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" ‘Knox struggltd furmusly “7ll skin you!” he raved. “I'll report you to Mr, natcllfl and see that he vu
j .+ you severely for this nutrage' Let me get up, hang you!”  (Ses Chapler L)
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CHAPTER 1. Mouty Lowther grinned.
On the Walch, (S If that's the: case, you won't want any tea,

©0M MERRY burst into his study in the Shell passage suppose?” he asked !mmomusls
" at Bt. Jim's w1th 2 wrathful expression upon “QOh, don’t be an ass!” growled Tom Mertv “I’
“usually sunny fac Apparently he was uite up— w1ld—-ﬂxundcrmg wild ! :
get, and he’ glated ab Mannets and Monty Lowther, who “What’s up, old man?”’ asked Mansers curmusly.
wers in the study, as though they. had done him some  “Come to look at your chivyy closely yeu do look fed
pemnai injuty. . i up.’
: “1‘ fed up ™ ﬁt‘om exolmmed hoﬁly. . *Who's been_dlsturhmg t!m sersene aalm of yout mental
‘ L Neoxt W@dnesd.ay. »
- "“FOR THE oLD "OHODLS SAKE!” 'AND “UNDER THE DRAGON!

- a0, 391, (New Beries) Vol 9 (:onri'xkt in th-ﬁnmd Statés of




. tank of boiling oil!”

" haxds-are jolly. sore, and I've

2 THE BEST 30 LIBRARY £@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY, ‘B

equilibrium, fair youth?” asked Lowther, who couldn’t

possibly be serious under any circumstances. - -

7 “I4’s Knox ! replied Tom Merry between his teeth.
After which nothing more need have been said. The

Shell captain’s sympathetic chums-understood perfectly.

Evidently Knox, the bullying prefect; was ou the war-.

pathiagain, Knox usually had periods when his peculiar
. charaeferistics made themselves most- apparent,  This
was undoubtedly one of them. g
“Knox again!"” exclaimed Manners, “What’s the
_trouble this time:” . ) :
Tom Merry rubbed his hands tenderly, o BT
“Oh, the same. as usual!” he replied. “He's in a
towering temper about something—Ilost some money on a
ee-gee, L expeet—and when T just happened to bump into
Eim in the entrance-hall he gave me four swipes with
Lis rotten cane!” . )
. “Disgraceful !’ said Monty Lowther.
bumped into him?” 1
“Well, he happened to be carrying some paper and
ink at thé time;” admitted Tom Merry, “and it natur-
“ally’ got upset. ~ But it' wasn't my. fault. How' the
dickens could I help the Ted ink slopping all over his
face and getting inte his menth®” - e
“You were absolutély blameless!” said Lowther)
“ And he gave me four. swipes—four rotten s
just for bumping inte him ! What do you thisds
“Well, I think Enox ought fo be hung
quartered,” went on Lowtheér, with a
in his voice. *After that it wouldnit
do something really drastic—such opre

e %9
led oM STort

* And you only

“Qh, don’t be funny!’ grow

the afternoon, too.
to-day!” _ Sow b RO E
Manners opened the door. 7 4
*“Well, let’s buzz down -tctaifﬁe s
Aully. % As a matter of fact, we wer
fer you when you thundered in.. Cail
: about, Knox' this afternoon. We've got @n’\
in readiness fof'the away mat_cﬁ next half.

#nd the Terrible Three, ‘“"’E&r’g‘ in fl

J 01[_',: goed,

-sout of their study, mentally
later on—at least, Tom Me

« Monty Lowther privately held'

“been somewhat justified i

" To have r?tii ik }
leak . .

Y

; - originally ¢ame out of ‘th
ringing .them on the suffering puhl
ere brand, sparkling new ! S

*Atcy, looking ‘at: the Terrible Three as they descended.

the stairs. “L wepeat, deak boys, that Knox is nothin’.

bet Dullyin® wuffian R
It

an a
Heat, he
Two hear

emarks meet-with our unanimous approval, Gussy. But

have you been splashing red ink over Knoxy, toof”
“Weally, Lowthah, 1 nevah touch wed ink,” said Arthuy

Augustus. “It is bowwid stuff for gettin® on the fingahs.

_ But somehow Kiox has managed to smothah himself

with the wetched stuff. He was weally a most disgustin”

sight! The uttah beast cut me acwoss the legs with his
“wotten cané!  Did you evah heali of such an outwage?”
~ « Appalling 1" said Monty Lowther golemnly. “Ishould
write to the goverpors about ib, Gussy. In about six

Tr M LlnnAaY.TNo.'ggL L
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‘now I'd give you a taste of
Lo e
uttah beast!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus

hears, in fact,” said Lowther. “Your

- doubtedly brought the
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monthg’ time,-after holding 2 dozen meetings, they will
send - their instructions to the Head, and Knox will be

_placed under arrest for daring to touch your august

person I”

“Pway be sewious, Lowthah,” said Arthur Augustus
reprovingly. “I admit that Enox had good weason to be
in a tempah, but that is no excuse for his caning me.
I happened to meet him, you see, and I merely
gwinned——" .

“Loudly, I suppose?” asked Monty Lowther.

“It.is impossible to gwin loudly, Lowthah. T may
have burst into a chuckle—as a mattah of fact, I believe

I wogred with laughtah. . It was wathah unfeelin’ of me,

but Knox looked extwemely funny. I woared !

“And Enox, T suppose, didn’t see the joke?” asked
Manners.
“No.

boy !

. "I think that quality would be rather lacking in me
if T'd swallowed a gallon of red ink,” chufkled Lowther,
“But you say you roared, Gussy. I siippoge you mean
you goared when Knox tickled your gwldy under-
_stan‘(;l'in ?."’. el

. “Weally, Lowthah, I wefuse:fg¢ifive my legs_weferred
to as undghstg_r_tdin’s 1"asaid Anﬁ&dgusfus gtiﬁiy. “OL-
course, I woared.: My legs are'smartin’ now. L wegard

He is uttahly lackin’ in a sense of humah, deah

- Knox as a howwid bullay I’ :

S - 7
. “Shurrup, Gussy ¥’ murmured Tom Merry, - = .
“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I -dd%-no;/cogngwehe%&‘”’ch'e

i meanin™of that widiculous expwession. As I was sayin', _
h s 3

Xnox is a wottah- $ -

>

‘Rhush, you ass!’ e = e :
i rthur Aupustus had his back to the staircase, and -
[§} ot sec that Enqx, having “cleaned himself, was =

“decending the stairs.” The swell of the Scliool Hougd -
failed to take the hints that were thrust upon him by,

the Terrible Three. *
. “Kiox is a fwigh
to his subject. e

Iy @ "!Juli_:g', but a——>=
Wikt you are not going to be .
ass i -'mu_rmﬁx:eﬁ’ L'(;ﬁthé; e
lffrightfq! i"cﬁ:terfD’Atcé .?," :

glint in" the

ugm,;st;l_ts.. - 50 i

outfive hundred Hues-
I want. them by calling-
veli’t %ot_ them_dorie I shall--
f I had a cane Wwith me

If you

fauble the .imposition. .

“ Bai “Jove, T uttahly

X o ca_reful,'i warned Tom Mexry. “It doesn’t
do to jib. against EKnox—he’s got too much power. I
should ‘advige you to do the lines.” & W z
_“Wesha'i't miss you at ericket,” said Monty Lowther
‘consolingly. -“We’'re having a practice match, I know,
but your absence won't make any difference, Gussy.”

“ Weally, you wottah——" : i

But the Terrible Three walked out, chuckling. They
sympathised with Arthur Augustus, but he had un«

It lhe, had only taken their hints all would have heenm
well, s i )

_ As Tom Merry & Co. crossed the quad they saw that
Enox wag striding towards. the shrubbery, What his
object was they didn’t know, but in reality—but not’ by
‘choice—Enox was bound for further trouble. _He seemed, -
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* gaid D’Arcy, warming .

jat howwibla: ©

»and  grasping. .

unishment upon his ewn head.. -



«-with Diggs.

- robter——"’

" ain’t Clampe at all, Figgy!

" fariodsly. ‘*By George, Tl

.'“.Wa thonght ‘you were Clampe,
accident, -1 assure you., I—T say, if we let you get up,”

“to his feet, breathing hard. . :
“ You young rotters!” he ‘snarled, feeling in. his- .

Every Wadmsda;v. i

. t5 he looking for trouble this afternoon. And on'this
occasion the famous Figgins & Co., of the New House,

were the unconscious culprits,

Figgins & ‘Co. were hidden among the trees, and were
waiting impatiently for Clampe to come along. Clampe
was o Shell fellow, and another denizen of the New

- House. -

“We'll teach him. a giddy lesson!” said the long-
legped Figgins. I heard him say, guite by accident,
that he was going to have a smoke in the wood-shed
T've suspected that Clampe went in for
that rotten game for a long time, and we'll teach him
the error of his ways. His kind uncles are going to
shew him the right path!” :
< Well, it’s past the time now,” said Kerr.
he isn’t coming after all ! . ; -

Of course he ain’tl"’ growled Fatty Wynn. “ Let’s
get back to the study. How am I going to make that
giddy toffee if we stop here .on a fool's errand?”

" Bf you call me a fool—"" began Figgins warmly.

“Well, it was you who suggested it, wasa't it,
Figgy

“ Lok -here, you ass—"’

“ Look bere, you chump—-

¥ Perhaps

32

Tt seemed exfremely probabi;e that the inseparable

chums of the.New House were on the point of guarrel-
ling. Fatty Wynn wanted to make his tofice, but
Piggins, as chief of the *“Co.,” meant.to make if
thoronghly understood, -once and for all, that what he
said ‘“went.”’
started Eerr nudged his two comrades. :

“ Shush, you asses I'* he muttered. ‘“He's coming.”

Figgins & Co. had heen on the watch for ten minutes, -

and they relapsed into instant silence now that Clampe
was approaching. As it happened, it wasn't Clampe at
all—it was Knox. Figgiss & Co. didn't seem to con-
sider the possibility of anymie clse coming that way,
and as soon. as they.heard foststeps they took it for

- granted that Clampe was the .approaching ome. -
te for Figghia & Co,—and

‘Which was rather unfor
for Knox. . g
¢ Here he comes,” murmuy
“ We’ll teach him to smoke,
The footsteps drew mearé
appeared. N e D R T e A
Without even  looking: to see” who the figuve was,
Tiggins & .Co. sprang out. -Kmox, faken utterly by
surprise, was bowled ‘over in'a twinkling. . He .went
down with a terrific thud and gaspeds. - 42 :
“Got bhim '’ roared Figgins, - “Now,

rr. . " Get ready !
3 gunit” i
“and o figure suddenly

o

" O, orumbs?” gasped Fatly Witin, in alarda. It

House !
# My—my onl

hat ! Stittered Tiggins.
“ Get off my c

est, yoit young hounds!" roated Knox
niske you.sit up for- this 1"’
* We—we're awfully -sorry, Enox!” gasped Figgine.
on know, = Quite "an
you won't 2

Knox -struggled furiously.
“ 71’1l skin you!” he raved.

1’1 report you to Mr.

. Ratcliff, and see that he punishes you severely for this

outrage. Let me get up, hang you!”

He struggled harder than ever, and Kerr, who wﬁs :

kneeling upon his chest, Tocked about like a ship in a
heavy sea. Suddenly thers was a dull erash from some-
where in Knbx’s walstcoat, and Enox howled in fury.

* That’'s my watch!” he spluttered.

atch to pieces!” Sy

* Awfully sorry,” said Kerr breathlessly. ‘'L’ you'll
only promise not to report ms—=—" ’

Know went so red in
point of an apoplectic fit. He exerted himself terrifically,
and Figgins & Co. were hurled from him. Enox

&bcket and producing the remnants of his silver watch.
You've smashed it1” - ’ A

2T
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But before the argument had fairly.

etimpe, you

¥ ; 1
It’s Enox of the School

. “ You—you--— .
_ By Jove, T'll half kill you for this! You've smashed my

the face that he seemed on the

jumped

“FOR “THE OLD‘SCHODL'S SAKE!

1)

“Tt was my kree,” said Kerr, “If you hadn't
struggled, Knox——" 3 o

Enox grasped Kerr roughly. . : -

““You've smashed my watch, so T’ll wear yours until
mine is repaired,”’ he said harshly. And before Figgins
and Fatty Wynn could interfere he had wrenched Kerr's
watch from its chain. : e i

“ Yowll have it back when mine’s mended, and not
before I’ he said angrily. .

And ‘Enox strode off, leaving Figgins & Co. simply
speechless with indignation. ) ;

CHAPTER 2.
Kerr, Means Businesa.

% HE—the rotter!” .
“The -burglar!” gasped Figgins,

““He's collared your watch, Kerr!” .
“ My—my silver ‘watch !’ stuttered Kerr  furiously.
© “That was a present from my mater, and. that rotter
will bust it up!” - :
“ T wouldn't stand it!"” said Fatty Wynn warmly,
“My bat! “It's coming it a bit too thick!” . =~
““ Rather I’ agreed Figgins. -

af last.

" Werr hesitated, his face pink with wrath, Then, sud-

denly making up his mind, ke left his chums and ra
across the quad towards the School House. Knox had

. almost redched the entrance when Kefr caught him up.
1T day,"Enox—"' : g s
Knox turied: and glared.

“'Well?” he asked roughly. -
- *“That-that watch was a present,

o, | i you know,”” panted
Keryr., My mater gave it to me, an

T’ve never parted
with it for a second. I wouldn’t even lend it to Figgy
or Wynn!” g
Kiox grinued unpleasantly. -
:‘ Well, you didn’t lend it to me,” he said.
it i
“ Yes, but.it ain’t fair,” protested Kerr heatedly.
1 @ida't smash your—ticker on purpose, Enox ! (]
mistook you for Clampe, and it was quite an accident.
Anid ifyou hadn’t struggled—> 7
* Ruin away ! snapped Knox impatiently. ;i
““But I want.my watch!” roared Kerr. “T'll pay .
- foi the repair of ‘ygurs;-and take it down to the watch-
+ maker’s, if you like.” ;b
“ T dou’t like,”” Tapped out Krox.  Clear off ™ .
¢ But—but it’s burglary 1" shouted the Scottish junior,
& T've offered o pay the damage, and you haven’t got:
any tight to.collar my tizker. It ain't fair, Enox—ib
ain’t’ playing the game !
Knox chuckleds # =+~ NS - . ;
« Perhaps it'll teach you to be more careful in future,”
_he sneered. * < If you think I'm going about without &
““Srgtch-on me you're jolly well mistaken. And if this
#irmip doesn’t keep Fight time T shall open the back "
and stick a pin in the works to make it go properly ..
And with that appalling threat, Knox walked into the
* School . Houge, -leaving Kerr gritting his 4eeth with
‘. Telpléss fury: He conld:do nothing—nothing in the wa
“of sneaking, at any rate.. Tf-he wanted the watch b
he would have to vecover it by force, and it was no easy
matter to use force against a prefect, especially a pre-
" fect of the rival House. * -
7 “I uttahly wefuse!” s g N
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stalked out of the School
House in spotiess fannels, and he uttered the words in a
firm voice. i L
T uttahly wefuse!” he repeated. © Enox can go to
Jewicho for his wotten lines.-

“1 took

et

sifion was uttahlgiv unwawwanted, and T shall theah-
'Kx)re appeal to the Housemastah if Knox cuts up wustay.
Bai Jove, Kerr, what are you doin’ ovah this side of
the quad, you New House wottah?”
. Xerr glared. " M i -

“Tt’s Knox!” he exclaimed gruffly. . “Of all the
howling rotters—" Y .

“PBai Jove, havé you been wunning ‘foul of Knox,
. too?” asked Arthur Augustus, It isn't pwecisely the
thing to wun down a membah.of my own IHouse, but,
“undah the cires., Kerr, I agwee with you entively. Enox
is'a disgwace-to the School House I” =L

- Tux Gy Lisrazx.—No. 3L
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I considah that the im- *
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“ He’s a disgrace to any House,” growled Eerr, “We
wouldn’t have him as a gi{t“’ - o
Arthyr Augustus looked thoughtful. .
““As a mattali of fact, deah boy,” he said, “I was
sewiously thinkirg of using my influence with the Head
to ‘have EKnox wemoved acwoss the quad to your
quartahs. . It weally wequires a fellow of extweme tact
anr.:';djudgment to bwoach such a delicate subject to the
Head, but I am suah that. my influence would weigh
Leavily with Doctah” Locke.”
' Kerr grinned, in spite” of himself.
imagine D’Arey’s dufluence ¢ausing the reverend He:
to shift. Knox from the School House to the New House.
It was extremely more probable that Arthur Augustus
hiu‘lfglf would -be shifted very promptly from the Head's
study: . 0 S ' ’
~ “Don’t be an ass, Gussy:’>
i -1 wefuse to be called an ass!” . AT g
. ““ Well, whether you refuse or not, you are gne ! went
on Kerr, “If you go to the Head ahout Enox youll
be skinned alive.” = - "7 7 k :
I should uttahly wefuse to be skinned alive!” siid
Arthur Augustus stiffly. © The Head is not a Pwussian,
deah boy ! But you ure lookin’ wathah watty. Pway
confide In me if you are in any twouble.” "

“Oh, you can’t help, Gussy,” said Kerr, with a gleam -

* in ‘his eyes. - Knox has collared my ticker just because
I haEﬁ)ened to kneel on his and smash it. I offered to
pay the damage, too! The rotfer’s actually pinched my

watch—a present from the mater I
“¢Bai Jove, what uttah cheek!” said IY’Arey indig-

nantly. “ Maitabs arve coming .to a cwisis. T mevah

thought that Knox would descend to.pinchin’ tickahs.”
<TH get it back!” said Kerr firmly., | .
" And he meant to think of ‘a scheme sooner or later—

and, as it happened, theidea for it:came sooner than Kerr -

anticipated, and from a totally unexpected quarter.

-_—
A

CHAPTER 3.
- -Kerr's Terrific Wheeze!
Yy DZZLZ-Z-2-2! . '
) Kerr paused as he walked.down the passage in
the New House. . He was just outside the prefect’s
rooin, ‘and - within the apartment the telephone-bell was
vinging ‘insistently, Apparently there was nobedy there
. to answer it. - - ' = ‘o -
- __There was 2 telephone in the prefect’s room of both
" Houses at St. Jim’s, and juniors were occasionally allowed
* to use the instruments, Very often they used it without
~being allowed, when the prefects happened to he absent,
Buzz-z-2-z-z ! it e ; ¥ ’

.- Kerr looked at the door of the prefect’s room, and then
Aunrned the handle, ' ¢
*’Anybody in heref” he asked, looking in.

_But the Toom was empty. Kerr crossed over to the
telephone, and lifted the receiver from its hook.

“Might as well see who it ig,” he muttered, cFlacimw the
receiver to his ear, “Hallo!” he added aloud, “_“?ho,’s
that#” - .

“Hallo! Is that St. James’s College?”

“Yes, this is St. Jim’s,” replied Eerr.

“Good! I want to speak to Knox of the Sixth Form.” .

“To whom?"
¥ Knox, the prefect,” went on the unknown voice.
- % “QOh; Knox!” exclaimed Kerr.- “Well, you're on the
*wrong number, old chap. This is the New House. Knox
adorns 1hat old barn they call the School House. We
wouldn’t own him over this side of the quad—wouldn’t
touch him with a barge-pole, in fact!” :
“What?" exclaimed the voice angrily. “How dave you
speak lilke that! Who are you? What is your name?”
“You wouldn’t know if I told you!”
.- “Fiom your voice I gather that you are a hoy—a very
insolerit boy.!” =
“Go hon!” said Kerr coolly. -

- “T ghall report you'!” said the unknown hotly. * What

is vour name?”

© % QOh, rats I” 5o s
#Eh What did you say your name was?”
TFae Gey Lmrary.—No, 381, .
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Kerr g,r.im‘led. He liad no compunctiﬁn- whatever akout
cheeking friends of Ewox. Anybody who could be on

. friendly terms with Knox must obviously be a rotter.

“I tell you you've got the wrong number,” said Kesr.
“Perhaps if you ring up the Green Man, in Rylcombe, to-
night, you’ll find Knox there—or perhaps you are ringing
up from the Green Man yourself:” .

“You—ryou impertinent rascall™

“ Bow-wow ! ¥ ‘

“How—how dare you?”

“Oh, I dave all sorts of things over the phone,” said
Kerr coolly. “But who ave you, and what do you want?
I don’t think Knox lLikes talking to bookmakers over the
telephone I e ' ¢ )

“ Bookmakers ! roared the strange voice. *Good
heavens! How dare you imply that T am a beokmaker!
My name js John Mason, and I am expected at St.
James's this afternoon.”

“You're a pal of Enox's?” .

“I am a friend of Knox’s father,” gaid the stranger.
“I have not seen Knox since he-was a child—before I
went abroad.” w L TR

“Well, it’s no good telliiig all this to me,” said Kerr.
“You'd better ring up the School House. Knox might

" be there.”

“Don’t you know for certain?” )
. - “How should I know?” asked Kerr. *He may e out
on Big Side, or—" :

“Dear me, how awkward!” said the unknown Mr.
Mason. “And I have only a few moments to spave,”

“ Better ring up at tea-time—"

“T shall he in the train by ther,” said Me. Mason, over
the wires. “Look here, my boy! You are -very im-
pgrﬂm’e,nt, but I presume it i only owing to your extieme

- youth,

“Ge hon!”. . gk

“1 want you to take a message to Enox for me.”

- “What's the message?’ asked Kerr noncommittally.

“Merely a few words,” said the stranger, evidently
taking it for granted that Kerr would give the message
to Knox. “He is expecting me this afternoon, as I wrote
and told him that I-was coming.”

K“Perhaps that's why he’s so ratty to-day!” grinned
ery. s :

" “Eh? Y didn’t eatch what yomu said.”

“Tt doesn’t matter,” chuckled Kerr. “Get on with the
giddy message, my tulip!”

" “Good. gracious! I should like to meet you face to
face, yon young raseal!” exclaimed Mr. Mason. “But I
have no time to waste. Merely tell Enox that T am not
coming to see him this afternoon, but will defer my yisit
until mext week.” " o

“Simply that?”

-*Yes; nothing more.” o . =

“You’re not coming this afternoon at all?” asked Kerr,
suddenly standing erect and quivering a little,

His eyes gleamed with an eager light. An idea had
jugt struek him-——a great and gorgeous wheeze, if he
could only work it. ' i :

“No, I am not coming to-day.”

“ Not under any circumstances:”’

“Haven’t I told you?” roared Mr. Mason impatiently.-
“You are stupid, hoy!” . g

“Sorry! Then you want me to tell Knoxey that Mr,
Mason isn’t coming, and won’t he here until next week?”

“That is it, precisely.”’ .

“ And you haven’t seen Enox since he was a kid

“That is so. But—"

“He wouldn't know you if he saw you?”

-“Y suppose mot. 1 have only just returned from

‘abroad,” said the stranger. “But I fail to see how this

affects the question. Enox is expecting me, and I want
you to tell him that I am not coming until next week.”
. “Tll go and see Keox-at once,” said Eerr. * Don't
you worry yourself.” -

Eerr omitted to mention that, although he would see

- Knox; he had no intention of telling the prefect what

had passed over the telephone,
whatever. ; ' :
“Thank you!” came across the wires: : -l
And Mr, Mason rang off. ; T

Eerr made no promige’

“EHUOKLE
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s

“Nice piace—werry nice”’ said Mr, Mason,

chool I

“1 ’spose
. tandard?™ ‘‘S-s-tandard?” stuttered Kusox faintly.

vyowre *igh up in the school—mcbbe in the Seventh
“They're called Forms here, sir, This isn't a Board
(See Chapter 5.)

Kerr replaced the receiver and slipped out of the
‘prefects’ room before Monteith or Baker or Sefton came
along.. His eyes were gleaming. ;

“ By George,” he muttered, * what a wheeze!” )

He walked down the passage slowly, and emerged into
the sunlit quadrangle. An involuntary grin was
hovering about his mouth. .

“Krox is expecting Mr. Mason, and if I don’t give
the message—and I gidn’t promise to—Knox will still
be waiting.for his visitor,” he murmured. “It would be
a dirty trick to disappoint Enozey, so I'll work it that
Mr. Mason comes, after all. At least Knoxey will think
it's Mr. Mason !” ’

For Eerr's pgreat wheeze was to impersonate the
unknown gentleman, and present himself at St. Jim’s
in his place. As Mr, Mason conldn’t turn up there could
be no possible hitch in the plan. .. . .

“Tt’s all plane-sailing I’ muttered Kerr gleefully. * Old
Mason is a ripping good sort; he’s planned this jape

_for me absolutely 0.K.! He’s a stranger to Enox, and .

can’t turn up ubder any circumstances. 80 when I
announce m%self as Mr. Mason, Knox won’t have a sus.
picion, and T can give him the time of his life! And I
can get my watch back, too, and Enox will be the

NEXT
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laughing-stock of the whole giddy school. What a jape,
by gum?!” i

It was certainly a gorgeous idea, and if it worked out
according to programme Kerr would have his revenge
on Knox, andp succeed in making the bullying prefect
sing extremely small.

Kerr had told the real Mr. Mason that he would go
and see Knox, so Kerr felt obliged to keep his promise.
Asg it happened, Knox was standing by the entrance gates,
and Kerr strolled up carelessly: Ignox was talking to
Cutts of the Fifth.

“Yes; the old idiot ought to be here by now,” Enox
was saying. *He mentioned half-past two in his letter,
and it’s twenty-to-three already.” 3

As Enox spoke he puiled out his watch—or, rather,.
Kerr’s watch—and chuckled as he saw the New Houss
junior’s wrathful expression. It pleased Enox’s peculiar
pature to gloat over the helplessness of the younger boy.

But Kerr’s turn was coming ! 3

“T shouldn’t wait about here for the ass,” said Cutta.
«Tot him find his own way when he comes! You're mot
expecting a tip from him, are you?” - - - A~

@ Well, it’s possible,” said Knex, “but therg's no cer-
tainty about 16. Mason’s. not a relation, you know—
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merely a pal of my pater’s who's got a foolish idea into

_ his head that he'd like to see me. I suppose 1 shall have

to slobber over him v'v’T:'Lile he’s here, just fo keep up

And Enox and the Fifth-Former strolled off. .

“My hat!” grinned Kerr to himself. *It’s all serene!
EKnox hasn’t got a suspicion, and it would be a pity to
disappoint him, But 'l bet there won’t be much of the
globbering bizney when I get started! Knox is going to
have the surprise of his giddy life!”

And Kerr, chuckling ngeiy, went off to prepare for

“the great jape.

- beard and moustache.

CHAPTER 4.
Knox's Visitor Arrives,
o 0, Isha'n’t tell a giddy soul!” :
N Thus George Kerr of the Néw House:
‘He had besn thinking the matter out, and had
fnally decided to keep mum. He would not even tell

Figgins and Fatty Wyna of his intended jape. He made
up his mind, in fact, to spoof the whole school.«
Eerr had no doubts as to his ability to carry out the

wheeze successfully. He was generally acknowledged to
be the best actor i the Fourth Ferm. And, apart from
that fact, Kerr was truly a wonder at the art of
jmpersonation. He had proved his skill on many
oceasions, and he knew that he could disguise himself so
that not a single person, even his closest friends, would
recognise him. . L

Ten minutes after Krox and Cntts had left the vicinity
of the entrapce gates Kerr hurried ont, carrying 2 large
handbag. He walked down Rylecombe lane for a little
distance, and then suddenly dived into the wood.

From that moment he disappeared completely; but in
& comparatively short time » stranget ste ed out-of the
wood and looked cautiously up and down the lane.

_* All serene ! hé murmured. “Now for the giddy
jape!” . - ’
’ The false Mr. John Mason was a curious-looking
individual. Rather short and squat, he was, neverthe-
less, a little stoutish, and was attired in a somewhat loud
check suit. His collar was abnormal]yP high, and his
necktie aggressive in the extreme. A
upon his head at a rakish engle, and, altegether, Mr.

ason looked somewhat like a prosperous bookmaker on
& holiday. ; . "

" His face was ruddy, and adorned with a reddish-brown
And he looked down the lane from
bendath heavy, bushy eyebrows. Mr. Mason did not look
at all like a friend of the lordly Kmnox’s, and it was
practically certain that Knox would get a, terrific shock
when he met the stranger. 7
. Which was _exactly what Eerr of the New House
wanted. . . .

. Mr. Mason strolled leisurely up the lane to the gates
of St. Jim’s, and found Clampe and iigs of the

House lounging by Taggles's lodge. Nothing could have
guited Mr, Mason better, for, if Clampe and Diggs did
not recognise kim, he would be perfectly safe.

“1Allo, young shavers !”

Clampe and Diggs did not look at the stranger. Tkey
were engaged in conversation, and it did not seem to
strike them at the time that Mr. Mason was speaking
to them. Obviously, he was talking to some village
urchins outside. ’

“I’'m speakin’ to you, my pippins!”

_The two:New Holise juniors condescended to notice Mr.
Mason’s existence. r

The stranger nodded affably.

“How-do?"” he ‘exclaimed cheerfully.

The two juniors stared. i

“Tow bounder!” muttered Clampe.

*Tike his rotten cheek to talk to us!” said Diggs
sudibly. “What do yon want, my good man? This jsn’t
the tradesmen’s entrance, you know!”

. “That’s all right,” said the stranger.

“ Nice arternoon!”

#T want the

_Bchool 'Ouse.”

§ -

" QOlampe griined

“fgle it1” he said;, with a chuckle, - “Tou're quite

welgum_datp it! We're New House fellows, you see, an
that old barn would be better out of the way.” . =~
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“Hear, hear I said Mr, Mason. - Ahem |—I should say,
—er—the School House looks quite a decent showl!? be
added hastily. *This is 8t. Jim’s, I 8’posef” .
_*“You s'pose right,” said Diggs. “ But what
want-here? Strangers ain’t allowed in-the qu
know. Thisis a school for gentlemen !

Mr., Mason nodded. o

“Then you- don’t belong to St. Jim's?” he asked
blandly. .

“Don’t belong: “Look here,
you low rotter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Clampe.
Diggy I

Diggs glared ferociously. .

“Tf you've called for the dust you'd better go to the
tradesmen’s entrance!” he said, with a sneer. “Or
‘perhaps you’re sell’'ng bootlaces?” k

Mzr. Mason laughed heartily.

“ You must haye yo_ursittle joke " he exclaimed. * Noj
I ain't called for the dust, Piggy—didn't I hear your
fnenii!i’ call you Piggy? A most appropriate name, I'm
sure !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Clampe.

Diggs turned scarlet. .

“Look here, Clampe, I ain't standing this!” he
ghouted. “I'm blowed if I'm going to be insulted by
this—this pub-haunter!” ' .

“Better go easy!” muttered Clampe. “Don’t call him
names ! o ;

“Well, didn’t he call me ‘ Piggs ’ just now?” roared
Diggs furiously,

“That’s your name, ain’t it}” asked Mr. Mason. “If
vou'll tell me your little friend’s name, ‘Master
Seam P

“Scamp " muttered Clampe. “My—my name’s Clampe,
you idiot!” . § )
" “Sorry!” said the stranger coolly.
wild about. Your little friend——" 3

“I'm not his little friend !” howled Diggs. “I'm older
than he is, anyhow! If you've come here looking for
trouble, you low beast——" :

“No; I ain’t lookin’ for trouble,” said Mr. Mascn
affably, “X’'m looking for Knox, the son of my old pal,
vou know. There, there! Don’t get your little rags
out, my boys! If you tell me where I can find Enox I'll
give you & ha’penny each!”

Clampe and Diggs gasped.

Then, without a word, they turned their backs on the
visitor and stalked away. Mr. Mason looked after them
and grinned to himseclf. He walked aimlessly across the
quad, and suddenly spotted Crooke of the Sﬁell talking
to Mellish. :

“Enox ain’t about,” he murmured. “May as well
amuse myself. And it’ll put the giddy disguise to the
test—not that it needs any more testing, I faney!”

He approached Crooke and Mellish, and they looked at
him curiously.

“2A1lo; young uns!™ - he said, fingering his shaggy
beard. “I want the Scheol "Ouse.” ¢

““That’s the School House, there,” said Crooke, nodding.

“Thanks! I'm lookin’ for Knox.”

Crooke grinned. . . ’

“Can I oblige? he said humorously. *I'll give you
some knocks, if you like.” i

“T reckon you've got plenty of cheek for a kid!” said
Mr. Mason. “T mean Knox, the prefect. Where is he?”

Crooke and Mellish looked the stranger up and down
and sniffed. '

“Find him!” said Crooke shortly.

“That ain’t perlite!” said Mr, Mason severely.
can see you kids ain’t been brought up proper!
look pale; you've been smoking !

f]&%e lish glared. He had just been smoking, as a matter
of fact. #

“Mind your own business!” he growled. “Who the-
‘denoce are you, anyhow? Do you think we’re standing
here to tell every clodhopper who comes alqn%[—”

“T don’t want no impudence !” interrupted Mr. Masen.

“ What ! el - : :

“You ‘eard what I said! Strikes -me you boys ain’t
locked after properly at this ‘ere school!” said the
visitor. “I aln’t been ’'ere long, but I can tell as you

o "ou
'S go‘[l

Diggs turned red.

“QOne for you,

“ Nothin’ to get

" I
You

. two pin’t got the manmers of real gentlefolk! - I'm a
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pontleman, I afn, and I can tell the dud articles at the

ust glance! You two want hotsewhippin’ "

% My hat!™ gasped Crooke, *This is the giddy limit!
The chap must be off his rocker! Look here, Looney,
: th?rl%’s the gate—-" .

“No need to point to it,” said the stranger. I ain’t
blind. T've come ‘ere to see Knox. Strikes me I've
been to & lot of council schools where the boys havg
‘better manners. ’Owever, I don’t a‘Posa the majority
of the boys are like you. Mebbe yow're what. they call
the snobs?” -

£ Yuu__you_”

“My hat! I'll—7 y

“Well, what'll you do?” asked Mr, Mason grimly.
“T'm at St. Jim’s to see Enox, an’ I’ve asked you to

show me to ’im. Anything wrong in that? Ain't a.

“visitor entitled to respect?”

“You—you entitled to respect?” sneered Mellish.

“Yes. What's wrong with me—hey?”

“Oh, there’s nothing wrong with you,” said Mellish
unpleasantly. * You're all right—for Petticoat Lane or
Whitechapel | But you'd better clear out of St. Jim's
pretty qmckl{! Loafers ain’t allowed here!”

Mr. Mason looked grimmer than ever.

“ kin atand a lot, and I ain’t lost me temper yet,”
he said slowly. “I want to know if yow're going to do
as Lasked, Are you goin’ to show me to Knox :

“Yes,” said Crooke suddenly.

Mellish stared.

“TLook here, Crooke, you ass—"

“Shut up!” said Crooke guickly, and he winked ab
Mellish with his off-side eye, a wink, however, which
did not escape the notice of Mr. Mason. Mellish sub-
sided, guessing that Crooke had something “ on.” He
wag right, for the Shell fellow jerked him aside.

“ Buzz off and fix up a booby-trap of books in m study,”
he whispered quickly. “We'll teach this bounder some-

thing ! Then Crooke changed his voice, and added aloud
for Mr. Mason’s benefit, * Go and eee if Enox is in his
study.” -

study.
. “Right-ho!” grinned Mellish.

And he hurried off.

“Fixing up a jape,” thought Mr, Mason, with an
inward chuckle. “They'll find I ain’t such.a giddy fool
as I look, by gum!” : .

Tn o few minutes Mellish returned, rather breathless.
"~ “yeg, Knox is in his study,” he announced.

“ This way, sir,” said Crooke, with sudden respect.

My, Mason followsd the two juniors into the School
House. They went up into the Shell passage. and paused
before the door of Crooke’s study. Tt stoo
ajar, and the visitor suspected a trap at once.

. “,"I‘hia is Enox’s study, sir,” said Mellish.
sir. .

Mr. Mason hesitated.

% This {s rather'curious,” he exclaimed. I wnderstood
that Knox is a prefect and a Sixth-Former. How is it
that his study is in a junior passage?”

_bTh]: two cads of the School House were rather taken
aback. ;

“Walk in,

. @ This—this st a junior passage, sir,” stammered.

Crooke. ©This is the Sixth-Form quarters.
Knox is inside.”
. Mr. Mason shook his head.

“Do the thing proper,” he said. “Show me right in,
young’ums.”
¥ Crooke gave a sickly smile. .

#We—mwe'd rather not, sir,” he exclaimed hastily. “We
—we're in a hurry, sir, Come on, Mellish I” .

The joke on the visitor hadn’t panned out quite

successfully, and they thought it wisest to make them-
selves ecarce. But at that moment a crowd of Shell
fellows, in flannels, came round the corner and blocked
aip the passage. Also two strong hands were laid mpon
fhe cads’ shoulders.
" Hold on!” said Mr. Mason grimly; but his eyes
twinkled as he saw the Shell fellows crowding up. There
were quite a pumber—Bernard Glyn, Kangaréo, Dane,
Talhot, and several others. o

“Let us go, you common bounder !” roared Mellish
furfously. “Take your beastly paw off my shoulder

“By Jove, what’s the matter?” asked Bernard Glyn.

Walk in—
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“[t’s this—this rotter!” panted Crooke.
visitor—"

The Shell fellows frowned. . -

“A visitor!” repeated Talbot eharply. *And you're
insulting him! y hat! We'll deal with you later,
Crooke! What's the trouble, sir?” .

“Well, these young gents say that this
study,” sajd Mr. Masoh. “They may be right

“Why, it's Crooke’s own study !” exclaimed Kangaroo.

_"‘1]]: ain’t!” roared Crooke, »It's Emox’s. Walk in,
sir!” S a G
_ The visitor gripped the two cads more firmly.

“Tf it’s Knox's study,” he said, smiling, “you cim go
in and announce me !”

And he pushed them forward info the doorway,

Crooke gave a fiendish yell, but it was too late. He
and Mellish sprawled in the doorway. :

"Crash !

A shower of heayy books thundered down upon the
heads of the unfortunate japers. Mellish had done the
thoroughly, and had chosen the largest books he
could lay hands on, and also added, by way of variety,
the fireirons and one or two chunke of coal. The cad
of the Fourth received the full benefit of his thought-
fulness now, for the poker gave him a frightful -erack
on the head, and o lump of coal nearly drove his mose
into his face. The coal was black—coal usuall is—and -
2 at deal of the blackness was transterred to
Mellish’s face, which acarcely improved his appearance. -

“Ow !” howled Mellish. * Yaroooooh!”

“Yow! roared Crooke. “I'm half killed!
Oh, you ass, Mellish! Ow!”

“TIa, ha, ha!” roared Mr, Mason. “So that's why you
wanted me to go in? Well, you must ’ave your jokes,
I s’pose? Very amusin’, young shavers—as good as 2
pantomime! P'r'aps this’ll teach you a lesson to treat
visitors with respect!” 2 ' :

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Shell fellows.

“ How do you feel, Mellish?”

«J_T-— " Oh, my nose!” moaned Mellish.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Rernard Glyn & Co. were simply convulsed. They didn't
appear at all sympathetic. As a matter of faet, they
weren’t. They felt that Crooke and Mellish had
thoroughly -deserved to be hoist with their’ own petard.
The hearts of the Shell. fellows warmed towards the
unknown Mr. Mason, as it were. He was obviously an
ungrammaticdl bounder, but he had turned the tables
upon the cads with great peatness, and that fact made
him almost popular ab once. He left Crooke and Mellish
sitting among the debris, and walked off down the pas-
sage. The Shell practice ‘match was evidently at an end,
so there were sure o be plenty of fellows in the quad.

- There were. : .
And the news rapidly spread that he

“He's &

is Enox's
»r

Yoooop!

had already

-had an encounter with Crooke and Mellish, andi that he

had come off triumphant. Bernard Glyn & Ce. had
followed the wvisitor down, and he was scon tlie centre
of an amused throng.

As Eangaroo remarked, it was possible to cut Mr.
Magon’s accent with a knife, but any man who fjucceeded
in taking Crooke and Mellish dowm a peg or Jwo must
obviously be the right sort! ' :

CHAPTER 5.

. _ Quite an Entertainment.

. AT Jove, who is the stwangah?” .
]B The chums of Stuﬂ_y}rl No. 6—Jak Blake,
Herries, Digby, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey—

were strolling from Littte Side with the Terrible Three.
Ag they enteTed the quad, Arthur Augustus adjusted his
samous eyeglass and looked towards the spot where Mr.

* Mason was surrounded by many juniors.

«Y wondah who he is?” he repeated.

«Botter go and ask, Guesy,” said Tom Merry",

“That’s right: go and shove your nose in!” exclaimed
Blake. - You always were inquisitive, Gussy.- .

“ Weally, Blake—" B

« He looks & funny merchant,” remarked Ma wers. “L
don’t admire his taste-in clobber, anyhow.” .- .:
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#You are quite wight, Mannahs,” said Arthuy-

Augustus, “The stwangah's
agweesive. Bai Jove, what a necktie!
eollah! Gweat Seottl” S e :
“ Don’t, faint, Gussy!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.
“Weally, Lowthah, T wish you wonld ndt make such
widic wemarks. I have no mtention of faintin’. I twust

I possess more staminah! But, weally,” added Arthur

clobbah iz feahfully
And look at his

Augustus, “it wequires pwetty stwong eyesight to look -

3 pF

upon such a get-up without flinchin’

They gathered round the little crowd.

“T wapt to see Knox,” Mr. Mason exclaimed
#You-see, I'm on a visit to St. Jim's.”

A visitah, bai Jove!”

“That’s it, young shaver. I'm visitin’ Enox.”

#Young shavah” murmured Arthur Augustus in-
dignantly. “Weally, that is wathah too much, de_ah
boys! Howevah, I cannot vewy well wemonstwate with
a guest.”

“No;
gravely.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Will somebody find Knox for me?’ went on Mr.
Mason. ¥I’ve been ’ere a decent while, an’ I ain’t ecen
“im yet. P’r’aps one o’ you youngsters will oblige?”

“Pway let me offah my services,” said D’Arcy grace-
fully, stepping forward. * Knox is wathah a wottah, sir,
but pewwaps that fact is unknown to you?”" ;
~ “VWell, not exactly,” replied the -visiter. *“But if
Enox don’t lilke the looks o’ me—I ain’t exactly a born
_dook, you know—I’ll soon put him in his place. Give

“the name of Mr. John Mason—who’s always been a great
friend of Knox’s father. Kuox don’t know 'me, since I
got these whiskers.  If he’s ashamed of an cld friend,
then I'll teach ’im a lesson.” -

Arthur Augustus went off to search for Enox, leaving
the juniors highly amused. They foresaw quite an
entertainment in the very near future. The high and
mighty Knox would most certainly be startled at the
stranger’s accent, and would feel ashamed of his visitor
—for Knox was a first-class snob.

Arthur Augustus ran the prefect to ecarth in the
pavilion of Big Side, and beckoned to him, - Knox came
out, frowning.

“ Done those lines?” he asked.

“Bai Jove, Knox, I've come on quite anothah
mattah,” said Arthur Augustus hastily.” “Theah js a
gentleman waitin’ for you in the quad—a Mr. John
Mason. You are expectin’ him, I gathah.” :

%0h, he’s come at last, has he?” said Knox, feeling if
his tie was straight. *Yes, I am especting him, D"Arcy.
'l come now.” .

Arthur Augustus hurried off in advance, fearful lest

afiably.

it would be éwfully bad form,” said Lowther

Enox should again remember the lines. He rejoined.

the crowd in the quad, and a moment later Knox
alushed through them, all emiles, to' greet, as he

ought, his father’s old friend. He had visious of a
substantial tip, so he set bimself out to be extra polite.

“Delighted to mest you, Mr. Mason!” he exclaimed
genially. “You're quite a stranger to me, you kuow,
but I’ve heard heaps about you from the pater.”

The emile faded from his face as he regarded Mr.
Mason’s appearauce. Byt there was no getting out of
things now; he had acknowledged the visitor as an old
friend. =T

“YWell, you ain’t wot I thought you'd be, youngster,”
eaid Mr. Mason, taking Kuox’s hand. “I was expectin’
to sce a hupright, hatheletic fellow. Strikes me you don't

o In for enough hexercise, ‘Owever, I'll give you a

ure later on.” '

“T-thank y-you!” stammered Enox. =

He looked at Mr. Mason in dismay, and the latter
chuckled inwardly with - tremendous  amusement.
Revenge is sweet, and George Kerr, hidden beneath the
disguise of Mr. Mason, meant to take full advantage of
-hie opportunity. ; T W

® Nice place—werry nice!” Mr. Mason proceeded. “1I
#’pose youw're *igh up in the school—mebbe in the seventh
standard?” . - y - ‘

“ S.a-tandard P stuttered Knox faiutly. “ They’re called
Forms here, eir. This isn’t a Board-school I”
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Mr. Mason looked round genially.

“Times ‘ave changed,” hg went on. “0O’ course, you
wouldn't remember the times when me an’ your dad went
to the same Council-school? Them was times, young ‘un!
Me and the blacksmith’s boy used to—"

“I—T say!” gasped Enox. “Won't you come up to my
study, sir?” We can talk a lot better there, andmand—-—2

“Rubhish |” said Mr, Mason. “We're all right ’erel
Why, what’s it matter about these boys 'earin’ what I'm
saymm'? You ain’t ashamed of your own dad, or your
dad’s pal, I know!” -

Knox looked round helplessly, and gritted his teeth
He was conscious of the fact that his face was absolutely
crimson. The juniors were looking on with great and

glorious enjoyment, and every face bore a grin,

Enox, the snob, was being shown up. The unpopular
prefect felt that he would like the ground to open up and
swallow him. Mr. Mason and alf
bounder was absolutely the limit, and he was his father’a
old friend. Enox was quite staggered. = - ) I
~ “Buck up, Enoxzey!” grinned Blake. *Don’t go away,
now; we’re just getting interested.” -

“As good as the pluy!” chuckled Manners.

“Yaas, wathah !’ )

Enox turned on D’Arcy with a scowling face.

* Go to my study, and wait till I come!” he snarled;

“ Weally, Knos— = -

“Do as I say!” thundered Knocx furiously.

“T uttahly decline [ i

“’Ear, 'ear!” chimed in Mr. Mason. *“Let the young
gent alome. Wot he said was quite true—things are
gittin’ interestin’. If you bully the younger boys in my
presence, Gerald, I shall take you in “and myself, I
don’t believe in bullyin’ in any form. T ‘ope you don’t
bully the kids?”

“ Never !” muttered Enox between his teeth. “I always
treat them with extreme leniency.” i

“Weally, Knox, what a iwolten whoppah!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus indignantly. “You kuow vewy well
that vou are the wottenest bullay in the School House, I
pwotest against such a whoppin® fib.”

* Hear, hear, Gussy !” :

“Don’t tedl fairy tales!”

“Shame!” .

Knox clenched his fists. '

% %i]ence ” he roared savagely. *Clear off, all of

ou I” ! -

“ Don’t go, boys; stop whée you har I” said-Mr. Mason,
The juniors stopped ; they had no intention of going in

.any case, Mr. Mason was Voted to be an absolute ripper.

There was scarcely a boy there who had not felt the sting
of Knox’s misused power, and to see him humiliated was
a sheer joy.

“ No sense in gettin’ ratty,” said the visitor soothingly.
#You an’ me don’t want to fall out, Gerald. What would
your dad say when I went back to "is public-‘ouce”

“ Public-house !” :

“My only aunt!”

“Bai Jove!” - )

“YWell, this is the latest!” gritmed Monty Lowther;
“ Famey Knogey’s pater being a giddy publican!” :

Knox near]g choked.

“He isn’t® he toared. “What do you mean by say+

jng euch a thing?” he went on angrily, turning to Mr.

Mason. “It’s a lie!”

* Hasy, boy ” said the visitor emoothly. *“Mebbe T
made a mistake, but it’s only natural. Him an’ me
always beir’ in the pubs—leastways, I can say with truth

that I never went into-a pub without *im !”
“Won't—won’t you come dindoois?” asked Knox

desperately. !

© «Not me! I'm astayin® hout ’ere;” said Mr. Mason.

“Yes, it’s a werry nice school I g'pose your dad would
*ave liked to 'ave gone to a school like this.” '

“He did I growled Knox. *He was educated here and
at Oxford.” 5

“ Hoxford—eh?” said Mr. Mason. “What did e gd
to Hoxford for?’ = :

“Tp the University, of course!”.snarled Enox. -

« University?” repeated the visitor, “Wot’s that??

Enox gritted his teeth. .
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S‘I'{: k here, Mr. Mason,” he said savagely, “I believe
ytﬁ;l’l_'e pulling my leg. You can’t be so ignorant—"
t % Hignorant " repeated Mr., Mason sharply. “Mind
what Jou're sa{in’, young man, I'm ‘a well-heducated
man, T am, an’ I pride myself as I ecan tork with Royalty.
Me and your dad hoften 'ave an argument hon manners.

- T’ always ‘avin’ to pull ‘im hup in conversation. I

8’pdse you've ewanked the boys ‘ere that you're the son
of a rich man? ’Ow many times ’as your father ad to go
to the pawnshop-—"ow many times, hey?” -

“Pawnshop, by gum !”

“Phew "

“ Grweat Scott!” )

Knox glared round at the tittering juniors.

“My hat, I'll deal with you juniors later onl! he

muttered thickly. “And as for you, Mr. Mason, the’

~ sooner you get off these premises the better I shall like it.

.

“You don’t mean to say

After what you've been saying the Dboys will make 2
laughmgﬁtock of me—" :
»““Well, it won’t do you any ’arm!”

“Look here—" -

“Now, then, don’t git riled!” said Mr. Mason sooth-
ingly, “I'm older than you, yer lkuow, Gerald. If
you're ashamed of me—well, I'll clear hout. But don’t
let's part in hanger. TLet's ‘ave a cigar together,
afy'ow !”

“ A—A what®” gasped Knox,
¥ A cigar—a smoke,” said Mr.
abn’t you??

% 0f eourse not!” snapped Enox. “I never smoke!”

There was 4 general broadening of the juniors’ grins.

“Qh, never!” murmured Lowther.

Mason. “You smoke,

“Sure, an’ it’s a howly friar.ye are, Knoxey!” said

Reilly.
“Yaag, wathah!’

4 Well, you’ll *ave a smoke with me, surely?’ asked Mr,
Magon, producing a couple of black cigars from his walst-
coab-pocket, He stuck onme in his own mouth, and held
ont the other to Enox. But the prefect shook his head.

“1 don't smoke,” he repeated between his teeth.

“Well, you can start now,” eaid Mr. Mason genially.
: you're a-goin’ to funk it?
Fancy you, a big, str-ap%in’ feller like you, bein’ afraid
to émoke a mild cigar. Well, you aré a kid!”

Kuox breathed hard.

©° “Go it, Knoxey!” chuckled Blake. “Light up like a

man !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pilo in!”

“Pon’t be a funk!” . : "

« Ear that?” chuckled Mr. Mason, “They’re laughin’
af you, Gerald! Don’t let em see as you're afraid of
smokin’ a cigar. You ain’t o little kid, are yer? Wot’s
the matter—afraid of bein’ sick?”

“No, I'm not!” roared EKnox desperately. “It's
against the rules to smoke at St. Jim's. Af—if you'll
come for a walk with me I—I’11 smoke it !"” :

“ (tood !” said Mr. Mason. “Light it hup ’ere, though.
Then we'll go for a little walk—mebbe to the station.”

EKnox_ brightened up.

“ Are you thinking of going?” he asked cagerly.

. “Well, I shall ’ave to go afore long, I s’pose,” said
the visitor. “"After I've scen the ’eadmaster, and—-"

“Yoii—yon ecan't see the Head!” gasped Knox
frantically. “The Head’s out, I believe—"

“He isn’t,” interrupted Lumley-Lumley. “I guess
he's in his study.” :

“YWell, he’s—he’s very busy,” enarled Eunox, meaning,
at all ‘costs, to prevent this impossible “friend ™ of his
from interviewing the reverend Head. “Come on, Mr.
Mason; we’ll light these cigars and be off I”

‘Mr, Mason grinned.

“No hwery!” he exclaiméd. “‘Owever, we'll light‘ up!”

Hé produced a box of matches and striuck one. Knox
lighted his cigar; and the puffs of smoke that came from
it nearly choked him. .

“Tike it? asked Mr. Mason, making a pretence of

li%};tipg' his own.

nox was so occupied that he didn’t notice that Lis -

yisitor failed to light the other cigar.
“@Qh, my hat!” gasped Kangaroo. “What a niff!”
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“Yaas, wathah! Gwooh!” :
“Tt is a bit niffy; Enox!” . e
. Knox thought so too. He gafiped and spluttered. H3
had smoked many cigarettes, and one or two cigars, when
he felt extra “doggy,” but never in his wildest dreams
had he thought a cigar would be so utterly utter as this
precious specimen., It was not merely “niffy”; it was
positively ghastly. c
“Tike it?’ repeated Mr. Mason amiably.
“It's—it’s a bit strong!” gasped Enox.
going.”
. “Mind you don’t let it go hout.” ;
T gha’n’t let it go hout—I mean out " spluttered Knox.
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
Never, in all his life, had Enex felt so murderous:
Hé felt that ke would like to throw himself upon Mr.
Mason and slaughter him on the spot. He felt—he knew
—that he was humiliated and made a laughing-stock.

“Tet's be

. Hemmed in by grinning and tittering juniors, whe

.

usually quailed at his glance, he could not even escape. .

And he was obliged fo be civil to this low, common
ruffian who called himself -his father’s friend! Enox
thought that it must be some horrible nightmare !

But the cigar, ab any rate, wasn’t a nightmare—that
was real enough! The cloud of smoke that enveloped
Knox was simply wicked. It drove the juniors back,
gasping and choking; and even Mr, Mason seemed to he
in desperate straits to prevent limself going off info a
ecoughing fit. B

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Enox.
Let's—let’s be going!”

“T'm ready;” said Mr. Mason, waving a
away. *“Oh, crumbs! What a niff | I—
that cigar got a lovely scent:” |

Knox took it from his mouth and held it out at arm’s
length. A way was clear for him to get through the
crowd, and he walked lhastily through {he juniors, Mr.
Mason following. As a matter of fact, the juniors wers
only too glad to get rid of Enox—and the cigar. And
Knox andg Mr. Mason were in dire need of fresh air.

But the pair had hardly walked five yards before &
thin, begowned figure appeared, and a murmur of con-
sternation arose from the juniors. Knox stood in full.
view, with the fearful abomination still emoking in his
hand. ’

{3 I{,aox !I! i s B

The prefect stood frozen to the ground. The single word
eut through the air in acid tones, and Kuox went pale.

For the begowned figure was that of Mr. Rateliff, the
harsh, ill:tempered Housemaster of the New Housel

“This is too muck

uff of smoke
mean, ain’t

—

CHAPTER 6. '
Ratty Catches it Hot—and Cold!
B. RATCLIFF halted.
M “Enox,” he thundered, “what—what is tha¥
: thing in your hand:”
Ruox looked at the cigar dully and dropped it.
“ A—a cigar, sir!” he stammered. 4
“ This is positively outrageous!” exclaimed Mr. Ratchift
in o terrible voice. “I—T am at a loss for words, Knox!
T cannot believe the evidence of my own eyes! How
you—how dare you, Knox!”
“T_T couldn’t help it, sir,” said Knox limply.
 Couldn’t help it!” roared Mr. Ratclif. “You have
thie audacity to say that you couldn’t help it! Good-
gracious! What 18 the school coming to?
have the utter impertinence to light a cigar in
junior boys, thereby setting them
a shocking example! T—I cannof find words_to expreas
myself, Knox! ‘This abominable occurrence shall be
reported to your Housemaster—to Dr, Holmes himselfT
What have d}; u to say, Knox:”

‘Knox didn’t reply. In fact, he didn’t feel up fo
replying, This shock, coming on top of the effects of that
awful cigar, was a little too much, Knox felt thak
matters couldn’t got much worse than they were at the
present moment. : ' :

“ Answer mo, EKnox!” rapped out Mr, Ratclif. “I
demand-——" * . K : %,

- Mz, Mason stepped forward. °He had been"feellin‘

the presence of many
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rather nervous at first, bub as his disﬁuise had &tood {he
test of éven his own scheolfellows Ke:
Rateliff could be’ trusted not to see through it. And the
japer, seeing that things had gone a little further than
e had “firet intended, wished to smooth the’ troubled
watérs, as it wevre. L N ) .
“One moment, eir,” he said calmly. “If you will
allow me—" - )
* Mr. Ratcliff turned a frozen glare upon Mr. Mason—
which quite failed to have the desired effect; however.
“No, sir! I will not allow you!” he thundered. *“You
. will be pledsed to be sitent while I am administering
punishment upon this wretched boy! I will deal with
you later, sir, for I suspect that you are responsible for
this térrible scene!” o .
“T think EKnox was hardly to blame—"
“ Will you be-silent?” roared Mr. Ratcliff, too angry to
- moderate his tomes or his languagé to the stranger. “I
don’t know who you might be, sir.” -
“ Well; T might be the Kaiser, or Admiral Tirpitz, on
a holiday.™ -~ -~ : -
“Ha, ha, ha! 5
The- laugh subsided as if by magie as Mr. Ratcliff
glared round. He turned to Mr. Mason with a snarl.
“8o you are pleased to be:flippant!” he exclaimed
furiously. “Very well! I shall'demand a full explana-
. 4ion -from you, sir, later on. - At the present moment I
strongly advise you to hold your tongue!”
. “Buf, pir,” interrupted Enox, *this gentleman is Mr,
John ¥=Ton, a friend of my father’s.” )
“Bileny,p, Knox! It is my intention to take you to the
headmastur. This—this gentleman will be requested to
interview me later on.”

B . E

Mr. Mjson’s eyes gleamed. He was fecling wrathfu!:

already; - Mr.- Hatcliff was an old enemy—there was
hardly &' New House junior at 8t. Jim’s who didn’t owe
My, égiliﬁ,an innumerable amount of grudges. Mr.
Rateliff “yas, in the juniors’ opinion, ~absolutely the
limit in zjitters, For ever nagging, for ever fault-finding,
for ever pdministering lines and. lickings, Mr. Ratclifi
was conafdered fair game” for sport when an oppor-
tunity . pjlesented : itself. Such opportunities, however,
very ran| iy, if ever, came. Several juniors had often
‘ threatengl to come back to St. Jim's when they had
ﬁf;wn ujl, for the sole and exclusive pleasure of giving
tty a Jthundering good horsewhipping. In point of
fact, such an occurrence had actually taken place on one
historie apeasion. . .

Eerr, of the New House, was feeling reckless. Here was
an opporjunity to “go for” Ratty bald-headed. As a
etranger De could talk as he liked, without fear of being

- gilenced, {or Mr. Ratcliff had not the slightest authority
over hint. ‘He could give as good, if not better, than he
received. But as a New House junior he had to put up
with the Housemaster’s harsh tongue without daring to
reply. Mr. Mason was not forced to put up with any-
thing of {he kind.

And he didn’t! .

Rather wrathful, and certainly reckless, he went the
whole ]mij-, so to speak, and entered into the spirit of the
thing. 1k, a supposed visitor to 8t. Jim’s, had been
‘ordered t;) hold his tongue. Mr. Ratcliff had certainly

. forgotten himself,

“1 wisl), to say a few words—". i

* Allow me to inform you, sir, that your advice is not
asked for, and is not wanted!” snapped the New House-
master iclly. It may interest you to know that I am
Mr. Ratc]iff I

Mr. Mykon’s eyes glittered.

“Qh!” he ejaculated elowly. *“You're Mr. Rateliff,
are you? I've ‘eard of you! T've ’eard a ’ole lot about
you! 8o jyou’re Mr. Ral cliff—eh 7"’

The woids were uttered in a tone of deepest contempt,
and Mr. Ratclifi’s eyes almost goggled from his head.
The juniefjs, listening with all their ears, grinned at one
another and drew closer. Matters were evidently going
to be_infei',estin . If Mr. Mason succeeded in humiliating
the unpopular Housemaster he would be forthwith pro-
claimed a hero for all time.

“How—how dare you!” stuttered Mr. Rateliff.

“Ow dare ‘1! “repeated the visitor deliberately.
“Mebbe, you, think T’m one o’ your schoolboys who you
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can bully as you please! Do T look like a schoolboy?”
T’'m goin’ to speak to you plain, Mr. Rateliff, and tell
you a few facts that ought to make yon feel ‘appy! And-
I ain’t goin’ fe be shut up, neither!”
_Mr. Rateliff gasped, 5,
_“Good gracious, Enox! Remove this--this navvy!”
“And I ain’t a nayvy !”. went on Mr. Mason. * You're
a bully, Rateliff;-and ‘if the boys ’ere ’ad their way. I'll
bet they’d kick yon out of St. Jim’s! Instead o’ treatin’
’em like & master should, you hully *em, stick your
reat ugly nose in where it ain’t wanted, and interfere in
t iués that don’t concern youl™ Sl E
 “Good—good heavens!™ - ‘
.%Tgke my advice and make yourseld more agreeablé
I'm tellin”
you all this for your own g just as if I was one o
your schoolboys, and T %‘ive you warnin’. If you don’t
ourself reach the limit ome o’ these -
‘ere daye. The fellows will go for you bald’eaded, and
léoill_ you in oil} Not that you don’t deserve it—'cos you
1] .” . % N
Mr. Ratcliff positively quivered with fury. The crowd
of juniors were grinning with unholy joy, and even Knox
wore a smile. r. Mason’s words were.sweet music to
their ears; to hear old Ratty “told off ” was a sheer
delight, X
- “You—you . insulting scoundrel!” roared the Houses
master. * How—how ddre you! T}l have you throwg .
off the premises!’ . . .- -
“Yes, you would !” sneered Mr. Mason, more Tecklessly
than ever. “That’s just like you, Ratty! You do a

“lot o' torkin’, -but it don’t -amount to much when you _

threaten the likes o’ wfle! It’s omly boys, who can’t’
answer back, who you really bully I 5 : }

“Yaas, wathah V> .. .

‘That remark was rather unfortunate, for Arthur
Avgustns D’Arcy, who was getting excited, did not
trouble to lower his voice.” And his beautiful accent told
Mr: Ratcliff who the speaker was.

“Oh, {ou burbling chump, Gussy !’ murmured Blake.

“Weally, Blake—~—" " " - ’

Mr. Rateliffe strode forward to Arthur Augustus. He
felt that he was out-matched by the p?ain—speakiug 2
visitor; but he could, at least, vent his wrath upon the
aristocratic person of Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

“D’Arey I " .

Arthur Au%'ustus looked surprised. s w

“Bai Jove!” he murmured. “Old Watty must havd”

heard me!”’

“Do you hear me, D’Arcy?” thundered Mr. Ratcliff,

“Yaas, sir.”

“ Cease that muttexing, and come here at once ! rapped
out Mr. Rateliff in a chilly voice. * You made a remark

" just now, upholding the insulting words of this—this
72

ruffian !
- “Yaas, wathah, sir I’

“Well, boy, what have you to say?”

. % Nothin’, sir. He spoke the litewal twuth "’

“Qh, you blithering ’jabberwock 1" oroaned Blake.

“ Very well, D’Arcy,” said Mr. Ratcliff, fairly dancing
with fury. “I will teach you that it is not your place
to pass criticisms upon me. I intend to thrash you
soundly, here and now! It ghould be a lesson to yon!”

“ Weally, sir, you have not the power,” protested Arthuz
Augustus, : .

“What! What did you say, I’Arcy?”

“You are not my Housemastah, si-—" -

“You have insulted me, boy, and I intend to thrash
you!” roared Mr. Ratcliff, gmppin% his walking-cane in
a firmer grasp. “Hold out your hand il

“ Weally, sit-—" -

“ Hold out your hand!"

“I wefuse, sir!’ - A .
«T will give you one more chance before I take drastio
action !”” snarled the Housemaster, who was now nearly .

“Again I order you, D’Arey, to hold out, your
hand !”’ i

“T uttahly decline to do anzythin’ of the sort, sir!’?
gaid Arthur Augustus firmly. “I wefuse to be thwashed.
I have done nothin’ to wawwant such tweatment. I--—

But Mr. Ratcliff was not speechless with passion. He

‘wag.not; angry. with D’Arey particularly, but he felt that
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«Knox!” The prefect stood frozeu to the ground.

New House ]

The single word cut thromgh the air in acid tones, and
Knox went pale, For the begowned figure was that of M

r. Rateliff, the harsh, ill-tempered Housemaster of the
(See Chapter 6) - £ 2

it he did not vent his wrath upon somebody immediately
he would certainly burst a blood-vessel. ~ And Arthur
Angustus had interposed at the right moment.  Mr.
Ratcliff was so furious that he could not control himsel.
He grasped the swell of the School House and lashed
viciously at his noble legs.

“Owwwww ¥ howled Arthur Augustus.

ou uttah wottah! Yowwwwooop !

Mr. Ratcliff laid it on Leavily. B

“My hat, this won’t do!"” murmured the disguised Kerr
in dismay. “I shall have to stop this giddy caper! T
mustn’t let poor old Gussy suffer!” )

“Bai Jove,

Mzr. Mason, otlierwise Kerr, was now extremely wrathy

himself. Mr, Rateliff’s unwarrantable attack upon Gussy
was the limit. : ¢

“Htop that, you brute!” roared Mr. Mason. :

Mr. Rateliff” nearly fell down with amazement. He
réleased Arthur Augustus and turned upon the visitor.

“Did—did yon address me?”’ he panted.

“Leave that boy alome!” thundered Mr: Mason. “If
you touch him with that cane again I'll snatch it away
an’ %éve you a taste of it ! ) <

“ We'll see—we’ll 'see!”” snapped Mr. Ratcliff, grinning
with fury: b s ] :

And he turned upon Aithur Augustus as the latter
was walking away, and brought the cane down with con-
sidsrable force npon the rear poition of I’Arey’s trousers.

_“Yarooh " howled Arthur Augustus, jumping into the
air., “Oh, cwumbs!” . : :

“Ha, ha, hal’ 5 i =

The juniors roared. Tt was rather unfeeling of them,
but they didu’t feel the pain, and the expression upom
D’ Arcy’s noble countenance was really funny.
* “Now, sir,” snarled Mr. Ratcliff, almost foaming ak
the mouth, * perhaps you'll show us what yowll dot”

Mr. Mason hesitated. s

“Yes, by gum, I will he roared, throwing caution |
to the winds; and lie made a dive forward and snatched
the cane from Mr. Ratcliff's hand. It swished through
air with a hiss that made the Housemaster’s bl un
cold. ’
“You—you wouldn’t dare to touch me with that?” he
panted. . .

“ We'll sée—we'll 4ce !’ hissed Mr. Mason, mimigking
Mr. Rateliff: ’ E

He looked truly ferocious, and the unfortunate Rz,::s
turned quite pale. Never for a moment had he au%)e_
that Mr. Mason would be as good as his word. But he
had no time to remonstrate. The cane hissed down and
lashed his thin legs with stinging forece. - i

“Qw! Help—help!” bellowed Mr. Ratcliff. *Help »

He jumped mearly a yard into the air, and looked
round wildly for assistanco. But nons was forthcoming.
The juniors, New House and School House alike, s
looking owawith unadulterated joy. They had ail suffered
from Mr. Ratcliff’s vicious temper, and they wére not

“likely o go to his assistance now. On the contrary, they
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would tather have lost a term’s pocket-money thap misé

this gorgeous scene! .

Not a master was in sight, not a prefect, except Knox,
Possibly the prefects were conveniently keeping out of
the -way. Anyhow, they didn’t put in an appearance.
Even Taggles was not fo be seen. Mr. Ratc iff was at
the mercy of this murderous ruffian!

There was only one thing -to be done—he mist make
a dash for the New House., No doubt such a proceeding
would be undignified in the extreme, but the unfortunate
Housemasler was now desperate. He had suffered enough
indignity:already. To remain there and he thrashed
before a crowd of grinning juniors was simply out of the
question,

So he ran for it; but, unfortunately, Mr. Masdn Tan
too. And he not only ran, hat he administered a playful
which had the effect of making

‘Mr. Ratcliff hop up and down like a monkey on hot bricks.

his pursuer

. - The visitor to St.

It was impossiblo to look upou the scene seriously, Across

the quad they

The ﬁuniﬁrs were simply doubled up 'with merriment.
& a, a, 22 -

“Run for it, Ratty I"* !

“@Give him another taste!” roared Figgine.
spare him 1

“Ha, ha, ha ! R

“That's wight, deah boy—thwash the wotfah soundly I"*

Mr. Ratcliff made desperately for the New House, %ut
headed him off, and the wretched House-
master swerved aside and ran-for the fountain, his gown
flying in the breeze. Arriving there, he put his back to
it and beld up his hand.

“You—you scoundrel!’”” he panted. “Don’t dare to
touch me againl!” .

Mr. Mason swished the caue through the air. Unfor-
tunately Mr. Ratcliff thought that the blow was going
home, and ke involuntarily threw himself back, forgetting
at the moment that the fountain was just behind him.

He threw himself back, lest his balance, and failed to
Tecover it!

There was a loud splash and a fiendish yell from Alr.
Rateliff. But the yell was almost drowned by the howl
of laughter that went up from the convulsed spectators.
Even Mr. Mason himself was taken by surprize.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

" Bai Jove! Now the wottah is cooled off I’

“Yes, rather !” grinned Monty Lowther. “Old Ratty’s
got it hot and cold all ai the same time! He ought to
gol:}slitll,:ar himself lueky ! It's as good as a giddy Turkish

ath I - ;% : .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Ratcliff wallowed out of the fountain like a limp
rag. He was too utterly spent to say a word. Mr. Mason
yealised it, and threw the cane down. As a matter of
fact, he was rather alarmed at the enormity of the offence
ko had committed. He, Kerr of the Fourth, had thrashed
Mr. Ratcliff with his own cane! It would mean the sack
—~nothing less—if the truth ever came out. )

But that wasn’t likely to happen, for nobody suspected
him. But as Mr. Rateliff’s dripping figure staggered into
the New House, Mr. Mason made up his mim§ to clear
out and assume his own identity again without any less
of time. : : -

As long as he remained at St. Jim’s now he would be
in considerable peril | J

“Don’t

CHAPTER 7.

o A Little Mistake,
EN minutes later the old quadrangle wore quite a

calm appearance. g

Little groups of juniors werc scattered about,
certainly, and they were all grinning, but there was no
longer any excitement. The real cause was that Kildare
m(f Darrel had put in an appearance—with canes—to

aseertain the cause of the commotion, Whether by acel- -

dent or design, they had arrived after everything had
happened, and, after looking at Mr, Mason rather
curiously, they went off. LR, A
Jim’s was now the céntre-of . a little
p of Fourth Formers, and Knox had gone off to the
ool House., EKnox was feeling rather relieved. The
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adventure with Mr. Ratcliff had detracted the .juniors’
attention from himself, And, too, the jumiors mo longer
looked upon Mr. Mason as a low bounder. In their -
estimation he was & hero.

“But I can’t believe it " muttered Knox, as he entered
his study. “It seems impossible that that chap ig-pater’s
some mistake somewhere.”

" Yet that couldn’t be, Enox told bimself, for the
stranger had given the right name, and had come on the
right day. -

“Qh, hang !> muttered the prefect. “I'm not going
to bother myself about it. Thank goodness old Ratty
came dlong at the moment ke did! That cigar would
have made me ill for a week if I’d finished it; and I
expect old Ratty will be too ashamed of himself to rake
the matter up again.”

He locked thoughtfully at his table, and his eyes rested
upon a little parcel which had apparently come by post.’

it there during his
absence. Knox picked it up and unfastened it. :

“YWonder what the deuce it is?” he muttered.

He soon discovered—and the discovery gave him a con- -
siderable amount of S!easum. For the parcel contained
a really first-tlass gold watch. It was not a cheap article,
but a solid gold English lever. i

Knox was delighted. ;

Tt was a.present from a loving relaiive which had
been long promised. Knox had begun to have doubts
about its arrival, but now those doubts were set at rest.
And the watch couldn’t pessibly have come at a more
opportune time. His dwn was smashed, and he was
wearing Kerr’s, of the New Ionse.

Knox grinned. PR :

“Well, I've got no further nse for Kerr's turnip now,”
he muttered. “I’ll slip across the quad and get rid of if
at once. Kerr ought to consider himself jolly lucky.”

e had no.intention of having his old watch repaired,
and as he didn’t want two watches oi him, he decided to
get vid of Kerr’s before he wore the maguificent new one,
He placed it on the side table. It was getting a little
dusky now, for the afterneon was well advanced; and as
the blind was partially down, to keep out the sun, the
study-was somewhat dim.

Knox went out into the quad, but as there was no sign
of Figgins & Co. he entered the New House, and went up
to. the Fourth Form passage. Without troubling to
knock at the door of Figgins's study he entered.

Figgins and Fatty Wynn were there. Figgins was pre-
paring tea, but Fatty Wyna was busily breaking up some
substance which was apparently meant to be toffee, It
was black and uninviting, but Fatty Wynn was sucking
& chunk with great enjoyment.

They both leoked up as Enox entered, and they both
frowned. )

- wYWell,” said Figgins bluntly, “ what do you want?”

“«You're a School House rotter I” gaid Fatty Wynn, not

without difficulty, for the lump of toffec in his mouth
was of huge dimensions, “You ain’t got any authority
over us, Knox—clear out!”

“ Where's Kerr?” asked Knox.

“QOut!” :

“But where is he?” '

«How the dickens should I know?’ asked Figgins.
4 He wend off on his own somewhere, and we haven’t seen
him f:n' over an hour. What do you want him for, any-
how?” - . .

«T don’t want to see Eerr particularly,” replied Enox,
taking owt Kerr’s watch, and la.ying it on the table.
“@ive him this whea he comes in.”

“QOh, so yow’ve come to your giddy semses?” asked
Figgins.

Knox shook his head.
“No; it’s a votten watch ! Te replied. “I wouldn’t
be seen with such a turnip!”

And Enox departed.

“ He's smashed the blessed thing, I expéct,” growle
Fatty Wynn, reaching for the watch,

But Figgins snatched it away first. ) ;

“You ass!” . -

“¥Well, what's the matter?” asked Wynn. “ What am I
an ass for?” "
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¥ Do you wanf to get Kérr’s wateh all micked up with
your rotten toffeed” )

“It ain’t rotten toffce!” protested Tatty Wynn
indignantly. = I Sl )

“Well, it looks pretty ghastly,” replied Figgins, with
delightful frankness, -

“Taste a bit, you chump!”

“Not me!” grinned Figgins.
. enough, old man. I believe you've got some chunks of
“ goal or cinders mixed up in that toffeé, Fatty I”

- “Well, there might be onc or two pieces,” admitted
Fatty Wynn. “But you can easily pick ‘em out when
yow're eating it. I say, when's that ass Kerr coming in?”

‘But Figpins couldn’t answer that gquestion, and he laid
the watch—which was in perfect order—aside until Eerr
put in an appearance. )

Meanwhile Enox left the New Housé. Just outside he
- met Mr, Mason, who was apparently waiting for him.
© . #“You haven't gone, then?” said Knox, frowning.

“T'm goin’ soon, youngster,” said Mr. Mason affably.
“Wot’s the time?” :

Enox’s hand went to his waistcoat,

.. “My watch is in the study,” he replied shortly. “But
-it's time you were going, Mr, Mason, anyhow.” -

© And Enox, seeing Rushden of the Sixth in the dis-
tance, left the visitor without ceremony, and crossed the
quad. Mr. Mason watched him until he and Rushden
entered the gymnasium. - :

“Tn his study—eh®” murmured Kerr. “That's a giddy
stroke of luck. T'll slip in, get' it, and then grease off.
My hat! What a shindy there’d be if old Ratfy found
ofit who I was!”

But’ My, Rateliff had.made himself extremely scarce,

“The sight of it’s

anid was not likely to be seen in’ public again for several.

It was doubtful if he would show his face even
So Kerr felt that he was safe.

Lours.
then.

He walked leisurely across the quad and entered the’

School House. Fortunately, he met nobody in the hall
or passages, and arrived outside Knox's study without
mishap. - He opened the door cautiously, and slipped in.
He left the door ajar behind him, and did not hear a
footstep in the passage.- - .
That footstep was caused by Percy Mellish, the Paul-pry
of the School House. He looked in through the partially-
opened door, and saw that the visitor was alone in the
stady, He was leoking round as thongh in search of
something. g
Kerr couldn’t see his watch at first—he didn’t see it at
all, in fact. But he saw Knox’s new gold ticker on the side
table, and in the dimmess, and in his hurry, he did not
notice that it was a different timepiece. It was a watch—
thiat was enough for Eerr. He took.if quite for granted
that it was his own, ) T
It was rather an unfortunate mistake to make, and
was to lead to truly dire consequences. And Mellish's
_inquisitiveness did not improve matters.  He saw Kerr
put -the watch in his pocket, and thought’ it rather
~ strange.

My hgtt,ya:\fatch " muttered Mellish. “That's rather”

queer ™7

" He didn’t expect Mr. Mason fo make his exit quite 5o

quickly, and was still in the passage when the visitor
" emerged. Kerr was rather taken aback, :

#T—1 didn’t know you were there,” he said, a little .

_confusediy. . )

“ Adn’t Enox in there?” asked Mellish,

€ NG- 4 . B

And Mr. Mason went hurriedly down the passage,
leaving Mellish staring- after him. The cad of the
Fourth felt no great affection for the visitor, and he was
still sore from the effects of the booby-trap incident,

His eyes gleamed suspiciounsly.

“ The ‘hounder was jolly confused,” he muttered. My
hat! T wonder if everything’s all right? What was he
doing in Enox’s study alone? What was he. doing with
that giddy wateh?” ‘
 Mellish didn’t really think that there was anything
amiss; but he loved to make mischief. Making mischief,
in fact, was one of his favourite forms of amusement.
He decided that it would be rather a good joke to tell
the fellows that the stranger had been up to something
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fishy in Knox’s study. It might result in My, Magon
being subjected to some inconvenience and trouble, and

fiasco, anyhow. - i

Mellish walked down the passage; and descended to the
entrance-hall. The Terrible Three were ch@’cting_a_gg{mat.
the door—chatting, in fact,.about the gorgeous japing of-

the booby-trap

old Ratty. It was tea-time, but the Terrible Three did -

not seem to be in any hurty. | * S :
“I say, you fellows, I've just found something out,”
began Mellish. “T hapened:fo see something—"
Tom Merry sniffed. - = B T
“You generally do happen to see things, you blessed
spy!” he exclaimed. “Buzz off| .We don’t want to bear
any rotten tales!” YL e
“But it’s about—"
“Oh, vamoose!” giowled Manners,
“ Absquatulate I said Monty Towther.
they 1:efl
have your room than your company. Absquatulate ox
Igﬁ\.f.;mt! You can do which you like, Mellish—only buz=
0 _,' BIRT 4
“You asses!” shouted Mellish.

Y

“That's "whab

“I've found out some~

1 you to do in America; when they would rathe?

thing about that low rotter who whacked into Rateliff 1" .~

“Low rotter or not,” said Tom Merry, “he’s a decent
chap. It was worth quids to see old Ratty buzzing round
the quad!” : )

“My hat, rather!” grinned Lowther.

“He was in Enox’s study just now, alome,” went on
ﬁl_eliish Jquickly.” “I happened to be passing, and saw
im-——"

“Oh, rats!” ;

“Go and eat.coke, you rotter!™ .

“I saw him shove a watch in his pocket that had been
lying ot Xnox’s table,” persisted Mellish. “He put it in
quickly, and then came out. You should have seen his
face when he saw me in the passage !”

“ Well, what of his face?” growled Tom Merry.

“It was absolutely ghastly,” said Mellish, drawing
upon his imagination. “He looked as though he had
been caught in the act, sort of thing. It's my firm belief
he was up to something fishy!” ;

& Rot !’l.

“Piffle!” & S

“Rubbish I -

Mellish glared. His tale had not created much of an
impression, and the Terrible Three stated their opinions
with characteidtic bluntness. £ ]

“1 tell you—" |

“Will vou clear off " roared Manners, |

“Well, if that's all you've got to say—"

“Tt-ig1” 3

“Ixcept that if you don't clear off in exactly tem
seconds,” added Lowther, “ we shall be under the painfal
necessity—painful from your point of view—of bumpiug

vou until you make a dent in the floor; One, two,
three—" : s . ’
¥ Lock here, you hurbling asses S

“Four, five, six, Four seconds left, Mellish !”

“You-——yon rotter!”

“Seven, eight—"

But Mellish did not wait any longer.
there would have heen considerable peril in waiting any
longer. He recognised the war-like signs—Manners was

already pulling up his sleeves—and “absquatulated.”
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CHAPTER 8,
: In a Tight Fix,
HE Terrible Three chuckled. : . :
“T thonght that would do the trick,” grinned
Lowther, when Mellish had disappeaved, “Silly
young ass, coming to us with his yarns!”

“Sheer invention, I expect,” said Tom Merry, with.

“ Worth ﬁveré,

it

1

i

He felt thab

a sniff, *Mellish has got his knife into Mr. Mason and.

wante to make mischief.” ,
“That's it,” said Manners. f

Nevertheless, the Terrible Three were certainly fme
. pressed by Mellish’s story, although they would not admit

it to him or to themselves. :
Mr. Mason was certainly a man of the lower order, tp
Tae GEn LisraRY.—No, 39L7
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judge trom his grammar. 1t was not absolutely out of
the question to suppose that he had-taken a fancy to
something in Knox’s study. But it was quite probable
that everything was all serene, There was only
- word to go upen, and that wasn’t usually worth much.

The Terrib{)e Three were silent for a foew minutes, and
then Mauners yelieved the door-post of his weight.

* Well, T suppose we’d better have some teat” he said.
#.The kettle’s boiling by this time, L expect.”

“ Imipossible I” said. Lowther aolemn!gf i

“What do you mean?” démanded Manuers. “1

over the fite twenty minutes ago. I should like to
ow how it’s impossible? T'N bet you anything you like
the kettle’sboiling I ‘

“Pone!” gaid Lowther. “I'd like a giddy motor-
Bieycle. You'd better send the order off to-night,
Manuers, old man!” : ’ :

“You—you ass—— .

“Of course, the water in the kettle might be boiling,”
went on Lowther thoughtfully. “I don’t say anything
sbout that, But to eay the kettle’s boiling-is potty——r"

Manners glared. 2 !

T suppose you call that a joke?” he asked, with biting.

sarcastn. “Because, if so, Ldon’t! T think you're potty
yourself I” . " " 2
-4 (tood I said Lowther.
 And I think yow're a funny fathead
*Go itl” ]

i)

“(Qh, leave him alone, Manners!’ said Tom Merry.
1 believe. Let’s .

®He can’t help it; it’s

i a family failing,
and have tea.” . : :

And the Terrible Three commenced ascending the stairs. -

Bu before they reached, the top the thick-set figure of

Mr. Masort appeared. He came downstairs quickly, after

s moment’s hesitation.
“ Going, sir?” asked Tom Merry.
";fels, my boys,” said Mr, Mason shortly.
night!” o A ST
% Can’t you efop to have tea in our study——"
“ Impossible! Thanks all the same,”
And Mr, Mason hurried out. Tom Merry, Manvers,
and Lowther looked at one another rather in suiprise.
“ By gum, he’s in a giddy hurry 17 gaid Manners. “I
«J wonder—— 5
S Well?”
" ®You wonder what®’
“(Qh, nothing !’ hesitated Manners.

“ ¥ Good-

«Yyell, that’s a fat lot to wonder,” said Lowther.

# Explain yourself, ass ! - . .
“Well, T was thinking of what Mellish said,” re lied

Marmners uneasily. “I—I suppose there couldu’t have
been any truih in it? Only Magon. locked a bit taken
aback. Let's go and see where he’s making for.”

“They descended the stairs again and

. went to the door of the School House.

‘The ?ad was getting a little dim now,

but there was still plenty of light. =Mr.

Mason was crossing to the gates. Except
for his figure the quad was desertéd.

Suddenly he paused, looked ' towards
the New House, and then dodged with
really wonderful agility, considering his
evident age, to the cover provided by
the old elms, He crouched there unseen
l{{ the two figures who emerged from the

ew House. They were those of the
Behool Housemaster and Mr. Linton.

Kerr, in fact, was feeling a little
mervous. He had already overstayed his
time, and he was anxious to become him-
gelf once moret  Everything was quite
oll Tight, and he was congratulating
himself, when he heard Mr. Linton’s
voice across the quad,

Tnstinctively Kerr concealed himself.
The School Housemaster and Mr. Linton
bad apparently beenm visiting Mr.
Ratcliff. Therefore, Kerr had no wish
to meet the two masters now. They
might ask awkward questions, which he
wonld have difficulty in answering,
~Jge Gen Liprany.—No. 38L
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So it was much better to hide.. |

Consequently ke crouched behind the elm until the -
pair had disappeared into the Head’s houwe.” -

_But the Terrible Three logked .upen the matter in
~ quite another light.- This, under the circumstances, was-
only natural. The whole thing was suspicious. First,
Meiligh’s tale, then the little incident ou the stairs, and

finally the strange behaviour in the quad, S

“Why hae he hidden himself?” murmured Tom Merry
uneasily. “I say; you chaps, I'm_ beginning to have
doubts, you know, ~As Mellish said, things look fishy. ..
Suppose the chap really had boned something out . of
Knox’s study, how would he act?” - = . :

“Why, just as he's acting now, I should think,” said -
Manners. - ’

“Exactly. The fellow’s a stranger, you know,” went
on Tom Merry. “I think, perhaps, we'd better go and
ask him a few questions.” :

“Wao shall look pretty sort of asses if everything’s all
right,” grunted. Lowther.- : .

“Well, we can take it out of Mellish afterwards,” said
Tom Merry. “That’s one consolation, old man.”

They leit the School House aud hurried across the
nad ‘to the gates. Mr. Mason was just about to leave. 3
e heard the footsteps behind him and quickened his
' pace. Tom Merry looked at his chums.

“Tooks suspish ! he murmured. “Come on.”

“Hi, Mr, Mason ! called Lowther.

Keir turned hesitatingly, but before he could decide
what to do the Terrible Three were surrounding him,

“ Fust a word, Mr. Mason!” said Tom Merry uncomfort-
ably. “You're a first-class chap for going for old Ratty as-
you did, but—but some ‘rotter has etarted a suspicion .
against you. We want to clear it up before you go.”

“Tt’s about a watch,” said Manners. “Mellish of the
':E;-marth says he saw you take a watch out of Enex’s
study.” ;

€

Mr. Mason smiled. There was no reason ;ﬁhfr he ;he'ul_d g

not reveal his identity .to the Terrible Three; they'd
simply roar at the gigantic jape. And, of course, he could
easily explain that the watch was really his own,

*You gee——" he began, - : ’

But at that moment Darrel of the Sixth came up, and
EKerr could say no more. It was the height of misfortune
that Darrel came upon the scene at that moment. -

+ “Oh, s0 Ton're the gentleman who gla}-‘ed old Harry
with Ratcliff?” he asked affably. “Well, 'm a prefect,
and I'm .sup{loseﬁ to keep law and order, but I can’t say
- that I exactly disapprove—unofficially, I mean. Ratcliff
requires taking
iut‘er‘\{mls.” i

“We—we were talking to Mr. Mason about a watch

Darrel,” said Tom Merry, “Mellish says that he sav;
this geutleman take a watch out of
Knox’s room. It is all rot, of course,
but. we want to clear Mr, Mason’s
name.” ' .

“Qh1”
Darrel looked serious, and gave Kery
a keen glance. y .
EKerr was looking somewhat alarmed—
a fact that did not escape the attention
of the Terrible Three. =~ And Kerr had
good reason to feel alarmed. He had
his own watch in his pecket, as he
thought, and if he was forced to produce
it in front of Darrel, Tom Merry & Co.
would recognise . it as Kerr's, and the
whole truth would come out. -

Which would be nothing less than
disaster. For -Darrel, as a prefect,
would be forced to report the matter.
And if the truth came to the ears of the
Head—if Dr. Holmes learned that Mr. .
Rateliff had been chased round the quad
by Ketr of the Fourth—well, Kerr would
belong to the Fourth no longer. His
career at St, Jim's would come to a
sndden and abrupt termination.

Kerr looked daggers at Darrel. Why,
didn’t he clear off?. ' :

own a peg or two abt periodical



_it’s my own !”

_now that all was not-as it should be.
‘watch, where’s the harm in showing it to us?”
Rerr made a frantic effort, and winked laboriously at
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minis—

« Bai Jove, heah he is, deah boys!"” cried D’Arcy.
severely, *‘And don’t show no pity for this man,

i Now themt, younyg gents, let us pass,” said Mr, :
Ie's a desprit char'acter, that's wot e ;s!" (See Chapter 10.} i

Crump

43We kitow you can explain it,” said Tom Merry, “Did
yoi take a watch out of Knox’s study, M. Mason:”

“J don’t see as ‘ow—"

“That’s net - an. answer,”
piciously. :

“VWell, T did take a watch, then!” grunted Kerr. “DBat

interrupted Darrel sus-

<

“Tet's see it!” said Manners bluntly.
“T_Tm in a hurry to catch my traiz.
want to go!” exclaimed Kerr confusedly.
"« My hat! I wish that ass Darrel would go " he added
under his breath. .
Tom Merry lodked grim.
« T4 won't take a moment,” he said, rea]]fy convinced by
“If it’s your own

I—I mean I

Tom Merry. A
Unfortunately Tom Merry fook it quite the wrong way.
“Ti’s no good your winking at me,” he said roughly.
#That game won’t work. Ouo of you chaps had better
and fetch Knoxey,” he added.
» 4 No, wait—>" began Kerr desperatelys
But Manners had rushed off.

' quid, at least ™"

“ A1] this is very syspicious!” said Darrel sternly. The
fact of your not wishing to show the watch practically
makes you condemn yourseli! You're a stranger here,
Mr. Mason, and we don’t kmow anything about you.
}’ou’c}“better let us see the watch before we.take it by,
orce !

Keir groancd. His position was really precarious, but
the predicament into which he was to be landed later
on was to prove twenty times as serious. At the moment,
however, Kerr was happily ignorant of the future.

He fished in his pocket, took-out the watch, and handed
it to Tom Merry.

“Ton't; recognise it P he whispered hurriedly, naturally i
thinking that the ticker was his own. “For goodness
sake, don’t give me away!” )

Tom Merry frowned ad he took the watch, and Monty,
Lowther and Darrel grew closer.

“My hat!” exclaimed Tom. *“This is a brand new
ticker I” ' :

“Brand new!” ejaculated Mr. Mason. “Rot!"

“ A gold one, too!” said Darrel.

o Go]ﬂ !u ) . . .

“Rather!” A solid gold English lever, worth twemnty
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¥ Good—goad heavénsg!” .

Kerr staggered, and turned. pale; under his make-up.

the v wasn't his own ticker

at all. For a‘moment & eould ‘hardly realise the truth,
Duawittingly, he was.a thief] > . 3 s
‘CHAPTER 9.
. 0. #:No Explpastion. ¥
Y TRR breathéd hard. 25"
‘ “T—I didn't know it!” he exclaimed franticaily.

] %1 didn’t “mean to; take fhat watch! I—I

thought—" ) i :

; “We'd better wait until Knox comes!” said Darrel
-gharply.” “This watch may be his, although I've never
seen il before.” :

Kerr didn't reply. His mind wes in a whirl, but he

. breathed a little sigh of relief, nevertheless.
moment: he was gla f
now there was nothing to prove his true identity. The

. shadow of the sack, as it were, was. momentarily lifted:
He was in a very tight fix, but he was still Mr. Mason.

There was no likelihood of his identity being discovered.

unless he revealed it of his own aceord.

Tom Merry was lookin, 'veri grave. Those whispered
words of Mr. Mason’s, asking hi.
were convincing proof indeed. At least, Tom Merry
thought so. It sgowed quite plainly that the stranger
was guilty. : . ‘ .

It was absolutely rotten, but if the man was a thief
he would have to be punished. e

“Here comes Knox!” : e
i Enox and Manners hurried up in the twilight.

" “YWhat's up?” inquired Enox. “My hat, then you're
still here, Mr. Mason?”’

“Yeg: wo've detained him,” replied Darrel. “Te was
geen taking a watch out of your study, Enox, and was
Jjust hurrying out of the gates when these Shell fellows
collared him.” :

Knox started,

« A watch!” he exclaimed quickly.

Darrel handed it over.

“(@reat Scott! This is my mew ticker!” yelled Enox
indignantly. It only came this afternoon, and 1 haven’t
worn it yet! It’s solid gold, and worth twenty-five quid!
Do you mean to say Mr, Mason collared it 2

“Tet me see it.”

£ .
“ By George!”
Enox pocketed the valuable ticker and stared at the

dismaye(f) Mr. Mason as if he were some zoological
gpecimen,  This was absolutely the limit. Knox had
thought his father’s friend a low ruffian, but a. thief—

A doubt was beginming to creep into Knox's mind.
Was it possible that there was a mistake somewhere? It
seemed incredible that the man, with all his common
ways, could possibly be the real John Mason,

Knox decided to discuss the matter with Mr. Linton,
the master of the Shell, Linton would know what to do.

“You'd better freeze on to this rotter while I go and
$alk to Linton,” he said hurriedly. *Don’t let him get
away. We shall have to see the Head, I expect.”

“J won’t escape,” growled Kerr.

#That's a 1fslct-. 1 said Lofwther grimly. “We'll watch

oii too closely, my pippin!” i .
g Enox hurrigd' ﬁy oI

% Don’t be long |” called Darrel. “I'Il wait here until
you come hack!”

Eerr groaned inwardly. If Darrel would only go he
could explain matters. Then, perhaps, he couid have
a fake struggle with the Terrible Three and make his
escape, Kerr knew that they would be only too willing—

. only too anxious—to help iim out of his predicament

once they kmew the truth. But, with Darrel present, any
idea of Yevealing his identity was out of the question.

“You'd better go, too,” suggested Kerr. *“These three
chaps can look after me. I ain’t strong, and they can
all “old me. You may be wanted, bein’ a prefect.”

Darrel shook his head.

“You'll be safer with me here,” he said shortly.

“Qh, we can look after the chap!” said Manners

.confidently. . ; ; i :
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Kerr looked up eagerly, but Darrel shook his head
again, : : .
“I'm staying!” he said firmly. o

And Kerr gave up ggfe. | -
 Meanwhile, Knox rushed into the School Houss, and
went up the stairs three at a time. Near the top he
almost bowled Arthur Augustus D*Arcy over, -

“Qut of the way!"” he snarled. ;

# Weally, Enox——"

“T'm in a hurry !” : -

“Bai Jove! That’s the excitement?” asked Arthur
Augustus. “You look quite wed in the face, Knox.
twust nothin’ is w'ong? Pway don’t wush away while I
am speakin’. Well, I nevah! The wottah has gone!”

Knox had no time to waste on Arthur Augustus.

He knocked on the doer of Mr, Linton’s study and
entered. The Shell master was writing, and he looked
up in surprise at Knox’s flushed face.

“Ig anything the matter, Knox?” he asked. -

“Yes, sir; ‘something serfous,” replied Enox. “ You
may be aware that I had a visitor this afternoon—a Mr.
Mason. He had a scene with Mr. Rateliff in the quad.”.

“Ahem! I have heard something about it,” said Mr,
Linton. : . g e ;

_Knox rapidly explained what had occurred, and voiced
his suspicions regarding the stranger. Mr. Linton
listened, with a grave face, and whengKnox had done he
Tose to his feet and frowned.

“ ’I_'his is a very serious occurrence, Knox,” he said, -
tapping his desk with his finger-tips. “Really, I hardly
know what to do. The headmaster must know of it, of
course. But this doubt about Mr. Mason’s genunineness:
is rather embarrassing. If the man is really your
father’s friend the position is awkward. Is there no way
of ascertaining the truth?” -, : o

Knox considered. " L )

“My pater’s on the telephone in the City,” he said,
looking u]%) suddenly. = “ He mever leaves his office’ before
six, and I might catch him. He’d know, perhaps. It’ll
mean a trunk-call to London, but we should get to know
something, The pater would be able to describe his
friend. You see, sir, I've never seen Mr. Mason umtil
t -d%y." . . " :

“Very well, Enox; the seriousness of the position
warrants a trunk-call to London,” said Mr. Linton. “We
will telephonie at once.” .

They left the study and went to the prefects’ room.
It was empty, for most of the seniors were at tea. Enox
soon succeeded in getting through -to his father’s office,
for the heavy business of the day was over.

“ Hallo—hallo!” he shouted into the mouthpiece. “Is
that you, dad?”

A sutprised voice came faintly across the wires.

*“Goo gracious, it is Gerald! What do.you want, my
“There’'s & man at St. Jim’s who calls himself John
Magon,” said Knox. “He wrote and said he was coming
to-d%y! you know.” )

“Yes; but he cancelled that arrangement, Gerald.”

“ What !” roared Knox. ;

“He hasn’t been there?”

“Great Seott!” . b :

“He is going to join me in London to-night,” went o -
b iien this chap b " g

% Then—then this chap here is an impostor:” ga -
Knox into the *phone. P v L

“ Presumably so.” ) :

“ But—but Mr. Mason may have changed his mind,”
said Knox quickly. “He may have come to St. Jim’s-
after all.” ) f . =

“That is impossible,” came - the voice across the wires.
“ Ag a matter of fact, Gerald, Mason wired me to say
that he was coming; he’s on the train now. If there is
a man-at St. Jim’s who calls himself John Mason he
is evidently an impostor. What is he like?” )

“ A g small; thick-set man,” replied Enox. “He's

" dressed like a bookmaker, and has got whiskers, And

he speaks like a navvy, dropping his ‘h’s’ and all the
rest of it.” .

A laugh came across the ’phone. )

“You're being spoofed, my -boy!” chuckled Knox
genior, “My friend Mason is a_thin man, exceedingly
gentlemanly, and is quite clean-shaven.”
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" mistake.

" Kerr would be expelled.
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Enox stared at the telephone. He had a few more
words with his father, and then hung up the receiver.
“Qur suspicions were right, sir!” he said excitedly,
staring at Mr. Linton. “That awful bounder downstairs

. isn’t Mr. Mason at ali!”

“So I gathered. from your words, Enox,” said Mr.
Linton.

“He—he must have got to kmow:that Mr. Mason
wasn’t coming,” went on Knox. “He's some awful tram
chap who’s come just to take anything he could lay hands
on, and he collared my new ticker as the most valuable
article! If those Shell lids hadn’t captured him he’d
have got clean away = :

“It is exceedingly fortunate that the boys discovered
the man’s real character before it was too late,” said Mr.
Linton. “We had better take the scoundrel to the head-
master’s study without delay.” -

Enox was escited. He had half suspected that his
visitor was an impostor all the time, and now he had
undeniable confirmation. Tt was practically certain that
the man had come to St. Jim’s for the purpose of robbery.

And certainly all the evidence went to prove that such

was the case.

The unfortunate train of circumstances had landed Kerr
He had taken
the gold watch in the firn belief that it was his own,
and this was the result! The disguised junior was fo be
taken before the Head as a common thief] !

And he conld not explain. That was the texrible part
of it all,

It would be the simplest matter in the world for him
to reveal his identity, and explain how Enox had collared
his watch, and how he had taken the gold ticker-in
1 The Head, of course, would understand at
once, and would know that everything was all right.

.But Eerr couldn’t explain; he couldn’t reveal himself

- ag Eerr of the Fourth. If he did the Head would know

that it was he—Kerr—who had publicly humiliated Mr,

" Rateliff !

And the result of such knowledge would be drastic.
W 3 The Head eimply couldn’t
allow him to remain at 8t. Jim’s after such an act. Kerr
hed recklessly chased Ratty round the quad under the
firm impreesion that he would be leaving 8t..Jim’s as Mr.
Mason for good within an hour. .

Knox and Mr. Linton descended to the quadrangle, and
found the Terrible Three and Darrel still mounting

guard, as it were, over the prisoner. Mr. Linton looked:

-at Kerr sternly, and the junior’s heart sank.

“Your trick is discovered, my man,” he said coldly.
“Denial is nsoless.” - s

“Trick, sir?” asked Tom Merry inquiringly. #

“Yes, trick!” exclaimed Xnox wrathfully. “This
rotter isn’t Mr. Mason at all ¥ g

“Not Mr. Mason!” . ) .

“No; he’s an impostor: Came to St. Jim’s in Mr.
Mason’s name just to see what he could pinch I

“T didn’t!” broke out Kerr desperately. “I—I'm not
Mr. Masen, I know. Inever actually said I was, but—"

“That is enough!” snapped Mr. Linton icily. *Enox
sud Darrel, Hyou can manage him between you. Bring
him to Dr. Helmes’s study. You Shell boys can go now.

. T understand that you are responsible for the scoundrel’s

eapture.” ‘
“In 2 way, sir,” said Tom Merry. “But it was Mellish
who first gave us the tip. Mellish saw the man take

. Enox’s watch, you know, eir.” :

“Indeed. Mellish’s inquisitiveness has .com.e in useful
for once,” said Mr. Linton drily. “But come, Knox,
we will go o the Head.”

And the dismayed and now thoroughly alarmed Kerr'

was marched off.

Not a soul guessed at his real identit{, and, indeed, he
wished it to Temain secret. Oh, if he hadn’t let himself
go during that scene in the quad. The tem tation to
g0 for 7 Rafeliff had been irresistible, but he lmew that
he ought to have resisted.: That one incautious act had
placed him in an awful predicament.

His mind was in a dizay whirl as he was taken into’

the Head’s study. He listened to the conversation as
though he were in a dream. It all scemed unreal; eyen
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‘there -'mi'g‘hﬁ be ‘Sotne way oub: A
to him; anyhow? .
‘and shocked -as he listened to'

now hé thought thal
And what would the;
- The Head was amazed

the story. -Knox’s watch lhad been rvecovered. Surely .

they would let him go, thought Eerr, He ‘hedame aware
that the Head was looking “at Him with stern eyes.

“Well, sir, what have you to say?’ asked Dr. Huimes
sternly. s ERR s =

EKerr started. - M 7 : - g

“ N.nothing,” he muttered, *except that I didn’t mean
to take Enox's watch.” S T S

“That is abeurd ” retorted the Head sharply. .

“Tt gounds absurd, I know,” replied Kery. . “But it's
the truth. I—I can’t explain fully. You—jyou.don's
know everything. I can’t say any more.” L

The Head smiled grimly. .

“There is no necessity, my man,” he replied.
stand eelf-condemned. ~You have no explanation
offer, and we know that you are a scoundretly-impogtor:

Kerr breathed hard. - e

He wanted to blurt out the truth., He wanted to tear
his disguise off, and show himself ae himself; he wanted
to explain the mistake of the watch.

But he daren’t! )

His very safety, in fact, lie in remaining silent. The
thought of being sacked from St. Jim's sickened him,
And yet he assuredly would be eacked if he told Dr:
Holmes that he was Kerr. For expulsion could be the

- only punishment for his escapade of the afternoon, ab

Mr. Ratclifi’'s expense. - e e

So he remained silent, and was nervous lest his disguise
should be penetrated. He was thunkful that the Head's
study wae not lighted up yet. oo

There must be some way out of his diffculty—some
way that he hadn’t thought of yet, After this infer-
view was over—-— v

But Knos’s voice broke in upon Kerr's thoughts.

“TWhat are you going to do, sir?” asked the prefect.

The Head’s eyes were stern, and he rang the bell. .

“There is only one thing to do, Enox,” he replied:
“This man is obviously a professional scoundrel, and he
must fherefore be given in charge. I intend to send for
the police at once, and have him arrested.”

“Ags you say, sit, the only thing to be dome,” com-
mented Mr. Linton. 4 L

Kerr stared, and then fell back a pace, quivering.

The police ! .

He was to be arrested for robbery! .

Tt took his breath away, and left him shaking and
shivering as though with ague, Until this moment he had
not realised the frue and real extremity of his position.
But there was no misundérstanding the Head’s decision.

« Arrested I murmured Kerr, under his breath. “Oh,
my, hat, this beats everything "

CHAPTER 10,
Un_dc_r Arrest!

L POOFED " .
“The fellow’s a gidl(,i,y fraud !

“Well, I'm blessed ! i e &
‘“Yaas, it is a bit surpwisin’, deah"bois," said Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. ‘' Bubt arc you sua of this, Tom
Mewwy? It’s howwid to think that the chap is a
wobbah I . ¢
The Terrible Three were in the junior common-room,
and a crowd of Fourth-Formers and Shell-Formers were
gathered round. The mews that Mr. Msason Was an
impostor took everybody by surprise. Yet it" was really

_remarkable, two minutes later, fo hear many juniers had
guessed at something of the sort all along.

«There’s no doubt about it, Gussy,” said Tom Merry.
«te found Knox's new gold watch on him. He was
trying to sneak oub when we collared him. And ;,{nox
has proved that ho ain’t the real Mr. Mason at all.”:

“Qh, he's a proper scoundrel |’ said Jack-Blake. - .

« twust the magistrate will be lenient;” said Arthur
Augugtus. “The fellow 1 an- awful boundah, T admit,
and a wotten t]%ieiﬁl but I hope l:f _o'eIta Dﬁthghﬂyieci :

in’ into the passage, an meet a pwe
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1 shall ask him to wequest the Head to let Mr. Mason

o fwea,” - . oo

8% And T can sée the Head doing it,” Lowther.
. “Can you weally, Lowthah? Bai Jove, you uttah. ass,
“you are wottin’!"- -
" “Well, T thought you were, too!” explained Lowther
blandly. ‘“Were you scrious, Gussy?’ .
“I wefuse to answah, you uttah chump!”
And Arthur Augnstus left the common-roomr. Quite
a crowd followed him—his three chums of Study No. 6,
the Terrible Thred, and -others. The hall was deserted,
but put in the quad two figures loomed up in the gloom.
They wete those of Figgins apd Fatty Wymn, :
e ]g"e_w House rotters!” roared Eevison. “Collar ‘em!”
“Pax?’ exclaimed Figgins hastily. “We're looking
for Kerr. . We've mislaid him !” :
% Kerrd” 5,

“Yes,” said Figgins.

some fatheaded jape?’ .
- “Weally, Figgay, we haven't scen Kerr for hours,”
gaid Arthur Augustus. “I twust nothin’ has happened
to him. When did you see him last?” o

“Some time in the ‘middle of the afternoon.”

“He’s not here,” said Tom Merry. “1 espect he’s
gone ont somewhere on his own. He'll be back by locking-
up time.” : :

“What's the giddy excitcment over here?” asked Fatty
Wyan. “Somebody standing u feed?”

Blake grinned. -

“That's the way, Fatty—always think of your tummy
first 'L he chuckled. “1\;, there’s no feed on. But you
know that chap Mason—Knox’s friend?”

Figgins grinued. ‘ N

“'Igathér I he replied. “He deserves a giddy medal "

““Well, he’s'a thief I'” said Blake.

And he told the New House juniors what had happened.
Figgins and Fatty Wynn were greatly astonished, and,
still more, greatly disappointed. All the juniors, in fact,
had looked upen the valiant Mr. Mason as a sort of hero.

And now it came out that he was an impostor—a
visitor at St. Jim’s under false pretences—a thief! The
revelation was tertainly an unpleasant one.

“Now then, young gentlemen, let me pass!”

A gruff voice sounded m the dusk, and a burly figure
appeared before the lighted door of the School House.
IE) was the figure of P.-c. Crump, the Rylcombe police-
man., Mr. Crump was looking extremely important, for
ke knew that he had an arrest to make, and arrests
round about Rylcombe were few and far between. Con-
sequently, Mr. Crump felt that this was an occasion on
which to show off his importance.

“0ld Crump!”

* Phew "

“The Head ain’t lost much time.” :

“Have you chaps been up to

“Wotten, deah boys. Mr. Mason is to be awwested P

“Let me pass, please, young gentlemen!” .

Mr. Crump passed majestically. At least, he intended
to do so. Unfortunately, however, Monty Lowther’s boot
somehow stuck out in the way, and the constable triiped
on it, plunged forward, and only just managed to keep
his balance. He shot forward and ascended the steps
into the hall at a staggering run in order to save himself
from falling.’ .

“My heye!” he gasped.

“You're in a hurry,
innocently. . 4

“Young raskils " muttered Crump, with as much
digngiy as possible. He walked on, leaving the juniors
chuckling. Mr. Crump arrived at the Head’s study and
entered, holding his helmet gingerly under his arm.

-* Ah; you have come, Crump!” said the Head. “I
wish to give this man in charge for robbery. He came
to the school under false pretences, and was only just
prevented from escaping with a valuable gold watch.”

er.‘ Crump fixed the unfortunate Eerr with a basilisk
glare. . = : .

£ You'll ’ave to come with me,” he said, with evident
satisfaction. ‘ 3 :

“I—T won't!”’ ﬁasped Kerr. “Yon don’t understand.”

“ We nnderstand quite enough,” said Dr..Holmes eurtly.
“Take him away, officer. All formalities can be seen to
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Crumpey,” said Lowther

-

Iater on. I wish this man to be taken from the school

without any loss of time.” ° ’ 2
“ Werry Evod, gir,” said Mr. Crump; jingling something

in his hand. . : 4
Kerr watched with heaving breast, and then he

instinctively shrank back, He was going to be hand-

cu‘i‘f%i! t—don't put th " h d

on’ on't put those things on me!” he gaspe

“Now then,'né)ne 0" that!™ gexeiaime& Ple. (Em;np
roughly. “’0ld hou$ your ’ands!” ’ ;

err clenched his fists and looked round desperately.
All eyes were turned upon him with stern accusation, and
he suddenly went limp. He held out his hands. What
was the good.of resisting? The Head wasn’t to hlame
for calling in Crump; he had otily done the right thing.

The wretched New House junior was thankful that
he had taken particular care over his makeup. His
thoroughness was rewarded now, but nobody guessed the’
actual truth. And Kerr took care to speak in the same
gruff voice as he had used during the afterndon.

Snap ! ’

The manacles were on his wrists, .

Kerr looked at them as thongh in a mist.. Then, all
in a flash it seemed, his mind became clear and acute,
and he dlmost laughed® at the utter absurdity of the
whole thing. ~ He, Kerr of the Fourth, arrested and
handeuffed! Half a dozen words would be sufficient to
gain his freedom again. T i

But those half-dozen words were never spoken; they
would have been Kerr's expulsion order, as 1t were. He
set his teeth, and resigned himself to be taken to-the
police-station, but he told himself that he would get out
of the terrible hole somehow.

He couldn’t do anything himself, but there were Figging
and Wynn;' there were Tom Merry & Co. of the Schoot -
House. House rivalry would be forgotten at such a time
as this.  All would help to extricate him from this
predicament. o

But they didn’t know that Mr. Mason was Kerr! How
could he tell them? : .

“Come hon!” exclaimed Mr. Crump roughly. g

And Kerr was led away. As he walked beside the
policeman he managed, with some difficulty, to get a stub

of pencil from his pocket. Then he scrawled something.. -

on to a piece of paper he had had in his hand previous
to being handcuffed.

“ Come hon, brisk now!” said Mr. Crump. *An’ vou'd
better not play no monkey tricks with me, my man.”

Under ordinary circumstances Kerr would have thought
it certainly impossible to write a :brief note, even in a
fearful secrawl, while his hands were manacled, But he
was desperate now, and he managed somehow. He was
thankful that he had unconsciously been fiddling with a
piece of paper while in the Head's study.

Heo screwed the paper up in his palm, nervous lest
Crump should detect 1. For if the policeman saw what
was written “the fat would be in the fire ” indeed. But
the stolid guardian of the law and his prisoner reached the
School House door without Crump suspecting anything.

“ prrat it!” muttered Crump. = “Here's them boys
again I .

g'.I.‘he Terrible Three, Blake & Co., and many other
School House and New House juniors were waiting out
in the quad to see the policeman and his captive depart.
They could not deny that Mr. Mason deserved punish-
ment, seeing that he had stolen Kuox’s new ticker, but,
all the same, they felt a certain amount of compassion
for the stranger. He had, at least, given them all an
afternoon’s unadulterated amusement. .

“Bai Jove, heah he is, deah boys!"”

“ Handcuffed, too, by gum !’

“Hard lines I i 5 : :

“Now then, young gents, let us pass !’ said Mr. Crump
severely. “And don’t show no pity for this man. He's
a desprit character, that's wot ‘e is |” s b Poew 2w

% You ain’t going to lock him up, are you, Crumpey?”

“I ham!” declared Crump. “He’s a willain!"

Kerr could hardly restrain a grin, in spite of the
seriousness of the situation. It.was all so utterly ridi.
culous. Crump would have had.about ten fits if he had
known that the “ desprit character ” ‘was none other than-
Kerr of the Fourth! : :
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“Male way, please ! o %3 C 2

The juniors followed Crump and Mr, Mason to the

ates in a body, surrounding the pair. Mr. Cramp was
‘inclined. to he pompous, but as the junicrs didn’t take
any notice of him, it didn't matter much.

“By Jove!” murmured Kerr suddenly.

Mo found himeelf almost alongside Figgins. The _had
yéached the gates, and it was absolutely the last chance
of letting the juniors kmow the truth. Rerr stepped
. g:ide a little and forced the scrap of paper into Figgins's

nd., C
© “Now then, walk quietly!* growled Mr, Crump
threateningly. - . ‘

Fi‘%iiﬂ&.s_taréd at hig palm.

“What the——" he began.

_“Read it " hissed Kerr. “Mum’s the word "

The constable glared round.

“Wot's ‘e a-saying?” he asked suspiciously.

Cep1

“0Oh, n-nothing!” stammered TFiggina.
mean—-" - 2
But Crump and his prisoner passed out of the gates,

surveyed wi
liked anything out of the usual routine to happen. As
a rule it always entailed extra work for him; and Taggles
hdd a great antipathy for work of any kind.

The gates clanged to, and the crowd of juniors listened
while the footsteps of the prisomer and his trinmphant
escort faded away. E

“Well, deah boys, he’s gone!” said Arthur Augustus.
“1.suppose we have seen the last of the poor fellah. 1t
is wathah a pity, considewin’.” ... : S

But D’Arcy was wrong—quite wrong. They bhadn'f
peen the last of Mi. Mason by any means!

e

——

CHAPTER 11.

- I The Rescue Party,
i REAT jumping cokernuts!” -

. Figgins made that most extraordinary ejacu-

lation in a tone of breathless amazement. He
and Fatty Wynn were separated from the others, and
were against the door of the New House. In Figgins’s
hand was a crumpled scrap of paper. :

“ Doty ?” aakeg Fatty Wynn politely.

"“Yes, I—1 believe so!’" gasped Figgins faintly.

“(@Glad you acknowledge it, old man!”

“Read this!"’ ejaculated Fig%'ins excitedly., “My only
hat, it's unbelievable-.--Fatt-'y! t was Kerr all the time!
XKerr! Oh, it’s impossible I '

Fatty Wynn stared at Figgins rather in alarm.

“If you're feeling bad, Figgy—" ‘

“You—you ass!”’ roared Figgins, “Read this! That
Mason chap bunged it into my hand as he was being
led out—without Crumpey seeing him! Read it, you
barbler I :

Fatty Wynn held the paper under the light. Upen it
wl;z]re a few words, horribly scrawled, but just decipher-
able. i :

“P'm EKerr. Come and rescu¢ me, If mot, it means
the sack!”’ ’ :

Fatty Wynn looked puzzled. :

“Blessed if I can see anything startling,” he said.
#The chap is evidently dotty. What the dooce does he
mean by aayi.n% he’s Kerr? Must be off his silly rocker !’

F]Egms fairly danced with excitement,

“Don’t you understand?” he roared. “That chap
ai’t a man at all; he’s Kerr! That’s why Kerr ain’t
here with us. He’s been having a jape all on his own, and
got into a giddy mess!”

“You—you mean—-"" ynn,

“Tt's Kerr!” said Figgins excitedly. “Ain't you got
any sense, Fatty? ason is Kerr all the time, dis-

ised! . And he’s landed himself into a fearful hole
vomehow. It was Kerr who thrashed old Ratty; it was
Kerr who pinched Emnox’s watch! My hat, there must
be some mistake about that!” .

“Kerr!” gasped Wynn, staring. “Oh, my bat! But—
but we didn’t recognise him, Figgy!” .

“Of courde not!” snapped Fiﬁms. “You know what
= marvel he is at disguises. Didn’t he come to St. Jim’s
as Dr. Monk, of the Grammar School, onice and speof

gasped W3
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everybody? This is another of his blessed make-ups; but
we weren’t in the know.” S hiE o

.-E;&tty Wynn realised that his long-legged chief was -
right. g .

“Well, I'm blowed!” he ejaculated, ¥ And, I say,
Figgy, I've got it!” - ‘ " :

“ ot what?” : ‘

“Why, can’t you sec?” explained  Wynn - keenly.
“ Didn’t Kerr say he was going to have his own back on
Enoxey? Well, he disguised himself so as to give Knox
a high old time. He wag doiug it, you remember, when
Ratty came up and interfered. : .

“ By George, you're right!” i 58

“0f course I am. And Eerr went to Emox's study
afterwards to get his watch back,” went on Wynn. “He
did’t know that Knox had brought it to us, and he
took Knox’s by mistake. It was that mistake which
landed him in this fix!” ;

“And he’s been arrested!” said Figgins seriously.
“Well, it's a go!”

Tt was certainly a “go,” and Figgins and Fatty Wynn
hardly knew what to do. It was evident, however, that
Kerr would have to be rescied in’some manner. And
Figgins instantly realised that Tom Merry & Co. must
be informed of the facts, and a meeting held to decide
the plan of action. .

“Come on !” said Figgin's briskly.

“Where to, Figgy? ’ .

“Study No. 6, in the School House, of course I

‘And they hurried across the quad. The other juniors
had dispersed, and had goue their various ways.. The
two New House heroes entered their rivals’ domain, and
reached the -Shell passage without meeting ~anybody.

They opened the door of Tom. Merry’s study.  The
- Terrible Three looked up in surprise.
- “Come to Study 6, said Figgins hurriedly. “It's

vital!”

“What the dickens——"

“Not a second to waste!” said Figgins urgently.

And he and Fatty W departed to the famous
apartment in the Fourth-Form passage. They arrived
and walked in without the formality of knocking, Blake
& Co. were at home, having just come in,

“Bai Jove, New House wottahs!”

“Pax!” said Faity Wynn hastily.

“Pax be blowed!” . .

“It’s a guestion of life or death!” exclaimed Figgins
excitedly. = “At least, it’s jolly serious, Kerr's got
himself into a frightful hole!”

“Bai Jove!”

“That’s different.” :
And Blake & Co. dropped their warlike attitudes an
sat down again. But before Figgins and Wynn were
fairly in the study the Terrible Three put in an’ appear-
They were all looking somewhat puzzled and

astonished. )

“Now, what’s this vitally urgent matter, Figgy?”

- asked Tom Merry.

Fifgins closed the door carefully.
“You're beastly mysterious ! began Blake impatiently.
“Mustn’t let an?rbody overhear,” Figgins said.” “It’s
about Kerr, Kerr's been playing the giddy ox, and has
landed himself into the deepest hiole that ever happened.
He went and played a jape without consulting his kind
uncles, and this is the result!”
“ What's the result?” demanded the curious juniors,

“T'Il give you a surprise,” went on Figgins. “That
chap Mason wasn’'t Mason at all!”
“YWe know that, you ase!” roared Blake, “He was &

rotten burglar!”

“He wasn’t,” said Figgins calmly.
disguized, but Kerr, all the same!”

i Kerr !”_ ¥

“Qh, draw it mild, Figgy!”

“Yaas, wathah!” * ’

“Go away, and think of some other yarn!” said Blake.
“That won’t do for us, Figgy! We're not such silly,
asses as all that on this side of the quad!” S

Figgins had expected open scorn and ineredulity, and
he wasn’t disappointed. .’ He produced Kerr’s serap of
paper, passed it round, and explained ‘the incigent
when Knox had taken the Scottish junior’s watch, and

“He was Eerr—

- also explained that Kerr hiad sworn t6 be revenged. -
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B0, you see; it was old Kerr all the giddy time,” he
concluded. “He was simply, japing yout rotien prefect.
Hs took Knox’s watch by mistake, thinking it was his
own, I expect, and was utterly flabbergasted when he
found out the truth., Mellish saw him do it, and put
you Shell bounders on the scent.  You collared Kerr,
made him produce the watch, and things looked jolly
_black against’ him. And when Knox found out that he
wasn't Mason at all—well, it seemed pretty evident that
he must be a deliberate thief!”

For a moment there was a fense silence in Study No. 6.

Tom Merty had been looking thoughtful, but a sudden
glegm entered his eye, and he lookes round the crowded
study. o
- Supgose a gang of giddy roughs raided the Rylcombe
Police Station:” he said slowly. “It’s only a cotfage,
you know, and the room they call the cell wouldn’t take
much forcing. A whole crowd of ruffians would easily
do it, and then Kerr would be rescued.”

The juniors stared.

“ And do ‘you imagine that a gang of ruffians are con--

veniently going fo break into the police-station to-night:”
asked Blake sarcastically.
“Yes,” replied Tom Merry; “I do.”
_“YWeally, Tom Mewwy, pway be sewious!”

“] was never more serious in my life,” replied Tom. -

“Now, these rufians—nine, to be exact—will rescue Kerr
by force. It’s a desperate plam, but it’s the only way
I can think of.” :

“You—you ass!” roared Figgins. “How do you know
that nine ruffians are going to break into Crump’s
cottage?”

“ Because, my good chap, the nine ruflians happen to
be in this study at this moment,” said Tom Merry
calmly. :

There was a gasp.

“T uttahly wefuse to be called a wuffian!”

“QOh, dry up, Gussy!” exclaimed Tom Merry guickly.
“There’s only one way to get Kerr out of tais rotten
hole, and that’s by using drastic measures. Well, the
measures I have suggested are jolly drastic.”

“But we ain’t ruffians!” roared Blake.

“We can be, can’t we?” asked Tom Merry quickly.
*What's wrong with bunging on false beards and long
coats, and all the rest of it? We sha’n't be recognised,
even if we’'re scen; and after we’ve rescued Kerr we’ll
skin off the disguises and be resg{ectable St. Jim’s juniors
onece more. The police will think that their prisoner has
been rescuéd by a set of awful scoundrels, and will be
searching the whole giddy countryside for them, while
we're here chuckling. That’s my idea, anyhow. I'm
blessed if I can see any other way out of the tangle.”

There was a moment’s breathless silence.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Blake. *Wha§ a ripping
wheeze! You are a giddy genius, Tom Merry!”

“Yaas, wathah! T wegard that plan as bein’ dis.
tinctly wippin’ I” said Arthur Au;lluatus excitedly. “ Kerr
has simply got to be wescued—theah is no doubt what-
evah about that—and Tom Mewwy’s plan is simplicity
itself. We can take hammahs and chisels and things in
ordah to bweak into the wotten cell. Bai Jove, we shall
feel like howwid burglahs, deak boys.”

“Can’t help what we feel like,” said Blake briskly.
“1t’s a desperate situation altogether, Kerr’s very safety
hangs in the balance, so we've got to get a move on.
At a time like this, Figgy, we've got to forget that
you're New House rotters!”

“Exactly!” agreed Figgins. “But the longer we jaw
here the more time we waste. Let’s buzz off and get
prepared. Prep can go hang for to-night!” !

*Yaas, wathah !”

And Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins and Fatty Wynn

proceeded fo put their desperate plan into execution
without a moment's delay.

CHAPTER 12.
No Luek!

717 IN you go!” - s
P.-c. Crump pushed his prisoner into the little
cell at Rylecombe Police Station, and the heavy
- ‘door clanged to, and the bolts were shot,
The cell was only a small room, in reality, but the door
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was thick, and the window was stoutly barred. Thers
was no means of escape for anyone locked within the little
apartment. &

Stamg‘. Stamp ! : ;

Mr. Crump was coming to the cell again, and Kerr
wondéred what his object could be. e was soon to
learn. The door was unbolted, and a light shone upon
Kerr’s disguised face.” -

“ Better not take your-glothes offI” growled Crump,
who was evidently in a bad humour over something.
“I’ve jest ‘phoned up to ‘Wayland, an’-I've got to take

ou in a ta'-z;lp to Wayland Police Station. You'd better

e ready in five minutes, my man.”

The door shut again, and Kerr stared at'it dumbly.

He was to be taken to Wayland!

“QOh, crumbs, that's properly put the kybosh on it!"
he muttered, in dismay. ’

Even if his chums did decide to make an attempt
to rescue him, it was hopeless now. Once he was m
Wayland Police -Station nothing could liberate him
except his own confession. . That would set him f{ree soon
enough, but he didn’t want to confess. .

He wanted to escape so that he could.resume his own
identity without a soul, excepting his own chums, know-
ing the actual truth.

Hscape |

The word buzzed in his head again., The idea of .
escape did not seem so remote now. He was to be taken
to Wayland by Crump in a trap. Surely an opportunity
would present itself for him to make a dash for it? ;
» Kerr set his teeth,

“I'll risk it!” he muttered grimly.
way. While we're going te, Waylan
old Crumpy the slip.”

The policeman was not long in returning. He was in

“It’s the only
T'll try and give

- a bad temper, apparently 6wWing to the fact that he had

to make the trip to the neiﬂﬁhouring town. The cell
door was unlocked again, an Cru-mY1 appeared with a
lamp. The policeman was réady for his journey. -

“Come hon!” he growled. “An’ no larks, mind yer,
my beauty! But I don’t reckon you can do much,
seein’ as yowre 'andcuffed, and seein’ what a . little
whipper-snapper you are compared fo me!”

Eerr didn’t reply; he simply looked sullen.

a matter of fact, he wasn’t sullen at all, but he
wanted to give Crump the impression that he was
resigned to his fate. @ policeman would then be less
vigilant ' than otherwise might the case. Kerr
couldn’t give his word not to attempt escape, for the .
simple reason that he meant to make an attempt. ‘

The trap was waiting outside, and Kerr was glad to
see that only about a couple of local rustics were look-
ing on. He climbed into the vehicle=a small, low-builk
trap—and was closely followed by his escort. :

“Lot o nonsense!”- muttered Crump. “Makin’ me
take yon hover to Wayland this time o’ night. Well,
perhaps it’ll be better to be well:rid of yer!” ‘

They started and drove sharply through Rylcombe, .
and then out on to tie lomely. road to the town. It
was a dark night now, for the sky was a little "overcast,
and there was no moon. Kerr felt extremely glad, for
everything was in his favour. If he could. only get out
of the trap he could make a dash for it.

And he knew that he eould very soon outdistance the .
burly constable, once it came to a race, -

But he could think of no pretext with which to sto]
the trap. He instinctively felt that Crump woul
suspect his intemtion, and would conseguently become
alert. No, he must take Crump quite by surprise, and
be away into the darkness before the constable realised
what had happened. N :

And there was only one way in which that could be
accomplished. < :

“I'll do it!” thought Eerr desperately.

He would jump clean out of the trap as it was being
driven_along.

At first thought. it seemed a mad thing to do, but
after all Kerr decided that there woiuld not be much risk; -
at most he would only sustain a few bruises. The tt:g
was low, and there was a short rise within a few hundr
yards, up which the horse would kave to walk.

That would be Kerr’s opportunity.
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- whey went on, and the trap presently slackened its

ace, for the horse was feeling the effects of the rise.

other. minute, and it dropped to a walk, ’

““Git hon!” growled Crump And he made an extra-
ordinary noise with his mouth, which the horse evidently

—understood, for it went slightly faster. .

~ And then, all in a flash, something shot out into the
roadway. Crump felt the trap shake, and he turned
round with a bellow of rage. -

His prisoner had jumped clean out!

“Whoa !’ roared Crump, pulling up the horse sharply.
£My heye, the chap’s jumped hout !”

Crump jumped “hout ™of the trap himself, and looked
hurriedly down the road towards Rylcombe. He blinked
in the darkness, and then saw a dim figure moving ten
yards away. . ‘

Crump rushed towards it.

The figure was that of Kerr, and Kerr was in the act
of rising to his feet. His luck was dead out, there
aas no doubt about that whatever. He had taken the
loap out of the trap at the precisely correct moment, but
Fate was against him.

As he landed squarely upon his feet, his foot had
struck a loose stome. Tﬁe next moment he crashed on
to the roadway, and almost knocked every ounce of wind
out of his body. He knew that he had net a second
to lose, but for a few moments it was a sheer physical
impossibility for him to rise. . 3

When at’last he did scramble up, still in agony, it
was to find Crump’s hand npon: his shoulder, and now
the policeman grasped him in a painful clutch.

“What Inck!” groaned Kerr hopelessly. “What
. ghastly-luck !”

“Thought you'd escape, did *yer!” roared Crump
wrathfully. “Not while I'm about, my man! You
ain't the first who ’as tried to give me the slip, but no
one’s never succeeded. This'll mean a hestra dose o
qued for you, I reckon!” :

Kerr was too utterly disappointed to reply. He had
been so certain that he coul esr;eape that he looked upon
it as if it had actually chappen And now there was
no chance for him at all. Crump would certainly not
give him a-second opportunity.

* - As soon as they were in the trap again the constable
produced a stout piece of rope, and tied it Tound Kerr's

ankles,

“That'll put a stop to your little games!” grunted the
constable. “With your feet tied and your wrists
- *andeuffed I don’t Teckon you'll try any more o’ your
tricks. Gee up, old ‘orse!”

And captor and captive proceeded towards Wayland.

All hope had faded from Kerr's breast.

[P

CHAPTER 13.
N Many Rescuers,
VILLAINOUS, bearded face “peered round. the
corner of the hedge close by the little Rylcombe
Police Station, on the outskirts of the village.
A cloaked and dim figure appeared after the face.
Altogether the fellow looked a desperate character.
“Bai Jove, it’s quite all wight, deah boys!” exclaimed
the villainous individual in tones which strangely re-
sembled those of Arthur Awugustus D’Arcy. “Pway
follow me. It is my ideah to go up to Cwump’s cottage
and wequest to see the pwisonah——"
“Gag him!” hissed a voice. “The &illy ass will give
us away!” -
“Weally, you wottah——" : ' ) :
Many other hearded strangers appeared out of the
gloom, and Arthur Augustus was promptly collared.
“Look here!” murmured Blake threateningly. *The
best thing you can do, Gussy, is to keep your mouth
ghut. You've got such a beautiful accent that yow'll
muck the whole show up, if you ain’t careful!”
“Weally, Blake—" .
“If you're not quiet, Gussy, we'll bump you!” ex-
claimed Tom Merry. And Arthur Augustus subsided,
realising that there was no time for argument.

“What's the programme now?” whispered Manners,

who looked like an anarchist,
“Well, we don’t want to all be seen at once,” ;eplied
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Tom Merry, “You chapg had better wait behind this
hedge here while I buzz round and do 2 bit of scouting,
I might be ablg to have & few words with Kerr throug
the bars of his giddy cell]” 5.
“It'll be a sell if he ain’t there!” murmured Monty
Lowther irresistibly. ’ .
But hobody was in the humour for puns, especially
the Lowther variety, and Tom Merry disappeared into
the darkness. Outside the gate of Crump’s cottage he
suddenly ran into an aged rustic who was standing by,

apparently looking at nothing in particular. For a
moment Tom Merry was startled. -
“Nice goin’s hon'!” murmured the old fellow. “That's

wot they be, mister. Did you see “un?”’ .
“See what?”’ asked Tom Merrg grufily.
_“Why, ole Crump an’ that there willain!” egplained

the rustic heavily. ~“They've just gone off in ajtrap to *
Waylan'—to the big leck-up, I e’pose. Well .f dessay

‘e deserved beiit’ punished- : .

But Tom Merry had vanished, and he scooted back to
his chums. :

“They've gone!” he panted, in dismay., ;

“Who?* demanded Blake. “What do you mean?”’ ..

“ Crump’s taken Kerr to Wayland; some old chap jush
told me.”

“My hat!” -

“Bai Jove!” .

“ Might as well go back!” grunted Dighy. “We can’t
rescue Kerr from the Wayland Police Station, can we?™

“You ass!” hissed Figgins desperately. “Deo you
think we’re going back now? Good heavens, if we
don’t rescue old Kerr ke’ll have to own up, and then
he’ll be sacked !” .

“But what can we do?” asked Fatty Wynn helplesely.

“Do!” roared Figgins hoarsely. “Didn’t we hear a
trap start off less than five minutes ago?”

My hat, so we did!” .

* Well, it was Crump and Eerr in that trap for certain.
They’ve only just started for Wayland, and a trap’s only
a slow thing, anyhow. What can we do?” went on
Figgins, clenching his fists. “My only Aunt Jane!
I've got it. Look!” : ‘ e

PFiggins pointed excitedly. In the distance he:could
see the village tuckshop, with its windows dimly
illuminated. And outside quite 2 collection of bicycles
were propped. '

“Are you dottay?” asked Arthur Augustus. “Weally,
Figgy, I cannot eee what you want us to look at.”

* Explain yourself, you New House ass!”

“Bikes!” ejaculated Figgins intently. “They belong
to Grammar School chaps, I expect. But that doesn’t
matter tuppence. -We’ll collar them before Gordon Gay
& Co- can interfere. Then we’ll Tace after the trap, and

« overtake it before it gets to Wayland I

* GGweat Scott!”

“What a ripping idea!”

“ Rather!”

“We can whizz down that little side lane,” went on
Figgins guickly. “It’s not much of a road, I know, bus
it’s a short cut, and if we buzz like lightning we ehall
be able to get in front of the trap, and then hold it up.
Things are being made easier for us by Crump taking
Eerr to Wayland.” ’

“Yes—if there’s no hitch,” said Blake doubtfully. :

“There’'ll be a-hitch if we don’t start; there's not &
second to lose.”

“Held on!” said Tom Merry quickly. “Mustn’t make
o mess of it by being too hurried. Suppose the Grammar
cads spot us taking their bikes?  They'll think we're
strangers and will set up a hue-and-cry. One of us must
take his disguise off and explain the extremity of matters
to Gordon Gay & Co. after we have gone.”

*(Gussy !” exclaimed Lowther. “The very chap!”

“Weally, I uttahly wefuse to wemain behind !” .

“Yes, youw're the very chap, Gussy!” went on Tom
Merry briekly. “If you come with us you'd only qive
the game away by calling Crump a ° feahful wottah,” or
something like that.” .

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" 7

“ Begides, there’s not ome of us who could explain
matters so gracefully and delicately to Gordon Gay as
you, Gussy,” said Monty Lowther diplomatically. )
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#1f you weally think so——"

“We do, rather!” . o -
“Vewy well, I will wemove my disguise and sta
behind,” said D’Arcy. “I twust you youngstahs will
cawwy e thing thwough without & hitch, although it
is wathah doubtful considewing that I shall not be theah

to diwect pwoceedings.”

“We’ll manage gomehow, Gussy,” said Figgins. “Only,
for goodness sake, stop this jawing and let’s start !”

The jawing, as a matter of fact, had occupied only a
little over a minute, and the eight disguised jumiors
‘walked forward in a body, and.quickly collared eight
bicycles. The rescue party were extremely thankful that
the village street was dimly lighted, and was almost
deserted. There was not much fear of detection.

Tom Merry, looking back, had a momentary glimpse
of Gordon Gay & Co. rushing out of the tuckshop in

- wild excitement. But they bumped into Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, and the Shell captain saw that the swell of St.
lJim;s was busily explaining matters, or trying to, at
least, : .

“Qpeed " panted Figgins. * Pedal for all you're worth,
you chaps I”

They needed no bidding. They were putting all their
“beef™ into it, and the bicycles simply flew.

The party turned down the side lane that Figgins had
referred to, and went along at the same reckless speed.
Under ordinary circumstances the juniors would not have
dreamed of taking such risks as these on a dark road,
but “{he very safety of their chum depended upon their
speed. 7

They threw caution to the winds, and went for all
they were worth. They were all good cyclists, and they
made the machines fairly hum. But, fast as they went,
they knew that it would be touch and go. It would be
almost a matter of luck if they reached the high road
before the trap had passed. '

Fortunately there was no traffic of any description, and
80 their progress was unimpeded, and there was no
accident.

On they flew, the dust billowing in clouds behind them.

“Nearly there!” panted Tom Merry. “One more spurt,

and we'll get there before the trap yet !”
. As the juniors were spurting all the time, Tom Merry’s
advice was rather superfluous. And a few minutes later,
panting, dusty, and breathless, they arrived at the june-
tion with the main road to Wayland. As they leapt from

- their bicycles they looked hastily towards Rylcombe, and
two spots of light flickered in the distance.

“The trap!” gasped Figgins breathlessly. *We're in
time !’

“Thank goodness!”

Their strenuous efforts were rewarded, and they
breathed with relief. Except for the oncoming trap, the
dark road was quite deserted, and it would be a com-

_paratively simple matter to rescue their unfortunate

chum. And they would be perfectly safe in doing so, for -

Crump would never see through their disguises in the
darkness., In the daytime the rescue would have been
impossible, but it was dark, and that made all the
difference. Tom Merry gave his instructions rapidly, and
in a few minutes the bicycles were hidden, and there was
1o sign of a living being.

The trap came jogging on.:

It was only a few minutes since Kerr had made his
attempt -to escape, in fact, and Mr. Crump was in an
exceedingly had temper. He wanted to get to Wayland
and be relieved of his charge. He gave the horse a light
" eut with the whip,

(it hon, you beast!” he shouted impatiently.

There was a slight murmur from the bushes borclering
the road. There was no mistaking that veice. Crump’s
remark at that moment was exceedingly fortunate, for,
.in the darkness, the juniors could not see the occupants
of the vehicle, and they did not want to make a mistake.
-The horse didn’t take miuch notice, but seemed to go'on
‘at exactly the same rate. Suddenly, however, it swerved
aside, and twitched its ears nervously.- - :

A black-cloaked form-had appeared in the roadway.
" He was bearded, and a mask covered his eyes.

“Stop I” he commianded, in & threatening voice.
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CHAPTER 14.
n H All Serene!
R. CRUMP started violently.
“My heye!” he ejaculated.” * Wot—wot doed
this ’ere mean?” : !
“ Tt meats,” said the stranger, ©that you've pot to
deliver up the prisonerx !” ! 4
Kerr, in the ‘trap, almost let out a whoop of delight.
He guossed, instantly, that this was the result of the
scrawled note he had thrust into Figgins's hand. His
chums had come to his rescue after all. From the dgptha
of despondency Kerr's spirits snddenly leapt to the highest
possible pitch.
“The bricks!” he.murmured joyfully.
me in the lurch after all!” i .
But there was only one resouer—possibly Figgins. But
what could Figgins do alone?
“Sharp now! went on the stranger.

“They ain't left

“You—you—-" stuttered Crump.
fere with the law, you raskil #”

“I am hinterfering, and I won't wait more than ten
seconds longer !” :

Mr. Crump had visions of his interview with the
superintendent if he allowed his captive to go, and he
suddenly became desperate. He whipped up the horse
and let out a bellow of defiance. Kerr's heart.beat
wildly. Was the rescue going to fail after all? .

The masked individual sprang forward before the horse
had fairly started, and grasped its bridle.

“My the Tescue!” he roared. “To the rescue of our
comrade !” ’

And instantly a swarm of similarly masked and bearded

figures sprang out from all sides. Mr. Crump turned

pale beneath his tan.

“Qh, lor!” he exclaimed. *There’s a.gang of them!
If I don’t give in they'll murder me!” " y

“Death is the reward of those who resist!” said a
solemn voice. :

“My heye!”

Mr. Crump evidently took the solemn one at his word,
for he didn’t resist in the slightest degree. He leaph
out of the trap, and for a few minutes the rescue Fare:‘.{
were busy, When-they had done the captive was freed,
and the handcuffs emcircled Crump’s own wrists. His
feet were securely tied, and to make assurance doubly
sure, the rope was also secured to the trap itself, Ana
upon the constable’s manly breast a jagged.,piece of card-

characters, the
words:

“QUR COMRADE HAS BEEN RESCUED FROM
THE LAW’S GRASPING CLUTCHES. WE HAVE
NO USE FOR THIS BLOCEHEAD. WE DISAPPEAR
FOR EVER. THE SOCIETY OF CROOKS.”

“Qur trade mark is there,” said one of the mysterious
rescuers. “Drive on, blockhead, and rePnrt— yourself to
your superiors. . You will see us no more.!”

Mr. Crump was too frightened to say anything, and
as Tom Merry gave the horse a light touch at that
moment, he had no opportunity in any case. The trap
jogged along, Crump just managing to drive with diffi-
cnity. He almost felt il when he imagined himself
driving through Wayland, handeuffed, tied to the trap,
and minus his prisoner, E

The rescuers, in fact, almost felt sorry-for Mr. Crump.

“It’s all right, though,” said Tom Merry. “He won’t
be blamed when he tells how many villains set upon him,
anicfl he'll be sure to exaggerate it. I don’t think he'll
Ruffer. '

“But welve got Kerr!” ejaculated Figgins joyfully.
;Kerr, you thundering, thumping ass; what do you mean

y it?” : e g

- “What do you mean by getting yourself arrested?” -
“Think of the trouble you've put us to!”

Kerr grinned sheepishly.

“It was all a rotten accident!” he explained. “You

see, I took the wrong ticker, and so %ot myself into this’

fearful scrape. "I couldn’t say a word because—"-
“Yes, we guessed it all,” chuckled Tom Merry, ~* My
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kag! T give you my word, we've worked like uniggers
o regente you, Kerr!” %
; “But we've succeeded !” said Figgins. *Oh, EKerr, you
218,-1'v6 2 good mind to give you a thick ear!”
. “Don’t do thet, Figgy 1 exclaimed Eerr. “I've been
thyough enough to-day, goodness knows! I grazed my
arm i trying to escape from old Crump, and I abeolutely
gave up hope. T didn’t think you’d prepared to get
up such an elaborate wheeze. It’s ripping of you. I'm
saved!” . o :

“Yes, but jou won't be saved if “we stop Here!” said
Monty Lowther. *I vote we buzz back to St. Jim’s with
all gpeed.” = e,

-The juniors, Kerr included, removed their disguises,
and thett started -off for Ryleombe, EKeir riding on
Figgins's step. They arrived without mishap, and found
Gordon Gay & Co. perfectly gatisfied with the explayation
which Arthur Augustus D’Arc;
_as the elegant Fourth-Former ad been thoughtful encugh
to stand them all a gorgeous feed in the tuckshop to
.compensate for the inconvenience.

Having returned the bicycles, Tom Merry & Co. and the
New House Trio started briskly for St. Jim’s. - They did
“not, wish to remain a moment longer than was necessary
in Rylecombe. And Gordon Gay and his friends shrewdly
refrained from delaying their rivals.

“T's wippin’'!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “I was
wathah ungertain as to wethah vou would be able to
manage without me, deah boys. Kerr, you wottal, why
didn’t you tell us you were japin’ Enox and Mr.
Watcliff?” ;

_“Well, you see, Gussy, I wanted it to come as a
‘surprise afterwards.” . . ;

“0Oh, it came as a surprise all right I said Mouty
Lowther. “ We nearly had fite when Figgins flew in
and said that it was. you who'd been arrested g

« Awwested!” said Arthur Augustus. Bai Jove, now
‘that it is all over, I wegard the affiah as bein’ distinctly
funnay e

“Tthas got its humorous points, T'll admit,” said Tom
Meérry.” “ But, my hat, you were runumg it pretty fine,
"Kerr, old man! Fancy having the utter merve “to go
“for old Ratty baldheaded as you did!” :
7« He deserves a medal!” said Figgins stoutly.

T tell you what,”
onght to have a feed to celebrate the occasion.”

The junigra chuekled.

“Good idea!” agreed Figgins heartily. “And, as you
School House chaps have come up to the scratch ec jolly
well, what do you say to a blow-out in my study thie
evening ¥’ ,

“It’s a wippin’ ideah, Figgay, but I'm wondahin’ about

“Blow prep!” said Figgins. “You can miss it for
once, I suppose?  It’ll mean lines to-morrow, but I
reckon to-morrow can look after itself. To-night we'll
celebrate !”

And the cheerful juniors went on until they arrived
at the spot where Kerr had dived into the wood and
changed his clothes. The clothes were a bit damp, but
Kerr didn’t mind, and, as the night was mild, he soon
_slipped into them.

#'Thank goodness!” he gaid. “I'm Eerr again!”~

By an extraordinary stroke of Inck the whole crowd
of juniors managed to reach the quad via the summit
of the wall, and the speed with which they dispersed was
" .really remarkable. Ten minutes later Tom Merry & Co.
were strol]inﬁ innocently about the E(.mad as though
npthing had happened. And Figgins, Fatty Wynn, and
Eerr were busily preparing a feed in the New House.
Kerr was safe now. There was not even the remotest
prospect of his being suspected. There was, in faet, no
reason why he should be suspected. a #

But, in spite of his security, he came very close to
detection. Apnd it was- Enox of the Sixth who almost
found out the truth. . :

Just before ur[)per-time the gates clanged open, and
P.-c. Crump and Inspector Skeat came in, %munp looking
crestfallen, and the inspector. important.

cecurrence on the Wayland road. The only clue, Skeat
declared,. was the fact that thesescaped prisoner had
- grazed his wrist. oo 1 s, MOTIER, 8 i
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had given them, especially |

suggested Fatty Wymn—*we -

g They ~went-
strajght to the Head’s study, and reported the awful
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And Enox, who had been present in the Head’s study’
during the inf;?iew, suddenly came across Kerr close
to the New Houfe with a slightly bloodstained handker-
chief xound his wrist. Thinking of the other matter, the
coincidence seemed remarkable, to say the least. And it
instantly flashed into Enox’s mind that Kerr had had a
grudge against. him. ' :
= And the watch! Kerr must have taken his old watch
in mistake for his own! Enox saw it all. ¢ prefect
even guessed the identity of the mysterious rescuers.

‘He frovmed darkly, and laid- his hand upon Eerr’s
shoulder..

“Hallo! What’s up?”’ demanded Eerr.

“I'm going to take you to the Head 1” said Enox
triumphantly. “I've guessed the truth, you young

. rageal! I haven’t forgotten what you did to me In the

guad this afternoon. This'll mean. the sack for you, as
sure as anything!” .

“ Off your rocker?” asked Eerr. .

He had been startled for a moment, but was quite ccol
now,

“No, I'm not!” growled Enox.
denying the truth.”

“And suppose you do take me to the Head?” asked
the Scottish jumior coolly. “Where’s your procf,
Knoxey? ' Do you think the Head will believe that yarn?”

Krox released his hold, and looked doubtful.

“Do you think old Skeat will believe that a Fourth-
Former was bunged into a prison-cell?” proceeded Kerr,
with great calmness. “I'm zot committin myself to
anything, Enoxey. You've got ne proof——tﬁis graze ia
nothing—and even if the Head thought it was true, he
couldn’t punish me on suspicion. ,Andg what do you think
Le'd say when I told him that yow'd appropriated my
watch, after 1’d_offered to pay spot cash for thé repair
of your broken one?”

nox scratched his head.
- * Perhaps I'll let you oft,” he said grudgingly.

EKerr grinned. - . ' :

“Put it how you like,” he replied, “It doesn’t make
afty difference. My advice fo you, Enosx, is to keep
suspicions to yourself, and let the Whole matter drop.”

And Gerald Enox evidently thought so, too, for he
turned on his heel and walked away to the School House.
Kerr, chuckling hugely, rushed up to the study, where
the School House guests were already present in force. :

The juniors were all amused at the manmner in which
Eerr had silenced Enox’s mouth, and ‘the feed was a
terrific success, | -

. So Kerr managed to get out of his awful predicament
]ﬁatrby the skin of his teeth—and the help of his loyal
chums. . :

Ang the local police were left with a mystery u
their hands which would cert#inly require a considerable
amount of clearing up, bearing in mind that both the
{{rmoner and his rescuers had utterly vanished for 2il

ime. .

“It’s no good your

‘THE END.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS. .

Hal Mackenzie, Jim Holdsworth, and Bob Sigsbee, while
cruising in a yacht, the Isis, in the Red Sea, discover informa-
tion relating to a mysterious City of Flame, and form them-
selves into an expedition for discovering it.

After many exciting adventures, they at last reach the land
of Bhoa, and, after crossing a great desert, redch the Temple
of the Sun, ~There they meet Pafrick O'Hara, a tall, red-
headed Irishman, who js being kept prisoner by the natives,
and regarded as a saint, ~The comrades then come into
gcﬂisifon with Argolis, the chief priest, who wishes their
deaths.

- A few days later the temple is visited by Queen Clytemna
of Shoa, with an enormous retinue, She takes the three
adventurers end the Irishman under her protection, and in
dug course they return with the queen’s retinue to the City
of Flame, and are lodged in her palace.

Queen Clytemna informs the comrades of vast treasure- - ;

trqve, and asserts that the treasure is rightfully hers, but the
priests have conspired to keep it from her. n
The comrades decide to find the treasure, and, after many
thrilling adventures, succeed in their purpose. R
On refurning to Queen Clytemna's palace, they are in-
formed by the queen that the priests have succeeded in
stirring up revolt among her subjects,” and the rcbels are
preiarmg an attack on the® palace. - B
The comrades then -decide to aid the queen and a_ handfnl
of loyal subjects to defend the palace against the rebels.
) (Now rcad the conclusion of this fine story.)

- How Pat O'Hara Held the Gate,

At the stairhead the comrades met Clytemna, and in that
hour of stpess and peril, when the coming day, would decide
the fate of all within the palace, and, indeed, the fate of the
city itself, she had never looked more queenly. .

“You have doné well, my brave comrades!” she exclaimed,
and her dark eyes flashed.  “Ah, but I knew that you would
not fail me—and you will not fail te, whatever betide! The
gate is down, and you'll remember that is our oniy way of
retreat, though you will also remember that there may 530 no
possibility of retreat. But I have made all preparations.

“We can die fighting, if it comes to the worst,” eaid Hal.
“But you, Clytemna—"_

“Have no fear for me,” interrupted the queen. “I have
a weapon "—she drew from her girdle a dagger of rare
Damascus steel, with a curiously carved 1vor¥ handie—* and
my enemies shall never en 0{1 o triumph of meking me a
captive. As a last resort, I shall use it.” Y

"¢ How many of the enemy do you reckon there are " asked
Bigshee. : i . -

Tt was Nestor who snswered this question, 4

“My every one of us,” he said, “there are twenty-five of
the high-priest’s followers.”

“Long odds,” muttered S;]gsbee. * But they have to make
. the attack in the open, while we're inside ;‘:'].16 palace walls,

T allow that evens things up a bit, unless—
¢ What?” s
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“They do the * watch and waib * racket. Just surround ths
palace, cut off our supplics, and starve us out.”

Cliit:emtga shool Lier head and laughed.

““ Argolis would grow weary long before that happened,”
she sald, and his rebel followers would desert him. "We
‘have provisions in the palace to last a hundred days, and
there 1s a well of sweet, good water in the courtyard.” Did I
nob say I had made all preparations? Oh, I have seen this
coming for long past, ret I had thought to bave more true
men ranged on my side than there are.”

“'Tis a great
to Jim, “‘if she’d been born & man,”

“Do you think it possible,” asked Hal, “that the rebels

have any explosives similar to; tha which we used to destroy
the east gate? Argolis.is a cunning rascal, and would keep
& fact like that secret.”™ . . o s :
.. “They have nothing of the kind ” replied Clytemna; “nor
is there any more in the whole land, perhaps not in the whole
world. The palace will be attacked, and soon, for the men
of Bhoa aro fierce and impatient.
battering-rams will be their weapons. Come; we will go
round and visit all the defences again. I did so an hour ago,
but we must not relax our vigilance, There may be ore
traitor left in the palace, though many have been weeded
out. - And even only one trajtor may work much mischief.”

Hal didn’t inquire how the “weeding out ” process had

been accomplished, but knowing the customs of the country,
and the 'small regard in which human life was held, he
no doubt the worg had been done thoroughly.
. The palace was as strongly built as a fortress, and although
it might soon have been battered down by modern artillery,
the walls would have withstood a hammering from battering-
rams for days, perhaps for weeks.

TFor with all the wisdom of their scientists and all their
skill in many thmgs of which Western nations had but little
knowledge, the S8hoan methods of fighting were much the
same as they had been in the days of King Solomon and
the famous (Tgueon of Sheba.

The battering-rams were immense beams weighing about’

five tons, shod with metal at the business end, and slung from
double siwnrs_—fhat i3, shears with four legs, which were fixed
on low, massively-built trolleys. This, of course, was so that
they could be moved from place to place. .

It needed twenty men to work each battering-ram, and they
were protected to 2 certain extent by shields ageinst throwing
spears or missiles flung from slings, but the shields were no
protection against bullets from “big game " sporting rifles.

As it was with these weapons that Hal, Jim, ang Sigsbee
were armed, the very best of their kind, they could easily
beat off the battering-ram crews so long as they had any
cartridges. The drawbaclk was they hadn’t a tenth-part of
the ammunition they required. A hundred and fifty cartridges
divided between three men are soon expended.

All the lower windows and doors wero strongly barricaded,
and the défenders were stationed ab the upper windows and
loopholes, from which positions they could hurl spears or other
missiles at the attackers, or pour boiling liguid on them if
they came close up to the walls,

estor was in command of the guards, and the four com-
rades had a sorf of roving commission to go to any part of the
.pelace where they would be of the greatest service.
<= It was midnight. by the time the inspection was over, but
tho rebels still kept their distance. No doubt it took them
some time to muster ‘in_their full sirength, but they were
moving slowly from various points in the city to the great
square in front of the pulace. < e
The dark masses of men could bo seen in the broad avenues;
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and the gling of their spear-heads when the red light of the
flames touched them. But the spouiing-jets of flame had
EllnkLSQ low now that they did not illuminate the city, as wes
usus| : -

The streets were plunged in shadow, an ominous condition '

of affairs which the rebels didw’t understand—for never before
had such a thing happened—and dido’t like. I seemed to
be a premonition of disaster.

Clytemna stood by a window and gazed at the slowly sinking

flames with a strange smile on her lips.

“The end will come soon,” she murmured, “and those
poor fools yonder little dream the foe they will have to
contend with at the last.” - - : -

Hal heard her words, and perhaps understood their mean-
ing, but, being eminently practical, he didn’t trouble to dream
of things which might happen over which he had no control.
It was enough now to concern himself with the present.

“Wouldn’t i5 be as well,” he suggested, *if half our men
bad a spell of slecp while the other half kept watch? There
will be no attack for a few hours. Slecp will refresh them,
and we shall all want every ounce of our strength and need
all our wits about us.”

T «Tp js well said,” replied Clytemna. And she gave the
necessary orders to Nestor. *1, too, will rest, but I shall
require no waking when the hour comes.”

The four arranged that Jim and O’Hara should have the
first_wateh, and that Hal and Sigsbee should relicve them
in_about two hours’ time.

Nothing particular happened during the first wateh, and
when it was over Jim and the Irishman laid down on the
floor and went to sleep-instantly.

Jim thought he could not have been asleep more than ten
minutes when a hand on his shoulder roused him up. But he
had slept for nearly three hours, for day was just breaking.
~ He sprang to his fect, and found Hal standing Dy his side.
“Get ready !” said Hal. “The rebels are here !”

O'Hara was already up and strotching himself. He swung

his heavy battleaxe round his head. . .
© 7“Tm fit!” he declared. ‘“All I want is for thim to come

within rache av me!” . .

Ouiside it was strangely silent—the calm which precedes a
storm. :

Jim went to a loophole and locked out. The
was packed with-men—two or threc thousand.of them. They
were standing motionless, and uttering no -sound. It was
‘ourious and startling that such a crowd, gathered together
Jn aqen rebellion against their ruler, could stand there in such
‘ebsolute silence. - .

.. “Quess if this was one -of them South American revolu-

tions,” observed Sigsbee, ‘“the msurﬁenta’d be yelling them-
_ sclves hoarse. But they’d have broken into the avine-shops

f_or a_start, and most of ’em would be full up with cheap

iquor. : i
s “The woine av this counthry wudn't make them yell,”

growled O'Hara, “however full they were of ut.” c
®t“geems to have made them unhappy, if they’ve been

drinking any,” laughed Jim, who could never be serious for

long under any circumstances. **An accumulated pain in all

their little Marys—"" . .

*Shut it!” said Hal, who couldn’t hel% laughing himself.
# I-believe you'd joke if you were going to be buried.”

* Depends,” replied Jum, “on whether I was dead or not.
If I was ’gﬂing to be buried alive—— Hallo! They're making
& move.’

~ Some of the Royal Guards, who were standing near, stared

. with surprise at the “white strangers,” who could laugh at
such a time. Loaughter was so seldom heard in that city
of gloom, and that men should laugh now, in the face of
death, as it were, was to them an amazing thing. ¥

They knew the meaning of that dead silence’ in the rebel
ranks. They were awaiting the signal for the attack. d

Ab this moment it wus given—a single blast, loud and shrill,
on a blazen trumpet, Then came the rush, . .

The rebels werc no longer silent, but with a confusion of
¢houts and the clash of weapons they poured in three thick
sireams through different entrances into the outer courtyard
of the palace, )

“Let em_ have it now!” ericd Hal. “Vou can’t make
any misses, but go particularly for the men with the batters
ing-rams whenever you ﬁ the chance.” i

“There was only one battering-ram being dragged to the

front then, a huge affair, with thirty or forty of the rebels
_hauling and pushing to get it into position.

Jim and Sigsbee opened fire on that lot, and -several
dropped. The remainder beat a hasty retreat, with cries of
fear and rage; but their leaders ralli
the places of those who had fallen. : - S

Hal, in the*meantime, kept up a stes,dg fire on the fronk
rank of the rebels, and the guardsmen aided him by hurling
a- eontinyous shower of throwing spears from the upper

real square

windows. There was an enormous stock of these weapons in.

the palace.
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The rebels replied by hurling stones Irom slisgs, and also
with throwing spears, but they did little damage. Yet they
pressed so fiercely forward with the attack that although the
lost heavily, they at last got close up to the palace walls wi
the huFe attering-ram. And so for hours the fight raged
furiously, with little advantage to either side. The battcrmng-
ram was at work, but to make a breach in: the palace walls
would be a long job, and many men would fall before it was
accomplished. . . R

Pat O'Hara foynd Iimself rather out of it, for -he didu't

- possess a rifle, and he was not skilful at spear-throwing. He

yearned for a hand-to-hand ﬁg!r‘l;ﬁ, and after a time he decided
to “have o look round " in the lower corridors of the palace
to see if there was any remote prospect of getting to close

" grips. with’ the edemy.

It was lucky he did so, for suddenly he heard a sound.
like the creaking of doors swinging open on their hinges,
uudt, kuowing no doors should be opened, he rushed to the
spot.

. For a moment he stood aghast. A side door, with the
iron-barred gate in front of it, were both wide open, and a
man was standing on top of the flight of marble steps lcad-
ing dewn to the courtyard, signalling to some others whom
O’Hara_did not at once see.

The Irishman rccognised this man. He was the officer of
the guard who had delayed them at the main gates on
their return. He had been under suspicion, and, scenting
danger to himself, had suddenly disappearcd. It was sup-
posed that he had joined the rebels, but it was evident that
he had been concenled in the palace all the time.

“Treason ! roared O’Hara. * Ye thafe av the world, wud
ye betray us to the inimy?” )

He made a rush at him. The traitor drew his sword, and
lunged fiercely at O"Hara, but the Irishman smashed the
steel blade short off at the hilt with a terrific blow of his
greal axe. >

Then the axe swung round again, and the traitor paid the
penalty of his dastardly ect. With'a scream of agony ho
fieng up his arms, and then lurched down the steps into the
midst of a band of men who were about to ascend them.

They passed over his dead body, scarcely deigning to look
at it.  He had served their purpose; and even the rebels had
no feeling but contempt for a traitor.

“Did ye think to sneak in this way an’ surprise us?”
shouted the Irishman. “Come on, then, an’ thry, - Il show
ye how Patrick O'Hara can hould the gate against ye.”

'The party of rchels numbered abont forty, and they were
all armed with stabbing spears, for they had hoped to get
into the palace unobserved, and admitting others, make short
work of the defenders who were scattered about the build-
ing. It was fortunate they had brought no throwing-spears
with then. o

The gateway was narrow, and no more than two men could
pass through abreast. - This was a slight advantage for
O’Hure, but the only one. It was no use for him to shout

for assistance, for the din of conflict was so great that his

voice would not have been heard by his comrades, Alone
he would have to hold the gate.

The party of rebels may have thought they had an easy
task in front of them, for they came up the steps with a
rush. The leading one, a big fellow, struck at the Irishman
with_his spear, but O’Hara warded off the blow, and then
the mighty battle-nxe crashed home. The man pitched back-
wards never to rise again, :

“Where’s Argolis, the traitor what calls himself a priest?*?
cried O'Hara, “ Where’s your leader? Let him come here
to face me, an’ T’ll send him quick to perdition.” -

But the high priest was nct risking his precious life. He
was directing operations from a secure position,

By twos and threes the assailants rushed up the steps to

.the gateway, buf as fast as they came the axe crashed upon

them, and they fell dead or dying. Nothing could with-
stand the blows of that heavy, keen-edged axe, which sheared
through helmets and shields” as though they had been no
more than cardboard.

They thruist and lunged at the Red Irishmen with their
broad-bladed spears, wounding him in several places, but still
ho held his post, and his strength seemed undiminished.
Never was there such a fight. The pile of dead and wounded
blocked the steps, and at last his foes drew back, staring at
him in amazement, and crying to each other. ;

Tt is the Red One from the Temple of the Sun, and death
cannot touch him!* - )

Terrible indeed did the Red Trishman look, for he hed
flung aside his loose clouk, and stood -in the tight-fitin black
garments which ‘gave him the appearance of an old-time
gmhrzaman. Heo was the biggest and strongest man of all the

ghters, . Ry e oo

But, strong as he was, he was glad enough of the brief
respite, and as he leaned on bis axe, panting from his recent
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excrtions, one of his opponents, thinking.now to take him ab |
; suddenly upon him, spear upraised to -

e disadvantage, leape:
strike, L
- O'Hara "dropped his axe, for he hadn’t fime to swing it up
to deal an effective blow; but he set one foot upon it. Th
he gripped his ady 1-*3&11'{l round the body, and with one
tremendous heave, lifted him shoulder-high; next, he hurled
him straight away from him. o g
“The twisting, kicking rebel served as a new kind of missile,
plunging right in amongst the others, who were crowded on
the steps, and knocking three of them down. R

“ Ayrah, now!” shouted O'Hara. *Come up, wan at 2
toime, s0's I can play skiitles wid yel” ; <

But he sn&behes up his axe again, for some more of the
priests weve coming round one angle of the-wall at a run.

He knew ho could mever hold this fresh lot back; and he

couldn’t close the gate, because it had been so tampered with
that it wouldn’t move. He had done all that mortal man
conld do, and there was nothing left now but to fight on
to the end. e .

If he could only warn the queen, or his comrades, of this
danger ! . But he saw no possibility of doing that, o

On came the rebels in stronger ?ome than ever. He swung
his axe, and two went down. But he could no longer stem
the rush. Then all at once he’héard a cheery voice behind

him_call out: = . s
“Move a pace to your left, Pat! Good! That 11 do !:
Then the sharp ecra i&'——cmck—.crq.ck!' of Jiin Holdsworth's
magazine-rifle.  Five shots he firéd in rapid succession, and
five of the enemy dropped. The rush was checked. They
surged back against each other té get out of the way of the
deadly hail of bullets. W ) - ;
“ All serene, Pat!” cried Jim.
Glad we happened along in time. There's half a score of
- the guards coming up, and we'll give these chaps beans—if
. -they wait. After that we'll block up this gateway!”

T

- Destructios.

" The succour arrived in time, and the attack on the side .

- gate, which O’Hars had defended so gallanily, was abandoned.
The rebels were driven off from that corner, and the gateway
blocked up.

“ O'Hara's wounds were attended to, and he had perforce
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to',rést for a while, for he hack lost blood. - Many of the
defénders of the palace had received slight wounds, and a few
were seriously hurt, but the devotéd band who stood by the
queen. to the last were by -no mcans dishear oy
“They fought on hour after hour through all the long .day,
snatching some hasty mouthfuls of food whenever they. had
a chance. =~ T ) P )
- The din of the conflict was terrific; the sharp reports of
thie rifles, the vells and shouts.of the attackers, the crash of
splintering wood or.falling masenry, and the thunder of the
battering rams, two_of which had succeeded in getiing . into
position close to the walls, made o' babel of sounds.that
baffles adeguate -description. L it R

It was just about sunset thaj Sigsbee,-looking wild-eyed,
.un.n‘ctli begrimed with dust, smoke, and blood, ¢ame to Hal, and
sau: . e =i P

“Cap'n. how many cartridges have you got left?”

“Zeven,”. replied Hal. - B oa A -

“Wal, IUve only got five,” continned:Sigsbee, “and Jim’s
only got three. That’s fiftecn betweén us. I reckon it'd be
& good idea to save those till we vamoose out of this.palace.

- We've got to beat a rétreat middlin’ soon unless we're goin’ to

bury ourselves here, for.those battering-rams’il put a:hole
through the wall pretty soon néw. Has Clytemna got any-
thing up her sleeve—I mean abéuit slipping away?” .

“Bhe seems to think it car:bo mahaged, though we muast
wait a little longer.” i .

“For darkness?” ~Sigsheo ‘glanced through a loophole to-
\Y\ards the west, where there was a faint reg glow still in the
sky. :

“No. for more light,” replied Hal. “She is in a strange
mood, and I didn’t quite undersiand what she was driving &
at when she last spoke to me. Ah! Here she-comes, and
Jim with her, looking as chirpy as usuak * Nothing squashes - -
his cheerfulness!” ° DY : f

Clytemna joined them.” She ‘was smiling—not a smile of
merriment, but one rather of fierce triumph. -~ = .
.. “The end’is very close now,” she said—*‘“50 close that there
is. oo further need for you to .waste your strength in
fighting.” -~ - e 3 ERR F Ty

“How so?” asked Bigsbee. - . .

“It is gotting dark,” replied Ciytemna, “Took out!
Where are the flames of the fire vapour, which gave this city
its name? Can you see even one?” o : :

She‘pomted. with a wave of hér hand, from a window. A
throwing-spear came hurtling through, missing her by a
hand's-breadth. Bhe laughed scornfuliy. '

“You must not show yourself, Clyterna.” said Hal
“Y don't fear those rebels,” she replied. *“nor their puny

weaﬁ»on%. Look, I say. Where are the flames?”
R

ere was not ore solitary flame visible; not the smallest

- flicker. ;

“There are none,” said Hal.

“Listen!” exclaimed Clytemna. :

Was it thunder? A dull rumble smote upon their ears, and
it dominafed all other sounds.  The palace shook. It could
not be thurder, for it was beneath the earth.

“What is it? What does it mean?” e E

““The mighty forces of Nature at work,” replied Clytemna.

" “Thete is a legend that when the great flames, which have
_ lighted the city for a century, die away and vanish into the

carth, it is a warning of destruction. The city is doomed!
Listen once more.” B : U ’

Again they heard that ‘deep, rumbling sound, like subter-
rancan thunder. bui now much louder than before. It was
followed by the crash of a falling building. .

The din of the fighting ceased abruptly. The rebels had
paused in their furious attacks, and for a_few minutes there
was o silence which was far more slartling than the noise

- had been.:

They, waited, that group by the window, and watched;
scarcely Dreathing, their nerves strung up to the -highest
tension. A hoarse muttering of fear rose up from the ranks .

- of the rebels, and they could be seen moving away in all

directions. - :

Darkness fell—a darkness so intense that the crowds, and
even the buildings, were blotted from sight. The mutterings
of the crowds were hushed, but it was the hush of an increas-
ing fear, An unaccountable darkness is always terrifying, for

- men and women feel so helpless when they have to grope their

way blindly from place to place. e i
Then all at.once. the darkness was split asunder by a vivid
sheet of Hame, which burst out of the ground in the heart of

.- the city, and with a roar as of hundreds of engines letting off

"FUNNY ',Womnsg

steam, rose to three times the -height of the tallest minaret of
the temple, . ] . < !
‘Then it was that the tongues of the people were Joosened
afain, -A veritable scream of terrorrose up from thousands of
l%rqats—nnd the stampede began.
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O’Hara dropped his axe, for he hadn't time to swing it up to_deal an effective biow. Th

adversary round the body, and with

en he gripped his

one¢ tremendous heave, lifted him shoulder high, and them burled him
straight at his colleagues. (See page 26.) a

On the roof of a tall building, one figure stocd out clear and
_distinet in the ruddy glow. It was Argolis, the high priest.
His hands were raised above his head; he seemed to be
shaking his clenched fists at the palace, as though calling down
imprecations on the queen, and all who stood by her.

. He was & weird figure, and as he appeared then, so he lived
in the memories of Hal and his comrades, For it was their
last sight of him.

“He's at the end of his tether,” said Jim. .

And even as he spoke, the building en which Argolis was
- standing, collapsed like a house of cards, blown down by a
breath, and flames leaped up where it had been. The hig
priest vanished in the gulf of fire. :

“ A fitting tomb,” said Clytemna; ‘““for no more evil man
than Argolis ever lived. But it is time now.for us to go, for
the palace cannot escape destruction. This is my last kour as
.4 queen, and truly it is one that will not be forgotten.”

_ She gazed over the stricken city, which was being shattered
.int6 ruins, as though by a great earthquake, In effect, it
was an earthquake, for ihe vast reservoirs of natural gas far
below the earth’s surface were exploding with frightful
violence, causing an upheaval of the ground both in the city,

and for some. distance around it 5

“There will not be one stone left upon another,” she mur-
mured. Then: “Come, this way | There will be no one now
‘to interfere with us!” L

The remnant of her guard was mustered in the -council

" chamber, and then they all marched to the eastern gate.
Hore there were four camels, three of ‘them loaded up with -
provisions and other necessaries for a long journey, and one
with a sort of double saddle on it, covered with rich rugs.

This was for Clytemna, and the onc female attendant she
was taking with her, to ride on. ; ; o
" o the surprise of Hal, Jim, and Sigsbee, and also to their
delight, they found this attendant was Zenobia, the girl they
had rescued from the crocodile lake. (’Iara had, -of course, .-
not seen her before,

By choosing her, Clytemna was making what amerids ahq.‘:'f
o NEXT
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could for ihe suffering she had unintentignally inflicted on the
gir! in past days. A ]

%Y guess we've got to hurry,” called out Sigsbee,. * Look!
The palace is %;oing, and we -sha'n’t be safe till we're well
outside the walls.” : :

“ Have we got the treasure?” asked Jim suddenly. -

“'Pig packed on ‘wan av the camels,” replied O'Hara.

*Sure, we wouldn't be afther laving that behind !”

All preparations for the flight had “been made beforehand,
and now they ‘started off aleng a weilkept road, with the
guards acting as an escort.- But no escort was needed, for
the panic-stricken rebels: were thinking only of their own

safety.  Most of thembelieved that the destruction of the

city was brought about by the “anger of the gods,” because
the peoplo had risen up against their queen. :

Clytemna and her faithful little band had proceeded no more
than a hundred yards, when an appelling crash behind them
caused them ‘all to look round. The whole west-wing of the
ga}ace had fallen, and was now no more than a mass of crum-

ling debris. : =

_Flames leaped up from the ruin. A scarching blast of hot
air, which seemed to shrivel their very skins, caused them to
huriy on at a quicker pace. The ground rocked beneath their
feet, so that at times they could hardly prevent themselves
from falling.

Two miles from the eastern %ate they came to a low hill,
on the summit of which theg alted, for they were out of
dauﬁer fromn the eruption, and in a region of calm—compareds
to the wreck and tumult they had cscaped from. ’

They stood here to look their last upon the doomed city,
and it was a sight which they would never forget.in all their

ves. S s

Written words can only convey a feeble_description of that
last scene.  Great buildings, which had withstood: the storms -
of centuries, rocked to and fro like toy houses, and then

- collapsed into a tumbled mass of stone. Eyerywhere there -
-was_ruin, hideons and complete.

1in nd ‘con From-twenty different parts
of the city masses of flame roared-up, hundreds of feet in the

air, s
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" The lurid glare lit up the country for miles around, and
‘streams of terrified fugitives could be seen, .still- running for
their livés. Many muss. have perished in that sea of fire,
wreckage, and destruction. . i

I hope all the women and children got aiay safely,” said

al

“I believe they did,” said Zenobia, who -overheard the
remark; “for Clytemna sent a warning to them. The women
wrould heed it, but the men would not. They thought it was
a gcheme to break up the rebellion.” ’

Clytemna stood a hittle apart from the others, her eyes fixed
vpon the city of & thousand ories, now a recling ruir,
wrapped in a winding sheet of“Rame. She did not speak,
and her companions respected her silence. -

Suddenly, with an ear-splitting rpar, a pillar_of fire shot
up skywards to a tremendous heighf. It
pall of smoke hung gyer: the place where the
- “That is the end,” said Clytemna.

Bhe turned to Hal. : . i -

“Tead on,” she added. *I wish to se¢ no more, Keep
always towards that mountain peak, the point of which, with
the moonlight on it, locks like a burning star.” ;

.‘Bn.c-k to Gwﬂhlﬁm

Tt was five days’ journey to thé meunfain of the *burning

star,” and here the escort of guards bade them farewell. None
of them had any desire to quit their own country, which

perhaps was just as well. European manners and customs -

and Western civilisation would never have suited them.
Shoa was very far from being a-desirable gcountry to live.in,
but they were used to it, anﬁ it ‘wad their home. True, the
royal city where they had spent most of their lives was no
more, but there were many villages in the land where they
could settle down, living the same lives as the other scattered
inhabitants. . S

Jim confided to his chum that he was glad the guards were
coming no further. ~ &

“They ain’t bad
it’s nof our way;
in front of ps, T-shoul :
= “We shouldn't have it off after a time,”
“and I fancy tho plans which Cl{temna'hns mapped out for
herself den’t include any men of %

s in their. way,” he admitted, “but
the long. tramp to the ceast that's
& got tired of their company.”

er late country.” i

“No; they'd be too much of & handicap if she means to
“stars in as a rich Society beauty, or anything of that sort, in
‘Ifondon or Paris, or wherever she means to.ge to,” laughed
“Jim. : . =

The road out of the land of Shoa—it being impossible to
go back the way they came—was a secret known only to
Clytemna and a few of the head officials, many of the latter
now dead, and she had to give direetions as to the route.

It was a long journey, and in places a difficult one,. when
they were only able to make a few miles each day; alsoevery
tonth day they called a halt for oné day's rest. C

They were all glad of these rests, and particularly Clytemna

and her attendant; for riding on-a eamel is rather a bone-

racking business for those who are not accustomed to it, and
the two ladies often walked in preference to riding, when
ground- was level. : .

Adventures they had in plenty, and often enough they were
faced with perils, which a few months ago-they would have
thought. worthy of special record ;- but -they had become so
accustomed to dangers that they scareely heeded them.. |

S0 one evening, aix weeks: after they had quitted the ruined
Clity of Flame, they reached a point on the coast where it was
possible for them to hire an Arab dhow ‘to take them across
to Aden, For it was to Aden that Hal's yacht, the Isis, had
“been sent when the two chums und Bigsbee had started on
-their adventurons guest into: the Unknown. t e :

The ‘ctew of the yacht had given them up for dead, and

.. great was their -delight af seeing them back again. safe and

sound.

When they saw Clytemna they thought their

replied Hal,

us

- . Hallaughed softly.

“UNDER THE DRAGON!”
. - Do not miss the first long instalment of this spléﬁ_did serial,
ORDER YOUR COPY EARLY.

undeceived them on that point.’ . . - B e
Once more in comfort on board the Tsis—and after what
they had gﬁne through it seemed like luxury—the course was
st for hiofe. * But Clytemna was goifg to part with. them
a5 Sucz, it being her intention to go on to Cairo, and remain
there until she had mastered the French language. . This was
on Hal's advice, as with French she could make her way in

captain had brought-back a wife with him, but Hal very soen

any country of Burope. At Cairo she could easily pass'as an .
Egyptian princtss, and with her beauty and wealth she would -

be sure to be well received. .

The treasure waa divided while the yacht was in the Red
Sea, Clytemna koepiig one-third, and tie remainder—after a
portion_had been given to Zeniobia—divided between Hal,
Jim, Bigsbee, and O'Hara: J !
were sold in England, they found that each of their shares
amounted to o hundrod and twenty thowsand pounds.
Clvtemna's share was; of pourse, twite that sum.

" fFhen came the eventfal houz of ‘parting ‘When .the Tsis

anchored in Sue# bay, .Hal having frst arfanged with:a trust.
worthy agent to see t engaging rooms at a ‘hotel, - and
attending to other business matters of which Clytemna was
profoundly ignorsnt, J Lo

¢TIt is hard to bid yem farewell, my true and gallant

corrades,” said Clytemna, and her dark,

“wet with unaccustomed teats ay she

3 ¥ :ipn e, “and I would
gladly go with you all the way to your land of which you-are
so- proud, ‘Britain; bt it ts for: the best that 1 rentain in
Figypt for o while.” ¥et we may meet again. This need uot
bea pnrtinﬁ_fqr'jil et L

“We all hope to moet you often again,” exclaimed Hal

-This sentiment was éndorsed by the others, and they in-
cluded Zenobia in the wish. :

“Then if you have the will,” said Clytemna, “‘we shall
meet. But cxcept to you I shall never again be known as
Clytemna, any more than I g known es a one-time
gucen of an ancient kingdom. In the pew life which is

before me—in which I trust I shall find happiness—I shall- -

choese another name. I have not yet made a choice, Lut
you will learn it. I edn g3y no more, for my heart
Fare 3{:! weéll, comrades!”

‘the- last word in English.

is y
“Bheé

They stood bareheaded on the deck as she stepped igto-the -

waiting boat, in which Zeénobin was siveady seated. Then as
it rowed awny Jim sprang aft to the flagstaff, and lowered
the ensign in salute. cwhoie .

. - . "

“I'm_thinking,” said O’Harp that night, as they sat e
the deck of the yacht, “that we're well out av the land of

Shoa. Ould Qireland's good enough for me in future, more
by token thai I'm now a rich man. I wouldn't go back te
Shoa, not even to dig for the remainder av the Queen av
Shglbu’s treasure, the most av which we had to leave behind

0¥ allow you, wouldn's find it,” put in Sigshee. “It's
sure all ‘meited in that gulf of fire that raged beneath-the

city.” . , 4

‘EHurrah-'for Old England, say 1!” exclaimed Jii. “I
want to have a look round some of the theatres and music-
halls in London, and dine a few times at: some.of the swell
rostaurants. .1 suppose we shall all settle. down to quiet,
orderly- lives now, like respoctable citizens,”

“ Not a bit of it!" he said.
life of bustling cities, we shall
wander in search of fresh adventures. It's in our blood.”

. #8ure,” replied BSigsbee. “Now, as we've got some
champagne on board, I vote we go down into the cabin and
drink the health of L‘lytemm. ex-queen of Shoa, and still a

I

' queen among wemen." :

“ And so say all of us,” cried Jim, spring;ng to his feet, and

making for the companion hatchway.

THE END.

i e
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For Next Wednesday—
“FOR THE OLD SCHOOL'S SAKE!"
2 By Martin Clifford.

Tu next week's splendid, long, complete tale of the heroes
of St. Jim's Tom Merry and Talbot come across an old boy
of the institution, who, having run into debt, and been guilty
of embezzlement. is a fugitive from justice. The man makes
sneh o touching appeal to the two schoolboys that they vow
{0 seand by him in his sorry. plight, and shield him, if possible,
from the police. Unfortunately, hewever, Frnest Levison
sconts what is afoot, and determines to do his best to bring
about ‘the old s arrest. Stirring times follow; but,
althouzli the former Fim's fellow proves-to be the blackest
lack sheep, the juniors never regret the numerous sacri-
ices they made

 FOR THE OLD SCHOOL'S SAKE!™

HAVE YOU ORDERED YOURS?

i question printed ahove refers to the Grand Summer
Double Number of our companion paper, “The Magnet ™
Lib: . which is packed from cover to cover with the finest
« hunian: brains can devise, and which will be on sale
i Mbndav next at all newsagents for the moderate stm of
TWopence. ¢

The outstanding feature of this vusl array of reading
li.c, of course, the 50,000-word complete school story,

* SHUTIOOLBOYS NIVER SHALL, BE SLAVES!
By Frank Richards.

mi
entitlet

= This story—which is one of the most powerful and absorbing

fales Martin. Clifford’s colleagne has yet produced—describes
the desperate stand which is made by the heroes of Greyfriars
against an obnoxious drill-sergeant, who, forgetting the thou-
sand vears of freedom enjoyed by the sons of Britain, chooses
o rule his charges with a rod of iron, and to conduct himself
like a fustc un, The “Gemite ' who allows himself o
miss such a stirring story as ‘
 “SCHOOLBOYS NEVER SHALL BE SLAVES!”
will nourish an almost lifelong regret, for the tale is one
which claims the interest and sympathy of every British boy,

A splendid free’ supplement is contained in the issue in
question, and takes the form of a grand summer number of

;

¥ -~ dpiR GREYFRIARS HERALD !

the popular little paper in which all **Gemites » have been
interested since a copy was published in their favourite paper
at Kastertide. = 4

A Special War Supplement, the first of .a fine series of
pocms,” and a grand instalent of a great sea serial, will go
to make up one of the greatest numbers our compahion paper
has ever veb boasted.
o 1 urge all my reader-chums not to let this gilt-edged
unity slip by, but to purchase a copy of ** The Magnet &
y S0

appor
Library &s -soon as they have read these comments? N
doing ~they will assure themselves of several hours of fruly
delightinl entertainment.

ORIGINAL DRAWINGS OFFERED TO READERS,

T have been asked af various times by cortain readers who

%ake an interest in aré if I could supply them with the
il a

. COMPANION - PAPER.S!
THE “PENNY

— LIBRARY — .« — POPULAR.—,
EVERY § FRIDAY 1

 CHUCKLES,

— . 320 —
EVERY SATURDAY.
~p—

original sketches of those artisis.who have made the com-
panion papers famous.  In such cs 1 have bheen pleased
to allow my chums to have the illustrations they reguire ab

v hominal sum, and it has occurred-to me that other of
saders would like fo enjoy the same benefit.
Accordingly, T bave organised a scheme whereby my chums
can obtain the original- work of the following well-known
draughtsmen :

“Mha Gem  Library—
R. J.. Macdonald,
G. M. Dodshon.

iphe Magret,"” Library—
C. H. Chapran
“The Boys' Friend "—
J. A, Commings,
. E. Briscoe.
R. J. Macdonald,
Harry Lane, x

G. W. Wakefield.

The scale of charges for‘these drawings is as follows:

» B d:
Original Cover Pictures ... w7 =6 each;
Oviginal Headings or Hlustrations 5 0 eaclt.

When applying for any of the above, readess ara rhguested
ta state the number of the issue in which the drawi
appears; and in the event of more than one reader requiring
the snme picture, .the boy or girl who sends in the earliest
application will be considered first.

Bearing in mind that each sketch is worth treble ihe
value at which I offer it, T hope many of my chums will take
advantage of this excellent scheme.

=

LETTERS GALORE!

‘A perfect storm of letters has assailed me during the past
few reeks, and 1 am almost at a loss to know how to thank
the many kind friends who have sent me cheering messages
and useful suggestions. At the same time, T do thank them
most cordially and sincerely, and am enly sorry that lack of
space prevents a personal réply to each. ¢

The letters in question have come to band from z&

“ A Constant Reader™ (Smethwick).”  Ada . (Victoria),
¢ An Inquisitive Girl Reader ” (New Zealand), “ A Loyal
Canadian ©  (Montreal), A P. (Bradford), A Canadian
Gemite © (Lachine), ‘¢ Alfie’’ (Birkenhead), An TUnfii
Yorkshire Tad 7 (Leeds), ** A True Girl Reader ** (Southamp-
ton),. A Reader . (Peplar), ' Caledonia ' (Fifeshire),
D. 1. Evans (Newport), © Fidélity ~ (Rhondda), W. Gregory
Loare (Addington), F. Haskins (Staple Hill)

i

(Andover), S,
A, Hant (Middlesbrongh),. W. Kemp (Norwood), * I 5
{Victoria),  R. - Keary (Penrith}, L. G, B. (Syduey). T.
1 ire (Fermanagh), J. McLoughlin {Victoria), *Two Now
" (Auckland), J. Muirland (Melbournej,

(Bristol), “Poppy 7 (Manchester), D. Pawlett
Elsie R., 8. Russell {Rock Ferry), ¢ Six Jolly
shers,” dinclair  (Lerwich), Smith (Briesfield},

s (Invergordon), G. Sykes and chuns,
(Melbourne), BE. Dillon (Sandy Bay),
s Tamboy 7 (Ardath), * Twe Ipswich
(Bristol), D. Vineent (Clapham},

3. B., Private J. .
¢ Aupstralian Reader ™
E. Thver {Sydney).
CGremites, ¢ Viscosity
A. White (Torontn).
YOUR: EDITOR.
7815



