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A SPLENDID EXTRA-LONG SCHOOL STORY OF TOM MERRY & Co.—

CHAPTER 1.
Racke is Wrathy !

“ NEAK I”
S Jack Blake balted, and turned round. 2
It was bed-time at St. Jim’s, and Blake was just
on the point of entering ihe Fourth Form dormitory,
when the uncemphmentary expression assailed his ears.

“Bai Jove! It is that feahful wottah, Wacke!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who was just behind Blake.
“Pway ignoah the boundah, Blake.”

“Punch his-head, you mea=!” snorted Herries.

Jack Blake hesitated, and then he stepped up to Aubrey
Racke, his lips set. :

**Say that again, Racke I he said, his eyes glinting.

Racke glared, his face fuli of hitter hatred.

‘I'll jollv soon say it again,” he shouted. “I called you
a sneak, Blake, and you are a sneak—a rotten sneak! You
sneaked to Railton and tec the Head, and you got me a
licking, you ead!”

“A  lickin’ you wichly earned, Wacke!” said Arthur
Augustus indignantly. “Let the wottah wip, Blake, deah
boy !’

Jack Blake was not feeling in the mood for that, however.
Jt had been a trying day in more ways than one for the
leader of that select band known a: Blake & Co. He had
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Every passing nour seems iv add
to: the mystery that surrounds Robert
Arthur Digby oif the Fourth. Every new
turn of events makes it more puzziing
and bewiidering, unti! Rackse, scham-
ing rsor revenge, unknowingly brings
the mystery ot Digby to a happy
ending.

quarrelled bitterly with Digby, one of his closest chums;
and it had been chiefly owing to Aubrey Racke’s caddish
behaviour that they had quarrelled, and had arranged tc
fight that very afternoon, And but for a strange
development the fight would undoubtedly have taken place.

Arthur Augustus, however, determined to stop the forth-
coming fight, had calmly Jocked Blake up in the woodshed,
and it was while a prisoner tnere that Blake had overheard
‘Racke bragging and gloating over his success in causing the
trouble between Blake and Digby.

Then had come the strange development.

In Rylcombe Lane Digby had been spirited away in 2
car by unknown kidnappers, and Tam Merry of the Shell
had gone in pursuit on St. Leger’s motor bike. And though
it was now bed-time nothing whatever had been hcard of
them since.

Naturally the Head had closely cross-examined ail con-
cerned in the trouble, and under his searching questioning
Blake and the others had been obliged to tell 21l they knew
—with unfortunate results for Aubrey Racke.

The Head had not spared the rod, and Racke, who felt
the effect of his punishrhent, was seething with rage and
malice.

“Sa that’s it!” said Blake. “ You think I sneaked to the
llead this evening, Racke ?7”-

*“Yes, I dot” N 4

“Right?” said Blake, his lips setting. “You've been
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ducked in a ditch by us, and yow've becn licked by the
Head, Racke. But as you don’t secm satisfied and want the
matter brought up again, then we’il have it out before the
fellows and see what they think about it.”

“Hold on!” Racke looked alarmed at that, evidently
regretting he had spoken. “Hold on! No need—7"

“Plenty of need,” said Blake. “A good many of the
fellows already know the yarn; but as you call me a sneak
it’ll be just as well to make it public property. In you go!”

And Blake grasped Racke by the coat collar and sent him
sprawling into the Fourth Form dormitory with a single
swing of his arm. Then Blake, Herries, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy followed him in. Most of the Fourth
were already in the dormitory, and they grinned as the cad
of the Shell sprawled on the floor.

“Now, my pippin!” said Blake. “Tell these fellows
why 1 sneaked and got you a licking, Racke.”

Racke scrambled up, his face flushed red with rage. IHe
already regretted having given his spiteful tongue too full
a rein.

“You—you did sneak, you cad!” he said thickly. “You'd
already pitched me in a filthy ditch for what I was supposed
to “have done. You'd no need to sneak to the beaks as
well.”

“Supposed to have done, ch?” echoed Blake scornfully.
“You say supposed when you've already owned up to us
and to the Head.”

“It—it was only a lark,” said Racke.
more fuss about it, Blake!”

“1 fancy there is,” said Blake. “You've called me a
sneak, Racke, and we’ll sec what the fellows think. You
were the cause of the trouble between Digby and me, and
but for that ass, Gussy—

“Weally, Blake 2

“PBut for that born idiot, Gussy,” went on Blake, “we
should have fought it out. Gussy locked us in the woodshed
and while in there we overheard you gloating over it.”

“Q5 it was Racke who caused the trouble?” said Levison,
eyeing Racke scornfully. “What happencd, Blake? I've
heard a bit about it, but——" “

“Racke doesn’t seem to want to tell you, so I will,”
said Blake grimly. “You fellows have heard that yarn

“No need to make

about Digby—that his pater had gone smash, and that he
was to leave St. Jim’s?” ;

“We've heard,” said Clive., “All rot,-of course!”

“ Utter rot,” agreed Blake. “Digby has trouble at heme,
I fancy—goodness knows what !=—but 1t isn’t that. Anyway,
Digby blamed us for that yarn; said we'd been gassing
about his private affairs.  But we hadn’t! I fancy Racke
knows something about that, too—"

“It was Trimble!” snarled Racke.
out !” ;

*Oh, really, Racke—" began Trimble.

“You dry up, Trimble,” interrupted Blake. “I suppose
it was you; but that started the trouble. Then this’
afternoon Dig’s pater rang up; and Racke answered the
phone. He promised Dig’s pater to tell Dig to stay indoors
as he was coming over from Wayland to see him. But
instead of giving the message to Dig, the cad said
nothing, and when the old chap came Digby was out, and
he had to go away without seeing him.”

‘A rotten trick!” grunted Levison. *DBut—" .

“Hold on!” said Blake. “That isn’t all, by any means!:
Racke, when he answered the phone, gave my name. He
also gave Dig’s pater the impression that Dig had gone out
purposely to avoid him, he was also cheeky to the old
chap.”

“Phew !”

“You fellows can guess what happened,” went on Blake.
“Dig knew I knew how anxious he was to see his pater.
There was trouble between us already. We had a row, and
arranged to fight it out behind the boathouse. But luckily
Gussy chipped in and stopped it. Then—well, everybody
knows the wrest; Digby vanished and Tom Merry
its'crtlt after him, and they haven’t been heard of since.

ut——-" -

“But what the thump does it all mean ?” asked Tompkins.
“Why should anyone kidnap old Dig——"

““Goodness knows—that’s what everybody wants to know,”
said Blake. *“But we do know that Racke played the cad
over the business. I told the Head because I couldn’t
do anything else. The matter’s too thundering secrious to
keep anything back. The beaks had to know the facts,
and you fellows know what the Head is for getting things
ou! nf’ a chap. We tried to screen Racke; but it was no

“He set the yarn

- good

"YAnd he calls you a sneak for that?” ejaculated Levison.
“Well, it wouldn’t have needed a cross-examination to get
the facts out of me.” .

“Nor ‘me,” grunted Clive.
Racke!
pater!”

“And a worse one to shove the blame on somebody else,”
said Herries in disgust, “not to mention getting Dig into
hot water with his pater!”

“It was only a lark, I tell you!” muttered Racke. “Any-
way, I've been licked for it, and there’s no need to bring it
up again!”

“You brought it up yourself by calling me sneak!” said
Blake. “These fellows know the facts now, and they can
judge for themselves whether I sncaked or not. Now got
out before I boot you out!”

“Hold on!” said Lumley-Lumley.

. “You're a howling cad,
It was a rotten trick to cheek another fellow's

“The Head may have

licked Racke, and the fellows concerned may have pitched
him in a ditch; but that doesn’t satisfy the Fourth. We
can’t allow Shell cads to make mischief between Fourth
chaps!”

“1 guess not!” agreed Wildrake emphatically. “And we
aren’t allowing Shellfish to insult the paters of fellows in
the Fourth! This is a Form matter!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Hesr, hear!”

“Look here—" Racke started back in alarm, and made
a sudden leap for the door. But he was collared on all
sides and held. More than ever did Racke regret his rash
words. But regrets were too late now.

“The Form knows the facts now,” “said Lumley-Lumnley,
“and the verdict is that Blake didn’t sneak, and that if he
had done he would have been excused under the circum-
stances. But Racke’s acted like a howling cad, and there’s
no excuse for him. A ducking will teach him to keep his
ugly nose out of the affairs of fellows in the Fourth.”

“Hear, hear!” 2 :

“1 guess a ducking will settle the insult to the Form,”
said Wildrake, pouring cold water info a basin from a jug.
“Yank the galoot here before Kildare looks in.”

“Look here!’ sasped Racke. “Look here, T'll yell if

3

you—-Oh, you rotters! Leggo! I tell you—— Yarooooh !
Mum-mum! Grocogh!™™
Splash !

Struggling frantically .in the grasp of several Fourth-
Formers, the cad of the Shell was dragged to the wash.
THaE GeEM LiBrary.—No. 1,037,
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stand, and his head was ducked again and again in the
basin of cold water.. He choked and gasped and gurgled,
and water swamped. over his clotnes and his boots.  But
the juniors had no mercy—they knew Racke only too well,
and they knew the malice that had prompted his “lark.”

But they desisted at length—when the basin was empty—
and then Racke jumped for the door, streaming with water,
and with a dozen boots clumping behind him. 1In the door-
way he met Kildare of the Sixth, and the captain of St.
Jim’s sprang back just in time,

“What the thunder—> Kildare gazed at Racke, and
then he looked into the dormitory wrathfully. “What’s this
game? Why aren’t you kids undressed, and why aren’t you
in your dorm, Racke? You've no right in here.”

“Groooogh !” gasped Racke, glowering at the Fourth-
Formers. “ Blake dragged me in—I couldn’t help myself I**

“Why? He must have had a reason!” snapped Kildare.
“T suppose it’s something to do with this afternoon’s affair.
If it was you've only yourself to blame, Racke.”

“J1—T called Blake a sneak, and he was a sneak to tell the
Head !”? panted Racke. Y A

“Rot!” said Kildare. “He was obliged to tell, and it
would have come out if he hadn’t. You deserve what you
got, and more, you little sweep I Get off to your dorm. Ygu
Fourth kids can do fifty lines each for acting the goat. 1'll
double it to the chap not in bed under five minutes.”

“Oh crumbs!” s e

There was a hurried scramble in the dormitory. Nobody
wanted his fifty doubled. Racke tramped away, his face
black with rage, ard he left a trail of water behind him.
Once again the cad of the Shell regretted having interfered
in the affairs of Robert Digby of the Fourth. Racke usually
did regret his rascally tricks—afterwards. But, unfortun-
ately, be was a fellow who never learned from experience.

1t was a long time before Racke got to sleep that night—
his aches and pains were numerous and lingering.

But he was not alone. Lowther and Manners, in the
Shell, and Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy, in the Fourth, lay
awake for hours after lights out. They were thinking of
the missing Fourth-Former and the junior who had pluckily
gone to the resene, hoping against hope for their return.

CHAPTER 2.
On the Trail !

3 ALLO! Stopping, by Jingo!” -
As Tom Merry breathed the words he gnickly

slowed down until the motor-bike was moving at
almost a crawl.

The fact that the car he was pursuing had suddenly
checked its speed brought an awkward situation to the
plucky junior.

Since he had mounted St. Leger’s machine and gone

roaring in pursuit of the big car Tom Merry had stuck to .

the trail like grim death, determined not to allow it out or
his sight. What the whole astonishing affair meant was a
complete mystery to the captain of the Shell as it was to
everybody else.

Actually Tom had not seen Digby captured. But therc
was plenty of evidencé that he had been kidnapped and
taken away in the car he was pursuing.

From a distance Tom Merry had heard Dighy’s cry for
help, and he had rushed out into Rylcombe Lane just as the
big car was speeding away. And he had found Digby’s
cap Iyini; in the dust of the roadway, with clear traces of
a struggle.

Morcover, it was not the first attempt on Digby’s liberty.

That afternoon Baggy Trimble of the Fourth had been
spirited away in the same car by unknewn men, who had
obviously mistaken him for Digby. But after a stern chase
i)r_] bicycles, Tom Merry & Co. had succeeded in rescuing
1m.

So now that yell for help from Digby, his cap lying so
significantly in the roadway, and the swiftly vanishing car
which Tom recognised "at once, was quite enough to tell
Tom Merry what had happened.

He had snatched St. Leger’s motor-bike from that startled
Tifth-Former, and he had gone tearing in pursuit, his one
idea being not to lose sight of the ear in front.

Nor had he done so. Past Rylcombe and Wayland and
on to the Abbotsford road the chase had led him, and from
the increased speed of the car Tom knew the men ahead
realised he was in pursuit. And now it looked as if they
had realised the futility of attempting to shake him off and
were stopping.

As he slowed down himselt, Tom’s brain worked swiftly.

Against the two men in the car, Tom knew he would stand
no chance whatever. To attack them would be asking for
- trouble, and possibly losing all chance of aiding Digby, who
was most likely trussed up and helpless. Yet he either had
to go on or turn back. for the car was now backing slowly
vlong the narrow road towards him,
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In a moment Tom’s mind was made up, and he stopped
his machine and dismounted, ready to leap into the saddle
again in a flash if necessary. Somehow he felt no fear of
the men whatever. From his experience of them in the
afternoon they were not desperate men, kidnappers or not.
In their previous encounter, indeed, they had seemed far
more afraid of hurting the juniors than the juniors were of
hurting them. It was all most mysterious.

But though unafraid, Tom was determined to take no
risks. Not a soul was in sight along the long road, and
the junior put his leg over the saddle in readiness.

Yet, despite his alertness, Tom was taken unawares.

The car hummed backwards, and it was still moving
slowly when, on coming opposite to Tom Merry, the door
noall'est him swung open, and a man leaped out into the
road.

He was upon Tom in a flash, and his arms swept round
the junior before he could move to escape, pinning his arms
to his sides. S

Tom struggled furiously, regretiing his careless bravado
too late.

“Let me go!” he panted. “ You—you scoundrels !”

“You've no need to be afraid, my boy,” said the fall
man, whom Tom had recognised again at once. “ You shall
not be harmed; but you were following us, and we are
obliged to stop you! Now, Johnson!"”

He called to the driver, and the man instantly left the
wheel. He was in smart livery, and appeared to be just a
chauffeur in good service. But, for all that, he gave a
scared and uneasy look up and down the road for a moment.
Then he took the motor-bike as the tall man lifted the
struggling junior from the saddle. .

Running it on to the grass on the roadside, he swiftly
emptied the petrol-tank. Then, leaving the machine lying
on the grass. he boarded the car again and took the wheel.

As he did so, the man holding Tom suddenly rcleased
him and jumped into the car. Next instant the door had
slammed, and the car was gliding away. ;

It had all taken place in a few swift seconds, and before
Tom Merry had regained his scattered senses the gleaming
car was speeding away along the white ribbon of road.

“Well, my hat!” panted the junior. “Done in the cye,
after all. What—what an ass T was!”

The junior could have kicked himself, realising as he did
now that he had been just a bit too cocksure of looking
after himself.

But it was too late for vain regrets. The ear had vanished
now, and Tom hwrried to the machine on the grass—useless
for the time being.

He looked down at- it, his face showing how this last
development mystified him still more. He had been
handled with ease, but he had been handled gently enough.
Their cvident uneasiness, and the fact that they had merely
cmptied the petrol-tank in order to prevent him following
them, made it elear that the kidnappers were far from being
hardened desperadocs.

Professional “crooks™ would scarcely have done that—
scarcely have left hiny free to ‘acquaint the police with what
had happened. They would probably also have vented
their anger and made pursuit doubly hopeless by smashing
up the motor-bike altogether. g :

Yet they had undoubtedly kidnapped Digby for some
mystericus and inconceivable reason, and Tem set his lips
hard and hauled up the useless machine The next moment
he was pushing it along the dusty.road.

Though the position now seemed hopeless, he had no
intention of giving up the chase yet. He knew he was only
a couple of miles from Abbotsford, and less than that
from the nearest garage where he could obtain a fresh
supply of petrol.

He tramped on, angry with himself for having been
“done ” so easily, and wondering what to do next. His
first thought had been to find the nearest constable and get
the police on the track of the kidnappers without delay.
Yet somehow he hesitated at the thought of doing that—
why, he could scarcely have told himself. To feel that he
was ‘“chipping in” on Digby’s private affairs secemed an
utterly absurd way of looking at the matter, and yet——

“1t beats me altogether!” muttered the perplexed and
worried junior. “I suppose I ought to have let ’em rip and
put the bobbies on them in the first place. But I wish I
conid feel that it’s what Dig would want me to do!”

For some minutes Toin Merry trudged on, and then he
saw a solitary cyclist riding leisurely towards him. He-
came nearer, and proved to be a buteher’'s boy on a trades-
man’s bicycle. He slowed down, and jumped off as Tom
called to him.

“Seen a large car going that way,” asked Tom eagerly—
“big blue closed car, With a chap in livery driving?”

“Toh?”

Tom repeated the question, and the
nodded.

butcher youth
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“I seed it,” he admitted. “Dang near ran me down it
did! ’Bout a mile outer Abbotsford !”

“Was it going fast ?”

“ Yes—least it was until it turned in at that 'ouse! Dang
near ran me down as it was turnin’ in at the drive, though !”

“Oh!” Tom almost panted. “You say it turned in at
the drive of a house? What house ?”

“’Ouse called Green Shutters it was!” said the butcher
youth, staring at Tom curiously. “Bin there with stuff
many a time when the old people ’ad it. But——"

“Who lives there now?” demanded Tom ecagerly. Do
you happen to know their name?”

The youth shook his head. o

“Only bin there a day or two, I believe,” he said.
“Taken the ’ouse furnished, I reckon. Nice ’ouse, though it

" ain’t big. Stands just off the rcad, and you can’t miss it,

‘cause of the green shutters. I suppose that’s why they
called—-"

“A mile, you say?”

“Yes, on the right. Stands by itself, wi’ trees in front.”

“Thanks very much !”

The butcher boy mounted his bike and pedalled away.
Tom pushed on, his face determined, but brighter now.
The road was an unfrequented one, and it was extremely
unlikely that the butcher boy could have made a mistake.

Nor had he. Tom reached the house at last. It was a
smallish house, white, with green-painted shutters, and sur-
rounded by trees. But through. the bushes and trees Tom
Merry glimpsed a big, luxurious blue car standing before
the entrance doors of the house.

It was the same car, without a doubt. Tom understood
now why the men had been determined to get rid of him
before they came in sight of the house.

Yet what did the whole amazing affair mean? The house
was just an ordinary house, well kept and peaceful to look
at. A gardener was at work on the front lawn, and at a
window Tom glimpsed a trim maidservant in cap and
apron. That such a house could be occupied by kidnappers
—lawbreakers—seemed absurd and fantastic.

Tom passed the house for a hundred yards or so, and
then he opened the gate of a field, and, taking the motor-
bike inside. he hid it in the ditch beyond, hiding it as best
he could with grass and brambles.

This done, he returned and approached the house
cautiously again. The car had disappeared. Tom Merry
hesitated, his brain working swiftly. Then, his mind made
up, he set his teeth and walked boldly along the short drive
to the house. Tt seemed impossible to think of danger in
that pleasant, sunny house, though -Tom scarcely “gave
danger a thought. He was only resolved to learn what
had happened to his chum.

He went boldly up the steps and rang the bell.

Almost at once the door opened, and a man appeared.
It was the tall man who had held him, and, though he was
dressed as before, save that he was hatless now, Tom knew
instinctively from the way he answered the door that he was
a trained manservant, either a footman or butler. The
junior wondered why he had failed to guess as much before.

The man started back at sicht of him.

“You—you again ?” he exclaimed.

“Yes,” said Tom curtly. “I want to know what has
happened to my chum, Robert Dighy! I know you brought
him here !”

The man hesitated, obviously at a loss what to say or do.
Then he opened the door wider.

“Will you come inside, please?” he said.

His voice was polite—that of a well-trained servant.
Tom stepped insido at once, watchful and alert. The man
closed the door. and stood with his back towards it.

“I suppose it is useless to deny what you state.” he
said, his voice low. “But Master Digby is ‘in good hands
and will come to no harm. There is no need for you to
interfere in the matter at all. Indeed, I can assure you,
sir, that Master Digby, when he understands the sitnation,
will be very anxious indeed that nobody should interfere.’

“I demand to know what has happened to him!”
smlzppe’(} Tom.  “If you refuse to explain I shall go to the
police.

The man started, obviously alarmed.

“I assure you that this is far from being a maiter for
the police,” he said uneasily. “I—I—"

“Let me see Digby,” said Tom. “I demand to see him.
If you refuse——"

“Kindly be quiet,” said the man, looking behind him.
“The maidservants here are quite unaware of anything
amiss, and 7

He paused, and then he nodded.

“Very well,” he said, “perhaps it will be as well if you
do speak to Master Dighy. Kindly come this way, sir.”

He led Tom across the hall and up the stairs to the next
floor, stopping at a bed-room door. He krocked, and then,

after a slight wait, unlocked the door and pushed it open,
waiting for Tom to enter.

Tom hesitated warily, and then, sighting a figure in the
room by the window, he boldly entered. As he did so the
man closed and locked the door, leaving them alone. :

It was Digby right enough, and as he sighted the captain
of the Shell he fairly jumped.

“Tom Merry, you here!” he panted.

CHAPTER 3.

More Mystery. !
OBERT DIGBY'S face was white and strained, and

R he eyed Tom Merry as though thunderstruck.

“You here!” he repeated. ‘How on ecarth——"
“I followed on a motor-bike,” said Tom Merry
breathlessly. “I heard you yell for help, amnd rushed up
just as the car drove away.” =

“I thought someone must be following,” muttered Digby.
“Carter tied me up and threw a rug over me when the
car stopped. I didn’t dream it was you, though.”

“What's it all mean, Dig?” said Tom. *This house—""

“I—I don’t know,” said Digby, after a pause. “It’s the
queerest thing out, and—and I don’t like it at all. Carter
—the chap who jus’ let you in—says I've nothing to fear;
and they’re treating me well enough, I suppose. But ho
refuses to tell me anything. Says I shall know all in the
morning when the person responsible for this business
arrives.””

“But dash it all—" : ;

“It’s something serious—something to do with my pater,
TI'm certain,” said Digby thickly. “I only wish I did know
what it means. 1f—if anything’s happened to him——"

““No reason to suppose that,” said Tom Merry, frown-
ing in his perplexity. “But it's no end queer, and tho
sooner we get clear of this the better, Dig.” 2 -

“Why did you chip in, Tom Merry?” said Digby, his
face suddenly changing. * You—you've interfered again
in—" : :

“But why not?” ejaculated Tom Merry, in astonish-
ment., “Wouldn't you have done so in my place, Dig?
What on earth is the matter with you, Dig? I came to
rescue you if I could. We'll beat these rascals yet, what-
ever their game is, and—" ; s )

“I wish you’d kept out of it, Tom Merry,” said Dighby
savagely.

«‘rhy 754 '

“I don’t know, I tell you!” snapped Digby. “But I'm
hanged if T care whether I go back to St. Jim’s or not!”
he added bitterly. “I've’ lost my pals, or the fellows I
supposed were my pals. The only thing I'd care to go back
for is to give that cad Blake the hiding he deserves.”

“What rot!” said Tom, though he spoke gently. *Look
here, Dig, old chap, you're not yourself! And as for
Blake—well, I'm absolutely certain he wasn’t the fellow
who answered the phone. He's the last fellow at St. Jim’s
to cheek a fellow’s pater, much less play a dirty trick on
a chum. There’s a big mistake somewhere. Whoever did
answer the phone gave Blake's name solely to cause trouble
between you.” -

““And you believe that?” said Digby derisively.

“I do,” said Tom quietly. “And you would, too, at any
other time, Dig. But you've not been yourself lately. You
know as well as I do that Blake’s one of the best, and
absclutely incapable of being disloyal to a pal, much less
doing what you’ve charged him with.”

“He’s a rotter!” said Digby doggedly. “And he’s
proved himself a funk, too! I challenged him to a fight,
and he failed to turn up, as you know.”

Tom Merry frowned again. Being absolutely ignorant of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s little dodge to keep Blake away
from the fight, he could not deny that, and knowing Blake
as he did he simply could not understand it, either. He
was also, of course, quite ignorant of the fact that Racke
had been found out, and Blake cleared of the charge.

“I can’t understand Blake not turning up for the serap,”
he said at last. “I fancy, though, it must be solely becauss
he hates the thought of fighting with you, Dig.”

““Bunkum !” said Digby.

“I believe so, anyway,” said Tom patiently. “But
never mind all that now, Dig; we've got to get out of
this. Though the people here seem harmless enough, we're
prisoners. No getting away from that. The dashed door’s
locked; but what about the window ?” -

“I've tried that,” said Digby, without enthusiasm.
“There’s a twenty-foot drop. I’'m 1ot so keen to get away
that I'm risking a broken leg.”

Tom Merry set his lips and crossed to the window. As
Dig said. there was fully a twenty-foot drop to the ground
below. This fact, however, worried Tom less than Digby’s
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obvious lack of interest. ITe did not seem to care whether
he escaped or not.

Still, the chance did scem hopeless at the moment. Bub
it would soon be dark, and Tom Merry was resolved to try
despite Digby’s -attitude towards the whole thing. It was
borne in on Tem’s mind as he looked at Digby’s haggard
face that the kidnapped junior knew—or, more likely, sus-
pected—something that he had not, or would not mentien
to him. It was clear that Dighy did not fear his captors,
that he knew no harm would come to him. Yet from his
face it was clear the suspicion—if suspicion it was—was
not a light one,

“Dig,” said Tom at last, “I don’t know—I can’t even
give thd remotest sort of guess as-to what this queer affair
means. But I can see that you suspect something.”

“I suspect nothing,” said Digby, in a low voice,

“But you fear something?” » 5

“I'm afraid it’s something to do with the pater, that's
all,” said Digby. “If it means harm to me, it means that
something serious is wrong. A fellow would be blind not
to see that.”

“You don’t seem fo care whether you get away from
here or not. Why?” §oh

“I tell you I don’t know, excepting that Carter warned
me I should afterwards be sorry if 1 made a fuss—a fuss
th?‘t might bring the police into the matter.” i

: He may be Iying—throwing dust in your eyes, Dig.”

‘I believe him, anyway,” said Digby. “I was mad at
first. I thought him a scoundrel. But I can’t help sceing
that the chap is more scared than I am; that he scems to
be“domg this against his will.” ;
= But—but hang it all, Dig, the fellow’s kidnapped you !”
said Tom impatiently. “It’s serious.” You must think of
fho‘ I}ead and your people as well as yoursclf.”

‘“I m thinking of my people ! >
= But—but the Head and everybody at St. Jim’s,” said
Tom, staring at his chum—*“they’ll be ‘alarmed ; they’ll have
the police on the job, and if we don’t turn up to-night——"’

He was jinterrupted by a knock at the door, and the next
moment 1t opened wide, ;

Tom Merry started. ITad he been alone in the mattor
‘he would there and then have made a bold bid for liberty.
But Digby did not move, and there was no time for talk.

Indeed, a second glance showed Tom that to fry to escapo
that way would have been a forlorn hope. In ilie doorway,
hflarmg a big tray piled high with food and drink, was
Carter. And behind him was the big chauffeur, watchful
and alert. :

Carter laid the tray on a side table and then he nodded-io
the driver, who departed, while Carter closed the door.

“Here is some food, young gentlemen,” he said. “If vou
require anything else, please ring. Master Digby, T trust
vou will try to persuade your friend to leave this house. 1t
has made matters very awkward——=>

“I'm not leaving this house without my ¢hum,” said Tom
Merry, cyeing the man steadily. *“What does this mean; you
otter? Let us go at ence! Otherwise—— -

“This matter concerns only Master Digby,” said Carter
politely but firmly. “You yourself may go at any time vou
wish—providing you give your word not to mention this
house, or what has taken place.to a soul.”

“1 wou't!” snapped Tom. “When I go, Dighy goes!”

“Then I am afraid you must remain here until morning,”
said Carter. “You will be given a bed-room, and will be
made comfortable here. But you will not be allowed to go
until the persen responsible for this matter has decided what
is to be done with you. You are quite certain vou will not
go on my condition?”’ S

“I am! You'll regret thi- business, my man! We shall
be missed, and the police will be informed. They will very
easily track you down.” : 3

The man made no reply to ihat, though his eyes showed
his uneasiness. He withdrew, closing the door and locking
it after him. : :

“Well, 'm blowed!” said Tom Merry. looking very
euriously at the white-faced Dighy. “This takes the biscuit,
Dig! Haven't you the ghosi of an idea what it means?”

“I'm as puzzled as you are,” said Dighy. “But why don’t
yout clear out and do what he wants, Tom Merry? Go while
youw've got the chance; heticr for one to be missing than
two. I can look after myself without your help.”

Tom' chook his head. TIn hiz mind there was no doubt
ghat somecthing was wrong—ihat the matter concerned Siy
Robert Digby, Dighby's father. Tle remembered that Digby
bad reccived a letter from his fathier—a letter that had upset
him strangely, and the contents of which he had refused to
sonfide with his own chums. But he had told his chums
that something was wrong at home, and it was this that
had caused the trouble in the first place. Somehow—Tom
himself suspected that Trimble was responsible—the news

spread in the Lower School that Dighy's pater had gone
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smash, and that Digby was leaving St. Jim’s to go into un
office.

Naturally, Digby was furious at this, helieving his chums
—Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy—had been tittle-tattling about
his private affairs in the school, and it was this that had
started the quarrel in the first place.

Certainly, the story was utterly untrue. Sir Robert had
certainly not gone smash, nor was Digby leaving. It
sounded suspiciously like one of Trimble’s wonderful yarns
to Tom Merry. Yet something was cbviously wrong at
home, and the fact that Digby himscif did not know what
it was made the matter more mysterious. Digby’s manner
was far from being pleasant; but the captain of the Shell
knew the other was labouring under acute anxiety.

“I'm not going without you, Dig.” said Tom quietly. “IX
think you know me better than that, old chap! When I
go, you ga! I don't pretend to be able to make a guess as
to what’s'wrong; I'm not going to ask you again—-"

“I tell youw I.don’'t know myself, Tom,” said Digby, his
tone becoming more genial. “In- the letter my pater sené
he only hinted-at things being wrong. But it’s the uneer-
tainty of it all that makes it so votten. I'm sorry I’'m such
a b%al; about it; but I can’t belp it. Anyway, let’s get some
grub.’ »

Tom was ready enough, and the food on the big tray was
certainly tempting. There was tea and buttered toast and

“eggs and cakes in abundance. Evidently their captors did

not intend them to starve. Indeed, it looked as if Dighy
and Tom Merry were going to be made as comfortable ts
possible in the circumstances.

But all Tom’s thoughts were of escape, nevertheless. And
over tea he talked earnestly to Dighby, pointing out the alarm
and anxicty their absence would cause at 8t. Jim’s, and that
it would be madness to make no effort to escape from their
peculiar predicament. And presently the Fourth-Former's
despair left' him as -his spirits revived, and he agreed to
make the attemipt to escape.

CHAPTER 4.
Digby Turns Back !
13 OU ready, Dig? T think we'll {ry it now!”
i g As_he spoke Tom Merry looked out of the
window into the velvely darkness of the garden at
Green Shutters. ? 3

The juniors had disposed of ihe evening meal, and the
tray-had been removed by Carter, and papers and magazines
brought for the juniors to read if they felt disposed to read.
But they did not, and the time hung heavily as they waited
for darkness. v

But it was dark enough now, and Tom felt it safe enough
to make the attempf. He had already made his plans, and
he repeated them to Digby now.

“Those sheets will do the trick,” he said grimly. “They
look strong enough, and we'll soon have a rope made. Gef
busy, anyway.”

And they got busy, The sheets were taken from the bed
and swiftly twisted into a rope and knoited securely
together. To make sure the rope would be long enough a
blanket from the bed was added; and sffer testing the rope
Tom cautiously opened the window and looked out.

Not a soul seemed to be stirring, and the night was quiet
and still. The rope was tied securely in its turn to a beda
post, and then Tom dropped the end through the window.
Tt touched the bushed below easily.

“Good!” breathed Tom. ‘“Now, you know what to do,’

Dig. If anybody turns up, just make a bolt along the road
until you come to a bunch of trees on the right. The bike’s
hidden in the ditch bebind the hedge opposite. If we get
separated T'll join you there.”

“Right !

“Go on, then—and carefully, mind!”

Digby took a firm hold on a twisted sheet, and after &
moment’s hesitation he slipped over the sill and began ta
lower himself down the rope.

He reached the bottom, his feet rustling among the busheg
as he stepped away to make room for his chum.

“All serene!”

“Coming !” breathed Tom Merry. S

e was just slipping over the sill when the loek of the
door in the room clicked sharply, and next second the door
flew open. Over his shoulder Tom saw Carter standing iu
the doorway, his face startled.

“QOh, my hat!”’ gasped Tom.

“Stop 1’

Tom Merry ignored the shout and swung himself over thg
sill. ; :
“Run for it, Dig!” he called, throwing caution to the
winds now. “Quick! Run for it!”

Tom Merry came swarming down the rope of the sheets,

andad ho_vogehed the Rrosog suiely Digty dutied viag
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through the laurels, making for the gates. He heard
the captain of the Shell thudding behind him, and presently
he struck the drive, and sped along it.

It was pitch dark here, the drive being overhung with
tall trees. But he reached the gateway safely and was
just about to dart out when he pulled up short.

Outside the gate a car was drawn up, showing no lights.
Digby just glimpsed it in time, also the dim forms of three
men standing by it. 1

Instead of rushing througl® the gateway, Digby promptly
elipped along the yew hedge and moved on, seeking 2 gap.
He stumbled and tripped over roots and earth in the

<,

.
¢“ Ow ! Qrooogh! ” Racke jumped for the door of the Fourth
Form dormitory, streaming with water. In the doorway
he met Kildare of the 8Sixth, and the captain of St. Jim’s
sprang back just in time. ‘ What the thunder——"" (See
Chapter 1.)

dark. But presently he found a gap and squeezed himself
out into the road.

There he hesitated a moment. He heard no sound of
his chum following. But he knew Tom Merry wasn’t the
fellow to get caught easily, and he supposed his chum
had spotted the men by the car and was hiding in the
shrubbery, waiting a chance to slip through the gates
unseen.

“Blow it!” muttered the junior, frowning in the dark-
ness. ‘“‘I'd better go on, anyway.”

And remembering Tom’s injunction to make for the motor-
bike, Digby started off at a trot, fecling confident that his
chum would join him presently.

But Digby was wrong. Tom Merry had not been so
lucky.

Scarcely had he started after Digby when he tripped
over a trailing creeper and went down headlong across
a flower-bed. When he jumped up again, breathless and
half winded, Dighy had vanished.

Tom soon struck the drive, however, and he scudded down
it, heedless of the darkness. He came out through the
gateway with a rush—crashing full into three men, -who
had just started through it.

“Oh, my hat!”

Tom staggered back from the impact, gasping and almost
dazed. He had neither glimpsed the car outside nor
the men under the dirk trees.

He turned to bolt—too late. There was a sudden ex-

-

i

clamation in the darkness, and as Tom turned, a hand
grasped him, holding him fast.

“Let go!” panted the junior, struggling furiously.

His natural thought was that the men belonged to the
house, and that he was in the hands of the cnemy, and
he started to struggle desperately.

“Hold on!” said the man who held him. “Why, it's
a boy! By James! I wonder—— 'That light, one of you!”

A light flashed out, showing up Towm’s Etons and his face.
A simultaneous exclamation of satisfaction followed from
the three.

“The boy, right enough,
off instantly. “Good!”

“Save us a nasty job, anyway,” said another.
look lively !” g

Tom Merry was lifted instantly, despite his resistance.
But he suddenly ceased struggling. He realised that the
men took him for Digby, and the longer they took to dis-
cover their mistake the greater would be Digby’s chance
of escape. Of himself Tom gave no thought at the moment.
He expected to be taken back to the house, and, despite
what had happened, he did not fear that.

The next moment he got a surprise.

Instead of turning again at the gateway the men stepped
to the car. He was lifted inside, and a heavy rug flung
over him, two of the men following him in.

The startled junior was so amazed that he did not move
for some seconds, and the next moment it was too late.
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The car’s lights flashed on, the engine started, and the car
glided swiftly away in the direction of Abbotsford, vanishing
into the darkness.

It passed Robert Digby as he stood by the side of the
roadway, waiting for his chum, and he little dreamed who
was inside it, though he gazed after it curiously, knowing
it was the car he had avoided.

“Queer !” he muttered.

He felt more than uncasy at Tom’s absence. But he felt
certain that now the car had gone Tom would speedily
make his appearance. FHe waited another five minutes,
and then he gave it up and started resolutely back for
Green Shutters.

Digby could quite easily have got clear himself now.
The motor-bike was there waiting, and all he had to do
was to tramp on to the garage, a few hundred yards
higher up towards Abbotsford. He only need fill the tank,
3l.|d,thetl he could spced back in the darkness to St.

im’s. ;

But such a thought never entered his mind. Tom Merry
had risked a lot in coming to his rescue, and he had no
intention of deserting him now. He would search, and if
he did not find Tom he would go boldly to the house again.
After all, in his own mind Digby scarcely knew which he
wanted most~his liberty, or to remain there a prisoner
until morning, when he would, he hoped, discover the
meaning of it all, ;

And Digby wanted to do that badly. In the morning
the person who had caused him to be kidnapped would
be at Green Shutters, according to Carter, and he would
know then why he had beéen kidnapped.

The junior felt almost relieved tgzt all had not gone
according to Tom Merry’s programme, excepting for the
uncertainty as to what had happened to Tom. He hurried
back to the house, and, entering the gates, hurried on
along the drive towards the house, stopping when in sight
of the entrance doors.

They were open, and a light streamed out into the dark-
ness. To Digby it scemed to prove that Tom had been
caught, but he stopped, anxieus to make sure first. A
sudaen rustle in the bushes close by startled him.

“That you, Tom?’ he whispered.

The answer came swiftly, as a figure darted at him and
a hand closed on his arm. It proved to be Carter, and he
gave an cxclamation of deep satisfaction as he recognised
the junior. ’

“It is you, then, Master Digby!” he exclaimed. - “I
was just searching the grounds, hoping you could not have
got far. Where 1s your friend?”

“Haven’t you got him?” gasped Digby.

“No; I saw him disappearing through the window. But
when I rushed downstairs he had vanished, and you also.
You should not have tried to escape, Master Digby. It
was foolish, in the circumstances.”

“T would have got clear,” snapped Digby. “Dut I came
back to see whai had happened to my chum. He was behind
me; but he did not follow far. Something happened to him.
You're sure—""

“J heard a car outside,” said Carter, in rather shaky
tones. “Did you see it?”

“Yes; it was waiting outside the gates, and three men
were standing there. I dodged them and got clear. I
afterwards saw the car going towards Abbotsford at a good
speed. I—I hope—"

Dighy paused. It was obvious now that the men with
the car did not belong to Green Shutters—had no connec-
tion with Carter. Then who were they, and what were they
after there at that hour? It seemed to be adding to the
strange mystery. The fact that the lights on the car had not
been switched on until the last moment showed that their
errand was not a law-abiding one.

What did it mean? And had they anything to do with
Tom Merry's disappearance ?

Carter also seemed to be strangely troubled about the
car.

“You heard nothing, Master Digbhy ?” he said, anxiety in
]1is“ vgicg. “I mean, you did not hear them speak ?”

“Tt is very strange. I hope nothing has happened to your
foolish friend,” said Carter. “I will ask the chauffeur
to search the grounds for him. Meanwhile, you must come
with me, Master Dighy. I am afraid I shall be obliged to
Leep you under closer observation after this.”

“You needn’t worry,” said Digby roughly. “TI'll come
quickly cnough. I only want to learn what this rotten
business means.”

And Digby accompanied the manservant into the house
and the hall door closed on them. But Digby’s thoughts
were not of himself now, but of Tom Merry. What had
happened to him? Had he got clear he would certainly
have made at once for the motor-bike. Had he stumbled
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into the three men under the treecs and been taken away—
a prisoner?

CHAPTER 5.
Trimble is Not Wanted I

“ O news?” :
“ None 1”? s . }
Kiidare of. the Sixth answered briefly and

: walked on, Blake exchanged gloomy glances
with Arthur Augustus I’Arcy, Herries, Lowther, and
Manners.

“No news!” repeated Lowther. “Rotten!”

“Rotten!” agreed Manners, his brow clouded. “Where
can they be? I thought we should hear something this
morning.”

“I expected to find Dig in his bed when I got up,”
grunted Blake. “No ‘such gIuck P . Eot o

“Looks to me—-" Herries paused.

“Well 27 = :

“It looks to me as if Tommy overtook the kidnappers,”
:venltq on Herries slowly. ‘“ And—well, they’ve collared him,
ool ; :

“Just what .I was thinking,” said Blake. “Tommy
wouldn’t be likely to let them get away. We should have
heard something from him otherwise. It’s too rotten for
words ! .

“And jolly rummy ! said Manners. “It's all very well
for Dig’s pater to say there’s no need for.alarm, and refus-
ing to have the police brought into the matter! But what
about poor old Tommy ?”

- “That’s another queer thing about it all,” said Blake.

The old chap didn't seem concerned about Dig, though
goodness knows he was ratty enough when he heard Dig
had vanished.” - :

“Fairly raving!” agreed Manners. “He told the Head
to leave the matter to him, I believe. But it doesn’t look
as if he’s done much, anywey.”

“Looked to me as if he knew where Dig would be, and
that he was rushing off to fetch him back,” said” Blake.
“But we should have heard before this if he'd found him.”

The chums of the two missing juniors went in to break-
fast with troubled looks. That no news had come through
yet seemed to indicate certainly that something had hap-
pened to Tom Merry. Had he lost touch with the car he
would have returned before this, or would undoubtedly
have let the Head know by some means or other,

There were serious faces at breakfast that morning. The
chief topic of conversation was the missing juniors. After
they had left Hall, Blake & Co. made inquiries again, with
no better result. There was still no news.

“It’s fwightfully wotten, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus dismally, as the chums returned to Study No. 6 to
get their books for morning lessons. “I have been thinkin’,
y’ know.”

“That's some help, anyway,” said Blake, with heavy
sarcasm. “When Gussy starts thinking something’s bound
to happen.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“I noticed he was looking thoughtful,” said Herries.
“What's the idea, Gussy ?” ;

“ About Digbay, of course,” said Arthur Augustus. “As
his chums, I feel we ought to do somethin’ more than gas
about it, decah boys.. .I have a gweat wegard for Sir Wobert
Dighav. But, weally, I do not see why we should leave the
mattah to him.”

“What on earth are you getting at, ass?”

“] wefuse to be called an ass, Blake,” said Arthur
Augustus frigidly. “If Sir- Wobert has failed to twace
Dig, then it is no weason why we should fail. And if the
Head is content to leave the mattah in his hands, I see no
weason whyv we should, I have given it a gweat deal of
anxious thought, and I have come to the conclusion that it
is up to us.”

“What's up to us, fathead?” said Blake.

“To twack -down Dig’s kidnappahs, ‘and to wescue him
and Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus.

“You—you idiot!” gasped Blake. “How the thump are
we to do it?” “

“7 think I have alweady explained that, Blake,” said
Arthur Augustus, raising his eycbrows. “We are Scouts,
and are twained in twackin’. I suggest that we get on
ithe twail and follow the tyre-marks of the cah.”

“Fathead! What about classes?”

“We shall get leave fwom classes, of course,” said Arthur
Augustus innocently. “I think I'll go and see the Head
now about it.”

“Ves, do!” said Blake, “And see what you'll get!”

“Wight-ho, I will go at once,” said Arthur Augustus. “I
am pglad you fellows agwee that ‘t is up to == to wescue old

“Here, come back, you ass!” roared Blake,

-



The Best Day of the Week—Wednesday—GEM Day/? -9

But Arthur Augustus was gone. e
“The—the burbling dummy !” snorted Blake. “He'll get

“ scalped ! Of all the born idiots! Well, if he wants a lick-

ing, let him rip !”

It was too late to call the swell of St. Jim’s back, and his
chums waited for him as he vanished into the Head’s study.
They had not to wait long. Presently Arthur Augustus
came out and he was iucking his palms under his armpits.

“Licked ?” said Blake. “Serves you right!”

“Bai Jove'” gasped Arthur Augustus. “VYaas, the Head
scemed watty. I suppose he is upset about this affair. He
wefuses to give his permission, and because I, insisted
upon explainin’ my weasons for wantin’ to go, he caned me.
Bai Jove! Fowevah, it scarcely mattahs.”

“¢“Oh, doesn’t it! Go and try it on again, and get another
licking then, if it doesn’t matter.”

“Wats! I wepeat that it scarcely mattahs, as we shall
20 just the same without permission,” said Arthur Augustus
firmly. “Dig is our chum, and it is up to us to wescue
“him{”

g “ We ?1’
Blake.

“Yaas. I twust,” said
Arthur Augustus, eyeing
his chums steadily, “that
you are weady to wisk a
lickin’ for the sake of a
pal. If not, I shall go
alone.” :

“You—you born
idiot !” said Blake.
“What good could we
do if we did? We don’t
know where the dashed
car went, and if we did
we’d never be able to
find the tyre-tracks and
follow them. They’il
have been wiped out
long ago, and it would
be like 1iooking for a
recdle in a haystack.”

“Wubbish !

“Look here—"’

“Wats!” said Arthur
Apgustus, his noble eyes
gleaming  with  deter-
mination. ‘“We  should
be vewy poor Scouts if
we could not find the
twail and follow it up.
And, in any case, we
could make inquiwies.
Somebody is bound to
have seen a cah auswah-
in’ to the desewiption
of the cah Dig was taken
away in.” 2

“But it was last
night!” shrieked Blake. “Since last night scores of cars
will have covered up all traces. It’s hopeless to think of
following, you dummy! There might have been last
night, if we’d thought about it.”

“It is not hopeless,” said Arthur Augustus calmly. “I
have quite made up my mind, and if you fellows are so
diswegardful of poor old Dig’s safety as to wefuse to come,
then I shall have no othah wesource but to go myself.”

Blake breathed hard

“You—you fathead !” he said, in concentrated tones. “If
I felt there was a ghost of a chance.of success you wouldn’t
find me holding back, permission or not. But there isn’t!
You won’t jolly well get me to come, and you won't go
yourself, either, Gussy !”

“Then I take it you fellows wefuse ?”

“Of course, you chump ”

“Then I shall go myself,” said Arthur Augustus calmly.
“Will you kindly inform Mr. Lathom that I shall be unable
to attend classes this mornin’- as I have gone to wescue
Digbay, Blake? I have no doubt both he and the Head
will be watty; but that cannot be helped. I shall start at
once on my bike.”

“Will you?” said Blake. “We'll jolly well see about
that. Collar the ass, Herries!” 4

“What-ho!”

“Heah! Welease me, you wottahs!” gasped Arthur
‘Augustus, as his dutiful chums laid hands on him just as he
was about to walk away. “Bai Jove! Oh, gweat Scott!”

Arthur Augustus fdirly gasped as his chums rished him
along the passage towards Study No. 6. : :

“In with him, and grab his books!” snapped Blake.
“We'll stick to the fathead- until he’s safely in the Form-
room, anyway. In you go, Gussy!”

ejaculatea

door of the room fiew open.

startled. *“Oh, my hat!?”’

Tom Merry was just slipping over the window-sill when the

of the Shell saw Carier standing in the doorway; his face

“Welease me, you wottahs!” shouted Arthur Augustus
angrily. 3

He struggled furiously, but his chums rushed him into
the study. They did not mind Arthur Augustus getting a
caning, but they knew that the consequences would be far
more serious if he dared to disobey the Head, and cut
classes to go on a hopeless hunt for the missing juniors.
And his chums felt that it was up to them to stop him at
all costs. -

As they reached the study, however, they halted, releas-
ing Arthur Augustus in their surprise.  They  stared
blankly round the study. Something unusual about the

Over his shoulder the captain

“Stop ! ”*  (See Lhapter 4.)

room struck them at once. Digby's desk, for onc thing,
had been dragged from its place, and was open, with a
piled heap of its contents scattered on the floor.

On the table was a collection of books and various other
articles, all of them dilapidated. .

“What on earth!” gasped Herries. “Who's been nosing
among -old Dig's things? Dig cleared out of this study
yesterday, but he left his things just as they were.”

“And what’s this doing here?” snorted Blake, glaring
at the heap on the table. “Great pip! This looks like
Trimble’s rubbish! Well, I'm blowed!” .

Blake and Herries glowered at the miscellaneous collec-
tion. What Trimble’s belongings were doing in Study
No. 6 was quite beyond them. They soon knew, however.
There was a sound of footsteps outside, and the next
moment Baggy Trimble rolled in, staggering under a pile
of books and things.

“Here,” yelled Blake, “what’s this.game, you fat clam 7”

“It’s all right, you fellows,” said Trimble cheerfully.
“I'm just moving in.”

“You’re whatter?” yelled Blake.

“Don’t shout!” urged Trimble. “It’s all right. You'll
be glad to hear I've got old Lathom’s permission all serenec.
I say, that armchair belongs to old Dig, doesn't it?”

“You—you fat ass!”

“If it does,” said Trimble calmly, “I bag it, remember!
I think we shall get along well together in this study.
After all, Dig wasn’t really much catch, though his pater
was a mouldy old baronet! I shall give tone to this study,
I hope. I bet you fellows are glad to get rid of Dig. Sulky
brute, you know! You’ll find me difterent,” -

“Well, my hat!”
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Blake and Herries had forgotten all about Arthur
Augustus. They just stood and blinked dazedly at the
cheery, chatty Trimble as he proceeded to store some of
his things in Digby’s desk. The sheer cheek of his proceed-
ings fairly took their breath away.

“There’s a heap of rubbisn in this study that eught to
be pitched out, you fellows,” went on the fat youth cheer-
full:{]. “Old stuff belonging to Dig, I suppose. You fellows
pitch it out, will you, when we ggb the new furniture along
from Trimble Hall ?”

“P-tut-Trimble Hall 7

“Yes. I've already writien to the pater about it. It's
as good as fixed up. I’'m going to make it jolly comfy in
here,” said Trimble, looking about the rcom disparagingly.
“It’s more like a garret than a study now; but I'll soon
alter—— 1 say, Blake, what—what are you going to do
with that poker? I—— Here, leggo! Yarrooogh!”

Trimble roared apprehensively as Blake made a leap and
grabbed him.

“You cheeky owl!” roared Blake. “What's this dashed
game ?” 3
- I say, leggo!” gasped Trimble. “Haven’t I told you
it’s all right? T've fixed it up with Lathom, and lic's
agreeable to me joining you in here now Digby’s gone.”

“You checky fat rotter!” snorted Herries. “Well, of all
the nerve!”

The meaning of it scemed clear now. Baggy Trimblo
evidently believed in taking time by the forelock, and, now
that Digby had gone, he evidently felt he would be ‘welcome
in Study No. 6 in his place. At all events, he seemed to
have taken it for granted that he would be welcome. As
a matter of fact, Trimble’s reason was only too clear to
Blake and Herries now. Study No. 6, with fellows well
supplied with cash, like Arthur Auvgustus and Digby, in i,
had always been more or less a land flowing with milk
and honey, and a source of great attraction to the impe-
cunious Baggy Trimble. And even without Dighy, it evi-
dently still had great attractiops to the greedy Baggy. In
Study No. 2, with Wildrake and Mellish, Baggy got far
more kicks than anything else, and it was clear that, with

Digby gone, he had scen a chance to make a satisfactory

change.

But from the looks on the faces of Blake and Herries it
wasn't going to be so satisfactory to them.

“You—youn fat poacher!” gasped Blake. “You—you
cheeky fat rascal! You’ve been to Lathom and .got him
to_shove you in here?” 5

“It’s a yarn!” said Herries wrathfully.
wouldn’t, when he knows Dig must come back.”

“Oh, really, Herries!” said Trimble, blinking apprehen-
sively at the two. “Not at all. Dig isn’t coming back!
His pater’s gone smash, and he's left. This kidnapping
tosh has all been arranged to hide the real reason why he's
leaving, of course!” ;

“You fat fibber!” roared Blake, shaking the fat junier
angrily. If you've had the nerve to get changed in
here——"

“Qh, I say, Blake, it’s all right, I tell you!” gasped
Trimble. “I didn’t really ask, you know; Lathom made
me k-ki-come.  Stop shaking me! Ow! It’s all right.
Wildrake and Melish don’t mind. T’'m fed up with them—
mean beasts, you know, and not my class! I felt I had to
come and join my old pal Gussy! I'm going to stand some
stunning spreads right through the term, and I'm going
to refurnish this study. You'll like the new stuff I'm
having sent from Trimble Towers—I mean, Trimble Hall.

“Lathom

It’s all inlaid oak and—— Yarroooogh!” :
Trimble roared as his head tapped the study table—
hard. ;
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irumoie was faivly strewn on the carpet. Blake and

Herries grabbed him and tore off his jacket, his waistcoat,
his tie, and his shoes—or, rather, Digby’s jacket and waist-
coat and tie and shoes. Evidently Trimble had been
making hay while the sun shone, as well as taking time by
the forelock.
l“VVant any help?’ grinned Levison, locking in 2t the
door.
. “Join in!” gasped Blake. “This fat burglar’s been help-
ing himself to old Dig’s things, the cheeky worm! I het
he’s got some more in his pockets. Up-end him and shake
the dashed things out! Hallo! There’s Dig’s fountain-
pen_already !” 5

“Phew!”

“The fat rotter!” ejaculated Levison in disgust.

Digby’s fountain-pen—ihe junior’s knew it at a glance—
dropped on the carpet. It was followed by Digby’s pocket-
knife, his silver pencil-case, and several other small items
they knew belonged to their absent chum.

That was apparently all, but more than enough, though
Trimble had evidently also taken to himself all Digby’s
books and things—or intended to.

“You—yon fat burglar!”

“Yarrooogh! I tell you Dig gave them to me!” howled
Trimble as Blake rolled him over with a bump. “I bagged
them! I got in first, and you—yow!—only want to bag
’em yourselves, you selfish beasts! Yarrooogh! Oh
crikey !

Bump, bump, bump, bump!

Trimble was propelled towards the door in a succession
of bumps, and rolled out into the passage. A shower of
articles followed him and rained down upon him—all sorts
of things that were obviously the fat youth’s property.

“Yarooogh! Stoppit! Yow!”

Trimble sat up dazedly, but a hefty Latin dictionary flew
from Blake’s hand and bowled him over again. And at
that moment Mr. Lathom, the little, good-natured master
of the Fourth, came along the passage, evidently making
for the Form-room. {

He did not look good-natured as hLe glowered through
his spectacles at the grovelling Baggy and his belongings.

“Trimble,” he thundered, “how dare you appear in
public without shoes, waistcoat, and jacket. And—— Ah,
were you boys responsible for Primble’s disgraceful siate 7"’
he added sternly, his eyes falling on Blake, Herries, and
Levison. e e i :

“Ahem! Y-e-es, sir.”

“Then explain your extraordinary eaction, Blake!”
snapped the master. ?

“Levison isn’t to blame, sir,” answered Blake. “ Herrics
and I don’t want Trimble in here, so we—we’'ve kicked him
out, sir. Whether Digby returns or not we—we don’t want
Trimble.  We—we shan’t get on well with him at all

Br." ’

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Lathom, gazing severely:

at Trimble, who was staggeripg to his feet. ““Do I under-
stand that Trimble has taken it upon himself to move with
his belongings into your study, Blake?”

*Yes, sir,” said Blake, staring. . “We—we're sorry if
you gave him permission, sir, but—-""

el s cer’tamly did not give Trimble permission to change
Eui\mi}, snapped Mr. Lathom. “Did Trimble say I had,

ake? :

* Ahem 1”7~ >

“Trimble, did you give Blake to understand that T gave
you permission to. change into- this study?” said Mr
Lathom sternly. : i ;

“Ow! Oh dear! Nunno, sir; not at alll - -
lake must be mistaken, sir. It was

“Qut with the fat rotter!” gasped
Blake. ‘Whether he’s got Lathom’s
permission or not, he’s going out, and
his rubbish after him. Now then,

“Hold on!” said Herries. v
fat toad’s wearing some of Dig’s things!

Solution of Last Week's
out— “why, the | ' HIDDEN NAMES’ Puzzle.

1'0}1115' only .a lark, sir,” said Trimble,
with* a groan. “What I really means
to say was that you hadn’t given me
. permission, sir. You—you—-"
“Silenice ! - It is obvious to me that
you are prevaricating, Trimble. You
will do me a hundred lines for having

4 8 ig’s ti % 3 jolly sure 2 ¢
ill;};?.Ess ng:lg'I?riltxig’le’zmjlac:l[(g alx?(l'ywalist- . 1. The Gem Library. f'hf 171;1.pudenace to. atiempt to change
coat! And the blessed shoes he's wear- 2. The Magnet Library. l\,nm? :‘.lilﬁ f:mz ‘t‘gt}:ﬁgt fgl?“;“i‘:l(x’;g ‘“};'*
e . s oy 12 L. oo . = . . 1 e
me \%TlﬁlDignsx’ {))110‘}(3; b Dutchman | 3. Martin Clifford.s olas? for telling falsehoods.” g» :

“I—T say, you fellows, it’s all serenc 4. Owen Conquest. & )‘h dea.,.!' :
about that !’ gasped Trimble in alarm. 5. Greyfriars School. Clear this rubbish away at once !”
“They’re all my togs, of course—not 6. Friardal thundered the master. “I will allow
Dig’s at all. Besides, Dig gave them to . riardale. you five minutes to do that and to dress.
me before he went.” 7. Sexton Blake. If T)'I(])]u are late in t_};(; ¥rm-room 1 shall

“What 7" St canEs double your imposition.”

“That's it,” said Trimble, blinking T; Gast;u.md. : “You, Blake and Herries, will do me
up at Blake. “Digby left them to me as 9. e Greyfriars Holiday fifty lines for taking matters into your
—as a parting gift, you know. He Annusl. own hands and causing this disfurb-

said—— Yooop! Oh crikey!”
Tae Gex LiBrary.—No. 1,037

ance.”

“Oh, yes, sir!”
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The irate and scandalised master rustled away, carefully
avoiding Trimble and his heap of “rubbish.”

“Only fifty lines,” grinned Blake. ‘We got off cheaply.
Trimble, you fat worm——" ; :

“ Beasts !” groaned Trimble. “1 wouldn't come into
vour mouldy old study after this if you asked me on your
bended knees. Yah! Beasts!”

“Serves you right!” grinned Blake.

““Hear, hear!” said Levison. ;

And the three juniors walked away, chuckling, leaving
Trimble scrambling desperately among 'This belongings.
They made for the Fourth Form room for first lesson, and
it was not until Trimble came in five m:nutes later and
lessons started that Blake became aware that Asthur
Augustus D’Arcy was absent from his place.

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Blake. ;

He blinked about him, but Arthur Augustus was un-
doubtedly absent. .

“Blake !” snapped Mr. Lathom, peering over his glasses
as was his wont. ‘“D’Arcy appears to be absent from the
Form-room. Do you know where he is?”

“Qh crumbs !” whispered Herries. “The—the awful
ass!’ .

Blake gasped. Since they had entered Study No. 6 with
the swell of the Fourth they had forgotten all about him:
But he had evidently seen his chance when they were busy
with Trimble and had slipped away.

“ No-nunno, sir!” gasped Blake, standing up in his place,
He certainly did not know where Gussy was, though he
had a horrid suspicion.

“Very well. You will go and look for him, Blake,”
said Mr. Lathom testily. “We arc alrcady late with
lessons, and I shall punish him severely when he does come
in. Find him and bring him here without delay, Blake!”

“QOh, yes, sir!” gasped Blake.

Herries grew more and more uneasy, and the face of Mr.
Lathom grew grimmer and grimmer as the minutes passed.
Whether Arthur Augustus found. the‘trail or not, there was
fairly certain to be trouble awaiting him when he-returned
to St. Jim’s,.

CHAPTER 6.
The Kidnappers Mistake !
UNDER tho thick rug Tom Merry lay still and quiet

as the car rushed’on through the night. .
He was bewildered—utterly staggered by - this
new development—a developmunt that scemed to
make the whole mystery deeper and decper. He had
expécted to be taken back to the house, and he had almost
Jaughed to himself as he felt himself lifted and realised
the mistake they were making. At that moment his one
thought had been to save Digby. He did not intend them
io find out their mistake until he knew Dighy would have
had ample chance to get clear.

But they had not taken him back to the house. The
three men—Tom knew it now—were not confederates of
Cavter and the people at Green Shutiers. They wero
obviously there at that hour, with no lights showing, for
no good purpose and quite unknown to the people at Green
Shutters.

Who were they? And why were they out to kidnap
Robert Arthur Digby? :

Tom Merry simply could not make head or tail of the
strange development., Yet he was determined not to show
by word or sign that the men had made a blunder—that they
had got the wrong feliow—yet. As the car rushed on, Tom’s
thoughts were busy. and it came to him that he would be
unwise to make a move. The hour was late, and he did

CAN YOU SOLV: THIS
PUZZLE, C.UiS5?

This week we are testing the ingenuity of our readers by
giving them another difficult Anagram to solve.
" Each of the following sentences, when the letiers are
correctly transposed, will be found to form the name of a
well-snown character at St. Jim’s.

Do what, pally Crusader?
I lick, reader!

Grin, O sly cub!

Dance, flit on!

I've rare rims.

Stagger—a limp, eh 7

My rash Ern ran.,

Long battle raid.

Smart b’hoy!

CONONHWN-

He left his place and hurried out, making straight for
the cycle shed. If I’Arcy’s machine was missing from the
shed, then it was pretty clear what had happened to him.
A single glance inside the shed told Blake the worst

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Biake to himself. *The awful
ass has gone, after ail! Oh crumbs!™ d

Still bopeful that Avrthur Augustus had not carried out
his threat and gone on the trail of Digby and Tom Merry,
Blake hurried back to the School House and looked in all
the Fourth Form studies. But they were all empty, and
Blake returned to the Form-room. But he saw no reason
why he shouid give Gussy away. He felt prefty certain
Grussy would soon find the search hopeless and return,

“%ou have not fourd him. Blake?" said Mr. Lathom

“No, sir,” said Blake, quite truthfully. “I can’t find
him anywhere.” *

“Very “oll” srapped the master, his face grim.- “You
may take your place, Blake.”

S ¥os, BIT.. :

Blake sat down, and lessons procceded—without Arthur
Augustus.  The swell of St. Jim’s at that moment was
riding along Rylcombe Lace with lessons far from his
mind. He did not trouble to look for ‘sign” yet. He
remembered that when Baggy Trimble had been kidnapped
in mistake for Digby he had been taken in the car on to
the Abbotsford road, and Arthur Augustus intended to
start his investigations and tracking there. He rode
serenely on, lessons and Form masters forgotten, while in
the Fourth Form room at St. Jim's the faces of Blake and

not wish to be left stranded on the dark roads, possibly
miles from anywhere. The men would undoubtedly be angry
when they discovered their mistake, and if they did not
actually harm him, they would, more likely than not, pitch
himn out of the car to shift for himself.

So he kept silent, lying still and motionless under the rug.

Once only—just after leaving Green Shutters—one of the
men leaned over him and spoke.

“You have nothing to fear, Master Digby,” he said. *I
think you can guess what this means. You are safe enough,
and have no need to be afraid. We are taking you to your
father now.”

“I—I understand!” muttered Tom.

He could almost have laughed. That the men should
expect hrim to believe that he was being taken to Sir Robert
Digby struck him as being ludicrous in the extreme.
< *“You can sit up now,” went on the man. “Put the rug
round you—here !” -

He helped Tom to his feet in the car. The other man
moved aside to make room for him on the seat. With the
rug round him the junior felt more comfortable . now.
Scarcely a moment later the car was rushing through
Abbotsford, and it was soon through the town and out into
open country again. z

The men did not speak again, nor did Tom. How long
the car sped on he could only guess, but it must have been
an hour or two as they flashed through villages and towns.
Tom was tired out; and he was dozing off when suddenly
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I%e becamme wide awake, aware that the car was slowing
dowi,

Then came the ¢runch of gravel under the tyres of the ear,
and he realised they were passing along a drive. It was a

long drive, and preseutly the car stopped before an imposing-

looking house, white against the background of dark trees.

As he was helped out of the car, Tom looked ahout him
keenly, and then he gave a start.

The house, even in the darkness, was familiar to him. He
had been there before. He recognised the terrace, the
visible even in the gloom.

It was Dighy’s home! - 2

As Tom Merry stood staring about him, stupidly now, the
hall doors opened and a flood of light shot over the steps. In
the open doorway stood Sir Robert Digby. e

balcony over the entrance porch, the wide stretches of lawn,

The man who had spoken to him in the car grasped his

arm and hurried him up the steps. A :

“Well?” demanded Sir Robert, peering out.  “Have
you——  Ah!” His eyes fell on Tom Merry; but even as he
saw him he started back, his face showing amazemient and
disappointment. * What—what——" :

“We have succeeded, Sir Robert,” said the man respect-
fully. “Here is Master Digby o ‘a

“You—you have succeeded, you say?’ bellowed - the
baronet, his face almost purple. “You—you blockheads!
You—yon dunderheads! This is not my son! What idiotic
blunder is this, begad?”’ ; .

‘ S-sus-sir Robert——" stuttered the man.

“This is not my son!” gasped Sir Robert, glaring at the
hapless Tom Merry. “Who——  Good gad! I know you,
boy ; you are a chum of Robert’s. Your name is Merry, and
you have been here with Robert on holiday?”

“ Ye-es, sir!” stammered Tom.

He was flabbergasted. and dismayed. He saw the deep
disappointment in the haronet’s face, and it did not make
him feel any the happier. But he felt sorrier for Digby’s
father than for himself in that moment. :

It all secemed fairly clear to him now—the later develop-
ment of the mystery, at all events. Sir Robert had obviously
been acquainted with Digby’s disappearance by Dr. Holmes,
and he had lost no time in getting these men—possibly
detectives—on the trail of the kidnappers. Yet even as that
theory came to him Tom could not help seeing the flaws in
it.  Why had the men approached Green Shutters so
cauttously if they were detectives, and why had they acted
so secretly? They had taken him for Digby, had collared
him and taken him away without troubling to scec or appre-
Lond the rascally kidnappers!

It all scemed beyond the junior. ‘ :

He stood silent, and after eyeing him half angrily, half
curiously, the baronet motioned to the man and went down
the steps with him to the gravel drive. Tom heard his
heated voice, though he did not distinguish the words—nor
did he try to. Apparently Sir Robert was telling the
detectives—if detectives they were—what he thought of
them. Sir Robert, as Tom Merry knew, was a somewhat
choleric gentleman with an uncertain temper, though he was
also generous and - good-natured to a fault, and all Dig’s
chums liked lLim immniensely. i -

He came back to Tom presently, and led the junior to the
library, bidding him to sit down—in kindlier tones now.

“Tell me how you came to—to be at Green Shutters,” he
said, speaking as if with an effort. “But first of all—do you
know wherc Robert is? As you have probably guessed, I
have been to St. Jim’s, and have learned from Dr. Holmos
that my son was missing and that you had gone after the
car in a plucky attempt to rescue your chum.” -

He waited, and Tom Merry told him what had happened
from the moment when he had jumped into the saddle of
St. Leger's motor-bike.

The baronet listened patiently, and he nodded at the end. :

“And you feel certain that Robert will be back at Sk,
Jim’s now ?’ he said.

“Yes, sir. Absolutely certain! If he had been canght
again Y should have heard or scen. I was last, and he had
vanished when I ran down the drive, though ‘I knew lLc
must be in front of me.” :

“You do rot think he would go back when he realized
something must have happened to you?’ asked the baronet.

“No, sir. In the ordinary way it was just what he would
do, of course. But I told him before we started that if
things went wrong, and if one didn’t manage to get clear,
the other was to take the bike and get away as soon as he
could, making for St. Jim's to get help. He would not
hear of the police. Better for one to get clear than for
both to be recaptured,” ended Tom.

“Yes, yes! Robert agreed to that then?”

“I don’t remember his agreeing exactly,” said Tom, frown-
ing slightly. “But he must have done that; he’d be mad if
he didn’t. T'm certain he’s safe at St. Jim’s now, sir.”

“You—you are quite sure that Robert has no idea what
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the business means? said Sir Robert, biting his moustache
and eyeing Tom sharply.

“Quite, sir; theugh he was upset, of course, and I could
see he suspected all sorts of things. I don’t think he imagines
for one moment that the rascals are holding him to ransom,

" because they treated him and myself so well, I suppose. But

it’s all very queer, sir.” :

And Tom looked hard at the baronet. He wondered if
Digby’s father knew, or suspected, what it meant. It seemed
nconceivable that he did not. Tom wondered if Sir Robert
would tell him if he did. Naturally, the captain of the Shell
was more than curions—a curiosity only natural under the
circumstances. But if he expected Sir Robert to say any-
thing he was mistaken.

‘The baronet rose quickly to his feet.

“ Well, it is too late to do anything to-night, my boy,” he

said, his face expressionless. “I1 will arrange for you to

- have a meal, and I had already had a bed prepared for—

for my son.”

“Please don’t bother. about me, sir,” said Tom uncom-
fortably. I really couldn’t eat anything.”

“As you will,” said the baronet. * You had better como
to your bedroom, then. ‘T will take you back to school early
in the morning, and I trust we shall find Robert safely
there,”

“TI hope so, sir!”

Ten minutes later, tired out and weary, Tom Merry was
sleeping soundly under the roof of Digbhs’s home,

CHAPTER 7.
Astonishing !

“ USsyt? :
G “Bai Jovel” ;
: Arthur Augustus D’Arey almost fell off his bike.

The swell of the Fourth had just turned on to
tho Abbotsford road from the Wayland road, and was just
on the point of really making a start on his investigations.

At St. Jim’s the task of geiting on the trail of the kid-
nappers had seemed a very simple task—to Arthur Augustus,
who not only prided himself on his tact and judgment and
many, many other things, but also on his unusual powers
as a scout and tracker. .

He had, first of all, carcfully examined the spot in Ryi-
combe Lanc where Digby had been captured. There had
been no rain since, and he had casily found tyre-marks of
cars. Unfortunately, there seemed dozens of them, and they
all secmed—to Arthur Augustus—alike. And as he had
blinked at them, it had dawned upon the amateur tracker
that it was not going to be an casy matter, after all, as Blako
had remarked. Since the previous evening scores of cars

had probably passed that way, and it was, indeed, like

searching for a needle in a haystack.

Still, Arthur Augustus had not been disheartened. o
had made straight for the Abbotsford road—though what ho
intended doing when he got there he had only a very vague
idea. But he was grimly in earnest in the matter. He had
felt the trouble with Digby more deeply than the others,
and he was concerned for his chuma’s safety. That he was
booked for serious trouble for having dared to “eut
lessons in such a reckless manner did not worry Avthur
Augustus in the least. "Self was always more or less in the
background where Arthur Augustus was concerned.

Arthur Augustus bad told his chums that he had guiio
made his mind up, and he meant it. He was resolved not
to return to St. Jim’s without his absent chums, or without
some news of them. :

But it began to look as if he wasn't going to find it ai all

“casy. And the noble face of Arthur Augustus was rather

glum and very thoughiful as he turned his bike on to the
Abbotsford road, to begin his task of tracking down the
missing juniors.

Indeed, so engrossed was he in the problem before him
that he was all but run down at the cross-roads by a large
open car that swept round the bend.  Then had come that
startlihg shout: ;

@ GUSSY!” -

The shout had come from the car, and it was in the well-
known, cheery voice of Tom Merry of the Shell at St. Jim’s.

Under the circumstances, it was really no wonder that the
swell of the Fourth nearly fell off his bike in his astonish-
ment. He had been riding’ with his head down, and he had
scarcely noticed the big car, though he had avoeided it as
by a miracle.

“Bai Jove!” gasped the junior, looking quickly over his
shoulder. “Gweat Scott, it weally is Tom Mewwy! Ilow
wippinlt” -

Arthur Augustus hurriedly dismounted from his machine.
The car had comé to*a standstill, and was now backing
towards him. At the wheel was an elderly gentleman with
rather grim features, and Arthur Augustus recognised him
as Sir Robert Dighy. Tom Merry was scated by his side,

.

&
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and they were the only ceripunte of the car. Arthur
Augustus looked in vain for . ..., and his face fell a little.

“bai Jove! 1 am vewy g.ad indeed to see you, 'lom
Mewwy!” he exclaimed eagerly. “Good-mornin’, sir!” he
added, raising his hat gracefully to Sir Robert. *‘I do not
see Dig with you, sir; but I weally do twust that he is
all wight?”

Arthur Augustus spoke breathlessly.
at him in sudden, startled alarm, - a
Sir Robert started, twisting round abruptly in his scat.
“Eh! What's that, boy?” he gasped. -

“Gussy!” stuttered Tom Merry. “What's wrong? What
are you doing out here at this time of the day ?”

“T am huntin’ for clues, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus.
“I have decided it is up to me to twack down the kid-
nappahs and wescue Dig. But—but if you have
succceded—"" :

“You mean you've left St. Jim’s to hunt for Dig?” almost
shouted Tom, as he opened the door of the car and stepped
into the road.

“Yaas! The Head was most un\\'oasonablq, and so I
decided to start out without permission,” explained Arthur
Augustus.  “You see——" 3

“You mean to say that Dig isn’t safe at St. Jim's?”

“Bai Jove! No, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus, his
face clouding again. “He is still missin’, of course——"

“Good gad!” Sir Robert glared at D’Arcy, his features
gﬁing purple. “What? Robert is not at St. Jim’'s, after
all?”

Tom Merry starcd

“No, sir,” said Arthur Augustus. “I wegwet that Digbay
has not been seen since he vanished last night, and noth{n:
whatevah has been heard of him. Have you seen nothin
of him, Tom Mewwy?” S :
Arthur Augustus’ noble face was a picture of dismay.
Though disturbed at only seeing Tom in the car, he had

hoped they had news of Digby—news that he was safe and.

well. But, apparently, they had not, and had imagined
he was at St. Jim’s. : -

““Seen him 7 echced Tom Merry, his own face going pale.
“Yes, Gussy: I followed the car last night—traced it to a
house on the Abbotsford Road, a house called Green
Shutters! But T was collared, too, and made a prisoner with
Dig. We escaped. though, and I thought Dig would be safe
at St. Jim’s now.” )

And Tom hurriedly related his adventures, while the
baronet; showing his disappointment and anger, looked on
impatiently.

“Gweat Scott!” gasped Arthur Augustus, as Tom
finished,  “Then—then old Dig must have been captured
again! He must be at that house now, for he did not
weturn to St. Jim’s.” ’

“Of course he is!” exploded Sir Robert. “You were
obviously mistaken, my boy, when you said that my son
had escaped! As we are so near to St. Jim’s, however, I
will run you back therc before going to. that confounded
housc! Why did I leave the matter in the hands of those
blundering idiots, instead of dealing with the matter myseif?
However, there shall be no blunder about the business this
time. Jump in, boy!” he added irritably. “I must see
Dr. Holmes, and then—well, we shall sce!”

Tom Merry’s face was crimson as he jumped into the car
again. He had been so sure—so absolutely certain that
Digby would have gone straight back to St. Jim’s, as was
practically arranged. But now he knew that Digby must
have gone back to the Green Shutters and had, obviously,
been captured aﬁain.

Without another glance at the astonished and bewildered
Arthur Augustus, the baronet started the car, and it glided
away, vanishing round the bend at a terrific speed.

“Bai Jove!” : .

Arthur Augustus stood with his machine and blinked
through his monocle. Tom Merry’s story was certainly
startling in the extreme. But at the moment Arthur
Augustus was thinking of the baronet’s strange attitude.

“I am vewy much surpwised at Sir Wobert!” murmured
Arthur Augustus. “Had I been in his place, I should
certainly have not bothahed to waste furthah time by
wushin’ to St. Jim’s. I should have been onlay too eagah
to go to Digbay’s wescue. Tom Mewwy and I could have
accompanied him, or he could have wushed off in the car
alone, and Tom Mewwy could have weturned on my back
step to St. Jim’s. Howevah, Sir Wobert may have his
weasons for not doin’ so!”

In Arthur Augustus’ noble mind, nobody—not even Dig’s
own father—was taking the matter seriously enough. And
suddenly the noble eye of the swell of the Fourth gleamed
with determination. In his view, every moment was
precious, and the sooner Dig was rescued the better. And
if nobody else was in a hurry to effect his rescue, then it
must be left to Arthur Augustus. The rescue would be
]a)c,(l:gmplished, alone and unaided, by Arthur Augustus

rey.

A moment after making the resolve, his bike had been
whirled round, and he was riding once more :towards

Abbotsford. But he rode hard now, going like the wind, his
monocle streaming behind him at the end of its cord.

The name of the house was an unusual one, and Arthur
remembered it easily enough. Moreover, there were few
large houses on the Abbotsford road, and:Arthur Augustus
fancied he remembered having seen a house with green
shutters, for obviously a house called by such a name would
have green shutters to the windows.

Gussy rode on, not troubling to wonder how he was going
to effect the rescue when he reached the house. That was a
detail to Arthuc Augustus. He was supremely confident of
his own powers and capabilitics, and such a thing as fear
never even entered his noble mind.

He came to the house at last—there could be no mistaking
it. He left his machine in the yew hedge, and then he
began to scout round. Though unafraid, Arthur Augustus
realised that caution was necessary. He also realised that
strategy—and plenty of it—would be necessary, for obviously
he could not take the house by assault and battery, as it
were, and effect Digby’s rescue that way.

“It is weally wathah difficult aftah all,” murmured the
would-be rescuer, peering cautiously down the tree-shaded
drive. “Yaas,” he added, as he noted the name on the
gateposts, “it 1s Gween Shuttahs wight enough. But weally
it does not seem to be a place where one would expect
despewate kidnappahs to live. It is vewy, vewy stwange !
Howevah, I will scout wound !”

And Arthur Augustus began to scout round, beginning by
making a dive into the laurels and other bushes of the
shrubbery. Tt was a simple matter to approach the house
unseen, and- presently the junior found himself round the
side of the house. There he stopped- and scanned the win-
dows, hoping to.catch a glimpse of Digby—if his chum
really was there.

And then, almost at once, he was rewarded.

At one of the upper windows a form appeared. It was
Digby, and he started back in surprise as he sighted Arthur
Augustus. Then, as the swell of the FFourth waved a hand,
he answered quickly.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus, in great excite-
ment. “How vewy lucky!”

He was just on the point of moving nearer to the house
when a man came round the corner of the building. Fe was
the gardener, and just in time Arthur Augustus dodged
down behind a clump of low bushes.

Fortunately ‘he had not been seen, and the man started
working on a flower-bed. But it was scarcely half a dozen
yards away, and the low bushes barely hid the breathless
unior. -

: “Oh, gweat Scott !” murmured Arthur Augustus.

His present hiding-place ‘was undoubtedly unsafe. At
any moment the man might move nearer and he could not
fail to see him if he did. So the junior looked about him
swiftly for another hiding-place.

His eye fell on the garage—a brick building with double
doors just across the gravel path near where he was crouch-
ing. The doors stood invitingly half-open, and after
hesitating a brief moment, Arthur Augustus took the plunge.

A quick look at the unsuspecting gardener, and the next
instant he was darting on tiptoe for the garage. He reached
it, and then he slipped inside, and peered back. The man
was still working—evidently he had heard and seen nothing.

“Oh, good!” murmured Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove!
‘What am I to do now?”

It was a problem. It was more difficult to leave the
garage without being scen than it had been to leave the
shelter of the bushes. Arthur Augustus decided to wait
there, at all events until the unwelcome gardener had
moved..

But suddenly the question was decided for the junior.

There came the sound of a car, and ‘Arthur Augustus
heard it moving down the gravel drive, and stop before the
house. After a moment or so, he heard it- again, and this
time—to his great alarm—it came towards the garage. In
a flash the junior realised that discovery was imminent.
The car had obviously brought somebody to the house, and
was now going to be housed in the garage.

“Oh cwumbs ! groaned Gussy. =

He had drawn the doors almost shut, and now he peeped
through the narrow opening. A car was moving slowly
towards the garage backwards. It was a big blue car, and
D’Arcy recognised it as the car Trimble had been taken away
in. The next moment the car stopped close to the door, and
the chauffeur jumped out, coming towards the doors to
open them wide.

Arthur Augustus recognised the man also. It was John-
son, the driver who had handled them so easily, and Arthur
Augustus trembled, looking about him wildly.

But there was no place in the garage to hide, and Arfhur
Aungustus swiftly decided to make a desperate rush for it
the mome=»t the doors opened.

He got no rhance to do that, however?
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Even as the man’s fingers closed on the door-handle, foot-
steps sounded outside, and then a voice—a cultured, female
voice :

““Oh, Johnson, I have changed my mind !’ came the voice
in firm, clear tones. “I will have the car at cleven, not
twelve. Kindly have it at the door at eleven prompt! It
will give me more time to do some necessary shopping in
Lewes before going on to the hoat at Newhaven.”

“Very good, my lady !” :

Arthur Augustus almost fainted. The voice was a voice
he had heard before—it was familiar to him. And as he
heard the chauffeur’s answer, he knew to whom it belonged.

The revelation staggered him,

And as he stood gasping, dumbfounded, the doors opened
and Johnsoa stepped inside—colliding violently with Arthur
Augustus as he did so, and knocking Gussy’s topper over
his eyes.

What happened next was rather unexpected and very
embarrassing for the noble Arthur Augustus.

As both chauffenr and Gt staggered back from the
impact, somebody rushed past Johnson, and clasping Arthur
Angustus, kissed him on both cheeks,

“ Robert—my dear boy !

“Oh, bai Jove!”

Tt was Lady Digby—Robert Digby's mother !

And it was obviously another case of mistaken identity !
. Arthur Augustus saw that at once. He had recognised
the voice, and as he stood amazed, Johnson had barged into
him, knocking his hat over his eyes, and hiding half his
face.

And at that moment, Lady Dighy—who clearly knew her
son was at Green Shutters—had turned and seen him.

Being in Etons and about Digby’s height and build, she
had naturally taken him for Dighy—not dreaming any
other St. Jim’s fellow was within miles, it was a very
;)atm'}al fmd simple mistake on her part.

“Oh'1” :

Lady Digby had realised her mistake now, however, and
she started back with a ery of astonishment.

“QOh!” she repeated breathlessly. “I thought—— Obh. it
is you, D’Arcy! I—I thought it was Robert!”

Arthur Augustus blushed crimson; but he did noi forget
his mianners. and, raising his hat, he bowed. He had never
been more bewildered in his life. Arthur Augustus knew
Dig’s mother well, of course, having spent more. than one
holiday at her house. She was a tall, stately lady, with
kindly features. Yet it was a firin face, showing unusual
strength of will and character.

She seemed to force a smile now; and she held out her
hand to the flustered and bewildered Arthur Augustus.

“J—1 did not know that you were here—that any of
Robert’s friends were here,” she said, with a glance at the
startled Johnson. “I was not told But you must excuse
me. I must see Robert at once. If you will walk about the
garden until Robert can see you—->

“QOh—oh, yes, Lady Digby!” gasped Arthur Augustus
dazt))’dly. “I—I am all wight; pway do not wowwy about
e,

Lady Dighy foreed another smile, nodded, and hurried
away. She was obviously much taken aback and agitated
at discovering him there, obviously not dreaming that he
had been hiding there unknown to the people in the house.
And Arthur Augustius had been far too staggered and
flustered to explain or ask questions. He stared and starved
after Dighy’s mother, his monocle dangling from its cord,
his mouth open. He was, as he would have put it, “all in
a fluttah.”

He was! Lady Dighy—Dig’s mother—was the very last
person he could have dreamed of finding at that house—the
house where her son, kidnapped, was held a prisoner. And
she knew he was there, whether she was aware he was a
prisoner or not.

It was amazing. All sorts of strange theories flashed
through the junior’s troubled mind. That she had come
there to get Digby released—to bring the ransom, if ransom
had been demanded of her, seemed absurd in the circum-
stances. She had spoken to Jobnson as she would have
spoken to her own chauffeur, and the words she had used
were certainly very strange indeed.

Arthur Augustus thought of rushing after her to warn
her—to tell her the truth in case she did not know it. Bub
it was probably too late to do that in any case now.

*“Oh, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus replaced his topper and jammed his
monocle into his eye. He looked at Johnson, who was
regarding him curiously as he started to move about the
garage. He wondered why Johnson did not attack him
and make him. prisoner as he had made Digby. And yet
such proceeding seemed absurd on the face of things. #

The junior walked away, his eyes on the house, and
glancing behind next moment, Arthur Augustus saw that
Johnson was taking no further notice of him.
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“Obh, bai Jove!” repeated Arthur Augustus dazedly once
more. “Oh, gweat Scott! Whatevah can be the meanin’
of the mystewy !”

As be strolled about Arthur Augustus started several times
as if to go up boldly to the house, but each time he changed
his mind again, remembering Lady Digby’s request to walk
in the garden. It came to him that she did not want him
in the house—yot.

Suddenly the junior jumped as a hurried step sounded
behind him, and next instang a hand clutched his arm. He pt
jumped round, to recognise Digby, who was hatless.

“Bai Jove! Dig A

“Quick ! gasped Digby.

“What?”

Arthur Augustus jumped.
and agitated face.

“Bai Jove! Dig—

“Clear, you idiot!” snapped Digby,
grabbing Gussy’s arm and fairly drag-
ging him into the bushes. “After me,
and mind nobody sees us! Quick!”

R

“Come on!”

“But weally

“Come on

“Oh, gweat Scott!”

(Gussy was astounded,
voice was so urgent that he allowed
himself to be hustled and rushed
through the bushes of the shrubbery.
Dighy glancing behind him every second
t > sure they unobserved.
They reached the gateway at last, and
there Digby halted a brief instant.

“You  biked, I suppese, Gussy?
Where's your jigger

“Oh, deah!” Arthur Augustus panted.
“In the hedge heah! But——"

“Run for it, Gussy!”
Tie stared at Dighy’s white

£

hissed Digby savagely.
Dig—your mothah 2

but Digby’s

=z

Baggy Trimble left Study No. 6 in a succession of bumps and spra
A shower of articles followed and rained down upon him. ““Ow! €
dazedly, but a hefty Latin dictionary flew from Blake’s hand, and bow|
At that moment Mr. Lathom turned the corner of ths pas
Dighy sighted the machine in the hedge and sprang to- £ .x,
wards it. He dragged it into theroad. : ;
“ You nust lend me this, Gussy—you mmust!” he gasped.
@1 . : Y3 I S
Pll explain everything perhaps later. You see that clump
of trees along the road there 7 .
“Oh, yaas! But—" -
“Youwll find St. Leger’s motor-bike there—hidden on the 7
opposite side of the road behind the hedge. Get it and rush '
it along to the garage farther along. Get some petrol in
the tank. You've got some cash?”
“Yaas. Weally =
“Fill up and come after me as hard as you can pelt.
Watch out as you ¥ass here, and don’t stop.- You should
catch me up before I get far. You can have vour bike back
then, and I'll take the mo’-bike.” :
Yk Weally, Dig—"

4

sweat Scafbt?
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awled in the Fourth Form passage.

Stoppit !

vied him over again.
(See Chapter 5.)

ssage.

Digby did not wait. He grabbed: the machine and leaped
into the saddle. The next moment he was racing hard along
the road ‘in the direction of St. Jim’s. Arthur Augustus
gaped after him in dumbfounded amazement.

Then, realising there was need for haste, though utterly
fogged, Arthur Augustus started off for the clun_Jp of trecs
at full-pelt. He casily found the bike, and ran it out into
the road. Then he started off for the garage.

It was only a few minutes’ walk, and after filling the
petrol-tank, Arthur Augustus started back, getting the last
ounce of speed out of St. Leger’s machine. He was used
to handling a motor-bike, and he went past Green Shutters
like a streak, and scttled down to an exhilarating ride.

But evidently Digby had fairly. flown on the bicycle, for

Yow ! Trimble sat up

v
¢ Yarcooh ! ”’

he had nearly rcached the cross-roads outside Rylecombe
when he sighted his chum, .

And Digby was not alone. He was standing \varh‘ the
machine by a car, and by the car was his father. Gussy
realised what it meant. Sir Robert had started for Green
Shutters after leaving Tom Merry at St. Jim’s—indeed,
Gussy wondered why he had taken so long getting such a
short distance, not knowing that a breakdown had delayed
the baronet.

But evidently all was well, for the engine of his ear was
running sweetly enough now, and as Gussy roared up and
stopped, Sir Robert, who was looking strangely angry,
climbed into his car and took the wheel. Tt was clear from
the faces of Digby and his father that they had been 7(].1‘.\:-
cussing something very serious. Dighy’s faece was white
and deeply troubled.

““ GRUNDY’S GREAT ADVENTURE!'!®™ ’ 15

-

“Heah I am, deah boy!” gasped Arthur Augustus, drop-
ping from the saddle and raising his topper to the baronet.
“You had better stick to the motor-bi vele, my boy '?
exclaimed Sir Robert gruffly. Robert will join me in the
car, and the bicycle can be lifted on the rear seats.”

“Vewy good, sir!”

Arthur Augustus was surprised, but Digby zaid nothing.
Ho lifted his machine on io the car and made it securé,
and 2 few moments later they were making for St. Jim's,
Arthur Augustus riding behind the car. The swell of St.
Jim’s looked what he was—absolutely bewildered. But
neither Sir Robert nor Dig seemed inclined to sav any-
1hmg? and Arthur Augustus ‘wasn't the fellow ta aik
questions.

CHAPTER 8.
Dighy’s Return !

« UsSsy .
“Here he is, the fathead I
“Now for fireworks I”?

A buzz ran through the class as Arthur Augustt
marched into the Fourth Form-rcom close on the end of
second lesson that morning. -

It was generally known why Arthur

Augustus had “cut
lessons now. As he failed to turn up, Mr. Lathom had
cross-examined Blake, and that junior had felt obliged io
mention that he believed Arthur, Augustus had gone to huns
for the missing juniors, °
The news had filled Mr. Lathom with ‘towering wrath.
And now Arthur Augustus had turtied up, after defying
his headmaster and ignoring suc :
lessons !
. It was not surprising that the Form anticipated a warm
time for the swell of the Fourth. -
The juniors were excited enough as it was, for Gussy's
action was not the only sensation. It was during morning
break that Tom Merry had arrived at St. Jim’s with Sir
Robert Dighy, and scores of fellows had scen him arrive,
and his arrival had been greeted with cheers, After that
the whole school looked forward to hearing an execiting
story from Tom Merry—and news of the missing Dighy.
But no story was forthcommg—exciting or otherwise '
The fact was that Sir Rebert had asked Tom to keep
his adventures a secret from the school in general, and
Tom was not' the fellow to disregard such a request in
the peculiar circumstances. And after reporting his stor:
to the Head—he had been obliged to do that, of course-
Tom had been quietly commended for his pluck and
resource by the Head. and My. Railton, and had joined his
Form at second lesson.
But to all eager appeals for information he had turnod
a deaf ear, only telling his own chums what had happened.
And the school had been obliged to lef their curiosity go
unsatisfied. +

h small matters as morning

And now the Fourth were cager to hear—in a more
humorous way—what had been happening to  Arthur
Augustus. From the stecly gleam in Mr. Lathom'’s eye

they fancied they knew what was in store for him.

“So—" gasped - Mr: Lathom, glowering at Arthur
Augustus.  “So you bave had the goodness to return,
D’Arey!”

“Oh, yaas, sir!” Yaas, wathah!®

Arthur Augustus was quite calm. He might have been
just arriving a minute late for class instcad of having
played truant nearly the whole morning. -

He handed a folded note to Mr. Lathom.

“From Dr. Holmes, sir!” he exelaimed.

“Oh, indeed !” snapped the master of the Fourth, taking
the note but still glowering at the junior. “You have seen
the headmaster then, D'Arcy 7

“QOh, yaas, sir!”

“Has he punished you for
cseapade?” demanded Mr. Lathom.

“Oh, no, sir! Ahem! T think he wishes
me, sir!” murmnred Arthur Avgustus. “He
at the moment!” ‘

“I shall certainly do so most severelyr, D’Arey,” barked
the master wrathfully. “You have dared to ignore classes
in order to go on a perfectly ridiculons and absurd wild-
goose chase.”

“Not at all, sir,” said. Arthur Awvgustus, with mild
indignation. “T have been on the twack of the kidnappahs
in ordah to find Digbay and bwing hLim baek.”

“A perfectly idiotic proceeding in the circumstances,”
snorted Mr., Lathom. “I do not overleok your motive,
but you must have been well aware that such a quest
was hopeless.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Arthur
T found Digbay all wight, and
Jim’s with him.”

this—thiz extraordinary

vou to punisi
is vewy busy

Augunstus, - “You see.
have just awwived at St

Tue Gev Lisrary.—No. 1.037.



16 Every Wednesda};,

“What?” '

Mr. Lathom jumped. A thrill went through the Form.

“The—the silly duffer!” breathed Blake. “What the
thump is the ass talking about?”

“You—you found Digby and have just arrived here with
him?” stuttered Mr. Lathom faintly.

“Yaas, sir! Digbay and his pater are with the Head
now, and the Head asked me to hand you that note.”

“Bless my soul !”

Mr. Lathom looked at the note then. e rcad it, and
then he gazed at the swell of St. Jim’s, his face showing
his amazement. s

“Digby certainly has returned,” he said quictly. “I am
exceedingly relieved and glad to hear it. Dr. Holmes,
however, wishes me to cane you for your reckless defiance
of his orders and missing morning lessons, D’Arcy. Kindly
hold out your hand.”

Arthur Augustus held out his hand calmly. Mr. Lathom
gave him one on each hand. But they were exceedingly
light, and Arthur Augustus still looked. calm as he walked
to his place.

“Well, you—you lucky beggar!” whispered Blake.

“Lucky isn’t the word for it!” breathed Herries. “What
the thump’s happened, Gussy? © Where’s Dig been ?”

“Yes, what’s happened, Gussy?” :

A chorus of eager whispers assailed the ears of Arthur
Augustus; but he heeded them not. Mr. Lathom did,
however, and the questioning ones ceased troubling him
when Mr. Lathom had handed a few lines out with threats
of canings. - Shortly afterwards, however, the bell rang
and morning lessons ended. : -

There was a rush round the swell of the Fourth. But
he serenely disregarded the curious ones, and guarded by
his<chums marched to find sanctuary in Study No. 6. They
were joined a few seconds later by Tom Merry, Monty
Lowther and Manners. =
G'l‘om Merry closed the door after them and looked at

ussy. :

“You've got back, then, Gussy?”’ he said quietly. “I
guessed you must have gone on afterwards when you
didn’t turn up. You’ve been to Green Shutters, of course?”

Arthur Augustus hesitated. y

“I see you haven’t told these chaps anything yet,” said
Tom quietly again. “But I can’t see any harm in it,
Gussy DI’ve told T.owther and Manners all T know. The
Head told me to keep the matter to myself because Sir
Robert ‘asked him to. But Sir Robert told me he had
no obiection to my speaking about it to my chums, who
were Dig’s chums, and whom we knew would keep it to
themselves.” - -

“Then—then you know what the whole blessed mystery
means?” exclaimed Blake eagerly. -

“Not at all'” said ‘'Tom Merry. . “It beats me hollow.
Sir Robert told me nothing. I only know what happened
to Dig and to me. " Dig doesn’t know anything either—or
he didn’t last night.”

“You'll tell us that!” said Blake eagerly. “I—IT'm
dashed worried about old Dig. and I bear no malice over
his; not trusting me over that . phoune affair. He was
worried—we know that! T only wish we knew what was
the. matter and could help him.” -

“Tll tell you all I know, anyway,” said Tom. *You
can say what you think about i1t. Then perhaps Gussy
will tell .us how he got on.”

“Vewy well, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus.

Tom Merry told them of his chase after the kidnappers,

and of his' adventures afterwards until Sir Robert had -

brought him back to St. Jim’s. :

His chums listened in amazed silence—only Arthur
Augustus showing no surprise.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Blake, when he had finished.
“What a—what a queer affair!”

“Jolly queer!” agreed Herries, locking bewildered.
“What on earth can it all mean? Gussy——"

“My stowy will make it seem queewah still, deah boys,”
said Arthur Augustus. “It is heapin’ mystewy on mystewy !
Listen !”

Arthur Augustus described his adventures that morning,
and when he mentioned his meeting with Lady Digby his
chums fairly jumped. They were still more amazed as he
told of Digby’s strange conduct afterwards.

There was silence when he had finished.

“Phew!” breathed Tom Merry. “It fairly beats the
band, chaps! What does the Head think about it all,
Gussy 2’

“I weally do not know,” said Arthur Augustus, shaking
his head. “I just welated what had happened, and then
Sir Wobert came in with old Dig, and the Head sent me
with that note to Lathom. But he looked vewy stwange, I
thought !”

There was a silence. Before anyone could speak again
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the door opened and Digby walked in. He stopped short
as he saw the ‘juniors together there. He would have
gone out again had not Blake jumped forward and caught
him by the arm,

:‘Dlg !” he gasped. “Dig old chap—"

‘Let me ‘go!” said Digby thickly. He shook Blake’s
arm off savagely. “Let go, you cad!”

Blake staggered back, biting his lip hard,

It did not occur to him that Digby knew nothing of what
had happened at St. Jim’s since he had been absent—of tho
fact that Racke had been bowled out, and that he had
owned up to his caddish trick over the phone message.

But Tom saw the reason for Dig’s action in a flash, and
he jumped to the door and put his back to it. *

“Hold on, Dig!” he s4claimed eagerly. “Therc's some-
thing you don’t know yet—something that’s happened while
you’ve been away!”

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur Augustus
excitedly. “Dig, deah boy—"

.“Merry, vou cad!” said Digby, his facc white and pas-
sionate. “Let me go!”

“Not yet !” said Tom firmly. “If you'd been at St. Jim’s
five minutes later yesterday evening you would have learned
something, Dig—something ycu shall hear now !”

“If it’s about that cad,” said Digby, glaring at Blake, “I
won't listen! Let me pass!”

“ Listen to me, Dig,” said Tom patiently. “You've always
been as keen on fair play as any other chap, and I want
you to listen to me now, and give Blake fair play.”

“(;I‘m Lxstenmg, then,” said Digby, compressing his lips.
o on. :

“You said to me last night,” went on Tom, speaking
calmly, “that Blake must have funked meeting you behind
the boathouse.  He did nothing of the sort. It was Gussy,
here, who was responsible. Gussy, the old ass, made sure
that you should not fight Blake by locking Blake and
Herrics in the wood-shed!”

‘“ Ol‘ !)7

“It was a silly-ass trick——"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Dry up a minute, Gussy. Well,"it turned out for the
best in one way. While they were locked in the shed, Blake
and Herries heard Racke and his pals_come along. They
were there for a quiet smoke. And they were bragging
and gloating over the fact that it was Racke who had
taken that message from your pater, checked him, and
given Blake’s name, to pay you out for what you gave him,
and to make more trouble between Blake and you.”

“Wha-at ?” N

Digby went white, and then crimson,

“You— you mean that!”" he muttered.

“Every word! When Racke opened the door, Blake and
Herries rushed out and collared him. They forced him to
own up by threatening to report the matter. Racke owned
up. He also told that it was Trimble who had first set that
yarn about that your pater had gone smash—and not Blake,
Herries, or ID’Arcy.”

Dighby said nothing. He looked at Blake strangely.

“That was why Blake didn’t turn up for the fight in
time,” said Tom. “But he did turn up—at least, he meant
to, and he yanked Racke along with him, meaning to make
him own up to you himself. But—well, you can guess the
rest. When he came along you had just gone—taken away
by those men.”

Digby licked his lips. Then he turned to Blake.

“T'm sorry, Blake,” he stammered. “I—I've been a
rotten cad. I—I'd like to shake and make it up, but—
well, I suppose you wouldn’t after this. I ought to have
believed you. I'm sorry! I can’t say more—except that
my only excuse is that I've been worried about things.”

Blake held his hand out promptly and frankly.

“You've said enough, old chap,” he said. “Shake, and
let’s forget it!" Old Gussy’s an awful ass, but he did the
right thing for once—though it was by accident.”

There was a chuckle, and Arthur Augustus frowned. But
Dig did not smile. He shook hands frankly enough, fizss
with Blake, and then with the others.

“Good men!” said Tom Merry.  “Take your examplo
from the Shell, you Fourth Kids, and live together happity
after this.”

“It’s too late for that,” said Digby quietly.

“Eh? What’s that?” :

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.
you mean, Dig, deah boy ?”

“I mean that 'm leaving St. Jim’s this evening—for good,
I believe,” said Digby, his face working strangely. “My
pat~- told me this morning. I'm to leave St. Jim's
to-night. IT'm to go with him, and be with him, It's
rotten !

““Oh, bai Jove!”

“Wkhat do
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CHAPTER 9.
Rough “on Racke !
IGBY’S startling news was a blow to his chums,
D They stared at him aghast.
“You—you mean that, Dig?” gasped Blake.
“Yes. I shall be busy packing this afternoon.
The pater’s coming with the car at five this evening. I've
been ordered not to go cut of gates this afternoon.”

“How feahfully wotten, Dig!”

The faces of Blake & Co. were pictures of dismay. The
rift in tho lute had been healed; all was clear; the clouds
had vanished, and now this was to happen. They were to
lose Digby, after all!

“But \\'hy?” demanded  Blake.

“Y can’t tell you that,” said Digby, his face flushing. “I
—1 expect you fellows are mystified about the w hole busi-
ness. I know you must be, and I know you feel I ought
io tell you everything. But I can’t. I told Tom Merry last
night that I didn’t know what it all meant; and I didw’t
then. But—but I do know now! T can’t fell you fellows,
though, and T hope you won’t ask me. That’s all ”

“We certainly won’t worry you again about it, old chap,”
saxd Tom Merry frankly. - “But if you want any help—well,
you've only got to ask for it.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

Digby. He did not like it.  Certainly Racke had acted
dbommably, but he had been amply punished, in Tom's
view. $Still, as Lowther had'said, it would do him no harni,
and Ra(ko had richly carned many lickings which he had
escaped in the pa st. - But, after all, it was Digby’s affair, in
a way. Racke had insulted his father—a thmg no fellow
could be expecfod to stand quietly.

And obviously Dighy was determined to make Aubrey
Racke pay for his caddishness.

He reached Racke’s door, kicked it oped, and strode into
the room. Baggy Trimble, as usual when trouble iwas
about, was on the spot, and he gave.a shout as-he sau
ow\, march into Racke’s study. ;

“I say, you chaps—quick! "Old Digbyls after Racke!
It’s about that phone affair, I bet. He, he, he!”

"Shut up, lnm\)]u o -

“Yarrooogh !’ :

Blake’s boot clumped behind Tumbm, and his cachinna-
tion changed abruptly to a howl. -

But several curious faces had looked out into the passage,
and soon a crowd was bu;md Tom Merry & Co, in -the
doorway.

Racke had looked up as Dlgbs mtorc\d but he leaped
to his feet as he recognised his visitor. He soon saw fron:
the Fourth-Former’s face what- Digby’s visit - meani.
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“But we're sorry you're going,” said Tom glumly. “It’s
rotten !

“I wish I wasn’t going, I can tell you,” said Digby.

“But,” he added, his eyes glinting, “there’s one tmnrr
mean to do before I go. I'm going to give that cad Racko
the licking of his life. Tt was all through him—though I
admit a lot of it was my own fault—that I fell out with my
pals, &ou fellows can come with me, and I'll deal with
him now.’

And Digby started for the door, and, judging by his face,
there was a rough time ahead for the cad of the Shell,

Tom Merry stopped him.

“IIold on,” he said quickly. “Let that drop now, old
man. Racke’s been punhhed cnough—he’s been pitehed
into a ditch, and the fellows in the Fourth ducked him in
the dormitory. And on top of that, after he had owned
up to the Head, he got a jolly tough licking from him.”

“TIt makes no difference,” said Digby, through his teecth,
“Stand aside !”

Tom Merry stood aside. Digby’s expression showed him
Hmt it would be melcx to argue the matter.

“Let it go on,” said Lowther. “ Another little licking
won't do dear old Racke any harm; it’ll do him good.
Come on!”

And Lowther followed Digby as he left the study. Tom
Merry frowned, and joined the others as they hurried after

Indeed, Racke had dreaded Digby's return, knowing there
would have to be a reckoning with him.
It had come now, and Racke shivercd.
‘I-I Look here ! he blustered. Who—\\ho asked
you to barge in my room like this, Digby?
Tt was the blustering fear of a coward,
““Nobody asked me, Racke,” said Dighy.
know why I'm here.
1ocl\omng,

“I fancy yon
You and T have got to have a
aclm you cad !

‘Get out!” spluitered Racke.

“Not much. You can take your “coat off, and these
fellows will see fair play.” /

“You—you call it fair play,” muttered Racke savagely.
“You know you can lick me. I don’t call it fair play.
It’s rotten bullying!”

“You should have tho\.ghn of that before playing your
dirty, caddish trick!” satd Digby. “Take your coat oft
and put your fists up. You may as well make a fight of
it, you funk! If you don’t I shall start on you just the
same, Look lively !’

“I—I won’t!” ga~ped Racke,
meditating a dash for escape. . “Look here! T've been
pmushed for what I did. The fellows have ragged me,
and I’ve been ducked in a diich, too, and my clothes almeost
ruined. And I've had a Head’s licking, too!”
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“That makes.no difference to_me,” said Digby calmly.
“Youve had hidings ~and lickings before, and they've
done you no good. You. desetye more than you've already
had. "And, anyway, I'm the man to settle with you for
your caddish cheek to my pater. If you'd had a dozen

duckings and’ lickings it would make no difference to me.

Put your fists up!”

“J—I won’t! Tom Merry, stop this, can’t you? You're

junior skipper.” e

“It’s not for me to stop it,” said Tom Merry, his lip
curling as he looked at the shivering cad of the Shell.
“ Apologisé ‘to ‘D:gby, though, if you funk -a scrap, and
perhaps he’ll let you oftf.”

“An apology won’t* suit me, not an apology from that
scheming cad !” said Digby. **I’'m leaving 8t. Jim’s to-day,
but I'm licking that rotter before T go! Racke set it
about that I was leaving when ‘it wasn’t true. Well, it’s
true now—-""- -

" “Look here!” panted Racke.  “I swear I didn’t set that
story about, Dighy! It was Trimble!. He was listening
outside your study door when you were  talking about
trouble at home. He knew your pater hadn’t sent you any
cash lately, and he jumped to the conclusion that he’d
gone smash. - Ie added the rest about your leaving, too.
It’s been proved he did it. Grundy caught him listening
outside your study door and kicked him along the passage.”

“That’s right,” said Jack - Blake, nodding. “You
remember hearing Trimble howl, Dig. We rushed out
and just saw Grundy chasing the fat rotter along the
passage 7"’

“It was Trimble !’ hissed Racke

There was a sudden laugh from the passage as a commo-
tion came from round the doorway, followed by the sound
of scudding feect. :

“Trimble’s .gone while the going’s good!” chuckled
Monty Lowther,

“Ha; bha, ha!’

But Dighy did not laugh.

“I’m not dealing with that matter now, Racke,” he said,
losing patience suddenly. ““I’ll give you two seconds. Put
your fists up! Ready? Here goes!”

His fist shot out. = Racke just dodged it, .and next
moment they were at it, Racke hitting out and guarding
desperately. He saw now that there was nothing for it
but a scrap, and he defended himself as best he- could.

It was an exceedingly brief fight, but while it lasted
Racke had the time of his life.” It lasted exactly three
minutes, but it seemed like tliree years to the hapless
Aubrey. Digby drove him round the study about a dozen
times, and by that time Racke’s nose was streaming rved,
his right eye showing purple, and rapidly closing.

“That’s enough, Dig!” called Tom sharply *Stop!”

Digby dropped his hands. He was not really a vengeful

junior. Far from it. His indignation and anger had been.

given vent, and he was feeling better. Racke was on his
back on the carpet, obviously with no intention of getting
up again. Digby turned abruptly and left the room, the
crowd round the doorway opening to let him threugh. 1t
was just as well the fight had stopped when it did, for it
was surprising that no master or prefect had appeared on
the scene already: T

“Well, that’s that!” said Blake. “Come on!”

“‘{{s it’truc Dig’s leaving ?” asked Bernard Glyn.

“Yes.? 3

“Oh, how rotten!” :

And_it was rotten—rotten news to all the fellows who
knew Digby and liked him, and they were many. But the
glummest face in the dining-hall that day was Digby’s own.
He scarcely ate anything, and he could not speak even to
his own chums. It was to be his last appearance in Hall, and
he felt it keenly. And that was not all. Digby knew what
the mystery was that surrounded him now, and even his
own chums, respecting his desire for secrecy in the matter;
little dreamed of the deep despair and misery in his heart.

CHAPTER 10.
Digby s Resolve !

“ 1G, deah boy——"
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy spoke haltingly.
It was some time after dinner. Robert Arthur

Digby was packing in Study No. 6. His heart
was heavy, and he worked slowly, stopping every now aud
again as if undecided whether to go on with the unpleasant
job or not.

His chums were in the study now. Although Digby had
told them some time ago that he wished to be alone, and
that he needed no help, his chums could not bring them-
selves to go. They looked on as miserably as Dig himself.
What thoughts were passing in Digby's mind they could
only guess. But it was clear from his strangely undecided
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actions that he scarcely knew where he was or what he
was doing. He packed things® in his bag, and he took
them -out again the next moment. It almost seemed as
though he was intentionally wasting time—intentionally
taking as much time ovr the unpleasant job as he could.

“Dig, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus again, “I-—I
suppose it’s no good tacklin’ your pater, twyin’ to.persuade
him to allow you to stay at St. Jim’s? Although I say it

. myself, I wathah pwide myself on my tact in mattahs of

this nature. If I talked to him—told him how wotten it is,
he might 2 :

“No use,” said Digby, with a faint smile. “You're a
good sort, old chap, but you wouldn’t be able to move the
pater a fraction of an inch. He says I'm to go, and I
shall have to go unless—”

“Bai Jové! Unless what, deah boy ?”

“A chance ?” said Blake eagerly.

“Nothing!” said Digby, setting his lips. “Look here,
you fellows, no good you wasting a whole half just watch-
ing me pack. I wish you'd trot out—really! I'd much
rather be alone. We’ll have tea together. TI'll get it ready
myself. You chaps go down to the footer.”

“If—if you really mean it—" said Tom Merry hesi-
tatingly.

“I do. I hardly know what I'm doing,” said Digby.
“Don’t misunderstand me. I'm glad enough and grateful
(‘n?t},gh. But—but just now I want to think something
out.

That settled the matter for .Tom Merry and the rest.

- They left Digby to it and went out of doors. But they did
not go down to the playing-fields: There was no match

on that afternoon, and they did not feel like footer at all.
They went out for a stroll, gloomily discussing the matter.
Among themselves they had gone over everything relating
to the strange mystery that surrounded their chum, and
they simply could not make head or tail of things.

And now, to top all, Digby was leaving, and he would
give no reason for it. That it was for financial rcasons
they .could not belicve.- That theory was impossible to
credit, despite Trimble’s belief in such a possibility. Sir
Robert Digby was a wealthy man, and Lady Digby ﬁerself
had money of her own—they knew that well enough. It
was not financial trouble.

_ And there was the mysterious kidnapping. Had that
anything to do with Digby’s leaving? Had Sir Robert
come to the conclusion that he was in danger at St. Jim's
—=that he would never be free from the risk of being kid-
napped while at St. Jim’s?

It certainly looked like it. Digby's chums were agreed
upon that. Hadn't Digby been told that on ‘no account
was he to leave the school that afternoon? It was
obviously because danger threatened him—or so the chums
believed.

And meanwhile, back at St. Jim's, Digby himself had
stopped his packing the moment his chums had gone. He
seated himself at the table, his head in his hands, staring
before himn with unseeing eyes. But his mind was busy.

For a long while—an hour or more—he sat thus, scarcely

moving. And then he jumped up suddenly, decision in his !

pale face.

+Taking no further hced of the bag he had half-packed,
he got iis cap and stuffed it carefully. into his pocket.
Then he went out into the passage. .

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House, was
just coming along the passage. He stopped and spoke to
Digby, laying a kindly hand on the boy's shoulder:

“You have not forgotten your father’s advice—that you
are not to leave the precincts of the school, Digby?” he
asked. .

“No, sir, I have not forgotten.”

“I am very sorry indeed that you are leaving us, my
boy,” said Mr. Railton kindly. “But possibly you may
return later on. I hope so, Dighy. We shall all be very
sorry to lose you.”

“It—it is good of you to say that, sir,” said Digby
huskily. “I’'m sorry to have to go, too—more sorry than
I can say.”

“Never mind,” said Mr. Railton, patting his shoulder.
“T should like to have a few words with you before you
go, however. Come to my room when you have finished
packing, my boy.”

“Very good, sir, and thank you!” 5

Mr. fiuilton smiled and passed on. Digby drew a deep
breath and waited a few moments. Then he hurried on,
making for the stairs. He went down them, and made
his way through the Hall into the quad.

As yet he had met nobody who was likely to stop him,
and he reached the gates in safety, fecling thankful that
Taggles was not in sight. A moment later and he was
scudding at top speed along Rylcombe Lane.

He stopped presently on reaching the stile that gave
admittance to the footpath through the woods. Crossing
the stile, he hurried on, diving into the heart of the quiet
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woods. He kept away from the well-worn path, walking
slowly. He strolled along, purposely wasting timec.

The woods were deep and fairly extensive. But Digby
only crossed one corner of them, and presently he came
out in the meadows near the river.

Then he stopped short suddenly.

So engrossed had he been with his own miscrable
thoughts that he had forgotten caution—that he was under
orders to remain within gates that afternoon, and that he
did not wish to be seen, if it could be avoided.

But he remembered suddenly as he almost collided with
six juniors who had just been about to enter the woods.

They were Tom Merry & Co., just returning from their
ramble. They stared in astonishment at Digby.

The junior coloured.

S
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“ You hunting for us, Dig ?” asked Blake. “What luck!”

“But I thought you weren't supposed to go out of gates,
Dig?” said Tom Merry, eyeing Digby’s face keenly. *“You
—yoit haven’t—-"

“I have,” said Digby calmly, though he was flushing.
“I hope you fellows don’t think I'm spoofing you—that I
intended to go out, after all. I didn’t decide until after
you’d gone.”

“You’ve risked it and come out, despite what your pater
said 7” said Tom, frowning.

“Yes. I made up my mind quite suddenly, and I came
out. I hope you fellows will keep mum about me when’
you get in. Don’t say you've scen me at all.”

The juniors stared at him.

“ You—you're not coming back with us now, youn mecan?”
said Blake.

“No.*

“But—but—-"  Blake stared at him blankly. “But
you’'ve none too much time, if your pater’s coming at five,
Dig. You can’t have finished packing yet. And then there’s
tca. We were hoping to have a last jolly tea together.”

“We'll make it a supper, then,” said Digby, smiling
grimly. “I'm not coming back yet—not until well after
five o’clock.”

“But your pater’s coming with the car at five, you said!”
almost yelled Tom Merry.

‘T know. That’s just why I'm not coming until well
after five,” said Digby calmly.

“Phew! Then your pater will be jolly waxy, if you
keep him waiting. I thought you said he would bhe in a
hurry to be off.”

“He will, and he will go off, and he'll be waxy, too.
But it can’t 'be helped,” said Dighy, his face grave again.
“The fact is, I want my pater to go off—without me!
He’s got an important directors’ meeting .to attend in
London to-night, and won’t wait. If he does, he will have

As Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy stood gasping,
his topper over his eyes,
somebody rushed past
the chauffeur and kissed
the swsil of St. Jim’s on
both cheeks. ¢‘ Robert—
my dear boy!" ¢ Oh,
bai Jove ! ** gasped
D’Arcy. (See Chapter 7.)

to wait a long time. I shall stay out until late, to make
quite sure of missing him.”

“Gweat Scott!” R

Arthur Augustus looked quite shocked.  The others
stared blankly at Dighy.

“ But—hbut——" stnttered Blake. 3

“I'm going to hide,” went on Digby. “I don't like doing
it, but it can’t be helped. I'm going to hang on ai St
Jim’s as long as I possibly can. I don’t want to go, and
T've more than one reason for not wanting to go. [ You
fellows, promise me you won't say you have seen mec out
this afternoon ?”

“We'll promise you quickly enough, of course,” said Tom
Merry. “But—but I don’t catch on to this at all, Dig. ¥
know you don’'t want to leave St. Jim’s, but I can’t see
how you can hang on if your pater says you're to go, and
the Head knows youw're going.”

“He'll keep me over night at St. Jim's, anyway,” said
Digby, his eyes gleaming. “He can’t do anything else
when the pater is gone, I suppose. And to-morrow—who
knows what may happen then? I'm going to hide now
until I'm certain the pater. will have gone. You fellows
needn’t know where, in ease you do happen to be asked —
as you will, ¥ fancy. You'd better get on.”

“ You—you recally mean this?”

“X’(,‘:E’..,

“Good luck to you, then, whatever yeur game is, Dig!”
called Blake, as the juniérs went on towards the school.

“Thanks, old chap!”’ .

Digby walked on over the meadows, taking the ficld-paih
now. Tom Merry & Co. stared after him a moment, and
then they went on into the woods, feeling more mystified
than ever. As they went three heads came into view over a
grassy hummock somie yards to the left. Under the trees
at the fringe of the wood ‘three juniors, wearing -St. Jim's
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caps, had been sitting. They were Racke, Crooke, and
Scrope, and the three shady “sports” of the Shell had
been passing the afterncon in their usual manner—with
smokes and cards. :

At the sight of Tom Merry & Co. coming along by the
field-path, they had hidden their smokes and lain quiet, their
heads down. The black sheep had no desire to be seen by
Tom Merry & Co.—at least, not with cigarettes in their
mouths.

And, so close though they were, Tom and his chums had
failed to sec them, for their attention had been attracted
by - Digby emerging from the woods just then. To that
junior Racke & Co. were hidden completely by the hillock.

““Well, I'm blowed!” grinned Crooke, as he stared after
Digby. “That cad has a nerve and no mistake! Iancy him
playing a silly trick like that on his dashed pater!”

“Silly ass!” commented Scrope. “He's got to leave--no
good playing the goat about it! Blow him, anyway! I'd
like to see the whole crew kicked out!”

Racke said nothing for the moment. His eyes were fixed
on Digby’s figure disappearing across the field. He jumped
up suddenly. : :

“After Digby, you men!” he said, his eyes gleaming
vengefully. “We’ve got to see ‘where the cad hides. You
heard what was said. He said he was going to hide until
his pater had gone. We're going to sce into this.”

““Oh, chuck it, Aubrey!” said Crooke uneasily. ““Haven't
you had enough trouble over that cad? Let the brute rip!
We'll soon be rid of him, in any ecase!”

“Shut up!” was Racke's savage answer. Racke was a
fellow who was never likely to learn by experience. *Shut
up, you funk! Do you think I've forgotten so soon—with
my face in the state it’s in? Look at it!”

“Jt does look a sight!” agreed Crooke pleasantly, as
Racke touched his swollen nose and his blackened eye.
“But what's the good of asking the cad to make it worse?
Let him rip, I say!”

“Hang you!” snarled Racke. “If you won’t come I'll
go myself, you funks! Blake and Herries overheard us
talking, hang them, and that was how they bowled me out.
I'm going to bowl out that cad in the same way.”

He started off at.a run, and his chums, after a moment’s
hesitation, followed, though very reluctantly. Digby was
out of sight now, being in the next meadow, but they sighted
him as they reached the hedge and locked over the stile.

They had no need to follow farther, however.

As they watched they saw Digby look swiftly around him,
Then he started off along the hedge, leaving the field-path.
They watched him from their place of concealment until he
reached a barn in the far corner of the meadow, and the
next moment, with another cautious look round, he had
vanished inside it. ; Sy

“That’s good enough!” breathed Racke, his eves glinting
with malice. “Now we’ll stroll back home, and keep our
eyes open for that cad’s giddy pater. One bad turn deserves
another, and it won’t be my fault if Digby doesn’t leave St.
Jim’s to-night!” F :

And Racke grinned, his mean nature full of glee at the
anticipation of getting his own back with interest.

CHAPTER 11.
In Deadly Peril !

IGBY entered the old wooden barn, closing the doors

D after him carefully.. He had remembered the barn

as a useful hiding-place at once—a place where any-

. one was uniikely to look for him. Not that Digby

expected to be searched for. He knew his father only too
well.

Certainly Sir Robert was acutely anxious that Dig should
Jeave St. Jim’s with him, and accompany him to London.
But Digby had his reasons for being doubtful whether his
father would miss that important meeting, even at the risk
of his son’s safety in that respect. -

He could just imagine his father's towering wrath when
he found he was missing., The baronet would know from
the fact that Digby had pleaded and begged to be allowed
to stay on at St. Jim’s that Digby had gone out purposely to
miss the car.

And he would soon realise why. Not for one moment did
Digby think his father would imagine that he had been
kidnapped again. . :

Digby flung himself down on some old straw. It was rot
over-clean, for the barn had long been disused. A rickety,
broken ladder led up into the loft through an aperture in
the ceiling. * Through numerous gaps and crannies in the
cracked and broken roof and in the rough, tarred walls
came streaks and ‘patches of daylight. :

The place was a dilapidated ruin; but it was a
hiding-place and a resting-placé for the jumior, and he was
glad to rést there. He had put a bold front on matters to
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his chums, but now his apparent calmness left him. Tlis
face showed his inward, miserable feelings.

Once he fancied he heard a rustiing in the loft above him,
but he took the sounds for rats, and closed his eyes. He had
scarcely slept a wink at Green Shutters the previous night,
and he was tired out. X

At the aperture at the top of the ladder four faces ap-
peared, faces wearing grins that showed ‘no good to the
Junior lying on the straw below. They belonged to Lacy.
Carker, Mason, and Wilks, of Rylcombe Grammar School
Fourth Form—four fellows of somewhat similar kidney to
Racke & Co. at St. Jim’s.

What Lacy & Co. were deing therc could be guessed
easily enough by anyone knowing their shady characters.
They had simply gone there for a quict smoke—and pos-
sibly a little quiet game of cards—and Digby’s entrance
into the barn had scared them into silence.

. Breathlessly they had waited, and then, on peering cau-
tiously down, they had seen Digby—alone.

Had he not been alone—had even Arthur Augustus been
with him—Messrs, Lacy & Co. would probably have left the
two severely alone. They were not fighting-men—only find-
ing their courage when the odds were heavily in their
favour.

And the odds were in their favour now.

he Grammarian black sheep grinned gleefully down at
the unconscious junior.

“It's that chap, Digby!” breathed Lacy, with a soft
chuckle. “One of those cads from St. Jim’s. The brute
punched my nose the other day—all for nothing !”

“You were kicking that funny idiot, Skimpole,” reminded
Carker in a grinning whisper.

“Oh, rats!
merchant! Shove some of that straw over to start with:”
!:;:rgathed Lacy, his eyes glinting. “Bury the bounder with
i

“Yes, rather!”

Therc was heaps of straw in the loft. Digby down below
was just thinking the noise up above could scarcely’ be
made by rats when he got most of the straw—suddenly ard
unexpectedly. 3

Over the edge of the trapdoor it came whooping down
and Digby was fairly smothered under it, vanishing com-
pletely from sight of the jokers above.

“Ha,  ha, ha!*

There was a_yell of laughter from the loft. Spluttering
and gasping, Digby managed to scramble out of the piled-
up straw at last. He blinked dazedly upwards, and when
he saw the well-known Grammarian caps he gave a roar.

“You Grammar cads!” he shouted wrathfully. “T'll
smash you for that!”

Digby had already recognised the Grammarians, and
had the faces been those of Gordon Gay & Co. he might
have hesitated. But he had neither fear nor respect for
Lacy & Co. and he went rushing up the rickety ladder,
heedless of the odds.

It was scarcely wise, for four to one is long odds—even
four such fellows as Lacy & Co. Digby found this out
to his cost the next moment. He was easily collared,
and he went sliding and tumbling back down the ladder
next instant.

But he was up again in a flash. breathing fire and
slaughter, so to speak. The same thing happened again
—only this time Lacy & Co. laughing uproariously, fol-
lowed him down. On the earthen floor of the barn they
threw themselves on him, and the next moment a furious
struggle was in progress.

“@Go it!” panted Lacy desperately.
vou fools! Wilks, you funk, pile in!”

But Wilks did not seem to relish the idea of “piling in*
at the moment—having been sent spinning across the barn
by a hefty drive from Dig’s right. It had been a very
painful drive, and Wilks was not anxious for another.

But the next moment Digby tripped and went down
with the enemy sprawling over him, Wilks piling 1n
quickly enough now he was down.

“Collar him! Oh, good! Hold the brute down now—
I'll soon fix him up! I—— Yarooooogh!”

Lacy howled fiendishly as Digby suddenly got a fist free
and let him have it—full on the nose. It was the second
time within a week or so that Digby’s fist had connected
with his sharp nose and he went backwards, the back
of his head cracking hard on the brick floor of the barn.

Once again Lacy howled.. Then he scrambled up, an
ugly look on his decidedly unwholesome features.

“All right, you cad!” he hissed vengefully. “You're

going  through it for that, my pippin!” ;
. “Rats, you sneaking, funky worm !’ snorted Digby,
glaring up half-winded. Overpowered at -last, he was
helpless in the grip of Carker, Mason, and Wilks. “Let
me get up and I'll lick the lot of you!”

The invitation was not-accepted. They felt that Dighy
was much safer down than up.

“Collar the cad,

We're going to have some fun with this



Cheer Up, Chums!

“You—you rotter ! gritted Lacy, hugging his nose. “Gad !
I—Tll make you squirm!”

Algernon Lacy jumped to a corner of the barn and
dragged from the straw a few stray lengths of ragged
rope. He tested its strength and found it strong enough.
In a few moments, despite his desperate struggles, Dighy
was trussed up securely.

“Now, you cheeky, cocky sweep ! said Lacy, taking out
a cigarette, lighting up, and passing the packet round.
“¥You're going through 1t, Dighy.” :

“You rotter!” gasped Digby. “I'll pay you for this,
you worm!” A

Lacy blew out a
cloud of smoke and
grinned.

“What the thump
can we do with him
now, chaps?” he re-
marked. “I know;
we'll introduce him
to the mysteries of
knuckle grind! Then
we’ll treat him to a
bit of chin-pie. Do
you like chin-pie, 4
Digby ?” R

“Yf you try any of =
those games on me,” " Vo
panted Digby, glow- 7% =k
ering, “I'll make you
wi h you were never |
born, Lacy!” ‘

“Hark to him!’ murmured
Lacy, yawning. “Cocky as ever !

Hold him, chaps!” {
|
|

“What-ho!”

None of the “chaps ” seemed
{rightfully keen. Perhaps they o
were more given to looking i
ahead than their leader. But ¥ e
they obeyed, and held the g
bound and helpless Digby up-
right. Digby had been glad of it
the barn as a haven of refuge;
but it began to look as if it W
was going to be anything but e —~
that. =

Lacy started work at once
with ~ the *“knuckle-grind "—a
far from pleasant diversion for
the vietim. Clenching his fist,

Lacy began to grind at Digby’s
scalp with his knuckies—hard! J

It was hard work for the
clegant Lacy—quite a change, :
in fact. But he seemed to be > 2
enjoying it as he watched Digby
clenching his teeth to keep back

= 7
, Wty A —
a cry. : T -

But the vicious young rascal

was tired at last, and he Spluttering and gasping, Digby scrambled out of the piled-up straw.

proceeded with the next djver- He blinked dazedly, and when he saw the Grammarian caps he gave

. With: Hisibone & roar. ‘‘You Grammar-School cads!’’ he shouted wrathiully.
o1y ¢ I’lIl smash you for this ! ’* (See Chapter 11.)

sion—chin-pie.
hand  spread across Digby’s
chin he began to knead and squeeze the St. Jim’s junior’s
chin with all his force. It was refined torture, and Digby
gasped and struggled. But Lacy’s own hand ached before
Digby gave voice to his pain, and he desisted at last,
grinning.

“How’s that, Digby?” he chuckled. “I fancy yowll
think twice before you punch my dashed nose again, you
outsider! Now what else can we do, chaps?” -

“Roll the cad over and over!” suggested Carker. “He’ll
think he’s looping the giddy loop !

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“And afterwards we’ll give him some of the mud from
the ditch outside,” added Lacy.

“Good egg!”

They proceeded with the rolling. Lacy & Co. were
fellows who were never very particular how far they went.
It was not often they managed to get a fellow like Dighy
into their clutches, and they were making the most of it.
Certainly, Lacy’s pals would not have gone so far on
their own. But Lacy’s influence was strong, and he was
in a reckless, vengeful mood.

Digby, in a state of seething fury now, panting for
breath, and smothered in dust, was rolled over and over
on the brick floor in the dirt and straw. He was bruised
and aching in everv limb when they finished.

“Now the mud!” said Lacy, pausing breathlessly. “My
hat! Don't he look a sight!”’

“That’s enough now, Lacy,” said Wilks. “Chuck it!”

“Not much!?’ said Lacy, throwing away his cigarette
end and striding to the door. “T'm jolly well goin’——
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Good gad!” The ejaculation burst from his lips as he
?pened the door. ‘‘Look out! St. Jim’s cads! Run
or it'” j
The startled Grammarians followed their leader In a
wild dash out of the barn. They saw what had alarmed
Lacy at once—half a dozen figures running towards the
barn across a distant meadow. Even at that distance
they knew them for St. Jim’s fellows.
“Run for it!?
Digby forgotten now, Lacy & Co. ran for it.
They took the opposite direction, darting along {he
rutted cart-track that led to the barn from a distant farm.
But even as Lacy led the way down it he pulled
up with a gasp of alarm, and turned off at a
tangent, charging through the hedge into a
« field beyond. For along the cart-track a car

was bumping and lurching. ¥
/ \\/ Who was in it the Grammarians did not
s stay to learn. They flew.

And as they went there came a sudden

A terrified yell from Digby within the barn.

Even as Lacy crashed the doors shut after
him, Digby had been startled to see a sudden
flame leap up from the straw piled in the
corner of the barn—the corner in which the
rascally Lacy had flung his cigarette-end with
such eriminal carelessness.

It had evidently smouldered amid the bone-
dry old straw, unseen by anyone, and now the
straw had burst into flames—flames that were
already leaping high within the old barn.

\ . “Good heavens!” panted Digby hoarsely
N\==, “Lacy, come back! Help! Come back, y
=
N
i

; fool 17
fl But Lacy was
> t already far away,
scudding for his
lite, little dreaming
of the terrible
o 1 danger into which
he had left his
victim, bound hand
and foot, helpless,
with the hot, scorch-
ing flames leapi
nearer and nearec
every second.

CHAFTER 12. i
5 3 Racse s Revenge
T BT = AntO! Oh,
W 11 my hat !
= = “What
Z T thethump

= »
= R e’s . co]mo
= already,” breathed

"= Tom Merry. “That’s
Sir Robert’s car
right enough !

“Oh, bat Jove!”

Tom was right—
there was no doubt-

3 ing 1it, ;

The juniors had taken it easy in their walk back to St
Jim’s. They had no desire to get in tco early now they
knew Dig was out of gates. And on the way they had had
}ig*t another queer development in the mystery of Digby to
discuss.

Why had Rigby suddenly decided to stay bchind—io
give his pater the slip? Digby did not wish to leave St.
Jim’s—far from it. Yet they could not imagine Dighy
doing such a thing simply because of that. It secemed such
a futile thing to do; merely putting off the hour of leaving.
and causing trouble to all concerned. It would obviously
make both Sir Robert and the Head very angry indced.

: Yet Digby meant to do it, fully realising what he was
doing! -

Why? What was his real motive? ‘That be had another
reason besides the desire to stay, Dighy had admitied
himself. It seemed on a par with Digby’s strange action
in running away with Arthur Augustus from Green Shutters,
knowing as he must have done, that his mother was there.
But now it was his father from whom he seemed anxious
to escape,

It was really extraordinary.

And now the juniors bhad arrived back at St. Jim’s io
find that Sir Robert Digby had arrived an hour earlier
than he was expected from Wayland. At least the car they
saw standing at the front of the School House steps as they
entered the quad was certainly Sir Robert’s car.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,037,
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“We'd

»

“It’s only just after four,” said Tom Merry.
better keep away a bit in case questions arc asked, chaps.

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah!” x
None of the juniors wished to. be asked if they had scen
Digby. They krew that question would soon be asked high
and low over St. Jim’s.

So they strolled away ‘from the scene, and were just
going back under the archway out of the quad again when
Racke, Crooke, and Scrope came through.

They glanced at Tom Merry & Co., and Racke said some-
thing to his chums and there was a laugh.

“ ot something on, I bet,” grunted Blake. “Hallo, let’s
be moving. Here’s Dig’s pater and Railton!”

It was. Sir Rovert Digby canfe to the top of the steps
with the Housemaster behind him. Sir Rcbert’s face was
red with wrath, and Mr. Railton alsc locked difturbed and
angry.

Both looked quickly out into the quad.

Then Mr. Railton sighted Racke & Co., and he beckoned
to them.

“Racke,” he exclaimed.
gates?”

“*¥es, sir,”

; “H‘?a.vc you seen anything of Digby during the last half-
wour 7

J“Why, yes, sir,” said Racke, affecting a lcok of
surprise. *“*We saw him scarcely twenty minutes ago.”

““Where did you sce him, Racke?” demanded Mr. Railton.
. “In the river meadows, sir,” said Racke calmly. “We
taw him enter a barn—" .

“ A-what 7’ gasped the master, whilst Sir Robert. bristled.

“A barn, sir—the cid barn in the meadows just beyond
the woods, sir,” said Racke respectfully.

“But—but what would Digby be doing there, Racke?”
ejaculated Mr. Railton.

“I really couldn’t say, sir,” said Racke innocently. ~“But,
now 1 come to think of it, his actions did scem rather
strange.  He. entered the place rather stealthily, as if he
didn’t wish te be seen going in, and he closed the door after
him. 1ls—is anything wrong, sir?”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Railton, with some heat.
“Digby bas acted very wrongly indeed in going out of gates
against your expiess wish, Sir Robert. I will send these
boys without delay 7

“I—=I wili go myself,” spluttered tho baronet. “I—I am
very angry indeed  with Robert. I strongly suspeet——"
He pulled himself up sharply. “I—I will go at once in the
car. Is this—this barn near the school?”

“It’s less than a mile, sir,” said Racke. “I could e

$*If you really intend to go, Sir Robert,” said Mr. Railton
quickly. “Kildare will go with you. The place is bound
to be familiar to him. Racke, will you tell Kildare where
you saw Digby?”

“Oh, yes, sir—ecerfainly, sir.”

Kildare had just come up, evidently to report to the
‘Housemaster. -Mr. Railton turned to him.

“Racke has seen Digby out of gates, Kildare,” he said
briefly  ‘*“He saw him enter an old barn in the river
meadows some time ago. Will you kindly go in the car
with Sir Robert Dighy to show.him the way, as the matter
13 urgent.”

“Very good, sir.”

“Jump in!” snapped Digby’s father.

Kildare leaped lightly into the car after Sir.Robert. He
knew the barn well enough, as did every fellow at St.
Jim’s, and the next moment the car shot under the archway
outt of the quad and went speeding out through the
gates.

Racke’s eyes glimmered with triumph.

Mr. Railfon went back into the School *House. Tom
(Merry & Co. stared at each other in alarm. They could
_scarcely fail to understand the meaning of it, Indeed, they
had caught Kildare’s words as he was speaking to Sir
Robert when the car ran past them.

“Not far—bad road, though, sir!
through woods—old wooden barn—
more. 'The car was gone.

“Well,” gasped Tom Merry, in alarm. “That cad, Racke
—he knew, and he’s given Dig away purposely! By jingo!
Come on, chaps! We'll save old Dig, and do these cads
down yet! Quick!”

He was off with a rush, and his chums followed him full-
tilt. They knew it was a forlorn hope. But it was a bare
chance. T'ne car would have to go a roundabout way,
whereas they could cut direct across country. If they could
get there first and warn old Dig—— -

_’1‘39 six chums vanished through the gates, going like the
wind.

Racke & Co. saw them go, and Racke’s eyes glittered.

“You chaps saw that?” he snapped.

“Yes,” said Crooke. *They—they’ve gone to warn
Digby.  They’ll do you, Racke!”
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“Will they?” snarled Racke. “No, they jolly well won’t!
They’ll have to put it on to do it, anyway. That old fool’s
mad as blazes, and I bet he makes that car fly! You’'ll see!
Come on! We may as well trot after them and see what
there is to be seen.”

“I'm keeping out of it after this,” grinned Crooke. “We'll
leave the rest to you, Racke.”

“Yes, rather!” said Scrope. “Tom Merry’s lot suspect us
already. They'll—"

“Rats, you rotten funks!” snapped Racke; and without
waiting for his chums he pelted down to the gates and ran
out into the road.

As he did so a big, blue, closed car, glimmering in the
afternoon sunlight, came gliding swiftly down Rylcombe
Lane. It stopped with a sound of swiftly applied brakes as
it approached the cad of the Shell, and a smartly dressed
lady stepped out of the car as the door swung open.

“One moment, my boy !”

Racke stopped and raised his hat, eyeing the lady
curiously. Somehow her features secemed familiar to him,
though he could not place the likeness at the moment.

“Yes, ma’am! If you want Dr, Holmes—"

“I do not want to see Dr. Holmes—not at the moment,”
said the lady, whose lips were set in a hard line. “I have
come to St. Jim's to sce my son—Robert Digby! I wonder
if you would be so good as to find him—tell him I am
waiting here, and must see him at once.”

“Oh!” Racke gasped. He understood now. This was
Lady Digby, of course—Digby’s mater! A hard gleam came
suddenly into Racke’s eyes. He was in a savage, reckless
mood. ‘‘You—you want to see Digby of the Fourth——"

“Yes, yes!” Lady Digby almost snapped the words. “Do
you know where he is to be found? I shall—"

“Yes, I do happen to know where he is, Lady Digby,”
said Racke. And he quickly explained what he bad already
explained to Mr. Railton and Sir Robert Digby. But he
did not say a word regarding Sir Robert. Why, Racke
couldn’t himself have told, excepting that he had a dim
determination to cause as much trouble as he could for
Digby. It also came to him that possibly Lady Digby would
feel it unnecessary to go if she knew Sir Robert was already
on Digby's track. And Racke was vengefully determined
to humiliate Digby as much as he could. His suspicion was
that Digby was hiding from his parents, and he wanted
both his parents to find him hiding like a fugitive in that
dirty, dilapidated barn. “I could direct you there in a very
few minutes, Lady Digby,” he ended quickly. “It is a very
rough road for a car. But if you wish to see Digby
urgently—"

“I do—I certainly do. If you would be so gopd—"

Racke smiled.

“Pleased, Lady Digby,” he answered promptly. “I think
I had better sit with the driver.”

“Oh, thank you very much!” ¢

Lady Digby stepped back into the luxuriously upholstered
car, and Racke jumped up by the driver, who eyed him
keenly. But he nodded as Racke began to give him
directions curtly, and the next instant the car was on the
move. Aubrey Racke smiled. He could imagine Digby’s
feelings at being found there by his parents. Why Digby
wanted to dodge them—and he obviously did—was utterly
beyond Racke, as it was beyond Tom Merry & Co. Nor
did he care a serap. It was sufficient for him to feel that he
was venting his spite and malice on the fellow he hated.
Aubrey Racke fancied he was due to see some interesting
developments, but he little dreamed what those developments
would be!

CHAPTER 13."
To the Rescue ! /

(13 O it, chaps!” 3
The juniors were going like the wind already,
but they increased the pace at Tom Merry’s urgent

call. Racke’s treachery had filled them with rage
—a rage that seemed to lend them wings. They were deter-
min}t{:d, if it was possible, to frustrate the rascally’s schemer’s
trick. -

But they realised that the chance of their getting to the
barn before the car was a slender one.

The road certainly was rutty—in wet weather impassable
for a car. But the weather was dry, and they knew that the
fuming Sir Robert would not stop at small obstacles, nor
would he use ordinary care in his present mood.

Yet there was a chance, and Tom Merry meant to make
the most of it. He led the way, keeping up a terrific pace.
Arthur Augustus, who was perhaps the best runner next
to Tom in the School House, came next, struggling along
gallantly, his celebrated eyeglass streaming behind him ag
the end of its cord. "It was terribly rough going, especially
through the woods, but they stuck it gamely.

They were through the wood at last, and as they came in
sight of the open meadows Tom gave a gasp of alarm. They

B
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could see the car; it was lurching and bounding along the
h field track towards the barn.

“Oh, blow the luck!” panted Tom Merry. “They’ve done
ns! I—— Hallo! Some fellows have just left the barn—
I hope i
“Look !” yelled Lowther, a sccond later.

“ (Good heavens!”

They all saw it now—billowy smoke that came from the
old barn, through cracks and crannies and holes. And then
quite abruptly a tongue of flame shot from the side of ithe
tarred structure, leaping skywards.

“Put it on!” panted Tom.

Pumped as they were they obeyed, putting every ounce
of energy to the strain. They did not know if Digby was
still in the burning barn; they devoutly hoped that he was
To their throbbing ears came the crackle of fiercely
blazing timber. The old wood, soaked through and through
with innumerable coatings of tar, was burning like tinder.
They made a beeline for it, leaping hedges and ditches
that they would never have tackled in the ordinary way.
But long before they had reached the scene the car had
stopped before the barn. Out from it leaped Sir Robert
Digby and Kildare, their faces showing their alarm.

From within the buildings came a sudden cry for help!

“Oh, look !”

23

His

Then

was sprinkled over Digby’s blackened face.
flickered open. He stared blankly about him.
eves fell upon the faces of his mother and father.

“Is—is everything all—all right now ?” he panted.

The eyes of Sir Robert Digby and Lady Digby met. Boih
nodded. ;

“All right—yes, my poor dear boy!” whispered Lady
Digby, smiling at Sir Robert through her tears. * But your
father is almost as bhadly scorched as you, Bob!’ she
gasped, suddenly noting the baronet’s blackened face and
singed hair. “You must both be attended to quickly.”

“The school sanatorium is nearest,” said Kildare.” “ Novw,
you fellows 17 :

In a moment Digby was lifted and carried to the closed
car—Kildare had long ago cut the ropes away—and Lady
Dighy and Sir Robert followed him s he was lifted into
the saloon. Kildare had promised to take the open car back
to St. Jim's, and after the big car had moved slowly along
tha cart-track towards St. Jim’s, Kildare nodded to the
juniors.

“Jump in!” he said briefly. “You may as well come
along with me. 'That show's done for, anyway,” he added, as
the roof of the bharn fell in and tongues of flames and
pungent smoke shot skywards, “The barn wasn’t worth keep-
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«carried a form—unconscious now!

It was enough!

All doubts were set at rest. Somecbody was in the burning
barn—someone obviously helpless to aid himself. T
There was a rush; but it was the baronet who was inside
first. As the doors were dragged wide he plunged in, heed-
less of the choking, swirling smoke and sparks that whirled
out skywards.

But Kildare was hard on his heels. -

Another ery, and scarcely a moment afterwards Sir Robert
emerged, and with him was Kildare. Between them they
i Tom Merry & Co.
thudded up, panting hoarsely. They were just in time to
help lay the limp form of Dighy an the grass, well away
from the blazing inferno.

And as they did so a second car came bounding along the
rutty field-track—a big closed car. But nobody had any
eyes for it just then, and not until Lady Digby, her face
white and trembling, had hurriedly joined the group.round
the unconscious junior were they aware of her approach.
Tom Merry & Co. jumped away to make room for her, and
she dropped on her knee at Digby’s side. 3
“Ts he—Bob—my poor boy——" Her voice broke. She
exchanged a dumb glance with Sir Robert.

“He is only slightly scorched—overcome by the smoke, T
hope and trust,” said Sir Robert huskily. “We arrived in
the very nick of time, by a merciful Providence! Ah! Well
done, my boy!” ‘

Tom Merry dashed up, water streaming from his cap. It

ing on its legs; but there’ll be trouble about this, of course.
Hallo! Here comes the {farmer johnnie. We'll go, I think!
If he wants the facts he must inquire at the school for them.”

And as Tom Merry & Co. swarmed on to the car Kildare
let in the clutch, and the car bounded away, just as the
farmer came up, with several men at his heels.

The St. Jim’s captain kept the touring-car behind the big
saloon, and it was as they jumped out in the quadrangle tha:
Kildare turned to the juniors again, his face very grim.

“You saw those ropes?”’ he demanded. “You realised
let I’Zigby had been bound hand and foot and left in that

arn?

“Yes,” said Tom Merry quictly, “I know. DBut

“Those fellows we saw running away,  “said Kildare—* did
you know them?”

“No,” said Tom Merry, honestly enough.
weren’t St. Jim's fellows, Kildare.”

“Y know that,” said Kildare grimly.
know when Dighy can talk.”

And Kildare hurried away towards the sanatorinm. Tom
Merry & Co. locked at each other. They were astounded at
the turn of events; but somehow they felt curiously relieved,

“Well,” gasped Tom Merry, “who would have expected
a thing like this to happen? It was thiat cad Racke who
breught Dig’s mater along; I spotted him scudding away
when he saw what was on.”™

“We'll deal with him!”? said Blake, his eyes glittering.
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“But we'll soon know who those rotters were who tied poor
old Dig up. If it was Lacy o

“T believe it was,” muttered-Tom. “But we shall soon
know from old Dig. I—I wonder if he'll be going after
this, you fellows? Somehow I don’t thirtk he will—and that
every blessed thing will be all right now. Goodness knows
why, but I dot”

Tom Merry & Co. were not long before they knew that
Tom’s prophecy—instinctive as it was—was true! Everything
was all right. £

They saw Dighby alone in the sanny that evening; and, to
their surprise, he met them with a cheery grin.

“Come to see the giddy invalid?” he said. “I'm as right
as rain really; got a few bruises and burns, that’s all. You
fellows are fairly wondering what all this mysterious business
means, I bet. I don’t mean about the fire; that was another
thing altogether. Lacy and his pals caught me in the barn,
and they put me through it. Then they saw you fellows
coming, and they got the wind up and bolted.”

* But—but——"

“Tt. was Lacy—left a fag-end burning behind him—an
accident, of course. But the dear man will have to pay

_up for that barn, I fancy. Luckily, his people have plenty
of tin. Still, I think I've got a little settlement with him.
But that can keep.” -

He paused.

“I’'m going to tell you fellows now what all this mysterious
kidnapping business means,” he went on quietly now. “It's
very.simple really, though it might have ended very dif-
ferently. It’s a wonder to me you fellows haven’t guessed
it already—especially Gussy.”

“Bai Jove! I am afwaid I am as much in the dark as
evah, Dig, deah boy.”

“Then youw’ll soon see daylight,” said Digby. “I shall
expect you fellows to keep it to yourselves, of course. 1
don’t even know if the pater has cxplained things to the
Head even—though he must have done, I fancy. Goodness
knows what the beak will think about it! Anyway, it was
all about me—-""

“We could guess that, of course,” said Tom.

“You know what giddy paters and things are,” said
Digby, with a smile. ““And—well, I'm the only son, you
know! To cut things short, my mater got the idea I wasn't
looking well, and she wanted me to leave St. Jim’'s for a
time and go with her to the South of France. But the pater
—well, he thought I was fit enough. He didn't want me to
leave St. Jim’s—to neglect my giddy studies and all that.
Well, from a mild difference of opinion the blessed affair
developed into a most fearful shindy. My pater and mater
quarrelled about me—badly.”

& Ol,l !))

“It was really all most absurd,” went on Digby grimly.
“But you know how things do go when they start. My
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father has a pretty tough will, and the mater happens to be
the same. She has money of her own, too. The mater took
Green Shutters—that giddy house near Abbotsford—and
then they started scrapping as to who should have me. . Tho
mater said that if my pater wouldn’t agree to her taking me
off to I'rance, then she’d take me by force.”

“Phew !”

“So now I think you sece the rest,” said Digby, flushing
a little. “It was all ridiculous, and yet it was really sericua.
The mater was determined to carry the thing through—to
get hold of me—and she never dreamed, of course, as to
how it would develop, and the complications it would lead to.
She knew it was useless to come and ask me to join her;
for she knew I wouldn't take ecither side. And also both
wanted to keep it from me if they could. But the mater
hoped that once she got me at her house she would soon
talk me round to going. And—well, as you know, she
succeeded—up to a point.  She got me there; and then,
when she turned up this morning, she frankly explained the
position. Well, as Gussy has told you, I slipped out and
bolted. And for the very same reason I bolted from the
pater this afternoon. He wanted to take me away to ke
with.him when he realised the mater was in real earnest.
But T bolted again.”

He paused again.

“You can guess why. I knew it coaudn’t last. I knew
it was only obstinacy on both sides, and I felt that if T could
only hold-the giddy fort—stick to St. Jim’s for a bit longer—
it would all blow over, and the pater and mater would come
together again.” .

‘“And—and they have!” breathed Tom Merry. “ We saw
—we heard what your mater said at the fire, Dig. She said
it was all right. I hope it is!”

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, it is,” said Digby, grinning. “It's really rather
funny, and yet it might have been serious—especially if the

giddy bobbies had been brought into it.”

“So now you know all the mystery. I didn’t even suspect
it myself until the mater told me. I knew it couldn’'t be
money matters, thongh. Carter was the butler, of course;
and he and the chauffeur, though they funked the job rather,
tackled it at last, the mater convincing them that she would
take full responsibility. And—well, I think you know the
rest, and don’t need further horrid details. That fire affair
knocked the bottom out of the whole giddy show, and——
Well, you should see the pater and mater now—everything’s
ripping! Even giddy old fogies need lessons, you know!
Goodness knows what the Head thinks «bout it! He came
over with Railten a bit ago, and they were both jolly decent.
But they said nothing about it. Well, what d’you think
about it all?” :

“Nothing,” said Tom Merry promptly, “excepting thag
I'm jolly glad all’s serene, Dig, old man! Good! And
you're staying, of course?”

“Of course! That is unless Blake kicks me out of Study
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No. 6.” said Digby. “I've treated him
rottenly !”

“Rats!” said Blake. “Don’t be an
ass!”

“You're decent sorts,” said Digby,
“and I'm jolly glad to be staying with
you as a pal. But I'm going home to-
Morrow &

“Wha-at?”

“Bai Jovel!”

“For the week-end,” said Digby,
with a chuckle; “and you fellows are
coming with me. The pater’s arranged
it with the Head all serene. But we're
not going to Green Shutters: that
honse is a back number. We're all
going home, ard we’ll have a jolly
good time together.”

“What-ho!”

“Yaas, wathah!”?

And they did!

It was a happy ending to the mystery
of Digby. It was, perhans, just as well
the juniors concerned were away from
the school that weck-end, for all St.

5 POISONED .h. pea]l meaning of it all. But they

A Long Combplete Mystery 7 < R 5 1 ras
St bt oeins Bplaut bes. nover knew that. And, though it was
thtié"leer Street Wizard.
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e sensation died dow_n at last. And even

A Thrilling Tale of Detective Aubrey Racke never knew the happy

Adventure in the East.
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a nine days’ wonder at St Jim’s, the

effect of his- own vengeful scheming.
THE END.

(Now look out for next week’s top-
ping long story of Tom Merry and Co.,
entitled: “ GRUNDY’S GREAT AD-
You will enjoy every
line of it, chums.)
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SERVE 'EM RIGHT! The snobs of Rookwood are deter
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mined to get the new gardener’s boy chucked out of his job,

and the way they sat out to accomplish this charitable task brings extraordinary consequences—t> themselves !
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HIS OWN
ENEMY'!

By OWEN CONQUEST.

A Grand New School Serial featuring JIMMY SILVER & Co.,
of Rookwood.

‘"THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

VALENTINE MORNINGTON quarrels with his chim, Kit Erroll,
over an imaginary slight, and goes off for the afternson with Peele & Co..
« shady set of rotters.  Anxious to pateh up the row, Erroll follows, but is
hatled in the lane by a youthful tramp, whom he recognises us Albert
Bigys, an acquaintance of his former dark days.

Biggs is on his way to Reokwood to apply for a job as garden-boy.
Erroll, pleased to see him, offers to help him. ~Going back to the séhool
Jor money, Kit returns to find Peele & Co. ragging Biggs, while 3 ornington,
perched on o nrear-cy stile, is looking on. Erroll chips in to save his
Jriend, and Peele & Co. arg beaten off. On the way to the village tuck-shop
Lrroll and Biggs encountdy Mr. Dalton, the master of the Fourth. Mr.
Dalton listens to Erroll's story and promises to do his best Jor the youih,
with the result that Biggs gets the post.

Angry at Er oll's refusal to *“ drop > his ragged friend, Mornington
puts forward a suggestion to raid Biggs’ room that night, tie the new
garden-boy up in his bedclothes, and then shove kim out in the lane and
lock him out. :

“I'mon!” agrees Pecle, his eyes glinting. *“ Gad! Yes—rather !

(Now Read On.)

At Dead of Night!

£ OOK here!” began Gower.
“Gower’s on, too!” said Pecle coolly. “He
knows better than to refuse to back me up—don’t

you, Gower ?”

Gower said nothing.

“He's a dashed funk if he won’t!” said Morny, his lip
curling. “We can’t manage it with less than three of
us, that’s certain.. That chap will take some carrying!
You're on, Gower?”

“Oh, all right! Though * Gower halted feebly. He
invariably objected to Peele’s schemes—not because of their
shadiness. but because of the risk. Gower was no hero! Yet
he knew what to expect from his “pal ” if he refused, and
he invariably gave in in the end. He did so now, though
with obvious unwillingness. “All right,” he repeated; “I'm
on. But——" ;

“That’s enough!” snapped Mornington, cutting him
short. “That’s settled, then. And if the cad won't take
the hint from bein’ slung out in the middle of the night,
then we're goin’ to keep on until he does get fed-up!”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Peele. “But we'll have to be
careful not to wake Tupper, or anyone!”

“We'll see to that—we’ll gag the blighter, first go off !
said Mornington coolly. “Anyway, I'll see to all that,

and T'll give you chaps the tip when to get up to-night.
Now I'm off to get some rope from somewhere.”

With that Mornington threw what remained of his cigar-
ette into the fire and walked out coolly. Pecle looked at
Gower and grinned.

“It’s risky!” muttered Gower. “Peele, old chap

“Oh, dry up, you funk!” grinned Cyril Peele. “Faney
Morny startin’ his old games- again! I knew he hadns
really reformed—at least, I knew it couldn’t last. Well,
I'm dashed glad—there’ll be some fun goin’ now! As for
that cad Erroll—well, we’ll see!” added Peele, his eyes
glittering. ““Hang that dashed guttersnipe! I'm up againss
the hound willingly enough! But Erroll's my meat, an’
whether Morny likes it or not, I'm goin’ to get my own
back! T haven't finished with Erroll, if Morny has! Gad!
No fear!”

And Peele rubbed his nose savagely—the nose Erroll
had damaged that afternoon. Morny was a fellow whao
rarely forgot or forgave, but Pecle nover did!

. . 4 . « ®

Kit Erroll woke suddenly.

What had awakened him he did not know for some
moments. He opened his eyes drowsily and pecred ahout
the dark dormitory.

All was darkness, save for a dim glimmer of moonlight
stealing in at the tall windows of the rcom. Around him
was the soft breathing of his sleeping Fourth Form fellows,
while from the corner where Tubby- Muffin slept came a
resounding snore.

Kit Erroll sat up—then he saw!

A figurg stood by the side of the next bed to his, and
from the movements dimly seen, he knew the figure was
dressing. e also glimpsed three more dim forms farther
along the row of beds.

“Morny !” he whispered. “What’s on?”

The next bed was Mornington’s and he knew if was
Morny standing there. He guessed the other figures io be
Peele and Gower and Lattrey—the three shady “sports-
men ” of the Fourth. Erroll caught his breath.

To him it could only lrave one meaning, on first thoughts,
Pecle & Co. were known to go out at nights on the spree, °
and they were going out now, and Mornington was join-
ing them. Mornington was starting his old games again!

THE GeEM LiBrary.—No, 1,037.
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The thought filled Erroll with dismey. To the last he
had hoped that his l!d chum was ornly *pailing” with
the shady gang to irritate him—to force him to agree to
his demands regarding Biggs, probably.

. Now he felt that it must be more serious than that.
i “Morny!” he breathed. *You're not going out with that
igang? Don’t be a fool!”

Mornington did not reply. He finished dressing, and
with a whispered word to Peele, who was nearest, he left
the dormitory. The next moment the other three left it
just as silently. -

Trroll sat motionless for a full minute. Then he sprang
out of bed, and shoved on his trousers and jacket at
express speed. Then, snatching a torch from his locker,
he hurriedly left the room. A .

A sudden, startling thought had occurred to him. Was it
for their usual blackguardly purposes that Peele & Co.
were going out—and with Mornington? He felt suddenly
certain that it couldn’t be. It seemed impossible that
Mornington could suddenly break out into such ways.

It was something else. He could not forget Mornington’s

threats, and he knew how ruthless and reckless his old
chum could be; how headstrong and defiant. .Moreovcl;,‘
he had not failed to note that there was something “on ”
between the cads and Morny.
. In a flash the truth had come to Krroll. They were
'going to rag the new garden boy—if not worse! It
seemed a wild theory, and yet the junior felt mstmctxvel_y
that he was right. He would make sure, anyhow, and if
they were up to tricks— :

Trroll gritted his teeth as he hurried along the dim
passages, now and again switching on his light. Albert
Biggs was under his ‘“wing ” at Rookwood; he was in
the position of a servant, and could scarcely defend him-
self against the cads. Well, it was up to him to do that,
come what might. .

By various dim passages, twisting and turning, Erroll
hurried until he reached the servants’ quarters. He came
at last to the little, winding staircase, at the top of which
he knew was the great garret bed-rooms occupied by
Tupper and Biggs.

As he reached the foot of the stairs he pansed a moment,
fancying he heard a sound quite close to him. But after
listening for a moment in the deep darkness he switched
on his light and proceeded cautiously up the stairs.

The stairs creaked alarmingly, but he went on. reaching
the landing at last. He knew which was Tupper’s room,
and as there were only two on the landing he knew the
other must be the omne. 2

Cautiously he turned the knob and peered into the room.

A pale glimmer of moonlight came into the room—right
across the iron bed and its occupant. To his ears came the
soft breathing of a slecper. A glance round the room
showed him there was no one else there; there was no
place for anyone to hide. : o

Softly Erroll closed the door again; the catch slipping
home with a eclick that made him catch his breath
for a moment. Then he trod swiftly downstairs again. He
knew Biggs had had a tiring day, and he saw no reason to
wake him.

“I was wrong then!” he breathed to himself thankfully.
“Well, I'm glad—glad Morny isn’t up to those tricks again.
But—oh, the fool! I never dreamed he }vould be fool
enough to join those cads in their shady outings!”

And with a heavy heart Erroll went back to bed. He
had scarcely disappeared down the narrow staircase, how-
ever, when- a door: at the bottom -opened -cautiously and a
head looked out. It was Cyril Peele, his face showing white
in the gloom.

“ All serene!” he whispered. “He's gone!”

“Who was it?” said Mornington, though he guessed. “ Was

“Erroll, the sneakin’ cad!” breathed Pecele. “I watched
him through the crack of the door. Good job you spotted
his light coming along behind, Lattrey!”

“He’ll know it was us!” muttered Mornington, “But—
but heswon’t give us away. Go on!”

“Better chuck it up after this!” muttered Gower uneasily.
“He'll give us away quickly enough, you fool, Morny !”

“He won't, for my sake,” said Morny, flushing in the
darkness. “Don’t be a dashed funk. Come Shush !
" Back in here!”

Mornington’s voice ended, on a sudden, alarmed note. At
the same moment a light flashed at the top of the stairs—the
light of a candle. In a flash Morny and his companions had
slipped back into the room, and this time they closed the
door carefully. They waited in dead silence. Then, to their
alarm, they heard footsteps on the stairs, and voices. £
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“Tupper I breathed Peele. “And Biggs! Ile wmust have
been warned by Erroll, and he’s bringin’ Tupper to look for
us, the fool!” :

The footsteps on the stairs sounded cautious, slow. They
stopped at the door outside. The cads erouched down, their
hearts beating fast. If they were discovered and reperted
by the two servants—— g

Click! L

All the juniors jumped in great alarm.

It was the click of a key turning in the lock—the lock of
the room they were in!

And as they waited in amazed, startled surprise they
heard footsteps on the stairs—thumping footsteps without
caution now. They died away, and a couple of moments
later a new sound was heard—a sudden crash and a yell,
followed by further yells in Tupper’s well-known voice.

“Burglars! Quick, sir! We've got ’em nabbed! Quick!
Burglars !”

“Oh gad!” panted Mornington.

¢ Burglars ! **

N the darkness of the box-room, behind the locked door,
Peele & Co. and Mornington stood in scared alarm,
their hearts thumping.

. From somewhere downstairs came the murmur of
exe.lted, questioning voices, above which could be heard the
shrill treble of Tupper’s voice. The shouts of “Burglars!”
had ceased now.

Mornington gave a stifled groan.

He guessed at once that the pageboy, Tupper, and the new

arden-boy, Albert Biggs, must have seen them from the
anding above, and had taken them for burglars—or was
pretending to take them for burglars. -

Tupper and Biggs apparently had crept downstairs and
had quickly locked them in the room in which they had
taken refuge!

And now Mornington groaned again. Socon a swarm
of masters and others would be coming to investigate. And
they would find them locked in the box-room like rats in a
frap.

To have left their beds at that hour was bad enough,
but to be found in the servants’ quarters was a far
more serious matter. Moreover, Albert Biggs, knowing as
he did how determined they were to persecute him, would
undoubtedly claim that they had intended to rag him.

“Oh, my hat!” muttered Morny. “We're for it now,
chaps 1"’ )

“I knew how it would be ! groaned Gower, fairly quaking
with fright. “I advised you to leave the rotten cad alone,
Peele! What a fool I was to come with you!”

“And I was a bigger fool |”” snarled Mark Lattrey.

“Oh, shut up!” said Peele. “How could we expect this
to happen! Gad! This is Erroll’s doin’, Morny! He's -
warned that cad Biggs and put him up to do this—to
pretend he thought we were burglars. It’s just his rotten,
crafty way of sneakin’! Oh, the cad!”

Mornington said nothing, but his eyes were glittering in
the darkness. The same thought had occurred to him.
Erroll had seen them leave their beds and had followed.
They themselves had watched him go up to Biggs’ garret.
He had warned Biggs, and had put the garden-boy up to
this game.

“Oh, hang the luck!” muttered Pecle.
Here they come! Now for it!”

With sudden energy Mornington switched on his electric
torch and cast it about the room they were in. It was an
unused room, dusty and empty. There wasn’t a cupboard or
packing-case—nothing where one of them could hide. And,
though the window was unbarred, Mornington knew that
escape that way was out of the question.

He stifled a groan, and his lips set hard. Morny was not
the fellow to show funk even in such desperate straits.

Heavy footsteps sounded on the stairs, and there was a
buzz of cxcited voices, loud enough now. A light showed
under the door. ;

Then came a deep voice—Mr. Dalton’s voice.

“Stand back, boys! Ah, Bulkeley, you, Neville, Lonsdale,
and Price may remain here!”

“Yes, sir!”

The seniors’ voices were excited, but determined. Morn-
ington, even in that moment, could not restrain a grin.
There was a surprise in store for the burglar-hunters!

The lock clicked. The next moment the door was flung
wide, and the lights from several torches and candles
flashed into the room. .

In a last desperate hope the raggers had secrambled Lbehind
the shelter of the door. It availed them nothing, however.

“That cad—
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Dx(ky Dalton marched boldly into the room with the four"

sentors behind him.

in the doorway.

“Oh!” gasped chky Dalton.

The light he carried flashed round the room and settled
on Peele & Co. and Mornington, sho\nng np their: white,
.scared faces.

There was-a yell from the crowd in the domway, a yell
of stupefaction.

“Peele! Oh, my hat!”

“And Mor nv‘
who was in the forefront of the erowd.

Mr. Dalton’s brow grew dark as his eyes .rested on the
_ scared, frightened faces of the would-be raggers.

“1V10r111ngton— ’ he stuttered.

‘Yes, sir?’

Mormngton had a nerve of iron, and he had recovered it
now. He was not the fellow to show fear or dismay, at all
events.

*“So—so this is the meaning of the disturbance !”” exclaimed
Mr. Dalton, his voice icy. “What are you boys doing here
at this hour, may 1 mquue'7

“Nothing at present, sir,” answered Mornington coolly.
“We were _]uct having a stroll round when some fool locked
us in here!”

“Oh crumbps!”

There was a gasp at Mornington’s
as the juniors knew Mornington, they had,
stances, scarcely expected sucha reply.

Mr Dalten’s face grew grim.

“Insolence will not. help you, Mornington!” he said
quietly. “I demand to know what you are doing here?
‘\HS\\CL me at once !”

** Nothing, sir{” said Mornington.

Mr. Dalton turned to Tupper, his eyes gleaming.
page was looking dumbfounded.

“Tupper, i was awakened by hearing someone pass my
room 1 hurried, and you, with this other boy, dashed into
me shouting burglars!” he said grimly. “Did you not see
these boys before you locked them in the room?”

'l'uppcr’s knees knocked.

‘It werent my fault, sir,” he gasped. “This ’ere new
feller wakened me up—-smd he’d heard noises and that some-
body opened ’is door. We went out on the landin’ to listen,
and we saw some figures on the bottom landin’., We thought
they was b\uglau, sir 1”

“It were my fault, I s’pose, sir,” stammered Albert Biggs,
showing himself behind the scared Tupper. “I’eard a noise
right enough--! ’eard mv door closed. Then I ’opped outer
bed and wakened this feller.. Then, arter we’d spotted some-

body on the bottom landin’ and saw ’em vanish inter this
room, I ‘opped downstairs and locked the door on’em. I—I
didn’t know as it was thene young gents, sir.

“I think I understand!” said Dicky Dalton, his glance
resting on Mornington’s hard face. “You are sure you
heard your door close, Biggs?’

*“Oh, yessir! Quite, sir!”

“Nothing has been interfered with in your room, my
boy ?”

“ Nothin’, sir?!
sir 1”

Mr Dalton gazed sternly at the raggers.

“Mornington and the rest of you,”” he said sternly, “I
wish to know why you are here, though the reason seems
fairly clear to me after what happened to-day at the gates!
Did you come into the servants’ quarters to play a trick on
this bey, Biggs?”

" “Yes, sir!” said Mornington coolly. “Just that!”

Peele, Gower, and Lattrey scowled savagely, and gave
Mommgton bitter looks. They had dptormmed to deny
everything, but Mornington had “done” them now
absolutely. ; I

“1 thought so!” said Dicky Dalton, his face showing his
disgust and indignation. “I can imagine no other reason,
indeed ! T had occasion to punish three of you severely only
, this evening for an unwarranted attack on this boy! Why

you should do so is beyond my comprehemlon But——"

“The—the fellow is a beastly tramp!” said Mornington
through his teeth. “He is a low thief and a hooligan, and

A swarm of half-dressed fellows surged

studied insolence. Well
in the cireum-

The

3

I lit me candle and looked round fust,

Well, my hat!” ga.sped Jimmy Silver,

1? not fit to be at Rookwoodeither as a servant or anything
else !”

** Silence, Mornington! How dare you?”

“I don’t caré! The low hound—"  Mornington paused
as Dicky Dalton “took .an angry stride towards him.

“How dare you, Mornington.!” said the master anguly
“Ha.»e you. any knowledge of the hoy’s character?”

*No, sir, but—"

“Then you should be thonoughly ashamed of yourself‘
said Mr. Dalton sharply. “You have basely slandered this
lad for no reason whatever excepting your own suspicious
dislike.© If Biggs has injured you i any way you should
have reported ‘the matter, instead of taking the law_into
your own hands in this mean and cowardly manner. Biggs
Is a servant who cannot defend limself, and your perbecutlon
is unmanly and shameful!”

“The rotter strick me——* began Mornington saxagely

“I myself witnessed the incident m the quadmngle s
snapped the master of the [Fourth. * You attacked’ hlm——
you attempted to turn him out through the gates by brutal
force, Mornington.” Any boy of  spirit would _have
resented such treatment, and he lmd ‘every cxcuse to strike
back 1 :

‘e »

“That is enough"’ snortcd Mr. Dalton in disgust: “This
is neither the timé nor place to go into the matter. Apart
from your unmanly attempt to play tricks on this boy,
you have broken a strict rule” of this school by leaving
your dormitory after lights out, and a still stricter rule by
entering the servants’ quarters 'The matter’s very serious.
I shall report it to Dr. Chisholm in the morning. Bulkeley,
kindly see these boys back to bed!”

“Yes, sirl”

The captain of Rookwood gave the raggers a grim nod,
and led them out, his- face showing his own pmsonal dis.
gust. The rest of the crowd broke up and made for their
domutoum, buzzing with excitement and discussing the
affair in whispers. But it was plain that every fellow
shared in Mr. Dalton’s disgust, and even Mornington's face
burned ‘with shame as he noted the seornful glances cast
at him.

The feeling soon pasmd

however; and when he reached
the Iourth Form dormitory Mornington’s handsome face
was white with rage, and he was inwardly seething. Once
again his hatred and persecution of Elroll s humble chum
had brought him trouble. But this time. Momy resolved

* that Erroll himself should pay.

Kit" Evroll’s face was white, and his heart was hoa,vy as
he made his way back to the dormitory with the crowd.

So he had been right, after all—Mornington and his shady
companions had left their beds to rag Biggs as he had at
first suspected!

Kit wished- from the- bottom of his heart_that when he
had visited the garret he had awakened Biggs instead of
leaving him to sleep. He would have told Biggs what he
suspected, and warned him to be on his guard. Biggs
would then have known who the night- plOWlOl-> were, and
the cry of “Burglars!” would never have arisen—nor would
there have been.any such disturbance.

More than ever was Erroll amazed at his chum’s attitude.
That Mornington should allow his foolish, unreasonable
jealousy to go to such lengths filled him with astonishment
as well as disgust. Well as he knew his chum’s passmnato
jealous disposition, he had searce expected this.

And now Mornington was booked for serious trouhlo
through his dogged, headstrong folly. . Of Peele & Co.
Erroll cared little—they certainly. deserved all they got.

“Well, this beats the band!” said Jimmy SIIVCI’ as -the
juniors crowded back into the dormitory. “Morny, I’'m
absolutely disgusted with you! You were a howling rotter
to_go trying to rag that poor beggar!”

Mornington said rothing. He seemed carclcss of the
looks cast at him from all sides.

(No Gemite can afford to miss the continuation of this
stirring school story. Order next week’s bumper issue
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U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SBA-

L“SH l N ‘SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

to see " Approvals—Magnificent Unused Set of
RENCH COLONIALS (worth 1/6). Many other
WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

to all askin,
25 Different
Free Sets.—W. A.

FREE!

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
.. PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER ..

of the GEM To-day'!)
Opportunities
offered in

OYS WANIED Mbla AUSTRALIA,

GANADA, and NEW ZEALAND

The SALVATION ARMY grants generous assist-

ance towards training, outfit, etc., te be repaid when
settled overseas. T1he Army exercises efficient common-
sense after-care. Conducted parties. Work guaranteed.
Apply: The Manager, 3, Upper Thames Street, London,
€.0.4; 12, Pembroke Place, Liverpool ; 203, Hope Street,

({Iasgow. or 57a, Upper Arthur Street Beifast.

STOP STAMMERING ! 8uiS50" el 5 Faihen’ 5.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON. W.C.1.




BOYS!

~and win this splendld “Watch™ Football,
“per head if < a -dozen boys collect. .

- Bladder of pure Para Rubber.

gel- to-aethercol‘P

A few of the'gifts: illus-
trated in the Gift Books

" *RAJAR"
ROLL+FILM
CAMERA- ©

100 coupons®

NET*

“FOUNTAIN PEN.

100 coupons
*MIDLAND®
RADIO VALVE

100 coupons

‘BING ~

TANK ENGINE

120 coupons

FQETWORK
OUTFIT .

150 coupons

ALL GIFTS POST FREE

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Only 15 Coupons
Stout  leather case.

At'sa “real -Match Winner.

Write for the B. DV Gift Bool\ r!h ““" Tt contains_full particulars of Bassett-
5 coupons. It corttains 199 splcndld ts, *~ Lowke and Bing free model railway sys-
Send also for the' Free Train":Book. . :'tems, including every necessary accessory.

. Post Coupons to : GODFREY PHILLIPS Ltd. (Gift Dept.. G"m) 54, White Llon St E 1.
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‘NOTI C E.
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for Bassett - Lowke
of coupons, will be
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an extra bonus, free

o “... ”
i just like hand made e o
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