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A ST. JIW'S MASTER MAKES THE GREATEST DISCOVERY OF THE AGE!—

i

Tom Merrys Grea

CHAPTER 1.
Mr. Lathom is Too Kind !

OM MERRY stopped and stared,
snd nearly let the football slip
from under his arm in astonish-

ment. He quite taken
aback.

It was o half-holiday at St. Jim's,
and most of the fellows were thinking of
footer practice. Tom Merry's chums in
the Shell, Manners and Lowther, had
nlroadjy gone down to tho football
ground.

Tom had run upstairs for the Soccer
ball, and as he came running down,
whistling cheerfully and in great spirits,
he found nearly all the Fourth Form at
St. Jim’s gathered in the Hall.

That waa surprising in itself, as
usually they ought to have been out of
doors, playing fooler. But the
astonishing thing was their wocbegone

was

ook.
Blake, usually the sunniest of the
juniors, looked as if he was going to &
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Down the hillside
went Mr, Lathom
with a speed that
was very credit-
able in a middle-
aged gentleman of
sedentary habits.
Atter him raced
the prehlstorie
man, brandlshing
his fista and yelling
In a manner worthy
of the earlieat pre-
historfc times !

funeral. Digby and Herries were giving
ono another commiserating glances.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of
the Schou] House, wore a worried laok.
Even Reilly’s genial Irish face was
clouded. Figgins & Co. of the New
House looked gloomy and glum. There
wasn't a smile to be seen in the whole
of the Fourth Form.
Tom Merry stared blankly,

The Tourth Formers glanced at him
in a dispirited way.

The sight of the SBhell fellow, with a
light coat on over his football rig, and
the football under his arm, scemed to
plunge them into still more gloomier
depths of depression. Jack DBlake
groaned aloud, and Figgins was heard to
snort.

“What the dickens is the matter with
you?" demanded Tom Merry, as soon as
he recovered his voice. “Is it a flogging
for the whole of the Form?”

“(Certainly not, desh boy!” said
Arthur Augustus, jamming his famous
monocle into a lack-lustre eye.

/M"g/ /////é;
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“Dotained for the afterncon?” asked

Tom Merry sympathetically.

i |22

“Coming down to the footer
practice 7"

“Do we look as if we're coming down
to the footer practice 7" said Jack Bluke,
with another deep groan. ““Don't talk
about footer practice to me, or I shall
scream |

Tom Mesry
amazed.

“What's happened?” he demanded.

* Nothing 1"

“Phen what are you all looking as if
you were going to be flogged for?"
asked the captain of the Shell,

I wish it were only a foggiug!”
groaned Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arey
pathetically. We could get ovah &
floggin’, and get down to the footah.
It's worse than that.”

“Well, it can't be Lhe sack,” said
Tom Merry. * You Fourth Form kids
are a worry, but the Head can't be
going to sack the lot of you.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Is it an outbreak of measles or some-
thing? Are they going to march you
off to the hospital ¢

Blake grinmed f[or the first time.

“No, fathead!”

“Then what is 1t7"

“It's Lathom !" grunted Blake,

“What has he done?”

“1t isn’t what he's done, it's what he's
going to do !’ groaned Blake delorously.

“What s he going to do?"

“He's going to be kind to us!”

“What is there to grumble at in
that?” demanded Tom Merry. “I've

ik

was more and more

strictly forbidden.)

d, and rep
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—THERE'S NOT A DULL MOMENT IN THIS RIPPING LONG YARN OF TOM MERRY & CO.

ape.

wished olten enough that old Linton,
our giddy Form-master, was as kind as
vour Lathom. Lathom is n jolly good
ittle ass. He's a sciontific chap, I know,
but everybody has his little weakness,
and Lathom's is geology. A man might
have worse vieces than that.”

“I wish he'd take up drink or
gambling instead |” gnorted Figgins, “I
wouldn't care if he'd play shove-
ha'penny with the Head—*'

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Or_if he didn't come hame till morn-
ing. He could do those things without
worrying us. But now——"

“Yaas, mnow!” murmured Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy., “Now, it's simply
howwid. Of course, it’s up to us to
tweat Mr. Lathom decently, and take
his kindness in the spiwit in which it i3
meant. But—"

“I wish I kuew the chap who invented
geology |” said Herries viciously. “I'd
take him into a quiet cormer with my
bulldog Towser |’

“Taking up geology?" asked Tom

Merry, still more amazed, * What a
giddy pastime — Dents  bug-hunting
ollow. Very brainy, I must say. 1

thought Bkimpols of the Shell was the
only chap in the school who cared for
geology. You don’t mean to say you're
chucking footer this afternoon to go and
look for fossils?”

“Do you think we would if we could
help it?" howled Blake. “Lathom’s
going to take us on a geological ex-
cursion as & favour—an act of kindness.
He goes rooting about among filthy old
stones himself and enjoys it. He’s going
ta give us some enjoyment this after-
noon. We're not ordered to go—only we
can’t say no, We're poing to explore
the pgiddy rocks and revel in Older
Pliocene and Newer Pliocene, and
Upper Miocene and Lower Miocene—
oh, my hat ! .

*And jurassie—" sald Figgins.

" And triassic——" said Kerr.

*And silly-assic t” snorted Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha I” roared Tom Merry,

The Fourth Formers glared at him.
It was no laughing matter for them. SBo
long as Mr. Ea.t‘nom dabbled in geology
by himself, they were willing to give
him his head, as Blake generously said.
But when he wanted to impart the
wonders of modern science to his suffer-
ing Form, and teck themy away from the
football field for the dpurpose—\‘i‘e]l, then
the limit was reached.

To walk out in orderly array, like

ood little Erics, as Figgins put it; to
Ee chipped by the village boys and the
Grammar 3chool fellows, without bein
able to take vengeance on the spot; an
to be expected to “enthuse  if o frag-
ment of incomprehensible bone should be
discavered amid a heap of incomprehen-
sible stone—it was not a joyful prospect
for the Fourth,

“What are you cackling at, you silly
chump ?” roared Figgins.

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“0h, bump lum 17

And the exasperated Fourth Formers
rushed at the Bhell fellow. In a moment
Tom Merry was seized by many hands,
and he desecended upon the floor with a
loud cencussion.

Bump |
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“Now langh ! snorted Blake.

T%m Merry did not laugh; he yelled.

b

“Give him another [

“Yaas! (ive the wottall anothah,
deah boys!”

“ Ave you ready, my boys 1" asked Mr.
Lathom, coming down the passage and
blinking at the juniors over his glasses.
“Dear me! What is that 7"

“Owl Yow!”

“Are yon hurt, Merry? Dear me,
you should not run downstairs in a
hurry I” said Mr. Lathom. “It is very
kind of you to help Merry up, my dear
boys. It is very gratifying to see Fou
gather round your schoolfellow in this
way to help him, but do not crowd
round him too much. I frust yon have
not hurt yourself, Merry ?*

“Nunno !* gasped Tom Merry, as he
gained his feet. “No, sir, thank you |

“We will start now, my boys. We
are going to have a most enjoyable
afternoon,” said Mr. Lathom, rubbing
his hands. “Follow me {”

The Fourth Formers followed Mr.
Lathom, marching out of the 8chool
House in solemn array.

Tom Merry gasped gcr breath.

“Poor old Bleke " he murmured.
"“Poor old Figgy! Ha, ha, ha I”

Tom Merry was sorry for the hapless
victims of Mr., Lathom's enthusiasm,

LRI

It was no laughing matter for
the chums of St, Jim's when they
had to take wup the study of
geology ! But it was the laugh of
a lifetime that brought their
careers as geologists to an abrupt
end !
WHNIRINHIans s
thinking it funny,

but he could not he]]ﬂ

and he chuckled as he ran down to the
foothall field

Blake & Co. did not chuckle, They
followed Mr. Lathom out of the gates
of Bt. Jim's with the solemnity of owls.

CHAPTER 2.
Saved by the Enemy !
B. LATHOM trotted along

uite cheerily and chirpily.

M 4 He was in his element, and
his kind eyes beamed with

benevolence over his glasses. )

The Tourth Formers marched on
glumly,

They did not want to hurt their kind
Form-master's feelings and they did not
want to offend him. But they could not
look happy, Even Arthur Augustus
D'Arey could only muster up a foeble
simile when he met Mr. Lathom’s eye.
But Mr. Lathom was short-sighted, and
he was wrapped up in the thrilling joys
of geclogy., He only supposed that the
boys were looking grave and thoughtful,
which was eminently right and proper
on the occasion of a geological excur-
sion.

“And to think,” murmunred Jack
Blake, in despair, “that those Shell
rotters are playing football at this very
minute 1¥ .

“Awful I groaned Tiggins.

“Yaas, wathah! It’s enough to make
a chap gwoan !” said Arthur Augustus,
“1 twust my politeness will not give ont
before this expedish is ovah. But I can
fee] it wunnin’ low." i

“The only chanca for us is meeting
the Grammarians,” said Xerr. “If we
could get up a serap with them, it would
knock geology on the head |7

“Hear, hear|”

“Bupposs we ask Mr. Latliom fo stop
at Mother Murphy's and have sormg
ginger-pep and tarts?” suggested Tatty
Wynn opeful]ij
‘Ags I zaid Blake.

Mr. Lathom glanced round kindly at
the murmur of voices.

“We shall proceed through Ryl-
combe,” he said, “Then we shall reach
Broken Hill, which is singularly rich in
geological examplos Is it not extra-
ordinary to reflect, my dear boys, that
at one period the whole of this région
was under water, the waves of a pre-
historio sea stretching as far as the eyo
could reach ?*

“But doesn’t water always roflect,
sir 7 asked Kerr, venturing to pull Mr.
Lathom’s réspected leg very gently.

“Eh—what did you say, Kerr "

“If this region was under water, sir,
it wouldn’t be extraordinary to reflect,
would it? X've always noticed, sir, that
one can see one's reflection in water.”

Mr. Lathom stared at Kerr. Kerr
was looking guite solemn, and could not
bo suspected of joking with his Form-
master; and, indeed, a geological excur-
sion was not likely fo make any fellows
feel humorous.

“¥ou misapprehend me, Kerr,” said
Mr, Lathom mildly. “However, mo
matter. Iere we are in Ryleombe.
Pray keep in order as we pass through
the village, and do not scatter about
the street.”

“Yes, sir.”

Fatty Wynn's eyes lingered lovingly
on the window of Mrs. Murphy's tuck-
shop as the army marched down the
High Btreet. Outside Mra. Murphy’s
shop, consuming gmggsrhl}ear, were three
cheerful-locking youths. The 8t. Jin’s
fellows lkmew them at once—(fordon
Gaf and Frank Monk and Carboy, of
Ryleombe Grammar School. The three
Grammarians raised their caps to Mr.
Lathom as he passed, and the St. Jim's
master acknowledged the ealute politely
and walked on,

But the Grammarians did not salutoe
the juniors so graeefully. They grinned
ab them, as if there was something very
amusing in seeing them in battle arrsy,
s0 to speak.

" Going for a nice little wallk with a
nice little master ?* asked Gordon Gay.

“Iow sweet)” gaid Carboy. " Gussy,
where did vou dig up that necktie I

Arthur Augustus turned purple.

" Weally, you wottah—> ho began,

Mpr. Lathom looked round.

“My boys, I have to step into Mr.
Wedge's shop for a moment for the
volume of * The Geological History of
Bussex,' of which I intend to read you
a chapter this afternoon. l‘l‘a}r remain
here, and do not scatter about,”

My, Lathom toddled into the book-
shop.
“What's tho little game? asked
Gordon Gay curiously, Do they maka
the Fourth walk out like a little Iag
Form now

“Wa're going geologising I groancd

Blake,
Tae Gex Lisnany.—No, 1,467,
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*Oh crumbs 1"

™ And if we hadn’t a masier with us,
we'd wipe up the ﬁroum_i with you
cheeky rotters!” growled Figgins,

“Yaas, wathah i”

_Gordon Gay chuckled. There was a
siphon of soda-water with the ginger-
beer, and Cordon Gay played with it
carelessly. .

“You haven’t answercd my question
yet, Guesy,” he murmured.

“Weally, Gay—"

“Where did you discover that face?”
asked Gay, with an aiv of great interest.
*And where did you dig up that nose?
Did you find it on one of your geological
excursions 1”7

“You—you uttah wottah!”

“[,o0ks rather prehistoric to me,” re-
marked Carboy, jamming o half-crown
inte lis eye in playful imitation of
D'Arey’s eycglnss. and scanning tho
swell of 8t. Jim's, “By the way, do
vou call it a face, Gussy?”

“What’'s in a name?” said Frank
Monk. “Gussy wears it on the front
of his hewd, so it must be a face,
mustn't it7 I suppose you're not wear-
ing o mask, Gussy?”?

“Certainly not,” you woltah!”

“You need one, you know, if that
is really o face.”

Arthur  Augustus lveathed
through his arstocratic nose. :
liberately dropped his cyeglass from his
eve, and puslu:'&}e back his spotless culfs.

‘% Pway stand wound, and seween us
fiwom tgu bookshop, d=ah boys!” he
said. “I am goin’ to give theso wottahs
s feahful thwoshin’.”

“Old FLathom will be out
minute !* growled Blake.

“Blow Lathom " -

And Arthue Augustus, having finished
his warlike preparations, advance
upon Gordon Gay & Co. The Australian
junior gazed at him_smilingly till he
was within a couple of feet, and then he
gently exerted a pressure of his thumb
apon the siphon lever.

Fizzzezz |

“Oh! Ah! Yawooooh! Gwooogh!”
roared Arthur Augustus, as the stream
of soda-twrter caught him full in the
faco the Grammarians hed passed so
many rude vemarks upon.

a, ha, ha1”

“Gweat Scolt! Ow,

G\\'ooob%‘l g .
Jack Dlake, grinning, rushed to the
rescue, but he recled hack with the grin
fairly washed off his face ds the siphon
was turned upon him.
“Yah! Ohl* he howled. "Groong[l pr
“Lots of it,” said Gordon Gay cheer-
fu!l_ir. “Come and have some more.
Will you have a tasto of soda-water,

Figgy 1"

% Yf:w 1" roared Tiggins, as GCay
turned the siphon upon him without
waiting for a reply.

“Vory refreshing on a_warm after-
noon,” remarked Gay. *“Ilave a little,
Ilevries 7"

“Yowp! Oht” )

“Collar them |” roared Blake, dab-
hing his face with his handkerchief.
“The rotters| Collar them!”

“Ilere’s Lathom1” muttered Page.

“Blow  Lathom! Collar those
Grammar School rotters|”

The Fourth Formers of St. Jim's
rushed in a crowd upon the three.
(tordon Gay & Co. made a jump into the
tuckshop. In the doorway they grinned
at the excited St. Jim's juniors, and
kissed their hands. DBut the Fourth
Formers were too excited to care for
the fact that Mr. Lathom might step
out of the bookshop at any moment.
They forgot everything but the fact that
the Grammarians were ragging them,

Tne Gex Lisrsrt.—No. 1,467.

hard
He de-

in &

you wottah!

d may as well

and that they wanted vengeance, and
wanted it at once.

Jack Blake led a rush, and the juniors
poured into the tuckshop wupon the
Grammarians.

“Collar them I”

“Bump tho wottahs!”

“ Hurrah 1" .

_“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Gordon
Gn.{. “We've woke up a giddy hornet’s-
nest.”

They had.

The rush of the Saints bore the Gram-
marians hack into the tuckshop. 'Lhey
were collared and overwhelmed by
munbers, in spite of their resistance,
Mys, Murphy, behind her Jitile counter,
gave o shrick of alarm.

Onh

“Young genilewen !
deax ! elp ! .

The tuckshop was swarming with
juniors in n state of wild excitement.
Uordon Gay, borme down in the grasp
of a dozen hauds, collapsed into a large
hox of eggs. Those oggs were marked
iwelve a shilling, and they were not
sold so cheaply on aceount of their
freshness. Gay crashed into the midst
of them with u yell, and (he broken eg
squashed and spurted vound him, and the
odour that rose from them showed that
they would not have been really cheap
al {wenty a shilling.

“0Oh vfear 1 shvieked Mys, Muwephy,
“0Oh dear! Police!”

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Blake, “Some-
body will have to pay for those cggs,
and the price on.:ght to be high if it
matehes the eggs.

“(Gro-oogh 1" spluttered Gordon Gay.

“Shove the other rotters in,” said
Tiggins. “We shall have {o have a
whip-round to pay for the eggs, so we
ba generous with them."”

“Leggo!” roared Monk. “Don't you
daro to— ¥Yaroooch! Ow!"”

Squash !

The ecggbox was a largo one. and
there was just room for the three Gram-
mavians 1o squecze into it. They sab
tightly packed, with broken eggs
squashing and  squirting under and
round them. The scent from the egg-
box was terrific.

“Keep 'em there!” said Jack Blake,
grinning. “This  beats  soda-water,
doesn’t it. Monkey1”

“QOw! Leggol”

“Tow much that box of cpgs, Mrs,
Murphy ?” asked Blake, “We'ro treat-
ting our young friends to thoso eggs,
and we're geing to pay.”

“Bight shillings, Master Blake.”

And the juniors subseribed that sum.
It was worth it, as Blake remarked.
The seent nlone, applied to the Gram-
marians, was worth double the money.

Gordon Gay & Co. wriggled in the
cggbox, held there by a dozen pairs of
hands. But there came a yell of alarm
from the juniors outside the shop:

“Cave! Lathom!”

“ Hook it!" said Figgins.

They serambled out of the tuckshol]:.
AMr, Lathom had stepped out of the
book establishment with a heavy volume
under his arm. He was blinking round
in search of his vanished Form when the
juniors came swarming out of the tuck-

dear—oh

shop into the street. Mr. Lathom
looked at them chidingly. He imagined
that the juniors had gone into the

village shop for refreshment while they
w?‘itad fsr hirg.o : -

ear boys, pray form in line.
S]F]ou ?réould not— Dear me! What is
that

Alr. Lathom dropped the “Geological
History of Sussex” with a crash. Ho
gazed in horror and amazement at three
youths who came rushing out of the
tuckshop ‘after the 8t. Jim's juniors,

THE GEM LIBRARY

smothered with yolks of egge and frag-
ments of broken shells. e scent they
brought with them could have been cut
with a knife.

“What—what—what— You
wretched young hooligans! Go away!l"
shouted Mr. Lathom, as he saw that the
1-]::-eokeggy juniors were rushing to
attack,

Gordon Gay & Co. had lost their caps

and their collars in the struggle. Their
jackets were split, and they were
smothered with dust and eggs. No

wonder Mr. Lathom did not recognise
them as the three polite §ontha who had
saluted him so gracefully ten minutes
before. =

“Go away!’ shricked Mr., Lathom,
\\'a\ging his' little geological hammer
excitedly. '“Go away, you young
ruffians I”

““Yawoooh [

“My dear D'Arey, lave I struck you
by accident? am _ sorry. o
wratched and foul-smelling youn 15
hooligans, go away et once, or I wi
chastise you!”

But the infuriated Grammarians did
not even hear him. They were at boil-
ing point, and they rushed right at the
St. Rim’s fellows, careless of the odds.
If they couldn’t lick so many, they could
impart to them the stickiness and the
scent of the smashed egge.

Blake & Co. knew it, and they backed
away—not from the fists, but from the

oggs.

My, Lathom rushed in between the
foes, and the Grammarians’ rush was
stopped—by Mr. Lathom.

Iixaetly how the little Formm-master
was going to stop the rush of three
excited and athletic youths was not
clear. Ho bad, perhaps, overestimated
his powers, The rush wos stopped for
one second as the trio cams into. col-
lision with Mr. Lathom, and then Mr.
Lathom rolled on the ground, and the
Grammarians rolled over him,

Mr, Lathom’s umbrella and glasses
flew in different directions, and his geo-
Jogical hammer joined tho “Geological
History of Sussex '’ on the ground. He
clutched wildly at the three eggy youths
who wero scrambling over him, and
shrieked for the police.

“Roseue 7 roared Blake.

Eggs or no eggs, the juniors had to
reseue their Form-master. They rushed
upon the vile-scented Grammarians, and
collared them, and yanked them off Alr.
Lathom. .

Police-constable Crump heaved in
sight in the village strect, and Alr,
T.athom sat up and shrieked at him,

“QOfficer, srrest these young
hooligans| I give them in chargel O
dear! Where aro my glassea? Take
them in charge, officer ! Where are my
things? Dear mel Help!”

“Hool it1” murmured Blake; and as
the St Jim's fellows recle them,
Gordon Gay & Co.- vanished down the
nearest turmng. Y

Mr., Crump, f:ortly and stout, arrived
heavily upon the scene when they were

one.
8% Wot’s all this 'ere?” demanded M.
Crump, taking out a notebook, “Ay
heye! Drunk and dishorderly in broad
daylight! VYour name, old gent—I
want_your name and address!”

#“What!” shrieked Mr. Lathom.
“How dare youl I am Mr. Lathom!
I have boen attacked by three desperate
ruffians ¥

“Mr, Lathom 1" gasped the constable,
recagniamg hira. *Oh, lor’ | Sorry,sir!
I didn’t know you with that heggy stuff
on your face, sir| Assault and battery
1 s'pose—attempted robbery in bm&
dayhight | Wo'lfj 'ave the rascals, eirl
‘an you give mo their deseriptions?”
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Blake and Figgins tenderly helped
Mr. Lathom to his feet.
recoverad his  umbrellas, e
rescuod his  spectacles, upon which
Police-constable Crump was just about
to plant a heavy boot. Levison slyly

Kerr

kic the *“Geological History of
Sussex " out of sight round the cornor.
“Yes, yes!” panted Mr. Lathom.

“Pray take them in charge, officer | I
H:ll fomﬂ to the station and charge
em ”»

“QOno good turn deserves another,”
Elu:mure Blake. “They charged him
rst.”

“¥a, ha, ha!”
“Boys, this is no laughing matter!
How dare you laugh! Where are tho

D'Arcy K

“Didn’t one have a beard?” asked

err.
Blake scratched his nose thoughtfully.
“I wouldn’t swear to the beard,” he
said. “But none of them had been
shaved to-day; I could see that.”
“Yaas, wathah |
“Wot kind of clothes?” asked M.
Crump, who was busy taking notes.
“0Oh, votlen rags!” eaid Blake.
“None of them had a collar on !
“Their jackets were torn and dusty,”
said Fatty Wynn.
“They looked horribly dirty, Mr.
Crump.”
“'Ave you ecver scen 'em before!”
asked tho constable.

b
abandonment of the exeursion, And
they had discovered, as well as M,

Lathom, that the emell of the cggs was
decidedly unpleasant. They weras very
careful to walk in windward of their
Form-master as they marched back to
8t Jim's.

—_—

CHAPTER 3.
Teaching Skimpole Soccer !
OM MEIRRY & CO. were busy on
I the football field when the
Fourth Vormers came in.
Mr. Lathom went upstairs at
once to change his clothes and to con-
gidor the problem of getting them clean,

As Arthur Augustus advancsd upon the Grammarians, Gordon Gay pressed his thumb on the siphon lever. Fizzzzzzz!

A stream of soda-water oaught D'Aroy full In the face.

miscreants? You have allowed them to
escnfa " .
] didn't see them, sir!” said Dr.
Crump stifly. “I'm a-waitin' for their
deseription, sir.”
“1 was so confused, I hardly noticed.
Three ruffians; that is all I can say.”
“P'r'aps theso young genta noticed
them 1 suggested Crump.
“Yes, rather)” said Blake. “1 will
give you a description, if you like.”
“Pray do, Blake!” gasped 1Alr.
Lathom.

“Three follows nearly six fect high ”

said Blake; *or, say five feet ton.
Would you say five fect ten or six feot,
FiF ing?”

'ggins grinned.

“Bay five feet eleven,” he said
thoughtfully.

“With ginger whiskers one of them;
the other two with black moustaches,”
said Blake.

" Ohl

“Yes, wo've scen them hanging about
Rylcombo soveral times,” sa,ir.F BFake.

“I'l 'ave 'em before long, Mr.
Lathom, sir. You can rely on that”
said Mr. Crump, closing his notebook
with a businesshike snap.

“1 trust so!” panted Mr. Lathom.
“T will come to the stalion and chargo
them with assault when you have
arrested them, Mr, Crump. My, boys,
I'm afraid we shall have to abandon
our excursion for this afternoon. I do
not feel in e state to continuc it. We
must return to the school.”

“QOl, sir!”

“] am afraid there is no help for it,”
suid Mr. Lathom, “I am smothered
with broken eggs, and tho smell is
decidedly unpleasant, Let ua relurn.”

And Mr. Lathom, breathing ver
hiard, started off. The juniors followed,
and when Mr  Lathom's back was
turned they ventured to exchange winks,
They were not broken-hearled at the

Yawoooh

I Qwooogh!l® he spluttored.

and the juniors made at once for Lhe
foolhall ground.

“Ilallo! Cot back?” nsked Tom
Merry, as the juniors came erowding up.
“Have you scttled the geology
already 77

Bluke chuckled.

“We've been rescued,” he explained.

“Yans, wathah—wescued by the
eneiny,” said Arthur Augustus.

The Blell fellows grinned as thew
listencd to what had bappened iu
Ryleconibe

“Rough on poor old Lathom,” said
Manmers. “But a jolly good stroke of
luek for you. ¥You ecan pile iute the
footer now I"

“You bet!™

“You've got the pleasure of geology
still  in  store!”  chuckled Monty
Lowther. "The giddy excursion is only
put off, what?”

Toe Ged Lmaany.—~No. 1,467,
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Blake looked wlarmed.

“1 didn't think of that. If ha springs
it on us on Baturday aftermoon, thera
will be trouble There's o Form match
on Saturday.’”

“¥Yags, wathahl We shall weally
have to wemonstwate with Mr. Lathom,”
said D'Arey. "It would be imposs fo

cut a Form match, I am afwaid my’

politencss would not stand the stwain.”

“ Suflicient for the day is the geology
thereof,” said Kerr. “Let’s got to the
footer. We zhall have te think of a
(}odge for getting out of it un Satur-
day.’””

And the juniors piled into the footer
practice

Winla the play went on, p youlh with
a bony figure and an extremcly large
head, ornamented with tufts of hair,
stood and looked on. Ha blinked at the
players through jus lnrge spectacles in
a thoughtlul sert of way; but he was
evidently not thinking of fostball,

Slkimpole of the Shell did not take:

kindly to that game, Skimpole was a
genius, His knowledge of football was
nil, and his knowledge of cricket was
on a par with :t. In elass work he
was not brillinnt, but in abstruse sul-
jects that made other fellows® heads
ache, Skimpole was essily first.

What he didn't know about Deteér-
minism and a heap of other "ism *
wasn't worth knowing. And his know-
ledge of bhiology and geology and
numerous other “ologies” would have
filled volumes.

Skimpole smiled sadly as he watched
the Shelr and the Fourth Form fellows
punting the ball about. He marvelled
that otherwise sane and sensible fellows
should waste their time kicking about an
inflated ball, when they might have been
studying the pecutisrities of rocks,
cainozie, mesozors, sud palmozaic,

An iden was workiog in the mighty
brain of Skimpole of the Shell, and he
was anxious to impart it to the other
fellowa: and he had to wait while they

punted asbout = mere football—
fiddling while Romo was burning, so to
spenk.

When the hour of five tolled out from
the clack tower, however, the Terrible
Three of the Shell came off tha ficld.
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
wera thinking of tea. Bkimpole boro
down upon them at once.

“Have you finished at last?” Bkim-
pole nsked mildly. as he blinked at
them through hie big spectacles.

“Yes, my son,” suid Monty Lowther;
“but 1f you want to pile in, don’t let
us stop you.”

Skimpole smiled in a suporior way

“] fear I shall never have time to
waste on football,” he said. “I have a
new idea whiek I sin anxious io tell
FQL‘!—”

“Vou want to stand us tea?” nsked
Lowther. “Well, 1 don’t mind; we've
only got sardines in the study. Come
‘onl ?

“My dear Lowther, sre yon aware
of the great and world-stirring dis-
covery tha: has lately been made?”
azked Bkimpole chidingly,

The Terrible Threo stared.

“PBlessed if I've heard of it [? said
Tom Merry * You'ro mot referring to
the disecovery of America by Columbus,
1 EI.J‘.E[JOSO? We have heard of that.”

“ A vgstly more important discovery
than that!” sniffed Sk:mpole.

“ Anything to do with photography*
asked Manners, with interest. “lf it's
anything jnew in colonr photo-

graph
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“T should hardly be likely to waste

time on that subject, Mannars 1"
*Why, you ass——" began Manuers
warmly.

Manneras was an enthusiastic photo-
grapher,

“My dear Manners, what iz it that
the whole world is now discnssing with
bated breath—the one topic of the
universe—"’

“The third-back game in fooler?”
asled Lowther.

“My dear Lowther——"

“The Income Tax?”
Merry.

“My dear Morry, remaing luve been
diseavered which prove that Lhe human
race cxisted thousands of years carlier
than was previcusly supposed—a flood
of lght has been let in on the pre-
historioc history of the human voee,
Yos, my friends, the human raco is
proved to be of immernorial
ankiquity—"

"“You can tell that to Gussy,” yawned
Tom Merry, “ID’Arey is very strong
on pedigrees and ancestral lines. I
haven't any use for them myseli.”

“Well," said Mouty Lowther thonght-
fully, “an ancestral lina would ba very

m,

T

sleed

useful for hanging oubt the family
washing 1*’ )
PBut Skimpole wos proef againsh

Monty Lowther’s humour.
“1 bave an ides—" he went on.
“Keep it,” sald Lowther. ' Prcserve

it in ginger, or beil it in oill Don't

tell uat”

“1 desire to take you into my con-
Edance, and share with you the glory of
tho diseaveries I am going to mske,
My idea is to form s geological
club I

"Then you can unnform your idea
again,” said Lowther.

“Instead of playing football in your
spare time, yon shell devois your
energies in aiding me in making dis-
coveries, &nd share with me the
glory——*

Tom Merry shock his head.

11l tell you what, Bkimmy,”” he said.
“We cant take up ogy instead of
footer; but il you like, we'll teach you
how to play footer instead of geology 1”

“Jolly good wheeze!” said Mannera.
"“Oomo on, Skimmyl Wo were going
into tea but w2 don't mind giving you
ten minutes.”

“My dear friends—"

“Don't trouble to thank us,’ said
Lowther, taking Skimpole's arm. *This

way |

“1 sh’auld hardly be likely to change
my—'

“No need to change,” said Lowther,
deliberately misunderstanding.  “Tlay
as you are |”

“PBut I mean—"

“VYou mean to become a good [oot-
baller,” said Tom Merry, taking
Skimpole’s other arm, and helping to
propel him wvpon the field.  *That's
right—a jolly ﬁood idea 1"

Y1 tell you, I—

“Chuek that footer over, Blake.
Skimpole wanta a lesson in footer!”
c.allerF out Monty Lowther. * He's going
to give up science for footer I

] protest! I do mot mean-—-I

“Here you arel” grinned Blake.
“Stop it, Skimmy !

He kicked tho ball towards Bkimpole,
nmcléikilmpola stopped it—with Lis noze!l

(1] w n

N

“Pila inl|" - exclaimed Lowther,
i Now, you've got to takae the ball up
the field—see—this is called a field—yon
shove it through the goal—that's called
the goal—you have to kick it with your
foot—your pedal extremity is called &
foot—"
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"Ha, ha, ha ¥

“My dear fellows, I—I—T—" .

“Welve got to stop your deing it,"
Lowthor went on instructmg. “We th
charge you over if we can. Then we
bump inte you snd fleor you—ihat's
called & charge. The row you make
when you go down iz called 2 howl
Seni”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My dear Lowther——

“You can look on me as your
instructor,” said Lowther. “'XI'm strong
on instructing. Il tell you tlie names of
averything, as you are a beginner. Now,
kick—the cancussion between the foaol
and the inflated sphere is ealled a kick,
The inflated sphere itsclf iz called a
football, from whenco the name of the
game i3 derived.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

“For example, this is & kick—"

“ Varooooh !" rogred Skimpole.

“¥You have to plant your [oot on the
ball, just as I planted it then on your

calf. ‘Do you understand? I don's mind
giving you ancther epecimen to make
it clear: "

“J—3 understand! But—but—"

“You've gob it wrong; there aro no
butta here.  Butts aro used in archery,
not in footer, Now pile in. If wo
charga you over, you may be hurt—thaé
is ca. ]ec? a casunlty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“If you are acriouslg hurt, that is
called & regrattabla accident on the foot-
ball field. Got that?”

“M-my dear Low ”

“Play up [ shouted Lowtber. “On
the balll Run !

“But, I tell you, I—"

“I'm doing the telling mow; nll
you've got to do is to follow my instruc-
tions. Otherwise, I shall cause a violent
imémct between my digital extremities
and your guricular appendage. That is
called a thick éar|”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Skimpole blinked round in dismay.
He was too serious and solemn s youth
to understand anyihing in the nature of
& joke.

“But, my dear fellows, I don’t want
to learn footer—'

“Rallow who doesn’s want to learn
faoter is called a sjacker, a mung, and an
ass 17 said Lowther. * He has to be re-
duced from a perpendicular posture to
a somi-horizontal attitude—that is called
s bump. Are you go:ng to pile ini”

Skimpole thought he had belter.
Several pairs of hands were already
stretched out to reduce him from a per-
pendicular to & semi-horizontal pesilion.

" Pake it right up the field,” com-
manded Lowther, “and look out ! We're
going to_charge you off the ball if we
can; and if you should get killed, that
would be called a fatalily I** ’

The unfortunate genius of the Bhell
kicked the footer away, snd ran alter
it. The whole ecrowd of foothallers
whooped on hiz track. Some of them

followed closely behind Bkimpele, holp-

ing him on his way with gentle taps of
their footer Boots behind. Others ran in
advanca to charge him off the ball

Skimpole ran for goal as he liad never
vun in his life before, only anxicus to
escape.

“Charge |” roared Blake.

“0Oht Ow! Yaroooh! Help! Good-
ness gracious! ¥ah!” .

The genins of the Shell disappesred
under a crowd of swarming juniors.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tho footballers sorted thomselves out.
Skimpole sat up and gasped, and scb
his spectacles dazedly upon hig bony
nose.
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“0h dear| Oh, my goodness gracious !
Ow| Dear me|”

“Ha, ha, hal”

¥ Getting' on famously,” said Monty
Lowther sdmiringly. “T see your nose
is running red—that is ealled tapping
the claret!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groogh! Ow! Oh

“I'll give you another
morrow,” said Lowther kindly. " One
good turn deserves amother. Tvery
time you offer me instruction in peology,
Pll give you instruction in football.
Ta-ta |*

And the Terriblo Three walked away
chuckling, leaving the unfortunate
seientist of the Shell still sitting on the
ground and gasping for breath.

Among Bkimpole's other gifts was a
great knowledge of astronomy, but
never, with the maost powerful telascope,
had he seen so many stars as ho saw at
that moment.

lezzon  to-

CHAPTER 4.
A Dangerous Club !

8 C\EEN tho natice?" )
Jaek Blake asked the guestion
as Tom Merry & Co. of the
Shell ¢came down after tea in
the study,
The FWourth Former was grinning.
" No,” said Tom Merry. “What is it
—notice by the Head?”
] “No; something more important than
that.”?
* Something about the footer 7"
“Ha, ha, ha! No; come end look "
The Terrible Three followed Blake
curiously towards the notice-board.
There was a new paper pinned on it
and they recognised the sprawling hand-
wiiting of Bkimpole of the Shell, They
grinned as they read:

“NOTICE,

“H. Skimpole of tho Shell invites all
members of the Lower School to attend
a meeting in the. Common-room at seven
o'clock to discuss the formation of a
Scientific Club, of which H. Skimpola
will ba president.

“The meeting will be followed by =
lecture by H. kiml’mle. on the subject
of ‘ Human Origins,’ illustrated by Mr.
Lathom's jawbone, kindly lent for the
oceasion.

" ({Signed) H. BxiMroLe."

Tom Merry whistled.

“Is he off his rocker 7" he asked. “Hae
hasn’t been practising as a dentist, I
suppose, and extracting Mr., Lathom’s
jawbone

“Ha, ha, ha! Nol” said Blake,
“It's a specimen. Lathom believes that
it i5 a Jawbone of a prehistoric man
who lived and flourished thousands of
vears before the creation of the human
race. He dug it up himself in the
cave on Broken Hill, near Rylcombe, a
long time ago, and he keeps it locked
up in & box in his study.  He trotted
it out in the Form-room one day when

ave i lecture—a blessed old fossil!
I dare say it belonged to some lost
donkey that died in the cave |?

“Ha, ha, ha{”
Well, it’s the jawbone of un ass now
if it belongs to Lathom!” yawned
Monty Lowther. " And with 8kimmy's
awbone, that will be two of them!

et's go to the meeting, and rag
8kimmy bald-headed, and make him

k it 1™

“¥aas, wathah!” said  Arthur
Augustus. “We're bound to stand this
wubbish fwom Lathom, but we're not
bound to stand it fwom Skimmy. I

pwopose that we wag the meetin’,

Riggins
wag, too,

““Hear, hear t*

Skimpole of the Shell had had some
doubts as to whether the meeting he had
called would be attended or not. He
had to confess with sorrow that his
schoolfellows did not take a deep
interest in human origins. They were
unaccountably indifferent to the im-
portant guestion swhether the human
race originated in the alluvial mud of
a tropical river tep million years ego,
o whether it was hatched out of rotting
vegetation in a primeval forest in the
comparatively recent period of merely
five million years ago.

But Bkimmy's fears were without

foundation this time—the meeting was
well attended. Before seven o'clock had
struck, half of the Bhell and the Fourth
were in the Common-room, and a con-
tingent of the Third. Figgins & Co.
and Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence had
come over from the Now House.
When Blkimpole came into the room
he blinked round with pleasure at the
numerous teeting gathered in his
honour.

There was an encouraging shout at
once.

“Go it, Bkimmy 1

“My dear friends, I am glad to see so
many of you gathered here,” said 8kim-
pole, rubbing his bony hands. *Look !”

He held up a peculiar-looking object.

It was o fragment of fossilised bone,
and might have been anything. Accord-
ing to Mr, Lathom and severa! soientific
gentlemen to whom he had shown his
treasure, it was a jawbons of a pre-
historic individual who had flourished
before the I'lood, in ¢ompany with the
cheery mastodon and the merry megalo-
saurus,

Skimpole evidently regarded it with

REwe.
“What is i, ontirely?” asked Reilly
of the Fourth.

“It's a jawbone,” said Skimpole. “Tt
belongs to Mr. Lathom.”

"Faith, and how is he pgetting on
without it ?*

It is not Mr. Lathom’s own jawbone,

& Co. are comin' ovah for a

ki

Reilly. It is the jawbone of one of the
earlicst of the human race, discovere
in n_cave near Rylcombe. The sur-
rounding strata clearly proves that man
existed in the pleistocene period.”

“My hat1”

“Gentlemen, I have & great scheme
to communicate to you—the formation
of a scentific club. I am willing to ‘be
president. Under my-direction, the club
will search for further ancient remnins
in the cave near Rylcombe. We shall
proceed thers with picks and spades.
And who knows but what we may dis-
cover the whole skeleton of a prehistoria
man—an estimable treasure? Our fame
would resound to the farthest corners of
tho civilised world.”

“Hear, hear !

"In that cave ave splendid deposits of
the cocenc period—the earliest of the
Tertiary,” resumed Skimpole. "My
firm belief is that man was contem-
porary with the marine fossils unearthed
in the eocene strata.”

“You don't say so!” murmured
Monty Lowther. “Anybody know what
he is talking about?”

“By Jove, I give il up|”

" Think of the triumph if we should
discover a fossil of the eocene period !”
said Bkimpole, his round eyes gleaming
behind his spectacles. “"Mr, Lathom
has consonted to patronise tha science
club, Gentlemen, I have a bock here
to take down the mames of membhers,
Pray come forward {*

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“We shall spend half-holidays in dig-
ging up fossils,” went on Skimpole.
“Think how better that will be than
playing games,”

“Bal Jove |

“1 can see myself sponding my half-
holidays like that—I don’t think I

“What shall we do to him?" mur-
mured Blake, .
. “Bomething lingering with boiling oil
in it,"” suggested Dighy.

Frog's-march to begin with,” said
Kangaroo of the Shell,

“And bump him

“And sealp him 1”?

“(Good egg I
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And there wos 8 forward movoment
of the meeting—not to sign their names
on Skimpole’s list of membership, but
to collar Skimpole. But just as Skim-
pole’s fate was trembling in the balance

era was a4 warning whisper o
“Cave I”

Mr. Lathom cnterod the Junior
Common-yoom.

Thie forward movement was arrested.
The juniors stared at the Form-master,
who wore hig most benignant expression.

“Hal Quite a large meeting, I sec!”
said Mr. Lathom, rubbing his hands.
“Y am vory ple to ses this—very
pleaéed indeed, my hoyel I am glad
to see you taking a dmp interest in this
most delightiu! study {*

“Yaas " gasped rey. . .

“We're frightfully kecn, sirl” said
Levison of tho Fourth.

“J am glad to hear it, Levison. By
the way, you havo not done your lines,
I thinl? .

“I have been reading up goology, sit,
and haven't had time,” said Levison.

"“Well, well, never mind | You need
not do the lines, Levison,” eaid Mr.
Lathom kindly., “Prasy do not let me
interrupt you, my boys| I am _here
wmerely as & spectator—a very inter-
osted spectator. Pray go on exactly as
if 1T weroa not present.”

Thoa juniors exchanged grins. That
was bardly possible. If Mr. Lathom had
not been present, they would have been
marching Skimpole round the Common-
room in the frog's-march; and under
tho eye of the Form-master it could
Lardly be dene. But Bkimpole chimed
in gll_eeﬂtllf: . =

“The fellows nre just ‘gmng' to ign
their names on the list of membership
sir. They all want to be members of
the seience club.”

“Good — very good!” said Mr.
Lathom. “Pray go onl I shsll be
very interested to see how many names
aro on the list.” ,

The juniors exchanged dismal glances.

It waa impossible to tell Mr. Lathom
l.hfeti tli_ney thad u.ttendedf the {neatﬁg
solely for the purpose of ragging the
smatour lecturer. !.’An& as Mr. Lathom
was waiting to see them sign their
nemes, they could mot very well draw

Tom Ma::g felt that he was in for it,
and he signed his name first. The other
fellows followed suit, and the roll of
membership was erowded. Skimpole
watched the proceedings with his eye
glistening_behind his spectacles. is
science club was achieving an un-
dreamt-of success,

was finished, Mr.

When the roll
Lathom said he would address a few
words to the meeting on the subject of
%_ealaglcal. discoveries of recent times.

he meeting groaned under ita breath.
My, Lathom’s few words took exacily
an hour to deliver, and* would probabl
have lasted longer, only the I'ou
Torm master had to leave to attend to
other dutice. When he had departed,
the juniors lguthe‘ted round Skimpole
with deadly looks
_For o mortal hour they had had to
listen to a learned disquisition upon
primary, secondary, and_ tertiary
periods, with pleistocene, and Miocone
and coceno jostling jurassio rocks and
old red sandstone.

Ouly a few_of them had ventured to
sneak’ out quietly.

The rest remained, only comiorted it

by tha thought of what they would do
to Skimpole after Mr, Lathom had
gono.
Now he was gone, nnd the door had
closed hehind him, and the smateur
Tes Gex Lisnany.—No, 1.467,

seientist of St. Jim’s was at the mercy
of the science ulub.

Skimpole suspected. nothing. He
ruhbed. his bony hands gleefully.

“ Now, my dear fellows, we will make
arrangements for Saturday afterncon,”
he began, "'Why, what—how—helpl
¥ah! Oh, mercy! Yow!"

The president of tho setence club was
in the bands of the members. He
rou:;fd and struggled, but it was of ne
avail.

The juniors had the intemse suffering
of a whole hour to avenge.

They frog's-marched Skimpole round
the rgom; they bumped him on the
foor; they poured ink down his back.

They left him lying a wreck when
they had finished, end firmly convinced
that the Lower School had gone mad.

Skimpole ley upon his back, gasping
for breath, and staring dazedly ot o
circlo of threatening faces and brand-
ished fists.

“Now mre you geing to chuck it?”
roared Blake.

“My dear Blake—" stuttored Skim.
pole feebly.

“If you are ever henwvd to utter the
word pgeology again, gyou'll be
bumped I'” 4 Bl

“But, my dear Blake, geology is—
Yarooogh I?'I

Pump |

“I warned you,” suid Blake.

“ But—but—but geology—"*

Bump |
“Yaroolil Oh! Holp!”

Then, with their feelings somewhab
relieved, the juniors streamed away,

Skimpola picked himself up, and foli
himself all over fo ascertain whether
he was still all there. Mo folt ag if
he wasn't. )

“0Oh dear I groaned Skimpcle. “Oh
dear| What en extraordimary out-
break, when we were ,getting on 80
nicely | Ow! Oh dear)

And Skimpecle crawled away.

Like the hapless engineer who was
hoist by his own petard, he had been,
as Monty Lowther remarked, knocked
down by his own club. And Skimpole
had a variety of aches in nearly every
bone in his body aa he crawled away
to his study.

CHAPTER 5.
Platting a Plot !

[} A, ha, hal”
Thus Tom Merry.
The Shell fellows had just
come out of the Form-rooms
on the day following the formation of
the Skimpole Science Cluh.

Monty Lowther and Manners looked
at their chum. Tom Merry's eyes were
dancing.

“Well, i
Lowthor.

“I've got a wheeze "

“Thought of a way cof suffocating
Lathom 2” asked Mauopers esgerly.

"Ha, ha, hal”

“Bai Jovel I'm beginnin® to think
that he weeds it;” said Arthur Augustus,
joining the S8hell fellows. “He is
takin' that wotten scicntific club sewi-
ously, and now you Shell chaps nre
in for it as well as us.*”

“He lent me a book on old red sand-
stone this morning,” growled Manncrs.
5 I;fo‘l.l ask me presently bow 1 liked

what is demanded

“ HMowwid 1"

“We belong to a scienco club, and
Skimmy is president,” said Tom Merry.
“Skimmy wants to lead us on an cx-
pedition to dizcover some prchistoric
remoina. Well, why shouldn’t he?”
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me,ll

"1t would pleaso him to discover
them. And if we arrange 'em in agd-
vance, there's no reasom why he
shouldn’t.,”

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“You know tho streot musicians
who've como to Rylcombe,” said Tom
Merry, “'Thero are threec of them—
one plays the banjo, one the concertin
and the other one doos songs an
dences, and calls himself the pre-
historic man, He dre up in &
skin, with a heiry mask over his
chivvy, you know. It's an old dodge
in the music halls, and slways makes
the people Inugh. Well, Bob Jones,
the prehistorio man, is still in Ryl
Tha other two were run in
yesterday for_ being drunk and dis-
orderly, and Bob Jones is staying at
the Red Cow_ till they come out, He
can’t go on tho road sgain until they
are Jet ont of chokey, and he cant
do hizs performance by himsclf, so ho
must bo wanting a job. He’s n very
thirsty chap, too.

“ But what—"

“ Why shouldn’t Skimmy discover a
whole, entiro prehistoric man in the
cave?” asked Tom Merry. “It would
be over so much better then a mero
skeleton, and would please him more.
And if Lathom is sa jolly well pleased
with a mere jawbone, it stands to
reason hoe would like to discover o
whole prehistoric man,”

“Ha, ha, hat” .

“There are lots of gaps in the rocke
{hiere, where blithering idiots—I mean
scientific investigators—have been at
work,” resumed Tom Merry. “Wa'll
rpt Bob Jones into fissure, and cover
iim up with rocks, and Lathom and
Skimmy will discover him."”

“Oh, my hatt”

“Tt will be the joke of tho scason
when it gets out, and Lathom will
rcally have to chuck up tho game,”
said Tom Merry. “He won't ba ahio
to say geology or prehistoric without
making ?wpla giggle.”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Bai Jove, it's o wippin’ ideah! I
do uok uppwove, as a wule, of pullin’
tho log of a_Fo 'm-moster, but the
mattah is gettin’ scwious, Lathom is
talkin' about anothsh wotten excursion
on Saturdsy aftahnoon.”

“When we have the Form match to
play 1" growled Blake.

"“Yuaas; it's wotten |”

“Well, we can’t play you if you're
going hunting for fossils,” said Tom
Morry, “So it's up to uas to rescue
you and ourselves. Lathom has
promised & lecturo for tho next meet-
ing of the scienco club.”

combe.

“Lot's go down to Rylcombe now
and see Jones, and make arrangemenis
for to-duy,” said Tom Merry. “Then
we'll get Lathom mnd Skimmy to taka
the science club out for o walk after
lessons——"

“Good eggl”

And the juniors walked down ta
Rylcombe, discussiug the details of the
plot os they went. They did not have
far to look for Bob Jones, Outside the
Red Cow, in the village, a crowd was
gathered, looking on end listening lo
a weird performanen,

A curious-looking creature was execut-
ing a weird dance, snd singing in &
hoarse and busky voico.

Ho was a short, stout man, dressad
in & hairy skin that fitted closely to Lis
body and limbs, and gave him the
appearance of a wild animal,

His face was covered with o lasirE
maosk drawn over his head, and thie
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Belilud him o stumpy

with rough hair,
The burden

teil whisked as he danced.
of the song was:

“1'm the prehistoric man!
I lived before the world begant
I used to climb the trees,
With the little ehimpanzees,
And u pretty, prehistoric Mory Ann ¥

“Bui Jove!” said Arthur Augustus
D'Avey. “What & dweadful voiee |V

1he song having ended, the pre-
Listoric man moved round collecting
coppers from the onlookers with a haivy
PR,

But, as often happens, the onlookers
chose that precise moment for proceed-
ing on their way, and the eollection
was nob large.

The prebistorie man gazed delefully
ai three halfpennics and a penny in
hiz paw. Lhen Le came towards the
juniors.

“Hov's luck?™
syinpathetically.

“Wrrible ! said the prehistoric man

gaid Tom Moerry

sadly,  “Look at that! Twopence-
Tapenny for a song awd o dance, and
the other Dblokes in the stone jugl

*Orrible

“Would you like to carn a pound?”

The prehistorie nun's oyes glistened.

“Would I3” suid Ar. Jones. “Not
‘arf 17

“Loogk here!” said Tow Merry. “*Wo
want you to give o sort of performanen
to-tlay—quile eaky, end it’s 8 pound!
What do you sayt”

“P'm on! Rather!”

“All yvou have to do is to lie guich
and hold your tonguo amd pretend to
Le dead,” cxplained Tom Merry

Alv, Jones stared.

“That's a queer gamel!” he com-
mented.

“That's the programme,” said Monty
Lowther.

“Well, T ean do that. I lay T shell
Lo really doad, and no pretendin’ if the
luck don’t change,” eaid Mr. Jones
dismally. *“What’s the game?”

Tom Merry ecxplained.

“It's a little jape—a joke, you know.
We want to hide you in a cave, to let
a chap discover you mnd think you're
u foseil.™

A fostilt My ’at!”

“When it's all over, it's a pound for
you,” =zaid Tom Merry., “And here's
Iivc”bob to go on willy as well. Ts it a

.5

“ Ain’t it1” saidd Mr, Jones. by which
he apparently meant thab it was & go.

Tom Merry gave Mr. Jones precise
instructions as to what was required of
Liiea. .

Lr. Jonos promised faithfully to
carry out his insiructions, and tho
juniors returned to 8t. Jim's fecling
very well satisfied. If the jape " panned
out ¥ well, the great discovery in the
Dylecormbe cave would becoma the joke
of the sclicol, and they felt that the
entliusiastic 'orm-master wonld cease
from troubling and the weary would
be oh rest.

Mr. Lathom zact the juniors as they
rume in. There was o look of concern
on his face.

“I Lave lost a key,” lLie said, * Poer-
haps onc of you lLas seen ib—the key of
the box in wlichk I keep my precious
fussil, T musl hove dropped it some-
where ™

“Borry, sir, we haven't scen it.” said
the juniors.

Pray return it Lo ma if you ehould
find it,” said Mr, Lathom. “The box
is at present locked, and 1 am unable
to open i61¥

-said Tom Merry thoughtfully,

Alr. Lazsliom walked away.

“Levison of the Fourth had a key in
his hand tnis morning, after lessons,”
“I saw
him showing it to Mellish in Lhe quad
s we went out.”

“ Just like thut wottul to bone it and
wonwwy old Lathom,” =said ID'Arcy.
“Lathom is always losin’ somethin’ or

othah. Levison oughi to weturn it ko
him ™

“I'll sce Lhat be docg” said Tom
Merry.

The Shell fellow looked round for
Levison, He found the cad of the

Pourth in bis study with Perey Mellish,

The two juniors wers chuckling.
“Hallo! What do you want?’ de-

manded Levison, as Tom Merry came

in

“Ale. Lathom's key, pleaze.”

“How do you know—"

“1 saw xou in the quad with it
And Mr. Lathom is inquiring for it.
Why don't you take it back to him ?”
asked Tom Merry.

Levison eclwclled.

“1'm going to get that blessed fossil
out ef his box, and chuelk it away,™ he
explained. It will serve Limi wight
for taking us out yesterday aficrnoon
on o fool's expedilion! Faney old
Lathom’s face when lLe opens the hox
and finds that the fos:sil is gone. Ila,
ha, ha!"

“Ha, bLa, 1a!” cackled Mellizh.

Tom Mcrry's brow grew sterm.

“You're jolly well going to do no-
thing of the sort!” he exclaimed.

“What the deuce does it matter to
you 1”?

“0ld Lathom would never get over
it. Ie's Leen offered ffty pounds for
that blessed fossil, Blake says, and he
sets a big value on it. It would be a
rollen trick &0 destroy it!" snid Tom
angrily.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“That's my business!”

“Mine, too!"” seid Tom Merry. “ You
can jape Latliom as much as you like—
he's an awful worey, Lknow—hut
vou're not going to destroy his pro-
povty 1"

“Hats !”

“Mind wvour own bLusiness!™ said
Mellish, “We've jolly well going to
make an end of hLis blessed prehistorie
jawhone, and have done with it!"”

*You're nutl”

“Who's going to stop us?” roared
Levison furiously,

“I am!"

“Look here, Toma Merry——"

“Will you hand mn aver the Lkey?*
said Tom Merry quietly.

“What do you want it for?"

“To take it bLack to Mr. Latliom!”

“You can leave it to me to take
back,” said Levison. “After all, I
don't want to Leep hiz Dblessed key!
I'll give it Lo him in the Form-room
this afterncon!”

Tom's lip curled.

“Yes; after you've destroyed the
fossil,” he said. "I don't frust you.
I'm going to take that key back to him.”

“Are vou?” said Levison unpleas-
antly. “Well, find it if you ean*

“Hand it over.”

“Maore rats!™

Tom Merry closed the door of the
study ond pushed back his cufis, The
two cads of the Fourth viewed those
proceedings with some alorm.

“Look here—" began Alellish un.
v ing to gi that key?”

re you going to give me that key?

asked Tom DbMerry. & v
“No, T am not!* roarved Levison,
(Continued on the next pege.)

e{? d'EM
JESTERS

Make the Jester Smile and
Win a MATCH FOOTBALL 1
Send yvour Joke to The GEM Jester,

1, Tallis House, John Carpenter Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

A BROAD HINT.

Inspector ({after a ralther droary
lecture): “Now, does auy boy want to
ask me any further gquestions about our
reilways ?¥

Bright Boy: “Yoea, sir! What time
does your trein got”

A football has been awarded to K.

Williamson, 73, Celt Street, Liver-

poal 6.

+ + -

OVERLOADED.

Stout Old Ledy: "Porter, it's dis-
graceful | That {rain I've just left
simply crawled along.”’ .

Torter: “I can quite understand it,
ma’am. But I bet it's going faster now
you're out of it 1"

A football hasz been awarded to 8.

Wootton, 381, Victoria Roand, Aston,

Birmingﬁam.

L] & L

SIGNS OF QOLF.

Brown: “I seo that an explorer in
the Congo Free State has discovered a
new tribo of natives, who beat (he
ground with sticks as a sign of anger.”
_Green: “Fancy golf spreading to
Contral Africa|"

A football has been awarded to R.

James, 47, Highgate Lane, lain-
borough, I1ants,

* L *

HELPFUL.
Scrgeant: ''Porter, my men are

packed like sardines in these carriages.

Unn't you do something about it ?*
Porter: “Yes; try numbering them

off from tho right, and tell the odil

numbers to breathe out while the ever

ones breathe in 1"

A football has bLeen ewarded to B.
Robinson, 9, Parkmonnt Street, York
Lload, Belfast,

L - -

REFLECTION.)
Explorer: “And there, es I entered
my house, 1 came face to face with a
ferocions ape, What do you think I

cd 1

Bored Listener: “Removed the
mirror |*

A foothall has been awsrded to T

Soutly, 7, Sclbourne Park, Gillingham,

Kent, . .

SATISFIED.

Judge: "Aren't you ashamed to be
here 7%

Prisoner: “No, sir. What's good
enough for you is good enough for me t”
A special prize has been awarded to

D. Wrathall, 1,648, Grayham Build-

ing, Model City, Montreal, Cnnada.
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“Then I'm pgoipg to lick you—and
Mellish, too, if he chips in,
don’t mind taking the two of you on
tegether,” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

“I—1I say, I don’t want to row with
ou, you know,” stammered Mellish,
acking away round the study table.
“Better give the beast the key, Levi-
son.”

Tom Merry advanced. upon Levison
with his hands up The cad of the
Fourth lhesitated a moment, and then
dragged the key from his waistcont
pocket, and hurled it upon the fHoor.

“Take it, hang you [” he snarled.

“Thanks 1”

Tom Merry stooped and picked up the
key, and left the study without another

word.

Mellish looked ruefully at his chum.

"“That's a good jape spoiled,” he said.

Levison gritted his teeth.

“I'll make that interfering rotter
gorry for it,” he muttered, “and I'll
smash up that rotten fossi!, too!

J—* Levison paused.

“You'll what?” asked DMellish euvi-
ously.

“Don't as!& q)uestions, and I won't tell
ou any ligs,” said Levison curtly.
“You gave me away the last time I
trusted you. Go and esat coke!”

And whatever idea was working in
Levison’s mind, he did not confide 1t to
his study-mate.

Meanvwhile, Tom Merry inada his way
to Mr. Lathom’s study, and greatly
pleased that gentleman {:y banding himn
the reeovered key.

“Thank you very much, Merry 1™ said
Mr. Lathom gratefully. © “Where did
you find it$”

“Ahem'}! I—I picked it up, sir,” said
Tom Merry, without adding that he had
picked it vp on the floor of Levison's

study. And he escaped before A
Lathom could ask him any more
questions.

CHAPTER 6.

Levison is Mysterious !

HERE was considerable anticipa-
tion among the juniers during
afternoon lessons,

Quite a number of them had
been taken into the secret—in fact, al
who could be trusted to be discreet
abont it.

And when Mr, Lathom started out for
a wallk with the Junior Science Club,
there would be no lack of juniors ready
to_follow.

Instend of marching off glumly and in
anguish of spivit as on the previous day,
they would euter into the procession
with joyfulness.

The discovery of a whole, complete
prehistoric man in the ecave in the hill
near Ryleombe would, of course, be ax-
tremely interesting to youthful geolo-
gista. Aud when the prehistoric man
turned out to be alive, and no other
than Bab Jones, the street performer, it
would be more interesting still. The
{Liniors wanted very much to see what

Ir. Lathom’s face would look like then.

8o the juniors were nnusually keen for
lessons to be over, so that they could
start on that geological expedition.

They were grinning cheerfully as they
came out after lessons,

Skimpole, the president of the Jumior
Beicnee Club, was at once surrounded in
the Form-room passage,

*When is Lathom starting?” asked
Tom Merry.

“Wea are starting at. half-past five,”
said Skimpole. 1 trust the whole of
the members of the scicuce elub will
‘accompany ns:”

TEE GeM LiBrsRY.—Ne. 1,467

“What-ho 1” said the juniors.

“ Yaas, wathah, deah boy!
all onI”

“There isn’'t one of us who'd miss it
for his weight in jam-taris,” said Fatty
Wynn.

“My dear friends, I am very pleased
to hear this” said Bkimpole, beamin
upen them through lhis spectacles, *
am glad to behold this enthusiasm. Tt
shows that you realise the importance of
the subject. Imagine the (hrilling
pleasure, my dear fellows, in making a
discovery of, garhu 1s, a thighbone or a
double-tooth, by which the date of the
lwman race could be pushed back
another million years or so.”

“Ripping |” said Figgina.

“Yaas, wathah! SBimply thwillin’.”

“Makes us awfully eager to start,
simply to think of that,” said Aonty
Lowther. “I should aleep more soundly
of a night if I knew exactly how many
million years it was since your ancestors
used to live in the trees and Lang on
by their tails, Skimmy.”

“My dear Lowther, all our ancestors
lived in_trees, and certainly had tails,”
said Skinipole, “The missing link has
never been discovered, and there is no
evidence that it ever existed. But all
the more for that reason, seientifie men
do not doubt that it did exist. TFaith is
required in these matters,”

“Yaas, lots of it, appawentlr,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arvey. “But pway
do not insinuate that my aneestahs lived
in twees, and had tails, Skitnmy. I we-
fitza to cwedit anythin® of tha sort. I
I am willin® to believe it of your an-
cestahs, if you like—in fact, should
wegard it as vewy pwob, jndgin’ by
appeawances.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It iz ome of the best-established
truths of science, my dear D’ Arey,” said
Skimpola. gently. “Man is descended
from on ape-like eresture, closely akin
ta the mmonkey. Thab ape-like creature
is the misging link.”

“HSo the men descended from the
;}1(])]r1keys 1% said Monty Lowther thought-
ully.

“ Yes, my dear Lowther.”

“And the monkeys descended from
the trees, I suppose?”

“Aly dear

“Eh?” said Skimpole.
Lowther——"

_“They must have,” argued Lowther.
“They eouldn't have stayed wp in the
trees all their lives, even if they were
hanging on by their tails. T consider it a
scientific certainty that the monkeys
must have descended from the trees.”

. Slmn[ﬁle was_never known tc see a
joke. His truly scientific brain was
wanting in a sense of humour.

“My dear Lowther,” he said gently,
“you confuse the two meanings of the
verb—to  descend, You shonld read
Darwin on the ' Descent of Man From
o Lower Species *—-"

Lowther shook his head.

“TDarwin was off-side,” he said.
“You ean’t descend from a thing that's
lower. You aseend.”

“¥You misapprehend, my dear Low-
ther. I will explain at length——"

“No you jolly well won't,"” said Tom
Merry. ““Lowther can go on misappre-
hending. We'll gll be ready at half-past
five, Skimmy. We'll go down to the
fooler now.”

“Very good |” said Skimpole. “I am
very pleased to sce this enthusiasm,
nspecinlly after you fellows cut up so
yusty last evening, when the club was
formed. 1 have refleeted upon that
extraordinary oéeurrence, and have
failed to elucidate the motive which
caused that nnparalleled outburst.”

“It was only enthusiasm,”
Lowther.

We'ro

said
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“Tt was an exceedingly strange form
for enthusiasm to take,” said Bkimpole,
i\'ith a shake of the head, “However,

But the f’umors did not stay to listen
to Bkimpole. They streamed away into
the quadrangle, <

Lovison of the Fourth was wheeling
out his bicyele ns they came out of the
School House.

The juniors did not trouble to glance.
at Levison. The cad of the Fourth
turned a scowling glance upon m
Merry, and then walked on with hip
machine. Outside the.school gates. |
nounted, and pedalled away swilily
towards Rylecombe.

The chums of the School House were
thinking of nnything but Levison; but
if they ia.d seen his proceedings after ha
reached the village they would certainly
have been very curious.

Levison slighted from his bicyclo out-
side the locksmith’s shop, and went in.
Mr. Keyser, the locksmith, was there,
at work at his bench, filing a key. Levi-
son glaticed round the shop, as if to
ascertain that there were no other cus
tomers present, before producing a little
box from his pocket.

“Whet can I do for you, sir?” asked
Wlr. Keyser, i

“T’ve lost a key,” Levison explained.
“T want you to give me one like it. It's
a comnion sort of key, and 1 dare say
you'va gob some just the same.”

My, Keyser smiled.

“But if you've lost the key—-" he
said. “Can you describo it?” .

“I've got a wax impression of it"
Levison explammed. “1 lost it once
before, and I couldnlt open my imoney-
hox till I found if, so I took & wax
impression of 1t at the time, in case I
should lose it again.”

“Ahl I you have the impression

“Here it is"

Levison banded the little box contain-
ing the wax to the locksmith, and Mr,
Keyser loaked at it

“Clot one like it?” asked Levigon.

"Not exactly; but I could easily file
ona down to be exactly like it,” said the
locksmith. “It’s a common key enough.”

“How long would it take!?”

“Ten minutes.”

“Then I'll wait.”

Levison waited. In a quarter of an
hour the locksmith banded him the
key, which fitted the wax impression
cxactly. Levison paid for the key and
vode back to St gim’s with a grin on
his face.

e iut uf his bi
the School House.
the passage.

“Hnllo! Where have you been?” he
asked euriously.

“ Been on rni bike,” said Levizon care-

cle and came into
cllish met him in

lessly. “Is old Lathom in his study, da
yon know ?”

“No; he's with the Head.”

“0Oh, good!”

“VWhere are you going?” asked
Alelligh.

“Nowhere in particular.”

Levison strolled away and sat down
in the Conimon-room with a book. Mel-
lish looked after him curiously, and then
went out into the quad. When he was
Fonc T.evison left the Commeon-room and
wrried to Mr. Lathom’s study.

e tapped, in case the Form-master
should be there, after all, and opened
the door.

The room was empty., Levison entered,
and elozsed the door behind him.

In five minutes he came out.

His face was a little pale as he walked
down the passage. At the end ol (he
passage he started, and gritted his. teath
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“Wot's all this "ere 7" demanded Mr. Crump, taking out his notebook.

broad daylight1 1 want your name a

1 am Mr. Latho

as Mollish come out of the window
recess.

“What have you been doing
Lathom’s study ' asked Mellish.

Levison gave him a furious look.

“You rotter! You've boen spying
on H

“Well, I knew you had something
on,” Mellish szid. < Why can’t you tell
& chap? If it's & japo on old Lathom
T'll help you with pleasure.”

“You can keep your head shut,” said
Levison. “It's a jape, and it means
trouble if it comes out that I was in the
study.”

“I'm mum|” said Dlellish,

“You'd belter be mum,” said Levison
savagely. “¥You'll be an accessory now,
as you know all ubout it, and you'll
be in trouble ns well, if I should be
bowled out.”

“But what—"

“Oh don't ask questions|”

And Levison strode away wilthout
satisfying his study-mate's curiosity. He
walked down to the footer ground,
where the chums of the School House
wero punting the ball about,

The juniors had started a match of
scven a side to pass away half an hour,
and they wers too keenly interested in
it to have any eyes for Levison.

The cad of the Fourth sauntered into
the pavilion, whero the juniors had left
their jackets. Again the eye of Percy
Mellish was upon%u’m, and Mellish was
puzzled and devoured with ouriosity.
That his study-mate was engaged In
some cunning schemoe he was certain,
but for the life of him he could not
guess what it was.

in

i

’ )

nd address, old gont 1 "'
ml

Levison sauntered away from the
pavilion and joined BMellish.

“Coming out for & walk?” he asked.
“I've got a remittance to-day, and we
can cash it at Mrs, Murﬂh){"s."

"Right-ho 1" said Mellish at once.
“But, I say—"

“Well, w{mt?” snapped Levison,

“What's the little game?”

“Find out|”

And that was all the
Afellish could obtain.

——

CHAPTER 7.
Mr. Lathom in Luck!

ROMPTLY at balf-past five the
Junior Beience Club were ready.
They were waiting outside the

satisfaction

P

wlhen Mr, Lathom came out.

Skimpole was beaming with plea-
sure.

Skimpole’s club was going strong

Ile had hoped for success in forming
that secientific elub; but he had never
dreamed that it would be taken up like
this on all sides.

The Terrible Three were there, and
Blake & Co., and Kangarco and
Glyn, and Clifton Dane and Reilly,
and Kerruish, and Vavasour and Gore,
and Wally of the Third, with Curly
Gibson ‘and Jameson, and F;Iggins & Co.

School House in numcrous array g

of the New House, and Redfern,
Lawrence, and Owen, and there were
many more

Figgins & Co. fraternised with Tom
Merry & Co. in tho most samicable
way.

‘' My hoya | Drunk and disorderly in
“What ! shrieked Mr. Lathom.
I have beon attacked by thres desperate cufflans ! ¥

“ How dare youl

House rows secemed to be & thing of
the past.

Mr Lathom noted it with a pleased
smile. Generally, juniors of the rival
Houses of 8t. gim‘e could not meet
without mutual chipping and ragging.

But now the lamb and the lion were
getting on famously. together.

Under the influence of the enthusiasm
for scientific investigation, the juniors
forgot House rows, and even abandoned
football.

It was a triumph of science. DMr.
Lathom felt very pleased indeed.

“Ha! 1 sce you are ready, my boys,™
he said, with his little cough.

“¥Yaas, wathah, sir.”

“Quitc ready, sir,” said DMonty
Lowther., “And awfully keen.”

“Burning for knowledgo, sir,” said

err.
“It's so kind of you to take us, sir,”
said Gore.

Mr. Lathom waved his hand.

“Not at all, my dear lads. It is &
pleasure to me—a real pleasure! I am
morve pleased than I can say to see you
ell so koenly disposed towards scientific
investigation. I congratulate you, Skim.
pole, upon the success of your scienco
club.”

“It is indeed very gratil’yins to me,
sir,” said Skimpole, who had a fine
flow of language all his own.

“Quite 8o, quite so Well, let us
start,” said Mr. Lathom.

There wer. none of the solemn and
gloomy looks that had distinguished the
procession of the previous afternoon.
All thoe juniors looked cheerful—in fact,

Tuie Gex Lmnany.—No. 1,467.
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ihey amiled and grinned and even
chuckled as fhey marched along in the
wake of the little Form-master.

Several of them had armed them-
gelves with digging implements for tho
investigations that were to take placo
at the cave outside Rylcombe,
there were any geological discoveries to
be made, they wero determined to make
them. Indeed, in their keenness, the
Terrible Threa went on ohesd,
promising to wait for the others in the
cave,

Tom Aervy, Manners, and Lowther
walked quickly, till & bend in the lana
hid them from tho sight of the graces-
sion. Then they ran at top speed.

“Must make sure that everything is
in order,” said Tom. "“Weo shall be
there & quarter of an hour ahcad of
the party, and we can seo all is in
order.”

Broken Hill was & rugged eminence a
short distance fxom Rylcombe., Tho
hill had been quarried at one time, but
the quarries had long been abandored.
There wera caves and deep gashes left
in the hillside whero the quarrymen
once had worked.

As Mr, Lathom would have explained
volubly, the opening in the 'hillside
gave a logist wonderful oppertuni-
tica for investigation. In thoso distant
ages when the south of England was o
primeval sea, and antediluvien mon-
stera swam about where mnow tha
sheep fed on the downs, sll sorts of
weird changes hed hbecen going om,
loaving a history written in strata of
rock for future geologists to rcad.

Rocks of nearly every period seemed
to be jumbled in the hill, respresenting
millions of years, jostling one nnother
in confusion. In that gap in the hill
Mr. Lathom, with his own hands and
spade, had disinterred the famous jow-
bone—and he lad found it in a
stratum that was indubitably eocene.
Therefore, it was established that the
early ancestors of the human race had
lived and Aourished in the eocenc
?eriod. But Mr. Lathom's hopes went
urther. Suppose a human fossil should
bo discovered in Secondary Rocks—

At that thought Mr. Lathom's eyes
would gleam behind his spectacles and
hia hands would tremble with agitation,

In his mind's eyo ho saw himself
revolutionising modern science—adding
millicns of years to the calculalions
aven of those sciontists who had been
most liberal with millions of years.

Indeed, r. Lathom had already
thought of the title of the pamphiet
he would isaue on the subject—he would
call it ""Alesozoic Man.”

Ho could feel in advance the thrill
ihat would run through the scientifie
world when “Mesozoic Man ™ burst
upon tha dazzled universe.

It was only necessary to make the
discovery, and Mr. Lathom was so keen
ugon his theo that very little
evidence would needed to satisfy

im.

The Terrible Three camo into the
cave, and found s stout man silting
1h§re, imbibing liquid refreshment from
a Has

It was Mr. Jones. It was evident
that tho five shillings in advance had
been spent in liquid refreshment, MAlr.
Jones’ eyes were a little heavy and
bleary, and his head sagged as he
podded to the juniors.

“’Arternoan I he said huskily.

The juniors looked at him in dismay.

“You sl You're  squilfy1”
exclaimed Monty Lowther indig-
nantly.
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“Not er Lall” said Mr. Jones—“not
or talll Ouly a little nuip to keep up
the spirits| I'm ready for the job

“Where’s your blessed akin?” asked
Manners. “ You ought to be dressed
for the part nmow. Tho party will be
along in ten minutes.”

N1 gob it ‘ore,” said Mr. Jones,
rising, “It won't take me Iwo licks.
I puts it on outside me clobber, to ke
me bigger—seo 2"

He unfastened the bundle, and ihe
hiairy covering rolled out. With un-
steady hands, Mr. Jones donned his

garb of the prehistoric man. It did not
take him many minutes. The Tevrible
Tlirea lent their aid.

Tho ruddy face and bleary cyes of
Mr. Jomes disappesred munder tho
haity mask, and his red hair benealh
the thick, bushy “crop,” supposed lo
be characteristic of prehistoric men.

In the dim light of the cave he cer-
tainly locked very startling, and it
would have given the juniors themselves
a shock if they hiad come upon him sud-
denly without knowing who he was.

b grlright—hey 7" said Mr. Jones,
“Yes. But you'll have to keep quiet."”

“Quict as a lamb,” ssid Mr, Jones.
“ Fact is, I'm sleepy. I'll go to sleep.
I've been workin’ ’ard.”

Drinking hard would have been nearer
the mark, tho juniors thought. But they
were eatisfied for Mr. Jones to go to
sloep.

“¥You don't snore " asked Tom Merry
anxiously.

“1 never 'eard myself snore,” said Mr.
Jones,

“You've got to lie down in this fissure,
and wa're, ‘Yoing to_cover you over with
rock,” said Tom Merry.

'em on gently."

“ ollﬂght lu

¢ Bither of you chaps know anything
about these blessed rocks?” msked Tom
Merry, looking round. “I'd like to
stick him in the most ancient of them.
Lathomn would be pleased most of all
to find him_in primary rocks. Know
primary rocks?”

“Blessed if I do ¥ said Lowther.

“ Same here,” said Manners, “ Never
mind; any old rocks will do. Here's u
[iss!lll'a just about Lis size. Chuck him
|n i1

It was a fisswre in the cave-wall the
size of s coffin, and something of the
shape. Mr. Jones laid himself down in
it, and the juniors covered him up. The
s[:]il: cave wall was a couple of feet from
the ground, snd had been left by some
investigator who had been chipping out
of the rock. Thero was just room for
Mr, Jones to h’ﬁ himself out at lenglh
comfortably. e immediotely pro-
ceeded to go to sleep.

The Terrible Three selected chunks of
roek, of which many were scattered
about the cave, and packed them in
carefully, giving the wall the appearance
of being unbroken.

Thero were crevices enough to supply
Mr. Jones with air to breathe; as
Lowther remarked, it would be a bother
afterwards if ho should be suffocated.
l-;ortunataly. thera wes no danger of
that.

In the subdued light of the cave, the
wall hed ciuiio a normal appearance, as
if the rocks packed in by the juniore
hed becn there from time immemorial.
_Mr, Jones was quickly hidden from
sight.

All was now ready for the Feolo ists’
investigation. The Torrible Three
sauntercd out of tho cave, and saw the

arty in sight, coming u_F_ the incline,
&r. Lathom breathing a little hard,

“We'll pile Tk

THE GEM LIBRARY

As the science club arrived, the Shell
fellows winked ot their comrades to
assure them that all was in order.

“Dear me!” said Mr, Lathom.
“Quito a long walk. Buf now we are
here, my boys. In this ¢ave you will
find  wonderful examples of the
sccnlndnry or mesozoic: period. TFollow
me |

And Mr. Lathom turned his glassos
upon the cave-wall where the ¢losed-up
fissure Lid the person of Mr. Jones,

He tapped ou the rocks lately packed
by the Terrible Three with his geological
hamniey,

“ Look at thiz wall," said Mr. Lathom.

The juniors looked.

*“This rock is of the secondary
period,” said Alr. Lathom,
“Bai Jove !

"1 sué:pasa it has been like that for
thousands of years, sir?” said Monty
Lawther diffidently.

Mr. Lathom smiled,

“1k would be nearer the mark to say
millions, Lowther.”

“And quite undisturbed, sir?*

“Quite " said Mr. Lathom,

The 'Terrible Three looked pru‘rerl,
awe-slricken, though it required an
cffort, considering that tho rock had, as
a matter of fact, bean disturbed within
the last ten minutes.

“ How ripping it would be to discarer
& [essil in it ) said Lowthar,

“\Why not dig into it and see?" said
Manners.

“That is what we are going to do,
my dear fellows,” said Skimpole. “I
huve brought an axe for the purpose.
Pray stand clear,”

Skimpole crashed his pick upon the

" Hold on 1" e¢xclaimed Tom Mewy in
alari, as one of the chunks rolled out of
the fissure. “You might do some
damage with that exe!"

“My dear Merry—* .

There was a grunt from the interior of
the ancient rock, which was fortunately
drowned by the clatter of the falling
stone.

“Give mo the axe,” said Tom Alerry.
“You're too heavy-handed, Skimmy. If
there’s a fossil there, we don't want to
smash it,”

“With pleasure, my dear Merry,"
said Skimpole, handing the pick to the
captain of the Shell.

Skimpole was not addicted to physical
exercise.

“1 will take notes."

Tom Merry handled the axe carefully.

He knocked out chunk after chunk,
and suddenly there was a startled ex-
clamation from Blake.

“ Look out, there's something there 1"

“\What !”

“Bai Jovel”

AMr. Lathom ran forward,

He put his hand into the aperture,
and alimost trembled with emotion,

" Goodness pracious|” he ejaculated.

“What is it sir?"” chorused
juniors,

“ My boys!” Mr. Lathom's voice was
husky. "My boys, wo have made s
discovery I"

" Oh, sir1”

"1 cen feel the rough hair of somea
animal, Some prehistorio beast buried
in rocks of the mesozoie period—perhaps
some new specics. The remarkable thing
is that it is not a skeleton—the enclosure
in the rock las evidently preserved the
whole carcase—and it is intact,
boys, this specimen will be of incals
oufshla valuo. Pray be careful. Remove
the rock slowly and with great care."

“Certainly, sir!" ’

And Mr. Lathom looked on with
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glistening eyes as the Tocks were Te-
moved, and the form of the prehistoric
man was disclosed to view.

CHAPTER B.
The Lively Fossll 1

R, LATHOM felt almost faint.

His hands were trembling,

hic ayes were gleaming. There,

in the narrow fissure of the

rock, lay a still form—a hairy form.

Preserved for millions of ycars in the

heart of the rock, it remalned to show

modern ages exaotly what had existed
in the far-off mesozoic period,

Not a mere skeleton—though (hnt
would have been a preat discovery.
Bomehow, preserved by the rvock, the
whole carcase was there intact. And
it was not the carcase of an animal,
Not n mere mastodon or megalosaurus [
It was & human form,

Myr. Lathom had made the discovery
of the age—a discovery that would cause
his name to be writien in letters of gold
in the annals of science.

He had discovered the prehistoric
man !

¥ (Goodness gracious [ stuttered Mr,
Lathom. “This—thiz is overwhelming.
I—I must get my breath. Doys, that
rock is of t?m mesozoic period.”

“Yes, sir!”

“And you ull sée that it has enclosed
a hiuman form {”

#Is that human, siv?” asked Tiggins.

“Decidedly. The mere coating of
liair is sucg as was undoubtedly the
natural protection of man in the pre-
Listoric period, when the climate was
intensely eold. You ean see that the
creature, while having the ferm and
foaturves of a man, has o tail. You can
ses that 1”

“Thereby hangs a tale!” murmurcd

onty Lowther.

“Lift it out, my bovs—gentlyl Tt
may crumble to the touch—though it
certainly feels sufficiently solid.  But,
after o preservation in rock for millions
of years—— Dear me !

r. Lathom mopped his forchead
with his handkerchief,

The juniors, with a solemnity worthy
of the great occasion, lifted out the
hairy form and laid it upon the floor of
the cave.

Then they stood round in an admir-
ing circle while Mr. Lathom stoopod
over it to investignte. 'here was a
sidder, amazed exclamation from the
masler

“Good heavens !”

“Bai Jove, what's the mattal, sir?"

“1t is warm," szid Mr. athom,

“Warm, =ir{*

“ Yy, Amazing—incredible—
unheavd-of, as it secms, the creature is
living | Mr. Lathom stuttered. * 0L,
if only the Royal Bociety were present
now ¥

“Extraordinary, sir!” gaid Tom
Merry. “I've heard of insects being
preserved in amber, and coming out
alive and kicking after years and
yoars,”

“The close confinement in the rock
lins had the same effect upon this
person,”  said Mr, Lathom, in an
agitated wvoice. “Doubtless, in the
carliest ages of man, his characteristios
approximated more closely to those of
the lower orders of creation. Indecd, it
ia an indubitable fact, otherwise we
could put no faith in ovolution. Like
the Polar bear hibernating in the ice,
living without food for n whole winler,
eo thia creature of a prehistoric period
has slept in the heart of the rock while
countless rges have rolled by.”

#Bai Jove I”
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Monty Lowther

MY
FUN
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Calling !

Hallo, everybody.
The biggeat hotel in Wayland has
the radio in every room, Listening

Inn.
Herries says doga are to be starred
in films. * Baerkies™ ?

Wayland Football Club have a

goalkeeper named Light., The bright
“light " of the defence !

Blake tells thia: He went to &
fortune-teller, who said: * Tell your
fortune, sir, one and sixpence.”
** That's right," agreed Bloke. Got it ?

Baw a film last week showing lLow
to make a cup of tea. Btirring.

*Qun Shot At Night,” runs a
headline, Here's hoping it wasn't
seriously hurt.

Said old Tssacs, the theatrical
costumier, to me ; ‘* There's a machine
in my shop which would make my
fortune if T could keep it poing all the
time.” “Whatisit?" I asked. " A
cagh rogister,” roplied Tsaacs.

I hear Welsh mincra kees) very much
to themselves. ™ Mining " their own
business ¥

Stand by: " Doesn't that horrid
thing make your teeth ache t'" asked
the old lady of the man with the
pneamatio drill. “ It did, lady,”
rcplied the navvy, ' but now they’ve
all dropped out!"

A 2Z2.stone Wayland rvesident was
rescied in the nick of time from a big
blaze. It was feared that the fat
would be in the fre |

I hear three iweell known school-
boy internafionals are now with

big tenms. In & ‘“‘class'™ by
themselves,
Grimes, the Wayland grocer's

agsistant, runs a footer eleven. One of
his forwards seemed very winded in s
match the other afternoom. ‘' Wh

“And it was reserved for me—me to

mako
Latliom.

discovery I” pursued Mr,
“Life has nothing more to

this

offer now.”

“Ripping,
Tiggins.

isn't it?” murmured
#] hope Jones won't wake up

and spoil it.”

But that was exaclly what My, Joncs
was going to do.

There was o loud yawn from the pre-
Listorie man, and a movement,

Mr. Lothom started back.

“Btand clear, my boys.

It is quite

possible that the creature may awake in
its full senses and become ferocious™

“{iweat Scottl”

The prehistoric man sat up on the
fleor of the cave.

Peculinr sounds eamo from his throat,

which

was feeling remarkably dry.

From some recess of his skin he drew a
flask, and applied it to his 1nouth.
. Mr. Lathom watched him with intense
interest,

“Doubtless some hunter of that fac-off

period,” he was murmuring.

“He is

rovided with a flask, like a modern

umter,

Indeed, there is & smell from

l Joe 1’
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can't you keep up with the others,

asked Grimes, ‘' Because they
didn't 'ave to blow the ball up before
tho game started!" snid Joe,

Next: *“Look me in the faee|"
paid Gore, "' What, and aﬁnil my day's
pleasure 1" ejaculated Blake.

I see a business man advises every-
body to stand fim 8% a rock. Some
are already “ on the rocks.”

'Nother: * Where can I get local
colour for my novel 1" asks a writer.
What about o paint factory ?

Dinlogus at the Wayland Paolice
Court : Judge : * Were you begging? "
Defendant = * Certainly not, wer
Honour, I just put out my hand to
sea if it was raining, and this gentleman
drc]:g:pa’d a copper in it |

id you hear about the boxing
trainer who dashed into the dmaainﬁ-
room of the badly-battered heavywaig t
and said: " Good lJuck, Joe—I've
fixed you a return match | "

“ (Clats must lead a hand-to-mouth
existence," observes Digby, Catch
o8 cats can ?

A pompetition for the handsomeat
noge was held in Wayland, Hundreds
turned up.

The mansger of the Wayland Hippo-
drome complaing he cannot  find
good comedians. At his wits' end ?

“ The first awkward meomenis
in ice askaling are soon over,"”
says an aulhority. So is the icc
shater !

I hear n film company offers £100
for & boy whose freckles will photd-
g‘raph. * Spot ' cash ¢t

Then there wus the nervous para-
chutist who got caughton a wlagra;ph
wire, He waa " highly strung.”

You know the neme of the new
Chinese long-distance flyer § Wun
Long Hop.

Quickly, now: Would you prefer
n lion to kill you or a tiger? = Pre-
sumably you would rather the lion
Lilledt the tiger.

Ind piece : “I want to send these
trousers by book post,” said MoDadd.
# But you can't eend trousers by book
poat,” objected the post office official.
“ But," said McDadd, ' don't the
regulations say anything open &t
both ends can bo sent bool post ™
“Bool " next weel's copy, boys!

T T T T T LR T T T

what he is drinking which seems to indi-

cato that spirituous

liguors were nof

unknown to man in the nicsozoio period.

Gurgle, gurgle!

Tlo prehistoric man finished what

remained in  the flask, and

refreshed,

wiig

Hs blinked round at the juniors and

the Iorm-master. ‘I'he amount

of

refreshment he had taken had obliter-
sted his memory of the bargain made

with Tom Merry & Co.
man was drunk|

The prehisteric

The juniors observed that disconcert.

in
siderabls uncasiness,  Mr.

fact, and regarded himn with con-
Jones' two

pariners ad been locked up for being

drunk and disorderly.

There was no

telling what Mr. Jones himself would

bie like in a state of inebriation,
“Iloh I

¢ Ah! Groogh! Whurrammi?”

gaid the prehistoric 1nan,

“Listen, my boys,” said Mr. Lathom,

in a whisper,

“He is speaking in the

unlknown language of his period, before,

probably, articulate woirds could be
formed by human lips.”
“'Whurrammi ?”  pursued the pre-

TrE GeM Lmeany,—No, 1,467
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historic man, and to tho juniors ik was
egvidont that he was puzeled by lus
whereabouts, and was asking: “Where
am d.?”

“Quict, m S

”Wul:t‘:ilerystm at?” said the pre-
historie man offensively,

Mr. Lathom almost fell down.

It waa not good English, certainly,
but it was Inghsh; and to hear it upon
the lips of a man who had lived in pre-
liistorio ages—

“Wot I want ta know is, whal's the
gime?” pursued the prehistoric man.
“Wot’s the little gime? Wotcher star-
ing at?”

He staggzered lo his fnet,

“Goodness yracious!” ejacnlated Mr,
Lathom, dumbfounded. * What—who
ara you?”

“I'm the prehistaric man [” growled
Mr, Jones, "I lived before the world
began, I used ta climb the trees with
the little chimpanzoes, with a pretty
prelistoric Mary Ann.” e

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the juniors.

Mr. Lathom stoeggered bacl -

]t 18 a—a—a cheat—a deception I*
ho shricked. “This—this scoundrel has
dored to play o trick on me !”

"“¥lay? Who you calling a seoundtrel,
old funnyface?!” demanded the pre-
historio man. “Not so much of your
lip, or you'll get o wipa round the
semeller |7

#You—you villain—you

“Oh, vou 'ook it 1" =aid the prehislorie
man. * Bhut your tater-trap !”

*You scoundrel |”

That was too mnuch for the prehistorie
man. Ile made an unsteady rush ab
the Form-master, and gripped him, and
they struggled wildly.

['Oh, good heayens! Help!
gimaff 1 shricked Mr, Lathom.

“Ha, ha, ha”

“0Oh, hold me, somebody!” moancd
Elnikﬂ. "My ribs are going | Ha, ha,

u 11

"“Help! Oh dear| He is druank and
mad and dangerous! Help

“Scoundrel, am I7” romred DMr.
Jones. “I'm n nonncst man. I'm the
prehistoric man wot 'avn played to
every crowned ‘end in Yurup! Take
that—and that [*

My, Lathom took “that ™ and “ihat "

ar

Drag-

because he could not help it.  Thae
juniors rushed to the reseue, and
Mr,

dl'ﬂﬁg’ﬂ'd off tho prehistoric man.
Lathom staggered away, gasping far
breath, and very much agitated.

“Hold him[® ho ponted. ®Hold
him! I will have him arrested, I
will 1

Mr. Jones tore himself away from the
grasp of the juniors.

“'Ave me arrested!” he 1oared.
“ Wot for, 1'l like to know, Funnyface?
My heye, giva you wot-ho, yon
himmaga

“IHelp I” shrieked Mr. Lathom, and he
fled madly from the cave. The pre-
historic man was rushing at him with
elenched fista and glarving eyes, and not
whole mountuins of mesozoic racks, or
even palacozoie, though chockiul of
fossils, would have kept Mr. Lathom in
the cave another second. He dashed
away at top speed, with the prehistorio
man after him,

“Btop |” roored Mr, Jones. *You've
called me names, and I'm going ta lam
yer | Biop, I says!” :

But My. Lathom did not stop.

Down the hillside he went with o
speed that was very creditable in a
midﬂt{:—ﬂg'ed gentloman of sedentary

1

After him went the prchistoric man,
brandishing his fists and yelling in a
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manner worthy of the earliest pre-
Listoric times,

The juniors eould not follow. They
rolled about the eave in hysterics,
shrieking and yelling with laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Oh, my hatl"

“Bar Jove, look at them 1" :

““Poor old Lathom | Ha, ha, ha |”

“Set a fossil to chase = fossil!”
roared Monty Lowther,

“Ha, ha, hal” :

Skimpole blinked at the scienco club
in astonishiment. He could see nothing
whatlever in thesa annoying ocourrences
to laugh at. But the other fellows
could, and they laughed, they shricked,
and thoy roared till they seemed 1n
danger of eonvulsions,

CHAPTER 9.
Skimpole Does Not Undersiand !
T JIM’S heard the story with
S great joy.

The whale school talked of

pothing else that day. In pas:

sagea end studies there was a sound
of incessant chuckling. :

Even the Head heard of it, and was
suspected of chuckling.

Mr. Lathom did not chuckle. :

He had orrived st 8t Jim’s in o
breathless state, having fortunately
cseaped the clutches of the prehistoric
man. Mr. Jones had imbibed from the
flask not wisely but too well, and he
came to grief ot the bottom of ‘the hill.
Tut Mr. Lathom, under the impression
that the prehistoric man wag still alter
him, had trotted all the way
to the school. )

Mr. Lathom shut himself
up in his study to recover
from his terrible adventure.

The juniors came strag-

pling in a few at a time,
and then the story spread
over the school.

Tom Merry & Co. did not
refer to the part they hed
played in the occurrence.

All they had to say was
sirietly true—that the pre-
Listorie man waos hidden n
tho cave, and had twimed
out quite & difforent kind of

rehistoric man from the

ind Mr, Leathom had ut
first supposed.

" Aud vou don't know how
he got there, I supposc?”
Kildare of the Sixth asked,
trying to look sternly at the
juniors.

“He must have walked
there,” sajid Monty Lowther
thoughtfully. “What do
you think, Tommy?”

Tom Merty nodded
solemnly. :

“Must have,” he said.
“There isn't a tram-lioe,
and I don't think he could
have taken a cab in that

rig.

Kildare laughed.

“Well, if you had any-
thing to do with it, you had
better keep it dark,” he
paid, “Mr, Lathom will be
annoved, I should think.”

“T ghouldn’t wonder if he
gives up pgeological excur-
sions after this,” DBlake
remarked,

Kildare grinoed and
walked away. He had a
shrewd idea that the pre-
historic man had been
“planted ” on Mr, Lathom

““Ow!l QGrooghl" shrieked Bkimpole.
the back of my neckl*
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by those enterprising young rascals;
bﬁt- it was no business of htgs, gnd he
did not inquire further.

Exaclly what Mr. Lathom thought
about the matter, when he had had
time to refloct, the juniors did mnob
knaow. ¥

Alr. Lathom was not a suspicious
man, but it must heve oecurred to him
that probably the members of the
science club knew more about the
matter than'he did.

It was unlikely that Mr. Jones would
have buried himself in the mesozoio
rocks for the purpose of taking = nap.

Nor was it likely that a perfeck
stranger would have originated the
scheme &3 a jape on the geological
Form-master.

Some of the juniors; if not all of
them, had had a hand in it, and Mr.
Lathom could scarcely fail to guess es
much. .

They had pulled his leg—the augusk
leg of a Form-master, .

L.:But it wes worse than useless to think
of inquiring into the matter., The
ridicule it had caused was bad enough
already. Mr. Lathom only wanted the
story to die away, and he was notb
]ikafy to teke any step that would
bring it prominently into public notico
again. And it would be diffieult, if not
impossible to discover which wera -the
culprits.

When they saw the Form-master the
next day the juniors regarded bhim o
littla anxiously, wondering how he was
taking it. _ :

There was an unusual stiffiness in Mr,
Lathom’s manner,

it Never mind the Ink

clubs?T "
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pray do naot spill that Ink over me 1

har.
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He was s kind-hearted and genial
little man, but he could not forget very
quickly the great shock his dignity had
sustained. ‘

And so he was much less genial than
usnal that day.

He mads no reference, however, to
the scene in the cave; neither did he
refer in any way to any further geo-
logical excursions.

After lessons, SBkimpole of the Shell
lay in wait for Mr Lathom as he came
out of the Form-room. Skimpole was
ns keen es ever. He had npo intention
of letting the science club be dissolved
by & single untoward incident.

“A very unfortunate occurrence
yesterday, siv,” began Skimpole.

Mr. Lathom halted, and gave him &
freezing glare. He did not know that
Skimpole might have been a party to
the prehistoric froud,

“1 have no desire to discuss i, Skim-
pole,” he said stifily. X

“] suppose you will be paying
another wvisit to the cave, sir?” sug-
gested Skimpole, “ Owing to that un-
fortunate occurrence, we were hardly
able to make any investigations. You
left g0 suddenly—"

“Skimpole I"

“And though I wounld gladly have
continued the invesligations, sir, after
your hurried depurture——"

'“Eﬂ:f j*

“T could not do so, Eir, as the felloivs,
for somo reason I cannot comprehend,

weare excited to risibility,
"1low dare you, Skimpole |”

Al right]l Owl?®

it Is running down
“WIIl you swear to give bp geology and sclence

The genius of the Shell blinked at
him in surprise,

“It is a fact, sir. They seemed to
see something very fuuny in the in-
cident, I cenuot say for what veason,
but euch 15 the fact. I hope, however,
that you will take the science club out
again,”

“I ghall do nothing of the sori "

“Wh-what [ :

*You hear me, Skimpole?"” snapped
Mr. Lathom.

“But, sir, you are honorary president
of the club—" ]

“I withdraw my permission for you
to use my name!”

“Oh, sir|”

“1 decline to have anything further
ta de with your ridiculons association,
Skimpole! I suspect you, sir, of im-
pertinence 1

Skimpole’s jaw druﬁped.

“Mr., Lathom, a

“No more, sir]l If you mention the
matter in my presence again I shall
cone you ¥

And Ar.
majestieally.

Skimpole blinked after him in thoe
blankest astonishment. He could sea no
reason whatever why Mr. Lathom
should be angry with him; but LI
Lathom evidently was engry.

Skimpole was trying to think it out,
when the Terrible Three came along,
and woke him up with three sepavate
and powerful slaps on the back.

Lathom marched oway

“Owl” gasped BSkimpole. “0Oh!
Ow! My dear Merry—"
“Wherefora this thusnessi” asked

Monty Lowther. “Are you trying to
think out a geological prob-
lem—how prehistoric men
get buried in caves ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

*I am very much sur-

prised," said Bkimpole—
‘very mwuch surprised in-
deedl I gspoke to MMr.

Lathom about another ex-
cursion of the scienca club,
and he was angry—very
angry. Caon you think of
any reason why he should
be angry 1"

“Ha, ba, ha |*

“It perplexes me very
much,” said Skimpole, in
distress, “Nr., Lathom

declines to be any longer the
honorary president of the
seience club, and he was
angry —angry with me.
That 13 & Joss to our
organisation—a very greab
loss,”

“Horrible I sighed Monty
Lowther. “Lend me a
handkerchief, somebody; I
want to blub.”

“Pray do not be so upset,”
said Skimgfla kindly.
“ Althongh Mr. Lathom has
withdrawn for some reason
that I cannot futhom, there
still remeins myself, and I
ghall endeavour to do my
duty to the science club.”

“Thank you, Skimmyl”
said Lowther ifll:rfv:»l-mnl;f.
“"You're very gooa l”

"Nuhla!:r’ sobbed

Manners. .
“Manlfy!” said Tom
erry tearfully.

“Generous ¥
“That i3, in fack, my

aim,” said Skimpole
modestly, * By devotion to
the interests of the science
elub, I hope to. supply
the loss of our respec
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lonorary president. I shall do my best
to make the club a great success.

havo every hope of discovering another
jawbone in the cave—perhaps a jaws«
bone with the teeth intact, Indeed, it i3
within the bounds of possibility that
other bones—a thighhone or a rib—may
be unearthed. Think of that, my dear
fellows 1” seid Skimpole, with glistening
eyes. .

You're sticking to geology and
thinga?” asked Lowther,

“Yes, indeed!”

“Going to talk to us sbout geology,
and osteclogy, and prehistoric fossila
and mesozoio rocks, and things like
that?”

“(Certainly |** )

“ Never going to give the subject a
rest i

“Never, my dear frionds”

“Then there’s only one t.hmﬁ‘tn ba
done,” said Lowther. “Collar him [”

““Ha, ha, ha!” : !

“My dear friends,” exclaimed Skim-
pole in emazement, struggling w:]dlir in
the grasp of the Terrible Three, “I—I
fail to comprehend. I—I consider—
Yah! Ohl Yah|”

Bump | , g
“Dear me!” said Skimpole, seciting
his spectncles straight on his bony nose,
and sitting up on the floor to stare after
the departing figures of the Shell
fellows, “I fail to understand the cause
of this inesplicable conduct. If thia is
enthusiasm on the part of Merry and
Manners and Lowther—ow |—I must
say that it is—yowl—a very peculiaz
form of ehthusiasm!| Groogh|”

CHAPTER 10.
By Whose Hand ?

0AM MERRY was on the footer

field about an hour later, when

Toby, the 8chool House page,

came hurrying down to the
avonnd.

“Alaster Merry 1

“(h, run away!” called out Monty
Lowther. “Master Merry's busy I”

But Toby did not run away, :

“Mr., Lathom wanta Master Merry n
his study at once,” he said.

}l{uster I'efnrlrjr &ﬁ;ent nﬁdthu footer ficld
loaking o little dismayed.

"Buﬁu he wants me, Toby 1" he asked.

“Yes, Master Merry, And he’s in &
hawful wax,” added Toby, by way of
friondly warning.

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

“Tn a wax with me?” he aske

“I think so, Master Tom.”

“What the dickens for7”

“1 dunno, Master Merry. But he ran
the bell somethin® hawtul, and hordere
me to find you and send you to his study
at once !” ) z

“All right, Toby; Il go.” =

Toby ‘departed with a commiserating
look. Tom Merry went into the pavilion
for a jacket. His chums walked with
him to the School House. :

“Laoks like trouble,” said Jack
Bloke. “If it's & row about the affair
in the cave yesterdny, we're all in if;
mind.”

« Can’t be that,” said Lowther. “That
would have come out before, if it was
coming out ak ell, It's something
fresh.”

“Rlessed if T know what I've done,”
said Tom Merry, and then he knocked
at the door of Mr. Lathom’'s study and
opened it. g !

Mr. Lathom was standing ur, with a
black frown upon his ususlly penial
face, and a glitter behind hs spectacles.
Never had ‘%nm gcen the master of the
Fourth in such a stete of anger. There
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was evidently sontcthing very serious
thi matter, ’

“You scnt for me, sir,” said Tom
Mel;:g respectfully.

“Yes, I sent for you; Merry, Yester-
day I lost the key of the bex in which I
Lkeep my fossil,” snid Mr, Lathom.
“¥You found it.”

“T roturned it te you, sir,” said Tom.

wite s0. After you returned it to
me,
the fossil was there intaet.”

“¥es, sir.”

“But_now,"” said Mr. Lathom, in a
yoide of thunder, “ib is gone !

¥ (iore, Fir!”

“VYes, gone!”

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Tom, sincerely
enourh. He would not have damaged
Mr. Lathom's precious relic for worlds.
And he did not guite see what the
matter had to do with him. “But as
it was there after I returned you tha
key, sir, I suppose you ecannot think
that I have had anything to do with it.
I assurp vou—"

“You have not touched it, Merry??

*“Cerlainly not. Has the box been
broken, siri”

“The boxr has not bean broken. It
has been widocked. The key, however,
ig still in iny possession, on my watch-
chein, I liave not lost it. There is,
evidently, nnother key of the same kind
in this school, in the possession of the
persen who has rifled my box. Look at
thit, Mers ¥

Mr. Lathem opened the lid of a
mehogany bex that stood on the table.

Inside was a sheet of paper, a fly-leaf
torn carclessly from some book, aud
upon jt was written, in large lettora:

[ -,q'rs :ll

The precious jawbone had been taken
away,. and that impertinent messags
hod been' lefi. in the place of it.

Tom Mcrry stared at ii.

"“Have-you secn that before, Merry?”
askod Mr. Lathom sternly.

“Never, sir!”

“You did not place it thero?”

* Most cevtsinly not!?

“Very well! I should be glad to
believe you, bul this matter will require
to he investigated. I have refused n
considerable monetary offor for that
fossil, and the petson who has taken it
i no beticr than a thief, If it iz a
foolish practical joke, I am willing to
Int him olf avith a caning if the fossil
ia immediately returned.”

*[ know nothing about it, sirt”

“The key was in your hands. It has
been in mo other hands that I know
of. Only a person who has had the
key in his possession could get pne like
it that would open this box. 1t is not
an uncommon key, cerlainly, and there
may be many like it in existence, per-
haps in tii: school. You have no key
like it, Mercy?*

“INo, Bif, didn’t look at the Loy,
and fon’t remember what it was like.
It looked to me like any other key.”

“Very wellt In olber ciroumétanees,
Merry, I should like to take your word
without proof. But I cannot be ignor-
ent of the fact that you and your
friends have meade n jesi of this kind
of thing|” said Mr. Lalhom saternly,
“About what happened in the cave
vesterday, it is not my intention to
epeak; bulb this abstraction of my
fossil, end the insolent note left in its
plaes, are guite in keeping with what
oceurrad then,”

Tom Merry coloured.

“It iz necessary for the fossil to be
found ond returned to me,” eaid Mr.
Lathom. *“I have sent for you {o ask
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had pecasion to open the hox, and .

yon whethor you have anything to say
before I place the matter in the hands
of Dr. Holmes.”

_",.'E don’t know anyihing sbout it,
EIr,

“How long was the key in your
possession  before you returned it to
mef"

“Lezs then five minutes.”

“You found it, then, within a few
minules after I msutioned the matter
to youl!™

“Yes, sir!"

“Really! It seemed as if you knew
where to look for it 1" said Mr. Lathom,
with unaceustomed sarcasm. * Whera
did you find it, pray?”

Tom Merry moved uneasily.

“I did not know where to look for
it, sir,”* he =said. “I had seen a fellow
with a key ‘in his haud that morning;
and when you mentioned that you had
lost one, I thought that might be the
one. Bo I went to hinm, and asked lLim
for it”

“You did not tell me this, Alerry.”

“No, sir; it wuosn't npecessary. I
brought back the key at once, and
didn’t think anything more about the
matter.”

Mr, Lathom locked at him gearch-
ingly.

“¥ou did not note what it was like,
and procure gnother key of the same
kind 7"

“Y have said T didn't, siv.”

"Were you aware that the fossil was
worlth a cousiderable sum of money?”

"“Blake told me so, sir,” said Tom
Merry, *He said you had been offercd
fifty pounds for it, for a museum or
somet hing.”

"That is correct. You soe the serious-
ness of the matter, I hope. Besides the
great value of this specimen to me, it
has a market value of fifty pounds.
Bomeone hos ebstracted it. 1t mppears,
from what you say, thet my key was
in another person’s hands, although
you did not tell me at the time. Who
was this person}”

“Levison of the Fourth, sir.”

“I suppote he will bear out your
statement T

“Mellish was with him when T took
the key from him, sir.”

“Yery well: I will send for both of
them."”

My, Lathom rang, and Toby ap-
peared. He was dispatched immedi-
ately for the two cads of the Fourth,
In a few minutes Levison and Mellish
came in, the latter looking decidedly
nervous and uneasy. Levison, how-
ever, was nuite cool and collected.

“Leévison,” said Mr. Lathom, * Merry
tells me that you found the key I had
lost yesterday, and that you handed it
to him in the presence of Mellish. Is
that the case?”

Levison paused for m single moment.
His brain worked quickly, It would
not do to deny the whole transaction,
s he was prompted to do. He had
uerve enough, but he was very doubtful
sbout Mellish. IF Mellish blurted out
what he knew, under the stern and
yuestioning eye of the Form-master,
Levison's lia. would rveenil on his own

head. That reflection passed instantly
through Levison’s mind, and lhe
arnswered

“It's quite trupe, sir. I found a key
lying in the passage, and picked it up.”

“PDid you kuow it was my properiy7”

“Oh, no, sir| I asked Mellish if he
knew anylbody who'd lost a key, and
he said he dido't. Youn remember
that, Mellish ?*

“ Perfectly,” said Mellish.
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“Then Merry came into my study
snd told me vou had lost the key, sir,
and said he wanted to take it back to
you, so I gave it to him.”

“¥ou told me you hed picked it up,
Merry¥?

“1 did pick it up, sir. It dropped
on the floor where Levison threw it.”

“Very well. How long was the key
in your possession, Levison?”

Levizon appeared to refiect,

“Might have been ten minutes; sir™

“Have you another key like t}”

“Oh, no, sirl” .

_“Have you procured one lke it
since 77

“I, airl® exclaimed Levison, in
astonishment, “Of course not, sir. Wkhy
should 177 ' )

“ Someone has procured a similar key,
and opened this box and taken away
the fossil, and loft this insolent message
in its place.”

“Qh, sir! What a rotten thing to
do,” said Levison.

“T have since examined my ker, and
find traces of wax upon it,” went on Mr,
Lathom. “ A wax impression was taken
of it before it was returmned to me.
Bither you or Merry must have dona it,
Levison, and then procuréd a new key.”

“1 don’t know anything about it, sir.”

“And you lnow notﬁi.n'g about it;
Merry 7"

¥ Nothing, sir!”

Ik was ene of you, and you both deny
knowledge of the matter,” eaid Mr,
Lathom sternly. *One of you iz lying.”

Tom Merry Lurned crimson,

" Levison is known to be an untruth-
ful boy,” went on Mr. Lathom, with a
severe glance at the blaclk sheep of the
Tourth, **But Levison, so far as I can
see, has no concern in this matter. He
was not connected with the party that
went to the cave yesterday, whero such
a painful incident oecurred.”

“I hope, sir,” said Levison virtuously,
“ that you wouldn't think me capable of
playing a trick like that on my Form-
mraster, sir,”

“I ‘have already said that you had
nothing to do with it, Levison. 1.do not
intend to raise the guestion of what hap-
pened yestordny,” said Mr. Lathom,
with dignity, “but it casts doubt on
your statement now, Merry.”

*T am sorry you think so. sir.”

“Someone has stolon—there is no
other word for it—my fossil, which is
warth fifty pounds. Tt must he restored.
Apgain T eifer to tho guilty person to
return it and to end the matter wilh o
caning.”

Therc was no reply. )

“As you have nothing to =ar,” said
Mr. Lathom, “I shall have to appeal to
the Head to investigate tho matter. You
three juniors will remain in this stody,
meanwhile.”

Mr. Lathom quitted the room, and
turned the key in the lock outside,

CHAPTER i11.
Found Guilty !

EVISON grinned.
I “Well, you've done it now!"

Lhe ejaculated,
"“}hnt do wyou mean, you
cad }" asked Tom Merry fiercely. “Da
you mean to say I have anything to do
with taking the silly rubbish awuay?”
“Do yon mean to say you didn’t?”
grinned Levison,
Tom Merry advanced towards lim
with blazing eyes. ) .
“You cad! You took a wax 1mpres-
gion of the key while you had it, On!
a miserable worm like you would think
of such a thing, You thought the key

(Continued on pugé 18.)
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and the firs brigede were summoned fo
release him,  But they were as helpless

as Buddy. The only thing left to do
was call a doctor. The medico came

the scene, and he poured a little
denatured alcohol wkere the boy's

tongue was stuck ta the post. In a few
seconds he was free—never again to be
tempted to taste paint |

A “FISHY " BUSINESS !

Mention of aleohol reminds me_of an
unusual story connected with the intoxi-

cant. It was mnoticed during cold
weather in Tewksbury, U.8.A., that,
B while other rivers and pouds became

covered with icg, a certan litile brook
remained unfrozen When it was
examined, the fish in it were scen to
be extremely active and full of beans.
This fect made the chief of police sug-
picious. He had the water tested, and

ALLO, chums! How do you like
the Bt. Jim's yarn in this
number ? Isn't it great? If is
—it are!l Next week I have

another just as good—if not better,
When your pals want to know the best
school story of the week, just puf 'em
on to

“ FIGGY'S GRAND CIRCUS [”

It's a riot of {un and high-spirited
adventure, +with all your favourites of
8t. Jim's “hitting the high spots * and
making things hum generally, It all
begins Dbecause it's Taggles’ birthday.
In honour of the auspicious otcasion
Tom Aerry & Co. consider that it's up
to them to give the old porter a bumper
benefit. Having decided on that, it
becomnes 2 guestion of raising the cash.
Ta provide some sort of entertainment
is the best means, and so Figging hits
on the idea of & circus. That canses it |
You'll simply revel in the fun and
thrills of that eircus

An additional attraction of this grand
yarn is the visit to 8t. Jim's of William
George Bunter, the fat fellow of Grey-
friars. He's the uninviied guest of
Gussy, But Bunter comes in useful for
Taggles' benefit—even if it does prove
rather expensive for Gussy in feoting
the bill for tuck! FLook out for this
ace-high yarn next Wednesday.

“THE BLACK SHEEP'S SECRET "

wallet and hid it in Mr. Manders’ over-
coat, hag not yet given up hope of get-
ting his thieving hands on it again.
But, ag you will read in the next yarn,
Slog little koows that another  has
learned his secret—that Leggett, the
black sheep of Manders’ %ﬁuse ab
Rookwood, also has dark designs on that
notecase !

By the way, have you won one of our
grand foothalls yet? If not, send along
a joke to-day. The Jester has- plenty
more footballs to award.

TONGUE-TIED I

I don’t suppose for a moment that any
of my readers will aver feel tempted to
see what paint tastes like; but, 1 case
any of you do, just remember what
happened to twelve-year-ol uddy
Copenhaver, of Chicago. He couldn't
resist the temptation when he game
upon a_lamp-post which had recently
aequired a new coat of paint, and so he
dabbed his tongue against it for a few
maments,

To his horror, he found that his
tongue had become stuck to the paint!
For half an hour Buddy tried to free
his tongue, but it was in vain. He was
& fast fixture to the lamp-post, and he
had visions of having to lose some of his
tongue |

It was then that someone noticed the
boy’s unhappy position, and the police

it was found to contain aleoholl No
wonder the fish felt frisky !

The police followed the course of the
brook until they came to an old barm
standing on the bank They forced an
entry, and inside they discovered am
illieit still for distilling liguer

PUTTY FILFERERS]

The cold weather was primarily the
cause of the discovery of that illicik
still; but bhome hers in England re-
cently a spell of frost was not attended
by such a satisfactory outcome. The
folk on a new estate in East Yorks vioke
up one morning to find that the pulty
round their window-panes had dis-
appeared. Fresh putty wadg put in, but
that went like the rest. It was esti-
mated that nearly three hundredweight
of putty vanished from 1,000 windows |

Who the putty pilferers were was a
mystery unti] someone kept watch, and
then it was solved. Hungry birds were
the culprits! They had taken a likin
to the linseed oil and whiting, aun
while food was scarce in the frosty
weather, the puity had proved =
palateble substituta. But the birds’
source of food supply on that particulae
estate came to an abrupt end. Red lead
was mixed with the new putiy, and not
a bird would touch it u.nlﬁry as they
must have been, they would not be
tempted by the poisonous red lead.

TAILPIECE,

Owen Conquest’s contribution to the

Teacher: “What is the most wonderfal

rogramine is another gripping story of
gimmy Silver & Co., in wh%chgthergs a
surprising development in connection
with the Head's missing notecase. Blog
Poggers, the sneak-thief who stole the
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migg‘:, be inquired after bofore you had
[ nee of using it, and you tovk the
impression to be able to get & mew
one.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“If you can prove that, all screne,"
he said. “It will want proving, you
know. I'm not the chap who plays
ggologmal jokes on Lathom. I didn't

ire & music hall performer to pretend
go bg sl ptehistoric man in a cave. Hu,

a, ha "

‘“He, he, he " ‘ﬂfgled Mellish.

" But you did " said Tom Merry.
It must have been one of us, and as
it wasn't I, it must have been you.”

“Oh, rats1”

Tom Merry clenched his fists,

“You cad! VYou told me you were
going to take the fossil and chuck it
away if I hadn't taken the key from
you,

“I don't remember anything of the

sort. If you tell Lathom & yarn liko
that you'll have to prove it,” sail
vison Ily.

“Mellish heard you."

“I don't remember Levison saying
enything of the sort,” said Mellish
calmly. “I think I remembor his
saying that he was just going to inguire
of l:hs Housemaster if anybody had lost
a key."

Levison gave his chum an approving
glance,

“Yes, I remember saying that,” he
remarked.

“You pair of rotten liars1” ghouted
Tom Merry, quite losing his temper.
“I'll jolly well lick you and make you
OWn up "

. “Going to have a rough-and-tumble
in & Form-master's study?” grinned

vison. * will get ratty when
be comes back.”

“ Are yol going to tell the truth?"

“Yea. Y'vo done that, and I'm stick-
ing to it."

You—you rotter 1"
Tom Merr; rushed at Levison. The
cad of the Fourth put up his hands,
and retreated round the table. The ke
clicked in the lock, and the door opened,
and Mr. Lathom appoared, with the
imposing form of the Head behind him.

“Merry 1” exclaimed Mr. Lathom,

“Merry !” echoed the Head, in a
thunderous voice.

Tom Merry paused, and dropped his
hands, flushing scarlet.

“¥You will kindly havo no hooliganism
here, Merry I” said Mr. Lathain acidly.
“This conduct does not spoak well for
you, Merry

“I'm sorry, sir.
Tom Merry.

“That is enough. Toby, comc in!”

Toby the page followed the Head and
the Form-master inte the study,
tho door was closed again. The Head
was locking very grave.

“Mr. Lathom has aequainted nue wille
this unfortunate occurrence,” lio said,
“1f both you boys persist in denying
knowledge of the matter, I shall lave
to investigate it with thovoughness.
Have you anything to say?”

“]1 haven't, sir,” said Levison,

“And you, Merry?”

“No, sir.”

. “Very well, One of you hus, or had,
in his possession a key which will open
this box belonging to Mr. Lathom. 1{'s
my duty to order a scarch to be made,
painful as such a.dpmc'eedmg is to me, "

“I'm quite ready, sir,” eaid Levison
meekly.

“You mean you've thrown away the
key, you cad!” said Yow Merry, be-
tween his teeth,
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I—*" stammered

“Silence, Merry! Toby, you will
sonrch Master Levison first.”

" o8, gir 1"

Levison stood out cheerfully to be
scarched. Toby went through his

ets in a very thorough way. If

‘oby had been able to cxpress his
opinion, he would have declared without
hesitation that Levison was the guilty
party. Toby had sufferod o great
deal from Levison's mischievous and
maltcious nature, his position in tha
House mnk'mﬁ] it difficult for him to
retaliato on @ boy in Levison’s position.
Toby would Lave given a great deal to
discover that key i Lovison's pockets,
and his search was very thorough. But
the key was not to be found.

"T'oby ceased the search at last.
“Might be in Master Levison's box,
sir,” ho ventured to suggest,

“I'm quite willing for my boxes to be
scarched, sir," said Levison.

“That will come afterwards, if the
key is not found here,” said the Head,
“But now search Master Merry, Toby.”

“Yessir |” Tob'y hesitated. “’Skuse
mo, Master Tom.”

Tony Merry forced a smile.

“Go ahead, Toby | Don't mind me!”

Toby's hends went through his
ockets. As his hand rested i Tom
erry’s jacket pocket a strange change
came over Toby's face.

“What have you found?" asked the
Hoad sternly. 3

“A—a—a key, sir!” stammered
Toby. “It's under the lining, sir.
dessay it's the key of Master Merry's
box, sir.”

“We shall see,” said the Head
grimly. “Take it out!”

Towm Merry looked amazed.

“I don't keep any keys in that
pocket,” he said. “I've got my keys in
a bunch. And—and I didn’t know there
was & hole in the lining » s

Toby found the hole in the lining and
extracted the key. Amid a breathless
silence, he laid it on the table. Mr.
Lathom taok a key from his watch-
chain and laid it beside the ane taken
from Tom Merry’s pocket. The twe
kevs were exactly similar.

Towm Merry stared at them blankly.

“J—I—I—" he stammered.

“Well, Mcrry, what have you to say 7
asked Mr. Lathom in a harsh voice.
“This key, cxactly rcsombling mine,
was hidden in the lining of your
jacket 1" .

_“!l--I don’t koow how it got theve,
sir 1

The Head's lip eurled wilh contempt.

“Tray_do not utter falschoods on the
subject, Merry I” he said euttingly.

“alschoods, sir?”

“Yes, falschoods| If you expect me
to believe that that key became hidden
in the lining of your jacket without
yvour knowledge, you must be very
foolish |

head

Tom Merry's swvam for o

moment. Then he uttered a cry. i
“Levison, you cadl You put ik
there 1 .
“Nonscnso ! broke in the Head

sharply. “Ilow could Lovison put a key
in your pocket withont your know-
ledge 1

“J—T don't know. In the dormitory,
perhaps.” 4
“Levison does not share your dormi-
tory.”

b “I—I don't understand it. But—
ut——"

“You are discovered I said the Head
coldly. It is uscless, as well as wicked,
Lo throw foolish and unfounded mccusa-
tions et Levison! I trust, Merry, that
you will now have sulficient decency to
chd this farce and admit the truth !

“The—the truth?” stammered Tom.

“Yes, You—or some of your friends
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—played a most inexcusable prank upon
Mr. Lathom yesterday. M?! Lathom
has made no complaint, and I do not
intend to take up the matter. Bub you
have now carried that prank, Merry,
too far! You have abstracted valuable
pmg rty, and you have lied about it !”

“I—1 baven’t lied! I—"

“Silence! I commeand you, Merry, to
fotch back immediately My. Ldthom's
I'Aro rty, from wherever you kave
iidden it, and restore it to him| You
will then corue to my study. 1 shall flo
vou, Merry, not so much for this foo
ioke as for telling falsehoods
endeavouring to throw the blame upen
an innocent person |”

“But, sir, [—F—*

“io and fetoh Mr. Lathom's property
at onee ! thundered the Head.

. "B'l}b 1 can't! 1 don't know—I—
“Have vou dared to destroy it?”
“Certainly notl I havent—*
“Then go and fetch it !*

“Ileun't! I » .

“Leave this study at once!” said. the
Head sternly, “I give you one hoor,
Merry, in which o restore Mr. Lathom’s
property | _1f you do not recover it and
rastore it in that time, I can only con-
clude that dvl:m have destroyed it, or that

you have disposed of it dishonestly ] In
either case, I shall oxpel you from the
school 1

“But [—I—-T—"

“Not & word more| Gol”

And Tom Merry stsﬁa’ered rather
than walked from the study.

CHAPTER 12.

Hard Pressed !
" Al Jove! What's the mattah ™
“Tom, old man—"
“What the dickens—"
(anm_'l
The erowd of juniors all exclaimed
at once as Tom Merry came out of the
School House into the sunny quad-
rangle, with o face white as chalk.
They bad been waiting for him, wen-
dering what the trouble was; but they
lhad never expected angthmg like this.
"Tom Merry seemed to be dazed. hei
knew at once that something serious ha
happened, and they were alarmed.
“Buck up, dealy boy I" seid D’Arcy.
“What is 1t7 If Lathom's cuttin’ up
wusty about the pwelistowio man, we're
all in it, and we'll stand by you like
anythin’ 1
“8ure, and we're all ready to own
up 1" said Reilly.
Tom Merrf shoolk his head.
“Tt isn't that 1 he said, with a gasp.
“Then what is it?7” sail Lowther.
“You look ns if you've got it right in
the neck! Tom, old fellow, what's the
matter
Tom Merry told what hed happened
in Mr. Lathom's study.
Tho junicrs listened in dismay.
“Levison, of courzel” said Blake.
“If he's destroyed the giddy fossil, he
won't dare to own up. even if we rag
him.” i
“More likely keeping it to sell |”
snorted Herries, *Levison wouldn't be
above getting money for it and sticking
to it1”
“Yaas, wathah|? . .
“It must have been Levison I” said
Tom Merry. “It couldn't have been
anybody else. But he denics knowing
anything about it, and sticks to his
arn.
y"And the ker was found in your
pocket 1 asked Kangaroo
“Yes; stuck into the lining.”
“Phew [” 5
“ And—and you don't know how it gof
there ?” asked Blake besitatingly.
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“Of course I don’t! I've mever geen
the key before !

“I—I say, you know, if you've japed
old Lathom over his precious fossil,
there's no harm in telling us,” said
Dighy slowly,

Tom Merry glared at the TFourth
Farmer.

“You silly ass I He hesitated. “You
think I told lies, then 7*

“Well, no, But—-"

“But what, then1”

“Well, T don’t kee how a key could
get into a pocket without & chap know-
ing, It's jolly odd I said Dighy, nrore

tartly,

“Extwemely odd,” eaid Arthur
Augustus D'Arey, " But we are bound
to take Tom Mewwy's word for it,

Di{g, decah boy.”

‘I should jolly well say so!” ex-
claimed Monty Lowiher warmly.

“Any fellow who thinks I told lies
ean clear off and let me alone!” ex-
claimed Tom Merry savagely.

“Keep your wool on |* said Kangaroo
goothingly. “It looks jolly queer, but
J—I suppose Levison did it somehow.
He's always playing some rotten trick
on somchody.”

"Yaas, wathah ¥

1 haven't the faintest idea how the
keiv ?'Ut there,” said Tom JMerry, more
calinly. “I only know thut I've never
seen 1t before. It was shoved inta my
Eockct by somebody—and it must have
cen Leyigon. When I took the key
away froin him yesterday he said he was
ﬁin to talke away Lathom's fossil and

uek it away, and 1 wouldn’t let him.
That's why he has done this.”

“Yaas, il's pwetty cleah. The uttah
wottah | We shall have to find it out
and fix it on him somechow, and then
it will be all wight,” said Artbur
Augustus hopefully.

“It’s that roilen jape yesterday thab
mekes Lathom suspicious of me”
groaned Tom Merry. “He thinks this
18 some more of the same, and he's got
his back up about that already. The
trouble is I've got to find the fossil and

e it back in an hour, or the Head
says I'm to be sacked for stealing it.”

“0Oh, gweat Scott!”

“Then it's got to be found,” =aid
Manners decidedly. “\Wao can be pretty
sure that Levison ]vms it, and he's hidden
it, We've got to find it.” i

“We'll find Levison first and bump
him till he owns up where it is,” said
Lowther,

"Good egg "

The juniors locked for Levison. But
Levison was not to be seen, and neither
was Mellish. They were well aware of
the storm they had raised, and they
expccted to be looked for, and they
were keeping out of sight.

After a quarter of an hour the juniors
were compelled to give up the eearch
for Levison,

Tom Merry was almost in o desperate
frame of mind.

The Head had becn in deadly earncst
in what he bad said. 1f the inissing
article was not restored within an hour
Tom Morry would be adjudged guilty of
stealing, or of destroying it.

Any further appeal to the Head was
useless And only Levison knew where
the fossil was; and Lovizon was not to
be found. And, even if found, it was
too much to expect that he would own
up. For his own enke, ho dared not
do so, after the story he had told in Mr,
Lathom’s study.

“The wotten thing will have to be
found,” said Arthur Augustus discon-
solately, “If we can take it back to
old Lethom it will be a wespite; and
then wa shall have iime to find ont and

Ewavu that it wasn't Tom Mewwy who
oned it.”

“But where is i51” said Blake hope-
laasly,

The Tervible Three had come to the
same conclusion. But where to look
for the fossil—that waa the question.

Arthur Augustus wrinkled his aristo-
cratie brows in a deep effort of thought.

“The wotteh wouldn’t dare to
destwoy it, in case it came out,” he said.
“Io's hidden it somewhere. If this
blows ovah I shouldn’t wondah if he
twies to sell it—he's quite wottash
enough. Pewweaps it’s in his study.”

“Let's go and look!” said Maumers,

They went up to Levison’s study, in
the Yourth Form passage. Lumley-
Lumloy, who shared that study with
Levison and Mellish, was thiere, and
when he heard what was wanted he
willingly joined in the search.

Levison’s belongings were ransacked
vight and left.

But no trace of the missing jawbono
was discovered.

1f Levison had hidden it; he had not
hidden it there, and it wes impossible to
guess where it might be. There were a
thousand nooks among the old buildings
whera so small an articla could have
been stowed out of sight.

d the time was passing on.

At six o'clock Tom Merry had to be
Eresnnt in the Head's study, to be
ogged if he had restored the missing
property, to be expelled if he had not.

It was useless for him to repeat that
lio did not where it waa; the Ilcad
simply would not listen to him,

A quarter to six rang out from. tho
clock tower.

Blake & Co. stood and discussed the
matter in the quad. The Perrible
Threa were still pursuing thie hopeless
quest,

“YWhat would Sexton Blake do in the
cires7? said Arthur Auiustus thought-
fully., *“You know, deah boys, I have
wathah a gift as an amatenah detec-
tive—"

“(h, rats!” said Blake crossly.

“Weally, Bla »

“Talk sense t” said Herries, “What's
going to be done?”

“Tt looks ta me, deah boy, as if poor
old Tom Mewwy is goin' to ba done,
said D’Arcy dismally. “Where can
that uttah wottah have hidden it? Pwla.y
don’t intewwupt me, deah bhoys. I'm
goin’ to think it out.”
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“T've EOt it, deah boys!”
The Shell fellows’ facos lighted up.
“Got it?” exclaimed Tom Mery

br;aath]esslg. “Good luck] Where is
it 33

“1 was not wefowwing to the fossil,
deah boy.”

“QOh, psal”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

*(Oh, shurrup {” said Lowther orossly.

" Pway don't be wude, Lowthah,” eaid
the swell of the Fourth severely. *I
have not found the wotten jawbone, but
I have got an idea—"

“@o and boil it 1"

“1 believe I have spotted tha wottah's

ame ! Where are you goin’, Tom

ewwy 1™

“I’'ve got to go in to the Head, to get
the order of the boot.”

*Tt's all wight, I weally beliave,” said
Arthur Augustus exnitedl‘;'. “I'm goin'
to look for thé wotten thing now, Keep
the old boy talkin’, and if I find it—"

Tom Merry nodded hopelessly, and
{m.ssed into the House. He bad very
ittle faith in Arthur Augustus D’ ]
idea that he knew where to look for
missing jawbone., The captain of the
Shell went with a gloomy brow to the
Head's study.

The juniors gathered round the swell
of 8t Jim’s. The slegant Fourth
Former was wildly excited;, and Blake
evidently believed that D'Arcy had
thought of something sensibloe for once.
He quoted the text about wisdom pro-
ceeding from the mouths of babes and
sucklings. )

“1 wefuse to be wegarded as & babe
and sucklin’, you ass|” said Arthur
Augustus indignantly. “I have worked
it out in my bwain in the best Sexton
Blake manner. Now, we ara all
agweed that Levison must have boned
the bone.”

"“¥es, assl” said Lowther impa-
tiently. “Get on [”

“And ho has hidden it some-
where—>

“¥es 1™ roared Lowther,

"Pway don’'t shout, deah boy! I
don't like bein’ woared at, it thwows
me into a fluttah! Now, Levison musb
have known that the wotten wubbish
would be scarched for, and it might be
bwought to light Woell, then, whera
would he be most likely to hide it}

“Tbat'a what we've been trying fo

(Continued on the nex! page,)

D'Arey’s brows
wrinkled in a por-
tentous  frown,
was ovidently mak-
ing & big intellec-
tual effort to think
it ont, His chums
loft him thinking it
ont, and wandered
away to help in the
search.

2ix o'clock strik-
ing brought Arthur
Augustus out of his
reverie. But an
idea had come into
the mighty brain of
tha swoll of 8t
Jim's, and his eye
was glowing behind
liis eyeglass.

SHOP

3

AT ALL b n V1,
(2 S?"W \LLY PALLY

S

=/ BARRATT'

14 [

“Bai Jove, I've
got 11"

Tom Merry,
Alanners, and Low-
ther ecame miser-
ably towards the
School House
Arthur Aupgustus
waved his cyeglass
ta them.

ART LISTS.

LET DAD SEE . ..

WRITE TO-DAY FOR

8/- DOWN bringa Immediate delivery

of the table. Balance monthly.

E. 4. RILEY, LTD., Ralaigh Works,
AOCRINGTON,

=@ or Dept, 23, 147, Aldersgate Streef,

Londom, E.C.1.

l the Riley Billlard Table catalogue,



20

find out for the last hour!’ growled
Blake

“Yans, but you haven’t the detective
inatinct, dasi boy,” said Arthur
Aupustus loftily “f’ve worked it out
in my bwain, If the fossil is dis-
covered, to support Levison's wotten
acousation against our fwiend, Tom
Mewwy, 4t would hkave o be found
Mewwy's pwops.”

™ Therefore, my impwession is that it
has beer hidden in somethin' belongin'
to Tom Mewwy—pewwsaps in his twunk
or hat-box | said D'Argy trinmphantly,

CHAPTER 13,
The Judgment of Arthur Augustus!

1] HEW 1
The juniors uttered the excla-

mation 41l together,
Was it possible, after nll, that
Arthur Augusius D'Arcy had hit upon
the solution of the problem that had
baffled thes: i

“By Jovel” said Manners.

I shouldn’t wonder,” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy chirped
gleefully.

L Wehv on it, deah boys, T've gok it!”
he said. “You can always twust my
judgment. 1 have often weHeeted Lhat
if 1 evah ecame to the awful neccssity
of workin, I should make a wippin’
detective. It's a gift, you know I”

“QOh rats!” said Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah, if you can suggest
& bettah theowy—"

“Ass| 'There's nothing in it,"” said
Monty gloomily. “Levison would like
the rotten thing to be found in Tom
Merry’s box, if it was found at all;
but Tom goes to his box every day
for apmething or other. If it was there
he would have found it himself.”

* Ahem [''

“Of course he would!” said Blake,
his face fallmg “I'm afraid therc's
nothing in it, after all, Gussy.”

“Watal” said Arthur Augustus.
“Levison may hkave hidden 1t undah
othali things, or put it into Tom
Mewwy's Bunday toppah.”

“Tom would have found it on Bunday,
then, and Levison didn't know Lathom
would miss it before Sunday.”

D’Arcy rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

f' Pewwaps you're wight,” he ad-
mitted. “All the same, my theowy is
a jolly good theowy. You chaps know
more thout Tom Mewwy's manuahs and
customs than I do, as you're his pals.
Hasn’t he any box pr somethin' that he
doesn’t go to for anythin'?”

“There's his trunk in the box-room,"
suid Lowther. “He's not likely to go

to that until the end of the term, of £

course.”

“Bai Jovel”

The junjors looked at one another
auickly.

“Let's go and look!” said Manners
tersely

They lost no time. In less than a

minute thcy were scampering up the
stairas to the box-room.
_They ran into the room, and Lowther
lifted the lid of Tom Merry's trunk.
Then his face, Hushed with 'hope, fell
again. The trunk was empty. Therc
were some old sheets of newspaper in
it, and nothing more to be seen.

“ Nothing doing !”* grunted Lowthet.

*Wait a minute, deah boy "

Arthur Augustus leaned over the big
trimk and jerked out shects of news-
paper.

latter |
Something hard fell from the news-
Tup Gex Liprany.—No. 1,

paper and rattled on the floor. The
juniors gava a yell of excitement.

“Bai Jove [V

“My hat!”

“The giddy fossil!”’

There it was—the precious relic—the
jawbone of antediluvian date that Skim-
pole had displayed to admiring eyes
at the first meeting of the science club,
Arthur Awngustus D'Arcy seemed to
grow an inch taller as he gazed ab it
through his monocle. His theory had
been provéd—he had hit upon the
truth,

“I don’t want to wub it in, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus genlly.
“But I weally must wemark that
pewwaps you will admit now that I
wag in the wight.”

Blako gave his elegant chum a thump
on the back that made him stagger.

““Right as rain! Hurrah 1"

“Ow! You feahful ass! You've
nearly bwoken my back!” wailed
D'Arcy,

Never mind that; this isn't a time
to worry about trifles. This rotten
thing has ;ot to be taken to the Head.
Come on I’

“T'll take if, deah boys. As I dis-
covahed it, it is up to me to pwesent
it ¥o the Head an_cf explain to him.”

“Buck up, then!™

And Arthur Augustus, with the relie
of prehistoric times in his hand, dashed
away for the Head's study in hot haste.

Meanwhile, Tom Merry was with the
Head. My, Lathom was there, and
both the masters fixed a stern look upon
Tom Merry as he came in.

“You have come. I trust, to restore
Mr. Lathom’s property 7'’ said the Head
severely.

“No, sir; I can’ find it.”

“What! Do you mean fo say Lhat
you have lost it?”

Tom Merry met the Head's stern gazo
steadily.

“Y mean to say that T don't know
anything about it, sir,” he said quictly.
*“I had nothing to do with taking it
from the box in Mr. Lathom’s study,
and I don’t know what has become of
it. I think Levison knows.”

“You have gaid enough,” said the
Head coldly. “I have already told you
my decision. I shall expel you from the
sohool unlesa you restore Mr. Lathom's
property to him."

“T cannot do it, sir, as I do not know
what has become of it!”

“Tﬁen you know what to expecth

The Head broke off as a thump came
at the door, and it opened, and
Arthur Augustus D’Aroy rushed in.
Dr. Holmes rose majostically to his

ock.

“D'Arcy, what is the meaning of this
intrusion? How dare you—"

“It's all wight, sir!” D’Arcy waved
the famous jawbone in the air. “It's
found, sir!”

Mr. Lathom gave o ery of delight
and pounced upon the precious relic.
Tho enthusiastic geologist looked as if
hie could weep over it. He almost

hu.gged it.

Ah1" said the Head, his frown
relaxing. “Is that your property, Mr.
Lathom 77 )

“That is it, sir,” aaid Mr. Lathem,
his face beaming. “That is the fossil,
sir—the sole surviving proof of the
human race in the eocene period——"

" Ahem—just sol’" said the Ilead
hastily. He did not want to listen then
to the startling and revolutionary
theories that Mr, Lathom drew from
that fragment of bone. “Did you find
it, D'Arcy?”

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Yaas, wathal, sir!” said the swell
of St. Jim's prondly. “Ifs all wight,
Tom Mewwy. 1 thought it ouf you
know, and that theowy fashed into my
bwain—"

“Good old Gussy !’ murmured Tom
Merry gratefully.

“Where did you fnd it, D"Arcy?”

“In Tom Mewwy's twunk in the box-
woom, sir. I worked it out in my
bwain that the wottah must have
hidden it there."

“Are you referring to Merry?"”

"Mewwy | Certainly not, sir! I
was refewwin’ to Levison.”

“Oh!” Dr. Holmes turned to Tom
Merry, his look mors severe than cver,
"It appeatrs, Merry, that this property,
which you deny having abstracted from
Mr. Lathom’s room, has been dis
covered in your box. Can you account
for that?”

“Only that it must have been placed
there, sir.”

“ And by whom?"”

“ By the same rottcr—the samc per-
son who put the key into my jacket
pocket, sir,” said Tom Merry, mccting
the Head's eyes unflinchingly,

Dr, Holmes made an
gestura,

“Nonsensel! =~ I have already given
you my opinion of that statement.
How can you expect me to listen to
such an accusation, without s particle
of truth? As the properly has been
restored, Merry, 1 shall keop my word.
I shall not expel you, but you will bo
flogged soundly, sir, for your conduct!|
To-morrow morning, befora prayers,
the school will be assembled, and you
will receive your punishment in public,
You maoy gol”

*Weally, sir— Arlhur
Aungustus,

“You may go also, D'Arcy.”

“Yaas, sir; Lut if you will allow me
to wemark i

“T will allow vou to Icave my study,”
said the Head, raising his voice a little.

The Head picked up his cane, and
Arthur Augustus followed Tom Merry
out of the study rather hastily,

iropalient

r

began

CHAPTER 14.
All Skimpole’s Fault !

LA in Tom Merry's study was a
gloomy menl that evening. 'Ihe
captain of the 8hell was gloomy
and depressed. He had amplo

reason to be.

The sentence of a public fogging
hung over him, and there was no
appeal. Unless, in the interval, some
proof of his innocence could be dis

-covered, he was to be flogged beforo all

St. Jim's on the following morming.
His chums were as gloomy as himsolf,

All the juniors believed firmly enough
in Tom Merry’s assurance that he had
nothing to do with the ahbstraction of
the fossil from Mr. Lathom's study.
That is to say, all the Co, and their
friends believed in him.  But fellows
who did not know Tom Merry so wall
wore mora inclined to go by ihe
evidence.

Arthur Augustus had saved Tom
Merry by his brilliant discovery of tho
fossil in the trunk in tho box-room,
But in some respects that discovory had
made matters worse. The trunk was
Tom Merry’s, and as Gore of the Shell
remarked, he would want some proof
hefore he believed that Levison or any-
body else had hidden the fossil in Tom
Merry’'s trunk. I§ might bo so, or it
mightn't, and a fellow wanted proof,

" (ore is o wottah ' Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy remarked, in Tom ciry's
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Nir. Keyser walksd daown the Hall, scanning the faces
Lathom as the cad of the Fourth tried to hide behind oth

study, “DBut there is some weason in
what he says, and a lot of fellows say
the same, you know. Aftali all, they
weally haven’t sufficient intelligance to
work the mattal out in their bwains as
I did. It wequiahs o fellow of tact and
judgment.”

"“How ares you going to ivork Tom
Merry out of the flogging to-morraw
morning 1** demanded Blake glumly.
‘“There’s another chance for your giddy
tact and judgment.”

Arthur Augustus noedded.

“Fm thinkin® it ovsh, deah boys,”
he said. “I am twyin’ to work it out
in my bwain on Sexton Blake's

methods,™ !

“0Oh, blow 8exton Blake!”
Monty Lowther.

D'Arey turned his
Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah, I think that is a
wotten wemark. I don't desire io wub
it in—but I found the fossil, didn’t 17”

“And made the Head more certain
than ever that it was Tom Merry who
had boned it,”” growled Lowther peev-
ishly. * Why couldn’t you find it some-
where else while you were about, it 7"’

“Weally, deah boy, I cannot wegard
that as weasonable. I could enly find
it in the place where Lavison had
hidden it.”

" Right, Gussy I’ said Tom Marry,
with a faint smile. “ You did a lat for
me, old fellow, and I'm grateful. I'm
afraid I've got to go through the lick-
ing to-morrow. It isn’t the licking I
mind—I could stand that. But for the
Head to think I've been telling lies,
and for old Lathom to suppose that I
played a rotten trick on him—that’s
what I feel most. Lathom is an ass

said
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gir [ " heo said, pointing to Levison,

but he has always been kind to us,
and he must think me a rotter.”

"It was the prehistoric man did it,”
groaned Blake.  “If it hado’'t been
for that jape, Lathom wouldn’t have

been s0 rusty.!®
“All  Bkmnpole’s fault,” grunted
Kangaroo. “If he hadn’s started his

howling idiocy of a science club, wa
shouldn't have sprung the prehistoric
man on him,”

“All  Skimmy'’s fault, of course,”
growled Lowther. *“ Why couldn't he
stick to Determinism 7

“0Of course, we can bump Skimpole,”
eaid Blake thoughtfully.

“Yans, wathah! But that won’t save
Tom Mewwy fwom bein’' licked to-
niowwow mornin’, deah boy,”* said
Arthur Augustus, with a shake of the
head.

“Come in!” called out Tom Merry,

Skimpole of the Shell blinked into
the study.

The juniors regarded him with deadly
looks.  They had just worked it out
to their satisfaction that Bkimpole was
the cause of all the trouble, and Skim-
pole's visit to the stndy just then was
a great deal like stepping into the
lion’s den. Monty Lowther rosa to his
feet, and took a large bettle of ink
from the shelf. Manners picked up a
cushion. Skimpeole did not observe any
of these preparations. He blinked at
the juniors cheerfully through his big
spectacles.

“I am se glad to find you all here,
my dear fellows,” he said, rubbing his
beny hands. "It will save calling a
meeting of the science club.”

“The what?"” said Blake,

“My science club, my dear fellow,
You are aware, of course, that theve

! Lavison, stand-put at once
ar follows. Mpr, Keyser glanved at Lavison.
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“That Is the boy,

i8 a bhalf-holiday to-morrow afterncon—
Saturday 1™

“Go honI”

“Bome of the fellows will be playing
football,” said Skimpole, with a pitying
smile. “But the members of the science
club will, I trust, be botter oecupied.”

“Bai Jove |”

“1 have planned a visit to the cave
outaide Rﬁcumbe, and a really
thorough investigation of the sirata
there. You shall all help, every one of
you.”

“

“You shall all share in the glory of
the discoveries I hope to make. We
will go immediately after dinner, and
stay there till dark. We may be able
to spend six houras together in

eclogical  investigations, my dear
riends.” And 8kimpole beamed upon
the juniora ss he held out that enticing
prospect.

“Bix  hours,” said Blake. “Not
enough. Why not get leave to go imme-
diately after morning lessons, and take
our dinner with ns? We could put in
another hour that way.™

“My dear Blake, Iywulcnme the sug-
gestion with pleasure. I am indeed
glad to seo you so keen on the subject.”

‘I1a, ha, ha "

Hkimpole looked surprised.

“I fail to sec what you nre laughin
at, my dear fellows. Tt is a very goo
idea, I consider. What are you locking
the door for, Lowther, may 1 ask?”

“I den't want anybody to eome in
and interrupt while we are slaughtering
you, Skimmy,” said Monty wther
cheeriully.

“My dear Lowther—*

“Collar the idiot!”

Tae GeM Lrewary,—~Na, 1,467,
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“ But my—my dear fellow—I fail to
comprehend——"

Manners launched the cushion, and
Skimpole sat down on the study carpet.
His spectacles slid down his nose, mnd
he blinked over them in great
astonishment.

Monty Lowther uncorked the large
Lottle of ink. .

¢ Hold him!” he gaid. “Keep still,
S8kimmy, or you will be trodden on. Do
vou see this ink?”

“Yes, my dear Lowther, I am some-
what shortsighted, and without my
glasses I do not seo very clearly, but T
certainly peroceive a somewhat large
Lottle of ink in your hands”

“Y am going to anoint you with it,"”
explained Lowther,

“Wh-what 1” .

“] am going to pour it over your
head. When you have had enough, you
can swear solemnly never to utter the
words geology or ecicnce club again.

o "

e

“B—but— Ow! My dear Lowther,
pray do not spill the ink over me. I’t,
13 running down the back of my peck !
shrieked Skimpole, strugglmg in_ the
glrn'gp of the members of the science
clu

« Naver mind the ink,” said Lowther.
“We're willing to waste a bob's worth
of ink for the grmd of the cause. Have

you had enough 1"

“Ow! Yes! Moro than enoughl
Groogh! Ohl”

¢ Will you swear—

“Groogh! Certainly not! T never
swear!| I amm incapable of such a
reprehensible proceading, my dear
Lowther, Gore swears sometimes, and

I have reproved him for it. Ow!”

“Will you swear to give up geology,
and science clubs, and things, and stick
to some other lesa troublesome vatiety
of lunacy?”

tiHa, ha, hal”

“Ow! My dear Lowther, geology is
not a form of lunacy! Ow! That is
quite & mistake. Most wonderful dis-
coverice have been made—wow |—mil-
lions of vears have been added fo tho
age of the human race—groogh !—ow !
Keep that ink away, you silly chump—
vah | Upon the whole, my dear fellows,
I am willing to dissolve the science
club—yah —ow !—groogh | Chuck it["”

“No more seionce club—and no more
geology 7" demanded Lowther.

“Groogh| Yes—no; ell right! Ow "

“Chuck him out!” said Lowther.
*“ All tho ink’s gone| Roll him out I”

“Qh dear! Oh, my goodness! ¥ow!
()l1 ll!

Skimpole was rolled out of the study
inta the. passage. The door slamiued
on him, The genius of the Shell sat up,
streaming with ink, and liammed his

inky glasses on lis nose, and panted for
breath.
% 0h dear | I fail to understand this—

zroogh l—conduet, after the enthusiasm
they displayed at first—ow! But
think—graw |—that—yow I—I will give
up trying to enlighten them upon scien-
tifie subjects—groogh 1"

And he did.

CHAPTER 15.
At the Eleventh Hour !

HE next morning there was no
great deal of suppressed excite-
ment when the juniors ecame
down.

Befora prayers that morning Tom
%{err vi'}as to be publicly flogged in tlie

ig Hall.

Fellows looked curiously af tho hero
of the Shell {o see how he was “taking

Tae GeM Liprary,—No. 1,467,

it.” Tom Merry looked a little pale,
but he was quite calm.

Hiz chums wers looking very down
hearted,

¢ Blessed if I feel inclined to go in to
brekker1” growled Jack Blake.
“Where has that onss Gussy got to?
Seen Gussy, enybody?”

(Arthur Augustus D'Arcy appeared in
sight. He was on his bicycle, and
riding down towards the gates. Blake

& Co. rushed after him. It weas a rule
that juniors should wheel their bieycles
out beforo they mounted, but Arthur
Aungustus was evidently in a hurry.
Blake yelled after him.

“Where are you going, fathead !

“Qut, deah boy,” called back Arthur
Augustus, without slackening pace.

Y Don't you know brekker's veady 1"

“Yaas |”

“ Come back, you ass |”

“1 wefuse to be called an asst”

“Will you come back?” roared Blake.

* Sowwy—can't 1

And Arthur Augustus pedalied out of
the school gates, and shot away towards
Rylcombe at scorching speed.

Jauck Blake gazed after the disappear-
ing figure of the swell of St Jim's in
amazement,

“What bee has he got in his bonnet
now ?* he asked.

“On the track of something, per-
lmEa," said Digby. " Loocking for a
giddy mare’s nest, I suppose. He'll get
lines for missing brekker.”

The Fourth Formers went back to ths
School House,

Breakfast was a gloomy meal there.

It dragged through, Arthur Augustus'
place at the Fourth Form table being
empty.  Mr. Lathom's eye was upon
that place, and he inquired shacply
where D'Avey was, and made a note of
his absence. Unless Arthur Augustus
had a good explanation to give when
he came in, there wag troublo in store
for him.

He lad not come in by the time the
order was given for the school to
assemble in Big Hall.

Monty Lowther and Manners walked
on cither side of Tom Merry, as the
captain of the Shell went in with the
rest. Kildare of the Sixth paused to
speak to thein as they went in. The
oaptaitt of 8t. Jim's looked grave and
concerned.

“I'm sorry for this, Merry,” Kildare
said, “I've got a hint to give you.
you owned up and begged Mr. Lathom's
pardon, it's guite posaible you might get
off with o caning. The Hegad hates a
flopging as much ns anybody else.”

Tem Merry's eyes flashed.

“I'm not likely to own up to a thing
I didu't do, flogging or no flogging!”
he exclaimed hotly.

Kildare regarded him curiously.

“You stick to it that you didu't do
it?” he said.

“Yee, of course I do™

“I'm sorry, Merry.
seems pretty clear.”

“I know it does,” said Tom bitterly.
“ Lovison's fixed all that1”

“I don't trust Levison; but—well, if
you are innoeent, Merry, I'im more sorry
ihan I can say. DBut I don't sce how the
Head could decide otherwise than as he
has done, on the evidonee.™

Tom Merry took up his place in the
ranks of the Shell,

'I'he whole school was azsembled when
the Head camo in by the door at the
upper end of the Big Hall.

]])r. IHolines wvas %ockiug very grave
and severe,

“Boys!” he said. "You know for
what reason you have leen assembled
here this morning. DMerry, coine
forward [*

The evidence
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Tom Merry ﬁepﬁed out from the
midst of the Shell fellows. =

1 eyes were upon the junior ss he
advanced up the Hell. Tom Merry's
face flushed & _little, as he felt that
curious regard from all sides, but he did
not falter, Steadily and calmly he
advanced.

He met the severe glanco of the Head
without faltering. .

“Merry, have you anything o say
before I mete out your punishment?”
said the Ifead. )

“Ouly that I am innocent, sir!” said
Ton.

Dr, Holmes frowned.

“Remave your jacket!™
Liarshly.

Tom obeved.

“Yon will take vp Merry, Taggles”

“Yessir " said Taggles.

There was a sudden crash asz the door
at the lower end of the Hell was flun
violently open. Heads were turne
round to see the cause of the disturb-
ance, and Dr. Holmes looked sternly
along the crowded Hall.

Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy, breathless,
with his hat on the back of his head,
and his eveglass sireaming at the end of
his eord, roshed in,

“ Gussy

“IArey 1 The Head's voice was like
the rumble of thunder. “How dare you.
sir, interrupt these solemn proceedings
in this manner ! .

“Pway excuse me; deah sir!” gasped
Avthur Auvgustus,  “H's all wight|”

“Boy! What do you mean?”

“Come in, Mr. Keyser!” shouted
Arthur Aungustus, and a little, old man
followed him into the Hall, looking
very breathless and confused. *This
way, deali boy!”

“Who' is this?” thundered the Head.

D'Arcy marched his  hesitating
companion up the Hall, amid a murmur
of amazement from all the fellows
theve.

fPway excuse my intewwuptin® the
piwoceedings, deah sir!” panted Arthur
Augustus, “I am weally very sowwy,
but I feel sure you would like to koow
that Tom Mewwy i4 innocent before you
lick—I mean, flog him, siv.”

“ What " .

“I've got pywoof, siv,” said the swell of
Bt Jinmi's.

“Is it possible?" The Head's look
clhanged. “If this is so, D'Arcy, you
Lave done me a great service, as well ng
your schoolfellow, But "

“This chap is Mr. Keyser, sir—he is
a locksmith fwom Wylcombe, Ib eud-
denly flashed into my bwain, sir, when
I was thinkin' it out. I wushed down
to Wylcombe on my jiggah, sir, fo see
Me, Keyser, and asked him whethah a
chap Lad had a key made at his place
lately, I kiow Levizon is a clovah
beast, but it stwuck me that he might
not have boeh able to make a key him-
self, so vewy likely he had gone to Mr.
Eeyser to make one. So I wushed
Dﬂ_},

“Do you mean it was Levison 1

“Alr. Kepser wemeinbals that a St
Jin's ehap canie in to have a key made
on Thursday, sir., and Le would we-
meniboll the key 1f hie saw it again, and
be can identify the ¢chap.”

The Head breathed
toment,

“Br. Lathom. will you kindly show
this gentleman the duplicate keys?” he
said.

“"Certainly ! snid BMr. Lathom.

By, Keysor, very red and confused at
finding himself the eynosure of three
liundred pairs of eyes, looked at the
kevs the IMorm-mnaster held out.  Ha
immediately selected the duplicate keg.

(Continued on page 28.)

he said

hard for a
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THE MASTER WHO WAS HELD TO RANSOM FOR AN OVERCOAT!

sy

- CAPTIVE SCHIOOILMASTIE

— e

—
T

-0

me! [ beg you to

to keap the money

Loy, ||
-‘.
—
® For moercy's sake,' gasped Mr. Mandera, ¢ rel
release me from this dreadful place ! | will allow you
you have taken from me——"

snort.

Fhe Missing Master !

[ EARD about Manders
That question was being
asked up and Jdown Rook-

wood School,
Hardly a_fellow met another fellow

that morning without asking that
quieation,

But it was quite o superflucus
guestion, Eyveryloedy hiad heard about
Manders.

Ir. Manders, ITonsemaster of
Manders' House at Rookwood, was
missing.

He was missed firat, of course, on the
Modern Bide, the Modern Side ot Rook-
wood heing located in Mandera’ Housoe,
But the news spread to the Classical
side.  Owernight there had been a
rumour thet Mr, Manders was missing
from his usual haunts. In the morning
tllB rimonr was Cﬂﬂﬁf‘n]']d.

Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern
Fourth were full of it. Knowles of the
Bixth, captain of Manders' House, was
reen 1o be leoking puzzled and per-
turbed, Mrs, Moote, the Ilousodame,
came over to sce the Ilead, Tellows
who liad secn the Head, declared that
ibe Big Beak looked waxy. Perhaps he
took tho view that a2 Houscmaster ought
notb to hayo been missing.

Still, it could hardly be supposed that
Manders was missing of his own accord.
Something must liava bappencd to
Mandars,

But whot?

Nobody knew—nr, il anybody know,
he said nothing of what ho knew,

, Leggett of the Modern Fourth offered
1t 23 his opinion ihat it was & jolly good

‘* Flve bob 1" sald Slog Poggers with a
* Five blooming bobl"

thing that Manders was missing, and
that the longer he remained missing the
better for Manders’ House and Hook-
wood generally

Generally  speaking, the Morinin
{ollows concurred in that opinion, for
Roger Manders was anything  bub
pogu[ar in his Ilouse, An acid temper
and a sharp tongue, naturally did not
make him popular.

But in view of the possibility that
something had happened ta Manders,

AR

To Mr. Manders an overcoat

seemed a small price to pay for

his freedom from a kidnapper.

But what the Rookwood master

didn’t know was that the overcoat

was the hiding-place of nearly
fifty pounds !

TR T TR TR

Leggett's opinion was considered un-
fooling, and 'l'emmy Dodd & Co.
bumped Leggett for stating it

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Classical
Fourth discussed the mystery like every-
body else. Jinuny Bilver had a rather
worricd expression on his face. Morn-
ington, on the ether hand, wore a smilo.
Morny of the Classical Ilourth seemad
amused by the general excitement—and
several limes Jimmy glanced with =
troubled and doubting eye at Morny's
smiling face,

e

R !

By OWEN CONQUEST.

“Is queer,” said Arthur Edward
Lavell, “Jolly qucer] From what X
hear, Manders went out yesterday after
noon after teca—*"

“* And he never gocs out of gates since
that tramp Poggers pitched into him,”
remarked Raby.

"“Naver,” paid Newcomo. ''He sticks
in the school like a winkle in its shell.”

“But ha went out,” declared Lovell,
"T've had it from FTommy Dodd. Deddy
gays he had a phone call in the efter-
noon—that may have fetched him out.
I remember I heard the telephone bell
ring when I was there; it was when you
were ragging in his study, Morny——"

“Was it ?” said Mornmgton.

“¥en, it wos, You cught to know, as
you wera kecping doggo behind his
window curtain while he was taking the
ecall,” said Lovell, “ It was after that
that he spotted you and Iaid into you
with a eane. Don't you remember ?*

1 remember he laid into me with a
cane,” drawled Movny.

CWell, after (Lat Il'l(c went out,” said
Lovell. “He never came back. T hoar
that Mrs, Moole told the Head that his
bed hadn’t bheen slept in—so he was out
all night. He’s not here thia morning.
He would have left word with Mootey
if ho'd meant to stoy out the might, of
conrse,”

R“ Something's happened to him,”
Raby.

“"And I jolly well know what!*
declared Lovell,

“Yon do!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Well, look at it,” argued Lovell,
“"That man Poggers was after Mandevs,

Tne Gex Lisrary.—Ne. 1,467,
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He waylaid him half a dozen times—
goodness knows why. Once he pinched
an overcoat from hiim—"

“Must have beon hard up for an
overcoat,” romarked Mormngton. “
remember Manders was weariyg his old
coat that day and somebody called out
“0ld Clo’’ and there was a row—"

“But he was only wearing that old
coat because his usual coat had been
damaged b{oths.h tramp pitching into
him,” said Lovell. “That man Poggers
has masde a regular mark of old
Manders. Goodness knows why. He's
the samne man who pinched the Head’s
notecasc—you fellows remember? That
wallet has never been fou "

"'Ohl blow that!” said Oswald.
“That's ancient history. What about
Mandors ?”

Quite a number of (lassical fellows
were listening to Lovell  Arthur
Edward’s statement that he jolly well
knew what had happened to Manders
cxcited interest.

_ “Yes, if you know all about it cough
it up !” said Putty of the Fourth.

" g belief is,” said Lovell, “that that
man Poggers was watching for him, as
he’s watched for him before, spotted
him out of gates, end knocked him on
the head I”

“0Oh orumbs |

“Knocked him on the head,” repeated
Lovell firmly. “If ho had jﬂst pinched
his wallet, like ho did the Big Beak's,
or his overcoat, like he did before,
Manders would have come back all the
same. He hasn't come back. So my
belief is that Poggers kuocked hiim on
the head.” .

“In that case,” drawled Morny, “it's
lucky there was nothing in it to
damage.”

*Oh, shut up, Morny | That's rether
rotten if poor old Manders has bocn
koocked on the head,” said Lovell
sgverely. “He got me a licking yester-
day end he whopped you, which a
Modern beak has no vight to do; but if
he's been knocked on the head by a

al.“p IJJ

“But he hasn't 1" said Morny.

“Woll, I tell yon he has!” snorted
Lovell. “For some idiotic rcason that
man Poggers has been after him time
and again, trying to pinch his overcoat,
Well, yestorday he spotted his chance
and took it.” N .

“Only Manders wasn't wearing his
ovorcoat when ho wenb out yesterday,”
grinned Mornington.

“How do sou know?”
Lovell, rathor taken aback.

“"Because I saw him going out,” said

orny qooll{. “And for the first time
this spring he went out without boing

wrapped up like a mummy.”

“Sgcl" said Lovell.

And the other fellows gvinned, Every-
body knew that Slog Poggers had way-
laid the Modern mastet more than once
and tried to “pinch * his overcoat—had,
indeed, got away with an old coat on
ono occasion. But a warm spring after-
noon had tempted Manders out without
his overcoat—which rather scemed to
knock a leak in Lovell's theory of what
kad happened.

“If you're sure of that, Morny—"
said Lovell.

“Quite " grinned Morny.

And he strolled away, his hands in
his pockets, grinning. Jimmy Silver
followed him and tapped him on the
arm. Jimmy's face was very grave,

“Whet do you know about Manders,
Morny 7” wsked the captain of the
Fourth vory quictly.

alentine Mornington stared at him.
** Whet should I kunow 7 he queried.
Tue Gex Linnary.—No. 1,467,

demanded

“"You've just admitted that you saw
Moanders going out yesterday—nobody
clse seems to have noticed him. I know
Manders whopped you yesterday, and

I you were talking rot about getting even

with him. I met you coming in after
tea—you _must have gune out soon after
you saw Manders go.”

“And what do you deduce from thal,
Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” grinned Morn-
mgton.

“You were grinning like 8 Cheshire
cat when you came in. Look here,
Morny, you jolly well watched Manders

oing out, and went after him. I know
that now as well as if you told me,
&nd you're such & silly, reckless ass

at—"

“Thanks 1

“Morny, don’t be a mad ass! If yon
know anything about what's happened
to Manders—" said Jimmy Silver.
“Oh, lots!"” drawled Momy.

“Wall, what?” demanded Jimms.

“That’s tellin'—"

“Look here, Morny—"
“Rata |" said Morny.

And he walked away, leaving Jimmy
Silver more worried and enxious than
cver.

Awful for Manders !

OGER MANDERS groaned.

It was not his first groan.
He had been groaning at brick

intervals for quite a long time.
Mr, Mandors could, indecd, hardly
believe that this was not some horrid
dream fram which he would awaken
iﬁ{rcseﬂﬂy in bed in his room in Manders'
ouse at Rookwood.

Such an experienca as this had never
come his way before, Mr, Manders was
un orderly, precise, indced, fussy,
gentleman, and seldom or never slc{-’ped
out of his groove. Now ho had been
jerked out of his eccustomed groove in
such & wild and whirling manner that
it made his head spin.

While all Rookwood was wondering
where Manders was he was not far
away. He was, in fn(-t} hardly a couple
of miles from the school. He could have
walked in under the half-hour—had he
been freo to walk.

ders was @& prisoner, in the
ower—as he firmly belicved—of an
irresponsible Junatic |

TFor unless Slog Pogzers was insane,
what was the mcaning of this? Why
did he want Mr. Manders' overcoat so
desperately that he was preparing to
take such lawless and desperate means
to get possession of it?

Here was Mr. Manders—with his
wrists tied together with a cart-rope,

inched by Slog from a neighbouring
arm, no doubt. Onc end of the rope
was tied on his bony wrisls—the other
end to a julting root.

In tho heart of Coombe Wood there
was a deep hollow, a sort of cave, under
the roots of an ancient tree. It was to
that Jair that Slog had led Mr, Manders
the previous aflernoon.

In that spot Mr. Poggers had some-
timeas camped during the weeks he had
spent in watching the school for Mr.
Manders, There were various camping
utensils in the carthy cave—a kettle, a
saucopan, o little rusty stovo, two or
three extremely dirty blankets, eand
other such things—all, of course,
pinched by the enterprising Slog, whose
profession was that of a snapper-up of
unconsidered trifles,

Mr. Poggers was accustomed to rough
quarters, and no doubt that den undgt:'r
the old treo was as good as tho corner
of & barn or the lee of a haystack, to
which Mr, Poggers was used. But
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Roger Manders, Housemaster of Rook-
wood, was by no means accustomed to
rough quarters—he liked his little com-
forts. A night in the tramp’s earthy den
was a night of horror to Mr. Manders,

Slog had left him there; to slee%: if he
could, to stay awake if he couldn't—the
heartlcss Slog evidently not caring two
hoots, or one, which he did.

Myr. Manders might have shouted for

help. But nobody would have been
likely to hear him on a win are
night in the heart of a lonely wood,
And before leaving him Mr. Poggers

had warned him that he would not be
far away, and that if he made so much
sound as & whisper he would come back
and give him something to keep him
quiet,

During tho long night, therefore, Mr.
Manders had not made any attempt to
call for help. He suspected that Slﬁg
was gonc—but he could not be sure. He
had po desire whatever to be given
something to kee _dhim quiet! He

i

groaned—but ho not even groan
loudly. X

Now it was day again—and Manders
was still groaning. Birds twittered in
the boughs; spring sunlight glimmered
throngh the trees, and a fow g]:mmem
penetrated inte Mr. Manders' oarthy
prison. .

Daylight brought him no comfort.

He was missed at Rookwood, of
conrse, He dreaded to wonder what the
Head would think of his unaccountable
absence. Everybody would be wonder-
inf. Nobody woull guess the truth !

1t was so amazing that Mr. Manders
himself could havdly believe that it was
not o prolonged nightmare. Still more
amazing was Slog's reason for doing it
I'rom the bottom of his heavt Mr.
Manders wished that he had been wear-
ing his overcoat when he camo ouk
1'or that was what Slog wanted. It was
because the Housemaster had come out
minug  hLis overcont that Slog had
bagged the Housemaster. Obviously—to
Manders—the man was mad !

M. Manders, cortainly, did not want
to lose his overcoat—but he would have
sacrificed his whole wardiobe to have
escaped this dreadful experience.

He groaned.

“Shut it!” said a voice, husky and
unploasant.

r. Manders started, sat up on the
pile of dirty blankets, and turned his
startled eyes on the tramp as Slog
ducked his head and pushed in. DMr.
Poggers, at long last, had returned.

“For mercy's sake,” gasped Mr.
Mandors, “rolease me! I beg you to
release me from this dreadful placel 1
will allow you to keep the moncy you
have taken from me——"

"“Five bob !” said Slog, with & snort.
“TFive blooming bob I”

Mr, Poggers was evidently disgusted.
In the wallet he had picked from Dr.
Chisholm’s pocket there had been a wad
of notes—only unfortunately he had lost
that wallet, Trom Mr. Manders he had

inched only five shillings—which Mr,

oggers considered hard lines on a
bloke.

“T fear (hot I shall eateh o eold—"
groancd Mr. Manders.

“You'll ketch somothing worser afore
I've done with you if you don't 'and
over that blinking overcoat " said M.
Po%gcrs threateningly.

Mur. Manders trembled.

Here was the man's insanity coming
out again.

Nobody, looking at Slog Poggers'
hard, gly fance, his cunning little piggy
eyes, would havo supposed him &
lunatic on his looks. "They would have
supposed him a &ly, cunmﬂf. un-
scrupulous rascal, Even Mr. Manders
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had to admit that
msane,

But if he were sane, why this peculior
obsession to possess an overcoat which,
after all, was not new and of no great
value?

“Arvter all these ’ere weeks that I
been “‘anging  about a-watching for
youl!” said Mr, Poggers indignantly,
" Peelers looking for a bLloke, making a
covey's life ’ardly worth living, Then I
gets youn, and you ain’t got the coat on!

don’t kmow why I ain’t knocked vour
ugly faco through the back of your "ead
—strike me pink I doo’t "

“I—I—I beg you—" gasped Mr.
Aanders,

' Shut it |” said Blog.

He sorted in & ragged pocket and pro-
duced & cheag\oafountuiu-pen and a cheap
blotter. Mr. Manders eyed those articles
in wonder. Slog, it seemed, had visited
o town to bring back writing materiols,
No doubt he had been expending Mr.
Manders' five shillings at Latcham.

“Now,"” said Blog in a husky tone of

menaee, "fyuu’re going to write a note,
you ere,

he did not Jook

or that there overcoat to be
anded to the bloke you send for it.
Bee? I got & pal wailing to take the
note up to the school, I can’t go
personal, but I got a pal to go. I'm
Eoing to set your ’ands loose to write
that nole. ¥ou get me?”

“Oh 1 gasped Mr. Manders,

“You wrile it jest ‘ow you like,” said
Alv, Poggers. “1 leave that to you, but
you better make sure that they ’and that
overcoat to my pal—’cause i{ he comes
back without it I'm going to break every
bone in your bony 15& carcass 1%

#I=1 will—will certainly—2

“¥You better!” said Mr.
darkly.

He released Mr. Manders' hands. Mr.
Manders took the pen in hand and
rested the blotter on a jutting root.

“You—you will releasa me when you
have reccived the overccat?” he
gasped.

Srog snorted

“Course I will|” he snarled.

Poggers

“Think

a

s
= N
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I want to keep you about as a pet, or
wiiat 77

Mr. Manders began to write,
watched him with gleaming eves.

At last he was going to get that
overcoat, in the lining of which he had
hidden the Head’s wallet on the night
of tha theft at Rookwood. Slog reslly
felt that he had earned it by this
time.

“There I gasped Mr. Manders.

Slog took the note, spelled through
it suspiciously, modded, and folded it
in an envelope, which Mr. Manders
directed to his Housedame at Rookwood.
Then the kidnag];ed Housemaster was
tied again, and Slog ducked out of the

Slog

cive,
His “pal ¥ was waiting under the
B =
trees. It was Beppo, the grinning

dark Ttalian organ-grinder, who had
gerved Blog’s turn several times, watch-
ing for Mr. Manders when, for reasons
of prudence, Mr. Poggers did not desire
to approach too near to Rookwood.

"'Hre you arc!” said Mr. Poggers.
“You ook it with this ’erc te the
school, Beppo, and they’ll ’and you the
coat! And, mind,” added Mr. Poggers,
with o dark look, “TI’ll 'ave an eye on
you when you eome away with it, and
don’t you thiuk of bunking with that
there coat beeause you know what’s in
it, 'Cause if you do, I’'m tipping you
that you won't be able to grind no
orgall agin till you come out of the
‘orspital. You get me, Beppo 1™

“8i, s1!” grinned Beppo

'The orgav-mnerchant staried for Rook-
wood—Mr. Poggers following him at a
distence and venturing as near the
school 2s he dared, evidently not plac-
ing too great a reliance on his “pal.”
Mr, Poggers' way of life had not taught
him faith in buman nature.

Mr. Manders was left elone again.
Ile only hoped that no difficulty would
be made about handing over thet over-
coat.  Otherwise, he knew what to
expeet fram Mr. Poggers—and it was
a fearfully unpleasant prospcet,

The Iltalian turned on
Lovell, awinging up thes
bundia. Next moment that
bundle fairly crashed on
Arthur Edward’'a head.
! Yooo-hooop!" he roared,
and went over backwarda
as I he had been shot ]

What Morny Enew !

ALENTINE MORNINGTON had

‘/ a thoughtful look on his face

in third school that morning,

There was a good deal of whis-
pering in the Fourth, The mystery
of Mr. Manders iuterested everybody.
No news had been received of tha
Modern master, and the belief was
growing that something must havae hap-
pencd to  him, Otherwise, it was
simply impossible to account for his
absence. Fellows wondered whether
Dr, Chisholm would eall in the police,
They looked forward to a little pleasur-
able cxcitement.

Ay, Dalton had to let his class
whisper—there really was no stopping
them, He gava several fellows lines—
but it was no use; the whispering soon
restarted, Mr. Dalton himself +as
puzzled, like other members of the
staff. Everybody at Rookwood, from
the Head to the smallest fng, wondered
what had beeomme of Mr. Manders.
Jimmy Silver had a lingering suspicion
that Mornington knew—but he said
nothing of that. Morny said nothing,
bnt Jimmy noted that tboughtful ex-
pression growing on his face during
third school,

So far, Valentine Mornington had
seemed to treat the absence of Mr.
Manders as rather a joke. Bub it
seemnd fo be borne in, even on Morny’s
urind, that the matter was serious.

The fact was that tho last twinges of
the  thrashin Mr, Manders had
bestowed on Morfy had now worn off.
Morny was able to take a more equabla
view of the inatter, and even to realisa
thut he had fairly asked for that
thrashing b;- perpetrating a record rag
in Manders' study.

After third school, Mcrny joined
Jimmy Bilver when the Fourth wera
dismissed. Jimmy was going out with
Lavell, Raby, aud Newcame, as usnal;
but the dondy of the Fourth linked an
avin in hiz and almost dragged him
away from his chums,

“Well?” said Jimmy, rather grimly,
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when Morny walked him wunder the
old Rouvkwood beecles, evidently so that
no one else should hear what he bad

to say,

“"That old ass, Blanders— began

Qrny.

“If you've done somcthing mad and
idiotie, Morny—" said Jimmys, with
a8 deep breath, “Have wou told
Erroll 2%

“I'vo told nobody. I'm not goin' to,
either; the Head would want to know
why 1 haven’t mentioned it before,
Don't be an ass|” ndded Morny. “1I
never touched Manders, 1 was goin' to,
perhops—but X never did. 1 was feelin’
pretty wild after he pitched into me
yesterduy, snd—and—well, never mind
that. I never touched the old ass!”

“I'm gind of that, at any rate,” snid
Jimmy, with deep relief,  “But what
has happtned to Manders, then?”

“That man Poggers has got him.”

“Got him?” repeated Jimmy. “Are
you makiug out that a tramp has kid-
nnpjmd a MHousemaster, or what?”

“dust  that!

Listen, and I will G
a tale unfold,” said Mornington
flippantly. * You kuow DMlanders got

me in his study yesterday, when I was
nggini there, and laid nto me.  Wel},
I was behind the curtain while he was
taking his telophone call, and couldn't
help hearing what was said on the

phone.”

“What the thump's that got to do
with it?”

“Fots) It was that phone call that
took Manders out. IL told him that
Blog Poggors had been arrested, and
Mandcrs was wanted at the police
station to identify him.”

“Oh t" ejaculated Jimmy.
why ho went, then?" FHe stared at
Morny, “DBut if Poggers was arrested,
ho. can’t have—" . R

“If you'd shut up_a minute, I'd tell
you, Iinowing thut Manders was going
out, I kept an eye open and cut oul
after him, Never mind what I was
thinkin' of doin’—T never did it! But
followin' him along, behind the hedge
in Coomnbe Lane, I taw what hap-
pened. That blighter Poggers—"

“But you said he was under arrest at
the police station," said Jimmy, in be-
wildernient.

“Will you let me tell yon?” snapped
Morningion. “He grabbed old Manders
in tho lane, snd let out that he had
Eut up that phone call himself, to trick

im out of gates.”

“Oh, my hatt” .

“He wanted something [rom Manders.
and Manders hado't got it with him—
and he snaffied him and hiked him off
into Coombe Wood. And that's the last
I saw of either of them.”

“ Ynu—;‘ou knew thet, and—and ron
never—"' .

“ Aanders shouldn’t have lnid it on so
bard when he bad me in his study,” said

Momington, with a sncer. “I wasn't
bothering about Manders! You re-
member you advised inc to let him
alone.” BMorny grinned. “Well, I let

him alone—and that's that !

Jimmy Silver stood silent, breathing
hard. Ele understood now.

“1 suppose it was that idiotic over-
coat,” went on Mornington. “You
know that man Poggers scems mad on
getting nold of Manders' overcoat. He's
tried it on a lot of times, os everybody
knows. I've heard thal yon nnd your
pals got it back once when he bagged
it off Manders. Must have a screw
loose, I think.”

“Looks like it,” said Jimmy, “OIf
course, it was the overcoat he wanled—
and he got Mandors instead, os he went
out without it. And you've held your
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“That wns o

tongue all  this time, and left
Maundars—"

“I don’t suppose the man will hurt
him. It's that silly overcoat be wants—
he's got Manders to get hold of it
through him. But—the old ass has been
away all night, and all the morning,
and—and—"

“And you're getting worried abow
him ! snapped Jimmy. “Time you did,
I think. You ought to have spoken out as
soon_as you got back to the school—"

“Well, I didn't,” said Morny sullenly,
“And I can’t now—tliey’d want to know
why I didn’t $pout it out before. 1l'm
not nskin' for a Mead's floggin'.
told you now—-"

“No qood telling me. It's the Hoad
vou ought to tell.”

“I'll watch jt!*

";IBM it can’t be kept dark. Manders
will—"

“Oh, don't be an nss!” exclaimed
Morny irritably. "I tell you I'm not
askin® for o floggin’. Look here, that
brute Poggers parked old Manders in
oombe Wood. It's to make him hand
over that overcont, .There’s only ono
thing he can do—make Manders send
for the coat! Can't you seo that?”

“Yes—I suppose so. But what—"

“Somebody will ¢come for the cont,”
said Mornington. *Can you see that—
now I point it out to you? Well, who-
ever comes for the coat will ba hand-in-
glove with Poggers, of course—"

“Oh!” said Jiminy.

“I'm willin' to lend a hand if you'll
]ulay up. You can tell vour pals, if you
ike—but don’t howl it out all over Rook-
wood. Poggers con't mean anything,
except to make Manders send for the
ashed overcoat. Well, when somobotl
comes for it, we ask him nicely to tell
us where Manders is—and go and felch
him home. Whal about that?”

“Yon think—"

“I know! No good askin' me why the
man wants the coat—we know that ho's
chased Manders up hill and down dale
trying to get it off him—and that's
enough, I heard him say to Manders
that be hadn't got what he wanted, and
he was going to beg him till he got it.
Isn't that clear enough?” demanded
Morny. “Somebody will come for it—
and we can ask him to tell us where
Manders is parked—"

“Think he'll tell us?”

“Yes—if we bang his head on a tree
till he does.”

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

“Tlhere’s no news yel—no word from
Manders so far., It's coming,” said
Morny. “That's why I've told you.
Poggers can't come himself—he's too
well known here. He will send some-
body, with seme sort of message from
Manders. All we've got to do is to keep
un eye open for that somebody, Beot”
Jimmy Silver admitted that he saw,

Bad Luck For Beppn !

LD Mack, the Rookwood porter,
cast a doubting and suspicious
eyo on the greasy, dusky-com-
plexioncd man who came in at

the gates,

Old Mack had seen Reppo before,
trundling his organ jin the roads about
the school, The music merchant had no
organ with him now. d Mnck won-
dered what lie wanted, and rolled out
of his lodge to inquire. i

Beppo gave him an uncasy grin and
a bow,

"You show me zo Manders' House,
sare !” he said. “I have ze messago for
ze Missis Moote at ze Manders' ITouse.”

“Ol |” snid old Mack. He pointed ont
Manders' House, eyeing Beppo still with

I've J
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a dubious eye, as the foreign gentleman
walked towards that building.

Outside Manders' House quite a num-

ber of follows had gathered. There
were both Moderns and Classicals in the
group—for once on amicable terms
with one anothor. Thero were five
Classicals—the Fistical Four and Morn-
ington. There were three Moderns—
Tommy Dodd, Tommy Cook, and
Tommy Doyle. And as Beppo came up
to the House, the cight juniors all eyed
him, and exchanged glances with one
another.
Morny’s sceret had been confided to
immy's pals, and to the three Tommies
of the Modern side. All of them were
rather doubtful, but more than willing
to lend a hand, if it proved that Morny
was right, That would be proved if
some stranger arrived to fetch Mr.
Manders’ overcont,

So the sight of o dusky-complexioned,
rather tattered stranger naturally ex-
cited keen interest among the juniors.

“What did I tell you?” murmured
Mornington.

Tommy Dodd stepped towards the
dusky stranger as he came up to the
House. Beppo glanced at him.

“Want anything here?” asked Tommy
politely.

“Yes, sare. I have ze note for zs
Missis Moote,” explained Beppo.

“I'll tako you to her, if you like."

“Zank you, sare!”

_ Tommy Dodd marched the dusky man
into the House, bestowing a wink on

the other fellows as he went. The
waited eagerly. “Somebody” ha
arrived—with a note for Mrs. Moote.

Qbviously, it was to his Housedame
that Mr, Manders would send a noto [f
he wanted his overcoat. Jimmy Silver
& Co. were getting very keen.

Tommy Dodd conducted tha messonger
to the Housedame's room in Manders'
House.

“Man with a message, Mrs. Moote,”
said Tommy.

Beppo produced s letter. Mrs. Moote
stared blankly as it was handed to her.
She stared at the suporscription in the
well-known hand of Roger Manders.

“Bless me ! said Mrs, Moote. “It is
from Mr. Manders!”

By gum!” murmured Tommy Dodd.
*“1 say, Mre. Moote, tell us if thires
nows of Manders.”

“Certainly, Mastor Dodd, as soon as I
have looked at the letter.”

Mrs. Moote slit the envelope, adjusted
hor glasses, and read—with great sur
ptise growing in her plump countenance.

“DBless mal” sho reprated.

“Manders all right, ma'am?” asked
Tommy Dodd. .

“Eh? Yes, certainly!” said tho
Housedame. “Mr. Manders writes that
he has been kept away uncxpectedly,
and will return shortly, and asks mo to
send his overcoat by this messenger. It
is very extraordinary! I am quito sure
tho Head will hs very much annoyed.
So unlike Mr, Manders—"

“Zo genlloman say I take a parcel,
madam,” said Bnpro.

" Ves, that is right,"” said Mrs. Moote.
“Please wait hore, and 1 will send for
the coat—it is in o wardrobe upstairs—
and I will wrap it up for you to carry.
Please sit down.”

Boppo sat down.

Tommy Dodd seuttled out, his face
ablaze with excitement, Scven fellows
outside the Ifouse gave him eager,
'mc!uir'mg logks s Le appearcd. ;

“It's & note from Manders—asking
for his coat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Oh crumbs [ )

*What did I tell you?” grinned Morn.
ington, It wasa plain enough, I think|
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It's Manders' coat that potty tramp
wants, not Manders. How could any-
body want Manders?”

“Protty clear now,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a nod. “Well, there's
enough of us here to deal with that
dago merchant, and with Poggers, too,
if wo come ucross him, Keep your eyes
open,”

The juniors kept their eyes open. Ten
minutes later the dusky-comglexicned
man emorged from Manders’ House
with a bundle under his arm,

The coat had been handed ovet with-
out question. AMlrs, Moote knew Mr.
Manders’ handwriting well enough.
Surprised as she was, there was noithing
for her to do but to hand over the coat
as requested by Mr, Manders in his

ote.

Beppo walked away to the gates with
the bundle.

Jimmy Silver & Co. cxchenged »
glaoce—and walked aficr Beppaol

hey quickened their pace as they

reached the gates. When the Italian
walked out they were ab his heels,

Beppo glanced round as they followed
him out. [Ele quickened his pace a little
in his turn. So did the eight juniors.

Beppo gave them another quick look.
He saw no reason why he should he
suspected—as he certainly would not
have been had not Morny witnessed the
léldnupping of Mr. Manders the previous

ay

But he was feeling uncasy—and he
walled still faster. Jimmy Sii\-'er & Co.
accelerated, They preferred to deal
with the man outside the school. Now
Beppo was in Coombe Lane—and they
proceoded to deal with him.

“Collar him I snid Mornington,

“Bnaffle him " grinned Lovell.

Why he should be suspeeted and
followed Beppo did not know. But
there was no doubiing the faet, as the
crowd of schoolbovs closed round him,

With & quick dodge, Beppo eluded
their grasp and broke into & yun. Lovell
jumped after him and grabbed him by
the collar,

Tho Italian turned on him, swinging
up the bundle. That hundle, containing
the famous overcoat, fairly crashed on
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Yooo-hooop !"" roaved Lovell.

He went over backwards as if he had
been shot., There was a heavy bump
as he landed on his back in Coombe
Lane.

" Qoocoogh !

Beppo ran,

Seven djunioru sprinted efter him,
hard and fast One lay in the dust,
gasping. Jimmy Silver lcaped at
the organ inerchant, grasped him by
the collar behind, and whirled him
over.

It was Beppo's turn to roar as he
went down.

“Bag him!” gasped Jiauwmy.

“Whaul-ho 1

The whole crowd huvled themsclves
on the hapless Beppo. 'The bundle
rolled in (he voad, as the Italian
struggled and yelled.

But Beppo had simply no chance.
Collared on  all sides, grasped hy
inmumerable hapds, he was dragged to
his feel.

Lovell enmo panting up. He grabbed
tp the bundle, while the other fellows
grabbed Beppo.

“Now, Mussolini,” said Mornington,
with a grin, “where's Manders?”

Beppo gasped,

“Take us straight to Manders,” said
Jimmy Silver., “If you brought that
note from him, my wman, you know
where he is. Get on with it!”

Beppo spluttered.

“Are you goingi" demanded Tommy
Dodd.

“No!"” gasped Beppo. “Mai, mai!
I take ze bundle to ze signmor, but I
go slone viz myseli—"

"This tree will do,” said Morning-
ton.

Beppo, hooked to the treo at the
roudside, gave o fearful howl as his
head was banged on it.

“Now are you taking us to Manders,

Mussolini 7" asked Mornington
geunially.

“No!” yelled Beppo. *Mai, non
mai! I— Yaroooooh !

Bang !

“What about it now 7

“Cospetto] Wow | I take you—I do
anyzing! La testa—la testa mial I
go—I take—yes! Kinock not my testa
on a tree! Qooogh 1”

“ Nothin' like makin' a chap sce stars
to moke him see reason at the same
time,” remarked Morninglon. Lead
o, Musselini 1"

Beppo, groaning, led ou.

And My, Slog Poggers, from |his
cover in a hawthorn thicket at a little
distance, walched them go—with feel-
ings that could not have been expressed
in words.

There were loo muny of the Rook-
wooders for Mr. Poggers to think of
tackling then, slogger as he was. IHo
kept in cover, to keep clear of sharing
Beppo's fate !

And es he watched the Rookwooders
disappear across the fields, in the direc-
uion of Coombe Wood, Mr. Poggers
groaned in bitterness of spirit.

Once more fortune, siter seeming to
smile on Mr. Poggers, had let li:in
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lining, had been fairly within his grasp
this time; and somebow—he could not
hegin to guess how—that mob of young
rascals had spotted the gams, and the
game was up!

It was cruel luck. When the school-
boys were out of sight, Mr. Poggers
crept from his cover and hit the open
spaces—a  sadder, if not a wiser,

Poggers
M ITe heard a sound of foot-
. steps and voices. Ile heard
thickets and folinge rustle in Coombe
Wﬁod. g
e started up from the pile of dirty
blankets on which he sat, his heart

Rescue |

R. MANDERS left off groan-
ing and listened,

beating faster. Was it help—and
rescue?  Quite a nwmber of persons
scemed to be coming—and  Slog

P'oggers could hardly have returned
with a crowd.

“Oh " gasped My, Manders.

“Is thiz the place?” He heard a
voice ho knew—the voice of Jimmy
Silver of the Classical Fourth.

"8i, si, signor!” came a gasping
reply.
“Wlere the dickens have they

parked him, then?” It was Morning-
tou’s voice. 'Is Manders buried under
leaves, like a Babe in the Wood, or
what 7

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Buck up, Mussolini—"'

“Here I” shouted Mr, Manders,
could venture to

He
shout, now that he

down. That precious overcoat, with a heard the familiar voices of Rook
wallet full of notes hidden in the wodders, ovidently ]o;ll:?:;; ‘}ur |lilk
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AT DISASTER

BOYSFRIEND UL

On. Sale af all Newsagents and Bookstalls 4.'

History's pages turned—forward ! To the
year 2000, with Britain in barbarism, wallow.
ing in the chaotic ruins of Europe already
devastated by a world war. The elforts of
the Leapue for Peauce and Civilisation are
mennced by pirates and outlaws and the
battles for supremacy of rival Dictators.
Every boy should read this grawd, imaglo-
ative romance of the future,
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“ThLis way! Help! Oh, help! This
Wway, my hoys—my dear bo g [
It was tho first time in htsl.ory that
M. ‘\Imuhr-. had addresatd any Rook-
!

wooders as “dear boys ™

But cven Mr. Manders regarded
them, at the moment, as dear boys—
very dear boys indeed! They were
coming to Mr. Manders' rescue! Iven
Mornington, - for the moment, was a
dear hov—thougll he bhad ragged
Manders' study the day before, and

anders had whopped him for it.

“Hallo, that's Manders!” came

Lovell's exclamation.
“Where are yon, sir?’
Dodd.
Mr. Manders panted
“This way—a cave under the tree—

' galled Tommy

this way! Help!”

“Oh  crumbs!” exclaimed Lovell.
"They parked him safo enough!
Look I'

The opening of that earthy den was
low and narrow, and hidden by bushes.
Daylight streamied in as the bushes
were dragped aside. Faces looked in
—some of them grinniog |

“Help " gasped Mr. Manders. “My

dear boys—my dear, dear boys—how
]t)hnnkful I am to see you! My dear
oys |?

“We'll have you out of that in a
jiffy, s:rI' said Jimmy Silver,

The juniors crowded in. They got
hold of the rope and unfastened the

knots. There was a sudden yell from
the fellows outside—n seampering of
foot, a wild rustling and teampling of
the bushes.

Beppo, taking advantage ot the
goneral atfention  being concentrated

on Mr. Manders, had wrenched away
and fled. He vanished like a scared
rakbit into tho wood.

“That blessed dago’s hooked it!"”
gasped Tommy Cook.

“Never mind DMussolini—we've got
Manders !” said Mornington.

“My dear boys!” said Mr. Manders.
“My déar boys!"”

He tottered out of the tramp’s lair,
helped by Tommy Dodd and Jimmy
Silver. He stared round him un-
easily as he emerged—the juniors
could guess why.

“Poggers  isn't here, sir,” said
“We've seon nothing of him

Jimmy.
orgai- -grinder chap

—only an Italian
who brought a note——"

“Oh1” gasped Mr. Manders. “My
dear boys, I am thankful that you
found me! That.ruflian—that wretch—
that—that !mam\ hooligan, Poggers—
that—that——""

“Like your coat, sir?”? asked
Lovell.

“Goodness grn.ciousl” gasped M.
Manders. “¥Yes, I shall be very glad
of the coat. I am chilled—chilled to

the bone—and I am [!Ytl(.‘Illi.]_) muddy
and dusty, after—after

“ Here you are, sir!”

The bundle was unwrapped, and Mr.
Manders gladly enfolded himself in the
blg thick overcoat.

‘My dear boys' he said, it was to
steal this wvery overcoat that that
wretch—that ruffian—seized me! I am
very thankful that you found me, but
how—"*

“Mornington spotted the man who
came for the coat, su[ said Jimmy
Silver demurely. “Morny suspected
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that the letter was a fake, got IJP
that man Poggers—and so we collared
him and made him guide ua to you,
sip——"

“Bless my soull” exclaimed the
astonished Mr. Manders, . “That waa
extremely intelligent of Mornington—
very intelligent indeed! Mornington,

you have shown extraordinary perspi-
cacity |  Amazing 1”

“Thank you, sir!” said Morny
gravely.

The whole party wallked back to
Rookwood with Mr. Manders Mr.
Manders was glad of their company—
dreading to see the hullet head and
plggy eyes of Slog Poggers.

. .

1t was no end of a sensation at Rook-

ocd.
l'el]o‘w talked of hardly anything
4

else for days,

Search for Mr.
police was renewed ﬂng intensified, and
while it was going on, Mr. Mandcrs
remained within gites—not likely ‘to be
tricked ou: again by "a spoof phone
calll Mpr. Mandors—and his celebrated
overcoat—were safel

Everybody agreed ihat much ecredit
was due to Morningtan—the fellow who
had spotted Poggers' confaierate |
They wondere:d how ne had dong it—
and Morny did not explain, It was
one of the things better Iéft unex-
plained.

ers by the local

(Another great story mext weck jrom
this erciting Rooliwrood serics. Dowm'd
miss reading ' THE BLACK SHENP'S
SECRET (')

TOM MERRY’S GREAT JAPE !

(Continued from page 22.)

“That is the key I made, sir,” he said.
S tiled i down \\-|11]L the young gentle-

T m Whs W umng
“Would you have the kindness to Imk
round, to sec whether you ean select
him wiwong these boys?” said the Head
courteously. " A very serious accusation
has beon ms.do, and if YOu can recognise
the oy in qumtrou. H‘ may prevent B
very grnw injustice heing done.”
I will do my best, with pleasure.’
And Mr. Keyser welked down the
hall, scanning the faces of the juniors.
“Don’t you twy to hide behind
Hewwies, Levison!" shouted Arthur
Angustis D'Arcy.
evison, stand out at once !" rapped
out Mr. Lathom.
Mr, Keyser glanced at the cad of the
Fourth.
“That is the boy,
peinting to Levison,

sir!" he said,

“Come here, Lovison." said the Head,
in_a terrible voigv.

Levison, white as death, staggered
rather than walked up the Hall,

The Head's look was terrifying.

“What haye you to say, Levison?"

Levison ‘had nothing to say. What
cofrld . he say? He was discovered—
once more his cunning had caused him
to overreach himself.

“Tt is you, Levison, who are guilty !

I thank you, Mr. f\-‘.‘\-SEl‘! You have
prl‘\'ﬂmod a very serious injustice from
being done. D'Arey, I thank vou. You

have done very well, D’Arcy—very
well indead 1
“Yaas, wathah, sir,” said Arthur

Augustus innocently, and there was a
chuckle.

“1 am sorry, Merry,” said the Head
gently. “I am sorry indeed that this
mlstnka hes been made. I am only too

it hias been discovered in time.
%ou may go back to your place, Merry.
Levison, you will be flogged. You have
noted dlsgracefuhy—-wﬁmdl}'." :

“Ji—it was & j-joke, sir!"” stammered
Levison.

“Silence ! Take him up, Taggles!"

And Levison was given, then and
there, a flogging that he remembered
painfully for many a long day.

When it was over, and' the fellows
streamed out of the Big Hall, Tom
Merry was surrounded by wngrntu]atmg
friends, But Tom ran at once to Arthir
Augustus D'Arcy.

He grasped his hand, and shook it as
if he would shake it off.

“Three cheers for Gussy!" sang out
Menty Lowther,

And the cheers for Gussy were given
with a will.

Arthur Augustus was the hero of the
hour, but he hore his blushing honours
with becoming modesty. Tt was only
natural, as he said confidentially to
Blake, that the fellows should roalise
sooner or later that he really was a
fellow of tact and judgment—and Blako
grinned and agreed,

(Next Wednesday :
GRAND CIRCUS!"” Watch out foy
this rollicking long yarn of circus fun
and thrills at St. Jini's—introdcing
Billy Bunter of Greyfriars. Order youwr
GEM eavly.)
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