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Address sll letters: The Editor, The ‘' tiem !' Library, The Fleetway Housc, Farring-

dgn Street. London, E.C.4.

My Dear Clioms,—Next wook's issue
o the Gea will e found  full of splen-
did feamres, just as per nsml.  One
pttraction whiels will make the coming
tnmber memarable is an extra long
somplete varn of 8. Jim's.  In this
story Giseome Contarini cames into the
limelight, and has; i point of fact,
vather too much of the glave for Ins
own taste, hut that, of conrse, camiot
b helped.  We ave always glad to
weleame Clanraring, e has figheed in
sonie of the wrmdest tales of the series

“p VENDETTA AT ST: JIM'SL"”
By Martin Clifford.

Phat is (heifist frern of e bl "
for nest Wednesday, It deals with a
reiparkable consdtion  which  sends a
iheill through the whole school. T am
not geoing to tonch en the plot, exeept
Jitst to mention that it intimately cor
coens 4 neweanter to St Jim's, This
sersonage haily, like Contarini, from the
-Laﬂt-hmle&l kingdom in the sunny south
of Burope., How and umler what cob-
ditions this individual, by name Fuigi
i Mareo, arrives at the establishient,
you will learn all in good time. His
tiyst appenrance eguzes plenty of mivtl,
but it i5 not all comedy. We heor of
tong-standing fend. Imig_l proves him-
sell o pretty desperate fellow, and his
methads de not commend thowiselves &
Lit to the 5t Jini's {ellows, The lubter
o not widerstand this strange vendetta
pusiness, Ic s altogether foreign to
their ideas. The Brifish idea is to have
a jolly good row, if the oceasion
warrants it, amd then bury the hatchet
oep, and lorget all the trouble. I am
cortain you will be interested to vead of
the amazing events which fallow the
arrival al St Jim's of an Italian with
,weitll views on the subject of revenge,

THE WORK OF MARTIN CLIFFORD,

No authov ean blow his own trunipet.
That iz why I want to say somathing
Leve eoncerning tha oviginal method and
the veal knowledsze of tho St Jim's
chronicler.  Alre Martin Clifford iz the
lneky possessor of what yon may term
the stovehouse mind.  Some hidding
authors etart off with the notion that
any fellow ean write a story, So he can,
of a ‘sert. But the bhig professional
anthor who has pot in loug vewrs at the
trade  kiows  well enough  thar  this
writing business meana the devotion of
a hifetime, o it s Dowul o end in
smoke,  Martin Cliffaid scores. because
of his ymmense supplies of ioformation
on countless zubjocts. It is ot mevely
i eonuection with next week's winner
that T zay this, Sl the Ttaling varn
iz wocase in pomnf. M Clifford ander-
stands many languesges; he s deep in
classics; Lo Has a simply  wonderful
grusn of history, and he hos trayvelled
extonsively, I i3 all this thal makes
a story from hiz pen =0 well worth
veading.

Toe Gem Linriny.—No. 832,

Write ine, voli can be sure of gn answer in return:

tTHE DIAMOND OF GQHAZIABAD!"
By Cecil Fanshaw. 3

well known fa

Paul Mauneving iz wel
Grv readers,  This brilliant and  re-
cotiveelul individual 15 mee with next

week in o peevlinely powerful story of
the Secret Sorvice, Maimering has won
his wony o @ gredal position, and his
vesponsibilities are wany, But big work,
such o3 fulls to his lot, brings witl it

plenty of peril. ‘'Fhe new story of
mivigue and  adventure bristles with
dheills. Mannering, as a super-detective,

gets on the lrack of (he famous
dimmond which i worth a king's ran-
soul, and lias been the pvol of many a
desperate coup,  The yarn is a fing one,
Yhe Ghazsbad diamond 5w real
mystery stone, and its deyzling glittey
liae  hired to destruetion  unberless
viotims of its sparkiing spell.

AN ECHO FROM CANADA.

A yeader of the Geat living at' Ver-
dun—the Verdun of Cinada, net the:
[autons town in France—writes to me o
vory courteous letter. “ Having kuoow-
ledge of the fact,” he says, “thal you
wre at all times pleased to hesr from
yvour readovs, especially from so far a
distance, I am faking the opportunity of
communicating with you agein, frusting
iy lettor will find you in the best off
health, You will remember that 1
wiota fo you zeveral times whilst |
wis in Englanid with the Canadian Ex-
pediticuary Fovee, T was in the Deyed's
Cross Haspital, Wavertree, Liverpool,
anid I have yebt in my possession two of
your leiters, which [ shall prize [or all
fime, for all that was cantained therein
has proven to be wvight.”™ My chum
goos on to chat of Tom Meyry and
Cardew, It is a privilege ta got such a
letter as this, and to know (hat the
GEN i< =nill his weekly comparnion,

"TOM OF THE AJAX "

Of course, next week's issne will con-
tain a stiiking instaliient of this zreat
savial, The further chapters show Tom
Gale in a very right place indeed, and
the instalment ends up on a theill second
to none, This serial has-any amount, to
veeommend it to sea-lovers and ofhers,
and you eannot help but follow with
palpitating interest the adventures of the
plucky yonngster who has to meat the
assaulie of an implacable enemy  like
Steniky Burr. Tom euts away from im-
prszible eanditions, and we see him
fighting Tor the freedom which is jn-
disbitably lis sight, You are nevoe
likely to foreet Tom's experionces as a
stowawnay,

THE TUCK HAMPER.

_ Onn tach oen be taken for granted.
Lhie Tuck Hampor in this dashing New
Near af 1924 will be right up to the
fine =tandavd of the past, So send in
yolr gavest wheezes,  You may have a
chance of one of these temptivig prizes.

Dour EDditor.

¢+ ““MY READERS’
] OWN CORNER!”

j B S R S T S R S e e L = B2 I .

1 OUR TUCK HAMPERS ARE PRIME !

Remember, bhoys and girls, we
award a delicious Tuck Hamper
for the best storyettesent us each
| weck—also hall-a-crown is paid

for each other contribution ac-
% cepted, Cut out the coupon on
4 this page, and send it, together
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" with your joke to me, |
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THIS WINS OUR TUCK
HAMPER!

COW-ARDLY.

An opterpriging salesinan  was
tyving o persdade o farmér in
buy o bievele, The faoemer was
in town for the day, and lad
determined  to see  overything,
“ Tl rather spend mizy money on
# cow,™ he saul, after lstening to

the Jorhor’s  avguments. " But
think,”!  zaid the salesman,
Ywhat  an idiot you'd  leok
ricling about on a cow.” P Noy
half such an adiet as I'd look
trying  to. milk a  licyele!™
answorad  the favwer.—A  Tock

Hamper (illed with delicions Tock
has heen awarded to  Harold
Madgleye 7, Tudor  Gavdens,
Barues, S5.W. 13,

STRANGE, BUT TRUE!
Pwo Lvishnien were arguing, = Well”

4said Pat, *F don’t think you can tell nie

what leeps bricks together.” “Shure;
saied Mike, “it's mortar’® *Wrong!"
<aid Pat,  "“"Phet’s what keeps them
apart | "—Half-p-cinwn hins heen awardod
to Fred G, Maun, 27, Hythe Roud,
Lanidon, N,W. 10,

TIT FOR TAT!

Brown was walking along o country
lane when he observed a negto :eifing a
light to some dey grass, “FDen't you
burn thit, Sambe,"” he said, approach-
ing the negro. “Tf will he as black as
you are.'t Y Dan't 50" worry ‘hout dal,
sty replied the dak one, Ut il
=001 Erow as green as yon are ! —FHali-
a-prown hus been awarded ta Mauvice .
Ambler, Bradley Cattage, Crestland,
Halifax, 5

MOVING DAY !
A nun wits movidg ta oa lew hotse,
and a  friend met him  earrying his
chicken-ron on his baek. 1f was ponring
hard with rain. “Hallo! Why didn’t
vou get spineoie to help yon, Tomtayi”
askerd the friend. M1 did,"  peplied
Tominy, **He's inside.  You zee, it is
o gaod bath of us getting wet ! —Flall-
a-crown has been awarded to Novman
Towe. 3, Highbuiy New Park, N, &,
All attempts In this Competition should be
addressed to: The GEM, ‘' My Reader’s
Own Cormer,!' Goagh Howuse, Gough
Square. London. E.C.A.
SO T TR
= TUCK HAMPER COUPON,

THE GEM LIBRARY.
No attempt will be considered un-
teas accompanied by one of these
Coupons,
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Thinking not of himeslt, Eric Kildare, the stalwart captailn of 8t, Jim's, sacrificea his good name and poaitlon in an
v andeavour to save his cousin Desmond from disgrace !

CHAPTER 1,
Fags Wanted !

L O chaps seen young Wally DAvey? guinded
Bagey Trimble of the Fourfh Yoy ab S6, Ji’s,

pokitig = faf face inside Srady No, 6. ¥ Kildave
vants him,"

HGons «bor Waviand,
Avgustis DAy,

“Thay he'll get ib hot,”™ grinned Baggy Crimble, evidently
erjovintg the (hought that D'Avey minor would “get i
wot.!!  Kildave's o m rare old awwax—got a8 colsan, o
brother, or vocle, or something coming, and he can’t Tnd a
ed fag.”

“That's wathal wotten” saicd Arfhur Augnstis, 7
weally hope the young wascal—" .

Y 1t's nearly tep-time, and there isnt a piddy five (o the
sludy or anything,” grinned Trimble, Tr's vather s special
sort of visit, too. This chap's an old S, Jim's boy, hesides
being Kildare's unele, or coiin, or wlhi e he jolly well
13, and he's Hﬂilil‘lg for Amiervicn, oy Llobukly, or =onie-
whare touanorrow—"

“What o lol you can lhappen o
remavked Dighy, :

“ Kildave wants to make a jolly old fusa of ithe ehap,"
grinned Trimble, ignoring Dighy's pointed vemark.  “Yei'
it 2 scream?  U'm jolly pglad, thoupgh. Cheak, I call it.,,
making a Fourth chap like me go lT:m_alimg for lis Dblessed
tegs! Dlow him! Kildare's o beasi—a stuck-up beast——"

S0h, atn I, Teimble "

“Oh ernrabs !

It wae Kildare's voice, and Bagezs Iiinble jumped, Tle
spun round, to find the eaptain of Sr. Jim's standing i tlie
passage behind him, Kildare was dressed [or ontof-dbors,
and his usunlly good-natured face was grun,

#80 I am o stuck-up beast, am 17" pshed Kildare.

HT—T say—I—I didn’t know——"

“I know you didn't,” snapped Kildare. “Ti's lucky for

ou I happen to be in too big a hurry to stop to teach von
Euu.er than to speak of n Sixth-T'ormer like thar, Trimble.”

Y0 deny !" gasped Trimble, agreeing with Kildure there,

“Cut off, you young ass!" said Kildaye,

And Trimble “cut off " quickly enough,
tho study and faced the grinning juniors.

“Where s vour minoy, D'Arey "
fully

“Gone (o Warland, deali bLoy,” sald IVAvey. * Weally,
Kildare 1 5

Yaz

desh  boy, ™ remuarked Avihur

iless

hear al Lkexholes,”

Kildare enterved

he demanded wratli-

it alll'" suapped the captain of St Jinds frowniug

(Copyclght la the Unitzd States

».'-'f"’{:’jrf_ég//:, A Special Extra~Long Complete

School Story oif the World~

Renowned, Tom Merry & Co., at

St. Jim’s, written by the greatest
of authors,

Martin Clifford.

with annoyance, “Those fooHing fugs are neyer at hasad

when wanted. Anyway—"
T we can do anything, Kildare —" began Blake
“Yaas, wathah!” exclaimed Arthur Augosios eagerly

“1f we can do anythin', Kildare, deah Loy, we shall be oniy
too happy to help.”

Kildare was about to turn an his heel, bot he stopped
stiddenly, Taking out hLis pockebswallet, he shoved -a poutid-
note jiite the hands of the surprised Arvthoe Avgustit,

“Yes, vou ean holp, D'Avey,” said Kildare. “Tlere's a
nuid,  Get in some cakes and things from the fuckshop.
Then you ean light a Ave in ity sfudy and get tea remly.
I'm just off to meet a visitor at Ryleoinbe Station. anil
will be back in half an Louk ov =0."

And with that Kildare huorrvied awav, e lef
Augustus staring' blankly af the poudnote. and
Herries, and Dighy chucliling,

‘“Bai Jove " gasped the swell of St Jim's.

He was astonnded. Certainly he had offered to. Lelp
Kildare. But that help was intended to be in the forni of
advice, or, at most, an offer to find a fag to carvy ont the
fagging. He had certainly never intended to offer to lizhi,
fives and get tea ready—in short, to do the work Wally of
[l Thivd had evidently neglected,

“Bai Jove !" repeated Arvthur Augustus, looking ratlier dis
tressed at his chuckling choms, — “How vewy awkwardl,
deah boye! | wegavd that as wathah theughtles: of Kildare
Lo expect a Fourth-Formal o fag, you know."”

“You've let yourself m for it, Chussy,” geinned Blake
“¥ou can’t back out now, you know”

“1 have no intention of twyin' to back out, Blake,” saidl
Avthur Augustus, after 8 moment's pause, * Aftah all, it ia
wathah an honour to fag for the captain of St, Jim's, vou
know, And, weally, Kildare is such a decent fellow, I have
a gweat wegard for Kildare, deah boys. It is vewy
awkward, and wathal infwa dig. for a fellow of my standin’
to fag, I will admit, But Kildgare expects me to do it, and,
weally, T could not let him down.”

“Get a jolly old licking if you did, Gussy,”
Hervies. **Anyway, go aliead.
on the job.”

“T twust,” said Avthur Augustus, boraing his eveslis
falher frigidly on Herries, “that you fellows will do more
than watch., I miade the offah of Lelp on Delalf of fhis
studay, and it was secepted by Kildave. I weallv twust vau
fellows do not intend to dwaw back. I wegard i 0= a studav
alfainh.” 3

" Bow-wow 1

.\lHHlI
Blake,

18 einted
We'll come and waich you

THe Gy Tippary.-- N, 832,
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4 Every Wednesaay

“Hilf & mo, Herries,” said Blake. “Gussy's right there,
you know, In miy case, I'm blessed if T mind fagging for n
chap like old Kildare. Won't do us any harm. Yes, we'll
help, Gussy—" i ”

“Vewy well, Blake, doah boy,” said D'Arcy, “I weally
hardly expected this studay to fail to wise to an cccasion,
]r;nf Imou;; Aftah all, it is wathah havd lines on old Kildare.

1e—

“Oh, eut the cackle, and let’s get on with the job,” said
Blake, jumping up briskly, “You cut off for the j rub,
Gussy, and we'll sce to the fire and get things shipshiape.

“I was meahly wemarkin’, Blake—"

“No time for remarks,” eaid Blake, *“We'll have old
Kildare back before we've started the job, you cuckoo! Buzz
off ! Theré's an old suitease in the corner there——"

" But, weally, Blake——-"

The energetic Blake grasped Avthur Auguostus by the collar
and ran him out of the study. Then he slung the suitcase
after him. /

“We'll rise to the eccasion all right,” remarked Dlake.
“Come on, yon chaps!” 2 i

And while the astonished D'Arey siill grovelled in the
passaga, the rest of ICildare’s new and voluntary fags marched
past_him en route for Kildare's stidy. :

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus, serambling wrath-
fully to his feet. “ Yon uttah wufliny, Blake! I have o vewy
good mind {o_thwash you——"

The noble Gussy paused, realising that Blake was oub of
hearing, and, wisely deciding to postpone thoughts of
“thiwashin’ * Dlake, he picked up the suitcase and went
downstairs to make his wrathfnl way to the school tuckshop
undey the elms,

CHAPTER 2.
Very Awkward !

[ NFE dozen jam-tavts—twopenny ones, please, Mrs

0 Taggles.”

“¥Yes, Master IV Arcy.”

“0npe dozen donghnuts,
mewingnes, please, Mrs. Taggles.”
“Vory well, Master D'Avcy.”
“(One large sultens cake—a fiveshilling one, please, Mrs

Taggles.”

Arthur Angustus pansed veflectively. For several moments
the swell of the Fourth had been reeling off his orders
without pause—tavts, cakes, all sorts of good things which
Avthur Augustus deemed necessary for Kildare's tea—and he
had been ordering them by the dozen. That Kildare—or his
visitor—were extremely unlikely to need jam-taris, meringues,
or chocolate eclairs by the dozen did not seem to ocenr to
Arthur Augustus.

But now he paused, wondering if he had already exceeded
that amount of money. b

“Pway weckon that little lof np, Mres, Taggles,” he
remarked thoughtfidly. *I wathali fancay T have weached
my limit, bai Jove!"” y

‘}')’Arcy had—as Dame Tanles informed him after a
leborious reckoning. In fact, he had passed the limit of the
pound by the sum of sixpence exactly.

Fortunately the swell of the Fourth discovered a stray
sixpence in his pocket, and, affer paying the bill, Arthur
Angustus began to pack the bulky bags of foodstuffs into
the stit-case.

Three juniors who had been standing at the far end of the
tuckshop, listening to D'Avey's orders with open mouths and
bulging eyes, now exchangad expressive glances,

The three were George Figging, Fatty Wynn, and Kerr of
{he New House, and unlil the entry of Arthur Apgnstus thoy
had been discussing footer and stnle doughnuts,

But the sight of the good things D'Avey was purchasing
had taken their interest from faoter and stale donghnuts,

“The—the bloated millionaire !'" breathed George Figgins.
“What a gorﬁmus spread those Fonrth Form worms are in
for! My word! Over a quid’s worth, and we—"

“We can only chew beastly stale doughnutz!” groaned
Fatty Wynn, watching the busy Arthur Augustus with
glistening - eyes, “I—I say, Tiggy, couldn’t we—something
oupht to be done about it.”

Tt ought, Fatty,” agreed Kerr, grinning. “I'm not a
blessed Socialist, but——"

“And something is going to ba done ! whispered Figains,

a gleam coming suddenly into his eyes. “Those silly School
House chumps will be making themselyves ill if we don't do
something ! Listen to me, chaps!”
_Fatty Wynn and Kerr listened, and grinned as they
listened. And then, with startling suddenness, Kerr hit
Fatty Wynn in {he chest, while Fatty Wynn smote Kerr
just above the belt, The next moment the two had cloged
and were staggering about the little shop, breathing
threatenings and slaughter, and, appavently, fighting in a
deadly embrace, bt :

Tae Gem Lissary,—No, 832,

and—yes, one dozen
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Up to then Aribur Augustus had been too busily engaged
even to notice the New House frio, but now the sudden com-
motion drew his noble attention. .

“Rai Jove ” gasped Arthur Augustus. “Wynn and Kerr
fighting | s it possible, weally? What—what—"

Arthar Augustus was astounded. He was shocked. The
sight of two such bosom pals as Wynn and Kerr in deadly
strife distressed the good-hearted Gussy beyond messure,

“Bai Jove!” rvepeated D’Arcy, looking at Figgins, who
was jumping round, apparently attempting to separate the

comb’nh‘t‘nts. “What is the mattah, Figgy? Cannot
you—- A 4
“8top ‘em? I ean't!” yelled Figgy frantically. “You

silly asses, stop—" ;

Kerr suddenly broke away and bounded out of the tuck-
shop doorway, with Fatty Wynn, shouting threats and savage
remarks, hot on his trook.  And after Fatty Wyun went
iggins, shonting and waving his arms wildly

“Bai Jave, lim\'\r feahfully wotten !” ;insped Arthur
Augustus in great distress. A wift in the lute, bai Jovel

can hardly ewedit it! I weally hope—"

D'Arey hurriedly finished packing the foodstuffs into the
suit-case, and then, with the overflow in a parcel under his ™
arm, he left the tuckshop, ledving a startled Dame Taggles .
behind Lim.

Outside Arthur Augustus glanced about him anxiously.
There was no sign of Wynn and Kerr, but Figgins was jush
coming from behind the tuckshop wearing a worried laok.

“TFiggoy, deali boy,” exclaimed Arthwr Augustus, * pway,
whatevah is w'ang? What—where 5

“They're having it out behind the tuckshop,” panted
Figgy, apparently overcome with grief. Oh, the silly
asses ! Mo think it should como to this! Lifelong pals—
more like brothers than pals—lifelong friendship—fighting
like—lilke——" :

Figgins broke down—or appeared to break down, D'Avey
eyad liim, much agilaied,

“Tigeay, old men— But—but cannot you stop them "
he ejaculated. I weally twusk—" Lo .

“What's the good of me trying?” asked Figginz, shaking
his head helplessly. “I'm such a duffer! I'm not clever
enough, not diplomatic enough. I only seem to make
miatters worse, It needs a chap with brams and tact—tnck
and judgment, If only you, Gussy

Fiigins paused, wnil'in;;' for Arthur Augustus to swallow
the bait. And the mnoble Arthur Augustus swallowed it
quickly enough.

“Pyay leave it to me, dealr boy,” he said prompily and
a trifle loftily. “I wathah pwide myself on possessin’ fact
and judgment fah above the avewage, you know, T wathah
shine in o situation where a delicate and diplomatic
handlin' i weguizhed, deah boy.”

“Then-—then you'll—"

“T will wush away at once,” =said
“Pway hold these things, Figgins——"

Tiggins took charge of the bag and parvcel with raiher
suspicious eagerness—suspicious, thet is, to anvone else but
the unsuspicious and trusting Arthur Augustus D'Avey,
And then that would-be peacemaker vushed away.

He rounded the corner of the tnckshop, and sighted Kerr
and Wynn at once. At first sight they appeared to be
waltzing joyfully together, but as D'Arcy rushed up he
found them hitting each other often, and—ta D’ Arvcy—hard,
very hard.

“Stop, deah boys!” shouted Arthur Augustus, rushing
between them. * Pway pause and waflect Yawooch {"

D'Arey's utterance ended in a fiendish yell as one of Kerr's
brandishing fists took him under the ear, possibly by
necident, possibly not. He yelled still more as one of
Falty Wynn's fat fists took him under the chin, and Axthur
Augustus staggered back and measured his length on the
hard ground.

What happened afler that the would-be peacemaker
scarcely knew. It is usually the ironical fate of peace-
makers to find themselves in the wavs, and Arthur Augistus
found himself in the wars now, He was trampled under-
foot for some maoments, and then both Wynn and Kerr came
down on top of him together.

“Call me a Welsh rabbit, would you?”" howled Fatty
Wynn, apparently addressing Kerr, “Take that!”

“(Jall me a blessed Scoteh Lerring, wounld you?" howled
Kery, “Take that, you rotier!" 1

Arthur Augustus took them both and shrieked franiically.
He hardly knew whether he was on his head ox his heels,

Relief cama quite suddenly, however. From the front of
the tuckshop there sounded a shrill whistle, and as they
heard it, both Wynn and Kery ceased struggling abruptly.

“Well, my only hat!” panted Keyr, looking down at the
i:nlmu;s,l;, frantic Arthur Augustus. “What's old Gussy doing
iel'e |

“Like his cheek butting in!"” remarked
winking at Kerr, “What's the game, Gussy £

“Oh, bai Jove!” ﬁasped the swell of St. Jinvs,
you weckless wotta

Arthiur  Angustus.

,Fnbty Wyno,

N i—
s! Couldn't you see me, yon—"
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Only a few days left! Make sure of a * Holiday Annual” by ordering now! b

of the suitcase. ‘' What'a the matter 7

ragge

'jumping HP.

A AUDE AWAKENING !—! Bal Jova!' elaculated Arthur Augutus D'Arcy, as he blinked dazedly at the contsnts
smanded Blake,
of hags and cakes and other good thlngs. the suitcase conta

football vest, and a brick |

1" Why—what the thump——" instsnd
ned nothing but a palr of old, muddy football boots, a
(See page G)

“[ow did we know yow'd come butting in?"

“You wough wottahs!" gasped D'Arey. *I wenlly wish
T hind left you to fight it out, bai Jove!l T butted in because
1 n'ogurde(r it as my dutay to wepair the wift in the lute, you
woitahs ! T was surpwised beyond measuah to sea bwo sueh
~ closa fwiends fightin’. It distwessad me fewwibly.
“eavesolved to buth in to heal the wound—to persuade vou to
shake liands and buwy the hatchet, you know.”

“Shoke hands, eh?” remarked Kerr, winkin again=at
Wyni, “That's rather a good wheeze, Fatty, Shall us?”

“Yas, lots,” said Wynn, with a smile,

They shoolk hands solemmly. D'Arcy eyed them a trifle
auspiciously now, His noble brain was beginning fo clear,
and both Kerr and Wynn's words and acfions struck him as
Buspicions.

“fai Jove; you—" he began.

“Ves, shake hands ond be friends,” said Kerr solemnly.
“ Frtends to combine and fight agninst the common foe,
Who are the common foe, Fatty, old mant”

“Phese School House worms, of course.”

“Then I vote we start by bumping Gussy.

“RBai Jove!

Bump !

Three times the astounded D'Arey was bumped, and then
Fatty Wynn and Kevr walked away, arm in arm, leaving
Arthur Augustus sitting there gasping painfully.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped at last, blinking after the New
I-Intlﬁf‘.‘ juniors,  “What—weally, I havdly—  Oh, bai

ove:l

Quite suddenly Avilir Angustus remembered Figeins nnd
the hag and parcol.

Collar him!"
Heah, what—welease me, youn—"

“Oh deah " groaned the lickless Gussy. "1 was all n
II.'.\'it:'lltl & wolten twick to collah the gwub ! Oh, the wottahs !

et

As the dreadful suspicion gained ground Arthur Augustus
sprang to his feet in great wrath, Then he pauszed and his
noble brow cleared,

Coming round the tuckshop corner was the lanky figure of
(ieorge Figgins, and in his arms was the bag, likewise the
poarcel. Appnrently it was no trick affer all,

"splmuli‘il, Gussy!” exclaimed Figgins enthusiastically,
nodding to Wynn and Kevr, who were still qrm-in-arm o little
distance away, * You've managed the oracle, then? T knew
you would.”

%1 have been twented with gwoss diswespeet and waode-
ness,”’ said Arthur Augustus, *The wottahs—""

“But you've managed it, Gussy,” m\j‘d Iigging heartily,

“(Good!  How can I ever thank you——
“Pway do not bhothah, Tiggey,” said D'Arey, iving
Figgins rather a hard look. *Iam nob ot all sunh—— How-

eval, youah studny-mntes appeah o be fwiends onee mote,
&o that is ull wight. Pway hund me my—"

i Here you are, old top!”

“T weanlly must wush away now like anythin’,” said Gussy,
as Figging handed over the bag and parcel. *This gwub is
for Igﬁdam'ﬁ ten, and—"

*Wha-a-at 1"

“por Kildave's ten, desh boy,” said Arthur Augustus
innocently, ** Kildare is expectin’ a visitor, and we are goitin'
tea weady for him in the absence of young Wally. Pway
excise me wushin® away, Figgay!”

And Arthur Angastus rushod away with the bag and
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‘parcel, leaving Figgine staring blankly after him. Ile was

still staring when Wynp and Kerr. having  seen Arthur
Augustus out of the way, came running up.
“(ot it, Figgy " asked Fatty Wynn anxiously. “ Got the

grub?

“Ahem! Yes, but—"

“Oh, good!”

“Ripping ! agreed Kerr. “ We'll have the feed——"

“Na, we won't!! groaned Figgins, his long face the
picture of dismay. “I—I say, you chaps, we've made an
awful bloomer; we've pinched old Kildare's tea "

“Fh? Whatt”

“We've collared Kildare's grub,” giosped Figgins,
wasn’t for those School House rotters at all.”

“ Buit—but——" -

Figgins explained, and the faces of his hearers fall dismally
as they began to undesstand. . . :

s We'll have to take it back,” groaned Figging. ‘*There'll

I

“he an awhil row, and we can’t get poor ofd Gussy into a

uiess,”’
“OW erumbs ! Why not send it back? If we meet those
rotters—"

“ ('t visk the stuff not getting to Kildare,” growled
Rigging. “We'd better take it ourselves, then we can
explain if necessary, Let's hope the skipper won't be there,

though. Come on, sooner we do it the hetter,”
Ana followed by his dismayed chums Figgins ran fo a
clump of bushes round the side of the tuckshap. THe rooted

out a pile of paper bags—hags which contained the good
things which Arthur Augustus had purchased, and vﬁlich
the crafty Figgins had n%at-racleﬂ whilst Gussy was aeting
the part of the peacemaker.

Loaded up with these, the New House irio hurried across
to the School House, their faces gloomy end anxious,
Raiding the provisions of the yival juniors of the Sehool
Jouse was a pastime in which they often indulged and
enjoyed. DBut raiding the provisions intended for the

captain of 8t. Jim's ten was a different matier altogether.

CHAPTER 3.
The Visitor Arrives !

ALLO, herd’s the dummy!” exclaimed Jack Blake.
“Where the thump have you been to, Gussy?
Takes you some iime to get a few cakes from the
tuckshop, and no mistake I

While Arthur Augustus had been foraging, Blake, Dighy,
snd Hervies had been busy in Kildare's study. New'iy sweph
and garnished as it was, the room looked bright and cosy, and

& cheery fire eracklad and glowed in the grate. Before the
fire Blake was erouching, making toast, und he turned a
crimson, pevspiving face towards Arthur Angustus D'Arcy as
that junior enteved the study with the suitonse and paveel.

41 have been delayed, “deah boy,” explained Arthur

Augustus. “Howevah, T appesh to be in time, so that 1s

all wight, T wathah faneay (lis little lob will mnke yuite a
decent spwead, bai Jove!” . :

“Yank the stuff out, then, and gel the table set1” grunted

Blike. *Help the ass, you fellows. Old Kildare wiil be here

any minute now 1"

“Right-ho1” |

Avthnr Augustus laid the suitease on o chaiy, and slipped
the catches, Then, as the lid flew open, he jumped, Al the

same moment Hemdes tore open the pareel, and az he did
s0 he gave a yell, .

“Why, what the— Gussy, yon frabjous ass !”
“Bai Jove!”
That was all Gussy could say. Ha stoad petrified, blinking
dizedly at the contents of the suitense.
demuanded Blake, jumping up.

“What's the matter?”
" Why, what the thump—"

Tt was Blake's turn to jump. Tor, instead of bags of
cakes and other good things, the snitease contained nothing
but o pair of old, muddy footer-boots, u ragged footer vesl,
and a brick, The parcel contained nothing move appetising
than o bundle of ghavings,

“Bai Jove " repeated Avthur Augustus, with a gasp. “ Oh
dear ! Those awfnl wottahs were pullin® my leg aftah all, bai
Jove! Oh, the feahful wottahs!”

"Expl_:liin, you dummy " shrieked Blake, “What—why—

who—— P

“Those New Honse wottahs [ gasped Arthur Avgustus,

And he explained, his noble features going pink as he noted
the looks of alarm and utter disgust on the faces of his
liearers.

“Well, you utter ass!® breathed Blake, at last.

L Blak “Ta let
those New Houge worms take you in Like that.

0Oh, you—
you—
“Weally, Blake—"" . )
Before the dismayed Arthur Augustus could continue the
study door opened, and Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
of the Shell looked in. -
“Well, how goes it, kids?! asked Tom Merry, looking
Tie Gem Lisrary,—No. 832,
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yound, “We heaxrd you were fagging for Kildare, and
trotted along, Want any help? I hear—— Tallo, what's
the trouble—Gussy again?” bt
The Terrible Three grinned as Blake savagely explained
the unfortunate circumstances.
“It’s nothing fo grin_abouf, you asées!' said DBlake,
“Phere's no tea, and Kildare will be

glowering ab D'Arey,

T4 is vather awkward,” admitted Tom Merry, * What
ahout sending Gussy to explain to those Nesw Hose sweeps?
After all, old Figgy isn't a bad sort, and—"

“Thanks, old top!” came a cheery voice,
send Gassy, though; here we ave!”

Tom Merry R%il!l vound, to find Figging at.anding
dgorway, ' With Figgins were his henchmen, Fatty W
Kerr, and all three were grinning.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Herries.
rotters!” :

“Little us,” grinned I*‘lg‘:gina. “What price the rift in
the lute, Gus? I see yon've found the boots nnd fhe—
Here, it's all right—it's pax, you—-"

Bub it wasn't pax in so far as the Sehool House juniors
were concerned, As one man Blake & Co. Aung themselves
at the Noew House juniovs.

“P)| give yon coming to rub it in, you rotters!™
Blake. “Smizsh the cheeky nsses!"

As members of the School House, the Terrible Three
naturally joined Blake & Coi, and they {Ilﬂ(l in with a will,
Against the seven avengers the luckless New House tiio had
o chance, They struggled manfully, buf it was o brief
struggle, and they wenf down ab Ik, knees and hands
pinning them down.

“Give in, you New House worms! asped Tom Merr'y.
#Wa'll teach yon— Oh, my hat! What @ mess!”

It was & mess, undoubtedly. In the excitement and wrath
of the moment the Sechool House juniors had scaveely
noticed the paper bags Figging & Co. were carrying. But
they could not help noticing them—or yather their contents—
now. In that despovate serimmage the paper bags had come
to utter grief, and their contents wera scattered over the
room and the persons of the eombutants,

There were tarts, and chocolate eclnirs, and cream-horns
squashed on the carpet, and jam and chocolate and cream
adhering to the persons of the juniors. Fatty Wynn had sat
pillrnF on- o bag of jam-tarts, and fhe resulting conglomera-
tion ha

“hack any minute,"”

“No need to

in the
ynn and

“The cheek of the

howled

d improved neither Fatty's trousers nor the carpel.

Bluke & (o., now the battle was over, fairly blinked in
bewilderment ot sight of the havoe,

“ What—where the thnmP has all this stuff come from
gasped Blake. “TPiggy—' :

“You—yon hurbling idiots!” choked Figgins, clawing a
mass of cream and erumbs from his collar and his neck,
“tould’t you lob us explain? Caw't you see? Wae heard
this beastly stuff belonged to Kildare, und sve were bringing
it back, you utter asses!”

“0Oh erumbs!”

As they realised that they had been a little too husty,
Blake & Co., and Tom Merry & Co. groaned. Then Blake
suddenly rememberad where they were, and he gave o gasp,

“Quick, you idiots!” he panted. “For goodness’ sake,
let's got this awiul mess clenred away before old Kildare
comos in. He'll fairly rave if he catches vs— Oh crumbs !

Blake ended with n gasp as the door nuddcn’!y opened.
But it was not Kildare—though the features of the newcomer
strongly resembled these of the genial skipper of Bt Jim’s.
He was o tall young man in o heavy travelling conl—a
brawny ginnt, with fair haiv and moustache, good-natured
face, and blue eyes that twinkled humorously as they rested
on the startled faces of the juniors. Behind the stranger
hovered Toby, the School House page.

“Which this 'ere is Master Kildare's study, sir,” said
Toby, with a ratlier scaved glance at the scene within,

“0h, iz it, by Jove!” ejaculated the stranger, looking
round a irifle grimly. “IJ should have thonght—ahem!
Very well—and thank you, my boy.”

Toby withdrew, closing the deor.  The stranger came
forward, ‘and smiled gonially at the horrified juniors. There
was p moment's awkward silence. Tom Meny broke it.

“Won't—won't you sit down, sir?’ he gasped, hurriedly
rubbing away a sticky-looking masa of squashed jam-fark
from the easy-chair, “Kildare won't be {ong. He—he's
gone to the station,”

“He was expecting me, so I supposo he went to meef
me," murmured the young man with o rather doubtiul look
at the cheir. !‘Nunuol li won’t sit down, thanks. I came
aimu;i‘_m a taxi and must have missed him on the road. T
am his cousin—Desmond Kildare. H'm, So—so this is
Kildare's study, eh?”

“Y¥ gps, sir,” stammered Tom Merry, feeling called npon
{o make some sort of explanation. " You—you see, we—
wo're fapging for him."

" Yon don't say 507" was the surprised answer. ''In my
iime the capiain of 8. Jim's had only one fag. Kildave is
certainly a very unfortunate—I mean to say, fortunate
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fellow in possessing ten, Very! I ean just imagine how
delighted he must feel at having ten {uniors rvomping aboukb
his study, He'll be ploased to come in and find his study
decorated with jam-tarts, I'm surve.” :

The juniors realised the stranger was pulling their legs,
and they went crimson,

“ We—we had a bit of an argument, sir,” explained Blake,
%ainiug confidence. as he noted tho twinkle in Desmond

ildare’s eves. “I'm afraid Kildare will be—ahem !—rather

*waxy. You—"

1 should imagine s0,” was the giiin answer, “ But why
not do what you were suggesting when 1 entered—clear up
before Kildave arvives, ch?’

“Bai Jove! Weally, sir—'

“Yf you don’t mind, we will,” mumdbled Tom Merrs,
MY on—you spe——"" »

Fom Merry broke off with a gasp. Al that moment they
were startled to hear n voive in the passage outside—a well-
known voice, apparently speaking to Mre. Railton.  As he
heard it, Desmond Kildaro whiatﬁ-d softly.

“ T afraid you've left it too late now, my young friends,”
he said. “H Tm not mistaken that is my tousin’s voice.
Havd lines—by. Jove, though! Il tell you what! We'll
save thie situation yet. L'l run oue and pevsunde my cousin
10 show mo round the old place heforo tea, eh? That will
give you plenty of time to put things ship-shape. So long,
and mum's the word !"” f

And with that Kildare's extraordinary cousin spened the
door and slipped out: The St. Jim's juniors heavd him greet
Mr. Railton and Kildare in the passoge, and after Inug%uing
and chatting move off

% Phew 7 breathed Tom Merry, as their footsteps died
away, ‘‘What do you chaps think of that? Tsu't he a
brick"”

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus.
W

wathal sportin’ of the deah boy.

“Ttairly saved our bacon,'" agreed Blake.
let's make the most of the chance.
had better help.” i

“Vo5, rather,” agreed Figgins.

And they hoipwl eagerly enough, realisiug as Tom Mervy
& Co. did that the good-matured Old Boy lad saved themn
From @ record licking. Kildare waa s good sort—but (here
was a dimit, And in o mucking up Kildod's study, they had
cevtainly: passed the limit, ' i

“MTliat was

“Buck up, and
Yaou New House rollers

Many hands made light work, and in a very few moments
{hie room had been put to rights, Luckily several of the hage
had escaped damage, and their contents made . quite o
veereotable show on the table, By that time Wally of the
Third had put ina belated sppearance, and, after ex lnining,
the juniors lefc the rest to him, Their brief dukies as
Kildare's fogs were ended and they weve only too thankiul
they were ended.

@ Wa'rs well out of that,” remarked Tom Morry, as they
went to their respective studies for tea, *My hat! That
chap Desmond Iildare’s a veal brick, T& was jolly decent

of him to chip in like that, I vote we give him a jolly good
send-off when lie goes to-night, you fellows.™

“¥aas, wathah, bai Jovel”

* flear, hear!™

And they-did. When that evening Kildara's cousin climbed
into his tuxi at the gates, a erowd of juniors sent a rousing
choar after him—grently to the astonisliment of Erie Kildare.
Kildave could mnot understand it But Desmond Kildare
did, aiid he peked a grinning face from the raxi-window, and
waved a cheery farewell to fhe juniors.

CHAPTER 4.
Something Wrong !
GF TS goin' to wain, deah boys,"” remarked Aythur
Augusiug D7Arey.  “Bettah huwwy, you know."
- MQuite w idea—for wou, Gussy,” said
Lowiher, .

“Good job we topk the puth through the wootd—yplenty of
shelter,” said IMervies. I suggested it, you know."

“And a rotten suggestion it was,” grunted Blake, in dis-
gust, “Blow the shelter—what shelter it is. This benstly
mud’s worse {han rain,”

“Tt’s going to rain cats-and-dogs soon,” opined Herries.

There was little doubt about that. The sky, seen through
the bare branches of the trees overhead was overcnst and
threatening, and big drops of rain were heginning to fall.
The seven juniors—Tom Merry & Co., and Blake & Co.,
tuened up theiv colluvs and hastened their stéps along the
muddy. path under the tress in the deepening dusk, aving
Lieen 1o the pictures in - Wayland, the juniors wern now
retwning liome, and they were not only anxions to eseape o
drenching, but thes were hungty and eager for tea,
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With feet slipping and sliding in the mud, and on the
sodden carpet of deud leaMes, the juniors stumbled on, and
befors they had gone many more vards the rain [ell with
o vengeance, It pelted down in sheets, and ns Blake had
hinted, the baws trees above them gave little shelter from if

*Pai Jove, you fellows!” ga.-.pecFArthur Aungustus.  **We
shall be like dwowned wats soon, Think of my clobbah—it
will baiwuined ™

“Blow your silly clobber!” syiffed Blake,

“Wa shiall need a blessed boat soom,” growled Lowiher.
“1 say, isn't there an old shied about heve somewhere'’

“Vos,” aid Tom Merry, “There it is—ihrough the
troes over there. Come on!” :

The juniors followed Tom AMerry’s lead in a mad stampede
a8 thai junior left the path, and made a. dive for an old
woodman's hut, dimly seen through the slanting sheets of
rain in the gathdving dusk, =

They came up to it with a rush, and crowded inside, eager
to escape from . the torrential downpour, Tom Merry entered
first, with D'Arey at hia heels, and as he dashed into {he
Aoamny interior there came n wild yell from within, followed
ﬁy 4 hoavy full and a staviled onth, He had charged full
tilt into o man, standing sheliering inside. £

“0Oh enmbs—dorry ! panted Tom Mervy, staggoering back
from the unexpected impact. ““I—TI didn’t see you!

The man sprawling on the brick floor of the old hut,
growled anotler savage exclamalion and serambled to his
feet.  He seemed abouv to fling himeelf at the junior in lhis
vage, and then suddenly catching sight of the juniors swarm-
g at Tem's heels, he stoppe —apparently thinking better
of his intention. &

¢ You—yon careless young hound!” he muitered savagely,
“Why couldn’t you look where the thunder yow're rannin'

St samey,” sgid Taom, vealising thal the fellow had soue
cilse ol anger. Y We were auxious fo get wnder shelter.
1 couldn’i see you in the gloom theve, 1 hope youre not
hurt
| The fellow growled something in reply, and stood back o
little, allowing the juniors to erfowd farther in. Ha stcod
thue, in sullen silence, whilst the juniors turnad their atten-
tion to the pelting rain outside.  The nrq}ngy had been
made, and apparently accepted, though grudgingly, and they
felt no further interest in the man, = :

Bul apparently the man felt u furthey intérest in them.

He stepped towards them' at lengih. 5 X

“ Excuse me, young gents,” hie exclaimed, glancing at their
caps, - Yow're from St. Jumes' School, 1 see?” :

The jumiors turned, struck by the change in the man's
LT

iy

ca e are, ead o Merry shortly.

The  lellayw  hesitated, and  the juniors eyed’ him
Vst gly.

“here—thi i chuo at 8t Jim's—a schoclboy—1 want
{0 wee,” explained the man slowly. e name’s Kildarve,

Perliaps van voung gentlemen ean tell me how | can see
him
' You can see him at the sehool any timie,” said Tom Merry.

“He iz the caprain of St Jim's. If you ask at the porter’s

o e ¥

“F mean., =ee him outside the school,” explamed the man
Hastily, My business iz private ond confidentinl. 1'd like
{0 see lim ouiside, If you voung gents could kindly give
o o hint as to how 1 could best meet him——"

The stranger pavsed questioningly.

The juniors stared at him rather curiously. Now he had
emeyged from the shadowy hut they saw that he was fairly
well dressed, if somewhat loudly. ITe was fat and flabby,
¢lean-shaven, and had a large, hooked nose, and beady eyes—

* niot handsome by any means. What private and confidential
husiness such & prepossessing individual could, have with the
captain of 8t. Jim's they could not imagine. They ceriainly
wongdered. e

But Tam Merpy sov no veazon why he should not help the
Vi 2)

“Te's often out of gates," said Ton. Y But—hut unless
wvon lenow him by sight, I don'{ see——"
" That's“the woulle,” said the stranger. I don't. And

il T wrote and made an appoinfment, it sin't likely——

Ha brake off abivuptly.

“Leok here,” he zaid, after a pavse, 'L suppose Yol
young gents don’t happen to know his cousin—a hig chap,
samed Desmond Kildave? T heard lie was
lately.”

Tom Merry gave & start.

Jt was only three days since Desmond Kildare's visit 1o
Ht. Jim's, and the juniors had gond reason to yemember that
virit. They eyed tile man in no little astonishment,

L " Yeu, we know him,” =aid Tom.

“Je he like hiz cousin at all?"

U Wer, very nnieh,” said Tom briefly,
e resemblanen.”’
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“Phen I'll know him all vight,” grinned the man, T
suppose it's no good hoping to see him to-night?”

“You might,” said Tom, *As o matier of fact; lie's out
of gates now, Wae left him in Rylcombe less than lificen
minutes ngo.”

“Vowy likely he'll come aloug this path, Tom Mewwy,"
said D'Arcy; anxious to help.

“Tf he's nss enough,” murmured Monty Lowther,

“1t's possible,” agreed Tom Marry, nodding. * He might
toke this short ent, though—"

“Then T'll take the chance and go to meet hin,” was the
quick answer, Ul know him, young gentlemen.'

And withaut trogbling to thank the junios, the i
olhowed his way throngh them, and went tramping through
the sodden undergrovth towards (he path, his small eves
gleaming.,

The juniors watched himi go veey curicusly. Tony Merry
was frowning a little. Tle difd uot like the look of the wan,
anil he wondered if he had done wisely in putting hint on
the track of Erie Kildare.

He wondeved sfill more on thal scare the next mamebt,

Ae . the man reached the woodland path a fgive ceme
tramping wider {he treds,  Chers was no mistaking the
stalwort, athletic forn:.

S ECildare, bai Jove ' yemarked Arthor Augnstus, 1 was
wight, then, youl fellows. " :

The juniors snw the wan aceos!t Kildave, and the two sinod
talling a moment, The sudden squall of vain nnd sleet had
passed over by now, and the juniors saw what happened next
quite clearly,

They saw Kilklare suddenly step forward and hit the

and he went sprawling in the mud.
CPhew ! That was a good 'un ! gazped Blake, prinning.
“1 wonder what the thump e
“ Better, chip 1, breathed Tom Mervry. I don't like the
loak of that fellow, you chaps. 1f he starts playing dirty——"
Without stopping to finish, Tom Merry went at a 1un
thropgh the trees. His chums followed at once, and the

juniors enme up to the two on the woodland path, their,

footsteps hardly making a sound on the sodden leaves.

They found Kildare standing over the fallen man, his face
white, his fists clenched. They heard his words clearly.

“Say that again, fa_u_ rotter ! he hissed through his tecth.
“¥ou dare to say that about Desmond Kildare—as decent
chap ns ever breathed ! Get np, and 3!

He broke off, suddenly awave that they were nat alone.

“What ave youkids doing here 27 he snapped, “Get ont!"

“* But— lnt——"" began Tom Merry, staring.

“Cut oft I snapped Kildare briefly.

"The. juniors hesitated, and %I’am:etl at the man who was
slaggering to his feet. Iis features were red with rage, and
there was a dangerous glint in his eyes.

But as Kildare took o step towards them they moved away,
though reluctantly, But they did not go far. There was an
angry note in the skipper’s voice which was new to them.
Bt for all that, thoy did not intend leaving the popular
captain of 86 Jim’s to face such a dangerovs-looking customer
alone,

But evidently the man had no intention of showing light.

He stood for a moment glaring at Kildare, und then. after
suying n few words the juniors failed to hear, he pulled some-
thing from his pocket and hunded it to the senior,

Kildare took it, He made a movement as if to throw it
dnto the other's face, and they, snddenly alteving his mind.
tore the envelope open. In the gathering gloom he peered
at the lettor it contained, and then he stopped suddenly back,
and the letter fell from his lngers.

“TLooks.dike bad news for Kildare,” mutleved Tom Merry.
“T—T say, I think we'd better clear, after gll, It's not our
buginess, " .

Blike nodded, and the juniors turned dnd franiped away
along the path. Only once did Tom Merry loole back, and as
e did so he gave vent fo a gasp—a ‘gasp that caused his
chums to look back also. They were just in time o see
[{iiltllare hand the stranger something he took from his pocket-
wallet.

“Treasury notes!” breathed Tom Merry. HPhew! 11
pathier wisl we hLadn't seen that, you chaps, Come on,  And
not a word to anyone about this, miud."

" Wathah not, Tom Mewwy.”

Aund the juniors tramped on to 8t Jim's in a very
thoughtful and gloomy crowd. What the gueer businets
meant  they had no idea, But that it avgured ill for the
papular skipper of 8t, Jim's they had little doubt. Nor had
they any doubt that it was conneclted in some mysterious way
with Desmiond Kildare, Fric Kildare's consin, who they
believed had sailed for South America the day before.

The thonght made the juniors fur from happy.

On arrvival af the school, the Terrible Three vepaired with
Blake & Co. to Study No, 6 to tep—Arthur Augustus heing
in funds that days. But even the cheeeful crackle of & bilazing
fire and the cheery, well-filled table did not dispel their

The man’s lead went haclk,

.\




1 5

Try something easy by entering our Tuck Hamper Competition! 9

gloom, And five minutes after tea had started they had cause
to feel gloomier still, -

The door suddenly opened, and Kildare entered. He gave
the juniors a rather frightenad look. His face was grey, an
the juniors werp shocked at the change in him.

“I1—1'd like & word with you fellows,” he said, his face
flushing suddenly red. “I—I suppose you haven't mentioned
to anyone what—what you saw fo-ni TN

“No, we certainly hayen't, Kildare,”
quickly, eyeing Kildave’s twitching features in congern,
—you know——"

“¥es, T know. T havdly expected you would,” suid Kildare
quictly.  “If—if you fellows would like to oblige me, you
won't mention it fo a soul. It—it's n private affair, and—a nd
1'd rather it wasn't talked abont. You nnderstand ¥

“OF coyrse, Kildare,” said Tom Merry awhkwardly. “And
—T say, we're awfully sovry if it's trouble for you, Kildare,

said Tom Merry
“You

yol
“Mhat's all vight," said Kildare.
And he loft the room abruptly.

CHAPTER 5.

Helping Kildare !

HERE were a good number of people at St. Jim’s who
noticed Kildare's strange manner duving that even-
ing and the next day.

Undoubtedly Kildare was not himself, He went
about his duties with a worried brow and a preoceupied
wanner, Not only that, but he was unusually snappy and
irritnble, especially with those luckless juniors who happened
to upset his augnst equilibrinm. ndeed, young Wally
D' Arey, his fag, made more than one datk threat—to other
fags, not to Kildare—that he would jolly well chuck up his
job and go on strike if it went on much longer.

But that was not all.  Before evening the next day n
strange whisper was cireulating through the 8chool House,
an explanation that seemed 1o accounf l%or the sudden change
in the usually good-natured and cheory Sixth-Former,

Kildare was in financial steaits, was frightfully hard-up,
and trying to borrow money right and left from his fellow-
seniors in the Sixth.

As Kildare was about the last fellow in St. Jim's to borrow
maney from anyone without very urgent reasons, most of the
fellows who heard that explanation took it with a grain of
calt. But when Tom Merry & Co. heard it they wondered,
knowing what they did.

As might be expected, it was from Baggy Trimble that
Tom Merry and his ohums received tho information. Indeed.
it was more than probable that the Paul Pry of the School
House had put that unpleasant whisper into circulation.

“Who told you this, Trimble?” demanded Tom Merry,
giving his chums a quick look. “You seem to——"

“Nobody told him,” grinned Lowther. ‘‘He's been doing
a Dbit of unauthorised listening-in, Jiko these blessed wireless
pirates—eh, Boggy! Was it a keyhole?”

“You shut up, Lowther, you beast! Don't judge othier
pm:{)le by yout own rotten sfandard of honourable conduet,”
said Baggy, with dignity. “T say, you fellows, isn't it o
sorenm?  Iancy old high-and-mighty Kildare cadging round

for loans! Frightfully hard-up, T believe. Gee-gees and
cards, T expeet. You—"
“Don’t be a fat fool 1 snapped Tom Merry angrily.

HKildare—

“He's doing it, anyway!” grinned Bng[{_v. “T heard—I
menn, a chap told me that even old Darvell, his puil, turned
him down: could only lend him a quid, and he wants fifty.
He's having to sell his blessed old motor-bike.”

“Oh, shit up and get out!" snopped Blake irritably.
#Clepr before I puncture”youn, you at gossip-monger of o
balloon 1"

“He tried to sell it to Darrell, In fact, he's been hawking
the old jigger all over the shop,” ﬁrinucd Baggy, unheed-
ing.  “Forty gquid, he’s asking. Cheek, 1 call it! I =ay,
d'you chaps think hie'd let me roffle it for him if T ask?
Here, what— Leggo, you cad1” 2

The cud—otherwise Jack Blake—did let go, but it was only
after planting a dozen ilcrt_]r kicks hehind Trimbla's fat
person.  Then Baggy went through the .doorway of Study
No. 6 like n stone from a catapulf,

Blake kicked the door closed, and the juniors locked afb
each ather rather queerly.

There was probably a great denl of exaggeration in
Trimble's rather disturbing story, but, nevertheless, Tom
Merry & Co. had good reason to believe there was a grain
of truth in it .

That eurious incident in the woods the previous evening

had deeply disturhed the juniors, for they idolized the popular
and genial skipper of 8t. Jim's.

But, after all, it was none of their business, and the juniors
had decided not fo discuss ik among themselves, nor with
others. Now, however, indignation against the tattling
Baggy Trimble caused Blake to refer to the subject again,

1

stop his silly tongue. I suppose

“That fat frog ought to

be kicked hard every time he
comes seandal-mongeving 1" he

vunted.  “Only that will
e's spreading the yarn all

“And it grows as it spreads,” eaid Lowther. By bed-
time Kildare will have murdered the Head, robbed his safe,
clubbed Mr. Railton, and raided Mrs. Taggles' till.”

“QOh, forget it!” said Tom Merry uneasily. It looks like
heing had enough. Tverybody seems fo have noticed
Kildare's off colour, and when they hear Trimble's yarn
they'll think there's truth in it. Anyway, 1 thought you
follows were coming with us to the village. 1E you are,
then buek up.”

“Let’s cleay these
up from the table,

Blake & Co. had just finished ten, and they soon had the
ton things cleared away, and then, getiing their caps and
coats, they went out with the Tervrible Three. .

The 'Farrible Three were on shopping bent, and they had
called on Bloke & Co. on their wny out-of-doors. And their
chums of the Tourth had Leen willing enongh to acrompany
them,  Of late the rival juniors from Rylcombe Grammar
Sehool had been unusnally active, and it was wiser for Lhe
Sk, Jim's juniors to go to the village in force when the cheery
Gordon Gay & Co. were on the warpath, Seven juniors v ére
not likely to prove such an ensy prey for n rag as three.

Chatting footer matiers, the juniors tramped along  the
muddy lane cheerfully enough. They had put thouglhts of
Kildare out of their minds, and even when Kildare himsell
overtook them on his motor-bik® they did not vefer to the
subject. Bub just as they were pussing the locul garage on
entering the village, Tom Mesry stopped, and a ehado
crossed his Tace,

“ Look, you [ellows!" he said.

The juniors could see straight througl the big, open danrs
of the garage into the lighted interior, Kildare was there
with his motor-bike. Standing by, examining
with a calculating eve, was tlie motor engineer.

The meaning of the scena was obvious to the juniors:
Kildare's anxious face, as he watched the garage owner,
coupled with what they had heard from Trimble, made the
inference plain,

«Qq there was something in Trimble's yarn,” said Lowther.
“0ld Kildare's selling his bike." ]

Tom Merry noddetf

“Clome on, let's get away!” he said,

Phe juniots went on to the chemist’s, where Manners had
some photographic purchises to make. Ther, after a brief
oall at the village tuckshop, the juniors started back for
home. But it seemed as il they were fated to be reminded
of Tric Kildare and his affairs agnin that evening, For, just
as they were leaving the village, Tom Merry stopped once
again with o startled exclamation. And this fime more than
a shado crossed his face.

Tt was a look of blank astonishment,

“What's bitten vou now, Tommy?" asked Lowther, stacing
at his chum’s face. “What's the matter?”

“Didn’t vou see?” stuttered Tom, “Kildare! Well, T'm
Llessod!  Fe's just entered that inn nacross the way.
Walked in as large as life.”

“You're seoing things, Tommy!”
“Bure it wasn't the Head himself?”

“Tt was Kildate,” snid Tom, with conviction. * And he
didn’t &neak in, either. He walked in as if he cwned the
hlessed place !

dhen I ean't believe it was Kildare ! grunted Blake.
r fiildnre ist't the sort of chap to sneak in amywhate, Dur
- Jnt__‘l

He paueed, and the juniors eyed each aibier
acypss the rond was the Royal George, &n (nsayoury p
with an unsavoury repuiation. To =ee ithe capiain of ¢
Jim's entering such a pluce was rather staggering, o sy
lenst of if.

“Ile must be thundering well poity, mai
heaslly place like that!™ breathed Lom Mevey,
had seen him——"

“ And somebody has hesides ns 1" hissed Lowtiies auddendy.
“ Look there!”

The juniors followed Lowther's glunce and ju
ing on the opposite paverent, with his back to them, was
Gernld Knox of the Eixth. He was staring ab the entrance
to the inn, and they could imosgine what ﬁi.a feelings were.
Not only was Knox the most unpopular prefect at St. Jim's,
but he was Kildare's bLittorest enemy, as they well knew.

“Phew !” breathed Blake,  *What awiul luck for Kildare !
Now the fat's in the fire, He hasn'k seen ns.  Bebter gei
out of eight, though,”

The juniors-slipped into a nenrby doorway, and walched,
curions to seo how Knox would deal with such a situabion
With his enemy thus deliverad into his hauds il ywus unlikely
{Lhe[qngenﬂous prefect woulil let such & cliance ta score slip
1y nimni.

over the House.”

thingz away first,” said Blake, jumping

the maching

grinned Lowther.

The nn

ang ints the
“H anyone

mped. Stand-
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Bub o moment later the jumiors realised that the worst
was yet to happen, For, even as they slipped into hiding, n
wollknown fgure came along the village street. As they
vecognised him the juniors saw Lhal Kildare's hiek was dead
out that evening. -

“Ratgy 1" muttered Tom Merry:
Kildare's number's up now 1"

It cortainly seemed so, Mr, Rateliff, the ill-natored Honse-
master of the New House, was as unpopiilar a master as
Knox wus g prefech, He stopped and stoved cupiously, and
uot o little suspiciously at Knox. i j

“Why, Knox, what are you doiug hore]” they heard him
rasp. ""Yon appear to be—"

Kiox \\‘heelt‘.(}‘ startled, and the juiiors saw the look of
malicious satisfaction thut spread over his face as Le recog-
mised the master. They stood talking together, "but though
their voices regehed the juniors’ ears. they could not distiu-
guish the words. Tlien, guite suddenly, My, Ratcliff walked
auickly away,

But ha did nat go far, He walked to the end of the
building, and vanished round the rear of the inn premises.

“That's done it!” breathed Tem Merry, i dismay.
“Ratty's gone to guard the back, and that beastly, sneaking
rotter's guarding the front. Poor old Kildare's done!"

“How f_eahfuﬁy wolten !

“T'd give a pension to get old Kildare out of this hole!”
muttered Herries, grir_iulf- his teeth, *“Can't we do any-
Illllung—al:_;'l’;lung to spoil the gume of these eneaking rotters,

!JJI'II'I!.Y &

“We're roing to try V0 osmid Tom Mevey briefly,

He was watching: Knox, lis hrows wrinkled into &
thoughtful frown. Then he glinved along the street, and as
he did so a gleam came into his eyes.

Strolling along towavds theni, but some distaiice myay yet,
were three boys, wearing Grammay Schoal caps.  And a5 he
recogiised them, Tom Merry made np biz mund at ance.

“Nou fellows wait here, and don’t let Kioxy =ee you,” he
whidpered. ““T've gob an idea, Gordon Gay and his pals
are coming along. I'm going to get themn to help; they will
like a shot, Youw'll sec presently. If Gay docsu't look like
oing the job, you fellows van pile in and help.”

And with these rather vague instructions, Tom Merry
slipped from his hiding-place, and, keeping an eye on the
sentinel-like figure across the streel, he took to his heels to
meet the three Grammarinns, Al doy Tom Merry had heen
frying nat to make Kildare's affairs hiz busineds, but now he
was determined Lo mnke Kildare's affaus his hisiness al
shalever gast to himself,

“0Oh, what yoiten luck!

CHAPTER 6.
No Go !
WO R dear old Tommy——""

I “Aleryy old Tommy ! grimed Gordon Gay.  “ Like
siddy old Danicl, he's shoved his papper pop into the
lions’ den. In this case we'ce the fions. ;

As Tomr Mevry van breathlessly up, he found himsell

sgriounded by the prinning Grammariais.

i"_I-].nII a lute—iy ragging, Gay!” gasped Tom Merry,
“ i pax i

“*Oh, ie it?" ejoculated Gordon Gay. “What cheek! I
{ancy it’s for us to decide that, my pi'ppin. What—"

"ﬁ'c want your help, Gay,"” s=ud Tom Merry quickly.
“We've helped you chaps on ocensions, and—"

“Oh, if it's serious, old top, all serene!l” said the lewder
of the Grammayians promptly. *“No ragging, you chaps,
What's the trouble, Merry?™
~ “You see old Knox there,” muttered Tom Merny
hurriedly. “We want vou chaps ta ecollar him—bowl him
ovel before he spots you, and then shove something over
hisnapper.  We'll show you what to do, then.” ;

" Great pip

The Grammarvians blinked at Tom Alerey, Thangh there
wax constant warfure between the juniors of the rival schools,
il was good-humonred wacfave, and there wasnt an atom
of ill-feeling on either side. Indeed, when not engaged in
“ragging ' each other, Gordon Gay & Co. and Tom Merry
& Co. were greafl chums. In matters of serions moment,
either side wera always rendy to help the other,

But now the cheery Grammarians locked at Tom Merry
blankly, Such a vequest was cool and unnsual, to say the
least of it. :

“But—bat—" gazped Frank Monk,

"I can't tell you exactly what the pame 15" said Qom,
“hat if youw're game we'll be jolly grateful. Arve you opn "

“ Yes, but—"

“Look here,” mmuttered Tom desparately, eealizimg that
overy moment was precious, thevd’s one of one ehips in
there, What he's doing there we don't kaow; bub he’s a
good sort, and we don’f waut Lim to get nabbed, Kuoos s
waitiig theve fo nab bim. Now do ven eatily an i

Gordon Guy dide He nodded promptiy.
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“Phew ! Yes, rathor!™ he sald  “We'll do it like a shol,
We owe old Kuoxy a few hard knocks, anyway,

“Goad! Then lsten!”

Wom Merry whispered a mioment to the Grammarians, and
then he slipped back 1o his chnms. Knox had not mayod
from lis position, wod obvigusly he bad'f the slightest idea
he was nnder obeervidion.

But lie soou did knaw,

The prefect certainly heard the footsteps on the pavement
behind him, but he did not look round. He was too busily
engaged, o tell the truth, Knox was not absolutely sure
thit the senior he had scen enter the place was Erie Kildare.
But he meant {0 make anbyclutely sure, and he kept his eyes
gluad cagerly on the lighted doorway.

To fell an easy prey to the Grammarians, They came
strolling easually up to him, and then, withont warnmng, the
three of them flung themselves npon him; and he went down
with a yell of surprise—a vell mufiled by a raincont wrapped
deftly round his head.

What happened nexi Knox of the Bixth never quite knew.

As the luckless senior went down, Tom Merry & Co. came
dashing across the sireet, and the nexi moment the raincoat
was swiftly replaced by a sack. It was a flonr-sack which
Tom Merry bad snatched from a bread-van standing wn-
attended close by, and before the startled prefect had
regained his witg sufficiently to atterapt to struggle, this was
I\vrfaiiched over hie head and avms, vendering him practically
lelpless, - : |

Luckily, the village siveet was deserted, save for them-
selves, aud the vest wiis easy for the kidnappers:

Strugeling feebly, and yelling furiously within the flonr-
sack, the hapless prefect was lifted and rushed to the -
attended breadvan,  Uhe double doors at the back of rhe
vah. were open and like o sack of flour Kuox was zlung
inside, Then, as Frauk Monk and Wootton miajor clambered]
inaflter him, Gordan Gy leaped Dito he deiving-seat and
whipped up the horse, :

£ was all over 1 a roatter of seconds; and by the time
the startled hpker cane rnshing. put pf hig shop, the com-
mnceered: van was veushing up the villoge steeel in the
wintry dugh,

But Tom My & Co. were not interszted in the troubles
of the baker. They knew Gordon Gay & Co. could be
trusted to make things right with the tradesman, and they
had the worst part of the business to do yet—or, at least,
Tom Merry Im&.

“Now seat, you chaps!” whispered Tom.
of Ratiy, and I'll see to the rest,”

“Yans, wathah1? :

The juniors scattered, and Tom Merry ran boldly into the
inn,  Hoe had set himeelf an unpleasant and vizky task, bub
he meant 1o see i through.

Once inside the evil-wnelling plice Tom glinced abont
Iim guickly, He was standing 1 a narow  passge—a
passage leadivg stiaight fo the inv yavd, and swith doors on
either side.  All thiese doors were open, save one,

Tom decided promptly. The closed door was the second
on the left, and he walked quickly to it. It was unlocked,
and he slipped inside in a flash, ; ) :

Then he panted. e had judged aright, Kildare was
there, He wag standing, white-foced and tense, before a
smull, stone-glab table on which was o glass, and a liitle
heap of banknotes, Behiud the table was seated a man, and
as Tom saw the fat, flubby features und beady eyes, he
recognised hing in o fAash,

It was the man Kildare had knocked down in the syoods
some days ago, His flabby hand was closing over the heap
of notes, the other hand was handing Kildarve a letter :

Tom Merry tock all this in. and then Kildare buried his
head swiftly and saw hinn  His face Aushed scarled with
angry siprice, -

“Merry—you i he said hoprsely,
here 7"

Tom ran o hin, geipping his arm in bis excitenient,

YQuick! Cet aul ef this!" he paufed. ' Ratty's outside,
anl—""

“YWha-a-at?" -

“He's watching the back' =aid Tom breathlessly. “¥on
were soen coming i, Kildave., Kjiox saw you. Ho was
guarding the front, bul we've got him out of the way.™

" You—yoit impudent young——"

Homicl T pleaded Tom Merey, “Rush ont now——

Kildare shook his arnu free with wn anpry wrenell. His
face was red with vege aind noniliatidin. 16 be seen in that
disveputable. pliee, aid i sucll ciremustances, was  had
enogh.  But the lael that a junior had found Lim there—
moreover, had enteved the plice to save him, roused {he
senjor’s pride and anger.

He shook the junicr angrily

Y You yonng leal Y e stuitered.
here? Heow dave yeon tall we to sneak oub like a eoswardly
worm ? T shall wilk autas Dowalked i, And yon—pet out!
Get out while you e sile, cyou young—"

“Keep clear

Y“'What are yon doing
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BEIMIND LOCKED DOORS !
against the far wall, hisface groy with fear.

As tho great iron-studded door swuna opon Tom Merry & Co. found Flint crouching

Ho came forward, biinki

t Keap your distance,’ snapped Tom Meorry, throwing tho bundle down,
breakiast in the morning.”

ng in the sudden light as the juniors entered,
“ There'a your bed.

We'll bring your
(See page 16.)

The senior stopped abruptly, struck suddenly by the hurt
look in the junior’s pleading syes, His bitter anger loft him
as suddenly ns it had come, and his face softened.

“All serene, kid!” he muttered. I didn't mean that.
1 know why you came, and—and I ¢ha'n’t forget. Now go—
sUVE yuurﬁelf).( T should never forgive myself if you were
caught, Merry. I'll get clear all vight/ 1"

His grip tightened on the junior’s arm—a warm squecse
{hat was move thanks to the boy than any words could have
heen, Tom Merry’s face brightened, and he nodded. T'hen,
witheul o glance at the staring man at the table, he slipped to
Llie door and went out. -~

Kildare stured affer him, motionless. ~He had entered the
snee holdly, becanse his conscience was elear; and he had
intended to leave the pla¢a in the same manner,

But now he hesitaled, his mind whirling with new thoughta
and fears. Tom Meriy had been vight. He must save him-
solf. He, o Sixth-Tormey, a prefect, the captain of St, Jim's,
caught in such a beastly place!

The thought made him shudder now, He could itnagine
Knox'= ill-concealed delight at his downfall, the thinly veiled
sneers and satisfaction of the meuan-minded My, Raleliff at
his capture. He could also picture the shock and distress
of the kindly Dr. Holines at tho news. Dr. Holmes trusted
him, respected him, and he valued the old Head's trust and
respect above all—or nearly all.

Quite clearly now Kildare realised all that caplure would
menn to him. Certainly he had not entered the place for
any shady purpose. Bub how could he prove that? His
reasons were secret, and must remain his secrei—Ifor the
present.  He could not defend himself,  Capture would
mean disgrace, humilistion—perhaps expulsion!

e realised it now, and with the realisation came fear—
foar thal swept away pride and dignity. He was seized with

a sudden, desperale desive to geb out of the place—to save
himself,

With a sudden movement he snatched up the document
on the tuble—the letter he had dropped on Tom Merry's
entrance—and with fingers that lrem'lﬁml he slipped it into
his breast-pocket. Then, with a eurt nod to the man at the
table, he darted from the parlour.

Out in the narrow passage he halted, undecided. In the
litlle entrance hallway, Tom Merry was still waiting,
anxions on Kildure's behalf. But Kildare did not seo hir.
He stood glancing up and down in agonised indecision.

What had the junior said? Was Ratéy at the back or the
front? Nof for the life of him could Kildare remember.

With sudden deeision the senior darted along the passage
to the back. Tom Merry saw the unfortunate mistake too
late. With a gasp, he ran after the senior,“and glanced
eautiously into the yard at the vear of the inn.

But he was too late to undo the harm. As he peered oul
into the dusky yard he canght sight of two figures standing
under the lamp by the entrance gale. The lamplight
streamed yellow on the sharp, acid features of Mr. Horace
Rateliff, Kildare's back was towards him,

“Qu—s0 it is you, Kildare!” the junior heard the master
gasp. “Is—is it possible? Your fellow-prefect, Knox, re-
[)orlud that a senior boy had entered this disrcputabie
wsteley, but—but I never for one moment dreamed that it
could be you, Kildare!”

“Will vou kindly take your hand frow wy
Mr, Ralcliff?” eame Kildare's quiet voice,
alternpt to run away, sir.”

“Oh, yes, yes, Kildarei I am suve you wonld not!™ said
My, Rateliff, a bitter sneer in his voice. “ Nevertheless, I
am ofraid, Kildare, that 1 must ask you to walk wilh me
back to the school.”

shoulder,
1 shall not
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. There came no answer to that, but next moment the: two
walked away inlo the gathering dusk. Tom Merry watched
(hem go with n sinking heart.- Someene came out into the
passage behind him, nnd, not wishing to_ enter the place
again, the junior ran into the yard and made his way to the
front of the building.

Ho found his chums waiting anxiously Jower down the
street, and Tom Merry soon rolated the dismal news.

“Wa thought something had gone wrong,” said Blake
misql;_l:a_i:ly. “Ql, what rotten luck! After all our trouble,
Lo !

“Teabful lucl, bai Jove!” groaned D'Avey, *Poor aold
Kildare!”

“\Wa did our best, anyway,” eaid Tom. “ And now, you
chaps, lot's get back. We don’t want anyone to see us yound
heve, and connect us with that Knoxy affair. Good job now
we did get Gay aud his pals on that job, If Knox spots any
of them it'll only be put down to an ordinavy Grammarian
vag. Buat if we'd been spotted—well, they'd have guessed
why we did it. It would have made matters worse for
Kildare, and it wonld have meant a flogging for us.”

And the juniors hwrried home in a gloomy and depressed
erow. Thu%' had no desire for trouble now—though could
they have helped Kildave by asking for it, they would
willingly have gone through a dozen floggings. -

CHAPTER 7.
5 Kildare's Seeref !
i ERE'S Knoxy now!” whispered Tom Merry.

H “Jove, look at his ehivvy "

Tom Merry & Co. were standing fogether in
the Hall, when Knox of the Sixth came striding
through, apparently cominﬁ; from the Head's atudy.

t was an hour since the juniors had returned to the
sohool, and it was twenty minutes since they had seen
Knox enter the school, his elothes and person smothered in
flonr, and his face full of smouldering glr_\'. In that time
Knox had evidently changed and proceeded to the Head to
{?;]l?ri. the ontragn upon. his august person in Rylecombe

illage.

And new he was vetwining, Bub what o change in his
appearance! His eyes were gleaming with excitement; his
features expressed smug satisfaction.

“Looks jolly bucked,” remarked Manners, in surprise.
1 ghould ‘]111\'8 thought—"

“Don’t you sea?! hissed Tom Merry., “T don’t like the
signs, I Knox is bucked, then you can bet old Kildure is
in the eart!"”

There were many . curions glaness at Knox as he came
striding through, not only from Tom Merry & Co. There
was an unusual number of fellows crow(lcdy round the bi
fire, and theve was an air of subdued excitement over ulﬁ
Many follows had seen Kildare and My, Ratcliff enler the

school and proceed to the Headmaster's study, and their

appearance and behaviour had roused no little comment.

And then a strange rvuniour had filterod through the
School House (hat Kildare had heen caught “ pub-haunting.”
e was oven now in the Head's study, standing his trial,
Who had started the rumour mnobody seemed to know,
Possibly Baggy Trimble could have told.

f course, it wis all vot—silly rot; ¢veéryone agresad upon
that. But—bui——

Somelhing was wrong—there was no doubt about that.
And as Knox came along from the Head's study the gronp
around the five ceased discussing the strange affair, and
aved him curionsly. Knox saw the glances, and amiled,
Then, quile suddenly, his eye caught sight of Tom Merty
& Co. They were standing apart from the others, laking
no paxl in the discussion, and as ho sighted them Knox's
expression changed, and he came seross to them.

“Merry,” he snopped, glowering at the juniers, “were
you in the village this evening?"

“In the village?’ exclaimed Tom Merry innocently.
“ Why, yes, “No harm in that, though, is there, Knox?”

Knox eyed each of the juniors fixedly. He was about to
speak again, and then his lips met tightly; and he walked
AWAY.

T was the tun of Tom Mery & Ca. to be eved cuviously.

“Hallo " romarked Cardew. grinning, 0ld Knoxy's
{urned the morty old searchlighl of sispicion on you chaps,
fiaz ho ¥

“0h, valg!"

“Don't be modest, old beans, if it was yon thal flour-
Lagged the demnr Knoxy-woxy,” said Cardew. “1f you
chaps did it, T'd like to move a vote of hearty thanks from
myself and the gentlemen preseni—and absent, The anly
pity i that—if you did it—you didn’t finish the merry old
job. It would have been a far, far better thing had you
shoved a fow bricks in the eack with him and pitched the
lot into the giddy river—what?”

“ Hoar, hear!”
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Apparently Cardew’s somewhat drastic way of lockine ab
thinfs met with universal approval in Hall,

“T any, you fellows,” gasped Baggy Trimble, eyeing lTom
Merry & Co. with wide-open eyes, “was it really you chaps
who did i1 ;

“You really want to know?' queried Monty Lowther.
“You'd like to know just how it was done, Baggy?”

“Yes, vather!” grinned Baggy.

“Well, it was done just like this," said Lowther.

_ And ho laid sudden hands on the fat junior, and, wrench-
ing his jacket upwards, he wrapped it round the fat head
of the curious Bagey. After which he whirled the startled
junior acrass to the big cupbonrd in the corner of Hall. The
door happened to be open, and Monty Lowther shing tho
fat busybody inside like a snek of coals, and closed and
locked the door upon him ;

“That's how it was done,” remarked Tiowther, turning
towards the grinning onlockers. “I hope Baggy's satisfied
now he knows,"”

And, unheeding the muffled vells and thumips from within
tho cupboard, Monty Lowther followed his chums oyi of
Hall, Al were smiling now—but not for long. The
troubles of Gerald Koox and Bagpy Trimble wers =oon
hanished from their 1ninds ot thonght of Hrie Kildare an
his greater lrouble.

They sirolled away from Hall, and almost unconseiously
their steps turned towards the Head's study. Some distance
from the saered door they paunsed.

A senior was hoveving outside, lis face anxious aml
troubled. Tt was Davrell, Kildare's best chum.

Tven as the juniors came near, the door opened and
Kildare émevged., His face was pale, but he smiled at <ight
ol Dareell,

“Cildare, old man,” muttered Davvell, “swhat—swhat i= (he
matter? Is it frue?”

Sqt—it anight have been waorse” sl Kildave, a trifie
thickly, *“Tt—it’s not the sack, anyway, old chap. I—"

“Plien—thei it was frue!”

Syran don't know. then®® said Kildare. “Come alon,
T'll tell you in the study.”

Darrall nodded, and “the two came along arm-in:arm.
Dareell harvdly glanced at the juniors waiting there, but
Kildave canght the looks on  the juniors' faces, e
stopped, obyiously knowing why they were there.

“Tt—it's all right, kids” he said gruflly, “Leok here,
Merry,” he went on guietly, glancing after his chum, 1
suppose it was you who played -that tiick on Kuox this
evening "

“ Aham ! mumbled Mervy. * You—yon see—'

“You need not be afraid of speaking,” said Kildare, with
a bitter, mirthless Inngh, “I am a prefect no longer, nor
am I the captain of St Jim's” _ :

“1 say, I—we're sorry—frightfully sorry, Kildare!”

“That's all vight,” said Kildare. T understand, kids. T
thought T'd mention that Knox will make trouble about his
affair, if he can, As yet he Joiows nothing; he has no proof.
All he krows is that someone shoved him in s sack, and
varted him to a guiet part of Rylcombe Lane, and pitched
him in ihe ditch there. And when he crawled out hie was
alone. DBut—but P've good vesson to know he suspecis you
kids. 8o, if you'll take my advice, you'll keep mum, and lie
low for a bit. That's all.”

And, with a nod, Kildare hurried on and rejoined Daveoll
Nothing was said until they were inside Kildara's study, and
then Darvell looked inguiringly at bis chum:

“Yes, it wus true, I suppose, what you heard, Darrell,”
sall Kildare. “Ratty cought me red-handed in the Royal
CGeorre in Rylcombe.”

“Wha-a-t 4

“It's tene,” said Kildave quietii'. : .

And he told his chum how he had entered the plncc, bt
not why—how he had emerged full into Mr, Ratelifi's aring,
but nothing of Tom Merry's part in the affair, Davrell swas
a profect, and it wounld pe his duty to repord the junioi's
conduet, whether he liked doing so personally or not. Davrell
listeried all through without a word.

“he Head was a brick,” said Kildare huskily.  “1
admitted being theve, and I refused to defend mysell, DBut
—but he wouldn’t condemn me. Ho was upsel, hut lie said
his foith in me was still unshaken. Ho acceptad my word
that T was not theve for a wrong purpose. Ie—he was
awinlly decent shout it e

“But—bit—-" gasped the bewilderad Darrell,

“He sacked mie from my jobs—yes,” muttered Kildare.
“Hea could do nothing less, though. T've Lroken the roles
of ihe school, afid I've got to suffer, I suppose. I'm slipper
no longer, nor am 1 & prefect.”

“Phew ("

Darrell whistled loud and long, his eyes fixed eurigusly en

| Kildare's soavlet face, Wildare knew the guestion Lis elivm

was longing to ask,

¥ a—you want fo know what I went there—why 1

enfered the heastly plave,” e muttered. “I—1 can't teli
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you—tno more than I could tell the Head.
seoroet 1

There was a silence. Darrell was looking deeply troubled,
and his glance was still curious. Kildare could sland the
silence no longer, and he jumped up from the easy-chair and
started to pace the room restlessly, He stopped suddenly,
und wheeled on his chum

“Hang it all," he snapped, “why shouldn’t T tell you,
Darvrell? You've my chum, and I know I can trust you.
In any ense, the whole world will know in a week or two.
Listen! You had tea with my cousin, Desmond Kildare, the
other day. What sort of a chup did he impress you as
being ¢

Darvell looked up,

“Why, a jolly decent sort,” he said promptly, “A white
man.  But )

“at was my view of him alsoy in fact” said Kildare
Liskily, “he was always my hero. I was no end fond of
him, and am now., But—but——"

He paused a moment.

“Last night;” he went on, “T met n man in_ Ryleombe
Woods—a man who claimed to know my cousin. He made a
sorions charge against Desmond, and 1 knocked him down.
Afterwards he showed me a letter—n letier written by my
cousin. 1 rvecognised the handwriting at once. It was a
confession, signed by my cousin, and it was addressed to the
head of the Erm ha was lenving—people he had been with
since leaving school.™

Davrell was looking startled now,
hiz head sunk.

“PThe letter, obviously, had not Dbeen intended by
Desmond to reach his old guv'nor belore he had reached
‘South America, and was well out of veach of the law. For
in the letter Desmond confessed to having for years been
embezzling sums of money belonging to the firm, and was

It—l1t s 1y

Kildare went on dully,

now holting hefore the crash came.”

“lireat Scott!”

“You ean imagine what a blow it was te me’ eaid
Tildeve thickly, " 1In the letter Lie expressed contrition, and
all the rest of it. Bni—but 1 had idolisedvhim, remember.
And now I found my idol had feot of elay. For years he
had been a—a thief | And—and instead of facing the music
now, he—he flees like & coward{”

Davrell nodded silently, He was beginning o understand

TIoW.

“Well, ihat was the letter,” muttered Kildare. “How
this brute had got possession of it Heaven alone knows. But
Lie had it. He—he offered to sell it to me for fifty pounds.”

“RBlackmail | hreathed Darvell.

“Yas, blackmail. For fifty pounds I could have the leiter.
Ti I refused to pay, the raseal vowed to hand it to the police,
In that case, of course, my cousin would either be arrested
on the bont or on landing in South America.”

“The hound!” breathed Darrell.

“Well, there it was,” went on Kildare quictly., “What
conld I do, Darrell? Others will eall Desmond a scoundyel.
But—but I ean't—I simply can’t think ill of him, To me he
is just weak, And there is the family to be thought of. 1
detest the very word blackmail. But T had fo do it. T paid
the raseal all T hiad last night—#hree quid—and——"

#85 that's what you wanted cash for, Kildare,” said
Darrell quietly. “I sce now.”

“Yes. I got i all vight. I sold my motor-bike to Blakett.
in the village. He was very decent indeed—offered fo sell
it back to me within a month, if I wanted it back. Well,
with that easli and what I managed to raise, I went to the
Royal Goorge, where the rotfer is staying, and paid him-—
got the letter—to-night. Vou know the rest.”

“Put—but why didn’t you send him the cash?" asked
Darrell.

“The brute wouldn't hear of it,”" sald Kildave, gritting his
teeth, “He was bent on making things as unpleasani for
me as he conld. He'd got me, and he knew ik And he
meant to make me squirm, knowing I hated the very
thonght of entering that evil place. He said I must dance
to his tune. Remember, T knocked him down. He was full
of spite and vicious malice. T lind to go. Anyway, there it
is, Darrell. I know I can rely upon you to keep it mum, old

man,”

“Of gourse. you ass.  Buot—but hall a mo, Kildare!"
exelnimed Dareell grimly, “Arve you sure that the lelter
was penuine ¥ : 3

“ Cartain,” said Kildare, with a bifter laugh. “1 know old
Derry’s fist too well to make a mistake. Ei\‘-m; it's genuine
enough, worse luck! Well, I've told you, Darrell; and 1
don't rogret what T've done, now it's over. And now, if you
don't mind, old fellow, I'd like to be alone. We'll talk it
over again—eh 1" :

Darrell nodded, his face thoughtful and elouded. But he
said nothing. He took Kildare's hand in a warm clasp, It
was silent sympethy, and it fold Kildave what his chum’s
feolings wero far more than words could have done, Then
Darrell went out abruptly,

When he had gone, Kildare took from his pocket a letter
and vead it through, once—twice. And as he read the look
ol gloom went from his face, It was the letter fo gain pos-
cossion of whiel Erie Iildare had visked all—had sacrificed
Liz good name, his position, to save his cousin from arvest
and prison, v

With a deep sigh of reliof the senior dropped it into tha
five, and watched it bun to ashes, He felt caviously happy
and relieved now, Bub even as the feeling took possession
of him a new thought crassed his mind,

He had saved his cousin—yes. Buk what of himself and
the family?  Desmotid had escaped avrest, bub he counld never
eseape dishonour, disgrace, And the disgrace, ab least, was
a family disgraco. Tventually the thing would be founi
out—the truth would become known. The whole world
would know, St. Jim’s would know, that Desmond Kildare.
his cousin, the light-earted, good-natured giant, and an old
St, Jim's boy, was a eriminal—a fugitive from jusbice!l

The sudden thought struck Kildare like a blow. He
stumbled to the table, and his head dropped on his arms. He
sat thero motionless for some minutes. But he sprang up
as 0 knock sounded on the door. It opened to reveal Toby,
tha page-boy.

W hich it's a letter, siv,”  said Toby, handing over &
crumpled envelope, It was brought by a villidge hoy,
Master Kildave.”

Kildare took the latter, and as Toby withdrew he tore the
envelope open, and read the note rapidly. I ran as follows:

Y Dear 8ir,—Come to'see me ab the same place to-morrow
night, Our little bit of business 't finished yet.

~# Tavms Frixt.”

Kildave hiad never heard the name before, but he had no
need to wonder who Janmes [ing wes. e koow. The eurh
insolence of the message made the senior grind his teeth with
rge.

“The insolent hrote !” ha muttered savagely, #T'll see him
hanged first! I've got the letfer, and ['ve finished—"

He paused suddenly, and his face paled.

Had he finished with James Flint? He had fhe letter
certainly. DBut—but supposing James Flint had a_copy, and
bronght that copy to the notice of Desmond Kildave's old
employers? And supposing they acted upon it—institnted .
inquines and investigntions? They would soon discover the
truth, And then— =

Kildave crashed the note i is clenched fst, his face prey.
He knew instinctively that he had not finished awith James
WMint—yet, And with the thenghl a feeling of sickening
desprir took possession of the senior.

o

CHAPTER B,
Tom Merry Decides !
1 J UST one,” murmured Monty Lowther, “one for his

napper.'”
Y Pot—but: "
“Only one—one eacl; T mean,” grinned Manners.
“AMine's going for hig hooked nasal organ, Don't be an nss,
TPommy.” .

“And I'm going to give him an extra one for Kildare,"”
said Blake grimly, “We'll teach the fat votter to come
playing his dirty games on our skipper. He needs tarring
and feathering, and then boiling in eil.” ;

“Yaas, wathoh!” agreed Arthur Augustus, “T am not
a vengeful person usually, but T weally believe that no punish-

ament s stwong enough for that feahful wottah, Tom

Mewwy.”

Tonr Merry frowned.

With their chums of the Fourth, the Terrible Three were
m ambush m a guiet corner of Ryicomho Lane. During the
previons night there had been a fall of snow, and though
thers was not mueh left on the slushy roads, there was plenty
in the ditch-botboms, And it was in a ditch-hottom the
juniors were crouching now, with piles of snowballs at hand. -
They had good resson to believe that Figgins & Co. of the
New House would be along that way presently, and the
ambush was intended for the juniors of the rival House.

And then, while they were patiently waiting, a familiar
feym had come in sight, strolling from the village—a fat man,
with a flabby face and hooked nose, snd wearing a big greal-
coat. Tt was Mr. Jaomes Flint, as he called himself—though
the juniors did not know him as such; they only knew Inm
as Kildare’s enemy—and their own.

It seemed to the wailing juniors a splendid opportunity
to get a bit of their own back, They warted to, badly.
They knew that he was to blame for Kildare’s troubles—and
their own. Ior since the previous evening quite a lot had
happened. To fill the vacaney of skipper at gt. Jim's, Darrell,
Rushden, Baker, and several others had been offered the post
in turn, but they had all refused it out of loyalty to Kildare.
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Then Knox had been offered the post, and he had accepled
it fo tho moneral dismay. Aund s Kuox had alveady begun
(o make his antharity Ili aniong e juniors they fell they
hacl still anetliey cause for rezentment against My, Jamoes
Flint. ]

And yeb, though now they had fhe chance fo get a bit of
their own back—if only by pelting he raseal with snowballs—
Pom Merry hesitated, In his view, {lie loss they had to do
with the seonndrel the better—for Kildare and themselves.

@ Botter not,”? he murmnved, *I'm as keen to down the
voltor as you fellows are, but it might—— Hallo! We're too
late, in any case, llere’s ol Kildave limseli 17 :

It was. The juniors bad heen =o cngrossed in waiching
their quorey approaching thab they had failed to bear foot-
stops i the slush,  Aluiost fefore they knew 1
wus abroast of theie hiding-place, and the two met face to
T,

Bolly stapped ; hot w hile Flint grinned a weleame, Kildnve's
faee dpelened:

St he sgid thicklys T fhgvght—Lwas just coming o
eon you at—"'

“1 kaow vou'd come np to sevntch,” vinned Flint, *As
it happens, though, 've been thinking about you coming (o
soo mo.  Adter lust night L see it isn't safe—either for you or
me. Lroubloe for you might mike tiouhle Sar me—eh?  Any-
way, L've come along to meet you instend, Inow n quict
place, 1 suppose, W here we can talle?"

wAVhat do you want?" snapped Kildare. “You can say
what you've got to say here and now, you raseal! Timagined
T had finiched with you.” =

“IWhitt an imagidetion yon've gob!" sneeved the fellow.
“ha fuct is, young fellow, I've come to the conclusion 1 sold
vou that lelter too cheap—much foo cheap. 1i's worth more
to you than Lfty guid, 1'm not going to be hard—'

“¥ou'll gbt nothing more out of me,” said Kildave, “You
—you utfer rotter! Tye got the letter naw——-=-"

“Which happens to be & copy,” grinned Flint, A copy
T made myself. Handwriting is'a speciality of mine: In any
case the lettor don’t signify much, I've only got to drop a
word to the police—or to Desmond Kildnre's old firm—"

“Vou—you villain!? hissed Kildare.

~ “Phanks! As T say, T've only gok fo dvop a word in the
vight quarter that your recious cousin has been robbing the
firm for years, and—well, you know what will happen ihen.
They'll investigate, and before e lands—or when he lands—

Ba'll find himself in guod.”

“ You—yan had Gfty pounds lnst night——"

“ And T want another fifty, You'll get it from hame all
piohit. T reckon, You got that fifty quick enougl, anyway,”
<aid Tlint eoolly.  “ And it’s got to be quick. It's no goorl
coming to you after he lands in South Ameriea, isit? Now,
what about it?"”

Kildave stared at the man, whitelipped and trembling. Tk
wiis a8 much as he could do to keep himsell in hand, obviously.
In_the ditch-bottam the cronching juniove eyed each other
queerly. ‘They daved nob move, Enowing what Kildare's
feelings would be if he knew they bad heard his sceret.
Bt they one and all wished themselves well out of il
. As it happened, however, they weyo fated fo hear no more,
For just then footsteps and merry voices sounded up the
lane. Kildave heard them, and mutterad something fo lis
companion. Noxh momont they wero walking fogether
towards 8t. Jim's, They had scarcely gone when the well-
known figures of Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn came round the
bend, ¢hatting and laughing together,

“"I.n:t them pass; never mind them,” whispered Tom

Merry.

The juniors waited until the New House juniors had gone,
and, then they climbad out inlo the lsne, all thoughts of
amibushing tlieir New Honse rivals gone now, What they
had overheard was what they would ﬁmm expected to hear.
From that scene in the parlour of the Roval George they
had already guessed: that Flinf was blackmailing Kildare, and
{hat it was in connection with Desmond Kildare.

Now they knew for a certainty, and their foces were grim.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Jack Blake through his teeth.
“ What o howling rotter that fellow must he. He's squeezed
fifty quid out of poor old Kildare, and now lie’s after more.”

“hat he won't geb if,” said Tom Meiry in n voice thab
wade his chums look at him. “We're poing to see to that,
vou chaps!?

“Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy—"

Y Listen to me,” muttered Tom slowly. “Old Gussy. thiz
morning, when we were talking ahout this affair, said we
enght to chip in—to take old Kildare under out wing, sork
of thing. Weo laughed at him then. But—but it stuikes me
Gussy was right, Tt is up to us fo help old Kildare, if we
ﬂim. 'i_'\:ta_','vo the only fellows, T suppose, who know anything
about 1k

The juniors said nothing, and after a thovghifil panse

Tom went o,

“3Well, T've dust thought af a way in which we can help
Kildave. Ti—it'ea mid idoa—a risky wey. Dut desperate ifls
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t, Tirie Wildave .

rediiire despernte rornadios. Kildava's desperile jnov—yr
fay i ibn Nk face. Ho's bound o give in to that hrojs
i we lob him, Wetre ol going to- give Lty the chance tu
rive way,”

“\What's the wh

O with Ot
it ie.

“ Ves, yather!” -

Tom Marry looked ai the cager faces round him. :

10 this,” he said quiotly. *You fellows heavd what ihat
scoundrel said? It's plain ‘enough, Kildare's cousiy's dune
something, o le claims—somet ving that's pui him within
veach of the law. 1le's sailed for South Anieriea now, This
Blackmailing brute know it, and if Kildate doesu’t toe the
line holl-split hefore Desimond. lands, and geb Ly cottaved,
You heard what he said himself—that it was no good ‘him
coming o Kildaye after Desniond had landed and was sofe.”

“¥ag, hut——"

“AWell, what wo've got to do is plain,” said Tom Moevey
coolly. * We'lve got to keop the rotter out of the way untl
Dosmond Kildare lands in South America, Sea?”

“Eyreal pip !

Tam's .!!n'lms eied T as Lhough they imagined e bl
last his senses,

“Vo—you niean kidnap him 17 asked Munners hlankly.

o Just that,” =aid Fom, *“We're nol viomning muel 1=l
veally, if we're enveluk The raseal won't dare to bring the
polive into the matter—that's cortain, I've thought it aut, I
ought to be as casy as pie.” :

“Put—but where on earth—"

“«Pye thought that ont, too,” ssid Tom coolly. “ What
about the old fower? It's within the walls of St. Jini's;
ii’s out of hounds, und nobody ever goes thoere. We coui
koop the rotter a year there, and nobody would know.”

Theve was o slence, but from the gleaming eyes of his
¢hms, Tom saw that ilie ides, mad and visky as it
dounbtedly was, u;‘!pcaiml ‘strongly to’ them,

“\We'll do i, said Blake grimiy. “Walte with you,
1’1l be jolly cold for the merchant this weather,

 Payimiy 211 said Lowiher hriefly.
i Bluke. " We're with you, whaleses

Tommy.
but——"

“No colder than a prison cell, T suppose, where the rotter
ought to he,” said Tom. *He's proved himself a thorengh
heartless seaundrel, and he deserves no consideration al eut
hands or anybody clse’s.  But we've no need to bip orick
We'll supply him with blankets, grub, and plenty of othor
thinge. Well, now you've heard the plan, are you all game?
Tt's risky, and—"

The answer was unanimoeus and prompl, .

“Wo're doing it,” said Blake, *“I'd do anything fo lelp
old Kildare, and we owe his eousin something, too. Hels a
jolly good sorf, and I don't believo what ﬁmt. brute said
about him. He's strajght, I'm certain, But that black-
mailing brute's a swindler.”

“iPhat's my view.” eid Tom DMerry: “711a's hishy, aml
his game's (ishy,  Anyway, we've decided to do. it, and
iheve's no time like the preseiit, It's dusk now, and it'll he
durk soon. Come on.”’

“you mean—-" gusped Dighy.

“T mean fo do it now,” answered Tom,
come back this way.
brute easily, With
sorene.”’

And Tom led the way aiouE the dusky lane, his cyves
keenly alert for a sight of their quarry. He stopped
presently at a spob where trees overhung the lane, and quite
close to 8t, Jim's, y

“ Here we ave,” muttered Tom. “We'll wait here, and
when I give the word—go for him.”

They hid and waited, breathless with excitement. They
had not to wait long. A step sound in the Jine—a jounty.
step—and a bulky form hove in sight. Tt was Mr. Flint.

Tt proved to be much easier thun even Tom Merry had
expected.

As hio came abreost the hooked-nose man stopped to light
4 cigarette, and as Tom gave the word the seven junioin
emerged from’hiding with o rush.

Taken complefely by surprise, the rascal had no chauca
whatever, The cigareite flew from his hand amid a shower
of sparks, and he went to carth with the seven juniors
sprawling over him.. Save for one startled gasp, lie gol 1o
chance to utter a sonnd, Within a minute he was safely
gaﬁged with h;mc]icm;elnefa. his thumibs had been tied together
Behind him with string, and he'was hauled through the [fwdgo
into a lield heyond,

“Now, you fellows,” whispered Tom Merry, “it's up to
you fo get him safely to the ruins. Cut across the fields, and
then work round by Big Side, and the Chapel, You'll find
me waiting with the key by the tower—with luck.”

And with that Tom Mewy dashed away through the
stush. He knew whevre the key of the old tower was kept, and
ance inside the school gates he slowed down and crgpt
cantiously up lo the porier's lodge.

Hie luek was in. 'Che lodge door was wide open, &nd &

“He's bound {0
Soven of us ought; to handle the flabb
luek we'll get him to the ryins all
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THE FACE AT THE WIMNDOW ! —Baggy Trimble jumped. His éyes had wandered to the littlo window high up in the
towsrs, and what he saw there ssnt the colour ebbing jrom his fat cheeks. It was 8 face——a fat flabby tace with glittering
eyes. Baggy Trimble stood for a brief moment, rooled to the ground with surprise and terror, (See page 2

light strenmed out from the finy hall. From. within the

fiftle parlour Tom vould hear the deep, grumbling voice of
Taggles, the porter, 1
Tom slipped inside and peeped behind the door. Hanging

on & mail on the wall was a big, vusty key of quaint design.
I'om took it down and ran out sofily. '%'hough within the
walls of the school, the ruing were some distunce away, nud
once safely round the tuckshop, the junior ran for it

Though the dusk was fal]iu% rapidly, i was light enongh
lo see, and Tom was soon threading his way nmong the
masees of ivy-clad ruins. The Round Tower, like the rest of
the old monastery buildings, was little more than a ruin, bub
ono voom ot the top was eiill all hut intact, and after
stumbling up the broken stairway, Tom found a big, nail-
studded oaken door facing him,

He fumbled in the gloom for some moments until he
found the ke.]\;hula, and slipped the key in.  After many fries
ilie rusty lock gave, and (he henvy door swung open. Then
Pom Merry picked his wiy downstaivs again to wait,

Tt was not o long wait, though it seemed ages to fhe
junior before the deep, eerie silence of the ghostly rnins was
hroken by the sound of voices and soft footfalls. Then a
(im group of ligures canie into view, picking their way
cantiously in and out of the snow-covered piles of stone,

Tom Merry breathed a deep sigh of relief as he eaw them.
The worst and most dangevous part of their visky plan was
accomplished—or almost acconiplished.

CHAPTER 9.
News for Kildare !

1" HAT you fellows?"

l The fignres canie nearer, and as Tom Meryy called
out he was guewercd by the cheery voice of Monty
Lowther,

WA serene, Tommy. The beggar’s given us some
trawble, hut he's tame enough now. We had to [rogs-march

him across the fivst field, but he soon got fived of that, aud
decided to walk after all. Here's the meiry old prisoner s

The juniors erowded up to the old fowar. In their mide
wae o fat, fabby, miserable-looking figure, dishevelled nud
vovered from head to foot with glistening snow and slush.
But Tom felt no pity for him.

Nor were his looks likely to excite pity. ITis Hsbby cheelis
were white—what could bo seen behind the gag, ai least—
with rage, and his small, boady eyes were glittering with
hate and fear. At sight of Tom Merry and the open deor
behind him his eyes almost enme ot of his head with
apprehension.  From hehind the gag cawe on inarticulate
nmunible. =

“You've got him al serene, then,” soid Tom, with satis-
faction. “Good! Now, up the staivs with him 1"

“Yapg, wathah, Up you go, you waseal 1”7 exelaimed
Arthur Augustns D'Arey, giving the fuming vascal o dig
in the ribs with the business end of his own walking-stick.
“Tf you will play the wogue, you must expect to ha tweated
like a wogue.”

But *up the staivs with him!” was easier said than denc.
As his destination was made clear to him Flint's eyes blazed,
and he rofused to stir o foot. And then, a3 Blake and Mavners
gripped his arms, he lashed oub with his feet in a fury ‘of
desperation.

Blake went lurehing baskwards from a vicious kick in the
gibs, and Manters howled fendishly ns the blackmailing
voffian’s boot hacked his shins.

“Shub up, Manners, yon ass!” hissed Tom Merry. “Do
vou want the whole school vonnd our ears® All together,
you chaps {" o

He made o sudden vush af Flint, and clasped him vound
the waist. At the same moment D’ Arvey, Herries, aud Digby
made a rash, and the brutal rascal's kicks were soon brought
{o in abrupt termination. He went down on his bagk, with
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and Tom Merry seated on his head.

Jack Blake staggered to his feet, gasping painfully.

“0h, my hat!” he panted, *The brate kicls like a mule.
Hold him a see, I'll soon settle his hash,"

As he spoke Blake took from hiz pocket a length of cord,
and deftly bound it vouud Fhot's wriggling legs. In a
woment the rascal was rendered helpless to do more than
send glances of hate from his glittering eyes. ;

“"Have to carry the hrute up—nothing else for it,” said
Tom Merry. “Uome on, we've lots to o yet, aud il'll be
quite dark soon.”

They lifted the fuming, mumbling scoundrel up and
staggered insitle the tower with him. ﬁ[ow they managed to
carry the flabby weight up the broken, gloomy stnirs they
siever knew; but they mnanaged it at last, and us they
dumped him down on the broad, flagged stone floor of the
bure apavtment Tom Merry gave a gasp of relief,

8o, far 0 good,” he panted, looking down at {heir
prisoner, ' Now, listen to me, my pippin, We've got you
and we mean to keep you wheothor vou like it or net. i
expect you've wondering whers you are—well, I'll tell you,

You're within the walls of 8t, Jim's school, and within shout-
ing distance of help, But i you'll take our advice you won't
call for help, Tt'1l mean inguiries, and the police. It'll mean
something coming out that you, I fancy, don't wish to come
out, I believe they give quite a long term of imprisonment
to blackmailers. :

“That's just & warning before T veleasa you,’
alter b pavse. “Noj you needn’t think I'm going to let
you go—not much, We're keeping vou here for a bit. And
don’t you attempt to fry any more hanky-panky. We'lte
one or two too many for you, my pippin, It isn't safe for one
thing, and we've no reason to handle you gently if you start
kicking sgain, Got that?” :

Plint evidently had—he nodded in helpless rage. Tom
Merry stopped, and tore the gag from his mouth. Then he
severed the cords from his legs and from his hands. Tor a
moment the raseal lay, moving his cramped limbs, and then
he scrambled slowly fo his fect. )

For a moment he stood glaring like n wild beast, as if he
contemplated making a rush, But as the dotermined juniors
lined up, cbviously ready for him, his shoulders drooped,
and the fight went from his eyes,

“What—what does this mean—what's the game, you youn
hounds?" he pantod honvsely, “I suppose that voung hound,
Kildare, iz at the bottom of this?”

‘“He 1s—huf he doesn't know it;"" snid Tom Meny coally.
SYou've been plaging a rotten game, you scoundrel.  But
—the game’s up now. You had old Kildare—as fine a fellow
as ever breathed—in your power, and you made him squirm,
We're going to make you squirm now. yvou rotter,”

“ You—you can’t keep me here!” gasped the fellow, as if
he had realised their intention at lasf. “ You—you can’t—"

“We're going to, though,” said Tom grimly,

“This weather—it would kill me,” groaned the raseal, his
nerve giving way as he glanced round the bare, gloomy
walls, “Have pity, young—-"

“A lot of pity you had on Kildave, didn’t you?” said Tom
Merry, his lip cutling as he roted the cowardly fear on the
rasca,ﬁs ace, ““But you needn’t be afraid—we’re not leaving
vou like this—much as you ‘deserve it. You'll be 45 com-
ortable as you'll be likely to be in guod—where T lope
you'll land soon, We're going now, but we'll be buck
presently with blankets: and things.  One lost warning,
though, Make a row—try to attract attention, and you'll
have cause to regret it. That's all.”

He motioned to his chums, and they went ount, leaving
the roscally Flint staving after them as if turned to stone.
Tom Merry pulled the heavy door to, and locking it, put
the key in his poecket. They felt their way cautiously down
the treacherous staivway, and went out into the winiry mist,

“That's that,"” said Tom grimly. It ecame off much
easier than I expected it would. But we've mot to walk
wavily. We'd beiter take turns to bring the prisoner his
grab—but there must never be less than tlirse or four of
us, Thai fellow’s a dangerous handful—if he i3 flabby.”

“What's the next move?’ asked Digby, * Tuckshop will
be clnsed by now.”

“We peedn't bother about grub fo-nlght—it'll do the fal
brule good to miss & meal. We've got plenty to fdo withoui,
that now."

The juniors tramped indoors into the lighted hall-way of
the Bchool House, their clothes glistening in the hright
light. They went straight to Tom Merry’s study and started
to work at once.  Trom Nolmrlr's Btudy a couple of spave
blankets were raided, and Avthur Augustus sacrificed his
travelling ruF touthe good of the cause. Between the lot of
them o goodly supply of necessary articles—eandles, matehes,
crockery, efe., were collected—and these were placed inside
a blanket and tied in a bundle.

Then the greatest problem presented itself—low to get the
stuff outside without Leing seen. It was Avthur Augustus
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who solved the problem. Af his suggestion a ¢ord was fied
to the bundle, the study window softly raised, and the whole
lot safely lowﬂz-ed into the dark quad below. :

Then the 1uniom strolled eprelessly oul through the lighted
hall. Luckily it was prep time and nobody saw them go.
And once oniside they recovered the bundle and started out
for the ruins. = 2

This time they went armed with an electric torch, and
once away from the school itself, Tom turned the light on,
and the rest was casy going. As the greal iron-studded door
swung open they found Flint crouching against the far wall,
his face groy with fear, He came forward, blinking in the
Eltdfﬂﬂ light as the juniors entered.” Tom Merry waved him

nek.

“Keep your distance—we're faking no risks!” he snapped,
thl‘m\'mg the big bundle down. “Thore’s all you'll want for
the night, Wo’ﬁ] bring you breakfast in the morning, and
vour meals afterwards. With your big coat you cught fo be
comfortable enough.”

Tom turned to the door. Flint gave n hoarse 't:t_'EY.

“Stop!” he shouted hoarsely. ™ Ten pounds it you'll leb
me go—iwenty pounds!”

*Not for twenty thousand ¥ snapped Tom,

He slipped through the doov after his chums as Tlint ran
towards him, his features drawn and desperate, Tom closed
the door and locked it after him. They went down the
steps, and out into the open air, with Tlint's cries ringing in
theiv ears, They made their way quickly back fo the School
House and as they entered tﬁe hall-way, Tom suddenly
stopped.

“You fellows,” he saild quietly, *1 can't bear the thonght
of old Kildaye worrying his head off about this, He's no
cause to now, bul he doesn’t krow it, I'm going to diop
him a hini.”

" But—but——"

“T'lIl run along and see him,” said Tom determinedly,

He went along to Kildare's study and knocked at the door.
There was no veply, and Tom opened the door quietly and
looked in. Kildure was there. He had evidently not henrd
the knock. He was seated af the table, staring beiore him
with unsceing cyes,

'om Merry came into the room a step, and then Kildare
sprang to his feet, and saw him.

“What do you want, kid?" he said, flushing, “I—TI'm
busy: doni't bother me now, Merry,”

“It's tather important, Kildare,” said Tom calmly. *You
know that cbap you were with last night—that chap you
knocked down in the woods—"

i | What do you mean, Merry ?" gasped Kildare,
staring. " Have—have you seen him again? What—-"'

“Yes, T've seon him," said Tom cheerily, “1 thought I'dl
let you know that he’s—lie's sort of retired from business
for a while, You know what sort of business he deals in,
Kildare?"

. Kildare gave a violent start, He stared blankly at the
junior, and then his face flushed aﬂgl‘liy.

“You—you cheeky young—— Yon dare to—fo—""

“I'd dare a lob—for you, Kildare,” said Tom, grinning.
Y Bure you've got me? What I mean is, that faf brute's
stumpgd—dished and done. He won't worry you again,
Kildare. We've got him fixed, That’s all.” :

The junior went out, and Kildare took a step after him,
his face working.

“S8top 1 he muttersd. ¢ Stop, you young imp! What—"

“Borry, old top,” said Tom, poking lis head back into the
vroom. “I'm in a hurry. You're not a prefect now, Kildare,
and there's nothing doing. Ta-ta!"” _

The door slammed, and Kildure gazed at it, his face a
picture of amazement—and his heart throbbing,

He knew thaf the junior’s cheelky manner was only assumed
—that there was deep meaning underlying it. And he knew
how much Tom Merry koew. What did it mean? Merry
was o decent kid—he wasn't the sort to talk idly, if impn-
dently. Was it possible—

“He's a good kid,” breathed Kildare., “And—and he's
zot a head on his shoulders. He knows zomething—some-
”’im‘i he daven't tell me openly. I-—I wonder—by Jovel—I
wonder?"

Kildare dropped into a chair again. But there was a light

ight of hope. Merry had said that
Flint was “fixed!” And smnet\-:.ing told the senior that
Tom Merry had good reason for paying that,

L ]

CHAPTER 10,
Bagey Butfs In |
ACK BLAKE came into Study No. 10 in the Shell
passage just before morning lessons the next day, and
there was a gleam of subdued excitement in his eyes.
Tom Merry was alone in the study.,” He was busy
cleaning his skates in hopeful anticipation of a spell of frost
but he looked up questioningly as Blake cntered. It ha
been arranged that the two Co'a should take turn and fura

(Cantinued on puge 25.)
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CHAPTER 1.

Barry O'Hooney’s Wheeze!

R. SEBASTIAN PARGLE wus
fat and jovial, A shining
dress-shivt, with a  dinmond
stud in lhe cenire of it

covered his ample chest, He smoked
large cigars and drank port wine and
was a very porular and prosperous
gentleman, for he was manager and
part proprietor of that successful music-

hall,  the Porthampton Palace of
Varieties.
Benjamin  Maddock and his friend,

Barry” 0'Roeney, had adjourned to the
back of the dress-civele for n glass of
lemonade during the interval, and here
they had encounteved Mr. Pargle, who
gave (hem a hearty weleome.

“Wall, boys, what do you think of the
show 7" asked the manager.

A rattling good show !” gaid Mad-
dock. “That's & good turn, souse me,
those twe fellows Chuckles and Chips!
They started me eackling the moment
they came on, and kept mie prinning all
{he time. Funny chaps, Parglo; real
pood stuff 1" .

“ Padad, they're funny enough to
make a china cat langh nt's tail off I said
Darvy O'Roongy.  “0i'd loike 1o have
them aboarrd the yacht wan wpoight to
give the bhoys n threat. Oi ‘expect
they'd come for an hour av we made
the figure big enough. Phwat??

“Sorry, but it can't be done,” said the
manager hastily. “Tve booked 'em for
the week, and they aren't allowed to
work for anyhody else—not even {o Five
a free show. I your bhoys want to see
‘em, let ‘e come here, Mr. O'Rooney.
PBusiness, my lad, is business all the
time.”

At that moment a heavy hand smote
Mr. Pargle on the back.

“No, Chuckles,” s=aid Mr. Pargle,
turning; “we have lots and Jols  of
bananas, thank you, but buy your own
drinks. As I've got to pay you about ten
times more than you're worth, I'll see
you shot hefore T chuck in free refresh-
ments! Let me intyoduce you to a
couple of my pals, Mr. Barry O’Rooney
and Mr. Benjamin Maddock, sons of the
sea, you know—{resh and i}ree_zy, free
and easy, and all that sort of thing!”

Chuckles, without his grease-paint
and wig, was & very ordinuyy-looking
individunl, with a round, sallow face.
Ha was shovk and plump, and his mouth
seomed to bo. n misht, for it was several
sizes too large for him. The manager
was called nway by a pogeboy, and
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—Prout, Maddeck and O'Rooney,
whe fairly get it in the neck!

(2

when Buarey O'Rooney had inviled the
fenous comedinn to take refveshment @

alight, clean-shaven man joined them.

* Behold
Chuckles.
has Chips, especially for free drinks,’

“He's welcome to the very best they
sell,” snid. Maddock generously—for
Barry O'Rooney was paying—"so give it
a name, Mr. Chips!’

Chuckles and Chips were quite good
company.  Their professional duties
were over for the evening, and the time
passed so quickly, that Barry O'Rooney
and Maddock were quite smrprised to
liear the orchestra playing the National
Anthem, and bade their new acquaint-
ances good-night,

“Ut's a fonny  thing, DBen.' saild
Bairy O'Rooney, a3 they walked out
inth the busy street, "biut Oi've seen
somewarn afore as loike that chap
Chuckles as two glass niarbles 111 a bag,
but, for the loife of me. Oi can't name
hit, He's got the same komd of moutl,
about a foot woide!”

“8ouse e, you must mean Gan
Waga ! saidd the bo'sun of the steam-
viacht Lord af the Deep.

Y0 coorse. Faney not being able fo
think of that! Bedad, he is loike the
Iskimo, only a soight bandsomer, And
bad luck to that same Iskimo, say Oi!
Here's the harbour bug, DBen, o mnke
a doive for ut, and get on top, for OI'll
choke av we have to sit inseide!”

The yacht Lord of the Deep lay ab
anchor below the fort. They launched
their dinghy, which lay safely on ihe
slipway, and Maddock pulled out across
the harbour, where the steam forry-
boats, well patronised hy passengers;
were still burrying to and fro. Thero
was a strong tide to pull against, and
they had h”ﬁ nearly o mile fo go when
a big white maotor-launch came along
merrily,

“Hurroo! Here's luck, Ben!" eried
Barry. O'Rooney.  “Ut's our launch!
Hi! "Howld on, you villains! For the
sake of Moike, aise up and give us o
tow! s that you, Tom, ould darlint?
Ut's Barry and Den, Howld slow,
bhoy, and throw us a rope.”

“io and eat coke!' roared a voice
from the gloom. *““Ho, ho, hoo! Ve,
we have no tow-ropes! Good-byee!
Ha, ha, ha, han 1"

_ Leaving the dinghy dancing and rock-
ing on her wash, the launch sped away.

A dirthy thrick, Ben!” growled
Barry O'Rooney, “Oi couldn’t see who
was aboared, {ut that oil-ewallowing,
yellow-faced haythen of an Iskimo was

my partner  Chips,” said

‘He's got s maryellous noze
]

and Rupert Thurston & Co.
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sefasfisfestantanlanis
stheering ! ‘Go and ate coke !! Bedad,
Di'd loike to shoot W ton of coke oyer
him, soak nt wid pethrol, and sefi ud
aloight | Bastes! Wouldn't chuck ns a
loine, and a toide loike this agin us!
Eut some beef into ut, man, for the sake
af Moike, for we're nol moving !”

“If you want to do this job, shiit over
aud do it ! said Ben, If youn ain't
gong lo do it, sil still and don’l grouse
at mn, or, souse me, I'll give you a
vattle across the top of the head with
the blade of an oar!”

“Ay Oi had a shocking bad tunpes
loike yours, Ben,” said Barry O'Roouey,
“0i'd by a gallon of prossic acid and
dhrink the lot 1*

YO, dey up ! said the be'sun. “Bave
your money and get a gallon of the stnff
for that Tskimo. He wouldn't he off
alone, and nobody would have him with
o gift, except Prince Ching Lung or
My, Thurston, souse me! '1‘%1 y regular
spoil thal fat savage.” :

"Abso-ballf}'»]ute y ! agreed Bairy
0'Rooney. **Av he hadn’t the prince or
Misther Thurston to run to, bedad, the
purty flowers would have been blooming
on that eame Iskimo's grave long ago,
Ben. Bub there's no accounting for
tastes, Oi wunce knew s man named
Mike Cassidy who had a pet frog, He
used to take that ould frog into Iie bath
wid him every morning for a swin, and
Oi'm not sure that the rveptile didn’t go
to bed wid him. And wﬁcu you think
of ut, Ben blioy, Gan Wapga is very
similar to a [tog, ‘specially about the
month, anly that a frog has a more plea-

sant smoile and not so many teeth.  Say
the worrd, Ben, and OP'll {ake the

sthicks,”

“T can do the otler bil standing on
one ear,” said the bo'sun.

They made the dinghy fast to the
launch, which was tied to the hoom, and
went aboard. Down in the booby-hutel,
o cocluded little apnrtment, they dis-
covered Mr, Thomas Prout, who was, to
all intents and purposes, skipper of My,
Forvers Lord's yacht and the ship's
carpenter.  Both these gentlemen wero
asleep. They had been listening-in, and
the music they had heard must have been
of a drowsy nature, for they had fot-
gotten to rémoye their head-phones,

There was cold beef on the table, part
of a loaf, and a bottle of pickles, Witli-
out awakening the sleepers, Barry ani
the bo'sun sat down fo supper.

“0i ean't halp thinking of these funny
vascals, Chuckles and Chips, Ben,” sahl
Barry O'Reoney, i wish we el

Tae Geym Lisrary,—No. 832



18 Every Wednesday

bring 'em to give a show. They finish
wid Pargle on Saturday noight, =0 he
couldn’t object. Oi wondher ay they'd
come av we axed them?”

“They might if vou offered them a

! champaghe supper,”

“That’'s aisy enough,” said Barry,
14 My, Thurston would puy for that av ut
‘wis to amuse tho bhoys, Bedad, ut's
just wondherful how loike Gan Waga the
Fat follow is! Oi'm going to think this
over, There's something simmeriug in
'the back of my head—"'

“Ton't take any notice of it: it's enly
Thot air,” said the bo'sun. * Stick your
head in 4 bucket of water and cool it
down.”

At that moment the
earpenter awoke.

“8o you're back, are you, Ly honey !
said Prout, ridding himselfl of the head-

Prout and

phone, *The police didn't lock you up,
then."
l S There ain't enongh police in Port-

'hampton to do uk, my bhoy,” said Bary
.O'Rgonoy. "’l‘imy‘dyhave to double the
‘forco ny they wanted to run Ben and me
in. You and Joe ought to go and see
jould Pargle’s show, Thomas. Them
comediun chaps, Chuckles and Chips, are
wan big yell.” 4

“ A yegular sercam, souse me,” said
Maddock, We just reared, They've
lgot a song about a sailor.  Chuckles is
‘the sailor. ;

“And he has whiskers loike yours,”
added Barry O'Rooney ; “only, av corrse,
betther wans, He's supposed to come
ashore and have a beano. Fle sings
about phwat he'll do to the police av
they interfera wid him, just as you do
whin you're out on the jamboree.”

“And then the little chap, Chips, hops
on, dressed as a policeman, souse me,”
prinned the bo’sun; “and don't Chuckles
fairly wilt when he gets a few bashes
over the head from the little fellow! We
couldn’t help thinking of you, Tommy.
{His whiskers came fair unstuck, like
tyours dlid that night when the police
were after you in Singapore, Don’t you
remember?”

! “I don't, my lad,” said Prout; clench-
ing his big fist; “and neither do you!
And don’t you suggest that I ever ran
away from a policeman, unless you'te
looking for a long holiday in Port-
hampton Hospital, for T'll jolly ‘soon
H}uka you come unstuck in abont twenty
ifferent places, Perhaps you'll tell Joe
next that he ran away from a policeman.
Say it, and we'll both set about you.”

“Pace, pace!” said Barry O'Rooney.
“The poet says, ‘et not your angry
passions roise, unless the feller’'s half yonr
jsoize.”  Niver go to slape, Tom, till
yon're snug in your bunk. for Oi notice
yon always wake in & bud temper. And
don’t let’s talk about the police, for ut's
n gmnful subject.”

Someone came along the alley-way
whistling, and as if by instinet Barry
O'Roonay clutched what was left of the
lonf, an Waga entered the booby-
huteh, arvayed in a dress-suit and patent-
leather shoes. He met the dark scowls of
Barry and the bo'sun with ‘a radiant
smile,

“I so sorryness we not able fo s{a{p&
and give you a tow, old dears,” said the
Eskimo,  “Me and Chingy in a bigness
huery fo see a mans abont a dog. 1 just
camn to tell yo' that yo' needn't eats
that coke ifs yo' not want to.”

The heol of the loaf left Barry
050A00800000-~"~20040000000000
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O'Rooney’s hand. Tt bounced back
havrmlessly from the closed door, for Gan
Wagn wasan expert at dedging missiles,

“Bedad,” said Barry, “av Chuckles
was darrker, and had the same black,
oily hair, he’d be that murthoring
Ishimo’s twin brother! And Oi've got
an oidea. The last of the O'Rooneys is
going to do a bit of thinking, and whin
he does that, things happen.  Will you
lind mo fifty pounds, l'om?"”

“I might if youn had o difforent face,
souse me " answered Prout, “With the
one you'va got, I wouldn't lend you fifty
farthings."”

“Nothing doing,”
and the carpenter,

Bu:-rF 0'Rooney gazed at them ve-
proachiully, and then clutched his brow
ixs_ if a spasm or a brain-wave had seized
1im,

“Vou're a mane, suspicious buneh of
boneheads,” he said.  * 01 don't belave
the three of you could raise enough cash
to buy a rope to hang yourselves wid.
The only gintleman in the company is
now going to bed. And nfore he closes
his. swate blue oies he'll think some.
Good-rioight, assassins !”

added the bo'sun

—

CHAPTER 2.

Prout, Maddock, and 0'Rooney Break Out
in a Fresh Place. y

R. PARGLE helped himself to

more champagne and chuckled.

He had erossed over to Ching

Lung's table in the restanrant,

Most of the patrons of ‘the rvestaurant

were naval officers, and it was rather
erowded.

“Punny dogs, your highness—funny
dogs!” said Mr. Pargle.  “Perhaps it's
not quite fair to give them away, but
there you are. They've got you taped.
You see, thoy wanted to gob Chuckles
and Chips to give n show en the yacht.
but that wouldn't do. Contracts are con-
tracts, and I can’t have 'em busted. It
wouldn't have mattered on Saturday

night, but Chuckles and his partner
want to get back to London. i, the
funny dogs!” :

“Have a cigar,” said Ching Lung.
“Pheve's nothing wrong with it, for it's
the brand I smoeke myself.”

“Phanks "said the music-hall manager.
1 believe it was Mr. O'Rooney’s idea.
Oh, they've got you taped, you and your
Tskimoe friend !

Prince Ching Lung and My, Pargle
were not new acquaintances. The Lord
of the Deep was frequently moored in
Porthampton HMarbour. The yacht had a
small but pretty theatre, and frequently
My, Pargle had been called upon to pro-
vide scenery and costunies i
theatricals.  Ching Laung was the leading
spirit in these affairs, and the manager
found them profitable, and that probably
was why he was confiding in tha prince.

“ 8o they've ot us taped, have they?”
said Ching Lung. “TI've been wondering
why they were ashore so often. How
have they taped us, Parglef”

“You'dl better come and see,” answered
the manager. “They've got Chuckles
and Chips to impersonate you and the
Yskimo gentleman. I let ‘em rehearse
in the ball three or four times. ‘To-
morrow  afternoon they're having it
filmed at my brother's place at Rickle-
chureh, abont four o’clock. Your high-
ness had better come and see it ¥
brother is shooting pavt of another film,

and there'll be a lot of supers about in.
costume, We'll lend you a costume and.

a mask, and you'll mever: be noticed.

Shall T pick you up, or will you drive

over in your own car?” ~
“They might recognise my car if they

or private

Price 2d,

didn't recognise mie,” suid Ching Lung.
“ 'l be baeck here at three shnrg." .

“Right," said Mr, l’nrgﬁc briskly. “I
thinle your highness will be amused. At
three sharp, then"

Ching Lang waited for
Thurston, who was chatting
cou_%lo of friends.

“Pargle has just told me that there is
a conspiracy ufoot, Rupert,” said the
prince, “The conspivators are our
frierids O'Rooney and Muaddock, aided
and abetted by those cheerful comediana
Chuckles and Chips. Prout may be in it,
ton, for he's been ashore a lot the last
day or two. They're conspiring ugainst
Gan Waga and mysell, and you may
also be one of the victims, — They've
gonu into the cinema:line.”

“They're capuble of anything,” said
Thurston, “But when and how

“That's what T intend to find out, my
son,” zaid Ching Lung, * Evidently they
lqea,n to show the film in the theatro
aboard, and give the crew a fow wide
grins at our expense. Chuckles is im-
personating Gun Waga, which he ought
to he able to do finely, for he's just Gan's
build, and 1 presume Chips will ecari-
cature me. Anyhow, keep yourself open
for ta-morrow afternoon, and we'll
investigate.”

Me, Pui-;llr_- kept his appointment to the
second. ‘he prince and Thurston had
just cntered the ear, when Gan Wagn,
who had the eyxes of a hawk, ducked
down., A taxicab was passing on the
other side of the road—a slow and
ancient vehicle that long ago ought to
have been serappad.

“Thore they go, the old rascals!” he
said.  “They in that cab, Chingy. I see
Barry O'Rooney and Tommy Prout;
Chingy."”

“Wa'd better go round, then, for if
they sight us they'll smell a whole cart-
load of rats,” said Ching Lung. *“We'll b
there fivst If we go miles out of the
way. DBy the look of that rotten old
box on wheels, they'll all have to get
ouf and push at the first hill.”

Myr. Pargle's car was a fash one, and
by cutting through a few side-streets they
tﬁlgmk]y drew ahead of the taxicab.

icklechurch was a pretty little village
some six miles north of Porthampton,
and well ‘away from the smoke of that
busy town. It was a sunny afternoon,
and Ricklechurch seemed to have gone
back a century or two, for outside the
village inn cavaliers with long hair and
long swords, and feathers in their hats.
were drinking ale in a most friendly
fashion with their avowed enemies the
Cromuvellian soldiers, An Italian gentle-
man pleying a bareel-organ, and n motor-
lorey loadad with seenery rather spoiled
the old-time effoct,

<11 fix vou up as eavaliers, your high-
ness and My, Thurston,” said the music-
hall manager: “They'll never spot you
in n couple of those big ﬂap'ping hats, if
Eou pull the brims down. I don’t quite

now what to do with My, Gan Waga,
He's a bit wide rourd the waist to get
into a brenstplate.”

They drove in through a gate in a high
woodon fence just as a_bugle-call sum.
moned the cavaliers and roundheads to
drink np their ale, put out their pipes
and cigarettes, and come and fight.  Mr.
Pargle's brother passed them on to the
-\\'urﬁrobe man, who quickly transformed
Thurston and Ching Lung into a couplo
of dushing cavaliers. eing an -
genious person, even Gan Waga did not
beat him. .

Squeezed into a tin breastplate and
backplate, boots with enormous tops, and
a l:eiuwi: on his head, Gan Wagn as
youndhead saldier was enough to scare
n whole regiment of cavaliers, They
took no part in the show, of course, but

Ruperk
with a
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sat under a tree on a packing-case and
Jooked on.

It was a stiiving scene. There was a
castle which looked quite the real thig,
and a moat filled with real water. Heed-
less of shot and shell and the cannon that
belched smoke and flame, Cromwell's
soldiers vushed to the assault. There was
ninch slaughter and much tumbling into
the mont, and a tremendous banging,
before the gate of the castle was blown
in. Then it was fired, and amid the
smoke the hero appeared on the ram-
parts with the unconscious heroine in his
arims, pad, finding it too hot up there, he
took the—that is to say, the cameras
stopped clicking for & moment while hera
and heroine got out of sight, and then
a conple of dummies huriled down aud
plunged into the icy water.

“Ho, ho, hoo!" laughed Gan YWaga,
“That fine stuff, bunk, Chingy! Dut
why he not jumps off, hunk? = 1t not
far to dvops.”

Y1 presume the lady didn't want to
zet hier hair wel, and nobody will kiow
the difference on  the sereen,” said
Ching Lung.

1 hope they not be longs, Chingy,
for 1 jolly tight vound the chests,” said
Clan Waga., ‘*This roftten old tin waist-
coat's a lot too small.”

Just then a motor-car drove in, and
My Chuockles and My, Chips alighted
from it, very smart in their grey ovei-
coats and wijita spats.  Behind the car
camo  the ancient taxieab, and oub
stepped My, Barry O'Rooney, M.
Benjamin Maddock, and MMr. Thomaes
Prouk.

“The gathering of the clang,” &ail
Ching Lung, as tha five marched olf
together. “Shall we pursue, brother
eavalier "

“T'm oa bit doubtful of Gan Waga,"
epid Thuvston, ‘“He's a hit diflicvlt to
camouflage,  Theye's no hurry vet, so
we'd better get hold of Pargle.” :

Mr. Pargle nssured them that there
was very little danger of being recog-
nised, They were shooting anofher
episode in the theatre, nnd plenty of
people weve looking on. The big stege
was divided into twe halves. One half
was in completo darkness, the other
eilliantly lighted, and here, at a fable,
sat Alv, Oliver Cromwell waiting for the
captured hero to be brought before him.
Had it been the real Oliver Cromwell,
the producer would have lost his head in
ahout five minutes, for he was positively
rude to the great man,

“Don't sprawl in the cheir, looking
like a bag of hay,” he said, “but sit up.
And don’t logk ab the deoor as if you
expected the Brokers, Shove your silly
hat on straight!  That's a bit better,
hut not much. Now then, there! Bang
on the table with your fist.”

Up went the lights in the othey half
of the stage, u.nd_C-’hiu% Lung, Rupert
Thurston, ond Gan Waga took no
fyrther interest in the doings of Oliver
Cromwell and his prisoner. The scone
was the deck of n ship, and there was
Aly. Thomas Prout, as large as life, sit-
ting in a deckchair, In another deck-
chair sat Mr. Barry O'Rooney. There
was a lable Defween them with a bell
on it, which Prout rang in a languid
Way.

“Qp-er! Well, I nevers!” said Gan
Waga in a strangled voice.

Gan Waga saw his own double,  As
the conmera man turned the handle, Gan
Waga saw his double crawl across the
deck on hands and knees, and grovel at
the feet of Barry and Prout.

* Champagne, you fat worm!” roared’

Prout anc O‘Ronney.‘thouglz the camera

did not vecord it. “ And eigavs, you oily
rogue !

Trembling violently, the fal worn

kissed Pront’s boot and then O'Rooney’s
hoot, and erawled away again. He
roturned with a bottle of champagne,
rlasses, and a cgar-box, which he placed
on the table, The two mariners stood

.

“Turn round!” they bellowed,

. Mr. Chuckles, who looked the living
image of the Iskimo, obeyed, his
fat legs quivering with intense [fear.
Proub and Barry O'Rooney lifted their
boots and kicked, They kicked so harvi
that they hited the Eskimo clean over
the rail nte the deep Llue sea beyond,
and, to make the effect move real, some-
one threw up the contents of a pail of
waler to represent spray.

Ay, Prout and My, O'Rooney seemad
vary mnused,  They laughed heartily,
shook hands with each other, clicked
their glasses logether, and laugizcd,

"1 say, don't hang it out foo much,
for yon're vsing a lat of flm," saul the
cainera man,

“Pardon me, O'Rooney,” said ihe

prince haughtily, “but remember fo
whom you are speaking! What has got
to sloﬁ‘l‘”
“Why, backing up this Iskimo in all
his pranks and japes and capers, b
honey 1 said Prout, " Life ain't “-ort-f;
living, aboard the yaecht with that
veptile! The time's egme for some plain
talls, #ir, He wouldn't worry our lives
out, only he knows he can always rim
behind your back for protection, If it
wasn't i)or that, we'd have tarred and
feathieved mud kecthauled him long ago!l
And it's got w stop, by honey—stop "

“And, pray, fellow, who will stop it,
if vou please?” asked My, Chips, with a
still more hanghty air,

“Wa will!” thundeved Pront and
O'Rooney. ' Where are you, Ben?”

As Bany and Tom Prout pounced on
ing Lung, the bo'sun came striding
carrying o bucket, &
It seemed a pity

s the deck

brush, and a bolster.

Squeszed into a tin breastplate and backplate,
and @& helmet on his head, Gan Waga as a Roundhead soldler was enough
to scara a whaole regiment of Cavaliers.

boots with enormous tops,

' And, bedad, we're paying for ut, my
Jad ! said Bawy O'Rooney. “Ha, La,
! Kape on laughing, Tom! That's
the sthufl fo give that oily Tskimo!”

The real Gan Waga wasn't laughing.
Under the peak of his tin hat, lis litle
black evess wers prolviding from  hig
liead, ;

“Keep quiet!” said Ching Lung, grip-
ping his arm. “ Don't make an ass o
yourself, and spoil things!"

41 can't stond i, Chingy [

growled

the Mskimo, “T murders them, Chingy |
Me lisses their boots and  grovels,
Chingv, to that rubbishes! Owl 1

sealp them |

Then Ching Lung appearcd, as good
ns a full-length oil-painting of hinself
that had come to life and stepped out of
the frame,
andl saluted with great vespect. Then
to be natural, they patterce.

Y Bedad, we want to lay a complaing
about that blubbep-chewing Iskimo of
yours, sor!” saide Bamy  (VRooney.
YWWid all (lbe respect, sor, (his has got
to sthop "™ 3

Proul and OV'Rooney vose,

they winketl al each other, and, in order’

to spoil the nice <uit My Chips sas
woaring, Ching Limg dropped on his
knees, his face transfignred, with horvor,
and raised appealing hands and appeal-
ing shricks a5 Maddeck dipped the
biush into the bucket of tay and trans-
fguved the piince’s face a good deal
more with a dab of it

He hroke free and fled, pursued by
Proni, AMaddock, Bariy O'HRooney, the
Luteket of tae, and the bolster; aod the
pamera man took a rest,

“Huo, he. hoo! Deays, dearz] O,
that too funoyness!” laughed Can
Wagn.

Vs, you can see the funny side of if
and cackle merrily when it isn't you, ny
lad!"” eaid Ching Lung, with o griu.
YT vather glad we come, Rupert,
aven't you? Jovial sonls! This knock-
about stuff will meke the evew voar, hit
it's not _very dignified for mel That's
the sovt of thing I gef, Gan, for stand-
ing hetween you and many a well
deserved crope's-emding ! Bilence, or
that laughiof yours will sell nsl!”
Again the camera began to click.
Ty Gen Tisrary,—No. §32,
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Tividently they had waited for Mr.
Chips to put on an old suit before they
did the tarring and feathering. 2

(ian Waga almost choked with mirth,
and burst his breastplate wide open
as o horrible scarecrow came bounding
acvoss the deck and did a step-dance in
the middle of the stage. The tarrng
and feathering had been done very effec-
tively behind the scenes.

Prout, O'Rooney, and the bo'sun held
their sides. They chased the scaveerow
round the deck, and then what Rupert

Thurston _oxpected to happen did
happen. Gan Wage came on in a greaf
hurey, and rgn fairly and squarely into

tho searecrow’s arms.

Defore the two had finished mllint;
about the deck, fighting and biting each
other, Gan Waga liad picked up so
much tar and so many feathers that he
was i second scarecrow and o fatter one.

“Phat’s all I want to see,” said Ching
Lung. “0h, Gon—Gan, this is what 1
have to suffer for your sake! TLead me
away somewhere, and Jet me weep!”

Rupert Thursfon was highly amused.

“It's a bit like high treason, and T've
known men to be shot at dawn for less,
Ching,” he_ said; “hut certainly you
have asked for it. You do back up Gan
iWugn outrageously, What do youn
intend to do about it? Are you going
‘1o lok them show it, or will you offer
to buy it from them?” :

“Leave all that to me, sonny!” said
the prines, *‘Yes; we huve no monkey-
nuts to-dey, but we have lots of tar and
foathers! Go snd tell the chap to take
‘Gan Waga out of his tin suit, and wait
for mo there. For a start, I want to
jfind Pargcie’s brother, and take him to
look at those three guys!”

CHAPTER 3.
A Rude Awakening !

HING LUNG found My, Pargle,
the producer. Mr. Pargle, the
producer, was all brisk husiness.
He passed the prince on ver

swomptly to Mr. Bleet, 8 pale man witlh
'nng, drooping moustaches, who looked
|very like a walius that had been kept
Lon short rations, My, Bleet did the
muke-ups, 2
{  Barry O'Rooney and his brother con-
spirators had either finished or were
{toking a rest, At any rale, they weve
“taking refreshment with Chuckles and
"Chips, who had pulled off the masks and
tploves thet l;uf protected their faces,
VPSS
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hair, . and hands from the tar and
fenthers, and were drinking champagne,

“Ti's. those three sailor chaps 1 wang,
Mr. Bleet,” said the prince. *Can you
manage it7"

Mr. Bleet nodded. .

“ Tasy,” ho said—" quite easy. Sorry,
but I'm very busy just now, Tll make
an appointment with you any time to-
morrow you like to natme.” :

“1 shall o along about fwo.” said
Clhing Lung, *Good afternoon, and
thank you, Mr. Bleat!"

Prout, Barry O'Rooney, and Benjamin
Maddock were anxiously awaiting fthe
arrival of the postman who made the
vound of the vessels anchored in the
harhour in o motor-launch, The earlier
post had brought certain handbills and
posters, There were two posters, Ouie
of these hung on the wall of the booby-
huteh, obscuving the photographs of cer-
tain pugilists, and_a racehorse, for the
decorations of the booby-huteh were of a
sporting nature. Barry O'Rooney was
the author of the poster, and he gazed at
i, with pardonable pride.

“8 Y, LORD OF THE DEEP
PRIVATE THEATRE,
A FILM THAT GRIPS, VIBRATES.
AND TINGLES.
VONGEANCE AT LAST,

or
THE TRIUMPH OF JUSTICE!
Shown for the first time, See how three
oppressed but gallant sailors rose against
their tyrants and tormentors, and
crushed them flat. See and rejoice for
THIS CONCERNS YOU!
Crushed and oppressed three sailormen,

With vengeance in their eyes,

Did up and smite those tyrants base,

To ilieir grief and sad surprise.

And it was sume smite, boys, not half!
Saturday, at three. Admission quite
free.”

The second poster was to be pasted on
the yacht’s funnel to apprise the crew of
the treat that was in store for them.
Maddack hurried down from the deck,
and the length of the bo'sun's face inti-
mated to Barry O'Rooney and Thomas
Prout that he was not the bearer of
joyful tidings. It was Friday afterncon,
and neatly four o'clock. :

“The postman's nlongsidc, but there's
nothing for you, Barry,” he said, “ Never
a thing, souse me. I believe old Pargle
has sold ue a pup.”
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“(Chesrful, bedad,” said Barry. “He
promised me that film first thing this
morning.  Oi didn’t see ut, but the chap
who 'cle\-ultiged ut towld me ut had come
out foine. D'yo say the postman is hang-
ing on, Ben?"

“ Yos,” qnswerad the bo'sun, T asked
him to wait a bit, for I thought you
might want to send a wire."”

“By honey, you'd better,” said Prout;
“for if we don't get the film first thing,
we sha'n't get it till Monday. Monday
is the day for shore leave, and half the
crew will be off. And we've got them
bills printed for Saturday. Wire him a
stinger, Barvy. Tell him that if the old
film isn’t aboard fivst post to-morrow,
vou'll fire it back and refuse to pay for
it'ﬂ

The three had already discovered that
filming is highly expensive, for Mr.
Chuckles and Mr. Chips had not given
their services exactly for nothing at all
8till, the mariners had good pay and very
fow oxpenses, and they thought the jape
well worth the cost. And they had no
qualms about Prince Ching Lung, for
they knew that he would join in the
lnugh agoinst himself.

But Gan Waga would boil over with

fury, for the Iskimo liked to do all the
laughing.
“By honey, we've gof the blubberbiter
this time, Ben,” said Prout, when
O'Rooney had gone to write the tele-
gram. < He'll just squeal and froth at
the mouth. e ain't such a bad sort of
a heather, bless him, but he don't like
being giggled at. The rotten part of it is
that he generally does get al the grin-
ning. Anyhow, we've got him corked
and bottled this time. Won't the boys
fair shriek their heads off."”

About six o'clock Barry O'Rooney
received & wire. The wire in itself was
satisfactory, but Mr. Pargle had absent-
mindedly omitted to pay nn extra fee for
delivery by boat, and as Barry had to
pay it himself, he made some disparaging
remarks about Mr. Pargle.

“Tho film will arvive by messenger
about two to-morrow.—PARGLE,” was the
message.

“That's leaving it a bit Inte, souse me,
but it will give us time fo run it
through,"” said Maddack, “My, Thurston
is fetching o couple of films back with
him, and that will spread it out a bit.
I told him the chaps were asking for
films, but I didn't mention our master-
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“Then 0i suppose ut's safe to put the
2osther out and hand round the bills,”
anid Barry. “He won't play us up on
luq of that telegram.”

“When Ching Lung and Thurston were
taking a stroll on deck the bill was pasted
on the funnel, )

“Beantiful,” he said, as the sailors
made way. “That's the handiwork, or,
rather, the headwork of the brainy Barry
ORooney. He ought to do another like
it and then be shot. Faney Gan Waga
and  your humhble servant  bheing
oppressors and croshers, Ruperf,  And
what price the three gallant sailovs with
vengeance in their eyes?  Bow-waw!
Thex did up and smite those tyrants base,
did they, the saucy haddocks? It
wouldn't be Barry without some rotten
fragment of verse in it Bow-wow,
i Much to their sad surprise, is

1t probably will Le if you've fixed
things properly,” said Thurston,

“Don't you doubt it,” said Ching
Lang. “Everything's fixed gs hard as
cement.  There'll ﬁart—‘. to be a little
mare bribery, for I don’t swant them to
" eet near the machine, for they'll be mad
enough ta wreck it. To tell you the
truth, Rupert, I haven't quite worked
ont this little stunt, There's been a lotb
of bribery and corvuption, I knew all
about that bill before O'Rooney sent it
to the printer, 1 have a spy in their
camp who knows their darkest secrets,
and his name is Joe, the carpenter.”

“And you have also hribed and ecor-
rupted the ecinema people, I suppose,
Ching ?"

“It's so easy to make a hitle mistake,
my friend,” said the prince. “ There are
two films to be delivered here just at
three o'clock to-morrow, one addressed to
me and one to Barry O'Rooney. And to
err. you know, is human, just a trivial
errar.  Barry O'Rooney will_get the
wrong one, that's all.”

Just befove three o'clock next day, the
yacht's pretty little theatre was filled
with sailors, stewards, and stokers. The
opesator led off at once with a Vankee
film of the hair-raising type, where the
hero and heroine, chased by a horrid
villain, fall out of an aeroplane on to the
roof of an express train, The tram is
unlucky, for as it is crossing a bridge,
the bridge is blown up. As tﬁe:,' have no
vaitway tickets, this 15 fortunate for the
heva and heroine.  After being blown up
they naturally come down again, and fall
into a motor-boat, but the bonehend who
owns the boat has forgotten the rudder,
and the hoat is whirled away by the
toreent and goes over a waterfall, This
i rough on the heroine, who loses all
her hairping and gets very wet,

The villsin and his accomplices,
mounted on fiery mustangs, are still hot
on the trail, and the damp hercine and
the moist hero look like going through
it, when the friendly Redskin chief,
Drink Fivewater By The Barrel, and his
dusky warriors arrive in their war-eanoes
and do some rifle-shooting.

Ching Lung, who was sitting at the
back of the theatra with Rupert
Thurston and Gan Waga, saw Barry
'Rooney razh in.

“He's pot the film, Rupert,” said the
,Im)-{ncu. “Pargle  has sent it along:
on't start giggling yet, Gan, you silly,

Show a bit of sense.”

My, Thomas Prout and Mr. Benjamin
Maddock heaved sighs of relief, for they
had been trembling in their shoes, think-
ing that My, Pargle was going to play
them up, Bavry passed the film to the
operator, Just o closesup appesred on
the sereen, depicting the wet hevo clasp-
ing the wet heroine to his breast, with
Drink Firewater By The Barrel smivking
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'* Ha, ha, ha ! " laughed the audience.

9rqut'a eyes opened wide as he gazed at the horrid scene on the screen.

Ching Lung and Qan Waga were dancing raund him grinning and prodding
at him with long-handlod tar-brushes,

'* Qo it, Qan. AQive him morse tar."

behind them, and ‘a landscape sprinkled
with the corpses of the \i]}?gn and his
myrmidons as a cheerful background.
And then O'Rooney, Prout, and the
bo'sun ribbed their ‘hands and sat down
to enjoy themselves,

The report had spread through the
yacht that the three muviners had broken
out in a fresh place, and were starving ns
film  actors, and when the {itle was
thrown on the screen it was greeted by
loud and prolonged applause.

“By honey, Ben,” grinned Prout. “I'll
bet you a pound of 'hacey to u Lutton,
that the prince and the blubberbiter bolt
without seeing it through.”

Buttons being faivly cheap and tobucco
dear, the bo'sun accepted the bet though
he did not expedt to win it.

“Thunder and foire-ivons, phwat's
this? asked Barry O'Rooney, in a
ghaallr’ voice. “Tell ma phwat ut is, for
the sake of Moike.”

Prout and the bo'sun did nct oblige,
but sat dumb and frozen. On the screen
they saw the shadows of Prout and Barry
seated at the table, but when they
summoned Gan Waga to bring the eigars
and wine something went wrong. In-
stead of crawling, the Eskimo entered
with a jaunty air.

“ Bring champagne and cigars, yon oily
worm ' said the lettering. * Quick, dog.
or we'll hiff you!”

It was the wrong film. The real Gan
Waga was acting the part, but Mr. Bloet
had provided and cleverly made-up the
two gentlemen who took the parts of
O'Rooney and Pront.  And instead of
kissing their hoots and nha{ing orders,
the oily worm, with a quick right and
left, knocked Bayry and Prout over the
backs of their deck-chairs, and the little
theatre re-echoed with cheers and
laughter. Gan Waga's thunderous “Hao,
hoo, heo-oo-00!" ringing loud above all
the rest.

Prout, Barry O'Rooney, and Benjamin
Maddock rose and staggered to the door.
They had been betrayed. Some base
rascal, probably Pargle himself, had sold

their gecret to the prince, and wanglel
a wrong film on them, the exact opposite
of their own, with Ching Lung and Gan
Waga triumphant all along the line, and
themselyes the wretched victims,  All
they wanted was fo erawl away and hide.

ut it was not to be, for Ching Lung
had arranged that. As they rveeled out,
with shouts of mirth deafening their ears,
strong hands gripped them, and the burly
sailors who. Ea(! been lying in wait for
them, hustled them back into the theatre
in H?}tc of their struggles.

“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!” laughed the
audiance, “Go if, Gan! Give 'em more
tar and feathers! They like it, Oh, ha,

1, ha, ha, ha, ha!” 3

Prout, Maddack, and O'Rooney shut
their eyes tightly. On tha screen they
were horrid sights, with Ching Lung and
Gan Waga dmteing round thom, grin-
ning and prodding at them with long-
handled tar-brushes.  When they were
nicely black and sticky, a snow-cloud of
feathers descended on them, more and
more -feathers, until they were lost fo
view under a great pile.

Out of the heap they crawled, three
ghastly apparitions, and knelt at the feet
of Ching Lung and Gan Waga, Then
came a dust-cavt. drawn by a powerful
horse and escorted by two burly dust-
men, who picked the ghastly apparitions
up and mercifully dumped them into the
rubbish cart. *

Prout, Bary O'Rooney, and Maddock
broke away from their captors and fled,
and amid howls of laughter the lights
went up.

“Hao, ho, hoo! I think we gotted them
that time, Chingy,” grinned Gan Waga.

“Fairly in the neck, my son,” answered
Ching Lung.

THE EXD.

{Plucky Paul Mannering shines as a
member of the Indion Secret Service in
 THE DIAMOND OF GHAZIAB.AD!"?
the mugnificent advenfure yaorn which
will appear in nert weel’s GEM,
Don't miss it, chums 1)

Tur Gea Lisrany.—No, 832,



22

Hounded by the sinister figure
in the green spectacles—

G Avalanche Hume,

frooooocoooooSooToH
I lone lighter ai the break of
I the poop was: in need of lLelp,
and Tom Gale dashed over to
lend his ald in capluring lhe
wman with green speetacles, Tom's own
azzailanl in the adveuture in Black Dell
Lane when returning from his enforeed
trip to Yarmontli in [lie coasling ketol,
5o the lone fighter’s enemy was also
Tomi's ! That was enough for the boy.
Buorr forgolten, the voung Hood leapk
aft across the deek with a swilt ory of
anger, anid promptly joined in the Aght.
Hide by side Tom and the stranger
fought the desperate men at the break
of the poop. Now and again a low
chuckle broke from the strauger, and
this, chiefly, when the enemy seemed to
be gaining the advantage, "This deter-
mined, desperately Thard hitter was

eiidently o very cool perfon indeed,
Fists flashed lere and there in tle
darkness, and the dull thud of bBlows
sounded out. Tom was so mimble on’
his feot that he prevented any of the
blows of the desperate, cornered men
Erom getting vight home. ad the lad
guarded or dodged a Fraction of g
second too late, so that one of tlie blows
landed, ke would undoubtedly have'
been out for the rest

—Tom Gale m

akes the acquaintance

of Avalanche Hume, detective!

M

A Thrilling, True-to-Life Training-Ship Story.

lieem e eyes wWelr eglinting
dangeronsly, but there was alzo in themn
a cyvions twinkle, a dancing light wlhich
seemed to denote that he was enjoying
hirnself thoroughly.

One of the ruffians in the shadow of
tlie poop sprang suddenly al Tow, and
the voung Hood felt thal for Lim the
fght had ot lasi come to an end, Bul,
as the man towersd above the lad, the
huge clenched fist of the stranger (lashed
befora his eyes and the rvuffian weni
crashing back against the poopr ladder,
his breath lemving his body with a
saspilg

Tom was about to spring in Lo deliver
a finishing blow at the winded man
when another formi leapl "out from
behind the poop ladder and crashed
heavily into the lad. Tom, his eyes
davkening with rage, slipped violently

(TE

sideways, and the person who had
vushed "him sprang across (he deck,
lisading for the laddevway leading

down Lo the decks below,

It was Btoniky B!

The fight had not been iy progress for
mora than /five minutes when the man
with green spectacles and his ctn-
federale  received a  reinforcement.
This new man came leaping into the
fray. = He threw himself at Tom and
the broadshonldered stranger, aftack-

ing them from behind, and seqi them
5

HAJAX

of  their

the

hurtling.  into
antagonists,

“Quick! Never mind Avalanclie!”
gasped the man with green spectacles
swiltly to his confederate. “Grab the
brat and make for the boaf!"

A strong  grip closedd on Tom's
shoulder, and a big, hard-skinned land
was pressed over his month., The lad
felt limsell jerked in the direction of
the .ladderway; but a low chuckle
sounded to his left, Then he was sud-
deuly releazed as the form of the man
who held him wenl fAying hackwards,
Tom then saw the Throad-shouldered
stml':[i{cr. laughing lightly,” ssanding
with lTegz astride elose by.

But the advantage was really with the
villains, for, with a low ery of fury, tlie
oian with green spectacles and the new-
comer bath dashed at the man they had
called Avalanche and engaged him
while the third man leapt to his fcek
again and closed with Tom,

The boy fell like a child in the great
irpri-hard arms of the man, He fought
like a tiger, bul he was slowls but
sirely forced towards the side of the
ship. What was the reason? To throw
him overboard? Was it a fresh plot
against him ? '

The young Hood falt that this lime
the fight was really-finished, but a loud

HMIYE]

shout from the ladderway in the mididls

out | of the upper deck
of the night. DBut ; : ; sent a wild wave of
young 3 lalll:la;I Wis WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE! - joy surging through
wary, and the broad- TOM GALE, o stuedily-built youth and  oppeave in the ship's gide, forn like paper tis. breast. The
shouldered  stranger ohlel’ petty ofiicer of, the wturbourd wtel | bi' the ktem of ‘o huue Vedwrialy wteamer neise lad been
noted it with satis- m'rt'ei_l' the famous old trainingahip, Ajaz which crashes (nlo the Ajax, Inilhe ersuing heged!l  Thistalar
r & tehich da moored near the southern ban of aelee q pair of hands grip al Tom's Phroat, leard ! 12 miprne
faction. ;Ii":: 2‘.';.",Tg,‘:,"'ﬁ?..“,,??;;"’-‘} ?’r :} "';"‘,"‘""” .;_?.rf he recognisen n”"; nee n{' m‘fﬁr. !f‘Fj?;;E had  Deen  given!
Dodging, leaping ven M'nﬁr IL"I;(;' ‘o ou”‘z i Lt £id reenper he 1 sont hurtling o, r Ris Wigie=3 L
ng, o i R 0, To Ik Ier, He escapes, however, Rescuers were even
back, and as sud- writel _;!Lbrlrlgg_ of the fits! lqa!:f’. ¥ ;|4[||!lr':“r3r|w::m f:»‘H'rr a;{.;‘ﬂ'fﬂ‘(; Ju-n!nru - now leaping up the
denly springiug m Ufﬁﬁﬂuinﬂ“nh fm‘.?d's' :::::r?#' g‘;ﬁf’;ﬁ“"d!d. R !MJGT' i dr.”}mfl{wair'w’l b'm‘ ladderway, * spring
lenly spring H Tile's ., answered, and o crowd ol e Ajox bouy acee LR =
again, Tom  von- Tyouble ariges iohen Tom Gole is detoiled, Rush 10 (he vesoue. - - ing over the sense-
AT L e e together with Sfounfky Burr, as a hare (n o Tom. then resolies o heep Wis eles wide E =
P}‘-‘LI \01,\h Vi :]313 e :‘l’?ﬁﬂ-ﬂr\lllflﬂj hu[:rc-nndnl'-hqm]nl'n ﬂ”;!ﬂl‘.' ﬁ o open for iy ficdher frouble from Kalche. less  foym  of the
all in the. heht rl'i("]'.l e, ol words and o fig) 'allow, Frarther lrouble folloics, Jor, falling an officer of the wateh
: P and Bere fx fhrashed and lefe, Ib &4 (hen ‘e foln Urrelt of Bure's, Tom gels diz- - . . 5
Thronghout hisz own thay @ oslerions, . sirlater tan 4y areen | pated Thal Sdume Nt he fn ke by to the aid of (lcir
part of the business apectucles opprodehes Burr,  He gives his foatsteps, and theongh the dark shadows he shipmaie
Wi ftind ni-pc'n-" ﬂ:;;r: r:;c g\.-:;‘,f;‘!fr.‘, ‘r.m;f ;ja_l! _rng:;: (] tnn;'fd ;ﬂ' rf{r.!i}fr':llif”rri'?;._il'kn!?i he J'ol'l'urtrrls r? ”Ir rm:;;r i l’l(:i.ll for il
U 4 i of againal Tom Gale, withoi 7 r fyts opei ride, for e Ireals E
tunity to glanee at hoegver, giving glm reakon. for this, - e r‘n‘.-«eﬁ ?h;'”:h»yufu'!r‘:]hl rr;lfrrrrc fuu;I. ﬁrrrﬂﬁ:-.? BRun for }| 14
v . i 2 Tom (o pussling the whole thing out {n his Neap and Hives faurea fiohfing ond aseaying P
I+ COMPANLON 1O hammock at wight, when ke is started by i e fark Tom  heard the
atid again out of the I | Oy St 0 Kkt Vgt maomeny [, 10N GA L allirant man | with | green
corner of his Jofi heoutiers @ startled ‘ery na o Jahged hole {Rawe voad an.) spectacles give  his
eye. The big man's - ovders with: o hisz
Tl GesLrsrany.—No, 832 ws the brooad-



Delight your young brothers and sisters with a copy of ** Juﬁgle Jinks.”

shouldeéred stranger was cent crashing
backwards towards the approaching
officers and training:-ship boys.

Tom was released, and as soon as he
could regain his breath he yelled:

“To the gangway! A boat's there!
Officer of the watch knocked out!
Follow down the gang-ladder!”

The charging rescuers turned sharp
back towards the ladderway. This,” of
course, resulted in a terrible jam. Tom
was about to yell out further directions
for using the Jacab's ladder which hung
down over the port side from the upper
deck, when he felt his arm gripped as
In: avice,

He turned in alarm, only to laugh
with relief into the pleasant, strong,
square-jawed face of the man alongside
whom he had been fighting =0
desperately.

“Boy,” said the stranger in li= quiclk,
pleasant voice, “that man—the one with
the green spectacles—must be captured.
Lead some of the lads after me to man
one of the gige riding from the out-
vigger boom.  They'll follow you if you
call ont and give a lead, I imagine,’

“Ay, ay, sir! They will!” said Tom.
L) B.nt___!!

Just at that moment
stenped up to them.

“1 heard your words,” he said erisply.
“What's the trouble? And please ta re-
member that it’s the officers who give
the orders on this ship!™

The stranger's steady grey eyes
twinkled. He turned to the officer with
o smile, and thrust a card into his
hand. Tom stoed by, listening.

The officer turned the eard towards
the moon and read alond:

“t Mr, John Hume, New Scofland
Yard.! Not—not Avalanche Hume, the
detective "' he added with a gasp.

“Yes," rveplied the stranger. “I'm

an  officer

sorry I tried Lo give orders on my own.

But now, please, may a gig be manned
at once? An important case has
brought me to this ship, and the officer
of the watch has been assaulted as well
as the lads on searchlight duty.”

“Man gig riding from the
boom ! shouted the officer, and Tom at
once leapt to action.

“Thirty mowers follow me!
on_to the boom! Jump to it

Instinctively Tom put himself in a
posttion of authority, though he was no
longer a chief petty officer, Instine
tively the bhoys followed Tom's lead.
Cheers and shouts sounded out and boy
after boy scrambled over the side of the
ship and shd down ihe rope com-
municating between the upper deck and
the big boom rigged out over the water
on the’'starbeard side. Tom was first to
the booni, Swiftly and skilfully, in his
bave feet, he ran out along the big
spar and elid down the painter of the
gig,. He scrambled aft, followed by
streams of excited mowers from the
ship.

Tom zhipped the big rudder of the
gig, arvanged the yoke-lines, and velled
to the other boys to stand by with the
ORTE,

My, Hume aboard 7" the Iad cried.

“Av, ay, boy!' Coming uft!” re-
turned the detective, scrambling over
the thwarts of the gig with three of the
Ajax's officers,

Tom surrendered the yoke-lines and
slipped on to stroke's seat.

“Give way, port!” eried the officer
coxswain, and the port oars flashed in
the moonlight. *“*Now—all together,
give way!”

The boys bent their backs to it, and
thesblades of the long oars lashed the
water to spray. The big, heavy gig
bogn.u to forge forward. .

“You tell me where to steer, Alr
Hume," zaid the officer at the yoke-

,01'01'55 de
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_;:’You saw where they went, T

suppose 1

gYes; I noted the dircetion,” replied
the Scotland Yard man in his quick,
ineisive way. “But fhere are wisps o
fog about, However, we'll eatch them!
at this pace if wa can spot them.”

“Lick into it, you lads!” nnmumge(‘i
the coxswain. **Bend your backs to it
and  pull—pull—pull!  Steadier strok
starboard, there! No excitement ™

The boys, faces set and tense, pulled
as if their lives depended on it Here
was @ real adventure for them, No
Wednesday afternoon gig race, this, but,
real, havd, sailor's work, chasing what all|
now recognised to be desperate criminals
striving to make o get-nway,

For ten minutes they strained al the
oars, many of them now labouring for;
breath. The Secotland Yard detective \ma{
standing up in the stern-sheets, his deep-
set eyes searching the wisps of fog that
hung ahont here and there on the nver. |

“There, there! To the left. We'll'
have ‘em |”

lines.

—
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9 The Peril of the Tide.
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“ ASY starboard!™ " hart!
The officer coxswain's voice
rang out, and was punctuated’

by a heavy bump on the star-|
board bow as they came alongside the
ranaways’ boat.

“Look out, lads, up for'ard!” again;
voiced the coxswain, his ery risen to a!
shrill crescendo. ““Defend yourselves!
By thunder, the villains are fighting 1" ‘

The elective had sprung forward over
the thwarts of the gig, right into the
middle of the struggling boys, who wera
doing their best to defend themselves
from the flailing of the paddles of the

Loaping clear of the gunwale of the gig the detective landed In the middle of the row-boat containing the runaways,
The frail craft heaved and rocked, and two gleaming gresn eyes, cat-like and sinister, were seen to flash towards the

dstective.

Ty Genm Lisnary.—No. 832,
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- small row-hont containing the runaways,
But John HMume was on the spob in an
instant, and, with o low chuckle, he leapt
alent of the gunwale of the gig end
Eumlpd dead in the middle of the row-
Loml . :

The frail craft heaved and rocked, and
lwo cpleaming, - Zroen . eyes, cat-like,
sinister, wero seen to flash towards the
detpctive, Then the pair, detective and
criminal, were locked in u death-grapple
i that swaving and pitching row:boat;
while Tom @nd a few of the other train-
ing-ship bovs, led by an officer, leant over
the side of the gig and tried to lay hands
on the other two ruffians.

To the hortor of all, howevey, the row-

boat was successfully shoyed clear by the:

i_nen, and before the coxswain of the gig
had completed his order: “Stand by to
give way alll” the two desperately
struggling mon were seen fo sway side-
WAYS am{,t-hen fall into the water with o
mighty splash.

s they went over, all heard distinetly
a low chuckle come from the throat of
the detective. Then the stroggling pair
disappeared from view below the yellow,
ourdling water of the riyer.

# Ceop your ecyes skinned, there!"
eried Tom, *“Note where they sank!”
. Anxions eyes searched the water, but
nio heads came to view, The row-boat
hegan‘to speed away, the two men left in
her rowing in frantic haste,  DBul the
officer in charge of the gig would not
follow them, since he had two lives to
save hard by.

“ (Hve the word, first boy to see them
in the water!” shouted the officer.
“0ver there 81l !

“There youn are, sir, on the edge o
ihat wisp of mist! There! Ah, they've
dlsaF'pent‘ed again—-" :

“Give way, port! Now, then, star-
board. All togother—pull—pull—pull 1"’

The gig forged along through the
water and entered the patel of must into
which the two struggling men had
disappeared.

S Wasy afl!” called the officer at the
lines when the gig was about over the
spot. 'Now search again, Wa'll get
them this lime, They can bLoth swim
well evidently.”

But o steady search that became o
frantic lashing about in the gig, here,
there, and everywhere, could not reveal
e whereabouts of the combatants. To
the north, south, east, and west searched
the mig, and Tom felt something very
rnch ﬁke a lump in his throat when he
renlised that there was precious little

chance of their drawing anything but o

blank now. )

“Listen !" at last cried Tom swiltly.
Listen, sir L Water gurgling in the fog
over there. ains grinding, too. It's—
it's the lighters! ~We'ro being swept
right under their prows—"

L ive \\‘n{, all 1 cried the officer,

“(ive way, for your lives! Steady and
sbron —-puli—puf]-—pull! Once let the
tide drive us under those upturned prows,
and we'll be rolled under! Give way,
there ! Pull—pull—pull [
__ “Tnsy {-nougﬁz to guess where that
detoctive and that cat's-eyed vyillain are
now,” snid one of the other officers to the
cox, a8 he glanced in the direction of
tho gurgling sound of the tide sluicing
under the upturned prows of the lighters,
moored five abreast as they were.

The gig was very close to them indeed,
and Tom felt sick as he luid his hands
on stroke’s oar to lend his aid.

The young Hood's breast felt hollow
with fear. His henrt seamed to stop,
thon suddenly pound heavily againat his
ribs, Tt was fear, Tom knew, but it was
not on account of their imminent danger.
The fear had been engendered by the
words of the officer heside cox: “ Easy
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enougli to giess where thal deteetive is
now

He was being dashed to
tide, rolling him over and over under
the bottoms of those awful lighters, of
conrse.  Lhere would be tio grip for a
swimmer under the smooth, upturned

denth by the

prows, He would be forced down under
the water.  Iven now his dead body
might be swirling in the curdling

wake of the great iron beats, tossed out
by the tviumphant tide after its eruel
work lind been all too well finished,

Tom still felt siek and hollow, although
the gig waznow drawing out of danger—
although the cheery voice of the ofticer-
cox shouted:

“MTake it easy, all! We're elear!”

The truth of the matter was, Tom felt,
somehaw, that in the loss of that steady-
eved, square-jawed man, with the guick,
pleasant voice and the erisp, short:
propped black hair he had lost a firm
friend.

Was it hecanse the detective’'s enemy
wns the lad's, too? Was it beeause
Hume, with his perfect coolness and
nonchalance, his low, chuckling laugh
and confidenpe-inspiting manner was,
somehow, mixed up in the mystery that
was tormenting Tom day and night now ?

Tom did not know. The faet remained
that their failure to find Hume—
Avalanche Hume the officer had called
him—had almost stunned him and left
him dazed,

The gig swept up fo the boom out-
vigger of the Ajax before Tomcrealised
that they were buck to the ship, Asin a
dream, the lad worked his way along the
boom back to the doorway in the side
of the vessel opening to the lower deck.
There the fivst person to greet him was
Dicky West, lhis red head %ohbing about
in great excitement,

“You lucky bheggar, Tom!" eried
Dicky. *Wish I'd geen_ nble to go in
the gig. DBut how on earth did you get
up to the top deck so quickly?”™

Tom laughed, and shook off the feeling
of utter dejection that had gripped him
on account of the tragedy under the
ligliters. Dicky West continuod quickly :

“Was thero much of a serap mﬂ there?
Did you get those rotters? Tt wasn't the
man  with the green specincles, 1
supoose "

“That’s just who it was, Dicky,”
rnqlied Tom, as brightly as he could.
“And if you'll give me hall a sec to
expluin, T'll tell you that I followed Burr
up on deck, and plumped right info a
serap on the upper deck before the alarm
was given, That's how it was I was one
of the first in the shemozzle. Bub there's

Deen an awful tragedy ont there, Dicky.

Here, come {o our favourite corner, and
T'1 tell you about it."”

Tom, nlone with Dicky, related the
adventures of the gig. Iie shuddered as
lie’ mentioned the moored lighters with
the ebb tide sluicing under the upturned
prows with a power thal was resistless,
rilkhiloess. ;

The rormg Hood told Dicly, too, all he
had notieed about John Hume, the

Seotland Yard detective, how he was

evidently called * Avalanche " HHume,
and how well the nickname ftted him,
The lad mentioned the low chuckle when
things seemed blackest, the perfect cool-
ness of the man, his terrific strength and
overbearing onalaught in atteck. And,
above all, Tom mentioned the oceasional
kindly twinkle in his deep, grey eyes and
the softening of his shrewd, hard mouth
ut times,

“(rumbs, Tom, he must be a fine
chap,” said Dicky. “But those detective
chaps are wonders at getting out of tight
corners, or so I've read, %)nn‘t_lm too
sure that he has been drowwned with thag
rotter with the green windows, [He may
be safe and sound ashore even now."

Price 2d.

Ton shook his head, and Diclky conld
see the gloom onee more: settling on his
chum's features. 8o the rved-headed
youngster said brightly :

“ Anyway, cheer up, Tom lad! Dreak-
fast ns usual, ond I've to see all Hoods
turn up, despite the night of alarms,
There's o be no ‘lying in but ham-
mocks (o berolled and stacked as usual.”
““That's o hint to e, Dicky,” grinned
Tom. Al vight; throw the heavy chief
peity officer stunt as much as you like.

‘|| get my hammock down right away.
Soie of the chaps are inclined to cheek
me now ['m disrated, but 'm still boss
on the footer-field, as they'll find oot this
afternoon. Golly, Dick, T am glad that
you've been mude chief petty officer of
ilie Hoonds! T don't mind being disrated
half so moeh now.”

Dicky grinned in reburn. and the iwo
tads-moved off up to the wash-houses just
as the fiest streaks of davlight fltered in
through the orlop deck window-ports.

At breakfast the boys seemed strangely
quiet,  But half-away through the meal

‘an officer appearved on the ladderway of

the mess-deck aud shouted for silence.
Then ho bawled out, throwing hiz voice
to starboard and to port so that all could
hear s

“ Routine as usual! Chiefs of divisions
will detail deck squads. The foatball-
mateh  between port and starboard
watches will take ’Ilill‘E‘ this alternoon, as
already arvanged !”

The {raining-ship lads seemed to cheer
up considerably at the announcement
that all work would be continued as
usual. Tom, himself, made o great
offort. Aftor all, what was the good of
being bent down like a broken veed at
the night’s tragedy?

Tom was requived for the imquiry info

‘the night's adventures, ns well os the

tecovered officer of the watch and the
lads who had been on searchlight duty.
Tom, however, siid nothing nbout Burr.
Something seemed (o tell the lad that le
onght fo keep guiet about the bLully's
shape in the business.  And, Jater on,
Tom had every reason to be glad he had
not denounced the bullying chiel petfy
officer of the Blakes.

As ihe chums avenl ashiore. when on
theiy way to the playing-fields for the
footballmatelt  that  afterncon,  Tom
tuened things over in liis mind,

“What beals me, Dicky. 15 where on
earth I come into this rom business!” ha
said, as they walked vp the causeway
from the boat that had landed them.
“Why should that chap with green gig-
lnmps be keen on getting at me?”

There was p thoughtful frown on Tom's
lace ns he aud his chum strode along
Black Dell Lane towards the foptball:
field belonging to the Ajax. The .two
were wearing their footer togs—the green
shirts and blue shiorts of the starboard
watch,

Dicky nodded,

“T'm puzzled, too. Tom. Tt's about as
rum a business as I've heard of,  Buf
there must be something big behind it all
—something mighty big, and that's o
fact. I wonder——"

They were turning a bend in the lane,
and suddenly Tom came to s standstill.
His hand gripped Bicky's arm as he
gasped, his voice (remulous hali with
surprise and half with joy.

* Avalanche Hunie "

o oooooot oot
Hume Explains !
8 > P L PP T

[T detective was coming towards

I them down the lane with swiff,
Ho heard Tom's ex-
smile appeared
" His

easy strides,
clamation, nnd a
at the corners of Lis fiem mouth.
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face wis very pleasant when he smiled.
A strong. bronzed hand was held out
towards them as he drew nearer.

*Why, hanged if it isn’t Tom Gale !

The deep, ineisive voice was keen with
plensuve,  Tom grasped Humne's hand
eagerly, and introduced Dicky,

" Then—then you weren't
sie?” cried Dicky.

Humwe laughed.

" Doesn't Jook like i, ch?’ ha zaid.
“No; I flatter myself T've gof nine lives,
like a cat. T can tall you, it takes a
good deal to knock me out! But 1 say,
this 15 a bit of luck, meeting you! Gale,
you are the very chap I was on my way
ta see!”

drowned.

Tom staved inevedulonsly inta  the
forcein]  grey oyes,  Avalanche Hiune
siiled.

1 mean it, T've a good deal T want
fo talk about.” He glanced down ab
their footer togs. T suppose you've no
time to come along and have some tuck
with me in Fleetihe? It's rathertim-
portant,”

Ton shook Lis head,

“Awfully sorry, sir,” he said apolo-
gotically, — “That  would have \men
vipping, but we sre on our way fo play
in the match—Starboned against Port,
you know.  There'll be ng time oy
that,

"Right you are,” retumed Hume.
" Look heve. theve's no oue shout ; seems
Wa'va pot the lane io ourselves. 1 had
wanted to talk to you alone, Tam, but
T know your chum will be all right, Tt’s
sevious business I'm on—mightv servions!
Suppose wo jaw as we wuﬁ:; T'll come
along with you to the ground, if T may.
How far is it 1"

““The other end of this lane—ahout a
mile,” said Tom, looking cuviously into
the other's eyes, What could Avalanehe

Hume wish to say to him? Then n
thought struck him, and he added
swiftly: “Last night—did you get him—
the chap in green spectacles? o rowod

youund,
of you! b

Hume sghook his head as he turned to
walk with them. s

“No; ho got away., T was pretty sick
when I had to land without him in my
loving grip, T can tell you! T lost him
in the darle.  Still, hetter lick next time |

Ent couldn’i find u trace of either

By the way, I suppose you know all aboui

me?"”
“Yeas, rather]l We know you nre
Avalanche Hume, of course, from

Scotland Yard, Buat how do you know
my name, sir?”" Tom added. :

“I've goad canse to 7 answered Hume.
“It was you why weve the cause of my
being aboard the Ajax last night, when
you eame to lend me a hand so top-
pingly.”

Tom stared, his eyes lixed on those in
tha forceful face of the man beside him.

“It's like this, Gale,” explained Hume
incisively,  “I may be able fo explain
one or two things that have been
puzzling you. 1 only wish to goodness I
could explain ’em all!” le put in, as
though lo himself, “This man, Kalche—
the man with the green spectacles—I'm

after Kalche, and before long T shall get
him. T was after him once before, years

ago, and [ caught him then. In fact,
lie’s only been ont af prison a couple of
years from the stff sentence he had to
sevve,  Bub now that he's ont again, lLe
has got busy again at the very sume
husiness.”

“What's that?" asked Tom,

“Kalelie is the head of a big criminal
organisation, Gale—one of the biggest
things the Yard has come up against!
They play for Lig stakes. {no—blackizail
on a vast scile, to put it rouglily, [
dare ssy yvou think it queer, miy telling
you sll this, But, you see. somehow or
other, yau are mixed ypin it all.”

S“But—but how i

“Don't ask me that'” A grim smile

Inyed for a mowent at the comers of
Tume's lips, “ Do you think T wonldn't
give my eyes {o know the answen to that
tiddle nmiyself? All T know is that for
some reason Kalche is after you, and I
heliove that in that fact lies the key to
the whole affairv. Through you, I mean
to lay my hands on him, though up to
now he's slipped through my fingers like
an ecl ab every turm. Ii's mysierious—
mighty mysterious, I grant you, . But
there it is, What'I want to know is just
that—what's the cause of this queer
interest he's taken in you?"

Tom shook his head hopelessly

“(Goodness only knows! All'T can tell
you is that he attacked me here in this
very lane one night, and would have
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shipped me aboard liz car, the awnl"!
hadn't Dicky here and some other chaps
from the Ajax twned np at the right
meoment, Before that, I'd never sel eyes
on himy, as far as I know,”

Avalanehe Hune nodded thoughtfully,

“Well, Tl get the answer to the
problem some day,’” he said, " T've had!
o talk with your Commander—Com-|
matder Boyee—anid he's given e pei-
mission  fo  come aboard the ]
whenever T like. Mo T expect we shall
see o goodd bit of each other before we've
finished, Tom," |

He strode on i silence,  Then Dicky
chuckled.

“Yau know, sir, you've properly upset
our ideas of detectives.” he grinned. "I
always thought of 'tecs a= chaps who
went abont spotting finger-prints through'
magniiying glasses.  Aren't you afraid
of Kalche vecognising you, sir? I mean
to say, if you were disguised and all that,
Also, does Kaleho wenr his groen star-
bourd lamps as a disguizse 7
© Hunte Jaughed good-humonvedly,

“What's the 1se of a ditguize?’ he
langhed,  “Tt's just a straight fight
between this fellow Ealelie and myself,
and he knows only tos well T'm on his
heels, There's something curiously wrong
with his eyes. A white light—sunlight,
moonlight, artificial light, ete.,, would
evenfually blind bin” He turned
abruptly 1o Tom.  “That oy who was
on deck last night—the boy who was in
his mghtshivt and trousers like vou, and
who knocked into you and then dis-
appeared—who s he?

*You mean Bure " celed Tont quickly.!
“What! Yoo don't mean lie tiny La
it, teof He hates we, thopgh T can't
say jugt why.  That's low it wae that T
wis on deck last night. T hind spotzed
Biive going above, aud lie looked o Lt
fishy, so T fallowsd to see what (heé gatie
was,  He 2 g |

Tonr hesitated, sl Hume glaneed af
i inguivingly, keenly,

Well, sir, " 'said Tom lall reluctanily,
“T think I'm rvight il seving Burs has
tried to do for me twice lately,™

thyilling
serinl

anatlier
potcerful

{Look out jfor
instaliment  of this
nexet week, chums.)

Houthampton this morning, has been delayed oving to the
breaking of a propeller shaft. :
delay (lie sailing soveral days, and in the mnieant
majority of the pussengers will bo acconmlFtim.ed at local

spocted to

tha

The breakage 1=

mo

Tom Mervy glanced quickly at the date of the newspaper.
It was dated three days \ :
Jingo!" he breathed. “ The—the Valparaizo wae the

Vre\-mus]y.
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(Continued from page 16.)

about at taking the prisoner in the Round Tower his meals,
and Blake & Co. were taking the fvst turn,

Ac he sighted Blake's face, Tom knew at onee that souio-
thing unusual hed ocomred. Blake & Co. had heen gone
since breakfast, and the Terrible Three had been wondering
rather uneasily what had delayed their return,

“* Anything gone wrong?” he queried anxiously.
that brute—"". i
& " All serene—ihat s, as fav as the merry prisoner’s con-
cerned,” saidl Blake. “'He wus sulky and a bib abusive, bus
he took his grub like a lamb and seemed jolly glad to get
1t

“Ias

Blake grinned, and then he beeame suddenly serious again.

“Tt's not that, Tommy,” Dbe said. “Tve got something
to show yon. Look ai that]”

He took from his pocket a crumpled piece of newspaper,
and poinfed out & paragraph, Tem read it, and whistled.

It was headed: . ]

“RBOUTH AMERICAN LINER DELAYED," and ran as
Jollows: “The ss Valpavaiso, which should have Jeft

bont Desmond Kildare was to sail on, Then—thenr——

*Desiond Kildare s i England still. Tn hiz botel, 1
guess,” said Blake, " 0ld Kildave ought to see that, Tommy,
That bit of paper was wrapped round a loaf T got from Mis.
Taggles. T anly spofted the paragraph by chance.”

A jolly Iucky chance, I faney,” said Tom grimly.
aff te show Hildeve this, Blake,”

“Hall a minute!” enid Blake, “There's something else 1
want to tell you, Tommy. We've got to be jolly careful
when we visit the tower again’” d

uwhy?"

“When we left it this morning we found that fat frog,
Baggy Trimble, monching round the ruins just outside,” said
Blake. “That's why we were so long. We had to wait. until
the little cad had sheered off. ' wondering if he spottad
s going there? You kunow what a curions husybody he js.”

“Phew " mutteved Tom Meriy, in alarm,  “I—if that
fot rotter's suspicious, then the fet’s in the five”

T don't know,” -grunted Blake. “ But it looks like it.
Anyway, we'd better waleh him,”

The juniors went out together, and Tom Merry went along
to Kildave's study. He found Kildare cutside tlie deoy chat-
ting with Davrell; a fact Tom was thankful for. He Joew
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Kildare would never tackle hita abont his visit the previous
nig?rhl_ before Darvell. 3 :

‘T thought this would interesl yvou, Kildare,” aaid Tom
weekly, handing the senior the crumpled paper. " That is,
if you've not plready seen it."

Lilidnrve took the paper carelessly enouch, bul as he read
the paragraph he took o deep breath.

Y1 hadn'l seen i, Mervy,” he said quietly, * Tlis—this
alters matters, I—"

: He stared al the paper a moment, and then Lis face sot
writh decision, aud he handed the paper o Darveell. ;

[ Y 1'm off to the village, old man,"” he said, his voice theill-
ing with exciternent. *“If anyone wants me I've pone to send
olt nuourgen| wire. Merry, where—'

But Tom Merry had gone. He had oot hesrd Kildare's
last words, and he had not stopped to see hiow Kildare wouldl
deal with this new devalopment. He weni into the Shell
FFarm toom with a worrled brow., As a matter of fact Tam
Maorry could not gel Baggy Trimble out of Lis mind, 1 the
far Nosey Parker of Bt. Jim's was ol the track——

In the Shell Form yoom Tom Merry gave the problem of
Baggy Trimble n good deal of thought ‘that moming, as
indeed did Blake & Co., m the Fourth., Several Hes during
lossons Blake glanced acrose at the fal junior, only to mert
Baggy's eurions eyes fixed upon hing,  He repovted this (o
Tom Merry oz they met at the cloze ol second lesson,

“Well, it can’t be helped,” was Tom's gloomy conitnent,

fWe'll have to take more cate, that's alll When we fale
that rotter Lis grab you chaps can keep an eve on Bagey.
Anyway, we've got to go and get him his dinner now,”
i And, for the moment, Tom Mervy dismissed Bagey Trinhle
from his mind, But could he have socy Lhe faf jonior af that
mmimm hie would never have dismissed him fron his mind so
easily,

For Bagey Trimble of the Fourth svas on the feail, vers
much on the trail; He had seen Blake & Co. purchase a loafl
of hread and other things from the tuckshop thar morning,
and this alone, =0 early in the day, had made Lim snspicions.
He had followed them, and become more suspicious still on
seeing them enter the ynins,

Baggy had hoverad about on the [vinge of the rpinz, and
only the fear of being late for lessons lind made hing give up
the trail. But only temporavy, then., For immediately
lessons were over the fat junior's footsieps were furned
towards the rnins again.

This timo Baggy did not content himself with staying on
the fringe. The ruins were strictly out of hounds, but when
on the trail of anything to eat ‘Baggy often reeked nothing
of ritles and regulations,

And he did so now, In a short time the fal junior wns
standing—just o little nervously—looking up at the ruined
tower, "It was a lonoly, desolate spot, even in the daytime,
and Bnggy was no hero.

“1t's rummy, jolly rummy ! mused the fat junior, shiver-
ing slightly,  “Those chaps are up to something, that’s

certain, Beasts! Never think of sharing a feed with pals,
Now, I wonder—— Tt can't e a hlessed barving-onf. And

il it was a [eed thoy wouldn't come ko a beastly cold place
like this. But they come with a nile of grub, and they woend
away withont if. I wonder—— AMum-my lnk !
« Baggy Trimble juinped.  His eves had wandered to the
littie window high wp in the tower, and what he saw there
sent the colour ebbing from lis fat ehecks.

It was a face, a fab, flabby face, with glitteriug eves, Only
for u second dill Baggy zee i, and then it vanished abroptly,
i Baggy Trunble stood for a buief moment rooted to tle
ground with surprise and terror. Then he bolied, yelling,
Shipping on the hall-frozen slush, stumbling over snow-
covered stones, hie fled as if a hundred fends were on lns
heels.

CHAPTER {i.
Bowled Ouf!

“ Afll__!?
V‘f Bift !
Baggy Trinible came rushing round the corner

of the chapel like o shot from a gun, and went

full-tilt into a tall form in mortar-board and gown.
It was Mr. Railton. He went siaggering back from the
impact, and only jnst in time did he steeteh a hand out to
prevent the frightened Bagey from rushing off again, sfill
yvelling.

“What—wlhial-— Trimble, low
the Housemaster angrily.
grounds like—"

dare vou!" thoedersd
“How dare vou rush abiont the

*Ghosts 1" yelled Bagey wildly, 1 eaw it, 1 {ell you!
Ghosts! Lemmego | He's after me!"”
S What?”
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“ihosta ! shouted Trimble, twisting round in the masier's
gl'i}h nn‘fi glanciug fearfully behind hiin. "1 saw his fare,
Hni—

Raggy broke off with a relisved gasp as Le suw that e
veus nob, after all, pursned.  Apparently he had jnagited
that the face, or, rather, its owner, had left the window to
corae in chase of hin.

“¥ou uiterly foolish boy!" said Mr. Railton, shaking the
fat jonror, “What is the matter? Ghodls! How absored !

“I tell you I sew it stuttered Baggy. N face. At the
l.\-nndu.'nlw of the Round Tower, It—it ‘was an awful face.

Bagay shoddersd.

Mr. Railton faitly blinked al hitn.  Trimble was well
known os a1 pomancer, with 4 vemarkahlo !'|mlginﬁrirl||, bt
Iis fright was obyviously genuine now. The masier roalised
(hat Bagey had indectl seen something which Dad frightened
hum badly,

S ns ave out of hounds, Trimble,” he zaid stevnly,
“1f you have——  However, come with me!” he ended
aliipehy, :

Quite n muber of fellows of all Fovras had beey atiracted
to the spot by Bagay's shrieks, and as Me. Railion and Bagoy
walkod away towards the ryivs they followed wondevingly,
many of them giinning. They expecied to see something
werpsting, 4

A tlew did.
Taet,

By this tive Bagay hal cotanletely forgalten why he had
goue to the ruins in the first place,  He waz skl shaking
with fright, and the wearer they zot (o the tower Hin nearer
Buggy wot to the tailend of the Tittle procezsion,

M. Railton’s face whs grim, and e did not lesilate, e
helieved that Baggy had seew something, and thal something
iz believed to be cansed by =ome practical joker larking in
the tower, Hence his gritiness,

With tlie grinning cvowd at his heels he marched inlo (he
tower, and tramped np the stairicas,  He reached the onken
door and tried the rusty latel. The door was fncked, and
Mr. Railbon was just tmming away, when a alight sowul
within reached his ears. Surprised, he stospad aul peered
through o erack in the cld door.

Then he gave an exclamation of utter amazernenl,

Y Bless my soult” he ejaculated, “There actually = a man
itl_the place. Txtraordinary !

Ile turned to 'Talbot, who happened to be peares(.

Talbot, kindly bring Taggles hero withour delay, and ask
him to bring the key of this nlace,” he said, [ vou sce any
zeniors, you had better tell them to come licre alio,”

“Yes, sir."

. Talbot deparfed. Tike the vest of them, he was keenly
interested, and he wasted no fime. In n couple of minutes
he was back again, Taggles, the porter, hureving und grum-
bling at his heels.  Taggles never liked being disturbed from
his dinner. Baker, Rushden, and Darrell came along alter
them, looking very surprised.

* Which the koy of this 'ere room’s gone!” grunted Tageles
soutly. It ain't whereittortterbe,”

“Theu we must break down the deor,” said the master
gronly,  “What a troly. extraordinare thing ! A man, a
stranger—apparently a prisoner—within the veey walle of tha
E-hou ”! There is 'a big balk of timber in ilie Lasement,

aprell——*

Darrell and soveral others hastened to get the balk of fimber
from fthe basenient, and next moment it was crashing against
the big door. After several crashing blows the lock gave way
and the ¢oor swung open.

"I'he next moment the stastled onlookers were staring dumib-
foinded at the edunlly startled James Flint.  He crouched
against the favther wall, his features white with fear—a
different fear now, Tle remembered Tom Merry's warning,
im{:i}ée saw the prison walls Ioomiyg before him—or !lmugﬁt
1e did.

Mr. Ruilton slu{mod into the gloomy apartment and faced
the vaseal. But he had no chance fo speak. Even as he
stepped in, Flint made a desperate bid For liberty,

With a mad rush he was past the waster, and then he
wenf through the startled onlookers like a knife [hrough
buttor, scattering them to right and left. Ie avrived at the
hottem of the stairway in asile_ap. bitt he picked himself 1:5

Something wneh wore than interesling, in

and dashed away, There followed 4 sudden cry ontside, a1
sounds of a violent struggle.
Mr, Railton was the Grst outside. e was amazed to seo the
form of Jaries Flitt flat on his back, and seated on his
hend, his chest, and his legs, were Merry, Mauners, Lowiher,
and Blake. ‘
“¥ou—vyou've got him, T see t™
S0h erumbs 1
Tone Merry & Co. blinked i utler dismay as Mr. Railton

crieil the master.
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Now turn to page 2 and think of that funny anecdote you know! 27
v g too i follaswed by o liavde of (o ||||u oWl peuved | By lon halding Tir fast, ldoked vonrarkally ‘u.t_ g cagsi
fronn the tower, Flinb zeemed olilivious of theis, bowever, | ente Fhen he lodked at Toome Al vl [os piiE o ghigiis,

FFa lay glaving up ot his aplors, fury ad batter ate g Hling
vou
er

“Von—you little vats ! he hissed. Tl sning for
vet. 'l make yon sovry for quocring iy il ey, ), st
still fov keéping me in that hole all night. i!.m-r yoi—

Viint over the fellow talking abeitt 77 exclilnel the
astnni ~]|l'd o ._nmatm\ struek by sometiing i the juniors!
Whir does=

fucas, :
U pansed. His eyes L fallon.suds Loty e sorpethine i
thee shish closn hise Tb wias o pareel, the paper of which bad
hkesi oprea, shiowing a fin ol prasasd heef, 1 b ul b
and other ariiclne of il edible pat ey o s ¢
venle, i rined looks on the juniors' far wndd they sieht
af ihesa articles seanied to make things o ta the koo
Wit mEtar
WTs—iz i paible, Morey,!! he eipeldated, “that ymy wore
:nnmng those (hivgs (n the tower— i e lieoh

\f‘{'||]!lg l.hl\ it a nrisoter thove
|

Phe juniors =ud Jnlhuw

*Answer g Me apginn] afe. Pailton aogrily,

T Moy sl I anliee] nlaiid,

NS Fre =tatmoratl,. YH—it's be enopeh”

oy zoull?

Meo Ballion starod aghast for = moncnt, and then he
tbioned ©o Daviall,

ke tlimege of that man, . DareellY Tie smiil. his foes
ottt stepnhy, *This extvaoedinaey affair s L ipeeE
e avithool dalvs. Brng Wiy be o the s s =hirelw.
Touk, NFary cad] fhe three bovs with yon,, will I..]m\\. e
'le 1'|- i

Ehie proassicni-—greatly alamonlnd ow—started

Elie jonisrs fraoiped afeee A
Tlhey worg alilivians u[ e ovipinee
Their thougbts were ol Bric Wildnee.,
h:nl-‘u‘l af helping their | >

giny makiersto a liopeles ¢ li
walk seemed onilless io !sm \;nu\ & Lo,

i T SEhonl 1
witly Toeavs licg
avomd theni.,
.':” 1 um\
Loiiendail an b
Elit, iaseaahife

bk ot bast bhey fonnd (hewsalves standivg in he 1Teadg's
elndy. Br, Ioliies svas: if h: hut lie zoon put o an
n}'x{ teanos el s apertod wide as thny 1 om the
& bt Phiey opeged widar sedl gz My, B 1|' ai gravely

(‘-ULI'llml
e was as
with

loaked fivst
Diaveell and

us wll he goiglit Ta, 1T
IElint,  wha, with

'llkl?]ljl.‘l’i'
obviana disfavomr b,

** ¥ou lage hedrd what My Raitlon has. saidl e askad
geavely.  Whas explanation have voa ta offor; Merres Whe
I5 this man £

Tom Merry set his Bips bl e was deformingd to sy
po word thet would being - Byie Kildave's sane inla the
allui, 7

But; as it happoned, he hadine neml to do ot e avan
while the Hend waired a L sounded ab the door,
alil ISildaee Ty i Sriel hahind l(i'lhlln' AV |=|
Fie figiive dnd Gl Tane Pissrand Kil

N -<_l|r af Desi o |"l]l|l
fe i o Theud, 2 on. and o
othiers, K Ihi.nl < o was ol hits
Wiy ko So nin Aericss Batd L ahek o the i Iy
Flint, o wont giey to gha a] st a alulden wiehel
Ty .lu.i-' anothor hid '-u il :

! l the t -|r|a| 1 Wildare, funpiug Forward.

F1lold him fask!

Put Ahere was no nood Nildave's hedpr Daveetl and
Busitden oasily held the s T Thie faco af [he

- {Hetin

‘\IJn”\ altl end wa

CRL Y e gnsped. 1T hgudly ke sehiat leozae

Do vou this tani?®™
T hmve vory good canse 1o knawe him, :.," eaid Kaldave
quietly. linve Just Jieari aiteh sy hie was folne
Andd Tiknaw why these jnniors him priganers Tt wis for
re—far 1w snl And—and' T bhee ot von, Dy, Balmoes, o lai

] sthiliby for swhiag thoy Reve doje.
lelge—ry!
c AT

['Ev fald ale stopw, [tom his wieetite in A
Lo the atvival of his cousin g lew mainends
i response o his nvegerid avive to s Pesmdnd’s lgtel, in
Sauthampton,  Ha Gmshed e fast sod as-he dad o Llie, fricns
of all, startled audenvions, tueied to Desiond Kildate, Thas
-wmh man smiled, and stepped forian),

‘mu all nnpear fo be expecting e lo [uish ithe story. <o
L willl™ he «uids looking at ]'I|||: n lm o .|p]|r‘,||u| fire
likee a cagctl pat than ever., *“0h, st L owill finizh it with
he nid of car-feiend Flint, there \\1 | ant unn o thiel, nop
likely 1o Be one. T hope. Do thie Brst ploce. the latted, (lie
“eontession to gain which my copam sald his waotldle
amd =ifferved no end of worty, i3 norank fovzery, It
was never wiitten by me, hut by o feiend Tling, Selte i
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once—{or a briel; a very brief fime, in my office. In short,
the whole thing is a lie—a swindle, Now let's hear Flint
finish the stury, Is it a swindle, Flint *"

The trapped rascal licked his lips feverishly. But he was
silent. Desmond Kildare erossed to the phoue, and his hand
dropped carelessly upon it.

“Beotter tell the truth, Flint,” he said gently. *You ecan
Bltl\(l!r tell it to us here and now, or to the police at R\]:'ﬂ:nbe.
Well?”

The blackmailing scoundrel did not liesitate long. The next
moment he was stammering out the truth. He admifted—
he could do nothing else—that the whole thing was false—a
swindle, As he finished Desmond pointed to the rlnm'

“Got out!” he said, a bard note in his voicel “Only our
desire to avoid publlmty has saved yon from prison, you
raseal.”

And Flint went. He crawled from the roomt, and his hurry-

- ing footsteps died away. The Head drew o deop sigh ol relief,
and, rising.to his fooE,,]m held’out his liand to Kildare,

“T am thankful,” deeply’ t]mnkful I';ldm-e that T did not
condemn you for your ﬁm I the otl her night,” he said. “Only
ypur roputﬁt:on, your mtcg,nty, and sterling character saved
you fromi disgrace, if not expulsién. I am thankful, also,
thyt your popularity has earfied you ths loyalty and devatsml
o[ thesé juniors who have rlskml s0 much for your sake."-

LHd tuined t6 Tom Merry & Co. o nm] eyed Lhum thought-
fully. sThen he spoke.

“Fm' thé present. you may go, Ty hoys," he seud. “You
hm'c (ID!IO \\mng-\'ery \\mng But—but— However,

THE GEM LIBRARY,

I will ds={us~ {lie matter of your punishment with My
Railton.”
And Tom Merry & Co, went,

. = . - - . [}

I was a matter of regret to Tom Mmrv & Co, that the
vaseally Plint had escaped so lightly—for, as it happened, he
did not escape scot-free,. Thevo was still a quantity of snow
remaining in tle quad, and as a crowd of indignant juniors
were waiting when Flint emerged frora the School House,
he got the benefit of what there was, and lie depuried from
8t, Jim's with snowballs bursting all over him.

“Desniond Kildare Iunched with the Yead, bui he had fea
with his cousin and Datrrell, and it was at his request that
Tom Merry & Co. were invited to the function: It was
rather undignified and unusual for the skipper of St. Jim's
—for, of course, Kildare got his positions again—to hava
juniors to tea, but Kilda¥e conld afford to he undignified and
do unugual things for once. * And a right jolly meal it wos.

During the rest of that day—and thic days fullm\u:g—lom;

Merry & Ca, \\'mtc-d rathér, anxiously” for their punishments
to bie announced it Q\cujohﬂ [ the mcl(lunt was fmgotton.
for nothing more was fmnrtl. T

by -y
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