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Cutts started, and his biood thrilled to-his. héart, for suddenly from
theopeningin the ground a head and shoulders rose into view. The close-
.cropped bullet-head—the dirty, savage face, with four days’ stubble of
-beard on the chin—the gleaming, desperate eyes—the mark of the broad
.arrow on the torn and muddy tunic—betrayed the convict. It was

Jonas Racke—No. 101« (A4 thrilling incident in our long, complete school tale taside,)
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CHAPTER 1.
One Hundred Quid!

o WOKE?”
g I% Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of the Fourth Form at
St. Jim's, asked the question.
And Blake and Herries and Digby replied sadly and
solemnly ¢ - 2

)

¢ Stony !’

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
expected satisfaction, He mnodded quite cheerfully, and in
fact smiled.

¢ Vewy good!” ;

“ Good, you ass?”’ said Jack Blake.  ““I don’t see any-
thing good about it! I've just asked-Tom Merry for a loan

" to tide us over till Saturday, and I find that he’s stony, too!

8o is Manners; so is Lowther; so is Kangaroo. All on the
<1 am stony, thou art’stony, he is stony !” said Herries
Jugubriously, And Digby - went on—Dig. being a great
etes stony, ils
sont stony.”
¢ Yaas, it’s

There was unusual excitement in the guiet countryside. A <
broken out of Blackmoor Prison—and warders and mounted constables were seeking him far and wide,

received that reply with un-_

wathah wotten,” sald Arthur Augustus. 3
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Jonas Racke—Convict 101—had

£100 Reward! These words, in large letters, were to be read on most of the hoardings and dead walls in Way- {

“ Howevah, as vou are all stony, without any pwospect of
waisin’ the wind, pewwaps youwll be willin’ to back me up in
waisin’ a weally considewable sum of money.”

“Like a bird!” said Blake immediately. “Like a whols
nest of birds! What's the little game? Ilave vou found
out where the Head keeps the funds?”

“ Weally, Blake——""

“Do you know a millionaire who's going home to-nighd
down a dark lane?” g

“ Pway be sewious!”

¢ Or has Cutts of the Fifth put you on to a dead cert. foz
the Swindleton Handicap ?”’

“ Pyway listen to me, deah boys! In the first place, wa
are all stony bwoke. My patah has somehow failed to reply
to the urgent telegwam I sent him, and that telegwam wan
away with my last tannah. We are all bwoke to the wide,
and it is sternly necessary to waise some money. I’'ve his
on the ideah.” :

< YWell, out of the niouths of babes and sucklings,’? said
Blake thoughtfully.. “If you can raise enough for tea it
will be a giddy blessing. Whom are you going to borrow it
of? Pve tried nearly all the Fourth and the Shell.”

¢ T'm not going to bowwow it.”’
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© Can’t steal it; it’s against the rules,” said Blake, with
& shake of the head. :

“X wegard you as an ass, Blake! We are goin’ to earn
the money!” 2

“My hat! How much?”

‘A hundwed pounds!”’ :

Blake and Herries and Dighy staggered against the wall
of Study No. 6 in the Fourth-Farm passage in the School
House. They seemed overcome.

“ A hundred pounds?”’ said Blake fuintly.

13 Ya)as'77

“ And we are going to earn it?"

“ Yags, wathah!” 3

“He'll wake up presently,” said Herries. i

“ Weally, Hewwies, I am not dweamin’. We can camn a
hulndvs:ed p?unds——quito easily, in fact; and the only diffi-
eulty is ’ :

Oh, there’s a difficulty 7’ asked Jack Blake sarcastically.

¢“7J was beginning to hope we should have the hundred
pounds in time for tea. We'd have had an extra pot of
jam. - It would run to it out of a hundred pounds.”
. “Yaas, there’s a difficulty. The question awises,” said
Aythur Augustus thoughtfully, polishing his eyeglass,
¢ whethah we should be justified in takin’ the money aftah
'ﬂif had’ earned it. That i3 the point I am wathah doubtful
about.’ .

““Oh, that’s all right! We are justified in taking any-
thing we can get when it’s tea-time, and there isn’t a shot
in the locker,” said Blake. “I can settle all your doubts
on that point at once. Just point out the chap who's gob
the hundred pounds, and we’ll take our cricket-stumps and
gtart on him.”

‘““Flear, hear ! said Digby and Herries heartily.

“Will you be sewious?”” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “ 'We
ean get that hundwed pounds quite simply, with a chap of
my bwain powah to diwect the opewations. But I am not
certain that we should be justified in takin’ it. What we've
got to do is to assist justice, and back up law and ordah.”

Blake wrinkled his brows in reflection.

“Well, I don’t approve of law and order, as a rule,”” he
gaid. “ But I'd back up law and order at a hundred quid
@ time, any day. One could siretch a point.”

“In a sense, it is our duty as citizens to do the best we
ean in the mattah,”” Arthur Augustus remarked. “1T sup-
pose you agweo with me there.”

“(ertainly,”” said Blake. “I don’t know what you're
talking about, but I agree with you. . I always was an
egreeable chap.” : R

“But whethah we could take the money after wunnin’
the chap down, that’s what I'm wathah doubtful about.”

“Whose the chap?” asked Blake, beginning seriously to
wonder whether his aristocratic chum was a little bit off
his “rocker.”” “ And where is he?”’

“ He’s hidin’ in the woods.” .

“0Oh, he's hidin’ in the woods, is he ?”’ said Blake.
he’s got the hundred quid on him ?*’

“ Certainly not !

“Then what's the good of running him down if he’s not
got the hundred quid?”

“We should get the hundwed pounds if we wan him
down,” explained Arthur Augustus. ‘I suppose that’s quite
eleah, even to your bwain.”

“(lear as mud!”’ agreed Blake.

“ Might try in tho New House,” said Herries, who had
been thinking. “Old Figgins would lend us a few bob like
& shot—if he had any.”

“ Wats !” said Arthur Augustus.
take Figgins & Co. into this ideah.
with the hundwed pounds.”

“Yes, we could do with & hundred, or even one!” said
Blake, with a sigh. “Or even five bob wouldn’t come
emiss in the present state of the exchequer!”

“ Then we ought to wiah in, deah boys, and wope in that
bundwed pounds. It isn’§ evewy day you have a chance to

G
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pick up a sum like that. It merely wests to seftle whethah
we should be jusiified in takin’ it.”

< By-p-r-v-r 1

‘I do not wegard that as an intelligent wemark, Blake.
In the first place, it is quite certain that a despewate
chawactah ought to be seized, isn'$ it 77

“Hh? 5; 5

“ He ought to be locked up and put oui of harm’s way,”
argued D’Arcy. “T think there cannot be any dispute
about that, deah boys.”

““ What the dickens——

“ But whethah we can take the money—h'm!

35

Of course,

“it could not be called blood-money, because it’s only a

question of collarin’ the chap; he isn’t goin’ to be Inng, or
anythin’ like that. Aftah all, if the Government are justified
in.offewin’ us & hundwed pounds for doin’ it, we must be
justified in takin’ tha hundwed pounds. The Government
o{:igfhj:’ to know best. They are oldah than we are—consider-
ably.’

“If we were in funds,” said Blake, “I’d buy you a strait-
walstcoat ! Does this kind of thing run in your family, or
are you the only dotty one?”’

“You uttah ass!”’

“ Let’s go over to the New House,” said Herries. “We
may be able to make a raise out of Figgins & Co., or
Redfern.”

Arthur Augustus planted himself before the open door-
way of the study and raised his hand.

“1 insist upon your listening to my wippin’ scheme, you
uttah asses! I tell you there is a hundwed pounds pwracti-
(-ally goin” beggin’ 17 .

= R

‘“ Weally, Blake—-""

“ Bow-wow !

“You fwabjous chump——

“Come on!” said Blake. *“ Wc'll go over and see Iiggins,
Are you going to get out of the doorway, Gussy, or are we
to walk over you?”

“I wefuse to get out of the doorway, and It wefuse

distinctly to be walked ovah! I am goin’ to explain o you
cillay chumps—— Yah, oh, ow! Bai Jove!”
. There-were hurried footsteps in the passage, and three
juniors ran into the study—and into Arthur Augustus as he
stood with his back to the doorway. They were Tom Merry
and Manners and Lowther, the Terrible Three of the Shell.
Arthur Augustus staggered forward as the Shell fellows
crashed into him from behind, and fell upon Blake’s breast,
his arms whirling round Blake’s neck. Blake grinned chees-
fully, and hugged his aristocratic chum so hard that D’Arcy
gave a howl of anguish.

“Ow, ow! You ass! Welease me!”

“ Certainly ! said Blake. .

He released Avthur Augustus so suddenly that the swell
of the Fourth sat down on the study carpet. A little cloud
of dust rose from the caipet, and a roar from Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy. :

“Yawooh !”

’

CHAPTER 2.
Convict 101,
b AVE you chaps heard "’
H Tom Merry asked the question breathlesslyv.
The Terrible Three had evidently rushed inte
Study No. 6 with news.

“That depends,” said Blake. “ We've heard Gussy talking
like an ass for the last ten minutes, Nothing else.” 2

“ Weally, Blake—"

Arthur Augustus picked himself up, and searched about
the study frantically for a clothes-brush. He was very
dusty.

“ (ussy has been dreaming dream of hundreds of quids,”
said Digby. ““We were talking to Him gently and humour-
ing him. I've read somewhere that that’s the best way with
lunaties !”

“You fwightful ass, Dig— & :

“But what’s the news?’ asked Blake.
been ragging you?”’ -

“Oh, no,” said Tom Merry;: “more serious than that!
There’s a notice on the board——"

“Tve scen notices on the board before,” yawned Blake.,
“In fact, quite a lot.?

“ Ass! This is from the Head. Bounds are drawn, in.
Nobody to go out of the school gates until further orders,
excepting in company with a master.”

“ Wha-a-at !

‘“Bai Jove!l”

“Rotten !”

¢ What on earth for?” ecxclaimed Blake
“T'm jolly well not going to stand it, for onel

“ New. House

indignantly.
9
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Suddenly a change came ove the man’s sullen, desperate face. As Cutts stood looking down upon him, the sun-
light through the broken roof gleamed on Cutts’s hard, clear-cut face. And a sudden flush of recognition came into
the convict’s eyes! He panted breathlessly.

‘ Master Cutts(”  (See Chapter 8.)

¢ Wathah nob!” .

“The convict,” Tom Merry explained.

¢ FEh? What conviet?”

“There's a convict escaped from Blackmoor Prison.
Frightfully desperate character—he half-killed a warder in
getting away, and he’s hiding now somewhere in the woods
or on the moor. And the Head is afraid he may go for us
if he drops on us. Awful rot, of course; but just like these
blessed headmasters!” said Tom Merry disparagingly.

“ By Jove!” said Blake. * What's his name—or, rather,
his number ?”

“ His name’s Racke, and his mumber’'s 101,” said Tom -

Merry. * There's a full deseription of him in the Rylecombe
paper—a thick-set man, short and stumpy, with a bulldog
In broad-arrows, of course—he hasn’t
been able to get a change of clothes so far as anybody
knows. That’s what he’ll be looking for, of course—a change
of clothes, and some change in the way of cash. I suppose
it would be rather dangerous to run into him.”

Blake chuckled.

1 don’t suppose he’d want to change into Etons,” he
remarked; “and, even if he’s a small man, he would be too
big for our clobber. I don’tsee the danger, and I don’t see
keeping inside gates till the bobbies run him down. There

wettSa  THE MYSTERY, OF THE PAINTED ROOM ! °

was a convict escaped before, and he was quite a barmless
chap. You fellows saw him.”

“This one is different,” said Tom Merry., “He's an
awful character. The paper says that when he was arrested
ho nearly killed two policemen, and he's expected to put -
up a fight when they wcollar him.* You can guess how
anxious they are to get hold of him—there’s a reward of a
hundred pounds offered for him.”

* A hundred pounds!” exclaimed Blake and Herries and
Digby together.

“Yes; a hundred pounds reward!”

“Is that what you were blabbing about, Gussy?” asked
Blake, a light breaking upon his mind. :

“1 was not blabbin’, deah boy!"”

#Ts that the hundred quid 2"’ shouted Blaka.

“ That’s the hundwed. soveweigns—- %

“ Quids—"

“ Soveweigns——" ;

“My hat! So Gussy was thinking of trailing down ths
giddy convict to his lair, and collaring the hundred quid!”
chuckled Herries. © Oh, crumbsi” ;

* Ha, ha; hal” :

7 wegard it as a wippin® ideah!” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. ©We should be backin’ up law and ordah,
Tue Geyu Lisrarr.—No. 301
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and welievin’ the countwy of a vewy despewate chawactah.
And the hundwed pounds would come in veiy useful.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”? roared the Terrible Three. :

“T fail to see anythin’ whatevah to cackle at. You chaps
know that I’ve got a gift as an amateur detective. You
wememlah the time I ?potted Levison in one of his wotten

ames—quite up to Sherlock: Flolmes or Sexton Blake!

Vith me as the leadab, there is newweason why we shouldn’s
wope him in.” -

Tom Merry wiped his eyes. :

“Fancy Gussy as a convict-hunter! Ha, ha, hal”

“1 twust you fellows are goin’ to back me up. You
Bhell chaps can comse into it if you like; only, of course, it
1s undahstood that I am leadah! I don’t want to pub myself
forward in any way; but a mattah like this wequires a
fcllow of tact and judgment !”’

‘¢ Hra, hra, . ha1”

“Weally, you silly asses——""

“Ha, ha, 13173, I'”” roared the juniors. ;

Tho idea of the swell of 8t. Jim's tracking down the
desperate No. 101 and capturing him threw the juniors
almost into hysterics. They roared, and they yelled, while
Arthur Augustus glowered at them indignantly through his
eyeglass. The swell of St. Jim’s was in deadly earncst, and
he did not see anything funny in his scheme.

“If you wottahs cannot be sewious—"’

f“Ha, ha, ha !’ o

T shall ewoss ovah to the New IHouse, and take Figgins
& Co. into the ideah,”’ said Arthur -Augustus. “I gave you
¢haps first chance, as you are my fwiends——" ;

“’Ha, ha, SEAE

“Oh, wats!”

Arthur Augustus stalked out of Study No. 6, and closed
the door after him with unnecessary force. Blake sank into
the armchair and gasped: =~ : :

“Oh, my cnly Aunt Sempronia! If that doesn’s take the
calke—fairly put the lid on! Imagine Gussy hunting the
giddy convict! Ha, ha, ha!” .

And the juniors roared again at the idea. . 5 :

“ T wonder what Figgins & Co. will say to his suggestion ?”
ehuclkled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha !

ha 1"

“  And the juniors waited with much curiosity for Arthur

‘Augustus D’Arcy’s return from the New House. He came
in about ten minutes later, and they stared. There was a
change in the appearance of the swell of St. Jim’s. Ie was
hatless, there was dust on his elegant trousers and his
handsome jacket, and his collar was torn, and his necktie had
vanished. i :

Tt looked as if the swell of the School House had been
discovering trouble on the other side of the quadrangle.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry., “Have you meb
No. 101 already, Gussy?”’

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“No, you ass!” gasped D’Arcy. “I have been tweated
with gwoss diswespect! I wegard Figgins as a wottah, and
Kerr ¢s a wottah, and Fatty Wynn as a wottah! Ow!”

“Didn’t they cotton to the idea?’ asked Blake
sympathetically.

“Yaas, wathah! TFiggins had the awful cheek to say that
he had alweady thought of it himself, and they were goin’
iﬁ wun down the despewado,” said Arthur Augustus

dignantly.  ““Of course, I wemarked that I couldn’t
possibly allow that, and as they wefused to give up the
wdeah, I gave them a feahful thwashin’ !”

“Well, you look as if somebody’s been getting a fearful
idhr_ash?ip’g " grinned Blake. ¢ Did you leave them dead or

ying 7’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They had the fwightful impertinence to chuck me out !”
eonfessed Arthur Augustus. I had not finished thwashin’
them when they chucked me out.”

s “Ha, ha, ha!”?

“J do not wegard it as a laughin’ mattah!

elobbah! I wegard them as beasts!
oin’ to allow them to hunt for my
wash the whole of the New House !”’

“You don’t mean to say that Figgins & Co. are going io

Look at my
Of course, I am not
convict, if I have to

look for that hundred quid?”’ exclaimed Tom Merry, in

estonishment.
“Yaas, wathah!”
“« My hat 1
* And they had the cheek to say that it would be one up
for the New House, and they couldn’t wisk spoilin’ the
whole thing by letting School House duffahs into it!” said
Arthur Augustus, with deep indignation.
“The ohsek!” said Blage warmly.  “Look here, you
ohaps, if the New House is going for the hundred quid,
#t’s up to the School House to do the same! They're not
going to go one better than us!” 2
“ Hear, hear!”” said Tom Merry heartily.
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“THE MAGNEY '’ LIBRARY,
.. Every Monday. . .

Qur Gompanion Papers. "~TEEUNYINR

“It’s our idea!” said Blake.  Gussy thought of it first.:
We'll look for the giddy conviet; and if we find Figgins & .
Co. looking for him, too, we’ll jolly well bump them, and
rag them, and teach them not to poach on our ground!”

‘“Hear, hear!” o

“Yaas, wathah, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus, with .
great satisfaction. ““ Of course, it’s undahstood that I am’
leadah!”’ :

To which six voices replied at once, and with wonderful
unanimity : E :

 Rats

CHAPTER 3.
Rival Convict-Hunters.
NE HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD !
Those words, in large letters, were to be read
on most of the hoardings and dead walls in Wayland
and Rylcombe. ¢
.‘;]fherev was unusual excitement in the quiet country-.
side. :

Jonas Racke—Convict 101—had broken out of Blackmoer
Prison, and warders and mounted constables were seeking
him far and wide. -

But in the deep woods and the wide moor that lay
around St. Jim’s there were many nooks and recesses where:
a desperate man could hide, and several days had passed
without the track of the escaped convict being found.

That he was still in the vicinity was pretty certain, but
his hiding-place remained to bo discovered. ;

And the IHead of St Jim’s, under the circumstandes, =
deemed it wise to draw the school bounds as close as the
school gates. . b

There was certainly danger in meeting the hunted man-—
hungry, desperate, and reckless as he was. So, at all events,
it seemed to the Head. But the St Jim’s fellows did net
tale the same view., 3 : ;

They would rather have run risks than hatve been confined
to the limits of the school walls. :

Indeed, the Boy Scouts of St. Jim’s would have been very
pleased to join in the hunt which was exciting the whole :
neighbourhood, and some of the bolder spirits suggested a
deputation to the Head on the subject; to ask permission.
But nebody wanted to be in the deputation, so Dr. Holmes *:
was not approached on the subject. 5 e

But, in spite of the new order about the school houn
good many of the fellows had made up their minds in privat
that they were not going to be left ous of the fun. Kiggin
of the Fourth was quite cloguent on the subject in his study
in the New House. = o Bl

“ Tt isn’t the hundred quid!” said Figgins.
hundred guid would come in handy

Fatty Wynn rubbed his well-filled waisteoat, and sighedi

“ Yes, wouldnt it7” he said dreamily. ]

““ But the beastly convict is keeping us penned up in the
school I”” went on Figgins. ‘“ The police won't be able to
find him. He may be hanging around for weeks. We can’t
stay within gates for weeks, while they’re looking in the
wrong direction for Conviet 101.” !

“ Of course we can’t!’ agreed Kerr.

“If he didn’t want us to collar him he should have chosen
some other place to hide in,” said Figgins. ‘‘ He’s no right
to lurk about here, keeping us penned up. It’s up to us to
clear him out.”

‘“ Hear, hear ¥’

‘ Besides, the School House duffers have made up their
minds to do it—at least; D’Arcy has, and the others won’t let
him run into danger alone. Now, it’s up to us, as cack-
house of St. Jim’s, to give them the kybosh !’

“ Ves, rather.” :

¢ Besides,” said Figgins generously, ‘they’ll be getting
into danger, you know. They’re not really up to a thing
of this kind. Wo can’t let those benighted kids run inte
danger.”

“ Certainly not!” ]

“So we're going to track down the giddy comnviet, and
catch him,” said Figgins. “‘It’s his own'fault for coming
rcund here. We didn’t ask him to come.”

“ How are we going to catch him?’ asked Kerr.
a Seottish youth, and eminently practical.

*Oh, that’s a detail !’ said Figgins, with a wave of the
hand. ¢ There are lots of ways of catching him. We've got
to—to find out where he is, you know, and—and ecollar him,
and—and then he will be caught, of course.”

“Quite simple ! said Kerr blandly.

“Ti’s a half-holiday to-morrow,” said Figgins. “ I suggest
that we spend it in hunting for til? giddy convict. ‘The gates

“ Of course, a -

Kerr was

will be closed, but there's a wall.’”” .
““ What about the footer?”’
“Wo can cut the footer for once.””




: Eve;jy Wednesday.

* But it’s a House match.”

$:7 know it-is, but I've bsen thinking. We don’t want to
Bo pigs. Lot the other fellows have a show in the House
mabch;” said Figgins genercusly. * Reddy talks a_lot about
g able-+to captain a footer team. Well, Reddy can be
gkipper to-morrow.  After all, we've only got the School
EHouse to beat.”

“There’ll be a row if we're caught out of bounds.”

“ Let there be! Besides, wo sha'n't be caught.”

¢ QOh, all right!’ said Kerr, ¢ T'm game, if you are
Anyway, it- will-be a run, and-as for staving within gates
until the convict’s caught, that’s ali rot!” :
¢ Utter vot!” said Figgins.

And the next afternoon, instead of chavging for the junior
football match, Figgine & Co. prepared for their expedition.
Over in the School House another party was preparing for
the same business. Tom Merry was captain. of the junior

éleven in the School House, but Tom Merry, like Figgins,-

was fecling generously disnosed to let another fellow have the
honour that afternoon. ;
“T'm going to rely on you this afternoon, Blake,”” he said,

fetting the Fourth-Former in the passage, and speaking very.

soriously. : : -
“ Are you?” said Blake agreeably.
“ Yes.  You're going to captain the team against the New
House kids.” . -
Blake shook his head.
4 Can’t be did ! he replied fersely. .
#* Oh, come, yow're up to it for once !” Tom Merry urged.
& Py up to it all the time, so far as that goes,” said Blake.

“ But I've got something else on this afternoon, and I'm.

going to ask you to fill my place in the team.”
- ¢t Look here,-Blake—"" .

s Look here, Tom Merry—

Tom Merry burst info a laugh.

“ Well, Kangaroo can captain the team,” he said. “1'm
going to put in Reilly and Ray and Vavasour instead of
Lowther, Manners, and myself. It's only fair to zive them a
look-in in a House match.”

3

“ And you can find four more, instead of us,” said Blake.
v < B ) : i4 3 si T
Yass, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arey.® * I'm

sowwy to leave the team in the lurch, deah boys, bui when
duty calls, you know.”

Y hear that Figgins & Co. aren’t playing this afternoon,”
grinned Digby. ¢ They're going on the same game.”’

“ Well, if Figgins & Co. are out of the New Hcuse team
our side needn’t be up to concert pitch,” said Tom Merry
thoughtfully. . “ I'll give Gore a chance, and Kerrnish and
Rook. They're all pretty good.”

Thero was good news that afternoon for fellows who were
keen to get into the House junior team. Xangaroo, the Corn-
stalk fellow in the Shell, was glad to relieve Tom Merry of
his duties as skipper, and, indeed, he remarked that he looked
upon that arrangement as a decided improvement in the
team. The Tetrible Three and the chums of Study No. &
were at liberty to take the trail of the hidden convict. Arthur
Augustus was_ thinking out very seriously the question of
equipment. That was certainly an important matter. The
convict might have a bludgeon, and, anyway, he was a
muscular fellow, and very dangerous at close guarters.
Arthur Augustus’s opinion was that it was necessary to go
armed. ;

“ No good twyin’ to tackle a wuff wuffian with our fists,
deah boys,” he remarked wisely. * You see, this man Wacke
is a vewy wuff beast, and I don’t pwesume for a moment that
he would fight fair. He might give one of us a feahful cwack
on the nappah with a stick, and where should we be then?”

¢ Tn hospital, very likely,” -said Monty Lowther.

“ Yaas; so 1 think wo had better take arms with us.’

“Tegs will be more useful if we meet the conviet,”
suggested Lowther.

“Pyay be sewious, deah boy. We oughi to go armed. I
think I had bettah take a wevolvah, and then there will be
no dangah.” : A

“ Not to the convict,” agreed Lowther., ¢ But what about

v 977
us!

S5 n, ba,iha

¢ Weally, Lowthah——""

¢ You're not going to play with firearms, my son,” said
Blake. ° Besides, where are_you going to get a revolver?
Weo don’t keep one in the study.”

»

£ Mr. Wailton keeps one in his studay, ever sincé the time

there was a burglawy heah,’ said Arthur Augustus. *“I'm
goin’ to bowwow it.”

“Ves, I can see him lending it to you!”' grinned Tom
Merry. * Now, if you fellows are ready, we'll start, They're
beginning the footer already, and we can get out now without
being seen.”

“ T must weally have a wevolvah!”

“ Come on!” -

“ Weally, you fellahs——"
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¢ Pake his other arm, Herries.”

_““You uttah asses! You wottahs!
Yawooh!”

With his affectionate” chums grasping him by either arm,
Arthur Augustus was walked rapidly away, and Mr. Railton’s
revolver was left undizturbed. On the playing-fields theve
were two football matches going on, and it was a good oppor-
tunity for the juniors to cscape unobsérved. There was a
corner of the quadrangle where the trees shaded the wall
from view, and towards that spot Tom Merry & Co. directed
their steps. As they came through the trees the sound of a
voice fell upon their ears. -

“ (3ive me a bunk up, Kerr!”

15 was the voice of Figgins of the Fourth. =

“ Bai Jove!” murmured Avthur Augustus D’Arvey. “ The
New House boundahs! The uttah wascals, they are goin’ to
look for my convict,” . : :

- % Shush ! murmured Tom Merry.

“ Weally, you know——"

“ They're going to be stopped!” said Tom Merry, peering
through the clump of old clins. * There are only three of
them, and we're going. to stop them.”

* Good egg !’ said Blake.

“ But they'll follow us when we're gone out,” said Manners.
- ¢ No, they won't! Cut off to the house and get a rope
while we collar them.”

“-Ha, ha, “hg!?

* Manners ‘dashed away towards the School House. - Figgins
& Co. had heard the chuckle, and they looked round quickly
on their guard at once. Tom Merry waved his hand.

“ Charge, Chester, charge!” 3

And the School House juniors charged.

Welease me! T insist?

CHAPTER 4.
Held by the Enemy!
o ACK up, New House !’ shouted Figgins. ‘

B Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn lined up at once. They

had hoped to get out of the school unseen and ua-
suspected by their rivals of the School House. But they had
chosen an unlucky moment. They were discovered, and the
odds were against them. Tom Merry & Co. charged,
and the New House trio were driven back to the wall,
resisting manfully. Tom Merry and Lowther rolled
over, roaring. But then Iiggins went down, with Herries
and Digby clinging to him, and Kerr sprawled on the ground
under Blake, and Fatty Wynn was collared by D'Arcy. Tom
Merry was up in a moment, and rushing to tge aid of Arthur
Augustus, and Fatty Wynn was brought down with a bump,
and Tom Merry sat on his chest.

* Ow !’ gasped Fatty Wynn. *° Gerroff my chest!”

“ Done ’em !’ grinned Blake.

“ Hurrah I

“ Bwavo, deall boys! Down with the New House! Si§
on him hard, Tom Mewwy, deah boy ! The beast has wuined
my necktie!”

“ (berroff 17 stuttered Fatty Wybnn breathlessly. “I've got
jam-taris in my pockets—grooh l-you're squashing them !
Ow! I'm sticky! Ow!l”

““ Ha, ha, ha !l”

“ Rescue, New House " bawled Figgins,

But therc was little chance of that shout being heard. All
the fellows were on the playing-fields. But Herries jammed
Figgins's handkerchief into Figgius's mouth, and effectually
silenced him, in case some stray New House fellow should be
within hearing.

Figgins gurgled into silence.

“ Yook liere,”’ gasped Kerr, “chuck it!
oukly )

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ Your mistake-vou're not going out. Don't you know
that it's wrong for juniors to go out of bounds?” he asked
severely.

“Why, you rotter, you're going out yourself!"
Kerr. .

“ Quite a different watter, my son, You New Ifouse kids
hiave got to be kept in order. We can’t allow you_to break
bounds in this reckless way. It's up to us, as coc®house of
St. Jim’s, to look after yow.” :

“ Yon—you—you — - stuttered -Kerr furiously.

¢ Besides, vou're going to look for my convict,” said
Avthur Augustus, with great indignation. 1 wegard
Conviet 101 as pwactically my pwivate pwoperty. Those
hundwed soveweigns and that conviet belong to me. - I'm
whackin' them out with these fellows, but you New Ilouse
bhoundahs are barred.”

“We'lll jolly well come, all the same, you beasts!”
spluttered Fatty Wynn. # Ow! You're squeezing the jam
through my clothes I

“Ha, ba, ha!”

¢ Can't let you out of bounds,” said Pom Merry, shaking
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his head. *“You might run into danger, you know. Be-
sides, the School House is going fo rope in that giddy con-
vict, You've gob to give us your word, honour bright, not to
break bounds to-day.” :

“Rats P’

i “ Here's the rope,” said Manners, coming through the
rees,

“Good egg! Tie all their wrists together,”

* Ha, ha, ha!” o

Figgins & Co. vecommenced to sivuggle, but they were
pinned down by the School Housé juniors, and they had no
chance. Manners calmly proceeded to knet the rope round
their wrists, and six wrists were tied in a bunch together.
Manners did not spare the knots. He used up a good deal
of rope, too. When he had finished, the three heroes of the
New House were helpless prisoners.  Then they-were allowed
fo rise to their feet, and they stood looking at one another
with infuriated looks. :

“ Oh, you rotters!” gasped Figgins.

“Put the end of the rope round this tree and tie it,”
directed Tom Merry.

“ What-ho I? - :

The rope was securely bound to the free. Figgins & Co.
stood with their bunched hands on the bark of the tree.
Tom Merry & Co. surveyed them with much satisfaction.

“ Now, we'll let you loose if yow'll give your word to leave
eour convict alone,” said Tom Merry. x

“ Rats I’

“Yah!”

“Go and cat coke !”

Thus Figgins & Co. ) :

“Right-ho! Then we'll be off. Come on, you chaps !’

And the School House juniors climbed the wall ohe by
one, and dropped into the lane ovtside. - Monty Lowther was
the last to go, and he paused on the wall for a moment to
kiss his hand to the infuriated New House juniors. Then
he, too, disappeared. A chuckle was heard floating back
from the lane, and the School House party were gone.

Figgins & Co. looked at one another with feelings too decp
for words. It was a sudden and inglorious end to their
expedition before it had fairly started.

* ¢ QOh, the rotters!” murmurcd Figgins wildly. ¢ We're
fairly dished! And if we're found tied up like this, the
whole school will simply howl over it.”

“We've got to be found, or we shall have to stay here all
}xh(f &’l;fternoon 17 growled Fatty Wynn., * Better yell for

e

““Sherrup! We can work this blessed rope loose in-time.
Don’t bring a gang of grinning duffers round us by yelp-
tng!” said Figgins crossly. :

“I¢'1l take @ jolly long time,” groaned Fatty Wynn, “and
F'm sticky all over! I’ve got jam all over me! Grooh!”

“Serve you joMy well vight "’ Figgins was very ecros.
“Why ecouldn't you leave the tarts alenc for once?
Brrrr-r |” ; .

“Well, we should have got hungry, you know; and—— A

““Oh, cheese it! 1f you want to gnaw something, gnaw

this rotten rope!”
- And the three juniors started on the rope. But Mannecrs
had tied those knots scientifically, and they were not easy to
negotiate. Half an hour passed, and the New House trio
were still prisoners.

“ And those rotters are hunting our convict all the time !”
gaid Figgins sulphurously. “ They'll collar-him, and geb
our hundred quid.”

“Let’s yell I’ said Fatty Wynn desperately.

“Hallo! Here's somebody coming !”’

TFootsteps approached the spot. Figgins's
.broke into a grin.

“Some more bounders coming heve to break bounds,” he
murmured. I suppose there’ll be a regular procession this
way, since the Head’s order ?”

“My bat! It's Cutts!” said Kerr,

Clutts of the Fifth came through the trees towards the wall.
He caughi sight of the three juniors, and stopped, and
stared af them in amazement,

“You young asses! What are you up to?” he demanded.

“Let us loose, Cutts, old man!” said Figgins,

Clutts grinned as he saw how the New House trio were
tied. Cutts was-a School House fellow, but the Fifth Form
were far too lofty to take part in the House rags with which
the juniors made things lively at St. Jim’s. And Cutts of
the Fifth was very much down on Tom Merry & Co., so
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there was really no reason why he should not have released
the New House fellows. But he made no meotion to do sa, -

“Who tied you up there 7’ he asked.

“A votten gang of School House rotters!”
Figgins. “I say, cut this rope, will you, Cutts?”

*“No, T won't !”” said Cutts. “I suppose you came hero te
break bounds—eh? I dor’t see what else yeu'd be in this
corner for.” :

““ Ahem I””

“ You know the Head’s orders, I suppose 7’7 said Cutts,

“Mind your own business,” said Figgins independently,
“You're not a prefect—and yowre not in our House, anys
way. If you won't let us loose, you can go and eat cokel”

*Haverany other juniors gone out 7"’ asked Cutts.

“Find out!” : : 2

“Don’t you know it’s dangerous, with an escaped convich
Iurking about the place 7’ said Cutts. * Whoever tied you
up there did you a good turn, and T'll leave you there.*
And Gerald Cutts went towards the wall.

“Why, you rotter,” howled Figgins, *you’re going fo
break ‘bounds yourself !”’

Cutts made no reply, but drew himself up on the wall
He had ‘evidently come there with the intention of breaking
bounds.

“Give my kind regards to the sportsmen at the Green
Man,” said Kerr sarcastically.  “And don't forget to re-
niember me to Griggs, the bookie.”

¢ And put on a bob each way for me!"” said Fatty Wynu.

Cutts made no reply to these remarks. Cuits was the
black sheep of the School House, and Figgins & Co. had
little doubt that he was bound upon one of his little ex-
peditions which were whispéred of among the juniors.
Gerald Cutts cultivated manners and customs that would
certainly have earned him the ‘“sack” if they had become
known to the Head.

It was not so very long since Cutts of the Fifth had plotted
with a bookmaker to give away a match in which he played
for St. Jim’s, and Fatty Wynn had been the means of des
feating him. That had not endeared the fat Fourth-Former
to Gerald Cutts. The Fifth-Former glanced back at the
tied-up juniors and grinned, and then dropped from the
wall into the road.

Figgins grunted.

“No luck! The beast might have untied us! This is all
through you showing him up over the Wallaby match, Fatty,
vou fat bounder!”

“Tet’'s yell for some of the fellows,” mumbled Fatty
Wynn. “I’'m sticky all over! And I'm getting hungry.”

“Rats! We're not going to get a grinning crowd round
us !’ growled Figgins, *“ Wait till we get loose.”

““ Look here—"

¢ Shurrup !”

And Figgins & Co. worked away more or less patiently at
the rope. They were released at last, and Fatty Wynn made
a bee-line for the School shop. His exertions had made him
hungry. Kerr regarded Figgins doubtfully.

“ Are we going now ?” he asked.

“Of course we are!’ growled Figgins. Do you think
we're going to let ourselves be done in the eye by those
School House bounders? Come on! Blow Fatty! IHe can
gorge himself on jam-tarts while we're roping in the giddy
convict ! i

And Figgins and Kerr dropped from the school wall—
yather late for their expedition—but, as Figgins said, better
late than never.

grunted

CHAPTER 5.
A Great Catch,
TOM MERRY & CO. halted in the wood, somewhat at a

loss.
They had started out on. the expedition chiefly with
the intention of going one better than Figgins & Co.
of the New House, and without any very clear idea of how
they were to run down the hidden convict. :

But that problem faced them now that they had arrived
upon the scene of operations.

Somewhere in the dark woods that stretched for miles on
"miles, somewhere, perhaps, on the wide moor towards Way-
land, the hunted man was lying concealed.

But where?

A dozen warders and mounted policemen had hunted for
him for days, and they had found no trace of the man; only
traces heré and there where he had contrived to purloin food.

Tom Merry & Co. realised that they had taken on a task
of an unusually large size, and they stood on the footpath
and gazed at one another dubiously.

Round them the wind was whistling through the wood,
'bearing. off the dead leaves that fluttered continually from
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the hranches. The trees wers go stripped of foliage that it
was easy to ses t6 a great distance into the wood. And the
masses of dead leaves retained traces of a trail where a foof
passed; but a good many feet passed on that footpath, from
Rylcombe Lane to Wayland. The conviet might have passed
there, but there was no way of discerning his track from the
others. He might be lurking near them in some spot where
the trees grew in thick clumps, but if he was, they could
not see him. After some. moméhts of silence, Tom Merry
burst into a laugh.

“ We might as well have left this to Figgins & Co.!” he
remarked. *° T admit that I don’t know just where to jump
on No. 101.”

- % Gussy's leader,”
he'll lead us.” :

“Good,” said Blake, ‘Let him run on ahead like a dog,
and follow his instinct.”

¢ Weally, Blake~—-""

* That will lead him to a tailor’s shop,” said Lowther.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ Pway don’t cackle, deah boys. The convict may be just
behind, for all you know. We don’t want to alarm him;
my ideah :s to take the wottah by surpwise. If I had Mr.
Wailton’s wevolvah I would covah him with it, and—""

. You couldn’t,” said Lowther, with a shake of the head.
" Why not?” demanded Arthur Augustus.

¢ A vevolver isn’t big enough to cover a conviet.
thinking of an umbrelia.”

““ You uttah ass! I mean 1 should covah him~—I should
point the.revolver at him, vou know, and say ‘ Hands up !’ ”’

“ And suppose he didn’t put his hands up 7"

“Well, he would, you know; it’s only playin’ the game
to put your bhands up when you're covahed with a wevolval.
Howevah, owin’ to you wottahs, I haven't any wevolvah!”

“ And you haven’t any conviet at present,” grinned
Manners. "

" Wo're going to find him. I am glad you chaps have had
sense enough to admit that I am leadah——""

“On, lead on, Macduff I"" said Lowther. If we're going
on a wild-goose chase, we may as well be lead by one duffer
as another. Pile in.”

¢ 1 ghall have to think it out a bit.”

* What with?” asked Lowther.

Arthur Augustus did not reply to that impertineut ques-
tion. He wrinkled his noble brows in deep thought, and
pursed his lips, and-a faraway look came into his eyes. He
was evidently thinking hard. The juniors stood and looked
at him with grinning faces. Monty Lowther drew a little
bebkind the swell of St. Jim's, and made a motion with his
hand in the small of D'Arcy’s back, as if winding him up.
D’ Arcy was so deep in thought that he was quite unconscious
of it. A roar of laughter from the juniors woke him out of
his reverie. g :

“ Weally, you fellows; Lowther, you ass; weally, this iz
too bad. I have to do all the thinkin’, and weally, you
shouldn’t intewwupt; I've thought of a plan.”

“Pile in 1

“ The convict is most likely t6 be found in the place where
he is most lkely to hide, deah boys—-""

“Greas S 7 exclaimed Lowther, in astonishment.
“Did vou work that out in your head, Gussy?”

% Ha, ha, hal”

# Yaas; I did, you duffah. Now, when a chap’s hiding’ him-
self, nawuwally he looks for the nlace where he can find the

D So I should think, deah boys, at all events.

Suppose we twy the wuined castle first? A chap might hide
theie in the wuins, you know, and skunk away into the
] if he was spotted there. We'll make for the old castle
first, and have 2 look wound.”
 The police have searched it,” said Blake.
“Wass, but I twust we have more bwains than the police.”
““Yes, I forgot that. Come on.”

he ict-hunters marched through the wood towards
the old cast It was a mere shell of a building—a ruin
perched on the side of Wayland Hill. In the summer it was
much frequented by picn. kers, but in the chill days of
November it was quite deserted save by an occasional tourist.
The juniors came through the shattered gateway, picking
their way among fallen blocks of masonry, towards the

said Monty Lowther. * Let’s see where

You're

3

shaky steps that gave admittance to the vaults under the

castle. There was no sign of anyone but themselves in the
ruins—but Arthur Augustus halted suddenly, with all the
eagern ss of a keen Boy Scout in his face. e had discovered
a ‘‘sign.’

‘“ ook heah, deah boys!”

Recent rain had softencd the soil, and in the muddy earth
there was the print of a foot! D’Arcy’s eyes gleamed with
excitement as he pointed it out.

The juniors gathered round and looked at it, grinning. 1t
was the print of an elegant boot, such as a very well-dressed
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follow wounld wear, and was not likely fo belong to the
escaped convict. - But it certainly proved that someono had
recently been in the riiins. : :

“Thaere is the wascal's footpwint, deah boys.”

Do they have fashionable bootmsakers at Blackmoor
Prison?’' asked Lowther innocently. =

“ Ahem! The man may have changed his boots since he
escaped. Naturally he would do so if he got a chance, in
case his twack should be discovahed,” said Arthur Augustus
sagely. “ This twack is vewy wecent.”

“ How do you know ?”

Arthur Augustus smiled with the superiority of a Boy Scout
who knew his business thoroughly. :

“ Wegard it!" he said. “The impwession of the boot is
bein’ filled up by the watah fwom this puddle—but it is
not quite filled yet. It is only a mattah of minutes, howevah.
My deah fellows, it is not five minutes since that footpwint
was made."” :

“By Jovel!” said Tom Merry. * Gussy’s right. Of
course, it wasn't the conviet; but where is the chap. We
can’t see him here, and if he’s left the ruins while we were
coming up, we should have seen him.”

“ He must be in the vaults,” said Blake.

“Then hLe has gene down without a light,”” remarked
Digby, gazing into the glocmy opening. * If he had & light
we should see some reflection of it. It's dark as pitch down
there.”

The juniors began to feel a little excited.  Who could pos-
sibly have gone down into those gloomy vaults without a light,
unless, indeed, he was a fugitive from justice who dared not
risk making his presence known?

“Bai Jove! We're on the twack alweady, deah boys,” mur-
mured Arthur Aungustus, greatly excited.” “ Don’t make a
woaw ;. we don’t want to alarm him. Listen! We may heah
the wottah movin' about if he is theye."

The juniors listened intently. .

From the silence of the vanlts there came a sudden sound—
the sound of & foot clinking against a stone! Someone was
moving therd!

The juniors caught their breath.

“We've got him, deah boys! Ile’s comin’ up, and we'll
nab him as he comes out,” Arthur Augustus whispered ex-
citedly.

¢ (Got into cover--quick !" muttercd Tom Merry. <

The juniors backed away from the opening, and hurriedly
crouched behind masses of masonvy close at hand. If the
man came up from below to leave the place, he would have
to pass close by them, and he would be within reach. Befores
he could even see them, they could spring upon him.

“ Jump the instant you see him,” muttered Blake. * Ile’s
a desperate chap, and we don’t want fo got our nappers
cracked with a bludgeon.”

“Wathah not "

¢ Listen! He's coming.”

¢¢ Shush, deah boys.” p =

The juniors crouched in cover, their hearts beating viokently.
Who could it be but the convict, lurking in those dismal and
chilly recesses without a light¥ Anyone who had a fancy for
exploring the vaults would certainly have taken a light. It
was impossible to move about in safety without one. Un-
doubtedly it was Jonas Racke—Convict No. 101—and he was
about to fall inte their hands. i

They could hear the footsteps clearly on the shaky old
stone steps. Closer, closer, the unseen individual was out o
the vaults now, in a moment more he must pass the mass of
masonry that hid the juniors, and he would see them then.

A figure in overgoat snd cap came past the edge of the
masonry, and the juniors leaped at once—together! There
was a loud yell from their victim as he went crashing down,
with half a dozen juniors sprawling over him, clutching a
him. And the voice of Aithur Augustus D’Arcy rose in &
chirrup of triumph.

“ Huwway! We've got him! I{‘tiwway g

2

CHAPTER 6,
Caught.
“ N W! Ohl Groogh!”
¢ Hold him tight!”
“ Hands up, you wottah!”
“QOw! Ah! Help! - Groogh!
gconndrels! Let me gerrup!”

The prisoner was sprawling face downwards under the hoap
of juniors; but there seemed to them to be something familiaz
in the muffled voice that came from him, in accents of fury.

11 say, this ain't a conviet,” gasped Blake,

“ Wats ! It's No. 101—hold him—-" /

“Geroff ! You young scoundrels, T'l lick you to death for
this !” :

¢ My hat! Thet’s Cutts’s voice !’ ‘ :
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“ Cutts of the Fifthl”
“ Great Scott 1 - ) >
The juniors released their prisoner as suddenly as if be

had become red-hot all at once” They gazed at Cutts of the.

Fifth in dismay as he staggered to his feet, his face convulsed
with rage. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s jaw dropped. Even
Arthur Augustus had to admit now that it wasn's the
eonvict, o s
Cutts of the Fifth was in an unenviable state. The convict-
hunters, under the impression that he was No. 101, had not
handled him gently.. He had rolled in puddles and mud, and
he was smothered from head to foot, and his collar was torn

ut.

He shook his fists furiously at the dismayed juniors.

“ You young villains! I—T'll smash you! I—ri—

“ Baj Jove, it’s really Cutts, you know [ ; .

“ Awfully sorry, Cutts,” said Tom Merry. “We didn’t
bnpv}v i_t‘; was you. We took you-for somebody -else—honour

right.’

‘“You young lar!’ howled Cutts. 3 £

“ We took you for somebody else of the same kidney,” said
Monty Lowther blandly. ‘“Another chap of your kind,
Cutts—chap who very likely started as you've started—six-
i)enny nap, and pubs of a night—and he’s finished in prison.

hope you won't, but I have my doubts. Take warmng by
Convict 101, Cutts, old man.
eonme a good boy like us!”

The infuriated Fifth-Former made a rush at Lowther; but
tho Co. lined up at once, and Cutts, realising that he had
geven sturdy juniors to deal with if he tackled one, paused.
The big senior could probably have handled two of them, bub
the seven would have made short work of him. And they
wero quite prepared to do it.
tako they had made; but they did not like Cutts. He was a
bully and a blackguard, and they would have handled him
with pleasure,

“ Tt was weally a mistake, Cutts,” said Arthur Augustus.
“ Wo apologise for the mistake most profoundly.. From one
gentleman to anothah. an apology should be quite suffish.”

“0Of course it should.” said Blake. “ If you apologise hard
enough, it will get the mud off his clobber—perhaps.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“VYou are out of bounds. you young rascals!’ said Cutts.
¢ Il report this to your Housemaster. ;

“ Better report yourself at the same time,” grinned Blake.
“ You're out of bounds, too, Cuits. Same order applies to
she Fifth, you know.” )

Cutts bit his Lp. That was quite truc—indeed, he was
moro likely to get into trouble for breaking bounds than
ihe juniors if it were known, for as a senior he should have

nown better. A certain amount of irresponsibility was
gllowable in a thoughtless junior, bus a Fifth-Former was a
genior, and a sense of responsibility was expected of him.

“ Better agree to keep cne another’s little secrets,” smiled
Tom: Merry. “ We won't give you away, Cutts, if you're a
good boy.”

“You young scoundrel I

¢ Better language, please. If you don’t want to roll in
the mud again, you'd better take care how you talk to us.”

“Yaas, wathalh! We certainly shall not allow you to apply
g(zch(_’c.\'ccodingly oppwobwious epithets fo us, Cutts, deah

oy .

“““What were you doing here?” said Cuits, between his

ECtl,

*“That’s our business.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ -

“ You said you mistook me for someone else,
mentioned the conviet

unting for:the convict?’

“Yaas, wathah-~I—I mean, we're not sillay asses, but
we'ro huntin’ for the convict, We thought we had found
%.h‘? f‘?p’ast.. What were you doin’ down thers without a
gt T

“ My lantern: went out. you young ass, and I dropped my
matches, and couldn’t find them in the dark!” growled Cutts.

‘Fhe juniors conuld not help grinning at that simple ex-
planation of the fact that Cutts had been in the dark.

But the Fifth-Former had not explained what he was doing
fn the vaults even with a light, and they could not help
wondering.

Was Cutts of the Fifth after that £100 reward, too?

“Youwd better clear off,”” said Cuits. * By the way, can
¥ou lend me somo matches, one of you?”’ 2

Gerald Cufts was feeling inclined to slaughter the juniors,
eertainly; but that was no reason why he should not ask a
;m'o*.]n' of them. Gerald Cutts was a decidedly practical

outh.

Tom Merry passed a matchbox te Cutts.

“ Now clear off I’ said the Fifth-Former.

“ Wats 1

“ Why should we clear off ¥ exclaimed Tom Merry.
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~ belief is that

They were sorry for the mis-
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know now what we’re here for, and we’re going on. My
ou’re on the-same track.”’

“ What ot !’ said Cutts, * Do you think I've got time to
waste hunting for a convict! That’s for the police to do!”

“There’s a hundred quid reward.”

‘“ Rubbish 1”

“Then what were you doing in tho vaults?”

“ Exploring them, that’s all. I’ve a taste for—for archeo-
logy,”” said Cutts—"in fact, I'm taking it up as a study.”

The juniors grinned. They knew that Cutts was nob_a
truthful person when it suited him to be otherwise; and the
explanation was decidedly lame.

“ Well, we’ll study archzeology, too,”” said Tom Moerry.
“If you've got a lantern, we can all study by the same

ht>?

light.” .

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Will you clear off I” shouted Cutts angrily.

‘‘No, we won't I”? :

Cutts glared at the juniors furiously; but they faced him
with cool independence.. They had as much right thero as
the Fifth-Former had, and they were not to be bullied.
Force was out of the question against such odds, and Gerald
Cutts had to make the best of 1. He picked up his muddy
lantern, jammed it into his overcoat pocket, and turned
away.

“T say, Cutts, if you're going, you may as well lend us
the lantern;” called out Monty Lowther.

Cutts did not reply. He strode away, and disappeared
among the masonry.

“ He's aftah our convict,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘T feel
quite suah of that. The awful wottah? That convict’s ours,
and it’s pwactically burglary on Curts’s part to think of
collahin’ him.”

“Did our respected leader think of bringing a lantern with
him to search the vaults?” Monty Lowther wanted to know.

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of it, deah boys! But that's
all wight. It’s only a quartah of an hour to Wayland, if
}you wun hard. Tom Mewwy can wun there and buy a bike
amp.

“Thanks 1’ said Tom Merry.

“ Pway don’t be a slackah, deah boy. We'll hunt wound
for twaces of the convict while you are gone, and keep an
cyo open for Cutts. It would be just like that wottah to
come sneakin’ back twyin’ to collah our convict.”

“Look here—""

“ Who's leadah of this partay?”’ demanded Arthur Augustus
loftily. ‘“ As commandah, I command you to wun to Way-
land and get a lantern.” Buzz off!”

“ Hear, hear !’ grinned Blake. ‘‘Buzz off! Obey orders!”

“No mutiny on this craft I’ chuckled Digby. * Buck up,
Tommy !

“Tm jolly. well not going to run about all the afternoon!”
roared Tom Merry. “ I came out for a convict, not for a
lantern!”’

“Obey ordahs, deah boy. You call yourself a Boy Scout,
and you back up against the ordabs of your commandah!”
said Arthur Augustus severely. I am surpwised at you,
Tom Mewwy. Wun off at once, and wun like anythin’ !’

Tom Merry breathed hard through his nose.

“Well, Tll go,”” he said. “ But if I ever undertake to
follolzv your lead again, you frabjous, burbling jabber-
wock—"’ ;

“T wefuse to be called a jabbahwock! Cleah off at once!”
said D’Arcy commandingly. “ Here is a half-soveweign.
Jollay luckay I had a wemittance this mornin’!”

Tom Merry took the half-sovercign and started off for
Wayland. Then the other fellows began to cxplore the ruins
for traces of.the convict. No. 101 was certainly concealed
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