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GUSSY _
BOOBY TRAP!

(1 divervting incident from the grand school yarn
of St. Jim’s inside.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Trouble !

€ UBBISH 1» ;
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy spoke emphatically.

Breakfast was just over at St. Jim’s, and
Blake & Co. of the Fourth were strolling in the
quadrangle. And for once those cheery juniors were looking
very serious and ‘gloomy. Obviously sométhing had hap-
pened to disturb and depress Blake, Herries, Digby, and
1’ Arcy of the Fourth. g ; ;
The previous night had been Bonfire Night at St. Jim’s,
and it had ended in a startling manner. On returning to
his rooms after the celebrafions, Mr. Linton had found
Lowther of the Shell locked in his room. The master of the
Shell had also found something clse. In his bed was a guy—
a remarkably lifelike, waxwork figure of Knox of the Sixth—
while over the bed hung a notice suggesting that the bed
now held two guys, “Linton, the Tyrant!” and “Knox, the
Bully 1” :
Nor was this all, unfortunately. For inside the waxwork
effigy of Knox was a conglomeration of fireworks which had
suddenly exploded, setting fire to the curtains and bed-
clothes and carpet, and causing great eommotion and alarm.
Fortunately the fire had been put out before much damage
could be done, but naturally such a trick was looked upon
Tre Gem LiBrarvy.—No. 1,033,
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Burning with a sense of in

school, Monty Lowther determines to prove his innocence,

and to show up in his true colours the instigator of the grave
icharges made against him.

justice at being expelled from the'

very gravely by the authorities. Lowther had been charized
with the offence, and was now in the punishment-rcom—with
a very good prospect of expulsion before him.

And as Blake & Co. had taken a hrand in helping to make
the guy, though not in playing the dangerous trick on My,
Linton, they knew they were booked for trouble.

At the moment they were not worrying about themselves,
but for Lowther. And it was Lowther they were discussing
when Arthur Augustus had ejaculated “ Wubbish !

The fact was that Arthur Augustus did not believe Monty
Lowther guilty of the trick, while Blake, Herries, and Digby
did, having in mind Lowther’s reputation as a reckless
practical joker. Moreover, they could not forget the fact
that Lowther had been the last person to handle the effigy.
After that it had most mysteriously disappeared.

“Wubbish |” repeated Arthur Augustus. “I do not believe
for one moment that poor old Lowthah is guilty, deah boys.
I did at first, T will admit; but upon weflection I have come
to the conclusion that Lowthah was speakin’ the twuth when
he claimed that he merely went to Linton’s bed-woom to
change Linton’s candle for a jumpin’ ewackah.”

“Too thin, I'm afraid,” said Blake, shaking his head. * We
all know what Lowther is,. and he was the last person in
possession of the guy.” ~

“He states that aftah takin’ it fwom Figgins, who had
twied to waid it, as you know, he hid it undah the couch in
his studay, .and nevah saw it again until it was discovered
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—TOM MERRY & CO., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF ST. JIM’S!

in Linton's bed. In my opinion,” said Arthur Augustus im-
pressively, “someone else found it there, and played the
twick.”

“Good for you, Gussy'! That's just what we think.”

It was Tom Merry and Manners who joined the Kourth-
Formers, their faces showing their keen anxiety, for Lowther
was their study-mate and chum.

“You mean you think that Lowther didn’t do it,” said
Blake, staring.

“Yes. Monty didn’t do it,” said Tom Merry quietly.
“He’s said that he didn’t, and that’s enough for me.”

“Fear, hear!” said Manners promptly. “Old Monty's

layed tricks before, some of them silly and dangerous, but
he's always owned up and taken his medicine like a man.
He denies doing this, and I, for one, believe him.”

“That’s it!” said Tom Merry emphatically. “Gussy's
quite right; some cad found the guy in our study and
shoved it in Linton’s bed, and when he saw——"

“But Lowther was discovered locked in the room!”

“I'm coming to that. The cad who played the trick
spotted Lowther going in, and locked him in, either out of
spite or just simply to get the blame shoved on someone
else’s shoulders.”

“Too steep!” said Herries. “Who'd do a rotten trick
like that?”

“T shouldn’t like to say,” said Tom Merry grimly. “But
that’s my theory.”

“T fancy I can make a vewy good guess, deah boys,” said
Arthur Auvgustus. “I have alweady worked it out in my
mind. It was Knox.”

“What?”’

“You burbling duffer!” snorted Blake.

Leffigy of Knox?”’

“Yaas, wathah! But in my view Knox did it. He found

the guy, and to wevenge himself on the makers of it he

“Wasn’t the

placed it in Linton’s bed,
knowing there would be a
fwightful wow, and that we
should get into sewious
twouble ovah it,” explained
Arthur Auvgustus trium-
phantly.

“Ass!” said Blake wither-
ingly. “Think Knox would
be such a tool? In any
case, a prefect wouldn’t play
a trick like that.”

“Wats! I believe it was
Knox, at all events!” said
Arthur Augustus firmly.

“I fancy you're on the wrong track there, Gu ,7 said
Tom Merry, with a faint smile. “ Whoever did it, though,
was a fellow who had it in for us, and for Lowther.”

“Racke,” said Digby suddenly. “What about Racke?”

“I may as well say that I've been thinking of him,” said
Tom Merry grimly. “Lowther got Racke a licking vesterday
morning, and I know Racke was vowing to get even. The
cad was also going it against Linton. If anybody did do
1 1 may bet it was Racke!” |

w ! There's something in that,” said Blake, nodding.
a dirty trick, anyway, and more like Racke’s doings
owther’s. Linton isn't a tyrant, and I know. Lowther's
fellow to insult him like that.”

“Ti's a rotten business, anyway,” said Herries dismally.
“ And we're all booked for a licking, in any case.”

“J don’'t care what happens so long as old Lowther doesn’t
get sacked,” said Tom Merry. “ But everything looks black
against him, and—well, I don’t like it.” :

“Here's Kildare,” said Manners. “ After us, I bet!”

Manners was right.”

“Wanted in Mr. Railton’s study—=2ll of you,” said Kildare,
coming up to the group. “Get a move on!”

The juniors had been expecting the summons, and they
followed the captain of St. Jim’s at once. ¥ven had they
not have been sent for they had all agreed to own up, in
the hope of helping Lowther.

To their surprise they found Glyn, Noble, and Dane
standing before the Houscmaster’s desk.

“ Now, boys,” began Mr. Railton,” when Kildare had gone,
“T have sent for you in regard to the outrage in Mr.
Linton’s room last night. Am I right in supposing that all
of you were concerned: in the manufacture of that effigy of
K=rox?’

“VYes, sir,” said Tom Merry, after a glance round at his
companions. “ We were all in it.”

“ Anyone else?”’ asked the Housemaster briefly.

“No, sir!”

“One moment, sir,” said Glyn hurriedly. “I am
responsible for the making of the guy. It was my idea, sir,
and these fellows and Lowther had very litile to do with

2

“None the less,” said Mr. Railton sternly, “I must hold
them equally responsible. It was a disgraceful thing to do.
Knox is a senior and a prefect. You have ridiculed
authority, which is a serious matter, and for that you will
be punished severely.”

“Oh 17

“I will myself deal with you presently in regard to that.,”
went on Mr. Railton grimly. “The actual outrage in Mr.
Linton’s room, however, is far more serious, and is for the
Head to deal with. Merry and Glyn, you will follow me
to the headmaster’s study; and I would advise you, for
Lowther’s sake and your own, to tell all you know of this
affair. The rest will remain here until my return.”

“Oh, yes, siri”?

And Mr. Railton left the study, Tom Merry and Glyn
following dismally at his heels.  There was no mistaking
the gravity in the Housemaster’s tones, and the captain of
the Shell groaned. If the authorities looked upon the manu-
facture of the guy as very serious, then it was certain they
would look upon what had taken place in Mr. Linton’s room
with the utmost gravity., If Monty Lowther was found
guilty— &

Tom Merry shuddered at the thought.

CHAPTER 2.
The Verdict !

R. HOLMES' stern glance rested on the two juniors
as Mr. Railton followed them into the study and
closed the door.

Monty Lowther was there, before the Head's

desk, and his face was white and strained. The look on it
made Tom Merry’s heart beat fast.

TuE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 1%
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#Only the boys whose names you have appear to have
been concerned in the manufacture of the effigy, sir,” said
Mr. Railton. “But Glyn and Merry appear to be the ring-
leaders. Possibly they ‘will be able to clear up the puzzling
points in this affair.” .

“Very good, Mr. Railton!” exclaimed the Head. He
gave the juniors a searching look. “Do you admit having
taken part in the manufacture of that disgraceful effigy 7”
he asked.

“Yes, sir!” came the quiet answer. :

“You are probably aware by now that your offence is a
serious one,” said the Head sternly. “You have grossly
insulted a prefect of this school, and_ have set authority ab
defiance by holding it up to ridicule in this disgraceful
manner. That, however, can wait for*tﬁté moment, T “’.?_,_Sh
‘to know if either of you had anything fo do in any way
with the'more serious happenings in Mr. Linton’s room last
night?%  « .= | y

“No, sir ¥ said Glyn. e

“We none of us know anything at all about that, sir!’
said Tom Merry. s

“You were not aware that Lowther contemplated such an
action ?” T =k

“No, sir,” said Tom Merry loyally. “And I belicve he’s
innocent, sir!”

“I am not asking for your opinion in the matter, Merry 1
said Dr. Holmes tartly. “The evidence against Lowther is
almost conclusive. But befofe condemning him, it is my
duty to investigate the matter thoroughly. To this end, I
order you to tell me all you know of the happenings last
evening. There are several points which I believe you boys
can clear up. I am waiting.”

Tom Merry drew a deep breath. Yet he knew that Mr.
Railton’s advice to make a clean breast of it was good
advice. For Lowther’s own sake it was best.

“I will tell all T know, sir!” he said quietly. ‘“We fnished
the guy last evening and hid it in the cupboard in the
box-room, That was the last we saw of it—excepting
Lowther, that is.”

“Lowther states that he took it from some juniors in the
passage,” said the Head. “I myself came along and found
him holding a bulky object wrapped in a sheet—an object
which he told me was a gny. I believed it was just an
ordinary, innocent effigy, and I did not trouble to ask to
see it, unfortunately. . Lowther refuses to state who the
juniors were from whom he took the guy.”

“What Lowther says is quite true, sir,” said Tom.
“Those fellows took the guy from the cupboard.”

“Who were they, Merry?”

Tom Merry was silent. He was anxious enough to tell
what he knew; but he could not sneak—he could not give
Figgins & Co., of the New House, away. >

“One moment, sir!” exclaimed Mr. Railton. “I think I

can guess that. Were not those boys from the New House,
Merry 7

“Y-ves, sir!” said the junior captain hesitatingly.

“I thought so—their names?”

“I'm sorry, sir! I—I should be sneaking if I told you!”

“Very welk!” said the Head, after a pause. “I will not
press that question. There is another point that enters here,
however. Knox has complained that he was attacked
the box-room last evening and locked in a cupboard there.
Had you boys any hand in that?”

“No, sir!”?

“Do you know who assaulted Knox in that manner?”

Silence.

““Answer me, Merry !” said the Head angrily.

“It was the fellows who raided the guy from the cup-
board, sir!” gasped Tom. “They were just getting it when
Knox came sneak—I mean came into the box-room. They
collared him in the darkness, and locked him in the cupboard
in place of the guy., Then they were just rushing away
with the effigy when Lowther met them and tried to stop
them. Then you came along, and they bolted, leaving the
guy in Lowther’s hands,”

“Why did those juniors want the guy?” demanded the
Head, frowning. “Did they know whom it represented ?”

“Oh, no, sir! They—they thought it was an cffigy of one
of themselves, and that’s why they were so determined to
get hold of it.”

“And you did not sce the effigy after placing it in the
cupboard at all, then?”

“No, sir! Lowther hid it under the couch in our study !”

“Did you see him place it there, or did you find it there?”

“No, sir! Lowther told us afterwards!”

“You have only Lowther’s word for that, Merry !”

“Wes, sir. But it is enough for me! Lowther isn’t a
fellow- who tells lies, sir)’>

“And it was gone when you looked for it?” said the
He‘as(;, ignoring the trace of defiance in Tom Merry’s words.

**Yes, sirl®
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~Tom Merry himself felt suddenly sick at
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“What did you -do then?” o

“We rushed off to the box-reom, thinking semebody might
have taken it back there!” said Tom. *““But the efligy
wasn’t there—only Knox, who was locked in the cupboard,
and he chased us away.” .

“I see! Go on, Merry!” said the Head, pursing his lips.

“There isn’t much more to tell, sir!” said Tom. “We
thought then that those—those other fellows must have taken
it after all, and we then got our fireworks and went down
to the bonfire, meaning to try to get it back. But we soon
found that they hadn’t got it.” 3 .

“ Was Lowther with you then?*

Tom Merry hesitated, and his face shadowed.

“No, sir!” he said at_last. “He left us just as we
came out of the House. He told Mariners that he was going
back to change Mr. Linton's candlé for a cracker. = We
believed it, dnd we believe it now.”

H“ I; that all you can tell mé, Merry?” demanded the
cad.

*“ Yes, sir—excepting that I'm quite certain Lowther didn’t
do it!” said Tom doggedly. “Lowther wouldn’t tell a lie
about it, and he \\'Olﬁdll’t play a trick like that—especially
on Mr. Linton. Mr. Linton is popular with the Form, sir.
Lowther didn’t do it. Somebody ‘else found the effigy,
and did it, locking Lowther in the room to throw the blame

on him,”

“Nonsense !” snapped the Head angrily. “That is
cnough, Merry! I can undeérstand your loyalty to your
friend, bt the facts are donchisive. 1t is not the first time
Lowther has played dangeréus practical jokes upon a
master.” His reputation cannot be forgotten.” He was dis-
covered in the room, and hé attempted to escape on the
entrance of Mr. Railton and Mr. Linton. The faet that he
was locked in the room is certainly a perplexing point.
Yet both Mr. Railton and myself are convinced that either
someone locked him in by accident, or as a foolish trick.”

“But, sire—"

““Silence, Mer
remarks, Glyn?”
(J"‘No, sir—excepting that” he has spoken the truth,” said

lyn.

“Very well!” said the Head coldly.
will be severe! You may go!”

Tom Merry and Glyn left the room silent? both of them

Have you anything to add to Merry's

“Your punishment
b

giving Lowther glances of compassion as they stumbled out.
eart—he could
not fail to see that both the Head and Mr. Railton had
already made up their minds as to Lowther's guilt.

As they went out and the door closed after them, the
Head turned to Mr. Railton, his features grim.

“Thers is no necessity' to go farther into this matter, I
think, Mr. Railton,” he said.

“None, sir, in my opinion !”’ was the quiet answer. ‘I
am afraid the matter is beyond doubt !”

Dr. Holmes turned to Lowther, whose features were like
stone now.

“Lowther,” he said gravely, “do you still persist in
denying your guilt in this matter?” .

Lowther licked his lips. :

“Yes, sir—I can do nothing else !” he said thickly. “T
swear I didn’t do it. Somebody else did it, and locked me
in the room to throw the blame on me !”

“You have nothing more than that to say 7

“No, sir!” said Lowther.

“I am afraid it is impossible for me to accept your word
in view of the evidence!” was the deep, stern answer.
“You admit having had a hand in the making of the
effigy—a serious offence in itself. You have also stated that
you went to Mr. Linton’s room in order to 1place a cracker
m place of his candle. That, if true, would be a graver
offence still. But I cannot accept even that statement. You
have the reputation of being utterly reckless and thoughtless,
and on more than one occasion I have found it necessary to
punish you severely for playing dangerous tricks.”

“I'm innocent, sir!” panted Lowther.

“I regret that I cannot belicve you. It is quite clear to
me that when I met you with the effigy in your possession
you were even then about to carry out your - wicked
intention,” said ‘the Head, with deep indignation. “You
have insulted your Form-master in a manner that cannot
be forgiven, and by your reckless, wicked folly you have
narrowly escaped causing a serious fire, which might easily
have been attended with loss of life. It was—

“But I swear—"" began Lowther hopelessly.

“Kindly be silent!” said Dr. Holmes, raising his hand.
“It was a wicked and cruel insult to Mr. Linton, and that
alone richly merits expulsion, There can be no question as
to your punishment. This afternoon you will leave St. Jim’s,
Lowther. T will write a letter to your parents explaining
the position, and this you will take with you. Mr. Railton,
kindly lock this boy in the punishment-room.”

“Very good, sir!” - -

Lowther panted.

It was useless to appeal, Both the
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A Prince of Story- Tellers—Martin Cliﬁord! a 5

Housemaster and the Head had quite made up-their minds
in the matter. With faltering steps, his brain reelirg, the
condemned junior left the study, and Mr. Railton foliowed
him out into the corridor.

A group of fellows stood in the passage, amongst them
Tom Merry and Glyn. They knew they ought to have gone
straight back to the Housemaster’s study, but they could not
help themselves. They had to wait to learn the result.

The look on Lowther’s face told them all.

Tom Merry caught his chum by the arm, heedless of the
Housemaster’s presence,

“Monty, old man, is it—"

“Yes. I'm expelled !” breathed Lowther, and he walked
on, his heart like lead.

B s

CHAPTER 3.
Rotten !

¢« \ XPELLED!” i
E Tom Merry gasped out the word unbelievingly.
Though the Head had as good as promised it,

and though Lowther’s chums had feared it, the
sentence came as a great shock to them. .
“ Monty——" Tom Merry called after his chum.
Mr. Railton
turned. . Heedless of the Housemaster’s presence
“Merry and Glyn, Tom Merry caught his chum by the arm
you will go to my as he was leaving the Head’s study.

K t once and ‘“Manty, old man,’” he said anxiously
il g “what's,happenad,? 7 P'm expell ed! »

await me there!” he
snapped, and he
walked on with his
prisoner.

“Sacked !” gasped
Levison. “Lowther
sacked !”

“Well, he asked
for it, if anybody
did!” said Gore,
shaking his head.
“Still, T'm dashed
sorry !

It was the general
view. Scarcely any-

breathed Lowther. (See Chapter 2.)

ther innocent of the
charge; his reputa-
tion was against
him. Certainly
many were sur-
prised at Lowther's
insult to Mr. Linton,
and many were dis-
posed to feel unsym-
pathetic in conse-
guence. Yet such
practical jokes were
quite in Lowther’s
iine—reckless and
daring though they
may be. They
did not doubt
his guilt in the
matter.

“He asked for it,
right enough!”
said Lumley-Lumley.
““And if you ask me, he deserved ié—not for shoving the
dummy in Linton’s bed, but for calling Linton a tyrant!
Linton isn’t a tyrant!”

“Well, that’s so!” admitted Gore “But——
hat! Fancy, the sack!”

EXPELLED!

Oh, my

The news was soreading like wildfire as Tom Merry and

Bernard Glyn made their way to the Housemaster’s study.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Glyn. “Now we'rée “for it,
Tommy ! Oh, that ass, Lowther {”

-“Oh, dry up!” said the junior captain bitterly. “As if a
licking matters, when old Monty’s bunked !”

“Well, I'm sorry cnough for Lowther!” said Glyn. “Bm
he asked for it. I was going to punch his head if he did
get off. After the way I slaved on that dashed guy, and
this is all we get for it—a licking! And it may be worse!
Lowther was a born idiot—"

“I tell you Lowther didn’t do it!" snapped Tom Merry
angrily. “Lowther might have shoved the guy in the bed,
but he wouldn’t insult Linton like that! He didu't do it!”

“Oh, draw it mild! Who did if he didn’t?”

Tom Merry did not answer, He knew it was useless to
argue with Glyn in the matter, in any case. They entered
Mr. Railton’s study, and joined their chums waiting there.

“Well ?” demanded Manners eagerly. “How——"

He broke off.” Tom Merry’s face told him the answer.

“Bai Jove.! It's not——"

Tom Merry cut Arthur Augustus short, with a gesture.

“It’s all over!” he groaned. “Monty's sacked!”

“Oh, bai Jove!”

There was a gasp of consternation.

“Sacked !” breathed Manners. “Poor old Monty !”

Manners’. face paled. To think that Monty Lowther, the
cheery, fun-loving joker of the Shell was to go, expelled in
disgrace, and that they might possibly never sce him again,
filled Manners with utter, helpless dismay.

“I—I can’t believe it !” he gasped. “Didn’t Monty defend
himself? Didn't he deny it? We know he couldn’t have
done it.”

“The Head refused to believe him; you can scarcely blame
him, either, I suppose!” muttered Tom Merry miserably.
“ After all, it is a jolly serious matter! The insult was baa
cnough, and a serious fire might easily have resulted. It
couldn’t have been less than expulsion. Only——"

“It wasn’t Lowther !” said Manners fiercely.

“That’s it !” said Tom. “The Head—"

The entrance of Mr. Railton interrupted the speaker.

The Housemaster Jooked round at the startled faces of the
juniors, and then he picked up the cane from his desk.

“One moment, sir!” said Tom Merry desperately. . “Can-

not something be done about Lowther? = We're absolutely
certain he didn’t do it. Could the Head be persuaded to
give him time to clear himself, sir ?”

Mr. Railton frowned, but his face changed as he noted
the misery in Tom Merry's anxious face.

“I am sorry. The matter is closed. Merry,” he said
quictly. “I can understand your loyal belief in your friend.
But there can be no doubt as to his guilt. Dr. Holmes has
gone thoroughly into the matter, and both he and myself are
quite satisfied. Lowther leaves the school this afternoon.
No one regrets this wretched affair more than I do.”

“But, sir 3 ;

“That is enough: It is impossible to reopen the mafter.
Glyn, T will deal with you first. In manufacturing that in-
sulting effigy, you must have known that you were setting
all authority at defiance, and that your punishment, if dis-
covered, would be severe. Hold out your hand!”

Glyn held out his hand. IIe had been in the wrong, and
he was ready to take his punishment, :

It was a caning. Three on each hand the Housemaster
gave the hapless inventor, and he laid them on hard. When

- he had finished Glyn’s face was white, and he was squirming,
convulsively.

THE GEM_ LiBrarv.—No. 1,020.
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Tom Merry’s turn came next, and he had the same, as did
the rest of the conspirators, who followed him in turn.

By the time Mr. Railton had finished the juniors had good .

cause to regret having made a guy of Gerald Knox of the

Sixth, if they hadn’t before. Mr. Railton laid down the cane

at last breathing hard. ]
“Let that be a lasting lesson to you 1 he said, “In addi-

tion to the caning you will each do me an xmposmon of five-

hundred lines. I will ask your respective Form masters to
setly ou the subject and see that the work is done. You may
go!

The conspirators almost tottered from the study, groanmg
and squeezing their burning palmg under their armpits. Mr,
Railton had carried out his duty only too well.

A crowd of fellows had been waiting in the passage,
curious to know to what extent their pumshment \\ou]d be.
They knew now.

“Had it bad?” said Clive sympathetically.

“Yow! Three on each ha.nd > panted Blake.
G]vn and his blessed guy!”

“ He, he, he!” cackled Baggy Trimble, rolling up.
fellows were asses, you know !”

“Asses isn’t the word for it!” grinned Aubrey Racke,
winking at Crooke. ‘“Who are the gunys now, chaps?
Fancy spending weeks making a dashed guy, and getting
th\s ¥01 it! I call it funny!”

Do you?” snapped Blake, his face red
“Then perhaps you'll see bomethmg {unny in this!

And he tapped Aubrey Racke full on”his long nose.

Racke yelped, his head siriking the , passage wall as he
jumped back, causing him to yelp again. -

“You rotter”’ shouted the cad of the Shell fuuously

“We're not in the mood for your funny rcmmks' said
Blake, as Racke hugged his nose and glared. “And the
less you say, the better for you, my pippin!”

“(ive him another tap for luck, Blake!” said Levison in
disgust. “He was crowing about Lowther getting the sack
a moment ago!”

“TI wasn’t!” said Racke savagely.
him rlght and it does!
the fool!”

“That’s enough,” said Manners fiercely. Say anothcr
word about Lowther, and I'll smash you, you cad!”

“I'm saying——"

“You've said enough 1 said \Iannexs. momg 'Racl\es
flushed face fixedly. “But I'm not so sure that it shouldn't
be you for the sack and not Lowther.”

“Look here!” blustered Racke. *What the deuce d’you
mean by H]at Manners 77

“I mean,” said Manners dehberately “that it’s more
like a trick of yours than of Lowther’s, Racke! Lowther
didn’t do it. I faney you know a bit more about 1t than
LO“thm does, anyway.

“Steady on, old chap!” said Tom.
cad 2l ®

“He’d better!” said Racke thlcl\ls, hls face white. “If
he says that again I'll have him up before Railton and
make ‘him prove his words!” .

“Don’t talk rot!” said Tom \Ieu-y uneas:ly.
Harry!”

He dragged his chum away.

“Dash it all, you can’t go aecuemg a fellow like that—
just because he “was crowing !I” said Tom Merry. “Racke
would be cad enough to do it, I know; but—"

‘“Who's more likely to do it than Racke?” said Manners

“Oh, hang
“¥ou

with wrath.

132

“T only said it zerved
He’s been funny once too often,

“Come on—leavc the

“Come on,

through his teeth. “Linton thrashed him, and it was
through Lowther that he got a second thrashing from
Railton. He was vowing to get even with Monty. And

another thing—that would be more easier than for Racke
to slip out of his study and get the guy from under the
couch in our studV ?
““Wess but:
“Fasy enough!” snapped Manners, his eyes gleaming.
“He may have seen what happened in the passage, and he
may have watched Lowther shove the guy under the couch.
I never thought of it until T spotted that cad winking at

Crooke just now. It made me see what may have hap-
pened.” o
“Bai Jove!”
“Well, ther(,s something in that !” said Blake, drawmg

a deep breath. “We know Racke is rotter enough for any-
thing. By James! I shouldn’t be a bit surprised if you
haven’t hit it, Manners!”

“It’s—it’s likely!” said Tom Merry he=1ta.hngly LA
don’t like admitting so without any proof. But

The ringing of the bell for morning lessons interrupted
the junior captain, and the juniors left it at that. But
there was little work done that morning, by Tom Merry
and Manners, at least. It was not easy to concentrate on
lessons with the sight of Lowther’s empty place before them,

and the knowledge that he would never oceupy it again

filling their minds.
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CHAPTER 4.
- Lowther Goes |

OWTHER, old man!” .

. Tom Meuy spoke in a whisper,
It was a grave breach of rules to visit anyone in
the punishment-room at St. Jim’s; but Tom Merry
and Manners were not in the mood to heed or care about
rules just then. Their chum was going—leaving the old
school for ever—and they were determined to have a word

with him before he went.

Tom Merry had asked Mr. Railton
Manners and himself to see their chum;
had refused.

So the junior captain and Manners had gone along to
Nobody’s Study, determined to have a few weords with their
chum, rules‘or no rules. It was already aiter
they knew he was to leave the schoo! that
though at what time they did not &now.

Tom Merry rapped on the door and whispered cautiously,

There was a sound of footsteps behind the locked door.

“That you, Tommy ?”

permission  for
but Mr. Railton

“Yes—Manners and I. Monty, old man,” said Tom. “we
—we're sorry about this! Can we do ar =

‘“Nothing !” Lowther’s voice was husky. like to
know you fellows believe me, though.” 3 I didn't
do it! Some cad tricked me into th =

“We're certain -of that, Monty!” rs eagerly.

said
“Of course, we believe you. old man. It was Rackc—-l'm
certain it was Racke and his pals”’

“1  know—I'mr certain, too

k Lowther

fiercely. “If only I had the ch 1« ir—if only 1
had a few more days here! But it's I'm going
by the two-fifteen this afterncon. v something

to. know _you fellows can take

“Of course we do, Mont

voice curiously hoarse. “It
we can do an‘(‘nng—x' we find out
on us to act<upon ity

*“The He »ad’s not given me & fair chanee!™ =aid Lowther
bitterly. *‘That locked door ought to have proved that I
didn’t do it—that somebody was pIa\mg a trick on me. I
—TI’ve a jolly good mind to refme to go!’

“Monty—"

5SE don’t care! T've done nothmg to deserve expulsion!

qhan t go home, anyway !”

“Monty—" Tom Merry gasped. “What do you mean?

“I mean that you haven’t seen the ]ast of me, Tom!”
said Lowther, his voice fiercer than ever. *“And St. Jim’s
hasn't, either!” :

Tom Merry gave Manners an uneasy look. But before
he could answer a quick step sounded behind them.- .

It was Mr. Railton—Tom sighted him at the end of the
passage leading to the punishment-room. -

‘Here's Rathx Monty. Good-bye, old man, and good
luck if .we don’t get the chance to see you agam

**Good-bye, Tom !”

Manners just had time for a few cheering wmds with his
chum, and then Mr. Railton came up, with a frowning
brow. g

“Merry—NManners,
vou. after my
said sharply.

“We—we couldn’t let Lowther go
byo. sir |’ stammered Tom.

‘None the less, you have broken the rules of the school !
snapped the Homexna~ter “You are well aware of that!
You will both

The Housemaster paused. He could not fail to note the
deep distress in the faces of the two juniors. His frown of
anger disappeared.

STn tho circumstances I will not punish you,” he said
briefly. “I can understand your concern for your friend,
and am only jsorty that I cannot permit you to see him.
You may go!’

The two juniors went, their faces downcast and miserable,
The Housemaster walked away—he had merely heard
voices emanating from the direction of the punishment-
room and had come to investigate. Behind the door
Lowther stood listening to his departing footsteps.

He rcalised now that his chums had been refused per-
mission to see him, and he set his teeth. It was hard to
have to go without seeing them. But

Lowther began to pace the room restlessly, his brow
wrinkled in thought. In telling his chums that they would
see him again he had meant what he said.

What he intended to do he did not know—he could not
think clearly as yet. Even now he could scarcely believe
that it was true—that he was leaving St. Jim’s that .after-
noon—expelled ! It scemed like some horrible dream.

Yet it was only too true. . And, of one thing, Lowther
whatever happened he would not go
St. Jim’s had not finished with him. He would
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he How dare
to visit Lowther!” he

what are you doing here?
refusal to allow you

without saying good-

home!

-
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go now—he would have to go! But he would return—
though how it was to be done the junior had not the
faintest idea yet. He was burning with a sense of
injustice! He was innocent!

As he thought his problem out, Lowther paced the room
unceasingly. He heard the bell for afternoon classes ring,
and he smiled bitterly at the thought that it meant nothing
to him. Then a little while afterwards the key turned in
the lock and the door opened.

It was Kildare of the Sixth.

He nodded not unkindly to the hapless junior.

“Come on, kid! I've got to help you to pack, and to
see vou in the train,” he said briefly. “Buck up!”

“Right, Kildare!”

Lowther forced a faint smile and followed Kildare from
the room. Tt did not take long to pack his things with
Kildare's help. Within fifteen :
minutes they were on their

He flushed as he recognised Lowther.

“Oh! It's you, Master Lowther!” he exclaimed respect-
fully.” “T didn’t know as ’ow you ware goin’ to get in
‘ere! 5

“You young ass!” grinned Lowther. - “You've as much
right in here as me, fathead! Half-day off, old chap?”’

* No, Master Lowther! I'm goin’ ’ome!”

“Home?” ejaculated Lowther. “Not been bunked like
me, I hope?”

“Nunno!. The Head’s lettin’ me go ’ome for a bit,”
explained Toby awkwardly. ‘““You see, me mother’s got
to go away to look arter a sister what’s ill, and I'm wanted
at home to help look arter things there.”

“You're leaving for good then, Toby?”

“T hopes not, Master Lowther! The Head—he's a good
sort, he is—said as he’d have me back when I could come!
That’s what he said when I
told ’im ‘ow things was, any-

way to the station.

Despite his strange resolve,
Lowther could not help look-
ing back at the old school with
blurred eyes. He had vowed
to return—he had no inten-
tion of taking the London
train if he could help it. Yet
—how was it to be worked?
Would he be obliged to go
home, after all?

Now he was face to face
with the problem, it scemed an
idiotic resolve. But his mind
was chaotic now; later he
would have time to think
things out clearly and make
plans.

He scarcely spoke to Kildare
on the way to the station.
Several times the senior
looked at him curiously—
almost suspiciously. To Kil-
dare, the junior did not seem
io be worrying much about
his expulsion.

“Here you are, kid,” he
said, on reaching the station,
“cut along and get your
ticket—train's in!”

Kildare handed the junior
the money for his ticket, and
Lowther’s eyes glecamed.
Strietly, Kildare should have
got the ticket, but the senior
did not dream of what was in

This

HERE’S A NOVEL PUZZLE,
BOYS!

week © we are testing the ingenuity of our
readers by giving them another difficult anagram to solve.
Each of the following sentences, when the letters are
correctly transposed, will be found to form the name of a
-well-known character at St. Jim's.
The following classic example will show you exactly

way. You sce, he's goin’ to
try to get ancther chap
temporary-like 1 my place

till T come back agen.”

F‘Oh !))

Lowther gave a gasp—a
strange look coming over his
face. Toby eyed him rather
curiously.

“But—but I'm
vou're leaving
Master Lowther!” he stam-
mered awkwardly. “You bin
good to me more'n once, and
—and I'm sorry about what’s
happened.”

“Oh! Thanks, Toby!” mur-
mured Lowther, his thoughts
evidently on something else.
“You're a good kid !”

“It ain’t for such as me to
say nought,” went on Toby,
shaking his head. “But I
knows you wouldn’t do a
thing like that—not_insultin’
a kind old gent Tike Mr.
Linton, leastways. It was
like what Master Racke was
likely to, if you arsk me—an’
Mary, the ’ousemaid, thinks
same as me about it,” he
added confidentially. “He's
no good, he ain’t! Never has
been and never will be. In
fact, the old school would be
better without him.”

sorry  as
St.. - Jim’s,

the cxpelled junior’s mind. what an anagram is : Lowther looked at the
He hurried away to sce Florence Nightingale—"* Flit on, cheering angel.” pageboy suriously. In his
Lowther’s luggage into the Now set your wits to work, and see how many names § way, Toby was trying to
train—Cripps, the carter, hav- § you can discover. The correct solutions will be published § show his sympathy — and

ing brought it from St. Jim's

E in next week’s issue.
a fcw minutes before.

Moan—]im’s teeth !
Cerman 1s green.
Hot by Ma s.

Sly help crime.

penny would be -useful to him
now ! He felt thankful indeed
for the fiver an indulgent and
wealthy aunt had sent him
only the day before—not even
changed yet. With that and

LBNG BN~

I'd trey—b o hes, grub.

Lowther felt grateful for it.
But it was strange that Toby,
and Mary, the . housemaid,
should suspect - Racke—the
very fellow he himself had
suspected. It was natural
enough that the servants
should talk amongst them-
selves, and he scarcely won-
dered at their feelings to-
wards Aubrey Racke, the
supercilious, purse-proud son

she change—which was nearly
a pound—he would manage nicely for some days.

H(; found Kildare waiting by the door of a compart-
ment. =

“Your luggage is in,” said Kildare, holding out his hand.
“Change at Wayland, remember! =~ Well, good-bye, kid!
I'm sorry you're going—dashed sorry! You were a young
ass, but—well, no good rubbing it in now !” :
‘Lm_vthor nodded, and shook hands with the captain of
St. Jim’s. He had Kildare’s sympathy at all events.

“All  secrene, Kildare!” he said quite calmly. “And
thanks! We may see each other agamn yet! Good-bye!”

He opened the carriage door, and entered the compart-
ment, for the guard’s whistle had sounded. The train
began to move, and Monty Lowther threw his case on to
the rack and dropped into a corner seat.

Then he became aware that another boy of about his
own age was in the compartment—a stocky youth with a
snubby nose, and a flat, but homely face.

It was Toby Marsh, the School House page-boy at St.
Jim’s. But he was in his “Sunday-best ” clothes now and
not his familiar uniform.

of a millionaire. 5
vou're of the same opinion as I
am, Toby,” he said quietly. “I didn’t do it, anyway !”

“T knows you didn’t, Master Lowther. That feller
Racke would do anybody a bad turn, and he’s always up
to summut. Only this morning Mary found him sneaking
about Mr. Linton’s room when she went ter clean the mess
up there. Tt were a mess, too——"

“Hold on! What's that, Toby?” interrupted Lowther,
with a start. = “You say the housemaid found Racke in
Linton’s room?”

“Yes, Master Lowther!” said Toby—rather hesitatingly
now. . course, it :night ’ave meant nothin’.
He was crawling about on ’is hands and knees, searching
like! He got all confused when Mary went in—said he’d
lost summut, and thought it might ’a got kicked inside the

“Well, as it happens,

room.”

“What did he say he’d lost?” said Lowther eagerly.

‘““A matchbox, Master Lowther. But, as Mary says,
who'd go crawling about a room for a matchbox he’d lost—-
especially a master’s room? As Mary ‘says it’s all bunkum—
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he was up to some game. And I thinks so, too, Master
Lowther !”

‘“When was this—what time, Toby ?”’ demanded Lowther.

“Very early—afore breakfast, Master Lowther!” said
Toby, a trifle alarmed now at what he had said, as he saw
the effect in Lowther's face and voice. ‘Mr. Linton ’ad
to sleep in another room larst night, you knows—his room
“being in such a mess with burnt fireworks an’ what was
left o’ that there guy an'——"’

“I know all about that, Toby,” said Lowther ecagerly.
“What else? What did Racke say about it?”

“ Nothin’—except as he'd lost ’is matchbox.
she ga\‘e’ ’im a look, an’ he sneaked off then.”

S

Mary says

Lowther leaned back in his seat, breathing hard. Tt was
evident that Toby and Mary attached little importance to
the incident, excepting that they believed Racke was “up
to some game” in Mr. Linton's wrecked room. To find
him there at such an early hour was certainly likely to
arouse suspicions below stairs. And his ¢« xcuse that he was
scarching for a ““matchbox 7 would certainly seem feeble
to them, for they obviously imagined Le meant an ordinary
wooden matchbox.,

But Lowther knew differently. TLowther had seen Racke's
matchbox often enough—a valuable silver matchbox with
Racke’s initials on the lid.

Why was he looking for the lost matchbox in Mr. Linton’s
bed-room? E

The answer seemed clear to Monty Lowther. Racke had
dropped it there the night before; and if he had, then there
was not much need to look farther for the person who had
placed the guy in Mr. Linton’s bed. The guilty person,
whoever it was, had removed the electric light globe and
candlestick; for both were missing, and the room was in
darkness when Lowther had crept in the night before. It
was owing to that, and the fact that Lowther himself had
come without matches, that he had not discovered the guy
himself until Mr. Railton and Mr. Linton had unlocked the
door and found him there. It was very certain that Racke
—or whoever had done it—would not do it with the electric
ll’ilgh]t on. They would use matches—their own matches, most
ikely.

Lowther sat back, his heart beating fast now. He had
learned—to his own satisfaction, at all events—who had
done it, and it was the fellow he had suspected.

Nor was that all. He had also solved the problem of his
immediate future—or he believed he had!

Lowther did not ask Toby any more questions, nor did
Toby volunteer any further information; he was rather
startled at the way Lowther had taken what he had said.
Bat the expelled junior’s face was not so gloomy and bitter
now—indeed, it was almost cheery. As the train rumbled
into Wayland Junction he shook hands with the astonished
Toby Marsh and parted from him with a grin on his face.

He was out of the train in a flash and he hurried along
to the luggage van. The guard was just putting his trunk
out of the van, and Lowther calmly tore off the labels.
Then he handed the trunk over to a porter, and had it
taken to - the left-luggage office. This done, the expelled
Junior walked cheerily out of the station and made his way
to the Wayland Temperance HHotel. There Lowther booked
a bed-room.

A little later and he was sitting down to write a letter—
a letter addressed to Mrs. Mimms, the ITouse dame of the
School House at St. Jim’s. *But, strangely enough, the hand-
writing was not his own, nor was the name he signed that
of Montague Lowther. If all went well Lowther was going
to keep his vow to return to St. Jim’s!

CHAPTER 5.
Timothy Tipple !
« ALLO! Who the dickens is this merchant?”
It was a day or two after Monty Lowther's
expulsion.  The chums of the Wourth, with. Tom
Merry and Manners, were sauntering homewards
towards St. Jim’s along Rylcombe Lane, having been for a
short stroll before tea.

The sensation caused by the “sacking ” of Monty Lowther
had died down somewhat at St. Jim’s. In the Upper School
the seniors had probably forgotten that such a fellow as
Lowther had existed; in the Middle and Lower Schools his
name was scarcely mentioned. Though Lowther had been
an important member of the Middle School, he was gone
now, and the fellows had much more important things to
think about.

But with Lowther’s chums the case was different. Tom
Merry and Manners missed their chum keenly, and Study
Ngn 10 d;d not scem the same place without him. They
missed his cheery grin, his unfailing good-humour—they
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even missed his puns and his practical joking, which were
usually the cause of strife and discord in Study No. 10.

In a lesser degree Blake & Co. missed Fim, too—and Tom
Merry and Manners did not allow them to forget him.
They were discussing their absent chum as they sauntered
back from their strolf in the early November dusk.

Up to the last Tom had felt—had hoped—that the Head
would relent—that something would happen to save his
chum. But nothing had happened; Lowther had gone.

Even after he had gone Tom Merry and Manners could
not help feeling that there was hope. ILowther had certainly
spoken muysteriously in saying they would see him again,
and they had supposed that he had some scheme in mind.

But even that faint hope had gone now. Lowther, as Tom
himself reluctantly admitted. had been speaking wildly in
the heat of the moment. He had gone. and they had heard
nothing from him since—he had not even written to them.

It was Jack Blake who interrupted the conversation.
Happening to glance behind him, he had seen a queer figure
ambling along the lane.

“Who the dickens is he?” he “My hat! He
can’t be going to St. Jim's!”

: 1 Looks like it!” smiled Tom
kid 1

The others thought so, too, as they glanced behind them.
Strangers were few and far between in the district, and it
certainly seemed as if the fellow who had attracted Blake's
interest was bound for St. Jim’s.

He was of about their own size and age, with extremely
ruddy features, a tow-coloured mop of untidy hair straggling
over his forehead, a red nose, and he wore large horn-
rimmed spectacles. He was dressed in a loud. striped suit,
a stand-up collar, with a gorgeous blue-and-vellow tie, and a
bowler hat several sizes too big for-him. The luggage he
was carrying consisted of a small shabby tin trunk.

Altogether, the stranger locked a most quaint and extra-
ordinary figure.

The juniors smiled as he ambled up L:
could not help it. They slowed down for hin
But the stranger did not pass them. S )

He ranged up alongside, treating them to an affable grin.

“’Arternoon !” bhe said in a squeaky voice. “This the
right road to Sin Sam’s, I s'pose?” = :

*Good-afternoon I’ answered Tom Merry, smiling. **You
mean St. Jim’s, don’t you?” 3

repeated.

Merry. “Quaint-looking

e

wd them—they
1 to pass them.

“That's it—I knowed it was summat like that!” ex-
claimed the strange youth agreeably. “You blokes belong
to there?” 3 :

“Yes. Keep straight on,” said Tom. “You'll see the

gates when you get round the next bend.”

“Right-ho!” said the youth, without attempting to move
on. “TI'll come along with you blokes. Might as well be
pally from the start—what?”

“Oht .

“Bai Jove!” P 4 k.

“Mebbe you blokes won't mind giving feller a fc
tips,” said the youth, winking at | _conf d»;—x.fxa\.)_'.
“What sort of place is it? Is the grub good? 1T took this
‘ere job in a hurry o]

“Oh!” grinned Tom Merry,
the new pageboy? I heard one was ¢

“That’s it, mate. I'm 'im—Timet
I ain’t never had a job like this afore. F
pageboy in a hasylum !”

“In a what?” almost shouted Blake.

“ Hasylum,” said Timothy Tipple calmly.
all sure as I oughter ‘ave took on the job.

“Bai Jove! Weally, my good fellow i

“You—you cheeky owl!™ said Blake wrathiully.
~—why——" . :

“Steady on, Blake!” said Tom Merry hastils
sharp look at the innocent face of Ti
kid's made a mistake.
Tipple.”

“Oh crikey! Faney me thinkin' it were an
But if it ain’t, what are you blokes doin’ the
Timothy, in guileless innocence.

And he blinked through his goggles at the six juniors in
puzzled wonder,

The six juniors glared at him, half angry and half
amazed. 'Tom Merry eyed him more keenly still. It seemed
like “impudent cheek,” and yet it seemed impossible that
a new pageboy would dare to attempt to pull their legs.
And the fellow certainly looked a duffer, too innocent and
harmless to pull anyone’s leg. It seemed more likely that
someone had been pulling Timethy Tipple’s leg.

“Somebody’s been pulling your leg, Tipple,” said Tom,
a trifle curtly, ““St. Jim’s is a school. We belong there,
and you’ll be on the school staff, and I'm afraid the
authorities won’t allow us to be pally. I'm not sure
whethér you're only a duffer or whether you're trying to
be funny at our expense. But as you've asked for tips T’ll

few

2 “You're
to-day.
le’s We name.

ey me bein’

P
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give you one. It won’t pay you to try to pull our legs. If
vou do you'll get it in the neck, short and sharp !”

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus,
looking severely through his monocle at Timothy Tipple.
"lI i:lo 119t desiah to be unkind, but, weally, I cannot
think——""

“I knew it!” interrupted Timothy Tipple triumphantly.
“It can’t think.”

“Bai Jove! What—"

“I was fairly stumped when I ’card it speak !”’ explained
Timothy, addressing the others and pointing to the clegant
Arthur Augustus. “But I knowed it couldn’t think. Why?
"Cause it aip’t got nothin’ to think with.” .

“ Weally, you—you—"

“I've seen things like it in houtfitters’ shop winders in
Wayland,” said Timothy Tipple, eveing the astounded
Arthur Augustus admiringly. ““Only them tailor’s dummies

didn’t ’ave winder-panes in their optics. And they couldn’t
speak or walk, neither. But you could ’ave knocked me
down with a fevver when I secd this one walk and ’eard
it talk!”

And Timothy Tipple walked round in front of Arthur
Augustus and looked him admiringly up and down.

Arthur Augustus went red with outraged wrath. His
chums chuckled explosively.

“You—you cheeky wottah!” roared D’Arcy, shaking his
fist in the new pageboy’s ruddy face. “I am convinced you
are twyin’ to pull my leg, you feahful boundah! 1If you
were not joinin’ the domestic staff at St. Jim’s I would
administah a feahful thwashin’, you impudent wascal !”

“QOh crimes! ’Ark to ’im!” said Timothy. appecaling to
the rest of the grinning juniors. “I s’pose ’is chin works
by clockwork. Ain’t it lifelike?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“IYotl“insolont wottah !”’ shouted Arthur Augustus. “ Why,
I—I will—>
Arthur Augustus restrained himself with a mighty effort.

To commit assault and battery on a humble member of the
domestic staff at St. Jim’s would be “infra dig, to say the
least. Moreover, it wasn’t done, and whatever the
provocation the school authoritiecs would scarcely approve
of it. Yet, really—

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“You—you cheeky wottah!” he gasped. *Only your
position at St. Jim’s pwevents me fwom thwashin’ you, bai
Jove! If you go on at St. Jim's at this wate, you will get
into sewious twouble! My advice to you is, dwop it!”

Crash !

“Yawooooooogh !”

Timothy Tipple had obeyed, not as Arthur Augustus in-
tended him to, however. He evidently mistook Gussy’'s
meaning, for it was the tin box he dropped, one end drop-
ping full on Gussy's elegant foofwear.

Arthur Augustus yelled fiendishly. He pranced about
in the road, hopping on alternate legs as he hugged cach
foot.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Though far from approving of Timothy's conduct,

“ 've seen things like it in houtfitters’ shop winders in Way-
land,’’ said Timothy Tipple, syeing Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
up and down admiringly. ‘f But you could have knocked me
down with a fevver when 1 'eard this one talk !’ * You—you
cheekay wottah ! '’ roared Arthur Augustus. (See Chapter 5.)

PULLING
D’ARCY’S LEG!

whether innocent or not, Gussy's chums could not help
roaring.

“Oh crikey !” ejaculated Timothy, staring in evident
dismay at the prancing Arthur Augustus.  “What's the
matter with it? ‘As the works gone wrong?”

“You feahful wuffian!” shricked Arthur Augustus.
“Oh deah! Oh, bai Jove! I will thwash you whatevah
happens now, you wuflian!”

. And he made a sudden, ferocious rush at the new page-
oy.

Timothy grabbed his tin box and dodged away in great
alarm.

As Gussy wheeled and followed him, he dropped the box
just as swiftly, however, and, unfortunately, he dropped it
full in Gussy’s path.

Before Arthur Augustus could stop he tripped up and
fell headlong over the box. Luckily, he fell on the soft,
sloping grass at the lane side, though Gussy did not think
it lucky when he slid down into the ditch beyond.
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*Oh ecrikey!” gasped Timothy Tipple, staring at the
grovelling junior. ‘“What's it gone and done that for?
’Ere, I'm off ! Blowed if I don’t believe it’s really alive!
And blowed if I don’t believe it’s one of them lunatics,
arter all. I'm. off !”

And, grabbing his box again, the new page-boy bolted for
his life, his tin box banging and clattering as he fled down
the lane,

“Ha, ha, ha!” ’

Tom Merry & Co. roared as Arthur Augustus serambled
from the ditch and went in pursuit, his aristocratic features
smeared with mud, and his noble eyes gleaming with great
wrath. . g .

But he did not catch the cheerful page-boy. Apparently
the tin box was not heavy at all, for Timothy went like
the wind. And after a brief chasec Arthur Augustus gave it
up_and. returned, breathing hard and crimson with wrath.
He might have caught the fugitive had he kept on, but
even in his towering rage Arthur Augustus did not want to
be scen chasing him in at the gates of St. Jim’s. It would
not have done at all! - . ; =
< “Oh, the feahful young wascal!” he gasped, as he joined
his laughing chums. ‘It is nothin’ at all to laugh at, you
cacklin’ wottahs !” .

- “Ha, ha, ha! Isn’t it?” :

“I am- surpwised at. you!” panted Arthur Augustus,
glaring indignantly. ‘‘Your laughtah will encouwage that
diswespectful young person! -Howevah, I shall scek him
out the moment I awwive at St. Jim’s, and I will teach
hin: a lastin’ lesson, bai Jove! I am quite suah that he
was pullin’ my leg, and that he did it all purposely.”

. ““Go hon!” :

*Oh, wats!” snorted Arthur Augustus. “That young
wuffian must be taught to be pwopahly wespectful. Oh
deah! Look at the feahful state I am in! My clobbah is
simplay smothahed in mud. Oh, the—the wuffian!” z
- And Arthur Augustus groaned dismally as he sceraped
away at the mud and started back to St. Jim’s, his chums
trying hard to look sympathetic.

““Never mind, Gussy,” said Blake cheerfully. “I can see
Timothy Tipple getting the boot before the day’s out, so
that’s one comfort for you.” . e

“Bai Jove! I do not wish to see the young wottah
sacked !” said Arthur Augustus hastily. ‘“But he weally
must learn to tweat fellows with wespect and considewa-
tion. I intend to thwash him soundlay, and then to speak a
few kindlay and seasonable words to the wottah !”

‘“But what if he thrashes you, old top?” grinned Herries.
“Will you still speak the kindly and scasonable words?”

“Don’t be widic, Hewwies!”

“You never know, Gussy 2

“Wats!”

Refusing to discuss the matter further, Arthur Augustus
stalked on ahead, his noble eye gleaming. Whether he spoke
the scasonable and kindly words or not to Timothy Tipple,
it was certain that Arthur Augustus would attempt the
thrashing.

“Poor old Gussy!” grinned Tom Merry. “Still, that kid
was too jolly cheeky—though he scemed a decent sort. But
gg’ll have to change his tune, or he won’t stop long at St.

im’s.”

“Rather not!” said Blake grimly. “He's
trouble if he keeps that game up at St. Jim’s.”

“I'm blessed if I can quite make him out,” said Tem,
wrinkling his brows. “He’s either a bit potty, or else he’s
too much all there! And—and he seems somehow familiar
to me, blessed if I can say why. DBut——"

“I thought that, too!” said Manners, frowning. “I'm
sure I've seen the checky young imp somewhere before.”

“At Wayland, I expect!” grinned Blake. *“He mentioned
Wayland, so I suppose he comes from there. Anyway, if he
keeps this up we look like having some fun—until the silly
chump gets the boot.”

“Yes, rather!”

There was a chuckle—though Tom Merry didn’t join in it.
He was trying hard to remember where he had seen the
queer new page-boy before. He little dreamed of the truth!

booked for

CHAPTER 6.
Trouble !

'3 HEER up, old scout! Gad!
a moulting owl, Aubrey!”

Gerald Crooke grinned as he joined Aubrey

Racke in the gateway where his chum was

lounging. It was a malicious grin—Crooke was a fellow

who found pleasure in seeing others unhappy—even his own
chum and study-mate.

And certainly Racke did not look happy. His face was
long, and his eyes had a haunted look in them. For a day
or two now Racke had been like that, and he had been
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surly and unusually snappy and irritable even with his
own pals. It was plain that Aubrey Racke had something
on his mind—something that gave him a great deal of
anxicty.

He scowled as Crooke came up and spoke to him.

**Shut up!” he snapped.

Crooke grinned again.
in Racke’s mind. ;

“Still worrying yourself about Lowther’s affair!” he said,
dropping his voice to a whisper.. “Gad! 1 should have
expected you-to be as chirpy as a dashed cricket over that
affair! ¥or goodness’ sake chuck it, you silly fool! 'The
fellows will begin to suspect something if you go about
with a face like that!”

. “Will you shut up?” snarled Racke.

“Don’t be an ass!” said-Crooke, unhceding. *“ What's the
dashed good of going about like this,” Aubrey? You gct
what you wanted—you worked the whecze a treat, and you
got your own back on both of them. And nobody has a
suspicion ot the truth! 1f you've suddenly turned soft, why
not go and own up dnd clear your giddy conscience. You'll
be no end happy then—at home!”

Racke grunted. :

“You silly fool !” he breathed. “It’s not that! I—I won't
say I'm- glad that Lowther got the sack; I'm pretty tough,
but I won’t go so far as that! I wanted to pay both Linten
and ‘that cad out; but I only expected it to be a flogging
for Lowther—not the sack!”

“*Well, no good weceping about that now,” said Crooke.
eyeing-his chum curiously. * Lowther’s gone, and you're as
safe as houses—if you’ll only stop acting the goat like this.
It won’t. fetch Lowther back again, and it'll only make
somebody suspicious. - Chuck mooning about like this and
try to be chirpy, you fool.”

“I tell you I’'m not thinking about that cad!” muttered
Rac(l;;:-impatiently. “It—it’s that confounded matchbox!”

“Oh 1

“I asked Mary, the housemaid, about it again to-day,”
said Racke. ‘““She hasn’t found it yet! And the room’s been
pretty thoroughly cleaned ouvt! But it’s there somewheré—
1 know it is! I remember putting the dashed thing down
somewhere in the room—where, I'm hanged if I can
remember. But it’s there!”

“Nothing to worry about, anyway!” sniffed Crooke care-
1es‘sly. “ Probably one of the servants found it and kept
i

“Don’t talk rot!” snapped Racke irritably.
servants here don’t pinch things, you fool! Besides, it's got
my initials on it. If it had been found there would have
been inquiries made. It hasn’t been found; it’s in that
rotten room somewhere !”

“Well, where’s the worry?” sneered Crooke. “ You awful
ass! It can’t incriminate you if it is found there! You can
swear you don’t know how it got there.”

“I know I can; but it would lead to the whole thing
being gone into again. Railton knows me,” said Racke,
bhis eyes gleaming feverishly. ‘“He wouldn’'t believe
me, perhaps! He wouldn’t swallow it. = He would
want to know pretty thoroughly what my matchbox
was doing in Linton’s bed-room. It proves I'd been
there} And—and he’d soon find out I’ve been pumping
Mary and Toby about the rotten thing. That would do
me—absolutely put me in the soup!”

“Phew! You're right there!” whistled Crooke. “You
were a silly fool to go bothering the servants about it at
all!”

He knew perfectly well what was

“The dashed

*“T know. Mary looked at me pretty queerly this morning,
1 thought. But what could a fellow do—it's got to
found! If Linton finds it there—Iluckily he isn’t sleeping

in the room now, and won’t be until the workmen have
repaired the damage done by the dashed fire. But 4

Racke groaned.

Crooke was looking uneasy now. He had not attached
much importance previously to the lost matchbox. But he
saw now that his chum was right. If the box was found—
either by Mr. Linton or the servants—inquiries would
certainly be made. Articles found by servants were returned
to the Housemaster as a matter of course. And if Railton
had it taken to him, he would smell a rat instantly. M.
Linton himself would undoubtedly do likewise.

And then the fact that he had been tackling the servants
about it would be brought to light for a certainty. It would
come out that he himself had been found by the housemaid
searching the room the morning after the fire!

T'hat would absolutely “do it!” Moreover, it would not
take the keen Housemaster long to discover his motive—that
+he had a deep grudge against both his Form master and
Lowther ! $

Crooke understood nowy and he turned a scared look in
Racke’s direction. Crooke felt thankful—deeply thankful—
that he had refused to aid his chum in the dastardly trick.
Yet he looked very uncasy indeed himself now. He knew
Racke of old, and he knew that if Racke went down he
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would try to drag others with him. And the very fa('t that’

Crooke had known the truth all the time and had kept
silent—allowing an innocent fellow to be expelled when he
knew the guilty party—would, he knew only too well, get
him into trouble, not only with the authoutlos, but with
all the fellows at the school.

“Look here, Racke!” he said, biting his lips.
to find it—got to, you understand! You were a rotten fool—
a dashed raving uhot to do it ail! "You A

“Oh, shut up!” snarled Racke. ““If “that’s

saT—0-?

“I shan’t shut up!”
to be found!
sleeping in another room, you fool!”

s it?” sneered Racke bitterly. “You try it! T've hung
about the room for hours and hours trying to get a safe
chance. - But either the wor kmon were there, or the servants,
or else the 1oom was locked up'!

“Locked up?” cried Crooke. “Why?

“(Goodness knows! I suppose bc(an\o the workmen have
their goods in there, and the beaks are afraid of fellows
monkeying with the paint.”

“Why the thump did they want the daxhed decmatms in?
snarled - Croocke.

all you can

snapped Crooke fiercely. “It’s got

“We've got

It ought to be easy enough now Linton's’

“(Great Scott! He's brought his box, too! 1 gaid Gore.
“I say, it must be the new giddy pagebm

“You've hit it!” said Timothy, gunmng affably at Gore
and the rest of the staring juniors. “Pleased to meet you!
1 ’opes we shall be pals—exceptin’ this feller ’ere,” he added,
dxggzmg Racke ln the ribs. “Me's no class—I can see that!”

f*0Oh, niy hat!”

There was an amused laugh, but Racke did not laugh.
His eyes glittered as he understood who the cheeky stranger

“ was, To be ncarly knocked down, and then insulted and

made a fool of by a pageboy filled with with rage.

“So you're the dashed new pageboy, are you?” he snapped
furiously, “Right! I'll remember you, my pippin! And
here’s somothmg to be gomg on with—something for your
dashed cheek, you sweep!

And Racke lashed out with his foot, intending to plant
a hearty boot behind Timothy. But Timothy was apparently
too wide awake. ' He dodged aside, and, as he did so,
grabbed Racke’s foot and jerked it up.

Racke landed on the ground with a thump and a yell.

“Yaroooh !”

“Oh crikey!” gasped Timothy Tipple in great surprise.
“T thought he wanted to shake hands with ’is boot' Well,

“There wasn't
much damage donhe
—a bit of paint
scorched I”
“They’'ve ~ got
them in, anyway.
I suppose the Head
decided to miake a
job of it, while the
men are about it.
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i
Timothy did not
“stay to finish his
remarks, for Racke

was scramb lmg to
his feet,
Ask ;
And apparently
for these Timothy Tipple
g1 e was- not quite so
Grand | innocent and guile-
less as he appearcd
Volumes to be.

The rush he
anticipated  came
quickly enough,
and he turned,
hastily grabbed his
tin =~ trunk, and
scudded across the
quad, just avoiding
Racke’s furious on-
slaught.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Timothy vanished
up the steps and
through the School
House doorway.

“Oh, my aunt!”
grinned  Levison.
That merchant’s

of Sport,
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Adventure!
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entrance isn’t good
enough for him, it
He's gone
in at the giddy

came round the
gatepost. Blow me if I did!”

This was strictly true; though Timothy had had plenty
of time to see Racke and Crooke since he rounded the post—
a fact Racke was clearly aware of.

“You—you clumsy lout!” he howled, rubbing his back
and legs furiously. “You did it purposely, you—you howling
cad !” :

“IFre, ‘ere ! said Timothy, shaking his head reprovingly.
“Don’t shout at a bloke like that, you know! Accidents will
happen.”

“ Accident I” hooted Racke, “Why—why: You dashed
hoolwau’ What are you doing in here, anyway? Low cads
aren’t allowed in here!”

“They ain’t?” ejaculatcd Timothy in great surprlse.

“No, hang you!”

“Then what are you doin’ in ’ere?”
innocently.

Racke scowled savagely as a chuckle arose from several
fellows, who, having been attracted to the spot by Racke’s
yell, -were staring curiously at the quaint-looking youth in
the bowler hat.

“Who is the merchant, I wonder?’ remarked Grundy.

asked the new page

“Cheek! Talking to a St. Jim's follow like that! Here, -

out of this! Strangers aren’t allowed in here.”
It was like the great George Alfred to mterfere in matters
that did ‘not concern him.

“thumping violently against his ribs,

front door!”

“I can see him getting booted out before he’s been here
many days,” said Sidney Clive.. “He's a funny merchant, if
you ask me—rnot so soft-as he looks !”

And the. crowd broke up, discussing the extraordinary
pageboy with chuckles and grins. Meanwhile, Timothy
Tipple had met Mr. Railton in the Hall, and the House-
master fairly blinked at the quaint figure as he planked his
box down and stared vacantly about him.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Rallton unable to rc<tram ;
a smxle. “Who are you, my {ad?”

“Timothy Tipple, sir!” said the youth, taking off his
bowlm hat and displaying a mop of unruly hair. “Is this

‘’ere the School ’Ouse, sir? I bin told to report to Mrs.

Mimms o’ the School *Ouse.”

He spoke quite calmly and humbly. But his heart was
had -Mr. Railton
known 1t The Housemaster only seemed amused.

“Oh, I see!” he exclaimed, his mouth twitching a little.
“I suppose you' are the new pageboy. You should have gone
to the servants’ entrance, my lad!”

“T'm sorry, §ir! I didn’t know as—"

“You would scarcely know, of course,” said the House-
master kindly. “However, you need not go round. If you
will follow: this passage and go down the stairs at the end:
you will: come fo t ¢ kitchens. ~Ask for Mrs. Mimms
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“Werry good, sir—and thank you kindly, sir!”

With that Timothy Tipple ambled away, his tin trunk
bumping. and rattling' against his knees.  Mr. Railton
coughed and walked on, smiling.

And Timothy Tipple was also smiling. If there was any-
one the new pageboy—for it was none other than Monty
Lowther—had fearcd, it was the keen-eyed Housemaster of
the School Touse: And though Lowther had the nerve of
a_whole regiment, and knew his disguise was perfect and
his acting excellent, he had trembled lest the Housemaster
should sec through it.

But Mr. Railton had not seen through it—had obviously
not the remotest suspicion of the truth. And Monty Lowthcr
chuckled softly as he made his way to the servants’ quarters.
Monty was an inveterate practical joker; he could not be
serious for long to save his life. And though his task at
St. Jim’s was to be serious enough, Monty was already his
own fun-loving self again, and he apparently intended to
get as much fun as he could out of the situation. It was
a sad failing of Lowther’s, and it already looked as if he
was booked for plenty of trouble if he kept on-exercising his
sense of humour—especially in the role of Timothy Tipple,
the pageboy !

Lowther’s application for the job as pageboy at St. Jim's
had been successful ; but the question was, would he be able
to keep it long enough to carry out his artful scheme?

CHAPTER 7.

Gussy Insists !
{3 INSIST!1”
I - “But, look here——"
S \Wiits 12 3
An argument was proceeding in Study No. 6 in the
School IHouse.

Tea was just over in that celebrated apartment, and as it
had been quite a decent tea, all concerned should have been
fecling comfortable and happy.

But apparently Arthur Augustus wasn’t.

The fact was that Arthur Augustus had not vet got over
the happening. in Rylcombe Lane before tea. He had
scarcely touched any tea, indeed, and when he rose from the
table at last he was still in a state of suppressed wrath and
indignation. ‘

He had then announced his intention of procecding forth-
with in search of Timothy Tipple, in order to administer to
that misguided. youth a fearful thrashing, to be wound up
with a serious lecture.

And for various reasons his chums were now attempting to
dissuade him from his resolve.

“Chuck it, you ass!” went on Blake warmly. “Leave the
kid alone. . He'll jolly soon
get shoved in his.place with-
out your butting in!”

“If he stays here long &
enough,” grinned Herries. 4

“I insist upon doin’ what I
considah to be my duty ! re-
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attempt to play pwactical jokes on a St. Jim’s fellow,” said
Arthur Augustus. “And it will do him a weal service. 1f
he goes on as he is now, he will be gettin’ the sack. I do
not wish to sce the fellow lose his job thwough ignowance
of the wopes heah and a misguided sense of humah.
Wathah not !”

“Well, there’s something in that, Gussy,” chuckled Digby.
“I believe it was no accident when he barged into Racke by
the gates, and he certainly pulled his leg afterwards.: He's
already made an enemy of dear old Aubrey, and he’ll need
to look out if he goes on at this rate.”

“That is just my point!” remarked Arthur Augustus
firmly. “It is wathah beneath my dignity to thwash the
boundah; but——" :

“I shouldn’t worry about that yet, Gussy,” said Herries
kindly. *““You sce, he may thrash you!” -

“Wats! Wubbish! I shall take good care he does not
thwash me, Hewwies! Howevah, I am goin’ to do it!”

“Oh, well, go your own way, you born idiot !”

“I wefuse to be called a born idiot, Blake !” A

“You can refuse to be called one, but you can’t help being
cne,” said Blake calmly. “That’s out of your power, old
chap !1”

“I\Vatsl I considah you a wottah, Blake! If you had
weally noticed the feahful state of my toppah and clobbah,
you would be just as indigndnt against this wuffian, Tipple,
as I am!” said Arthur Augustus indignantly. ‘“In addition,
I have to considah my dignity. I wepeat that I have no
wesource othah than to thwash Timothy Tipple !

“Are you going to do it with your chin?” inquired Blake.
“You’ll manage it all right, old chap! Go on, and good
luck to you!”

“Wats! I considah you a wibald wuffian, Blake !”

With that frank expression of opinion the swell of the
Fourth marched from the study, banging the door after him.
In a state of great wrath and indignation, Arthur Augustus
started out in search of the new pageboy. In the Shell
passage he came upon Tom Merry and Manners just emerg-
ing from their study.

“Hallo!” remarked Tom Merry, noting the wrath in
Gussy’s brow. “ Whither away, Gussy? Going to slaughter
someone ?”’

“Not us, I hope!” said Manners, in mock alarm. :

“I am goin’ to thwash that new pagchoy boundah !*’ said__
Arthur Augustus grimly.

“Oh, my hat!” ;

“Steady on. Gussy !” said Tom Merry. frowning. ‘ Better
let the kid alone. He deserves a licking for his cheek, I
admit. But you can’t go about slaughtering pageboys. It

isn’t done!”

“Much better not!” agreed Manners.
allowed to scrap with the domestic staff !
you, Gussy !”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.
: “You are lookin’ at the
mattah in the wong light,
Tom Mewwy!” he retorted,
with dignity.. “I have no
intention of scwappin’ with
the pageboy. My intention is
to give him a feahful thwash-

“Fellows are not
I am surprised at

<<

plied Arthur Augustus, with
dignity. “The boundah has
tweated me with gwoss dis-
wespect and wudeness. It is
necessawy that he should be
taught wespect, if only for
his own good !”

“He- scemed a
enough kid—-"’

“I have no doubt he is a
decent enough kid, Hewwies.

decent

None the less, he must bhe
taught to wealise that he
cannot play wotten twicks

upon me with impunity !”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I have weflected deeply
upon the mattah,” proceeded
Arthur  Augustus,  a little
more calmly, “and I have
weached the conclusion that

@ in’. If you fellows saw the
¥ state of my twousahs <

“Awful, T admit!” said

Tom Merry gravely. “He

ought to be thrashed if only
for spoiling your bags, Gussy.
But I—”

“I wefuse to be turned
from my purpose,” said
Arthur Augustus heatedly.
“I am goin’ to thwash
Timothy Tipple—or whatevah
the wuffian’s name is! I we-
fuse—— Bai Jove, heah is
the wottah now!”

It was Timothy. He had
come along  behind the
juniors, and from the grin on
his face it was obvious he had
heard Gussy’s heated re-
marks. Though he was

it is the onlay thing to be
done. A fellow must considah
his dig. I wealise that the
boundah is stwange heah, and
does not know the wopes.
For that vewy weason I am
goin’ to thwash him.”
“Will that teach him the
ropes?” inquired Digby. 7
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dressed in a page’s uniform
now, he still looked a quaint
figure, and Tom Merry and
Manners smiled at him.

“Hallo, you blokes,” said
the pageboy affably. ‘“Glad
to meet you agen! ’Ow d’you
like me uniform? Don’t it fit
a treat?”

“Bai Jove !”
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“I'm gettin’ on orlright so far,” said Tipple confidentially.
“Mrs. Mimms has quite took to me, and I told Mary, the
’ousemaid, as she was good-lookin’, and she was no end
bucked, and said I was a smarter feller than Toby Marsh,
wot ’ad my job afore.”

“Oh, my hat! Did she?”

“Yes. Only I must ’ave upset the old gent dressed up
in a gowned. I arst ’im why he was wearin’ ’is nightgown
in the daytime, and ’e fair glared. Said as 'ow I was
insolent ! ’Ow was I to know it was the 'Ead?”

“Oh crumbs! You young ass!”

“But it was orlright. He come round arterwards and
talked to me like a Dutch uncle,” grinned Timothy. *“Not
a bad old fogey. But what's this feller with the winder-
pane in ’is eye glaring at me for ?”

Arthur Augustus spluttered.

“I will vewy soon tell.you that, you checkay wuffian!”
he said heatedly. “I am goin’ to administah a feahful
thwashin’ 2

“My heye! ’Ere—"

Timothy jumped back in alarm; but as Arthur Augustus
rushed at him, Timothy's foot—either by accident or design

larking in the passages. Stop it, or I'll bring my ashplant
along to you!” ;

The juniors released Gussy instantly—they did not want
Kildare to bring his ashplant along. Kildare eyed them
grimly and walked on. Arthpur Augustus stood breathing
hard. But the moment Kildare’s stalwart form had turned
the corner, he jumped away and flew in the opposite direc-
tion, before Tom or Manners could raise a hand to stop
him.

Meanwhile, Timothy Tipple had sought sanctuary in the
servants’ quarters—at least he raced away to the school
kitchen. To his evident joy, he found the kitchen empty,
and his eyes gleamed. It was a gleam Lowther’s chums
had often seen when the humorist of the Shell contemplated
one of his practical jokes. ,

On a long table under the window—the cook had
obviously been called away while making pastry—stood a big
basin of dough, by the side of which were bags of flour,
packets of baking-powder, ete. On the table also was a
big jar of strawberry jam and a large jar of syrup. )

From the rack on the wall, Timothy Tipple took a tin
basin, and into this he ladled first a soft mass of dough,

changed, it only
requires a little inside
knowledge to stop the
offside business. :

SINCE the rule wa's

The praises of the North-

baller-producing centre are
often sung. But the Barking
Town club, in the East End
of London, has also. a fine
record. Since the War it has
produced twelve players who

have played for first-class CHATTY PARS ABOUT up.

clubs. Can any one junior
organisation beat that?

FOOTBALL AND
FOOTBALLERS.

In the old days Bob
Crompton and Tom Suttie often played together at full-
back for Blackburn Rovers. To-day, both of these men have
a son who is on the books of the Rovers’ club. Crompton’s
son, though, is an outside-right.

Avrsenal are the only first-class club with two Indian-born
players on their books—Butler being born at Colombo, and
Tricker at Karachi. But they are both English, of course.

After every home match of the Blackpool club the ball is
bought by the Supporters’ Club and sold by auction for the
benefit of the club funds. A gentleman very much inter-
ested in the Blackpool side always bids high for the ball
when there has been a player in the side making his first
appearance. And the ball is handed to the debutant.

The Northern Third Division clubs are supposed to be the
recruiting grounds for the more wealthy sides. Yet in a
recent match between Bradford and Bradford City there
were six International players.

Mr. Morton Cadman, who has been a director of
Tottenham Hotspur for forty years, confesses that he was
the only man present at a meeting in the old days who
voted against the club turning professional. ;

“Fanny ” Walden's first
wages as a professional foot-
baller were five shillings a
week. Not much, of coursey
but many millionaires didn't
get more out of their first
job.

Stoke were one of the
original twelve eclubs which
started in the Football League
in 1888. Since then they have
had many ups and downs, and
were once completely broken
That led to Tottenham
Hotspur getting into the
Second Division.

Jack Bennett, a nineteen-
year-old player who recently joined Leeds United, has had a
remarkable experience. As a lad he could scarcely walk,
and had to have one of his legs in irons. It was suggested
that he would always be a cripple, yet now he is a real
footballer. You never can tell.

Not once in the last thirty-two seasons have DBolton
Wanderers started the season with two wins. But they have
often come with a rush at the finish, as witness their two
Cup successes since 1923,

How’s this for a contrast? Aston Villa have won tho
First Division championship more times than any other club.
Birmingham, who play in the same city, of course, have
never finished in the first three.

Ninian Park, where Cardiff City now play, was formerly
a dumping ground for rubbish. Even after it had been con-
verted into a playing-pitch it was often dangerous, because
bits of broken glass would work through the grass. This
has all gone now, of course.

W. H. Minter, the 8t. Albans centre-forward, once scored
seven goals in a match, and yet was on the losing side at
the finish. - Surely a unique experience.

—got in his way, and the swell of St. Jim’s fell over it,
sprawling with a bump on the linoleum,

“Ow !” he gasped. “Oh, bai Jove!”

The new pageboy winked at the grinning juniors. and
scudded away. Arthur Augustus, almost beside himself with
wrath now, scrambled to his feet, and made a jump after
the flying Timothy’; but Tom Merry grabbed him.

“Hold on, Gussy, you silly ass!” he said in alarm. “ You
can’t go rushing about chasing a giddy page like that!
Let him go! IHe'll soon find his little games are off-side.”

“Welease me, Tom Mewwy !” shouted Arthur Augustus.
“This—this is weally too much! That wuffian is not——
Welease me!”

Arthur Augustus struggled furiously ; but Manners lent a
hand. Like Blake and the others, they felt that thrashing
g.pa%e-boy—elther for his own good or otherwise—would not

o at all.

“Hold on, Gussy—for your own good, you know !” grinned
Tom. “We're saving you from.a licking, if you only knew
.it, Oh, my hat! Look out!”

Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, came striding along the
passage.

““ Enough of that, you youhg asses !” he called. “No sky-

and then a quantity of syrup and jam. This done, Timothy
hastily stirred the concoction, one ear alert for footsteps
as he did so.

He was naturally unaware that Tom Merry and Manners
had detained Gussy; he was rather surprised that Arthur
Augustus had not turned up yet. But Timothy Tipple—
otherwise Monty Lowther—knew Gussy too well to believe
he had given the chase up.

. “He’ll be along soon !” he chuckled. “Dear old Gussy—
if he only knew!”

And, \‘\'ith a deep chuckle, Timothy carried a chair to the
door. Then, closing the door to within a few inches, he
rested the basin containing the mixture carcfully on the
side of the door, one side resting against the top of the
door-frame.

. “It's an old wheeze !” he murmured philosophically. “But
1t’s“uonc the worse for that! I hope the ass hasn’t given it
up !” = >

A.nd‘.Tlmothy peeped through the slightly opened door
anxiously.

But he need not have worried. In his present frame of
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mind restraint was oniy likely to make Arthur Augustuslow cad out some other way, not so risky! Chaps aren’t

more determined than ever.

Having got free from Tom Merry and Manners, he had
made a beeline for the servants’ quarters, and scarcely had
Timothy peepéd out when footsteps sounded and the swell
ef St. Jim’s came pelting along the passage.

Behind him came Tom Merry and Manners, who had
decided to see the thing through.

As he glimpsed Arthur Augustus, whose noble eye was
gleaming behind his monocle, Timothy chuckled, and flew
across the kitchen to the opposite door. He waited there a
brief second, and in that second Gussy arrived at the door.

He fairly flung it open and dashed in, and then—

Flop! Rattle, rattle! Crash!

“Yoooooooop 17 |

Arthur Augustus howled fiendishly as the basin of s]cpr}y
pastry descended on his aristocratic head. Then the basin
rattled to the floor, while its contents flowed gently over
Gussy’s hair, .dripping down his features, and down the
back of his neck.

“G-g-gwoooooh ! gasped Arthur Augustus.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” 1

What had happened D’Arcy scarcely knew for some terri-
ble seconds—he only knew that something had struck his
head a fearful crack, and then something else—horribly
sticky and wet—was trickling down his face and neck.

Tom Merry and Manners roared.

*“My hat!: Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Gussy !”

Arthur Augustus gasped beneath the sticky mass.

“‘Grooogh'! That—that fwightful wuffian! He has
planted a wotten booby-twap, and Gwooogh !” b

Tom Merry rushed into the kitchen. It was very funny;
but the new pageboy was overdoing it in Tom’s opinion.
And Tom was prepared to explain that to him forcibly.

Arthur Augustus, however, did not trouble about -the
practical joker just then—he was not in the state to go
hunting for the author of the booby-trap. And he tottered
away in search of a bath instead—he nceded one badly.
And he went in a state of mind not to be envied.

It was really too bad. Though Arthur Augustus had been
fond enotigh of Monty Lowther, and had been deeply dis-
tressed at his going, he could not help a feeling of relicf
in one way. While at St. Jim’s, Monty Lowtheir’s one
object in life scemed to be the pulling of the noble leg of
Arthur Augustns. And now he had gone it seemed that
his mantle had fallen upon Timothy Tipple; the School
House page!

Had Gussy only known i}, this was scarcely to be
wondered at.

Arthur Augustus did not go hunting the new page again
that evening. He had had enough.

'CHAPTER 8.
Up Against Timothy !
{3 ND now for that low cad of a pageboy!” said
Aubrey Racke, rising from the table. '
“Eh? What d’you mean?” said Crooke, blink-
ing at him in astonishment.

“I mean what I say!” said Racke, his eyes glinting.
“D’you think I'm the fellow to take what happened by the
eates this afternoon lying down? The low brute made a
dashed fool of me before a crowd, besides making me come
a cropper! I tell you I'm going to make the funny
merchant squirm, Crooke !”

“Oh, chuck it, Racke!” said Crooke.. “Why not report
the young fool? He’s bound to get the sack soon enough
at' this rate! You can’t go knocking a dashed servant
about, Racke!” 5 -

“I shan’t report him !” said Racke savagely. “He’d only
say it was an accident, and the beaks would only lecture
him as he’s new here. That won’t suit me!”

“Finish your prep, old chap!”

“I’ve finished mine,” said Racke. “You chuck your
muck away, too! You've got to help in this!”

Crooke looked uneasy; but he obediently put his books
away. Crooke was a slacker, and he was always ready
encugh to dodge prep—though he had almost finished, as it
happened.

“What’s the game?” he demanded.

“Just this,” said Racke.  “We're going to get that young
sweep here, and we’re going to lam him until he howls
for mercy. We’'ll give him a lesson once and for all that
should teach him how servants should treat their betters.”

Crooke looked more uncasy than ever.

“Look here!” he said, in a growl. ‘Chuck that rot, you
idiot. It'll only mean trouble for us.”

“You rotten funk!”

“I'm not; only it's a silly game! We can easily pay the
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allowed to handle servants, you fool !’

“I'm going to, anyway!” said Racke, sctting his teeth.
“T'lk make the sweep wish he hadn’t been born before I've
finished. I'm not the fellow to be insulted for nothing.
That cad Lowther found that out to his cost.  This low
cad Tipple’s going to find it out now.”

Crooke scowled at his chum. Racke was a regular “Hun "
where hating was concerned. He was also a very vengeful
fellow, and never rested until he had “paid back.”

But Crooke’s experience was that “paying back ” brought
only more trouble to the payers in the end—especially where
Aubrey Racke was concerned. Aubrey Racke was always
plotting and scheming. But somehow all his plots and

‘“ So you’'re the new pageboy are you ? '’ snapped Racke, furioush
cad of the Shell lagshed out with his foot, intending to plant a ‘hear
he did so, grabbed Racke’s foot and jerked it. Aubrey Racl

(See

schemes seemed to end in disaster. Only this Lowther
affair had “come oft *—and Crooke only wished he could
feel certain that that affair was over and done with!

“1 don’t like it, old man,” he said at last. * Let the fool
rip—for now, at any rate! We'll find a way of getting even
with him soon enough.”

“T'm not waitin’! T tell you 'm goin’ to deal with the
cad to-night!”

“What d’you want me to do, anyway—fetch him here?”

“No. He’s seen you with me and might smell a rat.
Here "—Racke took a shilling from his pocket—"give this
to Trimble. Tell the ¥at rotter to find Tipple and tell him
he’s wanted in Study No. 7 in the Shell.”

“Yes; but will he come?”

“Fool! He doesn’t know who digs here—he'll just find
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the number on the door,.and will suspect nothing! Cut
off ! We'll handle the cad easily between us!”

“But—but supposing he reports us afterwards? He's

bound to!”
. “He won’t dare, I fancy.  We'll tell him what to expect
{f.he does, in any case. But—he can if he likes. We'll
just deny it. Dash it all, the beaks are bound to take our
word before a dashed servant’s!”

Gerald Crocke did not feel at all sure about that. But he
nodded and rose to his feet. He knew better than to refuse
to obey his study-leader. And, in any case, Crooke was
almest as mean and spiteful as Racke, and a little bullying
—with the odds of two to one with them—was not dis-
pleasing to him.

AUBREY RACKE ASKS
FOR IT—AND GETS IT!

‘“ Here’s something for your dashed cheek then, you sweep !’ The
y boot :behind Timothy Tipple. The pageboy dodged aside, and as
; I'am(i;e)d on the ground with a thump and a yell. * Yaroosh!?”
hwgter 6. .

He took the shilling and left the study. Racke rcse
slowly, and, with an unpleasant grin on his hard features,
he took a fives bat from the corner and laid it on the table
in readiness.

Presently Crooke came back, and he nodded as he entered
the room and closed the door after him.

“All serene!” he said. “Trimble’s gone! He'll find
Tipple downstairs, I expect! Well, what—"

*Nothing,” said Racke coolly, “excepting that when he
comes in we collar him. Then we stuff something in his
mouth to stop him yelling, and while you hold him over
the table 1'll lam him!”

“He—he may be a tough nut, for all we know.”

“Oh, dry up, you funk! You saw him, didn’t you? A
hopeless-looking dud! Anyway, I could handle the duffer

myself, cnly—"

“Only you daren’t!” grinned Crooke. “I don't believe
he’s quite such a duffer as he looks, Racke. Still, we’ll
handle him!”

“We’re going to!” muttered Racke, his eyes gleaming.
. He stepped to the door and took up his position behind
it. He had scarcely done so when a .shuffling footstep-
Zounded in the passage. Then came a timid knock on the

oor.

“Come in!" called Racke, grinning.

It was Timothy Tipple right enough. He walked into the
room, his ruddy features beaming as usual. Obviously he
had no suspicion of a trap—or so it seemed to Racke and
Crooke.

As he walked in Racke kicked the door shut, and then he
leaped at Timothy from behind, intending to bring him
down with a crash. :

But just at the critical moment Timothy happened to
move to one side, and Racke blundered past him. As he
did so—again quite innocently, it seemed—Timothy hap-
pened to shove his foot out. 4

Over the foot went Aubrey Racke headlong, to sprawl
in the fireplace yith a crash. :

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated Timothy, staring down at
Racke. “’Ow did that ’appen now? Is this ’ere an
acrobatic performance, young gents?”

Crocke stood motionléss. He had been about to leap to
his chum’s aid, but the sudden downfall of Racke made him
pull up, uncertain how to act. It seemed an accident, and
yet——

Aubrey Racke scxkambled to his feet, fairly panting with
rage.

“Go for him, Crooke, you fool!” he spluttered, flinging
himself at the blinking, solemn-faced pageboy. ‘‘Come on—
smash him!” A

There was no doubt as to what happened next being an
accident or not. Timothy Tipple stimply ducked; and then
he drove his fist under Racke’s chin.

It was a hefty smack, and Racke lurched back and sat
down in the fender again.

“Crash !” ]

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Crooke.

It was plain—only too plain—that Timothy was not a dud,
nor had he come to the study unsuspicious of a trap.

“Oh lor’!” murmured the page, looking at Racke in
ereat surprise.  “How blinkin’ unfortunit! He ‘appened
to run right agen my fist!”

“ Crooke, you funk!” yelled Racke, scrambling up again.
“Go for him! Tl smash you afterwards if you don’t help!
Down the cad!”

He went for Timothy again—more carefully this time,
however. And at the same time Crooke advanced, nerved
by his chum’s savage threat. Racke took another smack in
the chest, and Crooke howled as a hefty fist smacked home
on his teeth.  Timothy was evidently not inclined to be
gentle with Racke & Co.

But the cads of the Shell were in a rage now, and they
returned to the attack. Before Timothy could register
another hit they were upon him, and the pageboy went
crashing down with Racke and Crooke on top of him.

There was a brief struggle on the carpet, and then quite
snddenly Timothy seemed to collapse and all his fight left
him. y :

As a matter of fact, it had suddenly occurred to Lowther
that the scrap had gone far enough. If his false mop of
hair happened to come off, or his horn-rimmed spectacles
were dragged away, the game would be up with a
vengeance.

So Timothy ccased to struggle suddenly, his assailants
little dreaming of the reason.

“(iot the brute ! gasped Racke. “I told you we’'d handle
him, Crooke! Gad, we’ll make him squirm for this! Get
that cord, Crooke—I’ve got him fast!”

Crooke scrambled to his feet and got the cord, while
Racke sat on Timothy’s many-buttoned chest, pinning him
down.

But Timothy did not seem at all alarmed. He grinned
up quite cheerfully at Racke’s savage face. ’

“What's this game, you blokes?” he asked. “Can’t you
let a feller alone?”

“You'll scon sce the game!” said Racke through his
teeth. “You made a fool of me this evening, and you're
going to pay for it, my pippin! You're going to get the
lickin’ of your dashed life, you sweep !”

“ Better not, Master Racke!” ;

“0Oh! You know my name, do you?” gritted Racke.
“And why not? If you're thinking of reporting this—"
I“Not this, Master Racke! But you'd better let me
alone.”

“And why, hang you?” said Racke, suddenly uneasy,
for there was a significant note in the page’s voice.

Timothy Tipple—otherwise Monty Lowther—did not
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answer for a moment. His brain was working swiftly. He
had guessed at once why Racke wanted him in Study
No. 7, and he had walked in the trap-deliberately, feeling
equal to dealing with both of the shady schemers of the
Shell.

But he had quite forgotten his disguise—that a scrap
would most probably cause his discovery. He probably
could have got the better-of them, -but the risk of discovery
was too great. He realised he was in an awkward position.

e

CHAPTER 9.
. The -Siiver Matchbox !
ONTY LOWTHER'S brain worked rapidly, and
at last an idea occurred to him. - 2
“Why not?” he repeated, with a meaning grin.
“Why, ’cos vou might be sorry for it, Master

Racke! You ain't found that there matchbox yet, you
knows.”
“What?”

Racke jumped. His face went suddenly pale. Tle
glared at the pageboy—and his eyes gleamed with sudden
fear.

Timothy Tipple grinned again. Racke’s fear was quite

enough to clinch all his suspicions now.

“ Better let a bloke get up, Master Racke,” he suggos_tef?.
“No knowing what a feller might let out! And it miglt
be awkward for you about that there matchbox !

“Good gad!” :

Racke slowly rose from the buttoned chest of the new page-
boy, his eyes still fixed fiercely upon him.

“You—you cad!” he breathed. “How—— What do you
mean? I—I know nothing about a matchbox!”

“Then it won’t matter if I appens to let it out, will it?”
said Tipple blandly, and he walked towards the door.

“Stop ! : » e
Racke was after him in a flash, his band clagping his
shoulder almost feverishly. -

“Stop, you fool!” he repeated hoarsely. “Look here!
that do you mean? Who told you about a—a match-

0X 7
Timothy Tipple grinned. :

“I ain’t bin ’ere long,” he remarked. “But I likes to
’ear all the gossip, an’ when I ’eard Mary, the ’ousemaid,
talkin’ to Mrs. Mimms about that there matchbox I arsked
her what it was. “And she told me! She was tellin’ Mrs.
Mimms as you arsked ’er again about it this mornin’,
Master Racke.”

Racke bit his lower lip savagely. Again he blamed
himself bitterly for leading the servants to suspect—as
they obviously did suspect. There was no mistaking the
meaning look in the goggled eyes of the new pageboy.
Timothy Tipple was no fool, and he obviously knew some-
thing of what had happened on bonfire night.

Timothy seemed to read his thoughts.

“T ain’t a fool, Master Racke. It was queer ’'ow that
silver matchbox come to be in that bed-room just the very
mornin’ arter the fire, weren't it?”

“It—it—" Racke paused, realising the futility of
denying it.

Tipple grinned again.

“You ain’t. goin’ to lick me now, are you, Master
‘Racke?”

“No!” breathed Racke, with an effort.

“] knowed as you wouldn’t. Well, you can lay on me
not torkin’—so long as you treats me as a pal, o’ course!”

“A—a pal!” gasped Racke, his face crimsoning.

“Yes, Master Racke! We're goin’ to be pals, ain’t we?
And p’r’aps I'll be able to find that there matchbox for
you. If T does—"

“Hush, you fool!” hissed Racke. ;

There was a sudden tap on the door, and a moment later
Tom Merry looked in. Behind him was Manners and two
more Shell fellows.

“Hallo, what's going on here?” inquired Tom. “We
heard someone yelling—sounded as if—— Oh!”

Tom had suddenly sighted Timothy Tipple. He also
note(cii the rage in Racke’s face, and he thought he under-
stood.

“QOh, so this is the game, Racke!” said Tom, entering
the room. ‘If you've been bullying that kid i

“I haven’t!” snarled Racke. *“Get out!” ;

“Just a minute!” -said Tom.  “I know why you are
trying to get your own back, Racke, and I know your
ways of doing it. You leave that kid alone. If you've
got anything against him, it's your job to report it to the
proper quarter.”

“Thanks for nothing!” said Racke. “Now get out!”
Tom hesitated. He- glanced from Racke’s savage, haggard
face to the cool and grinning countenance of Timothy
Tipple. It certainly did not look like a case of bullying.
“It's orlright, sir!” said Timothy winking. “This bloke
Tre Geyx Lisrary.—No. 1,030.
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ain’t bullyin’ me—no bloomin’ fear! ‘'Im an’ me’s pals!
Ain’t we, old feller?”

‘““Oh, my hat!”

The juniors stared—expecting the supercilious snobbish
Aubrey Racke to fly at the impudent page. But Racke
didn’t. He stood still, his fists clenched, his eyes glittering
with rage. But he said nothing. i

Timothy Tipple wasn’t satisfied.

. Lowther, despite his light, joking manner, was burning
inwardly with bitter, intense indignation and rage against
the cad of the Shell. He knew now . that it was Racke
who had done the trick. Racke had trapped him in
Mzr. Linton’s bed-room after placing the effigy there, and had
thrown the blame on him—had parted him from his chums,
and had possibly—ruined his life by getting him expelled
from his school. .

. Lowther was thinking of this now, and he was not
inclined to have mercy on the cad—though he had to play
his part through safely. - :

“Go on, Au%rey!” he said cheerily.” “Tell these blokes
as you and me is pals—so as there’ll be no mistake !”

Racke gritted his teeth. But there was a note in
Timothy’s voice that alarmed thim—he dare not risk
refusing.

. “Y-es!” he whispered. “Get—get out of my study, you
interfering cads!” he added, turning in a rage on the
intruders.

“Shall T chuck ’em out, Aubrey?” asked Timothy kindly.

“We'll get out, don't worry!” grinned Tom Merry.
Though he simply could not make head or tail of the
situation he was quite sure the new pageboy had Racke
under his thumb in some way. And, in the circumstances,
he did not feel inclined to interfere—even by booting the
cheeky Timothy out. “Come on, chaps! Leave dear old
Aubrey to his pals!” ]

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

And the juniors went out, chuckling.

Racke turned a blazing face to the new pageboy.

“You—you frightful cad!” he hissed.

“’Ere, what ’ave I done now?’ asked Timothy inno-
cently. ““Ain’t you admitted as you're my pal?”

“You—you——" ;

“You take no notice of those blokes!” advised Timothy.
“T knows ’ow to keep my mouth shut, Aubrey! Look ‘ere,
I reckon as you’d like to find that there matchbox, Aubrey.
I s’pose it would be worth summut to you to get it, what?”’

There was a hint in the page’s last remark that Racke
could not fail to note.

He stared fixedly at the page, his eyes smouldering.

There was more in' this queer-looking cad than he had
suspected! So that was his game—blackmail? At least,
it looked as if the new page hoped to get something out
of his knowledge.

Yet he could not shut his eves to the danger. If it got
to Railton’s ears—or even to Tom Merry’s—about the
lost matchbox, they would very quickly put two and two
together. They would make inquiries, and they would
learn quickly enough that he had searched Mr. Iinton’s
bed-room the morning after the fire, and had questioned the
servants about it.

Why? The answer would be obvious to them! If he
had had nothing to hide—if his conscience was clear in
the matter he would ask boldly for the lost matchbox and
report his loss as anyone else would do.

Racke shivered.

Yet, if it could be found it would make all the difference.
If only he could get the chance!

The thought occurred to Racke that this fellow would
have ample opportunities of searching—would easily be
able to get the key of the room at any time. He might
be useful—more than useful.

“Yes;” said Racke, his eyes glinting. “It would be
worth something to me, Tipple! It would be worth a quid
to me! If—if you'd search for it—if—"

He paused meaningly.

Timothy Tipple grinned and winked.

“I'm on!” he murmured. “Mum’s the word, Aubrey!
Only I reckon you’d better do the searching, Master Racke.
A quid if I bring you the key? ’Ow’s that?”

Racke breathed hard, and then he rodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Bring me the key, and there's a quid
for you. Can—can you get it to-night?”

“You jest wait,” grinned Timothy. “I knows where it
is. You ’old ’ard a bit, old feller!”

And with another wink Timothy hurriedly left the room.

Racke breathed hard when he had gone. Crooke eyed
his study-mate in a scared way. That junior had remained
silent through it all—he had no intention of being mixed
up in the affair any more than he could help.

“Think he’ll get it?” said Crooke: “I knew there ‘was
more in that chap than there seemed. I can’t help feel-
ing I know him somehow—have seen him before. But—but
why didn't you make him do the risky work—not just get-
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ting the key? He could easily search the room when he
liked—times when you couldn’t !”

*Why?  Because I'm not a foolI” said Racke, through
his teeth. “Can’t you see his game—hush money? If he
gets his hands on that matchbox——"

“ohy”

o

himself into a chair, his head in his hands.
He felt there was a chance now—much as he feared this
queer -new pageboy. 1If he got the key, then it would be
an easy matter to go downstairs in the night and scarch
thoroughly. He was absolutely certain the thing was there
—in the room somewhere. :

There was silence for some minutes, Racke biting his nails
and scowling at the carpet, his face dark and troubled.
He had had his revenge on Lowther; but he was finding
anything but pleasure in its results. )

A sudden tap sounded on the door, and it opened to admit
the new pageboy, his face beaming, and one hand in his
pocket. 3 X

“You've got it?” breathed Racke, jumping to his fect.

“ What-ho!” grinned Timothy. ‘“’Ere you are, old sport!
What about that quid 7”

Timothy handed over a key, and after a glance at it
Racke crammed it into his pocket, his face showing his
relief. Without a word, he took out hi.s wallct,.extracted
a pound-note, and passed it silently to Timethy Tipple.

“Thanks, Aubrey!” grinned the youth. “One good turn
deserves another—what? And supposin’ as you don’t find
that there matchbox and I do—what then? I reckon it’d
be worth more than a quid.”

“If—if you find it there’s
Racke. “Now clear out!”

And Timothy Tipple pocketed the pound-note and cleared
out, a broad grin on his ruddy features. But the moment
he got outside the door his grin faded, and a hard look
came over his face. ] 2

He walked along the passage, down the stairs, and into
the hall. On the wall of the hall was a poor-box, placed
there for contributions. - Timcthy Tipple glanced round him
to make sure that the coast was clear, tbonl he drew the
pound-note from his pocket and slipped it into the poor-
box.

“It isn’t often Racke’s money does good, but this will,”
~he remarked to himself. “Better than Racke spending it on
cards, and fags, and gee-gees, anyway.” ;

And with that Timothy Tipple—otherwise Monty Lowther
—went back to the servants’ guarters. But his eyes were
gleaming now.- Though he scemed determined to have
some fun out of his daring impersonation, Monty- Lowther
had by no means forgotten the reason for it. Ile had come
to clear his name—he had rcturned to St. Jim’s to prove
his innocence, and he meant to do it. The few days
recently had showed him more than he realised what the
old place meant to him. And now he saw, at last, a way
of doing it—a plan was
already forming in his mind.
And he meant to show no
mercy—no consideration—for
the fellow who had done his
utmost to ruin him, and who

Racke flung

a fiver for you!” breathed
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poirl o risking everything in a search of Mr. Linton’s old
bed-room; but each time prudence prevailed. He could not
search the master’s room without showing a light. And that
would be madness. :

Crooke, his study-mate, was helpful—very helpful with
suggestions and advice. But that was as far as Crooke was
prepared to go. He refused point-blank to accompany
Racke on his expedition downstairs that night, and the
two nearly came to blows over it before bed-time.

As-a matter of fact, Racke funked the expedition. The
thought of roaming about the silent school alone at dead
of night filled him with fear. He did not like the idea at
all, and did his utmost to persuade his study-mate to accom-
pany him.

But Crooke was adamant! To put it plainly, Gerald
Crocke funked the task, even with Racke! Moreover,
there was the risk to be considered on top of the unplea-
santness. Crooke had no intention of being caught scarch-
ing Mr. Linton’s room at dead of night.

So Racke had to face the alternative—going alone. He
dreaded it, but he was determined—sheer desperation gave
him determination. He realised more than ever the danger
that threatened while the wretched matchbox remained
unfound.

There was nothing else for it.

Racke went to bed, trembling with fear and excitement.
He could not sleep. Eleven boomed out from the clock-
tower, and he waited for the half-hour. It came after what
scemed an eternity, and then he slipped from the sheets and
began to dress. ‘

It was pitch-dark in the dormitory, a thick November -
mist stealing in through the slightly-opened window. Racke
shivered, and, buttoning his jacket over his pyjama coat,
he left the dormitory. He waited a moment, listening,
and then he started to feel his way downstairs. Here and
there a faint gleam from a gas-jet helped him, and hek
reached his study at last.

He vanished inside, meaning to get his electric torch,
little dreaming of the pair of sharp eyes that had watched
him as he came along the passage, stopping at every
shadow, and obviously in a state of sheer funk.

But as he vanished into his study another dark form
cmerged from a study higher up—Study No. 10. It was
Monty Lowther—still in his page’s uniform, but without his
huge speetacles now.

Under his arm he carried a small, oblong box. Had
Manners of the Shell seen that box under the new page’s
arm just then he would probably have had a fit. But-
Manners was asleep peacefully in the Shell dormitory, bliss-
fully unconscious of the fact that Timothy = Tipple had
helped himself to his camera—and something, else besides.

It was a strip of magnesium wire !

With the wire in his pocket and the camera tucked
beneath his arm, Timothy Tipple watched Racke vanish
into his study, and then he slipped past like a flash and
hurried downstairs, making
no sound in his- socks. He
had only waited to make
sure Racke would turn up,
and now his one desire was to
get into Mr. Linton’s study

had been the cause of his
being expelled.

He mustn’t show his hand
vet—not even .to his old
chums. He was risking
nothing from now on. He

was there to play the detec-
tive, and he meant to play it
without scruple — within
reason, at all events. Racke
had the key of My. Linton’s
bed-room mnow, and Monty
knew perfectly well that he
would not delay an instant
longer than he could help in
his attempt to find his lost
matchbox—the matchbox that
was the only clue to his guilt.
And Monty Lowther set his
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first.

It was not likely to prove
a difficult  matter—simply
because Timothy had taken
good care to unlock Mr.
Linton’s room door before
handing Racke the key—a
little fact that would have
made Racke writhe had he
known it.

Moreover, Timothy had
already been in the room to
make his preparations—
which were not many. He
had merely opened Mr.
Linton’s screen, which he had
found folded up, and he had
placed this carefully across
the far corner of the room

JuecHancs

lips with the determination after tearing a hole ruthlessly

that he would not ke far n 1t Wl*.h his knife.

awayv when the cad of the Reaching  the  bed-room

Shell began his search. now, Timothy quietly opened
Dealing with practlcally every hobby the door and went inside,

»CHAPTER 10.
At Dead of Night !
time in a state of

3 UBREY RACKE spent
feverish anxiety.

the {ime before bed-
More than once he was on the
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closing it after®him. What
Racke would think when he
found the door unlocked he
neither knew nor cared. The
room was pitch-dark, but
Timothy felt his way across it
and behind the screen.
G A folding step-ladder stood
there—left by the decorators—
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and the pageboy slung the strip of magnesium  wire from
the top. Then he crouched behind the .screen and waited,
the camera close by and the matches in his hand.

He was just in time with his final preparations. A soft
footfall sounded, and then came the soft grating of a key
in the lock of the door. Timothy grinned and waited.

The grating went on, and then suddenly came the sound
of the knob turning, and the door opened, and Racke crept
into the room.

“The cad!” Timothy heard Racke mumble.  “The dashed
door wasn't locked, after all!” Sy
There was a tremble in Racke's' voice, and then came a

cautious flash from a torch. Timothy grinned as he peered
through the hole in the screen and watched the trembling

hand that held the torch. “Racke was obviously in a state

of blue funk.

He stood a moment staring round the room, and then he
started his task, "It scemed hopeless on the face of it; for
the carpet was up,. and most of the things in the room were
piled in the centre, with sheets over them. It seemed im-

possible, if the matchbox_ had been lost there, that it had

not beeu found by someone.’ e 3
Tipple read that thought in Racke's face as a pale glimmer
of misty moonlight, shining through the uncurtained window,
lit it up fora moment.
Keeping his light.carefully below the level of the window,
Racke stooped and crawled under the hed.

overlooked.” - w3 3 : ?
_But he soon came out-again; and after a moment's hesita-
tion he went to the fireplace ahd examined the grate. But
it was cmpty. Then, as ifseized with-a sudden idea, he
went back to the bed and ‘dragged off the sheets. Resting
his electric: torch-on the head of the bed, he started to turn
the bedclothes back. It had evidertly occurred to him that
the box might have fallén among the clothes that night.
Tt was then the watching ““detective * decided on action.
Scraping a match gently across the box, Timothy applied
the flame swiftly to thé hanging strip of magnesium wire.
It was then that Aubrey Racke got the shock of his life.
As the flame “touched the end of the coil there was a

brilliant flash, <& sudden soft sizzling sound. i
The next instant the camera was ready in Timothy's hand.

Click! -

The faint click of the camera shutter had scarcely
sounded when the briiliant light went out and darkness fell.
save for the light from the torch on the bed and the
glimmer through the window.

A gasp sounded in the room—a terrified gasp. Timothy
softly lowered the camera and peered “through the holé.
tle could only see Racke’s vague form, for the beam from
the torch orfly lay across part of the bed. But he could
hear his hard breathing, and he knew his cnemy was terrified
out of his wits.

In that instant a brainwave came to Lowther.

Swiftly tearing off his mop of false hair, he grabbed his
handkerchicf -and rubbed his face vigorously.- Then he
popped his head round the screen, against the edge of which
was lit up by the misty beam of moonlight from the window.

What followed was half expected by Lowther, but startling
enough none the less. - :

A stifled yell escaped the trembling Racke. He had been
in a terrible state of “mnerves ” and funk before; but that
amazing flash of light from behind the screen had almost
made him faint with fright.

What it meant he could not imagine—he was not in a
state to think, in any ‘case. Nor had he heard that faint

click which might have given him a hint of the truth; the"

beating of his own heart seemed to smother all sounds.

And then, as he stood transfixed, his heart thumping
madly against his ribs, that face, looking strangely white
and ghostly in the beam of moonlight, Lad appearcd from
the darkness. .

It was the face of Monty Lowther—the fellow he had
driven from the school by his treachery !

To Racke's terrified senses it seemed to float in mid-air;
and his own conscience and state of sheer funk did the rest.

With a stifled yell of fright, the'cad of the Shell awoke io
sudden action and jumped blindly for the door. His madly-
groping hands found the knob, and he tore the door open,
and flew down the passage for dear life.

Timothy Tipple gave a soft chuckle, calmly walked to
the door, and closed it; then, changing the key from the
outside to the inside, he locked it.

“Couldn’t be better !” he murmured. “‘Racke may tumble .

to what’s happened, but he won't dream it was little me!

And a team of horses wouldn’t drag the dear old funk back

again, in any case. Good! He's fe

Now for that matchbox. Jf dear old Aubrey leaves his little
Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,030,
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. the new pageboy.-
“into a“drawer unnoticed.
:unlocked. and in the bottom drawer of the dressing-table
. found a mass of articles bundled together.

i The ‘bed stoad-
in a cornee, of:the room; and Racke.cvidentls- hoped that if:
the lost matchbox had dropped there it might have been

ft me the giddy torch.
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bed like this to search for the thing it’s pretty certain he
knows it's here. Ilere goes!”

And with that Monty Lowther proceeded to search in real
carnest. - e followed Racke’s example and searched the

“bed; but, though lie-did it thoroughly—even looking beneath
~the mattress—he did not _find the matchbox.
i the reom, trying every possible ‘and impossible

e went round
lace, even
scarching among the bits of coal in the coalscuttle,

But the” matchbox_was not found. Then an idea- struck
The matchbox may have been shoved
He tried the drawers which were

At the fop was a pair of bed-room slippers—one of them
burnt slightly, ‘and both of them locking as if they had been ™

recently drenched in water,

As he took them. ont something fell to the floor. The ¢
sound it made as it dropped was enough for the investigafor.

He grabbed -the electric torch and shone it on the floor.

The beam of light showed up the silver matchbox and
the engraved initials on it. ) :

¢ Phew !” breathed. Timsthy. “Well, I'm jiggered! No
wonder the dashed thing hasn’t been found before!”

Timothy understood just how -it had happened now. The
matchbox had obviously fallen into the slipper, which had
possibly been on the floor by the bed. And oné. of the
slippers had been slightly burnf in the fire, while both had
been drenched ‘with. the chemical liguid from the fire
appliance. This obviously “explained why Mr. Linton had
not taken:them. with him when he moved to his temporary-
bed-roomn. They had been shoved carelessly into a drawer
—either by Mr. Linton or by Mary, the housemaid—not -
knowing what one of them*contained.- E

Timothy Tipple grinned, and slipped the matchbox into
his pocket. Then he replaced the shects (’)vqr\ﬂm bed and
the dressing-table, collected the camera, folded up the
screen, and softly left the room, leaving the key in the out-
side of the door so that Racke should see it there if he came
to look in the morning. - >

Then Timothy Tipple—wearing his - false hair and
spectacles again now—crept away and went to bed, feeling

" guite satisfied with his * investigations " —though not before
"he had replaced Manners’ precious camera back where he had

found it!” There was a surprise in store for Manners in the -
morning for all that—and a surprise for Tom Merry and his
other chiums also.

CHAPTER 11.
A Deep Mystery !

SR T O letter from poor old Monty " o b
N “None!"” said Tom Merry, in deep dejection.
*I can’t understand it at all. Monty promised
to write as soon as he got home. It's four days
since he left now! It’s rotten!”, 2
“I wonder what his people think about it?” said Manners.’
“Still, Monty might have written—though goodness knows,
he must be still feeling down in the mouth.”
“He didn’t seem so upset as one would have expected,”

said Tom Merry, wrinkling his brows. “I must say he’s .
”

surprised me over this. I—I
Tom paused. -

“Well?” -
“T had hoped,” said Tom slowly, “that his people would
have kicked up a fuss, and perhaps tried to get the Head
to change his decision. It was a pretty faint hope, but—it
was a hope! That’s gone now, though!”
“No doubt about that! It’s rotten!” ;
To Tom Merry and Manners it was rotten indeed. They
could not forget their chum—his emply place in the Form- -
room was a continual reminder. And Study No. 10 seemed
desolate without him. They sadly missed his eheery face,

“and would have given anything to get him back again.

But that was impossible. Lowther had gone—for good.

The juniors left the letter rack .in the hall and went
upstairs. Breakfast was over, and they had their books
to get from the study for morning lessons. On the Fourth
passage they met the chums of Study No. 6.

“ Any news from old Lowther ?” asked Blake.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“No. I can’t understand it!” ; :

“It’s queer,” said Blake. “But—well, T suppose he’s not
feeling checry enough to write to his old pals. Rotten!”

Tom and Manners went along to their study—they did
not feel like stopping for a chat at the moment. The first

“thing Tom Merry sighted as he cntered the room was a~

letter lying on the table. . e
There was no address upon the envelope, just two words:

“Tom Merry.”

As he picked it up and looked at it, Tom gave a violent :
start, ; : ? . : 3
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Racke stood transfixed, his heart thumping madly against his ribs, as a face, white and ghostly in the moonlight,
appeared from the darkness. It was the face of Monty Lowther—the fellow he had driven from the school ! (See Chapter 10.)

He knew that handwriting—it was Lowther’s !

“What tie dickens ” he gasped.

He showed the envelope to Manners, and then he tore it
open.

“Phew !” breathed Manners. “ But how &

Tom Merry was reading the letter.  He read it slowly,
blank amazement in his face. For the letter read as follows :

“Dear Tommy,—If you want to sece your old pal back
again in the study, will you ask Manners to develop the
film at present in his camera as soon as he possibly can.
Tell him to take great care of it, and to keep it for me. I
mean to have tea with you fellows in Study No. 10 this
evening, so I hope you’ll have a decent spread ready at the
usual time! I hope Manners will have the print ready by
then. Don’t bother about the why and wherefore of this—
just wait for me in the study. Above all, don’t think of
coming to the station to mecet me or any silly old thing
like that. Just wait in Study No. 10 and T will appear !
Cheerio !

“Your old pal,
“MonTy.”

In dumbfounded silence, Tom Merry passed the leiter to

his chum. Manners almost selled as he read it.

“What the dickens does it mean?” he gasped. “How did
this get here, and how i

“Let’s take it along to Blake and the other chaps, and sce
what they think about it!”

“Good egg!”

In a state of great amazement, Tom and Manners
hurried along to Study No. 6. Blake & Co. svere still there,
and the junior captain showed them the letter without
comment.

The Fourth-Formers were as dumbfounded as the two
Shell fellows.

“But what’s it mean?” gasped Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! It is weally vewy mystewious indeed,

deah boys! Lowthah must have got somebody to bwing that
in,”? ;

“He may still be in the neighbourhood,” breathed
Manners. *‘You—you remember what he said—that St.
Jim’s would see him again! He’s going to keep his word !

*“The—the beaks won’t allow it,” said Herries, frowning.
“It—it wouldn’t be quite the thing for an .expelled chap
to come back on a visit, would it?”

“You—you know what a beggar he is for practical jokes!”
murmured Digby. “He can’t be playing a joke—-" s

“Rubbish I said Tom, his lips set. *This means some-
thing, chaps—scmething jolly queer! Look, there’s no
doubt about it. It’s to-day’s date on the letter. And it's
Monty’s handwriting right enough.”

“We'll he ready for him!” said Manners.

“But how will he get into the school 7’ asked Blake. “0ld
Taggles won’t admit him without orders, I suppose!”

“Ive got it, T fancy!” said Manners after a pause. “You
know what a beggar he is for impersonations. That’s his
game. He’ll come here disguised !”

“Phew! That’s it!” :

“Yaas, wathah! The vewy ideah, deah hoys! Bai Jove!
Lowthah was wathah a wuff wottah, and he had no wespect
for a fellow with his pwactical jokin’. But I should be
vewy glad to see him heah again for all that—if only for
an hour! I shall be vewy pleased to contwibute to a weally
wippin’ feed in his honah, deah boys!’

“That’s the idea!” said Blake. “It—it may be only a
joke or something. But if you think it’s genuine——>

“Of course I do!” said Tom Merry, his eyes gleaming.
“He means it—he’ll be here at tea-time right enough. And
we’ll give him a jolly good feed if we can give him nothing
else.” N

“Yes, rather!”

“But—but the film part of it—what’s he mean by that ?”
demanded Manners. ““Look here, I'm going to jolly well
see to that right away!”

Toe GEM LiBRARY.—No. 1,030.
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And Manners rushed from the study. He would soon
prove whether there was anything in it or not,

And he did!

Manners was very late coming. into the Form-room that
morning, and he got a severe reprimand from Mr. Linton
in addition to a hundred lincs. But Manmers did not seem
to mind.. His cyes were gleaming with excitement, and he
gave Tom Merry a meaning nod as he dropped into his
scat.

It was not until morning break that the chums had an
opportunity of speaking together. But as they left the
¥orm-room Tom Merry eyed his chum questioningly.

“Well?” he demanded eagerly. “Anything in it?”

“Yes!” breathed Manners. “But it’s no end of a blessed
mystery.  Somebody’s had my camera right enough, and
they’ve taken a snapshot. T'Il be able to get a print out

after dinner. We'll have to wait until then, because I
can’'t quite make out what it means yet. You'll see!”

Blake & Co. were just as keen for information, and they
walked down to the quad with the chums of the Sheli,
eagerly discussing the mystery. For the remainder of the
sHrning they could scarcely restrain their cagerness and
curiosity.

It was just before afternoon class when Manners got his
print done, and he rushed into Study No. 10 with it, his face
curiously flushed. .

“ Well?” demanded Tom.

Manners placed the print on the table. Tom Merry and
Blake & Co., who were with him at the moment, crowded
round the table. Tom picked up the print, and as he scanned
it he blinked in puzzled wonder for a moment, and then he
gave a jump.

“My hat!”

“Catch on!” said Manners. “There was something in it
after all—something that beats me hollow. Who took that
dashed snap, and when? It's ecasy to sce where it was
taken!”

“1 should just think so!” breathed Tom Merry. “It's
been taken in Linton’s room—since the fire. And—and that's
Racke !”

“Bai Jove!” =

It was an excellent print—clear and unmistakable !

The bed was clear, and stooping over it was Aubrey Racke.
" His face, half turned, showed the sudden terror upon it. It
was the face of a fellow caught suddenly in a guilty act.
There was no mistaking the exprossion.

“Catch on!” repeated Manners. “That's been taken by
flashlight. It must have been taken late at night, after
everybody had gone to bed. It’s Racke, and he's in Linton's
room searching for something!”

“Why 7

“Goodness knows !

“Yes, rather!”

“Why should Racke be scarching Linton’s room at dead
of night?’ asked Manners, his eves gleaming with excite-
ment. “You can sce the electric torch at the head of the
bed! And he's got a jacket over his pyjamas!”

“Bai Jove! But why—" 2

“Think it out!” said Manners. “Supposing, for instance,
that Racke had played that trick on bonfire night—Lowther
suspects him and so do-we—and supposing he dropped some-
thing there that night—something that might incriminate
him? He wouldn’t go and search for it openly, would he?
He'd go down at night, likely as not !”

“Phew !”

“Baa Jove !”

“But who took the snapshot?” gasped Blake.

“That’s the mystery!” said Manners. “That's probably
what we shall find out this afternoon at tea-time. It beats
me—unless Lowther’s got somebody in the school playing
the detective for him!”

“ Well, there’s something in that!' said Tom Merry.
“Though I should think Lowther, if he had any theorics,
would get us to help him before anyone else. It's a blessed
mystery !”

It certainly was a deep mystery to the juniors.  They
simply could not understand it. And they went into the
IForm-room that afternoon seething with excitement, and
longing for tea-time to come. And despite themselves Tom
Merry and Manners could not help their glances straying
towards Aubrey Racke. The cad of the Shell noted them—
little dreaming of the reason, however. Nor did they dream
of the reason for Racke's strained and haggard face.

If ever a fellow looked wretched Aubrey Racke did that
day. He had scarcely slept a wink all night, and now
looked like a fellow in a dream. What he had seen in Mr.

"Linton’s room he could scarcely have told; he wondered now
whether he had not imagined the whole thing, frightencd
as he had been to begin with. Yet he had seen something
—something had happened, and the more he thought about
it, the more he began to suspect that he had been the victim
of trickery; though how, and by whom, he could not guess.

THE GeEM LiBrarv.—No. 1,030,
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As he caught the constant glances of Tom Merry and.

Manners the suspicions grew in Racke’s mind, and be gritted
his teeth with rage at the thought that they might know
something about it.

Not for one moment did he suspect Timothy Tipple, how-
ever. He had spoken to Timothy once that day, and the
pageboy had expressed great amazement at learning that
he had found the door of Mr. Linton’s study unlocked after
all.  And he had also shown sympathy at the fact that
Racke had failed in his secarch.  And Racke, knowing he
would never dare to tackle the job again at dead of night,
had urged Timothy to find it for him—reminding the new
pageboy of the fiver “reward ” for its recovery.  And
Timothy had winked and promised to do his best that day;
Racke little suspecting that the “blackmailing cad,” as he
called him to Crooke, had the matchbox in his pocket at
that moment !

But Timothy had; though the time was not yet ripe for
him to return it to Aubrey Racke '

CHAPTER 12.
The Tea-party !
6t ATl Jove! There’s the feahful wottah !”
“Lh? Who, fathcad?”’ demanded Blake.
It was tea-time at last, and Blake, Herries, Digby,
and D’Arcy were just leaving Study No. 6 en route
for Tom Merry’s study, for the time was now due for
Lowther to make his sensational appearance, unless the
whole thing was spoof !

And Blake & Co. did not feel that
amazing as the whole affair seemed.

In suppressed excitement the juniors had looked forward
to the time.

Then, just as they were emerging from their study, all of
them carrying various paper bags, filled with their contri-
butions towards the welcoming feed, Arthur Augustus had
startled them with that remark.

“Eh? Who?” repeated Blake, glancing along the passage.
“Oh, you mean that merchant Tipple! Blow him, yvou awful
ass! Leave the kid alone, Gussy !”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard as he sighted the form
of Timothy
taken him the best part of the previous evening to remove
the conglomerated mess of the pageboy's booby-trap from
his person, and he had gone to bed fairly sizzling with out-
raged dignity and towering wrath., Ie had allowed the sun
to go down on his noble wrath, and he had allowed it to
rise again upon it, so to speak.

That booby-trap Arthur Augustus felt he could never
forget or forgive! Even now Gussy had not quite got rid
of the sticky dough—or he felt he hadn't. And all that day
Arthur Augustus had been secking the new pageboy. =
. But evidently Timothy  Tipple was “wise” to Gussy's
intentions, and he had carefully kept out of his way.

Now, however, he was in sight: and apparently he had
not seen Gussy, or else did not suspect hostile intentions. He
came up the stairs and along the passage, a quaint figure
in his tight-fitting uniform, his unruly hair standing up on
his head like the bristles of a mop.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard and glared.

“Have you forgotten the beastlay boabay-twap, Blake ?”
he retorted, in a voice trembling with indignation. “ Do
you suppose for one moment that I shall allow my clobbah
to be wuined with impunity? I am determined to admini-
stah a feahful thwashin’ !” :

“Look here A

“I wefuse to look heah, Blake!
that wuffian heah and now !
spiwit, I twust.
wude wascal !” .

“You know what happened before, you ass!”

‘It shall not happen again!” snorted Arthur Augustus,
“Pway step back into the studay, deah boys, and T will wush
out and captuah him before he ¢an escape me !”

“Oh, all right! Go ahcad, then!'”

Blake winked at Herries and Digby, and Gussy’s chums
backed into their study again. Arthur Augustus followed
them, and stood waiting in the doorway, his eyes gleaming
with determination. That Timothy Tipple had not scen
him, Arthur Augustus felt quite sure. But Blake, Herries,
and Digby were quite sure that he would not walk into
the trap unsuspectingly. They grinned expectantly as they
waited.

The new pageboy came on, looking quite innocent, and
unconscious of the fate in store for him.

He reached the “spot opposite to the doorway, and then
Arthur Augustus leaped out.

Timothy Tipple promptly ducked down, doubling himself
up like a pocket-knife. Not expecting such a swift action,
Arthur Augustus went headlong over him.

it could be spoof,

I am goin’ to thwash
w ! I am not a fellow of a vengeful
But I insist upon thwashin’ that checkay,

Tipple approaching from the stairs. It had- :

.
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Crash!

* Yawoooooop !

Arthur Augustus howled fiendishly as his head came up
against the wall of the passage opposite, while the pageboy
scrambled away on hands and knees and then rose swiftly
to his feet.

Before Arthur Augustus quite knew what was happening,
Timothy Tipple had grabbed him and bumped him over.
Swift as a flash, he dragged Gussy’s elegant jacket over his
head and elbows. Then, with a push, he sent the swell of
the Fourth rolling.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake, Herries, and Digby.

They had warned Gussy what to expect, and Gussy had
not heeded their warning, and they declined to interfere.
Gussy sat up, panting and raging, and Timothy walked
away, grinning cheerfully.

“You—you fwightful wuffien!” shrieked Arthur Augustus.

After struggling madly for some moments, the swell of
St.- Jim’s managed to get his jacket down, and then he
leaped to his feet and tore in pursuit of the pageboy.
Timothy “Tipple promptly broke into a run, and vanished
at a great speed round the corner of the passage.

Arvthur Augustus vanished after him, going great guns.

Blake, Herries, and Digby went along to Study No. 10
on the Shell passage, still laughing.

They entered No. 10, to find Tom Merry and Manners just
putting the finishing touches to the laying of the cloth. A
cheery fire blazed on the hearth, and a plate of hot toast,
piled high, was on the hearth, while a kettle sang merrily
on the hob.

“Oh, good !
up yet, then?”

“No!” Tom Merry shook his head. Ile could not help
feeling doubts—grave doubts! “What’s the joke?” he
added, looking at the three Fourth-Formers.

“Gussy !” grinned Blake. “He’s hunting for trouble, as
usual! He’s fairly thirsting for that new pageboy’s blood !
That kid’s a coughdrop! He’s just done Gussy down again,
and Gussy’s gone tearing after him!”

“T'm afraid the cheeky young villain’s a hit too smart for
Gussy ! said Tom Merry. ‘‘He’s a jolly sight too cheeky,
though, T must say! A licking would do the bounder good—
though it won't be Gussy who'll give it him, I fancy! I'm

smiled Blake. *All ready? Nobody turned

- blessed if T can make the chap out! He talks worse than a

pageboy, but—well, he’s queer! T don’t like him getting
thick with that cad, Racke, either.”

“He ean look after himself all right, anyway!” sniffed
Herries. “Hallo, that sounds like Gussy again!”

From somewhere along the passage came a sudden crash,
followed by a howl of mingled wrath and pain, and it was
undoubtedly in- the dulcet tones of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Apparently, Gussy had caught the troublesome Timothy—
or ebse. Timothy had caught‘the troublesome Gussy.

The howl was followed instantly by the sound of running
feet, and next moment the door flew open and someone
dashed in.

It was the new pageboy. He dashed into the study,
wheeled round swiftly, and theh crashed the door shut.
Then he turned the key in the lock and calmly placed it in
his pocket.

The occupants of the study fairly Dblinked at him in
growing and amazed wrath. They had been disposed to
look tolerantly on the new page’s 1mpudence; but this was
too thick altogether!

“Get out!” roared Manners.
get out!” 7

“Yes, unlock that door, you cheeky young rotter ! gasped
Tom Merry. “ Well, this is the blessed limit! D’vou hear?”

“You cheeky little sweep,

ha snapped, as the page showed no sign of obeying.
* Unlock that dashed door and get out, sharp! This is a

bir too thick !”

But the new pageboy did not obey—possibly bécause there
came a sudden thumping at the door, and a wrathful voice
shouted :

“Open this door, you feahful wuffian !
. Bang, bang, bang!

Instead of opening the door, Timothy Tipple coolly seated
himself at the table and helped himself to an egg. Then
he reached for the teapot and started to pour himself out a
cup of tea.

“Well!” gasped Tom Merry. “Well, of all the——"
‘‘Come on, you blokes!” said the new pageboy checrfully.
“Pile in! Sorry as I'm late! But it’s the fault of that
tailor’'s-dummy outside! We'll let ’im stop houtside as a
punishment, T vote! What d’you blokes say ?”

The astounded juniors stared—wrath and amazement in
their faces.

Then Tom Merry gave a yell.

“Chuck the cheeky cad out!

“Yes, rather!”

And the five juniors made a combined rush for the boy
in buttons.

Oh, you—you—-"

I've had enough of this!”

(Continued on next page.)
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At leat they started towards himj, but they pulled up

suddenly. For as they made for him, Tiniothy Tipple
ium(imd back from the table, and his hands flew to his
head. i

~ " Onc hand dragged his mop of unruly hair off, and the
other removed his huge horn-rimmed spectacles.

“What—what——"

“Mum—mum-—my hat !

“Great pip !"” X s

The juniors stopped and stared, as if rooted to the floor.
Despite the grease-paint and make-up, there was now no
mistaking the real identity of the new pageboy at St. Jim's.

“Lowther!” gasped Blake. -

“Lowther!” howled Manners.

Tom Merry was speechless. .

“Little me!” grinned Lowther, speaking in his own voice
now. ‘“A little surprise for you, what? Let dear old
Gussy in now. ['m sure he'll be pleased !”

And taking the key from his pocket, Lowther unlocked
the door and held it open,-carcfully keeping behind it him-
self. As he expected, Arthur Augustus fairly hurled himself
into the study.

Lowther chuckled, and slammed and locked the door again.
Then he turned a grinning face towards Arthar Augustus,
who had stopped short and was blinking at him like a fellow
in a dream. : ;

*“That’s not the way to enter a fellow’s study !” he said,
shaking his head severely at the -dumbfounded Gussy. “I'm
}sourprised at you, Gussy ! I did heéar you knocking, I fancy,

ut % ;

“Oh, gweat Scott! Tt
feahful spoofah !™

“Lowther, you awful idiot ;

Half laughing, and overjoyed, Tom Meiry rushed at his
chum and grabbed his hand. The rest followed his example
—even (iussy forgot his grievances in that moment.. .

“Well, of -all the wheezes!” gasped Tom Merry. “And
you've been' here all the time—even spoken to us, and we
never suspected! You're a giddy genius! So this was
what you meant when you said you'd return?”

“Scarcely that!” grinned Lowther. - “I didn’t know
what I really ‘mceant—I only knew I was feeling ready
for anything! It was when [ met Toby in the train that
T thought of this wheeze. And it came off a treat. I got
the job easily cnough, and—well, you fellows know the
result—especially Gussy !”
© “You—you fwightful wottah, Lowthah!” gasped Arthur
Augustus, but he made no attempt to commit assault and
battery on the new pageboy now.

“But you can’t go on for ever at this game,” said Tom,
his face clouding. “Tell us all about it, Monty?”

Lowther grinned. ¥ : )

“We'll have tea first.” he said, replacing his false hair
and goggles again.  “I’ve missed study tcas no end this
last few days, and I'm jolly hungry!”

“Go ahead, then!” grinned Tom Merry. ’

And the juniors seated themselves and went ahead—
though not before Lowther, suddenly. remembering the
snapshot, had asked to see it. His face lit up as he saw
the result of his previous night's work. And though he
refused to .discuss matters until after tea, Lowther’s face
was quite cheery and satisfied. His detective investigations
were not turning out so badly after all. And he hadn’t
finished yet.

is—is Lowthah! Oh,

you—you

100

CHAPTER 13..
A Shock for Racke !

€ ELL, what’s the programme now ?”
‘}‘/ Tom Merry asked the question not a little
doubtfully.

. Tea was over in Study No. 10. Under the
circumstances it could hardly have been a very merry
tea; nor was it. Indeed, the cheeriest member of the
tea-party was Lowther himself, curiously enough. He did
not seem to be worrying overmuch.

But his chums did. Lowther had “pulled it off . so
far without a suspicion of his identity Being raised. But
he ran a great risk of discovery. At any moment an
accident might reveal the fact to the school that the new
page-boy was an expelled junior in disguise.

They knew Monty only too well. If he could carry on,
using ordinagy caution, he might continue at St. Jim's
indefinitely as Timothy Tipple, the pageboy.

But they feared the fun-loving joker of the Shell—or
late of the Shell !--might bungle matters. It was not in him
to exercise ordinary caution for long. And his impersonation
itself was a great temptation to him to be reckless, and
to play practical jokes. Already he had very much over-
done things-in the opinion of his chums—and especially of
Arthur Augustus.
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Sooner -or later his love of practical jokes would get
him “bowled out ” they felt certain.

His position as pageboy brought him into constant
contact with the authorities, and the risk of discovery in
the ordinary_way was serious enough.

After tea Lowther explained his mtentions to his chums,
But though his
story of the silver matchbox had filled them with sudden
hope Tom Merry, at all events, was still doubtful—not as
to Lowther’s final success, but as to his methods of
reaching that result. ;

“Well, what's the programme now, Lowther?” he
repeated. ““We know now, without a doubt, who’s guilty,
and I fancy we've proof enough with that snapshot alone.
But you’ve got the matchbox as well. Isn’t that enough?”

“No, it jolly well isn’t!” snapped Monty Lowther.

“But what about the servants?” said Tom quietly. I
fancy their evidence will about finish Racke!”

“Yaas, wathah! I considah we've got that wascal Wacke
in a cleft stick, deah boys!”

“I'm not chancing anything!” said Lowther, his face
hard. “Not likely! ‘Racke is crafty—as crafty as they
make ’em! I'm not going to be satisfied until I've got his
admission—with witnesses to hear it!”

“He'll never give you the chance to get that, Monty,”
said Tom Merry, frowning. “He's too wide!”

“We'll see!” said Lowther grimly. “I've not finished
vet. And I want the help of you fellows this time. That's
why I've let the cat out of the bag to you this evening. I
want you to be witnesses—that’s all. 1'll see to the rest.”

“How ?” asked Blake. “I'm game for anything, old
man !”

“Yaas, -wathah !”

“Well, this is the idea! I want you chaps to go and
hide in the lower box-room—it's a big room and there
are plenty of hiding places—boxes and things! You can

get one or two more fellows, too—the more the merrier,
though don’t let on what’s in the wind. Don't let ‘em
know who I am anyway! I'll get Racke along there
somchow !”

fIsn’t it rather like eavesdropping?’ said Tom Merry
hesitatingly. “You know I'd do anything I could, Monty,
old man. But—"

“I don’t call it eavesdropping!” said Lowther, his lips
setting hard. “It’s hardly right for an innocent fellow
to suffer for another chap’s rascality !”

“Well. yes, now you put it like that, Monty——"

“It’s just helping justice—helping to right a wrong!”
isaid Lowther. “I know just how you look at things.
Tommy; but I'm pretty desperate. 1 can’t keep this
game up for ever, and I'm not going to leave St. Jim's
without making a fight for it! I'm doing it anyway—if yéu

1

fellows will back me up!

“Well, 'm on, Monty!” said Tom Merry quietly. “It’s
worth trying—if you can get that sweep to own up. What
do you fellows say?”

“I'm on!” said Blake promptly.

“Same here!”

“Yaas, wathah!” f '

It did not sound a pleasant task, but Monty’s chums
were willing enough to do 1t now. Racke was a rascal—a
scheming cad who deserved no consideration whatever.
locked him in the bed-
room to stand the blame for the offence he himself had
committed. And he had remained silent, allowing Lowther
to be expelled for his crime. He had even gloated over
it—they knew that!

Such a fellow deserved no consideration. Lowther was
right! Desperate ills required desperate remedies.

“We'll do it!” said Tom, jumping to his feet. “You
want us to do it now?”

“Yes. The sooner the better!”

“Right! Come on, you chaps! We'll get Glyn, and
C'ardew, and Clive, and Levison, and Talbot—they’'ll be
enough—more than enough!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And after waiting while Lowther resumed his disguisc
and was ready, the chums left the study, their faces showing
their determination. Lowther waited a moment or so
listening at the door, and then he peered out. Making
sure the coast was clear, he slipped out and walked along
to Racke’s study.

From his pocket he drew a note—a note he had scribbled
a few moments ago in Study No. 10—and this he slipped
under Racke’s door. Then he hurried away, turning his
steps towards the box-room.

In Study No. 7 Aubrey Racke and Crooke were just
finishing tea when Crooke heard a slight rustle at the
door. He glanced towards it, and then he spotted the
white envelope on the floor.

“What’s the matter?” snapped Racke irritably.

Since the previous night Aubrey Racke had been in a
vile temper, and Crooke had given him a wide berth until
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now. Further reflection over the night's happenings had
not improved Racke’s view of the situation. Far from it!
The more he reflected over it, the more he felt convineced
that the brilliant fiash, followed by the strange,- ghostly
face, was no figment of his tortured imagination. It was
not an attack of nerves -either. It was trickery! Semeonc
had been there, and who else could it have beenn but Tom
Merry and his chums? :

Racke gritted his teeth at the thought. How they had
worked it, and for what reason, he could not imagine.
But he suspected—with more than dread—that they knew
of the lost matchbox and had been searching for it!

On the other hand. the face Racke had glimpsed was
Lowther’s face—and Lowther was scores of miles away!

No wonder Racke's nerves were in shreds.

“A giddy letter from someone,” said Crooke, answering
his question, and he picked wp the letter from the floor and
glanced at it. Then he threw it across to Racke. * For you,
old bean!”

Aubrey Racke took the letter and tore it open. The
writing on the envelope was ill-formed and straggling—
Lowther had seen to that—and the cad of the Shell guessed
at once who it was from.

He read it quickly.

“Dear Aubrey,”
he read, gritting his
teeth at the im-
pudent familiarity,
—"“1I got it all right,
found it in a
drawer. Must have
dropped in there by
accident. Ho w-
evver, I got it.

box-room at five-
thirty, and 31
hand it over. Mind
you bring the dibbs,
old sport !

“Yours evver,

As  he finished
reading Racke drew
a deep breath.

So it was found—
the biggest danger
was over !

Toby was gone,
and 1if the other
servants did talk
about it, -and it
came out, he could
deny it uttetly,
There was no
proof ! In any
case, the servants
would soon forget
about it. It had
not come out yet,
anyway. And he
could easily square
that impudent fool
I'imothy Tipple. If only he could get it without having to
part with the fiver ! :

But he knew that was hopeless. He would have to keep
on the right side of the new pageboy; it was worth mere
than a dozen fivers to him! And the fellow might be
useful in other ways.

Racke looked in his wallet, and his eyes glinted at the
banknote reposing there.
junior, with far more mioney than was good for him, he
hated to part with a penny more than he could help.

But it could net be helped now; it had to be done!

“Well, what the dickens is it, Aubrey?” asked Crooke
mri}o{usly‘ “Is.it from that young cad Tipple?”

“Yes 19

“Has—has he found it?”

Racke nodded.

“Phew! Good man! Pay him the fiver and have done
with it, for goodness’ sake!” gasped Crooke.

“ Perhaps you’d like to go halves!” sneered Racke. “You
scem jolly keen on giving other people’s money away !”

“But look here, old man——"

“Oh, shut up! I haven’t forgotten last night, you mean
cad! If youd come with me——"

Racke paused. He had refused to tell his “chum . what
had happened the night before, and he had no intention of

Chapter 13.)

* The game’s up, Racke ! ”’ said;Timothy Tipple, placing his
back to the door. ‘‘You’re bowled out!’’ ‘‘ What—what
do you mean ? ' gasped the.cad of the Shell. The next mo-~
ment, to Racke’s astonishment, twelve juniors appeared
from behind the pile of packing-cases and trunks. (See

Though Racke was a wealthy-

telling him now. He erumpled the note in his pocket, and
then he left the study.

It was not five-thirty yet. Racke paced up and down for
some moments, his brew elearer now than 1t had been for
days. He did not suspect Timothy Tipple of any special
motive in making the appointment in the box-room. Only
that day Racke had told him not to visit him in his study—
it wonfd excite comment. And Timothy Tipple had
grinmmed and agreed that it would. Therefore Racke

suspected nothing at his asking him to meet him in a

quieter place.
have- chosen. :

For a few moments Racke paced up and down, and then,
unable to wait longer, he made his way to the box-room
on the next floor.

He opened the door after a swift glance round, and then
be walked in, closing the door after him again.

Timothy Tipple was there, seated on a box. He had
something on his knee which he scemed to be polishing
industriously with a. rather grimy handkerchief.

Racke’s eyes glinted as they alighted upon it. Tt was
a silver box—his silver matchbox! He recognised it at a
glance, and his heart leaped.

It was just the place Racke himself would
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“Oh, good!” he said, closing the door carefully after
him. *“You have got it, then, Tipple! I—I thought. you
might be pulling my leg !

“Yes, T got it, Aubrey!” remarked the pageboy, with a
chuckle, shoving the shiming article back into his pocket.
“I told you as I should find it somehow. Tt were in a
’dra\\'er~m the toe of a slipper. I s’pose the slipper
appened to be by the bed when you was shovin’ that there
guy inter it. You must a’ dropped it, and dropped it clean
inter the slipper. Then the shipper got damaged, and it
was jest shoved in that there drawer.”

“Yes, yes—only don’t shout, you idiot!” hissed Racke.
“ Look here, hand the thing over shaip!”

“No ’urry, is there?” asked Tipple, raising his eyebrows.
“You brought that there fiver, I 'opes. I ain’t ’andin’ that
there matchbox over without it, Aubrey, pals or no pals!”

“T've got it! Here it is!” said Racke savagely. He
drew out his wallet. and extracted the fiver. He held it
almost feverishly. “Now hand it over! Don’t play the
fool! Someone may ceme any second!”

“Nice if they did—for you!” grinned Tipple, making no
effort to obey. “What would the Head say if he knowed
as it was you as played that trick on that there master—

THE GEm LiBrary.—No. 1,030,
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you as locked that feller Lowther in ’'is bed-room and got  picking up his mop of tow-coloured hair, his face wearing ;'s.
- rueful grin. It had been dragged off in the brief struggle.

’im sacked !"”* : ;
“Shut up, you fool!” hissed Racke. “Well, I'm blowed I” gasped Levison. “What—who the

“Well, it's true, ain’t it?” said Timothy meaningly. dickens are you, my pippin? I scem to know——"
“No good denyin’ it, Aubrey!” “It's all up, Monty!” grinned Blake. “Might as well
¢ “You silly fool! What's the good of denying it!” snarled finish the job!”
Racke. “It’s true enough; but yowll have everybody in  “At your service, gents!” murmured Timothy, and he
the school know it if you don’t shut up. Aren’t I paying took off his spectacles. :
*you to keep your dashed mouth shut? Hand that con- 1t was cnough !
fcunded box over, you grinning fool!” Racke staggered back.
. “No ’urry, is there?” “Lowther !” he panted. “TIt—it can’t be!”
% “Yes! Hand it over!” said Racke, glaring at the other “Lowther |” yelled Glyn. “Oh, my hat!”
in amazed fury. “You fool! fere’s your fiver! Take it !” “Well, I'm blowed!” gasped Levison faintly. “Oh, the
““I’don't ’\,\'ant it!” awful spoofer! Lowther! Here ail the time!”
> “Wha-at? i Racke panted. He understood now—understood every-

“Wouldn’t touch it with a barge-pole!” said Timothy thin 3 SR e a T
£ o x Eep e S g—or nearly everything! It had been Lowther’s face
coolly. “Al.ld as for the !“““Ch,b‘”‘; I wouldn't "and 1t over he had seen the night bofol?O-Lowthcr himself in the flesh!
for twenty fivers—not until you've ’ad a chat with the *Ead, “Oh |” he gasped, *Oh, y5u cad, Lowther !”
1 » il i L 4 3 J SR ALY .
l\]ﬂs\t‘?era‘dfﬁ! Ho s SRR e Aden “Little me!” grinned Lowther.  “Not so treacherous,
ll‘*}_,“ at do 30“hm(‘a“;l gaspe ach ”'dl 15“.‘ .n affer all, Racke! Just attending to my own interests, old
overwhelming fear, as he noted-a strange,. nar g“lgl, a top, as a sensible fellow should. In me you see Monty
the blue eyes before him. '\\'hat—\\'hat 5,,th15.g““"9' Lowther, the private detective, late of St. Jimls. Now,
“It means that the game’s up, Racke!” said Timothy wHat about that vt is 4he B #d = Rackes
Tipple, placing his back to the door. “I think that will “ Von=von dool P ehiillad Backs & F Do en think Pll=go
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do, you fellows. Out you come! to the Head? I deny everything! You can prove nothing !
It's all a dashed conspiracy !”

The next moment, to Racke's astonishment, twelve juniors
“Will your word—not a very valuable word—be taken

rose from behind the pile_of packing-cases and trunks.
before the word of these twelve fellows ?” inquired Lowther.

CHAPTER 14. “I“don't think so!” 3
You can prove nothing !” panted Racke.
Bowled Out ! “Yes I can—quite a lot! I can prove from the evidence
UBREY RACKE started back, his face blanching. of these fellows that you have owned up—have admitted oo
A The rascal stared and stared, scarcely able to your guilt, Racke! I can prove from their evidence that
believe his eyes. Yet it was only too true—only too vou offered Timothy Tipple—otherwise little me—five quid
real. Tom Merry and Manners were there, and for that matchbox—a box not worth more than ten bob- at
Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy, and Cardew, Levison, most ! And the box is still in my possession, Racke !” -

§ and Clive, and Talbot, Glyn, and Noble—most of the “Hang you!”

/ important members of the Middle and Lower School. “Go it! But that's not all. T can prove, from the
And they had heard all! evidence of lots of fellows, that you vowed to get even with
Racke shivered, ani licked his dry lips. both Linton and myself. You shouldn’t let your tongue run
Then he turned on Timothy Tipple. away with you, Racke !”

The next moment both were struggling furiously. But “I—I—-I—-"
Tom Merry, Blake, and Herries rushed forward and dragged “That isn’t all, either! There's the evidence of the
Racke back by main force. : : servants. Mary, the housemaid, found you searching Lin-
“That won't do you any good, you rascal!” said Tom  ton's bed-rcom on the morning after bonfire night. That's
Merry calmly. “Better take it quietly, Racke. You're — enough in itself. But you've also worried her about T
bowled out, and you know it!” several times since—about your lost matchbox! And then
“Yes; no good kicking up a fuss, Racke!” said Levison, there’s the evidence that you were searching in Linton’s old
staring curiously at Timothy Tipple. “I fancy this bed-room only last night—at dead of night!”
merchant—— Oh!” There was a whistle from Levison and the others.
Tevison paused, gazing with fixed eyes at the pageboy. Racke gritted his teeth.
The rost were also gazing at him. For Timothy was just “Prove it!” he hissed. “Prove it, if you can!”
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FAREWELL TO ST. JIM'S!
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-

To have to leave their old school, to have to bid <
good-bye to their faithful chums, is a staggering ¢ e

blow to Ernest Levison and his young brother

Frank. e

2

But these Levisons are made of the right stuff ; .

they don’t whimper when adversity comes &
their way. 2 :

Read how this totally unlooked for contingency S

comes about, also what happens to the popular b

<>

brothers, in next week’s enthralling school story,

s
entitled ¢ b

@

b
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LEVISON’S LAST DAY! 5

L)

You will all agree that Martin Clifford ®

has handled his latest *‘ Levison * theme 2

with exceptional brilliance. : i

&

Don’t get left in the “s\old out ’’ queue, boys! Owrder °

your copy of the GEM in advance! i\
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“KEasily enough!” said Lowther coolly. - “Look ai that,
Racke. You needn’t trouble to destroy it for we can get
plenty more.”

And Lowther handed Racke the print of the snapshot
taken the night before.

Racke’s face went ashen as he looked at it.

“That was taken by flashlight—by little me,” said
Lowther. “That was the flash you saw—the flash that
frightened you nearly out of your wits. And it was my
chivvy that made you bolt, thinking you were seeing ghosts,
you funky coward !”

“Oh !” breathed Racke. “Oh gad!”

Racke understood all now !

He trembléd under the scornful, disgusted glances of the
juniors.

“Well ?” demanded Tom Merry, breaking in on the
silence. ™ Are you going to the Head, Racke, or shall we
have to go?”

“I—I won’t!” hissed the baffled rascal. *I won’t, hang
you! You dare!”

“Right! Come along, you fellows! Racke's been offered
a chance. If he won’t take it—?”

“Stop !” gasped Racke. “I—TI'll do it!”

“You'd better | said Tom, his lip curling. “Do you think
we're going to allow Lowther to be ruined by a cad like
you? Not likely! It'll pay you to own up, Racke! If you
own up yourself—if the Head believes you have repente
and owned up on your own, he may be inclined to be
merciful. But if you refuse—if we have to tell the truth—
then you’re booked for soiething far worse than Lowther
got! You mean it? Yow'll go to the Head at once and
own up?”’

Racke was silent. But he saw there was no lelp for it—
none whatever. He knew he was hopeélessly bowled out.

He nodded at last.

“Yes, hang you!” he panted. ¢

“Right! We'll give you till six-thirty. Some of us had
better come with you to the Head's door in case you feel
inclined to change your mind. But, remember, simply own

T up. Not a word about the real identity of Timothy Tipple,

or your number’s up. It will all come out then, and the
Head will know you were forced into owning up. He'll
have no mercy on you, then. So, remember, not a word
about Lowther’s return to St. Jim’s. Understand ?”

. “ch,sI” hissed Racke, giving Lowther a bitter, ~deadly
ook.

“Then clear, and get it over!”

And Racke cleared, Levison and several other fellows
willingly volunteering to see him safely to the Head's door.

After they were gone, the rest looked at Monty Lowther.

“Well, what's to be done now ?”” said Tom Merry, shaking
his head hopelessly. “This is a nice pickle, unless you
make Timothy Tipple disappear and go home until you're
sent for—you're pretty certain to be sent for I”?

“I hope s5!” said Lowther cheerily. “But I shan’t be
there! I'm going to be Timothy Tipple a bit longer yet.
My idea is to wait until the Head sends for me. You
fellows can easily give me the tip, as it’s bound to be men-
tioned to you, even if I don’t hear. Anyway, that’s the
programme.”

“You're going to hang on as Timothy Tipple?” gasped
Blake,
v “Just that, old tops!” grinned Lowther. “Until T know
the Head’s sent for me. Then Timothy Tipple will vanish
“from mortal ken, and Monty Lowther will reappear at St.
Jim’s in all his glory.” x

“Oh, my hat l.”~
“Let’s hope 50, anyway !” breathed Tom Merry.
And all his chums hoped so.

. . . . . & . .

And it “came off ” just as Tom Merry & Co. had hoped.

Scarcely an hour later a telegram was handed to *“Timothy
Tipple ”. by Dr. Holmes to be taken to the post-office in
Rylcombe. Timothy started out for Rylcombe quite cheerily,
ind made his way swiftly—not to the post-office, but to the
village tuckshop. There he had a good feed, and then he
returned to St. Jim’s with the telegram reposing in his
pocket.

" In the privacy of his room that night Timothy wrote a
long and very interesting letter to his people; explaining

cverything, ‘and begging them to “keep mum,” and with
the thter he enclosed the telegram and also the letter the
Head had given him on his expulsion to hand te his people.

Then, his conscience’ much relieved—for the letter,
especially, had worried Monty very much—he sneaked into
Study No. 10 for a quiet hour behind a locked door with
his chums.

The next day “Timothy Tipple,” the new pageboy,
vanished utterly and mysteriously. Nobody had seen him
go, and nobody found him again. = It was really most
mysterious; but as nothing was found to be missing—even
his uniform was left behind—the Head accepted the great
loss philosophically, believing the pageboy had tired of his
new job.

Nor did the truth ever leak out—to the authorities, at all
events, Tom Merry & Co, told a chosen few whom they
could trust, and Monty’s amazing masquerade was laughed
about for long enongh afterwards.

Anud, in the evening of the day Timothy Tipple vanished so
mysteriously, Monty Lowther arrived at St. Jim’s, looking
bright and cheery. And what took -place between Dr.
Holmes and Monty only his chums knew. But Monty’s eyes
were glistening and his face was bright when he joined his
chums in Study No. 10 later on, and that evening a tremen-
dous feed was held to celebrate the official return of Monty
Lowther. And this time it was a right royal affair, with no
glum faces whatever.

Aubrey Racke was not sacked—as was confidently expected.
Even Racke himself hgd only hoped for a private expulsion
instead of a public one from his “owning up.” But, luckily
for him, he got neither. For two days he was in the punish-
ment-room while the Head and Mr. Railton carefully con-
sidered his case. And then he was taken to the Head’s study
to receive his sentence,

This proved to be severe enough. 1t was a public flogging
—an experience the rascally junior was not likely to forget
in a hurry. Nor was that all, for Racke’s schoolfellows sent
him to Coventry for a fortnight. Altogether, the cad of the
Shell had good cause to regret his vengetul trickery on that
memorable bonfire night ! ;

y THE END.
(Now look oul for next week's iopping tale of Tom
Merry & Co., chums.)

What did Temme eat
on his channel- swim?

Here are his own words: “Throughout
my Channel Swith I partook liberally
of Cadbury’s Milk Chocolate.  This
sustained me wonderfully for the big
effort 1 had to make during the last
six hours of the swim. As a ‘stand by’
and a creator of fresh “energy and
resoutce I consider Cadbury’s Milk
Chocolate to be peerless.” o

mllk chocolate

—Temme knew he could trust Cadbury’s to sustain
him mile after mile. He had proved it tinie after time
on previous long swims. And you too—though you
may never swim—will find Cadbury’s Milk Chocolate
just as useful in lesser emergencies.

.

See the name ‘@cibury’ on every piece of chocolate,
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A PRISONER IN THE VAULTS! Such is the lot of the dignified Head of -Rookwood, who is lured down into

the Abbhey vaults by a mysterious unknown.
the innocence of the Fistical Four is proved !

\\\
AN\

An Amazing School Story of Jimmy Silver & Co., the Heroes of Rookwood.

\

(Introduction «

The Dictator Moves !
uI’D rather you not, Kit,” said Morningion seriously.

“You see, it's a one man job—an’ there’s a big ri
Two would bungle it. Leave it to me—an’ T'll let
you into the giddy secret as soon as I've brought
it off.”

““Ass!
door?”

“Nothin® like it.”

“Well, what then?”

“Curiosity killed the cat,” remarked Mornington, smiling
coolly. “I'm off now. If the fellows wonder where l've
gone, tell them for a stroll.”

And with a cheery nod, Valentine Mornington opened
the dormitory door and disappeared.

Kit Erroll stared after him, deeply mystified. But he did
not follow. If Mornington wanted to ke on his own, he
knew best.

Erroll would have been considerably startled had he been
able to follow his chum’s movements after he left the
dormitory.

In Mornington’s cool brain there had evolved a scheme—
a daring scheme—to save the Fistical Four at the eleventh
hour, and it needed all the dandy’s cool nerve to carry it
through successfully.

After breakfast Jimmy Silver & Co. were to be expelled.
Much was to happen before then if Mornington’s plans
went well,

His first destination was his study.

He was busy there with pen and paper for some minutes.
Then, creeping cautiously along deserted corridors, he made
his way to the Head’s study. =

Dr. Chisholm was an early riser, and usually worked in
his study before breakfast. But Morny had forestalled him,
and the maid was busy sweeping out when the Fourth-
Former arrived.

Slipping into an alcove, Mornington waifed patiently.
In a few minutes the maid left the corridor, and for a brief
period the junior had the Head's study to himself. He was
in and out again long before the stately tread of the
Doctor sounded along the corridor.

Dr. Chisholm wore a worried look as he entered his
study on that sunny summer’s morning. He had done what
he regarded as his stern duty in sentencing the Fistical
Four to expulsion; indeed, with the evidence before him
convicting them of the attack on Carthew, he had no
choice.

With an exclamation the Doctor dismissed the matter

Are you going to open the punishment-room

And this unknown declares that Dr. Chisholm must stay there untii

pagz 27.)
from his mind. His decision was taken, and there was no
reason to alter it.

He was about to seat himself in his favourite chair, when
a paper pinmed to the desk_ caught his eye.

Adjusting his glasses, the Head detached the paper and-
held it up. ]

As he read it his eyes started, and an expression of
complete amazement appeared on his august features.

Certainly the gist of that message was startling.

“In expelling Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome for
the attack on Carthew you are doing a very great wrong.
If you will see me, I can show you something that will
alter your views considerably. For various reasons I cannot
come up to the school. Will you meet me by the old
Abbey ruins at seven-thirty this morning?

“A Well-Wisher.”

The Head readjusted his glasses and read that
munication a second time.

For some moments he appeared in. doubt as to its
authenticity. . But it was early, and the juniors were not
vet out of thpir dormitories. It would have been simple
cnough for some witness, with his own reasons for not
wishing to be seen at Rookwood, to creep across the
master’s lawn and slip into the Head's study via the
window to leave his message.

“Bless my soul! This—this is a
communication !’

Dr. Chisholm was surprised and not a little disturbed.

For a moment he thought of calling in Mr. Dalton’s
cpinion of the note, but he refrained. Evidently the witness
wished to remain anonymous. It was for the Head alone
to see him. And if any important fact was disclosed
regarding Carthew, clearing the Fistical Four The
Head did not hesitate long.

His duty was clear.

However unconventional the-message, there was a chance
that it was right—that a miscarriage of justicer was
imminent. And with his duty plain before him Dr.
Chisholm did not: linger. - "

The time was creeping on. He would have to hurry to
be at the Abbey by seven-thirty.

Slipping the note into a pocket the Head left his study.
In the corridor he passed the maid with a majestic “ Good-
morning!” In the Hall and in the quad he encountered
nobody.

The ancient Abbey ruins were situated at some little
distance from th\e scheol precincts, and formed a popular

com-

very remarkable
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rendezvous for juniors whe wished to keep out of sight

of authority. :

Fights galore and secret exploration parties and othev
scenes had taken place in the tumbled pile which had once
formed a part of the Abbey of Rookwood. The Head was
not surprised that the unknown witness had chosen that
out-of-the-way spot to interview him. Certainly they would
be perfectly safe from observation.

Revolving the matter in his mind Dr. Chisholm crossed
{he playing fields and approached the ruins. There was a
péssibility that He was about to meet the actual attacker
of Carthew—anxious to clear others of his own blame, but
kcen to evade public recognition himself. At that thought
the :Head quickened his pace.

The old ruins appeared very silent and deserted as he sct

®foot among them. Dr. Chisholm glanced round, looking

Tor the writer of the note.

There was no sign of him—for all he knew to the contrary
the stately old Head was alone amid the tumbled stones.

**Ah! The vaults!” _ :
Dyr. Chisholm remembered, suddenly, the extensive series

of vaults which ran beneath the ruins. Fellows explored
them on half holidays, in the hope of unearthing
the treasure of the old monks. The vaults were well known,
and it was probable that the unknown was taking cover
within them till the Head should arrive.

Dr. Chisholm stepped to the square opening which led via
2 flight of worn steps to the vaults. It was dark and
minviting as he peered down.

“ Are you there?” called the doctor, raising his voice a
ittle. I have received your note, and come in answer to

s
He waited till the cchoes of his voice died away below,

wnd then a gruff, mufled voice responded from the opening.

“You've come, then? Will you come down, Dr.
_hisholm 77 a

*“I would rather you ascended,” said the doctor. “You
vill be quite safe from observation here, whoever you are.”

“That’s all you know, sir. I'm not coming up; I've a
yood reason. Come down—I've got a light, and you'll
earn something you didrn’t know.”

“You are exceedingly mysterious!” ejaculated the Ilcad,

with_a touch of asperity. :

“Tve a reason to be!” came the muffled voice from below.

The Head paused. 2

He did not want to descend into the shadowy vanlts to
neet a stranger—and a stranger who avowedly wished to
seep out of sight as much as possible. But he had his duty
0 do, and it was his duty to assure himself of the guilt of
:he Fistical Four before he sent them away from Rookwood.

“I will come down!” said the doctor shortly.

“T'll show a light on the steps, sir.”

There was a movement in the vaults, and the.light of a
sandle streamed on the worn steps by which the Head
had to descend. The candle was held so as not to reveal
the holder, however.

With set lips, Dr. Chisholm began to descend. As he
reached the bottom, his gaze searched keenly for the holder
of the candle. 3

“Now. Why did you wish to see me?” he asked.

There—was no response. Instead, at a sudden puff, the
-andle went out, and the Hlead and the unknown were left
in darkness. Above, the light at the opening revealed the
steps. But below it was impossible to see a foot.

Dr. Chisholm breathed hard. He was beginning to suspect
—with an access of anger—that he had been tricked. For
some reason his time was being wasted, though why he
could not fathom.

There was a chuckle near at hand in the darkness.

r “Keep quite still, sir. You’re safe enough.”

“What—what does this
mean ?”2 demanded the Head

sangrily.  “Kindly light the
ndle, again, and state why
tyou - ft your note on my

_*“Because the four juniors

ave sentenced are inno-

came the gruff voice
visible speaker.

~-én
®of t

I'm goin’ to get it, and until party, and he,

then, you’ll not mind stay-
“You—you insolent rascal!”

.gjaculated - Dr. - Chisholm.

“Do you dare—" :
The Head broke off.

Lurriedly.
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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE!

Jimmy Silver & Co., the chwms of Rookwood, angered by the
persecution of Mark Carthew, a« bullying prefect of the Sixth,
Torm a secret organisation called the Fascist Band of Rookwood.
In due course, Carthew and hLis cronies are given the ragging
of their lives, the Fascists being careful to cover up their tracks
by electing only a few of their nwmbers to act on each occasion.

Later, Lattrey bumps into Captain Punter, & rascally book-
maker, who expounds @ scheme to get Jimmy Silver & Co. ex-
pelled_from Rookwood. Lattrey is forced to fall in with the
rascal’s wishes, with the result that Carthew is found shortly
afterwards, lying stunned in a nearby lane. d /
bloodstained walking-stick points to Lovell as being the guilty
Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome, all of
whom are accused of aiding him, are sentenced to expulsion.
Rising very early on the morrow, Mornington evolves « daring
scheme to save the Fistical IFour. 2o R

“ I’m in it with you, too,” says Kit Erroll, donning his clothes

: (Now read on.)
t%“‘lt‘ﬂsugususlasnsusususcssc

There was a sudden movement.in the blackness, and a
form brushed past him. His startled eyes had a glimpse
of somecbody ascending the steps, and then the light from
above was blotted out for a moment as the unknown
clambered into the open air.

“Sir! This is monstrous! I demand ;

The Head made a leap—quite a creditable leap, despite
his years—towards the steps. He was half way up when
there was a rumble from overhead, and the light was
suddenly blotted out completely.

With a gasp of alarm and anger, Dr. Chisholm paused.

He was shut in} £ 3

With a rush, he arrived at the top of the steps, and bore
against the stone above with his shoulder. Dut it did
not move, and he desisted helplessly.

With his mind in a whirl, Dr. Chisholm descended into
the darkness of the vaults again—a prisoner! i

Above, the unknown was at large. What was his reason
for imprisoning the Head of Rookwood? Iow long was
this state of affairs to last?

Dr. Chisholm held his forchead as he tried vainly to
answer those questions,

l‘J
“ All serene, old top!”
“Eh? What's all serene?”

“The Head’s missin’I” whispered Mornington, through
the keyhole of the punishment-room, with great enjoyment.

“Talking out of your hat, Morny?” demanded Arthur
FEdward Lovell, in accents of disgust.

“Not a bit of it, old bean. The Tead has rcally an’ fruly
gone—an’ nobody knows where!”
« " But—but——"

There were gasps of
punishment-room.

)

Light at Last !
IMMY 1” i
* Hallo, there!”

amazement from within the

Breakfast was 0\'cr£ the four condemned juniors had been
well fed con their last morning at Rookwood—like convicts
before-the scattold, as Lovell grimly remarked.

Now they were waiting, with what resignation
could muster, to be called into Hall for the final ceremony.

In those circumstances, Mornington’s excited whisper was
suflicient to set hope leaping in their breasts again. But it
was hard to swallow. o

*“Say that again, Morny ! called Jimmy Silver.

“You chaps aren’t goin’ to be expelled this mornin’—
because the Head isn’t here to do it!” grinned Mornington,
in delight. .

v %th—\\:hﬂl’e on earth is he? Ile can’t have gone far.”

“Fact is that he’s gone—mever mind where!” said
Mornington coolly. * Erroll’s here—he’ll téll you the same.”

“You there, Erroll, old man?”

“Yes, rather! Morny’s not talking out of his hat—though
I can’t understand what can have happened. But Mr.
Dalton has been te the Head’s study, and Dr. Chisholm
isn’t there. Mary, the maid, saw him in the corridor before
breakfast, but that’s all. The whole school is in a buzz!”

“My hat! I should think so!” chortled Lovell.

“Bulkeley and Neville and a crowd of the Sixth are
searching for him, but they've drawn blank so far.”?

“Good egg!™ ‘

“Let them keep on drawing blank!” cjaculated Rabhy
excitedly. ‘“They can’t jolly well expel.us.till Dr. Chisholin
is found. But how could he disappear——""

“Cave! Bulkeley!” whispered Erroll.

“Keep your peckers up, old beans!” said Mornington, as

a parting shot. “An’ trust

the giddy Diciator to .clear
.. you somehow !”

“My hat! You haven’t—"
began Jimmy Silver, with a
sudden deep suspicion.

“Now, then! Haven’t you
been warned not to speak to
Silver and the others, Morn-
ington ?” demanded Bulkeley’s
voice grimly.

“Yaas, old bean!”

“Two hundred lines, then.
The same for you, Erroll.
Now, cut!”

“ Anythin’ to oblige!” said
Mornington gracefully.

He was grinning as, accom-
panied by Erroll’ he ‘sft the

The discovery of @
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gorridor wherein the punishment-room was-sitvated. AKit
tirroll was - looking Im//lul and! sus [mmm e could -nok
help thinking that Morny’s satisfaction at the disappearaiice:
of the Ilead was a suspicious circumistance, coupled with-his:
veiled remarks wlien léaving the dormitory: before risimg-beli.

But it was impossible to get anything out of:his chum at

present.;. Morp:y.was vndva\ playing some deep game of
his own, and he.was convinced -that ~he . conld help -the
Fistical Four.

Erroll followed him into the-quad before
speaking again, - - el !

“Whither bound now. old chap "

“Sanny,” answered Mornington ccelly.

“To see Carthew?”

“Txactly! Jolly old Carthew
pointer or two if we ask him nicely.
over that crack on the napper by now.’

“He was getting better yes rday. Didn't we hear that
he said he was attacked by a tollon in 1cbe and cowl—"

LA ¢ \mnl to hear more thdn that,’L interrupted Mornington
crisply. - “This way. Hallo, lxno\\lu.J Why the worried
frown? :

C'ecil Knowles of the Modern side glared “at the grinning
Morny. - e did not see anything funny in the long search
which” he had undertaken for the missing headmaster of
Rookwood. The Head was nowhere in the school—that
much was certain by this time. The supposition remained
that for some reason he had gone out, though it was in-
possible to guess where or why.-

The prefects had searched the scheol bluldm;u hom end
to end without result. The Head was gone—disappeared as
completely as if swallowed up in the middle of the quad.

“What are you,grinning at. you voung sweep?”
Knowles, swinging "his 'nhplanl s =

“Nothin' ” answered Mornington innceentls.

“ Have you seen the Head this morning. either of

“T-haven't,” said Erroll.

“Have you, Mornington®’

“Thé Head” said Morningion reflectively. “Let me sce,
An old johnnie with a rather heightened colour——"
You disrespectful young idiot !™

able to give us a
should ‘be gettin

may be

He

suarled

VOIL

"\\ ith no end wr an opmmn of Hlme an’ all that he does? .
Thatfit the man Cou nt, Kno n"e :

Knowles’ eyes ! 2 -

He had noi ffen—or forgiven—his treatment, at. the
hands of the Fas [e did not know whether Mornington
was’a I‘d\u\l or not—but it was veryg probable. Anda
Knowles did not intend to miss an oppgptunity of getti
a bit of his own back. s 3

“You are disrespectful, Mornington. ZIlold ouw you
hand 1 p e
:'O'h_ gad!” _ - -

'\ou asked for it, yvou know,” murmurcd*Erroll.

*At once !” snapped Knowles.
Mornington shrugged his shoulders
cived two stinging cuts, then shiugg
grinning, strode off,

“Fathéad! What did you want to get
for?” demanded Erroll.

Morny's eyes glimmered.

“Because I couldii’t "answer his
responded; chuckling, “1I had to
Come on, I want to see Carthew.’ L

Erroll was staring at his chum when thex arrivec
school sanatorium. = His suspicions were hecoming
more concrete.

5
cved. 1] :

Ioas

and ¢

ol

Knowles

outr
you

question
get past him,

steadity

“Can I see Carthew, miss?” atked Mornington. :

Erroll and he. were ushered into the rocn where the
prefect- lay, and the nurse withdrew.

Carthew glanced at them rather peculiarly and \‘:\uxd

for Morny to speak first.. -Ie. did nct, expect to be visited
by juniors, but even Carthew was more inclined for con
versation on a sick-bed. He found the hotrs passéd slowly
cnough with books and papers. . ;
“T've dropped in to ask you a few questions.
~a1d ’\Immuvmn casily, taking a chair at
“Feelin’ better this mornin’, what®”
“ A little, thanks,” answered the prefect. *©

Garthew.”

ihe bedside.

I. don't huow

that T want to answer questions, though, What do you
want to know? : S T
(For the continuation of this grand secrial see ne

weelk’s GEM.)
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specimens, as z\e]l the outfit, includes a use!u Vest Pocket Wallet for hohl‘ng duplicates; an accurate Perforation Gauge, with scale in.inches and millimetres; soms .

high-class transparent cxxvelnpe~ and finally a supply of the famous ** Peerless”’ Stamp Hinges.

ALL THESE ARE SENT QUITE FREE. A‘Postcard will do.>D0;

YOU WANT A MAGNIFYING GLASS ‘AS WELL ?  If so just enclose 2d. for postage and a SPLENDID MAGNIFYING GLASS IN FOLDING METAL CASE v'1|l'
be included IN ADDITION TO ALL THE ABOVE. Ask for approvals and YOU WILL GET YOUR OUTFIT BY RETURN OF POST.—VICTOR BANCROFT, Matlock. 2

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- “gone®
~ . Course
3-5 inches -~ in ONE MONTB.
~Without appliances—drugs—or dieting. -
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Compiete Coursp 5/= P,0. post free, or furlher partics, stamp.
P.  A. CLIVE, Harrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wales.

STOP STAMMERING!

Cure yourself as I did. . Par-
ticulars Free. —FRANK B.
SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON. W.C.1.

HUGHES, 7,
Ventriloquist's

MAGIG TRIGKSu fltlg'tl—'lsr?;g%h‘I?\';Gl’alil;g: Imitate Bird

SAFETY REVOLVERS

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.
Accidents . impossible. Tor  theatricals, sports, ete.
Protection against footpads, dogs, ete, - NEW MODELS.
Blue steel or mcl\el {inish,
fix chamber - - - -

6/0 post free.
Bt - Saanae

”» 1 2 »
2 ((‘o“bov model)- - Coil U1 55 e s
Blank Cartrldﬂes for Safeties - - - 1/6 per

Carriage 9d. any quantity. (‘afnlogue free on request.
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., Ltd., 71, High Holborn, London, W.C.1.

300 STAMPS FOR 6% (o

South Wales, Gold Coast, etc —W.

CUT THIS ouUuT

“GEM " PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.

Scnd 5 of “these coupons with nnlv 2/9 (and 2d4. siamp) direct to the®

FLEET PEN CO., “Fleet" Street, E.C.4. By return you.will

receive+a_lhandsome, lever sell- filling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with

solid gold nib (fine, medium, or broad), usually'1076. Fleet Price 4/-,
o De Luxe Model 2/- extra.

1/-), _including
-0ld India igeria, . I
A, \VHILI By l ngine L'mn LYE, Stourbridge.

Airpost,

T with 5 coupons ouly 219‘

i

LISBURN

Price 6d.each,4for1/-—T.W. Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd.,London, N
T £ B'U'MPER » PARCEL
METAL TWE

HZERS EE!!!
112 STAMPS (50 DIFFERENT) FR

A magnificent offer, including a fine rangze of good stamps that you
require for your collccnon—ﬁrmsh Colonials, Indian Native States,
and Zoo Stamps. Approvals.
LIVERPOOL.

Send postcard only requesting

& TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD,

£2 00 WORTH CHEAP_PHOTO MATERIAL. — “mii»h’,‘
catalogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any wntﬁ, g —
HAcKETT’S WORKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL. - -

HEIGHT - COUNY

in winning success. Ieight increased — hes
physique improved. Wonderful results.
particulars and our £100 guarantee, to —

SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Green Rd., Lond
25 DANZIG FREE I~ Tiis mgiteent Uanecd, Coleiiion

t
Approval Sheets.—R. Wilkinson, Provincial Bldgs., Colwy

| E9585 8 2R SN Snins

All applications’ for Advertisement Space in this
publication should~ be addressed. to  the Adver-
tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Famngdon St.;. London EC:4,

il i 4
:

AY .

o_genuine nnphmm‘ i




