PONGO PROVES H S WORTH
—AND SO DOES HIS MASTER!

(See the grand schiool fale inside.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Arthur Augustus Means It !

€ OTTEN !>
‘}‘/ Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy said that it was
“wotten,” and for once his chums agreed with
him. !

“Rotten’s the word !” said Tom Merry glamly, “Poor
old Wally’s donc it this time !”

“The young ass fairly asked for trouble,” added Blake,
*“and he’s got it.”

“I'm sorry for him,” said Digby. *“He's a cheeky young
scamp. and as full of tricks as his® blessed dog Pongo, but
he’s not a bad kid.”

“After all, it was only a practical joke,” chimed in
Herries. “Perhaps the Head will 'see that when he cools
down a bit.”

“He sees it now,” grunted Tom Merry.  “But—but—
well, fellows aren’t supposed to play practical jokes on
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governors of the school. And Wally's been going it lately,
you know. The Head really lei him off lightly over thst

poaching affair.” ;
“Wally wasn’t poachbin’. Ton Mewwy,” said  Acthur

Augustus indignantly, “He had-only taken Pongo on
Colonel Bland’s estate to cateh wals, Tt s-as just bad luck

that Pongo happened to spot a wablbit and go aftah 1t.
Colonel Bland may be a schoos governor, but 1 comsidah
him a ewusty old boundah and he made a w'etched  fuss
ovah vewy little.”

“Pongo bit him, you know!™
Shell.

“It was a meah  sewatch, deah boy,” said Arihur
Augustus. “And it was the colonel’s own tault for goin’
for Wally.  Natuwally. Pongo wonldn't allow anyone to
touch Wally. Pongc ir a weiched little beast in many
ways, and he has no wespee: whatevah for a fellow’s
twousahs. But I must sayv thai le weally is vewy devoted
and loyal to Wally.™

said the captain of the
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Sentence of ex=~
puision has been
passed on Wally
D'Arcy, the inky-
fingered leador of
the Third. But his
followers are not
disposed to let
him go with the
shadow of dis-
grace on his
name. They rebel,
and their drastic
action leads to an
amazing climax.

Tom Merry could not help smiling a little.

One of the two big worries of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
noble existence at St, Jim’s was Wally, his scapegrace of
a young brother; the other was Pongo, his brother’s pet
mongrel. Scarcely a day passed but that Arthur Augustus
found cause and reason to expound on the wickedness of
Lboth Wally and Pongo.

But now Wally D’Arcy was face to face with the prospect
of the sack, and Tom Merry could understand Avthur
Augustus’ change of opinion.

Scamp and scapegrace as he was, the leader of the Third
was made of the right stuff, and Pongo, as Arthur
Augustus had said, was, despite his many faults, a plucky
am‘mal and devoted to his master. : -
_Certainly, they had both asked for trouble on this occa-
sion. Wally had had no right to take Pongo on Colonel
Bland’s estate at all in the first place, and Pongo certainly
sng;\l_d not have interfered with the crusty old gentleman’s
rabbits. ]
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The punishment, considering
the offence, had been very light.
Wally  had received an imposi-
tion. and Pongo had been ban-
ished from St. Jim's by order of
the Head.

That order had, hawever, been
a far' more severe punishment
for Wallyl than.any other the
Head could have imposed, or, at
loast, it would have been had
the scamp of the Third bowed
down to it. But though Kildare
himself had superintended the
“packing ” of Pongo into the
hamper, and had - seen it off,
Pongo had not, been taken far
away. The scamp of the Third,
defying the Head’s order, had
coolly changed the address on the
label from Eastwood House, his
home, to Wayland Junction. The
hamper had been put out of the
guard’s van -at the station,
where Waily had claimed it.
And as vet nobody, save Wally
and his friends, knew that Pongo
was still in the vieinity.

TUnfortunately, this had not
satisfied the scapegrace. ' Stil
fecling resentful against Colonel
Bland, Wally had planned to
get his own back. Knowing the
old gentleman’s aversion to dogs,
Wally had, in the colonel’s name,
ordered handbills to be printed
and distributed in the district,
advertising for dogs of all
kinds and descriptions, owners
to bring them to Rylcombe
Manor at three o'clock that
afternoon.

As the handbills had si'atod
good prices would be given, owners had turned up in their
<cores at the manor, where the almost raving and astounded
old martinet had had the greatest difficulty in persuading
the angry, disappointed crowd that it was all a hoax. They
had departed at length, however, after doing no little
damage to the lawns and fower-beds, and still more damage
to the colonel’s temper.

By an unlucky chance for Wally, howaver, Dr. Holmes
had chanced to be calling on Colonel Bland at the time,
and while Lis host was escorting him part of the way home
they had accidentally overheard the luckless Wally relating
to a crowd just how he had worked the great “wheeze.”

From that point the comedy had turned to tragedy for
the scamp of the Third. _Though the school in general
Jooked upon it as a screaming joke, Dr. Holmes had taken
a very scrious view indeed of the matter, especially in view
of Wally’s recent offences. And the juniors could not help
thinking of tho luckless scamp in-the detention-room with a
very good prospect of the sack before him.

““Well, it can’t be helped,” said Tom at last. “Perhaps
it may not mean the sack. The Head’s a good sort, you
know.”

“Yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus. *“But we must
do somethin’ to save Wally.”

__“Nothing we can do will make any difference,” said
Tom. “ Anyway, let’s get tea weady now, or do some-
thing, for goodness’ sake " % :

21t is_too early for tea yet,” retorted Arthur Augustus
firmly. “And, in any case, I should nevah diweam of tea
un‘t‘ll I' have seen the Head.”
ahmEih‘ 1 You see the Head?” exclaimed Blake. ‘What

bout 7’
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“Wally, of course, deah bey.. I hiave thought it all out,
and I have come to the conelusion that the only person
likely o he able to influcnes Dr. Ilolmes:is myself,” said
Arthur Augustus calmly, - “ As a fellow of tact and judg-
ment—-? :

“Fathead ! said Blake, in alarm, “Don’t do anything
of the kind. You'll only put your {oot in it and make
matters worso instead of heticr.” % =

“Wubbish! T must sco the Head at once,” said Gussy,
looking himseli over anxiously.  “Is my tie stwaight,
Blake 7%

“You awful ass!”

“I wefuse to he called an ass! Kindly tell me if T look
all wight, as I do not wish to cail upon the Head with my
clobbah in a disweputable condition,” explained the swell
of the Fourth. “Is my tie stwaight, Tom Mewwy ?”

“It’s straight enough ! snorted the captain of the Shell.
“But yon won’t be straight if you bother the Head now,
you ass 1”? H

“Wats!" I am not likely to allow Wally to he sacked
without makin’> a vewy stwenuous effort to save him!
Wathal,x, not! Howevah, if you fellows wefuse to aid
me-—-—

Arthur Augustus broke.off, and walked across to the study
looking-glass. With its aid he adjusted his already perfect
tie, and dusted his spotless jacket. Then, fixing his monocle
more firmly in his eye, he marched out, evidently to inter-
view the Head. :

““Oh, the ass!” breathed Blake. “He'll get it hot from
the Head, and only make matters worse for Wally !”

“Can’t make matters much worse for Wally!” grunted
Tom Merry. “Anyway, let’s go and see what happens!”

“Yes, rather!” = e,

The juniors hurried out after Arthur Augustus. They
reached Masters’ Corridor just in time to see Arthur
Aungustus disappearing into the ITead's study.

“That's done 1t!” said Blake., “Oh, the
duffer |” )

They waited for Gusey {o emerge again, very much
alarmed for their chum. : )

Meanwhile, Arthur Augnstus was standing before the
Head’s desk, and Gussy: himself felt a slight tremor as he
met Dr. Holmes’ none too amiahle glance. Dr. Holmes was
a very kindly old gentleman in the ordinary-way, but he
looked very stern and. annoyed now.

& VYOH, D’Arey ?” he snapped. “You wish to speak to
me ¥’ b

“Yaas, sir! I twust you will allow me a few minutes of
youah valuable time, sir'?” said Arihur Augustus.

“Proceed, D’Arey I

“It is in wegard to my young bwothah Wally!” ex-
claimed Gussy, bis voice trembling a little in his agitation.
* T feel bound, with all due wespect to you, Dr. Holmes, to
a..p;mroach you in ordah to plead for leniency on his behalf,
sir! e

“I do not see how anything you may say, D’Arey major,
can alter the facts!” said the Head coldly. “He has con-
fessed his fault, and nothing now remains except for me
. to pronounce sentence! He has admitted having perpe-
trated a cruel and disgraceful hoax upon a gentleman who
is. not only a local resident, but a governor of the school!
The fact that he did this wicked thing in a spirit of revenge
only adds, in my view, to the wickedness of his offence !”

“Oh, yaas, sir!” said Arthur Augustus. “I quite agwee
with you that it was a wotten pwank to play on a gentle-
man of Colonel Bland’s position and age! I considah my
minah is a young wapscallion, and I vewy often find it
necessawy to wepwimand him vewy severely—

“That will do, D’Arcy ! said the Head, raising his hand
and cutting D’Arey’s flow of eloquence short. “ Unless you
have anything to say of a practical nature that will miti-
gate your brother’s offence, kindly leave the room !”

“Bai Jove, sir! Oh, yaas, sir! I have quite a lot to say,
sir!” said Arthur Augustus hurriedly. “My object in
comin’ heah, sir, was to point out that, though Wally is
weally a weckless young wascal, with wathah a lack of
wespect for his eldahs—" ;

“Be brief, D’Arcy | said the Head ominously., “My time
is of value, hoy!” !

“Oh, yaas, sir!” Arthur Augustus jumped. “My—my
object is to point out to you, sir, with all due wespect, that
\Vall”ly i3 vewy young and vewy inexpewienced. His tendah
yeahs——

“Silence! Are yon wasting my time in order to point out
things of which I am fully aware?” snapped the Head,
rising. “Leave the room, D'Arey |

“Bai Jove! Weally, sir——*

©“ GO 2!)

ButdArthur Augustus, though his face was pale, stood his
ground.

“I wegwet bein’ ohliged to hoihah you like this, sir!”
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he exclaimed dog"gr:my. “But I weally must ,dojall I ean
for my bwothah, sir! For you to expel Wally would he
unjust —"
“ What

“Without taking into considewation his inexpewience and
tendal years!” “finished Arthur Augustus—forfunately. “I
twust you will also allow me io peint out, sir, that he did
not undalstand the gwavity of his weckless action! 1
twust, sir——-" L

“D’Arey,” gasped ihe Head, “ihat fs emough! TUnless
you leave the roem this instant I shall cane you for yeur
astounding impudence 1

“ Bai Jove! Weally, sir—*?

“Geol"

“Pway allow me to—"

“Go!” thundered the Head, rising to his feet in great
exasperation.” “D’Arcy, I can make allowances for your
desire to intercede on your brother’s behalf, but unless you
obey me and leave this room at once I shall cane you!”

* Bat, weally, sir, pway listen—2>

“Gol” -

“Dr. Holmes—— Oh, bai Jove |” e

Arthur Angustus did not continue. He gasped in dismav
as Dr. Holmes reached for his cane, a thunderous frown
on his brow. ;

“ Hold out your hand, boy !”

Arthar’ Augustus held out his hand—he dare not disobe
now; the look in the Head’s eves was enough. The canc
came down on D’Arey’s paln, and he gave a stified velp.

“ Yow-ow !

“Now go!”

The Head pointed to the door, and this iime Art
Augustus went. Arthur Augustus did not want anot}
like that at the moment-—-not even to put i s
for his hapless minor |

i a
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CHAPTER 2.
Arihur Augusius Still Means Ii !

OM MERRY & CO. iried hard to look sympaibetic as
the unfortunate Arthur Auvgustus joined ihem in
the passage. They had heard most of what had
passed within, and they had certainly heard ihe

swishing eane and the yelp that had followed. And thev
realised that their chum stood in need of sympathy—
whether he deserved it or not.

“Oh, you—you chump, Gussy!” exclaimed Blake, as the
door closed. *“ Had it badly 2

“Ow! Gwooogh! Vaas! The Head seems in a feahful
wax. deah boys!” groaned Arthur Augustus, tucking one
hand under his other arm. “I considah Dr, Holmes is
gwowin’ vewy iwwitable and unweasonable !

“You were Incky to get off with that; you duffer !V said
Tom. Merry. *“Wasn't he on the spot with old Bland, and
didn’t he see it all? Tt’s no wonder he was waxy! And
d’vou think the Head is going to be dictated to and taught
his job by a junior hoy 17

“Bai Jove! I had—ow-wow !—no intention of dictaiin’ 1o
Dr. Holmes, Tom Mewwy !” said Arthur Augustus indig-
nantly. 1 have too much wespeect for his position and his
wipe veahs! I should have considahed it diswespectiul in
the extweme ! :

“What else do yon call it, then?” asked Blake.

“Weally, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus warmly, “I was
merely pointin’ out certain facts to him that I feahed he
might ovablook, and T do net wegwet havin’ done so. As
he wefuses to listen to me, howevab, I have no othah
wesource than to vizsit Colonel Bland himself !

“What 1" 2 ;
¢ “(Colonel Bland is a vewy cwusty old gentleman,” said
Arthur Avgustus. “ But I have evewy hope that when I have
pointed out to him Wally’s extweme youth, and that he
wegarded his actions as only a lark, he will withdwaw his
demand for Wally’s expulsion ” .

“You—you hope that?”’ stuttered Blake, -

“Yaas, wathah! Aftah all, the colonel is not a school-
mastah, and was a boy himself once. With a litile taet and
judgment-on my part I fancy he will soon view the mattah
in a diffewent light.” ‘

“Qh, yon—you——"’ o

“There is no weason for your excitement, Blake. I am
not askin’ yon to interview Colonel Bland,” said Arthur
Augustus stiffiy. - “T shall simply wequest the colonel to use
his influence in ordah to persuade the Head to chastise Wally
instead of expellin’. him. The young wascal has. certainly
deserved a thwashin’y, and I shall make it clear that 1 do
not obhject to that,” 3

“QOh, my hat!? T

“ You—yon’ll make thai clear, will you 1’ gasped Blake.

“Yaas! Howevah, there iz no time to waste, deah boys.
I must wash off at onee,” said Gusey, ecasing to nurse his

3
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tingling palm,  “You fellows may accompany me if you
wish. B‘\t pway do not twy to chlp in, or you will pwobably
make mattabs worse for Wally.

With that Arthur Augustus hmned away, his aristocratic
features firm and uayielding. Evidently his noble mind was
firmly made up. His chums looked at each other.

“He must be potty I said Blake, gasping. * Fancy call-
ing on old Bland after what’s happened—scarcely an hour
?go, too! The old hunks will still be raving, and he'll scalp
!lm.

npecna‘h when he finds out that Gussy i Wally's
brother ! agreed Herries. “Shall we stop the ass?

“No s!ood trying !” growled Tom Merry. ’\Iothmg on
earth will stop Gussy once hl.‘: mind is made up, We'd better
80, along with him, tho\lgh y

“To carry him home, if necessary,” said Lov .the;. “3
c\pcct old Bland will start in with his riding-whip !’
“We'll jolly well chip in if ho does!” said Blake.

“That's right!” said Herries, shaking his head. “Chap
who hates dogs can't be much good, I say! Fancy any
fellow hating old Towser, for instance !’

“We can go, anyway,” said*Blake. “There's-just a chance
that cven an idiot like Gussy may do some good oy

Agreeing upon that, the juniors hurried to get their caps.

" That it was useless to attempt to stop Arthur Augustus they

knew from past expgrience, and they did not like the idea of
their obstinate chum going on his own. It was early yet for
tea, in any case,

As a rule, Arthur Augustus took a very long time to
prepare for a visit; but on this occasion he was very quick
indeed. Searccly had the juniors reached the quad when
he came out and joined them, immaculate and clegant as
ever.

“Look here, Guew\ don't be an ass!” said Blake anxiously,

“1 wefuse to be dissuaded fwom what T considah my duty.
Blake!” said Gussy firmly. “I feel that I have been
neglectin’ my duties as an cldah bwothah, and now—this is
the wesult! The shadow of the sack is hangm ovah \\ ally.
I consldah it is'to a gweat extent my fault, deah boys.”

But sceing that cross- grained old hunks won't do any

good,” <a1d Blake,
you—-"

“I shall do nothin’ of the sort, Blake !”

““And get into trouble yourself !”

“I am quite weady to wisk that, Blake, if there is a
possibility of sa\'in’ Wally.”

“But there isn't, you fathead! You'll only—

“I wefuse to argue the matiah, Blal\e 12
“ Bat, look here——"

“Wats 1

Arthur Augustus pulled on his gloves, tucked hlq natty
walking-cane under onc arm, and started for the gates. His
chums followed, realising more than ever the hopelessness of
attemptmg to turn him from his purpose. -The swell of St.
Jim’s strode down the lane, taking that route in preference
to the short cut across the fields. Arthur Augustus was
thiinking of his clegant shoes, swhich were not likely to be
improved by taking that path, muddy as it was with recent
rains.

It was not a far ery to the manor, and, leaving his chums
a]t'the gates, Arthur Augustus started graccfull) down the
drive.

The sight of the trampled flower-beds, the muddied lawns,
and other evidences of the crowd that afternoon, had
brought vividly before Blake & Co.’s eves the terrific risk
Gussy was running. To them it was like walking into a
lion’s den. But Arthur Augustus did not notice the damage
—or if he did he did not heed it. He marched up the steps
and rang the bell calmly, and waited.

The butler answered the door, and a few moments later

bn juniors ak tho gate saw him Vanish into the house,

“Now for it!” murmured Tom Merry. “I almost wish
we'd stopped the ass now !”

“So do I!" grunted Blake. ‘“Though he would have gone
later, the moment our backs were turned.”

In any case, it was too late now, and, with anxious faces,
Gussy’s chums watched the distant door.

There was no anxiety about Arthur Augustus, ho“e\ er—
not on his own behalf, at all events. His chief feeling was
one of relief that the colonel had agreed to see him, for he
had feared it to bo otherwise. "As a matter of fact, Gussy's
name had told the colonel nothing, as he had fmgotten, for
the moment, the name of the boy who had hoaxed him-—
though he had by no means forgotten the boy or the hoax !

He looked up, and gave Arthur Augustus a choleric glare
as that youth was shown into the library. Arthur Augustus
bowed gracefully, unheeding the unpromising look on the
old gentleman’s fiery countenance.

“Well 77 barked the colonel.
d’you want 77

#My name is D’Arey, sir!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,

“You'll only make it worse for Wally,

”»

“Who are you, and what

‘anoth(,r

placing hl“ silk hat gently on a chair, and s 'lfmg himself on
“T have walked ovah fwom St. Jim’s——7

“What?”  The colonel gave a jump. “What? A St
Jim’s boy, hey? I thought I'd seen yow w<fore somewhere.
Good gad’ I believe I saw you among that confounded
crowd before my house this afternoon. -One of those insolent
young Jackanapea who were laughing at the disgraceful
result of their companion’s rascality. Yes, you were one of
them! Don’t attempt to deny it, you young scoundrel !

“Oh bai Jove!”

Yes begad !” hooted the colonel, getting to his feet and

glo“ermg at the startled ‘Arthur Augwshr “1 recognise
vou naw ! A foppish young- mncompoop begad !”

“Bai Jove! Weally, sir—"

i3 Dont attempt to dony it, sirl? gasped the old gentle-
man. “I remember seeing you in the lane afterwards with
that very young scoundrel—gloating over his scandalous
a('(omphshment &

“Oh, gweat Scott! Weally, sir, you are vewy much mis-
taken | said Artlluz Angmtm hastlly in dismay. “I twust
1 have more wespect for my eldahs, and more wespect for
my own dignity than to laugh at what I considah a dis-
wespectful and thoughtless joke 12

“Joke !” gaSped the old gentleman, “Good gad! You
call it a joke! You. call a scandalous outrage on me—a
v{xaghh(ue and a governor of your school—a joke! I—I—

“Oh cwumbs! Pway do not misundahstand me, sir!”
interrupted Arthur Augustus hastily. “I did not and do |
not appwove of that unfortunate hoax. Pway allow me to
assuah you——"

Sr refuse to bandy words with sou boy !”” shoutéd Colonel
Bland. **Out with it—what d’ you want? What the deuce
lm\e you come to see me about?”

*“ Bai Jove! Pway (d]m vourself, my deah sir!” gasped
Gussy in  dismay. “You—you see, sir, my youug
bwothah——""

, “Confound your young brother!” roared the old warrior.
“T want to hear nothing about your confounded relations! 1
want to know what your business is with me!”

“Oh deah! But the business is about my bwothah, sir,”
said Arthur Augustus, not quite so confident now. “Weally,
my deah sir, if vou will only wemam calm—"

“(Calm!” hooted the colonel. *“How dare you say I am not
calm! You—you insolent young jackanapes! I refuse to
listen to your impudence! Good gad! What is St. Jim's
coming to? Go! If you do not leave my house at once 1
will have you thrown out!”

“But—but, bai Jove! But you do not undahstand, sir 12
gasped Arthur Augustus. “My bwothah is the youngstah
who was wesponsible for the hoax—""

“Wha-at?”

“Yaas, sir!” said Gussy, unfortunately falhntr to take
warning at the old gentleman s sudden cxplosion. “The—the
fact is, sir, that as his eldah bwothah I have come to wequest
you to be good enough, genewous enough, to intercede on
his behalf with Dr. Holmes, so that the young scamp will
not be expelled. I twust you will—"

“Good gad! What the deuce——""  The gallant old
warrior fairly spluttered in great wrath and amazement.
Certainly, as the colonel was the injured party, it was a
rather cool request to make. At all eveuta, the colonel
evidently thought it exceedingly cool. ou young
scoundrel! You—you have the astounding impudence——"

“Bai Jove! Wathah not, sir! I have no intention of
bein’ impudent ! gasped Gussy, as the choleric old gentleman
gasped for breath. “I came to wequest your vewy kind aid
in persuadin’ Dr. Holmes to tweat the mattah in a move
weasonable spiwit.”

“Good gad!”

4y am. well awah,” proceeded Gussy, as the colonel
glarved at him speecchlessly, “that*you have the weputation
of bein’ wathah ecwusty and un easonable, my deah sir!
None the less, I am quite.suah th&t you have a vewy good
heart, and that you— Bai Jove! Weally, sir, pway——
Oh cwumbs!”

Arthur Augustus made a sudden jump backwards as
Colonel Bland, words failing him, apparently fell back upon
actions. He made a sudden grab at Gussy., Gussy suddenly
noted the ferocious look in the old gentleman’s eye, gave a

- startled gasp. and jumped round the table.

But Colonel Bland was after him in a flash. Possibly the
old soldier was annoyed at learning that he had the reputa-
tion of being crusty and unreasonable—in fact, he certainly
was.

“Crusty am I?” he spluttered. “You young villain! T'll—
T'll lay my stick about you, my fine fellow! Stop!”

Colonel Bland bellowed the order in his best Army
manner, But Arthur Augustus did not stop! He had seen
the danger signals at last, and though quite ignorant of
the reasor: for the colonel’s sudden outhurst, Arthur Augustus
didu't want the stick, He flew!
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Crash! A small table holding pen, ink, and papers and
Books went flying, and the colonel roared again.

* Stop 1

“Oh cwumbs!?

Gussy groaned and circumnavigated the table again, the
old warrior making ineffectual grabs at him. The colonel had
srabbed a ruler now, and he made a swipe at Gussy. 1t
missed him, but smashed the electric globe, showers of glass
falling around on the carpet.

Again the colonel roared, and again he dashed round the
table after the alarmed swell of St. Jim’s. Then, suddenly
sighting the half-open french window, Gussy shot through
it into the garden. .

*“Stop, you young scoundrel I’ bellowed Colone! Bland.

Arthur Augustus, now firmly convinced that he had a
madman to deal with, didn’t stop a second; he went off
like a flash up the garden, leaping flower-beds, dodging
bushes, his eyeglass streaming behind at the end of its
cord, his silk hat—which he had had the presence of mind to
eatch up—jammed on his head at a rakish angle.

Luckily, the gardeners were working at the front, and the
back garden was deserted. And presently the bellowing died
away, dand a glance back showed Gussy that he was not
pursued.

* Oh, bai Jove!” he panted, dropping to a walk. “What a
weally tewwible expewience! Either the old fellow is potty,
or else somethin® I said offended him! ‘I wondah what it
was? He is far moah unweasonable than the Head. I'm

—afwaid he’ll be moah angwy than evah. now.”

And, shaﬁing his head, Arthur Augustus hurried on
through the kitchen garden, and passed through a little
wicket gate into the orchard. Not for worlds would Arthur
Augustus have risked going out by the front way.

He tramped on through the trees in a very glum mood -

.ndeed. Blake would undoubtedly say, “I told you so!” and
his chums had certainly beén right. But Gussy wasn’t think-
ing of that, he was thinking of Wally.

* Wotten 1” mused the swell of the Fourth dismally, “It
is obviously useless to twy that old wottah! I must
huwwy—Dbai Jove I”

Arthur Augustus came to a sudden hali as the barking
of a dog not far away struck his ears. And the sound
scemed very familiar indeed to him. %

“Bai Jove! That sounds like Pongo!” he murmured.
“How vewy, vewy stwange!” = SEa

He listened again, and was convinced that it was indeed,
Pongo’s well-known bark. It came from the direction of a
garden-room that was visible through the trees at the end
of the orchard.

His curiosity aroused, Arthur Augustus gave a hasiy
«lance round, and cautiously approached the building. The
door was closed, but one of the casement windows was
spen, and the junior peered inside. e i e

It was Pongo right enough, and there was a fresh out-
barst of barking as he sighted Gussy. Though he often
mauled Gussy’s trousers and tore his jacket and chewed his
zfi%bers, and though Gussy had often and often chased him
vifh a cricket-stump, Pongo bore no resentment to Gussy—
it fact, was rather fond of him in a cautious sort of way.

“ Bai Jove!” gasped Gussy. * “It weally is Pongo!”

There was no doubting it. Gussy, like Tom Merry & Co.,
knew Pongo had not really gone home to Eastwood House,
and the chums had often wondered where Wally kept him,
.or Wally refused to tell. And only the previous evening
they had met Wally and his pals taking Pongo for a secret
walk in the woods. : 3 :

Yet here was Pongo now, chained to a rustic table in the
#arden-room on Colonel Bland’s property !

It could only mean—in Gussy’s view—that Colonel Bland
liad captured the dog again, and was
Ieeping him a prisoner there,
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. Arthur Augustus changed his tune abruptly as Ponge
immediately sprang up at him and planted a pair of paws
on Gussy’s elegant trousers—and evidently Pongo had heen
out, for his paws were very muddy indeed,

But there was no help for it, and, manfully making
another attempt, Gussy managed to unhook ihe chain, As
h{e did so, Pongo, apparently having no further use for
Gussy, tore the chain out of his hand and bolted through
the open doorway. &

“Oh, gweat Scott! Pongo! Here, Pongo! Good hboy!
()l}‘ you w’etched bwute ! 5%

y Poggq Wwas gone! As he rushed out Arthur Augustus was
just in time to see a small, furry form vanish through a
hele in the hedge bordering the orchard. =

Arthur Augustus halted in dismay. He had intended 1o
take Pongo somewhere safe and leave him there until he
could speak to Wally about him. But mow he was gone—
and obviously would race back to St. Jim's. His arrival
there would create something of a sensation, and it would
make matters very much worse for Wally. The Head was
not likely to deal lightly with the scamp of the Third when
he knew how his orders had been disobeyed and that Pongo
had not been sent home at all, :

“Oh cwumbs!” groaned Arthur Augustus. “How vewy
uniortunate! 1 must wush aftah the wotten bwute !

And Arthur Augustus set off at a run, diving through ths
hole in the hedge where he had seen Pongo vanish.

There was no sign of Pongo in the meadows beyond. And
Arthur Augustus set off in the direction of the school, reach-
ing the lane very shortly afterwards.

As he came out into the lane and glanced anxio
towards St. Jim’s a rather weedy, hespectacled yeouth

th
a large head came sauntering along iowards him, a bulky
volume held before his eyes as he walked.

It was Herbert Skimpole of the Shell, and Gussy called (o
him.

** Bkimpole, deah boy, have you se:n anyihin® of a dog?

A—a dog, my dear D’Arcy

“Yaas! A—a little shaggy iewwish, you know,” sail
Gussy, careful not to mention Pongo.

“Let me see,” said Skimpoles placing a bony foref
to his"equally bony forehead in an effort to remember
an unimportant matter. “ Yes, I certziniy did see an animal
such as you describe.. He was dragging along a chain behind
him, and for the moment I almost imagined it was that
member of the canine species owned by your minor.”

“Yaas! But where—="" - -

“I remember quite well now,” said Skimpole, blinking at
Gussy.  “Jt was scarcely three minutes ago. A boy—a
village youth, I think—stopped the dog and tock charge of
him, though the animal made an attempt to escape hini.
I really did not notice what happened afterwards, as 1
merely glanced up from my book on hearing the scuffle in
the lane.”

“Oh, gweat Scott!”?

“My dear D’Arey ! exclaimed Skimpole. “I trust that—
dear me!” ; :

Skimpole frowned as Arthur Augustus hurried away,
scarcely thanking him for his information. It was not like
the polite Arthur Augustus to approach rudeness in any
shape or form. ) £

The genius of the Shell shook his head and buried himself
in the ponderous volume once more, while Arthur Augustus
made tracks for St. Jim’s in a very disturbed frame of mind.
If one of the villagers had captured Pongo, then there was
no_knowing what would happen to him!

Gussy came at Jast in sight of the Rylcombe Manor gates,
and it was not until he sighted his chums still standing
there waiting for him that the swell of St. Jim's remembercd

them again,

—

“The—the wottah!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “Bai Jove! The cheeky wot-
tah to keep Pongo a pwisonah heah!
“fe has obviously nevah mentioned the
mattah to the Head or anyone, for the
Head still believes Pongo is at Eastwood

For a moment Arthur Augustus pon-
dered the problem, and then his noble

“Bai Jove, the old boundah shan’t 2
<cep Pongo!” he murmured grimly.

Finding the door unlocked, Gussy

crept in and approached the excited 7. Fisher Tarleton Fish.
!’?:1g0: . 8. Oliver Kipps. .
Quiet, old boy!” he breathed. 9. Herbert Vernon:-Smith.

“Good boy—splendid old  fellow—
Oh ewikey ! Oh, you feahful bwute !

SOLUTION OF LAST WEEK'S
‘“ HIDDEN NAMES " PUZZLE!

House.” 1. William George Bunter.
2. William Gosling.

«hin set; his mind was made up. 3. Horace Coker.

. Hurree Singh

*“Heah is a weal chance to do Wally a 5. George Wingate,
good-turn, aftah all.” 6. Mark Linley.

CHAPTER 3.
Wally’s Recklessness !

“ ERE he is!”
“Here's the duffer !”
Blake was the first to spot

Arthur Augustus D'Arey, and
he gave a yell—a yell of surprise. The
juniors had seen Gussy enter the man-
sion, and to sce him calmly approaching
along the lane row was certainly rather
startling. ; :

“Gussy, you ass——

“@Gussy, you idiot—""

“Weally, you fellows——"_

“Where the thump have you been all
this time ?” shouted Blake. “Kecping
us waiting like_this, and then calmly
walking along from somewhere else!
How the thump did you sneak out with-

2
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“1 did not sncak out, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus with
some dignity. “I was obliged to wetire fwom the manah
in wathah a huwwy, and T went by the back way and
weached the woad lower down.”

“Then—then you had to run for it?” grinned Lowther.
¢¥g that it?”

“7 did wun, certainly, Lowthah. T see no weason to gwin,
you fellows.”

“Go hon!”

1 have had a most twyin’ expewicnce,” explained Arthur
Augustus. “ That feahful old wuffian actually went for me
with a wulah :

“A —a whatter

»

“Wulah —a desk
wulah ! said Arthur
Augustus. “T weally
do not know why
unless he was watty
upon heawin’ that I
was the bwothah of
the youngstah who
was wesponsible for
the w’etched hoax.”

“VYou did tell him
that, then?”

“0h, -yvaas! I
weally  had little
chance to tell him
much, howevah. I
weally cannot un-
dahstand  him: I
was weally most
polite, and even
flattewin’! T told
him that, though he
was genewally we- W
garded as wathah |
cwusty and  iwwit- 9
able, I was quite §
suah he had a good
heart.”

“0h, > my hat!
You told him that ?”

“Yaas—in words !
to that effect, at all i}
cvents. Instead of ~
bein’ flatiered, how-
evah, it seemed to
enwage him more
than evah, and he
wushed at me with
a wulah and chased
me wound the
table.”

“ Unfortunately, I knocked ovah a table, and spilt the ink
and upsct his papahs ovah the floor, while when stwikin' at
mo the old wuffian smashed the electwic light globe and
shade,” went on Gussy, shaking his head. “1 considah 1t
was his own fault, and was weally no weason why he should
have got into such a wage. Do you fellows think so?”

“Oh, no—not at all!” said Lowther gravely, whilst his
chums gurgled. “Perish the thought! Te ought to have
fallen on your neck and kissed you, Gussy, ocut of sheer
delight and gratitude. Don’t you fellows think so?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Tom Merry and the others  could not help laughing.
Arthur Augustus glared.

“Tt is no laughin’ mattah, Lowthah! It is vewy sewious
indeed.  Somethin’ else happened, howevah, of wathah a
weinarkable nature, deah boys,” added Gussy, suddenls
remembering Pongo.  “When 1 was wunnin’ thwough the
orchard I happened to heah Pongo barkin'.”

“Vou—you heard whatter?” yelled Blake.

“Pongo,” said Gussy rather stiffiy. “Pway do not woah
at me, Blake—you know how I detest bein’ woahed at!”

“Go.on, ass!”

“Weally, Blake! I hcard Pongo barkin’, and I was
natuwally astonished. Then I noted that the barkin® came
fwom a garden-waom-at the far end of the orchard. I in-
vestigated the mattah and discovahed that it weally was
Pongo.”

“Phew! Then—"

“That old wuffian must have captuahed Pongo once again
and kept him pwisonah thero for some weason of his own.”
said Arthur Augustus. “It is vewy stwange indeed. How-
evah, I weleased the w'otched aninial fwom the chain. I
was determined the colonel should not have him, whatevah
his intentions.”

“Then where is he?” gasped Blake.

¢ Unfortunately, he bwoke fwee from me and wushed away

>

like anythin’,” explained Gussy. - “I met Skimpole just aftah-
wards, and he informed me that a chap fwom the village
had caught Pongo and taken him off—met him in the lanc,
you know, and taken charge of him. It is wathah wowwyin',
T weally twust the villager was an honest person.”

“It may save Wally after all, though,” said Tom
Merry. “If the chap hadn’t collared him, Pongo would
have raced straight for St. Jim’s, and Wally would have
beon more in the soup than ever. The Head would rave
ilflhc got to know how Wally played that trick with the
abels.”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy flew desperately round a small
= writing-table, and in his hurry sant it crashing over. The
colonel bellowed again, grabbed up a ruler, and dashed
round after the now thoroughly alarmed swell of St. Jim’s.

(See Chapler 2.)

But what the thump was Pongo doing

931

“Yes, rather!
fastened up on the giddy old colonel’s property

“That is the vewy stwange thing about it, deah boys.”
sai({ ’;’\rthur Augustus. “Wally doesn’t krow, I'm quite
suah.

“Jt's queer where Wally's been keeping him,” said Blake.
“ Anyway, you scem to have mucked things up all round,
Gussy—just as we expected.”

“Pai Jove! Weally, Blake——" 3

“We told you how it would be,” said Blake, shaking his
head. “You wouldn’t listen to us, and now T bet you've
made things a dashed sight worse for poor young Wally.”

“Tt certainly won’t have improved matters,” said Tom
Merry.

“Wats!” said Arthur Augustus, his features going pink.
“Tt was simply an accident.”

“ Accidents always do happen when you get on the high
horse,” snorted Blake.

“Wats! I wefuse to listen to youah wotten wemarks,
Blake, and I wefuse to accompany you back to St. Jim's.”

“Now look here, Gussy—-" :

“Wats!” >

Arthur Augustus marched away with his head in the air.
Blake stared after him a trifle uncertainly. -

“QOh, let him rip!” said Herries.

«Y rather wish I hadn’t chipped him, though,” said
Blake. © “ After all, he's an ass, but a good ass, an we's
only trying to do his best for poor Wally. Dash it all,
1'd be ready to do anything for my brother if he was expect-
ing the sack.” .

“Same here,” said Manners, with a nod. “I’'m sorry for
Wally, and I'm sorry for poor old Gussy. Let's run after
hirmd and bring himyround.”

“PBest let him go, I think,” said Tom Merry soberly.
«Fe'll be all right by the time we get back. I am afraid,
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though, that the old colonel wili have something more fo
«;omp.la,in about now, Gussy will get it hot this time, if he
does,”

* Let’s get back, anyway, for tea,” said Lowther. “ Thank
goodness, we shan’t have Gussy’s trousers to think about
now, and can go back by the field path. I'm hungry.’

" Same here.”

All the juniors were fairly hungry now, and they started
hack, taking the field path this time, which joined the
lane higher up in the direction from which Arthur Augustus
had come. They had not gone far, however, when Blake
suddenly stopped and pointed along the path ahcad.

“Pongo!” he gasped. “Well, I'm blowed!”

“By jingo! So it is!”

It was Pongo right enough, and he was not aloue, nor
was he with a village youth. He was with a young girl—
rather a charming girl of eleven or thereabouts. Nor was
that all. Not only was Pongo with her, but he seemed on
very friendly terms indeed with her, leaping up and licking
her hand which held the end of the chain.

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry. “We'd betler stop
her, and tell her who Pongo ‘belongs to.”

And Tom Merry raised his hat as the girl came up,
Pougo barking excitedly as he recognised the juniors.

“Excuse me, miss,” said Tom, trying to remember where
lie had seen the girl before, *but do you know that dog
helongs to a fellow from St. Jim's?”

The girl smiled and nodded calmly.

“Yeos, he belongs to a friend of mine from- St. Jim's.’
she said, eyeing them rather keeuly. :

3 is young Wally—Wally D'Arcy a friend of yours,
niiss 77 casped Blake. o A

“Yes. Are you friends of his?” : ¢ i

“Ahem! Well, we're chums of his elder brother,” said
Tom. * You—you see, he’s only in the Third, and we're
in the ¥ourth and Shell.”

“What big, important persons you must he,” said the
givl, looking: very serious, though Tom felt sure she was

3

pulling . his Jeg. “I'm glad you're friends of Wally's-

though., I--T'm afraid he needs a friend rather badly just
now.”

“He does,” said Tom grimly. “But how do you kngw
about it?7 And how do you come to have Pongo?”

The girl eyed the juniors again keenly, but she seemed
quite satisfied with her scrutiny, and she nodded.

“I just met a village boy taking him back to St. Jim’s,”
she said. “He was the village boy who delivers groceries
for Mr. Sands in the village, and he seemed o know
Pongo.” 2

“Grimes!” said Tom Merry. “He'd be taking him back
io Wally, T expect.”

“He said he knew the owner,” said ihe girl. “He also
koew me, and let me have him after I'd explained. Silly
old Pongo must have got loose somechow.”

“ But—but I don’t understand,” said Tom, bewildered.
* How——-" 4 :

“If yow're friends of Wally’s, I'd better tell you, per-
haps,” said the girl, smiling. “I've been taking care of
him for Wally. You see, T found some cruel village boys
tormenting Pongo in a barn over there the other day. 7V
was stopping them when Wally came up, and he told me
how your headmaster had ordered him to send Pongo home.
And, feeling very sorry for both of them, I offered to look
after Pongo, letting Wally have him for a run every
evening.”

“Oh!” gasped Tom. “That—that was very decent of
vou. But how on carth did the dog come to be fastened
up in a garden-room on Colonel Bland’s property® That's
where he was found.”

“Found?”

"”Yes. Wally’s brother found him there and let him
go.

“Oh! T—T see,” said the girl, looking astonished. &S8o
he didn’t break loose of his own aceord 7

“No.  But—but how did you know where he was??
demanded Tom, quite dazed.

“Because I fastened him there,” explained the girl. “Yon
sce, my uncle hates dogs, and I had to keep him there
secretly ; only the head gardener, who won't give me away,
knows about him being there.”

“Then—then your uncle is Colonel Bland?”’ gasped
Blake.

“Yes. My name is Pamela Bland.”

“Oh, my hat! Does—does Wally know 7

She shook her head. ;

“No, I would’t tell him who I was; he just trusted
me,” she said, her face suddenly clouding. *“I wish I had
vow. It might have stopped him playing that joke on my
vncle. My aunt has just told me about it. I do hope
the poor boy won’t get into serious trouble about it.”
C“Tm afrard he will,” said Tom, “Jt—it may mean expul-
sion for him.”
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“Oh dear! How dreadful!” said the girl in distress.
“How I wish I'd told Wally who I was now. But I thonght
ha'd refuse to allow me to have Pongo then, and I did want
him so badly, not only to do the poor hoy a good turn,
but because I love dogs, and Pongo’s such a dear.
Besides, after Wally had told me all about my uncle, 1
didn’t like to hurt his feelings by letting him know who I
was.”

“It is a pity you didn’t, Miss Pamela,” said the captain
of the Shell. “He certainly wouldn’t have done it then.
He only thought it a joke, of course, and didn’t expect it
to turn out quite as it did.”

“I know that. It was very funny, in a way,” said
Pamela. “But my uncle is dreadfully cross about it, and
T'm afraid it will make matters worse for Wally if I speak
to him and try to get him to let Wally off punishment.
He'd do anything for me, as a rule, you know. But I'm
afraid he wouldn’t do that.””

“The Head wouldn’t let him off, in any case,” said Tom;
“ithough if your uncle did plead for him it would go a
long way, of course. But he’s the last person to do that
for Wally.”

“I'm afraid so,” agreed Pamela frowning. “He’s a
dear, really, but he's terribly cross about this hoax.”

‘“Aren’t you running a big risk, Miss Pamela?” said
;fom, eyeing the girl admiringly, “If vour uncle gets to
now—-"

“I'm risking it,” said Pamela, with a smile, “But, oh
dear, it’s nearly five, and I promised to meet Wally and
Ponga at the old barmn at five!”

“Pm afraid yoa won’t,” said Tomr Merry. “Wally's
locked up in the detention-room. But if you've any
message for him, we’ll get it to him somehow.” 2

“Oh, how horrid! Well, you can tell him Pongo’s all
right, and T'll take care of him until I hear from him.”

The juniors agreed to do that, and a minute later they
Ijnli't‘Miss Pamela and continued their walk back to St.
wim s,

< Weil,- 'm blowed!” gasped Blake. “Who—who'd have
thought of that? I say, that kid's rather plucky!”

*Yes, rather!” said Tom frowning. *“But I hope the
colonel doesn’t get to know about it. If he does 2

“Let’s hope he won’t,”” said Blake. *“ Anyway, we'd
better hiwry back and tell Wally Pongo’s all right. T bet
that -idiot Gussy has got to him somehow, and told him
Pongo’s been pinched, or something like that.”

“Trust Gussy!” said Herries.

And the chums quickened their steps to St. Jim’s, hoping
that they would be in time to stop Gussy reporting the news
of Pongo’s escape to Wally and so adding further to the
worries of the scamp of the Third.

CHAPTER 4.
Wally’s Desperate Act !

S Blake had guessed, Arthur Augustus did go in
Wally; it was the first thing he did on arrivings
back at St. Jim’s. To communicate with a fellow
in the punishment-room was a very risky procecd

ing—risky because it was strictly against rules, and because
the punishment-room itelf was situated at the end of u
blind alley, a corridor leading to nowhere else but Nobody '~
Study, as the dreaded apartment was called.

With scarcely a glance about him the excited swell of
the Fourth tiptoed along the passage and tapped gently
at the door.

“Who's that?”

1t was Wally’s voice from within—a strained, anxio:s
voice, not et all like the scamp of the Third’s usual tones.
For once Wally D’Arcy was subdued by the results of his
latest escapade!

“It is 1,” whispered Arthur Augustus. “Come to the
door, Wally.”

“Right-ho! What’s the matter now, Gus? Don’t yon
start acting the goat, you know! Yowll get it hot if
yo're collared speaking to me, old hean!”

“Weally, Wally—"

““Cough it up, and clear!” said Wally, through the key-
hole. ““What’s the news?”

“It’s abont Pongo, deah boy!”
= “E’I,x?” Wally’s voice was startled. “What about him,
Ous ? 3

“I have just heen on a visit {o that old wuffian, Colonci
Bland, Wally!” . /

“You have?”

“Yaas!®

“You born idiot!?

“Weally, Wally——? | ¥

“ What the thump have you been to him for?” snorted
Wally. “About me?”

“""‘Jt'aas!“ I have twied to make ihe Head see weason,

‘ally :
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“Oh crumbs! Aund got licked, T supposc??
“Yaas; but——"
“Serve you jolly well right!”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Wally, it was uttahly imposs for me
to allow mattahs to wemain as they were! My visit to that
old wuffian—-"

“My hat! You've changed your giddy tune since yester-
day!” chuckled the scamp, beyond the door. “You were
jawing me only vesterday because I called him an cld
idiot. Is a ruffian as good as an idiot, Gus?”

Arthur Augustus did not answer that question.

“Pway do not be fwivolous, Wally!” he said carnesi!y.
“Pway wemembah you are in a most scwious poesition iu-
deed. I have done my best both in wegard to the Tead
and Colonel Bland. But the Head licked me and the
colonel chased me out with a wotton wulal!”

“QOh, my hat!”

“But that is not why I have come {o spcak to you.
Wally,” went on the swell of St. Jim's. “I made u
womarkable discovery when at the mauvah! 1 discovered
Pongo fastered up in a garden-woom—a kind of summali-
hiouse—in the colonel’s orchard.”
~ “You—you what?” came in a gasp.
Pongo there?”

“Yaas!”

. “Old Pongo?”

“Yaas, deah bov. He was chained up there, and 1
weleased him, as 1 was certain, of course, that that old
waffian—I mean. Colonel Bland—had iwmpwisoned him
there.”

“But—but it's im-

“ You—you found

nossible !”  gasped
Wally, in great
alarm, “A—a

 friend of mine is
looking after Pongo
for me.”

“But it isquite
twue, deah boy,”
~aid Arthur Augus-
tus.

“And what did
vou do?” saird
Wally anxiously.
“You didn't leave
him there?”

“Bai Jove!
Wathah not! 1
weleased him, hut
unfortunately Pongo
snatched the chain
fwom my hand and
wushed away ik o
anythin’ !”

“Oh crikey! And
where is he now—at
St. Jim's? Doeces
the Head know ?”

“I weally do not

As Mr. Selby stepped into ths
punishment-room, a pillow-case
was dropped over his head and

konow—though that dragged down swiftly, muffling his
15 scarcely likely. sudden yell. (See Chupler 4.)
You see, a youth

fwom the village
caught Pongo and took him off with him.”

“Wha-at ?”

“PBai Jove! Pway do not waise youah voice, Wally! T
weally do twust it 1s ngt as bad as it looks, and that the
vouth has stolen him. Because Skimmy says he was
woughly dwessed is no weason why the youth should be a
wottah, is it?”

“You—you awful idiot!”

“What? Bai Jove!”

“You burbling dummy,” gasped Wally, “letting a thing
like that happen! Just like you, I must say! Poor old
Pongo’s been stolen, of course! Any chap would take a
fancy to a dog like Pongo! Oh, you-—you born idiot!”

“Weally, Wally, it is not my fault!”

“You should have jolly well stuck to him!” snorted
Wally. “Goodness knows what’s happened to poor old
Pongo now! Oh, my hat! Der’t T wish I could get out of
here! I'd jolly soon find him, and I'd jolly well give that
rotter what-for, too!”

“ Weally, Wally——"

“Oh rats!”

“Bai Jove, Wally—"

“What's Skimmy got to do with it, anywayv?”’

“He saw the fellow collah Pongo and take him oft.”

“Oh, the ass!”

“1f you weally feel the matiah is sewions, I will wush out
of gates and twy to find him again,” said Arthur Augustus
with an effort.

“You needn’t; you'd only muck it up again,” said Wally
candidly. “Clear off now, for goodness’ sake and let e

think this out. I've got to get out of here somehow—sharp,
LS

Loo;
W"’](Im. bai Jove! Pway do not attempt to do anythin® wash,
ally.”

“Go and eat coke

“Bai Jove! I am anxious to do my best for you, Wally,
but weally—"

“Oh, run away and chop chips, Gussy—do!”

“ Bai Jove!”

The swell of St. Jim's breathed hard.  His efforts on
Wally’s behalf were far from being appreciated by the
scamp of the Third. Arthur Augustus was almost taking his
minor at his word when the sound of footsteps was heard
along the passage. With a gasp Arthur Augustus flew. He
had just emerged out into the main corridor when he et
Mr. Selby of the Third, who was obviously on his way to
the punishment-room.

He turned his sharp eyes upon the junior,

1
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“ D Arey,” he exclaimed sourly, “you have been speaking
to vour brother iu the punishment-room!”

“Weally, sic 2

“To is useless to attempt to deny it!” snapped Mr. Selby.

“I have no intention of denyin’ it, Mr. Sclby,” said Gussy
loftily.

“Very well! I shall report you to Mr. Railton, your
Housemaster.” And Mr. Selby rustled on,

Arthur Augustus walked on, looking very disturbed and
indignant. True he had earned punishment for breaking
vules, but the look of trivinph on Mr, Selby’s spiteful face
had roused his noble ire.

The master of the Third reached the door of the punish-
ment-room and turued the key in the lock and stepped inside
the room. 5

As he did so a pillow-slip was dropped over his head.
dragged down swiftly, pinning his hands to his sides, and
muffling his sudden yelp of amazed alarm.

As he stood, half-dazed and breathless, he heard the door
close, the key clicking home again in the lock.

“(zoo-good gracious!” he gnrgled inside the pillow slip.
¥ That—that wretched young villain——-"

Mr. Selby struggled-furiously to tear off the pillow-slip.
1t came off at last, his sparse hair and whiskers dishevelled.
his face crimson with wrath and with his-exertions. And as
he blinked dazedlv gbout him he found the door closed, and a
swif!ﬁ](-xamination showed that it was also locked—on the
outside !
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Wally D’Arey was gone, but the punishment-room still
guarded a prisoner. For some moments Mr, Selby could
hardly realise the dreadful truth. 1n a state of mind that
could only be deseribed as ferocious, Mr. Selby almost hurled
himself at the door and hammered furiously upon it,

CHAPTER 5.
Caught Again !
« H, my hat! I've done it now !

O The scamp of -the Third fairly gasped as he stood
for a moment outside the locked door of the deten-
tion-room,

Not for one moment had Wally dreamt of playing such a
trick on his Form master. Even the scapegrace of the Third,
reckless as he was, did not desire to add to his offences by
such a serious offence as attacking and making a prisoner
of a master. -

Yet he had been determined to escape from the punish-
ment-room ; the rest was rather a mistake!

The fact was that Mr. Railton had stated he would send
Kildare for him later on when the Head had reached his
decision _as to his punishment. And when the door had
opened Wally had fully expected that it was Kildare and
no one else.

And being resolved to escape in order to look for Pongo,
Wally had_been ready. Hec had dragged the pillow-slip
from the pillow on the bed, and he had taken up his station
by the door, every nerve taut for the task before him.,

The door had opened, and it was only after he had
pounced upon Mr. Selby and dragged the pillow-slip on his
head that he realised it was not Kildare, .

It was a startling shock to Wally—but it was too laie to
drvaw back then! The thing was already half accomplished,
and in Wally’s view had better be finished.

In any case, the leader of the Third was determined to go
after Pongo—even if it did mean the sack! The thought of
his pet being stolen, and possibly ill-treated by roughs, was
too much for Wally, Come what might, he was going to
hunt for Pongo,

Leaving the passage, and with Mr. Selby’s blows on the
door in his ears, Wally hurried away and made for the
staivs. He had just reached the top when he saw Knox of
the Sixth coming up. Knox sighted him, and his jaw
dropped. .

“1’Arcy minor—what—what—-—"

The look on the fag’s face was enough for Knox. He knew
that Wally should have been in the punishment-room, and
he did not stay to ask questions.

He started up the stairs, taking them three at a time.

With one leap Wally was astride the banisters and went
rushing down at terrific speed.

Knox made a sudden grab at him—certainly a dangerous
act—but he missed by a foot, and, overbalancing, the prefect
feirly rolled down the stairs in a series of heavy bumps.

"~ He reached the mat at the bottom almost as soon as Wally
—but not quite. Wally, like the proverbial cat, fell on his
feet, staggered a trifle, and then bolted at a great rate,

* Come back !” bellowed Knox.

The prefect scrambled dazedly to his feet. But by that
time Wally was out of the house, speeding across the quad
and making for the gates, The encounter with Krnox was
vet another item to add to his offences—as Wally well knew;
But it was done now, and turning back or stopping would
not puf matters right,

The fag, his face a trifle pale, scudded for the school wall,
not risking a meeting with Taggles, the porter, who would
deubtless know of his detention. He reached the old tree
by the wall, swarmed up it, reached the top of the wall and
dropped down into the lane beyond.

Someone shouted to him—it was Tom Merry & Co., just
entering the gates—but Wally ignored the shout, unfor-
funately! . He took to his heels, unhceding a chorus of
shouts, for the rest of the juniors had sighted Wally now.

“Great Scott!” gasped Blake. The silly young fool’s
ranning away ! Oh, great pip!”

“After him !” yelled the captain of the Shell.
stop him for his own sake, the young fool !

And he set off after the scamp of the Third, with his
chums at his heels.

But Wally had got a very good start, and very soon thé
juniors realised the pursuit was pretty hopeless. By the
time they had reached the stile leading to the ficld-path
there was no sign of Wally either on the lane or on the
field-path. He might have gone either way.

“No good,” panted Tom, as the rest dashed up breath-
lessly. “He’s gone—goodness knows which way. He
migit have gone into the woods, in any case. Well, the
young idiot !” :

And, giving it up as_a bad job, the juniors made their
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way back to 8E omus.  The very fact that Wally had
escaped over the school wall seemed to prove that he had
indeed run away. It was astounding tﬁat a fellow like
Wally had done such a thing as to escape even the sack.
Wally was a youngster  who usually faced the music to
the bitter end. :

As Tom Merry & Co. were entering the School House
Trimble met them on the steps in a state of great excitement.

“I say, you fellows, what d’you think? That awful ass
D’Arcy minor’s bunked! It's a fact I tell vou,” howled
Trimble, as Tom Merry ignored him. *‘He, he, he! I say,
isn't it a sercam! Fancy that kid running—— Oh, crikey !
Wharrer you—— Whooooooop !”

Baggy's chortles were cut short as he smote the stone
steps with a thud. Tom Merry & Co. apparently dl(.l not
sce anything “screaming ” in the fact that Wally D’Arcy
had run away.

They passed on into the house, and Trimble's howls of
angnish died away behind them. But it was soon evident
that what Trimble had stated was generally believed. In
fact, the chums soon learned that it was worse than they

had supposed. They found Arthur Augustus in deep
despair.
“You've heard, then?” said Blake grimly. =
“Yaas; Wally “must have been potty, deah boys,’

groaned Gussy. “He has weally done it this time. When
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Selby went for him to the punishment-woom, he actually
dwagged a pillow-slip - ovah Selby’s head, and then ho
wushed out, lockin’ tke door on Selby, makin’ him a
pwisonah inside !”

“Oh, great Scott!”

“Kildare’s just found him theah,” groaned Arthur
Augustus. ““But that is not all, unfortunately. Wally mes
Knox on the staircase, and fairly wolled him downstairs.
Knox is wagin’.”

“The young ass!”

“But he hasn’t wun away,” said Arthur Augustus. &I
faney I know why he has gone.”

“You do? But—=»

“He has gone to hunt for that w’etched dog Pongo, the
cause of all the twouble,” said Gussy dismally. “You see,
I told him I feahed that wough might have stolen him.”

“You did?” yelled Blake. “Well, my hat! I knew it!
You awful idiot!”

“ Weally, Blake—?

“You born idiot!” gasped Blake. “You’ve done it again
—blundered again! It was Grimes, the grocer’s boy, who
caught Pongo, and he only collared him to bring him
home, knowing it was Wally’s dog. Oh, you awiul ass!”

“ But—but—"

“Pongo’s all right,” said Tom Merry quietly. “If only
yow’d have left Wally alone we’'d soon have told him that.”

And Tom told the swell of St. Jim's of their meeting with
Pamela, Arthur Augustys fairly groaned as he understood.
But the damage was done, and they could only wait for
Wally’s return and hope for the best, If they had only
known it, however, there was more trouble in store for
the scapegrace of the Third.
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CHAPTER 6. X
More Luick !
: ALLY D’ARCY ran hard. ~ He had already dis-

\ missed the trouble e+ St. Jim’s from” his mind,

and all his thoughts were of Pongo. -Despite what

his major had said, Wally still cherished a hope
that Pongo might have broken loose from the “rough,” and
in that case he would, doubtless enough, make straight for
his new home with Pamela—wherever that might be—as ke
evidently had not made for St. Jim’s.
It seemed a forlorn hope, but it buoyed the fag up a
fittle. Wally had a tremendous belief in his pet’s intelli-
gence and abilities. How he wished now that he had
insisted upon knowing Pamela’s other name, and where she
tived. Still, it was close on five o’clock now, and he had
promised the girl to meet her by the barn at that time, as
usual, for Pongo.

But would she be there, or would she have Pongo if sho
was there?

Wally almost trembled with anxiety. It was a mystery
to him how Pongo had come to be found by Gussy in the
garden-room in the colonel's orchard—a surprising place for
him to be found, certainly. And yet— ;

A curious suspicion was forming in the fag’s mind. Why
hadn’t the girl told him who she was and where she came
from? Wally had: just trusted her, but it was very strange.
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And the girl had also said in rather significant fashion
that her “uncle ” hated dogs, and she would have to keep
Pongo’s presence at home a secret.

Was it possible that her uncle was Colonel Bland? Wally
remembered now how the girl had looked when he had
been calling the old coloneﬁa crusty old beast, and many
other names equally uncomplimentary. It seemed impossible,
in the circumstances, and yet—— Wally went crimson as he
thought of it. .

If sho was, then, that would account for her strange
secrecy, and it would also show her to be far more plucky
than he had imagined. She was risking a lot for his sake,
or for Pongo’s sake, and Wally’s eyes glistened a little at
the thought. ~ Not for one moment did he doubt the girl's
kindly intentions. She had taken a fancy to Pongo cer-
tainly, but she also wanted to help him. And Wally
could not forget how she had stood up to the. crowd of
village bullies who were pelting Pongo.

“My hat!” breathed Wally. “I belicve I've hit it. What
a stunning girl she is! TI'll jolly soon find out, though.”

He reached the old barn a few seconds later, -and his
heart sank "as he saw no sign of his new friend. He

" waited for fully ten minutes in a fever of anxiety, and

then he set his lips and made a beeline across the meadows
for the Manor estate. Skirting the woods, he came at lasi
to the orchard and crept through the hedge.

It was exceedingly risky, but Wally was reckless now,
and he was determined to know if Pongo was safe or not.

He sighted the garden-room almost at ouce, and, after
a hasty glance about him, hurried across to it, hoping
every second to hear Pongo’s welcoming bark,

But he heard nothing, and presently he was looking
about” the deserted room. He soon noted the dish of watc.,
and a plate on which there was a bone, evidently the
remains of Pongo's dinuner. Then Wally noted several more -
significant things, : =

Books were in the room—girl’s books—and needlework,
also. On a peg behind the door was a panama hat—a girl's
hat. Wally looked inside it, and his eyes gleamed as he
saw the name in the inside—Pamela Bland!

“By jingo!” breathed Wally.. “Then I was right! She's
a sport, and no mistake!” =l

He left the garden-room hurriedly, and had he left. the
danger zoue it would certainly have been wiser. But Wally
didn't. He reflected a moment, and then, hoping to catch
a glimpse of Pamela, he started cautiously down towards
the distant garden.

Reaching the gate.at last, he moved cautiously into the
kitchen garden beyond, and started to work his way round
the greenhouses. i A .

It was just at that point that Wally’s luck failed him.

Turning the corner of the first greenhouse he heard
voices just a trifle.too late, and the next moment he had
almost bumped into an elderly gentleman who had just
cmerged from the doorway of the greenhouse.

It was Colonel Bland, and behind the colonel was an
under-gardener, with a couple of flower-pots in_his hands.

The colonel, startled at the unexpected meeting, stepped
back suddenly, colliding with the gardener, who staggered
against the doorpost, banging his head, and dropping the
flower-pots crashing to the stone step.

Wally gave a startled gasp and turned to fly. TUnfor-
tunately, he tripped over a rake in his great haste and
went crashing down at full length.

“Good gad!” gasped the colonel, using his favourite
expression, “That—that young scoundrel again! ‘Whai
the deuce——  Stop the young rascal, Bailey! That’s
right. Hold him—hold him fast!”

“1 got ’im, sir!” "gasped Bailey.

Bailey was hefty, and he was also fairly alert. Before
the hapless Wally had the chance to scramble up again he
had pounced on the fag and dragged him to his feef.

“One of them young gents from the eollege, sir,” sai
Bailey. “I seen ’im before.” :

“And so have I seen him before!” bellowed Coloncl
Bland, almost choking with amazed indignation. "‘T!m«
the young rascal! After—after what took place this after-
noon, begad! Trespassing again! Never in my life have
1 known such amazing impudence! And—and Dr. Hoimes
assured me that he would be dealt with very severely.
I heard him myself order the young reprobate to the
punishment-room. Whas the ‘deuce—" s

The colonel glowered at the fag, scareely able to believe
his own eyes. Wally eyed him back defiantly. .

“Bring him along, Bailey!” choked the old gentleman.
“Pon’t give him an opportunity to -escape, my man! I
will take the rascal back to.St. Jim's at once! Good gad !’

And, with a final glare at Wally, Colonel Bland pufted
away to give orders for the trap io be got out, while
Wally was hustled down the garden after him, escape out
of the question this time. Bailey knew that it was morc
than his job. was worth to let the junior escape, and he saw
to it that Wally did not get the chance. And ten minutes
later the hapless fag was seated in the back of the trap,
guarded by e watchtul footman, whilst the colonel, his face
still red with wrath and indignation, tooled the pony and
trap towards St. Jim’s. Once again Wally had come to
grief, and the future was looking blacker than ever. But
the thing which upset the scapegrace more than anything
else was the fact that he had failed to find Pongo, or to
hear news of him. And Wally’s face was white with
misery as he passed through the staring faces of the fellows
in the quad somec minutes later. Tom Merry, who was
standing on the Schoo! House steps, noted it, and guessed
the reason. The fact of his being brought back by Colonel
Bland was bad enough, but it was unlikely to bring that
look to Wally’s usually cheeky face.

“Buck up, Wally!” whispered Tom.
right—right as rain!”

“What!” The fag stopped, though the footman dragges
at his arm. “Tom Merry, you—you know—-"

“It was Grimey who collared Pongo,” said Tom Meriy
“He’s -handed Pongo over to—to your friend, who looks
after him. Keep, your pecker up, old chap! You're not
done yet.”

Wally nodded, “his face brighiening wonderfully. He
atmost grinned as Knox came rushing up, fury in his fiee
and grabbed ‘his other arm. *Pongo was all right, wzxa
little else .mattered to the scapegrace of the Third as ko
was marched away to face the music.
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CHAPTER 7.
Sentence Passed !

«“ ALLO! Here’s the old rotter now!”
H “(iive him a hiss!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

There was a buzz in the passage outside the
Head’s study at St. Jim’s. The troubles of Wally D’Arcy
had created a sensation, and fags and juniors were stand-
ing about cager to learn what was to happen to him,
though scarcely a fellow imagined it could possibly be
anything but the sack! Wally’s offences were too many and
too serious for that—serious im the eyes of the authorities,
at all events,

Most of the fellows, however, who had witnessed the
results of Wally’s hoax on Colonel Bland looked upon it as
the scream of the term. In fact, Wally’s reckless escapades
brought him nothing but admiration from the Lower
School as a whole. He was a hero in the Third, and was
idolised by his own pals. ; :

. But now Wally was to pay the price, and his admirers
became sympathisers. There was no question as to the
scamp’s popularity in the Lower School.

On his arrival he had not been taken direct to the
Head’s study, but to the detention-room, whilst the colonel
and Mr. Railton interviewed Dr. Holmes.

And now there was a buzz as Colonel Bland came out.
And as the general opinion was that he was to blame for
Wally’s troubles, the groups of fags and juniors adopted
Curly ‘Gibson’s suggestion and gave him a low hiss.

The colonel ignored it, however, save for a slight rising
of colour in his already ruddy face. Indeed, the old gentle-
man- looked none too comfortable in any way. There was
certainly no sign of triumph or satisfaction in his face.
Possibly being instrumental in_getting a boy sacked was®
not such a pleasure to him as the St. Jim’s fellows seemed
to imagine,

“Chuck it!” whispered Tom Merry uncasily, “Hallo,
here’s Railton !”
Colonel Bland vanished towards the hall, and Mr.

Railton - emerged from the Head’s study. He frowned on
seeing the group of juniors and fags, but he said nothing
and walked swiftly ‘away. He returned some moments
later with Wally, his hand resting on the fag”s shoulder.

There were murmurs of sympathy as Wally walked past.
He looked slightly pale, but he grinned at Curly Gibson, and
he even winked "at Arthur Augustus, who was far more
upzet than the culprit himself.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Gussy, as the door closed behind
the Housemaster and his prisoner. ‘“The—the young
wascal actually winked at me. He does not secem to
wealise his sewious posish at all.”

“He’s got plenty of nerve, and
Lowther.

Wally’s heart beat faster and his knees felt decidedly
wobhly as he stood before the Head’s desk, with tho
Head’s grave and penetrating look fixed upon him.

“D’Arcy minor;” said the Head sternly, “I sent you to
the punishment-room this afternoon to await my decision’
a5 to your punishment for the disgraceful hoax played
upon Colonel Bland. Less than an hour ago I had reached
my decision. In view of your age, I had decided to look
upon the matter as a foolish, though wicked, practical joke,
and that you were not to be expelled, but to bo suitably
punished in other ways,”

Wally did not reply; he knew what was coming only
too well, and, despite his determination not to show fear, the
scamp could not help a sickening feeling of dread.

“Since then, however,” procceded the Head, “you have
shown by your reckless, wicked behaviour, that you do not
deserve the slightest consideration or lenience. =~ You have
actually attacked a master of this school, and have defied
my authority by escaping from detention and going out of
gates. In addition you have assaulted a prefect who
attempted to detain you.”

The Head paused. ;

“But that is not all,” he went on after a moment. “You
have added to your other serious faults by trespassing once
again on the Rylcombe Manor estates. I am amazed, in
view of what has already taken place, that you should
have had the astounding impudence and temerity to go
there again, What was your object in doing so, D’Arcy 7’

Wally was silent; he was determined that his lips should
remain sealed on that subject. To have told about Pongo
would have “given away ” his loyal girl friend, and the fag
would have died rather than do that. He could imagine
what the choleric old colonel would think if he knew his
own niece was sheltering the dog which had been the
original caude of the trouble,

The fag remained doggedly silent, and the Head’s brow
grew sterner.

“Very well,” he said at last. “Tt-has heen suggested to
we that your intention was to run away from school, and
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that yvou went there to carry out a last act of revenge against
Colonel Bland, If such is not the case I shall he glad io
hear your real reason, D’Arcy minor,”

No answer, Y

“I can only conclude that the suggestion is correct, then,”

snapped Dr. Holmes, after a long silence. “I am shocked—
utterly dismayed to find such revengeful feelings in a junior
boy_ of this school. There is now no question as to what my
deecision mnst be. You will be expelled from St. Jim’s—a
sentence you have richly deserved.”
- No sound came from the fag; he had been prepared for
ik
Yet now it had come he stood trembling—his reckless,
careless courage almost failing him.

“No other course is open to me in the circumstances,”
said Dr. Holmes quietly. “I am very sorry indeed that
1 have been obliged to come to such o grave decision—the
inore so because your father, Lord Eastwood, is an old friend
of mine, and also a governor of this school. That, however,
cainot affect my decision, and my duty is plain. You must
bo thankful, D’Arcy minor, that your expulsion will not be
public. Kildare will escort you to your home in the morning,
and 1 will send a letter of explanatjon by .him to your
father. If you have anything to say—"

The Head waited.

“Nothing, sir,” panted Wally, striving to eontrol his
voice,

*Very well. Mr. Railton, will you be good enough o
escort this boy to the detention-room, where he will remain
until his time for departure in the morning? That is ail
~ The fag followed Mr. Railton like one in 2 dream. Ouf
in ihe passage there was a murmur as he camo out. An
unspoken question framed itself on Tom Merry’s lips.

Wally noted it, and nodded,

Sacked ! :

There was no doubting it; the fag’s expression was enongh
for the waiting crowd. Arthur Augustus stepped up io the
Housemaster. Gussy very often rushed in where angels
feared to tread.

*“ What—what is to happen to my
stammered. “If you please, sir—"

“Your brother is expelled, D’Arcy major,” said Mr.
Railton quietly. “Boys, disperse at once! How dare you
loiter about the passage in this manner!”

And the group of scared juniors broke up, discussing ihe
news in dismayed voices. That the scrapegrace of the Third
had fairly “asked » for the sack was generally agreed. Bug
now he had got it there was only deep sympathy and
commiseration for the hapless fag,

minah, sir?? ke

CHAPTER 8.
= Trouble !

’I‘HE affair of Wally D’Arcy had caused some mild
excitement at St. Jim’s, but by the following morn-
ing the Upper School, at all events, gave the matter
little thought. The Fifth and Sixth had more to

think about than the troubles of a fag in the Third.

Few in the Fourth and Shell, in fact, gave much attention
to the matter, either, by the morning. A fag in the Third
was to be sacked that morning; it was hard lines on the
kid, but

Among the few were Tom Merry & Co. They gave the
matter a great deal of worry, and their faces were grave.
The fact that Wally had “asked for it ” did not alter their
feelings in the matter. They liked the fag, scamp though he
undoubtedly was, and they felt deeply sorry for him, and
sorry also for Arthur Augustus, his major. The swell of
St. Jim's indeed was probably far more upset than Wally
himself.

“It is weally my fault, deah boys,” confessed Arthur
Augustus dismally to his chums in the quad after breakfast.
“As Wally's eldah bwothah, I feel I should have looked
aftah him bettah!” ;

“Rot!” said Blake grufily. “You've chipped in far more
than you need ever have done, and you’ve got it in the neck
more than once by doing so, Gussy.  It's the kid's own fault
entirely. though I'm dashed sorry about it.”

But, like Rachel of old, Arthur Augustus mourned, and
would not be comforted. Arthur Augustus had rather an
enlarged view of an elder brother’s duties, and he took them
very seriously indeed, despite the fact that Wally did not
like being “dry-nursed,” as he called it, and made his dislike
clear in no uncertain manner. But Arthur Augustus ovei-
looked that fact now, and he blamed himself for the tragedy.

Tom Merry & Co. were not Wally’s only sympathisers,
however. In the Third Form there was deep resentment
and great excitement that morning. = Wally D’Arcy was
the leader and hero of the fags, and they intended to let
evervbody know it.

When the fags took their places in the Form-room that
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morning they were seething with resenbment, and ripe for
any trouble.

Mr. Selby, as he entered the class-room thab morning, fdt
instinetively that he was going to have unusual trouble
with his Form.

And he was! Wally's vacant place seemed to give the cross-
grained Mr. Selby great satisfaction; his eyes ghttmul every
time they rested on that empty scat. Walxv D’Arcy was due
to leave by the ten o'clock train from Rylcombe; that seat
would never hold him again. No more ink-soaked pellets
would “accidently ” strike Mr. Selby when his back was
turned. No longer would the master of the Third find his
inkpot filled with glue, or frogs in his desk!

Mr. Selby smiled at the thought.

And his Form noted the gloating smile, and they eved each
other grimly.

The trouble soon started.

Turning abruptly from the blackboard
to Jameson and Reggieo Manners,

“You were talking, Manuners and Jameson !

Jameson and Manners did not deny if,

“I distinctly heard you,” said Mr. Selby, his eyes full of
suspicion. I distinctly heard my own name mentioned.
What were you discussing conc c,rmng me, Jameson 7"

Jameson did not

I, Mr. Selby pointed

he snapped.

in referring to me. You stated I was gloating over thak
young rasc al 's downfall.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jameson defiantly.
enough for anyone to see.”

“Wha-at ¥”

“I don’t care!” panted Jameson, amazed at his own
courage. “You've alwap been up against Wally! And
now he's gone, you—you're uowmg about it ”

“What? How—how dare you!” gasped the master, his
face crimsoning with wrath. “ Are you aware to whom you
are speaking, Jameson?”

“Yes, sir!”

If anyons, Jamo:ou had been Wally’s (10a0at chum at St.
Jim’s, and he was ready for trouble with anyone on his
account. It rvelieved his feelings, at all events, to have a
row with old Selby. Moreover, the very sight of Mr,
Selby’s satisfaction ‘that morning had filled him with seeth-
ing, furious anger. He could not help his chum now,
perhaps, but he could stand up for him still. And nearly
every fellow in the room felt the same, though perhaps.in a
lesser degree.

“You—you 1mpudent young scoundrel !” spluttered Mr.
Selby. “ You—you dare——"

“T don't care,” said Jameson, r:usmrr his voice recklessiy.
“SI's partly

“It—it was plain

L e e T e e

“1  insist upon
knowing !” said Mr.
Selby angrily. “I
have no doubt it
was something im-
pudent, if not in-
sulting. What were
you discussing con-
:ernmg myself?
Come out here,
both of you!”

The two fags
exchanged glances
and went out.

“Now, answer
me ! snapped the
master.

“We—we _ were
discussing D’Arcy,
sir,” said Jameson
at last.

“Oh, indeed! I
trust you were com-
menting upon the
fact that, now the
voung rascal has
gone, the discipline
of this Form will
be greatly im-
proved !” said Mr.
Selby, with bitter
sarcasm. - But
insist upon knowing
why my name was
mentioned in con-
nection with that
wretched boy !”

NOW ON SALE.

HERE'S ANOTHER GRAND FREE GIFT FOR YOU, BOYS!
A COLOURED METAL MODEL OF BLUE-BIRD,” || «iici: et
MALCOLM CAMPBELL'S MONSTER RACING CAR! |[e«n®

Tlns huge vacer—it weighs three tons—is a triumph of British engineer-

ing, and it's out to beat the existing world’s record created by the

1,000 h.p. Sunbeam. You can obtain a souvenir of Malcolm Campbell’s

famous car by getting the wonderful metal model of * Blue-Bird”
contained in every copy of this week’s
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rhrough you that
-Wally’s got into
trouble, too!”

“ Wha-at "

“Go it, Jame-

There was a
murmur from the
Form—a deep mur-
mur of agreement.
Though Mr. Selby
had had nothing
to do with later
events, he had been
partly  responsible
for Wally’s trouble
in the first place.
Because Pongo had
given trouble, the
master had reported
Wally to the Head
the very same after-
noon that Colone!
Bland had done so,
and he, as well as
the colonel, had de-
manded that Pongo
should be sent away
from St. Jim's, In
the fags’ view, Mr.
Selby was as much
to blame at the be-
ginning as was the
crusty old warrior—
which was to some
extent true enouglh.
Besides, Mr. Selby

PRICE 2d.

“If—if you really
insist upon knowing,
sir,” began Jameson, a famt gleam in hiz eves,

“T order you to tell me! :

“We—we were saying—at least, I \sa>—that yon =r\emcd
jolly glad Wally had gone!” said Jameson, taking a deep
hreuth “I—I said you seemed to be—beé gloating over his
being expelled 15

The master’s face crimsoned. -

“Oh, indeed!” he gasped, his eyes glmhng B \uu said
that, did you, Jameson ? So that is how you speak of your
form master' None the less,” he added, glaring w'u.d the
torm, “I may say that, though your d.:gmooful imputation
is false, Jameson, the fact of D’Arcy minor’s expulsion does,
indeed, give me great satisfaction,””

There was a murmur round the Form, Mr. Selby almost
srinned. - It gave the mean-spirited master no little ‘pleasure
to make it ‘clear to his Form his view of Wally’s departure.

“The wretched boy has richly carned expulsion again and
again,” said Mr. Selby. “It has been a matter of amaze-
rment to me that his scandalous o«capadeq have not met a
fitting punishment long ago. Now that the Form will no
longer suffer from his contamination, however, I"have every
hope that thexe will be ‘a great 1mprovement in the conduct
of the Form,”

But it was a ‘am hope—as he was very soon to discover.

-¢ Apparently,” resumed Mr, Selby, glowering at J«memn
and ‘Manners minor, “his mﬂuence is sfill to be felt for the
moment. It will be my one aim to remove that influence.
Jamesen, you have admitted using an insolent expression

was against® Wally
—very much s0;
and his continual complaints 1en‘ardmg the fag had un-
doubtedly had their effcct on the Head's final decision,

The murmur became a roar.

“Shame!” ..

“And now he's crowing about it?” said a voice from the
rear of the class—a voice very much hku Curly Gibson’s

Mr. Selby almost danced wvh wrath, He glared round
the Form.

“Who—who said that"” he 5pu.lmod “Stand oul this
moment You hear me? I am convinced that it was you,
Gibson !’

GleOD did not trouble to deny it. Jameson had shown
his views publicly, and Curly Gibson was not going to be
behindhand. He stood out and joined Jameson defiantly.
Mr. Selby grabbed him and shook him furiously,

“You—you insolent young. rascal' ke stormed. ©This—
this is too much!

In a sudden access of rage, Mr, Selby jumped forward and
boxed Curly Gibson’s ears,

It was a vicious blow, and the sonnd rang through the
Form-rcom. - Gibson staggered back, with a =hnrp cry,
stumbled, and fell, his hea,d striking the iron foot of one of
the desks

He gave another cry of pain, If was enough,

“Shame !’

It was a roar,

Mr. Selby went suddenly white, e had lost his temper,
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and he regreited the hasty, savage blow the next instant.
Ye stooped over Curly Gibson, his intention being to lift
the fag to his feet.

Unfortunately, the Form misconstrued his action. They
imagined he was going to strike Gibson again—at all cvents,
Jameson and Reggie Manners did. i

They laid instant hands on the master of the Third and
dragged him back. He struggled, almost stupefied with
rage and amazement.

Then a book flew from somewhere and struck Mr. Selby
under the chin.

It was followed the next moment by a fusillade of books
and ink-pellets, rulers, inkpots, apples; and other articles too
numerous to mention,

The air became thick with flying missiles. Tn a twinkling
Qf an eye the excited fags were completely out of hand. Mr.
Selby doubled up in tervor, dodging desperately to avoid
the bombardment. :

“Stop!” he roared frantically.
heavens! Stop! Are you all mad?
Help! You young villains! Yooop !”

“Go i, chaps!” roared Jameson, who had jumped ouf of
the line of fire with Reggie Manners and Gibson. *Give the
old rotter socks!”

“Down with Selby !~ -

“Yes, rather! Good old Wally !?

“ Hurrah [

Whizz! Crash! Whizz!

“Boys—— Good
Groogh! Ow-ow !

CHAPTER 9.
Mutiny !

R. SELBY shricked. Then, scared almost out of his
wits at the sudden riot, he holted for the door,
tore it open, and fled.

‘“Hurrah !

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

- His flight was the signal for a rousing, hysterical cheor
from the wildly excited fags, and the cheer was followed by
laughtes. p

Then a sudden silence fell on the fags, and they eved each
other—aghast at what they had done. 7t

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jameson. “We've done it now.
you fellows. That old cad will be along with the Head and
Railton soon. Never mind, we're not letting Wally go!”

“No fear!” came the roar.

Jameson jumped on a form, his face ablaze with excited
resolution. ‘

““Look here,” he yelled, “let’s rebel to show the Head
what we think about Wally getting sacked!  We're not
letting Wally go!”

“No fear!”

“Not likely!” roared Joe Frayne. “Good old Wally!
Let’s rescue him ! -

“He'll be gone now!” shouted Curly Gibson.
we go after him and rescue him from Kildare!”

“T'hat’s the wheeze!” bellowed Jameson, glancing swiftly
ab the school-room clock. “We'll just do it! Come on!” =

“Huarrah | .

Jameson led the way in a rush out into the passage. It
was descrted, but from somewhere they heard Mr. Selby’s
voice raised in gxcitement. The fags ignored it and raced
for the Hall. Grabbing their caps, they stampeded out into
the quad in a yelling swarm.

Then they tore for the gates. Taggles, the school porter,
was standing dreamily outside his lodge, leaning on a broom:.
e was brought suddenly back to earth as he heard tha
uproar and saw the erowd of fags racing towards him.

“My heye!” he gasped. “What the—— Here, you young
varmints, what—— Whooooop !”

As Taggles jumped out before the crowd they passed over
him like a tidal wave. He vanished from sight, and when
ihe last yelling fag had passed he was left on the gravel
like a stranded wteck,

“Go on!” roared Jameson. “Hurrah!”

Cheering excitedly, the fags pelted up ihe lane. None of
them knew exactly what was to be done, but Jameson knew
Wally must either be on his way or at the station by this
time. And suddenly he gave a whoop as he sighted two
figures on the road ahead. One carrying a bulky bag was
vndoubtedly Kildare, and the other was Wally D’Arcy.

“There he is !

Kildare seemed fo hear the roar of voices, and he turned
round and glanced behind. He almost fell down as' ho
sighted the swarm of yelling fags. He dropped his bag—
or, rather, Wally’s bag—in sheer amazement.

Wally was dumbfounded. He blinked at the advancing
army, scarcely realising what it meant.

Kildare gasped. 2

“What—what the dickens—— Here, you young villains,
what—-—""

That was all Kildare succeeded in saying.
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He went down, with a dozen fags swarming over him.
The rest grabbed the startled, stupefied Wally and rushed
him away.

“Gerrup !” bellowed Kildare, struggling furiously to geb
up.  “Oh, great Scott! You little fiends, what does this
mean?”

“It means we're not seeing Wally sacked !”” shouted Curly
Gibson, “If Wally goes, we all go!”

‘ Hear, hear!”

“You—you— ©Oh, my hat!”

Kildare found himself sifting alone in “he middle of
y Wally’s bag to keep him com-
pany. He sat and gasped as if for a wager; and then he

scramhled to his feet, almost beside himself with wrath and
amazement.

The fags had gone—there was no sign of them to be seen.

But to his cars came a crashing in the depths of the wood
which skirted the lane at that spot. The sounds soen died
away, however, and Kildare realised, in utter dizmay, that
ihe fags had gone—and Wally with them,

“Well, my hat!” choked Kildare.

e turned and tottered back to St. Jim’s—there was
nothing else for him to do. To follow the fags was hope-

less. But he was in a towering rage. The Head had made

him responsible for Wally’s safe arrival at Bastwood House.
and he had lost him—before they were searcely out of sight
of St. Jim’s.

But the rebellious fags had already forgotten Kildare. I
was Curly Gibson’s idea to make for the woods, for they
knew the captain of the school would never give way to
them if he could help it. Moreover, where could they go?
The only thing to do was to retire to some quict place
and hold a council of war to discuss the situation. =

They all realised by this time how serious their position
was. They had burned their boats. B'_ut they were grimly
determined to see it through to the finish.

They stopped in a little glade at last, panting and
breathless. Wally was still looking dazed.

“Oh ecrikey!” he gasped. “Well, my only Sunday
bounet! You men have fairly done it now !”

“We meant to do it!” said Jameson. 2 :

“Put—but what’s the game?” gasped Wally, looking




DID ST. JIM'S YARN:

+
g Wally I
x *‘Hear, hear!”

Knox started up the stairs
just as Wally leaped astride the
baniszters and came career-
ing down. The prefect made
a grab at the flying fag, missed
by a fcot, and overbalanced.
With a wild yell, he went roll-
ing down the stairs in a series
of heavy bumps. (Se¢ Chapter 5.)

trom one to another of his devoted chums.  “Does this
mean you chaps have rebelled 7’

“*Just that, my lad! We're not allowing you to be sacked,
Waliy 1”

“You—you're doing it for me?” gasped Wally.

“Of course! If you go, we go—that’s the programme,

73

It was a roar, and Wally's face coloured with pleasure at
the loyalty of bhis chums. But he grew serious at once.

“I didn’t want to drag you chaps into this,” he said.
“You shouldn’t have done it. It means the sack for some
of you, and trouble all round, perhaps, now.”

“Rot I

¢ Bunkum 17

“Chuck it, Wally!”

“Tt won’t jolly well come to that!” said Jameson stoutly.
“1¢’ll only perhaps come to that if we're licked! - We're
not going to be licked, though.”

* Rather nott”

“ Anyway, that's the programme!” said Jameson grimly,
nning the excited faces about him. “If any fellow funks
going the whole hog, let him back out before it’s too late [k

Nobody answered, but one or two others of a faint-hearted
nature looked anything but happy.

“That’s all right, then,” said Jameson at last.

“ Now,

“LEVISON’'S RETURN!"

%
15°

Wally, are you going with us, or are you going io stop
raising silly objections?”

Wally grinned, his old mischievous grin. He saw there
was no_help for it now. Indeed, such an adventure just
,\\‘111'(3(‘1 his reckless nature, and only the desire to save
his chums from trouble had prompted him to raise any
objections at all,

“I'm on,” he chuckled. “It’s jolly decent of you chaps
to back me up like this, and now the thing’s done I'm on
like 2 bird. What’s the giddy programme?”

“Only what I’ve said,” grinned Jameson. “We're nof
caving in or going back to St, Jim’s until the Head sees
reason and cancels your expulsion, Wally. That’s the pro-
gramme up to now.”’

“Hear; heari”

“But in the giddy mecantime,” sald Jameson, with a
chuckle, “we’ve got to find a home for ourselves until he
does.” Jameson spoke as if he was quite certain ihe Head
would give in. ‘“‘It’s only a matter of a few days at most,
chaps. I've got an idea, and I think it will do a treat.
What about that old cottage at the edge of the manor
woods ?”

“Phew! That belongs to old Bland.”

“ All the better,” said Jameson, grinning. “It’s emply,
and has been for some time, though it isn’t in bad condi-
tion. It’ll keep the giddy rain off, anyway.

“Ripping ! 5

“By jingo! Just the very place, Jammy,” said Wally
with “enthusiasm. ‘“Well, if we’re settling on the coitage
we'd better go there and get dug in before the beaks send
after us.”

“Phew! Yes, rather!”

“Come on!” said Wally.

At a trot he led the way through the trees, trampling -a
route through the tangled bushes and thickets. They came
out of the wood at last, crossed a couple of fields, and then
plunged through a belt of trees that screened an ancient,
thatched cottage on the edge of deeper woods—the
Rylcombe Manor Woods.

Tt was only a small, four-roomed cottage, and mast of
the windows were smashed, and the whole place had a
deserted, dilapidated look about it. Since its last tenants
the coitage had fallen sadly into disrepais, and Colonel
Bland had not thought it worth while repairing it appar-
ently.

Yet it was a haven of refuge for the rebellious fags, and
they cheered as they sighted it. They were only thinking
of ihe novelty of their adventure. A hefty branch, wielded
by a swarm of fags, soon snapped the door lock, and then
they took possession, Wally-giving his orders like an Army
officer,

With branches torn from tirees the fags swept out the

dusty rooms, while others fetched armfuls of wood for
fires.
And, meanwhile, others had not been .idle. Wally

realised that sooner or later they would have to defend
their citadel, and he sct his men io work gathering ammuni-
tion and building defences. With rusty nails torn from
timber within the cottage, battens of wood were nailed
ss the lower windows; and wedges and a
roughly-constructed bar fitted across the front door. The
back door was left open, with another bar and more
wedges ready to slip into place at a moment’s notice if
necessary.

Nor had Wally forgotten the question of food for the
garrison. F :

A whipround was made and, pooling the cash collected,
Wally counted it and took charge of it.

“Well over two quid,” he said, with a chuckle. ““Nof
so bad, and will last us for a bit.”

“What’s going to happen after that?” said Hankey.

“We'll get those Fouwrth and Shell fatheads to help,”
said Wally confidenily. “They’ll help us quickly enough
in a case like this. I'm pretty sure of a fiver from old
Gus, anyway. If he doesn’s fork out he’ll jolly well know
about it, anyway.”

" “Oh, good!”’ 2

“But we want grub for dinner to begin with,” said

securely acr

Wally. “Jammy and Hobbs and Curly had better take on
that job. Go to old Sands’ in the village and get some
stuff.” TI'll draw up a list. We'll want other things

as well as grub—candles and matches, and goodness knows
what else.”
“Right-ho !
Jameson, Hobbs. and Curly Gibson grinned, looking
forward to the rather risky job of getting in supplies.
“Tt'll be safe enough yet,” said Wally, scribbling on a
picce of paper. “But keep your eyes peeled in case the
giddy prefects have started out after us already, While
youwre gone I'll draw up our ul-ultimatum.”
“Qur whatier ¥ :
“TUltimatum ! said Wally witheringly. “Dou’t you
TEE GEM LiBrRARY.—No. 1,034
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know what that means? Tt means—er—it means—well, you
follows know what it means. 1f you don’t give in we’ll dot
vou on the boko sort of idea. See?” . ;

* “You—you're going to threaten to dot the Head on the
boko?” vyelled Hobbs, who was rather dense.

“No,”" snorted Wally, “of course not! What I mean
Oh, blow! If you don’t know, find out! Now you
iiree chaps clear out for the grub and things, and mind
vou don’t get spotted or collared.” 7

“We jolly well won’t!” said Jameson, and after making
sure the coast was clear they started out on their errand,
leaving Wally, with an upturned box for a _desk and
another hox for a seat, busy composing his ultimatum.

18-

CHAPTER 19.
The Enemy Sighted !

$6 OW do you spell ultimatum, you men ?”
H Wally asked the question anxiously after chew-
ing his pencil for several moments.
“Goodness knows!” said Reggic Manners.
“Can’t you find an easier word than that, Wally?”
“T'm going :to use that, young Manners,” said Wally

obstinately. “‘It’s the right word, and it’s a jolly good -

word.” - dery

*(Go ahecad, then! Only don’t ask me to spell it for you,
*cause I couldn’t.” e !
“Ignorant assT” grunted Wally, and as nobody. else
voluntecred the needed information, he started on the job

himself, . R g
~Before him was a -double sheet of paper torn from a

pocket-book, and soon he had carefully printed across the

top “ ULTIMMATTUM,” in big capital letters.
He looked at it rather doubtfully. -
“Jt doesn’t look quite right,” he muttered; “but I'll have

to chance it! If it’s wrong, the Head may not notice if,"

anyway. Now, lemme see. Would you begin, ‘ Reverend
Sir,” or ‘ Respected Sir,” or just ‘Sir’?”
“¢ Respected Sir,” sounds best,” said Joe Frayne.

“PBut we don’t respect him so jolly much after sacking

Wally !” objected Reggie Manners. “ Just put ‘ Sir.””

¢ Respected Sir’ will do,” grunted Wally.  ““Now shut-

up a minute!” He scribbled away industriously for a few
moments, and then he cleared his throat and started to
read out what he had written. “How. will this do?
‘ Respected Sir,—We, the undersigned members of the
Third Form at St. Jim’s, having rebelled against con-
constitutional authority—" :

“Oh, my hat!” said Hankey. < Where the thump did he
dig up that word?” :

“It’s a jolly good word!” snorted Wally. “You shut up,
voung- Hankey, ¢ Constitutional authority,”” he proceeded
victoriously, **¢hereby respectfully state that we refuse to

return to St. Jim’s until the unjust expulsion of Walter®

D'Arcy is cancelled. In our view a flogging would meet
the case, and our motto is, “If Wally D’Arcy Goes—We
Go!” 1In addition, we respectfully demand that no expul-
sions whatever .shall follow this rebellion. On hearing
from you, sir, that you agree to our just and reasonable
demands, wo will immediately return peacefully to St.
Jim’s and resumé our duties, taking whatever other
punishment you wish to inflict without complaint. BUT
NO EXPULSIONSY ” ° ;
Wally looked up with no little satisfaction.

“How’'s that?” he asked. “I put that last sentence in

capitals, so there won’t be any mistake about it.”

“Rotten!” growled Reggie Manners. “Who's willing to
take any silly punishments? I'm not!”

“Funk!” snorted Wally. “Think the Head's going to
crawl to us—fall on our giddy necks and kiss us, and thank
us with tears in his optics for having rebelled? He’s bound
to go for us, and a licking won’t hurt us. Anyway, that's
going as it is, and the fellow who refuses to sign it will
get a dot on the nose and a thick ear! Mind that!”

Wally folded up the valuable doctument and placed it in
his pocket. To the scamp of the Third it presented a good
“ultimatum,” and Wally felt very proud of it. =

“We'll all sign it when those other chaps come back,”
sald Wally., “Then we’ll get a village kid, or someone, to
take it to—— What the dickens—-"".

Wally broke off as a sudden commotion came from the

kitchen of the cottage. Several of the fags were still

busily breaking up wood for the fives, one of which was .

already crackling away in the hearth of the front room
where Wally sat. : :
The fags with Wally rushed into the kitchen, and then
they stared. Standing in various attitudes, with chunks of
wood in their hands, and heated, excited faces, were the
fags who had been breaking wood. .
“What the thump is the matiter?” demanded Wally.
THE GEyM Lisrary.—No. 1,033.
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“Rats!” said Joe Frayne.

“Eh” b

“Two blessed rats!” grinned Joe. *“We lifted them
Iagﬁots out of that corner there, and two whoppin’ rats
dashed out of a hole in the corner!” "

“I just missed one, and he bolted under the .dashed
door!” chimed in Hankey., “The other vanished down a
hole in the floor.”

“Somewhere here,” said Watson, dropping on one knece
by a small cranny in the flagstones of the kitchen. “I say,
that’s rather queer. Tt seems hollow under here. Must be
a cellar.”

“My hat!” said Wally. “What a pity old Pongo isn't
here 7” : :

“Where is Pongo?” asked Watson, eyeing Wally
curiously. “Piggott swears he didn’'t go home, after all,
Wally. Is it a fact?”

“Quite true!” grinned Wally cheerfully. “It was Pongo
who . chased Piggott when he was sneaking about in the
old tower. You see, he didn’t go home.”

“But—but Kildare—" :
= “I spoofed Kildare nicely!” said Wally, with a chuckle.

I changed the labels, sending Pongo to Wayland only.

He was shoved out by the guard at Wayland, and I slipped
over and got him.” i
.:“Phew! You beggar!” breathed Hankey. “And where
is he now, Wally?”
_ “That's telling!” said Wally. “He's not far away; and
if there are rats about, I'm going to bring him here! But,
I say, it’s queer about that hole. And if the rat is down
there we'd better have him out. . We don’t want rats
swarming over us when we're sleeping, and we don't want
’em after the grub. If the beggar’s under that flagstone
we'll soon nab him.”

“Good egg!” i

The prospect of a bit of sport was inviting, and the fags
grabbed stakes and Wally and Frank Levison examingd the
flagstone. It certainly seemed to be loose, and had a hollow
sound when tapped.

#*Jolly queer!” said Wally.
here if it isn’t a cellar. Up with it, Franky!”

But it was more than either Wally or Franky could do
to lift the heavy flag, loose as it undoubtedly was. Dui
with the aid of their stakes the fags soon had the slab
raised. :

Itt revealed a yawning cavity—undoubtedly a cellar of
sorts. :

It smelled musty and exceedingly damp. Wally struck
a match and blinked down into the gloom. It revealed a
shallow apartment, about the size of the kitchen, but with
a floor scarcely five feet at most below them—an earthen

floor.

“Well, this beats the band!’ said Wally, with a chuckle.
“Fancy there being no door excepting this! I know, this
cottage must have been used by a poacher, and he kepi
};IS (;?ptures down there, in case the bobbies dropped on

im. S <
“Likely enough,” said Reggie Manmers. “No signs of
the giddy rat, though.” :

“Miles away by now!” said Wally confidently. I bei
this old show’s riddled with holes! Hold on! I'm goiny
down!”

Wally dropped down cautiously, and blinked about him
with the aid of the light from a match: But there was
nothing to be seen save for some old rotting sacks, a hean
of damp straw, and some blackened empty boxes.

He returned to his chums, helped up by eager hands.

“ Anything there ?”

“No, only rubbish,” said Wally. “Ugh! What a rotten
hole! I say—— Hallo, somebody coming! Quick!™

The fags sprang to their stations in a flash. Somebodr
was coming undoubtedly—footsteps sounded outside—ruii-
ning footsteps. Wally glanced through the kitchen window.
and then he. grunted. -

“Tt's those three!” he snapped. “They’ve got no grub,
either! Oh blow! What's happened?*

He rushed to the door, and opened it as Jameson, Cur!lyv
Gibson, and Hobbs came pelting up to the cottage. The,
were all three breathless and panting.

“Quick—they’re coming!” panted Jameson.

“Who? Not—"

“Selby and the blessed prefects!” gasped Curly Gibson
breathlessly. “Luckily, we spotted 'em, and turned back (o
warn you. They'll be here jolly soon, I expect!”

“But—but they can’t know N .

“Kildare's jolly cute!” said Hobbs. “He's following up
our trail—the trail of the crowd of us when we came he:
All us lot couldn’t come through the woods without leavinz
a trail behind us. you ass!”

“QOh,. my hat ’»

“They’ll lose the giddy trail over the meadows,” said
Reggie Manners confidently.

“PBosh !” said  Wally, looking grim,

# After the f_am

“Must be a hollow under’
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we've had lately the ground’s absolutely soaked, and our
hoofmarks would show plainly enough. Phew! 1 never
thought of that!”

““Better get ready for 'em,” grinned Jameson,

“Yes, rather!”

The ‘fags were more or less ready for any attack. They
had piled turfs and fir-cones in heaps by the windows, and,
in addition, they had raided a farmer’s winter store ol
turnips, and had cut quantities of these into hefty pieces to
use as further ammunition. The cottage was not likely to
be taken by any attackers without casualties.

The hoards across the windows were only to prevent any-
one clambering through, and there was plenty of room left
for the defenders to “fire” their missiles through if
necessary.,

With barred doors and guarded windows the excited fags
waited the coming of the enemy.

“How many of them were there, Jammy?” demanded
Wally.

<Al the prefects, and several more of the Sixth, not count-
ing old Selby, who does not matter,” grinned Jameson.

“Ha, ha; hat?

Kildare’s face flushed crimson, :

“Come on, you fellows!” he gasped. “ILet’s Liave ther
out of that!”

“We'll jolly soon do that,” said Knox, who apparently did
not anticipate any trouble.

As he spoke, Knox flung all his weight on the kitchen door,
making the door creal. But it did not weaken, and before
lic could try again a heavy turf dropped from above, right
on his upturned face.

Thump !

Knox sat down hard under the impact, gasping and
spluttering and gouging at eyes and mouth and nose. The

]

_turf was soft and wet, and very unpleasant, and Knox got a

great deal of it in his open mouth.

“G-gug-groooogh ! he choked,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Next, please!” sang out Wally cheerfully, “Please don’t
push at the back. Plenty for all 1”

193

“Ha, ha, ha!

“The more the * .

merrier,” chuckled
the scamp of the
Third, his eyes
dancing. “Tbet
Hallo, here they
come !”

From the trees
screening the
cottage = from the
meadows  emerged
roup of familiar
figures—the fore-
raost being Kildare,
and the last being
r. Selby of the
Third. Mr.  Selby
was looking like a
Hun, and Kildare
was not looking
more amiable. The
rest of the Sixth
looked grim and
business-like,

As they emerged
before the cottage
Kildare pointed to
the anctent chim-
ney, evidently
indicating the
smoke. Then some-
body sighted the
grinning faces of
the fags at the
window. The fags
mnade no attempt to
'v:ido.l They knew it
was hopeless, in any <
case. ; : 2 4‘-',/% a
Mpr. RSelby hesitated, and then he stepped forward and
advanced to the door, He tried 1t, and then he rapped
liard on the panels,

“Boys!” he called out. “Open this dcor at once!”
~“Rats!” said Wally D*Arcy, looking down on him cheer-
fully from an upper window.” “Go and- eat coke, old top!”

“Wha-at 7"

Mr. Selby almost fainted at being told to go and eat
coke hy one of his pupils, who should have shivered at his
very glance.

“You—you speak to me like that, D'Arcy!” he gasped,
glaring upwards. “Come down this instant and open this
deor, boy! You shall suffer dearly for this outrageous
conduect! You hear me?”

“1 hear you calling m’e?” chirped Wally. “Do you hear

him calling me,. chaps !’

“Go home, Selby bird !”

“Go and chop sticks, old nut!”

“Naughty boy! Look at the ink on his collar! Take
fifty lines for being untidy, Selby !”

“You—you impudent young reprobates!” stuitered Mr.
Selby, shaking his fist up at the grinning faces. “Kildare—
Darrell—Knox, break down this door without delay. Those
rebellious young villains must be captured and taken back
for their well-merited punishment [”

“Oh, ye-es, sir!”

Kildare & Co. looked none too eager. As a matter of fact,
they guessed only too well that Wally & Co. would never use
such cheek unless they intended to make a fight for liberty.

“Come on, FEric!” said Jameson encouragingly to the
captain of St. Jim’s. “Try it Little By Little like the good
boy in the story-books ¥

A book flew from somewhere,
and struck Mr. Selby under the
ohin. In atwinkling of the eye,
the excited fags were com=
pietely out of control. A regular
fusillade of bocks, ink-pots,
vulers, and apples sailed
through the air, and the master
of the Third dodged back des-
perately. ‘“ Stop !’ he roared.
‘““Grooh! Help! Oh, youyoung
villains ! *  (See Chapter 8.)

CHAPTER 11.

Reinforeements !
OBODY attempted to push at the back—or even
N approach the door again for the moment. The fate
that had befallen the over-eager Gerald Knox had
warned them to be more circumspect. The fags
were obviously reckless—careless of authority or conse-
quences.. There were grim faces amonf;‘ the prefects. IKnox,
still spluttering, scrambled up, and hurriedly rejoined his
fellow-prefects, a rain of fir-cones and pieces of turnip hasten-

ing his going considerably.

Out of range, he turned and shook a fist at the grinning
fags.

“You—you young fiends!” he bellowed. “I'll make you
squirm for that!” :

There was a hurried consultation among the prefects. Mr.
Selby also talked, waving his arms angrily as he did so.
The master of the Third was evidently urging the prefects
to the attack. Mr. Selby wasn’t a bit afraid of them
getting hurt so long as he was able to keep in the back-
ground,

“Go on, I tell you!” he was bellowing. “They must be
apprehended without delay. I order you to attack them,
Kildare! What are you waiting for?”

“You, sir!” said Kildare, exasperafed beyond measure.
As you are in charge of us, sir, we naturally imagined you
were going to lead the attack.”

“Oh, yes, sir I added Darrell blandly. “We’ll follow you
like anything {”
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Mr. Selby glared at them. ;

“ Kildare,” he .spluttered, “if I.thought you were }mu}g
purposely insolent, I should report this to Dr. Holmes{”

" % Oh; not ‘at all, sir!” : :

M.~ Selby advanced mearer to the rebels—as near as he
felt was safe. ; ; : ¥ 25

“oys,” he bawled, his voice trembling with anger, “for
ihe last time I order you—— Yoooop !”

Whizz! Flop! Thump! ; 5

Mr. Selby had helieved himself out of range, but he soon
discovered “his mistake. A weighty turf sent his mortar-
hoard spinning from his august head, and a,,‘__c_hunk of turnip
took him full in the waistcoat. - :

“ Whoooooooop ! }

He sat’l dm}n;'n 'hard.

“Ha, ha, ha!” . . s : o

Roaring with laughter, the reckless fags let fly at him as
he gat there, with gleeful énergy. It was not often that they
tiad a chance like this, and they were determind to maku
the mOSStlko;f it.t 5 : .d

Mzr. Se sat and roared. X : y

“I(‘Aomo 05;1, you chaps!” gasped Kildare. “I‘Ialf round
ihe back and half of us-at the front. We can’t go back
without the dashed kids!” * :

As he spoke. Kildare made a desperate rush for »th?
door, Darrell and North and Monteith and several others
following him. The rest hurried round to:the back of the
cottage, full of -hope that the sudden ru;h;wp_uld take the
defenders by surprise. e i T R

They soo’nyfou'ngi that the rear was defended as efficicatly
as the front of ‘the cottage. : i oo

What followed was swift and short and exciting, especially
for the attacking force, - : o e

Kildare reeled back under a fusillade of missiles—whiz-
zing turfs, fir cones, and chunks of turnips, not to mention
scraps of rubbish picked up round the deserted cottage.

The next moment the rest of the attacking force got it.

The air was rent with howls and yells of pain and. wrath
and with cheers and catwealls from the defenders of the

coitage, = Sy i .

Thud! Whiz, whiz! :Thud!

“Yaroooop! - Yow! Oh, great Scott!” :
*(io it, chaps!” sang out Wally. “No surrender!™
**No fear!”

“Hurrah!”

Kildare turned and fled. Flesh and blood couldn’t stand.

it, Darrell and North reached the back door, but the stuff
flung down on them from above soon persuaded them to
leave it. They broke and fled, their attempt to break down
ihe door scarcely begun,

“ Hurrah !” : :

1t was victory. The fags had won the first round, at all
events,  The prefects, gasping, panting, and -dishevelled,
gathered together at the front. Mr. Selby, who had long
azo serambled out of range, hurried over to them, his sour
features red with rage, save for sundry muddy patches.

“Kildare!” he gasped. “Try again.  Attack them
again! They cannot hold out much longer. Their
ammunition is bound to give out sooner or later.”

“And ‘what about’ us?” panted Kildare, glowering at
him. “We'll be wrecks by that time.”

“Rubbish! ‘I order you, as a master of the schoq'l.‘ to
attack that - cottage again!” raved Mr. Selby. “That
cottage must be stormed, and those wretched, rebeliious
vyoung scoundrels brought to submission.”

“Try doing it yourself, then, sir.”

¢ What !” STy i

“IUm fed-up!” said Kildare bluntly, clawing mud from
his heated features. “I’ve had enovgh!”

“Same here!” snorted Darrell. ;

Before the. master of the Third could find a suitable
reply a new voice was heard—a deep, angry voice.

“(ood gad! What—what——  Good gad! What the

deuce——="
“Oh, my hat!” said Wally, with a chuckle “Here's
Stand by to repel the

British. Army ! Good old dug-out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Colonel Bland—for it was indeed the peppory old
soldier—stood and glowered at the- scene, two startled
keepers at his elbows. The colonel had first sighted smoke
coming from the cottage chimney, and on investigation had
heard the uproar from afar. .

The sight of the crowd of cheeky, gtinning faces at the
broken windows of his cottage, the muddy, raging seniors,
and the gesticulating master almost took his breath away.

“What the deuce!” he began again, shaking the riding-
whip he carried up at the fags. “What the deuce are you
doing there, you young scamps? Good gad! You, there,”
1;10 went on, addressing Mr, Selby, “what’s this mean,
18y £°° ;

1\11‘. Selby went pink. He was not used {o being
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addresséd like that, even by school governors and magis
ERAEBS S et S : :

“Sir,” he stuttered. “I—I am a master from St. Jim’s:
S 7?2 v > e v 3
“Do .you imagine I cannot see that?” smorted Colonel
Bland., - “What the deucé does this confounded business
mean? = My cottage taken possession of by a horde of
voung hooligaris! I won’t have it; sir. Order the young
rascals out of that at once, sir! - ‘You hear me?”. -

# I--I—=- Colonel Bland, you—you, forget yourself—-"'

“I don’t forget anything!” bellowed the. colonels” I

.only know-that unless you order those young scoundrels

off my property I shall take the law into my own hands
and clear the confounded. place with my whip! My

_cottage ! Good gad! They'll be setting fire to the place

before they’ve. finished !”
G- 2

“What's it-mean?” roared the old gentleman.

“Go it, old son!” called Wally cheerfully. “Give him
socks, colonel !” . B g

“Good gad!” ; .

The colonel jumped. He glared up at the window, and"
then he recognised Wally.

“What! You again?” he roared. “You—you insclent
voung jackanapes! I might have known it. Selby—if
that's your name—order those young scamps. out of my

- house 1"

**Colonel Bland,” gasped Mr. Selby, “pr;y calm your-
celf ’z,m'd I will explain this unfortunate affair. That—that
boy,”. he went on, pointing up at the grinning Wally, “has

_ incited his Form-fellows to mutiny. He was being

escorted to the station this morning after being expellé.-
when his companions assaulted his guard and rescued hira.
They—they_ have defied authority, have rebelled against
masters and prefects. They have taken up their position -

_in“that eottage and refuse to be apprehended.”

“Good gad!” gasped the colonel. *So that’s it, hey 77
That is the position, sir,” said Mr. Selby, calming him-
self with an effort. “If you, sir, can dislodge the young
scoundrels I will certainly take charge -of them, and see

“ that they are taken back to receive their punishments
. which wﬁl be very severe indeed.” £ et

- But can’t you fellows root them out?” snorted the
'(.*plonel, looking over the group of seniors. “ Good gad !
There’s enough of you!”
“*We'vo tried, sir,” grunted Kildare. *Look at us!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

It was a yell of laughter from the windows of ik
cottage.

‘Good gad!” spluttered Colonel Bland. “What utter
nonsense ! Can't clear out a rabble of voungsters! " Bah!
Thompson—Brent [ J -

‘Yessir,” said both keepers together, lookine at each
otl‘lﬁer glumly, as if they knew what was corriiug.c =

Attack that door !” said. the colonel briefly. “Break it
down and kick those confounded trespassers off my
property ! -« - :

"l‘"lSuftin]y, sir!”

ie keepers advanced gingerly towards the door with
uneasy glances at the crowded windows, They soon di.sl-
co&'grred that} t(}‘letu' ap;;]rehensions were not misplaced.

ey reached to within twenty vards of th ze door
and thex'x"“’all_v’s voice rang Ol)l('u gt el L

‘Iire!

— g

‘ CHAPTER 12.
: A Mysterious Disappearance !

HIZ, whiz, whiz!
Thump, thump! Thud! Squelch! :

From the window came a hurricane of hurtling

missiles, and the hapless keepers gasped, wilted

unéie;; tl]:edthuddmg turfs and turnips, and then they turned
and bolted.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“ Hurrah !”

It was a very brief battle indeed. 2

But it was long enough—too long for the unfortunate
keepers.

“It ain’t no good, sir,” panted Thompson, stopping
before his glowering, stupefied master,  “It's more'n flesi,
and blood can stand to face them young rips.” o

“You dolts!” bellowed the colonel. “Here, I'll take
charge of this affair. There's a tree-trunk there,” said tieé
colonel, pointing to a felled sapling on the ground. “You,
Thompson and Brent, use it as a battering-ram on that
confounided door.  The rest of you break up into two
partics and attack at front and back. You understand?”
he added, turning on the seniors.

“Yes, sir,” said Kildare.

“Right! I'll show ’em!”

Under the colonel’s directions the two keepers—thoush
they chviously didn’t relish the job—grasped the trunk and



Our Mottc—The Best and

/ -7 l"'

IV
b A A ///

lifted it, Darrell. and Norih rushing to
their aid as Colonel Bland hellowed to
them.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Wally, grasp-
ing the intention. “Now for it! No
surrender, mind! And give 'em socks1?

“Here they come!” gasped Culy
Gibson. “Oh crumbs!”

The keepers and Darrell and North
came charging at the door with their
battering-ram, desperate determination
on their faces. The keepers knew
what to “expect from their eholerie
master if they failed a second time. And their determination,
and the colonel’s scathing shouts, roused the St. Jim’s
seniors also.

With Kildare leading them, the rest of the attackers
made a simultaneous assault at the back of the cottage.

“Let ’em have it!” yelled Wally desperately. *“Stiele a
the chaps with the trunk, never mind the rest !”?

The keepers and Darrell and North swayed and wilted
for a moment before the swarm of missiles hurled at them,
and then a yell from Darrell urged them on again.  The
next moment, despite all the cfforts of the fags, they had
reached the deor.

Crash!

The door shook and splintered, while the cotiage
resounded with the sound of the blow.

*Again!” yelled Darrell. “It’s going!”

It was. The door splintered again under the next
charge of the ram. Wally raced downstairs, calling his
chums upstairs to follow him. A glance below had shown
him that another such charge would soon account for the
rickety old doos.

“Come on—quick!” he roared. “This way!”

The fags, desperate now, followed him in a swarm as he
dashed into the kitchen.

“Down there!” gasped Wally, pointing hurriedly to the
gap in the floor. “Quick! We'll spoof "em yet.” Down
you go!”

“Oh, good!”

Grasping his leader’s desperate idea, Curly Gibson
dropped swiftly through the hole in the floor, and his chums
followed in turn just as swiftly, those below leaping aside
as they dropped through te allow the others to pass.

Wally came last, just as a resounding crash and a yell of
triumph came from the froni door.

“Quick, you chaps!”

Wally had already dragged one of the boxes under the
irapdoor, and, together with Jameson and Reggie Mannecrs,
he struggled frantically with the flagstone above.

It dropped into place at last with a dull thud, and black-
ness feil upon the defenders in the cellar.

The next instant the trampling of feet was heard faintly
above them.

“*Quiet!” breathed Wally.

In deep darkness, with just a chink of light showing
through the hole in the flagsione above, the scared fags
scarcely breathed.
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Colonel Bland staggered to his feet, and leaped from the
boat for the bank of the islet. Landing in a couple of feet of
water, he splashed wildly ashore, whilst the fags on the
hiouseboat cverpowered the hoatman and the keeper,

(Sea Chapter 14.)

Would the attacking force “tumble * to the trick?

They heard voices above, and then the tramp of {ech
on stairs. Then came a yell of utter amazement,

“Gone! By James, they’ve gone—clean vanished

The fags grinned gleefully. It was Kildare's astounded
voice. . Tt was followed by a bellow from the colonel.

“What? Cood gad! What the deuce—— You carcless
focls, you’ve let them slip away !”

“Oh erumbs!” choked Wally. .

Above the tramping of feet on the flagstones over their
heads came the colonel’s voice raised in anger, and then
suddenly the tramp of feet died away and silence reigned,

They’ve gone!” grinned Curly Gibson.

“Wait a bit,” chuckled Wally. “We're taking no risks!”

He waited for another three minutes before he gave the
word., Then, while he held a lighted mateh aloft, the fags
lifted the flagstone. It fell over with a dull thud, and
daylight streamed down upon them from the kitchen above.
Wally listened a moment, and then he eclambered out,
giving a hand to the fellows behind, znd soon all were out
of the dismal, musty cellar.

“Quict!” breathed Wally. “T can hear ’em yet!”

He slipped to the kitchen window and blinked cautiously
out. Across the glade, by the edge of the deep woods, he
caught sight of the colonel, his two keepers;, My, Selby, and
ihe seniors.

“I tell you you must have done!” came Colonel Bland’s
angry bellow. *“You dunderheads at the back allowed the
young villains to slip through your confounded fingers!
Bah!”

With that he stamped away, followed by his keepers.
The trio vanished into the wood. :

My, Selby and the seniors tramped away in the opposite
direction, the Third Form master obviously in a bitter
rage.

“Oh, what a scream!” gasped Wally, as the last of the
procession vanished from sight. “A hearty vote of thanks
to that giddy rat! He’s saved our giddy bacon, and no
mistake !”

* Hear, hear!” \

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But the game’s up here,” said Wally, shaking his head
at last, soberly. “We can’t defend this rotten show, after
all, that’s plain! We can’t be always dodging into that
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Licssed cellar, and they’d soon tumble if it happened again,
We've got to move, you men!”

“But where?” : 7 i

“That’s the question,” said Wally, his brow w_rmkled in
thought. “There’s old Pepper’s barn, but that's liable to be
bashed in with a battering-ram, too. If only &

He broke off suddenly, his eyes gleaming.

“I've got it, you men!”

“You have? Where, then?” .

“Look!” said Wally, poeinting through the window.
“Look on the river. What about that old houseboat
there 77

“Oh, by jingo!”

“Ripping!” 3e

From the cottage the shining river was visible, some
litile distance away. And tethered to the nearcst bank was
an aucient houseboat. It belonged to Colonel Blan‘d, as @
matter of fact, and more than once Wally & Co. had
ventured aboard it for a lark. =S :

“But can we keep ’em off any better there?” said Reggie
Manners, . 3

“Not where i{ is,” snapped Wally. “But if we yank it
across to that island there we’ll jolly soon make it as safe
as houses. With water all round they’ll find it jolly
diflicult to board us. When we're settled in we'll sneak to
the boathouse and pinch all the oars, so that the seniors
can’t row up and attack us. See?”

“My hat!” B o

“And thero’s a giddy old hand-engine and hosepipe in t‘h,n
boathouse, too,” went on the leader of the Third, “It’s
been shoved there in case of fire. We've used it before!
How about getting that along?” :

“Top hole!” g <

“Then let’s get ready to move,” said Wally briskly.
“Sonie of you keep a sharp look-out, though! Those beggars
tnay veturn, for all we know!”

“Yes, rather!”

But Wally’s fears on that score were groundless. The
fags made their preparations undisturbed. The sacks from
the cellar below were filled with the ammunition that was
feft. The fellows who had snatched their coats on leaving
ihe school found these also useful for carrying ammunition.

“ We'll want it all,” warned Wally, “so bring as much as
you jolly well can.”

“ Yes, rather!” z

“Come on, then! And no giddy noise, and mind nobody
spots us.”

After making certain that the coast was clear, the fags
slarted out, keeping close in to the woods, which ran almost
down to the edge of the Rhyl at that point. Then they
hurried along the towing-path, and soon reached the ancient
houseboat.

Pulling it inshore by the mooring ropes, the rebels boarded
the boat, and soon they were at work again. [The first job
was to get the unwieldy craft across to the island in the
centre of the stream, and it was not an easy job by any
means,

But there were long sweeps aboard, and with the aid of
these they managed at last to get it out into the stream,
re the swift current did the rest.

The houseboat drifted down towards the island, and
suddenly it grounded with a jar and shock that almost flung
every fellow aboard off his feet.

Therc was a rowing-boat tethered to the stern—a craft as
apcient as the houseboat itself—and in this Wally and
Jameson pulled ashore across the intervening few yards, and
tied up the mooring ropes to trees on the islet.

“Now we're right!” grinned Wally, as they gained
the houseboat again. “Jingo, this. old” Noah’s Ark hasn’t
been used for donkey’s years! Never mind, we'll make it
comfy somehow! Now, bust open the door of that giddy
sn]oon,,you men. We'll be able to feed and sleep in that

‘micely.”

“Yes, rvather!?

“We'll get settled in first,” went on Wally, “and then
sce about getting food supplies in. It'll be time for dinner
soon, and there ain’t any for us unless we manage that
job! Afier that there’s that engine and hose to be collared
from ‘uhe’ boathouse, and anything else we can lay our hands
on. too.”

““What-ho [ :

And Wally and his men got busy!

CHAPTER 13.
Nothing Doing ! :
ST‘ JIM'S was in a buzz of excitement over the mutiny

of the fags. 1t had been so utterly unexpected that
most of the fellows could-scarcely believe it vet. In
the Form-rooms that morning the juniors had heard
the vow proceeding from the Third Form room, but they
had scarcely dreamed of the truth. It was only during
inorning break that they had heard the news.
Tur Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,033,
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Tea was just over in Study No. 6 at St. Jim’s, where
the Terrible Three of the Shell had joined Blake & Co. to
discuss the startling news.

It had_astounded and alarmed Tom Merry & Co., who had
many friends among the fags, while Manners and Arthur
Augustus, of course, had their minors,

Then, later on, had come the astounding news of the
result of the seniors’ expedition in search of the rebellious
youngsters.

Few of the fellows believed it in fact, until Tom Merry

_had managed to get details from the fuming Kildare.

There was no doubting it then.

“But where the thump can they be?” said the captain of
the Shell. “The prefects have been out again searching—
they've tackled Pepper’s barn, and lots of places, without
success. The giddy earth seems to have swallowed ‘em up.”
T is- certainly wemarkable,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy glumly. “I vote we go out and search ourselves,
deah boys.”

“Good wheeze ! said Manners eagerly, “If we tried——"

Manners was interrupted by a tap at the door, and the
next moment Clive of the Fourth looked in.

“You're wanted at the gates, Gussy,” he said briefly,
“That kid from Sands’, the grocer’s—Grimey it is. He's
asking for you—says it’s important.”

“Wight-ho, deah boy !” said Arthur Augustus in surprise,
But Tom Merry's face was looking excited as Clive vanished.

"My bat! I wonder if it can be a message from those
kids?’ he said. “Come on, Gussy!” z

The juniors jumped up from the tea-table and followed
Arthur Augtgstus as he hurried from the room. They
realised that it was quite possible that Tom had “hit it.”

_Grimes grinned rather uncertainly as they dashed up to
him at the gates.

“‘\Yhat is it, Gwimey, deah boy ¥’ demanded Gussy.

Cvrx‘mes gave a cautious glance about him before answering,

“It’s from your young brother. Master D’Arcy.,” he
wluspered.» “He’s in that there ’ousebost belongin’® to old
Colonel Biand from the Manor.”

““Oh, bai Jove!”

“Him and all 'is pals are there,” said Grimes. “They
told me to give you this note, and that I wasn't to give it
to anybody else. I just happened to be passin’ along the
towin’-path, goin’ with some groceries to the lock-keeper's
cottage.”

“Yes, yes, but—>

“Mum’s the word !” mutiered Grimes. “Wally sced me
and rowed over to me and arsked me to hand you that. He
said this other note was for the Head.”

And Grimes handed another note over, addressed {o Dr.
Holmes,

“They've taken charge of that there ‘ouseboat,” grinned
Grimes.
have. There'll be a fine old row when old Bland gets to
know. They've bin and got a lot of groceries from my boss,
and I bet they means to stay there.”

And after receiving the thanks of the juniors Grimes got
on. his tradesman’s bike and rode away, ‘grinning. )

“Well, my only hat!” breathed Tom. “So that's where
they are. Give me that note for the Head, Gussy. I'm going
to see that he doesn’t get it.”

“ Weally—"

“It's bound to be full of impudence,” said Tom grimly,
“and will only make matters worse. I'in risking it, any-
way. It’s a blessed ultimatum, I suppose. Anyway, we'd
better rush off there. What does Wally say, Gussy ?"

“He wants some money, deah boy.” said Arthur Augnstus,
reading his note again. “He's asking for a fivah, and he
waints me to have a whip wound among you fellows.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Cheek !” .

“We'll have to help the kids, though,” grunted Tom,
“Let’s buck up and get off 1

““Yaas, wathah!” :

The juniors got their caps and coats, and hurried ouf of
gates en route for the river. They knew there was little
hope of making the reckless fags sce reason, but they meant
to do their best.

They soon reached the bank cpposite the houseboat. A
thin spiral of smoke came from the saloon chimney of the
houseboat, but there was no sign of movement on the craft,
until presently they spotted grinning faces at the windoirs
of the saloon; and the next moment Wally appeared on deck,
followed by Jameson and several other fags.

The leader of the fags and his lieutenant dropped down
iuto the rowing-boat by the stern, and, pushing off, they
pulled over to the bank where the juniors were standing.
With -Jameson pulling at the oars to keep the boat from
drifting in the strong current, Wally stood up and grinned
at the juniors.

“*Cheerio, chaps!” he called cheerfully.
note. then, Gussy?”

“You got iny

“Took it out inter the middle of the river, they-
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*Yaas, you young——"2

“Got the fiver, Gus?’ demanded Wally anxiously, “I
kyew you should have had one from home this morning,
old bean. Cough it up—sharp!”

“Bai Jove!  You cheeky young wapscallion!” gasped

Arthur Augustus.

“Now, Gussy, what about that fiver?” asked Wally.
“Hand it over and no larks! Pull in, young Jameson !” -

“We have no intention of playin’ any larks, Wally,” said
Arthur Augustus.

Jamesen grinned and pulled in, keeping a wary eye «n
the juniors as he did so. The boat touched the grassy bank,
and Jameson clutched a jutting pile. Wally held out an
cager hand for the fiver. -

“One moment!” said Arthur Augustus, eyeing his minor
with great disapproval. ‘ Befoah I hand ovah this fivah I
wish to give you a word of advice—to point out to you the
weckless path you are pursuin’, Wally.”

““Oh, choke him off and let’s get back!” groaned Jameson.
“Tt isn’t worth the blessed fiver to have to listen to his jaw
to get it 17

“You shut up, young Jameson !’ snorted Wally. “We've
got to have cash, haven’t we? Isn’t it worth listening to
(Gussy’s chin-wag to get a fiver 7

“Bai Jove! Weally, Wally——"

“0Oh, don’t begin again, Gus! Where’s the cash? We've
got to have 1t!” : -

“Hold on, Wally!” said Tom Merry, stepping to ihe
water’s edge. “For goodness’ sake, listen to us for z
minute, you reckless young ass! We've not only come to
hc&p you in’that way, but to give you good advice. If you'll
take it : =

“My dear chap, did anything good ever come out of the
Shell?” inquired Wally. “Keep your advice to yourselves,
old scouts! When we’re anxious to make a real muck of

“things we’ll come to you chaps for advice.”

“You—yecu cheeky little scamps—"

“Pm getting fed-up with this!” said Jameson, looking
about him anxiously. “1If anycne comes along——"’

“You cheese it, Jameson!” snorted Waily. “Look here,
we can’t hang about here listening to sermons and listening
to Gus and you gassing! If you’ve brought the dibs, hand
it over. If you haven’t, go and eat coke, and leave us
alone 1”

“Bai Jove !”

“If it’s a case of us having to listen to the sermons, or
go without the cash,” said Wally warmly, “then buck up

and make ‘emt short, for goodness’ sake! But hand over
the cash first, in case somebody comes along!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I'm blessed if I'd have bothered about you old fogies
if——" Wally was beginning warmly, when a warning whistle
came from the houseboat.

They very soon saw the reason. As they looked quickly
out on to the river they saw a small rowing-boat just round-
ing the bend at a good speed. Seated in the stern was a
well-known, rather pompous figure. It was Colonel Bland.

5 my hat!” gasped Tom Merry, “That’s done it!
Now for trouble |

CHAPTER 14, ; .1
Marooned ! : s
HE colonel glared towards the househoal; he tcemed
to have no eyes for the juniors on the bank. It was
only too clear that he knew—or suspected—that the
missing fags were on his houseboat.

Since the encounter that morning Colonel Bland and his
men had searched the woods thoroughly. But he had seen
no sign of the rebels until less than twenty minutes ago.
Then, from the wooded hill above, he had seen the thin
spiral of smoke rising from the houseboat.

Wally & Co. had lit the galley fire to cook their dinmer,
and they had also lit the small stove in the saloon, letting
the galley fire out afterwards.

But it had given them away. The colonel, his suspicions
aroused, had decided to investigate the remarkable occur-
rence. He had taken one of the keepers, and, hiring one
of the lock-keepers with his boat, had started upstreamn.

The sight of the fags in the rowing-boat; talking with the
janiors on the bank—though he could not recognise the fags
irom that distance—showed him that his suspicion was
correct, after all,

It was Curly Gibson, on the look-out on the houschoat,
who had spotted the approaching rowing-boat first.

“Oh, great pip!” gasped Wally, forgetting all about the
“fiver ”-then. *Pull back, Jammy. for goodness’ sake!”

Jameson bent to the sculls and sent the boat surging
towards the houseboat. At the same moment a bellow came
from the other craft.

“There they are, the young rascals! Good gad! Com-
mandeering my dashed houseboat now! Stop!”

Jameson did not stop. He pulled with alt his might, and

(Continued overleaf.)
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in a fow brief seconds the boat was bumping -against the
sides of the houseboat. Jameson hurriedly tied up, and
tollowed Wally as the leader of the Third was helped hastily
aboard by Curly Gibson and several other eager helpers,

“Buck up!” gasped Wally. “Get ready to repel boarders!
Hold on. though! My hat! I've got a wheeze, chaps!
Let ’em board us!”

**What 7

“We'll capture 'em and hold ’em as hostages!” grinned .

Wally. ‘“Prisoners of war, you know! Then we'll threaten
to keep thie old chap until he promises to use his giddy
inﬂuem-e_’\vith the Head to get us off—or get what we want,
anyway. ;

“Well, you potty ass!” snorted Jameson. ¢ Why—— Oh,
my hat!” Here they come!”

With a splash of oars the boat bore down swiftly on the
houseboat; Colonel Bland bawling orders in the stern. The
bhoat bumped against the sides, and after that there was no
time to argue with Wally about his wonderful wheeze,

“Now we've got them!” roared Colonel Bland, grabbing
at a rope trailing overside and holding on. ‘Out you get,
Thompson! And you also, Benson! Go on! Look lively,
confound you!”

“Look out, chaps!” roared Jameson.

There was a rush of fags on the deck. Thompson knew
Letter than to refuse to obey the command, and Benson
followed him. Both scrambled up on to the deck of the
houseboat, the fags hesitating whether to collar them or to
drive them overboard.

“(Collar them !” roared Wally.

“What-ho!”

Tt was more than enough for the rebels.

They swarmed over Thompson and Benson, and those
hapless worthies vanished beneath the swarm, struggling
desperately but vainly.

“Capture them at all costs!” roared Colonel Bland.

Tt was rather a tall order for Thompson and Benson; but,
in any case, they d¥d not hear it—they were too busily en-
gaged to hear anything just then. And the colonel, who
was not by any means wanting in pluck, immediately started
to scramble to his men’s aid.

But a push from Wally sent him sprawling back into the
boat again. Wally had intended to capture the colonel also,
but.he saw a better idea now. :

As the colonel sprawled in the bottom of the boat, gasping
and bellowing, Wally sprang down after him, and, grabbing
the sculls, he flung them one after the other on to the deck
of the houseboat. Then Wally scrambled up after them.

As he reached the deck, Wally snatched up one of the
oars, and pushed the rowing boat off with a vicious push
that sent it dancing away on the waters. s

As tha houseboat was broadside on to the island at that
side, the rowing-boat rocked gently away, and, taken in the

“grip of the stream, grounded on the sand of the islet.

The colonel serambled up, paunting and startled, and as
he felt the rocking boat sliding off the sand and shingle
again, he gave a gasp. :

He knew that the boat would get in the grip of the cur-
rent and soon -be swept out-into deep water, and he made a
sudden, desperate leap for the bank of the islet—as Wally
had expected.

»
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Landing in a couple of feet of water, he splashed ashoxe,
Then he turned and shook a furious fist at the grinning fags,

By this time the boatman and the keeper had been over-
powered by the gleeful young scamps, and as they saw the
colonel’s predicament, there was a roar of laughter

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you young scoundrels !” bawled the old gentleman
furiously. “Bring that confounded boat here, and take me
off this moment! You hear me! G-good gad! You shall
suffer dearly for this outrage }”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Robinson Crusoe!”

The colonel fairly danced with wrath. Unless he could
walk the mooring-ropes like a tightrope walker, or swim
the distance, he was certainly marooned on the island.
Wally stopped laughing and looked a trifle thoughtful as he
saw the towering rage on the old gentleman’s face. Some-
how, the wheeze didn’t seem so good now. It struck him
there were many flaws in it. None the less, he meant to sce
it through now, - 3
. "My hat!” said Jameson, with a chuckle,
it now, Wally !»

“Well, what else was there to do?” said Wally. “We
eouldn’t very well go for the old chap, could we? He's a
dear old chap, and I shouldn’t like to have fo handle him
like you chaps handled these other merchants.”

Over on the bank, Tom Merry & Co. had watched the pro-
ceedings.in amazed alarm, hut as they saw how Wally had
marooned the old martinet they gasped.

“They’ve done it now!” groaned Arthur Augustus diz-
mally. “Bai Jove, those voung wascals must have taken
leave of their senses!”

“They never had any!” “What's Waliy's
game, anyway 7"’

Wally himself was not at all sure about that now. He
bvllnl\'od thoughtfully across at the marooned colonel, hise
chums grinning. But a sudden sound coming from the
Manor estate side of the river caused Wally to whirl round
suddenly. b

Along the towing-path a girl was tripping, and she had a
dog with her, leaping up at her and barking excitedly. The
girl was undoubtedly Pamela, and the dog was Pongo!

“Oh, my only bat!” murmured Wally, dreading the
possibility of the girl sighting the scene—and especially her
uncle,  “It—it's——".

“ Miss Pamela !” breathed Jameson. who had been let into
the secret by Wally at last. “And Pongo, by jingo !”

Bat the barking dog had atiracted the attention of some-

“We've done

grunted Blake.

one else—Colonel Bland. He stared and stared—amazed at-—~——

sight of Pongo with his niece. Then his voice boomed over
the river:

“Pam! Girl! Pamela!”

The girl gave a sudden start, and then she stopped and
looked across the river. She scemed to sight Tom Merry &
Co. on the far bank first, and then her startled glance fell
upon the houseboat, with its crowd of fags, and then on her
uncle standing on the island,

“Uncle !”

Her clear voice rang across the river,

“Go to the house !” bawled Colonel Bland. * Send all the
men you can find there! Tell them to telephone for the
police! You understand me "

“T can’t hear!”

The colonel’s spluttering, raging voice was far from being
clear to the girl, though her own voice was easily heard.
As if to hear better she stepped to the edge of the bank.

Then it happened !

The high bank, undermined by the swollen river, crumbled
abruptly beneath her weight. She gave a cry as she felt
herself going, and the next instant, in the twinkling of an
eye, she was in the river, being swept away helplessly down-
stream by the racing current, -

FETpRS

CHAPTER 15.
Good old Pongo !

A ferrible cry came from Colonel

L 00D heavens!”
Bland.
He stared as if turned to stone by the sudden

tragedy.

On the houscboat the fags stared thunderstruck—havdly
able to believe it had really happened. From the far bank
came a startled shout.

Tom Merry & Co. could do nothing—they were too far
away. But help was forthcoming—swift and eager help.

Scarcely a second did Pongo gaze as his new mistress
disappeared so abruptly, and then, with a curious, whining
velp, he pelted, off along the bank, stopped a little akead of
the strugeling girl, and then he was in, swimming strongly.

Wally’s bragging confidence in his pet’s intelligence had
always brought grins to the faces of his hearers. - But Pongo
was proving that his master’s confidence in him was not an
empty boast.
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“Good old Pongo !” shrieked Wally, awakening.: suddenly
to the terrible danger. “Go it, old boy, stick it!”

The next instant a mad leap had taken Wally D’Arcy into
the boat alongside. He tore the rope free, grabbed the
«culls, and pulled madly down-stream.

It was only a matter of seconds before he caught up with
ihie drowning girl, and then, flinging the sculls aside, Wally
dived-over the side.

Splash ! :

A few swift strokes, and his eager arm was round the girl.

Pongo’s white teeth had taken a grip of her coat, and he
as striving desperately, frantically to hold her up; but 1t
was an impossible task for such a scrap of wiry courage.

‘The girl’s face was white ag chalk, and Wally’s limbs were
growing numb in the icy water as he fought to keep the
tirl’s head above water.

“ All right, Pongo, old hoy !” he panted. “I've got her!”

There was a splashing of oars as Benson’s boat—with
enson and Thonipson, hurriedly released—pulling strongly,
came speeding along, and the waterman was alongside in a
flash, -

“All right!” gasped Wally chokingly. ‘“Pongo—sce to
Pongo! I've got her!”

But strong hands were gripping both now. Thompson and
Benson soon had Wally, Pamela, and the shivering Pongo
in the boat. eThen it turned and made for the houseboat.

Colonel Bland, up to his knees in water, waded his way
to the houseboat, and willing hands helped him abdard, all
differences forgotien in that moment of anxiety.

The old gentleman’s face was working strangely.

& is she all right 7 he stammered huskily.

“Right as rain, I think, sir ! said Benson, who was kneel-
ing on the deck with the girl’s head on his knees, * Best
zet her home at once, though, sir.” 4TI

“Yes, yes! The boy—he had better come, too,” said the
colonel, his face clearing wonderfully after an anxious glance
at his niece’s face. ““That—that gallant dog! Where——
Ab, he is here!” :

Pongo came trotting up, wheezing a trifle, and shaking a
<hower of water over everyone within reach. He imnie-
diat®ly licked the girl’s white face, and then he licked
Wally’s. Wally tried to rise to a sitting position,

“I—Y'm all right !” he gasped-feebly. “I—I'm——"

He fell baek again, exhausted. There was a big bruise
on his temple where his head had struck the boat.

“JTe’s about done, poor youngster!” said Thompson.
“iTold up, young sir!” : . i

“Get them ashore!” snapped the colonel, “Take them to
the manor without delay !”

“Yes, sirl? 1

Wally and his girl chum were carefully lowered into the
boat by the two men, eagerly aided by the fags and the
(,lo}onel. The boat—with the colonel aboard—pulled for tho
shore.

The boat vanished round the bend in the river,
Pongao’s excited barking died away,

“Well,” breathed Jameson—‘“well, this is a go, and no
mistake! What the dickens is going to happen now 7"

“Mucks up everything!” groaned Reggie Manners.
“ We-—we'll have to go back and give in now, you fellows!
Nothing else for it!”

“ Perhaps Wally yanking that girl out may help matiers.”
said Reggie Manners hopefully., “ Anyway, let’s get it
over! Come on!”

They dropped into the other rowing-boat, which had been

ard

recovered after Wally had gone to the rescue, and went'

across in parties, until all were standing on the bank.

Mr. Railton, for whom the colonel had phoned, cyed them
grimly. .

“I am glad, at least,” he said quietly, “that you have
the good sense at last to obey authority. Let there be no
more of this! I)’Arcy minor, I understand, has been taken
io the manor. I trust he is not seriously il-—"

“No, sir—at least, I think not,” said Jameson glumly.
“He struck his head, or something. There’s a big bruise
there, and he seemed half-stunned!”

“Very well! You will return with me now to St. Jim's,
and you will take your usual places in the sc¢hool. But on
no accounf. are any of you to leave the school on any pretext
whatever! You understand?”

“¥eq, sir.”

-* Come, then!”

And Mr. Railton started off, the dismayed fags {railing
behind and Toem Merry & Co. bringing up the rear.

The rebellion was over. Authority had won—everybody
had known that it must -win! But there were mauy
sympathetic glances for the fags as they trailed indoors.

St. Jim’s was in a buzz of excitement. Mr. Railton had
left the fags to their own devices, and for the next hour
they waited in {rembling anxiety for the summons from the
Head—a summons they knew must come sooner. or later.

But it did not come.

(Continued an page 21.)
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FIVE MAN-EATING LIONS full in the track of the Midnight Mail !

That’s enough to make any train late. But

not on the Midland Company’s line, for they've young Mick in their employ, and he’s full of grit and rasource !

MICK O' THE MIDNIGHT

CHAPTER 1.
The Circus Special !
11 OSH, hark at 'em roaring ! ”’ exclaimed Mick Kennedy. “1If
vou shut your eyes you can imagine you're in the middle
of the jungle!
go again!”

As he spoke the quiet of Millington Junction was shattered by the
vibrant, affrighting roar of the lions in the train which stood in a
siding almost oppesite.

“ Ar-r-r-r-rach !’ The coughing, menacing bellow seemed to shake
ih(- r;ight air., Mick’s mates grinned uneasily at one another as they
weard it.

““ Shan’t be serry when that lot shifts on !’ one of them grunted.
“ Wonder what's making ’em all roar like that ? They’'ve been doing
it ever since they stopped there.”

Nobody answered, and they all stood staring out across the tangle
of railway lines which separated them from the halted train. The
group was formed by Mick’s gang of cleaners. They were all boys,
like himself, and they were the most daring youngsters in the junction
running shed.

Just now they were waiting for the famous midnight mail to pull
in. - When it arrived they would swarm over the engine and do what
they could to smarten up the big loco during its two minute halt.
While they did that Mick would hand two cans of steaming tea, which
now he carried in his hand, "to the driver and the fireman, then he
would race round the engine, oiling up with the high-pressure, pistol-
type oiler that now nestled in his pocket.

The midnight mail was the Midland Line’s most famous train and,
until he was pensioned off, Mick’s father had driven the flyer. it
was Mick’s ambition to stand where his father had stood on the fcot-
plate of the giant locomotive. 1

He was lean and sinewy, with the clear-looking grey eyes cf his
father—a born railwayman. From where he stood he could make out:
the lettering of a long banner which ran half the length of the train
in the siding, It read:

BARCLAY’S MAMMOTH CIRCUS AND MENAGERIE.

The circus special was waiting for the midnight mail to go throngh.
A little way outside the junction and level with the main line was a
cattle train, also waiting for the mail. FEverything on the whole of
the Midland line had to take seccnd place to the great flver,

“ I wouldn't half like to see those lions perform ! 7 a cleaner grunted
to Mick. **The chap what trains ’em must have a nerve! There's
a poster about it on the wall there.”

He pointed to a small hoarding at the end of the near-Ly platform,
A poster iiad been pasted there, and it announced :

BARCLAY’S MAMMOTH MENAGERIE AND
CIRCUS!

They’re wild, all right, and—there they

Opening periormance at the Drill Hall, Beckton,
on Saturday, December 3rd, at 6.50 p.m.
FIVE LIVE LIONS'!
Thesc man-caters from the African veld are the
fiercest in captivity |
SACCO SLUSKA
i and his corps of Cobras.
Tre Gy LiBraRY,—No. 1,033,

MAIL!

A ROARING LONG *
COMPLETE TALE OF
ADVENTYRE ON

THE RAILWAY.

BY

ALFRED EDGAR

whose popular yarns of the
railwway, introducing Micl:
and his gang, appeavr
regularly in The Boys’
Realm, on sale every
Wednesday.

TLEOPARDS—ELEPHANTS—CAMELS
. an
THE ONLY AMERICAN BUFFALO IN
ENGLAND!

ARZANI!

The original Wild Man from Borneo.
Jugglers—Clowns—Trapeze Artists,
And a wonderful realistic presentation of
DICK TURPIN’S RIDE TO YORK!

“ Giosh! That sounds all right ! *’ gaspad Mick as he read it, ““ What
about geing, you chaps ? It's to-morrow!”

“Yes. an’ to-morrow we're playing the works team!” a boy
reminded him.

*“We could put that game off until mid-week!’ Mick answered.
“ There’s a Cup-tie at Beckton—they’re playing the Argyle in thc
second round of the Cup! We could see that match and then go to
the cireus afterwards. I#’ll be a chance to see some good football.
and, besides, if we put the works game off until Wednesday afternoon
we'll have all that new kit to play in!” 7

There were no protests, They could play the works team any old
day, but they couldn’t see a Cup-tie and a circus on the same Saturday
very often. While they were talking about it the midnight mail was
signalled—dead on time.

The new football kit to which Mick referred had heen purchased
with the money collected by grateful passengers when Mick aud his
mates had defeated a gang of bandits who had tried to hold up the
i The kit now lay in the cloak-room at the junction, having
1 only that night. It consisted of new shirts, knickers, boots,
nets, and even corner flags—hecause, so far, the cleaners’
d been playing only in borrowed or makesghift things.

“ Hallo, there’s one o’ the circus men going along to try an’ quieten
the lions ! ”* a boy exclaimed.

%

wagon in which the man-eaters were being transpocted.

“* 1t's all right so long as he don’t let *em looge | ” a cleaner exclaimed
nervously. ““ They’d cause some excitement, wouldn't they ?

“ That'd be just the sort of trick old Scammell would get up to! ™
another observed. * Still, I don’t_suppose even that rotter would have
the nerve to let those lions out !'”

Scammell was an engine driver who had been sacked for negligence.
He had caused a terrific smagh, and the man seemed to be absorbed
by the one idea of revenging himself on the line. Three or four times
he had tried to hold up the midnight mail, but he had always been
thwarted.

Mick glanced down the line, In the distance he could make out
the headlights of the express as she rolled swiftly towards the junction.
1t was as he looked towards the express that he saw a man walking
down the slope of the platform as though to cross the line, In one
hand he carried a bucket of water.

 Just & minute ! *” Mick ealled as he stepped to rards him, * Better
wait until the mail's in if you want to cross the line ! ””

“I want to get to the menagerie train,” the man said, and as he
approached Mick saw that he was a big fellow iu a check suit. He had
a good-natured face, and he smiled down at Mick, * My name's
Barclay, and I’ve just slipped aecross to get a bucket of water for one
of our zebras—he's a bit off colour.”

‘“ It’s about time, too!” i
He pointed to a shadowy figure moving in front of the long, closed
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~ vve on the lions, and one eye on the job.

. running towards the platform,
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“Tt'd be hetter if you gob a gag for some o’ those hons 1" Mick
grinned, . * What makes them roar Jike that ? >
i They're raging hungry,” the showman answered,  *‘ We keep them
like that; otherwise they % et fat-and lazy. They can smell the animals
in fhe cattle-truck along there, and that’s what has set them off.”
“ Somebody’s got out of the train to try an’ quieten them,” a cleaner

d
“ Somebody’s got———"* The showman broke off as he stood staring
towards his train. *“I don’t know who that is—it doesn’'t look like
one of my men !’

Mick strained his eyes o gaze at the shadowy figure. He saw it

suddenly jump away from the sidé of the lions’ wagon, and there was

something familiar about the man as he ducked and dived bencath
a coupling, vanishing on the far side of the train.

Mick heard the Midnight Mail thundering into the junetion. his
brain busy with the problem of the familiarity of the now vanished
figure. It was just as the great engine of the express rolled vp that he
realised who the man was, It was Scammell ! :

e felt certain of it. Scammell—at the lions’ wagon ! Pl

As the realisation came to him Mick heard one of his matfes suddenly
yvell above the rumbling thunder of the approaching locomotive.
Mick glimpsed the boy, bent forward and pointing to the circus train..

The big flap door of the distant wagon was droppmg epen,. It. .

flapped eleas. An instant after and a lithe, tawny shape leaped down
to the line. Another came and another, then two leaped out together !

Ttl;;a rﬁ)an;lg had ceased now., The raging man-eaters were loose
on the line

CHAPTER 2.
Lions on the Line !

HE little group of eleaners stood as though they were frozen
to the spot. Four of the lions were erouching on the tracks
heads lifted and waving as they stared about them.

One of them roared suddenly, a throaty challenge, and then
they went slinking across the lines—crouching, stalking shapes, making
tor the cattle-trucks just outside the junction ! -

Miek saw the fifth animal move away from the others, its Jean body
hugging the ground as it made towards the far side of the )unmon
it disappeared behind the dark length of a local platiorm.

‘ What about my tea, Mick | > The yelling voice of the driver of
the Midnight Mail bmnght, Mick wheeling round. He started towards
the halted express engine, and then the driver saw for himself the
shapes at which they were all starmg “ What the dickens is—-
¢:god heavens, lions! Four of ’em!”

He hung out of his cab, the eolour fading from his face as another
terrific roar sounded. 'The man-caters were stalking beneath the red
and green lights of a signal-gantry, and they saw one of them crouch
ievel with the cattle-trucks.

The lion’s hindquarters setfled down between the lines, like a cat
<haping to spring. Then it launched itself forward, its tawny shape
cnormous as it stretched out in mid-air. Distinctly, they heard the

thud of its pads and the tearing rasp of its murderous elaws on the

side of the cattle-truek, then it dropped back,

One after another, ‘the others leaped in the same way, only to drop
to the line, slink in 2 half-circle, and leap again.

The cattle-trucks had solid sides and they were covered. Only
the heads of the cattle showed above the stout iron bars at the tops
of the wagons.

‘Mr. Barclay stood with the bucket of water in his hand, staring at
the animals, his jaw dropped and his eyes almost startmg from -his
hiead. Mick moved to the engine, passed up the cans of tea mechani-
cally, and then started going round the big engine with his oiler—one
It didn’t matter if fifty lions
were on the line, the big loco had got to be oiled up so that she could
continue her way.

Two of the cleaners stood staring at the animals, the other two went
carrying the alarm. As he worked,
Mick saw one of the lions leap high, cling to one of the bars for a
moment as it thrust a paw through them and dabbed viciously at
the animals beyvond. Then, the lion dropped back. It squatted
heside the truck, licking its paw.

Tn what seemed to be no time at all, Mick found that he had been
right round the engine. The home signal dropped to green, giving
the Midnight Mail the road. At the end of the platform, railway
ufficials were grouped, with the two cleaners who had fetched them,
#11 staring fearfully at the scene. Behind them, hardly a passenger
had-left the express, although the windows were crowded with heads.

Down the platform, more railwaymen stood haundy to oven the
Jdoors of waiting-rooms.  In the running shed, eleaners were clambering
on to footplates to be out of the way if the animals came in that,
direction, Up in the signal-box, the signalman bolted his door and
went on with his work.

On the menagerie train, none of the circus people seemed to have
realised what bad happened.

The rear guard’s whistle shrilled down the platfoun and his lamp
waved %tcadxly.

‘“They’re right on my line ! ** the driver of tho express yelled down
to Mick., *“If they don’t get out o’ the way, I'll run over them |

Mr. Barclay heard his words. He dropped-the bucket of water
vvith a crash as he woke from his semi-stupor and leaped towards the
driver.

“Don’t do that—don’t run over them!?* he gaspbd “ They
won’t move for you, it’s the cattle that’s attracting ’em. They're
valuable, those lions, they’re the big attraction at my show. Don’t
Jyan gver them, for goodness’ sake |
. We've got to run to schedule,” the driver yelled back “ How

: img will it take you to capture them
don’t know. All our gear is stowed in the vans,” the circus
owner answered. ‘ The nets and things are in there: "But I'l} get
ihemout!” He turned to where the railway officials stood. *“ Keep
cverybody away. Those animals are man-eaters—every one of them !
'hey’ll stop there by the cattle if they're not distracted., I'll get

ny people off the train 1 **
“ Where’s the other lion gone to ? ** asked Mick.
five eame out of the*wagon, but there’s only four on the line
Mr. Barclay eyed the animals,
“That’ll be old Sabre!” he said. ‘“He isn’t there because he’s
10t no sense of smell.  Look out for him, he’ll maunl! anybody at sight.
Briver, give me a chance to get——""

“ T{wrc were.

- came running tewards the engine.

The station-master
“ Those animals are valuable,-and
the company will have-to pay for 'them, if they’re anurul Hold up
the Mail until the line is cleared | e
‘ He'll take a week to clear 1tl ** the driver roared. SR

“I'lIl be as quick as I can!* the circus owner gasped. Then e
went running quickly across the lines toward his train.

Mick stood with his cleaners, looking from the lions to the Mail.

The Midnight flyer was bemg held up—#his train was stuck there,
losing precious minutes. “The expréss that always ran”to. scheduio
was stopped indefinitely: - Tt was impossible to tell how long it would

“You can't go ahead and run over them 1

“

. take the menagerie people to recapture the man-eaters. .

Miclk stood thinking. Suddenly he fm,ed his mates.
** Boys, I've got an.idea. Joe and Bill -you go into tlu (loal\ -ro0M
and get our new foothall nets ; there’s four of 'ém there altogether,

© with the two we are going to make a present of to the works team !

" poles.

* plough as quick as you céan,

Sammy, hop over to the goods yard and get, three or four shunters
And you, Ted-—-you know those rofrigerator vans on No. ¢
siding 7 Open one of ’em and get out.a side o’ beef ! Don't arguc
about it—do it | It’ll be all right ! Bring all the stuff to the snow-
We'll setﬂe those blessed man-caters | ™

CHAPTER 3. . -
The Fight on the l-‘ootplaie 3

HE little gang shot off in ‘various directions. Tlm all knew
M';g(l]( and if he'd got some idea they guessed it would be &
g
= chk h!msclf raced towards the Tunning shed. There was
a’'smaller shed at one side of this, and here stood two engines for the
care-of which Mick and his gang were responsible.  One was a gar-
gantuan locomotive known as the old Experimcntal No. 8. The
other was the new snow-plough; - . _

This was a huge, powerful engine with 2 great armouvd front; and
armour-plated sides, ‘designed -to -clear the line of snow. She had
been standing with ‘steam up all day, because there had been a real
December snowstorm fifty miles up the line, and it had been expected
1o travel south : in which ease, Mick would hawc had to get the plough
out to clear the line for the Mail. :

As it happened, the snow had not travelled sé) far south, but the
glant plough still stood ready in her shed. - -

- In a matter of seconds, Mick sighted the plough, her grim shape
glcaming in the light of the hig are-lamp hissing high above the iront
of the shed. The shielded doors stood open and he leaped agilely up
the tread-plates, then jumped into the cab—and stopped dead !

Stretched out on the warin plating was the fifth lion—old Sabre !

He was a huge, fierce-looking brute with a tremendous mane. He
was the lion whose sense of smell had been destroyed, that was why
he had not followed the others in search of meat. But in this quiet
corner of the running shed he had found a warm spot more than
welcome after the iciness of the box in which the animals had been
travelling.

Just for the fraction of a second, chk stood staring aghast at the
animal lyin, Jg before the hot fire-hox. - Then, without an instant of
warning, old Sabre sprang!

Mick had a glimpse of a red cavern of a mouth, white fangs gleaming
in the light from the firchox. He saw two enormous pav.e \vlth claws
unsheathed—like curved steel, tinted red in the light.

He tried to duck away. He felt something smash against his
chest. and then he was flat on his back, head half out of the cab.
Above was the head of the forest-hred llon one paw crushed: down
on_his chest. claws in his overalls, slitting the fabric like kniv es.

He saw the small ears laid flat back, then the animal flung back
its head and from his mighty throat there sounded - the throbbing,
snarling roar of a lion with its kill.

Mick had his left hand free, and he clutehed at the paw that held
him down. The mighty muscles were like steel cables under his
fingers, and at his movement, the animal lifted its nther paw.

The long talons struck out from the pads, awful in their menace,
as the paw poised to slash down and maul him. Then™ the animal
saw something moving bevond Mick, and xt checked, with paw up-
raised, as it roared challengingly.

In that instant of respite, Mick felt something pressing into lis
left side, and he remembered, at the back of his mind, that it was the
pistol-t¥pe oiler in his pocket With his hand, he felt down for it.
The thing was half out and lying free against the footplate.

Desperately he lifted the oiler, brought it round, and pressed the
trigger.

A stinging jet of oil shot from the muzzle, full between the brute's
eyes. Dick felt the pressure on his chest rel.n, as the animal drew
half back. He pressed the trigger again, and another jet slicked full
between the gaping jaws, then he plugged oil again into the brute's
eyes,

As it went, he twisted sideways, just missing a flerce slash from
a tense paw. He found himself in the corner by the tender now,
and he pressed the oiler again and again, squirting the yellow finid
over the animal’s muzzle, blinding it by the stinging jets.

The lion backed away. "Its hind- quarters tammPA against the burning
door of the firebox, and it backed off it with a jump and a amrt
Again-Mick squirted oil, driving the lion towards the opposite door of
the cab. One hind leg suddenly slid off the edge of the footplate,

‘clawing desperately for a hold while the lion roared madly, and shook

its maned head in an effort to get rid of the oil.

Mick pumped away, as the lion struggled to keep in the cab. Then,
suddenly, the jet grew feeble, and he knew that the oiler was empty.
He dropped it, and reached for the fireman’s shovel. He raised
it, then hrougm the flat of it, crashing down on the brute’s head.

Once—twice—three times he slammed the shovel home with all his
strength. At the third time, the lion dropped headlong backwards
out of the cab.

Mick saw it sprawl full-length, It rolled over and came to its
feet. Tt staggered a pace or two, then drepped inert by the iron shape
of a big sand-bin at the entrance to the shed. As it fell, a cleaner
came running round the corner of the shed, carrying the four shunters’
poles for which Mick-had sent him.

He almost dropped the poles, as he saw the prostrate figure of the
huli-unconseious lion on its side, 'Then he looked up to where Mick
showed in the cab, the shovei in his hand.
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“ My hat, vou've—you—have you knocked him out with that 2 **
he gasped. ““ Here, roll him in the bin!”’

Mick hardly heard his words. His head was reeling, and he could
feel his chest hurting where the lion’s paw had clawed him. But he
catght the sepse of what his mate said, and he came dropping shakily
irom the cab.

“ What's happened ? ” the cleaner gasped the words as he stared at
Mick. ““You're in a state!”

“ Gvive me—a pole ! " Mick half choked over the words, as he reached
for (in'c ! of the hooked poles. * Quick mnow—before he—comes
round ! ”

He'thrust the pole under the animal’s side and heaved. His mate
grabbed a pole, and did the same. From the back of the snow-plough
another white-faced cleaner came cauticusly, saw what they were doing,
and overcame his fear of the anima! enough to give them a hand : it
was this boy, who, approaching the engine, had been seen by the lion,
distracting its attention when it was about to maul Mick.

The doors of the sandbin were open. How they got the animal in,
Mick hardly knew, but they managed it somehow, and he scemed to
roll pretty easily when they turned him over on his back. The distance
was barely a couple of yards, anyway. Then the iron doors were
slaramed to, and the
hasp flung across, and
made secure by the

THE GEM LIBRARY.
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The boy in the cab thrust his pole out, twisting it to loose the net.
In the same moment, Mick jerked with his own pole, and the net
hissed forward, its folds spreading on the air as it dropped, full in
front of the lion, as he sprang!

He hit the net headfirst, while the brakes went on, and the slow-
moving engine stopped in less than half a dozen feet. Mick saw
the lion fall short, pitch to the rails, and go rolling off them, tangied
in the net—a rolling, bouncing struggling ball.

Then, to Mick’s astonishment, the lion grew still and lay quiescent
with the tangle of netting all around it.

 Next, please ! ” he yelled exultantly, and the end of a net came
sailing out of the cab, just as the second lion came towards the
engine, .

They netted him in the same way—and then the other two hunger-
maddened animals sighted the beef at the same time, and leaped for
it together, long before Mick could set a third net ready.

The lions jumped for the front of the engine. One great paw
slashed at the bait. and the cords with which it was tied, snapped as
though they had been cotton. The engine checked as Mick yelled for
the brake, and he saw the two animals snarling and struggling in the
centre of the line, the bheef between them,

He shouted for

THE nooxwoon CHUMS ! -another net, caught it,

and climbed until he
i

strong staple.

““ Bet he doesn’t—get
out o’—that i a—
hurry ! Mick grunted.
Then his knees went a
little weak, and things
scemed to spin round
him. He staggered fo
the side of the snow-
plough, and hung on,
his teeth gritted as he
jought against the
faintness that was
sweeping over him,

CHAPTER 4.
y ICK had four
long scratches
chest, and his
clothing was torn to
seratches weren’t deep,
and they didn’t bleed
!_erought{ llnimt g (\lvaégr L
irom a tank outside the
‘ BEGINS NEXT WEEK, BOYS!
couple of minutes

All the gang were there by that time, with the foothall nets and

the side of beef, as well as the poles.
Mick ! ” Ted snorted, as he dropped the thing to the ground. * It
weighs about four tons an’ it's like ice! What’s the big idea, any-
~“ We're going to hang it over the frout of the plough,” Mick said.
“ Then we’ll drive up to those lions and catch ’em in the goal nets

The gang stared at him. o\ Y

*“ Not likely,” one of them growled. * Not after what that lion in

““ Well, if we don’t do it, somebody else might get mauled a long
sight worse,” Mick said quietly. * Besides, until they're cleared out
because the eab doors on the plough shut right up. This is the way
we'll work it!”

Mick was the one who would be taking most of the chances.

One minute later, the snow-plough clanked out of its shed, taking a
of the engine, kneeling precariously on the hot boiler, was Mick. He
held a long shunting-pole in his hands. and from the hook at the
engine, to where another boy leaned out of the cab; he also had a
pole in his hand, with the other end of the net hooked to it.
stuff out to the line. At the end of the main-line platform, the situation
seemed to be about the same as before hig fight with old Sabre.
were still leaping at the trucks, and down the side of three of the
wagons showed enormous scorings, made by the lions’ claws in the
strength of the animals.

At the front of Mick, securely tied to the smokesstack, was the
snow-scoop, and the nearest lion seemed-to sniff it as the plough ran
up.
locomotive, then it moved towards it at a slow trot, its head raised
as it sniffed on the air.

¢ Stand by with the net!”

The lion was at one gide of the track, and now he stood waiting
for the loco to come level. He crouched, settling to spring.

He bent, watching the animal keenly. They were nearly up to it
now, and it seemed to hug the ground still further,

Mick Takes a Risk !
down his
ribbons. But the
much. ~ His mates { i
shed, and inside a
some of the colour was coming back to his face,
“ Next time you want a side o’ beef, you can fetch it yourself,
way ? "
when they go for the beef ! ”
the sandbin did to you!”
of the way, the Mail can’t move. They wou’t be able to get at us,
He explained to them what he wanted to do. Tt sounded risky, but
line which brought it to the points ahead of the standing Mail. On top
end, hung one of the new goal nets. It ran along the length of the
Mick could see the circus -people busy at one of the vans, dragging
Two of the lions were squatting on their haunches. Two others
woodwork. One of the iron bars was bent, too, showing the tremendous
~ side of beef—the bait ! It hung down to one side of the armoured
Mick saw the animal rise and stand staring towards the strange
““ One coming ! ”* Mick velled.
“ Ready with the brake !’ Mick velled.
* Right | ” Mick roared,

was above the
armoured plough, and
in front of the smoke-
stack. From this
position, he sheok out
the goal net, then
dropped it neatly over
the struggling animals.

It tangled them up.
but they still fought
over the beef. Mick
shouted for a second
net, and pitched that
over the pair, too. One

Valentine Mornington is a mixture of ?{ the?rlle tr(i);g)ped e
S . Len her  fell.
good and bad, and nothing is quicker Tiside s a = conplos of

to bring out the bad in him than a slight

; 3 seconds they were
from his bosom chum, Kit Erroll.

enmeshed in the feids,
and their struggles
grew still.

All Mick could hear
was the growling snarl
that came from their
mighty jaws, as they
gnawed, one on either
side of the beef.

“Got ’em!” he
shouted back to the

In this grand new story of Rookwood
School, Morny fancies that Kit has let him
down badly. Once the grievance takes
root, Mornington seems to find a delight
in showing the worst side of his character.

You'll enjoy every line of this brilliant
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5 Vi or !
OPENING CHAPTERS! ‘Whistle for the circus
people, quick, before

»

they break the nets-an’ get away

But already Barclay himself was rocing across the line. When he
reached the first mass of netted lion, he paused, and stared blankly,
then he turned and yelled wildly towards his train.

A string of circus hands came running across, bringing with them
tent canvases, poles, ropes, and tarpaulins. In no time at all the
trussed lions were rolled up harmiessiy in the canvases and tarpauline.
Mick and his mates climbed cautiously down from the engine, and
railwaymen came running out from the junetion—and the driver of the
Midnight Mail whistled impatiently for the road !

““Our lion nets were right at the bottom of everything!” Mg,
Barclay told Mick. ‘ We ain’t got ’em out yet. The lions go quiet
as soon as they feel a net round ’em, because they know from ex-
perience that it’s no good to struggle.” If they had fought against
it, them nets o’ yours would ha’ been broken easily.

Mick said nothing, he was beginning to feel shaky again. He turned
back to the snow-plough, and ran the engine the way it had come,
clearing the line for the Mail. It started up and rolled past. He caw
the driver leaning out of the cab, shouting something and grinning,

Then the station-master and the running-shed foreman came aboard,
as Mick stopped the plough. They helped him down, and hali carried
him to a waiting-room, to find out just how much he was hurt.

Mick wondered if he should say anything about Scammell, but he
decided not to. There was no chance of catching the man now, and
everybody would think that the lions must have worked their truck
iastenings loose by their leaping,

** Not much more than scratches on yvour chest, Mick,” the station-
master said thankfully.
that, boy ! You must have some pluck, anyway ! I'm glad it’s no
worse.  They've mauled four of the cattle in those wagons, but not too
badly, because they couldn’t get at them. I'll get a cab or something
now, and send you off home,”

“I don’t want a cab,” Mick answered. ‘ I'm all right!
think that the Mail will run in to‘schedule, sir ? ”*

“ Yes, they’ll make the time up somehow !’ the station-master
answered. ‘ The Mail hasn’t been held up so long, after all. The
driver’ll do it, to let you know he appreciates what you've done.”

““ I reckon the circus people ought to show their appreciation, too ! **
the shed foreman said, and he grinned as he spoke. ** The least they
can do is to give you boys free tickets for the show to-morrow |

“1 gha’'n’t go if they do,” said Mick, and he spoke as though he
meant it. “ I've seen cnough of those lions!”

DO YOU WANT TO READ ANOTHER ROUSING
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*BACKING UP WALLY!”

(Continued frem page 23.)

Just before prep a trap bowled into the quad, and out of
it stepped Wally D’Arey, a bandage over his-head. He was
accompanied l)y Mr. ' Railton—who had been sent over ky
the Head—and last, but not least, Colonel Bland. The
Housemaster led the way to the Head’s study, and all three
vanished inside.

A swarm of fellows waited in the passage. They dis-
cussed the affair breathlessly—wholesale sackings amongst
the fags being the gencral view.

Then the Head’s door opened, and Wally came out. His
face was still white, but his eyes were :mnm" cunons]y

“Well 77 gasped Tom Merry eagerly. “W all}———'

“Hallo, old bean!” said Wally coolly.

& VVally"’ -panted Arthur Augustus, squeezing his way to
the front. “Is—is it the sack again?”

“Eh? The sack? Oh, no! Why should T be sacked?”
asked Wally airily. “Old Bland’s quite a decent old bird,
after all—a brick, in fact. He's begged me off I

‘““ Wha-at?”

“Tact!” grinned Wally. “The giddy Head hummed and
ha’d, and all the rest of it; but the old colonel fairly
wiped the floor with him! And he doesn’t hate dogs now.
you fellows—fancy that! He's gomn 10 buy old Pongo a
new collar—z silver one with a blessed inscription on Jt"’

“But—but,” stuttered Jamicson, almost breathless, “what
about ns?”
“Eh? Nothing about you!" said Wally cheerfully. “The

Head gassed about lickings and floggings and detentions ;

but it all ended in smoke. You see, the old bird couldn’t
very well let me off and punish you, could he?”
And the fags agreed with him there.

It all turned oul to be trur cenough.  Colonel Bland—
proving himself not such a bad chap at heart, after all—had
pleaded for Wally and his fellow mutineers—and for
Pongo! No longer was the gallant old soldier either a
boy-hater or a dog-hater. That rescue in the river had
brought about the change, for the colonel was devoted to
his moco—\\hmh was l)ot surprising. .

And, luckily, the old gentleman never learnt who had
sheltered Pongo, nor where he had been sheltered. He
would have been a very astounded—and. possibly, annoyed
-—gentleman, indecd, had he discovered that. But Wally
saw to 1t that he didn’t. Nor did the Head; though, of
course, he had to know how Wally had Lhangod the labels,
and thus defied his order.

Fortunately for Wally,
offences expiated.

And, luckily, Miss Pamela emerged none the worse for
her terrible experience in the river, and for the remainder
of her stay with her uncle she shared the gallant Pongo—
as she certainly deserved to do, for her plucky part in

> 1
Backing Up- Wally! DA END.
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cessories. Films all &
‘lengths & subjects.
jSample Film 1/- post free.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/_ Complete
IN 3¢ DAYS. Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting, The Melvin Strong System
NEVER FAILS. Full mruculals and Testimonials, stamp.—
Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 10, Ludgate Hiil, London, Eng.

THE WORLD’S BEST _ [50Shot ©
PEA PISTOL R

is the 50 shot. Automatic. Magazine holds 50 peas. Rapid
repeating action. Black heavy model. Locks and feels like
a real automatic. Post free, 2/8. The well-known 25 shot Auto-.
matic, post free, @/e. The popular 17 shot Trivmph, post free, 1 /2«

R. DILNOT (nept. T.), 125, Chiswick High Road, I.ondon. W 4.

. 25 Shot, heavy model, as above, 2/3.

S50-Shot PEA PISTOIs
Automatic Repeating Action. Heavy @2
Model, Black Finish, Complete with Good g

Supply of Ammunition. As Illus-
trated. Part postage, 3d. 2/6

17 Shot, light model, 1/6.

6 Shot, heavy model, 1/3. TPostage on
each, 3d. extra. loxemn and Colonial, 9d. extra.

A. Herherts (Dept. A), 27, Adys Rd., Peckham, London, S.E.15.

FREE! 220 -FREE!!

I 100 Different Stamps (50 Unused), Set of 20 Different British I

Colonials, and Set 100 Album Headings. Send postcard only,
requesting Approvals.

LISBURN & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERPOOL.
SEETT = ' CAN YOU

g “ncIcF 0R “ VANISH AN

: LU RES EGG? NO:i

Then learn how to Conjure with coins, hats, bats, balls
glasses, and liquids. Listen! ABoxotApparatus.
A Book of Secrets Explained! with Illustras
tions! And A Happy Magical Xmas! Send for
this Box of Wonderful Tricks and this Book of
Oriental Illusions, the whole an Ideal Present.

4 From the Maker and Professor 5/- post iree,

P BRISTOW, 47, Oriel Rd., Portsmoutk

LUSH I N G SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure for either eex, No
Auto suggestion, dr!]ll eto. th:ﬁﬁz}t} once, ;‘rienlt;’cn “G.M.,

n et full articulars quite privately.

l'D'd.'l'gl) p ?1 Saints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

Howrnless 8
604 Mead with giant horn,
massive oak case and silent motor.
paid. 10 Days’ Tria
to record buyers

Z.DEPOSIT .7
6 e

Carriagefs\zvZ
No. 605 model 35/- cash %@
Jacobean Cabinets and U
Ta“le Grands (with 30 tunes) at FACTORY
PRICES. Write for free illustrated Catalogue.

Meﬂa Company (Dept. G.2. ),
Sparkhrook, Birminghany.

to all asking to_sce \pr\onlx—\[agmﬁmnt Unused Set of
FREE 25 Different FRENCH COLONTALS (worth 1/6). Many other
® Free Sets.—W. A, WHITE, LYE, Stourbridge.
Cure yourself as I d}id Par-

Engine Lane,
sTOP STAMMERING! ticulars Free. — FRANK B.
HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

—QCon 3 d. 100
GIGAR ETTE P|CTURES- (1;0:%?1}51? quilt;s "8%“ ?’rn,e“}nc

Free, — E. JACOBS, 35, Blenheim Gardens, LONDON, N.

= All applications for Advertisement Space in  this
= publication should be addressed to the. Advertisement
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londen, E.C.4.

SAFETY REVOLVERS

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.
Accidents impossible. For theatricals, sports, ete.
Protection 'xg'unst footpads, dogs, ete.. NEW \IODEL
Blue steel or nickel finish.

Six chamber - ey e . . 6/0 post free.

Eight e 8/6 5 »

Ten o (Cowboy model) - . ,12/6 3 s
Blank Cartridges for Safeties - - - 1/6 per 100.

Carriage 9d. any quantity. C‘xtﬂoﬂue free on request
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., Ltd., 71, High Holborn, London, W.C.1.

CUT THIS OUT

f“GEM** PEN COUPMN, VALUE 3a.
Send 5 of these coupons witn only 2/8 (and Zd stamp) direct to the
FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street, E.C By return you will
receive a_ handsome Tever sel!~ﬁllxng FLEET I‘OU N PEN wita

y &
solid gold nib (fine, medium, or broad}) usually 10/6 Fleet Price 4/-
or with 5 coupcns only 2/9. e

Luxe Model 2/- ext‘ra.




Perfect scale model of thé “George the Fifth,”

> A few of the Gifts illus- -

trated in the Gift Books:
~ MATCH.
FOOTBALL’
180 coupons
PRINTING SET-
75 "coupons
~-UKULELE
BANJO
160 coupons
*BING " TANK
ENGINE
120 coupons
*MIDLAND'
RADIO VALVE
100 coupons

All Gifts Post Free.

.5 coupons.
gifts, g

the famous
L.M.S. engine. Solid, substantial—beautifully -finished
in proper colours. Powerful spring motor mechanism--
ﬁtted forward, reverse, and stop levers. Overall length

", Weight 2lbs. 90zs. Gauge. 0. (11"). ‘Retails at
28 “ Yours for 260 Coupons; tender free of Coupons.
[‘mz coupons_ to: GODFRE\ PHILLIPS Ltd. (Glft Dapt Gem), 54, White Lion Street, E.1.

erta for the BD V Gift Book, worth
It “contains 199 splendid
_ end also fL‘)r‘the Free Train Book.

It contains full particulars of Bassett-
Lowlke and Bing free model railway sys-
tems, mcludmg every necessary accessory.

R T e

© just like hand made”
10 for ﬁd 20 for 111d. Plain or Cork Tips.

(COTPONS ALSOWITH EVERY l' 1(‘1\!“'1' Or B.D.V.TOB: 1CCO, 11d. pgr 0%.)

COMPARE THE VALUES WITH OTHER GIFT SCHEMES




