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By MARTIN CLIFFORD

_ CHAPTER 1.
Tompkins Hits the Target !

] H, good!” -

O Clarence York Tompkins, of the Fourth at St
Jim’s, was the speaker. He was reading a letter
which had been delivered by the morming post,

and apparently he derived satisfaction from the contents of
the letter,

It was a few minutes before morm
school. Tompkins was not Jooking forwar
to class that morning. He had an idea,
doubtless with good reasom, that lessons
would not prove free from trouble, and so
the value of the good news in his .

. - His study-mate, Maulvaney minor, walked
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in, whistling cheerily. Judging by his looks, the Irish junior
bad also received good news, ;

“ Heard about Lathom ?" he chirruped joyfully.

Tompkins locked up from the letter.

“ What about him?"” .

“I111" said Mulvaney, beaming.

“What 2" :

“Sure! Touch of bronchitis, or pneumonia, or cholera, or
something. The doctor darlint says he'll have to stay in
bed for a few days.”

**Oh, good " ) . .

For the second time that morning Tompkins had received
good news,

Owing to the fact that he had, the previous evening, pur-
chased a thrilling novel entitled “The Sign of Blood; or,
the Mongol's Magic!” Clarence Tompkins had neglected
to do his preparation. The time for prep had occurred just
as Tompkins had reached the eighth chapter, where Ping
Pong, the villainous Chinaman, entrapped the hero in a
den of poisonous spiders. In the circumstances, prep was
impossible. Tompkins had been compelled to read on and
on until he reached the end of the book.

But he felt, with some reason, that it would be uscless
to explain this to Mr, Lathom. The master of the Fourth
was onc_of those narrow-minded persons who considered
preparation far more important than dens of spiders, poison-
ous or otherwise. Tompkins was convinced that Mr. Lathom
might object. Such thiogs had happened before in Tomp-
kins' experience.

So, although he was not hard-hearted, and felt sorry for
Mr. Lathom, Tompkins was glad to hear that he was not
going to take the Fourth that morning. The job would
probably devolve upon a prefect, and a prefect wus a much
easier proposition to handle than a master.

“0Oh, good!" he said, ) - )

*“1 expect Kildare will take the Form, intoirely,” grinned
Mulvaney. *““You're lucky,
Tommy ! Lathom would have
laudcﬂ you for not doing your

prep. : .
“You bet !" said Tompkins,
with satisfaction.
Mulvaney's eye dwelt on %
the letter in Tompkins' hand. S
The Irish junior looked

“Seedy! Groggy!”

and “sacked”!

Form master found bound . .

If his assailant’s
found he’s bound to be sacked!

Fortunately it was a half-holiday that afternoon. Way-
land Abbey was not more than thirty minutes’ walk from
the school. 1t was a classic spot for a picnic—a nice stretch
of green turf with a background of mouldering ruins,

Tompkins put the letter in his pocket, and was about to
Igzdave the study, when Le was brought up by a yell from out-
side.

“You fellows!"

It was Cardew's voice. Tompkins looked out of his study
window, and saw Cardew, with Lis chums Lovison and
Clive, on tho path below. The three Fourth Form juniors
were filling in the time until morning school,

“What's up?" asked Tompkins.

“Heave down that footer out of my study, Tommy!"
called up Cardew. *“We're going to have a punt about
until elass.”

**¥ou want a foothall cut of your study

Cardew sighed. It was a lifile failing of Tompkins' that
he took about ten minutes to grasp a thing.

“Yes!"” bawled Cardew. “Look alive, old bean!
only a few minutes!”

“ Whercabouts in your study is it?” ¢

“In the corner!" roared Cardew. “Use your little eyes,
Tommy."

“In the corner of your study "
“Yes!” yelled Cardew.

ClIi\'e glgnucd.

“I might as well cut into the House ‘an, it,"”
he said. ¥ It uicker.” apiiovslom st

“It's all right—he's gone to fetch it!" growled Cardew.

“What is all this shouting on the path here?” demanded
a snappish voice.

It was Mr. Selby, the short-tempered master of the Third.
He came up to the three chums, bristling with irritability,

“Can't you boys go into the quadrangle if you wish to

bawl about in this disgraceful
way?” he snapped.

“We weren't bawlin’, sir,”
roplied Cardew respectfully,
H W‘e haven't started yeb.
We're goin' fo begin in a
minute,

“What—what—what 7"

We've

.

hopeful. " r VRURRRRR DR L Foot-bawlin', ~ sir,” _ex.

“Got a remittance, dar- o . . sivat taos [ -

lint?” he asked. “Money is mighty tight in this study.” “We're waitin’ for the ball r,%“,_u rdew innocently.
“Nunno! There's no money in the letter, but—"

Mulvaney's interest drop He turned to the door. .
“But it's good news, all the same,” said _'l'omgkm;.
“You'll be glad to hear what's in this letter, Micky I
“Oh1” l\gu}vnnsy turned back. “What is ut? Hamper
on the way?”
“Nunno, but— . ; ,
“1f you mane that a registered letther is coming for

"

“ Nunno, but—" 0 A

“Or perhaps it's a parcel, infoirely 7"

“No!" yelled Tompkins, “Nothing of the kind! My
Cousin Joan—"

= Eh?” - - ..

“She’s come over from Canada and is paying a visit to
my house,” explained Tompkins. *She's a good sort!
She's rather grown-uppish—she's about twenty-two—but
she's a ripping sport.” ; ;

Mulvancy snorted. As a substitute for remittances,
hampers, registered letters, and parcels, Mulvaney did not
think much of Cousig Joan. In fact, he said as much.

“ Bless your Cousin Joan!"

“And my sister Mary——"

“Yes, and your sister Mary,” nodded Mulvaney, extend-
ing his list to include this new addition.

“ But my cousin and my sister are coming on a picnie to
Wayland Abbey this afternoon,” Tompkins went on, “ And
they've invited me to go over there and meet them.”

“Oh!"” said Mulvaney, interested again. “If you mane
that you can take a pal with yes—"

" “Nunne! I'm going alone, of course—" :

“Then bless your Cousin Joan, and bother your sister
Mary, and blow the picnic, and dash Wayland Abbey!”
snorted Mulvaney, anxious to be strictly impartial in his
maledictions. He swung out of the study in disgust. :

Tompkins, however, re-read the letter with satisfaction.
It was some years since he had last scen his Cousin Joan;
but he had a very affectionate remembrance of her, and was
quite bucked at the idea of mecting her ngain. Possibly the
picnie also helped to cheer him up. Funds were low in
the study, and an afternoon picnic would come as a relief.

-

Lurking grins appeared on the faces of Levison and Clive,

Mr. Sefby snorted like a horsa with snuffles. e
You are impertinent, Cardew.”

*“Oh, sir!”

“You are an ill-mannered boy 1"

Cardew opened his lips, and would doubtless have mad
8 retort which would have earned him a further reprimnnd?
if Fate had not ordained otherwise. Before ho could utter
80 much as a syllable, the face of Clarence York Tompkins
appeared at the w:nd'Ow above, and the voice of Tompkins
shouted cheerfully.

“Here you are !”

A football sailed out of the window., If Tompkins had
practised for months, he could not have brought oﬁ o better
shot. The ball landed diametrically in the centre of Mr.
Selby's mortar-board.

uonk |

“Qooooooh !"

The football, houncing on Mr, Selby's head, knocked his
mortar-board over his eves and obliterated his view. It was
a perfect “header,” such as any good centre-forward would
have been pleased to make. Lovison trapped the ball as it
fell to the ground.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Cardew audibly.

% Clarence York Tompkins stood frozen to the window with
orror,

Br. Selby took off the remains of an clegant mortar-
board and stared at it balefully. Then he gazed about him
in wonder.

“Wha-at was that?” he gurgled,

His gimlet cye lighted on the football, and then on Car-
dew's grinning face, and finally on the quivering form of
Clarence York Tompkins at the window above him. Mr.
Selby drew a deep breath. The drama was revealed to him,
and the plot laid bare.

“Boy, your name is Tompkins, T think?" he ground out.

“Oh! Yessit " groaned Tompkins,

“Did you—did you have the temecrity to discharge a foot-
ball at my head §*

“0Oh crikey 1"

“ Answer me !” thundered Selby.
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“Jt—it was an accident, sir,” Tompkins stuttered, I
didn’t know you were there—really, sir.” ]

Mr. Selby fixed him with a baleful glare for about five
minutes, and then transferred his fiery eye to Cardew.

“Cardew! You laughed, I thinki”

“Yes, sirl” B

“The situation struck you as funny, perhaps?” said Mr.
Zelby, savagely ironic.

“Yes, sir! I'm sorry; but—"

“Very good! Oh, very good!”

That was all! Not another word! Mr. Selby turned on
his heel and strode away. Levison and Clive, who had
expected to see Cardew hauled off to the Head, or reported
to Railton, stared after him. .

“What's up with Selby 1"’ asked Clive, in wonder. *
he getting good-tempered, or what? Surely he's not going
to let it go at that?”

Cardew shook his sage head.

“'This is sinister, my dear men!” he said. “If Selby had
gone up into the air like a rocket, T could have upd(_erstood
it. But just walkin’ away like that—therc's more in it than
meets the eye. He's got some deep scheme for making it
hot for me.”

“Gone to report you, perhaps.”

Cardew shook his head again, . . .

“He'd have collared me and taken me with him. No;
the dear man’s got another game on. I saw the look in his
giddy eye. I'm for it!” .

" “If it had been Levison, it would have been different,”
grinned Clive. “He could have taken it out of Levison's
minor, He's in the Third.” N

“Qh, well, bother him, anyway !’ yawned Cardew. Let’s
go and punt that footer about, if we're going to. It'll be
classes in a moment.” i :

And the thres chums, dismissing Mr. Selby from their
minds, went along to the football ground.

CHAPTER 2.
Not a Happy Moring !

“ ELBY I”
“Oh, scissors!”
Thers was a gasp of dismay.

The Fourth Form had assembled in the Form-room,
waiting for the prefect who was to take the Form in the
absence of Mr. Lathom. The Form, as a whole, were sorry
that Mr. Lathom was laid n;il with bronehitis, or pneumonia,
or cholera, or something; but they were looking forward
to an easy time, after a spell of hard work,

But when the door opened it was no prefect who entered
the room. It was the snappish Third Form master, Ar.
Selby, and a general gasp of dismay went up. The Form
were not likely to have an easy time while Selby was in
charge. Indeed, their casy time would commence when
Lathom returned. L

Most despondent of all were Cardew and Tompkins.
Cardew perceived now why Mr. Seclby was nursing his ven-

ance. The master had known that he was to take the

‘ourth that morning, and so he was assured of being in a
position to correet Cardew if ho was found to be in error.
And it was any odds that Cardew would be found to be in
error before that morning had elapsed.

Mr. Selby, probably, was not unjust; but he did not err
on the side of mercy. In the ordinary way, Cardew might
have managed to scrape through with his construe. He had
done his preparation—after a fashion—and might have
managed to satisfy Mr. Lathom. But with a master
specially on the look-out for the elightest flaw, it was not
likely to pass muster.

Selby knew that, and so did Cardew. There was not the
faintest possible shadow of a chance that Cardew would not
be asked to construe. Sclhf was pretty sure to pick on him
right away. So Cardew looked, and felt, uncomfortable.

Mr. Sclby put his books on the desk and fixed his pince-
nez on his somewhat beaky nose. Then he glanced over
the Form. The Fourth, that morning, might have been so
many statues. They sat still, on their very best behaviour.

“The master of this Form has, unfortunately, been taken
ill, and Dr. Holmes has requested me to deputise for him.
T trust that I shall find no cause for dissatisfaction in your
behaviour this morning.”

Mellish, who was sitting between Herries and Tompkins,
furtively edged a box of drawing-pins into his pocket. It
had been Percy Mellish’s intention to place those drawing-
ping, point upwards, on the seats of the fellows nearest him,
and so cause a little harmless and amusing relaxation. But
under Mr. Selby’s lowering frown Mellish thought better
of this intention.

Mr. Belby rested a smouldcrinﬁ eye on Jack Blake.

“Blake, what portion of Virgil is set for to-day?”
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“Liber seven,” gasped Blake. “Page 186, sir. The part
where /Eneas sces the pig.”

Mr, Selby breathed hard. s w .

o “If by the word pig, Blake,” he said, in grinding tones,
you are referring to the prophetic white sow of Tiberinus,
god of the river—"

“Oh! YVes, gir]” Blake gasped.

. “Then you will write it out twenty times after school to
impress upon your mind that the country of Latium was
not, as you seem to think, a farmyard.” Mr. Selby was
grandlx and gloomily sarcastic. “Open your books!”

The juniors duly opened their books. Tompkins stared
dumbly and inmcredulously at the words of P. Virgilius
Maro. Doubtless that ancient gentleman had meant some-
thing when he wrote, “Ecce autem subitum, atque oculis
mirabile monstrum,” ‘etc., but the meaning of those words
was hidden from Tompkins as in a glass darkly.

In his state of perspiring apprehension he couldn’t have
construed “ hie, hace, hoe, hune, ganc.” etc. He blinked hope-
lessly at the wretched words, At the back of his mind he
had a dim suspicion that “ecce ” meant ' behold !” and pos-
sibly “oculis ¥ had something to do with the eyes; but,
this apart, he was hopelessly at a loss. Fervently he prayed
that he might not be called upon to construe.

“Cardew will commence,” snapped Mr. Selby.

Cardew smiled contemptuously. Mr. Selby was crude,
Had he been a wise gentleman he would have disguised
his desire for revenge by picking upon Cardew casually,
half-way through the lesson. as a matter of fact, 1t
was silly, in any case, to make Cardew begin, for the juniors
usually prepared the first part of the lesson better than the
latter part. )

This proved to be the case now.

“* Eece autem subitum atque oculis mirabile monstrum,’ 2
drawled Cardew, with a sarcastic inflexion,

*Construe !” rasped Selby

“Behold, a sign marvellous to view!”

Mr. Selby pursed his lips:

“Yes; but I think we'll include *subitum’ into the
sentence, if you don’t mind,” he said.

Cardew’s sarcastic smile grew more pronounced. Selby
evidently wasn’t going to let anything pass. ’

“Behold, a sign sudden and marvellous to view,” he
amended. “‘Candida per silvam cum fetu concolor albo
procubuit viridique in litore conspicitursus.’ Shining in the
wood, a sow of—of the same colour—of the same colour
white—"

“That is incorrect, Cardew.”

“1 know it is, sir,” nodded Cardew, bestowing a wink on
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who sat next him.

“And why is it incorrect?”

“Because white isn’t a colour, sir,” Cardew replied
coolly. “Wa learnt that in the Third Form. White isn't
a o aurl." Virgil was talking out of his hat, sir!”

Of course, I suppose we ought to make allowances, sir,”
said Cardew cheerfully, while the class gasped. “I mean,
ho lived hundreds of years ago, and probably didn’t know
anything better.” -

“B-hoy !™ stuttered Mr. Selby.

" Still{, it's wrong,” added Cardew, with a shake of his
head. I am glad you noticed it, sir.”

“When you have finished your comments upon the out-
standing poct. of the finest civilisation the world has known,
Cardew,” ground out the scandalised Form master, “per-
haps you will have the kindness to step out here and hear
my views on the subject.”

“Qh, 1 know you're going to cane me !” said Cardew reck-

“lessly. “You'd have found an excuse if I hadn't given you

one.”
There was a gasp from the Form. Mr., Selby turned

purple.

—'Is’.neme, boy! Another word, and I will take you to
your hcadmaster, Bend over that chair.” :

The junior bent over nonchalantly. Mr. Selby ad-
ministered four hefty swishes scientifically. He stopped -at
tho fourth, doubtless considering that he need not give
Cardew his full punishment in one instalment, so to speak.
There would be other occasions shortly. b/

Cardew’s eyes were burning savagely as he went back
to his seat. He sat down, and wriggled involuntardy.
Mr. Sclby pursed his lips.

“You need not sit down for a moment, Cardew. You
have not finished yet. Kindly take that phrgse as a whole
and construe it again, giving each adjective its proper
noun.”

“Yes, sir,” said Cardew, gritting his teeth. * Shining
in the blessed green wood was a dashed silly sow of the
same rotten colour of her beastly white litter stretched out
on the fatheaded green bank before her idiotic eyes.”

“Tla, ha, ha!" yelled the class,

Mr. Selby danced with rage.



EVERY WEDNESDAY.,

If I hear another
Cardew, step out

“Bilence!" he roared. “Silence!
sound I will detain the whole Form!
here I”

An unnatural and deathly stillness descended on the
Form, and Cardew strolled languidly to the front again.
Mr. Selby clutched his best friend—the cane.

. “You—you dare to interpolate those vulgar and mean-
ingless a ectives into your rendering of the Eneid!” he
glared. “I will crush this rebellious spirit in you, Cardew !
You shall not defy me with impunity. Bend over that
chair again !”

ardew bent over.

Swish, swish, swish!

¥ 1" camo & murmur from the anguished junior.

Sd‘bi was putting some beef into the task.

Swish, swish, swish !

“YWD !!I
. The faces of tha‘iuniors were dark at this savage castiga-
tion. But not so dark as Cardew's. His face was that of
a demon as he stood up again. Probably even Mr. Seclby
could see that he had had enough for the time being.

“Go to your place, Cardew!” he said
coldly, and Cardew limped to his seat.

Mr. Selby’'s eye roamed over the Form
and rested upon Clarence York Tompkins.
Tompkins writhed and perspired gently.

“Tompkins! You will continue!” he
said grimly.

Tompkins half rose.

“Oh, no, sir; not me, sir!” he whim-
pered feebly, thinking, not without Teasor,
that there would be a painful time aheau
if he garted.

“What—what! Pick up your book and - -
continue at the place Cardew left off, You
hear me?”

Tompkins cluteched his book and rose up.
Deeply, from the
very bottom of his
soul, did he regret
the time he had
spent on “The Sign
of Blood; or, the
Mongol’s Magic” the
previous evening.
The /ZEneid was not
nearly so interesting
as poisonous spiders,
but it saved a deal of
trouble in the Form-

room.

The ill - starred
youth blinked at his
boolk.

“‘Quam pius
ZEneas tibi enim

tibi, maxima Tuno,
he  stuttered dis-
mally. “Oh crumbs!
I—I mean—" And
then, like a ray of
light, the words
“pius Mneas” and
“maxima Iuno” hit

2

™ Mactat sacra ferens—mum-making sacred ferns—" *\

“Wha-a-at?"’

In spite of the gravity of the situation, & titter ran round
the Form. Tompkins gulped. And then he suddenly re-
membered that he had had the word “sacra” only the
previous day., It was “ sacrifice "—he remembered it now.

4#le tried again.

“Making o sacrifice of some ferns—"

“Ferns!” echoed Selby blankly., “Is this boy totally
ignorant of the Latin tongue? Step out in front of the
class, Tompkins!”

Tompkins shivered. He had not the hardihood of fellows
like Cardew, Blake, or Levison. He walked out trembling.
Mr. 8elby’s canc sprang automatically to his grasp.

He collared Tompkins with one hand, and with the
other he wielded the cane.

“Perhaps this will help you "—swish!—*to pay a little
more attention "—swish—"to Latin grammar ""—swish!—
“and in order to implant it on your mind "—swish—* you
may stay in the Form-room during morning break "—
swish '—* and conjugate the verb ‘ferre,’ to carry, includ-

Squonki ‘The ball landed on Mr. Sg‘lihy’s ha?d. knocking his mortar-board over

him in the wvision.

He was on safe el g
ground here, at any ; o
rate. The book was full of “pius Aneas” and “maxima  ing fero "—swish !—*crs ""—swish 1—* fert ""—swish |—"fori-

Iuno.” “‘The good Aneas and the mighty Juno—"" he
began.

gclb_v stopped him,

“What makes you E‘Fut a conjunction in that sentence,
Tompkins?” he asked, like & Tusty saw going through
knotted wood.

.Tompkins had by this time forgotten there were such
things as conjunctions. He would not have known a
conjunction if it had bitten him at that moment.

*Oh dear!” he wailed. “The good /Encas—er—~the
mighty Juno—er—tibi—tibi—"

Selby gazed at him.

“Is it possible, Tompkins, that you cannot even construe
e simple personal pronoun?" .

Evidently it was. Tompkins couldn't have construed
his cousin’s letter just then. He simply perspired with
terror and goggled wildly at Selby. .

“Boy! You will write out twenty times that the word
*tibi’ is the dative case of the second person singular,
should cane a Third Form boy who did not know that,
Tompkins.”

“0Oh, sus-scissora!” groaned Tompkins,

“Continue. Mactat sacra ferens—"

mus, fertis, and ferunt "—swish, swish!

“Qooogh! Whooop! Ow-wow-wow !” shrieked Tompkins,
struggling wildly. : -

The Fourth Form juniors looked angry and disgusted—
with the exception of Mellish, who had just placed one ot
his drawing-pins on Tompkins' empty seat. Two fellows
so far had been called on to construe, and both of them
had been caned in a severe and unwarrantable manner,

The fellows were not aware, of course. that Selby had
a special %ruﬂge against Cardew and Tompkins because of
the football incident. They were all fecling apprehensive.
Other fellows had scamped prep the previous eveming.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had spent the time he should have
devoted to prep in getting ink-stains out of a pair of
elegant trousers, and he was filled with the most dismal
forebodings as to what would happen when he was called
upon.

He needn’t have worried. Selby was concerned mainly
with Cardew and Tompkins. He was likely to be a trifle
aasier with the others—not very much, but a trifle. :

Tompkins crawled back to his seat, muuninghfoverishly.

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,207,
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He dropped wearny on to the form; but the next moment
he sprang upwards again with a fearful yell,

“ Ooovovoogh I”?

There was a pile of books on his desk. His frantio dive
sent them flying all ever the room. The inkpot over-
balanced and ran down the desk like a black waterfall,
sprinkling ink on the form of Tompkins, who had ndw
mado a forced landing on the floor.

Tompkins sat on the floor, smothered with ink, and
gurgling. Mr. Sclby and the juniors stared blankly.

“Mmmmmmmmm !” mumbled the unfortunate junior,
gouging ink out of Lis eyes.

“Tompkins! Boy!” roarcd Mr, Selby. “What is the
meaning of this pantomime? Answer me!”

“Ow!l Wow! Qoogh!” groaned Tompkins.
rotter put a drawing-pin on my scat. I sat on it Ow!
I'm all inky! Ow!”’

“A drawing-pin!” hooted Helby. “Wretched boy! 1
do not believe a word you say. You are deliberately trying
to waste the time of this Form

“Do you think 1 shot this ink all over my chivvy on
purpose?” roared Tompkins, quite forgetting his terror in
his cxcitement. “I sat on a drawing-pin—"

“Silence! Go to the bath-room and clean yourself,
You will be detained this afternoon to make up for your
wanton waste of time this morning 1"’

Tompkins could scarcely credit his ears.

“ Dud-detained 1” he stuttered. ** Please, sir—"

“You may go to thoe bath-room, boy!”

“Thank you, sir!” gasped Tompkins, *“But I'm sorry I
can’t stay in this afterncon. I've got a most important
engagement, sir. At

“ Some

My cousin—'

“PBless my soul! Did you hear me say you were
detained, Tompkins?”

“Qh, yessir! Dut I've.got to meet my cousin—a picnic
fromn Canada, sir!” stuttered Tompkins, getting a little
confused in his haste. *1 shan't have another chance, sir.
If 1 don't seo her to-day—-" )

“Gol” roared Mr. Selby.

‘Tompkins went. There are some tones of voice with
which there is no arguing. This was one of them.

Lessons proceeded in a breathless atmosphere.  Percy
Mellish, bspecially, was anxious not to catch Mr. Selby’s
eye. Had Mellish done the right thing he would have
owned up about the drawing-pin. But such a course of
action never even occurred to Percy Mellish.

Lines and lickings fell thick and fast that morning.
Cardew, who was in his most reckless mood, reaped five
hundred lines by asking Mr. Selby a single question. It
appeared that Cardew was anxious to discover the correct
Latin construction of an English sentence. Would it be
better, he wanted to know, to write “The object hath
descended upon his head,” or, alternatively, “Upon his
head hath the object descended 7 Possibly Mr. Selby did
not know the answer. At any rate, answer made he none,
sny(? to reward Cardew with the five hundred lines afore-
said,

All this was bad enough for the Fourth; but worse was
to follow. They could have stood lines and lickings at a
pinch; but Mr. Selby's final words, as Blake said, “fairly
took the biscuit.”

Mr. Selby spoke the fatal words as the Fourth were
putting up therr books. .

“Y believe 1 am not {ar wrong in saying that this Form
is the most unruly Form at St. James' 1” he said unpleazantly.
“Comments upon the behaviour of this Form have reached
my ears many times in the past; but I have, of course,
been powerless to intervene. Now I shall make it my
business to do so. I have heard that this Form is fond
of indulging in what you call ‘raggings,’ free fights, and
brutal horseplay in Rylcombe Wood and in the village, on
half-holidays.”

“@Great pip!" murmured Blake dazedly.

“On one occasion I myself witnessed a vulgar splashing-
match by the river, when the boys of this Form were
deliberately attacking certain juniors from the New House.
That kind of thing degrades the reputation of this school,
and it must cease.”

“gilly old ass!” mmrmured Blake, who was the ring-
leader in the splashing match referred to. It was merely
an ordinary house-rag, which was thoroughly enjoyed by
tho juniors of both camps. However, it was not much use
pointing this out to Mr. Selby.

“Thig afternoon,” went on the cheerful Selby, “1 person-
ally intend to walk through Rylcombe Wood to the village
and back, 1 shall keep my eyes open for any signs of
mishehaviour by the boys of this Form, and I warn such
cnlprits as I may discover that I shall deal out punishment
with no sparing hand.”

“ Ag per usual!” murmured Digby inaudibly,
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“That is all I have to say 1’ concluded Mr. Selby. “To
such of you as are contemplating a walk through the wood
or to the village this afternoon I give a word of advice.
Behave yourselves cireumspectly. f;f you do not, the con-
sequences may be very far from plessant, That is all
The class may dismiss.”

And in a state of simmering fury the class duly dis-
missed,

CHAPTER 3.
Tompkins Asks for It |

L HE rotter1”
“The outsider !”
“The old tyrant!”

; The Fourth were in that happy stato known as
unanimous. To a man they uttered words of condemnation,
and it is revealing no very dark secret to state that the
obiect of their wraih was the misguided Selby.

The juniors had writhed under his final words in the
Form-room. He actually proposed to use his little brief
authority in the Fourth to hunt arourd Ryleombe Wood and
the village to find out if they were indulging in rags. It
was the absolute, utter limit. They felt like little boys who
dared not speak for fear their nurse might hear,

Blake was boiling with indignation as the juniors went
up the stairs.

_ “The beastly old tyrant!” he seid sulphurously, sparring
in the air. “Wouldn't I like just to knock that nasty snecer
off his moth-eaten old face "

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus %
“Selby weally is the himit, deah boysl I vewy stwong
disappwove of bein' chivvied about the place on g half{
holiday, like a pwisonah let out of gaol!”

“You're lucky to be able to be chivvied!” moaned
Tompkins feverishly. *1'm detained—all the blessed after-
noon. And I specially wanted to meet my cousin before she
goes back to Canada, She's caming to \%:aylaud Abbey for
a picoic.”

**Wough luck, deah boy "

“Dash it alll It's teo thick!” egclaimed Blake.
“Couldn’t you have axpiuined it to Selby "

“Didn’t 177 howled Tompkins. “Does he let a
explain anything 1"

“ Appeal to Railton” suﬁgcsted Dighy.

“That's no use,” said Blake. “Railton's bound to stick
up for Selby. The beaks always stick together. You'll
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have to grin and bear it, Tommy."”
“Will 11" snapped Tompkins, “T shall cut detention,'
“Ass] You'd caught.”
“Why should 11 Selby’s going down to the village. You
heard him say so. I could get back by five.”

“@Give it & miss, old bean !” advised Blake kindly. “Thero
would only be more trouble if you were caught—and you'd
be bound to get copped.”

“Rot! Think I'm going to let my cousin down when she's
come here purpesely to see me!?" howled Tompkins.

“It would be hard chcese, and no mistake! But—"

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!l As a fellow of tact and
jud t, I advise you not to cut detention.”

“Blow your tact and bless your judgment[” snorted
Tompkins. “I'm cutting it!”

He stamped off moodily, and the juniors followed him
with sympathetic eyes.

“Beastly hard lick on the poor little blighter I said
Herries. 'Tain’t as if he was used to lickings like me.
He's only a harmless little fathead, and Selby fairly
savaged him. Two lickings, fifty lines, a Latin declension,
and an afternoon’s detention—all in one morning. Phew 1”

“Tt's heastly meau and rotten|” snapped Blake. * Selby
ought to be hungl”

“Hanged !” corrected Dighy.
Doesn't look happy, does he?”

Cardew mouched sullenly along the passage, having shaken,
off his chums, Levison and Clive. He favoured the juniors
with a scowl. H

“Foeling bad, old top?” asked Blake sympathetically, :

“Nat o bad as Selby will be fecling when I've done with
him 1” responded Cardew, between his tecth. “T'll make
the old tyrant sit up! I'll get my own back for this
morning "

The juniors gave condoling murmura,

“ Just because that ass Tompkins bunged a football on his
silly nut, and 1 laughed.” explained Cardew. “I've bagged
two lickings and five hundred lines!”

“¥ou did rather ask for it, you know.”

“1 wasn't going to let Selby think 1 was afraid of him,
even if I did know his little game. I tell you men that
this is going to cost Selby a lot of worry. ait till I get
half a chance of paying him back, that's all I

“Better cheese it, old man,” advised Blake. * You'll only
give him o further chance of lamming into you.” '

“FHere comes Cardew!
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“I don't care. You saw how lie weni for me this
morning 1" . .
“Well, I bagged iwenty lines for cn!]inf that giddy white
sow a pig,” said Blake. “And, after all, the brute was a
pig—you can't get away from it.” .
“And I bagged a licking,” supplemented Herries, * Pretty
well every man bagged lines or a licking.” :
“Nobody went through it like Tompkins and I 1" gritted
Cardew. *“Just because the old villain had his knife into
P

“What aro you going to do to Selby " asked Dig.

“1 don't know—yet!”

Cardew stamped away, scowling. Arthur Augustus shook
a sage head.

“1t weally is too bad 1" he declared. “When Cardew gets
one of these fits he is a weckless boundah!l And it's all
Selby's fault. Cardew’s constwue was all wight till SBelby
started waggin® hun!” :

“Bless him |” growled Blake. “Cardew will get up to
something and Janud himself in trouble. It'll be no use
cxplaining to the beak that it was all Selby’s eilly fault.
I'm glad I'm not a Third Form man !

The juniors went in to dinner. There was not one of
them but hoped fervently that Mr. Lathom's bronchitis,
pneumonia, or cholera would soon disappear, 5

After dinner the Fourth Form juniors dispersed, in far
from pleasant frames of mind. Those fellows who had
decided to visit the village, the wood, or the river, had to
bear in mind the faet that they must repress their high
spirits for once. The slightest jollity, if scen by Mr. Selby,
would be counted as misbehaviour. z

Most miserable of all was Clarence York Tompkins, as he
wended his weary way to.the Form-room., Possibly Cardew,
who had mouched off somewhere by himsclf, was nearly as
gloomy—but not quite. Tompkins was p picture of despair
and desperation. <

Heo had decided that, come what might, he would cut
detention and meet his cousin. There is a point beyond
which even the mildest junior eannot be driven, and that
point had been reached. Tompkins, usually a mild, in-
offensive fellow, was pitched up to deeds of deadly daring.

He took his seat drearily and stared at the clock. M.
Selby camo in, dressed for walking, in a frock coat and
shining silk hat. .

“You will remain in this room until five o'clock,
Tompkins ! he snapped. " You need not waste your time.
You may copy out a Georgic or two, and improve your
scanty knowledge of the Latin language 1"

With which consolatory sentiment, Mr. Selby passed out of
the room and shut the door. A ) )

Tompkins glanced at the clock again. Allowing himself
half an hour to ﬁet to Wayland Abbey, and half an hour to
get back again, he had no_time to waste. If he was going
at all, he had to get on with it. : .

Allowing Mr. Sclby five minutes’ grace, Tompkins shut his
Virgil, bowled it overarm into the fireplace, and walked
quickly out of the room. He stuffed his cap into his pocket,
and, looking about him cautiously, he edged down the steps
into the quad; and fairly bolted around the corner of the
House. .

Unfortunately, Mr. Selby elected that particular moment
to walk towards the House from the Close. At the corner
there was a desperate collision.

Tompkins fell one way, Mr. Selby the other. They
sat on the ground and blinked at each other. Then they
made remarks, almost simultaneously :

“Qooogh !

# Whoogh I

Sy

CHAPTER 4.
‘The Battle of Selby’s Hat |

HERE ensued a silence. Tompkins, with praise-

l worthy courtesy, waited for Mr. Selby to open the

conversation, As soon as he had once more re-
covered his breath, Mr. Selby did so.

“Boy !"” he said, and his voice sounded as though it was
being produced by some sort of broken-down machinery.
S“Boy! Tompkins! Do I find you here?”

“0Oh lor' " groaned Tompkins.

“Boy |” roared Mr. Selby, struggling up. “Have you
dared to absent yourself from the Form-room against my
specific command? Answer me!”

“Oh dear!”

“Have you actually contemplated sciting my orders at
defiance in this matter? How dare you?” He reached
out, and his fingers closed upon Tompking' ear. “Come—
come with me!”

“Whoop!"” yelled Tompkins, as his ear was drawn swiftly
towards the doorway. “Leggo! Ow! My ear!”

Tompkins accompanied the outraged master to the Form-
room. A number of fellows watched the procession; some
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with approval, some with sympathy. Tompkins felt like
King Charles the First, in the picture in Big Hall, where
he was walking to his execution through a long line of
soldiers and lookers-on,

Mr. Selby towed the offending i‘unior into the room,
leaped at the eupboard, took out his stoutest cane, and
fairly made the imstrument ring on Tompkins.

Whack, whaek, whack !

“Yaroooh!” shricked Tompkins.
Oh crikey ! Whooop !

Whack, whack, whack !

“Yooooop |"

“And if you dare to presume to cven think of leaving
this room again until I give you leave,” said Mr. Selby,
panting heavily, “I will take you to your hcadmaster for
a flogging. De silent, wretched boy!”

“Ow-wow-wow |

“You understand me? If you dare leave thiz room
before five o'clock, you shall be reported to Dr. Holmes
for a public flogging.”

Mr. Belby threw the cane into the cupboard, and strode
out of the room. He left behind him a mournful, painful,
but exceedingly determined Tompkins. So far from having
discouraged Tompkins in his determination to sce his
cousin, Mr. Sclby had merely goaded him to a point of
reckless indifference. ‘lompkins, in his normal state of
mind, would not have dreamed of flouting authority in such
a barefaced manner, but that morning he had been so
heavily punished that he really didn't care what punish-
ment was booked to come next,

He crossed to the window and looked out, wriggling
uncomfortably. The high-hatted figuro of Mr, Selby
dawned on him. ‘The master was striding across the Close
in the direction of the main gates. It was a sunny after-
noon in spring, and the sun gleamed cheerfully upon Mr.
Selby's top-hat as ho walked along. A cheeky fag was
punting a footlall near by, and for a moment it looked as
though the fag was going to elect Mr. Belby's top-hat to
the rusmon of goal. But, to Tompkins’ disappointment,
he thought better of it.

The junior watched Mr., Selby out of sight, and then
gave him a few minutes' grace, After that he opened
the door and scuttled away.

Roylance was sunning himself on the steps as Tompkins
dashed by.

“Cutting it?"” he asked, interested.

“Yesi” jerked out Tompkins.

“ Phew 1"

" Keep it mum !” urged Tompkins.

“You bet! Whither bound #”

“Wayland Abbey. Picnie.,”

“ Look out for Selby, then,” cautioned Roylance. * You'll
have to go through Rylcombe Wood to get there. And
merry old Selby’s dodging about in the wood, looking for
horseplay.”

Tompkins started.

“QOh, my hat!” he said.

He had forgotten that little detail. Unless he went as
far as Wayland and crossed the River Rhyl by the bridge
he was bound to go through the footpath in Ryleombe
Wood. And he had not nearly enough time to go the
long way round. - He must chance meeting Sobby.

Keeping his wits well about him he ll'otlc'dy down the
Rylcombe Road as far as the stile, and, crossing this, sct
off along the towing-path in the direction of the wood.
And it was as he was sprinting along the towing-path by
the river that he overhauled Selby.

Rounding @ corner rather quickly, he perceived Selby's
top-hat gleaming in front of him. Instantly he dived into
the bushes and lay low.

Selby was not alone in that spot. A number of village
youths were out for an afternoon row in an ancient boat,
and they had pulled into the bank at that spot to bump,
clump, and frog's-march one of their number, who had de-
clined in the most offensive manner to do any rowing or
steering.

It was while this misguided merchant was experiencing
all the torturcs of the Spanish Inquisition that - Selby
dawned on the group. Instantly tortured and torturers
abandoned the pursuit in favour of & more pressing matter.

“Where did yer get that 'at, where did yer get that
tile?"” warbled the lanky youth with red hair, who was
evidently chief brigand. “Oh, isn't it a nobby one, and
guite the latest stylo!”

Tompkins peered through the bushes. The village
rowdies were regarding Mr. Selby with breathless interest,
and it was plain that his top-hat was the subject of their
regard, Mr, Belby eyed them coldly as he drew level with

them.
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“'Qw much for the 'ar, guv nor?” inquired a youra ol
commercial taste.

“Youn shut up, 'Erb!” adwmonished another. “The old
covey wouldn’t sell that ’at, 'E carries ’ome the grub in
that 'at, 'e does.”

!'1‘1123 theory was evidently well supported. Mr. Selby
glared.
“HBe off, you impertinent little ruffians!” he snapped.
“Oh erimes "

The youth 'Erb felt that this conversation had gone on
loug enough. It was all very well to make fun of a top-
hat, but, after all, the traditions of boyhood held that top-
hats were constructed simply and solely as targets for
snowhalls, turfs, and other missiles, 'Erb now helped Mr.,
Selby's hat to fulfil its mission.

Digging a turf from the river-bank he took careful aim
and let fly, The education of the village rowdies was
deficient in many respeets, but there was nothing left to
teach them in the matter of aiming straight, 'Erb’s aim
would have struck envy into the heart of William Tell,

The turf sailed through the air and impinged itself upon
the very centre of Mr. Selby’s top-hat. The hat flew; Mr.
Selby jumped.

“Why, what—what——" he stuticred. And
turned about with e face of fury.

Unluckily for the grinning ‘Erb, Mr. Selby was armed
with a thick Rattan walking cane. Two strides carried
him up to 'Erb. There was a brief struggle, and when
tho dust cleared away it was seen that 'Erb was face
downwards over Mr. Selby's knee, and that the walking-
stick was poised threateningly in the air above a certain
part of "Erb.

“You ill-mannered rufian !” thundered Mr. Selby. “ How
dare you discharge your abominable missiles at me? Take
that and that !

Whack! Whaek! Whack!

"Erb's cry of agony ascended to the stars, 'Trb writhed/
under the lashing walking-stick, and appealed to his com-
racdes for assistance.

“Whaoooop! Leggo! Ow! ‘Eip a bloke,

Yarroooooh !”

The lanky youth approached Mr. Selby in a manner
mnore timid than intimudating.

“’Tre, look ’ere, guv'nor—""

“You wish to share m your companion's castigation?”
inquired Selby, pausing in the act of dusting 'Erb's
garments with his stick.

The lanky youth did not understand what Mr. Selby
meant; but he gathered that it was something unpleasant.
Ho backed away.

Mr. Selby administered two more sharp corrections to the
writhing 'Erb, and then picked up his top-hat.

“Bo off " he snapped. “And try to learn a few

[t

then Le

can't yer?

manners

He trad magnificently upon bis way. But 'Erb was not
dona with yet. 'Erb desired revenge. 'Erb did not permit
even his father to treat him in the way that Selby had
treated him. 'Erb's pride was wounded.

Ha bent down and picked up a huge boulder from the
side of the river. His comrades were alarmed.

“'Ere, stop it!” cried the lanky youth. “You'll kill 'im
if von 'it 'im with that!”

“1 ain't a-going to ’it 'im!” snarled 'Erh. .

Such was not t intention of the master-strategist, as
his chums saw the next moment. 'Erb flung the biz stone
with all his might. But not at Selby.

e flung it into the river at the spot by which Mr. Sclby
was passing.

A fountain of green water shot up from the river and
drenched Mr. Selby like a sudden cloudburst.

“Gug-gpug! Ooooococogh!” gasped the Third TForm
master, as tho river Rhyl left its course and poured itself
over him. *“What, what— Qaooogggeggh!”

“Bunk!"” gasped 'Erb. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Haw, haw, haw!” echoed his comrades.
kins, hehind the bushes, giggled happily.

The village youths erowded quickly into their ancient
hoat. - But Mr. Selby, after his first shock of surprise and
horror, also acted quickly. Clutching his walking-stick, he
fairly leaped along the towing-path, dripping fury from
every pore.

And then 'Erb made a sickening discovery. When they
had pulled into the bank, they had tied the painter in a
double-knot about a tree-stump, and try how they might,
Lhe_‘,rk couldn’ get it undonme. They were anchored to the
ank.

Selby pranced up, waving his stick. Tt was the work of
a moment to reach out and grab 'Erb by the sernff of the
neck. A moment more, and "Erb was prostratoe on the bank.
Yet another moment, and *Erb was going through it,
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Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack!

“You—yow unnatural little savagel” panted Selby,
whacking away as if for a bet. “I'll teach you once and
for all to moderate your primeval instinets and pay respect
to your elders.” ) -

“Oooop!  Whooop! Yooop! Gloocoop!” moaned the
wretched 'Erb, wriggling like a lizard. His companions
watched him dumbly.

Mpr., Selby—afier a while—finished thrashing *Erb, having
mmplemI? broken that fine spirit for a time. 'Erb knew
when he had had enough. He crawled to the boat, fell in
it, and subsided under a seat with & moan. As far as
future trouble was concerned, "Erb was out.

The Third Form master brushed himsell as dry as
possible with a handkerchief, felded his top-hat once more,
and resumed his walk. He resumed it in a state of

. indeseribable fury.

Woe betide any Fourth Form boy who caught Selby's
eye that afternoon.

Tompkins watched the ragged youths push their craft
away from the bank, bearing 'Erb, and then came out
from his hiding-place, and once more zet off along the
towpath in Seclby's wake.

He was more than ever watchiul now. Tis imagination
refused to picture what would happen to him if he ran into
Selby after this. It would be something too dreadiul te
contemplate. His knees knocked at the bare thought of it

Trotting along silently, his eyes wide for the first gleam
of Selby's hat, Tompkins reac! the end of the towing-
path, and gained the shelter of the wood. If he could only
manage to eircumvent Selby now, and get in front of him,
P; 3ouid race away to Wayland Abbey as quickly as he
iked.

Dodging through the wood, Tompkins contrived this,
Ho swept away from the footpath mm a wide circle which
brought him nearly to tho bank of the river again. Then
he bore away back to the footpath,” hoping to have got
well ahead of the Third Form master,

But just as he reached the footpath, he glimpsed the
well-known top-hat approaching him not ten yards away.

He gasped, and crouched behind a large clump of black-
thorn, praying feverishly that Selby would not epot him.

It was the most trying period in Tompking life. He
heard the steady clop! clop! clop! of Selby’a footsteps, and
knew that, in a few seconds, Selby would pass within three
feet of him, YWould he be—

His thoughts were diverted by a furious yell.

" Whoooooogh ! .

Thers came sounds of a struggle and a muffled
exclamation of surprise and rage.

Tompkins peered through the blackthorn fearfullg.

At the sight that met his eyes, he nearly dropped down
in a fit,

CHAPTER 5.
The *Sacking** of Selby!

R. SELBY frowned. {
He had been frowning all the time, of course;
but this was mmethin% extra-special in the way

of frowns. The normal expression of Mr. Selby's
fuce was a frown, so when he did frown, his eyebrows
nearly wmet his chin. )

“Impertinent scoundrel!” he murmured, tramping
steadily through the wood. “TUpon my word, 1 should like
to mcet that youth's father. I should certainly tell him
what 1 thought of his method of educating his offspring.
Bah!*

In saying this, Mr. Selby made a mistake. Tle would
not have liked his meeting with 'Erb's father. ’Erb's
parent was a bargee, and in moments of excitement, he
had a most unfortunate habit of “bashing ™ people. He
wus even then doing twenty-one days for assault, and it
is probable that, if he had met Mr. Selby, he would
gpeedily have qualified for a further three weeks. 1

But Mr. Selby didn’t know this, and as he tramped
along, he mentally ran over the points he should raige in
pointing out 'Krb's defeets to his nautical parent.

He had just reached the stage of commenting upon
'Erb’s frecdor of cxpression when his thoughts were
suddenly arrested by o sack dropping over his head and
blotting the sunlight from his eyes.

Now, the normal procedure of a gentleman when a sack
drops over his head is to struggle, and this Mr. Selby
did. He let out a furious cry, and began to rid himself
of the sack. i

But the person who had dropped the sack over his head
evidently did not desire him to get rid of it, for the sack
]‘;as _f.:ixawn tight about his middle, pivioning his arms to
is side,
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“ Mummmmmm " came a muffled gurgle from Mr, -Selby
inside the sack.

Really, this was not Mr. Selby’s lucky afternoon.

He thought he heard a soft chuckle from his dastardly
assailant; but he gave the matter no thought, for just
then the person who had dropped the sack on him began-
to bind a rope around the sack.

So stightly did the rope cut into his wrists that Sclby gave
a muffted ory. This di
in his power. The rope was bound and rebound about his
middle and his shoulders, and finally tied in a workmanlike
manner at hiz back. 3

He stood_there, trussed like a chicken, with a sack over
his head. His legs, however, were still free,

But not for long. His assailant pushed him up against a
tree, and secured him to it. .

"Came the sound of steadily retreating footsteps, and
Mr. SBelby was alone
with the birds and his
own thoughts,

These were, ns it
may be imagined, of
no very pleasant
character. He was
foroed to the coneclu- I
gion that this was a f
planned thing. Bome-
body was waiting for
him, hiding behind a
bush. Somebody had

. ¥
brought that sack, t f
fully intending to use R i
it on him.  Mr, 5 | i
Selby panted with
fury and dismay.

o was it? At
first his thoughts
turned upon the boy
’Erb. Could it have
been 'Erb?

It was not impos-
-sible. The sack had
been plunged over
his head so swiftly
that a mere boy
could easily have
handled him. As far
as regards physical

ibility, "Erb could
ave managed it.

But practically it
was by no means cer-
tain. He had to
assume that 'Erb and
his companions
pulled their boat into
the bank by the wood,
cut through the trees
ahead nfg him, and
ambushed him with
this sack.

It would mean a bit
of quick work, but it
certainly was not
impossible,

But Mr. Balb¥ all
this while had a feeling that this assault sprang from deeper
waters than that, and almost automatically the name of
Cardew sprang to his mind.

This was the kind of thing that Cardew might ensily have
ﬁarmed. His reckless nature was a byword in the school.

r. Selby read the message in his sullen eyes that morning ;
knew that Cardew was nursing his animosity. If it was to
be assumed -that this assault was the work of any junior at
8t. Jim's, it was almost certain to be Cardew.

A this point his_reflections were interrupted by the
sound of footsteps. Somebody was coming. He heard the
unseen person approach him and stop before him.

!HB wriggled. expecting to be released. But he was not
telea

|

For veer good reasons. y 5

It was Clarence York Tompkins who was standing before
him, and i+ Clarence York om%kins released Mr. Selby,
Clarence York Tompkins would be flogged. Not much of
an inducement to do rescue work.

From behind the blackthorn bush Tompkins had seen it
all. He goggled at the wriggling form of Selby—goggled
with dismay and perplexity.

What on earth was he to do?

Common justice demanded that he must release Mr, Salby.
MmSaIb sense demanded that he must not release

I. y-

not deter the villain who had him

The books want flying all over the room, the Ink-pot overbal d
on

It was an awful position.

Tompkins tried to think, staring hard at the wriggling
form, clothed in sackcloth and rope. He stretched forward
to extricate the master, but he paused. How could he be
exs!ected to release Mr. Selby when he knew the moment
Selby saw him it meant a flogging?

Besides—and Tompkins paled—what sort of mood would
Selby be in when set free? Really, it would be a lot
preferable to release a man-eating lion. With o hungry,
raging, man-eating lion one might stand a chance of getting
oft lightly, but with Selby there was not the remotest
possibility.

He would be out for blood, and Tompkins had no desire to
supply him with a victim.

r.,Selby wriggled frantically, evidently wondering why
he whs not released. Tompkins starcd at him with a
frown on his pale face. What to do—what to do? He
simply had not the courage to do the right thing.

And then all at once his difficulty was solved. From
farther slong the footpath floated a laughing voice,

e it, Monty 1" :

It was the voice of Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell.
With him were Lowther, Manners, and Handcock, the
chums of Study No. 10. |

Tompkins jumped for joy and glided like a ghost through
the trees, '
He disappeared in the direction of Wayland at a great

e

and T ki

landed
the floor !

{5&%% leaving the Shell juniors to extricate the unfortunate
alby.

They came along merrily. Lowther was in one of his
poetic moods, and was keeping his chums laughing. Spring
often affected Lowther in this manner,

“Oh, father, I hear the sound of guns! Oh, say, what
may it be? It's me! I've been and dropped the buns
we're saving up for tea!” chanted Lowther. *“Oh, to be

in England, now that April is therel Whoever wakes in
England seems some morning unaware—"'

“That & guy is roped beyond belief at the foot of a
gosh-darned brushwood sheaf [ finished Cyrus K. Handcock,
staring ahead. “Are there any road agents or four-bag
gangs in this part of the world, kidsi"

2 g-oud agents?” ;

“ Well, guess that guy has met somethin’ mighty
violent,” drawled Handcock in his most composed fashion.
*I sure did reckon that that kind o’ thing wasn't encouraged
outside o' God's Own Courtry.”

““What on earth are you ta
pezplexity. : o

h‘ ; at roped-up guy there!” replied Handeock, pointing
ahead.

Three pairs of eyes followed, and three fellows jumped as
if a depth-charge gud suddenly exploded beneath them.
Tue CGex Lisrary.—No, 1,207.

ng about?" asked Tom, in
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“ What—what—what—"
“Great pipl”

“Oh, holy smoke!” _
The juniors hastéened forward. .

“Who is it?” gasped Tom, drawing a knife from his

pocket,

“It’s alive, at any rate,” commented Handcock casually.

Tom stepped forward and severed_the rope which boumd
the sack about the strange figure. Lowthers and Manners

aped blankly in the background, while the captain of the
'ghell and Cyrus K. Handcock unwound the rope and pulled
up the sacking from the struggling man. :

* "Ad soon as the sacking was pulled from his head a yell
went up.

“Selby I

“Selby! Oh, my only hat!” . .

Mr. by blinked dizzily at the juniors. The juniors
blinked dizzily at Mr. Selby. -

“What—what has happened, sir?"” stuttered Tom.

“I have been assaulted—violently and brutally assaulted,”
answered Mr. Selby, in a vinegary tone. *Some—some dpe_:-
son has_presumed to envelop me in this—this sack and tie
me up with rope. Have you any knowledge of this,
Merry 1" )

“Oh crikey! I mean, nunnol” gasped Tom.
only just arrived |”

“You did not see any person here as you came up?™

“ Nobody at all, sir !’

“QOnly you, sir,” put in Lowther anxiously.

“What—what ?"” Mr. Selby staggeréd forward, and then
sank down and looked at his ankles.

They wero tied with a handkerchief.

“Ha|” he said, struggling with the knot in the handker-
chief. “This handkerchief may be an important clue.”

“We've
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“Was it—was it a footpad who attacked you, sir?” ven-
tured Tom. ’ : o ;

“No, it was not!” Belby snorted, wrestling with the
handkerchief. *My own impression is that it was & junior.”

“Not a St. Jim’s junior, sir?" .

“ Undoubtedly 1"

“Gug-great £|pl” ) S
blTnTI Shell fellows were staggered. They gazed at Selby

ankly, ;

That unfortunate man had now untied the handkerchief,
and was examining it closely. He uttered a yell of triumph
as he saw the initials R. R. C. worked in regin one corner.

“I think I was not mistaken in supposing this handker-
chief would provide a clue,” he snapped. “Merry! Do you
know any junior at 8t. James' whose initials are B. R. C.1"

“R. R. C.1” yelled Tom.

Mr. Selby displayed the handkerchief.

Tom darted a look of apprehension at Manners, which was
returned his chums. Their discomfiture was plain.
Evidently they did know of somebody bearing those initials.

“ Answer me, Merry 1"

Tom turned.

“Excuse me, sir] This is a serious matter.
not implicate myself in it,” ;

“Then gthnps you will kindly inform me what are
Cardew’s Christian names?” :

"I'm sorry, sir—md1” returned Tom, breathing hard and
biting his lip. “I can give you no informatio’n, sir,”

“Will give me none,” amended Mr. Selby. ‘“You could
do so, if you desired. It matters little, of course. An
examination of the school registers will soon settle the

int.”

Tom blinked at him dismally.

“Do you desire us to assist you back to the school, sir?”
ha" asked. i -

“You can walk all right,rsir?’i_ .
“Eh? Yes, of course! You may get along1”

Mr. Selby picked up the sack and rope for evidence. For
the third that afternoon, he fielded his top-hat and,
having placed it on his head, he nodded curtly to the
juniors, and strode back towards the school.

,The Shell fellows watched him go with dismal eyes.

_“It's all up with Cardew now,’ said Manners.

“The silly ass!” growled Tom. “He's asked for it often
enough; and he looks like getting it now. What on earth
made him do such a fatheaded trick as thist"

“Gussy was saying that Selby lammed into him rather
iln class this morning. Seems to have had a special down on

im "
“I guess Selby knew darn well it was Cardew all the
time,” opined the American junior. “Yessir! That
handkerchief only told him what he knew already.”

“That means that he was half expecting it1”

“I guess that’s the way I reckon it out. The old gink
knew he’'d been putting the screw on Cardew, and he was
kinder caleulating on Cardew stagin’ a come-back. Cardew’s
8 dumb-bell | o's only given the old whippet a hold on
him. Selby will get him ﬁicked out. It's what he wants.”

“Shouldn't be surprised. He's a venomous old beast.
Worse than Ratty in that respect.”

“Fancy Cardew being such an ass as to use his handker-
chief to tie the old tyrant’s legs,” remarked Lowther.

“It wants some fancying [” grunted Manners.

“Wes! After all,” put in Tom, “we may be taking too
much for granted. It's just possible that Cardew really
didn'f do it."” X i

“] guess he did it 0.K.,” said Handcock, with a shake
of hinghend.

“Well, we'll wait and hear what he has to say. He may
have a complete alibi.” ;

“Well, if Cardew didn’t do this, I reckon T'll be greatly
surprised. Yessir " o 2

“Anyhow,” grinned Tom, “he looked prime in that duck,

I'd rather

didn’t he, you men?”

“Ha, ha, ha [ )

“1f I had known it was Selby, dashed if I wouldn’t have
let him stay there!™ .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And if there’s anything on earth we can do to get
Cardew out of this scrape, and give Selby one in the eye,
we're the men to do it1” ]

“Hear, hear!” .

On that point the chums were in complete agreement.
Unfortunately, however, it seemed there was nothing they
could do, except tell cach other what they would like to
seo ha to Mr. Selby. 5

And they did that all the afternoon. “
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CHAPTER 6.
Cardew—Hero |

4 ERE he i3 at last. Clarencel!”

Mary York Tompkins called out cheerfully to
her brother, as she perceived him hurrying
towards the Abbey ruins.

“Hallo, sisl 8o there you are, Joan|"

“Yes,” agreed Joan pleasantly, “here I am!”

Clarence Tompkins had done it.

He had come to Wayland Abbey in the tecth of the most
stern and terrible opposition; he had come there knowing
full well thet it was touch and go whether he would be
discovered ; knowing that, in any case, he was bound to get
a licking for not doing the Georgics.

But he felt it was worth it. .

Miss Joan Laidlaw was an extremely pleasant sort of
cousin. It was a pity she was so uld‘—-twantfy:two was got-

.ting towards the sere-and-yellow stage—*'silver threads
among the gold” and so fo ut even at the advanced
ego of twenty-two sho had not yet lost her good looks, and

ompkins, who was ready to go through fire and water for
her, felt that a flogging was a small price to pay for her

mpany. L
co’.[‘fa tt"'\m:i irls had built & fire’and were boiling water for
ten. The cloth was laid on the even greer grass, and an
inviting array of sandwiches and cakes were set out on tha
cloth aforesaid. It was a very comfortable prospect, and
Tompkins beamed accordingly. .

He dodged a_kiss from Mary, and sat down. Sisters are
rather too fond of kissing, and cousine are not quite fond
enough. What Tompkins wanted was an even balance
between the two. P . .

“ Ripping to see you -ﬁam. Joan,”” he said cordially.

“Rippiog to see you, old chap,’”’ said Joan. “Is that
tiresome kettle boiling yet1” : i

“Just,” announced ilary, doing miracles with a teapot.
“You're late, Clarence." i

“Eh? Oh, yes! Lucky to get here at all,”’ said
Tompkine,

“Why? Isn't it a holiday at the school 7"’ .

“It’s & halfer! But an old tyrant of a master detained
me this afternoon.”

“Then_how is it you're able to come at allf”

“Oh, I managed it]” replied Tompkins ambiguously.
He turned to Joan. “How's uncle 1"’

“He's all right!” smiled Joan. “But I guess if he gets
an}r fatter, Il have to put his collar on with scaffold
m &Dl :

“How are ;ou keeping 1"’

“Oh, Canada suits me. I don’t look so ill, do 11"

Tompkins ran a caloulating eye over her and agreed.

“You're not married got»." he observed thoughtfully.
#Aren't you to ba?

Miss Joan shrugged her elegant shoulders. ]

“Who knows?" she replied. “Stranger things than that
have happened, though not many. I guess I've been too
busy to think about it. Besides, didn’t we agree years ago
that I was to wait for you?"

Mary giggled. Tompkins eyed her haughtily.

“ Yes, that's right,” he said, still eyeing his sister severely.
“But you'll have to wait until I leave school. They don’t
allow you to marry at school.” P

“That’s real tough!” agreed Joan sympathetically, “I
wonder the fellows don't do something about it.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, they’re not a spooney crowd
at Bt. Jim's,’”” explained Tompkins, helping himself to a
sandwich. “ Besides, girls aro rather a nuisance in a way—I
mean, some girls, of course,” he added hastily. “They're
la{lwnys getting in the way and mucking things up, you

now."

“ Yes, it must be a trial for you.”

“Ghastly!I” nodded Tompkins, warming to his cousin.

Joan always eeemed to understand these things. Different
_from Mary, who was only a giggling school-kid. *There’s
‘a crowd of girls from Spalding Hall near here. Awfull
decent sorts, you know, but no common sense. We_ptnyeg
’em at cricket once—we were batting left-handed, which was
jam to Reilly, because he is left-handed and made top score,
though I was given out l.b.w., when my leg wasn't within
a yard of the crease—'* . i

“What on earth has all that to do with girls being in the
way and having no common sense?’’ demanded Mary.

“Do shut up, there’s a good kid,” implored Tompkins.

*You see, I was bowling and I got one of the girls Lb.w.—it

was as plain as anything, you know—and the girl wouldn't
o because she didn't understand that her leg was right in
ront of the wicket. 8he said it wasn't anywhere near the
wicket, which was rot, because—"'
“What's that?” asked Cousin Joan suddenly, as a
perfectly appalling row broke out among the ivy on the

B instantly, a
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ruins of the abbey. It was a squawking noise, and it was
obviously made by one of the jackdaws,

Tompkins looked up at the ruins,

“Jackdaws!” he said. “Nest up there, I expect.”

This was true. Tho facts were these: In a nest among
the ivy on the ruins were three young jackdaws whose only
notable possessions were three enormous appetites. Mrs.
Jackdaw had that moment entered the nest with some food
for tea, in the shape of a Tmuﬁmy tough worm. One of
the little jackdaws had swallowed more than half this worm
the instant it appeared; but, being tough, he could not break
it, and Mrs, Jackdaw rofused to let the other half vanish
into his cavernous beak. 8o the family were arguing the
matter.

“Jackdaws!” eried Joan, and her eyes lighted up. *1
haven’t seen one for ages and ages.”

“I expect the babies are making that row,” said
Tompklvns.

“1 wish thel}"d:f out. I'd love to see one,”

Tompkins looked at the ruins, and he looked at his
cousin. Then he said recklessly :

:I'Il get one for you, ifu}you like.""

My dear chap, you couldn’t climb up there. You'd kill
yourself."
“‘f‘oNot- a}ult all,” Nﬁwerid Tom kim& “The ruins av?a a8
fe as houses really, thou ey don't look it, o've
climbed them many t.{mas." gh v .

This was not strictly correct. 8t. Jim's juniors certain
had often climbed the western ramparts {félr the abbey wnl':
battlemented), but theso were tolerably safe and easy. But
nobody had climbed the face of the south tower, where the
jackdaws were nesting.

But Tompkins felt that he couid do it. ~Ho could have

climbed the Eiffel Tower for Joan.

Tt doesn’t look safe to me,” demiirred his sister Mary.
".‘l:hnt brickwork at the top is all crumbling away.” %
Oh, of_ course you'd think sol” put in Tompkins, with
exasperation. *“It's quite easy to climb.” .
Tompkins rose to hissfect and started towards the tower.
It really didn’t look difficult—from the ground,
**Mind,"” called out Joan, “you are not to hurt the little
thing, and you must take it back afterwards.’ ;

The junior nodded briefly, and disappeared inte the
ruins. By climbing the worn-away interior stairs, he could
get a start as far as the gap which had once been the second-
ol?Ir ?vmduwéd ik %

e appear igh up at thig crumbling gap in due coutso.
g:::‘n and Mary looked rather small as ci.'; peered up at
“Are'you sure it's uite safe?” :

2 oy q o?” galled up Joan.

Tt was not a diffioult climb, but it was unsafe, . The brick-
work was mouldering awny into’ dust, and of it
spattered the leaves of the ivy as Tompkins climbed. higher
and higher. The_ jackdaws were stillpnrguing about the
worm, and proclaimed their wheresbouts-to all-and sundry.

Tompkins climbed slowly towards the nest. :

ga nt'evirbﬂigcheﬂ it.

en feet below the nest was a ledge of stone, which
g}iqcked and degayed by f'rtl:i ygurs. gBTompki%? atoudl u::t:
is coping, and graspi e ivy b , be;
work his way slowly tcilgtha lafi.fl:m RN et

_With a sickening terror at his heart he felt the stonework
giving beneath his feet. He tried to climb, but before
his frenzied eyes could seck out a foothold, the coping caved

m.
His fingers grasped the bricks, and found a small crevice,
The stonework shot away to the feet of the girls below, and

Tompkins was left hanging at & dizzy height by the first

joints of his fingers,

A horrified cry floated up from €he girls.

Tompkins screwed round and gazed about him in terror.
The coping had given way a yard or so on each side of him,
and the slightest foothold was out of his reach. The ivy
on the wall was far too slender to sup
It was all right to hold, but no to bear him. There
wasn't a handgrasp or foothold near him.

He blinked wildl‘g around and shut his eyes. His face
was deadly pale and his lips were white. One little crevice
was saving him from death—and how long could his numbed
fingers grasp it? Already he was ing sick and giddy.

Out of the air, as it secmed to Tompkins, he heard a
voice.

“Tompkins, hold on! Keep there for five minutes!”

It was Cardew's voice.

Ralph Reckness Cardew had been wandering moodily
through the wood and along the lane when he heard the
cries for help reised by the two girls. He had sprinted

at once took in-the situation. “High up on
Tae Gen Lmsasy.—No. 1,207

rt his whole weight. .
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?hel tov]cet ike form of Tompkins of the Fourth was hanging
listlessly.

“Stay here!” he cried to the girls. “I can get on top
of the tower from the ramparts, if I can crawl up that
flying buttress. It’s easier to lower myseli down than to
climb up.”

He dashed at full speed to the side of the ruins nearest
the river, and scrambled recklessly up the broken stonework
to the battlements. So far, this had not been difficult; but
negotiating that flying buttress was a task to make the
stoutest heart quail. ;

The buttress was a kind of thin arch of stone, flying out
from the side of the tower to a pinnacle on the roof of the
gatehouse. It was broken and cracked, like all the ruins,
and did not appear stout enough to support the weight of a
bird. But Cardew, as cautiously as speed would %erl:mt,
worked his way -upwards and upwards, followed by the
terrified gaze of the two girls,

At lJength, he managed it, and stood upon the top of
the tower. Crawling to a spot immediately above Tomp-
kins, he looked down upon the junior's ashen face )

“Lan you hear me, Tommy 1”

“Yes,” whispered Tompkins faintly,

“Wake up, man! I’'m going to lower myself to that
led%g above you. Catch holﬁoof my ankles as I drop.”

o es‘ll . .

He wormed his way over the side of the tower and clung
for dear life to the brick-edge. Then, ever eo slowly, he
descended, until he knelt upon the carved ledge. He
glanced down at Tompkins, three feet below him.

“%eady, Tommy 1"

“ Yes”

Slithering over the ledge,
Tompkins’ hands.

“Wait till I give the word!” he dalled out.

He took & firm grip of the stone ledge and braced himself
for the terrible ordeal. I

Tompkins' dazed eyes looked upwards. Carefully he
removed one hand from the crevice. His s Were
numbed with the strain, but he closed them around Cardew’s
ankle. Then he removed the other'hand, and the whole of
his weight fell upon Cardew’s wrists.

A gasp cscaped Cardew’s agonised lips, but he kept firm,
Then the ordeal began. "

Slowly, an inch at a time, Cardew clawed his way along
the stone ledging. There was only four feet to cover, but
it seemed like four miles to Cardew, as hand followed hand
an inch at a time along the ledge.

At last, Tompking’ feet touched the broken coping, He
removed one hand from Cardew's ankle and cluiched the
ivy branches. The other hand followed; and then he
worked his way along until he reached safety. He sank
down upon the sill of & window-gap, feeling more dead
than alive. . ;

Cardew, left hapging, looked down.

“Can you make your way down from there all right*

“Yes; it—it's ss?e enough now,” faltered Tompkins,

Cardew tried to pull himself up, but the muscles of his
arms refused to act after the strain put upon them. He
found that he could manage to lower himsclf by the ivy,
howevér, and in five minutes was by the side of
Tompkins—done to the wide.

After a brief west he sat up abruptly. ’

“Time we wero gettin’ down,” he said. “I'll go first.”

“Eh?" Tompkins started. “Oh! But, I say, I can't
co“m% g:t.ul,:ve got to get a jackdaw.”

-a e

“That jackdaw’s nest—"

his ankles dropped by
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. “You frabjous, foozling, frizzling fathead !” said Cardew
in measured tones, “Leave the jackdaws alone and get »
move on | e g : .

Tompkins gazed mournfully at the nest twelve fect above
him, end then began to climb after Cardew along the side
of the tower. In ten minutes they reached the window-
gag, crawled in, and descended the broken stairs.

ousin_Joan and sister Mary were waiting for them.

“Oh, Clarence, you fathead I gasped Joan in husky tones,
“I thought you were done fur.u?lsmw that stonework
wasn’t safe.” She turned to Cardew with bright eyes,
"CI:]easn let me thank you. I have never seen a pluckier
action.”

“It was nothin' | srowled Cardew, raising his cap.

“Clarence,” snapped Mary, with sisterly concern, *you
might have the common decency to introduce your friend
who risked his life for you !”
 “Oh, all right! Give a fellow a chance! This is Cardew
of our Form. Cardew, my Cousin Joan and sister Mary.”

Cardew looked extremely uncomfortable and edged aways
Mag started forward. o

“Oh, you mustn’t run away, Mr. Cardew. We want to
thank you."

“Sorry !” murmured Cardew. “I've really got to go.
It was nothin’. 8t Jim's fellows naturall sticﬁotogetheh
Ifﬂlt had Jbeen me up there Tompkins wculyd have come up
after me.

Tompkins looked at Cardew, looked at the tower, and
looked at the flying buttress.

“Oh! Ah! Yes, of course!” he said. )
. The two girls pressed Cardew to remain, but he declared
it was impossible. In the end, he fairly bolted away. And
then Tompkins endured a long lecture ¥mm his sister, with
interpolated remarks from his cousin. The lecture, which
was somewhat garbled and unpunctuated, dealt chiefly with
the utter idiocy of people who climbed falling ruins after
jackdaws’ nests, and Tompkines soon tired of it.

Finnl]fv, Cousin Joan looked at her wrist-watch.

‘_‘Hatin-past four I" she announced. *“Time we wers
going :

Tompkins gave a convulsive start.

“Half-past four!* he yelled. “Oh, my only aunt! I've
gotht;: be in the Form-room before five! Crumbs! I must
l,us £ .

With a brief farewell to his cousin, and a still briefer
one to his sister, he dashed hastily away in the direction of
the river. N

Now that the excitement was over he dreaded what might
lay ahead of him. Possibly, some terrible vengeance waited
him in the Fourth Form room.

Bat, if it had been a Em'geo'ﬂl spread instead of a terrible
vengeance, he couldn’t have run more swiftly to meet it.

The clock was striking five as he edged in through the
gate and scudded along the !h.gﬁn:ide of the Close. No#
daring to go into the House, he climbed through the Form-
room window, and tumbled into_ his seat, - -

he waited calmly for what was to happen. -

CHAPTER 7. .
Selby on the Warpath! oo
TOMPKINS never knew by what little chance he was

saved that afternoon. He never found out exactly
how much he owed to a ocertain small piece of

The paper in guestion was the week's Form list, and it
hung upon the notice-board in the passage. Mr. Selby
strode in, bristling with fury, and—was it possible1—a little

Would You Believe It?
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triumph. In his hand he clutched the handkerchief; under
his arm was the sacking and the rope, :

He strode in with the intention of é:ropegdmg at once to
the Form-room and finding Cardew’s Christian names in the
Form register. Had he done so, the first object wh_ml}
awould have smitten his eye would have been Tompking
vacant seat. Tompkins would have been discovered. Or,
more correctly, he would not have been discovered.

But as Mr. Selby was navigating in the direction of the
Form-room, his eyes cluft ‘the list upon the board, and
from the array of names thercon one leaped out at him,

#Cardew, Rnlp-h Reckness.”

He snorted triumphantly. He had expected it. o
changed his course, and proceeded to the Head's study,
tapp on the door, 5

Dz. Holmes was taking a woll-earned rest from his labours
as Selby went in.  The doector, having spent an arduous
morning with the Sixth in mastering Horace and Xenophen,
was turning his mind to somewhat lighter literature, Hec
was reading Thucydides, and he looked up with surprise as
Mr. Selby made his appearance. w

“Dr. Holmes,” rdsped the Third Form master, “I havo
to put befors you a matter of the utmost gravity, a matter
whi 8 the very strictest investigation.”

“Good gracious!” The Head put down Thucydides and
removed his spectacles. “My dear Selby, what—"

“] have been the victim of an assault, sir—a wicked.
wanton, and violent assault!” boomed Mr. Selby. “As I
was taking s walk through Rylcombe Wood this afternoon,
some person, conoealed hehmg tho bushes, came behind me

and envel me in a sack.”
o Do Yendttared the Head.

“ A sack, sir—this sack 1" said Selby, plmxﬁ‘:xhlblt No. 1
upon the Head’s desk. “My head and ulders were
enveloped in_ this sack, and I was roped up securely with
this rope,” flacing the second exhibit alongside the first.

The Head fairly blinked at him.

*1g it—is it possible ?” .

“Y toll you the facts, ir. After I had been fastened in
the sack in the manner I have described, my assailant
lowered me to the ground and tied my ankles together. Ie
did not use a mpe%or this purpose, sir; he used a handker-
chief. I have it here. Having seoured me thoroughly, he
left me.” - )

“ Bless my soul!” . .

“Y was eventually extricated from this position by some
juniors from the Shell who passed by—the boy Merry was
ono of them, They released me from my unpleasant predica-
ment, and 1 have ed back here to put the facts before
T T unhies By sapmomos”

* Punishment! Mr, Solby, you cannot think that this—
this wanton—this ruffianly assault was the work of a 5t.
James' boy, surely {* . . -

*] have every reason to believe, sir, that my assailant was
8 junior in the Fourth Form.”

Impossible !" . . . )

“Not nearly so impossible as it seems, sir. In ihe
ordinary way, of course, a junior could mot use me in this
fashion ; the sack was drawn so swiftly over my head
that I was rendered helpless almost immediately. 1 repeat,
sir, that it was certainly possible for a junior, having me at
such a disadvantage, to bind me and leave me in that
situation.
possible—it is a fact, sirg

1 hope to prove to you, sir, that it is more than -
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“ Did you not catch one glimpse of the villain, Mr. Selby "

“Not one glimpse, sir. He came from behind me.”

The Head pondered, dumb with dismay and astonishment.
Probably the Head knew more of Mr. Selby's little weak-
nesses than that gentleman supposed, and he treated his
information accordingly. In accrediting Mr. Selby’s
evidence, it was always necessary to allow for a small
a.rr}?unt of personal prejudice, The Head knew this very
well.

“This is a very serious matter, Mr. Selby,” he said at
length. “You had better let me hear what you have to
say.”
“I was coming to that, sir. This morning, as you know.
I was appointed to take the Fourth Form in place of
Lathom, and, unfortunately, I had occasion to be very
severs with a member of that Form., I allude to the boy
Cardew.” :

“Cardew!” exclaimed the Head, and his lips tightened

suggestively. This was not the first time that Cardew had
been in trouble,

“The Hy is both reckless and impertinent!” explained
Selby, “He gives trouble for the delight of it. I meed
say no more than that tho least of his offences this morning
was interpolatmg vulgar and meaningless adjectives into
his construe—deliberately including them for the purpose
of annoying me."”

“Yes, yes!” interrupted the Head.
Cardew's deficiencies, Pray continue !*

“Qwing to the fact that he was, as I have said, excessively
impertinent, I was obliged to punish him several times.
This aroused in him a epirit of reckless rebellion, and 1
may say at once that I feared he would commit some
imprudent action to satisfy his wicked craving for revenge.”

‘he Head ]pursed his lipa,

“This is all rather indefinite,” he remarked. “The estab-
lishing of a motive isn’t the establishing of guilt. The boy
may be all you say, but—"

“That is not all, sir. Kindly glance at this handkerchief,
which was used to bind my ankles.”

The doctor took the linen handkerchief and scannped it
carefully. Then ho stiffened, and Mr. Belby smiled
sareastically.

“This is—is certainly rather a different matter,” he said.
“TUnless it is something of a coincidence, thiz is Cardew’s
handkerchief.”

“1 hardly think it can be a coincidence, sir.” -

“It is certainly not feasible; but still, we will hear what
Cardew has to say. He may have a complete alibi.”

Mr. Selby sniffed. He did not think it probable.

“In any case, you may rest assured, Mr. Bell:vgr that the
fullest possible justice will be meted out for this wanton
attack. I—I hardly like to think it is the work of a 8t,
James® junior; but if Cardew has no explanation, I shall
be compelled to act on that assumption.” i

“1 will give instructions for Cardew to be sent to you
wlen he comes in,” said Mr. Selby.

“Please do s50.” .

Mr. Selby walked away, coldly triumphant. He met
Dlako as the eaptain of the Fourth came in with the chums
of Study No 6. Selby beckoned to him.

“Has Cardew come in yet, Blake?”

“T don't know, sir.”

“Kindly ascertain. Send him to my study immediately
he comes in.”

The four chums were concerned, and stared after Sclby’s
retreating figure.

“I am aware of

-
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14 GRUNDY THE MAN OF PROPERTY! GRUNDY A F_UHY-FLEDGED FARMER?

“He’s been up to something,” observed Blake, with a
whistle, “There’s & row on, my infants! Sclby’'s on the
warpath [”

“What the dickens has the ass been doing, I wonder?”
speculated Herries,

“Goodness knows |
. “It is wathah wotten ! put in Arthur Augustus. * Selby
is lookin’ for twouble, you know, If Cardew has given
him any excuse, theah will be the most feahful wow I”

“ Better see if we can find Cardew,” said Dig.

And the four chums separated to begin their search.

Mr. Belby, meanwhile, had reached his stu:g‘ Heo
entered it as the clock chimed five, and this recalled Tomp-
kins to his mind. He went to the Form-room and opened
the door,

Clarence Tompkins was seated there,-very red of face.
If it had not been impossible, one would have said he Lad
been_running hard. .

“You may go, Tompkins !” said Selby gloomily. “And I
trust this wtlﬁm a lesson to you.”?

He went away, Tompkins gasped. What was wrong with
8Selby? He had not even asked for the Georgic.

Tompkins did not point ont this omission, however. He
scuttled out of the Form-room, rejoicing to get off so

lightly. : .
As he proceeded to his study, Cardew strolled in.
“I haven't

Tompking went up to him. .

“Look here, Cardew!” he said huskily.
thanked you for rescuing me. It was a risky job. You
risked your life for me. you know.” .

“Don’t be an ass! We got away with it, and that’s all
that matters.”

“No, it isn’t. If ever I can do anything for you—"

“Oh, rot! Forget it1”

. "I'm not likely to forget it. I regard it as a debt, and
if T ever get a chance to pay it I'll grab it with both
hands.”

Blake came up before Cardew could reply.

“Cardew, the beak is after you! Old Selgy! You’'ve got
to %‘ to him at once !”

“Bless him!” growled Cardew. “What is it—a row?”
“Just a bit of one, I think " grinned Blake. *He looked
like a thunderstorm! What sins have you been com-
mitting 1"

“It wounld take too long to tell you.” Cardew looked
thoughtful, “What odds will you give me that this doesn’t
mean the sack1”

“The sack * echoed Blake. “Why—what—what have you
been up toi”

“'Tis a grave matter,” said Cardew, shaking his head.
“I've asked for it, and I'm Eoing to get it1”

“But what——" yelled Blake.

::]IEgt;‘lked at Selby I”

“Horrifies you—what? I met the dear man in tile quad -

after dinner, and I actually had the brazen and disgustin’
impertinence to look at him. Well, welll I may get off
with a ﬂoﬁ in', but I'm afraid it means the bullet.”

“You siFy oss !” hooted Blake,

Cardew strolled away to the Third Form master’s study.
He left Blake looking after him, with quite an extraordinary
expression on his face..

CHAPTER 8.
On the Carpet!

L1 OME in !"” snapped Sclby.
Cardew entercd, and Selby’s cyes glittered at
im. .

“Cardew! You have returned?”

“No, sir|”

“What—what 7

“Not yet, sir 1"

Mr. Selby ground his teeth, '

“8till impertinent I see, Cardew. No doubt you think it
doesn’t matter, in view of what is bound to happen to you.”

Cardew showed polite surprise.

“1 don’t quite follow ycu, sir.” i

“Perhaps not! But I require you to follow me now—
to the headmaster’s study,” rejoined Mr, Selby, with
ghonil.l..sh humour. *Doubtless your headmaster will enlighten
you I’

Cardew Jooked sarcastically at Mr. Selby, ;

“Oh, I don’t mind goin’ fo the Head, sir! I was afraid
you were goin’ to deal with the matter.”

“I thiok, however,” said Mr. Selby, also sarcastie, “that
youl A\;nll derive but little benefit from the situation. Follow
me
. Cardew opened the door palitely, and followed the aveng-
mg master_along the passaﬁe.

everal Fourth Form ows, having heard rumours of
Tre Gex Lisrary.—No, 1207. :
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. put in Mr, Selby, still sarcastic, 1

trouble, were hanging about euriously. These stared at
Cardew, and were somewhat reassured when Cardew winked
at them humorously.

“He looks cool enough!” murmured Blake. “Can’t be
anything so very bad.” :

The master entered Dr. Holmes’ study like a bird of prey
with its victim, Dr. Holmes looked up and settled himself
firmly in his chair,

“Hero is the boy, sir.”

“Cardew,” said the Head, in a deep voice, “can you

think why you have been brought to me?”
“No, sir; but I plead * Not guilty I’ whatever it is,”
“We shall see, Cardew. This afternoon Mr. Sclby was the
victim of a very grave and shocking assault. Some person
was lying in wait for him in Rylecombe Wood, and as he
passed, this dastardly rufian enveloped him in a sack and

tied his arms to his side with rope. He was then tied to a
tree, and his ankles were sccured with a handkerchief.”
“ Indeed, sir?”

“You don’t seem very surprised at the news, Cardev,”

“No, sir,” replied Cardew equably, T

“Why not, Cardew?” asked the Head. “Have you aby
knowledge of this?”

“No, sir; but 1 should not be surprised at anythin’ that
happened to Mr. Selbﬁ."

Mr. Selby breathed hard, while the Hend stared blankly.

“Cardew! You will do your case no good by imperti-
nence, my boy. I must recommend you to be frank and
respectful.”

“Very good, sir.
implicated in this§”

“Most certaimly you are! Mr. Selby suspects, with some
reason, I may say, that you were his assailant.”

»

But you spoke of my case. Am I

1




“I sce, sir,” said Cardew, and he smiled. Mr. Sclby
was reaching boiling point.

“Listen to me, Cardew | said the Head, quite sharply.
“I believe that you were rather troublesome in the Form-
reom this morning 1"

*“I was troublesome before that, sir,” answered Cardew,
setting his tcoth.

“What do you mean by that, boy1”

“1 was troublesome when Tompking, of my Form, dropped
a football from a window on to Mr. Selby’s head. Iiup-
pened to laugh, sic® )

“Keep to the point, Cardew |” The Head’s temper was
gradually rising. “Did Mr. Sclby punish you rather heavily

in class this morningi”
“He did, sir. Both Tompkins and myself had very heavy
punishment."

Ths turf, thrown by 'Erb, sailed
through the air, caught Wr,
Selby's topper, and sent it

flying !

*Oh!” said the Head. -

He glanced at the furious Form
master. The coincidence was rather
curious.

“1 have explained, sir,"”” gasped Sclby,
“that Cardew was lazy and impertiuent!
Tompkins was also—-"

“ Preeisely | The Head coughed.
“PBut this is rather beside the point.
The fact is that Cardew was punished
heavily, and, presumably, felt aggrieved
and vengeful. Now, Cardew, listen to
me! Wﬁere have you spent the after-
noon ¥

“T walked through Rylcombe Woed to
Wayland Abbey and back, sir.”

o Alom ?”‘ .

“Yen, sir.”

“Ah!™

The atmosphere was tense now,
regretful and Mr. Selby exultant.

“8o0, Cardew, you were in Rylcombe Wood alone this
afternoon 7

“Yes, sir.” . i

“Had you no companion with you at all?
meeb no other junior in the wood? Can you produce no
witness who saw you?”

Cardew thought. P

“I met one fellow at Wayland Abbey, sir.”

“Who was that?” .

“I would rather not say, sir.”

The Head scemed puzzled.

“Burely there can no objection to stating which boy
you saw nt Wayland Abbey, Cardow 1

“T really cannot tell you, sir.”

Cardew, of course, knew perfectly well that Clarence York
Tompkins was out of bounds that afternoon, and he did
not fgel inclined to give him away to the beak.

The Head looked

frightened and shifty of manner.

Did you -

'GRUNDY EXCELS HIMSELF IN ‘“ DOWN ON GRUNDY’S FAR!"” NEXT WEEX! 15

_“Well, T do.not understand your reticence, but it is of
little importance. 'The fact is that during the whole timo
you were in Rylcombe Wood you saw nobody. The hoy
at Wayland A'btvc‘y matters nothing. It is the wood that is
the important poiat.” §

“Yes, sir. But other fellows have been in the wood to-
day. Why not suspect them all—why only me?”

The Head took up the handkerchief,

“ Bocause this handkerchief, Cardew, was used to bind
Mr. Belby's ankles, and this handkerchicf besrs your
initials.”

“Oh !’1

“In the face of that,” put in Mr. Selby, with a snecer,
“I think you will need to deny nothing further,”

“May I inspeet the handkerchief, gir 1™

The Head passed it across. Cardew looked at it coolly,
cxamining the initials. Then he gave it back reluctantly.

" "ch, it is mine!” he admitted. “I1 must have dropped

“Dropped it? Where?”

“I don’t know, sir! Since it was used to bind Mr.
Sclby’s ankles, I presume I may have dropped it in tha
wood. T didn't know T had lost it.” And Cardew felt in
his pockets in a puzzled fashion.

The cool and collected way in which the junior was taking
the grave charge was a source of much surprise to the head-
master and Mr. Selby. The Head felt himself sorely
perplexed. :

He had argued like this: If the junior was innocent he
would have started back in amasement and horror at the
charge. If he was guilty, he would have attempted to act
the part of an innocent youth; but he would have been

ardew was neither. He was regarding the whole pro-
ceeding with an air of detachment, as though it did not
concial::ln him very greatly. And the good doctor was very
puzzled.

“Now, my boy,” he said, at length, “I will ask you the
direct question. Did you perpetrate this diagrml’u{ act?"”

“I have already pleaded * Not guilty,” sir.”

“ Answer me—" Yes,” or ‘No,' "

_“,z,&' plea of ‘Not guilty’ implies a negative, doesn't it,
sir {

“Cardew doesn't appear keen upon giving a plain answer,
I notice,” put in Mr. Selby.

Cardew eyed him scornl’:ﬁy!y, but was silent.

The Head paused, £

“In the fuce of this evidence, Cardew, what am I to
decide?” he asked.

“That 1 am guilty, sir. I understand that.”

::;g-'?“ have nothing further to add to what has been
sai

Cardew reflected.

“Yes, sir,” he replicd, with a slight smile. “I should
tike permission to ask Mr. Selby one or two gquestions.”

“Providing they are not impertinent quéstions, Cardew,
I sce no objection. Every accused person has the right
to his defence.” 5o 2 : 5

“Thank you, sir!” Cardew turned to the confemptuous
master. *“In the first place, sir, I should like to_ask you
why should I ambush myself in Rylcombe Wood? How did
I know that you would be passing that way?" :

The Head looked at Mr. gelhy with interest. This was a
point he had overlooked. Mr. Selby bit his lip furiously,
and rapped out:

“You were perfectly well aware of the fact, Cardew,
since I announced my intention in elass this morning.” :

“I don’t think I could have been listening, sir, Why did
you announce that you would walk through Rylecombe
Wood 17

“Never mind why," rejoined Selby, gritting his teeth. “I
did so I ;

“You went that way, sir, because you hoped to find
{ojlllrth Form bofs misbehaving themseclves, as you called
i

“I didn't hope to find anything of the sort; but I more
than half-expected to find t.Eat such was the case.”

“I understand you stated that was your object in Form
this ‘mornin’, sir?” ! '

“Dr. Holmes,” rasped Mr, Selby, “these questions are
being put rather offensively, and I decline to answer them "

“In any case,” put in the Head saverelﬁv. “they do’ not
appear to be relevant to the matter in hand. You may
ccase, Cardew.” .

“DBut they are relovant, sir,” answered Cardew coolly.
“I wanted you to understand the position. In class this
morning Mr. SBelby announced to the entire Form that he
would walk through Rylcombe Wood for the special pur-
ETJW of seeing that the fcllows were behaving themselves.

e spoke to us like & nurso speaks to & naughty kid. And
the whole Form were boilin’ with anger sbout it, sir. It
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was much too thick. Now Mr, Selby wid admit that he
told his intention to the whole Form, and every one of
them were indignant. There is no reason why one or more
of forty Iellows should not have desired to. get their own
back, and have tied Mr. Belby in a sack in this tashion.
My motive is the motive for the whole guidg Form, sir,
and the case against me stands or falls by that handker-
cI:nief,1 which I think I dropped near the scene of the
assault.”

The Head drew a deep breath and looked at Mr. Selby,
who was biting his nails with fury, ’

“What Cardew says is perfectly correct, my dear Sclby,”

he said. “Cardew 13 an unusually shrewd and intelligent
junior, and he has shown the weak points of this
accusation.” :

“ Nevertheless, sir,” grated Mr. Selby, “I am convinced

that this junior, and no other, was my aggressor this
afternoon.’

“You did not see the person, Mr. Seclby, and you cannot
be abgolutely certain,”

The doctor pondered, l.wldi‘ngth‘:liu {,‘Lliﬂ in his hands.

Cardew had certainly 1 ey against him
to & more hnndkeriial, which might conceivably have
been picked It was an awkward

, ug‘; by the attacker.
situstion. On the one hand, justice must be done, and on
the other, the evidence seemed rather weak to justify
expulsion. .

“I am willing to give you every chance, Cardew, before
I am finally convinced of your iullt," said the Head, at
length. “You will be taken to the punishment-room now,
on the provisional assumption that you are guilty. Mr.
Selby, you will call the Fourth Form together and find out
from every junior what he did this afternoon, Any junior

i3 uneble to bring witnesses to substantiate his story
you will bring to my study. If I can find no fresh evidence I
may decide that Cardew is the culprit. I cannot say.”

“Very well, sir!” snorted Mr. Selby, with obvious

o Cardew {*

uctance.
He placed his hand-on that cheerful youth's shoulder and
led him out of the study, leaving the Head looking very
thoughtful.

Down the passage to Nobody's Study went the solemn

procession of two. Mr, Belby was looking as though he
would like fo bite Cardew, and Cardew winked sivly a!
the wall as he marched along. The door of the punishment-
room wasg thrown .

'i"i'on may step inside, boy,” said Selby, in a grinding
Yoice,

Cardew duly stepped inside.

Slam {

‘The door was locked, snd Selby strode away.
. He left Cardew in very delighted mood. The Fourth
Form junior walked to the window, singing softly an air
from tha * Mikado.”

“To sit in solemn silence,
In » dull, dack dock;

Ina ilential prison,
- ""With « Lifelony leck’
Awai the sensation

s s on Skt
rom B Chippy chopper
On s big, black block>

“Poor old Selby!” murmured the young rascal to him-
self. “I rathér think that this is where he is taken down a
peg. I may be wrong, but I rather think so.”

the enigmatic junior whistled cheerily.

. CHAPTER 9.
What Tompkins Knew !
“® OMPKINS!” ..

Clarence York Tompkins looked up with a4
start a3 Tom Merry eand Cyrus K. Handcock came

* into the study.

It was an hour later. The Fourth had been hauled into
the Form-room and questioned, and every junior had
B a complete alibi—none more so t

who had not even been asked whers he spent the after-
noon. Selby, fortunately, had taken that for granted.

‘Tompkins was looking white and haggard,

Cardew, the junior to whom he owed his life. Cardew
was in the punishment-room, awaiting—who knew what ?

Tompkins thought, and thought furiously. Could he sa
anything for Cardew? Not without revealing that he has
been 6ut of bounds and getting the Head's flogging for it.

It was a terrible position.

Poor Tompkins had stated that he would pay his debt at
the first opportunity. [
flo, gma stood like a lion in the path.
Tae Gem Lispary.—No, 1,207..
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Tompkins,:

as there ap opportunity here? A
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But there was also another reason—a reason from which
Tompkins shrank. '
. He looked up with a start as the two Shell juniors came

in.

“What do you want?” he asked dully.

“1 guess you're looking pretty pie-eyed,” said Handcock.
“What's the sobstuff, kid? '[hinking about Selby and
Cardew 1”

Tompkins started.

*“What do you want?” he gasped.

Tom Merry was looking very stern. He look a letter
from his pocket.

5 “ :.ve you lost this letter, Tompkins?” he asked, holding
it ou

Tompkins looked at it. 1t was the letter he had received
that morning.

*Yes, thanks 1" he said. *Where did you find it1"”

“Behind & bush in Rylcombe Wood,” eaid Tom Merry,
looking at him steadily.” “A bush opposite the epot where
Selby was downed.”

‘Tompkins jumped, and then groaned.

“You were there this afternoon, Lompkins!” snapped
Tom. “You cut detention.”

Tompkins looked up dismally. His white face softened
Tom somewhat, :

“What s the trouble, old bean?” he asked. *Surely you
didn't down Selby, did you "

“I1” exclaimed Tompkins, starting,

“Well, you had a pretty good exciuse—Selby treated you
as badly as Cardew this morning, so they say.” Look here,”
said Tom, “ you were there when Selby was attacked,
weren't yout’

Tompkins was silent.

“Weren't you?” repeated Tom harshly,

Still Tompkins made no reply.

‘The two Shell juniors Jooked at each other. o
th:I uess there’s more u‘:Iir l:;n ght.n meets the eye,” opmf

merican junior. .* on’t you speak, gosh-
darned bonehead 1" S -

“I've got nothing to say,” answered Tompkins sullenly.
:g:u mrlnsdby'nthmdl .You know who it was!”
y T
.. “Look here, Tompkins,” exclaimed Tom, in exaspera-
tion, “this is not a matter that can be hushed up, Cardew
looks like getting the bullet for this, And thera is a
general opinion that he is innocent.”

“Well 7" muttered Tompkins.
ut in Handeodk. *“There’s

“ guess I ain’t so sure,”
something almighty strange al the whole affair. It's
odd—darned odd! There’s something about this business
that’s very curious, and I can’t get hang of it,”

“Well,” said Tom, *“every fellow thinks that Cardew
wouldn’t be fool enough to use his own handkorchief with
his own initials on it to tie up the old beast. And ‘te
right. Cardew’s much too fly to do a silly ass thing like
that. The Head knows it as well as we do. He knows what
Cardew is like, and he can't swallow it. Look here, Tommy!
Did you recognise the fellow who went for Selby1”
Tomg:lim looked at him, and then looked all round the

plessly. . :
“No,” he said. T g

“That's lie number one,” eaid Tam cheerfully. * You
know jolly well who it was, and d tell the beak so, if
you weren't afraid of getting s flogging.”

“Look here——" Tompkins paused.

“It's no use denying it,” Tom said coldly. * You could
chip in, if you liked; but you funk the ﬂo;ginﬁ. But I
warn you, Tompkins, that before Cardew is sacked, 1 shall
tell the Head what I found under that bush.”

“¥You might try minding your own business!” gnapped
Tompkins,

“You cheeky rotter!” said Tom, breathing hard. “I'd
punch your nose, if you were up to my weight! Dlessed
if I don’t half believe you're the guilty party, after all!”

“You silly ass!” ;

“Well, what were you doing behind that bush, anyway?”,

“T'd out detention, and I saw Selby coming towards me.s
I was hiding until he'd gone by.”

« Tom pursed his lips, and Handcock chipped in.

“Look here, son,” he said, kindly enough, “it’s up to you,”
you know. If you know anything at all about this business,,
it’s up to you to tell the beak.”

_“You don’t understand,” said Tompkins feebly. *Be-
:]niea, I was thinking it over. Cardew saved my life to-

av‘_-_)}

“He did what?”

Tompkins explained ebout the abbey incident. The two
fellows stared at him breathlessly.

Keep it dark for a short while,” said Tompkins, * until
I decide what to do.” ; B
“What to do!” roared Tom. *After Cardew has risked

“8peak up!”

L
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his life—absolutely risked his life to save you!
funking a flogging to save him,”

“I'm notl” yelled Tompkins. “You don't understand, I
tell yom |*

“What don't we understand 1”

“I—I—I can’t explain it now! Later, haps—"

l'“ Oh, shut up, you rotter! It's the flogging you're afraid
D L]

You're

“It isn't” whimpered Tompkins, “It's nothing of the
kind., You don’t understand 1" ;

“For goodness’ sake don’t start blubbing, you silly owl1”

“I'm_not blubbing!” cried Tompkins, with a choke.
“I'm—I'm going to the Hoad. Perhaps I will—""

“You'd better, I think, if you want to save your miser-
able skin!” said Tom contemptucusly. *Come on, Hand-
cock! The little sweep makes me feel sick! Cardew’s
actually saved his life this very afternoon, and he’s afraid
of a measly flogging to stop his expulsion.”

Handcock followed Tom, but looked back at the doorway.

“Take my advice, kid,” he said meaningly, “and go to
the Head before the Head comes to you.”

Then he went out. L Y

Tompkins stared after them, his face white and drawn.

“The rotters!” he choked feebly. “Just as if I'd mind
& blessed floggi Oh dear! What shall I do?”

Something, evidently, was puzzling him. He tried desper-
ately to think, Which would be his best course of action?

He rose after & while and tottered to the door., Outside
he encountered Blake & Co., with Tom Merry and other
juniors. He staggered past them without heeding them.

om stepped after him. . ’

“Where are Eou going, Tompkins?” he asked,

Tompkins looked at him with a white face.

“To the Head,” . :

“Good lad! Perhaps the Head will let you off the
flogging for owning up?” -

Tompkins noddcs, and walked fecbly to thoe Head's
study, He raised his hand to tap, and then paused. Again
he raised it, and again he paused. Then he turned back.

But some strength of purpose came to him, and he
gritted his teeth des tely. Returning, he banged on
the dor in & way which made the Head jump. .

= e in!" ejaculated Dr. Holmes. )

Mr. Selby was in the study, He was evidently explaining
that no other Fourth-Formi junior had been unable to
account for his movements that efternoon.
irritably at Tompkins. i

“What is it, boy?” asked the Head testily.

“1t’'s—it’s'about Cardew, sir|” gasped Tompkins.

The two masters jumped.

“Do you know anything of the matter, Tompkinsi”

“Yes, sir! I—I—Cardew didn't do it, sir] It's all a
mistake, sir.”” :

Mr. Selby snorted. )

“How can you know anything about it, Tompkina?”

.

“Yest® murmured the Head kindly, as Tompkins paused
with fear, '

“I waa on the spot at the time, sir.”

“On the spot at the time!” rcared Mr. Selby. * Do not
talk nonsense, Tompkins! You were detained in the Form-

room all the afternoon—and, besides, there. was noboedy .

present but myself and my assailant.” )

“I—1I was hiding behind a bush, sir. I had cut deten-
tion. I went over to Wayland Abbey to meet my cousin.”

Tt was out now. Tompkins looked feebly at the astonished
Head and the infuristed Selby. . ;

“You broke detention—after my explicit eaution,
Tompkins?” grated Mr. Selby. “I warned you that you
would be flogged if you succeeded in defying me, and
you have the impertinence to come here and say you have
done so.” ; <

“I've got to save Cardew, sir.
flogging, but I'm roady to face it.” .

“I am éﬂad of that, ¥0r on will certainly be required to
face o flogging. Dr. Holmes, I discovered the boy
Tompkins attempting to break detention, and I took him
back to the Form-room and warned him that if -he
tried it again I should report him to you for a flogging.
According to this confession’, he has done so; and I leave
him to you to be dealt with.” .

The Head looked long and curiously at the trembling
form of Tompkins. Then he spoke. )

“If this is the case, I have no alternative but to sentence
you to a public flogging, Tompkins ”

“I=I'm ready, sir,”

_The Head coughed.

“But, shelving that for a moment, let me hear what
you have to say about this assault on Mr. Selby. You
were hiding behind a bush, Whyl"”

I—1 know it means a

Ho glowered -

17

“1 saw Mr. Selby coming along the peth, ‘sir, and I
was_afraid he might see me.” S

“I see. And while you were hiding behipd this bush
you saw Mr. Selby attacked,” 5

“Yes, sir.” . .

“By whom?"”

The Head paused; Selby drew a deep breath, end
Tompkins groaned.

“By whom?” repeated the Head.

*“I don’t know, sir.”

“What? Did you not see the person?”

* Yes, sir; but I didn’t know him. I didn’t see his face
very clearly. He was a ragged village youth, I think, sir,

is clothes were very ragged, sir.”

Mr. Selby fairlyt', jumped. He bad almost forgotten the
possibility of ’Erb being his attacker, Indeed, by the
succgss of his deduction, he had been certain it was

raew.

“Impossible ! he ground out.
the truth.” §

The Head motioned him to be silent, and fised a stern
eye on Tompkins. ;

“This is a very extraordinary story, Tompkins,” he said
searchingly. “You must substantiate the story. Did you
recognise the person as anyone known to you?’

"I have said, sir, that I didn't see his face clearly,”
replied Tompkins sullenly. “I just saw sufficient of him
to recognise that he was a village fellow, sir, * All rags and
tatters, sir.”

But what possible motive could he have had for such a
trick? Mr, Selby, can you think what the motive of such
@ person could have been?” ] ; ;

Mr. Selby bit-his lip. For one moment a temptation
seized him to forget 'Erb; but he couldnt do it.

“¥es,"” he said reluctantly, “I certainly had some troubls
with a number of impertinent little ruffians in the wood
this afternoon. One of them drenched me with water, and
I administered castigation with my stick.” :

“Then such a person as Tompkins describes might con-
ceivably have had the opportunity and the desire to
attack you?”

“I suppose so, sir!” grunted Selby. ; .

The Head frowned thoughtfully, Selby spoke again.

“But the handkerchief, sir—you are forgetting the
handkerchief.” d

“Please, sir—*

“What is it, Tompkins?” i

“T1 believe_the handkerchief was picked up in_that ve?
spot, sir. I seem to remember noticing a white hand-
kerchief under the bushes.” N 5

“I did not notice it,” said Mr. Selby cqld]y. .

“Nevertheless,” added the Head, “this is all distinctly

ible. The conviction of Cardew rests solely on_this
andkerchief. Cardew states that he thinks. he may have
dropped it in the wood, and Tompking says he believes
your assailant picked it up. That is quite consistent,”

“But I submit, sir—" ) )

“One moment, Mr. Selby. I was about to remark that|
Cardew is, in many respects, a very shrewd and unusual.
boy. From my knowledge of his character I find it difficult
to believe that he would be so foolhardy—so fatuously’
indiscroet—as to leave a merked handkerchief as a clue
to his identity. I am bound to remsrk that I cannot
conceive Cardew overlooking such a vital clue. It is
entirely o d to his careful, shrewd methods, as evi-
denced in the past, and I am, therefore, inclined to give
more weight to Tompkins’ story than I should if the hand
kerchief had never been discovered at all.” '

(Continued on the next page.)

“The boy is not telling

THY MEFORVAL
AND GIFTS'R

av. 0
B save YOU POUNDS
Thousands of new macklieg I stock e
ALL MARKED DOWN
BY POUNDS.

Carrlage . roval, FREE GIFT
Aomm&u \ﬁiﬁnt T My monster money-

saving Catalogne—It's

-

WORLOS LARGEST OVLLE DEALER, o

PO LREE Crppparn

e



18

» =3 am bound to differ from you in that rea?ec!, sir, but
I must allow your judgment, notwithstanding.”

The Head pondered again, and looked at Tompkins.

“It is o very strange affair—very strange indeed!” ho
remarked, passing a [finger acrnssnhis chin in a puzzled
fashion. “Tomphkins, why did you not go to Mr. Belby's
assistance when you saw him attacked—or, at least, have
released him afterwards?"” 5

“I—I didn't want a flogging, sir. Mr. Selby would have
taken me back and had me flogged, sir, I—I think I should
have let him go if I hadn't heard Tom Merry coming, sir.”
| “Where did you go after you left the scene of the assault,
Tompkins?™

“To Wayland Abbey, sir, to meet my cousin.”

. “Wayland Abbey!"” exclaimed the Head. “Did you see
Cardew at Wayland Abbey, Tompkins?”
* “Yes, sir,” answered Tompkins, reddening.
| *“S8o0 you were the boy Cardew mentioned? I understand
now, o{ course, why he refused to divulge your name. He
.knew you had deliberately broken detention?” .
“Yes, sir. He—he saved my life at the abbey, sir.”
“YWhat?" ejaculated the Head.

THE GEM LIBRARY

CHAPTER 10,
Mysterions !

&“ ERE he is!” '
“What's the news?”

Quite » little crowd of the Fourth and Shell

: were waiting for Tompkins at the head of the

stairs, The Fourth Form junior’s face burned as he saw
them there, and he ave his eyes.

“What's news, Tommy?” bawled Blake. “Did you

-g0 to tlrﬁa Head 1”

“Wefl_ givo it a name. What happened?”
:: Cardew's !u:}t off. The Head has let him off.”

, good |
“Well done, old bean!” exclaimed Tom, clapping him
on the shoulder. ®Are you landed for a flogging?”
“Y don’t know. The 's going to speak to me later.”
“That means you'll be let off |” opined Lowther.
% o]:a so!” grunted Tompkins, He - his way
through the juniors.
";;Hemlt tH:}I1 Gon]nle %:,Ck' uY silly ass1” :igared Blalie.
o want to hear all aboutdk. You've not told us yet who
biffed ‘old Selby. " )

an?a(;?gkim related the circumstances, The Head was “Oh, ?}s H ratg ried Tompkims, sprinting down the
“Cardew i TN . passage at full speed.

Longtn, s soconnt 5 all vory consistintoovery conmistont  gauioly MY €1ddy aunt! What is all this mystoryt”

‘indeed. I am compelled to place credence in Towmpkins' =% wther.

story, Mr. Selby. I thin
complicity in the matter.

“Tt woula seem so, sir,” agreed Selby savagely.

“Then you will be pleased to release him from the
,punishment-room and bring him here. I will inform him
that the facts are known, and I will commend his bravery
at the sam. time.”

Mr. Selby choked.

“But the real assailant, sir,” he eried.
doFefr Will you place the ‘matter in the hands of the
police "

The Head displayed his hands in a helpless gesture.

“How can 17" he asked. “I am afraid that nothing more
can be done.in the matter, Tompkins says explicitly that
he cannot recognise the person.™

“But—but—but,” babbled Mr. Selby, foaming with rage,
“1 know the dastard, sir. An impertinent youth named, I
believe, Herbert."

i “A little vague, I think,"” murmured the Head.

! “His companions called him_* Herb,’ sir,” hooted Selby.

It is he! konow it1 I can impeach him, sir! My word

is good enough, I presume?”

| “I'm afraid not, sir,” coughed the Head. “If this youth

denies it—as he is sure to do—who is to prove it? Tompkins

sagse he cannot [” ; 5

i Iby chokad. After all this, nothing could be done.

Everygody would go =cot-free, and he alone would be the

sufferer. The thought nearly drove him mad.

i “You may go, Tompkins,” said the Head. *“I will speak

later about your pumishment.”

. "Yes, sir,” said Tompkins. And he went.

f The Head leaned back in his chair and coughed again,

i "Mr.'Sell;i:," he gaid severely, “I am not aware of the

reason for oqa,&kms' detention, and I am not aware of

the reasons which have driven this usnally inoffensive boy

to such an ing state of defi But I am bound to

comment uﬂoh the singular coincidence mentioned by

Cardew. These two boys apparently gave cause for

offence, and these two boys appear to have g:eln the prin.

cipal sufferers in class this morning. That is strange, to

say the leas..” '

* “8irl Dr. Holmes—"

, “Btay! What I wish to point out is this: If you had

used a_littlo moderation and consideration in dealing with

;boys of a higher Form than those to which you have

¢ tomed, all this trouble and annoyance might have been

javerted. Your remarks about the conduct of the juniors

{when cut of school bourds would be caleulated to give

offenca_and indignation to many worthy and law-abiding

boys. It is unfortunate, Mr. Selby, that you chose te go to

these Ianfth.u”

| Mr. Selby was red, and burning with rage. This was the

last straw. He tried to speak, but nho words came.

I “In the circumstances,” pursued the Head, “I am dis-

posed to take a lenient view of the folly of the boy Tompkins,

porticularly as he has come here of his own accord to give

information T'm afraid his act of breaking datnnﬂun

cannot be whallyl overlooked, but I shall give him a nominal

sumghmanf..‘ You will -please inform him that he is

detained within school bounds for a week,”

© v At these dreadful words Mr. Selby nearly broke down.
He o 1 the door and fairly toftered from the study.

Taz Gew Lmriry.—No. 1,207 )

1 can declare Cardew free from

“YWhat can be

“Here comes Cardew!” eried Dighy.

Cardew ocame tramping up the stalrs. The juniors
expected to see him merry and bright; but, knowing him,
they would not have been surpri to find him calm and
cool .as usual.

gl_a \;’as neither.l e

is face was pale with rage, and his eyes glittered as he
lo?‘ired at the fellows. The? drew back Yi.n gondar.

So here you are, old topi” said Tom.

Here I am!” agreed
fool Tompkins?"

“wha ?,I

“Tl h him!” hooted Cardew furiously. *Il-T'
slaughter him! Where is he!” v i

This was the olimax of amarzement. Cardew, who
owed to Taﬂ:m his present liberty, should want to smash
the fellow had risked a flogging to save him they
simiply could not imagine,

“Weally, Cardew,” admonished Gussy, in n shooked
voice, “I am su?rmed at you, deah boy. Don't you
wealise that Tompkins has been and asked fvor & thwashin’
to.get you cleah?

‘The interfering ass! Why cauldn’t he mind his own
business ?” .

“Did you want to be sacked?” hooted Blake.

l;'l‘shhc;:uldn’t have been sacked—trust me for that, I was
all right.”

“Well, I reckon it was jolly decent of Tompkins,” said
Herries bluntly.

“Who was it bagged Selby?” asked Tom.

Cardew smiled sarcastically.

"%a'tter ask Tnmpki;la,lrl;:gu‘t you—dl;e knowa!”

“The ass won't say ere’s & giddy mystery about it,
and I'm blessed if I understand it at all.” "And Tom
shook his head, very puzzled indeed.

“According to Tompkins,” returned Cardew, “it was a

ardew harshly. “Wla-m’a that

.ragged village fellow—one who Selby thrashed for cheeking

him this afterncon.”

“What1” _

“Great pip!”

The juniors were astonished—not at the fact that it was
& villaga youth who-ragged Selby; but at Tompking' un-
accountable secrcey. If it was e village fellow, why all
the mystery? What need to hush it up?

“8o that's who it was!” said Blake at last. “A fellow
from the village. Well, I dare say Belby asked for it.”

“Bai Jove! Tt's lucky for you Tompkins was theah,
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus, to Cardew. ! Othahwise
the evidence would be all against you.” ¢

“You think so, do you?” sneered Cardew. H

“Yaas, wathah!” '

“Well, where's your blessed evidaﬁna, thent" 4

“The handkahchief, deah boy— 3
“You think I should have been silly ass enough to bihd
(S}efb ‘s legs with my own giddy handkerchief!” aslked

ATdew.

“Yo gods! No fear!” murmured Blake. “I give- you
credit for a bit more savvy, old bean.” !

“Thank you!”

Hand was still grinning curiously. He was ap-
parently amused by something in the conversation. He
turned to Cardew.

“1 guess you don't believe Tompkins' yarn, do yout”
o asked.
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Cardew. shrugged his shoulders.

“My opinion, one way or the other, doesn’t count,” he
answered coolly. “Tompkins was & giddy eye-witness, and
I suppose he knows.” 4 .

_“Not the only eye-witness,”.grunted Handcock.

Cardew’s eyes gleamed at him, »

“What do you mean by that?” he demanded.

“Oh shucks!” =

" Are you insinuating that I bagged Selby?”

“My opinion, one way or the other, doesn’t count,"
irinned ndeock. “Tompkins was the eye-witness, you

now.”

Cardew gave him a grim look, and then strode down the
passage, turning a deaf ear to various questions shot at
him. Handcock and Tom Merry sauntered away.

“So that’s your theory?” inquired Tom. *“You think
Cardew really did do it?”

“Yes, that's what T think, T guml"-

“But—but Tompkins said

“Yies, I guess!” yawned Handecock. .

Tom stared at him blankly, Handecock smiled.

“You mean that Tompkins was such a—such a cad that
he told the Head a lot of lies?” demanded Tom Merry, in
a tone of disbelief. :

“No! I mean that Tompkins was such a gosh-darned
hero that he lied to the Head and begged for a flogging,
just to save that guy's y hide. Come and start prep,
old bean. We'll roll a]ong
and have a word wit
Tompkins afterwards.”

CHAPTER 11.

Tompkins Pays His Debt ! NBXt wee
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power to get me fired for it. I was conductin’ my own
defence with the Head, and already I could see that the
knew there wasn’t enough evidence to convict me.”

“ But—but-—" ; :

“8hut up! 1If the Head decided that the handkerchief
was evidence enough to convict me, I was goin’ to point
out to him that everybody in the school would testify that
I should never be such a chump as to use my own hanky.
The Head himself knew that—I could see it. A fag in the
Second would have more savyy than to use his own hand-
kerchief, and leave a clue like that, t's the reason
why I used the thing. It was to be the proof of my
innocence.”

“You're a clever beast, Cardew !” said Tompkins, as he

saw the idea. “But do you think it would have worked "

“Of course it would, ass! They wouldn't dared have
sacked me on that evidence. But Selby would know all the
time that I was guilty, only he wouldn’t be able to prove
it—see? That's what I wanted. And now you've mucked
it up. Selby thinks now that it was this village rotter;
he doesn’t know I was the one who bagged him. And it
makes me feel sore, after all my trouble.” 0

“I~T didn’t know! 1 wanted to do something for you,
after you eaving my life. And—and all those lies weren't;

necessary, after all.

R

k’s Programme!

 “You've put your foot in it, as usual!” Cardew said
coldly. “That's what comes of bein’ a fool.”

“I'wish I'd never gone to
the Head I” grooned Tomp-
[ kins miserably. “Only Tom
&  Merry  and  Handeock
k:
¢

T R

ragged me, hecause they
knew I was theore. They,

white face upon his
hands, looked up as
the door opened and
Cardew entered his study.
Cardew’s faco was hard,
and his eyes glimmered
dangerously at Tompkins.
“So here you earc!” he
said metallically.
“Hero I am!” groaned
Tompkins.
“I'm let off, you *see 1"
Cardew encered. ‘“Released

TOMPKINS, resting a 1

it

i

“Down On Grundy’s Farm!” !
By MARTIN CL]FFQRD
A Splendid Long Complete Yarn of St. Jim's!

“ Expelled—By Request!”
> Another Side-spliting Complete ~ Story of |
Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood School !

1 me of funking a
licking, and I—I coulin’t.
explain to them that I
4 knew it was you all the
time. And—and you saved
5 my life, so I went, It was
§  beastly to tell lies. I pretty
3 near funked it, after all;:
9 but—but I did 1t.” ~
5 Cardéw looked at him
®  scornfully, but his
softened somewhat.

“I shouldn’t worry about
;‘.’ell’iing lies,” he said dryly.

face

without a stain on my ‘T've been telling them

f‘ha!ra%ler, hecause}a mo:iI 2 | %lll dthe evening to the

ittle boy went to the Hea . L cad.”

and told him a string. of MOI‘C' Aﬁventures D “You may be used tg it;

B e bars the g o salk Our Gripping New Serial ¥ S

s A 1 5 “Don’t be an ass! I hate

L B lggouls 12;' u}.:‘luttegsg { “The Island CastawayS! & it tool But to get even

a:.‘;\faj:ns'md tﬁnt’: what — s Be]l]by I w]‘?“‘; hal\;a
) 9 been willing to lie for the

e Oh it is, is it?, Youll ¢ And Other Great GEM Features ! & rest of the term. Your con-

find that something else

science wants a nicer judg-
ment of comparative values,

. Yo 1 Hed ooooooeD
ﬁocd mind to give you a . . :
ashed good hiding for poking your nose into this business.
Why couldn’t yca have left me alone, and mot told the
Head those rotten lies on my acocunt? Where was the
senso of it1"

“You saved my life,” eaid Tompkins brokenly. “I had
to—to do aomething. 1 couldn’t let you be sacked. So—so I
lied to the Head. I've never done such a thing before, but—
but—but—" his voice tailed off miserably.

" ;‘E’ere you really behind that bush?” demanded Cardew.

“Yeal” .

“So you saw me dput Selby in the sackt”

Tompkins nodded.

“ And yet you tell the Head some dashed silly yarn about
? v?illage rowdy,” said Cardew. “What did you do it
or 1 :

“To get you clear, of course.”

“Get me clear !” echoed Cardew, with a savage laugh.
“You utter ass! I should have got mysell clear if you
hadn’t butted in. You've absolutely spoilt the finest plan
for scoring off Selby I've ever made. Absolutely spoilt it !”

“What do you mean? You'd have been sacked! That
handkerchief—"

“QOh, leave off about the handkerchief! Can't you under-
stand, you priceless chump, that I put that handkerchief
thero on purpose?” . :

Tompkins started.

* Why, what—— Where's the sense of it?”

“Look here!” said Cardew more calmly.

matters, you fool!

“I'll explain.

What I was out for was to make sure that Selby knew jolly,

well that I bad attacked him, without giving him the

= <P
old bean ”

“Well, there it is!” muttered Tompkins.
now, and can't be helped !”

“Yes. Everybody will believe that it was this village
kid who ragged Selby, and I shall be called & victim of
circumstances, an’ all the rest of it. Still, Selby got the

* raggin’, and I suppose that’s all that matters. By the
way, though,” said Cardew solemnly, “I'm afraid you've
put your foot in it, old ass! What about when the Head
puts the police on this village johnny?”

“He can't!” replied Tompkins‘, with a faint smile. "I
specially mentioned that I couldn’t recognise the merchant,
and there's nolhing for it but to drop the whole matter.
The Head told Selby so while I was there.”

Cardew looked almost admiring.

“Cenius, old bean!” he declared. "By Jove! You must
have some brains somewhere,. after all! Selby will be

“It's done

hopping mad about this—not quite so mad as he would .

have been if my scheme had come offi—but mad, all the
same. Tommy, old bean,” said Cardew, and his voice grew
very kmdlf, “vou're a good little ass! I'm glad I saved
your silly life!” But, all the same, it wasn't worth spofling
your record by lying like that, just to save a hard case like
myself, Next time—if there ever is a next time—think
twice before you butt in.”

And, with a kindly nod, Cardew swung out of the study,
much more genial than he left Tompkins, «

The Fourth Form junior started prep .in

(Oontinued on page 21.)
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ANOTHER PRICELESS COMPLETE ROOEWOOD YARN!

CHAPTER 1.
A Fight in the Form-room.!

¥ o rafs!" said Jim.t::l]ivu Silver warningly.

‘ rthur Edward Lovell snorted.

Third school was due at Rookwood, and the
Fourth were coming in after break. Third lesson
was English History, which the Moderns shared with the

C!asswaﬁ, so both divisions of the Rookwood Fourth were
gathering at the door of the Form-room.

Hence Jimmy Silver's warning, and the expressive snort
of his chum Lovell. For among the Modern juniors was
the new fellow, Monty Manders, and the sight of Monty
Manders was to Arthur Edward Lovell like unto a red
raﬁfto a bull, .

r. Dalton, master of the Fourth, had not yet arrived.
But the Form-room door was open, and Classicals and
Moderns went in together. Jimmy Silver and Raby and
Newcome gathered round Lovell, and headed him off as
he made a movement towards Monty Manders. The
Classical chums did not want a row in the Form-room.

“Took here——" began Lovell.

“Oh, cheese it!” said Jimmy Silver. *You're not going
to row with young Manders. Dicky Dalton may hop in
any minute, too!"” 5

“Yes, shut up, old man!” said Raby. “Blessed if I
ever saw such a fellow for kicking up a ind; i

“That Modern tick: keeps out of my way!” said Lovell.
“T've been looking for him to lick him, but he dodges me 1”

“Well, you dodge him, too,”’ sugges Newcome. “If
you dodge one another there won't be a row.”

Another snort from Arthur Edward Lovell, The new
“term at Rookwood was only a few days old, but in those
few days Monty Manders seemed to have succeeded in
getting Lovell's goat very considerably.

“Will you come round iehind the gym after class, young
Manders?* bawled Lovell.

“No fear!” apswered the Modern junior. "TH lick you
now, if you like, Dalton won't be here for a minute.
That'll be plenty of time.”

o here, cheese it, young Manders,”” said Tommy
Dodd. “You can't scrap in the Form-room. Are you off
your rocker? Hold that ass Lovell, you men "

+ dArthur Edward required holding. Five or six fellows
held him back, and he glared at Monty Manders. That
cheerful youth had Green's ¥ Shorter History of the English
People * under his arm. He slipped it down into his hand,
thee volume swept through the air, and crashed on the
chest of Arthur Edward Lovell. It was Green's “ Shorter
History of the English People,” but it felt like Green's
*Longer History gf the English People,” as it crashed on
Arthur Edward, He sat down quite suddenly.

“Owi” gasped Lovell. “Oh, oh, ow!” .

;Wh)’, you—you—you cheeky ass!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
* You—you—"
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IED-UpWiItH
2 ROOKWOOD!

BY OWEN CONQUEST.

Monty Manders Makes History!
Amazing behaviour of new boy
who begged for expulsion !

There_ was no holding Lovell
now. He bounded up and hurled
himself at the Modern junior.

The next second, they were
ﬁqhting. g

“0Oh, my hat 1"

“Stop them!”

There ‘'was a buzz of excitement
in the Form-room. Startled glances
turned on tho open door, at which
Mr. Richard Dalton might
appear at any moment. Jimmy Silver and Raby made an
ettempt to drag the combatants apart. Jimmy caught
Lovell’s left with his eye; Raby mu&ht Manders’ right with
his nose. They yelled and backed off.

“You potty duffers!” gasped Newcome. “Stop it!”

But the combatants dig‘not heed. Panting and scufling
and trampling, they scrapped vigorously in the midst of a
buzzing and excited erowd.

Lovell's nose streamed red; one of Manders’ eyes was
half-closed. Lovell was more than a match for the Modern
junior, but Manders was putting up a terrific fight.

Why he had asked for it like this was a mystery to all
the Fourth. For days he had fairly dodged an encounter
with the wrathful vell. Fellows had even begun to
suspect him of funk. But it was evident now that funk
was not the cause. Apparently young Manders had the
desire for the scrap to take place in the one spot where,
really, a scrap could not possilﬁy take place. It looked as if
he was deliberately hunting trouble with his Form master.

Tramp, tramp tramp!

Bump! Manders was down on the Form-room floor. But
he was down only for a moment. He leaped up and came
on ag:m. There was a yell from Tubby Muffin at the door,

“Cave! Here comes Dalton!"

The footsteps of the Fourth Form master could be heard.
They had a hurried sound. Probably, Mr. Dalton had
heard the din from afar.

“Btop it !” shouted Jimmy Bilver.

Lovell, excited as he was, realised that it was time to
stop. He dropped his hands. Manders, who was not excited
at all, did not stop. He clasped Lovell round the neck and
whirled him over., There was a terrific crash as the two
juniors went down together.

At the same moment, Mr, Dalton arrived in the doorway.
He halted, quite suddenly, as the two panting juniors
crashed fairly at his feet.

—

CHAPTER 2 i
Manders Begs'For It! )
ICHARD DALTON stared. .
“What—-" he gasped. ?
Dead silence fell on the orowd of juniors. It as
broken-only by the voice of Arthur Edward aneIE
Monty Manders sat :

“Qoooooocooogh I”
up--on
He did not rise to his feet. H’:rsnt

Lovell was undermost.
Lovell’s waistcoat.
thero—hard—and looked up at the astounded face of his
Form master. He seemed unconscious of the fact that he
was sitéing on Lovell. He could scarcely have been uncon-
scious of it, however, for he sat tight, unmoved by Lovell’s
frantic wriggling. Lovell squirmed and wriggled and
spluttered. .

“What—what does this mean?" gasped Mr. Dalton.

“ Gerroff ! gurgled Lovell.

*“Manders, get up at once!” thundered Mr. Daltor-

\
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*I'm quite comfortable here, sir,?

“ What, what?”

" Quite comfortable, sir.”

A pin might have g«m heard to drop in the Form-room.
The Fourth-Formers, Classical and Modern, stared blankly
at the new junior. Where a fellow found the merve to
answer his Form master in that strain was quite unknown
to the Fourth. FEven Morny, the most reckless fellow in
the Form, would never bave dreamed of it.

Me, Daftnn, for a moment or two, seemed too astounded
te speak or to act. He stood and gazed, dumbfounded.

Then he woke to action, suddenly. He stooped, grasped
Monty Manders by the collar, and swung him to his feet.
Eml‘:iam X‘em spinning ?:e t‘?e Form master released him.

& brought up against t esks, gasping.

“Get up, I..ov:ﬁ!’:

Edward picked himself up, gurgling for breath,
He dséesaed both hands to his waistcoat. Lovell was
winded.
*“Now,” said Mr, Dalton sternly, “I require an explana-
tion of this. You have been fighting in the Form-room.”

“Grooogh I” was Lovell’s only answer. “QOooooogh I*

“Yes, sir!” said Monty Manders. “Or rather, sir, I've
been fighting. Lovell can’t fight!”

- You—grooogh—you cheeky cad—oooogh!”

“Bilence, Lovell! Did you begin this disgraceful
disturbance, Manders ;
. “I did the whole thing, sir! I buzzed a book at Lovell,
just to screw up courago to the sticking-point, as jolly
old Shakespeare puts it. Then I mopped him up.”

“I'm dreaming this!” murmurcd Jimmy Silver dazedly.

The whole Fourth stared at Manders, in er. Never
had & Rackwood man been heard to ask for it like this since
Rookwood Behool had had a local habitation and a name.

“M-Manders1” stuttered Mr. Dalton. “Is this intanded
for deliberate impertinence?”

“Just as you like, sir[*

* What 1" roared Mr. Dalton.

"Just as you like, eir 1 answered the cheery Manders.
“Take your own view of the matter, sir, and don’t mind
me|”

“ Manders, you are insolent !”

“Go hon1”?

“What? What did you say, Manders?”

“1 said ‘Go hon !’ sir, Getting deaf?”

“Maunderal Are you out of your senses?”

“No, sir, Are you?!” A .

“Upon my word! Manders, is it possible that you sup-

that the fact that you are the nephew of a Rookwood
Housemaster gives you such license?'” Mr. Dalton set his
lips. “If that is the case, Manders, you will discover your
mistake. I shall not deal with you personally—the matter is
too serious for tha »

“Go it1” said Manders. )

“I shall send you to Dr. Chisholm to be #i s
Manders. You will take a note from me to the head-
master at once 1” . .

In the midst of a dead silence Mr. Dalton stepped to his
desk, indited a note,
placed it in an en-
velope, and held it
out to Manders.

“Take that to the
Head immediately,
Manders 1"

Manders took the
note froun the Form
master’s hand.
With quiet deliber-
ation, he tore it
soroes, and across
again, and scattered
the fragments on
the floor of the
Form-room.

Jimmy Silver &
Co. gazed on in hor-
rified silence. Mr.
Dalton looked at
the rebel of the
Fourth, his face
growing first erim-
son, and then pale.
He compressed hia
lips, stepped to-
wards Manders, and
dropped a hand on
his shoulder.

“Manders!” The
Fourth Form
master’s voice was
almost choking.

Manders fook the note from the For
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*¥ou—you refuse to abey me—3

o %u, sir 1"

*“ You—you have tern up my note—=

w Ihat’s ;'11," assented Mgnde,rs. .

You will not be flogged now, Manders. T shall take
You to the Head, to be expelled from the schooll! ¥ou
eave Rookwood to-day | ol”

‘Anything to oblige, sir|” answered Manders.

And with Mr. Dalton’s grasp om his shoulder, Montg
Manders walked out of the Form-room. The juniors looked
at one another, with awed faces. ' - ]

“Well, if ever a fellow

“Bunked 1” said Jimmy Silver.
asked for it—" !
*' Blessed if it doesn't look as if he wants to be bunked 1"

said Mornmgiwn, in wonder,

“Well, I—I'm sorry I” said Lovell slowly. “I think the
fellow must be off his rocker! He jolly well desorves to
be sacked for checking Dalton like that |”

“He begged for it !” said Raby.

It was ten minutes before Mr, Dalton returned to the
Form-room, He came alone, and his face was set and gvim.
The Rookwood Fourth was a very quiet and circumxﬁecq
Form during third school that morning. But it is much ta
be feared that they did not derive much benefit from their
Form master’s valuable instructions. The “Shorter Histor:
of the English People ” produced anything but its usual
soporific effect.

CHAPTER 38,
The Vials of Wrath !

raced across to Manders’ House when the Fourth!

were out. They wanted to know what had happencd

to Manders; still more, they were keen to learn how!
Mr. Roger Manders, chief Beak of the Modern Side, was
taking 1t. \

Many fellows knew, too, that Mr. Manders had persuaded
Monty's father to take him away from Higheroft and send
him to Rookwood, where he would be under the avuncular
eye. This outcome was likely to dmma{’him.

But the eager inquirers did not find Young Manders on
the Modern Side. he{y looked for him eagerly, but he was
not there. And Old Manders, when they saw him, had not
turned a hair. Old Manders was seen coming away from
the Lab, locking his usual sour but perfectly composed self.
As a matter of fact, Mr, Manders had been busy with a
science class of the Fifth, and had not heard the news that
had thrilled the Fourth Form from end to end, and was
B readins among the other fellows. This did not occur to

ommy Dodd ; and having failed to find the nephew Tommy
decided to ask the uncle.

“Excuse me, sir! Is he gone?” asked Tommy Dodd,

Mr. Manders was not a gentleman whose looks encouraged

m master’s hand “ld deliberately tore it up, wdi:orlnq the

pieces on the floor. :
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‘questions on any ubject; éxcept, of courss, “stinks ¥ in the
ab. But even Mr. iﬂmdeu, eI‘ thought, could
hardly resent a fellow being concerned about his nephew.

“What?” snapped Mr. Manders. “What do you mean,
Dodd? To whom are you alluding? Is who gone?”

"Younlg Manders, eir—I mean your nephew, sir—"

“I fail to understand you, Dodd. I was not sware that
my nephew was going anywhere 1” said Mr. Manders testily.

“Isn’t he sacked, sir!” gasped Tommy.

S iy Dodd |maped Heok, qulte:alizined b

‘I—I—" Tommy jum; ack, quite alarmed by
Mr. Manders' look. He rea{izec?et(liow that Manders didn’t
know. “I—I—I thought he was sacked, sir—I mean bunked
—that is, expelled—— Yarocooooh I” ’

Bmack !

Smacking » fellow’s head was barred at Rookwood. Heads
were never smacked at that ancient scholastic foundation.
Mr, Manders quite forgot that—at the moment. He smacked
—and he smacked hard|

“How dare you, Dodd!” he thundered.

“Whoo-hoo-hooop I” gasped Tommy Dodd. “Oh crikey!
Ow! Oh lor'1” .

Mr. Manders was striding at him, with upraised hand,
evidently for another smack, and Tommy Dodd fairly fed.

“Dodgl” roared Mr. Manders.

Tommy Dodd vanished into space. Mr. Manders stared
round at the other Modern fellows, with frowning brow and
glinting eyes. ;

. “What does that boy mean, Cook? Has anything hap-
ptmec’t:%l iIn third school this mornin a&'ect'mﬁim nephew "

% e's

Yes, sirl” pgasped Cook. * sacked—
¥arooooop 1" .
Smack | )
“How dare youl” bawled Mr. Manders.
Tommy Cook did not stay to explain how he dared. He

disappeared round the nearest corner. Mr. Manders was
twg: dangerous at close quarters. ‘The other fellows

ked away in alarme.

They had wondered how Manders would take it, He

seemed to be taking it badly.

“Doyle! Stop! %Vhare are you going, Doyle? Do not
';l)aralet? walk awsy when I am speaking to you! Come hers,

oy ”

“Oh, howly smoke |” mumbled Tommy Doyle, in dismay.
H% a.ppro?ohed his Housemaster in a very gingerly manner.
_u. o8, sir 1"

“What has occurred in third school—if anything 7" rapped
Mr. Manders.

“Young Manders, sir|” stammered Doyle. “He cheeked
Dalton, sir, and—and Dalton took him to the Head, sir, to
be sacked—— Whoooop 1"

Bmack | . .

“Ow, mo napper! Owl Wow!” yelled Tommy Doyle.

“Will you tell ma the truth, Doyle?” shrieked Mr.

Manders. .

“Faith, I've tould it—" gasped Tommy Doyle. “Ohl!
Eape off I” -

And Tommy Doyle fled after the other two Tommies,

heedless of the exasperated voice that called him back,
three Tommies, of the Modern Fourth, were resolyed
to give their Housemaster as wide a berth as possible,

e Modern mastor strode away in the direction of the
Head's House—the Classical House at Rookwood. He
wanted to know. Jimmy Silver & Co., ndormnﬁ the steps
of their House with their youthful persons, watched him as
be came with curious eyes.

“Manders looks ratty " murmured Lovell.,

“No wonder |” said Jimmy. *“It's rather a jolt for
Manders. I've heard Young Manders say that his uncle
made him leave Higheroft and come here. It's ended in a
mucker for the kid! Perhaps Manders is thinking now that
he'd better have left him where he was.”

The Classical chums cap Mr. Manders very respectfull
8s he came up. They did not like Manders; nobod likeﬁ
Manders, even in his own house. But they could fiei for
a master placed in Manders’ present painfuiypoaition. Mr.
Manders was about to pass them, taking no notice whatever
of their respectful salute; but he changed his mind and

stopged.
“Silver,” he sna.p]?ed, “has anything occurred in third
school this morning {”
Jimmy stared. From Manders' “ratty ” look, he eup-
posed that the Modern master knew. .
“Yes, sir,” he answered. “Manders got into a scrap—"
“What? What? Nonsense! My nophew would do
nothing of the kind in the Form-room! He may have been
forced into such an action by Classical boys, perhaps!
With whom was he fighting, if this is true?”
e T e A st S that to
en ave not the s you were t
blame, Lovell. You are a disorderly boy 1"
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#“Oh, am I7” said Lovell warmly. * Well, I haven't been
sacked, anyhow [ e ’
“Do you dare to say that anything of the kind has
hagranad to my nephew 1 hooted Mr, Manders,

Smak:fr he’s sacked— Here, keop off 1” yelled Lovell.

The ?Il that Lovell gave rang across the old quadrangle
of Rookwood. He jumped away, missed lis f on the
steps, and rolled.

4 2htc:£umbsl Ow |”" roared Lovell, as he bumped. “Oh,
my ha

Mr. Manders gave him e glare, glared at Jimmy and
Raby and Newcome, and strode into the House. ell
scrambled to his feet, oximson with rage.

“The old tick " he spluttered. “mu he think he can
smack Classical heads? Why, the cheeky Modern worm,

I'll jolly well—" .

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome grasped their enraged
chum and dra him back as he was rushing into the
House after Mr. Manders. What Lovell was going to do
:r:a:i ng& clear; but it was obviously better for Lovell not

o i

“Keep smiling I"” gasped Jimmy Silver.

g & teﬁ you I’ﬁ jol?y well—"" roared Lovell.

“You'll jolly well come for a walk in the quad!”
chuckled Raby. And Arthur Edward, under the forcible
persuasion of his chums, went. :

Mr. Manders stalked into the House and rapped at the
door of Mr. Dalton's study. Without waiting for an answer
to his rap, he threw ofben the door and stalked in.

There was no love lost between the sour Modern master

.and the young, athletio master of the Fourth. But Mr.

Dalton's manner was very conciliato
his wisitor was; he felt for Mr. Manders. There was
nothing conciliatory in Mr. Manders' look, however. His
eyes v} inted at Richard Dalton. 5
y # Ithu this I hear?” he hun‘ﬁied. “A npul.llnber of boys
n your Ferm, sir, are saying that nephew is to be
exgelied from Rookwood, sir " e
I regret to say that such is the oase,”’ answered Mr.
Dalton. “I am more sorry than I can say, but——"" .
“Nonsense !” hooted Mr. Manders. “I decline to believe
anything of the sort. Dr. Chisholm would not be guilty of
such injustice—such folly, sir,”
“Really, Mr. Manders—-""

" %atimr that my nephew was forced into some quarrel
by a Classical boy—a disorderly young ruffian, sir—but I
have no doubt, sir, that you have taken the opportunity to
lay the whole blame upon my nephew, sir. But you will
not succeed in this, sir 1" bawled Mr. Manders.

“If you will let me explain, sir——"

*'Where is my nephew now, sir?"”’

“He.is confined in the punishfment-room af the present
moment. The Head desires to see you before sending him
away. But there is no ho "

“ Nonsense "' roared Mr. Manders.

With that Mr. Manders flung out of the stuﬁiy He could

now, a3 he saw who

not smack Mr. Dalton’s head—though undoubt he would
have liked very much to do so. :

“Upon my word I’ gasped Richard Dalton.

Mr. Manders swept down the corridor like a thunder-
storm. He arrived at the'Head's door like a tornado. It
was to be hoped, for Mr. Manders' own sake, that he would
not smack the majestic head of Dr. Chisholm,

o
CHAPTER 4.
: The Limit !
IMMY SILVER stared. . )
“ Yom;? Manders 1" he ejaculated. -

... Most of the fellows of the Classical side knew that
Monéy Manders had been locked in the oeunishment-
room. ubby  Muffin had heard Bulkoley the Sixth
mention it to Knowles, the Modern prefect, and Tnbby
soon spread the news. As Young Manders was locked in,
and as & fellow could not be in two_ places at fhe
Fistioal Four were naturally astonished to see him walkmg
cheerfully in the quadrangle, with his hands in his poekgs.

and a cheery grin on his face, -

He nodded to them, his grin expanding. ]

"Hog’ the thump——" exclaimed Raby. *Ain't you'‘in
punny ' : :

“Do I look as if I were in punny ! asked Manders.
*“My dear man, don’t you know that stone walls do not a
prison make, nor iron bars a cige? There's a window to
punny—and ivy on the wall underneath. was_out_of
fuan five minutes after Dicky Dalton locked me in. Me
or the open spaces.” 3

“You unutterable young ass!" said Jimmy Silver. “Get
back as quick as you can. Your uncle's gone to the Head,
and there’s a sporting chance that he may be able to beg
you off. He's jolly certain to try hard.”
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“Don’t | know it$" agreed Manders.

“Well, then, you.fathead, if they find that
out of punny it will knock the last chance on

“Just what I was thinking,” said Manders,

“For goodness’ sake, have a little s:ensel’” exclaimed
Raby. “Dicky Dalton’s a good sort—one of the best—he
might accept an apology, and you might erawl off with a

= flogging, instead of the sack. But if they find you've broken

out of punny it will be the last straw.”

“That’s why I”" said Manders.

ou've bolted
e head.”

“You sillp chump "* exclaimed Lovell. “Do you want to

be sacked 1"
“What a brain 1" said Monty Manders c]leerfullg. “That
cllow not

shows what a_ Classical education will do for a
naturally bright! You've guessed it !”
“Yau—you—yon want to be sacked i”
stuttered Jimmy Silver, while the Co.
stared at Manders dumbfounded.
“Think I'd have made a fellow scrap
in the Form-room, and cheeked a nice
mian like Dalton, if I hadn’t wanted
it?” asked Manders. “Of course I
want it! As the sportsman says in the
play, it’s the only way! I want to get
back to Higheroit, Nunky hooked me
out of nggoroft because thinks he
knows best. I want to get back there
because I think I know best! Nunky
thinks it's good for me to be under his
eye. Now, I ask you—if Manders was’
ﬁpur nr;cle, would you like to be under
is eyal”
“No jolly fear 1" said Lovell.
“ Besides, there’s the cricket,” said
Manders.
Higheroft.

“I'm in the second team at

The fellows want me. I
want them to have me. Higheroft is
my school. I should be unwilling to
be found dead at Rookwood. See?”

“You eilly aess, we play cricket at
Rookwood, i that’s what you want
to—"

“Yes, but at Higheroft we play it,
with the accent on the ‘play.’ But that
isn't all. Mg friends are there. I never

tod ng l. My pater
didn't really want it, only he always
gives in to his brother Roger—nunky
Jaws and jaws till you have to give in
or perish. I've been thinking it over
ever since term started—I'yve
nunky twice to let me off} ' The first
time he jawed me; speond time he
gave me six] I haven't asked him
stnce.))

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, my bat!” said Lovell “I
lhnusi.l.t you must be off your rocker,
or—

4“* Cm_umommp]aint aing?g lunatics,

; g o ple o ing poity,”
said Manders affably. “But don’t rag
now; I don’t want to leave any dis-
abhad wrecks at Rookwood when I

go.
“Why, you cheeky tick!” gasped Lovell. “I i
to let you off that ll;cyking as y%u'?g hunk‘::i, but—w’s’m i

“Cheese it, old bean; you've served your turn,” said
Manders. ‘‘You were the only fellow in the Fourth idiot
enough to be hooked into a scrap in the Form-room. You
came in jolly useful—which ought to be a comfort to you,
ts yo:ﬁ can’t possibly be considered ornamental. cre,
ceeD

“Chuck it!"” exclaimed .l'imucli/I Silver, shovirig Lovell
back as he was jumping at Manders, * Here comes
Dalton 1"’

Mr. Dalton had come out of the House. From the ex-
pression on his face and the way he glanced about him, it
was_easy to see that Manders had been missed from the

unishiment-room. The Fourth Form master's eye fell on

onty Mandere and he came up with rapid strides.

“MandersI” he exclaimed. “You—youn are herel”

“On this very spot, sir I’* answered Manders.

“The Head sent to the punishment-room for you—jyour

uncle is with Dr. Chisholm now—and_you were found—"
“Couldn’t have been, sir1"” said Manders. “I wasn't

there, you gee.n E
“You were found to be missing I'' thundered Mr. Dalton.
“When they got there the cupboard was bare, whatl”

iinfidj,ydmden. “'And so the poor beak had none! What a
{:]
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Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned. 'They knew now the chject
of that extraordinary new boy in talking to his Form
master in this style. Mr. Dalton did not know, however,!
and he frowned at the Classical chums. Then he fixed his
eyes grimly on Manders. i

“Manders! Your uncle has interceded with the Head.
Dr. Chisholm has asked me whether I can overlook your
conduct, if you make a publie a{)nlogy. to be followed by a
severe ogEmg. For your uncle’'s sake—certainly not fori
your own—l have consented. Mr. Manders has an impres-
sion that I desire to be harsh with you—an impression thati
I wish to remove. You will now coma with mo to the
Head; and you will be allowed one more chance—"* }

Mr. Dalton probably expected the new junior to Ioolé

relieved, if not delighted. But if Mr. Dalton expected

Mandera dodged round the

juniors, pushing Lovell

viclently into the arms of Mr.
Datton |

that, he was disappointed.
Monty Manders’ face. ;

“You have had the insolence,” went on Mr. Dalton, “to
escape from the punishment-room. Had J been aware of
that when I consented to give you another chancé in my,
Form, I should not have conscnted. But I will not go
back on my word. You have znother chance, Manders.

There was only dismay m'

But I warn you to he careful.
impertinence—" *

I‘Rata Ii’

“Wha a-a-t!” stuttered Mr. Dalton,

“Bow-wow !” said Manders. "

That tore it, so to speak. Mr. Dalton made a stride at
the Modern junior, and grasped at his collar. Monty
Manders jumped back and dodged. The Form master.‘l
with a crimson face, followed him up. Manders dodged:
round the Fistical Four, and, giving Arthur Edward Lovell
a violent shove in the small of the back, sent him stagger-
ing into the Form master’s arms.

“Qooooch ! gasped Lovell.

“Manders !” ehrieked Mr. Dalton.

Another word uf

Manders backed away, eyeing him warily. . Mr. Dalton .

made another stride as him, and Manders dod round .
TEs Gew Lmary.—No. 1,207, °
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he massive trunk of one of the old Rookwood beeches.
wice round that ancient tree Mr. Dalton followed the
tlusive Manders, and there was a roar of laughter from
the fellows in the quad. Classicals end Moderns were

gathering: in swarms to look on at that amazing exhibition.

“Go it, Manders!” yelled Mornington,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Mr. Dalton paused, with & face like a newly boiled beet-
root, Never had the master of the Fourth been placed
in so ridiculous & position before. And bhe was keenly
conscious of the ridicule,

. “Manders!” he panted.

“Keep it up, sirp'.'h:k’ chortled Monty Manders, “Here wo
go round the mulberry-bush! I'll keep up this game as long
u% you do, sir.” b : :

Mr, Dalton made another rush, and again the clusive
junior spun round the beech. The Form master paused
again, :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I “QOh, what larks!”

“Silence!” roared
Beizo that boy{”
¢ Two hig seniors rushed on Monty Manders. Carthew
of the Sixth and Hansom of the Fifth collared him
promptly. .

“ Here,. chuck it!” gasped Manders. “I'll jolly well hack
your shins!” .

“ Yarooooh |” roared Carthew. And he let go of Manders
quite suddenly, and hopped on one leg, clasping the other
with both bands in anguish, -

+ “Ha, bha, hat” i

' “Here he is, sir 1" gasped Hansom of the Fifth. *Chuck
it, you young assl Bo you know that the Head’s looking
from his study window, and Manders, too?
potty, little ass! Oh! Ow! Whooop!” :

Hansom hopped and roared.- But Mr. Dalton's grasp
was on Manders now, and his knuckles [airly ground into
the back of the Modern junior’s neck. ;

I “Now come with me, you young rascal!” said Mr.
Dalton. “You will ‘be expelled! And you have yourself
to' thank! Come!”

| Ina gvip of iron Monty Manders was led away towards
the House. Half Rookwood followed him, in a swarming,
lI;il.u::sing crowd. As Mr, Dalton marched him in Manders

asped Morny. “Go it, Manders!”
. “Dalton. “Carthew! Hansom !

t:.lhuck it, you
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glanced round, and closed one eye at Jimmy Silver. Then
he disappeared into the House, leaving the crowd in a
roar of laughter.

- CHAPTER 5.
Foiled !

R. CHISHOLM fixed his ‘eyes on Monty Manders us
he was led into the Head's study. The Head's
brow was grim. From his study window he had
watched that emazing scene in the quadrangle.

Mr. Manders had begged for another chance for his hope-
ful nephew ; but there was no chance for the rebel.

Monty Manders set his collaxr straight as Mr. Dalton
relensed him. He faced the Head, but with the corner of
his oye on Mr, Manders.

“ Manders,” said Dr. Chisholm, in a deep voice, “at your
uncle's request, I asked Mr. Dalton to be kind enough to
accept an apology from you, with the intention of admin-
istering @ flogging, instead of expelling you from this school.
That is past. What I have seen with my own eyes con-
vinces me that you cannot in eny circumstances remain at
Rookwood.”

“¥Yes, sir,” said Manners meekly.

. Buch reckless insubordination, such unparalleled rebel-
liousness, cannot be overlooked or condoned. You will go [

*“ Yes, sir,” murmured Manders.

“One word, sir!” gasped Mr. Manders.

Dr. Chisholm held up his hand.

“I can listen to mothing, Mr. Manders. I cannot listen
to a single word in favour of this reckless, rebellious, dis-
obedient boy.”

“Dr. Chisholm; one word !” spluttored Mr. Manders. “I
make no excuso for this young rascall”

‘;{" imagine not, siri{” boomed the Head. *I imagine
not .

,“But, sir, I have now penetrated his motive. This boy,
sir, came to Rookwood unwillingly. He does not desire to
remain here. This boy, sir, has, as I am now aware, de-
liberately acted so a3 to be sent away from the school.
Regardless of my wishes, regardless of evory consideration,
he has deliberately calculated on this, sir.”

“Ig it possible 1" ejaculated the Head.

He stared at Monty Manders. The dismay in the new
junior’s face at the turn affairs were taking, showed that
it was only too possible.

“If this yboy is sent away, sir,” grated Mr. Manders, "it
will not be a punishment to him. It will be the gratifica-
tion, sir, of his own wishes. For that reason, sir, I beg
you to let him remain, and administer a flogging—a severe
flogging—an extremely severe flogging!”

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton, staring at
Manders. “If that is the case, sir——=" : E

“That is the case, sir. He is making use of you, sir,
and of his headmaster, to carry out his own plans!” gasped
Mr. Manders. “Such a scheme, such a—a—a plot, should
not be allowed to succeed, sir.”

Dr, Chisholm drew a deep breath.

“If matters are ms you think, Mr. Manders, the boy's
scheme should certainly not be allowed to succeed. Cer-
tainly, I have no intention of gratifying his wishes as a
reward for his insolent conduet. You agree with me, Mr.
Dalton 7

“Most assuredly, sir!” said the master of the Fourth.
“And now that I am aware of his object, I shall know
how to deal with him in Form.”

“Oh crumbs !” moaned Monty Manders.

“Tho severest possible flogging, sir!” said Mr. Manders,
with an eye like a basilisk on his hapless nephew. “No
punishment eould be too severe.”

“Enough ! snid the Head. “The boy shall remain et
Rookwood! Mr. Dalton, kindly hand me my birch!
Thank you! I have no doubt that adequate punishmgnt
will prevent this boy from attempting to carry out such &
scheme again., I shall endeavour to make the punishmbnt
adequate. Manders, bend over that chair!” r

“Oh crikey !” groaned Manders. T

“Bend over, sir |” thundered the Head. N

And for several minutes after. that there was a sound
of steady swishing in the Head’s study, accompanied by
frantic yells fromgMonty' Manders. £

Manders' little scheme had come near to success—very
near—but not quite. Monty Manders had very nearly got
what he wanted. Now he was getting what he had asked

‘for. And the terrific yells that rang from the Head’s study

demonstrated that he was not enjoying it.
THE END,
(Don't forget, chums, you will meet Jimmy Silver &
Co. exclusively in the GEM every week!) .



"FURTHER CHAPTERS OF OUR THRILLING ADVENTURE SERIAL,

THE

ISLAND

A Breeches Buoy !

¢ YILL, your mother wants you to go to help dress her.”
J Itywa.s dad sl?i%;; 5
Jill sorcamed at that, and X su}apose it was funny
that anyone should trouble a lot about dressing
when you're in a room with chairs and things floating round ;
but she slipped off the table and made for the door of the

cabins, andp I slipped off, too.

“I think it would be a bright idea for me to go on deck
and have a look round,” Barry said. “It seems to me that
it’s becoming lighter, and we're not being pounded so much.”

The portholes on what I reckoned must be the land side
were covered by water, for we'd taken a distinct list, and
all one could see from the

CASTAWAYS!

{Opening Chaplers
retold on page 24.)

green, and a stretch
of sand, over which
the surf wag break-

“It’s a weird posi-
tion, Barry,” said
dad, in a rather
strange voice.
“We're on a ship
apparently deserted
by sl but the
.dead” — and he
nodded towards the
bodies of two lascars
washéd
scuppers close by—
“and our one hope
18 to get on to a
desert island before
the ghip breaks up
or rolls into deep
ﬂltﬂ.“

“How do you
know the island is
uninhabited?” I
asked him. )

“ Because if it was
inhabited the
natives would have

down by the
Iiiel like E}l@ur fol-
owing their prey,
watching the trea-
sure trove heing
driven their way.
But, inhabitants or
not, our only chance
18 to get on land.
Even 1if there is
a bfoat Ieft, I doubt if we could make the landing in that
surl.” 3

I suppose when you've turmed forty you can't take a
situation like ours so jolly cheerfully; but the sight of the
island bad bucked me up, and I suddenly had a brain-
wave. . :

“I've got & bright idea, dad 1’ I cried. “What about the
emergency coaling gear? I could swim ashore with a light
line, haul the wire cable in, fix it to a tree, and one of the
deep steel buckets would. make & sort of breeches buoy.”

Dad looked at me, and then ho looked at the tumbling
sea and the heavy surf, and said it would be impossible
to swim in such a sca. But I argued that I was a bit of a
swell at swimmnog, and that, as it was our only hope, I

Tk might just as well be drowned

others were showers of spray. = DRV RRRIR R DR BB trying to help the lot of us,
On deck one would get an out- ] with a sporting chance of
Peruce fmerh 8 SAVED BY A BUCKET! ¢ pll U T &
dad. “Dudie, soumust ok @  Shipwrecked passengers make dega o onilly
'a_[t;r ,, your  mother and € amzing- Inlldil:lg. . like&kthe didea; but, t::th IE
sister. : creak and a groan, o
“Right - ho!” said Dud, ARV VRR Maglo went down a bit more

smoothing his hair. “Bus I

do wish we had gone down nice and quickly and quietly
when the storm started, it would have saved a lot of ncon-
venience, and I do hate these long-drawn-out affairs, with a
lot of trouble for nothing |” ]

“Don’t be an idiot!” said dad a little snappily. “We're
not done yet!”

But as I waded towards the door I was a bit puzzled. I'd
pever thonght Dud a particularly plucky chap; but there it
was, he reckoned that it was all ug with us, but took it
quite gamely; but I lmew it was the idea of a chance of
escape that kept me up, and I think dad was the same.

And then we saw a tree!

I let off a yelp of sheer delight. It was true the tree was
surrounded b; tumblin% surf, but it was not more than a
hundred yards from the Maglo, and then, through the
flying spray, we saw more trees on a coral strand, clear of

_the sea, slender pa.lm-trp‘en, but beyond them.a jungle of
green, and with a bluish-looking hill rising behind the

in the bows, nearly flinging ds
off our feet, and I suppose that decided him, and he agreed.
So I took off jacket and trousers, and, in vest and short
pants, tied the light line he had found, round my waist.
“Bo-long 1” I.said. and slipped into the comparatively
sheltered water on the shore side of the ship, and then I
rd 2 whine and a splash, and I saw the skipper’s black
dog mimmmi after me. He was a rum-looking dog, said
to be a cross between a setter and a retriever, with a long,
fluffy tail, and a fringe on his legs like a eowiugy's chaps.
Saunders had been rather a brute to him, but he and I
ﬁ?t quite chummy, and 1 suppose the poor beast, dazed hy
the storm and the shooting on board, had thought he would
chance his luck with me. .
I thought he had probably made the mistake of a lifetime,
for the sea was pounding me, and I saw I'd never get
through the surf on the sand, so I made for the reef, taking
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the risk of being dashed to pieces against it. I saw the dog
being tumbled over and over in & big wave, and thought
poor old Nigger had his last swim; then a wave picked
me up, a shower of surf descended on my head. I saw the
bending stem of a small palm, and clutched wildly at it,
missed it, and went under and was swirled round, and came
up panting for breath, to find myself within a few strokes
o? water as blue as the poster artists make the sea and
a5 calm as the school lwimmmﬁ-bnth.

I had just enough strength left to make those few
strokes, and was in the shelter of the reef where it
rose above the rough sea, dividing it from a calm lagoon.
For a few seconds I lay on my back, getting my breath.
It was clear that the big wave had lifted me clean over the
reef into safety. Sy 2

Climbing a coral reef wasn't exactly a pleasant job in
undervest and pants, but I managed it with comparatively
few gashes, and got on the reef high and dry, but for
occasional showers of spray, and found myself close to a
stout palm-tree, to which I could attach the wire cable
once [ hauled it in.

The Maglo looked stranfuly close, for it seemed that I'd
swum for miles, and I could see dad waving his hand, and,
but for the howl of the wind, we could easily have shouted
to each other. Then I spotted Jill, and I gave her a wave,
and began to haul in the line. .

Then something brushed against the back of my legs
and gave me a nasty jar, for thers was no knowing what
was on this island oﬁ’ the steamer routes in the 59,0{_&:,
and thero was rather a rotten scnse of loneliness standing
thers, with my le on a sinking ship, parted from me
by an uncrossable sea. Then I saw it was the dog.

“Ni , you ass, you gave me a scare!” I said, as I
pa.tteag im. . S b

d he began to jazz round me, wagging his tail as I
ying out; then I felt more
weight, saw the clamp at the end of the thick wire dable
come over the side. Once that was clamped to the palm-
tree it would be a precious short time before we were all
on the island.

But it took some pulling, and then, just as I was begin-
ning to put my weight into the job am:lJ the cablé was half-
way across, there came a snap. I went reeling backwards
and crashed against the palm-tree, and I saw the Maglo
m;.«[a.gt by a heavy sea.

e rope had evidently been weakened in some spot by
rubbing against arted. The con-
nection I
before it could be of any use. My people were on the
doomed ship and the dog and myself on the island |

the coral, and it bhad

Bt

Well Bowled !
T was a perfectly ghastly feeling to stand there with
I the line i)irl my m&. rgslisin fhnt my swim and -the
wonderful bit of luck which ﬁa.d brought me through
had all been in vain. I suppose one does cling to life,
especially at sixteen; but I know as I stood there, feeling
so terribly helpless and lost, I wished I'd stopped on the
ship to drown. with the others, and I was just wondering
whether it wouldn’t be better to plunge in again and try
to swim back when I saw that dad was hauling in the ecable
and that Dudley stood between him and Jill and, with his
hands to his mouth, was yelling something to me.
I could not catch a word, but I saw rl.lhsa ship was lower
in the bows. Then Dud stepped backwards, came with
a run, and his left arm whirled over his head.

got the idea, . .

My brother Dudley might not be bright in the selling of
motor-cars, but he was a jolly fine left-hand bowler, and
had been taking his cricket things out to New Zealand. At
school he had established a record for throwing the cricket
ball which had not been approached within yards in my
time. It was easy to see his idea. If he could throw a
cricket ball to me on the reef, communication would quickly
be established again; but the chances scemed to bo a
hundred to one against it succeeding, and there was no time
to waste.

There was nothing for me to do but wait. The heads of
all three had disappeared from the bulwarks, and it was
clear that they must be fixing string to the ball. And when
I thought of the yards and yards of line which would have
to run out, the risk of it foul-
ing, and, at t, the drag-

ing effect of it, I felt the
arow to be impossible, even Maglo
though it would be helped by %4 JILL, his
the strong wind blowing from ;I‘?"? #
the sea. Wil

Then dad and Jill appeared flooded.
at the side again, ‘and Dud
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officers,

d made that swim to establish had been cut -

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Young BARRY MAYNE is on his way o New Zealand aboard the
, with his father and mother. DUDLEY, Barry's elder brother,

arry and Ais family
1
itiing Grash the Alaglo

(Now condinue the siory, as told by Barry)
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was walking back across the fairly steeply inclined deck.
He had taken off his dressing-gown and the coat of his
pyjamas, and looked a weird figure as he took a bowler’s'¥un.

kept my eye on the ball, and saw it coming through
the air, a brand new ball, gie&mmg red against the greyness
all round. ¥or a second, as 1 ran forward up to my
knees in water, keeping a precarious foothold on the reef,
I thought it was ggmg to reach me, but it dropped in the
swirling water, about four yards out of my reach. And
then I thnuiht of the dog de me. Saunders had told
me that he had been trained to retrieve, and there was a
bare chance thet he might save lives now,

“Fetch it, Nigger|” I shouted, and pointed to the ball
bouncing about in the swirling surf. y

The cFog looked at me withi:is tail down and a pleading
look in his brown eyes. But a._dof might live in & sea that
would drown a man, end again I ordered him to go.

And in he wen' before I could think to tie the line J
held in my hand to his collar, and I could have kicked
myself for not thinking of it in time.

The dog was carried away from the ball, but he was
game, turned, made a snap for it, and then I was up to
my waist, grabbed his collar, and sta%%ered'bnck up the

out of the water, holding the collar with one hand
and the string in the other, in case he dropped the ball.

know I patted the beggar frantically, and then started
cantiously hauling in. Yards and yards of thin string bad
been fastened to the ball h{ means of a sort of cage of
string, and then came a light line, and then a fairly thickish
rope, and I saw that dad had taken 8very precaution this
time, Haul as qui ‘as I would, it seemé¢d to take an
interminable time, and it was pretty awful to feel that any
minute might see the end.

Then I grasped the heavy clamp of the wire hawser,
and heaved a sigh of relief. ' Attached to it was a rope for
hauling in the %Juckeh. The clamp was no good, as I
had no spanner; but there was plenty of wire, so I took
threo hitches round the palm-tree, and tied the twisted
clamp with a length of line.

Looking at the Maglo, I saw that they had attached a
large and deep steel bucket to the pulley with a patent
hook, and that dad and my brother were getting my mother
into it, and Jill was handing some things in, And then
I saw dad signalling to me to haul in.

That was easy, for the slope of the wire was towards me,
and soon the bucket was almost up to the reef, with spray
breakm% over it. Then I grabbed it.

“My boy!” said my mother. “Oh, my boy!”

My  mother was a dignified-looking woman., I don't
mean she was haughty, but she hn.g a sort of natural
d;gn;‘tiy. A serious illness a fow years after I was born had
turned her hair quite white. : }

“All change!” I said, thinking I'd better mct the silly
ass and try to cheer her up a bit. And inger danced round
her, seeming to think that things had taken a better turn,
. It seermed she had insisted on bringing my blue flannel
suit with her, and told me I could put it on whilst dad was
hauling the bucket back. Dad hed sent & apogtinﬁltiﬂe and
a packet of cartridges with the tobacco in his oilskin
pouch, and J.l. a sackful of provisions. )

Just to satisfy the mater’s 1dea of respectability I pulled
on the wet blue frousers as they were hauling in t{)c bucket,
and I eaierlf asked her questions. It seemed that they -
had thought I was a goner when the wave had lifted me
over the recf, and it was then that Dud had the idea of
throwing the cricket ball with a strong line attached to
it, hoping that it might wedge somewhere and act as a life-
]u:%? for him to work slong. .

Some hopes !™ I said, and saw that Jill was getting into
the bucket.

“I think it was very clever of Dudley to think of it,”
said mother. “And when we saw {ou on the reef, Jill
said that with string instead of a line on the ball, and
someone on shore to haul in, the idea ought to work all
n%ht. But, B_aniy dear, I'd just as soon be drowned as
eaten by cannibals.” .

“Bo would I.” I said. “But we know drowning was
unpleasantly near, whilst we haven't sighted a itary
cannibal.” H

And then'I was hauling in JilL . '

She’d got a bale of blankets, which she tossed out tokno,
and then jumped lightly from the bucket. *

“Well done, Barry!” she said. And there was niore
colour in her cheeks now, and something of the‘old
brightness in her eyes, though
she still had the half-drowned
kitton look, through the
drenching of spray she had
received n_the bucket.

“It was Dud's bowling that
did it, not to meontion .the
dog,” I said. “Welcome to
the ancestral seat, and there’s
no charge for coconuts |*

with . During a terrific
and desert the boat, after killing
are left locked in the saloon.
runs aground and the saloon is
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Jill laughed, byt mother sat staring out to the wreck, her
clin propped on her hands, whilst Nigger fussed round Jill,
Then dad gave the signal to haul in, and Jill, evidently
feeling that she had not been exactly tactful, went to cheer
wp mother, who just sat staring out to sea.
1 was a bit staggered when I saw m He had
. sehanged into a grey flannel suit, and donned a magintosh,
“" he had faney socks, and a pair of beantifully polished hrown
shoes,
“ Well bowled, sir!” I said, with a grin, and he grinoed

brother.

back. He had brought u large stone jar of water, and
some more blankets. . 7
“I wish dad would hurry!” whispered Jill to me

anxiously, I could tee him loading stuff into the bucket,
and“then, without .getting in, he gave the signal to haul

"l?cula‘t pull that rope!” cried my mother. “Make him
get inl? .. o

But ¥ was-already hauling. It was no time for argument.
I took it dad knew what he was about, and that by not
obeying his instructions I should  be letting him down.

Dudley reassured her, and then he and Jill came to help
unload. The bucket was filled with provisions, another
sporting rifle and ammunition, and I chuckled as I took out
the huge plated cruet which had always stood on the
dining-table. :

“Good old guv'nor!” said Dud. “If I've got to ecat
sharks and birds of paradise, I'd sooner have 'em with a
little vinegar and pepper!|
her rip!1* .

Is to dad that all was: clear, and he started to
baul tho bucket back. I think we all had a horrible
feeling that he was tempting Providence, and I was jolly
thankful to see him two or three things in the bucket;
and ~in and signal for me to haul in. I pulled
like miad, and as the bucket came hurtling through the
surf, and Dud and I grabbed it, mother gave a little cry
and that tense expression left her face. L ;
T, T T e b s . paidxmln id
Jill, ing:. lief wét, hair- ing roimd her.
* What shall we call the island, dad?”

Dad scrambled out of the bucket and tied a loose line to
the handle, a line he had been paying out as the bucket
came over, providing a means of hauling it back to the
ship if we were lucky enough to have the chance.

‘' Oh, I don’t know, my dear,” he said quite cheerfully.
“Barry had the idea for using the coaling gear, and Dudley
howled splendidly. I think I should suggest the Isle of
Invention.™ .

“1 can improve on that, dad!” I said, with a laugh, “If
necessity is the mother of invention, why not call it
Necessity Island 1 i

Jill clapped her hands. ., . .. 2

I should let it go at that!” said Dudley a little -Erimiy,
as we all stood staring et -the unknown land at the end
of -thie -ooral zeef. - . .

(Barry ond his family are certainly on solid earth, but
what strange adventures are ahead of them on Necessity
Island ? Roys, this great advenfure yurn is chock full of
exciting situations. Order next week's GEM now 1
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That's & useful axe, too. Let "

WHO ‘SACKED’ SELB

(Continued from page 19.)

{rame of mind. He was interrupted when To
Handeock came in,

Tom had a rather red face.

“ Listem; kid I he said hesitantly. “I-I want to beg your
pardon for ragging you about Cardew just now.”

“ What du you mean #” Tompkins asked, with a start.
. “Why, according to Handeock, it looks as though Cardew
is rg’uiltyn and you knew it. That's so, isn't it 1"

ompkins was silent, R

“It won’t go any further than ‘ourselves,” gaid Tom.

“ gcm can rely on us to keep mum.”

Well, yes, that's so!” groaned"l‘ompkins. "I told the |

Head lies—you know that now——

“Don't think I blame you, old chap!” Tom said quickly,
“It was a ripping -action, considering the cirecumstances 1"

“The only thing is,” put in Han cock, “Cardew wasn't
worth it.” S

“He was—he is! He saved my life |”

“He's a cool and plucky bounder ! admitted Tom,
really, Selby deserved aﬁ_ he ‘got.”

“You understand why I didn’t want to go to the Head ?”
Tompkins said feebly.  “It wasn't the Hogging. I knew
Cardew had donc it.”

“I understand, old bean! T hate lics, and I hate liars;
but I take off m]y hat to you, Tommy! You're as plucky as
they make ’em 1”

“That's rot, really!
to tho Head's study.”
*All the more honour to you for going in, old bean.”

“¥Y-you see,” stammered Tompkins, “1 had to pay my debt,
you know. I—I thought at first of telling the Head that L
did it; but I figured it out that, if I said it was done by a
fellow I couldn’t recognise, they'd be bound to let it drop,
and there would be no harm done.”

“ Well, T guess nothing mora will happen about it,"” argued
Handeock. **Everyone will think that this village guy
downed Selby—except we three and Cardew. Well, that's
all to the' roses, and won't do the village mutt any harm.

“*And,

I was in a blue funk when I got

© And, say, I allow that Selby will be mad. Just a few !

“Wo must keep it mum!” agreed Tom. “Poor old
Tommy is a giddy hero, really; but it mustn't be known.
You'll be one of those flowers which are born to blush
unscen, old man 1™

“That's what I want ™ .
. “Anyway, you've paid your debt—though only
fellows know it.” i

And when the story of Cardew’s life-saving a :
abbey wall became known, everyone agreed thail
York Tompkins owed a debt to the gluck juni

But only four fellows knew how the de{t was

THE END.

(Well, chums, that was a jolly good warm, w 3
Next w:zek, Mm"ﬁn Clifford will make you ydl'w‘lh :
ter! Read “ Down on Grumdy's Farm!"” in the
issue ! It's a seveam from beginning to end.
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