with dignity.

“Pm afraid you couldn’t, Gus,” said Dizby despondently.

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows. He thouvut hard, and
when Tom Merry thought hard, he usually succeeded in geat-
ting some result from it. A sudden smile broke over bis
face, and the Co. knew that he had thought of an idea.

“What's the wheeze?”’ demanded ten voiccs at once.

_ Tom Merry grinned. :

T say, Dig, your pater is an old sport, isn’t he?” hs said.
S Hie thml\s a lot of cricket and football, and that kind ot
thing ?’

“Rather ! said Digby, somewhat surprised by the apparc-
ently irrelevant question. ‘‘ He'’s an old Blue, and he never.
misses a cricket match in the summer, or a football mateh i: I
the winter, if he can help it

“Good! I've got a plan. 1It’s been moofed about meeting
the Grammarians in a football match again, on their own
ground this tlme and, of course, you will play for St. Jim’s
it you are here.”

“Of course. But—-"

“ When is your governor coming down?”

“Tomorrow afternoon. He was coming on Saturday,
but he left 1t over the week-end. But I’m blessed if T can
see what you’re getting at, Tom Merry.” ;

“ Listen to the words of wisdom, then. " Before your
governor arrvives at St. Jim’s, T’ll buzz over to the Grammay
School, and fix up about the match. T can whizz over on my
hiko after mornmg school to-morrow, and take a flag of truce,
you know. There’s no time to write, as we must “have the
thing settled before your governor comes. We'll fix up the
match with Monk for next Saturday, if possible. When Sir
Robert comes, we'll wait on him in a body, and explain to
him that you’re in the eleven, gomcr to play on Satbrdax inan
lmpmtant match, and that we can’t spare you.’

Dighy gave a jump.

My hat! That’s a ripping idea. I don’t know if it w i
work, but if anything would persuade the pater. that's it.’

¢ Then we'll fix it up with Monk, and trust to luck,” said
Tom Merry. “If Sir Robert is a sportsman, he couldn’t
refuse to let you remain till the end of the week for the saka
of playing for us. And by the end of the weelk, kids, we'll
have had that paper back from the Grammarians, and given
them the giddy kybosh !’

your politeness would be absolutely .
* said Tom Merry.

CHAPTER 5.
A Flag of Truce.

UZ-Z-Z!

B It was a bicycle-Lell, buzzing loudly and impera-
tively, and Lane who was standing at the gates of
the Grammar School, turned his head to look. He had just
time to jump aside as a bicycle, with Tom Merry in ths
saddle, came dashing up from the direction of St. Jim’s, and

turned into the gateway.
“Hallo, you rotter!” yelled Lane.
to? You nearly ran over me! You—
But Tom Merry was gone. He was cycling at top speed
right through the playground. The ground was pretty well
crowded with Grammarians, and a shout went up at sight of

¢ What are you up

3

- Tom Merry.

“Hallo, a St. Jim’s rotter !’

“JIt's Tom Merry ! Collar him!”? -

‘And there was a rush to get hold of the bold cyclist. But
Tom Merry, ringing his bell furiously, dashed right up to the
steps of the school, and there he sprang to the ground, and
leaned his bicycle. against the balustrade. He faced round
quite coolly, and waved a white pocket- handkerchlef in the
faces of the exeited Grammarians.

“Pax !” he exclaimed. ¢ Stand off !

“You'rc a what?”

I'm a flag of truce!”’
Ter Gem Lisrary.—No. 168.
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YA fag of truce. I've come with a message to your giddy
chief. Keep your distance, and respect the white flag, my
infants ! -

The Grammarians looked rather puzzled. -

They did not like being bearded in their own den, as it
were, by the chief of the St. Jim’s juniors, but Tom Merry’s
fvident faith in their honour could not fail to appeal to
shem.

They hesitated, and looked round for their leader. Carboy
and Lane were soon on the scene, the latter very red and
indignant. : .

“What are you doing here, you outsider?”’ demanded
Lane. “ You nearly ran over me just now !’

“ Well, I've cycled over lots of lanes before now,” said Tom
Merry. “ What's a lane for 77 :

Some of the Grammarians chuckled. Lane turned redder,

‘I can see that you have come here for a hiding,” he
rel}wiarliqg. ‘“ You've come to the exact right spot to get one,
and— —

““Can’t you sec the white flag? T'm a messenger. Pve
gobt a message for your giddy chief. Where’s Monk—the
young Monkey, T mean ?”’

‘“‘Here I am!” said Frank Monk, pushing his way for-
ward. “ What have you got to say for yourself before we
frog’s-march you, Tom Merry ?”

*“ You can’t do it; you must respect the white fiag,”
Tom Merry coolly.
from St. Jim’s.”’

*'We'll accept it, whatever it is,”” said Monk instantly.

Tom Merry laughed.

“1 believe you kids fancy you can play- foothall—" he
observed.- -

““Yes,” said Monk.  ““I believe we fancy something of that
sort. We fancy we can play it better than any of you young
asses over at St. Jim’s, too!”’ :

. “I don’t see what could put that idea into your head. I’'ve

seen you play, and it was enough to make a Hottentot weep

‘go si)e you; it was, really ! said Tom Merry, shaking his
ead.

Frank Monk breathed hard through his nose.

““If vou keep on like that, that giddy flag of truce won't
protect you long I he vremarked. ¢ What message have you
got for ue, kid? Have you come to say you've changed
I/our mind, and are willing to accept the terms of our

efter 77’

¢ Couldn’t be done, my dear fellow,” said Tom Merry, with
a decided shake of the head. “We’re going to have that
giddy document back, you see, and we sha’n’t be happy
till we get it; and, besides, you've got to admit that we
are top dog, you know. But to come to business, kiddies,
we want you lot to meet us in a football match. I thought
P’d come over and tell you instead of writing, as I wanted to
get the matter fixed up at once, if possible.”

*“Oh, that’s all right! We'll meet you anywhere you like,
and give you as big a licking as you require,” said Frank
Monk.  Anything else you want?”

**No; not at present. Shall we say Saturday next for the
match, on your ground, kick-off at half-past twe? We've gob
that date still open, if you have?”’

““We can fix it. We have only a practice match on for
that afternoon.”

““Then it’s settled 7"’

¢ Certainly ! Come, and we'll wipe up the ground with
you to vour heart’'s content,” said Frank. “I’ve often
thonght it would be a good thing to teach you college
youngsters how to play football, and now we’ll give you a
lesson, You beat us before by flukes, of course!”

 Look out for another fluke, then,” grinned Tom Merry.
“ We'll come over in good time, and I expect most of our
chaps will come over to look on. It will be pax for the
lesson.” You beat us before by flukes, of course!”’

“Right you are!” said Carboy, with a grin. “ We want
a lot of you here to see you licked !

I don’t suppose they’ll see much in that line, kid,” Tom
Merry remarked. ‘ But we shall see about that. We licked
you on our ground, and we're going to do our best to lick
you on your own, and I think we shall do it. That’s about
all T've got to say.”

*Good !I”” said Frank. It was like your cheek to conie
here like this, Tom Merry, but we'll respect the flag of truce.
I'll walk down to the gates with you.” :

Tom Merry wheeled his bicycle down to the gates, accom-
panied by Monk, Lane, and Carboy. They chatted amicably
on the way, and not at all like deadly foes. -

‘“ Hallo,” exclaimed Cavboy suddenly, Hake!
Look out!”

Hake, the bullying Grammarian senior, with whom Tom
Merry & Co. had more than onece come into rough contact,
was coming towards them.
showed that he recognised Tom Merry, and, besides, the
St. Jim’s boy was at once kuown by his cap. -

He came quickly towards the four, and planted himself in

Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 168.

| said
““ I’ve come to bring you kids a challenge

“there’s

The expression on his face

the way of the bicycle.
on the alert for trouble.

¢ What are you doing here, you young rascal ?’' was Hake’s
polite greeting.

* Chuck it, Hake !”” said Frank.
and we’re seeing him out.”

Hake gave him a black look. =

“Who asked you to speak ?” he said. ¢ Keep yourt lip to
yourself, young Monk! You can’t put on airs towards a
sentor because your father is head-master of the school, I
assure you !” .

Frank flushed angrily. .

“It’s never crossed my mind to do so, and you know it !’?
he exclaimed. “Only a cad like you would suggest such a
thing, Hake !’

“Cad—eh?’ The big Grammarian made a step towards
the junior. ‘I shall have to teach you manners, you whelp !
I’ll see to you first, though, Tom Merry,” he added. “I
owe you something that I can pay now. ¥You have come into
the lion’s den by coming here !”

Tom Merry sniffed. ;

€ More like into the dog’s-kennel I’ he remarked.

Hake rcached out to clutch hold of him.

Tom Merry came to a stop, looking

““ He came on a message,

The three

Grammar School juniors at once lined up with Tom Merry

to stand by him.
rage.

¢ (lear off; you youngsters!”

“Sha’'n’t I’ said Frank Monk determinedly. ¢ He’s under
our giddy protection, and vou’re not going to touch him,
Hake! You ought to know better !

Hake gritted his teeth.

“Mind what you do, Monk! T'm a monitor, and I'll make
you smart for this! Clear off, you three; 1 give you the
chance |’

The three Grammar juniors did nob stir.

Tom Merry looked unecasy.

He knew that it would be a serious thing for the Grammar
juniors to defy a monitor, and that it would probably have
very unpleasant consequences for them.

He did not want the trio to get into trouble on his account,
but Hake was evidently in a determined temper.

¢ Are you going ?”’ shouted Hake.

“No; I'm coming !’ said Tom Merry.

And he rushed his bicycle forward, straight at the angry
senior who stood in his path.

Hake had no time to get out of the way.

Halke looked at them in amazement and

He had planted himself direstly in front of the bicycle to= -

stop Tom, never thinking that the hero of St. Jim’s would
venture to clear him off the track in such a drastic manner.

The front wheel of the bike struck against his legs, and
he was bowled over as if he had been shot, and Tom Merry
went treading over him, and the bicycle was wheeled across
him as he lay dazed on the ground.

Tom Merry was past in a moment.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Monk, Lane, and Carboy. “How
did you like that, Hake 2’ ;

Hake staggered to his feet, red with rage.

The three Grammarians were doubled up with laughter,
but the bully did not pay any attention to them. He rushed
furiously after Tom Merry. He had lost his cap, his tie was
disarranged, and his clothes covered with dust. His aspect
d}llrew glances from all sides, but he did not stop to think of
that.

“PU—T11 break your neck, you young hound !I”” he roared.

But Tom was on his cycle 1 a twinkling, and pedalling
away towards the gates at top speed. Hake was left behind,
and Tom Merry reached the gateway a dozen yards ahead.

Hake paused, gasping for breath. ~He could never overtake
the cyclist, and he knew it. But in the gateway Tom Merry
slackened down, and seemed to lose speed.

Halke gritted his teeth.

Something seeined to be wrong with the bike, for Tom was
free-wheeling as he turned into. the lane, and looking down
anxiously at'the crank.

Hake dashed after him again. If something was out of
oreber with the machine, the cool junior from St. Jim’s might
be overtalten yet. The Grammar School senior put on a
spurt, and tore out into the lane after Tom Merry.

Tom Merry was not more than a dozen yards from the
gate, and he was still free-wheeling, and apparently still

* puzzled by the action of the pedals, for he was looking down

at his right foot with a concerned air.

¢ P’ve got the little beast !” muttered Hake.

He dashed forward. He was only a yard behind the eycle
when suddenly Tom Merry’s feet began to revolve like
lightning, and the bike shot forward and escaped Hake’s out-
stretched hand. It went on like a shot for twenty yards, then
slackened again.

Hake ran desperately forward.

Again he was close upon the cyclist, and again the bicycle
suddenly shot away, the junior pedalling suddenly and

s 7 : ? £ £
Sy “THE BULLY'S REMORSE,” ™sianex ot amensine tartois see'™ “ MAGNET " LIBRARY, Sowse



Every Thursday.

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

One Penny, - 9

S

R
S

==
s
e

D'Arcy aleng the corridor.

¢ Gentlemen, this is an ourang-cutang of the species Gustavus,” said Tom Merry as he led the reluctant
“On the least attack upon his dig. e becomes ferociouns, and then has to be
tied up in the way you see.” (See page 14.)

The cyclist
“ You'll

strongly. Hake halted, gasping for breath.
slackened down again, and looked back.

“Come on!” he called out encouragingly.
manage it this time 7 S

Halke shook his fist frantically at the grinning junior.

He was not to be caught again, however. He knew now
that Tom Merry had purposely slackened down cach time
so as to tempt him to pursue, and that he had never had
any chance of catching the elusive youngster from St. Jim's.

¢ You young hound!” he roared. ‘ Wait till T catch you,
that’s all! T'H—DH—"

“Sorry I can’t wait, Hakey! See you another time !

And Tom Merry, kissing his hand to the infuriated
Grammarian, pedalled off at full speed and vanished. along
the lane, leaving Hake to return to the Grammar School in
a fearfully bad temper.

CHAPTER 6.
A Guest in Study 6.

P]FOM MERRY, grinning gleefully over the adventure,
rode his machine into the gateway of St. Jim’s, and
was immediately met by the Co., anxious to know the

result of his mission.

“Jt’s ‘all sereno !’ said Tom Merry cheerfully. * Every-
thing in the garden is simiply ripping! We're to meet the
Grammarians on their own ground next Saturday afternoon,
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and lick them. They think they’re going to lick us. But
that's a detail.”

- “We had a hard fight last time, when they came over here
to play us,”’ Blake remarked.

“ Well, we’re not afraid of a hard fight again. I wouldn't
give twopence for a game of football that was a walk-over!
We shall lick them, and that’s enough—at least, I hope so.
If we're licked, we’ll fall with honour.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

“We shall have a stronger team than last time, with
Marmaduke and Digby in it,” said Figgins, *‘ We shall kick
the winning goal.” .

“ But shall I be in it?” said Digby lugubriously. ¢ My
governor is coming down to-day, you know, and he means
to tgke me back. If Tom Merry’s idea proves a success

“ Well, let’'s hope it will,”” said Tom Merry. “ We'll put
it to him straight, you know, and make him see reason.
That’s the best we can do.”

Afternoon school was almost over when the sound of wheels
was heard in the quadrangle, and a little later Digby was
called out of the Fourth Form class-room with the news that
his father had arrived. Ten minutes later the Fourth were
dismissed; and as Blake, Herries, and D’'Arcy hurried out
into the passage Dig met them, looking very excited.
¢ Where is he ?” asked Blake, in a tragic whisper.

“In No. 6, said Dig. “I persuaded him to come and
Tae G=m Lisrary.—No. 168.
Another Splendid, Long, Compilste Tale o! :
Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD, Lo



1 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY 2@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY. "9t

look at our quarters. Go and talk to him prettily while I
hunt up Tom Merry.” ;

“Right-ho!” said Blake. “Find Figgins & Co. as you
come out, Herries, and bring them along. We must tackle
the Jabberwock in a body.”

* The what?” exclaimed Digby.

¢ The honourable baronet, I mean,” said Blake. ¢ Come
on, Gussy! You and I will go and keep him engaged till
our forces come up.”’

““Yaas, wathah! Perhaps you had bettah wemain outside
the study, though, Blake. This is a delicate mattah, and
wequires to be handled with gweat judgment. It would
E'eal]y be bettah to leave it entirely in my hands, deah

oy."

Blake did not seem to think =0, however, for he marched
straight on to Study No. 6, and entered. A tall, soldierly
man was standing before the fire, looking about the study.
He had a face like granite, but there was a kindly gleam in
his grey eves. :

‘“ Good-afternoon, sir!’ said Blake.

: “How do you do,
Sir Robert? You remember me, sir?”

‘ Certainly I’ =aid Sir Robert Digby, shaking hands with .

Blake, and then with Arthur Augustus. “T have seen you
before, Blake, and I am glad to see you again. I have come
to take my son away with me. I'm going to pack him off to
France for a bit.”

“We don’t want to part with him, sir.”

Sir Robert Digby laughed.

¢ Perhaps not. And I am glad to find that he is so
popul-ar: But he is wanted, you know, and I must take him
away with me.”’

¢ Pway considah "’ began D’Arcy.

Blake trod on his toe and stopped him. D’Arcy adjusted
his monocle and stared at Blake.

- “1 weally wish you would not twead on my toe,” said he.
g_fml‘ to see any necessity for such an extwemely obnoxious
agtion 7

The baronet looked at them curiously, and Blake looked
daggers.

My lad wished me to pay a visit to his quarters,”’ said
Sir Robert. ¢ Cosy little place, T must say. Do you know,
1 we;,; in this very study when I was at St. Jim’s, forty years
ago !

“;;]Were’,you really, sir?” said Blake, genuinely interested,
e :

He was interrupted by the entrance of the Terrible Three
with Dighy. Sir Robert knew them, and he shcok hands all
round. He had scarcely finished when Herries came in with
Figging & Co., and there was more hand-shaking.  Sir
Robert looked a little surprised. He wondered how many
more Lower Form boys were going to cram themselves into
that not very extensive study.

“ These are all my friends, dad ! said Dighy, with a wave
of the hand. “We're always having fearful rows, and we
get on rippingly I

Sir Robert laughed.

“ That sourds rather coniradictory,” he remarked, “but
I think I understand you. Now that I have seen your
friends, Arthur, I think we had better prepare for our
journey.”’

“I hope you are not in a hurry, sir,’’ said Tom Merry
f:}xbly. The Co. had not had time to elect a captain, and
Tom Merry naturally fell into the place of leader. T
really hope you are mot in a hurry, sir. We—we thought
that while you were here you might like to have tea in the
study, just as a reminder of old times, and 2

“H'm! Really—"" hesitated Sir Robert. ;

“Of course, we don’t want to bother you, sir, only we've
made some preparations, and if you would be kind enough to
stay to tea o
_ It was impossible for an old St. Jim’s boy to refuse an
invitation like that. Sir Robert’s face, bronzed by the
burning sun of India, broke into a smile.

“ Well, in that case, I must not disappoint you,”” he said
Lindly. I will certainly stay to tea, my lads.”

* Thank you, sir,” said Tom Merry, with great relief.
“Tt is very kind of you, sir. I don’t know whether you’ll
care for the tommy, but we'll do our best, sir. The arm-
chair, Figgy.” ‘

Figgins pulled out the armchair for the baronet, and Sir
Robert, being fairly in for it now, sat down.

“Don’t lean too much to the right, dad,” said Dig
hurriedly. ¢ The chair is a bit rocky on that side. So long
as you bear to the left, it’s rippingly comfy.”

1 will remember,”’ said Sir Robert, laughing.

“Lay the cloth, Blake, while we get in the grub,” said
Tom Merry. “Would you hke to look at the paper, sir,
while we're getting tea 7

“(ertainly! Dear me! What is this?”

“ Latest number of ‘Tom = Merry's Weekly,
magazine.”’ 2
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Sir Robert laughed, and began looking over ‘‘Tom
Merry’s Weekly,” turning a studiously deaf ear to the
whispers going on among the juniors.

‘“The cloth is rotten!” Blake murmured to Tom Merry.
“We haven’t had a clean one this week. And Dig spilled a
cup of cccoa on it yesterday, and there were some sardines
upset—--"" -

“You must get a clean one. Go and borrow one off
Kildare. He’s a ripping good sort, and won’t say ‘No’ on
an occasion like this.” .

“ Suppose he’s not in his study 77’

“ Berrow it, all the same.”

Blake grinned, and went out.
hero of the Shell. :

‘“There’s no grub,” he muttered. ¢ We've got nothing in,
and we’re stony. KEven D’Arcy is broke till a remittance
arrives.”

‘‘ That’s all right.

Digby came close to the

I'll go down to the shop, and get all we

want.”

“Good! T1 put the kettle on. I say, what about
crockery? We haven’t anything like enough for twelve, you
know.”’ .

‘“ We'll all bring our own, and collar all we can out of the
Fifth Form studies.”

“ And as for seats—"" :

‘“ There’s not room in the study for twelve people to sit
down, so some would have to stand, anyway. Those who

5 :

stand can be behind Sir Robert’s chair, you know, and he -

won’t notiee,” said Tom Merry hopefully.

“Yes; I didn’t think of that.” ;

Digby filled the kettle at the tap in the passage, and put it
on the fire. Herries got out the caddy and teapot ready.
Arthur Augustus cleared the table, and had it ready by the
time Blake came back with Kildare’s clean tablecloth. He
passed the Terrible Three going out, and Tom Merry whis-
pered to him:

“ You've got it ?”’

“ Yes; under my jacket.”

“Was Kildare there 7"

“No. I got it, all the same.”

*“ Good for you!”’

Blake strolled into the study, and when he was yuite
behind the baronet’s chair he whipped the tablecloth out
from under his coat. Unfortunately. Sir Robert turned his
head at that very moment to make some remark about a
sketch in the ¢ Weekly.”” He stared at Blake in amazement.
Blake grinned rather sheepishly.

“A—_a new conjuring trick, sir,”” he explained.
vanishing tablecloth, vou know.”

“Oh, I see!” said Sir Robert, settling himself in his ehair
again. =

The table was laid. Manners and Lowther came in with
chairs, which they smuggled in unseen, as they fondly
thought. Tom Merry was longer gone, and when he re-
turncd it was with Figgins and Kerr, and all three had
bulging pockets.

“The

i

Fatty Wynn and Herries went in and ont of the study

several times, and each time they returned the store of
crockery on the table grew larger.

A loud hissing and spitting announced that the kettle was
boiling over, and Sir Robert drew his legs hastily away from
the fender. Tom Merry made the tea, while the others
opened the sardines and the jam and marmalade. Marma-
duke Smythe came in with a pile of plates under his arm
and a grin of triumph on his face. He had evidently been
exploring in the nether regicns—that mysterious domain
below stairs, which was sacred to Mrs. Mimms, the house-
dame, and her satellites, and he had brought his plunder to
Study No. 6. The plates were a windfall indeed. :

The tea was made. Sir Robert laid down the  Weekly,”
over which he had laughed heartily, and turned politely to
the tca-table. Bread-and-butter and sardines and a fragrant
cup of tea were really tempting. The granite face of the
old soldier relaxed more and more as boyish recollections
rushed upon his mind. Forty long years had passed since, a
lad of fifteen, he had given a study ‘““feed’’ in that very
study. The forty years seemed to shrivel away now, and he
was a boy again.

“This is extremely pleasant,” he said, putting down his
cup and attacking the provisions with a gusto which proved
that he had not lost his appetite in India. “I feel a lad
again. Same old study, too, and not a bit changed! A bit
dingier, perhaps. Same old school; and I suppose you play
the same old games?”’ : i

“Yaas, wathah !’

¢ Ratlier I” said Tom Merry. * Bspecially footer, sir.”

¢ Ah, there have been some developments in football in my
time I”” said Sir Robert. “ Do you know, I’ve been out of
England so much that I haven't seen a game played by
St. Jim’s since I left the school.”
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Tom Merry's eyes sparkled. - .

The baronet was approaching the very topic the hero of
ithe Shell had planned to lead up to by slow and artful
degrees. ‘ - - .

“ Would you like to see a game, sir,”’ he said —“a real
oood, ripping pame between St. Jim’s Juniors and the
strongest side they ever meet?”’

& Ah, yves; I should certainly like it I’

“ Could you come on Saturday, then, sir, when we meet
the Grammar School 7’ -

Sir Robert pursed his lips. S

 Fellows who know,” went on Tom Merry, “say that the
mateh will be as good as anything ever played by the
St. Jim’s first eleven—the seniors, you know, sir. Our
second team is a very strong one. And the Grammarians
are a powerful side, and always fight to a finish.” -

“Let me see. Perhaps 4

“ And-—and, sir, if we 'could venture to ask you a
favour — <

“Why, of course you ecan, my lad!” said the baronst
good-naturedly. What could I do for you?” -

“Why, we've challenged the Grammarians to the match,
sir, so, naturally, we want to put our strongest possible side
in the fisld.” X

“Yes, of course.”

“We've picked out the best players in the Sheil and the

Upper Fourth, and—and we're depending on Digby for

inside-right, sir.”

Sir Robert looked grave.

“ We can’t spare old Dig, sir,”’ said Tom Merry eagerly.
¢ If he's not there, we shall have to put Kerr forward, and
play Jimson at half. The team will be weaker. Jimson is
a zood sort, but not up to Kerr at back; and Kerr isn’t up
to Dig in the front line, as he’ll tell you himself.”’

“That's s0,” said the Scottish partner in the Co., with a
nod. “It's quite right, sir. We hope yowll let Dig play,
sir. :

“Yaas, wathah! You can’t wefuse, sir, when it's a ques-
tion of tho lionah of St. Jim’s bein’ at stake, my deah sir.”

“But, really-—"

“You'll let Dig play, sir? 5 ;

Sir Robert’s face remained grave for a minute, then he
broke into a laugh. :

“Come, you have fairly caught me in a trap !’ he said.
T don’t know what I shall say to Arthur’s schoolmaster
in France. But I suppose I cannot refuse you.” :

¢ Hurrah !’ shouted Herries.

“Bwavo! Bwavo!”

Tom Merry rose te his feet

“ As captain of tHe junior eleven of St. Jim's,” he said,
“T thank you, Sir Robert. You've lifted a weight off cur
minds. Dig, you're going to stay.” .

“Hurrah!” shouted Dig. i

Sir Robert beamed upon the juniors as he finished his
fourth cup of tea.

“And I will come down and see the match,” he said.
¢ And if you don’t play up like an International, my bov,
vou will hear from me!. Another cup of tea, please,
Figgins.”

Sir Robert had his cup of tea, and another, and another,
the while they talked football and bygone times at 8t. Jim’s,
and after tea, as the baronet had decided to catch a later
train, there was some singing. Tom Merry sang ¢ The
Land of the Long-ago” as most appropriate under the cic-
cumstances. And finally the party broke up in the highest
of spirits,

And when Sir Robert had driven off to the station, leaving
Arthur Digby behind, the Co. voted him a jolly good fellow,
as indeed he was. :

“You stay to the end of the week, Dig!” exclaimed
Blake, slapping his chum on the shoulder. * And by that
time the Grammarians are going to have the proper kybosh.
And when you leave you'll have the satisfaction of knowing
that they'll sing smaller. We shall lick them on the footer-
field as a proper wind-up.”

3
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“Yaas, wathah! But you haven't decided yet how you

are goin’ to get the document out of the common-woom in
the Gwammah School.”

“ Where there’s a will there's a way.”

““Yaas, wathah! And if you choose to elect mé caplain,
I am pwetty certain I can find-——" S

“Oh, rats I said the Co. in chorus. And they parted.
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CHAPTER 7.
Captain Tom Merry.

% HERE’S Gussy?”’ . s : : .
W “Blessed if I know!” said Blake. Ha_ven‘(’:
seen him for a dog’s age. Have you, Herries?:

7 believe he's gone out scouting.”
Tom Merry laughed. =

“ Well, the meeting must procesd without hin He
looked round the wood-shed. * Ten of us here. We're all
here except Gussy.” .

The Co. were in conclave again, met together-for the pur~ .
pose of electing the captain of the day, and deciding upon

Ten juniors had turned up to the meeting. Arthar
Augustus was conspicuous by his absence, and, according to
the rules of the Co., he lost his chance of getting the cap-
taincy when the lots were drawn. That was his own look-
out. -

¢ Gentlemen,
spot,” said Tom Merry.

“ No,” said Herries.

wo arc here once more upon thig old familiar
“ Only one member of the Co. i3
absent, and he doesn’t count. . We have the aid of our
esteemed friend Arthur Digby, Esquire, till the end of the
week, and by that time we have got to give the Grammarians .
the complete and crushing kybosh!”’ ;

‘“ Hear, hear!” . o

“We have got fo recover that precious document whrxc}i
they have basely deprived us of, and take better eare of it
next time.” - : s -

““Tf you mean to hint that I didn’t take good cave of it——"-
began Blake. e : B

“ Well, you lost your little bit, unyhow.”

“Not It It was Gussy.” :

“ Well, it was all in the family, anyway.
a dog-chain on Gussy it wouldn’t have
shouldn’t allow him out alone.” :

““ What about Lowther? When he was

¢ Oh, give us a rest!” said Lowther. ~ -

“ Yes, we'll give you a rest as captain, Lowther, and no
error! You'll have a jolly long rest Lefore you lead us into a
trap again, I can tell you!” : .

““Poace!” said Tom Merry. “ Let theve be peace, hefore -
there are pieces! It’s time to draw lots for a new leader. -«
D’Arcy will have to be left out of it as he’s not here. Shove
the names in the bag, Monty!”

¢ Right you are!” = =

The slips with the names of the remaining candidates weve
shuffied in the bag, and Figgins drew one out. =

He held it up to the light of the bicyclelantern which
illumined the meeting, and the name of Tem Merry was
visible to all. :

“Tom Merry!’ said Blake, with a sniff. ¢ Well, you've
got it, Tom Merry. I hope yow'll do better than the other
rotbers, that’s all.” :

“ P've no doubt I shall,” said Tom Merry serenely: * Bub
we'll see. My idea is that we ought to put our heads
together, and give the Grammarians a reaily hot time. On
Satarday we're going to wind up the campaign by giving
them the knock on their own football-ground. The Co. will
just make up the eleven if we play D’Arcy.”

Blake gave a snort :

“If1 he exclaimed. ¢ There’s no ‘if’ about it, Tom
Merry. Of course we shall play D’Arcy.” -

Tom Merry looked dubicus.

“ Well, you know, he’s been such a howling ass lately
hei explained. “ You know what a coughdrop he is yourseli,
Blake.” : g

If yoﬁ:h‘ad ‘k’ept
happened.  ¥You

captain—-"
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“ A chap who plays footer in an eyeglass—" began
Figgins. .
“ Oh, rats! I cured him of that!”

¢ Of course, I know he’s a good sprinter, and he can dribbls
the ball well,” Tom Merry remarked; “ but I've seen him
stop in the middle of a rush to put his hair straight.”

“ e, ha! And do you remembor how he got a penalty
kick given against us once by collaring a chap who charged
‘him over?’ exclaimed Manners,

“ Never mind,”’ said Blake, *‘ Gussy’s a good ferward, and
it’s simply impossible to have a chap belonging to Study No. &
left out of the team. As reasonable liuman beings, you must
sce that for yourselves.” 5

“ Blessed 1f I see it!” said Kerr. “I—" - .

¢ Well, we'll give Gussy a trial,”’ said Tom Merry. “ We
shall have to play up, you know. We chip the Grammarians
about their football, but among ourselves we must admit”
that they play a jolly good gamie: and we had all our work
cut out last time. But now about the next move against ths

Grammar School. Has anyone thouglit of a wheeze?? = =

There was a general sidence. dei SR
Tom Merry looked round the meeting. * Apparently ideas
were at a discount, for nobody was in a hurty to speak, =
“Well, we didn’t come here to call a rgiddy Quaker
oy o _ Tae Gem Liprary.—No. 168"
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meeting I’ Tom Merry vemarked pleasantly. “T'm wailting
for some of you chaps to speak. Don't all speak at once, but,
on the other hand, don’t leave it till next term.”

:‘ }Vho’a leader of this giddy Co.?” demanded Blake.

. am,

_"‘ Well, if you're leader, think of semething.  Blessed if
I'm going to do your work for you!” said Blake. ** What's
the good of taking a back seat if you have to do the thinking ?
You're leader. Think it out.”

““ That’s right,” said Monty Lowther. -
Tom. Set your wits to work.”

“ Good I said Marmaduke, “ I'm-not going to think out
any giddy schemes till ’'m leader. It’s your place to do that,
Tom Merry.”

 We want to keep the ball rolling,” Kerr remarked. * We
ought to give the Grammar cads some sort of a dig. No
good getting rusty, or giving them a rest, that I can see, and
50 I call upon Tom Merry, as leader, to propound an idea.”’

“ We all call on him,” said Fatty Wynn. “If he’s leader,
let him lead. What are we going to do against the Gram-
mavians to-day, Tom Merry?”’ :

- i‘ Heyr)e, I say, give a chap a chance!” said Tom Merry.
. What’s the wheeze?”’ demanded Digby, interrupting him.,

* What’s the scheme?”’ exclaimed Marmaduke,

* What's the programme?”’ inquired Figgins.

“1 tell you—-"

* You needn’t tell us anything, unless it’s how we're going
to give the Grammarians the kybosh,” said Figgins. “As a
matter of fact, chaps, his mind is a beautiful blank, and he’s
not got any ideas—not even of anybody else’s.”’

“ That’s it,” said Blake. “I was afraid from the begin-
ning that he would be no good. We've given him a tuial,
and he can’t keep the ball rolling.”

** Look here,” exclaimed Tom Merry hotly,
of asses! You haven’t given me a chance.

Blake took out his watch.

“I suggest that we give him five minutes to think of an
idea,” he said. ““If he can’t do it by that time we'll depose
him, and elect another chief.”’

‘ Glood I? echoed Figgins & Co. together.

Monty Lowther and Manners said nothing. Hervies said
*Good!”? Tom Merry looked extremely wrathful.  Blako
Leld out his watch, with his eyes fixed on the dial. Dighy
grinned assent.

*“ Look here——"" began Tom Merry.

Blake waved his disengaged hand soothingly.

** Don’t waste time, old chap. You’ve got nearly five
minutes before we fetch you down off your giddy perch.
Make the best of it.”

“I’m not going to——

‘* Make the best of it,” said Figgins & Co. solemnly.

*“ But, confound you, I tell you 2

‘“ Hallo, deah boys! I was wathah afwaid I should be late
for the beastly meetin', don’t you know !’ a familiar voice
broke in at the door of the wood-shed.

“ You’re leader,

“ you're a set
"
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. Blake looked round as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy entered.

‘“Hallo! Here’s the image!’ he exclaimed. * Where
have you been, - Adolphus?’

‘1 have so often wemarked, Blake, that my name is not
Adolphus, that I weally wondah that you continue to addwess
me in that widiculous mannah.”

¢ Oh, rats! Where have you been?
to the meeting?”’

*“T have been scoutin’,” said D’Arcy.

“ Found any mare’s nests?”’

¢ No, certamnly not, Lowther!
of the Gwammah cads.”

“ Didn’t they go for you?’ asked Dig. :

“ They did not see me. I twacked them like a boy scout,
or an Indian bwave,” explained ¥)’Arcy. I am an awfully
deep fellow, you know, sometimes, and I weally flattah
niyself that T did this little twick in a mastahly mannah.”

‘“ Well, what’s the result of it?’ asked Tom Merry.

- “Two more minutes, Tom Merry,” said Blake solemnly,
looking at his watch.

““Oh, rats! What’s the upshot of your seouting, Gussy?”’

“ T have made a gweat discovewy.”

The Co. looked rather sceptical. They had very little faith
in. Arthur- Augustus and his skill in the Buffalo Bill line.
But the swell of the School House was looking very serious
and carnest. He adjusted his monocle and beamed upon the
assembled Co. with the air of one who had reason to be very
well satisfied with himself. .

. Well, get it off your chest!” said Tom Merry. “ Can’t
you see that we're all simply on tenterhooks of curiosity,
Gussy 7’ 2 :

““ Yaas, wathah! That is only natuwal, under the CITes
assented D’Arcy. - ¢ Vewy well, Tom Mewwy, I will welieve
your cuwiosity. I have been scoutin’ -
Tae Gem Liprary.——No. 168.

Why didn’t you come

I have been on the twack

“1 fancy I heard you say that before,” Figgins remarked.

“ Don’t intewwupt, Figgins. If there is anythin’ I weally
can’t stand, it is these constant intewwuptions fwom you
wude youngstahs. I was scoutin’, when I fell in with a vewy
unpleasant chawactah from the Gwammah School. It was
rot one of our fwiends the enemy, but that ovahgwown
person whom we wagged on the wivah, named Salmon or
Codfish or something—~"

*“ Do you mean Hake?” asked Tom Merry, with interest.

“ Yaas, wathah! I knew it was something fishy,” said
v. “ Well, T met him, and he acted most wudely. He
actually had the feahful impertinence to lay hands upon me
and push me into the hedge in a wuff and violent mannah !”’

“ He did, did he? 'The horrid bounder! He couldn’t have

~ known whom you were,” said Tom Merry gravely. * If he

3

had known that you were the one and only Gussy

** Oh, pway don’t wot, Tom Mewwy! I wegard this as a
sewious mattah. IHe pushed me with such extweme violence
that I bwoke thwough the hedge, and fell with gweat wapidi
1ato the ditch on the othah side. Fortunately, the ditch was
a dwy one, or I should have spoiled my coat and waistcoat ;
but as it was, my twousahs were howwidly wumpled, and T
was In a state of extweme wage. I was so enwaged, in fact,
that I quite lost my tempah, and I scwambled fwom the
ditch and wushed upon Codfish to stwike him !’

““ Ha, ha! And was he stwuck?”

¢ No: he had the feahful cheek to take me by the collah,
and sling me thwough the hedge again,” said D’Arey. “ I
fell inte the ditch with gweat violence, and he looked down
on me, and gwinned, and said that if I got out again he
would jump on me!”’

* The wretch! It wakes me almost weep to think of youtr
trcl))ust:-rs at that terrible moment!”’ said Tom Merry, with a
sob. .

“ Pway be sewious, Tom Mewwy ! I was feahfully enwaged,
but I thought upon the whole it would be bettah to weniain
where I was till the shockin’ wuffian was gone. I was weally
feelin’ most exhausted. I was not afwaid, of course, but I
knew that he was quite capable of wuining my waistcoat if
I pwovoked him. So I considahed it vewy much wisah to
wemain there till it was safe to scwamble out.”

* What a thrilling tale of adventure!” said Monty Lowther.
“ 1t is awfully intcresting, but what has it got to do with the
washing, Gussy?” :

“ Pway allow me to explain. .While I was westing in the

ditch thwee persons passed along on the othah side, and they- =

were talkin’. They were the thwee boundahs who tied Mar-
maduke to the college gates the othah night.”

** Monk, Lane, and Carboy?”’ asked Kerr.

* Yaas, wathah! Now, you see, I knew theiz voices, and
I immediately caught on to what they were saying. Some
fellows wouldn’t have thought of it, but you knew T am
awfully deep——"" 5

“ Yes; we know how awfully deep you are, Gussy. Go
on.

“ Monk was saying that to-night would be the vewy time,
as it was mi and it would be easy to slip into the gwonnds.
of St. Jim’s without bein’ noticed.”

Tom Merry gave a start.

Up till now hie had preserved rather a sceptical countenance,
but just then he became veally interested. It looked as if
Arthur Augustus had really discovered something after all.
7 said Tom quickly.

“Go on!

D’Arcy saw the impression he had made, and purred.

““ Yaas, wathah! When Monk said that, I was awfully
careful you know to wemain quite still, and see if I could
discovah anythin’ else. Of course, you all know that as a
gentleman I would despise a fellow who listened to & pwivate
convahsation ] x

“Yes, yes,; go on!”

“ But as a scout in the enemy’s countwy I was hound to

gathah all the information T possibly could as to their move-

*

s: we've threshed all that out before. Go on!”

ve,” went on D’Arcy obstinately, ““ I considahed
1t quite en regle to hear all.I could that the wascals were
sayin’——"’ Ly

*“ Of course. What else did they say?”’

h, I didn’t hiear anythin’ else!”

“ You—you utter ass! Then what have you been giving
us this long rigmavole about?”’ exclaimed Marmaduke, in
disgust. . : -

‘I was explainin’ my views and sewuples—-

“ Blow your views and seruples!” ejaculated Blake.
“You ass! What do your views and scruples matter if you
didn’t hear anything more? Gussy, you're wearing me out !’

*“ Wats !’ said D’Arcy. ‘I didn’t hear any more, though
I listened like anythin’. But it’s perfectly plain that tho
Gwammah cads intend to come into our quartahs to-night to
play some twick on us.” -

3

%ns “THE BULLY'S REMORSE,” ™ Whants ¥ mhvcario iains weeics™  MAGNET” LIBRARY. 3ot sz



=
e

Every Thursday,

. “Looks like it,” said Digby. * Pity you couldn’t learn
more. Did you let them see you there?’’

¢ Certainly not, Dighy. I waited till they were quite gone,
and then scwambled out of the ditch. I only stopped to
bwush the dust off my twousahs, and then huwwied here as
fast as I could wun, deah boys!”

Tom Merry was looking very thoughtful. It was evident
that he attached the greatest importance to the information
brought in by the scout.

“ Well, if they come, we'll be ready for them,” said Blake.
He looked at his watch. “Time’s more than up, Tom
Merry. But, as Gussy has taken it all up with his thrilling
stories of hairbreadth escapes, we'll allow you an extension.
If you've got an idea, spout it out. If you haven’t, own
up

Tom Merry’s eyes were sparkling now. =

It was preity plain that he had a ¢ wheeze” in his mind,
but he did not seem to be in a hurry to communicate it to the
impatient Co. =

“ Well, what is it?”’ demanded half a dozen voices im-
patiently. * Out with it, Tom Merry!”

Tom Merry shook his head calmly. .

“ Not at all. I've got an idea for making the Grammar
kids wish they hadn’t thought of invading our territory, but
for the present,I’m keeping it to myselif.”

There was a simultaneous howl of indignation from every
member of the Co.

“ What the dickens do you mean, Tom Merry 2"’ exclaimed
Blake. “ Do you think we are going to stand that? Come
off your perch, you rotter, or we'll yank you off {”’

““ My dear chap, you were telling me just now that I was
captain of the Co.—""

“So you are; but, of course, we're entitled to know all
about the operations against the enemy,” said Blake hotly.
“Do you think we’re going to have you riding the giddy
high horse ?” .

“ A wise and experienced general,”’ said Tom Merry
calmly, “never explains to his troops in advance what his
operations are geing to be. Tor military reasons, you see,
it's necessary for a leader to keep secrets from the common or
garden rank-and-file—" '

“ Look here!” said Blake and Figgins together, * We're
in this beastly Co., and we've a right to know the beastly
plans. Just get it off your silly chest, you bounder !’

. Tom Merry shook his head.

@“Can’t! For military reasons I cannot allow my plans
against the enemy to become known until the time arrives for
putting them into execution.” )

“ Military humbug ! Execution bosh! Tell us what the
wheeze is! We're going to know before this meefing breaks

“up!” said Kerr warmly.

“Yaas, wathah! As the plan is founded upon the news
of the enemy’s movements bwought in by me, I at least have

a wight to know all about the beastly ideah !”” said D’Arcy.

- 5uite 30 !” exclaimed Blake. ‘ Now, Tom Merry, get it
off your chest. If you've got such a first-class plan for bring-
ing the Grammar cads off their perch, let us know it. We
shall all have a hand in it, anyway. Why don’t you speak,
you bounder 7’

¢ I've got nothing to say.”

“It’s all rotting, then!
head ?” 5

¢ Oh, yes, I have-—a first-rate, ripping one

“Then tell us!” howled the Co.

“ (an’t be did! For military reasons——"

# You—you humbug! You ass! Tell us!”

¢ Hxplain 17

¢ Rats! For military reasons I can’t

“Oh, he’s as obstinate as a mule!”"
“There’'s no gstting anything out of him!
humbug, and he’s pulling otur leg !V
. ““My dear chap, I wouldn’t pull your august leg for any-
thing I’ said Tom Merry. “I’ve got an idea in my mind
which I believe will malke the Grammar cads wish they hadn’t

-entered here. A great general never confides his plans to his
followers. You will be called upen to help, but you're not
going to be told the plans. You can’t expect it. For
military reasons 5 : :
 Blow your silly military reasons! I tell you what, chaps

—we’ll give him fhe chance, and if he doesn’t live up to this
we'll depose him, and elect a new leader !’ said Blake.

¢ Hear, hear P’ : :

“ You understand, Tom Merry? This is not going to be
merely a jape on the Grammarians, but you're on your trial.

If the joke doesn’t come off in first-chop style, you get the
order of the boot instanter, and you're incapacitated from
ever leading the Co. again!”

“ Hear, hear !” shouted the Co., in unanimous approval.

“I'm agreeabls,” said Tom Merry, smiling serenely.

“Then we'il let it go at that. About time this beastly

You haven’t an-idea in your
P

)

99

growled Blake.
I believe it’s all
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~ deah fellow, I hope I have not hurt you'!
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{{rgaet'igg broke up, I fancy, I'm getting hungry. Come om,
ids ! >

““Yaas, wathah! But wait a moment, deah boy. Tom
Mewwy, I quite admit that you have evewy wight to keep
the secwet of your intentions, as a gweat genewal, but as I
bwough? in the information of the enemy’s movements—"’

¢ Sorry, Gussy! Youll know all about it in good time.”

- }Ed*t, ”weally, Tom Mewwy, I must insist upon my
wight— =

“ Travel along, Adolphus! You are making me tired.”

“Tom Mewwy, as 1 bwought the information, I must once
for all insist upon my wight to share this secwet!” said
Arthur Augustus, with emphd#sis. ‘It is extwemely pwob.
that I can give some advice upon the subject, as you must
admit that two heads are bettah than one, especially when
one of them is mine. =

“ Blake, that thing belongs to you. Take it away!”

‘“ Come along, Gussy. It’s time to go!” :

“I wefuse to come along,’” said Arthur Augustus. “Itis a
question of dig. with me. I am not bein’ tweated with pwopah
wespect, and I must wesent if. Tom Mewwy, I have
stated——"

“ Good-night, Gussy! Come along, Monty—Manners !’

“Stop, Tom Mewwy! I insist upon your stoppin’ and
heawin’ what I have to say! Unless you suwwendah on this
point, I shall have no alternative but to thwash you !’

Tom Merry looked terribly alarmed.

“Oh, Adolphus,” he exclaimed, “unsay those fearful
words !

“1 wefuse—I distinctly wefuse!
feahful thwashin’——"’

‘“Hold him while I run away and lock myself up some-
where |”” gasped Tom Merry, apparently in a state of terror.
‘“ Hold the dangerous ruffian !”’

And Tom Merry dashed off towards the School House.
D’Arcy attempted to pursue, but was promptly collared by
Blake, Herries, and Digby. S

¢ No, you don’t, Gussy,”” said Blake.

Figgins & Co. walked away laughing. Monty Lowther
and Manners followed Tom Merry at a more leisurely pace,
chuckling to themselves. But the swell of the School House
was in deadly earnest. His dignity was involved, and that
waz always a matter of great importance to Arthur Augustus

'Arcy. :

“ Blake, let me go! Hewwies, welease me!
wegard you as fwiends!”

‘“Now, don’t be a bigger fathead than you can help,
Gussy—""

“1 wefuse to be chawactewised as a fathead! I wefuse
to wemain here! Welease me at once, or I shall get angwy
and stwike you !”’

The three juniors staggered away in affright. Arthur
Augustus bolted from the wood-shed on the track of Tom
Merry. Blake sat down on a pile of faggots, and laughed
till he was out of breath.

“ That chap will be the death of me!” he gasped. * Here,
let’s follow him and see what he’s up to. Come on!”

And the chums of the Fourth followed on the track of the
indignant swell of St. Jim’s.

I shall give you such a

I no longah

CHAPTER 8
A Desperate Encounter.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS was really excited. He
bolted across the dusky quadrangle, and passed
Manners and Lowther like a flash. . Manners uttered

an exclamation. -

“There goes Gus! Oh, my hat! That chap ouzht to be
in a museum!” - - 5 -

“Ha, ha, ha! There are going to be ructions!”

“Come on; let’s follow the ass!”’

But Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy was already out of sight. He
ran up the stg]ps of the School House, and bolted into the
hall. The dusk was thick, and the gas had not yet been
lighted. There was a yell as the swell of St. Jim’s dashed
bhndly into someone who was coming out of a study.

That someone went flying, and sat down gasping for breath.
D’Arcy staggered away, and caught at the hatstand for
support. He gave it a violent jerk, and a shower of hats
descended upon: him.

. “My word!” gasped Arthur Augustus. * Deah me! My

Gwacicus good-
ness, where are all these hats comin’ fwom ?”’ :

The injured party jumped up, and promptly ecollared
Augustus. :

‘“You young ass!
like that?”’ -
It was the voice of Kildare, the captain of St. Jim's.
¢ Pway excuse me, Kildare. It was a most unfortunate
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accident. T weally did not see you, and it is so extwemely
dark here.” :

** What do you mean by bolting about in the dark like a
mad bull ¥ demanded Kildare, shaking the swell of the
School House till he squirmed. :

“Pway do—do—not—not—-sh-sh-shake me, Kildare,”
casped Arthur Augustus. “ You disturb my nervous system,

- you do weally. 1 wegwet this catastwophe vewy much, and
1t is weally all due to the carelessness of the servants in not
lightin’ the gas, you know. How was I to see you in the
beastly dark, deah boy! I am vewy sowwy. Have you seen
Tom Mewwy pass 7’ &

“No, I haven’t!” Kildare administered another shake.
““ Ave you looking for Tom Merry ?”

“ Vaas, wathah! He has been wude to me, and I am
going to give him a feahful thwashin’.”

* Ha, ha, ha ! T think I can see you doing it. Well, don’t
start bolting about like that again, I’ Arcy, or you will get
shaken a bit harder next time, and licked into the bargain.” .

“1 will be more careful, Kildare. Pway welease my
collah. - I am sure you aré scilin’ it, ‘and I know you are

cwumplin® it feahfully. I shall have to change it, I amn
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In a twinkling the looped cord Tom Merry had ready was
over Gussy’s wrists, and tightened and knotted, and the
swell of St. Jim’s wriggled on the floor with his hands secured
behind his back. :
- But that was not the end. He sat up, furioug, and as he
did so, a large bag was slipped over his head, and drawn
tight and fastened round his neck. :

“ Welease me! What silly twick is this! 1 crdah you to
welease me 1 .

D’Arcy’s voice became faint and muffled from the interios
of the bag.

Tom Merry gave a shout of laughter. He jumped up and
lighted the gas. Arthur Augustus staggered to his feet. - He
looked a curious object with his hands fastened, and the bag
.covering his head down to the neck. : :

_“Is that all right, Gussy?” asked Tom Merry anxiously.
 Anything more I can do for you, kid 7"

*“ Welease me ! Welease me at once, Tom Mewwy !

“I—I—V'm afraid. You’re too dangercus. I afraid for
my life,” said Tom Merry. “I don’t think you'll get suffo-
cated Gussy; I've cutl some holes in the bag to let in the air.
It's your own bag. I fetched it cut of Study No. 6, so thas

afwaid. Pway welease me, deah boy. I should be sowwy  doesn’t matter.” : -
to stwike you, as I have a gweat wespect for you, hut * You—you feahful beast! You wuffian! T
weally——"" ¢

Kildare let him go. The captain of St. Jim’s was a good-
tempered fellow, and he soon regained his good-humour,
though he had had a startling shock. - :

“ Get off I he said.  “Travel, you young assi” s

I’ Arcy travelled.  He screwed his eveglass into his eye,
and mounted the stairs three at a time. - He reached the door
of Tom Merry’s study and pounded upon if. :

The door was locked. Evidently the hero of the Shell was
in a state of terrible affright, and desired fo escape the
vengeance of Arthur Augustus.

*“ Open this door, Tom Mewwy 17’

A gasping, scared voice came from within.

*“ Who is there? Oh, who is there 7

“Jtis I, D’Arcy. ‘I have come to give you that thwashin’.”?

“Oh, Gussy ! Oh, Gussy! Don't !’ ;

“1 am sowwy, but I have no alternative. Ycu may as well
have it now, Tom Mewwy. If you don’t open this deor, I
chall wait till you come out, and stwike you.” :

“You won’t let me off, Gussy?”’ came that -quavering
voice from within.

* Certainly not. I am sowwy, but I am compelled to con-
sidah my dig. You have insulted me, and I have no alter-
native but to-thwash you.” ¢

* Then—then I may as well let you in, as you are so fear-
fully determined.”

*“ Yaas, wathah.” .

There was a sound of the key turning back in the lock.
Arthur Augustus tried the door again, and it opened to his
touch. The swell of St. Jim’s rushed in. The study was
pitch-dark inside, for the blind was down, and there was no
light.” D’Arcy dashed recklessly in—and the next moment
gave a yell. -

Iis foot had caught in something, thoughtfully placed
there in readiness for him, and hLe measured. his length on
the carpet. : : .

lfe went down on his hands and knees, his eyeglass
dropping off, and for a moment he remained there, too
startled to move.

That moment was enough for the hero of the Shell.

D’Arcy felt someone drop astride of him, a good deal as
if he were a rocking-horse, and his wrists dragged up behind

on his face.
togethah! I
Welease ‘me, you howwid

im,

“ Welease me!” gasped D’Arcy, squirming
< Welease me! I forbid you to tic my wlists
wefuse to be tweated like this.
wuffian [”’ SR

**Ha, ba, ha!”
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“ You see, you're too dangerous to be let loose.
afraid of you when you get into a fearful temper, €
Come along !”’

*“ Welease me immediately !”’

_ “Certainly not! Now I've captured you, I'm going to
exhibit jou,” said Tom Merry, fastening a cord to Gussy's
tied wrists. ¢ Follow me. Tread cavefully, or youwll take a
tumble. I should really be sorry if you broke your neck, or
anything like that.” :

“ I wefuse to stir fwom this study,” came the muffled voice
from the bag. “I wefuse to appeah such a widiculous sight.
I distinetly wefuse I’ <

It doesn’t sound . very distinct, Gussy.

I wefuse—I 12 e

But Tom Merry was pulling on the cord, und Gussy had
to go. He stumbled blindly down the corridor, and fellows
came to their study doors to look on in amazement and
merrinient. s
c “1 say, what have you got there, Tom Merry
xore. e :

“ My latest capture,” said Tom Merry. © Gentlemen, this
is an ourang-outang of the species Gustavus. It is a peculiag
animal, and its native habitat is any old study——"

*“ Tom Mewwy, if you do not instantly welease me—""

“Ha, ha, ha! 1t's D’Arcy! I thought I kuew those
trousers.” :

“T ordah you to welease me at once, Tom Mewwy [’

¢ The animal is found wild in the wood-shed,” continued
Tom Merry, with the air of a showman, as he led the reluc-
tant Gussy along the corridor, between two rows of open
study doors and grinning faces. “On the least attack upon
his dig. he becomes ferocious, and has then to be tied up, in
the way you see. Its face is covered out .of consideration
to the spectators, who would otherwise suffer considerably
from the sight.”’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” i

“Pom Mewwy, I wegard you as a beast. Welease me "

“Come on, Gussy! This animal, gentlemen, when in a
ferocious state, as at present, has to be cdnfined in the cellar,
and left there for a few hours to cool.’? :

“Take him along! Ha, ha, ha!”

Gussy marched on perforce behind his leader. Tom Merry
Ied him directly to the corridor upon which the Fourth Form
studies opened.

11 Tom ”Mewwy, if you “dare to put me in the heastly
cellah——

“Tt’s the only place where you’re safe; Gussy

“1 wefuse to be shut up in the cellah! I wefuse

“Well,” said Tom Merry, with an air of thoughifulness,

Jome along !

called out

)
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The combatants advanced and shook hands; instead of letting go, Tom Merry retained his grip on D’Arey’s
right hand glove, and held it asin a vice. ‘*Tom Mewwy, welease my hand!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
. ! “I'm—I'm so frightened!” sobbed Tom Merry. (Seepage 17.)

J

sed box-room on the top landing.

¢ there’s that ‘old dis
Would you prefer that

« [ wefuse to be shut up anywhere. I ordah you—" .

“The hosx-room will do. There are lots of rats there, but
you will not mind that, will you? €Come along! Get a move
on!”

Blindfolded as he was, Gussy could not see or guess in
what divection Tom Merry was taking him. Tom marched
him up some stairs, and down others, until he had lost every
clue to his whereabouts. Finally, he marched him into
Study No. 6, his native quarters, D’Arcy at, the same t.me
__being fully persuaded that he was being led into the disused
~ cwvox-room at the top of the School House—a room {ar from

the studies, and seldom entered by anyone.

“Iere we are,” said Tom Merry, striking a match and
lighting the gas.. ““ Here we are, Gussy. Uzh! How cold
it is! Can you bear those beastly rats scutthng?”’

_ “Tem Mewwy, if you dare to leave me in this feahful

place— —’ i

€ Yes, it is a 1otten hole of a place,” said Tom Merry.
¢ Never mind, there’s a chair here, and you can sit on it.
Sit down I

“ T wefuse to sit down. I distinctly——"

“Tais! There you are!” Tom Merry pushed Gussy into
a chair, and in a few seconds fastened lum there, in spite
of his struggling and wriggling.  © There, that will do. Now,
you won’t be able to gel out, kid. You'd better remain in

I weally nevah thought it of Tom Mewwy.

this box-room all night, I think, and you will be in a better
temper by the morning.”

“If you leave me here, Tom Mewwy, I shall chout for
help,” munmbled Gussy. ‘I shail shout for help with all my
stwength; o I warn you.” L

“You can 1f you like, Gussy.
Good-bye '

“Tom Mewwy, I wegard you as a bwute. I nevsh thought
you could be so fezhfully bwutal as*to shut a fellah up n &
beastly box-woom like this. I insist upon your weleasin’ me
this vewy moment, Tom Mewwy 3

“Sorry that it can’t be did, Gussy. Yea're tco awiully,
fearfully dangerous, you know.”’

_ “T will Jet you off that thwashin’. I will pardon yoz for
your extweme impertinence. I will allow you to go <ot~
fwee, if you—-" :

“ Good-night! Sec you again in the morning.”

The door closed. :

Arthur Augustus was alone. He wriggled in the
called to Tom Merry, but there was no reply-
muffled echo of his voice.

“The howwid bwute has weally gone and left me,” mui-
mured, the swell of the School House. *‘‘ How vewy bwutal.
He has nevah
weally tweatad me with pwopah wespect, but I nevah
pected him of bein’ such a feahful wuffian as this. Fane
Jeavin’ a chap shut up in a beastly box-woom among the
beastly wats! Howwid!” .

Nobody will kear you.

Tre Gem Liprazy.—No. 168,



16 @ SEE THE WONDERFUL FREE OFFER IN THIS WEEK'S ISSUE OF”" THE BOYS' HERALD.” 1™

And Asthur Augustus began to shout for help.

He wasn’t going to be left in that lonely i)ox-room all
night, if he knew it; and if Tom Merry meant to carry out
his threat, the only way to cscape was to attract attention.
If there was a row, that was Tom Merry’s look-out. Gussy
could not be expected to think of that now.

‘“Help !”

He shouted as loudly as the muffling bag over his head
would permit.

¢ Help, help, help!? .

s

CHAPTER 9.
L Licked!
OM MERRY joined Manners and Lowther when they

came in. The hero of thie Shell was grinning, and his
chums grinned, too. ,

*f Where’s Glussy?” demanded Monty Lowther. “Has he
slain you?” :

“1I think he’s gone to his study.”

“ What’s the little game?” asked Manners.
you're up to something.”

“D’Arcy fell over a cord stretched between two chairg
when he chased me into my study,”” explained Tom. = “ Then
somebody tied his hands, and fastened a bag down over his
head, and walked him off to Stufly No. 6. He’s fastened up
to a chair there now.” :

“Help! Help!”? -
tI't was a faint, distant, strangely-muffled shout from up-
stairs. N

Monty Lowther and Manners started simultaneously as
they heard it, and looked at Tom Merry. Faint and far away
as the sound seemed, they thought they knew the dulcet tones
of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. - Tom Merry nodded.

- “Yes, that’s Gussy,” he said % He Tancies he's tied up
in the disused box-room on the top floor. He must have
come to that concluzion from some words 1 leot drop. Curious,
wasn’t it? T-never told him anything of the kind, of course.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Awfully curicus!” -

Tﬁ%lake, Herries, and Dig came in, and looked at the Terrible

3o,

..o I say, where’s Gus?” asked Blake. “ You don’t look as
if he had slain you, Tom Merry. Whove has he got to?”
' T think he’s in your study, Blake.”

“Help! Help!”

Bluke gave a jump. Herries and Digby stared. >

““ Why, that’s his voice! It sounds peculiar, as if he’d
his head in a box, Come along, kiddies !
him out.”

The chums of the Fourth ascended the stairs. A shout of
laughter followed them. They found a good many Fourth-
formers making for Study No. 6. The muffled shoubs of
Arthur Augustus had fallen upon many ears.

“ Halls, Blake !” exclaimed Mellish. ~“ There’s something
wrong in your study. That's the sweet voice of your pet
lunatic.”

Blake nodded shortly. He opened the door of Study No. 6.
Tom Merry had turned the hght put before leaving, and the
place was pitchy dark.

“Help! Help!”

_ Blake struck a match. The light glimmered upon Arthur
‘Augustus, fastened to the chair, with the fastened bag com-
pletely concealing his aristocratic features.

D’ Arcy heard the scratch on the box, and
relief. His shouts had brought help at last.
the gas.

“Help!” gasped Arthur Augustus.  Whoevah you are,
pway welease me! Who is it? Pway welease me at once,
deah boy ! .

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

“Blake! I'm glad you’ve come.
hours 1 .

* How on earth did you get like this?”

“Tom Mewwy did it. He made me a pwisonah by a twick
in his study, and then bwought me to this beastly box-woom,
and loft me here among the wats. They have been cwawhn’
all over me for hours, the howwid bwutes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the group of Fourth-Formers at
the door, and Blake laughed, too, #ill the tears ran dowi
his cheeks. It seemed too funny for Arthur Augustus to
imagine that he was in the disused box-room at the top of
the house, when he was really sitting in his own chair within
the familiar walls of Study No. 6. °

The swell of the School House spluttered with indignation
insids the thick bag as the sounds of merriment penetrated

“I can seo

fedeld
Let’s go and soxt

gave a gasp of

Blake lighted

I’ve been shoutin’ for

s pars. :
“You fezhfully heartless wuffians!” he gasped. “I do
not see anythin’ to laugh at. I have been tweated with
fwightful diswespect. I have sat here for hours with the
howwid wats crawlin’ all ovah me, and bitin’ me all ovah in
the miosi ewuel way.” :
Tar GeM Lismary.—No. 168.
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“My hat! You ought to be a poet, with an imagination
like that, Gussy !” Blake exclajmed. ““It is only ten minutes
or 5o since the meeting brole up in the wood-shed.”

‘ Nonsense! How can you tell such a feahful whoppsah,
Blake? I am surpwised. I have been here at least two
hours, suffewin’ feahfully.” =l .

“ You've been here about two minutes, I suppose,” said
Blake. “Where do you think you are, Adolphus Aubrey
Algernon ?”” He was unfastening the bag with deft fingers. -

“ In that beastly box-woom,” mumbled D’Arcy. * Those
feahful wats
have soiled my clothes.”

Blake jerked the bag from his head. : :

D’Arey looked round him—at the familiar room, and the
group of almost hysterical juniors in the doorway. He was
utterly amazed. -

* Why—what—how—— This is our study !”*

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Blake. “Oh, Gussy, you are the
champion ass!”

“How—how did I get here?”? -

“You've been here all the time. Those rats! My hat!
Gussy, your imagination would do credit to a patent-medicine
advertiser I”’

“But I distinctly felt them cwawlin’ ovah me,” said the
bewildered swell of St. Jim’s. ““I believe I felt them bitin’
me cwuelly.”

** Imagination, dear boy.”” Blake released the swell of the
School House, who was still looking round him like one in
a dream.  “There yon are! Now, I think you've had
enough war-path for one night. You kids there can travel
along; I don’t want a whole flock of geese cackling in my
doorway.”’ ;

The juniors were screaming with laughter. Gussy’s ex-
pression was funnier than anything else. He evidently could
not yet make up his mind quite where he was. - 7

“Ulear off I” said Blake.

“Go and cackle in your own.

studies. Herries, get me my squirt, will you, and shove

some ink in it.” : :
 Right-ho I’" said Herries. 5 :
The laughers at the door melted into thin air. The chums

of the Fourth were left alone in their study. D’ Arcy dusted
down his trousers with a rueful air. - - :

¢ Let that be a lesson to you, Gussy,” said Blake severely.
“Let dogs delight to bark and bite, it is their nature to.
Let ¥err and Figging growl and fight, they’ve nothing ele
to do. But, Gussy, you should never let such angry passio
rise ;, your Little fists were never meant to black Tom Merry's.

““T shall certainly considah it my duty to give Tom Mewwy
the thwashin’ of iis life,” sald Arthur Augustus.  “ This
insult can only be wiped out by——”

“ By getting a licking 7" asked Blake. “ That’s what you'll
get, ass. Now, don’t be a bigger lunatic than you've been
already, Gussy.” .

1 wefuse to be chawactewised as a lunatic. T wefuse to
let Tom Mewwy off that thwashin’. He must give me satis-
faction. I am goin’ to look for him now.”

“ Will you never know when you've had enouzh?” said
Blake. ‘“Hallo, here he is! Tom Merry, what do you mean
by tweatin’ Gussy with diswespect ?”’

The Terrible Three wers looking in at the door. They
were laughing like hyenas, and Gussy turned red with indig-.
nation at the sicht of them. .

“You wude bwutes!” he exclaimed. ¢ There is nothin’
to laugh at in this extwemely unpleasant and diswespo-tiu!
twick, Tom Mewwy, take off vour jacket. i .

“ My dear Gussy, don’t get excited. It was really funny,
vou know. You don’t know how much you add to the gaicty
of existence.” :

“Tom Mewwy, I am determined to thwash you. It does
not mattah a little bit what you say; you have insulted me
too feahfully for pardon. . Nothin’ but a thwashin’ will wipe
out the insult. Are you weady ?”

Tom Merry bestowed a wink upon the company in general,
which Arthur Augustus was too excited and indignant to see.

“Ye-ee5,"” said Tom Merry, in a tremulous voice. <If
you won’t let me off, Gussy, I suppose I must stick it oui.

But you’ll have the gloves ion?” -

“No, I will not have the gloves on. This iz a sewious
mattah, and T am compelled, out of considewation for my
dig., to give you a feahful thwashin’.”

“Rot!” said Blake decisively. “You’re not a giddy
prizefighter, Gussy. You’re going to have the gloves on,
and to have’ it out here where we can all see fair play.”
Blake had caught Tom Merry’s expressive wink, and was
ready to join in the joke. *I’m going to be timekeeper and
referee, and I’ll see you through.”

“1 wefuse to have the——"" -

“ You know perfectly well that you can’t buck acainst the
decision of the referee,” said Blake severely. “I am sur-
prised at you, Augustus!”’

“Oh, vewy well! T weally do not wish to hurt Tom

Now on
Sale.1d,

have been ewawlin’ ovah me, and I am afwaid’
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Mewwy, but it is stwictly necessawy for me tc inflict a
severe thwashin’ upon him. I will have the gloves on,
deah boy.” .

“Thank you, Gussy !’ said Tom Merry, almost tearfully.
“In after years; when you are a white-haired, doddering
grandfather, vou will look back upon this hour in the vine-
clad study where your boyish years were passed, and be
t.{)ankﬁ}’l that you tempered justice with mercy, and spared
the

“Oh, don’t wot, Tom Mewwy! Take your beastly jacket
off, and stand up and take yoar beastly licking. I am in a
feahful wage.”

““ Who's going to be my second ?”’ asked Tom Merry, look-
ing at his chums. “I must have somebody to back me up
in this awful encounter.”

“We'll both be your seconds,” said Monty Lowther
promptly. “You’ll need two seconds to back you up against
a fearful fellow like Gussy.”

“That’s so,”’ said Manners solemnly. ¢ We shall have to
pick you up off the floor a lot of times, I expect, Tommy,
and we can talke it in turns.”’

“Thank you,” said Tom, with deep feeling. ¢ That is
very kind of you. And—and if anything should happen—
if Gussy should let himself really go, and I should fall a
giddy corpus at his feet, yow’ll—you’ll—you’ll take the news

to—to the old folks at home, and plant a sprig of mistletoe

on my grave?”’

“We will—we will I”? said Manners and Lowther together,
with great solemnity; and the Terrible Thrce shook hands
upon it with a perfectly owl-like gravity.

Arthur Augustus sniffed indignantly.

Serious as the chums of the Shell looked, D’Arcy had a
feeling that he was being made fun of, especially as Blake,
Herries, and Digby were cackling away like a trio of excited
geese.

Blake jerked off D’Arcy’s jacket, and rolled up his sleeves
for him. Then he produced a sponge and a bowl of water
and a pair of boxing-gloves.

‘“ Choose your weapons,
throwing the gloves to Tom.
them to land on your nose!”

Tom Merry donned a pair of gloves, and then Gussy did
the same. The swell of the School Ilouse was looking
awfully warlike. :

__Blake took out his big silver watch to act as timekeeper.
tlerries' was ready with the sponge, and Manners and
Lowther sat down on the table to watch.

“Time!” said Blake. *‘Gentlemen, the performance will
now commence !”’

The combatants advanced and shook hands with the gloves
on, but instead of letting go, Tom Merry retained his grip
on Gussy’s right hand, and held it as in a vice.

D’Arcy struggled in vain to release it. He fixed a wither-
ing glance upon the hero of the Shell. !

“Tom Mewwy, welease my hand!
you !’

“Mewwy, welease his fin!”’ said Blake, with an air of

Tom Merry !I”

) he exclaimed,
“ Ah, sorry!

I didn’t mean

Blake, I appeal to

severity.  ‘ What do you mean by captuwing the fin of
Arthur Adolphus Algernon? Welease his awistocwatic fin
immediately I”’

“I'm—TI"m so frightened !’ sobbed Tom Merry.

Tom Merry jumped back in alarm, and ‘the fin was
released. D’Arcy brandished his fists, and advanced upon
the hero of the Shell. .

The great combat had commenced.

Monty Lowther and Manners, sitting on the table, elung
to one another, apparently overcome by the awe of the
scene. Tom Merry was driven round the ring by the war-
lilke Gussy, and his defence was very fecble. Tom Merry
had licked the best fighting-men in the Shell in his time,
but now he certainly seemed nothing like 'a match for the
swell of the Fourth Form.

Certainly, none of Gussy’s blows reached him, except for
a light tap or two on the chest: But he got in nothing in
~return, and he was driven round and round.

“Pway wemain still!” exclaimed D’Arcy, gaspiug for
breath. ‘ What do you mean by walkin’ wound and wound
when I am twyin’ to thwash you? Pway wemain still.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Blake. “ Why don’t you stand still
and put your hands in your pockets, Tom Merry? That
would make it much easier for Gussy to thwash you.”

£ Go for him, Gussy I exclaimed Herries encouragingly.
“ He’s weakening, you know. Give him the kybosh in the
first round.”

IY Arcy took the advice. ITe made a terrible rush at Tom
Merry, and his fists beat the air like Indian clubs. Tom
Merry went right over, and dropped on his back. Gussy’s
fists had not touched him, but ke was down on the floor all
the same. ®
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“Bravo!” shouted Blake. *“Bravo, Gussy !’

Arthur Augustus stepped back. A smile of satisfaction
illumined his face. He allowed Herries to sponge his heated
countenance. : :

““ Stwictly speakin’,” said Arthur Augustus, ‘I should be
entitled to keep on, and not give Tom Mewwy a west until
time is called, but I am lettin’ him down lightly.”

Manners and Lowther ran forward and picked up Tom
Merry. He hung a heavy weight upon them. They dragged
him to a chair, and sat him in it and moistened his face.

“Feel fit to go on, Tom?’ asked Monty Lowther
anxiously.

‘““Ha, ha—T mean, oh dear! VYes, I think T can stick
ix;zo’r’,hcr roand,”” murmured Tom Merry. ‘I thinl 1,
kid.”?

“Time ! e

The adversaries toed the line again. Arthur Augustus,
much encouraged by his great success, resumed his forcing
tactics, and went at Tom Merry like a bull. Tom was
driven right round the ring, and went down upon his back
again with a thump.

“Get up !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, dancing excitedly
round him. “T insist upon you getting up, Tom Mewwy,
so that I can knock you down again!”

Tom Merry seemed to be suifering from some Internal
complaint for a few moments. Then he got upon his feet.
Again the swell of the School House rushed upon him, and
again the hero of the Shell flopped on the floor.

I’ Arcy’s boxing-gloves had just touched him, that was all,
but a mere touch seemed sufficient to floor Tom Merry in
this extremely peculiar encounter.

“Jump up ! shouted Gussy excitedly. “Jump up! Tom
Mewwy, get up immediately !”? e

Up jumped Tom Merry, only to be Hoored again in the
same easy manner. Then Blake called time, and the second
round was over.

Manners and Lowther picked up Tom Merry. They were
grinning and cackling now, which was certainly very heart-
less, considering the licking their chief was getting.

“Can you—ha, hal—go on any longer, Tom?” asked
Manners. 3

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I'm afraid not,” he replied. “Gussy has licked me.
Oh, Gussy, I never thought you had it in you! I have had
a most feabful thwashin’ ! :

Blake and Herries shrieked. Arthur Augustus peeled-cit
the gloves and came over to Tom Merry. He screwed his
eyeglass into his eye, and regarded the chief of Tom
Merry & Co. with a placable gaze.

“My deah fellah,” he exclaimed, holding out his hand,
““T have been compelled to thwash you, as it was a question
of dig., buat I have weally no illfeelin’ on the mattah. I
was in a tewwible wage, but that is all ovah now. I am
perfectly satisfied, and I am willin’ to be good fwicnds
again !”’

“Ha, ha—that is to say, bravo! You're a good little ass,
Gussy ! said Monty Lowther, as Tom Merry shook hands
cordially enough with the swell of the School House.

“T1 object to that wemark, Lowthah. It is extwemely
diswespectful to chawactewise any gentleman as an ass =

“1 withdraw the words,”” said Monty Lowther, with
affrighted haste. “Don’t give me a thwashin’, Gussy!
Pway don’t!” : :

Tom Merry staggered te his feet. Manners and Lowther
each took one of his arms to help him away. Gussy looked
concerned.

“1 say, Tom Mewwy, I hope I haveu’t sveally hurt you
vewy much I’ he exclaimed. ‘“I should be vewy sowwy, you
know, old chap !”’

Tom Merry grinned.

“That’s all right, kid. T shall recover in the morning 1’
he gasped. ‘‘You can’t expect a chap to get over a feahful
thwashin’ like that in & hurry. Help me home, kids !’

Manners and Lowther helped him out of the study, and
he went along the corridor leaning heavily upon them.
D’Arcy watchied them go, and then turned back into the
study. To his surprise, he saw Blake, Herries, and Dighy
rolling on the carpet, screaming with laughter.

] I exclaimed D’Arey. ‘That is vewy un-

“Oh, I say!
feelin’, you know, when Tom Mewwy is so cut up, you
know. I weally wish I had not been in such ‘s
teahful wage, and not bit him so feahfully hard, you
know. Pway stop that untimely mewwiment !’

Buot Blake, Herries, and Digby seemed gquite unable to
stop their untimely merriment.

They rolled on the carpet, langhing like hyenas. The
swell of the School House fixed them with an indignant
glance. ‘It was absolutely without effect. They went on
shricking, and Arihur Augustus walked out of the study
with a scornftil sniff. :
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CHAPTER 10.
Trapped!

D‘I\'\OM MERRY then made his way down to the gatés,'

leaving the others, for he had a deep scheme on
- haad. He knew that if the Grammar juniors.
intended to enter the territory of St. Jim’s, they would

leave it as late as possible, so that the guadrangle would"

be clear; but as they knew the time the gates were locked,
_they would have to come before then.. As a matter of fact,
nothing was easier than what Frank Monk designed to do,
and Tom Merry wondered that it had never occurred to
hlty arry the war into the enemy’s country in the same
Was 5 : : : :

e the lights were shining, but in the
quadrang s hardly dark yet, The mists of the spring
evening m eem darker than it was. Tom Merry went
down to the gates, and took up his position to watch. The
nusts which Frank Monk had counted upon to favour his
design, concesled Tom Merry also.

“ All serene !”?

. Tom Merry drew a deep breath as he heard the whisper
__in the ancient gateway. -

He had calculated well, and he had not been on the
Watch ten minutes when that whisper warned him that the
foe were at hand.

“It’s all serene, kids!” whispered the voice again; and
Tom Merry recognised the tones to be those of Frank
Monk.. * The coast is quite clear.”

There was the sound of a suppressed chuckle.
hey’re not expecting this, Frank !

-~ Of course not! It hasn’t crossed their minds that we
mlg})t carry the war into Africa like this,” chuckled Monk.
“We shall have to see that they don’t return the compli-
ment when they’re put up to the wheeze.” :

::Xes, rather ! Tt will be a bit of a surprise for them '

Come in!  We've got to get out again, if possible,
before the gates are locked. We could get out over the
wall, T dare say, if we had to, but we don’t want to be
late for calling-over at home.”

“That’s so! Come on!”

Three dim forms loomed up in the gloomy fog.

Tom Merry, keeping well back in the shadows, knew that
the forms were those of Monk, Lane and Carboy.

The three Grammarians stole out of the shadow of the
deep old gateway, and crossed the quadrangle with quick,
silent steps. :

Tom Merry stepped quickly to the gates. He drew a
length of thick, strong wire from his pocket, and wired the
lock fast, so that the gates could not be opened. It was
lquzte as sscure now as if .Taggles had been there with the
ceys.

Then, grinning to himself, the hero of the Shell harried
on the track of the Grammarians. He was curious to know
what they intended to do. He had his whistle ready for
calling up the members of the Co. as soon as they should be
needed,

He quickly came in sight of the three raidecs again. He
saw that Frank Monk was carrying something under his
arm—he could not quite make out what. Once a chackle
floated back to him from the Grammar chums,

¢ What the dickens is their little game ?”’ murmured Tom
Lerry. ¢ Hallo, they’ve stopped !’ -

Mouk, Lane, and Carboy had stopped under the huge old
elm that grew near the steps of the School House, and in
summer shaded them with its foliage. Tom Merry, keeping
the tree between him and the enemy, drew nearer.

Close  as they were fo the house now, the three
Grammarians were quite safe from observation in fhe mist.
But for Tom Merry being on the watch, they would have
carried out their plan with perfect ease and Impunity.

Monk opened the parcel he had been carrying under his
arm, and Tom Merry, straining his eyes through the fog,
saw, to his utter amazement, that it was a funeral-wreath
that came to light.

Tom was bewildered. What on earth the Grammar
juniors could have brought a funeral wreath to St Jim’s
for was past his comprehension. e

““Got the card, Laney?”’

“Rather! Here it is!? .

“Pin it on the tree, and I'll fasten the wreath round it.”

“Ha, ha! That’s soon done!” -

Lane produced a mourning-card from his pocket. and
pinned it upon the trunk of the elm facing the School House
door. Then the funeral-wreath was fastened upon the tree
encireling the black-edged card. :

* Read if out,” said Frank Monk, with a catch in his voice,
““Read ous the mournful inscription, Lane, and let us weep.”

““Certainly,” said Lane, deeply affected.
memory of Tom Merry & Co., licked out of existence by
the Rylcombe Grammar School. Let them RIP’
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Tom Merry could hardly. help breaking into a chuckle.

It would have been an extremely telling wheeze—if it had
worked. The mists of the winter night hid the wreath and
the card on the tree, and they would not be discovered until
the morning, when they would be on view to the whole of
St. Jim’s.

The fact that the Grammarians had penetrated into the
very school, and there erected a memorial to the memory
of Tom Merry & Co., would have been about the hardest
knock the Co. had had, and Tom turned red as he thought
of the utter ridicule which would have fallen upon them.

The joke would have appealed to the whole school, and
Tom Merry & Co., instead of being the respected leaders of
the juniors, would have been scoffed at by the smallest fags
in the lower Forms. S : -

“My word!” murmured Tom Merry. “It was lucky we
got on to this! T fancy the jape won’t secem quite so funny
to those bounders before they’re through with it I”’

Monk was pressing his handkerchief to his eyes.

““ P-p-poor fellows!” he murmured. “So young, too, and
80 1s?i’lny! Licked out of existence! Ain’t it awtully, fearfully
sad?

‘“Ha, ha! St Jim’s will think it funny to-morrow! Tom
Merry will feel inclined to kick himself hard,” said Lane.

¢ Shouldn’t wonder if it busts up the Co.,”’ grinned Carboy.
“It’s about the most screaming wheeze we've given them,
so far. It’s a simply ripping idea! If the Co. don’t hide
their diminished heads after this, it will be funny !’

“Come on!” said Monk. “ We’ve done the trick, and it’s
no good hanging on! But I should like to be here in the
morning when they find this, that’s all "’ .

Chuckling softly, the three Grammarians stole away into
the mists. : =

Tom Merry waited silently for them to go.® He knew that
they could not get out of the gates. He hurried up the
lSlchlool House steps, and ran into Arthur Augustus’ in the

all,

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, I wish you—""

“Get a move on, Gussy!” said Tom Merry huriedly.
““Go and fetch Blake and ‘the rest, quick! There’s not a
second to be lost !”’ .

““ Weally, what is the mattah?”’

“The Grammar cads are in our hands, that’s all.”’

That was enough for D’Arcy. He dashed up the staivs.

*“Wight you are, Tom Mewwy!’ he called back., “I'H .

LRTEL

wun like anythin

“ Call Manners and Lowther, tco.”

“ All wight.” ; :

"Pom Merry ran down the steps again. The shrill blast
of the whistle rang through the foggy quadrangle, carrying
the alarm to Figgins & Co. Monk and his comrades heard
it as they went down to the gate. :

“ Hallo! What's that?’ exclaimed Frank Monk, stopping,

“Only a whistle,” said Lane. * Nothing to do with us,
I suppose.”’

“1 wonder if it meang—-""

“Don’t see how it can matter to us. Anyway, let’s get
out. If there’s anything found out, we’re safer on the other
side of the gate,” said Carboy.

“Yes, that’s true enough.” .

And the three Grammarians broke into a run. -

They reached the gate, and Frank Monk torve at it. It
remained fast, and he dragged and dragged again—in vain!
Carboy uttered an exclamation of dismay.

“ My hat! Tve they locked up already?”’ -

*“No,” exclaimed Monk. “I know if’s not the usual time
yet—the clock hasn’t struck. The gate has got jammed some-
how. My word! There's a lot of wire twisted round the
bars.”

“Wire! Somebody has fastened it up on purpose!”’ -

The three Grammarians stared at one another in the mist.

‘“ Trapped !”’ !

The word broke from three mouths at once. >

There could be little doubt about it now. They had been
seen to come in, and the gates had been fastened behind
them. -

Frank Monk torc desperately at the wire. The joke played
off on the St. Jim’s fellows was a good one, but it would be
a poor ending to 1t for the Grammarians to be caught on the
enemy’s ground and made an example of.

But Tom Merry had done his work well with the wire.
With time Monk could have untwisted it, but he was not
given time. Forms were already looming up in the gloom.

“They’re at the gate!”’ = ‘

1t was the voice of Tom Merry. Tom’s whistle had brought
Figgins & Co. out of the New House in a twinkling. 1In
spite of their captain’s refusal to take them into his confi-
dence, the loyal Co. held themselves in readiness for his
signal. The whistle had been immediately followed by the
arrival of Figgins & Co.—Figgy, Kerr, and Marmaduke first,
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and then Fatty Wynn, who had delayed a moment or two to
remove a pan of frying sausages from the $re.

As they joined Tom Merry at the School House door, Study
No. 6 came out, followed fast by Manners and Lowther. The
whole Co. met together round Tom Merry, full of eager
inquiries.

* What is 16?7

“ Havo they come?”

‘ What’s the row?”

“ What’s 72

“TLook at that!’ said Tom Merry, pointing to the card
and the wreath on the trunk of the elm-tree facing the School
House steps.

The Co. looked, and looked again, and .grinned rather
sheepishly.

““Tn Joving memory of Tom Merry & Co., licked out of
existence by the Rylcombe Grammar School,”” read out
Figgins, ‘““Let them R.ILP.’ My only pyjama hat! What
astounding check !”’

“ Nice if all St. Jim’s had woke up in the morning and
found that there !”” said Blake, as Tom Meiry tore the wreath
down and jumped on it. .

“ Yaas, wathah! If I had not scouted, deah boys—"

“Come on!’ said Tom Merry, snatching the mourning-
card from the tree. “ They’re not gone yet, and we're going
to make them eat their words!”

“They’re bound to have scuttled off——""

“T’ve fastened the gate, and they can’t.”

“ Hurrah! Come on!”’

And the Co. swept down to the gate through the mist.
Tom Merry’s voice rang through the fog as he caught sight
of the figures wildly tearing at the wire on the gate. It was
half undone, and a few minutes more would have seen Monk
& Co. at liberty. But Tom knew that he had them.

“ Got ’em!” yelled Lowther.

““Yaas, wathah!”

“ Collar the cads!”’

Carboy and Lane faced desperately round to stop the rush,
while Frank Monk went on tearing wildly at the wire. It
was twisted together in a baffling way, and his hands were
cold. Carboy and Lane hit out furiously, but they could not
stem that rush. :

The Saints came on irresistibly, and fairly jammed up the
Grammarians against the closed gates.

Two or three pairs of hands seized each of the Grammar
School trio, and Monk & Co. were helpless prisoners.

They struggled, but in vain, pinioned by such long odds.

“ Chuck it, chaps!” said Monk at last. ‘‘They've got us.
I say, whose idea was it wiring up the gate like this?”’

“ Mine,”’ said Tom Merry, laughing.

““ Well, it was a neat dodge. We had no idea the gate was
fastened. You must have known that we were coming.”

“ Yaas, wathah! 1 have been scoutin’, you see, and I
learned the plans of the enemy, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus. “ You weally owe all this to me, Fwank Monk.

‘Tt is a weturn for your little joke about the persecuted maiden,

you know, deah boy.”

“Ha, ha! Well, we can afford a reverse after all the lick-
ings we’ve given you,” said Frank Monk coolly. I suppose
you've found the wreath?”’

“ Yaas, wathah! And it’s bwoken to bits.”’

“@Got the card, too? ‘In loving memory’—ha, ha, ha!—
‘ of Tom Merry & Co.” Ha, ha—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Carboy and Lane.

““The rotters are taking it pretty coolly,”” Monty Lowther
remarked.

- “Why not?” said Lane. ‘‘You can’t eat us! We’ve come
into your quarters and japed you; and you can’t get out of
that, anyhow.”

¢ VYes, you've come into our quarters,” said Tom Merry,
“but you're not out again yet, my pippins! I’ve got that
mourning-card here. I regard the words as a libel on Tom
Merry & Co.” :

“ Yaas, wathah! A weally pwovokin’ pwevawication.”

¢ When a chap libels another chap,” said Tom Merry, ‘ the

__—proper thing for the chap to do is to make the other

29

¢hap

“My hat! What a lot of chaps!” .

¢ Silence, prisoner at the bar! When a chap libels another
chap,” repeated Tom Merry severely, ‘‘the libelled chap
ought to make the libeller eat his words I’

< Possibly. But you couldn’t do it "

“My dear fellow, that’s just what we’re going to do.
Here’s your words, written on this giddy mourning-card. If
you eat the card you’ll eat the words, too. That’s as clear
as anything in Euclid.”

‘Do you think we are going to——"" broke out Monk haotly.

“ ¥ don’t think—I know I’ said Tom Merry tersely. *‘ Bring
them along to the wood-shed, kids, and then gather the clan
to see them do the trick! Come along!”

And the Grammarians were hustled along by their captors.
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CHAPTER 11.

Prisoners of War.

HE glimmer of a bicycle-lamp broke the darkness in
the interior of the wood-shed. In the light of the
lamp Tom Merry & Co. bad met. In the middle of

the shed stood the three prisoners of war, looking decidedly
sheepish and uneasy.

The door of the wood-shed was open, and juniors were
pouring in in twos and threes. The word had gone forth
that the Grammar School trio had been captured on the St.
Jim’s ground—within the entrenchments, as Blake put it—
and the followers of Figgins and Tom Merry were pouring
in from New House and School House to see the fun. i

The wood-shed was a pretty large place, but it was soon
crammed. Round the prisoners Tom Merry & had
formed a cirele, to guard them. Outside the circle the rest
of the juniors of St. Jim’s were at liberty to pack them-
selves; and they did so, in a thick crowd, which completely
cut off any chance of the unfortunate Grammarians’ escape.

Tom Merry held the mourning-card in his hand. He waited
till the shed was pretty well packed, and then held it up to
view.

J'“Genﬂe’men of the Shell and the Fourth Form at St.

im’s——'

 Excuse me,” said¢ D’Arcy politely.  The Fourth Form
takes pwecedence of the Shell.”’ i

“ Shut up, Gussy !’

“1 wefuse to shut upt I——

Two or three pairs of hands seized D’Arcy and shook him,
and Tom Merry went on:

““Gentlemen, you are called together to see three animals
which have been captured within the borders of St. Jim’s
These three reckless bounders have come within our walls for
the purpose of erecting a memorial to Tom Merry & Co.,
upon the pretence that they have licked us out of existence.
They look like licking anybedy out of existence just .ab -
present, don’t they?”’

There was a laugh.

“We've caught them in the act,”’ went on Tom Merry.
“ And as we regard this card as a libel on the honourable
firm of Tom Merry & Co.—" '

¢ What’s ‘on the eard, then?’ ¥ou
haven’t told us that yet, fathead!”’ :

The hero of the Shell read out the inscription on the
mourning-card. There was some grinning among the juniors;
the joke appealed to their sense of humour. But the laugh
was decidedly against the Grammarians, as it turned out.

“Now,” said Tom Merry, ‘“Monk, Lane, and Carboy
having libelled Tom Merry & Co., they are going to et their
words 1"’

¢ Hear, hear

“They do not like the idea, but it’s got to be done, all
the same. They will eat their words by the simple and
effectual process of eating this mourning-card.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Good wheeze !”’ :

Tom Merry divided the card into three equal portions.
The crowd of juniors watched him with breathless interest.
Would the Grammarians submit to the ordeal? It would be
a more crushing defeat than they had yet sustained if they
actually did eat their words in the presence of the assembled
juniors of St. Jim’s.

Their looks were not very promising. Monk’s brow was
clouded, Lane was frowning darkly, and Carboy had set his
teeth like a vice.

“ Are you ready, my children?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“Tf you think we’re going to eat that card.” said Monk,
“voure jolly well mistaken, Tom Merry! We're going to
do nothing of the sort!”’

“ Nothing of the sort!’ echoed Lane and Carboy.

Tom Merry smiled swectly.:

“Do you refuse?’ : )

“Ves, we do, and be hanged to you!”

“Very well. Figgins, kindly bring out Taggles's tar-pot.”’

““iFia, hahal® -

¢ Right-ho !’ grinned Figgins; and he dragged a fearsome-
looking pot, half full of sticky tar, into the ciicle.

There was a large brush in the tar. Tom Merry took it
by the handle and stirred the sluggish mass. 5

“ Do you see this tar, my dear infants?’

“VYes, confound you!” growled Monk apprehensively.

“Do you particularly desive to be anointed with it?”

‘“ Hang you, no!”

“Well, you will be if you don’t eat that card, and sharp !’

*“ You—you won’t!” ;

“Oh, yes, T will!” Tom Merry dragged the brush out
of the tar. ‘“Now, then, hand them their pieces, Dighy.
Monk first.”’ ;

Dig handed a scrap of the mourning-card to Frank Monk,

who took it gingerly.
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“ fat away!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

YT won’t!” yelled Monk; and he made a bolt for the dcor.

He might as well have tried to run through a stone wall.
The thick crowd of juniors was impenetrable. He was
collared and dragged back in a moment, and Lane and
Carboy were pinioned at the same time.

Tom Merry advanced the tar-brush to within an inch of
Monk’s nose.

The eyes of the Grammar School leader were fixed upon
it in a sort of weird fascination.

“D-d-d-don’t!” he gasped. “‘Play the game, you know!”’
~Tom Merry laughed.

_“My dear kid, we’re playing your own game. Do you
remember how you handled Marmaduke Smythe, our tame
millionaire, the other day?”’

“ Well, he was a rank rotter!”

Marmaduke coloured.

“Don’t rub it in, Monk,” he said. “‘Perhaps I didn’
take the thing in the right spirit. But you'd have coloured
e up, all the same, anyway.”

“And can you recall the tuckshop, shere you biffed the
noble features of Montague Lowther, Esquire, into a box
of stale eggs?’ Monk could not help grinning at the re-
collection. ““So you see,” said Tom Merry, * we're moie
than justified in using strong measures with you, my Gram-
marian beauties. And we're going to tar you till you're
as black as niggers unless you eat your words—and the
mourning-card !”’

“I won't! I—— 0-0-0-0-0-0-0ch

The tar-brush had dabbed in Monk’s face, cutting short
his speech. He gave a horrified gasp at the taste of the
tar., A vell of laughter went up as his face was seen
smeared over with black. Lane and Carboy shuddered.

“ Are you ready for that little feed now?”’ inquired Tom
Merry politely. “There’s no hurry. We've got plenty of

_ time—and plenty of tar.”

I vou—vou beast! TI—T1l wring your beastly neck!”
mumbled Monk. “And I won’t eat the card, so there!
O-0-0-0-ow |”’

A second dab fairly smothered his face.

€ Are you going to eat your giddy words? Yes or no

¢ Ye-e-c-e-e-es !’ growled Monk.

¢ Eat away, then, and buck up about it !”

There was no help for it. The Grammarians were fairly
in the toils. After the example they had set, they had no
‘right to complain. Frank Monk, with immense reluctance,
slowly put the fragment of the mourning-card into his mouth
and masticated it, to the intense delight of the St. Jim’s
juniors.

“Ha hy, hal”

The wood-shed rang with laughter. Frank Monk having
satisfactorily eaten the fragment of card, Lane and Carboy
followed the example of their leader. The morsels were tso
small for the prisoners to care much about the actual eating ;
it was the humiliation of eating their words in public at the
bidding of Tom Merry that made them wild.

The last fragment having disappeared, Tom Merry re-
placed the tar-brush in the pot with a cordial smile.

“Well, you've done it,”’ he said, “and you might as well
have done it first as last, and saved wasting Taggles’s tar.”’

““ You—you horrid, beastly bounder !”

““Ha, ha! What price St. Jim’s now? Who’s top dog?”’
demanded Blake. “Let’s see them to the gates, chaps.
Taggles will be locking up any minute now.”

The prisoners were escorted down to the gates through the
mist by fifty or sixty laughing juniors.

““ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared the Co.

“Rats?’ said Monk. ‘“You haven’t got back the sur-
render document, anyway. We've got that safe, and we
show it to visitors as a proof of how we licked St. Jim’s.”

“ Oh, we'll have it before long!” said Tom Merry.

12 :
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CHAPTER 12.
A Ripping Proposition.

HE mists were dim and shadowy on the old school.
The morning sun gleamed a yellow ball through the
fog, and the gas was lighted in the class-rooms.

“Jolly nice weather this for a half-holiday!” Blake
grumbled, as the Fourth Form came pouring out after morn-
ing lessons. ““Hope it will be a bit better on Saturday, or
t}llle game with the Grammar School will be a muck-up after
all !’

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, who had an un-
usual shade of thought upon his face. “1 say, Blake, deah
boy, is there a meetin’ of the Co. this afternoon?”’

“Of course there iz, image! Do you think we shall allow
a half-holiday to pass without improving the shining hour?
‘We're to meet in the haunted priory, at the solemn hour of
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of the leader is settled,”” said Tom Merry.

I{}idnig%lt-—l mean, we're to buzz off to the wood-shed after
dinner. : . :

“Vewy good! I have a pwoposition to make——""
_“Gussy, don't make it. We're fed up with your proposi-
tions. Blessed if they're not more bother than the proposi-
tions in Euclid. Deon’t do it !’

“ But this is weally——""

“Oh, I'm off I’ said Blake.

And he strolled away. -

“You are!” said D'Arcy indignantly. “Off your silly
wockah! T say, Hewwies, I have weally a wippin’ pwo-
position to make,” :

“ Another time, Adolphus,” said Herries, following Blake.

“ Wude—vewy wude!” said D’Avcy, shaking his head. “I
say, Digby—Dig! My word! He’s gone, teo! These
boundahs do not tweat me with pwopah wespect. I shall
have to weserve that weally wippin’ pwoposition %ill the
meetin’ in the wood-shed.” :

After dinner the Co. gathered in the place of meeting.
flf‘hey were all there—eleven good men and true, as Blake put
16 :

“ Gentlemen,” said D'Arcy, adjusting his monocle, and
taking a survey of the meeting, ““ befoah we pwoceed to the
business of electin’ anothah beastly captain, vou know, I
have a pwoposition to make. My ideah is this—that as a
captain gets the ordah of the boot as soon as he is defeated,
he ought to be allowed to wetain the command so long as
he is victowious. I think that’s a weally wippin’® ideah !”

‘ Hear, hear!” said several voices.

“Of course, when I become captain, that would lead to
my being permanent captain,” said D’Arcy modestly. * But
alb pwesent Tom Mewwy is captain, so you cannoi wegard
my pwopesition as bein’ in the slightest degwes self-seekin’,
I put it to you.” .

“ Well, I approve of the idea, of course,”’ said Tom Merry.
“Tt can’t be denied that once upon a time when this gang
was Tom Merry & Co. it was successful, and that since
Figgy's idea of a continual change of leaders was adopted
we have been knocked sky-high by the Grammar School. I
don’t want to brag, you know, but I really think I manage
you silly asses pretty well, considering what asses you are!”

This tribute from Tom Merry was not very well received.
But D’Arcy’s idea was taken up, and discussed fairly. The
general opinion was that it was a good one,

“You see, it’s a poor wule that won't work both ways,’’
said D’Arcy. {
ideah—like most of mine. Let the leadah continue leadah
50 long as he defeats the enemy—that’s the ideah !”’

_“ Well, it’s not a bad wheeze,” said Blake. “I admit that
circumstances were against me when I was leading, and
Tom Merry has made the best of it so far.”

¢ Circumstances were against me, too,” said Lowther
thoughtfully., “I—"

© Oh, no, you can’t say that, Lowther! It was your fat-
headed——""

“Eh?”

¢ Circumstances were against me,”’ said Figgins.
admit that——"

‘“Not much,” said Manners.
own circumstances.”

¢ Something in that,”’ said Figgins—*“except in my case.
That couldn’t be helped—-"

“T1 don’t see it,”’ said Lowther. ‘ You were pretty rotten
as a leader. But Gussy’s idea is good, and it has one great
advantage that Gussy hasn't thought of.”

““What is that, pway?”’ :

“ Why, my dear Gussy, so long as Tom Merry is leader,
we sha’n’t have to draw lots again,“and we escape the
terrible danger of getting you for a captain.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the Co. “ Gussy’s idea is better
than he thought. Adopted!”

““ Adopted !”

“Weally, I did not look at it in that light. I—"

“Ha, ha! Gussy’s idea is adopted,”’ said Lowther, grin-
ning. “ You've been and gone and done it now, Adolphus.
I move that the meeting pass a vote of thanks to Arthur
Aungustus Algy, in recognition of his having saved them from
a terrible danger—the danger of getting him for a leader!”
- “Wats! T weally pwotest——""

“ Passed!” shouted the company. ¢ Passed unanimously !”’

D’Arcy’s face was a study. The Co. adopted the proposi-
tion swithout a dissentient voice. Tom Merry made his bow.

““ Gentlemen, so long as you are satisfied with me as a
leader, I'm willing to keep the pest,”’ he said. “I thank
you for this proof of confidence, and I thank Arthur Augnstus
Aubrey FitzPerey for his invaluable suggestion.” 5

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy y

“ And now let’s get to business, as the important question
‘“ Have you

)

“You

A good 1eader makes his

noticed that it is a trifle foggy this affernoon?”
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“I weally think you will find this a good



~s-— And Figgins & Co. agreed that they wouldn’t.

of Grammarians and personating them.

Eyery Thu;§éav.

7T think I’ve noticed something of the sort, Tom Merry,”
said Blake. ‘“What the dickens are you getting at?”’

“You haven’t forgotten that the Grammarians invaded
our quarters last night?”

“ Ave we likely to forget it7’ exclaimed Kerr. *“Get on
with the washing, and cut the cackle !” .

““ Yaas, wathah! Cut the heastly cackle, deah boy !’

¢ Patience, my infants. I have thought over the malter,
and I have compiled a wheeze. We can’t possibly be put in
the shade by the Grammarians. If they come within our
sacred bovders, we must penetrate within theirs!”

“T suppose you're not going to suggest an attack on the
Grammar School?’ ejaculated Figgins.  “I should think
that rather too tall an order even for Tom Merry & Co.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“No; ' not thinking of anything quite so heroic as
that,”” he said. “I’'m thinking of that document the Gram-
marians have boned from us. We can’t get it back without
going into the Grammar School. The fog this afternoon
favours the enterprise; as well as the fact that most of the
Grammarians will be out of gates.”

Blake gave a whistle.

“But a gang of us could hardly think of coing into their
quarters without being spotted!” he exclaimed. “Tom
Merry, Pm afraid that you're talking out of the back of
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your head!”

“You haven’t heard all yet,” said the captain of the great
Co. serenely. ‘““Why shouldn’t a couple of us—Kerr and
myself—get into the Grammar School in disguise?”’

“ Jolly good idea!” exclaimed Kerr instantly.

The rest of the €o. remained silent in sheer astonishment
at the boldness of the idea. .

“Kerr is wonderful at making up,” went on Tom Merry,
“and I've had a lot of practice in piivate theatricals. The
weather is so dull and fogey that nobedy would get a really
good look at us. What do you think of the wheeze?”

“ Ripping ! said Kerr.

“Jolly good,” said Figgins slowly. “if it can be worked.
But if they found you in their guarters they'd simply skin
you, after the way we wiped them up last night [~

“They won’t find us out; but if they do we'll stand the
row.” said Tom Merry. *““‘T'm game, and I know Kerr is.”
¢ Rather I’ said the Seottish partner in the Co. promptly.
“WeHl stick it out if they collar us; but they won't.”

CHAPTER 135,
The Brothers Smith.

L IPPING !”
R “Great I’ :
“ Marvellous I”?

Such were the comments of Figgins, Katty Wynn, and
Marmaduke, as Kerr and Tom Merry conipleted the process
of ‘“‘making-up,” and stood up for inspection.

The metamorphosis was really wonderful.

Kerr was a born actor, and his skill in impersonation had
often afforded fun to his chums of the New House. He had
played many parts in his time. Tom Merry was quick and
clever, and Kerr willingly gave him the benefit of his experi-
ence. The result was really worthy of the commendation
‘bestowed by Figgins & Co.

There had been some doubt in deciding what characters
to adopt. Fatty Wynn had suggested capturing a couple
of i : But the idea was
given up as impracticable. Tt was Tom Merry who decided
upon a plan. It was simply to enter the Grammar School
with perfect bolduess, and if questioned to assume the name
of Smith, and state that they had come in the half-holiday
to see their cousin of that name at the Grammar School.

“You see, I know there are five different Smiths at the
Grammar School,” said Tom Merry; ““and if we happen to
be questioned by one of them, he'll suppose that we’re the
giddy relations of one of the others. I don’t see how the
wheeze can be found out, so long as they don’t recognise us.””

“ And they won’t da that,” said Kerr. A
The
disguise was made by only a few light and artistic touches,
but it was perfect. The skins were darkened, the eyvebrows
and lashes blackened, colour added fo the cheeks, and a
dark $int to the hair. The two boys then had the appear-
ance of lads of a somewhat foreign aspect, and no one would
have dreamed of recognising Tom Merry's fair skin or the
sandy complexion of Kerr. They put off the Eton suits and
dressed in tweeds, with ordinary caps. Figgins & €o. hardly
knew them when the disguise was finished.

“Ripping I’ repeated Figgins enthustastically.
thought that even Kerr couid do it so well!
houses !”’

“ Rather !’ said Marmaduke,
now, I shouldn’t know you "’

“1 never
It’s safe as

“If T came into the study
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““ And T-—— Hallo, Monteith !’

. The c_}“xead-prefect of the New House opened the door of
he study.

“T want you, Figgins—— Hallo!”” He broke off as he
saw the two strangers. “If you're entertaining company,
never mind !” :

“Ha, ha!” howled Figgins. “Don’t you know two St.
Jim’s kids when you see them, Monteith 7’

The prefect stared.

¢ What do you mean, Figgins? These kids don’t belong to
St. Jim’s. Are they new boys?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Who are you?”’ asked Monteith, turning to Tom Merry,
but without the slightest recognition in his face. s

“If ydu please,”’ squeaked Tom Merry, “I'm William
Arthur Smith, and T’ve come to see my cousin. This is my
young brother Alfred.” -

“ Well, you can go and see your cousin, for all I care’™
said Monteith. ‘“ What are you kids cackling at? Do you
want your ears boxed ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yeiled Figgins.
Merry and Kerr?” S .

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the brethers Smith. “It’s us,
Mouteith ! :

The prefect stared, and thea grinned.

“ What is the meaning of this nonsense?” he asked.

“Only a little joke,” said Figgins. “It’s not going to b
played in our House, so you needn’t come down in your

“Don’t you know Tom

- wrath, Monteith.”

The prefect laughed. o

““ Well, you can come with me, Figgins, then.””

“ Right-ho ! said Figgins. “T’ll see you kids when you
come back. and don’t forget to bring the missing document
with you I’ :

Tom Merry and Kerr loft the New House, and went down
to the gates. A good many glances were. cast ab them, but
nobody recognised them. They left the school, and walked
down the lane towards Rylcombe. e :

A few minutes more brought them fo the gates of the
Grammar School. :

Misty as the afternoon was, most of the Grammarians were
out for the half-holiday, in the fields or on the river. There
was soule practice going on on the football-field, but this
was some distance from the school, and so it caused the coast
to be clear. Tom Merry and Kerr marched boldly in at the
open gates into the playgronnd.

Tom Merry looked round him keenly. =

He did not know the le of the land very well within the
walls of the Grammar School. The valuable document he
had come to capture was framed and hung up in the junior
common-room, he knew that. But where was the room?

There was a tap on his shoulder. He turned his head and
saw Mr. Phipps, one of the masters of the Grammar School.

“Are you looking #for anyone, my lad?” asked Mr.
Phipps. ¢ You are a stranger here, I think?” o

“ Yes, sir; thank you!” squeaked Tom. “I am William
Arthur Smith, and this is my young brother Alfred. We
have come to see our eousin. Can you kindly direct me to
the common-room, sir 7"’ .

“ Vour cousin is a Lower Form boy, I suppose?”’

“Yes, sir; thank you, sir I’ o

“Then that is your way. You expect to find him in the
common-zoomn ?”* :

“Well, we haven’t been able to find him out of doors,
sir.”

“Well, that is your way—down that passage, and the last
door, facing you.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“Thank you, sir!”’

And the brothers Smith marched down the passage.

They entered the common-rocom, and, as Tom Merry ex-
pected, found it empty. It was not likely to be occupied on
a half-holiday which was fine enough for the boys to be out
of doors. Tom closed the door.

Then he broke into an irrepressible chuckle.

“My word!” he said. ‘° What would Monk & Co. say
if they knew we were here? But don’t let us lose a second.
Somebody may come in at any moment.”

“Jt won't take us long to find the thing,” said Kerr.
“1f they’ve framed it and hung it up in the room, as they
said, it’s easy encugh.” =

The two juniors from St. Jim’s mdde a hasty examination:
of the room. - -

Tt was a large, white-washed apartment, with a fire-
grate at one end, and there were several pictures and maps
hanging on the white walls. :

Tt did not take the juniors long to find the one they were
in search of. : : .

A gilt frame was hanging directly over the mantelpiece,
as the most prominent spot in the room, and in i, nicely
mounted, was the document they sought.

The original confession of surrender, extorted from the
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Grammarians, had been written out on cdrdboard, and
sicned by Frank Monk and his chums. The St. Jim's
juniors had not agreed as to the possession of it, and in the
struggle it had been torn into three pieces.

The three successive fragments had been won back again
by the Grammarians, and had been carefully pasted up on
‘the mount, and now made a whole document again. But
over the writing on the card was an added inscription in red
ink, daubed on with a brush in letters of a size that quite
put the writing in the shade: “Won back from St. Jim's,
and preserved as a trophy of the licking we gave them.”

Tom Merry grinned. - . .

“There’ll be another inscription on that card when we
hang it up in the School House,” he remarked.

‘“In the New House, you mean,” said Kerr pleasantly.

“ Give us that chair, and T'll get it. down! We may be
interrupted at any moment.”

Tom Merry stood on the chair and reached down the frame.
To take the back out and remove the mount was the work of
a very few moments. The valuable document was pasted
there, but Tom Merry soon had it off with his penknife.

“Got it !I”” he exclaimed triumphantly.

He thrust it into his breast-pocket.

“ Here, I say, hand it over——"’

“T tell you we’ll settle that at St. Jim’s! Let’s shove the
frame up again! But wait a tick! We ought to leave them
a message.”’ >

Kerr grinned. The idea was a good one. :

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows in thought for a moment.
There were pens, ink, and papers on a table at hand. Tom
picked up a pen, and traced a word in large letters on a
sheet of paper, and Kerr grinned approval. The word was
quickly blacked in, and then Tom blotted it. and the paper
was flattened on the glass, and the back of the frame put in
place again.

Then Tom hung it up in its former place over the mantel-
piece. - :

-From the gilt frame, instead of the trophy of victory, a
single aggressive word stared in bold, black letters from
white paper.

RATS!

“My hat!’ murmured Kerr. “I would give a week’s
pocket-money to see Monk’s face when he reads that.”

“Ha, ha! So would I. but we can’t stop! The thing now
is to get safe away with the giddy document.”

¢ Come on, then !’

They went to the door. Tom Merry’s hand was on it to
open it when it was opened from outside, and Monk and
Lane, coming in, nearly ran into the two juniors.

CHAPTER 14.
A Narrow Shave.

RANK MONK stared at the two strangers.
“Hallo! You're in the wrong kennel!” he ex-
claimed. ‘ What are you doing here?”
Tom Merry had been startled for a moment by the sudden
appearance of the enemy, but he was quickly himself again.
¢ “If you please,”” he squeaked, “I'm William Arthur
Smith, and this is my young brother Alfred. We’'ve come to
see our cousin.”

¢ Oh, you have, have you?” said Frank Monk. * Then go
?‘Ed ':,;,ee your cousin, er go and eat coke, or anything vou
ike !

¢ Certainly ! Thank you very much!” :

¢ Wait a tick, though !”’ said Monk good-naturedly. * Vou
dor’t know your way about the school, I suppose, do you ?"’

“Thank you; not very well,” squeaked Tom Merry.

“Well, T’ll help you find the chap, then. You can get
that letter out of my desk, Lane, and bring it to me. Come
along, you kids! Now, which Smith is your cousin. There
are five kids of that name at this school.”

Tom Merry’s eyes met Kerr’s with a glance of dismay.

““He may use any of his Christian names here,” suggested. .

Tom Merry, struck with an inspiration. ¢ His full name is
John Henry Frederick William Sydney Smith.”

“Well, there’s enough of that,” said Frank Monk. “I
dare say it's Sid Smith you want. There’s a chap of that
name here. But it’s very queecr !”

And something like suspicion came into Frank Monk’s
eves. It occurred to him that these innocent-looking young-
sters might be having a little game with him, though not
for a moment did he suspect the full facts.

‘“(Can you tell us where Sid is ?” asked Tom Merry, anxious
only to get out of the school, so that there would be a chance
of making a cut for the gate. :

““Yes; he’s playing fives now, I believe. Come along

They followed Frank Monk down the passage. Lane was
in the common-room, looking in Monk’s desk for a letter,
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- Come to London
to sea tha Coronation:

NOW ON
SALE.

which was what had brought the two juniors into the room
at that unlucky moment.

Tom Merry and Kerr drew a deep breath of relief as they
came out into the open air again. They were nearer to

freedom now, at any rate.

“This way !’ said Frank, turning off to the right.

“ Hook it !”’ whispered Tom. :

The Saints broke into a run.
amazement.

Frank Monk turned round in

“ This is the way to the fives-court !’ he bawled. ‘ Where
are you going?”’ " -
“Jt’s all right !’ squeaked Tom, turning his head. “I can

see my cousin now.”’

““Oh, all right! Hallo, Lane! What’s the matter?”

Lane came out of the house with his mouth wide open, and
his eyes staring. He looked as if he had seen a ghost. [le
held "a picture-frame in his hands. Tom Merry saw him,
and knew that all was up.

“ Run for your life!” he gasped. :

The two St. Jim’s juniors cut across the playground to the
gate with a speed they had seldom shown, even on the
football-field or the cinder-path.

“ What’s the matter Lane ?”’

“Took I”” gasped Lane. ‘‘I've brought it for you to see.”

He held up the frame which had contained the valued.
trophy of victory. .

Frank Monk gave a jump.

C“RATS P . -

That word, in bold, black, aggressive letters stared him
in the face. .

“What—what does it mean ?”’ he stammered.

“Can’t you see? It was hanging in its usual place, and
I just noticed it as I glanced up from your desk. The
document’s been taken, and they've left this in its place.”

¢ Who-—who—which—what——"

“The St. Jim’'s kids have been here!”

Light flashed upon the bewildered brain of Frank Monk.

“1 know !’ he fairly yelled. “ Those Smith kids! I see
it all now. They’ve just done it. After them !”

He broke into a run. Lane followed him, though only
half comprehending. But all was clear to Monk now.

¢ Stop them!”

He yelled out the words as he ran. Tom Merry and Kerr
had just reached the gate. There was a group of Gram-
marians standing there. They looked round at the sound of
Monk’s frantic shout, and, seeing two strangers running,

and their own leader in pursuit, they closed up to b%

gateway.

Tom Merry set his teeth.

“ Shoulder to shbulder, Kerr !”

¢ Right-ho I’ said Kerr.

And shoulder to shoulder they charged.

The Grammarians were not quite prepared for that. They
had no time to brace themselves against such a charge as
that. The two sturdy juniors, going at full speed, smote
them like a steam-hammer, and they were hurled to right
and left.

Right through went Kerr and Tom Merry.

They staggered a moment from the shock. Three Gram-
marians were sprawling on the ground, the others stagger-
ing drunkenly. But some of them were reaching out for
the fugitives. Monk and Lane put on a spurt and reached
the gate.

¢ (Come on!”’ panted Tom Merry.
now !” S

They ran on down the lane for St. Jim’s.

Out of the gate came Monk and Lane at full pelt. After
them came half a dozen Grammar juniors.

Tom Merry glanced back over his shoulder.

“They're gaining !”’ He gasped out the words.

Kerr's eyes swept anxiously along the road. He expected
to see the Co. somewhere on the road to St. Jim’s; but they
had been instructed not to come tco near the Grammar
School, for fear of exciting suspicion in the Grammarian
minds that something was “on.” The two comrades would
have been very glad to see thein now.

““Gaining! Run for your giddy life!” gasped Tom
Merry. :

Kerr glanced back. Monk, Lane, and two others were
certainly gaining; they were overhauling the St. Jim’s
juniors foot by foot. Kerr's eyes gleamed.

“ Keep it up !’ ‘he muttered.

The chase swept on. One of the Grammarians dropped
behind, but Monk, Lane, and Gordon Gay were coming on
like racers. Tom Merry uttered a sudden exclamation.

“Carboy, by all that’s rotten!” -

Carboy it was, coming up € lane in all unconsciousness
of what was going on, coming directly towards the fugitives,
directly in their path. .

Monk sighted his chum almost at the same moment. Ha
gave a yell.

“Tt's neck or nothing
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 “(Carboy! Look out! Stop ‘em!”
Carboy gave a start, and looked out.
- situation at a glance.
Tom Merry set his teeth hard.
‘:,Knock him over, Kerr! One chap can't stop two of

e took in the

us !

. “Neo,” gasped Kerr; ‘‘don’t! You've got the paper.
You get clear. Tl collar this chap, and hold on to him!
The trophy of victory must be saved I

“ Kerr, you're a trump! Il do it!”

They dashed on. = Right at Carboy went the Scottish
partner in the Co., and he tackled him like a Rugby back
collaring a charging three-quarter. The two rolled in the
lane together, and Tom Merry passed them, and ran on
ke the wind. A few scconds fater the Grammarians were
tumbling over the two struggling forms.

. . “Has he got the doeument?”’ gasped Monk, picking him-
self up. ¢ They’ve been in the school and collared it! Has
he got 1t 7 X

Kerr was fichting like a demon, to waste time and delay
the pursuit of Tom Merry. Anything to save the trophy !
But Monk was as keen as Kerr, and he guessed the truth.

“ Search him, while we get the other bounder!”

And, leaving Kerr wriggling in the hands of a couple of
Grammarians, Monk, Lane, and Carboy darted off on the
track of Tom Merry.

Tom Merry had gained ground, and he was running hard.
St Jim’s was in sight, and at any moment the Co. might
appear.. Monk knew it, too, and he put on a desperate
spurt. His outstretched hamd touched the shoulder of Tom
Merry, but the touch acted as a spur to the hero of the
Shell. He shook if off and ran harder. - 5
© 4“1 Tom Mewwy I
- Tom Merry gave a gasp of delight. =

“ Rescite,”’ he shouted—* rescue; St. Jim’s |” :

Arthur Augustus was standing in the middle of the road,
waving his hand wildly to the Co., whoe were coming on.
The swell of St. Jim’s had been strolling on ahead. The
Co. heard and understood, and came on with a run. .

None too soon. Frank Monk had clutched at Tom Merry
again, and this time his grip closed on the junior’s shoulder
and fastened there.

Tom was almost too spent for a struggle. Monk, Lane,
and Carboy were scrambling over him, eager to regain the
document.  But D’Arcy had reached the spot now, running
hard, his eyeglass trailing behind him at the end of the
¢ He burled himself npon the Grammarians without
an instant’s hesitation.

“Rescue I’ bawled Tom Merry.

“ Here we are!” said Figgins, the first to reach them.
The rest of the Co. were only a moment behind, They
simply piled themselves on Monk, Lane, and Carboy. The
three Grammarians were yanked off Tom Merry in no time,
and rolled in the road. Monty Lowther and Manners
helped Tom to his feet. :

% Good old Tommy! Got 1£7’

“¥Yes. Go and help Kerr!”

Figgins & Co. were already racing up the lane.
Monk gave a gasp.

“Merry! Kerr! My only hat! How we've been done

Done, the Grammarians certainly had been—completely
done. The trophy of victory was safely in Tom Merry’s
possession, and he was safe in the midst of the Co. Monk,
Lane, and Carboy wriggled out of the grip of the juniors,
and fled through the hedge, cutting across country to escape.
The Saints were content to let them go without pursuit.
They turned back towards St. Jim’s. Tom Merry drew the
trophy from his breast, and they feasted their eyes upon it.

‘“ Hurrah 1”

Tom Merry and Kerr, rumpled and dusty, but triumphant,
were hoisted upon the shoulders of the Co., and borne in
state through the gates of St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 15.
Another Victory for the Saints,
A IR ROBERT DIGBY stepped from the station hack
o and shook hands with his hopeful son on the steps of
the School House, and then with the rest of Tom
Merry & Co. It wae Saturday midday—the day of the final
match with the Grammar School.

Morning lessons were over, and glad enough had the
juniors of St. Jim’s been to be dismissed that morning. They
were thinking of the afternoon, and the visit to the Grammar
School. g

Besides the eleven—of which Tom Merry was the captain
—nearly every junior at St. Jim’s had made up his mind to
go in order to see the match, and some of them started
walking over immediately after dinner. -

It was “pax”’ between the two schools for the day, and
the Saints were given a cordial welcome on the: Grammar
School ground. :

Frank
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“ A fine afternoon for your match !’ said Sir Robert, as
he shock hands with Tom Merry. ‘I hope I shall see you
beat the enemy.”” =

“We're going to try, sir!” said the hero of the Shell
cheerfully. : : :

The baronet smiled, and passed in. Dr. Holmes and some -
of the masters were going over to see the match, and Sir
Robert was going in the doctor’s carriage.

Tom Merry & Co. were in high spirits. ;

The afternoon was fine and clear, with a hint of spring in
the air, and the late mists had quite cleared away. =
sky was of steely blue, the weather quite dry. Never had
Tem Merry’s eleven been in better form for a match.

The brake rolled up to the Grammar School ground. A
couple of dressing-tents stood there, and Frank Monk and:
his friends came to welcome the Saints and show them to
their quarters. :

Tom Merry shook hands cordially with Frank.

“You did us brown that time, Merry,” grinned the
Grammar School leader. “ It was a ripping wheeze, and we
didn’t catch en till too late. But we'll give you the kybosh
this time to make up for it, my pippin [”

“We'll take all the kyhoshing you can give us,” said Tom
Merry cheerfully.

A cheer greeted the appearance of the teams in the field.
The ropes round the football-ground were lined with eager
faces. Grammarians and Saints seemed to bé there in
almost equal forces. The two captains tossed, and Monk

won the choice of goals, and St. Jim’s were given the kick-

off against a stiff breeze. : . i

The ball rolled from the foot of Tom Merry. The play
was hard and fast from the start. e

Presently the Saints seemed to get more into their stride,
and a fine run up the field by Marmaduke resulted in a goal
from the foot of Figgins, the first scored in the match. . But
just before half-time the Grammarians responded with a
goal, taken by Frank Monk, and the first half closed with
the score equal. , .

After the brief interval, the sides renewed the contest with
undiminished energy. Play was bard and fast, fast and
furious. The spectators continually cheered fine work, but
on each side the defence was sound, and the best efforts cf
the forwards—good as they were—seemed to fail. .

But the change of ends had given the Saints the advan-
tage, of which they slowly but surely made full use, gaining
the upper hand by degrees. By luck and pluck Carboy sent
in a shot that baffled Fatty Wynn, and the Grammar School
stood two to one, with twenty minutes more to play.

But it was the last score for the Grammar School. St
Jim’s bore all before them now. With a fine, combined
rush up the field, they forced the home backs to concede a
corner, which materialised in a goal from Tom Merry.

Two to two! And fifteen minutes more to time.

Five minutes later St. Jim’s were yelling themselves
hoarse over another goal, the result of a splendid dribble
right up the field by Figgins, who kicked the ball at the end
of the run, with two backs almost upon him, and beat the
goalie all the way.

But St. Jim’s triumph was not ended yet.

The Grammarians played up splendidly, but the Saints
were too much for them. The Co. and Tom Merry worked
like clockwork. Another rush besieged the home goal, and
from: a press of players the ball suddenly popped cut like the
pip from an orange, and took the home goalie quite by
surprise. It was in the net before he knew that it was
coming. .

It was Digby's goal. Sir Robert shouted himself hoarse.
The Co. slapped Dig on the back as they walked back to the
centre of the field. :

“Four to two I’ grinned Tom Merry. * Give ’em ancther
one for Juck {”’

And the Co. played up for another goal. And they cap-
tured it, too, Tom Merry sending the ball into the net with
a terrific shot almost on the stroke of time.

Then the whistle went.

St. Jim’s had beaten the Grammar School by five to twol

It was a glorioms victory, and the cheers of the St. Jim’s/
partisans round the ropes awoke the echoes.

. The Grammarians had put up a good fight, but Tom
Merry & Co. had surpassed themselves, and were on the top
of their opponents all the time. Tom Merry’s position ag
leader of the juniors of St. Jim’s was more firmly established!
than before. He had led his Co. to victory on the football-
field and off it, and nothing now remained for Frank Monk!
& Co. but to hide their diminished heads, and acknowledge’
defeat in the latest struggle of Saints versus Grammarians.

: THE END. :

(Another splendid long, complete tale of Towm Merrvy & Co. neat
weele, entitled : * The Schoolmaster’s Rescue,” by Martin Clifiord. Order
your copy of the “GEM” LIBRARY in advdnce. Price one pensy.)
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A Thrilling Tale of Modern Adventure.

By ROBERT W. COMRADE.
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INTRODUCTION. reetropolis. Drive slowly, so ag to arrive after six. It will

Frank Kingston, a young FEnglishman, is engaged on a
Jecret campaign against a criminal society called the Brother-
hocd of Tron, hiz aim being to breal: up the society by ruining
the ‘1';1@;111*.91'5 of the Inner Council. FHe has the assistance
of Miss O’Brien, an accomplished young lady, Professor
Ql‘aht@m Po]gl:avc, a clever scientist and inventor, Carson
Gray. a detective, Fraser, his man, and a lad named Tim.

Kingston has brought eight prominent membeis to book,
and is proceeding fo ruin the ninth—a certain Dr. Julius
Zeebman, who is in charge of the Grange Private Lunatic
Asylum, He learns that many of its inmates are not lunatics,
but perfectly sane people. Under the pretence of being a
lunatiz, Kingston, and Miss O'Brien as his nurse, obtain
rooms in the asylum under the names of Mr. Mevedith Hall
and Miss Thurston. The first two nights he is there, King-
ston manages to get two of the sane people out of the
asylum. Zeetman is astounded at his loss, and arranges for
ten common-members of the Brotherhood to come and guard
the building on the third night. Kirgston learns Zeetman's
intentions, and, having determined to rescue six of the sane
Inmates, he wires to Carson Gray to prevent Zeetman's
men from reaching the asylum. Carson Gray manages this,
and Kingston’s scheme is successfully brought off. He
despatches the six rescued men to London in h motor-car,
: ew final instructions as to how to disperse witkout
> suspicion,

(Now go on with the story.)

A Shock for Dr. Zeetmaa.

“This is all so remarkable——"" stammared one of the
tescued men.

“Q
wall I >
Try as they would, the half-dozen elated mon could get
no. furﬂ‘:cr word from their strange “old 7 rescuer. Every-
thing they asked him he passed off with an inconsequent
remark, and before many minutes had passed they found
nselves face to face with Fraser and Tim, Kingston
idrew the former aside for a moment,

“ You've got ’em all out,  sir?”
admiringly,

* Yes, Kraser, and in the easiest manner imaginable. All
vou have to do now is to take them to London, and set them
down at different points on the road once you get into the

Ter Gem Lisrary.— No. 16S. ;

uite 50! agreed Kingston, © But let us negotiate the

exclaimed  Frasor

i and no reference or allusion is made to any living
Actual names may be unintentionally mentioned, but the Editor wishes it to be d:stiqctly_qgglgrstood that no adversa persomal

be a tight squeeze to get them all into the car, but-yoa——

must manage somehow.”’

“ Right, sir!” replied Fiaser.

Kingston turned and looked at the
together in excited conversation.

* Good-bye,” he exclaimed, ““ and a pleasant journey!”

Before they could reply he was up the ladder, had rcached
the top, and thrown the ladder to the ground.

“Tim,” he said, * this article will not be needed further,
and there will be no necessity for you to come to-morrosy,
I shall see you in the afternoon.”

He did not waste a second, but turned and jumped to the
ground below, Ieaving Fraser to manage his charges to the
best of his ability. The rescue had been brought off with
complete satisfaction, and now Kingston only had to get
back to his apartments.

Before doing so, however, he descended once more into
the corridor. The keepers were still silent and motionless
on the floor. To all appearances they were stone dead; but
Kingston knew very well that at the end of twenty-four
hours they would be as full of life as himself, and, if any-
thing, the better for their enforced inactivity. :

He still had the key of the wards, and now proceeded to
unlock five of the empty ones, those which had been lately
occupied by the departed patients. Then, with as little delay
as possible, he lifted the keepers up one by one and placed
them in the now empty beds, relocking the doors as he left
cach cell. :

“I imagine the doctor will reesive something of a start
when he finds the passage empty,” chuckled Kingston to
himself. “ But what he will do when he gains admittance
to the wards, howevey, is rather a question.”

He glanced up and down the now deserted corridor, and
assured himself that there was absolutely no clue for Zeetman
to discover. The rope was still hanging from the skylight, so
he hauled himself up until once more he stood in the pouring
rain. One little thing more and he was ready for bed. That
little thing was to descend into one of the cells and refasten
the key to the belt of the keeper it had originally hung from.

* There will be quite a mystery in the morning,” Kingston
told himself, “for it certainly swill be puzzling to find the
men locked in the wards, their real occupants gone, and the
keepers apparently dead. Mozeover, the key will be found
inside one of the locked cells.”

group gathered
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Tive minutes Iater Frank Kingston was seated before the

cosy fire in the end sitting-room relating to Dolores every-
thing that had occurred. The end was within sight, and

Kingston was just a little sorry, for this episode had been

particularly interesting.

Dolores’ help had been invaluable, for, after all, without
her he could never have even entered the asylum—at least,
not under the present favourable conditions. - :

For the rest of the night everything was profoundly quiet;
the whole household, in fact, being asleep. Zeetman had
vetired, fully. convinced that another escape was out of the
question. Considering all the precautions that had been
taken, he had good reason to feel confident.

His usual hour for rising was seven o’clock, but at half-
past six he was aroused by a loud knocking on his bed-room
door. The doctor sat up and rubbed his eyes.

“ Hallo !’ he exclaimed sharply. * Who 1s there?’’

“ Me, sir,”’ said the voice of a nurse.

“ Well, what do you want?”’ ~ ¥ :

<« Will you please come as soon as you can, sir?”’ exclaimed
the nurse from the other side of the doer.  We can’t find
nothing of the keepers, sir.” Sa :

“(Clan’t find the keepers?’ cried Zeetman. ‘ What on
carth do you mean, woman?”’

“Tt’s right, siv. Mrs. Manning told me that they was
o ]’:ée'p watch all night, but they’ve all gone somewhere,
sir.’ i i =
“J will come as soon as possible,”” cried the doctor, as

he leapt out of bed. * Good heavens !’ he muttered to him-

self. “ What ean she mean? Surely nothing can have

happened—surely—"’ .

He broke off with a curse, and hurried into his clothes
as fast as he had ever done in his life. All sorts of wild
thoughts entered his mind, for it was indeed a startling piece
of information which the nurse had just given him. He did
not “stop to wash, but rushed down, with no collar on and
his hair like a mop. In the hall he paused for a moment
to look out into the grounds.

It was not a pleasant spectacle, for the untidy garden was
sodden and dripping with the night’s rain. The downpour
had ceased now, and there were indications that before noon
the sun would burst forth from the dark-looking clouds
which moved slowly across the heavens.

There was no sien of life, and Zeetman huriied on to the
newer part of the building. The long corridor was bare but

__for = nurse, who was approaching from the opposite direc-
tion, The Tamps, although it was broad daylight, were still
burning, which showed that something out of the usual had
occurred.

“Phis is inexplicable!” exclaimed the doctor quickly.
““The men were to have turned in at dawn, with the ex-
ception of one, who had, of course, to kees watch as usual.
Has there been no sign of bim?”

““None whatever, sir. And the men’s sleeping quarters
are deserted. They’re not in the house, sir.”

Zeetman stamped his foot excitedly.

“ They must be!”” he cried. ‘‘ Where could they have gone
to? There was no carthly reason why they should leave the
house 1’

He stood for a moment thinking, a very worried expres-
sion on his face. Then, with a sudden movement, he pro-
duced. a key from his pocket. It was a duplicate of the one
which had assisted Kingston during the night.

““Vou think some of the prisoners might have escaped?”
questioned the nurse a little anxiously.

““1 mean to ascertain,”’ replied the doctor grimly. “I do
not think it possible, but my mind will be made easy if 1

_ make sure. The thing that is troubling me, however, is the
disappearance of the keepers. I can find no explanation for

their absence.” .

He inserted the key into the lock of Ward No. 19, opened
the door, and strode in. One glance round was suflicient to
show him that everything was in order, for the occupant
was lying in bed fast asleep.

“ We will try the other side,”” he exclaimed.

—— — This time the sight which was revealed to Zectman was of

a very different nature. He flung the door open and stuck
his head into the ward. At first sight everything seemed
to be in order; then a cry of consternation escaped the Inner
Councillor’s lips.

~ *‘Stevenson!”’ he shouted, in his amazement.

He stood there for a second, utterly taken aback, for the
rightful occupant of the ward had disappeared, and on the
bed lay the inert form of Stevenson, the head-keepes.

“ Good heavens! What can it mean—what can 1t mean?
No. 4 is not here—there is no sign of him! Stevenson, wake
up; and explain this—" - -

The rest of Zeetman’s sentence ended in a cry of horror
and startled surprise. He bent down for & moment over
Stevenson’s form, and felt his pulse. Then he looked up
ab the nurse with a pale face and dilated eyes.
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_“He is dead!” he whispered hoarsely. - * Stevenson ig
dead! Great powers! What can this mean? -1 am
bewildered! I—"

Dr. Zeetman was stunned by this discovery—for he really
thought Stevenson to be dead—and for a moment stood .
perfectly still staring at the nurse, who was equally as
horrified. : : :

“Dead, sir?” she muttered. ¢ Who could have done it,
and where is No. 4? Do you think, sir—do you think——""

“ You mean,”’ exclaimed Zeetman, in a tense voice—‘' vou
mean the other keepers? Do I think they are locked in the
other cells? It cannot be possible that they are all dead;
and that more of the prisoners have got free! It is
incredible——"

Zeetman broke off as he braced himself up, and placed
the key in the door of No. 5. He was almost prepared
for the sight which met his gaze, but could not represd
anotaher cry as he saw the counterpart of that in the other
ward. Tt e : :

The first stunning foree of the shock was over now, and
Zeetman only thought of his escaped prisoners. The deaths
of his keepers, as he thought, was nothing to his. callous
nature. He let fiy a string of oaths as he rushed irom the
ward fo the next one. This contained a veal lunatic, and
Zeetman’s eyes blazed as he saw him.- : =

“Tt is only the sane ones who are gone!” he rasped out.
“The others are left. The thing is absolutely uncanny,
for there must have been a whole army here to cause these
deaths. By the look of it the whole five have been
murdered:”’

Zeotman soon found that such apparently was the case.
The shock of having all his keepers wiped out was a terrible
one, for he knew that everything would have te come ouf
to the police—that there would be an inguest, and that a .
thousand-and-one inquiries would be made. He did not care
now one job how many prisoners were gone, for he knew
that the game was up.

“J must go and see Mount-Fannell immediately !”” he told
himself, as he frenziedly finished his toilet. ¢ Six men_gone,
and the five keepers dead! It is terrible—terrible! ’T\ha_nk
goodness, the asylum stands by itself | I can see the Chief,
gain his advice, and be back here before noon to collect
my private papers. The police need know nothing about
it unti} the day is well on, and by that time I shall be clear
away. But I must see Mount-Fannell at once!” .

Tn ten minutes he was ready to depart, and called the head-
nurse to him before hurrying round to the stables fo prepare
his own trap. s i

“ Remain herve until I return!’ he said sharply. “Von
need have no fear, for I shall set matters all right. ~I am
going for the police now, but shall put the matter before
them in such a way that none of the truth is brought to
light with regard to the patients’ sanity. Do nothing until
I return, which will be at about noon.. I shall, in all probas .
bility, bring an inspector of police to investigate.”

And with that final lie Zeetman hurried from the room.
e thought ib wisest to say this to the nurses as otherwise
they might get into a panic and run away. He knew they
had confidence in him, and felt sure that they would obey his
instructions. -

TFive minutes later Dr. Zeetman was on his way to London.

Nearing the End.

T.ondon streets were in an extremely muddy state when the
doctor arrived at the metropolis. This was due to the night’s
vain, but now there was every prospect of the weather break-
ing out fine. S

Zectman, however, had no thought for the atmospheric
conditions, but hastened with all speed to the West End. His
impatience was almost uncentrollable, and he had difficulty
in concealing the agitation in his eyes, face, and manner.

His one fear was that Lord Mount-Fannell would not be ab
home. but his mind was set at rest when he arrived at the
house in Grosvenor Square, for he was shown straight to the
library. The Chief was sitting at his desk, busily writing.

“ Why, doctor, this is a surprise ’ he exclaimed, as he
shook hands. ‘¢ Perhaps not, though, when I think-—=

T am ruined, and must make myself scarce immediately 1’
interjected Zeetman, in hoarse tones. - “Good gracious,
Chief, you cannot realise the extent of the calamity !’

The doctor sat down in a chair, trembling and unstrung.
Now that he had reached his destination all the “yitality
scemed to have left him, and he was pale and haggard; a
haunting look of terror making itself apparent in his eyes.

“ What has happened?’ demanded Lord Mount-Fannell
¢« Clome, Zeetman, pull yourself together and tell me the
reason of this visit. A drop of whisky, perhaps—" :

“ Whisky be hanged!” snarled the doctor, rising to lis
foct with a burst of activity. * I'm all right! Listen here!
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Fight patients have escaped, Chief—first two, and then six
wore of them have been spirited away !’

* Good heavens!”

 But that is not the worst. Every one of my keepers,
five in all, are lying dead at the asylum! They have been
murdered by this accursed unknown rescuer. I cannot tell
how they met their end, but this morning, when I made my
tour round the wards, I found their bodies stiff and cold!”’

Dr. Zeetman, his voice getting hoarser than ever, related
overything in detail, the Chief meanwhile listening with
agitated concern. = He quite realised that his companion’s
carecr as an asylum-keeper was at an end. The death of the
keepcrs would have to be accounted for, without taking into
consideration the tale the escaped prisoners would tell.

‘It’s a serious business, Zeetman,” said the Chief finally,
his voice ringing hard and stern, ** and once this secret enemy
gets into my power, he will be made to pay dearly for what
he has done !’

_““ That is quite apart from the present matter!”’ exclaimed
the Innev Councillor. “T want your advice. What shall I
do—where can T go? My whole mind is in a whirl! It
seems utterly inconceivable to me how one man could have
performed all this. There must be more than one—there
must be a gang!”

 Perhaps you are right, Zeetman, but there’s one thing
¥you ave unaware of. The ten men who were to keep watch
outside in the grounds never reached the asylum !”’ :

Zeotrean gave the Chief a quick glance.

- ' Never reached the asylum?” he echoed, in surprise.

But they did—I know they did, for I spoke to some of them
myself just before midnight !”

1 tell you, Zeetman, that the men vou spoke to were
members of this rescue gang. The car containing the ten
cormmon-members started from Lambeth Road all right, but
had not travelled more than ten miles when it was stopped
b‘y the P’ohce, and the whole batch detained on some ridiculous
charge.”

* Then they are under arrest?”’

“Not at all. They were released this morning when it
was too late for them to be of any use. It seems that the
police were informed by telephone message, which purported
to come from Seotland Yard, but which was, in reality, a fake.
On finding it out the local inspector released our men with
apologies. But the mischief was done; they had been pre-
vented from reaching your establishment.”

It must have been the work of this mysterious enemy !
cried the doctor furiously. ““ And I had no suspicion! But
there’s not a moment to waste, Chief—before the day is out
the police will be at the Grange !”’

“ There is no immediate danger of their getting to know
vehat has occurred—I mean, of course, the keepers?”’

“ They can get to know nothing at present, for, as you

. know, the asylum stands quite by itself. The nurses will
not say anything, for they are all liable to arrest should the
true facts come to light.”’

*“ And your papers?”’ :

¢ They are all there, locked ir the safe. There are several
private ones connected with the Brotherhood which must be
procured at any cost. It will necessitate another visit to the
CGrange.” T .

¢ Since the police know nothing so far, you can go down
without fear of discovery,” said the Chicf thoughtfully.
“ But you did wrong, Zeetman, in not clearing everything
up immediately. It is quite useless your coming to me for
advice, for now that matters have gone so far there is nothing
for you to do but make yourself scarce. The whole facts will
bs out, so the very best thing you. can do is to get those
papers, hand them over to me, then make for Southampton.
There you can book a passage to France, or Spain, and lie
low for a month or two. You will be disguised, of course,
and must not return to London for at least three months.”

Zeetman sat in his chair silent and agitated. He tapped the
floor with his foot restlessly, then looked up at the calm facs
of Lord Mount-Fannell

““ You do not seem to bé troubling much about this awful
matter " he muttered resentfully. ‘‘ To you, I suppose, it
is a.mers trifle !’ .

The Chief smiled. \

*“To be candid, Zeetman,” he replied, it is! After all, it
only means the disestablishment of the asylum. You your-
self are unharmed, and will be ready for work again very
soon. The nurses know nothing of any importance, so the
Brotherhood is quite secure. As for the keepers, their death
i a moere detail 2 :

‘“ But this mysterious band of enemics

“ Ah!” The Chief’'s face changed suddenly, and that
relentlessly hard look entered his eyes. 1
matter, Zeetman. I niean to devote a great part of my time
in future to discovering this enemy. I mean to find him, and
crush him out of existence!” 3
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And by the tone of Mount-Fannell's voice; and the look in
his eyes, it was quite possible to belisve that had the enemy
been any other man than Frank Kingston, his words would
have eventually come true. S

““ But that is apart from the present matter!” exclaimed

Dr. Zeetman. ‘' How can I let you have those papers? Must
I come to London again?”’ : - .
‘“ No. That would be risky,” replied his lovdship. T will

accompany you to the local station in disguise, and you can
hand me the papers then. After that you can proceed to
Southampton without delay. I will supply you with plenty of
ready money to keep you for three months.”

Zeetman breathed a little more freely. After all, the
matter wasn’t so calamitous as he had first imagined. He
needed a holiday, and a few months on the Continent would
be rather welcome. :

¢ There must be no delay,” went on the Chief, * so if you
will be ready in five minutes we will take a taxi to Waterloo.
There is no telling what is taking place at the asylum in your

absence.”

‘“ Things cannot get worse than they already are,” replied
Zeetman.  ‘ The police as yet know nothing, but I shall,
just before leaving, advise the nurses to make themselves
scarce. The other patients, both sane and insane, must look
after themselves to the best of their ability.” o

Zeetman pulled himself together with a return of his old |
confidence. His path was clear before him, and he knew
cxactly what to do—or, rather, thought he*knew. Had he
been aware of what was in store for him at the asylum he
would have shunned the place as though it were Scotland
Yard itself. e

Tor while he and Mount-Fannell had been talking and
planning confidently, events were Lappening at the Grange
which Zeetman never dreamed of. Soon after he had de-
parted Dolores and Kingston sat at their breakfast. They
did not know what had occurred that morning, although
Kingston guessed that Zeetman would rush off to London
without delay." s .

The nurse, Mrs. Manning, had brought the breakfast in,
wearing a scared look on her face, and when she came to clear
the things away, in answer to Dolores’ ring, the expression
was still present in her eyes.

‘“ The dectcr won’t come round this morning, madam,”
she said, almost in a whisper. “ He’s been called away to
London very suddenly, so can’t attend the patients until this
afternoon.”’ . g

“That will be all right,”’ replied Dolores, glancing at
Kingston across the room. ¢ Mr. Hall is in excellent health
at present, so this afterncon will do equally as well.”

¢ He would have come and told you himself, madam, enly
there was a hurry to catch the train.”

The nurse took her departure as soon as possible, for she
found it difficult to conceal her agitation. Kingston smiled
as he heard the heavy door closed and bolted.

““As I thought!” he exclaimed calmly. °° Zeetman has
rushed off to the Chief, probably well-nigh off his head with
fright. I do not suppose he will be long gone, so I shall
have to set to work.”

‘ But he may not come back, Mr. Kingston.””

““ There is no danger of that, I think. Had he meant to
go for good he would not have taken his departure so hur-
riedly. He knows, of course, that the police must be called
in to see the ‘dead’ men, but as the nearest polics-station
is miles away, and as nobody is leaving the asylum—at least,
Zeetman is under that impression—the news cannot get
abroad.”

““ You speak as though somebody will leave the asylum !

“1 know, of course, that the other
prisoners will be released, but who else will leave?”’
. ““The nurses. They are scared out of their wits already,
and if they do not elect to go of their own accord, I shall
send them off myself; but with regard to Zeetman, I’'m abso-
lutely convinced that he will return before noon. By that
time the preliminary work will be over and I shall be ready
for him—ready to strike the last blow in this particular
adventure I”’ =

*“ And I have done practically nothing,” declared Dolores.
¢ Nevertheless, T ought not to grumble, for the very fact of
my helping, even in a small degree, to exterminate the
Brotherhood, is very gratifying to-me. I have enjoyed this
episode immensely, but only wish that I could have given
more material help.”

“ You could not have done that, Dolores!” smiled her com-
panion. ‘“ The work that I have been doing was of such a
nature that you could not have lent me your personal aid in
the actual rescues. Here, however, as Miss Thurston, you
have played your part in a manner guite worthy of you.”

‘“T should like to have done more,” smiled Doloves. * But
tell me, what is your next move?’

“ The next move will be to escape from this room by the

See “THE_ BOYS HERALD.” Id.
- Now on Sale. =
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ustal means, and descend to the ground. There I shall pio-
ceed tc release the remainder of the prisoners. There is
nobody to stop me now, for the nurses will be too frightened
to offer resistance.”

Dolores made a sliehtly wry face, looking strangely out of
keeping with her old-fashioned make-up.

‘“ And do T have to remain in here again?’ she inquired
“smilingly. :

“ I'm afraid so, Dolores. There is some unpleasant work to
follow—the encounter with Zeetinan, I mean—and I think
you would prefer to be out of the way. If you will, I should
like you to prepare a couple of disguises, so that after every-
thing iz done we can don them and be off without delay.”

¢ That will occupy but little of my time. - Could T not help
you to rescue the patients? There are three ladies, I under-
stand 2’

-“ By Jove yes! I will make my éscape by means of the
skylight ; then, when I get through the building, will unlock
the dividing deor and let you out. Although the ladies are
up and have had their breakfasts, they would feel much more
comforted by you telling them of their rescue than if I were
to do so.” ' - : :

‘A few moments later the furniture was piled up in the usual
manner, although now there was no necessity for extreme

- quiet. Kingston still retained his disguise as My. Hall, for he
meant nobody to know, or even suspect, his real personality.

He clambered out on to the leads, and noted that the sky
was clearing., Then he took a look round over the surround-
ing heath. It was deserted and drear. Not a soul could be
seen, the only living objects in view being a dozen or so
sparrows chirping from the top of the high wall. All else
was silent——  But no.  Beveral other objects had just
appeared from the obscurity of the yew-trees. -

“ By Jove!” murmured Kingston, with a laugh, “TI had
an idea it would be so. The nurses cvidently mean to take no
chances; so are taking themselves off now they have the
opportunity 1’

Yes, it was indeed the nurses, and they were hurrying away
with all speed. In spite of Zeetman’s injunctions, the presence
of the five supposedly dead bodies had proved too much for
their nerves, and they had decided to leave before Zeetman
returned—before the police arrived.

F¢r Kingston this was decidedly favourable, for his work
was now straightforward. In the whole of that large and
streggling building there was only himself and Dolores at
litarty. Everybody else was a prisoner, and these latter were
n/He aware in the slightest degree of the starthing events which

that their last hour of misery had arrived, and that they were
all to be given their freedom. : S

With the keepers helpless, the nurses away, and Zeetman
on a visit to London, there was nobody else to contend with,
and Kingston walked round the garden to the side-door with
a slightly jaunty step. He had good reason to feel satisfied,
for his plans had been carried out in the most satisfactory
manner. Everything had gone right, and now the last day
‘had arrived with the conditions exactly as he had imagined
they would be. : B

-He found the side-door wide open, and his steps echoed
hollow and loud as he walked along the degerted passage. On.
the table in the consulting-room he found several keys affixed
to chains, and these, he concluded, were those which had
belonged to the nurses: He took them and made his way to
the wards. The long passage was bare  and empty, but
numerous sounds could be heard proceeding from the wards
on either side. S )

“ Now,” Kingston murmured to himself, “there are still

eight prisoners to rescue, one on the left-hand side and seven

on the right. The last three of all, at the far end, contain
the ladies, so I will release Dolores before settling to work.”

He walked along the passage with rapid strides, and found
that the key of the end door was hanging on a nail close by.
In one moment the door was unbolted and unlocked, and in
another Kingston was standing before Dolores in the sitting-
room. - :

“You have been quick!” she exclaimed, starting from her

“There was nothing whatever to stop me,”" he replied
coolly. ‘I found everything in the most favourable condi-
tion. The doors were wide open, the keys of the wards ready
to my hand. By Jove, Dolores, the ease with which this
work has been carried out is alinost funny

“Funny 7’ repeated Dolores, with a smile. ‘T do not think
any other man would look upon it in that way, Mr. Kingston.
But you say you found the place deserted. Did you see
nothing of the nurseg, then?”’ :

““Oh, yes, I forgot! T had scaveely gained the roof when
I saw those gentle ereatures scurrying away as fast as their

legs would carry them across the heath. Like sensible persons,

they do not mean to be left until it is too late.”
£“'Then we have the place to ourselves?”?
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“ Absolutely! There is nobody about, or, ir fact, nobody
likely to appear until Zeetman returns. Our work is straight-
forward, and by the end of half an hour the remaining
prisoners will be gone. But, come! While you attend to
the ladies I will give the gentlemen their surprise.”

So saying, Kingston turned on his heel and returned to the
long corridor. The next twenty minutes were busy ones, and
Kingston had to ‘explain again and again to the amazed
patients that their freedom had come at last. None of them
could quite realise it, but at length they were ready to depart.

There was no getting ready, no packing of luggage, for
there was none to pack, and they stood out in the cerridor in
groups, many of them seeing one another for the first time.
They. all gazed at Kingston with something like awe, for it
seemed utterly incredible that that decrepit old man had
planned the rescue alone. The ladies, too, were almiosi
weeping with joy. Miss Thorne was the most composed of
the three. She, incidentally, had been the main cause of
Kingston taking up the case, for she had only been lately
incarcerated in the asylum. Her uncle’s plot would now come
to nothing, and her fiance, who had asked Carson Gray to
discaver her whereabouts, would be made a happy maun
once again. >

“ Now, ladies and gentlemen,’”’ cried Kingston, when every-
thing was ready,  please ask no questions whatever, for I
am afraid I can give no satisfactory answer, You have your
freedom, and are at liberty to go where you please. I can-
not tell you why I have done this, or who I am, so please let

your curiosity remain unsatisfied.”’
3

ut we must know,” exclaimed one of the genilemen.
‘““We shall never be satisfied until we find out who you are,
The whole thing to
me 1§ inexplicable, as well as being startlingly unexpected.”
Kingston smiled. - o
“Then I am afraid, my dear sir,”” he replied, ““you will
never be satisfied. Try as you will, you will never discover
my identity, and I ask you all now to let everything remain
as it 1s. I made up ‘my mind to rescue you, but for reasons
I cannot state here I have to act absolutely incognito, so
you will oblige me by looking no further into the matter,”
Kingston turned without another word and made his way
out into the stable-yard the other side, the five men following,
talking animatedly among themselves. =~ -
‘‘ Now, gentlemen, if you will lend me your assistance, we
will soon have the wagonetic out and the horse harnessed.
Dy, Zeetman is away, so can raise no objection to the liberty

I am taking. I want you to drive to the second station on the . ..

line from here—not the nearest, but the one further on.”

- Why?’ asked .one of the men. °
. ““Because there’s a chance Zeetman may return, and I
do not want him to know anything of what has happened
until he reaches home. - There is plenty of room in this
wagonette to contain yourselves and the three ladies, and I
trust to-you to escort them to London in safety.’” |

‘1 hardly likc to mention it,”” hesitated an elderly gentle-
man, “but none of us have——"? >

Kingston smiled, and guessed what was coming.

- “ You mean,” he said, “that all your money was taken
from you when you arrived at this wretched place. Well,
we will soon set that right. Here is enough to seé you
through a week at least.” -

And he handed thenr the same amount as the others had
This totalled up altogether to one hundred and
sixty: pounds. As the money was taken from the Brothe:-
hood’s own secret hoard, which Kingston had charge of—
having possessed himself of it when leaving the Iron Island—
the amount was quite iminaterial to him.

The patients, however, did not understand this, and
naturally thought that it was out of the ‘““old gentleman’s™
pocket. At last they were all seated in the wagonette ready
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to depact. Several of the men knew how to drive, so there
was no difficulty on that point.

““Good-bye I’ exclaimed Kingston, as he stood with Dolores

" by his side. ‘°I am convinced you will never hear another
word of Dr. Zeetman. His villainous career is at an end,
and you may rest confidently in tho knowledge that he will be
justly purished for his many erimes.”’ -

Five minutes later all sounds of the wagonette had died
away In the distance, The Grange Private Asvlum stood-
silent and deserted in the pale sunlight which now burst from
between two dark and heavy clouds.

Face to Face with the Avenger.

“I am glad they have gone, Dolores, for now there’s
nothing to do but await Dr. Zeetman’s return.”

Frank Kingston entered the building with his companion
and stood for a moment at the end of the long corridor, with
its now many-open doors. Suddenly the sound of someone
shouting reached their ears,

“That is ons of the insane patients,’”’ exclaimed Dolores.
““ What do you mean to do with them?

¢ Nothing. My business was only connected with the sane
ones.
these half-dozen unfortunate people will probably be removed
to a respectable establishment. The keepers, too, will be
recovered by tonight, and will be merely arrested on the
charge of having been accessories to Zeetman’s villainy.”

“ When do you think the doctor will return?”’

““ At any moment,’’ replied Kingston; * so if you will return
to the sitting-room and prepare those disguises, I will get
ready to receive the scoundrel when he turns up. It is almost
certain he will come alone, but even if somebody accompanies
him T think I am equal to the two.”

“I know it,” smiled Dolores. “T will go and do as you
say, but I tell you frankly, Mr. Kingston, I shall be very
anxious until T see you back again. I do not trust Dr.
Zeetman, and he is capable of any dastardly action.”

“I am well aware of that, Dolores, and shall be strictly on
- my guard. T shall freat him in the way I outlined at first.
Have no fear whatever. I am quite capable of dealing with
a cowardly brute such as Zeetman.” g

He smiled, and they parted—she to return to their old
quarters, and he to make for Dr. Zeetman’s library, which
would, in all probability, be the first place the latter would
vigit.

Kingston had glanced at the keepers, and they still looked

~ as though life were extinct,
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“The doctor will receive a little surprise in a moment,” =

By this afternoon the police will be in possession, and

Kingston told himself with a smile, as he heard what was
going on. ‘‘When he sees the cell-doors wide open he will
lose what remaining control he has over himself.”

And he was not far wrong, for when the doctor hurried
into the long corridor, and saw the ward doors standing wide
open, he started back and stared before him with wide-open
eyes. Then he dashed forward, glanced into each, and uttered
a string of oaths.

After a moment, however, ke pulled himself up, and burst
into a bitter and cynical laugh.  What did it matter to him.
after all? Every one of his sane patients were gone now, and
it made no difference whatever. Nevertheless, it was galling
to know that this mysterious enemy had been at work even
in the broad daylight.. i : -

It was useless denying to himself that he had been beaten
ab every point—that he had been treated as though he were
a child, and his plans foiled at each and every turn. Com-
pared to Frank Kingston, he was indeed a child,

It is useless remaining here,” he muttered savagely. ““ The
nurses seem to have gone, and the police may appear at any
moment. I had better obtain those papers and get back to
Mount-Fannell with all speed.” .

He gave a last look round, then- stamped out into the
garden, making for his library door. He found this open,
and walked in, in the full belief that the room was empty and
deserted. Indeed, he was right in the room before he saw
the form of * Mr. Meredith Hall.”’ The latter was still sitting
in the chair reading, and he did not leok up. Zeetman opened
his mouth in utter amazement, then started forward a pace.

““Mr. Hall!” he exclaimed. “ What does this mean? How
did you get here—"

Frank Kingston closed the review up.

‘How I got here, Zeetman, is quite immaterial’’ he ex- °

claimed calmly, looking straight into the doctor’s eyes. ‘1
am here, and that is quite enough.”

“But,” gasped the other, *‘ you are—you are—— This i3
amazing ! I thought you were insane !’

“On’ the contrary, Dr. Zeetman, I am very much the
opposite! You have been deceived in a most excellen:
manner, and when you took me into your asylum you made
the greatest mistake of your whole career.”

Zeetman’s eyes bulged from his head. =

““Then you are the man,”’ he whispered hoarsely—¢the

man who——"

* Preeisely,” smiled Kingston, tapping his hand gently on
the desk before him. “‘Leazn

but he Lknew very well that
before night they would re-
cover full consciousness. The
dose of the professor’s drug he
had administered on the little
darts had been of just suffi-
cient strength to act for a
little over twenty hours.

The time was now getting
on to noon, and Kingston en-
tered the Inner Councillor's
library and seated himself in
the armchair in front of the
desk.  He was facing the
door, so that he would be secen
immediately the doctor en-
tered. ;

Hlis patience was not tried
for long, for he had not been
there twenty minutes, calmly
reading a review, when he
heard the sound of horses
hoofs. He did not stop read-
ing, but continued his article
with the most perfect calm-
ness.

He heard the horse stop,
and Zeetman’s voice, now
harsh and angry, calling for
one of the nurses to appear,
for since the kepers were all
incapable, their work had to
be performad as far as pos-
sible by the nurses. .

As nobody responded to his
summons, Zeetman uttered an
audible curse, and tethered his
horse to a large hook in the

the game.
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the secret cenemy who has
baffled the Brotherhood for so
long, and who has succeeded
in s{ripping your building of
8 its innocent end unfortunate

f inhabitants. But your time
has come now, Zeetman, and
I ]\:\‘fx’rn You to prepare your-
seli “

“What do vou mean,?”’
asked * the other—“ what do
you mean ?”’
bt ‘L mean” replied King
/8 ston grimly, “ that it is useless
§ your thinking of escaping
punishment !

Zeetman’s amazemont and
fright had died down a litile
now, and his old, hard expres-
sion had retarned. He
thought Kingston to be an old
man; he thought it would be
quite an easy matter {o over-
come him.

. “You fool!” he cried.
£ What do you take me for?
Do you think I will submit to
anything? You speak as
though you had the upper
hand, when, as a matter of
fact, we are man to man’>

Y

“That 1s whkere you are
wrong, Ze'etman, ?  replied
Kinston -quietly. “We are

not man to man. Under no
stretch of imagination could
you be called a man, and I
now mean to tell you what I

wall. He was obviously in a
burry, or he would not have
been so impatient. He did -
not enter the library, but made
his way to the other entrance,
(:;'a,lling for Mis. Manning.

| think of you—what T am
gomg to do with you !”’
(Another splendid” instalment of
this thiilling stovy next Thursdo
showing how Frank Kingston eﬁ’ct}-’:
ally prevents Di. Zeetman frouy coyis
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